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The yellowed teeth of the skull
held a single gold piece

Escape

By F. V. W. MASON

Author of “Lancers, Advance [
“Uygsardler of Chios,” etc.

Lange Ndonedbtite

Unijusily changgetl with mur-

dey, Lt. Ewelll was fomeed fo

go outsiiite the law so that he

could safedly comee wsitthin
it again

CHAPTER I.

MISSING MONEY.

“ OCTOR’S a good hoss, but
P e's still too green. He'll bust
his neck on that jump,"” drawled
a lanky cavalry sergeant as, tilting his
campaign hat against the late after-
noon sun's glare, he studied a formi-
dable set of triple bars. Slowly he
shook his head. “ That funny-lookin’
lootenant o’ yours is askin' a heap too
much of him.”

“ What d’you mean, funny-lookin' 7"
hotly retorted the corporal. “ Just be-
cause he ain’t got money and is new in
the 32nd don't mean he ain't goin’ to
be a good officer.”



!

“ Sez you. Well, this-here’s a crack
outfit, and the standards is high,” the
sergeant said seriously. “ Your Loo-
tenant Ewell don’t-look much like a
gent. For a fact he talks an’ acts a
good deal like what they call * poor
whitie’ where 1 come from.”

“ ‘Poor white'?" glared the cor-
poral. “ Mebbe he ain't got the fancy
uniforms and talk o’ the other officers,
but he's a soldier, and man, oh, mam!
it's education to watch Lootenant
Ewell school a horse. Proctor was
just a green charger a year ago, and
new leok at hiwm!”

” Put 'em up and keep
‘em thened!”

The corporal's sun-cracked lips
tightened when First Lieutenant Sam
Ewell gently touched Proctor with his
heels. Bent well forward over the
gray’s withers, the rider decided on an
imaginary take-off line just inside the
jump’s wings and lifted his mount to
8N easy cantef.

“ Steady, Proctor,” the Southerner
murmured and increased the pressure
of his calves just a trifle. Little prickles
of excitement stung -his scalp—that
farthest bar was set at four feett eight
inches! Steadily the powerful gray in-
creased speed for the effort which
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would test the result of ten months’
unfailing patience and perseverance.

“Do take it clean, boy,” Ewell
prayed silently. “ Reckon we want to
go to Berlin next summer, old boy.”

On rails enclosing the Port San
Lorenzo's paddock, perhaps a dozen
khaki-clad officers tensed in sulbcon-
scious criticism when Ewell's mount
thundered up to the take-off and, in
response to a quick pressure of Ewell’s
legs, took off smoothly. Up! Up! The
gray’s flylng form cleared the first and
lowest bar,, skimmed over the second
with inehes to spare; then, by the nar-
rewest of fhargins, his fore hooves
flashed ever that final barrler gleam-
ing se white in the het Texas suf-
fight.

“ Whoopee-e-e!” Delightedly the
corporal scaled his yellow-corded hat
high in the air. “ What'd I tell you?
Mickey, I tell you they'll clean up to-
morrow.”

“ Nutst” grunted the sergeant.
“ What about Captain Murdoch #*

“ Oh, 1 guess he's good, too, but he
ain't in a class with my lootenant.”

“Who says so? Poor whites always
fall down in the pinches.”

“Three to one it's Ewell am' not
Murdoch what gets picked for the
Olympics.”

“Sez you? The gaunt sergeant
threw aside the grass blade he had
been chewing and, grinning evilly,
leaped to his feet. “ Okay, sonny boy,
I'll jest take that bet as high an' wide
as you want. How much ?"

“ Why—why—" The ccorperal
grinned sheepishly.

“ Huh! Reckon you figger Ewell's
chances ain't so hott?”

“Ht? Hell, he's a cinch! Okay,
wise guy, two months' pay, says Ewell,
and Proctor is picked!"

“ Yot ought to have that dumb

head o' yours examined, sonny boy,”
the sergeant grunted and, with one
eye on the distant knot of officers,
spat with the devastating accuracy of
a shower bath at a horned toad.

“Mll right, Co'poral, that'll be all.
Reckon we don’'t want him tired to-
morrow.”

A wide and infectious grin decked
Lieutenant Sam Ewell's bhromzed),
rather Indian-like features.

“ The leutenant did greatt’*

“ Proctuh did, you meam™ Briskly
the long-limbed rider dismounted and
patted the arching silver gray neck.
“Oh, by the way, ’nother time don’t
yell like a jay picked alive. We nearly
muffed the landing. Remember, Co’-
poral, Captain Murdeeh’s Tattoo is go-
ing extra well these days.”

“Sorry, sir.” Quite consciemoe-
stricken, the corporal took over a pair
of webbed reins.

“Cool him out carefully now. 1
don’t wamt—"

“ Lieutenant Ewell, sir.* A head-
quarters orderly sporting a blue bras-
sard had run up and, clinking his spurs,
snapped a salute.

“W\teatt is itt?"

“ Colonel Rossiter's compliments,
sir, and will the lieutenant report to
post headquarters at once?*

METHING in the reb~fiaced

soldier's manner sent a mystified

expression over Sam Ewell's
good-matured visage. “ Whhat's this all
aboutt?"

“wom’t know, sir, but the €. O,
called Capt'n Murdoch and Lieutenant
Dawson 'bout ten minutes ago.”

“Right; T will repo't immediiately;.”
Ewell paused just long enough to obey
an invariable custom and bestowed an
appreciative lump or two of sugar on
this long-legged thoroughbred with
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which he hoped to realize his life’s am-
bition.

What the devil was up? That order-
ly had acted damned queer. His eyes
narrowed as he swung up to the time-
mellowed Spanish monastery which,
after many vicissitudes as rancho, pre-
sidio, and customs howuse, now did
duty as Post Headquarters for Fort
San Lorenzo, Decidedly somethifg had
disturbed that normally peaceful pe-
riod whieh ebtains in pest routine be-
tween Reeall and Retreat. Nen-com-
fnissioned offieers and members of
the guard were hurrying baek and
forth, and several of these east eurieus,
inserutable glanees at Ewell when, with
a leng, shightly bew-legged stride; he
hueried inte the guiden-festesned
BSQ&?HBF%@P.% of the 32nd United States
Cavalfy.

“This way, Lieutenamt,” directed
the Officer of the Day; and Captain
Tom Putnam’s tone was not his usual
one.

“WWizdt’s wrong, Tom?"

“Don't tell me it's a mystery to
you?"

“I'm no mind reader. Give me an
ideah what this ruckus is all about”

But Putnam merely tramped grimly
on down the corridor, a big holstered
Colt slatting to his stride. Odd, the
O. D. had left his holster flap unbut-
toned.

Fhanks to the old monastery's mas-
sive stone walls, the handsomely deco-
rated headquarters room was cool even
on this hot summer afternoon, but
cooler still were the glances of the nine
or ten officers inside of it.

Increasingly alarmed and bewil-
dered, Ewell marched up, saluted, and
stood to attention before the desk of
tight-jawed Colonel Rassiter, officer
commanding the 32nd U. S. Cavalry.
% 1 jeutenant Ewell repo'tin’, sulfn!”

“ Have you any idea why you are
here?” demanded the C, O. in a voice
like the grinding of ice floes.

“No, suh. 1 haven't
ideah.”

“ No?” Heavy brows shot up and
regimental insignia glowed as the C.
O.'s narrow gray head snapped about.
* Captain Murdoch, kindly repeat your
statement concerning your departure
from the paymaster’s office.”

Ten pairs of eyes flickered over to
linger on the short and muscular cap-
tain who arose beyond a wide map
table.

His face was flaming red. He was
one of those people who perpetually
burn and never tan, and his face was
a vivid scarlet at all times.

the least

N quick and precise accents Captain
Murdoch described how he had fin-
ished the day’'s work by auditing

funds received from El Paso to meet
the regimental pay day. Two military
clerks had helped him check some fiif-
teen thousand dollars.

“You're sure the
there?”

* Positive, sir. Both the clerks, Bamn-
non and Ortega, saw me lock it in the
safe. You can very easily check with
thm.”

This the colonel did; and both en-
listed men gave such straightforward
and unhesitating accounts that there
seemed small doubt of their earnest-
ness,

“What then?" demanded a gaunt
officer wearing the silvered maple
leaves of a liewtemamtt-colonel.

“ After that 1 went down to the
stables, sir, and schooled Tattoo over
the water jumps.”

Ewell’s lean features flushed sudden-
ly. “ Does this mean that some of the
pay money has been stilen?”

money was
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“Your insight is amazimg,” dryly
retorted the colonel.

“ But—but that's impossible, suiln! 1
came in just as Captain Murdoch left,
and I was in the office until about
twenty minutes befo’ Dawson came in
to make out requisitiiomns.”

“ A moment, Mr. Ewell. FEirst we
will be interested to hear Lieutenant
Dawson'’s account.™

Second Lieutenant Dawson of the
Quartermaster Corps was a thin but
not unhandsome individual of ,perhaps
thirty with a ready smile and tired-
looking brown eyes which peered from
behind gold-rimmed glasses.

He had, he declared, found the
office deserted when he came in with
his elerk and the H. Q. typist shortly
after four o’clock.

“1 opened the saffe,” Dawson ex-
plained, “to get out some requisition
forms, when I noticed the cash com-
partment door open. I called my clerk’s
attention and when we looked inside
there wasn'’t a thing in it.”

“ Emptiy?” Despite himself a fu-
rious, scorching flush dyed Sam
Ewell's prominent cheekbones. “ But
I saw the money in it at three-

thirty!”
Instantly Murdoch pounced  on
Ewell's outburst. “How do you

know that? What business had you in
the cash compartmentt?”

The eyes of the two men met and
clashed like dueling sabers, and Ewell's
temper, as short with men as it was
long with horses, gorged the veins on
his neck and forehead as he snapped,
“You seem to have forgotten, pur-
posely it seems, that I'm treasurer of
the ist Squadron mess this month, I
had some accounts to settle, so I drew
the eash from the mess funds.”

A sigh circled the big room, and
Colonel Rossiter's slash of a mouth
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relaxed just a trifle as he advised,
“ Lower your voice, Mr. Ewell, and
then give your version of this—er—
mystery.”

“ Yes, suh. When 1 went to the pay-
master's office around three o’clock I
found my esteemed jumping rikedl"—
he fixed a smoldering glance on Mur-
doch—" already comin’ out. I did some
paper work in the office, drew out and
counted the cash I was needin’, and re-
locked the safe. Then I went out.”

“ You were alone in the office all that
time?” demanded a major whose face
resembled a woodchuck as to shape
and coloring.

“ Yes, suh. Reckon 1 was’*

“XTW HHOOH is just too bad,” Mur-
V'V doch cut in, his pale-blue eyes
a-glitter, as he swept the
brown-faced group of officers. “It
seems to me, gentlemen, it's pretty
plain. Mr. Dawson and I both had two
men with us all the time, and we cer-
tainly couldn't have stolen the payroll
without their knowing it. Isn't it ob-
vious that this man muust have-stolen
the money after I left and before Mr.
Dawson came in ?”

“WMhy, yu' damn’ lyin' dawg!
Wiith the swift power of a leaping pan-
ther Ewell hurled himself across the
colonel’s office, and had not someone
considerately tripped him he would
certainly have faced cashiering for
striking a superior officer.

Up jumped Colonel Rossiter, his
grim features quivering with outrage.
“ Damn it, sir, must 1 put you in
irons?” Then to Murdoch in cold dis-
pleasure, “ Moderate your language,
sir!”

In the grip of Dick French, his troop
commander, and another captain,
Ewell struggled to free himself until
the former pleaded in a fierce whis-
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per, " Saml Sam! Don't be a damn’
fool! Remember the Olympies.”

Olympics! The word was an effec-
tive brake on the Southern lieutenant’s
consuming fury and, still quivering, he
turned to face the C. O.

“1 regret my outburst, sulln” he
panted. “ It shall not happen again.”

“ Possibly,” suggested the 32ndfs
other major, “ somebody else might
have got into the office 7"

“I'm sorry,” the officer of the day
put in, “but that's impossible. An
armed guard is posted in the corridor
before the paymaster’s office whenever
the regimental payroll is there. Private
Deegan swears he saw 1o one else enter
oF leave.”

“Um.” Colonel Rossiter passed a
wiry, sunburned hand over his chin,

then addressed the suspect. “ Have
you anv further statement, Mr.
Ewelll?™"

Appalled by the evil perfection of
the case against him, Ewell spread both
hands in desperate appeal. “ As God
is my judge, Colonel, I know no mo'
about what happened to that money
than—than those horses out thene!”

He pointed to some dusty troop
horses drowsing in a sun-lashed corral.

Apparently unimpressed, Colonel
Rossiter settled back in his chair, caus-
ing a series of shrill little squeaks from
its springs.

“ You have heard the preliminary
evidence, gentlemen,” he addressed his
lieutenant-colonel and the two majors,
“ and it sums up to this: only three of-
ficers had access to the safe; there is
only one entrance to the office, and its
windows are heavily barred. During
the perled in question a sentry stood
guard in a position to see the door.”

“ What's the use of going on, sir
demanded the chunky major. *“It's
pretty plain. Afiter all, Ewell isn't ex-
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actly one of us—in more ways than
one.”

WAVE of nausea born of dread-

ful foreboding shook Sam

Ewell. Had ever a man been

so cruelly, so perfectly framed by ac-
cident or design ?

“ But 1 didn’t. On my word of -hon-
ah, I don’t know anything ’bout it!” A
feeling of panic seized him. If they
pinned this thing on him it would
mean Leavenworth and disgrace in-
stead of Berlin and the Olymples.

*1 cain’t explain it,” he went on in
a low, vibrant voice, “ but why should
I steal—surely you-all know how bad-
ly 1 want to ride on the Olympic
tearn ?”

“ 1t takes money to ride on that
team,” pointed out the red-haired ma-
jor. * Listen, Ewell, your coming to
this regiment was a mistake, but it you
will restore the money at once, Colo-
nel Rossiter will accept your resigna-
tion to save the regiment from open
disgrace.”

™ But 1 dithitt dio 11t

“That is for you to prove, Mr.
Ewell,” the colonel said.

* I—I hope he cam!” Dawson cried
unexpectedly. “I—in fact, I'd never
have thought Ewell capable of such a
thing.” The Q. M. officer looked pale
and wretchedly unhappy.

“ Your opinion was not called for.”
Colonel Rossiter seemed to be weigh-
ing his words. “ However, I propose
to give Mr. Ewell a chance to clear
himself by confining him to camp dur-
ing the space of—"

Captain Murdoch sprang up, his
scorched features redder than ever and
his pale eyes ablaze.

“ Really, sir, do you think it's wise®
I know all about this fellow’s fam-
jly—ask anybody from Sumter Coun-
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ty, Alabama. The Ewells are a dis-
grace to their community, They'¢e just
shiftless, no-'cownt whites. Stire as
shooting he’ll make a get-gway.”

Blue lightnings flashed in Colonel
Rossiter's eyes.

“That 1s quite uwnczllketifor, Cap-
tain Murdoch!” He turned on Ewell,
who had barely restrained a murder-
ous impulse. “ You understand? You
must either restore the money and re-
sigh, or prove your innocence. That
will be all, gentlemen”

Feet shuffled, chairs creaked, and
spur chains clinked as in deep silence
the 32nd’s senjor officers filed out.

Only Dawson lingered; he mur-
mured, “ Damn hard lines, Sam. You
are in a spot all right. I—I wish I could
help you.”

Sam Ewell never heard him; he was
gazing wretchedly out of the window,
where, with the purple-blue of the
Sierra Ladrones as a background, a big
gray gelding was cutting a few bedtime
capers.

CHAPTER 1I.
BAYONET IN THE BACK.

AITING for him in his quarters
Ewell found Dick Erench, cap-
tain of his troop.

“ Hello, Sam; 1 was wanting to talk
with you.”

“@xt to hell out of hean!" Ewell
snarled and pointed to the door.
“ These are still my quartenrs’*

But the big, long-limbed figure in
dusty field boots did not move. “ Don't
fly off the handle, Sam. I'm here to
help you. I don't for a moment believe
you had anything to do with that
money’s disappearamoe.”

Incredulous, Sam Ewell's

dropped.

jaw

ARGOSY

His Indian-like features were quiv-
ering with tense emotion.

“ We haven't soldiered together very
long, but somehow I understand you
pretty well, Sam, and 1 think I know
how much winning the Olympic trials
tomorrow means to you.”

“ Thanks, skipper.” Heaving a long:
sigh, Ewell dropped onto his cot and
lit the charred Dunhill pipe which was
his greatest joy.

“ Even if doesn’t seem so, the Old
Man is giving you a break, Sam,”
French said. “ But it'll be just too bad
if you don’t have an explanation by
noon tomorrow. Damn! I1'd hate to
see that blasted, supercilious Murdoch
clean up the trials”

Ewell drew a savage puff on his
pipe. “ Speaking of Murdiocih—"

“1 see what you're driving at,” ad-
mitted the captain of B Troop. “ May
be something in that direction, though
1 believe he's fundamentally a sports-
man. Yes, he’s scared stiff you'll be
picked over him, and that enormous
vanity of his just might— By the way,
why those cracks about your fammlky?”

“ Reckon part of if’s true” Ewell
flusihed! to his ear tips and stared fixed-
ly at his powerful but sensitively
formed hands. “FPa and most of.my
brothers and sisters don’t amount to
much, Afiter the Civil War my family
couldn’t seem to get goin’ agaim; reck-
on they kind of let things slip and
gradually ran down hill almest to the
bettom. Only mether—she died last
year—had any prlde. It's on accouft
of her and a ecouple & kld brethers
whe are yeufig eneugh to save, 1 aif
te shew the werld we Ewells haven't
really gene to seatlt”

He lifted a quivering face. “ You
can't guess, Dick, how much a place on
that team meamns.™

“Don't 1?? It meears youllll e 2
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marked man—you'll go far when the
Olympics are over. They'll send you to
select posts and you'll get your chance
to meet the officers who run this asmy.”

Erench’s hand suddenly reached out
and gently clapped the single silver bar
on his subordinate’s shirt shoulder
strap.

“1 understand, Sam” Gravely
French got to his feet. “ Don’t hesi-
tate to call on me.”

After brief self-communing, Ewell
Hecided to look over the ground—one
never knew, there might be some faint
clue—and was starting for the Admin-
istration Building when he discovered
Prlvate Ortega - lounglng outside his
deor.

“ Lieutenant Ewell, sir? The dark-
skinned private saluted. “ Lieutenant
Dawson’s compliments and he'd like to
talk with you when you've time

“ Thanks. I'll be seeing him later*
At a deliberate stride he sought Post
Headquarters, the old mission building
itself now glowing almost orange in the
light of the setting sun.

T the O. D.'s office that worthy
coldly gave him the name and
unit of the soldier who had

been on duty during the fateful half
hour.

* No, sir,” the man protested when
Ewell sought him out. “ I didn't leave
my post a second, and 1 sure wouldda
seen anybody go in or out.”

“You're a new man, aren't you,
Deegan ?*

“Yes, sii,” replied the soldier, a
stolid, flat-featured individual with
enormous ears and a face several times
reshaped by human hands. “I guess
that's why the top kick* keeps stickin'
me on guard duty.”

& Finstt Sangpamntt.
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“You'd tzke oath that mebody went
into the office after 1 left and before
Lieutenant Dawson came ?*

“1 sure would, sir.™

Abruptly Ewell's long face tight-
ened.

“ You didn't go in there yourself 7"

Deegan’s eyes narrowed and he gath-
ered himself. “[Iff you didn’t sport them
tin bars on your shoulders I'd take a
damn good poke at you.”

“ Answer me’*

“1 did not,” smarled the private.
“ You ain’'t going to pin your dirty
work on me, not by—"

“THetll do, soldier,” Ewell inter-
rupted in a steely voice. “Ilff you want
to try taking a poke at me, you can
come out to the water tank at nine
o'clock and TI'll gladly take off these
bars.”

Before Sam Ewell's deadly black
eyes Private Deegan’s gaze wavered,
then fell and he shuffled a little as he
mumbled, “RRedkon I didn’'t mean it,
Lieutenant.”

“Very well. You're acquainted
with any of Captain Murdoch or Lieu-
tenant Dawson’s assistants—DBannon,
Ortega or Whitney?”

“ No, sir. Like 1 told you, I'm new;
besides they're outta Headquarters
Troop and me, I'm in the First Squad-
ron.”

Both men stiffened to salute when
the evening gun boomed and a sweet
toned bugle sounded “ To the Colors.”
As always since he had been a raw
* pletiee” at the Point, a small thrill
shot through Sam Ewell’s breast when
the Stars and Stripes were gently low-
ered; but a sickening sense of despair
followed. It he was eashiered he
weuldn't be permitied te serve it any
lengeF!

Too wretched to eat, he pursued a
round of inquiries until darkness felll
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With what hellish perfection had this
net of circumstantial evidence en-
tangled him! Ponder and probe as he
might, he could not find even a single
weak strand in it

ITH the vague and quite me-

chanical hope of unearthing a

clue of some sort Ewell listless-
ly made his way down a resounding
cloister leading to the paymaster's
office, aware that from the Officers’
Club bursts of deep throated laughter
were resoundimg; and in one of the
barracks an accordion and a bamjo
were playing “ The Lady in Red.”

How could anybody play or laugh
when Sam Ewell's good name, his pa-
tiently built career were tottering?
Singly, by pairs and by threes, enlisted
men off duty for the night passed him
on their way down to Chispas, that
typical and rather unsavory Border
town which had sprumg.up between
Fort San Lorenzo and the Mexican
line.

How very still it was this evenirg)!
Subconsciously Ewell noticed it while
turning into a familiar corrider. He
had progressed but a few feet in the:
direction of the paymaster's office;
when he noted that there was no guard,
pacing along the cloister. He quiek-|
ened his stride and when he saw the
office door open alarm bells began
clanging in his brain and he shouted,
“ Sergeant of the Guandl! Post Nuw-
ber Sevem!" But only his voice, beorn-=
ing in the cloister's vaulted roof, an-
swered him.

Shaken by a presentiment of im-
pending disaster, he halted before
the dark rectangle formed by the pay-
master’s office door; then, conscious of
a faint sobbing and of a scrabbling
noise, he reached inside and snapped
on the office light. He started as if
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brushed by a live wire; for, pitilessly
revealed by the office’s lights, was a
khaki clad figure. Like an animal run
down on a road it was slowly writh-
ing in the center of the floor. A foot
or so away & campaign hat lay on its
side.

“HiEdlp! I—I— Help!” Horribly
blurred by blood came the stricken
soldier’'s plea.  “It—it is—killing

me—"

For only a split second Ewell stared
incredulously at the handle of a Serv-
ice bayonet plunged deep into the sol-
dier’s back, then dropped onto his knees
beside the wounded man. A pond of
bright arterial blood kept spreading
further over the dusty stone flloor,

CHAPTER III.

CORRODED.

“XXJ AIT,” wheezed the wounded
man a moment later. “ Take—
this—" His right hand flut-

tered upward a few inches, so Sam

Ewell snatched a scrap of paper from

the sweaty quivering fingers and

crammed it into his watch pocket.

“ Go on—I can—stand it

It was, Ewell found, an unexpected-
ly difficult matter to free the bayonet,
and tearing gasps burst from the
wounded soldier's throat every time he
pulled.

“ Go on—out—jpull owtt—"*

“ This way! This way!” Ewell yelled
when he heard fooitsteps resounding in
the corridor and, reassured that help
was coming, he gave a strong, quick
heave which freed the bayonet just as
a voice, surcharged with menace,
snarled,

“ Put ’em up! We've got you dead
to rights this tinme!™

Over his shoulder Ewell glimpsed
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the Officer of the Day leveling his
Colt's automatic.

“ Cut it out, Tom!” Ewell suapped.
“ Come and help me*

But the O. D. remained motionless.
“ Put ‘em up or I'll cut loose! Damn
you!"

Menace was so sharp in the other's
tone that Ewell dropped the bloodied
bayonet, and, raising both hands, got
up, but at the same time he fiercely
urged,

“ Don't waste time, he's badly hurt.
Listem!”

And, indeed, the stricken guard's
heavy breathing had taken on a bub-
bling sound. Blood, Ewell noted sub-
consciously, had now crept out as far
as the private's campaign hat. Uh! A
musty, sickish odor was pervading the
office, so humdrum and everyday look-
ing with its filing cabinets, typewriters,
telephones and message baskets.

Distant feet were clattering along
the ageworn cloisters of Fort San
Lorenzo.

“Won't you help him? Tom, the
poor devil is bleeding to deatin.

“ Shut up and don't move. 1'd be
glad of a chance to drill your dirty
carcass!’

As he stood under the menace of
Captain - Putnam's automatic a chill
and bitter tide commenced to rise in
Sam Ewell's soul. Eound alone as he
had been and bending over a blood-
bathed body with a gory bayonet in
one hand? Even his fingers were sticky
with blood and everywhere wild dis-
order reigned. Whom could he accuse?
Nobody. He must have missed the real
murderer by scant instants,

Suddenly panic seized poor Ewell,
he glared wildly about—dzwmm! There
was no other door and a heavy iron bar
sealed all windows.

“ Nozyoti don't! Eirst move I ffredi®
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And ever tighter the cold fingers of
despair tightened over Ewell’s throat.
If they had not believed him about the
money, what now?

“‘Whatt's up? What's wvrromgy? *
gasped the sergeant of the guard as,
red from exertion and steadying his
holstered automatic, he pounded into
the office with a pair of wide-eyed pri-
vates at his heels.

“ Private Johnson has been stabbed
with his bayonet. Send someone for
the surgeom.™

“ Arrest hinn! Shoot him if he makes
a move!” It seemed impossible that the
O. D.'s ordinarily pleasant counte-
nance could be so completely trans-
formed into a strange and menacing
mask. “TI'll take a look at Johnsom.
Leaving Ewell under the threat of the
sergeant’s gun, Captain Putnam ran
over to the body, stooped and straight-
ened after testing a limp wrist.

“He's dead)” Putnam sad, and
turned quivering features on the pris-
oner. “I hope you're satisfied, you
murdering rat?f”

“Tom, listen, 1 foumd—*

“ Don't call me Tom, you unspeslk-
able swimel™

“ Please listemi” The plea was
hoarse, wrenched from the depths of
Ewell's soul.

“ We listened about the money, t00.
Thank God we've got you red-handed
this tinme!™

“W¥iztt’s this?”' Colonel Rossiter,
with Captain Murdoch and several
other officers at his heels, came rum-
ning up, buttoning the blouses they had
loosed for greater comfort after mess.

N an effectively damning account,
which indeed gave no more than
the facts, Captain Putnam de-

scribed the circumstances under which
he had discovered the prisoner.
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“ Well, Ewell, the facts seem to
speak for themselves, but have you
anything to say?’ Colonel Rossiter’s
compressed lips barely moved as he
confronted the Southerner’s slim fiigiree
so securely pinloned between two burly
guards.

He must, Ewell knew, speak swiftly
and forcefully; probably his life de-
pended upon the impression he now
made. But on beholding those hard-
faced men erowding around him, he
sensed the futility of an attempt to
clear himself and could only gulp out
a few halting and incomplete sentences
deseribing his discovery of Jehnson,
new lying ineredibly flat and metien-
less en the effice’s Hleer.

“You admit you neither saw nor
heard anyone leave the office?" came
Colonel Rossiter’s sharp query.

“No, suin” Desperately, Ewell
shook his disheveled black head. “ But
I couldn't have missed the killer by
much, Po’ Johnson was still kickin'
when 1 came in.”

“How about that, Major?" The
32nd's colonel wheeled on the regimen-
tal surgeon who in shirt sleeves had
come running in. “ How long could
a man live stabbed like dinert?”

“ Not over @ mimuts; the aorta was
severed,” came the prompt reply.

*“ And Putnam says Johnson was
still alive when he got there” Mur-
doch pointed out; then he flung a hand
at the windows., “©f course, Ewell
will tell ws the real murderer got out
between the three-lneh sections of those
barst”

An angry growl circled the onlook-
ers, and Ewell felt the grip of his
guards tighten to a painful clinch,

The colonel said bitterly, “ Captain
Putnam reports he actually saw you
with the bayonet in your hand, Ewell.
What have you to say to that?”
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“ Johnson begged me to pull it out™
In frantic appeal Ewell’'s bloodshot
eyes sought the C. O.s. “ It seemed
the least 1 could do fo’ the po’ devil.”

* Yes, since you stuck it into himn,”
someone cried hotly. *“ Murdoch was
right! It's better to trust blacks than
poor white trasihy”

Stung to the quick, Ewell lunged at
the speaker but his captors hurled him
roughly back.

“Uisten, yo' fools!” Ewell raged.
“1f 1 took the money, why would I
be wantin’ to come badk?”

Murdoch swiftly and remorselessly
crushed this one faint doubt. * You
just wanted to be certain you'd left no
evidence behiwnd!?”

Colonel Rossiter, his face an ani-
mated death mask, turned to the officer
of tfie day.

“ Captain Putnam, you will conduct
Mr. Ewell to the caldianso. Ssaacthhim
there and remove anything he might
use for suicide or escape. 1 hold you
personally responsible, And you "—lie
turned en the sergeant of the guard—
" uneock thet blasted awlomatic if
yeu've get te peint it at my stemadht”

F Sam Ewell had ever before
thought to taste the acid cup of de-
spaif, it had been as milk and honey

compared to the black dregs he now
was swallowing. They all thought he'd
done it! Every man jack ot them had
been eonvineed ot his guilt. And the
worst of it was that, under the 6if-
sumstanees, he eeuldn’t blame them!
Sure eneugh, seme day they'd put a
hempen neese abeut his neel and hang
him fer jehnser's murder. He knew
it s instinetively as & ehild fears fire.
Te make matiers werse, his finger-
prints weuld be all ever that bayshet,
effectively obliterating these of the
e Wha really had sisin the sentry.
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What possible defense was there to
offer? He had no alibi, no witness, not
even a theory to offer as to who might
be guilty.

Again and again his tortured brain
tried to find some ray of hope, but
failed dismally.

Despite all his reflection, the pris-
oner marched along, head up and un-
flinchingly enduring the malevolent
glances of all who passed.

“ You’ll be right at home here,” Tom
Putnam said presently, “ unless maybe
the rats around here are fussy about
their compamy.”

And with that the guards pushed
him into a cell so tiny that only an
eighteenth-century Spanish architect
would have designed it for human oc-
cupation,

Under the O. D.’s vigilant eye they
roughly searched him from head to
foot and then a heavy door of sheet
ifon clanged shut with a note as final
and ehilling as the tolling of a funeral
bell.

Because the 32nd's discipline was
good and its morale even better? this
cell seemed not to have been used in
years.

Dazed and sick at heart, but thamk-
ful to be at last free of contemptuous
and somewhat fearful eyes, the pris-
oner remained for a long time blankly
staring at a single dusty bulb which
illuminated his little cell.

A three-legged stool, a canvas cot
which could be folded up against the
wall, and a lumpy, sour-smelling mat-
tress which reeked of carbolic and
chloride of lime completed the furnish-
ings.

HO could have stolen that pay-
roll? Who could have come
back and murdered poor, stupid
Private Johnson? Wiy come back if
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it wasn't either to replace the stolen
cash or to cover up evidence? Logi-
cally, Murdoch, Dawson and their as-
sistants all were to be suspected. The
origimal theft was conceivable, but why
come beock?

Why pin these things on him? Mur-
doch again. And so, over and over,
without end or conclusion.

For the space of half an hour Ewell
squatted quite motionless on the three-
legged stool and surrendered to over-
whelming despair. He had tried to
be a decent, industrious and efficient
officer—he’d tried to get ahead in the
32nd, To command the respect of his
fellows; and now—

Finally that innate courage which
had strengthened his fight through a
backwoods grammar school, through a
high school full of jeering, conde-
scending classmates, and on up to the
gray citadels of West Point, stung him
into revolt. Damned if he’d take a raw
deal like this lying*down! He hadn’t
dene anything.

Grimly he fumbled for a cigarette,
and of course found none, but when
his questing fingers touched his watch
pocket he gave a small start of surprise
and at once recalled the scrap of paper
he had plucked from poor Johnson’s
jey fingers.

Presumably the guard had snatched
it from his murderer during his strug-
gle. Bitterly he cursed his stupidity in
not having remembered it when Colo-
nel Rossiter had asked him to explain.
Maybe, maybe this might save him?

He almost ran over to a tiny, barred
peephole set near the top of his cell's
iron door. A quick glance revealed a
lightly wrinkled red neck and broad
khaki-clad shoulders just outside. ** So,
I'm dangerous enough to require a
special guard.” Ewell felt morosely
complimented.
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Presently the sentry shouldered his
bayoneted Springfield and took a
short turn down the passage, bayonet
sheath swaying over his hip like an
absurd, misplaced tail.

Sam Ewell turned his back to the
door and dropped onto the edge of his
cot before he, with terrible eagerness,
unfolded the tiny scrap of paper.

Again his hopes were dashed; all
that lay before him were ten carefully
inked marks arranged in a rough
Cross.

“ What the devil do all those bugs
meam?”’ he asked himself. “@ff co'se,
they cain’t be bugs— Um, look a sight
more like asterisks™ .

Slowly he revolved the enigmatic
find between fingers yet red-brown
with the murdered private's blood.

“Msearisks?’ he asked of himsellf,
then fragments of high school Greek
came back to him. “ Aster— What
the devil? That means star—um—
stars.™

Stars? Stars! Wihere had he seen a
star? Then all at once he saw the
blood seeping over the floor and filling
that starlike depression, and sat bolt
upright clutching an ephemeral idea.

AILL at once the arrangement of the
il Xa asterisks took meaning. Not for
nothing had he spent two years
studying astronomy at the Point.
Yes, that one in the center's Altair,
Gamma's to the right, and Zeta forms
the tip of the tail.

Yes. He was sure that he recognized
roughly plotted before him the con-
stellation known as Agquila, the eagle.
“Um. He's only shown stars of the
first three magnitudes,” Ewell mut:
tered while his bewilderment grew.
Why in the name of seven red-hot
devils should a soldier murdered in the
paymaster's office of an American
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Army Post be clutching a reproduc-
tion of Aquila? He saw himself again
confromted by an impenetrable wall of
mystery.

Stars! The only tie-up with his
predicament was that faintly engraved
six-poimted star filled with Johnson's
blood.

He rested his aching head on
clenched fists and stared unseeingly at
a ring cemented into the wall beside
the cell's door—in the old days the
luckless prisoner would probably have
been chained to it as a further precau-
tion.

Come to think of it, he had seen
other stars cut in the floor of the one-
time monastery. One here and one
there, without apparent plan or mean-
ing.

Suddenly he bent forward and in
the dust of the floor sketched a ground
plan of the administration building
and the other structures belonging to
the fort’s Spanish period and on it
plotted such stars as he could remem-
ber. » Um. He'd noticed two in the
officers’ mess, another in a long clois-
ter connecting the main building with
a flying wing, and others elsewhere.

Again his hopes rose, for, barring
one or two stars, Alquila was roughly
reproduced! He found no answer in
the dull, monotonous tramp-tramp of
the guard’s heavy shoes as to why the
Franciscan padres elected to reproduce
this particular constellation on the
floor of their mission nearly two long
centuries ago.

Baffled but strangely encouraged,
Sam Ewell then returned to his prin-
cipal problem, that of clearing him-
self. Of course in this cell less than
nothing could be accomplished. If
somehow he could get out it would be
interesting to see if Captain Murdoch
possessed any books on astronomy. If
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not, Ewell thought he’d talk to the
belligerent Private Deegan again; it
stood to reason the fellow must have
heard or seen something.

The prisoner got up, gulped a
mouthful of tepid water, and then
went into action. Whhat about that
window? Um. Its bars were so set
that if one of them were disposed of
enough of a gap would be created to
let him wriggle between the second bar
and the window casement. That was
some emcouragement.

After safiisfying himself the sentry
had paused at the far end of the cor-
ridor, he strode to the window and ex-
amined it in detail. The vision of that
dreadful noose grew clearer and his
heart sank when he noted the bars to
be stout and a good half-inch thick.

His ears attuned for the semtry's
footsteps, Ewell nevertheless used his
thumb nail to test each of the rough
and rust-flecked bars from top to bot-
tom. Hope had all but deserted him
when suddenly something gave way
under pressure of his thumb nail, and
with a fierce clutch of excitement at
his throat he perceived that cement se-
curing the left-hand bar's base had be-
come badly weathered. Perhaps aided
by some long-forgotten prisoner quite
a little depression- had been created
about its base. In it rain water must
have stood during many a long year,
accelerating the action of rust,

“ar God! Please give me just a
little brealk!" he breathed just as might
any desperate boy.

ULSES hammerimg, Ewell
wrenched one of the regimental
insignia from his shirt's shoulder
strap and with its edge hacked at the
base of the bar, whereupon, to his un-
speakable delight, it crumbled for an
interesting depth. There could be no
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doubt that the bar’s lower end was se-
riously corroded.

Lips caught between teeth, he
worked until his bruised and effort-
numbed fingers would no longer hold
the tiny enameled shield he had hoped
to wear far across the Atlantic. For
over an hour he toiled until the insig-
nia’s edge would ne longer bite at the
decomposed fetal.

“ Reckon there’s about a quarter of
an inch of sound core left, and if I
can't bust that loose Sam Ewell's dog
robber to a K. P.

He gave a furious trial heave which
made his back muscles crackle, then an-
other with every oumnce of strength
bora of desperation and an outraged
sense of justice.

Sobbing for breath, tendons burn-
ing, he heaved and strained in every
possible direction until fiery meteors
danced before his eyes. No use. Pres-
ently the fact that this bar would not
yleld to his own unaided strength came
heme,

CHAPTER 1V.
PURSUED.

NTING and sweat - blinded,
Lieutenant Sam Ewell stood in the
center of his cell, rebellion seeth-

ing in every fiber of his body. He all
but yielded to a mad impulse; he felt
he must shake the bars, beat wildly
on walls and door and scream out his
hatred of all mankind. But he re-
mained swaying, nursing his bruised
hands. Such a senseless outburst would
be only worthy of white trash.

Forcing calm on himself, he nexr
attempted to use his stool's leg as a
lever, but the window's deep casement
made it impossible to obtain a useful
leverage.
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There were footsteps. The prisoner
barely had time to crouch, sweat-
bathed and anxious, onto the stool be-
fore a pair of hostile blue eyes squint-
ed in through the peephole.

“Hey, you! What the devil you
doin’ in there?

Ewell merely grunted, “ Nothimg"

“ Well, then, be quiet about it and
don’t go tryin’ no monkey-shines, see ?”

The prisoner said nothing and did
not raise his head until a measured
tread once more resounded in the cor-
ridor.

Freedom was so near—and yet so
crushingly distant.

Euriously he searched his imagina-
tion. How could he bring more pres-
sure on that stubborn bar? Mocking
his helplessness came the endless whine
of insects battering against the light
bulb. At last their noise drew Ewell's
attention, and mechanically his eyes
followed a set of wires to their out-
let. Wire? A long minute he struggled
on the edge of an inspiratiionm; then,
climping ' triumphantly aboard, called
out:

“ Hey, guardl! I'm turning in. Douse
the lights, will yow?"

Watched suspiciously all the while,
he pulled ofif his boots and then stripped
to breeches and undershirt.

“IIff you can sleep any tonight you
sure must have a steel conscience,” the
guard grunted, then stumped away.

Presently the noisome little cell was
plunged into darkness. Though aquiver
with impatience, Ewell forced himself
down on the lumpy, sour-smelling mat-
tress and to remain quiet.

Half an hour dragged by, during
which Ewell saw the guard’s red face
twice appear at the peephole’s barred
yellow rectangle.

But at last the guard must have
seated himself, for his slow tread na
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longer reverberated in the groined and
vaulted passage.

Silent as an owl in flight, Sam Ewell
placed his stool below the light and,
getting up on it, presently wrenched
loose the connection. How much wire
could he get ? The only way was to pull
hard. He did, and was lucky enough to
pull in some twenty feet of stout cop-
per-cored wire,

This he twisted back on itself since
a single strand seemed scarcely strong
enough to stand the strain he proposed
to give it. Because it was very hard
to work in complete silence, his mouth
went dry with anxiety as he labored
by the light of stars which glowed as
only they can on the edge of the
troples.

An hour after the light had been
snapped out Sam Ewell was hopefully
surveying a primitive hand windlass;
one end of the twisted wire rope being
secured -about the base of the weak bar
while the other was lashed to that iron
fing beside the dook. Wauld 1t swerve?

“ Hope that blasted bar doesn't make
too much of a racket when she fetches
loose,” he worried. “ But if she does
and that guard tries to stop me, it'll be
just too bad for us both.”

Whhile he was very quietly pulling
on his boots he noted the way in which
his cell door opened outward, and was
struck by a further inspiration. This
he promptly put into effect by folding
his cot and arranging it like a cum-
bersome bar across the door frame.

Having used all his wire, he was
forced to sacrifice his belt to secure the
wrought iron door knob. He'd show
Putnam, Murdoch and the rest whether
they could railroad an Ewell to the gal-
lows! Wihether they eowlldl ruln the
twing’ ehanee In life and send them
baek to sgualer and futility.

He drew a deep, slow breath, and
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then thrust one leg of the stool be-
tween the tight-twisted wire and com-
menced slowly to revolve it. Gradual-
ly the wires quivered and tightened to
his slow pressure until little kinks be-
gan to materialize and it beeame mueh
harder to turn the Improvised wind-
lass.

Hell! The guard had resumed his
slow tramping of the corridor. If the
fellow elected to peer in, everything
would be over once and for all. Because
the O. D. would certainly order him
into gyves and irons and' there’d be no
second chance,

Breathless, tortured by umcertainty,
he waited several minutes; but the sen-
try kept up his slow parade, so, hoping
for the best, Ewell set to work once
more and was hard put to control his
labored breathing. Evidently the bar
was so much stronger than he had esti-
mated that, not being designed for such
strenuous use, the wire must soon
break.

One more turn he felt would very
likely decide things one way or an-
other; so, locking his teeth, he forced
the footstool over, over— Then,
without warning, the stool flew vio-
lently out of his hands and landed with
a tenvifying crash on the filvor. About
his feet he felt the wire twisting like
a wounded smalke—of course it had
given way.

“ Hev! What vou diwiini %"

The guard's bronzed face eclipsed
the peephole.

Half dazed with exhaustion, Ewell
glared about and knew how a rabbit
cornered by hounds must feel.

“ Sergeant o' the guandl” bawled
the soldier. “ Prisoner escaping! Turn
out the guandit™

“ Shoot, damn you!" Ewell yelled.
“ Shoot and get it over witln!*

But just then the frenzied prisoner

21

noted a blessed gap yawning at the win-
dow.

The wire hadn’t broken; instead, the
bar had come clean out.

“HiEdit! Halt!” roared the guard
when Ewell seized the remaining bar
and swung himself up into the aper-
ture. “HEdit, or I'll fiiwee!”

Ewell paid him not the least atten-
tion, only intensified his effort to
squeeze head and shoulders through the
very narrow aperture.

“Aiisomer escapimg!
guard!”

Cra-a-ack! A bullet shattered itself
against the stonework not two inches
above Ewell's sweaty scalp. Though
a fall of six or eight feet awaited him,
the fugitive kept on twisting and turn-
ing until his shoulder was cruelly
scraped and his shirt ripped loudly.
Then the guard stopped his futile
wrenching at the door and roaredi:

“ Halt! I'm shootin' to kill this
time!”

Fie carried out his threat just a
breath too late, and his second bullet
hissed harmlessly through an empty
window.

Thowsands of lights brighter than
rockets soared before Ewell's eyes
when he crashed to earth and the
wind was all but driven from his
body. Screaming whistles, shouts,
commands and running feet, however,
aided his will power in lashing his
shaken body back to obedience. Vio-
lently the fugitive spat out a mouthful
of dust and began at a limping, lum-
bering and pathetically slow run to seek
the shelter of a not distant railroad
right-of-way.

His breath came back a little so he
was able to cross the tracks barely
ahead of a slow freight which was
panting valiantly up a considerable
grade.

Turn out the
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* Halt, prisoner! Halk*

Shots rang out when the loco-
motive’s headlight briefly transfixed
him, but then the engine clanked by,
eclipsing him from a crowd of guards
who were sprinting down from the

AM EWELL'’S first impulse was
to swing aboard the slow, clatter-
ing freight, and it would have

been absurdly easy; but some deeper
intelligence prompted him to continue
across the right-of-way and down a
weed-shrouded dlteh beside the State
highway.

There he had but a few minutes to
wait before a produce truck came rum-
bling by.

Every nerve jangling, Ewell instant-
ly leaped to his feet, put on a furious
burst of speed, and was barely able to
flip up onto the tailboard. All in one
motion he rolled into the truck’s dark
interior just an instant before the
freight's caboose lights nnmasked a
swarm ef guards pursuing the train
with futlle sheuts.

Strangling for breath and weak
with relief, the fugitive had started to
sit up, when someone jumped him and
a pair of hands strong as a vise
clamped down on his throat. Too much
had already been accomplished to per-
mit a tame surrender to the unkmown’s
wiry strength, and he fought back with
the terrific pewer of one whe faces ex-
tinetien until semehew he managed to
wreneh aside that murdereus grip and
gasp:

* Don’t! SoMier—friemd!”

“ Soldiier?” someone demanded in a
sibilant whisper, and a tall, black blur
loomed before Ewell. “Le's see!
Damn me, an’ 1 figgered you for a
copper. 1 allow it’s them shoulder
straps o' yourn.” Then, savagely
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again, “ Stay where you are or I'll lay
vou out for keeps.”

“ Okay,” Ewell panted. * Don’t—
make—noise.”

“1 ain’t likely to. Who air you, sol-
jer?”’

“I'm takin' a shank’s mare dis-
charge,” croaked the fugitive. ™ They
were chasin’ me.” Ewell thought it
safer to adopt the accent and language
of an enlisted man.

“ Going over the hill, etn?*

The stranger’s voice lost some of
its menacing quality, and Ewell got a
glinpse of a battered, heavily mus-
tached face and enormously powerful
shoulders when the other relaxed and
squatted on the tallbeard hinge.

“ Driver a friend o’ yours?”

“Naw. I'm ridin’ blind, amdi—say,
pardner, you shore look like a cyclone'd
struck ye,” greimlly commented the
stranger, a gold tooth flashing in the
light of a late risen moon.

“Yea, 1 had a little trouble bustin'
outta that calaboose.” Gingerly he
tested hig throat. “ Why'd you lay into
me that way?”

“ Reckon I'm doin’ a bit of fast mov-
in’ mysellf,” remarked the stranger sig-
nificantly.

Ewell, being familiar with Border
etiquette, asked no questions, but pres-
ently the walrus-mustached man went
on:
“ Me and three o’ the boys was rumn-
nin’ a passel o’ Chinks across the Line,
when the Rangers jumped us—they
sure roweled us! First volley they got
Manuel and Higgins, and I'd take no
bets that Curly will fork a eayuse this
side of hell agaln. Hya¥, pardner, wipe
that bloed offf your face.” The ether
offered a grimy bandanna. " Ye ean
eall me Prents.”

“ Thanks. They call me George.
Reckon I am kind o' messed up.”
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“ You sure are. How come you high-
tailed outta that calaboose ?"

“ They claimed 1 lifted the pay-~
roll.”

“Did ye?*

“ Wisht 1 had of. 1t was some crook-
ed mess officer. They pinched him, too,
but 1 knew they'd stick me with the
job, so I reckoned I better trawell”

“ Where you fixin" to go ?" presemt-
ly inquired Pronto.

“/A RIGHT smart distance, Pronto.
k~) Presidio County’s goin’ to be

blamed hot. Where at is this
truck headin’ ?”

“ License tags says it belongs in
Chispas,” the smuggler meplied
thoughtfully. “ Tain't a bad spot. Got
me a gal yonder.”

“Some guys have all the luck.
Reckon my best bet's to hop across the
Line.”

“ The hell it is,” came the smuggler’s
bitter reply. “ Them Rangers is thicker
than flies around a smokehouse on this
side, tonight in partickler, and them
Mexican Rurales is buscarin' about on
t'other side.”

For some moments the smuggler
tugged his mustache, watching the
broad moon-silvered highway unroll
behind the truck, then he shot his com-
panion an oblique glance.

“ Say, Gawge, with Curly and the
others K. O., Tampico Tom will be
kind o' short-handed and could most
likely use a hombre who sabes this neck
o’ Texas.”

“ Yeah? Well, I've bounced may tail
over every yard of it for two years”
Ewell stated not without truth. “ But
ain't Chispas mighty close to the
Fort?"

“ Reckon so, but if Tom takes you
on, he'll hide you a piece, then assign
you 'crost the Border—they's good
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money in Chink runnin’. Like the pic-
tures ?”

A swift debate went on in Ewell's
mind. Real escape and safety now was
within his reach, that and a long fare-
well to that grisly noose. But escape
was hardly enough; what would hap-
pen to Bob and Jeff's morale if their
brother—their sole decent example—
became a hunted criminal ? No. Exon-
eration, not escape, must be his goal.
But how hard it was to go on—they'd
probably shoot him on sight now.

“ Picture's swelll” he said eageriv.
“WHait next?”

“ This truck’s gotta slow down for
a express highway on the edge o' Chis-
pas. When she slows we'll high-tail
outta this and head for Conchita's.
My gal will fix you up till I can get
next to Tampico Tom. Get set! *Tain't
but a minute more.” And indeed bee-
hive-shaped adobe huts clustering on
the edges of Chispas were alreadv
flashimg by, and a few mangy dogs
started in half-hearted pursuit of the
truck, but gave it up. All at once one,
two—five dots of light appeared from
behind, illuminating a big sign board
in swift succession.

“Nvbstonoyefes!”  Pronto  snapped.
“ By Jeeze, you're too hot to hamdt”

“No, nmo! For God's szke don't
back out on me,” Ewell pleaded
fiercely.

Eurious curses spouted from the big
stranger’'s lips when the box-like inte-
rior of the truck became faintly
lighted.

“This hyar truck's going pretty
fast,” Pronto growled, “ but ‘twouldn't
be no better for me to git questioned
than you. Git!"

At the cost of skinned knees and
palms, Ewell was able to jump from
the tailboard and to stagger into a
weed-choked ditch. Pronto promptly
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followed his example and was beside
him ere the truck's red tail-light had
traveled twenty feet.

“ This way,” grunted the smuggler,
* and shake a leg”

OZENS of gaunt and battle-
scarred curs ran up, yelping
such bloody murder that Ewell

feared he and Pronto would be be-
trayed, but apparently the motorcycles'
exhausts made such a staccato uproar
that this canine clamor went unnoticed.
Crouching in the shadow of some
peon’s goat pen, Ewell watched Cap-
tain Tom Putnam, the 32nd’s red-
haired major, and half a dozen heavily
armed guardls go streaking by on
motorcycles and side-cars.

