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Snake
Charmer

RICHARD WORMSER

Author of “ El Caballera,”
‘Money in the Ashes,” etc.

| N

Bullets from phantom guns, a rotéamg inn and a girl with frigltemed
eyes—tittmese things Dase MbtNNUlly fowmt when he went
hunting snakes in that FElovidu sswawep

CHAPTER 1.
REPTILES WANTED.

AVE MCNALLY sat with his

feet on his roll-topped desk and

angu dlﬁﬁsde ned a g 5}

was neit er §z%:ngsteiralgl)r1eg?e etecthe

s SI“I)O{FIEI‘ Jah hegun o egdce £t

priva ective
ufri sportsman; the gun would certain-
6

ly not have suited either of the first
two classes of marksmen, and few
sportsmen have ever handled an elec-
tric elephant rifle.

Below his window Times Square rat-
tled and roared, with the clamor of a
million people trying 4o make a dime,
and another million trying to spend



one. The sun was going down behind
the Hudson, and enough of its rays
came through the canyons of the For-
ties to shine in Dave’s gray eyes. He
turned his swivel chair so as to face
the other way. Now he was confront-
ed with the hieroglyphies that are the
baekward fef:

D. N. McNALLY
Expeditions & Amusements

A shadow bulked behind the plate
glass background for this message, and
the door opened.

Tihe snake eolledv\’o spring

“ Don’t. shoot,"” - the newcomer said,
“T'll come down.”

McNally laid down the rifle and
swung to his feet. He gazed down at
the visitor with something like amuse-
ment in his face. “ Hiyah, Jake. I
thought the MeLaren - Carnival was
playing the cornbelt.”

Jake McLaren sighed, sitting down.
“ The cornbelt’s playing it,” he said.
“ You seen the reports? Some weeks
we almost make enough to buy wood
for the cook tent, if we had any food
to cook. I'm running the sideshow for
& concession out at the island|”
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“ Yeah? How's that goimg?”

“ Not so good, Dave, or 1 wouldn't
be. here,” Jake McLaren said sadly.
“ What with midget villages and such,
the corapetish’s too high. Know where
we can pick up one good frealk?"

“ Nothing that isn't being used some
place on the Midway alreadfy.”

Jake McLaren got down to cases,
He pulled up his trousers over his fat
knees, rested his hands on his haunch-
es and leaned over. “ Dave,” he said,

the gun what runs this show has
dough. Real dough, and he'll sink it
all to make the concesh pay out. Now,
I can get Steffa Ninksa, you know, the
snake charmer. She’s got the class and
the looks—only she ain't got the
snakes. I want you should get us the
two largest snakes in captivity, only
the largest, what I mean.”

McNally laughed. “ Eor a minute I
thought you meant business, Jake. But
snakes, you can wire to Elorida, get
snakes for two bucks apiece. Large
as Steffo will handle *em.”

“ No, Dave, you can't. See, we really
mean snakes. Now, down in a swamp
behind St. Michael City, when I was
down there last winter, I heard about
real snakes. Only none of the natives
would go get ‘em for me. Big fellas,
twelve feet long and mpre, and thick
as Steffa hersdif.”

Dave looked interested. “ Natives
wouldn't get 'em, huh? That's funny.
Those Florida crackers down there
pride themselves on going up against
anything, Jake. How come?”

Jake looked apologetic. “ Well, you
would laugh at me, Dave, only I got
the money to put on the line. They
say there are ghosts in that swamp.
See, I knew you'd laugh, only—I want
those snakes. The swamp’s only a eou-
ple of miles long, by about a mile wide.
You can cover it in two days”

The fat man reached into his pock-
et, brought out a wallet. At the sight
of the money, Dave McNally began to
grin. He flicked a hand towards the
door. “O. K,,” he said. “ You see the
sign. Expeditions & Amusements,
This sounds like more of an amuse-
ment than an expedition, Jake, but it's
your money.” He reached for a time
table. * Wihere is this place »”

“ Rawley Acres, just outside of St
Michael City,” Jake said. “ This Raw-
ley was a real estate guy, like they had
in Florida during the boom. Sinece he
went broke, the thing’s gone back te

the swamps.”
Dave McNally wrote it down. . . .

E taxi driver said: “TIhere’s
Rawley Acres we's running along
‘now.” He jerked a hand over the

edge of the wheel. Off into the palmet-
to scrub and jackpine ran concrete
pavements, each a half a city block
long; their edges were covered over by
sand and weeds, their ends were 16
place. “Peck of money been lest in
thet swamp,” the taxi drlver added,
cheerfully. ™ Yes, sif, some fella with
net mueh oA his mind, he figgered eut
one day every 'gater if that swamp's
werth five theusand dellars. Gave eld
fhaf Ravwley half a ‘gater myself, baek
when he was prometing.”

Dave McNally studied the swamps
that began just back of those futile
pavements. “ Wiat happened to Raw-
ley?”

“ Got on a boat to go. up to N"Yawk
to study with a bondholders’ commit-
tee. Boat got there, but Rawley
didn’t.”

“ Jumped or fell, en?"

“ Reckon so. He'd a hundred thowu-
sand dollars’ wuth of insuranee, sefe
say a million. His wife toek it, she
travels to Europe now all the time,
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Raickon she couldn’t face all the folks
round here lost money.” He turned
the car off the road. “ Yon’s the beach,
mister. Really almost an island, 1
guess, ‘tween the acres and the ocean.
You aimin’ to sell somethin’ out
yeah?”’

“T'm staying a few days,” McNally
said. “ There’s a hotel, isn’t there?”

“ Yes, sir, that there is!* The taxi
driver seemed amused. “ Sure is. Mi-
nus only a roof, and mebbe a wall or
two. Reckon I'll have to lug you back
to town again, but it won’t cost you
nothin’, mister.”

“ I'll make out all right,” Dave said.
“T11 only be here a day or so. There
are some people living here, aren’t
there?’

“ Yeah, some families on the beach,
squatters like. You wouldn't want to
sell them nothin’, though. No money.”

“I'm not selling amgtiing’*

The driver slowed down over the
rutty, half shell road. “No? Well,
mister, there’s your hotel. Guess we
can start back now.”

Dave McNally looked. It was a big
place; but tropical wind and sand had
taken half the roof off; palmetto scrub
and beach grass had ruined the land-
scaped garden; the wreck of an old
sofa had been used to replace a broken
front step. Rusty metal strewed the
pereh,

Only smoke from a lean-to at one
end proved that it had not been aban-
doned.

The driver watched Dave McNally
quizzically.

“ All right,” Dave said. “ Let's get
the bags out. I'm stayiimg*

The taxi driver pulled out Dave's
suitcases, his hunting bags, piled them
on the broken sofa. * Sure you know
what you're doin’, young man? You
ain't sellin' nothin’, ain't visitin' kin-

folk; seems like a moughty funny
place for a rest.”

“ Here, 1 owe you a dollar,” Dave
said. “ I'm down here hunting snakes,”
he added.

The driver's face froze. “It's all
right with me,” he said levelly. “I'm
not one to be a bad loser. Only, there's
folks around here ain’t never forgot
how to run a lynchin’ party.” He
kicked the car into gear with a heavy
foot on the clutch pedal, and nearly
went over Dave's toes. “ Snake hunt-
ef,” he muttered eontemptuously as the
ear seudded away down the road.

AVE looked around. Down the
beach, nearly hidden by the sand
dunes, three or four little shacks

nestled; there was smoke coming from
the top of one. Behind him lay the
swamps, their lush foliage waving
over more sand dunes; and ahead, be-
tween him and the surfy beach, was
the hotel.

He picked up his bags, leaped over
the rear end of a car, lying half buried
in the sand, and started up the hotel
steps. The first step cracked under him
and his foot went through, scraping
the skin off his ankle.

He swore mildly and considered the
next move. To walk up the steps was
obviously unsafe; on the other hand, to
get up by jumping would be worse,
because the porch looked as though it
would surely give way if anyone
jurnped on it.

He finally worked out the problem;
the sand had piled up on one end of
the hotel and he would go around there
and make his entrance. He fastened
the rifle over his shoulder in its can-
vas case, and took a firm grip on the
bags. As he walked, the soft sand gave
way under him and filled his shoes,
frade the serape on his ankle sting.



10

Wihen he rounded the corner of the
hotel, something went plunk into the
soft wood, and a splinter stung his
cheek.

It was a bullet. The noise of the shot
had evidently been drowned out by the
booming of the surf.

Dave McNally dropped his bags, and
dropped himself too, to lie down be-
hind them. He quickly unfastened the
canvas cover, slid out his rifle, assem-~
bled it. It was a big bore Mannlicher,
brought along for 'gators; it ought to
be able to take on whoever had shot at
him.

But there was nothing to be seen
but the soft waving of the salt hay
on the dunes. Dave shoved the bags
aside, and lay for a moment in full
view. When there was no further shot,
he went forward, crouched over and
running, and flung himself down be-
hind a wrinkle in the sand. Five inches
from his nose a fiddler crab dove for
its hole; a little farther on, a chame-
leoni stared at him unblinkingly, then
scuttled away.

E got his knees under him and
grasped the rifle, then ran for a
small dune. Wihile he was still

moving, a puff of smoke came up from
behind a dune, and sand spurted be-
hind him. This time he thought he
heard the crack of a rifle.

He lay still, staring at the top of
the dune from which the shot had
come. Whoewver had shot had evident-
ly dropped back without waiting to see
if he had hit anything. Wiith that kind
of shooting, a man ought to be able
to get right. up on the hidden gun
worker and smoke him out. Dave be-
gan to think up things to say to the
law about self-defemse. Or was there
any law on Rawley Acres?

The grass on the top of the dune
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moved suspiciously. Wihoever the man
was up there, he was coming up for
another shot. Dave watched him
through his telescopic sight.

A voice behind him said, cooelly, * It
is out of season for ducks.”

Dave looked over his shoulder. A
pair of legs that ended in beach shoes
at one end and culottes at the other;
a short sleeved cotton jersey; a head
of bobbed hair. He let go of the rifle,
rolled over, grabbed the ankles above
the beach sandals, and jerked.

The girl went over hard, and land-
ed on top of him. He shoved her off,
held her down with an elbow, and mut-
tered: “Lie stilll There's someone
shooting at me from up on thjit dune.”

The girl wriggled free and stood up,
brushing the sand off her. “ Don’t be
fidiculous,” she said. “ There's no one
there.” She walked ahead of him, right
along the line of his rifle barrel; there
was nothing to do but get up and go
with her. But Dave kept the rifle cud-
dled in his arms at the alert.

“ My name is Virginia Rawley,” the
girl said. “ I own the hotel back there™
It was an obvious request for Dave
McNally’s name and business. He gave
her the first, and added: “ I'm hunting
snakes for a sideshow. I hear there
are some beauties in the swamps here.”

The girl didn't bother to answer
that. They were at the foot of the dune
now; Dave raised the rifle, and yellsdl:
“ Stand up. I'm coming after you."

There was no answer.

“Iksn’t that rather childisgn?”’ Vir-
ginia Rawley said, and walked up to
the top of the dune. “ You see? There
is no one up here”

Dave went up after her, pointed.
“ See? Someone was lying in the sand
there. And the salt grass is pressed
down there, where he walked on it to
keep from leaving footprints.”
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“1 don't see a thimg,"” the girl said.
She turned on her heel and started
back for the hotel.

Dave McNally looked at her quiz-
zically, and then followed her back
again.

But he did not much care for the
idea of turning his back on the dune.

CHAPTER II.
CLOSED DOORS.

E caught up with her at the spot

where he had dropped his bags.

“1Is this your hotel, Miss Raw~
lev?" he asked.

“1 rent it. Yes!"

“ That's fine. I don't reckon I'll be
here more than two or three days; just
long enough to round up some natives,
and go through the swamps. 1If these
snakes are as big as I think they are,
they ought to be easy to fiindl”

“I'm sorry. The hotel doesn’t take
guests.”

Dave grinned at her, picked up his
bags, and shoved past her through a
door. He was in a kitchem; he set the
bags down there, walked through an-
other door. He was now in what had
been the main ballroom of the hotel;
it was i mueh better repair than the
outside would have led him to believe.
1n back of the front entrance there was
a reemn that had obvleusly been the of-
fiee.

He dug under broken chairs, three-
legged tables, a gutted sofa to find
what he was looking for—a copy of
the hotel license. It was many years
out of date.

He carried it back to the girl. His
lips were pressed down tight over his
teeth. “ Look,"” he said. “ This is a li-
censed hotel. You can't refuse to take
me in.”
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“ That thing is ten years old,” the
girl said.

“ But you are not the owner,” Dave
pointed out. “ You can't do anything
to destroy his property rights. ©Once
you refuse to take in guests, you pre-
vent his ever taking out amotirer—"

He was having such a fine time with
his ridiculous argument that he did not
notice what the girl was doing. She
had moved around behind him, and
something round and hard suddenly
pressed into him. From a rifle length
behind him the Rawley girl saiidi:
“FHidk up your bags-and get out of
here.”

He raised his hands and slowly
turned around to face her. She was
holding his Mannlicher, pointed at
his midriff, and her hands were not
shaking. “ You heard me, snake hunt-
er,” she said. “This is my home.
Please leave.”

His face got cold and hard, and he
bent over and picked up his two bags.
He said, clearly: “1 could swing this
one bag into the rifle barrel and the
other into your face, and knock you
for a loop before the bullet could get
up the barrell”

“ But you’re not going to,” she said,
“or you wouldn’t have told me.*

“ No,” he said, “ I'm not. 1've notih-
ing to gain by it; I wouldn't sleep in
your hotel anyway. But,” he said,
walking down the side porch and start-
ing over the sand, “ 1 never knew a girl
to go to so much trouble for a pair of
snakes. They must be pets of youirs,”
he added, for no reason at all. ™ Of
relatives.”

The change in her voice was so
marked that it brought him around on
his heel. “ Get out of here!” she
shrieked. Her face was white and
drawn. “@hit of here, will you? Are

you crazy?’
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“ No,” Dave said. “ But one of us
is. So long, pal. Can I have my rifle
back?”

She didn't answer. But her nerves
were so obviously taut that he walked
away. There was always the danger
that her hands would shake, and the
trigger jerk back. He still did not be-
lieve she had ever meant to shoot him.

E found a path towards the
shacks he had seen. Sitting on
a fallen palmetto, he took off his
shoes, shook the sand out of them. He
found himself moved to an unusual
extent: there was something indescrib-
ably horrible about a girl who was so
young, pretty and well educated, and
who had in some way been worked
into a pesition where she would threat-
en to shoet any stranger who came
near her.

Barnum knew that Dave McNally's
life had been no bed of roses. He had
been in all the worst corners of all the
continents of the world, looking for
freaks and animals; and his childhood
had been spent with the Wild West
Shew in which his mother was a rider.
His father had been a carnival advance
agent.

There were few things that could
shake him, but this was one of them.
For this girl was so obviously from
a class of society that did not go
around shooting people. She belonged
among her own kind, at Miami or
Newport, Park Avenue or Grosse
Point, and not squatting in an aban-
doned hotel between the deserted beach
and a swamp.

Dave lit a cigarette and tucked it
between his lips while he opened the
larger of his grips. He extracted an
Army .45 automatic, wiped the excess
grease off it, and shoved a clip into
the butt. On second thought, he worked
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a cartridge into the chamber; might
as well be ready .for anything. The
leather armpit holster showed under
his vestless coat, but that was just as
well; maybe if these crackers up the
beach knew he was armed they'd meet
him with a little respect.

Rawley, he thought, standing up
and throwing the cigarette away. Vir-
ginia Rawley, of Rawley Acres. A
daughter, probably, of the Rawley who
had killed himself when the real estate
development failed. And her father's
failure, the loss of the family money,
had made her a little screwy.

But somehow that theory didn't hold
water. . ..

He went around a dune and came in
sight of the cluster of shacks.

There were five of them, and they
were not prepossessing. He selected the
largest, the one from which smoke was
coming, and went up. A side door, grit-
ted with blown sand till the paint was
all gone, a window with wadded news-
paper replacing most of the panes, and
an outside shower to wash off salt
water.

AVE McNALLY rapped on the
door. Then he stepped back a
pace, his hands ready to go up

to his armpit if mecessary.

Wihen no one answered, he rapped
again.

Finally the door opened and a man
stepped out. He was dressed in over-
alls and battered sneakers; about six
feet tall, very wiry, and wasted away
to a scorbutic hundred and fiifty
pounds. Deep hollows separated his
unshaven jaws from his lackluster
eyes.

To this unpromising figure there
was added a rifle, cradled in the over-
alled arms.

“ My name's McNally,” Dave said
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pleasantly. ¥ I'm hunting snakes for a
circus. Could you put me up for a cou-
ple of nights and give me a hand in
rounding up some men to go into the
swamps #”

The man drawled a syllable in the
flat, nasal cracker accent. The syllable
was, “ Naw.” He started to close the
door again.

“I'm not selling anythimg,” Dave
said. He tried a disarming grin; the
cracker remained armed. “1 can pay
two dollars a night for my room and
board, and I'll pay five dollars a day
each for three men to help me round
up these snakes”

The cracker said, “ Naw."” But there
was a little interest in his eyes.

“ That's thirtty~four dollars for two
days,” Dave said, encouraged. *“ The
man who helped me could have it all,
and pay his two helpers whatever they
had to have out of it.”

Automatically the cracker's lips got
round, with another N-——but then he
stepped out and closed the door behind
him. *“ Could bring a pa’r of snakes
into town foah you,” he said. “ Ten
dollars each.”

This was getting some place. “ Go
on,” Dave said gently, “any cracker
in Florida will go into the swamps
and bring me a pair of cottonmouths
and a ’gator for a five dollar bill. I
want big snakes. Half a foot through,
and ten feet long.”

“They's in the swamps, misteh. I
could git 'em foh yuh. Biggest snakes
in Floridy.”

“ Those are the ones,” Dave said.
“ Only my time's worth money. I want
to go along, and get this over with. I
don’t want to have to stay here more
than two days.”

The cracker was definitely interest-
ed now. “ Ah kin git 'em, misteh. Yuh
ask innybody in St. Michael. Lafe

CHARMER

13

Overholt’s bin around these swamps
all his life, they'll tell yuh, 'n’ he ain't
scared of nothiinr"*

Some devil in Dave made him ask,
“ Notiningy?*

Lafe Owerholt's face hardened . . .
like the taxi driver's had done. He
said, “ Naw,” and reached behind him
for the doorknob. The paintless door
slammed in Dave's face.

As Dave turned around he saw
faces disappearing through the dirty
windows of the other shacks. He
knocked on each of the three doors in
turn; when there was no answer, he
yelled, “ Wall, I'll be camping on the
beach. Come talk it over if you want

that money.”

THERE was a path from the
shacks to the beach. He carried
his bags down it, dumped them
above the high-water line, and dragged
down a piece of driftwood stump to sit
on. There was some bar chocolate,
emergency rations, in his suitcase; he
got out a bar and chewed on it. The
surf looked attractive, and he was hot;
but he certainly couldn’t afford to
leave his automatic on the beach.

He took a chance on the bags,
though, and when he had finished the
chocolate - walked back toward Over-
holt’s place. As he came up the path,
some towheaded kids squealed and ran
away through the salt hay.

Dave got himself a drink from the
outside shower at Lafe Overholt's
house, and then went back to the
beach. He took a rubber poncho from
his bag, stretched it on the sand, and
lay down, his head pillowed on the
smaller suitcase. At least, it didn’t Jook
like rain.

If a man has to sleep on a beach,
there are worse places for it than
Florida. The breeze off the ocean kept
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the insects moving; it was not too colid;
and as it got dark and the stars came
out, the porpoises leaping just off the
shore sent arcs of luminescence
through the night to entertain him.

Lying there in his shirt and trousers,
Dave McNally finally rolled himself
into his poncho and went to sleep. He
had been hungrier in his life, and dirt-
ier, and had slept on more uncomfort-
able places.

He was awakened at eleven by a
motorcar. He sat up abruptly, hand on
his gum; lights were coming swiftly
along the beach. The tide was out, and
the car was making good time on the
hard-packed sand. Dave pulled on his
shoes and ran down toward the tidal
beach,

Shells crunched under his feet. He
got to the middle of the wide beach
when the headlights were still a hun-
dred yards away, projected himself
into their gleam, and waved his arms.
Brakes screamed, and for a moment he
thought the car was going to be un-
able to. stop before it hit him; but it
went Inte a skid, and stopped about
fifty feet opposite him. A fflashlight
played en hif, nearly blinding him.

A voice called, “What do you
want?”’

“I'mm camping up:lby Overholt’s,”
Dave began.

“Vieph? That him, mister?” the
voice asked someone else in the car.
It was a Florida voice.

Another, more Northern accent said,
“ No, neither of "em’

The first voice cried, “ Stay away
from this car. We don't want no trou-
ble till we're sure.” The car went into
gear and away, its motor drowning out
Dave’s voice.

Dave McNally gently scratched his
head, muttered, “ Southern hospital-
ity,” and went back to his sandy bed.
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But not to sleep. Coming up the
path, his feet noisejess in the dry, loose
sand, he made out a figure stooping
over his bags. His temper snapped.
“Throw up your hands and stand
sty

His own flashlight went on after he
had dropped to the sand, the gun out.
People shoot at fitastitigditss. But this
one didn't. It was the girl, Virginia
Rawley. She didn't seem to have the
rifle with her.

E let the flashlight go out, then
made a swift, bent-over run that
brought him right up to her. If -

he got right on her, none of her
strange friends could dare shebt with-
out taking a chance of hitting her.

“He flung an arm around her waist,
pulled her to him. She struggled.

“This ism't love,” he muttered.
“T'm holding you as a shield, in case
you've got Overholt ambushing me.”
Her waist was firm and muscular un-
der his hand.

She stopped struggling, relaxed.
“T'm all alone. 1 came out to talk to
you_m

“Wiord of honer?” He grinned in
the dark at the childish phrase.

“WMardl of honor,” she said. As he
let her go, she sat down on the sand
next to the poncho,

Dave McNally crouched beside her,
said, “Cygmette? They can’t see*us
here, the dunes protect us.”

“All right” She accepted a ciga-
rette and a light, puffed once, the glow
setting off her fine, delicate features.
She said, “ There a filling station about
four miles from the beach. 1t's en the
main highway into St. Miehael's.
You can get up there by three 6’eloek;
there’s a milk truek eomes aleng then
that'll take yeu inte tewn.”

“ But I'm not going tio town,” Dave
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said. “I invested in a railroad ticket
to come down here and get some
snakes. I'm going to get them.™

“ That's the most ridiculous story.
You could have stopped at St. Augus-
tine, or even Jacksonville, and sat in
your hotel lobby, and the natives
would have caught all the snakes you
can use. Don't tell me you're a scien-
tist, looking for a rare specimen. You
are not the type.”

“ Not intellectual enough, eh?*
Dave growled. “ Well, while we're
playing truths, you're not the type to
bury herself in a ramshackle hotel
like that little ruin you're living in.
Waoulld you, since my roofless condi-
tion seems to give you insomnia, mind
explaining what this is all about? 1
come down here to wrestle a couple of
snakes, and everybody in the county
starts shoeting at iee. 1 didn’t know
you prized your snakes so highly iIn
Flerida.”

He felt around behind him for his
coat, got out his wallet. “ Here's my
business card. Amusements and Expe-
ditions. I want two very long snakes
for a sideshow at Coney Island. I know
I could buy them, but by sending me
down, the man who wants them flig-
ured he could cut the time by two
weeks. Two weeks, lady, is something
like ten per cent of a Coney Island
season. It means the difference be-
tween a profit and going broke.”

She examined the card in the glow
from her cigarette. “ You sound alk-
most convincing,” she murmured.
“ Isn't there any other place you can
get these snakes? I thought the big-
gest ones came from South America.

“ Sure they do, pal,” Dave said. He
felt he was getting some place at last.
“ But the P. A. won't carry them on
their planes, and it would take six
weeks or two months to get them up
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on a freighter. See?” He took a deep
breath. “ Look,” he said, “if you're
in some jam with the law—you and
your cracker friends—why, that’s all
right with me. You don’t get ahead in
the carnival trades by running to the
sheriff every time you see someone
breaking the parking law. All 1 want
is my snakes, and a lift to the nearest
rallroad for the big €ity.”

“1 almost believe you. Well—pick
up your bags. You might as well sleep
at the hotel tonight ™

E walked along behind her, can-
rying the heavy bags once more,
the automatic swinging against

his chest. He was a little breathless
when they got to the house.

She said, “TRdke the room up there
on the gallery. That bed has the least
number of springs broken. I'll make
you some supper.”

He grinned at her with depthless
gratitude, and lugged his bags upstairs.
Wihen he came down he was still wear-
ing the automatic, but he had buttoned
his coat over it. He put a flask of
brandy on the kitchen table. “ For
the coffee,” he said. Straddling a
kitchen chair, he watched the girl mov-
ing around the big kitchen, frying
eggs, opening a can of tomatoes,

Wihen the food was ready she set
out two coffee cups. “1 haven't had
a coffee and brandy in months,” she
said. For all her youth, her eyes Jooked
a little tired.

Dave MciNally forked in food, then
suddenly said, “ Look, it's against all
the rules of my business to step into
trouble when 1 don’t have to—but can
I help you in this jam you're im?"

She shook her head. “ No, thanks,
I—it isn't my secret to tell you, any-
way-”

“@. K, pal. That was the law 1
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talked to on the beach before, wasn't
it?"

“ That's right. The sheriff. Going to
run to himm?"

“ And get held here as a witness,
when I ought to be in New York?”

She smiled. “ Tough, aren't you?
If you want to bathe, there's a bath-
room next to yours. But there's only
cold water.”

“0. K. See you in the morning.
Can you get me a guide into the
swamps?"

“T'll talk it over with the Qver-
holts,” the girl said. She smiled wear-
ily and went upstairs.

Dave McNally finished his coffee,
smoked a cigarette, and then turned
out the lights and went across the ball-
room to the stairs that led up to his
room. He had not seen his rifle. Pre-
sumably it was in Virgimia Rawley's
bedroom, some place in the old build-
ing.

It was too bad, he thought, about
repeal. If there were still bootleggers
and rum-runners, he would know what
to make of this, what line to take.

CHAPTER III.
INTO THE SWAMP.

HEN he came down in the
morning, there was conversa-
tion in the kitchen. He went
across- the ballroom, his feet making
scraping noises as they drove the sand
into the maple floor. Virginia Rawley
was talking to Lafe Owverholt and an-
other man who was obviously some kin
to Overholt, though he was shorter,
narrower, and in much better health.
They grinned at Dave with what was
meant to seem like friendliness.
“TTiis is Lafe Overholt,” the girl
said, “and his brother Mark. They're
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going to take you out in the swamps
after your snakes today.”

So that was all there was to it?
These were like mountaineers, surly to
all strangers, but friendly enough if
you gave them a drink and time to get
used to you.

Dave sat down opposite the Over-
holts. “ Know where I can find the big
ones, boys?"

“Over by Salt Run, this tima
yeah,” Mark Overholt volunteered.
“ They's th'oo layin’ their aigs mow,
an' they go down theah for the hawgs.
Couldn't sell ya a passel of wild hawgs,
could we, misteh? Go right well in thet
circus Miss Rawley been tellin’s *bout.”
Their dialect, aided by the brandy, was
almost umintelligible.

,Tihe girl gave him eggs and toast
and coffee. “ No hogs,” Dave decided.
“WVe leave that to the customers’™
There was no laugh. “ Have some
more brandy, boys.”

“ Hev some yourself, misteh. Don’
know as we fancy this fancy likker.”

Looking at the empty bottle, Dave
suppressed a grin. He ate quickly, and
stood up. “I'll go upstairs and get my
equipment.”

“'Quipment ? All you need to ketch
a snake's a pronged stick, mistetn’*

“ Not these snakes,” Dave said. “1
want big ones. I've got a canvas bag to
put them in when we get them. No use
doing things the hard way when you
don't have to.”

As he went up the stairs he could
hear a chuckle behind him. It was not
the girl who had laughed.

“THat’s right,” one of the Over-
holts said.

He got his canvas snake bag, and
a short steel fishing rod that he could
run a noose through. If you can hold
a snake's head down, you have him.
On second thought, he put another
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flask of brandy in his pocket; it seemed
to be the solution to the Overholts.
He took along a needle filled with anti-
venom, and a package containing two
extra clips for his automatie, and went
downstairs agaln. He earried rubber
boots in his hands.

g E Overholts swung up. “ &'
long, Miss Rawley. Thenks foah
gittin's this little job,” one of

them said.

The girl had not said a word since
he had come down to breakfast. Just
as they were leaving, though, she
waved her hand and smiled. The smile
was not very successful.

Well, he had nothing to fear. He
was armed, and the Overholts were
not, except for a fisherman’'s knife at
Mark Overholt’s belt.

“ Hope you ain't skeered of "gators,
misteh,” Mark said. “ They's a passel
of ’em in yon.”

He led the way along the trail away
from the hotel. As soon as they had
crossed. the road down which the, taxi
had brought Dave the day before, the
ground underfoot changed, became less
sandy. In a few yards they were wind-
ing ameng serub palmetto, then among
true palms. The Spanish fmess eame
dowh frem the trees far enough to
serape the tep of Lafe Overhelt's hat.

They were going dowmhill, and
moss was underfoot too. And then, ab-
ruptly, they were at the edge of the
swamp. Mark Overholt cut a stalk of
some weed, and began to use it for a
walking stick, tapping the ground
ahead of him for firmness, They went
alefig, oceasionally jumping from one
hummfeek to anether, to avoid a pateh
of what was apparently solld greund.,

Wiithin five minutes they were com-
pletely surrounded by trailing vines
and moss and gnarled short trees. It

17

was as though the beach and the sand
were miles away. Mosquitoes descend-
ed on them in swarms, and black fiiies;
once a spider as big as Dave’s fist re-
garded ‘them from its web in the
branches of a live-oak.

“ Theah's a smalks,* Lafe Overholt
said. He pointed at a moccasin swim-
ming calmly in the dark waters of the
lagoon they were skirting.

“ That's just a baby,” Dave said.

“ Sho,” Mark said over his sihoul-

der. “ Jest a balby.”

“ Big enough to pizen yubh, tirougin,*
the dour Lafe 'said.

Mark cried, “Waare 'gators!” and
jumped the lagoon. Under his feet as
he went through the air were logs
floating—big logs with moss on. their
back. One of them opened its mouth
and snapped at Mark’s heel with a click
like a steel trap. It was an alligator.

Lafe tried a vine, abandoned it,
found another that was strong enough
to swing his ungainly body over after
his brother’s. Theee of the ’gators
snapped this time, their malevolent
eyes blinking at the indignity of hav-
Ing their rest disturbed.

Wihen Dave jumped, he jumped so
high and so hard that the Overholts
had to catch him to keep him from
going headlong into a pool of rotted
vegetable matter on the other side.

“Ef you cain't jump right,” Lafe
said, “ better use a vine. Cracker’s rail-
road.”

“ We's neahly to Salt Run,” Mark
said. “ Yon's egrets. Send you to the
pen for life foah killin’ one of those
critters.” He pointed to a flight of
white birds, startlingly beautiful,

“ Game wardens in the swamps,
eh?” Dave asked.

“Yeah, they visit us now an’
again,” Mark said. “ You never can
tell.”
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CRANE whooped overhead, as

they went on. So whatever fears

Dave had had were groundiess.

The law patrolled these swamps, game

wardens watched every party that
came in.

At noon they came out of the swamp,
or so it seemed. Ahead of them
stretched a bay of some sort, fiifty
yards across, and twisting at both ends
so that its length couldn’t be estimated.

“ Salt Run,” Mark said. “ Mought's
well eat.™

They sat on hummocks at the edge
of the sand, and ate sandwiches that
Lafe had carried.

Mark said, “ Had we time, mought
ketch a crab or two, and roast her.”

“Gempun wants snalkes;” Lafe
pointed out.

Mark waded Salt Run first. When
Dave saw that the water scarcely
reached to his knees, he pulled on the
rubber boots and followed him. His
feet scared up crabs and needle-fish in
the .clear shallow water.

On the other side, Lafe pointed.
“ Mought as well leave those fancy
boots. Jest weigh yuh down in the
swamps.” His overalled legs dripped
water.

Dave took off the boots, and Mark
hid them under a driftwood stump.

On the other side, as soon as they
had gone a hundred feet inland, the
swamp closed around them again. A
spring that they passed explained the
vegetation; hidden springs were pour-
ing feesh water into the swamps.

“Keep youh eyes peelsd,” Mark
said. “ See the snakes any time now.”

They reached another lagoon. Mark
looked up and down, then jumped.
Lafe went after him, then Dave Mc-
Nally got ready to jump.

Mark cried, “ Snakie. Behind you,
misteh.”
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Dave whirled. Coiled on the ground
behind him was a rattler, one of the
biggest he’d ever seen. But rattlers
were not what he wanted. 'He jerked
the automatic loose from its holster,
and fired on the down-thrust. The rat-
tler sprang, but it no longer had a head.

Dave put the automatic back in its
holster, turmedi, and jumped the la~
goon. He felt pretty bad; he'd collect-
ed snakes before, but he’d never got-
ten over his fear of them. And that
had been pretty close, and plenty
messy.

He said to Mark Overholt, “ Not
big enough. No rattler would be.”

“He wants chokers,” Mark " said.
“ Follow me, misteln’

They tramped on. Dave's face felt
hot and swollen from the exertion,
from the damp muggy swamp air,
from the mosquitoes. His head was
beginning to throb from fever.

Half an hour later Mark saiidi:

“ Chokers in theah. C'mawm’™*

He motioned to Dave and Lafe to
flank him. They went ahead in single
file, putting each foot down cautiously,
lest it hit quicksand.

The rays of the sinking sun were
in their eyes when Mark criedi:

“ Clinalkearif*

CHAPTER 1V.
ABANDONED.

E two Overholts stepped back.

Dave blinked, getting out his
noosed rod. He shut his eyes to

get the sun out of them, opened them
again, and saw the boa, if that was
what he was, lying along the ground.
There was no bulge in the animal's
long, thick body; it had not fed lately.
It was neither sleepy nor afraid; it
was coming for him. The Overholts
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went back another step. The snake
coiled the front half of its body and
sprag.

The big snakes are not poisonous;
they kill by sinking their' jaws into
their prey, and then winding their body
around until they have choked its life
out.

Dave dodged, and as the big fellow
went by, swung with his rod. It was
a lucky castt; the noose went over the
boa's head. Dave tightened with the
reel, and thrust down. The boa’s head
went to the marshy ground, as the
hunter felt a shock run up the rod that
nearly tore his shoulder loose at the
socket.

He yelled : “ One of you get his taill!
Don't let him kinlk™

There was no answer, and at that
moment the snake-acted. His body,
almost independent of his head,
slashed around. Dave ducked, lying
nearly flat, still holding on to the rod
—ut even so, the snake's scaly, cold,
heavy body flicked his head. Had it
hit square, he thought, it would have
knocked him down, certainly knocked
loose his hold on the rod, possibly
stunned him.

He yelled: “ Give me a hand here!”
There was still no answer, and he stole
a llook.

His guides were gone.

It was not the first time he had
known heart-chilling, breath-taking
fear, but it was one of the worst times.
The snake's body was writhing gentilly;
it was getting ready for another attack
against this monstrous foe who held
its head down.

It was a temptation for Dave Mic-
Nally to pull his gun and end it there.
But snakes were what he had come to
Florida for, live snakes and big ones.

He shoved the butt of the rod over
a live-oak limb, pulled it down aggiin;
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the snake's head went into the air.
Surprised, thrown off its plan of mur-
der by this, the charge was lost to the
snake,

Before it could recover, Dave had
whipped off his belt and tied the fish-
ing rod tight against the gnarled tree
trunk. The animal was left there,
hanging head up, its body lashing
around the trunk.

Dave dropped back, sweat covering
him—cold, clammy sweat. He bawiliedi:
“ Overholt! Come on back. He's tied
Up!" . ;
There was no noise, no answer, The
snake's wild body made thudding
sounds against the tree trunk, and that
was all.

E called twice more before he
realized that this had been
planned. Dave McNally, the

wise guy! Lured into a Florida swamp
by a couple of crackers, and left here.
They had meant to do this all along.
That was why they had swallowed
their animosity, had become suddenly
feiendly. It was a trap to get rid of
him.

He thought of the Rawley girl, pret-
ty, young—and somehow she seemed
more horrible, more loathsome now,
than the boa striking and coiling
around the trunk. She had done this
to him, had sent him out into this 'ga-
tor-covered, snaky swamp, this morass
of quicksands and vipers—to die.

Well, he wasn't dead yet. He start-
ed up to work on the snake. He might
as well accomplish what he had come
for.

Something warned him, then, to
turn.

Snakes often came in pairs. This one
had. The female had come from some
lair, seeking its mate; and she had
found Dave McNally.
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As he jumped back, she sprang. She
sprang low, for some reasonm; her
mouth, fangless, closed on his boot. It
was not much of a grip—but instantly
the long body, nearly as thick and
heavy as its mate’s, kinked and then
swung for the choke.

Dave's hand got his gun, Dave's
arm swung it down, made the butt ring
against the ophidian skull twice; he
never knew he had done it.

The snake dropped away, its body
unlashing, striking angrily in the other
direction.

It backed off a yard, small cold eyes
glittering. Dave ripped a branch off a
live-oak, tearing his fingers; his
strength was superhuman in his fear.
He jumped before the snake could
charge, and his heavy heel landed on
the snake’s head. He struck at her lash-
ing body with the branch, brought his
other foot down to hold her neck, re-
leased the first foot, and struck again.

The snake kinked and wound around
the branch. Dave felt a surge of tri-
umph ; he pulled the first of the canvas
bags off his back, and threw it over the
coil; he pushed the stick into the bag,
and all of the snake except her head
and neck went in. He jurped off the
neck, kicked at the head, and then
pulled the draw strings tight. He had
his snake. In a way it had been ridicu-
lously easy. ...

He made a sailor's knot in the heavy
drawstrings, and took off the other
sack; he had tied them to his shoul-
ders. His hand came down bloody, and
he investigated; the branch he had torn
away had skinned his hand, and he had
broken the string that held the sacks
to his back. But he had not known it
at the time, or he could not have done
it; the force he had used had driven
one of the strings through his shirt
and into his flesh across his shouldert.
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A long, straight welt was bleeding
gently on his shoulder.

He sat down on the ground and was
violently sick. He had never fought
harder, or called on his body for more
immediate, violent effort. But he had
won. He had the snake.

EN he could get up again, he
took a swallow of his brandy,
and tackled the male. Tired out

from battling the tree, the big fellow
did not give him much trouble. Just
as the last rays of the sun disappeared,
he bagged his second snake. He was
ready to go back to New York now.
Only he didn't know the way.

He sat down, lit a cigarette, tried
to make a plan. The intelligent man
makes a plan, he does not ge barging
off into the night looking for action.
The intelligent man knows that he will
be all right, that quicksands ecan be
avoided with a stick, snakes and alli-
gators fought back with an autematie.
The intelligent man takes his fears and
analyzes them, untll they ecease to be
fears,

Of course he does. That quick thud-
ding of Dave McNally’s heart was just
caused by overexertion in going
through the swamps, in fighting with
the boas. The sweat that pricked the
roots of his hair and the back of his
neck was from the heat.

He was not afraid. That shape over
there was only a tree. He was not
afraid of spending a night in the
swamps. Not at all. His throat was dry
because he needed water,

Water, that was it. He could not stay
there because he had no drinking wa-
ter. That was the reason he had fo
get out. The intelligent man would not
drink swamp water and get some hor-
rible disease just to avoid walking
through a swamp at night.
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Filled with relief because he had a
sensible reason for doing the thing all
his instincts called on him to do, he
rose, blowing a last puff of cigarette
smoke at the mosquitoes that were
coming on with renewed vigor, now
that it was dark. He tied the snake-
bags to a tree-liml; they were too
heavy to carry.

The sun had gone down that way.
Therefore the ocean would be in the
other direction. If he could find the
beach, he could follow it back to the
hotel. He would be all right there,
though the girl had sent him to his
death. He had his gun, and she would
not be expecting him back.

He unclasped his big pocket knife,
and started out with a cypress limb for
a walking stick. He went along very
slowly, and every few yards he slashed
a blaze on a tree, so as to make a trail
he could find back to his snakes.

T was slow, tough going. Tough
thorns and branch tips caught at
his clothing. The mosquitoes and

gnats swarmed over his “face, nearly
blinding him. Several times in the first
few minutes his stick came down on
nothing, water splashing, mud quak-
ing, and he drew it back, thrust it
around till it came to firm footing.

After ten minutes he seemed ex-

hausted. He stopped, panting, wiping
his eyes on the sleeve of his shirt.

He took a tiny swallow of brandy,

rested a few minutes, went on. Almost
instantly something brushed his face,
and he leapt back in horror. Leapt
back, one foot going onto a firm hum-
mock, the other splashing into wa-
ter. . ..
Wiith the aid of his stick he righted
himself. He thrust the stick out in
front of him; it encountered some-
thing.
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Finally he struck a match. Then he
grinned, wryly, ruefully. The thing
that had struck his face was no snake.
It was Spanish moss, hanging from a
tree limb.

But as the match burnt his fingers
and he had to shake it out, he saw
something else. He had come to a la-
goon, and a wide one.

And he had learned something else.
There were very few matches in his
box.

He went ahead to the edge of the
lagoon. He could jump; but how did
he know he would land on solid
ground? He could wade, but there
might be ’gators—or worse, water
moccasins, in the Jagoon.

Dave McNally, tough guy, stood on
the edge of that little stretch of water
and was afraid.

Finally he stirred the water with his,
stick. No 'gators thrashed, no snakes
lashed at the stick. Maybe it would be
all right. He lowered himself from
the bank, cautiously. All right. It was
hardly to his knees. He took a step
forward, then another.

His foot sank on and on. He tried to
pull it back. The other foot went into
the mire, too, and he was caught. The
soft mud pulled him down.

Dave strangled a cry in his throat
and flung himself forward. His fingers
caught a feel of muddy bank; nothing
to catch on there. Desperately, know-
ing that if he failed he was dead, he
lurched forward. One hand closed on
a cypress root.

Inch by inch he pulled himself from
the mud. Inch by painful, throat-clog-

ging inch. . ... It seemed an hour till
he lay on the hummocky bank, gasp-
iﬂg—.

After a while he stood up, made a
blaze on a tree to show where he had
crossed, and went on,
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Fifteen minutes later his hand
brushed a tree, then went back to brush
it again.

It was one of his own blazes. Since
leaving the lagoon he had, in his ex-
haustion, traced a circle, like any ten-
derfoot. He, Dave McNally, who had
been to Affrica after tigers, to Brazil
for monkeys, up the Rima on a silly
expedition for white Indians, had be-
haved like a temderfoot.

Someone had said, once: “ The life
of an explorer's safe enough. Ten to
one you won't get killed. But when
you've made twenty expeditions, the
odds are two to one against you.”

Sitting on a hummock, he started
to count how many expeditions he had
been on.

“ This is crazy,” he muttered. “ Stop
it, Dave, cut it out.” He didn't even
know he was talking out loud, didn't
know anything.

Like many a man before him, he
started reciting the multiplication ta-
ble. At six times seven is forty-two, he
suddenly grinned. And then he knew
he was going to be all right. He might
fall into a hole or be hitten by a snake,
but he was through being scared.

He stood up, tried to get his bear-
ings—and the moon came out.

Dave MciNally punched his mosqui-
to-swollen jaw, and said: “ O. K., pal.
Let's go shoot us a couple of Over-
holts.” Because, sleeping on the beach
the night before, he had seen the moon
rise in the east, over the ocean, and all
his directions were O. K. now.

Twenty minutes later he smelled salt
air. An hour later he was fllbumdering
down Salt Run, half swimming, half
walking, his automatic ludicrously
strapped to the top of his head.

Salt Run ran, as it had to do, into
the ocean. He climbed out at last on
the beach.
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CHAPTER V.
TWO SNAKES.

EACHES are about the nicest
things in the world. There is no
greater pleasure in the world

than walking along a beach at night,
though your face is puffed to twice its
natural size by mosquitoes, though one
hand and one shoulder is scraped and
cut, though most of your clothes have
been torn off, and an oyster shell has
sliced through your boot sole and
slashed your foot.

The very feel of the sand working
into the cut is a pleasure. Because on
a beach, in the moonlight, there is a
hundred feet of smooth, shining sand,
and nothing can sneak up on you at
all,

As he had seen the natives do in the
West Indies, Dave McNally changed
his course a little, and walked into the
ocean, until it bathed him up to the
waist. Then he held his gun high and
ducked under,

He couldn't be any wetter, and the
good ocean washed away the mud and
cleaned out, stinging cleanly, his cuts
and bites. He walked on up-grade
again, and continued along the beach,

Eventually the hotel bulked darkly
in the moonlight. He sat down, took
a sip of brandy, inspected his gun, It
seemed to be in good working condi-
tion, as nearly as he could tell without
actually firing it.

His feet made no noise on the soft
sand as he went up the hill towards
the hotel. There was a light burning
in the kitchen; he crept up and peered
into the dirty, sand-scratched glass.

The two Overholts, and a third man
who might well have been an Over-
holt, were talking to a man and woman
of middle age, and from their clothes,
something better than middle position.
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Dave McNally could not hear what
they were saying. He moved down to
the next window; there was a missing
pane, and he could hear.

The middle-aged man said: “ I'd go
away, if I could, if I had any place to
go. Then they could search the swamp,
and find this fellow with his neck
broken. Who would there be to say
how it happeret?*

“ Nobody,” Mark Overholt said.
“ Anyway, they wouldn't have to find
him. They's quicksands 'n’ muckholes
in yon, no one's never plumbed.” He
grinned, slyly. “'A¢s why I raikoned
‘twould be better t' leave that second
Yankee alive. He'll find him a muck-
hole all by hissdf™

“You're sure he won't get out,
Mark?"” the middle-aged man said.

“ No, sir. No Yank could find his
way out of that yere swamp. No, sir,
Mr. Rawley.”

R. RAWLEY! Rawley, the
promoter whose schemes had
gone broke! The man who was

supposed to have jumped off a boat!
There had been someone—the taxi man
—mentioned a hundred thousand dol-
lar insurance policy. So that was what
this was all about. Rawley had faked
a suicide, his wife had collected the in-
surance, and now they lived some-
where around here, hidden by the
swamps, with the Overholts to keep
strangers away.

“ But I haven't got any place to go,”
Rawley said. “I can't take a chance
of being recognized. My picture was
on thousands, hundreds of thousands,
of folders that we sent out when we
were promoting the Acres; too many
peop]b-—"

Mark Overholt finished it for himn:
“Too many people would be pleased
to see yuh injail, misteh. I kmow."
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Rawley flushed, and said nothing.

“ Anyway,” his wife said, “we
couldn't do that. We can't kill Vir-
ginia, and she'd talk. She wants to
leave, she hates us for leaving that sec-
ond man in the swamp.” The woman
fluttered her hands. “ But there was
nothing else to do.”

So the girl hadn't been in on the plot
to kill him! Dave w#s glad, somehow.

“ The snake hunter?" Mark asked.

Lafe laughed.

Dave backed away. Somebody had
come in here, looking for Rawley.
There must be rumors that he was still
alive. The way the cab driver had
frozen up, he must have believed Dave
was a friend of the albsconder's.

But that wasn't important. They
had the girl some place, and the girl
had tried to save his life. He couldn't
do less for her, and anyway he want-
ed to find his Mannlicher. In all prob-
ability the automatic would jam when
he tried to use it. Maybe she was at the
Overholts. . . .

No, of course not. They would keep
her in her room, upstairs. It was log-
ical, the thing to do.

He crept around to the far end of
the hotel. The sand had drifted high
here; it covered all the dowmstairs win-
dows. But the girl would be upstairs,
and she would be at this end. At least,
she had put him at the other end of
the gallery, and he had not heard her.

He started up the sloping pile of
sand. It shifted and spilled under his
feet; he went back to the bottom al-
most immediately. Five minutes of
struggle filled his shoes and clothing
with sand, and his mind with the ac-
ceptance of failure.

That left going through the kitchen,
or over the rotted front porch. The
Overholts would be sure to be armed
now; that meant the porch.
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He got around on the front. The
gone-wild trees and shrubs cast shad-
ows, made it hard for him to see what
he was doing; he stumbled over a gut-
ted cash register, and stretched full
length on the ground, swearing softly.

HEN he finally got to the
porch, he bumped into it before
he saw it. He stopped instantly.
It seemed to him that he had made
no more noise than a pair of elephants.

He inched up on the porch, lying
flat on his belly, thinning his body out
to cover as much area as possible, try-
ing to keep from putting enough strain
on any one point to go through.

He made the wall of the hotel that
way. To his other troubles were now
added a few splinters. His hands ex-
plored the wall above his head, feeling
for a window. He found one, but it
was, miraculously, intact. He crept
upon the porch. Here was one that was
broken, but the jagged edges of glass
were still stuck in the woodwork.

He knelt, praying every moment
that he would not go through the
porch, and worked on the glass with
his swollen hands, laying each piece be-
side him as he got it out. One chunk
stuck, and he had to take the putty
out bit by bit with his knife.

All the time he could hear the steady
hum of conversation in the kitchen.

The last piece of glass came out.
He put his hands on the sill, slowly
hoisted his body up, letting his feet
trail. He was half through now, more;
there was the problem of landing in-
side without noise.

He managed it by letting himself
slump through, landing on his shoul-
der with only a duli thud, then pulling
his legs down on top of him.

The stairs ought to be that way,
through the dark. Dave went along
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slowly, pushing one ragged boot and
then the other, fearful that he would
upset a chair in the dark. . . .

His hand closed on the newel post.
He went around it, and was on the
stairs. He climbed one step, two—

The lights went on, and Mark Over-
holt yelled something umintelligible.

Dave made a wild scramble up the
stairs.

A rifle crashed, and a bullet smacked
into the splintering wood with a wick-
ed, singing noise.

He turned, the automatic ready, the
safety unthumbed. He saw Mark in
the kitchen doorway, the lean Lafe be-
hind him, the rest of them crowding
through. He squeezed the .4§.

And as he feared, it jammed. The
automatic is no gun to fill with sand
and mud.

ARK’S rifle came up again,
pointing at him. Mark's face
cuddled against the stock.

Dave heaved the automatic straight
at the cracker. Mark fired, the rifle
bullet doing something to the ceiling
of the ballroom. A bloody smear be-
came one side of Overholt’s face, and
he tumbled back against Lafe.

Dave McNally took the rest of the
stairs in antelope leaps, yelling, “ Vir-
ginia! Miss Rawley!” as he galloped
along the balcony.

A man's voice bawled something
from a room he had just passed.

Dave turned and flung himself
against the door. It flung him back
against the creaking railing. Erom
below two rifles thundered at the same
time, and dust came down on his
sweating face.

He had gathered himself for am-
other plunge at the door when he saw
that it was locked, and the key left in
the hole. He stopped himself in mid-
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air, dropped to his knees to make as
poor a target as possible, and -wisted
the key. He plunged into the room,

yelling: “ Wihere's that rifle? That
Maanlicher ?”
There was no answer. He groped

for the light switch, pressed it.

Virginia Rawley was huddled in a
chair, her hands tied behind her. A
man was in another chair, tied hand
and foot. Gagged, but the gag had
slipped enough for him to have been
the one who yelled at Dave.

Dave's knife tore at the cords,
ripped the bandages that held the gags.
“ My rifieef* he said. *“ Damn it, where
is that elephant gum?”

The girl said, foolishly, “ It's the
snake hunter.”

“Yeah! Yeah!" Dave smapped.
“ Where's my gun?' Outside noises
told him that the Overholts were com-
ing up the creaking stairs.

“ They've got it,” the girl gasped.
“ And another from your suitizese

He should have known. More to
give himself time than anything else,
Dave grabbed up a water pitcher and
stepped. onto the gallery.

Mark Owverholt was half up the
stairs; Lafe was still in the kitchen
door.

Dave heaved the half full pitcher at
Mark, and Lafe fired. The man who
had been tied said, “ Damn it,” and sat
down behind Dave.

E heavy jug landed square.
Mark Overholt’s bloody face
snapped back, the pitcher bounced
off, went over the railing, smashed.
Mark let go of the gun, and as he
jackknifed backwards, the rifle
bounced into the air, landed on the
steps higher*than Mark had been.
Dave jumped the railing, got down
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the steps, got the gun before Mark
could recover. It was a .22 repeater,
which explained why there had not
been any more casualties.

Dave flung himself down on the
floor of the gallery, poked the rifle be-
tween the rails, and took careful aim
at Lafe Overholt.

Lafe, in the doorway, was using his
rifle like a machine gun, spraying bul-
lets along the gallery. It seemed to be
some vermin size, too. But with a .22
it is accuracy that counts.

Dave shet slowly and easily, pray-
ing each time that he had another car-
tridge. On the third shot, a little round
hole appeared in Lafe Overholt’s head,
and he went over backwards. Neither
the third man nor the Rawleys had ap-
peared.

