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By L. G. BLOGHMAN

Author of “ Bombay Mail,”
“rKfghan Trick,” etc.

Bengal Fire

il

W

|

Tike East is a land of blazing sun and sweating heatr—and
the land where lies the high romance of all the ages.
But to the white man who plays with its shy
intrigue, the East is a terrible destvayer

CHAPTER 1.
TIGER BUTFON.

O one in Calcutta would think
N of writing a letter on any day

of the week except Thursday,
any more than a New Yorker would
think of moving any day but October
ist, On Thursday the mail leaves for
Europe and America via Bombay, and
on Thursday only an insurance sales-

man would think of violating the
warning This is mail day signs whieh
go up in every office frof Clive Street
to the Maidan. Therefore the hubbub

-which boiled through the publicity

offices of Harrison J. Hoyt on this par-
ticular Thursday was, to say the least,
unusual. And to tall, placld Lee
Marvin, whe had hurried away frem
his ewn mall at Caleutta headguarters
of Ofrfevre, Ltd, It was pesitively



A Novel of the Glammonauss Eastt

He toppled stiffly Into
the arms of Imspector
Prike

alarming. He didn't like it at all.

As Marvin announced himself to
Babu Gundranesh Dutt, the rotund
Bengali clerk who guarded Hoyt's
outer portals, he heard tempestuous
sounds of an altercation approaching
a climax on the other side of the par-
tition, One voice, which Marvin did
not know, swelled and sputtered with
rage; the other—Haytts—aarmwmered in
a sarcastic monotone, Marvin could
net distinguish words. He sat down
between two other men waiting in
Heyt's outer offiee.

Marvin knew both the men by sight.
One was Henry Kobayashi, a lynx-

Sy

eyed, Hawaiian-born Japanese, with
an aggressive American manner and
a job of flooding India with the cheap
product of Osaka cotton mills. The
other, a light-skinned Hindu with an
almond-green turban piled high on his
scornful head, was Chitterji Rao,
household officer for the Maharajah of
Jharnpur, . . .

Chitterji Rao was returning Mar-
vin’s glance with cold disdain when
the door to Hoyt's inner office burst
open and huge, sanguine-faced Kurt
Julius stormed forth, choking with in-
dignation. Julius, Marvin knew, was
a wild-animal merehant, He waddled
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past without a glance. Wiith a savage
tug he opened the collar of his high,
Dutch-style white jacket, as though to
make room for the choleric expansion
of his florid throat. A small silver
button popped off the jacket and
rolled along the floor to Marvin's feet.
As Julius stamped from the room,
Marvin picked up the button and ex-
amined it idly., It was of a common
type of detachable button made in
imitation of the old-time Siamese fical,
but in exeeution It was decidedly un-
common. The convex surface of the
silver was Intrieately ecarved in the
shape of a tiger’s head. Marvin put
the butten 1A his peeket.

Harrison Hoyt appeared on the
threshold of his office door. Henry
Kobayashi and Chitterji Rao arose ex-
pectantly. Hoyt beckoned to Marvin.
The Hindu and the Japanese glared at
the late arrival who was being ac-
corded special favors.

“1 got your chit,” said Marvin,
when the door closed behind him, “ and
I came right over. Is the Bosa pearl
finally—=?"

“Wo!"™ Hoyt interrupted with a
quick, apprehensive gesture for silence.
He looked uneasily toward the door to
the outer office, then continued in a
low voice: “MAAs a matter of fact, I
will have news for you on that matter
some time today. But I can't talk
about it now. I sent for you because
I want you to do me a personal favor.”

Hoyt tossed over a saimom-colored
telegraph form.

“1 want you to meet the Burma
Mail steamer today,” he said, “ and
take care of a girl for me.”

Marvin's expression changed as he
read the signature on the radiivgram:

ARRIVING CALCUTTA S.S. BAN-

GALORE THURSDAY LOVE
EVELYN

E said nothing as he folded the
paper and handed it back, but
there was reluctance in the

gesture with which he smoothed his red
hair—a deep red, the color of polished
mahogany. There was reluctance,
too, in his frank blue eyes, the blue-
ness of which was accentuated by the
healthy tan of his face, It was a
strong, clean-cut face, softened a little
by the good humor of his M-shaped
mouth, but still virile—so virile that
the vertical indentation in his chin
could not be called a dimple.

“You’re going to do it for me,
aren't you, Lee?” said Hoyt, smiling
across his desk. Wiith that prop smile
of his, Hoyt could be the most
charmingly disagreeable person in Cal-
cutta. Usually the sight of it made
Lee Marvin contemplate doing
violence to the gleaming octave of per-
fect Hoyt teeth. But today there was
something tragic about the insincerity
of the smile, something that reminded
Matvin of the pitiful bravade of a
condemned man atrald te dle.

“ Be reasonable, Harry,” said Mar-
vin. “ This is no job for anyone but
yourself."”

“You used to say you owed me
your life,” said Hoyt. His smile was
more ingratiating than ever, yet Mar-
vin could not rid himself of the im-
pression that it was merely a futile
mask for some great, unspoken fear.
“ Now you won’t even meet a boat
for me.”

Lee Marvin shifted uneasily in his
chair. He frowned.

“Harry, 1 don't like teans—and
you'll have to face them soomer or
later. After all, this is your mess. The
girl's not engaged to me.*

“To me either,” said Harrison J.
Hoyt.

“ 8he must think she is,” protested
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Marvin. “ You always said you were
going to bring her to India when you
had the money.”

“That was two years ago,” said
Hoyt. “ Affter two years you'd think
any girl would have sense enough to
know how things stwod.”

Marvin gave a noncommiittal shrug.
“Then why is she coming to Imdiee?*

“To make trouble,” Hoyt declared,
tapping the telegraph form. “ Why
didn’t she write she was coming? Or
at least send me a cable from Singa-
pore, where she changed ships. Or
from Penang. Instead she sends a last
minute radiogram from the ship,
figuring I won't have time to hide out
on her.”

“ Listen, Harry, if there's going to
be any troulhlke—"

“ You've got to do it, Lee” Hoyt
leaned across the desk to grasp Mar-
vin's wrists with tight, desperate
fingers. “ Youw've got to meet Evelyn
—and keep her from coming up here.
I can't leave my office this aftermoon,
Lee. It's a matter of life and death.
If it weren't so damned important I
wouldn’t ask you to do this. . .. The
Bangmlloee is due at three-thirty. You'd
better start for the Kidderpore docks.”

E haggard despair in Hoyt's
face, despair that defied all his
efforts to be gaily nonchalant,

finally decided Marvin. With a tre-
mendous sigh he capitulated.

“ All right,” he said, “IIlll do the
dirtv work. What's Evelyn's last
name ?°

“ Bramdn ™

“ And what does Evelyn Branch
look liikes?”

“ Oh, she has gray-green eyes,” said
Hoyt, trying unsuccessfully to be
casual. “ That's about all I re-
member.”

“Don't be so damned off-hand,”
said Marvin, “or I'm liable to get a
black eye for accosting the wrong
woman. Where’s that picture you
used to have on your desk until
Amtoiimette came romping into your
life last year?”

Hoyt opened the bottom drawer of
his desk, pushed aside a loaded re-
volver and lifted out a leather frame.
Marvin noticed that the frame was
mouldy, as was all leather that had
been neglected during the monsoon,
but that the revolver was freshly oiled.
He reached for the photograph and
with his thumb wiped off the greenish
tropical fungus clouding the glass,
until he could make out the features of
a rather pretty girl.

Her hair was of some vague light
color that the photographer had made
decidedly blond in spots by tricks in
lighting and focus. There were also
luscious high-lights on the lips, not at
all compatible with the outline of the
mouth, which was young and trust-
ing, nor with the big, wondering eyes.
The girl was not a babe in arms, how-
ever. Marvin drew this conclusion
from the poise of her head, which was
sure, proud, almost imperious. He
was glad of that.

“You'd better get going, Lee™
Hoyt reached for the photograph.
“ Good luck with Evelym™

“ Thanks,"” said Marvin with a wry
grin. “Wilst shall I tell hen?”

“ Anything you want’

“ Shall I be very blunt and tell her
that you’re getting married to-
morrow

“ May as well.
out.”

Marvin still hesitated.

“ And what shall I do with her,
after I've broken the news?"

“ Oh, yes." Hoyt peeled off a fifty~

She'll have to find
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rupee note from a fat bankroll.
“ Better take her to the Grand Hotel
and put her up. But keep her away

from me—at least until after the
wedding.”

“IIM  try,” said Marvin. “But
if_"

“ No ‘ifs’,” interrupted Hoyt, smil-
ing with all his teeth, while his eyes
grew even darker with hopeless horror.
“Hurry, or you'll miss the boat.
Don’t forget my bachelor dinner's at
nine.”

Without listening to Marvin's
answer, Hoyt pushed him toward the
door. Marvin went out. As he
crossed the outer office, he ac-
knowledged with a preoccupied nod the
beaming salutation of Babu Gundra-
nesh Dutt. He also nodded, on gen-
eral principles, to Henry Kobayashi
and to Chitterji Rao. The latter sat
uneasily in a rattan armchair and
fidgeted with the line of jet buttons
that bisected the front of his long, high
collared, black coat. The household
officer of His Highness did not change
the impersonal expression of his bulg-
ing eyes, the whites of which were as
blue as skimmed millk.

The Hindu's stare gave Marvin a
queer sensation of cold at the pit of
his stomach, as he hurried downstairs.
Wihether it was the eyes of Chitterji
Rao, the sly smirk off Hiemry
Kobayashi, the crimson rage of Kurt
Julius, or the ill-concealed terror of
Hoyt himself, Marvin left the office
with the definite impression that Har-
rison Hoyt was at last being sucked
down into the quicksands he had so
cleverly skirted for so long.

At the curb Marvin hailed a
dilapidated ta xii.. “ Kidderpore
docks,” told the driver, a Sikh with a
square black beard.

The cab lurched forward.
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CHAPTER II.
BRAVE GIRE.

ASOFT, hot rain was falling as
Marvin's taxi honked its way

along Chowringhee to Sir
James Outram’s statue, then cut across
the Maidan to Red Road. It was the
last of the Monsoon rains and would
be followed, after a few steamy
autumn weeks characterized chiefly by
the annual invasion of green flies, by
the period known technically as the
“ cold weather” because the tempera-
ture sometimes fell below seventy at
night. Elsewhere ifi Caleutta people
were halling the end of the Menseon
with considerable enthusiasm, beeause
praetieally the entlre seelal ealendar of
the Seeend Clty of the Emmpire Is
erowded nte the three menths between
the advent of the green flies and the
arfival of the first burnlng days ef
February. Lee Matvin, hewever, was
eeeupied with less pleasant theughis.
As the faif patiered oR RIS white
tepee, he was meditating upen the dis-
agreeable nature of the missien befere
him: He was alse eursing his pre:
dieament of Beifg wnder ebligations {8
2 man whem he thereughly distiked
and yet pitied as well:

Cursing, of course, was futile. The
fact remained that Marvin had gone
swimming in the surf at Puri, nearly
a year ago, and he had been drinking
champagne, and he had got a cramp,
and Harrison Hoyt had pulled him out
to safety., There was nothing par-
ticularly heroic in Hoyt’s action, since
the surf was rather quiet that night.
But there was no denying that if
Hoyt hadn't done what he did, Lee
Marvin would probably have drowned.
And after all, a8 man ean't refuse to do
a favor for a person who has saved
his life, even a faifly obnoxious peF-
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son. At least, a man like Lee Marvin
couldn't refuse. Amnd Harrison Hoyt
knew it and took advantage of it.

Harrison Hoyt was a shrewd, curly-
haired New Yarker with no humor in
his dark eyes, but a great propensity
for getting his long, sharp nose into
other people’s affairs. He had been
a press agent; even after the birth of
that glorified creature, the Public Re-
lations Counsel, Hoyt had still re-
mained a press agent—wihich shows
how little dignity he possessed. But
what he lacked in dignity, he made up
in enterprise, He had come to India
as ghest-wiriter for Kuft Julius, the
buyer of wild anifnals. Julius, filnding
himselt praetleally the enly impertant
niddleman in elephants and tigers whe
had nelther a beek nef a moevie t6 his
eredit, had hired Heyt te put him inte
literature. That was twe years age.
Heyt had eeme eut with Kust Jullus
eh his annual eeld-weather vislt, and
had net gene baek sinee.

ALCUTTA, Hoyt found, was
fertile field for a bright young
ddwvéktisiieg riean.a bPgbliciyyuny

India adyeritisitg imfancy. Plbéidsitish
IindihewBasin litel inéongreatl ae i
soniha kosifidetetom grhet qralibmet
sheinmaousdicepse Theyhnealealispmef
thair Hileeisdifaps. td hpgveeetieat spakh
dicoufike theloybods apavesetthap lpege
o ghgriealongdtheandayet Sp Hoge
opefiedianpublitigy Wificef hiSowroyt
opddechalpulyigityraffpee arfd onderful
cliéhtehulilt Tuliasstrehoeoanse wanadesfill
hhierditnt wWhbinshefcagnereachvasnstitl
Misefliethereherwére camefeach Rdjdhs,
dieidustherdmprere theirfayuestiajable
PEPstoons §Q1tlintle VB ritliehr @y bstiémadte
aplatigReswiHotibes Britifhirs) prortroter;
abjewrdeh Bxigadi PadRdisirse rownées,
anlE vt FAHp BergidiglacBhivishepyyinen
and. woreee! wROOHER inBditishe fsrofen

and women, who retained him profes-

sionally while despising him sociallly—
he might just as well have been in
trade, for all he was ever infited to a
Government House garden party. It
was even rumored over the tea-cups
at Firpo's and Peliti's and the Tolly-
gunj Gymkhana, that Hoyt must be
indulging in petty blackmail to secure
some of his clients. Lee Marvin could
not verify these rumors, but he was
ready to believe them, in view of the
finaneial advantage to which Hoyt was
turning Marvin's ewn sense of grati-
tude. Only last week Hoyt had asked
to borrew anether theusand riipees.

“ Look here,” Marvin had protested,
“you're already into me for seven
thousand dibs, and you keep on spend-
ing money as if you hadn’t a debt in
the world. You're living in a grand
manner that I couldn't afford my-
self. . . .»

“That's just swank for business
reasons,” said Hoyt. “ Anyhow,
saving your life is worth more than
seven thousand rupees, isn’t it?”

“Of course, if you put it on that
basis. I thought you were asking for
a loan. Apparently I'm paying salvage
fees on my own carcass.”

“Not at all. You’re making a down
payment on the Bosa pearl.”

‘“‘Iihe Bosa periP?*

“1 see you know itt’*

“ Naturally. The Maharajah of

Jhampun's—?"
“ What's it worthh?*
“Let's see. . . . Marvin made

mental calculations. The Bosa pearl
was at least a hundred-grainer. . . .
“Roughly, about ten thousand ster-
ling,” he said.

“If you're discreet—and play ball
with me—I can get it for you for flive”

Marvin had smiled. The Bosa pearl
for five thousand sterling, and he could
practically write his own ticket with
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Orfevre, Ltd.: The well-upholstered
executive chair he had been vaguely
promised in the Paris branch, at leastt;
possibly even a boost to New York.

But he was not counting on it,
despite Hoyt’s relations with the Ma-
harajah of Jharnpur. Very likely,
Hoyt was merely talking an extra
thousand rupees out of the good-
natured Marvin. The Bosa pearl was
probably a figment of his active im-
agination, Maevin mused, while this
girl he was on his way to meet was a
real problem, . . .

Marvin’s taxi arrived at the Kidder-
pore docks just as the Bangaitnze was
churning fresh mud from the bottom
of the brown Hooghly, preparatory to
warping alongside her pier. Marvin
hurried through the customs sheds and
reached the bulkhead in time to see
Evelyn Branch standing at the rail of
the incoming ship. He recognized her
from the photograph—ithe same proud
carriage of her blond head; a little
more so, even, From a distance the
outlines of her full lips seemed less
young and trusting, teo. The girl had
evidently grown up some since Hoyt's
pleture was taken. She seemed capable
ot sharp answers. Marvin was glad
of that. He weuld rather have eurses
than tears:

EVELYN BRANCH was scanning
the faces of the small crowd on
the pier, obviously looking for

Harrison Hoyt. She leaned her elbows
on the rail, her white boucle dress
moulded against her by the wind that
swept the river,

The gangplank was hoisted aboard.
In a few minutes she came down.

Marvin touched her arm.

“ Welcome to India, Miss Bramcn,
he said.

The girl turned, her lips parted with

joyous expectancy. She was ready to
fall into his arms. When she saw
him, her eyes clouded with puzzled dis-
appointment. They were the same big
wondering eyes of the photograpii.
Marvin gallantly risked sunstroke and
took off his topee.

“Did you just speak to me?" asked
Evelyn Branch.

“ 1 did, Miss Bramdn’

“But ... do I know you?*

“ You do not, Miss Branch. But if
you’ll come over this way, so that I
may help you clear the customs, I'll
explain.”

“I'm sorry. 1 was expedtiigs—"

“]1 know, Miss Branch.” Marvin
put on his topee and took the girl's

arm. “ You see, I'm a friend of Har-
rison Hoyt.”
“ Where — ?* The girl stopped

dead in her tracks. There was anguish
in her voice. She was afraid to finish
her question,

“He was unable to come, Miss
Branch,” said Marvin. He didn't
look at her. He started her walking
again. They had reached the hot
gloom of the customs shed before she
said sharply: ““ YWy ?”

“ Temporarily incapacitated,” said
Marvin. “ Nothing serious, of course.
One of the many minor but ammoying
visitations which we in the tropics—"

“ Please tell me the truth,” imter-
rupted the girl, a little breathless.

“Do you mean to tell me to my
face that I'm not a convincing liar?”
It was positively wicked, being face-
tious on the threshold of a tragic mo-
ment, but Marvin couldn't help it. It
was the only way he could keep him-
self from suddenly running out on the
whole disagreeable business.

“WAedll?”  Evelyn was growing im-
patient. “Is this one of Harrison's
little jokes?"
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“It's no joke, 1 assure you.” Be
brutal, Marvin was telling himssFf;
that's the kindest way. “ You see,
Hoyt is getting married tomorrow.”

Evelyn Branch started to smile, as
though to say, then he did get mv
radiogram after all, and he’s rushing
marriage preparations. . . . The smile
did not materialize. A peculiar blank
expression came over her face.

Quick Marvin, the coup de grerecs. .

“ He's marrying,” he said, * a rather
unpleasant person named Antoinette
Vrai.”

VELYN BRANCH i not @asp,
sway, or burst into tears. With
heraynfinishest sniletesail. onvihie

ends lodr hefiniigsd straildoskiidomrighe
tinesugdf Mervinidstoshaothekesoridyhda
thraugly Marldnpéoplednbyhériendsdnd
Fogyandvarhbitiensledubyoff ifruta dred
bopese 3edennseationShewwaf fcdnopleteby
obliviogeveo stes. biibdevad cetaplatey
Flidisiua  tastdms bitpectdrs stauiog
Roggagtenwitistemslkinfeeclphitay kimg
tdadras \Odhickallidsiatrakyglings, with
bapianyd Dekiés,Chotielsratineas)ihelpéss
passerper oxBvelpiel seefiiedl s stidiidaby
PeP§enasch- albive] et saeenahs sislddoly
ks, MBHe aleemelket tehe Ma@sviiot viery
ltve anbiechatemaglytdetdatided. very
brapgeandspearpégaly defermingil—not
hystegRallsher Leafshichfly, IBug8oft19t
W§Feﬁ§a!hb@gh34f&0rﬁfa9él¥, Hutirofitdp
HATEwasy st e BEadif tduilgrlyin
haliRkorbibitk dietsatHdt ke rMashian
Was PMrenheddeRdjdReas R ther. woman
Waslaéﬁ%'gle'lquﬁk% arhkd fool,”
she daidl§$siakn Just a damned fool
she58ifl #hdeShoment, Marvin ceased
to EEP%#hasmemﬁﬁoNaqq@ Wwa8she
18nr FRhARAIE StHe MO  d1 a¥ASumR
1186t AN IHE G a8 mBhtRBi ATy
RIGFQRETETY infbt ed2d SHRRPERAIN
ﬁ%fémew'yaﬁnrﬁ{gag%gn ihederaanl
REOLENAY \OnfREad i He E99atrust-

, young woman, when he said:

“1 wouldn't say that. You're not
a mind reader. You didn’t know he
was marrying someone else, did you 7"

“ Of course not. Why do you sup-
pose I came outt?”

“ Did you have any inkling that . . .
I mean, did Harrison Hoyt tell you
not to come to India?’ Marvin asked.

The girl hesitated an instant. She
gave Marvin a quick, sharp glance, as
though she were seeing him as a per-
son for the first time, making a split-
second appraisal, weighing his motives.

“ No," she said, almost immediattely.

“ Then you'd better go right back
home—ibrutal as it may soumd.™

“Hiome?” Evelyn Branch laughed
nervously. “1I can't—unless steamer
tickets grow on trees in this lush
climate. It took all my hard-earned
cash to get out here. 1 was so con-
fident diett—"

Her voice failed. For the first
time the hopeless pathos of her pre-
dicament seemed to touch her.

“Tll stake you to a ticket,” said
Marvin impetuously.

“ No, thamks” Pathetic? Cold as
ice, now. Haughty. A little indignant,
even. “ Don't think for a moment that
I'd accept money from Harrison Hoyt.
Tell him he doesn’t have to buy me
off; I won't start trouble. And I don't
want pity money.”

“1 wasn't speaking for Hoyt. 1
was speaking for mysdiff.”

“Oh Again that quick, sharp
glance. “ Then you're a little prema-
ture. I don't rebound quite that
quickly. . . .”

“Thank you,” said Marvin, “ for
overestimating my seductive enter-
prise. But I really never imagined
my manly appeal to be quite so in-
stantaneously infallible.”

“T1l apologize,” said the girl, * if
you'll explain why a perfect stranger
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would make such a generous proposal
—uwiithout strings. .. .

“In the first place,” Marvin began,
“I'm not perfect....”

Then he stopped. Wihy indeed? It
was difficult to analyze the reasons be-
hind his impulsive offer. He would
have to explain what the clean, subtle
charm of a girl fresh from the tem-
perate zone could do to a man who for
years had seen youth only in brown
wornen, or in pale, washed-out white
wormen who had been made listless by
the tropics and vain by the exaggerated
adulation of a fiius-to-one preponder-
ance of males, He would have to ex-
plain how the mere sight of her had
stirred in him the hungry interplay of
starved emotions, the urge of for-
gotten ehivalry,

Before he could do any explaining
at all, Evelyn Branch saiidi:

“Ilf you'll excuse me—I think my
baggage is all ashore.

“ Yes, of course® Marvin made an
abrupt descent into reality. Unbidden,
he helped the girl through the customs
formmalities.

HE was locking her trunks when

a fellow passenger approached her

— a bronzed, square - jawed,
stockily built man who were erisp
khaki and carried a swagger stick.
While he was shaking hands with
Evelyn Branch his insolent gray eyes
were calmly cataloguing the details of
Lee Marvin's appearance.

“Nvir. Hoyt show up?’ he asked,
still looking at Marvin.

“ No,” said Evelyn without wincing.

“ Are you looking for Me Hoyt /"
Marvin asked.

“ Not particulanlly,” said the man
with the square jaw. “I guess I kmow
where to find him. Are you going to
the Grand, Miss Bramadin?”
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“ She is," said Marvin, swowling.
He had taken an instant and instinctive
dislike to the girl's shipboard friend.

“@h, Colonel Linnet,” the girl in-
terposed, “may I present Mr.—
Mr.—"

“ Marvin. Lee Marvim’*

“ Howdy,” said Colonel Linnet
without shaking hands. He turned
immediately to the girl. “ Well, I've
got to rush off. See you later, sister.”

As he walked away, Marvin noticed
that he wore a gray glove on his left
hand, which hung motionless at his
side as though it were artificial.

“1 don't think you'd better go to the
Grand after all,” said Marvin, watch-
ing Linnet disappear., “ The Great
Eastern will be preferable.”

“ They're the best hotels in town ?*

“ Yes.

“ Then I'm not going to either. Too
expensive. I'm going to a boarding-
house.”

“You can't do that,” Marvin pro-
tested. “The FEuropeans in India
have a caste system that beats anything
the Hindus ever invented. You've got
to keep up—"

“ Nonsense,” said Evelyn Branch.
“ What's a decent boarding-house #*

“Well . . . Marvin capitulated.
“ There's Mrs. Pereira's. At least
that's cleam™

“ That's where I'm going. Taxiil”

“T'll see that you're settlisd,” said
Marvin.

“If you don't mind, I'd rather not.
Thanks, just the same, but I—I think
I want to be alome’

“1 understand. Perhaps you'll let
me come to see you when you get
established. I might be able to help
you with your plans. ., .”

“My plans are all made,” Evelyn
declared. “I expect to be wvery
busy. .. .”



BENGAL FIRE

“1 hope I'm not inquisitiive,” said
Marvin. *“ Bat you're not counting on
getting a job, are yow?"

“Why not? I'm a pretty good
secretary. . .

“ Secretiamy?”' Marvin shook his
head.

The Britisher has made admirable
provisions for secretaries in India. In
the odd moments of his youth he
engenders Eurasian girls, whe, by the
time he is a pompoas and gray-haired
burra sahib, serve him as cheap and
efficient secretaries. They're a glut on
the market. “ Secretaries,” said Mar-
vin, “ are eight annas a dozen in Cal-
cutta. Ywoullt starve to deatin

“1 won't starve,” said Evelyn. *]
have—other plans. Thank you for the
nice, sanitary way you've done Harry
Hoyt’s dirty work. Good-by.”

Marvin gave the Sikh taxi driver
the address of Mrs. Pereira's figonsion.
He stood a moment, watching the taxi
jerk into gear and rattle off in a cloud
of hot dust. He could see the girl's
little Bangkok hat above the back of
the seat. Her head was still tilted at
a proud, self-confident angle. It would
be, he surmised, for another mintte
of s0. She weuld wait until she was
quite out of sight before giving way
to her tears. ...

CHAPTER 11
THE LADY LAUGHS,

EE MARVIN, free, red-headed,
and thirty-one, had come to India
originally as a hunter of buried

treasure. He had not come bearing a
secret map, a story of long-dead
pirates, and a pick and shovel. His
equipment consisted of an education in
mineralogy and a letter-of-eredit from
the hard-headed, long-armed firm of
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Orfevre, Ltd., international jewelers
of London, Paris, Amsterdam and
New York. His treasure quest was
some of the three billion dollars’ worth
of gold which India has swallowed up
in past generations.

The Indian peasant shuns banks and
puts his savings into godd bracelets,
anklets, nose ornaments, toe rings, and
ear studs. Wihen his anatomy provides
no more room for his portable wealth,
he buys gold and buries it. When half
the world began to slide off the gold
standard and the price of the yellow
metal started climbing, gold began to
come out of the ground in India. And
Orfevre, Ltd., had sent Lee Marvin
out to buy it,

Marvin also had his eye out for fine
examples of native craftsmanship—
the artistic product of the ' skilled
jewelers of Bhutan and the filiigree
gold of Cuttack. He made occasional
trips to the bazaars of Delhi and
Jaipur to buy champleve enamel, and
once a year he went south to cross
Adarm’s Bridge into Ceylon for moon-
stones, cat’s-eyes, and star sapphires.
His headguarters, however, were in
Calcutta, where he was known not so
mueh for his shrewd knowledge of
gems and preeious fetals, as for an
unusual capacity for minding his ewn
business. It was therefore something
of an event when Marvin sbandoned
his life-leng peliey ef laissez-ifuire to
take an aetlve and veluntary hand In
the ease of Harrisen J. Heyt and
Evelyn Brafieh.

Hardly had Evelyn disappeared
from view of the Kidderpore docks,
than Marvin jumped in a taxi and had
himself taken to the Grand Hotel.
Amtoinette Virat was stopping there
with her father until after the wed-
ding.

It is doubtful whether Antoinette
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was more surprised to see Marvin
standing outside the door of her suite
than Marvin was to be there. There
had never been any love lost between
the two, and there was a tacit mutual
acknowledgment of the antipathy.

“ Tienst” sxidl Antoinette. “ lit is
the Carrot-top. Come im.”

Amtoinette Vrai was wearing a
flame-colored negligee that needed
cleaning. She was a small, bulbous
person with curly black hair that
radiated from her head like the
coiffure of a Zulu queen. She was at-
tractive in a fortright, physical way:
Coarse, eager lips; high, pale cheek-
bones; narrow, half-moon eyes that
alternately flashed with quick passion
of dulled to an apathetic gray under
eyebrows plucked and resketched into
diabelle upward curves. There was
something violently female albout
Antoinette, something at once repel-
lent and faseinating, something ele-
fiental and ebvious that would appeal
to a man llke Harrison J. Hoyt, but
fet, Marvin belleved even at this late
date, t8 the peint of marriage. It
wash't neeessary te marry Antoinette,
Wiy, then, was he marrylng her . . .?

“8it down, Carrot-top,” ssaiid
Amntoinette, as she closed the deor.

MARV[N complied. As he did
so, he could see into an ad-

joining room, where Jacques
Vrai, Antoinette’s father, lay asleep
under a fan, clad only in a pair of
drill trousers that were cut high
enough to serve as cummerbund. He
was lying with his head toward
Masvin, who noted that the close-
eropped hair was black except for a
toueh of steel at the temples. The
fan must have married young to be
Antoinette’s father, for he could not
be mere than forty-two or three, de-
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spite his thin, hard-bitten features
which added ten years to his ap-
pearance.

“Well?" said Antoinette. She sat
down opposite Marvin, inserted a long
Russian cigarette in a longer holder,
and lit it. She crossed her hands be-
hind her head and leaned back. The
loose sleeves of her negligee fell awav
from her plump white arms, disclosing
luxuriant axillary darkness, “ Wiy
are you here? Maybe you would like
to stop the wedding, yes?”

“1 would,” said Marvin, speaking
for the first time.

Anmtoimette threw back her head and
laughed out tenuous clouds of smoke.
There was nothing reserved or dainty
about her laugh. In the next room,
Jacques Virai stirred in his sleep.

“1 believe you are jealous, Carrot-
top,” said Amtoimette with a sidelong,
teasing glance. “ Affter all, you knew
me before Harry. Tiems, you in-
troduced us; ne?*

* Yes, unfortunately,” said Marvin.
He had met Anmtoinette three years
ago at Chandernagore, that anachro-
nistic enclave, the last vestige of
ancient French power in Bengal,
twenty miles up the river from Cal-
cutta. Jacques Viai ran the Hotel
Dupleix et de 'Univers at Chanderna-
gore,

At least, he was the nominal man-
ager. He did keep a suspicious eye
on the accounts, but his tight-lipped,
monosylllabic personality was a detri-
ment to the hotel, rather than an asset.
It was the loud and effusive gaiety of
Amtoinette which had always domi-
nated the Hotel Dupleix et de FUni-
vers. It was Antoiimette who attracted
week-end guests from Caleutta, Antoi-
nette who kept the bar, and Antei-
fiette who taught the Bengali cook how
to make Podltit Manengso and Hipicot
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de Mautton: Bretonmee. And it was the
Poivlet Mawengpo, rather than Antoi-
nette, which had started Lee Marvin
staying at Chandernagore when he
was on a tour of gold-buying in up-
river villages.

“ Does Harry Hoyt know you came
to see me now?” asked Antoinette.

“ He does not. He wouldn't undier-
stand my motive. But I think you
will—becawse you are, after all, a
woman. Did you know that Harrison
Hoyt had a fiancee in the Staties?"

Antoinette filled her lungs with
smoke before she replied.

“1 think I remember some silly
story like that,” she said carelessly.
“ Puppy-love. Long ago and far
away.”

“ The story is not silly,” said Mar-
vin soberly. “ The girl is in Calcutta
—now!”

NTOINETTE quickly unclasped
her hands. She snatched the
cigarette holder from between

her teeth. She stood up.

“ When she arrived?”
manded.

“ This afternoon.
Evelyn Branch, amd—"

“ And you think I should stand
aside, give up Harry, make way for
this silly girl from America?

“Jt would be the decent thing to
do. This girl has a prior claim on
Hoyt. She came here only because
he let her believe he still loved her and
was going to marry her. Sle—"

Antoiinette exploded int® lioud
laughter.  Clutching the yawning
front edges of her fldaneccaliored
negligee, she laughed until she had to
sit down. It was not stage laughter,
either, It was good, hearty, sadistic
laughter that came from a deep-seated
enjoyment of the plight of this girl

she de-

Her name is
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who had come all the way to India to
find her marriage broken. It was
laughter that caused tears to roll down
her cheeks, She gasped for breath,
showing plainly the wide space be-
tween her upper front teeth. She
laughed until Jacques Vrai came in
from the next room, complaining
under his breath.

“ Ecoutt¢, Papa,* gasped Antoinette.
“ I est trop migolo, ce monsiewr. Al uie
racomtke ... . il me racomtte. . . "

And she started to laugh again.

Jacques Vrrai stared suspiciously at
Marvin for a moment, scratching his
bare and perspiring stomach. He had
been sleeping on one forearm, and the
pressure of his wrist had left a vivid
red mark across his scaly, grub-white
face. His lips, too, were bloodless.
The end of his nose was beet colored.

Vrai grunted something tthhat
sounded like “ Bomigewr,” and turned
his back on Marvin. From a table he
picked up a package of woolly French
tobacco and started rolling a cigarette.

Marvin waited until Antoinette's
laughter had subsided. Then he saiidi:

“1 see I am wasting my timme’"

“Not at all,” said Antoinette. *1I
enjoy you immensely. But you can-
not expect me to give up Harry.
Wihat does Harry say?”

“You know very well what Hovt
would say. Wihat sort of hold have
you got on him, amylrow?”

“tibdid? Only that he loves me.

“ Nomsense. Hoyt doesn't love amy~
one but himsdiff."

“ That is not nice to say. Of course
Harry loves me. He thinks I can kiss
better than anyone in the world. What
do you think, Camot-ttep?

Marvin picked up his topee.

“Then you don't want to see Miss
Branch?" he asked.

“Nviss Branch?

Who 1is Miss
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Branch? Oh, yes, of course. Harry's
ex-fiancée. How stupid. Wiy, of
course I would like to see her. Why
don't you bring her to the weddiing?*
“ Good-by," said Marvin.
He slammed the door as he went
out.

CHAPTER 1V.
THE PACKAGE.

ARRISON HOYT'S bachelor
dinner was held in one of
Peliti's upstairs rooms, with

planks set on horses in the anteroom as
a private bar. There was such a
crowd in front of the bar by the time
Lee Marvin arrived, that he could
barely see the red turbans of the four
dusky, bewhiskered barmen who were
busily setting up the chota wallas.
Marvin stood looking a moement at the
motley collection of dinner clothes—
white trousers with black jackets,
white fness jackets with black trousers,
a few white serge tuxedos.

As he elbowed his way through
them, he caught sight of Hoyt at the
opposite end of the bar. He started
toward him, but stopped when he
noticed that Hoyt was drinking with
a man whose bronzed, sguene-jawed,
sweat - spangled face was vaguely
familiar. Where had he—? Of
course. Colonel Linnet, who had
spoken to Evelyn Branch in the cus-
toms shed that afternoon.

Hoyt and Linnet were drinking gin
and bitters. They downed two rounds
before Hoyt saw Marvin and came
over.

“ Howdy,"” said Hoyt. “Is Ahmed
All Ganymede taking care of youw?”

“ Plenty,” Marvin replied. “ Who's
the chap you were just drinking
with?"”

ARGOSY

* That's George Linnet,” said Hoyt.

“1 know his name. But what's he
doing here ?*

“ Oh, he sort of invited himmseifi’

“ Invited himself ? Don't you kmow
him, tiem?”

“I've corresponded with him,” said
Hoyt. “ He’s a client of mine, in a
way. I—I had to let him come. Do
you know liim#’*

Marvin looked up to see Linnet
staring at him with the same cocksure
insolence he had noted that afternoon,
so Marvin did a little staring on his
own account. Wiith frank curiosity he
studied the determined outlines of
Linnet's face, the straight nese, the
firm, ruthless mouth. It was an out-
door face, yet queer little lines at the
corners of his eyes baffled Marvin,
They gave Linnet a cruel, relentless
expression. Marvin found it difficult
to keep his eyes from focusing on
Linnet's gray glove and the woeden
immobility of the left hand. At last
he turned back to Hoyt.

“I've met Linnet,” said Marvin at
last. “ He came in on the same boat
with Evelyn Branch this aftermoon.”

Hoyt gave a short laugh.

“I'd forgotten to ask you about
Evelyn,” he said. “ How is she?’

“ She's charmimg,” said Marvin.

“ Was she . . . did she make a fuss?*

“NNo,” said Marvin. “$Sie’s a
lady.”

“ That's good. I'm glad she didn't
make a fuss,” said Hoyt. “ Where is
she? The Gramd?”

“NNo,” said Marwiim.. “Ms.
Pereira's boarding house on Guru's
Lane.”

Hoyt seemed suddenly to lose all
interest in the subject of Evelyn
Branch. He leaned toward Marvin
and began eammestlhy:

“ Listen, Lee. 1 want you to do
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something for me. Wiill you—" He
stopped. He was staring across the
room. Without moving his head, and
almost without moving his lips, he
murmured: “ Not now, Lee. Later.”

Marvin’s eyes followed Hoyt's.
Halfway across the room, resplendent
in a turban of Benares gold cloth,
stood Chitterji Rao, his upper lip
curled slightly, his bulging eyes watch-
ing Harrison Hoyt with sinister in-
sistence.

“ That's another guy that shouldn't
be here,” murmured Hoyt in Marvin's
ear. Then he moved away.

ARVIN ordered another gin
and bitters. The guests were
downing drinks at such a rate

that one sensed a fear that the liquor
might run out. One sensed another
sort of fear, too. A strange, in-
tangible, vague sort of fear that every-
body would have denied, but which
everybody seemed to feel. The guests
were getting noisier as they emptied
the stock of gin and vermouth and
whiskey, but they were not getting
jovial. Voices were raised, but they
were stralned voices. Something was
strangling the usual eonviviality of a
baecheler's farewell to single blessed-
fness: Wit was it?

The people, Marvin thought. They
were a strange lot. There was Lin-
net, for instance, again drinking gin
and bitters with Hoyt; and there was
Henry Kobayashi, the Hawaiian-born
Japanese, a little flushed, hovering in
the background waiting to buttonhole
someone to listen to his limericks.
Macevin didn’t know many of the other
guests. He knew Kurt Julius, of
course: the plump, red-faced wild-
animal buyer, who made most of his
deals in the Grand Hotel bar but who
talked like a mighty hunter. Amd he
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knew Rufus Dormer, the scrawny,
sharp-eyed, bitter-tongued sub-editor
of the AhgjloRBegalal Times, the cham-
pion sneerer of Calcutta. Of the
others, he knew vaguely that they were
bookrmakers, a jockey or two, a retail
liquor dealer, a Paris theatrical man-
ager, a manufacturer of artificial
pearls.

On the tables in the adjoining room
were place-cards for more stodgily
respectable guests who had also been
invited. Fenwick, the jute broker, for
instance; Major Cotton, and Mr.
Justice Hope. Marvia knew they
would not come. It was worth a
man’s membership in the Bengal Club
to be seen at a dinner like this.

The dinner itself was an insult to
no man's palate. There was sherry
with the soup, a dry Rhine wine with
the fish, and a very decent Bordeaux
with the fowl. There was also the
first onmslaught of the green flies,
massing for an attack on the lights,
and dropping to the table in un-
welcome numbers. Amd, with the
serving of the third course, there was
an odd interruption,

A khidmantgar leaned over Harrison
Hoyt’s shoulder and said something
in Hindwstani. Wiithout an apology,
Hoyt arose quickly, walked from the
room. From his own seat at the table,
Marvin could see Hoyt pass the bar
and pause at the top of the stairway
to talk to someone. The man talking
to Hoyt remained half-hidden in the
stairway. For an instant, Marvin
thought he recognized him as Jacques
Virai, father of the bride, but he
couldn’t be sure from the one fleet-
ing glimpse. Almost #mmediately
afterward, Hoyt returned to the
dining room. Marvin thought he was
pale.

Hoyt, instead of going to his own
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place, came directly to Marvin's.
Standing very close to him, he leaned
over his shoulder and whispereadi:

“Put your hand under the table,
Lee, and take the package I'm holding.
Keep it out of sight. Put it in your
pocket when you get a chance. And
for God’s sake don't let it get away
from you. Can't tell you any more
now. Meet me at my flat at mid-
night.”

ARVIN opened his mouth to

protest, but Hoyt shoved a thin

flat parcel between his knees
and went back to his chair across the
table. Marvin felt the other guests
looking at him: Kurt Julius, belli-
gerently; George Linnet, curiously;
Chitterji Rao, stonily; Rufus Dormer,
cynically. Henry Kobayashi winked.

Under the table, Marvin reached for
the package. It had hard corners, like
a small box. He lifted it under cover
of his napkin, pretended to wipe his
mouth, and slipped the box into his
breast pocket. Eyes were still on him,
He had foolled no one, he was sure,
Wihat the dickens was in that box,
anyway? The Bosa pear]? Not the
right shape. Wihat was Hoyt getting
him into now? For the second time
that day, Marvin wished fervently
that he did not owe his life to Harri-
son Hoyt. ... .

The dinner progressed. There was
frozen punch and salad and dessert.
The guests were getting boisterous.
Champagne corks popped. George
Linnet was leading an impromptu
quartet at his end of the table. Men
were leaving their seats to move about.
Henry Kobayashi was being very
American. A tipsy jockey crowned
Rufus Dormer with a wreath of table
decorations. The turbaned Mhimad-
gars bustled through a haze of tobacco
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removing dishes, pouring
Someone was saying
Who was

smoke,
champagne.
something in a thick voice.

it? Marvin craned his neck.

Kurt Julius, the animal buyer, had
risen to his feet. His normally filorid
face was scarlet with food and drink.
He held a goblet in his hand.

“ A toast,” he was saying, “ to the
groom. We wish him—"

He stopped suddenly, staring to-
ward the center of the table. Marvin
stared, too. The groom was gonel
Harrison Hoyt’s chair was empty.
Marvin had not seen him slip out.

“The groom,” Kurt Julius con-
tinued, “ seems to have escaped. We'll
drink to him anyhow. To the groom.*

He raised his goblet. The guests
struggled to their feet. Someone
started singing, “ For he's a jolly good
fellow. . . .”

Lee Marvin raised his hand to his
breast to feel through his coat the
corners of the box Hoyt had given
him. He wondered where Hoyt had
gone. . ...

RS. PEREIRA’S hoanrdimg -
house for European Ladies and
Gentlemen was a three-story

house of a rather nauseous pink stucco,
with faded green shutters. It was
located on Guru's Lane, which runs
between Elliots Road and Ripon
Street—a neighborhood in Calcutta in
which threadbare European respec-
tability struggles valiantly to keep its
head above the encroaching oriental-
ism of squalid, lop-sided mattive
bhustees. To what extemtt Mrs.
Pereira’'s boarders were full-blooded
European ladies and gentleren was
beyend the unpracticed eye of Evelyn
Braneh to deteet. For 126 rupees a
menth, Myrs. Pereira weuld net dis-.
eriminate between a eeuntry-berh son
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of a country-born Scottish railway
engineer and a Eurasian stemographer
—iprowided the Eurasian had a Euro-
pean name and was not too dark. And
all Evelyn Branch could tell about her
companions at the dinner table was
that they seemed a particularly un-
dernourished lot of swarthy young
men and dark, scrawny young women,
all of whom spoke English incessantly
with a peeuliar sing-song intonation
and a semetimes startling pronuncig-
tlen. They were a upniformly dismal
group, and Evelyh wished, for a me-
fent while she was teying with a
dessert that had the eensisteney and
flaver of library paste, that she had
listenied ts Lee Marvin and gene to a
hetel. I1mmediately after dinner she
went t8 her resm:

“ A nice, cheerful room,” Mrs.
Pereira had assured her, yet for the
moment nothing could be more utierly
lonely, more drearily barren of all
cheer. The floor was a mosaic of
broken porcelain imbedded in cement.
A ceiling fan—five rupees per month
supplement—droned mournfully as it
stirred up feeble eddies of sticky,
warm air. The mosquito bar draped
above the white iron bedstead re-
minded her painfully of a discarded
wedding veil. A chameleon made
small clucking noises as it ran along
the picture molding, stalking the cloud
of green flies swirling about the wan
and sickly light globe. Outside the
window a hundred huge black crows
were settling for the night in a tree,
with much uneasy, lugubrious cawing.
Evelyn flung herself on the bed and
wept for sheer loneliness.

How long she lay on the bed she did
not know. She was finally aroused,
not because by any Pollyana formula
she had lifted herself from the bitter
depths of despair, but because she was
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primarily a realist. She knew that the
problems of life were not solved by
tears, however sincere, however spec-
tacular., And weeping would not
wash out the fact that she was face to
face with a problem.

She stepped into the musty-smelling
bathroom, dipped some cold water
from the tall Java bath jar, and
washed her smarting eyes. Then she
busied herself unpacking. She had
hung away most of her wardrobe,
when she discovered, at the bottom of
her trunk, two books she did not re-
member were there. Wiat unrealized
premonition had caused her to bring
Adbeancedd Swnagyepphy and Manual
off Speedl Puawitee to India with her,
she did not know. But she was glad
she had brought them. She might be

looking for a job pretty seen. Un-
less : . .
That was a big * unless” Would

she have the courage to go to Harry
Hoyt in a few days, after she was
used to the idea of his being married
—to someone else? If she was the
practical person she thought she was,
she would not hesitate. Affter all,
there were more sides to her friend-
ship with Harry Hoyt than the senti-
mental. She was, in a way, a business
associate. Wauld she be able to put
the whole thing on that basis, ferget
her pride, the emeotional numbRess
that had followed the first painful
shock ?

She fumbled in her suitcase for a
packet of Howyt’s letters, read through
them hurriedly, searching for the ones
in which he spoke of his schemes for
making them both very wealthy, . , .

Suddenly she looked up, startled.
She seized her hand bag, stuffed the
bundle of letters into it. Someone had
knocked om her door—or had she
dreamed it? She glanced at her wrist-
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watch. Nearly midnight. Who could
be calling on her at this hour?

THE knock was repeated. Evelyn
stood up, hesitant. She thought

she knew who stood outside the
door. It must be the tall, serious-
faced red-head who had met her at the
dock—ilLee Marvin. Because he was
a friend of Harrison Hoyt's she did
not want to see him again—yet. But
because of something in his steady
blue eyes, something friendly here
amongst the hostile sound and clutter
of a strange city, she did want to see
him. She wanted to talk to him. She
wanted to talk to anyone—merely to
hear the sound of her own voice.

“ Come in," she said.

The door swung open. Evelyn felt
her knees grow weak, her heart beat
violently in her throat. Harrison J.
Hoyt stood in the doorway.

Evelyn stared, her lips parted. Hoyt
stepped across the threshold, closed
the door behind him. His weak chin
jutted forward in a semblance of
strength. His dark eyes glowered with
a gueer, mad desperation. His black
curly hair was plastered flat by
perspiration.

“So you didn't trust me?’ he
blurted with incredible venom. * So
you couldn’t wait until I sent for you?
You had to come out and see what I
was doing, if I was still true to you.
Is that att?"

Evelyn said nothing. She stood on
the same spot, in the same posture, as
when he had opened the door. She
was unable to move, or to speak.

“ Well, 1 hope you're sattisfiestli® he

shouted, almost in her face. “1It
serves you right”
Then Evelyn smiled. She saw

suddenly that all this bluster and
antagonism was the defense of a
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terribly weak and terribly guilty ego
that sought self-justification.

