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Master scholar, compiler of the great dictionary,
Webster was among the first to inquire into the
baffling causes of that private and public menace
—the common cold.

His conclusion that colds were due to the fear-
ful plunge of meteors through the sky was far
from the truth, but no less distant than that of
other savants who assigned colds to the bite of
bedbugs, and to “sitting in cold, damp churches.”
(Dr. Thomas Haynes, 1789.)

For centuries, hundreds of absurd theories as to
the cause of colds were advanced only to be
sharply exploded. But now one has been presented
that Science has generally accepted. This is the
filtrable virus theory.

Research men say the bacteria of this virus are
=0 small the microscope cannot see them, so tiny
they cannot be trapped by the most selective
filters. Only by their harmful effect on the human

wdy can their existence be established. With such
virus, scientists have repeatedly inoculated
sthers with one person’s cold.

At the first sign of a cold

Granting that colds are due to a virus that enters
the mouth, nose and throat, is it not a wise pre-
cautionary measure to use a good antiseptic to
fight such bacteria? Is it not wisdom to keep the
oral cavity clean and healthy? Noted physicians
tell us that it is. Millions of people find thatit is.

Numerous tests have shown that regular users
of Listerine did not catch as many colds as non-
users, nor were their colds so severe. Moreover,
countless letters this company has received testify
to Listerine’s remarkable ability to check colds,
and to the almost immediate relief it gives in
cases of ordinary sore throat.

The moment Listerine enters the mouth, it
disledges germ-bearing debris and kills literally
millions of germs on mouth and throat surfaces.

Yet it is absolutely safe—does not irritate del-
icate membranes. That is a point of utmost im-
portance in an antiseptic. Excessive strength in a
mouthwash may prove to be a danger instead of a
protectior. Lambert Pharmacal Co., St. Louis, Mo.

LISTERINE fights Colds and Sore Throat
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MY RAISE DIDN'T COMETHROUGH

MARY-1 MIGHT AS WELL GIVE UP,

IT ALL LOOKS SO HOPELESS. INTO RADIO AND HE'S
MAKING GOOD MONEY,

,, [T ISN'T HOPELESS EITHER : ‘Y TOO. V'LL SEE HIM
1 BILL, WHY DONT YOU RIGHT AWAY,

TRY A NEW FIELD
LIKE RADIO"

BILL, JUST MAILING THAT
CQUPON GAVE ME A QUICK
START TO SUCCESS IN RAD!O, .
&“ MAIL THIS ONE TONIGHT

b

TOM GREEN WENT

YOU SURE KNOW 'rm\f’s 415 I'VE

RADIQ- MY SET
MADE THIS WEEK
NEVER SOUNDED 3 1y spARE TIME

TRAINING FOR RADIO 1S EASY AND IMm
GETTING ALONG FAST--‘
A CoN 6

OR msrA“mG A

TOM'S RIGHT = AN UNTRAINED
MAN HASN'T A CHANCE, 'M

GOING TO TRAIN FOR
RADIO TOO: IT'S
TODAY'S FIELD
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OPPORTUNITIES
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THERES NO END TO THE e,
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TRAINED RADIO MAN

N.R.I. TRAINING CERTAINLY PAYS,
QUR MORNEY WORRIES ARE

OVER AND WE'VE A BRIGHT

FUTURE AHEAD IN RADIO:
OH BILL, IT'S WONDERFUL
YQUVE GONE AHEAD
SO FAST IN RADIO.

I'LL TRAIN YOU AT HOME

In Your Spare Time For A

GOOD RADIO JOB

Mail the coupon now. Get the facts about Radio—the fleld
with 8 future. N. B. L. training fits you for Jobs in connection
with the inauufacture, sale and operation of Radiv equpment.
It fits you to go in business for yoursell, service sets, operate
on board ahips, in broadcasting, television, avlatlon, police
Radio and many other jobs. My FREE book tells how Yyou
qQuickly lesrn at bome in spare time to be a Radio Expert.

Many Radio Experts Make $40, $60, $75 a Week
Why struggle along in o dull job with low pay and no future?

: : Start tr; for_the I Eadio field. 1 have doubled
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Hold your job. 1'll not only rain_you In = few bours of sour Nmonal Eadlo Institute
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tines. Am in full getling Radio work.
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Frequency Testing of being the besg money and win success. It’s FREE to any ambitious fellow
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Asthma Was

Cot Immediate Relief!

Seventeen Years Later—‘“Still
Enjoying Splendid Health’”
December B, 1916.—“I had asthma for 17 years. I
coughed most of the time and couldn’t rest, day or
night. I tried everything, but grew so weak I couid
hardly walk across the room. After taking one bottle,
of Nacor, I could do most of my housework. That
was 8 yearg ago. I am still feeling fine, with no sign

of asthma ”’—Mrs. Mary Bean, R. 3, Nashua, lowa.
Julr 31, 1933—*1I wntmuc in good health and am
still praising Nacor. I have no signs of asthma.”

—Mrs. Mary Bean
FREE — No need to suffer asthma torture when
blessed relief can be yours. For years Nacor has
helped thousands. Their letters and booklet of vital
information sent FREE. Write to Nacor icine
Co.. 678 State Life Bldg., Indiananolis. Ind.

YOU can have this] 1935 deluxe model
motorbike without a cent of cost!
Comes to you fully equipped. Specdyasa |
rocket! Also get 200 other big prizes—any-
thing from a marbie to a coaster wagon—
and earn CASH, besides. This ia not a
contest, bul a splendid opportunity to start
» busineas of your own, delivering our
popular magazines in your neighborhood. Do it
sn your apare time. Will help you acquire valuable
training that will be helpful in later life. Thou-
sands of boys are earning EY .nd PRIZES.
You can do it, too. 1i’s easy. I you're between 12 and 16
yr3. old, write at once and we'll start you.

Jim Thayer, Dept. 444, The Crowell Pablishing Co., Springfield, Ohle

PLA- PAL RADIQS Mer Bic Money

FOR YOU

You can earn up to $100.00 a
week Giving Away the nationally
famous ‘‘Pla-Pal’ Radic. This
beautiful burled walnut RCA
Licensed Set operates like a
$150.00 radio. Ccmes fully
equipped with sgecret compart-
ments containing § liquor bottles,
8 glasses, linen (nish playing
cards, set of dice and 100 poker
chips. Serves. refreshes and en-
tertains. Thousands want one
on sight. Nothing llke {t on

rth.
Wrila to-day for our UNIQUE S\LES PLA‘J No experience neces-
y. Start at once in this amazing new field.
IIELIABI.E SALES CO., Dept. 1020, 758 W. Jlr.luon Bivd., Chicago, i,

“.xwl“ tostart,

zG-nﬁ -xpeni
ning tnstitute
ine Butfalo, N. Y.

MostAmazm

TYPEWRITER
BARGAIN

FREE HOME
TYPING COURSE

REMINGTON
PORTABLE only

FIRST TIME! Remington’s new
puschase Flm now le‘s you buy a

enuine latest model Remington

ortable No. 5 direct from the facto-
ry for only 10ca day. Not used or
rebuilt. Not incomplete. A beautiful brand new regulation Rem-
ington Portable. Standard 4-row _keyboard, standard width car-
riage, margin release on keyboard. back spacer, automatic ribbon
reverse; every essential fearure found in standard typewriters.
With your machine we send you free a 19- f)ﬂgc coutse in type-
writing. Teaches touch system quickly, easily. Soon you dash off
letters quicker than with pen and ink. Youalso get a handsome,
sturdy carrying case free

0-DAY FREE TRIAL OFFER
R Th | d K
TyRiECeurse eam:zmg Oow puice and easy terms now make
Carrying Case it Possible for you to buy this genuine complete
Remington Portable for only 10c a day. But we
cannot guarantee present prices Jong, Higher wage
/ scales, rising cost of materials, cvery!hmg points t©0
higher prices. So we say, “'Act now . .. while out

liberal offer still holds good!"

You Don’t Risk One Cent

Try this typewriter in your home or office on our
10-day FREE TRIAL OFFER. Then, if you do not
agree thatitis che finest portable ar any price, return
it atour expense. You don’t even risk sbibping charges.
Doa’t wait. Mail coupon now. It’s the best chance
you've ever had to owan so complete 8 machioe for
0 little moaey. So act NOW!

tP-COUPON NOW.:

: Remington Rand Inc., Dept. 145-3
Y.

2 Buffalo, N

a new Remington Portabl

Please tell me how 1 can bu
fso enclose yous new carzlog

typewriter for only 10c a day. Al

H
:

g Name

H

: Addres.

g City Staze
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WARNINGS of

Prostate Trouble

Nervous Debility, Frequent Night Rising, Leg Pains, Lame Back,
Lumhago, Sexual Weakness, Kidney and Bladder Trouble, Chronlo
Constipation, Despondency, Restiessness at Night are only some of
the ailments, differing in individuals. that cav often be ascribed to
lesion of the Prostate Gland.

THOUSANDS AFFLICTED

Thousands of men in every community suffer from these ailments,
weakneases and other Dhyslcal without thad
very frequently they are caused by vrostaue Cailure.

MANY DOCTORS ENDORSE MASSAGE

Massaging for the alleviation of Prostate Trouble is as old as time,
and some of the most outstundlng authoritles in the medical pro=
fession recommend massage as 8 safe effective
treatment. (See Reference Book of the Medical
8clences, Vol. VII, 3rd Edition.)

USE “PROSAGER”

—a now inventlon which enables aoy man to
ln.llnahl!e his Prostate @land in the vrivacy of
9 Dom.
It often brings relief with the Arst treat.
ment and must help or it costs you wnothing.
No Drugs or Electelcity.

UNSOLICITED LETTERS
OF GRATITUDE

Each month we recelve scores of unsolieited let-
ters of gratitude and appreciatlon from users of

DE. W. D. SMITH
INVENTOR

the Prosager—having thousands of users we no doubt can refer

Prostate Sufferers to someone eir own home town who
enthusiastic in their praise of the remarkable benefits recelved.

FREE BOOKLET EXPLAINS TRIAL OFFER

A one cent post cara with your name and address plainly written 48
@B that is necessary, address oard to

MIDWEST PRODUCTS CO.
B-1400, KALAMAZ00, MICH.

'NEW KIND OF "

Super-Speed Amazes
Housewives—Pays Agents

Hunsewlv:'s up to
nlulmded by the
wed, efficiency
e $15t0$25
© new Di
Self- ueaunumn. in a Day
Better than

or electricity —-c the cost. No wires no hose, no attachmenta

to bother with. Quick, regulal r‘m-m heat, Cuta ironing

time in half. Trona big wasbir y lc. Burns 96% air—only
common’ kerosene ol aoma, rm!lpnmf CHRO-

M UM finish insures ll‘elnng service. No wonder egents like

Morris and Wynne hav.

o m
HOME Tmﬂl. Write today for tull

p to $15 and $25 il
* !Enﬂcuﬂrs e d-r trial

%2 Prce

Easy Terms

Only 101: a Day

Bave over 35 on all standard office

SEND NO MONEY

Alltnto modols complstely refinished Ifke
braod new. Y RANTEED,
Big [roe catalog showe .m.l machines day
ull colore. west prices, Send at onoe. 2 Trial
Free course In typing Included. 231 W. M P
International Typewriter Exchey ept, 236, Ghlange

Righ School
Course in
2 Years.

Yon can complmym Hi zh Scbool at home — fn 8
ears or less, Course meots all oquhmuu l'ormtnne.to'
ege and loading. pro!-ulon- Stu.nd.lrd 8. toxts pliad.
Dxplnm awarded. Full 8. subjects llro‘d’
. Send for Free Bulletin TODAY No obligation.
W'OMGI‘.

Am'rlun School, Dept.l-21, DrexelatSs:

[\ 5
ot G nm. weill lm:'.g;}nu'?thm s atliving

ﬁo{” Crime

Detection He
30

X .Cooh. Booilld. ﬂlm&mnh

2D O.Y0U
YWANT TO

STOPTOBACCO?

Banish for tobacco as
lhauaanﬂa hava ake yourself fr
and happy with Tobaceo Redeem "

Not asubstitute, not habit lormlnt.

Werite for free booklet of 1=
jurious effect of tobacco and depends
able, easy way to relieve

the craving manymen have. FREE
NewellPharmacalCo, BOOK
Dopt. 315,5¢. Louls, Mo,

PANTS MATCHED

.TO ANY SUIT

DON'T DISCARD Your OLD SUIT ‘-
Wear the coat and vest another year by gettmg
new trousers tomatch, Tailored to your measure.’ _‘\
Withover 100, |
mostany pattern, navutorlmpluulclcmtodny‘lnd
we will sabmit PRI of best match obtainable.
Ri A MATCH PANT €0,
Degpt. 1- 79AME IC N 'CH P s .

offer, and proof of Ve
AKRON LAMP & MFG. CO., 654 lmn Sty Akron. Ohio

& A
Cold Mine
For AGENTS!

ERE’S something brand new, need-
ed in every home. Amaz!ng Wall
Cleening Invention banishes old-st; tyle house-
cleaning meas and muss forever, Norags— no
ugh’’—no red, swollon haado, N
Hm" lnnmus stepladders. Litenlly eraseu
Irt like magic from walls, ceilings, window
ﬂmaiu. upholmrea ‘arn nds
8 rer
W0 St 1t e ot il nf‘lroy" ponien
SAMPLE OFFER § s-mpleuenumunl.x
oty whowries, NASHIMESTEE 1 SHE7
Be first—serd your name 10D,
Kristee MIg. Co., 2692 BanL.Akmn.O-

RGENTS!

MAKE

Big Money'

WALDE’S WONDER SALVE

How Can You Lose?

Sold with a money back guarantee. For—Intec-
tions, Boils, Burns, Old Sores, Fresh Cuts, Bruises,
Sprains, Ulcers, Felons and Sore Eyes.

TRULY A WONDER PRODUCT
Order Now. 50c¢ Prepaid
H. R. WALDE, Lake Wales, Fla.,, Dept. D.

"Old Leg Trouble

HEALED WRILE WORKING

88 Congestion from VARICOSE VEINS,

SWELLING, MILK LEG, or Injuries
cause itching, leg rash and most old leg

MY :fcers.  Viseose Home Method relieves

in, heals sores or no cost for trial

Mention your trouble for a FREE BOOK

Or. M. S. Clason Viscose Co.
140 N. Dearborn St. Chicape, 1N
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Kidney Acidity Curbed
uickly This Easy Way

Doctors Praise Cystex=Works in 15 Minutes

CleansOut Acidsand Poisons
=Purifies Blood=Brings New
Energy in 48 Hours.

There are 8 million tiny, delicate tubes or filters in
your Kidneys which must work every minute of the night
and day cleaning out Acids, Poisons, and Wastes from
your blood. If your Kidneys or Bladder do not function
right. your body gradually becomes poisoned. you feel
old and worn-out before your time, and may suffer from
any of these energy-killing symptoms: Getting Up Nights,
Less of Vigor, Leg Pains, Nervousness, Lumbago, Swollen
Joints, Rheumatic Pains, Dizziness, Dark Circles Under
Eyes, Headaches, Frequent Colds, Burning, Smarting,
Itching, and Acidity.

But you need not suffer another day from poorly func-
tioning Kidneys or Bladder without the benefits of a
lsf)oator’s) special prescription called Cystex (pronounced
iss-tex) .

Dr. T. J. Rastelli, famous Doctor,
Surgeon, and Scientist of London, says:
“‘Cystex is one of the finest remedies
I have ever known in my medical vrac-
tice. Any dector will recommend it for
its definite benefits in the treatmeut
of many functional Kidney and Bladder
disorders. It is safe and harmless.”

Cystex is not an experiment—it t{e
quick and sure in action and has been
tested and proved in millions of cases
throughout the world. Because it com-
bats adnd %orrecisc many fl;mctional é{id-

a ney disorders, ystex has gained a
Dr. T. J. Rastelll  gor1d.wide reputation as a successful
treatment, Dr. T. A. Ellis, graduate of Toronto Univer-
Bity, recently wrote: ‘‘Cystex’s influence in aiding the
treatment of sluggish Kidney and Bladder functions can-

not be over-estimated. I have here a
formula which I have used in my own
practice for many years with excellent
results. Cystex hastens thc passage of
over-acid irritants, thereby overcoming
a frequent cause of burning, itching, get-
ting up nights and frequent urination."

Because it is a special prescribtion
for poority functioning Kidneys. Cystex
starts work in 16 minutes to tone and
soothe sore membranes, and Wrings a
Eew feeling of energy and vitality in 48

ours.

Dr. C. Z. Rendelle, well-known Phy-
sician and Mecdical Examiner of San

Dr. T. A, Ellis

Francisco, recently wrote: “Since the Kidneys purify the
blood. the poisons collect in these organs and must be
promptly flushed from the system: otherwise, they reiem.er

can

the blood stream and create a toxic condition.
truthfully commend the use of Cystex.”

Because of its world-wide success, in
even the most stubborn cases, the Doc-
tor's prescription called Cystex is offered
to eufferers from poorly functioning
Kidneys and Bladder under the fair-play
guarantee to fix you up to your com-
plete satisfaction or your money back
on return of empty package. Get Cystex
from any druggrist and try it under the
money-back guarantee. See for your-
felf how much younger, stronger, and
healthier you will feel by using this
spceial prescdriptt.;‘on. (l:(ys"\:ex must t.ﬁx i 2

ou up and do the work to your entire

:ausf;ction in 8 days, or cost you noth-_ Uf- C. 2. Rendello
ing under the money-back guarantee. Beware of substi-
tutes and rem mber that the Kidneys are endangered by
drastic, irritating drugs or neglect. Cystex is the only
specially-prepared Doctor’s prescription guaranteed for
Kidney dysfunctions. Tell your druggist you must have
Cystex (pronounced Siss-tex), Look for it in the black
and red striped package.

Blood Pressure
Down 20 Points

“ ONE MONTH'S TREATMENT REDUCED MY
BLOOD PRESSURE 20_ POINTS,”” WRITES
C.A. H. ... OF H TENNESSEE, ABOUT
our essence of Garlic-
Parsley Tablets valu-
able for reducing high
blood pressure. Guar-
anteedysafe and effec-

$1 Treatment
for only 25c tive or money back.
Tablets specially coat-

ed. No odor. No taste. No drugs. Send 25c only for
regular $1.00 box—full 4 weeks supply. This is a
special offer to new customers only. We send help-
ful suggestions for sufferers from high blood pres-
sure with erder. Address Dept. 760.

VITALIN PRODUCTS, 500 N. Dearborn, Chicago

t Service Operato . 88 is on the jobl
Rnn;inz ow? dn;‘uou: o6 nterfeit Gang. *oll-
tale finger prints in murdered girl's room.

< The Confideniial Report
Free o N s mas
2o his chisf. Write for it.
Yo v!lrn b-. I!Q‘unhr ﬂ}:{nthly s-llrhy
ot nger it rt at home,
In'your sbace G, et srsall cost. W Tive fof coa
fidential full report and details. Literature will
NOT be sent t;?on under 17 years of age.
INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE
nvside A

19 ve.
Dept. 12-42 Chicago, .

o =2
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N

$1260 TO $2100 YEAR TO START
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Rifle

Pass

Complete Novel

By MAX BRAND

Author of “ Scourge of the Rio Grande,” “ Brother of the Cheyennes,” ete.

“My God, I wish he’d been born dead. He’ll pour shame
over ten generations of honest men ”—declared

Sheriff Weller of his desperado son

CHAPTER L
UNLOCKED HANDCUFFS.

HE sheriff said: “ There was a
Weller at sea when the Constitu-
tion sunk the Guerriere. There
was a Weller at the taking of Mexico
City. There was a Weller under Sheri-
dan and another under Mosby. There
was a Weller that died with Custer.

Dick was fleeing at full speed, with the rescued
prisoner behind him

And T’ve been sheriff of this country
for twenty years. Not that I rank with
the rest of the family. But I've kept on
riding, and I've never turned my back.
And now the Wellers come down to
you—to you—and there’s not another
man in the family. You're the last.
And you spend your time playing
cards, thrumming on a damned guitar,
making love to girls, and lazying



RIFLE

around the ranch smoking cigarettes.”
He pulled a long, sleek Colt forty-
five with an eight-inch barrel from the
holster. “ Take this!” he directed.
Young Dick Weller took the re-
volver without rising from his position
of perfect leisure in the veranda ham-
mock. He had the long, sleek, easy
lines of a mountain lion and a smile
which was the most good natured and
disarming that a man could wear. He
used that smile on his father now, but
it had no effect on the iron-gray sheriff.
Thomas Weller had become a sheriff,

The deputy sheriff opened up a fusillade

twenty years before, in order to carry
on the bold tradition of public service
in the Weller family and also because
his huge holdings of land and cattle
made it necessary for him to keep a
close eye upon law and order. For
twenty years he had struggled, and
after all his ten wounds and his many
battles he could only say that he had
succeeded in part. Five years before,
Papa Lermond, that prematurely bald
young son of a lightning flash and the

PASS 7

devil, had appeared on the horizon,
and since that day the rustling of
cattle had increased, to say nothing of
stage and even train holdups. Ranches
were raided constantly. In the three big
towns there had been three big bank
robberies. And the people who had

looked up to Sheriff Tom Weller for
twenty years were beginning to mur-
mur against him more than a little.
“This gun,” said the idle son who
was to inherit all the wealth of the
family—and the {amily’s unstained
name—dandled the long Colt for a

moment and then said: “ Has a good
feel. Nice balance to this gun, dad.”

“ Look yonder,” said the sheriff.
“You see that pair of crows on the
fence, there? Knock them off it. Sit up
and try your luck!”

“Tll try my luck lying down,” said
Dick Weller, and swaying the gun to
the side he flicked the hammer twice
with his thumb. One crow disappeared
from the top of its post, leaving a puff
of black feathers hanging in the air.
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The other shining bird left some
feathers behind it, also, but rose with
a startled squawking, then dipped
towards the ground to gather more
speed, quickly.

It kept on dipping, however. The
revolver spoke the third time from the
leisurely hand of Dick Weller, and the
black crow skidded along the ground,
turning over and over. It lay still.
Only the wind fluttered the red-stained
feathers.

“ Shoots high and to the right,” said
young Dick Weller. “ I wouldn’t have
it for a gift.”

The sheriff narrowed his eyes. He
was still staring at the two dead birds,
but he seemed to be seeing his own
thoughts, farther away than the dim
horizon.

“ Get your own guns, then,” he said.
“Saddle your own horse, the best
you've got, and go get Harry Sanford
for me. I appoint you deputy sheriff
for this job.”

“All right,” said the son. *“ But who’s
Harry Sanford?” .

“He’s the right-hand man of Papa
Lermond.”

“Why go after Lermond’s right
hand? Why not go after Lermond
himself ?”’ asked the son.

“ Why not go after the blue in the
sky?” demanded the sheriff. “ What I
been doing for five years except trying
to get Lermond? Do what I tell you,
and do it fast!”

“Yeah. But tell me where this San-
ford hangs out, and what sort of a
looking hombre he is,” answered Dick
Weller.

“ He’s big. Dark as a Mexican. Last
seen down near San Jacinto on the
river.”

* What's he done, recently?”

“ Raised hell all over the map. Some
crooks run off the cattle from his ranch

and now he seems to think that the
world owes him a livin’.”

“Dad,” said Dick Weller, “you
know where he is and what he looks
like. Why don’t you give this job to
Hughie Jacobs or Walt Miller, or one
of the other deputies that’s all set to
make himself a big reputation?”

“You—" said the sheriff, “you
don’t need any reputation, eh?”’

“Td rather take it easy till there’s
some excitement around,” answered
Dick Weller,

“You know what you’re going to
be?”” said the sheriff. “ You're going to
be a disgrace to the family name.
There’s plenty of people right now that
say you haven'’t the nerve to be a man!”

“People will always be talking,”
said Dick Weller.

“ Get up and out of that hammock
and go get your horse and guns!”
shouted the older Weller. “I don’t
want to see you back under my roof
till you've put young Sanford in jail!
Understand ?”

“Well,” answered Dick Weller,
“that sounds pretty serious, I must
say.”

He sat up, slowly, in the hammock.

“I don’t come back till I'm carrying
the bear-meat. Is that it? I come back
with blood on my hands or I don’t
come at all?”

“ Say it any way you please,” said
the sheriff. “I'd rather see you dead
than talked about the way people do
now.”

“All right,” said Dick Weller. “I'd
better go and make a reputation for
myself.”

AN JACINTO was a mere junk
heap of a town—mud walls with
whitewash daubed over the dobe

bricks. The white rubbed off near the
ground and the occasional rains washed
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away small portions of the walls. The
streets were deep in dust, which made
them comfortable resting places for
the pigs, dusting baths for the chickens
and playgrounds for the children. The
back yards of the little houses con-
tained grave vines; the front yards con-
tained hitching racks. San Jacinto pro-
duced, every evening, a certain number
of tortillas and frijoles, a  certain
amount of wretchedly empty bellies,
and a certain amount of song.

Dick Weller, riding down the street
with his guitar, thrummed the instru-
ment and made a contribution to the
song. Pcople came to the doorways
and gave him their Mexican smiles,
which are the most. brilliant in the
world—more white and less pink than
the smile of the Negro.

He waited until he saw a girl in one
of those doorways, the young body sil-
houetted slenderly against the lamp-
shine from inside the hut. Then he
stopped his horse, lifted his sombrero,
swept it through a liberal arc in the
greatness of his courtesy.

“ Serorita,” he said, I am looking
for a compadre of mine, Harry San-
ford. Where shall I find him?”

The gruff voice of a man growled:
“ Maria, be still !’

But she answered: ‘“What harm
could come from such a caballero?
Se#ior, you will find him in the cabin
there on that side, in the house at the
far end of the street, against the river.”

“And where shall I find you, my
lady ?”” asked he. “ In the heart of what
song, lovely Maria?”

Dick Weller rode on, while the girl
in. fact sent her pretty laughter after
himi, and he heard a man growling:
“That music is smooth enough; I
could sharpen a knife on it!”

Down to the end of the village
passed Dick Weller before he dis-

mounted and went on foot to the little
house at the edge of the river.
The sunset lay like bright, flowing

-oils on the slack of the river; and the

damp coolness passed gratefully into
the air. Climbing vines shrouded the
small house, to distinguish it from all
the rest in the adjoining town; one
light shone through a window, but the
man of the place still sat outside to
enjoy the evening, his chair tipped back
against the wall as tall Dick Weller
stepped around the corner of the
hotise.

“ Mr. Harry Sanford, I presume?”
said Dick Weller, a gun in his hand.

But the gun was held low, hardly
higher than the hip, and perhaps it
was this casual position of the revolver
that made Harry Sanford try his luck
in a desperate chance. He leaned
slightly to the left and snatched a
sawed-off shotgun which stood against
the wall beside him.

The thumb of Weller caressed the
hammer of his gun without actually
firing the shot. Instead, he stepped a
little closer and with a whip-snap
movement of his left arm drove the
hard fist against the chin of Sanford.
The other spilled loosely back against:
the wall. He would have fallen from
the chair if Weller had not clicked a
pair of handcuffs over his wrists and
held him up by the chain which linked
them.

Sanford, recovering himself, groaned
heavily. Flying footfalls and the whish-
ing of skirts brought a dark beauty of
a girl into the doorway, exclaiming:
“Harry? Anything wrong?”

Then the sight of the gun and the
handcuffs stopped her, staggered her
against the side of the door. '

“Wife?” said Weller.

‘““ Sister,” said Sanford. “ What are
you?”’
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“Hm!” murmured Weller. * Sister ?
Get up and go inside.”

Sanford rose.

“ You could have drilled me clean!”
he commented. “ Who are you?”

“ Dick Weller. Come along, Harry.”

They passed into the shack. There
were only two rooms. A mist and hiss-
ing of cookery came from the kitchen
door, and by the table, on which plates
were laid out and knives and forks,
stood the girl. Her face was sun-
darkened with fear.

“ Listen, sister,” said Dick Weller,
“why not lay the table for three?”
And he took from his pocket the key
that unlocked the handcuffs.

CHAPTER IIL
COVERT SIGNAL,

ACK in the little moldy hotel of
San Jacinto, that night, Dick
Weller wrote what was for him

a leng, carefully written letter:

DEAR DAD:

BAD LUCK! HARRY SANFGRD GOT AWAY.
THE PAIR OF HANDCUFFS I HAVE WITH
ME ARE STILL EMPTY. ALL I CAN GIVE YOU
IS A DESCRIPTION OF THE SISTER OF THE
CRIMINAL.

NAME: MURIEL. HEIGHT: ABOUT FIVE
FEET SIX. WEIGHT: ABOUT RIGHT. EYES:
BLUE. HAIR: BLACK AS A CROW'S WING.
N.B. WITH THE SAME SHINE IN IT. FORE-
HEAD. BROAD. NOSE: STRAIGHT AND
SMALL. MOUTH: DELIGHTFUL. CHEEKS:
DIMPLED. CHIN : PERFECT. THROAT : DIVINE.
VOICE: LIKE A SONG. SHOULD SHE BE AR~
RESTED FOR COMPLICITY, MALICE AFORE-
THOUGHT, OR ANYTHING LIKE THAT?

I WAIT HERE IN SAN JACINTO FOR YOUR
ORDERS RESPECTING HER.

YOUR OBEDIENT SON,
RICHARD.

As Dick Weller was finishing this
careful report in his room at the hotel
e heard the trampling of many hoofs
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down the street, the sounds muffled by
the deep, soft dust; he heard the
jingle of spurs and went to the window
in the hope of beholding an array of
bright Mexican caballeros, always a
sight to fill any eyes. But what he saw,
instead, was a procession of four
riders who guarded a handcuffed pris-
oner with naked guns. The leader of
the procession was that human blood-
hound, Hugh Jacobs. The sight of his
starved face—for famine seemed to
live in the heart of the man—sent a
shudder through Dick Weller. There
was only one reason why Hugh Jacobs
served the law. It was because he liked
to shoot at bigger game than bear and
deer.

The same ray of broad, soft, yellow
lamplight that had struck on the face
of Hugh Jacobs drifted, in turn, over
the features of the prisoner, and Weller
saw the dark, handsome fellow he had
met that evening at sunset—Harry
Sanford!

The trail that Hugh Jacobs followed
with his prisoner and the escort led up
from the river bottom through a rough
trail which was thickly bordered, here
and there, by growths of tall brush.
The horses went rather slowly because
they had covered a good deal of ground
on this day, and because the night was
still and hot. When they reached the
height of the trail among the hills, a
movement of air was sure to make
breathing more easy. In the meantime,
the unseen dust rose in clouds and
turned their throats dry.

Harry Sanford was saying: “ The
sheriff’s been after me for a long time.
He'll be proud of you, Jacobs. What
sort of a fellow is the sheriff ?”

“ He’s all right,” said Jacobs.

“ He has a son. What about Dick
Weller ?”

“No good,” said the blunt Jacobs.
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“T've heard he’s quite a man,” an-
swered the prisoner.

“You’ve heard wrong. Shut up now.
I've done enough talkin’ to last me.”

They toiled up another bend of the
trail, the formidable Hugh Jacobs al-
ways in the lead with a rifle balanced
across his saddle-bow, and then two
men riding side by side with the pris-
oner. The founth member of the group
formed the rearguard. They were urg-
ing their horses a little more rapidly,
now, in the hope of coming suddenly
on the better air; and they had a thin
sickle of a moon to give them light.

It painted black shadows under the
rocks, but that light did not penetrate
a thick copse at the right of the trail.
Hugh Jacobs was just beside this
thicket when a rider burst out from it
with his horse on the spur, as suddenly
as a bird from a cloud. The length of
revolver-barrel clanged on the hard
side of the head of Jacobs; but as he
pitched from the saddle he yelled:
“Dick Weller—turned crook—"

UGH JACOBS, landing half
stunned, picked up his fallen
rifle and was about to use it

when he saw that the rider who had
dropped on them so suddenly had tum-
bled all three of his chosen men aside
and was now fleeing at full speed,
with the rescued prisoner beside him.

The deputy sheriff, waiting until he
had a chance to shoot without en-
dangering one of his own men, opened
up a fusillade. But his hand was just a
trifle unsteady and the moonlight was
more than a trifle obscure. The result
was that he was pumping lead into thin
air, and very well knew it. His three
men, following the example of their
leader, did not pursue the fugitives.
They merely sat still in their saddles
and emptied their rifles,

And then the pair had disappeared
among the big rocks of the lower valley
and only the heat and ring of distant
hoofs floated vaguely back to the ears
of Hugh Jacobs.

Pursuit was not a useful thing. The
horses of his own men were tired out;
those of the fugitives were com-
paratively fresh and of a good quality,
also. Rage burned the heart of Jacobs
till his whole soul was dry.

“Did I hear you sing out that that
crook was the sheriff’s son?” asked one
of the men.

« “You heard right,” said Jacobs.

“He wore a black mask, Hughie,”
said another.

“The jump of his hoss moved the
mask up; I see him fair and square as
he come bustin’ at me out of the trees.
It was the son of Weller, right enough.
And—by God, I hope he hangs for it!
I hope I have the pleasure of pullin’ on
the rope that chokes him!”

“ But wait a minute, Hughie. Why
would a gent like that want to spoil his
old man’s work?”

‘ Because he’s a damned worthless,
useless good-for-nothing, and that
kind, they always take more pleasure
out of doin’ one wrong than out of
doin’ ten rights.”

It was on the next day that the
sheriff sat in his office glowering at a
letter which informed him that Muriel
Sanford, sister of the criminal, was
five feet six, her weight about right,
her eyes blue, hair black and shining
as a crow’s wing, mouth delightful,
cheeks dimpled, throat divine, and
voice like a song. He had just said
“ Bah!” two or three times and crum-
pled the paper to hurl it into the waste
basket beside his spur-scarred desk
when his leading deputy, the formida-
ble Hugh Jacobs, burst into the room
with a purple lump on his forehead.
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“ Where's Sanford?”’ demanded the
sheriff.

“I had him, and he's gone,” said
Jacobs.  “Your fine, high-priced son
that got all the book education, he
jumped us on the trail and set Sanford
loose {”

“Hold on—" gasped the sheriff.
“ Jumped you on the trail—but there
were four of you, Jacobs!”

Hugh Jacobs swallowed. He took a
long breath and blew it out again with
an audible wheeze before he was able
to say:

“Was I gunna shoot your own son,
Weller ?”

“You'd shoot the two of us, or the
two of anybody, if you had a safe
chance,” said the sheriff truthfully.
“What happened?”

“I been to the paper and told them
all about it. I reckon that you'll be able
to read it this evenin’,” said Jacobs.

He raised a long, bony forefinger.

“I'm gunna foller him till I have
it out with him!” he said.

“You won’t have far to go,” said
the sheriff. And he spoke with a white
and hard-set face. “1It’s the first dis-
grace to the Weller name, and it’s
going to be the last one. Find San-
ford’s sister; Dick won't be far away.”

“If I go hunting him, I go with
guns,” said the deputy savagely.

‘“Yes,” said the sheriff, whiter than
ever, but his eyes burning. *There’s
only one law in this country and it
goes for everybody in the land. My
God, I wish he’d been born dead. He’ll
pour shame over ten generations of
honest men that wore the name be-
fore him!”

HE papers did the thing justice,
if not honor, by devoting big
headlines to the tale. The three
leading papers of the three leading

towns in the county had not handled
news as hot as this for a long time and
they spread themselves.

Some of the space was taken up at
the expense of Deputy Sheriff Jacobs,
who was very well known and cordial-
ly hated. And the outstanding fact was
that Jacobs and three of his picked men
had been swept aside so that the pris-
oner could be free.

Instantly, young Weller became
“the notorious desperado, Dick
Weller.”

Motives had to be found for this
delivery, and of course the deep
editorial brains surmised that there
must have been a long connection be-
tween the two men.

“Dick Weller was probably desper-
ate. A hidden career of crime was
about to be exposed. He dared not wait
for the moment when Sanford was
compelled to answer the questioning of
a district attorney. The result was the
onslaught which overpowered Deputy
Sheriff Jacobs and three picked men.”

There was the usual dripping verbi-
age on the editorial pages: *“ Dishonor-
able son of an honest father—an old
and esteemed name smudged forever.”

But Dick Weller, as he rode down a
mountain trail thrumming his guitar,
lifted his head and sang with a cheer-
fulness that set the valley ringing. He
had read those newspapers and laughed
at them because he could not help feel-
ing that a man’s act is no worse than
the purpose that inspired it, and if it
was evil to love such a girl as Muriel
Sanford, this was too strange a world
for his understanding. As for the
depth of trouble to which he had com-
mitted himself, it never entered his
mind. That was why he sang so loud-
ly and so long as he descended the
mountain trail,



RIFLE PASS

The cabin, when he saw it, was to
him like a smiling face, and the bright
flash of the stream that curved about
it, whitening with speed along the
mountainside, made him laugh aloud,
interrupting his singing.

For Muriel Sanford was in that
cabin, he was sure. He sent his mustang
ahead at a strong gallop, with never a
glance behind him; but even if he had
paused to scan every boulder, every

HUGHIE JACOBS

shrub, he hardly could have spotted the
cadaverous face of Deputy Sheriff
Hugh Jacobs or the dozen men who
received his covert signal to close in
on the little house.

CHAPTER III.
“ CLOSE 1N, BOys!”

HEN Dick Weller came closer

to the cabin he began to sing a

song about the foolish world
which built roads to Rome, whereas
for him all roads led to Muriel. The
girl came laughing into the doorway to
greet him. The wind gave the old blue
calico dress line and grace about her.
Dick Weller dismounted, stripped
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bridle and saddle from the mustang,
and picked from the saddle the limp
bodies of four long-legged jackrabbits.

“But you had no rifle!”” exclaimed
the girl, taking that solid weight of
fresh meat.

“No rifle?” exclaimed a big man,
who loomed inside the shack. “ Shoot-
in’ rabbits with a Colt?”

He came glaring at Weller as
though at a liar.

“This is Martin Tully,” said the
girl. “He knows that you're Dick
Weller.”

“How are you, Martin?” said Wel-
ler, shaking hands. “I’ve heard a lot
about you.”

“Have you?” said Martin Tully,
still staring from the dead rabbits to
the hunter who carried no rifle.

“Oh, I've heard quite a lot,” went
on Weller. “You're Papa Lermond’s
right-hand man, aren’t you?”

“ Pa Lermond and I get along pretty
good,” growled Tully. “ What else you
heard about me?”

He stood leering with vanity., The
girl had gone towards the stove and
with swift hands began to cut up the
rabbits.

“I've heard about the killing of
Porky Morgan, and the cutting up of
the Donald brothers, and the stealing
of the Crispin horse, and the murder
of those two fellows in the Second
National the other day at Buffalo
Crossing—"

“ Murder?” said Martin Tully.

The girl started and whirled half
around. Dick Weller continued to
smile.

“ What else would you call it?” he
asked.

He hung his hat on a nail, poured
some water into a basin, and began to
wash his face and hands thoroughly.
But he still wore his guns.
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“ Murder you call it, eh?” said Mar-
tin Tully. “ What would you do if a
fool stood up and sassed you back?
You with no time on your hands?
But—how’d you get to these rabbits?
You never hit four jackrabbits in one
morning with a Colt!”

“T tell you how I do it,” said Dick
Weller. “I sing them a song first, and
when they hear me sing they have to
stick their ears up and listen, and while
they’re listening I just walk up and
shoot them through the head.”

“The head?” growled Martin.

“Otherwise, a forty-five caliber
slug wastes too much meat,” said
Weller.

Martin Tully, staring at the rabbits,
saw that in fact each of them was shot
through the head, the big slugs making
frightful wounds.

“ You sing to 'em, do you?” he mur-
mured.

“T always sing before I shoot,” said
Dick Weller. “It makes things die

happy.”

“Men, for instance?”’ growled
Tully.

“Why not?” asked Weller, with
his bright smile. “Look at little
Tommy Tucker, who sang for his
supper!”

“What?” exclaimed Tully, sus-
piciously.

“Dick,” ordered the girl, *“ you be
good.”

“ And bring in a pail of water? I
shall,” said he.

He took the pail and held it over the
wash basin which he had just emptied.
and said:

“ There’s enough water here to wash
one side of your face, Tully. You
want it, don’t you?” -

“Hey, what you mean by that?”
asked Tully, making a stride forward.

“1 mean that Muriel will lend you
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the soap. She’s a big-hearted girl
E. emptied the water into the basin
and went singing through the
doorway. Down to the spring
he went, unknowing of six rifles which
levelled at him from convenient range.
But the range was not close enough to
suit Deputy Sheriff Hugh Jacobs, who
already had the smack and taste of
sweet death against his palate. He held
fire, and the others did not dare to
shoot first. Hugh Jacobs was waiting
hungrily for the day when he would be
able to walk into the office of Sheriff
Weller and say: “I put in a good
week’s work. I've just killed your son.”
He could say that safely and gloat in
silence.

That moment, he felt, would feed in
him the malice of a lifetime.

So Hugh Jacobs held his fire and
Dick Weller returned safely to the
cabin. As he neared it he heard the
growling voice of Martin Tully saying:
“1 dunno that I'll stand it.”

Weller went in.

“ Here's enough water for both sides
of your face and half your neck, Mar-
tin. Help yourself. I love to carry wa-
ter in a good cause.”

Martin Tully had a face which was
almost exactly square. A slit of a
mouth divided it almost exactly in half,
because the chin of Martin was very
large and his forehead was very low.
This slit widened to the ears in a grin
of rage.

“Are you maybe kidding me?” he
demanded. “And what was that about
murder, a while back? Murder was the
word you used, kid!”’

“It’'s a term that means, for in-
stance, walking up behind a man,
leveling a gun, and shooting. him
through the back. You've done that,
Mr. Murderer Martin.”
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“Martin! Dick!”
frightened girl.

But Dick, standing cheerfully erect
near the door, began to sing, very
softly:

exclaimed the

A crop-eared mule

And o one-legged stool;

An unpainted shack,

A chimney up the back . . .

Martin Tully, leaning his wide
shoulders forward, stood in a perfect
attitude to charge with his fists, or to
snatch out a gun. But the song seemed
to charm him. His face, which had
altered in color a trifle, relaxed some
of its fierceness. He ran the red tip of
his tongue across his dry lips and then
straightened.

“You’'re one of these funny kind of
birds, eh?” said he. “ Well, I guess
you’re all right. And I'm bringin’ word
to you from the chief—from Pa Ler-
mond. He thinks that maybe he could
use you, and he’s willin’ to see you.”

“ Tell Lermond,” said Dick Weller,
*“ that when I see him it will be with a
gun in my hand. I hope he lasts till I
get my own kullets in him.”

“Tell him what?’ gaped Martin
Tully.

“Tell him 1 hope to sing the last
song he’ll ever hear.”

“1 2l tell him that, by God, and
I'll start for him now!’ exclaimed
Tully in a rage. “ You may be drunk
and you may be crazy, but Lermond is
gunna hear the words exactly the way
you spoke them!”

“Thanks,” said Weller, and watched
the big fellow catch up a sombrero and
stamp out of the shack.

“ Wait—Dick, you can’t send a mes-
sage like that to Lermond!” exclaimed
the girl. ~ “T’ll call him back!”’

“Don’t do it,” commanded Weller.
“T've seen all that I can stand of him.

- though,” said Weller.
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I may be living outside the law, but I'm
not rubbing elbows with murder.”

The pounding of the hoofs of a
horse began near the cabin and rushed
away from it.

The girl, from the doorway, looked
anxiously after the rider. Neither she
nor big Tully could realize how many
trigger fingers were itching to shoot
at the fugitive, waiting in vain for the
deputy sheriff to commence the firing.
But Hugh Jacobs was not wasting am-
munition.

There was only one target at
which he cared to shoot, on this day,
and his gun was consecrated to that
high purpose alone.

NSIDE the shack the girl turned
back to her cookery. She was very
worried.

“ Suppose that Lermond gets this
news,” she said. *“ He'll never rest until
he has you at some advantage, Dick.”

He merely answered: “ If I thought
that Lermond didn’t hate me I'd hate
myself. Where’s Harry?”

“ He rode over to Crystal Creek.”

“For what?”

She drew a great breath.

‘1 don’t know,” she said.

“ You're doing a lot of fast guessing,
“Has he gone
because we're broke again?”

“T1 don’t dare to think, Dick,” an-
swered the girl.

*“If we have to have more money,”
said Dick Weller, “ it’s time for me to
contribute my share.”

“You must not!” she exclaimed.
“You've never broken the law, yet.
You can’t begin. If you do a single
wrong thing it will break my heart,
Dick!”

“I’ve done enough to make them
want me—wearing guns while they
come!” he told her.
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“That was for the sake of poor
Harry!” said the girll “When I
think what we’ve drawn you down
tO—"

“ Hush,” said Weller. “1I did it for
myself. And I'm proud of it, not
ashamed. I'm not worrying about Dick
Weller. I'm worrying about you.
What’s becoming of your life, out here
in calico and cooking jackrabbit and
canned tomatoes for a pair of tramps
like Harry and me?

“You ought to be trying on en-
gagement rings and refusing -them
because the diamonds are too small.”

“ Sit down here, Dick,” said the girl,
smiling up at him. “ While you’re eat-
ing you can’t say so many foolish
things.”

“There’s one foolish thing that I've
been planning to say to you,” said
Weller, as he pulled back a chair and
sat down.

He leaned forward eagerly. “ Know
what it is, Muriel?” he asked.

“TI know what it is,” she answered.
She shook her head at him. “ I'm the
hundredth girl, I suppose.”

“Hundredth? What do you mean?”
he asked.

“I mean that. Why, Dick, you're
famous for loving girls and leaving
them. I do love you, but not that way.
You're the straightest and the cleanest
fellow I've ever known, but—"

He had jumped up to protest, and as
he moved a rifle clanged close to the
house.

Deputy Sheriff Hugh Jacobs had
drawn a sure bead on a man seated
quietly in a chair.

He could not bclieve the trigger
finger and the sure eye that told him
the target suddenly had jumped away
from his shot; and now he raised his
voice with a great shout: “ Close inl
Close in!”
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Answering voices ringed the cabin
around on every side.

CHAPTER IV.
LONE RIDER.

ISTENING to those shouts, tall
Dick Weller said: “ That’s old
sawdust Jacobs come for me. So

long, Muriel. I'm going out to have a
talk with him.”

She used both hands to catch one of
his.

“If you move a step from the door
I'll go with youl Listen, Dick—if they
hurt you they’ve hurt you for my sake
and Harry’s. Wait till he comes back.
He’ll be here by the evening!”

“There are a dozen of them, at
least,” answered Weller, calmly.
“ Harry couldn’t raise this siege.”

“Hey! Weller!” sang out a long-
drawn, nasal voice.

“Hello, Hughie,” answered Dick
Weller. “I’'ve been missing you, old
sawdust! How’s the place where your
marrow ought to be, old buzzard?”

He stood close to the door, smiling
as he talked. And the girl, throwing
herself into a chair, buried her face in
her arms.

“T hear you, Weller!” called Hugh
Jacobs. ““ Are you gunna come out and
surrender ?”’

“I could surrender to anybody but
you, Hughie. I couldn’t knuckle under
to a carrion-eater like you.”

A brief, wild yell of rage answered
this taunt, but a dim sound of laughter
came from other places near the shack.

“If you don’t surrender, send the
gal out of that shack,” shouted Jacobs.

“You hear that, beautiful?” asked
Weller. “You’ve got to leave the
shack.”

“I1 won’t stir from it. They can’t

-
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drag me away from you,” she an-
swered.

“ She says that she won't go, Hughie.
Will you send in a man to take her
away by force? I'll promise not to salt
him down with lead while he’s doing
the job.”

“You think that I"d trust the word
of a thing like you?” asked the deputy
sheriff. “If she won't come out, and
come quick, I'm gonna have the boys
open up, and we'll comb that shack
high and low, Weller.”

“You hear me, Hughie? Are you
half the man that people think you are,
or do you really prefer, as most of us
know, to shoot your game from be-
hind?”

“Who says that I shoot from be-
hind?” yelled the deputy.

“ We all know about the case of Tim
Hoolihan in El Paso,” said Weller.

“You lie!” shouted Jacobs. “ He
turned to run. I couldn’t help shootin’
as he turned to run!”

“Is that so? What about Jake Mar-
berry, down on the Little Big Horn?”
“I never shot him from behind!”

“That’s what you say. The rest of
us know the truth.”

“You lie, and lie, and lie!” yelled
the deputy.

“ There was Stan Wilder, too; and
Vince Gresham. All shot in the back,
you murdering crow!”’

“I tell you—by God!’ cried the
deputy, choked with wrath and with
virtue, “I shot them all fair and
square, fightin’. Nobody can say—"

“You old sawdust liar,” said Dick
Weller. ““You know that you were
never in your life in a fair fight.”

“Are you gone clean crazy?”’ shouted
the deputy. “ Didn’t a hundred men
see me face Jack Western?”

“After you got the bartender to put
dope in his beer,” said Dick Weller.

“If you stand out here, fair and
square, I'll prove what I can do on
you!” screamed the maddened deputy.

“You wouldn’t dare. The moment
that I stepped out you'd tip the wink
and have one of your own men shoot
me from behind. That’s all you under-
stand—murder! Murder!”

But, turning towards the girl, Dick
Weller laughed a little, silently. And
the girl stared at him with eyes which
were empty of everything but wonder.

“1 swear to God A’mighty!” raved
the deputy, “that if you step out of
that door I'll meet you fair and square
and we'll shoot when somebody hollers
a signal. Dick Weller, if you got half
the makin’s of a man in you you’ll
come out here and take your chance
with me!”

“I'm coming now!” called Weller.

And before the girl could cry out he
had issued boldly from the doorway.

In fact, she tried to follow, but utter
terror made her knees fail under her.

ICK WELLER was walking
calmly from the house, smiling,
his hat well on the back of his

head.

“Where are you, sawdust?”’ he
asked. “ Where are you, old August
heat? Where’s Cactus Hughie?
Where’s the king snake? Where's
Mr. Shot-in-the-back Jacobs?”

The deputy sheriff appeared sudden-
ly from beside a great rock near the
well. He had jammed his sombrero far
down over his head, and he stood like a
blue crane, his shoulders bunched and
his head thrusting forward at the end
of his long neck.

“All right, Hughie,” said Weller,
walking steadily towards him. “ What
sort of a trick is there in this job?
How many of your men have been
tipped to sink lead in me?”
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“Not one — you rotten liar!”
screamed Hughie Jacobs. ““ There ain’t
a man of them that don’t know, if he
shoots on his own account, he’s gunna
have it out with me afterwards.”

“And what would that mean to any
of them?” asked Weller. “ They all
laugh at you, Hughie, just as I laugh.”

He began to sing, actually laughing
through the words:

Here is the beanstalk and castle, alack!
Where shall I find my bonny boy, Jack?

“Take this to hell with you!” yelled
Jacobs, and snatched out his gun.

Weller leaped sidewise like a fright-
ened cat and fired at the flash of the
steel in the sunlight. His own draw was
so lightning fast that the advantage of
the first move was. quite stolen from
the deputy sheriff. And the bullet,
striking true by something far more
than chance, knocked the heavy Colt
out of the hand of Jacobs and flung it
back against his body.

The deputy stared for an instant at
his numbed, empty fingers, then
snatched up the fallen weapon with his
left hand.