Mark Overholt, bloody and bat-
tered, went wild then. He charged up
the stairs, firing Lafe’s rifle as Te
came; it was hell on the woodwork.,

Dave picked him off at the top of
the stairs.

ERE was no more disturbance.

Dave went back to the room. The

girl was mopping at the wounded

man's bare chest. Dave pushed her

aside, and bent over. Blood was oozing
from a tiny hole.

“1 think it missed the lumgs,” Dave
said. “ You can't be sure, though.”

The girl said, “ We’ll have to get
him to a doctor.”

“So you use doctors down Iemne?*
Dave asked bitterly. “ I thought maybe
you just said a chant at the dark of
the moon. In case you're interested, I
just killed Mark and Lafe Overholt,
You might say thank you; they were
sitting in the kitchen getting ready o
knock you off when 1 got there. I don’t
know what happened to the ether fman
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that was there, or to your father and
mother.

“ They aren't my father and moth-
er,” the girl said. “ My uncle and his
wife. I—I didn't know my uncle was
even alive. My aunt got me down here.
She wanted me to sell some stocks and
things. She—"

“ All right, all right. Who's the boy
friend here?”

“ A detective from the insurance
company. Wearen't you looking for
him?"

“ No, pal,” Dave said wearily. “1
was looking for snakes. But nuts with
that. I have to find that other cracker,
also your uncle.”

“1 think my uncle and aunt went
away.” Virginia Rawley said. “ And
Jase Overholt has a broken shoulder.
He was trying to fire off your big ri-
ﬂe-li

Dave sat down. “O. K., he said.
“ Don't talk. Let me rest. ....."

But the girl talked on.

When she had gotten to Rawley
Acrres she had been somewhat alarmed.
There didn't seem to be any reason
why a woman like her ammtt—wealthy,
fond of luxury—should want to stay
at a battered place like this.

Then it developed that there were
some bonds cached here that should
have gone to the receivers when the
Acres promotion went broke. She
wanted Virginia to cash them for her.
The girl refused.

At this point Uncle George himself
came out of the swamps, and argued
with her.

But while he was doing it, the insur-
ance detective arrived. They had cap-
tured him, tied him up. Mrs. Rawley
had been against killing him. And
yet ...

They had persuaded the girl, when
Dave got there, to stall him off. They
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were sure he was looking for the cap-
tured insurance man.

She had said the easiest way to get
rid of him was to take him to the
swamps, and capture the snakes for
him. Then he would have no further
excuse to stay on. Her uncle's hemch-
men, the Overholts, had agresd—too
readily.

Then, at noon that day, Jase Over-
holt had started going through Dave's
bags. He had taken down his Mann-
licher too, announced that he was go-
ing to try it out against a sand dune
target.

The girl had protested that Dave
would be mad if they fooled with his
things, and Jase had laughed. It was
then that she knew, for the first time,
that they meant to leave Dave in the
swamps.

She had threatened to go down for
the sheriff, and they had tied her. She
had heard the Mannlicher go off, and
Jase screaming that it had broken his
arm. They had untied her long enough
to help set the arm, then tied her again
and put her with the insurance dick.

She was sure they had meant to kill
her.

AVE heard the story with lack-
luster eyes. He had done his
best. He had done more than any

two guys could be expected to, and
now he had to make the six mile trek
to—

A voice in the door said: “ Put 'em
up, all of you. There's a car comin’ an'
you have to—"

It was Jase Overholt. His one arm
was still in a shmg; but he was hold-
ing Lafe’s .22 with the other, pressing
it tight against his good shoulder, his
finger against the trigger.

“ Keep ’em up,” he droned.

The girl, nervously, quickly,
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screamed. Jase swiveled towards her,
the gun following—and Dave dived.

As he hit the cracker around the
waist, his arms tightening on the lean
body, he felt the .22 barrel come down
on his back. He heard the report in
his ear, one of his legs went limp.

He let go, slid his locked arms high-
er, threw himself forward again. Jase
Overholt -went down backwards, his
forehead striking Dave's teeth.

He kicked, hard, with his knee, try-
ing to get the cracker's groin. He
missed. He let go with his arms and
groped for Jase's throat, fighting to
the death, knowing this was the end.

Something crashed on his head, and
then there was blackness.

VOICE saidi: “ Mike, you ought
to be shot. You just walked up
and told them you were looking

for this Rawley for the insurance com-
pany ?*

“1 was shot,” amother voice said.
“You say I'll be all migjtt?*

“ All right, but wmenytoyedi”

A Florida voice said: “ The circus
man’s comin’ to. Hey, take it easy,
lwy“li

Soft arms went around Dave's bat-
tered neck, a soft voice said: “1I'm
sorry. I'm so sorry. I meant to knock
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Jase out with the rifle barrel, and I got
both of you. I—I might have killed
you. I'm so sorry.”

Wihat was left of Dave that could
feel knew that the girl felt pretty good.
But he disentangled himself and sat
up. His head ached horribly.

One of the three men in the room
wore a star. Dave said: “ If this is all
over, Sheriff, I have a couple of snakes
in the swamps. Can you get me two
men, early in the morning, to carry
them out ?”

The sheriff'blinked and drawled, “ 1
reckon. Yeah, it's all over, suh, thanks
to you. We caught the Rawleys com-
in’ down the beach.”

“ No thanks to me,” Dave said
crisply. “ This insurance man did it
all. 1 just happened-in at the end. You
hear? I can’t stay here and attend any
trials. I want to be on the train for,
New York tomortow.”

“ All right, suln,” the sheriff said.
“ Feelin' around here is that amything
that you want is yours. We sure don't
like that George Rawley. . . . But I
reckon you won't be bound North
alone.” He looked coyly at Virginia.

Dave felt the top of his head gin-
gerly. Then he smiled. “No, not alone,”
he muttered. “I'll have two snakes
with me.” He did not look at the girl.

THE END
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One Gun—One Dollar

.By WILLIAM E. BARRETT

Tihe molb was rigging a hanging-bee for yoamg Tex
Comegy—icfor he was a stranger in the friendiess town
and an easy gent to frame for a long line of killimgs!

CHAPTER 1.
A STRANGER IN TOWN,

X COREY had just inherited

a hardware store in Kansas City.

“ Just a danged citizen behind a

counter with an apron tied around my

middle,” he growled disgustedly.

“ That's what I'm goin’ to be when 1
start ridin' herd on that shop.”

Slim Denham cocked his left eye-

brow. “ You don't wear an apron in

a hardware store,” he said.
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“ You might just as well wear one,”
Tex shrugged. “ Why not?”

Slim threw up his hands. “ If P've
got to argue with you clear to Kavsee,”
he said, “ this is going to be a helluva
trip.”

“ It's going to be a helluva trip ay-
way. Playing nurse to a lot of travel-
ing cattle isn’t my idea of transporta-
tion.”

Slim shrugged and started to deal
himself a game of solitaire on a box-
top. *“It’s cheap,” he said, “and an



heir to a hardware store that's dead
broke hasn’t got a kick over being the
assistant of a man on a one-man job.
No kick whatever ... ."

“ There's men that's born to low-
down jobs and there’s them that never
get used to them . ..."” Tex answered.
Then he got up and prowled to the
platform. They had rattled to a stop
at some forsaken station or other.
Alimmost anything was acceptable variety
from the noisy, odorous clatter of the
cattle train. The constant ~aggument
with Slim had been all that made the
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In a second that wagon ‘was go-
ing to be yanked right out from
under Tex Corey

trip bearable. It had made many a
winter cow camp bearable, too, before
this. Now the range and all that it
stood for was dropping behind them.
This winter Slim was taking a job in
the stockyards at Kamsas City—and
Tex Corey had inherited a Kansas City
hardware store from an uncle he had
never seen.

“ Lowdown jobs is the only kind of
jobs you ever had, yuh polecat!” Slim
cut back. “IIff hardware storing in
Kaysee is a decent job, you'll have tuh
ell' ,...."
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Slim's voice followed Tex out the
door. Corey didn't look around.
“ Probably nobody’'s danged fool
enough to buy a hardware store . . ..
he said.

He stepped onto a platform that was
like so many others he had known; a
single station lamp on a pot-hook, a
building sadly in need of paint, the
bawling of cattle from the loading
pens. He walked to the outer edge of
the illuminated circle that was the
lamp’s range and looked up at the sign.
BANNOCK. It didn’t mean much to
him, He had a vague idea that it was
the county seat of somewhere, but, as
far as he was coneerned, it was just
a place where the train stopped.

He was turning on his heel at the
platform edge when he saw two dark
figures dart out from the shadow of
a concealing stack of lumber and make
for the long dark train. They might
have been hoboes except for the way
they ran and for their uncertainty once
they reached the train. They stopped
short and seemed undecided as to the
next move. Corey grunted.

It was none of his business but it
was unusual and he was bored. He
crossed toward them swiftly and when
they turned, startled, he put a com-
manding growl into his voice.

“ What's the idea, yow!™”

No one, not even with a guilty con-
science, had a right to be so startled.
The taller of the two figures took the
lead. He put his companion behind
him and faced Corey shakily. He was
only a youngster, nineteen or twenty,
and dressed in gray shirt and cordu-
roys. His face gleamed white in the
overflow of illumination from the plat-
form.

“ We're not regular tramps,” he said
huskily. “ We’re just bumming our
way out of town on that freight.”
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Corey grinned. “ You don't have to
be so scared about it,”” he chuckled.
“You sure ain’t regular tramps butt—"
he shook his head—" you're not bum-
ming your way out of town and that's
no freight. It's a cattle traim.”

“We've got to get out of town.
We .. ."

The youngster was desperate but he
was thin and none too strong and lack-
ing in aggressiveness. Corey stood be-
tween him and the dark bulk of the
train. “ Youlll get yourself killed,
Bub. That’s a fact. You've got to
know how to ride these things ... . "

“ We're ready to take a chance.
We . ..."

For the first time, Corey got a good
look past the pleading youngster to the
second half of the “we.” He stopped
the half jocular comment that was al-
ready forming on his lips and his
Stetson came off awkwardly. The
second “boy” was a girl; a gifl in
well-worn whipcord breeches and
scuffed yiding boots. Corey flushed.
He had been having a goed tifie at
the expense of these youngsters, but
it there was a sltuation desperate
eneugh te send a yeung girl like this te
heppifig tralns IA the darlk, then his
humer had been badly timed.

“I'm sorry, ma'am,” he said, “I
shouldn’t have been so downright
comic ....."

“You'll let us go? The girl was
looking anxiously toward the train.
There was a rattling of couplings, a
forlorn whistle from the locomotive.
Corey's lips tightened.

He ought to be aboard right now
himself and if this"was really a pair
of boys in a jam, he'd take a chance
and get them on the traim; but bring-
ing the girl aboard would mean trouble,
not only for himself but for the train
crew,
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“ We're going to talk this over,” he
said grimly. *“Let's go over in the
lumber where you were.”

“ We can't. We've got to get out on
that traim ™

“SodoI .. .” Corey said.

OREY was watching the train
get under way with a sort of
dull wonder. These kids meant

nothing to him, he was a long way
from Kansas City and he had five dol-
lars in his pocket. He had a hunch,
too, that the two before him had
nothing to add to his trouble-filled
prospects except more trouble. But
he was staying.

“ Slim’ll bust a cinch,” he tiought.
“ But he reckoned it was a one-man
job amytiww.”

He was suddenly adjusted to what-
ever lay ahead. He had reached deci-
sions in just that way all his life. It
was worrisome, but a man didn't have
to spend half his life wondering what
was going to happen next; things just
happened anyway.

“ Whatever's going to get you will
get all three of wus,” he said.
* Surootkee?*

He held out the crumpled package of
cigarettes to the boy, but was conscious
of the girl's eyes fixed on him. They
were deep eyes and he couldn’t tell
their color but he knew that her hair
was coppery because there were waves
of it escaping from under the soft,
pressed-down hat that she wore. The
boy started to take a cigarette, then
stopped with a shake of his head.
Corey looked at him, startled, and saw
the greenish pallor in the youngster’s
faee, the perspiration on his forehead.
He was puzzled for a moment; then,
in a bewildering flash, he knew.

“ You kids are hungry . . .*

“NNo. No!” The girl's denial was

31

too swift, her worried glance at the
boy too easy to read. Corey stepped in
between them and whirled around.

“I'm hungry myself,” he said.
“ We're going into town and have a
feed .... . "

“ No. We canitt—realljif*

It was the girl who protested now
but with the same old pointless protest
and it was not at all as much fun as
arguing with Slim. An argument
where nobody got abusive was pretty
flat, Corey thought, so he took the
youngsters by their elbows and walked
them towards town. The girl was
about a year younger than the boy;
slender and rounded and with a glow
about her that comes from living in
open country and never from living in
towns, Little by little, their story
came éut.

The youngsters were Bob and Nell
Rariden. Their folks had been home-
steaders, but they hadn't heen able to
stand the life. They were both dead
and the kids had been trying to run
an eating house in town. Some gent
called Jess Gade had made Nell Rari-
den’s life miserable with his attentions
and finally had forced their eating
house to the wall.

Tex Corey listened to the story
quietly as sister and brother alternated
in the telling. Jess Gade, it seemed,
was the big bogie man of Bannock. He
owned the two big gambling houses,
three eating places, the dance hall and
the sheriff's office. He was supposed
to be hand in glove with rustlers, pro-
viding them with the means of shipping
rustled stock out of Bannock.

“ Judge Wilson is the only one in
town that dares stand against him and
the Judge can’t do much without help.
He’s been trying to get the governor
to do something, but he can’t seem to
get enough evidence .....”"
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Bob Rariden explained, shrugging
dispiritedly. They were walking the
main drag now, a typical cow-town
street on a night when cattle are
shipped. Noise blared from the saloons
and there was a tinny beat of music
that located the dance hall. Sun-
burned, swaggering men clumped along
the board sidewalks and jostled one
another good naturedly. Saddle leather
creaked and horses stammped nervously
at the hitehing raeks. There was a
nip to the alr and a smell of snow. Tex
Corey’s Instinet pelated his feet te the
biggest place en the drag. Beb Rari-
den slipped his grip.

“ That's Jess Gade's place, his prin-
cipal place. He'll be there himself
probably . . .” His voice was shaky
with fear.

“ All the better, Kid,” he said entim-
siastically. * That's where we eat. 1f
he feels like getting tough, he wouldn't
mind mussing up a place that belonged
to someone else. He'll be fussy about
his own syt

“That's right, Bob. We'll eat
there” The girl's chin was up.
There was fear in her eyes that no man
had the right to inspire but she had the
courage of a thoroughbred. Her
brother muttered a little, but his thin
shoulders squared.

THEY entered Gade's. It was
called THE SILVER DOLLAR,
and the name meant something.
A meal cost just that; no more and
no less. It was a pretentious place for
a cowtown. The saloon was next door,
cut off from the eating house by a
partition. " The place was furnished
with chairs, a long counter and tables.
Corey picked a table in the corner
where he could sit with his back to the
wall.
The waitei who took their order
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didn't speak any more than he had to,
but he had nervous, ratty eyes that kept
darting to the Raridens and away.
Bob gulped his water when the man
left the table.

“You saw how he looked at us,” he
whispered. “ Well, he's one of Gade’s
men. Gade told me to get out of town.
I told him where to head off about
Nell.”

“ You did ?* Tex Corey was startled.
He couldn’t imagine the frightened,
shivering, skinny youngster telling any-
body where to head in; but in the sud-
den look that the boy threw his sister,
there was a clue to the other side of his
character. There was a protective
something in that look. Bob Rariden
could probably nerve himself up to ac-
tion in behalt of his sister that he
would never take of his own aceord of
for himself. Corey could see the
brulse, teo, on the youngster's eheelk,
the swelled lump on his jaw. There
was a stery in these ineenspieuous
marks.

Tex Corey chewed that story over
with his food. He watched the Rari-
dens eat without appearing to do so.
They were trying not to be too eager,
but their hunger wouldn’t wear a dis-
guise.

A husky, flat-nosed bruiser with the
map of Mexico on his face stamped
noisily across the room. Everything
that he wore was silver-studded; his
holster, his low-top boots, the band of
his sombrero. There was clatter and
color and weight to him. He grinned
a crooked yellow-toothed grin at people
that he recognized, but the grin came
off when he stopped before Corey’s
table. He ignored the Raridens and
fastened his beady eyes on Corey. He
gestured with a thick thumb,

“ The boss! He's want you upstzirs.
Now..”

1A—21
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There was -arrogance in him—and
challenge. Corey stared hard at him.
“You don’t see any apron en me, do
you?” he asked.

The big husky seemed disconcerted.
He fumbled around mentally with the
apron idea and didn't connect it up. He
frowned ffeecedly. “1 say to you that
the boss want you,” he growled.

“ Yeah.” .Corey rose slowly, very
slowly. He was-conscious of the fact
that he was foussing many eyes as he
stepped clear of the table. He was also
conscious :of the fact that his gun was
with 'his gatherin’s on the cattle train.

“ Your boss, maybe,” he said fiinmiy.
“ But to me, he’s just a guy 1 buy grub
from. You tell him that.”

The Mexican flushed as somebody in
the room laughed. Corey was standing
up to the six-foot bulk of him and
Corey was deceptively average in
build; tough and wiry but running not
at all to bulk. Slim had once described
his expression as “no expression at
alll” and it was a description that de-
scribed. He didn’t wear his thoughts
of emeotlons puhlicly. He looked al-
most feek .now and that was a -come-
.
The Mexican made a mistiake—two
of them. He took time to curse and he
started an annihilating blow with his
right hand. Corey's left flicked out
like a rattler's head and there was
sting enough to it to throw the ‘Mex
off balance. In that wobbly split sec-
ond, Corey's right hand boomed
through to his:chin.

The husky took a vacant table down
with him when he went and the clatter
wakened the echoes around the four
walls of the Silver Dollar. Nell Rari-
den gave a choked cry and there was
a scraping of chairs as patrons of -the
eating ‘house jumped up for a better
laok at the excitement. The man with
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the silver trappings glanced:up dazedly,
cursed and came to his feet.

IS gun was clearing as he found
his balance and Corey stepped
into him fast. His left snapped

and then his right came over. The
lad from .south of the border was no
faster -with the gun than he had been
with the gunless hand. His feet
tangled when -he tried to avoid the
overhand right punch and when the
punch landed, he dropped his gun.

No gun-toter is ever more completely
licked than that.

Corey stepped back and he knew by
the hushed, unnatural quiet of the Sil-
ver Dollar that the Raridens were not
alone in their awe of the powers that
sat the saddle in Bannock. No one
whooped, no one cussed and there was
no joy over a swaggering Mex bully
in the dust. The faces that Tex Corey
could see showed only consternation
and he caught a glance .or two that
seemed to be already meurning the
dear departed.

He looked toward his own table.
Nell Rariden was whiter than the oil-
cloth table-top and her big eyes were
fixed on him with a blending of fear
and amazement. Bob Rariden,
strangely enough, was flushed, his jaw
hard. He was half out of his chair.

“ Better get his gun, Tex . ..."”” he
said.

Corey shook his head. “ No dice,
Bob ....."

He was thinking of the immediate
future .as tipped off by the seriously
intent -expressions of those about the
rooem.

He wasn't thinking far into the
future, but far enough to.guard against
the mistake of inviting a play of fire-
arms.

The Mexican still lay where he had
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fallen. He had gone down face first
this last time and he was trying now
to raise his head. It was still too heavy
for him.

Suddenly the attention of the crowd
shifted. Corey sensed the shift before
he consciously noted any evidence. He
looked up. A man who was nearly as
big as the Mexican, but of a totally dif-
ferent type, had come quietly into the
room and moved down the counter.
He was standing with his hands on his
hips; a black-mustached individual in a
shirt of white sllk, breeches of light
buekskin and beots heavlly inlald with
faneywerk.

Corey’s eyes ranged carefully up the
picture of cow-town elegance and
stopped when they met the eyes beneath
the Stetson. They were slaty gray
eyes and looking into them was like
looking into an open grave.

Tex Corey needed no identification,
no labels. This man had to be the
boss of the town that he is in or seek
another town. This, positively, was
Jess Gade.

CHAPTER II.
THE BOSS OF BANNOCK.

ESS GADE’S voice was as soft as
his eyes were hard. “1 sent my
man after you. There seems to

have been some trouble.” He was
loitnging a little in his stance and he
was wearing no guns. Six or eight
feet behind him and a little toward the
center of the room stood a man who
was wearing guns; a short, thin, wiry
individual with a French cast of coun-
tenanee and eyes as unblinking as an
Indiaf’s. That, of coufse, would be
the bedyguard and Cerey was satisfled
with the huneh that had made him
leave the Mexiean's gun where it lay.
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He faced the slaty eyes with his chin
jutting.

“1 told your man that I didn't work
here,” Tex explained. “ He didn't be-
lieve me.” He nodded briefly toward
the man on the floor. “ There was a
bit of an argument.”

“1 see” Jess Gade didn't look at
anyone in the room but Corey, but he
was obviously aware of the others. He
had an actor's trick of playing to an
audience from a spot as though no
audience existed. “ Well, now that the
argument is over, suppose that you
come along to my private office!"

There was command in his voice
which took any weakness out of the
“ suppose.” Corey was feeling that
command, feeling the strength of the
man, the lack of support from the
crowd which, although a group of
strangers, was comprised of his own
people. But he was not prepared to
knuckle down—mnot even with the chill
of the expressionless eyes and the silent
room in his blood.

“1'm eating grub I paid for, Mister.
That's all the business I've got here,”
he said grimly. “ I'm passing tinrougi.™

Gade's expression did not change.
“ You're not wearing a gun,” he said.
“You better get one’

His eyes flicked briefly to the Rari-
dens. “I told you to get out of town
once,” he said.

He turned on his heel and walked
back the way he had come. The
French-looking bodyguard sifted in-
conspicuously after him and the Mexi-
can paused only to glare at Corey be-
fore he dropped into line. Corey
«ddoppeddiritdohivsphlaceattlibetdblde.

“ My grub's cold,” he said.

He felt the eyes of the Raridens on
him and he continued to be nonchalant.
Inwardly, however, he -felt very un-
comfontable. When a man is told to
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get a gun, he is being told that he is
going to need one.

“You've got guts.” The respect in
Bob Rariden’s voice brought a flush to
Corey’s wind-toughened face. Corey
waved one hand. negligeﬂtly

“So have you,” he said quietly.
“ Has amybody else in town got amy?*
He looked. briefly around: the hushed
room. “ Or have they all lost theins?”

“ Judge Wilson and Tim O*'Meara,”
Bob told him. “TIe judge is trying
to put the skids under Gade and
O'Meara is helping himi Tim O’Meara
runs. the livery stable.”

“ And-that’s allP?"

“That's. just about .all. You cam't
blame these people around here.
There’s been too many shootings that
looked. accidental and too many wild
shooting scrapes between Gade .men
where nobody. got hit except some in-
neeent bystander who happened to
be a hembre who was in Jess Gade’s
Way. ..”

Bob Rariden was leaning across the
table and keeping his voice pitched
low, but Corey paid off again on the
kid’s courage. The kid hadn't even
wanted to come back to town, he hadin't
wanted to come to Gade’s. place and
fiow he was in a worse jam than ever
—wyiith a sister to look out: for besides
himself. Yet he was laying the facts
abeut Gade on. the line while everyone
else in the feerm was leoking as though
the mere mentlea: of Jess Gade’s name
would eause an earthquake.

Nt Rariden was toying with. her
fork kit her eyes were lixel and un-
afraid. Corey pushed his chair back.
“We'll get out of here as a first move
worth making,” he said. “ Let's go.”

He was conscious of the stares, the
undercurrent of interest expressed i a
hum of hushed voices, as-he swaggered
up to the wooden coop that served the
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cashier. He was nene too sure about
his next mowve in this one-man town
and because he wasn't sure, it was a
good time to swagger. A man with a
strut looks like & man with an ace in
the hole.

He hadn't quite reached the pay-off
counter when something happened that
added one more complication to the
strange set-up Corey had stumbled in-
to. - A broad-shouldered, medium-high
husky in a black sombrero lurched
against him, apparently by accident.

“ Pardon me to hell,” he said fog-
gily. “ M’foot slipped . ....” He
seemed to be struggling for balance
and grabbed Corey hard for support.
Corey tensed, in wait for a trick and
the man’'s voice reached his ear in a
ghost of a whisper that was. astonisih®
ingly elear. “ Loading pens. Fifteen
minutes. Meet me.”

It was all the happening of a second.
The man straightened, jerked his som-
brero low and with the exaggerated
dignity of a drunk, made his way to
the door. Corey didn’t look after him.

If the man was on the level and a
friend, then to look would be to
betray—because the man assuredly
wasn’t drunk.

OREY laid his five dollars on the
cashier’s counter and waited for
thsluesisgeourithe lawed iadeelndan

behindhelshaoganterhephiciiedfae dbaen
tie@imdh&%usephm sdifshearil; b&ck

§llJv ,alw ?glﬁs e Sggor aﬁ%%,;ﬂ%{f#@

8EF§7 f chin g}&&&é ané hs eaghse
mvar agam Take your
- rss Bucks; hembre,” he said: 1
hayen't aﬂy erserf hers ane there ain't
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s just one of your ideas”
Fhe man made change, sheved twe

silver dellars at Corsy and shrugged:
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Corey picked them up. As a goat-
getting system the town was organized.
He felt no chills and fever over it.
They were getting him mad. He was
wondering about the man in the black
sombrero. There might be a lead there
to a play that would spike the Gade
system; spike it long enough, anyway,
to let him get out of town without
crawling. There was only one thing
that would make the man a friend; if
the man were an enemy of Gade’s.
There was no sense to anyone tying up
to Tex Corey for his own sake. Tex
Corey looked like a losing horse at the
minute and a terribly bad bet for any-
body's money. He turned to the Rari-
dens.

They were out on the drag again, out
in the noise and the bustle and the
loud confusion. Nell Rariden was less
sure of herself, a little more fright-
ened. Bob Rariden was trying to keep
his thin jaw hard.

“IIf they want us out, they can stage
something anywhere along here, he
said. “ You don't know the town.”

“ 1 know enough to stick to the spots
where it's hard to pull a raw play.
There's an awful big crowd on the
street, kid ....."™

He was thinking desperately. He
couldn't admit to these kids that he
didn't know what the next play would
be and he didn't like to admit to him-
self that he wasn't even sure of the
truth of what he had just said. He
was going to go to the loading pens
to meet a stranger in a black sombrero.
If the man were a decoy and the date
a trick, he wouldn't be coming back.
He knew that, too. But he had the
problem of putting the Raridens some
place fiistt. He could handle himself
better alone.

“ How much was your eating house
worth, kidi?*
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He threw the question to make con-
versation, to steady the kids with some
other thought than the immediate dan-
ger. Bob Rariden looked startled.

“Gosh. 1 don't know,” he said.
“We had about a thousand dollars
when the. Slash W bought out our stuff
at the ranch. But the eating place
wasn't worth that. Five hundred, may-
be, if they'd let us alone.”

Corey nodded. He sniffed danger in
the air suddenly as he saw the gray,
sharp-faced, lath-like man who was
striding down the drag toward them.
There was authority written all over
the man and there was a star on his
flapping vest. Behind him strode a
blue-faced man of the short, ‘close-
coupled, tight-lipped breed. Wiith the
two walked trouble. Wihen, they were
within six feet of Corey, the man with
the badge slowed. The blue-faced man
dropped his hand to his holstered gun.

“T've got a warrant here for the
arrest of Bob Rariden,” he announced.
“ Deadly assault on the person o' one,
Pancho. Do ye surrender peaceably or
not?” The sheriff wasn't looking at
Corey. He had his eyes fixed on young
Rariden. The blue-faced man, how-
ever, was watching Corey. Bob Rari-
den looked startled.

“Nee? I .. .7

“ He wasn't the one that sihugged
that big greaser. I was . ..
Corey’s fists bunched as he spoke. The
sheriff threw a very wary side-glance
at him out of watery, colorless eyes,

“ This here warrant is swore to,” he
said, “ and it's all regular and proper.
It says Bob Rariden. I don't know a
thing about you.”

The blue-faced man hadn’t moved,
but there was menace in him. Corey’s
fists relaxed. He had had a theory
about the safety of numbers on the
drag, but the sheriff had that problem
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all solved, Tex need only make OMi¢
move toward resisting an officer and
the blue-faced man wowlld start
throwing lead. The warrant fer Beb
Rariden, of coufse, was a raw frame-
up. He looked around desperately.
Bob’s ehin was up and he wasn't even
a memery of the frightened kid that
he had been. He was the type that
works Best under pressure. His sister
was elinging te his arm and he was
patting her hand.

“ Stay out, Tex,” Bob said. “ They
can make a frame stick and they've got
this one loaded. Wan’t do us no good
to steam up mow!”

“Ye coming peaceably?' The
sheriff was standing in a stoop-
shouldered crouch and he had the per-
manently sour expression of a man
who has waged a losing, life-long fight
with indigestion. Bob Rariden’s thin
shoulders straightened.

“Yes,” he said. He whispered
something hurriedly to his sister, pat-
ted her hand once more and stepped
clear with his hands up. “ No gum,”
he said.

Tex Corey's eyes were hot pools and
he could feel his blood surging angrily,
The wordless, blue-faced man was
waiting grimly, showing Tex that it
was no time to act upon impulse. Tex
could only play waiting cards, stand
baek and let the lean old buzzard of a
sheriff take the kid to whom he had
promised protection and sock him into
Jess Gade’s jail. Corey's face burned
with. the shame of it, but this was a
time when the best that he could do
was=DAbftiing. He stepped to Nell
Rariden’s side.

“ We'll get him out,” he said quietly.

There was a quiver on her lips and
her eyes were moist with tears held in
check. “ We've got to get him. out,?
she said. “Wéele got to . .

37
THEY were leading Bob Rariden

away and the blue-faced man

seemed. disappointed as he
dropped his hand from his gun. Bob
Rariden did not look back. Tex Corey
found his voice somewhere and it was
cracked when he found it.

“ Where's this Judge Wilson?” he
asked grimly. “ I've got to see him.”

“ That's my job.” There was a
catch in Nell Rariden’s voice, too.
They were walking along the drag to-
gether.  The sheriff and his deputy
had their crowd of curious followers
and it was doubtful if anything serious
could happen to the kid for a while.

“It's a job we'll do together, then
» . . I got him into that mess.”

She shook her head, “ You don't
know Judge Wilson. I'd go it better
alone. He's suspicious of stramgers™

Tex frowned. There was more to
this Judge Wilson business than ap-
peared on the surface. Neither of the
Raridens, apparently, had gone to the
judge for anything.while things were
tough for them and they were under
orders to get out of town. The girl
was going now only out of sheer neces-
sity. Tex Corey lifted his Stetson with
one hand and secratehed his head
thoughtfully with the eurved fingers.

“1 can't leave you alone in this
town,” he said. “I'm responsible for
your brother, That's bad enough ......"

She snapped her fingers like a man.
“ I'm safer alone,” she said “ than with
either Bob or you. Here's our old eat-
ing house. I'll meet you here in an
hour.”

Like her brother, she came up te
scratch best when the play was tough-
est. She had her chin high now and
she was as straight as a soldier. If she
was. shedding tears, she was shedding
themn inside where they wouldn’t show.
Tex Corey nodded.
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“T'll be here in an hour,"” he agreed.

He watched her trim figure down
the street and he pulled his Stetson
brim low with a savage jerk. “ She
can have her Judge Wilson,” he
thought, “ and seeing him may keep her
out of mischief. But I'm riding the
winners. I'm going to see Jess Gade.”

CHAPTER HI.
GADE’S ENEMIES.

ESS GADE sat at ease behind his
big desk and pared his fingernails
while Corey talked. The leam-

faced bodyguard stood between Corey
and the door, his arms folded, eyes
sleepy. Corey's lips were a hard,
straight line.

“You kmow as well as I kmow,"” he
said, “ that the kid never slugged your
big gorilla. You'd lbok silly in court
stacking that skinny kid up and saying
that he did.”

“Wvho said anything about courtt?”
Gade raised his cold eyes briefly and
Corey felt the spell of them once more
as he had when he first encountered
them.

“ You arrested him,” he said.

“1 didn't. The sheriff did," Gade
insisted. “I didn't see Pancho
slugged, either. Maybe the kid did it.
If he's a desperate character, he may
try to escape . . ."

The chill eyes completed that state-
ment. Bob Rariden was under the
threat of a Mexican verdict. Gade had
something in mind, perhaps Nell Rari-
den, and Bob was a hostage. Unless
Gade got what he wanted, Bob would
be let run some night and he'd be shot
running. Prisoners who were shot
escaping embarrassed nobody in court
and told no tales.

“\Wikat's your deall?” Corey stared
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across the desk grimly. Gade waved

his dainty penkmife.

“No deal with you,” he said. “1
had a deal for you once. Not now.
I'm not interested in you. I can buy

your kind cheap—complete with guns.”

“ After you've got them cheap, what
have you gott?”

Corey was mad and his temper
flared. The flare-up seemed to amuse
Gade. Fie waved his hand again.
“ Lads like Frenchy,” he said.

Frenchy grinned and for a moment,
he was off guard. A hunch flashed in
Corey's brain and he acted with the
flash. He spun and swung. Frenchy,
who was a gun-fighter, had not been
taking his role too seriously itj a room
with a gunless man. Corey’s weighted
fist crashed against his jaw.

Gade was out of his chair before
Erenchy hit the floor and there was a
derringer: leaping from his cuff. He
caught the derringer neatly as Corey
turned instinctively on the balls of his
feet. There was cold death in the eyes
of Bannock’s boss as he stared down
the tiny belly-gun and Corey was never
closer to eternity in his life. He
grinned into the gun,

“Lads like Frenchy,” Tex repeated.
“It's still  what-Hrewes yougutt’ 1

His life hung there on a thread, an
impulse in the brain of Jess Gade. And
Gade lowered the gun.

“ All right,” he said. “ You've got
more nerve than I gave you credit for.
And you didn't get as old as you are
in the clothes you're wearing without
knowing how to use a gun. TI'll give
you the proposition that you wouldn’t
listen to a while ago. Join up with me
and take orders as you get them. Don’t
join up and see what happens”

Corey straightened slowly. “1I
reckon that I'll see what happens,” he
said.
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They duelled silently with their wills.
Corey could hear Frenchy getting ap
off the floor. His spine crawled with
the expectation of a bullet, but he kept
his eyes on Gade. Jess Gade shrugged.
He lighted a cigarette and turned: sud-
denly thoughtful. He looked at the
cigarette tip rather than at Tex Corey.

“ 1f that's,lhow you want it,* he saidi,
“ That's how you'll get it. But take a
tip. Go to my ememies while you're
able to go. Mack Wilson ought to be
able to use you and if you want to find
Mack Wilson, see Tim O'Meara at his
livery stable .....”

He stood up, waved a signal that
sent Frenchy's gun back into its holster
and nodded  toward the door.
“ Vamos!” he said.

OREY felt like saying thanks. He
was walking out with his life
when he didn't figure ever to

leave the room under his own power.
Moreover,. Gade: had given him a
straight steer about his enemies. The
Raridens had named Judge Wilson and
Tim Q'Meara as the only ones or-
ganized against Gada Jess Gade was
seniding Corey out of an iron-clad trap
to those two men. Why?

The feeling of strong umdercurrents
was present in Bannock. A man didn't
have to be a heavy thinker to figure
out the fact that neither the Raridens
nor Tex Corey could be very important
to a man like Gade who practically
owned a town. Yet Jess Gade bad
spent time and effort on Tex Corey
far some reason instead of having the
Gade-awned sheriff jail him or Gade-
controlled roughnecks knock him over.

“ 1 can't figure it,” he thought, “ but
I ain't a figuring type. It ain't sensible
to do-what Gade tells me to do, but I
reckon that this Judge Mack Wilson is
the man I want to see . ., .™

a9

He was shaking his head solemnly
as he walked the drag. - He bad been
in his share of jams, but this one
copped the prize. He was into some-
thing up to his. neck and his life was
in the middle like a blue chip, but he
couldn’t see where he figured to win
anything if he won. He’d moved right
into a tough game without having a
stake to play for—and now he couldn’t
get out.

“ Just tryin’ to keep a couple o' kinds
from getting killed — and loek what
happemedi*

He saw the livery stable ahead and
quickened his stride. There was a
stout, red-cheeked man sitting in the
doorway with-a pipe in his mouth. His
impersonal gray eyes swept over Corey.
There was no expression, friendly or
otherwise, on his face: but it was a
face that was made to mirror emotion.

“I'm looking for Tim O'Meara’

“You're looking at him.” - The
man’s voice was as impersonal as his
eyes. “ What ean: I do for you?"

“ The name's Corey. Gade's sheriff
slapped a friend of mine in jail for
something that I did. I want to get
the kid out.™

“ I'm not running the jail. Tell the
shenifff * O’'Meara was not hostile, he
was merely blunt. Corey took him as
he was.

“You know how much good that
would do,” he said. “1 went to Gade.
He sent me to you. The idea is that
you'll send me to Judge Wilson.”

Tim O'Meara sat up straight and
tapped the tobacco from - his pipe.
“ Tell me about this* he said.

Corey told him. He started with
the scene in the Silver Dollar and
worked down the line. “ That's how
it is,” he said, “ and Fve got to get that
kid out of the calaboose before some-
thing happens to him.”
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shrewdly.. “ You're maybe a damned
liar,” he said, “ and no offense meant if
you aren't one—or there's more in this
than meets the eye. I'm not the one to
say. Youw'll find Judge Wiilson's place
a square to your left from the next cor-
ner. It's a red brick building and
there aren’t many such in Bammock”
He put the pipe in his pocket and
stood up.

“1f ye're an honest mam,” he sazid,
“ Mack Wilson's the man you want.
If your tongue's not straight, stay
away from him. Ye won't fool him a
mite ....."

Corey turned. “ Thanks," he said.
“ That's all that I want to lkmonw.*

He removed his Stetson and
scratched his head thoughtfully as he
stretched his legs for the red house of
Judge Mack Wilson. He was getting
into deep water mentally. Gade's ad-
vice was still stacking up and - he
was impressed with Tim O'Meara.
O'Meara was the blunt, yet cautious,
type of Irishman and not the type of
man to be engaged in any shadow box-
ing or sham fliditts. The suspicion that
Gade’s enerles might be owned by
Gade and kept in action as a front was
just abeut settled. Corey didn't enter-
tain that netlen any lenger.

And he still had no gun.

Corey hitched his strangely light
belt. He'd been told to get a gun and
there was evidence to support the no-
tion that he'd need one—but in a
country where guns are taken for
granted, he didn’t have an idea of how

to get one. He had two dollars and
no friends.
Moreover, he had slugged two

tough gun-toters, Frenchy and tieeMex
called Pancho. As long as he remained
In Bannock, there would be death in
the very air that he breathed. Men
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who live off their reputations as gun-
men, cannot afford to overlook affronts
to their dignity and their hardness.

E had the swagger back in his
walk by the time that he reached
the red brick house. Judge Wil-

son himself opened the door; a short,
dark, wiry man with nervous hands
and eyes that jabbed rather than hit.
He had his hand in his pocket and the
outline of a gun showed through the
fabric. Corey made a wide-open
gesture with his own hands.

“ No gun,” he said. “-1 merely want
to palewver.”

“Come in"” Mack Wilson's voice
had a deep-chested ' quality =thlaat wass
suggestive of platform-~sppakitigy. Hde
kept his hand in the pocket with the
gun. Tex had been debating mentally
whether to stand alone or to mention
Nell Rariden. He hadn’t been able to
fnake up his mind while he was just
thinking; aeting en lmpulse, it beeamme
ne preblem at all.

“ Miss Rariden’s probably told you
part of the story . . .” he said.

Mack Wilson's eyes narrowed
slightly. “ Miss Rariden?’

“ Didn't she just come to see yow?"

“No one has been here this eve-
ning.” The Judge’s grip on the gun In
his pocket seemed -to tighten. His eyes
were definitely suspicious, Ceorey
shook his head.

Through the welter of confused
thought in his mind, he felt sudden fear
for Nell Rariden. He had doubted the
wisdom of letting her fare forth alene
and now he knew that his doubts had
been justified. She hadn’t been better
off without the company of marked
fmen, because she had been marked hef:
self. If she hadn't reached Judge Wil-
son, then somethlng had ‘happened ¢8
her en the way=the arithmetic of the
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situation was as simple as that. And
mention of a person who hadn't shown
up—particularly of a woman that
hadn't shown up—was enough to make
Mack Wilson fearful of a frame-up.
They had entered a shelf-lined room
that was all but filled with books but
they were both still standing. Corey
reached for a chair and sat down with-
out asking for permission.

He knew that a seated,man always
looks less dangerous and he was recall-
ing the fact that Nell Rariden had
mentioned Wiilson's aversion to stram-
gers. In a town like this where he was
one man against a system, Wilson
probably had to be careful. Corey set-
tled into the chair.

“You better hear my story,” he
said. “ Maybe you can understand it
better than I cam

Mack Wilson sat down reluctantly.
“ Be brief, please/ he said. His hand
remained in his pocket.

He listened gravely, then, while
Corey told again of his arrival in Ban-
nock, his eyes fixing themselves in a
disconcerting stare, dropping away ang
darting back again to Corey's face.
When Corey finished his recital with
the statement of Jess Gade's advice to
go to Judge Wilson through O'Meara,
Wiilson's forehead creased into a frown
of intense concentration.

“ He considered you an enemy and
he warned you to get a gun—then he
sent you to me ?*

The Judge seemed to be struggling
with the implications of that situation
for several seconds, then he removed
his hand from the gun pocket ¥ Your
story is incredible,” he said, “ but I be-
lieve it. A man has to know Bannock
to believe it. -The town is incredible.
The situation in the town is incrediiblie”

He got up out of his chair and paced
up and down like a platform speaker,
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punctuating his speech with gestures.
“T'll do what I can to free young Rari-
den,” he went on.. “ I don't know what
can be done. Tom Beeler is Gade's
sheriff and he runs tHings just about
the way that Gade wants them run, It's
a scandal to the state. I've gone per-
sonally to the capital before and I've
tried to get the interest of the governor.
We need martial law in here. The
county has no control over its lawless
elements. The cou¥ts are a joke!’

He stopped short and stabbed one
finger at Corey. “ Young men like
yourself can be a help, can be the sal-
vation of Bannock. If the state won't
help us, we can set ourselves up against
boss rule and end it. If necessary, we
can fight fire with fire. . ., .”

Tex Cprey stirred uneasily. He
could understand now why Bob Rari-
den hadn't taken his troubles to Judge
Wiilson. The man didn't talk to a man,
he orated at him. And Tex Corey
wasn't a bit interested in a bigger and a
better Bannock. He wanted to get the
Raridens to safety and lined out, he
wanted to get out of town with his skin
intact—and he asked nothing else from
Bannock. After all, he owned a hard-
ware store in Kansas City and he had
a bunk in a bunkhouse on the Flying K.
He couldn’t see Bannock as an oppor-
tunity. He shook his head.

“I'm a peaceable man, Judge,” he
said. “I never hired out for fighting
wages and .. .*

Something in Willson’s stabbing eyes
stopped him. The man was grinding
his clenched fists into his hips, standing
still for once, with his legs spread.
“ You don't like the way your friends
are being treated here,” he said, “ but
you don’t want to fight about it.
Wihese fight is itt?"

Tex Corey flusites. He hadn't
thought of it that way. Mack Wilson
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was: stabbing: with: his forefinger again.
“You're ail: alike” he said, “every
damned, one of you.. You leave the
fighting to me. I've been collecting evi-
dence against this crooked ring: down
here for a year. I've got it and Jess
Gade knows that I've got. it—affidavits,
confessions, the addresses of witnesses.
Fve risked my life to get it and to hold
it. . . . Wiith some decent help, with co-
operation-from: the governor, I can.use
what Pve got. I...”

He broke off suddenly and his eyes
leaped, startled, beyond Tex Corey.
There was a sound and Corey turned.
He' turned right into something that
slashed at him out of the doorway and
he never saw what hit him. He knew
only that his feet were traveling one
way amd his body another. The fllwor
came up-and the curtain dropped on his
brain.

CHAPTER 1V.

HANGING PARTY.

X COREY came back to con-
sciousness with a jerk that was as
abrupt as the blow that had

knocked him out. The shooting stab
of agony in his brain-almost drove him
inte unconsciousness again. He was
lying on his face and he pushed himself
up from the earpet with an effort that
brought the sweat out on his body.
Seebedy etirsed at him and' he looked
Hp:

Tim O’'Meara was shaking his fist
at him and some stranger was hold-
ing O'Meara back. The livery stable
man was almost sobbing in his rage.
“You. dirty bushwhacking murdenen:

He was all but helpless in his rage,
the grip of the other man preventing
him- from giving violent vent to it
Corey blinked. The room was crowded
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with a. miscellaneous collection of: men
from:the streets outside; punchers who
had ridden: in with the cattle, towms-
people,. nesters. The lean, sour-faced
sheriff was: standing: with his hands on
his hips in a:little cleared space;

In the middle of that space lay the
body.of Mack Wilson.

There was a pool of bleod around
the body and the outstretched hand
gripped- a: Colt: forty-five. Along the
barrel of the Colt was a streak of blood.
Corey felt his head gingerly. It was
murderously sore and . his finger§ came
away wet. His eyes went dazedly
around the room and he read the ver-
diet in- the eyes that lookekd stonily at
him,

Judge Mack Wilson was dead and
the barrel of his gun said that he struck
Tex Corey down before he died.

The beautiful simplicity: of it was a
shock. Tex Corey’s brain cleared as
though an ice-water sponge had been
passed over it. He was wondering now
why he had mot seen-the frame-up from
the start. Mack Wiilson was a menace
to Jess Gade and Gade didn’t want the
governor’s troops to clean up Bannock.
Mack Wiilson hadn’t been as brave as
he pretended. He was figuring on the
fact that Gade wouldn't dare remove
him, Wiilson’s death would bring the
very thing that Gade feared.

But now, it wouldn’t.

Judge' Mack Wiilson had been mur-
dered, but the sheriff had caught the
murderer red-handed and ‘the room was
full of witnesses to the damning evi-
dence. There was no mystery, no ex-
cuse for state investigation. The
county authorities had the situation
well in hand.

Tex Corey was the goat. He had
been intended as the goat all along.
Gade had probably been waiting for a
likely prospect who looked hard and
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who had no backing. If Tex Corey
had joined the gang, the result would
have been the same. He'd have been
given an innocent looking job that
would have walked him inte the same
frame-up. It had been there waiting
for the right man,

“1 was talking to him. Somebody
knocked me out from behind. I didn't
see him killed. . . .

He forced the words out. He had to
voice his defense, even when he didn't
expect to be believed. The stony faces
and the cold, hostile faces showed that
he wasn’t believed. Outside, he could
hear the noisy movement of people who
were ot able to get into the house. The
lean sheriff was looking at him grimly.

“ You're under arrest;,” he said diry-
ly, “ for the murder of Judge Mack
Wiilson. Anything that you say will be
used against you."”

He was a great stickler for rules and
forms, this sheriff. Corey was stamd-
ing a little unsteadily upon shaky legs.
He didn’t try to answer. He merely
nodded—and the nod shook the sparks
of agony in his brain. The sheriff let
his eyes range around the crowd while
his blue-faced deputy stepped up beside
Corey and gripped his wrist.

“ The law will take care o' this feller
all right and proper,” he said. “1I don't
want no mob vi'lence. I ain't a-goin' to
stand for none.”

Corey's throat felt a little dry. He
hadn't got around to thinking about
that yet, but it was an angle. Judge
Wiilson had probably been pretty popu-
lar and a crowd that would be pretty
much piped down if a Gade man was
accused of the murder would give free
play to its feelings if the murderer were
a friendless stramger.

“ Come allong maw/!™

The blue-faced deputy was starting
him out through the crowd. Corey

went without protest. He saw the sec-
ond gun that the sheriff had wrapped
up in a handkerchief. That would be
the murder gun, the gun that he was
accused of having. There was a grim
jest to that, He'd wanted a gun all
night and now when he had one given
to him, it was given without the right
to toueh it. He had a gun. It was his
gun. And it was i the hands ef the
sheriff.

He was fogged. He couldn't see a
way out—and in the midst of his pre-
dicament, Ms thoughts swung to Nell
Rariden. What had happened to her?
If Gade’s men got her, what had they
done with her?

“ 1 played hell when 1 flzgged those
kids off that traim.”

E was stumbling across the room.

The faces were a blur to him

until he lifted his head and one
face came sharply into focus. Stand-
ing inconspicuously and without ex-
pression just inside the door was the
man in the black sombrero.

That was the last straw. Out of all
the blunders of a crazy night, he had
to be reminded of another now. This
man had asked him to meet him beside
the loading pens—and Corey had for-
gotten. He had forgotten the very
thing that might have saved him., He
had needed an ally and he had passed
one up. Things had happened 66
swittly for him.

He was scarcely conscious of the
mob through which blue face pushed
him outside, scarcely conscious of the
mutter, the rippling murmur of excite-
ment. It beat about him like something
heard in a dream. Several people
struck at him and he scarcely felt the
blows. He was numbed with the help-
lessriess of a free man whe has lived
and fought and dene his thinklng in the
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wide spaces and who finds himself sud-
denly penned in an unhreakable trap,.

He shook himself and spat and
when he felt the tightening of the blue-
faced man's grip and the increased ten-
sion- in- the man, it helped his own spir-
its. A man always had a chance as long
as he was capable of any movement
which ferced another man on guard.

Behind him, the sheriff was clearing
the Wilson house of curious idlers and
taking official possession. Before him
leomed the jail.

There was no conversation when
they checked him in. The mob was
packed pretty solidly about the jail but
curiosity was its principal emotien thus
far. The jailer, a wizened little man
with a game leg, checked him into the
same cell with Bob Rariden and left
him. The kid was white and nervous
again. He took a look at Corey’s bleed-
ing. head and his. eyes darted anxiously
toward the window that opened on the
front of the jail.

“Tex! What happened 7*

“ Somebody killed Mack Wilson,
kid. They've got it hung hard on me™
The unsteadiness of young Rariden
helped to.steady Corey. He felt his
confidence increasing. There had to be
a way out. No man.could build a trap
that another man couldn’t open. There
had to be a weak spot, somewhere.

“Nify sister! Nell. Wiere is she?”

Corey looked gravely down at his
hands. “ I boobed the detail there, too,
kid. She wanted to go to Judge Wil-
son alone. I let her. She never got
there. I'm sorry. Damned sorry . ..
but they won't hurt her, kid. They
won't dare

He believed it himself when he said
it and the belief helped. Bob Rariden
believed: it, too, and that was a good
idea.. The kid was rubbing hix hands
together nervously.
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“ Nell would be like that;,” he said.
“ She. always had too much courage.
I—I never had enough. . ..”

“Yeu've got plenty, kidi*

Corey walked over to the barred win-
dow. He could see half of the square
before the jail and a portion of the
main stem. The crowd was increasing.
Word of the murder had spread with
the usual speed of such news and the
crowd was assembling from some-
where. It was a noisy, boisterous
crowd that was bringing plenty of busi-
ness to the saloon but it would. not take
it long to develop into an ugly erowd.
There were sullen elements already at
work; tight lipped men wheo stayed out
of the saloons and who hung areund
the jail. These were the men whe Hked
Maek Wiillson and whe featly believed
that Corey had killed him.

“It looks like a hanging ecrowd,
kid !

Corey had to exert effort to. control
his voice. Bob Rariden rubbed the
back of his hand across his forehead.
“ Lynching? Gosh, no! Jess Gade
couldn’t let that happen, Tex. It would
mean troops for sure. He can't let
them, Tex. There's no danger.”

Bob Rariden was talking fast, using
his ewn arguments on himself as well
as on Corey. Corey was staring som-
berly out through the bars. He hadn’t
ever seen a lynching, but this looked
like his idea of the beginning of ene.
He saw a little knot of men forming
around a red-faced rotund man and the
knot grew larger by the second. Tim-
othy O'Meara was talking—and the
gift of eloguence was in the Irish.

“Gade mightn't be able to do &
damned thing about this,” he said.

He was thinking that the town had
been pent up long enough and he was
remembering those unnaturally silent
men in the eating house when he had
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socked the Mexican. Bannock hadn't
had an outlet for its feelings. Ban-
nock had been controlled too long.
Now Bannock had a stranger who was
outside of anyone's protection and who
was hung with the murder of a leading
citizen.

O’'Meara was whipping them up.
Corey could see and hear and feel the
changing temper of the mob. The
Irishman was down there with his soul
in the job of firing this crowd with
hatred. Corey knew that the man was
baiting them for his blood, but he felt
strangely unresentful of O’Meara.
O'Meara was sincere and he believed,
prebably, that Corey was a hired Gade
leller.

E respectable element of the
town and the boss-rule element
were allies for once and against

them Corey stood alone.