“\Wédll, Gawge, seems like yo're
wanted plenty fervent,” Pronto acidly
remarked when the motorcycle squad
halted on the edge of Chispas to dis-
charge two M. P.'s. These promptly
took up posts in the center of the
street and commenced to halt all pass-
ing cars.

Conchita proved to be a sullen-eyed
Mexican halfbreed, still pretty though
her naturally fine figure was fast be-
coming blurred by accumulating masses
of fat.

“W\mt! Is it really Enrique?" she
squawked when the light of her smol-
dering lantern revealed the big leanly-
menacing figures at her door. “ What
has happened? Who is this one?”

Instantly Pronto pushed her aside.
“ Never mind. The policia is after us.
Get inside, Gawge. And you, Conchy,
remember, you ain’t seen notbodiy!”

After summoning a grimy, big-eyed
little girl of about nine and shrilly bid-
ding her to fetch water and food, Con-
chita led the way up a ladder to a loft
which reeked with the body odors of
many hot and oily generations. Ewell
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followed, gasping, for the shack’s sheet
iron roof was still giving off smother-
ing waves of heat, but to the fugitive
this fetid hole was a garden of en-
chantment.

Commands in Spanish crackled with
machine gun rapidity from Pronto's
lips.

" Seguro, Ine meadis negHiar cow Hemd
outfitt There's some duds in Curly's
war bag?”

“ Curlee?
heem #*

* Never mind, chigmivta. He won't be
needin’ no duds where he’s headied..”

Wiping the last of some cold frijoles
from his scraggly mustache, Pronto
presently arose.

“ You stick here, Gawge. I'm going
down to El Paradiso,” he told the slat-
tern. “ Remember, you ain’t seen no-
body.”

“T1l be silent as the grave,” said
Conchita.

Stretched out on a rickety cot, Ewell
presently heard his swarthy hostess kick
a dog out of doors, box the child's ears
and then, humming stridently, splash
water into a basin.

Somewhere a clock sounded eleven.
How incredible that life could move at
such a terrific tempo! Only six short
hours ago Sam Ewell had been a re-
spected, well-liked officer of the U, S.
Army with a real future, and now what
was he but a penniless, badly wanted
murder suspect, dependent for his life
on the friendliness of a Mexican drab
and an alien smuggler,

He sighed and locked hands behind
his head. Well, he had his liberty for
the time being at least. Um. How
best could he tackle his problem? Try-
ing to forget a body that ached as if
beaten with clubs, he pondered. A gui-
tar commenced to tinkle in a nearby
shack, but soon its lilting strains became

What ‘ave ’‘appen to
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lost because next door some wvaguero
began to beat his woman with all the
vigor of a bully far gone in liquor.

ELIBERATELY, Ewell tried to
rehearse the affair from its in-
tebewne theraffaigudanbutiness
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“A murderar!” Conchita uttered a
convincing squeak of surprise. Then
she burst into a torrent of invectives.
“ But why do you look here? Pigs!
Idiots! Do I look like the friend of
murderers ?”

“ No. Sorry. All we want to kmow
whether you've seen a soldier about—
a man with a face like an Indian?*

Her pudgy shoulders a-quiver and
her arms eloquent of outrage, Conchita
railed on.

* No, of course not! All evening 1
have been in this house wheech you
'ave disgrace’ and imsultt?™

Through a crack in the floor Ewell
grinned to watch the O. D., red faced
with embarrassment, salute.

* Sorry, Senora, but it'll pay you to
keep your eyes open. There's five
thousand dollars reward for that man.”

Conchita paused in mid-motion, like
an electric toy suddenly deprived of
current.

“ Five—thousand—dollars! Amerii-
cano 7"

“ American, ma'zm. *

“ Werdad?’ Conchita was petantily
feeling for a trap.

“ Cad—"

“ That is a lot of money,” Conchita
murmured, and her tone was suddenly
definitely altered. * Leesten, then, ani-
gos. 1 have sometheeng to tell you.”

CHAPTER V.
PRIVATE DEEGAR.

AM EWELL’S hand darted out
and closed on the handle of a rusty
machete he had noted stuck under

one of the roof joists. Let 'em come;
they'd have to shoot him out of this
loft. Conchita's voice dropped to an
undertone, then faded at the sound of
approaching feet.
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“ Howdy, gents™ Pronto's soft
drawl rose above the snarling of the
inevitable dogs. “ Lookin’ fer some-
thiiesi 2"

Through his floor crack Ewell saw
rifle barrels gleam and sway and half a
dozen deeply tanned faces turn sharp
left. Captain Putnam frowned, hand
on the butt of his Colt.

When Pronto had been informed of
their errand he spat noisily and said,
*“ Jest been down to the Pawadisos—"

“He's down tinenes?*

The smuggler’'s narrow head shook.
“ Naw. But 1 heard a soldier was seen
on the north side o’ town and makin’
hot tracks for the Border—or so Stud
Morgan down to the pool room saiidl.”

Again Ewell’s grip on the machete
handle tightened, for Conchita pushed
forward again, waving her arms and
talking Spanish fifty to the minute.

Pronto listened with obvious interest,
then Ewell heard him reply in Spanish,
* Keep that to yourselff, you fool! Who
wants to spliit? Then in English, “ She
says her cousin spoke o' seein’ a U. S.
soldier who might. be the hombre you

want. He was headin’' southwest to-
wards Marquez. Hope you cut his
trail.”

“We'll get him,” Putnam promised
grimly. “ Every Ranger, sheriff and
M. P. in Texas is looking for him.”

“ What'll you do when you ketch
him?”

*“ Hang him higher than Hainam,”
rasped the O. D. “ Come on, men, and
remember, if you come on him sudden-
ly, shoot first and talk later!” And the
search party hurried off to the north-
ward.

“ Tronto! Maldite! lidimt! Five thhau~
sand dollars hast thou thrown away!"
Conchita’s reproaches burst into a mag-
nificent crackling crescendo. “ And for
what? For a worthless, strange grin-
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go. Maria? Why am I such a fool as
to__”

Below sounded a loud smack and
Conchita’s complaint died amid a shrill
wail of pain.

“ Stow that, you damn' parakeet!)"
More blows, more wails. *“ Stop holler-
in', I tell you; stop it or I'll kick your
fat face in!” Never had Ewell heard a
voice so redolent of menace. “ How'd
you figger I wouldn’t come in fer some
heavy questionin’ if that blasted killer
was found here? You oughtta seen
sech money would be too hot with me
in the fix I'm in.” He paused, glaring
down at the dishevelled, wholly terri-
fied ereature at his feet,

“ Maybe you did at that!
treacherous sow! For two cents 1"
Ewell glimpsed a blade’s deadly blue
white gleam and a face so diabolic that
he sprang up.

“NWo! No!
love you—"

“ Says you!” Pronto smarled but, on
glimpsing Ewell's legs on the ladder,
returned his knife to the same mysteri-
ous place it had come from.

“ Now quit that bellerin’ and ef ye
open yer mouth a quarter inch, I'll open
yer dirty yellow throat jest twice as
wide!”

Though hard put to refrain from
driving a fist into the smuggler’s sweat
bright features, Ewell managed to
force a grin, while Conchita scuttled
lamely out into the kitchen,

“ Thanks, pardmer,” Ewell said.
“ You sure saved my bacon that time "

The deadly fires died in Pronto’s
eyes, leaving him, to all intents, a lazy-
mannered, not unhandsome cowhand.

“1It's okay. That fool parakeet'd
have got us both in chokey.” He offered
a plug of tobacco. “ No? Well, then,
come along”

* Where we goin'?*

You

I not say nothing! I
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“To the Paradiso. Tampico Tom
seemed kind o’ interested on your ac-
count.”

A dingy zerape flung over one shoul-
der and with a wide sombrero plunging
his features in shadow, Ewell, as he
followed his bow-legged guide, was not
in any way dissimilar from the other
figures they met shambling along.

N the lee of a particularly noisy
honky-tonk Pronto halted and his
teeth glinted in a slanting smile.

“ There's jest one thing, Gawge, 1
figger 1 oughtta warn ye about. Most
ways Tampico's crookeder’'n a hound's
hind leg, but in dealin’s with his men
he’s a square shooter. Play square with
Tampico Tom and he'll see ye through
hell and high water, but,” Pronto’s
small eyes narrowed to glittering slits,
" if yer figgerin’ to put over a fast one
you'd better start for the Line right
new. Yep, there’s one hombre in town
tenight whe'll find he alp't as damn’
eute as he figsers”

At the rear of the “ El Paradiso
Cabaret & Social Hall,” a half-caste
Chinese answered Pronto’s knock and
glanced suspiciously about before
beckoning them in.

At once the sound of many deep
voices, blurred or strident with liquor,
made Ewell's ears ring and he coughed
amid the clouds of rank tobacco smoke
which came pouring out of doors. Well
inside of El Paradiso the distinctive
sour reek of raw whiskey and spilt beer
created a heavy, devitalized atmosphere
through which the monotonous thump-
ing of a mechanical piano beat with ear
torturing clarity.

“There's a peek hole, you might see
if they's any M. P.'s out yonder.”

At a small loop hole let through a
sheet of half inch iron and undoubtedly
designed to permit defense of the bar's
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cash register, Ewell halted and, without
being seen, obtained a very good view
of the cabaret-saloon’s crowded in-
terior.

Railroad employees, dandified Mexi-
can wvaqueros, dusty and overalled
American cow hands and a generous
sprinkling of private soldiers from the
fort milled before the cabaret’s long
bar. Others, seated at tables, endured
rather than enjoyed the blandishments
of *“ hostesses ” who tried with a prodi-
gal use of cosmetics to disguise not only
their years but also their appalling
weariness,

All at once Sam Ewell's battered
hands tightened; there, at one end of
the bar, stood big eared, flat faced Pri-
vate Deegan. For a man who knew
“ none of them guys in the paymaster’s
office,” he seemed on unmistakably
intimate terms with Squadren Clerk
Manuel Ortega,

* Come on,” Pronto said.
co's waitfiiri ¥

Down a short corridor leading to-
wards the back of El Paradiso, Pron-
to led, with that rolling gait peculiar
to men constantly in the saddle, to
a stout oak door on which he rapped
out a peculiar cadence.

*“ Come im,"” directed a deep and very
hoarse voice, and a moment later Sam
Ewell was standing before one of the
most remarkable men he had ever be-
held. Tampico Tom was bald as any
door knob and boasted only the faintest
suggestion of brows and eyelashes. Be-
neath them lurked eyes whieh, though
slightly straddled, were gray and as
pitilessly penetrating as bayonets. At
some distant date a powder buri had
speckled the bravo's left cheek with tiny
blue dots. Tawmpice had slung his feet
onto the desk and sat with his leag
lean bedy corfortably settled in a
swivel ehair,

“ Tampi-
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Y last lie grunted without even
= looking at the smuggler, “ You
kin punch the breeze, Pronto—

wait down the hall.”
Though feeling very hot and uncom-
fc ‘table in the late lamented Curly's

flammel| sthittaant reactiear tighiitidive jpmanss,

Ewell patiently endured Tampico's
frank and thorough inspection.

“ So yer from the Fortt?*

“Yeah. 1 broke out tomightt

“ What are you wanted. for?*

“Tiey said 1 swiped some money.”

“ Yeah, 1 heard about thatt” Then
with absolute unexpectedness, “ You
stole that dougin?”

“ No. But they was going to pin it
on me*

A long moment the bald man silently
considered. *“1 ain't heard the whole
story yet—someone said an officer mur-
dered a guard. Know about that ?*

Afiter a second's deliberation Ewell
shook his Indian-like head. “1 didn't
hear about it in the brig.”

Erom a drawer at his elbow Tam-
pico drew out a big old fashioned Colt
and began to idly check the bullets in
its magazine.

“You know the Fort pretty well 2

* Sure dio, Boss. Always seem to get
detailed on orderly duty. Some of them
gilded brass hats think it's fun to walk
a guy's feet off.””

In silence the hairless man behind the
desk began to juggle two or three car-
tridges. “ How's your nerwe?"

* Never've heard any complaimts’*

In a flash Tampico’s gun was levelled
at Ewell's chest. “ Put 'em up!" barked
the bravo, then twisted hurriedly aside
because the fugitive had ducked with
amazing swiftness and was lunging to-
wards him.

“ILay off! Guess you got guts all
right but yer short on sense. I could

have dropped you easy.”
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That he was well aware of the fact
and that he had seen the test coming,
Ewell did not feel called upon to men-
tion, so he only stood still smiling-a
little, black eyes alight and with vivid
splashes of color staining those cheek
bones which made him look so like a
Creek sachem.

“Yer from the deep South, aam't
you?" Tampico had reseated himself
and was juggling the spare cartridges
once more.

“ Reckon so. Hail from Alabamm-uin’*

“Well, Alabam,” said Tampico
without looking at him, “ I can use you
maybe. You know the Fort welll?”

“ Right well. I'm the noticin’ sortt

“ You look it—mebbe t0oo much s3,*
and the seated man treated the candi-
date to a slow, slightly cock-eyed stare
that was somehow indescribably bale-
ful. *“1 like smart men, Alabam, but
not men which are smarter than me—
or think they are. Get me?"

“ Reckon sm*

Tampico for some moments said
nothing. Then his next words set
Ewell's heart to thudding. “ Ever no-
tice any carvin' around the old mission
buildings ?*

* Reckon 1 hawe” Ewell took care
to swing wide of the mark. “ There's a
lot o' carvin' in the chapel and in the
officers’ mess. Why ?*

“11 ask the questions, Alaiyam!
You answer ‘em. Seen carvin's any-
where else?”

So Tampico Tom also was interested
in the stars! It was hard work to keep
his excitement down, but somehow
Ewell managed it as he replied, “ Seen
some marks cut in the filmors™

AMPICO stopped his juggling.

“You are noticin’ all right. Fig-

geYoyoure qnaiidinfiradl ok {wigr
’roundein treudaek@ltt find your way
‘round in the dark?"



ESCAPE!

“Me? 1 could, but 1 ain’t goin’ no-
where near that Fort! I don’t hanker
to break rocks in Leavenworth the next
ten years.”

“ Would you, for say—five grami?”

¥ No. Yl take ten or notinixi.*

Light glinting on his shiny, naked
scalp, Tampico made no immediate an-
swer, only stared at a particularly
atrocious lithograph of “ Custer's Last
Stand " as conceived by some brewing
company's advertising agent, and
seemed utterly oblivious of Ewell's
presence.

“ All right,” said he briefly. *“ 1 don't
gen'rally take men on and use them so
quick, but the fact you know the Fort
and how it's run, well, that makes a
heap o' difference.”

“ What do you want me to do ?*

“You'll learn soon’s I've *tended to
a little business. Remember, now, 1 ask
all the questions ‘round this joint. The
way to live long and maybe die happy
'round here is to answer 'em and do
what you're bidl™

The bravo smiled a bleak, mirthless
smile. “All right, Alabam, you can
mosey down to the second door right.
Pronto’s there. Make yourself com-
fortable ’til I send for you.”

On hearing heavy footsteps drawing
near Ewell thought it wise to speed his
departure and was very glad he did, for
barely had he passed the stem of a T-
shaped hallway than Deegan tramped
by! Hastily Ewell stepped aside.

What the devil was the soldier doing
back here? No matter what the answer
there’d be hell to pay if Deegan recog-
nized him! Aye, and an end to all these
half-formed theories. Could he con-
tinue to avoid recognition? What if
Deegan was questioned by Tampico
concerning recent events in Fort San
Lorenzo?

His head a hive for buzzing
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thoughts, Ewell stepped into a big, barn-
like room with a pool table at its far
end and destitute of furniture save for
a Jonely little table and two or three bat-
tered chairs.

In a flawed mirror Ewell started to
see himself, a gaunt, hollow-eyed fellow
with abruised chin, uncombed hair and
a heavily sprouting beard. He shwud-
dered. In this dirty flannel shirt and
these threadbare jeans he looked uncan-
nily like Leonidas, his moonshine sod-
den elder brother!

" What you starin’ at, pardiner? Go-
in’ out fer a beauty prize ?” Pronto guf-
fawed and pushed a bottle of rye over
the table’s spotted oil cloth.

“ He’p yourself. You shore look like
you'd been sortin’ wildcats.”

“ Thanks ™

“How'd you anm® Tampico make
out?’ he demanded when Ewell had
gulped a half pony of liquor—he cer-
tainly needed the stimulant if a man
ever had.

“ Okay. But that hombre's eyes are
like the muzzle of a gun. Does he speak
Spamisin?"’

“ And how! Wish't you'd heard him
last month dressin’ down a brace o’
vaqueros who brought a welsher to the
gambling rooms.”

“ What happened to the welsher?*
Ewell demanded more to make conver-
sation than anything else; his whole at-
tention was fixed on the hallway, Sup-
pose Deegan came in—what to do?
Maybe he could shatch Pronto’s gun
from its scabbard and get the drop on
them, but if either man yelled there’d
be twenty kinds of hell to pay. Mean-
while the smuggler’s voice droned on.

“*T'LL take it outta yore greasy
I hide;] Tampico says, and was
fixin' to beat that welsher within

a inch of his life. But something funny
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happenedi; the young guy—lpeared to

me like a maverick out o' a good Mexi-
can family—sudden like squawks out
something about an eagle in the Fort—
he called it the mission, though.”

“ Remember what he said 7"

“Ssonedthing about ‘ FRethee'—that
means Dad in Mex—# Eleventh'—and
then he starts jabberin’ about someone
called Estrellita—must have been some
gal, I calclate”

* Most likely. What mextt”?*

“ Well, Tampico grabs the whelp by
his collar and drags him off to his office
quicker'n you could bat yer eyes and
they talks for one hell of a while. When
they comes out Tampico turns the
grease ball over to Curly and tells him
to hang on to said Mex ’til he checks
up somediii.”

Though fixing the speaker's every
syllable in his memory, Ewell managed
to play with his glass as he added very
carelessly,

“ What came of itt?"

“ Nothin’ "ceptttwo days later he slips
the Mex a couple o’ sawbucks and ad-
vises said sport to high-tail outta Chis-
pas and not to make bets lessen he’s
got money to carry conviction. Funny
thing that.” Pronto spat accurately at
a knot hole, “Iit’s the only time 1 re-
call Tampico’s easin’ up on -a welsher,
Cheatin’ o’ any kind is poison to him.”

“ How long ago did all this happan?*

“ 'Bout three months ago, 1 reckon.
Why?"

“ Just wonderim’.” Ewell changed his
manner completely and shifted his chair
to behind the door. “ Say, did I see a
soldier at the bar called Deegan 7"

“1 allow you did, he’s from Chispas.
He joined up with the 32nd ’bout six
weeks ago.” Pronto cocked his head to
one side, listening. “ Sounds like him
comin’ now.”

Under his chair Ewell's feet gath-

ARGOSY

ered ; no doubt of it that was Deegan's
harsh low pitched voice saying,
* Well, I'll damn soon find out.*
" You told Ortega to step im?"
“Yeh. See you later, Boss*
Teamp! Teamp! Straight towards
the large room’s door, so Sam Ewell
fixed his eye on the ivory butt of
Pronto’s .44.

CHAPTER VL
PURSUED AGAIN.

UIETLY, quite calmly, Lieuten-
ant Sam Ewell got to his feet.

" AR rg redeye in the hotk:
ﬂ%s”g'gs GEF%;/ISH 7 (a o
reached fe% BBHBE Bat

cayse

EFS REVEF tsue q
ggse the segs 8 1§ hand {8 ﬂsgwi\
hepping Blow just

smuggler 3 h

Beigw his H ht sa'f gcatise the edgs

8f a man's Rand 18 just as hard as a

elsnshse ﬁé{ ane because Ewell's jiy:

%féu low had been ﬂawle&'w delivered,
rente slumped %snﬂy forward ever

the table apd 1y there as in a drunken

W
l.pﬁgfaﬁﬂy Ewesll grabbed at Bronte's
44, Hell! Fhe smugglers gun was
seeured in the helster with a rawhide
lateh designed te keep said weapen
ffem falling sut.
“ Hey, Bronto=" the deor epened
fevealmg Bﬂvafs Beegan's squat, khaki
figure, * where's the new=" The
new&emér desperately flung up an arm
te ward off asavage faeed figure whieh
leaped at him: The soldier opened his
mouth to yell but ne sound eame from
it, already the black-eyed killer had dug
sinewy fingers into his windpipe.
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with Deegan, who fortunately was un-
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armed, trying to knee his opponent.
Failing that he showered jolting fore-
arm punches into Ewell's face, but the
Southerner hung on.

Everything hinged on two circum-
stances—Ewell’s ability to keep Dee-
gan from crying out, and on the avoid-
ance of struggling noises. For the lat-
ter reason Ewell did his best to keep
Deegan well out in the center of the
roor.

Just before they fell to the floor with
what sounded like a disastrous thud,
the private's fist clipped him above the
ear and made his head swim so wildly
he all but lost his grip on that pulsing
double handful of skin and muscle. But
he mustn't.

The fellow certainly was stromg! A
searing pain weakened the Southerner
because at last Deegan's knee had found
its mark at the pit of his stomach.
Would the fellow never lose conscious-
ness?

Deegan fought strongly on even
though his tongue was squirming out
through his teeth and his eyes were
scarlet and gorged. He looked like a
hideous animated plum. Over and over.
Deegan’s sharp and dirty nails began to
claw strips of skin from Ewell’s hands
when the private summoned the last of
his strength for a final rally.

The room began to tilt and sway
crazily about Ewell's head; lamps, fur-
niture, walls, everything spun about an
axis formed by Deegan's slobbering
and distorted features. Were his hands
still obeying him? He'd no idea because
their muscles felt like red hot wires.

“ Hang on, boy, hang on or tiey'll
hang you!” he kept thinking, and he
clung to the other’s throat until gradu-
ally his victim’s limbs flailed less wildly,
slowed and finally became still.

Whoaping for breath, half expecting
to be mowed down from the door,
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Ewell held his grip a full minute more
and only then did he«sway to his feet.
He clutched the pool table's edge and
tried to collect his scattered thoughts.
The gun! The first step was to get
Pronto’s gun. This he did, then hauled
Deegan’s unconscious form over to a
closet and closed the door on it.

When would the soldier come to ? Nio
telling, but that was an unavoidable
risk. Pronto, too, would have to stay as
he was—someone was coming. He
made feantic efforts to straighten his
clothes and to control his spasmodic
breathing as he pulled on his sombrero
and seated himself beside Pronto’s lax
figure.

He had just managed to hide Pron-
to's gun in the waistband of his jeans
when the door knob clicked and there
swaggered in a massive individual who
had “ saloon bouncer " written all over
his battered countenance.

“ Hey, Pronto. C'mon an' lend a
hand.”

“ Pronto’s catchin' some shut eys,”
Ewell explained, and, mopping the
sweat of combat from his features, got
to his feet. “W\on't I do?”

The newcomer treated him to a curi-
ous glance.

“You must be George, the new
mmﬂ!

“Yeln*

“ So Pronto’s slopped? Well, after
what them Rangers done to Curly and
the others I can't say as 1 blame him.
Come along, then.”

REPARED for the worst, Ewell
followed the bouncer into Tampi-
co’s office. There he received an-
other and a violent shock. The Para-
diso’s hairless proprietor was quite
calmly replacing in his pocket a heavy,
leather bound blackjack, quite oblivieus
to the fact that Manuel Ortega’s khakl
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clad tiody lay yet quivering at his feet.
From the fallen soldier’s nostrils a few
slow drops of blood were dripping onto
the office’s worn linoleum and Ewell
perceived that the back of Ortega’s
head was erushed into a hideous bleed-
ing pulp.

“Wienre’s Prontn?”’ Tampico's pale
and deadly glance had taken in Ewell.

“ Pronto’s pulled a blank, Boss; this
guy was in there so 1 figgered st—"

Lightnings flashed in the bald killer's
straddled eyes.

“ Listen, hombre, you're paid to
carry out orders to the letter. The next
time you start improvin’ on my orders
itll be just too bad.” He turned to
Ewell.

“ Alabam, help him Mg that skunk
out o' here,” Tampico directed as if
ordering a cup of coffee. “ Jerry, you'll
dump this buzzard bait out along the
State highway.”

“Yes, Boss” The bouncer modded
and started to grip the - murdered man's
gartered ankles but stood up when
Tampico said,

“ Search him, hoys’*

Though every instant expecting to
hear Deegan emit a betraying groan,
Ewell assisted the searching and was
vastly interested to discover that Orte-
ga’s potkets were literally crammed
with crisp twenty and ten dollar bills.
Then the Seutherner’s puilses bounded
like a startled deer when he eame across
a pardtet or two still bearing the Miar
Department denominesion markers!

Perspiration was dripping down his
neck in acid torrents. So this limp,
dreadfully dead private had been the
actual thief! But how had he been able
to seize several bulky packages sup-
pesedly unseen by Murdoch and Ban-
nen? What part did Tampico and Dee-
gan play in this amazing business?

“@nily three thousand, eh?”’ The
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former's exasperated snarl impinged
upon Ewell's whirling thoughts. “ The
buzzard must have hid the rest. All
right, snake him outta here. Use the
old touring car, Jerry. And you, Ala-
bam, come back right off, 1 think we’'d
better have a little palaver.”

What was going to happen? There
were so many possibilities—mastly un-
pleasant—that Ewell could anticipate
no particular one, Though the cold
and oily eutline ef Pronto’s revolver
was reassuiing, it was very hard not to
play safe and ge sprinting away frem
El Paradise, that tawdry strueture
whieh, dedieated to the pursuit of
pleasure, had instead breught tragedy
te s many.

Yes, Sam Ewell had the desire to
dart off into the cool, clean darkness,
but there rose before his eyes a vision
of a squalid dog-fun cabin, of broken
window panes, miserably lean pigs and
chickens overrunning a mmiserable
kitchen, That miustroobealiedifiécbhakk-
ground for Jeff and Beb! For thelr
sake he must take the risk ef what
would happen if either Pronte ef Dee-
gan recovered and gave the alarm. Se
ueh was left to be undersiosd.

“ Well, Alabam, 1 allow you're won-
derin’ what this is all about ?” Tampico
suggested once Ewell had closed the
office door.

“ Why yes, Boss, 1 reckon 1 am hu-
man enough to have a little curiosty.”

, E proprietor of ‘El Paradiso

"1 slung his feet up on the desk and

as before commenced to juggle a

pair of loose cartridges while speaking.

*“ A piece back 1 learned "bout somethin’

up in the Fort that's worth havin’. But

it ain’t so easy to get, so 1 had a ecouple

of my boys join up with the 32nd. Had

to have somebody who eould get 'reund
the Fort in a natural way.”

A1—2
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Deegan and Ortega, Ewell thought.
Um. And then what?

“Well, 1 had the boys get next to
somebody already up there,” continued
the bald man in brisk accents, “ 'cause
this job called for three men. Ever-
thing went okay for a while—'til today
—wihen one of them men,” a tigerish
smile tightened over Tampico’s face,
“ reckoned he'd try a little business on
the side. And that son of a buzzard has
like to ruin my plans if I don’t move
fast. That’s why this job’s got to be
finished quickly—tonight. What you
so nervous about?” suddenly snapped
the halrless klller.

“NNoathim’. Reckon I'm  tired—it's
been a tough day.”

“ Well, catch a drink and pull yerself
together, soldier, because in a little
while you and a feller named Deegan
are headin' for the Fort to help my
third pardner finish the job.”

“ Okay, Boss, but why the big rush#"

“*Twon't be safe for my hombres to
work once the authorities start checkin’
up on that murder. Get me?”

Ewell dared not trust his voice, and
only nodded.

“Let's see, it's half-past one nmow.
You'd better be lookin’ up Deegan and
he'll give you a—" Quite abruptly,
Tampico stopped talking.

“Help! Help!" croaked a vwoice
down the hall. “&rab—"

“What's thatt” the bald man had
stiffened, listening intently.

“ How would I kmow?" Ewell coun-
tered and all at once found himself su-
premely cool. “ How ’bout my takin’
a losik?*

“ Keep quiet, damn youw!”

“Hid¢lp—TTampico!” Deegan's voice
was stronger now. “ Here—"

“ Maybe that hombre kmows what it’s
about,” Ewell snapped, pointing to one
of the office’s heavily barred windows.
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For only a fraction of an instant did
Tampico’s pale eyes flash sidewise, but
when he faced Ewell again he found
himself looking down the barrel of
Pronto’s .44.

“Qhiiet!” Urged to speed by the
tread of hurrying feet, the Southerner
began backing to the door.

“ Stand steadiy?™ Charged with men-
ace, the words crackled from his hips
when Tampico’s tall body gathered it-
self. Using his left hand Ewell
snatched the key from its lock, rein-
serted it on the door’s far side, then
leaped through the portal and, crouch-
ing, twisted, the key again. Instantly
a shot sent splinters flying from the
door panels.

“ Stop that mam! Kill him!" Tam-
pico's outraged bellows successfully
rose above the busy cabaret's roar.
“ Don’t let him get away.”

Sprintiig for dear life, Ewett filestieti

past the stem of the long corridor, but
had time to see three or four roughs
drawing guns and running towards
Tampico's office.
. “Halt! Now }—" Deegan, though
still staggering, gamely tried to block
the Southerner’s retreat, but only
earned a revolver butt in the face for
his pains.

Twice, thrice, Tampico’s gun roared,
probably in an effort to shoot off the
office door lock.

“Thar he goes!
head him offf!™

Quick! Larry,

ERE being no time for half
measures, Ewell set his teeth and
dove through a window at the end

of the hall. Amid a harsh jangle of
glass he landed flat on the dusty earth
outside, but was up in an instant, aware
that from the shattered window brief
jets of orange-red flame were raking
the moonlight.
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Headlong he pounded around the
nearest corner and rushed over to a line
of horses hitched to a well-gnawed
rack. At frantic speed he cast loose
the bridle of the nearest and vaulted
into its saddle with all the ease of one
whe eould perform countless tricks on
horseback.

“Who's there?” shrilled @ couple of
Mexicans.

Well aware that a few seconds would
decide between life and merciless ex-
tinction, Ewell drove his heels home
hard and gripped with his knees when
the outraged broncho leaped into a gal-
lop.

“ Stop Inirmif*

Slewed sidewise out of his saddle the
fugitive heard a spatter of shots from
the cabaret; a bullet or two screamed
by his headl; then, to avoid a handful of
soldiers on leave, he expertly guided
his stolen and quite terrified mount
around a line of parked cars. A clothes-
line, unseen in the dark, caught him
across the chest and all but snaked him
from the saddle before it broke.

Crash! The broncho reeled and all
but lost its footing in breaking through
a fence enclosing some Mexican's goat
yard. Ewell wrenched the broncho
back onto its stride and then, for the
second time that night, settled down to
the serious business of escape.

Somewhere not far behind the
mounted men had taken up the chase,
all the while shouting, “ Stop i

The Border, Ewell knew, could net
be over half a mile distant, and, think-
ing swiftly and clearly, he raced to-
wards it at an extended gallop. To his
ears came the furious tattoo of acceler-
ating hoof beats.

“ Get amove on, you crawlin’ smeil#if*
Ewell was amazed to hear his own
voice saying, and he raked the bron-
cho’s lean sides until the frightened
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animal went tearing through the sultry
night at its best speed. Oh, for Proc-
tor’'s long, space-eating strides!

A hot and humid wind hissed in his
ears and tears were forming in his eyes
when a small wood loomed down the
road. Ha! He knew the place; not far
ahead was a cross road. The Instant he
was hidden from sight Ewell promptly
reined in his mount off the road and
into the underbrush. At a safe distanece
he swung eff his panting animal and,
geipplng its ear, pulled its head dewn
low lest it utter a betraying whinny.

Would the pursuers assume that he
had continued his flight towards the
Border? The clatter of a sizeable cav-
alcade drew very near and through the
leaves he could see perhaps a dezen men
racing along, bent forward like jockeys.

“ Use your spurs—we got to—Kketch
him! We've got to!” Tarmpico was
fiercely urging the riders on. “ O it'll
mean our necks!”

Ewell's heart seemed to be wrung be-
tween the cold hands of a corpse when
his broncho commenced to plunge and
rear as the knot of hoesemen reined in
at the cross roads.

CHAPTER VIl
DESCENT INTO DARKNESS.

VEN though the pursuers seemed

to have fallen for his ruse, Lieu-
tenant Sam Ewell employed all his

skill to extricate his mount quickly and
silently from the willows., It was het
work, for the night was growing still
more sultry. Once he was under the
open sky again he beheld giant eleuds
banking up to the south west; INex6¥-
ably they began erasing the stars and
extended styglan fingers for the meen.
Not for a quarter of a mile did Sam
Ewell risk remounting and then it was
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not towards the Border but back to-
wards grim old Fort San Lorenzo that
he loped his stolen mount. He had im-
mediate business there, but fervently he
wished he had more opportunity to
study the curious gaps in his compre-
hension of this situation which had
made a hunted outcast of him.

What did Tampico want in the old
Fort? It must be damned importamtt;
after all, he had murdgred one man
and had tried to kill another because of
it. Treasure? Of course that must
be it; there was hardly a mission along
the Border but had its legend of wealth
hidden during some Indian or Ameri-
can raids. Usually said treasures re-
mained lost or had been found years
before. But what about the Mission of
San Lorenzo?

Um. Yes, that must be it. Threat-
ened with destruction, the young Mex-
ican had blurted out something about
“ Padre,” “ Eleven” and “ Estrellitts’

“WAedl,” Ewell reasoned, “iif he
mentioned ‘ Padre ' in connection with
the old monastery he probably was re-
ferring to a priest, not to amybody's
father.”

Was it pure coincidence that the
welsher had talked two months before
and that, exactly two weeks later, Tam-
pico had sent Ortega and Deegan to
join the regiment?

“’That sure ties up,” he meditated.
“Now what ahout Estrellitz—so far
there's been no girl mixed up in this?"

Long body easily a-swing to the
broncho's lope, the Southerner revolved
the matter in his mind until suddenly
he uttered a low whistle of excitement.

» * Esrellitta—thatt mreens ¢ lidle steer”

in Spanish.”

Stars again! As he rode along aching
in every joint, Sam Ewell's gaze swept
up to the darkening heavens. Fortu-
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not yet been obscured and he ran over
the names of the stars in his mind. Al-
tair and Aquilke Zeta and Theta. Then
he noticed Aquila Eta, a small star of
the fourth magnitude. Small star? He
pulled out the crumbled square caught,
ages ago it seemed, from Private John-
son’s dying hand.

What about the word eleven? Has-
tily he counted the marks—only tem!
Where could thereé be an eleventin?
Sure enough Eta was not shown! But
there off the middle of Aquila’s left
wing was Eta. Was that the eleventh
star?

His heart began to thump. Unless
the stars within the monastery were cut
hopelessly out of scale that faint little
star must be outside the original mis-
sion buildimg! But for what did the
stars serve? Obviously to mark some-
thimg! What? he asked himself, only
vaguely conscious that thunder was
rumbling over the Sierra Ladrones.

*“ Reckon it’d be worth while to see if
I could tind that eleventh staw! Um.
Wander where the old padres put it?”

Reason suggested that, in all likeli-
hood, it would be carved on stone and
probably sheltered from the weather.
Like a hound slipped from its leash
Ewell’s imaginations now went racing
ahead. Wihat other old-time structtires
were in the vicinity of the Fort? A sec-
tion of the stables, the cemetery chapel
and the well house, which was remotest
of all. Well, he’d take a look pretty
§00n.

Presently another question arose.
Who was the third man Tampico Tom
had mentioned? The facts certainly
pointed to someone in the paymaster’s
office? Who took on new clerks? Well,
there was Dawson, Murdoch and the
Regimental Sergeant-Major who could
assign them. What about Bannon, the

nately the constellation of Aquila had jolly little sergeanttrmsior?
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Mechanically guiding his lathered
pony, Ewell tried to visualize what had
gone on in the paymaster’s office. Or-
tega or Deegan after checking up on the
Mexican's story had evidently made
contact with the right man. Tampico
had talked to this man and had evident-
ly won him over, But why did the mys-
terlous projeet require three men? Uk,
Might mean that considerable physiecal
effort was needed—or else only one
fman eeuld werk while the others stood
guard er at least leoked the ether way.

ITH a thrill of savage pleasure

Ewell recalled that Tampico had

said the third man would be
waiting. How he’d like to get his hands
on the man who’d plunged him into this
foul affair,

Soon Sam Ewell dared not come
any nearer to the Post on horseback]
so he rode the broncho into a clump
of cottonwoods and tied it there. All
at once, aware of a biting void in his
stomach he delved into a raffia morral
dangling from the pommel. To his
vast safisfaction he discovered among
an amazing litter of objeects a lump of
eheese, a heel of blaek bread, some odds
and ends of harness and, best of all, the
stufhp of a eandle,

Aware that precious time was fllow-
ing away he bolted the cheese and
bread, washing it down with water
from a brook that was bitter with alka-
li. Somewhat refreshed, the dishevelled,
hollow-eyed Southerner glanced up and
saw the stars all but engulfed by furi-
ous, low scudding elouds; lightning was
beginning to vie with the light of a
doomed meon.

Would he be able to run the guard,
or would he go crashing to earth with
a Springfield bullet in his bacdk?

At last he got up, took a hitch in
Curly’s belt and tried the balance of
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Pronto's .44; to his satiisfaction he
found it sweet. Waouwld he have use for
it? He hoped not, but dawn would
find him dead or with a cleared name.

It would be ticklish business tonight
of all nights, since the sentries would be
remembering that an escaped murderer
lurked somewhere in the vicinity.
Cautiously he began an advance up a
shallow little gully, his eyes fixed on
the dim outlings of barracks showing
up faintly against the lightning bright-
ened sky line, Several belts had fallen
not very far away when all of a sud-
den. the moen vanished as eompletely
as It atitanle hand had snatehed it from
the sky.

“ Inasmuch as that well house is the
furthest out, reckon we’ll take a look
at her first,” Ewell decided, dropping
to hands and knees.

Soon a flash of lightning revealed the
sentry walking Post Number Five. He
had leaned his Springfield against a tree
and, cursing under his breath, was
busily pulling on a slicker. The next
man on Post Number Six had already
donned his and was uneasily studying
the lightning raked heavens. Flat on
his stomach Ewell commenced to erawl
with Indlan like stealth towards that
llttle stone and tile shed whieh had for
years protected a well undeubtedly de-
sighed as the garrison’s usual water
supply. Legend had it that a war well
existed semewhere within the eriginal
walls et the fert-like menastery but its
exaet leeatien had leng been fergoken.

Half expecting to hear a rifle crack
at any moment he began the most haz-
ardous part of his journey—some
twenty yards of nearly naked ground.
Would he find a little star cut some-
where in the well’s stone work? If so,
what then ?

Twice vivid flashes of lightning, all
but blinding in their intensity, left him
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rigid; then, when he was but ten yards
from the well shed, the storm broke
with a whistling howl and sluicing cata-
racts of rain. Promptly the guards ran
to the shelter ot some trees; so, withln
half a minute, Ewell's hands were al-
ready testing the well esver’s eeel; use-
simeothed masenty.

By the time he had catght his breath,
the rain was pelting down in such blind-
ing sheets that he could not see more
than a yard ahead. Bolt after bolt ot
lightning slashed the heavens with
jagged white blades, and the thunder
fought a celestial artillery engagement
terrifylng in its intensity.

N minutes of blind searching
with his finger tips revealed noth-
ing. Dared he risk a light? Dis-

covery meant ruin—complete and irre-
trievable—yet after a moment’s hesi-
{atien he sensed the impossibility of
lecating a small star whieh might, or
might net, be nearly ebliterated by
sense of teueh alene.

With difficulty sheltering his candle’s

wind-whipped flame, Sam Ewell exam-
ined first the platform floor, then the
coaming of the well, and his hopeless-
ness was at a peak when it occurred to
him to search ever the lip of the well
shaft.
A strident croak of triumph burst
from his lips, for inside the shaft and
about a foot beneath the coping was &
timy six pointed star! Something below
it caught his eye and he held the candle
lower. It was an arrow pointing down
inte the abysmal blackness of the old
well! Though drenched with wind
driven rain, a feellng of self-confidence
grew. Se he had been right and Aquila
and Eta had been included originally
if the padre’s plans.

By leaning dangerously far out over
the yawning shaft, Ewell was barely
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able to discern a small, black blur about
three feet below the arrow. Wiat was
it? Perhaps a niche cut in the well
casing? Before he knew it Ewell had
pocketed the precious candle end and
had swung one leg over a well coping
worn siooth by thousands of btickets.

For a moment he hesitated, dismayed
by the wild confusion wrought by wind
and rain and darkness; but, setting his
teeth, he presently stretched down-
wards, scratching, scraping with his
foot untll it slipped into guite a deep
Httle aperture. Was it aceldental of
Intended? Weould he find another niehe
belew this ene?

He hung there a moment goading his
courage—a slip would mean a long fall
—the well was known to be very deep
—a battered body whirling downwards,
crashing from side to side, then a sullen
splash.

What chance was there of being
heard in this screaming storm ?

“Ga on, Sam," he told himsdlf.
“ Only a po’ white would quiitt¥” And
with that thought he stretched his other
leg downwards. Good! There was an-
other niche, though it was slick and
treacherous with moss.

Steeling himself, he groped down-
wards again. Sure enough, he found a
fresh foothold and then another. Never
had he been at once so afraid and so
determined as when he swayed down-
wards into the epague dark with the
storm gods roaring aloft,

Fifteen niches he counted before his
searching foot encountered what
seemed to be a wide, shelf-like space
scooped out of the well’s stone lining.
A moment later he was shivering and
gasping on a narrow ledge. Then a
eurious realization struck him: all the
niehes—the lower ones especislly—had
been thiek with fess! It Tampice’s
en had deseended the well shaft they
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must have long since worn away this
fragile vegetatiom!

CHAPTER VIII.
* POOR WHITE. "

RESENTLY he recovered suffi-

ciently to light his candle and was

not greatly astonished to behold a
masonry lined aperture at the back of
the ledge upon which he was sitting.

Inexplicably, but very aware that the
most critical hour of his life was at
hand, Sam Ewell lit the candle and with
the roar of the storm in his ears faced
the tunned entrance. Wiat lay aheadi?
Pitfalls? A passage blocked by some
undreamt of cave in? How had Tam-
pico’s men entered the Fort? Of course
there were probably other exits—the old
Spanish builders had been very fond of
such discreet means of coming and go-
ing.

A fetid air smote him in the face
but, on hands and knees, he crawled
along a bricked passage which he de-
cided had undoubtedly been designed to
permit secret exit from a fort besieged
by Indians or other enemies.

The tunnel, he found, sloped gently
upwards and gradually became large
enough to permit him to walk, although
bent over. How sickly red the candle
was burning in this stale air, how
noisily the blood throbbed in his ears!
On he hurried, making his way over
debris which littered the floor of adobe
brick. Whither did this sepulchral pas-
sage lead?

By concentration he succeeded in
visualizing the constellation, and con-
cluded that this passage, if indeed it
connected with any other, must pass be-
neath the old walls very soon and the
paymaster's office should then lie some-
where to his left. No wonder Ortega
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had been able to come and go unseen
by the garrisom!

He paused, aware that something
had tapped sharply at his booted left
ankle; simultaneously a sharp buzzing
noise sounded. His blood congealing
with horror, Ewell recognized the
sound and unmasked the candle he had
been shielding. It was impessible to re-
strain a hearse ery, for Panie was dig-
ging inte his brain with red het elaws.

Sliding smoothly away from under
his feet was a huge diamond back rat-
tler! Only Curly’s thick cowhide boots
had saved him. More buzzing sounded
behind him and a taste as of sulphur
filled his mouth, At least three of the
dread reptiles had appeared and were
eolling baek of him! Another onfe,
swaylng and hissing, its eyes glewing
like twin rubles ef death, lay direetly
bleeking his path.

In that moment Sam Ewell’s sanity
almost cracked—the tunnel walls of
this section must have been sometime
badly shaken by a minor earthquake,
for wide cracks and ecrevices gaped
everywhere and broken pleces of brlek
detted the passage floor.

No doubt attracted by the light, more
and more of the deadly creatures were
appearing. Mind staggering at the
thought of perishing in lone agony in
the dark, Ewell all but yielded toe the
suicidal impulse of running. But aie-
matically a will power which had been
rigldly ruled for s6 fany years assert-
ed itsellf; he came t6 a guiek desisien.
Te stay was to die—pessibly to meve
fheant the same fate, but he snatehed
ut the .44 and, taking swift aim, put a
bullet threugh the head ef the shale in
his path.

Dust filled his eyes and the report,
deafening in that confined place, made
him dizzy; worse still, his candle went
out but he plunged on,
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Bumping blindly against the tunnel
walls, scraping first one shoulder and
then the other, Ewell blundered on.

He stumbled dazedly on, then all at
once halted because the tunnel he was
following had arrived at an intersection
with three other passages. Which way
to go?

Then far away lje glimpsed the faint
glow of a flashlight and heard a mufflled
voice say, “ Shake a leg, boys, we ain't
got too much time!” And the voice was
Tampico Tom’s!

Afiter his first shock was over Ewell
knelt just beyond the right hand tunnel
to examine the ground. Ha! Many
footsteps had turned into the passage
to his left, so, without an instant's de-
lay, he ran into it.

HIELDING his candle flame, he

broke into a slow trot, for the

voices behind were nearing fast.
Before long he came upon and passed
a series of small and dust filled cubicles
—sprobably reserve food had been kept
in them.

“ Say" a voice boomed out of the
dark. “ See that there blood spot?
There's someone jest ahead o' us!”

“ Yeh, yer right, Larry, 1 was think-
in’ 1 smelt smoke a piece back!

“Iitll be that damned Alabam!”
Tampico predicted amid a scorching
blast of profanity. “ Come on! This
time we're goin' to shut him up fer
keepst”

How had El Paradiso's owner en-
tered this underground labyrinth? All
at once Ewell guessed why the search-
ers must be or look like soldiers. The
other entrance was undoubtedly in the
old and little used burro stables, an en-
try point under much closer supervision
than the well.

Therefore a soldier wandering in the
vicinity would attract no attention
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while a civilian would. Hence Tampi-
co's move with Deegan and Ortega.
And now Tampico shielded by the storm
was coming in quest of the old Padres'
wealth in person.

There was nothing else for Ewell to
do but to break into a heavy run. Al-
most at once he came to an intersection,
but kept straight on—no opportunity
on this occasion to look for foot marks.
All at once the fugitive halted because
the passage had ended in a dead end
and at his feet was a circular black
void! The war well!

Panting like a trapped animal he
glared about. They had him now. In-
stantly he blew out the light and cocked
Pronto’s revolver,

“ Which way?”
voice was panting.

“Turn left for the job,” Deegan
said.

*“ He might ha' kept on,” Tampico
said. “Larry, you take a look while
me and Deegan look at these cross tun-
nels.”

“ Hell, Boss, 1 ain’t got no ligit’*

“ You got matches, use "em and get
movin’, hombre.”

Though grumbling, the man called
Larry obeyed and soon Ewell beheld a
flame weananiing ttomandisHimm. Hie flourd]
a foothold on the rim of the well and
save for the fingers of one hand was
able to get out of sight. Perhaps the
fellows wouldn’t notice—a match after
all gave very inadequate light.

Steadily the scuffle and stamp of feet
drew nearer and soon the breathless
listener could hear the fellow swearing
softly under his breath. Twice Larry
paused to strike fresh matches, but
eventually he was only five feet away.
How long would that particular match
last?

Just before it flickered out, Ewell
wondered if he had not heard the man

some unfamiliar
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outside catch his breath. Instinct alone
warned him to attack while the tunnel
was plunged in gloom, so in a fraction
of a minute he had grappled. Aided by
his superior knowledge of this lightless
battle ground he succeeded in spinning
his adversary about at the first lunge.

Apparently too startled to utter more
than a grunt of astonishment, Ewell's
enemy instimctiveelly, backed away rain-
ing random blows, Eagerly Sam Ewell
bored into them with the intent of driv-
ing the fellow back, back, but a siz-
zling punch connected with his Jaw,
and te his horrer he lest his bearings.
Wiere was the lip ef the war well?

At last the man Larry caught his
breath.

“TRampico!” he bellowed.
way!”

THE cry, however, betrayed his
whereabouts. Half expecting to

go hurtling into space, the South-
erner put on a desperate attadk; right
—left—left—right! Sometimes his
blows connected, more often they did
not, but he was advancing steadily.
Then all at once a hideous scream made
the gloom resound.

Scarcely had a reverberating splash
been heard than Ewell, oriented once
more, wheeled about and ran at a stag-
gering trot back to the junction,

“ Where are ye, Larry? Blast you,
answer mel” Tampico’s voice and
tread were approaching at right angles.

Oddly enough a sudden calm en-
veloped the Southerner and he saw just
what should be done. Stooping swiftly,
he caught up a heavy chunk of debris
and sent it flying down the cross section
opposite him.

“ There he goes!" Deegan roared.
“Thum right, Tampico, I heard him
goinl-ll

At a lumbering run Tampico and his

“his
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henchman dashed by the man they
sought so fervently and went racing
away. Whereupon Ewell, grinning for
the first time in many hours, ducked in-
to the passage they had quitted and felt
his way aleng. Very soon he glimpsed
a dimly illumined square above his head
and a velee guerled thickly,

“ That you, Tom?"*

“ Yeah,” Ewell managed to choke.

“ Find himm?*

(14 mm

“ Better come up then, time's gettin'
short.”

Then Ewell noted a series of iron
bars set ladder-wise into the stone work
and, hoping to be mistaken for Deegan,
he gripped the trigger guard of Pron-
to’s .44 in his teeth and started up hand
over hand. Apparently unsuspected, he
thrust head and sheulders threugh an
aperture whieh suggested that a stene
flag had been pushed eut bedily frem
below. Befere his burhing eyes materi-
alized the khald elad baek of ene whe
werked furieusly at semething set iR
the wall eppesite. Dawson!

“ What time is it?” The Q. M. lieu-
tenant turned, but did not immediately
recognize the apparition. “ Who are
you?”

“Shut up an' keep sfill, you low
hound!!” Half in and half out of the
aperture in the floor, Ewell levelled his
weapon at Dawson's head. No wonder
the Q. M. officer had falled to recog-
nize him, smeared with mud and dust
of the tunnel as he was, seratehed and
battered frem his varieus struggles and
beasting a sizable 1ump abeve 8ne eve.

“ You;—it can't he—Ewell™

“ 1t is, and I'm just achin' for an ex-
cuse to kill you,” announced the appari-
tion softly as he emerged from the hole,
“ s0 you better do just as 1 say.” He
snapped the words off short. “Now
when Tampico and Deegan come back
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you're to tell 'em you h'aint seen me.
Then say you want 'em to come up and
lend a hand. Sabe?”

Trembling, and pallid as a rain-

washed bone, the Q. M. Corps lieuten-
ant jerked a nod.