He should have been dead long be-
fore he leaned for the gun, and he knew
it. He was expecting the shock of a
forty-five caliber slug through flesh and
bones, tearing its way, every split
second of this time of expectation. But
the bullet did not come ; the gun did not
speak. Instead, a shadow flashed past
him, skidding rapidly over the ground,
and as he half straightened, the gun in
his hand, he saw tall Dick Weller, rac-
ing like a deer, dodging from sight
among the great boulders down the
gulley.

The whole of the posse was up now,
and firing at the fugitive, shouting
with excitement. But the deputy cried:
“The hosses! He'll get to the hosses!

Run, for God’s sake!
straight—straight—"

He himself set the example. But it
was not because he had any hope of
overtaking the flying feet of the fugi-
tive; it was merely that he hoped,
running to this side and then to that,
that he might get a clean chance at
Weller.

Twice and again he had a glimpse
and used it for a shot, but each time

And shoot

DICK WELLER

he knew, with the instinct of the per-
fect marksman, that he had missed his
target by a scant inch or two.

HERE was another hope—that

Chuck Thomas, worthy and

proven fighter who had been left
behind the shoulder of the hill in charge
of the horses a mile away, might hear
the rattling of the guns and come out to
meet the runner, rifle in hand. Chuck
was not a fellow to miss his shot. He
was not a fellow to give up a chance
at a fight for money or for fun.

In fact, Chuck did finally hear that
distant uproar, and, coming up from
behind the tree where he held the long
line of the horses, their reins all tied
together, he got on top of a low rock
and shaded his eyes with his hands to
stare.
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He could make out figures swarming
down the gulley ; he could see the quick
flashing of the sun on naked weapons;
but he failed to look much nearer at
hand, where a man ducked in behind
some screening boulders and slipped
swiftly down upon him. All that
Chuck knew was, at last, a leaping
shadow behind him, and as he whirled
he received a crushing blow that sent
him staggering.

He was not actually put down, but
he discovered, as his senses cleared,
that his rifle had been caught from the
ground, his revolver had been snatched
from its holster.

He, with empty hands, while the rest
of his comrades came up beside him,
heard the slow drumming of hoofs, in-
creasing rapidly in cadence. And then,
sweeping rapidly up the slope beyond,
he saw the whole line of the posse’s
horses being led away at full gallop by
a single rider.

CHAPTER V.
GAME OLD DEVIL.

N the whole, we can stand any-
thing but laughter; and Hugh
Jacobs could endure mirth less

than any other man. When he saw, in
the little four-page newspapers of
those country towns, the full details of
the escape of “Desperado Dick Wel-
ler,” when he discovered that the entire
countryside was laughing heartily,
even editorially, at the discomfiture of
the celebrated man-hunter, Hugh Ja-
cobs, the heart of the deputy was con-
sumed by fire.

He was pursued by only one dream
—the lovely vision of tall Dick Weller
staggering while the bullets of Jacobs
smashed into that young body.

Some of his posse had pointed out

that it was strange that Weller had
taken such a chance as to run by the
deputy instead of shooting him down
and making the break through the cor-
don sure. As it was, Weller had played
tag with death—and had almost been
caught!

Jacobs would answer to this:
“Weller is a cool kind of a rat; but
that day he was rattled. He didn’t do
no thinkin’. He just started to run for
his life when he seen me reach for my
gun, because he knew that I was as
good with the left hand as with the
right, pretty nigh. That’s the reason
of it.”

But, in his soul, he knew that this
was not true. It had been on the part
of Weller the magnanimity of the truly
chivalrous spirit which will not strike
at a disarmed and helpless figure.

And this thought, instead of easing
the burning pain of the sheriff, made
his heart ache all the more and made
him yearn more than ever to cast his
coils about the fugitive.

And even terrible Papa Lermond no
longer received the attention that fol-
lowed this new and startling outlaw.
People spoke of him everywhere, and
when they spoke they laughed. They al-
ways laughed! And why not?

The stories came in by the score.
Here he had stopped for breakfast and
scrupulously paid down fifty cents for
ham and eggs. There he had appeared
and courteously begged of an old
rancher for a look at the last news-
paper. Yonder he showed his head
again at a school picnic high in the hills
and played leapfrog with the young-
sters. A harmless man, it seemed, ex-
cept when he encountered Barney
Ginnis.

Barney was a celebrity in his own
right, and had built up as black a
reputation as any two men would need
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to get them through life. Behind him
were clustered strange tales of dead
men and the plunder of mines; to him
were attributed half a dozen holdups
of stages, and on his list were a dozen
dead men. But there was never the
actual damning proof which the law
demands.

Then the story came in that Barney
Ginnis, badly wounded, had been
brought to the door of a doctor’s house
in a small village and left in the doc-
tor’s hands by a tall man who answered
the description of Dick Weller, and
who borrowed the doctor’s guitar and
sang to his own accompaniment before
he left. Men said that this surely had
been Dick Weller, but Barney Ginnis
lay on his back, slowly recovering his
life and strength and would not speak
a word to explain his ““ accident.”

What actually had happened was as
follows:

Barney Ginnis sat in front of his
shack smoking a pipe and content with
the world because he had in his pantry
a saddle of venison, in his locker
plenty of guns and ammunition, and in
his heart the consciousness that he
would never have to lift a hand again
in labor so long as he lived. He looked
upon the world with a grim amusement
when he thought of how he had plun-
dered it and yet the clumsy hand of the
law had allowed him to slip from its
vengeance time after time.

The brain of Barney Ginnis was as
swift, direct, unhesitating as the fore-
paw of a wildcat. He could not appre-
ciate subtleties which led to the loss of
advantages.

OWN the trail just ahove him
came a rider who thrummed a
guitar and whose gay voice pro-

claimed in song that kings have their
thrones and misers their gold, the sky
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has its sun and rivers their sunlight,
but he scorned them all because his
lady filled his heart. -

The tall rider with smiling eyes and
a sun-browned face halted near Ginnis
and said, cheerfully: “ How are things,
Barney ?”’

Barney looked at the stranger and
said nothing. He was not unpleased by
the young stranger, but he was so in
the habit of being a churl that he could
not change on the spur of the moment.
He merely pulled on his pipe and
looked away from the stranger towards
a broad, flat-topped rock which lay
near the spring that bubbled from the
ground not far from the cabin.

“No news is always good news,”
said the stranger, cheerfully. “And as
long as things are like this with you,
I’d as soon tell you why I came. 1
want to borrow five or ten thousand
dollars from you, Barney.”

Even the rock-like calm of Barney
was shaken by this remark. First he
fingered the sawed-off shotgun, best of
friends, which stood beside him; but
then his wonder burst forth in the
words: “ Hey, whaddya mean?”

“Why,” said the stranger, * you
know how it is.”

And then he sang in his pleasant
voice :

Sharper than the tiger’s eye
In the tooth of poverty;

Poverty is colder thrice
Than the winter’s face of ice.

Barney Ginnis said nothing.

The man was not mad, he decided.
But speech was not Barney’s habit.

“That's why,” explained the rider,
“T've come to ask you for a loan.”

“What sort of security?” asked
Barney, finally. Not because he ex-
pected to have any faith in the answer,
but because he wanted to prolong this
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queer conversation, the queerest in
which he had ever been a partner.

The stranger answered, thrumming
his guitar and singing:

Craven hearts are never loath
To give lying words and oath;
Singing birds are in the hedge
And their music is my pledge.

“Take your blather down the trail,”
said Barney. “ I've had enough of it.”

“If I can’t sing money out of you,”
said the other, “I’ll have to shoot it
out.”

And he slung the guitar behind his
saddle.

“ Well, I'll be damned,” said Barney,
frankly.

He caught, not at the shotgun, but at
the revolver which was to him as im-
portant as life and soul. But the hand
of the rider flashed sudden steel and
a heavy bullet smashed into the body of
Barney. The impact knocked him back-
wards against the wall of the shack.
Still there was fight in him, but instead
of shooting into the sprawling body,
the stranger leaped from his horse like
a cat, kicked the gun out of the hand
with which Barney was trying to lift
it, and then stood back, thoughtfully.

“Sorry, Barney,” he said. “I sang
for my supper and you should have
been generous.”

“ What'’s your name ?”’ asked Barney.

“ Dick Weller.”

“Ah? You're him?” said Barney.

And he was comforted. He had
dreamed, for a moment, that he was
dying at the hand of a nameless man.

“Now, Barney,” said Weller, “ we
can make a bargain.”

“Yeah? Can we?” answered Barney
Ginnis.

“1I can leave you here to bleed to
death,” said Weller, calmly, “and
bleeding to death is an easy way for

you to die. And while you're dying I
can hunt for your hidden money. Or
else you can tell me where the money
is, and then I'll pack you to the town
and leave you on the doctor’s front
porch. How does that sound to you?”

ARNEY looked down to the blood
that pulsed from his body. He
was not afraid of death, and

neither did he wish to throw away life.

“How would I be able to trust
you?” he said.

“Look twice at me and you'll know
that I do what I say.”

“You'll find the money under the
bread box inside,” said Bartiey.

‘“ Thanks,” said the other, and
stepped into the shack.

Everything was very neat, for no
old maid is as precise as an old sour-
dough.

There was a tin box to keep bread
fresh and moist. Under it Weller found
a thin sheaf of greenbacks—a hun-
dred or more dollars. He put this in his
pocket and came outside again.

“ That’s a starter,” he said. ‘ Where’s
the rest?”

“There
Barney.

“All right,” remarked Weller, and
sat down to roll and light a cigarette.
“ There’s no great hurry, except that
you're bleeding to death.”

Barney Ginnis looked again at the
blood that pulsed out of his breast.

“ Lift the flat stone by the spring.”

So Weller went to the spring and
heaved until he had raised up the big,
flat stone. Under it he found a small
hollow, filled by a package which was
wrapped in tarpaulin. He took the tar-
paulin by the edge and as he lifted the
package unrolled and spilled on the
ground—four thick sheaves of paper
money in brown wrappers,

ain’t any more,” said
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“ Good boy, Barney,” said Dick
Weller. ““ I knew that you and 1 would
get on together.”

He sang:

One blink of your bonny blue een,

One sound of the lark in your voice;
Of all that I ever had seen,

There was Barney alone for my choice.

- “T hope you rot half a grain a day
in hellfire,” said Barney Ginnis, and
coughed red.

“We’ll have to look into this,” said
Weller. “If doctors can save you,
they’re going to have their chance.”

He got cloth from the house, made a
packing of powder-dry dust to stop the
bleeding, and bandaged the breast of
Barney. 1

“How do you feel, old son?” asked
Weller when he had lifted Barney to
the saddle of his horse.

“ Shut your mug, and get on,”
gasped Barney.

They went on, slowly, towards the
village. Even when the lights of it
gleamed in the distance, Barney was
sure that the life would all have run
out of him before ever he came to the
town. And still he kept his grip on the
pommel of the saddle and set his teeth
hard against the black poison of
despair.

And so he was surprised when,
actually, Dick Weller helped him from
the saddle and then, with astonish-
ing strength, carried the bulk of
Ginnis up the path to the porch of the
doctor’s house and knocked at the door.

Footfalls came at once,.and Weller,
leaning over the wounded man, said:
“There they come, old-timer. They’ll
fix you up. You’re a pretty game old
devil, and when I ride past your shack
again, I'm going to put back half of
what I've taken under the big flat
stone by the spring.”
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Perhaps that was why Barney,
when they found him lying bleeding
and silent, nevertheless wore a faint
ghost of a grin on his iron face.

CHAPTER VL
WATCHFUL WAITING.

ICK WELLER knew where to
find Harry and Muriel Sanford,
but the way to them was not easy.

Outraged authorities had put a price
on his head by this time, not because of
things he had done, but because of
crimes which could not be traced to
malefactors and which were, therefore,
shifted in blame to the head of that
singing, careless, laughing desperado.

Besides, Dick Weller was in no great
rush. It was true that he wanted to get
Muriel and Harry out of the country
and that he now had over forty thou-
sand dollars in his pocket to foot the
bill, even after restoring half the loot
to the tarpaulin under the big flat rock;
but since he had no means of accom-
plishing his purpose it was pleasant to
loiter along the way.

Also, to gain the reward in cash
and the greater reward of having put
down such a famous man, posses had
started out from all sorts of towns and
were combing the range for him. No
less than three times he almost ran
into the toils.

And that gave the indefatigable
deputy sheriff, Hugh Jacobs, the time
necessary to prepare to strike again.
It was not for Weller that he struck,
directly, but, as he confided to the gray-
faced sheriff: “I've spotted Harry
Sanford and his sister again, I think;
and if I can grab them I'll have Dick
dead before long!”

The sheriff said nothing, because
there was nothing for him to say. If
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some people were a little sorry for the
terrible plight in which he found him-
self with a wifeless and a childless life
stretching ahead of him, there were
always others to say, with the poison-
ous cruelty of the casual man: “1It
must be Weller’'s own son. A man gets
out of his family what he puts into it.
If you put nothing but cash into the
raising of your son you’ll reap nothing
but trouble in the long run.”

And so Hugh Jacobs went across
country with his dozen picked men, all
of them fellows who had been made
fools of in that first great attempt to
capture Dick Weller, three of them
men who had twice before been baffled
by the outlaw. For Hugh Jacobs knew
perfectly well that there is only one
way to use a beaten man, and that is to
give him a chance to take his revenge.
The result was that his dozen followers
were ready to lay down their lives, if
they could have a chance to strike one
hard blow at famous Dick Weller.

The hint which had reached the ears
of the deputy sheriff was that Harry
Sanford and his sister, who so de-
votedly refused to leave the outlaw,
were somewhere on the bank of the
Tulomay River. So he went up the
river as cautiously as a hunting cat and
there, sure enough, he found Sanford
and Muriel. They had the two covered
with a dozen rifles in no time, while
Sanford was busily cutting up a fat
stag which he had just brought into
camp. With the red unwashed from his
hands he was tied against a tree and
gagged. Muriel Sanford was tied also.

Deputy Sheriff Jacobs, licking his
dry lips with savory satisfaction, said:
“ They’ve seen Dick Weller hither, and
they’ve seen him yon, but we’ll sure
find him dodgin’ into this here camp be-
fore long. So set tight and don’t you
make no noise.”

23

However, as the hours of that
afternoon wore on, and the evening
came, Sanford was ungagged for a
time, allowed to eat, and then fastened
once more in his place.

The deputy said to him: “ When he
comes nigh the camp is he likely to
holler out to make sure that every-
thing’s all right?”

But the other said nothing.

“He’s sure likely to send in a
holler,” said the deputy. “And if you'll
sing out that everything is all right
T'll tell you what I'll do. I'll turn you
and your sister loose. The point is,
Sanford, that the law wants you pretty
bad, but not the way it aches to lay
hold of that rat of a Dick Weller.”

Sanford laughed in his face; and the
deputy, in a fury, struck Sanford a
back-handed blow across the mouth
that brought a stream of blood.

It was too bad that the deputy had
drawn that b'»od. It was a thing which
he would live to think about in other
days.

OWEVER, before he had the

man gagged again he said to

him: “You oughta see that
your partner can’t last it out. It ain’t
only the law that’s agin him, but it’s
your own people. You know how I got
the tip that I might find you here?
Right through the men of Papa Ler-
mond. Know that? They figgered that
they didn’t want to hurt you, but they
sure wanted to get rid of that Dick
Weller. There ain’t but few that
wouldn’t be happy if that varmint was
dead!”

However, since the prisoner would
not make conversation even on this
point, Jacobs gloomily gave him up as
a bad cause and had him well gagged
again.

He could trust to fear to keep the
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mouth of the girl closed, he felt. He
had said to her: “ If a sound comes and
you yell out, I'm gunna bash your face
in with the heel of my gun. Under-
stand? I'm gunna spoil the pretty
face for you!”

This was enough, thought the deputy,
to close the throat of any girl with a
handsome face.

And now the camp grew very still,
for with the sunset, instead of turning
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in, the thirteen watchers sharpened
their eyes and prayed for the moon-
light to brighten. And the moon was in
fact not far above the tops of the trees
when, from the black bluff on the far-
ther side of the little river, a singing
voice and the thrumming of a guitar
floated down to the hushed camp.

The boulevards are pretty goy
But I prefer the homeward way;
The city lights are sort of pale,
But stars are ot the old mule trail.

The tree tops thickly fenced away
the view of the top of the bluff, but to
every mind that listened to the song

came the picture of the tall, familiar

figure, with the guitar held in the
cradle of one arm.
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And then the needle-sharp voice of
the girl screamed: ““ Dick, keep—"

The leather-hard palm of the depuity
sheriff was clapped over her mouth so
hard that her head was struck violently
back against the tree on which her
shoulders rested. She turned limp.

“1 gotta mind "—said the whisper
of Hughie Jacobs—"“I gotta mind to
wring your damn little neck for you—
I gotta mind to—"

There was a soft rustling of the
brush and Hal Perkins loomed, pant-
ing: “I seen him clear, right up agin
the moonlight in the sky. I seen him as
clear as a lamp. I might of brung him
down with one shot, but moonlight
makes mean shootin’.”

“The question is: has the gal scared
him away?” asked the deputy sheriff.
“Damn her, has she scared him off?”

“No, after she sung out he waited
there a minute and then rode up the
bluff. He didn’t ride back into the
back-lands; he didn’t start away fast.”

‘“ He’s comin’ down to investigate,”
said the deputy sheriff. “ Where can
a hoss cross this here man’s river?”’

“Fifty yards up is the ford,” said
Perkins.

“Hal, you gunna be worth your
weight in gold to all of us. There ain’t
no other ford?”’

“ Not a one.”

“1 mean to say, you sure they ain’t
no place where a hoss could get across
inside of a coupla miles of here?”

“Listen, chief,” said Hal Perkins,
“1 been ‘raised around here, and I
know. The old Tulomay, she runs like a
flight of arrows all the way, inside of
stcep banks, like there is down here.
But up there fifty yards she pools out,
like you seen her. She’s four times as
broad and as shallow there, and she
don’t run her current so fast. There
ain’t no other place where a hoss can
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cross her. No, not inside of ten miles!”’

“Good!” said the deputy sheriff.
“Then he’s comin’ down the far bluff,
and he’s sure gonna cross at that ford.
Now, I ask you, how could that hom-
bre get away from the thirteen of us,
when he comes across that there ford
in the full moenlight, him ridin’ slow
on a hoss and our rifles ready? I ask
you, how ?”

“ HERE ain’t no way,” agreed
several thoughtful voices.
“Hal, you done fine,” said
the sheriff. “Now, you stay on here
and see that this couple don’t get the
gags out of their mouths. I put a mean
one inside the jaws of that girl; I half
hope that it’ll choke her, and maybe it
will. Mind that the hosses don’t start to
neighin’, neither. If they start up a
chorus he'll sure know that there’s a
crowd on hand waitin’ for him.”

Hal Perkins was so eager to be in
on the keener “ fun "’ of ambushing the
lone rider that it required a stiff word
or two from Hughie Jacobs to quiet
him, and then the party of a dozen men
went up the bank of the stream.

Before them the ford stretched wide,
the water fairly quiet except for the
shadowy current that swept through
the center of it. And overhead the
moon showered a deadly brightness,
throwing out the black images of the
trees only a little distance on the silver
of the Tulomay.

Deputy Sheriff Jacobs, putting each
man securely inside covert, rubbed his
hands as he sank into his own chosen
place. He had, at last, set a trap from
which there could be no escaping. And
now, clearly in view for an instant, a
rider appeared against the skyline at
the top of the opposite bluff.

He was only in view for a single in-
stant, since the horse pitched at once
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down the steep slope and against the
darkness of that background was
practically invisible.

They heard, also, the thrumming of
the guitar, and then the voice of the
singer as he raised his song even on the
steepness of that slope.

“He don’t suspect nothin’,” mur-
mured the sheriff to his nearest com-
panion.

“He didn’t understand nothin’,”
said the other. ‘““There wasn’t enough
words for him to find out. That’s all
there was to it.”

“ Ay, that’s all there was to it,” said
the deputy. “ My hand it sure worked
fast on that mouth of hers; and it sure
worked hard, too. Doggone her, I
wished I'd broke her neck.”

After a time the deputy muttered:
“ But seems to me like we’d oughta see
him comin’ out through the trees before
this.”

‘ Likely, he’s got down and tight-
ened up his cinches before he takes his
hoss into the ford. A lot of hosses get
kind of tricky in cold water, like this
here.”

“Ay,” said Hugh Jacobs. “Ay, and
that’s likely. But still—by this time it
looks to me like there was time for him
to of come through the brush and cinch
up his saddle, too.”

“Time always seems slow when
you're watchin’ something,” answered
his companion.

High above them an owl checked its
stoop and shot up into the sky again.

CHAPTER VIIL
OUTSIDE THE LAW.

N the farther shore, a little back
from the bank, Dick Weller stood
in the stirrups and looked through

a gap in the brush.
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The outcry he had heard from the
girl had not gone unheeded. It had
startled him like a knife thrust—that
broken cry and then the silence. He
had to get back to the camp quickly,
because there was a riot of fear in his
thoughts. And there seemed only one
way of going. That was why he had
ridden straight over the bluff and down
towards the ford. If men were watch-
ing for him they would look in that
direction. If they saw him once against
the sky they would certainly wait a
long time before they grew suspicious.

As he stared across the dazzling
white of the stream towards the
mysterious darkness of the trees on the
farther bank, he saw an owl stoop, then
veer up suddenly, swing to the side, and
finally slide away on hurrying wings
across the tree tops.

It had seen something which inter-
rupted the entire course of its intended
hunting. And that was enough for the
hair-trigger wits of Dick Weller. He
smiled a little, and instantly tethered
his mustang and left it.

The guitar was what he hated to de-
sert. He touched it with a caressing
hand before he laid it away in the
branches of a tall bush. Then he took
off his boots, tied thern and his revolver
around his neck, and slid instantly into
the current.

A horse could not ford that darting
stream with a man’s weight on its back.
And even Dick Weller, swimming like
a fish, found himself unable to make
headway in the middle of the stream.
He had to abandon gun and boots be-
fore he could bite into the shadowy
rough middle of the Tulomay. But
once past that icy center of danger, he
was quickly on the farther side, and
waded up the bank.

He paused to wring or slick the
water out of his clothes. Then, in bare
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feet which served him as well as eyes
could serve another man, he made his
way soundlessly up the bank. There
was no camp fire to greet him with its
yellow eye glancing through the brush,
and that was strange, also, becausc
certainly his song from the edge of the
bluff had been heard.

Like a cat he went testing the ground
with his bare toes before he entrusted
his weight to it. And so, brushing gen-
tly through the trees, he came upon that
long-remembered scene of two figures
tightly bound against trees, their
mouths stuffed with gags, while a tall
fellow slouched back and forth with a
rifle over his arm, and spurs jangling
faintly on his heels.

Now and again Hal Perkins stopped
and erected his head a trifle. He had
turned, his back to the place where
Dick Weller waited, when he repeated
this attitude of intent listening; but his
ears were not good enough to tell him
of the leap of the barefooted man. The
crook of Weller’s right arm clamped
around the throat of Perkins and
jerked him flat on his back. By the time
he staggered to his feet again the
muzzle of his own rifle was against his
breast. And before him there was a
dripping figure with very bright eyes
and a smile.

Gradually he realized that it was
Dick Weller.

“ Cut the two of them loose,” said
Dick Weller. “ T'll watch you, partner,
while you do the work.”

And Hal Jenkins, in a trance of fear,
obeyed. Afterwards he sat obediently
while a rope was wound about him and
he was gagged and bound in the place
of Harry Sanford.

Still, enchanted by fear as he was,
he was able to remember, afterwards,
certain valuable details.

" For one thing, he remembered that
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the girl, when she was free from her
bonds, began to cry a little and then
stamped her foot and gripped her
hands to make herself stop.

He remembered that Dick Weller
leaned as though to kiss her and that
she said: “ No, Dick!” after which he
straightened again without a word.

He remembered that Dick Weller
said to Sanford: *“ How did that blood
come on your face?”’

“Hughie Jacobs whacked me,” said
Sanford.
And Weller said, quietly: “I

thought that I'd have to kill Jacobs.
I know it, now. I swear to God—"

“ Stop it, Dick!” broke in the girl.
“ And quickly, quickly, before they
come back—"

They got the horses together.

Then, after they had mounted—
counting the extras there were nearly
twenty horses in that long line!l—
Weller said: “I've had to give up an-
other banjo, and I'm damned mad
about that. Muriel, help me with that
song about the sorrel horse and the old
grey mare, will you?”

The girl laughed a little, softly.

But, when the song was raised, she
carried a part of it, still laughing, and
a pretty picture she made with her
laughter and her singing in the moon-
light.

It was this song that came like a
disaster to the ears of Hughie Jacobs
and his men.

I'm gunna leave my home;
I'm goiw’ to love to roam;
I'm goin’ away-ay-ay;

I've found my day-ay-ay!

WO blows are better than ten—
two that land on the same spot.
And Hughie Jacobs had been hit
twice on the same spot—hard. He
had gone out by himself alone, many a
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time, and brought back his man. Now
he had gone out twice with numbers
and failed. And his lean face was con-
vulsed with agony when he read the
comments in the county newspapers.

AMUSEMENT OR HABIT?
DEPUTY SHERIFF MISSES MAN
LOSES ALL HORSES AGAIN.

The account that followed had its
stinging moments, also. It said, in one
portion: “When Desperado Dick
Weller is out of horseflesh and doesn’t
feel like paying good money for new
mounts, he never worries a great deal.
He simply waits for Deputy Sheriff
Hugh Jacobs and a strong posse to
overtake him. Then he laughs at the
deputy sheriff, takes possession of the
horses, and rides happily on his way.

“ When asked about this, Mr. Jacobs
could say nothing. We agree with him
that there is hardly anything to say.”

So ran the newspapers.

But Sheriff Tom Weller had some-
thing else to say. He announced it in
print.

“ Various attempts have been made
to apprehend the well-known criminal,
Richard Weller. I have made up my
mind to go out and take him or never
to return.”

When people read that comment,
they looked at one another. Then
Charlie Street, one of the most pros-
perous ranchers of the county, stopped
the sheriff on the street and said:
“ Tom, are you gunna light out after
your own son?”

“I've swore an oath to uphold the
law,” said the pale sheriff.

“God A’mighty won’t encourage
you none,” said Charlie Street, and
went on his way.

In fact, most men felt that there
were frightful calamities in the air
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when blood was recady to fight against
itself. But the grim sheriff rode out
with six chosen men and struck for the
trail of his son.

That was the time when Papa Ler-
mond came down on the Western
Limited, stopped the train, overturned
the first two coaches, caused the death
of eleven passengers, and escaped with
a quarter of a million. Other posses
quickly started on that trail; but the
sheriff remained quietly at work er
the task in hand.

He set a trap at Bison City and it
barely failed to close on Dick Weller.
He prepared his meshes on the trail be-
tween Haley and Four Rivers, but was
eluded again. He rode at night into
the cow-camp of Steve Marshal only to
find that the man he wanted had ridden
away half an hour before.

Commenting on these failures, the
county newspapers said: “ Sheriff Tom
Weller has failed again in his pursuit
of his son, while Papa Lermond runs
loose and free. Sheriff Weller only
misses his son by a few minutes each
time. But he keeps on missing. This
is very strange. Perhaps the voters of
this county will notice the strangeness
of it at the next election.”

This was the talk which was in the
air far and wide, as well as in the news-
papers, when Dick Weller sat over his
portion of a saddle of venison which
had been roasted in a Dutch oven and
said to Muriel Sanford: “You know,
Muriel, that I've been riding this trail
for quite a while, but now my father
is on it. What about cutting all of this
and going away with me? What about
marriage?”’

UT the girl said: “ Dick, you’re
the best I've ever known. You're
so good that you even can per-

suade yourself that you want me.”
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“You mean that I don’t mean it?’
asked Dick Weller.

She smiled at him curiously, sadly.

“ You know you don’t,” she said.
“But you've saved the Sanfords se
many times that you begin to think that
they must be worth saving.”

“ Wait a minute,” said Dick Weller.
“Does that mean you really are not
interested? Does that mean I'm bark-
ing up the wrong tree?”

She nodded.

“T’ll never marry a man outside the
law,” she said.

“I'm glad to know it,” said Weller,
soberly, and said no more on the sub-
ject.

““ Muriel, you’re talking through
your hat,” said dark, handsome Harry
Sanford. “ Do you realize what you're

. saying? This is Dick that's talking to

you.”

“1 realize everything,” she said.

She realized it so well that she was
awake, late that night, when she heard
a little crackling of twigs, as though
underfoot, and instantly roused herself.
Then, far off against the dimness of
the moonlit sky, she saw the faint out-
line of a rider who sat singularly
straight in the saddle.

The moment she saw that figure, she
recognized it, and started running in
pursuit, crying out: “ Dick! Dick!”
But the rider went on, far beyond ear-
shot.

When she came back within the
range of the ghostly light of the red
embers of the campfire, she saw a tag
of paper pinned under a splinter of a
log by the place, and when she took the
paper she read:

Dear Murrel,

If 1 can’t interest you outside
the law, I'm going back iuside.
Dick.
Under the note, pinned by the same
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strong splinter, there was a thick stack
of greenbacks.

And on that same night, just as the
light of the dawn was beginning, the
man who mounted watch at the moun-
tain camp of Sheriff Tom Weller saw
a rider come vaguely out of the horizon
and head towards the camp.

“ Who goes there?” he challenged.

“ What’s this? Part of the United
States Army?” came the answer.

To which the sheriff’s man very
properly answered: “ A damned sight
better than the best part of that army.
Who are you, hombre?”

“ Looking for Sheriff Weller.”

“Who'’s been stealin’ your cows?”’
asked the sentinel,

Then he saw, by firelight more than
the radiance of dawn, the face of the

rider who was approaching him. He
jerked his rifle to his shoulder.
But Dick Weller merely said:

“ Don’t be a damn fool,” and rode on
in to the fire. There he dismounted,
threw the reins of his horse, and kicked
together the embers of the fire.

“ Got any chuck around here?” he

asked. “I'm hungry. By the way,”
he added, ¢ do something more for me,
will you?”

‘“ What’s that?” asked the sentinel,
staring hard at the fugitive, but still
looking down the sights of his rifle.

“ You might wake the sheriff up and
tell him that he’s captured that des-
perado—you know the one that I mean
—that desperado, Dick Weller.”

CHAPTER VIIL.
RIFLE PASS.

HE sheriff travelled for three
days, slowly, carefully, through
the mountains, with handcuffs on
the wrists of his son. And for three

days the sheriff’s chief deputy, Hughie
Jacobs, never took his eyes from the
prisoner, never left his side by day or
by night. Hughie Jacobs was perfectly
silent most of the time, because he was
receiving more through the eyes than
his ears could ever tell him., He was
seeing, daily, hourly, momently, the
perfect vision of his greatest enemy, the
man wha had disgraced him, locked in-
side handcuffs, helpless. He had been
present at the surrender of Dick Wel-
ler; that was enough to wipe out the
blots on his record. There was only
one ghost to spoil his happiness and
that was the question: Why had Dick
Weller surrendered?

The question grew always more and
more important.

Now when the sheriff found his son
in his hands, he could remember old
formulas according to which he had
handled other cases of captured crimi-
nals in the past, and according to these
formulas he tried to handle the case of
Dick.

Tor instance, when he sat down be-
side his son and said: “ Now, Dick,
whatever you say is likely to be used
against vou, but I'd like to ask you a
few questions.”

“ Blaze away!” said the son.

And he turned his bright, thought-
ful eyes on his father.

“On the eleventh of August, were
you in Tucson?”

“Yes,” answered Dick.

“Were you in Tucson, and present
at the death of Doc Manly and Joe
Price?”

“ Oh, sure,” said Dick Weller.

The sheriff closed his eyes for an in-
stant.

Then he said: “Is it true that on
that day and date, seeing the two men,
you walked up behind them and fired
a bullet into the back of each, because

1
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of which wounds they died instantly ?”

“ Why should I have killed a pair
of fellows I never saw before?” asked
the prisoner.

“I ask you the question.”

“All right. Write down that I
killed them.”

The sheriff closed his eyes again for
a moment. Then he nodded and wrote
down the answer which meant that his
son would hang.

He consulted a list and asked: ““ Did
you meet Stewart Liscomb on the trail
between Pine Wood and Red Stone and
shoot him dead?”

“ Stewart Liscomb?
look like?”

“I don’t know,” said the sheriff.

“ Neither do I. But I suppose I may
have killed him.”

“Did you, on.August nineteenth,”
caid the sheriff, * feloniously and with
purpose to kill, attack Jim Stevens’in
the Bar One Saloon in Little Bank?”

“1T suppose so,” said the son.

The sheriftf jerked up his head.

““ How did you get from Pine Wood
to Little Bank inside of two days,” he
asked, ““ without a bird big enough to
carry you?’ asked the older Weller.

“T don’t know,” said the son.

“ Are you telling me the truth or are
you lying 7’ asked the sheriff.

“I'm making things easier for the
law,” said Dick Weller. “I never
killed a man in my life.”

At this, the sheriff shut up his note-
book with a slam and growled: “ Why
don’t you say so, then?”

“Why should I say so?” said Dick.
“Nothing I say will be believed un-
fess I ‘confess” You and the rest
have made up your minds that I'm tio
good.”

“1 never made up my mind to that,”
said the sheriff.

“You’ve thought so for years,” said

What did he
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Dick Weller. “ You tried me at cow-
punching and fence building and min-
ing and timbering, before you washed
your hands of me.”

* “I never washed my hands of you.”

“ That’s not true. From the day I
came back from school, you were ready
to suspect me of everything. I'd
looked inside a few books, and you
knew that they must have ruined
me—so you said!”

“ Dick, you can say what you please
and I'm not able to contradict you.”

“The truth is always hard to con-
tradict. Let me tell you another thing.
The reason that I never wanted to lift
a hand was because you kept the doubt
in your eyes whenever you looked at
me.”

“You are the last of the Wellers,”
said the sheriff.

‘“ Damn the Wellers,” said the son.
“I'm sick of hearing about them. Be-
cause you're proud of the family you
would have sent me to hell. I was too
lazy to suit you. The only reason you
wanted me on earth was because you
didn’t want the straight line of the old
blood to die out!”

““ Nonsense,” said the sheriff.

“Be honest. I'm telling the truth.”

“You've shown your blood,” said
the sheriff, slowly. “ You showed it the
moment that you got off by yourself.
I sent you to arrest a criminal. You
preferred to rescue him from the hands
of honest men.” ,

“ Honest like Hughie Jacobs, you
mean?”’

“T mean that.”

“1 haven’t any regrets,” said the
son.

“I know that,” said the father, bit-
terly. ““ T can see the happiness in your
face, Dick. Danger for its own sake
or for the sake of the money you can
get out of it. And that’s why it’s better
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to put you in jail. Better to keep you
behind the bars for life than to have
you endanger the lives of other people
with your freedom.”

“I'm not asking for your pity,” said
Dick Weller.

The sheriff turned away and his
heart was ashes in him. He had no
other children, no other relatives. He
could see his estate dissolving among
the hands of many men and the name
of the Wellers clouded and lost in a
final disgrace.

HEY entered Rifle Pass, which,

straight as the barrel of a gun,

cleaves through the mountains, a
chasm so long and so narrow that
from one end the gap at the farther
side appears hardly larger than the
spot of brilliancy seen through the
sights of a rifle. The rocks seemed as
hard as metal. They have a steel
sheen, and the cliffs rise to such a
height that one feels a nervous sense
of being shut away from the sky, a
half-buried feeling. The bottom of this
gorge is somewhat furrowed by the
action of the water which cut the entire
gap, working at leisure for a few mil-
lion years. But that soft chiseling has
ended. There is no water at all in Rifle
Pass except the few pools which re-
main standing for a time after melting
snow has trickled down into the gorge.
And on this hot day the rocks glowed
as though they had been through a fur-
nace and there was not a sign of a drop
of water anywhere.

However, Rifle Pass was a con-
venience because in its short length it
carried one through the mountains
without having to spend weary leagues
of effort among the rough lands above
timberline, and the hoofs of the horses,
as though they wanted to escape
quickly from this sleek piece of hellfire
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and hot rock, began to jangle the
echoes with redoubled speed as they
pushed on down the gap. They were
well past the center of the gorge when
something spatted and hissed on the
polished face of a rock near Dick
Weller.

He saw, or thought he saw, a thin
streak of light appear on the stone.
Then the long, distant ringing of a rifle
report came swinging down, dim in the
thinness of the mountain air.

A sudden fusillade followed. The air
was alive with bullets. A swift knife-
cut, a slash with a red-hot knife
slithered across the ribs of Dick Weller
beside his heart. But he was the only
one hit as the party made for the only
shelter. That was a single cluster of
great boulders which lay in a heaped
circle of confusion near the center of
Rifle Pass. Looking up, one could see
a great section bitten out of the south
wall of the pass; and here the mon-
strous fragment has loosened and
fallen into the gorge. The cliff was so
high that the niche in it did not appear
very huge, but in fact the individual
boulders were tons of weight. And the
sheriff’s party quickly scattered here
and flung themselves out of the saddle.

The place was intolerable, instantly.
That heat which was bad enough in the
open was now frightful. The boulders,
offering more surface to the sun, had
soaked up its heat and now were giving
it back into the frightful strength of
the noonday. The air quivered with the
hot radiations. Instantly, sweat sprang
out on the bodies of the tough mus-
tangs and thirst struck the roof of
every man'’s throat.

And from the edge of the lip-rock,
down the valley, a thin sound of cheer-
ing reached them. It was echoed from
the west end of Rifle Pass, a certain
proof that both ends of the gorge were
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blocked. And there the posse would

have to stick like so many fish in an

oven.

There had been no water on the up-
grade leading to the pass. Canteens
were nearly all empty—except that of
lean Hugh Jacobs.

And the heat sucked moisture with
terrible suddenness out of the bodies
of the men.

The great red blotch that stained the
side of Dick Weller seemed a trifling
thing. The pain from the wound was
nothing compared to the torment which
he suffered instantly from the oven in
which they were placed. It was the con-
centrated essence of a Death Valley.
The men began to fumble at their
throats at once and look wildly at one
another.

And even the wise sheriff could give
them no comfort.

They knew and he knew what had
happened. He had hunted men for
twenty years, and now men were hunt-
ing him and they had him cornered. He
was as good as dead, and the rest
would go down with him. This, in
silence, stared out of the eyes of them
all.

HE sheriff went to Dick Weller

and bent to examine the wound,

but Dick said, coldly: “It’s a
scratch. The bleeding won’t be bad.
And we’ll all be cooked brown before 1
die of the bullet, father.”

It seemed true enough.

And after sunset the light of a high
moon would gild that valley with silver
and expose the fugitives to rifle fire, if
they attempted to escape. They were as
thoroughly caught in the trap as though
chains held them.

They could live through this day. On
the morrow they would begin to go in-
sane with thirst,
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Dick Weller sang, softly:

Ok, were you ever in Lonesome Town,

Where the men are red and the gals are
brown,

And sow-belly’s all that they will cook,

And every day has a Sunday look?

“Quit your damn noise,”
Deputy Hugh Jacobs.

“All right,” said Dick Weller, “ but
Il tell you what, old son. I'm the only
man who can show you fellows the one
way out of this corner.”

said

CHAPTER IX.
PA LERMOND.

HE sheriff, rebuffed by his son,

had stepped back and looked at

Dick with a singular sadness. But
now he said: “ You have a brain, Dick.
What'’s your scheme?”

““Take the handcuffs off me,” said
Dick Weller.

“Yeah, I thought that would be the
first part of the idea,” sneered Hughie
Jacobs, thrusting out his head on his
long crane’s neck.

“Then put me on my horse,” said
Dick Weller, “ and let me cut loose out
of this. I'll go down the valley like a
rocket and the rest of you filling the
air with bullets as though you didn’t
want me to escape.”

“I wouldn’t be wasting bullets on
the air,” said Hugh Jacobs.

“Be still!”’ commanded the sheriff.
“Let him talk out his idea. ~What
next, Dick?”

“Why, the crooks down there, who-
ever they are, will be glad to see an-
other crook who’s managed to slip
away from the sheriff. They’ll see the
blood on my side to prove that you fel-
lows really were shooting to kill. Isn’t
that easy ”
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“Yeah, easy for you,” said the
deputy sheriff. “But what does it do
for us?”

“When I get my chance I start a
ruction down there among them. I get
into a fight with somebody, say. And
while that fight lasts there won’t be
much attention put on the rest of you,
here. Understand? Then you can make
a straight charge to get out of the
valley. Isn’t that clear?”

“You'd start a fight with a whole
gang like that? Even yox ain’t that
kind of a fool,” declared the deputy.

“All right,” said Dick Weller. “ Vote
on it, you hombres. You’re all dead
men, anyway. I know I'm offering you
a damned thin chance, but isn’t it better
than nothing at all?”

Hugh Jacobs said: “ Sheriff, you
ain’t gonna let this kind of a crooked
deal go through, are you?”

“I'm going to ask for votes,” said
the sheriff. * Speak up, men.”

There was perfectly equal division.
Hugh Jacobs expressed the opinion of
the dissenters when he said : “ It would
sure eat the heart out of me to think
of this here crook gettin’ off free while
the rest of us stay here and stew in the
hell-broth that he led us into!”

With that equal vote announced, the
sheriff had the decision in his own
hands. He sat on one of those burning
rocks with the sweat pouring down his
reddened face and thought making his
eyes dim. At last he said: “ Dick,
there’s one chance in a hundred that
you’re a real Weller down in your
heart. There’s one chance in a thousand
that you might do what you promise.
There’s one chance in ten thousand
that we might be able to use you, and
get away. Well—even a small chance
like that ought not to be thrown away.
I’'m going to set you free.”

A howl came from the deputy
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sheriff, at this, but the other men
agreed that it was probably the best
thing to do. So the handcuffs were un-
locked and the sheriff stood beside the
horse on which his son was sitting.

“ Dick,” he said, “I’'m beaten. I
can’t understand you or the things
you've done, but it’s not likely that
we’ll see each other again, after this.
Will you shake hands?”

Dick Weller, looking down into that
grim face, burst into a sudden rage.
“ Not till there’s been more blood,” he
said. “ Not until there’s been enough
blood spilled to wash our hands clean.
So long, everybody. Remember to raise
a yell and start shooting.”

Hugh Jacobs began to shout: “ It’s
against the law. It’s against everything.
It's a damned outrage and—"

But Dick, with a wave of his hand,
suddenly spurred the dripping mustang
out of that ovenlike enclosure and sent
it darting down the floor of the pass.

Two or three rifles crackled, instant-
ly from the eastern end of Rifle Pass.
But this shooting ceased as a yell went
up from the rock heap and the guns of
the posse commenced their clangor.

HE noise of the shooting was real

enough, but none of the bullets at

first came anywhere near Dick
Weller. It was only after a moment, the
horse running at full speed, that he
heard and almost felt the whiff of a
bullet past his head. Another bullet al-
most brushed his right shoulder. Then
the hat was twitched at lightly, and he
knew that a slug had clicked through
the crown.

He understood. Hughie Jacobs, in
an agony as the man he hated began to
escape, could not help shooting near the
mark, snuffing the candle, as it were. It
was beautiful and delicate shooting
that he did, and if perhaps his rifle
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actually hit the bull’s-eye—well, it
would just be one of those accidents!

But the sprinting horse swept Dick
Weller rapidly out of easy range; and
he made the mustang dash up the steep
slope towards that low, outjutting
shoulder of rock which commanded the
length of Rifle Pass. Here were the
men who had bottled up the sherift.

Weller, rounding the top of the
shoulder and bursting through the
broken rocks of the ledge, saw, on the
narrow plateau, a dozen men who were
waving their hands and shouting for
him. But among them he spotted two
at the first glance that chilled his blood.
One was the wide, evil face of Martin
Tully. One was the sleek bald head of
a fellow who had prematurely lost his
hair.

He had fallen into the midst of
brigands, indeed, for he had come upon
the band of the coldest-blooded slayer
of them all—Papa Lermond and his
crew of evil-doers. He saw all of this
at the first glance, and one single note
of hope and of happiness—that was big
Harry Sanford, who came running to
him, shouting with joy.

They were still yelling down there
in the nest of rocks as Dick Weller dis-
mounted. He shook hands with Harry
Sanford heartily and heard Sanford
murmur: “It’s Lermond. Look out.
He’s poison. But I had to get him on
this job. There was nobody else to
turn the trick for us!”

Sanford, then, was the man who had
brought so many of the law-abiding
into terrible danger? And for the sake
of Dick Weller, who had freely given
himself up?

There was no time to ponder the
thing in detail. Martin Tully and the
great Papa Lermond were oth coming
up to him.

“You'’re Dick Weller, eh?” said the
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outlaw. “ Nicked bad
there?”

““ Scratch,” said Weller.

The other made no offer to shake
hands. But the rest of the crowd
gathered around with great interest to
stare at the newcomer. They were men
of all kinds, and their clothes were as
various as their faces. There was even
a pale-faced fellow with a derby hat
on his head and the tip of his nose fried
crimson by that Western sun. And the
rest of his outfit, horribly grease-
stained and soiled, was a blue suit that
had once appeared natty enough, no
doubt. He must have been a new re-
cruit. He was not more than eighteen
and in profile looked like a stub-nosed,
smiling, cheerful boy. Only in the full-
face was the danger seen in him, a
callous cruelty glittering out of his
eyes.

He was merely an outstanding
element in that group of the followers
of Papa Lermond. For all were
dangerous, and all were a little strange,
down to the short, bow-legged man
who walked with a limp and carried on
his hip not a revolver, but a rifle with
the barrel sawed off until it was little
longer than the barrel of a revolver. A
terrible rifle that was, a repeater which
hurled a forty-four caliber bullet, a
thing to smash in the forehead of an
elephant.

in the side,

HESE were the men who blocked
the end of the valley.

And what hope could the man
with the sheriff have against such
enemies as these ? No hope whatever, to
be sure! No hope, because one of these
scoundrels was equal to any two men in
the posse, except the sheriff and that
dried-up buzzard of a fighting man,
Hugh Jacobs. But one thing made the
little blockaded group in Rifle Pass a
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danger, and that was the reputation of
the sheriff for twenty years of success
and because he wore that invincible
name of Weller.

Papa Lermond said : “ Your old man
is going to catch hell, it looks like.”

“He’s already i hell,” answered the
son.

“Yeah, and maybe he is,” grinned
Lermond. “ Now I wanta tie myself to
some facts about you, kid. I've been
hearing things from a lot of people
about you, and the things I hear from
Sanford are fine, and the things I hear
from big Tully, here, ain’t no good.
Which can I believe?”

“ How can anything but a lot of
noise come out of a mug like Tully’s?”
asked Dick Weller.

He laughed as he spoke, and all the
while he watched the right hand of
Tully, which shuddered to getata gun,
but which did not quite dare to make
the final gesture.

“ What’s the matter?” asked Ler-
mond of Tully. ““ Has this kid got you
bluffed, Tully?”

“I could swaller ten like him,” de-
clared Tully.

“Yeah? I guess you're afraid that
he’d stick in your throat,” remarked
the great Lermond.

He smiled on Dick Weller. He had
the strangest face that Weller had ever
seen. It was like the face of a Negro,
with a white skin drawn over it. The
features were gross as the African; the
nose was blunted and rounded over;
the pull of the lips was very wide when
he smiled. He had a sallow complexion
and there were a million small holes,
like néedle scars, stuck into his face.

Yet he was not as repulsive as an
accurate addition of all his features
might indicate. There was a strange
sort of good nature about his expres-
sion, and he seemed always smiling or
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about to smile. Only a knowledge of
the things he had done could finish the
picture, and Dick Weller knew enough
to turn even his flesh cold.

“'The main thing that I want to
know,” said Lermond, “is what my
friend here, my old friend Tully, tells
me—that you said you'd rather be
damned than join up with Papa Ler-
mond. Is that the straight of it?”

Weller took in a good breath. He
had the lie ready on his lips, and the
smile to go with it. To fight Tully—
oh, that was one thing, but to fight
Papa Lermond, that was quite another.
He would have to get out of this crisis
unless he wished to die, because no
man of all those who had faced Ler-
mond in combat ever had succeeded in
putting him down with a bullet.

It was a lie, therefore, that was
forming on the lips of Dick Weller, but
before it could be uttered a great spirit
of detestation and scorn rushed over
him and forced from his lips: “I'd
rather be tied to a mangy dog than tied
to you, Lermond!”’

CHAPTER X.
ONLY A WELLER’S DUTY.

HE mere scnse that those words

had been spoken worked like

lightning in the brain of Weller,
dazzling his eyes. He noted that the
smile of Lermond had not faltered,
and then he was aware that it was not
a smile at all, but simply a savage grin
like that of a hunting cat. There was
no more than a cat’s mercy in it.

He shifted his glance a little from
the face of the great outlaw, and as his
eye roved down the valley he was
amazed to see a ‘small and compact
body of riders going up Rifle Pass—
at a walk!
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He could not believe what he saw—
and then he understood.

The wise sheriff, hoping that the ar-
rival of his son might absorb all the
attention of the outlaws for a time, had
chosen the moment of that arrival to
lead his men out from the rocks and
advance—without noise, in the hope
that thus he might be able to come
within charging distance.

Well, that was because he did not
know that Papa Lermond was up here.
Papa Lermond and all the rest of these
hand-picked murderers! And yet a
grim admiration for the rancher and
sheriff came over his mind, and with
that admiration there was a sudden,
fierce warming of all his blood with
pride. That man, yonder, was his
father. Their blood was identical. And
only a few moments before he had re-
fused, savagely, to shake the hand of
Sheriff Weller—

Lermond was saying: “All right,
kid. You have to get it in the eye, eh?”

“T get it!” exclaimed Dick Weller,
in a transport of the enthusiasm which
had just come over him. * I get it! Ler-
mond, I'm going to blot you out if you
ever lift a hand at me!”

The boy in the derby hat laughed
aloud.

“ Listen to him!” he said. ““ Buck up,
chief, and let me have him. I want him.,
I need him!”

He began to curse Dick Weller with
a soft persuasiveness of voice, inviting
him to go to any number of strange
regions. And the chief cut suddenly
through this tirade.

“ Shut up, Banjo,” he said.

The boy was instantly still, but the
green devil remained in his eyes.

“I'm glad it’s this way,” said Ler-
mond. “T want to get the taste of the
Wellers right deep down in my throat.
I wouldn’t make a meal of the two of
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them in one bite. I’d rather have them
in two swallers.”

He raised his left hand. The en-
chanted circle of his men stood in a
frozen attitude of suspense. And then
Dick Weller took stock of the things
around him.

There was poor Sanford, first of all.

Harry Sanford was a good fellow.
He was white with the agony of the
moment, but would he have the courage
to come to the help of his friend in
such a crisis? To expect that was to ex-
pect the superhuman. No. Sanford’s
hand would be held by terrible fear.

And what other escape was there?

A mere jumble of small rock lay
scattered, here single stones and there
ragged heaps of them which had rolled
down from the higher section of the
cliff and, in fact, were overlooked by
that height. But if Dick Weller could
get to one of those heaps he might be
able to keep up the battle until his
father and his men came charging to
the sound of the guns and, so,
manage to turn the tide of the
fighting—

Well, it was not a real summing up
of chances. It was merely the last ghost
of a chance.

Lermond was saying: “ This ain’t
gunna be any murder. Ready, kid?”

“ Ready,” said Dick Weller.

“When you want to, just say
¢ Shoot,” Lin, will you?”

“ Sure,” said big, hairy-faced Lin.

So Weller faced the great man and
waited. He knew, instantly, that the
signal would not be given at once. No,
Lin and the rest would want to see him
reacting under the acid test.