“I'm glad that they put us in the
same cell. If they crash im!" Bob
Rariden clenched his fists, his thin jaw
hard. Corey threw one wondering look
at him,

“ You stay out of it, kidi!*

His mind swung on another tangent.
They had put them in the same cell. 1t
mightn't mean a thing except that there
weren't very many cells and that this
was the one most generally used. It
might mean, too, that Gade was figur-
ing en mob action and that he would
be just as well satisfied if something
happened to Bob Rariden at the same
time; something for which he couldn’t
Be held aecountable. He had, after all,
warned the Raridens and that meant
that semething was seheduled to hap-

g t6 Beb Rariden anyway. But
prey veieed fene of his theughts en
the stabjeet:

“ Soldier law mightn't bother Gade
a bit,” he said, “ with Wilson dead. If
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he's got hold of Wilson’s papers, they
wouldn’t prove anything on Gade amy-
way. And they can't keep soldiers in
a town forever.”

Bob Rariden paced the cell. “ Gade
won't dare let the mob do anything.
He won't dare,” he repeated.

Outside the voice of Bannock was
becoming a menacing growl. Corey
fixed his eyes on O'Meara. He couldn't
hear a word of that speech, but he
could imagine it. The man's gestures
alone had power. Corey's heart ham-
mered.

“ Gade figures the long way,” he
said. “ He sent me to O'Meara first.
Why didn't he just tell me where to
find Wilson? He wanted O'Meara to
see me and remember me.”

He saw the Irishman's arms sweep
out in a terrific gesture that was like a
man hurling a heavy weight. The
crowd answered with a roar; then the
human tide broke.

From the box upon which the Irish-
man stood, they spread in all direc-
tions; men who shouted and swore—
men who set the spark of their own
awakened blood lust to those groups
furthest from the Irishman’s voice.

Corey saw the swift scattering and
swifter reforming of the mob with eyes
that registered its full significance. He
half turned for a second toward the
pacing Bob Rariden.

“Kiil,” he said, “tthey're comiig!”

Out in front of the jail, Horgan, the
blue-faced deputy, faced the arowwd-¢-
swearing at them, waving them back.
He was joined by the sheriff, Tom
Beeler, and the sheriff was gripping a
gun; his shrill voice rising above the
hoarse rumble of the mob-cty.

“ Git on back there! Ye can't...”

A husky in a black shirt slapped his
gun hand down and the crowd fllowed
over him. The blue-faced man lashed
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out with both hands but did not attempt
to draw his gun. The forward surge
of the crowd took him back against the
jail as though he were a chip swirled in
the backwash and after that, Corey
could see nothing but the heads and
shoulders of mad, unreasoning human-
ity bent upon his destruction. He
whirled away from the window.

“Under the bunk, kid, and keep
your lip buttoned. They don't want
you unless you make them sore.”

“1 won't do it, Tex. You stuck by
me and I'm backing your play.”

There was a crash as the outside
door went down and the roar of the
crowd swept through the corridor.
Corey gripped the kid’s shoulder and
spun him toward the bunks along the
wall.

“@et under 'em, you danged fool!
Outside, you might be some help to me.
You can’t do any good here. . . *

“Tcantry. 1...7

-“ Your sister's out there some plawe’”

.1t was the last appeal as he spun the
kid from him and he knew that one
registered. Bob Rariden had to be out
of this mess for Nell Rariden’s salke—
and Corey couldn’t get out of it.

The jail corridor was choked. Corey
saw the black-shirted man who had
slapped the sheriff's gun down and then
he saw the red face of Tim O'Meara.
Somebody had keys and the cell door
clanged back. As they swarmed in,
Corey swung.

He swung with his weight behind his
fist and the black-shirted man went
back into the wall of men behind him.
Corey kept his hands up and he kept
pumping. He landed three times and
then the blows came at him faster than
he could send them back. He tasted
the salt of his own blood in his mouth
and the cell wall was rough against his
shoulders,
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He started one more punch and a
heavy hand caught it before it found a
target. Other hands closed in and his
muscles strained against the pressure
helplessly. A hairy hand slapped him
across the mouth.

The cry of the mob reduced then to
the single phrase:

“Swiimg hiimm!™

CHAPTER V.
THE FEEL OF A ROPE,

E chilling cry rose full-throated

about the light wagon upon which

Tex Corey stood. It battered

against his ear-drums as the heavy fists

had battered against his body in the

mad, hysterical rush from the jail to

the .tall tree under which the wagon

stood. He tried to hlink the daze out

of his eyes and comprehend the fact
that he was going to die,

It didn't seem real, somehow, de-
spite the coarse rope about his neck, the
cuttimg’ pressure of the thongs that
bound his wrists and the shakiness of
the platform beneath his feet. There
were three men on the light wagon with
him. One of them was shaking his
shoulder and cursing at him.

“ Are yuh goin’ tuh confess, yuh
mangy blankety blank blank ?”

Corey spat. “ Cut my hands loose
and try to stay on the wagon with me,
Big-moutin!”

There was defiance in him, feme. 1f
they were going to kill him, they were
going to do it because they were too
many for him. He wasn’t going to let
them outgame him and he’d let them
know to the very end that he had con-
tempt for them because they rode thelr
heavy odds over him.

“Swimg hiim!*

The crowd was impatient, maddened,
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unreasoning. The pressure of those in
back was jamming the men in front
against the wagon. There was no horse
between the shafts. A horse's nerves
wouldn't have stood this. Grim men
gripped the wagon shafts and waited
for a signal from the men who stood
beside Tex Corey. The man who had
been shaking Corey waved his hand.

“He ain't goin' to confess!"” he
yelled.

“ Swing hinm!r*

The other two men jumped down out
of the wagon. The man in the checked
shirt gripped the noose. Grim hands
fought for grips on the wagon. In a
few seconds that wagon was going to
be yanked right out from under him
and Tex Corey would be left to do his
rope dance alone beneath the tree. He
knew it and he couldn't believe it. He'd
been worse frightened at the jail in
those few moments before the meb
broke in.

FORTY-FOUR boomed sud-
denly above the heads of the
crowd and a broad-shouldered

man who had been working down close
to the wagon shoved two first row men
aside.

“ Let go o' that noose, youw!l*

His voice carried clear through the
dead space of silence that foilowed the
crashing thunder of the report. Corey
looked down and drew a deep breath.
It was the man in the black sombrero.

For a split second the sole susviver
on the wagon hesitated with the noose
in his hand, The easily swayed emo-
tions of the crowd swung from mad
violence to a sort of paralyzed curios-
ity. All of the menace remaimed—but
it was momentarily in suspension, like
a balanced weight that can still destroy
for release. If the man with the noose
had had the initiative to tighten it and

47

and that takes only a finger pressure
throw defiance at the interruption, the
crowd would have swung behind him
with a roar. When he hesitated, they
all hesitated—and the man in the som-
brero leaped into the wagon.

With a flip of his left hand, he tore
the noose out of the hands of the man
in the checked shirt and his snapping
wrist lifted it from Corey's neck like
a deftly twirled lariat. With an almost
simultaneous motion, his right hand
produced a gun.

“ Ramger!” he boomed. “On au-
thority of the governor of the statie!
This man rates a fair and decent trial”

He had lungs and he knew how to
throw them behind his voice. It
boomed out over the heads of the mob
with thundering authority and the man
stood there with his legs wide apart
and his chest forward; the tough, fight-
ing symbol of the voice.

He stopped them cold. The one
word “ Ranger ¥ had magic in it. It
stood for more than a man; it stood for
an organization and for a tradition,
The man himself stood for initiative
and for courage. He was facing them
all and throwing commands and he had
only his tremendous confidence in him-
self and in what he was. The gun
meant little. The sheriff had had a
drawn gun and this mob had struck it
down. Even the maddest of the crowd
recognized that this man had more than
a gun.

“T'm taking him back to the jaillf"

He gripped Corey's wrist and he
would have taken him back. He’'d have
taken him back to the jail against
the very teeth of the men who had been
within split seconds of killing him. But
he reckoned without one man whose
guts matched his own and whose tem-
per had blazed to the white hot heat
that is hatred.
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There was a ripple in the human tide
and into the circle about the wagon
came Tim O’Meara.

Despite his age, he vaulted into the
wagon as easily as the ranger had done
—and he ignored the ranger's presence.
When he raised one gnarled hand to
the crowd there was an uneasy surge,
a scattered cheer.

The ranger took one look at him and
dropped his gun into its holster. He
could shoot into the very mob itself
with greater safety than he could
threaten this man, and he knew it.
Corey felt tension in the-man’s grip on
his wrist; nervous expeetancy but not
fear. Tim O'Meara threw his-voice to
the erowd that had stopped against the
ranger’s.

“Did you know that there was a
ranger in the town?" he roared. “ Ye
did not. Nobody knew it. If he was
here, what was he so.quiet about?”’ His
face was red, his eyes flashing; but he
was taking his time. He knew that a
mob is never snapped into action. It is
led to a point and then set afire with a
phrase, He gave them the phrase. His
eyes sweeping the erowd and his finger
pointing baek toward the ranger.

“ He didn't protect Mack Wilson's
life,” he said, “‘ but he's right on the
job to protect ‘Mack Wiilson’s mur-
derer!”

Tiat did it. The ranger knew it and
Corey knew it. The roar that answered
Tim O’Meara’s voice was the full-
throated roar of the aroused mmob, the
roar that had boomed about the jail
and that had been stilled for a moment,
but not stifled, by the bold play of the
ranger. Against that, the ranger threw
neither words nor guns. He snapped a
handeuft link about Tex Corey's wrist
and loeked the link to his own. He
steod with his legs braced then and
threw the key into the erowd.
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“They'll hang us together, guy, if
they've got that much guts/’ he said.

The first two men were vaulting into
the wagon and the ranger spilled them
off with his feet. The wagon rocked
to impact and mob pressure jammed
the leaders against it. Somebody
caught the ranger’s ankle and Corey
went down -with him when he went.

Somewhere out in the mob there was
a key that would open the fetters and
eventually the key would find its way
to the wagon but Corey was paying off
silently on the ranger’s guts once more.
The man was playing desperately for
time—fior time which cools a mob’s
fever.

The longer they-wasted- for:the kill,
the more chance of stopping*them.

But they didn't need a rope. Corey
was taking punishment from fists and
feet. The ranger, ome-handed, was
fighting back and he was taking punish-
ment himself. He left his gun where
it was and Corey applauded that. The
actual shedding of blood in this crowd
would be the last needed touch to
fury. ...

There was another rift in the ranks
of the mob. Somebody yelled that the
key was coming up and the rift wid-
ened. It wasn’t the key. Tom Beeler,
the sour and lanky sheriff, fought his
way to the platform with Horgan, his
blue-faced -deputy, -at his back. His
face was bleeding but he had a gun in
his: fist—and Hotgan had two.

*“ Hold there! I'm backing this ran-
ger's play....”

His voice was lost in clamor and he
was swept back against the wagon.
Four or five more men struggled onto
the packed wagon and one of the
wheels gave way. There was a panic
and confusion in the collapse and tihe
mob divided away from the milling
group that was dumped-to the ground.

2A—21
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Out of that confusion, another man
made his way to the wagon clearing.
Wiith Frenchy at his back, Jess Gade
lined up in the little group that already
included the ranger and the sheriff, the
sheriff’s deputy and Tex Corey. Jess
Gade’s men were already scattered
through the erowd; breaking it up into
scattered units, Jess Gade himself
yelled agalnst the subsiding clamer.

“I'm backing the ranger's play, too.
Anybody think I can't do itt?”

Nobody did.

A ranger, the sheriff —and Jess
Gade! It was three to draw to, but
never three of a kind. Agaiinst the
combination there was no mob calcu-
lated to stand. This one had started
its disintegration and the disintegration
proceeded rapidly. The saloons caught
boefa business again as men who had
stirred briefly and fiercely to the blood
lust relaxed baek inte a mood for gos-
sip and fer wonder,

The wreck of a wagon lay in the
clearing and there was an unused rope
in the wreckage. Tex Corey went back
to jail.

@REWY had no clear recollection of
those last few minutes. The en-
try of the sheriff, the collapse of

the wagon and the arrival of Jess Gade
had all happened within split seconds,
of course, but the aftermath—the clear-
ing of a way to the jail—ikrad taken
minutes. Corey had stumbled through
those moments in a high haze.

One of the mob had received a
broken leg out of the wagon crash and
no one who had been on the wagon was
improved in the melee, Corey, who had
started with a gashed head, felt now
that he had made a modest start. He
didn't seem to have any skin left.

“ Better get washed up, guy. You're
a mess. . .

3A—=21
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The ranger led him to the jail wash
basin, took a key from his pocket and
unlocked the cuffs. The sheriff was
watching him sourly. ™ T thought you
threw that key away,” he growled.

“Thit's what the mob tirowght™
The ranger didn’t even look around.
“ A man would be a plumb damn fool
to throw away a key that locked him up
to some strange buzzardl”

Jess Gade was sitting on a desk and
swinging his leg. He looked as dapper
and as elegant as ever. * Pretty cute,
aren’t you, Ranger?”

“NNoot  terribly.” The ¢anger left
Corey at the wash basin and turned
around. He was pretty much the worse
for wear himself. He dida™ pay much
attention to Jess Gade. He had his eyes
fixed on the sheriff.

“I'm presenting my credentials if
you want to see them, Beeler,” he said.
He slapped an envelope oa the desk.
“ Because I'm taking over under the
governok’s aithority to order in troops
where the law is not being enforced.”

“ You're not troops,” Gade said.

“ It's me right now or troops tomor-
row. Which do you want?' The ran-
ger faced him with his chest high, his
jaw jutting. Jess Gade waved his hand
toward the sheriff. Tom Beeler was
squinting at the ranger’s papers.

“I'm sheriff o' the county,” he said.
“You ain’t got a speck of authority
unless I ask for you to come in.
There's plenty o’ law in this county.”

The ranger didn’t argue. “ I'm tak-
ing over Judge Wiilson’s papers till the
grand jury sees them,” he said.

There was electric tension in the
room. No one spoke loudly and no one
touched a gun, but the element of strife
could not have been more strongly pres-
ent if they had. The sheriff was glat-
ing at the ranger from uader heavy
brows.
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“ 1 didn't see no papers at Wilsow's"

“You saw them and you took them
and you brought them to the jail. 1
watched you and I followed you. I
want those papers, Beeler.”

Tex Corey was momentarily forgot-
ten. The cold water had cleared his
head and although he was beginning to
stiffen up, he was feeling more like
himself again. He stalled around with
a towel and watched drama unfold.

Jess Gade was still sitting on the desk
but his foot had stopped swinging. He
was thoughtfully intent upon the clash
between sheriff and ranger.  Watching
him, Corey remembered how Jess Gade
had looked when Jess Gade was fliguur-
ing him into a frame that had no out.

“If you've got any papers, Beeler,
and this ranger has any authority,” he
said, “ let him have them and make him
sign for them. If the governor doesn't
like your brand of law, let's see what
his brand is like.”

“THaariks, Gade.” There was more
mockery than gratitude in the ramger's
speech. The sheriff looked startled, in-
credulous. He had his eyes fixed upon
Gade as though for a secret signal.
Gade merely nodded. The sheriff mut-
tered something and walked across the
reom to the blg iron safe in the corner.

The ranger’s teeth flashed briefly.
TO BE CONTIMI
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“ Thanks again, Gade,” he said.

Jess Gade waved his hand. “I've
been backing you up all night,” he said.
“For a hell-cat ranger, you sure need
a lot of helip’*

“1 got a helpless streak in me that
way.” The ranger’s eyes were follow-
ing the lean form of the sheriff. Tom
Beeler came to a stop before the safe,
rested his hand upon the knob and
reached for the combination. He stif-
fened a little and shook the knob. The
safe door opened easily,

Even Gade seemed startled. He
came suddenly to his feet. Beeler
swung the door back, rummaged in the
cluttered interior and whirled around,
his eyes stabbing accusingly at Blue
Hotgan.

“ Didn’t you .. .?*

“ Hell, yes!™ The blue-faced man
seemed shaken. He came half way
across the room. “1I put the papers in
there when you gave them to me
and...”

“ And you didn’t lock that diowr?"

Horgan passed the back of his hand
across his forehead. “ The mob was
charging the jail,” he said. “1I had to
move fast. I don't know if ...”

Tom Beeler straightened. “ There
ain’t any papers in there now,"” he said

grimlv.
ED NEXT WEEK




1 leaped Imside the
circle of the blade

Agmear, the, Hittite

By ARTHUR

DANA HALL

Tihe mighty bommam of the Pharaoh had this cdiuices
death or sltewery

Ipered to the bearded Libyan

«whose r i @ghhtt wrist was
shackled to my left by a heavy golden
chain.

We waited in an antechamber just
off the feasting hall of the palace.
Through the hangings that framed the
doorway came glimpses of the splendor
of an Egyptian court; a sight even of
the King of Upper and Lower Egypt,
Aa-Kiheperu-Re himself. Our ears
caught the murmur of a multitude—
the sweet, far sob of cymbal, flute and

“ Q RE you afraid to die?” I whis-

lyre. And to our nostrils—Holy Tsh-
tar! What torments can the reek of
smoking meats bring to a hollow bellly!

I used a dialect of the desert tribes,
and the huge man understood my
words. His eyes rolled wildly and the
sweat dripped from his naked body.
It would be my luck—IHiittite huck—to
be fettered to a coward. The stifling
anteroom was jammed with a silent,
bloedy threng, chained twe and tweo as
the bearded one and I Dully they
stoed, like eattle walting slaughter.
But 1 had ne wish te live my span éf
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years as eunuch in some harem, or as
grubber in the soil behind a temple
wall. To die I was determined; and I
would pass as a Chief of the Hittite
Bowmen should pass—with honor. A
warrior I had been born; and fighting
I would go. Better the brief agony of
many wounds than the weary wasting
of years in servitude.

Our guards were all intent upon the
scene within the hall. So I inched
closer to the Libyan and muttered
guardedly: “ Listen, friend. Our lives
are forfeit once we step beyond that
portal. We are prisoners of war, you
know. Now, we can die gloriously, as
becomes a man of any nation, or we
can placidly await the butcher’s knife.
Which do yax choose, comradie?"

His eyes twitched more wildly and
between loose lips I heard the rattle of
chattering teeth.

“ My plan is this,* 1 urged, “ once
well within the feasting hall, we each
seize sword or mace or dagger—what-
ever comes first to hand. Then, back
to back, do we carry as many with us
to hell as the gods allow. With your
strapping bulk, it should be a score at
least. Whhat say yow?"

Still he could not answer, and 1 sub-
stituted guile for reasoned argumemt:
“You do not know the cunning of
their executioners. They can flay a
man alive, and keep him conscious of
the awful agony all the while. You,
with your great strength, will last a
long, long time under such demonstra-
tions of their art.”

STOPPED, for the fool seemed
near to fainting. For all I knew,
the stuff I uttered was sheerest non-
sense. I have never heard of a prisoner
of Egypt put to torture, and but
thought to stir his sluggish mind to
action. However, I had overshot the
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mark, as bowman say it, and now must
set to work to build him up again.

His was a simple, vacillating nature
that reacts as readily to tone of voice
as to thought expressed. Gradually I
calmed his fear; saw the horror leave
his eye and the tenseness drain from
out his giant's frame. The honey in
my mouth soothed the unthinking ani-
mal within him.

Once more my tactics changed. I
spat a word into his beard that, through
all the ages, has been the vilest name
one man may call another. With a
burgt of oaths, I dragged the memory
of his ancestors through the foulest
mire. Again his eyes rolled wildly,
and I lashed his soul until he writhed
and foamed in rage.

Wihen his fingers dug my throat, I
strained for breath. But as I strangled
thus I grinned, for I had found a way
to rouse the sluggish beast.

“You dirty swine,” 1 gasped, “all
your race was spawned in filth and
never shall it rise above the gutter. The
best of you cannot compare in worth
with the lousy dog that scratches in
the market place. The very fleas upon
that dog have courage of a sort, but
you and all of yours know not the
word.”

He roared and crushed me to my
knees. The guards came running then
and saved my life, I think, for in his
hands was the strength of many men,
Cruelly were we hamdlksti—viciousiky;
and I had a foretaste of what a slave
could hope for in that heathen land.
Nor did I dare strike back as yet. Fet-
tered still and weaponless, I would
have lasted but a moment. And I had
no wish to die alone.

Then were the hangings drawn and
a chamberlain or royal herald beckoned
to our guards and whispered. And we
two, the Libyan and I, were thrust
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within the hall to a cleared place by a
painted column.

A guard said, “WNow?” The other
answered, “ Wait for Mentes’ signal.”
So they left us.

All thought of dying left my mind
then for a while.

I am no clod—no gaping, witless
tiller of the soil—no. petty merchant
filled with small affairs. I have seen
the courts of kings—in Khatti-land, in
Syria, the Isles, and far-off Punt. But
never court like this, My eyes were
dazzled, senses drugged; how can I
hope to palnt the scene?

The room was full six hundred paces
long and near as wide. Its ceiling, tint-
ed blue and spangled thick with silvery
stars, arched high, at least ten times a
grown man’s height. Great pillars
reared their flowered heads aloft and
marbles paved the walks below. And in
that reem a hest was gaily feasting.

Near us, on a dais, stood the throne
of Egypt's king. A masterpiece of carv-
en ivory and gold, wrought most cun-
ningly and set with jeweled figures of
their gods. Pharaoch himself reclined
before it on a couch; surrounding him,
and bloeking our clear view, were mem-
bers ot his heusehold. The hall was
Brightly lighted by gfeat flaming silver
lamps, and far as we eeuld see were
tables ef the difers. Men and wefen
Beth; 3 strange, barbarie eustem, it
seemed t8 e, that wemen dined thus
publiely with men.

HARAOH was in a temper. This
I gathered from the anxious mien
of those who formed his suite. In
particular, a giant Nubian who held the
king’s war bow and gilded quiver of
long arrows. . ... It was the mightiest
bow my eyes had ever seen. This slave
—some captive prince of Kush—stiood
like an image carved in shining ebony,
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motionfess save for grotesquely rolling
eyes. It was plain the man feared death
—or worse. Others about the royal
couch were in as sad a plight, and 1
chuckled in my throat at the thought
that here was a despot very like all other
kings, who held the lives of men as
cheap compared with his own pleasure.

Of the king himself I saw but one
bronzed fist that clenched and loosened
fitfullly upon the drapery. And then the
cloud of courtiers shifted and I saw the
king. A great, deep-chested man,
burned almost black by sun and wimdi;
heavy-browed and stern of face; yet
young withal. His gray eyes had yet
to see their thirtieth High Nile, as time
is reckoned in that land. He had the
bulld of a warrler, and my Hheart
leaped. For here sat a king wekthy te
fellew In battle.

He took no heed of the chatter that
pulsed throughout the hall, nor notice
of the tense uneasiness of those close
to him. Frowning, he sat alone and
stared. Amnd ever his bronzed fist opened
and clenched convulsively.

A place in front, some twenty paces
deep, was cleared and here sat girls and
youths with instruments—the music we
had heard. It was foreign to my ear,
and held a haunting rhythm that sent
the pulses swinging. A child danced
slowly in the cirele, weaving her slender
bedy deftly through the intricacies of
the danee, and seeming te gather all the
threads of light upen her sthall pefee-
tien:

Wihile Pharaoh stared ahead. . . .

1 nudged the Libyan at my sidie: “ A
storm is in the air, comrade. Can you
feel it? We'll see the lightmimg—hear
the thunder roll at any moment now.
"Tis best to be prepared. Bend your
geeat strength here, thus, behind the col-
umn; twist these links that join us,
Thank the gods they are but gold and
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not some sterner metal. Close to the
band that clasps my wrist. There—it
gives!”

Pharaoh raised his hand and one
knelt instantly before him. “ Bring
Mentes.” At sound of that cold voice
the chatter hushed throughout the hall.

I know the Egyptian speech, tihough
never could I master their awkward
writing. All bees and birds and animals
and abstract signs and symbols. It is
so with every land I ever visited for my
king; my lips could form the sounds,
but My eyes and hands were dumb. Se,
while the Libyan werked stealthily to
sever euf twinship, I awalted with an-
tieipatien the eeming 8t this Mentes.

And he came leisurely, with strutting
insolence, bowing right and left as if he
and not the other were the king. He
even stopped and chatted for a moment,
keeping the master waiting. My eyes
grew round with wonder, for not thus
carelessly are monarchs served. The
man was elther very brave, or a mon-
strous foel, oF mad.

As he approached, he made a brief
obeisance to his king and stood at ease,
a sneering, thin-lipped smile upon his
face. It was a strong face, though weak-
ened by excess and careless living.
Beardless, as are all, Egyptians, he was
richly dressed, and with the jeweled col-
lar of valer pendent on his chest. I felt
a shealdng admiration for,the man. He
was §e eoel, so self-possessed; he alone
of all the hest assembled dared to look
his master in the eyes—and smlle.

They were of about the same age, this
Mentes and his king. Both were drunk
with the heady wine of youth and both
possessed of more than normal cour-
age. Here was a clash of wills, I
guessed, that kept the court and empire
in an uproar. It would be almost worth
living for, a little while, to watch the
eonfliet between these two strong men.
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Sometime Pharaoh would tire of the
sport; and then. ..

HUSH lay on the hall. The king
broke silence. “ My lord,"” he
said, and the wind from off the

snowbound heights of Khattiland could
not be colder than his voice, “ we have
watched for three days to congratulate
you upon your safe return, and to re-
ceive report of your campsigm "

“ Affairs, Majesty,” Mentes an-
swered curtly. “ Of a very private na-
ture.”

I held my breatin; but Pharaoh chose
to overlook the insolence. He modded
thoughtfully. “ Most of our subjects
would hold their king’s affairs to out-
weigh the pressure of private business.
But you are different, aren't you,
Mentes?"

Crimson stained the noble'’s face and
neck. “I bring you victory, tribute,
slaves,” he answered sullenly. “Is it
not emougin?*

“ It is not enough. But of that later.
Meanwhile, what of this tribute, these
slaves ?*

Mentes' arrogance returned and he
swaggered. “ Great treasure, Majesty;
ship-loads. Grain and cattle, chariots
and their horses with equipment. Suits
of armor. Tents, household furniture.
A silver statue, three spans high, of
some god of the vile Naharin. Ivory.
Vessels of the work of Keftiu. Gold
and sitver rings. All are now with the
Chief Treasurer.”

“ And the slaves?*

Mentes scowled. It was plain he
looked for praise—for thanks at least
—imstead of this scant recognition,

“ The slaves are here,” he amswered
shortly. He turned his back upon the
king and signed with an angry gesture
to the guards. And the king—I saw his
hand grip tightly once till white showed
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through the bronze; then a grim smile
loosed his mouth and he reached and
drained a cup of wine,

Trumpets sounded as the hamgings
drew back; there came the clank of
chains and seuffling of weary feet and
the sad, unfortumate troop filed past us.
Two and two they came; some naked,
some in rags, and some in bloodied fin-
ery. Princes and peasants; wormen and
children; wounded men whose passifg
left great bletehes on the marble. Long-
halred Seythians, surly Kassites, men
ef my ewn eeuntry in peaked eaps and
upturned shees. Wrary and dazed by
suffering and ili-handling, they stared
Hnseeing at the splendsr 1A that reem:

Jests were thrown and muffled laugh-
ter sounded from the diners. Pharaoh,
though, sat deep in moody thought, un-
moving as the melancholy throng
crawled by. Mentes, arms folded, glared
thunder-browed at the king.

The Libyan, behind me in the shadiow
of the pillar, put lips to my ear and
breathed, “ 'Tis done, Master.”

E end of the column entered the
room. Two hundred and five, |
counted. They were ranged

against the farther wall as they passed
the king; made to stand there in their
suffering, forced to watch the gaiety
and to smell the tantalizing odors while
their own bellies knotted and writhed
in hunger.

The last in the procession was a girl.
She walked alone, unchained, slender
body draped in mud-spattered Trags.
She was tall and blue-eyed; this with
her white skin and flaming hair pro-
claimed her to be of the Amorites, a
small but sturdy kingdom in the Jand
of the Twoe Rivers.

Pharaoh frowned at sight of her and
at his sign a soldier barred her prog-
ress. Meates took a long stride forward
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and caught her wrist. She snatched it
from his grasp and glared so fiercely
that a titter rippled through the room.

“ No harm shall come to you, my
child,” said Pharaoh gently.

Mentes answered. *“ She knows no
tongue but Hittite, Majesty. All the
slaves are yours but this; she 1 hold as
mine. A mouse, my king; a shy, white
mouse. A pretty plaything, eh &

As he spoke, his hand caressed her
bare white arm. Quick as thought she
slapped him on the jaw, a stinging,
weighty blow that turned his 8ark face
livid. Wiith a snarling oath, he snatched
a whip from the nearest guard and
struck her.

She was at him on the instant,
scratching, tearing, screamimg; a red-
haired, clawing fury whose nails left
bloody furrows in their wake. He stum-
bled backward in amaze, then brought
the loaded butt of the whip with a sick-
ening erack upon her skull. She whim-
pered, sagged, and rolled upon the
floor:.

The beast in every man is close be-
neath the hide, 1 think. The pride of
noble Mentes had been stung till he for-
got the time, the place, remembered but
his rage. He stood above the girl and
lashed her quivering flesh with all his
strength. The hall was in an upreaf.
Men stood to see and women shrieked,
while Pharaoh, half-tising frem his
eoueh, sighed guards to seize the mad-
fman fref behind.

But I was first. 1 snatched a heavy
goblet from a passing slave, leaped to
the clear and threw it. It caught the
noble Mentes on the ear and sent him
sprawling.

There was reason behind my act. 1If
I could lesson this proud Mentes and
gain favor with the king of Egypt, my
fortune was assured. 1 had seen enotigh
to know there was no love between the
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two; Pharaoh might welcome the op-
portunity to curb his insolence, lower
his pride. I had everything to gain and
nothing but my life to lose. And that
was forfeit, amyway.

Guards came running, but the king
stayed their blows. Mentes struggled to
his feet, tugging at his sword, his eyes
ablaze with the fury that enflamed him.
Him, too, the king restrained, with a
cold anger that matched the other's
boiling wrath.

“The man is unarmed, Mentes.
Touch him at your peril.” There was
that in Aa-Kheperu-Re's voice that
stopped the heavy sword half swung.

“ You take the part of this yelllww~
skinned slave—agaimst me? You go
far, Pharaoh- Give him a sword, then,
and I will kill the filthy brute

“ You would fight him—a slave, and
you a prince of Egypt ?”

“1 will kill him as one kills a diog.*

Pharaoh turned to me, and our eyes
locked. “WMho are yow?”

“ Agmar, Majesty; Chief of the
Hittite Bowmen.”

“You speak our tongue #*

“ 1 speak all tongues, Majestty:’"

Pharaoh’s eyes searched mine.
Mentes' impatience broke. “ Enough.
Give the braggart a sword.”

“ The whip will be enough, my lord,
to lesson woman-beaters,” said I.

“ Siilleyroee!!”

Pharaoh turned to his officers.
“ Userhet, see that the woman's hurts
are cared for. Semnut, mark a circle
on the floor before us. Ten paces
across. Ramose, your sword for the
Hittite. Take your places, and may
the gods favor the best mam.

E king's favored officers
formed about his couch., The
Nubian who carried the great war

bow was in the front, and grinning
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hugely. Before the couch and edging
the circle drawn by the Royal Butler
crowded the diners, men and women
both, those behind standing upon the
low tables for clearer view. Mentes,
bared to the waist, muscles crawling
beneath his brown skin, scowled men-
acingly at me across the open place
anl fingered the hilt of his heavy
sword.

My own preparations were quickly
made; I had but to tighten the rags
about my waist and grip the sword
thrust to my hand. It was a good
blade, nicely balanced. I watched the
king.

Now, I know little of sword-play.
Slingers and bowmen use the javelin
and the dirk. Swords are for the
héavy-armed, the spearmen, and the
Horse. Mentes was Captain of Horse.
Being of noble heritage, he had been
born with a sword in his hand, as the
saying goes. He had every advantage,
save one: he fought in hot blood, I in
cold.

Pharaoh nodded. A trumpet blared.
Mentes leaped.

That first swing, had it caught,
would also have been the last. It was
a fearful blow; one, 1 judged, with
which Mentes had ended many such
encounters, I escaped it—give Ishtar
the praise—and we circled. I knew my
antagonist now: ruthless, weapon-
wise, skilled in the tricks of single
combat. I began to feel a sorrow for
Agmar the Hittite.

Mentes leaped again. This time I
was ready, met him in mid-circle. Qur
blades crashed in air, and locked. Chest
to chest we strained, his hot breath
upon my cheek—and I sneered in his
face. “ Beater of women,” I mocked,
and laughed then at his cursing. A
new scheme had come to my mind. If
I could rouse his anger, make him care-
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less and forgetful of his skill—if I
could disarm him, maim him, possibly,
then all would be well. Pharaoh, then,
could not do less than free me. But if
I killed him, nothing—not even Holy
Ishtar—could save me.

According to my plan, I played on
the defemsive.
gave me little chance for else. He
pressed, in fury that I held him off so

long. His blade was everywhere at

once, it seemed, till all the air was filled
with whirling fire' and the crash of
sword on sword. Wihatever else he
was, the man was fighter born. And
fearless as a panther at the kill.

Twice he caught me—on the shoul-
der, then on the thigh. Scratches both
—I did not feel them—but the blood
that showed enraged him. He shouted
loud in maddened glee and swept a
blow that should have cut me clear in
two. I leaped inside the circle of the
blade and once again we strained there,
heart to heart. [ taunted him again
and saw the flush of baited fury mount
his neck.

And then I slipped.

I heard a shout from a thousand
throats that echoed®as I fell. 1 saw
the blade drawn back to strike—the

grin of fiendish joy that scarred his -

faces Desperately then, 1 strove to
bring my own sword up to counter.

I swear I had no thought to kill him.
He killed himself—the force of his
own rush drove him full upon my
point. I heard him choke. He kicked
but once, and then lay still,

R a space of twenty breaths, per-
haps, dead silence hushed the
taps).  déahalkilavesdenysHedcould

scarceodelieveStinel Ithingh aayself. c€dme
atemsenbelaeveaging thinogrimgselslaslong
faanderthe mexagidgmpredrbigod mdstingy
fkFHetihfumyxier dtimig rofirb éowetip dhotest

Then fury burst. From every throat

Indeed, the Egyptian
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came a yell of hate; knives were
drawn, and swords. From every side
the throng pressed in, urged by one im-
pulse—vengeance on the foreigner.
No friendly face—no blade to guard
my back. I staggered as a javelin
ripped my side; the hilt of a dagger,
poorly thrown, near cracked my knee,
I turned and struck—swung blindly,
jabbed, and saw men fall,

And thus I gained the side of that
tall black who held the king's war bow.

Him I dropped with a back-hand cut
and snatched the bow and quiver. A
stunning blow from an axe near beat
me to my knees, but I reached the wall.
Their numbers played against them,
And there I cleared a space with my
fiiling sword, then threw it in their
faces—and strung the bow.

A calmness filled my veins. A bow-
man, I, and in my hands a weapon
such as few have ever drawn. A
mighty bow, as I have said; a royal
bow; a bow for men. I notched an
arrow, drew to ear, and loosed,

I heard three screams as one. Three

soldiers of the guard were struggling,

skewered on that one long amaw!
Again 1 drew and loosed; agaim;
again.

The press fell back; an arrow splin-
tered by my ear, a dagger thudded on
the wall, Each time I drew, a life or
two was snuffed. 1 should not lack
company on the road to hell that night,

And then I heard the king. His voice
came clear, above the clamor and the
shouting, " Stop! Let be, I say. Tutu
sound recalll”?

The mellow notes rang through the
hall; arms. were lowered, voices
hushed aand a way waswpesned fovithe
kinged; and a way was opened for the
kidde came straight toward me, all un-
armedcand sthaighmeowakd cowldalbhave
kitles ham; ales,althe. thoughtldlasiaed
killed him; yes, the thought flashed
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swiftly, “ Here's noble prize and royal the first to draw that bow, besides my-
company on your road.” But some- self. A host have tried, who boasted
thing in his eyes forbade the deed. I of their strength and skill. But you
lowered then the bow, but kept the alone, of all that host, have done it
arrow notched, and ready. He placed his hand upon my arm in
It was wonder in his eyes that I had earnestness. “ Agmar the Hittite, re-
seem; and admiration. And when he main in Egypt. Riches shall be yours,
spoke, his voice held wonder, too; and and honor. Wihile I live—by my own
awe, and fascination. “ Why did you father, Ra, I swear it—no foreign foot
not tell me*—this tone was rich and shall tread your country's soil The
deep—* that you were first among the rest of all the world is ours, to plunder
bowmen of the world ?” as we wish. Glory that the very gods
“NVidpesty I” 1 stammered. will envy—that will live throughout
He took the jeweled collar from the ages. Amd death, too, perhaps™
about his neck—insignia of valor, most “ It is no shame to die, my king," 1
prized of worldly decorations— and answered simply, “ so that the gods are
placed it on my shoulders. pleased with the manner of one's pass-
“Yes,” he said, “ greatest among img "
the bowmen of the world. You are And I knelt and kissed his sandal.
THE END.

oF o »

When Oil Was Just a Drug

FTAODAY we'd be in a bad way without petroleum and its products. It

has a thousand uses. It makes cars go and millionaires to buy them.
But onee, in this country, it was just a drug—and a drug on the market as
well!

That wasn't so long ago, either. . . . Back in 1814, somebody bored a
well for brine down in Kentucky. Instead of getting brine, they got a lot of
black oily stuff. The well was abandoned. . .. Ten years later, also in Ken-
tucky, another well was drilled for brine and the same thing happened. This
time the flow of petroleum was so great that people came from miles around
to see it. They thought it was pretty wonderful, but didn't see anything
to do about it except look at it. The owmer did bottle a few barrels, but
that was all. He marked his bottles “ American Oill” and sold it here and
abroad as a liniment. The rest he let run back into the ground.

It wasn't until around 1850 that Americans began to discover they had
something worth while in this black liquid that gushed from the ground.
Meanwhile, a couple of Englishmen named Binney and Young had gotten
together and started to manufacture illuminating oil from petroleum discov-
ered in Derbyshire. The demand for their product became so great that
Americans heard about it. Chemists made tests—and soon wells were being
drilled for something besides brine.

—\ddarman Pedigett,
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He couldn't raise his
gun

El Dwilibo Noegro had a stramge and inticasde way of
saviimg his diamowd hoanl from the rencbhtivomsts

CHAPTER L
THE DIAMONDS,

E barroom of the New Grand
International Hotel—accommo-
dations of the highest class and

rates most reasonable—was long and
dim in a shadowed low-beamed ceiling.
Sunlight slid threugh the iron gratings
on the high, narrew windows and cut
bright waffle-like patterns on the
stained floor. Big bluebottle flies
sailed around and around over the
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small wire-legged tables, making a
lazy, droning buzz.

Senor Mendigo, the owner and pro-
prietor of the hotel, was sitting in the
place of honor behind his own bar.
He was a skinny little man with three
parallel streaks of greasy black hair
combed carefully over the top of his
bald head. He was so cross-eyed that
both pupils focused on a poeint about
an inch in front of his long, inquisitive
nose. Mendigo was carefully polishing
his finger nails, using the towel he
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wiped the glasses with as a buffer,
when Carson stopped in the side door
that led to the hotel’s inner patio.

“ Ah!” he said cordially, seeing Car-
son. “ Senor I

Carson walked quietly across to the
bar. He was a little over medium
height, but so thick-set that he seemed
shorter. His shoulders were wide, pow-
erfully sloping, his arms long and
thickly muscled, He had deep-set gray
eyes that were always narrowed war-
ily. His faee was very darkly tanned.

“The clothes? Mendigo exclaimed
triumphantly. “THey fit so beautiful,
hey?”

Carson held up one arm. The sleeve
of the white duck coat came down only
to halfway between his elbow and
wrist. He moved his broad shoulders a
little, and a seam groaned in straining
protest.

“Very beauntiiful,” he agreed.
“ Who'd they belong to—a midget #*

Mendigo tapped his own meager
chest proudly. “ No. Me! I got two
suits of clothes. Two! See?” He held
up two fimgers to illustrate his afflu-
ence.

“ Marveloust’ Carson said. “ How
about my clotlnes?"

Mendigo shook his head regretfully.
“Very bad. 1 have to throw them
away. All mudidy.”

Carson stared at him. “ You mean
you threw my clothes away just be-
cause they were mudidiy?”

Mendigo nodded calmly, “ Oh, yes.”

“Did you ever think of washing
them outt?*

“ She's bad, that washimg,” Mendiigo
said. “ She's spoil clothes to do thatt.”

“So it's better to throw them
away ?*

“ Oh, yes

Carson sighed wearily. “WE¢ll, live
and learn.” He took a stubby pipe out
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of his pocket, began to fill it carefully
out of an oilcloth tobacco pouch.

“You don't got more clothes?*
Mendigo inquired, watching him.

Carson shook his head. “ Nope.”

“You don't got any baggage at
al?”

Carson lit a match and sucked flame
into the scarred pipe bowl. “ Nope.
Want me to pay in adivamae?’

“ No, nol* Mendigo said, looking
shocked at the very thought. “ No, no!
Of a certaimty!” He leaned close and
lowered his voice to a hoarse whisper.
“ Ask for payment in advance when 1
know the Senor could buy the whole
hotel with one of the diamonds? Sueh
a foolis| i

Carson blew out the match with a
sudden puff of breath. “Diamonds?”
he repeated blankly.

ENDIGO smirked at him and
then winked very mysteriously,
holding one finger over his lips.

He went down to the end of the bar
and looked carefully around the dim-
ness of the room. The only other per-
son in sight was an Indian womman sit-
ting on the flooe near the frent deor.
In the shadows she was a squat bun-
dle of gaudily eolored cotten eleth.
There were a few dusty wilted bunehes
of jungle flowers en the fleer beside
her. Her multiple skirts had slipped
aside a litte, shewing ene bare, Hat
feot and the thiekly museled brown
ealt of her leg. A feld af her shawi
was threwn ever her faee:

“ Holat” Mendigo yelled at her
fiercely, leaning far out over the bar
and pointing a skinny finger. * Oui!
Go! Begone from this plkece!”

“Leave her alone,” Carson said.
“ She’s all rigntt’*

Mendigo moved his shoulders up to
his ears and let them slide back to nor-
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mal again. “I was only thinking of
the Senor’s safety. She is the nuisance,
anyway. She just sits there, and every-
body that comes in has to walk around
her. No one in their senses would want
to buy any of those old weeds she
thinks are flowers. She has not sold
one since she has been here, and she
has no money.”

“ Maybe she's
said.

Mendigo moved his shoulders again.
“ One hopes so. One hopes she will get
hungry enough to go back where she
came from. [ndios, they are no good.”

Carson felt in his pockets, fiirlly
dug up one battered silver coin.
was all he had. He flipped it glinting
in the air, caught it in his palm. He
walked over to the woman, knelt down

hungry,” Carson

and selected one of the freshest floow-

ers. Dropping the battered coin in the
woman'"s lap, he put the flower in the
buttonhole in the lapel of the coat.

One of the woman's brown hands
moved up to the shawl that covered
her face, pulled it aside. She looked
silently up at Carson. Her face was
square, firm-set, smoothly fiidt. Her
eyes were a dull, soft black, widely ex-
pressionless. She didn't say anything,
made no move at all, except after a
moment to draw the shawl across her
face again.

“ See?* Mendigo said. “ No grati-
tude. Not even the thanks.”

Carson walked back to the bar. “ She
probably can’t speak Spanish or Eng-
lish. You were saying something about
diamonds?"

“ Sssht” Mendigo Iissed, modidimg
warningly at the woman. * She pre-
tends she cannot understand, but one
never knows about these Indios. They
are of the most treacherous.”

“ Diamonds,” Carson repeated pa-
tiently.

It
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“ Diamonds!” said Mendigo. “ Ah,
the beautiful diamonds! Glittering like
the white fire 1 The Senor carries them
in a money belt around his waist, no ?*

“ No,” said Carson filaily,

Mendigo nodded, grinning slvly.

. “ Fear not, Sefior! Mendigo can be

trusted! Not a word have I breathed
since I have known of the Senor’s peri-
lous mikssimn?*

“ Mission?”
“ Perilous?"

“ Yes " Mendigo hissed diramatical-
ly. “ El Diablo Negrw has many ene-
mies—ifierce and murderous ones! But
you are safe here, Senaor!”

“ I'm beginning to doubt it,” Carson
said frankly. “ Now would you mind
explaining just what you are talking
about #*

“Nveendligo knows all! You see,
Senor, sitting here in his New Grand
International Hotel, many rumors
come to the ears of Mendigo, who lis-
tens to all with the great care and
never speaks.”

“1 noticed how little you talk," Car-
son said. “ You’re practically a sphimx,
aren't you?”

“ Yes!” Mendigo said. “ Yes! Never
a word does Mendigo say! Sitting here
silent, Mendigo heard of the terrible
revolution in Panvuelo, whose border
is only the few kilometers away. Men-
digo heard that the president of Fan-
vuelo, Pedro Guiterrez, he who is
known as EY Diablo Negnmo—wezas over-
thrown and forced to flee for his very
life with his enemies at his heels, anx-
ious to stand him up against the wall.
But El Diablo Negro was always tne
clever one! He escaped his enemies!
And El Diablo Negrwo was always the
far-sighted one, too. Many are the
rumors Mendigo has heard of the dia-
monds El Diablo Negrw was hoardiing
against the day when his ungrateful

Carson  repeated.



subjects would rise in wrath against
his benevolent rule!”

“Y've heard a few rumors about

Pedro Guiterrez and his benevolent
rule, too,” Carson said. “ But not the
same ones you have. I heard that he
got himself elected president as the de-
fender of the poor people and then
promptly proceeded to load them with
taxes until their backs broke. I've
heard that he stayed in power by stuff-
ing the ballet bexes regularly and
sheeting everyone he eould find with
fiefve eneugh to vete against him. He
kkept a eeuple of firing squads busy all
the time. The Blank bandana handker-
ehiefs that they used e blindfeld their
vietifhs were Ris trade-mark. He was
2 Black-hearted miurdering rat, and iv's
tes bad these peer devils he misruled
for s6 1ong didn't eateh him and stand
him zgainst 2 wall and give him & dese
8F Ris swh medicine”
. Mendigs stared Wiﬂ‘é}@%ﬂ: A OH=
Yo, 3y that aBeut "mm?" TheA he
thuckled, nedding. *Ah, But 1 see
Yo afe the clever one, Sensr! Whs
would stspect yed 8F Being his &fh-
Bloyes Wwhen you speak that ways

“ His employee!” Carson exclaimed
blankly. “ Me?"

“ You," said Mendigo. “ Ah, 1 knew
it from the very first, Senor! You see,
the rumors had come to the silent Men-
digo. The rumors said that El Diablo
Negnw did not wish to carry his dia-
monds with him when he fled, because,
you comprehend, if he was caught, he
eould use them to buy his way free
again. So the clever B! Diablo Negro
gave them to a messenger he could
trust to get them out of the ecountry
for him. The little rumers whispered
te Mendige that the messenger was af
Amenites. ARd thep when Mendige
hears of a whele eempany of the rebel
arfmy of Panvuele ehasing an A¥weFi-
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cana to the very border of this coun-
try—ithen Mendigo adds the two and
the two!™

“] see,” Carson said quietly. “1J
wondered why those birds were chas-
ing me, They didn't give me a chance
to ask. They started shooting as soon
as they laid eyes on me and kept it up
every time they caught a glirapse from
then on.”

“ Surely,” said Mendigo. “ El Dia-
blo’ Negnwés diamonds are worth many
hundreds of thousands of pesos. Who
would not shoot for the chance to have
them?”

“ 1 wouldn’t,” Carson said. “ I never
saw them, and I don’t want to. I'm a
mining engineer, after a fashion, and
I'm trying to make a living digging
things out of the ground.”

Mendigo winked knowingly. “ The
Senor is very wise. Trust no one with
your secret, Senor!”

CHAPTER II.
THE GIRL.

ARSON stared at him for a long
moment, scowling, and then he
turned on his heel and walked

back across the barroom to the door
through which he had entered. He
went out into the whitely bright sun
glare of the patio. A red and green
cockatoo In a wicker cage sereeched at
him Inselently. Carson went up stene
steps to the baleony that elreled the
Inside of the patle, walked areund it
te the deer of his reem. 1t was a
small, white-walled  eubbyhele fuf-
fnished with ene riekety ehaif, a naf-
few bed with a lumpy mattress and a
Fagged mesquite net stretehed en 2
Faek over ik:

Carson leaned over the bed, fumbled
around under the covers at the foot.
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He brought out his hand holding a 4§
Colt revolver. It was a gun that had
seen much service. The bluing was
worn off the cylinder and short barrel
in thin streaks where holsters had
rubbed it. The checkered walnut grips
were stained with sweat, chipped and
battered from numerous blows.

Carson flipped out the cylinder with
a quick, casual twist of his wrist, eject-
ed the cartridges in it on the bed. He
reached under the covers again, found
an unopened box of cartridges.

He smiled wryly to himself, weigh-
ing the gun in one hand, the cartridges
in the other. They were his total avail-
able resources at the moment.

He opened the box of cartridges,
loaded the big Colt, slid it into the
waistband of Mendigo’s’ trousers.
Mendigo's coat fitted him so badly that
the bulge it made was unnoticeable
when he stood up. He dumped the rest
of the cartridges into his pocket,
walked over to the window and tossed
the empty box outside.

The jungle stretched away from
the back of the hotel in one thick, un-
broken green mat as far as the eye
could see. There was nothing else—
just that hungry livid green. Carson
watched it, puffimg thoughtfully at his
pipe.

Two weeks ago he had been pros-
pecting in the Panvuelo back country.
He had owned plenty of food and
equipment, an expensive outfitt And
then, without a word of warning, the
detachment of rebel soldiers had de-
scended upon him, stolen or destroyed
his outfit, hunted him through the jun-
gle like a wild beast. All because of
some wild rumor that he was carrying
El Diablo Negrwss hoarded diamonds.

Carson wasn't particularly resentful
about it, or even very amazed. He had
been prospecting through Central
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America for ten years. He had learned
long since that anything can happen
there, and quite frequently does. He
took what came and made the best of
it. He figured now, and quite rightly,
that he was lucky to have gotten out
of Panvuelo with his life.

He stepped to the other side of the
window, leaned against the wall. Erom
here he could see the rest of the town
of El Hile. A scattered litter of flat
adobe buildings, silent and dusty and
dead against the living green of the
jungle, with the heat waves rising in
slow wriggling shimmers. Further on
there was the white curving sand of
the beach, incredibly glittering and
bright against the slow heaving green
of the ocean.

There was no reason for EI Hilo. It
served no purpose at all. 1t sat there
cooking in its own heat, visited once
in a while by fruit steamers plying up
and down the coast, sleeping with the
jungle waiting around it, ageless and
untiring.

The cockatoo in the patio screeched
suddenly on the obscenely jangling
note it reserved for those who dis-
turbed its privacy. Carson turned
away from the window, walked quiet-
ly out on the balcony. He stood look-

ing down into the contrasting -glare
and shadow.

R a moment he couldn’t see any-
thing, and then he noticed the
white blur of her dress moving a

little. She was flattened against the
wall under the overhang of the balcony
on the opposite side of the patio, half
hidden by the thick, intertwining vines.
She moved again, very cautiously and
silently, as Carson watched her, sliding
carefully along the wall. Her profile
was a pale, neat etching against the
dark of the adobe, and her slender
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body was rigidly tense. She was watch-
ing the blue-painted door at the back
end of the patio, evidently the one
through which she had entered.

The door was closed now, but Car-
son heard the latch click as he turned
his head to look at it. The cockatoo
had stopped screeching and was watch-
ing with beady-eyed interest, tilting
its green head as it looked first at the
door and then at the girl.

She had stopped moving when the
latch clicked, and for a second there
was no motion or sound anywhere.
Then the hinges on the blue door
creaked, and it moved a little inward.

Afiter a second Carson could make
out the face in the shadow behind it.
A thick lumpish smear of flesh with
eyes that were black narrowed slits un-
der the down-turned brim of a straw
sombrero. The face moved a little from
side to side as its owner stared around
the patio. The slitted eyes searched
carefully through the shadows, found
the girl. A hand with long rope-like
fingers slid around the edge of the blue
door, pulled it further open.

Carson deliberately scraped his foot
on the floor of the balcony. The girl
whieled against the wall, staring up at
him. The lumpish face behind the blue
door turned to stare, Wo, slowly. The
slitted eyes studied Carson carefully,
dispassionately, and then very slowly
the blue door clesed again and hid the
face.

Carson scratched a match on the
wall, applied it to his pipe. He already
regretted that he had interfered. He
had never seen either the girl or the
man before. The whole affair was none
of his business. He had troubles
enough of his own at present without
going out of his way to assume some
one else’s. He pretended now that he

hadn't seen the girl. He walked down

ARGOSY

the stairs, started straight across the
patio toward the barroom without
looking in her direction. She waited
until he was almost to the door and
then said softlly:

“ Senor.