“ Sit down, Harry,” she said.

Instantly all aggressiveness went
out of Harrison Hoyt's face. He
collapsed, rather than sat, on the edge
of the bed. He ran his short, stubby
fingers through his hair.

“I'm sorry, Ev,” he said albjectly
into his hands. “1 didn't come here
to yell at you. I came to tell you that
I've ... that I'm sorry.”

Evelyn moved at last. She ap-
proached Hoyt, stretched out her hand
to touch his bowed shoulders, then in-
stinctively drew back her fiingers. She
smiled again, wistfully.

“ That's all right, Harry," she said.
“ 1 had a nice trip out, amyhow.*

HARRISON HOYT RAEED HIS
head to look at her. The hot,

tisadt teiléome aedmed Tdeswotl
about think lditente mgestedredo fasmtn
bipotttehinhirikg tan.airTdterrebartadiletiy
buthedwhimmiowy fee cElimgghawieleon
serigsedf amgsschitingesoagdswitihnd
sheiesfedlininy chirpganizedndsel {-pitgt
droppietlirfgonof Eagerliyed Bedipity
stioppders Filaman boutorn capaantios
sheuldsyw likengnwatlfwprsudaen. senge
elfieshowdvarttiereligfitihat shieldeas gdags
otryhgikdantharlibe that sist veesinglatb
wediyryg Bfhr thain sHioyvas not going to
malhe Hghtsoof Hemt. ex-fiance com-
pletély qigbd Hdr hesrtgehidanc8hecalitt
Altstelyveulieth. heShweaidatienotShevlig
petfdeve shihgershaneoulbisndapMeon
PRS{ACty astranaattiréyd diféserr ¢isen
Fewi was Boyertieelhadiftaypet o8rses
fu@rey. theHoyw e ahadr fi9gee, opdt @
soadfger HRithvaswRortragiger, hyat a
AANEPI rievidh—a VI aRsothH o hRdv 18
Waduslohtighdoréepareipery Elpyt avha
plREsUANTir rlEpeAsiblelefite, umNg
feasepdly, WAspoRsdIHTEIlG wilkke
i r f468S HIPHOwRdde RBHPEYen{edIes

Harrison Hoyt, whose soul seemed to
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have died in him. He was a stranger
for whom she had the wttmost
sympathy and pity, because he was
supremely unhappy. Her woman’s
eves knew at once that he had net
come here tonight to apologize; he
had come to unburden himself to an
old friend, perhaps to ask a favor.

“Harry,” she said softly, “ you're
in trouble™

All the abjectness went out of
Hoyt’s face. His lips stiffened. His
eyes were again suspicious and hostile.

“T'm not,” he said curtly, scarcely
opening his mouth.

At last Evelyn laid her hand on his
shoulder.

“ Harry, this girl you're going to
marrv tomorrow, is she—do you love
her?"

“I'm going through with it,” said
Hoyt.

“That's silly, Harry, if vou
don't—"

“It's not sillly.” Hoyt sprang to
his feet. “Amd I'm going through
with it

He stood a moment facing Evelyn.
Then with a brusque movement he
crushed her in his arms, kissed her
briefly, impetuously, turned and fled.
The door slammed after him.

Evelyn stared at the door. Above
the plaintive hum of the fan she heard
his footsteps running down the stairs.
She opened the door.

“Hiarry!” she called.

There was no answer.

Wiithout a second’s hesitation, she
ran down the stairs after him. He was
in trouble; he had come for her help,
and was reluctant to ask it, after what
he had done to her. But she was still
his friend, even if she did not love him,
She would help him,

The street door was open. She
started out, then pulled back in terror.
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A figure rose up before her, the figure
of a bearded man who saluted and
mumbled sleepily in Hindustani. It
was the durwam who slept outside the
entrance nightly. Evelyn did not know
that, but she dashed past him—for she
had just seen Harrison Hoyt running
down Guru's Lane, turning the corner
into Elliots Road.
Evelyn ran after him,

CHAPTER V.
THE VANISHED BRIDEGROQM.

NSPECTOR Leonidas M. Prike,
C.1.D., was reading the Statesman
as he slowly ate his chota hasri.

As usual, his appointment as chief in-
spector was not yet listed in the official
gazette column. Made acting chief
inspector after his swift solution of the
murder of Sir Anthony Daniel§
aboard the Bemilayy Mail, he had bee.i
waiting a good many months for his
promotion to be gazetted. However,
he had been in the service long enough
to be able to smile tolerantly at the
tedious unwinding of official red tape.
As he sipped his tea, waiting for his
bearer to prepare his bath, Prike was
clad only in a crimson dhotti—sa cere-
monial loin-cloth presented to him by
the Brahmans of Bisewar Temple in
Benares, after his recovery of the
sacred treasure stolen from that Hindu
Holy of Hollies. Wien he turned the
pages of his newspaper the ripple of
muscles beneath the firm skin of his
bare torso indicated the development
and agility of a man fifteen years his
junior—alithough Inspector Prike was
not as old as his prematurely bald
head might lead a stranger to surmise.
The museles of his intelligent face, on
the other hand, appeared to have been
tralned to expressionless immeblility.
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Only his alert eyes, the color of gun-
metal, occasionally betrayed a flicker
of emotion—an understanding blur of
tolerance, a flash of quick anger, a
shadow of disbelief. He had the
earnest lips of a scholar, the strong
chin of a dogged fighte¥, the skightly-
beaked inquisitive nese of a good de-
tective,

There were two items in the morn-
ing paper that were of particular in-
terest to Inspector Prike. One was an
announcement that the Maharajah of
Jharnpur had arrived in Calcutta for
the “ cold weather ” and was reopen-
ing his palace in the suburb of Alipore.
The other was a Reuter’s dispatch
from Singapore to the effect that
Straits police had seized a Japanese
vessel with a cargo of five thousand
Japanese-made achine guns; some
irregularity in the ship’s clearance
papers made the ship’s destination
obseure although the Straits police
suspected her to be bound for Madras
oF Caleutta; there were no elues as to
the ldentity of the eonsignees, the
ship’s offieers malntalnlng that they
were t6 Have reeelved instruetions by
fadle later. . . . Inspeetor Prlke
ehuekled te himself as he read the
Singapere dispateh. Too bad the
Japanese freighter had nfet been
allewed te drep anehe¥ in the Heeghly.
The inspeeter faheied He wewld have
had better luek traeing the esnsignee
of the maehine guhs than had the
Straits peliee:

The inspector was so engrossed in
his newspaper that he was unaware of
the discordant chorus of Widm-walias
outside his window. Even among the
mansions of Lower Circular Road,
these half-naked brown hawkers man-
aged to get into the courtyard and
shout their wares to the discomfiture
of anyone foolish enough to want to
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sleep past six-thirty in the morning. It
was now past nine, and a chutney
vender, a fortune teller, and an
itinerant cobbler were all yelling in
falsetto under Prike's window. The
inspector read on. Then his telephone
rang.

“ Prike speakimg,” said the in-
spector, as he picked up the instru-
ment. “Who? ... Why don’t you
send a deputy from the Bow Bazar
thana? You don’t want me. ... See
here, I'm going off on a holiday this
evening. ... Puri... I won't be back
until after the Pomgas are over, so
you'd better— Wihat? Well, it's not
the first time a bridegroomm has been
late for his own wedding in Calcutta.
Probably had a drop too much at his
bachelor dinner and . . . Harrison
Hoyt? The chap I'd been investigat-
ing in regard to the . . .? Wihat chureh
was that, again? Dharmtolla Street?
. .. Very well, I'll go right over.”

N a few minutes Inspector Prike

had been converted from a bald

flanewr in a red loin-cloth to a
dynamic officer of the British Indian
Criminal Investigation Department. A
small man, he was nevertheless a brisk,
impressive figure in his white drill
trousers, black alpaca coat, and khaki
topee. His walk epitomized energy
and authority, as he stepped into the
taxi that his bearer had summoned to
the compound of the flats.

The taxi rolled into Lower Circular
Road, sped north to Dharmtolla
Street, stopped in front of a small and
unfashiomable church. About the
entrance to the church stood a motley
group of Europeans and Westernized
Orientals. Across the street was a
turbaned crowd of brown men, their
lips red from chewing areca nut,
watching with eyes as round and ex-
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pressionless as those of the sacred bull
that sauntered among them. Prike
jumped from the taxi.

A European constable stepped up to
him.

“ Glad you're here, Inspector,” said
the constable. *“ Still no signs of the
bridegroom.”

Inspector Prike nodded curtly in re-
ply. He was studying the group of
wedding guests, who stood about
awkwardly, talking in unnatural tones
that betrayed their tense uneasiness. A
small, scrawny European, with a dirty
topee and whites that were frayed at
the seams, came forward as Prike ap-
proached. The inspector recognized
Rufus Dormner, sub-editor of the
AnhgjtoBBegglal Thimes,

“ Hello, Dormer,” said Prike. ¥ You
here professiomally, or as a wedding
guest 7*

“I'm the wedding guest” said
Dormer, fingering the dark, moth-
eaten mustache that straggled along his
upper lip, “ but I've not been waylaid
by the ancient mariner.”

“ When was Hoyt last seen ?* asked
Prike soberly.

“ He disappeared from his bachelor
dinner last night,” said Dormer, with
a cynical smile. “If you ask me,
you'll find him tanked up somewhere
in Karaiya Road. I'd suggest Madame
Ivarnoff’s. . . .”

“The Thanadar has had men
making the usual search for the past
hour,” interrupted the European con-
stable, “ They haven't found the
slightest trace.”

Again Prike nodded. His alert
gaze continued to detail the guests. He
knew most of them—racing people, a
Eurasian pearl dealer, two Parsi the-
ater owners, a plump Bengali Babu with
a black umbrella, looking very wmoom-
fortable in European clothes and a
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celluloid collar, whom Prike knew was
clerk in Harrison Hoyt's office. Stand-
ing a little apart from the group was
the resplendent Chitterji Rao, the
Maharajah of Jharnpur’s household
officer, and two A.D.C.’s of the Ma-
harajah’s staff,

“ Who's the very loud gentleman
wearing one gray glove?”  Prike
suddenly asked Dormer.

“ Some American friend of Hoyt's,”
Dormer replied. “ Name's Linnet, I
think. Just arrived yesterdy."”

“ And the tall, red-headed chap talik-
ing to Kurt Julius ?"

“ That's Lee Marvin,
man."

the best

N three quick strides, Inspector
Prike was standing between Mar-
vin and Kurt Julius. The wild-

animal buyer greeted him vociferously,
slapped him on the back, introduced
him to Marvin. The inspector nodded
his response to greeting and introduc-
tion, but did not remove his hands
from the pockets of his black alpaca
coat. He seemed particularly in-
terested in the face of Lee Marvin,
which was tired, almost haggard, with
dark pouches under the eyes.

Kurt Julius began a rapid and de-
tailed recital of Harrison Hoyt's dis-
appearance from his own bachelor
dinner, how no one had seen him go,
how his departure was not noticed
until Kurt Julius himself had proposed
a foast, , . .

“mMit what time was this?" asked
Prike quietly, still watching Marvin.

“Eleven o'clock, maybe quarter
past,” said Julius.

“ And how much later did the party
continue?"’ asked Prike.

“Iit didn't,” said Julius. “Right
away everybody went home.”
“ Everyone but Mr. Marvim,*
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suggested Prike. “ Mr. Marvin doesn't
seem to have had much sleep. Spend
the night looking for your friend
Hoyt, Mr. Marvim?”

Lee Marvin seemed disquieted by
the persistent, searching gaze of In-
spector Prike. He stammered slightly
as he saidi:

“ Well, yes, I—in a way.”

“llm what way, Mr. Marvim?"

“— I had an appointment to meet
Hoyt at his flat at midnight,” said
Marvin. “ Naturally I went there to
meet him.”

“ And Hoyt kept his appointment ?*

“NNw, sin He did not”

“ How long did you wait for him?*
asked Prike.

“ About an hour. At least an hour.*

“ And no one came to Hoyt's flat
during that time?"

“ Mr. Hoyt did not come’*

“1 see. Someone else did. Who ?*

“I'm not sure,” Marvin replied.
“ Someone drove up in a closed third
class ticca ghart at about half-past
twelve. It seemed to be Hoyt's
Bengali clerk, Babu Gundranesh Dutt,
but I wouldn't swear to it. He went
away again almost immediatielky.”

“ You were inside the house at this
time?”

“Well, no,” Marwiim admitted.
“When Hoyt’s bearer told me his
master was not home yet, I didn’t go
in. T waited across the street.”

" why‘vh

“ Well, I—I wasn't sure why Hoyt
wanted to see me,” said Marvin. “1
thought I should like to be fore-
warned, if he were bringing someone
else home with him.”

“ Who for instance ?*

“ No one in particular,” said Mar-
vin. “But you know yourself, In-
spector, that Hoyt has a reputation for
vaguely unsavory dealings of one sort

ARGOSY

or another, and I was rather anxious
not to become involved in any of
them'-l’

“] see. And at one o'clock you
went home?”

“ No. 1 went to the Grand Hotel.
I thought Hoyt might be with his
fiancee, Miss Vrai.”

“ And was Ine?*

“ No. 1 haven't seen him simoe’*

“ But you've tmiad?*

“ Yes. I went by on my way home,
at about two o'clock. Amnd I called
again this morning, natusrallly.*

“ You have no idea where he might
be?”

Marvin hesitated for a fraction of
a seoond. Then he saiidi:

“ Not the sliightestt’*

Prike took Marvin's arm and pushed
him gently toward the church.

“Let us interview the bride,”* he
said.

NTOINETTE VRAI and lher
father were waiting in the ante-

, fatimr ofethewditirgh.in Alse Rrike
and Maovin opatisedcloutside #ie Bodsg
tingl Wdizevot phes¢itealitbidde tboukb e
heardosteritly WithiitedHytiaricsuRrike
tisanghthtdl Ihimiddliy. tebmesteltiesverrilse
phactgta tdebidesityf; iepleasthtovesigne
plene; #Heegienedythénddeasant assign-
meft.théleigherdrttheretted him was a
sullprifg dightstony,oineteprddisivevdeaa
surerigaveifo signyofiitexplnseéud dea
weepinggveride sienveds iéonirsited with
dveppitaidrigre. he Avadisrerfeontesh viah
foriy e Hridiel velinfeonetker Yiead Had
wis shakbhidal vailhbioclehehdiragband
s ghpiehlatéd iglhest ceiidtedhtistoss
ofeHaastiainted Fepsturhdepldbl hase
sfodier makeereredd efhitr I¥véiadks hais
sHAftedTior 9iotéAELE #bAch, ever as she
shqyiefhids Vel E#Dh-fitting morn-
ingaGBiRs Waedn e 1IHSHNIsTOMY,
ipflorfAgt tHACRRoRE ofO0RNtGHRLY,

ignoring the shouts of Antoinette.
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Half an inch of dead cigarette was
flattened between his bloodless lips.

When Prike and Marvin entered,
Amtoinette stopped suddenly in the
middle of a high-pitched sentence,
whirled, and glowered.

* Pardon this intrusion, Miss Vrai, "
said Prike quietly, “but I believe I
may be able to help in clearing up the
mystery of—"

“ Mystery?"' Antoinette threw back
her head and uttered a shrill, mirth-
less laugh. “ There is no mystery! He
knows where is Harry Hoyt!"

She pointed an accusing finger at
Lee Marvin. Undisguised hate blazed
in her black eyes.

“T've questioned Mr. Marvin," said
Prike, unruffled by the woman’s out-
burst, “ and he says he knows nothing
Of‘—"

“ He is a lian? screamed the jilted
bride. “ Always he has tried to break
my marriage with Harry Hoyt! He
hates me! He has had his way at
last! He is keeping my fiance from
me! Tant pis powr luiv He will be
sorry! Amd you will be sorry! Go
away from me, chameas! Go away!
Tell all those people to go home!"

“T'll tell them the ceremony has
been postponed. . . .”

TO BE CONTIN
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“No! Tell them it is camoeliksd)
Definitelly! Come, Papal™

Wiith a domineering gesture, Antoi-
nette motioned Jacques Vrai to the
door, and swept from the room after
him.

Prike followed, with Marvin close
behind. As they reached the steps of
the church, they saw a ticca ghari
drive up. It was a closed, third-class
vehicle, like a shuttered packing case
on wheels. The bewhiskered ghari-
somélda reined in his bony horse and
shouted something in Hindustani.

Instantly Inspector Prike sprang
past Amtoinette Vrai and her father,
hurtled through the crowd, bounded
down the church steps. The ghari-
walla was still declaiming in Hin-
dustani when Prike reached the closed
carriage, seized the door handle, jerked
it open,

A woman screamed.

A tallow-faced, glassy-eyed young
man in evening clothes toppled stiffly
from the ghari into the arms of In-
spector Prike.

Prike lowered the young man care-
fully to the ground. One arm, point-
ing upward at a grotesque angle,
vibrated rigidly in short, lifeless arcs.

Harrison J. Hoyt was quite dead.
ED NEXT WEEK

—————
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Bare Fists At
Shanghai

Novelette—Complete

By ROY DE S. HORN

The Jap threw him across
the ring and smashed him
down on the plamks

Bare fists alone could save tlle face of the U. §. Nunyy—
and ruin the career o' Lieutenamit Shankey

CHAPTER 1. pounded a pan to indicate the end of

GENT FROM NINTH AVENUE. ]t:sg;ound, and Pete Nelson's jeering
E thud of leather was like the “ How'm 1 doing, boys?*

rattle of a stick on a picket fence. A murmur of approval came from

Feet pounded and shuffftali; and the circle of bluejackets on the fo'c’sle.
quick-drawn breath hissed. Then there It was broken by a voice, quiet but au-
was a flat bong as the timekeeper thoritative,
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“ Terrible, Nelson, you're doing
awful. Malone got to you twice that

round. You've got to do better than
that or you'll never bring home the
bels.”

“Yieeh?"”  Nelson's voice was a
snarl as he turned on the speaker, a
grizzled bo’sun’s-mate. “ Listen! I'll
run that tramp, O’Leary, plumb outa
the ring! I'll make him jump over the
side. 1"

“ You won't if you lose your temper
like that. Malone wouldn’t 'a’ touched
you if you'd kept your left hand up like
I told you. But no: he brushes one
across your nose, and you see red and
gotta hammer for him with both hands,
You gotta keep your head to win any
belts in this man’s Navy.”

“ This man's Navy ? Sumdtzy-scdnool,
you mean! You mighta been good in
your time, but you wouldn't get to first
base where I come from! I've licked
guys on Ninth Awvenue that could put
a leak in your boiler any time, guy. If
you don't believe it, quit talking and
eome out here and put the gloves om—"

For a moment Pop Kerry, bo'sun’s-
mate of the Sixth Division, seemed
inelined to accept, despite his grizzled
hair and the hash-marks on his sleeve.

“ Twenty years ago, Nelson, and I
would—"

He stopped. A pair of broad
shoulders in a snug blue uniform with
the gold stripes of a junior lieutenant
had pushed through the circle. Lieu-
tenant Wiilliam Sharkey, ship's athletic
officer and boss of the Sixth Division,
grinned, and his blue eyes twinkled.

“ Hi-yah, Chief,” he said. “ How's
things coming? These leather pushers
rounding up into shape #*

Bo'sun’s-mate Kerry hesitated for a
moment. “ The rest of 'em are doing
as well as we expected. But Nelson
here—I can't make him remember to
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hold up his guard. He loses his head
and wants to go in swinging, sir.”

Sharkey turned a quick eye on the
Coluntliwss candidate for the FEleet
heavyweight belt, “ Many a fijghtier's
dusted the back of his pants, Nelson,
because he tried to lead with his right.
Better remember what Pop says. He's
been in there plenty, himself. Now get
in there with Malone, and let's see how
you can do.”

Seaman Pete Nelson hitched up his
trunks and stepped into the cleared
space. But there was an ugly scowl
on his face.

Malone, the gunner's mate who was
acting as his sparring partner, also
stepped in willingly. Pop Kerry
brought his fist down on the battered
pan—

Immediately it became apparent that
Nelson had no intention of sparring.
He was forward with a rush, his left
swinging, his right cocked for a pile-
driver blow. His left thudded home
with a vicious thut and his right, shoot-
ing over, caught the gunner's-mate
alongside the ear, driving him back and
across the ring.

Instantly Nelson was on him like a
tornado, slashing, battering with both
fists, Malone covered, shot a quick
glance toward where his divisional
officer stood beside the bo’sun. But
their eyes were grim, expressionless.

Again Nelson's slashing fist went
home. A dribble of blood showed at
Malone’s lips. He brushed it off, and
gave ground warily.

“ Why don't you fight? Why don’t
you quit runnin' and figi?” Nelson
jeered. “I'm gomna show that has-
beem—"

Plugp! Like a striking snake Malone's
left had shot out and landed, landed
fair on the jeering lips. It was not
a hard blow, but the seaman's face
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purpled with a rush of rage. He spat
out an oath, and charged.

This time Malone did not back-

pedal. He shifted, stepped inside the
whirling fists, clenched neatly but
effectively. Nelson’s furious fists ham-
mered at his shoulders, the back of his
head.

“ Nelson! No rabbit pumdiess—*

But before the athletic officer's warn-
ing cry had finished, the snarling sea-
man had broken loose. He all but
whirled the gunner's-mate on his back
in wrestling fashion as he tore loose.
Then his right fist drove home.

With the thud, the gunner's-mate
went white, He dropped his guard
helplessly, staggered on his feet.
Walffishly Nelson leaped to the kill.

[ Tim!".

E lieutenant's shout came ak-
most simultaneously with the
bomg of the pan in Kerry's hands.

Pop Kerry stepped forward, caught the
stumbling gunner's-mate.

But Sharkey’s eyes were as hard as
steel, and his voice was cold, crisp, as
he turned.

“ Nelson, if there was another man
on the Collmmilim who would stand a
chance—if the crew hadn't already bet
their money—I’d throw you off the
squad. I'd take your gloves away and
set you polishing bright-work. That
punch was two inches below the belte—"

Nelson, still snarling, his face purple,
spat back fieevedly. “ It wasn’t! If it
was, it was because he ducketl—"

“Two inches below the belt, Nel-
son!”’ The officer's voice was decisive.
“You lost your temper, and you just
threw your fists anywhere. Get your
gloves off and report to me in my cabin,
And when you speak to me like that
you put a ‘ sir ' on itt!”

Scowling, the seaman jerked off his
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gloves, turned toward the casemate.
The ring of bluejackets mumbled for
a second, then began to melt, Pop
Kerry was left alone with the division
officer.

Lieutenant Sharkey's face was grim.

* What's the matter with Nelson,
Kerry? He's the only mam—"

“ Cocky. He's too cocky—too big
for his britches, sir.” The old petty
officer’s answer was respectful but not
servile; the words of a man who knows
his rating and knows he has the stuff
to stand on it. “ One of those Ninth
Awvenue alley scrappers that thinks he
knows it all. He don't like to be told.”

“floo cocky for the Navy, eh?
Well, Pop, one of the first things a man
has to learn is that the Navy is bigger
than he is, But I thought I heard
something as I came wp—"

The old bo’sun’s-mate grinned.
“He was asking me out to put on the
gloves with him.”

“He was? A reminiscent loalk
came into the officer's face. “ Twenty
years ago I would have liked to have
seen it. 1 would like to have seen him
step into the same ring with the man
I saw fight Jimmy Teague on the old
Utalh.”

Pop Kerry's face lighted. “ Was
you there? Say, that was one swell
smoker! But I thought, after Teague
dropped me for that count of seven, I
wasn't going to see much of the rest of
it.”

“Yes, 1 was there—summer cruise,
my second-class year.” The Calumbia’s
athletic officer nodded. “ Saw you
come back, drop Teague for the count
and the belt in the fifith. Those
were the days—Teagwe, Smarmanski,
Whhiithwiind W arwick—"

“A grand bunch of guys, sir, a
grand bunch,” Kerry cut in eagerly.
“ Teague licked me twice, two years
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running, before I got him. Probably
wouldn’t 'a' licked him then if he
hadn't been getting old—"

“ Yes, a grand bunch, Kerry. Pity
some of these youngsters like Nelson
couldn't have seen them. But about
Nelson—if he goes bull-mad on Eleet
night, he won't get a smell of the belt
even. If he can't Jeamn—"

“ Maybe this'll be a lesson to Iniim—
especially if you talk to him, sir. I'd
hate to see him kicked out now. He's
the only championship material we got
—and all the boys have bet their

L1

paEyy—
“ 1 know. I'll have atalk with himn’*

N his quarters aft, ten minutes
later, Lieutenant Sharkey studied
the man who stood before him.

Second-class seaman Pete Nelson
was as sturdy as a recruiting station
poster,  Square-jawed, big-muscled,
heavy-built, he was of the type that
gains its growth quickly. He was not
more than twenty-three, yet his six feet
even carried a hundred and ninety
pounds, all hard meat.

There in the little cabin, it was
amazing how much the two looked
alike, yet cast in different molds. The
officer was just as trimly built, just
as square-jawed. Only in proportion
were they different. Probably twentty-
six, the lieutenant weighed probably
one hundred and sixty and scaled sixty-
eight inches, Half a dozen years
earlier he probably wouldn’t have
weighed a hundred and forty-five,

But there was one important differ-

ence. The officer's face was keen,
judicial. Nelson’s was sullen, scowl-
ing.

“TI've already told you about losing
your head, just now, so I won’t repeat
that,” said Sharkey quietly. “ But that
isn't all that I wanted to talk to you
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about. There's something else—your
attitude toward the ship and the Out-
fit in general.”

“ What's the matter now?" snapped
the seaman quickly. “I ain't done
nothing—I ain't got no court.”

“ Not yet—though you may, if you
keep on like you're heading. You
haven't done anything to get you a
court-martial, but there are plenty of
little things I've noticed that don't set
right, Late at quarters—slovenly at
inspection—disrespectful to petty offi-
cers—dirty hammocl.

“1 do my work—but I never come
into this Outfit to scrub paint an' run a
squilgee, I thought this was a place
where a guy come to figlttt—"

“ That's just the reason I'm talking
to you, Nelson, instead of running you
up to mast,” the officer said patiently.
“1 think you would fight, and like hell,
in a war. But wars these days, Nelson,
aren’t won by getting mad and sailing
into the enemy with a sword or a club.
They’re won by flisetis—shiip team-work
—tunrtets and batteries firing a dozen
miles at enemies you never see. And
the only way this sort of battle can be
won is by drill—discipline—tihe thing
that makes a thousand individual
humans Into a smooth, well-oiled fiight-
Ing maehine. Youwre rulning that dis-
eipline now. Your grumbling and dis-
respect and slipshed work 15 upsetting
the whole division. 1 want yeu 6 furn
te and be a sailor—a real seaman—
instead of a groweh. 1 want yeu {6
win the Fleet belt for the Codlunbii—
But i's a let mere impertant fer yeu
and the ship te win aut aver that tem-
per of yours. That's all. ; ; .~

Seaman Pete Nelson respectfully
kept his hat off until he was out of the
officer's quarters, but once he was in
his casemate where the Sixth was bil-
leted beside its broadside guns, he let
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go all holds. He threw his hat down
on the deck, kicked it and swore.

“The dirty little simaf-2-so-amd-sm!
If I got my hands on Iim—"

“ What's the matter now, hard
guy?” It was Gunner's-mate Malone
who, coming up, had overheard.
“ Who you want to take to a cleaming
now?"

“It's that punk of a sttmi
half—that rabbit-faced half-Louie of
ours!” cursed Nelson. “ Sit there like
a Sunday-school parson and gimme a
bawling out about how rotten I am for
discipline. For discipling’ If it wasn't
they send a guy to Portsmouth for
hittin’ an officer, 1'd 'a’ took a swing at
him.”

“Yeah? But you remembered in
time, all right, didn't you?” jeered the
gunner. “ Say, just what d’you think
your name is, anyway—George Wash-
ington Lincolim?*

“ No, it’s Nelson. And there's been
some damn good scrappers named Nel-
son. Bat Nelson was one—and I'm
another!”

Malone jeered again. * Uh-hul—
but did you ever hear of another
fighter—a fella named Shalkey?"

“Sure I heard. An' he was only a
second-rater—mever done nothin’ but
get licked by Jeffries™

“ He was a fighter and a mighty
good one,” Malone insisted. * Tom
Sharkey was. A Navy man, and a
sight better one than you’ll ever be.
But that ain’t the fella I'm talkin’ about
right now. Didja ever hear of Spike

Weathb, and the Olympics then,
mavbe ?7°
“ What of "em?”

Nelson was even more sullen.

“Wé¢ll, Spike Webb coached the
U. 8. boxing team that cleaned up
against the best amateur boxers in the
world at the last three Oylmpics. But
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Spike Webb also is boxing coach at the
Naval Academy—ihe school where
they train officers. This Lieutenant
Sharkey you want to swing at hap-
pened to win the middle-weight cham-
pionship at the '28 Olympics—and
Spike Webb said that he was the best
born fighter he ever looked at.™

Seaman Pete Nelson snorted.
“ Amateurs! Pink-pants guys! 1
know ’‘em—any Ninth Avenue bar-
tender could run the whole lot of ‘em
outa town with his bare hands.™

“Yeah?' Malone looked at him
queerly. * Trowble with you, guy, is
you don’t know nobody else lives in
the world but you. Some o’ these days,
though, you're gonna find it out. And
when you do it'll be just too ba-a-ad—
for yow!”

CHAPTER II.
LUCKY GLOVES.

E annual smoker of the Asiatic

Fleet was the big event of the

year. Held at the Manila anchor-

age, it brought out all the rank and

file, from Army brass-hats to the bunch
up at the Cavite base.

The ring itself was pitched on a
barge moored alongside the (Cowmbia's
rail, flooded by a big cargo light on a
boom, and with the whole port side of
the Columtlia serving as the grand-
stand. Rail, bridges, turrets, even the
searchlight platforms and boat cranes,
were packed with officers and men till
they had to train out the starboard
guns to trim ship.

Lieutenant Sharkey was serious as
he spoke a last weord to Pop Kerry.
Kerry was to act as second.

“ How's Nelson, Kemy?*

Kerry fromwmed. “IIf he can keep
his head, he'll win. If he can't—it’ll be

A It~5
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a thin payday on this wagon for a Jong
time."”

Then he swung over the rail and
down the sea-ladder t6 the barge below.

The preceding bout had just been
finished, and the ring cleared. Nelson
came swaggering dowm and plunked
himself into the seat at the corner with
a sneer.

“ ¥You can throw away the towel and
waterbucket, Grandpa,” he suggested.
“¥Yeu won't be needin' "em.”

“Yeah?” Kerry looked his disgust.
“ &till cocky, huh? 1 almost wish
you'd get your head beat off, even if 1
have got money on you.”

Then O'Leary was in the ring, too,
and Kerry was across to inspect his
knuckle tapes,

O’LLeary, the defending champ from
the destroyer flotilla, was tall, almost
lanky. His chest and shoulders were
as brown as coffee from training in the
sun, He looked across at Nelson with
the quick appraising glance of the ex-
perienced fiigiter. But Nelson only
gave him a snarl and a jeering laugh.

Then the referee gave his last in-
structions, the ring cleared, and the
gong went.

Instantly: Nelson was across the ring
like a tiger. He shot a left to the waist
and a right to the head. But O'Leary
blocked with the ease of years' experi=
ence, and shot out his left in return.

But Nelson, stockier, heavier, never
slowed. He flung leather from all
sides, so quickly that one blow crashed
home. O’Leary staggered, backed into
the ropes, slipped. Amd before he
could slde-step to avoid the rush, Nel-
son was on: him again with a one-two.

O'Leary crumpled, slid to one knee.
A roar went up from the sea of heads
beyond the fibostlights. The referee’s
hand began to rise and fall in the count.

But O'Leary was up at the count of
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seven. He was up, but he was hurt.
One of those pile-driver blows had
caught him in the solar-plexws. He
tried to cover, to slip away frem. that
rain of fists.

But Nelson was eager for the kill
He came in like a whirlwind. Again
there was the thud of solid leather
crashing home, Amd again the champ
went to the canvas. The refecree waved
Nelson back, stoed over the down man.
Like a relentless pendulum the counting
hand swuug—

Bongt! It was the bell for the end
of the round.

The champ's handlers were in the
ring at a bound, lifting their man, haul-
ing him to his corner. Nelson swag-
gered to his own cormer, hoisted the
waterbucket unaided with his gloved
hands, took a mouthful, spat it on the
deck.

“THhiimk I can’t do it, huh?®’ he
jeered to Pop Kerry. “If that bell
hadn’t saved him, I'd had him cold by
now. They can pay off on the next
round.”

“Luck! Just plain, dumb lhudk—and
you're the guy that can't see it
snerted Kerry. “ He slipped coming
out from the ropes, or he'd 'a’ tied you

in knots. But you think you done it
yourself—"
“ Luck, hell. If it hadn't been for

them ropes I'd knocked him plumb over
the side. Wattch this next round, if
you think that was hudy!?”

“ You’ll be lucky if he don’t cross
you comin’ in,” retorted Kerry.
“ Watch that left of his, guy—wateh
that left!”

THEN the ring was clear, and the

gong sounding for the seeond
round.

The short rest had helped O'Leary

some—but not enough. He kept his
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guard up, sunk his chin behind the
armor of his glove and shoulder. But
that blow to the nerve center had
sapped his speed. He tried to slip away
again—and again Nelson's battery of
fists had battered him down.

Strength, weight, speed—all the ad-
vantage of youth was on the side of the
challenger. And it was not to be de-
nied. Twice O'Leary dropped to the
canvas, twice pulled himself up to meet
a still fiercer attack. The roar from
the Colluniliatss rail and turrets was
almost continuous now. For the third
time Nelson drove home.

And this time the champ did not go
down. Wanse, he crashed against the
ropes. One arm went outside. The
top rope slipped between arm and body.
And with the desperate, dazed instinct
to hold himself off that canvas, the
champ clamped onto it, one arm be-
fore him, his face turned out, dogged
but helpless.

The referee started forward, hand
ready to wave him out. But Nelson
was there before him. As swift as a
pouncing panther, as deadly as a leap-
ing lion, he flashed in and out. The
thud of the leather on the dogged, out-
thrust chin was like a shell ramming
home. With that thud, the dogged
head dropped forward. The clamping
arm loosened, went limp. And the
champ crumpled in a heap in the cor-
ner, to make way for the new and
sneering champion.

Wiithout even a glance at his han-
dlers, Nelson waited for the referee to
raise his hand, then jerked off the
gloves, stepped to the sea-ladder. Only
two short sentences he flung back to
the frowning Kerry.

“ Nuts to you and the Louie! And
nuts to your whole pink-pants Nawy!*

Kerry didn't offer any answer. He
knew when to keep his mouth shut.
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IEUTENANT SHARKEY, wait-

s ing above, was the first to speak

to the petty officer.

“It was lucky for Nelson that
O’Leary slipped, that first round. He
never fully came out of it—or he would
have knocked Nelson's head off, com-
ing in wide open like that.”

“ Lucky, yes, sir—but he don't kmow
it. Well—we got a new champ on the
Collumidica mow—"

“ A champ—yes.” Sharkey's eyes
were sober. “ We have the belt—but
it may be a hell of a costly belt to us,
before we're through with it."

CHAPTER I1l.

SHANGHAIL,

OING to China, with the Asiatic,
was just as natural as the robins
winging northward. A week

after Fleet night the Columilimm was
leading the way, with the rest of the
Fleet swinging after, and the crews,
from the wardroom to the fo'c’sle,
humming the old ditity:

Oh, we’ll all go up to Shanghai in the

springtime,
Oh, we’ll all go up to Shanghai in the

spring:
Oh, we'll all go up to Shanghai,
Where the champagne corks will bang

high,

Oh, we’ll all go up to Shanghai in the
spring!

Coming into Shanghai, though,

Lieutenant Sharkey was aware of a
tensity in the flag quarters, a tightness
of lip, a soberness of brow.

It hadn't been a pleasant cruise for
the Sixth Division officer, either. Since
Fleet night the division had been dis-
rupted. Pop Kerry, with the experi-
ence of a half dozen hitches, put his
finger right on the sore spot.

“ It's that Nelson, sir. He was bad
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enough before. But since winning-that
belt, he thinks the Navy ain't good
enough for him. ' Growling at Quar-
ters, grumbling at bright-work—hell,
he atts like the Admiral oughta bring
him his breakfast to his Mammmick!

“ That's what 1 was afraid of,” said
Sharkey soberly. ‘“W¥é¢ll, he'll either
get- wise or he won’t. He’s not going
to ruin my division for me. If he gets
fresh, he'll find himself in the brig on
bread and water.”

At Quarters, the very next day, he
had to speak to him. Passing down the
line for inspection, he stopped before
Nelson.

“W¥ilkat’s the matter with those
shoes, Nelson? Wiy don’t you try
polish and a little elbow ¢ grease?
You've got the dirtiest' shoes on' the
ship.”

Nelson promptly straightened bel-
ligerently. “1 did polish 'em! Put a
whole half hour on’'em—mnobody can't
say 1 diidiite—"

“1If you'd keep your ears and eyes
open as wide as your mouth, Nelsen,
you'd have learned you can't pelish
shoes when you've had salt water on
‘em. Wash 'em off with fresh water,
then they'll take a shime

He passed on down the line, but out
of the corners of his eyes he saw:that
Nelson was glaring after him, and he
knew that the seaman was mumbling.

Pop Kerry attended to that. When
Sharkey passed that way that after-
noon, the seaman was snarling as he
did extra duty polishing the bright:
work in the division's cempartment,
while Pop Kerry stood over him to see
that he did it. Sharkey grinned, and
passed on. A good division officer
knows when to leave a little job-in his
bo’sun’s hands.

But Shanghai was to be something
else again. As the gray vessels steamed

36

slowly into the harbor, the Adimiiral and
his whole staff were on the bridge.
Sharkey saw their eyes gazing ahead
with the intentness of men who sight a
situation.

Sharkey needed to take no second
look to know what that situation was.
There, anchored in trim columns, were
a dozen men of war. Trim, powerful
craft, squat as bulldogs. From: the
stern of each floated the rising sun
ensign of Japan.

The staff captain looked, turned to
the Admiral.

“ Crafty people, those Japs. Throw-
ing a dozen of their latest in here to
show up our old tubs, That battle
cruiser there—she could: lick just about
the whole Asiatic—and even the Chi-
nese can see that."”

“ That's exactly what: they're here
for.” The Admiral nodded, glanced
down: at the antiquated ten ineh guns
and off center eights that had seen serv-
ice as far back as the Spamish: War.
“ But we can't print a book and .tell ’em
that we keep our real Fleet:at home—
that we only send our eld: over-age
ships to the Asiatic.”

“ Well, we'll lose fawe—aand plenty
of it," the staff captain said sourly.
“1 wish we could show our real Fleet
to this coast some time—like Teddy
did when he sent the Fleet around in
1907-"

“ Yes—it might be a good ftinimg—
and it might not. That isn't our job,
though, Captain—that's Washington's.
But it isn't only ships that cotnt—=it’s
the men in 'em as well. W&} just
have to do an extra good job as #en
to save our fire.”

Face—sBharkey had been long
enough in the Asiatic to know what
that all-important word meant in Ori-
ental psychology. The man who's the
most belligerent—the man who talks
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the loudest and puts on the biggest
show—even if it is a foolhardy one—
is the one that the Chinaman throws
in with, Amnd with the remembrance of
Shanghai and the bombardment of
Chapei still fresh in his mind, Lieu-
tenant Sharkey could see what that dis-
play of up-to-date fiighting power
might mean.

The Admiral turned to the staff cap-
tain again. “Captain, I don’t want
any situationss coming up while we're
here. Get out an All-ships order at
once: Commanding officers will see
that strict ordens are given immediately
to all officers and men that they are to
avoid all personal contacts or other in-
cidents that might contribute to quar-
rels or unfortunate incidents ashore.
Place under arrest for general court-
martial immediately anyone who vio-
lates this order.”

At Quarters that morning, that or-
der was read to every officer and man
aboard the Colunilica. Pop Kerry spoke
to Lieutenant Sharkey.

“ Might be a good thing to keep
Nelson aboard. That guy’s a trouble-
maker amywhere."

“He's on the good conduct grade—
at present,” said Sharkey, thoughtfully.
“ Can't take away a man's liberty with-
out good cause, Kerry.”

“WWilzat’s the difference? He ain't
going to stay in the Navy, amyway.
You know what that cock-eyed guv is
saying now, sir?"

“No. Wihat, Kermy?*

“ He's saying he's going to quit the
Navy and go where the real figinting
and the real money is. Savs if he can
grab off a few hundred somewhere,
he’ll jump the Outfit and get him a
manager and turn professional.

“ Well, if he jumps ship the only
fighting he'll do will be with rocks and
a hammer in Portsmouth. They can
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haul you back for desertion from any
state in the Union."

“He don't figure on going back to
the States, sir. Says there's plenty
money to be picked up fighting in Aus-
tralia, Europe, and around. And for-
eign countries don't turn in deserters
everywhere, sir.”

Sharkey was thoughtful. “ Well, we
can't stop him—as long as he's on the
liberty list. But keep an eye on him,
Kerry. Stick with him ashore

E visit of the Asiatic Fleet to
China was always an event, both
for the Fleet and the people
ashore. The Internatiomal Settlement
was a whirlpool of activity. There
would be celebrations, carnivals, dances
for both officers and men. And on the
second day there would be a big naval
parade, with bluejackets from all the
visiting ships—American, Japanese,
British, even a French cruiser that had
come nosing into port. A naval parade
in honor of the birthday of the Cherry
Festival.

That afternoon the harbor was a
whirlpool of activity. Boats with uni-
formed officers scurried to and fro,
flags fluttered up and down, the shrill
pipe of bo’sun’s whistles rang out as
visiting officials were piped over the
side. The crash of saluting guns shat-
tered the quiet.

At three-thirty the Admiral of the
Asiatic paid his official call on the Japa-
nese Admiral. At four o’clock the
Japanese repaid the honor.

Lieutenant Sharkey was on deck as
the boat drew alongside. Near the
gangway the side-bovs waited, and five
paces inboard the Admiral of the
Asiatic was drawn up with his staff,
On the bridge the gunner stood beside
the waiting saluting guns.

As the Japanese Admiral with his
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glittering staff came over the side, the
bo’sun’s - pipe rang shrilly. On the
bridge :the :gunner dropped :his lifted
hand.

One after another, at measured -in-
tervals, ;the guns roared the admiral's
salute. Intervals measured by the gun-
ner's beating hands, his chant in the
time-honored words:

If you wasn’t a gunner you wouldn’t-be
here—

Eire, port!

H you wasn’t a gunner you: wouidn’t be
here—

Fire, starboard!

At the last, crashing report the Japa-
nese Admiral, who had remained
frozen in salute at the top of the
gangway, stepped on the deck. He sa-
luted the Adimiral of the Asiatic. The
Columitictss Admmiral returned the sa-
lute, stepped forward. They shook
hands. The Japanese staff followed
itheir leader,

One Japanese flag-lieutenamt was no
older than Sharkey. He was shorter by
two inches, but stockier. Their weights
would have practically been the same
. to a pound.

For a full moment the two staffs
faced each other. Browm faces were
immobile, squat figures in blue with
gold-braid were as stiff as ramrods.
The Americans were equally military.
It was like two strong forces measuring
each other. Amnd then the Cwiumbia's
Admmiral smiled, led the way below to
his quarters. As they passed Sharkey
at rigid salute, the Japanese lieuten-
ant's eyes met his. Sharkey was con-
scious of black eyes as piercing as ra-
piers, as bright as polished steel. Then
the Japanese had passed on.

Sharkey became aware of a  voice
at his side.

“ Times have changed. 1 was “round

with Teddy’s fleet in 'Nought Seven,
and they didn’t have :the-boats, didn’t

«potitoon thieedago lildeeno o’

It-was .old Pop Kerry, the shaabioor
breeze rufflimg at his graying. temples.

Sharkey noddledl thoughtfully,
“Yes, times have changed; Kerry.
And they may change more before you
and I hear Taps.”

CHAPTER 1V.
SHANGHAI NIGHT.

- | YHAT night half the Asiatic Fleet
1 was ashore. Sharkey had been
to a dance at the Settlement, was
returning home in his cocked hat and
tight-buttoned jacket of his dress uni-
formn. The car he was riding in slowed,
came to a halt.

There was a crowd packed and
jammmed in the streets. Chinese in
bright colored silks, Amwitican, British
and Japanese bluejackets, here and
there a girl secretary from some of the
foreign business houses hanging to a
grinning bluejacket’s arm. Alhead was
a bright fitrodlight, the square island of
a platform of some kind.

And then almost beside his car,
Sharkey heard a voice, loud, excited.

“ Lieutenant! Lieutenant Sineritesy!t*

It was Pop Kerry. His face was
beaded with perspiration, his petty
officer’'s cap askew from pushing
through the crowd.

A wave of worry swept over Shar-
key. He leaped out of the car.

“Yees, Kerry. Wihat is itt?”

The bo’sun’s-mate was panting.
“ It's—it's Nelson, sir! The fool—the
damned fool—!"

Sharkey’s voice was grim, accusing.
“1 told you and Malone to keep an
eye on hirm—"
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“ We did, sir! We was right along
with him, when he busted loose! He's
going up there—he’s going to try for
that thousand bucks! I was running
for the beach patrol wieEm—"

But already Sharkey was shoving a
way toward that platform. Instinc-
tively he knew that it had to do with
Kerry’s excitement. “ Wihat thousand
dollars? Wihat do you memn—?"

“ The thousand dollars they're offer-
ing to anybody that can beat their jiu-
jitsu champion! They got a carnival
Jap that's offering a thousamd—and
Nelson said he could use it to jump ship
and start prize-fightimg! I run for the
patrol—and then I saw yow—"

Sharkey had seen jiu-jttsm petiform-
ances hefore—esuthibitions of that deft,
bone-breaking science of the Japanese
that takes the place of both boxing and
wrestling in Nippon.

“ But Nelson doesn't know amything
about jiu-jitsul All he knows is
boxing—"

“ Yes, sir, but this Jap is taking on
all comers—boxing, wrestling, any-
thing. And he's offering a thousand
dollars to anybody can stay in the
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air, was just in front of them. A
sleek, brown-skinned form was there,
clad in the little half-trunks of a jiu-
jitsu performer. A sign in ideographs
and English proclaimed that Professor
Takahashi offered one thousand dollars
to anyone who—

Malone let out a cry. * There lie is!
You can call him, Lieutenamt—stop
him—"

But Lieutenant Sharkey shook his
head.

“Too late for that,” he said crisply.

Nelson had leaped into the ring from
the far side. His face was flushed, his
eyes were greedy. His lips were al-
ready curled back from his teeth in
scowling pugnacity.

Face! In that brief instant Sharkey
had remembered the Admiral’s words
—* to save face,” the most important
thing in the Orient.

And Sharkey had been in the Navy
too long to make the mistake that
Malone suggested. Nelson was excited,
Nelson was thinking only of that easy
thousand. Amnd Sharkey's uniform of
an American naval officer was too con-
spicuous to fail to be recognized. To
shout an order at Nelson mow—and
have Nelson refuse to obey, mutiumy—
would be worse than anything else that
could happen. For an officer to be un-
able to enforce his orders to an enlisted
man would be for the Navy to lose face
forever in these Orieatals’ minds!

Nelson had stripped to the waist, but
his bell-bottomed bluejacket trousers
were unmistakable anywhere in Shang-
hai. They were the recognized uni-
form, the symbol, of the American
bluejacket.