The silence dragged out. And those
seconds were priceless to the group of
men who, now out of the sight of Dick,
were still pressing on towards the east
end of the valley.
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It seemed to Weller that the knowl-
edge of their coming was a sort of in-
ward strength. And if he died—well,
he would be dying in a cause which
was not yet quite lost.

He looked steadily at the great
Lermond.

HERE was nothing extraor-

dinary about the fellow’s appear--

ance except that negroid face—
and the hands. Such hands Dick had
never seen, the fingers long .and thin
as the claws of a bird. They were
flexing and extending slowly now.

And the sight of them, for some
reason, convinced Weller that he had
not a mortal chance: - In those lean
fingers there was lodged an inhuman
speed which he was certain he could
not rival. The battle was lost before it
began, unless he could think of some
counter measure.

What counter measure could there
be? What could conquer speed in
such a battle as this?

Surety! That was the only way. To
whip out his gun fast enough but not
with any attempt at a lightning draw
which might enable the fast performer
to throw in the first shot but generally
prevented him from striking a vital
place. He, Weller, must take no chance
of sending his bullet wrong. He must
shoot straight into that body.

And that meant that, first, he must
stand fire. 1t was a horrible prospect.
The heavy forty-five caliber slug of
lead, fired point blank, was capable of
knocking a man flat if it struck his
body a solid blow. But he, Weller,
must not be knocked flat. He must en-
dure, and then shoot.

““ Shoot!” shouted the sudden voice
of Lin.

The hand of Lermond convulsed. It
disappeared with the speed of the

draw. There was only the flash of the
appearing Colt, like a glint of sunshine
on water.

And then a roaring explosion and
a sledge hammer stroke through the
left shoulder of \Weller, jerking him
around.

It pulled him sidewise, but it did not
even stagger his prepared and stiffened
body. His own gun, held just above the
height of his hip, spat fire. Lermond,
still pouring bullets from his weapon,
but pouring them blindly, pitched side-
wise to the ground, and in the stunned
instant of paralysis that followed
among the gang, Weller turned and
leaped for the rocks.

One figure moved after hlm swift
as thought. In his haste he tripped and
rolled on a loose stone, pitching for-
ward. But powerful hands seized him
and jerked him ahead into the shelter
of the nearest heap of rocks.

The first bullets came flying at the
same instant, a humming shower, spat-
tering on the faces of the stones; and
then Weller was aware that it was
Harry Sanford who crouched beside
him, not idle, but lifting weighty rocks
and piling them to increase the
strength of their breastwork. And be-
hind the bullets there arose a storm of
wild, savage yelling.

“Are you done in, Dick?” asked
Sanford, as he worked.

The left arm of Weller lay helpless-
ly beneath him. The numbness of the
shock had prevented pain, for the
moment, but that agony was commenc-
ing, now. And yet he could have
laughed at the pain. Dying was the
simplest thing in the world, when there
was a proved friend at his side, a
greater friend than ever his expecta-
tions had hoped. Dying was simple,
also, if a man were a Weller, fighting
on the right side of the law.
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“Harry!” he exclaimed. “I feel
good enough to dance.”

Then he heard the voice of the great
Lermond yelling out orders.

“Lin and Tom, get over there to the
left and flank ’em. Josh—Parkin—
Danny—crawl down that hollow and

blast hell out of '’em from behind.”

HERE was a steady fire main-

tained, all this while. Two big

slugs, hitting the last stone which
Sanford was putting in place, knocked
it right out of his hands and dropped
it on the ground. The gang yelled with
delight and redoubled their fire.

Would any of them take the trouble
to turn and look into Rifle Pass, while
all of this was going on?

Weller, edging to the side, wrig-
gling like a snake because he could put
the weight of his body on his knees and
right elbow only, gained the side of
the little breastwork which Sanford
was piling. Behind the rocks that lay
just ahead, as he peered through a
chink, he saw just the humped back of
a man running with head down from
cover to cover.

Weller put a bullet neatly through
the hump and saw the man straighten
suddenly, flinging out both arms.

That was Lin. He would never give
a signal for another gun fight. He
would never have a chance to clean
that hairy face of his with a razor.
Standing there like that, other men of
the gang yelled to him to get down,
but Lin, silent, his arms still extended,
swayed slowly back, then snapped, it
seemed, like an overweighted bough of
a fruit tree and fell over the edge of
the boulder, where he lay motionless.
His back had been broken by the bullet,
perhaps.

Lermond was crying: “ They've got
Lin. They’re going to sweat in hell for
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that. Here—carry me up that rock so
that I can get a shot or two in. Buff
and Charlie, carry me up there!”

Sanford, ceasing his building work
which was raising a rude protection all
around them, suddenly began to fire,
rapidly. A wild, howling screech came
out of the valley beneath them in an-
swer, a terrible and endless cry of
agony.

“Where?” said Weller.

“ Through the belly,” said Sanford.

“My God—the poor devil!’ said
Weller.

“Ay,” said Sanford. “I wish that
I'd put the slug through his heart in-
stead. Look out!”

For a bullet cut through a small gap
in the wall and slashed Sanford’s shirt
sleeve open, just drawing one pinpoint
of blood from the flesh.

Another shot crunched through a
barely visible crack and whirred past
the face of Weller.

“That's Lermond,” said Sanford.
“Nobody on God’s earth but Lermond
could shoot like that! And God help us
now !”’

Peering through the crevices be-
tween the rocks, Weller made out a
spitting revolver that played from be-
tween two boulders up the slope, from
such an angle that the weapon raked
down over the breastwork of Sanford.
The next shot knocked the heel off the
boot of Weller’s right foot.

Sanford began to fire towards the
hollow again. * Missed! Missed!
Missed!” he kept grunting with every
shot. And then: “ Winged him that
time.”

From the left more guns opened
suddenly. It was the weakest part of
the breastwork, and the bullets were
sure to find a mark sooner or later, but
still Weller gave no heed to the marks-
men in that direction. Instead, he con-
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centrated on those two boulders up the
hills and the gun that flashed from be-
hind them now and then. It did not ap-
pear in the same place each time. The
wounded man was lifting his weapon
now to the right and now to the left,
showing never any more than his hand
and wrists, and these only for the
barest instant.

ND Weller, waiting, holding his
fire, trained his revolver patient-
ly on the spot to the right where

the gun of Lermond had appeared
before.

Small black spots began to dance be-
fore the eyes of Weller. There was a
hollow nausea of agony filling his body.
But he told himself that he could not
miss because he dared not miss.

Distinctly, beside him, he heard the
heavy thud of a bullet smashing into
the flesh of Sanford; he heard the
crunch of the slug against a bone. But
lte would not relax his fixed vigil.

There—it winked again, the quick
gun of Lermond, and Weller tried that
delicate target instantly.

The answer was amazing. Up from
behind the rock sprang Lermond with
crimson from his body wound plainly
visible all over his breast. His right
arm dangled, scattering blood. But in
his left hand he carried a revolver and
with it he charged straight down the
slope towards the breastwork!

Another very strange thing happened
then. From behind the boulders leaped
the half comical figure of Banjo, with
the derby hat atilt on his head, and
rushed after his chief, shouting out to
Lermond to come back—to drop to the
ground—

And Lermond dropped, with a bullet
from Weller’s gun straight between his
eyes.

Once, twice, and again, with his
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second gun' Weller fired and emptied
the weapon. He knew that all those
bullets must have driven into the body
of Banjo in vital places; but still he
came on.

And now, his revolver emptied,
Weller groaned to Sanford, ““ Pass me
a gun—or stop that devil—"

And then he saw that Sanford lay
flat on his face, still, and his gun must
have fallen under his body.

There was no help from that true
partner; there was no time to roll the
inert body of Sanford over and try to
get at a weapon, for now the insanely
contorted face of Banjo was close to
the breastwork. :

He was leaping over it. He was
screeching out insults, as he aimed his
gun down at Weller.

Once and again he fired—and neither
of the shots reached home. For Banjo
was staggering. The lips were still
stretched for screaming, but no sound
came from them. His head fell over on
his shoulder and he sank gradually to
the ground.

He must have been dead before he
reached it, his whole body slumping
suddenly forward at the end; and now
he lay crumpled and small and still.
He had died as he had lived, half beast
and half hero.

From all sides the firing had stopped,
for the moment. There was a wild
shouting of despair and rage as the
crew of the great Lermond realized
that their chief was dead at last.

Bullets would follow again, before
long. And Weller, picking up the fallen
gun of Banjo, gritted his teeth as he
saw that it was empty.

This was the end.

He shook Sanford by the shoulder.

“Wake up—Harry!” he called.

The wounded man lifted a wild face
from the ground.
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“ Coming, coming, Dick!” he whis- nothing at all until, a number of days
pered. later, he found himself looking up at
“Wake up,” said Dick Weller. the high, white, cool ceiling of a room

“We've lived together and now it’s
time for us to die together. We're done
for. Stand up with me, and we’ll take
it like men instead of being chewed up
piecemeal while we lie here.”

He had barely said that when he
heard a sudden ringing of hoofs and
over the edge of the slope he saw som-
breroed heads and shoulders, and then
horses and armed riders sweeping over
the crest. They looked gigantically
large to Weller as he watched that
charge, with the gallant sheriff in the
forefront. No, not actually in the lead.
For a long, lean, dry figure, bent far
forward over the saddle, holding the
reins in his teeth and a gun in either
hand, was pushing his mustang past
that of the older sheriff.

That was strange Hugh Jacobs.
And when he saw that wild figure
Weller closed his eyes. “It’s going to
be all right, Harry,” he said, and let
his tormented body and brain sink into
unconsciousness.

T was, in fact, very much all right.
Lermond’s men had lost their
leader and the cream of their fight-
ing force. And now a rush of equal
numbers charging in on their flank with
all the advantage of the ground was
too much for them. They got up and
tried to run for their horses; and that
was how they were shot down until the
remnant fell on their knees and howled
for mercy.

Dick Weller knew all of this later, a
great deal later.

He did not recall anything of the
trip back to town, when he was car-
ried on a stretcher between two horses.
He remembered nothing of the jolts
and the jars along the way. He knew

and turned his head, bewildered, to find
that he was at home.

When he looked again he saw the
rigid profile of Harry Sanford in an
adjoining bed, his eyes closed; but the
folded sheet lifted above his breast by
a regular breathing, and between the
beds sat Muriel Sanford with her
weary head fallen upon one shoulder,
asleep also, but smiling in her sleep.
One of her hands lay on the bed of
Dick, palm up.

She seemed to Dick more beautiful
than an angel from heaven, and more
merciful.

She was not the only watcher by the
beds of the wounded. On the other side
sat a man with a gray, stern face and
relentless eyes. It was Hugh Jacobs.

When Dick looked up at him, Jacobs
attempted to smile, and his face seemed
to crack to pieces. He leaned far
forward.

“ Know me, kid?” he whispered.

“ Yes,” murmured Dick Weller. “1I
remember you sailing into the Lermond
gang as though they had only paper
bullets in their guns.”

“You remember that?"” said Jacobs.
“ Well, kid, I remember you lyin’ like
dead with the dead men in front of
you. I remember thatI was a foolof a
man-killin’ crook that—"

“Hush ! said Dick Weller, smiling.
“You'll wake up Muriel.”

“Ay,” grinned Jacobs, “and I
wouldn’t do that. It's her that pulled
you through. No man could of done it.
No man could of picked up what was
left of your life; there was so damn
little of it! But she found it and
kept it and made it grow. Wait a
minute—here’s the sheriff!”

He rose and slipped softly from the
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room, with only a faint, faint jingling “ Thanks,” he said.

of his spurs like the chiming of very “You understand?” whispered the

distant bells, and the sheriff came in sheriff, leaning closer.

and sat down by the bed. He looked at “Ay,” said Dick Weller. “ I under-

the girl; then he stared into the open stand, at last.”

cyes of his son and saw the recognition There was a moment of pause. And

in them. after that Dick put out his hand.
“T've been down town,” said the It was not a good hand to look at,

sheriff, “ talking to a lot of men who {or sickness had blanched it; and the

want to put up a statue or something to lack of blood showed in the blueness

you. I told them that they were a pack about the tips of the fingers, but the

of fools. I told them that you only had sheriff took that hand with a gentle

done your duty. Because no Weller,” reverence and held it for a long time.

he added, “ can do more than that.” They did not need to talk. In their
The son, still staring fixedly into the silence the souls of the two were being
eyes of his father, suddenly smiled. welded together at last.
THE END
> & *

A Thieves’ Paradise

ALTHOUGH book thieves in the United States are punished with prison
sentences the same as meted out to any ordinary criminals, persons who
steal books in Korea are actually encouraged by the Korean government,
which looks upon a crime of this sort as a sign of intellectual ambition on the
part of the culprit.

Recently a young Korean stole a number of valuable medical books from
the library of a prominent physician in order to continue his study of med-
icine. When the man was apprehended and accused in court, the judge not
only refused to prosecute him, but allowed him to retain the books he had
taken in order that he might advance himself in medical science.

A poor young chemist who stole some text books on chemistry was
likewise exonerated of his theft. Korean law refuses to regard such “ bor-

rowing ” as common thievery.,
—Gerald FitzGerald.
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Anywhere
But
Here

By EUSTACE
L. ADAMS

Author of ‘“Blood on the Moon,”
“The Terror,” etc.

Aviators Bat Gillespie and

Al Burke answer the call of

far-off adventure—and land

on top of a Central Amer-
ican powder keg

CHAPTER L
CONQUERING HEROES.

SLAMMED the receiver down and
looked at Bat. He was lying on the
bed, listening to traffic noises and
trying hard to get drunk. But when
you are used to white-eye and native
rum it is hard to make this civilized
stuff take hold.
“Who was it?” he asked. ““ A girl?”
“Yeah, but it didn’t mean any-
thing,” I said, going to the window
and looking down into Broadway. Ad-
vertising signs flashed on and off, spell-
ing things out in plain English. The
traffic cops were white men. There was
not a bare-foot soldier nor a blue den-
im uniform in sight and that, from
where I stood, was just fine and dandy.
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Ten years is too long to hell around
in the hot countries. It takes some-
thing out of you and forgets to put it
back. ‘

“ Tell her to go jump into the river!”
Bat said. He was feeling his own pulse
to learn whether it was malaria or li-
quor that was beginning to work on
him. “ The faintest thought of a job
gives me the wah-wahs. We've got
money enough to hang around four or
five months. It’s nice here. The room
service is good. Okay with you?”

Withme? I could have stood in that
window for years, never getting tired
of looking out at all those people who
could walk in security, without guns,
without fear of the men who walked
behind them, without—oh, hell, it was
what I had been wanting to do for
longer than I wanted to remember.
Now I was doing it and I never wanted
to do anything else,

BUT HERE

The telephone rang again. I thought
it might be Mickey. Most of the news-
papers had carried stories about our
coming in the day before. But it was
not my kid sister. It was the same
insistent voice that had just called us.
She was secretary to P. Wallis Ar-
mitage who was, among many other
things, president of the Inter-Amer-
ican Airways, Ltd. She still wanted
us to come down.

I began to have a feeling about it.
This P. Wallis Armitage managed to
get things done.. We knew a lot about
him down in San Lorenzo, two thou-
sand-odd miles from his Wall Street
office. If he put his mind to getting
us down there, sooner or later we
would find ourselves on our way. So,
after a little argument, I told her that
we were drunk, and hoped to get
drunker, but if we sobered up in the
morning we might come down, if we

The littie man squalied and the knife
dropped
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remembered it and were all out of li-
quor. She sounded a trifle pouty as she
hung up.

Both Bat and I were much cheered.
We made another pitcher of “ Tail-
spins,” which is composed of all the
liquors you have, poured together and
drunk standing, sitting, or lying, usu-
ally in exactly that order. It was swell,
being in New York after all these
years,

Four newspaper reporters followed
the bellboy in when he came up with
fresh ice. They wanted to know all
about the romance of the tropics, and
how it felt to be famous soldiers of
fortune, and how we came to quit when
we were sitting so pretty in San
Lorenzo.

After Bat had told them that most
of the beautiful sefioritas were fat and
did not wash often enough, and that
the nights down there were cool
enough, but you could not sleep on ac-
count of having to scratch, and that
he was not invulnerable but would die
as quickly as a pet kitten if a bullet
ever hit him in the right place, I fi-
nally asked them if they ever heard
of my kid sister, Mickey Burke.

“Have we heard of Santa Claus?”
one of them jeered. ““ No, nor Roose-
velt, nor Lindbergh, nor—listen, is
Mickey Burke really your sister?”

WO or three of them knew her

well. After interviewing her, they

told me, they went back to their
offices counting their fingers and talk-
ing quietly to themselves, she was that
good to look at. And as a flyer, she
was a natural. When she did a stunt
hop, they said, a lot of sea gulls, eagles
and such-like would come around to
see her and would then go sadly away
to commit suicide because they really
did not know how to fly at all. She
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was demonstrating for the United Oil
Company now, and was at this mo-
ment at the National Air Races in
Miami, showing the boys how it should
be done.

“Is she really reckless?” I asked,
anxiously.

They could see it was tossing me for
a fall, so they just winked meaningly
at Bat and let it go at that.

“I see,” says Bat, slowly. “ That
explains lots of things. It must run
in the family, Al. It took me two years
of work with llama grease and po-
made and everything to make my hair
lie down again after the first time I
saw you fly.

“ If she takes after you, I'm not hav-
ing any.”

“I'm going to make her cut it out,”
I said. “ There’s no sense in stunting
and—"

“ Listen, you guys,” Bat was say-
ing to the reporters, * we're never go-
ing back. Jamds! I'm thirty-five and,
believe it or not, I feel like an old man.
I'm too old to be a fighting flyer any
more. And according to this fighting
fool, Al Burke, here, he’s through, too,
although I have a private doubt or two.
But he thinks he is, anyway, and that
suits me. From now on, peace at any
price, see?”

One of the reporters blew him a
razzberry. “ That’s good, coming from
you,” he jeered. “ Weren't you the
feller who killed that bandit general,
Cortez ?”

“Yeah. What about it?”

A couple of the reporters began to
write things on old envelopes.

“‘Tell us about it,” someone asked.
“Was it a duel?”

Yousee? They would have told you
that they had been reporters long
enough to have lost their illusions. But
that was the bunk. They still thought
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fighting—in the tropics—was roman-
tic.

“ No,” Bat said. “ He was too drunk
to aim straight, so I gave it to him.”

“Oh!” the reporters said.

This was a disappointment. You
could see their admiration for him had
dropped several degrees.

Igot up. * You birds give me a pain
in the neck!” I said. * This mug, Cor-
tez, had needed a first-class killing for
years. ke had kept the whole country
standing on its ear. Until he was dead
San Lorenzo couldn’t settle down. So
after soldiers had been playing squat-
tag with him .long enough, Bat up and
killed him.

“That’s all. Now get the hell out
before I get sore.”

A big guy looked up, sneering. He
was remembering that he was six feet
two and had been a boxer, or some-
thing, at college.

“ And suppose,” he-drawled, “ you
did get sore. What would happen?
Are you tough?”

Bat looked at him. *“ He’s tough,
youngster. But if you want to stick
your neck out, go to it.”

“Listen, egg,” 1 told him, “ go on
out. I wouldn’t want to hurt you.”

The others, who still cherished the
idea that boxing and fighting were the
same thing, laughed. The big guy got
up, set himself and took a healthy
swing at me. The next morning his
paper said I had hit him with brass
knuckles. That was not true. I never
had a pair of knucks in my life. I
just pushed him a little and it hap-
pened to break his nose. That took the
play out of all of them and they de-
cided it was time to go home to mother
and the girls.

“Just good, clean fun!” Bat
chuckled. “ But what’s this you’ve been
telling me the last two or three years

BUT HERE 45

about not really liking fisticuffs and
allied sports?” :

“1 don’t. Didn’t you see him wave
at me?”

HERE was a knock on the door.

- Thinking it was the bellboy with

another bottle, I yelled “ Come
in!” But it was not the bellboy. It
was Mickey. I would never have be-
lieved that the Burkes could have
turned out a girl like that. Two or
three times since she had started to
fly I had picked up dog-eared roto sec-
tions in the American Club and seen
her picture. But none of them had
done her justice. Bat took one look at
her and rolled out of bed, moving
faster than I had seen him since Cuesta
tried to .carve the living heart out of
him,

“My God, kid, you're pretty! I
said, squeezing her and trying to re-
member not to break her back.

“T'm delirious!” Bat said.

“No, you're drunk,” she said, coolly.

I tried to kick some of the empties
under the bed. I had forgotten, you
see, that nice girls drank. Neither Bat
nor I had had much experience with
nice girls lately.

“Don’t bother,” she said in that
husky contralto of hers. “I won’t count
them. As long as you have it handy
you might mix me one. I've flown up
from Miami today just to see you.”

“Am I something fat and nasty
that has crawled into the room and
died?” Bat asked. ““ Or would you in-
troduce me to your sister?”’

“ This, Mickey,” I said, ““ is Bat Gil-
lespie. If you've ever read one of my
letters, or the newspapers, you know
who he is. And he’s even more than
that. He’s my friend.” :

She was looking at Bat and Bat
was looking ath er. Her gaze was first
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to fall. She dug out a compact and
went to work on a face that could not
possibly be improved, even if it dic
belong to a sister of mine. She had
my mother’s blue Irish eyes and my
mother’s mouth, which I have always
known to be the most beautiful in the
world. She glanced into the mirror
of her compact and fluffed out her
short, wavy hair. It was the exact shade
of well-polished cordovan puttees.
Mine was red, but hers was the kind
of red that women try to get at the
beauty shop, and don’t. She looked
over the lid of her compact at Bat,
who was trying to pull his tie back
into place.

“ So you're the great Bat Gillespie?”
she said. “ From Al's pzans of praise
in his letters, I had expected to see
you wearing wings and plucking at a
golden harp.”

“The description does me justice,”
he said. ““ But my wings are retract-
ible and the harp is really a bottle.”
He handed her the drink I had mixed.
She sipped it.

“Next time,” she said, wrinkling
her up-tilted nose, “give me a little
warning when you blow home, will
you? I could have won a thousand dol-
lar prize or two if I had stuck around
Miami a few days longer. But the
papers didn’t say how long you were
going to stay in the States and I
thought I'd better hop up to see what
you both looked like.”

“ 1 must apologize,” Bat said, grave-
ly, “ for the thoughts I've had about
you in these two years since Al told
me you were learning to fly. I regretted
it bitterly. I regret all women flyers.
My mental picture of them is not com-
plimentary.

“ Most of them wear pants and look
as if they had mustaches. I like girls
to be girls.”
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“ And the place for women,” she
said, mockingly, ““ is in the kitchen?”

Bat had the grace to look embar-
rassed. To save his face, he turned
away and poured himself another
drink.

ICKEY laughed at him. “I'm
glad to see you, Bat,” she said.
“I'vealways been curious about

you. Ever since I was knee high to
an oleo strut Al's been following you
around the tropics. At school I'd get
a letter from him. It would be from
a place with a name I couldn’t find on
the map. It would tell me he was com-
ing home to see how I was getting on
at school. Then I'd get a cable saying
you had dug up another war some-
where” and he was going with you.
Why?”

Bat held the bottle suspended over
the tall glass. His gray eyes swung
up to mine. Then he finished pouring
his drink.

“ 1 wouldn’t know, exactly,” he said.
“I guess it was because we were the
only ones left of a pretty good out-
fit, so we sort of stuck together out
of loneliness. That’s as good an an-
swer as any.”

“Why didn’'t you come home?”
Mickey asked.

“We were always going to,” I said.
“For five years we were always going
to. And then something would come
up and we never quite caught the
boat.”

“ And now you are home,” Mickey
said, “ what are you going to do?”

“ Stay right here in this room until
our money is gone,” I said.

“ And then what? Want jobs as
transport pilots? You could get them,
easily.”

A quick restlessness flashed across
Bat’s face.
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“From Newark to Cleveland and
back again, and back again, and back
again! Tonight, tomorrow night and
evermore, amen !”’

“Let’s eat,”” I said. “I could chew
a boiled Mexican hairless without turn-

ing a hair.”

I'gave Mickey the high sign. She
caught it.

“Good idea,” she said. “ Where'll
we go?”

‘“ A little toast first,” Bat said. He
raised his glass. By the look in his cye
I knew what the toast would be. * The
old war-cry, Al, ‘Anywhere but
here! ”

‘“ Nothing doing. I'll drink to hap-
py landings, but not to that one. This
suits me fine. Let’s eat.”

“I know a nice little Spanish place
on 32nd Street,” he said, not meeting
my eyes.

One night off the boat and he wanted
to go to a spik joint! There you had it;
when he was in the tropics he was
homesick for the States, and when he
was in New York he wanted to be back
in the hot countries. Well, they’re all
like that. You find them, hard-bitten,
far-wandering men, sitting at fly-
specked tables. After the second drink
they start talking about home. But it
doesn't mean anything. Take them
home and within a week they’'ll be
studying satiling lists and overhauling
their gear.

In the end we went to the Spanish
place. Now, remembering things as
they happened, I realize that it would
have all been very, very different had
we gone to Childs for butter cakes, as
I wanted. I might now be living in a
white farmhouse in Connecticut, the
father of several red-headed children.
Gomez would not have died in a dingy
room, folded over an up-ended table.
Carmencita, the loveliest dancing girl of
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the Coq d'Or, would— But I'm get-
ting ahead of my story.

CHAPTER II.

NIGHT SCENE.

GUESS we all had too many rum
cocktails. I went brotherly on
Mickey and tried to shut hers off
after the second, forgetting that she
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was as Irish and as red-headed as L.
Maybe it was my not wanting to go
to this Alhambra place that started
me off in one of my truculent moods.
After the third cocktail Bat was feel-
ing fine, and Mickey, sore because I
had tried to crack down on her, was
playing right up to him. When I saw
them holding hands under the table my
drinks died on me. I had been think-
ing of Mickey as a kid for so long
and—and—well, Bat was thirty-five
and there was not much of life that
he had not seen, heard or felt.

“ Watch him, Mickey,” I said. ‘‘ He
plays marbles for keeps.”

“Do you?” Mickey asked, cutting
her reckless young eyes at him.
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Bat’s jaw line tightened and his gray
eyes became almost black as he stared
across the table at me. Then he downed
his cocktail at one gulp.

“Sure I do,” he said. “And if
there’s anything else you want to know
about me, ask Big Brother Al. He'll
tip you off.”

“I'll say I will!” I snapped. I knew
all the while that I was getting in deep-
er and deeper, but I could not seem to
turn back. “ Ask him about Carmen-
cita.”

She took one of his cigarettes. His
fingers, lighting it, touched hers.

“What would Carmencita be like,
Bat?” she asked.

“ Ask Al,” Bat said. ‘‘ He seems to
be in a telling mood.”

I got up and went into the bar. I
had two or three quick ones. They were
strong enough to bounce the fillings
out of my teeth, but they didn’t do me
any good. I couldn’t replace the glow
I had had a couple of hours before.
I had spoiled something, or Bat had.
My mind was not clear enough to fig-
ure it out. All I knew was that here
they were, Mickey and Bat, the only
two people in the world who meant a
thing to me. I had been so dumb I just
hadn’t considered the possibility of
their falling in love. And that just
must not happen. There wasn’t a
grander mug on two feet than Bat, but
he just wasn't the man for Mickey to
love. Sooner or later he would break
her heart.

I knew if I had one more drink I
could collect a fighting jag and start
throwing the joint across the street. So
I went back into the restaurant, where
a dozen pimply half-breeds from some-
where were trying to pretend they were
a marimba band from Guatemala.
They were hammering away on deep-
toned blocks of wood with padded mal-
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lets, playing a song that I remembered.
The last time I had heard it, Bat and
I were having a farewell dinner at the
Coq d’'Or, in Puerto Lucia, capital of
San Lorenzo. Carmencita was there,
of course. Have you ever seen a blond
— naturally blond — Spanish girl?
Some of them are very beautiful. Car-
mencita was. All during the dinner
and the drinking which followed it, she
had been deciding whether she should
kill Bat or commit suicide. In the end
she did neither. I had been watching
her. As soon as she reached for the
thin knife in her.stocking, I slapped
her dizzy.

And now Mickey and Bat were
dancing to the same song. Mickey, just
before leaving the hotel, had stopped
at her room and had changed to some-
thing soft and green. Looking at her
from the doorway, I could not help
knowing that she had ceased being a
child. She was a woman, lovely, head-
strong, and with the wild restlessness
of the Burkes pulsing through her at
every warm heartbeat.

URNING in that slow, nostalgic
rhythm, Mickey’s half-closed eyes
came full upon me, but her ex-
pression did not change. I realized that
she had looked at me and not seen
me. Bat’s hard, bronzed profile came
into view. One glance at his face and
I knew that it was time for me to
move in. I just could not let it happen.
I walked across the floor. A couple
bumped into me. The man began to
get ugly, but I gave him the eye and
he changed his mind.
“Let’s go home,” I said to Mickey.
Home? I could not have said it in
Spanish had I wanted to, because there
is no word meaning home in that
language. Oh, there’s house, and dwell-
ing, and the like, but no home. But I
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had no home, either, nor had Bat. Nor,
as I realized with a sudden ache, had
Mickey. And if she fell for Bat she
never would have.

“ Oh, not yet, Al!” she protested.

They had stopped dancing. That is,
they had stopped moving, but her
proud, slim shoulder was still pressed
against his chest and his arm was hold-
ing her tight.

“Right now,” I insisted.

Bat looked at me. ““ What's the mat-
ter, Al?” he asked, quietly. “ Are you
crocked ¢’

“ No. But we're going home.”

“ Al!” Mickey said, sharply. “ Don't
make a scene here. Come on over to
the table.”

They walked ahead of me. I fol-
lowed, placing my feet with great care
because the floor was weaving gently,
like the deck of a ship in a ground
swell. They sat down. I stood, hold-
ing tightly to the edge of the table.

“Are you coming,” I demanded,
‘““or not?”

Mickey lifted her bright head and
said, “ Al, you've stepped off on the
wrong foot. You're a swell brother,
and if it hadn’t been for you, I'd have
grown up in an orphans’ home. But
you mustn’t ah-ah me!”

I made a very serious mistake. I
took her by the elbow. My hand was
stronger than I had realized. She
winced and jerked her arm away. A
flaming anger came into her eyes.

“ Go on, wet blanket!” she said. “ Go
on back to the hotel and sleep it off.”

“Let’s go, Mickey,” Bat said. “I
can’t have Al feeling this way. Drunk
or sober, I don’'t want him to—"

“ We're staying right here,” Mickey
said.

“ That tears it!” Bat said, shrug-
ging. He hissed for the waiter. * Will
you have another shot, Al?”
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I knew right then that if I took him
back to the hotel it would have to be
in my arms, unconscious. If it had
been any other man in the world I'd
have knocked his head clear out the
front door. But I could not hit Bat.
I wanted to, but I could not. My fists
were clenched, and he was just sitting
there, watching me. I could not even
raise my arm to swing at him. So
there was nothing for me to do but to
get the hell out of there.

At the door a man would not get
out of the way. I pushed him through
the revolving glass. The uniformed
starter wanted to get tough. I took a
crack at him and he went down. The
taxi-driver was going to say some-
thing. He looked at me and then be-
came very polite.

In our room I sent for a couple of
bottles and lay down on my bed to
wait for Bat. The next thing I knew
he was shaking me, and it was ten in
the morning, and both bottles were
empty. I wanted to ask him what time
he and Mickey had rolled in, but some-
how I did not quite dare.

CHAPTER III.
THE NIGHT PLANE.

T was eleven-thirty when we were
shown into the office of P. Wallis
Armitage. We had to walk across

a mile of ankle-deep carpet to get to
his desk. Out of his windows we could
see most of New York Harbor, One
of those little Dutch boats was steam-
ing down the East River.

“ So you,” Mr. Armitage said, look-
ing at me, ‘“are the famous soldier
of fortune, Major Gillespie?”

“ That’s Gillespie,” I said. “I'm Al
Burke.”

. Seeing this Armitage, you knew
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right away how he had managed to
make half a dozen millions out of the
hot countries without leaving his pol-
ished desk. Oddly enough, he was a
little like Bat, only older, of course,
and not thinned down by heat and
fever. He had the same sharp, quick
focus to his eyes and the same way of
thinning his lips while he was catalog-
ing you in the orderly files of his mind.
I could see that he was surprised at Bat.
Most people were, especially if they
had read about him in the papers. They
expected, I suppose, to see a big, swash-
buckling plug-ugly instead of a little
feller whose smile was so mild that it
made you feel you ought to look out
for him before somebody took away his
bag of candy.

“I know something about you,
Major,” Armitage said. ““ When I read
that you had landed the day before
yesterday I had somebody look up your
record.”

“ Why ?”” Bat asked.

But Armitage went straight on. Ap-
parently that was his way. It was
Bat’s way, too.

“You’ve been making something of
a name for yourself in the tropics,” he
said, not even glancing at a slip of
paper in his hands. “ How close does
this hit it? You were fired from West
Point three days before graduation. It
was for hitting your math instructor,
wasn’t it?”

“It was. He had been hazing me
for four years.”

“You learned to fly in the Argen-
tine. You were a lieutenant, then a
captain, in the Peruvian Air Force.
You were shot down in that Uruguayan
affair and you bet on the wrong horse
in Nicaragua. You built up a squad-
ron of American and European flyers
in 1922 and took them around with
you, selling your services to anyone
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who wanted them. You organized the
air force in San Lorenzo and did a
good bit in the revolution of 1931 that
put Mufioz in the Presidential Palace.
When he disbanded the army air force
and most of the army a few months
ago vou resigned, although he wanted
vou to stay. You are a trustworthy
officer, never changing sides during a
fight. You drink too much. You can’t
save money. Am I right so far?”’

“ Near enough,” Bat drawled.
what ?”

“Do you want to go back to the
tropics ?”’

Bat’s eyes glinted. “ What tropies?”

“To San Lorenzo.”

“ SO

HELD my breath. San Lorenzo

is a little hunk of land in which

God took great pride in making as
beautiful as He could. But He dropped
the country in the wrong place and put
a lot of the wrong people in it. You
can stand in the Plaza at Puerto Lucia
any night when the band is playing,
and the people are promenading, and
you can look almost straight up at
the great black mountains of the Cor-
dilleras, and your heart sort of comes
up in your throat and chokes you. And
then you think of Gomez, and of
Cuesta, who wanted to be president,
and who was just about to pull the
living heart from between Bat’s ribs,
and you realize that it is not the place
for a white man.

“No,” Bat said, at last, and the light
went out of his eyes. ‘ We’ve been
seven or eight years trying to get home.
Now we’re here, we aim to stay long
enough to get all cooled off.”

“ Forever!” 1 said, and meant it.

Mr. Armitage went off on a tangent.
‘“ Are you familiar with politics down
there?”

“1I was, but I’m trying to forget.”
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“Is Mufioz secure in office?”

Bat hesitated. * He would have been
if he had not let most of his army go
back to their farms. No honest presi-
dent can last long if he doesn’t have
an army to keep the crooked politicos
from getting in.”

“ He’s honest, then.”

“ Utterly.”

“Do you know anything about the
operations of my company, the Inter-
American Airways, Ltd., down there?”

“A little” .

“What do you think of them?”

“Lousy,” Bat said, succinctly.

[ Why ?’)

“ You've let the French and German
operators gang up on you. Some
morning you'll wake up to find that
you'll have to hop all the way across
San Lorenzo, as you do in Martinique.
You won’t have any mail contracts,
subsidies, or air terminals. But I sup-
pose you know that.”

“ What else?”

“ Nothing that’s any of my busi-
ness.”

“ Do you know any of my men down
there ?”

‘“ Some of them. You’ve got a good,
clean bunch of pilots.”

“Know our resident manager, Mr.
Woolf?”

Bat’s eyes narrowed. “Yes. He's
a good poker player. He can make
a pair of deuces stand up longer than
any white man I ever saw.”

“Is that all?” Mr. Armitage asked
flatly.

Bat sat forward in his chair.
“ Listen, Mr. Armitage, is this the way
you run your business? Calling stran-
gers in and asking them to tell tales
on your employees? If it is, I'm
damned good and glad I don’t work
for you!”

“1 have my own sources of infor-
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mation,” Mr. Armitage snapped back.
“ Company sources. But I have a pur-
pose in asking you. I want you to go
down there as my personal representa-
tive to iron out whatever troubles you
may find in San Lorenzo. We can't
afford to lose our concessions there.
The country is too important, geo-
graphically. I know there is trouble
there, but I can’t find out exactly what
it is. What do you say?”

TURNED my back on them and

looked down at the harbor. The

little Dutch ship was pushing her
rusty bows past the Statue of Liberty.
Last time I had been aboard her the
main saloon had been furnished in the
same horrible red velvet as when six
of us—just kids, then—had sailed for
the tropics to find the famous Bat
Gillespie and to join his outfit. We
had been full of great ideas on that
morning ten years ago, thinking how
romantic it was to follow in the steps
of those other great soldiers of fortune,
Lee Christmas, Guy Maloney, Sam
Dreben and all the rest. Now, of all
that gallant company of eager-eyed
youngsters, only Bat and I were alive.

Bat and I! For ten years we had
fought and played and starved to-
gether. We had saved one another’s
lives so often that we had long since
lost count. We had taken the breaks
as they came, and managed to laugh at
them all.  Until last night. And
now—what? Things could not go on
like this. Carmencita, with her blond
hair and her black eyes, had not come
between us, but Mickey had—instant-
ly. She had driven the sharp, vital
wedge of her personality deep into the
solid foundation of our friendship. It
was not that Bat could not be trusted.
I would have trusted him with my life
anywhere. But I would not trust him
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with Mickey. He was not a chaser.
He had had his share of women, of
course. And that was all right. But
he was not a chaser. Yet the moment
that Mickey had walked into our room
something had happened to them both.

I knew a sudden aching nostalgia
for things as they had once been. Bat
and I, together in a boundless, un-
questioning friendship. I did not even
mind going back to the tropics, to the
old life of restless wandering, if that
could be restored—and if Mickey
could be saved from heartbreak. With
difficulty I jerked my mind back to the
conversation.

“—and you have about thirty man-
agers,” Bat was saying, ‘“and a couple
of hundred pilots scattered up and
down the coasts of Central and South
America. Why don’t you promote one
of them to this job. Why do you want
us?”’ :

“I didn’t say °us,
pointed out. “I said ‘ you.

“I your secretary had looked up
Captain Burke when she examined the
newspaper files on me,” Bat said, “ you
would know why he goes if I go. When
he flies into a town peons lock their
doors and bring their chickens in until
he leaves.”

’”  Armitage

19

RMITAGE smiled thinly and
looked at me with new interest.
“ So he knows flying—and is
hard-boiled, eh?”
“ Cable any of your pilots in the hot
countries and ask them.”
“It’s funny 1 never heard of him.”
“ He happens to be modest. What-
ever he does, the outfit gets credit for
it And no romantic newspaper man
has ever managed to dig out his story.”
“Do I understand,” Armitage said
slowly, “that you won’t consider a
proposition unless he goes with you?”
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gokxactly:? .

“You both know the ways of the
country and you aren’t afraid to take
steps ?”

“With our feet, or with guns?”

“I1 should expect you,” Armitage
said, dryly, “to use your heads as
much as possible. After that you may
use your own judgment. I do not want
to lose my concession.” .

Bat grinned understandingly. He

BAT GILLESPIE

looked up at me and his grin faded.
I knew what he was thinking about.
He was thinking about Mickey.

“ Well, what do you say, Al?” he
asked me.

“Let’s go,” I said, promptly.

“Yesterday,” he said, still studying
my face, “ you wanted me to promise
that I wouldn’t sign up for any job
in the tropics.”

“ That was yesterday.”

Now, of course, it seems strange
that it never occurred to me to tell him
to go on alone. I did not want to go
back to the tropics. The hunch had
been riding me ever since we left
Puerto Lucia that if we ever went back
we would stay there, dead or alive.
But to go wandering on and on alone,
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without Bat, was unthinkable. He had
become as much a part of my life as
my gun hand. Nobody, not even
Mickey, would quite take his place.

Bat shrugged and turned back to
Armitage.

“If T should go into this deal, I
would want a letter from you which
will back me up, in advance, in any-
thing I may want to do. I can hire
or fire, I can draw upon you, sight
draft or by cable, for any reasonable
amounts, and no questions asked. How
about it?”

“ When I decided to retain you,”
Armitage said calmly, “I expected to
go the whole hog.”

“ And now our salaries,” Bat said,
“are open for negotiation.”

Mr. Armitage named a figure which
was twice what I thought Bat might
ask. So I knew there would be plenty
of shenannigans. In my experience
any job that paid too well did not pay
well enough, considering bullet wounds
and everything.

“When,” the
“can you start?”

I spoke out of turn. “ When we
button our coats, our trunks are
packed. We can take the night plane
tonight. Oke, Bat?”

Bat took a long breath. Once again

millionaire asked,

I knew what he was thinking. But he
nodded.
“Sure. The night plane it is, to-
night.”
CHAPTER 1V.

ADIOS.

E were at the Newark Airport,
waiting for the night sleeper to
take off for Miami. Mickey,
still breathless from trying to keep up
with us all afternoon, was there to see
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us off. And there was a slick-looking
mug from Mr. Armitage’s office to ar-
range our tickets, and to give Bat a
roll the size of an air-cooled cylinder,
and to get under our feet every time
we turned around.

I was low in my mind, then feeling
good, then low again, and I could not
stand still long enough to talk to
Mickey. She did not seem to want to
talk much, anyway. She just stood
there, her vivid eyes unreadable, glanc-
ing from me to Bat and back again.
There were so many things that I
«wanted to ask her, and to tell her, but
I could not break down the uncomfort-
able constraint that had existed be-
tween us all afternoon.

Presently I turned away and barged
through the wicket. I wanted to see
the plane. The ticket-taker put out his
hand to stop me, but I went right past.
The tarmac was an unreal white and
black halftone, with the floodlights on
and a huge Condor breathing flame
from her long exhaust pipes. I listened
to her motors. They sounded all right.
The pilot was standing by, dragging
at his cigarette before the bell rang.

“ How many hours have you had?”
I demanded.

“Three thousand and something,”
he said. And then, because he did not
like my tone, “Would that be
enough?”

“It’s nothing to write home about,”
I said, glad of something to argue
about. “ But I like to know who we’re
flying with, especially at night.”

He looked me up and down. Inany
other mood I would have liked him.
He was a clean-cut youngster who had
steady eyes and a good hard mouth.

“Yeah?” hé said, flicking away his
cigarette. “ You and who else? Hit-
ler?”

The co-pilot hurried over. He was a
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kid, trying to grow a spiked mustache
and a hard-boiled expression.

“ What's the matter, Cliff?”
asked. “ Trouble?”

“Not yet. But you never can tell.”

I waited a minute. No use taking
my uneasiness out on these boys. 1
would not have wanted to lay hands on
either of them. Sometimes I get
rougher than I realize.

“ Listen, fellers,” I said, peaceably,
“ Bat Gillespie and I are riding south
with you. We’ve never gone to bed be-
fore in a plane and I've flown long
enough not to care much for the idea,
that’s all.”

The pilot’s face cracked into a smile.
He pushed out his hand. “ You'll be
Captain Burke, then,” he said. “I'm
glad I didn’t stick my neck out. I'm
reasonably fond of my dear little head.
I’ve heard all about you and the Major.
I'm tickled bright blue to be carrying
you.”

The co-pilot’s eyes stuck out so far
you could have knocked them off with
a club.

“ Captain Burke?”” he echoed. “ Not
Mickey Burke’s brother? We heard
she was in the waiting room. Is she,
really ?”

he

HIS was a new reason for fame,

or notoriety. It was taking time

to make me realize that Mickey
had something besides looks and a slim
young body that fitted too well into a
green dress.

“ She’s my sister,” I said, “ and she
is inside. Do you know her?”

“ Sweet Susie! I don’t, but I’d sure
like to. I saw her stunting at the races
the other day. I’ve seen ’em all,
Freddy Lund, Al Willifms, the Army
and Navy teams—all of ’em. But she
had my tongue hanging out so far 1
fell over it when I started to walk
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away. The roof of my mouth’s peel-
ing yet, it got so sunburned!”

“Don’t get him started,” the older
pilot laughed. Then, in a confidential
tone, “ You and the Major going to
get into the trouble in San Lorenzo?”

“What trouble? I haven’t had much
time to read the papers.”

“Don’t kid me, big boy. Any time
you and Bat Gillespie start for some-
where, trouble isn’t far behind you.
Besides, the pilots on that run have
been talking.”

““What do they say?”

“ Well, something to the effect that
when old Mufoz reduced his army and
let you and the Major go it was like
handing the ‘ outs’ the keys to the cap-
ital.”

“Take it from me, buddy, it’s the
bunk. The Old Man won’t let anybody
rock the boat.”

“Yet you and Bat are starting
south. Do you see fire engines roaring
down Fifth Avenue just for the ride?”

I left him. In spite of his talk about
trouble in San Lorenzo I was feeling a
lot better. In a few minutes Bat and
I would be taking off, heading toward
a world whose uneasy values we under-
stood. As the miiles slid under the fat
wheels of the Condor we would leave
behind us the sudden, heartbreaking
chasm which had opened between us.
We would be buddies again, with our
friendship too deep-rooted for any-
body — anybody but Mickey — to kill.
And Mickey herself?

I hated to leave her, especially since
she had taken up this stunting business,
but it was obvious to me that she was
quite capable of managing her own
affairs.

They were still standing there in the
waiting room. They did not seem to
be talking much. When I joined them
she slipped her strong, slender fingers
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into mine. It was nice to have them

there.

“YF it weren't for you,” she told
Bat, “Al would be staving right
here at home, getting a good

transport job and maybe working up

to be president of the line.”

‘“Sure,” Bat grinned, “if the
passengers didn’t mind his looping the
ship now and then just for the sheer
joy of being alive.”

“What’s all this,” she asked me,
“about your not wanting me to stunt ?”

“Oh, hell, Bat's just fooling,” I
said, shuffling my feet.

“ Two of a kind,” Bat said. “1I be-
lieve every Burke was born with an
extra supply of luck. Al has, I know it.”

“For two cents,” Mickey said, “ I'd
go down and see this Armitage man
and tell him things about you both that
would spoil your nice new jobs. He’d
have you thrown off the plane at Balti-
more.”

“If you do,” I threatened, squeezing
her hand, “Tll cut off your allow-
ance.”

“ What allowance?” she asked.

“Well,” T said, uncomfortably, “I
know you wrote me to cut it off when
you got your job with the oil com-
pany, but you were a terrible book-
keeper, and I thought you might over-
draw, or lose your job, or—"

“Do you mean to say you've been
sending it to the bank all this time?”
she demanded, incredulously.

Bat chuckled. ‘““He wrote to the
bank not to send you the duplicate de-
posit slips,” he said. * That was so you
wouldn’t know.”

“You big dumb Mick!” she said,
slipping her arm around me. “ How
would you think I'd use it if I didn’t
know the money was there?”

“1 thought you'd overdraw, sooner
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or later, or lose your check stubs, or
something.”

“I'm going to find out how much
is there and give it back to you. I'm
getting good money, and—"

“ Buy yourself one of those turtle-
shaped automobiles, or a diamond-
studded toothbrush,” I said. *If you
gave it back to me, I'd just lose it at
poker, or drink it up.”

“1 might,” she said, speculatively,
“use it to finance a trip down to this
San Lorenzo place to see you.”

“ That's out!” I snapped. “ You
come down there and I'll slap you out
from under your hat.”

But she was not looking at me. She
was looking at Bat, and something in
those reckless Irish eyes scared me.

“Do you hear me?” 1 snarled.

The slick-haired bird from the office
came to tell us that they could not
hold the plane any longer. Mickey
kissed me. Then she kissed Bat.
There was a difference in those two
kisses.

“Come
Let’s go!”

Bat took his arms from around her.

“ Had enough?” I asked him, coldly.

L] NO.”

I walked away from them before I
said any more.

“ Tl be seeing you!” Mickey called.

I waved, but did not look back. 1
felt better as soon as the plane started.
A danger point had been safely passed.
And Bat and I were going places.

on” I said. “ Break!

CHAPTER V.
‘“ WELCOME HOME!”

HERE was a three-quarters
moon the night we landed in
Puerto Lucia. The red-coated
band was playing in the Plaza and men
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and women were walking around and
around the square, the men in one di-
rection and the women in the other, as
is their custom. The smell of coffee,
and of perfume, and of lush growing
things was in the air and it was all
pretty nice. It wasn’t too hot. The
wind was coming down from the
mountains and you forgot how hot it
would be in the morning when the
wind shifted and came from the
steaming jungles to the eastward.

“ 1 suppose I'm a damned fool, Bat,”
I said as we climhed out of the
volante, “ but it’s kind of good to be
back. It sort of gets into your blood.”

Bat looked at me, his mouth a little
twisted.

“Ten years ago, I warned you, Al,”
he said. ‘“ And now-it’s too late. It’s
in your blood, all right.”

The proprietor of El Gran Hotel
Americano had heard somehow that
we were coming back. So we un-
packed and bathed in our old suite of
two rooms. We sent the boy down for
a bottle of native rum, whose strength
would make the Statue of Liberty do
a fan dance. We primed ourselves well.
Then, wanting to catch up on the
news, we went to the Coq d’Or.

It is quite a place, the Coq d’Or.
You have been there if you have ever
made the complete Caribbean Cruise.
You probably remember it as a big
garish café with two bands; a tepica
band from the Argentine and a full
marimba band from Guatemala. It
was the place where you saw all the
seiiores and seiloritas, and the deeply-
bronzed men whose sunburn ended just
above their eyebrows. You probably
left in a hurry when some muddy-
booted oil driller, who had been get-
ing grimly, noisily drunk all evening,
was tapped on the head with a bottle.

But to the old-timers, the Coq d’Or
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was something else. Oh, there were
the girls, all right. None of them were
quite as lovely as Carmencita, but they
were all easy on the eyes. Even more
important was this; if you sat there
long enough, and kept your mouth
closed, and did not get into any fights,
you would learn all the news of the hot
countries. You might lcarn, for in-
stance, that the English filibusteros
were running Vickers guns into Nica-
ragua. And that Johnny Bassett, an-
other old-timer like yourself, had
cracked up in the Andes and had not
yet been found. President Gonzales,
south of the Canal, was feathering his
nest in a Paris bank and had made res-
ervations, quietly, on the Ordufa for
her next northbound sailing. And that
the Companie Generale des Avions
Sud-Amerique was betting five to four,
in francs, that within a month the
Inter-American Airways, Ltd., would
drop Puerto Lucia, and all of San
Lorenzo, from its time tables. And so
on and on, if your ears were attuned
to the quick pulse-beats of the tropics.

S usual, I walked in behind Bat.

I could see over his head and, be-

ing bigger than he was, my body

protected him from the rear. The

usual crowd was there. It seemed as

if we had just left the place the night

before. People turned and looked at

Bat, and we walked through a narrow

swath of silence. But we had become
used to that.

Sanchez escorted us to our old table
in the far corner, where we could see
the front door on one side and the
whole room on the other. There was
a small service door, seldom used, just
three steps away. Once this had saved
our lives, and there was no telling
when it might again be useful. An-
other thing; anybody who wanted to
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come to us had to come from the front,
not from behind. We had learned
many years ago that it is dangerous to
possess a back in the tropics.

We eased our legs under the table
and ordered rum. I opened my white
linen coat and shrugged my shoulder
holster into a comfortable—and con-
venient—position. It seemed queer,
now, to think that only a few days ago
we -had walked the streets of New
York without a single weapon more ef-
fective than a penknife. Here I would
as soon go without my pants as with-
out my gun.