“ Go on workin”,” Ewell commanded,
screened himself from the aperture by
stepping behind a filimg cabinet.

ATTERED about on the flloor

were various cold chisels and drills, -
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“Yes.” How pale and how shiny
with the sweat of mortal fear was the
Q. M. lieutenant’s face behind those
gold rimmed spectacles when he put
down his tools and turning, demanded,
“ You got hiinm?”

“No! She's a reg'lar rabbit hole
down hyar. We'll git him yet, though.”

“ Better get up here in a hurry,”
Dawson pleaded. “ With the three of
us working the crowbar that stone
should come loose in a minute.”
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pitilessly revealed by the rays of his
flaghilight, was a hideously grinning
human skull. Gripped derisively be-
tween its yellowed teeth was a single
gold piece; otherwise the cache was
empty!

The first intimation Deegan and
Tampico had of that grim witness be-
hind them was the deafening roar of
Ewell’s revolver when he fired through
the office door and their paralyzed,
overwhelming astonishment gave him
time to reload.

“ Put 'em up,” he rasped.

Incredibly soon Springfield butts be-
gan to thud and crash at the door pan-
els, splintering the wood at such a live-
ly rate that Tampico Tom, emitting a
snarl of a cornered wolf, unwissly
reached for his holstered gun. Am in-
stant later he tumbled scrabbling and
twitching across the dislodged pavimg
stone, a bullet neatly dividing his pale,
straddled eyes. Amnd then the office door
went down.

“—\Wiere a smaller soul would have
despaired, you fought grimly on; where
a lesser intelligence would have been

baffled, you reasoned swiftly and
soundly.”  Colomel Rossiter stood

straight as on parade but a smile was
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softening his craggy features. “I
think I speak for the rest of the officers
when I say that in your case the phrase
¢ An officer and a gentleman ' applies a
hundred per cent! Am I right, gentle-
men?"”

Forthwiith arose such a clamor that
the guidons flutteretd above the mess
table and horses in nearby corrals
stopped feeding to prick their ears in
alarm.

Affter the noise had died down some-
what Dick French approached his hol-
low eyed lieutenant.

“ Tell me one thing, Sam, why do
you suppose the old padres picked the
designs of the eagle for their secret
commumnications system?™

The Southermer looked up and said,
“ That had me fooled, too, until I saw
how well Agumila fits the design of a
cross shaped buildin’, and better still be-
cause the Eta star would appear outside
the mission proper. Yes, I reckon it
was a handy scheme. If the old boys
forgot a detail of their system they
didn’t have to dig up a secret parch-
ment, all they had to do was to look at
the sky. They were smart enough, too,
to hitch their cache to the rest of the
system. Ewidently that Mexican boy
knew about it.”

THE END
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Author of “TThe Gold Fist,” “Shark Bait,” etc.

E————————

- l Naeselette—Complete

i ———

* He killed him in this noomif*

Lawyardtetedtive Gillian Huzdliine, working on an upp-to-
the-miinsite murder case, finds a new abljyy—
an up-toithervinnoige girl

CHAPTER 1. lie enemy breaking out of Atlanta.
The girl packed some suitcases and
some hat boxes, loaded them into the
N running away from her fashion- rumble seat of her roadster and van-
able home and her loving parents, ished from Lake Forest, the wealthy
Rusty Tyler created almost as suburb of Chicago,
much excitement as if she were a pub- She left a note on the mirror of her
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BURNING UP THE WIRES,
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mother's dressing table saying meraly:

I am scramming. Don't worry. Love.
RuwsTy.

Five hundred miles away, as the
crow flies, Gillian Hazeltine, the fa-
mous criminal lawyer, began to receive
telegrams. He was, as it happened,
Rusty Tyler's uncle. He was rather
young to be the uricle of a girl eighteen
years old. His wife’s oldest sister was
Rusty’s mether,

The first of the telegrams saiidl;

Rusty has run away. May be headed
your way. Advise if any news. DAN.

Dan was Rusty's father. He was a
banker—the president of a large bank
in the Chicago loop. He was socially
prominent.

The second telegram said :

Myrtle is prostrated. If Rusty asks
shelter of you, kindly refuse and send
her packing. - DAN.

Myrtle was Rusty's mother. Myrtle
had named Rusty Rose Anne, which
fittedl Rusty about as appropriately as
the name Hyacinth would fit a destroy-
er. Myrtle was active in charity affairs,
in country club, polo club and hunt club
affairs, It would be unfair to eall Myrt-
tle a social ellmber. She did not have
to ellmb. She had reaehed the top.

The next telegram saildl;

Newspaper report that Rusty eloped
with Souse Fennel absolutely untrue.
Souse Fennel has been located in Turk-
ish bath and has not seen Rusty since
Saturday night. Also disregard radio news
broadcast thait I have requested police to
apprehend Rusty. It is a lie. DAN.

Gillian Hazeltine was beginning to
feel a little uneasy. At first, he had
believed that Dan, in his excitement,
was merely sending out feelers in all
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directions; that he was sending hun-
dreds of similar telegrams. But the
more he thought about it, the uneasier
Gillian grew.

For one reason or another, he had
not seen Rusty for almost ten years,
since she was eight. At that time she
had developed an unexplainable and
somewhat embarrassing attachment for
him, a " erush.” And in the interven-
ing years she had written to him with
regularlty. Even as reeently as her
latest letter, reeeived perhaps twe
fnenths age, she had asserted that he
was guite the mest wenderful man she
had ever knewn, and she weuld always
think se:

Rusty had always been a problem.

The next telegram from Dan saidi:

Police reports from Gary, Indiana,
indicate that she may be headed in your
direction. Do not let her in your house.
Tell her she must come home imme-
diately. DAN.

The day advanced, and Gillian's un-
easiness grew. If his wife were here,
it would be different. But Vee was in
Paris. "She had gone abroad for the
summer with an elderly aunt who loved
to travel, and Gillian was spending the
summer alone,

The next telegram said :

Myrtle and I have talked things over.
Perhaps you can do something with
Rusty. We have reached the end of our
patience. She is incorrigible. I regret the
day she was born. You have always had
a fremendous amount of influemce with
her. Try to straighten her out. Keep her
there and try to teach her to stop being a
Bolshevik, DAN,

This telegram so alarmed Gillian
that he was unable to concentrate on
his work. It arrived shortly after he
had returned to his office from lunch.
He had an important brief to study in
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a will case involving several million
dollars, but he ceuld net put his mind
to it.

E telephoned Judge Gilbert amd
asked him to play golf. Judge

Gilbert accepted. They met at the
club and played eighteen holes. Gillian
could not keep his eye on the ball or
his mind on the game. Judge Gilbert
was irritated. On the eighteenth green
Gillian absent-mindedly samk the
judge’s ball for a fiwe-foot putt, and
they quarreled and parted not speaking.

Gillian had not explained to the
judge why he was so absent-minded, or
why his game was off. The explanation
would have sounded too silly.

On his way home, Gillian ran
through a red light and almost collided
with a truck. He could not get the pic-
ture out of his mind of Rusty driving
madly toward Greenfield. He had
heard that she was a reckless driver,
that she had been arrested for speed-
ing many times. He had the feeling of
impending disaster. He could almost
hear it rushing toward him.

He reached his estate on the hill
above the Sangamo River in a state
of dread. But Rusty hadn't arrived.
There was, however, another telegram
for him. ‘This one was from Myrtle.
And it was, like Myrtle herself, con-
fused and hysterical.

1 beg of you be firmn with hes. We have
failledl wretchedly. We have given her
every advantage and every opportunity.
Believe me, Gillian, the serpent's fang
is not sharper than the disobedience of
your enly child. MyrTLE.

When Gillian put the telegram down,
his hand was shaking a little. There
was a feeling in the air of an impend-
ing thunderstorm.

He told his Japanese houseman,
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Toro, - to prepare one of the guest
rooms for his niece, who would prob-
ahly arrive some time tonight. Gillian
had the fateful feeling that she wasn't
going anywhere else, that she wasn't
eloping with a Chicago gunman, or
doing any of the other wild things
which are sometimes committed by
Chicago debutantes. No, she was
headed for his house, and how would
he cope with her?

He had dinner alone, but he ate very
little. He seemed to have lost his
appetite.

He was smoking an after-dinner
cigar on the terrace, and watching the
glory of the May sunset, when the tele-
grams were confirmed and his fears
verified.

ERE was the hot snorting of a
car's exhaust as it climbed the hill
from River Road, then the pro-

longed swishing sound of gravel being
displaced as the car was brought to a
skidding stop.

He heard the voice of Toro, and the
voice of a girl. Something tall and
slender with mahogany hair came run-
ning across the terrace and threw its
arms fiercely about Gillian's neck. He
was kissed violently.

“ Darling,” a low contralto voice
cried, “ I'm heret”

Then she held him off, with her
hands firmly holding his shoulders, and
looked adoringly into his face. She
was almost as tall as he was. It was
hard to say whether she was pretty
or not. In the first place, Gillian was
too stunned to notice. In the second
place, her face was caked and streaked
with dirt. She had driven through a
dust storm. She was grinning.

“ Golly,"” she saidi, “ but it’s good to
be here. And isn't it a nice surprise?
Aren’t you overwhelmed ?*
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She didn't give him time to answer
the questions. And apparently she
didn't think explanations were called
for. She threw her arms about his neck,
kissed him again and then cried a little.

“ Darling, you'll never dream how
nice it is to be here. It's just like a
refuge. Toro’s carrying my stuff up-
stairs. I want to take a shower and
change. I'll be right down.”

She left him. Gillian sat down again.
Trained as his mind was to deal with
complex and bafflimg situations, he
could not cope with this. If Vee were
only here! He grew indignant. What
right had this girl to burst in on his
pleasant, easy life like this? His house,
be knew, would become a storm cen-
ter if she stayed. He would not let
her stay!

She reappeared in less than half an
hour. She looked very clean and fresh
and lovely in a green chiffon dinner
dress. Her mahogany hair was brushed
straight back. “ Skinned rabbit,” Gil-
lian thought, and yet this coiffure was
strangely appealing. Just why, Gillian
could not say. He could not say why
she was appealing and lovely and stir-
ring, but she was, Her eyebrows were
shaved and replaced by arched lines of
henna erayon. She used very little
makeup—a llttle llpstick, a little pow-
der, but ne reuge oF rmaseara.

Her face was a gamin's face. The
eyes were dark green, the nose was too
small, the mouth too wide, the face, as
a whole, too thin. Yet she was lovely
and she was exciting.

She stopped some distance away and
gazed at him with what would have
passed, in another type of girl, for de-
mureness, He felt acutely umoomfort-
able, What did a man do about a niece
who looked like this?

“WAEdll,” she drawled, in that low
contralto, “ do you like me ?"*
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Gillian did not know why his answer
to that question was a prompt and hon-
est “ Yes.,” He sensed a turbulence of
the spirit in her, a rebelliousness, a wild
and unsatisfied longing that appealed
to him. He knew she was hard-boiled
and ultra-modern. But he also knew
that If he ever had a daughter, he
weuld want her to be like Rusty—slen-
der and fearless and rebellious agalnst
stupid things.

He did not learn for a while whether
the rebelliousness he sensed in his niece
was directed against stupid things or
just everything in the fixed order. She
did not explain herself until bedtime.

ORO brought her some supper.

She ate it hungrily and told Gil-

lian about her adventures on the
road. She had been chased by a motor-
cop for miles. She had had a flat on a
railroad crossing when a fast train was
coming along. She had picked up a
hitch-hiker who had, in a brief half
hout, tried to convert her to religion,
then had proposed to her. And a ter-
rible dust storm had almost blinded
her,

She prattled on brightly and gayly,
but said nothing about leaving home,
nothing about her parents, nothing
about the blue-chip society crowd of
Lake Forest.

Gillian decided that it was nice to
have such a gay, sprightly young per-
son around. And he excused himself
to send a telegram to Dan, telling him
that Rusty had arrived and that she
could stay as long as she liked,

At ten o'clock Rusty went to bed.
Gillian went upstairs a few minutes
later, and prepared to retire. His sec-
retary had sent the brief of the will
case to his house, and he intended to
study it a while before turning out the
light,
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He was propped up in bed reading
the brief when Rusty knocked at his
door.

“Uhudle Gillian, can I come im?”

“ Come in,” he said.

She came in. She wore a blue dress-
ing gown over her pajamas. Her hair
was wild. Her eyes looked as if she
had been crying.

She burst out: “ Uncle Gillian, I've
got to get a load off my chest. That's
why I'm here. You've got to help me
get straightened out.”

“Sit down. What's the maitter,
Rusty?”’

Rusty sat down on the edge of the
bed and asked, “Is that terribly im-
portamt?”’

“ 11l keep” Gillian said.
on your mumd?”

The green eyes were wide and
stormy. “I couldn't stand it any
longer. I got so sick and tired and fed
up with it I simply had to get into a
good, clean, healthy atmosphere.”

“ Am 1 a good, clean, healthy atme-
sphere #*

“You certainly are, darling. You're
just about the only man left 1 have any
respect for. The rest of them—" Rusty
made a grimace with her nese:

“1 think father brought it 1o a head
—and mother, toe—by Insisting that |
marry Jeff Hargrove. You don't knew
Jeff, but yeu've met a dozen like him:
Good looking, rich, with flests of ears
and his own stable ef pslo pgnies: He's
utterly perfest: He's eonsidered the
most eligible man in Lake Forsst. And
you're the enly man I knew whe wen't
}tqhiﬁlf’ I'm erazy for simply detesting

i

* Fhere is more to this" Gilljan re:
marked, " than meets the naked eye”

Rusty losked at him a momsht:
" Yes,' she said, “there are other
things. There's mether and there's dad

“ What's
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and their whole crowd. Gilllan, hen-
estly, I'm so sick and tired of hearing
about our civilization belng en its fast
legs that I could seream. A ceuple of
years ago it was the revelution. Great
bloodthirsty fobs were geing t sweep
the eountry and kill the plutecrats. 1
knew freR whe meved a year's supply
of canfied goods and smeked meat 16
hide-outs ifi plaees like nerthern Mieh-
lgan, where they eeuld hele in when
the riets started. 1 fean, that's the
point of view.”

USTY took a cigarette from the
silver box on Gillian’s bedside
table, lighted it, and puffed

furiously.

“Clinikization!” she mocked. *Whkdl,
it is on its last legs for them. The
tide’s gone out and left them on the
beach, and they don't know it. They
don’t realize that the sea is still full of
fish, big ones and little ones, carrying
on the same old battles. I'm not golng
to be left high and dry on the besch?”

But there was puzzlement in her
green eyes. Gillian knew what she
meant. She was groping for some-
thing, but she didn’t know what it was.

“ Is something the matter with me?*
she cried. “Is that it?”

“ No,” Gillian answered. *“ Nothing's
the matter with you except that "you
don't know what you want. Do yow?"

“NNm,” she said thoughtfully. “I
don’t. All I know is that I'm just sick
of these people who are waiting
around for civilization to rot away.
They're worried to death about Hit-
lerism and Naziissa and Bolshevism.
They don’t realize that new fokces
have come into the wokld, and they
den’t intend to de anything about them.
And the beys I khew are the same.
They take this silly attitude of let’s eat,
drink and be merry, for tomoffew
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we'll all be starving. It makes me
furious ¥”

She puffed violently at the cigarette
and squashed it in the ashtray.

“ Gillian, in 1336, my greatt-greatt-
grandfather and my great-great-grand-
mother came to Illinois from Ohio in a
covered wagon. Everything ttlhey
owned was in the wagon, They
chopped down trees and built a log
cabin, and they cleared ground and
made a farm, and they worked like the
devil and got mere and more land, and
they dled with the satisfaction that
they had lieked the wilderness and
started a fortune for thelr children.
You see what I mean?”

“Yes, 1 s’

“ Now their descendants and the de-
scendants of other pioneers like them
sit around on the verandas of country
clubs built on that very ground, and
drink dry martinis, and the husbands
and wives outdo each other with
sneaky affairs and quick divorces, and
all they talk about is how civilization
is going to pot!”

“ Have you tried tallking it over with
your father?' Gillian asked.

“ He's like all the rest of them. So
is mother.”

“Hlow about Jeff Hargrove?'

“ He's worth twenty millions in his
own name, he never did a lick-of work
in his life, and he will probably die
gallantly some day on the polo field, or
in the barroom of his yacht. There's
something in life somewhere, and I'm
going to find it. Youw're real. You do
things. That’s why I came here. And
you don’t ask dumb questions.”

“But I don't know the amswer to
your problem, Rusty.”

“ That's all right. I've got to work it
out for myself. Do you mind if I stay
here for a while?"

She looked at him so forlornly that
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Gillian reached out and patted her
hand. Tears promptly filled the green
eyes. But Rusty didn’t sob.

“1 don't want to do a thimg* she
said. “1 want to do a lot of reading
and thinking and sun-bathing. That's
all. No parties. No dancing. No men.
The quietest kind of life. Can’t I read
a little law?"

“ Of course you cam’

The tears were gone. She swiftly
kissed him good night and went to her
room.

In the morning her father tele-
phoned. He saiidi;

“1 think you're the one man who
can kick some sense into the little idiot,
Gillian. Don’t hesitate to use rawhide.
Be hard-boiled.”

Gillian promised to do his best. He
hadn't the slightest intention of trying
to sway any of Rusty’s views. He was
in perfect sympathy with Rusty, and
not at all with her father, and he be-
lieved that she was capable of working
out her problem unaided.

CHAPTER 1L
ENTER PETER BRENN.

USTY settled down to a quiet life.

She took sun-baths, read a great
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courtroom trickery, and Gillian was de-
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lighted, because he was a master of
that art.

He had undertaken to represent a
woman who was suing a transcontinen-
tal bus company for injuries she had
received in a wreck. The woman’s
nervous system had been shattered, but
it was hard to prove this in court.
There was no guestion about the bus
company’s liability,

The plaintiff was the only passenger
who had been injured. A Negro tramp,
who was stealing a ride on top of the
bus, had been killed. Plaintiff was suing
for $50,000, and Gillian believed she
was entitled to that amount.

But the case was going against him,
The woman was not attractive, and she
made a poor witness. The jury was not
inclined to sympathize with her.

Rusty sensed what Gillian semsedi—
that the jury was more sympathetic to-
ward the bus company than the
plaintiff.

One morning, when court opened
and the woman took the stand, there
was a long covered box on the floor
between the witness stand and the jury
box. It was as large as a coffin.

When the plaintiff had taken the
stand, Gillian innocently asked what
the box contained. No one seemed to
know. And no one seemed to kmow
who had placed it there. Gillian re-
moved the lid, and there, in the box,
was a wax dummy of a Negro dressed
as a tramp.

Gillain had instructed the witness to
scream, and she now screamed loudly.
He had told her to be so upset by the
dummy that she could not go on with
her testimony. She followed instruc-
tiens.

Gillian now accused the opposition
lawyers of having, placed the box there
for the sole purpose of anmoying and
distracting his witness. The bus com-
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pany lawyers loudly protested their in-
nocence. But the trick worked. The
jury believed that the bus company
lawyers had placed the dummy there
for the purpose of annoying and dis-
tracting the witness, Their sympathy
swung to the plaintiff—and Gillian
won the case.

It was all Rusty's idea. Gillian was
so delighted with her that he insisted
that she study for the law. But Rusty
didn't want to study for the law. She
didn't know what she wanted until a
young man branded with murder came
violently into her life.

And if it had not been for Rusty—

But let us take up the case of the
People versus Peter Brenn in the order
in which the events occurred.

N the night of May tenth, Peter
Brenn, a farmer who lived on
the Clinton Turnpike about four

miles out of Greenfield, went to a road-
house a half mile from his farm and
killed a croupier named Julius Pool,
who ran a roulette wheel there. Peter
Brenn had made threats against the
person, if not the life of Julius Pool;
had teld neighbors that he was gelng
to the Gelden Hoiseshee and thrash
Julius Peel to within an ineh of his life.

According to police reports, duly re-
corded by the press, Peter Brenn went
to the Golden Horseshoe, found Julius
Pool in the office and, in the presence
of two witnesses, attacked the croupier
with stich savagery that the witnesses
were powerless to interfere; had-dealt
him a blew so terrific that Julius Poel
had fallen, struek his head agalnst a
table and had eraeked his skull, and had
died witheut recevering eonsecloushess.

Thereupon, Peter Brenn had dis-
appeared.

It promised to be the kind of case
that delights city editors. The mur-
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derer's disappearance would whip up
public interest in the case. There was a
woman involved, and Peter Brenn al-
ready had, so to speak, a public record.

When he had become a farmer, two
years prior to the murder, he had come
in-for a good deal of publicity. He
was the son of a once rich Greenfield
family that had lost all its money.
Peter Brenn had refused help froem
relatives, had deneounced the pretenses
of the enee-rieh whe were still trying
to keep up appearances. And he had an-
neuneced his intentien of beeernifig a
sifiple dirt farmer.

The motive for the murder was
somehow quite in character with what
the public knew about the young far-
mer. According to the newspapers,
Peter Brenn’s sister Sylvia had been
paying him a short visit. It had been
her eustom to go for roadside walks
alone in the early evening. On the
evening of May tenth, following her
eustemn, she was talking a walk along
the Clinten Turnpike when Julius Peel,
the ereupler, eame aleng in his
readstef.

He saw her and stopped, pulling the
car off the road and across the path in
such a way that Sylvia Brenn was re-
quired to walk around it. Julius Pool
insisted that the girl go for a ride with
him. Accokding to her story, she had
declined, not once, but several times,
but had been ever-ridden by the man’s
persistenee, He was a tall and powerful
man. Wihen Miss Brenn got into the
roadster, he had kissed her. She had
fought hifm off, somehow escaped from
hifh and had run inte the weoeds and s6
herme.

Sylvia Brenn, as the tabloids pointed
out, had been a popular debutante in
Greenfield until her family lost its
money; and she had had a reputation
for being an unscrupulous flirf. In the
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newspaper accounts of this roadside
affair, there was an undertone of skep-
ticism. It was intimated that Miss
Brenn might not have told the wheole
truth to her brother when she came
home that night. .

But certainly the most interesting
angle of the story was Peter Brenn's
disappearance following his taking of
vengeance.

For two days and nights, all the po-
lice forces of the State conducted a
hunt for the homicidal farmer, with
busses, trains and even airplanes being
searched, and with radio cars scouring
the countryside.

the third day this search con-
J~\ tinued, and on the evening of
that day the murderer paid a
visit to Gillian Hazeltine. The lawyer
and his niece had finished dinner and
were on the terrace which overlooked
the rlver when Peter Brenn dramat-
jeally made his entrance. The day had
been het, the eeurtroem had been
stuffy, and Gillian and Rusty were both
tee tired te talk. They sat in the éoel
breeze that had sprung up, watehing
the last eelers of the sunset darken and
the twilight deepen.

A sevem-foot hedge ran beside the
terrace. There were sudden sounds on
the outer side of the hedge, then a man
who looked like a tramp came plung-
ing through it.

His clothing was torn. His face had
been unshaved for several days, and
now wore a thick black stubble. He
looked dangerous. His hair, littered
with bits of bark and twigs, was a
black tangle. He had thick black brows,
which were now bent flat over his eyes.
His fists were clenched at his sides, He
looked as if he had come prepared for
vielenece. There was something of the
primitive man about him,
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Gillian and Rusty stared at him. Gil-
lian had gripped the arms of his chair
and was frozen in that attitude of a
man about to spring up.

Rusty had just lit a cigarette. She
puffed at it slowly and calmly and said,
in her low contralto, “It's Peter
Brenn.”

Gillian had already recognized the
wanted man, but he was shocked less
by his identity than by his appearance.
He had never seen a man who looked
so disreputable and so feroeious,

With his fists clenched at his sides,
Peter Brenn glared at the girl, then at
the lawyer.

He said hoarsely, “ Mr. Hazeltine, I
want to talk to you. I'm going to give
myself up, but first I want to talk to
you. You've got to help me. I did not
kill that mam!”

Peter Brenn was shaking. Rusiyy
said coolly, “ You'd better sit down,
brother. How long since you've had
food?”

“1 don't want food.”

“Yes, you do. You want food and
drink. I'll attend to it.”

The wanted man said harsiiky:
“Don’t call the polites—yst!”

“ 1 haven't the slightest intention of
calling the police. Sit dowm?”

Peter Brenn looked at her as a
hunted animal might have looked at
her. His eyes peered at her with wild
suspicion from under those flattened
black brows. It made Peter Brenn look
even fore dangerous. He was certain-
ly the vieleat type. But he sat dew.

“Toro,” Rusty called. And when
Toro came, she saidl: “ Bring this gen-
tleman a whisky and soda, and the rest
of that roast and some bread and but-
tef,.”

The Japanese houseman looked
Peter Brenn over without surprise.
Toro never betrayed surprise. He said,
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“ Yes, Miss Tyler,” in his perfect Eng-
lish and departed.

“ Now," Rusty said to their sudden
guest, “ calm down and collect your-
wllf‘lD

E young man glared at her
briefly and addressed himself to
Gillian. “ I've been hiding on the

river bottom for two nights and three
days,” he panted. “ All day I've been
hiding in these woods back here. Lis-
ten, Mr. Hazeltine. I wasn’t trying to
escape. I was trying to think things out.
1 know what the courts can do to an
innocent man when the evidence is
stacked against him.”

“IIs it stadked?” Rusty asked.

Peter Brenn ignored her. He kept
his hot gaze fixed on Gillian in the
fading light.

“1 did go to the Golden Horseshoe
to beat him up,” he went on in that
same tense, violent voice. “ But he was
dead when I got there. He'd just been
killed. They'd just killed hitwo?”

“WMho?” Gillian asked.

“1 don't know. It was a frame-up’

Gillian had heard such stories be-
fore. But he had heard, in the long
course of his practice, few that were
true.

“ Can you prove it?* he smapped.

Peter Brenn ran the hooked fingers
of one hand up through the bristling
black stubble on his face and up into
his thick, unkempt black hair.

“If I could prove it, I wouldn't have
hidden.”

“1f you can't prove it,” Gillian said,
“how can you expect me to help you?
In hiding out, you entirely lost what
is known as the ‘ aspect of innocence.’
Any jury in the world will weigh that”

“1 hid,” Peter Brenn persisted, “ be-
cause I had to think things over. I did
not kill that man. 1 went there—yes
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—to beat him up for insulting my sis-
ter. Those two men, Alec Salem and
Mex Anderson, told me I would find
him in the office. 1 went into the office.
He was lying there dead. They knew
he was dead, and they knew 1 hadn’t
killed him. But they accused me of
killing him, and Mex Anderson
grabbed e while Alee Salem phoned
for the pellee. The morment I realized
it was a frame-up, 1 broke away.”

“ Who is Alec Salem?” Rusty asked.

“The proprietor. Mex Anderson
ran the crap table. I realized they'd
gang up on me in court. They would
testify me into the chair—to save
themselves. One of them—or both of
them—killed him. 1 happened to.come
along at a handy time. And that’s the
honest truth, Mr. Hazeltine.”

Toro returned with a large silver
tray, which he placed on a table be-
fore Peter Brenn. The young man hesi-
tated a moment, then attacked the food.
He ate ravenously.

Gillian and Rusty watched him in
the gathering darkness. Gillian with
the detached air of a lawyer to whom
murderers and innocents accused of
murder had been beating a path for
many years, Rusty with the big-eyed
interest of a girl fascinated.

She smoked one cigarette after an-
other and did not take her eyes from
the violent young man.

She said presently, “ Well, Uncle
Gillian, what are you going to do about
it

Peter Brenn cried: “ Mr. Hazeltine,
you've got to stand by me. I swear it's
a frame-up! But how am 1 going to
prove #?"

E point of Gillian's ecigar

A brightened in the darkness, but he
said nothing. He wasn't con-
vinced. Icuoking at it legally, the odds
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were hopelessly against Peter Brenn.
His hiding would prejudice any jury
against him, and his violence was cer-
tainly not in his favor. He looked like
just the kind of man who might beat
another man to death.

Rusty intruded into his thoughts
with her calm, low contralto: “ Uncle
Gillian, will you let me handle this?"

“ This,” Gillian answered, “ isn't up
your street, Rusty.”

“ But I've got an idea. 1 want Mir.
Brenn to go upstairs, take a bath, shave
and get into one of your suits. You're
about the same size. I want to look
at him when he’s a little more civilized.
1 understand that a hot bath and a
shave are wonderfully civilizing in-
fluences™

“TItem what?”

“II want to have a talk with ham™

Gillian hesitated, not because he
thought that Peter Brenn was danger-
ous, but because he didn't want Rusty's
sympathies involved. If Peter Brenn
swayed her, she would sway Gillian.
And Gillian didn’t like the looks of
this case,

But when he protested, he disoov-
ered something new about Rusty; that
she could be as stubborn as a mule.
She advanced arguments until she wore
him down.

“ Even if you're not sure of his in-
nocence,” she argued, “ the least you
can do is to give him an even chance.
You've got a great reputation for help-
ing the underdog. The moment he
gives himself up, every photographer
in town will have his picture. And it
isn't fair to let such a picture go be-
fore the public—and the potential jury
that will try him.”

She quoted Gillian's favorite tru-
ism; that most cases are tried by the
newspapers long before they enter the
courtroom.
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He gave in finally, not because of
his sympathies for Peter Brenn, but be-
cause he liked and admired Rusty and
her clever young mind. For a long
time that was actually his sole inter-
est in the case—Rusty’s militant atti-
tude,

All through the discussion, the ob-
ject of it had sat in silence in the dark-
ness, and when Gillian had given his
consent to Rusty’s proposition, the
young farmer said explosively: “ It’s
mighty white of yeu, Miss Tyler.”

She called Toro and gave him in-
structions. Toro took the wanted man
into the house. Gillian and Rusty
waited in the darkness, discussing the
case. Rusty was already convinced that
Peter Brenn was telling the truth, but
at the end of a half hour or more of
argument, Glllian was still uncon-
vineed.

He asked her how she could be so
sure. “ Rusty, I've had men and women
trotting to me for years proclaiming
their innocence of crimes they've been
charged with, Some are innocent and
some are guilty. I've learned not to
jump at conclusions. Wihat makes you
SO Suhe?”

* Instfivnot’”

“ There’s no such amimell’*

“ Let me talk to him, darling. I've
been handling men all my life, and 1
know what makes their wheels go
round."

Toro came out to say that Mr, Brenn
was ready and waiting in the living
room. Rusty jumped up. Gillian fel-
lowed her into the house.

ETER BRENN was standing in
the middle of the living reem with
his arms folded acress his chest.
Gillian hardly recognized him. Except
for a familiar grimness about the
mouth and an untamed wildness in the
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eyes, under their thick black brows,
Peter Brenn was a different man. Gil-
lian decided that he had never seen a
man who llooked more masculine. He
was not good looking in the usual
sense, but he was striking. The sult
of Gillian's that he were fitted him
snugly abeut the sheulders and empha-
sized his pewer:

Rusty, regarding him, had a look in
her eyes that Gillian had never seen
before; at least not in such measure.
Her face was flushed, and her eyes
were sparkling with excitement. Gil-
lian had never seen her s beautiful,

She said to him: “ Mr. Brenn and
I will do the talking. Please sit down,
Mr. Bremn.”

And when the three of them were
seated, “ Now, I want to know every-
thing,” Rusty said in that low cool
voice. But Gillian knew that she was
controlling that voice with a great
effort.

Peter Brenn told her what he had
told her and Gillian before. He went
into details. As if he realized that she
was his only hope, he talked fully and
freely, trylng to answer her guestions
thoughtfully, trylag net te be vielent.
1t was his nature te be vleleat, but he
controlled himself. And all the tifme
he talked t8 her, he kept his eyes ea
Rusty, at first as if he were suspisious
of her; then as it he were curieus abeut
her, and the rest of the time as if he
had realized what 2 splendid ahd beay-
fiful girl she was:

Rusty questioned him for fully two
hours about the murder; she drew
from him all the information he could
give her relating to the Golden Hofrse-
shoe and to Alec Salem, Mex Andeft-
son and the man he was accused of
murdering,

There was something relentless
about this pursuit of information that
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made Gillian admire her as he had
never admired her before. Her brain
was as keen as a surgeon’s scalpel. And
he -regretted that she wasn't studying
for the law. Given a few years, she
would have made a wonderful trial
lawyer,

When she had covered the subject
of the murder, she then questioned
Peter Brenn about his farm and his
reasons for becoming a farmer. His
answers fascinated her. He had come
from the same kind of social life from
which she herself had fled. It had dis-
gusted hifm as It had disgusted her.
With what little feney had been left
as his share ot the famlly fertunes,
when these fertunes eollapsed, he had
decided en a ene-man back-to-the-wil
fhevement. He didn't eare whether he
fhade meney o het.

“ At least;,” he said, “ I'm making a
living, I'm using my muscles, and I'm
keeping my self-respect. 1'm not on
relief and I'm not going on relief. I'm
fighting for my living—and I like to
fight. 1 mean, I did.”

USTY drew him out. She wanted

to get at the very bedrock of his

philosophy. He thought the world
economically, socially and politically
haywire. He thought a great world-
wide moverment toward simplicity was
called for. But he wasn’t preaching.
He had simply figured it out for him-
self, and he was living according to his
beliefs.

Rusty said abruptly, “ Uncle Gillian,
you're going to take his case

“Bwtt he hasn't a case,” Gillian
argued.

“ Don’t you believe he's inmocent #*

“ Whether 1 do or not isn't the point,
Rusty. Alec Salem and Mex Anderson
are old hands. I know Alec Salem. He’s
the smartest crook in this county. He
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has powerful political influence. He's
as cold as ice and as hard as flint. He'll
stick to his story on the stand. In spite
of his reputation, a jury will believe
him, He's too smat.”

“You're smarter,” Rusty said.
“ You can lick him. You're admitting
Mr. Brenn is immoceind.”

Gillian shook his head. “1 repeat,
that isn't the issue, Rusty. Wihen I
take a criminal case, I must see at least
a fighting chance to win, 1 have never
lost a murder case. My prestige is
based on that fact. People pay me the
fees they do because they think I'm a
miracle worker. 1've never lost a case
because I'm sure of winnlng before 1
start. The trlal is so mueh window
dressing. That may sound e&old-
bleeded, but if's the way 1 have {8
Wwerk.”

“ I'll help you,” Rusty said.

He didn't smile. Such a statement
made a day or two after she had ar-
rived from Lake Forest might have
amused him; but he had learned to re-
spect Rusty’s brain.

When she saw that he was not yet
at the point of giving in, she said brisk-
ly: “ Okay, darling. You'd better take
him down town now. Tuen him over
to the police, then come home and we'll
diseuss it some more.”

Peter Brenn got out of his chair and
came over to Rusty with his hand eut-
stretched. He was smiling a little-
It was the first time Rusty had seen
him smile, and the effect on him was
astonishing. It made him seem years
younger, and it made him decidedly
attractive.

He took her hand for only a mo-
ment, but that was long enough for
Rusty to appreciate its strength and to
feel its hard- callouses.

Peter Brenn said huskily, “ Miss
Tyler, I can’t ever thank you for this.
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I hope I can do something some time
to repay you for it. Good by.”
“Gaood luck,” Rusty said.

GILL[AN took Peter Brenn to po-
lice headquarters in his car, thus

ending the hue and cry, and pro-
viding the morning papers with new
and sensational material; he told re-
porters emphatically that he was not
taking the Brenn ease. Then he drove
home to his walting niece.

And the argument she had for him
was unamswerable.

She saiidi: “ Darling, tell me frank-
ly, am I or am I not your favorite
niece ?*

“You are,” he laughed. “ Butt—"

“One moment. Haven't 1 been a
charming and delightful companion to
have arowmd?”

“You hawe

“Don't you think it's zbout time to
grant me the first real favor I've ever
askati?”

“1 do. Butt—"*

“ Gilliam,” Rusty said in a lower
voice than he had ever heard her use,
“1 want you to take Peter Bremm's
case, simply because he is the man I
have been looking for and intend to
marry.”

“ Oh, no, Rustty."”

“ He is the man 1 have been looking
for,” Rusty repeated. “ He has the
courage of his convictions. He is
strong and fearless. I like his violence.
And 1 like his eyes. They're like yours.
1 intend to work on this case as I've
never worked on anything in my life.
He did net kill Julius Pool. I will find
eut whe the murderer is. And I will
put-the blame where It belongs. And
when Peter Brenn is free, I will marry
him, if he will have me. That, Unele
Gillian, is my platferm in a nutshell.
New=xwill ysu take the ease?™
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Gillian looked at the flushedi face,
the large eyes of his favorite niece and
said, “ Yes, Rusty, I will take the case.”

Rusty kissed him, them: “ Where
will I find the victim?” she asked
calmly.

“ Julius Poall?*

“Yes™

Gillian shivered. In spite of his fre-
quent professional association with
them, he still disliked coepses.

“ In the morgue’*

“Will you make arrangements so
that I can study it inmmeditetedly?"

Gillian made the arrangements by
telephone. Rusty insisted that she did
not want him to accompany her,

As she left the house, she said, “ It's
important that no one knows who I
am, Gillian. My name must not be
connected with the case. From now
on I expect to be spending a great deal
of time around the Golden Horseshoe,
and everything would be spolled if
people knew I was your fnleee. I'm
going to become a detective”

“1 gathered that. 1 don’t have to
warn you that you're taking your life
in your hands.”

“I'm not afraid™

She was like a different girl. He
knew that Rusty was purposeful, but
this was the first time he had ever seen
her with a putpose to pursue,

He did not hear her when she came
in from her visit to the morgue several
hours later. And when he arose next
morning, she was gone.

CHAPTER 11I.
RUSTY’S SCHEME,

AT evening, at dinner, she told
him she had examined the corpse
and had already found a clue. She

had proved to her satisfaction that
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Julius - Pool's skull had not been
crushed by striking the sharp edge of
a table as he fell. She believed he had
been struck with some instrument. She
asked Gillian to have X-rays made. He
said he would attend to it

“ Weren't you revoltsti?” he asked.

“ Not at all. He was in excellent
preservation. He was on ice.”

The case of the People versus Peter
Brenn followed the usual course of
murder cases. The coroner's inquest
named Peter Brenn as Julius Pool's
murderer. John Redfern, assistant
State’s attorney, acting in the absence
of his chief, Mark Storm, who was
in Washington on a political mission,
returned an indictment against Peter
Brenn, which charged the young far-
mer with first degree murder. An early
date was set for the trial, and Peter
Brenn was locked up, having been re-
fused bail.

The reports of neither Gillian's in-
vestigation department nor those sub-
mitted, as the days passed, by Rusty,
gave him any reason to feel particu-
larly optimistic.

His investigation department estab-
lished what he had already suspetiat:
that the State's star witnesses, the eye-
witnesses to the alleged murder, Alec
Salem, proprietor of the Golden Horse-
shoe, and Mex Anderson, crap table
croupier of the establishment, were
men with criminal records. Both had
served time in different institutions for
grand larceny, but these records were
not sufficiently black to damn the two
men in the eyes of any jury. There
was no record of physical violence for
either man.

Mex Anderson was actually a Mex-
ican. He had been born Pedro Gon-
zales in the state of Chihuahua, and
had changed his name several times
after crossing the border.
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None of these findings proved Peter
Brenn's contention that he was inno-
cent of Julius Pool’s murder.

Rusty, in her old role of reckless,
gin-drinking playgirl, which she had
abandoned when she left Lake Forest,
haunted the Golden Horseshoe as soon
as it reopened. For two weeks after
the murder, the notorious roadhouse
was dark. Then it burgeoned forth, to
reap the rewards of its notoriety. It
had always been popular with what
might be termed the lower sporting
element, but with all the publicity it
had received it now became the most
popular drinking resort in that part of
the State. Not only the better sporting
element but the fast society crowd sud-
denly patronized it.

Alec Salem imported a good orches-
tra, enlarged his dance floor and his
bar, and the gambling rooms ran full
blast.

Rusty reported little of her activities
to Gillian. She said that in all her ex-
perience, it was the wildest hot spot she
had ever seen, and that she was being
accepted more and more as one of the
regulars. If she had trouble with men
who were attracted by her loveliness
and her apparent wantonness, she
never mentioned it. Gillian suspected
that she was an expert, in spite of
her youth, at keeping men at their dis-
tance.

CH late hours were tiring her.
Little dark areas appeared under
her eyes, and she lost weight, but
she lost none of her valiant spirit.
She told Gillian that she had proved
to her satisfaction that Julius Pool
had been killed in a small sitting room,
and had been carried into the office,
where he was lying when Peter Breni¥
found him.
“ There are a pair of andirons in the
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firepllace in the sitting room,"” she said.
“1 believe Julius Pool fell and struck
the back of his head against one of
them—it has a large ornamental iron
ball. That ball would fit into the con-
cavity in the back of his skull that the
X-rays sow.”

“You can't get very far with tdhat;”
Gillian said.

“ It proves that Peter was framedi™

She had made several visits to the
jail where the accused man was, and
she was more than ever of the opinion
that he was innocent, and that he was
the one man in the world for her.

On her first visit she had wanted
some information regarding Peter's
acquaintance with Julius Pool, Alec
Salem and Mex Anderson previous to
the night of the killing.

Peter Brenn was philosophical about
his troubles, and grateful for her in-
tercession in his case,

When she said, “ Well, Mr. Brenn,
how are you doing?" he had answered
thoughtfully, “ It's a nice hotel, but it's
a little too hospitable. Once you're a
guest here, they seem to want you to
stay on and om!”

There was certainly nothing violent
about the way he was looking at Rusty
through the bars.

He said suddenly, “ You're a swell
person. Mr. Hazeltine's been telling
me about your, ideas—the way you
walked out on that Lake Forest gang.
It took a lot of courage.”

“ No,” Rusty said, “ it took a lot of
impatience—the same kind of impa-
tleniee that turned you into a farmer.”

He said, “ Everybody thought I was
crazy.”

Rusty laughed. “ That makes two
lunatics in an otherwise sane and logi-
cal world. Now—tell me some more
about Julius Pool.”

She told Gillian that night about her
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talk with the prisoner. And she said
she was worried because time was pass-
ing so rapidly and her opportunity had
not yet come.

“I'm going to need money,” she
said. “ A flock of it. In fact—five thou-
sand dollars. It’s only a loan, Gillian.
I have ten thousand coming from my
grandfather’s estate, which is in es-
crow. Can I have five thousand—in
large new bills?’

“Yes, Rustty™

Wihen the case came up to trial, she
asked Gillian to take all the postpone-
ments he could possibly get.

“1'll have the proof for you as soon
as I can get it,” she promised, * but I
need time—all the time 1 can wangle.
You attend to it, like a darlimg.”

Gillian attended to it. He secured
postponements on all possible grounds.
But the public was interested in the
case; the newspapers clamored for a
trial. With such a weak case, Gillian
could not afford to weaken it with a
fuether request for postponement, and
it was certaln new that the trial judge,
rapidly leslng his patience, would have
denled him anyway.

“ATA HE case has got to go to trial,”

d Gillian told Rusty one evening.

*“ Stall it along all you cam*

“1 can't stall it along. Are you quite
sure, Rusty, that you're on the trail of
sometiimg?"'

“Tm sure”

* Yet you don't even kmow who the
murderer is.”

“Yes, 1 do, Gillian.
]em“!l

“@an you prove itt?"

“ Not yet. But I'm dead sure. There
was bad feeling between him and Julius
Pool—jllenty of it. There’s no question
that Pool was hitting the till—pocket-
ing some of his table’s winnimgs.”

It's Alec Sa-
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“ How do you kmow this?"

“T've talked to the servants. I've
been very careful and deft about it,
darling. I play I'm tight and drop
foollish little questions, and they say a
thousand useless words to one good
one. But I've picked up enough of the
good little ones. There’s utterly no
question about it; Alec Salem accused
Julius Pool of chiseling on the profits,
and it led to hot words—and to Pool’s
being killed. And Mex Anderson saw
It. And at that highly epportune mo-
ment, Peter Brean walked right into
their hands. I'll have everything In a
few days, Gillian. Have faith in e,
I'm werking en it. You knew hew
slew these things are. Ge ahead with
the trial. Get a mistrial”

“ Can you give me some idea when
you’ll have the information you wamtt?*

“ Give me three days. It will take
just about that much longer.”

“ But, Rusty, it won't take the State
two days to present its case. And my
only witness of any account is Sylvia
Brenn. 1 can’t keep her on the stand
forever.”

“ Get a mustriall,” Rusty repeated.

She went to the Golden Horseshoe
earlier that night than usual. She had
a date with a man for dinner, a man
from Chicago, but she hadn't known
him there. He was a strange and in-
teresting personality, this Harry
Thorne—different from any man she
had known. She had thought at first
that he was a gangster. He looked
something like a gangster, of the dap-
per type, with clothes a little too care-
fully tailered, shoulders a little too
wide, hips a little tee snug. She had
never seen eolder, steadier eyes exeept
in the head of a snake.

Harry Thorne did not talk about
himself. He was quiet and infinitely
self-possessed. Once or twice he made
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references to his commission business
in Chicago, and Rusty guessed that
he was some kind of racketeer. But
his shell was hard and impenetrable.

All she really knew about him was
that he carried a gun, a rod, in a hol-
ster strapped under his left armpit, and
that he loved to gamble. Every night
he played poker with Alec Salem, Mex
Anderson, and a fourth man, a fat man
with turtle eyes, who answered to the
name of Jack.

Rusty had met Harry Thorne at the
bar, off the roulette room, when she
had. found out about these nighitly
poker sessions. Her sole ambition
was to sit in that game.

In her easygoing way, she had
struck up an acquaintance with the
Chicago man, and he had asked her
to dance.

He danced well, without trickiness,
and Rusty knew that she danced divine-
ly. He was easy to follow, and the
occasional feeling of that armpit auto-
matie against her side was thrilling.
In spite of her Chicago reputation, he
was the first gunman she had known.

After that they had occasionally had
a drink together and had danced fre-
quently. She liked Harry Thorne be-
cause he didn’t take advantage of her
friendliness. He apparently accepted
her as a good scout, and liked her a lot.

EETING Mex Anderson and

Alec Salem had, of course, been

much simpler, although she

could make no progress with them.

They were now a pair of celebrities—

the State’s star witnesses in the Brenn

trlal. People wanted to feet them,

to shake their hands, and to ask them
the usual guestions.

Rusty had followed this custom, but

had varied it a little, in the case of

Mex Amnderson, by talking to him in
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Spanish, which she spoke fluently.
Rusty had spent several summers, as a
growing girl, in Mexico City, visiting
a cousin, and had learned to love the
language, and had mastered it.

When they were introduced, Rusty
had exclaimed: “ Tengo mucho gusto
en conocerle, senor! (I am delighted
to meet you )"

And the Mexican fugitive had auto-
matically answered, “ Mucho gusto,
senorita,” before he realized that she
had spoken in Spanish. Then he
grinned with delight and cried: “"Ah,
usted habla wiiitioms! (Ab, yow spaeek
my langiaged))”

“Ss, senor!” she laughed.

For a few moments they had bab-
bled in Spanish, Anderson learning that
Rusty had spent several summers in
“tthe City.” Then the Mexican had
bowed courteously and said, “ Mucho
gusto en haberle conocido, senorita,”
and left her. (Delighted to have met
you.)

And thereafter, when they met, they
chatted in the language of old Mex-
ico. It should have been a bond be-
tween them—she had hoped for that
—but it wasn’t. Mex Anderson was
minding his business these evenings.
His days were spent in court. He was
a tall, thin, dark-skinned man with bad
eyes. At least, one cast in them made
them look bad. His wariness made him
diffieult to work on.

And Alec Salem's urbanity, his air
of ye genial host, being suavely cor-
dial to everyone, made him quite as
difficult. Rusty had her plan. All she
needed was to sit in that poker game,
but she must go about it smoothly. Mex
Anderson was too wary; Alec Salem
was too aloof. And the man they called
Teck was a grunter. He answered all
feiendly overtures with grunts or si-
lence. He was not interested in Rusty.
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He drank little. He did not mix. He
came to play poker.

, of all of them, the young man

from Chicago was Rusty's one and

only hope. But when, that night
at dinner, she deftly brought the sub-
ject around to the game, Harry Thorne
took the customary male attitude.

“It's for heavy sugar, Rusty,” he
said. “It's no game for nice little
giﬂsil

“ Maybe I'm not as dumb as 1 look,”
Rusty said provocatively. “ And maybe
my sugar is as heavy as yours.”

She fearlessly opened her purse and
let him see the bankroll she carried.
He was shocked.

“You shouldn’'t carry a roll that
big,” he said. “ And you shouldn't flash
it if you do. There are tough hombres
here.”

“But 1 want to burn it up in that
game.”

“Keep it," Harry answered. “ It’s
a cutthroat game’

“ How are you daiimg?*

“I'm at the cleamer’s. But wait till
my luck tumms!”

“ Maybe I'd bring you luck. You
have no idea, Harry, how I'm dying to
sit in on a good tough game™

The Chicago man looked at her
heavy-lidded. “ Sister, do you know
how much money I've dropped in that
game in five nights? Twelve gramdi!
Which makes it a nice little game for
you to stay out of.”

She was observing his eyes and
mouth while he spoke. His eyes were
hard, and his mouth, always thin,
looked suddenly cruel and mean. It
made her heart leap. He was a poor
loser—and an angry loser. And he
had a gun! If she could only get into
that game!

“ Just a penny-ante settup,* Rusty
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said with scorn. “ 1 thought you were
playing for real money.”

The heaviness of his look vanished,
and he burst into laughter. “ You can't
afford to drop five G's in a night,” he
said, sobering. “ You're a good kid,
and I won't let you.”

“ Harry,” Rusty said, “ you appar
ently don’t get me. My grandfather
left me a half million. You can’t im-
agine how slow it burns! If 1 dropped
five thousand dollars in a night, 1
wouldn't even miss it.”

Harry was looking at her specula-
tively. “No,” he said suddenly. “No,
Rusty, I won’t have you in that game.”

“Who's the heavy wimrer?*

“ Mex.”

Rusty’'s heart leaped. It was almost
too good to be true.

Harry said so-long to her presently,
and went into the little sitting room
where the game was played behind
locked doors. Rusty wistfully watched
him go. If she could not get into that
game, Peter Brenn was lost!

CHAPTER 1V.
GILLIAN’S TRICK,

E case of the People wversus
Peter Brenn was meanwhile going
smoothly enougin—for the district
attorney, John Redfern. Gillian Hazel-
tine had taken all of the postponements
and delays the law allowed. He asked
prospective jurymnen endless questions,
and presently aroused the irritable im-
patience of the Court.