Carson
‘IM@?N

She walked with a peculiarly effort-
less grace. As she came closer to him
Carson saw that she was even smaller
than he had thought, but not so young.
Her skin was clear, softly olive, and
her features were thin, aquiline, faint-
ly cruel. Her eyes were wide, slanting
just a little, a deep-blue-green. She was
beautiful in a calculating, cat-like way.

“fHeank you.” She spoke Erglish
with a slight accent that was not Span-
ish. .

Carson shrugged. “for what?”

She made no effort to explain,
watching him thoughtfully. “ You are
Senor Carson?” she asked at last.

Carson nodded casually. “ Yes.”

“1 am the Countess di Redozi.”

“ Glad to meet you,” Carson said.

She smiled a little, meaningly. “ You
don't know me?"”

“ No," said Carson.

She kept on smiling, and then she
moved her slim shoulders in a casual
little shrug. “ Then perhaps you would
refuse to do a favor for this person
you do not know ?”

“ Perhaps I would,” Carson said.
“ And then again, perhaps 1 wouldn’t.
It depends on what it is.”

“ Will you walk with me to the place
I am staging?*

“ Why?" Carson asked.

“ Because of the man who waits out-
side for me.”

“ The same one who just looked in
through the door?” Carson inquired,

She nodded easily. “ That one. It
would be best for both of us—amnd for

turned around slowly.
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him—if you went along with me, 1
think.”

“1 don’t know why it should be,*
Carson said. “ But I was going to take
a walk anyway. Do you want to go out
the front or the baclk?”

“ The back, if you please.
closer.”

It is

EY went across to the blue
door, and Carson kicked it back
with a quick trust of his foot.

There was nothing in sight except the
blank green wall of the jungle and a
faint path that wiggled darkly off at
an angle away from the hotel.

“ That way,” she said, pointing
along the path.

She started off at her easy, graceful
walk. Carson stood in the arched door-
way for a second, listening, looking
around in the close knit vegetation, and
then followed her. The path made a
quick turn, and then the jungle closed
in silently all around them and there
was no sigh of any other living thing
than themselves.

“ Have you seen him yet ?* she asked
softly.

* No,"” Carson said.

“ You were to meet him hene?*

“ No,” Carson said stwoliidly.

“ He couldn't tell me all his plams;’*
she said. “ He was wounded, and I had
to leave him with friends while I came
to meet you.”

“You'd better not say any more,”
Carson told her. “I think you're mak-
ing a mistake.”

“ No. But 1 will not say any more*

The narrow path turned again,
slanted off to the left. There was a
clearing ahead now, like a flat scar cut
in the jungle and half healed over
again. The creeping green vines had
begun to crawl across the bare ground
in a thick mat, to feel their groping
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way up the crumbling adobe walls of
the house whose empty windows stared
out at them—lifidiess, dusty, deserted.

She went straight across the clear-
ing, stopped in front of the moldy,
iron-studded door. “ This is where I
am stmying.”

“MIl right,” said Carson.
I'll be saying good-try.”

He turned away and started back
the way he had come on the narrow
path.

“ Senor Carson,” she said softly.

Carson stopped and turned around.
< Whneett—""

She moved the small automatic she
was holding in her right hand, and the
sun caught the nickel plating on the
stubby barrel and made a bright, jump-
ing glitter.

“1 will take the diamonds now. He
wants me to bring them to him. He
said that you could keep any one that
you chose for your pay. Give me the
rest.”

“1 told you you were making a mis-
take,” Carson said. “ I don't have any
diamonds that belong to B! Diablo
Negro. 1 never saw the man in my
life, and I hope I never do. I don’t
know how this rumor that I'm carry-
ing his diamonds for him got started,
but it's caused me plenty of trouble,
and I'm gettlng tired of it.”

“ Give me the diamonds, plezse’

Carson shrugged wearily. “1I tell
you I haven't got any diamonds.”

She smiled, and there was thin, cal-
culating cruelty in her blue green eyes.
“ Senor, it is quite useless to lie. 1
know you have his diamonds. Pedro
Guiterrez told me that he gave them
to you. He told me that himself, and
he sent me to get them from you. No
one lives -in this house, Senor. Neither
I nor anyone else. There is no one
close enough to hear a shot. Mendigo

“hen
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told me you were carrying the dia-
monds in-a money belt. It would be
best for you to give them to mme—
now.”

“1 Heemearit+"

She raised the automatic casually,
and the safety lever made a quiet little
click that had a deadly note of flimality
about it.

“ Now/' she repeated, without rais-
ing her voice.

Carson's lips tightened thinly. He
was too far away to reach her before
she could shoot, and yet close enough
so that she couldn’t miss.

“ Listen to me,” he said quicklly,
and then he saw the moldy iron-stud-
ded door in back of her move a little.

There was no noise. No click of the
latch or creak from the rusty hinges.
Just the door moving back a little and
showing the black, shadowed gloom of
the hallway of the deserted house—
showing that and nothing more, until
two hands came around the edge of
the door very guietly. The hands were
incased in white cotton gloves, with
long floppy fingers that hung herribly
lax. They looked strangely like the
hands of a scareeiow:

The hands came forward out of the
blackness of the hallway and closed
their floppy fingers around the soft
throat of the Countess di Redozi. Her
face twisted terribly, and she had time
to utter one short, strangled cry. And
then the hands jeeked her back through
the doorway, and the big door
slammed with a thunderous boom that
echoed and reechoed fllaily.

ARSON stood there for a long
second, staring at the closed
door with a blank, unbelieving

amazement. He could feel the sweat
wetly cold on his forehead and his
throat was thiek and stiff whea he
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swallowed. He took a deep breath and
drew the .45 out of his waist band.
The checkered butt was coldly com-
forting gripped close in the palm of
his hand.

The sun had gone down behind the
green rim of the jungle now, and
shadows made a black lattice work
across the face of the door. The latch
moved easily under Carson’s fiingers.
He pushed the door back with a quick
shove of his left hand, stepped side-
ways in the same instant with the big
revolver leveled hip high.

The door swung back silently,
bumped into the wall with a heavy
thud. A long slanting ray from the
sun came into the dark hallway over
Carson's shoulder and touched the
Countess di Redozi's thin, faindy cruel
face like a tiny questing spotlight. She
was lying on her back on the duisty
fleow, and her neek was twisted side-
ways until Rer sleek Head rested fiat
against her sheulder.

There had been perhaps z ten-second
interval hetween the time the door
slammed and the time Carson opened
it again. In that time, the owner of the
hands with the long floppy fingers had
broken the Countess di Redozi's neck
as easily as snapping a dried stick and
laid her very carefully down on the
floor. She hadn’t had a chanee to
struggle at all. Her clothes weren't
even fussed. The small nickel-plated
auternatie was stlll geipped in her hand.

There was no one else "r the hail.
There was no sign that there ever had
been anyone else in it. The dust was
thick on the walls, grayishly moist, un-
touched, and Carson's heavy breathing
sounded startlingly loud in his oewn
ears,

“Hello," he said.

His voice came back to hiin in a hun-
dred slyly whispering echoes, but there
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was no other sound. Carson walked
slowly down the narrow arched hall-
way. Instinctively he crouched a little,
with the revolver held out in froat of
him.

He came out into the gray shadowed
gloom of what had been the inner patio
of the house. It was a crumbling ruin
now with the moss growing like green
crooked snakes in the cracked walls,
Carson advanced slowly toward the
center of the patio.

“ Hello," he said again.

The only answer was the dull boom
of the outer door closing. The sound
hit Carson with the force of a physical
blow. He whirled and ran back
through the door by which he had en-
tered. The arched hallway was dark
now, and cold. Carson’s lips felt dry,
thiek against his teeth, and he could
feel the heavy thud of his own pulse
peunding 1n his ears.

He slid along in the darkness with
his back against the cold roughness of
the wall, feeling out ahead of him with
his left hand. His right hand#eid the
.45, cocked, flat against his stomach,
where no sudden blow could knock it
out of his grasp.

His left hand touched the studded
panels of the door, found the latch, He
swung the door back toward him, stif-
fening warily. The jungle twilight
rushed in softly and showed him the
empty hall, showed him the hall com-
pletely empty except for himself. The
Countess di Redozi's body was no
lenger lying on the dusty fioor.

Carson’s breath, suddenly expelled,
made a little whistling sound in his nos-
trils. He slid through the door, out
into the open. The clearing looked
just as it had before—a little darker
now with the twilight drawing a gray,
ysterious veil over it. Carson backed
slowly away from the house, watching
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it. He didn’t relax until he reached the
path by which he and the Countess had
entered and the walls of the jungle
closed in around him,

CHAPTER III.
THE BLACK BANDANA.

T was completely dark by the time
Carson got back to the New Grand
International Hotel. He came in

through the blue-painted door at the
back of the patio, went across to the
entrance to the barroom. He was In-
side the room before he netleed that
there was anything weong, and he
stopped shett theq, sliding his hafd iA-
slde the ill-fitting eeat.

The man standing at the bar turned
around slowly, and the brilliance of the
kerosene lamp hanging low over his
head glittered brightly sleek on his
leather boots, on the military belt
across his chest and the twin rows of
brass buttons down his olive drab coat.
He was a small man, stiffty ereet. Hls
military eap was tipped a little to efe
slde, giving him a faintly jauaty aif.
He had a blandly reund, impassive
faee, a blaek needle-peinted mustache.

“ Buonas nodiess, Sewvor,” he said
amiably, and then in precise Englisi;
“Good evening, sir. You are the
American—Mi. Carson—wiho 18 regis-
tered at the hotell?”

Carson nodded warily. “ Yes.”

The man clicked his heels and bowed.
“1 am Captain Garcia of the Guadia
Civil. Wil you drink with me ?*

“With pleasure,” Carson
promptly.

There was a bottle on the bar in
front of Garcia, and he was holding a
glass in his hand. He reached across
to the shelf in back of the bar, got an-
other glass,

said
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“ Brandy ?* he said, raising his eye-
brows. * l'm sorry there isn't a wider
choice, but I am not very expert at mix-
ing drinks.”

* Brandy is fimg," Carson told him.
* Where's Mendigm?*

Garcia nodded his head sideways ab-
sently., * There.” He carefully poured
liquor in Carson’s glass, handed it to
him.

“ Where did you say—" Carson
stopped short, and his hand jerked sud-
denly, spilling a little of the brandy out
of his glass.

At its far end, the bar made a sharp
angle. Mendigo was lying in the sha-
dow under it, close against the wall in
a crumpled motionless heap. His face
was turned up to the light, and. his
crossed eyes stared in glazed, frozen
amazement. His whole shirt front was
a sodden red, and there was a black
spreading stain under his slight body.

“Hi¢s—He's dead?’ Carson asked
thickly.

“ Yes,” Garcia said. ‘' Quite deadi’”
He raised his glass. “ To your very
good health, sir.”

Carson drank automatically. The
liquor burned in his throat, spread a
slow, creeping warmth in his stomach,

“ What—happenedi?”
Garcia shrugged. * Suicide. Very
regrettable. Probably financial wor-

ries drove him to it. I understand the
hotel was not doing very well. At pres-
ent you are its only guest.”

“ Where is the weapon ?*

“1 do not know,” Garcia said in-

differently. “ Someone must have re-
moved it. Some thievish peon, prob-
ably.”

Carson put his glass down on the
bar, stepped closer to the limp body.
There was something wrong about the
face—the mouth. . . . Carson saw that
the mouth was open, gaping wide, and
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that a black silk handkerchief had been
stuffed into it like a gag. Carson swal-
lowed hard.

“ That—that handkerdhieff—in his
mouth . , *

“ A black bandana,™ Garcia said.

Carson stared at him narrowly.
“ That's the trade mark of El Diable
Negna”

Garcia nodded. “ Yes, I know. Re-
markable coincidence, isn't it? If we
didn’t know that he had committed sui-
cide, we might think that perhaps El
Diablo Negnw had arranged his death,
leaving the black bandana gag as a sign
that it is not healthy to talk too much
about certain subjects.”

“ Yes," said Carson. “ If we diidn't
—lkmow he committed suicide.”

“ Juam!” Garcia said sharply, turn-
ing from the bar.

There was a lazy stir in the shadows
near the doorway, and a tall, gangling
man ambled slowly into sight. He was
dressed in the tattered remnants of sev-
eral uniforms of different sizes. Black,
lank hair sprouted out from under his
cap, hung down over his dully staring
eyes. He had a long, sad face, a slack-
lipped senseless mouth. He carried a
rifle, holding it by the muzzle and let-
ting the butt trail along behind him,
scraping on the flioor.

“ QOutside!” Garcia said, pointing to
the door.

The military scarecrow turned
around listlessly and ambled out the
door. There was a clatter of his rifle
thumping down the stone steps outside.

“ My newest recruit,” Garcia said.
“ An example of the excellent material
they send me from the capital. I don't
dare let him have any cartridges for
that rifle for fear he would accidentally
shoot himself, or me. Amother drink,
sir?”’

“ Thanks," Carson said.
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Garcia filled both glasses, sipped at
his own appreciatively. “ You see, Mr.
Carson, this town of EY Hilo is pecul-
iarly situated. It is only three or four
days’ travel on foot through the jungle
to the Panvuelo border. On the other
hand it is at-least a week's travel the
same way to the nearest city in this
country. Now presidents come and go
—and sometimes they come back again.
El Diablo Negro is going at the mo-
ment, but he might return to power. If
he did, it would be unfortunate for me
if I were his enemy. There would be
nothing to prevent a detachment of his
soldiers from slipping over the border
and paying me a visit. You saw the
specimen that just left. He wouldn't
offer much resistzmnoe.™

“ 1 see,” Carson said.

“ And so”"—Ganrcia finished—* and
so—Memdigo committed suicide. Un-
doubtedly the medical examiner will
confirm my verdict. I'm waiting for
the good doctor now. I sent a couple
of my men after him, but it will prob-
ably take them quite some time to
arouse him. He is usually drunk by
this time in the evening. And—while
we wait—wiill you join me in another
brandy ?*

“1 will," said Carson.

E moon was a shallow silver
coin pinned against the soft blue
blackness of the sky when Carson

came across the patio and mounted the
stone steps to the balcony. There was
no other sound but the grate of his feet
on the stone until he pushed back the
door to his room, and then a soft voice
said out of the darkness:

# Stand still, please’*

Carson’s hand flipped his coat aside,
gripped the battered butt of his .45.
Instinctively he started to step back-
wards, out of the doorway, and then
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the cold sharpness of a knife blade
pressed flat against the back of his
neck.

The same soft voice spoke from in
front of him. “ You will be very wise
if you take your hand away from your
gun and stand still.”

Carson moved his hand away from
the .48, standing rigid.

“ That’s better,” the soft voice com-
mended. “ Much better.”

There was a little scraping sputter,
and a match fliaxsll. Nothing was visi-
ble in the flicker of the yellow flame ex-
cept the hands.of the man who held it.
The hands were encased in clumsy
white cotton gloves, and the long fin-
gers had a horrible laxness about them,
like the hands of a scarecrow. The
hands moved across to the lamp on the
little shelf against the wall, touched the
match flame to its wick. Light swelled
out softly, and Carson could see the
face of the man with the white gloved
hands.

It was a long pale oval of a face with
a bony forehead and sunken, shadowed
hollows in the cheeks. The mouth was
a pinched dry line. The eyes were
black pools that had no life or feeling
in them, but still gave the impression
of casual, callous cruelty. The man
had a short, puffy body that, taken with
his long skinny arms and legs, gave him
the appearance of a gigantic bloated
spider.

“ You may take the knife away now,
Tomas,” he said. “ Stand outside and
see that we are not disturbed.”

The knife blade slid away from the
back of Carson's neck. He turned his
head a little. The man Tomas was tall,
thick-boned with brutally flattened fea-
tures and slitted eyes under the brim of
a floppy sombrero. He was the same
man Carson had seen watching the
Countess di Redozi through the blue

M
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door that afternoon. He was holding
a long knife in his hand. He slid it into
his belt now, backed through the door
on to the balcony, softly closed the door
after him,

* Sorry to have startled you,” the
man with the white gloves said in his
soft, pleasant voice.  “1 was afraid
you might shoot before I had a chance
to explain myself. Wil you sit down?
My name—for the present—is Val-
don.,” '

Carson sat down slowly on the lumpy
bed. He said nothing, watching with
narrowed, wary eyes.

“We almost met this afternoom,”
Veldon said. “ 1 thought it best not to
show myself then—for several rea-
sons.”

“1 suppose,” Carson said sowiy,
* that 1 should thank you for saving my
life.”

“ You should,” said Valdon. “ You
should, indeed. The Countess would
certainly have shot you in about an-
other second. Never think that she
wouldn’t have done it. You wouldn't
have been the first on her list by any
means.” .

“ You didn’t have to'kill her.™

“Not to save you—no,"” Valdon
said. “ But I had another little matter
to- settle with her. Have you ever
heard of me?”

“No," said Carson.

“\Mary few people have. Do you
know anything about El Diablo Me-
gro’s early history ?*

“ No,” said Carson.
terested.”

“ Then you'll pardon me, I'm sure, if
I bore you with it,” the man said
suavely. “ About five years ago I was
exploring in the back country of Pan-
vuelo just to see what I could see. 1
didn’t find anything but a man by the
nare of Pedro Guiterrez. I didn't even

“I'm not in-
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find him, as a matter of fact. He found
me. He was the leader of a dozen or
so filea-bitten horse thieves and bandits.
He had the audacity to kidnap me and
hold me for ransom. One of my agents
paid him off in counterfeit money. He
didn't have sense enough to know the
difference. But a little later 1 had some
trouble with the govermfent of Pan-
vuelo. They refused tg give me some
coneessions 1 wamted. 1 theught ef
this Pedre Quiterfez again, then. 1
went up in the baek eeuntry and leeated
him. He was still running his fea-
Bitten erew of petty-thieves. That man,
whe was enee Pedre Guiterrez, is new
E\ Diable NNagrs.”

“ 8o #* Carson said poliitely.

Valdon nodded. “ Yes—sw. I made
Pedro Guiterrez into El Diablo Wagro.
When I started with Pedro Guiterrez
he was a half-witted lazy hulk of a
peon, more than half Indian, with a
peon Indian wife and a dozen brats.
He was a bandit beecause he was too
lazy te work. I furnished the money
and the bribes and the rifles for his
arfy. 1 planhed the eampalgh by
whieh he led a revelution of the peens
and everthrew the gevernment and set
himself up as president. 1 teld him
what te de and when {6 de it and what
te say while he did it. 7 rmade hifm
president, and fer deing it 1 get the
eeneessions 1 wandad=free.”

“ You made other people pay a big
price for them,” Carson said gravely.
“ You saddled that country with a gov-
ernment so corrupt and extravagant
and vicious that it set the progress of
the whole nation back ten years.”

Valdon shruggeed indifferently.
“ Faugh! What do I care for that?
The point is that I made E! Diablo
Negreo president. I even invented that
name for him. I thought up the idea
of using those black bandana hand-
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kerchiefs for a symbol. Amd then as
soon as he got in office, his power began
to go to his head. He began to think
how clever he was, what a great diplo-
mat and political schemer. He ac-
quired some very polished manners and
even learned to speak English. Amnd he
double-crossed me just as soon as he
got the chance. He waited until I got
my concessions developed to the point
where I could make some money out
of them, and then he cancelled them
and re-sold them to a syndicate of
which he and the Countess Redozi held
all the stock.”

“ Is she actually a countess ?* Carson
asked curiously.

“No. She stole the title the same
as she always stole everything else she
could lay hands on. She got hold of
El Diablo Negrm, and she was clever
enough to get him to do anything she
wanted.

“ He even married the woman, al-
though he neglected the little formality
of divorcing his first wife before he
did "

“ All this leaves us where ?* Carson
asked.

“Might here,” said Valdom. 1
made that tramp into a president. Now
I want my pay for it. I'm not greedy.
But I want to get my investment in him
back again. I want half of those dia-
monds.”

Carson sighed wearily. “1 thought
we'd get around to that before the end.
I'm getting tired of explaining about
it. I don't have El Diablo Negnés dia-
monds. I -never saw them, nor him
either. Somebody started a rumor that
I had them. I don't know who, but I'd
like to find him. As a result of his little
story, I lost all my outfit and was
chased out of Panvuelo by a company
of rebel soldiers. If they'd been a little
better shots I wouldn’t be here now.”

n

Valdon’s tight little mouth twisted
knowingly. “ Yes, yes. Of course.
That’s all very interesting. But now 1
want half of those diamonds.™

Carson said very slowly: “ I—don't
have—any—di@=monds."”

“T know you do,"” Valdon said ami-
ably. “ The Countess thought you did
—amd certainly if she thought so, then
you do have them. It's lucky you
didn't give them to her, by the way.
She would have skipped out with them
and left EI Diablo Negro to stew in his
own juice. I'm not quite so foolish as
she is. T know you're not carrying the
diamonds now. You've hidden them
somewhere.”

Carson merely shrugged his shoul-
ders in a resigned way.

“You don't have to bring them all
to me," Valdon said, “if you don't trust
me. Just bring me half of them. 1
know how many there are. Or, if you
don’t believe the story I just told you,
tell me where E! Diablo Negrw is hid-
ing, and I'll go collect them from him
myself after you've given them to
him.” The long fingers in the floppy
white gloves moved in a slow squeezing
motion. “ I'd like to do that.™*

“1 don’t know where the diiamonds
are,” said Carson, “and I don't know
where EI Diablo Negro is, and I don't
see any point in talking about it any
longer.”

“Off course not,” Valdon agreed,
smoothly polite. He stood up. “If
I were you, my friend, I would con-
sider this matter at some length before
I made any decisions that you might
regret."”

“ I've considered it all I'm going tm,”
Carson said. “ Youw'll find the door in
the same place it was when you came
in. Good-ly."

“ Good-bv,” said Valdon amiably.
“You'll be seeing me agmiin—very
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soon, Let us hope—for your sehee—
that you see things in a more reasonable
light before that time.”

E walked to the door, opened it
quickly, The man Tomas was
standing there, bulking huge and

thick in the doorway. He slitted little
eyes were wide now, and bulging, and
his loose mouth was a motionless round
O of surprise. He had been leanimg
against the closed door, and now he
swayed forward stiffly.

He fell straight forward on his face
and hit the floor with a jarring crash
that raised a thin sifting of dust par-
ticles that glittered brightly in the light
of the lamp. He never moved after
he struck the floor. There was a neat
little slit punched in the rough cloth of
his shirt in the back just over his heart.
Blood had soaked down his back in a
wide, ragged stalh. There was a black
silk bandana knetted neatly around his
threat.

Valdon stared down at his body for
a lomg moment, and then he looked up
at Carson. His eyes were like black
smooth blobs of pitch that reflected the
light in molten little-glints.

“ You and El Diabio Negro are both
going to be very sorry for this little
trick.”

His soft voice was as smooth as ever,
and his long pale face showed no emo-
tion at all. Without saying another
word he stepped over the body with a
startling snake-like agility and disap-
peared through the doorway.

Carson stood for a long moment
looking down at Tomas’ still form.,
He shivered a little suddenly and drew
the .45 out of his waist band. The big
hammer made a coldly comforting click
coming back to full cock. Carson
blew eut the lamp and slid out the door
with the gun balanced in his hand.
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The brightness of the moon painted
the walls in contrasting silver and black
streaks. Carson went very slowly and
quietly down the stone stairs, acress the
patio.

Captain Garcia was standing in the
same position as when Carson had seen
him the first time, except that he was
not quite so erect now. His back had
lost all its stiffness, and his knees were
bent a little. He was leaning forward
over the bar, balanced on his elbows.

“ Good evening,” he said in a thickly
dignified voice. “I am Captain Garcia
of the GuendlaaC@inil."

“ Good evenimg,” Carson said grave-
ly. “ My name is still Carson.”

“ Ah, yes. Yes, yes. 1 think we've
met before.”

“1 think so, too,” Carson agreed.

“1 am waiting . . . waiting . . .”
Garcia stopped and blinked vaguely
around him.

“ Waiting for the medical examin-
er,” Carson finished for him.

“ Oh. Yes. Yes, 1 believe 1 am’*

“When he comes—if he dimes—
there's another suicide for him to ex-
amine upstzirs.”

“ Very strange,” said Garcia absent-
ly. “ Must be an epidemic. Wil you
drink with me, simr?”

“There isn't any more,” Carson
said. “ You've finished the bottle.”

“ 8o I have,” Garcia agreed, lookimg
at the empty brandy bottle in a mildly
surprised way. “ But there’s more be-
hind the bar. Allow me to offer yow—"

He unhooked his elbows from the
bar and stepped backwards. He wa-
vered a little on laxly bent knees and
then sank slowly and gently down to
the floor and rolled over on his baek.
His eyes closed and his mouth opened.
He began to snore quietly.

Carson watched him for a moment
and then shrugged his shoulders wear=
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ily. His mouth was twisted into a bit-
terly resigned line. Still carrying his
cocked revolver in his hand, he walked
across the room to the front door,
looked cautiously out.

There was a sputtering little giggle
from the darkness. Carson swung out
of the light, flattening himself against
the wall, leveling the big revolver.

“ Who's there?* he demanded.

The shadows moved and Garcia's
lank, ragged recruit shambled into the
light. The butt of his rifle trailed along
behind him on the ground, making a
snaky groove in the dust. His glitter-
ing little eyes stared cunningly up at
Carson through the lank hair over his
forehead. His mouth moved and twist-
ed, the thiekly wet lips meuthing mum-
bled fragments of werds.

“GEl Diablo Negmo—£IE!
Negmo . .

He laughed again, twitching his
gaunt shoulders.

Carson didn't say anything, watch-
ing him narrowly.

The recruit shambled cautiously
closer. He held out his clenched fist to-
ward Carson and then suddenly opened
his fingers wide. There was a black silk
bandana on his grimy palm.

“ El Diablo Negro,” he ssidl.

Diablo

“ Dondef?”’ Carson asked. ‘“Wheme??"

The recruit jerked his head back to-
ward the jungle. He walked a few
dragging steps, then stopped and
jerked his head, inviting Carson to
follow.

CHAPTER IV.
DIABLO.

E path was a winding narrow
slit between the high thick walls
of the jungile, In that darkness

Carson could see nothing but the bob-
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bing crooked shoulders of the ragged
recruit just ahead of him. Carson held
the big Colt leveled, lined up with those
shoulders, his thumb curled comfort-
ably around the hammer.

The path made a sharp turn, and
ahead Carson could see a small clear-
ing with the moonlight drenching it in
a thin silver mist. The recruit slowed
a little, and his face made a white blur
in the gloom looking back at Carson.

“ Esta egua,” he said casuslly. He
turned and ambled on toward the
clearing.

Carson followed cautiously, trying
to peer ahead. He had almost reached
the edge of the clearing when an in-
visible hand grasped him by one ankle
and jerked. Carson half-twisted, try-
ing to catch his balance. The hand
jecked harder, and he went down flat
on his face in the path.

He tried to roll over, but sharp knees
dug into his back, holding him flat on
his face. Cloth covered fingers closed
gently and slowly around his neck.

“ 1 warned you,” Valdon's soft voice
said. “ You see, I thought you might
be a little stubborn, and I planned in
advance. I hired this half-witted re-
cruit to lead you out here in the jungle.
I knew you wouldn’t suspect him. Now
I want those dimmonds.”

“1 haven't any diamonds,” Carson
said, making his voice casual. His
right hand still held the big Colt, and
he moved his arm very slowly and si-
lently, swinging the short barrel
around until it pointed back up over
his shoulder. The muzzle of the gun
was only about an inch from his face,
and he closed his eyes tightly to pre-
teet them from the powder flare and
squeezed oH the trigger.

Tihere was sudden movement in the
darkmess, and the metal shod butt of a
rifle slammed down on his cramped
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wrist. The blow numbed his whole
arm. The rifle butt moved a little,
knocked the Colt spinning out of his
lax fingers. The recruit laughed.

Valdon’s fingers dug into Carson's
throat. The fingers were incredibly, in-
humanly strong. They were like steel
hooks, biting right through the mus-
cle, ‘crushing it.

“ The diamonds,” Valdon said, and
the terrible grip relaxed a little, allow-
ing Carson to breathe.

“1 havew'tt—" Carson said thidkly.

The grip clamped down again, be-
fore he could finish. He writhed back
and forth, trying to arch his back, but
the smooth, soft earth of the path gave
him no purchase. Valdon’s bony knees
dug into his back. The man's weight
held him flat. The silver and shadow
of the jungle spun in a whirling, crazy
pattern in front of Carson's straining
eyes.

Valldon’s voice sounded faint and
thin and far away.

“ The diamonds.
diamonds?"

Amnother voice said, “ Right here,
friend.”

Valdon’s clutching fimgers suddenly
jerked away from Carson’s throat.
His knees released their pressure on
Carson’s back. Carson sucked in air
in a great gulping gasp, rolled over on
his back.

The two men were crouched in the
path, close together, facing each other.
The recruit had lost all his slackness,
all his aimless idiocy. He had attached
the bayonet to his rifle, and its thin,
glittering point almost touched Val-
don's chest.

“ They're in my pocket, friend Val-
don,” he said. “ Right in my pocket,
where they've always beem”

“ Guiterrez,” said Valdon in a
whisper. “ EI Diablo Nego 1*

Where are the
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“ Yes,” said the recruit. “ Pedro
Guiterrez—El Diablo Negrp—atat your
service. You should have talked to me
where the light was better, Valdon.
Your should have looked a little more
closely at my face. But who would
think that Pedro Guiterrez—ithatt stu-
pid, half-witted hulk, that fllezbitten
petty thief who you turned from a
tramp into a president—wauld have
the sense to make a plan? Who would
think that he would know enough to
provide himself with a disguise? Who
would think that he could make him-
self another identity that would fool
everyone—even the great Valdom?"

“ You have learned very. quiidkly,*
Valdon said in a strained voice.
“ You've won this time, Pedro. Let
me congratulate you.”

He spread his hands in a casual ges-
ture, and all in the same motion half
turned and struck at the bayonet with
his closed fist, trying to knock it aside.
Pedro Guiterrez stepped backwards
agilel]y, and the rifle swung back, then
forward again with a quick, twisting
thrust.

There was a thump, the ugly grate
of steel on bone. Valdon screamed
once in a horribly choked voice. His
long arms flopped up and down, the
gloved fingers clawing at the air. Pe-
dro Guiterrez freed the bayonet with
another quick twist. Valdon's puffy
body crashed backwards into the un-
derbrush.

ARSON came up to his knees,
groped frantically on the path in
the darkness, searching for the
Colt.
“ Don't,” Guiterrez said softly.
The bayonet was leveled again, the
blood-staimed point at six inches from
Carson’s throat. Ower it, Guiterrez's
thin face split into a widely cruel grin.
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“Why should we quarrel?” he
asked. “ You don't want my diamonds,
do you?”

“ God knows I don’t,” Carson said
emphatically. “I've had enough trou-
ble on account of them. I'm sick of
the sound of the word, even.”

“ Just, so,” said Guiterrez. “ And
besides, Senor, I owe you a debt .of
gratitude. You see, I was the one who
started the rumor that you were carry-
ig my diamonds for me.”

 Carson got up slowly. “ Why?" he
demanded.

Guiterrez shrugged, keeping the rifle
leveled. “ When you are a dictator, you
learn a great many things. Ome of
them is that people put money even
above revenge. 1 have a great many
enemies, but any one of them would
gladly see me go free with my life if
he could get his hands on my dia-
monds. So I laid a false trail. I told
everyone you had my diamonds, and
while they chased you I escaped.- I
think 1 made a wise choice in my de-
egy. You seefn well able to take care
af yourself.”

“I'm not feeling so capable at the
present,” Carson said morosely. “Well,
what happens next ?*

“1 think your troubles are over,”
Guiterrez said. “ All the lesatingg—atti—
prospectors, shall we say?—for my
diamonds have been eliminated by one
means or another.”

“You meam—I can go back to the
hotel?”” Carson asked incredulously.

“Not just now,” Guiterrez an-
swered, grinning. “ You see, I also
learned while I was dictator that it is
not wise to trust anyone—mot anyone.
I didn't even trust my dear wife—the
Countess. I told -her that you had my
diamonds. I acted very wisely, too, as
it proved. She preferred my diamonds
to me, She joined forces with Mendi-
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go, the prying little rat, to try to get
you to deliver the diamonds to her by
one means or another. Mendigo, the
fool, even cut to pieces the clothes you
gave him to clean, looking for them.
I settled the score with him, and I'd
have done the same for her if Valdon
hadn’t done it first, As for you, Senor
Carson, I really don’'t think you want
the diamonds, but just in case you
change your mind about that, I've ar-
ranged to give myself a little time to
get away. Thete I8 a hut in the clear-
Ing baek of us. I¥ lhes & stiomg dswr,
a good lock that 1 provided. I'm going
to leave you inside.”

Carson took a
“ You—

“ Careful!™ Guiterrez warned, rais-
ing the rifle. “ Careful, Senor. Captain
Garcia told you I had no bullets for
this rifle. He was wrong. I have. The
hut has only a dirt floor. It won't take
you longer than two hours to dig your
way out. But by that time I will be a
long ways away from here. Come.”

He backed slowly out into the clear-
ing. Carson followed him reluctantly,
step by step.

The hut was a thick, windowless
hump in the earth, shadowed by the
moonlight. The door was closed. Gui-
terrez knocked it open with the butt of
his rifle, jurnped agilely aside.

“ Go in!” he snapped. His voice was
suddenly harsh.

Carson heitated, watching him.

“Go in!” Guiterrez repeated in a
thin snarl,

Carson edged slowly into the hut's
dank darkness. The door slammed be-
hind him as soon as he cleared the
threshold, and he heard the grate of
the hasp, the solid click of a padlock.

The interior of the hut was pitch
black — a thick, heavy blackness that
was absolutely impenetrable. Carson

step forward.
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caught a trace of a thin, sickening
odor that was like a cold hand laid
against the back of his neck.
Guiterrez's voice came, faintly muf-
fled, through the mud walls: “ Senor
Carson, I have something else to tell
you. I thought you might be lonesome
waiting there in the darkness, so I left
you a companion. He is about eight
feet long and considerably bigger
around than your arm. He is common-
ly known as a bushmaster. I hope you

enjoy his compamy.™

ARSON stood rigid. He could

feel the sweat ooze slimily down

his back underneath his shirt.

The bushmaster is the most deadly

snake in the western hemisphere. A gi-

gantic species of the pit viper, its fangs

are as big as a man’s little finger and

hold enough venom to kill within a
few short moments.

Guiterrez laughed savagely. * You
see, I like my disguise, and you are
the only one who knows it. I intend
to stay a recruit for a while, and then
when the chase dies down a little, go
to Europe or your own United States
and live the rest of my life in peace
and luxury. Are you listening, Senor
Carson? Have you found your little
feiend yet? No need to look for him.
He will firnd yoo!”

Carson stayed flat against the wall,
not moving, trying not to make any
noise even with his breathing. The
snake was somewhere on the fllwor,
coiled in the darkness. It was long
enough to strike him from any place
inside the hut. He couldn’t see it. He
had fio weapon to fight it with if he
could. . ..

But sooner or later the thing would
strike anyway. He couldn’t stay mo-
tionless forever, and it would strike,
even if he did. ...

ARGOSY

His muscles were numbly stiff. Very
slowly, a little at a time, he began to
move his left hand into his pocket. In
his imagination he could see that flat,
triangular head with its mottled mark-
ings, the lidless eyes.

His hand came slowly out of his
pocket, grasping several matches be-
tween cold fingers. He began to crouch,
forcing himself to bring his head and
face closer to the floor and those dead-
ly fangs. He settled his back firmly
against the mud wall.

Perhaps if he struck the matches, the
the snake would strike at the light. Per-
haps he could catch the head before it
struck again. Perhaps! It was fantas-
tic. The bushmaster moved like a
streak of lightning. But it was the only
thing he could do. . ..

The matches sputtered in his hand,
flared into sudden flame. Carson drew
in his breath, tensing himself, eyes
searching frantically through the
shadows.

He released his breath with a sud-
den startled grunt. There was another
person in the hut. Another person sit-
ting on the floor against the opposite
wall, watching him with impassively
smooth black eyes.

It was the Indian flower woman who
had been in Mendigo’s hotel bar that
same morning. Her smooth brown face
was indifferent, calm, emotioaless. The
long bright blade of a machete — a
bush-kmife—lay across her lap. The
bushmaster’s blunt venomous head lay
on the ground just in front of her bare
feet. It had been severed neatly at the
neck. The rest of the snake’s thiek met-
tled body lay in a dusty heap in the
eorner of the hut, squirmlng a little
with stubbern life.

There was a black gaping hole in
the hut's wall at the back. Carson swal-
lowed hard, staring at the woman in-
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credulously. He knew what happened
as surely as if it had been explained
to him in detail, but it was unbeliev-
able. The Indian. woman had cut
through the wall of the hut from the
outside, chopped off the snake's head
with the bush-knife, waited here. . . .

The matches burned Carson’s fin-
gers, and he dropped them on the fliwor.
He fumbled in his pocket, found more,
scraped them alight.

The Indian woman nodded at him
slowly. She indicated the hole in the
hut wall with a sideways gesture of her
head. Slowly she turned and crawled
through. Carson kicked the smake's
head aside cautiously, then put out the
matches and crawled after her.

The hut's wall backed up against the
jungle, and they were deep in the un-
dergrowth. The woman was a black
shadow, waiting stolidly, until Carson
stood beside her, then she circled quiet-
ly back through the brush. Carson fol-
lowed numbly.

They came out suddenly in the clear-
ing on the other side. Guiterrez was
still there, sitting on a fallen log. He
was holding a squat bottle in one hand,
a black leather pouch in the other. As
they watched him, he tilted the bottle
up to his lips, swallowed in an audible
gulps. He put the bottle down on the
log, wiped his mouth with the back of
his hand.

“ Carson!” he yelled. *“ Senor Car-
son! I don't hear you talking with your
companion. Hasn’t he found you yet #*

He laughed jeeringly. Untying the
draw-string on the pouch, he held it
up -and poured a white-fiery stream of
diamonds into his other palm. He put
his face close to the diamonds, croon-
ing to them greedily, moving his hand
so the moonlight shot glittering little
streaks from their facets.

The woman deliberately walked out
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into the clearing. Carson reached for-'
ward to stop her, but he was too late.
He jumped forward after her.

Guiterrez heard them and swung
around tensely, reaching for the rifle
beside him. The woman was in the
bright moonlight now, her features
plainly visible. She stood still, staring
stolidly at Guiterrez.

Youl” said Guiterrez numbly.

“Vbou!!”

E recovered himself with a jerk,
swung the rifle up to level. The
woman *naiged Her nigint heod),

palm held flat. She was holding a tiny
round vial. With her left hand she
pointed to the vial and then to the
bottle beside Guiterrez. Then she
pulled the cork out of the vial, turned
it upside down. Nothing came out of
its unstoppered mouth.

Her sign language was very plain.;
She meant that the contents of the vial
she held were in the bottle from which
Guiterrez had just drunk. She uttered
one word. It was an Indian word, a
queer jumble of vowels. Carson had
heard the word before. He knew what
it meant. It was the name of a poison
made by Indian witch doctors from the
steeped roots of certain swamp vines.
It was a poison that they reserved for
their worst enemies.

Carson had seen its effects. They
were terrible. The poison acted on the
membranes of the throat, swelling
them slowly and inexorably until the
victim died of long drawn out self-
strangulation, his limbs twisted horri-
bly, face a thick purple, eyes bulging
out of their sockets.

The rifle dropped out of Guiterrez's
stiff fingers, and the diamonds spilled
on the ground in a sudden glittering
stream.

“NNo!!” he screamed. “NNo, nol™
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The woman's head nodded slowly.

Guiterrez screamed again and
clutched at his throat with both hands,
digging into the skin with frantic fin-
gers. His whole body twisted and
jetked. Then suddenly he whirled
around and crashed blindly into the
jungle, running senselessly, crazily,
trying to escape from the death he car-
rled Inside himself. The sound of his
erashing pregress grew fainter, faded.

The woman walked stolidly over to
the log, began to gather up the dia-
monds that glittered like molten fire
in the dust. She put them carefully in
the black pouch, pulled the draw string
tight. She stood up, looking at Car-
son. Carson stared back at her blankly.

She fumbled in the folds of her
skirts, brought out a flat paper-
wrapped package. Very carefully she
undid the string tied around it, held it
out toward Carson. He took it auto-
matically,

It was a picture—a faded, old tin-
type. It was a family group—ithe man
and wife standing, the children in a
neatly graduated row in front of them.

Carson counted the dhildrerr—an
even dozen. He looked at the face of
the husband. It was Guiterrez. He
looked at the wife's face. It was the
same impassively smooth brown face
that was staring at him now.

THE
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Carsom remembered Valdon's
words . . . Wihen I started with Pe-
dro Guiterrez he was a half-witted lazy
hulk of a peon, more than half Indian,
with a peon Indian wife and a dozen
brats. . . .”

Carson stared at her wide-eyed. She
nodded slowly, took the picture out of
his hands, carefully re-wrapped it. She
reached under her skirts again and
brought her hand out clutching the bat-
tered silver coin Carson had given her.
She took a diamond eut of the leather
poueh, dropped the coin and the dia-
froend inte Carsen’s hand.

Carson blinked at the jewel incredu-
lously. It was a perfect blue-white
stone cut with a flat top that was al-
most the same area as his thumb nail

“ Here!” he said. ** Whatt—"

She pointed carefully to the coin,
then to the diamond. “ Gracias,” she
sald In halting Spanish. Her meaning
was again very evident. The diamond
was her thanks fer the eeln, her gratl-
tude for his kindness.

“But -here!™ Carson protested.
“ Why, this diamond is worth thou-
sandis—"

“ Grecies™ she said stoibdbomly. She
nodded again, and with no more fare-
well than that, turned and walked
steadily across the clearing, disap-
peared into the blackness of the jungle.

END
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They were shouting with
laughter, intent upon their
horseplay

Annapolis, Ahoy!

By GEORGE BRUCE
Author of “fThe Rockets’ Red Glare—" et

Goat versus Mulle—ea dark kiss—and the guns of revolution. . . .
Milkextowees on the rocky road for our gallamt Miskitiipnten Three

LEADING UP TO THIS INSTALLMENT

T was a big day in the life of John Cress, able
seaman aboard the United States cruiser North-
ampton, when word came that he had passed

the competitive examinations for admission to the
Naval Academy at Ammapolis. Joha Cross, called
“TFruck,” had directed his life toward this day.
There was a secret reason, buried deep in his soul,
that made this achievement the most important
step in his career. He was a big fellow, strong
as an ox, and steady and band-working.

His room-mates at the Academy. were Richard
Arnold Gates, Jr.—a pint-sized youngster of great
enthusiasmm—and a tall blond who introduced him-
self as Roger Ash. Young Gates was the son of

“Wolfi” Gates, bigshot Wall Street operator, Ash,
hard-boiled and handsome, was a transfer frem
Texas Southern Institute.

FOOTBALL drew the three together. Ash had
been one of the mest brilliant stars i small

college ranks the previous year. He was an
orphan who had te fight for an edueatien. He
had played feetball as a fmeans ef earning Ris
roefh and beard and tuitien, and jumped ai the
ehanee of beifg a?geimed te the Academy. At
Annapelis he would be the seeial equal 8f Ris
mates, rather than a hired athlete. He weuld
reeeive the kind of training that wewld fit Rim

This story began in the Argosy for October 24
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for a big-pay job upon graduation. There might
even be some millionaire’s daughter who weuld
be attracted by the glamor of a Navy gridiron
hero.

Truck Cross had played center on the team
that won the Fleet Championship. And Dick
Gates, despite his diminutive size, had won honors
as All-Prep quarterback. Youmg Gates had his
heart set on football. He practiced daily during
summer vacations, perfecting his kicking and pass-
ing and tackling. With the assistance of Grawves, the
perfect butler, he had memorized every rule in
the book. He aimed to make up in skill and
knowledge what he lacked in beef and brawn.

I'I\EIIEY lived together in harmony. Ash, whe
faneied himself as a lady-killer, appropriated a

pleture 6f Dick Gates’ gorgeous sister, Patricia,
for his ewn use—but Dick didn’t mind. Ash had
already proeved his friendship by whipping an
upper-classman who had hazed Gates illegally.
The enly problefh among them was Ash's frank
admisslon that he was using the Academy for his
own ends. He intended to resign as soon as he
had eompleted his eourse, He scoffed at the
tradition which was sueh an important thing to
Dick and Truck. ... . .

The three report for plebe football and win
places on the team. Truck Cross is a solid, steady-
ing influence in the line. Yowng Gates shows
keen judgment in calling plays, and his ambidex-
trous passing is sensational. Ash is a whirlwind
at the fullback post.

But Lieutenant Horth, the plebe coach, seen
begins to notice that Roger Ash is not consistent
in his playing. He is so graceful, such a natural
athlete, that he makes every play look easy—yet
he turns on the heat only when he chooses.
Scrimmaging against the varsity he's a ball of
fire—yyet against plebe opposition he tends to
slow down when the team is ahead.

Horth calls him on this, and Ash is defiant.
Hell play the game, he tells the coach, but he
doesn’t want any of that guff about “ dying fer
dear old Rutgers.” As a consequence, Horth uses
him only sparingly in the games.

The plebes are having & successful seasen, but
the Navy varsity is taking the bumps, iﬂ@ad
Coach Milton eyes the plebe array tiungrily. # 1l
have something when fhese kids of yours meve
up to the tug squad,” he teHs Horth. * Wait till

next year}®

CHAPTER XIX.
THE LADIES—GOD BLESS ‘EM!

most beautiful girls in the world

may be seen at Annapolis. They at-

tend the almost weekly “ hops * held
within the tremendous area of Dahigren
Hall. They come to watch the winter
sports program, the endless progression of
events which begins early on Saturday
afternoons and continues until after sup-

x
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per formation. They see water polo, gym-
nastic contests, boxing, wrestling, lacrosse,
soccer, football, fencing and swimming
meets. [For on any Saturday afternoon the
various teams of the Navy may be engaged
in athletic competition with half a dozen
different universities.

The swimming team may be competing
against N, Y. U, while the water polo team
plays Penn. The wrestling team may be
tugging with Syracuse while the boxing
team fights it out with Western Maryland,
and the basketball team takes the fioor
against Notre Dame. The small-bore rifle
team may be firing against Michigan while
at the same moment, in a different place,
the fencing team is measuring foils with
V. M. L

It is a dazzling spectacle, dizzy in its
scope.. It is hopeless to attempt to see
all of it. A like program occurs each
Saturday, and after the athletic carnival
there is a hop.

Mere men stand within the confines of
the Academy in breathless amazement.
Each girl, swinging by on the arm of some
midshipman seems more beautiful than the
vision who had just passed. The waves
of beauty and charm piled up and up,
until the mere man subsides into a state
of complete helplessness before the en-
slaught of feminine magnificence.

Midshipman Water-Tight Door may
stride along Stribling walk, “ dragging "
some soft voiced Virginia deb who would
have caused the late Ziegfeld.to turn hand-
springs. But Midshipman W. T, Deor
seems to think nothing of it, to take it in
stride. It always appears that the girl is
attempting to create the impression —
never Mister Door.

They come from every state in the
union, these legions of beauty. They dress
in evening gowns which are abbreviated
to the point of reckless daring. They
crowd into Carvel Hall, chaperoned by
proud and smiling mamas whe beam en the
midshipmen. They are ™ dragged ” threugh
the buildings and walks of the Academy.
The cruel blow to romance, though, is the
fact that the escort—Swomd Classman

3A—a1
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Josephus Gish, let us say—has seen so
much superlative feminity during his. three
years at the Academy that a blonde angel,
straight from the pearly gates and all
aglitter with the morning dew, would eveke
little more than a polite lift of eyebrow.

The fond mamas and doting papas, try-
ing' to- be bluff and hearty, invite Mister
Gish and Mister W. T. Door to dinners
and teas and even breakfasts at Carvel
Hali. They attempt tci.create a “ home-
like ”* atmosphere for thetbenefit of Mister
Gish and Mister Door, whilst gorgeous
daughter coos and laughs and- flutters, and
trains her guns for a direct hit on one
smail part of the: Navy of the United
States.

Usually, Mister Door and Mister Gish
are very polite. They stand very straight,
immaculate in- blue service uniforms, caps
under arms in the prescribed manner. They
bow with-that touch of the cavalier which
causes a lady’s heart to ffutter—age not-
withstanding. They listen politely to all
that papa has to say about business, ned-
ding agreement to the' fact that Mister
Gish and Mister Door are extremely for-
tunate to have the good old United States
Navy behind them, rather than having to
battle the manifold problems of the great
world of commerce.

Oh, yes. . . . Ves, indeed, sir. . . .

Then Mister Door and Mister Gish sud-
denly remember a- formation and arise very
elegantly. ‘They bow precisely, shake
hands with the papa, and shoulder to
shoulder stride down the steps of Carvel
Hall and on toward Number Three or
Number Two Gate.

Says mama to papa: “What lovely,
wonderful boys!” She looks at daughter
with a sigh, and daughter is guilty of a
maidenly blush or an attack of giggles.
Papa puffs expansively on his cigar and
tries to imagtne himself and his sixty-six-
inch belly on the inside of a midshipman’s
unifornr.

Going down the walk to Bancroft Hall,
Mister Gish remarks to Mister Door:
“ My word, Featherstonel Where did yow
dig her up?”

4A—211

“It's only a hop, isn’t it?* mumbles
Mister Door apelogetically. “It isn’t
June Week or a Class Hop or anything
important, is it? We got to dance with
somvelngally, dbor'tt wed”?"

But only' charm-jaded upper classmen
can afford to be that blase. The lowly
and envious plebes would doubtless have
other views, except for the fact that to the
plebe the beauty parade means exactly
nothing, divided- by four, Plebes are for-
bidden- to “ drag ™ until the night of the
annual Masquerzitrs’ presentation in
February. When there are hops in Dahi-
gren Hall the plebes are cast i the role of
onlookers, or pressed into. service as ushr
ers or messengers. The lordly Youngster,
or Third Classman, the superior Second
Classman, and the patrician First Class-
man pass by with thelr ladles fair and the
plebe can only stare and gulp, and try to
estimate the number of days until June
Week and deliverance.

The glorious creatures trip by with a
rustle of silk and a click of high heels.
Their perfumes pervade the nostrils of the
plebe. He is forced to wrestle with temp-
tation and to remember that Naval Offi-
cers are fashioned of stern materials,

It is tough. Very tough. . ..

The chief event to which the plebe can
look forward is the- Christmas leave. He
dreams of it, He marks the date of the
beginning of his first leave on the calen-
dar in red. Each day he looks at that
crimson X, praying he'll live until that
happy deadline.

The grinding routine of the academic
year has him by the back of the neck and
the slack of the pants. Five days a week
there are four classes in the morning and
two in the afternoon, plus a compulsory
study period of two hours after supper.
There is not more than a four-minute in-
terval between the dismissal of one class
and the march off to the next. Also, in
the afternoon, there are drills. There are
“ awkward,” * sub,” * weak ” and “ extra-
duty * squads. In the extra-duty squads
are the midshipmen who have been “on
report,” They work off the extra hours
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of duty meted out as punishment, after
finishing all the regularly scheduled classes,
drills and formations.

The plebes march from * Juice” to
* Dago "—which is from Electrical Engi-
neering to Spanish. He marches from
Seamanship and Navigation to Math.
From Math to Steam. And thence to the
drill field where rifle and bayonet replaces
the textbook,

He does this every day.

There is one break—Saturday. On Sat-
urday there are merely the four morning
recitations, plus a Regimental Inspection
in the afternoon. From 1400 to 1840,
when call to supper formation is sounded,
Mister Plebe is practically a free man.
Free within the limitations prescribed for
the wanderings of the Fourth Class, which
are limited indeed.

But Christmas leave—ah, there was
something! To get away from the grind
for ten whole days. From the Saturday
before Christmas to the supper formation
of January ist. To throw clothes on the
floor. To thumb your nose at 6630 and
revel in bed, To slouch in a chair—to eat
without having a ramrod down your back.
Heavenly bliss!

Beginning with the first of December
the tension and the anticipation of coming
liberty filled the bosoms of the Eourth
Class. There was one topic of conversa-
tion: “ Where are you going to spend your
leave?”

“ Home, boy, home! Punkin piel
Roast turkey! Mashed potatoes and gib-
let gravy! Cranberry sauce and more
punkin pie! Where am I going to spend
my leave? Mister, don't be silljsl™

It ran all over the decks, through Ban-
croft Hall: “@mly ten more days to lib-
erty! Only nine more days to libentyl"
The refrain swelled and swelled.

UCK CROSS and Roger Ash and
Richard Arnold Gates, Jr., sat in the
FOOm. ‘

Ash was quiet. His nese was stuek in
a book, but there was a queer light in his
eyes. Truck sat on the other side of the
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table, cramming Dago. Dick Gates was
exploring the mysteries of steam engineer-
ing in his little cubicle.