I spotted Carmencita’s honey-colored
head instantly. Bat saw her, too, and
his eyes widened in surprise. It was
not that she was sitting with men.
That was her job. But she was sitting
with Gomez and Cuesta, who hated any
bit of ground our shadows had ever
passed across, and that was not so
good. There was a third man at the
table. His back was toward us. It
was not until he turned to speak to
Carmencita that I recognized his long,
saturnine face. He was Bogardus J.
Woolf, San Lorenzan manager for
Armitage’s Inter-American Airways,
Ltd. Both Carmencita and Woolf
were getting too democratic to suit my
taste. And from the look on Bat’s
face, he thought so too.

“ Want me to go over and get her?”
I asked Bat.

“No. What do you want to start a
fight so early for? She'll come over in
her own good time. Sit still and stop
fidgeting. You give me the itch.”

“ Force of habit. You always itch
down here. It comes free with the
climate.”

Gomez and Cuesta, and probably the
other two at their table, had seen us
come in. Woolf and Carmencita made
no sign, but Gomez and Cuesta were
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staring point-blank at us. They saw
us looking at them and they smiled at
us in a way that sent cold chills of pre-
monition running up and down my
spine.

At another table two Germans were
drinking with young Paul Dupont,
resident manager for the Companie
Generale des Avions Sud-Amerique.
That was important. I remembered
what Bat had told Armitage about the
Frogs and the Dutchmen getting to-
gether to gang the Inter-American out-
fit. I remember, too, that I had heard
same such talk when we had been dis-
banding the squadron, but what with
one thing and another I had not paid
much attention. There is always skul-
duggery in the tropics. If you listen to
all of it you begin cutting out paper
dolls and confiding to people that you
are Napoleon or Queen of the May.

HAT other table, though, wor-

ried me. What, T wondered, was

Woolf doing with two of the
crookedest, most ambitious, politicos in
all Latin America? Gomez had been
Governor of Lucia Province under the
previous administration and, like every
man in the country who could read and
write, considered himself the logical
choice for president when the govern-
ment toppled. He had never forgiven
Bat for his part in putting Mufioz in
the Presidential Palace. Cuesta had
been chief of police under President
Garcia, and believed that his natural
place in the sun was as governor gen-
eral, if not as dictator. Together they
were a bad combination. The only
thing that had held them back, I
thought, was their own mutual
jealousy. When Bat and I had first
come to Puerto Lucia to work for the
then revolutionary party, Cuesta had
picked us up and had nearly-put an
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end, forever, to our earthly activities.

“Woolf is pretty brazen,” Bat said,
presently, ‘“to be hanging out with
those two. He must have a reason for
it.  If I owned any stock in Inter-
American Airways, I'd sell out, muy
pronto.”

“How could he better himself if
Muifioz were out?”’ I asked. ‘It was
the Old Man who gave the line its con-
cessions here. How does he know that
a different president wouldn’t favor the
French and the German operators "’

Bat shrugged.
“Do you notice,”
he said, “that
there isn’t an In-
ter-American pilot
in the room,
unless Woolf is a
pilot? There’s
probably some-
thing we should
know about that.
They used to
hang out here all
the time. Remem-
ber when we saved
Phelps from be-
ing knifed?”

I remembered. He was one of the
hard-fisted, level-eyed boys who flew
the big transports. Youngsters, most
of them.

Youngsters? As a matter of fact,
many of them were older than I. They
just seemed young to us, who had had
too many bouts with malaria, too many
narrow escapes, too many years in the
hot countries.

“Yeah, and it seems funny, too, not
seeing any of our old outfit hanging
around. Remember when we first
came?  Vance Rogers and Merry
Ohstrom and Luis Delabarre and Ivan
Poporoff? Queer to think they all
kicked off, one at a time.”

CARMENCITA

ARGOSY

Wordlessly we drank a toast to
them. Oh, it was all right, their dying.
They had to go sometime and a crash
is as clean a way as any—if there’s no
fire. No, we did not feel sorry for
them, but for ourselves, who missed
their gay reckless company.

Presently Woolf looked around. He
bowed as if he had noticed us for the
first time. With a word of apology to
his companions he rose and made his
way to our table. His long, horsey
face was wrinkled into what he prob-
ably conceived to
be a smile, but his
eyes were two
green punctures in
his long dark face.
Knowing him, we
did not ask him
to sit down. But
that made no dif-
ference. He sat
down anyway.

“1saw that you
two fellows were
on the down-plane
this afternoon,”
he said in a voice
that was surpris-
ingly high for a man of his size. “1I
wanted to meet you, but couldn’t.”

I observed that he carried a gun on
his hip. It made a bulge in the crisp
white linen of his coat. I wondered!
about that gun. For a while we used
to play poker at the American Clui.
When he sat in, he would shed his
coat and he did not carry a gun then.

“CYINCE when,” Bat asked him,
idly, “ do Inter-American mana-
gers get palsy-walsy with anti-

administration birds like Gomez and

Cuesta? If they ever get in they’ll help

the French and Germans take the line

for a cleaning.”
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“That,” Woolf said, easily, “is
why I am spending money on them.
I'm trying to make them see the light.
In these days of political unrest it isn’t

a bad idea to copper your bets.” His
cold green eyes swivelled to me.
“ What’s the matter, Burke? You

don’t seem very friendly.”

“T'd be a heap friendlier if I could
see your hands above the table.”

In some haste he jerked them up.
They were empty, all right. He smiled
at me, but his pupils contracted like
those of a cat coming out of a cellar
into broad daylight. I could have
laughed in his face. Bat and I cleaned
him night after night at stud until he
got wise and stopped playing. When-
ever he had them back to back his
pupils acted like that. He could con-
trol his hands and his face but his eyes
did him dirt. I wondered, seeing them
change now, what his hole card was
and what he was figuring on doing
with it

“You don’t think I'd get rough with
you two, do you?” he protested.

“ Not unless you've gone nuts with
the heat,” I said.

“Shut up, Al!” Bat said.

“ Still hard-boiled, eh?” Woolf said.

“Plenty,” Bat told him. “ You've
been down here long enough to know
just how hard-boiled he can be.”

Carefully Woolf arranged his face
in another smile. Over his shoulder
1 could see Gomez and Cuesta watch-
ing us. Carmencita’s dark, brooding
gaze brushed past us. Her expression
did not change, but she waggled her
half-closed fingers in a greeting.

£ HEN we learned you were
coming back so soon,” Woolf
was saying, ‘‘ some of us at the
American Club wondered what had
happened.”
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“ It was the poker they played in the
north,” Bat told him, gravely. “They’re
playing deuces wild, and one-eyed
Jacks and Lord knows what. So we
hurried back to sit into an honest
game.”

“1 see,” Woolf said. “ Don’t hurry
away before we have one last game
together.”

“I'm figuring on staying quite a
while,” said Bat, placidly.

“1I wouldn’t, Bat” Woolf leaned
far across the table in his earnestness.
“ Listen, try the climate, the poker, in
Guatemala, or Nicaragua, or .some-
where. You were a big shot here
once, but things have changed. And
you can’t do a thing about it. I'd be
mighty sorry to see you go back to the
States all iced up in a box.”

“ Thanks,” Bat said. “ Got any-
thing special in mind?”

“No. But one hears things. If, for
instance, the government changed,
you'd be in a thin way.”

“ Think it will change?” Bat asked,
carelessly.

“1 wouldn’t know. But there’s un-
rest everywhere. All over the world.
And we all know—you better than
most of us—that the Old Man has
grown too sure of himself. He should
have taken vour advice about building
up the air force instead of demobbing
it. But listen, Bat, vou've been pretty
tough in your day and these people
don’t forget. If you happen to be on
the wrong side of the fence politi-
cally—"

“I'm not, Woolf,” Bat drawled.
“T'm not on any side at all. I'm not
a politico. I'm not even a soldier any
mere. I'm just here on a little business
matter, You might tell that to anyone
who asks you.”

“ Do you expect me to believe that?"”

Bat looked at him. “1I expect you
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to believe anything I tell you, Woolf.”

“ Oh, all right, all right,” Woolf
said, hastily. “But you always were
a hog for trouble. I just wanted to
remind you that there was such a thing
as asking for it. Never say I didn’t
warn you. So long.”

He got up, smiling unconvincingly.

“ Give my love and kisses to your
buddies, Cuesta and Gomez,” Bat said,
lazily.

In the act of turning away, Woolf
paused. I slid my fect under my chair
in case I had to get up in a hurry.

“Shall I send them over to your
table?” Woolf asked, with a cutting
edge to his thin voice.

“Sorry,” Bat said, “but I'm not
quite that democratic. If you want to,
though, you can tell Carmencita that
everything is all right now. Al and I
are back.”

Woolf’s eyes expanded. His nos-
trils widened and his hand began to
inch toward his hip. His glance flicked
toward me, but my hand wasn’t crawl-
ing anywhere. It was already there.

“ Run along, Woolf,” T said.

COULD hear the hiss of exhaled

breath through his lips. He saw

where my hand was. He relaxed
and turned back to Bat.

“T1 had forgotten,” he said, unctu-
ously, “ that she used to be your girl,
more or less. But that sort forgets
easily and—"

“What sort?”’ I cut in.

He smiled nastily. ‘“Need I ex-
plain—to you?”

“Yes,” I said.

Now he hedged, as I had expected
he would. “ Well, these dancing
girls, if vou know what I mean.”

“l know exactly what you mean,”
Bat said, shaking a warning finger at
me. - ““ And for what you mean, rather
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than what you say, I'll tell you that
youre a cock-eyed liar. She is a
dancing girl, but nothing more than
that, and you know it as well as I do.”

“He called you a liar, Woolf,” 1
said, getting my feet under the table.
“ Aren’t you going to do anything
about it?”

I was just itching to have him move
in, but he did not have the nerve.

“ Do anything about it?”” he echoed,
thoughtfully. “ No, not just now.”

He swung away. Even his ears were
red. And the sound of my parting
chuckle did not help any.

““That answers that,” Bat said.

“What answers what?”

“He’s afraid of us. He may know
about Armitage. I’ll find out about
that later. Why else would: he be
afraid of us?”

‘ Because, teacher, he’s been doing
something naughty.”

Bat was in no mood for persiflage.
He was really worried—or as worried
as he ever got, which was not very
much,

“We’ve got to dust around and get
some dope,” he said, presently.
“ Woolf was pretty cocky, and his be-
ing out in public with Gomez and
Cuesta indicates something, I don’t
know quite what.”

“T used to hear talk that they had
gotten hold of some German and
French money,” I said.

“ Exactly.”

I sat there, watching Carmencita,
who was drinking grenadine, or some-
thing. She did not enter into the con-
versation of the three men at all. Her
silver slipper was tapping restlessly on
the floor. Pretty soon she would be
over.

The music of the tepica band died
away in a nostalgic grace-note and the
marimba band went to work at the
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other side of the room. Every nerve
reflex in me suddenly snapped to at-
tention. What was it that had called
to me? Then I knew. They were
playing the same song, the Song of the
Aventureros, that had been played that
night at the Alhambra, in New York,
when Bat and Mickey and I had come
so close to a smash-up. I glanced at
Bat, wondering if he would remember.
The thudding notes pulsed through the
big, crowded room, booming through
the drunken noises and shrill laughter.
The padded mallets seemed to be ham-
mering on my heart, too, and I was
suddenly desperately lonely for
Mickey, whom I had just learned to
know.

I hissed for the waiter, got a new
drink and raised my glass. Slowly
Bat’s eyes came into focus.

“ Anywhere but here!” I said.

He shrugged, but drank. ‘ What
difference does it make?”’ he asked,

wearily. ‘““ Might as well be here as
anywhere. In the long run all towns
are alike.”

“When you say that, Bat, and be-
lieve it, you are getting old! Snap out
of it!”

“I am old, AL” he said, tiredly.
“Old at thirty-five! Isn't that a
wheeze? It’s the fever, I guess, and—
oh, I don’t know, but—the hell with it!
I've had my fun. They can’t take that
away from me!”

“Well, why don’t you marry Car-
mencita and settle down somewhere?”

He looked sharply at me, but he
didn’t say anything.

“You know if she goes on doing
what she’s doing now somebody’ll get
wise and she’ll get the works. One
side or the other’ll give it to her. They
always do. Why don’t you get her out
of the country?”

Bat studied the color of his drink.
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I watched him. After a while he raised
his eyes and they were cloudy with
trouble,

“Let’s get drunk,” he said.

“ Suits me,” I told him.

CHAPTER VL
TROUBLE AHEAD,

FTER a while Bat sat up straight
and his eyes came alive. Cuesta,
Gomez and Woolf were leaving.

Woolf was trying to sweet-talk Car-
mencita, but she was not having any.
He flushed darkly and turned away
after the others.

To reach the door, they had to pass
our table. T slipped my hand inside
my coat and watched them. Mostly
I watched Cuesta, who had once threat-
ened to make Bat eat his own heart,
salted and peppered. As it happened,
I had come in just then and I had
slapped Cuesta on the side of the head.
Now, as he passed our table, I stared
pointedly at his right ear. It was beau-
tifully cauliffowered. His face got red
when he saw me staring. For one big
moment I thought he was going to say
something. :

“ Fasy, Al,” Bat said, quietly.

I sat back and the three men went
by. But from the expression on
Cuesta’s face I knew he would try to
take me the first chance he got. A
Spik looked funny with a cauliflower
ear and he knew it. I watched them
until they had collected their hats and
canes at the door. Then I took my
hand off the friendly, corrugated butt
of my automatic and sat back to see
what would happen next.

[ wished Carmencita would hurry.
It was only thirty-odd feet to the table
where she had been. She could walk
fast enough when she wanted to.



62

Then, after what seemed a very, very
long time, she was standing at our
table, smiling down at us with her
slow, quiet smile. Awkwardly I rose,
and my chair tumbled behind me.

“ Ah, querida,” Bat said.

“With your permission, caballeros,”
she said with that odd formality of
hers.

“ You have it, siia,” Bat said, and I
dragged out the chair for her to sit in.

She was wearing the same perfume.
I could smell it as her smooth yellow
hair sank past my face. I would have
recognized that perfume anywhere.
On the other side of the world it would
have made me think of Carmencita.

Her face was lovely. It was oval
and delicate, not hawk-nosed, like
most of the Latinas. Her body was
slender and strong and hard, and her
dancing dress was designed to hide
none of its allure. There were other
dancing girls here who were beautiful,
but there was only one Carmencita.

“ What,” Bat asked her, “ has been
happening since we have been gonme?”

For a long time she did not answer.
Then, ““ For many reasons, Don Bat,”
she said, oddly, ““ it would been better
for you not to have come back.”

“Why?” Bat asked her.

Her somber dark eyes were puzzling.

In the two years I had known her I.

had never seen exactly that expression
in them before.

“You’re the second one who has
told me that tonight,” Bat said when
she did not answer. “ And you have
just come from Woolf’s table. Would
there be a connection there that I do
not understand ?”’

HE reached into her stocking. [
set myself to let her have it in case
her hand came out with a knife.

1 didn’t know what Bat had said that
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could cause her sudden temper to blaze,
but with Carmencita it was always well
to be prepared for anything, just so
long as it was unexpected. But she
had not gone in after her knife. She
drew out a crumpled American yellow-
back, a real gold certificate for a hun-
dred dollars. Thoughtfully she
straightened it out on the tablecloth
while Bat regarded it silently.

“If you are not going to leave,” she
said, slowly, “I think I do not care
for this.”

Carelessly she tore the note half-way
across. Bat’s hand leaped out, saved
the bill from total destruction. Now,
thinking back, I know Bat must have
known exactly what she was trying to
tell him. "But I did not. :

She shrugged and flipped: the torn
bill across the table. There was this
about Carmencita,  as explosive as a
quart tin of nitroglycerin, as unstable
as a pursuit plane: whatever she did
was sure to be unexpected. She was
not a native San Lorenzan. Her father
had been a Nicaraguan, a wealthy
haciendado, a landowner. Three years
back he and Carmencita’s mother had
been murdered by bandits, and their
house and plantation burned to the
ground. And when the affairs of the
estate had been settled, Carmencita,
then seventeen and an only child, dis-
covered that she was penniless. A year
later she turned up at the Coq d'Or,
an extraordinarily beautiful dancing
girl who resented instantly, and with
her knife when necessary, undue famil-
iarity on the part of the patrons who
paid to dance with her. Bat discov-
ered, some six months later, that she
was a secret agent for the Mufloz gov-
ernment, planted at the Coq d’Or be-
cause, as I have said, all the news of
the hot countries flowed through the
café sooner or later,
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I think she fell in love with Bat that
first night he danced with her, a few
days after she had come to Puerto
Lucia. And Bat—well, he liked her,
I guess, better than any girl he had ever
known. Perhaps he loved her. I was
never quite sure, but it was the sort
of thing you don’t ask about. Not
being much of a hand with women, I
just drifted along with them. It
worked out all right, I suppose. I only
know that I had not cared about find-
ing myself a girl to make up a four-
some.

Now Bat was looking down at the
torn yellowback. He looked up at Car-
mencita, who was watching him.

“It would be fitting,” he said, grin-
ning thinly, ““ if those gallegos, Woolf,
Cuesta and Gomez, bought us our
party. A hundred dollars’ worth.”

Carmencita’s smooth shoulders
lifted. Bat hissed for the waiter and
ordered champagne.

“Let’s dance, querido,” she said.

“No can do, chica,” Bat said. “ That
old wound in my knee bothers me to-
night. Dance with Al. He shakes a
slippery hip.”

HERE was an odd expression
on her face as I took her in my
arms. She was, I now knew,
definitely unhappy. That was aston-
ishing. Before, when we had left
Puerto Lucia for a few weeks, her de-
light in our—no, in Bat’s—return was
ecstatic. But now she was in my arms
and I was not worrying about any-
thing. Not anything except the fact
that the dance could not last forever.
“My Bat,” she said, abruptly, “is
changed. He is in love with some other
girl. Where is she and what does she
look like ?”’
I almost stopped dancing, but her
strong young arms kept me going.
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“If he has,” I said, “he’s held out
on me.”

“Mande?”

“Except for one evening when he
danced with my sister, he has not
spoken with another girl since he saw
you last.”

“Then,” she said with conviction,
“it is your sister. Is she beautiful?”

“T just twisted my ankle,” I said.
“Let’s go back to the table.”

Leaving her with Bat, I went out to
the bar. An oil driller was there. He
was getting pretty drunk. I had
clipped him once when he had tried to
take Carmencita away from Bat. I
was a little disappointed when he
greeted me pleasantly. A good fight
would have made me feel better.

“Ola, Captain Burke,” the bartender
greeted me.

Without my telling him, he mixed
me up a heavy one. I downed it, but
there was no bounce to it. He started
to shake up another.

“ Sorry to see you back, Captain,”
the driller said.

I put the drink down carefully.
“ Why ?”

“ No offense,” he said, hastily. “ But
I was just hoping this revolution stuff
was all the sump oil. Now vou're
back I know it isn’t. Well, we had
four years of peace and quiet, anyway.
I suppose that’s all an hombre could
ask down here.”

I was working on the fourth one
when Bat came in. I could tell right
away there was something wrong. 1
put the drink down and looked over
his shoulder. But nobody was follow-
ing him. He dragged me to ‘the far
end of the bar.

“Listen, AL” he said, pitching his
voice so it exactly reached my ears.
“ Something pretty funnv is going on.
I don’t know just what. Carmencita’s
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holding back on me. She insists we've
got to get out of here in the morn-
ing.”

“Well,” 1 said, ordering another
drink, “ buy me a ticket for wherever
we're going.”

‘“ She did tell me this, though: The
managers of the three air lines are
holding a meeting tonight with Cuesta
and Gomez. We'd better attend.
They might be talking about us, among
other things. What do you say?”

“Oke by me,” I said shrugging.

“ Carmencita doesn’t want us to go.
She’s sure we'll get into trouble and—"

“ Where’s the meeting?”’

“In a house with yellow shutters on
the Avenida de la Independencia. Two
doors east of the Cathedral.”

“T’ll go and have a look,” 1 said.
*“ Then I'll come hack and—"

“ We go together,” Bat said. ““ Come

’

on.

HERE was about eighty-five dol-
lars of Woolf’s money—or per-
haps it had belonged to-Cuesta or
Gomez—Ileft on the table. Carefully
Bat counted it and put it in his pocket.
Then he peeled the exact amount from
his own roll and dropped it into her
hand. Carmencita, her lovely face in-
scrutable, slipped the substituted bills
into her stocking. She said nothing,
asked no questions. Her mental proc-
esses were devious and unpredictable,
but somehow she managed to under-
stand with startling clarity. Perhaps,
I thought, that was why President
Muiioz had told us she-was worth a
regiment of soldiers to the administra-
tion.
“We’ll be back pretty soon,” Bat
said.
“Vaya con Dios,” she said, with
more emphasis than the conventional
phrase required.
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We were just getting our hats when
a youngster stopped us. It was Andy
Phelps, a level-eyed, freckled kid whose
shoulders bulged heavily under his
tropic linen' coat.

He was, I remembered, a pilot of the
Inter-American, and was the bird we
had yanked out of a nasty-looking fight
here a few months ago when a Spik
was about to split his kidneys with a
knife.

“How do you do, Major?” he said,
very respectfully. “ How do you do,
Captain? I just brought the Panama
Mail in this afternoon and I heard you
two were back. Is there any place we
could talk a minute? I've got some-
thing pretty important I'd like to tell
you.”

“Twist the stick, kid,” I growled.
“We’re in a hurry.”

I was perfectly willing to push
along, but Bat’s quick attention focused
upon him. '

“Why, sure, Phelps,” he said.
“Let’s hear it. Things not going so
well at the Air Terminal?”

Phelps glanced quickly around. 1
could see that he did not want to talk
here, being too green, or too honest, to
realize that the best screen for stealthy
voices is the hubbub made by others.

“Couldn’t we go somewhere a little
more private?” he begged.

“ Come into the bar,” Bat said.

E lined up at the far end and or-

dered copitas. A swarthy bird

with polished hair sidled close
to us, but I gave him the eye and he
moved away.

“Listen, Major,” Phelps said, “a
bunch of us were at the Alcazar a little
while ago—"

“Is that where you all hang out
now?” I asked. “ What’s wrong with
this—"
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“Let him tell it his own way, AL”

“We don’t like it here any more,
that’s all,” the pilot said, guardedly.
‘“ Well, at this Alcazar we heard things.
And knowing you had just come in, I
figured I'd better tell you. It might
do a little toward thanking you for
pulling that native off my back a
while—"

“ Forget it, kid,” Bat said, gruffly.
“ What did you hear?”

“ Well, the trouble here is a lot closer
than most people think. And from the
talk we hear, it has something to do
with the air concessions. You know
our company is competing with the
French and German lines all up and
down the coast. They used to be big
rivals before we came in and copped
off some of the good contracts and be-
gan running a service more efficient
than theirs. But when they saw what
we were accomplishing they got togeth-
er and started fighting us and helping
one another.”

“TIknow, kid,” Bat said. “ But how
should that worry Al and me?”

“ Wait just another minute and I’ll
tell you,” the boy said, very earnestly.
“ Since you went north a month ago,
things have happened you may not
know. The French and German lines
have been figuring on making San
Lorenzo the focal point of the Central
and South American lines. The cross-
roads of the Americas, is the way they
put it. For some reason, President
Mufioz is blocking the deal.”

“1f the deal means cancelling the
Inter-American concessions,” Bat said,
“ the reason is simple. Mufioz granted
the concessions. He knows the Inter-
American is an honest outfit and he
happens to be an honest man. That’s
why.” He turned and looked squarely
at Phelps. “How does Woolf stand
in all this?”
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The kid’s firm lips clamped together.
He did not want to be disloyal to his
superior. Well, loyalty is a fine thing
if you know where it ends and damn
foolishngss begins.

“When word came over our private
radio system,” Phelps said, trying to
change the subject, “ that you two were
on your way back to San Lorenzo, it
seems that a lot of people got all ex-
cited.”

““What did Woolf do? Did he tele-
phone to a lot of his buddies, or did
he jump in his car and hurry away?”

Phelps’ blue eyes clouded with
trouble. “‘I don’t know, sir. I wasn’t
there. But from the gossip we picked
up at the Alcazar there are some people
down here who are figuring on giving
you the business.”

[ Why ?’)

“ Because they think you may use
your drag with El Presidente to cause
trouble. He’s slipping, you know, and
they think you may buck him up and
reorganize the air force, or some-
thing.”

“ Flatterers!” Bat said dryly. Then,
slowly, *“ So the Old Man is slipping,
is he?”

“ So they say.”

“If that bird with the slick hair
doesn’t move away,” I said, loudly,
“I'm going to feed him his own ears
with mustard on them.”

HE mug who had again been

inching along the bar grabbed his

glass and went out of the room as
if he were chasing a fire engine.

“ Listen, Major,” said young Phelps,
his freckled face blushing beet red, “ if
you are going to organize a squadron
would you let me join you? If I re-
signed from the line, I mean?”

“I'm not going to organize any-
thing, son,” Bat said, gently. “I've
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quit soldiering. I'm getting kind of
old for fighting all the time and—"

“Major,” the boy begged, * you
don’t have to tell me any of your plans.
Don’t tell me a thing. But when you
get ready to start, just let me know,
will you? And then, if you move along
somewhere, let me go with you.”

“You see?” I said to Bat. “ He
wants to be a ¢ soldier of fortune.” He
wants to be a Lee Christmas, or some-
thing. And he'll end up dead in a
gutter somewhere south of the Canal,
or running a second-rate hotel in some
seaport town.”

“ Pipe down, Al,” Bat said. “ Son,
stay with the line and keep your senior-
ity. We're not fighting men any more,
Al and I. There was nothing in it for
anybody—except, maybe, the ones who
hired us. Our luck held out long
enough for us to quit, see. Now we're
here on business. When that’s done,
we're going back to the States, and
we're néver coming down here any
more—never!”

Phelps’ face plainly showed his dis-
belief. “ Major,” he said, “ I've been
hearing about you and Captain Burke
ever since I came to the tropics. I've
always wanted to do the sort of things
you've done and—"

“1If 1 had any sense, and the oppor-
tunity,” Bat said, smiling, “ I'd swap
places with you at this very minute.
Take my advice, kid. The first time
you ever hear a gun fired in anger,
light out and keep going in the opposite
direction, and don’t come back until the
schemozzle’s over.”

“When the revolution starts,”
Phelps said, stubbornly, “ I'm going to
ask you again.”

“ Fine, son. Let it go at that.”

The pilot turned to me. “1 suppose
you'll be at the Air Terminal in the
morning, Captain?”’
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“TI'll be with Bat,
goes.”

“ 1 mean, to meet your sister.”

The bar spun like a propeller.

“ What?” I snarled.

“Hadn’'t you heard? She left
Roosevelt Field this afternoon on a
non-stop flight. We got it over our
radio network. I thought Mr. Woolf
told you.”

“Listen, son,” Bat said, ‘““do you
know Carmencita ?”’

“T know her when I see her, Major.
She’s the one Cuesta and Gomez have
been rushing, isn’t she?”

There was a queer expression on
Bat’s face, but for a long moment he
did not say anything.

Then, “ Come back to the door and
show me the girl they’ve been rushing,
will you?”

It was Carmencita, all right. Bat
stood there, looking at her across the
heads of the patrons.

“That’s right, son,” he said at last.
“ Go over and tell her, please, that I'm
sorry not to—to keep the date we had
for later on. Tell her this meeting
we're going to will take longer than I
had figured.”

“ Sure,” said young Phelps, grinning
as if Bat had conferred an accolade
upon his proud head. It was queer, I
thought, how Bat’s personality reached
out and pulled you.

wherever he

CHAPTER VII.
THE QUARREL.

ROM sheer force of habit I pushed
past Bat and went through the
street door first, my hand very
close to my armpit holster. I did not
see anything. As a matter of fact,
there might have been a purple ele-
phant standing in the middle of the



ANYWHERE BUT HERE 67

Plaza and I would not have noticed it.

We walked along the Avenida de
Simén Bolivar toward the Cathedral,
Bat was waiting for me to say some-
thing. ButI did not want to speak just
then. I knew I would say too much.
It is not easy to split with a man you've
thought a lot of, and looked up to, anl
flown with, and gone hungry with, for
nearly ten years. I had an all-gone
feeling in my stomach.

But if there is something to be said,
there is no use in stalling along. We
were just passing the Liberator’s statue
when I grabbed Bat’s arm and pulled
him to a stop.

“Did you have anything to do with
Mickey’s coming?”’ I demanded.

“You know I didn't, Al,”” he said,
quietly.

“ How the hell would I know it?”

“I'm telling you.”

“ She’s been flying two years, but
she never took it in her head to come
down here before !”

“1f she had asked my advice, I'd
have told her not to come—right now.”

“Listen, Bat,” I said, coldly.
“You're a good guy. We've had a
lot of fun together. But don’t get any
ideas about Mickey, see?”

“Why?” he asked, softly.

“Because all you'd ever give her
would be a broken heart, that’s all.
You're a bum, a tropic bum, and so am
I. That’s all right for us. We can go
around fighting and getting drunk and
raising as much hell as we want, and
we’ve done it so long now we’ll prob-
ably never do anything else. But don’t
let Mickey fall in love with you, see?
That'’s one thing I won’t take from you.
Is that perfectly clear?”

Bat’s face was white under the arc
light and his eyes were black, dead
black.

“Take your hand off my arm, Al.”

“Knock it off!” I challenged him.

But he did not knock it off. He did
not even move.

“1 believe youre drunk, Al” he
said, quietly.

“ Maybe I am,” I stormed, “ but I'm
not too drunk to be telling you. You've
got one girl so she'd give her last
chance of salvatiofi to marry you. So
see to it Mickey doesn’t get that way.”

His voice sharpened. *“ All right, Al,
you've had your say, so I'll have mine.
If Mickey has flown all the way down
here from New York, I'm not going
to hide from her. So what are you
going to do about that?”

His left hand slapped mine from his
arm. I glared down at him through
a pink fog of rage. I lifted my right
fist to give it to him, but it wasn’t any
use. I couldn’t hit Bat Gillespie. So
I left him. I went back to the Coq
d’Or to find Carmencita.

SHE was still sitting at the table.
Phelps was not with her. A Spik
was sitting beside her.

“Is this your chulo, Carmencita?”’ 1
asked her.

Her dark eyes lifted beneath their
heavy lashes. A quick stab of anger
leaped out of them. It was all right,
then. The Spik was small and he stank
of pomade.

“ With your permission, sefiorite,” 1
said.

I got a grip on the collar of his coat
and lifted him out of the chair. He
had courage, after his own fashion. He
yanked a knife out of somewhere, but
I grabbed his wrist and squeezed until
I could feel the bones grate together.
He squalled and the knife dropped un-
der the table. I kicked it and it skit-
tered brightly away. He went ashen,
thinking, of course, that I was going
to kill him.
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“Your pardon, caballero,” 1 said,
politely, “but it is never safe to tres-
pass.”

He went away. Two or three spec-
tators looked as if they wanted to start
something, but after a moment or two
they sat down. I took the chair the
Spik had been sitting in. ,

“ Where,” Carmencita asked, “is
Don Bat?”

“ At the house with the yellow shut-
ters on the Avenida de la Indepen-
dencia. And he can go to hell with his
back broke for all I carel”

“Tt is,” she said, obliquely, “ the af-
fair of the sister.”

Her air of mental detachment was
maddening. She knew I had left Bat
to step into something. Yet if I had
not seen her, with him, a veritable hur-
ricane of wild emotions, I would have
thought her a cold-blooded Northerner.
Why didn’t she rage at me for double-
crossing my pal—the crime unpardon-
able among real men? Why didn’t she
remind me right away that I was let-
ting him walk into a place that might
be little short of a death trap? She did
none of these things. Circuitously, in
the manner of a Latina, she examined
the fact of my returning to her in the
light of her past experiences, and ap-
praising its exact meaning and effect
upon her life. She rolled a dark Mex-
ican cigarette and smoked it half
through. A fight started in a far cor-
ner. We did not look around.

“You've lost Bat,” I told her flatly.
“ But you haven’t lost me. I've loved
you since that first night when you
danced a dozen times with Bat. You
know that, of course. But I never
said anything because — well, hell, I
couldn’t! Now all bets are off.”

She just sat there, smoking, and
looking at me from under her incred-
ibly heavy lashes.
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“Why don’t you say something?”’ I
snapped.

She shrugged. 1 wished I might
know what was behind her dark, un-
readable eyes. I remembered the night
of the farewell dinner when she had
reached for her knife and I had slapped
her nearly out from under her hair. I
had expected, of course, that she would
do her best—and her best was pretty
good—to cut my throat. Instead, she
had straightened up and massaged the
pinkly-etched outline of my hand on
her cheek.

Then, to my astonishment, she had
smiled and said, “ If I had never met
Don Bat, I could love you very much.”

Well, she had met Bat, and she was
Bat’s girl, and that had been all there
was to it. We had not been to New
York, then, and Bat had not met
Mickey. Now, to hell with him. To
hell with everything.

“TF Bat is killed tonight,” she said, at
last, “I should hate you.”

“All right,” T snarled. “T’ll
go after him, and I’ll bring him back
here by the scruff of his neck, and
when he’s here, I'll tell him that you
aren’t his girl any more.”

A smile twitched at the corners of
her brightly-penciled mouth. She rose.

“T’ll go with you,” she said.

“ What for?” I demanded.

She shrugged again and walked
ahead of me to the dressing room.
Waiting, I tried to light a cigarette, but
the matches kept breaking, so after a
while I crumpled the cigarette and
threw it away.

It was a queer feeling, standing
there and waiting for the girl T was
going to take away from Bat, even if
I had to kill him to do it. A week ago
I would have killed any man who tnok
her away from Bat, and now I was
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going to do it myself. Strange, that.
But the Mickey business had changed
everything. He wasn’t going to have
Mickey, and he wasn’t going to have
Carmencita, either. I felt feverish and
wondered if the malaria were hitting
e again. What a night to be knocked
loose by the fever! I was knocked loose
anyway. The old orderly moorings of
my life had been swept away. So long
had Bat and I cruised together that
nothing seemed the same now. There
was a dull ache in my heart and, at the
same time, a wild ecstasy at the knowl-
edge that now, after two years of wait-
ing, I had come out in the clear to Car-
mencita.

She came out of the dressing room.
Have I said how beautiful she was? I
took her by the arm. T knew 1 was
hurting her with the strength of my
grasp, but she did not seem to mind.
Once again, for the second time that
night, I went out first and looked
around. A squadron of cavalry clat-
tered across the Avenida at the next
corner. In any other mood I would
have wondered why mounted pa-
trols should be out at this time of night,
but two years had been too long to
wait. I spun Carmencita around,
dragged her to me and kissed her. She
did not resist. My throat went dry
and my pulses were hammering in my
wrists and temples. After a while she
worked her arms between us and
shoved me away.

“You are strong, chzco, she “said,
breathlessly.

“Dost thou want a weakling,
quertda?”’ 1 asked, shakily. “ Come,

let’s go.”

Silently she fell into step with me.
We walked on past Bolivar’s statue and
toward the Cathedral. Carmencita did
not say anything.

“T've got to see what’s happening

to him,” I said. “I don't give a damn.
I’m curious, that’s all.”

She did not seem to think that
funny. But I did. Walking down the
half-lighted street I laughed and
laughed until she stopped short and
grabbed me by the lapels of my coat.
She shook me until the gun nearly
bounced out of my armpit holster.
After quite a long time I stopped laugh-
ing. Then it was worse. I walked
along beside her, hating Bat, hating
myself, hating everybody except Car-
mencita. She was a grand girl, and
I could not hate her at any time.

E stopped at the house with the

yellow shutters. I hammered on

the door. A man’s voice an-
swered guardedly.

“ Qué se ofrece?”

“1, Setior Al Burke. I wish to see
Major Gillespie. Open!”

From the other side of the panel I
heard the man’s voice, muffled, now.

“ El aventurero Yanqui!’ he called
to someone within.

So it was the right house. I was
tired of waiting. When the handle
turned, I put my shoulder against the
door. A fat native was standing in-
side.

I grabbed him by the throat and
slammed him against the wall.

“ Where is he?” 1 snarled.. “ Tell
me, fool, before I pull thy windpipe
loose!”

He could not speak, but he jerked
his thumb toward a door. It was not
locked, so I opened it and walked
right in.

They were all in there, sitting around
a table under a gaudy lamp with purple
tassels. They were all looking at me.
It was like a single frame clipped out
of a strip of motion picture fHlm.
Cuesta’s gun was or the table, and his
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hand was suspended over its black, cof-
rugated butt. Gomez was tilted back
against the wall, trying frantically to
get his chair down on all four legs.
Woolf was sitting bolt upright and I
could not see his right hand. Mueller,
resident manager of the German air
line, was sitting quietly beside young
Pierre Dupont, of the Compagnie Gen-
erale des Avions Sud-Amerique. Bat,
calmly smoking a Mexican cigarette,
was sitting at the lower end of the
table, looking as mild as any deacon
of the church.

The tension in that room twanged
on my nerves like careless fingers rip-
ping across the strings of a harp. 1
had to speak first, and quickly.

““ Buenas noches, caballeros,” 1 said,

very politely. “ Nice little party. When
does the show commence? Mind if 1
sit in?”

It was a toss-up. I saw Bat lean
forward in his chair, his sensitive lips
tightening. I balanced on the balls of
my feet, wondering who to get in the
split-second before a dozen slugs tore
through me, Remembering Carmencita,
I chose Woolf. I looked at him. Ie
whitened and licked his lips. I guess
he knew right then that he was going
to get it if anybody moved out of turn.
It was funny, the way the blood
drained out of his thick lower lip. You
could hardly see his mouth at all ex-
cept for the yellowish fangs that
showed through the pink slit in his
face.

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK.

World’s Youngest Lion Tamer

ANUEL KING, eleven-year-old son of W. A. King, Brownsville,

Texas, wild animal trainer, is probably the world’s youngest lion tamer.
Born September 5, 1923, on his father’s wild animal farm, the boy has had
lions and various other jungle beasts for pets since he was a baby. Recently
four litters of African lions were born to new arrivals at the farm. As is
the custom, they were immediately turned over to Manuel, whose job it is
to teach and train them until they reach maturity.

Manuel is a perfectly normal Texas lad. Not quite four feet tall, he
weighs 65 pounds and the semi-tropical sun of the Rio Grande Valley has
bronzed his ruddy face. He plays baseball, football and other games with
his schoolmates and is an inveterate reader. —Joseph Creamer.
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- The Case .of the Deathly
Barque

By H. BEDFORD-JONES

TATEMENT by Mr. John X.
S Carson :—

During the period of his retire-
ment at Limehouse, John Solomon was
approached by all manner of people,
and I acted as his buffer, his contact
man. Many of the affairs in which
we were engaged together, such as the
one herein described, were referred to
Solomon by Scotland Yard, and 1 sup-
pose might be termed detective work.

In certain incidents, notably the hor-
rible episode of the Atkinson brothers,
real crimes were involved; or, as in
the frightful matter of the Sleeper,
crimes beyond the realm of crinmnol-
ogy. John Solomon was no student
His remark-

of crime; he detested it.

Sir Ronaid had evidently
been dead only a few
minutes

7

able fund of specialized knowledge, his
singular mental processes, his uncanny
way of grasping at the essential heart
of a mystery, form the most interest-
ing part of all these cases. In the
present instance, for example, despite
repeated murders there was no crime
involved—as I think he, and he alone,
sensed almost from the start.

T was, 1 remember, a drizzling,
blustery afternoon in March, and
was busily dictating letters in Solo-

mon’s private office, when the tele-
phone rang. I responded.

“Hello, Mr. Carson? Inspector

David speaking. ['m on a job that
might interest Mr. Solomon—the in-

The barque Matilda
Briggs was coming
home — carrying a
grim and baffling
mystery for John
Solomon
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vestigation of the barque Matilda
Briggs, due at Greenhithe tomorrow
from Brest. Do you suppose I might
step around and see him?”

I did not hesitate, for David wasone
of the Yard’s best men and on more
than one occasion had worked inti-
mately with Solomon.

“By all means,” I replied. “He’s
been feeling a bit down in the mouth
today and talks of going back to Egypt
and Port Said. A sure sign his liver’s
out of whack. Drop in and haul him
out of the depression, if you can.”

“In half an hour,” said David, and
rang off.

I passed on through the blind office
into the shop, to apprise Solomon. To
my disgust he gave me one blank look
and then ignored me utterly. He was
selling an old ship’s lantern to a tour-
ist lady from Ohio, and was absorbed
in the deal.

Solomon took this ship chandlery
business seriously, oddly enough. He
had made his start as a ship’s chand-
ler in Port Said, and now, despite his
unlimited resources, he had settled in
Limehouse in the same line. This shop,
with its heaped-up mixture of rope,
canvas, ship’s stores, chronometers and
heaven only knows what else, was the
dingiest place in the dingiest section
of London.

Yet Solomon’s keenest pleasure lay
in tending shop. I watched him as he
argued and chaffered with the lady
from Ohio, who doubtless took him
to be a regular Limehouse character,
and wondered at the man. He wore
baggy, slipshod old garments and car-
pet slippers that were out at the toes.
His gray hair stuck out at odd angles.
His pudgy but perfectly expressionless
features, his mild blue eyes, the old
clay pipe in his mouth, gave not the
slightest hint of his actual abilities. He
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was absorbed in selling that ship’s lan-
tern.

And finally he sold it. Half a
crown, I think, was the price. He
wrapped it up and the lady, giving me
an uneasy glance, departed. She was
probably shaking in her boots all the
time, having heard no end of stories
about the desperate characters and dan-
gerous dives of Limehouse. Then So-
lomon turned to me, with a twinkle
in his eye.

“Well, Mr. Carson? Werry sorry
I am to keep you waiting.”

‘“ David just called,” I said, and told
him of the message. He nodded plac-
idly, but his eye lit up all the same.

“Werry good, sir. TI'll just call
Mahmud to mind the shop.”

The shop safely in the hands of the
intelligent young Arab who usually
served there, we repaired to the private
office, and in due time Inspector David
arrived. He was a brisk, capable man
who was surprised at nothing Solomon
did or said, as a rule. This time, how-
ever, was an exception.

““ Make yourself at ‘ome, Inspector,”
Solomon said cheerfully. * Since the
murderer must be aboard that ’ere
ship, it beats me why you'd want ’elp,
but werry glad I am to see you.”

“ What?” exclaimed David, staring.
“ Then you know all about it?”

“ No, sir,” and Solomon chuckled, as
he whittled black tobacco from his plug
into his palm. “ You said as 'ow the
ship was a-coming from Brest, and
you're inwestigating. That means the
French police ’as called in Scotland
Yard. Why? Nothing less’'n murder,
I says. It’s all werry simple, sir.”

NSPECTOR DAVID relaxed,
laughing, and swept a glance about
the room. Anyone just in out of

the blustery rain must have found this



THE CASE OF THE DEATHLY BARQUE

office remarkably comfortable, with its
cosy fire and air of luxury. David was
not astonished by the wonderful old
Ispahan rug on the floor, the amaz-
ing collection of tapestries and arms
and bric-a-brac aronnd the walls — he
had seen it often enough. But he
nodded gratefully at the drink I mixed
and set before him,

“ Simple enough, yes,” he observed.
““ At the same time, Mr. Solomon, the
affair of this sailing vessel is just a
trifle too obvious; it’s a nasty piece
of work, and has me worried. It’s
clearly a question of a homicidal ma-
niac, always an unpleasant business.
The barque will arrive tomorrow after-
noon at the Greenhithe docks of the
owners.”

“1 thought sailing vessels were rare
these days?” I put in. Inspector David
assented.

“They are. The Matilda Briggs,
Mr. Carson, is an old keel owned by
the firm these forty years and kept
going largely from sentiment, since she
barely pays her costs. She is return-
ing from a run to Mediterranean ports
with mixed cargo. Her master, Cap-
tain Fleming, is by all accounts a most
reliable man. She left Greenhithe
early in December last and went di-
rect to Malta, where we first heard
of anything amiss. To be exact,” and
David consulted his noteboaok, “ it was
on December 3oth, the day she left
Malta for Marseilles.”

John Solomon carefully stuffed his
eld clay pipe, which smelt most vilely.
His placid blue eyes surveyed the in-
spector for a moment.

“ And was it murder, sir ?”” he asked,
with a wheezy sigh.

“It was. A native boatman was
found dead close to the ship. No de-
tails have been ascertained, except that
the nature of his death paralleled that
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of the other victims. The barque
loaded cargo at Marseilles, taking on
a consignment for DBarcelona. She
cleared on January 1gth and sailed
with the tide early next morning.
After her departure, a woman of the
port was found dead on the wharf to
which the vessel had made fast. The
woman had been murdered during the
night. Her throat was horribly
mangled.”

“You mean as ’ow it was cut,” in-
terjected Solomon, scratching a match.

“ Not at all; that’s the frightful part
of it. Not cut but torn, mangled, the
flesh ripped away and even missing en-
tirely!”

Solomon, holding the match to his
pipe, lifted slightly startled eyes.

“Dang it,” he ejaculated mildly,
“ was there animals aboard the barque,
then?”

“No animals of any kind,” Inspec-
tor David returned. “ Not even a cat.
The Marseilles police did not connect
this murder with the ship. At Bar-
celona, nothing happened. A shipment
for Brest was taken aboard. After
passing the Straits, the barque ran into
nasty weather. She was badly knocked
about and made a very slow passage.
In the course of this run, the junior
mate, a Mr. Haskins, was one morn-
ing found dead in his bed.”

David paused, nodded at .a sharply
inquiring glance from Solomon.

“The same way, sir. His throat
mangled, and not a thing to show who
had done it. This, vou must under-
stand, was the first known of the mur-
ders to those aboard. Three days later
one of the apprentices, a lad named
Sotherby, was killed in the same ghast-
ly fashion. He had entered the after
hold with a lantern, to inspect certain
repairs below decks. When he did not
return, they searched and found him
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dead. These two murders were re-
ported upon reaching Brest, but I know
no details.

“On the very night the ship left
Brest, the night watchman was found
on the wharf there and the French
police got in touch with us. Appar-
ently the case is simple, despite its hor-
rible phase.”

“ Too simple,” Solomon said gloom-
ily, puffing at his pipe. “ The sim-
plest things is the 'ardest to come at,
as the old gent said when ’e kissed the
'ousekeeper.”

HE inspector shrugged. * The
facts are patent. The murders
were identical. In each case the

throat was badly mangled, but no other
injury seems to have been inflicted.
Plainly, one of the barque’s crew is
possessed by a maniacal frenzy. Grant-
ing the French police average intelli-
gence, it seems certain that the mur-
derer is at this moment aboard the
ship; they would know if anyone had
gone ashore at Brest and remained.”

“ No, sir,” said Solomon positively.
He swung his desk chair a trifle, cocked
his feet up on another chair, and his
mild blue eyes rested steadily on the
police officer. ‘It wasn’t no maniac.
It was a stowaway, I says. Just like
that.”

David shook his head. ““A stow-
away could not live for months aboard
a sailing vessel, unseen and unsus-
pected.”

“Maybe. But it all depends on
them ’ere two murders aboard ship,”
said Solomon. * Then we'll know for
sure, when we ’ave the details. It’s
a stowaway. There ain’t no other way
out of it.”

“If you mean that for a pun,” I
said, “it's a poor one. So is your
theory, John. The inspector is dead
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right. A stowaway might exist un-
found for a week or so, nomore. Such
a notion isn’t logical.”

David, I could see, was astonished
and irritated by the positive statements
of Solomon. So was I. His position
was absurd.

“We’ll see about that tomorrow,”
he said, with a wheezy chuckle.

“Then you'll run down to Green-
hithe, sir?” asked the inspector. * Ex-
cellent! We might make the trip in
a police launch, if you like.”

Solomon nodded. “1I’ave an old
friend as lives in Greenhithe,” he ob-
served. “ Might be as 'ow you've 'eard
of him, though I ain’t seen ’im for a
matter o’ five years. Colport, the name
is. Sir Ronald Colport.”

“Oh, of course!” exclaimed the in-
spector quickly. “The great brain
specialist, eh? I believe he’s been re-
tired for a number of years. The great-
est brain man in Europe, they used to
call him. Wasn’t there some talk about
his being inclined to radical ideas and
rather singular experiments ?”’

Solomon sucked at his pipe.

“A great man can afford to be
talked about, I says. You might 'ave
'im in if so be as you find there ’ere
maniac you talk about, Inspector. Let
Colport examine 'im. It’s a ’ard job
to tell when anyone’s crazy, as the old
gent said when e took 'is third.”

“ Not a half bad idea, sir,” assented
Inspector David, and after arranging
about meeting us on the morrow, took
his leave.

In no uncertain terms, I took Solo-
mon to task for his nonsensical insis-
tence that a stowaway was responsible
for the murders. Although he heard
me out with a twinkle in his blue eyes,
I could see that my words put him in
a stubborn humor. Presently he laid
aside his pipe and shook his head.
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“Just the same, Mr. Carson, you
slip a pistol in your pocket tomorrow
afore we start. Mind that!”

N the following afternoon we met
Inspector David and with him
went aboard a fast police launch.

It was still drizzling, but with a prom-
ise of letting up.

The Matilda Briggs, we learned,
would be at her owners’ wharf under
heavy police guard by the time we
reached Greenhithe. I was not looking
forward to the trip with any keen de-
light. Being an American and blind
to what the English call the beauties
of their beloved river, the Thames on
a rainy day made no appeal to me.
None the less, the mystery of it ex-
erted a certain fascination.

“ Mr. Solomon,” said the Inspector,
who treated John with a great deal of
respect, ‘“ I've been thinking over your
stowaway idea. A dozen men are
awaiting us on board, and T'd like to
send the entire crew below and make
a thorough search of the vessel, first
thing. Then, later, we may interview
the crew. Needless to say, no one goes
ashore before we arrve.”

“We shall ’ave to "ave lights,” said
Solomon.

“ All prepared,” the inspector said
cheerfully. “T've neglected nothing.®

Darkness was indeed closing down
when we passed the training ships and
drew in upon Greenhithe. David
pointed out the barque to us; she was
just being made fast at her owners’
docks, at the far end of the town.
Close to them, reaching up the hillside
and along the water, were villas and
a number of rather pretentious resi-
dences.

‘I see that my men are ready,” the
inspector said. “‘ Any suggestions, Mr.
Solomon ?”’
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“No, sir. Only,” Solomon added
apologetically, “ I'd like to be askin’
of the master one or two questions.
It don’t never ’urt to ask the question,
as the old gent said when ’e kissed the
’ousemaid.”

We landed. As I was afterward to
recall, the barque lay a few feet from
the edge of the wharf, held off by buf-
fers and made fast by heavy lines. A
gangway had been run across to her
deck. The crew, after knocking the
battens from the hatches and removing
the tarpaulin coverings, made no pro-
test upon being sent below to their
quarters. The inspector posted his
men, and Captain Fleming was intro-
duced. He was a bluff, hearty man of
fifty.

He joined Inspector David and the
police about the forward hatch. Two
police remained on the wharf to guard
the gangway, and the search was got
under way. Solomon, who seemed to
take no interest in it, moved along the
deck with me into the lee of the deck
house, well aft, for shelter from the
drizzle.

“That’s ’is ’ouse,” and Solomon
peinted with his pipe to a large villa
surrounded by a wall.