Judge Bailey was presiding. Judge
Bailey was a short-tempered justice at
best, and Gillian’s dawdling tactics
finallly got the better of him. Then
there was the heat. On the day the
trlal opened, the courtroom was
packed, Sun streamed in the curtain-
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less windows. There was little or no
ventilation. The judge, the jury, finally
sworn, the lawyers, the witnesses, the
courtroom attendants, the newspaper
crowd and the spectators were all
wretched with the heat and the mug-
giness,

The State began the presentation of
its case. The medical examiner was
called to prove that a man named Julius
Pool, on the night of May tenth, and
at a place known as the Golden Horse-
shoe, had been found dead of injuries
inflicted upon his person, and that his
death had been directly due to these
injuries.

State police officers who had been
called to the scene of the murder gave
their testimony as tj the position in
which the body had been found, and
what witnesses had said to them.

Character witnesses, five in a row,
now went to the stand and testified that
in their estimation Peter Brenn was a
dangerous and violent character. There
was certainly no guestion, when they
were through, that the accused had a
dangerous and vlolent temper.

Gillian, in cross-examination, asked
them endless questions, fighting every
inch of the way, and trying, by every
ruse and device at his command, to
maintain in the jury’s mind a reason-
able doubt. With so little ammuni-
tion he was having heavy eneugh
golng. Long before the trlal was well
under way he knew that he had ene
of the toughest fights of his eareer on
his hands. He had wen eases as teugh
as this by his sheer brillianee in a eouFt
of law, yet he weuld never have en-
tered this eeurt of law s§ heavily
handicaped if it had net been fer his
affectisn for Rusty, his belief in her,
and his deep anxiety {6 help her.

He continued to fight that losing bat-
tle, putting into it every ounce of his
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courtroom skill and his genius and his
uncanny understanding of juries.

Wihen he was not fightimg he was
doing everything in his power to de-
lay the onward progress of the prose-
cution’s juggermamt. Yet he played
none of the tricks for which he was
famous. His handling of the case had
two results. Judge Bailey grew impa-
tient with him, and John Redfern, the
acting district attorney, grew more and
more suspicious. He knew that Gillian
Hazeltine seldom entered the court-
room without a bag of clever tricks,
and he suspected that the master court-
room showman ‘was preparing to* ex-
tract some unpleasant surprise from
his well-stocked bag. Amd he won-
dered what Hazeltine's defense could
possibly be.

So did Hazeltine. He was, by this
time, a little angry with himself for
haying come into court with nefhing
but eloquence to back up his belief in
his client’s innocence, and his belief in
Rusty’s cleverness. He believed that
Rusty had simply bitten off more than
she could chew.

He grew more and more worried.
The jury sat and théughtfully watched
Gillian’s dark-browed client who sat,
glaring at each witness in turn, often
muttering under his breath when they
lied.

He was making a bad impression.
No matter how meek and peace-loving
he tried to look, he still looked like a
violent young man.

E heat increased and the State's
case grew stronger. Mr. and Mrs.
Oscar Timkham, a farmer and his

wife who were next-door neighbers of
the accused, reluctantly testified that he
had stopped at their house on the eve-
ning of May tenth, and told them that
he was going up to the Golden Horse-

shoe and beat up Juiius Pool to with-
in an inch of his life.

The very reluctance with which they
gave their testimony made it doubly
damning. Oscar Tinkbam was a gentle
old soul, with silvery hair and vague
blue eyes, who stared sadly at Peter
Bremn, and recited his share in the
events of that fateful evening in a low,
tremulous voice.

Maria Tinkham was a sweet-faced
old woman who dabbled at her eyes
with a handkerchief every time a ques-
tion was put to her.

Yes, Mr. Brenn had paused at their
front porch at a little after dusk that
evening.

“Wihat did he say to you, Mrs.
Tinkham?” asked John Redferm, in his
strong, confident voice.

“ He said he was on his way to the
Golden Horseshoe to beat up Julius
Pool.”

“@aid e look -amgmy?”

“ Yes, sir, he looked very angmy.”

“ And violent %

“Yes, sir; he looked violent, all
right.”

“Did he leave at a walk or at a
run ?*

“ He—the ran, sii

The jury, studying the accused,
could visualize it so easily! Thatihlack-
browed young man making the threat,
then running up the road to * beat up
Julius Pooll{*

Gillian brought out, in cross-exam-
ination, that the Timkhams had a high
opinion of their young neighbor. He
was usually a very pleasant and spir-
ited young man, -a hard worker who
minded his own business, and gladly
took and quickly acted upon expert ad-
vice in farming matters.

The day grew hotter. Judge Bailey's
face grew purple. John Redfern’s face
was magenta. By the end of the after-
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noon session everyome in court was
limp.

There was a thunder shower dur-
ing the night, but by dawn the heat
and humidity had increased.

The State put its star witness on the
stand that day. Allec Salem came fiist.
He made an excellent witness. He re-
sembled W. C. Fields a little, and he
had a certain charm.

But more than that, he brought to
every question put to him a thought-
fulness, a care that impressed everyone
in the courtroom. He had the air of a
man who wanted to be scrupulously
honest.

“ When the accused came into your
roadhouse that evening, did he seem
angry, or excited, or in a wrathful
frame of mimd?”

“ Yes, sir. I remember how red his
eyes were. Amd how his lips were
drawn back from his teeth.”

“ Did he ask you where Julius Pool
was?”

Gillian objected to .the question, and
it was re-phrased.

The witness: * He asked me where
he could find Julius Pool, and I teld
him. I said, ‘ Youtll find him in the
office.” ™

“fFen what happemedi?"

“ He ran into the office where Julius
Pool was, and this terrible row started.
Ome of my employees, Mr. Anderson,
was standing near me. We ran to the
office just in time to see Mr. Brenn
strike Pool a terrific blow in the jaw.
We saw Pool go stumbling back, trip
and fall, striking the back of his head
on the eerner of the table. Then we
grabbed Mr. Brenn, and I phoned for
the pelice. But he got away from Mr.
Argersen.”

Peter Brenn was muttering again
under his breath and straining forward
in his chair. A bailiff hovered near by,
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prepared to take action if the accused
became violent.

ILLIAN did what he could in
cross-examimation. He brought
out the fact that Allec Salem had

a prison record. He. tried to confuse
the witness, and to make him contra-
dict himself. But Allec Salem was im-
possible to shake. He was calm and
imperturbable and unfailingly cour-
teous. When Gillian resorted to the
familiar triek of rearing at him, of
trying te trap him into contradietions,
Allke Salemn regarded him gently and
kindly=and weuld net be trapped:

There, if Rusty was right, sat the
real murderer of julius Pool, arid there
was nothing Gillian could do about it.

That evening he had another talk
with Rusty. She said she was still
trying to get into that poker game.
Omce she got into the poker game, they
would win the case. But she was tired.
She was having dinner again with
Harry Thorme. She hoped, tonight, to
persuade him.

“ The State will finish before noom,™
Gillian said. “ Mex Amderson is their
last witness. Redfern has notified me
he will finish by noon. I can't ask for
another postponement. Amd I hzven t
a ease, Rusty.”

“ You won't need a case,”
grimly.

In the morning Gillian found a note
from her under his door. “ No luck,”
it read, “ but I still have hope. Try
for a mistrlal. J must have time.”

Gillian read it wearily. ‘Then he
looked at the thermometer hanging in
the shade outside his window. It said
63. Hoatter than yesterday. There
wasn't a cloud in the sky. There was
no breeze. The air lay over the coun-
tryside like a steaming blanket. And
it would be hotter in the ecity,

she smd
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As Gillian drove into the city that
morning, a vision of the new Federal
building came into his mind—a beau-
tiful white marble building which had
been completed recently. It was the
first Federal building, aside from the
old postoffice, in Greenmfield. Hereto-
fore, all Federal cases had been tried
in the county courthouse, or at the
State capitol. Wiith Greenfield's recent
growth and consequent political im-
portance, it had been easy for a State
Senator to secure the appropriation for
the new Federal building. No cases
had been tried in it so far, but it was
ready. It had been completed a day or
twe before:

Thinking of it, Gillian groamed. It
was air-conditioned. Cool breezes,
wrung dry of their moisture by clever
machinery, blew through it.

Gillian suddenly said, aloud, “ Hey!*
as if he were calling to some passerby.
But the only passerby was a thought.
He nailed it as it passed.

Wihen he entered the stuffy court-
room, a few spectators sat limply in
their seats, listlessly fanning them-
selves with palmetto fans or straw hats
or newspapers. It was the hottest and
muggiest day so far.

Gillian waited for the jury to file in,
for the prisoner to be brought in, for
Judge Bailey to appear. He walked to
the bench and called to the district at-
torney : “ Come here a moment, John,
I've got an idea.”

E district attorney €ame OVer,

looking suspicious.

“ Judge,” Gillian said, * we
can't go on in this heat, You and I and
John and the jury are at the point of
collapse. Now, I suggestt="

“ Oh, no, you don't,”” Redfern said
promptly. “ No more postponements,

Gillian. I'm sick of postponements.*
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“Yes,"” the judge agreed, “ we're
sick of postponements, Gillian. Let's
get this washed up. How long will it
take you?"”

“1 have a lot of witnesses,” Gillian
answered. “I honestly don't know
when I've had such a raftt of wit-
nesses.,"”

Judge Bailey glowered at him. ¥ Gil-
lian, I don’t know what you're up to,
but I positively will grant no more
postponements. The way you've kept
us simmering in this ungodly hest«"*

“ But I was only about to suggest,’™
Gillian said, “that we adjourn to a
place that's cool.”

“ There’s no sudh—" Redfern began
irritably. “ The new Federal build-
ing?"” he asked with sudden animation.
“TIs it completed?””

“Eceatly!™ Gillian affirmed. “it
was fiimishedl two days ago. It's air
conditiomed. It's breeze-swept! None
of the courtrooms are being used yet,
but they're ready for use. It will take
only a moment to get permission. How
about it, judge?”

Judge Bailey was beaming. “ A fiine
idea,” he said.

John Redfern did a little telephon-
ing. He returned to announce that, so
far as he was concerned, court could
adjourn to the new Federal building
at once.

Judge Bailey made the announce-
ment. Amd so his court—ijury, bailiffs,
prosecutors, attorneys for the defense,
the defendant, the newspaper men and
the spectators, moved en masse to the
new Federal building and took posses-
sion of a large, deliciously cool court-
room. Amd there the business of the
trial was resumed.

Mex Amderson took the stand and
gave testimony, word for word, in
support of the testimony Allec Salem
had given on the stand the day before.
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Trwe to his promise, John Redfern
wound up the case for the State be-
fore noon. Gillian promptly put his two
witmesses on the stand, one after the
other, first, the accused, then the ac-
cused's sister. He examined them al-
most perfunctorily. He had Peter
Brenn tell his story of the night of
May tenth. Amd he had Sylvia Brenn
tefl her story.

It was so obvious that the jury did
not believe a word Peter Brenn said
that John Redfern took very little time
with his cross-examimation. Amd in
the case of Miss Brenn, he waived
Cross-examimnation.

EDFERN'S address and Gillian's

address to the jury were brief,

The newspapermem sprawled at
their tables and gazed at Gillian with
frank womder. Tiey had never seen
him put on such a spiritless perform-
ance in a courtroom. It was as if he
and Redfern had suddenly agreed that
there was to be no fight. It was obvious
to them that this case was in the bag.

Even Judge Bailey seemed puzzled.
He said, when Redfern had fifmsined
his rebuttal arguments : “ Gentlemen, I
see no reason why this case should not
go to the jury this afternoon.” And
he made his charge to the jury, and
the jury retired.

The jury was out less than an hour.
Wihen they filed back into the beox,
Gillian sprang his trap. He had been
waiting all day long for someone else
to spring it. He had been amazed that
Judge Bailey or John Redfern had not
suddenly made the discovery. It was
amazing. It was incredible. Gillian
had shot at the moon and hit the moon.

“YYoaur honor!” Gillian cried. “ just
a moment *

Judge Bailey looked at him coidly.
“II" see no reason,” lis honor said,
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“why there should be any delay at
this point. The jury has come to an
agreememnt. We will hear their verdict.”

The clerk faced the jury, and the
members of the jury stood at their
places. But before the clerk could
drone his question, Gillian spoke again.

“Your honor,” he said urgently,
“ this can't go on. It has just occurred
to me that this trial is illegal™

Judge Bailey bent down and peered
at him over his glasses. “ Illegal ?" he
snapped.

“ Yes, your honor. Today’s session
of this trial has not been conducted in
the State in which the murder oc-
curred. We are on Federal property at
this moment and have been all day,
your honor. We are, so to speak, on a
Federal island. It is part of no State!”

There was a sudden uproar in the
courtroom, and a great deal of laugh-
ter from the press table, which had
waited these many weary days for the
astute Mr. Hazeltine to remove some-
thing interesting from his well-stocked
bag of tricks.

Ome reporter said, “ Nuts! Mis-
trial? and walked out of the room.

Judge Bailey was purpie with wrath,
Yet it ought not to have been neces-
sary for Gillian, or anyome else for
that matter, to call the fact to his at-
tention. The same was true of John
Redfern, who was a clever and an ex-
perienced attorney.

At all events, the judge logically
could not hold Giilian Hazesltine in con-
tempt. Gillian made of him a laugh-
ing stock, which was unfortumate, yet
he and Gillian had long been political
enemies, and Gillian had perhaps seen
fit to kill two birds with one stone. But
there was nothing the judge could do
about it. For John Redfern, Gillian
had ne sympathy. They were sworn
enemies, and he was glad to take this

A2-2
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poke at the acting district attorney’s
pompousness and self-importance.

To Rusty he said that evening,
“ Well, sis, I've got you your dielby.”
Amd when Rusty heard his account of
that day’s doings, she went into con-
vulsions of laughter.

Rusty said he was a darling, kissed
him goodmight, and went out some-
what wearily to have dinner once more
with Harry Thorme.

CHAPTER V.
REBELLION'S END.

E. Chicago man was still ada-
mant—fhe would not let her in
that poker game. Amd behind his

stubbornness was an increasing ugli-
ness, He had come from Chicage te
make a poker killing. His lesses te
date were more than twenty-five theu:
sand dollars.

Rusty weuld net give in. The next
night she had dinner with him again,
and again on the fellewing night, and
on that night he suddenly weakened.

He said, “sAl right, babe; we'll
speak to Ales and Mex.”

Ales and Mex were at the bar with
Jack, the grumter. Rusty squeezed inte
a space between Mex and the propFi-
etor. And Thomne did the talking:

“ Boys,” he said wearily, * we've
got a new customer. Rusty has been
begging to sit in eur game, and | said
she could. Is my name eneugh en her
tieket ¥

There was something a little nasy
about the way he said it. There was a
faint grumbling of disappreval, but
this stopped when Rusty epened her
purse and demonstrated her ability o
enter a table-stakes game.

* Let's get goin\" Harry said.

YJust as seon as l've washed my
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hands,” Rusty answered. *“ I'll meet
you at the table. Order me a Scotch
high, Harry.”

She left them. There was a telephone
booth in the ladies’ room. Rusty en-
tered it and dialed Gillian’s number.

She said breathiessly to him: * It's
all set. 1 stood close enough to Mex at
the bar to do the first half of it. The
showdown will be at eleven sharp. It's
now nine-forty. Does that give you
time?”

* 1 think so.

* Sure you can round up someone
from the D. A.’s office and a detective
they don’t know too well out here?*

“ Yes.”

“ Eleven sharp,” Rusty said.

“ We'll be there.™

She now went to the little sitting
room, off the bar, where, according to
her theory, Julius Pool had been mur-
dered and then dragged into the office
some distance down the hall.

The four men were already seated
about the baize-covered table with its
brilliant overhead light. Rusty sat
down, paid cash for a pile of chips,
and tried to prevent her heart from
jumping completely out of her ribs.

She sat with Harry on her rigt,
with Alec Salem beyond him. Mex An-
derson, alias Pedro Gomzales, was al-
most directly across from her, and
Jack, the grumter, sat at her left.

Allec Salem, heavy-lidded, told her
the rules. They were simple. Table-
stakes—mo limit. The deal changed
with each hand. ‘The deck changed
with each round.

The game was stud poker.

Rusty had played very little poker,
except for the inevitable games of
penny-ante and such low-limit games
into which she had been drawn at
parties.

She tried to control her expressions,
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not to go from deathly white to fftam-
ing rose every few seconds, and to
make her hands and her voice steady.
She had expected to lose a large por-
tion of the five-thotisand-divllar stake
with which she went into the game.
She promptly began to win.

AT the end of an hour, she was well
i '\\ over a thousand dollars ahead.
By a quarter of eleven, she was
close to two thousand on the black side.
She didn't wamt to win, but she
wasn’t going to lose deliberately. For
the others, Jack was holding about
even, as was Allec Salem. Mex was a
substantial winner, and Harry Thorne
was, in his own idiom, “ giving the
damned party.”

He played a cold game of poker. His
expression was uniformly weeden, but
behind his eyes flickerel an ugliness
that set Rusty’s heart to racing with
delight. For the others saw that ugli-
ness, too.

It was a strange game. Harry
Thomme was the only man at the table
who wore a coat. He never took his
coat off, he had once said, except when
he was going to bed. The reason was
fairly obvious: the gun he always car-
ried in that shoulder holster. He did
not pretend he wasn’t carrying a gun
every moment of his waking day. He
referred to it playfully as “ life insur-
anee.”

But he wasn’t in a playful mood
now. He seldom spoke. He played a
methodical, mechamical game, and be-
hind his small eyes flickenatl, like a
flame, his ugliness.

Precisely at five minutes of eleven,
Rusty said, “ Gentlemen, I'm thirsty.
Can't we have another round of
drinks?”

Allec Salem pressed a butten. Then
he got up and unloecked the door for
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the Negro waiter to come in. Drinks
were specified.

Amd in the moment of relaxation,
Rusty acted. She said in Spanish,
laughingly: *“ Pedro, perhaps wyou
would like to talk some business. That
is why I'm here—on business.”

The Mexican grinned at her. And,
in Spanish, replied; “ Senoiita, that is
a strange remark. Whhat is this busi-
ness you have to discuss?’

“ Keep smiling,” Rusty rejoined.
“You'd better. You have an ace of
spades in your left hand hip pocket.
Dom’t reach for it, or I’ll spill the
beans!"

Pedro Gonzales, alias Mex Ander-
son, stared at her a moment, and the
color swiftly left his swarthy face. It
was now the color of an over-ripe lime,
very yellow with stains of tan.

In Spamish, he called her names.
Few of them could be repeated here.
Few of them, fortunately, Rusty un-
derstood. But she knew what he
meant by the Spanish equivalent of rat,
double-crosser, and a few similar epi-
thets,

“You did that at the bar,” he ac-
cused her.

“Yes, I did it at the bar. Do 1 tell
the big loser, the gentleman with the
gun under his coat, that you have an
ace of spades in your pocket—or will
you tzlbk?”

Mex Amdlerson sent a terrified glance
at Harry Thome. He must have known
precisely what would happen to him if
Rusty insisted that he be searched. He
must have known precisely what Harry
Thome would do to him in split
seconds.

Still in the language of Romance,
Rusty said: “ You are on a very hot
spot, Pedro.”

“Say!™ Alec Salem imterrupted.
“ What is this? Let's get @an—"
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Rusty smiled at him ravishingly.
* We have just discovered we know
somebody.” Then, again, in Spanish,
* Pedro, you will make a comfession,
quick, or I will tell Thomme you have
that hidden ace.”

The Mexican’s eyes looked sick. He
glanced at Harry Thorme again.

“ Wiill you tell the truth, now, about
Julius Pool’s murder, anr—"

“ St, si, si,” he Hissed.

B ‘HE waiter had brought the
drinks. The door was open. Be-
yond, at the bar, Rusty saw Gil-

lian and two strange men. She calledi:
“@ome in! Come im!"

The four men at the table were too
astonished to move. Rusty saw the
Mexican’s hand dart behind him and
she cried: “ Harry! Keep your eye on
that mam{"*

“W¥hat's this all about?”
snapped. “Is tthss—"

“ No," Rusty said quickly. ¥ It's not
a gang-up on you. Gillian, Mex wants
to talk. Mex, start taliing!”

The Mexican was not looking at
her, but at the deadly black little eyes
of the man from Chicage. He started
up from his chair. Thome smaried:
“ Sit diowm¥*

He sat down. He was trembling.
Rusty’s trick had accomplished all that
she had hoped, and more. It had com-
pletely broken the Mesxican’s nerve.

Alec Salem was sendimg sharp
glances here and there. He was pale.
He looked at the detective and the man
from the D. A.’s office and at Gillian,
who were ranged behind him. He sud-
denly shouted, “What the helli?”

It had been nicely engineered. As
he started up, the detective pushed him
back without gentleness.

Ruisty said, above the small bedlam:
“ Pedro, who killed Julius Pool#*

Thorne
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“ He did!” the Mexican said shrillly,
and pointed at Allec Salem. “ He killed
him in this room. He fought with him
because Pool was stealing money from
him! He smashed him in the face with
the butt of a bottle, and Pool cracked
his skull on that andirem!*

Allec Salem uttered a savage, animal
sound and leaped out of his chair. But
before he could reach the Mexiicam, the
detective and the young assistant dis-
trict attorney were roughly pulling him
back into the chair.

Tihere followed confusion, but it was
orderly confusion. Gillian went to
headquarters with the young assistant
district attorney and Pedro Gonzales,
to take down his statement before he
changed his mind.

A police car took Allec Salem to jail.
Rusty remained behind to make such
apologies as she could to the wrathful
Harry Thome. He wasn’t wrathful
because he had lost a total of almost
twenty-eight thousand dollars. He was
wrathful because Rusty hadn’t taken
him into Ter confidence,

“¥ou just made a sucker out of
me,” he complained.

“ But I had to, Harry. There wasn’t
any other way that would work. 1
hated to fool you. Yow're a sguare
shooter. 1 had to use you and your
hatred at losing so much. I knew
you’'d shoot Mex if you found he had
that ace in his pocket, and that was
my ace in the hole. Wiill you let me
buy you a drimik?”

*“ No,” Harry Thorne growled. “ No
girl with your nerve can buy me a
drink. The drinks are on me. And
it's going to be clxmmpagne.”

TER BRENN, once the majestic
machine of the law was set into
motion—in reverse, so to speakk—

was duly freed. Allec Salem was tried
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and sentenced to a life of hard labor,
He escaped the death penalty because
his unfailing charm, his suavity, made
such a great impression on the jury.

In speaking about this entire epi-
sode, Gillian Hazeltine likes to con-
¢lude by remarking that Alec Salem’s
case was not tried in the new Federal
building.

But the conviction of Allec Salem
and his sentencing to life imprison-
ment, and the punishment meted out to

Pedro Gomzales, alias Mex Amdersom

—ttem years, for perjury and for his
efforts to obstruct these same wiheels
of justice—tihe episode did not come to
a conclusion with these important con-
victions.

It did not come to a conclusion at
all. The most important conclusion of
the episode is still pending.

Soon after Peter Brenn’s release
from the toils of the law, he came
around to the Hazslltine house to thank
Gillian’s red-headed niece for her ef-
forts in saving him. Rusty was very
gracious with the young man. She ac-
cepted his thanks sweetly and calmly,
and he went away.

This sort of thing went on for about
a month. Gillian was curious, but he
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asked no questions. Thenm, one night,
he heard voices raised in violence. He
hastened out on the terrace,

Peter Brenn and Rusty were quar-
reling. They were exchanging figibitiing
words, but what the trouble was about
Gillian never knew. For, as he ap-
proached, Peter Brenn took Rusty sav-
agely in his arms, kissed her with the
utmost violence, and carried her to his
roadster. Later, Rusty telephoned
Gillian that they had just been married.

“ We are spending the homeymoon,”
she said in that low contraito voice of
hers, * on Peter’s farm.”

A month passed. Gillian dropped in
at the Peter Brenn farm on one pre-
text or another any number of times.
No matter when he dropped in, or on
what pretext, he found Rusty divinely

‘happy. She usually wore a long apron

over her dress, or a pair of skimpy
overalis.

Usually, Peter was hard at work in
the fields, and Rusty was hard at wonk
in the house. Gillian did not have to
ask her whether or not she was happy,
He had never in his life seen such a
happy girl.

Tihe one-girl rebellion of 1935 was
over.

THE END
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N Yellowstone National Park, a land of rustic wonders, nature has lavished most
extraordinary gifts. Within the regions of the park, one may find gergeously-colored
canons, sparkling cascades, and a wild woediand carpeted with wild flowers of many

varieties. But of all the wonders of Yellowstone, none is so unusual, so weird, and so
startling as the geysers. And of these geysers, “ Old Faithful ” is the best known to visitors.

About once every 63 minutes there rises from a fissure in the 12-foot high mound
of rock a i§d-foot column of scalding water, estimated by scientists to be 1,500,600
gallons each eruption—more than 33,000,000 gallons per day.

The word geyser comes from the Icelandic geysir, which means “gusher.” The
geyser tube (in the case of “@id Faithful,” it measures two to six feet in diameter)
usually formed by a rock fissure whose sides have been lined by silica deposits, leads
down into the interior of the earth, where the water at the base of the tube comes
into contact with molten rock and is turned into steam. As the pressure of the steam
reaches a certain head, the whole column of water is shot into the air.

.
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Nw mosiie plot-cooddd have beem as wild

ngs that Hallymwodd tangle of intrigue and

sudden death in which Awiaioy
Stu Huilt found himself

of -
Treachery

By EUSTACE
L. ADAMS

LEADING UP TO
THIS CONCLUDING
INSTALLMENT

APTAIN STU HOLT, ] '
stunt flier and crash ll
pilot for the wmovies,

had one chief ambitiom—to a

win the National Air Races |

with the speedy plane he -

and Johnny Clark had de- , —— ——

signed and built. Takiing it

aloft for a test fllight, Stu
put it into a power dive, and
it suddenly went out of con-
trol. Only by skillful ma-
neuvering did he land alive.

The plane was partially

wrecked..  Investigation

showed that someone had ”

put acid on the control
wires.

To raise the several thou-
sand dollars necessary to re-
pair the plane, Stu took a
job as private pilot for Gail
Wilson, Dbeautiful movie
star. Stu hated being “ fly-
ing nursemaid ” to a wom-
an, but he stuck at it for
two reasons: the $1,000 a i
month it paid, and the dis-
covery that there was a plot
afoot to injure Gail Wilson J
in some way.

Sty didn’t knew what to
suspect oF whem te suspeet, He screamed as he tel)

This story began in the Argosy for October 26
70




WINGS OF TREACHERY

but he was suspicious of three people: Gus
Wasey, the pilot whose place Stu took;
Clunk Slossen, Gail’s business manager;
and Miss Shanklin, who managed her pa-
latial estate near Hollywood.

When Stu teok over the job, he fired all
of Wasey's mechanics but one, a young kid
named Joe Benson, who seemed to be hon-
est. Miss Shanklin immediately started
giving Stu orders, which he refused to take.
Then, one night when a party was going
on at the Wilson place, she went to Stu's
quarters over the hangar and offered him
a fabulous salary to go to South America.
Stu, who is telling the story, decided to
join the party.

CHAPTER VIL

MURDER.

JN'NW,, how liquor creeps up on

you. I heard the crowd gather-

ing at the big house, and I did
not wamt to join them until it was
time to have my little chat with Clunk
Slosson and Gus Wasey.

I did not want to see the others. 1
knew a lot of them. I had done erash-
es for some, doubled for others. There
were four or five dowm there whom
I had flowm to Yuma to be married.
Some were good eggs, others rats of
the very first water. But I did net
want any of them who might not knomw
already to ask me what I was doing
now. Captain Stu Holt—sxerial chauf-
feur for a dame! Amd too much in
love with her to tell her to take her
job and jump into the lake with it!

So I decided I would net join them:
Later, when Wasey and Slesson eame,
I'd ease down, get them over by the
polo stables and have my confidential
little talk.

I was sorry that Johnny eeuld net
be around to listen. I had been tele-
phoning all over town for him, but
he was off somewhere, and nobody
knew where he was. I left messages
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everywiere, and then went back to my
drinking,

I lay down on my bed in the dark-
ness, drinking and watching the ghosts
of my old buddies walk past in a sad
and silent procession.

Affter a while, with the liquor work-
ing on me, I got so sorry for myself
that I turned ugly. For two cents I
would have down there and stalked
grimly into the party. I would have
grabbed Gail by the scruff of her love-
ly neck, tossed her into the amphibian
and taken her away. But that weuld
have been a racket, too, I told myself.
A racket only slightly different from
that planned by these who wanted
her money and moit—necessarilhy—her
unbelievably beautiful self. Whe was
I, a big, red-headed plug-ugly with
only a few hundreds in the bank, to
marry a girl like Gail?

Lattle Joe Benson knocked at my
door. I got up, snapped on the lights.
He had a brand-new monkey suit 0it
and his face was scrubbed until every
freckle stood out like an ink spot. This
in case any of the guests decided upon
a moonlight fRgiht,

“You told me to keep a watch for
Mrr. Slosson and Mr. Wasey,” he said.
“ They came in a couple of minutes
ago. Amd listen, Captain, they didn't
go out on the lawn, where the others
are. They went into the house, and
they’re out in the service wing, with
Picker, the butler, and Miss Shank-
lin,”

I put my glass down and took a
couple of steps toward the door.

“ That conference,” 1 mused,
“ might be interesting to hear. And
then I realized that a dozen people
would see me crossing the polo field
and would grab me. I looked at joe.

“ Do you think, kid,” I said, " that
you could ease in there and hear any-
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thing of what they're saying? It might
be importamtt—for Miss Wilson.”

“ Jeez, it would be a cinch, Cap-
tain,” he said, grinning. “ Leave it to
me!” He started toward the door
and then hesitated. His bright blue
eyes inspected me with some doubt.
“ You—you feeling all right, Cap-
tain?” he asked, with concern.

“ Sure, Joe,” I said. “ I'm fitags"

Amd so he went out. I would give
both arms, now, had I gone myself.
But it never occurred to me that the
fuse was already lighted and that the
explosion was so soon to come.

TRIED once more to reach John-
ny. Then I had one more high-
ball. I was just ready to go

dowmstairs when I heard footfalils
coming up.

The Shankiin woman came in, her
jade green eyes glittering with excite-
ment.

“I've got it," she said.

“ Got what?" 1 asked her.

“ The money, Stul” she said, breath-
ing quickly.

Amd she had. Thhere, in her hand,
was a thousand-doiiar bill. She pushed
it out at me.

“ You're rushing me,” 1 said, wish-
ing I had not opened that last bettle
of Bourbom. “ I haven’t made up my
mind. I'm getting so I like this job.
I don’t know that I want to quit iit.”

Her eyes froze. “ Yourd better take
it,” she said. “I’ll have your trans-
portation in the morning. Your're to
catch the Mexican Airways plane in
the morning and connect with Pan-
American at Mexico City.”

I looked at the grand note she was
pushing toward me.

“WMhy the hurry?” 1 asked, not
touching it. “Wihy all the rusn?*

“Isn't it enough,” she said awchly,
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% for you to know that I'm going to
be on that plane tow?"

“ That’s just too cozy,” I said sour-
ly. “ Amd how about Clunk Slosson
and Gus Wasey? Wiill they be on it
too?"

She stiffened. “ Are you giving me
the run-around?” she demanded, her
voice taking on a thin cutting edge.

At that moment Clunk Slosson and
Gus Wasey stepped .across the thresh-
old.

“Yes,” Gus said, “ that's what he’s
doing, Vera. I told you so, remem-
ber?”

Never in my life have I seen such
cold fury as darted from Vera Shank-
lin's eyes. She took a single step to-
ward me as if she were about to claw
my face into ribbons,

, ¥ Stand back, sister,” 1 snapped at
her. “ Lay a finger nail on me and I'll
slap you one.”

“ Don't, Vera,” Clunk bleated. “ He
will. I know hiim.”

We heard more footsteps on the
stairs outside.

“ Well, well,” 1 said. ¢ The whole
party is transferring itself to mv
rooms! I hope Miss Wiilson won’t be
jealous.”

But it was not the whole party. It
was just Joe Benson, the little me-
chanic. He was out of breath and his
eyes were rolling as he stared at my
three visitors,

“@Gaptain!™ he gasped, pointing his
finger at Clunk Slosson. “I've just
found out! The whole thing! You've
gotta know. I was—"

“1 guess,” Gus said to Clunk Slos-
son, “tthat tears iitt!"

“ 1 was down in the butler's pamimy,*
the kid panted, “ and this Wasey and
Slossom—"

And those were the last words lit-
tle Joe Benson ever spoke. Tihere was
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nothing I could do about it. By the
time I saw, it was too late. Slosson
was standing beside the kid. Amd Gus
Wasey had moved around until he was
close to me. Two things happened, and
almost at the same instant. Something
came down on my head with a force
that caused a great explosion in my
brain. Amd, falling, I saw Slesson place
a gun against Joe Benson's head and
pull the trigger. If the shet fade a
neise I did net hea¥ it.

WOKE, up in the police patrol. A

cop and a couple of detectives

were sitting between me and the
black oblong of darkmess which was
the door. We were somewhere with-
in the city limits. I could tell by all
the street lights that were sliding back-
ward in a long pale ribbon.

I was lying on the floor between the
seats. I got my hands up on the seats
and pulled myseif to a sitting position.
All three officers gave me the eye at
once.

“ Take it easy, Holt,” one of the
dicks said.

“ Is—is Joe Benson dead ?" 1 asked.

“ Very,” the thin one said.

So it was true, that horrible thing
that was in the back of my memeory
waiting to pop out?

“ Where,” 1 snarled, ‘is Clunk
Slosson? Did you get himm?*

“ Save your breath, Helt," smapped
the heavy detective. * Your'lll be need-
ing it.”

Even then I did not guess what |
was up against. My head was a blaz-
ing furnace of pain, and the only thing
I could think about was little Joe Ben-
son, God knows I had seen violenece
enough in my time. I had long since
outlived the days when sudden death,
of itself, shocked me. But for any-
bedy to step up and blow the top off
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littie Joe Benson’s head— Wy, the
kid was like a collie pup, he was so
friendly, so anxious to please, @i~
Hell, it gets me even now, thhimking
about itt!

1 tried to get to my feet. “ Let me
out of here,” I said. “I'm going to
get Clunk Slosson.™

The big cop put the flat of his hand
against my chest and pushed. I was
still groggy. His push sent me spin-
ning against the forward wall of the
wagom.

“wo yom wamt trouble?” I snapped
at him.

You see? Ewen after that sample 1
could not imagine what I was up
against. Wiith all the jams I had been
in, it did not occur to me now that I
was in the worst one of my life.

“$Shut up, Holt#" said the big de-
tective, giving me a dirty look. * The
less you say now the better off you'll
be."

My head ached too much to try to
puzzie it out. Amd I was too sore about
little Joe Benson, who thought I was
quite a guy, to have much room left in
my mind for any fancy thinking.

I remember hearing the wailing of
the siren, seeing the lights of Cahuenga
Pass and Whiitley Heights slip behind
us. Them we were pushing across the
traffic of Hollywood Boulevard and
swerving into the Hollywood District
Station.

The driver bounced into the court-
yard, where were parked the extra
prowl cars and the emergency ambu-
lances of the receiving hospital. T saw
them through a pink fog of pain.

]T was not until I was booked on
suspicion of murder that light

dawmed upon me. I was still think-
ing that over when the three bulls
hustled me up the winding staircase
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to the detective bureau and into the
captain’s office.

The captain of detectives was there
and so was another bird, who proved
to be Hugo Shultz, from the district
attorney’s office.

“WWhat did you do it for, Holt?*
this Shuitz asked me, mildly enough.

“Mon't be silly,” I said irritably.
“ Be quiet and I'll tell you the whole
story."

He nodded at a stenographer, who
was standing in the doorway.

“ Shoot it,” he said.

And I did. I told him exactly what
happened from the moment when the
Shankiin wench came upstairs to that
horrible instant when, sinking into un-
consciousmess, I saw the upper half of
Joe’s head go to pieces.

“ Not bad," he said admiringly when
I was through. “ Not bad at all. Do
you mind, Hoit, having your fitages-
prints takem?"”

“ Of course mot.’™

So they took them and sent tihem
somewhere below.

“ 8o it isn't true,” he said, still in
that suave voice, * that young Benson
was telling Miss Wiilsom's business
agent how you were trying to steal
her blind when you gave him the
works, eln?"

At last I realized that they had
cooked me. But still I was not wer=
ried. This was not the hot countries,
where anything in the world can hap-
pen in the name of the law. It was
California, where such things don't
happen.

“ Listen,” I said. “1 saw Joe Ben-
son killed. Amd I've told you how it
happened. Take it or leave it

“ We’re leaving it,” he snapped, be-
ginning to show the iron fist under the
velvet glove. “ You might as well kick
in, Holt. We have three witnesses who
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have told us another story. You had
planned to take Miss Wiilson for a
roll. Joe Bemson knew about it. You
had offered to take him to South
America with you when you made your
getaway in the morning. Mr. Slosson,
Miss Shanklin and Mr. Wasey were
there in your apartment when young
Benson began to tell his story. And
you let him have it.”

“ Wihat,"” I asked coldly, “ made me
fall umconsaious?™

“ Wasey took the gun away from
you and hit you on the head with it to
subdue you.”

I really got a thump out of that. 1
laughed. I had just about stopped
laughing, when a mug came in carry-
ing a gun in a silk handkerchief.

# AIT a minute, Hennessy,”
said the captain of detectives.
Then, looking at me, * Did

you touch the gun at all, Helt3"

“ Never laid a fimger on it. By the
time I saw it someone had clipped me
and I was going down for the long
count.”

“ All right, Hennessy," he said, nod-
ding at the fihgerptint man. ¥ What
did you find #*

“Two sets of prints, Captain,” he
said. “ Weere the prints you sent down
a few minutes ago those of the man
here?"

“ Yes.”

“ All right,” said Hennessy, his bald
head bobbing up and dowm. “ This man
had been holding the gun by the butt,
as if to fire. Them, on top of his prints,
is another set that I don’t identify.
That topmost set is reversed, as if the
guy who made them had been holding
the gun butt-end fifisst™

“fTw strike with, perhaps?” purred
the man from the D. A.’s office.

“ Yeah, to strike writtn.”
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Shultz beamed at me. “ Hawe you
any idea, Holt, how your prints got on
that gum?”

“ Not the slightest, unless after I
was out they closed my hand around
it.”

“ A beautiful theory, Holt, beauti-
ful,” he said.

I could see he was feeling pretty
good. It was in my mind to smack
the smile off his puss. But I was in
enough trouble now, so I sat still.

“The thing is,” he went on as if
speaking to himself, “that the prints
absolutely match the story told by the
three eye-witmesses to the killing.
They say you had the gun; your fin-
gerprints say so too. They say Wasey
took the gun away from you and hit
you with it. His fingerprints are there
to prove it; at least 1 would bet three
to one that that second pair of prints
will turp eut te be his.”

“1If that's the gun that killed Joe,”
1 said, wearily, “ Wasey didn't even
touch it, so far as I know. Slosson
killed Joe. Wasey had something else
—mpibably another gun — that he
clipped me with.”

Shultz smiled acidly. “It'll be up
to you to convince a jury of that,
Holt.”

I sat up straight in my chair. “ I’ve
had enough of this horsing around,” 1
snapped. “I've told you the way it
was, and I'm not going to talk any
more.”

Shultz’s eyes narrowed.

“ Sometimes,” he said, quietly, “ we
find ways to persuade people to talk.”

“ Listen, mister,” 1 said,  don't twy
any third degree on me. If you de,
you'll spend the rest of your life being
sorry for it.”

He stared at me imcredulously.

“Wou are threatening mes” he
said.
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“ Not at all,” I snapped. “1'm just
telling you. I want somebody here to
telephone for Johnny Clark, Leave-
messages at the Vallley Aiinport and at
the Apex Apartnents. He’ll find me a
lawyer.”

I could see that the man Shultz still
thought I had not had enough.

“8So you don't care to talk amy
more?” he said.

“You are practically psychic, aren‘t
you?” I retorted.

The captain of detectives looked at
me. Then he lifted a big hand.

“ Mr. Shultz,” he said, “ we may as
well put him in the cooler for to-
night. I know something about him.
I've seen him fly, too. I think we may
as well let good enough alone for the
night. We don’t want any trouble that
might cause a stink, you know.”

Shultz shrugged. By his eyes 1 could
see that he did not care for me. The
captain nodded at the three dicks who
had been standing by. They escorted
me to a ‘cell dowmstaiirs. It was not a
bad cell. The one down in Mexico had
been worse, and 1 had net expeeted
to live until mofning. Yet I had net
felt half as low in my mind then as 1
did noew. I eould net get little Joe Ben-
son eut of my thoughts.

Everything was a mess. I was cer-
tain of just one thing. Before I drew
the last breath of life I would kill
Clunk Slosson if I was hanged for it in
the next ten minutes. Solemnly I prom-
ised myself that,

CHAPTER VIII.
THE BREAK.

WAS sitting there behind the bars,
looking through them at nething,
when Johnny came in.

* Hi, kid,” he said.
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“ Hello, Johnny. I should have tzken
your advice, and gone to the hot coun-
tries with you.”

“Y¥edh,” he said. “YWom should
have.” He pulled a packet of ciga-
rettes from his pocket, gave me one,
and took one himself. Then, Jooking
at me, “ Listen, big bov, did vou do
it?”

“ Of course not. Joe was a nice kid.
He liked me.™

Johnny took a deep breath. “ That's
all right then,” he said evenly. “ They
had me stampeded for a minute.”

“ Wihat have you done about get-
ting a lawyer?” I asked him.

He did not meet my eyes. “1
picked Sol Weymmutth up on the way
down here,” he said morosely. * But
—ihat he isn’t very anxious for the
case.”

Now he looked at me, and there was
a sultry unhappiness in his eyes which
did more to convince me than anything
he had done or said.

“ Well, they had Wasey and Slos-
son and Shankiin down here after they
had talked to you. They can't shake
their stories. Amd there’s another thimg
that's bad: it was Wasey’s firfgerpptints
that were over yours. You told them
that it was Slosson who had pulled
the gat on the kid. It doesn't match,
see?”

“1 never saw Wasey touch the
gun.l'

“ His ffirgerprin¢s are on it; and so
are yours.”

“ Do you think I did it, Johnny?" ¥
demanded.

He scowled. “ You told me you did
not. That’s enough. Deomn’t ask me
again.”

A long time wemt by. I was not
womried. I was just angry. Johmmpy
smoked a cigarette half-through, then
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stamped it out. He jerked his chin at
me to come close to him. I put my
face to the bars. He glanced down the
dim concrete corridor, then put his thin
lips close to my ear.

“ They’ve probably got a micro-
phone here,” he whispered. “ But is
there anything I ought to know that
you haven’t told me?”

I did not whisper back. I just spoke
in my usual voice, not caring who
heard.

“ There isn't a damned thing I have
not told you, Johnny. They'we cooked
me, those three. I saw Clunk kill young
Joe. Wihat they did after I passed out
I don't know. Amd that's all there is.”

“ Sure,” he said. “ Weali, Sol will
fix you up. Amwthing you want?*

({3 I\ND.”

“T'll be seeing you, big boy,” he said
and ambied out.

1 felt terrible after he had gone. 1
knew he wamted to believe that I had
not done it. Omnly a preponderamce of
evidence against me could have made
him hold the slightest doubt. I had
never lied to him, and he knew it.

On the other hand, he also knew that
I harbored no false illusions as to the
value of human life. Most people are
better off dead anyway. Both he and I
knew it. But that he should still have
the slightest idea that I would have
killed a nice little egg like Joe—wwell,
I was pretty close to the zero hour at
that moment.

HEY did not know psychology
too well at that station. They

should have realized that I had
been pushed around enough. They
knew my reputation; the captain had
said so. Wiy, then, didn’t they guess
that I had had a bellyful? God knows
I am peaceable enough, but when T've
reached my limit almost anything ean
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happen. Amd I had reached my limit.
They just pressed me a little too hard,
thinking that I would break. Well, I
did. I broke, all right, but not quite in
the way they expected.

FEW minutes after Johnny left
they came and took me back up-
stairs to the detective bureau.

Gail was there, and when I saw her
sitting in that smoke-filled room I felt
cold fury stealing up through my
veins.

“ Wiat did they bring you up here
for?” 1 demanded. * Are they dumb
enough to think you helped me shoot
Joe?”

Her wide, blue eyes were hurt, be-
wildered, and they made me feel pret-
ty rotten. Two coppers were in there,
together with the detective captain, a
police stenographer, and a couple of

plainclothes men. Shultz was not
there.
“ Where's my Jawyer?" 1 de-
manded.

¥ He's gone down to try to fix bail
for you,” the captain said. “If you
are really innocent, he can probably
get everything straightened out.”

Gail reached out and tugged at miy
sleeve.

* Stuart,” she said shakily,  you
didn't do it, did yow?"

# Slosson did it,” 1 snapped.  Your
precious business agent! I advised you
to fire him, didn’t 127

The captain, tilted far baek in his
swivel chair, eyed me through the ris-
ing layers of smoke.

“ You didn't care for Slosson, did
you, Hoit?” he asked.

“1 did mot™*

“ Nor Wasey??

“ They’re both rats’™

“ Let's see, now; you threatened to
kill Wasev, didn’t you?*
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“ Probably. I don't happen to re-
member, but we’ll let it go at thuwtt™

“Amnd it would do just about as
well,” he said easily, “if you shifted
the blame onto one of them for the
murder, eh ?*

“I'm not shifting anything. It's
there, and I'm glad to leave it there.”

“ But that," he said, his voice hard-
ening, “ is why you lied to us and said
they did it.”

“It's a good thing you're a copper,*
I snapped. * Good for your health, I
mean. 1 don’t take kindly to beimg
called a liger?”

¥ Stuart!” Gail whispered. ‘“ Don't.”

* You may as well get used to beimg
called a liar, Holt,” he said coldly,
* just as long as you deny killing Ben-
son. We'we found half a dozen cracks
in your story. There were three wit-
nesses, whose stories jibe perfectly.
Ve have enough on you right now to
put the rope around your neck. We
don’t need another thing. Motive?
Easy. You wanted to take Miss Wilson
for her bundle. We—"

I was tired. 1 had been tight early
in the evening and now I had a hang-
over. My head ached from the crack
Gus Wasey had given it. The vision of
loyal little Joe dying there in his tracks
still hagged me. Amd I had not been
able to do a thing to preveat it. I
give you my word I was not thinking
as clearly as usual. I guess all those
things, plus the hurt expression on
Gail's white face, combined to tip over
the barrel.

So I did what they wamted me to
do—thut not as they planned.

I broke—wiide open.

ERE were just two dicks stand-

ing between me and the door. 1,
who had crashed through the
Primceton line more often than the
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orange-and-black lads like to remem-
ber, went through those two unpre-
pared detectives like soup through a
strainer. Before they had time to pick
themselves up, before the captain had
a chance to hurdle their scramblimg
bodies, I was out of there.

I slued around the stenegrapher's
room and darted down that varnished
hall. 1 remembered to run quietly, on
tiptoes, as I took the stairs three at a
time.

The desk sergeant’s cubbyhole was
between me and the door. It opened
onto two corridors, and the break was
with me. The uniformed officer was
talking about some drunk, or some-
thing, with a mug on the other corri-
dor, so his back was toward me. I
went past like a whirlwind just as the
noise from upstairs began to get
good.

I had no plans as I bolted down that
thirty-yard corridor toward the patio
where the prowl cars and the ambu-
lances were kept. I just intended to go
away from where I was. Amd I did.
I went through the swinging door at
full speed.

Five or six radio cars were stand-
ing there. There were a few uniformed
cops standing around, waiting to go on
duty.

Luck! The prowl car at the head of
the line was empty.

Amd then all helli broke out. The
clatter of many footsteps boomed
from the door. Somebody started yell-
ing orders out of the second-story win-
dow. The coppemrss glanced at me,
looked uncertainly toward the door,
and then began to run toward me. I
yanked the door of that police car. I
turned the key and stamped on the
switch. Luckily the motor was hot. It
started right away. From somewhere
to my left a gun exploded. There was
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a sharp ping at the window exactly
beside my head.

Instinctively I ducked, but the win-
dow was of three-ply safety glass. Nice
of them to be so thoughtful. I slammed
my foott against the accelerator and
let the clutch pedal pop up. The car
took off like a storched cat. Tihere was
traffic on Selma Street. I found the
siren button and jammed my figer
on it. The car whooped like a banshee,
and out I went.

I felt better as I skidded out of that
patio. Oh, I knew they would be after
me soon enough, but this was my kind
of stuff. At least I'd have a run for my
money, and if I had used up all my
luck I'd go out in the midst of vio-
lence, instead of kicking my heart out
at the end of a rope or sitting around
some prison until the bugs got me.

Wiide open, my siren screaming, I
went down Selma, swung at Las
Palmas and again at Sumset Boule-
vard. I was going faster than they. I
knew it. I was more desperate than
they, that's why. Amd my experience
at the wheel of big planes taught me
the value of close calls. Miss a car
by a quarter of an inch, and that's
plenty. Amd I missed a lot of them by
less than that. Amother coat of paint
on the fenders and I'd have hit fiffty
cars and a dozen pedestrians.

At the eight-thousamd block I took
my finger off the siren. I had four or
five block start now. I could tell it
from the sound of their sirens when
there was no noise from my car but the
roaring of the motor.

COP stepped out in front of me,
gun in hand. I nearly spun end
for end, missing him. He was

a brave mug, that cop, and I did not
wamnt to hurt him. But one of his shugs
bored clear through the all-metal body
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and missed my face by the thickness of
a dime.

A sudden voice in my ear caused me
to start so I almost lost control of the
wheel.

“ Los. Amgeles police,” the voice said
with incredible calmness, as if it were
talking of an event on some other
planet, “calling all cars; calling all
cars. Stand by. This may be your call.
Be on the lookout for radio car sixty-
six of the Hollywood district, report-
ed stolen by escaped prisoner. When
last seen was heading west on Sunset
Boulevard. More details later. Stand
by."

Instantly I cut to the right, swerv-
ing off Sunset. It was nice of that
quiet voice in a downtown building to
reach out and tell me about every-
thing. I could hear the hum of the car-
rier-wave in the loud-speaker. The
announcer in headquarters was keep-
ing the current on. Yes, here came his
voice again just as I shot quietly across
Hollywood Boulevard.

“ Calling all police and sherifis’
cars,” the quiet voice said. " Car
sixty-six, of the Hollywood district,
was stolen by €aptain Stuart Holt, fa-
mous stunt fiyer, who was under arrest
charged with first-degree murder. Be
careful; this man is desperate. Alll cars
of the Wiikshire district watch main
highways. Glendale canss—"

Desperate, eh? Wall, I was. Care-
fully, now, 1 eased the car through
unimportant side streets, listening
while that calm voice moved a hun-
dred police cars around like chessmen,
hemming me in to right and to left.