Suddenly Ash flung his book on the
floor. His eyes were hot, his face white,

“ If those guys next door don't stop chat-
tering about Christmas and leave, I'm go-
ing over there and guzzle 'em!” he said in
disgust. “ Christmas! Who the devil cares
about Christmas? Who cares about a
bunch of clucks running home to their
mammas. The little sissiead!

He stared stormily at Truck.

Truck smiled, his big body relaxing.
“Don't let it get you down, som,” he
warned. “ Believe it or not, Christmas is
a big thing in the Navy.”

“ Sure, a big thing for department stores
and things like that. A cheap chisel, that's
what it is. “A bunch of people breaking
their necks to buy a bunch of other people
a lot of junk they don’t want—and belly-
aching about spending the money. Christ-
mas—the time when some lunkhead gives
his gal a diamond ring and gets a box of
five-and-diinee Kandkerchiefs in return,
¢ Not the value of the gift, just the spirit
of the thing!" That’s what she-says. Bt
if she got the nose wipers there’d be the
devil to pay. It makes me sickq”

Tiruck shook his head.

“ Aw, there's more to it than that. For
instance, just think of the Fourth Class.
Most of ’em haven’t seen their folks for a
year. Some of the boys are going to fly
clean to Texas, just to see home and
family.”

“ What for?” growled Ash.

A shadow came into Truck’s eyes as he
looked up. “ By the way, Rog—where
are you going to spend your leave? I
haven't heard you say.”

Ash glared at him,
does it malke?”

“ Well, 1 thought if you didn't have any
special plans, we might stick around the
Academy. Go off somewhere for a couple
of days together."”

The frown vanished from Ash’s hand-
some face. “ You mean it?"” he asked.
“ You aren't going anywhere eiihent?*

“ What difference
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Truck shook his: head’ slowly. “ Unh-
unh. Can’t afford. it. Besidbss—I—well,
E donit have- a: regular home to go to.”

“Home?” grated Ash. “iIwe got no
more: home. than; a: jack-rabbit.. Never had.
But it doesn’t bother- me until: I hear a:
bunch' of littlfe: punks: yapping about it.
T’ve heen' thinking for as momth about how
this place will look during the- €Christmas
leave. The: whole: damned: Regiment gone,
and: Roger Ash tramping around. by: him-
self. through empty- halls—eating Chmisft-
mas dinner by himself in an empty mess
hall. That’s a pleasant thoughtt”

Truck grinned. “I've been thinking
the same thing: myself—hiow lonesome it
was. going: to be; But if you're going to
stay—why, it’s all set. Wielll- have a swell
ﬁmi”

Dick. Gates. stuck his headt through the
door and frowned:at them; “ What are-you
guys bulling about?” be demanded. “ You
want me ‘unsatt’ in steam? 1 got to
studiy!”

“We've just. settled where- we're going
to spend leave,” said Truck.

“ Where?™ demanded Gates,

“Right here; sonny boy. Right in the:
bosom: of the:dear old Navy.”

“ You are like: the devil!’" snapped’ Righ-
ard' Amold' Gates.

Truck and Ash. exchanged glanees.
“ The leetle one is unbalanced,” said Asl.
“ Tou much study has softened his braim.”

“You two are the wacky onmes,” said
Midshipman: Gates with- scorn. “ You're
coming home with me on leave — didm't
you know that? Why, Metther and Dad
settled that weeks ago. They insisted: you
had to: comed!”

“ Didn’t we know it?* begged Ash help-
lessly. He glared at Dick. “ How. in thun-
der would we know it?"” he demanded.

“Youw don’t think I'd: be the kind of ‘&
slug who; goes: barging home for' Christmas
while his roommates pose asi the hermits
of Bancroft Hall, do. you? Why don’t you
gayss grow: up and start thimkding”

“You mean thatt?” - asked Ash. His,
voice was soft, deeper. Truck’s eyes wene:
fixed: on Dick Gates” grinning. face:
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“ What do you wamti—a. formal imvita-
tion: seconded by the Secretary of e
Navy? Sure:I mean: it, I never had any
other. idea.”

Ash strode across the roomr He
grabbed- Dick Gates by the back of the
neck, lifted- him: off the. floor, kissed him in>
the: middle of: the- forehead.

“Ueowk at. the- little punk, Truck!” he
said- thickly. “ He sits back. there' in his
mouse trap and let's us sweat. Let’s o
think we’re: going, to-lbe- sttudk im tiis -
astery during Christmas leave, and never
Gpens his yap: He lets us; suffer like- that.,
Get the broom, brother—get the: braem!™

There was at thump of- knuckles outside
and the dbor flew- open: The Midshipman
Officer of the Watch stood inside of the
roem. The plebes froze to- attention.

Tie MOOW’s. face was. expressionless:
as he surveyed the room: criticallyi His;
eyes rested for a- moment at the: shoes
under Ash’s bed. They were'placed at the
side, not under the end as. regulations- de-
manded.

“ Hmmm,” said the MOOW. ‘“This
room looks like a pigsty. Room out of or-
der: in. two: particulars—two: shees, night
and lefit” He made a. note. - *“ Violation
of regulatitvms governing: study period.”
He made another note! He looked at;

themn. “ Carry ani” he ordered; He
dased the. door.
“ The big lugl® said Ash. “ Bet a del-

lar: he: puts: us- on- repantd™

“Who cares?” asked: Trud: happily:
“We’re going home for Christmasd?*

Dick. Gates: smiled with them. There
was a moist glint in his eyes and he swal-
lowed hard: “dGee!” he said. “Thhis is
going to be: the happiest Christmas. in mny
whole lifie!”™

CHAPTER XX.
TEN DAVS LEAVE.

. MRS, RICHARD ARNOLD; GATES:
arrived within. the limitst of the:
Academy in- an Hispano-Suiza se-

dan, and swept in regal splendor up to-the.
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closest approach to Bancroft Hall. Pass-
ing midshipmen glanced at the equipage
and the lady, nodded solemnly, and kept
hurrying toward the gates with suitcases
banging their knees.

Mrs. Richard Arnold Gates waited pa-
tiently. She had been punctual, arriving
at the very moment Christmas leave be-
gan. It was a surprise. She was going to
drive the dear boys all the way to New
York.

She caught sight of three midshipmen
descending the steps and was suddenly
very excited. She thrust her head out of
the window of the car and called in a pene-
trating voice: “ Yoo hoo—Dickie! Here 1
am! Hurry to mother, danling™

Dick Gates nearly fell down the steps,
He stumbled, and for a moment was very
close to disaster. His face was a brick
red. Plebe classmates were grinning near-
by. One or two of them were impolite
enough to call in low tones: “ Yes, yes—
hurry to mumsy, danling!

Truck Cross grinned. Roger Ash said,
“ What is that thing out there—the Queen
Mary?"

The three marched up to the car. Ash
and Truck stood very stiffly, saying the
words that polite midshipmen should say
in greeting.

“ Aren’t you surprised, Dickie dadlingy’
demanded the beaming Mrs. Gates. “ All
the way from New York! But, after all,
a mother is a mother, I.suppose. Get in,
that’'s a good boy. Get in, Mister Ash
and Mister Cross! Give your bags to
Johnson up in front. Oh, I'm so thrillled.”

Dick said: “ Please, mother, don’t call
me ‘darlimg’ and things like that, Net
here, anyway—and not so loud.”

“ Why not, I'd like to know?" said Mrs.
Gates, immediately on the offensive. She
stared around at the hurrying mob in blue.
“ You always were my darling—and that's
one thing the Naval Academy is not go-
ing to change! I'd like to see the whole
United States Navy try to change it. The
very idesl™

“ And we can't ride,” Dick said nexv-
ousty.
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“CCan’'t ride?” moaned Mrs. Gates.
“ Why not, I'd like to know? It's your
car—our car, isn't it? Just why -can't
you riidie?”

“Iit’s against the regulations, mativeni’
her son explained. * No midshipman can
ride in a car inside the Academy grounds;
and a plebe can't ride in a car within the
city limits of Annapolis.”

“ What?" shrieked Mrs. Gates. “ Why,
it's absurd! 1It’s the most stupid thing I
ever heard of. Not ride in your own carr—
my guestss—"

“ Please, motter—" begged Dick. “ It
applies to everyome. It’s a rule. You
drive ahead. We’ll walk up to the gates,
toward the road, and you can pick us up.”

“ You'll perish with the cold!’ declared
Mrs. Gates. She looked very comfortable
in a five-thousand-dollar mink coat. “ I'm
practically a cake of ice myself.”

“Go om—" Dick begged degpenatelly.
He was glancing at his plebe classmates
out of the corner of his eye. They were
grinning.. Ash scowled meaningly at a
couple of them.

Mrs. Gates, ruffied and indignant, bade
her man Johnson to drive on very slowly.
The big car rolled at four miles an hour
toward the gates. Behind it, shoulder to
shoulder, marched Roger Ash, John Cross
and Richard Arnold Gates, Jr. They were
serious, straight faced, but other midship-
men were grinning. Voices called out:

“ Where's the funeral, mmistent?

“ Pioneers Marching After the Covered
Wagon?"”

“1 know—it’s a bunion derhy!™

The big Hispano rolled out of the gates,
down the narrow crooked streets. At the
end of the limits, the three marchers piled
into the car.

E Maryland air was crisp and cold,
and the tires sang on the road.  The
brown December landscape was bril-

liant with the multi-colored leaves which
still clung to the trees. The big sedan
purred over the distance, eating up the
miles.

Going through Baltimore the three mid-
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shipmen pulled down :the window curtains.
They hunched: in the seats in complete-si-
lence. Mrs, Gates looked at them in sud-
den .alarm.

“tBut T can’t see anythimg!” she proe-
tested.

* That's perfect,” said her son. “ You're
not ‘supposed to see anything going
through Baltimore. #t’s an old Navy tra-
dition.”

Mrs. -Gates uttered ‘a distinct * Hmpfh™
which expressed her opinion of all naval
customs and tradition. . . s

When they were out of Baltimore, safe
from the jinx, the curtains went up again.
They rolled through Philadelphia and
Trenton. At last New York—and then
Westchester.

(Ash and -Cross stood for a full moment
looking up .at ‘the magnificence of the
Gates’” home. The whole front of the big
Yanrse was festooned in green. Laurel, hol-
diy, evergreen. The pine trees on the lawn
were ablaze ‘with lights. The multicolored
illumination against .the background of
thin white snow turned that great lawn
and its background of trees into a Christ-
mmas fairyland. There were great wreaths
hanging in each of the windows and the
wreaths were illluminated. There was a
fiesh slgn over the front door. The sign
was a frepliea of the Naval Academy seal,
erowned by the Trideat. Over the seal
was the running legend: *“Mesry Christ-
fias te the United States Navwy!”

Ash and Truck gulped hard, stared at
each other.

“Wow!" said Truck in a subdued veice.
“I¥s - thzét sometdhing?”

Ash nodded. He was just as completely
dumfounded, but he concealed it better.
“Without a doubt,” he said softly, “ that
is somettiing!”

There were voices from the far-off doer
of ‘the house. Pat Gates’ voice - calling:
“MBick!® Then Pat’s feet racing down
the long flight of granite steps. $he
launched herself from the fourth step from
tre ‘bottom, arms outflung, -grabbed -her
brother areund ‘the neck. The two :of
<hem came close ito disaster in ‘the snow.

Ash :absorbed the shock ‘by grabbing them
both. She kissed :Dick on both cheeks,
shook -him, held him off st arm’s length.

He grinned his embarrassment. She
whirled -on :Ash. “ Merry Christmasl” she
greeted. Then, as if on impulse she threw
her arms around Ash, kissed him on the
cheek. . She stood back, ‘laughing — and
recklessness ‘was in that .laughter,

Truck Cross felt her arms around him.
“Hrs face flamed red. Her mouth touched
bis cheek. “ Merry Christmas to next
year’s All-American center})” she said

gﬂ'yiy

The yeice of Welf Gates boemed from
ithe tep of the steps. * Merry Christmast
€eme 8R in—rwhat are you waiting foy?”

Servants hurried down to -unload the
baggage ‘from -the car. The procession
mioved ahead, then halted at sight of an
impesing fripue. Graves, stiff and unruf-
fled, smiling just the correct smile, stood
in the middle of the steps.

“ Welcome home, sith” he greeted Dick
Gates. “ Very welcome hemed™

Dick jumped up .the ‘two steps, hugged
the astonished butler. “ This is the guy
who taught me all.about .football,” he told
Ash and Cross. “The man who listened
to my home work and gave his profession-
al opinion on matters of kicking and pass-
ing. He was my secret partner in every-
thing.”

He looked at Graves severely.
off, Mister!” he commanded.

“Sound off, sir?” said Graves.

“ Seund offi”* nodded Dick. “ Let's see
—what’s the rule on use of ‘hands and
arms by the offensive team?” He grinned
at -Ash and Truck, and stood waiting.

Graves cleared his throat, looked at the
moon for an ‘instant, then his voice said
smoothly: ““CGondixt of Players. Rule
Number Ten, Section Number One, Article
Number Two: The runner may ward off
apponents ' with his hands and arms, but
no -other player of -the -team in:pessession
of the -bal may use his-hands of ams—
unless the arms be close to the bediy—to
obstruct an opponent. Playuss of the-team
noiin: possession of the ball, may use their

“ Sound
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hands and arms to get at the ball or the
runner, but may not tackle or hold a play-
er except in an actual attempt to get at or
tackie the runner. When the ball is free,
players who have a legal right to recover
the ball may use their hands or ammss—"

Dick’s delighted laughter broke in. “JX
think you rate a 4.6 on that recitation,
Mister Graves,” he said. *“ By the way,
what is the penalty for illegal use of hands
or arms on the part of the team in pos-
session of the balll?”

The butler’s expressionless face uttered
further words. * For illegal use of the
hands or arms by players of team in pos-
session of ballloss of fifteen yards. For
illegal use of hands or arms by players of
the team not in possession of the balli—
loss of five yards. For illegal use of hands
or arms when the ball is free—ball goes to
offended team.”

Dick Gates grinned sweetly at Ash amdi”
Truck. “ Just before I left to go to the
Academy, Graves told me that some day
he was going to make it a point to witness
a football ‘ match.” He seemed very de-
cided on the poimt.”

“WMhat?” asked Ash. “Wou mean he
knows the rules like that—and never saw
a game?"

“ Never, sir,” said Graves sadly. “1J
really feel extremely humiliated about it
all.”

The entourage went up the steps, inte
the house.

Wolf Gates shook hands with them
warmly. “It's good of you chaps to give
up your Christmas leave time to come
home with Dick,” he told them. “He'd
have been miserable, being away from you
for even ten days. We appreciate it.”

For a moment Ash and Truck Cross
stood with a lump in their throats. Then
Truck said, “ Thank you, sir. It is very
kind of you to have us. , . .

The big table in the tremendous dining
room was glittering with the light of a
thousand candles. They ate ravenously,
like all midshipmen at table,

Patricia Gates, sitting across from them,
seemed unable to keep her eyes off their
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faces. Most of all she looked at Ash.
Looked at the warm glow of candle light
on his strong, handsome face. Looked at
the glints of light in his curling hair. Now
and then she looked at John Cross—but
in a different way.

Eor the most part, Mr. Gates looked at
Richard Arnold, Junior. There was a
proud and happy something in his eyes.

YHAT ten days flsw. In the middle

of the ten days was Christmas Day.

An immense tree, loaded with deco-
rations. A dinner, on a table groaning
with food. And after dinner, presents,

Patricia Gates squealed her excitement,
tearing open tissue-wrapped packages. And
at the very end, Wolf Gates took three
small packages from the very. top of the
tree. He held them in his hands for a mo-
ment, studying-Ash and Cross and his son.

“It's no easy job to find something that
a very superior midshipman might like to
have as a gift,” he told them. * Fiest, it
has to be sea-going. Second, it has to be
Navy. Third, it has to be practiicall—and
fourth, it should be beautiful. Se here
you are —and a Merry Cheisttas from
Old Man Gates to his three kids.”

They opened the packages slowly. Mis,
Gates stood with a smile on her face. Pa-
tricia was on her toes, quivering with ex-
pectation.

Ash opened his package ffistt. His fin-
gers slid a chamois bag from a round en-
ameled object. He looked at it. A wateh.
His face became white as his eyes darted
to Mr. Gates' face,

“Gosh!™ he said in a whisper. “It"s
the most beautiful thimg—I ever saw, 1
feel—"

His eyes went back to the watch, His
fingers shook a little. The back of the
watch was in Navy blue and gold, In the
center of the blue enamel, carved in geld
in high relief, was the Seal of the Naval
Academy. On the face of the wateh, also
in gold, was: ** Roger Ash, USN.”,

As the big blond held it in his hands, the
watch suddenly chimed seven bells,
Chimed the hour distinctly and with a
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mellow softmess of tone. Ash’s fimgers
tightened.  “IHt—sstiikes—iim- bells!” he
marveled.

Truck Cross stood with a duplicate
watch, engraved with his own name, in his
own big paw. After a moment he turned
his face away, unable to speak or to face
them.

The deep voice of Wolf Gates:

‘ Seeing that the three of you are ship-
mates—and that you are going to stay
that way — forever, isn’t it? — I fligured
you’d all like the-same thing. . . .»

Truck’s eyes suddenly turned upon- Rog-
er Ash. At the same instant Dick glanced
at him. The queer red tinge came into
Ash's face. It seemed suddenly that the
watch was burning his fiigens. He swal-
lowed hard.

Pat said: “ Come on—let’s look at the
light of the city from-the sun porch. Christ-
mas night—over all of New York. Just
think of it, millions of people happy be-
cause it's Christmas. . ,

HE lead Ash out of the big doors,
through other big doors, onto the
great sun porch, They stood silently

there for a long moment, looking dewn
from the heights, at the red and green and
blue spectrum staining the sky—tihe heav-
enly aura of a great city. Patricia’s hand
was resting on Ash’s arm.

He turned his head, locked down at her:
At that beautiful blond head, at the glis-
tening eyes and warm mouth. ~Her young
breasts rose and fell, The hand on his
arm trembled a little, Suddenly she turned
her face up to him. It was white, enchant-
ing in the moonlight, and her eyes Were
live sapphires.

“Are you glad it's Christmas?” he
asked, a huskiness in his veice.

“I'm glad because it's Chrintras—and
Dick is- home—and his best friends are
with him.?

She lowered her head. After a mement
he put his hand under her chin, lifted
her face. He kissed her en the meuth.
She stood quietly, her eyes €lesed: .

“ From the very day I saw you=and it

was only your picture I saw, the one I took
from Dick and hung in my lodier—I've
wanted to do-that.. When I've been play-
ing football, and should have had my mind
am the game—I've thought of you. Of
what it would be like to do that. When
I’'ve had to cram for a recitatiiom—I'd get
up and look at your picture—and wonder
if the day would ever come when I'd have
courage enough to do ittt

*“ You had the courage?” she suggested
strangely.

He nodded. “ A fellow's dreams do come
true sometimes. ... .”

They stood there, her head just above
the top of his shoulder. Stood silemtly,
hands joined, looking out on the heavenly
aura of New York.

And back in the shadows of the Erench
doors leading to the porch stood John Cross
his face white and strained, his heart thud-
ding im his chest. He had come out on
the porch just in time to see Ash’s head
lower, .and his mouth touch her mouth.
Something exploded jaggedly in his soul,
like a direct hit with a shrapnel burst.
He was suddenly numb over all' his body.
Suddenly miserable, with a terrific sense of
isolation, of loss. The overpowering sense
of losing something he had never possessed.

The voice of Roger Ash was thundering
in his brain: “ A fellow's dreams do come
true sometimes. . , .”

Yet there was a memory he had of that
same voice saying.contemptuously: “ If any
fortunes are going around looking for mid-
shipmen, Roger Ash wants a crack at that
fortune.” Hearing Ash's caustic voice say:
“In a couple of years—mmming papa’s
business.” Hearing Ash’s voice say: “ I'm
not going to refuse my commission. I'm
just going to resign. . .

He turned away, into the inner reom
There was a sickness in his heart. His
legs were suddenly dead. The watch Wolf
Gates had given him was like a ton weight
in his pocket.

“ S'matter?” Dick Gates asked with a
grin. “You look all out. Youw're getting
sissy, kid. Can’t you take it any more”

Tiuck' Cross’s mouth moved in-a white
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grin. “I feel awful tired,” he said. “1I
guess you’re right—guess I can't take it.”
Pat and Ash came in from the sun porch.
She was still holding onto. his arm, her
eyes glowing, looking more beautiful than
ever. They were laughing together.

Truck sauntered out onto the sun porch,
alone. He stood looking at the reflection
of the lights on the snow. He felt very
far away from everything within the Gates
house. Very far away from Dick and
Roger Ash.

The hunger of lonelimesss—

He heard a step behind him and turned
slowly. He felt Patricia come up beside
him, stand close. Her nearness burned
him. There was a terrible desire within
him to snatch her in his arms, to crush her
against his chest, ffencelly.

“It is beautiful, isn't it?" she asked
softly. “1I never can see enough of that.
It’s like looking at heaven from far away.”

His eyes were on her face as he nodded
slowly. “ That’s what I was thinking and
couldn’t say,” he said in a tight voice,

She put her hand on his arm. “ Come
in and dance with me,” she begged. ‘I
feel like dancimg.”

He looked down the length of his big
body. He looked at the top of her golden
head, not quite reaching his shoulder. “ I'm
not exactly built for dancing,” he said.
“ Ash does the dancing for our remm’*

“1 want to dance with you,” she told
him. “I thought all midshipmen had to
dance—aorders or somethimg

“ Something like that,” he zdmitted.

“Wadll, this is an order,” she laughed.

She dragged him into the living reem.
The radio played softly. She held out her
arms, and then she was moving with him,
close. So close that he could breathe the
fragrance of her hair. He closed his eyes.
He could hear Ash’s voice saying: * Some-
times a fellow's dreams do come truee—"

Patricia’s face lifted. “ Your heart is
pounding,” she said. “ Do I frighten you
that much? Terrify you?”

He laughed down at her. “ Den’t tell
the coach!” he begged. * I'll get on report
for being out of, condition. It must be the
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exercise. I'd rather back up the line against
the Army any day.”

CHAPTER XXI,
“ {*TAIN'T NO MO' PLEBES)' "

HRISTMAS vanished suddenly. The
ten-day leave swept away swiftly,
like-the winter wind. Now the three

of them were standing in formation again.
Here was the Academy once more, with
snow driving in from the bay. Voices of
the midshipmen officers publishing orders,
snapping commands, and the voice of the
midshipman Five-Striper, Commandant of
the Regiment, snapping the familiar
words: *“ Squads right and left—wmarcht”
A tremendous room, crammed with tables,
and the Negro and Filipino mess attend-
ants and waiters, . , .

There was the command “ Seats!”—the
command “FRise!” The chaplain saying
morning prayer over the Regiment. There
were the electric gongs and the song of
the bugle—the falling in for formations and
the march off to recitations. There was
the staccato: “ Hey, Mister!” of the upper
classmen.

Nothing left of that precious ten days
of freedom but a jumbled collection of
memories. Somehow it seemed that the
freedom had never really existed excepting
as a dream. Only the -blue-and-gold
watches on the three fixed it as an actu-
ality.

February came. Hops, athletic meets.
. . . March. April. . .. The days seemed to
glide by with a suddenly acquired velocity,
all directed to a fixed poit—Graduation
Day.

The snow. melted and -the trees budded:
the waters of the river and the bay changed
from a steely gray to blue. On the dress
parades the Regiment was like a precision
machine in its maneuvers and response to
commands.

Faces disappeared from the plebe class.
Faces of men who were “ unsat " and who
“ bilged ¥ the class, washed out on aca-
demic grounds, They had one hope as



8&

ANNAPOLIS, AHOY!

they packed to leave—that they could get
a second appointment, enter again with the
new plebe class. Then there was no room
for memory. The highly geared routine
moved relentlessly.

The grass of Farragut field came in green

and thick.
» And the excitement and buzz within the
Regiment increased in volume and tension.
June Week! Graduation! Each of the
four classes stepping up one grade, Libera-
tion day for the plebes!

Hundredth Night passed. That one
night, one hundred days before graduation
of the First Class, when the lowly plebes
were permitted for two or three hours to
command the First Class—and the first
classmen. No forgetting the spectacle of a
first classman, on his hands and knees, do-
ing full bends the length of Dahlgren Hall,
under the watehful eye of a broom-armed
plebe whe fafifed the seat of his senior’s
pants with each bend.

Mister Weeks and Mister Kelly of the
First Class waited for Mister Ash of the
Fourth Class to come around and to get
even for the mess table recitations they
had forced on Mister Ash. But Mister Ash,
passing them on the walk, merely glanced
at them, grinning, and passed on.

Mister Weeks breathed an audible sigh
of relief.

“Boy, do you get the breaks?" said
Mister Kelly sourly.

Then the announcement: “ Candidates
for the Football Squad are instructed to
report to the Head Coach, MacDonough
Hall, for Spring Practice. This call in-
cludes men of the Fourth Class who will
be eligible for varsity competition during
the season of 936"

‘A T lasti!” breathed Roger Ash when
the call was published. “I'm so
hungry for a football I could eat

one, ‘bladder and all.”

“1 hope we make it," worried Dick
Gates. “ It kind of scares me when I think
of going out there for the varsity. I don't
feel any different than I did last year."

“ What -d'ya mean hegee we make it

Ash reproved. “ You're about the only guy
in this room who is' sumee off thee Firsst Teaam.
They don’t need a quarter on the A-squad
any worse than I need a right arm. You're
a cinch. Besides, look at you— You're
packing ten pounds more beef this year
than last.”

“ And will he need it?” grinned Truck.
“ William and Mary, Davidson, Virginia,
Yale, Princeton, Pennsylvania, Notre
Dame, Harvard and the Army. On suc-
ceeding week ends! How do you like them
dainties for the bill-of-fiare®”

Ash took a puff of his cigarette. “ By
the time we get down to that Army game
we'll be so numb from having guys hit us
that we won't feel anything, anyhow. Those
Army slugs will be like a bunch of push-
overs.,” He frowned. “ You know, I've
always wanted to play against Notre Dame.
I've always had the idea I could go places
against a team that played the same for-
mations we use.”

“T'll be satisfied to stand still,” said
Truck. “Nobody goes very far against*
those wild Irishmen—not even the Navy.”

“Wll, it'll be different this year,”
promised Ash. “Let’s go out and toss the
ball arcumd.”

More than a hundred candidates an-
swered that first call for spring practice.
Lieutenant Milton and his assistant coaches
were out on the field looking over the
material. Practice gear had been issued,
and the men were limbering up.

Milton stopped Ash and Truck and
Gates as they trotted out of the gym. He
smiled, shook hands.

“Wauwe taken on weightt!” he told
Gates with a pleased note in his voice.
“You must have been packing it away
during the winter. How does it feel to
get hold of a ball agaim®”

“ Fine, sir,” grinned Gates.
we're all anxious to go.”

“I'm glad to see you men out,” said
the coach. ‘“Are all of you ‘saft’ in all
your subjects?"

“Y¥es, sir,” came the answer in chorus.

“ That's fine,” smiled Milton, * Just re-
member that a man who can gain ten

“1 guess
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yards. through the center against. Netre
Dame,. yet can’t gain an.inch- against ,the
Academic Board, is a total loss to the
team. Go.on out there and toss- the ball
around. Take it easy.”

They galloped. off.

“I'm glad I'm going to play for himy*
said Truck. “I. was. afraid he might be
relieved this_year, sent back to the.line.
But I guess they’re keeping him here.”

The blocking and . tackling dummies
were up on the field and in the pits. The
fourth day they were hitting the dummies,
and grunting as they- hit them. Milton
was standing. back with expert eye, watch-
ing the practice.

Then it was.May. Days now! Hours!
*The swirl of June Week was already
swamping the Academy. Carvel Hall was
booked to the roof. Officers and guests
were arriving in Annapolis even now. The
gorgeous girls were: congregating. The
First Class walked around with a dazed
look in collective eyes. The. decorations
were going up in Dahlgren Hall for Gradu-
atlen Exerelses.

First Thursday in Junel The plebe
class seethed with the excitememt The
day of liberation, the freedom from bon-
dage was coming]

"I VHEN, one morning, the Midshipman
- Five Striper, stood in front of the
last formation he. would ever com-
mand as a Midshipman. He was the beau
ideal of the Academy, the High God whe
walked - with his head in the clouds of
Olympus! He was the ultra-correct, mag-
nified essence of everything a Midshipman
should be. The Galahad who could do ne
wrong. He stood before the Regiment,
eyes gleaming. He was stiff as a ramred
as he heard the reports;

Then suddenly he gave his last com-
mand. The traditional last command
given by-all Midshipman Five Stripers. He
opened: his mouth and bellowed: “ Tie
hell with ’em all! Squads East and Westt™

There was roaring response from  the
Regiment as: they miled down the' steps
in- wild. disorder to breakfast.
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That day! FEriends and relatives: and
mothers, and fathers and: best girls jammed
the great space: of Dahlgren Hall to- its
suffocating capacity. Fond mamas, with
tears in eyes, surveyed the square of First
Classmen in immaculate white.. Lumps in
their throats as they listened to the invo-
cation: of the: Chaplain. The compact
square of white sat at attention, hearing
the last werds whieh weuld ever be ad-
dressed to them as Midshipmen.

Then, the march to the front and. cen-
ter for the diplomas. The cheers from. the
class . as- the- names' of the Class Heroes
were called. And finally, the Class, back
in. seats- again, rising. A voice booming:
“1 propose a.cheer for those we leave be-
hind us.”

Another- voice led the: cheer. The gradu-
ates bellowed it out until the high-flung
rafters of Dahlgren vibrated with the
booming wave- of sound. On the third
“Reah!” a suddenly released shower of
white caps flew up Into the air, whirling
like white doves. Hands elutehed for them
as they fell..

At that exact second the entire plebe
class—temse, waiting,- on' edge—suddenly
burst intp sound. The sound one might
hear in a jammed insane- asylum. The
plebes. ripped -off coats, turned them inside
out and put them on backward. They fe-
versed theiir: caps; rolled up pants legs, fell
inte a whirling, swirling snake danee that
swept in and eut and areund the building
and threugh the walks. With every step
they hewled.

Grinning upper classmen' rushed out to
see the plebe celebration. Bewildered
guests at the graduation exercises paled a
little .and wondered what disaster had
overtaken the Academy.

As the plebes rioted they yelled: “ TRdin’t
no mo’ plebes! Rxim’t no mo’ plelbes”

And there were no: more plebes! The
Fourth Class, at the instant the caps of the
First Class: had rocketed into the: air, be-
came- the Third Class. The Third became
the Second, and- the. Second- became- the
First. The day ef liberty had arrived. No
more plebes! There would be Ao mere util
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the new class was taken in far the begin
ning of plebe summer.

Dick Gates and Rog Ash and Truck
Cross galloped around with the others.
They yelled and screeched and rioted.
They pounded backs, shook hands, acted
like lunatics. They wrestled and fought
and rolled over and over on the grass.
They whistled and sang and cheered until
the whole Class exhausted itself.

Then they got ready for the final hop of
the year.

Pat Gates was dragged by the three of
them. She was breathlessly excited. To
each of them she was the most beautiful
thing on the fitmr—wiith the exception of
the Admiral in full-dress uniform.

CHAPTER XXIIL
BATTLE WAGONS.

'ARRAGUT FIELD, all the way to

he sea wall, was a mass of struggling

midshipmen in work whites and caps.
It was dotted with crazy contrivances and
vehicles of transport and burden, said ve-
hieles piled high with the belongings of the
Thied and First Class. Here and there a
laundry truck of canvas, with castor-like
wheels, made rough going over the sod of
the field, hauled by roommates whose gear
it transperted. Drag sleds, express wagons,
skids—anything that would move and bear
a lead. 1t was like the sudden migration
of & tribe.

Each year this spectacle was the pre-
liminary to the practice cruise,

Out in the bay the Oklahame, Adwkansas
and Wyomiing stood in immense silhou-
ettes, with fighting tops rising up to the
clouds. They were gray, enormous, and
the turret guns starkly outlined fore and
aft, seemed surrounded by an ominous glit-
ter. Three “ battle-wagons " to be taken
over by midshipmen. Three battle-wagons,
regular crews reduced to a skeleton, to be
manned by these eager youngsters drag-
ging gear across Farragut Field.

Boats at the sea wall, piled high with
kits and midshipmen, were shoving off.

Starting out for those mighty fortresses of
steel, putting gear and men aboard, return-
ing for more men and gear. The scene
would continue until the mountain of bag-
gage had been transferred to sea and the
twelve hundred midshipmen of the Naval
Academy were on board the three ships . ...

Dick Gates stood at the rail, looked back
at the Academy. The planking of the
Oldltiomesds deck was under his feet. The
salt air rushed against his face. His eyes
were filled with a soft glowing.

“ It sure looks beautiful from here,” he
said to Ash. “ Takes something like this
to make a fellow realize what a swell place
the Academy is. Look at the sun on the
green roofs—how green the fields louk—
how big those buildings are. Look at those
planes on the water, and the S-20 riding
there by the Santee Basin. You kind of
forget those things when you’re around ‘effi
every day.”

There was the clanking sound of the
Oldlatioomedds anchor coming aboard. Her
siren deafened them. Her decks pulsated.
The water seemed to be suddenly sliding
past the rail.

“\l\Neire under way!” said Truck Cross.
His eyes swept the deck, gleaming.
“ Cruisers get away faster but that was
plenty fast. This is one more sweet ship.
I'm going to like her.”

“I forgot,” said Dick. “ You're the only
one of us that has ever been on a ship be-
fore. I never been on the deck of a bat-
tleship before—and here I am, almest af
officer—"

“—amnd a gentlemvamll” reminded Ash.

TRUCK pushed Dick Gates with a
big paw. “ Youll never understand
how far you are from being an officer
until you stand your first watch,” he told
him, “ There are a lot of officers, guys
who have been out of this Academy for a
long time, who still get the jitters every
time they have a problem in navigation te
work out on a bridge.”
“What do we do?" Gates wanted to
know.
“1I have an idea that you'll either learn
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the proper use of a bolystone in the deck
force, or youll make a couple of swell
burner cleanets in the fire room.”

“ What?” asked Ash. “1 thought we
were on this cruise to learn thimgs—things
about being officens?®”’

“ How to keep a deck clean and how to
clean a burner in a fireroom—these are
things that every young officer should
know,” Track grinaed. “ Did you gentle-
men have the notiom that this practice
cruise was .something like a yachting trip
to Europe—a pleasure jaunt? Listen, we're
the crew! The crew, get it? The gobs,
the workmen who do it all. We polish the
bright work, chip the paint, fire the boilers,
run the engines, man the boats, drill in the
turrets—"'

“ And if the Admiral has a headache, I
suppose we chase around and get him an
aspirin,” said ‘Ash .

“ Oh, no!” grinned Truck. *“ The Elag
Lieutenant does that. We could never get
that near to an Admiral.”

“ This is going to be one big pain in the
neck,” growled Ash. “ I can see that with-
out a telescape.”

“ Your ideas are sound, Mister Ash, but
your knewledge of anatomy needs an over-
hauling, Said pain will be in the small of
your back, more likely. That holystoning
gets you.”

“ When do we get battle practice?” Dick
Gates asked. “I mean, when do we .get
detailed into turret crews and all that?"
He was peering at the jutting guns,

“ Practically always,” promised Truek.
“ Unless things have -changed you'll be
working those babies from reveille to taps
—and maybe frem taps te reveille. Gun-
nery officers like ta keep crews on their toes
with little surprises like that.”

Green water broke over the bows of the
Oklekemaa. She led the line of three ships
as she stood out to sea. The coast receded,
and she was alone, in her element.

“ T don’t want to keep you boys in sus-
pense,” grinned Truck, “ but it just goes
to show you that class will tell. I smatched
a look at the watch bill first thing I came
aboard. It may interest you gentlemer to
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know that yen are.going to serve your coun-
try in the fireroom, in the lowly capacity

Firemen Third Class which is lower than a
whille’s navel. You are going to be under
the watchful, expert and particular super-
vision -of one John Cross, who is on the
tiill as “ burmer man ”—mand a nice job #
is, too. Said John Cwoss, in plain language,
is.going to be your boss—and will you boys
learn about fire rooms from him|/*

“ What’s all this burner stuff®*
manded Ash suspiciously.

“ Well, nay little fullback, there are four-
teen burners under each boiler, complete
with nozzle and appliances. The oil comes
through, is mixed and forited into a whirl-
ing spray, and ignites from: the jets of the
burner. Now your chemistry will tell you
that this continuous action of burning oil,
under conditions of great heat, will form
carbon. Carbon is very bad for burners.
It clogs them, reduces their efficiengy.”

“So whatt?” growled Ash.

“ So my job is to go around looking at
the barners and deciding which must come
out for a cleaning. A very important jab,
almost as important as water tender.”

“ Hmpft” grunted Ash. ‘“.And while
you’re being so big and important, what do
we do?”

“Yoon,” Truck smiled sweetly, “dllean
the burners which I cause to be remaoved.”

“ With what?’

“ With a wire brush, a can of kevesenes—
amd plenty of muscle alf?

 Say, listesn—"" began Ash.

“ What, mutiny aliresediy?*

“ How many do we cleam?” asked Gat@.

“ Ledt me see. . . . I sheuld say alfouts—
ah, about twenty each during a watch.”

And that’s supposed to make me a bet-
ter officen?”’ grunted Ash.

“ Oh, decidedly. It makes you -under-
stand the problems of the little Fireman,
Third Class, who will some day come to
you and say: “ Please Mister Ash—' ”

“ They won’t come to-me,” declared Ash.
“Wom kmiow where the little Fireman cam
go, don’t you?”

“ Spre—right where yownine: going, when
your watch is called,” answered Truck.

de-
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“Why don't you pipe dowm?” growled
Ash.

“ And, of course,” goaded Truck, “ those
burners come right out from under the
boiler, all nice and hot. They have to go
right back in as soon as they are cleaned,
so there isn't a great deal of time to let 'em
cool before you go to work on 'em. Most
of the time the kerosene sizzles when they
go in the bucket, and the guys who clean
'em usually get blisters on their hands and
cuss a lot. But, after all, it's for the good
old Navy.”

“ The good old Navy can go where the
little Fireman goes,” griped Ash.

“ Alsm—" Truck C€Cross was emjoying
himsaff—* it's about fifty degrees hotter
down there than it is on deck. It’s like
being penned inside a sardine can. But
of course you only have a couple of hours
of it—each watch. You get used to it in
time.”

“ And that's what you did before you
came to the Academy?” asked Ash sar-

castically. “ That was the way you
picked.”
“ Oh, yes. Nothing like the black garg;”

“ Gee," said Dick Gates. His eyes had
been fixed on the turret guns. “do you
suppose we'll get a chance to shoot these
things? We're going to Europe, remember,
and Mussolini is kicking up an awful rum-
pus over there. The papers say there may
be a war any minute. Wouldn't it be great
if we got into an emergency or sometirings’”

There was eagerness in his veice.

“ Just another gunnery officer in the
making,” snorted Ash, “1T can see it stick-
ing out of his eyes. He’s been hypnetized
by those pea shooters ever since we eame
aboard.”

“Wom said it!” Gates nedded energeti:
cally. “ Gunnery, that's me=might dewn
my alley. I'm going te be a shark at it

“ Disgusting little shugh™ said Ash. “ The
peewee wants to g§o round sheeting at
peoplel” ,

W Wsu, what do you want 0 do?" agked

eave m
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willing to clean those burnmers, just for a
crack at liberty in that dear Paree. The
guy who thought up that kind of liberty
is my kind of gazebo, I've had things to
say to those French gals for a long, long
time. ., . "

The Okltiarma nosed into the swells, hit
them thunderously. Green seas broke over
her bow, swept along the deck in a hissing
torrent, gurgled in the scuppers.

CHAPTER XXIIIL

CRUISE SONG.

“ Every cloud has a silver lLimimg,
Every Summer Cruise its end,
Ewvery drill will have its recall
Every trouble soon will mend.:
Amnd when the cruise is over,
And we sight old Bancroft Hall,
We'll go on leave a-sheuting,
It's a good world after all}™*

ARIS—and a sudden recall from leave.

The emergency of which Dick Gates

had dreamed. Orders came crackling
through the air from Washington. On the
Okanneg, men were prying open the lock-
ers of the midshipmen, transferring gear to
the Arkamsas and the Wyeming.

The Oklstwrma was going to Spain.
Trouble, grim trouble. Hundreds of Amer-
icans trapped in Spain, with the country
in the throes of a violent and bloody re-
volt. No trains. No telegraph, no reports
from consuls or government representa-
tives. American Ambassador trapped in
the zone of most vicious fighting, unheard
of for days. Chattering machine guns in
the streets of populous cities. Public
squares littered with the bodies of the dead.
Guns booming in the mountain passes as
the rebels pressed on toward Madrid.
Planes flying overhead, dropping bombs,
shattering buildings and churches and hu-
man flesh.

British and German ships fired upon and
bombed—miistaken identity. Tempers on
edge. . . . Rattle of the sabre of Mars
throughout Europe. Growling of mortal
enemies, tramp of -marching thousands.

(%3
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Tension in Russia, Italy, France, Germany,
the Balkans. Turkey marching into the
Dardenelles to occupy forbidden ground.
German battleships in the Mediterranean.

American midshipmen had hurried back
to their ships to find their gear piled all
over the decks, awaiting owners. The
Okiakoma sailed for the trouble zone.

“ There!” wailed Dick Gates. “ That's
what I call.lousy. We get tossed overboard
from the ship. We don't even go.”

“Ikt’s a gypl” moaned Ash. “Jjust get
to Paree—amd recalled. A swell liberty if
you ask me.”

The bows of the Arkamses and the Kly-
oming swung westward. . . . Then Hamp-
ton Roads and Norfalk, and four days lib-
erty. To sea again, this time at
battle stations, for S.R.B.P. Steaming with
gun crews tense and ready, waiting for the
word. The boom and roar of the turret
guns and the broadside guns in salvo
practice.

The heel and roll of the great ship as the
recoil was absorbed. The wall of hot fizme
and gas from the gun muzzles. ‘The quiet
commands of the gunnery officers. Mid-
shipmen serving guns faster than men could
serve guns. Midshipmen gun crews like
mechanical figures, handfing the immense
engines of destruction as they might have
handled so many toys. Rattle of hoists,
thud of rammer agrinst shell, ring of the
breech bloek, quiver of the turret at the
moment the guns were fired.

Then the boats were at the sea wall of
Annapolis again. The Arkamsas and Wy-
oming came over the rim of the honizom—
and there was Bancroft Hall, and the radio
range, and the dome of the Chapel. The
cruise was home. The plebes—a funny
looking lot—piled down to the sea wall
to: watch the boats come back—to watch
the Third and First Class swarm rollicking
ashore,

“ What a sappy looking bunch of boots;*
said Dick Gates. “1I wonder if we looked
as silly as that at the end of our plebe
summer?”’

“ Don’t be fuxmy,* warned Ash, * You're
still plenty silly looking.”
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He turned to Track Cross, lowered his
voice: “ Ever think what a couple of guys
like us are going to do with a month’s
liberty?”

“ I'm going to stay here and study,” said
Truck. “I can use it. I'd like te go home
but—"

“ Home?"” Ash frowned. “ I thought you
didn't have a home—like me. I never
heard you mention home before.”

“ Well, it isn't exactly a home,” said
Truck. “It's more like a place where a
guy comes from. There’s just one reason
why I'd like to go home. But the reasom—
well, you'd never undersizmd.”

“Don’t tell me you’ve been holding out
all these years—that you. got a gal back in
the old home towm?”

The tips of Truck’s ears got pink. “ No
—mo,” he said hurriedly. ‘ Nothing like
that., . . .®

“Wom big strong silent guys!” kidded
Ash. “You bury things so deep in your
manly bosoms.”

UT Truck did not stay at the Acad-
emy during leave, He didn’t stay
because a big Hispano was waiting at

Carvel Hall, and with it was Mis. Gates
and Miss Patricia Gates.

“ Mr. Richard Arnold Gates, Senior, in-
structed me to-come down here and to bring
his three sons home on leave.” She smiled
at them all. “ Your father has been moon-
ing for weeks now, Dick, just waiting for
this leave. I think he’s going on leave him-
self as soon as you get home.”

“ You'll be run ragged!” promised Pat.
“I'm going to see to titett’*

She was staring at Ash'’s face as if see-
ing it for the first time, looking at his eyes
and his hair and his smile. Truck Cross
watched her. After a while he turned
away. He was silent almost all the way
ta Westchester.

“ Hey!” Dick Gates kept saying every
ten miles. “ Don’t forget, you guys—we’re
youngsters! We’re upper classmen. We're
important people. The minute I go back
I've got to see about my broom. I think
I will have to: get me a new broowr—a nice
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strong, new broom, and not for sweeping.
That bunch of plebes I saw around the
grounds are going to take a lot of whipping
into shape.”

He took a deep breath: “ Hey, Mdisen?"'
he bellowed. He looked at Truck. “ How
does that sound for the word of command
from a Youngster to a plele?’

“ It sounds like the moon whistle on a
peanut roaster to me,” said Ash. “ If that
ever stops a plebe, it will be only because
he is too weak from laughter to proceed.”

“ How does the football team look®
asked Pat.

“Say, that's right!”’ marvelled Dick.
‘“ Listen, gang, we're varsity, We play
Army!”

* That'’s what I've been waiting for,” said
Ash.

Pat Gates glanced at him quickly and
curiously. She smiled. “TRhink of it: I'm
going to be there, too, watching you play.
How about it, Trudk?”

He looked at her almost somberly.

“ If the Coach thinks I'm good enough to
use against the Army it's going to be the
greatest moment in my life. If I only get
in for one mmimutee—"

“lissten to that .guy!” begged Ash.
“He's got the center position in his hip
pocket right now. He’s not below 3.6 inany
subject,-and he went through a whole plebe
year without getting more than fifty de-
merits. You ask me right now, and I'll tell
you that Milton and his gang are building
the line right around the big hunk on your
left. He’s the best center the Academy
has seen in years—amd they know iitt!!”

Truck’s ears reddened.

“I know one thimg!” said Mrs. Gates
positively. * Richard Arnold Gates, Senior,
had better see that we get tickets to all
the games in advance. ,['m going to live at
Carvel Hall during the whole football sea-
son,”

They looked at her for a minute. Dick
grabbed her. He waved his arms like a
cheer leader.

The three of them yelled in unison:
“Wea! Navy!”

A traffic cop started to put his whistle to
his mouth to stop the car. He was shocked,
surprised, outraged. But before he could
make up his mind, theﬂﬂjjjg Hispano was
a block away, and Mrs. Gates was some-
what disheveled from the mauling.

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK

*
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The First United States Navy

7§ *HE ink on the Declaration of Independence was hardly dry when our

Founding Fathers decided that something should be done about a navy.
So they set out to buy one. There wasn’t much hard cash in the national treas-
ury—the resulting purchases were poorly built and badly fitted—but a seafar-
ing force was gathered nevertheless. This first armada consisted of two
ships of twenty-four guns each; six brigs carrying from ten to twelve guns;
two schooners each with eight guns; and four sloops, three of ten guns and
one of four guns. This paltry group to oppose the almost six hundeed sail
that bore the proud flag of Brittamia!

On December 22nd, 1775, a persommel of officers was selentesb—men,
evidently, who didn’t mind fighting agaimst the odds. Among these was
Liewtenant John Paul Jonmes, hero of the battle between the Bam Hdonwne
Ritlesdd and the Serppss. Amother was Ezekiel Hopkins, the first and last
active commander-im-chief of the navy. Commander Hopkins didn’'t get
along with Congress, it seems, so they dismissed him early in 1777. The
title has not been revived since that time except in the person of the presidentt

—Hdokard V. Wikte.
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iic GAME HUNTER
CAN UNBRRING SHOT WIHTH A HIGH:
POWERED RIFLEFHEKILLS ANNGALS
NOT FOR LUSST OR THE THRILL OF IT, BUT
TO COLEERT CERTAIN FAUNA DESIRED 8Y
MULSEUM S . HEE MAKES FREQUENT TREKS
TO THE EARVISS INACSESSHBLE FAR PIACES)
SOMETIMES TRAVELING THOUSANDS OF
MIEES FOR A SINGGHLE RARE SPEBIMEN .

AN ENGISSHMAN BY BIRTH, NON IN 1921 HE
PAST S0 ,\ERNAY HAS BEEN A - WENT HURITNG IN_ W «_
GOLLEETGR MOST OF HES LIFE, MODIA WITH 6AL . JiC. PANNTOORPE , ONE OF
DBALENG IN ANDIQEESWITH A) THE WORLS'S FINEST SMOES . HE BROUGHIBACK
SHOP IN NEW YORK | SOME EXQRELUENT MAMMAL SREBIAENS REF-
AND OVEE 1 RESENTATIVE OF SOUTHERN. ASM. FOR THE
LONDON . AMERPBAN MUSLUM OF NATIRRAL HISTORY. FROM
THT START HE UNDERTOOX. FURTHER @ODLEETING
EXPEDITIONS A5 A REGUIAR SIDE
OSBUPATION .

AMAZING

ADVBNTNRES ANO

CLOSE QALLS. ONEE

IN NSRPALEHE TRAGKED A

HUSE BULL RHNOOEEROS TO HES EVENING
MUD WARLOW » VERNAVE FIRST SHOT MIT TR0
HiGH . TINFURIATED ,THE BEAST CHARGED
HiM, BUT AN ARCURATE SECOND SHOT
DROPRED THE RHNGIO DBAD IN I¥8 TRAGKT]

angl.. @ EEE HASS WAD
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A True Story in Pictures Every Week
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To VIERNAY THE REAL SRORT OF THE
HUNT IS IN THE STALKING OF THE PREY, WHIEH
MAY TAKE DAYS . TWE KILL IS MERELY THE NEQES
SARY @LIMAX . PRENJIOLISLY HE DEMOTES @ONSHNER:
ABLE THME TO LEARNING THE HABITATS OF THE ANIMALS-
— FARTS ABOUT THEIR FEEDING , SLEERING, ETE . HE ALSO
MAKES A CLOSE STUDY OF EABH AMIMALS ANATOMY SO
THAT IT MAY BE KILLED QUE@NLY AND PAINLESSLY BY A
BULLET TO ITS MOST VULNERABLE SROT. FOR KILLING THE RHIND-
CEROS VERNAY AND FAUN THORPE USED A NESK SHOTNITH SOFT-
NOSED BULEETS. THEIR FIRSTTHREE RHINGRER | WERE DISPATENED
THES WITH JUST FOUR BUBLLEFSS!
UsuALLy |
VIERNAY SEES OUT TO
BRING SOME CERTAIN RARE CREATURE BARKS,
AND HE PERMITS NOTHING TO DIMEERT HIM IN
THE PARTIQUEAR QUEST. FOR SKX YEARS ME
SEARCHED THE EAST FNOIES FOR A SPECCMEN
THE ALL BUT EXTIIET SONDALGUS, OR OdE~
HORNED MALAYAN RHINOBEROS . TWO
EXAEDITION S INTD DEMSE JUMSEES WERE UN-
SUESESSRUL , BUT IN 1932 HISPERSSTENEE
WAS REW/ARDED. IN TORRENAUAL RANGS HE
PENERRETED A LITTEE KNOWN FOREST “BACK
OF THE BEVORO “IN PENARG, TO SHODT A
FINE SPERIMEN OF THE RARE BEASY,

A SAFARI 2850 MILES INTO INTERIOR,
PORTUGUESE WEST ARRICA IN 1925 YIELDED A
COLEECTION OF 8000 SPECIMENS, INELUDING 1200
BRRB S, 2000 REPTHES, BOD FISH AND HUNOREDS
OF STRANGE MAMMALS . YET, HAD HE FALESD TO GET
THE FIMEE RARE YELOOW ANTELOPES WHICH WERE HIS
ESPEQIAL OBREECYHVE , NE WOULD HAVE CONSIBRRED THE
ENTIRE EXPEOITION A LOSS. BIE GOT ON THE TRAGK OF A
COMPEETE FAMILY, OR HABIWAT GRDEP, OF THE ANTELOPES
NE&R THE END OF THE HURT. BAGGING
THAT PRIZE PROYED MORE
EX@URNG TO HWM THAN SHOOT-
NG THE FAMOES * R OGUEE*
ELEPHANT OF ENDIA THAT
ADMGST GOT HIM IN A CHARGE
AFTER AN IN EREERTIAL
RIRST SHOT.

S Erremsma——
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A bullet ripped up the turf in front
of Bill

Not Dead Enough

By WILLIAM MERRIAM ROUSE
Author of “TThe Size of a Man,” “ Hipboot and the Genie,” etc.