“ Whose house?”’ I demanded.

“ Sir Ronald Colport’s, o’ course,”
said Solomon.

A warm fire and a drink wouldn’t
be a bad notion,” I commented.
“We’ll wait to see if your stowaway
turns up, of course. If not—"

Solomon nodded assent. Presently
he moved off to talk with the two con-
stables on the wharf, and I lost track
of him.

FTER a bit, Inspector David and
his forces moved aft, having
found abhsolutely no one hidden

below. There was a bit of joking
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among the men, a couple of whom had
been whitened from head to foot by
a burst flour-cask while moving the
upper tier of cargo.

I heard Solomon’s voice calling me,
from somewhere forward, and follow-
ing it I found him just emerging from
the forward hatchway, which was still
open. He had flour about his boots,
and in his hand the headboard of a
cask. He was looking intently at the
deck.

“Look at ’em!” he exclaimed.
“Quick, Mr. Carson, afore the rain
washes ’em off!”

The note of excitement in his voice
impelled me. I saw a number of white
flour-patches on the deck, rapidly van-
ishing under the fine drizzle. Solo-
mon had brought a flash light and
threw it on them.

“ The men’s boots left ’'em,” I said.
He shook his head.

“Not much. They ain’t packed
down ’ard, sir. And if I ain’t mis-
took, whoever made ’em 'eaded for the
rail. Quick! Ask them constables on
the dock—"

I got his idea, and going to the rail,
called to the two men there. No one
had left the ship anywhere along the
rail, they assured me. Their flare cov-
ered the whole length of the wharf-
side.

“ No luck,” T said, rejoining Solo-
mon. “You thought your stowaway
might have left those patches, eh?
Well, he didn’t, unless he slipped into
the water—and he’d have to jump, not
slip. He’d have been seen.”

“Dang it!" said Solomon, and ex-
amined the headboard of the cask in
his hand. Upon it I saw numerous
heavy gashes, as though made with an
adze. Then, hearing Inspector David
call us from the after deck, Solomon
went to the rail and gave the circular
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board to one of the police on the wharf,
telling him to take good care of it.

We found that the police search had
drawn a blank. There was no stow-
away aboard; there were no signs or
indication of any stowaway. Captain
Fleming placed himself entirely at our
command, and led us down to one of
the after cabins. Here Inspector David
questioned him briefly in regard to the
two men who had been murdered
aboard ship.

* The murdered mate, I believe, slept
aft.”

“In the next cabin,” rejoined the
old captain. “ That’s where he was
killed.”

“And the apprentice?
killed in the after hold ?”’

“No, sir. The lad had gone down
for'ard. We had sprung a bad leak un-
der the bow and he went down to see
if the repairs were holding.”

‘“Then the for’ard ’atch was off,”
said Solomon, sucking at his empty
clay pipe. “ And when the mate was
killed, was the ’atches off likewise ?”’

“The for'ard hatch, yes. That was
when we were making the repairs I
just mentioned.”

“ And at Marseilles?”’ went on Solo-
mon. “And at Brest? Was the
‘atches off then?”

“Yes indeed,” said Captain Flem-
ing. “They are battened down the
very last thing. When you come to in-
terview the men—"

“ We ain’t a-going to,” Solomon ob-
served placidly. ‘It ain’t no manner
of use. Cause why, there ain’t no mur-
derer aboard this ere ship.”

At this flat statement, Inspector
David swallowed hard and regarded
Solomon with an air of stupefaction.
Before he could speak, however, one of
his constables knocked and entered,
beckoning him aside. The inspector

He was
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joined him at the door, listened to what
he said, then turned to us with a
startled word.

“ Good heavens! Mr. Solomon, I've
just been sent for. Will you come with
me, please? What you just said was
correct, remarkable as it seems. Sir
Ronald Colport has just been found in
his own garden, yonder. Murdered,
sir! Murdered in the same terrible
fashion!”’

ITHIN a few moments we had
reached the scene, to admire

the precision with which the

police had already worked. A terrified
servant, aware of the police at the
wharf close by, had summoned them.
The inspector’s men had roped off the
body and were searching the grounds.

Sir Ronald, an elderly but by no
means enfeebled man, had apparently
been dead only a few moments. His
body lay face down near the side en-
trance of the house. He must have
died instantly, for his throat had been
torn out in a very horrible fashion.
The rain had quite ceased by this time,
and after one look at the scene, I was
content to join Solomon in the open
portico of the house, where the dead
man’s old butler stood also, gray-faced,
horrified.

Presently Inspector David joined us,
sent the butler into the house to get
us a bite to eat, then spoke softly.

“My. Solomon, this is positively
incredible. There’s not a mark, not a
footprint; and after three days of rain
the soil is soft. Sir Ronald had stepped
out for a short walk. His own foot-
prints are plain to see. There are no
others.”

“ Ain’t ’is shirt wet?” asked Solo-
mon suddenly. Giving him a startled
look, the inspector nodded.

“Yes. I daresay you'd like to think
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your stowaway swam ashore and
grappled with him, and murdered him?
Impossible, Mr. Solomon. Not a foot-
print, 1 tell you. And what earthly
reason would bring even a maniac to
such a deed? No, no; there’s some-
thing mysterious and horrible about
this affair, sir.”

“ There’s something werry mysteri-
ous and ’orrible about a maniac, too,”
observed John Solomon. The inspec-
tor shook his head.

“Perhaps my men will turn some-
thing up. The local police will soon
be at work outside. The bushes here
in the garden certainly cannot hide a
man.”

This was obvious. The walled en-
closure was of some size, but contained
no garage, no other building than the
old house itself. This was a large
central structure with two wings; one
of which held the servants’ quarters
and kitchen. Except for the cook and
gardener, Sir Ronald had lived here
alone with his butler, Osgood. Two
old men nearly of an age who had
been together for many years past.

At Solomon’s suggestion, I turned
into the house with him, and Osgood
conducted us to the library. This but-
ler was gray, with deeply lined, power-
ful features. Before we had more than
glanced around, Inspector David joined
us.

The interior of this ancient English
mansion conveyed to us all, I think,
the same impression of mystery, of
tragedy. It was one of those places
that seem inhabited, but not lived in.
The library, with its solemn racks of
books, its severely oak-paneled walls,
its insufficient lights, was typical of
English discomfort and was extremely
depressing.

Osgood could throw absolutely no
light upon the murder. He himself oc-
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cupied a room in the east wing, ad-
joining that of his master. Sir Ronald
depended on him for minor services
and desired to have him close at hand.

“There are only the two rooms in
the east wing, then?”

“ That's all, sir.”

“Suppose you give us a look at
them. Here, use my flash light.”

HERE were only lamps and can-

dles in the house—neither gas

nor electricity. Personally, I

have never been able to understand

why so many Englishmen positively

shut out the comforts and benefits of

civilization; but then, I am an Ameri-
can.

Osgood led us to the east wing; ex-
cept in the central portion the house
had no upper floors. The two large
bedrooms here had a connecting door.
In Sir Ronald’s room showed a second
and farther door which the inspector
tried without avail. He turned to Os-
good with a question.

“The door has been closed up, sir,”
the butler replied. ¢ It formerly opened
on the garden, but Sir Ronald disliked
an outside door from his bedroom and
had it closed.’

David nodded. ‘ Well, suppose you
lay a fire in the library and see if cook
has a snack ready for us. You might
serve it in the library, too.”

“Very good, sir.”

Osgood conducted us back to the
library, then disappeared. Solomon
went out for a turn in the garden by
himself; he was thoughtful and pre-
occupied. A handsomely bound little
volume lay on the table, and I picked it
up. It proved to be an address which
Sir Ronald Colport had delivered be-
fore the Royal Society some years pre-
viously, and fell open of itself, as a
much-used book will do, at a certain
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page which bore copious marginal notes
in pencil.

A cheerful fire was lighted, a table
was brought in, and Osgood laid it.
Solomon came back into the room, with
word that the men outside were still
searching vainly. I showed the book
I had found to the others, and the an-
notated pages.

“Talk about your radical theories,”
I said. ‘““He was evidently working
on this one for a long time. He pre-
dicted that wheat and other foods, im-
pregnated and radiated, would prove a
tremendous stimulus to the brain, forc-
ing it as one forces plants. A chemical
reaction bringing the brain cells to ab-
normal proportions, combined with
certain vitamins—"

“ Let’s ’ave a look at that ’ere book,”
exclaimed Solomon, and taking it from
me, he pored over it.

When Solomon laid down the little
volume, he took out a pencil, jotted
down a few notes on the back of an
old envelope, and passed the paper to
Inspector David. His blue eyes were
sparkling—the only sign of emotion in
his pudgy, expressionless face. David
read the jottings, looked startled, then
gave Solomon a long regard, and
nodded.

“ Right, sir. Osgood!”

“Yes, sir?”” The butler paused in
his work and looked up.

“Bring in the meal whenever it’s
ready, and leave it. I want these gen-
tlemen to go across the gardens with
me and talk over an idea that’s just
occurred to me—we’ll be back in a few
minutes. Don’t bother to show us out.
Come along, Mr. Carson.”

While a bit mystified, I gathered that
the Inspector was obeying a suggestion
that Solomon had made in his notes,
and rose. We all went out of the li-
brary and Solomon took my arm. At
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the house entrance, the inspector
turned back. Solomon led me outside
and slammed the door heavily.

“ Quick, Mr. Carson!” he exclaimed.
“ This way—"

A moment later we stood at one of
the uncurtained windows of the li-
brary. Osgood wasnot in sight. The
roomnt was empty.

““ What the devil’s all this?”
in a low voice. :

“ That ’ere east wing, sir, is a good
eighteen foot longer’n them two rooms
inside,” Solomon said. ‘ The door ’e
showed us ain’t walled up at all. Lied
to us, that’s what ’e did! Now watch.
If T ain’t mistook—there ’e comes!
And ’e thinks we’re out of the way, so
to speak. That ’ere book you found,
give me the 'ole blessed thing—watch
‘im?’

I said

WAS bewildered. That the staid
old butler could be suspected of
the murder was arrant nonsense.

Before our eyes, he came across the
library with a swift stride, glanced
around, then stepped to the fireplace.
The hand of Solomon tightened on my
arm.

Moving rapidly, Osgood pressed a
spring that released a panel of the oak
wall. - Behind it appeared the door of
a small safe, which the butler opened.
He took out a large sheaf of papers,
closed the safe and the panel, and
stepped with the papers to the nearby
fireplace. He was in the act of throw-
ing them into the fire when Inspector
David halted him.

The wretched man shrank back, ter-
ror in his features.

“Come on, sir,” and Solomon
chuckled. “ Fell into the trap, ‘e did,
like a good 'un! Now we're a-getting
somewheres.”

We returned hastily to the library,
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where the inspector had placed the
sheaf of papers on the table. I glanced
at them; they were nothing but notes
on experiments, it seemed.

“ Well, my man, you have some ex-
plaining to do,” said the inspector curt-
ly. “You lied to us about that room
beyond the two bedrooms. You've at-
tempted to destroy these papers—"

“T had to do it!” cried out the but-
ler frantically. “I promised him I
would destroy his notes—1I knew every-
thing, I had helped him. God forgive
me! If anything happened, he made
me promise—"

“ Very well,” intervened the inspec-
tor. ‘““ You've kept your promises.
Now do your duty, my man. And no
lies this time.”

The unhappy, deeply agitated butler
led us into the hall and then on through
the bedrooms—first his own, then that
of Sir Ronald. Both Solomon and the
inspector held their flash lights, and as
we followed the other two, Solomon
jogged my arm.

“ Best ’ave your pistol ready, sir,”
he murmured. “1I ain’t noways sure,
but—"

I assented. Osgood came to a halt
before the farther door which he had
said was closed up. He produced a
key. with shaking fingers, then turned
imploringly to Inspector David.

“It—it may be dangerous,” he said
in broken accents. “ One of them must
have escaped. That is what killed him.
I cannot understand it! He put new
locks on the cages only last week; he
meant to use padlocks in future, but
had not obtained them vet. He said
they would learn to work the bolts—"

“Open up,” intervened the inspec-
tor coldly. .

I must confess that to me it seemed
we were dealing with a madman, for
Osgood whimpered and babbled as he
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undid the top and bottom locks of the
door. Then it swung open. The four
of us stepped into a large room, and
I heard Solomon murmur something
about having paced off the length of
the wing outside.

A distinct animal odor assailed us.
About the walls, in cages ticketed with
notes, were rats, mice, guinea-pigs. At
the far end of the room were two cages
of extraordinary size and strength.

“ Animal experiments, eh?”’ said the
Inspector. “ Come, come! Nothing il-
legal about all this—good heavens!”
He had swung his light on the two
large cages. * Osgood, what are those
creatures?”

“ Sumatran rats, sir,” the butler re-
plied. “ They’re the ones—"

W E approached the two cages, and
a sort of horrified astonish-

ment fell upon all three of us.
One cage held an enormous female rat
with a number of young, all of such
abnormal size that incredulity gripped
me as I regarded them. The mother
must have been well over two feet in
length, whereas an ordinary rat seldom
attains eleven inches. In the other
cage, staring at us, was a male rat of
even larger size—so large as to be per-
fectly astounding.

“Dang it!” I heard Solomon mur-
mur. - “ Look at them ’ere eyes!”

I am not easily disconcerted, but I
admit that the eyes of this male rat
sent a chill of horror through me.
They were filled with a singular ex-
pression of hatred; it was an actual
intelligence like that in the eyes of a
man. I drew back. Those eyes fol-
lowed me. Then a sudden wild cry
burst from Osgood.

“Get away, get away! He was
afraid of it—they've learned how to
open—""

The sentence remained unfinished.
What now took place occupied but the
fraction of a moment.

Those cages were fastened by for-
midable bolts. As we looked, the male
rat reached forward. I saw his paw
creep between the bars and fasten upon
the bolt of the cage door. Even when
he moved it, swung it back, I scarcely
realized the truth. The female rat, as
though at some signal, was performing
a like action. In their steadily glaring
eyes was a horrible malevolence.

“For God's sake, look out!” cried
Inspector David.

All in perhaps ten seconds. The
male rat darted out of his cage and
leaped. He rose in the "air, rose
straight at my throat. The shining
glitter of those eyes against the light,
the bared, hideous teeth, sickened me,
even as I fired.

Luckily, I kept my head. The
nauseous thing crashed down upon the
floor; I fired again and again, in a mad
instinct of destruction. Barely in time,
too. Inspector David was fighting off
the huge female in frantic horror as
my bullets took effect.

I scarcely remember how we got out
of that horrible place. The inspector
hastened outside to reassure his men,
who had heard the shots and were
shouting at us. By the time we had
regained the library, David rejoined
us.

; IS features contorted, his voice
broken, Osgood sank into a chair
and made a clean breast of

everything.

“1 knew what he was doing, of
course. If—if anything went wrong,
I promised to seal up the door and de-
stroy his notes. That would let them
all starve to death. But, gentlemen,
what did happen to him? They were
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both in the cages, you saw them!
They could not get out or in by the
ventilator! If one of them had killed
him—no, no! We had stopped up the
ventilator, after the first one escaped
three months ago—"

“ What'’s that?"" broke out Solomon.
“One of them ’ere rats escaped?”’

“Yes, sir, early last December. It
was never found. It was the first one
Sir Ronald experimented upon—"’

“ Good Lord!” I exclaimed. “ Then
that explains everything, Solomon!
The creature went aboard that ship at
the docks and was carried away. It
remained hidden. It emerged only
when the hatches were off—your stow-
away, John! You were right after
all!”

“Yes, sir,” assented Solomon.
“ And what’s more, it come back ’ere
wi’ the ship, and swam ashore, and
them ’ere police never seen it.”

“Go to your room, Osgood,” said
the inspector quietly, touching the
broken old man on the shoulder. “ No
blame attaches to you.”

The butler stumbled out of the room.
I seized upon the sheaf of papers taken
from the wall safe. Inspector David
joined me at the table. We began to
examine them, and found them to be
voluminous notes concerned with Col-
port’s experiments upon the giant rats
of Sumatra. As we glanced through
the sheets, the frightful truth was
brought home to us. At length I
shoved away the papers and looked up.

“This is beyond belief, Solomon!
The vitamin feeding to increase size,
the use of pituitary extracts, the forced
growth of the brain cells, the graft-
ing of human brain tissue upon the
rat’s brain—good heavens! This is
not science—it’s a menace to civiliza-
tion!”

“It’s ’orrible,” said Solomon in a
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wheezy voice. Inspector David leaned
back, wiping his brow. “It’s a crime
against the 'uman race, that’s what I
says.”

And leaning forward, he caught up
the sheaf of papers. The inspector
started up.

“Here! What are you doing?”

“ Destroying these ’ere notes,” said
Solomon.

“You can’t! I can’t allow it—that’s
evidence, sir—" .

“ Evidence be damned,” and Solo-
mon dropped the papers into the fire-
place and swung around, his blue eyes
alight and blazing at us. “I ain’t
a-going to be no party to letting loose
that sort o’ knowledge on the world!
If Scotland Yard don’t like it, then
let ’em take up the matter wi’ me, just
like that.”

Inspector David subsided, still mop-
ping his brow. A timid knock
sounded, and Osgood came into the li-
brary. He advanced to the table and
took matches from a tray there.

“ Excuse me, gentlemen, but I must
have matches. My room is dark.”

“You'd better close your windows,”
said Solomon grimly. ‘ That ’ere rat
that escaped is the one that killed Sir
Ronald. Come back in that 'ere ship,
’e did.”

“ Thank you, sir.” Osgood’s shoul-
ders sagged, and a drawn pallor stole
into his cheeks. ‘ Please ring if you
lack anything, gentlemen. Good night.”

He left the room. The inspector
swung around on us.

“Mr. Solomon, you must have
guessed some of this aboard the barque.
Your statement that the murderer was
not aboard—" :

Solomon, whittling tobacco from his
plug, nodded and placidly explained.
That trail of flour to the rail, the cask
head he had found scored either by an
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adze or by enormous teeth, had sug-
gested something of the truth to him.
Later, the absence of footprints near
the body of Sir Ronald confirmed the
theory of some animal. The mono-
graph written by Sir Donald, the de-
liberate lie of Osgood about the exist-
ence of another room—all this had
formed a chain leading to the discov-
ery of the truth.

"~ ‘“Then,” cried out Inspector David,
““do you realize what it means? The
creature which committed these mur-
ders, which killed Sir Ronald—is still
at liberty!”

““Yes, sir,” assented Solomon calm-
ly. “If I was you, Inspector, I'd ’ave
a search made for that ’ere rat, and
werry sharp about it too—"

OLOMON'’S voice was checked. I
leaped from my chair. Through
the whole house rang a most ap-

palling scream, a scream that chilled
my blood ‘and made me whip out my
reloaded pistol. The inspector dashed
for the doorway, his flashlight ready.

““Come along!” he cried, and I ran
after him. As the door of the butler’s
room swung open, his electric beam
picked up the body of Osgood on the
floor; then it picked up something else.
At the closed window of the room beat
and fluttered an enormous shape fran-
tically seeking to escape as it must have

entered. A thing, now turning its
head and its bloody slavering jaws,
staring at us with half human eyes—

Once again my pistol spoke, this
time deliberately. A moment later, the
creature was stretched out dead, be-
side the body of its final victim.

Later, John Solomon sat with me
before the library fire, stuffing tobacco
into his clay pipe. At one side of the
hearth was a crinkly swirl of gray ash.
Solomon leaned forward and stirred it
with the tongs, then picked up a coal
for his pipe.

““There goes the last of them ’ere
notes,” he said, “and a werry good
job, I calls it. It don’t never pay to
put things down in writing, as the old
gent said when ’e took ’is third.”

“Has it occurred to you, John,” I
asked slowly, “that this creature,
created by these two men, came back
here by a sort of implacable destiny
to cause their death? Even your ef-
fort to warn Osgood only made his
death more certain. If you had not
told him to shut his window, if he had
not gone directly to do that, ignorant
that the rat had already stolen into his
room—"

Solomon gave me one look that
checked my words. Then he lifted the
coal to his pipe, and puffed steadily;
but I saw that his fingers were shak-
ing.

THE END

IN A FUTURE ISSUE—

A Story of Modern Espionage

By H. BEDFORD-JONES



Wonders of the World

T was during 1889 that a Colorado cowboy
I hunting near the San Juan river basin for

stray cattle gazed across the edge of a mighty
cafion and saw perched dizzily on the side of a
precipice the ruins of the largest cliff dwelling
ever known. There he discovered hewn out of
rock a round tower, pits, and innumerable cell-
apartments, the latter accommodating approxi-
mately 700 people. Though situated on a precipice,
the Cliff Palace was protected from attack above
by a huge overhanging cliff, and its inhabitants
could easily send a shower of stone arrows on
any enemy below them.

Whoever these people were, whatever their
origin, they left suddenly from this extraordinary
community, leaving many of their possessions be-
hind. Almost nothing by way of historical fact
is known about them, but there is no doubt that
their civilization was superior to any other
aboriginal people in what is now the United States
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Author of *“ The Ears of Donkey Dau-
dette,” “A Grave Must Be Deep,etc.

Novelette
Complete

in falling, Vol kicked his
feet like a man pumping a
bicycle

IPs natural enough for a circus aerialist to get sick of his
8 8
partner, but when the rivalry of these brothers
turned to bitter hate—

“ AND now, Ladeez and Gen-tulmen
A —you are about to witness—

that daring, sensational and re-
markable performance— A triple
somersault wan hundred feet above
ground with no net below—by those in-
ternation-ully famous brothers you
now see before you—Vol and Rudy—
The Flying Patkouls—!”’

Blaaaar! Sousa crashed from the
bright bandstand to spare Foghorn
Kelly laryngitis. With the megaphone-
man’s insistence for the last word, he
put in a final touch of ballyhoo about
the most dangerous act in the worlllld
—an act the audience would newver for-
get!—then his voice was smothered in
an outblast of cornets and drums.

But Vol Patkoul caught that last

phrase, and his thoughts were like the
band music afterwards. Snare drums
and horns. For a moment he was
terrified lest someone hear the furies in
‘his mind. For a moment his palms
were watered with sweat. Then the
packed first-night audience, the con-
fetti faces of the grandstand swam
backwards in the din, and a single fig-
ure stood stark against the blur.
Rudy. Rudy Patkoul. A canary
- yellow silhouette of silk-encased mus-
cles, focussed across the flare-lit dis-
tance of the tent. A big healthy fig-
ure, red head topping his vast shoulders
like a polished apple, bowing exuber-
ance as his fingers tightened the leather
strong-man’s strap on his Samsonish
wrist. A confident happy grin as he
84
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wheeled and started up the steep rig-
ging ladder to the platform eagle-nest
high above.

Vol's smile was as forced as a
chuckle in a dentist’s chair. Crimson
clouded before his eyes. His bow was
mechanical. His hand struggled to con-
tact the ladder-rungs behind him; he
spun automatically and began the slow
climb, his pink-stockinged legs keeping
pace with the yellow across the big
ring. Upward the two acrobats
mounted, each slow step timed by a
cvmbal’s Chinese clang. Clang! Clang!
Clang!

And at each succeeding and heaven-
ward step. Vol Patkoul's fingers
closed more savagely on the rung
above. At each successive clang an

invisible torniquet tightened around his
brain, so that his eyes were hot bright

marbles in his head and his thoughts
were squeezed like matter through his
teeth.

“Grin!” he was gutturaling, whis-
pering.  “ You over there—Rudy—
you go ahead and grin. But Foghorn
Kelly was right—this 24!/ be an act the
audience ain’t never going to forget.
Because I'm going to fix that wonder-
ful grin of yours once and for all. Me
—little Vol. I'm going to get you,
Rudy Patkoul, if it’s the last thing I
live to ever do. I'm going to get you
tonight—"

There are smiles that make you
happy, and there are smiles that make
you blue. Rudy’s smile of superior,
tolerant, self-confidence made Vol Pat-
koul black in the face every time he saw
it, and he had been seeing it as far
back as he could remember. It seemed
to Vol that Rudy’s beam-
ing mouth had been there
to curdle all the day dreams
and night dreams of his
life. He woke to see it
spoiling his breakfast egg.
He dreamed of digging it
from the bigger man'’s face
with his fingernails, only to
find it sticking to the palms
of his hands. Where sun-
shine might blossom
flowers, Rudy’s Sunny
Jim grin had nourished
only a thistle in Vol’s soul.
A thistle as tall as Jack’s
beanstalk with its roots as
down deep in the past.

They were not, aside
from the Biblical admoni-
tion applying to all men,
brothers. And by no means
were they related in that
brotherly sense. From boy-
hood they’d been opposite
as sun and moon,
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Vol was the moon. Darkly imagi-
native.. Brooding. At the same time
agile as wire, and fast-witted; fingers
quick as magic; bony face that had
learned to hide emotion behind poker-
ish rigidity ; eyes as sunless as the cold
Esthenian marshes from which he had
sprung.

Rudy was the sun. Copper-haired
and freckled. Born with the bones and
muscles of a prehistoric being, with
Mongolian cheeks and a face as open
as a peony; blond eyelashes reflecting
the blue shine off the snows of Mus-
covy, ingenuous as the laughter of
droshky bells.

Vol was afraid of things. Of ghosts
and sprained ankles, of being late and
getting whipped. Rudy, smiling Billi-
kin, seemed to fear nothing with a body
too self-reliant for fear. Where Vol
would steal what he wanted with deli-
cate connivance and craft, Rudy
snatched what he desired with a punch
in the jaw for its owner; with the re-
sult that (for example a bag of sweet-
meats in a candy butcher’s basket) by
the time Vol had plotted a trick to
filch the bag, Rudy had already
knocked the vendor kicking and van-
ished around the corner with the prize.

T the forge of Fate, then, Vol was
turned out as the rapier; Rudy
the heavy-handled sledge. And

anyone knows that a sledgehammer can
smash a rapier—unless a rapier gets
there first.

It took Father Patkoul to play the
blacksmith who welded them so dis-
astrously together.

There is no police record to tell
where or how that Bolshy-whiskered
circus tumbler, Patkoul the Father, ac-
quired the two boys. Children were as
cheap in the Russia of those days as
they are in the Soviet of today, and
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that was about two kopeks each. So
long ago as neither Vol nor Rudy
could recall, old Father Patkoul had
taken each squirming youngster by the
scruff, hung them together on a tra-
peze, cracked a whip and told them, by
God! that from this day forward they
were destined to be acrobats. Not
ordinary acrobats, either. But the
world’s best, the world’s most sensa-
tional acrobats! Or, by the Czarina’s
bones, he would kill them both in the
making.

He achieved his first promise, and
came close to keeping the latter. * Try
it again,” he would roar. “ Up on that
slack wire, Rudy. Bring those stomach
muscles into play. Faster on that
somersault. More balance! You Vol!
Stop sniveling and climb to that top-
most trapeze. When you let go for the
one-and-a-half you must relax. Re-
lax, or by the soul of St. Mitrophane,
T'll give you a whipping for relaxation.
Now the next one who misses gets
fifty-five stripes!”

Throw a baby in the ocean, say the
Melanesians, and he learns to swim.
Throw a little boy skyward, said
Father Patkoul, and he learns to catch
the trapeze.

And spare the rod and spoil the
child. Also, practice makes perfect.
And finally, united you stand, divided
you fall—apart.

Patkoul the Father, being Russian,
had a thousand axioms. He did not
spare the rod. Little French boys and
little German boys and other little
European boys who ran away from
home to join circuses after watching
the little Patkoul boys in the Great
Winter Circus, would not have done
so had they known about Father Pat-
koul’s snakewhip.

“1 will teach your youthful muscles
until they learn to work by instinct. 1
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will teach you to click on the second.
I will time you like watches from
Switzerland, and you will tick-tock to-
gether like clocks.”

Synchronization. In the argot of
the show lot, Vol was the “leaper”
Rudy the “catcher.” It was Vol, fast
and light and dexterous, who launched
himself from the trapeze to go cork-
screwing into breathless space. It was
Rudy, shoulder-powered, iron-handed,
who hung by his ankles from the bar
across the tent-top to grab Vol's wrist
at the last, hair-split second above
Eternity.

They practised like Bruce’s spider.
Their muscles were the students,
Papa’s whip-lash the Professor; a
bowl of soup the reward, and (with the
safety not finally removed) a broken
neck the punishment. First year, one
somersault. Second year, two. Third
year, three; and because that was not
enough, big Rudy must hang by one
ankle. Pretty good for small boys—
with bare ground and a broken neck
far below.

How Vol had panted with terror,
looking down. But Rudy, looking
down, had only grinned.

He was grinning now; grinning as
he climbed the tall mast across the
tent; comfortable, happy and secure;
his each slow step timed by the cym-
bal's Chinese clang. But at each suc-
cessive step fresh drops of perspiration
sprouted on Vol's tawny forehead,
until quarter way up he knew his
brows were glittering like a diadem.
Ha! Rudy paused and looked down.
Vol could not look down.

““Grin,” he was husking in a throat
as dry as a herringbone, *“ go ahead and
grin. It’s your last chance, ape-face,
and you better make it good, because
I'm going to get you tonight if it’s the
last thing I live to do. I'm going to

get you, Rudy. I'm going to get vou
tonight—"

EFORE they were out of knee-
pants, the forging was done.
Where was a team of “flyers” as

marvelously skilled? Where was an-
other aérialist who could duplicate
Vol’s triple somersault through space;
another ‘“‘catcher” so strong and accu-
rate as Rudy?

Nested on a tiny platform suspeaded
in ether, roosting on slender handholds,
tumbling about on supports as unsub-
stantial as piano wires, the air was
their adopted element. Their muscles
became as mercury. Their hands were
prehensile. They dangled and flew.
They soared and dived. Under the big
top, planing, spinning, twisting from
trapeze to trapeze and back to trapeze
again, they flowed together like quick-
silver, and it was hand in glove.

But on terra firma, behind the scenes
and concealed from Papa’s telescopic
(if vodka-juiced) eye, it was some-
thing else again.

“ Listen, Rudy, you pulled a tendon
in my arm tonight!”

“Can I help it if your timing was
wrong and you jumped too far? All
I could do to reach you, you kangaroo,
and now I suppose you'll tell Papa, you
miserable tattler, and he will give me
another beating.”

“It is I who take most of the beat-
ings, you red headed numbskull. I—
who risk my neck night after night in
that triple somersault, the most danger-
ous part of the act—"

“Dangerous, bah! I would like to
see you hang by one ankle and catch
somebody jumping out of the sky and
like as not coming too fast and too
low! Without me there to save you
from your mistakes you would not
dare to jump at all.”
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“You swine, I know you dropped
me on purpose into the rehearsal net
yesterday so Papa would give me a
thrashing.”

“ Species of cockroach, I could not
have caught you with a thousand
hands!”

“Liar!”

“ Bungler I”

3 Ape !”

“ Mouse!”

It, was a ritual as unvaried as the
source of their argument. As surely
as they quarreled over whose fault was
the flaw in last night’s performance,
the discussion would turn on odious
comparisons of skill and relative im-
portance; and terminate in those four
epithets. Liar, bungler, ape, mouse.
Mouse! That was the word to skewer
Vol’s soul, to stand him passion-white
and panting, eyes screwed, teeth in
lower lip, the blade of his being un-
sheathed, as it were, and quivering to
stab.

And then it would happen. Mouth
going up at the corners, cheeks bulging,
blue eyes twinkling with amusement
and vast tolerance, Rudy would grin.
And grinning, he would shrug; and
shrugging, he would deliberately turn
his back on Vol and saunter away.
Saying as plainly as words, “ I haven’t
got time to quarrel with Vol, the poor
little shrimp, and it would be a pity to
poke the little fellow in the nose.”

ITY! That's a sour pickle for

anyone to swallow. Vol would

stand there gulping. That Billi-
kin grin disarmed him. It was as if
the acid of his anger ate the strength
from his bones and held him stymied.
While his calculating mind observed
the fact that Rudy was head taller than
he, with the shoulders of a Volga bull.
Twice daily he felt the strength of
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Rudy’s unerring grip. He knew the
iron in those freckled, blunt hands. He
thought it over, and by the time he was
geared for the conflict, big Rudy would
have gone. Leaving his grin imprinted
like a bruise on Vol's mind.

Boys, like elephants, remember. Vol
never forgot that day when they were
fourteen and they stood without tears
at Father Patkoul's newly dug grave
in the cold Slavic snow, watching the
last muddy shovelful patted over
Papa’s vodka-pickled remains. A com-
mon enemy could be a bond, and for
the moment they were almost com-
rades. Yet hardly had the Russian
mujik finished his dolorous requiem
when the Brothers Patkoul discovered
themselves without any bond whatso-
ever, and openly declared hostilities.

“Now,” Vol delivered the ulti-
matum, ‘“since I am the star of the
act, it is my name comes first on the
programme.”

“Star!” Rudy snorted. “If the
star’s name comes first then who can
deny that that should be the name of
Rudy?”

He did not wait for the ritual, but
was grinning already. Vol could con-
tain himself no longer. Their scandal-
ized manager, trying to intervene, won
a kick in the shins for his offices. Vol's
iced boot kept on going and buried it-
celf in Rudy’s brcadbasket. The grin
exploded from Rudy’s features, and
his fist was a cannonball at Vol’s thin
nose. Vol retaliated with unsuspected
violence, writing letters of fire with his
fingernails on Rudy’s astonished cave-
man jaw.

There was no immediate decision.
Forth and back the boys battled across
the snowy mound, livening the cemc-
tery with howls that had nothing to do
with grief. Vol was speedy, flickering
in and out with boot, tooth, and nail.
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Rudy was deliberate, a wall of solid
fists. With quick springs and limber
back-somersaults, Vol dodged most of
Rudy’s haymakers and clawed his
good-natured freckles to angry straw-
berries. But then some urchin humor
hit Rudy on the funnybone, and he be-
gan to laugh. He patted at Vol with
weak hands, and started to roar. He
hooted and yaw-hawed. His mouth
touched his ears. Papa would turn
over in his grave if he could see us.

So Goliath might have considered a
fistight with David; but Vol Patkoul
was not David. The Lord was on
David’s side, and nobody was on Vol's.
With that laughter in his ears and that
grin taking him in the face like a sun-
rise, he became intoxicated with fury.
Spinning sidewise, he snatched the
smoking brass censer from the mittens
of the horrified Russian priest, then
leapt at Rudy, twirling the sanctified
vessel by its length of chain so that it
made a wheel of yellow light in the
air. Rudy watched this phenomenon
in the sky against a background of
onion-shaped Moscow spires with an
uncomprehending, albeit sturdy, smile,
until the lightning came down on his
head. Whang! The holy object
crumpled like cardboard. Coals and in-
cense showered through Rudy’s hair.
His features never altered an iota.
Smiling like a slice of watermelon,
Rudy bent down to uproot the head-
stone from the foot of the grave with
an effortless yank. His eyes were
cheerful. One coatsleeve split open at
the muscle. Calmly and truly he litho-
graphed a “Rest In Peace” on Vol’s
forehead.

OTH were flat in the snow when
police, an ambulance, a peanut
vendor, two Nihilists, a crowd
and a Cossack arrived. But that was
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the last thing Vol remembered. Rudy'’s
oncoming grin, colossal under the head-
stone. The selfsame grin he was wear-
ing now, as he climbed the rigging
ladder across the tent, his each slow
step recorded by a cymbal’s Chinese
clang. Clang. Clang. Clang. Would
they never get to the top?

The sweat was like tallow on Vol’s
temples. His teeth were dry, and his
tongue felt leaden in his mouth. Never
had this climb been so tedious, so in-
terminably long. Time is an uncertain
business. It seemed like yesterday,
that grin of Rudy’s in the graveyard.
But climbing up the ladder tonight, it
was lasting a year. Only half way up
the tent-mast, and Vol Patkoul could
scarcely breathe.

“ Grin,” he breathed, “but you'll
come out of the rigging with another
expression, Rudy my lad. Your face
will look a whole lot different the next
time you’re on the ground. If it’s the
last thing I live to do,” his fingers were
shivering on the rungs, “ I'm going to
get you tonight—"

Generally speaking, it takes an adult,
and a civilized oneat that, to cook up a
real, one hundred percent, done-to-a-
turn hate, sizzling with the A-1 sauce
of frustration and garnished with
smoking plans for revenge. With boys
it is bickering. Older youths fight.
Hate comes with age.

Rudy, the grinner, was not civilized.
Sunshine and showers for Rudy; sud-
den outbursts of rage that were liable
to cool off in a loud guffaw to be for-
gotten five minutes later in a bucket
of beer. Vol was a damned infernal
nuisance, but he could beat him up any
time he felt like it, and what was the
use of putting your partner out of busi-
ness and then being out of work your-
self, like that time back in Russia when
they’d had to lay off a whole week. If
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you wanted to fight you could go up
to the casino where there were a lot of
swell girls and you could knock out
somebody your size.

Vol, at eighteen, was civilized.
Spending his money for books instead
of beer. Not very good books—the
Confessions of Countess So-and-so, the
Affairs of Duke This-and-that, the
Murders of De Medici—that sort of
book. He was a Russian. He liked
to get off in a corner and think. At the
casino he played poker, having learned
to control his face.

That was the summer they were
showing before the crowned heads of
Spain in Madrid and the war came
along. The Czar called for volunteers,
but an American circus scout called
with a contract just in time to save
them from the scouts of General Paul
von Hindenburg. It was reported,
however, that Vol and Rudy brought
the war with them to America. The
Battle of Tannenberg was a snowball
fight compared to the Battle of Who-
Should-Rate-The-Royal-Suit.

“That stateroom!” the sweating
agent told the circus owner. ‘ Ever
see a lion and a tiger in the same cage?
Stand there glarin’ at each other, they
would, and then Vol would start in
cursin’. Not red in the face but kind
of white, and his voice comin’ low and
sort of like wood. The big fella don’t
say a word. Not a word. He just
grins. Now look at ’em up there in
the rigging!”

P there in the rigging Vol had
just posed on the edge of the high
platform, clapped his
twice, hurled himself skinning-the-cat
through shadowy emptiness. Pink-
.clad body in a ball, shooting through
the upper air. Rudy, in canary-yellow,
hanging head down. Body in an X, left

hands -
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ankle secured on the trapeze bar with
gym shoe twisted around the rope,
hands dangling. Alley-oop! On the
last trigger instant the pink body jack-
knifed. Smack! the echo of hands
joining hands. IHeave! The yellow
figure jerking the pink rocket out of
the wind. Ho! Yellow arms throw-
ing Vol clear to the safety platform.
A gymnastic antic to sit the yellow fig-
ure upright on the bar; a swing and a
jump, and the two were bowing to-
gether in the crow’s nest, side by side.

It's a great act, Mr. Agent, it'’s a
great act!

‘“ But you oughta seen those guys on
the ship comin’ over. I'd hate to in-
sure them boys!”

In the esoteric world of the circus,
that back alley behind the canvas where
laundry blows for everyone to note the
holes in the ringmaster’s underwear
and see the frillies on Madam Zaza’s
scanties (she must have a new bov-
friend) the story got around. It’s the
smallest town in the world, Circus
Alley.

“They don’t like each other, them
flyers.”

“You hear ’em arguin’ last night in
the dressin’ tent?”

“ He won’t even go in the mess tent
when his big partner’s eating.”

“ And pullin’ a routine like theirs!
Can you imagine !”

Leave it to the show folk to imagine.
In two seasons the feud was legend, the
common gossip of every mud opera
from Augusta to Oregon. * You hear
about those Patkoul boys? Ain’t it
terrible? Well, they was sore at each
other when they come to America, like
enough, but now—well, it’s natural
enough for a performer to get sick of
his partner, you know how it is, day
after day and all—but this is dif-
ferent!”
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“Did you hear about that rumpus
they had up in Ohio—"

“Cold? Say, that dressin’ tent with
both them guys in it was an ice box.
It was just the way they looked at each
other. Give you chills up and down
your spine.”

“It's been goin’ on between them
for years, they say. And then to see
them go up there in the rigging to-
gether! It’s the little feller’s eyes.
Crocodile! But that big catcher don’t
say a word. Not a word. He just
grins.”

“You know where you stand with
the guy who scowls; but where are you
with one who just smiles all the time?”

“Ha ha. There ain’t many places
for an aérialist to stand.”

“Plenty of places for an aérialist to
fall?”

Circus Alley shook its head. Raised
its eyebrows. Shrugged. Some day—

“But why,” a newspaper man asked
Foghorn Kelly, “ don’t they separate ?”

Foghorn Kelly had to laugh. “ Sepa-
rate? And throw over five hundred a
week? Those birds can’t separate.
They tried it one winter on the West
Coast and like to starved. Vol
couldn’t find a catcher who could take
his triple somersault, and Rudy
couldn’t get a leaper who can do Vol’s
stuff. This aérial stuff is all timing and
after you've worked with a partner for
years it's like one man. That routine
has got ’em tied together tighter than
the Siamese Twins—"

Siamese Twins! Vol knew the talk.
He knew the hints, the whispers, the
head-shakings. It grew on his nerves;
bothered him the more in that it didn’t
bother Rudy a whit. There was a
night when he’d had one vodka too
many, after a week of mud, and Rudy
had to walk in whistling and acciden-
tally upset the make-up box.

“ Clumsy lout !”

' “Talking to yourself,
boy ?”

[ Ape !"

“ Mouse!” Rudy’s mouth beamed
geniality all over his face.

Vol turned slowly on the camp chair,
hands clenched blue-knuckled on his
knees, eyes like seeds. “ Watch out,
you Rudy. Watch out, I say.”

“.Aw golobushka! 1 got a date to-
night, little fellow. I ain’t got tiine to
watch out for you.”

It seemed to Vol his windpipe would
plug up with poison. For once he had
to spit it clear. “ Some day I'll kill
you!”’

Vol, my

URPRISE made a monkey of
Rudy’s face. A moment his blue
eyes were saucers, amazed. As if

he didn’t know that Volhad considered
such a thing before. As if he’d never
guessed that Vol might want to.

“You?” His coppery hair stood up
like petals on a sunflower. “You—
kill me?”

Vol’s face was old. The poison had
strangled him. " He had to sit and stare
at Rudy; watch Rudy’s fingers spread
open at his sides, Rudy’s cheeks pouch
like apples, his mouth split into joy,
his lips go up to the ears, his eyes be-
gin to twinkle like Christmas candles
—Rudy was amused!

“ You—" his voice was a chuckle,
“kill me!”

Then he threw back his head, saw
the ceiling, and roared. Vol saw it,
too. Saw himself, night after night,
throwing his body through the mistv
upper air with nothing at all to save
him from that topsy-turvy glimpse of
ground far below but Rudy’s hands.
That freezing instant when Rudy’s
downhung head flashed into view. That
dreadful billionth-second of suspense.
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Then those freckled hands smacking
over his—a yank—a throw—those
hands pegging him night after night to
safety.

“You—kill me!” And grinning,
Rudy shrugged; and shrugging, Rudy
turned his back on Vol and walked
irom the dressing tent. “ Aw, I ain’t
got time to argue with you; I got a
date.”

He had a date tonight, too, and he
was probably thinking about it as he
grinned his way up the rigging lad-
der across the tent, each heavenward
step keeping time with a cymbal’s Chi-
nese clang. Vol thought about it him-
self. And thinking about Rudy’s date
brought a film of hot water to Vol’s
eves; made his heart a pounding en-
gine under his pink - clad ribs. It
seemed to Vol the thunder under his
ribs would echo above the brass tu-
mult from the band. The din would
shake him from the ladder. Three-
quarters up. It was miles. His fingers
were claws; he could not look down.

“ Grin,” he panted, “ but you won’t
keep that date tonight, Rudy. Not to-
night, you won’t. You kept a lot of
others, but here’s one you're not going
to keep. I'm going to get you to-
ught—"

HAT a woman should have en-

tered the story was inevitable as

circus-day rain. Where is war
without women? Who says no?

Europe had long since quit fighting
that its mothers might raise a fresh
crop of cannon meat; the Charleston,
Prohibition, the Republicans had come
and gone; the Flying Patkouls still
flew,

You can see our heroes reaching
that state of siege familiar to cast-
aways and married couples where,
both growing a little gray with it all,
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onc side yawns and the other shuts up.
Metaphorically speaking, Rudy
yawned. Vol shut up. And a Russian
who keeps his mouth shut is not a
healthy Russian. There was Vol shut-
ting himself up, and there was Rudy
sporting out nights with straw hat
slanted, flower in buttonhole, tomicat
grin. Smile and the world smiles with
you (how these Russians love max-
ims!) ; kick and you kick alone.

Vol had ways. Devious, half-Orien-
tal, cunning ways. For instance, the
day Rudy developed hay fever, Vol
would spend the morning gathering
goldenrod to fill his half of the dress-
ing tent with pollen. Rudy showed
preference for yellow; Vol scouted the
haberdashers to adorn himself in
shades of pink. Overhearing Rudy tell
the Garden of Allah barker how he
shuddered at the sound of a fiddle,
Vol must buy a cheap violin and prac-
tice scales. Occupied with these Cagli-
ostro-like machinations—the less satis-
fying in that Rudy ignored them as a
mastiff might ignore the peckings of a
flea—Vol had little talent for the gen-
tler capers of existence.

So when Vol called with an armful
of orchids on Barbara, the Bareback
Queen, it was only to find her:sitting
in Rudy’s lap. So Vol asked Suzette
(she hangs by her teeth, folks!) out
for dinner, and discovered her roast-
ing a chicken for a dinner with Rudy.
So Vol lugged a diamond ring to the
tent of dainty Fatima, who came
straight from the Sultan’s palace of
Egypt (New York), and saw Rudy’s
grin in a silver frame on her dressing
table. So it isn’t to be expected that
these Don Juan conquests of Rudy's
were as balm to Brother Vol, for such
was not the fact.

Watching down the years through
green-tinted eyes, Vol saw his team-
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mate, his Siamese Twin, his Sword of
Damocles, go gayly swinging from one
priinrose affair to the next with that
lumbering grace which characterized
his work on the flying trapeze, while
he, Vol, sat home on his, Vol’s,
thumbs. And you know about sore
thumbs.

Show folk are not celebrated for
tact.

“ What’s the matter, Sourpuss?”’
they asked of Vol. ‘“Why ain’t you
a bear with the dames like your
brother?”

“That clown
mine.”

“ Ain't jealous of him, maybe?”

“Would a man be envious of the
loves of a monkey?”

“They say there ain’t a woman he
can’t get.”

“ Show me the woman worth get-
ting, and we’ll see who gets her.”

is no brother of

ER name was Pocahontas. She
was no more an Indian than
anyone else born Sadie Green
from West Buffalo, but they put a
feather in her flaxen hair, billed her
a direct descendant of Powhatan, stood
an apple on her head, and told her to
pose in front of a backboard and play
William Tell to Chief Thunder Mug.
This she did for fifteen a week, while
the ughing Chief proceeded to outline
her not inconspicuous figure with red
arrows before splitting the pippin on
her permanent. Playing human target
to a Redskin, letting arrows skim up
and down your shapely legs, was not
the best jobh in the world. Especially
if the marksman was addicted to fire-
water and asked you to marry him
three times a day. But where can you
get a job in a chorus this year?
Thunder Mug himself was a full-
blooded, that is to say eighty per cent,
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Iroquois off a Finger Lakes reserva-
tion. He had the face of an old cavalry
saddle, a coal-scuttle nose, the eyes of
a blackbird, a bulbous stomach, and
short bow legs. Unlike most of his
tribe, he was expert with the bow and
arrow. Throughout countless medicine
shows he had never missed the apple
on his partner’s head. But he was not
an ex-chorus girl’s dream, and for a
number of seasons Pocahontas (Sadie
Green) had been praying the Sun God
to send her a boy-friend capable of
love words more enticing than ““ ugh.”

Vol Patkoul said, “ Ogurtchek!”
which is Russian for something like
““lovable cucumber.”

HEY met in Mrs. Sleeper’s

boarding house, which is just

the place where a thrifty acrobat
would meet a Polish Pocahontas dur-
ing the winter lay-off. You know those
towns where small shows anchor for
the winter. You know Mrs. Sleeper’s.
Jugglers on one floor, Australian whip-
crackers on the next, trained seals in
the attic, and three-legged girls under
the stairs. All barking, rehearsing,
practicing, gossiping through a hiber-
nation period. Wating for spring and
opening day to come along.

Stars of higher candlepower roomed
uptown at the local hotel. Vol lived on
the first floor, and Rudy lived on the
sixth But Rudy enjoyed the hotel din-
ing room, wl}ich left Vol to dine at
Mrs. Sleeper’s.

“ Ogurichek!?” he murmured at Po-
cahontas. “ And what are you doing
tonight ?”’

“ Nothing.”

“ Movie ?”

“ Why not?”

Could it be the breeze that filled the
trees? Vol Patkoul never saw that
movie. He never heard a word of that
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talkie. Some women are so beautiful
they make you deaf to sounds. Vol
saw a golden head, delicious ringlets
curled on an ivory neck. Pointed eyes
as brown and warm as fur. Cheeks
tinged with the faintest shade of
olive. Madonna lips, red caramel.
In the wide cheek bones, the del-
icate curve of the nose, there was the
merest hint of far-away middle Eu-
rope—

““Bozhe moy!” he whispered thick-
ly. “Where have yon been all my
life?”

It hadn’t taken him long to acquire
the American idiom.

When the lights shadowed down
their faces floated together in a kiss.
Vol had been kissed before. But those
had been sneering, painted grimaces
compared to this. The lips of Sadie
Pocahontas Green were as gentle as
the touch of a naiad in a Volga fairy
story; her hand on his arm was as
soft as the hand of a mother. Mother!
Vol Patkoul had never known mother-
ing in his life. His forehead puckered
as if he wanted to cry. Something hap-
pened to his eyes. Something happened
to Vol Patkoul.

It was as if the dusty attic of his
mind, cluttered for years with thoughts
of malice, gnawing rats of brotherly
hate, complex schemes of revenge, had
suddenly and in one gesture undergone
spring housecleaning. As if the thistle
in his soul had abruptly sprouted trum-
pet flowers. Ie stared at Pocahontas
as a hermit might stare at the forgot-
ten happiness of fellowship. Only to a
Russian, only to one locked up for
years in a hate-fixation, could this
mystery have happened. He blinked at
the girl’s warm eyes like a man com-
ing up to sunshine from the bottom of
a coal mine.

“1I love you,” he told her in the bat-
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tered hallway of Mrs. Sleeper’s.
“You must dine with me tomorrow
night. I love you.”

“You're a funny man. You've
hardly known me three hours—"

“T love you, little cabbage. I'll never
let you go—"

It was so much nicer than the mono-
syllabic grunting of the bow-legged
Thunder Mug. Pocahontas sent a
fleeting glance up the hallway. It was
snoring like a Pullman car. Rebellion
welied in her sideward scrutiny of the
Chief’s door. How she .hated this
medicine show existence.

“ Tomorrow,” she pressed Vol’s
hand. “ I’ll see you tomorrow.” She
did not tell him there was an Indian in
the woodpile.

Walking back to his hotel that night,
Vol's head was as giddy as if he'd
hung by his heels for fifteen hours.
Guzenski! His heart was thrumming
like a balalaika band. The polar breeze
was wine. Wind sang in his ears. Look
at those stars. That moon. He whis-
tled “Dark Eyes” and his heels were
feathers. He slapped the astonished
doorman a blow on the back. His prog-
ress across the lobby was a march. He
caught sight of Rudy in the grill room,
the big catcher’s red head like a rese
center-piece in a bouquet of girls.

‘“’Allo, Rudy!’ he called.