Alongside the bluejacket’s six foot,
one-hundred-and-minety pounds of
Anglo-Saxom physique, his stocky
browm-skinned oppoment looked like a
dwarf. To a stranger it would have
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looked ludicrous. But not to Sharkey
—the had seen jiu-jitsu performers
before.
With almost no preliminaries the two
=gpponents spared offf, Nelson with s
hands raised, fists clenched, the Jap
waiting quietly but catlike. Then the
bluejacket rushed.

- WIS fists rammed out like plungers,
his charge would have bowled
over a bull. But the fists landed

with no spat on browm skin. As quick
as a cat, the little Jap had stepped aside,
his arms flesihing out as he moved.
And the bluejacket, partly through his
own headlong charge, was suddenly, in-
explicably in the air. He landed with
a crash at the edge of the boards.

L “Ciarging blind—all fists and no
eyes!” said’ Pop Kerry. “ He won't
never keamn—"

“ Wait!" said Lieutenant Sharkey.
He was leaning forward, his eyes like
coals.

But the Jap had made no move to

«tlihoeev hiviteeH f uppon hids moomestaaiity

dazed antagomist. Instead he had
stepped back, his hands limp, in his
former almost lazy gesture.

The bluejacket scrambied to his feet.
Now his face was purple with rage,
anger driving out even the shock of
his surprise. He whirled, started for~
ward 'with wildly swinging arms.

But again that same deft side-step,
that same flash-of brown arms. And
this time Nelson landed in the opposite
corner of the ring.

“ He didn't lay a hand on him! He
can't lay a hand on him—" Malone
was groaning. *“ Get in there, Nelsom!
Knock his head off! One lick 'ull do
it

Perhaps Nelson heard. He came up

fighting—oohyy to be dr even more

shatteringly for a third time.
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Sharkey whirled Malone around,
gave him a shove. “ Get the patrol!
Get the beach patrol! And tell them to
hurry here on the rom!”

As Malone fought his way through
the crowd, Nelson was fighting again.
At least he was trying to fight. He
had suddenly penned the Jap into a cor-
ner, slid a glancing blow off the close-
cropped brown head. Then with a sud-
den snarl of satisfaction, he started
pounding with both fists in a wild
whirlwind of blows.

But amazingly the Jap, who had
hitherto kept his distance, let him close
in. The brown face was pressed al-
most into the heaving chest of the big
American. There was a grunt. But
it was not from the Jap. It was from
the bluejacket. And Nelson was whirl-
ing in the air, twisting in the embrace
of powerful arms, coming down in a
rolling ball on the fivor.

Amnd out of that ball the bluejacket's
face showed, wide-eyed, dazed. But
his arms and legs seemed knotted,
twisted in impossible positions, twisted
and held there by glistening -brown
arms and legs. And now those brown
limbs began to tighten, to-twist white
limbs into still more impossible posi-
tions. There was a straining gasp, then
a cry from the bluejacket’s lips. A
groan was followed almost by a
scream. Nelson's mouth was wide, his
eyes bulging.

Then as swiftly as the knot had
formed, the jiu-jitsu performer un-
rolled. He carried the bluejacket with
him, Like a bouncing ball he came to
his feet, the bluejacket still in his arms.
The arms flashed, the bluejacket went
high in air, This time when he crashed,
he shuddered, went limp, lay still.
Browm-skinmed helpers scrambled in, to
lift hitn off the stage. Nelson could
not even help them.
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A grunt of untranslatable meaning
rose from the Oriental audience.

Bo'sun’s-mate Kerry was cursing.
But Sharkey was silent. Only his
hands were busy. Busy jerking but-
tons out of the buttonholes of his tight-
fitting uniform jacket. He shoved
something into Kerry’s hands.

“ Hold that, Kerry.*

Then Kerry saw what he was doing.
Saw white shirt and collar follow the
blouse. Wiith sudden realization he
caught at Sharkey’s arm.

“But you can't do that, sir! The
Admiral—they’ll court-martial you!
Let me do it, sir! Let me in there—
I'll take him om!”

But Sharkey’s tones were crisp.

“ Wait here, Kemmy!*

And the bo’sun’s-mate, staring, saw
him climb into the ring.

CHAPTER V.
BARE FISTS.

VEN more distinctive than the
bell-bottomed bluejacket trousers
were Sharkey’s dress umiform

trousers with the wide gold stripes
down their sides, Above he was
stripped to his waist, his muscles rip-
pling like waves under his smooth skin,
He saw the Jap’s eyes widen,

And then Sharkey's eyes widened,
too—and then narrowed. He had
stared full into the jiu-jitsu man’'s face
and eyes for a second. Those black,
piercing eyes, that immobile brown
face, that stocky body—wihere had he
seen that before?

And then he knew, even before the
flicker came into the black eyes, the
edges of the man’s lip’s quivered.

But only for a second. And then the
jiu-jitsu man was standing back as be-
fore, careless, waiting.
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And then Pop Kerry, gaping, saw
something that made his mouth open
wider than ever. Instead of moving
forward warily, guard up, like an ex-
perienced Olympic champion, Sharkey
was rushing—rushing even more
wildly than Nelsom!

It was almost a repetition of the
previous bout. The Jap slipped aside
like an eel. And Sharkey, deftly
thrown over his hip, landed with a
thud on the planks,

And almost like Nelson, the officer
sat there for a moment, blinking, be-
fore he scrambled up. Scrambled up
to make that same flailing charge again.

Three times that happened. Three
crashing falls. The Jap's smile was as
catlike as his walk now : there was al-
most a gibing laugh on his face.

And Pop Kerry had seen but one
blow landed—omne that landed high up
on the Jap's head, utterly without
effect.

Sharkey came up that fourth time
snarling. But his glance whipped past
the Jap's for one moment, found Pop
Kerry’s. It was a glance that carried
the glint of ice.

Sharkey's fourth rush had driven the
Jap back, into the cormer. His left
hand flailed out, his right was cocked
back close to his side. Anmd like a flash
the Jap closed in, There was a flurry
of twisting bodies, then they were both
on the flidear. And again the Jap's steel-
muscled arms and legs were meshed
with the white.

But differently from Nelson, Shar-
key had fallen on his hips and one
shoulder. One arm was drawn close
in,
The Jap's eyes gleamed. His left
leg shot out, clamped the ankle of his
right, vising the white body between.
Ridges of muscles showed under the
brown skin,
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But the American’s back did not bow
into a back-breaking bend. Pop Kerry
saw the neck muscles bulge in Shar-
key's neck. And slowly, surely, the
brown arms were pried up, away.

But his shift of hold was like a flash.
One hand shot out, caught the Amer-
ican's, jerked two fingers back and
apart from the others, His other hand
caught Sharkey’s foot, began twisting.

Pop Kerry saw his officer's face
grow white, saw the beads of perspira-
tion and pain spring out. And the
bo’sun’s-mate groaned—and then he
let out a yell.

Suddenly, as quick as light, the
American had rolled. His brown op-
ponent clung like a leech. But Sharkey
had found leverage, got one knee un-
der, his free hand to the fldboa. His
imprisoned right jerked suddenly loose.
And Sharkey came up from the flbwr,
shaking his brown opponent off like a
spaniel shakes off water, Amd only
Pop’s straining eyes saw that left fist,
cocked and held low, shoot out as they
broke.

Not more than six inches was its
travel. But it landed with a spat. And
Pop Kerry saw the black eyes suddenly
pop open, the spurt of blood from the
cut lips, The brown bullet head popped
back.

But only for an instant. Then the
jiu-jitsu man threw himself forward
again, arms clutching. Amd this time
there was a deadly, killer look on his
face.

But amazingly this time it was the
American who was not there. Even
more catlike than the brown man he
had stepped aside. Amnd again his arm
flashed, high up. And the Jap stag-
gered and half fell, the brow above one
black eye gushing blood from a gaping
cut.

Pain twisted at the Jap's face as
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well as surprise. He twisted, tried to
slip awav. And a slashing blow ripped
at his ear, half spinning him in his
tracks.

“Your right—your right! He's
softened! Give him your right!" Pop
Kerry was screaming.

But Sharkey apparently did not hear.
His right was held in close; it was with
his left only that he was hitting.

UT each of those blows was like

a ripping blade. They slashed at

nose, at eyes, at the battered lips
again. They were making mince-rmeat
of the brown face. Blood dripped and
spurted from crushed lips, battered
nose, from gashes opened above brow
and cheekbone,

The jiu-jitsu man was no longer try-
ing to clutch his enemy, He was reel-
ing, staggering, helpless—trying to
escape from that tornado of fists that
was Ihatteniing—batterimg—battering.

His face—lumpy, torn, blood-
smeared, no longer like a human face.

Amnd then for one short instant the
American stayed his- relentless drive.
He paused. His lips -were tight, his
eyes narrow slits. His right fist
dropped down, close in.

Again his left shot out, but lightly,
almost mockingly. It turned the Jap
partly around, set him on his heels,

And then that right came up. It
came up from waist-height—the speed
of a piston, the power of a rammer.
Full on the hapless brown chin it
landed. And like a stump blasted from
the ground, the Jap’s body rose in air,
feet lifting high, shoulders hurtling
back. It never even touched the low
rail of the platform as it shot out into
space, to fall with a limp thud on the
shoulders of the gaping Chinamen
beneath.

Kerry was sputtering, yelling, as



42

Sharkey stepped panting from the plat-
form.

“ T knew it—I saw it coming! Knew
it when you measured him! Here's
your shirt, sir, and your bllouse—"

But there was another voice cutting
in, cold, grim. It was the voice of the
commander in charge of the beach pa-
trol. His three gold stripes glittered
on his sleeve, the heavy Colt sagged the
holster at his side. Behind him four
belted bluejackets of the patrol came,
their heavy sticks swinging.

“ Lieutenant Sharkey, it would have
been surprising to have found an ordi-
nary seaman like this. For an officer—
it is incredible! Consider yourself un-
der anrestt?

Sharkey opened his mouth—then
shut it, tight. It was Pop Kerry who
sprang forward. “ But, sir, he—"

“You will also return to your ship
immediately as a witness,"” snapped the
commander of the beach patrol crisply.
He turned to the belted patrol. “ Take
these two petty officers and that sea-
man over there back ta their ships.
Lieutenant Sharkey, come with me!"

He drew Sharkey into the nearest
taxi, snapped an order to the driver.
Pop Kerry sputtered an oath, and then
with Malone and the battered Nelson,
who was just coming out of his daze,
he marched off under the guard of the
bluejacket patrol

N the Admiral’'s cabin of the
Columidisg, the Admimral of the
Asiatic Fleet was bowed over pa-

pers of instructions for the parades
and celebrations of the following day.
The Chief of Staff and lesser aides
gathered around him.

Suddenly there was the crisp stride
of the marine orderly, and his snappy
salute. He waited for the Admiral to
look up.
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“Sir, there's a chief petty officer out-
side to see the Admiral.”

One of the gold-braided aides
frowned, started for the door.
“ What's his name? Did he bring any
official permission from his command-
ing officer?”

“No, sir. His name is Kerry—
Bo’sun’s-mate Kerry.”

“Wearry?” The Admiral suddenly
looked up. “ Kerry, eh? Now I won-
der if— Let him come in, orderly.”

In a moment Pop Kerry stood be-
fore the Commander-in-Chief of the
Asiatic Fleet, his cap in his hand.

“ Sir, I know I'm busting regulations
—coming straight to you like this.
But I had to see you—it was important.
It wasn't Lieutenant Sharkey's
fault—"

“Uigenteraamt  Sharkey?”’ The Ad-
miral was puzzled. The report of the
arrest would not reach him in due
course before tomorrow.

“Yes, sir. Eor tangling with that
Jap. He'’s under arrest in his room,

now. And Captain Jones is ashore,
and so is the executive officer. I had
to see youw—"

The Adimiral stared at him. The
Staff Captain shuffled the papers im-
patiently. Suddenly the Admiral spoke.

“You're Pop Kerry, aren't yow?
Weren’t you with me in the old Wtah?
You won the Fleet championship, as
I rermembear—"*

“V¥es, sir.”” Kerry nodded. ‘“1
didn't think you'd remmemtesr—"
The Adimiral put out his hand. *1

hope I'll never forget the old men T've
served with. I'm glad to see you again,
Keery. Now what is this about Lieu-
tenant Sharkey—and tangling with a
Jap?"

“ Why, you see he had to do itt"
Kerry was anxious, earnest. “ It was
a Jap jiu-jitsu man, offering a tihousand
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dollars to anybody who could stay in
the ring with him. And that fool Nel-
son, in our division—the one that won
the heavyweight championship at
Manila—he took it up. The Jap tied
him into knots, In froat of ten thou-
sand Chinks and Japs and other people.
It was a matter of fdees—ILieutenant
Sharkey had to whip him, don't you
see?”’

The Admiral’s face had clouded at
first; now it cleared. *“ And Lieu-
tenant Sharkey beat him? And is un-
der arrest for iite—?"

“Bleat him? He almost beat his
head off. If there was any faur lost,
it was the Jap's, sir. He ain't got
what vou'd call a face left, hardly ¥*

“Conmeandler Smith!”  The Ad-
miral turned to one of his aides
sharply. “ Have Lieutenant Sharkey
report to me immediatielyy.™

Wihat they talked of, the next fiifteen
minutes—the Admiral, the grizzled
bo’sun’s-mate, and the young junior
lieutenant—was never to go in the offi-
cial records. But at the end of it, the
Admiral gravely shook hands with
Lieutenant Sharkey.

“ Orders are orders, Lieutenant, and
I expect them to be obeyed. But this
Navy has been made by officers and
men who know wthem to break orders
and take charge of a situation on their
own responsibility. How do you
feel?"

“How do I feel, sir?" Sharkey re-
peated the question, puzzledly.

“ Yes, how do you feel? Were you
hurt? You have no outward marks,
no bruises. But I know these jiu-jitsu
men. Can you march in the parade
tomorrow

Sharkey nodded. There was a
white twist of pain around his lips, but
he spoke quietly. “ He broke two fin-
gers on my right hand, sir. And 1
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think one of my ribs went—he got a
scissors on me, sir. But I can march
in any parade, sir.”

“Good! Because I'm having you
transferred to my staff—the official pa-
pers for your transfer as one of my
aides will be delivered to your captain
tomorrow. You've got to marci—got
to show yourself, see—?"

“Yes, sir. Sharkey nodded again.
“ You mean it's 2 matter of face. And
I should report, sir, that that jiu-jitsu
man was a flag lieutenant of the Japa-
nese staff. 1 recognized him. But—
he won’t march in any parade, siir;
I can promise you tliatt’*

“ What 1 expected—what I was
afraid of, Lieutenant. A deliberate at-
tempt to make the Americans lose face
here in China. Report to your medical
officer immediately and get treated.
Because you must march in that parade
tomorrow."

E next morning at nine o'clock,
Seaman Pete Nelson, in the Co-
lumbia’s sick bay for observation

before going to the ship's brig—a man
can't fall five feet on his head without
some risk of brain concussion—stared
at the Columilitss medical officer and
two hospital apprentices. They were
winding sheet after sheet of strong ad-
hesive tape around the ribs of Lieu-
tenant Sharkey. They drew the last
strengthening band tight.

“ And now," said Lieutenant Shar-
key, “those two ffilggmss. But you've
got to paint the adhesive after that—

so the white adhesive won’t b&
noticed.”
“Flesh colored cullodion — right

here,” said the medical officer, “ But
those ribs—it’ll be very painful making
a three mile parade with tlhose’

“T'll make it The junior lieuten-
ant grinned. “Adinimral’s orders.”



4

The taping finished, he slid into: his
blouse while the apprentices held it.
With a last grin and :a “ Thanks, Doc-
tor,” he stepped out through the door.

Seaman Nelson drew a deep- breath.

“And he whipped that Jsp—with
two busted fingers and a pair of
smashed riifss”’

One of the .apprentices nodded.
“ That's what Kerry said. Takes guts
—but he's got 'em. Plenty!

Hey, what you:doimg?"

Seaman Pete Nelson had crawled
from his bunk .and was reaching | for
his shoes. “ Going to polish my shoes.
What'd you think I'm doing—squilgee-
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ing ithe deck? How’s it to'lend me
your; pelisih?*

“ Poliginl” The apprentice lamghed.
Jeeringly.. “ Wihere you're going, you
won’t be needing no polish. Yeuw'll be
outside, fella—wishing you was back
in the Outfit where the grub is plenty
and regular, But that Court you're go-
ing to get will bounce you out on your
bottom so quick you'll see stansh’

“Lieutenant Sharkey wen't let
'em,” said Seaman Nelson. " He's
my divisional officer, see? Amd he
said this was a place where a guy eovld
geét in some good fighting in a war.
Well, bring on your wanl*

THE END

The Old Gray Hudson Ain'tt What It Used to Be

ANWNECE, the Hudson River was one hundred and thirty miles longer than
AL it is at present The bed of the origimal stream can still be found in

the bottom of the Atlantic Ocean.

It forms a great gorge, that at one point

is over a mile under the wave-tops. But this fact, just lately discovered, it
turns out, is of more value than just as a bit of information, When the old
river bed is thoroughly mapped it can be used to guide steamers in from the
ocean. Sounding devices on the bottom of the vessels will do the trick. So
once again ships will sail in that, part of the Hudson that hasn't been a river

for thousands of centuries.

—ihbeotdd Licethwsiter.
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I“Elﬂ MADE SINCE 1880 by the inven-
tors of the original safety razor,
KEm“Ess Star Blades have 56 years of pre-
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NEVER their keen, long-lasting edges.
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VARIES mail 10c to Dept. AF-T, 'Star Blade
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Spurs

By ROLLIN BROWN

The Kid’s reata
was singing

Tihe moviing stowy of two rangeland waifs—amid how
each fought to find his destimy

EN Swifty the fox was
bora up in a den under the
roots of an old dead pine on

the Little Mutau where his mother
had already brought forth three litters,
the Kid had been at the Circle Z two
years, Fourteen years old the Kid
was then, for he had confessed to the
age of twelve the day Knotty Tolton
had feund him, lylng exhausted and
nearly dead under a stunted Juniper
sofme three miles frerm the rafeh house.
The Kid had attempted to walk the

twenty-five burning, dusty miles into
the Circle Z from Morro Junction
with an old bottle full of water in one
hand, and a handkerchief, a pair of
old socks and a crusted dried sandwich
he had begged in the other.

He had revived somewhat, put up
in Knotty’s saddle, while the cowboy
trudged ahead back to the ramch; he
revived enough to clamber off the
horse at the corrals, scorning aid, and
walk straightly up to Saunders and
say, “ Mister Boss, I'm in need of a
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ridin' job. Have you got anything
here on this ranch to offer ?”

Whhile Saunders stared at him the
Kid wavered from side to side, and
finally slumped down into a limp little
heap in the dust. Saunders swore,
and picked up the slight body gently
in his arms and carried it to the
weathered old ranch house. How-
ever, that was all Saunders was able
to leamn—'' Mister Boss, I'm in need
of a ridin’ job.” No name, while the
Kid babbled in fever; no chance word
as to how or where from he had come
into Morro Junction; no trace of his
identity, “ Call me Kid, if you want
to,” he had said a week later, lying
wasted and pale in Saunders’ own bed.
“ It ain’t good breedin’ to ask too many
guestions, Mister.”

It was all Saunders could get from
him. The boy knew something of
handling a team and of farming, they
saw later, and from that the Circle 2
decided he had come from somewhere
east. They ran a personal in-the Des
Moines, Kansas City and a Nebraska
paper, but to no avail. Because there
was nothing else that could 'be done
they gave the Kid a job—tmliper to the
cook, bunkhouse janitor, water-car-
rier, mender of knick-knacks and
milker of the Circle Z’'s single milch
eow,

N the course of a year he was a¢-

cepted just as grumpy old Dad

Wiilkins, veteran of no one knew
how long at the Circle Z, was ae-
cepted—as a matter of course. Ne
one plied him with further questiions;
he was just “ the Kid, the Kid over at
the Circle Z." Everyone knew himn;
everyone had a nice paternal pat: for
his back or his head. Those who knew
him did it to tease him, the others be-
cause some sentimental iimtterest
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prompted it. Amnd impartially the
Kid cursed either, as though they had
touched him with a white-hot iron,
cursed them with a withering, exact-
ing thoroughmness that only Dad Wil-
kins: could equal in his moments of
tense emotion. There is a story of
when an itinerant minister of that
country visited the Circle Z and patted
the Kid on the head and called him
“ my little man.” But let that pass. .. .

Afiter the first year—he was then
just thirteen—the Kid came to make
a formal monthly pilgrimage to the
ranch house to see Saunders. “ Boss,”
he would say, “I've been with the
Circle Z twelve months now—" or
fourteen, or fifteen, as it happened—
“and I'm a-wonderin’ if a ridin’ job
has opened up for me yet ?”

Saunders would slowly, seriously
shake his head. “ No, not yet, Kid.
You see, I can't fire one of the old
hands to make room for you. No...
Wihat’s more, Kid, we need a man like
you around the bunkhouse an’ up here
mighty bad, an’ I can’t quite let you
go from that job. Here's yore check
for this month—fiive dollars. That’s
right, ain’t itt?"

“Yes, sir. Thank you, boss.” And
back down to help the cook the Kid
would go—saying nothing, his lips
tightly compressed, crumpling and un-
crumpling the check for five dollars in
his fimgers.

The Kid saved every cent of his
money. It was for his “outfit,” he
said, his “ ridin' gear.” Old Dad Wil-
kins, hearing, gave him a silver-
mounted bit and headstall, and Knotty
Tolton later took ten dollars of the
Kid's money, on one trip into town,
and got the Kid a twenty-five-dollar
pair of boots. He got them cheap,
was what he told the Kid. High boot-
heels clicked through the bunkhouse
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after that, while the Kid cleaned out,
and high bootheels stamped their little
dots into the dust when he went at
dawn and sunset to milk the cow.

Finally the Kid sent to a mail-order
house and got a saddle and chaps—
eighty dollars they cost. But they
were worth it, everybody agreed. And
with an outfit like that, they decided
the Kid ought to have a horse. A
week later Saunders gave him an old
cutting animal that was gentle and a
still not beyond turning back any
grass-fed steer.

The Kid’s joy knew no bounds when
he saddled up with his own outfit for
the first time. His eyes got so blurry
that Saunders finally had to finish the
knot on the cinch strap. Then the Kid
mounted and went off with Knotty
Tolton for a day in the east range.
After that, the Kid always saddled his
horse and dressed himself in full
regalia for the formal, monthly pil-
grimage up to see Saunders.

F all of this, of course, Swifty,
nuzzling his little fox jaws into
his mother’s bags and scram-

bling with his brothers and one sister
for a point of advantage, had no idea.
Despite the fact that Swift's and the
Kid’s trails were to cross several times,
known and unknowm to both, Swifty
had no idea that such things as
humans existed. All that existed for
him was the nest-like cave under the
roots of the old pine, grayish and dank
with spring, and his mother’s furry
belly. And if someone had told the
Kid that six of eight miles up above the
Clrele 2's bulldings, up on the Little
Mutau'’s tributary, a mother gray fox
had breught forth a litter of feur
pupples, grayish, skinny lttle rat-like
things, he woeuld have shewn his eus-
tomary interest in all that was new,

but no more. A fox was a fox, a
horse was a horse, and the Kid was
some day going to be a cowboy—
these things made up the Kid's
philosophy of life.

Yet as the Kid learned and earned
his five dollars a month, so did Swifty
learn—and earn the breast of a quail,
or the tender sweet back of a young
cottontail, or the tasty morsel of a
chipmunk from his mother’s jaws. He
learned to imitate the exact move-
ments of his mother before the others
had come to realize that she was ex-
aggerating the stalk, the pounce or the
freeze of the game trail for their
benefit. He grew strong and wrestled
and fought against the other three on
the sunny slope below the old pine.
His sagaelous little eyes, his head rest-
ing aeress a reot of the pine, came fo;
take netlee of all things that meved I
the 1ands belew him. He slunk baek
and freze at the sight of animals
greater than Rimself; he erept softly
dewh 6R 2 lesser—a bird, oF a worm,
oF bButterfly. Semetimes he eaught
butterfly, and Hhis little ferepaws
stamiped dewh eh & werm as theugh
it were feal game.

One day his mother lay beside lhiiom,,
both watching the low country while
the other pups lay asleep in the denj
Hours passed in the warm sunlight,
and Swifty dozed off. He was,
awakened by the sudden tensing of his
mother's body. Before he was fully
awake he followed her example, freez-
ing, his beady little eyes looking where
hers looked. On the slope below twe
tufted, big mountain quail were hunt-
ing food around the roots of the
stunted sage.

Swifty’s mother began to move,
slowly—a furry little body, gray as the
sage beyond, seeming to flow close
against the ground like a drop of
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moisture will slowly trickle down a
window pane, almost invisible, without
sound. With his nose close to the
plume of her tail, Swifty followed.

Down the slope they went, one be-
hind the other; but, almost upon their
prey, the mother halted. Swifty slid
up beside her. He felt the quiver of
hef muscles; his own body trembled
under the fuzzy coat of its fur. In-
stinctively he knew when the time was
ripe—when the: larger of the quail
scurried across an opening of the brush
stems before: him. Imstinctively he
knew that his: mother waited on him.

He leaped; caught the feathered
body in-his jaws, clamping down' tight
into! the delicious soft fiesih. Omne of
the quail's wings whirred- and beat his
eyes. He bit deeper. The second of
the quail was volplaning off across the
brush.

Then a sudden, big, gray-tawny
body pounced: with its full : heavy
weight; on: Swifty. He caught a
glimpse of the thing over the beating
quail's wing. He tried to< turn and
get away. It had. him. Something
ripped his shoulder. The quail was
torn from his jaws. Over all he heard
the snapping snarls of his mother and
knew that she was fighting. the thing.

It seemed a long time until: he was
loose, and limping, as fast as he could
move, up toward: the den. Down
through' the stunted sage a coyote
trotted away, bearing the warm quail
between his jaws. ... Swifty’s mother
followed. her cub, and in the grayish
dark of the dert she licked his torn
shoulder with her pointed little tongue.

]T was two weeks before Swifty
t again braved the'light outside the

den. He limped up to<his old place
and rested his head- across the root.
The sun warmed his wound, and after
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a time his body responded to thefull
heat, heat that was nourishing and life-
giving. His fear lessened gradually,
day by day.

Not so his mother’s. She hunted no
more by daylight. Her pups became
accustomed to the sudden rush of her
body into the den at night, bringing
them food. They grew accustomed to
her snarl, the whirl; of her bedy to
guard the den entrance behind her;
and 'they sensed that something was
hunting her, that there was. danger
outside. Swifty saw the danger in the
moonlight one night — the gray-
tawny coyote he remembered. He
snarled-:and backed into the farthest
corner of the-cave, trembling. Again,
two days later, he saw the coyote by
daylight, waiting down the slopei

The sneaking, grinning prairie-wolf
became a familiar sight to him:in-time
—always waiting: down the slope
somewhere, or above. He came, in-a
way, to understand that the coyote
had chosen this means of getting its
food, that it was living:by. the robbery
of his mother. Twice inthe dawn he
saw her lose kills to the animal, once
a feathered, big grouse, again a cotton-
tail. . ...

It became increasingly hard for the
little bitch fox to:feed. her brood, both
because they were growing rapidly
and needed. more food and because
she lost a large portion of her Kkills.
Always the big, tawny-gray form
loomed close to the den, waiting for
her. She was scarred by his teeth
across her chest, jaws and back. She
feared to: take her broed, now old
enough, and more, on the forage with
her. None apart from Swifty had
ever made an appreeiable kill; she re-
membered: only too well what had
happened on that day.

Heroically she fought a one-sided;

A2y



SPURS

losing battle. She hunted tirelessly,
and with an over-swiftmess because she
feared for the nest of pups in her
absence. The pups, hunger - mad,
fought each other blindly and savagely
for what food she ran through to
them. It was not enough. The little
female fox of the brood died one
night, and all the next day the mother
nuzzled and licked it, attempting to
put life again in its body. Two days
later, at dusk, she moved her three re-
maining young te another den, calling
them lowly, stealthily meving up the
slope. Amnd a shert way behind, the
big eoyote, the habitual grin across his
eheps, fellewed.

A week after that one of Swifty's
brothers was killed. Instinct had
driven him out to find food, and he
caught a young robin a hundred yards
from the new den. Wihen his jaws
were clamped in a first delicious
crunch of the flesh, the big coyote
descended on him. The coyote’s big
jaws crushed his back as he swallowed
the bird. . ..

Wihen the first early fall of smow
sifted down over the Little Mutau,
Swifty and his one brother, trained
with only a small portion of the skill
their mother, unmolested, would have
taught them, attempted to hunt and
continue to live. It was more difficult
now, with the cold coming on. Their
mother had left them long before.
Birds had gone south or down to the
low, warmer country; game was scant,
wily and hard te flindl. The first smow
had seareely begun to melt when a
second fall eafne. The level drift came
up te Swifty’s belly; It was just soft
eneugh se that he sank In the mass,
while the few big-pawed rabbits ran
swittly en the erust.

Afiter two futile days Swifty turned
his head down from the Little Mutau
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toward the valleys. Feor half a night
the young, three-quarter grown fox
traveled down. He was tired; his un-
derfed, thin body cried for food. . . .

Then on the valley breeze came the
scent of pungent ripe meat, mingled
with something else, a musky lovely
odor that Swifty had never smelled.
He quivered with eagerness. His nose
in the wind, he hurried toward the
feast. He did not pause as he came
close; his instinctive caution was
deadened, blanketed in his eager-
ness. ...

Something dropped slightly under
one of his forepaws. The click of
metal snapped. . .. Long after, when
he had exhausted himself in mad
struggling, Swifty crouched back and
looked at his forepaw, and the steel
jaws of the trap clamped onto it. He
fell to chawing the metal. His jaws
became red and frothy,

“MWW HPAT you got in the bag?”

YV the Kid asked interestedly, as

old Dad Willkins came riding

a gentle old mare up to the Circle Z
bunkheuse.

¥ Wall, new, Kid; what yo' guess,
huh 3" Dad Willkins swung out of the
saddle and put the bag on the ground.
Semething alive moved within it

“Don’'t know,” said the Kid.
¥ Whatt??*

“A little kit gray fox. Yeah.
Caught in that-there coyote trap I had
set up-valley. Pore little feller, I felt
sorry for him when I see him, so 1
brung him home alive. . . . Yeah, an'
TI'll be danged if there, off about twenty
yards, as I rid up, wasn't a big, yeller-
gray coyote sittin' on his haunches an'
watchin’ the little feller” Old Dad
Wiilkins paused.

“Midija get him?" asked the Kid.
“The coyote, 1 mezm’*
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“ Naw. Shot twice, but 1 reckon 1
missed both cracks.”

“Too bad,” said the Kid, sympa-
thetically. “ What yuh goin' to do
with the fox ?”

Dad Wiillkins was leading the mare
toward the corrals to unsaddle. “ Aw,
give 'im to you, maybe. You want
'im, huh ?”

“You hesdl”

“ All right. Make some sort of a
cage fer him, 'fore you let him out
the bag. Maybe thet ol' chicken pen
of th' cook’s would do.”

“T'll ask Cooky.

¥ Yealn.*

Despite the fact that the Kid wore
a man's high-heeled riding boots, had
a first-rate “ kack " and chaps hung up
in the saddle-room, and could swear
better than old Dad Wiilkins himself,
he was still just a kid, fourteen, would
be fifteen in the spring. The little kit
gray fox interested him a lot, since it
was his own. He let it out of the
gunnysack into the old chicken pen and
watched it cower into the far corner
of the wires. Then, understanding, he
got a box and darkened it with an old
saddle blanket, so that the little fox
could hide away. He stole a big chunk
of fresh beef from the cook, and put it
and water in the pen,

The next morning he was delighted
to see that the little fox had eaten. He
had no way of knowing for how many
months Swifty had been close to
starvation, no more than Swifty had
a way of knowing how much the Kid
wanted to be a cowboy. “ Pore little
feller,” the Kid said. “ Reckon yo're
mighty hungry all right, after a night
in a trap.” Whereupon he stole
another chunk of beef from the cook.

Under the dark of the box Swifty's
little beady eyes watched the Kid come
and go. Since Swifty had been
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hungry enough to eat anything, and in
the black of the first night of his
captivity had sunk his jaws into the
beef tainted by human hands and
found it good, he ate more. He
licked his leg, where the jaws of the
trap had cut it, for hours at a time.
It healed, and Swifty, for the first
time since he had nursed at his
mother’s belly and ghawed at the bones
of her free kills, before the coming of
the big coyote, knew satiation. His
body was warm in the cold of the
nights beeause goed foed put warm
bleed te pounding in his veins.

The Kid, with an understanding of
the wild little thing he held captive,
would not allow anyone to go near the
pen, and the men, laughing, obeyed.
But from a distance, as he went about
his work, he himself paused and
watched. Rarely, at first, did he see
the little fox; all day Swifty crouched
in the dark cover of his box. And the
Kid, taking food and water to the pen,
never pushed him out.

HE Kid’s attention was divided
between the horse Saunders had
given him and the fox. He had
“a way with critters,” too, as Dad
Wilkins expressed it. That was a
good sign. Many are the cowhands
who don’t have it, and many of them
are good men, but still there was no
rider but what would be better for it
—according to Dad Wiilkins. The Kid
had turned into something of a protege
of the old man's. There were hours
through the winter when he turned to
teaching the Kid the intricacies of the
reata—oww to flip the noose out in the
corral with one short motiom ;
mounted, how to get the swing of it
and send it far in an open cast,
“ Be careful of yore fiirgers,” the old
man would say. “ Take yore dallies
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on the saddle horn so—no fingers
stickin’ out. See these—" and the old
man would lift his right hand. The
forefinger was gone at the second
joint, the index was crushed at the
end. “They's from when 1 was
learnin’ to lass. Finger in the dallies,
between the rope an’ hern, an’ a heavy
steer on the end of the line. Yeah,
couldn’t let go fast enougth.”

Much the old man taught the Kid
in the idleness of the winter smows,
when the other riders were gone for
long periods of time out into camp in
the range shacks, riding snow-fields
and working the weaker animals to the
sheltered valleys and better feed. Dad
Wiilkins was tending his coyote traps
and gentling two colts in the corrals.
Saunders gave him a free hand and
did not begrudge the hay the colts ate,
because he knew that the eld hand’s
eunning eye had pleked the twe from
the whele ef the Cirele Z's remuda
and that he weuld fake top saddlers
eut of them. Henses that the eld
fan eendeseended te break always
tufnied eut te be the best en the raneh.
The Kid helped Dad Willkins with
them:

“ Wall, Kid,” the old man said one
afternoon, as they left the colts, "1
reckon yo'll be ridin' 'fore so very
long.” The Kid’s eyes lighted.
“ Yeah, ’fore so very long. Kid, do
you know how a rider more or less
won his spurs in the days when I was
a kadi?”

“No.” The Kid shook his head.

“ Wall, he proved hisself with a lass
rope. Ridin’ the bad-uns of course was
another way, but the rope is the thing
what makes a cowhand valuable. The
boys is expected to ride their string,
but the top-hand is the feller what can
really lass.. Understand? A bronc-
twister's a bronc-twister, but the real
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cowhand is the one what knows stock,
has an eye an' a way with it, an' can
handle his lass rope. Understand,
Kid?

“ Yes, sir, Dadl”

“ As 1 started to say,” the old man
rumbled on, “ when I was a lad a feller
won his spurs by the reai@. I've known
riders to lass a buck deer. That's luck.
But listen, Kid: a crack hoss will run
down a coyote, given the right start.
The hoss’ll do it in filwe-hundred yards,
or not at all—see? AR’ a coyote can
dodge, an’ zigzag, an’ double like
nothin’ else but a jaek rabbit, or maybe
a streak of chaln lightnin’. In my
day, Kid, when a youngster lassed his
fu'st eeyote he wem his spu¥s”

The Kid said nothing te that, but
his eyes had a dreamy faraway loak
in them. At early dusk he saddled and
rode formally up to see Saunders, al-
though payday had passed a scant
week before.

“ Boss," he said, “ come spring, it
seems to me I oughta have my ridin'
job?"

AUNDERS realized that somehow
this occasion was different from
those that had gone before. “ Kid,

to tell the truth, they's too many top-
hands wantin’ jobs,” he confessed.
“ Spring’ll see a dozen riders driftin’
in as usual, all A-number-i cowmen,
an’ each wantin’ work. Ancther thing,
Kid: You ain’t big enough or strong
enough yet to stand the gaff. I ain't
sayin’, mind you, that you ain’t been
learnin’ fast an’ doin’ mighty well, but
then, Kid, you ain’t no top-hand. Sure
you know that, . . . Tell you, Kid, you
wait until yo're eighteen or nineteen,
say, an’ than="

Eighteen or nineteen! It might

have been a thousand years to the
Kid.
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“ Hell, boss!” The Kid felt his eyes
getting blurry. He brushed his hard
little right wrist across his face and
spat on Saunders' floor so that Saum-
ders wouldn’t see. * Hell, boss; that's
a long tiimee—""

“ Three, four years.
in a lifetime.”

There was a long pause.
spat again.

“ S'posin', boss, I was to win my
spurs, come spming?”

“ Spurs! Ain't I already give you
my old ones ?*

“YWeedh. But not like that. S'posin’,
say, I was to lass a coyote in the open?
S'posin’, say, I was hand enough with
a rope to do titrett”*

Saunders looked at him for a long
time. *“You reckon you're good
enough to do thatt?*

“ Yes, sir, boss. Maybe'*

“ITat ol' fool, Dad Wiilkins, has
been stuffin’ yore head with them ro-
mantic notions. Don’t you pay so
much attention to that ol’ duffer.”

“ He ain't no dufffen!’*

“ All right; maybe mott.™

“ What d'you say, boss? S'posin' 1
can do that ?*

Saunders bit off a chew of tobacco.
He waited for a long time before he
said grufily, “Mll right. Al right.
Wiin yore spurs, like you say, an' you
got the job. Mind, thougih”—he
glared—" that you ain't out from
mornin’ to night tryin' to do it. See?*

“ Yes, sir, boss*

“Yo're a little fooll” Saunders ex-
ploded after him. “I mean what 1
say—you go neglectin’ the cook an' I'll
can you off the Circle Z sure. Hean?"

“Yes sir, boss.

The Kid floated out of the room to
mount the gentle old horse, and ride,
buoyant on air, down the hundred
yards back to the corrals.

Not so much

The Kid
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He told the cook about it, when he
couldn’t hold it to himself any longer.

“Wah? Yah?’ the cook said.
“Dahm fool, you! Me, I like nice
warm kitchen, yah.”

THE Kid had to talk to somebody
about it, and after supper, since

old Dad Wiilkins had followed
Saunders up to the house, he left the
kitchen and went out into the night.
It was warm outside—spring was in
the air somehow, although the winter
wasn't nearly over yet. The Kid
turned toward Swifty’s pen.

He stopped before he came to it.
Back and forth, back and forth, he
could see, Swifty ran. Back and forth
—jjust two good leaps, a turn, two
leaps. Over and over again Swifty re-
peated the motion, his little gray body
like a shadow in the moonlight.

The Kid watched him for a long
time, thinking to himself. Then he
went close, and Swifty crouched back
into the box.

“Little fox,” the Kid said, “ what
yo' runnin’ like that for, huh? Back an'
forth. Say, little feller, yo' want to git
out in the moonlight ' A new thought
came into the Kid’s mind. “ Say, little
fox, is this-here pen like a kitchen to
you, huh? Back an' forth? An’ me like
a cook, say, alius keepin' you in when
the wind's blowin’ free out across the
valley, an' cows is a-bawlin' out some-
where 'long the crick willers? Say, lit-
tle fox—"

The Kid went silent, and after a
while he walked back up to the dark-
ened bunkhouse kitchen. The cook had
a chunk of sirloin hung up in the room
to thaw out so that it would be ready
for morning’s breakfast. The Kid took
the chunk without scruple, and went
back to Swifty’s pen.

“ Here, little feller, take this. An'
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say, if you ever git hungry come on
back. Erom time to time I'll put a lit-
tle chunk in yore box there, where no-
body’ll see it, an’ it's for you. So-long,
little feller. The Kid paused.
* Reckon I'm mighty glad to have met
up with you. See you ag'in some time.
. . . Say, ol' Saunders has me a midin"
job promised, come spring.” The Kid
told Swifty all about it, as he had
planned when he first left the kitchen.
“Wall, so-long. See you out there
sometime—out there, huh? So-long.”

He left the gate open, and after a
while he saw a shadow move swiftly
off across the snow-patched fore-
ground, fading away. The shadow
held its head high, a big chunk of
sirloin in its jaws.

“ So-long,"” the Kid breathed. * See
you ag'in sometime maybe—out there,
Come back if vo’re hungry. . . .*

Twice before spring had really
come, before the drifts had melted
much from the northern slopes, the
meat that the Kid religiously left in the
box was gone.

“Good little ol' feller,” the Kid
said. “ See you next winter, huln?
Reckon you know what's whait

The Kid told the men, now ceming
in force back to the bunkhouse, a
different story. * Yeah, little o} fox
got away. I musta been right careless
to fergit an' leave the gate open like
that.”

Old Dad Wiilkins even gave him a
forceful lecture about carelessness.
The Kid had become an out-and-out
pupil of the old man's, like the two
colts in the corral. * Wihen I teach
my band to a man,” he said, * it's like
a colt. I make a top-hand out of ‘em,
like I make top hosses. See? ... But
Kid "—he turmed—* I cain't make no
top-hand out of a keerless, flighty,
fergitful—" Amnd so, on and on.
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“ @1' man's gittin' a mite chilidisi,*
Knotty Tolton said in private.

PRING came. Little patches of
grass cropped out along the bot-
toms; then a level verdant carpet

clothed the valley. At first there was
much riding to do, for the cattle that
had wintered on the dry grass and
browse fell eagerly to lapping up the
thin-stemmed green stuff. It was as
yet without much nourishment for
them. The cattle “ scoured,” became
weak and bogged down in the spring
seepages and ciemagas, and the Circle
Z force rode long and hard and
stretched their reatas. But shortly, for
the year was good and the grass grew
swiftly, the animals became stronger
and put on fitsih. Many bawling calves
frisked at their mothers’ sides; the
bulls lowed in deep-toned bass across
the flower-spottiedl valleys and bottoms.

A month of green feed ripened into
a second, and Saunders, judging the
condition, the flesh and strength, of the
cattle with a trained eye, began prepa-
ration for the spring round-up. As he
had predicted, men rode almost daily
into the ranch and asked for jobs.
They were silent, competent riders;
their saddles were worn, the wings of
their chaps scratched thin by much
work in the brush.

Saunders hired three for the coming
ride, and the Kid, watching, became
frenzied. He said nothing; he merely
watched. Not even to old Dad Wil-
kins did he tell his thoughts, but they
were filled with a mad resolve. His
thoughts were turbulent and wildi;
sleeping, he tossed with dreams. De-
spite Saunders’ words, with no thought
to them, he neglected everything for
the old cutting horse at the corral and
the reala Dad Wiilkins had given him,
The cook complained, and Knotty
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Taelton caught one of the new men in
the act of giving the kid a fiirst-rate
and, as the rider judged, a much-need-
ed licking.

“Mang 'im!” said the new rider.
“The best hoss I ever straddled I
brung with me over here. Now—dang
'im!—ihis youngster has lassed an'
lassed an’ lassed the pore critter until
he’s wilder'n a cub wolf an’ all skin an'
bones, never gittin’ to grab a peaceful
mouth of hay. Sayw—"

Tactfully Knotty drew the injured
man aside and explained much in de-

tail. At the end the new rider was
almost apologetic. ‘' Aw, sure,” he
said. “ Sure. Reckon I didn't under-

stand. Yeah. Sure. Thass all right.
Yeah.” Later he even offered to let
the Kid ride his much-prized horse.

Saunders called the Kid aside the
night before the round-up — chuck-
wagon, remmadtm and assembled men
from two other ranches—went into the
field. He gave the Kid strong words
and strong advice.

Little good it did. . ... At sunrise,
while the cook cleaned up alone, and
cursed, and harnessed the four mules
to the chuck-wagon, and all the rest
of it, the Kid was riding his old cut-
ting horse at Dad Wiilkins’ side. Dad
Wiilkins grinned.

REE days went by. . ...
It wasn't that the Kid was lazy.
Ndj fearshiothait.thélkedinsaannhe
came Nuto feanfpp e ifell Ttoehebpiagt the
caole inlthe cvap upeafeiivaetietying the
mookning]e steaging direso-thlity inders
werairaledtar thtankétede fdreetheiderd
hadefienbhddinviakhikgtspbesonadhdiskies
hahigimished washing pots and dishes
at Nighthe wasn’t lazy—but at dawn,
sotyehote ovaghidr, Iheyahays ahadaped
tongei oieooldtieertting dhoeys fremaghd
ronpediathand dsadtlierg Bbeseevirporatd
remuda and saddle. He evaporated
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into thin air, it seemed, to jog non-
chalantly down some slope an hour
later and take his position at Dad Wil-
kins' side.

Saunders' words to him made the
air sing. The Kid said, “ Yes sir,
boss; yes sir. If he were ordered
back, he disappeared for an hour,
rarely longer. Saunders, who had
readily enough foreseen what might
happen that night when he had let him-
self make the Kid the promise, had
had no idea things could turn out as
badly as they had. The Kid wasn't
himself; a mania had hold of him; he
was crazy with his mad ambition.
Saunders seldom spoke to him now
without eursing. Yet secretly he ad-
maired the Kid's superb nerve. He
heped, seeretly, that the eeek weuld
let things slide a blt and net foree an
Issue eut of 1t. The riders all grinned:

The crisis came the fourth night, as
the ride was swinging back from the
east. The Kid came in too late to help
with anything. He came riding in
alone on the old cutting horse, and the
animal was near exhaustion. It
seemed, from what everyone could
gather and from what two riders had
seen, that the Kid, rope down, swing-
ing madly, had given chase to a stray
coyote and followed it for ne one
knew how far. Five miles; ten,
possibly.

Dad Wiilkins was furious. “ If you
don’t get up in five hundred yards,”
he bellowed at the Kid, “ yo’re done
for, yo’ll never git up, vo’ll never
ketch 'im. Ain’t I said thet? Don’t
you never pay no atttartioan?”

It was the cook’s voice though,
rising in a shrill crescendo, that
brought things to a head. He was
leaving, pulling out, hauling freight
“ to hell away from the Circle Z.” No
helper; nobody to drive team or help
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harness! “ A no-'count, dizzy-headed,
boot - wearin’, gal'vantin’ youmg-
ster! . . . So on, while Saunders
tried his best to soothe him.

It couldn't be done.
Saunders turned to the Kid.

“Mll right, Kid,” he said very
slowly. “ You’re followin' the cook
out to Morro Junction tomorrow.
Don’t let me ever see you on the Circle
Z again. You can keep the old cuttin’
hoss I give you. You'te old enough to
make yore own way now, I reckon.
That’s all.”

Afiter all, the Kid had just turned
fifteem. No one ever knew how
blurred and dizzy the stars looked
through that night, as he stared at
them over the edge of his blankets. He
was up long before daylight making
the coffee fire, as though that would
make amends:; while the cook still lay
under his dirty tarpaulin, feigning
sleep, and the riders, later, joined in
rummaging the grub boxes.

Saunders, now that his word was
given, was sternly true to it.

“ Boys,” he said “ I'll jog along to
the Junction with 'em, an’ try to bring
back a new cook an' helper by to-
morrow night. Yo'all can sling grub
together, between you, till then, 1
guess.” As an after-thought he told
Dad Wiilkins to come along and they
would check the north range as they
went through, sort of look things
over. The round-up would be over
there in a couple of days.