Grarmmy Mbrhitabel Bushby claimed to be the worst old hellion on
Crowquill Mountiin—eadd she could proswe it

IKE a giant slug the two hundred and
fiifyy pounds of meanness which was
Hedgehog Joe Bushby came out of a

thick dlump of lilac bushes and crawled
through the darkness toward the Noland
front porch, He got there with no more
sound than the occasional rustle of a dead
leaf, and from that listening post he could
hear everything that was said by the two
men and the girl who sat above him.

It was a quiet, velvet-soft night of early
summer and even the breathing of old John

Noland came down to Bushby. Amy, his
pretty granddaughter, was there, and so
was young Bill Stewart. Hedgehog Joe
had an excellent reason for wanting to
know just why Bill Stewart had come down
from Crowquill mountain to call on a pros-
perous farmer like Noland. The reason
was strong enough so he was willing to risk
a charge of shot in his back if the old man
discovered him prowling.

“My boy,” said John Noland's age-
cracked voice, “ I knew your father, and

98



NOT DEAD ENOUGH

he was an honest man. I've heard that
you're straight as a yardstick even if you
do live on Crowquill with the Bushby clan
and such-like trasi.”

Bill Stewart swallowed hard and felt
funny inside. He could not remember when
he had had a compliment for any moral
quality. People said you might just as
well have a mule kick you as to be hit by
Bill Stewart, but that was different.

“1 play square,” he announced, huskily,
after a moment.

The head of Amy Noland turned quickly
and he heard her murmur something to
her grandfather. Bill could see only their
forms outlined in the light that came out
from the house windows, but he knew she
had hair the color of ripe corn and eyes
which looked through and through a man.
He had known that a long time.

“ Amy says you'll do,” said John Noland,
‘ and she can see under a man’s hide. Well,
my boy, I'm looking for somebody who'll
keep his mouth shut, go up to the Canadian
border and bring a man down here,
straight through the woods. He may have
to take him back again. I can‘t tell about

that until I talk with the feller. Do you
kaow what line-bound is?"
“Yes,” answered Stewart. “ It means

a man who's done something so that he
can‘t come back across the border into this
country.”

“ That's it. Bob Noland, Amy’s cousin
and my grand-nephew, used some money
that didn’t belong to him and he can’t come
back. He's writ me a letter asking if I
won't straighten things out for him.

“1 haven't seen the boy since he was a
little shaver and I don’t know a thing about
him. This means quite a lot of money and
1 wanted to look Bob all over before I put
it up for him.

“ Here's a slip of paper with the name
of the place where he’s waiting. Helll have
to have a guide, for he’s no woodsman, and
he wouldn‘t dare to take to the roads after
he crossed into the States. Do you want
the job at five dollars a day and expemses?"

For a moment Bill Stewart found it hard
to speak. He would have taken that job

99

for nothing and paid his own expenses. It
was all of a year now that he had been
wishing he could risk his life or de some-
thing like that for the clear-eyed girl who
lived in the Noland farmhouse and who
was a hundred respectable miles above him.
“ Yes, sir,” he managed at last. *“1'll
take him both ways if you say so, even if
I have to carry him on my shoulder in a
barrel!”
Amy Noland’s laugh rippled on the night.
“T told you, Grampa!” she exclaimed.
Under the porch Hedgehog Joe Bushby
began to wriggle backward an inch at a
time. He had found out what he had
wanted to know and he had to go home
with the news in a hurry.

HE cushioned - rocking chair of

Grammy Mehitabel Bushby was

within easy reach of the rack of rifles
and shotguns behind the stove. She could
look out through a nearby window, tend
the kitchen fire, and get a gun if she needed
it—alll with a minimum of effort.

Suddenly Grammy stopped rocking. Her
blackened clay pipe turned so that ashes
spilied into her lap. This was a supreme
moment. Her black eyes snapped as she
rose and darted a glance at the egg-shaped
face of Hedgehog Joe, who fidgeted on a
creaking chair,

“ I'm going to do the talking,” she whis-
pered, hoarsely. “If you say a word I'll
cut your liver out and fry il

When Grammy opened the cabin door
she was bent nearly double and her gnarled
hand was pressed to the small of her back.
Bill Stewart wals just swinging along the
road with the look of a man who walked
in a happy dream.

“ Good morning to ye, Bill,” groaned
Grammy. “ Will you step in and reach
down a bottle of linnerment for me from
the top shelf in the pantry? 1 got a tur-
rible crick in the small of my baci!”

“Surel® said Stewart.

He did not see Hedgehog Joe until he
had crossed the threshold. Then Hedge-
hog prodded him forward with the muzzle
of a rifle. Bill heard the bar drop ‘into
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place across the door behind him. He also
heard Grammy’s chuckle.

“ Put your rifle on the table and go set
down,” ordered Hedgehog.

Bill Stewart had snapped out of his
dream at the first touch of Bushby's
weapon. He obeyed orders, letting himself
warily down upon a chair.

“ Have you gone crazy, Hedgehog?" he
asked.

“ Don't give me no back tallk!” rumbled
Hedgehog Joe. He set Stewart’s rifle and
his own in the corner beside Grammy and
straddled his mighty legs out in the middle
of the room. Hands on hips, he loomed
there—taller by a head than Bill Stewart
and seventy-five pounds heavier.

Grammy reached over the arm of her
chair and picked up Bill’s rifle in hands
which were as used to firearms as they were
to skillets.

“You want to kind of remember, you
big lummex,” she said to Hedgehog, “ that
you can ketch more flies with molasses than
you can with vinegani’™

“I got the molasses and I got the
vinegar, too!” Hedgehog assured her, over
his shoulder. His murky eyes did not leave
Stewart's face. “ Gimme that paper you
got from old man Noland last nigitd™

This was so totally unexpected that Bill
Stewart’s hand automatically went to the
pocket of his jacket. He had been trying
to remember whether the Bushbys had any
cause for a grudge against him, wondering
if some desperate need had driven Hedge-
hog to a hold-up, but there had been no
suspicion in his mind that the giant had
any knowledge of his errand to the north.
He still couldn’t figure it out.

“WHat for?” he asked, after a moment
of silence.

“@m account of I say so!” Hedgehog
told him. “I want to know where Mr. Bob
Noland is af!™

“You,” said Stewart, calmly, “ can go
right straight to the land where they don'ti
shovel smowi™

The large face of Hedgehog Joe grew
richly dark with rage but he remembered
the counsel of Grammy Bwshby. His fist
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jerked, and then went into a pocket. It
brought out a wad of dirty banknotes.

“ Here's twenty-five dollars,” he said.
“You can stay home and lemme go and
I'll bring Noland down to the old man and
you wom't have nothing at all to worry
about.”

“How do you know so much?” asked
Bill.

“ That’s my business! Is it a deal, or
have I got to scramble you like a mess of
eggsP”

Bill Stewart had been brought up in a
neighborhood where a man hit first and
thought about it afterward. He knew with-
out thinking that he was not going to let
John Noland down; and he had never liked
Hedgehog, anyway. His right fist rose and
perfectly coordinating muscles drove it
against the jaw of Joe Bushby with a sound
like cracking wood.

Hedgehog Joe went backward, with
greenbacks dribbling from his fingers, un-
til he stepped on Grammy’s foot. She lashed
a sizzling word or two at him and his head
cleared. He snatched Stewart’s rifle from
her unresisting hands and pumped the lever
of the weapon.

Bill Stewart halted between two steps,
balanced on his toes, with his stomach mus-
cles quivering. For the muzzle of his own
gun was no more than a foot from his shirt
front and there was murder in the face of
Hedgehog Joe Bushby. His breath sucked
in,

“1 guess you ain't going to be missed
if you don't never come back from that
trip of yourn!” panted Bushby.

N the deadly silence Stewart’'s muscles
knotted and curled. Grammy scratched
a match noisily on the stove and lighted
her pipe. Stewart’s glance flickered toward
her. It came back to Hedgehog's glaring
eyes. A slow grin lifted the corners of Bill
Stewart’s mouth.
“ Shoot and be dammed!” he said.
The hammer of the old-fashioned rifle
clicked down—amd there was no explosion!
Bill Stewart started forward. Hedgehog
lowered the gun with a yell of rage and
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sprang away from a fist that brushed his
nose. Then he as well as Stewart saw that
the lap of Grammy Bushby’s funereal dress
gleamed with the brass jackets of rifle car-
tridges.

“1 figgered you was going to give his
shooting-iron back to him so I emptied the
magazine,” she told Hedgehog, calmly.
“ You're just fool enough! And then he
could argify some more! You don't think
ahead! You don’t think at all, no more
than a side of beeff”

She had put her giant descendant in the
wrong. For an instant he looked stunned,
bewildered. Then he snatched a cartridge
and opened the magazine of the rifle. But
when his fingers thrust that little death
messenger into the chamber of the rifle he
took his gaze from Stewart and glanced
down.

Bill Stewart swung nearly clear of the
floor, piveting on one foot. At the same
time his fist shot out. It struck the mouth
of Hedgehog Bushby with a force that
smashed flesh against teeth.

Bushby staggered, and for a moment his
eyes glazed. The rifle banged to the flioor,
exploding harmlessly. Stewart drove blows
to his bulging middle, each with a lifting
force that started at the fltwar. Hedgehog
went reeling to the wall and Bill stepped in
to finish him.

But at that instant naked steel flashed
before his eyes. He leaped aside. The
point of a butcher knife in Granny’s skinny
fist drove for his ribs. It slashed through
shirt and skin and as he grabbed at the
knife the old woman’s other hand plunged
into his jacket pocket.

“1 got it, Hedgehog!” she croaked, wav-
ing the slip of paper that John Noland had
given Bill the night before.

Stewart snatched at the paper and
missed. Hedgehog had the rifle again and
was jamming another cartridge into it. The
butcher knife cut the air around Bill’s head,
and it was time to go. He ripped the bar
away from the door and plunged out.

That hundred yard dash to the cover
of the woods seemed a mile long. A bullet
ripped up the turf in front of him. Another
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slithered through the leaves overhead. Then
he was far enough among the tree trunks
to be safe.

There he stopped and tried to think his
way out of this situation in which he had
suddenly bogged down.

He could not see that there was any
use in going back to John Noland. There
would be time enough later to tell the old
man what had happened and let him make
what he could of it. Apparently the thing
for Stewart to do was to get to Bob Noland
as quickly as possible and do the job for
which he had been hired.

Stewart had left his rifieim the Bushby
cabin but he could get along without it.
He did not need the slip of paper for there
had been only the name, “ Dykeman’s
Rest,” written on it.

What business Hedgehog Bushby and
his clan had with Bob Noland was beyond
guessing. But Stewart saw that he must
get to the Border and Dykeman’s Rest
first if he could. For the return trip through
the woods he would take his chances with
any number of Bushbys.

ILL STEWART paid the driver of a

»rickety car which had bumped him

over ten miles of little used dirt road
the last stage of his journey. The outside
of Dykeman’s Rest did not seem so very
bad to him, used as he was to the weathered
and ill-kept structures of his own moun-
tains, But the moment he entered the
grimy main room, with battered furniture
and a table of half emptied glasses, he
felt that something was wrong.

Why had everybody vanished as he came
up the sagging steps on the American side?
There bhad been more than one person in
this room. He knew that from the sound
of swift movement that he had heard, and
from the glasses.

A scarred door opened and the frowsy
head of a brightly rouged woman appeared.

“ You looking for someibudiy?” she asked.

“ Robert Noland,” Stewart told her.
“1It’s all right. 1 was sent to see himm’*

The head bobbed out of sight. A full
minute passed. Voices rumbled, quieted,
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and then a step sounded beyond the door
where the woman had appeared. A young
man.

Stewart found himself looking at some-
one who might have answered a general
description of himself, but who really bore
little resemblance to him. They both owned
blue eyes, brown hair, and were approxi-
inately the same height. But the eyes of the
stranger were a little watery and uncertain.
His hair was rough and lusterless, like the
coat of a dog that is out of condition. Bill
Stewart’s weight was all in his shoulders
but this man was thick through the waist.

“II'm Noland,” he announced. “Bob
Noland.”

“ Your Uncle John sent me to take you
down to see him. Ready to start mow?"

“ Yes, the sooner the better. I'll go get
my pack.”

Alone, Stewart sat down. Minutes passed.
He began to wonder whether he could get a
bottle of beer that would be fit to drink in
this place. He rose and went to the door
where the woman had appeared. His light,
woodsman's tread was nearly noiseless and
he swung the door open without any warn-
ing to those who were in the room beyond.

The young man with whom he had just
now talked stood with a light pack swing-
ing from his hand while he listened to a
whispered monologue which Hedgehog Joe
Bushby emphasized by shaking an enor-
mous finger under his nose.

They saw Stewart as soon as he saw
them. Bushby spun halfway around and
his glance went to a comer where a rifle
leaned against the wall. But Stewart was
unarmed and he tried to keep his voice
down.

“Qtome out here, Hedgehog!” he said.
“T think I'd better talk to you for a few
minutes!”

Hedgehog hesitated for a moment. Then
he half turned his head and shouted.

“ Might just as well give it to him here
as in the woods, bays!!”

The report of a rifie clamored in the
room. Fire seared Bill's arm with a line
of agony. He reeled, and saw two of
Hedgehog'’s kinsmen emerge from behind a
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curtain at the rear of the room. Thick-
bodied Monk Bushby and lean, malevolent
Lige Flanders both had rifles. A wisp of
smoke from his gun muzzle told that it
was Monk who had fired.

Stewart went backward half a dozen
steps under the shock of his wound. He
brought up against the table in the front
room with a crash of glass. His left arm
was still good. He swung the table by a
leg and drove it against the bulk of Hedge-
hog as the three men came charging at
him,

There was a moment of satisfaction in
which he saw the big leader’s face twist
with pain. Then Monk and Lige were on
him from both sides. His left fist smashed
against Monk'’s teeth, and Lige took that
moment to bring down the butt of his rifle.

For Bill Stewart the room was blotted
out by a pain swift and tearing as a bolt
of lightning.

HEN Bill Stewart awoke the dark-
ness around him was complete. As
he fought back waves of suffering
it seemed as though he could feel and smell
the blackness which encased him. There
was something hideous, menacing about it.

He reached out and his hands touched
cold stone. In sudden panic, he tried to
sit up. His already aching head was thrust
back as though the hand of a giant had
reached down and slapped him. He lay
still for a moment, trying to remember
what had happened.

There were matches in his pocket. He
scratched one.. The little flame burned up
in still air, threw out a momentary bril-
liance, and touched Stewart’s ffiggns. He
rolled to his side and with a trembling
hand scratched a second match.

This time there was no doubt in his
mind as to what he saw. He was en-
tombed in a chamber of rough rock, not
much bigger than a coffin. Beyond his
feet the walls ran together. A little way
from his head the entrance had been
blocked by stones.

After a moment Stewart got hold of him-
self. It was damp and chilly in this place
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but he wiped perspiration from his fore-
head. The Bushbys had thought that he
was dead and they had buried him. But
maybe he could get out. He set to work. .....

When the first stone came away from
the mass that filled the entrance of the
little cave Bill felt infinitely better, as
though he stood already under the open
sky. The wound on his arm was little
more than skin deep and the nerve paraly-
sis of the blow had gone. He could get
out.. ...

The last rock, and the biggest of them
all, Stewart pushed to one side by bracing
his feet against the avern wall and shov-
ing with all the power that was in his arms
and shoulders. He crawled out and stood
erect in the slanting sunlight of late after-
noon.

The rays streamed the length of a rock-
walled ravine. In a crevice at the foot
of one wall Bill Stewart had been laid away
with only a remote chance that his bones
would ever be found. The Bushbys had
every reason to believe that they were in
the clear so far as he was concerned.

NDER the lamplight in the living-
room of the Noland farmhouse Amy
Noland knitted with ears alert, eyes

flashing covertly now and then at the two
men on the other side of the table, and
with every nerve tense.

John Noland had aged within a few
hours. His shoulders were still back but
his head was bowed and his time-scarred
face had set in despondent lines. He looked
up at last, after a long moment of silence,
and stared at the young man who sat un-
easily gripping the arms of his chair.

“Bob,” said the old man, “1 have
wanted to help you and 1 am still willing
but the time hasn’t come yet.”

“You mean you won't do ampythingy?*
The young man was a little hoarse; his eyes
had become china blue and hard. “Yeu
say you got the money ready before I come
but you won't give it to me to pay off
them guys?"

There was a certain undertone of menace
in his voice, of insolence. John Noland
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looked at him shrewdly with a faint, sad
smile.

1 don’t believe your story about
Stewart,” he said. “ That he borrowed
some money from you and stayed in
Canada because he had been mixed up in
a shooting scrape. He's not a man to run.
I know him well enough to be mighty sure
of that.

“Mnd that isn’t all, Bob. You aren’t
here because you want to come back to
your own country and make a fresh start!
You're here to get some money out of
John Noland. You aren't willing that I
should settle this thing for you. You want
to handle the money.

“ And if 1 should give it to you and you
did pay up it would be only to get into
more trouble. My boy, you’re still as
crooked as a ram’s horn and until 1 see
that you've changed, that you want to do
right by your fellow men, I’'m not going
to spend three thousand dollars on youl!
You’ll have to go back where you came
fromm!™

Amy Noland suddenly dropped her knit-
ting and lifted her head. Her lips parted.
She seemed to be waiting, breathless, as
one waitsjfor a clap of thunder. The young
man, darkly red now, got up slowly.

“dirampa!” whispered Amy. “Tlhere’s
somebody in the Kkitchem!™

The doorway filled with the gross bulk
of Hedgehog Joe Bushby. He stepped into
the room, and silently behind him came
the gangling Lige and the apelike Monk,
whose fists swung at the level of his knees.

“ What do you want here?” demanded
John Noland, rising to his feett Amy came
softly up to him and flung her arm over his
shoulder.

“TFhat rat there knows!” Hedgehog
nodded toward Bob Noland. “ Wrote to
Grammy and me and had us find out all
about how much property the Nolands had,
and Grammy thunk up a scheme for him,
and then he tried to come down here un-
beknownst to us and get the money from
you all for hisselff!”

“So that's it!” exclaimed the old man,
bitterly, “ I'm sorry he has Noland blead!’
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“ Where's the momey?” demanded
Hedgehog. “ I knowed he wouldn’t be able
to talk it out of you! We was waiting
outdoors so he couldn't try to double-cross
us agim™

“ In the bottom drawer of that secretany
in the comer,” answered Noland. His face
was swept by contempt. “ Take it and get
out!”

Bob Noland flattened himself against the
wall as Hedgehog swaggered past him, but
there was hatred in the shallow blue eyes,
and a gleam of cunning replaced the fear
that had come into them when Bushby
started in his direction.

Young Noland waited until Hedgehog
straightened up with a fat envelope in his
hand, an envelope bulging with banknotes
so that the green edges showed. Then he
made a terrier-like dive and snatched the
money from Hedgehog’s clumsy fingers, At
the same instant his shoulder struck the
big man in the ribs and sent him headfirst
against the secretary.

Before either Monk or Lige FElanders
could move Bob Noland had lunged
through the screening of a window. They
heard his feet strike the porch once. Hedge-
hog righted himself with a bellow of rage.

In that moment when everything was
off balance John Noland, who had been a
fighter of another generation, struck. One
bony fist landed on the nose of Lige Elan-
ders; the other battered at an eye.

Monk Bushby knocked the old man
down and at that blow Amy hurled herself
upon him. Monk’s lips drew back in an
animal snarl. He snatched up an iron
doorstop. She reached for his eyes. He
swung her away at arm’s length and the
doorstop went up in a swift arc.

Hedgehog Bushby was coming across the
room at that moment, more concerned with
chasing young Noland than with the fight.
But suddenly he stopped and pawed at his
eyes to clear away the picture that had
registered all at once in his brain.

It seemed to him that a hand had reached
out of the air to grasp the uplifted arm of
Monk, and that as Monk became motion-
less a face looked over his shoulder, The
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face was that of a man whom Hedgehog
Bushby had helped to bury behind some-
thing like half a ton of loose rock!

EDGEHOG could not brush the pic-
ture away. But it changed. Monk’s
arm came down suddenly back of

his own neck in an impossible position. A
shriek broke from his ugly mouth. The
next instant he writhed on the floor with
a dislocated shoulder.

Alive or dead, that ragged, hollow-eyed
man was Bill Stewart. One side of his
face was crusted with dried blood, just as
it had been when he was buried, but he
could fight now. -And the rifles were be-
yond him, in the kitchen!

His fists crumpled Lige Flanders in an
instant. He dropped to one knee, and
rose up with Lige on his shouldwr® Lige
went against the wall and his head seemed
to telescope down into the collar of his
shirt,

When Bill straightened up again Hedge-
hog was upon him. He pounded at the
broad expanse of Hedgehog's body. His
fists sank in, but at the same time a sicken-
ing blow found his head.

It was as though a swinging beam had
caught him. He went over a chair and
slid along the floor with the lamp a dancing
blot of light. The whole room spun. It
began to darken.

Stewart forced himself to his feet. But
he sagged as he stumbled forward. That
dark shape coming was Hedgehog, and this
would be the end. A wall stopped Bill
and he clung there, trying to turn. His
eyes cleared.

As he straightened up a howl of pain
that was like the cry of a maddened beast
filled his ears. He looked, and saw Amy
Noland springing back out of the reach
of Hedgehog with a pair of scissors gleam-
ing in her little fist. Bill leaped, and struck,
at Hedgehog, and felt a rib crack beneath
his fist.

He braced himself as Hedgehog turned
from Amy. It was now or never! His
shaken legs would not carry him in and
out in the quick attack and retreat which
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this fight demanded. He picked out the
third button of Hedgehog's shirt and drove
his fist at it just as another of the sledge-
hammer swings started for his head.

It seemed to Bill Stewart that his fist
actually entered the body of Hedgehog as
he put his weight behind that blow, He
had found the soft spot just under the
breast-bone. He heard a rush of air from
Bushby’s lungs. The swing stopped. The
log-like arm fell.

Bill drove his left fist at the same target.
He snapped a glance upward. Hedgehog’s
eyes were rolling. The man was an inert
mass of flesh, unconscious on his feet. He
tipped forward, and fell with a foree that
rattled the windows.

And that, Bill Stewart realized, was all
of them. .....

Reaction set Stewart trembling from
head to foot. A torturing thirst possessed
him. He groped for the back of a chair
and began to move slowly toward the
kitchen doorway. Water was out there.
That was all he could think of now—al-
though he knew that the arms of Amy
Noland were helping him, that her father
had reeevered and was eeming frem an-
ether reem with a fifle.

A cry from Amy brought Stewart’s head
up as he stepped into the kitchen. There,
with the outside '@ioor open behind her,
stood Grammy Mehitabel Bushby. She
leaned upon a knotted cane with her tooth-
less grin and her polished black eyes turned
upon Stewart,

“Jowk out for her, Amy!” he cried,
thickly, * She's dangeraus™

“Woom bet I be!” chuckled Grammy,
pridefully. *“I'm the worst old hellion on
Crowquill mountain! Young feller, ain't
you kind of glad I took the ca’tridges out
of that rifle?”

“What?” mumbled Stewart. A swift
thought came to him. “ Did you empty
the magazine so that Hedgehog couldn't
shoot me?”

Grammy Bushby wiped her nose on her
sleeve and sat down.

“ They ain't no sense in that kind of
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a murder,” she said. ‘ Besides I got a
weakness for good-looking young felllensd!™

The old woman looked around with hard,
glittering eyes. John Noland stood in the
doorway with a rifle in his hands and Bill
Stewart was within reach of the three Bush-
by rifles stacked in a corner. Grammy
Mehitabel sighed.

“ Mr. Noland,” she said, “ what be you
calculating to do with that kin of mine
that Bill has been lambasting around? 1
see it all through the winder.”

“7Tt looks to me as though they'd go
to jail,” Neland told her.

“1 figgered sol” Grammystoothless jaw
worked with emeotion. “ Mr. Noland, if
you was to get back all them three thousand
dollars that Bob took through the winder
with him would you kind of let Hedgehog
and them other two numbskulls slip out
the back doon?”

John Noland struggled with that thought
in silence. Amy slowly nodded.

“ I'm willing to overlook what they tried
to do to me,” said Stewart, “if it means
that Mr. Noland will get back his money.
But how do we know you can get it?*

“ On account of I knocked Bob Noland
over the head with my cane and took it
away from him after he come through the
winder” answered Grammy. “ The last X
see of him he was legging it toward
Canady!”

She pulled the fat envelope out of the
front of her dress and put it down, with
a sigh, on the kitchen table.

“ Hedgehog, Monk and Lige all put to-
gether ain’t worth three dollars, let alone
three thousand,” she said, “ but I suppose
1 got to save their wuthless hides on ac-
count of they being relations>

She turned and looked at Bill with a
look about as near to admiration as her
toothless face could produce.

“ Bill Stewart, if you and me was to
plan some deviltry together we’d put it
through like greased lightning, and no botch
job murders, neither! Why, them three
didn’t even have the sense to kill you dead
enough so you'd stay deadt™
END



* Orders to attack!"
panted.

Carey
“ Swing aside that
barrier!™

LAY 1

The Last Crusade

By MARTIN McCALL

There was heaven on earth in this tropic Valhalla, yet Captain
Carey of the Scouts had to risk his life to flee from it

LEADING UP TO THIS CONELUDING INSTALLMENT

E disappearance of Captain Joe Rucker of
the Philippine Scouts was the major sensation
of the post at Parang. The big blond English-

man led an expedition up-river, and but one man
returned alive from it. This surviver, badly
wownded, lived just leng enough to gasp out a
tale of rmassaere by a strange tribe—the entire
squad wiped eut.

This complicated matters for Captain Carse
Carey, who was Rucker's best friend. There was
a girl at the post—iHelen Reiner was her rame—
who had attracted Carey’s interest from the fist.
She was the daughter of an ex-sergeant, a simple
unpretentious girl, but there was a quality about
her that struck to Carey’s heart. Rucker, full
of theories about the importamce of caste and
breeding, joked him mildly—umtil one night
Rucker was thrown in contact with the girl. A
erazy Malay ran amok, and suddenly Helen Reiner
was in Rucket’s arms, kissing him.

Carey could understand a sudden love like
that. He was Helen Reiner's chief consolation in
the sorrow that came to her when Rucker's death
was reported. She told him frankly that she eould
rever forget the Englishman, but Catey didn't
mind. Months passed, and his happimss hit its
peak when the Reiner girl agteed to marfy Him.
The engagement was announced.

THEN Rucker reappeared. His body was weak
and wasted, his back and chest covered with

curious scars, but there was still life ia him.
He was wearing a queer golden disc in one eaf,
and the doctots said he was suffering frem
amnesia. He did not seem to remember the
months he had been gone. He refused to speak
of, or to see Helen Reiner. When his health re-
turned he flung hirmself into a furous training of
his eompany of little browhn seldiers.

The medico asked Carey to be patient with the

This story began in the Argosy for Noxember 7
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Englishman. Treat him as if nothing had hap-
;)ﬁned, Humor him. Let him tell his story gradu-

y.-

Carey persevered along these lines, and man-
aged to break down Rucker's reserve one night
in a drinking brawl The Englishman muttered
strange words: * Gold—a hidden kimgdiom—beau-
tiful women. . . .” But Carey was so groggy with
liquor by that time that he couldn’t remember
the details of the stery.

next day news was received that Fort

Pikit had been attacked by a raiding band, the

garrison slaughtered and guns and ammunition
stolen. Carey and Rucker, with their two crack
companies of Scouts, were ordered to take the
trail. Rucker, as senior captain, was in command.

Swiftly he led them up-river, scoffing at safe-
guards and refusing to stop. He seemed possessed
by a strange eagerness, disdainful of risks in this
normally hostile country. Carey became con-
vinced that the man was insane.

No other word for it.

But Rucker led them straight and true into
action. They pushed into the hill country, into
an atmosphere that was crisp and imvigorating
after the heat of the lowlands. An unseen force
attacked them as they approached a great cataract.
These attackers were * Sunshiners "-—renegade
whites and natives who lived by pillage. “ Don't
go in thare!” these renegade voices warned as
the , feeuts charged ahead. “They'll slaughter
you!

But Rucker pushed straight on for the great
falls. Suddenly, behind the spill of water, a great
portal swung open to reveal an opening in the
sheer rock. Under Rucker’s urgings they entered.
The last words that Carey heard from outside
were a bellow from one of the Sunshiners: “If
you need help in getting out, just send up a

signalll”

CAREY found himsef in a valley that was
strange Paradise. Here was matchless climate

and an unusual civilization. The natives were
tall, streng, handsome, and they addressed Rucker
as " His Highness.” A beautiful girl came to
walt o Carey in the bunealow te which he was
assiphed. Her name was Marpit, she sald simply,
and she was te be Catfey's wife. She ealled him
% §if Carse”

Carey, bewildered, sent for the old priest whom
he had met on the way in. He pleaded for an
explanation. The priest said that his name was
Frede Augustino, and that he had been a mis-
sionary in the early days of Spanish domination.
He had found this valley by accident, and the
natives had befriended him. He had returmed to
Manila, gathered a group of friends, and returned
to establish a kingdom of the highest mental and
physical type. Among his converts were Woden-
ham, an Englishman, and Spaniards of noble
bleed. Marpit, he explained. was Wodenham's
daughter.

“ But it can't be,” Carey protested.
not old emcugh—"

The priest produced an ancient praver-book as
proof. “I am eightv-nine, my son,” he said. He
looked no more than sixty,

“You are
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CHAPTER XIII.

REVOLT IN PARADISE,

“3/ 7OU have an object lesson before
yeu,” the priest said. “Jadter 1
will have yea talk to the others of

the origimal band. My own brother is

ninety-four. I feel certain that Wodenham,
though he was thirty-five or mere when
he came here, would still be living were
it not for a fal] he had frem the ebiffs of the
tipper river. The girl, Maspit, is his grand-
daughter, as is, of eceurse, her sister

Meesha, Wodenhams enly ¢hildl—a

daughter, Doris—mnirried the ehief, Bula-

can, at preseit the relgning prifee. But

Bulaean 18 new eld; and ef Rueker's eom-

ing the deeisien of the Inner Cirele was

unanimeus that your friend shetld sueeeed
upen his farriage with Meesha”

Carey’s head was whirling. Could this
quiet old man talking so tranquilly to him
of princes and dynasties be sane? Impos-
sible.

“ Just what is the Inner Circle, Fathenr?*

The old man smiled toleramtly.

“ Wodenham was arrogantly English, 1
must- explain to you. At first I had some
difficulty in subduing his racial prejudices.
But as>time went by and he became con-
vinced of the superior blood of these upper
people—the high caste light ones you have
remarked on—he grew to my idea. At his
suggestion we started what is called the
Gold Book—a sort of local Burke’s Peerage
or Almanac de Gotha. Thereih are if-
scribed the nobles, of pesple of the Infer
Circle. These may inter-fiarfy. They are
the band I led here, plus the admitted blue
bloods of the upper tribe.”

“1 see” Carey said dryly.
Rucker? How does he qualiffy?”

The old man raised his heavy eyebrows.

“He is of noble birth, and an officer.
Your own name, Captain, you will find is
the last name in the Gold Book.™

L3 And

AREY controlled himself with an
effort. No use blowing up.- He was
surrounded by an insane, if benign,

conspiracy that might threaten unbelievable
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consequences to him and the innocent men
who had been led here by Rucker. It ap-
peared now that Rucker had never intended
to carry out the orders given him at Parang.
The  maurauders they had encountered
must have been of the band that had mas-
sacred the troops at Pikit, yet Rucker had
merely shaken them off as an incident of
his race for this mad kingdom in the hills.

Carey’s jaws clamped. Before he again
met Rucker he must learn what he could
from the garrulous priest. He tried to seem
normally interested as he said:

“ But Rucker—why should he supersede
older men here?”

This was evidently a question the priest
relished. His eyes lighted. He squared
his strong shoulders.

“ The church militant, my son! Histery
has shown that only the fighting Christian
controls the uninterrupted practice of his
faith. Though I do not condone, I point to
Cromwell—to the Crusaders, from whom
we take our own name. Tihough ours is a
strictly defensive crusade.

“ His Highness very early showed us that
we should be organized to be certain that
our kingdom should never be despoiled. He
it was who pointed out the ultimate spread-
ing of our creed to the entire archipelage.
He brought us word from the outside world
that amazed us. We learned that the
United States had declared an anomalous
dominion over the Islands, and that com-
plete freedom of the people was imminent.
This would produce chaosj he pointed outt—
precipitate a civil war which would set the
war-like tribes of Mindanao in motion. We
saw the inevitable. Fugitive bands driven
to these mountains would ultimately dis-
cover our retreat, overwhelm us with supe-
flof amiss—"

“ But how did Rucker get here?" Carey
interrupted. “1 understand he was at-
tacked miles from here, his men mas-
sacred?”’

A shadow seemed to pass over the priest's
face. For a long time he sat, unstirring,
his eyes staring away through the windew.
At last he said in a stifled voiee:

“1 said before that not one of the
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original band broke his word. That is
true. . . . But, much against my will,
the brother I have mentioned insisted on
bringing his soldier servant. Wodenham
also protested, pointing to the lower caste
of this man—fior it was his idea that the
Europeans, in order to maintain their con-
trol in an hereditary sense, must be homo-
geneous as to breeding. In a way, he
foresaw what happened.

“The man married one of the Outer
people, a fine self-respecting girl. There
were several children. The youngest, a
son called Juan, became a bad one; as so
often happens with mestizos, he inherited
the bad points of both races., He resented
the physical drill hours. Some atavistic
sense flamed in him at the sight of gold.
He bedecked himself with the stuff, kept it
loose in his pockets. He even w&rked it
into coins of a sort. And I learned with
sadness that Perez, the soldier seramtt—in
spife of the strict orders against talking to
the second generation about the euter world
—had let out enough to arouse Juan'’s
curiosity and cupidity.

“ This stupid old man, though satisfied
beyond his own wildest dreams—my
brother had brought him out of sentiment
and asked no work of him—loved to boast
to his children of the great part he had
played in the outer world. A harmless
enough diversion, you might say. But to
our disciplined and idealistic theory, it was
to prove almost disastrous. And it proved
my own and Wodenham’s conclusion that
the word of the lower orders cannet be
depended upon. . . .

“In due time this throw-back son be-
came a troublesome, braggart man, A
huge surly fellow who assumed the airs of
a bullying leader among the Outer people.
Wodenham came to me, extremely worried.
He at first suggested that Juan be put un-
der restraint. I hesitated. Finally Woden-
ham insisted that the boy be done away
with. Juan had the impudence, it seems,
to sue for the hand of the Princess Meesha.

“1 must explain to you, my son, that
as Archbishop I have certain temporal
powers under the New Constitution. The
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laws of succession, and certain disciplinary
powers, are subject to advisory action by
me.

“1 pleaded with Wodenham, who was
terrifically -wrought up, to let me talk to
the boy. This was the first case of fric-
tion that bhad occurred since our coming. I
spoke to the boy. He was defiant. He
said he was as good as any of the rest of
us. That he would have the Princess
Meesha if he had to arouse the Outer
People.

“ There is no telling what might have
happened had Juan been able to keep his
head. Civil war, perhaps. But he made
the mistake of seizing the girl one day
while she was alone with her sister by the
falls. Wodenham heard her cries. Even
though old, he was one of our most power-
ful men, acting even then as head of the
physical instruction. In the struggle that
followed the two men worked close to the
cliffs overhanging the falls. They went over
together—Wadisnbam to be crushed on the
rocks belew; and Juan, by some perverse
thiraele, striking the water cleanly.

“ [ evil miracle persisted,” the old
priest went on slowly. “ Theugh
the sisters actually saw him carried

over the boiling falls, Juan evidently came

out alive at the bottom. In some manner
the water must have cushioned his fall. At
any rate, he at first attempted to corrupt
the gatekeepers at the opening under the
falls. He promised to lead them to a won-
derful world eutside. A few of his closest
friends—fer the man had a certain per-
senality afnd genius—were foolish enough
te make it eut and join him, They brought
faw geld, as he directed. His idea, it
8eefs, was ie gather a band on the out-
side, arm them, and take this place by
foree. His was the band that attacked His

Highness and fater the bleelkhouses. The

{dea was i@ get medern arms. And the

{deg is QBSG: A

“ But how did Rucker get in hene??

Carey asked, now really interested.

The priest made the sign of the eross.

“ God intervened. He showed the light
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His children. . ... Inflamed by Juan’s words,
the dozen or so Crusaders with him at-
tacked the Scout party ferociously. Most
of the native soldiers were killed almost
at once. But, seeing that the leader was
a white man—they afterward told me he
looked so much like ‘ our King,’ meaning
Wodenham—tthey dared not strike him
down. A white man, you must understand,
had come to mean something sacred to
these people. . . . They became very sad
after the fightt Already they were home-
sick; and saw nothing of the wonders of
the outer werld Juan had deseribed. Alse,
they distrusted and hated the sguad ef
white beaeh-eombers Juan had pieked up
while seeutifig the Cotebate River barsies.”

“Mht” Carey said. “/I'm beginning to
see. This Juan is the leader of that gang
that jumped us and attacked Pikit. I
thought I heard the voices of white men.”

“ Yes,” the priest said sadly. * Sun-
shiners, I think you call them. God’s chil-
dren gone astray. The heat and the native
liquor have decayed the souls within them.”

‘ Some of them probably good American
soldiers once,” Carey said half aloud. “ A
pity ™

“ The rest you must guess,” the priest
went on. “To the last man, our people
refused to go on. They were in the ma-
jority at the time, and they defied Juan.
Carrying His Highness with the greatest
care, they made their way back here. Peni-
tently, they pleaded at the entrance. I,
myself, talked with them and gave the of-
der to admit them.”

The priest was smiling happily. Carey
nedded.

“I can more or less guess,” he said,
“ what bappened to Rucker in the time he
spent here. Grateful and all that. But
he came back. . . .”

Carse Carey was on his feet now. He
meant to state his platform without minc-
ing words. As for the unfortunate, para-
noiac Rucker—well, what was a pa! for if
not to stand by in danger? This trip
here, of course, was a violent recurrence
of the mental illness that had overcome the
Englishman earlier. The medico bhad said
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to expect it. It would gradually lessem;
finally cease altogether, in normal sur-
roundings. The thing to do was humor
Rucker, but appeal to the normal powers
here. This priest, unquestionably, was hon-
est. Cracked, of course, but comsistentt—

“ He came back,” Carey repeated steadi-
ly. “Back to his own people—to the
woman he had asked to marry him.”

The beat of Carey’s heart pounded in
his ears as he said this. He loved Helen
Reiner and he wanted to go back to her.
Even the few days he had been away from
her seemed ages. Yet as he faced the de-
termined priest, intent upon saving his
friend, he used the argument that cost him
most.

How easy to leave the Englishman here
and go back to a Helen who could never
again think of Rucker! The deluded man
would be happy here. He had the girl,
Meesha, and his mad dreams of grandeur.
He would want his friend to stay with him
simply as a matter of friendship. In bring-
ing Carey here, he was merely discharging
what he thought was an obligation. If
Carey made this clear to Rucker, thanked
him and said he wanted to return, Rucker
would agree. The easiest way—

But Carey never seemed able to take the
easiest way. He said now: “If he stays
here now, he will only go back as he did
before. His mind will clesr—"

The priest’s face had become stern.

“ He is not mad, my son. ARd yeu are
wrong when you say he .went back be-
cause—"

Carey’s anger was rising. He eyed the
priest, grim-faced.

“He came back next to dead. Came
back with a damned gold thing forged in
his ear, mutilated with savage designs cut
in his chest and back. A hell of a king-
domp—"

The priest had been sitting almost in-
dolently, hands on knees. Now he sprang
to his feet, eyes flzshing.

“My son! My son! You are profan-
ing without thought or knowledgsl™

“I know enough!” Carey cried. 1
know Joe Rucker—I've fought with him,
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lived with him for over ten years. He's
a loyal friend and an honest soldier. You've
made—"

‘“ Quiett!” the priest stormed. ‘ Control
yourself. Do not say things for which later
you will be sorry. He did not run from
here. He left, after counsel among us, on
a mission of great importance. I thought
that you already knew:, ....

“On the way out he was taken by the
renegade band. Juan, sensing that he had
won the confidence of us in here, tried to
make him betray the kingdom: go back
and open the way for his band. His High-
ness refused. They tortured him. The
marks you saw on his back were eut in
that form, facetiously I believe, to repre-
sent the ehevrons of the Seout sergeant whe
was killed and the marksmanship medal
found en the ehest 6f ene of the dead s6l-
diers. His Highness, threugh the help of
efe of the Amerieah renegades whe appears
te have retained a spark of his eld loyalty
fer an efficer; eseaped with the man. THhe
beacheamber was killed; But His Highness,
delirious as he was, was puided By the
hand ot Ged. He made his way Back, as
you knew. . .

E priest, breathing hard, stood star-
ing at Carey. As the Scout officer
was about to speak, the girl Marpit

entered the room. She walked stralght 6
Carey. Simply, with no sign of self-een-
sciousness, she took his arm, smiled up in-
to his face.

“ You promised to go to the river with
me to swim,” she said.

Carey looked at her. She was almost
as tall as he; her brown eyes, almost level
with his own, were fixed warmly upon him.,
In spite of himself he smiled,

“Isn’t it cold for swimming, Marpii””
he asked gently.

She stared at him, puzzled. * Cold?
Why, the water is always much colder than
the air. It never changes. It is deligihtfiall.”

The priest said gloomily: *“ Clean red
blood. . . . Yes, you will come to know.”

The girl tugged at Carey’s arm. “ Oh,
please come along! Before His Highness
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arrives. He had just finished his inspection
of the soldiers. 1 saw his white hansee—>

“ Rucker is coming? 1 must see him
at ence.”

Her lovely face clouded and she clung
closer to him. The priest looked from one
to the other. From outside came the sound
of hoofs, galloping.

"Q}h,, mmW!m

Carey ignored her. He stood tensely,
watching the door. The hoofbeats -con-
tinued their gay tattoo. The girl, her head
half-turned to listen, clapped her hands
like a child.

“ He’s going to pass topi”

Carey pushed by her, striding swiftly to
the deer. By the low steps stood an or-
derly—a sturdy native armed with a bright
hilted swerd, and elad in a breech-clout of
meuntain eat. The seldier eame smartly
te attentien, net leeking at Carey

The little house stood on an abrupt rise,
a pine-clad hillock, so Carey could see the
entire town from where he stood. A faint
cloud of dust was setting on the plain be-
low, and through it he watched Rucker’s
cantering white horse. It was as large as
an American cavalry mount, beautifully
turned out. The morning sun flashed back
frofn the gold trappings. A band of young
nebles, in eapelike coverings of multi-
eolered silks, galloped behind their leader.

Carey, watching there, flamed with re-
sentment. Why had he been left here alone
for a day and night? Escorted abroad by
untalkative, lynx-eyed old men? Why
didn’t Joe Rucker come clean with
him?

CHAPTER XIV.
THE QUALITY OF COMMAND.

‘ LLED with a deepening foreboding,
Carey thought of his men. Upon ar-
rival, the two companies had been

marched to barracks under Rucker’s

supervision. All unmarried men of a cer-
tain age, Carey understood, lived in these
barracks and spent their days in ceaseless
and intensive military drill. Inner Circle
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men provided the officers. All the other
men of the community devoted a certain
part of their time to * refresher courses *
designed to keep them prepared for emer-
gencies. Grand defensive maneuvers were
conducted after the harvest, in which vari-
ous schemes jor repelling an attacking
force were worked out.

All this Carey had picked up in talk he
had heard on his sight-seeing trip.

From where he stood he could look down
on the long regular rows of barracks. His
men were there and it was his duty to go
to them. Yesterday, after his late awaken-
ing, he had gone down to look them over.
They were comfortably installed, and of
high morale. The food, they said, was
wonderful,

Already the high thin air bad worked
its miracle in them. In spite of the tough
marches of the days before, Carey could
hear them skylarking in the barracks
rooms. No drill for that day-—Captain
Rucker had sent down an order to that
effect, the first sergeant had said. Then
Carey had looked sharply at the Top. He
was of the highest type of Illocane. and
he had served with Carey in the eompany
ever since the officer had eome te it. His
loyalty was unquestionable.

“ So Captain Rucker sent an order down,
eh?”

The sergeant coughed. ‘ Without doubt
he tell the Captain himself, fiist?”

But Rucker had not told Carey first.
And now Rucker had “ been inspecting the
troops. . . »

Carey’s teeth tightened about his pipe
stem. He stared down at the beautiful lit-
tle town below him. In spite of the fear
and anger in him, his admiration was
aroused. With that admiration came a
growing realization of the perfection of the
system that enveloped him.

The tewn proper was laid out with per-
fectly circular streets, paved with white
slabs of stone. The streets were broad
and spotlessly clean; the circles cut by
radiating avenues which spoked out from
a central park of fountains, ornamental
shrubs and hedges and gardens of gorge-
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ously colored fiowens. The gold-domed
chapel stood in its center.

The houses were one-story bungalows on
the pattern of the house he had been as-
signed, only somewhat smaller. He as-
sumed that they were the abodes of the
Inner Circle people. He had gathered that
ostentation was taboo. A sort of paradoxi-
cal socialism seemed to prevail. Worldly
goods seemed to be apportioned equally.
Save for the sharp social division between
the two classes, there was little distinction
as to rights. The upper class, or peerage,
dressed in distinctive garments at certain
formal occasions and “ after the hours of
the sun ” as they said. During those hours
—wihen the ultra violet rays were most ef-
fective—both classes must go abroad
dressed merely in the appropriate waist
dress.

Each class mated with its kind, It was
simply inconceivable for a peer to marry
an Outer people girl or for a man of that
class to marry a girl of the Inner Circle.
The schools, churches and other public in-
stitutions were used in common by both
classes. There was no feeling of superioriity
nor of inferiority noticeable in anyone, 1t
was as though a clan of deer and elk lived
in peace and mutual respect in the same
valley, the elks benignly leading the deer
when leadership was necessary.

So much Carey had figured out on his
trip of inspection the day before.

S he stood there now, reflecting, he
noticed a figure moving toward him
up the slope. A soldier—a Scout

soldier—and the man was running. Carey
watched him come on with a sudden thrill
of premonition. He heard Marpit stepping
lightly behind him, felt her hand on his
arm. He heard the priest’s voice, question-
ing. He paid neither heed. He leaned out,
staring—amd now he could see that the
man was his own first sergeant.

He shook off the girl’s hand, started run-
ning down the hill. At the base of a great
pine near the foot of the slope he met the
panting soldier. The man slowed to a
walk; breathed deeply; halted and saluted.
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“What is it, Sergeamt?’ Carey asked as
quietly as he could.

“ Mucho molesto, Capitam,” the mam
said simply. He stared at the officer with
dog-like trust. “I do all I can, sir, with
the talk. But—" The old man broke off
with a hopeless shake of the head.

“ But what?” Carey rasped, sharp fear
contracting his heart.

“ But I am one of thenmm—a Filipino. So
they: cannot compremttz why I do not like
this thimg.”

“ What thing? Damn it, Paduan, what’s
happened?”’

“ First the Feefity-third compaayy—lee—
those soldair cheer. Becose I theenk they
lof theese Capitaxz Rukair. I say, ‘ Quiet.
Pipe down, you men’ to the company. Bot
they hear thees words of EI Capitan
Rukair, too. So they make loud noise of
shouting. *W¥ws, yes,’ they shouting, very
loud. So I come here fastiyy—"

Carey had taken a grip on himself now.
So it had come. Rucker had filled them
up with his own madness. In all the Scouts
there wasn't an officer who could sway
men with -his voice like Rucker, . . .

Carey tried to breathe slowly. He
studied the face of the old soldier before
him. At last he said slowly:

“ Paduan, how many? . . . You, I know,
will follow me—"

The sergeant dropped his eyes. For a
long time he stared at the ground, his
breath still coming fast. It was worse
than Carey thought.

“I'd better go down there with yow,*
he said.

The first sergeant looked troubled.

“1It is bad now, sir. Maybe more bet-
ter the Capittam wait. Theese word of the
Capitam Ruckair maybe is wromg.”

“ What did Captain Rucker tell tem?*
Carey asked trying to control the rising
tone of his voice.

“ He say all stay here now—all officers
and all men. Marry with theese hill peo-
ples. . . . Soon the Philippines he be free,
but Maneela politiwes he own everything.
No more es-Scout soldier, no more pay.
Soldier go work in rice paddy for theese
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illustradn. Bot us two company es-Scout
stay here. Whane Ameriian go 'way soon
an' before es-Scout put away rifle we get
them all up here. Make wan beeg army,
all es-Scout. Geeve the fear to all bads
peoples in Islands beecose we have good
army. Officers 1n es-Seouts and geed nen-
coms take eharge of provinees. He be
gobernador, presidenirs, geed  MAlKco.
Muadtio gold te buy rifle and gun and ships
and all frem ether eountry. Arheriean peo-
ples say we geed. Other peeples say we
goed. We are thane preud, reeeh Filipine
Ratien.”

As the old man talked his little black
eyes blazed. Carey licked his lips; his
heart seemed to have stopped beating.

“ The TenioniertDdRRimac—"

The sergeant smiled patiently. “1I see
heem once weeth vary beeg womans in the
park.”

“ Yes, of course,” Carey said.
men, Sergezmt—what do they say?”

“ Ah, semorY Locos todos—ailll crazy.
They like stay theese place forever. Many
already have the wamam—"

Carey looked sternly at the man. “ They
already have woman at home?”

The old man shrugged. “ No iwwpootea—
it matters not. They are the es-Scwut.”

Carey’s mind was made up. The wild
beating of his heart seemed to choke him
as he tried to speak coolly. “ Go Ibaclk—
back to the barracks. Have the men fall
in, T’ll be down as soon as I get my equip-
ment. Theyre to be ready to mareh.”

The old sergeant met the fierce eyes of
his officer. He knew that look, knew there
was no arguing with it. He saluted. “ Yes,
sir”” He turned smartly upon his heel
and walked rapidly down the hill.

* The

tle bungalow. As he came close he

saw that Rucker—umnaccompanied

save for an orderly—was standing on the
threshold talking 'to the priest and Marpit.
Carey’s blood was seething. More than
tlie act of disloyalty, the open mutiny that
Rucker contemplated, was the public slight
he had put on Carey. He had ignored his

CAREY raced up the slope to the lit-
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fellow officer throughout; had dan# the un-
pardonable by going over Carey’s head to
his men. This thing was going to be de-
cided right now!

The group in the doorway turned as they
heard his approaching footsteps. The
glance of the girl was warm as it rested
on Carey. The priest stared mildly out
through the door. Rucker’s face lighted.

“ Looking for you, Carse! Sorry I've
been so Iusyy—>

Rucker had half-turned, had reached out
a friendly hand. Carey brushed through
the door, his eyes bleak, his jaw set hard.
He moved as though none of them was
there. Rucker- stared, the smile fading from
his handsome face. The priest's - coun-
tenance became gloomy. The girl, walking
quickly after Carey, reached for his arm.
She spoke softly to him, her eyes anxious-
ly wide.

Carey flung her hand from his arm with
a savage flick of wrist. He stamped to a
corner of the bedroom where his pistol belt
and haversack were hung. *Without a word
he slung on his equipment.

“ Carse—" Rucker said.

Carey paid him not the slightest heed.
He went on buckling the belt.

Rucker strode close to Carey facing him.
His eyes were warm with genuine concern.
“Look here, old mem—"*

Carey drew the pistol from its holster.
He snapped out the slide, saw that it was
loaded, and packed it back with a slap of
his palm.

“ What’s wrong, Carse?”

Carey could control himself no longer.

“ What's wrong? Damn you, Rucker,
you leave my men alone! You've started
a mutiny down there with your insane
drivel. I thought at first you were harm-
lessly cracked. I was told to humor you.
But I'm not going to humor you to. the
extent of having two companies of United
States troops filled up with a line of hooey
that has them deserting en masse”

“ Listen, , Carse,” Rucker said evenly.
“ Keep your head. . ... I couldn't ask you
to tell them. I know your umimaginative
nature. Much as you might want to you'd
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think of that silly oath of allegiance. So
I did it for you. They’ve agreed to stay
to a man. They’d be fools not to. What
is there for them back there? Fifteen
pesos a month and chow. Cheap woman
they pick up in the barrios as they go. No
retirement promise from the government.
And new with this last mexs—independence
due any minute, the lot of them kicked out
by a bufieh of pelitielans in Mamilka—"

Carey, white to the lips, moved back
from Rucker’s persuasive advance.

“ Do you think I'm insane, too, Rucker?
Listen, we won’t be gone a month before
there'll be battalions of troops up here after
us. Those renegades out there will get
word down the river. Theyll send planes
out te reconnoiter. If it takes the whole
corps of Scouts, they’ll fight their way in.
They’ll have bombing planes and artillery
=exery Ametflean outfit in the northern
islands, 1f necasaM®

Carey paused, breathing hard, his eyes
blazing. Rucker smiled.

“ We've been together too long, Carse,
for me not to understand your every
thought almost before you speak. Yeu
know I don’t go off half-codked”

“ Not before you become cracked,” Carey
sneered.