Already, in the eyes of my mind, 1
could see prowl cars blocking off the
intersections, cutting off this and that
through road, as the steady voice of
the loud-speaker talked to me in the
darkmess. So what now! 1 could not
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keep twisting and turning foreverr—

“ Wihen last seen,” the ammouncer
said, unemotionally, “the car was
speeding west on Sumset. Car sixty-one,
in sixty-seven’s district, go to the en-
trance of Laurel Canyon. Car—"

That was an idea. The Santa Monica
Moumtaims, which begin at Hollywood
and stretch in undulating wildness to
the sea. Already one road was closed
by car sixty-ome, or would be by the
time I could reach the main therough-
fare into those moumtaims. But there
were other ways. My tires screeched
in protest as I slued around on Fair-
fax and headed straight for that eerie
subdivision on the eastern end of the
mountains, the Outpost. Dowm on
Firamkitin, listening to the wail of a po-
lice siren on Hollywood, just a block
away. Amother siren whooped on
Highland. They were getting thick,
those radio cars.

Amother wild skid and the radiator
of my car pointed upward toward a
diadem of lights which seemed hung
in the very car. If the police would
give me three more minutes I'd be all

right.

“F OS ANGELES police calling all
Vallley cars,” said the an-
nouncer. “ Close all exits from

Lawrel Canyon and Mulholland High-

way. Captain Holt may be trying to

reach one of the airports in San Fer-
nando Valley.”

So that was that, 1 was still climb-
ing into the mountains whose exits
were being closed ahead of me. There
were only a dozen highways out of
those moumtains. By the time I got to
the nearest, a prowl car would be wait-
ing for me. Amd I wanted no gun bat-
tle with the police. Affter all, they were
acting in the line of their duty, and
it was not their fault that Wasey, Slos-
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son and Shankiin could lie so convinc-
ingly.

The looping, twisting, switch-back
roads of the Outpost are breath-talking
in the daytime, and when traveling at
a sedate pace. Now, skimming around
them, the tires complaining as they bit
into the grawvel road, it was like a ride
on a roller coaster. But I did not care
much whether I made the turns or
not.

Now I was atop the Outpost, with
Hollywood, Los Amgeles and, it
seemed, the whole world stretched out
beneath me in an unbelievably beauti-
ful jeweled carpet. So what now? Here
I was. Was I just to shuttle back and
forth between Hollywood and Santa
Monmica, Beverly Hiils and the Valley
until, eventually, one of the cliff dwell-
ers reported me?

Driving more slowly as I zigzagged
along the winding roads which con-
nected one summit with the next, 1
glanced occasionally at the segments of
lighted carpet below.

Suddenly, silhouetted hliackly
against the starry sky to the westward,
I saw a familiar house atop the mext
mountain. It was Ciunk Slosson's
mountain hideaway, where things went
on which caused the Wiill Hays organi-
zation to squirm in its sleep of nights.
He had an apartment downtowm, but
when he wanted to pull a party he sent
his servants out to the mountain house,
got everything ready—amd then sent
his servants away.

Wiitheowt bothering to think any
more, I grinned savagely and turned
my car at the next intersectiom. It
looked only half a mile away, but so
winding were those dark, precipitous
roads that I drove for nearly eight
miles before I reached his gate house.

There was to be no party tonight,
on account of the schemozzie at Gail's.
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Automatiicallly I checked the windows.
They were all dark. Fime. The orna-
mental gate was locked. I found a file
in the cops’ tool kit and got the pad-
lock off in a few minutes. I drove in,
closed the gate behind me and hung
the padlock through the staples.

Then I drove through the darkness
to his four-car garage, marveling at the
rock gardens, the plantings of exotic
trees, and the general magmificence of
everything. A four-car garage! When
I had known €lunk Slosson in the hot
countries he had owned about ten dol-
lars less than a fivieespoditl

“ Calling all cars,” came the quiet
voice of the police announcer. “ Car
sixty-six was last seen on Hollywood
Boulevard. Twemty minutes agoe—"

Driving into Clunk’s garage, 1
turned the short-wave set off. For bet-
ter or for worse, I had holed in, so
what good would it do me to know
where the cops were? I turned on the
dome light. Clipped to the ceiling of
the car was a shotgun, sawed short and
ready for instant use. I pulled it down
On the seat was a fixshlight. I took
that. Amd I filled my pockets with am-
munition from the front locker. Then
I walked up to the house.

To the house of Ciunk Siosson, rat,
chiseler, crooked gambier, maunderesr—
and Gail’s business manager. More
than anything in the world, more than
having Gail or Johnny, or both, with
me, I wanted Clunk Siosson to pay a
visit to his house in the mountains.

CHAPTER IX.

A RAT AT HOME,

LL say this for Clunk Slessom—
he had a fine house. He couid not
have had a sense of humor, or he
would not have had a house like that.
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I could imagine him in it, sweating,
even in the coldest weather, showing
his gold teeth in an ingratiating smile
—a pig in a drawing-room. Ewven he
should have seen that.

Like most of the other big houses in
Hollywood, this one had a swimming
pool and a tennis court on a lawn which
had been built out of Heavem knows
how many truckloads of earth dragged
up to the crest of this mountain. The
back of the house overlooked tlhem;
the front was perched on the ragged
edge of a cliff which had a sheer drop
of two or three hundred feet into a can-
yon below.

Standing there and looking down
into the black depths of that yawning
declivity, I wondered about two things:
how they had ever pinned that house
down solidly enough to withstand an
earthquake, and how Clunk Slosson
would feel dropping right down to the
bottom of that canyon.

Oh, I knew how he would feel, 1
have done my share of dropping, both
with and without parachutes. But I
craved to know exactly how Clunk’s
screams would sound, bouncing back
and forth across that gully. Hard-
boiled? Sure, I was. Plenty. Joe
Benson had died without a word or a
efy. I wamted to know if Clunk, his
furderer, eould do as well.

Getting into the house was easy. 1
just kicked most of the glass out of
one of the big windows on the side
awav from the driveway. Omee inside,
I went through the ground-floor reoms,
closing the draw-curtaims. They were
heavy, those drapes. Tihere were times,
1 guessed, when Clunk wanted privacy
almost as ruch as I did now.

I knew by the way the heavy cus-
tains fitted that no light would get out-
side, so I snapped on the switches. The
room was luxuciantly furmished with
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Spamish chairs, couches and love-seats.
Yes, Clunk was in the money. How
many other stars, I wondered, had he
been able to gyp? Or had he taken Gail
for the entire roll? Well, if I lived long
enough I would make it my pleasure to
find out,

Set into the south wall was a tre-
mendous mirror of Fremch plate.
Glancing carelessly at it, I received a
sudden shock. I saw a tall, grim, red-
headed fiigure, whose hard face looked
as if it had been cooked in the very
ovens of hell.

It was with astonishment that I rec-
ognized myself. I had never been hand-
some, thank God, but this bleak-faced
devil who scowled at me from out of
that glass was something I would not
want to meet in.a dark alley at night.
I wondered if I had looked like that
when Gail had stared so at me in the
police station. But what the hell ? It did
not matter Now.

ERE was a big desk in one
corner of the living room. It oc-
curred to me that I might fimd

something in it that wouid tell me how
Clunk made his living. But there was
not. The best I could find was a check
book in which there were unidentified
entries of deposits which took my
breath away. Five grand on the ffirst,
eleven grand on the thirteenth of the
month. Amd when I had known Clunk
anything over a dime had been heavy
dough to himm!

I looked at the clock. It was two
in the morning. Imagine, how destinies
can be changed in a few hours! And
the night was not over yet. A few more
destinies were to be changed before
morning, but I did not know tiett—
then.

I went into the kitchen. The refrig-
erator was full of food, and in the
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pantry was enough good liquor to float
Gail's amphibian. At least all the
breaks were not bad! I was both hun-
gry and thirsty. But before settlimg
down to a job of eating and drinking,
I made an inspection of the house. I
had learned in the hot countries that
you lived longer when you knew where
all the exits were.

The windows on the second floor
commanded all the exits there were,
giving a perfect view of the gate, the
front door and the servants’ wing. 1
could defend it against an army as
long as my ammunition held out—and
as long as I did not care whom I killed
doing it. Tiere was no chance of at-
tack from the north and west sides,
except by artillery.

Tihe roof was flat, and when I looked
around at the grimly silent peaks of the
surrounding mountains I realized why
€lunk had chosen this location in
which to make his whoopee. There
was not another house in that particu-
lar valley. Nothing short of a dyna-
mite explosion could have been heard
by his nearest neighbor, four or five
miles’ away and on the other side of
the ridge of mountaims. Wiith my knack
of noticing exits, I saw that there was
but one stairway leading to the roof.

Presently, leaving the roof, I de-
scended to the kitchen, cooked myself
a couple of egg sandwiches, and then
went to work on Ciunk’s Seotch. 1
guess he must have cut it. Or maybe
it was because the reaction was set-
ting in that I got no bounce out of it.
Amyway, it did not do me any good. 1
could not stop thinking.

Just one thing was certain. Nobedy
was going to put a noose around my
neck. That I knew. There was always
the canyom. Better a swift, clean dive
to oblivion than a futile dance at the
end of a rope.

I was on my third bottle when 1
heard the car come through the gate.

GRABBED up the shotgun, flew
into the living room and snapped
off the lights. Them, peeking from

behind one of the heavy drapes, I
watched the pair of headlights swing
up around the driveway. They did not
even hesitate as they passed the garage.
I lifted the shotgun and made ready
to jam it through the glass and give
it to anybody who came out of that
car.

Then the headlights were switched
off. I heard a single footstep on the
gravel. A match flared. In the vivid
splotch of light I saw Cilunk Slosson's
fat face, bent downward as his fikbby
cheeks went in and out, sucking at a
cigarette. He exhaled a long feather
of smoke and flippedl the match away,
a tiny rocket of fizzimg flamze. My heart
leaped with purest joy when I made
up my mind that he was alone. I heard
him come up the steps and walk across
the terrace. I was just behind the front
door when his key slipped-into the lock.
Amd when his hand reached out to fiind
the wall switch, I grabbed his wrist,
hauled him inside, and slammed the
door.

He gave a bleat of fear and fum-
bled wildly in the darkness for the door
handie. T knocked his arm away. Then
I snapped the lights on for him.

“ Well, well, Clunk,” T said, beam-
ing. “ Isn't this nice? Come right in
and we'll have a fine little chan!?

His mouth sagged open, and the ex-
pensively acquired tan fled from his
cheeks, leaving them a mottied white.
His cigarette fell into the deep-piled
Oriiental rug. For three or four seconds
he stared at me. Then, with an odd lit-
tle moan he spun around and started
to run toward the kitchen. My hand
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was on his tight collar before he had
taken three steps.

“ Come in, sweetheart,” 1 said, spin-
ning him around and giving him a push
that sent him halfway across the room.
“ Don’t let me keep you out of your
own howse!

It was not hot, but he was sweating.
Fat, oily drops were falling from his
chin and making spots on his expertly
tailored suit of white fldxmel. His
purse-like mouth was slack. It turned
my stomach to look at him.

“You be reasonable, Stu,” he
begged, “ and I'll fix everything up for
you.”

“ How? By confessing you did it¥*

Even thinking about Joe Benson
made me ugly. It must have shown in
my face.

“ Keep away from me!" he yelped,
and scuttled behind an overstuffed
divan. “ Look, I'll say Gus Wasey did
it, and Shank’ll back me up. How's
that?"

He lifted his left hand and glanced
at a platinum wrist watch.

“Hhow’s that, Stu?” he repeated
nervously, when he saw me watching
him,

“Rat!™ I snapped. “BRe¢iore I get
through with you tonight yew'll be
wearing out your fat knees praying
for a chance to tell everything yeu
know. What racket are you pulling en
Gail Wilsom?"

ANIC fiooderl over him. His eyes

darted back and forth around the

room as if seeking some way of
escape. I took a single step toward him.
He screamed, turned, and boited to-
ward the stairway. I had to circie the
divan. He had twenty paces start on
me. Laboring up the stairs, he skid-
ded into his room, and locked the door
just as I grasped the knob.
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I remembered the telephone. 1
backed off, took a short run and
stamped the panel of the door in with
my heel. Reaching through the splin-
tered panel, I unlocked the door. He
was at the telephone, dialing franti-
cally with one pudgy finger. I yanked
the telephone away from him and
jerked the wifes out of the wall. He
tried to run out of the reem, but I
eaught him by his greasy throat and
threw him Inte the eeraer. He
serearmed again as I went after him.

“ Don’t, Stu, don’t!" he yammered.
“ Don’t put your hands on me!*

Ewven he, scared as he was, had no
idea how I craved to pull his wind-
pipe out. But there was something
more importamtt—for the presente—
than just killing him.

“1 want a piece of paper and a
fountain pen,” 1 said.

“ There,” he pointed, indicating a
modermistic desk in the far corner.

I backed toward the desk. I might
have dared to turn my back upon a
brave man, but never upon a coward.
You can figure out what a brave man
willl do, but the actions of a coward
are unpredictable, and therefore dan-
gerous. I took a sheet of note paper
from the desk and laid it upon the blot-
ter,

Wihen I looked at Clunk his eyes
were again upon his wrist watch. Why,
I wondered, was he so interested in the
time?

“ Come here,” 1 ordered.

He seemed to be pushing against a
solid wall of fear as he tiptoed over to
the desk.

“ Now sit down and write out your
confession, rat.”

“1 can’t!” he whimpered.

I reached down, took his left ear
between my thumb and forefinger, and
began to twist it. Before it really hurt
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he yelled. Then, as I began really to
wind it up, he gave in instantly.

“All right, all right,” he wailed.
¥ Amything you say.”

* Start in by telling why Gail Wil-
son doesn’t dare fire you as her busi-
ness manager,” I commanded.

The pen almost shook out of his fat
fingets. He looked up at me with eyes
that were fairly popping out of his
head.

#“1 got to think about it, Stu,” he
begged. ¥ Give me ten minutess—finee—
and I'll write it all dowm.®

I reached for his ear.

He grabbed the sheet of paper.
“WNatt, I'll do it!" he yelled.

Looking over his shoulder, I saw
him begin to write in letters that shook
until they were almost illegible.

“1, Soloman Slosson,” 1 read,
“ know where Gail Willson’s father is
hiding amd+—"

“ Wiat do you mean, hiding?* 1 de-
manded.

“ Ever hear of J. Folsom Jadkuam?*
he asked.

“ The name is familiar, but 1 don't
remember. Wiho is he?*

“ He was a broker, in New York.
Tihree years ago he went over the hill
with a million bucks. He's Gail's fa-
ther.”

“ So? 1 said, and my fiingers were
itching for his throat. “ Amd how does
knowing that give you a bulge on
Gail?”

E could not sit still. It was as if
a current of electricity were run-
ning through him.

% She wants for to keep him hid-
den until she can make restitution,”
he said. * Tihen she can make a dicker
with the law so he wonm’t get the maxi-
mum stretci, ™

“ Well,” 1 said coldly, * why hasn't
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she made restitution? She’s made at
least two miillion in the two and a half
years she's been in the pictures.”

“ Her—her investments haven't
turned out so good,” he said, bend-
ing his fat body far away from me
“ But—ibuit she'll have the million ready
in a—iim a little while.”

“iIf you don't steal it, rat!” I
snarled. “ Whiite that dowm, and do it
fast before 1 pull the head off jour
dirty shoulders.”

There was an odd expression on his
face. It was as if he were listeming
for something.

I listened, but I could hear noth-
ing. “ Are you going to write it down,”
I said, ‘““on—"*

He fiung the pen away from him. it
bounced off the wall.

“1 won't do it!" he yelled.
can kill me, but I woen't do it.”

“ Fair enough,” 1 said, and reached
for his fat throat.

My fingers found his' Adam’s apple,
encased in a couple of inches of fradny
flesh. They dug in. Hlis eyes bulged,
his face turned to the color of fresh
liver. He lifted his feet, braced them
against the desk, and kicked. His
chair went over backward, carrying
him with it. Amd when he went over,
I went right along with him, my
thumbs not releasing their pressure for
a moment.

His puffy hands darted up and
clawed at my face. His feet drummed
on the floor. I had, in my gathering
fury, forgotten all about the confes-
sion. Now F was punishing him for
double-crossing Gail, and for murder-
ing little Joe Benson in cold blood.

It was at that moment that I heard
the car come in through the gate. 1
released Clunk’s throat and pushed my-

*You

- self to my feet. He sucked in a sob-

bing breath of air and then from his
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drooling mouth came the most horri-
ble scream I have ever heard. I took
a quick step toward the window. But
Clunk’s foot suddenly darted out and
hooked my right leg, Offf-balance, I fell
heavily.

A little dazed by my fall, I pushed
myself to my feet and lurched over to
the window. I reached for the shotgun.
But by the time I was able to look out,
the car had come to a screeching stop
at the front door, and I could see the
crowd pouring across the terrace and
in through the door.

In the light from the living room
as the door opened I recognized them.
Gus Wasey, Miss Shanklin, the horse-
faced butler, and the three mechanics I
had beaten up in the hangar the day I
had reported for work. Amd in that sin-
gle glance I saw that there was some-
body else in the car, but there was no
time to look more carefully.

Behind me was the sound of running
feet. It was Clunk Siosson, running at
full tilt toward the door. >

CHAPTER X.
ROOFTOP BATTLE.

T was easy to stop Clunk. I did not
want to kiil him. I wanted his con-
fession. My shotgun was at the

carry. Aiiming the barrel with my left
hand and pushing the butt with my
right, I threw it straight at his run-
ning legs. It stuck his right shin a cruel
blow. He screamed again and fell with
sufficient force to shake the fibwar. I
was upon him before he could get to
his hands and knees and crawl to the
deer.

I grabbed him by the collar and

hauled him to his feet.

“Iit's Heolt, Gusi

“ Look out, hedss=""

he shrieked,
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I hit his face with the flat of my
hand so hard I felt his nose sguash
under the impact. A head appeared at
the top of the stairs. I saw Gus Wasey,
his face contorted. I yamked my gun
up.
“ All right,” I snarled, “ come on up,
Wasey."”

His face disappeared behind a flash
of fire. A bullet whipped past me,
twitching the shoulder of my coat be-
fore it slapped into the wall behind
me. Amd then the face was gone.

Pushing Clunk ahead of me, 1
moved into the halt. Gus Wasey’s voice
came from downstairs.

“ Come on down, Holit,” he called.
“And with your hands over your
head.”

“ Always the little optimist, aremt
you, Wasey?"” I jeered at him. ¥ Come
on up. Your little pal, Clunk, is wait-
ing for you. He wants you to wipe his
nose for him.”

It was a fact that somebody should
have done it. Clunk’s nose was a sight,
I knew I was playing rough when 1
slapped him, but I had no idea it would
flatten down like that. Amd you would
not believe that a nose could bleed so
freely. You wouwld have thoughit his
throat had been cut. The man might
live through this night, I told myself,
but every time he looked in the mirror
he would remember the palm of Stu
Holt’s hand.

“ Listen, Holt,"” came Gus Wasey's
voice, cold and ugly. “ Nome of us,
even you, are Y¥sguauially anxious to be
killed. So come down here with yeur
hands up and we'll make a dicker.”

“ Dicker with me?¥ 1 drawled. “ Qil
and water don’t mix. In spite of com-
mon opinion, I play my cards without
any aces in my sleeve. In other words,
I just happen to be honest. Amd you
are a porch-climbing crook, and you
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know it. Better run along, all of you,
before something gets broken that can't
be mended.”

Ciunk was becomimg restive. I
soothed him by putting the barrel of
the gun against the small of his back.

“ 1f you want to see something fun-
ny,” I told him, “start running and
watch your belt buckle. Your vertelbrae
will come popping through just after
you have taken your first step. It will
be quite a sight.”

He moaned, and stood exactly where
he was. He had lost all enthusiasm for
running away.

ASEY’S voice came up the

stairs. “ You seem to wanmt it,

Stu,” he said, “so I guess we
will have to give it to you, and this is
as good a place as any. When we've
killed you, we'll just call the police and
say we killed a murderer in self-de-
fense. They'll be quite pleased. Oh,
and by the way, before you die, you
might as well know that it was I who
put that drop of acid on your control
wites. 1 plan to win the National Air
Races, and your Thunderbolt looked
as 1€ it might give me trouble.”

I took a single step toward the stairs.
It would almost be worth being shot
if, first, I could get my fiimgers around
his throat. The very fact that he had
told me indicated that he was com-
pletely sure of killing me in the next
few minutes.

He was not a coward, but I knew
he would never draw an easy breath
as long as I—aware of what he had
done—mrenmiimed alive. But it was en-
tirely in keeping with his character that
he had to boast. Always he had been
a braggart. He was a good flyer, all
right, but his most successful hops had
been within the four walls of a cocktail
room.
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Counting on this, I asked, “ Did you
pay that peon to take a shot at me down
in Agua Caliente?”

“ Yes,” he said with a sigh, “ but 1
should have handled the thing myself
when I knew you were going to make
trouble for the Wiilson girl. I gave a
bird named Pablo-something fifity
bucks to turn the trick. But you can
never depend on a peon.”

“ One more question,” I said, jab-
bing the gun still deeper into Clunk’s
back when he again began to shuffle his
feet. “ How did you cook me so with
the cops? Om the killing of Joe Benson,
I mezm.”

Hiis laugh made me shake all over.

“ Easy, Stu, absurdly easy. You
were lying on the floor so sweet and
innocent. They were making so much
noise out on the lawn that nobody
heard the shot. So we wiped Clunk’s
gun off very carefully, and, holding it
in a handkerchief, we put it in your
hand and arranged your fiingets quite
convincingly around the butt. Know-
ing that you would say Clunk did it,
we fooled you by having me the ene
to held it in the way I'd have dene
had I kneeked of yeur reef with it”

I crept to the top of the stairs, hop-
ing against hope that I'd be able to see
him down there. Ome glimpse would
have been enough. My gun was ready.
But he knew too much—kmew me too
well. He was safely out of sight. I
turned back just in time to cover Clunk,
who was trying. to tiptoe around the
corner of the hall. My finger grew
figid on the trigger. But I stilll—in
spite of Wasey and his gamg—wanted
te keep him alive until I got the éen-
fession. 1 could always kill him just
before 1 got mine. I eould manage {8
stay allve that leng, anyway.

“ Listen, Stu,” C€Clunk whimpered
through white lips, “ there's still time
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to fix everything up. Let me go down
there and everything will be all right.
I promise you.”

“ Shut up!™ I snarled at him.
“1'm just aching to kill you this min-
ute. And you'll just talk yourself right
into it

E shrank back and tried to fini-
ten himself against the wall. His
mouth was stretched into an in-

gratiating smile which showed all his
gold teeth, and sweat was pouring
down his face in great greasy drops,
joining with the blood from his nose
in a smeary mess.

“ Rogan!” Wasey called from below.
“You and Sanchez take the hack
stairs. They are just beyond the pan-
try, there. There is a curve in them
halfway up. Waiit there, with your
guns ready. Jacobs, you and Picker
and I will take these froat stairs. Cap-
tain Holt can’t watch both places at
the same time. Amd shoot—to killl—
the instant you see him.”

“Higy, Gus!” Clunk wailed. *“ How
about me? He’ll give me the busimess:)"

“ What do you want us to do#*
Wasey snarled back. “ Keep him alive
until the cops come in, or somethimg?
You want to die at San Quentin ? Look
out for yourselff!

“ Isn't he the fine little pal ?' I jeered
at the agonized Clunk. *“ Leaves you
on a hot spot, doesn't he?"

“ Look, you let me go down tiere,*
he begged, “and I'll get Shanklin to
confess to the cops, too, that I—no,
that Wasey—Wkilked that kid.”

“Shut up!” 1 said coldly. “WYour're
staying right with me until I get a
true confession from you—eamd on pa-
per—or until we both get killed.”

“Wéasey!!” he yelled. “ddon’t start
anything, will you? We can fix every-
thing up with this guy amdb—"
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“He knows too much,” Wasey
called back. Then, apparently to his
companions, “ Alll right, men, take
your places. Let’s get this business over
before someone wanders in. Let's go!™

T would take fine telling to say that
I stood there in the upper hall,
guns blazing, and drove off two
sets of men who were coming at me
from front and rear. But that is not
the way it was. In my time I had been
a pretty fair fighting man, and I knew
that one man alone cannot hold off five
unless he is in the open and has more
guns than they.

Glancing behind me, I could see no
possible refuge which was not also a
blind alley. I remembered the roof with
its single, and almost vertical, stair-
way. Instantly I longed for the great
open spaces,

“ Come on, Clunk,” I said, jabbimg
him in the fat-encased ribs. “ You and
I are going to have a look at the stars.
There might be an eclipse, or some-
thing.”

We hurried through the hall and
climbed that steep stairway. The tiny
penthouse which formed the exit to
the roof was made of flimsy boards;
a BB shot could go through that. 1
smiled grimly, hoping they would not
notice when they decided to smoke me
off that roof.

I took up a position to the might
of that door, where they would have
to come out and turn before getting
a drop on me. Clunk, sniffling through
his flattemeetl and still streaming nose,
was making dismal little noises in his
throat.

“ Wihen you decided to go crooked,
Clunk,” I said dryly, “ vott should have
given some thought to the future.
Never figuretl it might go violent on
you, did yow?"
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He made no answer. He was in utter
panic, and 1 resolved to watch him.
Panicky cowards are as dangerous as
tarantulas.

*“ Listen,” he breathed, pointing off
down the valley.

At first I could hear nothing but the
far-away purring of an airplane fly-
ing somewhere in the blackness of the
night. Then I heard the subdued shrill
of police sirens, and I remembered that
they were still looking for me. Other
sounds blanked out those sirens. I
could hear feet racing back and forth
on the floor below. Vaites, bouncing
back and forth against the walls, came
up through the stair well. I had other
enemies than the police who were Jook-
ing for me. And the party would short-
ly begin to be rough.

* Listen, Stu,” Clunk begged. * Let's
give up, see? We go down and tell
them we'll cut in on their racket, and
then we can do what we want, see?
P'll tell the cops that you didn’t Kkill
Joe, but Gus and Rogan did, amd—*

“$Shut up,” 1 snarled, “thefore 1
start slapping you again. Yeur'd double
cross your own mother!™

They had found the stairs to the roof
now. I could hear them coming up.

“Hiey, Clunki” a voice yelled.

I turned and lifted my hand as if
to give it to him when he answered. He
shrank away like a cringing dog. 1
lifted my shotgun and aimed it straight
at that thin penthouse wall. Ome pull
of the trigger might fiinish everything.
Amd yet I hated to pull the trigger, to
plunge the house into what might be-
come a saturnalia of killing.

ABLACK figuee, silhouetted per-
fectly against the starry sky,

popped out of the penthouse
door. I followed him with my gun. He
wheeled, caught sight of me.
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“ Hey, fellers!” he yelled. * Here
they are!

And then, with the speed of a lifting
piston, his right hand swung up with a
gun. The faint light from the stars
glinted on its polished barrel. 1 had
him cold. I pulled the trigger. The
explosion of the gun was the loudest
thing I had ever heard in the quiet
night. The fellow went down as if
he had been struck by lightning. He
twitched once or twice, then filattaned
out with that peculiar flatesss that men
assume when they die.

“WWho was that?” [ asked Clunk,
who had retreated almost to the edge
of the roof.

*“ One of the mechanics!” he gasped.

“ Well,” I said, “ he asked for iit.”

Other steps, cautious now, sounded
on the stairs. Am odd knocking sound
came from the penthouse wall. 1
grinned ruefully. Wasey was not so
dumb. He suspected the protection of
that wall. But now that the schemozzle
had started, there was no use fooling
around. 1 aimed my shotgun at the
lower, inner corner of the wall, and
gave it a full load. There was a high-
pitched yell, suddenly extinguished,
from within. Then silence.

Behind me Clunk began to curse-in
a low, monotonous voice. I had “for-
gotten he was behind me. I moved
quickly. It was not, I thought, wise to
even own a back with Clunk around.

A voice came from an open window,
one story below,

“Hbdlt!”” Wasey called, “@me more
chance. Now we know where you are,
it's just a case of starving you out or
coming up to get you. Come on down
and we'll make a deal.”

“ You come up here,” 1 said.

It was just then I noticed the air-
plane, whose drumming motor was
slowly getting closer. Tie ship ap-
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peared to be flying in a long series of
concentric circles over the mortherly
edge of the mountain stretch. Now its
circling was carrying it closer and
closer to a point directly overhead.
Watching it incuriously as it blocked
out one star after another in its prog-
ress through the darkmess, I sudden-
ly started to attention. Something was
flidleeiing up there. Not its riding
lights, which were burning steadily,
but against its blackness a small light
was fllickeringg unevenly. A moment
later I realized that the fliftk&eiings
were dots and dashes—Manse code!
Then I began to get it.

“8-T-U,” it was spelling out, over
and over again, patiently. “ S-T-U.*

It was Johnny Clark! Flying at a
couple of thousand feet, he knew that
his signals would be visible over an
area of scores of square miles. And
cutting circles, slowly, over the entire
range of the Santa Memica Mountains,
he knew that I, being a fliyer, would
look up if I were in that area. Of
course the cops would see it, too, and
some of them would be able to read
code. I realized another thing: that
he, looking dowm, could see any re-
turning flicker against that whole
background of darkemed mountains,
whereas the police could see it only
if it shone in their eyes. Good old
Johnny.

REMEMBERED having taken the
flasfiilgght out of the prowl car. It
was still in my pocket. I dared

not use it standing up. Some eye
might be watching for an amswering
beam. There was a waist-high parapet
all the way around the roof. I looked
at Clunk. He was standing slightly
away from me and staring up at the
circling plane. I would have to take a
chance on him,
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I crouched low, got my flfiskhight
out and shielded it with my body.

Pointing directly up at the plane, I
pressed the button in quick, excited
code.

“0-K,” I said, in code. “ ©-K.*

A dozen times I tapped out the an-
swering signal before his own flfiider-
ing died away. Then he must have seen
my Jight.

Instantly he began to climb, so that
his returning signals might not point
out the way to the cops. At four or
five thousand feet he apparently leveled
out.

Now, while his reply would be seen
for miles, the spot toward which he
was directing the light would be as in-
determinate as the night itself,

“WHERE ARE YOQU, STU?” he
flastieed then.

“AT CLUNKS,” I rreplied.
“WASEY AND HIS MOB HAVE
ME CORNERED ON THE ROOF.
SCRAM BEFORE YQU GET INTO
TROUBLE, FOR BUTTING IN.”

I remembered Clunk—a split-second
too late. Wiith the courage of despera-
tion, he jumped me.

“Hey, you guys, quick!” he
screarned, as his loathsome sweaty
body floppedl on me. His greasy hands
clamped on my throat. The weight of
him threw me over on my back. He
was on top- of me. I pulled my knees
up under his paunchy stomach. I
kicked up with all my strength. He
squalled and rolled off. I eould hear ©
footsteps raelng belew, peunding en
the stalrs. I reaehed for the shefgun,
But Clupk’s frantie bedy Butted against
fe, the weight ef it making me stag-
ger baek a dezen feet:

Clunk rushed me, his arms out-
stretched. I let him have one as he"
came in, but I missed the button I
fractions of an inch. My knuckles
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ground acress his cheek from the cor-
ner of his mouth to his temple, but
he still came in. His arms were around
me and his weight was bearing me
backwardl.

Tihe wall around the roof caught me
against the back of my legs. For a
moment I teetered there, half my body
over a three-hundred-foot gulf of
blackness. Somehow I contrived to
shift my weight, slued around and fell
inside the wall to the fldmr. I rolled
instantly to my feet. Clunk, crazy with
fear and rage, leaped at me, his arms
swinging.

I measured him then, knowing 1
would have to make this one good and
have it over with before the others
got up that flight of stairs. My right
fist crashed into his blood-smeared
face. The shock of that terrific blow
traveled up my arm and all down my
body. If that did not hold him, nothing
would. It did. It held him forever, to
the very end of time.

E stopped as if he had been hit
by a steam roller. His fat bod)y
arched backward. He staggered

three steps to the rear; then the wall
caught his kmees. Instinctively 1
stepped forward to grab him; but }
was too late. If I had had time to
think I would not even have attempted
to grab him.

He deserved what was coming to
him. Quite slowly, it seemed in these
horrible split-seconds, his flabby figure
toppled backward. His knees bent. He
plucked at handfuls of empty air, He
seemed to tip over on a pivot at his
midsection. Amd then his feet came
up as his head and shoulders went
dowm.

I caught a single glimpse of his con-
vulsed face as he began to fall. His
mouth was open and a scream like that
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of a woman was coming from his lips.
End over end he plunged down into
the darkmess, his scream seeming to
last forever, diminishing only slightly
in volume as he went down past the
house, past the cliff, and into the can-
yon. Then it ended suddenly on a high-
pitched note, but its echoes, bounding
back and forth across the canyon wall,
seemed to last forever. Sometimes,
even now, waking out of a sound sleep,
I can still hear them.

But long before he hit the bottom
of the canyon I had dived after the
shotgun. No time to get it up to my
shoulder. Staggering, I aimed it at the
penthouse, whose wall was reverberat-
ing with the thunder of climbing feet.
I yanked the trigger. A load of shot
slammed full into that thin wall.

Something-fell heavily within. There
were confused cries and curses. The
thing that had fallen rolled heavily
down the stairs, its speed increasing
until it thumped solidly against the
flawr below.

There followed a minute or two of
silence. Wihere, I wondered dully, was
Johnny's plane? Then I heard Wasey's
voice, calling from the window below.
“ Hev, Clunk!” he called.

“He isn't here,” 1 called back. 1
tiptoed to the edge of the roof, hoping
I could shoot down into- that window.
But the angle was not right. I could
see the light from the window, but 1
could not get the muzzile of the gun
pointed at it. “If you wamt Clunk,*
I added grimly, “ get a shovel and
scrape him off the rocks at the bottom
of the camyon.”

There was thick silence for a me-
ment. Thenm I heard Wasey's voice,
speaking to somebody inside the room.

“1 told €lunk,” Wasey said, “ that
if we mixed up with that bird some-
body would get hurt. Listen, Picker,
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you get around the corner there, where
you can pick him off if he comes down
those stairs. No sense any more of us
getting killed trying to get him off the
roof. The rest of us will go down and
get Gail Wiilson out of the car and fin-
ish the job up. Come on.”

¥ Get Gail Wiilson out of the can!
Had I heard correctly? Then I remem-
bered having seen a dim figure in that
car when it had rolled into the drive-
way. “ Fimish the job!” Wwhat job?
If they had Gail down there, I must
get to lher—somehow,

For a long, heart-breaking moment
I stood still, trying to think of a way
to get down off that roof alive. And
so engrossed was I in my milling
thoughts that I did not even hear the
plane until it swooped past the roof.

It was at about seven hundred feet,
and it was heading downward in a
long, slicing glide. Its motor was dead.
Instinctively I glanced ahead of it and
ice suddenly formed in my veins. I
had to stand there and watch it/hit.

Then I did not wait. I went right
down the stairs.

WAS four or five steps down, and
traveling fast, when Picker shot
out from behind the wall, his gun

lifted. That was his mistake. Had he
waited, I would have been his meat.
1 took off from that lofty stair and
shot down through the air like a fly-
ing shell. His instinct for self-pres-
ervation killed him. Instead of shoot-
ing me in the halt second or two it
took me to land on him, he tried to
dedge. My feet, close together, struck
the slde of his head.

I heard his neck crack sharply, like
an echo from the thud of my feet on
his head. We hit the floor together,
and my own head slammed hard on
the edge of the stair.
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A wave of utter agony swept
through me when I pushed myself to
a sitting position. I wanted to lie
right down there, with my head on
the dead mechanic’s body, and go to
sleep. It was difficult for me to re-
member the need for hurry, anyway.
I was on the point of putting my head
down, when vagwe fmeiory returned
through the bright flamess of pain.

Flames! Johnny’s wrecked plane on
the mountainside. Amd Gail was here.
Dowmnstaiirs. I must get down to her.

I could not stand on my feet. I tried,
but kept falling. So after a while I
gave up and began to crawl. 1 did
not remember having taken Picker's
automatic away from his dead hands,
but I had it.

I don't know how long it took me
to crawl the length of that hall.

I looked down that back staiirway
and thought I was lost. They would
have Gail in the living room and the
front stairway was the shortest path
there. I was discouraged. It was too
far to crawl, to go back over that long
carpet to the front stairs. Then, vague-
ly, 1 realized that my pain-blurred
brain had served me better than I
knew. They would have riddled me to
bits, at their ease, had I started to
erawl wearily down that front stair-
way in full view of them all. And
fy subeonseious mind had teld me so.

I was in the kitchen now. It would
be silly to go into that living room
on my hands and knees. I made two
or three efforts to stand up, but ended
each time by being sick.

Amd then, suddenly, Gail screamed.

GIVE you my word I did not even
know I had fimally succeeded in
getting to my feet, but there I

was, walking—or rather totteringg—
through that hall into the living room.
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I came around the corner of the
room into the bright light from the
crystal chandeliers. I must have
bumped against something pretty hard.
I have a vague recollection of a wall
table crashing to the floor. Amd when
I got into the living room they were
there—every one of them covering me
with a gun.

For a second I stared at them, try-
ing to figure whether it would serve
Gail if I shot one or two of them be-
fore they got me. Amd then, in that
electric second, I saw Gail. She was
tied in a chair, and the blond Shanklin
wench was standing over her, holding
a piece of paper and a fountain pen
in her hand.

“MDmop that gun, Stul’ Wasey's
voice cracked across the room.

They had the drop on me, every one
of them, Wasey and the two mechan-
1CS.

The horse-faced butler and another
mechanic were, I remembered, as dead
as Clunk. The way the room was spin-=
ning around I would be lucky to hit
Wasey alone before the others got me.
So I dropped the gun.

“ Stul” Gail cried from the dhair.
“ What have they been doing to you %"

*“ Playing post-ofiike, sister,” I said,
trying to smile.

I reached out and held on to the
end of a divan. I could stand there for
a little while before I fell down.

“Ilt was nice of you, Stu,” Wasey
said mockingly, “ito come down and
give yourself up. Amy objections to
telling me how you got down without
Picker’s shooting you?"”

“ My feet broke his neck," 1 said.

Wasey’s eyes expanded.

“It's no wonder,” he said,  tiney
called you Bi Tigree in Mexico! Well,
stay just where you are for a minute.
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I'm not taking any chances. Just one
step toward me and I give you a full
clip.”

* Better give it to him now, boss*
said the mechanic whose wrist I had
broken in Gail's hangar. It was in a
splint now and hanging in a sling of
black silk. But his gun, in the other
hand, was pointed exactly at my belt
buckle. *“ He’s poison, that mug. I'd
feel better did I know he was dead.”

“He will be, in a few minutes ™
Weasey said.

“ Have they hurt you, Gail?" I asked
her.

Her brave young eyes met mine.

“ They want me to sign a paper,” she
said shakily.

“W¥hat's in it?" I asked.

Wasey grinned. “ Just a littie busi-
ness deal, Stu,” he said, too politely.
“A matter of some oil leases in
Florida—"

“ There’s no oil in Fiorida,” I said
dully. “ They’ve been drilling, but they
never found amy.”

“ But they might find some, you
know, Stu,” he said, smiling easily.

“ How much #* 1 asked.

“ A million dollars, cash,” he said
glibly. *“ I had thought of asking meore,
but that appears to be all the good-
hearted Ciunk left her.”

“Mmd if she doesn’t buy?” 1 asked.

Gail’'s composure cracked. Y This
woman, Stu,” she cried, pointing at
Shankiin, “ is going to pour vitriol on
my face!”

That settled it. The gun was right
at my feet. I might—jjust possiblyy—get
all three of them if their first shots
did not hit me in a vital place.

I looked carefully at them, marking
the place where. they stood. The
shooting would have to be almost in-
stinctive amdd—
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My eyes happened to fall upon the
doorway.

Johnny Clark was standing there,
gun in hand.

§T was, of course, unbelievable.
Had I not seen his plane burst
into flames” I was getting weaker

and weaker, and it came to me that

in a very few seconds I was going to
pass out of the picture. I could not
even wait to find out whether or not

Johnny was dead. He probably was.

The place where he was standing was

veiled in a fog which was moving

closer and closer to me.

In a moment that thick fog would
sweep over me and then it would be
too late to do anything about Gail.

I went down after my gun. If they
would just hit me in places that didn't
kill me outright, or paralyze me,
everything would be all right.

The trouble was that I fell. Reach-
ing down for that gun, I toppled. But
I did not care. I could shoot from the
floor all right. A gun barked from my
left. A white-hot knife stabbed into
my left shoulder. Lying flat on the
floor, I raised the gun and got a bead
on Wasey.

He was lifting his automatic, but in
that hundredth part of a second he had
time to know that he wouid be too
late. I could tell by his face. He knew
that in a minute he would be dead,
and he was scared.

Swinging his gun up, his face ¢rum-
pled into lines of utter, horrible fear
and he pulled in his belly, knowing
he was going to get it exactly there.

He did.

The whole room exploded into noise,
but it all seemed very unreal, very far
away. Weenrily I swung my gun on the
mechanic with the brokem arm. He
was already failing, pitching forward
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with a queerly loose motion that I ree-
ogmized instantly. Who had shot him?

HRN I looked at Johnny. He

was not dead at all. Ghosts don’t

carry smoking autommatics, den’t
bare their teeth in savage gfins as they
lift their guns again and aim them with
incredible speed and aeeutaey. I eeuld
see that he was alming at the third
mechanie.

Vaguely, in the gathering darkness,
I could hear that mechanic screaming.
He had dropped his revolver, and was
begging for mercy. His voice was mil-
lions of miles away, but I could hear
it.

“ Pon’t shoot, mister!” he was
screaming. “II give up! Dom’t shoot,
for God’s sakel*

My head had stopped hurting, .and
so had my shoulder. I felt as light as
a feather. It seemed as if I were flomt-
ing free of the floor. Johnny lowered
his gun. I tried to lift mine. If he was
getting soft-hearted, I wasn’t. I was
going to bounce off the mechanic and
the Shanklin womam, both, before
they poured vitriol on anyome. But I
was getting lighter and lighter, and
the gun was just too heavy for me.

I tried to get back on my hands and
knees, to crawi across to Gail, before
anyone did anything to hurt her.

Coming through the distances I
could hear Johnny. I could hear his
footsteps, too, as he hurried toward
me.

“ Alll right, big boy,” he was saying,
his voice queerly strained. * Lie down
now, and let's see Iow—"

A hand touched miy shouider, but 1
shook it off. I was getting mad now.
I was through all this foolishness.
Gail might make a million dellars
every five minutes if she wanted to,
but she was only a girl. The money
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did not make her invulnerable. Get in
a jam and what happened? A couple
of men had to come along and blast
her out. Putting one hand and two
knees ahead, one after the other, as 1
crawled over the floor, I deeided that
I would take Gail, put her in a ear
and hurry her to the airport. Then I
would make Johnny fly us te Yuma,
86 we eould be married befere dawn.
I was suppesed te be hard. Why had
I gone s8 soft these past few days?

They tell me I crawied all the way
over to her, snarling at Johnny when
he would have stopped me. They say
I pulled myself to my feet and stood
swaying over her, a tall, blondy, red-
headed fightimg man. According to
them, I glared down at her and
shouted :

“I'm no flying wet nurse, do you
hear me? Get out of that chair, Gail!
I'm geing to marry you whether you
like it or nott!*

That, at least, is their story. I think
they are lying. To the best of my mem-
ory all the lights in the world went
out when I was still six or eight feet
away from her, without the strength
to move another inch.

T was pretty fine, having a girl like
Gail fussing over me while I was
waiting for the cracks to heal in

my roof. A simple fracture of the
skull, they said, but, hell, what is that
to a test pilot?

I waked up in one of the guest
rooms at Gail’s. It was Johnny who
insisted I be taken there. Johnny is
a lad who has a lot of sense, even if
he is a fiyer. The ambulance surgeons
were glad enough to have me bounce
off somewhere else than in their hos-
pital, so they let me go.

Alll my life, it seems like, I have been
proving surgeons wrong.
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But the joke was really on the cop-
pers. Here they were, filling the air
with anguished appeais to find me, and
all the time I was doing their work for
them. This Shultz feller was sitting at
my bedside, looking as if he had swal-
lowed a fihecracksr, when I walked up.
But all he wanted was a couple of af-
fidanids.

Now, when the breaks are all so
good, I have it in my heart to feel a
little sorry for the Shanklin weman.
She could not take it. Wihen Gail,
freed from the chair in which she had
been tied, telephoned the police, the
Shanklin dame went completely hay-
wire. She was marmriieadd to Gus
Wassey, it appeared, and she had ne
more sense than to be nuts about him.
So before they could stop her;-or trip
her up, she raced up to the roof and
took a dive into the canyom. But she
had more guts than Clunk—damn
him!—at that. She took the fall with-
out making a sound.

It was the mechanic who went soit.
He made a complete confession, and
what he told was plenty. Step by step
he told how they had combined to reb
Gail. And even worse; they had known
for months that Gail's father was
dead, yet they had forged letters from
him asking Gail to hurry up and make
restitution so he could step up on the
line and take his jolt.

“ How,” 1 asked Johnny, when he
ambiled in that first morning, ghumy
laconic and a little embarrassed,
“ does it come, kid, that you crashed,
and burned, and then came to life
again?”

“Who said I crashed?” he asked.

“1 saw yow.'*

“ No, you didn’t. You saw the plane.
It was an old crate. I borrowed it from
Muggs Heeney. When I heard you
had lammed out of clink in a prowl
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car, I got a map and tried to figure
out where I could go if I were as
dumb as you. And I hit it, square on
the head. I flew for twenty minutes
over the mountains, and there you
were.”

He looked at Gail, who was sitting
there holding my hand. It was nice,
having her slim white fingers in
mine,

“ Well, when you flashed your light
up at me, I knew where you were, and
as I moved closer to have a look-see,
I saw a couple of guns explode, so 1
knew things were getting a trifle warm.
I couldn’t wait to land somewhere and
find a ear to take e to you, so I took
a ehanee and balled out, letting the
erate go bleeie. 1 landed only fifiy
feet from the edge of the eanyen, and
Bey hewdy, did it have me asking
Lady Euwek to be geed t8 papa! 1
shueked fRy ‘ehute and tretied ever 9
@lfﬁw fhe 4 hand in the game. I wish,”

& grumbled, * that 1 Had Been there
iﬂ 8uF earlier. Wihen 1 think 8f the
fuR 1 msed="

Gail, her clear, lovely face very
sober, told us that Clunk had come
steaming over to her ranch saying that
he knew where I was and would take
her to me. It was not until he stopped
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on Ventura Boulevard to pick up the
rest of his mob that she knew there
was skullduggery afoot. Wall, Clunk
kept his word. He did take her to me,
just as straight as he eould!

Gail and I are married, but I am not
Mr. Gail Wiilsomn, not by a long shot.
We dug up a lot of her money in
Clunk’s assets—enough so Gail de-
cided she did not need any more. Not
wanting to be a hog, she quit pictures.
And my new job as Operations Man-
ager of Trm-Frdific Airways pays
me mueh more than I afm really werth.
We are fiet living en Gail's fortune at
all. She buys her fereigh ears and
pays fer a eeuple.ef persenal maids;
but that's abeut all.

Johnny has the Thumderbolt practi-
cally ready for the National Races at
Miami. She is a sweet job. I am going
to try her out next week. I think she
will fly the wings off any other ship in
the air.

Old, at thirty-three? Maybe, but 1
notice the kids step around pretty live-
ly when I tell them to, and I don't hear
a word about long white whiskers or a
wheel chair, either.

Old? Hell! Johnny and I could lick
a whole regiment of these young pilots
—and they know it!

END
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SUGRESSOR AS TUE ARMY'S CHIEF
OF SCOUTS, CAPTAIN LJONN WALLACE
CRAWRORD WAS ONE OF THATICOM-
_PANY OF BOLO SPIRITED MEN WHO
"PUSMED OUR FRONTIERS EVER
WESTWARD

Ciapt

.y N

BorN v counTy DONEGAL, IRELAND,
MARCH 42847, CRAWFORD EMISRATED
TO THE USS. AS A BOY. WHEN THE COW/L
WAR BEGAN HE RAN AWAY FROM HOME TO)
ENIEST, ALFHOUGH HE WAS SCRREELY 16
TURNED DOWY TINE AFTER TAME BY THE
RESRUIKING OFFIRRRS, HE FINALLY BLARN-
EVED HIS WAY INTO THE 482 PENNSYLVANIA
YOLUNTEERS . A BORN FIGHTER LIKE MOST OF
HIS RACE, YOUNG sM8K WAS IN THE THHE

THAT ALMOST WWHILE RECOVER
m@o HM. #rS INGNN A PHILADEIRHIA HOSBPTAL

ATHER KIUED BY THE YOUTH WAS TAUSNT TO READ
:Ms SM%SOME OF THE AND WRITE BY THE SISTERS QF
IMRORFANT

BATILES.

CHARITYTHEN IN 868 CRAWFORS]
MﬁNrT mf 76 RESHME HIES FIGHT
SOLOIER IN THE INGIAN
SAMM!@N&M m@ HE GOT AN ARROINTMENT
AS A SCOUT UNGERGEM@ROOK. BUFFALO
BILL COBY WAS THEN CRANK'S CHIEE
OF SCOUTS, AND UNDER THESE TWO
LEADERS JACK SERVED WITH DESS
T VINCTION AGAINST TROUBEESOME INDIAN
FRBES . _ csonmmees

A Tirue Story in Pictures Every Week
96 A2



iy 1876,
CAPTAIN JABK WAS MADE GHIEF
SCOUT OF THE UNITED STATES
ARMY TO SURREED HIS CLOSE
FRIEND COL.C20RY, WHO -HAD
RETIRED. GEMERAL BROGK AND
ENERAL CUSTER ALWAYS HAD A
GREAT AFRECTION FOR CRAWFQRE,
WHOM THRY RANKED A§ QNE OF TL
MOST COURAGEQIS AND
FUL TRAILERS OF fHE Jmmme
REBWMAN . HIE CQULD OYTRIRE,
QUESHOOT AND OUTEUESS THE
WILLEST OF THE INRIAN
BRAMES

Meserweo As
| SCOUT FOR GENERAL ezmm
~AAD WRSSWITH- HAMANTHE
ﬂAeamee AT SLiM BUTTE. mm.&
TRAILING AND FIGHTING THE APAGHES
WMuo THE Si0X>CRANFORDL EARNED, ASS
W DID MANY ANOTHER. INDIAN FIGHTER . WHAT
PLIT WAS TO TAKE THE DUST OF TREWILY: GE%MG
|
ECPOPENING. OF THE BLAGK MILLS BY GALLING AYD-
LW® ATTENTION TFO ITTFHEOMGNINE NEWSSARERS.