Dad Wiilkins came over to the Kid,
as the Kid saddled the old horse.
“ Kid,” he said, “ want to ride one of
my hosses? Let the cook take yore
ol’ nag™

The Kid understood that Dad Wil-
kins was making a parting gift to him,
a day's ride on one of the fine saddlers
of the old man's string. “ Yeah, Dad;

At last
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I'd like mighty well to.” The Kid
hated to think of the sour old cook
riding his own horse, but he couldn’t
turn Dad Wilkins down., “II'd like
mighty well to, Dad,” he repeated.

The old man shortly led a beautiful,
clean-limbed sorrel out of the nemuda,
his best horse, one of the year-before-
last colts. “ Take 'er,” he said.

The Kid resaddled. Togmzther the
four of them swung into the start of
the sixty-mile ride into Morro Junc-
tion, an ominous, strange silence be-
tween them. As he had come, three
years before, the Kid was going back.

T was toward noon of that day, up
on the Little Mutau, that Swifty
made a kill—a fat ruffed grouse

that he had taken off the nest. He
was crouched low in the brush because
in the daylight he felt conspicuous. . . .
In the time since Swifty had left the
pen at the Circle Z he had met up with
a little bitch fox who had Jost her mate,
and the two had come to hunt together,
Then one night the bitech had dropped
a belated litter of pups in a shelved-
rock den not far from the big pine,
and sinee that time Swifty had seen
her only occasionally. He knew that
she had a nest of growing pups, and
that he was fiot especially welcome;
but, as had happened before, sofme in-
stinet new prompted him te take the
grouse 6 her.

He began to work down the slope.
On the edge of a narrow, open flat
that it was necessary to cross, he
paused, crouching low and gathering
his courage to break into the open. The
fresh odor of the growse in his jaws
overpowered any stray scent on the
wind. His first knowledge that any
other animal was about came from his
ears—the soft, swift rush of something
through the brush behind him.
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Before he saw it, he knew what it
was. He shot into the open, the grouse
in his jaws. The terrible memory of
hiis first puppy kill came over him. Eear
blinded him; fear made him forget the
grouse, cling stubbornly to it. His
body was a streak of gray into the
open. The big, tawny coyote snapped
viciously at the plume of his tail.

They quartered into the fiat. Half
across, Swifty suddenly changed his
course and turned back. The coyote's
teeth nipped his haunch. He zig-
zagged. The wolf cut fur from his
shoulder, the same shoulder he had
slashed almost a year before. Still
Swifty did not drop the grouse; fear
stunned his usually quick little brain.

A sudden sharp halloo echoed across
the fitat. In the madness of the chase
Swifty had almost led into four riders
just emerging from the brush ahead.
Someone yelled again. It seemed that
before Swifty could turn from this
new danger a clean-limbed, fast sorrel
had left the other three—beating to-
ward him — spur-mad, thundering
hoofs. . . .

Swifty managed to dodge. The
coyote had turned and fled.

Down the open, long flat the coyote
fled while the mad little sorrel, picked
two years before from the best of the
Circle Z's horses by old Dad Wilkins'
cunning eye, followed. She was very
fast. There was a sudden gleam of
pride in the old man’s watching eyes,
a flicker of satisfaction. Wiithin two
hundred yards she had the coyote
dodging before her.

Then, it appeared that the Kid
would be too slow—too slow in get-
ting his rope loose. Seconds seemed
to take on the maddening span of
minutes. The old man yelled frantic,
high-pitched advice that the Kid of
course did not hear.
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Half a dozen times the coyote zig-
zagged. Finally he saw his chance and
turned straight for the edge of the
flat and the thick underbrush, where no
rope could penetrate.

The Kid's reata was singing in a
tiny noose across the sorrel's flatttened
ears. “Kid! Kid! Git 'iml" old
Dad Wiilkins yelled at the last. Even
Saunders shouted.

In a swift, straight line the noose
left the Kid’s hand; shot out beyond
the sorrel. Trained, fine animal that
she was, she slid to her haunches. In
a tiny, fore-going swirl of dust the
coyote upended, bit at the rope that had
encircled and snapped taut about his
body, writhed and got to his feet.

He was jerked down again. Spurs
in her sides, the sorrel raced back up
the length of the fikit. On the end of
the Kid’s rope the tawny-gray coyote
turned over and over, fought, snarled,
bit at the rope, and turned over and
over again. . . .

Of course the Kid could soon
enough have dragged the coyote to
death, but old Dad Wiilkins didn't
want to see him take that chance.
Something might happen and the wolf
twist free. The old man worked his
horse in behind and shot his own
reata onto the animal. It was all over
then.

SAUNBERS said little as they rode
on, quartering down into the
valley to the Circle Z buildings,
getting the cook’s belongings and pack-
ing them on a horse and continuing on
to Morro Junction. He didn’t refer
to what had happened up on the Little
Mutau at just a little before noon. He
didn't look at the Kid, riding behind
at Dad Wiilkins' side.
“Dad,” said the Kid, “ you saw it,
didn't you? You saw the little fox—
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that same little fox what you give
me?”

“Ratsl” said the olad man.
“'Tweren’t the same fox. All foxes
look alike. Kid, you let yore imagina-
tion run away with you.”

“1 guess 1 know that little feller,
Dad. Wihen I let him go, I told him
we'd meet ag'in sometime. Reckon he
understood.”

“ Aw, rats! ... You never told me
you let him go; you says, as 1 remem-
ber, that he just got loose.”

The kid hesitated.

“1 reckon I were lyin' then, Dadi”

The day passed into sunset, then
dusk, and the few lighted windows of
the Junction twinkled out on the road
ahead. The lights drew near, and the
four riders pushed their horses to the
hitch-rail before the single hotel of the
town,

“ Wall, so-long,” said the Kid after
a long moment, to old Dad Wilkins.
“ So-long, Dad. 1 won't never fergit
you, I guess.” His voice lowered to a
whisper. “Dad, I reckon I won my
spurs anyhow, at the end. Good little
ol’ fox!”

The old man pressed the Kid’s hand.

“ Say, Kid,” Saunders’ voice cut in,
“ where you goin'
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“ Don't quite know yet, boss’

“ Leavin' the Circle Z, are you?"

“ 1 reckoned so, boss*

“ The ranch ain't so bad, Kid.”*

“No ... I know it

“ What you goin’ for tinem??”

“*Cause you know (tiete—""

“ Maybe it's a raise in wages you
want, huin?”

* Not exactly. Say, boss, you don't
meam—"'

Saunders appeared not to hear.
“ Wall, if that's the case, I kin offer
you thirty a month, not as top-hand
quite, but as one of the ridin’ men.
That enough raise to hold you, Kid?*
Under his breath he went on: “ No
man's ever said I don't keep my word
straight tiwough.”

The Kid stood shuffling from one
foot to the other. Then: * Boss, I
reckon I don't want you to take me
back just because of yore promise that
night.”

“ Aw, forgit it said Saunders
grufily. “Forgit it. Ain’t I always
lookin' for a good ridin' mam—one
that’s won his spurs, huh? One that'll
stick with me ?*

“1'll sure stick, boss™

Even the cook smiled into the dark-
ness then.

THE END
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Gun for a
Gringo

By CORNELL
WOOLRICH

They could not even see the gun until | fired it

Complete Action Movelette

Tihe Gringo got the job—t¢o kill the man he'd beem hired to protect!

CHAPTER 1.
THE GRINGO GETS A JOB.

WAS sitting there sketching with a
pencil - stub on the marble table-
top and rubbing it out with my

elbow, when he came over and took
a gander across my shoulder. It's a
great habit I have of killing time when
I can’t pay for a drink I've ordered,
for instance, or I want to stay out of
the hot sun like I did just then, That
sun they have down there at Costamala
is nething for a white man to fool
around with. But under the big stone
arehes ot this sidewalk eafe, which they

called Filthy Frank's, it was nice and
cool and shady. So all the dirty looks
I was getting from the mozo for stay-
ing there all afternoon on a twenty-
cent gin daisy (unpaid) just rolled off
my thick skin,

This guy that had just come up
looked like a big shot; he reminded me
of some of my former side-kicks in
Chi. He had a headlight on his little
finger the size of a walnut, and after
he'd been breathing down the back of
my neck a couple of minutes he said
in my own language, without mueh of
an accent: “ You do that very well”

“You can't eat it, though,” 1 said,
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“You're a gringo, aren't you?" he
said then.

“It's a cinch I'm no Chinamam,” |
let him know.

“ What're you doing down here ?*
he asked next.

“I'm taking a sun-bath on the
beach,” I told him—and he knew ex-
actly what I meant, all right. My shoes
were in two parts, soles and uppers, I
had a week's back-shaving coming to
me, and the sea was three hundred
miles away, so I didn't mean that kind
of a beach.

“Why you not bring money with
you from your own country ?’ he want-
ed to know.

“Il left kinda quick,” I told him
drily.

“ Ah, 1 begin to understtandi?” He
seemed to get strangely interested all
at once. He sat down with me, flagged
the mozw. “ Let me buy you a drink,”
he suggested affably.

“ 1 never said no to that one yet’*

Wihen the drinks showed and we'd
each taken a muzzle at them, the next
crack was: “ So you are—shall we
say, a fugitive?"

Seeing that he wanted it that bad, 1
paid it off to him for a come-on.
Whrther it was true or not was my
own business. “ Had a little accident,”
I told him. * Just }i'l accident with my
trigger-finger. And it seemed there was
a gun wrapped around it, and it seemed
the gun went off, and it seemed there
was a guy In front of the gun, and it
seered he lay down flat, and it seemed
there’s a law against that up there,
dunne why, se 1 eame down here.”

He looked all around him, to make
sure we weren't being overheard.
“ Whatever the hell it's all about, here
it comes now,” I said to myself.

“1 could use someone like you, a
man who doesn’t let a little accident
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worry him,” he breathed. “ What
would you say to having another little
accident—this time for five thousand
pesos to repay you for your, ahem,
carelessness 7’

“ 8o I had you spotted right zlong,
did I?” I said to myself. 1 took my
time about answering, to give the
build-up the right look. “ That'’s
eighteen C's in our money,” I drawled.
“ Jack it up a little and I'm in. You
gotta remember that I ean't lam out
this time, there’s no place else to geo
from here.”

“ Sevenfiffity,” he said, as though we
were talking about the price of neckties
or something.

I gave him a sour grin. “ For that
ticket,” I said, “I'll do you a catas-
trophe, let alone an accident, Now,
who do I get careless with—and where
do I make the mistake ?°

“ Not so fast,” he said cagily. “ We
have tc know a little more about you
first."

We, meant it was a combine. “ You
can call me Steve Wiilloughby,” 1 said,
“and 1 sleep on my right side. Now
what else d'ye wanna keow?”

“Alll right, Stiff.” Some of the velvet
wore off and he started showing his
claws from this point on. “ New
there’s one thing you better get threugh
your head. Once I tell you whe this
party is who has the aceldent happen teo
him, it's tee late for you to baek eut,
you already knew tee mueh. Se I'
going te give you until tenight 8 think
it ever, and yeu hetter fRake pretty
damn sufe you den’t ehange yeur mind
after that—if yew knew what's geed
for yeu.” He feoled areund with his
pengee vest, whieh had big pearl But:
tens, and managed te sell me an eyeful
of 8 packed armpit helster. “@kng:
wise you 1i'able te Rave 2 fittle Zecident
yeurseif.”
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I went ahead drawing as though I
hadn't noticed it. * Pretty up-to-date
down here yourselves, aren't you?" I
murmured. “[ should try to back out
—wiith an extradition rap hanging over
my head and not even a passport to get
out on? Get smart to yourself, ssoior,
get smart to yourself. Wy not spill
it new, and get it over with. What're
you woktied about? I told you I'm in.”

“ Tonight will be time enough,” he
smiled sleepily. So I knew by that
what he wanted the delay for, to check
on me and find out if I was all I seemed
to be—and I didn't like the idea much,
in fact hardly at all. “ You be here
tonight at this same table,” he went on,
“and you order a big glass of ice
coffee, and you lay the straw across the
top like this, flat—sa= ? And after that,
everything takes care of itself. But I
advise you to be here, otherwise—"
He snapped his ffipaars. ™1 weuldn’t
give that fer yoeur ehanees of seeing the
Right through.”

“ And what do 1 use for money to
order this coffee on?" I said surlily, to
stay in character.

“ Use this for a retaimer,” he said,
and contemptuously tossed down a
crumpled bill, I pounced on it like I'd
never seen one before, then after he'd
gotten up and strolled off I calmly
thumbed the waiter over and handed it
to him. “ Leave this table just the
way it is and don't get itchy with that
wet eloth of yours until I come back,
get me?” 1 sald in Spanish.

“ 1 understamd,"” he said.

SAW my late table-mate cross the
sun-baked plaza and get into a
whopping Bugatti parked across on
the other side. I waited until the man
at the wheel had checked out with him,
then I went inside. The back room at
Filthy Erank's had one of the few tele-
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phones there are in Costamala. I kept
my eye on the table from where I was,
while I was getting a connection, I
could see it through the tall, arched
doorway. I made a funnel of my hand,
for a silencer, “ This is the gringo.
Send one of your agemisss around to
Frank's, Now, get this. Tell him to
sit down at the third table from the
end, oh the outside row, and take a
good look at the sketeh of a man's head
he'll find penellled en the table-tep. 1
want to knew whe it is. In ease he has
a little treuBle with if; ¢ell him &8 add
a pengee vest, & big roek en the little
finger, and & Bugatti—imat ought 19
help it eame elear. I think I'm watehed,
§6 he sheuldn't give me away.”

I hung up and gave the swinging
door next to me a jab with my heel so
it flapped in and out a couple of times.
Then I showed up outside again as
though I'd just come out from the ver-
minous wash-room. I sat down at a
different table and ordered another
daisy.

In about ten minutes a government
man I knew by sight showed up and sat
down where I had been fiistt. He
wouldn’'t have fooled anyone back
home for a minute, but they're slower
on the pick-up down there. His tech-
niqgue was punk and 1 kept cursing
under my breath. He ordered some
kind of bilge, and then he kept staring
stralght dewn at the table. I expeeted
hifm te eome smack over to fme after
that, but at least he had sense eneugh
fet t8. He get up and went inside, and
we heeked up in there, en different
sides of the swinging deer:

“ That's Torres, the son of the
former minister of war,” he said.

“1 wonder who he wants rubbed 7*
I thought to myself. This was getting
into the upper register now. “ What
else?’ 1 asked.
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“The old man is supposed to have
had his father shot during the last rev-
olution.”

I didn't have to wonder any more,

after hearing that. * Just forget about
it,” 1 told him. It was a job up my own
private alley, I could see that now—one
of the very kind I'd been hired for and
brought down here from three thou-
sand miles away te handle—amd 1
wasn't splitting 1t with anyone. The
poer " eld man ” eeuldn’t trust anyone
in his ewh eeuntry 1 had a belly-laiigh
ever it witheut letting it shew en my
face. They piek his ewhR bedyguard
te Be their trigger man! Was that
Eﬂﬂehzamm& 8F was I punch-daik?
i 8ne way, of esurse, they had the
Fight angle: a foreigher was their Best
fHeans of getting at Rim for the simple
feasen that he didn’t trust his swn
EOHAFYMRN, 2Ad they khew it.

The Costamalan dick mooched off
one way, looking furtively all around
him—he might as well have had a
sandwich-board on his shoulders
labeled “ I am Operative Number §"—
and 1 ambled off in the other. 1
thought it over this way: since Torres
wash’t alene in this, and 1 had no
preet se far whorm he was out to get,
the enly thing for me to do was pull my
punehes untll after tonight when 1'd
fnade sure. 1f it was sofnebedy else he
was putting the finger en, it was nene
of Ay Business, 1 wasa% a eemmis-
sioned member of the seeret peliee
foree; if it was my empleyer, that was
different. 1 had te be sure, beeause
their idea ot 2 trial dewn there is to
stand the guy Hp against a wall and
Bang, bang, Bang!—=a meuthpiree was
Rever heard of iR that esuntry. A
SPHAg just meant 4 seasen ot the year.

1 was probably being watched right
now, but the thing was—iby who? The
plaza was dead, too hot for any of the
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regular bench-lizards to be out yet.
There was, however, a guy standing on
the opposite corner running through
the winning lottery-numbers pasted up
on the wall to see if he'd clicked. He’'d
been there a little toe leng, theugh, he
should have found eut by new. “Se
it’s you, 1s 1t ?” 1 sald te myself, " Well,
wateh fe give yeu a fuR fer yeur
meney!”

TOOK the Refrnreg, the main lane,

nice and slow, and he stayed about

a block and a half behind me.
Which is too much leeway, anyway
you look at it. So I just turned a cor-
ner all of a sudden, popped Into a pre-
war cab ricketing my way, and get
down flat on the fllear. " Keep gelng
aimless like you were, and leave yeur
pennant up,” I teld the driver, " enly
den’t take en anybedy else.” Se a Min-
ute later an empty haek passed my {ail,
geing in the eppesite direetion, and He
Aever even gave it a seeend lesk:

Still, a guy with white skin was
bound to stick out like a sore thumb in
that town, so I knew I'd be picked up
again in no time, maybe by someone
else, and this was only a breathing
spell, The place was stool-riddled.
They wanted to cheek oen e, and the
idea was niot to make It teugh for thefh,
but easy. Se I used the breathing-spell
te give up My ewh half-way deeent
guarters, which a beachesmber
weuldn't rate, Breught away my fazer
in My peeket and my differential in a
leg helster, like g garter areund the
ealt of my leg. Then 1 found 3 Mangy,
FuR-dewn Fat-Rele iR aA alley ealled
“ 13 Libertad; it smelled ot stale chill
and meuldy plaster, But it was just
what 1 was lesking for:

1 bought a fifitv-centavo room for
five pesos. ‘ I've been here five days,”
1 told the guy that ran it.
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He didn't think I had. “ This four-
fifty extra says I have,” I snapped, so
then he agreed I had and probably
blamed it on marihuana, “ Somebody's
going to stop in between now and eve-
ning and ask you,” I told him.
“ What'’s more, 1 haven’t paid a cemt;
you don’'t know whether to kick me out
ofr turn me over to the police, Com-
prende?”  Affier 1'd repeated It five
times it finally sank in, but if he'd had
seissers and a paper-patterh he'd have
handed them 6 me. 1 went up and
teolk a leslk. The mattress had a let of
Black speeks and they didn't stay still.

They traced me in less than an hour.
I could hear the voices down in the flea-
bitten patio, and tuned in through the
crack of the door. “ Si, a gringo,"” the
owner was saying, “ we have one here.
For five days now, and he hasn't paid
a cent! Mother of the angels, am 1
running a charity ward?”

“ Not bad, greaseball,” T grinned. 1
got a look at them over the railing.
One was the same guy I'd ditched in
the cab, the other one was new to me.
Well, I had three of them rogues-gal-
leried now—amd Torfes’ driver made
a pessible fourth—but I knew there
must be more of them than that in the
dalsy-ehaia.

I spent the rest of the afternoon
cleaning my little buddy from Chicago
with the tail of my shirt, and then I
went back to Filthy’s in time for what
they called the “ refresco-hour,"” which
was when everyone in town showed up
there to get tanked. The place was
blazing with lights and they were pack-
Ing them In, but I got my same table
baek and bought a coffee. They bring
It in a glass dewn there and you could
spet what it was all the way aeross the
feem. 1 lald the straw flat aeress the
tep of the glass, and then 1 sat baek
and waited fer the pay-eff.
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You saw everything there but ladies
and gentlemen, the place is known from
Nome to Cape Horn and back agaim;
half-breed generals with swords and
cocked hats, little man-eaters with tall
combs in their hair, Chinese cocottes
drinking absinthe, Indian girls with
bleached blond halr, the dregs of the
earth. Then Inte this mess, llke an
angel from anether werld, siepped a
white weman, a lady, and they all seft-
pedaled their neise fef a minute. She
was fere than that, she had en the
flewing, blaek garb of a religieus ordef,
a nursing sister of eharity, and a maf-
ket-basket Hung oA ene arm. 1A the
other hand she neld a small recepiacle,
and went areund from fable t8 fable
asking for eontributions fBF seme h8s-
g:ﬁﬁl 8F semething, like the Salvatisn

Y Hsed 8 48 1R SHF salssns iR the
8ld days:

They all loosened up, their kind al-
ways do, and she got around to where
I was sitting last of all. It was a beauti-
fully-timed performance but I didn't
tumble for a minute, I'm no piker, but
I was supposed to be a derelict and 1
wasn't shelling out and giving myself
away that easy. I shook my head un-
comfortably while she stood there
whinlng semething abeut the House of
the Geod Shepherd, with her eyes ef
fy eoffee-glass and the transverse
straw. Then suddenly at the tag end
et her spiel, in the same sing-song
veie, she murmured under her breath:
i @8 18 14 Relurim, they are Waiting
for veu there” 1t was fitted in $8
slickly with the rest of it that it foslk
g fminie {8 repister 8A me; nd By that
tire she'd slipped silently syt agaih and
Wwas gone. Not even 3 mind-reager
cauld have sHspected that 2 sipnal nad
Been exchanged Berween ds:

I waited long enough to make it look
right, then I blew. Outside, just be-
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yond the radius of the bright lights at
Filthy’s, the same Bugatti as earlier in
the day was standing. The driver fur-
tively unlatched the rear door, back-
hand, and jerked his head at it. I got
in and we slipped away smooth as oil
and headed up the Rgforma.

CHAPTER II.
RENDEZVOUS WITH REBELLION.

HE house was on the outskirts of

the town, set far back from tiie

street and screened from view by
leafy banana trees and other foliage.
You wouldn’t have known it was there
at all except for the wall that enclosed
the grounds; not a light showed. The
driver pulled a bell-rope for me and a
peon in pajamas came shufflimg out and
undid the chain that braceleted the
outer gate. I followed him up a tiled
walk and into the place.

Torres was standing waiting for inc
on the other side of the door; I noticed
he had his differential ready in his
hand, a snub-nosed Belgian peacherino,
the kind you load at the buit. *““ Se you
ordered coffee,” he said, putting it back
under his wing.

“1 ordered coffee,” 1 agreed.

“Lucky for you,” he said dryly.
“ Come in, Stiff.™ He motioned to-
ward a door off the main hallway.
There were three of them in there,
heads close together, Two were the
same ones who had checked up on me
at the rat-hole. The third was another
big shot, 1 got a load of a diamond
crown on one of his grinders when he
operied his mouth to talk.

“ Amigos,” Torres introduced me,
“this is Stiff, who likes the climate
down here better than in his own coun-
try.” The way he pronounced my
name was beginning to jar on me, 1
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wondered if he really knew what it
meant in slang; it might yet end up by
being appropriate for all I knew.

He handed me a pencil and a square
of paper tacked to a drawing-board.
“1 got them specially for you,” he
said, “ Now show us what you can do.”
He brought out a photograph clipped
out of a newspaper and laid it beside
me. It was of an old man with fierce
white mustaches, wearing a visored
army eap. 1 recognized it right away
and get a grip en My ehalr with one
hand. " Ge en,” he urged, " copy this
pleture. But gulek, just the sketeh, the
earteon, eh? 1 time yeu.” He took
eut his wateh and held it in his hand.

It was a pushover; I had a rough
outline of the photo down on paper in
something under a minute-and-a-half.
He passed it around among them. “ Do
another,” he said, “ and see if you can
cut it down to a minute, leave out all
the shading and fancy business.” 1 did
it in fifty-five seconds,

“ Still too long,” he said. * It's got
to come out in thirty seconds. No more
than ten strokes of the pencil.” I
showed him I could do that too.

He turned triumphantly to the
others, “ What did I tell you? This
man is just what we need, en? I knew
that the minute I watched him at
Filthy's today! All we have to do is
fix him up with a clean shirt and a
counterfeit staff-artist’s press candi—
they won't even search him going in!
Being a damned gringo, he can get
closer than any of us eeuld witheut
arousing suspicion.”

I had everything I needed to know
now except two things—wihete and
when. T wasn't kept in the dark long.
“Know who this is?” he asked me,
fluttering the nmewspaper-likeness,

I shook my head. ‘ Never saw him
before in my life.”
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His eyes narrowed to malignant
slits, *“ Savinas, President of the Re-
public. Savinas, dog of a tyrant,
butcher, assassin! You’re going to
meet him face to face tomorrow night
at the Viilla Rosa, the Pink House, on
the hill. He's giving a banquet to all
his generals to celebrate the anni-
versary of the revolution. You're
going to ask permission to draw a
sketch of him for your paper back In
the States, He’s as eoncelted as a pea-
coek, he'll be tlekled silly! You're
golng te stand in frent of him and
draw him, like yeu did just new.
And when he pieks it up and leeks at it
veu're geing te put a bullet threugh his
head!”

OUR pairs of eyes were watching
me. There was an automatic lying
on the table, no one's hand was on
it but it was pointed my way. “ Either,
or—" it said. My own was down un-
der my trouser-leg. I could have had
an itch down there that needed scratch-
ing, for instance, or a shoelace that
needed retying—it would have been
easy enough. But I was under pretty
definite Instructions and It was up to
ime to follow them out. My orders
were to protect the old man frem harm,
and nothing else; not to make a pinch
oF try to clean up single-handed. I was
his personal bedyguard and net his
ehief ot pelice. And I'm funfy that
way, 1 deo just what I'm paid fer and
fnething else. There’s a gent in Aleatraz
Fight new esuld tell yeu the same thing.
Besides, by tipping off these feur in the
Feem with me, 1 might be letting ferty
others get away elean, and the whele
thing weuld enly start sver again next
ehanee they get:
“Well,” he said, “ what've you got
to say?”’ And his fingers, drumming the
table, inched nearer the automatic.
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To have taken what he had just paid
off to me without a jolt, would have
been a dead give-away; they would
have tumbled in a minute that I was
phony if I'd appeared willing to go
through with it that easy. Even a
stumbleburm derelict would have shied
at the kind of proposition this had
turned Into. So I squawked, not too
faueh and net teo little, just enough to
fRake it leek Fight.

“ Seventy-five C's,” 1 said with a
lopsided smile. “ Why didn't you
make it two million? I'll be where I
can’t enjoy ’em, You're not paying
me to rub Savinas, you're paying me
to commit suicide. Why didn't you
give It to me straighd?”

For a minute his paw closed on the
automatic, and I knew I could never get
down to my hoof in time so I didn't try,
But I must have stacked up just right
for their trigger-man, I guess he hated
to waste me. He banged open a
drawer instead and took out some stuff
In an envelope, ™ Here’s a forged Cos-
tamalan passport, here’s your tieket for
the Pan-American night-plane that
tovehes here at midnight tomerrow
night. My Bugatti will be walting eut-
side the grounds for yeu. It ean get you
ever 8 the airfield in ten minutes =
there's net anether thing en wheels in
the esuntry that ean eateh it: All yeu
have te de is remember whieh desr yeu
eame iA By iR the Villa Resa; the ehiet
gleetrieian there i iR with us. When
he hears yeur shet;, a fuse will * geei-
dentaily’ Bisw, every light in the place
will g8 sut; 1t will Be halt an heur be-
fore they g6 oA again. What mere
eould yoi ask?

“ That's more like it,” 1 drawled.
“Y’had me going for a minute when
you first sprung it at me like you did.
The way you tell it, I'd call it a very
classy little set-up. I'm your guy.”
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He put the gun away. “I'm glad we
came to an agreement,” he said
smoothly, “ I would have hated to have
to bury you in the garden outsidie—my
servants just got through spading it.”

I looked politely bored. “ And there
really is a seventy-five hundred, or zat
just a figure of speech? I've only got
twenty-four hours 1 can swear to, so
I'd like to get the feel of it,” I told him.
But what I really wanted was to get
out and turn In my repert to the old
man as gulek as I could, so he'd have
time enough to take whatever precau-
tlons he needed te, and unleading a
little of the bleed-meney areund tewn
eame 1A handy as an exeuse for getting
away,

But they weren't the suckers they
looked. “ You can have it right now,"
he said, “ but I don’t know what good
it’s going to do you, because you're not
going any place to spend it. You're
staying right here.” Amd he took out
a rubber-banded wad of it and pitched
it at me.

I pocketed it—for evidence. “ So
what am I gonna do,” I yelped angrily,
“ sit here and play solitaire with this all
night?”

“What'd you have in mindi?” he
said, He was fiddling with the gun
again, this time leaving it in the
drawer. I saw one of the others bring
one out too. Then he must have pushed
a button without my neticing it, for the
driver was suddenly standing behind
me, blocking the doorway,

“1 wanna take a bath in cologne-
water,” I said. “1 wanna lie there
cracking champagne-bottles in the tub.
I wanna sleep in silk pajamas and light
my Perfecto with a five-peso bill, This
is my last night on earth, damn it all;
I gotta lot of back splurging to catch
up om!”

“ You

think we're he

crazy?'
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snapped. “ You think this town hasn't
eyes ? This afternoon you're flat broke,
tonight you start buying half the town
drinks—anmnd talking your head off. 1
know your kind! Savinas’ police agents
pick you up in a minute, ask you where
you got the sudden money, they have
ways of making people talk, You can
do everything you want to do right
here under this reef. Take him up-
stalrs and leek the deer!” he snapped
at the driver. " Thef g6 eut and bring
in a ease of Mumm’s 1§13, and a pair
ot silkc pajamas frem ene et the Chi-
nese steres, and a bex of Perieetes, and
a deels of eards—anything he wants, 1
den't ezret’

That being the way it was, I
shrugged. “ You win,"” I said, It was
a cinch I'd get out of here before the
night was over, anyway, so why gum
up the works now?

FOLLOWED the driver upstairs

to the second floor, to a room at

the rear, overlooking the garden.
The windows had no bars on them, and
it wasn't much of a jump down from
the little balcony outside. Getting out
was all right, but I also had to figtire
on getting back in again before they
missed me, I decided I'd put the lam
off awhile, until they all started petind-
ing thelr ears.

The driver started checking off the
things I wanted on his flingais. “ Wait
a minute,” 1 said, “ I'll write you out
a list”

“1 can't read,” he grinned apolo-
getically.

I stopped short and gave him a Jook.
Then 1 grabbed a scrap of paper,
scribbled on it in English: “ Can't
sleep, give me something that will make
me.

“ Here,” 1 said, * take this with you.
Ykmow that English pharmacy near
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Filthy's? Show it to the guy in there,
he'll give you something that'll scent up
my bath. You wouldn’t know how to
ask for it otherwise.”

Torres could read Engfish and might
intercept it, but he'd think I wanted it
for myself. Who wouldn't be jumpy
the night before they were slated to kill
a presidemnt?

He went out and locked the door
after him. 1 went right out on the bal-
cony and scanned the garden. It was
so choked with banana-fronds and
herbage it was hard to gauge how high
the drop would be from where 1 was,
so 1 decided the old bediclothes-rope
stunt would be the best bet after all,
instead of risking a broken neck. And
fight while I was looking, the tip of a
clgarette glowed red down there in the
dark. Probably the peon-gatekeeper
was eut there, set to wateh me. 1 went
baek i again as theugh I'd just eome
eut for a breath ef air.

The driver came back again lugging
all the stuff for my “ celebration.” He
also had a small pill-box labeliedi:
“ Only one to be taken at a time.” 1
stuck it in my pocket and got the cover
off it after it was in. I could feel a lot
of little things like aspirins,

He locked the door again, on the in-
side this time, and shoved the key into
his pants pocket.

“ So you're staying around #* 1 said.

“T'm sleeping in here with you to-
night—boss’ orders,” he told me.

1 shhmugged.

" You're sleeping in here all migj;,*
I said to myself, “thut not with me,
Sun-tan.” 1 busted the neck off one of
the champagne bottles against the wall
and got it into two glasses. You
couldn’t notice the three little pellets
disselve in all that fiizz. 1 don’t think
he'd ever seen champagne before any-
way,
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We clicked glasses, He made a face.
“ Bitter,” he said.

“ Y'gotta get used to it,” 1 answered.
1 got most of mine down the collar of
my shirt. It ran down my sleeve, but
he didn’t notice it.

“ Open up the cards,” 1 said, * and
I'll teach you how to play rummy. We
need somebody else, though. Who's
that guy down in the garden? Get him
up here, there's too mtuch champagne
for two of us anyway.”

He went out on the balcony and
whistled down. “ Hey, Jose,” he whis-
pered, “ want to come up and have a
drink?”

“Tell him to climb up on the out-
side,” I said, shuffiimg. “ They'll never
know the difference.”

By the time the gatekeeper had
shown up in the room with us, I had
his nightcap all ready for him. Then
the three of us sat down and 1 started
to teach them.

———

CHAPTER 111,

THE OLD MAN.

LET them stay right where they
both were—thoth sound asleep ifi e
time—just took the car-keys away
from the driver and emptied beth their
guns, then put them baek again. 1
could hear them stlll jabbering dewn-
stalrs, so 1 dldn't try getting eut the
front way. 1 let myself dewn ever the
baleeny on twe sheets knetted together.
1 got out by a side gate in the wall,
went areund te where the Bugatii was,
got in at the wheel. 1t made quiie &
faeket turning ever, byt 1 esunted 8
the buneh of gF@@H@Ff in frent of the
heuse mu it. 1 lit aut for down-
tewh and me Viila Resa:
It was about ten when I was wshered
up the long marble staircase to the old
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man's private office. He came in a mo-
ment later from his sleeping quarters
in a dressing-gown, held out his left
hand; the right had been shot off in
some long-forgotten revolition.

“ Well, it worked,” 1 said. * They
swallowed the beachcomber disguise
hook, line, and sinker! 1 told you it
was better to find out what we were ip
against, than sit back and wait for it to
happen. This way we know what to
expect, at Jeast!”

“ And that,” he sighed wearily, sit-
ting down across the desk from me," is
another attempt on my life, no doulst?"

I explained it all to him, how I'd
been hired, too. “ Tomorrow night,
right at your own banquet table here in
the Pink House,” I said, “Yowu'd
better call the whole thing off until
you've rounded them up—" \

“ To do that would be to warn them
that we have found out,” the old man
explained immediately. “ They would
scatter and disappear. There is no use
making the arrests until I am sure of
getting them all, if one stays out of
the dragnet that means the whole thing
starts over again in a week’s time! 1
have a better idea. The banquet will
take plaee, so will the assasdmainn—
but with blank eartridges! Then, I
the darkness and eenfusiom=" He
leanied teward me, drepping his velee.

“Boy!" 1 couldn't help blurting out
admiringly, “ no wonder you've stayed
on top twenty years! They think
you're out of the way, and they take
ever this place, give themselves awy—
then you come back with the loyal part
of your army, surround them—and
you've got 'em all in the hollow of your
hand!”

He nodded and said: “ You hurry
back, now, You can see how import-
ant it is that they do not suspect you;
nobody but you must be sent here to
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make this dastardly attempt, otherwise
I am a dead man!” He placed his hand
upon my shoulder and looked me in the
eyes. “ Semor bodyguard, I trust you,
my life is in your hands!”

“ You’re a brave old gent,” 1 told
him bluntly, not being much on presi-
dential etiquette. “ But you're not tak-
ing a chance this time, you're dealing
with a white man now! Are you sure
you can count on that regiment down
at Santa Marta?”

“ They're full-blooded Indians,” he
said, “ they'd die for me! It’s the half-
breeds who are not to be trusted.”

“ Then I'll get you down to them to-
morrow night, right in their own
Bugatti. Yletter slip on that bullet-
proof vest I brought you from Chi,
just to be on the safe side—and don't
let your valet see you do it.”

Amnd going down the stairs after 1'd
left him, between sentinels that would
sell out to the highest bidder, I thought
to myself: “ It must be tough to have
to wait till you're seventy before you
find a man you can trust!”

I stopped in at the guard room on
the ground floor and put in a requisi-
tion-slip he'd initialed for me for a
round or two of blanks, They kept
them there for firing salutes in the
palace courtyard on holidays. Tien I
climbed back in the Bugatti and headed
back where I'd come from. If nothing
went wrong, we stood a good chance
of outsmarting them between us, him
and re. 1'd get him safely to that loyal
regiment of his tomerrow night If b
was the last thing 1 did; what went en
after that was nene ef my busimess—
he was running the esuntry, Aot me.

N front of 14, I braked the Bugatti
exactly where I'd picked it up,
right over the same gasoline-drip-

pings. Then I went around and slipped
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into the grounds by the side gate, which
I'd left ajar, The house was dead, the
only light that showed was from the
rear room that I'd left, and I could hear
snores coming from there. The rope
of sheets was still hanging from the
baleony, like a white vine in the gloom,
Gettlng up It wasn't as simple as getting
doewn it had been, but the gardener had
thanaged it without any rope so why
sheuldn’t 1 with ene?

1 was winded by the time 1 rolled
across the balcony-rail and landed on
my feet. I hauled the sheets up after
me and took a look in, Their Nibs
were both dead to the world, sprawled
there producing nasal music. One of
the two electrie globes had burned out
during my absenee and the corners of
the roem were in shadow. The door
hewever was stlll securely locked. I re-
meved the driver’s gun and refilled it
with blanks, put it baek again. Then
1 eraeled the gardener’s, and just as
I had that releaded, 1 suddenly froze,
bent ever hif.

There was a little round, cold steel
mouth pressing into the back of my
neck, just below the hair-line. Sort of
kissing me, if you want to be poetic
about it. Amother one came up against
me on my right side, and then a third
just over my heart. There hadn’t been
a sound in the room around me.

It was Torres’ voice that spoke, *1
told you he’d come back. The way he
left the gate down there open showed
me that.”

I turned slowly, elbows out. The
three of them were on top of me, and
in the background was the woman who
had contacted me at Filthy’s, hood
thrown back now and eyes glittering
with malice.

“W\&dll, what are you waiting for?
Pull your triggers!” she rasped. “ You
saw me with your own eyes! If he
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hasn't already crossed us, he will to-
morrow night! He knows too much.
Are you going to let him go on livimg?"
She meant it, too.

I was sweating like a nesdile-sihower,
not so much because I was afraid of
being killed but because I had bungled
the whole thing up the way I had.

Torres silenced her with his hand.
“One thing at a time. If he has al-
ready betrayed us, then killing him
won't save us. If he hasn’t, it will be
easy enough to silence him—for the
rest of his life. Call the Villa Rosa.
One of the presidential secretaries is
on my pay-roll. Find out If the banquet
has been eaneelled or net, that will tell
the whele stery!”

They frisked me, but missed the leg-
holster. They brought out rope and
nearly broke both my arms fastening
them wrist-to-elbow behind my back.
They didn’t waste their time asking
me where I'd been or what I'd done,
just waited for word to come back.

The one who had gone to find out
came running back again. “ We're
safe! No orders have been given to
postpone the bamguet!”

“Then he hasn't told them yet?”
Torres gloated. “ Well, we’ll make
sure that he doesn't! Stuff something
in his mouth. Help me to get him
down to the car. There's a better way
of getting rid of him than killing him
here in the house—="

They all turned to look at him in-
quiringly.

“TIhe House of the Good Shep-
herd,” he smiled evilly.

My blood froze, and for the first
time 1 knew real fear; I was wishing
now they had shot me down a while
ago! I hadn’t been in the country long,
but I already knew what that place
meant, for all its high-sounding nafe.
The State Institute for the Insane, a
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madhouse with three-feet thick walls,
from which no one had ever yet been
known to come out alive! I knew how
they treated the insane down there, no
restrictions, no experts on lunacy
to make an examination. Once you
were in you were as good as dead!
And Torres just had pull enough to
have me railroaded into that hell-on-
eartn, under a false name so that even
the old man couldn’t get ime out agaln,
Amnd he’d be dead by tomerrow night
anyway, shot dewn by semebedy else
in my plaee.

1 put up a terrific struggle, but all
I could use was my legs, and that didn’t
get me anywhere. They dragged me
backwards down the stairs and dumped
me into the ear with my motith gagged.
* The more violent he is, the betear!”
I heard Tokkes chuckle, * He won't last
a week in that place!” He turned to
the weman, whom they ecalled " La
Vibora "=tihe snake!” You lewer
your vell and eeme aleng with us. Yeu
ean sigh the eemmitment papers, as his
Aurse. Wr'll beele him as a hemieidal
mania€; the direetar thers is a persenal
friend ef mine”

They got in with me and we started
off, Torres himself at the wheel since
his driver was still out. I reared vio-
lently, trying to throw myself out of
the car and finish myself under the
wheels, if I couldn’t do anything else,
but one of them brought the butt of his
gun down on my head and I slumped
and went out. The last thing I heard
was Tories saylng, " We'll go through
with it temerrew night just the way
we intended te. Send semebedy else
there with the same sketehes this
damned gringe made; if he keeps his
Read lewered until he's right in frent
ot Savinas the eld feel will never knew
the gi#@feﬂee; he's near-sighted, any-
wayt
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EN I opened my eyes I was
still in the back seat of the car,
but it was standing still now,

and Torres and La Vibora were miss-
ing. Greasy, age-old walls loomed near
by in the dark, without a single break
in them, without even a slit for a win-
dow. The House of the Good Shep-
herd, 1 remembered hearing, had been
the old prison of the Spanish Inquisi-
tlon three hundred years ago. And
now worse things probably went en
withia it than even then.

A minute later they came back again,
with two guards and the fat, sleepy-
eyed direcior. “ Here he is,” Torres
said. “ And I warn you he is a very
dangerous type. His obsession is that
he has been hired to kill some very in-
fluential man; sometlmes it I1s Napo-
leon, sometimes Jullus Caesar, somme-
times—mnay the salfts protect us—even
our ewn esteemed beloved president!
He eseaped, 1 understand, from an asy-
lum iA His ewA eQuittgy="

“ Well, he won't from here!” the
director promised softly, with a cruel
gleam in his slitted eyes. He motioned
the two guards. " Take him i#n—the
necessary papers have all been signed
by Senor Torfes and the holy sister.”

I tried to hang onto the door handle
with my bound hands as they lugged
me out of the car feet first, and one
of them promptly brought down a
short leather-bound truncheon on my
already aching skull. 1 groamed, but
didn't lose consclousness a second
time.

A heavy iron door clanged omi-
nously behind me, cutting me off from
the world outside, and 1 was taken into
the director’'s office and stood up be-
tween the two guards like a mummy.
He showed his true colors now that
Torres and his party were gone, came
in after us snarling ill-humoredly.
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“ Getting me up in the middle of the
night like this—as though I haven't
got enough of them on my hands al-
readly!” he raged.

He sat down at the desk, banged
open a huge book, yellow with age, be-
gan filling in an entry, consulting the
papers those two devils had signed as
he did so. “ Let's see what we have
here,” he said. " John Doe, homicidal
manla, eh ? You better put him by him-
self, or he'll klll some of the others.
Seventeen’s empty, 1 think, since that
last ene hung himself, isn’t 1t? Throw
him A there. 1t you have afy trouble
with him, give him the water eure. Ne
knives er ferks with his feed, of
e8urse; pass it inte him ehepped up.
Take away his belt and that Aeditiie="
He threw dewn the pen, leaned baek
and yawned: That's the way they did
things:

They were already dragging me out
between them, still tied and helpless.
Along endless corridors they hauled
me, past locked chambers of horrors
where voices jabbered, laughed shrilly,
or howled. All 1 kept thinking was,
" They gotta leave that gun on me! 1If
they only leave that gun on me—" 1
knew enough net to struggle, net to
antagonize them In any way. There
was just a bare ehanee that they'd evef-
lesk it.

They swung open a squealing iron
door, so low that you had to stoop to
get through it, hustled me in between
them. The only light came from the
corridor outside. One of them stood
over me with his truncheon poised
while the other one busled himself
freelng my arms. The elreulation was
all gone. I ecouldn’t have made a meve
with them if I'd wanted te.

“ Go get him a rig out of the store-
room,” one said.

“A\t this hour?" the other objected
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indolently. “ Let him stay in his own
clothes for tomiging!”

They turned all my pockets inside
out, to make sure 1 had nothing sharp-
edged hidden about me, took my belt,
tie and shoelaces off, then backed war-
ily out, taking care not to turn their
backs on me. My numbed right arm
was already stealing lopsidedly down
toward my leg, but they beat me to it;
the eell doer had erashed closed and
the key turned in the loek before it got
there. 1 heard thelr footsteps dle away
outside, and 1 was left there In a greasy
six-by-feur eell, witheut even a eot,
just a pile of straw ever in the eof-
fer. The deer was the enly epening
in it, and the twe small grilles at tep
and bettem of that—one fer spying en
A, the sther for passing feed threugh
=Wehe the enly means ef ventilatien

I stood there upright in the pitch-
darkness of that awful place, quiver-
ing, tense, and 1 was holding something
pressed to my lips with both hands,
kissing it. Something that wasn’t made
to be kissed—a Colt automatic, still
warm from my leg. It was all 1 had,
In that darkest hour of my life, with
the nolses of bedlam percolating
threugh the slitted door from outside.
1t was geing te get me eut of there,
ene way—or the ether. 1 knew if 1
stayed there lenger than twenty-four
heurs 1 steed a goed ehanee of geing
whaely myself. A plaee like that will
de that e yeu:

Then 1 hid it in the straw. To leave
it strapped to my leg would have meant
losing it; they'd muffed it.the first time,
but they wouldn’t when they came back
in the morning to put me into asylum-
garb. 1 lay down close by it, keeping
my body ever it, and the long ghastly
fight slipped away. The horrible nelses
at least dled dewn after a while, as the
inmates fell asleep.
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T was when they started growing
louder again that I could tell it
must be morning. I had no other

way of knowing. A little later the
murky yellow that faintly outlined the
door-slits changed to gray all at once,
so I knew the light in the corridor had
been turned off.

The lower of the two openings had
tipped me off long ago to the way
they'd feed me. It was a small hinged
slot that was pushed inward from the
outside, without opening the door at
all. To simply shoot through it and
kill the guy was worse than useless; he
might fall down out of reach of my
arm and I'd never be able to get the
key off him and let myself out. Then
they'd simply gang up on me out there
and it would be all over. On the other
hand, if I waited until they came in
to me, to get my clothes, there would
almost certainly be two of them to
handle. They didn't, apparently, carry
firearms, just those wooden bludgeons.

The problem solved itself without
my having to decide. The door-flap
suddenly cracked open without any
warning, then slapped shut again long
before I could get the gun out of the
straw and make a move over toward
it—and there was a wooden bowl of
beans and bread standing there on the
floor. So my only chance was when
they came in here, the feeding was
done too cagily to be able to take ad-
vantage of it. I stayed there motion-
less, sprawled on my side, my right
hand buried in the straw just within
reach of the gun—wwiiting, waiting.

Hours went by, and they didn't
come. They must have forgotten they'd
left me in my own clothes, or maybe
they were too lazy to bother, 1 hadn't
closed my eyes, but who could think
of sleeping in the fix I was in? A hand
abruptly snatched the bowl of junk
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away, thinking it was empty, then find-
ing that it wasn't, put it back, and I
heard myself being cursed out and
threatened from the other side of the
door. I just lay pat and didn't make a
sound. I figured that was the noom
feeding, overlooking the fact that this
wasn't exactly the Ritz. About fifteen
minutes later the yellow came back
again in the corridor and showed me
I'd been half a day slow—it was eve-
ning already. And in a little while the
banquet would be getting under way!
Amnd in a little while after that, some-
body uninvited would show up at that
banquet! And here I was!

I would have pitched the bowl of
food out, to rile them, get them to
come in to me, but the slot in the door
was latched or something on the out-
side, I couldn't budge it. I had a bad
time after that. Suppose they didn't
come near me for days, weeks even?
And then suddenly, just when I'd given
up all hope, there was a tinkering at the
door—mot the slot this time, but the
lock itself.

By the time they got it open, my
finger was fish-hooked around the hid-
den trigger. Two of them came in to-
gether, the way I'd figured they would.
One just had his truncheon ready, the
other had a suit of bughouse-garb
slung over his arm. The straw rustled
as I shifted the gun to cover the fore-
most; any fool would have known
which one to take first.