Rudy’s jump of surprise spilled two
girls and a bottle of Dubonnet out of
his lap. Other showmen spun from the
bar to stare.

“ What’s happened to Sourpuss?”’

“Th’ leaper’s gone screwy.”

“You hear him call Rudy °com-
rade’? He’s turned Communist.”

HAT was a dizzy winter for
Vol Patkoul. Love is a pretty
strong liquor, and he had swal-
lowed the bottle on an empty stomach,
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Eight nights a week he staggered
home from Mrs. Sleeper’s, so to speak,
drunker than before. He showered Po-
cahontas with such gifts as would have
turned the head of Madam Du Barry.
Little gold ikons and little silver samo-
vars.

He whirled her through dinners,
miles of Hollywood film, miles of
highway romantically frosted under
the winter moon. The world that had
been a mustard pickle to Vol Patkoul
became an oyster, and Pocahontas, en-
sconced in its center, was the pearl.

Vol never spoke of Rudy—the mas-
tadonic catcher had gone out of his
thoughts, In the hotel, on the street, at
occasional rehearsal to limber up the
routine, he saw his red-headed partner
as some one remembered from a
dream. Toward Rudy his attitude was
one of fraternal decorum. “ Greetings,
comrade.” Every one was comrade! If
Rudy’s eyes rounded like china dishes
and the other professionals ogled
open-jawed, Vol laughed at his secret
and with Slavic thrift kept it to him-
self,

Hints got loose, of course. In a glass
house the likes of Mrs. Sleeper’s, ten-
anted with such sharp-eyed gentry as
showfolk, a secret was no safer than a
Socialist’s derby hat in Berlin. Ap-
parently everybody knew a flyer was
sparking Chief Thunder Mug’s gir],
save the one man in the world who
might have been expected to know.
That it never got home to the Chief
might be accounted to his unassailable
ego (he could never have a rival, ugh!)
plus the fact that his winter lay-off
was a hibernation in truth—five stewy
months during which he spent last
season’s profits in barley juice, snugly
confined to his den at Mrs. Sleeper’s.
If Thunder Mug knew how romance
had come to his princess, he made no
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sign. The winter wore into January,
February, March. The spring equinox
brought Vol’s courtship to a whirlwind
tempo.

Pocahontas had to tell him, finally.
“You see, Volly, this here fella I work
for—well, we was sort of engaged—I
hadda keep my job, didn’t I?—but I
never loved him, don’t get me wrong
there, only he thinks I'm his or some-
thing, he thinks I'm going to marry
him, I'm afraid—"

Vol’s features were suddenly dark.
“You mean that Indian—"

“ He did give me the job,” she pout-
ed worriedly. ‘“We're supposed to
start on the road this coming Monday,
and if I wanta keep my—"

He caught her; shook her roughly.
“You think I'd let you go back to that
arrow-shooting act? You think I, Vol
Patkoul, star of the Flying Patkouls,
who does the triple somersault as no
other man in the world can do—you
think I let this medicine show Indian
stand in my way? Do I care if you
were engaged? Listen to me! I won't
let you go. Now you are Vol Pat-
koul's!”

“ Gee, Volly, you know I'm that way
about you. But Thunder Mug—his
act—"

“The devil and his curse take Thun-
der Mug!” Panic came ever him. He
might have known the girl would have
other admirers. The very chance of
such rivalry put a pang-stab in his
heart.

“Ogurtchek! You love Vol?”

“ Ain’t T gone out with you almost
every night since we met?”

““ Bozhesthveno! 1 will marry you!”
Why hadn’t he thought of it before?
He seized her hands, jigging with ex-
citement. “ Saturday my circus takes
the road. That is day after tomorrow.
We give a gala performance in this
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town, then strike at midnight for the
season. Ho! You and I, we will be
married an hour before that opening
performance, eh? Just time I will have
to take train for New York where I
can buy you a diamond fit for the wife
of Vol Patkoul! You will wait and be
ready for me, yes? I will leave at once.
The hours I am gone will seem like
years. You—you will marry me?”

HE melted in his arms and printed
the “yes” on his lips. Vol
groaned in his happiness. No-

body could take her from him now—-
nobody.

“ Nobody! Nobody! Nobody!” He
gnashed the words through his teeth
as he scaled the final rungs of the rig-
ging ladder, his each step timed by the
cymbal’s Chinese clang. Dimly seen
across the shadowy canopy of sky un-
der the big top, Rudy was chinning
himself, limber as a piece of yellow
elastic up to the safety platform. He
looked over at Vol and grinned and
waved a hand. A taste of corrosion
filled Vol's mouth. His tongue was
brass. Every tendon and sinew in his
body was throbbing as he swung him-
self to an upright stand on his own
little platform and looked down on the
mass of upturned faces seething far
below.

The strip of bare ground under his
perch looked no bigger than a carpet.
A clown capering in front of the grand
stand was the size of a toy. Elephants
waiting a finale in the menagerie run-
way were dwindled to rats. That was
a long way down. The trapeze cables
and the rigging which spanned that
cavernous drop weren’t much more
than spider webs under the tent roof.
Vol jerked his gaze off that little mat
of ground, and the breath came chug-
ging out of his lungs like wind from a
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tire pump. He waved at the distant
yellow figure.

“That grin will be on the other side
of your face the next time you’re on
the ground,” he promised in a whis-
per. “ So help me God, Rudy, I'm sce-
ing it for the last time. I'm going lo
get you tonight—"

HEN a man turns a back somer-

sault in his mind the way Vol

did, jumping from hate to love
in one dizzy leap, he doesn’t stop at
half measures.

In New York he combed the stores
for the biggest diamond outside of
Kimberly. Extravagance took him like
a fever. He ordered an ermine wrap
and rhinestone heels and bushels of
silk stockings. Nothing would be too
good for the wife of Vol Patkoul In
a last minute dash to the insurance
office, he changed his policy from acci-
dent to life and made it out to Sadie
Green. The train rushing him back to
the town where the circus was packing
up to go chattered a song. Vol would
have just enough minutes to race for
Mrs. Sleeper’s, bestow the ring, hunt
a justice of peace, and speed with his
bride for the opening performance.
He’d show the world an act that night.
Leap? He could do a hundred aérial
somersaults. A thousand!

It was one of those early spring days
of gipsy sunshine and the breath of
violets. First buds on trees. Birds and
things. Evening dusk like a rainbow
over the roofs. Vol was out of the
train before it stopped; through the
station; into a cab. Beyond a row of
Main Street chimneys the big top was
spread against the sky, new banners
fluttering. There were wagons bright
with fresh paint, and the gaudy flat-
cars waited their first haul on the rail-
way siding. In the cab Vol cursed the
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traffic lights, roared a Muscovite song,
expanded his chest, flailed his arms.

He told the cab to wait, and took
Mrs. Sleeper’s front steps in an acro-
batic bound., - He never remembered
kicking open the door of Pocahontas’s
hall bedroom, and he never knew how
that little boarding-house crowd in
carpet slippers and shirt sleeves gath-
ered like sober wraiths in the gas-lit
gloom at his back. But then he was
standing on the threshold of that room
with the gift boxes like tons in his
arms and the cry ‘“ Poca—" paralyzed
in his mouth.

Sadie Pocahontas Green was not
there. She was not behind the rented-
room furniture or the hat rack or the
chandelier that swooped down from
the ceiling like a skeleton’s arm and
held a sickly gas-flicker to the scene.
The sole occupant of her room was a
squat, dumpish figure sitting the center
of the carpet in a rocking chair, moc-
casins hooked under the rockers, arms
folded, headdress of eagle feathers
askew on his brow, an image in brick.
The right eye of this brick image had
been smeared a dismal black. The left
eye stared at nothing with the unblink-
ing stare of a cataleptic.

Vol’s voice was as low as the gut-
tering of a drain pipe.

** Where is Pocahontas?”’

“Gone.” If there was tragedy in
this departure, the Chief spoke of it
with all the emotion of one of his
twins in front of a cigar store.

“ Where?” Vol panted. ‘“ Where
did she go?”

The firebrick face of Chief Thunder
Mug did not alter a muscle. “ 1 come
downstair’ for have talk with my girl,
one hour mebbe two hour ago. I talk
with her plenty. Door fly open and
heap big fella jump in. This fella he
sock’'m me eye plenty punch, Grab up
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him girl in arms and go out door like’m
wind. Pocahontas tell me she run off
with him to get married.”

“Who was it?” Vol screamed.
“ Who was the fellow she run off with
to get married ?”’

HE rockers creaked a crickety

sound of despair that turned the

blood to ice water in Vol’s ar-
teries. ‘“ Him one of these circus fly-
ers, heap big acrobat man. I'm know
she been goin’ out with flyer plenty
times; no think she leave me for to
marry.”

“But what did he look like?” Vol
squalled. The room was reeling be-
fore his face and he wondered if he
was going to faint. It reeled a lot
faster when the words droned out of
that red brick face.

“Red hair and spotted like a leop-
ard. Heap strong. Grin. All the
time grin—"

“Rudy!” The cry came out of his
throat as if torn from the tissue of his
heart. He got out of there. The dusk
had turned grass-color and the sky was
winter. He dismissed the cab with a
curse. He walked. He was running.
Mist swirled crimson before his eyes.
On the show-grounds he kicked
urchins out of his way. He stumbled
over tent pegs. A band was blaring
Sousa. Walking blindly, he located
the dressing tents. A wardrobe boy
in a green and gold parade coat caught
his arm.

‘ Better sober up and hurry it, Mr.
Patkoul. They been lookin’ for you.
Your trunks come over from the hotel.
Rudy’s already gone out front.”

“Did—was there a woman with
Rudy when he come on the lot?”

“Yes sir. He told her to go over to
his compartment at th’ circus train and
wait till after th’ show.”
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A blood vessel might have popped
at the base of Vol's skull. The light
of a carbide flare was poison on his
lips, his eyelids plum-color. *‘Listen
to me, boy! I—I—I been robbed!”
Grabbing into his pockets, he snatched
out a handful of damp bills; stuffed
them into the boy’s fingers. “ You wait
one minute for Vol! I go to write let-
ter. You will take it to local Chief of
Police for me, yes? Without fail to
the Chief of Police!”

T was queer. It seemed to him that
letter had been tucked in one of the
folds of his brain, hidden away in
a deep crevice, written, signed and
sealed, waiting delivery for many
years. For the whole scheme hatched
and was born perfect without a mo-
ment'’s incubating. He scrawled with-
out hesitation, his only difficulty con-
trolling his fingers on the pen. At last
the rapier was out of its sheath. No
hammer could win against this cun-
ning. This was a masterpiece.

“To Be Opened In Case of My
Death—" Vol addressed the envelope.
Then: For years [ have been in fear
for my life. My partner he is jealous
of me, Vol Patkoul, because I am
leaper and star of our act. Circus
people know how things are between
us. Also I am afraid maybe my part-
ner would want my girl because she
hos my life insurance. 1 write this
only in case something should happen
to me and police will know it is not
accident—"

That was the note Vol sent to the
Chief of Police. Then he walked out
to die.

Silence. The cymbal had stopped.
Brasses and snare drums mute. No
sound from the concentrated stare of
five thousand upturned eyes. Foghorn
Kelly was a hoarse lilliputian bawling
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through a tiny megaphone. “ Wan
hundred feeeet—" his voice came up
from below, diminished, like the me-
tallic talking of a distant telephone.
“Wan hundred—you counted ’em—
wan hundred feet above ground. A
triple somersault, ladeez and gen-tul-
men, with no net below—"

Five thousand upturned faces drew
a simultaneous breath, a sound like a
tremendous sob. Vol shuddered con-
vulsively; jerked himself back from
the platform’s dizzy edge. His fingers
were like ice. Numbly he pulled the
handkerchief from his pink waist-sash,
and scrubbed his hands. This was a
signal to Rudy. The big catcher
grinned, bowed, caught the trapeze bar
over his head, released it from its hook
and came swinging in a wide arc off
his platform. Swish. Hanging by
both hands. Hanging by one hand.
Chinning himself, skinning the cat in
mid-air, gaudy as a butterfly.

The tent was empty of sound.
Cavernous silence under acres of can-
vas. A yellow figure swinging under
the vast dome. The man, Vol thought
savagely, had no nerves. Now he was
pumping the swing. Wide, looping
arcs. A spotlight picked him out, the
blue-white circle of light following the
pendulum swing of the trapeze, like a
searchlight on a plane. It was miles
in the sky. Miles. Those heads below
no bigger than apples on a fruit stand.
The yellow figure knotted itself under
the bar. Heels up. Head down.
Zoop! The yellow figure fell away,
losing its hand-hold. A windy gasp
from the bated audience below. Zip!
Rudy was hanging head down, arms
dangling, left leg kicking free, right leg
taut with the ankle twisted securely
around the swing-rope, toes hooked
over the bar. Rudy hanging by an
ankle—
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Sweat gushed on Vol’s forehead.
he could see that upside down grin. He
shut it from his eyes. Too bad Poca-
hontas wasn’t here to see it, too. Wait-
ing to meet Rudy at the train. Poca-
hontas. Curse her; the thought of her
swelled the cords on his white throat.
His nails dug in his palms. All the
dammed-up hate of his life coursed
through his hot veins. Thank God he
hadn’t met Rudy in the dressing tent.

This way was better. Got the pair
of them. Rudy and the girl. He had
a mental picture of the Chief of Police
with that letter. A phone would ring.
Just been an accident at the circus
grounds. People shoving and pulling
on that little plot of earth down there.
Ambulance sirens. Surgeons. A pink
figure sprawled like an ant. It wouldn’t
hurt. Every bone would break at
once. Pouf! Likeblowing out a light.
Over in a second. Rudy would be
white, climbing down from the rig-
ging. “It was an accident, an acci-
dent—"

Slowly, carefully Vol felt his way
with his feet to the edge of his plat-
form. God! That void before him
was enormous as the sky. Blood
throbbed on his eardrums. A snare-
drum had started to.roll. Rudy was
waiting. It wouldn’t hurt. Over in a
minute. Steady, now. No losing this
time. He clapped his hands, grabbed
the trapeze, unhooked, soared into
emptiness with steely fingers knotted
on the bar. Four swings, getting up
speed. That was the routine. Four
swings and the jump. Timed to clock-
work. Rudy watching hawk-eyed,
waiting.

NE—wind tore at his hair as the
ground swooped and fell away
under him. A moment the

trapeze hovered, poised under the
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canvas ceiling. Swoosh! He was over
his own platform again.

T w o—vivid words, fragmentary
bits of memory rushed through his
thoughts. Relax. Relax. Keep yout
eye on that grin. Aaaah, he would fix
it this time. Remember that fight in
the graveyard? All those years of
shutting up? Rudy shrugging, turn-
ing away—‘‘ Mouse! Mouse, eh?”

Three— That double-crossing girl.
Waiting for Rudy at the train. She’d
get hers, too. She and Rudy with his
infernal grin. Grin on the other side
of his facewhen he heard the word
murder. Over in a second. Wouldn't
hurt. Pink body crumpled like an ant
on that little patch of gray down.

Four— High, now. Higher!
Speed! Would the cursed trapeze
never hit the ceiling? Now it started
the swing down. Down, down. Massed
heads streaming under his feet, miles
below. That bit of bare ground
Rudy’s grin swooping forward out of
the haze. Two freckled hands out-
stretched, sure of the catch. Grinning.
Grinning. Don’t look! Now!

“I can’t?” In that sickening mo-
ment of letting go, Vol knew he
couldn’t do it. The scream came out
of him as his fingers released the bar.
The will to die broke as he shot out
into thin air. Instinct gauged the dis-
tance, unable to disobey. Muscles too
long trained, too long timed against
death, overcame mind. Every fibre of
his being fought to take him true to
those waiting hands. His leap was
faultless, accurate as a groove.

Only then, as he tumbled into space,
did he seventh-sense a flaw in the
atmosphere. An eye-wink glimpse of
midget figures running below. Tiny
hands waving. Picayune voices squeal-
ing. A terrible fear that he sad missed
the' jurhp came over him. No, he
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wasn't there yet. Coiled in the air, his
every muscle and nerve pulled for the
finish. Tick, tick, tick, body electrical,
clocking billionth-seconds to the atom.
Unerringly he was making it. Snap!
Arms whipping up, hands open. A
fraction of an instant when he whizzed
at Rudy’s downturned face, into the
reach of those saving arms—Rudy was
not grinning!

Vol’s thrill of terror almost stopped
him in mid air. Shocked muscles al-
most threw him upward from the
clutch of gravity. Swmack! His hands
paddycaked into Rudy’s palms. In a
flash he knew he had never made a
more perfect leap in "is life, and in
the same flash he knew he was gone.
No iron fingers trapped his. No pow-
erful jerk caught him out of mid
flight. The hands that met his were
grease. One horrible irstant his fin-
gers clawed for a hold on the flabby
hands of his partner—he was lost!

In falling, Vol kicked his feet like
a man pumping a bicycle. Nobody
there to hear it would ever forget his
agonized shriek. Half way down, and
dropping likc a plummet, he rolled
over. In that last flash of his life he
saw his partner far above him, yellow
frame hanging by one ankle, arms
limp. In that last shocking instant, his
vision clear as glass, Vol saw an Indian
arrow sticking from Rudy’s back.

Then the tent and the crowd and
the roar and the night swallowed Vol.
Smash! He had been right. There
was no pain.

Canvasmen worked fast to lower
Rudy from the rigging. Pullies and
women screamed alike as they let
down the catcher’s trapeze. People
shoved and pulled across the little plot
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of earth. Ambulance sirens, Surgeons.
Police. The pink figure was sprawled
like an ant.

There was no grin on big Rudy’s
face, either. His prehistoric strength
had ebbed, but the ankle fastened in
the ropes had held.

He roared like a lion when the sur-
geons yanked out the arrow.

“Lucky for you,” one said. “ Bur-
ied itself in those muscles. Another
inch from the shoulder blade he’d of
got you in the spine.”

The big catcher writhed on the
stretcher. ‘It hits me—just when Vol
jumped. He couldn’t see it in my back.
Feel like I was kicked by a horse. I'm
stunned—like dead—I couldn’t even
yell—" His thick throat gulped a sob.

“We got the Indian,” a blue-coat
snarled. “ He was hidin’ back of th’
bandstand. Foghorn Kelly seen him
shoot the arrow—"

“Let me up!” Rudy bawled. *‘ Pos-
chal! I will kill that one. This after-
noon—I got by Mrs. Sleeper’s board-
ing house. I cannot find Vol and 1
want to talk with him about our act
tonight. At the hotel they say maybe
I find Vol there. I walk in the house.
Behind the door sobs a girl's voice.
There is this red face skunk with feath-
ers on his head—beating up the girl.
I hear him strike her once, twice. She
tells him she is going to marry a flyer.
Then I knew she is the girl Vol has
been going with, and I break in and
hit that skunk with feathers in the eye.
The girl I take away with me and tell
her to hide and meet Vol after the
show. And now—now Vol—"

There’s a Scotch proverb for this.
“The best laid plans o’ mice and men
gang aft agley.”

END

In the next issue—Roscoe’s ““ King for a Day”



The Great Betrayal

By GEORGE CHALLIS :

Tlzzo—smiling—was always ready for an encounter

Tizzo, young firebrand and adventurer, finding himself caught
in the meshes of intrigue, fights his way out with sword and fire

LEADING UP TO THIS INSTALLMENT

HEN young Tizzo, daring adven-

'Y turer and master swordsman, rode
through the streets of old Perugia

to keep a rendezvous with his beautiful
lady, Beatrice Baglioni, after having been
warned that he was heading straight for
danger, little did he realize that his secret
visit to the house of the powerful Baglioni
would end the way it did. He learned that
his attention to Beatrice had incurred the
enmity of her brother, Giovanpaoclo, and
that a price had been set on his head.
Learning that Beatrice had been taken to

the Convent of Poor Clares, Tizzo made
his way to her brother’s room, and after
a fierce struggle, vanquishes him in a duel.
Giovanpaolo pledges eternal friendship
with him, and asks Tizzo to help the House
of Baglioni rid itself of its insidious ene-
mies—--particularly the treacherous Jeroni-
mo della Penna.

Tizzo agrees to undertake the mission,
realizing that if he is successful he will have
the hand of his beloved Beatrice who
means so much to him.

Elia Bigi, Tizzo’s faithful minion; Luigi

This story began in the Argosy for February 2
101
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Falcone, Tizzo’s foster-father, and his old
friend, Henry, Baron of Melrose, all help
him toward the accomplishment of his task.

CHAPTER V (Continued).
WINE OF FRIENDSHIP.

1ZZ0, striding anxiously up and

down in the reception room,

looked again and again towards
the shimmering bars of iron which set
off the room from the little cell in
which the sisters of the order might
appear to converse with their friends.
He had waited, he was sure, for hours,
before hinges moved with a dull, grat-
ing sound, and then a candle was car-
ried into the cell by a veiled girl with a
beautiful face.

Tizzo leaped to the bars and grasped
them.

“ Beatrice!” he said.

“Hello!” exclaimed Giovanpaolo.
“Can you see her face through that
veil, Tizzo?”

The girl tossed back the hood and
came to the bars.

“This is a strange summer house
for our meeting, Tizzo,” she said
without emotion,

He took one of her cool, slender
hands and stared, entranced, into her
brown eyes.

She was above all a Baglioni in the
immensity of calm with which she
faced every crisis.

And now, looking past Tizzo, she
exclaimed, ‘“Is that the traitor? Is
that Giovanpaolo? O that I ever
thought I loved you!”

“ Beatrice,” said Giovanpaolo, *“ I'iz-
zo is now my sworn brother. He has
forgiven my sins; will you do the
same?”’

“How did you buy him, Giovanpa-
olo?” asked the girl.
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“With my love,” said the warrior.

“It is something that turns as quick-
ly as a page,” said the girl.

“ With my faith,” said Giovanpaolo.

“I could blow away a thousand
faiths like yours on one breath,” she
declared.

“ With my right hand,” said Giovan-
paolo.

“ Has he given you his hand?” she
asked suddenly of Tizzo.

“And have given him mine,” said
Tizzo.

Her face softened suddenly.

She said to Giovanpaolo: “You
are as dangerous as a poisoned knife,
or treachery by night; but I can still
love you a little for the sake of Tizzo.
Tell me what it means, though, when
you bring Tizzo to see me here? Am
I to suspect anything?”

“ It means that when Messer Guido
gives his consent, you two will be mar-
ried, if you still love this red-headed
fellow.

“ But mind you, Beatrice—his brain
is really on fire.”

“I know it,” said the girl. She
looked earnestly at Tizzo “ Do I love
you, my dear ?” she asked.

“Somewhere in your wicked heart
there is something that cares for this
worthless self of mine,” said Tizzo.

“Yes,” she answered. “ But last
night when I walked into the trap for
your sake—when I went down over the
lawns trembling like a silly fool and
whispering your name—I hated you
for the thing that I found! Yes, how
I hated you!”

“ Did you hate me, Beatrice? I came
to the place honestly, as I told you I
would, and before the time. And there
I was!”

“Do you know what I found
there?” she asked.

“ Marozzo "
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“Yes. My wretched maid had sold
my secrets to him; and Giovanpaolo
let him use what he had learned.”
I was to blame,” said Giovanpaolo.

“Some day,” she said fiercely, I
shall pay you home for that, my hand-
some cousin!”

“Hush!” said Tizzo.
my mark on Marozzo.”

“Have you?” she asked, eagerly.

“ With the point of my dagger I
have drawn a cross on his forehead,
that will make him a crusader the rest
of his life. No doctor will ever rub
that mark away.”

“Tizzo, I love you!” said the girl.

She threw out her arms to him
through the bars, but he only took her
hands and kissed them.

“Why not my lips, Tizzo?” she
cried.

“Never,” he answered, “till I am
sure that you love me—not for the

“1 have put

shame I have done to Marozzo but for

myself.”

“Do you see?’ said the girl to Gto-
vanpaolo. ‘‘ He makes bargains and
draws up definitions. This comes from
his study of Greek. God forgive me
if I ever marry a scholar. Tizzo, when
will you be sure that I love you for
yourself ?”

“ Only,” he answered, “when you
and I have faced the devil together and
plucked a few hairs from his iron
beard.”

CHAPTER VL
WASPS BEGIN TO HUM.

HE mulberry, orange and lemon
trees flavored the airs that blew
over the house of Luigi Falcone,
and through the lawns of his garden
great-headed plane trees gave shade
and spear-headed cypresses marked the
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walks and circled the fountains. There
was an artificial lake expensively pro-
duced by diverting the water from a
creek among the hills and leading it
here to fill an excavated hollow in
the midst of the garden. The soil of
the excavation had been used to create
raised, flowering banks around the
pool, and in the center of the lake there
was a little island on which stood a
summer house. Its form was that of a
little Greek temple with graceful lonic
columns that threw a white glimmering
reflection across the water, and the

“principal use of the water was that it

acted as a barrier across which the
world could not step in order to invade
the privacy of Luigi Falcone when he
chose to sit here alone with his
thoughts. A Venetian gondola with a
gondolier lolling under its canopy,
waited on the convenience of the
master.

This fellow now started up, for his
name was called.

“QOlimpio! Fat-witted, lazy Olim-
pio!”

“ Mother of heaven!” said Olimpio.
“It is my master!”

And he leaped up to the deck and
to the handle of his oar. As soon as
he saw the flaming head of Tizzo un-
der the shadows of the trees that
crowned the bank, Olimpio began to
lean his weight on the long oar and
drive the little bark furiously forward.

“ Wait here,” said Tizzo to Elia
Bigi. Before he left the town of Peru-
gia he had said to the one-eyed servant:
“Elia, I am about to leave Perugia
as a proscribed man with a price on
my head. You can sit here and keep my
rooms, or you can ride with me and
risk your neck.” And the grotesque an-
swered: “ Well, if I stay here I shall
lose my appetite and the only eye that’s
left to me will grow dull as an unused
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knife: But if I go with you, every
day will have a salt and savor of its
own.” So he had ridden with Tizzo,
each with a shirt of the finest Spanish
mail, and a steel-lined bonnet, and the
pair of them got hastily from the town.

The gondolier, bringing his boat
swiftly and gracefully along the side
of the little pier at the edge of the lake,
held out both hands with a shout, but
Tizzo leaped from the pier exactly into
the center of the gondola.

“Tizzo!” cried Olimpio. * Ah, two-
footed cat. You could drop from a
tree-top and never break the leaves that
you landed on. Welcome home! Wel-
come, welcome! You have been danc-
ing with the devil in Perugia and still
he has not turned your hair gray!”

Tizzo shook the greeting hands
warmly and laughed: ‘The best day
is the day of the returning. Is your
master on the island ?”

“He is there with a Greek manu-
script, and I hear him chanting the
words and striking the lyre,” said
Olimpio. “ He will make it a fiesta
when he knows vou have come!”

In fact, as the long, narrow gondola
went swaying across the smooth water
of the lake, Tizzo heard strings of mu-
sic sound from the little temple, and
when he stepped ashore, he recognized
a chorus of Aristophanes, sung with
a fine gusto to that improvised accom-
paniment.

A great cry greeted this singing, and
from the columns of the temple, as the
gondola touched the shore, there ran
out a tall, bald-headed man who threw
up his hands with a shout when he saw
Tizzo.

OR a moment it seemed to Tizzo
that he was again the nameless

. waif of the village streets, stand-
ing agape as the “lord of the castle”
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went past him. And then, like the
blurred flicker of many pictures, his
mentory touched the years when he
had entered this house as the humblest
of pages and grown at last to the po-
sition of foster son and heir.

Now he had fallen into the arms
of Luigi Falcone. Now he was being
swept into the little summer house
where the harp stood aslant against
a chair and, on a table, were scattered
the yellow parchments of old manu-
scripts.

“What have you been doing with
your Greek, Tizzo?”’ demanded Fal-
cone.

“I've been using it to sharpen my
sword,” said Tizzo.

“T've heard that you and Giovan-
paolo Baglioni are like two brothers to-
gether; and a man must have a sharp
sword to be a brother to Giovanpaolo.
But Perugia is a city of murder.”

“I'm a proscribed man with a price
on my head,” said Tizzo. * Haven't
you heard that?”

“ Proscribed? By the Baglioni?
Tizzo, what are you doing lingering
here so close to Perugia? Wait! I'll
call for horses! We'll send you as fast
as hoofs can gallop—"

“I've fled all this distance from Pe-
rugia and I’'m tired of flight,” said
Tizzo. “I'm going to stay here.”

“They’ll come in a drove and
slaughter you, lad!”

“Perhaps they will. But the fact is
that a man has to die some time, and
it’s better to be struck down from in
front than shot through the back. T'll
run no farther. It’s as easy to die
young as it is to die old.”

“Of course it is,” said Falcone.
“ But are you really resolved to run no
more from the Baglioni?”

“Not another step—today,” said
Tizzo, and laughed.
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Falcone laughed in turn. ““The
same blue devil is in your eyes and the
same red devil is in your hair,” he said
with a smile.

“We'll go into the villa. I have some
French wine for you. You shall tell
me everything; and I'll give orders
that every man on my place shall take
weapons and be prepared to fight for
you!” ;

“Not a stroke! Not a stroke!”
said Tizzo. *“I've made my own for-
tune and whatever is in the cup I'll
be ready to drink it, alone.”

They went back in the gondola, and
as he left the boat Tizzo gave some
golden florins to Olimpio. * Turn them
into silver,” he said, * and scatter them
among all the servants. Tell them that
the Baglioni want my life and that if
it is known that I am here in the Villa
Falcone, I'm not better than a dead
man.”

“ Ah, signore,” said Olimpio, his
eyes still startled by the sight of the

gold, “ we all are ready to die for youj

not a whisper will come from one of
us.”

But as they went on towards the
large house, Falcone said : “Tizzo, that
is the act of a child, really! You tell
them that the Baglioni are hunting you,
and you ask the servants to say not
a word. But how can they cease from
talking? They have heard no gossip
like this for many years! You have
come back from Perugia with the at-
mosphere of a hundred duels about
you.

“ So how can they keep from talking
about you?”

“Let them talk, then,” said Tizzo.
“ Even mute swans have to sing when
they die. Let them talk.”

“In fact,” said Falcone, suddenly
stopping, “it is a part of your plan
to have them talk?”
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“ Perhaps it is,” agreed Tizzo. *“ But
don’t ask me what the plan may be.”

iy SHALL ask nothing,” said Fal-

cone. ‘“FEven when the ‘wasps

begin to hum, I'll try to brush
them away and merely go on rejoicing
myself in you, Tizzo. Tell me every-
thing! What have you learned in new
sword-play? Are you content in Peru-
gia? Why don’t you decide to tra:.l
across the world? There are great new
things to see, in these days. But you
hear everything in Perugia, because it
is on a main road to Rome. Tell me
all the news of the world, Tizzo! I
hunger to learn it!”

They sat in an open loggia near-
the top of the large house, looking over
the green rolling of the Umbrian hills;
the sun-flare shimmered over all.
They drank white wine of Bordeaux,
cooled with packings of snow.

“1 strike out at random and tell
you whatever I've heard,” said Tizzo.
“The traitor Warbeck has been exe-
cuted in England.”

“I knew that,” said Falcone.

“The Emperor rages because the
Swiss are at last free from him. But
at Dornach they beat him so thorough-
ly that they have a right to rule their
own lives. In Spain, the great Ferdi-
nand has broken his promise and begins
to burn the Moriscoes like firewood. A
certain great sailor of Portugal, one
Vasco da Gama, has returned after
finding a way around Africa to the
Indies. The Venetians groan because
the Turks beat them last year at Sa-
pienza; they swear to have their re-
venge soon. But Kemal-Reis is a fight-
ing demon by sea. The Spanish prin-
cess, Catherine of Aragon, is betrothed
to Prince Arthur, of England, the son
of that sour-faced money-changer,
Henry Tudor. Louis XII is annexing
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Milan and bargaining with the Span-
iards. That's an unhappy day for
Italy! The Diet of Augsburg is steal-
ing some of the Emperor’s powers
from him, they say. Pedro Cabral has
touched the shore of a great land in the
Western ocean ; he has called the thing
Brazil. It is south of the islands which
Columbus discovered for Spain, and
people begin to say that it is not the
Indies which Columbus discovered. It
is new land, with a new, red-skinned
people living on it. There, my father,
I have burst open all the latest news
in one packet. I suppose you’ve heard
most of it before.”

“Not as I hear it now,” said Fal-
cone. “ The world is wakening, Tizzo,
and great things will come to pass. The
new printing press with its moveable
types will multiply books throughout
the world. Gun-powder knocks down
castle walls. A common man with a
harquebus may stand at ease and kill
with a single shot the knight in com-
plete armor. God alone can tell where
the world is tending. But you—Tizzo
—how have you ever tended except to
mischief ?”’

So they sat talking and laughing to-
gether while the day ran on towards
the evening. The dusk was descend-
ing blue and soft after the hot sum-
mer day when a whistle sounded from
the trees near the villa and Tizzo
bounded to his feet.

“Is it danger? Wait for me, Tiz-
zo?” exclaimed Falcone. “I catch up
my sword-and follow you instantly—"

But Tizzo was gone, flashing
through the bright, painted rooms,
leaping down the stairways and then
out the door into the garden.

There he found a big, gray-headed
man whose eyes shone ev en through
the dimness of the twilight., He wore
heavy riding boots; his doublet was
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wide open at the base of his great
throat. A small round hat, plumed at
one side, sat jauntily on his head, .and
at his side a heavy sword made a light
shivering sound of steel against the
scabbard as he moved to greet Tizzo.
Even Luigi Falcone, even Giovanpaolo
Baglioni were no greater in the eyes
of Tizzo than this man who had made
him the gift of one consummate trick
of sword-play.

CHAPTER VII.
A STAR OF FIVE POINTS,

HEY greeted each other as men

who have owed their lives to one

another. Then, as Baron Melrose
pushed himself back to arm’s length,
he surveyed the younger man with
care.

“You are no bigger in the. bones
than when I last saw you,” he said.
“ But neither is the wasp as big as an
eagle,and yet it can trouble a man more.
Still, I could wish that there were
twenty English pounds of extra beef
on you. Then you could spend more
muscle and less spirit in your wars.”

“My lord,” said Tizzo, “ I am what
I am—a starved thing compared with
you, but ready to guard your back in
any battle. Tell me, how do you dare
to show yourself so near to Perugiar
Are the Oddi rising to try to re-take
the town? How did you know so
quickly that I was at the Villa Fal-
cone? Where have you been since I
last saw you?”

“If I had four tongues and four
separate sets of brains, I would begin
to answer all those questions at once,”
said the big Englishman, laughing.
“ But as the matter stands, I have to
speak them one by one. As for the
QOddj, their secrets are their own. I am
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no nearer Perugia than I have been for
a month. And I knew you were
here because a whisper ran through the
kills and came to my ears. Now for
one question in my turn: Have you
broken with Giovanpaolo, Astorre, and
all the Baglioni?”

“TI've crossed swords with Giovan-
paolo,” said Tizzo. ‘“‘I’'ve had my life
attempted in the garden of Messer As-
torre. And a price has been put on
my head.”

“Have all of these things hap-
pened?” asked Henry of Melrose.
“You can pick up trouble faster than
a pigeon can pick up wheat. But if
the Baglioni have closed one door in
your face, another opens of its own
weight behind you. Tizzo, Jeronimo
della Penna wishes to speak to you.”

“ About what?”

“He will open the subject to you
himself.”

“ Tizzo!” called the anxious voice of
Falcone.

“Say farewell to Falcone,” said
Melrose, “and meet me again here.
That is, if you wish to face della Penna
tonight.”

There was nothing that Tizzo
wished to see less than the long, dark
face of Jeronimo della Penna, but it
was for the very purpose of sounding
the depths and the intentions of this
man that Giovanpaolo had schemed
with him. Therefore: “I return in
one moment!” said Tizzo, and hurried
to meet Falcone.

“T'm called away,” said Tizzo.

“Into what?’ demanded Falcone.
“ Tizzo, you shall stay this night, at
least, in my house.”

“1 have to go. I am compelled,”
said Tizzo. ““ As surely as a swallow
ever followed summer, so I have to
follow the whistle that sounded for me
tonight.”
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“It’s a thing that I don’t like,” said
Falcone. “But the devil befriends
young men. Good-by again. Wait—
here is a purse you may need—no, take
it. God bless you; come to me again
when you can!”

And Tizzo was away again to the
side of Melrose.

They walked on through the gardens
untii they heard the ringing strokes of
an axe in a hollow, followed by the

ELIA BIGI

crashing of a great tree. The fall of
the heavy trunk seemed to shake the
ground under them.

“There are friends of mine, yon-
der, working by lanternlight,” said
Tizzo. ‘““And I must speak a word
with them. Wait here—or at least keep
out of their sight.”

Tizzo, hurrying on, came on three
foresters who worked by a dim, shak-
ing light which had been hung from
the branch of a small sapling. Un-
shaven of face, ragged in their clothes,
the three were preparing to attack an-
other huge pine tree with axes.

“My friends!” called Tizzo, step-
ping into the faint circle of the light.
“ Taddeo—Riccardo—Adolfo—w e 1 ]
met again!”’
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The three turned slowly towards
him. Old Taddeo began to nod his
bearded head.

“ Here comes the Firebrand again.
What forests have you been burning
dewn, Tizzo? Is it true that the Bag-
lioni are leaning their weight and ready
to fall on your head?”

Tizzo grasped their hands. “T’ve
had my hands filled with something be-
sides axe shafts,” he admitted. “ But
I'm happy enough to see you all again.”

“Your hand has turned soft,” said
Taddeo.

*“ It is harder than my head, how-
ever,” laughed Tizzo. ‘“ Why are you
working so late?”

“Because the overseer drives us
like dogs.”

“T’ll speak to my father. You shall
not be enslaved like this!”

@ O man is a slave who has mas-
tered an art,” said Taddeo.
He waved his great axe with

one hand. ‘“And we are masters

of ours!” he added. ‘ But have you
touched thé haft of an axe since we
last saw you?”

“ An axe has helped me more than
a sword,” said Tizzo. “ Give me a
mark and let me show you that my eye
is still clear.”

Old Taddeo struck the trunk of the
tree a slashing blow and left a broad,
white face, large as the disk of the
moon and shining brightly.

“There is the target. Make a mark
for him, my sons,” said Taddeo.

Big Riccardo, chuckling half in mal-
ice, drew out a knife, picked up a
straight stick to make a ruler, and
calmly drew a five-pointed star with
the sharp steel edge. Where the knife
cut the white of the pine wood it left
a thin, glistening streak, hardly percep-
tible except to a very fine eye,
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Old Taddeo ran the tips of his hard
fingers over the design and laughed
loudly.

“ Let me see it done, then!” he said.
“It has never been managed before
even by the oldest woodsman in the
forest. Strike at that target freely,
Tizzo. There are ten strokes to make
and with the tenth the star should leap
out from the tree. And then see that
every one of your strokes has hit ex-
actly the ruled line. Ten strokes with-
out a single failure—here is my own
axe to use, and if you succeed—why,
the axe is yours!” '

Tizzo accepted the axe and looked
down on it with attention. Of old,
from his boyhood, he had heard about
that axe, and he had seen it swung,
more than once, in the hands of Tad-
deo. The steel had a curious look. It
was blue, with a strangely intermin-
gling pattern of lines of gray. And the
story was that once a fine Damascus
blade had been brought back from the
Orient, and being broken it had been
re-welded by the father of Taddeo, not
into a new sword, but into an axe-
head. That matchless steel, supple as
thought, hard as crystal, had been
transformed into a common woods-
man’s axe. The blue shining of it
seemed to be reflected, at that moment,
in the flame-blue of the eyes of Tizzo
as he swayed the cunningly poised
weight of the axe.

For two life times that axe had been
in use, the handle altered, refined, re-
shaped, so as to give it a gently sweep-
ing curve. The balance was perfect.
It grew to the hand like an extension
of the body.

Tizzo threw down on the ground the
purse which he had just received from
Falcone.

“1 take the challenge, and if I fail,
that purse is yours, my friends.
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Watch me now, Taddeo. Watch, Ric-
cardo, Adolfo! There are ten enemies;
if I miss one of them, the gold in that
purse is your gold, and you will all
be rich for ten years!”

So, measuring his distance, swinging
the axe lightly once or twice to free
his muscles, he suddenly attacked the
dim target with no calm deliberation,
but with a shower of strokes, as though
he stood foot to foot with fighting an-
tagonists. With each stroke the axe
bit in deeply; and with the tenth a
block of solid wood leaped out from
the blazed surface of the tree and fell
upon the ground—a perfect star with
five points!

And in the wood of the tree, softly
etched by shadow, there was another
star incised.

The three foresters raised a single
deep-throated shout and actually fell
on their knees to examine the work
that had been done. But neither on the
fallen star nor on the edges of the
blazed surface appeared a single one
of the lines which Riccardo had drawn
with his knife. True to a hair’s breadth,
the axe had sunk into the wood.

Old Taddeo, standing up, pulled
the cap from his head and scratched
the scalp in meditation.

“Wise men should teach only the
wise,” he stated. ‘I have wasted my
time teaching these two louts. But
when I taught you the art of the axe,

I taught two hands and a brain. Take -

my axe, Tizzo. Take my blue axe,
and God give you grace with it. If it
will not shear through the heaviest
helmet as though it were leather and
not hard armorer’s steel, call me a fool
and a liar! Keep the edge keen; let it
bite; and t he battle will always be
yours.”

Tizzo picked up the purse and tossed
it to the old man.
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“ A gift is always better than a bar-
gain,” he said. “ Turn this money into
happiness, and remember Tizzo when
you drink wine.”

So he was gone, quickly, and found
Henry of Melrose chuckling in the
woods not far away.

“1 followed closely enough to see
what you did,” said the Englishman.
“You understand one of the great se-
crets; coin is made round so that it may
keep rolling. And the best of buying
is a giving away!”

CHAPTER VIII.
““BEWARE OF ME TOMORROW.”

FRONIMO bpELLa PENNA had

a dark, yellow skin, and a mouth

which the earnest gloom of his
spcculations pulled down at the cor-.
ners. e had large properties, but he
was both penurious and absent-minded.
His hose was threadbare over the
knees, on this evening, but his brocaded
cloak was fit for a king.

He kept striding up and down, and
when he greeted Tizzo it was with a
stare that strove to penetrate to his
soul.

“Do you vouch for this man, my
lord of Melrose?” he asked.

“I vouch for nothing,” said Mel-
rose, ““ except for the state of my appe-
tite and the cleanness of my sword.
Here is the man I told you about. I
found him willing to come. I know
he has been driven out of Perugia.
Perhaps that makes him fit for your
purposes. For my part, I withdraw
and leave you to find out about him
as much as you please. Come to me
later, Tizzo. I have a room in the
south tower. We can have a glass of
wine together, before you sleep.”

He went away in this abrupt fash-
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ion, leaving della Penna still at a gaze.

He said: ““ My friend, it is said that
there is a price on your head ?”

“ That is true,” said Tizzo.

“It is said that you have been
wronged by Giovanpaolo. But he has
a way of winding himself into the
hearts of men so that they serve him
more for love than for money. If he
has dropped you today, can he pick
you up tomorrow ?”’

“ Perhaps,” said Tizzo.

Della Penna started. ““ Do you think
that he cen take you again when he
chooses ?”’

“How can I tell?” asked Tizzo,
calmly. “I am not a man who knows
the mind he will have tomorrow. The
days as they come one by one are hard
enough for me to decipher. Every
morning, I hope to find a pot of gold
before night; and how can I tell what
will be in the pot? The hate of Gio-
vanpaolo, or his friendship? It is all
one to me.”

“ And yet Melrose brought you to
me!” pondered Jeronimo della Penna.
“Tell me, Tizzo — because I have
heard some rare tales of your courage
and strength and wild heart—are you
a man to pocket an insult?”

“I am not,” said Tizzo.

“ Are you a man to return wrong
for wrong?”’

“T am,” said Tizzo.

““Are you a man I could trust?”
pursued della Penna.

“T've never betrayed a friend,” said
Tizzo.

“Ah! You won’t answer me out-
right?’ exclaimed della ‘Penna.

“Signore, you are a stranger to
me,” said Tizzo. “ Why should I boast
about my faith and truth? You must
do as T do—take you as I find you. If
you can use me for things I wish to
do, I hope to shine with a very good
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opinion. If you try to ride me up hill
against my wishes, you can be sure
you'll be sooner weary of spurring
than' I of following the road.”

Della Penna scowled.

“You are one of these fellows,” he
said, ‘“who have been praised for
speaking your mind right out, like an
honest man.”

“ Sir,” said Tizzo. “I think that
only a fool trusts the man who is out
of his sight.”

“ Do you know why I have sent for
you?”

“1 guess that you plan something
against Giovanpaolo or some others of
your own family who have the control
of Perugia.”

“If that were the case, what do I
know of you?”’

“ Nothing except that you think I
have a grievance against the same peo-
ple. I make no promises; I ask none
from you. If there is mischief abroad,
perhaps each of us will make his own
profit.”

Della Penna smiled, faintly. He had
found something in the last speech that
appealed to him very much. Now he
said: “ There is one man in the world
who can tell me the truth about you.
But before he is through searching
you, you may wish that you had let
your soul be roasted on a spit in hell.
Come with me, Mr. Honest Man.”

HEY went down a corridor

which communicated with wind-

ing stairs and came up these to
an open tower from which Tizzo could
look across the dark heads of the hills
to a little group of lights which, he
knew, shone from the village of Fal-
cone. On this top story of the tower
there was a fat old white-headed man
with a red nose and a very cheerful
smile, who greeted della Penna warm-
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ly, turning from an iron kettle in
which he was stewing some sort of a
brew over a little corner hearth.

Tizzo was about to step forward to
acknowledge the greeting when della
Penna caught his arm with a hand of
iron and checked him. Looking down,
he saw that he had been about to put
his foot inside a circle which was
chalked upon the floor and which was
filled with strange signs.

A chill of horror passed like a night
wind through the blood of Tizzo. He
remembered strange tales in the vil-
lage, years before, of the wizard who
lived in the tower of the della Penna
castle. When a blight fell on the
grapes, when oxen fell dead at the
plough or weevils got into the stored
grain, the peasants were apt to look up
with a curse towards the distant della
Penna tower.

“Messer Baldassare,” said della
Penna, “I have brought—"

“A good sharp blade that will be
useful unless it cuts the hand which
tries to use it.”

Della Penna was so struck by the
saying that he turned sharply about to-
wards Tizzo, but Tizzo was too busy
staring into the white circle to pay the
least attention. It seemed to him that
that great white sign upon the floor
was as dangerous as the entrance into
hell itself. It was a pit of damnation
on the verge of which he stood and,
covertly, he crossed himself.

“How do you know,” asked della
Penna, “that I wish to use this man?
You have cast no horoscope for him
nor even constlted your herbs on his
behalf or on mine. Explain what you
mean?”’

This sharply inquiring tone did not
upset the magician in the least, and he
turned his red, jovial smile on della
Penna as he answered.
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“T have served-your father and you
for so long that when great good or
evil come towards you my invisible
agents are apt to whisper something in
the air, indistinct words. I was about
to make those words become clearer. I
was about to force the spirits to speak
to me in real language. I had drawn
the circle on the floor and heated the
broth, as you can see for yourself,
when you appeared with the very man
about whom I heard the whisper.”

“How do you know it is the very
man?”’ asked della Penna.

“ Look!” said the magician.

He extended his hand above the
steaming pot. In an instant the steam
had turned crimson, and the hand of
Messer Baldassare was gilded red, also.

Tizzo uttered a faint, choked ex-
clamation. His knees grew weak. e
was terribly certain that now he was
beholding the handiwork of the devil

“When I saw the red light strike my
hand,” said the magician, “ I knew that
you were near—on the very stairs
about to open my door. I had barely
time to put my hat on my head before
you came into the tower.”

He was wearing a square, yellow,
high hat with certain cabalistic signs
worked in black upon it; Tizzo remem-
bered the saying that it is not safe for
common men to look upon an en-
chanter when he is serving the devil
with his arts.

“Look into this man, Baldassare,”
said della Penna. “ Shall I have good
or evil fortune from him?”

“ Better than for me to speak, I can
force him to speak for himself and to
utter the truth.”

“Force him,
manded the patron.

“Give me three drops of your
blood, young man,” said the enchanter.
“ Come, and let me put them into the

Baldassare?” de-
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pot. Come without fear. In the cir-
cle, there is no harm for you!”

But Tizzo nevertheless chose to edge
cautiously around the circle and so
come to the caldron.

“ Give me your hand!’ said Messer
Baldassare in a sudden, loud, and ter-
rible voice.

E caught the right hand of Tizzo

and stared straight into his eyes.

The very soul of Tizzo was
shaken, but he looked back and thought

JERONIMO DELLA PENNA

that the face of the enchanter had
turned into the face of a frowning
lion. The eyes were sparks of fire.
“Now,” said Baldassare. And
drawing the hand of Tizzo until it ex-
tended over the pot, Baldassare plucked
out a bodkin and pricked a finger until
the blood ran. The running of the
blood he watched carefully and sud-
denly threw the hand from him.
Then, stepping to the circle in haste,
Baldassare drew certain signs with a
rapid piece of chalk. Tizzo, frozen in
his place with horror, felt the hair
prickle and rise on his scalp. .
Baldassare, dropping on one knee,
held out both hands, palm down, close
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to the floor. It was the gesture, Tizzo
knew, of one who prayed to the in-
fernal powers.

What would be revealed, now? In
what manner would the enchanter
learn of the plot which Tizzo *had
made with Giovanpaolo to come at the
truth of any machinations which this
same scoundrelly della Penna was
practicing against him?

It was time to prepare for an escape
with foot and hand and sword; but
Tizzo found that he could not move.
The spell of the enchantment—was it
already working upon him?

Then out of silence in which there
was only the faint bubbling of t he
caldron, a voice issued, faint and far
away, half stifled, but seeming to pro-
ceed from the steam of the pot itself.
In obscure doggerel the voice said—
and it was like the voice of Tizzo him-
self:

I have found no greater lord
Than the brightness of a sword;
I have found no lady’s grace
Sweeter than high danger’s face;
I shall serve no higher power
Than the stealthy midnight hour;
Trust me in the hour of sorrow
But beware of me tomorrow . . .

Here the voice ended. The en-
chanter, faintly groaning, rose to his
feet and then sank wearily into a chair
where he remained with his head
bowed, as though exhausted by the la-
bor of his spirit.

“ Trust you in the hour of sorrow?
That is my answer !” said della Penna,
triumphantly. “If I can trust you in
the hour of sorrow, let the devil carry
you off wherever he pleases on the ad-
venture of tomorrow. Messer Baldas-
sare, here is something for your hand.
I am very well pleased with you and
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the spirit that sang from the steam
Come, Signor Tizzo; there is much
that I must say to you!”

CHAPTER IX.
DRUNK WITH PRIDE,

1ZZ0, his body and his face dark-

ened by the almost indelible stain

of walnut juice, a sleek, black
wig on his head, and his face aged at
least ten years by the introduction of
certain dark shadows in the natural
lines of his features, finished dress-
ing, looked at himself in a mirror, and
‘turned with a laugh to Henry of Mel-
rose and della Penna.

“If I had a mother, she would never
know me,” he said. “ If I had a father,
he would deny me.”

““No,” said the baron. * He would
see the same blue devil looking out of
your eyes.”