On M RE-
_ TWREMENT CAPT.
TACKOWASFOR A i
TUME A POST TRADER IN NEW MEXICO, AND LATER
A SPECIAL AGENT OF THE INDIAN BUREAY. IN /880
HE ESTABLISNED A RANEH DN THE IO GRANDE AND
SPENT THE REST OF HiS DAYS THERE AND AT NS RES»
IDEMEE IN BROOKLYN, NY. SAFTER TWO WINTERS IN
THE KLONDIKE, WINTERS WWNBH FAILED To PAN QUT
PROPERLY HE. TOOK TO.LECTURING. THIS AND THE SALE
OF HIS POBMNS AND MAGATINE CONTRIBUTIONS, PROSIOED

Y WIS 44 VEL IHOOD UNTIL WES DEATH- mmm.mvsnenes-
UBED HMSELF mom mmmx canmm SOLDIER 860U,

Next Week: Gen. Smith-Dorrien, Hero of Mons

Ag—2.
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* We can do that measuring right here, Maiaah

Eevarrs of revemge were burning in the mind of Gerry
Howiten, and he was detemmisngil to send Siebree

to a hell fromm which none could escape

t
Eagle's
By ALLAN VAUGHAN ELSTHFON

LEAPING UP TO THIS INSFALLMENT

E unscrupulous Slake, Wayne Seebree's
valet, was an ever present reminder to See-
bree of their first meeting nine years previ-

ously on the South Seas tramp steamer, Tonga
Belle.. Seebree had been picked up from a deserted
island on which he had been stranded for seven
months. But he had not been alone! Gerry
Howden, wealthy New Yorker, had been stranded
with him when Howden’s yacht was wrecked,
but Seebree said nothing about Howden to his
rescuers when they took him away. Howden had
been tending a beacon on the other side of the
island, Aboard ship the wily Slake had noticed
a8 courf-plaster pasted on Seebree's back—at a

This stery began in the

spot on which Seebree's-hands could not reacin!
';I:i(t bit of observation was to prove profitable to
lake.

Now nine years later, Seebree thought that
Howden could hardly have survived on Skull
Island. And he had married Howden’s widow,
Corrine, who had made him president of Howden
Motors and a big name in the financial circles of
New York.

Corrine had never liked Slake and wondered
how it was that her husband ever employed him
as ‘valet. One night Slake asks Seebree for a
cool hundred thousand, and Seebree decides that
he will have to do away with Slake. So while
Slake is out at Jersey Elms, the secluded country
home of the Seebrees, Wayne shoots him.

Unfortunately there is a coincidental murder of
a young girl, Flora Sawyer, who was employed
by the Seebrees during the summer months. Her
body is found not far from Slake's. Tom Eagle,
D. A. of this rural New Jersey county, an alert,
keen Cherokee Indian, undertakes a minute in-
vestigation of the murders and seeks to link them,

Argosy fof October 19
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A tew days. later, Seebree sees nene other than
Gerry Howdlen standing in the corridor of the
Homdlen Building in New York. Unnerved by
this; figure from the past, Seebree Mares Ray
Fritchie as a bodygward, and decides that he must
beat exposure by taking speedy fiiglt. He also
plans to strip the bank accounts which he keeps
joiatly with his wife,

CHAPTER X.
CASH AND CARRY.

EEBREE began cashing in as-soon as

the banks were open next morning.

The money was all Corrine’s, her in-
heritance from Gerald Howden. But as a
convenience, and since Wayne Seebree man-
aged all her affairs, it was kept id- joint
accounts. The bonds were in safety deposit.
Many of these were coupon Government
issues, ané could:be-sold readily.

There were five separate checking. ac-
counts. Seebree would have preferred to
make the rounds of those banks without the
escort of Fritchie. But he was afraid of
Howden. He feared that. Howden, whose
bitterness of - motive was - indisputable,
might confront and kill him on the street.

Drawing out large sums of cash in frent
of Fritchie involved difficulties. Eritchie
had to be deceived along with, the rest. of
them. No hint of it must reach Corrine.
And if the withdrawals were not accom-
plished before the existence of Howden be-
came- known, ‘the banks themselves would
balk Seebree.

“T don't like the looks of the bond mar-
ket, Fritchie,” Seebree said cautiously. “ 1
legk for a sharp decline, so I’'m going to do
a bit of liquidating.” It was a few minutes
after tem o'clock and the chauffeur had just
been ordered to stop the limousine in front
of a bank.

“1 wondered what you brought that
money satchel along for,” Fritchie said.
“ Want me to go in with you?"

“No. You stay here

Seebree entered the bank and went to his
safety deposit box in the basement vault.
It was a huge box, containing -more than a
million dollars’ worth of gilt-edge securities,
Seebree sighed, because most of them were

untouchable. The registered bonds ceuldn’t
be sold without Corrine’s endorsement. The
same was true-of stocks.

Only the unregistered, coupen bonds
could be sold, and of these there were only
sixty-odd thousand dollars’ worth in this
particular. vault. Seebree stowed them in
his bend satchel.

Upstairs he went to a counter and wrote
a check for twenty-six thousand. His own
and Cerrine’s joint checking account in this
bank was, he knew, a trifle over that
amount.

The teller looked surprised when Seebree
offered the check, but he made no comment.
Wayne Seehree was too impertant a cus-
tomer to be questioned.

“ Nothing bigger than hundreds,” See-
bree said.

He received the cash in twenties, fifties
and hundreds, He: stowed it in the bag
with . the bonds.

“Shall T call a guard escort, Mr. See-
bree?" the teller asked.

“ Not necessamy,” Seebree -answered
with- 5 wave of his hand. “I've got my
own guard m a car outside.”

With his chauffeur and Fritchie, Seebree
was soon driving to another bank. In all
he paid visits to five banks. From each
he stripped cash from a cheekirg account
and bonds: from a box.

It was noom when he fiskiedl. His
bond bag was full and his pockets were
bulging. The sloping eyes of Ray Fritchie
narrowed shrewdly as Seebree emﬂ'ged
from the fifth bank.

“Thought yeu: were picking up bonds
Seebree. But you don’t draw bonds from
a paying teller, do you?”

Seebree lost color. Evidently Fritchie
had seen him take currency from a teller.

“ Listen,” Fritchie went on in a wise
tone, “'I wasn't born yesterday. I've heen
around, Seebree. So why don't you give
me the lowdown? If I've got to bodyguard
you. I ought to know the works.”

Groping for an answer Seebree said:
“It's no mystery, Fritchie, I'm just pick-
ing up a little cash I promised Gil Chardiell.
Fold GH F'¢ help him take up an optiem.”
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“ What's the matter with your certi-
fied chea®”

“ Gil wants it in cash,” Seebree evaded.
To the chauffeur he said quickly, “ Drive
to Lucket and Brown's brokerage office.”

EEBREE by now had collected two

hundred thousand dollars in bonds

and half as much in cash. The job
ahead was to cash the bonds. 5And he
must do so without exciting the further
suspiclons of Fritchie. He couldn't rigsk
taking Feritchie inte his confidence,

“ Wait here,® Seebree directed, and
alighted at Lucket and Brown's.

He presented to Mr. Lucket only a
fourth of the bonds. Fifty thousand was
all ke could cash at any one broker’s with-
out the hazard of embarrassing questions.

“ I'm dealing with a crank, Mr. Ludket;,”
Seebree explained. “It’s a pick-up buy
worth twice the amount, but this crank in-
sists on being paid in real money. I mean
currency.”

The broker raised his eyebrows. * Well,
Mr. Seebree, once in a while you run on
to a guy like that. When do you have to
have this casi?*

“ Today, if possitie

“ Humph! Sorry, but it's only two hours
until the banks close. And of course the
bonds must be checked over. I'm afraid
we can't sell and collect that much cur-
rency before tomorrow. Now if a certified
check will do—""

“ It won't,” Seebree cut in.
currency, tomomaw.”

“Very well. Say we have it ready by
two P’

Seebree was disappointed. He had
hoped to get away tonight. * All right”
he assented with a shrug. *“ At two to
morrow. I'll either call or send for it.”

When he emerged from Lucket and
Brown's, Seebree was shocked to find Ger-
ald Howden standing on the sidewalk.
Again he had to run the gauntlet of the
man's stare. Howden’s eyes swept him
from head to foot, and came to rest on the
bulging bond bag. It was as though he
kaew the bag was packed with his own

“ Make it
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money, and that Seebree was making off
with it.

Seebree all but dived into the limousine
to avoid the encounter,

“ Where to, sin?*

“Kern Bond
gasped.

“ Say, who's after you, amyway?" in-
quired Eritchie.

“ After me? No one,” Seebree mumbled.

“fIihe hell there isn't! If it was amy-,
body but you, I'd think it was cops.”

They stopped at the Kern Bond Com-
pany. There again Seebree presented fiifty
thousand in bonds. The same arrange-
ment was made. He was to call or send
for currency at two o'clock the next after-
noon.

In a sweat of dread Seebree emerged to
the street. But this time Howden was not
waiting for him in front,

Seebree now had himself driven in turn
to a third and a fourth bond broker. At
eaclr he presented fifty thousand dollars’
worth of bonds, making the same arrange-
ment as at Lucket and Brown's,

He or his authorized agent could now
call tomorrow afternoon at four offices,
and collect a total of two hundred thou-
sand dollars.

Company,” Seebree

ALF that much was already in the
bag. Fritchie was looking wisely at
the bag, and his interest worried

Seebree. He had told Fritchie that he
was picking up cash for Chardell because
that had been the only convincing answer
he could summon at the moment. It was
convincing because Fritchie had heard
Chardell at dinner last evening trying &6
cajole Seebree into a lean.

But what Fritchie suspected, thought
Seebree, wasn't so important. The real
hazard was Howden. Would Howden
keep in the background for another twenty-
four hours? Seebree prayed fervently that
he would. He wondered how many ot te-
day’s bank visits Howden had witnessed.
Was he astute enough to percelve that See-
bree was getting ready to abscond?

The limousine now stopped before the



10r<

EAGLE'S EYE

Howden Building. There Seebree told the
chauffeur to drive home. He himself,
money bag in hand, entered the building
with Fritchie. Seebree surveyed the foyer
with wild apprehensions; and yes, sure
enough there was Howden. Gaunt and
shabby, patiently steadfast. Howden was
squarely in front of the elevators waiting
for Seebree.

Seebree held desperately to Fritchie's
arm.. As he passed, he could feel the
accusing eyes of Howden, They damned
him. How could Fritchie help seeing it,
and grasping the entire menace? Yet
Eritchie did not appear to. He paused
nonchalantly at the elevator door and
lighted a cigarette.

Howden made no move nor spoke a word,
Seebree, limp with fright, stumbled into the
lift and looked back fearfully through the
grill as he ascended out of sight. In his
hand he held a hundred thousand dollars
of Howden's money, was passing in review
with it directly before Howden!

Again Wayme Seebree did not draw a
full breath until he was locked in his pri-
vate office. He opened a safe there. In it
he put the bag of money. He locked the
safe. By this time tomorrow, if Howden
continued with only a passive attack, he,

Seebree, would have three times that
much. Three hundred thousand! Couid
he get away with it?

He dreaded going home tonight. Sup-

pose some whisper had reaclied Corrine

that Seebree was drawing huge sums of
her money from banks! Corrine would
fiace him with blazing protests. And at any
minute Howden might choose to reveal
himself, adding fuel to her fury.

Too, there was Eritchie, Fritchie might
congratulate Chardell on his success in
getting a loan out of Seebree. The ensu-
ing confusion would expose Seebree. At
the first chance, Seebree thought, he must
get rid of Eritchie. After all Fritchie was
a gunman, and might covet that bag of
cash for himself.

The buzzer buzzed. Seebree answered
and was told that his wife was en the wire.

“ Is that you, Wayne deas®™

Then, to Seebree’s elation, be heard Cof-
rine say: “ Estelle and 1 are taking as
overnight run down te Atlantic City.
Can’t you come along?’

What luek! Nothing eould pessibly sult
Seebree better than for Corrine to get out
of town. But of coufse he couldn’t go
himself.

“No, I'm frightfully occtipied,” he sald.
“ But you and Estelle run along. Atlantic
City? Well,-have a good time.”

“ We always do,” Corrine laughed, and
hung up.

ONEBBREE arose and paced the office
1+ ¥ What a break! The ordeal of his last

night in New York, with Corrine
absent, would now be less devastating.
There would be no ene at home but the
two men, Chardell and Fritchie. He could
easily handle Chardell. -He could even
promise, if necessary, to have the loan
ready for Chardell by Saturday, which
was the date the option expired. Such a
promise he could make without hazard,

~for by Saturday Seebree himself would be

gone forever.

Fritchie? He could tell Fritchie in the
morning that the need for a bodyguard no
longer existed. The threat, he could say,
had been pacified by his attorneys; or he
could say that the threatener was in -cus-
tody of police. Any one of a dozen ex-
cuses would get rid of Eritchie,

Now the buzzer buzzed again. Seebree,
answering, heard the exchange girl say:
“ There’s a man calling, Mr. Seebree. He
admits he has no appointment, but insists
on seeing you.*

Seebree gulped. His quick guess was
Howden. 1t would be like Howden to
insist. Until nine years ago Howden had
sat enthroned in this very office. Would
the office force recognize him? Hardly,
Seebree thought. Few if any of the clerks
had ‘been employed for as long as nine
years,

‘“ Does he give his name?"

“No, Mr. Seebree. He acts rather
strange. I really wouldn't thirk yeu'd
care to see him., He's shabby and bearded,
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and has a sort of wild look,
he's—"

“ That's enough,” Seebree imterrupted.
“1 can't see him. I'm buried in work.
Tell him to go away.”

“ Yes, s

Seebree sat rigidly for ten minutes, his
heart thumping.

Then he crossed to his door, opened it
a crack and peered out. No one was con-
fronting the girl at the reception desk. The
entry was clear,

It meant that Howden was gone. But
not far, Seebree knew dismally. And the
man would certainly come back.

Realizing that, Seebree wilted. He
knew now that he could not stick it out
until tomorrow. This very hour he must
take fliitt. He must go stealthily and
alone. His office had a private exit into
a rear hall, Rear stairs led to an alley
exit, thirty floors below him.

It meant that he would have to let the
bond money go by the boards. With the
hundred thousand already in hand he must
make off and never, as Wayne Seebree,
be seen again.

A third of a loaf was better than none,
Seebree thought as he unlocked the safe.

Then he thought of Corrine. Corrine
by now was on her way to Atlantic City.
If inquiry were made for her at the River-
side Drive residence, she wouldn'’t be home.
Out of that situation a weird plan took
root and grew in Seebree's brain. He
drew back from the safe, breathing
heavily, and considered it.

He tried to pick a flaw in it. It was air
tight, he decided. It was a scheme by
which he could fade away immediately,
and still salvage the two hundred thou-
sand dollars receivable from those bonds.

I’'m afraid

CHAPTER XI,
TRAPPED!

EEBREE telephoned to his outer
office. “ Please have Eddie Cooper
step in here,” he directed.

His plan needed a pawn. And for that
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purpose Ray Fritchie wouldn’t do at all.
FEritchie was too wise. Seebree must have
an innocent, gullible pawn, easily deceived,
yet honest and thoroughly reliable,

Eddie Cooper, he thought, would fill the
bill nicely. Cooper was a jumior filing clerk
who had worked up from office boy.

“ Yes, Mr. Seebree.” Eddie Cooper, al-
ways eager to serve, came briskly into the
room. He was barely twenty years old, a
tall, loose-jointed youth with a pink round
face and wearing glasses.

He found Seebree in a pose of dejection.
Seebree’s head was buried in his hands.
He groaned audibly.

“Why, Mr. Seebree!
trouble?”’

Seebree was distinctly in trouble and his
look proved it, It served his purpose that
he did not now need to fake his utter
despair. Instead, he needed merely to de-
ceive Cooper as to the cause of it.

Eddie,” Seebree said in a hoarse, des-
perate tone, “I want you to help me.”

“ Why certainly. I'll do anything I can,
Mr. Seebree.”

“T've called you in on it, Eddie, for two
reasons. First, I know you’re absolutely
honest. Second, I can depend on you to
keep a secret.”

“ You bet you cam!” Eddie's round face
was aflame now. He was scenting some
huge adventure.

“ My wife,” Seebree said wretchedly,
“has been kidnaped. She’s being held
for ransom.”

“@Cozh!”  exclaimed Eddie
“Why don’t you call the polire?"

“ That’s the one thing I don't dare do,
Eddie. She's in the hands of the most
ruthless gang in New York. They've
warned me. If a whisper of it gets out,
they'll kill her.”

“ Gee! I won't breathe a word of it,
Mr. Seebree. You're going to pay the
money?”

“Of course. Money means nothing
until I get my wife back.”

Seebree allowed his chin to droop lower
while his hand raked despairingly through
his hair. Through his fingers he could see

Are you in

Cooper.
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that this youth- was completely credulous.
He was. bound: to see that Seebree was on
the verge of a breakdown and that his face
was lined with anxiety.

The young man, no doubt, was even
more completely convinced: because of the
rough aiid shabby caller who had just been
turned away at the guter desk. No doubt
the office force was already whispering
about that mystery.

“ Listen, Eddie, you're to keep your
mouth- shut, understand?’ You- may hear
that my wife has gone to Atlantic City
with a Mrs, Chardell. If you do, pretend
to believe it, That’s the. story- we're giv-
ing out, in case anyone inquires for her.
It’s merely to quiet any possible alarm,
understand?”

“T getcha, Mr. Seebree.
you want me to do?”’

*'The: ransom price is two hundred thou-
sand dollars,” Seebree said. ¢ Of course
I ean’t lay bhands on that much cash in a
minute, but I've instructed four brokers
each to sell fiifty thousand: dollars: in: bonds
immediately. The money will' be ready- at
two P.M. tomorrow.”

#Tfhowse: crooks ought to be hamgesdi”
Eddie avowed fiiencely.

“ We'll Jet the police attend to that after
we -reclaim- Mrs. Seebree. Right now I'm
leaving: for the place where the: kidnapers
are going to contact me. Fm telling: yeu
where the place is, Eddie, and you only.
If anyone else finds out about it, it may
mean a terrible death for Mrs. Seebree.”

And what do

“Geel 1 won't tell a soul” Eddie
promised.
Seebree lowered: his voice. “ It's- at my

country house, Jersey Elms, sixty-odd
miles west of here. You know where it is,
don’t yeu?"

DDIE nodded. In his office boy days
he had been sent on personal errands
to Jersey Elms.

“ I’m going there now, Eddie, alone and
secretly. Sometime tomorrow they’il con-
tact me. 1 presume they’ll instruct me te
bring the money to some row “unknown
Rideout in the woods.”

“And what do 1 de?’ Eddiee aled
breathlessly.

“ You stay right at your desk working)
saying nothing, untif 2.60 P.M. temorrow.
Then go. out and hire a taxi. - Pick a tax#
driver that you know and trust. But teil
him nothing. Just have him. drive you in
turn to each. of these four brokers.”

Seebree gave him a list of fleur brokers.
Eddiie: Cooper, as errand boy, had cften
been sent with securities to each:of: them,
and was known, to them. Now Seebree
wrote out an order to.each broker, in each
case instructing' that fifty thousand: in. cash
from a bond sale be delivered to the bearer,
Edward Cooper.

“T1'll: telephone each broker right new,”
Seebree said, “ and tell them to expect you,
and that you will be authorized to receive
the cash.”

“I'll get it. And I won’t say a ward"
Eddie promised.

“ You'll have four packages of memey,
which- will make a total of two hundred
thousand: Get in your taxi with it and
drive out te. Jersey Elms. Let the taxi
driver think you're simply bringing- out
four files of important correspondence. Hl
meet you at the door there. You hand me
the packages, then get in your taxi and
drive back to New York.”

“ And you, Mr. Seeltmees?"

“FII' take the cash-on te the final eon-
tact, wherever it is. When my wife is
released; we'll notify the police.”

Eddie continued to ask-hushed questions
until Seebree had made everything clear.
Then, agsin swearing to keep-it-all secret,
the young man went out.

There were hazards to the scheme, See-
bree realized, but they couldn’t compare
with' the hazard of Howden. By: retreat-
ing now, he could avoid Howden. He
need never again face that accusing stare.

And even if the boy did chance to hear
that Mrs. Seebree had merely gone to
Atlantic City with Mrs. Chardell (thers
might be a notice to that effect in the social
columns tonight, Seebree admitite? Eddie
Cooper would: simply put a tengue in his
cheek and smile wisely. He was coached



1ek-

to believe the story merely a ruse to ex-
plain the kidnaped woman’s absence from
home.

No, all in all the risk couldn't compare
with the risk of standing pat another day
in New York.

Wayne Seebree now called the four
brokers in turn on the wire and told each
his clerk Edward Cooper wouid call at two
tomorrow for the proceeds of a bohd sale.
Then he opened his safe and took from it a
money bag containing one hundred thou-
sand in cash. Of this much, at least, he
was sure. With it he slipped out a private
exit into a rear corridor.

ESCENDING thirty floors by rear

stairs, like a skulking thief, flushed

him with confusion. But the few
he passed on the landings paid him no at-
tention. He was not accosted.

Again he flushed guiltily as he slipped
out a back exit into an alley. Soon he was
walking swiftly north along ~Seventh
Avenue. - Then, after first making sure he
had never seen the driver before, he hailed
a taxi.

He named a corner three squares from
his own residence. Alighting there with
the money bag he hurried on, entering his
grounds by way of a garden gate. Seebree
hurried to the garage. The chauffeur, to
his relief, was not there. Presumably the
man had ‘driven Corrine and Estelle to
Atlantic City in one of the closed cars.

Of the remaining automobiles, - Seebree
chose the lightest, a black roadster. He
locked the -money bag in the rumble,

As he drove out he saw the face of Riggs,
his butler, at a window of the house.
Riggs, however, would think nothing abeut
this incident of his master’s coming home
for one of the cars.

In thirty minutes Seebree was speeding
through the tube under the Hudson River.
He took supper at a small lunch room in
Hoboken.. While he ate, he ordered them
to wrap up half a dozen sandwiches.

It was dark when Seebree emerged from
the lunch room. He took a main highway
west, proceeding slowly. Nothing was to
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be gained by hurry, since in any event ‘he
must wait at Jersey Elms until tomorrow
afternoon.

Each mile of retreat brought him relief.
Each turn of his wheels took him further
from the menace of Howden. Then he re-
membered that this roadster was now mak-
ing its third trip of the week along here.
Slake had driven it out Monday evening,
only to find death at the end of his road.
And Wednesday Corrine had driven it to
the inquest, choosing it because it always
tired her to drive one of the heavy cars.
Now, Friday evening of the same week,
Seebree himself was driving the same ve-
hicle along the Kittatinny road.

Arriving at Kittatinny he detoured
through its back streets. That infernall)
sharp Indian lawyer, Eagle, lived here.
Thought of Eagle brought a new sweaf to
Seebree. It swept his mind back to Slake
and Monday night’s murder, Eagle would
of course still be nose down to that crime.
Damn Eagle, anyway! Suppose he was
still poking around that shuttered house, on
a hunt for evidence! The possibility of it
brought fresh pallor to Seebree.

But he shook off his apprehensions and
drove resolutely on. What if - Eagle did
run on to him, out there? It was. See-
bree’s house, wasn't it? Uncontestably he
had a right to make a trip to his own
house, at any season.

When he arrived, the house loomed in
the moonlight like a specter. Tall elms on
the lawn were waving in a wind, Seebree
stopped the car by the front steps, waited
there a moment listening. He heard no
sound other than wind in the elms. The
house was dark and deserted. . But he
remembered Slake. A dark stain, there on
the porch steps, seemed to challenge and
accuse. Here on this very spot, four nights
ago, he had killed Slake.

Again Seebree beat down his fright. He
drove around to the garage and put the
roadster away in it. After taking the
money bag from its rumble he went out
and locked the garage,

Ancther key on his ring fit the .house,
He entered there, locking it -after him,
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The blinds were all down and the shutters
drawn. He made sure of that before turn-
ing on a light.

E moved from room to room of the

house, made certain it was deserted.

No sounds came to him except the
swish of boughs outside, and the restless
rattle of one loose shutter. The shutter
clanged louder, later, as the wind rose
higher.

For bleak hours Seebree paced the lower
hallway. Then he took the money bag to
a bedroom upstairs, The night was full of
noises now, for the wind increased. Each
bang of the loose shutter brought a start
to Seebree. He raised a window, reached
out to fasten it. But the catch was broken.
He could see that clouds now obscured the
moon.

Storm light flashed in the sky. It illu-
mined the swaying elms and the woods
beyond. Seebree closed the window, pulled
down the blind. Still the shutter banged.

He undressed and went to bed. Eor
hours-he lay with nerves on edge, listening
to the howl of wind. Fear cheated him of
sleep. The ghosts of Skull Island haunted
him. Slakef Howden! Most of all
Howden. He tried to forget. Desperately
he centered his mind on tomorrow. To-
ward - evening that boy would come with
the money. - Seebree could take it, then
lose himself from all the world.

What could slip? No one knew he was
here.. The boy, of course, would keep his
silly secret. Corrine and Estelle were at
Atlantic City. Fritchie!  Fritchie and
Chardell, right now, would be puzzling over
Seebree's disappearance. But they would
do nothing. How could they guess he was
here?

Outside, the night wind mounted higher.
Then Seebree heard thunder. Incessantly
the shutter banged, until he could endure
it no longer. He got up and found a piece
of picture wire. With this he could moor
the blasted thing fast.

He snapped on a light, raised the blind,
opened the window. His hand reached out
for-the edge of the swinging shutter. Then

lightning flashed through the.sky. It
revealed a face, and the sight of the face
shocked Seebree to petrifaction. It was a
gaunt, bearded face, and it stared up at
him. Howden's! After one brief flash of
it, all was dark, But Howden was there.
Howden, the bitterly persistent derelict
from Skull Island!

CHAPTER XII.
NEMESIS.

EEBREE came out of his daze and

slammed down the window. His

shaking hand drew the blind and
snapped off the light. He stood in the
dark, shot through with terror, Howden
out there! As his fright gradually sub-
sided, a wave of indignation mounted with-
in Seebree. How dared the man follow him
here to Jersey Elms?

Then the complete absurdity of his
thought came to him. Why shouldn’t
Gerry Howden come here, since this was
Howden’s house? It was not Howdea who
intruded, but Seebree. It was Seebree who
for nine years had usurped the estate. of
Howden.

More clearly than ever, now, Seebree
was able to estimate the fire of animosity
which surely must burn within Howden.
No wonder the man so persistently dogged
him! Deserted to the fate of an eternal
isolation by Seebree, Gerry Howden now,
no doubt, could think of nothing but re-
tribution. The fever of revenge must have
driven all other ends from his mind.

Seebree was sure of it as he stood shiver-
ing in the dark. Desperately he wished for
Ray Fritchie. He had rid himself of
Eritchie too soon. For if ever a man needed
a bodyguard, Seebree needed one now.

Were the doors all locked? Seebree
groped. his way downstairs to make sure.
He stumbled back to the kitchen, found
the rear door locked. Conceivably Howden
might have a key. But there was a bols;
Seebree shot the bolt home.

Then he groped forward to the front
hall. Tt seemed to him that he had locked
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the front doer, but he tested it te make
sure. It was locked But mow frem.: its
other side came a kmoek. The knock was
repeated, and once more Wayne Seebree
was shocked dumb. He was sure to be
Howden. Howden stood at this. door,
knocking, demanding entrance to his own
house.

Thunder crashed over the woods, and
there was a flash of light. Briefly in the
flare of it, and through a small glass panel
in the door, Seebree saw Howden's face.
Again he saw bitterness in the deep set eyes
of it; the haggard persistence ef & single
purpose seemed written there, and a half
choked cry escaped Seebree.

The- knocking continued. Why didn't
Howden crash in? He could ané would,
Seebree thought, crash in at a window.
After living nine- years like an ape in the
jungle, surely he’d have the strength-and
savage instinct to smash in through evem
this oaken door.

Eright drove discretion” from Seebree.
He stumbled blindly to a telephone. The
service had never been discontinued, he
knew, even though the house was elosed:
Now he lifted the receiver to eall help.

Just then the rapping at the door
stopped;

The voice of an exchange girl at Kit-
tatinny asked, “Number, please’"

H brought Seebree back to realities, He
could not telephone for help, or for any
purpose at all. Certainly he could not de-
mand police protection, for he himself was
outside the law. Right Kere ‘beside him
was a bag of stolen money.

In a dozen other ways his acts and his
motives would not stand inspection. There
was the outrageous story he had told Eddie
€ooper about the kidnaping of Corrine.
Worst of aft, the man cutside was Howden,
rightful master of this house.

So- Seebree gave no number.
up without speaking.

Then he realized dismally the folly of
having lifted the receiver at all. For it
told Central definitely that this country
house was occupied. Would Central make
a report of it? If she did, authorities

He hung

might eonsider it a posside clue ki the
Slake ease. Slake’s murder was still un-
solved. In charge of it was that Indian
attorney, Eagle, endowed with all the
watchful patience of his raee,

What a blunder of folly if his touch of
the telephone should call Eagle, to the
crime!" Desperately Seebree persuaded
himself that he hadn't. The sleepy gati at
Central woulldl' prebably think nothing of it.

Seebree again fixed his mind upen the
hazard of Howden. It occurred to;: him
then that he was not defenseless. There
was a fowling piece in the gun reom—a
double-barreled shotgun. Often Seebree
had used it in the quail season, New he'd
be a fool to wait here like a lamb. for the
slaughter, when he could easily arm him-
self against Howden.

E groped to the gun room. After

making sure. the blinds .of it were

drawn, ‘he turned om a light. - Yes,
here was the shotgun. And a box of shells.
After loading the gun and turning off the
light, he sat gown with the gun aeross his
knees.

Hie heard #® more knocking-at the doer.
That brought a degree of relief. And
gradually the feel of the shotgun brought
a certain courage to Seebree. - Why use this
weapon merely for defense? Why not at-
tack? Why not shoot Howden down, then
bury him forever out of sight in the woods?

The dark genius of that scheme fleoded
into Seebree's brain. It seethed there, fed
by a conviction that no other human-than
himself knew about Howden's return.
Plainly Howden had not announced. his
identity to others. Had he dene so, the
papers would be full of it. Many must
have seen the man, but only Seebree could
as yet have recognized him as Hewden,

Clearly Seebree saw that if he could only
shoot Howden tonight, and bury him i»
the woods, then he; Seebree, could salvage
everything. He need not take flight with
a mere three hundred thousand dolars.
He could return boldly to Corrine and her
forty million fortune. He would, of course,
have to explain his kidnaping hoax to Eddi#
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Cooper. But he might do that by assert-
ing that he himself had been deceived by
a phone call from some practical joker.

Gripping his shotgun, Seebree moved
through the dark to the front door with
it. His hand touched the bolt there; then
again panic ruled him, Even with a shot-
gun he was afraid to step out and face
Howden. He imagined Howden as crouch-
ing on the dark porch, ready to spring and
grapple the instant Seebree emerged.

A roll of thunder came—and a flash of
light at- the door pane. Seebree did not
see Howden's face. But he felt sure the
man was near. Then the bang of a Joose
shutter made him remember the window
upstaies. It gave him an idea. From the
vantage of that window he could shoot
downward at Howden.

He went up to the bedroom, raised the
blind and the window. The shutter banged.
Seebree slipped a wedge under it. Then
he thrust, the barrel of the shotgun out, and
waited. He waited for a flash of storm
light to reveal Howden. If he saw Howden
on the ground below he could aim quickly
and pull both triggers,

A flash, when it came, failed to expose
Howden. The wind howled in the elms,
and a single drop of rain blew in upon
Seebree. It was only a threat of rain, the
storm as yet being all blow and flash. -

Another flash, and again Seebree failed
to see Howden. An hour dragged. See-
bree crouched, shot through with the ter-
rible courage of cowardice, at the window,
waiting for a chance to kill Howden. The
chance did not come. Slowly a stubborn
dawn broke over the woods.

It found Seebree haggard, his eyes in-
flamed, his lips white, his face like yellow
wax. He peered out cautiously into the
new, gray light. No sign of Howden.
The wind died down. Clouds broke away.
Then the full day came and found the
Jawns deserted, found Seebree still at his
window, haggardly at bay.

He closed the window and drew down
the blind. In a pain of weariness he flung
himself on the bed.

Seebree slept for an hour, then awoke

10%

from a hideous dream. He seemed to be
in the jungle of Skull Island with Howden
at his throat. But no, Howden was only
pasting court-plaster over a thorn scratch
on Seebree's back. Then Slake's face was
there, leering. Seebree sat up on the bed
with his arms fighting frantically; slowly
he came wide awake.

OW he peered from first one win-
dow, then from another. Failure

to see Howden gave him fresh hope.
Possibly he had dreamed the entire busi-
ness of the night. Clear morning sky and
peaceful woodland reassured him.

At any rate he would soon be well
away. Afternoon would bring Eddie
Cooper with the bond money. Then the
fadeout. —Havana, Vera Cruz, Costa
Rica. Once he was gone, let the brew of
mystery boil! Only a few more hours
now. Seebree steeled his nerve to wait
them out,

He remembered his sandwiches. And
there might be coffee in the pantry. There
was. Seebree made a fire and coffee.

As he finished eating, a bell startled him.
It was the telephone. Seebree went there.
He stared fearfully at the instrument but
did not touch it. Who could it be? His
first thought was Howden. Howden knew
he was here. Or did he? Had Howden
really seen him at the window? If net,
he might be testing the house by giving it
a ring from some public station in town.

More likely it was his New York office.
Some vital business matter might need his
decision. The office would first try his
New York house. Then, on a long chance,
they might try Jersey Elms.

Or Corrine might be back from Atlantic
City. Mystified at Seebree’s absence, she
might call all possible places. The same
would go for Ray Fritchie. Fritchie, hired
as a bodyguard, would naturally wonder if
his employer had been assaulted. Then
there was Gilbert Chardell. Chardell was
the most likely of all, Seebree decided. For
this was Saturday, the day Chardell’s
option would expire. So today Chardell
would be hunting everywhere for Seebree.
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Finally the phone stopped ringing. Since
it was not answered, Seebree allowed him-
self to hope the caller would conclude the
house to be untenanted.

He paced the front hall antil noon. His
money bag stood on the floor beside him.
1t was too obviously a money bag, Seebree
decided. The same would be true, he
thought, of the bag with which Eddie
Cooper would arrive this aftermoon. What
he needed was an ordinary suitcase, or two
of them.

So Seebree opened a baggage closet
under the hall stairs. There he saw a
trunk and several empty suitcases. He took
the two nearest suitcases. Then he realized
that they were the ones brought here by
Slake Monday night. But it made no dif-
ference.

Seebree stowed his one hundred thou-
sand dollars into one of the suitcases. He
laid the other one by, ready for the funds
to be brought along by Eddie Cooper.

Again he paced for aching hours. It was
two o'clock now. Cooper was scheduled
to be making the rounds of four brokers.
Give him half an hour to coliect the money.
Give him another three hours, att the Out-
side, to make the drive. That should put
him here at half past five,

..Yet long before that hour Seebree was
peering impatiently oat at the front pane.
He trained his eyes on the macadam trail
which approached from the woods. He
strained his ears to catch every sound from
without. Three o'clock.” Then, after an
jaterminable age, his watch said four.

FEW minutes later he heard the

motor of a car. The car was com-

ing from the direction of Kittatmny,
along the macadam. The pulse of Seebree
guickened. It was Cooper, he hoped. If
so the boy had made record time.

Seebree stood anxiously waiting, and
finally the car came out of the timber into
view, It wasn't a taxi; therefore it could
not bring Eddie Cooper. Then, with dis-
may, Seebree saw that it was a sporis
model, one of his own cars. A red-haired
weman was alone in it.
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His wife, Corrine! It was Corrine, and
he saw by her flushed face that-she was in
the grip of some furious emotion. Her
chin was set grimly and her eyes were Sam-
ing points. She came racing up, stopped-in
front of the house with a rasp of brakes.

She knew something. That was deso-
lately clear to Seebree, and suddenly he
was more &@fraid of betr than he had ever
been of Howden. She too was a victim of
his treachery, as much as Howden. She
had married Seebree, after Seebree’s story
about Howden being dead. Now she must
have seen Howden alive. Here she came
with the fury of a hornet, unerringly to
challenge and upbraid Seebree.

Seebree drew back into the hall, desper-
ate. -She must not find him here. He must
keep quiet and out of sight. She would
enter the house, of course, because it was
her own and she had keys. But she must
not find Seebree.

He renmsembered that she did not have a
key to his own private den. He went
softly in there, closed and bolted the door.
Then he stood holding his breath.

He heard her enter the house. She was
callig bis name shrilly, her voice charged
with bitterness.

“Wayme! Wayne Seebree! - Are you
here?”

Seeforee beard ther go from room to room
Her French heels struck angrily on the
floors. She called to him again. A note
of hysteria in her voice convinced him that
she had seen Howden. She kaew at least
that Howden was. alive, which meant that
for nine years she had been living with an
impostor. Kmowing that much, she would
guess more. And finally that Seebree mas
hiding somewhere. This country - house
would be a logical place for him to hide, so
she had come searching here.

He heard her go upstairs, beard her slam
door after door up there, calling in high
dudgeon for Seebree.

Seebree stood immobile in his study,
holding his breath. He remembered now
that he had left the loaded shotgum on a
bed. She would see it, of ©ourse. The

thought brought a mew pang of panic to
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Seebree. She was just mad enough to use
that shotgun herself.

He heard her coming back down. She
came to the study, tried the knob, rattled
the door. “ Wayne, are you in there?"

He stood petrified. More and more the
anger in her voice convinced him that she
knew about Howden.

She went on through the house, calling.
After all, he thought, she could only have
come here on a wild guess. In a minute
she'd give up and go away. Now he was
doubly thankful that he had locked the
garage. Otherwise she might go there, see
the roadster and so know definitely that he
was here, More than likely she did not
carry a key to the garage padlock.

O his infinite relief, she did soon

leave the house. He heard the door

of her car slam. He heard the crash
of gears as she drove off. Then Seebree
crept out of the study. He went to the
front pane, saw her car disappear in the
trees.

What if she should meet Eddie Cooper
on the road! Cooper, who thought she
was kidnaped]|

Thirty sweating minutes passed, and
Cooper did not appear. That relieved See-
bree. For Corrine had now had time to
clear Cooper on the macadam. If she
passed him now, it would be at high speed
on one of the main highways. In such a
case he would hardly recognize her.

The shadows were growing long. Five
o'clock came and passed. And at half
after the hour Seebree again heard the ap-
proach of a car.

This time it was a taxi. The taxi stopped
in front of the house and Eddie Cooper,
satchel in hand, hopped out.

The young man took the porch steps two
at a time. His face was eager and fiushed.
Seebree opened the door and let him in
quickly. He closed the door.

*“ Here's the money," Eddie cried.
 Everything's all right, is it

“It will be if you keep your mouth
shut,” Seebree said. “ You haven't said a
word, have you?”

“ Not a winiispen;”

“All rightt Keep on saying mothing.
Get in vour taxi and go back to New
York.”

“Can’t 1 stick around and help you?"
Eddie pleaded.

“No. You'd only make those fellows
cagey. I'm instructed to make the contact
myself, alone. Go, please.”

Reluctantly Eddie Cooper withdrew.
Seebree drew his first easy breath in hours
when the taxi disappeared into the woods.

Thereafter Seebree lost no time, The
satchel, he found, contained about two
hundred thousand dollars, although he
made no exact count. He stowed it in the
second suitcase. With the two suitcases he
went out by the kitchen door.

He hurried to the garage, set the suit-
cases beside him on the ground, unlocked
the padlock. He pushed the sliding door
open. Then he got into the roadster and
backed it out.

It was deep dusk now. Seebree, his heart
thumping, got out of the roadster to pick
up the suitcases.

Then he heard a footstep on gravel be-
hind him. Before he could whirl about, a
pistol shot broke the silence around him.
Wayne Seebree never did see his assailant.
He felt burning pain. Death came from
the dusk and dropped him there, by the

two bags of money.

CHAPTER XIIL
FOOTPRINTS IN THE FOREST.

WITNESS to see you, Major," Nell
Hope said.

Eagle had come down to his office
for an hour this Sunday morning only to
dictate a few letters.

“ Tl see him,” he said.

The calier wore the uniform of a rail-
road brakeman.

“ T heen readin' about that murder Mon-
day night, west o' here," the man said, “ Tt
made me remember sometdnim.”

“T'm glad it did,” Eagle smiled. “ Wom't
you sit dowm?™
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The brakeman draped his leg :over the
armodf a chair and rolled a cigarette. “ I'm
the shadk en number -eight,” he explained.
“WWe went west through here about. §.40
P.M. Monday.”

Eagle gave alert attention. The problem
ef Slake’s murderer's transportation had
puzzled him from the outset. It seemed
that Slake had either arrived this far by
train and then used wehicular transporta-
tion. for the last six miles, or else had driven
a car all the way from New York. No
car had been found at the crime. Yet the
license number of a roadster belonging to
Wayne Seebree hHad been jotted down by
the farmer, Alvin Sawyer.

“ Here'’s a photograph of Slake, the vic-
tim,” Eagle said, displaying one. “ Did
you notice him get off your train at this
town?”

The brakeman, after a look at the
photograph, shook his head. * For that
matter,” he said, “I was busy and didn't
see anyone get off here. But six miles
farther on we stopped at a water tank. A
passenger got off at that tamk.”

“ Did you“see him get off®*

“No. But I saw him in the smoker just
before we stopped for water. When we
were uvrider way again, I noticed he was
gone.” . .

“ You stepped at the tank winem?*

w At §.52.°

Eagle moved to the wall of his office and
looked closely at a county map. Imme-
diately he saw that the water tank referred
to was only a mile through the woods from
Jersey Elms.

During the last few days Eagle had as-
sembled photographs of ‘ali persons who
might be remotely concerned in the Slake
case.” From them he produced a picture-of
the farmer, Alvin Sawyer. “ Daoes this lodk
like the passenger who got off at the tamik?”

“ No, 1t was a younger man than that.
This was a citified fellow about forty-five,
1 should sav. Looked like he was some-

3 »

“ How about this -one?” Eagle offered a
pheto .of Wayne Seebree.
“ That’s more like him,” the brakeman
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thought. “ Except that the man en the
train wore glasses.”

A men premeditating murder, .Eagle
realized, could easily be; inspired to as-
sume such a mild disguise as glasses. See-
bree, too, would fit a fairly ebvious black-
mail theory. And decidedly, from what
Eagle had learned of him, Slake’s character
fit the role of blackmalling.

% Just theught I'd tell 'you,” the brake-
man said, getting up. “ Today bein’ Sun-
day, it's the first chance I've had to get
around.”

“Thank you very much,” Eagle an-
swered with appreciation.

When the caller was gone, he sent- word
to Deputy Pryde at the latter’s residence.

“Let's have a look for tracks at that
water tank,” Eagle said when Pryde ap- .
peared.

The two drove immediately to the water
tank. Here right-of-way fences enclosed
the track en either side. - Beyond one ‘was
a plowed field, beyond the other a wooded
pasture.

A brief survey revealed no tracks in the
plowed fididl. The wooded pasture was
more difficult. Yet almost immediately
Eagle found a bit of cloth which had been
snagged by a barb of the fence. * The man
climbed the fence here,” he said.

FEW minutes later he found a faint

footprint. Pryde failed to make it

out, but it was ‘plain enough to
Eagle. ™ And here's another, They're
several days old, I should say. The man
took the direction of Jersey Elms.”

“If he dropped off the train at qs3V
Pryde sard, “ he’d get to the house around
a quarter past ten, And the doc .says
Slake - was knocked off just about--that
time.”

“ Slake has a very short foot,” Eagle
said. “Hie was found dead wearing rub-
ber heels, A longer shoe’with no rubber
heels, made this trail.”

Eagle could not by any means find every
footprint. But he did find enough of them
to follow. They led him a mile straight
through the woods to Jersey Elms, - He
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measured one of the clearer prints, found
it eleven inches long by four inches wide
at the ball, with a pointed toe.

“ We must go to New York,"” Eagle said,
“ and measure the footwear of Wayne See-
bree."

“Coond grief?” the deputy exclaimed,
He was slightly in advance of Eagle and
had just arrived in front of the Jersey Elms
garage. He called out, “ Looks like we can
do that measuring right here, Major.”

Eagle came up with him and saw See-
bree’s body. The man had been shot
through the head, he saw. No gun was in
sight. The body was stiff, and apparently
had lain here all night. .

By it was a roadster automobile. The
garage door was open, as though the car
had just been backed out. Eagle noted
the car’s number. N. Y. 77-88§3.

That, he remembered, was the number
found on a card in the farmer's kitchen,
It was also the number of the car which
Mrs. Seebree, together with a Mr. and Mrs.
Chardell had driven to the inquest.

Now it stood by the body of Wayne
Seebree.

“@Gmsh!” exclaimed Pryde. “Just as
we get this fellow sized up for a murderer,
we find him murderedit”

“ That is not unreasomable,” Eagle said,
“ A murderer always has enemies.”

“You think the valet was blackmailing
his boss?”

“In New York yesterday I inquired at
Slake’s bank,” Eagle answered. “ The man
has been depositing three hundred dollars
a month. Mrs. Seebree says she protested
against such high pay for a valet, and her
husband explained by saying he paid the
man only a third of that, but paid quarterly.
The bank statement proves otherwise.”

“ Gee! Three hundred a month is
more’'n I make myself,” Pryde exclaimed,
“ But still, it's too cheap a leg-pulling to
make a multimillionaire like Seebree go
out and shoot him.”

“ Possibly the price was getting bigger,”
Eagle suggested.

He stooped to measure the sole of See-

- bree's shoe. It tallied with the footprints
leading from the water tank,

“ An honest man seldom sneaks through
the woods to his own house,” Eagle said.
“ Taking into account the time element, I
think we can accept Seebree as Slake's
murderer. Next, who killed Seebree?"

The vicinity about the garage was a
courtyard paved with concrete. FErom this
a hard gravel drive led to a macadam road,
which in turn led off toward Kittatinny.

s The ghost of a tire track here and there
could be seen on the gravel drive,

But no full footprint was there. The
macadam, for prints, was a sealed book.

Pryde tried the house doors and found
them locked. However a key was found
in the dead man's pocket,

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK
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By
BORDEN CHASE

Snmooiokéve forward -as -Gilda tired

Playing -a dangevous gamve,
Smooth Kyle, Federal Oper-
ative, bores .into ¥he center

of a border smuggling ring

LEADING UP TO THIS INSTALLMENT

MOOTH &VLE, Federal Operative -working

in the Marvetics Pivision, found that !his-@ld

trade of taxi driving came in handy when
he started-om the:trail of a New ¥work drug ring.
He éllomend Bet-a-Jdanandi-Rokdd el gott o - be
his regular -cabby. “‘Gesdually *ke -worked His
way mto ‘Rudds -confidente, :and learned
workings of ‘Rudd's:geng.

Rindd, - user-'of depe, ‘was>heping -to -break 4in
on e “big time -sxi® ~His -tiief -obstacle - was
Big ‘Spanish, vaderwerld boss of ithe West - Side
Smooth - werked it s0- that -Rudd’s .and ..Spanish's
organizations Asert .60 vy ApgitfaR ~eadlifettiloer Bm
the “maidst -iof . .this, Siaadth wes - tryigg 0 pradectt
Dercthy Mammg,a;pntty :actress ~velso “was *be-
ing isnnoyed -biy & - member -of “Sparish's “ging

Smecth -made .a ‘daring -move 'when fie _sp-

proached Spanish and axezpted .a commission from
him. Spanish directed him to’ By -to Xuwes Xyjyeltes
and-eomact d-Jordan, Spanish's' lieatenant there
Smooth toek:along-one wf:Rudifs fvmale halpéfs,
Gilda - Garland, who posed as Sumoxfh's wife.

CHAPTER XIV.
NEW SET-UP.

ORNING showed Smeoth .and
Gilda the Painted ‘Desert “stretehed
out in a changing ‘mass
and reds :below ‘the silver wings &f
The sky -was ‘cloudless—a metallic
iblzre -waall ‘that vinged a:heorizen :made dim
by-distanee. It seemed to.Smoeth :thut he
was-a thing ‘apart from the-earth—a bedy-
ntangible -spirit ‘that Adewed ‘the
world from :the vantage :of ithe ‘heavens
There was :mo sense -of -height -or :move-
ment The -dull -drone of ‘the motors ‘was

This stefy .Began ia-the Argesy fer -Octeber :12

112

A g—2



MIDNIGHT TAXI

lost: in. its own regularity and he leaned
bask. comfortably.

The air was bumpy abeve the twisting
spirals of rock that grew from tiny foot-
hills into the giant peaks of the Rockies.
The slight motion of the ship woke. Gilda
frojn her nap and she stared about in alarm.
Smooth put a: reassuring hand- upon her
arm. and pointed  to- the warning light in
the front of the compartment that filashed
on: before a landing.

* Fasten your strap, Beautiful,” he said.
“We'll: be slidiimg into. California im a few
minutes.”

The sharp slopes of the San Gabriel
Mountains flowed past and: they drifted
down into a valley of deep green: vegetar
tion. The plane banked sharply and cir-
cled. The ground swooped up to meet
them and they rolled to a stop before the
Glendale airport.

Smooth gathered up their luggage and
stood for a moment in indecision at the
door leading to the parking station.

““What’s the delay?” asked Gilda.
¢ Were you exjpeotiing & bnass bandd?™

‘“ Not quite. But I don't like the idea
of playing it blind out here. We're sup-
posed to report to a guy by the name’ of
Ed Jordan at the Trayton and take orders
from him. All right—well do it. But
first. I want to have a talk with some bays
I know. We might need- friends in this
village if- things get too:hot and-I want to
know. where 1 stamd.”

“ Who are they? In the naclies”

“ Yeah—smart lads. They own a joint
in. town. and they’ll be glad to do- me a
fevor if I need one. Suppose you grab
a cab and take our things to the Trayton,
Cheek: into a suite—Spamiish is footing- the
bill—and catch up on your rest for a few
hours.”

“Sounds good to me, Handseme," she
laughed. “ But don't let any movie seouts
grab you off while my back is turned.”

‘“3ame to you,” he said, and nodded to
a- taxi. driver,

Her eyes were thoughtful when she
looked from the cab windew and:she caught
his hand'in a-tight grip.

A $5—a
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“ Watch. your step, Smooth,” she- said.
“ You're too nice a guy to get bumped off
—and I'm not clowning- when I say I like
you‘n

He pinched her cheek and-hailed anothsar
cab. When Gilda’s taxi had started- to-
ward Los Angeles, he gave his driver the
address of an office building on Eigueroa
Street.  The- car- raced south from
Glendale and: Smooth's-eyes picked out: the
various landmarks that were associated
with his training period in the Bureau: of
Narootics. He was not as familiar with
this territory as with the Times Square
neighborhood, but as he came into the
business- distriet the-layout of the-city un-
folded' as a map before his eyes.