They closed the cell door after them
before doing anything else, which was
just as well. I still didn't make a move,
just lay there breathing heavily.

“ Stand up!" the one with the club
said.

I didn't stir.

He swung the club back to bean me
one so I'd obey him. Tiere was no
question of fair play in this, the odds
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were too great against me. Amd there
was more than just my life at stalke;
they'd put me through a night of hell
that doesn’t bear dwelling on. So I
gave no warning, didn’t even uncover
the gun, just blinked my eyes.

It must have seemed to them as
though a firecracker exploded in the
straw. The one with the club, who
was the nearer of the two, opened his
mouth and then dropped vertically with
it still open that way. The other one
turned to get at the door and get
out, and I got him in the back of the
head. Wihen I peered out into the cor-
ridor, it was empty, so I closed the
cell door after me and started down it.
I eotild tell by the twittering going on
In near-by eells that the gunshots had
been heard, but whether the setind
weuld earry afiy distafee In that thick-
walled place I detbted.

Anyway, I met no one as far as the
turn in the corridor, which seemed
miles away. I hugged the wall, in shad-
ow half the time, and of course my
hand wasn’t empty nor down at my
side. Afound the turn I saw a stair-
case. Wiether it was the one they'd
carried me up the night before I could
no lenger remember, but this was no
time to be choosy. 1 started inching
dewn it. My shoes, yawning wide open
without laces, were a real danger,
threatened to trlp me at any mement.
On an Impulse 1 stepped out of them
and went en just in My soeks.

CHAPTER 1V.
DEATH JOINS THE PARTY.

T was the wisest thing I could have
done, it did away with the scrape
of shoe leather on stone, silenced

my tread, although I hadn’t been
thinking about that when I did it. At
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the foot of the stairs there was an-
other passageway, wider than the one
above. At the end of that, in full sight
of me, a guard was dozing on a chair
tilted back against the wall. If I'd kept
my shoes on, he surely would have
heard me, This one was armed, too;
8 Mauser rifle leaned back against the
wall, cradled in the erook of his arm.
Two eartridge belts full of steel shells
eriss-erossed his chest. But the big
deuble deer just beyend him, with a
ehaln at the bettem and a ehaln at the
tep, was the deer te the etitside werld.

Beween him and me, though, a
brightly lighted side door yawned wide
open, splashng yellow on the mouldy
wall opposite it. This one I remem-
bered from the night before: the di-
rector’s office. And from within came
a very faift sotind, the scratch of a pen
on paper, but enotgh of a give-away
te show that it was oceupled. A min-
ute later there was the sound of some
efie elearing his threat

I could have tried squirming past the
opening flat on my stomach, hoping his
desk would hide me. But I figured he
had the keys, not that fellow at the
door. And I figured he had a car too,
even if it was only a model-T. So I
lounged around the corner of the door-
way and sighted my gun at the middle
of his face. He looked up and turned
from coffee color to green.

“Ciome here,” I said. “TIhe keys!”

He could hardly make the distance
between us, he was wobbling like jelly.
He had the keys in a big ring fastened
at his wrist, I could hear them jangle.

I got him out into the passageway
after me, where I could keep an eye
on both of them at once. Then I warily
closed in edgewise on the sleeping
guard, keeping my gun on the director.
The guard gave a sudden sigh that told
me he was waking up.
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I gauged the distance 1 had dirawn
the director away from the sheltering
doorway of his office. Eight, ten
yards. He couldn’t get back in again
in time, if he bolted. So I swung the
gun backhand, and brought it down
violently on the guard’s bare head. He
reared and I struck a second time, then
he slumped, fell off the ehair with a
thud. I stopped the flylng director right
at the office threshold, drew him back
toward e with the gun fef a magnet.

“ Open!” 1 ordered. He stepped over
the prostrate guard, got a key out, fum-
bled at the ponderous lock with hands
that waved like ribbons. I closed in
behind him and bored the gun into his
spine.

The chains clanged like tocsins when
he swung them back out of the way,
and the door itself squalled loud
enough to wake the dead. But if there
were any other guards besides the three
I had eliminated, they were off duty,
sound asleep somewhere. “ You fiinst”
I ordered, and 1 closed the door after
us.

I gave a sudden sharp intake of
breath as I came out. A crescent moon
was riding the sky. There wasn't even
any afterglow left from the sun any
more. The banquet must have been in
full swing long ago!

“ Quick, your car,” I said, prodding
him. “WHeare do you keep it? Don't
stall now, onr—"

Garages weren't very common down
there; it was under an open shed
around from the main entrance. “ You
are at the wheel,” I said, and got in
after him. It wasn’t quite a T-model,
but it wasn’'t much newer, a '26 Chewy
or something. It ran, that was all that
mattered.

“Te Villa Rosa,” 1 said; “make
it pronto!” If he'd had any doubts be-
fore, I could see now that he was sure
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that I was crazy; why, all he'd have
to do there would be to turn me in
again as an escaped inmate—or so he
thought. He stepped on the gas almost
willingly, and we tore away from that
accursed place that I was never again
to forget as long as I lived.

]T was further out than I tinoug}ite—

everything seemed to be against

me—all I kept gritting was
“Faster! Faster!” while the damned
thing rocked from side to side over
the dirt road. But finally after about
twenty minutes or so, the lights of the
town began to show ahead of us, in
a big semicircle, I didn’t need him any
more after that,

“ Open the door,” 1 said, and 1 took
the wheel over with one hand, mo-
tioned him out with the gun. “ Jump
—amd go to hell!” I slowed just enough
so he couldn’t be killed, then sped on
again, leaving him back there on his
face. A minute later the lights of Cos-
tamala had blossomed all around me.

The Villa Rosa was blazing with
them when I finally braked outside the
grounds, vaulted out and tore for the
entrance. It took the fact a minute to
sink in—the fact that this meant I was
in time and not too late. The pistol
shot, they’d told me, was to be the sig-
nal for plunging the place in darkness;
this meant it hadn’t been fired yet. I
didn’t even take time off to be thank-
ful, just kept going.

There were plenty of horse-drawn
carriages lined up, and even decrepit
taxis, but only a few private cars, and
the Bugatti stood out from these like
the Normandie from a crowd of tugs.
It was off by itself to one side, and I
could make out the outline of some-
one sitting waiting in the front seat.
So he was in there already, whoever he
was!
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Somebody had been passing out
champagne to the sentinels at the main
entrance, that was all that saved me—
rushing at them the way I did, out of
the dark, with a bared revolver in my
hand. Their rifles had been laid aside
and they were too slow on the uptzke;
by the time they were rushing for them
and yelling at me to stand and deliver,
I was halfway up the marble staircase
already.

The hum of dozens of voices was
coming from the big banqueting hall
on the second floor. There were no sol-
diers on guard there, only a couple of
plainclothes men. I knocked them both
apart before they even saw me com-
ing, and looked in and saw what was
going on.

It hadn't happened yet, but it was
going to in about a second more. A
long table loaded with flowers, wines,
and dishes ran the entire length of the
room, from where I was to the oppo-
site side. Halfway down it sat Savinas,
and directly in front of him, facing
him across the table, stood a man busily
sketching on a drawing-board. 1
couldn’t make out who he was at that
distance, and I didn’t give a rap. All
I saw was that he had on a thick pair
of glasses, to partly conceal his iden-
tity. 1 glimpsed the old man’s face—
yellow with fear, glistening with
sweat; he was edged as far back in the
ehalf as he eould get, unable to save
hirselt. He knew what was coming,
knew sefething had happened, knew
they had sent sefneene else in my place
=a3nd yet eeuldn’t 1ift a finger In his
ewh defense, surreunded en all sides
by men he esuldn’t trust.

Right while I stood looking on, the
man finished the sketch with a fliourish,
turned it around and offered it to
Savinas. I saw his other hand reach
toward his coat, as though to put the
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pencil away—ithere was no time to get
over there, to call out, to do anything.
I simply aimed at the broad part of
his skull, above the ear, and fired. I
saw him jolt upward, rise about an
inch on his toes, and then the whole
room plunged into darkaess around
me, before I even saw him fall. The
bribed electrician had simply mistaken
the signal, that was all.

Instantly there were two other shots
just behind me, from the plainclothes
men on door duty, and 1 dropped, un-
hit, and swerved to one side. The ta-
ble was the only thing that showed
faintly in the pitch-blackness. I found
the edge with my hand, kept my palm
on it for a guide, and ran down the
length of it, bent double. The body
of the would-be assassin, lying in my
path, which tripped me and sent me
sprawling on my face, showed me
where Savinas was—wtheiwise 1 might
have run tee far past him te the lower
end.

I picked myself up, reached across
the table, and grabbed someone’s shoul-
der—the stump of someone’s shoulder.
He hadn’t moved, hadn’t even had time
to get out of his chair yet.

“ Boss!" 1 breathed in his face, “ It’s
Stiff! Duck underneath to this side. I'll
get you out of here!™

His shoulder sank from reach, not
an instant too soon. “ Death to the
tyrant!” a voice bellowed beside the
chair, and there was the hiss of a saber
cleaving the air and a splitting of
wood. I fired, once, at where the voice
had come from, and heard a groan
and—erazy sound—the tinkling of a
let of medals and decorations as they
swept the table-top.

A moment later a hand gripped my
leg, and the game old man had crawled
through unhurt to where I was. 1
hoisted him to his feet. “ Keep your
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head down!"” I cautioned, and began
zig-zagging toward the door, towing
him after me by one hand—the only
hand he had.

E big banquet-hall was a pan-
demonium, chairs going over,
glasses breaking, cries of* Lights!
Por Dios, give us lights!” Pin-points
of light flickered fiitfulty here and
there, but not the kind that did any
good—aiipanette 1ightemnss,, matches,
stabs of orange gunfire from the door,
where the two plainclothes men seemed
to be firing just on general principle,

I swept him after me over to the
other side of the room, in a big arc,
then went at the door obliquely from
that direction, sort of offside and out
of range. They hadn’t had presence of
mind enough to close the door yet, but
just as we got to it a match flared in
Savinas’ face, and a shot went off so
clese te him I expected to see him fold
up at the end of my outstretched arm.
1 fired at the face behind the match and
It went eut. The old man was still on
his feet as we got out on the stair-land-
ing: " Thank God you wore that vest,”

We went down the stairs hugging the
wall. Forms brushed by us rushing
upward, never guessing who we were.
The last hurdle was the pair of sentries
at the main entrance, who rushed to-
gether with crossed rifles to bar the
way as we showed up. They saw his
face, and hesitated. “ In the name of
the President of the Republic, stand
aside!” I thundered. It worked. He
was still alive, so he was still on top,
and the winning side was always their
side. They stiffened to attention, but
with their mouths still open.

I let go of him and headed for the
Bugatti on my own, to get there
quicker. It was lighter out here, there
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were street-lights beyond the grounds
shining in, and Torres’ driver must
have seen me coming. He had the car-
door open and was out on the running-
board firing away before I could close
in, I didn't feel anything, and thought
I was crazy for a minute, I wasn’t
wearing any bullet-proof vest. Then
I remembered the blanks 1'd put in his
gun the night before; they'd seen me
do it, but maybe they'd forgetten In
their excitement to tell him; and he'd
been drugged at the tlme.

I held my fire and closed in on him.
By that time he was down on both
knees already and his gun had gone
over his shoulder. “ Seftrr, senor, you
must be the Devil! Tihe bullets won't
go near yow—!"

“1 am the Devil!™ I told him. *‘ Im!
You're driving us to Santa Marta!™

Savinas came tottering up, at his last
gasp by now, and got in the back seat.
“ Stay down on the fiwor,” 1 warned
him. I crowded in next to the palsied
driver. “ Now aim at that front gate,
and never mind waiting for them to
open it—this thing has steel fenders!”

The gate burst in two with a terrific
clang just as a crowd came spilling out
the front steps, peppering away at us
and yelling, “ He got away! Stop
him!"

There wasn't any chase; nothing in
the country could have even kept that
Bugatti in sight once it got going.

I turned around after a while and
said, “ Yow're alive, anyway, Why
don’t you chuck it all and come back to
the States with me?”

He was a game old man, all right.
“ President 1 am!” he said, * And
President I stay! It will all be over be-
fore the sun comes up.”

We got to Santa Marta an hour be-
fore midnight, and routed the loyal
regiment out of its barracks. I hung
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around just long enough to make sure
what kind of a reception he'd get, and
hear him give his orders. I needn't
have worried. They yelled their heads
off for him, and started back at a
double-quick trot then and there,
breathing smoke and flame.

“Get in, Stiff," the old fellow
beamed, his good arm around my
shoulder. “ We go back now and watch
the—how you say—muopping up.”

“ You can drop me off at the airfield
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on the way,” I said. “1I got a seat
coming to me on the Pan-American,
may as well use it now as any other
time.”

“ But Stiff,”* he argued, “ I will make
you my chief of police, I will name
streets after you and put up statues of
you—ithe country is yours!

“ You don't need me any more,” |
said. “ Youw'll be all right now. I'm
homesick, I guess. I'm going back to

Chicago, where it's peaceful.”
END

o

Lady Musher Goes Boating

FEATHER BERNARD HUBBARD got himself into a pretty tough pickle

not so long ago when coasting down the rapids of Twiin Glacier Rapids
up in Allaska. His boat wrecked and he landed high and dry on a rock in
the middle of the stream. He might be there yet, if Mary Joyce, Alaska’s
“ Lady Musher,” hadn’t happened by and rescued him. Miss Joyce, who
had left her dogs behind, sailed by in another boat while Father Hubbard
was marooned. She couldn't get him off the rock herself so she found a
man who could, Wrhile the boat sailed by at express train speed Father
Hubbard jumped aboard. Which all goes to show that ladies, as well as
men, know how to act in emergencies, at least ladies like Miss Joyce. But
maybe she is an extraordinary ladiy—for last winter she mushed over a thou-
sand miles in one streteh., Quite a feat, even for a man, and a thing seldem
done by wormen.

—J. Wenttweott: Tilden.

BIG PRIZE CONTEST!

FIRST PRIZE; $2,500 CASH—10 PRIZES OF $100 EACH




By ANTHONY RUD

Author of “ The Black Warrior,” “ Sorcerer's Treasure,” etc.

Livimg, Sorrowiful Sam, the giant mowse, wowe with his

hulking fomm a pattenn through men’s livess—diing,
he left behind for them wealth and a legend

from Le Pas to Hudson Bay.

Cree Indians, with a sprinkling of
white trappers in season, dwelt in the
Cranberry District of north-central
Manitoba.

A year or so before Sorrowful Sam
was born, however, a half-breed found
an outcropping of copper ore so rich it
could not be mistaken. The copper
came in thin sheets. Wihen stripped
from its matrix it looked like peanut
brittle,

That started a rush, and gave the

]N that day there was no railroad

world the famous Flin-Flon and
Mandy mines, with a dozen others
almost as marvelous. Tihe ore was so
extremely rich that the miners eould
afford to haul it overland all the way
to Trail, British Columbia, for smelt-
ing, then ship It by rall to Elizabeth,
New Jersey, for refining.

Sorrowful Sam was elected mascot
to the pioneer prospectors.

The Crees called this almost barren
country the Land of Little Sticks.
White men enthusiastically rechris-
tened it the Land of Lobstick and
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Lode. Lobsticks were the markers,
used instead of blazes along a trail.
An Indian would shin up the tallest
tree he could fiini. Coming down he
lopped off every branch save a tuft or
cluster of branches at the top. This
plume, with the denuded trunk beneath,
could be seen plainly from a long dis-
tanee, and was called a lobstick.

Sorrowful Sam was a moose of the
largest variety (gigas)). In past time
his ancestors had wandered southward
from the region of Kemai Peninsula
and Cook Inlet. A herd of some two
thousand had taken up its habitat in the
less rigorous climate of Manitoba.

Sam was born in May, when the
Chinook had just begun to melt the
drifts of snow. Wihen he was able to
stagger erect on stilts of legs that
folded up ludicrously under him every
few minutes, he was a knock-kneed,
awkwakd infant, thirty-two inches in
height, elad in a thick coat of sandy red
like a buffalo ealf, and given to bawl-
ing tremulously for Ma.

Make the most of that during two
weeks; for virility flowed into the
blood of Sam, and he never again was
in the slightest degree inclined to de-
pend upon anyome but himself. He
grew swiftly and enormously, and he
lost the red coloration of his coat.

An elephant possesses a sense of
humor—sometimes—and it is possible
for his mahout to love him. But
nothing on the frozen muskeg, or the
summer lakes and river wallows, ever
sirikes a moose as funny. For that
reason there is something terrific and
awesore about a full grown bull
fnoese, standing seven feet at the shoul-
der, earfylig more than a hundred-
welght of palmated herns, and viewing
life as sternily as an eld-time Purltan
glder seenting witeheraft.

Sorrowful Sam, however, came as
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near to being loved as any moose who
ever lived in Canada. That was just
a break of good luck, for he certainly
did not reciprocate.

That first summer, ranging with his
mother until she rejoined the great
herd, Sam covered an immense amount
of territony—from the Saskatchewan
River on the southwest, to Cross Lake
eastward, and north through the Cran-
berry to the Kississing.

During summer all moose are irri-
table. The reason is—fflies. Canada
has more fly plagues than any other
country. One of the first jokes sprung
on a chechaheo runs as follows, with
the Indian guide talking—the first
time his flly-swatting white man charge
gives him an opemig:

“ Ah oui? De fliesd! First w'en de
Chinook come, is de black files. Den
come de deer flies, den house flies, den
greenhead flies, den bear flies, den—"

“ Well, what comes them?” demands
the exasperated chechahco, swatting
the back of his neck.

" Den de snow flesd”

OR Sam, however, the flies were
torment. He had an insignificant
tail; and for the month when he
shed his baby coat, and only started
to grow the coarse thatch of straw-
like, purple-gray hair which he would
wear through adult life, he spent every
possible moment immersed in water.
His food was present all through
the Cranberry and Kississing in abun-
dance. He was a finicky eater, how-
ever, subsisting almost entirely upon
the tender twigs of willow, birch, hem-
lock, spruce, alder, aspen and maple.
Wihenever the herd came upon water-
lilies in the lakes, they gorged them-
selves upon the tender stems. In the
winter they would eat sphagnum moss,
until the sap rose In the trees again.
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Because this menu, and nothing but,
will keep a moose like Sam healthy, it
is a practical impossibility to raise a
baby moose in captivity. Ninety-five
percent of those born in zoological gar-
dens die before they reach adult stature,
gastro-enteritis killing them. But in
the wild state where green twig food
is plentiful, there is no such thing as
a sick moose.

Exwept for the flies, Sorrowful Sam
had a magnificent summer. There
were dozens of young calves to try his
budding knobs of horns on; and when
autumn rutting season started the old
ones to charging each other like pairs
of runaway locomotives, Sam learned
to paw the muskeg with his sharp
hoofs, snort, and put up an excellent
sham battle with one or another of his
four-month-old rivals,

During this season he found himself
alone, his mother having left the herd.
In fact only a half dozen scarred old
males and a few scrubby cows were
left as a guard over the youngsters.

Then with the first deep drifts of
snow, came the wolf attack. It was
a menace which would confront any
lone straggler from the herd at any
season, but now with most of the re-
doubtable warriors paired off with
mates, the howling pack grew bold.
They circled; and the grumpy veterans
had their job cut out to marshal the
fearless but foolish young ones into
the center, where the great, pointed
horns could put up a barricade before
them and the cows.

One obstreperous youngster, in fact,
refused to realize the danger. Just
when the wolves were about to aban-
don the attempt, he butted under and
out, idiotically croaking his baby imi-
tation of a moose call. . . .

He never had a chance, after that,
to learn what the danger really wass. ...
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Gray streaks came at him through
the snow. Red tongues, flashing fangs,
the hungry, whining yip-giiggiing of a
slavering, starved pack seeing fresh
meat there before it for the slaying.

In a matter of seconds they had the
baby moose hamstrung, sitting down
to have his throat cut. Wihen the old
ones charged, he was lying filet. The
wolves dodged nimbly, though one of
thirty got caught, gored and trampled
into extinction.

The time came, though, when the
herd had to move along. Tie wolves
had sat on their haunches waiting for
this. The dead calf lay there. They
swooped upon it, and soon were
wrangling among themselves over tid-
bits. The old ones of the herd, under-
standing, did not look back as they
passed slowly from sight with their
dependents. It is the first law of the
wild: folly brings quick punishment,
and the only punishment is death.

Deep gloom attached itself to the
remnant of the herd. Far from
sprightly at best, the old ones now
discharged their duties toward the
young with unrestrained savagery. It
was excellent discipline, but Sam did
not like it at all. He tried insubordina-
tion several times, and each time got
hide torn as he was bowled from his
feet, and then cut by the sharp hoofs
of Old Sinner—ihe impatient patriarch
of the herd.

In a couple more weeks, however,
pairs of younger moose began to drift
back into the fold. Not all would re-
turn, of course; but there were a few
newcomers to fill the gaps. Now and
then a cow came in alone. There did
not have to be any explanation. The
antlers of her mate probably were on
the way to some taxidermist, or lying
unwanted out in the snow somewhere,
while a fat Cree and his squaw gorged
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on the succulent meat, and made thread
for garments out of those strong
sinews,

Moose meat is tough, but it has a
better flavor than caribou or elk. The
only reason the moose still survives is
that both Eskimo and Indian prize fish
—ar the flesh of sea animals like the
seal and walrus—far higher.

Whhite men rarely eat moose. They
kill for the thrill of facing an animal
able to destroy them, and for the great
trophy to hang on the wall of the li-
brary at home.

RROWFEUL SAM grew gaunt

that winter—but he grew. When

the soft Chinook blew again the
following spring, and tender green
shoots began to appear, he was a frame
of bones and skin, with a semi-prehen-
sile upper lip hanging down four inches
beyond the lower lip, ready to eat, eat,
eat and never stop. It took him well
into July before he began to have any
outside interests at all; satisfying his
voracious innards took all his waking
time.

But his horns were spreading then,
and he had become trucuient. He
feared nothing; and he had to be taught
all over again that he was twe eoF
three years away from being bess of
the herd.

That summer the great herd split
into six parts. Sam cherished a ne-
tion he was going to run things in the
part to which he attached himself. He
was wrong. Thundsr Cleud, the huge
purple leader, knecked him dewn time
and again, gored him, and left him
exhausted in a mire of muskeg while
the other bulls and the cows meved
away.

Tt was net until a week later that
he eeased that meurnful bellsw bern of
hurt feelings and a desire for ven:
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geance, and realized that he was com-
pletely alone.

A pair of luckless prospectors, trudg-
ing back toward Atikameg with food
gone, ammunition reduced to a pair of
cartridges in a .30-30, spied the fiifteen-
months-old moose standing there at the
edge of a clearing.

Sam stared back at them. They
were his first men, and they did not
look big enough to seem menacing.

With hands that trembled, Jules Le-
Gendre click-clacked a cartridge into
the chamber, aimed and shot—at a
point-blank range of one hundred sixty
yaeds.

The moose moved his head, but still
stood there. Jules hurriedly fired
again, muttering FErench-Canadian
oaths below his breath.

Then he and his companion fairly
exploded. Sorrowful Sam shook his
head again, wondering what those jar-
ring clicks against his antlers could
have been. He turned and went slowly
away—and all the half-starved part-
ners could do was curse. Amd Jules
supposed to be the best shot in the
Cranberry!

They walked to where the moose
had stood. They saw rock jutting up
beside the spot. Amd then, swearing
shakily the way men do when tremen-
dous good fortune has come unex-
pectedly, they knocked off pieces of
that rock containing slices of pure cop-
per! They were still celebrating when
Sorrowful Sam came back to gaze
moedily at them. They did not see
him. He evidently disapproved, for
after several sllent minutes he raised
his head and sent that mournful, bloed-
ehilling bellew across the open glade.

Then he turned, shaking his great
antlers, and departed, leaving a pair
of superstitious Fremch-Camadians to
swear tall tales about a giant ghost

Ald3=s5
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moose who could not foe'stain, who had
come :to :show ‘them the great copper
ilode they now hastened to locate and
register!

Nothing as ‘spectacular . as that ever
happened again. '‘But Sam did appear
a number of times to prospectors. He
had no :fear of man, and no particular
animosity toward them. They just
seemed to get in his bair wherever he
roamed:in the Cranberry.

The fact thatseveral:of these pros-
pectors did strike it rich was perhaps
not so extraordinary. Everywihere in
the Cranberry :traces, at least,.of cop-
per—with some gold and silver—can
be found, Probably the: moose-haunted
ones who did'not find rich claims, said
nothing. At any rate the superstition
became 8o :rfooted that:for a space of
some six years a white prospector
would no-fore sheot a moose than:he
would feed his grubstake to'the wolves,

Sam became known. He had one
mark out of the ordinary, a silver
~question mark of hair on his left jaw.
Rightly or wrongly he became credited
with finding: more sixteen percent cop-
per ore than the telephone companies
eould use .in ten years. Prospectors
actually went -out without rifles, but
equlpped with rolls of bireh bark—
ealling fneose in hopes that the hicky
ghest fmeoese weuld eome and bring
ithem fertune!

AM did not:mate that autumn. Be-
fore the snow grew deep, however,
he was lucky enough to!find and

<join a small herd—else the wolves
surely would have picked his bones.
Even as it was, the herd was sorely
beset; and three members were left be-
hind ifn the drifts to be devoured by
the fanged fiends.

By the following summer Sam was

almost full grown. He stood eighty-
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five inches at :the shoulder, weighed
1,450 pourds, and had.a ‘seventy-six-
inch spread of widely palmated antlers
with thirty points. He had become
#emss of his small herd, with: only fnaom-
inal opposition.

Sam was less:of a :rover than most
bull moose. He stayed close to the
Cranberry, and only ance did firearms
take:toll of his herd. 'That time an
Indian trapper on webs shot a cow;
and Sam actually could not guess what
was the matter with her, or with the
swarthy human creature who came
flopping on those ungainly -feet, shetit-
ing and waving the bang-stiek to scare
away the rest from his kill,

The legend of his luck: to prospectors
persisted and grew. Ewven the whole
of the next year, when no prospector
actually encountered the lucky ghost
moose, dozens of men crossed them-
selves and watched for him, hoping.

Sam mated; but when the snow be-
gan and he and the :cow sought the
herd they had left, they found another
and much larger one instead. This was
a gathering of ninety-odd, and it'was
in -eharge .ot that wise old warriof,
Thwnder Cloud, whorm Sam had known
before!

The young moose had enjoyed a
taste of authority over a dozen of his
kind. Now he ‘joined battle immedi-
ately with Thunder Cloud, intending
to lead this big herd or perish in the
attempt.

The two came together with a crash
of -horns which made snowshoe rab-
bits start nervously from covert, half
a mile away! And it-was Sam who
was jarred back on his haunches.

He could not understand: it, and tried
again, after scrambling to evade those
destroying forehoofs. ' He weighed as
much as his wise and wary antagonist.
He was fully as tall, if not an inch-or
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two taller. Yet somehow for the sec-
ond time Thunder Cloud set him back
ignominiously. This time a great well-
ing of blood came from a twelve-inch
gash on his right shoulder. Amd one
of the herd leader’s forehoofs tore skin,
fat and muscle from his upper right
leg, as well.

Once more Sam tried, and this time
he was rolled over and over, stamped
on, and generally made to understand
that he either would submit now and
bide his time, or be crippled and left
for the wolves. He was sorely puzzled,
but understood that much.

He got up, faced away, and single-
footed to the rear of the herd, There
he stood, with drooping head shaking
slowly from side to side, a beaten and
baffled bull moose.

AT year he added another fiifty
pounds, and an inch of height.

Four new points came on his
horns, and they reached their record
spread of seventy-eight inches with a
palmation of sixteen inches. But he
did not fight Thunder Cloud agaim;
and when the next mating season had
ended, Thunder Cloud’s mate came
back alone to the herd. Somewhere
that wise old moose had fallen prey to
a8 hunter's gun,

Sam fought two young moose who
had big ideas if not much else, and
then led the herd undisputed. For
three years, the herd increasing in size
and strength, it roamed the Cran-
berry and Kississing. Occasionally in
autumn a prospector or trapper would
get a sight of the ghost moose with
the silver guestion mark on his jowl.
But the day of big copper strikes had
passed; and Sam's legend fadiedi—
theugh the old-timers still shot other
fneat in preference to moose, just to be
en the safe side.
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Then after mating season in the
sixth year of his life, Sam—mnow grow-
ing more gray, though losing none of
his enormous strength—came back to
his herd with his mate, and found a
strange veteran in charge)

This was a moose not quite as tall
as Sam, but stockier. He was a year
or two older, and had been in many
battles, to judge by his broken horns
and scarred sides. He stood lowering,
pawing the frozen muskeg, silent as
Sam snorted and bellowed his indignant
challenge.

Then both started at the same in-
stant, sprinting!

It was inconceivable that any lum-
bering moose could travel so fast!
They met—amnd both were jarred back-
ward by the terrific impact of bone on
bone. Sam was up first, and after the
interloper with sharp hoofs. But the
latter managed to get away without
much damage—though he left a great
spade of horn there in the snow.

The most terrible tragedy of the
Northern wild was enacted then. The
two charged, came together; but this
time they did not part! Butting, mak-
ing short charges back and forth, they
stayed together, though this was
against instinct with both. They shook
their heads. They snorted till red
blood flowed from their nostrils, Still
they stayed on their feet, head to head.

Their great horns were locked, to
stay that way until death!

Fascinated, the rest of the herd
watched all that day. When morning
came, the two antagonists were still
wrestling back and forth, but wearily.
The herd had seen enough. It moved
along, grazing, and the two great fight-
ers could not follow. Within eighty
yards of where they first met, they
still struggled to free themselves. In
vain,
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Toward nightfall the wolves came,
and it was almost a mercy, In quick
slashes they hamstrung- both moose.
Then sharp fangs sank. into their
throats. Glaring red-eyed at each
other, unconquered and uncongquering,
they died.

Days later an old man, laying a
string of traps, came upon the skele-
tons. The heads were chewed some-
what, but on the jaw of one of the
moose: was a question mark in silver
hair. The old trapper crossed himself.

“ De ghos' moose, by Gar!" he mut-
tered in his beard.
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He went for a.sled and.a hatchet.
With the latter implement he cut away
the lesser antlers, taking only the skull
and horns of Sorrowful: Sam.: He
dragged the- sledge in to the Hudson's
Bay Company.factory, where he cre-
ated a real sensatlon whieh was o
spread threugheut the Crafnberry.

A legend was ended. . . .

In due course that skull and horns
were presented to the Field Museum,
in Chicago, where they now hang.
With thirty-four points, they are. said
to be the largest moose antlers ever
found.

THE END

New Whippets for the Navy

NTOT so many years ago, the nations of the world were trying to ses
whieh eould build the biggest battleship. Now, they're trying to out-

de eaeh other in building little fighting ships.

Maybe this is a hopeful 'sign.

Not long ago, England turned out the first of her tiny “ mosquito ™

boats; now the United States' Navy has' launched the: Erie. England has
the edge on us in smallness, though, for the mosquito boats arc only fiifity
feet long, whereas the Erie is a. 2,000-ton gunboat. She will carry: four
6-inch guns, several rapid-fire anti-aircraft guns of a new type, and a sea-
plane. She will have a crew of:about:twe hundred iandthirty men and
eleven. officers.

The last word. in naval design, the- Erse. will scoot through: the water
at twenty knots an hour. Because of ‘this and because of her:long cruising
radius, Naval officers believe she will be highly valuable in wartime for
convoy, patrol, and independent service. Already a sister ship, the Chunileston,
is being completed at the: Charleston Navy Yard. @ —Qlawles Dorman.
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PROJECTILE

UGO ZAQBIHIN I, WHIERE ACT OFT
BEMNG SMOT TWIGE DALLY FROM A CANNON
HAS BEEN THE BIG CIRRUS THRILTER FOR
NPARLY A DERADE, GOT THE IUPA OF HIS
HUPAN CANNONBALINSTUNT FROM WATEINNG A
TRENGH MORTAR TOXS IS LYY PRODERIILE INTO THE
ENEINEERDC ARR . A PFERUVWAN BY BRIY.H, UED WSS JSET 17 WHEN
HEE JOENED THE TFAANAN ARMY o HEE SAW FOUR YEARS
OF WAR WITH THE IBRRSAGEIERIGOSHOSK TRTTES WHO
SPEMALEDED I FLAME THROWING , BOMB TOSSING AND
SERIOUSLY TO COMTRIMING THE
LIMCE CANNOMBALL STUNT, WIFH A
BROTHER, EDMONDO, AN ENGINEER?
HE BUILT A CANNON FROM WHICH
HE ALDOWED HINSELF TO BE
BLOWN 50 AS TO LAND IN A
HAYSTACK «

THE EXBERISOCE WAS A PAINFUL ONE FOR
ZACEHIN |, BUT AFTEER REPEATED TRIALS,AND

Wi PEREECTION OF THE CAMNON;FHE ACT
WENT OVER. BIGR

JONN RINGLINGSAWTHE ACT IN
CORENNAGEN IN 1928 ANDSIGNED
ZALEHINI AND HIS BROTEHER MARIO, FOR,
HIS BIG SHOW, THE STUNT, PHRS T SEEN
IN AMERICA BY BREATHLESS THOUSANDS
IN MABISON SQUARE GARDEN IN 1929, HAS
BEEN THE BIG THRILLER. OF

THE RINGLONG (HROUS EVER

SINEE . NOW BOTH ZACCHINIS

ARE GHOT FROM THE BI5 GUN
SIMULTAMEOUSLY. INROGRS,

W60 HAS BEEN SHOT FOR.

150 FEET. OUE0GORS HE

HAS BEEN HURLED 300 REET

10 DES@RIBE AN ARC OF

ABOUT 85 REET,

A Teue Story in Pictures Every Week
84



HIS

PROJEEINE SOl

INGINE agFaEE
PERFORMANEES,
THE BROTHERS WERE
DOUBNANG IN THE
AT WHENNIHEEANT MNT
NEEHERIDL)

WMARID) FERINIHROUAE-HTE
N,

THE BARREL !

FRANT e ATTENDANTS
- QO RO QL ITUSTIN INMENVHE WAS WGE?
ALMEST OUERCAME BY THE GAS AND SHOEK,
tFHEI@HIEF DANGER TO THE DARING HUMAN J
MISSHES IS THE GHABICE THAT, DUE TO AN UMBES
CHARGE OF EXPLOSIVE, IF NOT AN OVEREHARGE , THEY
m«. T0 IN THE REECEINGNG NET. THPS ONCE
IN EHIBITION BEFORE CROWN! PRNGEE
mgqﬂmwvao,mwo
: SWORT OF THE NET],
LANDED IN THE TANBARK
AND WAS SEVERELY INJURED.
LUBILY AN AN RAREH HYOH
HEHIT IN MES DESBENT BROKE
HIES EALL, ELSE HE WOULD MAVE
BEIN KiLLED:

MANY TimeS

UE6O. HAS BEEN CARRIED

FROM THE ARENA MORE DEAD THAN
] ALIVE « AND MARIO HAS HAD - HIS

OLOSE ' CALLS TO9. BUWT
BOTH ARE MADREBF-STERN

STWFF, AND THEY
ALWAYS COME BAEGK,

FOR MORE=,

“

Next Week: Roger Q. Wiilliams, Vetsran Elyer
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The throw to first was a

The Speed King

By GEORGE BRUCE
Author of “The Rockets' Red Glare,” etc.

Heno by day on the pitcher's mound—bbmt zero by night among
the high-hat millionaires

LEADING UP TO THIS INSTALLMENT

porter has the softest job this side of
Paradise. Ringside seats at all the
big fights, fifty-yard-line tickets for the
Army-Navy game, press box accommoda-
tions at the World Series—things like that,
But Ed Brand, baseball expert of the Daily
Blade, discovered that a good reporter
must also learn to take the bitter with the
better when his hard-hearted editor as-
signed him to the horrible task of covering
the spring training camp activities of the
Busters.
What, you never heard of the Busters?
Then you've missed one of the biggest treats

SOME people think that a sports re-

in baseball. The Busters were edged ot
of the pennant last season by the narrow
margin of sixty-two games. They've been
in the cellar of the National League so long
that there’'s moss growing on some of 'em.
The columnists call them variously the
Dizziness Boys, the Witless Wonders, and
the Diamond's Dolts of Destiny. = For
years they have specialized in catching
flies with their skulls, stealing second with
the bases full, laying down sacrifices with
two gone, and other such insanities.

Ed Brand, it seemed, had become slight-
ly exhilarated at a farewell dinner to the
Busters at the end of the past season. He

This story began in the Argosy for August 29
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bad. delivered a rambling speech on the
keynote of ‘Wit till next year!” Thus
he had become the bosom buddy of Man-
ager Frisco Smith of the Busters, who re-
quested his assignment to- the training
camp,

Busters, hope springs eternal in the

soul of Frisco Smith. On the train
to Palm City he reveals his plans for the
year. The Busters, of course, have not
been able to afford any new talemt—but
what does that matter? ‘ We'll climb out
of the cellar for sure this seasom,” -Erisco
declares. “ Why, we might even finish in
fifth place.” There is one new rookie com-
ing up—a right-handed pitcher from the
Prairie States League who has been highly
touted by Frisco's: scouts. A big fellow, a
horse for work, who answers to the name
of Lancefield Lee. *“ If this Lee is as good
as they say,” opines FErisco, ‘ he might
even win ten games for us.”

Ed Brand is on the practice field when
Lancefield Lee at last appears, He's big,
all right, but what a greenhorn! Attired
in_hill-billy clothes that include yaller shoes
and a celluloid collar, he meodestly an-
nounces that he also plays the outfield on
the days when he doesn’t pitch. He had
an earned run average of .047 last year,
he reveals, and batted a mere .526. FErisco
invites him to demonstrate his prowess, but
he refuses. ‘“No, sir,” he avers, “ Not
until we-all have talked business”

DESPITE the lowly standing of the

HIS amazing rookie then reveals a
proposition that leaves Manager
Frisco gasping. He wants a starting
salary of fifteen thousand a yearl - For
this amount he will pitch every three days
and win at least twenty-five games, Un-
less he wins the twenty-five he doesn't want
a penny.
Manager Frisco thinks the whole busi-
ness is a hoax. Brand finally persuades
him, however, to give the lad a try-out,
just for the laugh. He takes the box
against the Buster sluggers—and FErisco
almost swoons when Lancefield Lee reveals
a pitching form that is reminiscent of
Walter. Johnson in his palmy days, Speed,
curves, control—the kid has everything!
To top the day off, Lee steps to the
plate and starts lathering the Buster pitch-
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ers with whistling drives that smack the
outfield fences on the line.

Ed Brand, of course, hetfoats to the
telegraph office to wire in the news of the
new Buster discovery. Steve O’Grady, his
boss, thinks he is joking and refuses to
print the yarn. Other papers likewise call
it a pipe-dream. So the reporters with the
team enter into a conspiracy of silence to
keep Lee under cover until the opening
of the season. . . .

As the Busters work northward, playing
out the exhibition schedule, Ed Brand dis-
covers that he is drawing closer to Lee.
He recognizes that the lad is-not the loud-
mouth braggart his team-mates believe
him to be. He is shy, semsitike—wants
to be a gentleman. Brand helps the young
fellow pick out a wardrobe, and agrees to
become the lad’s personal agent at Lee's
request.

Now the team has hit the Big Town
and is opening with the Giants. The Royal
Rooters of the Busters roar in dismay as
the name of an unknown is announced as
the pitcher. ** Who's this Lee?” they howl
as Joey Moore, the lead-off hitter for the
New Yorkers, strides to the plate, (Ed
Brand is telling the story.)

CHAPTER VI
HOG WILD.

EE stands in the middle of the dia-
mond, his hands behind his back.
He looks slowly around at his
infield: There’s Truck Moole at flirst,
looking as big as the Hindenbtirg; Tiny
Renn playing second, hopping up and
down, crammed with nervous emergy;
Scoop Taylor at short, kicking at the
dust with his spikes and' beating his
right fist into his glove; Wop Scoza,
almost black-faced, graceful as a whip-
pet in the way he handles himself.
In the outfield is Bumps Harring,
playing right. He stands out there in a
half-slouch, his awkward legs and an-
gular body making him look like a me-
chanical- man in a baseball uniform.
Monty White is in center, relaxed and
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taking it easy. And in left field, Doll
Carter squints up at the sky, shading
his sun-goggles with his glove.

There is a sustained roar from the
fifty thousand inside the park. It rises
and rises.

Ollie Kroup walks halfway out to
the mound, shakes his fist at Lee, yells
at him, trots back behind the plate.
He adjusts his mask over his head,
crouches down, gives the signal. Lance
Lee nods as he toes the rubber.

I'm watching the kid's face, and a
little pulse of anxiety thumps in my
chest. His face is so drawn, so white,
so strained. I suddenly realize just how
all alone a pitcher is out there on the
mound—allone with a hundred thou-
sand eyes watching his every move. I
understand for the first time in my life
just what it must mean to a boy like
Lee, fresh out from the red clay of
Missoeurl, to find himself in the gold-
fish bowl with those thousands staring
at hlm. A bey whe eouldn't sleep on a
rallread traln beeause the man blew the
whistle and seared him.

I'm remembering that shock-headed
kid with the blue eyes and the fiighting
chin and the circus-clown clothes who
walked onto the Busters’ field down in
Palm City. I can still hear him say:
“1f 1 don't win twenty-five gaumnes—I
don’t want a pemmy.”

And there he is, green as grass, fac-
ing the Giants on opening day. Every
night and every day since his first day
with the Busters Lance Lee’s been with
me. 1 guess I know him better than any
person in the world—ibetter even than
himself. No wonder I feel as if I'm
out there doing what he’s going to do.

I'm worried because he hasn't got
that sarcastic, almost flippant air about
him. He’s too serious, too tight. His
nerves aré¢ murdering him. . . . And I
can’t blame him, brother, for my own
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are as sharp as a razor blade, and my
knees are shaking a fandango.

Joey Moore jiggles his bat and eyes
the mound. Jojo Moore, alias the Thin
Man, who likes to murder that first
pitch. My eyes bug out as I watch
Lance Lee settle back. His body slides
forward and that arm of his, with the
full weight of the body behind it, snaps
forward.

He throws that first hall twenty feet
high against the screen. Throws it like
a projectile, so fast that nobody even
saw it until it bounces back on the field
and the ball boy runs for it. A wild
pitch—hog wildl!

Lance Lee stands there, looking at
nothing. His tongue licks over his
mouth. Ollie Kroup runs out with a
new ball, slaps Lee on the back. Moore
grins. The crowd hoots—they're cry-
ing for blood, fresh blood with the first
pitch.

Lee rubs the gloss from the new ball,
takes a grip on it. He's working care-
fully, deliberately. He lets it go. It
streaks toward the plate—wide and
outside.

“ Ball!™ says Rocky Ryan.

Lee walks around on the hill. His
face is wet with sweat. He brushes the
stinging stuff out of his eyes. He rubs
at the ball again, sets himself, lets the
next ene go. It's a mile high, over
Moore's head. Ollie has to jump for it
to prevent another wild pitch,

The crowd is yelling derisively. I
feel like murdering them, one and all.
Can't they give the kid a chance to
settle down? What kind of sportsman-
ship is that?

Kroup is halfway out to the hill,
talking to Lance and trying to settle
him. Feisco Smith is pacing back and
forth in front of the dugout, Jooking
toward the bull pen where Fireball
Floyd is taking off his wind-breaker,
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I'm mumbling to myself—and if I had
not forgotten the words I'd be pray-
ing.

Lee takes deliberate aim—and
heaves the ball so far on the outside
that Ollie has to dive headlong for it
to smother it on the ground. Moore
slings his bat toward the dugout and
geins toward the mound as he trots
down to first.

Whitehead steps into the batter's
box. The Phi Beta Kappa kid is grin-
ning too. He waves his bat toward
Moore on first as if to say: “ Get set,
Jojo. You'll be on your way in a sec-
ond.”

Lee's face is like a gray mask. He's
thinking of nothing but to get that ball
over the plate. He lets go deliberately,
half speed.

Whhitehead swings to face him,
shortens his hold on the war club, eases
the pellet in a beautiful drag bunt down
the first base line. Lance Lee pounces
on it, moving like a flash. He comes
up with it, looks toward second, and
heaves it at Teuck Moole.

And it's a wild throw! The ball
bounces off the front of the field boxes,
with Moole scampering after it like a
crazy man.

Moore makes third and Whitehead
goes to second on that bloomer,

Terry tosses away his two extra bats
and steps into the box, He takes up
that little half-crouch and swings the
bat with that slow easy motion. Lee
looks at him for a moment. His mouth
moves once or twice as if he was go-
ing to say something but changed his
mind. He steps down on the rubber,
uncorks, and the pitch whistles under
Teery’s chin for a ball.

Terry looks at him, mad, and then
looks at the umpire.

The next pitch is low and outside to
a left hander. The next two are inside
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and high, and make Terry duck. Man-
ager Will flings his bludgeon away and
trots down to first.

Three men on, nobody out—and
Ott, the little mashie-shot dynamiter
who makes a habit of scooping the ball
into the stands for a home run, walks
out to face Lee.

Those Buster fans—albid even in
moments of sanity—are frantic. They
are frothing at the mouth, booing, try-
ing to tear up the seats. The waves of
voices rolls down over the field, each
imprecation in it aimed straight at
Frisco Smith.

“ Where did you find that lemon?
Oh, you fathead. Take him out—give
us a ball game! Bury that guy! Cross
—we want Cross!”

Frisco Smith's face is white and his
hands are shaking. It seems that all
Frisk's dreams must get busted before
they're even dreams. The dream, the
showmanship, the secrecy, the strategy
aimed at this first game are backfiring
in his face. Lord—!how he wanted Lee
to make good! He had prayed for a
pitcher with Lance Lee’s promise duf-
ing all these dismal years they had sad-
dled him with a bunch of misfits. And
AGW—

Frisco was broken-hearted. His
shoulders suddenly hunched. He looked
at me, shook his head dismally, and
gave the signal to the bull pen for
Floyd Cross to come in.

UT Lance Lee, out on the mound,
beckoned to Ollie Kroup and said
three words. Kroup trotted back,

spoke to Rocky Ryan. Ryan nodded,
stepped in front of the plate, lifted his
hands in the time-out sign.

Lee walked to the side lines and gave
Frisco a jerk of the head. The whole
Buster infield trotted over to the side-
lines, clustering around. In the unex-
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pected hush I could:hear, Lee's: voice:
“T'm sorry,” he was telling. Erisco.
“ The crowd and everything, 1 guess,
got me like this. I began sweating all
over. Hands got slippery, couldn't hold
the: ball. Maybe—you felt that way the
first time you,played in front: of: a
crowd like this. I didn’t know there
was-this many people in the world. It's
a.lot different than 1 thought . . .”

Spike Greenr runs out with a,towel
and a paper cup of water. Lee: nods
his - thanks and swabs ofi: his: face and
dries his- hand on the towel. He rubs
his fingers on the grass.

“I'm all:right now,” he tells Erisco
in that steady voice. “1-won't never
be bothered again by no crowd. Right
now there ain’t anybody out here—but
me and them Giants !

He turned .away abrupt and walked
back. to the center of the diamond.

Frisco stands there a minute, look-
ing after him. Then he suddenly: grins,
trots back to the dugout. He motions
Cross back to: the bullpen, while the
crowd roars . disapproval.