“ It would take more than a father,”
said della Penna, critically, “to look
into that face and see the blue of the
eyes. He is safe, my lord. He can
enter Perugia now, and walk straight
through all the halls of the Baglioni, if
he wishes, without drawing a second
glance. This handiwork of Messer
Baldassare, who is there that can see
through it?”

They all agreed to this.

* There are horses ready,” said della
Penna. “ Ride as fast as you can to
the town of Camerino. Go to the lord
of Camerino and show to him this sig-
net ring of mine. He will know it well.
Ask of him this question: How many?
And when you have heard his answer,
return to the city of Perugia as fast
as you may. Go to the tavern of the
Sign of the Golden Stag. There, wait
until you see in-one of the public rooms
a man with a red band drawn around
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his head. When you see him, go to
him privately and say: ‘Camerino.
That will be enough to win his ear and
he will instantly ask what news you
bring. Repeat to him then the num-
ber which the lord of Camerino has
given to you. And leave him at once.
When this has been done, remain at
the Sign of the Golden Stag until you
receive word from me, directly. As
for your means of entering the town
of Perugia, show at any gate the same
signet ring which I have given to you,
and you will be admitted without ques-
tion. I am not without power in that
city, and before long my power shall
be greater. The time may come be-
fore many days when they will have
a camse to think of me—the fat rats, the
citizens of Perugia!”

Here the Englishman remarked: “ 1
shall wait for you at the Sign of the
Golden Stag, my young friend. Lok
for me there.”

“ No, Henry,” protested della Pen-
na. “You are too well known. You
run too great a risk if you enter that
town. They would rather see you dead
than have all the Oddi stretched life-
less at their feet. For, without you,
they know that the Oddi would be
powerless.” :

“I have ways of going into the city
and coming from it safely enough,”
said the Baron Melrose. * Remember,
Tizzo. 1 shall see you at the inn.”

“ Now hurry,” exclaimed della Pen-
na. “ Your servant is already waiting
at the head of your horse. I have
fetched him from the house of Fal-
cone. Be swift, be faithful, and your
fortune is made as well as your re-
venge.”

That was how Tizzo found himsel f
mounted and on the road in another
minute.

The one-eyed warrior, thief, and
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servant, Elia Bigi, merely said to him:
“What am I to know, master?"”

“To know nothing is to be wiser
than I am,” said Tizzo, frankly.

He could see that he was only faint-
ly trusted by della Penna. The obscure
warnings of the magician had not been
enough to make the treacherous Bag-
lioni give up his project of using that
brilliant young swordsman in the strik-
ing of some blow. But he had not
opened his mind in the least to Tizzo,
who was to ask a question which could
be answered in one word; and the
word was then to be repeated to a cho-
sen agent in the tavern at Perugia.
This was his sole duty so far as he
knew it at the present moment.

‘“ People, when we come to Peru-
gia,” said Tizzo, “ will ask you what
has become of your former master.
You will tell them that he left while
owing you money, that you have taken
new service, and only wish for a chance
to bury a knife in my back. You un-
derstand?”

Elia Bigi laughed.

‘ Where is the pleasure of stabbing
a man in the back?’ he asked.

“Why not?” said his
smiling.

“ Because you cannot see his face as
the steel slides home,” said Elia, mak-
ing a slight grimace.

They rode constantly through the
night. And still there were relays of
horses waiting for them at appointed
places along the road, strong horses
which beat the summer roads to dust
as they galloped steadily on. It was
a weary pair of riders who, at last,
climbed into the mountain town of
Camerino, dignified by the presence in
it of the old university. And chance
brought them straight on a procession
of riders who had come back from
hawking with some short-winged

master,
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hawks on the wrist, and, above all, a
beautiful pair of peregrine falcons.

NE of these was on the wrist of

a middle-aged man who rode

with a downward smile of crafty
thought on his fat face.

“That,” whispered Elia Bigi, “is
the lord of Camerino.”

So Tizzo, hurrying his horse to
meet the aristocrat, held out his hand
in greeting, having turned the signet
face of della Penna’s ring around to
the inside of his finger. He made sure
that those crafty, downward eyes were
fixed on the signet as he spoke.

Instantly the eyes of the lord of
Camerino lifted to the face of Tizzo.

“What news of my friends?” he
asked, quietly. ;

“How many?” questioned Tizzo,
with a smile.

There was half a second of pause
before the other answered: “ Two
hundred and fifty. If time is given.”

And Tizzo fell back at once from
the group of riders and let them go
on with their tired, sweating horses.

Camerino was half a mile high in
the mountains; Tizzo and Elia Bigi
dropped by looping roads through the
valleys and climbed again towards Pe-
rugia. It was night when they came
before the dark height of the gate of
Marzia. The lights of the guard
showed vaguely, the three Etruscan
busts above the gateway and the heads
of the two proud horses which flanked
the group. To the captain of the gate,
Tizzo showed the signet ring. There
was no asking of questions. The gate
was opened to them at once, and they
entered into that narrow, winding way,
so capable of defense, so sure to check
the onrush of attackers, and so ad-
vanced into the narrows of Baglioni
Street.



THE GREAT BETRAYAL

It was well-named; because to either
side the lofty tops of the palaces of the
Bagliont lifted towards the stars, fenc-
ing a narrow, crooked way through
heaven.

Elia Bigi said at the ear of his mas-
ter: “ Here are the seats of the mighty,
and the mighty are asleep. They are
so rich, these Baglioni, that poison is
beside every bed; a knife is sharpened
for every throat. And yet they can
sleep.”

“ Not all of them,” answered Tizzo.

For, as he spoke, a number of re-
tainers bearing lights rounded a bend
of the narrow street with several
horsemen behind them. The fellows
who were on foot in advance kept call-
ing out: “Room for the noble Se-
monetto! Room for his highness!”

At these calls, the crowd in the street
shrank back at once into entrances.

This Semonetto, as Tizzo knew, was
of all the Baglioni the fiercest blade,
the greatest warrior with the single
exception of Giovanpaolo and, per-
haps, the great Astorre, for whose
wedding the city of Perugia was now
in a tumult. He was still in the mid-
dle twenties and. the expectation of the
time was that he would go on to a
greatness even surpassing that of the
older members of the family, for al-
ready he showed the brain for war
as well as the courage of a true lion.

He was now seen with two young
companions on horseback behind the
group of his forerunners, who kept
the crowd back from his nobility. They
were laughing with one another.

“Back!” said Elia Bigi, at the ear
of his master. “ Quickly, signore. This
is the great young Semonetto himself,
the wildest and strongest blade in Pe-
rugia, unless Giovanpaolo himself be
counted. Give him free passage. His
temper is fiercer than any firel”
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“It sheuld have something to feed
on, then,” said Tizzo, laughing. “A
fire that is starved of wood soon dies.”

And he kept his horse fairly in the
middle of the street.

HE, forerunners of the Baglioni

were instantly about him. Two-or

three of them sang out for him
to keep from the path; one man laid
his hand on the bridle of Tizzo’s tired
horse.

“Keep your hand back, brother,”
said Tizzo. “ Even if there is a helmet
on your head, I have a hand heavy
enough to knock a dent in it.”

The man-at-arms, hearing this
threat, instantly sprang into a posture
of defense and snatched out his long
and heavy sword.

“ What's the matter there?” cried a
loud voice. And young Semonetto rode
up to the van on a great white horse.
Of all the men Tizzo had seen, this
was the most magnificent. Such shoul-
ders, such a head and such a bearing
were beyond comparison.

“ Here is a fool of a stranger,” said
one of the servants, *“ who refuses to
make way for your highness.”

“ What do you mean, fellow?”” asked
Semonetto. “ I am Semonetto of the
Baglioni. What will you have?”

“ My share of the street, even if you
were the lord of the sun and the
moon,” said Tizzo. And he looked fix-
edly at the other, as a hunting hound
might have looked at the throat of a
lion, wondering if just there a touch
of the teeth might not give an ending
to the battle.

“ Are you drunk?’ demanded Se-
monetto.

“ Only with a little wine,” said Tiz-
zo. “But you are drunk with pride,
Semonetto. You have too much blood
in: your body. You are swollen.”
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“ Master, master!” groaned Elia
Bigi, in terror.

“If I have too much blood, are you
prepared to let some of it?”” demanded
Semonetto.

“My friend, I'll gladly be your doc-
tor,” said Tizzo, fingering the handle
of old Taddeo’s axe which hung be-
side his saddle.

“ Have at you, then!” shouted Se-
monetto, in a sudden and uncontrol-

GIOVANPAOLO

lable rage, and he spurred his big white
horse straight down the street towards
Tizzo, A sword had come into Semo-
netto’s hand as he spoke. His height,
the bigness of his horse, the sharp
down-slope of the street made him
loom like a giant above Tizzo. And
the long sword darted like a silver
snake at the breast of Tizzo.

The axe of Taddeo was swiftly in
the hand of Tizzo. It feathered as true
and as light in his grasp as though it
had been made of painted wood.

He had little time. In a flashing
semi-circle the head of the axe went
up and met the deadly lunge which
was aimed at his heart. As he parried,
Tizzo laughed, and as he laughed the
axe head struck the sword away. The
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violence of the parry knocked the long
blade high up; and then Tizzo struck
in turn, with one hand, a lightning fast
circling of the axe.

Semonetto might well have been
cloven to the chin by that blow, but
his was the instinct of the true fencer,
and he turned his sword into a parry
to guard his head.

HE descending weight of the axe
met the long steel and snapped
it.  But the shock turned the

blade of the axe so that it glanced flat-
ling from the head of Semonetto. The
shock hurled him prostrate across the
bows of his saddle.

And at this, a wild yell of despair
and rage and anguish came from all
the followers and companions of the
young noble. They drove in a flock,
straight at Tizzo.

The axe, which was perfect for the
dealing of a single stroke, was less val-
uable in such a mélée as this. Tizzo,
hooking the heavy weapon beside his
saddle, instantly caught out his sword,
which was blade and shield at once in
his perfect hand. And here Elia Bigi
proved the goodness of his fighting
heart by pressing in beside his master
in this hopeless quarrel against over-
mastering numbers.

They put aside a dozen strokes. The
clashing of steel began to resound
through the street when the voice of
Semonetto called out, loudly: “ Swords
up! Hold every hand.”

His order was obeyed. And Semo-
netto, riding weaponless through the
crowd of his friends, came up to Tizzo
and held out his hand.

Semonetto was pale. A thin streak
of blood coursed down one side of his
face, but he was smiling as he said:
“My lord of the moon and sun, that
was a good, swift trick of the axe. And
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I see that you are the master of a
sword, also. My friend, come to see
me tomorrow. I yearn with all my
heart to cross blades with you again.
In any case, I wish to call you a friend,
whether living or dead. You know my
name. Find your way to my house
and a welcome. Now, my friends,” he
added to those around him, ‘ beware
of lifting a hand against this dark-
faced stranger. He is my companion
from this moment. He is my confed-
erate and friend.”

He added, in a voice that was prob-
ably louder than he intended to make
it: ““ Get me home, some of you. My
head is broken, and I am half sick
from that blow! Fool that I am to
venture out with no steel to guard this
thin pate of mine!”

CHAPTER X.
“ FLIRT AND ANGEL.”

HE press was- gone instantly

from the street and Tizzo, riding

on unhampered and unfollowed,
at the side of Elia Bigi, said: “ That
was very well done, Elia. When the
fellow with the halberd took that swing
at my head I was sure that it was my
last moment. I saw the flash of the steel
from the corner of my eye, but never
in time to make a parry. You were the
hand that saved me then. I thank you
from my heart.”

‘“ What am I to say, then,” remarked
Bigi, “ about the man in the green and
red hose who ran in with his target and
sword and would have cut my throat if
you had not knocked his blade aside
from the true thrust which he was
making with it?”

- Say nothing,” said Tizzo, “ except
to thank God, with me, that we are
both men, and true to one another.”
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“That’s a very handsome thing to
say,” declared Elia, rubbing his big
hands together and chuckling, ‘“but
your way of searching for trouble is
something more than manly. It is more
like an angel’s; and an angel you are
apt to become, one of these days, if you
continue always as you have begun. If
you keep on sowing the teeth of
dragons every day of your life one of
them will stick you in the heel and
poison your life.”

Tizzo laughed in turn. They had
come now within the sight of the Sign
of the Golden Stag, and now rode
through the entrance into a courtyard
which Tizzo could remember very well.
When he had first entered Perugia, un-
known, in peril of his life, he had come
to that same hostelry. Now he was
back again with his skin stained dark,
with a black wig on his head. But, on
the other hand, no matter how good
his disguise might be, there were men
and women of this town whoknew his
voice as well as they might know the
faces of others. All his brawling, his
battling, had not been in vain, and an
intimate follower of the great Giovan-
paolo, now with a price on his head,
was a man so deeply marked that the
mere changing of his complexion was
not a sure safeguard against detection.

It seemed to Tizzo that the very man
who showed him to a room looked
closely and covertly at him. But, as
Elia said afterwards this was a mere
trick of his imagination.

*“ The hunted rabbit sees a wolf in
every strange hare,” said Elia. “ Now
we are as safe as any other man in
Perugia to drink wine at our ease until
the devil and your own weariness with
life cause you to get us into more
trouble.”

“You shall have your wine,” said
Tizzo, “but now 1 give you the
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smallest part of an hour to go out and
find exactly where the Lady Beatrice is
now lodged. Go quickly, and return
to me.”

“A woman again?” groaned Elia.
“ There never was a day in heaven that
one woman could not turn into a hell.
They rob us of our sleep first and of
our money afterwards. On account of
women we go early to the grave and
fail to rise to any reward afterwards.
When the Last Judgment comes, it is
women who will draw the hest men
downwards; because the loveliest of
them will all be bound for the nether
regions.”

He went out still growling these
words while Tizzo looked about his
room and examined the windows
which opened on the one side upon the
paved court and upon the other, just
beneath the eaves, overlooked the outer
street. There was no country in the
world, at that time, which offered so
many conveniences to travelers as the
inns of Italy.

And Tizzo, after he had tried the
softness of the bed with a back-stroke
of his axe, and tasted the pitcher of
red Umbrian wine which was brought
to him, decided that he would have a
few hours of happiness, no matter
what would follow.

It was at about this time that Elia
Bigi reéntered the room.

“I've been stopped by a hard-faced
captain of infantry,” he said, *“ who re-
members that I was once employed by
a certain Tizzo, the Firebrand.”

“ What did you say to him? Tell me
honestly,” said Tizzo.

“I told him,” said Elia Bigi, grin-
ning sourly, “that although I was a
male cat I had already spent eight of
my lives and that I did not wish to pay
down the ninth of them for the sake of
a flame-headed, wild-brained fellow
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with an eye crazier than that of a war-
horse. So I now had service with a
quiet young man who did not fight with
swords or axes above once a day, ex-
cept on the Sabbath, when he might
blood himself twice; and who never
played at dice for more than five hours
at a sitting, or drank more than two
gallons of wine before rising from the
table. The lieutenant said that I was
wise to find such a quiet master and
that he would pay his respects to you
tomorrow.

“ He asked me if I knew that there
was a price of two thousand florins
on the head of that same Tizzo. I
swallowed twice before I was able to
repeat the words after him.”

£ ELL me now, Elia,” said Tizzo,

‘“why you did not bargain with

him at once for half the reward?
I know about that cross-eyed Flemish
girl you wish to marry. You could have
set up with her in the sort of an inn you
have always promised yourself as the
better end of life.”

“The face of a woman,” said Elia,
“should not be like the pretty sign of
a popular tavern. The sternest dragon
makes the truest wife. That was why I
chose a woman with crossed eyes. As
for not betraying you, my only reason
is a certain queer devil of curiosity
which continually eats me. I know that
you are to die soon, but I cannot help
wishing to see the manner of it.”

Tizzo laughed. “ But why did you
come back to me without news of the
Lady Beatrice? However, of course
you would not have word of her at a
common tavern.”

“Would I not?” asked the servant.
““ The poor people are always the ones
to talk about kings and lords and
ladies. The Lady Beatrice cannot so
much as crook the little finger of her
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left hand without the report of it going
the rounds of Perugia. There is a cer-
tain French lord who swears that if he
could have enjoyed the privilege of
killing you he might have taken your
place in her favor.”

“Enough of that,” said Tizzo.
“But tell me the name of the frog-
eater, the forked carrot, the damned
parlez-vous who dared to handle my
name and that of the lovely lady in the
same breath?”

“If I told you that you would have
him dead and yourself hanged before
morning,” said Elia. “However, it is
true that the Lady Beatrice now sleeps
in the house of her cousin, the rich
Grifone. Her room, since she left the
convent and you left Perugia, is the
third room on the south side—the
room with the three little columns of
white marble, banded with blue, in
front of each window.”

“Have you found her nest?” cried
Tizzo. ‘““ Elia, by God when I look at
you I understand that your one eye sees
more than the ten eyes of a harem.
My noble Elia, my heart of gold, I
shall reward you!”

“ With giving me work that will turn
me bald ten years before my time,”
answered Elia, dryly.

“ Wait till I have written a letter,”
said Tizzo.

And instantly he was drinking wine
with his left hand and@scribbling with
his right:

Adored and wmost beautiful,
queen of the world and of Tizzo,
spit-fire and nightingale, flirt and
angel, most exquisite Beatrice of
whom waking I dream, and for
whom sleeping I wake, hear me
and forgive me:

I am at the Sign of the Golden
Stag, come to see the wedding of
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my lovd Astorre, and would to
God that it were yours and mine.

I love you past thought. [
shall see you before I leave Peru-
gta or die attempting it.

Farewell for a moment, which
to me is an age, loveliest, maddest,
sweetest of women.

Thy servant that will one day
be thy master by the help of God,
two spurs, and a good right arm.

Tizzo.

This letter he sealed, kissed, and pre-
sented to Elia.

“Tie a pebble to it and throw it in
at one of those same columned win-
dows of which you spoke,” said Tizzo.
“ Remember that if you are seen mak-
ing the throw, your throat wiil be cut.
If the letter falls into any hands but
hers, my throat will be cut. But if
you wish to make a tidy fortune of
two thousand florins, you have only to
take this letter to that same lieutenant
of infantry and the money will be
yours.” -

Elia looked at the letter fixedly.

“ Spit-fire and nightingale, flirt and
angei!” he quoted, dreamily.

“Did you dare to look -over my
shoulder ?”” exclaimed Tizzo.

“You ought to be more surprised
that I'm able to read,” said Elia. “ But
I am gaining from you more than my
pay, if I learn how to talk to women,
particularly to those that are cross-
eyed. -Adios!”

With this, he was gone quickly from
the room and left his master walking
up and down in an agony of impa-
tience.

It was still the greater part of an
hour before Elia returned and gave his
master a letter from which a light and
delicate fragrance came to the ex-
chanted senses of Tizzo, hut when he
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opened the letter he found written,
merely :

I had forgotten that you were
living, your letter reminds me that
you will soon be dead i f you linger
in Perugia.

Farewell.

There was no signature. Over the
brutal words Tizzo pored for a long
time but could not extract from them
any semblance of a tender meaning.

CHAPTER XIL.
FESTIVITY IN PERUCIA.

HE sleep that tumbled at last
over the excited brain of Tizzo
was a storm of nightmares. When
he wakened, it was with sun in the win-
dow, a fanfare of trumpets ringing

through the street outside, and a joy-

ous voice of citizens crying through
the air.

And far and near through the city
there were high sounds of music.

‘ Hai, Elia!” cried Tizzo. *“Is it the
end of the world and are we all going
to heaven?”

And ' running to the window he
looked out on the most splendid sight
that had ever graced his eyes, for di-
rectly beneath him he saw twenty
knights riding up the street in gilded
armor that shone like fire, while trum-
peters paced before them, blowing their
blasts in great, strident harmonies.
And after the knights walked girls each
as gay as a wind of spring that dances
at once all the wild flowers in the field,
so bright were their costumes. In be-
tween the out-roaring of the trumpets,
the girls were dancing, and from their
filled aprons scattering roses, roses,
nothing but roses white and yellow and
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crimson on the pavement. Behind
them, in turn, came eight horses as
white as snow, each led not by a mere
page or groom, but by a man of noble
birth.

The eight horses drew a great car-
riage canopied loftily with flowing
velvets fringed with geld and silver,
and under that canopy sat Messer As-
torre Baglioni and his bride.

It seemed to Tizzo, at that moment,
that Astorre Baglioni was the most
glorious man he had ever seen or
dreamed of, because he was dressed
from head to foot in blazing gold, and
with a great golden collar over-
sprinkled with jewels, the gift of My
Lords of Venice, whom the famous
warrior had served in their time of
need.

In fact, the eyes of the world were
fixed, for this day, upon Perugia and
on this almost royal wedding.

As for the bride, Tizzo could hardly
tell whether she was beautiful or no.
At least she bore the great name of
the Orsini, dazzling to the mind that
knew its famous history, and the pearls
that covered her sleeves and her hair
dazzled the eye of Tizzo.

Behind that chariot of fame rode, in
advance of all the rear escort, a single
figure on a great black horse, armed
in chased steel completely except for
the stern young head. That was
Semonetto. AS#e went by, there was
almost as great an outcry in his honor
as in that of the bridegroom and the
bride. For all of Perugia had been
beautified by the great undertakings of
this youth in honor of the marriage.

In the great Piazza and in his own
ward of San Pietro he had brought in
big trees and brush at a prodigious
labor and expense; from the ward of
San Pietro, he had removed all the
tradesmen’s booths.

TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT WEEK.



PerilsI.ooseon Memamloose

“ I'm marooning you for the safety of societyl’

“The devil has come to Memamloose!” the frightened Aleuts
reported—but it was a man-made devil

and looking at the new moon left

handed, I hain’t no ways supersti-
tious. Neither is Go-bang Gibbons. So
when this Aleut, Agarak, came stampeding
into the office, and told us excited how the
devil was loose on Memamloose, we just
laughed.

This Memamloose Island is a spooky
place, I'll admit that. It's just a great
stretch of cliff and piled boulders, with a
couple of little larch thickets, and a spring
of water. It hain’t occupied. No white
man goes ashore onto it once in five years,
The Aleuts always paddle by hurried. No
native has set his mucklucks down onto its
shores in a hundred, maybe a thousand

I :XCEPT for walking under ladders,

years. Memamloose is musatchie, be-
witched, wicked. But between Memam-
loose and the shore of Hell Bend Island is a
half mile of the best fishing grounds in the
whole Aleutian archipelago. A grass wid-
der woman, Tshik Benner, controls them
waters, fishing 'em with a trap, and with
purse seines, It’s Ma Benner that sends
this Agarak to fetch I and Go-bang Gibbons
to subdue down, and eradicate this devil
who'’s just made camp on Memamloose.
It's downright easy to see why Ma Ben-
ner is so pestered by the devil getting loose
on Memamloose. She uses native hands ex-
clusive to fish all her gear, the trap and the
purse seines. The instant them Aleuts gets
aware the peril threatens, they quit Ma
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cold, go paddling ashore frantic, letting
hundreds of dollars’ worth of gear float out
to sea. They hain’t a doubt Satan is cost-
ing Ma Benner five hundred dollars a day.

This fish business is our concern. Go-
bang Gibbons is the fixer, the trouble ad-
juster for the big Tyee Salmon Cannery
Company. I'm Go-bang’s boatman, running
the gas boat, or paddling him around in a
bidarka. The Tyee Company is just about
ab anxious Ma should be getting the fish as
she is. )

So we take Agarak’s skin boat in tow of
our tender, and away we go for Hell Bend.
Here in the Aleutians, we don’t have no
twilight. It’s day, and then, sudden, it’s
the dark of night.

E'RE just nosing into the channel

between Hell Bend and Memam-

loose when daylight snuffs out like
you blow a candle. And in that very in-
stant, through the open window of the pilot
house where I and Go-bang and Agarak is
setting, comes that bellering, spooky wail,
caterwauling from the rocky heights of
Memamloose,

For a instant, that cly wauwax, which it
wasn’t a scream, it wasn’t a roar, but was
both of ’em, knocked me beam end. Even
Go-bang, and he’s got the tumtum of a
polar bear, and that reckless at times he
hain’t got a lick of sense, set there just
wopper jawed. As for Agarak, he lets kind
of a gurky squawk out of him, and fell onto
the floor like a wet sack.

And there it come again, that terrible
devil howl from Memamloose. It wasn’t
the roar of a sea lion. It wasn’t the shrill
bark of foxes. It wasn’t nothing animal.
Nor nothing human. Fact is, it was my idea
exact of what the devil’s beller would sound
like did he ever turn hisself loose.

When we nose the gas boat in in front of
Ma Brenner’s barabara, shé’s waiting for
us with a bug, a candle lighted in a lard pail
held sideways. We go ashore in our work
boat, and Agarak paddles in in his kiak, and
beaches it, and just then comes another
blast from Memamloose. Agarak he just
moans, and capsizes over into the sand, and
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Ma Benner she hauls off and gives him a
kick inr the ribs with her muckiuck. Agarak
got up, and just tore off in the dark toward
the shacks where the natives lived.

“If ever a fool paid for his folly,” says
Ma Benner, bitter, “ why I have. And am.
Come on in, Go-bang, and you too, Kapsu
Corkings,"” addressing at me, “ and I'll ex-
plode out regarding the devil being loose on
Memamloose.”

We foller on into the room where a lamp
is on the table, and a stove in the corner,
and Ma Benner sets on the coffee pot. T
observe close at that wolf-trap jaw of Ma’s
and them flickery green eyes, and them
knobby, hard hands, big and strong as any
man’s, and then at the terrible purty girl
setting reading a magazine. It just don’t
seem possible, but it is, the girl is Talis
Benner, Ma’s daughter.

‘“ While that pannikin of coffee ap-
proaches to a b’ile,” says Ma Benner, “ I
got to reveal out what a fool I been. Oh,
I hain’t the woman to hide behind no man’s
pants. What I done, T done. I admit it
free. Such devils as is loose on Memam-
loose, why I turned ’em loose.” °

At this, Talis, the terrible purty daugh-
ter of Mrs. Benner, looks sick and sorry,
and gets up, and goes into her own room
adjoining, and shuts the door after her.

“ Girls turned sentimental always is
eediotic,” says Ma Benner, stabbing her
thumb after Talis. “ But getting to this
devil busincss—"

A sets down where she can watch
M the coffee pot and begins: ¢ The
fish run opens very good, and I'm
terrible in need of a brail hand for the trap,
and providential, as I thinks then, in comes
a big, grinning young feller, big as you be,
Go-bang, and he comes capering up from
where he left his dory on the beach.

“T yell out at him to come on in, and I
and Talis is eating, and I ask him to draw
up for his muckamuck, and he done it, and
his first knife load of grub, he just holds it
suspended, his jaws widespread to take car-
g0, and he sets and stares imbecile at Talis
and her at him. ' s
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“ Yes, sir, instant, him, which he says his
title is Kwan Gowdy, and my Talis is so
took with each other they don’t know a
thing on earth. I does manage, final, to get
him to know 'm conversing at him, and to
show he don’t know what is going on yet,
he hires out to me to hand brail my trap,
for his grub, and a blanket space and forty
dollars a month, which is sixty under the
scale.

“ Well, he worked a shift, and I will say
he can sling a brail with any hand I ever
had, and never bruise a fish. Further, he’ll
load a scow in half the time it takes the
average. You know, Go-bang, you stand on
the brim of a spiller, and dip into a trap
with a ten foot brail, with a five foot spread
of web, picking up four-five Tyee salmon
every dip that weigh forty pound apiece,
and you got to be skoekum. This Kwan
Gowdy has got wrists thick as a towing
hawser, and arms like a spanker boom.

“In the evening he come in, and I lets
him roll his blankets in the attic, and he
eats, and then he packs down a little black
box he’d fetched in with him, and he opens
it up. T’d figgered he was too good to be
true. Right away I seen the bug in the
butter. This Kwan outcast was a cornet
horn addict, and they hain't no vice that’s
lower,

“*‘Hold on, there,’ I says, as he snakes
this brass horn out of the box. ¢ Can you
play that implement good?’

“¢No," he says. He’s just a beginner.

“ ¢ Then you can't torture it none around
hece,’ I says.

“¢But I can play it with a mute’ he
says, ‘and then it can’t disturb no one,
special if I play it on the beach.’

“ With that he pops a round thing into
the bell of the horn, and puts the imple-
ment up to his lips and blows a to-re-loo,
and then embarks into a attempt at a tune.

“ Gents, it was then I blows my clews,
This mute softened the racket down amaz-
ing, but it revealed out similar how he
couldn’t play a tune through correct to save
his pelt. But the tune he was attempting
at, and which he mangled beyond all re-
semblance, was a tune that touches spots in
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me still tender and raw. He was trying to
play, ¢ When I and you was young, Mag-
gie)

“To make all clear, Go-bang, and you,
Kapsu, I got to snake a leaf out of the
alinkuttie, the long ago, painful though it
may be. You-all know, Go-bang, that ten
years ago, my man, Hank Benner, left me.
Rather, it was ten years ago that I run him
off the place and I hain’t never saw him
since. No. And what broke I and Hank up
was this here same low habit of attempting
to play ‘one of them cornet horns, and
special this identical tune of ‘ When I and
you was young, Maggie.’

‘“ My man Hank would set and set, when
they was work plenty to do, and torture
away at that horn, hour after hour, never
getting out whole and unblemished but four
or five notes, when they'd split, and crack,
and screech, and mewley frantic; just to
drive a party crazy.

“ We quarreled bitter, I and Hank. I
took and slung his blankets out the door,
and his horn similar, and he kisses Talis
good-by, and to this day, her being nine
years old then, she holds it against me bit-
ter, and he cargoes his horn and blankets
into a dory, and I've never saw him since.

“C O, the instant I hears this Kwan Gow-
dy blatting away so discordant on
that same identical tune, I forbids it

entire. No horn playing on my premises.

And two-three days later, discovering how

him and Talis is lollygagging along the

beach all times of night, him playing that

horn surreptitious with the mute into it, I

declares myself.

“¢Kwan Gowdy,” I says, ¢ them cornet
horns careened and capsized this family
once, and they hain’t never going to do it
again. If you think you're ever going to
marry my girl, Talis, you're barking at a
knot. From now, you brail fish exclusive,
and you blow no more horns, and you keep
away from Talis.’

“Saying this where Talis could hear,
which I aimed she should, she bust out
bawling and run in the house, and slung
herself on her bed, and Kwan plenty de-
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jected he squandered on in and up to his
attic.like he was to be shot at the stake.

“ But sure as they is a tide, it wasn’t
but two-three nights later I discovers, by
snooping, him and Talis was going onto the
beach, like prior, and he was playing the
implement for her, with the mute in tight.
It’s then I makes resolves.

“ Yes, sir, I'm that mad, I evolves a plan
that will learn both this Kwan Gowdy and
my girl they can’t twist this mule’s tail
none. Oh, T admit my mad got the better
of judgment, like frequent. If evera party
set herself down onto a kag of powder, and
then lighted the fuse personal, it was me.

“ All unbeknownst to Kwan, or Talis
either, sneaking my chances, I took and
carried Kwan’s blankets to the beach, and
his clothes, and that dratted cormet horn,
and a coffee pot, and plenty muckamuck,
and I stows them in the dory.

“In the evening, before this Kwan can
climb to the attic, I says how I want a
word with him, that I got something I
wants him to see. He follers me like a fish
into a spiller, and he gets into the dory, it
being dark and he don’t observe how I got
cargo stowed in the stern, and he rows us
acrost to Memamloose.

“ When we land on Memamloose, which
he don’t know is musatchie, and you can’t
get a Aleut to go anear it for a million dol-
lars, and no white goes near it either once in
ten years, why he gets out, and I relates a
cock and bull how I seen something mys-
terious going on in the larch thicket, and
will he caper in and see what is it.

“When he comes plowing back final,
saying how they hain’t nothing, I’d hove all
his blankets and muckamuck ashore, and
the cornet horn similar, and I’m into the
dory, and backed off thirty foot, him hav-
ing revealed out how he can’t swim a lick
to save his soul.

“ ¢ Kwan Gowdy,’ I says to him from the
offing, ‘I'm marooning you here for the
safety of society, which you’ll stay here per-
manent till you can get Maggie past the hill
in. that song without splitting her ears and
fraying out every nerve she’s got. Klakowa,
Kwan,’ I says derisive, and rows back home. .
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“ What a mud head I was. I'd clean for-
got how Memamloose is musatchie, and
how the Aleuts is plumb crazy afraid of it
even when they hain’t nothing goin’ on.

“In the morning I kind of evaded
around, and lied to Talis, but she got sus-
picious, and tore into the attic, and come
down bawling and screeching. Very cold I
disdains to tell her the fate of this Kwan
Gowdy, but prances out personal, and goes
to brailing fish.

“It’s maybe about four bells, and I'm
relenting I hain’t got Kwan Gowdy ahoit
of that salmon brail, when, of a sudden,
from amongst the highest rocks on Mem-
amloose, there comes whoop-howling and
screaming the terriblest cly wauwau, ever
to assail a human ear.

“ The Aleut hands on the trap with me
they just stand putrified and aghast, staring
acrost at Memanloose. Out in the bay,
maneuvering, is my purse seiner, and
they're making a set, and the native on the
after deck cuts the net loose frantic, lets her
go derelict, and turns the gas boat shore
away and drives her nose high and dry into
the mud.

“The Aleut working trap, handling the
down-hauls, he utters out a squawk, falls
into the spiller, out of the which I rescues
him with the brail. But I hain’t got a hand
left, not a one but Simiak, who’s got one
lick of sense, and while he’s nervous, star-
ing bung eyed at Memamloose every time
the devil blares out one of them brazen
screeches, he does stay with me till 1 too
stagger along the lead and go ashore.

“It’s natural I labors with them- Aleuts
to return back to work. I seen I'd been a
fool, marooning Gowdy on the island. Oh
yes, if ever a woman set herself down onto
a kag of powder, and lit the fuse personal,
I done it. But I couldn’t budge them
Aleuts. They just knowed Deaub, the
devil, was mad at something, and had
camped down on Memamloose and was
prancing around and roarin’, and organizing
hisself to take out his mad on someone.

“T tells them Aleuts how the devil was
Kwan Gowdy, and hew I'd located him
there  myself, ‘and they just. snorted, and
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replied back that the devil had me be-
witched, and that I was lying to 'em free-er
than usual.

“T'd got two-three of the Aleuts half
way talked into going back to work when
drat if here didn’t come floating through
my channel about a scow load of dead Tyee
salmon, riding belly up. Of course I knowed
that some one had had a scow of fish too
long, and had jettisoned same, and they'd
drifted in on the tide.

“‘ Klosche nanitch, bellers them crazy
Aleuts. ‘ Look good! Dead fish!’

“ All bets was off again, gents. Them
barbarians believe that when the devil gets
het up mad, he breathes out, and the fish
die and the foxes get hydrophoby.

“ But that wasn’t all. In about a hour
after my one half way faithful hand, this
Simiak, had went home, his girl, Toketie,
about Talis' age, is took sick sudden and
violent with the p#l waum sik, measles.”

AUSING here to get breath, and kind
Pof compose herself down, Ma Benner

twists on the seat, and points at a
sukwalal, a old style six shooter of the
siege gun type, hanging handy on a nail by
the back door.

“ Gent’s,” she says, “ that weepon hain't
hanging there for no ornamental purpose.
No. Give a heed while I continue on this
soul rendering narrative.”

“ But, Ma,” Go-bang breaks in, “ why in
the world didn’t you go stampeding over to
Memamloose and fetch this Kwan Gowdy
back? Him blowing that cornet horn right
on the beach here where the Aleuts could
see him, and hear him, would a mollified
'em down in no time.”

“ You think I'm a fool, Go-bang Gib-
bons? I did go over to Memamloose. Why,
Go-bang, I've et sufficient humble crow to
sicken a sea lion. I did go. I beseeches
him pitiful to come back.

“¢Can I marry Talis?”” he demands.

“¢No, I just howls, fetching away mad,
¢ you can’t.

“He just laughs irritating, and capers
off into the bresh. Again I go back. I calls
and he comes out from amongst the rocks.

125

I labors with him. I tell him how my Aleuts
has deserted, and I'm losing five hundred
dollars a day.

“‘Yes, he says. He seen it all, from the
top of the pinnacle, and liked to have died
laughing when that Aleut fell into the
spiller. “Can I get myself married to
Talis?” he demands again.

“¢Yes, I says, weakening and desperate,
“you can. Come on and load you blankets
into the skin boat.’

““No," be says bull-headed. ‘I don't
trust you none, Ma Benner. Which I'll be-
lieve you when you fetch Talis here per-
sonal to Memamloose, and along with her
the boat preacher, all organized to give us
a legal tar splice. I don’t trust you none.”

“¢Well then, Kwan,” I pleads, ‘ won’t
you desist in torturing that horn?’

“¢No, no,” he says. ‘I never did have
such a chance to practice without being
hectored and interrupted. In no time now,
Ma, if you listen clost, you'll hear me ren-
dering “ When I and you was young, Mag-
gie,)’ and playing it perfect. I'm enjoying
myself here complete.’

“ With that he laughs very hateful, and
skips back up amongst the rocks. Well,
plenty dejected, I returns back home. And
it's then I gets a shock. A rap comes to the
back door, and I go, and there stands the
Shaman, the priest of this heathen Aleut
religion, and he’s wearing one of them dia-
bolical ugly fear masks on his face, and five
old men of the council is with him, and the
Shaman he says seeing how Simiak Kee,
my one half-way faithful Aleut, loiters on
the trap with me, the devil gets displeased,
and visits Simiak’s family prompt by giving
Toketie Kee the measles.

“1 kind of bar the door and don't let
them savages in none, and I says how I'm
sorry,

“‘That won't do,’ says the Shaman.
¢ Seeing how it was white folks fetches this
sick disease to Toketie, it has got to be
white folks that removes off the evil spell.
Your girl, Talis,’ says the Shaman, ¢ has got
to come with us. Talis is to rub noses with
Toketie, and I will say a strong medicine
spell, and the devil will move the disease
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from Toketie’s body into the body of Talis.
That will be fair. Bring out your girl,
Talis.’

“I hurls the door shut, and in a jump
I'm into my bedroom, and I've returned
back, and I’'m organized with my old Suk-
walal, She’s a weapon, that ancient arm ig,
and slings a slug the size of a thick thumb.

“1 yanks open the door, and I menaces
at the Shaman with the gun, and I informs
him cold how if he don’t scatter out plumb
sudden, I'll spatter the boulder right behind
him with fragments of his liver.

‘“ He done it. But they’re back in the
hills, them Aleuts is, Go-bang Gibbons, and
they’re making medicine.”

“Yes,” says Go-bang, serious, * some-
thing has got to be done. I know the Aleuts
too, Ma Benner, when they get wild, and
sling their war bonnets on the ground.
‘What you figure I and Kapsu, here, to do?”

“ Why, you go romping over to Memam-
loose, and fetch off this Kwan Gowdy with
that hell horn of hissen.”

‘“ What if he won’t come?”

“He will, does he know Talis is in dan-
ger; he'll come all winged out. If he don’t
came willing— They do say, Go-bang
Gibbons, they hain’t a skooku#mer man in
all the North than you be. If this Kwan
outcast is anyway reluctant to come, why
you sling him beam-end, and snub him fore
and aft, and fetch him as cargo, him and
his horn.”

ELL, we land on Memamloose and

it’s terrible dark and, by then, get-

ting on to midnight. We start up
kind of a natural trail amongst the rocks,
and we haven’t went far when Go-bang
slips on a stone and down he goes, smashing
the only flashlight we had.

We're still fceling about when from the
shore of Hell Bend behind us bangs out two
shots: Boom! Boom!

Ma Benner had tore loose with the old
sukwalal. No mistaking the hoarse voice
of that antique arm. ‘

I and Go-bang fall into the work boat,
and row back frantic, just pausing suffi-
cient by our gas boat to snatch a rifle,
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When we land front of Ma’s barabara,
we don’t see no sign of hostile Aleuts, but
we do see Ma with her bug running around
and around the house frantic, leaning over
now and then to study something in the
sand.

“ My God,” she says, hoarse, when we
come up where she is. ‘ Talis is gone.
They’s foot marks under her window that
had been pried open. She’s gone. Them
Aleuts has got her for torture. They
hain’t a doubt. Where's Kwan Gowdy?”

We relate how we couldn’t locate him,
and broke our flash and so forth. “Well
you just got to go right back and fetch him.
He is the only party that can save Talis.
Get him quick, before them Aleuts go to
torturing her.”

Ma, saying how she'd fired the shots to
fetch us back, leads us to where Talis’ win-
dow stands open. They is foot prints under
the window all right, but Ma had been
tromping around so frantic we can'’t tell
which way they lead off.

“ Blow yourself to a ca’m, Ma,” says
Go-bang. “They’s no use of us returning
back to Memamloose until day breaks.
Further, you know the Aleut system. They
won't begin a torturing of Talis to drive
that sick disease out of Toketie Kee until
they’ve danced themselves delirious. Hark!
You hear it?”

We all cock a ear, and sure enough, from
the hills far to the south we hear the thud
of a tiniin, one of them hand hammered
copper gongs the natives belt when they
sing and dance ceremonious. It’s as Go-
bang says. Talis hain’t in no immediate
danger until they’ve danced a while.

THE rest of the night, which hain’t
long, Ma Benner puts in abusing I

and Go-bang for not finding and
fetching Kwan Gowdy in.

‘“ See,” Ma yells, as she points to the
first sun rays in the east. ‘ Hurry! Fetch
him in! It can’t be, Go-bang, you're afraid
of this Kwan Gowdy. O, if ever I get my
Talis back intact, I'll never cross her again.
Hurry, you two beach rats. ‘Go fetch him.”

“ We'll fetch him do- we find him,” says
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Go-bang, cold. * So stow your cly wauwau.”

We go on over, and walk up that rock
trail, and in the edge of the larch bresh we
see a big, skookum party that comes toward
us grinning.

“ Be you Kwan Gowdy?”’ asks Go-bang.

“ Whatever,” says the big young party.

“ Come on back to Hell Bend with us,
and fetch your horns,” orders Go-bang.

“ T'm plumb comfortable where I be,” he
says. ‘I hain’t honing none to leave this
here peaceful retreat.” .

“But Talis is in danger. The Aleuts has
got her. They aim to torture her. You
come on with us, and fetch the horn, so
them savages can see who the devil of
Memamloose is.”

“ No, no,” says this Kwan stubborn. “I[
don’t believe none in that native hocus-
pocus. They won't harm Talis none. I got
to stay here and practice onto my horn.”

Go-band he advances up a step, and him
and Kwan stand face to face, and they're
of a height exact, and two skookumer
hands T never see.

“ Come on,” says Go-bang, authorita-
tive, tucking a hand in under Kwan’s
elbow. “ Come on with us,” and he gives
Kwan a yank.

In just the flick of a herring tail, then,
this Kwan has shucked off that silly grin
of hissen, and he slings loose a belt at Go-
bang, and them two begin to mingle ardent
all over the trail. Away they go smashing
and banging at each other, and careening
off the rocks, and falling over bresh when
they fight back to where this horn tooter
has made his camp, and they're down, and
they’re up, and such is the fury of this here
conflict you can’t tell who is winning.

And they fought their way out of tangles,
and belt each other, and go down in a
group, and kick and claw, and they're up
again and at it. I've seen Go-bang in plenty
fights. Usually always he wins ’em prompt.
But not this here pukpuk, he didn’'t. Gowdy
turns loose a belt, and he knocks Go-bang
back twenty foot. Go-bang, who'’s springy
as ary cougar just bounces up, and he’s
back at Kwan, and he swings, and he
douses this Kwan Gowdy side of the head,
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near shucking a ear loose for him, and when
Gowdy kind of spins and twists under that
chukkin, Go-bang lams in two-three more,
and Kwan capsizes over, and Go-bang is
astraddle, and the horn tooter of Memam-
loose is Go-bang's meat.

“ You'll go back peaceable, you and your
horn?”’ asks Go-bang.

Kwan, who hain't got wind sufficient left
in his bellows to say, just nods, yes.

WE land on Hell Bend, and Go-bang
marches proud up to the barabara,

kicks open the door, and shoves his
prisoner on in with his horn.

“ This here is the Peril of Memamloose,”
says Go-bang, derisive. ‘ Summons them
natives prompt, and we’ll have this party
blow the horn, and demonstrate how he's
the devil and none else.”

Ma Benner, glaring plenty obnoxious at
Kwan, says how she’ll go.

“No,” says Go-bang, ‘you-all having
had words with the Shaman, it’s likely I
better go myself. They hain’t none of ’em
mad at me as yvet.”

So this Go-bang, who's got the tumtum
of a bear, he prances out of the door and
into the trail leading to where the Aleuts is
dancing, and wailing, and making medicine.
That there, gents, was a dangerous mis-
sion, and no doubt.

But he comes along after a while, Go-
bang does, and he’s got two dozen Aleuts
with him. “ Come careening out here, Or-
pheus,” he yells mocking at Kwan Gowdy,
‘“and fetch that instrument.”

Kind of silly like, Kwan he goes out onto
the beach front of the barabara, and he
stands there with his cornet horn, and the
Aleuts gather around suspicious, and hos-
tile, and Ma yanks Go-bang’s sleeve and
asks where is Talis.

“They claim they don’t know,” says
Go-bang.  “Likely they lied like usual
When we’ve pulled this here demonstration,
we'll find out where she is.”

With that Go-bang, who speaks the lingo
very good, begins haranging at the Aleuts,
telling ’em how plumb eediotic they been,
and that they hain’t no devil loose on Me-
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mamloose, but only this felon of a Kwan
Gowdy marooned there for horn practice.

Go-bang he signals to Kwan, and Kwan
he lifts up the horn, and puffs his chest, and
bellies out his cheeks like a jib. in a blow,
and he tears a shattered, wailing note out
of that horn that would blister paint, and
six-seven of the Aleuts jump frantic, but
ride back to a even keel, while Kwan blows
some more, discordanter than the first.

The Aleuts begin to grin amiable. They
see now how they been shying at a shadow.
They hain’t been no devil actual on Mem-
amloose. No, no. Everything is lovely.
They’ll all go back to work prompt. But
they still swear earnest they don’t know
nothing about where Talis is.

Them Aleuts is started to go back, and
tell the others how everything is fine, and
they hain’t no devil on Memamloose, when
from the rock pinnacle of that island comes
tearing, and shattering the still air, the rip-
pingest, shrillest and terriblest ¢!y wauwaz.
that has happened yet.

milling around us, and crowding in,

striking at Ma Benner, and screaming
how we're all liars, that the devil is loose
on Memamloose, and how Kwan Gowdy
gives a feeble imitation to delude ’em.

Go-bang he knocks down two-three, and
Kwan he belts a couple of ’em cold, and I
do similar best I could, but they're fight-
ing crazy, them Aleuts is, and it’s all we
can do to keep 'em from getting at Ma
Benner and murdering her right there. And
they is so many of 'em, and they're fighting
so frantic, they would a wore us down but
for the scream Ma utters of a sudden.

“Listen! Quit fighting! Hear that!”

Ma yells so loud them Aleuts does let up
a second. [ stands there just cold. The
shivers begin to run down my spine. In all
my days I never heered a tune more
sweeter. From Memamloose comes them
dulcet sounds, high, clear, perfect, ‘I wan-
dered to-day by the hill, Maggie.”

Ma Benner, she just broke down and
bawled. “ There, gents, is music,” she sobs.

IN a wink them Aleuts is a howling mess,
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“ The very choir of Heaven can’t give no
sweeter.”

Ma Benner dabs her eyes a time or two,
and then, instant, she’s a wolf again. She
snatches up a ten foot brail that’s leaning
against the house, and she just tears with it
to the beach, and she jumps in a skin boat,
slings the brail into the bottom, grabs up a
paddle.

She just goes foaming across the chan-
nel, lands on Memamloose, and from afar
we see her tear up into the trail with her
brail.

It’s likely a hour later when she returns
back. They’s a little man with her, and
he’s got a bump on his head where Ma
whacked down onto him with the brail when
she made him prisoner, but he’s grinning at
that, and alongside of him sets Talis, and
her hand is rove tight into his.

“ Gents,” says Ma Benner, kind of proud
at that, “this here is Hank Benner, my
man. I was plumb suspicious of them foot
marke under the window at that. They was
heel marks, like of a party that had just
come from the States. It was him abducted
Talis off. My man Hank, here,” says Ma,
throwing her chest, ¢ has been leader of the
silver cornet band back in I-ow-a for eight
years. Sure.”

Well we all go in, us white folks, and the
Aleuts go away mollified, and we set up and
eat, and Hank paws around in a locker and
fishes out a old tarpaulin coat of his, and
says how he’s going to work.

“ Which you’ll do nothing of the kind,
Hank Benner,” says Ma emphatic. ¢ Youl
set and visit with me a spell. Kwan Gowdy
there is going back to work on the trap.
Hank, you being a master of the cornet
horn now, tell me this; is it within hu-
man powers to learn this Kwan Gowdy
to blow that horn so he won’t drive all
the sea gulls out of Bering Ocean?”

“ Sure,” says Hank. “ I can learn him.”

“ All right, then,” says Ma, nodding vig-
orous at Kwan and then at Talis. “ We'l
have the boat preacher in tomorrow, and
we’ll pull a potlatch that my great grand-
children will brag about.”

THE END
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The most dangerous game in the world—topping 200-foot
forest giants—is the background for a Northwest feud

CHAPTER L

THE BLOWHARD.

ED ARNOLD was only one of some-
thing over a hundred men who rode
the Madsen logging train out of the

small tidewater mill town, but he was per-
haps the happiest.

As they chugged up through one of the
finest stands of fir in the State of Wash-
ington, Red drew deep breaths of the fresh,
balsam scented air and told himself he was
lucky. The Northwest woods were com-
ing back to life,

Ab6—9

Boats were waiting in Puget Sound for

. cargoes of big “ Jap squares” to be car-

ried to foreign lands where they would be
cut up. The country itself, shaking loose
from the shackles of depression, was build-
ing again, and long idle mills were crying
for logs. '

It was great to have a job after being
idle so long. What if the employment
agent had taken his last three dollars? Be-
ing broke didn’t mean anything when a
fellow had a promise of steady work. And
fallers’ wages' were nothing to be sneezed
at, either.
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“Yep,” one of the men was saying, “the
woods are due for a comeback. You know
yourselves, though, that there are still
plenty of idle men waiting around. Why,
there must be two-three thousand on Se-
attle’s Skid Road alone. You guys were
lucky getting your jobs right off the bat.”
He reached over and patted a pair of tree
hooks strapped to the side of his bed
roll . . . trade-mark of a high climber.

“ Me,” he continued. “Hell, I was a
cinch. Us guys can always get work if
there’s anything doin’ at all. High rig-
gers are a scarce article. Good fellow to
work for, too, Madsen. Great guy. Yep,
I worked for Big Bill up on the White.
Now there was loggin’, what I mean.” He
rattled off a yarn about how he had saved
the outfit a lot of money.

‘“ And was Big Bill grateful? Ask me.
Why, he threw his arm across my shoulder
and says: ‘ Good work, my boy. I guess
they ain’t but one Sky Sloane in the North-
west woods.’

“It was him that gave me the nick-
name of Sky. Spar trees don’t come too
high for me.”

Red Arnold took an instant dislike to
Sloane, the cocky air he had about him.
He was honest enough to ask himself if
perhaps it wasn’t from a little touch of
envy.

Sky Sloane was certainly a good-
looking fellow with a clear skin, even white
teeth, and wavy jet hair.

And, because there are so few with the
nerve to do his work, the high rigger gets
wages that make him a sort of king among
lesser timber beasts. From swamper to
foreman, an entire logging crew takes its
hat off to the high rigger.