He paid off the driver, strolled into the
building and waited to: see- if e was being
followed. Five minutes later he was on
his way by cab to another building on Fifth
Street. He opened a glass-topped door on
the second-floor and winked to a young man
sitting at a desk beyond a wooden railing.

“ Lo, Tom,” he said. * How's the old
Native Son gettin’ alomg®”

“SSmooth! -How'ya, feller!” Tom. ex-
tended his hand and lifted his eyebrows
in. surprise when Smooth grasped it with
his left. ‘‘Bum. wimg?”

‘“ A light one,” said. Smooth. * Is Mar-
tensen iin?”

“ Waiting for you—go on in-and reperit’*

MOOTH stepped into an inner office
and reported to the District Super-
visar. Martensen had not been- in
command - of- this section when Smooth: was
serving his apprenticeship, but: he was well
known: to Smooth by reputation. It had
been through the efforts of this slightly
built, soft-eyed man that the Honoluiku
opium syndicate had been broken up. It
was a typical Treasury Department: job
and: had been handled with the same speed
and dispatch that many other cases with

less newspaper -publicity. had- rexnsived.
When Smooth had finished. his report,
Manrtensen picked: a code telegram-from his
desk and: waved: it toward the hackman.
“ McNeary thinks well: of-you,” he said
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“ That's as good a recommendation as amy
man needs. Suppose you follow through
on this case in your own way. Keep in
touch with me and if you need Help, ask
for it. Don't try to break it alone—it can't
be done.”

“Thank you, sir,” said Smooth. “T'll
holler when I need a hand. Just now, I
think I'd better report to this man, Jordam."

“ Don't be too anxious,” laughed Mar-
tensen. “ Play along with them for a
while and let’s not have any loose ends
left over when the crash comes.

Smooth nodded and left the office. He
walked a few blocks from the building and
found a cab parked at a street corner.

“ Trayton Hotel,” he said to the driver.
“ Step on ikt

The taxi driver looked him over slowly,
threw the flag and proceeded to take his
time. Smooth grinned and realized that he,
too, had done the same thing in New
York on many occasions. Tihese “ hurry-
up ” riders were old stuff to the hackmen.
They yelled for speed and expected the
driver to pass traffic lights and ignore the
speed laws, and at the end of the trip they
presented him with a big dime. If a mo-
torcycle cop happened to pass out a ticket
during the ride, they slumped back against
the rear cushions and muttered about it
being a “cdanmed outrage,” but Smooth
had never known one to offer a few dollars
toward the payment of the fine,

And now he was asking for speed, like
any other hick. He shrugged and slumped
down in the seat. They rolled out of the
business section and spun along the smooth
surface of Wilshire Boulevard. When they
arrived at the Trayton, Smooth inquired
for the number of Mr. Kyle’s suite and
went up.

n

{LDA had appropriated the most
pleasant room for herself and was
in negligee, busily unpacking her
bags. She blew him a kiss and went on
with her work, pointing to the door that
led into the adjoining room.
“ That’s your cage. Monkey," she said.
“ Fine. Any word from Jondany’*

ARGOSY

“Not yet. Why not wait until temor-
row before you call him? He may want
us to start working today—and, mister,
I'm tireeh”

“T'll handle himm.*

*“How'd you make out with your pals?
Any ludk?”

* The best. Tell you all about it later.
Lock the door, if it will make you happy
—and take a nap.”

“ Don’t be an umpchay!* she said and
threw a slipper at him,

He closed the door behind him and
tossed his bags into a closet, not bothering
to unpack them. There was an easy chair
near the phone and Smooth stretched out
in it for a few moments, dragging at a ciga-
rette and staring at the ceiling. At length
he called Jordan and asked him to drop in
to see him.

A few minutes later there was a knock
on the door and Smooth drew a deep breath
and set his teeth.

* Come in!" he called.

Ed Jordan was somewhat on the same
type as Big Spanish. He was tall and
heavily muscled. His coat was snug across
the shoulders and his hands looked like
huge hams that dangled from the ends of
the sleeves. He tossed a careless salute to
Smooth and seated himself on the bed,
swung his legs up from the floor and
stretched them out before him. For a mo-
ment he said nothing and both men studied
each other without taking the trouble to
disguise the fact.

Smooth decided that Jordan was about
of the same mental caliber as Spanish, and
again he wondered how men of this type
could conduct a business that spread from
coast to coast and netted them a fortune.
Jordan was undoubtedly possessed of a
certain amount of cunning but it was evi-
dent he was no mental giant. His heavy
jaw and close set eyes might be signs of
a ruthless determination that swept every-
thing along before it. but Smooth knew this
man would have blundered into a mistake
had it not been for some guiding hand at
his shoulder

McNeary was right in suspecting an afis
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linewn leader as the man who controlled
Big Spanish and his mob. There must be
more brains calling the shots than Smooth
had seen as yet. There was a chance that
Jordan was not the top man here at the
coast—he also might be taking orders and
passing them along to Smooth. But if the
bead outfit was working out of Los An-
geles, Smooth was determined to locate him
before he bounced back to New York.

“Do 1 pass?” he asked at length.

“ You're okay with me, Kyle. Spanish
says you’re goin’ to take over Luke Tayior’s
job in Tijuana, and give Luke a crack at
the bright lights again. That mug has
been squawkin' about the Big Town ever
since he hit the west coast. Whatta sap!
Me—I go for this burg in a big way. Any-
thing they got in New York, we got double
oat here—includin’® dames.”

“You can keep ’em)’ said Smooth.
* What'’s the lay?*

“Take your time, you'll get it. And it's
a pushover, pal! Nothin’ to do but run a
joint on the other side of the line and be
respectable. Not bad, eh?*

“ Where does the wife frie?*

“She just acts respectable, too, When
de I meet her?"

“ Tomorrow. Both of us are due for &
little sleep after that cross country remp.
Suppose you look me up in the morning.”

“ That’s good with me unless you wanna
bounce around with me tonight and leek
over the town. The liquor’s good and
there’s some swell spots in Hollywood that
might open your eyes.”

*“ Thanks, but count me out.
in the morming

Jordan shrugged his shoulders as though
Smooth were missing a golden opportunity,
swung his legs down from the bed and
slouched across the room.

“T’ll see you at tem,” he said, and left.

See you

MOOTH and Gilda had finished a late
breakfast and were arguing as to
whether or not there was time for

her to get a manicure when Jordan barged
into them. She favored him with one of
her most charming baby stares and when
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Jordan beamed like an idiot, Smooth
dropped him one notch lower in his estima-
tion. There was a car waiting for them
and soon Smooth noticed they were head-
ing along the waterfront toward San Diego,

‘“ What happens?’ he asked.

* This is your car,” said Jordan. “ And
the chump out front is the family chauffeur.
We’re on our way to your house and when
you see it, feller, you'll be glad you made
the uip-’l

“ How lovely,” said Gilda sarcastically.
“ Now suppose you stop all this mystery
hokum and open up. All I've been get-
ting for the last two days is,* Eenie, meenie,
minie, moe—first do this—then do that—
and then see what happens.’ I'm sick of
i

*“It's simple as hell,” laughed Jordan.
“ Luke Tayfor owns a house in San Diego
and he owns a souvenir store over the line
in Tijuana. He drives to work in the morn-
in' and drives back home at night, Smooth
gets the housee-thuys it—gets a:bill of sale,
mortgage and everything. He does: the
same with Luke’s store. The ear goes with
)t and so do the servants. Sumple?”

“Iit don't make sense,” said Smooth.
(13 WW?)M

‘“For.a guy ‘in our racket you're askim'
too many questions. You're gettin' paid
big money to do a soft job. Why not take
it and stop lookin’' for trouible?"

“Tt sounds like the old run-around to
me,” said Gilda, * We go scampering back
and forth across the border twice a diay—
for what? Are we running stuff over the
line? And if we are—what happens when
the Customs boys crack .down on us?”

Jordan laughed and dug an -elbow into
Smooth’s riiss. He seemed to consider
Gilda’s outburst a great joke and expected
Smooth to share it with him. When he
had wiped the tears from his eyes, he turned
to her patiently, as though explaining
obvious fact to a child.

“ There ain't no catch, Mrs. Kyle,” ‘he
said. “ You don't need a passport on the
Mexican line and after you make the trip
g few times the -Customs guards toss you
a big smile on the way through. Hundreds
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of people in the States own stores in Mex-
ico and they commute—s®e? Just like the
Bronx express. Over the line in the mornin'
and back at night. At first the guards look
you over careful, but not for long. Then
they check back en you and see if you're
legit. When they find that everything is
on the up an' up—that lets you out.”

“ And when do they catch us with the
stuffi?” asked Smooth.

“ They don't! You don't ever carry amy
stuff—you’re just a blind. They never de
get wise to the way the stuff is comin'
over.”

“It sounds fishy to me,” said Gilda.
“ But if Smooth wants to go through with
it—that’s settled.”

“ Good girl,” said Jordan. “ You wem't
be mny.‘h)

“You’re damn right, she won't," said
Smooth. *“ Where’s this house you were
talking about?”

“We'll come to it in a minute. It's near
Balboa Park—a swell layout with a two-
car garage. And if you get lonesome for
Broadway you can walk to it from the
house.”

“ Sez you!" snapped Gilda,

“ Sure! There's a swell Broadway in
San Diego—not quite like the home town,
but plenty of lights."

“You can have it," she said.

E car stopped before a walk that
led up to a one family house set well
back from the street. The chauffeur

opened the door and picked up their lug-
gage. Jordan lurched along the walk, chat-
ting with Gilda and promising that she
would enjoy her stay in San Diego. He
sounded to Smooth like a real estate sales-
man trying to sell lots in a dying sub-di-
vision and again Smooth wondered when
he would come in contact with the man
whe really handled things for Spanish in
California.

Luke Taylor proved to be a typical
Broadway smart guy. He cursed the
climate, the date palms and the sunshine.
His bags were packed and standing near
the door when Jordan led Gilda and

ARGOSY

Smooth into the living room. He waved
to a decanter of whisky, told them to help
themselves, looked Gilda over with an ap-
proving eye and hurried to a taxi that had
drawn up at the curb.

“ Pleasant fellow,” said Gilda. * Are
the cops after him? Or does he always
do a ‘ shuffle off to Buffalo ' when visitors
arrive?”

“PDon’'t mind him.,” laughed Jordan.
“ He's one of those New Yorkers that burns
up the roads gettin’ to the Big Town and
then stands on the corner of Fiftieth and
Broadway, squawking his head off when he
arrives.”

Gilda examined the house with the
curiosity natural to her sex, selected the
brightest bedroom as her own and found
fault with the closet space and just about
everything else she saw. Smooth turned
his things over to a Japanese servant and
poured drinks for Jordan and himself.

“ When do we go to Tijuana?" he asked.

“ Whenever you're ready. There's a
clerk handling the store now and he’ll stay
on with you. The sale is being recorded
and in a few days you'll get the papers.
I'll take care of the Mexican red tape—I'm
used to it. All you got to do is play boss,
and keep out of trouble.”

“ AH right, let's go,” said Smooth. He
walked to the door leading off into the
dining room, listened for a moment to Gilda
telling the cook how to prepare a salad,
grinned and cupped his hands to his mouth.
“HEey. Beautiful! Stop tryin’ to foel the
public and get out of that kitchen. We're
goin’ to Mexico—want to come along™’

She left the kitchen, stuck the tip of her
tongue between her teeth and pouted at
Smooth. They were getting into the car
when Jordan suddenly gripped their arms
and stopped them.

“ Almost forgot,” he said.
you got a gun on you?"

“ Do I look dumip?" said Smooth.
course I'm packin’ a red.”

“Leave it home. You can't take it
across the line. The Mexicans don't trust
a gringo with a gun. And if you did get
it across, the Customs guards on this side

* Either of

“of
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would take it away when you came hack.
Sorry—mo dice on the red.”

Smooth nodded in understanding and
started back toward the house. He had
gone but a few steps when Gilda dropped
a small automatic into his pocket,

“ Check that, too,” she said.

Jordan looked at her with more respect.
He was sstill expounding upon the beauties
of California when they rolled up to the
wire gate that blocked the street leading
ever the border.

by name, introduced both Gilda and

Smooth in Spanish that was fifty
percent sign language and said that these
were his umigtis—mayy bien emigos!

“It's a pleasure to know you," said-one
Mexican in perfect Emglish, and bowed
from the hips.

Jordan continued for a few minutes in
his miserable Spanish, not in the least af-
fected by the subtle hint of the Mexican
guard. He explained that Senor Kyle and
the senora were the new owners of a store
in Tijuana—that he, acting as agent, had
handled the business. The guard smiled
telerantly and saluted as the car rolled
aleng the read and swung into a street
lined with saloons and souvenir stores.

At the corner of an interseécting side
street, the driver stopped and Jordan
pointed out to them their new place of
business. It differed not one trifle from
the many others in the neighborhood. There
were shelves full of postcards, potted cac-
tus, painted shells, and all the interminable
varlety of knick-knacks that tourists buy
cheerfully and cart back to their friemds—
and the friends in turn dump into an empty
eoraer of the attic.

A row of the inevitabie slot machines
flanked the door and a smiling Mexican
youngster not more than sixtesn years of
age was in charge of the cash register. His
teeth flashed a welcoming grin to Jordam;
he bowed low before Gilda and again to
Smooth. It was a “ playsure” to serve
them, he insisted—although since “ thees
meeserable reepeel ¥faw,” tourists did not

HE called the Mexican Customs men
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spend quite so freely as in those good days
of " Proheebeesion. Nos es waddde?"

Jordan said he was a good boy and could
be trusted to conduct the affairs of the
souvenir business. He led them out into
the sunbaked yard that extended from the
rear of the store and showed them a two
car garage built of 'dobe and sheet iron.
There was a high board fence fronting the
side sireet and a solid leoking gate that
let inte the garage funway. <Smeeth fie-
ticed a heavy padloek caught between twe
staptes M the Inner slde and he alse saw
that another leek held the garage deers
seeurely fastened:

“Why all the heavy hardware?” he
asked, pointing to the locks,

“ Oh, theam—" said Jordan. ‘ Well, we
had a little trouble with the kids—nothing
serious, but they were stealing Black’s tools
out of the garage.”

 Black—who’s he?*

“ Your chauffieurr—the chump sitting -out
in the car. He’s a nut on motors—always
tinkerin’ with ’em. He's a pal of Spanish’s
and we gave him this job to keep him
happy.- He'll driveyyou here in the morning
and amuse himself all day playin’ with the
car, and then he’ll drive you home at night.
Dont pay any attention te him—he ex-
pects to invent a new fmotor erf sometim’.”

*“ So we've got a nut in the famiky!™” said
Gilda. “ Well, of all the screwy outfits I
ever hooked up with! Your souvenir joint
looks like a run-down Jap concession at
Coney Island. The location is -sweill—for
raisin’ pigs, and I’m hot and tired and
thirsty amdi—"

“ And you're gom' to take it and like
it,”” finished Smooth.

“Don’t kid yourself—Handsome,” she
snapped. “ You're the one who takes it
—1I leave it! You can peddle these desert
pin cushions to the rubes—I stay in San
Diego. This is my first and last appear-
ance in Tijuana!!”

“T think you'll change your mind about
that,” said Jordan. *“I‘ve been holdin’ an
ace up my sleeve—a surprise for you.”

“ Sure it isn’t a codireschy?®

“PRogitivel” laughed Jordan. * We'll
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have Black drive us to Agua Caliente for
lunch, and, Sister, that joint will open your
eyes,"”

“The name is Mrs. Ky#d!’ smapped
Smooth.

“ No offense, Smooth. I can see you're
one of them touchy guys, but you'll soften
up down here in the sun.”

He laughed again and Smooth measured
his chin, deciding it was a great place to
drop a looping right-hand swing. He
promised himself this one bit of enjoyment
when the break came and led Gilda back
through the store and into the street. Jor-
dan handed them into the rear of the car,
nodded to -Black and they started off in
a smother of dust.

CHAPTER XV.

AGUA CALIENTE.

ITHIN a few moments they had

left the dirty streets of Tijuana and:

were rolling along a smooth road
that led into a valley between a series of
low foothills. A bright patch of green
foliage was set like an emerald in the lit-
tle valley and from the center of it rose
the graceful lines of a Spanish bell tower.
The ear turned left and swung into a wide,
eurving driveway that was lined with a riot
of bleem.

“ Here we are,” said Jordan, pointing to
a series of low-roofed buildings that edged
the driveway.

“ Agua Caliente—that’s Mex for hot
water, and when you get a look at the
casino and hear the chips clickin’ you'll
get the idea.”

“When do we eat? demanded Gilda.
“ The scenery is swell, but it doesn't help
that dent in my stomach.*

Jordan led them into a shaded patie
where a fountain leaped and splashed
among the palms. Birds swooped in be-
neath the striped awnings and darted for
crumbs that fell from tables spaced evenly
about a low balcony. There was a distant
sound of throbbing strings and the soft
fiotes of a8 Mexican love song. A breeze
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swayed the banked flowers into a changing
pattern of beauty that edged the stone
floor beneath them.

A waiter led them to a table near the
fountain, handed them gayly colored
menus and waited for their order. Jordan
ran his thumb down the wine list and
ordered champagne,

“It's swell for breakfast,”
“ Starts you off nigftt”

“ Yeah," said Gilda, “ but this is lumdh*

“ Stop weepin' for a few minutes and
look around,” said Smooth. *“ This place
is a chunk of heaven and you sit there
barking at each other. Be nice, Gillde—
do you understand?”

The lid of his right eye drooped slightly
as he spoke and he looked first at the
champagne that was set in a cooler and
then slowly at Jordan. Gilda opened her
eyes wide, reached across the table and
patted his chin and turned a filsttering
smile upoa Jordan.

Smooth noticed throughout the luncheon,
Gilda was careful to see that Jordan’s glass
was always full. She played up to him,
laughed with him and ignored Smooth com-
pletely.

And when the dishes had been cleared
away and a Mexican troubadour stood
beside the table and fingered his guitar,
she kicked Smooth lightly in the ankle and
nodded toward the archway leading from
the patio,

“You serious drinkers can sit and watch
the fountain,” he said, and pushed back
his chair. “I'm going to look around and
see what this place has to offer.”

“ Nothin' mush doin' till night,” said
Jordan above the rim of his glass. “ Lotsa
pretty flowers 'n' things—go ahead, look
‘em over. Me 'n’ Mish Kylle’s gonna drimik.”

“ You're only half right," said Smooth
softly, and patted Gilda's hand. * See you
later.”

He strolled through the palm lined walks,
stopped at the parking station and neticed
the car was gone, looked in at the race
track and at length located the swimming
pool. For the next few hours he sat be-
neath the shade of a giant palm, stared &t

he said.
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the blue water and wished that his shoulder
bad healed enough te permit him to swim.

"MHE sun had dropped behind the hills
when he wandered into the patio in
‘jearch of Gilda and Jordam, The

place was empty and a waiter directed him
to the dining room. At a secluded table
in a corner of the huge room he saw Jordan
weaving unsteadily in his chair and even
above the music of the orchestra Smeoth
could hear his jarring laugh: Gilda was
smiling -and seemed to be living for the
sole purpose of listening to this petty gang-
ster’s ravings.  Smooth pitied her, but
seated himself at a table across the reom
and enjoyed his supper in peace.

He was toying with his coffee when a
small, firm hand caught the lobe of his ear
and pinched it. He looked up and into
the furious eyes of Gilda.

“1f you think I'm going te sit with that
chump any longer, you're crazy,” she
snapped. “Look at -him—elead to the
world.”

Smooth stood up, offered her his arm
and walked out into the night. He found
a seat near a splashing breok and led her
to it.

“ Nice work, partner,” he said, “ What
did you leaim?"*

“Ugh! He gave me the aresnss—the
swinel He’s done nething but brag abeut
what a big shot he is and he suggested
that I get rid of you and marry a real man.
Nice, em?"

“Don't let it throw yeu. Remember,
Rudd pays plenty for anything he wants.
Right now he wants informatien. Did yeu
get amy?"

“1 don't know how much it's werth,
but I managed to get this from his rav-
ings,” she said. “ He’s leaving San Diego
tomorrow on a trip that will take him a
few weeks. First he stops at Douglas,
Arizona—tihen at El Paso and Del Rio,
and. then to Laredo and Browmsville. Does
that help any?” &

“ Help?” exclaimed Smooth. “ Resuti-
ful—that’s perfect! Listen and leaym—
Daouglas is just over the line from Agua
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Prieta in Mexico. El Paso is a trolley ride
from Juarez—a tourist spot that gets a
better play than Tijuana. There’s a little
town called Eagle Pass near Del Rio that's
over the line from Piedras Negras. Laredo
in the States hooks up with Nuevo Laredo
in Mexico and you can damn near jump
from Brownsville to Matameores over the
border. A perfect set of eontacts—do you
get it2”

Smooth had been tapping off each town
with a forefinger that dug into Gilda’s arm.
She grasped his hand and held it for a
moment and her eyes were wise as they
looked “into his,

“ When did you learn all that geogpaplny,
Smooth?"” she asked. “Iit’s funny that a
New York hackman should be able to rat-
tle off the border towns that way. How
come?”

“ Aw, I was always good at that stuff*
he said quickly. “ Practically the teacher’s
pet when it came to geograply—a sort of
a hobby.”

“ Yeah? Where's Council Bluffis?*

“dh?  What’s the gag?”

“ 1 learned a little geography, tom—play-
in" one night stands in show business. I'm
just seein®* how good you are. Where’s
Frankfort and Paducah, or maybe you can
guess Jefferson City for me?”

Smooth tilted her chin and smiled at
the seriousness in her eyes. She had
tripped him and she knew it. He realized
that he would have to offer a satisfactory
explanation or a wire would pass those
doubts along to Rudd in the morning. Gilda
had been living on her wits too long to be
fooled by a flimsy pretense at anger on his
part. He thought fast.

“ They bhad a law called Prohibition a
few years ago,” he said patiently. “ You
may have heard me say I know a few boys
here on the west coast. Well—I met them
when I was juggling rye and alky across
the line at a few of those spots. Satisfied>”

“ About halfway,” she smiled. She leaned
forward and kissed him on the Lps. “ There
—ithat takes care of the other half.”

The perfume of her hair sent Smooth’s
brains into a spin. The ‘stars were  tiny
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points in a jet sky, the palms rustled wist-
fully in the evening breeze, from the dis-
tance came the notes of a drowsy waltz
—and Dorothy was three thousand miles
away. He tilted Gilda’s chin and kissed
her.

“ Eeel yourself slipping?" she teased.

That tore it. Smooth stood up, held out
his arm and drew her from the bench.

“ C'mon,” he said. “ Let's bankrupt the
casino while Jordan sobers up.”

MOOTH had won three hundred dol-

lars at black-jack and Gilda had

promptly lost it back to the roulette
wheel when Jordan staggered into the ca-
sino and hailed them. He seemed to have
forgotten his ardent wooing of Gilda and
looked at her as though she were a perfect
stranger. He followed Smooth’s play for
a few moments and suggested that they
get back over the line before the border
closed.

They found Black seated at the wheel of
the car outside the casino and in an hour
they reached their home in San Diego.
Jordan waved a cheerful good night, prem-
ised to see them in a week or twe and
instructed Black to drive him to Les An-
geles,

“J think we can wrap this job up in
two days,” said Smooth when they were
seated in the living room. “ I'll check over
the car tomorrow and see where they hide
the junk and then we'll be ready to scram.”

“ Jordan said we weren't carrying amy
stuff,” said Gilda. “ He must know you're
smart enough to find it—ewen if the Cus-
toms guards can’t. After all, there’s only
the usual places to hide it—umder the seat
or some such spot.”

“It's not quite so easy as that. We used
to jack alky over the line in a lot of funny
places. In the rubber—sometimes in fiat
tanks that fitted along the inside of the
body—iinmer tanks in the gas tank—oh, a
dozen places. Tiere could be a thousand
spots in that -car big enough to hide a ¢an
of cocaine, and with us chasin’ back and
forth across the line every day—wow!

What a suppijl™
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“ Well, Angell—that’s up to you. I han-
dled Jordan for you, but I'm no mechanic.
And now how’s about another little kiss?"

“Don’t make this job any tougher than
it is, Beautiful. When we get back to New
York I'll take you up on that—but just
now you're dynamite. Be seein' you in the

mornimg—’night."”

E Japanese servant awakened
Smooth when he drew the blinds and
set out_a light suit and shoes. He

offered to shave his new master, but
Smooth declined with thanks and stroked
his own throat with the razor. Gilda came
into -the breakfast nook in a flowery neg-
ligee and kissed Smooth good morning be-
fore he realized what was going to happen.

“ Did it ever occur to you that my ward-
robe consists of two suit cases of cloties—
and that’s all?"” she asked. *“ If you dom't
want a bill for some new rags, I'd advise
you to gallop through this job in a humy.”

“ Ixnay—don’t crack wise,” said Smooth,
nodding to the maid who was serving.them.
“ Sometimes you say the dumbest things
—amd do the nicest. Be patient, Beautiful
—iit won’t be lomg."

Black was waiting for them at the door
and seemed rather surprised when Gilda
accompanied Smooth. He said nothing but
drove them quickly to the border, paused
while the Mexican guards looked into the
car and nodded, then drew up before the
store.

He went through the shop, out into the
back yard and unlocked the padlocks on
the garage and gate. Smooth heard the
car roll along the driveway and then heard
the garage doors close.

* That bird must be a lizard,” he whis-
pered to Gilda. * He sure likes plenty of
heat when he closes those doors on a day
like this.”

“T hope he fries," she said. “ He's got
a face like a spoonful of alum. His nose
looks as though it had tried to stop a freight
ctr and if he could wave those ears of his,
he could fliy. Every time he stares at me
I get the jitters. Ugh! He's slinmy.”

“ He's not exactly a double for Clark
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Gable,” laughed Smooth. “Hut I don't
think he's as tough as he looks. They sel-
dom are. Just another mug making his
few bucks a week supplying hop to Spanish.
And by the way "—he lifted a stuffed gila
monster and handed- it to Gilda—* here’s a
fellow with a name like youts. Play around
with him for a while and get acquainted.
We can’t do anything until our pal in the
garage has a visitor.”

“You mean until he gets a delivery of
cocaine?”

« YeS..”

“ Maybe they deliver at migjitt’*

“ Good for you, Gilda. That’s one that
got past me. The stuff is probably in the
garage now and friend Black is hiding the
body. We'll look it over at lumch.”

A few tourists wandered into the store
during the next- few hours and Gilda
amused herself trying to make sales. The
Mexican clerk listened in open mouthed
wonder to her description of the articles
she showed to the tourists and his eyes
popped avhen she asked for and got a price
ten times in excess of the right one from
a long whiskered Lothario.

Promptly at twelve Black parked the
car before the door and touched the hern
button. Smooth winked to Gilda, patted
her lightly on the back and helped her into
the car.

“ Any other good spots to eat lunch,
Bladk?"' he asked.

“ Yes, sir. A very nice restaurant a few
miles south along the waterfront. Shall
we go there?

“ Good idea.’*

EY followed a smooth surfaced
road between the hills and soon were
rolling past the opalescent blue of the

Pacific. = Smooth noticed there were
stretches of country where not a house was
visible in any direction. Few cars passed
them and he nudged Gilda lightly in the
fibs when they swung through a valley
whete a side road led off into the hills. He
neted the landmarks on either side and
§aw that Gilda was doing likewise.

Less than five miles ahead, Black swung
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into a gravel drive and drew up before the
doors of a rambling hotel. The dining room
faced the ocean and a waiter led them to
a table near a huge window overlooking the
water.

“ We've got to get rid of Black while
I have a look at that car,” said Smooth
when he had given the luncheon order.
“HAmy idexs?"

“ Do I have to do all the thinking? Why
not send him to the corner for the morning
papers?”

“ Helpful, aren't you? Maybe I could
get him to lend me the rig while he fin-
ished another bottle of beer.”

“Not a chance, Smooth. That egg
wouldn't let go of the ignition keys if they
were red hot and burning a hole in his
hand. You've got to do better than that.”

They toyed with their food, both think-
ing desperately for some plan by which
they could lose Black. They had reached
the dessert and had discarded a dozen un-
satisfactory ideas when Smooth suddenly
put down his fork and pushed back his
chair.

“ C'mon,” he said. * This is too good
to wait. Act a little drunky and when the
car gets rollin’ holler for your bag. Leave
it on the chair now and push the chair
under the table so the waiter won't hand
it to you and spoil the pilay.”

“ By-bve bag,” said Gilda, hastily grab-
bing her compact and date book. “ No
fear of Alfonso handing that back. He
looks like Villa with his mustache shaved
Off-"

HE slipped the bag onto her chair ana
walked toward the door, tilting un-
steadily upon her heels and favoring

Smooth with a silly grin when he paid the
check. Black was seated stolidly at the
wheel looking as though his lunch had not
agreed with him. Smooth lurched as he
opened the door for Gilda to get in and
they both giggled foolishly.

“Hfome, james!"” he said, and dropped
back against the cushions.

He caught a glimpse of Black’s face in
the mirror above the driver's seat. The
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chauffeur’s lips were parted slightly- in a
eress between a grin and a sneer, Smooth
waited until the car had started to turn
out of the driveway and then tapped

Gilda's hand,
“WNait!” she cried. “Swp—stop im-
mediat—immej—aw! Stop now, dammit!

I've left my bag in that joimt.”

The car stopped and the driver turned
in his seat to look inquiringly at-her.

“op in and get it, Black!” sald
Smooth. “ Make it "snappy—tbefore the
waiter sinks it.”

For an instant it appeared that Black
would snap off the ignition and take the
keys with him. Smooth yelled for more
speed and the chauffeur slid out the side
deor and ran into the restaurant. He was
hardly through the door when Smooth
scrambled in behind the wheel, kicked at
the eluteh, drepped the car into second
speed and headed down the driveway. It
bueked and eeughed. Smooth slipped the
eluteh, cursed silently and fed it more gas.

“If that guy's a mechanic,” he barked,
“ then I'm an aviator. This crate runs like
a cement mixer.”

“ Words won't help it, Handsome,” said
Gilda and twisted to look through the rear
window. “ Step on the gas, feller—Dracula
is standing in front of that restaurant and
he looks as though he had a mouthful of
bumble bees.”

They raced along the macadam until
they came to the intersecting road that led
off into the hills.” Smooth swung right,
eased off on the gas and crept along through
two inches of dust. A brown cloud rolled
up behind them and seemed to hang poised
in the air indefinitely. If Black were able
t6 commandeer another car that dust cloud
weuld serve as a perfect marker. But
Smeeth was unfamiliar with the Mexican
reads and had ne alternative. He jogged
aleng for a distance of twe miles and when
he saw there was ne llkelihoed -6f finding
a Shelter in whieh te park the ear he pulled
ta.a step and eut the metsr:

“ Keep your eye on the back road,” he
said. “Tl give this crate a quick going
over. Tip me off when Black is coming
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and we can both pull a drunk act on hint.
It may get by.”

“ And if it deesnite?”

“ We'll worry about that latter.’*

He yanked :out the. front seat and rum-
maged through the tool kit. When he
found a long shafted ice-pick, he grinned
and showed it to Gilda.

“ Black must have run with the wops*
he said. *“ This thing makes a swell shive.”

“ Fine for a sore throat,” laughed Gilda.
“ Get busy before he comes bouncing along
with the mate to it.”

CHAPTER XVI.
THE CACHE.

'MOOTH prodded the cushions with
the pick, twisting and probing at ‘the
corners. - Next he started upon the
upholstery and went thoroughly over-each
square inch of the interior of the car. The
search was fruitless and Gilda stood in the
dusty roadway, grinning at his efforts and
turning at times to glanee down the read.
Smooth dropped te his knees in the dust,
examined the underside of the fenders and
squirmed beneath the eaf. He predded
and jabbed, eursed and spat dust frem his
meuth, But te fe avail.

“ Looks like a selllout,” he grunted. He
got slowly to his feet, brushed the dirt
from his clothes and stared at the car.
“ Only one spot left now—under the hosdl”

“ Don’t tell me about it—start leakdingg ™

“ Gimme a breazk,” he grinned. “ You
know the gag about the fellow who thought
he'd lost his bank roll. He looked through
every pocket except one and thea stopped
looking.”

“T'Nl play straight, man,” she said, and
got into the car. “ Why?”

“ He was afraid that if it wasn’t there,
he‘’d drop dead. And that's the spot I'm
in now.”

“ Handsome, I could laugh at ‘that in
New York, but here it sounds very un-
funny. Get busy—loak!™

Smooth lifted the hood and bent above
the motor. -He searched through every
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possible nook and corner and at length
slammed down the hood in disgust.

“I'm sumidl” he spmapped. ‘It looks as
though Jordan was on the level about us
not carrying the junk. It’s not in this
crate and I'd bet a grand on it.”

“It must be! Don't stand there and
tell me I've been romping all over Mexico
just for the fun of it. How about the
tires?"

“ No dice,” said Smooth. *“T got a quick
look at the wheels when we started out for
lunch. The tires haven't been off the rims
in weeks—I'm positive. And that means
we draw a blank.”

“You draw a slug in the chestt!" said a
voice from behind the car.

Smooth turned and saw Black staring at
him over the sights of a heavy automatic.
The chauffeur was standing near the rear
right fender and a few hundred yards be-
hind him Smooth saw a rickety coupe
parked at the roadside. Black’s eyes were
darting from Smooth to Gilda as though
he were trying to make up his mind who
was to be the ffigi. The gun was rock
steady and Smooth realized the man was
a Killer.

“ Where did you come from, baby dean*
laughed Gilda. She was seated in the rear
of the car, looking at Black through the
open window.

“Shut upl” he barked. “ A smart pair
of punks, eh? Didn’t know enough to keep
your snoots out of trouble. Well, you
ain't the first that tried to learn too much.*

“ Take it easy,” stalled Smooth. “ You
win! But you can’t hate us for wantin’ to
know the set-up. If we’re jackin’ stuff over
the line, we're facin' a Federal rap. That
means plenty years in stir—amd, mister, I
want to know what I'm up against.”

“Wom find out—iniight now!'” growled
Black and leveled the gun barrel.

Smooth saw the tiny muscles in Black’s
jaw tighten. He saw the man brace him-
self and he knew that his number was up.
This man was a killer and he enjoyed his
work. Those telltale signs—a tightening
of the jaw, a slight crouch, wide eyes and a
sharp intake of breath—Smooth had never
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known them to fail. He tilted forward on
his toes to take the blast and hoped he
might drive the ice pick into a soft spot
before the lights went out. Gilda was a
swell kid—twoo beautiful to die. And if he
didn't make the grade with the pick, she
was next!

“Start  blastion—rat!"”
leaped forward.

he said, and

E sharp bark of an automatic
cracked across the hills, doubling and
echoing in the distance. Once—twice

—then two more shots that seemed to
blend into one. Smooth jerked the pick
toward Black’s throat and drove forward,
stiff-armed.

His hand slid past into empty air.
Black’s knees buckled and he jerked side-
ways as though a baseball bat had landed
against the side of his head. He was down
—aprawied flat on his face,

Smooth was carried past him by the force
of his jab. He twisted and fought to re-
gain his balance. He looked at the car
window and saw Gilda pointing a tiny blue
automatic at the silent form of the chauf-
feur. A wisp of smoke curled upward.

“THum him over!” she snapped. ““He
may need anatnen!™

“ He's through," said Smooth after one
hasty glance. * You rang the bell that
time, Beautiful. Nice peggin"—but how
come that gun? Don’t you know you
can't take a rod into Mexico?”

“So they told me. But I notice Black
was hard of hearing, too. Besides, those
guards look too nice to pat a lady on the
chest, C'mon, Handsome—let’s go places
before ‘the peasants start asking questions.”

Smooth climbed in behind the wheel.
He swung the car about and headed for
the main road. It was slow going through
the dust, but when he turned into the
macadam highway he stepped down on
the gas and sat back, waiting for speed.

He saw the pointer of the speedometer
rise through a quarter arc and stop at fiftty.
His foot was hard against the floor boards
and the road was level, but the car refused
to do any better,
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“ Whatta junk heap!” he grunted.
“Hifty on the level and about ten up a-
bill. And that guy was supposed to be a
mechamic!” :

“Talk nice to the motor,” said Gilda.
“ Croon to it, or something. Maybe it's
sick. Or maybe we dropped a few cylinders
en one of the turns.”

Smooth slammed down on the brakes,

The car slid to a screaming stop and he
vaulted from the seat. He jerked up the
cover of the tool box, grabbed a wrench
and stepped forward. A wave of heat
drifted up from the motor as he threw
back the hood and he waited for it to
dissipate. ' '

“ What the—" gasped Gilda. “ Are you
nutsp” )

“1 was,” he laughed.
that. Whatta gall”

“ It must be the heat. Don’t tell me 1
have another lunatic on my hands. What
gives?”

“You called it, Beautiful. That erack
about the cylinders—I must have been nap-
ping. Now just watch what little Smooth
has to show you.”

He fitted the wrench to a spark plug and

twisted it out of the motor head. The hot -

metal seared his fingers, but he was laugh-
ing when he hurried back to the toel bex
and located a long piece of flexible wire,
With this, he probed into the c¢yiinder,
twisting and turning the wire until he le-
cated the piston head.

“Get -into the front seat, Gilda,” he
said. “ Tap the starter with your toe—
not hard—ijust a touch.”

She stared at him as though wondering
if the heat and the excitement had affected
his mind. But his easy grin assured her
and with a doubtful shake of her head she
did as he asked.

MOOTH pressed down on the wire as
the motor jerked and he cursed si-
lertlynovbenjchec delinthaisteseslige
down |éntdy theneplindemit the piston slide
dotvNeniuckid’ dyeirsmapped.  Stay where
youNage lacinute! ¥napped. " Stay where
you are a minute!"

“ But you fixeded
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- “ This is a hell of a time to tune a motor,
Handsome,” said-Gilda. “Ii you want to
play mechanic, why not wait until we're
back in San Diego®*

“PDon’t rush me, just sit pretty and
watch me pull a rabbit out of this hatr—
1 hope.”

He set the wrench on another plug and
spun it clear. Again he inserted the wire
and felt for the pistol top. He nodded
and Gilda tapped the starter button again
The motor jerked, but the wire did not
move. He nodded again. Gilda held her
foot on the starter until the motor had
made a few revolutions. Still there was no

" movement in the cylinder.

“T'm rightt!!”" shouted Smooth. “1 called
the turn, Beautsifull™

“ You're screwy as a dodo,” she smapped,
“ But.if you'll put that two-bit motor to-

" gether again and get out of here, I promise
‘not to feed you to the squirrels”

“ Listen and learn,” he laughed. “ This
cylinder is blanked off. There’s no piston

in it and the bottom is sealed off. There’s

a lid covering the top of it and Il bet
the walls are lined with asbestos. Does
that mean anything to you?”

“ Not a thing. It sounds like the answer
to a cross-word puzzle.”

“ Nothing to it. This crate is a twelve
cylinder job. My guess is that six of the
cylinders are blanks—mice round little cells
in the motor block. And in each of these
we're going to -find a can of hop.  When
Black pulled into the garage at Tijuana,
he yanked off the motor head, packed the
dead cylinders with junk and bolted the
head on again. In San Diego he unloads
them—and there you are!™

“ Yeah, here we are. And half of us is
just about due for a nervous breakdown,
Congratulations, mister—mow let’s scram!™

Smooth twisted the spark plugs back in-
to place, hooked up the ignition wires and
drepped the hood. He was whistling' hap-
pilypyebenhbensent thee camshumminggahepg
tawandhthe thorden and seemednto havelfory
gotten tiresd deverbaddmeneadstavithyB Itk
outtthe thack feadbad moments with Black

TO BE CONTINUEDheNEXZ r¥EEK.

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK.



Brush-Mane, the South Afhican gnu, had one
ovempomeniing instinct—ypet its fulfillment seemed
fated to be denied him

The lion's paws were e%-
tended for the killing

Leader of the Kloomp

By ANTHONY RUD

father were slain on the mud

bank of the Mailopo River,
which is the nearest dependable water
to the terrible Kalahari Desert of
South Africa.

Kaffirs did that useless slaying.
They killed eleven of those magnificent
“ horses with horns,” more than half
the adults in that band of white-tailed
gnus. (Swuch a band, with the zebras
who use it for protection, is called a
kloomp.)

Kafffirs had no business with rifles,
of course. Howewer, they had them
and used them from ambush. Amd all

BRUSH-MANE'S mother amd

they wanted of the slain gnus were
their cream-colored, ground-sweeping
tails! These tails were greatly prized
as chowriies, or brushes with which t
chase flies!

Brush-Mame was wabbly on his an-
telope legs, weak and hungry, when the
Boer-Dutchman, Van Geldrop, found
him and put him in the back of his
wagon. At the end of that creaking
journey behind oxem, there was milk
for the baby gnu—«ow's milk from a
bottle which the youngest Vam Gel-
drop had just outgrown.

That was splendid. Brush-Mane
lived and prospered, learning in a week
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to graze with the cattle, and to go right
to the source for his ration of milk.
The cow did not object, even when this
ungainly foster-child had to kneel
down and turn his head sidewise.

Brush-Mame was a wild animal,
however, and taming him was not
satisfactory. The herd instinct kept
him with the cattle nearly a year, but
he fled whenever human beings made
overtures.

The gnu grew to be fifitty-four inches
high at the shoulder, and looking very
much like a moderate-sized horse—as
far as his body was concerned. The
rest of him, his strange head and neck,
and his slender, beautifully turned an-
telope legs, and even the long, creamy-
white tail, were grotesquely unlike any
horse that ever lived.

His head bore a close resemblance
to that of the Amermicam bison, but was
decorated with two beards. Ome of
these grew downward from his chin
and neck. The other beard bristled
upward, beginning just above his
flaningg nostrils and rising to the line of
his eyes.

From beside his rather long oval
ears two sharp horns grew straight
forward a distance of six inches. A
little later they would curve sharply
upward, becoming dangerous and
effective weapons. Even lions would
lash their tails angrily and take
thought, when presented with the low-
ered heads and sharp horns of a
massed square of adult gnus—iim the
center of which a half dozen helpless
little zebras were sure to be hiding.

Brush-Mame had a longer neck than
a bison, and on the arched back of it
was the cream-white, brown-tipped
mane. This stood stiffly erect, eight
inches high, and looked just as though
it had been carefully roached by a man
with electric clippers.
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Dowm * between his fdrelegs  thick
hair grew a foot long; so when viewed
from the front, the gnu appeared de-
ceptively stocky and short-legged.
Afiter a long discussion, however,
scientists have decided that he belongs
to the wildebeeste (Affrican antelope)
family. Amd he runs at a tercific pace
which he can keep up for hours,

The unsentimental Boer-Dutchman,
Van Geldrop, looked upon Brush-Mane
just as he looked upon his young
steers. As a fat yearling, the gnu
would be splendid eating; though soon
thereafter he would lose every ounce
of fat on his whole body. His meat
would get sinewy, tough and tasteless.

Just as though his queerly-assembled
physical features were not enough dis-
tinction for any one animal, Brush-
Mame had one mental quirk which is
usually thought of as belonging only
to bulls. He could not stand the sight
of scarlet!

HAT got the young gnu into

trouble now, and at the same time

probably saved his life. Om the
veldt farm of the Vam Geldrops there
were a number of Kaffir servants who
dwelt in huts a short distance ‘from the
main cluster of farm buildings. Across
the fields which separated these two
groups of buildings came a fat and
waddly Kaffir gin and her stripling
son. The black woman was clad chiefly
in a single folded garmemt of crimson
cotton. . ... .

Brush-Mame was beginning to paw
the groumd with his forefeet these
days, anyway. He was getting more
and more dissatisfied with the society
of placid cows. Now he swung away
from several of these slow-pokes, in-
tending a swift run for exercise.

That second he stopped, his fiewce
eyes fairly bulging. Here was a great
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blob of that color he hated, coming
straight in his direction.

Tirwe, it was worn by a human, and
he usually ran from mankind. But
now he snorted, stood his ground. His
cream-colored tail lashed his lrown
sides. He trembled with a surge of
sudden fury, pawed the turf. Then
with a snerting roar he put down his
head and charged the defiant searlet
dress.

Shrill screams of terror rent the air.
Brush-Mame swerved as the frightened
black woman tried to dodge. He
struck her and she wemt dowm, still
more frightened than hurt. But the
gnu was not content with that. He
pawed with shatp hoofs, put his head
dewn and tried to gore with his short,
shaep herns.

The woman shrieked and rolled
over, trying to escape.

The black boy seized a coil of fence
wire, an awkward weapon but the only
thing handy, and belabored the gnu,
yelling lustily for help. Then the
scatket dress got hooked, and torn?
from the native’s body. It folded over
Brush-Mamne’s eyes as he raised his
head, blinding him and making him
wild with shrinking terror.

Wiith a whistle from his nostrils he
started to run, the red cotton flapping
in a streamer from his horms. In about
a minute the dress fell off to the
geound, but Brush-Mane kept going on
aeress the arid veldt. Behind him the
Boer-Dutich farmer came running with
a gun; but Brush-Mame was far out of
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range by that time and bound for
somewhere in Bechuanalamd at frfity
miles an hour!

Life immediately became a dozen
times more difficult and dangerous.
Brush-Mame had acquired a deep-
seated hatred of cows and human
beings alike, so went as far from them
as he could. It is wild and desolate
veldt along the Nosob River; but the
ghu had to stay within a day's journey
of that stream as it woeund about the
border of the Kalahami. Thete was
fio water at all elsewhefe, and all wild
life frem llens t6 herens te croeedlles
depended Hpen it:

His first rutting seasom had come,
and Brush-Mame sought his own kind,
He found them, too; but that was ali
the good it did him. Gnus, with the
little zebras they protect, form closed
corporations and do not admit out-
siders, even of their own species, un-
less that one can force his way in.*

RUSH-MANE scented a kitamp
one day, and sought it out in a
lush bottom where his sharp

hoofs sank fetlock deep. Some sixteen
gnus and half a dozen zebras were
there, grazing peaceably; but at flirst
sight of the stranger every head came
up. The old males snorted and
switched their tails. Four of them
came forward, ready to take turns at
combat with this yeung bull; but ene
was to be quite enough.

The newcomer came right toward
the band of gnus, confident and a little

* Cagrioain Shallyy Hesis, the Britiish nateralist who tmade a spedinl study of gnus and fike
quezer pratedtive instinet thay hawve towsed zebras, giuss the follawigg pickiee of this compmct

orgaiizgition :

“ . am oulypowmed carauan, partiauberjy the canss cousrad wagams;, often made (kieom

.

in bright moeowlight often a kieompp of gnas. wikh the zebeas timid)y hiding in

the cember of the comppact square, wondd appmoedch osr biueuac, wiheee the anintads wandd stand
far homss in the samie posittéon, staning williily, lashing thair dank flamks and utkaring harsh seands
likz the craskigg of immense frags. [f anyome tried to appvacch, the horwad heads of males amd
famtdes alike came down, with the same pracidéon shown by ramks of Grenadier Guards with

bayoueted riftesp’
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arrogant. At the first snorting chal-
lenge offered by an-old bull, he dropped
his head and charged. A, but he was
to learn a humiliating lesson; with his
own horns half the weight and half
the length of the horns of the old he-
one, Brush-Mame was at a tremendous
disadvantage.

There came that crashing impact,
and a squeal of surprise and pain from
Brush-Mane. He was lifted, hurled
backward and sidewise to the soft
ground; and two deep slashes in his
neck and cheek ran red. He had not
as much as scratched the old man of
the klewmpp, who stood there, smorting
rather disgustedly while he waited for
the newcornher to scramble up and con-
tinue the fijdht.

The other three bulls stood around,
champing, snorting, and impatient to
show their own abilities. But against
their own kind gnus observe a code of
rules, apparently. Omly one fights at
a time against an intruder; and even
this one does not employ the sharp
forefeet the way stallions do. When
a combatant goes to the ground the
ghu seoring the knockdowm patiently
waiits, quite as though some referee
were kneeling there, raising his arm
and. lewering it te mark the seconds.

Not that Brush-Mame needed many
seconds. He scrambled up and
charged, only to be bowled over a sec-
ond time, and then a third. That was
enough. He got up agaim, bleeding
and’ groggy, all the arrogamce knocked
out of him—for this time. It was a
lesson he was going to have to repeat
several times this second year of his
life; but for the time being he was
guite satisfied. He turned tail and
went from there, snorting reproach.

You could almest hear him say,
“ Parn it, all 1 wanted to do was join
you!” There doubtiess had been some
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ideas of leadership in his mind, also,
but he had forgetten-them. He wan-
dered away to sulk and let his wounds
heal.

To carnivora that smell of blood on
the air of the river bottom was about
the same thing as an invitation to ice
cream and cake to human youths. A
crocodile pushed his ugly sneut a yard
further out of the mud, and half-
opened his yellow eyes. A quarter
mile away a tawny yellow beast, a full
grown lion, swung about and.suddenly
bounded in the direction of the alluf-
ing seent... .

Life or death came in. split-seconds
then. The lion stalked upwind, and
Brush-Mame was unwarmed: until the
long yellow body suddenly arched over
a low bush, paws extended for the kill-
ing stroke meant to break his back.

By sheer luck—amd luck an animal
of the wild. must have as long as it is
to hve—Bmush-Mane was just turning
to face in the direction of that bush,
else he would have been struck down
and crippled before he was aware of
danger. Being in luck for this time,
however, he seemed to rise in the air
without even taking time to tense his
muscles.

At the same moment he flung him-
self sidewise, turning end for end in
the air. Whhen he lit:again he was run-
ning—and at a sprint even the bounds
of a disappointed lion could not equal.
The gnu had a long strip.of hair and
hide torn free on his right fllank, where
the claws of the lion had rnissed the
backbome. But Brush-Mame was
through even with sulking now. He
fairly flew into the open desert where
he eeuld he alene, one living det i a
great glebe of sand and herizem and
sky. Heneeforth he would eome
wariy te the river for his daily drink,
and immediately depart

Ass—2
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“ Stifle heart amd feelings; seek fortune amd honor alevef®"—
such was the motto that drove indomitable men to

fight for Tesam indi¢remvdience

¢ Silence him,

Bowie Knife

By H. BEDFORD-JONES

LEADING UP TO THIS INSTALLMENT

E night that Hugh Kenly accidentally
killed a man in the Hotel Beausejour in

New Orleans, little did he realize that he had
fought and subdued the well-known Jim Bowie.
Because of killing Bowie, Kenly has to alter his
plans of proceeding to Texas to help fight for
the freedom of that territory.

After the fight, Senorita Conchita, whem Kenly
had befriended at the hotel, takes him to the
house of Captain Don Redrige, whe offers Kenly
an officership and other honers, if he will fight

Wesoomlr™

in behalf of Mexico. So Hugh sails off on a ship
with the captain bound for San Blas. On aswiv-
ing there the party proceeds to Goliad, on the
San Antonio, the second largest fortress in Texas,

A party of Texans and Comanche Indians at-
tack the party, but they are allowed to go on
unharmed upon giving Bowie’s knife (which has
been in Kenly's possession ever since the brawl in
New Orleans) as a present to Red Wolf, a chief
of the Comanches.