And then happens one of those
screwy: things that sometimes comes
over a.mob.. They lapse into a. sudden,
absolute silence. Maybe it was that grin
—1ithat sarcastic, confident grin on Lee's
facel Maybe: it was in the way he stood
up out thers looking at Ott. No mat-
ter what—that mob was breathless;

Three men on base/—nobody outt—
and Master Melvin Ott up there with
his big black war club. swinging.

Lance Lee juggles the ball in his
hand. I can semse—I can see the:.change
that's come over him.

“ So you're the Boy Wonder, en?*
he calls out. “ You're the lad who hits
all the home runs? Well, mister, try
your bat on this one!”

The- boastful brag of a busher? The
blab of a swell-head, shooting, his
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mouth off? . . . Some of the others
thought .so—and -claim so to.this diay—
but I rate it different in my book. Lance
Lee may have hurled those words: at
Ott, but it was himselfi he was. really
talking to. It was just a kind of war
cry.

The kidirears back. andlets that ball
loose. You could have heard the smack
in Ollie Kroup’s glove clean up on Lake
Michigan. And you could almost:have
heard Ryan calling the strike just as
far away.

That' was the fastest ball I ever
looked :at. It was just a blister on the
breeze as it passed the plate, and Ott
never saw it. The Giant right-fielder
looked out atLee, powdered his hand
in the dust, gripped the bat:again and
stepped back into the box.

Again Lance Lee went through that
lazy motion. The ball left his hand the
second time. Waist high, over. the in-
side corner, where Ott loves 'em. That
right -foot of Ott's cocked itself. He
swung, he whirled.

And Rocky Ryan said, “ Strike
two!” and he grinned as he said.it.

Lee caught the ball from Kroup with
an indalent flip of his glove, stood 'off
the rubber, looked at Ott.

“ Ain’t anybody ever told you that
you got to keep both feet on the ground
to hit good? You can’'t get nowhere
standin’ on one foot like that. Makes
you look like-one of them pelicans or
storks, or whatever thern birds are with
the leng noses.”

And he glances contemptuously at
Terry on first. “ Are you:lucky!” he
says to Bill. “ But that’s as far as you'll
get all day.”

He steps on the rubber andlets the
ball go again.

Ott nose dives into the dirt. I mean
he must-have taken the skin off his
nose. He's getting up, plenty-mad.
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“ Strike—three!” howls Rocky
Ryan, ripping his arm through the air.

“\WMiet!” screams Ott. “THmt ball
liked to kill me!™

“1t was a curve balll—through the
middle of the pan,” sighs Ryan.
“ Don't tell me 1'm going to have trou-
ble with you so early in the seasomn.”

Ott throws his bat twenty feett—a
terrible exhibition of temper for such
a mild-mannered mam—and stomps
back to the bench. That brings up Hank
Leiber.

Lee looks over at the bench and grins
at Frisco. “ He's been holdin' out, ain't
he?" he asks, fixing his hands like a
megaphone. “Is that right he ain't in
shape yet?”

Frisco grins and yells back. “ Yeah
—lbut don't be soft-hearted.”

“1 ain't,” says Lee.

And the Arizona Adonis, one of the
most murderous hitters in the game,
nearly breaks his back swinging at that
floater Lee throws out of his fast ball
motion.

Lee grins at him. “ Don't feel bad
about that,” he sympathizes. “You
wait till vou see Terry go for that
one."

And his body swings forward again,
and the ball cracks, and Ryan says—
Strike two!™

Leiber glares. Lance Lee gets the ball
back and heaves it again. Amd Big
Hank takes a third strike with the bat
on his shoulder. A beautiful knee-high
curve that broke over the outside cor-
fer.

By this time the crowd is leaning
forward in the seats, and kind of
choked up.

Scrappy Dick Bartell comes to the
dish. He has a scowl on his face. He
pounds the plate with his bat. Moore
takes a big lead off third. Lee glances
at him. “ Don't be nervous like that,"”
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where.”

And that gets the crowd. Some guy
yelps, and in one second the whole
fifty thousand is roaring, “ You ain't
going nowhere!™

Lee looks at Frisco. “ Ain't this the
fella 1 heard about that plays baseball
with his spikes?”

One thing about Frisco Smith.
He's a good straight man and a lear
cat at ad libbing. “ Sure,” he tells Lee.

That's the fella. Scrappy Dick, they
call him™

“ Better not let him get on base,
‘then,” says Lee with mock concern.
“ Somebody might get lnurt*

And he strikes Bartell out, swing-
ing, on three pitched balls. All of them
ifast balls on the inside corner.

He turns around and grins at Terry,
and trots off the field.

Frisco Smith meets him with a hug
at the first base line. The whole team
forgets to hate him for a second while
slapping his back, and the fans are
standing up, screaming at him, mock-
ing at Terry, showering torn news-
papers down on the fiedttl. Fans are
funny. They forget in one second what
they’'ve been yelling a minute before.

Lee comes to the box rail. He stands
just an instant, looking at me.

“I'm glad that's over, Ed," he says
very soft and quiet. “ For a minute I
thought 1 was going to pass out—or
something. 1 couldn’t breathe right.
The air got all tangled up in my throat
and my eyes saw things funny, and I
was sweating like a horse. Plain buck
fever, 1 reckon.”

“ You did all right, kid," 1 tell him,
though my own voice was a little shaky
and I felt that I was taking a bath in
sweat and had been run through a
mangle.

He nods slowly. “ Erom now on, I'm
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st he says. “ They're all just fellas
with baseball bats to me.”

CHAPTER VIIL

ROAR OF THE CROWD,

HUBBELL is Hubbell. And a
screwball, the way Don Carlos

throws it, is a mystery in spades
40 the Busters. Leiber, Moore and Ott
is an outfield in any league. And Terry,
Whitehead, Bartell and Jackson .do all
right as an infield.

Renn goes put on a tap back to the
box. Scoza pops up to Terry. And
White smacks a long high one to left
center that Moore takes after a hard
run.

That’s the Busters' inning.

Amnd after that it's everybody's in-
ning. It becomes one of those ball
games that look swell on a record boak
but is hard to watch. Tense, nerve-
racking, with the pitchers doing all the
work and the outfielders loafing. The
high spots are the roars from the
crowd. Especially when Lee sets Terry
dewn swinging in the third inning, and
fnakes Ott pop-foul to Kroup on the
first pitehed ball,

High spot in the third inning, with
two men away. Lee walks to the plate
for his first time at bat against league
competition. Hubbell makes the mis-
take -of throwing him a nothing ball
after trying to make him hit on three
bad pitehes, Lee wades into it with
that perfeet swing, and the crowd
eoemes up screaming while Moore goes
baek and back, and finally makes a
leaping ene hand stab for the ball, just
befere it bounees off the wall in deep
eenter fleld.

In any other ball park, or hit to any
other field, that would have been a
home run.
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Lee comes back to the bench. He
says: “It's a long way <out there.
Longer than 1 expected.” Amd starts
for the mound.

The Busters might as well have
stayed in bed. They were pushovers
for Hubbell. They hit three balls out
of the infield up to the seventh inning.
But Lee had those Giants in even wbrse
condition,

With two men away in the eighth,
Moore comes up. He swings hard at
the first pitch, meets it squarely, and
the ball bounces once on the grass.
Scoza lunges for it, blocks it with his
glove, knocks it down—lbuit Jojo beats
the throw.,

I sit there as if the bottom had
dropped out of the world. The eighth
inning—and not even a ghost of a hit
off Lee up to then. The boys in the
press coop are looking down at fe.
Frisco Smith turns around anxiously,
I mut the finger up in the air, 1 got to
give Moore a hit. It breaks my heart,
but that ball was smacked toe hard to
tab Seoza with an errer of It

Frisco spits disgustedly, even Rocky
Ryan glances at me dubiously. Lee just
grins. He strikes out Whitehead and
the inning is over.

It was zero-zero in the Busters’ half
of the ninth. The Hubbell hypnosis has
been complete. The Busters have just
three hits between them, where it didn’t
do 'em any good. The fans had settled
down in the dumps. The old story, a
beautifully pitched ball game geing
inte extra innings, with the Busters
lesing beeause pitchers can't stand
teams like the Glants en their heads
untll darkness breaks up the ball game.

The crowd expects nothing. The
tail end of the list is coming up. Scoap
Taylor, Ollie, and then Lance Lee.

Lee is sitting on the step of the dug-
out. He looks the bench over. “ You
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fellas don't do much hitting, do you?"
he asks with an innocent face. “ Erom
them spring games 1 thought you were
bear cats with the willow. But it looks
like you play soft-ball after the season
starts. . . .”

There is a rumble from the crowd.
Scoop Taylor has worked the tiring
Hubbell for a walk and is standing on
first.

Everybody perks up. A break |

Frisco Smith looked the bench over,
and sent Duke McCroskey in to bat for
Ollie Kroup. This is a smart move, for
the Duke can lay down a bunt with the
best of 'em. It is a very smart movwe—
except that the Duke remembers he's
one of the Dizziness Boys and ignores
Frisco’s signal. He misses two screw-
balls, swinging mightily, and then lets
a beauty zip by with the bat on his
shoulder. The Duke does not believe
the third one is a sirike. He pounds his
bat on the plate and howls at Rocky
Ryan while the crowd hoots.

“Gzt off the fielldi!” orders Ryan,
“ You can't talk to me like thait’”

McCroskey bellows something else,
and Ryan takes one step forward, his
chin jutting. Rocky is a plenty bad guy
when he means business. The Duke
walks off the field, kicking dirt with
his spikes.

“ And take fiiffity bucks fine with
you,” calls Ryan as a parting shot.

T’S the kid's turn next, Lance Lee
stands up, sheds his wind-breaker,
strides toward the batter's box,

The crowd is on its hind legs, giving

him a mighty hand. Cool as a cu-
cumber, he takes his stance, and he
waves his hand at the crowd, as if to
say, “ Peace, my children!" He gets
himself a toe hold in the dirt, and cuts
the air a couple of times with his big
bat.
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Hubbell curls one over the outside
corner for a called strike.

Lee grins. He calls to Hubbell, “ It
must be tough to lose this kind of a
ball game, mister. 1 feel real somnry.”

Hubbell lets go the next pitch. Lee
looks it over and lunges forward, his
whole body one quivering mass of
power. The bat swings. There comes
that crash of wood on leather that
only means one thing. That one sound
—like no other sound in the world,

Moore is racing back, fading fast
to cover the ball. He almost plunges
headlong into the left-center field
bleacher wall, while the horsehide sails
into the fourth row of the open seats.
A 426-foot wallop on a line that’s a he-
man homer in any league!

Maybe the crowd kind of expected
that. Maybe that curious inner-sense
warned them that it was coming. They
are out of their seats with the crack
of bat on leather, but for a long mo-
ment they just stare, dumb and mo-
tionless while Lance Lee trots around
the bases, with Taylor ahead of him.

Old Frrisco, his hat on the ground, is
giving a fair imitation of a pie-eyed
Indian war dance, swinging his arms,
and yelling his head off. Spike Green
is turning somersaults in front of the
bench. All this in a breathless hush, as
if the Royal Rooters can’t believe what
their eyes see.

And then the avalanche of sound
breaks over the field like a typhoon.
The air is white with drifting bits of
torn paper. The mob surges out of the
stands like a charging brigade of lu-
natics. They have waited years and
years for just this kind of a day. Just
a simple gang, those Buster fans, and
heart-hungry for a Hero, They wafit-
ed a Frank Merriwell —a guy whe
eould win his ewn ball game in the
last of the ninth with a hewme ruf.
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Lamce Lee was the answer to their news. For being a thirty-third degree

prayers.

They sweep him up. They wrestle
with him. The Busters race out onto
the field trying to rescue the grinning
kid from the mob. He is boosted up on
a dozen shoulders while the mob snake-
dances around the field. They corner
the Giants, taunting and mocking them.
They boo them and they also laugh at
thers.

Ah, it is a day of days in Buster-
Land, with the pent-up emotions of
the chronic underdog coming out in
one glorious burst of triumph. Let the
Dizziness Boys lose tiomommow—and
the next day—amd the next. But this
is today—amd nothing else matters.

When they carry Lee to the club-
house steps and turn him loose his shirt
is out of his pants, his face is red, he
is half torn apart, but he's still grin-
ning. He runs up the wooden steps and
stands on the top landing like a Mus-
solini looking down at his worship-
drunk followers.

He puts up his hands; and the crowd
stops yelling.

“Ws boys ain't really begun yet,”
he tells the milling faces at the bottom
of the steps. “ We was kinda rusty out
there today, but watch what we do to
them Giants tomomow!™

And he leaves the mob hewling in
maudlin glee as he dives through the
clubhouse door.

STEVE GRADY, my boss on the
Blade, is fit to be tied. * You're
fired!” he howls—uwihichk makes
twelve times already I'm fired by Gen-
eralissimo Grady.
“ What for this time?* | ask.
‘*WMtmt for? For disloyalty to your
paper! For withholding informationm,
for being an unmitigated moron with
6 sense of honer and no sense of

lmw_m

“What are you talking about,
Friend Stevem?”

“You know blame well what I'm
talking about! You had that Lance Lee
angle covered! You were at camp with
the Busters and even roomed with Lee'
Amd what does that get me? A run-
around! We should have had that Lee
exclusive in the Blade. Signed stories
about him—fkatture on the sports
page—"

I blew smoke in his face.

“Why, you silly looking ape!” 1 tell
him, all burned up. “1 broke the story
on Lance Lee the very day he showed
up in training camp. And I get a
‘you're fied” wire from you, with a
lot of wise cracks and advice about
possible markets for the yarn. You told
fne you were running a newspaper, not
a eomle e Hee—"

He waves a fist in my face. “ Don't
call me a ape, you grinning baboom!
he sputters. “ Who was going to be-
lieve that fairy story you wired from
Palm City? What kind of a sap do
you think I am to print that kind of
guff ? A bush league idiot making men-
keys out of big league ball players, and
getting a contraet where hie has te win
twenty-five games his first season te
get a dime for playlng bam?”

“ You're the editor, toots,” 1"tell him
sweetly. “ What do you pay reporters
to go out and dig up yarns for?”

“Well, you're fiiadi—this time for
real.”

“ Suits me, darlimg!™ 1 reply with a
wave of the hand. “I've got a better
job anyhow.*

“ What kind of a job?” he asks sus-
piciously.

“I'm the one and only manager, the
confidant: and pal of Lamcefield Lee,
who in one week will be the biggest
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sensation in baseball. I handle all his
dough, steer him away from the pit-
falls which lurk for unwary and un-
spoiled athletes. I handle all the con-
tracts covering endorsements and ad-
vertising, and I cut in to the tune of
twenty per cent on every dollar he
makes, over and above his baseball sal-
ary."

“ You—manager!" he sguawks.

“Yeah. And my first official act is
to accept an offer of five grand for
a brief synopsis of the life of Lance
Lee as told to Ed Brand. The Globe
got to him at the ball park and he sent
them to me. Five grand is five grand.
It's a beginning and it's better than
walking around in the hot sun. Listen,
my red-headed paste-pot walloper. I'm
going to make that boy Lee a million
in a year or two. Just wait till I start
signing him up to endorse breakfast
foods, baseball glowes—"

“ Wait—waiit, now, Ed," wheezes
Grady. “ Old pals like us can't lose our
heads like this. You can't do this to
me."

“Do winatt?*

“ Why sell me out to the Globef You
got to gimme first crack at this Lee
feature.”

“You had it, but you wise-cracked
your way out of it"

“ Look—don’t rub it in. Anybody
can make a mistake. Wiho'd believe a
guy like this Lee exists? I thought you
were on a bender or something. But
business is business, I know. I'll meet
what the Globe offered for that exclu-
sive storpy—"

“Don't be silly,” 1 tell him. “¥m
doing business .for Lee—mo palsy-
walsy stuff in this. The highest bidder
gets the feature. But for old times'
sake, if you put up seventy-five hun-
dred bucks I'll close with you right
now.”
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“ Why, you no-good, chiseling rob-
ber " screams Grady. “ I ought to mur-
der you. Seventy-five hundred . . .*

“ Wait till 1 offer it to Hearst and
the Journal,” I tell him.

“T'll take it,” he moans. “ But some
day—some day I'll square this.”

Thirty minutes later the agreement
is signed. I fold same very carefully
and put it in the pocket.

“ Thanks, Grady,” 1 tell him. “I'll
be seein' you aroumd.”

“ Aw—llook, Ed,” he grins. “ Let's
get together on this. You stay on the
job with the Busters and give us a
break on this Lee guy. He’s a natural.
The biggest natural simce Babe
Ruth—"

“Since?” 1 demand. “THewe ain't
no since when it comes to Lee.”

“ Well, you wouldn't be happy with-
out your Blade connection anyhow. We
just didn't speak the same language
for a minute.”

“ Well, now,"” 1 drawl wickedly, “1
might be induced to remain with the
Blade. But of course, considering how
busy I am as Lee's manager, I couldn’t
think of it without some added induce-
ment.”

“Why, you panhandler! You're
drawing your salary, aren’t you ?”

“ Those couple of bucks you give out
with a grunt once a week and call a
salary can be wrapped up and concealed
in a gnat's eye,” I told him. “ You got
to talk money to me now.”

So I got a raise too. . . .

“1'd like to meet this Lee boy,” says
Grady. “ He must be a wow. How
about bringing him down to have some
pictures made?"

“ Mr. Lee can be seen only by ap-
pointment,” I tell him in a phony up-
stage voice. “ And I make the appoint-
ments.” With that I leave him flat, on
the border line of apoplexy.
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' E next afternoon it's Castle-

4 man for the Giants and Floyd

Cross for the Busters. It's in the
middle of the week, a cold sunless day,
but there are twenty-eight thousand
people in the stands. It has been an-
nounced that Lance Lee will play cen-
ter field for the Busters, which same
he does.

You can look up the box score. The
Busters win again, six-and-two. All
Lee has to do with the game is three-
for-five, a triple and two doubles which
knock in four of the six runs. He
scores another himself, all the way
from second on a looping single by
Tiny Renn. He has seven put-outs in
the field, and two of them are highway
robbery on Mancuso and Moore. And
he figures in one double play, center
field to first base, which doubles White-
head twenty feet off the bag on a rifle-
buillet throw to Truck Moole,

On Friday, in the last game of the
Giant series, he gets two-for-two. He
can't get any more because Terry or-
ders Fitzsimmons to pass him twice in
the clutch.

On Saturday he opens against the
Phillies, and shuts ’em out, two-and-no,
giving up three singles.

At the end of his first seven days
in the majors he's ‘a legend. The radio
has taken him up. The newspapers are
hog wild about him. Everything he
says is printed. Everything he does is
mugged. Guys on street corners can't
seem to find anything to talk about but
Lance Lee. The Royal Rooters are in-
sane, and there is even tatk about buy-
ing Lee a house near the ball park, the
fans taking up a collection for the pur-
pose.

The Busters are running neck and
meck with the Cardinals and the Cubs
for first place, and the Giants, because
of the Dizziness Boys handing them

threee smacks: on the snoot, are: down
tn the cellar with the Braves:and Phil-
lies.

Yes, gentlemen, peace and good fel-
lowship and ecstasy hold €frth. Frisco
Smith is the man of the hour, and the
turnstiles at Busters’ Park have spun
aroend more times than Carmmera did
when Maxie Baer clipped him.

Afiter we play the Bees we hit the
road. And Lee is a bigger sensation on
the road than in Flathush if possible.
The whole world wants to:see this guy
Lee.
And he don't disappoint 'em. He
puts on a show that leaves 'em still
thinking that it ‘is- done - with mirsors.

CHAPTER VIIL
FLY IN THE QINTMENT.

ELL, believe it or not, the same
W W team that boots the pennant last

season 'by the narrow margin
of sixty-two games, comes .back from
the West after the first swing around
the circuit in a tie for second place with
the Cubs. The same team, man for
man, with the exception of Lancefield
Lee. The same team that once was the
Lunatic of the League is now playing
baseball that has the other clubs stand-
ing around with a dumb look on their
mugs, mumbling to themselves. Enemy
relief pitchers are wearing a path on
the grass between the various bull pens,
and the pitcher's mound,

How those Buster babies shellac
that onion! How they stand up there
and take that cut! They suddenly find
out when they swing they can hit, and
that the only difference between Dizzy
Dean and Red Lucas is that when you
you smack one of the Dean’s fast ones
on the nose it travels farther.

They honestly jump into the role of

A4=5
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Busters. They’re breaking heantis—
pitchers' hearts. Hollingsworth of the
Reds last three innings against the Diz-
ziness Boys in Cincinnati. Brown and
Swift stagger through a whole game,
but lose. Dizzy Dean goes out in the
fourth with the Busters combing him
for nine hits and seven runs. Warneke
makes faces at the Boys and the Boys
let him have it. Six tallies in one in-
ning!

It goes that way all over the league,
until a guy just sits there and looks and
looks, wondering if he isn't dreaming.

Coming back to the home park, the
standings look like this:

Won Lost
Cardinals ............ 16 5
Cubs ....civvivnvinne 14 6
Busters .......covvaes 14 6

Lee's average as a pitcher is six won
and none lost. One of those games he
pulls out in the seventh inning when
he goes in to relieve Gazzi, who has
done a whale of a job against the Cubs
but is tiring. That makes two out of
three Lee takes from the Wrigley
Wireckers in three days. He's so popu-
lar in Chicago that if he’d have broken
his neck falling down the clubhouse
steps the North Side would have at-
tended his funeral with a brass band.

The club is hitting an average of
.286. The Busters—hitting .286! Scoop
Taylor is leading the league in errors
as usual, but is socking the pill for .342
to balance it. Truck Moole has driven
in 26 runs and Bumps Harring hasn't
got a single crack in his skull, and is
batting .368. He's knocked out 37 hits
in 20 games—tihe kind of drives, most
of ’em, that make a pitcher fall flat
on his face with the crack of the bat
while the second baseman runs out into
center field for the relay.

Even Ding Bell, the Prize Bust of
the Busters last season, is winning ball
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games, pitching like a Lefty Clark on
one of Clark's good days.

And Frisco Smith is walking on
clouds, babbling out of the middle of
his mouth, existing in such a dizzy daze
that half the time he forgets at which
hotel the team is stopping.

I'm so tickled and happy for Frisco
that I feel all bubbly inside. If ever a
man deserves a break from the base-
ball Fates, and earns that break, the
guy is Frisco Smith. Wiith more brains
than the average manager, knowing
baseball down to the ground, a diplo-
mat and a fighter, he’s been saddled
with a bunch of second-raters year
after year. Uncomplaining, he’s battled
the handicap of a bank-controlled front
office that seems to have the idea that
ball players should be satisfied with
publielty and glery Instead ot wanting
a salary. No wonder he's walking o1
alr right new!

The team comes home to find ten
thousand baseball-bugs waiting at the
station with red fire torches, and the
Amcient Order of Hibernians’ Brass
Band and Bagpipes. The gang mobs
the train. They demand a speech from
Frisco Smith, so Frisco mounts to the
top of a baggage truck. He lifts his
hands in a Mussolini gesture and says:

“ Dear Friends of the Busters!l You
should have stood in bed on account of
I don’t want the boys all excited by
celebrations on account of we expect
to make mugs out of them Giants come
Tuesday, and I don’t want the Busters
to have no swelled heads. I ain’t de-
servin’ of no credit—exeept I'm the
manager. 1 knowed we eould de it
when we got playin’ ball the way we
sheulda played last year. What we
done to them Cubs and them Cardinals
we're goln’ to keep right en deln’. 1
alp't mentlenln’ ne names in publig,
but if that fat-headed lug whe wanted
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to know if the Busters was still in the
National League will come out of the
Giants’ dugout, come Tuesday, and
play first base—I'll be glad to show
him the newspapers givin’ the standin'
of the teams—if the guy ever loined
to read. ..."”

There was a roar of delight. The
band tooted * Hail, Hail, the Gang's
All Here!" The Busters were pushed
into the middle of the parade. Lance
Lee was manhandled by his well wish-
ers, and the parade marched out of
the station headed by the Chowder and
Fish Fry Association of Young Demo-
crats.

Not even the Cardinals, when they
brought St. Loo that first pennant, got
a reception like the Busters got. You
might have thought they'd captured
the World Series from the Tigers, four
games straight, instead of just coming
back from the first Western trip of the
season in a tie for second place.

The Dizziness Boys just move
around during that parade in a state of
hypnotized disbelief. If one of them
Buster fans—just one—had heaved a
pop boitle, or yelled “ Kill the big
bum!” it might have added a touch of
reality to the celebration, made them
understand that this was really home.
But nobody did, so it all went for a
pleasant dream.

ESDAY, the day we're sched-
uled to open the second series at
the Polo Grounds, I'm sitting in

the box next to the Busters’ dugout,
chewing the fat with Frisco Smith and
kidding with the players. Lance Lee
is hitting out fungoes to the outfield-
ers and hiiting 'em a mile. Every time
that ball leaves his bat the fans yell
thelr heads off.

I'm tickled. Lee rates with the
bleacher-bugs the way-Ruth rated with
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‘em. Guys like Ruth and Lee don't be-
long to any team—they belong to base-
ball. They get a loud huzzah even when
they hit a home run with the bases
loaded in an enemy park. So Lee, with
a grin, lays the ash on a couple and
knocks 'em tip around the loud speaker
in center fieltl. During batting prac-
tice, hitting left handed, he knocks five
straight pitches into the home run sec-
tion of the right field stands.

Somebody touches me on the shoul-
der and 1 see Frisco Smith jerk his cap
off his head. *“ Good afternoon, Judge,”
says Frisco.

I turn around. Sitting in the seat be-
hind me is Judge Mason, who owns
the Busters via a couple of holding
corporations and trusts.

* Ah—pardon me—Mr. Brand,” he
says in the bluff voice, which goes for
jolly good fellowship with the judge.
“Niiny 1 present my daughter? Ann,
this is Mr. Brand.”

I should have been warned right
then and there, but I was feeling Qi
the top of the world. Lee was going to
pitch against the Giants, the sky was
blue, the Busters were in second place,
ready to jurp into the league leatl—
what more could a man ask for, But
I should have been warned, beeause
whenever the Judge starts off a con-
versation with an apology, the wise guy
who knows his Judge will dive dewn
the nearest coal hole,

The Judge could give a Missouri
mule-trader lessons in blandishment.
He could give Helen Wills Moody val-
uable pointers about keeping a poker
face, and teach the House of Roths-
child how to accumulate the interest.
The Judge looks like a philanthropist,
and talks like one, but he didn’t collect
those eight or ten million bucks by giv-
ing out. He’s strictly a taker-inner.

“You know Mr. Brand, diarlimg*
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he told the red-headed eyeful with
him. “ He's the star writer for the
Blade. The one who took the hide off
me last year because I would not fol-
low the example of Mr. Yawkey and
spend a million or two for ball play-
ers.”

“ Oh, yes,” says the eyeful brightly.

“1 remember. He called you a slave-
driving, coupon-clipping tightwad who
ran a baseball team on the theory of the
public be damned. He said you were
a disgrace to the sport and that one
more year of Judge Mason’s Busters
would bust baseball right out of our
fair city.”
, I grin. “1 also said that if the fans
organized a tar-and-feather party for
the purpose of riding a certain citizen
out of the city limits I wanted to men-
tion my own candidate for the fire-
works,” 1 tell the pair of them.

“ Well, my boy,” booms the Judge,
“ it just goes to show you how wrong
even a newspaper man can be. The
same team, the same field, the same
fans, the same uniforms—and look at
us! Second place. We'll win the pen-
nant this year.”

“@h, do you think so?” asks Ann
Mason of me.

“ Who am 1 to argue with the Voice
of the Law?"” I parry.

«X X 17 E came out to look at this fel-
. VYV 16w Lee® said Mason.
“W\tich one is he?”

“ He owns tie dui, andl e wamts
to know who Lee is?” I say to Frisco
Smith. “ How’s that for a close inter-
est in sports?”

“ Naturally, I can’t be expected to
know all the boys,” smiles Mason, a
little red in the face. “ But Amn, here,
is simply breathless about meeting this
chap. She seems to think he's a com-
bination of Lochinvar, Galahad, Babe

Ruth, the Four Marx Brothers, and
Franklin Delano Roosevelt.”

“ Well, like Lochinvar, he comes out
of the West. Like Galahad, he can do
no wrong. Like Ruth, he hits 'em a
mile. He's funnier than the whole five
Marx Brothers, and like Roosevelt he's
giving the Busters a New Deal. But
that is just the beginning. Tihere isn’t
anyone like Lance Lee. Not anybody 1
ever saw in a baseball uniform.”

“ Ooooch!” trills the titian-haired
fugitive from Earl Carroll's daisy-
chain gang. “ Do you suppose I could
meet him?”

“If my old man owned the ball club
I have a hunch I wouldn't have a lot
of difficulty in meeting one of his hired
hands,” I told her. “ Would you like
him presented now or after the game ?*

“ Oh, now! On the fledtt!*

I give the eye to the camera men
who are hanging around, waiting for
something. I tumble. Old Judge Ma-
son and daughter are going to crash
Lance Lee's triumph. Something like
* Buster Boss Meets Marvel,” with a
four column cut on the back page of
the final sports edition.

“How about it, Frisk?* I ask with
a dead pan and a wink. “ You sup-
pose it would upset Lance to meet his
boss and bossess just before a crucial
game ?”

“ Gosh, no,” grins Frisco. * Wait,
I'll bring him over!"” He goes to the
warming up slab and tows Lance
across.

“TItiss,” says Frisco, “iis Lancefield
Lee . . . Miss Ann Mason and her fa-
ther who owns the Busters. You read
about Judge Mason in the papers?”

“ Not me,” says Lee. “1 never had
an automobile, and never was arrested,
so jedges don’t mean anything in my
life. But I'm mighty glad to meet Miss
Mason.”
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He stands there, sweat on his fore-
head, his hands hanging, staring frank-
ly at her. She looks back at him with
that finishing school smile which is re-
served for those members of society
one cannot catalogue at first sight.

“1 want to congratulate you, Mir.
Lee,"” she says. “1I think you've been
splendid. It's been so thrilling to read
about you in the papers.”

“ Yes, ma'am,” says Lee seriously.
“1 guess those newspaper boys do tell
some mighty tall stories about me.”

I'm chuckling inside. The camera
men are shooting their heads off. The
Judge has his favorite pose—spread
out and smiling beatifically, as a lover
of all mankind should.

“1 came out especially to watch you
beat the Giants again,” said Ann Ma-
son. “I hope I bring you luck.™

“ Shucks, Miss, you don't have to go
to all that trouble," says Lance. ““ Even
if you hadn’t come out I would have
licked those fellas—and I won't need
no luck to do it.”

“1 think they're horrid—I've hated
them for years!"

Lee grinned. “ You ain't that old,"”
he told her. “ And you don't look like
a very good hater. Now me—I'm a
good hater. I can hate worse than any-
body I know.”

“1 wish you'd pitch this game for
me," she smiled. “ It would be such a
thrill to sit here, thinking that every
time you threw the ball at those Giant:
you were throwing for me.”

“ Well, ma‘am,” says Lee, “ I'd like
to oblige, of course, on account of your
father 'n’ all. But when I'm out there
heaving that apple I don't think of
nothing except foggin' 'em in. I just
kind of keep my mind on the batter.
'Course I'd be glad to sit here between
innings and talk with you if there
wasn't a rule ag'in’ it.”
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“ Not even one little thought?” asks
Miss Mason coyly.

“Well, 1 tell you now. When 1
strike out that Terry, I'll kind of look
over here—you know, kind of—so
you'll know that I'm givin' him to you
as a presemt.”

E umpire is dusting off the plate.
The Giants run out on the field.
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“ Even if you don’t thinmk—he’s still
terrific,” 1 tell her.

“ Do you think I could have him at
the house—to introduce him to some
people?” she wants to know. 1
hardly got a chance to speak a word
with him. He’s so unspoiled, so sure
of himself. I know a lot of people
who would love to meet him.”

I gander around at her. “ Look,
Miss Mason,” I tell her. “ Why don’t
you let well enough alone? Why
throw the monkey wrench in the ma-
chinery now? Think of the Royal
Rooters—wiith the Busters in second
place today because the Cubs lose.
Think of the old home town that ain’t
won a pennant In sixteen years. Think
what 1t will mean to wives and sweet-
hearts and peer Infeeent children if
the Busters blew the start they got this
yeat. Why, whe knews? It may
fean a revelutien! These guys that
Buy the tiekets whieh yeur eld mman
eeniverts inte tax-free Gevernment
Bends, ean stand ne mere. They may
froth at the meuth and tear yeu Hmb
frem limb”

“ J—don’t think I understand, Mr.
Brand,” she says.

“Uzeddy,” I tell her, “tthis Lance
Lee is just a hillbilly kid who is spang
in the middle of having all his dreams
come true. I saw you put the works
on him when you were introduced,
and I know when a gal has what it
takes. He's doing all right for him-
self—why gurm it up? Why don’t you
just let him play baseball like the good
Lord intended? Those boys and gals
out there on Long Island have plenty
to afuse themselves with, They don’t
fieed Lance Lee.”

“1 think you're trying to be imsult-
ing,” she tells me, kind of white in the
face.

“ And how," 1 nod. “ To me you're
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just another young lady with too much
dough for her own good. I like this
boy Lee. I've been trying to steer him
straight. I'd hate to see somebody
like you bust up the biggest attraction
that has come into baseball since Ruth
—a guy that has a fortune Ifi his hands
and the world at his feet. I'd hate to
see |t because—you want to know the
truth?=yow arefi’t worth It. Ne gal Is
wo¥th it.”

She has gray eyes, and they're glit-
tering with little icy fitames. * Thank
you for a frank opinion of me and
‘my kind,"” Mr. Brand,” she says with
icy politeness.

“1 always manage to speak my
mind,” I tell her. “If you can’t take
it, you don’t belong around a guy who
lets go both barrels when he sees the
Ethiopian in the wood pile.”

“ You're something like a manager
to Mr. Lee, aren't you ?” she asks casu-
ally.

“ So—you do know something zbout
Mr. Lee! Sure, I'm his manager. But
more than that, I'm his friend. I know
him better than anyone in the worldi—
even better than he knows himself.
From the minute he walked onto his
first big league training field, we kind
of clicked it off together.”

“ Of course it's strictly altruism on
your part ? she says sweetly.

“I'm getting a cut on all the money
I make for him outside baseball,” I tell
her without batting an eyelash. “ But
if you think I'm keeping Lance Lee
under cover for what I can get out of
him, I'll tell you like I'll tell anybody
else. You're just a small-time Har.”

The old Judge smiles bemevolently.
“Come, come!” he says. “ You two
children aren’t arguing, are you?”

To the gal he says, “ Ann, don’t you
know you shouldn’t bait the press. It’ll
be in all the payperss—*
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“ You bet it will be in all the pepars”
she says hotly. *“In the society col-
umn, if not on the sports page: Miss
Ann Mason entertains for Busters
star!”

I shrug, walk out of the box and
across to the clubhouse. I'm mad
clean through. I've seen what happens
to young athletes who get “ taken up ™
by society.

I slam into the dressing room. The
Busters are running around in the raw,
whopping each other with towels,
whooping it up. The room is so thick
with the mixed smell of soap, lini-
ment, rubbing alcohol, sweat, steam
from the showers, that you could cut
it into slices.

A wet towel flips over my arm and
fingers grab me by the elbow. I look
up to see Lance Lee, glowing after his
shower.

“ Gosh,” he says in a tone of awe.
“ Ain't she bemutiiffull?*

“WMim's bezuttifful 2™

“ That gal—that Ann.
natne ?*

“ Mason,” 1 tell him shortly. “ Her
old man owns the Busters, if you
haven't heard, and she's included
among the things you should have
nothing to do with.”

“ But—she asked me to win her a
ball game. I wanted to win her a shut
out—omly Scoop Taylor booted that
grounder. . . .”

“Forget it. Three-and-one ain't 0
bad as a presemt.”

t “ Was she watchin' when I belted
that triple and batted in them two
runs?"

“ She and plenty thousand ofthers™*

“ You talk as if you don't like en?*

“ General principles,” 1 tell him.
“No guy that stayed away from a
buzz saw ever got his fingers cut off
by a buzz saw. It's elementary. Don't

What's-her-
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feed the animals, and all that stufff.”
“ 1 thought maybe she'd wait for me
after the game—to say tiamkiss—"
“ Get dressed,” 1 growl at him.
“ Let's amscray out of here

CHAPTER IX.
FINE FEATHERS.

IDAY morning right after break-
fast the boy pages me in the lobby.

‘“ Telephone, Mr. Brand,” he says.
I take the call on the house phone in
the lobby.

“Hello, there,” says a gal's voice.
“ Just a minute please, Judge Mason
calling.” Amnd then the Judge's voice
booms in the earphone.

‘“ Hello, Brand. Sorry if 1 got you
out of bed. I suppose you boys sleep
late—"

“ Didn't you ever hear of morning
practice?” I ask him.

He laughs. “ Don't tell me that you
even attend morning practice,” he mar-
vels. “My word, your devotion is
simply magnificent. I'll have to speaii
to Mr. Alwing about it.”

Mr. Alwing is nobody but the owner
and publisher of the Blade.

“ Don't bother,” 1 tell Mason. “ He
probably knows all about it. He prob-
ably reads his own newspapers.”

I get another of those laughs for
that one.

“What 1 wanted to speak to you
about, Ed,” he says, “is a little in-
formal gathering my daughter is giv-
ing at the house Saturday night. Just
a few friends, nothing at all elaborate
She would like to have the pleasure of
your company—and Lance Lee's.”

Well, the works are in. And what
can a guy do about it? I'd be a sap
to fight eight or ten million bucks, or
to have the owner of the club get sore
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at Lance. In baseball a lot of nasty
things have happened to boys who
didn't hit it off with the front office.
They get sent back to the minor
leagues, or even traded to Philadel-
phia. But I make argument just the
same.

“ Look, Mr. Mason, 1 oughtn't to
have to tell you this,” I open. “ You're
the owner of the club. The Busters
are fighting right now for first place
and may even have a chance for the
pennant, The most important factor
in that mey is Lance Lee. The club
has certain training rules that every-
bedy has to keep. One is that all the
lads fmust be in bed not later than
eleven every night. Social activities
are net very Important to the club now
=lyut good baseball s, Why not wait
till after the end et the season to in-
troduce Lee te your frlends?”

“Nir. Brand!” says Judge Mason.
“1 am perfectly able to control my
own ball team and my own players. My
daughter extends an invitation to Mr.
Lee and yourself. She already has ex-
tended invitations to many of her
friends to meet Lance Lee. I am sure
that you would not put Lee in the posi-
tlen of embarrassing her by advising
him net to appear.”

“Nw,” 1 said disgustedly.
not a sap.”

“ That's splendid. I'll expect you
Saturday night then. I know Ann
will be very pleased. Goodbye, Mr.
Brand.”

I could have chewed that telephone
into a pulp. Was I bumming|

Every day since Tuesday Ann
Mason has plumped herself down in
the front row of the Busters' dugout
box. She has been all smiles for
everybody, but for Mr. Lee in particu-
lar. I can see with half an eye that
she knows she’s giving me needles by

“ I?m
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being nice to Lance. Every time he
gives her a smile or sits on a stool in
front of the box during a Buster half
of an inning, she gives that certain look
and that certain toss of the head.

She knows she's swinging the whip.
I know what these “ strictly informal ™
parties in the Mason sector of Million-
aire Row turn out to be. Soup and fish,
with the guys wearing white dinner
jackets with cummerbunds. A side-
board loaded down with ice and fiifteen
kinds of liquor. Poisonous sand-
wiches., A dance band. Amd all the
lounge lizards that infest *society.”
These little affairs comrmence at any
time before dinner and sometimes run
for a week. The party starts all over
again every tifme the group reecovers
eonseiousness.

IDAY night after the ball game

1 drag Lance down to a gent’s

shop on the Awenue and have him
fitted into a white evening outfit. He’s
as eager as a school kid.

“ She called me up,” he kept saying.
“ Gee, 1 reckon she's just about the
swellest gal I ever saw. She kind of
makes me wish—wadll, I wish I knew
more about everything. She asked me
to come to a party at her house. Ain’t
that somethin’. Me, fresh out of the
backwoods, going to a party at a mil-
lionaire’s house already. Look, Ed—
how long will it take me to be a mil-
lonaire? 1 mean if 1 keep on beating
them lugs around the cireuid?”

“ About twenty years,” 1 tell him
gruffly.

“1 can't wait that long,” he says.
“1 got to be a millionaire almost right
away. I got to have a house where 1
can give return parties, and such. I
can’t invite her to a party in a hotel
room, can 1?”

“ Are you nuts?* 1 ask him.
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He gets red in the face. “I don't
know. . .. Only, after she goes, I get
thinkin’. I guess it's because she has
that funny kind of red hair, and gray
eyes like the sky gets sometimes when
the sun is hot. And—she likes me.”

I don't figure that it'll get either of
us anywhere to tell him that he has the
same attraction for Ann Mason that
one of the Ubangi savages at the cir-
cus would have.

He looks at the monkey-suit with
dubious eyes. “ You mean to tell me
that a fella has to wear one of these
things to be a gentlemam?' he asks
suspiciously. “ Look here now—this
black thing around the waist. I wear
galluses. I don’t need no ribbon to hold
up my pants.”

“It's an ornament,” 1 tell him, while
the salesman is fluttering around, fit-
ting the cummerbund.

“ Well, if all her friends dress like
this, I reckon I gotta be a gentleman,
too. But that collar is goin' to saw my
neck in half. I ain't never seen no col-
lar like that before.”

I stand back and look at him. A
thoroughbred is a thoroughbred, if he
does call braces “ galluses.” You can't
miss with Lance Lee. One look, and
you know he’s the McCoy. That white
dinner jacket makes his strong young
sun-bronzed face stand out. The
spread of those mighty shoulders, the
flatness of his hips, the long legs in the
broadeloth pants—no kiddin’, he’s
something that would make any gal
eateh her breath.

He stands there quietly, letting me
inspect him. His gray-blue eyes are
kind of soft as if he's thinking about
things that happened long, long ago.
The straw-colored hair has grown in,
and looks civilized by now.

He squints at himself in the mirror,
“ Gosh," he says softly. “1 kinda want
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to go over and touch me—just to be
sure I'm lookin’ at me. This must cost
an awful lot of money. Why even old
Senator Ham Johnson, back home,
didn’t have swell clothes like these and
he was the richest man around. I
didn’t know they made shoes all shiny
like these—allimost like glass.”

“flzke 'em off, I told him. 1
turned away, feeling almost like bawl-
ing. Just something about the things
in the kid's eyes.

“Take 'em off? he asks. “Cam’t 1
wear 'em home?"

“ Not hardly. They've got to be
fixed up and pressed, ready for to-
morrow night. The store will take
care of all that and deliver the outfit to
the hotel in plenty of time. Don’ wor-
ry—you’ll get to your party, and you'll
look like a gentleman.”

“They're so plumb nice I'd like to
wear ‘emm .... . But if you say so—" He
slid off the pants, but kept watchin'
them as the salesman took ‘em away.

Out on the street he puts his arm
through mine .and leans down so he
can speak in my ear: “ Gosh, Ed, don't
—liimda—say nothin’ to the other fellas
on the team, will ya ?”

“WMhy nott?

“ Well—you know—they might not
understand about me tryin’ to be a
gentleman. Maybe they ain’t got nice
clothes like you're buyin’ me, an’ I
wouldn’t want ‘em to feel bad or think
I was stuck up—see?"

CHAPTER X.
THE SOCIAL WHIRL.

E chateau out in the dough-
heavy suburbs—which Judge
Mason called “our country
place ” in the same tone you'd use to
refer to a log shack, is a joint with a
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half-mile driveway between the front
door and the front gate. It's a cross
between the Malmaison and the Metro-
politan Museum, sprawled out in a
neighborhood that has produced more
elderly stuffed shirts and more roar-
ing young drunks than any other spot
in the world.

The doors to this architect's dream
are solid bronze, imported from Italy,
and are twenty feet high. Said doors
open into a few rooms inside the house
—mmyibe sixty. Just a simple country
place, nothing elaborate. . . .

When we get there a band is playing
and maybe twenty couples are dancing
on the front piazza. I drive right up
to the steps in my Ford cabriolet with
the top down. The chauffeur on duty
steps into the bus and drives it away.
Amnd there we are, all ready, to be
tossed to the lions.

For a long minute Lance Lee stands
at the bottom of the steps looking up
at the house with unconcealed con-
sternation. He looks like a guy dis-
covering a new wonder of the world.

“ Gosh,™ he says in a hoarse whisper
out of a tight throat, “1 didn't know
that anybody lived in a house like this.
Why it's bigger than the State Capitol!
Gee—" He stopped and stared.

I could hear his brain clicking. He
was wondering to himself how long it
would be—how many times he would
have to beat the Giants in order to build
himself a shack like this. The mere
fact that Miss Ann Mason lived in such
a joint was enough to knock him silly.

There was a patter of running feet
on the porch and a vision in billowing
white came tripping down the steps.
There was starlight in her eyes, and
enchantment on hr mouth. Her voice
was tuned to a “cello.

“ Mr. Lee!” she says. “ Oh, I'm so
glad you could come. I was so afraid
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that Mr. Smith or someone would spoil
your party.”

“1 don’t reckon nobody could keep
me away if I wanted to come,” he said,
still with the dazed look in his eyes.
He was watching the changing lights
on that coppery-bronze head of hers.

I'll give her credit. She was just
about the most beautiful thing I ever
looked at—amnd I've seen plenty.

“ Oh, hello, Mr. Brand,” she says
to me, her voice changing plenty.
“TIhe faithful chaperon, eh? The
Old Guard—welll, let us hope you sur-
render gracefully, and that it doesn’t
really kill you.”

She slipped her arm through Lee's
and led him up the steps, where the
whole gang is waiting, all smiling.

“ It's an awful pretty house you got,
Miss Mason,” says Lance. “Only
when we drove in the gate I thought
Ed was making a mistake. Ain’t you
afraid you'll get lost—and nobody will
find you?”

“1 feel lost most of the time,” she
told him.

1 see a couple of guys nudge each
other and grin.

“A whole band—just for you
folks?' he marvels. “It shore must
cost a powerful lot of money. They
play good, too. I heard ’'em, coming
up the drive. The only dances I ever
saw, back home, there was a filiddder—
or two, if it was a big dance—and
maybe a guitar. But you can dinesy-do
to that pretty good, toe.”

He is shaking hands with the gals
and guys alike, completely ignoring the
names Amn Mason mentions as she
makes the introductions. 1 put my
back up against one of the porch posts,
watching him. I know why I am there.
Nobody is interested in meeting me,
and that goes vice-versa, in spades, as
far as Ed Brand is concerned,
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MEBODY brought Lee a drink.

He gripped the glass in his big

hand, smelled the amber mixture,
squinted his eyes. ‘* Why—that’s lik-
ker—ain't it?” he asks.

Two of the gaping guests laugh right
out loud.

He hands it back. “I don't touch it.
Not that I'm agin’ it or nothin"™—it just
ain't good for pitchers. 'Course, fel-
las that don't have to pitch, and keep
an eye on the ball—it’s all right for
them, I reckon.”

Ann Mason nods to the orchestra
leader and the band starts playing. She
holds out her arms to Lance, he stands
awkwardly, looking at her. Red surges
into his face, ebbs down his neck into
his collar. Once or twice his big hands
and arms start to reach out—to actually
touch her, Then they drop to his sides.

“ Gee, Miss Ann, ma’am,” be hiurts.
“1—I never did learn to dance. 1
never was around where dancin’ was
goin’ on. It wouldn’t do me no good
to lie abouit it and to kind of take hold

of you under false pretenses. I'd just
muss you up a heap....”
There is a little silence. “ But I'd

mighty like to learn,” he says in that
deadly serious voice.