Again Rucker smiled. “ I'm net cracked,
old boy. Back there the past few months
1 was slowed up mentally, I'll admit, I'd
been through a tough thing. But never
fear I knew what I was doing. I went
back there, Carse™—FRudkar’s face stiff-
ened—* with the deliberate intention of
bringing this force back. As a nucleus for
the future army. I dared not trust even
you. 1 wanted you to see all this for
yourself. I knew your common sense
would do the rest.”

ERE was a pause. Carey’s hoarse
voice rasped the silence. “ You say
you know me,” he said steadily.

“ Know just how I thinkk.... Do you really
believe I'd betray my countmy—my oath,
Rucker?”
Rucker smiled, a harsh, twisted smile.
“ Don’t be an ass, Carse. Don’t talk
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like a schoolboy. What has your country
done for you? You’re a damned sight bet-
ter officer than any of the regular line
officers I’'ve ever seen in your army, but
you're not one of them, are you? When
the war came they didn't send you to
Freance, did they, or give you the chance
the others got for prometion?

“ No—ithey left you here in this stimiking,
swampy, fever-ridden hole to eat your heart
out. They recommission you every four
years, after an examination, if you've been
very, very good the past four. You've
reached the highest rank the Seouts have
to offer. And after thirty years of fever,
of bullet holes through your eareass afd
bareng slashes threugh yeur Benes, they
may retire you as a nef-eommissioned of-
fieex.”

“] knew that when 1 came in the
Scouts,” Carey said quietly.

“Don't kid yourself, Carse Carey.
You’re no more an American officer than
your lowest private. You’re just a chest-
nut puller—a mercenary, a soldier of mis-
fortune, leading a band of forelgh met-
cenaries into actions too nasty fer Amef-
ican troops to tackle. Your brother effieers
are almost all fereigh berd. . . .” He
looked sharply at Carey. ' When dees
your eefinissien expirer”’

Carey started slightly. He made no an-
swer. A triumphant smile twisted Rucker’s
face.

“ Don’t worry, I've had all this figwred.
I know. We came in together, and we've
both just gone over the last four years. If
we. were back at that beastly post we'd
be under orders now for Manila for ex-
amination. Carse, two days age our cef-
tract expired. I have never had any inten-
tlen of being swerh in again—met sinee
I’ve seen what real living was like.”

“ You've—what does Kirk say*

“ Kirk?*” Rucker repeated. * Kirk does
what I say—always has. You know that
Carse.”

“ He's Irish borm* Carey said gpimily.

“ And DeRissac’s a well born French-
man. [ve spoken to both of them, Carse.
You couldn’t drive them away.”
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“ You went to my subordinates,” Carey
said passionately. “ You sneaked about my
dumb little soldiers and that French-
mam—"'

He cursed DeRissac’s name.

“ Easy, me lad—ladies presenti!” Rucker
said. “ Your future wife, you know.”

Marpit, who had been listening eagerly,
asked curiously:

“ What was it, Sir Carse? What sort of
Frenchman?”’

“Why future hell?” Carey said coldly.
“TIt's a crime for you to fill this girl up
with all this idiocy, Rucker. You know
I’'m going to marry Helen Reiner.”

“ Helen Reiner—Hzlen Reiner,” Marpit
repeated. The words rolled oddly from her
tongue with a harsh foreign sound. “ The
name of a womam?”

“Yes," €Carey said, and faced her.

“ He wants to go back to her,” Rucker
said. There was a sneer in his voice.

The priest made the sign of the cross.
“Your woman is here,’ he muttered as
though praying. “ What more could yeu
ask of God?”

“ What sort of womam?” The girl thrust
herself between the two officers. She seized
Carey by the upper arm. Her face had
become pale, her eyes dark with passien,
“ You are my man, you hear! What wom-
an is it you speak of?”

“ A woman of the outer world,” Rucker
said.

Marpit shook Carey. He was amazed at
the strength of her fingers as they bit into
his muscles. “Is she like me? Strong
and beautiful? Has she a body like mine?
Will she bear you heroic sons”

“Noi* Rucker said, “<Ihe is the size
of a child of twelve, with the chest and the
hips of such a child. Her face is white,
colorless from the heat. Her father and
mother are the—"

White to the hair, Carey threw the girl
from him and lashed out at Rucker. The
priest, chanting low prayers, raised the
cross before him. The girl, taken off bal-
ance, staggered back across the bed.
Rucker, caught by the blow on the cheek
bone, reeled and almost fell. Carey was
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on him like an infuriated cat. Right and
left he lashed out again and again.

Only Rucker’s magnificent muscular con-
trol saved him from going out at once. He
covered up, retreating before Carey’s savage
attack.

Aimost insane with rage, Carey pressed
in. Everything was forgotten now save the
hatred this one-time friend had lighted in
his heart. Though an excellent boxer, he
forgot all science in his madness to hurt
and maul as quickly as he could. And so,
all except one of two of the first blows
spent themselves impotently on Rucker's
protective arms.

Rucker drew breath behind his defenses
and craftily continued to give ground. The
Englishman himself was aroused to com-
plete hatred now. His pride outraged by
Carey’s contemptuous attitude toward his
assumed nobility, Rucker was determined
to dominate the situation once for all.

But for the ferocity of his onslaught and
his complete absorption in it, Carey might
have wondered that the priest and the*girl
made no attempt to assist their acknowl-
edged king. But the law of the land was
clear and insistent on that point. Physical
combat between two able-bodied men, be
they peasant or peer, must never be inter-
rupted. There were no stale feuds in the
mountain kingdom.

Had it not been for a bit of silk there
is no telling how the combat might have
ended. Each man was powerful physi-
cally; each was in perfect shape and skill-
ful with his hands.

But a spasm of morning breeze puffed
in through the open door. The silk cape,
caught with a jeweled pin of gold at
Rucker’s throat, leaped up with the breeze,
blinded Rucker briefly, confused his mov-
ing hands. That instant of blindness gave
Carey his chance. He steadied himself,
measured his distance, and struck with all
he had. His right landed flush on Rucker's
jaw, and the Englishman dropped sound-
lessly on the thick grass mat at his feet.

A clean knockout.

Carey, without a look about him, strode
through the door and down the hill.
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CHAPTER XV.

THE MUTINOUS MUTINEERS.

E barracks building in which his
company was housed was built on
the pattern of the regulation barracks

seen all over the Philippines, save that the
construction was far superior and the ma-
terial of beautiful hardwood. Rucker’s
work, Carey reflected fiercely, as he hur-
rled towards the long edifice.

As he came closer he heard the leud
voices of the men. And he realized, in
spite of the chaos in his brain, the mistake
he had made. He should have covered up
before Sergeant Paduan, pretended that he
was in the thing up to the hilt. Used his
head, in other words, instead of letting his
temper run away with him as usual.

Had he done that, he could walk calmly
into the barracks now, order both com-
panies to fall in for a practice march, get
them out of this infernal Utopia before
they quite realized what was up. It was
only a short march to the Falls. The
guard there might let them through. If
they didn't—well, over two hundred
Seotits could elean them out in one volley.

Still, he could hardly have figured on
Rucker being out of the picture, as he
now was, for the time being. . . . Might be
a chance yet to try the. practice march
plan. Depended on what that dumb old,
grand old Paduan had said to them. . . .

When Carey got to his own barracks
there was not much doubt as to what the
dumb Paduan had said. Like most na-
tives, old Paduan had nursed a not-too-
secret suspicion that another Rizal had
been lost to the people when he had be-
eome a soldier. He fancied his oratorical
leanings; and in the countless opportuni-
tles for exercising them—Scout first ser-
geants translate all orders from officers to
the men—he had developed both a style
and a eenviction of genius.

Today he bad given himself free rein.
He had lined up the company and hurled
at them his philippics. He had exhausted
the cardinal virtues in his search for the
keynote of human appeal. Mothers,
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fathers, country. Wives (tongue slightly
in cheek here), children, homes. Duty
(somewhat less tongue) and the grand ap-
peal that never failed to sway a Scout
soldier—EY Capitan.

In that last was, in its entirety, the es-
sence of the loyalty of the native soldier.
The same is true of the colored soldier.
It is the natural yearning, atavistic per-
haps, of the simple man for a flesh and
blood god to fear and love. .

Carey arrived during the ponderous
peroration. His quick eye noted that
Paduan had exercised seme craft at least,
for the men were in marching order and
the ranks were filladl. At sight of his eap-
tarn the old sergeant halted on a high
note, faced about and reperted the eem-
pany.

The sight of that straight businesslike
line, the rows of attentive faces, steadied
Carey. Just as usual they looked. All
the surroundings, the dreamlike hours that
had gone by, seemed blotted out by a mere
glance at that familiar sight. Here was
an instrument whieh funetioned to the
slightest wave of his hand; the lightest in-
tonation of his veice. A maehine-like pef-
fection that for ten years had answered {e
his very theughts.

€Carey stood in his appointed place fac-
ing them. He took the first sergeant's re-
port as he had taken it hundreds of times
before, He returned his salute with im-
peccable smartness. He watched the old
man move briskly and with the prescribed
precision to his post before his platoon.

Then he noted that Lieutenant DeRissac
was not in the formation.

Time was the important thing here. The
ideal would be to take charge of both com-
panies, Kirk in command of the other, and
march swiftly away before Rucker could
take action. But his common sense warned
him that soon Rucker would be on his
feet. Mount up, he would, wild with ehag-
rin and anger. They would net have
marched far before Rucker would eertainly
send his ewn company baek. And there
was fe doubt In Carey’s mifd what
Rueker's men weuld do when they heard
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their master’s voice. His word was law
to them. And then, what about the effect
on his own men?

No—tthe best he could hope for was to
push on with what he could save of the
command. His duty, however, demanded
that he at least make an effort to salvage
what he could of the other outfit.

“At eased™

The double rank relaxed. The eyes of
over a hundred men watched him. Swiftly,
he strode across the company street to the
barracks next door. He met Kirk just
coming out of the orderly room. The fel-
low had always seemed dumb and unin-
teresting to Carey. Never said much, never
seemed to enjoy anything. Now, however,
his face was beaming. His eyes, bright
with excitement, danced in his face.

“ Morning, Captain. Faithl Isn't this
great up here? I supposee="

“ Have the company fall in!
Rucker’s orders.”

Kirk fell back before Carey’s stern pre-
ciseness.

“I'm marching in the direction of the
falls. Those renegades out there are try-
ing to force an entrance. Come on as fast
as you can with your outfit.”

Carey turned away abruptly.

Kirk was unendowed with any Virtue te
a great degree save the one and mest im:
portant: to obey & military order witheut
thought. Years of service with Rueker had
seen to that. Without hesitatien he passed
the command to the first seugeant—and
as Carey hurried back to his own com-
pany, already the whistle was shrilling
through the barracks of the Fifty-third.

Carey went back to his oWn men at the
run. He gave the order to load, the com-
mand Foows Right, and led the eolumn
straight to the West. To hell with the
woman-chasing DeRissac! Time was tee
precious to wait to collect him. He'd hear
of the troop movement no doubt, find a
mount and overtake them. For one thing
could be said of the Frenchman: he never
ducked a duty; and the more dangerous
the duty, the more desirable it became to
his reckless nature,

Captain
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AREY remembered the route to-

ward the falls from the march in.

The road was straight, lined with
great overhanging trees and well paved
with the white local stone. The distance
was some five miles, over an hour’s march
from the town,

Carey led the way, the men swinging
alertly behind him. They turned as they
passed through the great gates of the mili-
tary enclosure which was just to the west
of the town. A few curious natives gazed
at them with mild interest. Bullock carts
passed, loaded with cord wood, fruit, and
vegetables from the great farms that lay
off in the valley. The air was crisp and
cool; the morning sun reaching toward the
zenith,

It was a swift pace Carey set, and the
little brown soldiers were well put to it
to keep up. But they sensed action. The
exotic surroundings, the golden future that
loomed ahead of each, the desire to shine
as heroes in a local battle, spurred then}
on. Had they been at Route Order, even
the terrific pace would not have kept them
from singing aloud.

Carey glanced back. Kirk, at the head
of the Fifty-third company, was coming
on some half mile behind. So far, so good
—ibut only a miracle could win them
through without interference by Rucker,
Their only chance was that the blow he
had struck might have been seriiows—might
have killed the Englishman, in fact. He
had gone down with a sinister complete-
ness; made no move as he lay sprawled on
the fltw. And Carey, still belling with
rage at the memory of those werds Rueker
had used about Helen Reiner, prayed as
he marched that he had killed the man.

“The  swiimed™

“Woom speak, Cagitam”?” The platoon
sergeant looked at him curiously. Carey
turned and saw a horseman coming at the
gallop down the road. His heart jumped.

The miracle had not happened. Here
came grim showdown, riding fast. His
men, inflamed with the promise of this
fairyland, would learn that he had liedi—
was misleading them—
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Down the ruler straight road the horse-
man fisw. Now he was abreast the other
company. He pulled up the flying horse,
and Carey could see him lean over and
speak to Kirk. Carey’s jaws clenched. . ..
Now the ether company would tiera about
or halt. Rucker would ceme storming
ahead. He hated the thought of his men
seeing this thing that must again happen
between him and Rucker—

The sergeant looked back and turned
with a grin. “ Teminnte—"" he said.

Carey exhaled a great breath of relief.
He saw, indeed, that it was the wild
Frenchman, racing toward the promise of
combat. DeRiissac, too, had a woman back
there he wanted to impress with his
prowess.

The lieutenant rode up, turned the horse
loose and reported. “Saw the Fifty-third
moving out, Captain. Eez the trouble al-
ready, eln?”

“TEake the rear,” Carey said curtly.
“ Send the first sergeant up here’*

ERISSAE took his post at the tail

of the column. Sergeant Paduan

* came trotting forward and walked

beside Carey. The captain moved slightly

from the leading set of fours so as to be

out of earshot. “ Sergeant, I'm going to

fight my way through if necessary. Are
you with me?”

The old man looked Carey squarely in
the eye. “likke always, Capittan;,” he
said simply.

“fThank you, Paduan,” Carey nodded.
“1 knew that. Will there be any otthens?’*

“ T have taik,” the soldier said cautious-
ly. “I tell one—two—a few maybe can
trust. Sergeant Gruspe, he is the ‘osham’
my nina Dulce. He lof to her. He say go
back.”

“ Gruspe’s a good mam’™

“ Sergeant Padilla. . . . You can know,
Capwian, that theese man hav’ the primera
cock—tihe fighting chicken of the best. Tweo
years now he nevair lose one combate. So
Sergeant Padilla he say go back to that
chicken.”

“T lost ten pesos betting against him in
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the gallera last Sunday,” Carey said dryly.
“It's an ill wind, el®*

“ There is the cedim Blanco Pema. That
time the es-tomach go to bust and the
Capiitan take him to the ’espital and put
him to sleep an’ take that devil from
himp—"

Carey laughed grimly. “ The medico cut
the appendix from him. I just stood and
held kis hand.”

“ He nevair see that medica,” Paduan
said simply. “ He see the Capitan stand-
ing there, he say. So—"

“ All rigiitt. Who ellser?*

“‘Adabendia. Capgiitan  sheot him weeth
the peestol at Baksak. Sheot heem in the
rear because he have temegr those Moro
balas.”

“ Because I shoot him in the backside
for skulking he sticks by me now in the
faee of certain death,” Carey said gloomily.
“ Well, it's like them. I suppose some bird
I've been really kind to will knife me in
the back.”

“ Benata, the Capitan lift away from
those Moros in the comibattz at Malabang,
he say anytime he die for the Capitan,
He go back.”

“ Thank God for some normal grattitndie,
Carey gtowled. “ 1 got a slash m the side
for picking up his worthless hide. . . . Any
othersp”

“T have the fear to ask of the privates.
Too much big promise here for them. Many
bemites delagas. - Mare pretty than has the
ladies they live with in the es-Scout bamio.”

“ And that’s a fact,” Carey said. *“1d
want to stay here myself if I were in their
place. But it's wrong, Paduan. Too good
to be true. Just as if you won the grand
prize in the big lottery. It would make a
fool of you in the end. Tiwse men aren’t
used to beawmtiful women and the fat of
the land. They would lose discipline. No
fightiingz to keep them hard. 1It’s up te us
to save them from themselves.”

“ Bot eet ees very mice here, Cigrition,”
Paduan sighed. “ My old woman she like
all theese flower . . .”

Carey went back to the head of the
column. Paduan strode, puffing, at his
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side. Kirk, imbued with the vicarious
glamour of Rucker and his prize-winning
company, tore along after the leading out-
fit. The miles fell behind and Carey’s hopes
rose.

He anticipated little trouble at the
barrier. The two organizations, with their
officers, should excite no suspicion. Carey
had learned enough of the history of the
place to realize that Rucker’s success had
been occasioned by his military genius. He
had come with these soldiers of his to pro-
tect the kingdom—to fight its battles. Pre-
sumably his followers were in the matter
heart and soul. And it would be quite
conceivable for him to delegate the actual
fightimg to his next of rapk. A king, newly
returned to his people, would have many
affairs of state to occupy his mind.

And in the event that the leader of the
guard should demand an order frem
Rucker, Carey intended to use force. He
had two well-armed fighting cempanies.
The Crusaders were armed only with
spears, bows and arrows, and a shert
Roman sword. A few had the ancient
Spanish muskets that had been breught
in by the original band of white men. In
addition they had the Springfields that had
been taken from Rucker’s mapping detail.
The element of surprise would be with the
Scouts. A quick assault, a rear guard to
protect the column through the tunnel
under the falls, and they would be free.
The Crusaders would not follow outside.

The main danger would be in the re-
action of the Scout soldiers, Give them
time to figure the thing out and they weuld
refuse to figtt. Subterfuge would have to
be used. They could be told that the
guards at the barrier had refused te aid
them as ordered. That they had mutinied.
Anything as long as it was quick and fol-
lowed by orders that they would auto-
matieally obey.

His chief fear—something that was al-
most bound to happen—was that Rucker
would appear before they won through the
barrier. There would: be the devil to pay
then; no telling what would happen. But
Carey had to take the chance.
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He gave the command Rowte Order.
Out of the ensuing informality he would
get some idea of what harm, if any,
Paduan’s plea for return had done,

T the word an excited babbling broke
forth, as usual. But now it con-
tained a sharper edge. Less laugh-

ter; more conciseness in the oaths and
boasts. . . . Listening for minor notes in
the uproar, conneeted thoughts, Carey
picked up eneugh te tell hifm that, se faf,
he persenally was et suspeeted of fuffi-
ing a geed thing dewn. IR the manner
of the Seetits the men speke freely if the
dialeet. 1A exeitement they had ne guard
fer their enthusiastic tall, theugh it was
ggﬁefﬁﬂyr khewn that EY Copiel * knew

R Words”

Carey listened:

“ Old fool! A young woman would scare
him to death. He’s been a top sergeant
simoe—"'

“ Sure thing! A big good-looking guy
like him! Say, kid, he's going to be king
next—mext after Rucker. Pretty soft for

us then. That loud-mouthed Fifty-third
company will pipe down then. They got
80 they thinkk—"

“ Say, if Corporal Batta had his monikey
brain out of the bdrrio when he was giving
his squad orders in the test—and that
lousy Pinac, standing right up on the sky
line—we would have beat them at that.”

“0Old Paduan can throw the bull all
right. If anybody squeals to the Captain
he's going to lose his stripes. He must be
nuts to want to leave a place like thiss—"

“Just bull. Just wanted to hear him-
self sound off. He's a good guy. Watch
him now when this scrap starts. He'll for-
get all about his old woman and his kids.
. . . Why, she must be thirty-five if she’s
a day. A hag, I tell you. Mine's twenty
and got more wrinkles than a turtle's
neck="

More words and loud laughter. . . . Well,
Carey reflected, poor old Paduan’s line
hadn’t taken. They seemed to have looked
upon it as a mere practice in elocution.
Certainly no suspicion attached to him.
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And it was obvious that an increase of
feeling had sprung up against the other
company because of the superior airs its
recent successes had inspired.

The march went on. Where was Rucker?
Nerve racking business, this. Though the
morning was cool, his men dry, the sweat
poured down his face. He was conscious
of a terrific strain. Like waiting in an
exposed position for the explosion of a
mine, the exact site of which he was
ignorant.

From the talk he had overheard ameng
the men he was certain that he would have
mutiny on his hands if his plans were
guessed. He wondered if even Rucker could
have led his men back from this fairyland.
He decided not. No one in the weorld
oould. When two hundred men abandoned
home, family and all that had been natural
to them since birth as decisively as these
men were doing, no power on earth ceuld
stop them.

Struggling with his thoughts, Carey WeR-
dered how much of this decision was the
result of deliberate reflection, how much
mob psychology. They were like a band
of hardy savage children, he well knew.
On occasion he had swayed them to his
will with a few brusk words and deeisive
example.

Once they had fallen back frem a Meore
cotta under a terrific surprise fite... BowR
the hill at a run; back into the jungle edge.
Such a thing had never before happened.
Carey, more shocked at the apparent
cowardice than at the efficient Moro fire,
stormed insults at them, tried to shame
them. They just stood there, looking at
him like uncomprehending school children.
By accident he had learned a lesson that
day.

“ Non-commissioned officers fall in, in
line!”

Instantly, the top sergeant on the right,
the rest in or8er of rank from right to left,
the non-coms fell in. Carey raised his
pistol above his head.

* Follow mmed?™

Boiling with rage and humiliation, Carey
led them to the very walls of the awité.
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The little band had not gone twenty yards
from cover before the whole pack was yell-
ing at their heels. They stormed the walls
and took the place in that one rush. . . .
Melodrama! Exactly what they wanted.
They ate it up. DeRiksac’s stuff, . . .

OW, far down the white ribbon of
road, Carey could see the orderly
barracks of the reserve troops. He

had learned on the way in that a force was
always stationed here, ready for a surprise
attack. How many he did net know—nor
did he greatly care,

They would be through drill by now,
he decided. Unarmed, lying &bout the
barracks waiting for the light noon meal.
March by them without explanation, would
be the thing. Then nothing to face but
the actual guard on duty, say some fifity
armed men, scattered from the inner wall
to the far end of the tunnel and the outer
barrier.

But where was Rucker?

Looking back over his shoulder for the
hundredth time, Carey saw no sign of the
other captain. The sight of the goal ahead
spurred him on. He called the men to
Mitanicon, increased the pace. He wanted
their eyes straight ahead, their interest cen-
tered en him. It would never do to allow
them a chance to note that the reserve
troops were lounging about, after they had
been told that the renegades were at the
gate. ...

With beating heart, Carey led his men
at last through the neatly arranged little
garrison of the reserve. There were two
sets of barracks, one on each side of the
road; and ahead lay the inner trenches of
a defence system. Only one glance, and
Carey had guessed that it was the work of
Rucker.

They were in luck. The street between
the barracks was deserted, the porches Gf
the buildings empty. Remembering that
Rucker bad established the training plan
here during his earlier stay, Carey now de-
cided that it must have been predicated
on their own system. At this hour, there-
fore, non-coms’ school would be in prog-
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ress.
arms.

They passed through the place unhin-
dered. They approached the reserve trench
system. This also was deserted; for an
alarm at the outer entrance would give
ample time for troops to man this place
from the reserve barracks.

Carey strode on, his heart gradually
lightening as the final goal drew closer.
His men would think that the reserve
troops were already pushed out toward the
enemy. He must hurry on before they be-
gan to wonder why there was no sound of
firing.

Again he glanced back. The FEifty-third
company was closing up; only some three
hundred yards now separated them. FEor
the first time in his life Carey warmed up
to the dumb Kirk. If Rucker failed to
materialize inside, of the next few minutes
this whole thing would subside to the im-
portance of a bad dream.

Once outside he would hike them like
the very devil, the story being that they
were moving against the stronghold of the
enemy in a surprise attack. He would
twist them about in the jungle, carefully
noting their course with his own cOmpass.
In a few hours they would be so tangled
that none of them would dare break away
from the command. They would net be
able either to find their way back here ner
back to Parang. If he kmew his men,
Parang, with all its faults, would look goed
to them then.

He heard a low call from Paduan, and
something in the man’s voice sent a chill
through Carey. It took a terrific effort of
will for him to turn his head. For he
knew—oeew that when he turned he weuld
see Rucker.

He snapped his head about, net de-
creasing his pace. Far back he saw at
once two mounted figures coming on at a
terrific pace. At first almost a feeling of
relief shot through Carey. Somehew he
had expected that Rucker had delayed pur-
suit to collect a force of fighting men abeut
him. Or that Rucker was dead. He was
surprised at the paradoxical surge of relief,

The men would be cleaning their
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thankfulness even.. Not because Rucker
came without troops so much, but because
Rucker was alive.

Only then did Carse Carey realize the
depths of feeling aroused by true friend-
ship between man and man. He had beaten
Rucker back there, and now he would beat
him again. But he knew, in that first sight
of Rucker pounding toward him, that no
matter what happened he would always
love Joe Rucker.

A wild shout went up from the Fifty-
third company. Unorthodox, inconceivable
from any other company in the Scouts thus
to cheer their captain when marching at
Atdentéon. But Rucker and the Fifty-
third company were like no other combina-
tion in the world, unless possibly Napoleon
and his Guard, Pancho Villa and his savage
Dorados.

At sound of that deep-throated yell
Carey’s heart sank. That brilliant fighting
machine back there was with Rucker to a
man. Squad for squad they equalled his
own outfit—some said they were better.
The garrison test said so, anyway. And
what Rucker desired in this case, the men
also desired. Whereas, in his own compamy,
the few who might rally about him would
do so only because of a sense of personal
loyalty.

CHAPTER XVI.
“ FIX BAVONETES!

HE group of thick-foliaged trees that

marked the inner entrance of the tun-

nel loomed up ahead. A few hun-
dred yards only. Carey could even see the
guard squad lounging about in the shade.
Too late now, though, to bluff his way
through. Rucker would be up before his
leading squad quite reached that beckon-
ing goal.

Carey looked back. Rucker and his
companion had come up with the other
company, and now Carey saw that it was
the girl Marpit who bestrode the second
horse. Temse and heart-breaking as the
turn of events had become, he couldn’t
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help marveling at her grace and beauty
as she raced neck and neck with Rucker.

The pair swept by the Fifty-third com-
pany without checking. Rucker had ne
intention of wasting time with idle ques-
1taioning, Plain enough what was going on

ere. . ... .

As Rucker came up, Carey ignored him;
made no attempt to slow his compamy's
pace. Rucker brought his mount down to
a walk beside Carey, Instead of the wild
outburst to be expected, Rucker spoke
quietly:

“ Drop back, Carse. Don’t want the
men to hear this” Tihere was no rancor
in the words; if anything a hint of pleading.

Carey didn’t even look up. He eyed the
entrance ahead. Only a few hundred yards
now.

“ Halt them, Carsel™
Rucker’s voice.

Carey strode on, looking straight ahead.

Then the unexpected happened. Carey
heard a sharp cry; the thud of feet hitting
the ground. Marpit, panting a little, ran
up to him, Planting her feet apart, she
turned and faced him, her bare rounded
arms outstretched. The arms went about
him. She held him there, sobbing against
him, while the company clumped on by.
A low murmur of admiration and approval
went through the rank. This was some-
thing like! The Captain’s woman. Que
lindal

“ Mon Dieul!” DeRissac breathed wiidn
uncontrolled admiration. “ He eez fastair
than I thought, that bravel™

“NNio, no, nol” Marpit sobbed.

With all his strength Carey fought the
girl off.

“ Halt that company)* Rucker yelled at
DeRissac. The Frenchman looked baek
uncertainly.

Free of the girl’s straining arms, Carey
looked swiftly abeut. The Fifty-third com-:
pany had halted in the read, they were
standing at ease, and Kirk was lighting a
cigarette. In passing, Rucker must have
given the order. The werst mistake he
could have made, Carey exulted as his
mind raced.

A firmer note in
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Before Carey could countermand
Rucker’s order, DeRissac had blown his
whistle, held up his hand as a signal to
halt. The ranks stilled, the rifle- butts
thumped lightly on the ground. Rucker
rode up to the company. With swift, de-
cisive words he explained the situation.
Their Captain, he said, was still suffering
from shock. A bullet had grazed his head
on the way in. He remembered only
Parang. The doctor had ordered him to
bed and he had escaped. He would be all
right in a few days. The lieutenant was
to lead the company back. There was no
attack to fear.

The men looked at one another. Things
like this had come to them before. Bright
in their minds was the picture of Private
Centifla, one afterwards called Bobo, the
Feol. Hadn't he, after the selfsame seft
of wound at Lake Lanae, gene abeut fer
days sheuting that he was a Mero Bate
with a harem of twenty wives? And right
new he was standing here in ranks, still
denying it, sane as any of them.

And this queenly woman, Very simple
to see what had been geing on there. The
captain was most obvieusly leaving a real
home here. Most assuredly he was for
the moment eracked as El Rukair declared.
Tt was well known that these twe captains
were bosom friends. Hadn't they lived to-
gether for many years?

Yes, E¥ Capwtan must be lece.

There was ne doubt at all in DeRissas’s
mind after a bhasty reconnaissance of the
shapely form of Marpit. Aay man vum-
ning away from that was in a bad way
mentally. . ..

Carey, livid, stared about him. The eyes
of his men met his: kind, friendly, sympa-
thetic eyes. Marpit, hope dawning in her
face, stood quietly by, her hands at her
sides. Ruecker still sat his horse. He was
trying to appear casual, light even; but
Carey, who knew him better than any other,
saw the strain and anxiety under the
pleasant mask he had made of his face.

The old sergeant, Paduan, his only in-
telligent ally, Carey noted, had moved un-
noticed close to his side.
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ing a solution, a course of action

that would at least give him a
breathing space, he took in again in a
swift glance the terrain about him, Like
all trained officers, he had automatically
noted the features of the passing landscape
as they marched along. He oriented him-
self now.

The near end of the tunnel was possibly
three hundred yards away. The road upon
which they were halted ran directly inte
the thick growth of trees which hid the
opening, then turned abruptly to the left
and burrowed sharply down under the falls,
The river swept in close to the road here,
made a deep bend and followed the read
to the falls.

Rucker’s company was halted some dis-
tance beyond the inner reserve defenees,
about three hundred yards from his own.
Just ahead of his own leading squad was
another line of entrenchments: a series of
platoon pits, wired and with splinter-proef
covers. The ground from the river te the
sharp encircling ridges on the right was
almost level meadow land. At the present
moment it was dotted with huge stacks of
harvested hay, incongruously sprawled
about the trenches.

In his desperation, thousands of wild
schemes seemed to shoot through Carey's
brain. Everything that had happened in
the past few mad days passed in fevered
review through his tortured mind. He was
grasping at straws; ready to stake all en
the wildest throw, the flimsiest inspiration.
But two vital points were maddeningly
clear to him: he must have time to get at
his men; and he must, for a few moments
at least, remove them from Rucker’s in-
fluence.

Rucker’s explanation had rung true.
Having come this far without a sign of
the enemy which they had been led to be-
lieve was battling at the very doors of the
place, the Scouts must doubt his own word
against Rucker's.

Then, like a powder flash, a desperate
idea came to Carey. Deep in his heart he
knew that no matter what had gone before,

a S Carey’s mind raced hopelessly, seek-

123

Rucker wanted him. Wanted the pal of
his youth, the only man with whom he
could brag and reminisce of the wild days
gone by. That was the weakness of the
man. His only outlet. He had never been
a mixer, He had to have Carse Carey’s
stolid, unimaginative approval and steady-
ing influence. It had always been so. . ..

Carey looked up into Rucker’s troubled
face.

“ All right, Joe. . . . Sorry I lost my
head back there. You were right, of
course. I acted instimctively—like any
man when you knock a womzam.”

Rucker’s fine eyes blazed with warmth.
There was a boyish eagerness about him
as he reached down impulsively and held
out his hand,

“ A hardy bash on the jaw you gave
me, old man! All over now, elh?”

“ All over,” Carey agreed. *“ Now lis-
ten, Joe. . . . This thing, so sudden and all
—vwell jite—"

“1 know—I know! You had to as-
similate in a few hours what I had a year

to digest. And then all that rot about
oaths and duty to your men. Well, you
see how they feel about it. Even the

tenienttes.”

“1 thought it all over marching dowm’*
Carey said heartily. *“ As you say, our
time is up. We've done our job in the
Scouts. Even left a month’s pay back
there. And what the lieutenants do is
their own affair. There’s just one thing.
For the first time in my life I've given my
men a bum steer. Now you’ve complicated
it by saying I'm off my bean.”

“ Sorry, Carse. Couldn’t see any other
way out at the time.

“All right, Joe. I'd have done the
same, I guess. But you see, don't you,
that I've got to make it right with them?
Save face as the chinos say.”

“ By all odds!” Rucker said warmiy.
“ Anything you say, Carse.™

‘“ Then here. . . . Let me take them over
there and give them an habla. After all,
I'm their captain. Let the proposition come
from me. Let me at least go through the
form of asking them if they want to stay.
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When they learn that I'm for it there
won't be any remdame.”

Rucker’s face was wreathed in smiles.

“ Go to it,” he said, and he turned his
horse about and rode back to his men.

Carey wanted to ask Rucker to march
bis men back, but his natural caution
warned him not to go too far. The Eng-
lishman was no fool. And at this critical
time, the least bit of suspicion might ruin
all.

He turned to Paduan who was staring at
him with bewildered eyes.

“ Move the company down the road and
along that line of trenches,” he said aloud.
Then, as the man made to obey, he said
in a low voice:

“ Send the men you can trust to set fire
to those near haystacks. Tell them to get
behind them, far side. Work fast and keep
out of sighit”

The old man's face was still puzzled,
but he saluted and made off at a run,

AREY started down the road toward
his now moving men, careful to pro-
ceed with a studied casualness. He

had not taken two steps before he felt an
arm thrust through his own. A strand of
hair blew across his face as he stared angri-
ly into the smiling features of Marpit.

“ Go back,” he said. “ Get your horse
and ride badk.”

She held his arm closer against her
yielding body. The sun gleamed on her
white teeth. ¢ No,"” she said.

Carey was desperate. This girl must
not hear what he must say to his men. She
might ruin everything. And soon bullets
would be whipping across this sun-bright
meadow.

He turned and faced her. “ Marpitt—
don't you want to please me?”

“ Anything,” she said, her eyes shining.
“ Yes, anything you want.” She laughed
deep in her throat.

“THen go baak!™

She just smiled at him., The smile of
a child who is being upbraided by a doting
mother. “ Your poor head! You still suf-
fer. Now later I will make you cold tea
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with lime.
head. . . .

Facing back up the road as he was, Carey
could now see the men of the Fifty-third
company staring. Some were pointing.
There was a crackling sound behind him,
and he turned swiftly to see smoke rolling
from the nearer stacks. One already was
furiously ablaze, black smoke spouting
above it towards the blue sky.

“ The forage master will rave” Marpit
said mildly. * Those soldiers throw lights
from the tubes they put in their mouths.
Sir Carse, why do they blow on such
things? They—"

Carey swung away from her, and with
quick strides made for his men. They were
lined along the parados of the trenches as
though awaiting an inspection. The blaz-
ing stacks being behind them, they were
as yet unaware of that diversion.

Carey faced his men. He spoke swiftly
in the dialect; no time for translation by
the first sergeant now. Habitually this was
done, because theory had it that the na-
tives lost respect for a white man who
would descend to the use of their primitive
tongue.

Carey knew his subjects. Ten years of
stress with them had marked home certain
deeply-seated traits. Fierce pride, a pas-
sionate appreciation of the recklessly dra-
matic—ithese were sure fire instincts.

With a theatrical gesture, Carey whipped
off his campaign hat. He had time to con-
gratulate himself on the years—old custom
that sent him to the barber for a close hair-
cut always before taking the fiedl. Now
he twisted about so that all the men could
see.

“ 1 have not been wounded in the head.
See, there is no mark.”

Simple these people were. They under-
stood only what they saw. The last voice
to sway them was invariably the truest, A
low murmur of wondei arose from the
ranks. “ No hay kerido—mmo wound!” some
of them chanted.

“T tell you there is an enemy at the
falls. You hear no shots now for the falls
make a great noise. But they will come

And I wili soothe your
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closer. And if we are not quick they will
trap us in here.”

Mutterings of alarm ran through the
ranks, Paduan, standing by the flank of
the company, took his cue. He pointed
dramatically at the now freely burning
stacks. At least half a dozen of them were
pouring forth dense black smoke which
rose straight towards the heavens.

“ They have lit the signal fires, Captain.
That means that the enemy is at the very
gates.”

And as though Paduan’’ own words were
in truth a signal, there came to them above
the dull beat of the falls the sharp sound
of rifle fire.

“ When you want us—send up a blaze
from back of the falls. . . .»

The words rang exultantly through
Carey's head now. The renegades on the
outside had been watching that entrance
like a cat watching a rat hole. Lusting for
the incredible wealth they knew to be in
the valley, they would take any risk now
that they figured they had a chance at
last. No doubt they believed that the
Seouts, having loaded themselves up with
leet, were having difficulty in making their
way eut. For though the two companies
were well armed and trained to the last
finute, there were thousands of valley
dwellers available te dispute thelr passage.

So Carey thought must be the situatien.

ND now Carey saw that his men were
again his. Growls even arose from
some of them, growls hostile to

Rucker and his obviously untrue statement
of their captain's condition.

Swift action now!

“fIthe men of the Fifty-third company
talk against you,” Carey snapped. “ They
want you to go back, leaving to them the
glory of this battle. They sneer because
they beat you in the battalion tests. Their
captain, pretending to be a true friend te
me, has betrayed me. Betrayed me be-
cause he wants his men and himself to have
all the wealth and honors here. You are
to soldier—his men are to become officers
and govemnors.”
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Swinging about, Carey pointed to the
other company dramatically.

“sre those men better than you? Will
you stand their jeers and taunts forever?”

A rising roar of protest came: “ No!
No! . ... We are better. . . . The year
before we beat themI”

The time had come. Avoiding DeRissac’s
startled, unbelieving eyes, Carey played
his last card.

“ Sergeant Paduan, hold this trench with
the first platoon! The Fifty-third com-
pany must not advance! I will lead the
company through the tunnel and attack the
forces outside. .Cover the other company
at once and warn them not to advance.
Fall back as soon as we pass through those
trees. . . . Rest of the eompany, in eol-
umns of twes, fellow me!™

A loud cry of approval came from the
men. Carey silenced DeRiissac’s stumbling
words of protest with a fierce oath. * Get
up there in front! Tll shoot you in the
back if you don't jummp!™

The Frenchman sprang out in front of
his platoon. Carey, on the flank of the
second platoon, urged his men forward.
He glanced over his shoulder,

Rucker was standing in front of his men,
who were still sprawled about the rear
trenches out of ranks and resting. The
horse, Carey noted with relief, was not in
sight. Held in the rear probably by an
orderly. Paduan’s men were already de-
ploying along the trench in a rapid and
orderly manner. Carey exulted. He was
going to make it!

His only regret was that he had been
left no choice about his rear guard. He,
himself, could not have stayed: the big job
lay ahead. A delay or failure at the en-
trance would be fatal. And had he left
DeRiissac, Rucker would most certainly
have argued the Frenchman into surrender,
pointing out the certainty of unnecessary
bloodshed. But an order to Paduam— Ah,
that was a different matter.

As Carey ran, he was conscious of some-
one at his side. Wild, pleading cries, then
a hand pulling at his shirt. He half turned
and saw the agonized face of Marpit., He
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tore her hand away. “ Get back, you fooll
There’ll be bullets in a mimate.™

“ What do I care for bullets! . ... Oh,
Sir Carse, why didn't you tell me you
wanted to be king! T would have helped
you, There is no need of this madness
to prove your valor. 1 already know.
Before me you struck diown+—"

“To hell with that!” Carey gasped.
Behind him sounded the banging of rifles.
Scattered shots at first, then the determined
nerve-shocking thumping of a controlled
rapid fire. The snap of bullets came,
viciously, like the sharp crack of a whip
end over their heads.

"R is—blaasoonets | >
racing men.

As they tore forward the bayonets eame
ripping from the scabbards. Then men
jabbed at the jerking rifle muzzles with
the handles of the flashing steel. The trees
were just ahead. Excited figures, naked,
brandishing spears and wicked-looking
swords, appeared at the edge of the woed.

For a breathless instant Carey hesitated.
It would never do to be forced to delay
here. Although an action with these few
could end in one way only, some of them
were bound to escape and take the werd
of warning back inte the tunnel. And
Carey’s plan depended uper Surprise and
an uninterrupted movement through that
narrow labyrinth, He shouted eut in
Spanish:

“ We come to attack those dogs euisidel
It is the order of His Highness that we
speed. Glear the way through ahead of wsl”

For a few tense moments he feared his
ruse might be spoiled because of the fire
in his rear. But it appeared that the sig-
nificance of the fusillade was lost upen the
guard troops in the wood. The veice of a
leader called out to them, With perfect
timing and great agility they leaped inte
a column formation. They shouted back
reassuring words, then disappeared threugh
the trees.

“ Thank God!* Carey panted.

He had no desire to have the bleed of
any of these fine and simple people en his
conscience.

Carey yelled to the
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CHAPTER XVIL
NO SURRENDER,

S CAREY led his men under the cover
of the trees, he shot a last look back
over his shoulder. The gleaming, ex-

pectant eyes of his men, peered back at
him. In answer to his quick question the
corporals reported: Neo casualties . . .
which was strange—wexy strange. At that
range, and bunched as they were, Rueker’s
company with its forty qualified expert
riflemen, could not have failed to bring
down some at least. Puzzled, Carey looked
back across the open ground, He was
startled to observe Paduan, with his de-
ployed platoon apparendy intact, wotting
doggedly towards the wood.

Well, no time to figure riddles. . . .

He gave the order to double time. Plac-
ing himself at the head of his men, pistol
in hand, be started for the entrance to the
tunnel. The girl, Marpit, ran easily at his
side in silence.

Into the wood they ran. Then, turning
abruptly to the right, they followed the
wide smooth rbad towards the rearing river:
A low roof-like affair appeared through the
trees. This was the cover plaeed ever the
exit shaft, a tunnel that led straight dewn
through the solid rock at an angle ef seme
forty-five degrees. AR eaget guide met
them here, and raced on ahead with a blaz-
ing torch held high abeve his head.

Over the steps of smoothly-cut roek the
company clattered. The rush of the falls
died out above them. The alf besafie
clammy cold. Wet dripped frem the gleem
of the roof. In the eerie light east by fhe
torch they could see leng ielele-like tenaeles
like the teeth of subterranean mensters
reaching down towards them.

At last they came to a level floer and
Carey knew they were under the river:
With a gasp of relief he noted that the
spiked barriers at the foot of the steps were
pushed aside. Had alarm been spread
ahead, these barriers would have Been
closed. . ... He shuddered as he theught
of the carnage which would have ensied.

Now they were racing under the river,
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“ Close up! Close up!” he could hear the
non-coms panting. The canteens rattled
as the men crowded on.

Hours passed, it seemed to Carey, and
still no turn to the right which must be
made before they again descended, this
time on the far side of the river and to
the outlet under the overhanging rocks of
the falls, Suppose Rueker beat him to it?
Swam the flver above—shouted from the
eliffs ever the falls to warh the fen be-
lew? The friver was Belling baek there—
jagged roeks and treachereus rapids—But
he khew jee Rueker. A thing like that
weuldn't step Biff.

Carey spurted, yelling back to his men,

Now they were at the turn. The light
went out around it, leaving before them a
smoky dusk. More steps—iiresh, clean
damp air.’ Again the muted roar of the
falling torrent. Voices now—shouts and
the steady sound of firing.

Then they were down the steps. A rain-
bow light half blinded them. The splin-
tered light of the high sun beat into their
eyes through the veiling mists of the falls.

Y were in a square chamber, The
roar of the rifles of the defending
Crusaders shattered against their ear-

drums. The half-naked men stood behind
a breastwork of stone and iron spikes, fir-
ing out through the misty screen of spray.
The leader, a smiling giant, who from his
features and coloring Carey concluded was
of the Inmer Circle, shouted to him in
Spanish.

“TThey are many. They sound like a
thousand rifiess. Pray God we have erder
to go outt™

“I have those ordersi"” Carey shrieked
above the racket. * You afe to remain,
guarding the gate.”

A look of intense disappeintment
clouded the fine face of the native: * 8o
be it. Our king had speken. ©Ged go with
you, Sir Knightd™

There was no time to lese. Ne ehanee
or room to depley preperly. €arey banked
on the misconception of the renegades as
to his true motive in leaving the plase to
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see him safely out into the open. But he
must wait for the faithful Paduan. And
any minute Rucker, the most resourceful
officer he had ever kmown, might check-
mate him,

Suddenly he heard the men yelling. Wel-
coming Paduan’s platoon. He turned and
saw the grinning brown face of the man
himself.

“ What happemsde”

Paduan’s features were as puzzled as his
own. “They shoot bad. All misses. So
I do not shoot, myself, to heet.” He
shrugged. “1I do not know—hut I theenk
they frate to make my men very angry.”

“ Where are they now?’ Carey de-
manded.

“1T las’ see wan platoon he run by woods,
Go like to edge of falls through the trees.
Othaire he come in column fours, march
right down the road toward the hole in
the ground.”

Like lightning Carey saw Rucker’s plan,
From above the falls, on the near side of
the river, the crazy Englishman would have
a platoon firing any minute now. They
could command the tunnel outlet. The
others, coming in behind, would have him
in the reaf. Why Rucker hadn’t shot to
kill, he was fiet guite sure. Probably
wanted to outwit him if pessible befere
initiating the herrer ef Seeut killing Seout.

No time to lose. . . .

He indicated the barrier to the Crusader
captain. The man fiodded, smiling. Ready
hands swept aside a cunningly contrived
wicket, wide enough for the sortie to be
made in column formation.

Carey, standing by the barrier, made one
last rapid reconnaissance of the ground be-
fore him. Luck had been with him up to
now, but out there were desperate men.
The volume of their fire proved them far
stronger than he had expected—and worst
of all he had detected the short bursts of
a maehine gun savagely punetuating the so-
far ineffective fire against the sereefied
barfier. Two machine guns had been taken
at Pikit; those of eourse. His owd eefi-
pafy had fene.

Through the mist from the falls Carey

Fi
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saw that the ground before him was open.
To the right was the foaming, broken water
of the river. Jungle close in almost to
the bank of the far side. But on this side
the land lay level. Clumps of meadow
grass and occasional bunches of brush and
stumps afforded the enly cover for some
three hundred yaeds. This field of fire
had been eleared, of eourse, By the Cru-
saders te proteet against sueh an attaek
as was new i pregress. Beyend the epen
% ge were large smeeth beulders, eheked

put with rank grass that gave eever te
the renegade attaekers. Behind these
spread the great traes of the jungle:

€all out to the renegades just before
darting forth, Carey decided. Wam them
in English not to fire. Before the men at
the barrier could figure this, his men would
be clear. Deal with the renegades when he
came into them. . ... Yes, that was the best
scheme. And not a second to lose, for
Rueker himself would be at his back any
finute!

Carey ordered the bugler to blow Adten-
tion. The high notes rang out above the
distant fiiig. Then he directed the man
to blow Ceave Firing.

The renegade commander understoed.
The attackers’ fire ceased. Carey ran out
to the river's edge in plain view of the
enemy. He waved his handkerchief above
his head. A man leaped over the rocks,
eame tretting toward him. Carey could
see that the fellow was white and that he
were elean, white elvillan €lothes.

“I'm coming out with my men!
on the run. Don't fiied™

Now Carey could see the man’s grinning
face: a hideous blotched face above a gross
body.

“Lay down your arms, Captain, We
ain’t takin' no chaneces.”

Carey’s heart sank. Why jadn’t he
thought of that? A tough spet he was
in now. . . . One glance at the fellow, and
a swift review of what had happened to the
men at Pikit, decided Carey. It was a gam-
ble now—a desperate gamble. He had been
in many a tight fix before, but never had he
been eaught, as he now was, between two

We're
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steel jaws whose closing would be only a
matter of seconds.

He was aware that Paduan stood beside
him; and with growing annoyance that
Marpit stood shoulder to shoulder with
him. He spoke swiftly to the soldier with-
out turning his head:

“ Bring them out at the double and de-
ploy them in that bunch of brush to our
left. I'm going to run for that big white
rock. Have them open up at omaed™

“1 go, Capitarn’” said the little sergeant.
His grin was eager.

E next few seconds were an agony
of desperate excitement. Carey made
the rock. His men were already down

before the surprised leader of the renegades
had time to get behind his own men so that
they could open fiee. Then a rifle-roar
broke the peaee of the merning, dwarfing
the deep volee of the eataraet.

- Carey had theught that the velufe ef
his ewh fire weuld give him prempt Fre
superierity, perfit hif a fapid advanee
Fer his rear was of a neeesgity unprefected;
expesed Brutally te attack frem the inner
EBEEHEE But 38 yet ne gunshets eame frem

ere

From in front, however, the two machine
guns opened with telling effect. His men
were falling with alarming regularity, a
spirit of panic was spreading. Troops who
know that their flanks or their rear are un-
protected can never give their undivided
attention to the front—and Carey’s fen
were lying expesed on a level fidll. The
reniegades were under an almest perfeet
eever, both from fire and sight.

There could be only one end te a pro-
longed skirmish, and Carey was instantly
aware of that. He must assault at once
with the bayonet, or seek instantly a de-
cent position. Three hundred yards of open
advance, unsupported by an adequate
covering fire, was unthinkable. Assuming
that his men would follow him te the end,
whieh he knew te be the ease, he still estild
not arrive at the enemy line with maore
than a handful of men. They would be
shot down by overwhelming numbers.

§A—2t
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Off to the left Carey. noticed that the
jungle edge was only some two hundred
yards away. A flank movement under this
fire would be bad. Losses would be many.
But it was his only chance with his rear
open as it was. He blew his whistle, in-
dicated to the squad leaders the new
position.

“ By squads—to the left. . . . Rusi™

Away went the left squad, the men bend-
ing from the hail of pursuing bullets, scut-
tling for that haven of green like startled
lizards. So sudden was the movement—so
unexpected and so astoundingly well exe-
cuted by troops assailed as were tlwey—that
the plan succeeded. . . .

Panting, Carey threw himself down be-
hind what was left of the company back
in the jungle. He had been unaware eof
Marpit during that rush, but here she was,
crouched beside him. A line of Scouts
watched the edge overlooking the meadow.
A hasty checkup showed that some twenty
men had been left behind. DeRiissac had
been killed at the fitst fifee. And now re-
ports came in that the Crusaders from the
barrier had rushed out and dragged the
dead and wounded back into the cover of
the falls. Carey wondered briefly at this.

Now what to do? Somehow he had to
march these men back over the miles of
jungle to :.the river. Make his way down
to the Cotobato. and thence home. A tough
assignment, but it had to be done. As
Carey saw it now, the thing to do was put
distance between him and the remegpdess—
trust to his compass, and his memory of the
route up, to get him back by furtive night
marches.

He crept out to the jungle edge to recon-
noiter. To get at him promptly, the rene-
gades would have to abandem their Bre-
tected pesition. Have te face his fire in
the open, with the prospest of a flanking
fire from the barrier inte the bargain. Their
machine guns weuldn't help them. The
ground was so level that their ewn meR
would mask the assisting five.

Carey smiled grimly. See how they'd
like it, the slinking killers!

As he was lifting his field glasses for a
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closer look at the barrier—for he was still
worried -about Rucker—he was aroused by
the shouts of the Scouts. Maxpit was
pointing. Clearly now he heard fire com-
ing from.the upper part of the falls. A
quick adjustment of the glasses showed him
a Scout platoon deployed”far above on the
opposite side of the riar From that
height they were peurlfig a destruetive fire
into the refiegades over the tep of the
feeks.
And then Carey saw Rucker.

HE Englishman’s flowing cape—
mark of jungle royalty—had been

cast asidee. He was naked to the
waist and his white body gleamed in the
sun. His men, deployed as skirmishers,
their bayonets flashing, were at his back.
With a wild yell they burst from the cover
of the barrier chamber, and at Rucker's
flying heels they made for the renegades’
position,

Cold steel changjng—

Fascinated, Carey watched. He was
conscious of a tightening in his throat, a
stifling beating of his heart. Great God,
what a sight! Rucker, the king, the leader
of men, the captain of Wis company above
all and to the last, running gloriously inte
that searing blast of machine gun fire!

As he stared' with shining eyes, Carey
blew his whistle. Wild with impatience, it
was all he could do to keep from racing
alone to Rucker’s assistance. There was
little chance for those two platoons, charg-
ing across that long open space, unless a
secondary attack came to aid them almest
at once.

The men came up, the whistles of the
platoon leaders shrilling furiously. Baye-
nets slithered through encumbering vines.
Men tripped and swore and fell sprawling.
At last they were off, another thin line
edged with the: bebbing teeth of glittering
bayonets.