Matt Devore, a cunning trickster, proposes to
Kenly that they leave immediately to strike out
for the fabulously rich San Saba mines. Kenly
refuses and incurs Devore’s enmity, who tries to
kill him when they reach San Antonio. Kenly's
nose i3 broken by the recoil of the butt of his
gun during the encounter with Devore. He is
attended by the sister of the faithful Pable.

Kenly is summoned before a tribunal composed
of Santa Anna and General Cos. He is given the
choice of either going to Mexico City as a pris-
oner or of leading an expedition to the San Saba

This story began in the AFgosy (of Oetober S
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mines. Kenly chooses the latter. He is out-
fitted with a small band of followers and sufficient
supplies. Josefa is-a member of the party. Just
as Kenly is trying to decide whether or not he
will try to make his way out.of Mexico and take
Josefa with him, none other than the supposedly
dead Jim Bowie makes his appearance and con-
fronts themn!

Kenly tries to explain about that night at the
hotel, but Bowie does not trust him. Because of
Josefa’s intervention, Bowie decides to. let him
go. Returning to Bejar, General Cos claps him
into jail; and he has as a cellmate Matt Devore,

Some time later, the Texans attack the town
Meanwihile ‘Devore knocks over a guard entering
the cell. The guard turns out to be Josefa in
men's clothes. Devore escapes, while Kenly and
Josefa are left behind trying to find a way out
of the prison.

CHAPTER XII (Continned)).

BOWIE'S PLAN.

TLENCE again, and despondency that
gripped him. Lower, ever lower;
when the lowest point was reached,

another yet farther down appeared. Bowie
and those others must have awaited him
in vain, thought him surely traitor now.
All the girl's work in vain. All Pablo's
risk in vain. What devil of a curse lay
upon him? He gritted his teeth in the
darkness. Win! He would win despite
all the devils!

Josefa had fallen into slumber. So piti-
fully frail and lovely! He gently lowered
her upon the blankets, stirred stiffly aside,
covered her over. What the -devil would
be the outcome of all this? The regular
sentry must return soon. At least he would
let the girl out; he was not unfriendly. At
thought of Devore, Kenly’s fists clenched.

Suddenly he swung around, incredulous.
Yes, it came again. Not from the en-
trance, but from the other, the hitherto
closed door. A rasping scrape of bolts,
penetrating thinly. Then the door swung;
the prison room flickered to the smoky
flare of a torch held above the threshold.

Kenly blinked, astounded, at a group of
faces there. A background of swarthy
men, the torch-holder and other privates.
In the opening an officer. ‘And the fore-
most figure, cloaked and-hooded, yet still
brightly gleamimg—Dona Maria. And to
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his utter astonishment, her first words were
fair, friendly, as Kenly involuntarily
lurched forward to hide with his body the
room's secret. %

“ Come, my Hugo—you are freel! The
general wishes no more of you; so off you
go to the Tejanos, who are breaking camp
and marching off. As for that other, in
here with you, he stays. Come alamrgi™

Kenly came closer to her, scowling,
doubting. The room wavered with ‘shad-
ows. His own shadow and that of tbe
doorway obscured the pallet where Josefa
lay; thank heaven the torch had produced
him first to sight!

“ What'’s all this?" he demanded. “ Some
trick of yours®”

Dona Maria stamped her foot; but her
smile was radiant, dazzling.

“NNp, no! See, I am come to make
amends to you for everything, Hugo, You
are to leave Bejar; you can do less harm
outside than in. Come along, tlnem!!™

What to believe? Josefa had not stirred;
Kenly’s brain raced on the thought. He
must go, leave her umdiscovenedi—she
would be released by the guard. He must
go, before this she-devil knew the girl's
presence.

He stepped on, across the threshold. At
this, the torch must have cast a wider flare
into ‘the room,

“ Semto Dios! That—look thene—it is
she, the little hussy! It is sle!™

The voice of Dona Maria choked upon
surging passion. In brief silence, punctu-
ated by her rapid breathing, by the niibald
murmurs of her escort, Josefa sat up, rose,
stood there blinking at them all. Then
again rose the tones of Dona Maria, now
sharpened upon a high, shrill note of rage.

‘“Ah, you are indeed a soldadera, a
camp follower—Mhere with your man, eh?
A husband for you, said EV Presidyrse; ha,
one is found alieariyy="

Kenly whirled on her.
keep your tongue off her!

*“ Silence him, Leom”™

Kenly was seized. Briefly, before he
could struggle, hands gripped his arms, a
muzzle of a pistol touched his cheek,

* Damn you,
She is—"
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“ However you got in here—here you
stay,” went on Dona Maria. “ One of you,
try that other door. Locked? Right.
Look, they have been wltittling at itt—ha!
Trey to break these doors, hussy, all you

wish! Where’s the other man? Gone?
Look into all this, Leon. Well, hussy?
Have you anything to say?”

Josefa looked at her calmly, and her
calm words went deep.

“You are too low for me to see, wo-
man.”

“So?"” Dona Maria checked impulsive
movement and smiled thinly. “ You see
Don Hugo departing with me, little one.
He has come to a good friend now, one
who can help him, and who is making
ready a great future for him. Sleep well,
my solddadena—"

Kenly broke into sudden convulsive
movement. By dint of foot and fist he
almost won free to spring back into the
room. But he was hedged about by bodies,
grappling hands pinioned him against the
wall, force of sheer weight held him help-
less while the door was slammed and the
bolts shot home. Josefa was left to the
darkness.

Kenly yielded to pressure, ceased to Fre-
sist, let himself be shoved along down a
hall. This hall opened into the night of
the outer air. The torch was extinguished.
A heavy, misty night with brooding rain
again in the air.

The guarding hands fell away. At a
word from the officer, Leon, the men drew
back, rimming the darkmess, but beyend
earshot. Kenly found himseif alone with
the officer and Dona Maria, who spoke low
but vehemently, her hand at his arm,

“ Come, my Hugo; no pretense between
us. Let us cast off the cloak, eh? Yeou do
not love me; but Leon, here, does love me.
We have need of you. You want the girl
in there? Good; you shall have her as
yout price.”

“ Still selling her, are you?"
voice was hard as steel.

« Bah! This is to your own geoed and
hers. It is you and I and Leon this night.
You must reach the Texans before they

Kenly's
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have all marched away. Tell them that
at dawn General Cos is marching out te
scatter what remains of them. But first,
at midnight tonight, after the ball that is
taking place in the Veramendi house, he
goes out with his staff to the Alamo. You
comprehend? At midnight. And 1—I
hate him! And Leon hates him.”

She hurried on, suppressed fury in her
voice. No acting now.

“ Tell those Texans to come down and
hide among the trees where the road to
the Alamo crosses it. You will find them
out at the old mill, on the river; easy to
find. Tell them he will be with his staff,
no one else. There is no danger, you com-
prehend. They can easily take him and
the others, When they have him, they
have Bejar; you’ll be free man here, the
girl will be yours—you see? Forgive me
for all the past, my Hugo. The future is
born anew tonight, at mvidimiehe.”

ASSTONISHMENT swept Kenly, and
suspicion; yet he could feel in his
heart that she spoke the truth now,

if ever.

The three of them stood close against
the entrance. At one side a lantern burned
hanging on a hook in the wall. Unseen at
first, its gleam had crept gradually upon
them. One could see a little now.

Kenly felt the spell of her personality
upon him. Traitress? Yes; but the Texan
camp beckoned. Queer that she, and Josefa
before her, should have picked on the same
spot! Yet this plan was by far the better,
as Kealy saw instantly. The Alame was
almost part of the city. The Texans were
breaking camp, disbanding. Cos wetld
never dream of any danger. No gquestien
now of Kenly seizing him—but of friffes
speaking from the midnight darkness, of
men leaping forth, of assault and death.
And she, the traitress—well, that was net
his affalr. He gquivered to the swift urge
of it all. Ces had flung her aslde like an
old gleve, en? And this weuld be her an-
swer. Fer Texas!

Yet suspicion still jogged him somehow.
He glanced at the officer, Leon. A most
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urbane fellow, this, sleekly :dark, silent, @
4aint smile touching his lips; a smile, court-
eous but equivocal, twitching beneath the
black mustache.

“ Suppose,” said Kenly, ¢ that Bowie or
the others won't trust mep”

“But they will." Her voice was urgent,
persuasive. -“Hile, or any of the.leaders,
need only be there with their men; they
will see. It is your chance to make peace
with -them, Hugo. And for me. revenge
upon him; ah, how he has treated mell*
She -trembled with a rush of :passion. “ For
you, the girl yonder, kept safe. I dared
not let her suspect anything; it is just the
three of us. And for Leon—myself. The
two thousand pesos that the Tejanos have
Gifired for General Cos? Keep them.
Yours, Don Hugo. Yes?”

“@x course,” said Kenly.

He saw the officer, Leon, lift hand te
mustache, .turn.-slightly -in the light, as
though this were some signal. Dona Maria
swung around, laughing,

“Leon! You will take the senor through
tewn, pass him through the semtries”"

“ But yes, assuredily,” returned Leon, in
silky voice. “ Just one little formality
first, mi querida. We must see General
Cos.”

“Wthat!*

The word burst from her. Then, for a
brief instant, she devoured Leon with her
blazing eyes, comprehended his slow smile,
was aware of the soldiers silently elosing
in upon them all. She flung them a glance,
startled, looked again at the officer,

“Leon! What do you meam?" She
stood surcharged with rage, chagrin, dis-
may, her emotions warring for utterance.
“QOh! You—you judas! ¥You said yeu
would die for mme—"

“MNw, no; for love, my dong,” said the
officer purringly. “ For love, yes, but for
you—mo! When I die, then I die for Mex-
ico. You thought I'd sell my honor by
betraying my general? ‘Bah! Cos knows
all .about. your treachery—uatiher, suspects
it, - Come, semor,” and he gave Kenly a
sudden sharp leok. * Resistance will be of
Re use. ‘Genera] Cos is expecting us; it is
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not far. Corporal! Look to this womam.”

Kenly, at first stupefied, still had no
words, no voice. It was not his affair; be
was watching a frightful struggle end here
in the obscurity, a struggle of this woman
who had no heart, no conscience, against
the tentacles which had enveloped her.
General -Cos was dominant over everything.
He himself had run into & blind alley; -the
dice had again fallen wrong. What, now,
of Josefa? Well, she would not suffer.

There was no outcry; under the lantern,
Dona Maria showed -white-as-death, silent.
She was desperate, gathering force, seeking
with agile brain some outlet.

* Watch her, corpanall’”

The corporal saluted, at her elbow, his
men ready. Contemptuously, Dona Maria
gathered -cloak about hips; the sunlight
was gone out of her face; she was old, un-
lovely, blotched with suppressed fury. Yet
she still tried to extricate herself.

“1, to acorporal? You compliment me.
Leon! Listen to me. It was a trap for
this fool of an Americano. ‘Once you de-
parted-with him, I meant to fly-to the gen-
eral, tell him all, have this fool shot quick-
ly as he -deserved, the Texams trapped as
they waited by the creelk—I demand that
you take me to the general! -Let him hear
my stiomy!™

The sleek officer shrugged, amusedly,

“ Blow north, blow south; what matter?
Talk to him? Never fear; he's ready for
you, my girl. Thought you’d ruin me like
many another, - eh? God knows where
your lies end and truth begins; I care not.
SoldadosY Surround them.. Leok out for
her knife; if she pulls it, tie her up. For-
ward!”

The route lay.to the Veramendi house.

WA T was still early. - Later, music and
. dancing, a ball, gay uniforms and love-
ly or unlovely women—but now, busi-
ness. General Cos was in his -headquar-
ters,

The officer, Leon, marched in his exhibit
and saluted with.a brisk word. “II have
done -as the :general -directed. She was
sending-him to the Tejanos to tell them of
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your going to the Alamo at mmidimigjitt—to
have them await you at the river.” Curt
and brief, expressing everything; treachery
of the woman, willingness of the prisoner,
trust of the general in himself. A man of
parts, this Leon.

But not for him were Kenly’s eyes. Not
for the gold-laced general, smiling with
slow craft and tfiumph; but for the other
man sitting there at the table—the olive
cheeks, the thin nose and full lips, the up-
turned mustache, the air of cool dignity,
the eyes staring at them in appraisal, in

recognition. From Dona Maria burst a
word.
“ Rodrigo! Don Radnigpd*

General Cos stirred, took over the situa-
tion. He motioned Leon, told him to wait.
He leaned back, surveyed Kenly with a
quizzical smile and a nod, and had the air
of complacent satisfaction. Dona Maria
stamped her foot.

“Well? I can explain all this, my gen-
eral. This silly Leom—"

“Is a shrewd fellow, my dear,” cut in
Cos, smiling.

“1 am tired.” She affected a bold play
now. “Am I a prisoner or a lady, to be
treated as such? When I had arranged to
put the Texan leaders into your hamdss—"

“ Your pardon; you may, of course, sit
down. In any case, you’re destined to
have a long rest,” and Cos broke into slow
laugbter. " As for you, Semor Ameri-
cano—"'

“ That girl was in his cell, Exeellenny;*
said the officer. Leon: as the general
paused. “ The one—ah, you comprehend,
my gemeral.”

“So? There are too many women in
our affairs,” observed Cos musingly.
“ They meddle; they should leave it to the
priest to say mass. Come, my honest
Americano, my lieutemzmti—for you are
lieutenant still. You have a certain cour-
age; damte, but you're a caballero! You
see,” and his volee fell upon the room
amused, unhurrled. * I know everything.
Twe errands you were offered this safme
fnight, eR? Yoeu, in the uniferm of Mexies,
t6 captufe me; you, in that same uniferm,
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to post the rebels to catch me—tut, tut!
And yet, I clapped you into a cell, that is
quite true.”

“Will you listen to me?” imtervened
Dona Maria. Cos gave her one look.

“ Shut up. Speak once more before you
are addressed, and you'll be taken out by
this officer and confined.” His gaze came
back to Kenly. * You're not hanging to
a tree, or facing a squad of riflees—why?
Because you spoke as you did, the last
time you stood here, For one reason at
least. For another, you have a friend.
But you'te a dangerous guest. I shall dis-
pese of you.”

“ The choice seems to be yours,” Kenly
replied coolly. “ But you'll kindly under-
stand that I'm no spy, and that I did not
desert under fiies”

“1 understand more than you tihiiik ™
retorted the general. ‘“All you Ameri-
canos and Tejanos seem to think that we
of Spanish blood are fools. Welll Your
cellmate, who broke prison this evening,
is captured; he goes to hard labor until it
pleases me to shoot him. You know Cap-
tain Estramadura, I beli@we’

Kenly’s gaze flickered to Don Rodrigo,
whose steady countenance expressed noth-
ing.

“1 have that honor,” said Kenly, half
ironically.

“ So. Our good captain is going to Mex-
ico to find E! Presidemte,; he will be glad
of your company. I shall be glad to do
without it. Your business goes to His Ex-
cellency, and you with it, and the whole
cursed affair, Hal What is thad?”

The air of the room shuddered. There
was a sudden roar, then another; cannon,
A crackling of rifles, shrill yells. The clam-
or swelled as an aide plunged into the
room with hasty salute,

“Wly generall The Tejanos have not
marched away. They are attacking the
street Iyawmitzdbss—"

General Cos came to his feet.

“ Captain Estramadura, get out of here
at once; you and Lieutenant Leon take this
Americano with you. If he resists, shoot
him, Lieutenant Leon! See that ¢he
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horses are supplied, and all else. When
they have departed, report to nwe”

He hurried from.the room, calling sharp
orders to his aides. Kenly turned, met, the
gaze of Don Rodrigo, who had risen and
was . tapping @ pistol-butt. Dona Maria
badspoken wildly, but Don Rodrigo paid
her no attention.

“Well?” His gaze was fastened on
Kenly. ‘“Do we go as friends or as ene-
mies?”

“ Have it your own way,” rejoined Ken-
ly, Don Rodrigo suddenly.smiled, and’ ex-
tended his hand.

“ Come, then, caballero—come! Devil
take me, but we've riding. ahead:of us and
the tattoo of hell at our heedsl’™

And the Texan rifles, the cannon at the
barricades, made answer. Ben Milam was
there in the night, with death and victory
and:eternal glory. awaiting him.

But for Kenly—ssomething else, as the
dice of destiny fell and clattered.

CHAPTER XIIIL
FORCED . MARCHES,

"B HHE outer premises of the Veramendi
house were in tremendous confusion,
with messengers hurrying, officers

darting about, the shout of orders and-a
babel of voices from the nearby streets.

The eastern sky in the:direction of the
Alamo was fiitfully illumined by the red
thunders of cannon. At right angles, or
te the northward,.and so close as to be in
the very town, sounded the cheers and
eraecking rifles of the attack; to these the
muskets of the defense made reply. Kenly
knew that much time must have, passed,
there iR the stately mansion—much time,
few werds. Midnight had crept on toward
fRefning, theugh as yet the dawn was far
distant.

As he was hastily trotted along, there
came a whistle and shrill of grape and
balls in the air overhead. The streets were
filled- with figures, with voices,

“ But they are devils, these Tejamesi™

% They are attacking the Garza house
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now; They will be here next, if they are
not stmppeett”

“ Did ‘'you see that poor. soldier with his
eyes shot outt—"

‘“Ha!” said Don Rodrigo calmly to the
lieutenant, “ A wild night, it appears.”

‘“"And a wilder day ahead,” replied Leon
with a short laugh. *“Until we can put
the guns and the cavalry ta. work with
morning, at least. Then youll see these
ruffians swept away. Damn these cholo
soldiers of ours]’

The word stabbed -at Kenly. The cholo
soldiery, halfbreed and criminal conscripts,
were bad enough inside. Outside, the Tex-
ams, who. must, be fighting from Hhouse to
house, from barricade to harricade; and
Josefa in the midst, there in Zambrano
Row. It was like a twist of steel in his
brain:

Abruptly, without a word, he swerved
in his step, burst through the men around
him, flung himself in the other direction.
Instantly - forms dlesed in. - Kenly fought
them aside, savage fist and boot making
play—umtiil a pistol-butt thudded against
his skull, dazing him. They had him then,
held him quivering, cursing.

*“ Come, semor!” Don Rodrigo spoke
at his ear, sternly. ' Have some sense.
If one. side doesn't shoot you, the other
will. What is it? A woman, perhaps?”

“ It is sher—in- there,” panted Kenly, his
brain reverting to mormal,

“ Well, she is safe, 1 promise you. Now,
there is haste; must I tie you or not?”

i« No.,h

With this half-promise, Don Rodrigo
was satisfied. Again Kenly was thrust
aleng hurriedly, prisoner none the less.
The detour from the Veramendi house end-
ed at a group- of soldiers in waiting; dra-
goons, - these,

Kenly climbed into a saddle as ordered.
His feet, once in the-stirrups, were linked
by a rawhide thong passed. under the belly
of the horse. He made no protest. A
thick cloak was tossed him and he fastened
it about his neck. Something very like a
stupor. of - despair was upon him.

An * Adios” for the lieutenant, hasty
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mounting, and with the reins of his horse
taken by a soldier, Kenly felt the animal
heave up and away with the others.

They went at speed, rattling through a
crooked street, swerving into the main
plaza, skirting dark San Fernando church
and crossing, breakneck, the Military
Plaza. Here firefly lights swarmed in
scurrying alarm amid the murk, and con-
fusion echoed back trebly from stone walls.
Out of the Plaza now, and thundering over
a bridge of San Pedro creek. ‘Then, with
abrupt turn and unslackened rein, the party
gained the open country beyond and the
road winding in the darkness.

The clamor of combat behind had less-
ened. To Kenly’s sense of locality, they
were striking to the southward, the hooves
thudding sharply on the road. Presently
Don Rodrigo dropped back to ride at Ken-
ly’s knee.

“You are yourself again? Forgive me
that tap with the pistal.”

Kenly’s futile anger mounted, and ebbed
again.

* Where are we going, tien?’”

“ My despatches are for Santa Anna, at
Monclova.”

“ Where is tett?"

“ A hundred and fiifty leagues, and more.
First to Laredo at the Rio Grande, then
on into the souti.”

“ And I?" queried Kenly bitterly.

“You, like the despatches, are for His
Excellency."”

* At Momndiwowe”*

“ Quien suhe?” evaded the other wiith
careless tone. “I am on duty there, at
least; we shall wait and see.” And with
this, Don Rodrigo spurred ahead once
more.

Four hundred miles, then; and at the
end of such journey—what? * Your busi-
ness goes to His Excellency,” had said Cos,
which might mean much or little. In the
meantime there was fighting in Bejar, and
a Jim Bowie yet to be satisfied with expla-
nations. Kenly rippled with low-voiced
curses. Every way a crooked way, no path
before him straight and true, everywhere
frustration!
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The party swept on at steady gallop,
splashing through streams, keeping gcod
pace as though anxious to leave behind any
chance of marauding Texans. Kenly nod-
ded in the saddle, thankful that he had the
cloak; the December air was raw and chill,

Between naps his thoughts dwelt curi-
ously on Don Rodrigo, The captain
seemed friendly enough, but this spelled
little of definite consolation. How would
this friendliness be directed in shaping his
future? Kenly had rather take his chances
in Bejar than in Mexico with Santa Anna.

KY and earth at last brightened with
the dawn. The morning breeze fliitted
cold out of a wide desert overhung by

a pale sky. Halt was made to loosen gir-
dles, breathe and rest the horses, and
munch upon ration breakfast. Of San An-
tonio, the north was empty; not even a
film of smoke rose there.

Don Rodrigo joined Kenly, sitting be-
side him, sharing food and water.

“ I regret the things that have happened
to you,” he proffered after a bit. “ Still,
that rascally American and Dona Maria
are accounted for; I think you've come off
better than they. She was behind much
of what took place. A devious woman,
that, spurred by hatred and jealousy into
hot folly, and trying vainly to act as the
power behind the throne. Bah! She
wasn't made for the part. The despatches
I bear for El Presidemtz will speak of you,
among other things.”

‘“ No doulbt,” Kenly sarcastically replied.
He could not understand this man, these
people of alien race and blood. He could
not fathom their ways, their easy, unhur-
ried actions. Americans would have had
that silver mine found and gripped long
ere this, yet they dallied, hung fire, pro-
crastinated. True, the revolution was
largely responsible for this. None the less,
the difference remained.

“ Cos said that I had a friemd,” Kenly

observed. “ Who is it
Don Rodrigo laughed in his silky
fashion,

“It may be himself, for one. You're
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the kind of man to please him; he ha8 the
heart of a soldier, at least. Or—it may
be this Captain Estramadura to whom you
speak. Why not? Again, it may even
be Bl Presidente. He knows by this time
that you risked all to rescue that girl from
the Indian—she was not sent with his
knowledge, you see. ‘He is interested in
her, very defimitilly.”

“ He can spare- his interest,” smapped
Kenly.

“$So?” The other studied him reflec-
tively for a moment. “I advise you to let
him manage that affair; you have enough
to settle. I.begin to understand, and I
offer you the warning of a friend. Lieu-
tenant Leon mentioned the girl having been
in the carcel with you. And your break
for freedomn—so that was it?”

“Yes,” Kenly replied blumtly.

“ Well, nothing of all this to Santa Anna
—upon your life!” cautioned Don Rodrigo
gravely. “ Stifle heart and feelings; seek
fortune and honor alone. That’s the mot-
to these days. And truly, this trip may
mean much to you. How'd you like to
ride with me to find the San Saba silver?
I've requested the favor.”

“ The silver be damned," said Kenily.

“ Oh, assuredily; just the same, it awaits
us. I'm quite honest about it, amigo, but
I'm only a captain. General Cos has
plans; so has the president. As for Bowie,
he's a rebel with a price on his head, and
the silver’s lost to him. The mines are for
Mexico."”

“ Or for Texas,” said Kenly significamtly.

Don Rodrigo, smiling, caressed his
mustache.

“Texas? That is a name, no wmore.
This insurrection, by rough men who wish
to make their own state laws, will soon be
put down; even if not, Texas would stili
be part of Mexico. However, these rebels
will soon be destroyed.” Don Rodrigo
came to his feet. “ We must go. I am
responsible for you, seror. A little farther
on, I shall let you ride freely, as a friend;
for the moment, I take no chances.”

“ That suits me,” said Kenly.
Gther shrugged.

The

KNIFE 137

“ You’ll not want to run for it when you
see this desolate country. And whither
would you run—to Bejar? By this time
the rebels there- have been cut to pieces.
Theylt be destroyed without mercy. Then,
with all northern Mexico pacified, you and
I will enjoy our little treasure hunt. Well,
see you later,” and the captain gayly strode
away.

The party resumed the southward road.
Kenly, a little enlightened by this conver-
sation, began to glimpse fresh hope. The
magic of a few words opened to him a new
vista, unguessed possibilities. That Don
Rodrigo was really friendly, had really put
in a good word for him, that General Cos
himself was not hostile, could be credited.
The silver? Why not, if Bowie lost claim
to it?. He had tried to make his peace
with Jim Bowie and had failed; indeed,
Bowie must now be more bitter than ever
against him. But this could not be helped.

ERHAPS Don Rodrigo’s proposition

was the best way out after all. With

Texas and the Mexican government
reconciled by fprce of arms, with Bowie
out of it, with Santa Anna gone into the
south again, with himself emplisyedi—

What of Josefa, then? What of pros-
perity, happiness? What were these dark
hints of Santa Anna’s interest in that girl?
Oh, intolerable! Kenly thrust it all aside
from his brain. Here was the journey
ahead; take it, and forget all else.

The captain’s warning had been well
based, as he could perceive. A desolate
land, this; a bleak, bare, sterile, windy
country. Desert stretches extending from
lonely river to lonely river, as futile, empty,
hopeless, as his own heart,

The days fell behind with unending
miles and blank horizons.

Kenly- was no longer tethered, was no
longer a prisoner; his relations were on a
most friendly footing with Don Rodrigo.
He grew to admire and respect the man.

The pace had been reduced to conserve
the flagging beasts. The jomandes, or daily
journeys, were regulated by the forage and
the water. The men talked and jested,
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with frequent speculation. as to- what: had
takien place back there at Bejar. The Te-
janes who had not been shot or capturedi—
which was the same thing—would still be
running. And when General Don Antonio
Lopez de Santa Anna came in person, with
the picked troops of Mexico—eh, Pedro?
Cavamba/

He might make himself president of
North Americal

Sense of time or place was lost in lone-
liness and vast- horizons, until at last grew
the town called Laredo. Here, beside the
Rio Grande; a forsaken, ugly adobe vil-
lage which seemed to be a gathering place
for brawdlers, smugglers, bravos and army
deserters. Wretched quarters, while the
dragoons swaggered and made merry. Stop
was-fiade for two days, to recrult saddle
animals and rest weary museles, and then
en again fer Meneleva. Flfty leagues
fAere, new of werse desert than ever, rugged
and hard en man and beasts:

Late in the afternoon of the second day
from Laredo, a dot came rapidly enlarg-
ing on the back trail. A rider with a led
horse; a single rider spurring, belly to
earth, coming on as if the devil pursued.

“ A courier who spares no Ihonseffeshi!”

ejaculated Don Rodrigo. “ Diamtirel/ Here
comes news, then.” He swung his mount
aoross the trail. “ Halt; you! What
haste?”

The rider was a sergeant, red of lids and
grimy of skin. He threw. his horse to its
haunches, the second animal swerving and
recoiling.

“To E! Presrdlemts,” gasped the sergeant

“ Wielento extreordindrio — special courier
at all speed. I will change. Bear a hand
with the saddle, one of you.”

He tumbled off, while two of the dra-
goons came to change the saddle from one
sweated animal to the other.

“Wimt news? Out with it!” snapped
Doa Rodrigo,

" Bad, senor capitan. The accursed Te-
janos have taken Bejar.”

“ What?” The word. burst from Don
Rodrigo, was echoed by the dragoons.

“True enocugh,” asserted the courier.
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“TFhey fought like devils. They burrowed
like rats. From house to house, from room
to room, right through Zambrano Row.”

The word : hit Kenly. He: listened, in-
tent, while the sergeant swigged a little
water and then went on.

“ They drove us all. Artillery? They
bad none; their rifles were deadly. They
moved untouched amid cannon fire, and we
died. Cos surrendered from.the Alame, on
terms. Clear the road! I go. Adiast”

He was into the saddle again, with a
groan and a curse. His mount. leapedi:to
the spur; the second horse lunged to the
jerk of the neck-rope.

“ Go then with God,” called Don Ro-
drigo, “ or with the devil.”

He swung his horse, ordered his men
into file, rode at Kemly’s. stirrup.

“HBgjar taken! It is incredible. .1It.is
past belief,” he murmured, stunned by the
news. “ When E! Presidentte hears of this,
I should hate to be General Cos.”

For the remainder of the road to Mon-
clova he was moody, his Spanish pride
piqued, his soldier's pride mortified. In
Kenly’s brain there re-echoed: the words:
% Zambrano Row.” An ill place that, for
Josefa, with the Texans and the soldiers
at grips! But Den Redrigo had: declared
she was In safety. She had been released
from that eell. In ecase of the worst, she
weuld have seen Jim Bowie.

O, finally, the wastes of sand and rocks

and scattered chaparral gave space

for Monclova. Its fiat-roofed stone
and adobe buildings clustered on the ho-
rizon, then drew apart as though to wel-
come them.

“ Here we rest,” announced Don Ro-
drigo to Kenly. “ My despatches will be
forwarded, if- Santa Anna is not-here. You
and I await him. Thank heaven it's not
that vile Laredo! This is-a place of some
comfort.”

The old presidio of Monclova was heavi-
ly garrisoned anew, grimy with the dust-
clouds of provision trains atid baggage
wagons and' marching men. Troops were
in waiting. All was bustle and excitement,
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and ever the word was Santa Anna. El
Presidemtz was coming from the south with
his army. A great army, mustered from
afar, for Bejar; to take Bejar as one would
pinch a candle, to send the Texan rebels
scuttling for their holes. What would
they, a scant few hundred, do against this
great army of Mexico led by Santa Anna
himself? One would see, there in the
north!

This talk, boast and threat and jubila-
tion, in street and dram shop and garri-
son, dinned upon Kenly’s ears. A Legion
of Honor had been created—silwer crosses
for the lucky privates who won it in Texas,
gold crosses for officers,

The choicest regiments of dragoons were
on the march. His Excellency had a great
golden coach—and so it ran, rumor and
story running rife.

And His Excellency came. Aides gal-
loped into town with the news. Streets
began to boil, rooftops began to crowd with
faces. Flags blew out, colors of white,
red and green hung fair. The long dust-
haze drew in from the south, the dust
hanging over the glinting bayonets and
lance-tips. Five thousand, six thousand,
ten thousand men—who could say? Then
the golden coach indeed, girded by a daz-
zling cavalcade of officers, prancing through
the erazed streets for the presidio quarters,

“ Wiva Mlexico!! Wiva Senta Aunml
Vive E! Prestidentt”

It was next morning when Don Rodrigo,
accoutered at his best, strode into the reom
Kenly occupied, with click of busy heels
and brisk announcement.

“ His Excellency will receive us at once,

amigo. The aide says he's in great good
humor; it augurs well. Come alongj!”
So Destiny rang the bell. Kenly

shrugged, spruced up the shabby rags of
his uniform, and accompanied the other.

Santa Anna, naturally, occupied the best
house in town. Ceremony was required
here; the personal staff alone formed a
small army. But Santa Anna saw fit to
receive them alone, in his headquarters
office. The escorting aide withdrew, the
door closed.
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El Presidemte was seated at a table
strewn with papers; a sheaf of documents
was before him, under his eyes and fingers.
His rather slight figure was held wpright
by the close uniform that stiffly trussed
him to the ears,

A very war lord, he, all ablaze with gold
lace, epaulets, decorations.

His manner was gracious, extremely so;
yet Kenly instantly sensed a thrill of dan-
ger in the air. In the deliberate smile
which almost disarmed him, in the bright
flickeniing eyes, in the studied poise, lay
peril intangible,

Santa Anna could be most charming.
Now his smile, his address to Kenly,
matched with words that were almost jocu-
lar.

After the first salutations he ignored
Don Rodrigo and bent his entire smiling
attention upon the American.

“ Ah, the valiant recruit officer with the
flat nose. Come, I hear serious things
about you, charges of desertion, of spying!
What have you to say to them?”

There was only one response to make.

“ That they are false, Excellemayy.™

“Indeed? And yet the papers speak
for themselves.” Santa Anna mused, then
looked up with quicker utterance. * You
conspired against the person of General
Cos?”

“ Well, why not?” rejoined Kenly blunt-
ly. “ He used his power against mv per-
son.”

The quick black eyes narrowed.

“1 see you are bold. Very well; it is a
great pity your conspiracy did not suc-
ceed; we could have spared that gentle-
man. A great pity!” Santa Anna swal-
lowed an onrush of bubbling emotion.
Kenly suddenly realized that he was facing
a volcano, a veritable volcano, merely sur-
face-cooked. This smile, this calm, were
all assumed. *“ Well, no matter about that,
These is”something else. You have, it ap-
pears, been made use of by others, and
net by my desires—no matter about that,
elthee. You are one of those men whe pes-
5ess a blundering destiny. 1s that not so7”

Kenly smiled. “ Destiny can be averted
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or conquered, Your Excellency, as you
bave yourself made manifest.”

OMENTARY gratification at the
compliment; it fled quickly. Again,
more harshly, Kenly could sense

danger lurking beneath the surface words.

“Let us see. General Cos is good
enough to suggest that as soon as these
Texan adventurers are crushed, you and
Captain Estramadura here should be sent
to locate and reopen those silver mines of
which you know. The previous expedition
did not, it seems, meet with a satisfactory
conclusion. Don Rodrigo, 1 understand,
proposes your company for him. You are
two men of a kind, and dependable. In
the meantime you are yourself to be de-
tained somewhere in the interior. How
does this appeal to you?”

Kenly groped his way blindly, the peril
closer, at his very elbow.

“ That might be feasihle,” he ventured.

“$So?” Santa Anna had been toying
with another paper. “1I have a letter here
from another source, one Dona Marig—
whom I think you know. Besides certain
appeals to me, she also favors me witha
bit of gossip.”

Suddenly, without warning, it was the
eruption. Santa Anna rose, hands clench-
ing the table edge, eyes swiftly ablaze; his
chair went, scraping. The steady, inscrut-
able smile had left his lips. They were
parted now for the flash of white wolf-
teeth and a flood of caustic words, snarling
Afid deadly.

“So! " In the very room with you, what?
Companion for the night; and you would
play the lover after I had myself arranged
for the girl! In the very room, the very
cell with you, in man's atiinee—"

“Who says a word against her, lies”
blared out Kenly, white to the lips. The
other glared at him.

“ Silence, or you'll be gagged,” ‘srapped
Santa Anna, and meant it. “I am no
weakling, Cos. You take too much to
yourself for having rescued the girl. This
business has gone far enough; as for Dona
Maria, I can well believe that her insinua-
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tions are lies. I remember that girl’s face.
I remember her. 1 have planned to marry
her upen reaching Bejar, And yow—you—"'

Marry her! The words brought silence
upon the room. Santa Anna was over his
quick outburst! He sank back into his
chair, contemplating Kenly with thought-
ful eyes. In the pause, Kenly caught the
rapid breathing of Don Rodrigo, beside
him. Then those dark, evil eyes kindled
with crafty amusement,

You, my fine Americano, shall be pres-
ent at the wedding; you shall then be shot.
You will die happy, knowing that the little
senotita is provided for.”

Kenly, tense, fists clenched, features
drawn, suddenly caught sight of a flltter
in the curtains behind Santa Anna’s chair.
Something moved theie. A glint of gold
lace, the glitter of eyes; an officer stationed
there with a pistol, his brain realized. He
kept a grip on himself,

“As for Cos and his recommenda-
tions—ah! " Santa Anna went-livid at the
name. He snarled again, erupted in -a
burst of objurgation. * That coward, that
sheep! To surrender fifteen hundred men
to a handful of ragged farmers! Trade his
honor for a parole not to fight again! Do
I take advice from such a soumw?”

His gaze lit upon Kenly again. With a
fierce impatience, he dismissed all pretense.

“ 1 thought he understood; you were not
to return from that silver hunt. Bah!
And now he admires your impudence, he
sends you to me. He admires you! Well,
I do not. You, Captain Estramadura, are
now responsible for this fellow. Take him
away; bring him to me at Bejar, or before
then if I order it. I hold you accountable
for him—your life shall answer for it if he
escapes. You comprehend? That is your
sole duty.”

Don Rodrigo saluted, a little white. He
knew when Santa Anna meant business.
The two were abruptly dismissed. Don
Rodrigo led Kenly to his own quarters in
black silence. Not until the door was
closed upon them did he speak.

*“In these rages, he is like a mmadimam,™
said Don Rodrigo, simply. He took -a
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chair, motioned Kenly to another, regard-
ed him fixedly. “ That damned Dona Ma-
ria has her finger in it again, eh? And E!
Presidnite jokes; these jokes of his are not
nice. A wedding guest and then the firing
squad; he means it. But wait till he fronts
Cos—tthem youll hear cursing! He's been
absolutely crazy abeut this girl, I hear;
he’s given orders regarding her. That ras-
eally aide of his, Munoz, has told me.”

“BBut the man’s marvied!” said Kenly
blankly. Don Rodrigo laughed.

“ Bah! He’s dictator of Mexico, and
his wife has grown tiresome to himm—he
takes up with any woman who eyes him.
This time it's serious. Munoz tells me
that orders have been sent Ces to bring
the girl to meet the army at Laredo. The
wedding will be at Bejar, en?”

BNLY scarcely heard. That wed-

ding—a very gift laid beside a bar-

ren traill So Santa Anna would
joke with death and dishonor? Goedl|
Bejar it should be, and a joke with a con-
clusion not anticipated by EY Rresidemte.
An idea to feed upon. Meantime, let Mex-
ieo furnish subsistence and transport. Ken-
ly was ot minded to court further disaster
by taking, alone and unaided, that back
trail threugh hostile desert,

“Eh?" Don Rodrigo caught the blaze
in his eyes, the stiffening of muscles under
impact of tense thought. He speke grave-
ly. “Listen, amigo; you think of escape?
But consider me. I have come to knew
you well. You are a true caballero. If
you escape, then I die; that is certain.
Give me your parole, your word of honor,
otherwise you go forward to Bejar in
irons.”

“Wery well,” said Kenly. “Wou have
my word, as long as I'm left at libesty.
Always subject to withdrawal."”

“1It is understoed,” returned Den Re-
drigo, and twisted his mustache. “ And new
for a drink, eh? Then on to Bejanil*

On to Bejarl The words ran like fire.
The bugles voiced them, The camps were
struck. The army was off in columns—
foot, horse, artillery and baggage. And
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Kenly under loose guard in the command
of Captain Estramadura.

The troops, after their march from the
south, were the worse for wear. Thin cot-
ton uniforms for men traversing the high
wintry deserts of the north. But Santa
Anna was a driver, and from his golden
coach drove hard.

The trail, leveled as best might be by
a pioneer corps ahead, was scourged by
northers and harshened by bitter nights.
The trail, littered by exhausted men and
beasts, dotted by broken-down wagons,
leading on ever to the northward. And
the trail’s ending at last, with the green
line of the Rio Grande between its brown
hills, brought finis to the ghastly march of
these thousands. And fresh cheers for El
Presidientte, in his coach of luxury, with his
bodyguard, his silver service, his special
cook, his hampers of wines and choice
foods,

Laredo, gateway to Texas, where Gen-
eral Cos and his paroled troops awaited
the caustic tongue of the dictator, and wait-
ed not in vain.

Kenly, worn out by that last forced
march, staggered into the quarters Don
Rodrigo found for him and dropped. Hours
later he wakened from troubled dreams, to
smell food beneath his nose, to see the grin-
ning pock-marked features of Pablo beside
him.

“Senord Thanks tio the szints that yow
waken. Here is foodi—"

“Woom!*  Kenly gripped the brown,
broad hand. “ Josefa? Where is she?”

“ Here, with my mother.” Pablo's face
sobered,

“1 must see her, quiokiyy—"

The broad palm rested on his chest. The
steady eyes gave warning.

“ Careful, senor! 1 may see her, per-
haps; not you or another. Those are the
orders. She is to marry El Rreséiliutte."

Kenly’s laugh was sharp. “ Not shel
Not Josefal”

“Well, my mother gives orders; and
Colonel Munoz gives guards, and God
knows what will come of it. Josefa is help-
less. May the saints forgive me for call-
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ing ‘my mother a fool, 4mt that's what she
is. Here is fouk—"

“ Thanks, Pablo. You must see Josefa.
Tell her I'm all riglitt. Tell her to wait.
What happened in.Bejar?”

“ Fighting day and night. Josefa reached
the Alamo safely with us. The general
took her and my mother when we marched
out under terms. I will tefl Josefa what
you say,; -but he is Bl Presidemiz, and there
is to be a wedding at Bejar. She is a good
gni; she threatens the knife, but this news
will slow her hand. I know how things
lie between you, but what can I do?”

“ Give the message.” Kenly forced
himself to eat. Josefa here, almost within
touch! ‘The thought burned at him; but
he was -older now, harder, more patient.
He saw where folly might ruin all things.
“What became of -that Americano, De-
vore?”

“@h, that Mateo?” Pablo grinned
again. ‘“He’s been put to hard labor,
working on the road—mo, he was not shot.
He came with us from Bejar, Well, senor,
I must go. The march begins at once, they
Sﬂy—"

True -enough; the thousands were pour-
ing forth, short of food, cursing the icy
wind, yet driven by the muaster.

Kenly saw wo more of Pablo, with rea-
son. He had a brief glimpse of Josefa, in
a coach with her mother, a white wan face
flight with her quick spirit. Don Rodrigo
got him clothes — no uniform, but stout
hersh garments to replace his rags.

N to Bejar, with Cos himself turned
about, regardless of parole; Santa
Anna, in raging fury, forced him to

break it, and his troops with him. Blister-
ing-sun and sand and rocks by day, icy
winds and stinging cold by night. Santa
Anma in one rage after another, his aides
flying about with hard orders, driving, ever
driving. The pioneers were out constantly.
All prisoners were set to work upon the

cut-bank fords and on the roads.
Kenly among them, for Santa Anna -saw
him riding along with Don Rodrigo and
TO BE CONCLUD
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loosed vials of wrath upon his head. Torn
from his horse, stripped of his serape, he
was put under guard -and set to work. He
could exchange no words with Don Ro-
drigo, but ‘their eyes met for one moment,
and in that one look exchanged lay what
must be unsaid. Kemly knew he was ab-
solved of his parole,

The «columns rolled on, breasting the
winds, starving, scrambling, singing, curs-
ing. ever advancing. These were soldiers
either to be well driven or well led. Bejar
drew nearer, and there were rumors. It
was astonishing how rumors came out of
the ‘desert and the prairie, 'sifting through
the camps. Spies at work, it might Hes 2he
dragoons rode hard and far.” The Texans
holding Bejar were few in number. They
were awaiting reinforcements. There was
talk of secession from Mexico. They did
not know ‘that this armed host of hardy
valientes, with E! Presidemyz himself, was
already close upon them.

The Medina River was less than twenty
miles from Bejar,

El Presidemiz was in a rage again. Dra-
goons and footmen had crossed; but the
cursed Medina, heavy with mud, had swol-
len bank full and the ammunition wagons
were still on the -other side. The ‘devil
had leagued with these contemptible rebels.
EN Presidemtte left his -coach shelter for his
black charger, bloody from the rowels, and
rode the river bank, damning the flood, the
draggled officers and men, Nething more
could be done until the river flood went
down, which would be hours away.

The guards were slack that night,
drowsy.

Nome saw the figure shifting among out-
stretched forms swathed in serapes from
knees to crown. None saw it edging from
the fires, slipping through the lines. One
sentry alone, full awake, full in the path,
gave husky startled challenge,

Then came noises that the rain drowned
out, and a dead man turned white face %o
the wet and blanketed sky. And presently,
from the horse-lines, the faint thud-thud -of
hooves lessening -and -departed.

‘D NEXT WEEK,



PLANETARIA

NUMBER of readers have called
our attention to the fact that, in-
stead of a single planetarium in

the United States, as was stated by
Alfred George in a recent page of his
“ Wonders of the World ¥ series, tiere
are actually three or four. In addition
to that in Chicago, there is one in Los
Amgeles and one in Philadelphia. And
as all New Yorkers know, the plane-
tarium of the Museum of Natwral His-
tory of New York will be open by the
time this correction appears in print.

(ORE than mere entertainmemt is
the demand of

LUCIUS J. HICKS

It was in 1885 that I started reading ARGGSWY.
I haven't made a fiftly-year record, however, for
I have been only an intermittent reader. Many
times I have started and stopped again. I couldn't
leave the magazine alone, for every little while I
would find something in it that was tremendously
appealing

It may be that my tastes are not easily satis-
fied, or it may be that the stories that appeal
to the multitude do not appeal to me. Some of
the stories that you publish seem, to me, to be
so much “trash." By trash I mean stories that
are written, published and read for amusement
or entertainment only. Stories -that do not have

be rewarded with subeeiptions

Of Interest to Youl!

HAT do you consider the best story (of any length) published in ARGOSY since June i,

1936? For the twelve post cards or letters from readers which name the best reasons

why this or that story stands out above all others the magazine will give twelve full,
yearly subscriptions. Literary style or skill will not count, for what the editors want to kmow
is exactly what stories readers like best, and why,

Letters selected will be published from week to week, but mot all tetters publiifeelr will

Your letter must reach us not later than January 1, 1936. Address it to The Editor,
Amcosy Magazine, 280 Broadway, New York City.

THEODORE ROSCOE...

whose stories are known to all Argesy readers, has
written the most exciting mystery novel of the year.
“ The wildest, weirdest horror-movie you ever saw
is tame in companison’~-MACON TELEGRAPH

Special offertmARGOSY readien:

Mr. Roscoe will autograph
copies of his book -
chawed by Argosy readers.
Semd two dollars plus tea
cents (for mailing) to De-
partment A, and your
copy of "“Murder On The
Way!" will be mailed to
you within ten days of
recelpt of order.

MURDER ON THEWAY!

beskesiiar ar,

Dedge Publishing Company, 116 East 16th Street, New York
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VOTES FOR 1938 ARGOSY COVERS

ARGOSY €OUPON

(i vete—ir-2-3%. This coupon not good
after Bec a1, 163%.)

Date cover appesxedi—.
1 description. ¥ vow cannot remember

the date

Your meme.-

NoTE: The supply of ARGASY origimal drewings
has beem exhasstxl and the offer expires with the
Dex. ar issue.

any background qr educatiomal value, and that
have no moral standards.

Now and then I find in ARGOSY an exceptional
story which appeals to my taste and which gives
me a new start on the magazine. The stoties
that ¥ am particularly fond of are those that deal
with history or those which are based upon facts

A story of those reckless boys and

ARGOSY

or occurrences which can easily be considered to
have actually: happened; something of vital im-
terest, and: that is also educating; something that
appeals to one's inner self and leaves an indelible
memery of goed deeds well done.

Such a story- appeared in ARGOSY recently and
was called “ High Treason,” by Jolin Wilstach. I
sineerely hope' to- see you print othiers: of similar
trend in the near future.

White Plains, New York.

AFTER reading Mason, no India for
NORMAND HARPIN

Phew! After finishing “Uanecars, Advamesi®
by E. V. W, Mason, I'm convinced that India,
especially in the Durpal region, isn't a very safe
place. The story had, for ene thing, suspense!
This was especially true when the. first part ended
with the notorious white tiger chewing up Rwkas,
one of the four men in the Hanuman Temple.
The eharacters were both alive and moving. The
yarfi eombined swell descriptions, interest, etc.

1 would like to offer a suggestion, Let's have
more stories from Ared White! He seems to be
very popular with the readers and I, for ene,
am no exception. A while ago he wrote a shert
story of the Napoleonic period. I would like to
read a novel about the famous Cersican

Southbridge, Mass,

girls who bring the Wast right into your awn

dooryasdi—A six-part, book:length novel of the “ professional cowboys,” by
ARTHUR HAWTHORNE CARHART

BLACK ACE

Well wager you've never read a

story like this before—a tale of war in Ethiopia

and the part in it played by an Amexican daredevil of the air. A novelette such as
could be written only by

GEORGE BRUCE

Fiction and Features by these and other authors:
ALLAN VAUGHAN ELSTON—H. BEDFORD-JONES—BORDEN CHASE
STOOKIE ALLEN—ALFRED GEORGE

COMING TO YOU IN NEXF WEEK'S ARGOSY — NOVEMBER 9
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A new crop

of pimples was
always taking
the joy oiuit

of things!

IF"THATS ALL-GEHEER UB!

&BE WT T TELL YOU §iS
%& g RY ELEISCHMANMS
BA

ANTD $ EAKES A

Y, —

PIMPLES HOMESTLY 2

WAMOOSE } THEM TS

- FLEISTHMA
YEAST FOR.
AGE_IN A

HUBRY

Copyright, 1835, Standard Brands Incerperated

GREAT LADY-KALLERD:
' MW “THIRT KIS FACE 15

Don’t let adolescent
pimples spoil any of
YOU'R dates!

From about 13 to 25 years of age,
important glands develop. eausing
disturbances throughout the bedy.
Waste poisons enter the blood.
These irritate the skin, eause pim-
ples. Duextors preseribe Fleiseh-
mann’s Yeast for adoleseent pif-
ples. It elears skin irritants out of
the bleod, pimples disappear. Eat
3 eakes a day until the skin €lears.;

—clates THrsshw

by clearing skin irritants

out of the blood




Erom 1900 up to 1934 the leaf
tobacco used for cigarsttes im-
creased from

13,084,037 Ibs. to

an increase of 2392%

There is no ssuisituate
for mild, ripe tobacco.

© 1935, Lickam & Mwamrs Tosacco €o.

United States
Treasury Buiiding

Durring the year ending June
30, 1900, the Gowernment col-
lected from cigarette taxes
$3,969,191
For the year ending June 30,
1934, the same taxes were
$380,299,442
an increase of 8225%

=z lot of money.

Cigaretttes give a lot of
pleasare to a lot of people.

-ore cigavettes ave smoked. todery because
mote people know about them—tilvey are better
advertised.

But the main reason for the increase is that they
are made better — made of better tobaccos; then
again the tobaccos are blended—a blend of Domes-
tic and Twmkiish tobaccos.

Chesterfield is made of mild, ripe tobaccos.

Everythivg that scievee Husouysaivattiismsstdrin

making it a mildisrard bseiterastvip gigigeateite.

We believe you will enjoy them.