“Why, I'll teach you in no time.
You just take me—like tiniss—"

She was egg-shell thin and ten times
as fragile. Lance is breathing in
snorts, and his face is flaming, and his
long legs just can't get trackin’. In
the first three steps he stumbles over
her feet twice, and is in a panic.

“Let's stop!” he begs.

But she won't let him. Maybe she
likes to be held inside a pair of arms
that could give a grizzly bear the first
hold and then crack the bear's ribs.

The rest of the clucks are watching
—diancing with effortless ease, and
watching. The guys are grinning.
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But I can see somehow that, though
the girls would also like to grin, they
can't take their eyes away from that
strong face, and those shoulders, and
the ripple of muscles under that white
dinner-jacket. Waomen don't laugh at
things like that—even when they want
fo....
Affter half an hour the party heads
inside the house. The longer I stay,
the worse my teeth itch, for it's not
hard to tumble to the whole lay-out.
Lance Lee is a guest in this house for
only one reasom—to amuse these gin-
and-Scotch guzzling young washouts.
They expect a million laughs from him.
They'se grinning and nudging each
other behind his back. They‘re mimick-
ing his awkwardness in dancing.
They're mocking his expressions and
aping his velee.

There is one guy in particular I
don’t like. His tag is Harner. He
seems to think of Amn Mason in the
possessive case. He acts like the white-
headed boy around the joint.

The other guy I don't cotton to is
Marty Mason, Ann's brother. I don't
like him first because he's too young to
drink—and second because he's had
too much. His face is dark and flushed
and his eyes full of the devil. He has
brick-red hair and a husky pair of
shoulders. He might have been a fine
kid if he hadn’t been born and bred to
the phoney tradition of synthetic blue-
bloods,

He and this Harner guy act like
bosom pals. One look at this Harner
and I mark him n.g. I don't care if
his old man has fifty million bucks—
a guy can have that kind of dough and
still be a pain in the neck.

The dancing boys and girls drape
themselves around the room inside,
And this Harner appoints himself mas-
ter of ceremonies.
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Lee has a flushed face and a rumpled
shirt front. He's starry-eyed, grin-
ning at everybody and everything.
He's in heaven—the poor chump. 1
hang around the outskirts of the mob,
wandiativg How lamg it's goimg to tide
him to understand that he's just a
monkey-on-a-stick for this gang.

“ 1t must be wonderful to be a big-
time ball player, like you? Mr. Lee,”
says this Harner guy, with a wink at
young Mason., “ Tell us all about it.
Just what is the secret of your phenom-
enal success?’

Lance looks embarrassed. His eyes
go around the room. He sees the
smiles, but he don't read 'em right.

“ Well, I'll tell you. 1 reckon amy-
body can be a success,” he says gravely.
* Only you got to want something aw-
ful much and keep after it all the time.
You got to make that thing you want
the biggest thing in your life. You
got to fight for it, live with it, and die
for it—if you have to. All my life I
wanted things—things I never hadi—
things that just seemed plumb silly
when 1 thought about 'em. But I just
kept bearin’ down, learnin’ control and
a ehange of pace—and—I'm goin’ to
get ‘em.”

** Splendiid!” said that lug Harner.
* Just what is a change of pace?*

“ Mixin’ "em up—that's a change of
pace,” said Lee. “ Never let the hitter
know what's comin' and don't toss too
many of the same kind of balls™

“ Maybe you could give us an ex-
ample. We all see ball games—but
when it comes to the real inside stuff,
why it takes an old master like you to
explain it. Show us how you pitch a
curve—how you throw that fast one.”

I step into the picture. * It's getting
late, Lance,” 1 say, with a poisonous
look.

But Lance is teeing off at one end
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of the long room. “ Well, first you
got to get position on the rubber,” he
says.

They’re grinning at him. He grins
back, but it's a different grin.

“ Then you got to know how to hold
the ball, and where it's goin’ when it
leaves your hand. It's like this—"

E stands there, Lance Lee on the
mound. He squints at the imagi-
nary batter. He goes into the

pitching motion, his body lunging for-
ward as his arm snaps down. But his
collar also snaps. It flies open at the
neck.

He pulls up in a panic, and looks
around. ‘* Gosh—ithemn things are sure
tricky,” he says. “1 ain’t never worn
one before.”

They are applauding him.

“T'll bet you know a lot of tricks,*
says this Harmner. “ You must be a
scream at a party. You aren’t also a
champion hog caller, by any chance?”

Lee looks up from wrestling with
his collar. “Hog caller?” he asks in-
nocently. “ How do you reckon I'm
a hog caller? That's one of them fellas
I see in the newsreel that yells like all
get out, ain’t it?”

Polite laughter rises, but laughter
with an edge on it. I'm seeing red.

“ Don't tell me that you never called
a hog!" begs Harner. “Why 1
thought everybody in the backwoods
called hogs. We thought around here
that the Missouri razorback was almost
human, people made such a fuss about
calling them. . . . Come on, Lee, break
down and give us a good old-fashioned
hog call. T'll bet you do it swell.”

A little change comes over Lance
Lee’s face. He looks around at the
others in the room. He glances at Ann
Mason who is smiling a little, then
turns back to Harner.
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“1 don't reckon you know much
about the real backwoods, mister,” he
clips, and there is a sudden chill on
his voice. “I reckon I seen as many
hogs in N'York as I ever saw in Mis-
souri, The funny thing is, though, in
New York most of 'em wear pants like
yours. A man can hardly can tell the
difference.”

Harner's face flusiiess. “ What do
the porkers wear out in Missouri,
Lee?” he asks. “Hasdhall uniforms?”

That wisecrack started it. There is
a spatting sound and Mr. Harner is
sprawled on the flat of his back. How
he got there I don't know. All I know
is that something moved with the speed
of a panther’s pounce—there was the
crack of knuckles on jaw—amd Wise-
guy Harner was resting on his shoul-
der blades, his eyes glassy and his cheek
smeared with blood. Lance Lee tow-
ers above him, his face white, eyes
iey-eold, his hands clenched and his big
chest rising and falllng.

“@et up!” He spoke in almost a
whisper, “ Get up, you white-faced
ape, and I'll show you what wears
baseball uniforms in Missouri.”

Marty Mason steps forward. “Why
you—you hillbilly lout! Wihere the
devil do you think you are?" He
draws back his arm.

Lee wards off the punch as easy as
he'd step back from a close one inside.
There's anger flaming in him, but it's
tightly controlled. His big hand flicks
out and slaps Mason across the jowls.
Slaps him three times, with the cracks
sounding like pistol shots.

“You stay away, som!™ he says
quietly. “ You don't belong running
with no men nor mixin’ up in a man's
quarrel. Youw're just a bottle betipy—
a liquor-bottle baby. You need your
pants wareaed, that's all.”

Young Mr. Mason stumbles back-
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ward, fingering his stinging cheek.
Lance Lee takes a deep breath.

He towers there, facing the sobered
mob of 'em. A little white grin conies
on his face. Lord, but he looked like a
thoroughbred! His hands drop to his
sides, finally, but there is the bitterness
of gall in his voice, and his eyes are ice-
cold staring at Amn Mason.

He whirls on me. “ I'm plumb sorry,
Ed,” he says. “I drug you here when
you didn't want to come. I was wrong
and you was right. I reckon you knew
what kind of people we'd find
here. . ..

His eyes shift again to Ann Mason.
“Ma’am,” he says, icily polite but with
his breath whistling through his teeth.
“1 made a fool mistake, 1 thought
you were a lady. I didn’t have much
experience, because I never met noboedy
like you before. I know better now.
I thought you wanted me to come ot
here—fiiiendly like, But you didn't
—you wanted to show me off te yeur
friends, Show off the Misseuri heg-
caller to this buneh of white-livered
rats that alp't got nerve eneugh te
take up that smaek in the teeth 1 Rit
their bey friend.

“ But from now on I won't make no
mistakes about ladies and gentlemen.
I never had much truck with people
like you, nohow, and from here on I'll
stick with my own kind, I know
where I belong. I won't make the
mistake again of tryin' to be anything
but a baseball player.”

He grabs me by the arm. “ C’'mon,
Ed,” he husks. “Let's get out of
here. ™

What happens next wasn't Lance
Lee’s fault. I guess it was mine as
much as anybody's. He is towing me
fast towards the door, but I hang back
a little and cannot resist the tempiation
to turn a sour grin on Miss Ann Ma-
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son. It’s an I-told-you-so smirk if there
ever was one—and Miss Ann Mason is
red-headed.

Maybe my grin was the match’ that
fired her temper.

Anyway, there she comes, running
across to face us. She’s breathing
fast, eyes glinting, her lips set in a thin
line of wrath. She slaps Lance iwice
—lhad across the face—before he can
back away from her.

“You hillbilly clowm!" she gasps.
“You illiterate lomor—"

I'm watching Lance Lee. The blood
drains out of his face and a bleak
blankness comes into his eyes. His
mouth opens but no words come out.
Like a blind man, pawing, he sweeps
her aside. She staggers back, staring
at him,

That blind push and Ann Mason's
stagger are the blow-off. It's the one
thing her giggling gang needs to stir
’em to the fighting pitch. There's a
snarl and a shout, and a big lad lunges
at Lance from the side in a diving foot-
ball tackle. Amnother piles in on him
with a haymaker swinging, and some-
bedy ehucks a glass,

Bedlam isn't in it thereafter.

Lance sidesteps his tackler and
TO BE CONTINA
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knocks another lad headlong. I'm
lunging to get beside him when a fist
socks me behind the ear and pinwheels
start exploding. The last thing I see as
I go into a slow-motion sprawl is this
baby Harner, snarling like a cat, as he
circles behind Lance who is fighting off
two others. There's a brass-headed
golf club—Lotd knows where he
snatched it from!—griipped in Har-
ner’s hands. He's swinging back with
it.

Then I'm down and some lad is
stepping on me. 1 can’t see a thing ex-
cept shoes and legs and even those are
hazy. My alleged brain is crammed
with one picture and one alone that
may be happening right now. The
picture of Lance Lee toppling down as
that driver smacks his cranium.

I'm yelling into the din. *“ Ne—!
I'm screaming. “ Look out, Lamoe—"
But even my voice is weak as water.

Concussion of the brain! Hospitals!
A million-dollar piece of baseball ivory
ruined in a silly society brawl. . .. For
if they hurt that kid the Busters will
be busted wide. Frisco's dream will
shaiter in that instant. Amnd there go
my own hopes along with those of
fifty thousand Royal Rooters. . . .

&b NEXT WEEK




Longhair Said No

Tihe band of ewrieking
8ioux tors on

By RICHARD SALE

Tihare was no turning back for Custers tiny awmy— or
for his yoamg scomt, Johnny Ratnor, who had
swomn to prodeat the man he most despised

AT eleven o'clock on that windless
morning when the cloudy sky
burned white-hot beneath an in-

visible sun, young Johnny Rainor
reached the summit of the western
slope of the Wolf Mountains and dis-
mounted. He turned slowly to gaze
back toward the verdant valley in the
north from where he had ridden. Be-
side him, peering down keenly at the
sllver serpent of a river which twisted
through the valley, was Bloody Knife,

the valiant Arikara scout of the #th
Cavalry. In the sultry air, Johnny
Rainor’s lithe body was drenched in its
own sweat and caked with the white
dust which had haunted the hoofbeats
of the command. He was very tired.
He had come fifteen miles.

“ How, Johnny,” Bloody Knife said,

Johnny nodded, still panting a little.
He tied his horse to a fir and watched
the beast’s head droop thirstily, its
flanks alive with flies and dirt, He
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wasn’t much better off himself. His
buckskin sagged with dust. He took off
his brimmed hat and beat it against his
legs, watching the spouts which shot
out of it. Then, replacing it, he resumed
his watch of the Little Big Horn river.

He looked as much an Indian as
Bloody Knife, bronzed by the sun,
with a nose as hooked as any in his-
tory, his face was as leathery as his
worn saddle and just as.hairless. Only
his pale blue eyes set him apart from a
redskin. He gnawed his lip as he
watched the fertile valley dancing in
the heat haze northward, shimmering
like melting glass. He eould see that
where Sundranee Creek fet the river
a blue eleud fillered up, eonfiFrming
what he already khew.

Bloody Knife saw
grunted.

“ Smoke,” he said.

“ Aye,” Johnny said quietly. “ Big
village. A thousand Injuns if there's
one.'

“ Heap too mamy.™

“ Aye.” Johnny pushed back the
brim of his hat and pointed. “ Watch
there where the plum-colored haze is.”

“ Worms,” Bloody Knife ohserved,
his eyes fixed on the left bank of the
river.

“ Worms!” Johnny Rainor laughed
dryly. “ The liveliest worms you ever
saw! Ponies—Injun ponies! I'll swear
a Man never saw $0 many ponies in one
plaee in his life!”

Bloody Knife shook his head, his
long, gaunt face sober. “ Heap too
many, Johnny. I'll tell Longhair. You
stay here.”

The Arikara mounted his own horse
and rode off down the eastern slope
into the bottom of the ravine where the
army of longswords had been in hid-
ing, awaiting some sign of the illusive
Sioux.

it too and
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RESENTLY Johmmy Rainor

heard the brassy voice of a trumpet

blaring noisily beneath him. He
listened to it sound officers’ call and
looked disappointed. He untied and
mounted his horse and wheeled it
around so that he could survey the
eastern slope. In minutes the advance
was under way., He could see the re-
formed column of longswords on the
march, They toiled up the slope, six
hundred weary fmen and horses, grum-
bling, cursing, sweating; thelr blue
uniforms were lost beneath the blanket
of dust which rose up In thelr midst
like a pillar. Jehnny sheek his head.

Six hundred men, so pitifully few
against the hordes to the north in the
village where the clans had gatherati—
Sioux, Blackfeet, Hunkpapa, Btules,
Sans Are, Minneconjous, Qglalas,
Northern Cheyennes, Santees, Yank-
tonnais—making thelr last determlned
stand against the white man.

It was high noon when the column
crossed the crest and started down into
the valley. The men looked withered
under the heat, much like the aromatic
fir trees which studded the mountain-
side and the burned brown grass be-
low it. Soon Bloody Knife came riding
up, his long black hair flowing over
his broad shoulders. Beside him was
moon-faced Captain Benteen, grizzled,
white-haired veteran at Indian waf-
fare. And behind them both eame
Longhair.

He wore a white-brimnmed hat
jauntily cocked on one side of his
head. There were highlights on his
forehead and high cheek bones, and
his face tapered down gracefully to a
thin chin over which drooped the ends
of a full mustache. Usually his golden
half hung down over the back of his
neek. It was his hairdress, in fact,
which had prompted the Sioux to nick-
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today the locks were missing, having
been cut recently with horse clippers.
Johnny Rainor trotted his horse over
to meet him and called, “ General
Custer, sinr!”

George Ammstrong Custer reined in
and waited for the scout. “ What is it
now, boy?” he asked, his light eyes
twinkling.

“ Are you movin' into the valley,
sir?” Johnny asked, in tones which
showed he disapproved.

Longhair smiled indulgently,

“ We're going to find some of these
Indians everyome seems to think are
ahead,” he said.

Johnny Rainor scowled. “ There's
a big village at that fork, sir. 1 reckon
there’s maybe a thousand or more
Sioux. They mean business too.
They'll fight, General. It's too big a
bunch for this man’s army, beggin’
your pardon.”

“ Little boys have big eyes,” Long-
hair said, looking annoyed. “ Perhaps
you don’t remember, but I encountered
the Sioux once before. I suppose they
meant business then, but they damn
well scattered fast enough! Raimsr—
you're as bad as the Crow scouts.
They'se so frightened they're staying
behind. You've even got Bloody Knife
here hyphetized!”

“Heap too mamy,” Bloody Knife
said. “ Johnny is right.”

“I've been all the way to the village
myself,” Johnny Rainor said quietly.
“1 couldn’t count all the lodges, sir.
But I know this: we're outnumbered
at least three to one.”

“Of course!” General Custer
laughed. “ We'll all be wiped out, I'm
sure!”

“ Oh, no,” Bloody Knife said. “ But
it takes several days to kill 'em all.”

“Oh, I'll guess we'll get tiwough
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them in one day!
which I doubt.”

“ Which you doufitt"™ Johnny ex-
claimed. “ For God's sake, General,
take a look where that plum haze is
lying. 1 never saw a pony herd that
large, They look like tangleworms,
they’re that thick!”

Longhair glanced casually out at the
haze, then back, He said evenly, “ Now
look here, boy. I've been on the plains
a good many years, My eyesight is as
good as yours. I can’t see anything
that looks like Indian ponies.”

“ Ponies there all right,” Bloody
Knife said.

“ Gemardi—" Johnny blurted in des-
peration, “ if you don’t find more In-
dians in that valley than you ever saw
before, why—you can hang me!”

Longhair laughed soundly and shook
his head, “All right, all right,” he
rattled. “ It would do a damned lot of
good to hang you, wouldn’t it?” He
waved the scout aside and called, ““ Ben-
teen!”

Captain Benteen glanced over his
horse, “ Whhat is it, Custer?”

“Take Troops H, D, and K, and re-
connoiter. Take those gray bluffs to
the west and drive everything before
you there.”

So while the army toiled down the
western side of the Wolf Mountains,
Captain Benteen left the broad fresh
Indian trail and bore away obliquely to
the left with his companies in the direc-
tion of the hazy bluffs four miles away.
He soon disappeared.

Johnny Rainor was speechless. He
was even more stunned when Major
Reno came up and received orders to
take specific command of Troops M,
A, and G, This was suicide! In the
face of an enemy whieh outnummbered
them three to one, Longhalr was split-
ting the eomimand inte three fractiens.

If there are any,
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“Don't worry,” Bloody Knife told
Johnny. ‘ Longhair knows what he's
doin’.”

Johnny wasn't so sure, For the first
time that day, he felt the effluvium
which hung over the column. It was
the effluvium of the death to come in
the afternoon, He felt it like ice in
the white heat of the day as he joined
the soldiers in the ereaking-saddle slide
down the slope. It made him shiver
and reeall suddenly Aliithea’s trust,

EMEMBERING Alithea was
easy. She obliterated the sum-
easyy hedlvavhilbiteeatode thewauhe
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(the original Wiinchester), to follow a
trail and stalk buffalo. She asked him
countless questions about the Indians
and he was constantly relating all the
lore. He told her, too, the story of his
own life; how when he was thirteen,
his mother and father had been slain by
a band of Brules, how he himself had
lain beneath the wagon expecting to be
shot and scalped, how Flying Moen,
ehlet of the Brules, had spared his life
and adopted hlm inte his ewn eamp. At
fifteen, he ran away and beeame an
ageney seout, finally jolnlng the gov-
erament staff as a seeut for the 7th
Cavalry. He was twenty years old
theR;

On the night of May 1§ when he
saw her, the imminence of the expedi-
tion broke down his shyness. Riding
now, he remembered his crude proposal
in hot shame, They had sat in the
shadow of the barracks where the glow
of the oil lamps illumined Alithea’s
white face: he stammered and faltered
for an eternity before—in sheer des-
peration — he blurted puerilely,
* M'am, you never asked me how the
Injuns make leve.”

Allithea glanced at him in wonder.
“ Why, yes, that's so,” she said. “ But
why—well, how do they make love,
Johnny? Tell me.”

He evaded her eyes, his face flushing
in the dark. “ You see, m'am, when an
Injun brave loves an Injun girl, he goes
callin’ to her tepee at night with a
blanket and he knocks on the door.
Then the Injun girl sorta peeks out and
sees who it is. If she likes the brave
and thinks maybe he’d be a good hus-
band, she eofres out and they make
leve. They have to have the blanket
beeause the old chiefs are curious and
§py oA ‘'ef. . .. But if the girl don’t
like the brave, she shakes her head and
goes baek inside and he runs eff and
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never calls again. That’s Injun court-
in' m'am.”

Allithea laughed. “ There’s certainly
no artifice, is there?” she said. “I'm
not so sure that such frankness is—"
She stopped and her smile faded. She
looked at him steadily. *“ Johmny.”

li%?'i

* Johnny, why did you want to tell
me this?"

“ Well, m'am,” he said, letting his
head droop miserably as he muffled his
words, “ 1 was wonderin’ if—wonder-
in’ if you was Injun and I was Injun
and I knocked on your tepss—what
would you do?”

She didn't answer. The silence held
a long time, then deepened, broken only
by the voices of the troopers who were
singing in the barracks:

In hurried words her nmame I bless'd,
I breathed the vows that bind me,

And to my heart in anguish press'd,
The girl I left behind me.

Allithea said at last, “ You love me,
Johnny. That's what you're trying to
say."”

“ 1 reckon it is, m'zm.™

Her hand came through the dark-
ness to brush his leathery cheek. Then
it abruptly vanished. She said, “ You
didn’t finish the story, Johnny.” Her
voice was strangely quiet. “ Suppose
the maiden loved the brave and wanted
him for her husband, but that the chief
=hr¢ father — objected and had
planned otherwise. Wihat could she do
then, Johy?”

“ She'd have to obey her father,
mlam.ll

“ You see—that's the way itis.” As
he stiffened, she added quickly, “ Do
you know Lieutenant Harry Storem?”

“Yes. #7th Cavalry repleoement’™

“ Lieutenant Storen is my firmee?

[} ]lm mw—_’ﬁ
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“ No, Johnmy,” Alithea said in a low
voice, “I'm sorry. But you must
understand, Harry and I have known
each other all our lives, we're second
cousins, we've grown up together. Our
families have expected this, they've al-
ways planned on it.”

“ Do you love him?” Johnny asked.

“1'm very fond of him—" her voice
caught in her throatt—" besides that
would make no difference, Ewen if I
said I loved you, we couldn’t change
anything.”

Johnny took a breath, - “ 1 tinder-
stand. I reckon I shouldn’t've spoken.”

“I'm so glad you did,” she whis-
pered. “ Now we can stay friends at
least. I do so want you for a friend,
Johnny. . . . I'm going to give you a
trust; will you keep it for me?”

“II'd do anything for you, m’am.”

“ Watch over Lieutenant Storem,”
Allithea said. “ Oh, I know, he’s much
older than you and he’s an officer and
all that. But he’s so green, Johnmy!
He never fought an Indian in his life.
He doesn’t know anything about it.
Please bring him back safely to me,
Johnny. Promise me that you’ll not let
anything happen to him.”

“T'll bring him back. 1 promise™

And then she raised up on her toes
and brushed his lips with her own and
said tremulously, “ God bring you back
to me too, Johnny boy.”

Two days later, on May 17th, the
longswords marched to the lilting
strains of Garry Owen, away from
Fort Lincoln to destiny. . . .

»T TAAWA” Half Yellow Face
11 shouted, holding up his hand.
He pointed up, then down.
Johnny Rainor, Bloody Knife, and
Bouyer reined in also, examining the
signs. Along this Indian trail, the low
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branches were broken from the pass-
ing of horsemen, and under the hoofs
of their horses, there were scattered
ponv droppings.  Peering ahead
through the trees, they made out the
lonely cone of a lodge. They spurred
their mounts on quickly until they
reached it. It was utterly deserted, and
it looked stark. No smoke at all; not
even a mongrel dog roamed around by
the latehed door filgns. And while they
looked at it, the mutterlng thump of
heofbeats sounded te the southwest.
Bouyer sald, " Thar ge Injuns like
forty devilst”

It was true. A band of shrieking
Sioux warriors crossed the knoll not
forty yards away, riding westward to-
ward the silver river and flimging back
catealls of scorn.

Leaving Half Yellow Face and
Bouyer there, Bloody Knife and
Johnny Rainor returned to the column
to report to General Custer. But the
ride was unnecessary. Longhair had
seen the galloping Indians himself as
they beat back in derisive retreat. He
had eounted them—thirty-mime riders.

Johnny Rainor said, “ I told you, sir,
The village is at the fork—a big ome—"

But Longhair excitedly waved him
away now. This was no time for di-
gression. He waved away too the
adamant doubt which he had held con-
cerning the possible Sioux habitation
of the valley, It wasn't important that
he had been wrong. The fact was he
had seen Sioux and that meant action.
He straightened up in his saddle and
snapped at his adjutant: * Ride ahead
and tell Major Reno the Indiamns are
two and a half miles ahead and on the
jump! Tell him to follow as fast as
he ean and eharge them and we will
sippert him!” Amd as the adjutant
rode off hufriedly, Lonaghair tufaed to
his faverite seeut and added, "* You and
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Rainor join Reno and scout for him.”

“ Good,” Bloody Knife replied,
nodding.

They joined Major Reno and his
three companies. Johnny realized he
could do nothing about it, but he looked
back at General Custer’s two hundred
and twenty-five men and wished he
could have stayed. Lieutenant Harry
Storen was back there in Company C,
and Johnny had promised Alithea.

Shortly, a hill rose up and Custer's
men dropped out of sight behind it,
lagging so tliat Reno’s charge could go
ahead, Sweaty and tense, in a jumble
of hollow hoofbeats and swirling dust,
the twin columns of Reno—uwiith the
Major and Bloody Knife and Johnny
Rainor at its head—sweipt down to the
belly-deep Little Big Horn and plunged
into it. The fording took a leng time,
for the thirsty horses stopped to drink
and would not move untll they had
finished. But at last the command
reached the left bank of the river and
reformned.

Before them stretched a two mile
plain, flanked far down by a fecund
sprouting of timber where the river
curved. The timber hid the terrain
beyond the curve. But, nevertheless,
one thing was plain. The Sioux were
launching an attack of their owa. High
over the timber’'s top, a gigantic, dark
dust cloud hovered, raised from the
earth by the beating of the Indian
ponies on the ground. In the faee of
this Invisible hest, Major Reno steod
In his stlrrups and sheuted elearly,
"t Inte llne! Guide Center!
Gallep?”

Men and horses, galvanized into
charge, swept across the rolling brown
plain toward the nimbus of dust. A
trumpeter blew jerkily. Low in his
saddle, Johnny Rainor watched the two
intervening miles vanish beneath his
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mount and with breath-taking rapidity,
the column reached the curve of the
Little Big Horn and thundered up to
the timber, one hundred and twenty-
five strong.

The Indian dust cloud instantly be-
came a reality! Out of it poured
screaming, half-mad savages, preceded
by an avalanche of whispering arrows
and cracking bullets. Johnny saw their
number and was appalled. They skirted
up to the line of the dust and let go a
blast of rifle fire and then they fell
back into the turbid obscurity, cannily
drawing the soldiers after them.,

Johnny saw the trick at once. He
pushed his horse to the head of the
column until he had reached Major
Reno, * Ammbush, sir!” he bellowed at
the top of his lungs. “ They're pulling
us into ambusin!”

Major Reno had seen that too. Up
went his arm and the charge melted
away like butter in the face of the
bloodthirsty foe. ‘ Halt!” he cried.
"* Prepare to fight on foot!”

“My God no!” Johnny called.
“ We're outnumbered, sir! They'll
murder us!”

AJOR RENO didn't hear him.

The sudden confusion was too

great. The men tumbled out of

their saddles, each veteran fourth man
taking charge of the mounts and
whirling them quickly away into the
dubious safety of the timber on the
right filarlk. The trumpet blared again
and died as abruptly. Orders ran down
the columns. * Form your lines here
and fiied” The line was thin enough.
1t advanced brokenly, then steadied.
With his Winchester seventeen-
sheeter, Johnny fell inte the line, fir-
ing steadlly inte the yellow pall where
bedies and penies appeared falntly,
dissipating and materlalizing magically.
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A private who stood behind him, work-
ing frantically on the breach of his
jammed carbine, took a bullet in the
chest and fell, shrieking, * Death!
Death!”

In minutes, Johnny knew the barrage
of bullets and arrows was to be mortal.
There was no respite anywhere. Mov-
ing low, he slid toward the timber
where Major Reno was standing,
shouting at Billv Jackson, a halt-breed
scout. “WWiegie’s Custer?” Reno said
frantically. " Where in God’s name is
my support?” Nobody answered him.
Nobody was to ever know why Long-
halr did not appear on the plain behind
them to sweep down In a brilllant
eharge as was his way, and save the
day.

A glance back told a far different
story. The Sioux were pouring around
behind them through the weak left
flank. They were surrounded there.
Major Reno pulled at Billy Jackson
and pleaded with the scout to go back
and contact Custer and hurry him.
" No,” Jacksen said. " No man eould
get through that.”

Johnny, close by, realized that Jack-
son was perfectly right. No man
could have gotten through the wall of
Indians behind them., But there re-
mained the timber. It grew all the way
to the left bank of the river and a man
might get through there with nerve,
hard riding, and a smattering of luek.
He ran to Major Reno. " I'll make a
try, sir,” he said. “ I'll hit through the
timber.”

“ Go ahead, for God’s sake!” Reno
bawled, “ Tell Custer the Sioux are
attacking and we need that suppentt!”
He was barely audible above the lusty
banging of the Springfields and
Spencers.

Returning to the thickets of the tim-
ber, Johnny got his horse and mounted.
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Out of white smoke, Bloody Knife
evolved beside him, calling, “ Where
you goin’, Johnny ?”

“ For Custer,” Johnny replied. But
in cold horror, he realized that the An-
kara never heard his answer, A bullet
split the Indian’s skull. The thwack of
it was quite distinct and macabre.

As Bloody Knife fell, Johnny struck
out for the river through the timber,
riding far down to elude the low
branches of the trees in his path,
Thickets sprang up to tear cruelly at his
horse. He never left the tumult and
the shrieking. The warriors were
everywhere, on the plain, massed in
the thiekets, behind the trees, sniping
from both banks of the Little Big
Heofa. They poured out mirderous
velleys every foet of the way. How he
eseaped the rail of lead, he didn't
knew. Certainly he had net bargained
fer se fmueh of it. He reached the
Fiver after an infinity, fifing his fifte
frem his side as he rede wherever he
$aW smeke elese te him: He plunged
i his herse and struggled for the eppe-
site Bapk. Tiny white peysers leaped
Hp iR the water areund Rim as the 1n-
d1an shiped from behind. He reached
{he Bther side and was Flélﬁiug_ from
the water when a Ball struek his left
afm. FOr seconds;, he didn’t knew
what had ha gsnsa; Then his Win-
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He gave his horse its head then and
rode toward the east furiously. The
firing around him rapidly diminished,
then ceased altogether. He had not
fled a quarter of a mile when he dis-
cerned suddenly—wihere the rolling
knolls of the south curved gently away
=Cxpain Benteen and his three com-
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panies coming up to Major Reno’s sup-
port like a thunderbolt. The charge
was beautiful to see, He halted to
watch it, marveling that men and
horses could ever achieve such a per-
fect wedding.

But where, he thought suddenly, is
General Custer ?

If Benteen were coming from the
south, Longhair could not be there.
West was the battleground; no sign of
Custer there, East, ahead of him, the
plains and knolls rolled clear to the foot
of the Wolt Mountains uninhabited.

North . , .?

With quick dread eating out his
heart, he turned north, galloping as fast
as his tired horse could run.

ONGHAIR was northeast of the big
village. Johnny Rainor found
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to reach them at that time, since the
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Sioux had not flanked them entirely.
Somebody had planted an American
flag in the center of the besieged circle
of men. To one side of it, Longhair
stood calmly firing his pistol into the
horde of warriors which rode around
the rude breastworks of dead horses:
he seemed contemptuous of the reply-
Ing flights of arrows and bullets. In
the eirele, Johnny Rainer found Lieu-
tenant Harry Steren. Storen was half
hidden by the rump of a herse’s eorpse.
He raised his hand te fire a pistel
blindly, witheut even aiming it. Ab-
jeet terror lined his faee, fade his
blaek mustaehe darker against the pea-
reen eoler of his skin. Jehnny didn't
lame him:. Te a veteran, this slaugh-
fer by the Sieux was harFewing
8nOUgN; 6 a Faw Feeruit from the east,
it must have been ghastly. He
erevched dewh with Lirutenant Steren
and laid his Winchester aeress the belly
of the careass and began i shest:

All around him, the firing became
steady thunder; no desultory shots.
The Indians rode in columns of dust,
shrieking and shooting. It was soon
to be over, Johnny saw, It was in-
evitable. They were surrounded, out-
numbered, overpowered. It was only
a matter of hours—no, minutes! But
he eontinued a telling fire, disregarding
Storen who—lrside him—finally broke
inte a low rattling sob, dropping his
guh and ecovering his face with his
hanes as he erled, "* Oh, Ged, I'm going
te get it! 1'm gelng to get it!”

“Wait a minute,” Johnny Rainor
said, frowning. He had just killed a
Sioux brave who had ridden up to the
breastworks in a lone attempt to storm
them. The brave lay on the slope be-
low him, no more than ten feet away.
He wondered: if I had missed that In-
jun and he’d gone becl—

“Wait a minute,” he said again.
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“Look at that. I've got an idea™ He
handed his rifle to Storen. “ I'm goin’
out there, Lieutenant. You cover me.”

“ Yes,"” Storen replied with hysteri-
cal acerbity, “ I'll cover you! Can you
save us, can you?”

“Keep your shirt on, mistsr,*
Johnny said. “I'll be right back.™

He leaped.over the carcass and ran
to the dead brave. He quickly stripped
the brave of headdress and blanket.
Twenty feet to the south, he saw an-
other dead Sioux. Despite the wall of
bullets, he reached this body, stripped
it too. Then he returned to the dying
circle below the summit with his loot,

“ Take off your coat, Lieutemamt,™
he told Storen, meanwhile grabbing
Storen’s brimmed hat and skimming it
aside. Over Storen's forehead, he
jamened down one of the leathery head-
bands which he had salvaged. In its
rear, he thrust an upright feathef,
while around Storen’s shoulders, he
wrapped the Indian blanket, "Now fub
your faee with dirt. That’s It, all ever
your faee. . ... I recken that'll de.
You look as dirty as they eould ever
get. New piek up your pistel and take
a leek at me. De 1 leek Injun? . . .
Goeod. Then let's go.”

They stepped over the dusty carcass
and ran. For several infinite seconds,
Johnny felt the tautness of doubt
through his body as he watched to see
whether or not the ruse would work.
Close around them the air was filled
with the crisp cracking of passing balls,
The smoke and dust was so thick that
they could not see where they were
going at times. They headed boldlv te-
ward the encircling warriors. Johnny
felt cold when they neared the Sioux
and saw them at eloser range. The
Indians were in a dazed, demeniaeal
frenzy; In the end this prebably saved
thefn, made thern appear o be twe 6=
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rades returning to safety after a cour-
ageous attempt to storm the ridge of
remaining longswords. In among the
wheeling ponies, Johnny knew they
were safe. He pounded Lieutenant
Storen on the back and pointed east
where a line of timber crept up from
the river’'s bend. “ Down there!” he
shouted. “ Go down there and hide in
the thickets 'til 1 come!”

“ Eor God's sake, you're not going
to leave me!™

“HHule in the timber 'til 1 come!"
Johnny repeated, “ Youw’ll be safe
enough! These devils won't be lookin'
about 'til they finish with the others on
the ridige!”

“ Rainor! Rainor!" Storen screamed.
“ Don't leave me here! For God's sake,
have mergy!™

Johnny shook his head adamantly
and threw off the Lieutenant's gripping
hand. He caught one fleeting glimpse
of Storen stumbling blindly down to-
wakd the timber, and then he returned
his attention to the task of rejoining
the soldiers on the ridge. He kicked
his way desperately through the stomp-
Ing hotses, choking in the yellow pall
of dirt.

Soon he could just discern the bob-
bing heads of the soldiers above the
dark bodies of the horses. He broke
from the Indian ranks and charged up
the slope, throwing open the blanket
and tearing off the headdress and
shouting, “ Don't shoot—it’s Raiimer—
don’t shsmt—"

He would undoubtedly have perished
in that charge, for he saw the earbines
swing around and aim at him, but
simultaneously, Longhair =— who was
still standing—recogmized him and
warned the sharpshooters concerning
him. He finally reached the circle, fell
over behind a carcass and laid there
for minutes, tired, panting, filthy.
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Wihen he could speak again, he tugged
at General Custer’s leg and said, “ Gen-
eral, simr!™

“ You're wounded, Rainor,” Long-
hair replied, fanning the hammer of his
pistol coolly enough,

“1t's nothin’,” Johnny said. “ At
least I can't feel it any even if my arm
don't seem to work. General, listen.
You've got to listen to me, sir!”

“ What is iitt?*

* 1 can get you out of here, sir! I've
already got Lieutenant Storen out!
Take this headband and this blanket
and disguise yourself. You can break
through the Indians disguised as a
Sioux and get through themm!”

Longhair stiffened, his shoulders
moving out like a cobra extending its
hood. “ Disguise myself like a dirty
savage?” he said. “I'll be damned if
I willl?™

“ But they'll kill vou Iherel*

“1'm not dead yet.”

“ But, Geamaad—"

“No!” Longhair said.
last time, no!”

Johnny Rainor never saw him alive
again. As for himself, he didn't want
to die. The necessary disguise was
here and he'd used it once successfully.
So he used it again. . , .

‘“For the

HEN he reached the timber, he

dove into the hot shade of the

trees, then into the seclusion of
a clump of sumac. He had a taste of
blood in his mouth and each time he
drew a breath he made a rasping moan
and felt a high nausea at the top of his
stomach. But this exhaustion passed
after awhile and he rested. The sounds
of furor on the ridge finally reused
him. Grimaeing at the pala ia his
wounded arm, he peered out threugh
the sufae leaves. He saw that ihe flag
whieh had flown in the eenter of the
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last stand had now disappeared. In-
dians swarmed over the ridge. Down
from the river, the women and children
were coming up with knives and toma-
hawks to strip, steal, and mutilate.
Wihen he saw them, Johnny Rainor
knew that It was the end.

A few minutes later he heard voices.
He half-rose from the sumac clump
and looked out. In a quiet glade no
more than twenty feet away, he saw
four Minneconjous in full war paint.
They were argulng about a scalp from
what he understood, but while he
watehed, onie of then who had been
examining the vietim, suddenly fell
away and wailed, " Aie Aw) Evll
spifit!” Then they all fled.

When the glade was clear, Johnny
rose and walked to it, carrying his pis-
tol,- fully loaded, in his good right
hand. On the floor of the glade he
found Lieutenant Storen dead, gun in
hand, A single shot had killed him.
Tihere was a hole in his right temple.

“ Evil spirit,” the Minneconjou had
said; Johnny Rainor knew what that
meant.

He took to a tree for safety's
sake. . . .

When darkness came down, the In-
dian shooting died away entirely as
the warriors retreated to their village
to celebrate the great victory,

He could see their camp-fires flare
from where he perched. He knew no
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braves could resist the show which
would take place in the village that
night. It was safe to come down now.

Weary in the new coolness which the
night brought, Johnny returned slowly
to the ridge where he found every
mother’s son dead. It was dumbfound-
ing—the flower of the service—cut
down like weeds. In the center, sur-
rounded by his officers, Loaghair re-
posed with wounds in his side and head.
He was smiling as though he had fallen
asleep and were having a pleasant
dream. He hadn't been sealped but his
elethes had all been stripped from him.

Johnny Rainor sighed heavily.

Sadly he went down the slope listen-
ing to the satyr-like revelry of the
Sioux the chants and minor key songs
and the hollow dum of victory drums
which broke the night silence.

He would contact Benteen and Reno,
Johnny reflected, and tell them of the
disaster.

And as for Alithez—well—the would
tell Allithea that Lieutenant Storen had
died while trying to bring succor to his
comrades and that he fr:d been so brave
even the bloodthirsty Minneconjous
would not take his scalp because of
their respect for him as a great white
chief.

There would be no need, he assured
himself, for Allithea to know that In-
juns never touch the scalps of the self-
destroyed.

END

TARZAN!

The Lord of the Jungle
Is Coming Back to Axgosy in a Theilling New Serial
Beginning in Two Weeks!

BY EDGAR RICE BURROUGHS



They plunged from the cell onto
the unsuspecting guard

Don

Peon

By JOHNSTON McCULLEY

Dwon Peom, caballero in exile, folloms the light of a ladly's
eyes to a rendezwons with death and disfiomor!

LEADING UP TO 1

ON FERNANDO VENEGAS, scion of one of
the greatest families that migrated from old
Spain to California, was a proud and haughty

cabaliero. His body servant, Miguel, was the most
humble of peons. But when Don Fernando found
Bartolo Rios, son of a family known for wealth
rather than nobility, beating his servant, he
stepped in and saved Miguel. Bartolo Ries re-
sented Don Femande’s interference. Don Fey-

nando had insulted him, he claimed, and he took

This siery began in

IIS INSTALLMENT

bitter offence when Don Fernando refused to settle
in a duel, claiming that Bartolo was little more
than a peon, himself, and that it would be a dis-
honor to cross rapiers with him,

So that night at a dance when Don Fernamdo
got the eye of Senorita Manuela Morene, a girl
whom Bartelo has already chesen for his ewn.
Bartolo’s anger overflowed. He approached the
girl's father, Don €arles M&r@ns, oasted of his
wealth, asked for the girl's hand in marriage. Don

i Argosy for August 22
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Carlos also rebuffed Bartolo Rios, and the girl
laughed at him. So after the dance he corners
Don Fernando outside, insulted him, and drew
his rapier. Don Fernando could do nothing but
fight—the blood lust swept over him. He killed
Bartolo Rios.

RAY MARCGOS, the holy man, was witness to

this killing and insisted that Don Fernando

come to the ehurch and pray for his soul. Don
Fernande went with him and there Fray Marcos
insisted that the young man de penance for killing
a man when it was enly necessary t6 wound him
te elear his hener. Den Ferfiande hiimbly agreed
te do whatever Fray Makees might erder.

Then Fray Marcos told hinm:

“ For three months you must live like a peon.
You will live as the lowly live. The highborn
will cuff you and kick you. You will submit
with all bumility.”

And that is worse than death to proud Don
Eernando Venegas!

UT Don Fernando did not refuse. In the

company of Pedro, a peon, he set out on

three months' wandering, The first night out
he met up with El Cougar, a half-breed who is
mixed up with a prespective revolution of the
peons. With El Cougar was the bandit's sister, a
lovely gifl named Singing Wind, The party was
headed for a bandit fendezveus where José
Tappia, the leader, is going te talk on the reve-
lutlen. Deh Fefhande, refembering that he is
g?ly 4 peen for three months, went aleng with

ef.

On the way a group of soldiers under Sergeant
Juan Zapata came hunting for El Cougar. El
Cougar managed to get away, leaving his sister
under Don Fernando's care. A while later one of
the soldiers came back, and following the custom
of the country at that time, tried to take Singing
Wind away to be his woman. Don Fernando
could not stand for that. He nearly killed the
soldier.

That made him a bit of a hero at the bandit
rendezvous. By that time they were calling him
Don Peon, he was so like a don though obviously
a peon to them. This, it turned out, was a good
thing, because after listening to José Tappia talk
Don Fernando was convinced that the man was
a mountebank and said almost as much. José
Tappia immediately became his enemy. Some of
the peons almost changed their loyalty. But Don
Fernando and Pedro decided to leave the rem-
dezvous before anything happened, and started
baek on their wandering,

FEW days later Don Eernando happened to
be in a crowd when Senorita Manuela, who
was traveling with her father, threw some

coinsg to the peons. He caught a gold piece. The
girl's eyes met his. She did net know eof this
penance. It was strange, she thought, that twe
fmen sheuld leek s6 mueh alike.

And then the trooper that Don Fernando beat
up sighted him and arrested him. Don Fermando
and Pedro were thrown into a filthy jail. They
were sentenced by Sergeant Zapata to:

“ Twenty lashes each—at sumrise. . , ,*
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CHAPTER XIII.
FIGHT FOR FREEDOM.

N San Juan Capistrano at the time were
some men who had been at the canyon
the evening before, and others who

knew Pedro by sight, and they were quick
to carry word out to those in the canyon
that Pedro and his young friend had been
caught and confined and would receive
twenty lashes each at sunrise.

El Cougar got the news, and Singing
Wind cried in misery when she heard.
Then El Cougar went to the hut where José
Tappia made his headquarters to acquaint
him with what had happened.

“TFhere must be a rescue!” El Cougar
declared.

“A resoue? Jose Tappia cried. * Are
you mad? Storm the town and the jail, be
beaten or slain, possibly have our plans
discovered, merely to save those two a few
blows on the back®”

“ They are my friemdis,” El Cougar said,
simply. ‘“ Moreover, the man Fernando
saved my siister——"

“ 1 appreciate all that, sesiot)" Jos€ Tap-
pia interrupted. “ And I also appreciate the
truth that there are times when a few must
suffer for the good of the mamy.”

“We could get near the place of con-
finement during the night, when the guards
are careless,” El Cougar persisted. ** They
will not be expecting an attempt at rescue.”

“/MAmn insane idea!” Tappia blustered.
“TIt will be guessed inmmediately that we
are banded together. Investigations will be
made, possibly some men tortured, and the
truth will come out. All our plans will be
ruined. A few lashes across their backs—
it is not enough for which to risk every-
thing.”

“ They are my friendid™ El Cougar re-
peated. “ They choked a trooper. They
dared act as we all hope to act in the near
future. They are men worth saving, Twerity
lashes—but if they are given with a will
they may be enough to wreck these men
forever. I have seen such lashes given,
Senor Tappia. Do you refuse to try a
rescue of these men?”’
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“I wash my hands of it'” Jose Tappia
said. “I start today for San Diego de
Alcala. I had hoped to have you go with
me, El Cougar, and to have a part in the
planning, and later to send you back this
way with word when we are to strike.”

“T'll follow you to San Diego de Alcala,
as soon as I have helped my friends,” El
Cougar told him. He turned away abrupt-
ly, with Singing Wind beside him, called
to some of the other men, and they
squatted at the edge of the brush to make
their plans.

the place of confinement at San Juan
Capistrano, Don Fernando and Pedro
had considered their predicament. Or-
dinary peons would have become resigned,
would have waited for the whip, not
thinking of possibly evading it. But Don
Fernando was not of that sort, nor was
Pedfro.

It was a vile place, the jail, crowded
with peons and natives who had trans-
gressed, some under punishment and some
awaiting trial, when the absent coman-
demte should return. Some there would die
at the end of a rope, and some by the lash,
and others had been imprisoned for debt
and knew they would never be able to pay,
and in time would become slaves on some
rancho.

Women were there, too, because they
had displeased some man of influence, and
they huddled against the walls, or sat in
corners muttering to one another, looking
at the squares of windows through which
sireamed the light of day and through
which came the breath of the freedom
without.

Don Fernando and Pedro mingled with
these others, gradually examining the big
room, the walls, the doors and windews,
and Don Fernando marveled that this jail
was not more impregnable, until it dawned
upon him that it was impregnable through
fear. Once behind these walls, men gave
up. They were not the sort, usually, te
plan escape, to think of fighting guards.
Their mentality was such, generally, that
they had no ability in plotting.
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Only one window was large enough to
admit of the passage of a man’s body, but
the bars in it were loose. There were two
doors of iron bars opening into a dark cor-
ridor. At the end of the corridor a guard
was stationed.

Sitting in a corner, presently, Don Fer-
nando and Pedro whispered and made
their plans. They had ascertained that a
guard came at nightfall with a couple of
peons, to bring what passed for food. The
door was opened, the peons carried huge
containers inside, while the guard stood at
the door, reviling the unfortunate and beat-
en prisoners.

“1t is sure death to try and fail,” Pedro
whispered.

“ 1t would be death for such as me to
have a lash put upon my back,” Don Fer-
nando replied. “I could not endure life
after such a thing. Even good Fray Marcos
did not anticipate such a thing to be a part
of my penance. If you have doubts, my
friend, remain behind.”

“ Did 1 not promise Fray Marcos fo care
for you as much as is in my power?” Pedro
asked. “Why not demand to see this
Sergeant Zapata and reveal your idemtity
and the cause of this masquerade, He
would arrange your release.”