Carey could see the men of Rucker’s
little- band falling as though every other
one had stepped suddenly into a treacher-
ous hole. He heard himself, with mild sur-
prise, screaming above the clumping feet
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and the rattle of the guns. He watched
that terrible white form that was Rucker,
now far ahead of his men, and saw the
flash of the sun reflecting from the pistol
that he waved aloft. He prayed as he
thought of the perfect target Rucker made
—a target that loomed larger every instant
as Rucker’s flying feet ate up the distance
between him and the stubbornly firing rene-
gades. . . .

But above all Carse Carey’s thoughts
came the awareness, strangely free from an-
noyance now, of the silent woman who was
running at his side. He found time, even
then, to regret a little. To feel a little
sorry for himself that he could not be as
Rucker was. That he did not want to stay
here in this heavenly place for life with
such a woman as this one by his side. . . .

Then he saw Rucker go down. And he
knew by the way the bright head struck,
tumbling, that this was Joe Rucker’s last
fight. Through a mist of madness he heard
the awful roar that went up from all that
was left of the Fifty-third company behind
him; and it was echoed from the last pla-
toon, which was even now rushing out from
under the falls to be in at the death. . . .
Carey’s own men were in close now. He
could see the renegades rising up from be-
hind their cover.

“No quarter!” he heard his own voice
screaming passionately above the uproar.
But the words were unnecessary—merely a
spoken motif for the fury of this hellish
play. He saw what was left of Rucker's
men ripping horribly with their bayonets.
He felt his pistol getting hotter in his
hand. . . .

And then with the empty thing jerking
impotently, he felt a weight against him,
a grip of closing fiiggess. He looked down.
Marpit, trying to cling to him, slipped down
against his legs. Half sitting, her arms
reached weakly about his knees. Blood was
bright on her bare chest, the waves of her
thick hair stuck against it. Her eyes, slowly
losing their brightness, were fixed steadily
on his face.

She lifted her chin; and he bent and
kissed hex.
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S the men were falling in under the
Acommands of the non-coms, two of
Hriis e 1bidl Rudker dowm att Caneyy's
feet. Rucker’s first sergeant, bleeding and
torn, stood above his captain. His gnarled
face was twisted with grief. Tears coursed
down his grimy face. 'He knelt and held
Rucker’s hand as Rucker turned his white
face toward Carey.

The big Englishman tried hard to smile.
Carey knelt and took his other hand. He
couldn’t say anything. He didn’t think
Rucker could manage any words either be-
fore he died. He swallowed and choked,
trying to say something. Vaguely he heard
Rucker’s voice:

“ Bury me here, Carse. . ... I wasn't a
king—and I wasm't—a captain. . ... I
muffed both, eh?”

Carey squeezed the cold hand.

“ You’re the best friend a man ever had,
J(Dﬁé—”

He couldn't say another word. But he
knew from the glow that came into the blue
eyes that he had said what Rucker most
wanted to hear. Rucker died as the glow
in his eyes died. . . .

When the sad notes of Tags had died
away, rung back from the towering cliffs,
Carey turned towards the quiet lines of the
two companies. The first sergeant of the
Fifty-third company stepped from his posi-
tion in front and saluted Carey.

“ The teniertiz is killed and the Capitan
tale to me the Capitam Carey orders his
orders. ... ."”

He waited expectantly, his hands fixed at
his sides. Paduan, too, had come close, and
Carey looked from one to the other, saying
nothing. At last he spoke softly:

“ We come to this place and we fight
these men lying dead about uw—the men
who attacked Fort Pikit. That is all that
has lzrapp@n@d.- You are to tell that te the
men.

Eﬂ;@ two sergeants nedded. They under-
5886

“The men will believe what we tell
them,” old Paduan said seftly, but there
was a grim glitter in his eyes,

# 1t 18 50, " the other sergeant said.
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Carey’s body straightened. There was a
weariness in. his heart and in his bones, a
glaze that misted his eyes, but his voice was
brisk and decisive:

“take your postst . . . Point out,
Sergeant Paduan! We march at once back
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A few words, a sharp command, and the
column moved off towards the west. The
last squad touched the jungle edge without
a backward look at the silent, deserted wall
of rock that guarded the entrance to the
valley. The sound of the falls faded as the

to Parang.™ great trees swallowed them up, and at last
“ Si, Senor Qyritam died out behind them.
THE END.
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Vandler poised, ready to
dodge

Party at Midnight

By L. W. CLAFLIN

Tough guys and ten<tom trucks are a lot the same: they may be
good, but they can't go far on a cracked crank-case

FTER midnight, when traffic on the
Pike had quieted down, the Halfway
Garage presented a singularly de-

serted appearance. The feeble glow from
the globes on the gas pumps cast a grayish
light over the front of the big, barn-like
structure, revealing in indistinct outline a
pair of huge sliding doors. Set into one of
these was a smaller door under a neatly
printed sign, white letters on a black back-
ground. It read, Nkt Service,

Inside the garage a single light bummeshi—
and that bung under the hood of a car.
Chris Vander, the night man, saw no need
to advertise his presence. He had work in
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plenty. And he welcomed no interrup-
tions.

Some impudent grease monkey on the
day force, convinced of his skill as a me-
chanic because he could at last change a
tire without pinching the tube, had tam-
pered with the ignition on a sixteen-cylinder
job. Miraculously, the car still ran. But
a gallon of gas drove it just two miles, and
there wasn't power enough in all sixteen
cylinders to pull the leg off a flea,

Wearily, Vander rigged his light under
the hood and went to work. It was a slow,
painstaking, back-breaking job. From
time to time he shook his head angrily,
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saidb words that would; have crisped the ears
of. the. grease-ball responsible had he been
anywhere near to hear.

But he wasn’t. In fact, there was no one
to:hear. Outside that small circle of light
there was nothing except the thick black-
ness of. muidimigjitt

At the end of: half an. hour Vander was
still' working, and: occasionally swearing,

when.a-distant sound' drummed in upon his.

consciousness. He thrust his head up outt
of the light, listenimg. Far down the Pike
a motor throbbed; heavy, rumbling.

He straightened up, scowling impa-
tientdly. His ears, skilled in the language
of motors, had: brought him bad news,
There was a discordant note in the growl-
ing bass of that motor. As it drew nearer
it became more distinct. There were sharp
gaps in the sound, holes where the ‘motor
went silent, then burst forth again with a-
roar.

He slipped a.thin.ignition wrench into his
pocket, sighed wearily.

“Trouble,” he muttered disgustediy.

It was. a- heavy: truck, he could tell that
by the sound. It blazed out suddenly in a
series of angry backfires. Gasping, chok-
ing, it staggered on up the Pike.

In front of the garage it stopped, the
motor- racing jerkily.

In.amother minute they’d be punching
the night bell and: yelling for service, He
started. down. across the floor, heading for
the big doors,

"SHE night bell clanged suddenly, fill-
ing the garage with echoing sound.
Overhead, the night light fiashed on,

bathing the whole: interior in a deep wine-
red: glow.

He ambled down to the door, found the
switth and turned on the forward lights.
At that instant the night bell clanged again,
and: the big light flashed red.

“ Keep yer shirt on,* he yelled through
the- door.

He snapped over the bolt that locked: the
small- service-doar) yanked it open. A man
squeezed through;

He was of medium height, lean and wiry.
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His thin shoulders hunched. high about his
ears, and his head sat deep between them
as though it joined his body without the
use of a neck. His eyes- were tilted slits,
slanting like those of a- Chinese. Every
movement was swift, jerky.

He spoke hurriedly, almost: breathlessly.

“ Listen, buddy, stir yer hump and get
them big 'doors open. We got a truckload
of trouble out here. And we're'in a hurry,
seeP”

Vander’s jaw tightened stubbornly. “ In
that case,” he advised coolly, “ keep right
on going.”

*“ Whadda you mueame?*

“1 don't hurry for moibmdiy.™

The man stared at him, faintly sur-
prised. -He took a jerky step forward.

“ Now listem,” he barked angrily, “1
ain’t got no time. to waste on wise guys.
If you wanta be tough, youlll get plenty of
that. I got a guy in the cab that’s so tough
he bounces. And we ain’t taking any slop
froma tramp like you. So .. . open up.”

Vander eyed him coldly. “ A guy in the
cab, eh? Well, he'd better cut off that
motor before it rips itself apart.”

“ He will like hell. If we shut it off now
it'll never §tart again. You'll:open up and
let us in, that’s what.”

He turned away, pushed: open the door.
Vander called him' back.

“ Wait a minute. Who you driving fan?”*

“Wihadda you care?”

“ This ain’t a free service station. If 1
have to work half the night on that barge
of yours I want to know who's going to pay
for it.»

“ Oh, worrying about the cash. alinesaiiy?”

Vander shrugged. * Suit yourself, fel-
ler. I got plenty to-do. You and your
bouncing tough guy can fix your own truck.
If you know how.”

“ Now wait a minute. Don’t get thick
about it: It’s one of. Pesner’s trucks.”

Vander nodded. “ From Pesner’s Mills,
eh? A load of silkk*

“None of yer damned business what it
is.”

Vander. eyed. him' shrewdly.. “ You're a
new driver.”
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“The hell I am. I'm a regular. This is
a new route for me.

“ Uh-huh. What's your mumiieni?*

“ Whadda yer mean, mumvien??*

“ You ought to kmow.*

“ Huh? Oh ... that. We don't bother
with that no more. Mine's six, I guess. 1
dunno.”

Vander thought a moment, shrugged.

“@kay. Run it in"

E turned away. The slant-eyed man
ducked out through the service door.
Vander unlocked the big doors and

rolled them back.

The truck was a huge, six-wheel job with
a tremendous box of a trailer that looked
like a small barn on wheels. It turned in
off the road, headed up the ramp. The
motor coughed, thumped, gasped a couple
of times and the big truck staggered up the
slope like a wounded animal. At the very
peak, with the front wheels already in the
garage, the motor fluttered weakly. Then
. . . phui, a slobbering, muffied backfire
through the intake, and the giant’s strength
was gone. It rolled back heavily into the
road.

Three times it tried to climb the ramp;
three times it failed. Exasperated, Vander
leaped up into the cab. There were two
men in it, the second one a vague shadow
on the farther side.

“ Shove over,” yelled Vander.

He jammed it into low, trod on the gas
and let the clutch bite. Stumbling, halting,
the big truck staggered up the ramp, poised
for an instant, and rolled into the garage.

He dropped it into neutral, leaped down
to the flomx. There was a queer, hard ex-
pression around his mouth.

“ Back it up a little,” he yelled.

Gears clashed, the motor picked up, and
the truck jerked ahead a few feet.

“ Cut it,” he shouted. *“ Leave her
tl]e'e."

The man with the hunched shoulders eut
the motor and scrambled down out of the
cab. He ran around front and lifted the
hood. After much jerking and yanking he
pulled it offf entirelly.
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“ Okay,"” he said briskly. * Let's go.*

Vander turned his back on the truck and
sauntered up the floor.

The hunched one sprang after him.
“ Hey, where the hell are you going?" he
yapped.

Vander ignored him, ambled leisurely up
the fltmm. The other turned back, scuttled
up into the cab. Voices murmured, rose
angrily, and died away. The man backed
out, and dropped to the floor.

Presently Vander came back carrying a
steel toolbox under one arm, his trouble
light draped over the other.

He plugged in the light, rigged it over
the motor. Then for the space of several
seconds he lounged across the fender,
studying the scene before him.

Plastered against the side of the block
were several splotches of silvery metal
about the size of a dime. Some were
smaller. Just where the intake flared to
the ports, something had struck the cast-
ing a blow that had cracked the metal. One
clip had been ripped off the distributor, and
a generous chip split out of the brittle com-
position. The cap was sprung to a slight
angle, teetering sufficiemtly under the vi-
bration of the motor to fritz up the igni-
tion in grand shape.

He opened his knife, scraped off a
splotch of the shiny metal. It was a mere
flake, tough and malleable. He rolled it
between his thumb and fiimgar. And he
knew that it was lead.

The slant-eye watched him suspiciously.
“What yuh doimg?"” he wanted to know.

Vander eyed him in silence. He
straightened up, stepped around in front of
the truck, found the hood folded up like
an accordion. He jerked it out flat on the
floor.

BOVE the row of vents, on one side,
A three jagged holes gaped in the thin
metal. Vander squatted over them,
studied them, poked his little finger into
them.
In all that big garajre there was no sound
save the sharp irregular ticking of the ex-
haust manifold, contracting as it cooled.
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The - slant-eye cleared his throat, :said
jerkily. “ Well,.stop the puttering and get
to-work. We wanta move.”

Slowly Vander rose from his ‘haunches,
turned. His eyes were hard, challenging.

“ Somebody plugged this truck with a
gun,” he .accused.

Up in the cab the second man stirred.
The hunched one -stared at Vamder, his
slant eyes narrowing.

He said sourly, “ I guess I oughter-know
it. If anybody does.”

“TThat -so?”

“ Yeah, that's so. I was in the cab when
it happened. Some ‘wise guy figgered on
jacking a -load of silk worth -plenty of
dough. But he wasn't smaut.’

Vander nodded. * Tricked him, e?”

“ Betcha. Just when he figgered I was
gonna stop, I swung the load on him and
damned near rolled .him down.”

Vander looked faintly surprised. “ Quick
handling,” he conceded, “ on .a buggy this
size.”

The hunched shoulders shrugged dis-
paragingly. “ Hell, I'm used to it. It-ain't
the first time, you know.”

“RNo?” - Just that single word, but it
dripped scorn. And disbelief. It caught
the slant-eye unprepared. He started,
yapped at Vander.

“ Whadda you mean?
mean- by that, huh?”

Slowly, deliberately and ceelly, Vander
told him,

. “ You're a damned liar,” he said.

It was only an instant that the hunched
one hesitated, His eyes darted up at the
cab, back again at Vander.

“ S0,” he said harshly, “ it's trouble you
want. Well, buddy, youli get it. 1§
gotitia—"

“ A guy in the cab,” Vander cut in,
“that's so tough he bounces. Yeah, 1
heard that before. What about "

The slant-eye opened his mouth, Keep-
ing his. eyes on.Vander he turned his head
slightly to the left, flung the words over his
shaulder.

“ Gubber,” he snapped. “ C’'mere.” .

There was a disturbance inside the cab

Whadda yeu
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and a man came backing down. He was
well .over six feet tall, with a breadth of
shoulder that astonished even the im-
perturbable Vander. Here was a giant, a
man mountain of bone and muscle with no
single ounce of superfluous flesh.

He wore a heavy blue overcoat with the
collar turned up around his ears. His hat
sat low on his ‘head, so that between his
hat and his collar nothing showed but a
white triangular patch. His skin was
pasty and badly pitted. His . eyebrows
were black and heavy.

He swung his tremendous bulk forward
in long strides, towering head .and shoul-
ders above the smaller men.

“ Whatsa matter, Chink?" he growled,
looking down at them. His voice was like
a low note on a bass flididlle.

Chink, with the hunched shoulders,
stepped back beside the big man. He kept
his eyes on Vander.

“ We gotta wise guy on our hands” he
jeered. ‘ He wants to be tough.”

“Tough, huh?” He swung around,
glowering down at Vander. “ Don't start
getting tough with us, grease-jack, or I'll
cave-in yer blasted skuil.”

Vander emitted a faint snort.
fix your truck?” he asked coolly.

“ Who'd

YIS impudence infuriated the big man.

He jerked monstrous hands cut of

his pockets, hands that could rip a
man’s head from his body.

Vander poised on his toes, ready to
dodge. But Chink threw up a restraining
hand, said, “ Wait a mimute.”

‘“ What's the idea,” he asked Vander,
“of calling me a liar? You think this
ain't my truck, huh?”

“I know  damned well it ain’t,”’ stated
Vander fliadtly. “ You don’t even know how
to drive it. Three times you tried to push
it up that ramp wlhem—"

“ The hell I did,” cut in Chink.
it right back in low all the time”

“ Back in low, eh? Listen, truck-driver,
when you pull the stick back on this truck
it doesn’t go into low. But that’s news to
you, ain’t it? Never heard of a shift with

“1 had
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four speeds ahead. And let me tell you
something else. When I asked you to back
it up a little you tried to shove it.into re-
verse. But the truck jumped ahead, Be-
cause you didn't know where to find re-
verse. And you don't know yet.”

Chink ignored the remark. ‘ What are
you driving at?” he parried.

“Don't act dumb,” Vander told him.
“You know what I mean all right. You
snatched this truck off the road. You're
the guys that drilled the slugs into the
motor, and you weren't in the cab when it
happened, either.”

He paused. There was real concern in
his voice when he asked, “ What have you
done with the driver?"

Gubber’s deep bass rumbled menacingly,
“ Whadda you caer?*

“He's a friend of mine. I know the
truck.” He hesitated, his jaw tightening.
His voice rose slightly.” - “ And he'’s got a
swell wife. And two of the finest kids that
ever breathed.

A sneer crawled across Chink’s ugly face.
He glanced up at Gubber.

“ Yeah?” inquired Gubber nastily. “Well
... in that case he shoulda been more care-
ful. He was kinda dumb, that friend of
yours. Too dumb to live.”

Vander’s breath stopped, choked off by
his tightening throat He stared, slowly
digesting the full meaning of the words.
His lips framed a question, relaxed in si-
lence. Chink was leering at him.

Anger flared in Vander’s eyes. He said
savagely, “ If you put the buzz on a swell
gent like Charlie Fletcher .. .

“ What'll you do about it?” smarled
Chink.

Gubber answered for him. “ He won't
do nothing,” the big man rumbled.

After a short pause he continued. “ Yeah
your friend was too dumb to live. But
you’re too smart. You know too much.
You see too much. You ain't a safe guy
to have around. See?*

Chink looked faintly worried. “ Hey,
not now,"” he said anxiously. “ The truck,
first.”

Gubber nodded slowly. * Yeah, I know,
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The truck.” He stepped aside, jerked an
elbow at the uncovered motor.

“ Get after that truck. And be- damned
quick about it.”

He drew his right hand out of his pocket,
clenched a mammoth fist.

Vander stepped across in front of him.
There was no other way to go. His body
tensed against the expected blow. Gub-
ber drew his fist back, growled. Vander

slipped by.

EANING into the motor, he lifted off
the broken distributor cap. It crum-

i Medorskehisiibansdsor He. fistedruthe
parts together, ickeckeddshe firingrionder thy
paetpositiomenf thecwizessithenxijerkadidhem
owd pokitibeirofsapketsires Heeawjunge drthbis
beel, ostartted foscikbes stogkroemung on his
heé HeytesngppethChinkkrbavhere the hell
do" yauythinkapmrergaing? here the hell
do Withowtirhalting rbe gaidgstubbornly, 1
gotviohgelt pantsig he said stubbornly, " 1
goGubber foltesved him over to the stock-
rocdubb&Fanslerwanldokedohe tdotre stock-
roéh¥ouvdoolr needct@dcome wvdere,” he
said Yoluntlyn't need to come in here,” he
saidhbibigiman seized him by the shoulder,
shaves thignrian theiceghh thebdooneasih wiime
thoafterhiimin Viandgn disappearedanmong
theahigh Hiratal \shacks. diEkpfeand ancodg
sheehigwhenetgpastaciwere Histesuralphabetie
sallyt \Flemanpa geinge fingesteto wal theblist.
aghigss Aedattedgling tmgar ehdden nmbier,
a6p®s a dotted line to a code number,
I6BB- stack sixteen, compartment three,
fiftln shet hbixtdeundcombattnhent negded,
Wihen shelfcame BackdGubher nad pashet
hisiemayndntanthebaffices uler weasdstansting
biemwthe isabe.the office. He was standing
ov#letteokedsup as Vander stepped in, and
shotteboKe@hipkgscimene? stepped in, and
shdthink "caminkcuniinge.” “ Whatsa mat-
ter@Hink came running. " Whatsa mat-

tei@ubber pointed to the safe. “ How
abaubity’ pointed to the safe. " How
abGihink?was doubtful. “I dunno.”

EHinkimbyaryubigul. Oughter besimple.”

Chinkirshookr yhisigheadughfeLdoksitilpde 4
towitindneshoaetl’s Feadtnelt irpftondisf i
Gubhbeonsquatted "bekidekdin.in front of it.
Gubber squatted beside him.
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Vander stepped back, slipped silently out
of the stockroom. The door made only the
thinnest squeak when he closed it. A short
distance down the wall to his right set a
phone. He streaked for it, caught it on the
run. He jerked off the receiver, crooked
his little finger into the dial.

At that instant the stockroom door burst
open, belched out Gubber. He caught sight
of Vander, bore down on him like a charg-
ing elephant.

Vander dropped the phone, dodged, but
the big man caught him in a crushing grip,
swung him off his feet and hurled him like
a wooden puppet across the floor.

He landed on the cement, striking on his
hip with a crash that seemed to crush
every bone from his knee upward. Driven
on by the terrific momentum he slid under
a €ar, scraping the skin from his face. He
lay there, crumpled and hurt.

Eurious, Gubber ripped the phone from
the wall and hurled it under the car,
struck Vander between the shoulders, driv-
ing the breath from his lungs. -Still rag-
ing, the big man stormed over, hauled
Vander out and jerked him to his feet.
With his broad heavy palm he clipped him
a stinging crack across the side of the head.
It almost .srvaciked himm outt likke @ lightt.

Still fuming and cursing, Gubber whirled
him around, faced him toward the truck
and catapulted him down the flosyx. Van-
der shot forward, stumbled, and lunged
down. He stayed there for a moment, sick
with pain. His stomach tightened, retched
weakly, relaxed.

He struggled up to his knees, swaying
dizzily. Slowly, grinding his teeth against
the pain, he staggered to his feet, stum-
bled drunkenly down to the truck. He
drooped over the fender, badly hurt, fight-
ing for consciousness.

Wearily he drew the distributor cap
from his pocket, still unbroken. Then,
with hands that quivered in pain, he went
silently, grimly to work.

Chink stood in the stockroom doorway
looking anxious.
wanta watch it. If he wasn’t tougher'n all
hell you'd of killed him."

It

He said, “ Gubber, you.
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“TI'll kill him, all right” raged Gubber.
“ One more stunt like that and I'll break
his back into forty-nine pieces.”

Vander, his hands shaking, eyes dimmed
with pain, went silently on with his work.
Gubber hovered around watching.

T took a long time and considerable
ingenuity to work on a clip that would
hold. And when it was done it was a

sleazy job. The wiring was much simpler,
though Vander fumbled a good deal.

At the end of twenty minutes he straight-
ened,up from his work. As the pain died
away, anger had crept in. But he kept it
down; thinking, planning. . ..

Gubber towered over him, glaring down.

“ Done?" he rasped.
Vander nodded. * Guess so,” he said
shortly.

He climbed stiffy up into the cab,
started the motor. It grumbled at fist;
then as he fed it gas, it roared reassuringly.

But Vander’s ears were not deceivged.
Underneath the heavy volume of sound he
sensed a thinness of power, the subtle gasp-
ing of a big motor smothered for lack of
an adequate mixture. He remembered
then the crack in the intake.

He cut the motor and climbed out of the
cab. Chink appeared in the stockroom
doorway, attracted by the sound of the
motor.

“ Got her going, huh? Listen, Gubber,
this box has got me licked.”

Gubber shrugged. *“ Okay,” he said,
easily. “ We'll take it with us.”

“ Yeah? Where you gonna find reem??*

“ We'll make room, all right. We can
haul the stiff out. Shoulda dumped him
down the road, anyways. Leave him here.”

He turned to Vander. “ Come on.” He
walked around behind the trailer, jerked
open the doors at the back.

Vander’s jaw sagged, his eyes widening.
Just inside the doors, wedged against the
bales of silk, lay the crumpled body of a
man. It was in a curled-up position on
its back, knees doubled and jammed up un-
der the chin, like the embrye of a chicken
coiled up in its egg.
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As the doors epened -the legs uncoiled
slowly, fell limply over the tail of thetruck.
The truckman's jumper, from the might
shoulder down, was stiff and caked with an
ugly brownish stain.

He saw the face, gasped, “ Chanliee—"
and cut it off short. He swung around to
Gubber. “ You damned dintyy—"

“Lay offf* snarled Gubber, “or ¥
smack yer one fer keeps.” He raised his
hand, a-bludgeoning threat. “ Pick up his
feet.”

Vander stepped up to the truck. “ You
get the hell out of here,” he fitmed,. “ 1
take care of him.”

Gently, carefully, he lifted the limp form
and carried it across to the stockroom wall.
He kicked two padded creepers into line
and eased his burden onto the rude bed.

He dropped down swiftly. This Charlie
Fletcher was only a lad, with a fine clear
skin and delicate features. -He looked mere
like a-concert violinist than a. truck-driver.

He was still breathing, quietly and
evenly. Vander’s hopes rose. He wasn't
hurt too badly, after all. - The wound.on
his shoulder had clotted, and the bleeding
stopped.

Chink was struggling to get the heod
back .over the motor. He looked across
at Vander, yelled, “ Hey you, c'mere.”

Vander rose, crosséd slowly. Just then
Gubber came out of the stockroom carry-
ing the safe. Vander knew from experience
that it was a load for any two normal men.
He watched Gubber carry it with careless
ease. He took it around behind the truck,
sheved it inside and slammed the doors.

He came forward then, his big hands
sunk in the pockets of his coat. He
nodded to Chink, growled, “ Okay.”

Chink seized Vander by the arm. “ You
come with me,” he commanded. He led
Vander across to the stockroom wall, faced
hie against it with his back to the truck.
He swung away, nodded to Gubber.

“ The works,” he said . briefly.

Vander’s back crawled. He knew what
it meant, could .almost feel .the slugs rip-
ping :into- his body. He spun.around and
leaped away.
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his hand raised. The overhead light

glinted dully on the automatic in
that hand. As Vander leaped he moved
the muzzle of the gun slightly to keep him
in line,

“Don't be a sap,” choked Vander des-
perately. “ Yeu put the blast on-me and
you'll never move that truck”

“ Why not?” sneered Chink.

“ It ain’t running right, that’s winy.”

“TFhat’s a gag,” snarled Gubber.
heard it running all riight.”

“ Sure,” Vander argued hastily, * you
heard the motor running. -But wait until
it gets a load on it. YouHl see. It'll die
on your hands.” ‘He paused, gulping nerv-
eusly. *“ You don’t believe me, huh?
Okay, try it. See for yourself.”

Chink looked questioningly at Gubber.
He turned back to Vander.

“.So you was gonna pull a fast one on
us, huh? Gonna leave us strapped here?”

“ Your own fault,” snapped - Vander.
“ You wouldn’t give me time to finish the
job.”

Gubber grewled, deep in his chest,
““Wieat’s the matter with it?”

Vande#’s eyes narrowed. He said stub-
bornly, “I'm sick of -talking .into the
muzzle of that gun.”

Their eyes clashed in angry silence.
Slowly the big man lowered the gun.

GUEBER .was standing.by the truck,

“lI

“C'mon,” said Chink. “Show me.
And talk fast.”
They crossed ‘to the truck. Vander

pointed out the crack in the intake,

“If you think you're going to move a
load with a hole like that in the line, you're
cracked,” he told them. “ It wouldn’t pull
your hat off.”

“YWeah?"” queried Gubber.
you gonna do about it?”

Vander shrugged. * What diyou want
done? I.can put in a new one. Or I can
plug up the crack with a metal paste so
it last for a while.”

“ Which is quikken??*

“ The paste. - If it stays’

“ Do it tHemi ™

Vander turned, sauntered down toward

“Whadda
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the back of the garage. Gubber tagged
along, prodding him from behind,

“ C’'mon, c'mon,” he snapped. “ Get the
lead outa you. This ain't no parade.”

From a fifity-galllon drum Vander drew
about three quarts of gasoline into a large
shallow pan. On the way back to the truck
he picked up a handful of cotton waste and
a section of quarter-inch welding rod, flat-
tened at one end like a spatula.

With a scrap of waste dipped in gasoline,
he scrubbed the area around the crack un-
til the metal shone with a dull polish. He
lounged carelessly agaiifst the fender while
he mixed the paste. Then, pressing it
firmly and tightly into every pore, he
plugged the crack to the perfect air-tight-
ness of what looked to be a permanent job.

Chink watched him put down his tools
and wipe his hands.

“ Done?*

[13 Yeah.hl
harden.”

“ How long will that taler?*

“ About an hour.*

He nodded. “ But it's got to

UBBER glared at him, his dark eyes
blazing. “ An hour, huh? Why
didn’t you put in a new one? You

said this was quicker.”

The dull deadly menace in his voice sent
littte chills prickling along Vander’s spine,
The deep bass voice rose to a snarl, “ You
think we're gonna stand around here for
an hour, you damned grease-jack? Trying
some of your tricks, huln?"

“ Keep your shirt om said Vander
hastily. . 1I can hurry it a little if yeu
want. But don't blame me if it cracks.”

He twisted a wad of waste around his
spatula, dipped it in the gasoline. He
stepped back, struck a match, and the
spatula was a tiny torch. Slowly he waved
this back and forth under the damp paste.

# Hold it still,” commanded Gubber.
“ Give it some heaft*

“Sure,” retorted Vander.
the job.” )

Gubber loomed ever him.

“ Do what T tell you. And shut W

Vander straightened up, turned to froe

“ Apd RuiR
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him. The torch flamed above the panful of
gas.

“ Who's doing this?" he snapped. “ You
or__w

With a sudden deft flick of his thumb, he
shot the burning torch down into the gas.
Instantly the big pan flared in a rising wall
of fiteme. He leaped on it, seized it in his
grimy hands. With an upward, scooping
motion he sloshed the flaming liquid up
over the big man’s chest and into his face.

A burst of fire enveloped Gubber’s head
and shoulders. Flame leaped over his face,
sprouted from his hair. He gasped, sucked
in the living fire and screamed as its tiny
fangs slashed at his throat, seared his lungs.

He thrust his big hands into the fizme,
clawed at his screaming throat. Bellow-
ing in agony, his eyes seared by the blast,
he staggered blindly, lunged into the truck
and crashed down.

But Vander had not waited for this. He
whirled on the astounded Chink. Here was
a man of his own size, a man he could meet
on equal terms.

He plunged joyously, madly into the
fight, grim and silent, fists swinging with
murder in every blow. Caught in the full
force of the onslaught Chink whirled,
leaped up to the cab. From this vantage
point he lashed out a vicious kick that
caught Vander a cruel blow, low on the
chest. The breath shot out of his lungs;
his ribs caved, shrieking with pain.

Chink leaped, hammering Vander’s face
with both fists. They crashed down, rolled;
hammering, clawing, kicking like wild
beasts. And subconsciously, as they strug-
gled there, each realized that this was a
fight to death.

They rolled again, halted with Chink
on top. He lunged for -Vander’s throat,
found it. Vander jerked his head forward,
sank his teeth deep into the corded wrist.

Yowling, Chink loosened his grip,
Vander arched his back, toppled him over.
They rolled again, and Vander landed on
top.

He grabbed the hunched shoulders,
jerked Chink to a half-sitting position.
Then, with all the strength in his enraged
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body, he slammed him back against the
floor.

€hink’s head crashed against the cement
with a dull kenk. His eyes popped open
—wide, staring. His jaw sagged.

ANDER sat back, breathing hard.
Slowly he rose to his feet, his eyes
aov(hinkss relackoface. feet, his eyes

“ Lendyfinle smuktered; ‘ that crack
didnitodeyhimhao geottdted, " that crack
didrhe garage wasgoinging with the sound
of 1Grebher'sgboarse heldowingithHeevtithad
oft Ghebélostokickinglihlindly, rsereaming
‘gasping fowmirkicking biindly, screaming,
' gaMandefor rdached into his  toolbox,
broughteout acshortibariofostedlis Heosmumg
Hratigbubber amissedpanditbecbig mran swlled
inglets the aruckssed ediked brounsh tolthe
othier side trwaited Hbenékegrimoand eileml
thieebasideadyaitdaulthereroljednbaekl asiteon
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the same side. He struggled to his feet,
poised there, clawing, roaring.

Then, like a lunging fullback, he charged
toward the stockroom wall. Head down,
blind as a bat, he crashed headlong into the
solid wall of cement blocks.

For a brief second he hung there; then
he erumpled to the floor—black, charred
andcamoplstering.the  floor—black, charred
an¥andhewlskated. With the back of one
grivgh garw sherstowlyvrubbed: thectip oof dris
gosay phive hngeuslyokubisewthier dhanet res
faxed, ande thindmat off stdel claokedann the
floexd, and the bar of steel clanked on the
floAbruptly he swung away and started for
thenoffiget iphooeswhia eyesastith fixad rond the
comunaplied pignee.his Ayesmiliel fofedderision
stratghled hisigsmellem lipsnile of  derision
strétdlamghpishubdilerhdipmuttered disdain-
fullytouyMeblehso. hButnundessdl miscik-
tyed—henidm's boun@/t unless I'm cock-

the bar ready. Gubber rolled back olff3E BRldd—he didn't bounce.”

We Walk Too Much

A LARMISTS who predict that, because of aatomobiles and :other walk-
saving machines, man will lose the use of his legs in another hundred
thousand years, can stop worrying right now. Likewise those doctors who
are always advising you to walk a mile a day for exercise had better start
speaking in whispers. For Dr. Joseph Lelyveld, director of research for ihe
National Association of Chiropodists, has been finding out things about walk-
ing, te wit=that if there is any kind of exetcise the human animal gets plenty
of, it's walking. Amd that goes for man, woman and child.

Speaking in round numbers, the doctor finds that the average- human
takes some 18,008 steps a day, covering eight and seven-eighths miles. Of
course, that's only the average. A schoolboy will do about fifteen miles a
day, and a farmer hard at his spring plowing may cover twenty-five. The
average woman shopper covers better than eight miles in that one activity
alone on a shopping day. So of course we don’t all come close even to the
eight and seven-eighths average. Nometheless, the average housewife, with-
out leaving her home, goes as far as from Boston to San Framcisco every
year. Amnd the business man, who, everybody agrees, gets practically no ex-
ercise at all, nevertheless walks as far as from Boston to New York every
three or four weeks—iin his own office.

This news is enough to tire anybody. .....

<Jaswass F-. Lumbests.



The Readers' Viewpoint

ET'S all take down our hair this

week and open our hearts. Re-
cently, the poor old Editor has- been
sitting up here in the office letting the
readers bawl him out for all sorts of
things, for not having enough serials
ofF having tee many, for the ehoice of
his steries, for mistakes that ereep into
the tales that are published i Ameosy.
The Editer has just been taking it en
the ehin and has net been talking baek.
Even new he is net 1f a very eombative
fmeed, but he dees feel like sitting in
with the erewd. Se let's epen our
hearts.

There is a lady here in the office {not
really here, only her astral body and a
letter) who has beaten us to this-hair-
taking-down business. We'll give her
the flloor.

MARTHA FETZER

Always I read the Argomnées. Always I have
resented the attitude of these critics who seize
on some triviality of subsidiary detail to mangle
the major of the ensemble story.

Always, also, I have especially resented the
voices of ladies lifted in such derisions. If ladies
are going to ride in the posse, where they ain't
no real right to be, let them sing mighty small.

But I sweep both these unusualmesses of wmy
sentiments aside, to objest to your stery eof
Sidney, the Morse-Code-tizained rattlesnake. The
story is fascinating, but there are two statements
in its unfolding that are reprehensibly imaccurate.
One is this: Sidney is stated to have failed on
the code for O. No rattler ever falls down on
the code for ©., From the first time he buckles
on his license-plates the rattler is trained to signal
accurately to all comers and on all occasions, the
message 1 O U P D Q and all comers on all o¢-
casions have answered “ All Clear.

When this story is edited by its authors toward
its deserving competition for a Nobel prize, I beg

that there be made alteration according to this,
my true observation,
Danville, Penna.

f @ “HHAT was a terrible mistake on our

part and, we might as well break
down right now and admit that our
acquaintanceship with rattlers has been
scant indeed. Only onee have we met
up with one and that's when eur Unele
Chandler was bitten by a sidewlnder
and died. What the snake sald te Une,
we do not knew. But it seunded pretty
nasty te us. Ever sinee then we've
wanted te kiew Merse cede.

But we are also badly informed on
that! Howewer, we do know praise
when we see it. Here is a batch writ-
ten by our old friend

J. A. BLUNDON

This is the first time I have written to you
and possibly it will be the last, and it is possible
I should not address you now, if it were not for
the fact that so many readers are telling how long
they have read the ARGOSY, and mentioning their
likes and dislikes. For myself, I have read the
ArGosy for better than forty years, since the days
of the “ Golden Argosy,” and in that time I
have “squandered " in the neighborhood of $260
for said magazine, I have missed very few issues
in all these years. I have traveled extensively
within the boundaries of North America and
oftentimes within the pages of ARCOSY I can see
again the scenes and places that I once knew,
and often meet the name of some person whom
I also knew, and that is one of the many things
I enjoy about ARGOSY. I almost always man-
age to get my copy of ARGOSY whenever I can,
and each week I read it from “kiver to kiver,”
even the ads.

Of course, there are some stories I like better
than others, but as a whole I have no fault te
find. I find mistakes in diction, mistakes in
spelling, mistakes in scientific subjects, but what
are a few mistakes? The magazine as a whole

141



142

suits me right down to the ground. If it did
not do you imagine I should have spent my
money all these years for it? Well, hardily!

You know the old saying: “ Every knock is
a boost,” so let the knockers keep on knocking,
and the boosters keep on boosting. As for me,
E shall keep right on reading the ARGOSY as long
as I have eyes to see with and a mind te under-
stand. I have no faverite autheis. 1 like them
all. T get lots of enjoyment aut ef ARGOSY eaeh
and every week.

Now see if you have any other readers who
can better my record. I can safely say that within
the past forty years I have not missed more than
fifty issues of the ARGOSY.

Wheeling, W. Va.

"IMHAT forty-year record is a fine
-~ one, indeed — but what do you
mean, J. A., by saying that you
“ squandered ”’ your dimero on ARGOSY.
Wihen you get 4 bargain like Arcosy
you should use the word * mvested”
For that tatter, you praetieally stole
Arwosy for ten cents.

Just to show you that we are not
alone in this attitude we're printing a
letter from

VINCENT H. REED

I have just finished Theodore Roscoe’s novelette,
“King of the Beasts,” which I consider one of
the most interesting stories that I have ever read
in ARcOsY or any other book. The story was so
interesting and enjoyable that I was unable to
leave the book until I frrished. I have been
reading Arcosy for many years and although I
enjoy almost every story, the above mentioned
was the best. I have never written to this de-
partment before, but after finishing this story I
took the liberty of writing to encourage more
stories of this type rather than the almost impos-
sible types that often appear in the book. Never-
theless I shall continue reading Amrcosy because it
is the best light reading that can be gotten.

Mount Vernon, N. V.

H! Our friend! We wish we could

fill our book with stories like that.

Or, we should say, we're glad we do!

Mayhe this praise party is going to our

heads. Wihether it is or not we're go-

ing to subject ourselves (and you) to

more of it. At the meeting this week
is a defender of the defenseless.

ARGOSY

FREDERICK KOCH

In reading your viewpoints on AWgIRRRECH sureire
would like to defend W. C. Tuttle in his wonderful
stories. I read where Mr. Louis Grobman con-
demns Mr. W. C. Tuttle. I will admit 1 did
not care for the Dogieville novelettes, but sure
love the Hemry stoties, alse his l1ast nevelette,
“No Law in Shadew Valley.” Let's have #maere.
Den’t you think it is near time fof a Mv. Hazel-
line_ stery by George Worts? I alse like the Legisn
steries By Theeders Roscoe. I aM S6FFY yoHF
Beek deesh't eome sut twice a week, as {He week
seems 1eng waiting for the next Baok, 1 Repe ME.
E3uis Grobman WAl see this Argonste. He shetld
rememBer if you 2Rt Boost don't knock: E8Ag
live ARcosy, and t shall always read it a8 Isng
as | ¢an see {9 Féad;

Philadelphia, Penna.

E like the attitude of the cryptic
gentleman known as

D. M. R.

I thoroughly enjoy the stories in ARGBY¥—swme
appeal to me more than others, but I mostly
read them all.

I like the stories because they are pure fiitiom,
creations from the brains of the authors, staged
here and there, characters from all classes and
stations of life, merged into a tale that’s different
from our jdaily grind.

Stories in ARCOSY are not suppesed to be based
on facts; if they were, they wouldn't interest me
so much.

I really like best the fantastic stories and
Jimmie Cordie, B. Bell Williams, Gilliven Hrizzettineg.

I just start at page i and go back and I have
a happy time until I reach the Argonotes, then 1
get mad. . ..

And I want to know why you try to hamper
the authors by publishing the letters of the fel-
lows. who read fiction with an encyclopedia under
the magazine. Who cares a hang whether the
dates are correct!?

Must an author create a plot in India and have
to trot over there and verify each statement?

Must he make history out of fittiom?

Can't he create a story in any eountry, from
any race of people? If you buy those stories
and like them well enough to publish them in
ARCOSY, it seems they suited you. And, mostly,
they suit us. So why don't you stick by the
authors and refuse to show those letters from
birds with a yen te show tip their superior edu-
eatien—fefuse to publish them and then the argu-
fent steps. Deom't fhake an author spologize
te these gentlemen, of offer eafreetions. Its fies
tieR. Let’s keep it that way.

Louisville, Ky.
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NT@W with that boost behind us
we'll take a knock and then tell
you folks what you can expect in days
to come.

MRS. R. H. LUDVIGSON

I have a big bone to pick with you! I have
been a reader of ArRcosY for 12 years. My whole
family enjoys it, my husband, my father and
my ten-year-old son. We always read the Axgn-
nattes and get a big kick out of it. Feel sorry
for your editor as you can't please everyone.
Everyome likes different types of stores. When
E buy my ARmcosy every week I read it from
cover to cover whether I like the type of story
or not as somewthere someone else enjoys it. Same
way with the serials, some like a lot, some don't,
and you can’t please them both. But I sure don’t
agree with Mnr. Briges to let such characters as
the Moomtana Kdd, Mr. Haseitine, Sifigapore
Samwy, fade out of the picture. I am very fond
of these stories and I am sure I'm net the only
one.

Now to the bome I have to pick with you.
Po you kmow that Aug. 25, 1034, is the last
time you gave us a Paler the Bracen stomy?
Wihat's wrong? Wiill be watching for your answer
fn the Argomotss.

Venice, Calif.

NTFES, we know it's been years since

Peter petered out. Amd we prom-
ise to do what we can to bring him
back. In the meantime, though, look
at what'’s coming.

Wiill o’ the Wisp—A five-patt novel
by H. Bedford-Jones starts in the com-
ing issue of Amcosy. It's a lusty and
lively tale of ageless days of high ad-
venture in old Framee. Youw'll meet
everyone from King George the Third
to Ben Framklin. But, more thrilling
than these men of history, is Brian
Desmond, that devil-may-care knight
of the sword, that man of a thousand
faces, the cleverest spy in the kingdom |

Hades—A three-part thriller by a
new writer, Lester Dent. Here is the
most unusual cast of characters you
have encountered in recent finttion,
Thrilis and chills and eerie mystery
when the seekers for Hell find what
they feared to find.

Thousands have found it easy to own
America's finest diamond rlngs watches,
sllverwa.re or dewelry by the Santa Fe
Plan. Bulova amilton, or Elgln watches
liant blue-white onds—ailver-
ware from world-famous co
the great Santa Fe Specl als—ol
ou at startllng cash prices on confiden-
ial liberal cre t terms,

A Few Cents a Day is the Santa Fe Way

That watch or diamond aIou ve always wanted, Jonged
for—you needn’t wait any longer for it. The
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HAVE A NEW SKINI|  vuurit still be shivering when Eus-

tace L. Adamms comes back with his
new four-part serial

The Man with the Painted Smilée—
A swift story of shipwreck seas and
strange adventure. A hard-hitting hero
and a villain you will love to hate.

Read this Amd these do not even approach the
—and hfm"ﬁmofﬁ'm considered .ﬁnbﬁbmys end of what we have in store. There

meval of tan, olly gkln' large aeere!
vnmﬂdn and other defects in the ouler SKin-—cAn

harmilessly and ecenomically at home In three days’ HW@ !3 akaked WI“ be a four-part feature by George
by legions of men and women,

d d_ . - »
Tiis all explained in a now ué@ff ssrelausenealled - Brucie, a story,of the prize-ring, of
whieh {3 being mailed absolutely free to renders of this paper. [ ﬁghlﬂng-;’ hearts and red leather.

} f
aginy, it ?:ay”a%” Sutar ekin. Toaks sotted wnd wern, 8 ”";"' send ",'..‘." Weamch Caravan, by Johnston Mc-
By es: No." 1700, mmmas: A LQBOM N reseivos € Cali i
&h :m tarntlu by return Il‘:‘“ilnd{l.ln wrapper., ponpqld and ab- ulley, a tale Of OId ahforn‘Hﬁ a
Mdtely freo. if pleased. tell frien great ranchero who needed brides for

— % his brave vaqueros and set out on a
l woman round-up. It's Johnston Mc-

A WEEK | Cuiley at his best.

m‘:d .na“é‘ti.se‘:?"’ Chracten Anished Tk B““‘é“"%aé‘ia And two six-part novels that deserve
lhd regulated mwe anwed ‘aourate time rl}g . r . .
serw éal f ‘r o years, Emulsitel special mentiomm:

> -me -n "“’"" our- r+ Theodore Roscoe has already won

mazfdﬁ;'m ‘m@ his spurs as one of the finest young

Te advertvse cm-sinulaud Diamnd Rln story-teller§ n Ammﬂm Z Is fOl‘

Walshon & ne fin pmng'a( "Mﬂa 5?3 Zombie, his new novel, will add to his

SEN e'"m B" eV N y 2y and m ;g brilliant reputation. Amd Edgar Rice

P “” &"as;u\f? ngﬁ“a";',"'s °"'"° Burroughs has hit a new high in fan-

Wﬁf&?{ JEWELRY CO., " é}@ tasy with Seven Wanilds to Conquer.

It's no wonder the Editor is pleased
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FREE BOOKLET
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PO RTI/AlhT JJ i
B NG Sirvone

NEW! NOVEL!
SENSATIONAL!

Pays a Golden Harvest of _—
BIG CASH PROFITS BEAUTIFUL!

To Men and Womem! PERMANENT!!
It's here! The hotttest, most wnsationall, Portrait Rillﬂ Made
most frippingz sellimg idea of the age -
THE PORTRAIT RING—ifhe rimg men from any Phelo orr Picture
and women everywinere, rich and poor, For only $2.00 retail—ilook what you
vounz and old wamt to wear and keep affert dA eﬂade g: Tfnmm;tonyx }lki
i ? oiig] € Mo preciou
their whole lives lorng. Wihy? Because Szl(lt'i;lﬂcai:"tlhe S reproductisn ot
on this beautiful ring is permanently e e are of a laveHd one. ihe ring it
reproduced any photograph, snapshot seff can't tarnish. It will wear forever
oF picture of some loved one. Yes— with ordimaty care. The pieture of the
reproduced elearly and sharply and loved one is clearly, sharply reproduced
fhade part of the ring itself so it with surprising faithfulness and becomes
ean't rub off, come off or fade off. an inseparable part of the ring. It caw't
This sensationall new idea iz mak- wear off, rub off, or fade off.
ing AR unbelievable hit. Men and Make Pockets Full off Dellars
ot i Ty Just Wearing Ring!
taking dezens of erders a day and Can you imagine 2 more povel, more unususl .
?kmg dellars of profit by the hﬁﬂﬂ gift than the Portrait Ring? Hew ean any man
R Aew, iR Your téfﬂteig o Iromam“ﬁm‘]taul‘lml'c ‘beauul‘m w‘;y :s efdrg!;
an LT wi eh
E‘%ﬁ eash 1o %ig» W‘;w aa’é with this @%smng pl"r’.'ﬂf. :e?ri::fin a sweetgeangl Portrait R wuh
Jlifechre BrOt maker and eafh Mmonky 36 easily b o s Sapenty Thorosucest Wb

surprise! 10 orders a day is an eas goal—‘ZD
orders a day are not too much te expec Only 10

— SELLS To EWME' arders a day pay you §60.00 a week clear profitl

AT fememerines o (NRENERREGRINE]

Once women carried pictures of their loved one in Jockets:
and men carried them in watch cases. These days are Humdreds of customers write they wouldn't take 2 fortune lar thw
gome. but the desire to carry the portrait of a loved one is  [ings if they couldn’ ‘v%ﬁ#éx’lfﬁ% Rf{ gim sv\;&"hgvg %"& g(
as.strong as ever. Not until the amazing secret Process f,’,’,",',g‘;,{; o,’:'“.. © Thitk of 1t—nd here's the most a gggu,,gmg o
fur transferring pictures to rings was discovered, was it DVANEE

of all—odf this $2.00—ACW COLLECT IN A

possible to revive this gmand old custom and to satisfy the AND KEEP $1.6@ as your profit! Don't wait. Rush

humgrer of every humam being to express again this grand- the coupen at ance for the sampie ring on our NO RISK
est of all sentiments. How mothers and fathers will wel- ptan and see for yoursell;ll whgﬂ‘t ;ﬂwhu wind money maker
come this opportumity to wear a ringz with the mest  (his is for you.

: ' : . 5 accompanied
precious setting of all—a picture of fheir beloved ehild. ‘b‘;@fﬂﬂlwﬂ:mff{:ég: orders which should be »

How happy every mam and woman will be to keep alive FATHER
the memory of the departed one by carrying with fhem
always, night and day, this beautiful Portrait Ring i

Order Your Sample Ring Now/!
You Don’t Risk a Pemmy!

Never before has anything like this come your way. Na
compettition from anyone—mo looking for prespeets (they
are all around yom >—no carrying a big stock or putting
any money into goods. Simply showing your sample ring
a few times a day, if you only start with your friends s&nd
neighbors, will be enough ta give you an endless ehaim of
orders. We cut away all red tape and are ready to send 2

MOTHER BABY

you a SAMPLE RING. The minute you take it out of its
beautiful Gift Box you are ready te go after the erders.
Rush the ecoupom below for YOUR sample rifng NOWI{

That's all the outfit you need. It will do all your selling ...ﬂ"%iﬁ:’i.""&iﬁf’?ﬁi’ 2&'21";.'35 igaﬂm;nﬁ‘:;%l‘y
for you. And we make it easy for you to obtain this Willl pay postmam $1.0@ plus few eents pestage.
sample ABSOLUTELY FREE OF A PENNY COST undef It is understood that it 1 am not enticely safis:
our liberal offer. fiedl T cam returmn ring withim 5 days and yeu

will refund my- meney in full.
( ) Send full details only.

ANATRAIT RINE CO. m




Bills nagging, comforts vanishing, funds
slipping, the fimgers of want reaching
out for what little is left—mwthat a testwre
when jobs are hard to get and a family must
be kept alive!

Would you change the picture? Then look at

the cheering prospect opened up by my gener-
ous offer to help you set up a respectable and
profitable business of your own—finance yYour
prosperous growing business on my momey—

withont you riskiimg a penny of your momsy to s¢ant!

There’s no catch in this.

Y bavidaA

It’s an honest offer, made

by a responsible manufacturer whose Route Dealers

made over one millloon dollkass in profits last year.

I'll Give You This
New Chance

I am a -manufacturer, nationally known, with a
million-dollar plant. I need more Dealers at once
to work in their own home territories. I offer this
liberal money-making chance to earnest men and
women who will set up Routes in familiar neigh-
borhoods. When you become a Dealer, you are
like an Independemt Merchamt. Other Dealers
now making up to $60 and more in one week. You
handle quality products in everyday use by all the
family—a brand well-known the country over, but
never sold in stores. You take orders at your
convenience; light work; ne experience neces-
sary; no bulky equipment to carry; no store com-
petition. Ywou begiin earmimg at enve-»your first
howr—nao waitiing, ne delay! Send for full de-
tailks=ABSOLUTELY FREE.

Wihat a delicious sense of security when you have
your family provided for, money in hand and your
future rosy. Not so much to ask, perhaps, but all
too often denied.

Rush® Coupon—Send No Money

ALBERT MILLS, Presidemt .
8749 Monmouth Avenwe, Cincinnati, Ohio

Without obligation to me, please send me FREE
FACTS about money-making plan with which you
help establish me in business for myself.

NAME

ADDRESS

It may seem *too good to be true” when I say
my proposition has brought prespeenity to many
Dealers who work with me, but it is a faat. The
chance I give those who cooperate and whe pur-
sue their opportunity faithfully, makes the way
clear for Big cash retuinrs far homest effpditd

You work for yourself. You have your own busi-
ness, are your own boss, work as you like. Results
are up to you.

It is into this prosperous family I invite the
willing and ambitious. Yom, too, will have the
most glorious opportunity of your life to make
good. Find out more about my proposition. Lose
no time. Mail the coupon right moowx—TIQIDAY !
All the facts are Free!

ALBERT MIILLS, President
8749 Monmouth Awe., Cincinnati, Ohio

Use a car like this

My free gift to Dealera as a bonus for making ihe grade!
Given iA additien fo your weekly cash earnings. This

g%ﬁd new Ford Tudor
an I\'vtjll help yoeu

enje;
new Business.

(Print or Wriite Plainly)