S the big triangle in front of the cook
A shack rang out, Red walked up to
the new bunkhouse with Tom Green

and others with whom he had worked be-
fore the closing of the mills had shut down
practically every camp in the Sound region.
He threw his bed roll onto an empty
bunk that had just been finished by the
carpenters, who had arrived on the job
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earlier. A hurried wash and they were
ready for a feed.

When Red came back from eating he
found his bed roll on the floor and another
in its place. It was a desirable bunk, close
to the door where the air would be fresher,
and it had been empty when he had
claimed it upon arrival.

When he picked up the other roll he
saw that it was Sky Sloane’s, but that
didn’'t make any difference to Red. In
fact, he even felt a thrill of satisfaction at
the discovery. He tossed it to the floor
and replaced his own. Then he waited for
the trouble he knew was bound to come.’

When the rigger came in he demanded
to know who had thrown his stuff on the
floor. He stepped up with a show of bel-
ligerence when Arnold quietly informed
him that he had.

“ Well, pick it up again. Put it back
where you found it. Pick it up, I say.
And brush it off. Hear me?”

‘““ Pick it up yourself,” said Red. “ And
park it some place else. This bunk hap-
pens to be mine.”

Sloane set his fists on his hips and tee-
tered back on his heels. “ So-0-0! Smart
guy, eh? Well listen, you. I’m high rig-
ger on this outfit. Get that through your
dumb head. No one touches my stuff.
Now pick it up!”

His arm shot out and his fingers closed
on Red's shirt front. The sudden yank
threw Arnold to his knees beside the bed
roll. He grasped the other’s arm and felt
Sloane’s sleeve tear away. The next in-
stant a hard fist landed full on his cheek
bone.

ED staggered back against the deacon
seat in front of the bunks and shook
his head to clear it. Then he bored

in. The men coming back from mess
crowded up and Arnold heard his friends
rooting for him. Sky Sloane also had
boosters among the men.

For a few minutes it looked like the rig-
ger’s victory. Red had his shoulders back
against the upper tier of bunks, but was
soon able to break out onto the center of
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the floor where he could handle himself.
By 'this time he ‘had a split. lip and one
eyebrow cut open.

It was an even enough fight for a while.
They were both under thirty, and each in
the :neighborhood of a hundred and ninety
pounds. They stood toe to toe and ex-
changed pile driver slugs; anger hardened
fists smacking solidly into muscled flesh.

Then Sloane started b acking away as
Red’s blows came raining the faster. His
rooters fell silent ‘while Amold’s friends
whooped it up. There was no doubt now
about the final outcome. Then Sloane
kicked.

The heavy boot caught Red just below
the belt buckle and doubled him like a
jack-knife. Dimly, as if from a great dis-
tance, heh eard men booing the dirty trick,
and he took a shower of blows about the
head and face before he could straighten
up.

When he did, it was a different Red Ar-
nold that went into action. His blue eyes
snapped fire and his face was pale so that
the freckles and splashed blood from his
bashed nose stood out darkly against it.

Viciously, he battered the other’s guard
down and drove home blow after blow.
Sloane started backing again, and this time
he folded his arms across his face. He
backed against a carpenter’s horse .and al-
most fell. Red waited for him to regain
his balance before finishing the jab.

Suddenly the crowding men fell away
and Arnold heard a booming voice ‘demand
what the hell was going on. It was his
first glimpse of his new boss as Big Bill
Madsen came striding into the bunkhouse.
His foreman was with him.

Sloane had dropped his arms, and ‘now
he had forced a smile to his bruised face.
“ Hello, Mr. Madsen,” he grinned. * Just
a little argument. You remember me,
don’t you? I worked for you up on White
River. Sky Sloane. High rigger. ’'Mem-
‘ber?”

I the owner of the outfit .did remember
be made no mention :of the fact. “ Come
on, now,” he said. * All you new men get
up to the office shack and turn your names

‘death trying to -duplicate his jeb.
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in to the timekeeper. This is a logging
camp, not a -boxing gymnasium. There's
work to be done. Lots of it.”

And that was all Big Bill Madsen had
to say about the fight. He couldn’t be
bothered—had seen too many in his years
in the woods, years that weighed lightly
on his big spare frame.

ADSEN was something over fifty,
yet he could hold his own with

many younger men. He had
worked hard and lived simply all his life.
From bull-whacker in the old oxen days
he had climbed till be had his- own outfit.
He knew logging in all its branches, and
he was progressive. He was responsible
for many changes in the methods ef han-
dling big sticks.

It was Madsen who had first :developed
the “ high lead ” on one of his own jobs,
and, because there were no high climbers
at that time, he had trimmed his own spar
tree and rigged the thousand pound pully
block a hundred feet above the ground
himself.

Others had been quick to see the ad-
vautage of an upward lift on long cable
hauls and many men had fallen to their
Now,
years later, spar trees were cut up to two
hundred feet, and there were a few men
who specialized in the dangerous work. Big
Bill had a soft spot in his heart for them
all, f or he more or less considered himself
the father of high riggers.

He was well liked by everyone who
worked for: him, and the boys all voted
him a regular fellow.

But if Big Bill Madsen was a man to
be admired by lumberjacks, his daughter
had no such limitations. Martha Madsen
would command admiration in any com-
pany where she chose to display her fresh
beauty.

She was in the timekeeper’s office, her
blond head bent over a big ledger, when
‘the men trooped in. It was like Madsen
to see that she had something to occupy
her mind after finishing school in Seattle.

Maybe it was the sparkle in her .deep
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blue eyes as she met their level gaze, or
perhaps it was the musical quality of her
voice, but whatever it was the men cer-
tainly stuttered and stammered over their
own names as she picked up a pencil and
helped the timekeeper.

Sky Sloane, Red noticed, hung back and
was the last one to turn in his slip from
the employment agent. And that evening
he saw them talking before the small bun-
galow where Martha lived with her wid-
owed father and an old housekeeper.

Red knew it was envy this time, It
isn’t often that a lumberjack got a chance
to meet a girl like Martha Madsen, and he
would have given anything to be in Sloane’s
shoes right then.

There was little time to think of the
boss’s daughter during the day. A lot of
work had to be done before the first logs
would be hauled in, and Madsen was in a
hurry. There was no high rigging to be
done until everything was set and Sky
worked on the same crew with Red. They
were mounting the boiler and the big dou-
ble drum yarding engine on huge skids
that were anchored behind a low cut, six
foot stump.

Every once in a while Sloane shot off
his face to Arnold, but he was careful not
to use any fighting words. Madsen came
along just in time to stop one argu-
ment, and then he showed his leaning to-
wards “ men who have the guts to rig 'em
high,” as he put it. He sat down on one
of the big skids and talked high leads with
Sky for almost half an hour. After that
Sloane was impossible.

He lorded it over everyone working with
him, and strutted around as if he owned
the outfit.

T was a couple of evenings later that
Red started for the job to get a jumper
he had forgotten. He passed Sky on
the way up to the bungalow. The rigger’s
black eye was dabbed with talcum powder,
and his face scrubbed pink. His black
hair was parted just so, and new khaki re-
placed his pitch covered overalls. He had
on a new shirt just out of the commissary.
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Red continued on, trying to fight down
the black hatred he had in his heart for
Sloane.

He was almost beside the boiler where
he had left his jumper when a splash
of color stopped him in his tracks. Martha
Madsen was sitting on the front drum of
the yarding engine looking over the prepa-
rations for a modern layout that was the
pride of her father.

“ Oh, hello,” she called, cheerily. ¢ Want
to explain some of the things dad’s doing
here? They’re over my head.”

Red finally managed to find his voice.
“ Surely,” he said. He whipped off his old
felt with all the diamond shaped holes in
the crown and sat down on the end of the
skid.

They struck it off marvelously right
from the start. Martha had a way of
making a man forget that she was a girl.
She asked sensible questions and seemed
to grasp quickly what Red told her. They
talked till the deep velvet shadows of dusk
closed down over the woods. Then they
walked back together.

They were just passing the commissary
when Sloane came out, angrily tearing

open a package of cigarettes. ‘ Oh, hello
there, Miss Madsen.” He stepped up,
completely ignoring Arnold. “TI’ve been

wondering where you were.”

“Mr. Arnold has been telling me all
about logging. It’s marvelous.”

‘“ He couldn’t tell you about the most
marvelous part of the whole game,
though,” said Sky. He gave Red a patro-
nizing look. “ He don’t know what it's
like to cling to the top of a tree that’s high-
er than a fifteen-story building. I mean
high riggin’.  That’s something” He
paused dramatically while he held a match
to his smoke.

“ Must be thrilling,” said Martha.
¢ Well, I must be skipping along. Thanks,
Mr. Arnold. Good night, Mr. Sloane.”

Sky glanced after her, then, with a yelp
he tossed the burning match away and put
his fingers to his lips. He gave Red a look
that would melt the grease off a skid,
grunted, and stepped back into the com-
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missary. Arnold whistled loud and jubi-
lantly as he headed for the bunkhouse.

CHAPTER IL
THE CHALLENGE.

ED and Sky were putting an eye-

splice in the end of the haul-back

cable when Madsen came along and
told the foreman that he had decided to
rig two trees instead of one. He would
put up a trolley for quick loading.

“That'll mean some delay, Mr. Mad-
sen,” said the foreman. ‘Should have
another rigger for a job like that.”

“ Send in and get another.” The words
were hardly out of the owner’s mouth when
Red stood before him.

“I couldn’t help but hear what you
said, sir,” explained Arnold. “I'd like
very much to have that other high rig-
ging job.”

For the first time since Red had been
on the job, Madsen seemed to notice him.
His eyes ran over the lean width of Red’s
shoulders, dropped to gaze for a second
at his big, capable hands and then came
back to his eager face.

“Q. K., if you think you can handle it.
That trolley goes up at two hundred feet.”

Red thanked him and turned back to-
ward the splicing work. Sloane had stepped
up and now he grasped Arnold by the
sleeve. “You didn’t tell me you was a
high rigger,” he said, with a touch of sur-
prise. “ You better be good if you're go-
ing to help me. I don’t want no dubs
gummin’ up my work.”

A little touch of something that might
have been impatience flicked across Mad-
sen’s face. The gaze he turned on Sloane
suggested his disgust at the unnecessary
crack.

“Jt won’t be necessary for either of
you to act as boss rigger,” he said, deci-
sively. “The job won’t be long enough
for that. The trolley should be up in a
week and then T’ll need only one man for
the odd high jobs.”
ward the two tall, straight Douglas firs be

He glanced off to- -
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had chosen for spars. When he turned
back to the two men there was a twinkle
in his gray eyes.

Big Bill Madsen, to whom high rigging
was the very life of modern logging, had
just thought of a way in which he could
decide upon which high climber he would
keep—and at the same time afford himself
and the crew a bit of pleasure.

“ There are the two sticks’ he said.
“ Alike as two ‘ Tommy Moore’ blocks.
Each man takes one. The first to limb
and top it ready for the guys gets the
steady riggin’ job. The other goes back
to something else as soon as we're set for
logging. Fair enough?” His eyes whipped
from one to the other.

Red nodded.

“ Jake with me,” said Sloane with a cen-
fident grin. After Madsen and the fore-
man had left, he said to Red: “ T’ll make
a monkey outta you, sap. Where’d you
ever rig? I ain’t never heard of you.” .

“No?” Red smiled. ‘ Ever been in
the California redwoods? These firs are
toothpicks compared with some of those
babies.”

Sky looked at him through half closed
lids and Arnold’s face colored He was
afraid Sloane might ask questions, and Red
had never been in California in his life.
He could tell, though, that his reference to
redwoods had the other worried.

ORD of the contest spread rapidly

through the camp. Red was hon-

ing an ax to razor keenness when
Tom Green came up to him.

“ Hello, Tom,” said Arnold. “I was
just going to look you up. I want to bor-
row a five spot. That should buy a pair
of second-hand tree hooks.”

“ What's all this about you racing Sky
Sloane on a high riggin’ job?” asked Tom.
He unfastened the safety pin that closed
his shirt pocket. “ You’re a faller, Red.
Leastwise you was when I worked with
you. And that’s what you hired out for
on this job.”

Arnold ran his tongue along the edge
of one bitt and looked up at Green with a
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grin. “ Don’t forget, Tom, I've been down
in Oregon for a couple of years. They
high rig down there, too. Thanks. You
get it back payday.”

Tom was dubious. “ This bird Sky
Sloane’s been a rigger for years. They say
he's good.”

“1 guess he is,” said Red.
just how good.”

That evening he caught a ride down to
the mill town at the tidewater end of the
road. He picked up a pair of old Klein
climbers from a saloon keeper who had
taken them in payment for a beer bill
They were just like those used by tele-
phone and electric linemen, except that
the skag stuck out at more of an angle and
was much longer so as to insure a safe bite
into the soft bark.

Just as he was leaving town he saw
Sky Sloane walking down the street with
one of his cronies. He returned to camp
and rolled in—to dream of swaying tree
tops, of safety ropes breaking, and of spurs
tearing out chunks of bark.

In the morning Tom told him that many
bets had been placed on the outcome of the
race. This worried Red. He wasn’t at all
certain he could top his spar before Sky,
but he was certainly determined to try.

When they arrived on the job a coin was
tossed to see who got first choice of trees.
Sky won, but that didn’t mean much. The
two tall firs were almost identical—not a
break in the tapering trunks for eighty or
ninety feet, and about equally limbed from
there on up. While Sloane was taking his
pick Red visualized the completed job.

The first thing would be to take the
limbs off up to the two hundred foot mark
where the trees would still be in the neigh-
borhood of two feet in diameter. Then
they would be topped off and each stick
guyed with heavy cables anchored to solid
stumps.

Between the tops the big trolley cable
would be stretched taut, and on it would
ride the “ bicycle”—a multi-sheaved, mov-
ing block through which the line from the
yarding engine would be run. By this
method it would be possible to lift the big

“We'll see

ARGOSY

logs clear of the ground and load them on-
to the trucks of the logging train almost
without the aid of expensive man power.

after strapping on their irons each

went over his gear. There was a light
line that would have to be coiled so it
wouldn’t tangle. One end tied to the waist
so it could be used for hauling up tools.
Then there was the safety rope which went
around the tree and body.

Each man stuck his skags into the bark
and hitched his rope up with a peculiar
upward flip that gained a few inches each
time. Handling the twenty odd feet of
rope that it took to circle the big churn
butts was a trick in itself and it was soon
apparent that Sky was the handiest with
his safety line.

Sloane reached his first limb a few
minutes ahead of Red, and from that
moment on there was little work done on
the Madsen job . . . except by the two men
dangling there in the air. Necks craned
to watch the two at their dangerous work
as they pulled up their axes and tore into
the heavy branches.

More bets were placed, and here and
there men could be heard to say that they’d
take theirs on the ground. Big wages were
pretty sweet on payday, but what good
is money to a dead man?

Every man on the job was there and the
spirit was such as one might find at a
Fourth of July birling contest at any fair
sized mill town.

Madsen, his hands folded behind his
back and a sparkle of anticipation in his
eye, turned to Martha. “ Just wait till
they top ’em and those limber green sticks
start whipping back and forth. That’s the
real test of a high rigger. I remember
my first one. Took all the guts I had to
climb her the second time.”

The foreman, who had seen many spar
trees rigged, nodded understandingly. Men
had been known to walk away from the
job after topping their first tree, refusing
to return to the top after the terrifying
experience,

SKY SLOANE made his choice and
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"Haniging up there by rope and spur, Red
put what:power he could into his ax blows.
Sky’s ‘first .limb crashed down before he
was half way through.

It was hard work to hang there and cut
through a branch the thickness of a man’s
waist, and ‘sweat soon started to run down
into Arnold’s eyes. He stopped often to
wipe it away. This was no place for
blurred vision. The keen ax bitt was fall-
ing within scant inches of his safety rope.
And the slight breeze that swayed the tree
didn’t help a man’s aim.

T last the big limb fell. Then it was
. -a case 'of move up and ‘go through
‘the 'same merve trying maneuver
-again. Limb and climb. Limb and climb.
The tree was getting smaller and they beth
had to stop once in .a while to take in
the slack that accumulated m their safety
ropes.

Red, with his back to the other tree,
heard every blow of Sloane’s ax. Sky was
laying them in fast and heavy. He turned
for a quick glance and saw the reason. Sky
was cutting them off a full two feet from
the trunk. He was using these stubs to
stand on, making it possible to swing much
harder than while leaning back into a safety
rope.

For a moment Red contemplated .doing
the same. He had often worked on a
“ springboard” while falling a tree above a
gnarled -and twisted butt and he knew the
advantage of having something to stand on.

At last he decided against it. He would
do a neat job. The stubs sticking out
wouldn’t actually hurt the spar any, but
they might cause trouble when it came to
hauling up the guy cables and trolley.

He continued cutting them off close up
against ‘the trunk, putting everything he
had into every blow. His shoulder muscles
showing through the large arm holes of his
scivvy shirt whipped like ‘steel cables.

He worked at top speed and soon saw
that he was gaining; still he had no false
hopes ‘about winning ‘in a ‘walk. There
‘wasb't ‘any ‘doubt ‘but what Sky Sloane
‘knew his stuff, even if ‘he was willing to
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sharp-shoot on the limbing. Topping eff
was a big job in itself.

At noon they were about even and
interest was at fever pitch, with Big Bill
Madsen the most excited man on the job.
This was ‘a contest to warm the heart of
any timber beast. Practically all the
money in camp was in the hands of the
foreman, who acted as stake holder. The
men were even betting commissary slips
and clothing.

Red was too tired to eat much and was
first out of the mess shack. He didn’t want
to load himself down-and get loggy, either.
He’d have to be on the job every second
if he was to have a chance against Sloane.

* The lips iinto which he stuck a cigarette

were drawn into a tight, straight line as the
cocky laughter of Sky Sloane rose above
the babel of voices inside.

Red was lighting up when, from around
the corner of the mess hall, he heard
Martha talking to her father. , There was
no mistaking the full throated contralto
and Big Bill’'s booming bass.

“Your wages?” Madsen was asking.
“ What you mean, honey?”

“ Just what I'said,” came the girl’s clear
voice. ‘“Wages. I'm mot accepting an al-
lowance any more, and I want my salary
up to date.”

Another of Sloane’s lJaughs kept Red
from hearing what was said between father
and daughter for the next moment or so.
All he caught was Martha’s voice -as the
two moved on. She was saying: “T guess
I can bet on him if I want to, can’t I,
dad? After all, I earned the money.”

Red would have given anything to know
on whom she was placing her -wager.

ED ARNOLD locked across at the
other tree as a gasp came to him from
the crowd on the ground. A six or
eight foot length of rope was falling away
from where Sloane was working. For a

‘full second Red held ‘his breath, expecting

to see the -other rigger fall.

‘Then he heard Sky laugh and saw him
wave his arm to those below. Heard him
shout a cocky reassurance that all was
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well, and noticed that Sloane’s voice
quavered a little.

That had been a close shave. A slightly
misplaced blow from Sky’s ax had clipped
through the loose end of the safety rope
where it had been taken in on account
of the diminishing size of the tree.

A sudden gust of wind catching the top
might have caused it. Or the slipping of
a skag through a piece of uncertain bark.

But if the bitt had fallen on the loop. . .!

Red closed his eyes for an instant, and
on the inside of the lids appeared the pic-
ture of a limp mass at the base of the
tree—every bone broken. A couple of
inches! Maybe only one! By such small
margins does the high rigger gamble with
his life.

The next time he slanted an eye over
at Sky he saw that the other rigger was
again gaining. He gripped the handle of
his double bitted ax tighter and made the
chips fly. His insteps ached from support-
ing his weight on the narrow climbing irons.
His hands were cramped and the small
of his back chafed from leaning and rub-
bing against the safety rope.

A shout came up from the crowd and he
saw that the end of Sky’s light line was
just clear of the ground. Sloane had
limbed his two hundred feet. Red still
had a few to lop off. They were smaller,
though, up there and he made fast time.
As he hacked at them he saw Sloane lower
his ax and pull up a partially filled sack.

When he saw the other rigger tie the bag
to a limb over his head and toss both ends
of the light line free he suddenly realized
what was going on.

Sky was going to shoot the top of.

CHAPTER III.
TRAPPED,

HAT was it. He was going to blow

it off with dynamite, otherwise he

would have held onto his light line.
Now Red knew why Sloane had been into
town. It was to get powder, caps and
fuse.
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Blowing the top off a tree wouldn’t
make as neat a job, but it would be just
as serviceable, and all Madsen had said
was that the tree had to be ready for rig-
ging.

And another thing. Sky would be on
the ground when the charge went off and
the big top came crashing down. He
wouldn’t have to hang up there, tied to the
swaying, vibrating stick; praying that
everything held and that the whip wouldn’t
tear him out of the rope.

A big, sickening knot tied up in the
pit of Red’s stomach as he lowered his ax
and pulled up the saw. He was licked
now. Not a chance of getting his tree
topped off first. It took time to saw
through two feet while hanging on a rope,
and there probably wasn’t another stick of
dynamite closer than tidewater.

Licked! And how could he face all the
boys who had placed their money on him?
He couldn’t. It would be impossible to
stick there and work with them day in and
day out. And a job was a job nowadays.
He even let his mind dwell for a few
moments on how the turn of events had
ruined any chance he might have with
Martha Madsen. That was the bitterest
pill of all, but he refused to let it stop
him from working.

He placed himself so that he could watch
the other tree and started his cut on the
windward side. He could also look down
into the sea of white faces below, and off
near one edge of the crowd he saw a small
figure in light blue. The teeth of his one-
man cross cut saw ate angrily into the
wood and a handful of sawdust came out
with each drag. Still, it would be impos-
sible.

He watched Sky tie the sticks of dyna-
mite in a complete circle around the trunk,
and his only consolation was that his
would be a more workmanlike job. But
that wouldn’t make any difference. - Mad-
sen had said “ topped off,” and there had
been a lot of money bet.

Through the sweat that streamed down
into his eyes—he didn’t bother to wipe it
away now—he saw Sloane uncoil the length



HIGH RIGGER

of fuse, fit the cap, set it, and then start
down.

When Sky came to where the end of the
fuse dangled in the breeze he lit it, then
he shouted and waved his hand at Arnold.
“So long, sap,” he shouted. * See you in
church!” The slow burning fuse splut-
tered above his head as he hurried on down.

A number of those in the crowd below
sent up a rousing cheer. The others were
glumly - silent.  Before tears of helpless
anger mixed with the sweat and almost
blinded him, Red saw a small figure in
blue climb down from the top of a big
stump where she had been standing with
about twenty others.

[TH his eyes closed, Arnold con-
tinued his sawing. Rip-rip! Rip-

rip! There wasn’t a chance, but
he’d finish the job anyway. And when it
was done it would be work he could be
proud of. Madsen, logger that he was,
would admit that.

A shout from below opened his eyes and
he saw that Sky was having trouble getting
his rope over one of the limb stubs he had
left sticking out from the smooth trunk.

Red continued to saw as he watched the
other rigger make a number of trials.

At last the loop reached out to the very
tip, hung there for a second, then dropped
over. It took the full length of Sky's arms
to make it.

A cheer came drifting up, and a few
minutes later it was a groan. Sloane was
stuck at the very next stub below—one
that was still a little longer. The length
of rope that he had accidentally chopped
off made his line too short to circle the
tree and clear the end of the spike.

The spar at that point was perhaps four
feet in diameter. It was like trying to
stick on the side of a house; impossible
to untie the safety line and whip it around
below. Sky looked up at the spluttering
fuse and Red knew exactly what was in
his mind.

Sure enough, Sloane started to climb
again with the intention of cutting free the
fire that was crawling at the rate of a foot

137

per minute toward the charge of dynamite.
It was his only chance, for he had dropped
his light line and there was no way to get
a longer safety rope.

Again he was stopped. He had barely
managed to get his rope over the stub
above as he came down, but going up was
different. A loop can be made to fall by
gravity. Throwing a shortened line up
over it was something else again, Trial
after trial failed. Sky Sloane was trapped.
He couldn’t get up to cut the fuse, and
he couldn’t get down to escape the certain
death that was his if the big top came
crashing around his ears.

He tried the lower stub again and then
gave up. His voice was a panic-stricken
shriek as he shouted down into the tense
faces below. Half the words were unintel-
ligible, but Red heard: “ It’s burning! It’s
burning! For God’s sake do something!”

There was nothing anyone could do. On
the big stump top the foreman winced as
Madsen’s fingers closed around his arm.
The hard-boiled logging camp owner saw
what he had considered a thrilling con-
test turning quickly into stark tragedy;
the black Angel of Death taking a hand in
what was supposed to be just a little fun.

Someone shouted to Red, but he had al-
ready taken in the full import of the situa-
tion. He had untied his two hundred foot
line from his waist and made it fast to a
limb. As he unloosed his safety belt a row
of figures marched rapidly through his
brain.

Dynamite fuse burned at the rate of a
foot a minute, and Sky had used what
looked to be in the neighborhood of a thirty
foot length. Perhaps it was even less than
that, and many of those minutes had al-
ready been wasted. Manila rope a quarter
inch in diameter was tested to something
like five hundred pounds—plenty strong
enough, and plenty small to try and grip.

ED wrapped his legs into the line and
started down, checking his speed
every few feet. He hit the ground

with a thump and ran awkwardly in his
heavy climbers for the other tree.
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“Here! Here’s a line,” cried Madsen.
“Full length. Get it up to him in a
hurry.” He thrust a tight coil toward
Arnold, and then gasped as he saw that
the palms of Red’s hands had been burned
raw by the friction against the new quarter-
inch line.

“Oh, God,” he cried, “ you can’t do it.
Hey, there, you fellows,” he shouted at the
crowd. “ Anyone among you that can
climb. Take his irons. He’s crippled.”
There were big beads of moisture glisten-
ing on his troubled face.

“Give me that line. I can make it.”
Red yanked the coil from Madsen’s grip
and slung it over his shoulder. He whipped
his own safety belt around the tree and
flipped it up as high as it would reach.
He dug his skags in deep and every step
was as high as he could make it.

Silently, the crowd watched as pretty
a performance of fast climbing as any one
-of them had ever seen. Above him Sky
pleaded hysterically with him to hurry.

When Arnold reached Sloane he handed
him the line. “ Get it around you,” he
said. “Let’s get down out of this.”

Sky tried twice to curl his rope around
the trunk, but was too nervous to make
it. He couldn’t keep his eyes on what he
was doing; they kept whipping up to where
the fuse spluttered.

“T can’t do it! I can’t do it,” he cried.
“TIt's too late. Cut the fuse! It’s our
only chance! Cut the fuse!/” Sky Sloane
wasn’t thinking of the contest now. He
was thinking only of his life; and, because
the minutes as a prisoner there must have
seemed like ages, he expected to lose it
any moment.

Red saw stark fear in the other’s eyes.
He wasn'’t exactly as cool as a cucumber
himself, but he wasn’t letting Sky see it.
He whipped his rope up over the other
rigger and started to climb.

“ Cut it is, then,” he grinned.
the doctor.”

Their eyes were on a level, less than
two feet apart. A flash of angry courage
returned to Sky’s face. His lips parted as
though to speak and Red quickly pulled
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himself up another step. He could make
it to the fuse, and he didn’t want the other
to change his mind.

RNOLD forgot his flesh-torn palms.
He forgot his aching insteps and the
burn of the rope on his chafed back.

He walked right up the side of that big
stick and at every jab of his skags he
cursed the stubs that Sloane had left.

Never once did he stop, not even to take
in the slack as the tree got smaller. He
doubled the surplus back against the line
and gripped it with his right hand. When
he made his first grab at the swinging fuse
a gust of wind carried it just out of reach.
The doubled line in his hand slipped and
he fell.

The jumble of voices from below came
up to him as he lay there hanging in the
slack rope, almost straight out from the
tree. The jolt had hurt his back and it
was a full minute before he pulled himself
in again. The voices rose to a cheer that
echoed over the tops of the tall trees as he
cut the fuse less than five feet from the
charge. e

Sky was on the ground busily explaining
what it was all about when Red got down.
“TIl blow the top off that baby yet,” he
said. “ Where’s that sack? There's some
more fuse in it.” ‘

It didn’t surprise Red that the other was
going to try it again. Sky Sloane must
have courage somewhere in his make-up.
If he hadn’t he’d never have become a
high rigger.

The men had swarmed around and Red
shouldered his way through them in the
direction of his own tree. He came face to
face with Tom Green, and he noticed that
the safety pin dangled loose on the flap
of his shirt pocket. i

Not only Tom, but many of the others
had their money on him.

“Let me use your gloves.” He whipped
a pair of pitch covered mule-hides from
his friend’s pocket, then clumped on to his
tree.

“ Hey, there!” It was Madsen’s vaice
that boomed -out above the babel of the
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crowd. “ You can’t go up that spar again.
Look at your hands.”

Red turned, and past Big Bill’s shoulder
he saw a small, tense face watching him
through startled eyes. Only the blond head
and a blue collar were showing above the
drum of the big yarding engine. For a
second their gazes met, then Red faced
Madsen.

“Who said I can’t go up? The job
isn’t finished yet.” Red didn’t mean to
be disrespectful, but his nerves were on
edge. The surprised, but somewhat pleased
look on Madsen’s face, and the quick
brightness that came to the eyes looking
at him over the engine drum, assured him
that no one had taken offense.

FTER the fright he had had, Sky used
plenty of fuse off the hundred foot
roll when he next climbed his tree.

He was safe on the ground for a long time
before the fire came anywhere near the
fulminate of mercury cap that would set
off the ring of dynamite.

Two hundred feet up on the other tree,
Red Arnold drove the five foot saw back
and forth, back and forth. He was hardly
aware of the fact that his gloves were full
of blood. His feet and legs were dead
but quivering—reaction from the fast
climbing on the other spar.

He was still holding his head, though.
At the first pop of the straining wood he
tightened up on his safety belt, strapped
himself close and solidly to the trunk. A
few more strokes of the saw and the heavily
limbed top started to lean. As it tipped
over at right angles the tall stick bent back
against the pressure.

UST at that moment there was a deaf-
ening explosion. The concussion
through the air slapped Red’s face and

the stick whipped a full twenty feet as his
top fell away. Back it came again and the
strain of the rope on his back almost cut
him in two. Snap! Snap! Snap!

At last the vibrations ceased and Red

clung, half dazed, fifteen stories above the
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ground on a more beautiful spire than man
ever built. Beside the graceful tapering
of the proud fir the Washington Monument
would have looked squat and thick, even
though it was higher. It was a neat job.

When Red finally lifted his head on a
neck that felt like it had been used for a
whipcracker, he first saw a fifty foot white
streak where the bare wood showed at the
top of the other tree. Sky’s shot had split
the trunk. Ruined it for use as a spar.

Red felt a little thrill of elation, but
he was too tired, too bruised, and too sore
in every muscle to fully realize what win-
ning meant. He slacked off his safety
rope and started down.

At the bottom everyone wanted to shake
his hand or pat him on the back—even
those who had lost money. Red grinned
and said he was glad he had won. He
was grateful to Tom, who cleared the men
away as Madsen came up.

“ Fine job. Fine job, my boy.” He
started to grasp Red's hand, then took him
by the wrist and shook his arm. “As
nice a piece of toppin’ as I've ever seen.
Where’d you learn your high climbing?”

“T guess I have a confession to make,
Mr. Madsen. I...I... well, I've worked
in the woods all my life, but that’s the
first time I ever topped a spar tree.”

“No-0-o! Well, I’ll be damned.” Mad-
sen’s surprise was real. “You mean to
say that without experience you took that
job just for the extra wages in it?”

Just then Martha Madsen lifted one of
Red’s hands gently in both her own. ¢ Con-
gratulations, Mr. Arnold,” she said, softly.
“You were wonderful . . . and I won a
month’s wages on you.”

Red’s flush grew deeper. Without look-
ing at the camp owner he answered his
question. “ Well,” he said, ‘the wages
was only one of the reasons.”

One of Big Bill Madsen’s eyes closed
in a sly wink.

“1 understand,” he said. “I under-
stand.”” And then as he chuckled and
turned away: ‘ You’ll do, son. Real high
riggers don’t show up on a job every day.”

THE END
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SHOWMAN of THE AIR

utlder of one of the first dirigibles to
fly successfulf{y , inventor of the pars-
chute,and the first man to make a leap
with one, Thomes Seott Baldwin was
known {o old-timers as the “Grand 0ld

Man of the Skies.* He was also the first

totake g heavier-than-air mechine on 8
barnstorming tour, first to train other

air pilots, and first to hold all three pilot
licenses of the Federation Aeronsutique Inter- \ *
natzonale for balloon, dirigible and sirplane.

CAPT.

BorN ;
AT DECATUR, §

TnoﬂAS‘
ILLINOIS, IN 1840

.~ BALDWIN BEGAN '

Z=""""" HIS THRILLING From an EARLY FHOTO

—Z~"" @AREER WITH A CIRCUS AS A BOY ACGROBAT

==~ AND TIGHT ROPE WALKER.. HE MADE ASCENTS

IN GIRCUS HOT-AIR BALLOONS,DOING TRAPEZE‘
STUNTS IN THE AlR. o

IN 1885 HE TOOK UP
BALLOONING. THEN, WHILE
EXPERIMENTING , HE DEVISED A
PARACGHUTE AND MADE A SUCCESSFUL
LEAP AT SAN FRANECISCO; IN 1886. A
YEAR LATER, HE REPEATED THE
HAZARDOUS PERFORMANGE AT HIS
HOME TOWN , QUINCY, LLL., AND AGAIN AT
MANHATTAN BEACGH, NEW YORK . AT THE
LATTER PLACE THE 5KY-GALING MULTI-
TUDES STOOD AGHAST WHEN HE DROPPED Z
SEVERAL HUNDRED FEET BEFORE HIS PARACHUTE OPENED.

A True Story in Pictures Every Week
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THE voune
DAREDEVIL BEGAME
THE WORLD'S GREATEST
OUTDOOR ATTRACTICN
IN ENGLAND HE WAS
LIONIZED, FETED BY
EOWARD, THEN PRINCE ¥
OF WALES,AND RECEIVEDN
IN AUDIENCE BY QUEEN
VICTCRIA. TWO VERY
PROFITABLE WORLD
TOURS FOLLOWED.

TRETURNING TO QUINGY, "™ )
BALDWIN RAN AN AMUSHQENT
PARK AND SET UP A BALLOON
AND PARACHUTE FAC-
TORY. HE 500N

TURNED HIS IN-
VENTIVE eemuq

TO THE DIRI6I8
AND BUILT A
CIGAR-SHAPED
MOTOR-DRIVEN BALLOON
THAT AMAZED SPECTATORS!
HE ALSO BUILT THE FIRST
AIRSHIP 10 BE PUT IN SERVICE

BY THE U.8.ARMY,

Zu 1910, BALOWIN ESTAR-
LISHED THE FIRST LAND-AND-WATER AIR
STATION AT OAKWOOD BEACH, STATEN ISLAND.
THERE HE BUILT A HEAVIER-THAN-AIR MACHINE,
HIS’RED DEVILY 'WITH THIS FRAIL BIPLANE HE
MADE SOME SENSATIONAL FLIGHTS OVER THE
ISLAND AND THRILLED THOUSANDS OF PEOPLE
ON HIS BARNSTORMING TOURS ABOUT THE COUNTRY,
AT LAST HE GAVE UP ACTIVE FLYING AND

BEGAN TO TRAIN AIRMEN, HE CAME
OUT OF THE WORLD WAR WITH THE
RANK OF MAJOR.. HE DIED IN
1923,UNSCATHED BY A SING
INJURY, DESPITE, H!S COUNTLES.
STUNTS
ALOFT.

\

P e

Next Week: Gen. Tsai Ting-kai, Hero of Shanghai
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FURTHER sand hog evidence:

Glendale, L. I, N. Y.

Answering Ramsey’s letter of the Dec. 8th issue
pertaining to the * Chief's” report that he recalled
only one man who ever went through the tunnel
heading and came up through the river, I remarked
about the incident to one of the old sand hogs who
worked on that job as an all-around tunnel man.
This man, Pete, was on the shift previous, Harry
Fletcher's gang. He had just got up in the hog
house in time to see the blow. He saw Marshie
Maybie come up. The other two, Driver and
McCarthy, came up ahead of Maybie; and one
of these (he forgets which) was killed when he
hit the bottom of a scow. The body of the
other was recovered later.

Also, on the first East River job Dick Crear-
don came through, and at last report was still
alive. Making two alive and two dead. Pete
says he does not remember Borden Chase, unless
he worked under a different name; but he says
the author sure knows his tunnel work.—Pete
also remembers Joe Cavanagh, who wrote a letter
in the Dec. 22nd issue, and says he hopes to meet
him on the 38th St. job.

I hope this clears up the discrepancy in the
“ Chief's” story.

Just another reason why I have been a reader
of Arcesy for over twenty years; its true-to-life
stories. E. S. FrrzGiesoxs.

New York City.

Mr. Ramsey’s letter, in your Dec, 8th issue,
about Borden Chase’s “East River” was espe-
cially interesting to me, for my father also worked
under the East River during the construction of
the subway tunnels some twenty-five years ago.
I have often heard him tell of a fellow worker
having been blown right up through the river
bed, as a result of a break. When this discussion
in *“ Argonotes” came up, I asked him if he ve-
called the man’s name. He said it was Creardon
—and, as he is not an ArGosy reader, his memory
had not been refreshed nor furnished by the story.
In reply to my question, “Are you sure that
was his name?” Father said he ought to be, as
Creardon once extinguished a fire that had caught
onto his (my father’s) clothes. As far as he
knew, Creardon was little the worse for his un-
usual experience in bobbing up to the surface of
the river, and was back on the job in a day or so.

Howarp G. BERGMAN,

RGOSY establishes new style in
octopods :

New York City.

I have no desire to knock the Arcosy or its
writers. 1 read the magazine regularly, and 1
think it is the best in the market. Also, the stories
are generally excellent.

scriptions.

published during 1934.

all the issues from cover to cover.

published will receive subscriptions.

us not later than March gth, 1935.

HAT is your idea of the best story (of any length, from short story to serial) published

in Arcosy during the year 19347 For the twelve post cards or letters from readers

which, in the opinion of the editors, give the best reasons why this or that story stood

out above all others, the magazine will reward the letter-writers with twelve full, yearly sub-

We don’t want mere praise; we are interested in finding out exactly what stories
you most liked, so that in future we may give you more fiction of the same kind.

It isn’t necessary for you to have read every story in every one of the fifty-two issues

If there was some story which struck your fancy enough so that it

stands out in your memory above all others, even though you read but five or ten out of the

whole fifty-two copies of the magazine, write us and tell us why you liked tbat story. You

will have just as good a chance to win one of those twelve subscriptions as someone who read
But we must know why you liked the story.

Letters selected by the editors will be published from week to week, but not all letters

Make your letter as long or as brief as you want to, and still give all your ceasons. Then
address it to The EDITOR, The Arcosy, 280 Broadway, New York City, so that it will reach
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I suppose it is because I know something about
diving that Gordon MacCreagh’s tale, “ Diver's
Chances,” annoyed me. The point might not
annoy others, but I was surprised to learn that
an octopus has a neck—and that it could be
snipped off, Also that an octopus can dart out
its head to see what is going on.

An octopus has abeut as much head as an
elephant. His simple innards are covered with
a mantle which spreads a bit, so that the eight
arms seem webbed close to the body. The eyes
are above the main tentacles, or arms, the mouth
below. It has no head at all. It uses its arms
as legs when walking on the sea bottom. The
mouth is a beak, a pair of mandibles. And

not all the deepsea octopods have inkbags.

I think MacCreagh should stick to writing of
things he knows about. Somehody has been
stuffing him about that pair of shears and the
rod-like neck.

Also the artist has got all the suckers on the
wrong sides of the arms.

They should be underneath. And the eyes are
projecting,

I have seen many of the big specimens. There
is one in the Bishop Museum, Honolulu, with a
twenty-two foot spread. It is suspended from
the ceiling of one of the rooms.—And they go
bigger than that!

DonN PATERSON.

LOOKING AHEAD!

of the Legion—

GRENADES FOR THE COLONEL

An exciting novelette of the Foreign Legion battling against sedition and the
worst enemy of all—dissension in the ranks. By a man well-known for his stories

By J. D. NEWSOM

system was in an upheaval.

THE MOON PLOT

A fantastic story of the space revolt in 2535 A.D., when the entire Interplanetary

By RAY CUMMINGS

TWO SECONDS SLOW

An autoracing feud which is fought out by two furious drivers who use psychology
as well as their roaring motors to win a coveted prize.

By RICHARD HOWELLS WATKINS

COMING TO YOU IN NEXT WEEK’S ARGOSY—FEBRUARY 16th.

LINCOLN AND INDIAN HEAD

PENNIES WANTED

WE PAY 52 chcH IF MORE THAN

uP TO 11 YEARS oLD

and up to 3500 for certain U. 8. Cen
Send 10c today for 16 page fully 111ustrated catalog
NATIONAL OOIN CO.
Box 731SM. MILWAUKEE, WIS,

“-E DON'T BE CUT
Until You Try This
Wonderful Treatment

for pile suffering. If you have piles in
any form write for a FREE sample of
Page’s Pile Tablets and you will bless
the da that vou read thia. Write today. E. R.
Page Co.,2281-T Page 8ldg,, Marshall, Mich,

TRIAL LESSON IN

If over 17 years of age send for this Free Trial
Lesson in Drafting. Interesting and instructive.
Shows how easy to learn at home by C.T.C.
Method, We furnish all tools. Get ready now for
money-making npnortunmes opening for trained
Draftsmen. Write today
CHICAGO TECH COLLEGE

B-291 Tech Bldg., 148 E. 26th St., Chicage, i,

No JoKE To BE DEAF

vcry deaf person knows thate
Mr, Way madehlmuu’heuhmw‘tchmhfm
Abein daaf for twenty-five years,withhis Artie
cial Ear Drums. He wore them day and night,
hey stopped his head
oises. Theyare invisible
andcomfortable nowires
or_batteries. Write for
TRUE STORY. Also
bookleton Deafness.

THE WAY connuv""
926 Hofmann Bidg. Detroit, Michigan




ADVERTISING. SECTION

RIGHT NOW, WE ARE SAVING

“IT’s not as easy to save now as it was three or
four years ago, because our income has been re-
duced. But Dorothy and I decided, when I got
my first raise after finishing that International
Correspondence Schools Course, to save some-
thing each month—and it’s fun! Once we-had
the amount up to $100, and we will get it back
there one of these days.

“If T had not taken that I. C. S. Course 1
probably wouldn’t even have a job today. That

training has been a life saver to me. It gives me
a sense of security, to say nothing of a few pro-
motions and raises in pay. The truth is, I expect
to-capitalize on it the rest of my life.”

Is making both ends meet one of your problems
these days? Then you must make yourself more
valuable, and nothing will help you more than an
I.C.S. home-study course. Thousands of suc-
cessful men testify to this statement. Mail the
coupon for complete information.

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

*T he Universal University”
Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, “Who Wins
and Why,” and full particulars about the subject before which I have marked X:

*

BOX 2170-F, SCRANTON, PENNA,

)ullding Estitanting
ed Millworking

[u]

O Structural Draftsman

O Welding, Elentrm and
O R Shol

Architest
: Architectural Draftaman
W

[u] (,outnuwr and Builder

D Telegraph Engineer

O Telephone Work

D Mechaaical Engineer

O Mechanica) Draftaman

i [} Tooliraker
O Patternmaker

D) Structurat Engineer Hoy Traatmcnt of Metala
O Inveating and Patenting Bridge Engineer
[ Electri Entlnosr o Rndgc and Building Foreman

O Gas Engines ([ Diesel Enging

Gea O Aviation En:lnu

TECHNICAL AND INDDUSTRIAL COURSES

Plumbing [ Steam Fitting
O Heating 0 Ventilation
O Bheet Met.al Worker
[u] bmm Eng

3 Steam Elol:l.ne Endnm

B Civil Engineer

L3 Surveying and Mapping
Refrigeration

OR. mOtives

DOR. R Segtion Foreman

D R. R. Bridge and Building

[0 Air Brakes O R. R. Signa)man
O Highway Engineering
8 Chemistry [1 Phumuv

ining Enginee
[u} Nav:nuon 0 Air Cnndmnnm‘
O Boilermaker
D Textile Overseer or Supt.
[ Cotton Manufacturing
O Woolen Maaufacturing
O Agriculture O Fruit Gmwlﬂl
O Pouttry Farming O Redio

OA Foreman 0 Marine Engincer
BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES

0O Business Management D C. P. Accountant Bervice Station Saleamanehip O Railway Mail Clerk
D Office Management O Boakkee mnx Firet Year College O Grade Bohool Subjecta
O Induatrial M; [u] O Business Correspoodenes O High Sehool Bubjects
D Traffic Management O Sp: -nhh D Fr.n«l |:| I_-nerma Show Cudn D 8igns [ College paratory

Aocoustaney su and Typing 5] Illunrntlu

Cost Aocountast OA D Cnul Serua 0O Mail Castier [ Cartooning
Name. Are. 4dd;
City. State. Oc 05

1§ yok reside in Canada, send this coupom do the I o Behools Limiied, Montresd; Concde

In answering ihia advertizement &t {8 desiradle ihat you meniion IMs magazine.
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Provides Faster Pick-Up—More Power—
Greater Milcage and Smoother Running.

GET FREE INFORMATION

cU=MA
: tor C’gntrol .

Carbure
the GOt Brcallliey »

AT LAST! A ive engineers have hed down the barriers
to perfected combustion! The new VACU-MATIC solves the secret
of greater power! With almost magical action, this amazing inven-
tion instantly puts new life and pep in any motor. It adds mileage to
every gallon of gasoline . . . produces split-second pick-up, sensitive
accelerator response, greater speed and smoother running . . . un-
folding a new driving thrill for you!

Entirely New — Nothing Like I#!

The self-starter—four wheel brakes—knee action—streamlining . . .
and now VACU-MATIC! The greatest motor improvement of recent
oyears! With it, engineers have achieved a practical means of
AUTOMATICALLY balancing air and gasoline in correct propor-
tions for ALL speeds! Functioning directly with the manifold vacu-
um, VACU-MATIC actually “breathes” when needed, giving your
motor correct combustion. Sharply cuts fuel wastes, saves dollars in
gas costs, reduces carbon and gives your engine new pep, greater
power and longer life.

Fits All Cors
Agpgtsiand VACU-MATIC i d of si
- 18 constructe: ol six parts.
Salesmen electrically welded into one unit, correctly

If you are Inter-
exted in earning
up to $15 daily,
check coupon.
Exclusive terri-
tories now being
granted.

adjusted and sealed at the factory. Nothing
to regulate. Any motorist can attach VACU-
MATIC in ten minutes, Once in, its only
reminder is the surge of instant power and
speed it gives to the motor and the savings
it affords your pocketbook.

The VACU - MATIC Co., Wauwatosa, Wis.
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¢ The above letler from Californir Ja unsolicited, and I8

Just one of the many letters recelved from enthuslastlc users,

Guaranteed Gas Savings

The VACU-MATIC proves itself on every car. It is guaranteed
to give worth-while gas savings, quicker pick-up, and more power
or it costs you nothing. “On a test I gained an average of 4 miles
on a gallon,” writes Alex Wertz. “Vacu.matic is the best I have
ever tried.” Clarence Rutzin—"I have tried the Vacu-matic on
several tests and find that I get between 5 and 6 miles per gallon
increase, have more mileage, have greater pickup.”
Free Detalls

Learn about this remarkable device that so greatly affects the
entire performance of your motor. Learn why your car is costing
you extra money to operate without VACU.MATIC. See why
your VACU-MATIC equipped car will leap away from traffic
without sputter or hesitation. Discover a new driving thrill and
enjoy the savings that more than offsets VACU-MATICs slight
cost. Get the facts! Write today!

= = = = FREE OFFER COUPON: = = = =
THE VACU-MATIC COMPANY

7617-68 W. Btute Bt.. Wauwatesa, Wis.

Genllemen: Please send me full particulars concerning the
Vacu-matic and details of your Free Offer. This el course
does not oblignte me in any way,

Name.
Address
Ciy. State.....-

[] Check here if interested in selling proposition.
- = .- - e = - - - - w W
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STPYOUR Rllpfllre

‘Worries!

C. E. BROOKS, Inventor of Brooks Appliance

)

of (ol

Showsrupture

Shows old-style

beforeold-style truss in place. The
truss was ap- walls of wound can-
plied. not come together.

Acureisimprobable,

I

)
F'G~3{ FIG.4

Shows perfected in-
vention in place.
Note how edges are
drawn together in
normal position.

Shows rupture
before Auto-
maticAir Cush-
ion is in place.

 PROOF!

Reports on Reducible
Rupture Cases

“LIFTS 400 LBS.!”

‘‘Have no furtheruse for your Appli-
ance as I'm O. K. Wore it a year. I
now can lift 400 Ibs.. without any
fear.”—John L.Helges, 635 W. Locust
St., York, Pa.

“CAN RUN UP HILL”
“‘I had a rupture abont 14 years, then
pplianee for 3.1t is sbout
threw it away. I feel
fine, gaining weight nicely. I can run

op down hill which I never conld
before.”” — Mr. J. Soederstrom, 2909
Trowbridge Ave., Cleveland,0.

-

Sent On Trial!

Myinvention isneversold in stores
nor by agents. Beware of imitations!
You can get it only from my U. S.
factories or from my 33 foreign
offices! AndP’ll send it toyou on trial.
If you don’t like it—if it doesn’t
“work”—it costs you NOTHING.
But don’t buy now. Get the facts
aboutit FIRST! Writeme today. I'tll
answer in plain, sealed envelope
with amazinginf ormationfree. Stop
Your RuptureW orries; send coupon!

BROOKSAPPLIANCE CO.
172 State St. Marshall, Mich.

Learn About My Perfected
Unique Rupture Invention!

Why worry and suffer with that tup-
ture any longer ? Learn now about my
rupture invention. It has
brought ease, comfort, and happiness
to thousands by assisting Nature in re-
lieving and curing many cases of re-
ducible hernial You can imagine how
happy these thousands of rupture suf-
ferers were when they wrote me to
report relief, comfort and cures! How
would YOU like to be able to feel
that same happiness—to sit down and
write me such a message—a few months
from today? Hurry —send coupon
quick for Free Rupture Book, PROOF
of results and invention revelation!

Mysterious-Acting Device
Binds and Draws the Broken
Parts Together as You Would

a Broken Limb!

Surprisingly — continually—my per-
fected Automatic Air Cushions draw
the broken parts together allowing
Nature, the Great Healer, to swing into
action! All the while you should ex-
perience the most heavenly comfort
and security. Look! No obnoxious
springs or Fads or metal girdles! Na
salves or plasters! My complete a
pliance i feather-lite, durable, invisible,
sanitary and CHEAP IN PRICE!
Wouldn’t YOU like to say “good-bye”
to rupture worries and “hello” to
NEW freedom . . . NEW glory in
living . . . NEW happiness—with the
help of Mother Nature and my
mysterious-acting Air Cushion
Appliances?

Rupture Book FREE!

CONFIDENTIAL COUPON
for RUPTURE SUFFERERS

H.C.BROOKS. 172 Sute St,, Marshall, Mich.

[}
I
i
Rush me yqur new Free Book, amazing rup- H
ture method revelation, proof of results. all H
1
)
ll

without pbligation, and in plain, sealed en-
velope.
Name

._Suu whether for Mas (0, Woman [, er Child O
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