“And did 1 not promise Fray Marcos
that never would I call upon the power of
my name or position during these three
moons?’ Don Fernando answered. * That
cannot be done.”

“ 1t must be as you have planned, them,”
Pedro said.

Other men were crowding around them,
looking at them, and growing excited.
Word had been passed that these men were
to be lashed because they had attacked a
trooper and choked him, and that made
them heroes in the eyes of those confined.

Many of them, Don Fernando suspected,
were there unjustly and unable to alter
their circumstances. Others merited the
punishment which had been given them.
Some would reveal a plan to escape, hop-
ing to curry favor with the soldiery. He
wanted help in his plan, but dared not

speak openly.
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The heat of the day came, and it was
stifling in the jail, and the stench of bodies
was almost unbearable. Don Eernando and
Pedro got near one of the windows through
which a breeze was blowing.

Through the window they could see the
buildings of the mission, the great stables,
and Don Carlos Moreno’s carriage. The
carriage would be going down the highway
at nightfall, Don Fernando supposed,
carrying the senorita with it.

He must escape and avoid the premised
punishment, he told himself, and get on
down El Camino Real with Pedro. He
could not fail! That a Venegas should be
whippedi—it was unthinkable!

He had strength, skill, an alert mind,
the consciousness of superiority to his foes.
That sufficed. Surely he could not faill

N whispers he discussed the plans with
Pedro again, and decided there could
be no changes or additions, They won,

or they lost and paid the penalty for at-
tempting escape. They knew what it would
be—death at rope's end instead of lashes.

The sun sank toward the west and the
breeze came in from the sea to make life
more endurable. Don Fernando and Pedro
loitered near the window again, and
watched. The hour of siesta was over, and
there was more activity in San Juan
Capistrano.

The sun disappeared, a flaming ball, and
the soft dusk came. The natives were in
their huts, before which the cooking fires
were burning. Lights gleamed in the mis-
sion. Laughter and music came from the
guest house, and Don FEernando smiled
grimly to think that it was his right to be
there, dressed in silks and satins, sitting at
table with the senorita and her kind, listen-
ing to the music of her voice and watching
her sparkling eyes.

Those in the jail were crowding near the
doors now, for it was time for them to re-
ceive their poor, meal. In the corridor some
man was shouting. Boots thumped the
stone floor. A guard appeared, and behind
him came two peons who carried huge jars
filled with an atrocious stew.
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“ Back, unmentiionatiks!"’ the guard or-
dered, stopping at the door. “ Here is your
swill, pigst Prepare for it.”

Don Fernando noticed that all those in-
carcerated had a small bowl. The door was
opened and the peons came in with the jars,
the prisoners crowding around like hungry
wolves, trying to fill their bowls before the
jars were set down on the floor.

. The peons retreated, and the prisoners
elbowed and jostled and screeched at one
another as they fought for the food. The
guard was bellowing at the peons again,
telling them to hurry with the jars of
water. Don Fernando and Pedro stepped
up to the open door.

“ We have no bowls, seiior,” Don Fer-
nando said. “ We are but new put into the
prison.”

“Are you the two who choked a
trooper?” he demanded.

“ Of such we are accused, sefior.”

“TIl have one of the peons bring you
bowls, and see that you have food, even
if that in the jars is gone by the time your
bowls get here.” His words sutprised them
until he continued: “ The man you choked
—ithis is between ourselves, dogs—did
fleece me at dicing one night not long age.
You were choking him for me, though yeu
knew it not.”

So, Don Fernando and Pedro remained
standing at the side of the open doer until
the peons returned with the water jars and
one was sent for a couple of bowls. The
guard was a huge man, too fat for activity,
no doubt given this task because he He
longer was fit for riding and fightinge. He
yawned, looked at the feeding priseners,
turned to glance down the corridor.

Don Fernando struck Pedro on the
shoulder, which was the sign. They
hurled themselves through the doer and
upon the guard, bearing him to the fleer,
and Don Fernando got the blade that he
wore.

They howled and attracted the attention
of the others, who stopped their feeding te
see what occurred, and surged toward the
door, marveling to see a guard down and
prisoners throttling him,
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“@ut! The way is opem!” Don Fer-
nando cried. “ Out, and take to the hills
Freedom for allll”

swiftly, Howling like maniacs, they

surged through the door, trampling
the guard as Don Fernando and Pedro
sprang aside, rushed in a body through the
long corridor, overpowered a guard there,
and spilled out into the night,

Don Fernando and Pedro went with
them. This was what Don Fernando had
planned, escaping in the rush of the mob
and having a chance to get away, whereas
but two men alone might have had less
opportunity.

The wild cries of the escaping prisoners
startled those at the mission, those taking
the evening air, the natives around their
huts. They startled Sergeant Juan Zapata
and the few troopers with him in the bar-
racks, and caused Zapata to howl to one of
his men to make an investigation, since he
did not care to leave his evening meal to
make one himself,

The trooper ran out, and ran back
again.

“ The jail is emptiyimgf”” he cried. “ The
prisoners are escaping! They are running
wild down the trail toward the hillis!™

But two were not. Don Fernando and
Pedro knew better than to travel with the
others, knowing there would be instant
pursuit, that the paths to the hills and the
canyon would be followed and watched.
They had darted around the jail building
to the wall of the mission, and were
crouching in the darkness there, watching
the unfortunates scattering among the
huts, upsetting cooking pots, seeking hid-
ing places, else running with what speed
they could to get as far away as possible.

Mounted troopers appeared, charging
through the dust clouds in grim pursuit,
their weapons gleaming in the light of the
rising moon. Shrieks came from the dis-
tance as some of the fugitives were over-
taken. Don Fernando touched Pedro on
the arm,

“Let us go, my friemd,” he said.

SINCE the way was open they took it
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CHAPTER XIV.
IN THE CART CREW.

UTSIDE the mission compound,
three heavy carts had been drawn
up, and the oxen turned loose, and

the men handling them had gone to frater-
nize with men of the community. Don
Fernando had noticed them in the morn-
ing, had watched them through the window
of the jail during the day, and they had a
part in his plan,

Now, with Pedro close beside him, he
slipped along the wall, keeping always in
the shadows, moving slowly so as not to at-
tract the attention of any, Men were
rushing about, calling to one another, and
the confusion aided them.,

They got to the carts, crouched in the
darkness near them, observing that one
man only was on guard, and that he was
a peon whose attitude was that of resent-
ment because he could not leave his post.
He wandered away from the carts a dis-
tance, watching the scene of tumult out-
side the mission walls.

The carts appeared to be heavily laden
with bales and boxes which were covered
with sheets of thin skins to keep off the
dust and ward off rain if any came. Don
Fernando was quick to whisper his inten-
tion to Pedro, for he had not told him all
his plans.

“ The nearest cart,” he said. * The cov-
ering is loose. We got beneath itt—"

“ And are caught when they search the
cart?” Pedro asked.

“ Unless I mistake, they will think we
have run for the hills, as most men in like
circumstance would do,” Don Fernando
insisted. “ And I do not think they will
search these carts. They carry the personal
baggage of Don Carlos Moreno. I ascer-
tained that this morning. They left Reina
de Los Angeles ahead of the carriage, and
the carriage will go on ahead of them
soon, no doubt, and they will follow.”

They watched the peon guard carefully,
and when his back was turned went
swiftly through the darkness to the side of
the nearest cart. The skin covering was
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loose, as Don Fernando had pointed out,
and beneath it was space enough for both
of them to hide. They got in, pulled the
skins down over them, remained there
quiet and motionless.

“ Once safely away from San Juan Capi-
strano, we can slip out and take our own
direction,” Pedro whispered.

“ That was my thought,” Don Fernando
said.

“The carts cannot start too quickly to
suit me, then. There is danger as long as
we are here. If we are caught now, after
an escape from confimement+—>

“'The rgpe,” Don Fernando added.

“The rope—si. It is not a pleasant
thought.”

“Then do not think of it, my friend.
Think only of getting safely down El Ca-
mino Real to San Diego de Alcaldl”

“BRaen them!” Pedro said. “omsider
what we have heardi—that Sergeant Juan
Zapata will have a transfer there, that
José Tappia is going there. Somebody is
sure to recognize us.”

“The man who borrows trouble heaps
up misery for himselfi” Don Fernando
said.

E distant din died down. They lis-
tened to men calling to one another,
and made out that some of the fugi-

tives had been captured, that nobody
seemed to know how the jailbreak had been
accomplished, that Sergeant Juan Zapata
and his troopers were keeping to the trails
and brush, seeking to find more who had
escaped.

Then they heard men approaching the
cart and listened to their talk. They heard
the superimiendionte off the cantt aresw reegjing.

“Two fools who will finish at a rope’s
end!” he wailed. “[Resmting to join with
rogues! And here I am short-handed, and
how am I to get proper assistizmtis”"

There was more talk. Don Fernando
and Pedro listened closely. They learned
that two of the cart crew had deserted to
go to the canyon and join José Tappia's
men. If they could get their places—!

“ Don Carlos will be starting soon in
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his carriage,” the superintendiente was
wailing. “ We must start immediately be-
hind him. A curse on this journey! There
are hills between here and San Diego de
Alcala, I have been told. That may mean
shoulders to the wheels. And we are short
two mem”

Don Fernando lifted a corner of the skin
and peered out. The superimievdionts, a
huge man, was stalking back and forth and
cracking a great whip. Four other men
stood aside, listening and making no re-
ply.

Don Fernando whispered to Pedro
again, and once more they made plans.
Watching for an opportunity, they crept
out of the cart and dodged back into the
shadows. Down into a ditch they dropped,
to travel for a short distance, and then
return boldly.

They approached the superintendente,
removing their headgear and saluting with
knuckles to foreheads,

“ What wish you, scam?’ the superin-
tendente asked.

“We overheard you talking, sekior, of
having the need of two men to work on a
journey,” Don Fernando replied.

““ And are you men, and can you werke””

“We are eager to go to San Diego de
Alcald where, we understand, your carts
are going. Give us food, and let us ride
at times, and furnish us your protection,
and we ask for nothing more. We are
sufmm_”

“ Do you belong here in San Juan Capi-
strano?”’

“ We are from the north, and go south
to seek our fortunes,” Don Fernando re-
plied;

“How do I know but what you are
some of the scum who escaped the jail?”

“If we were, would we be here mviting
disaster?”

The superintendente eyed them and con-
sidered a moment. *“ I must have been, must
take what I can find,” he said. “ One of
you will go with the second cart, and one
with the third, assisting the drivers. If
you wish cold food, eat now, for soon we
start. Food is in the first cart.”
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They went to the cart, and a man there
gave them cold meat and thin wine, and
they ate. The oxen already were in yoke.
The superimfendiortes, it was evident, was
but waiting for the carriage to pass him
before starting down the highway.

And, as they finished their meal, the
carriage came, four fine blacks drawing it,
a driver in livery, four armed outriders,
well mounted, galloping beside it. The
carriage pulled up, and Don Carlos Mo-
reno got out of it.

“ Everything is in order, Don Carles*
the superiniendionte reported.

“You will make what speed you can,
which will not be much,” Don Carlos re-
plied. “When you reach San Diego de
Alcala, seek me out.”

“Two of the men deserted, but I en-
gaged two rascals to replace them.”

Don Fernando was glad of the semi-
darkness then. Don Carlos Moreno walked
over to them, and they bowed low, and
Don Fernando managed to avert his face.
He looked past Don Carlos, and saw that
the senorita had left the carriage also, and
was stepping to her father’s side.

* The men look good—but watch them,*
Don Carlos said.

The Senorita Manuela was beside her
father now, clinging to his arm. She, too,
inspected the new peons. And again her
eyes widened as she saw Don Fernando,
and she took a step forward and peered at
him closely.

“ave T not seen you before, fellow”
she asked. “ Have I not seen you in Reina
de Los Angeles?"

“1 came from there, gracious lady*
Don Fernando replied, in a low and strange
voice, and acting embarrassed that a lady
of noble blood address him so.

“ Your face has a familiar loak,” she
said.

“J am grateful that you notice nre,
senorita. Perhaps it is but a resemblance
to some other persom

“ Perhaps,” she said. “1 am sure you
will work faithfully, and help protect our
goods. At the end of the journey, there
will be rewardis”
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She looked at him searchingly again, and
he avoided her level gaze in part by bow-
ing once more. Then she turned back to
the carriage with her father, and the horses
tugged in the harness and started at a
rapid pace, and the outriders spurred to
follow.

“On!” the supenimiontione shouted.

HE men shouted and used goads, the

oxen pulled, the wheels creaked, and

the three heavy carts started out
upon the dusty road. Pedro walked beside
the second, Don Fernando the third.

Don Fernando was exulting at the situ-
ation. In his happiness, he was forgetting
his rags and debasement. He was on the
highway again, headed toward his destina-
tion, and he was at work for Don Carlos
Moreno. Perhaps, when the destination
was reached, he would be given more work
to do, and could keep near until his term
of penance expired. He could worship the
Senorita Manuela from the near distance,
be on hand if danger threatened her.

Before they had gone a mile, there were
hoofbeats behind, and a trooper overtook
them and called upon them to halt,

“1 look for fugitives” he told the
superimiendiene.

*“ These are the carts of Don Carlos Mo-
reno, and are entitled to courtesy.”

“1 do not intend to search them, if 1
have your word none is concealed within
them.”

“ None is concealed in them. The cov-
erings have not been off, Senor Trooper.”

“You vouch for your meny?”

Don Fernando almost held breath at
that, and he noticed Pedro stiffen. But the
superintendionte disliked the soldiery, hav-
ing been despoiled of a sweetheart by one
of their number in days gone by, and he
did not wish to find himself shorthanded
again. Moreover, he did not care whether
the two were fugitives, as long as they
worked well for him.

“My mem? he asked. 1 vouch for
them, Senor Trooper, knowing them well,
except I do not vouch for their industry.
They are lazy and worthless, like their
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kind. They are more difficult to goad to
work than are the oxem.”

The trooper laughed, wheeled his horse,
spurred back toward San Juan Capistrano.
The superintendinie howled orders, and

the carts started on again.

CHAPTER XV,
THE MEETING.

IGHTS of traveling with the slow
carts, hours of rest in the heat of
the day, stops that meat might be

cooked and eaten, dull monotony, a sud-
den downpour of rain which turned dust
to mud and made the cart crew put their
shoulders to the wheelsl

Don Fernando, used to his big black
horse of speed and stamina, of carriage
teams that galloped, thought the oxen-
drawn carts scarcely moved at all. They
crawled over the miles, up hills and down,
until time meant nothing and distance was
only a thing which stretched from one hill
to another,

Great changes had taken place in Don
Fernando Venegas, though he scarcely
realized it, changes both mental and
physical. His viewpoint on life had
changed because his mental horizon had
been broadened, and he understood now
some things concerning men and their emo-
tions and trials which he had not under-
stood before.

And there had been great physical
changes, too. Don Fernando always had
been in splendid condition, yet now he
had become hardened, and to alert physical
skill he had added stamina he never had
possessed before. Despite the hard and un-
usual fare, his body was heavier, more
solid. His hands were roughened. His face
was burned brown by sun and wind, his
hair was long and uneven. Brain and
brawn both he possessed now, an alert
mentality and strong muscles to respond
instantly to his will.

So they came finally to the mission of
San Luis Rey de Francia, and there, the

superintendionte decided, they would rest
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for a couple of days at least, and unloaded
one of the carts to repair it.

Don Eernando liked the mission of San
Luis Rey, the friendly Franciscans, the
natives who worked for the mission, the
peons who lived in the huts and seemed
more prosperous than some others. Here,
too, were rumors of the contemplated up-
rising, but men did not take it so seri-
ously.

They spent the first day unloading the
cart and repairing a wheel, while the oxen
were given a good feed and a chance to
rest. The superinfendente strutted around
among the men of the mission, proud in his
importance. The men of the crew, except
when they were guarding their master's
goods, visited among the huts and made
friends.

Don Fernando and Pedro were assigned
an empty hut and made it their home for
the stay. And on the second night, as they
sat on the ground before it, a native came
creeping to them through the shadows.

“1 seek Don Peon and a man called
Pedro,” he said.

“ We are the men you seel,” Don Fer-
nando told him.

‘“ One wishes to see you, if you will come
with me.”

EY followed him behind the huis,

wondering what this might be, inte

a coulee and along it, and finally

came to a moon-drenched clearing at the

side of which was a makeshift hut of
brush.

* Greetings, my friemiid™ a voice called,
and there was El Cougar before them.

They slapped his broad back, and he
slapped in return, and called, and Singing
Wind came from the hut to greet them
also, her eyes glowing as she looked at
Don Fernando.

“1 must remain in hiding,” El Cougar
said. ““ Any trooper who finds me will try
to pick me up. Jose Tappia has gene
ahead to San Diego de Alcala, and 1 fel-
low. So you escaped jail, my friends! 1
had it planned to attack the jail and re-
lease you just before dawn, and you spared

A $=5
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us the trouble. And you are working with
a cart crew, and so can travel safelyy.”

They squatted on the ground to talk in
low tones, and Don Fernando found Sing-
ing Wind beside him, clinging to his hand,
looking at him continually.

“ But yesterdiy,” El Cougar said, “J
saw a man I gladly would: have slain, had
I happened to have a weapom*

“ How is this? Pedro asked.

“ One who bears a name I hate, though
he has done me no wrong personally. He
is riding down El Camino Real, and is
guest at a haciesdin omit theeroaatl. Hissname:
is Luis Rios.”

Don Fernando drew in his breath sharp-
ly, and Pedro sat erect.

“ Luis Rios?” Pedro asked.

“Si/ A proud peacock on a fine horse,
and a native servant with him on a big
mule. A boasting fooll 'Twas his brother,
Bartolo, who was slain at Reina de Los
Angeles in fair fight, was it not? And by
a certain Don Fernando Venegas. And
this Luis Rios slurs the man's name*

““How is that?” Don Eernando asked.

“ He asserts that he challenged this Don
Fernando Venegas to fight him at dawn,
and that Don Fernando did not appear.
He also charges that, through fear of him,
this Don Fernando has left his .usual
haunts, has run away from his blade. Hal
A man who slew one Rios would not fear
another, would he?”

“ It does mot seem prohaldle,” Don Eer-
nando said weakly.

“He is in search of him, this Luis Rios
declares. He is publishing far and wide
that he dares this Don Fernando to meet
him. The boaster may rue the meeting, if
it comes about.”

They talked more, then El Cougar de-
clared it was time for him to be traveling
along with Singing Wind. He walked by
night and rested by day, he explained.
Don Fernando and Pedro walked a short
distance with them.

“ Shall 1 see you again, sewusé” Singing
Wind asked Don Eernando.

“ Possibly at San Diego de Alcala, he

replied.
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“T wish we traveled! together,” she said.

“But Pedro and I' have promised’ to
work with the cart crew,” be explained
“There may be a reward at the end of the
journey.”

“You will not forget me, semesy befsiore
we meet agaim?”

“ Does a man forget his sister, Singing
Wind?”

“ My only brother is El Cougar,” she
said. “I do not care to have you for a
brother. If you cannot be something near-
er—" And suddenly she dropped'his hand
and fled ahead of them into the darkness.

ON FERNANDO and Pedro turned
back toward the mission.

8o Luis Ries rides the highway
an_dd makes mock of mel” Don Fernando
said:

“His talk cannot hurt the hide of a
peen,” Pedro hinted.

* Seme day theve will be a redkoming;

Pedre laughed: “1 understand, my
friend. You will finish one pemance for
taking a human life, then straightway take
another and possibly have anether penance
to seyve.”

¥ You do net undasrtands="

 Pardon, my friend, but I de,” Pedre
said, softly. ¥ I know how irked you are.
Is it not a part of your penance to un-
derge the pain of humiliation without re-
§§mi;?’s its cause openly? Take thought of
that.

1 have a suspicion that he knows of my
penanee, and is in search of me,” Don
Fernando said. “ If we mestt="

“Hf you meet, will he glance twice at
a peon, if you play well your pante”*

“¥ he knows of the penance, he way
be leoking for me in the guise of a peom.

“ How could he knew? Fray Marcos
would not tell it, nor would your father.
You are borrowing trouble again, my
friend.”

“ May 1 have strength te curb myself if
we meet,” Don Fernando said. “ I wonder
why El Cougar hates the Rios so? Did
one of them ever affront Singing Wind?”

“She has been too well guanded,®
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Pedro replied. “It is not that, my friend.
Can you not guess? El Cougar is of mixed
blood, he told you. The elder Rios is his
father.”

“ What?”’ Don Fernando cried.

“ His mother was a beautiful native girl
who worked at the Rios haciewdn. Rio3
gave her father a splendid hut and meat
for life and freedom from work. Later,
she got away, taking El Cougar with her,
and married one of her own kind, and Sing-
ing Wind was borm.”

“So that is it!” Don Fernando said.
“ Small wonder El Cougar hates them soi™

They walked on and came to the mis-
sion wall. Torches were burning beneath
the arches. Robed Franciscans were stroll-
ing beneath them, some meditating, others
enjoying the evening breeze. Lights were
blazing in the guest house, for some travel-
ers of worth had just come off the highway.

Don Fernando and Pedro strolled into
the compound to mingle with the others
before seeking rest. This was to be their
last night at San Luis Rey. Tomorrow,
at dawn, the carts would start on again.

A sudden clatter of hoofbeats came from
behind them, peons and natives scurried
out of the way, and a rider came dashing
through the archway. Pedro felt Don Fer-
nando grip his arm as the man, laughing,
swung out of his saddle. He knew the rider
was Luis Rios, who had come in to the
mission from the haciemdin he was visiting.

A peon took the reins, and Luis Rios
started toward the guest house with long
strides. There was no time to get out of
his way, though Don Fernando turned
quickly aside to avoid him, though his in-
clination was otherwise.

The light from a torch struck Don Fer-
nando’s face. Luis Rios stopped abruptly,
and his eyes widened. Then he grinned
evilly.

“ One side, peon dog!” he barked.

Don Fernando's eyes flamed and his
head came up proudly. Luis Rios took an-
other step toward him.

“ Slow to move from my path, are you?"
he cried. “ Perhaps if I cut your shirt
and back to shrexiis—"
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“ It would not be wise, sewion,” Don Fer-
nando said, in a low voice.

“ How is this? Insolence to me from a
peem?"’ He stepped closer and his voice
fell to a whisper. “I know you! I know
how you are bound by penance! I have
been seeking you. Now, I shall keep you
in view. I shall kick and cuff you, put
the lash across your back, grind you be-
neath the heel of my bestt—"

“And the day of redkenmingg—?" Don
Fernando asked.

“ Perhaps you'll not live to see it. The
peon may die before he can become a
cabellerm again. If you do live so long, I'll
kill you in fight, as you slew my brother.”

“Save your animosity till them” Don
Fernando suggested. “ And get you some
practice meanwhile with a blade, for you
will have need of it.”

“Think you I would toss aside this
opportunity to treat a proud Venegas like
a dog?

“Not being a caballwg, you probably
would not.”

Luis Rios’ eyes blazed anew, and his
throat seemed to swell with rage. Pedro
was plucking nervously at Don Fernando’s
sleeve, trying to get him away, but he
would not move. Others were drawing near
the spot.

“Repn dog!” Luis Rios screeched.

MAN was passing, one who carried a
whip, and Luis Rios sprang to his
side and jerked the whip from his

hand, and whirled back.

“ On your knees, dog!!” he cried.

“If you touch me with thatt—" Don
Fernando began, his voice low and deadly.

“ Insolent scum! I'll have the hide from
your back in thin strips! I'll have you on
your knees in the dust begging for
mm’_"

He raised the whip, and Don Fernando
braced himself to meet the attack. This
was something he could not endure. The
whip swished through the air and de-
scended, but Don Fernando was not be-
neath it, to receive its bite and sting on
his body.
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He swerved sharply aside, and grasped
Luis Rios’ wrist as the whip fell. His new
strength, his new ability to deal man-to-
man without blade or other weapon, served
Don Fernando now. One twist, and the
whip had been torn from the grasp of Luis
Rios and was on the ground. And then
Don Fernando. had both his wrists in a
tense grip, and was exerting pressure, and
Luis Rios’ face was suddenly showing lines
of pain, and the perspiration popped out
from it in big globules.

Don Fernando, his face expressionless
save where dark eyes blazed in fury, put
more strength into his gripping. Luis Rios
howled because of the pain and many
started running toward the spot. And Luis
Rios struggled now with all his strength,
which. availed him little, for suddenly he
realized what it was Don Fernando in-
tended doing.

His body bent, his knees sagged, he be-
gan slumping toward the ground. He could
not fight against the pressure upon him.
And so, gasping and panting, commencing
to howl threats in his rage, Luis Ries
found himself forced to his knees in the
dirt before his adversary.

A moment Don Fernando held him so,
his lips curling slightly as he looked down
at the man. Then others were at them,
and a Franciscan darted forward, the skirt
of his robe flapping about him, and thrust
out an arm.

“ What is this?” he cried.

“TRiis peon dog attacked me!” Luis
Rios cried. “I demand that he be
whipped!”

“ You are within the sacred precincts of
the mission, semor,” the fray replied. “ We
do not tolerate violence here”

“J demand he be whigpped{™ Luis Rios
repeated, struggling to his feet. * Tie him
up, that I may lash him!™

“ 1 observed the entire affain* the fray
said, gently. ' You were the aggressor,
senor. You raised your whip against this
man, here in the mission, and he but took
it away from you and held you so you
could do no harm to him, Just held you,

yenor—easily.”
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“ Give me that whipll
fray?” Rios cried.

“ You dare use such a tone to me?” the
Franciscan demanded.

“If you oppose me in tiiss—"

“ Threats? What manner of man are
you? To the chapel at once, senar, and
pray that you may learn something of com-
passion and kindness! And you ”—he
turned to Don Fernando—"{kzawe the com-
pound and go your way with your friend,
and do not lead this enraged man into
temptation by showing your presence to
him before his rage has cooled! Go at
once—and God go with you, my som!”

CHAPTER XVL

GUARDIANS OF HORSES.

]
i AT dawn the carts started snWard, and
Z X Pop Fernands had net encountered
Luis Rigs again, ner did he de %
a3 they went slowly aleng the highway With
the pledding exen. Luis Rigs Was of the
opinisn that Ben Fernande was makin
Ris way overland alene, and that he weul
8 t9 San Diego de Aleala because Senerita
anuela Moreno had gene there. And
Luis Rios judged that the easiest way weuld
be te get himself on te San Diego de
Alsala presently, and by keeping Watch R
the seioria in time encounter Den Fer-
Rande:

Day after day, mud and dust, wind and
heat, ever hills and through canyons the
earts went on. The same monotonous rou-
tine had become established. They rested
always in the heat of the day, stopped to
cook and eat, took turns sleeping in the
carts, They passed many on the high-
way—rmen driving other carts, fine car-
riages, Franciscans riding mules, peons and
natives afoot.

They heard more talk of the uprising
being planned, wild rumors, and at times
encountered detachments of troopers, who
looked and questioned and rode on. Then
there came a day when Luis Rios passed
in company with some others. The carts
were at the side of the road at the time,
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the oxen resting, and Don Fernando and
Pedro happened to be asleep in the brush,
Luis Rios looked and questioned and rode
on,

Finally there came a bright moming
when they topped a hill and saw they
were near their journey's end. In the near
distance the sun sparkled on the tumbling
waters of a big bay. They could see the
buildings of a pueble—a plaza, houses,
warehouses, shops, a presidio. They saw
a beautiful valley which ran back from
the shore, and a distance up it was the old
mission of San Diego de Alcala, and they
could hear the music of the mission bells
drifting down to them on the wind.

They did not stop this day in the hour
of heat, but kept on eagerly, and even the
oxen seemed to sense they were near the
end of the long journey, for they did not
need the goad. To Don Fernando it
seemed they had been an age on the way.
In haphazard fashion, he had kept track
of time. Almost a moon had passed since
Fray Marcos had imposed the penance.

carts rolled into the town and stopped

in a cleared space near the plaza. The
men sprawled in rest, while the superin-
tendente went to the inn to do some ques-
tioning.

Don Fernando and Pedro strolled to the
corner of the plaza to view the scene. Here
was the spot where the great chain of
missions had been started, where the saint-
ed Junipero Serra had commenced the ful-
fillment of his vision of an empire. It
was a busy place, this San Diego de Al-
cala.

It was the hour of promenade, and Don
Fernando, keeping a bit in the background,
looked again upon those of his own kind
and mayhap wished he could be one with
them. And then it was that he saw the
senorit@ again,

He saw Don Carlos Moreno first, with
the supermwtemdinte talking to him, and
then another elderly Don, with the
Senorita Manuela and another girl cling-
ing to his arms. And the talk he heard

]T was after the siesta hour when the
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told Don Fernando that this was Don
Juan Quinonez, and the senorita his daugh-
ter, Angelita. So, Don Carlos was with his
old friend, and their two daughters had be-
come friends also.

He watched as they got into carriages
and were driven rapidly away from the
plaza and along the road toward the mis-
sion, and saw the supermwtemiinte hurry-
ing back toward the carts, so started there
himself with Pedro.

“ What do we now?” Pedro asked. * Are
you about to torture yourself, my friemdi?”

‘“ What mean you®”"

“1 know the truth concerning you, re-
member, and Fray Marcos hinted some
things to me,” Pedro said. “ And I saw
how you looked at the fair daughter of
Don Carlos. Would you give yourself con-
tinual torment by being near her, when
you cannot approach her as yourself?”

“ At least, 1 can be near,” Don Fer-
nando said.

“It is foolishmess" Pedro declared.
“ But I learned long ago that it is a waste
of time to give advice to a man who has
felt the lure in a woman's eyes. 1 was
young myself, once, and in love.”

“It is a prevalent disezse,” Don Fer-
nando said, smiling.

The carts were to go on inumediately,
they found. And soon they were starting
around the plaza and toward the road
which led to the mission and the hesiendin
of Don Juan Quinonez.

“ Good newsl" the superimtondionie told
them. *“ There is to be a reward for all,
since we have brought the carts through
safely. And all will be given quartees and
work on this rancho, if they desire it. This
Don Juan Quinonez is a kind mastef, |
have heard. And Don Carlos has joined
with him in the ownership of the plaee,
which makes two good masters. Meq
could do worse than remaln in their ef-
p]oy'"

They all voted to remain, Don Fer-
nando most eagerly. They goaded the
oxen, walked beside the carts, eager {6
be at the destination. Huts in which te
live, cooking pots and meat to put into
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them, regular work—ithose things were to
be relished after this long trip down the
highway.

road between town and mission
| was busy, the travel heavy, and fre-
quently the carts had to be driven
aside to let some carriage pass, or to-al-
low fine riders to gallop by. And' Don
Fernando saw Pedro making a violent mo-
tion to him, and looked ahead and saw
some troopers coming along slowly, sag-
ging to the sides of their saddles as though
fatigued, and Sergeant Zapata at their
head.

So the sergeant had been given his trans-
fer, and no doubt here was the assistant
to- the comemdionite. Don FEernando re-
membered suddenly that he and Pedro had
escaped a jail, the penalty for which was
something unpleasant to contemplate,

Don Fernando got quickly to the off
side of the cart. But Zapata, riding leisure-
ly and talking to his men, did not even
glance at the oxen-drawn vehicles. So they
traveled on- into the sunset, and it was al-
most dark when finally the carts came to
their destination.

Lights were gleaming in the big house
and in the huts of the native servants. The
odors of cooking food were in the air. They
were taken in charge by an overseer, who
fed them first, then demanded that the
carts be unloaded and Don Carlos Mo-
reno’s goods be stowed away.

It was late when Don Fernande and
Pedro finally were assigned an empty hut
and told to make it their home. They slept
well, and were awake at dawn, They built
a fire beneath their own cooking pet, and
Pedro concocted a stew from provisions
he had requisitioned from the overseer,
which was more palatable than the food
they had enjoyed recendy.

The overseer came to them later.

“ What work do you know best?* he
demanded.

“ Whatever work there is,* Pedre re-
plied, promptly. “We are net proud,
senor. We desire attachment to this Wasi-
ende, and’ will- serve you faithfally.”
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“ Do either of you jfrew hovse?”

Don Fernando's eyes brightened. “Si,
semm!” he said. “ I know horses and un-
derstand them well.”

“ Good! You and your friend will be
assigned to the horse herd. I'll send a
man. with you to show the way and ex-
plain your duties.”

And so, a little later, they mounted
mules and followed a man away from the
buildings, off the- trail and across rolling
country, and came presently i6 a eafnyon
where horses grazed. There was a €om-
fortable hut and a tiny storeheuse.

Here they were to live, caring for the
horse herd, breaking suitable animals te
saddle, guarding the mares and foals. At
certain times, somebody wotild eeme eut to
see that they were doing their duties prep-
erly.

A GAIN a routine, but it was fiet deadly
7 \ in its monotony this time. They
liked this work. They had geed feed,
comfortable quarters, something o keep
them busy. And Don Fernande realized
that this was a fine way to pass his tifme
of penance, a safe way, though he yearned
at times to visit the fhacienda,

Thhere were fine horses in the herd, and
Don Fernando selected some of the best
and sought to break them for riding. 1t
was work he loved, and time passed rap-
idly. In the evenings, on the ground be-
side the fire, he rested and talked to Pedre,
and dreamed of other things and’ days te
come.

Natives drifted near their camp at times,
but never was there intimation that the
herd might be troubled. They learned that
Don Juan Quinonez was admired and fe-
spected by natives and peons as a just
man, and: his property was held sacred.
There was little danger of theft.

An overseer rode out every few days to
spend a few hours with them, inspect the
herd and give orders, and once a cart came
out with fresh provisions. It was a pleas-
ant, easy life.

And one evening, as they rested beside
the fire, a soft call came from the depths of
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a brush patch near them, and Pedro sprang
to his feet and answered. ElI Cougar
stalked from the shadows with Singing
Wind beside him.

“We meet agaim!” ElI Cougar said.
‘“ Word traveled to me that you were here
after a safe journey. Others are in the
vicinity, too, though you may know it
not."”

‘* Any one to interest us?’ Pedro asked.

‘* This Luis Rios has come to San Diego
de Alcala, it is said. What he does here, no
man seems aware. Jose Tappia is in the
neighborhood making his plans, But the
date of the uprising is to be held back for
a time. Jose Tappia fears there are spies
about.”

“ There are always spies,” Pedro replied.
“ Does he suspect any certain e

“ No certain men, but looks with suspi-
cion upon all. He knows you are work-
ing here, seiiores. And he looks to this
horse herd, if an uprising really comes.”

“ He thinks to take some of the horsss?"
Don Fernando cried. ** Not while we guard
them! And it is understood that the prop-
erty of Don Juan Quinonez is sacred.”

“ Jose Tappia says we must take what
is necessary to our success, from all. But
that is in the future. We have a camp
not far away. Why do you not visit it?"”

“ That we may do,” Don Fernando said,
quickly. It was in his mind to get in
touch with the conspirators again, to work
against the uprising if he could.

* Why not tonight, Don Peon?” Singing
Wind asked, taking his hand. “* It is but
a step, and the horses will not be harmed!”

“Let us go,” Pedro suggested.

There was food left in the pot, and El
Cougar and Singing Wind ate, then they
started. El Cougar strode ahead with
Pedro, showing the best path, and Singing
Wind followed at Don Fernando’s side,
clinging to his hand, her eyes meeting his
in wooing when he would allow it.

“1 am displeasing to you, sefion?’ she
asked him, once.

“NNot at all, Singing Wind,” Don Fer-
nando replied. *“ You are beautiful and
have grace.”
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“Then why do you mot like wme”

“1 do like you,” he said.

“ But not as I like you, Don Peon. The
blood sings through my veins when I but
touch your hand. It has been that way
from the time of our first meeting. |
would travel the hills with you, or share
your hutt—"

“ With this turmoil in the air, it is not
a time to think of such things as love and
mating,” Don Fernando said. “ Those
should be in a time of peace, when a man
may make a home for his woman and give
her comfort and safety.”

Her face lightened. “ You meam—after
the uprising?"' she asked. “I hope it
comes swiftly, them.”

‘ The uprising would be wromg,” he told
her. “ To punish a few unjust men, you
would make war on all. It cannot but fail.
It would be better if a few just men band-
ed together to make the lot of the natives
and peons easier, and I think this will
come to pass soon. But, if there is an up-
rising now, these just men will say the na-
tives and peons are not worthy of being
treated in a decent manner.”

They stumbled on after the others down
a narrow pass lined with rocks, and El
Cougar spoke in answer to an unseen
man’s challenge, and they went on. Sing-
ing Wind whispered to Don Fernando that
she had a skin of wine hidden and ram
forward to find it, and El Cougar left them
to find some friend with whom he wished
speech.

Don Fernando and Pedro wandered to-
ward the makeshift huts and fires, but
darted back into the shadows as a man
passed with a long cloak wrapped around
him and his face concealed with a mask,
guided by three peons,

“ Senor Tappia’s hut is here at the edge
of the clearing, seiior,” one of the peons
was saying. “ We have orders to take you
to him, and none will bother while you
talk.”

Don Fernando was gripping Pedro’s arm
so that the latter winced from the pain.
He put his lips close to Pedro’s ear.

“mid you recognize him? Luis Riasd*
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he said. “ Here to have speech with Jose
Tappia. What may be the meaning :of
that?”

“ Why not listem? Pedro asked.

CHAPTER XVII.
UNMASKHED.

EY watched Luis Rios enter a hut
and the men who had led him there
go to the nearest fire, and themselves

slipped through the shadows and got into
the brush, and finally came to the rear
of -the hut, where they could hear.

A single candle bumed inside, and Luis
Rios had removed his mask and cloak,
and was sitting on a reck with Jose Tap-
pia standing beside him.

“1 am interested, Senor Rios,” Tappia
was saying. “ But let us have a clearer un-
derstanding, based on what you will give
and what you expect in re »

Luis Rios bent nearer and lowered his
voice. “1 think we are of a mind in the
matter,” he said. “ You no doubt have
friends or influence in the north, and pos-
sibly ‘here in the ‘south, but have you one
in the vicinity of Reina de Los Angeles
or San Gabrid?”

“1 could use cne sudh”

“Mh! I offer you my hand in partner-
ship, Senor Tappia. 1 can keep you well
informed. 1 can arrange to have a portion
of the soldiery in the wrong place at times.
I can give you gold with which to purchase
arms and supplies.”

“Mmms and supplies!” Tappia said, his
eyes agleam. “ With those—"

“ With weapons, with your horde of un-
mentionables armed, you could sweep the
country from one end to the other. I can
provide such. You can rule here in Cali-
fornia, Senor Tappia—amd remember those
who have been your friends”

And what do you require? A man
like you, Senor Rios, does not aid a man
like me for naught.”

“1 require three things, semor. Eirst,
the estates of my father are to be pro-
tected from ravage.”
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“@Granted! We can make ome of our
headquarters at the hacienda and so pro-
tect it.”

“1 desire the utter ruin of :the Venegas
family, to see the proud head of it broken
and ashamed, possibly to see him die.”

“Gladly will I join you in that. The
Venegas represent what we would destroy.
And the third thing you require?”

“ The daughter of Don Carlos Moreno.”

“Ha! There always is a woman in it.”

“Not only do I desire her for myselffi*
Luis went on, “but there is vengeance in
it, too. My brother fought to his death
because of her. And even now, though she
has met him but once, this dainty semovita
droops and pines for love of a Venegas.”

“1 understand, semor. It is agreed”

“1 must now get away, Senor Tappia.
I am guest for the present at the haciendin
of Don Juan Quinonez, where the Morenos
are living, but cannot outwear my welcome,
which in truth does not seem to be so
very warm. When and where may we meet
again?”

“ In four nights from now, in San Diego
de Alcala.”

“ You dare go there?"

“ Few know me by sight,” Jos€ Tappia
said. ““ The natives and peons will pro-
tect me. I shall ‘take a room at the inn.
Senor Rios, I am happy to make this con-
nection with you. I tire of the ignorant
dupes with which I work.”

“ This holy crusade to aid the oppressed
—iit is a subterfuge, them?”

“ What think you?”

“ A means to wealth and power.”

“ But naturallly,” Tappia admitted,
laughing lightly. “ The oppressed will be
more oppressed when we are in power.
We'll have them all working for our profit.
And the Franciscans of the missioms—we
can levy tribute upon them, take from their
vast herds and fllocks. You have no
scruples, senor, against this last?”

“1 am not a devout mam,” Luis Rios re-
plied, laughing also. “ There is a fnay or
two I would see punished for making bold
talk to me of my transgressions.”

“ Possibly that may be arranged .albm”
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José Tappia laughed softly. “In four
nights from now, then, senmor, at the inn
in San Diego de Alcala. It is understood.
Sekion;, d Dieedl”

“ "Digs)” Luis Rios nepliisd.

ON FERNANDO and Pedro slipped
back into the brush as Luis Rios
emerged from the hut and José Tap-

pia called the men to conduct him from
the camp.

“ So!” Don Fernando whispered. * Now
you see, my friemdi!”

“1 see” Pedro replied.
must be made to see also.”

“ That was my thougjit;,” Don Eernando
agreed. “ Knowing men somewhat, I real-
ize it will avail nothing merely to tell what
we have seen and overheard. Possibly we'd
not be believed, and José Tappia may take
warning.”

“ Them—»?"

“ Somebody else must hear, and be con-
vinced. Let us find the others, now.”

They went through the brush and came
into the clearing from another direction,
and found Singing Wind searching for
them. She took them to a makeshift hut
where El Cougar was waiting, and where
they had the skin of wine,

“We must return to the herd,” Don
Fernando said, presemtly. “If an over-
seer happened to ride out at night and
found us gone, our easy work would be at
an end.”

El Cougar said he would go with them
past the guards, and Singing Wind must
go also. They got from the camp without
encountering José Tappia, and went
through the little pass, Singing Wind cling-
ing to Don Fernando's hand when she
could.

And, when the time came to separate,
she clung to him unashamed before Pedro
and her brother, until the latter smiled
and pulled her away and bade her begone,
since men wished to talk.

“ My sister has eyes omly for you, Don
Peon,” El Cougar said. “ And you do not
have eyes, it appears, for her.”

“1It is something of which 1 dare not

“ But others
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think at present, the reasons for it being
things I cannot tell.”

“1 thank you for treating her with cour~
tesy."

“ She deserves sudh™ Don FEernande
said. “ El Cougar, you trust me, do you
not? You trust Pedro?”

% That is certain, Don Peom

“ And will you do something 1 ask®*

“If it is possitile

“ Dare you go to San Diego de Alcalt?*

“]1 am known to some there who are
enemies,” El Cougar said, “ and to many
who are my friends and will shield me.

“ Meet us there, four mights from mow,
then,” Don Fernando said briskly. “ We
will be somewhere around the plaza and
the inn. And do not question me now why
I ask this. But it is something very im-
portant.”

“ Four mnights from now, I shall be
there.”

Then they separated, and Don Fernando
and Pedro hurried back to the horse herd
and their camp, to find there had been no
visitors during their absence. After speak-
ing of what they had heard and making
certain plans, they slept. At dawn they
were up again. Pedro built a fire beneath
the cooking pot and cooked an early meal,
for Don Fernando was breaking a team to
harness and a pony to saddle.

In the afternoon, while he was working
with the harness team and Pedro was
watching and applauding the spirited colts,
riders appeared. An overseer stopped at
the camp, and with him were Don Juan
Quinonez, his daughter Angelita, and
Senorita Manuela Moreno.

ERE could be no avoiding them,

Don Fernando knew. Don Juan was

a lover of horses and had pride in

his herd, and had come out to see how

the animals were doing. And his daughter

and Senorita Manuela would be at his side
continually.

So, when commanded to do so, Don Fer-
nando drove the new team up for inspec-
tion, keeping his head lowered and trying
to avoid the senoritals eyes.
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“/A fime team, and well trained!!”” Don
Juan praised. “ You are a good mmami!”

“1 thank you, semor,” Don Fernando re-
plied.

“ My overseer tells of a colt you have
broken to ride.”

‘ That black, Don Juan.” Don Fernando
pointed it out. “ Never did I see a more
beautiful, more spirited colt.”

“SSeiidlle him!” Don Juan ordered.

That gave Don Fernando a chance to get
away, for which he was grateful. With
Pedro’s help, he caught up the colt, and
put bridle and saddle on him, then got
into the saddle and put the animal through
his paces.

And he forgot, once he was in the saddle,
that he was only an ignorant peon. The
feel of the splendid animal beneath him,
the rush of air as he rode, brought Don
Fernando Venegas to himself again. There
was native pride in the manner in which he
sat his saddle, a grace no peon could have.
He rode back to where they were waiting
and dismounted, and they moved forward
to inspect the colt, and Senorita Manuela
stroked his nose and patted him on the
neck.

*“ Beautiful, and well trained,” she said.

Don Juan bowed to her. *“ He is yours,
my dear. That was my object in riding
here today — to find a present partially
worthy of you. Accept him with my
thanks.”

Don Fernando could not but smile at her
evident delight, and caught her looking at
him searchingly again over the horse's
mane.

*“ And may 1 have another present, Don
Juan?" she asked.

“ Anything it is within mmy poor power to
give you, semoritm/!"

“ This man, them—he who broke the
colts. He is a splendid man with horses.
Our carriage driver is growing old, and
should have life easirr—"

“ Say no mared™ Don Juan turned to his
overseer. “ Have this man return to the
heciemdin to drive Don Carlos' carriage.
Let his friend return with him, since they
work well together, and put him to work
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in the stables. Send fresh men out to the
camp here. These men have been laboring
here long enougin™

The senorita thanked him again, and
once more smiled at Don Eernando, and
her face flushed as she turned away. And
Don Fernando wondered whether she knew,
or guessed, or still believed it only a
chance resemblance, or whether she mere-
ly wished to have at hand a man who was
clever with horses.

CHAPTER XVIII.
FRESH PERIL.

they returned to the haviowdin, tak-

ing with them the new team and the

riding pony for Senorita Manuela, and
moved into the hut there again.

And Pedro was inclined to be humorous
at Don Fernando's expense as they rode
the mules slowly and herded the other ani-
mals ahead of them.

“ Never in my life before,” he observed,
“ have I seen a man so attractive to fe-
males. High and low, they turn to this
Don Peon. They give him soft glances and
roll their eyes in pleasant agony, and sigh
and meaEn—"

“ But not so loudly as you'll mean, my
friend, if I swing this whip at you!" Don
Eernando interrupted.

“ Ha! It must be great to be young and
spirited and to look handsome in the eyes
of women. I am such only in memory, my
friend. Yet I cannot complain to an ex-
tent—for I have had my momentss"

“1 believe that, you mogpue!!™

“ But mever did I have a lady of high
degree and one of lesser emamored of me
at the same time. It must be a pleasant
sensation. And it may lead to difficulties.
What are your intentions in the muatiter?"

“To avoid all complications with
women, for the presemt,” Don Fernando
said.

“ For the present — ah! At least, my
friend, your good looks bring us easy labor.
First the horse camp. And now we are of
the select, you to drive a carriage and I
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to groom fine animals. Such promotion is
pleasing.”

‘“'The thing to consider now is that we
must be in San Diego de ‘Alcala four
nights hence, to learn more and prepare
to unmask villains. That is—if you are in
sympathy with me in it.”

“ More than you know, my friemd,”
Pedro said. “ You are but a peon, out-
wardly, so because of a penance, but in-
wardly you are a proud hidizllgn, and some
day must break your shell. I, also, am a
peam—outwardly.”

“ What is this?” Don Eernando cried.
* You are high bom??”

“1t is forbidden you to acknowledge
your true identity for a time, Don Peom—
and perhaps it is the same with me.”

“0I knew!” Don Fernando cried. “I
knew from the finstt. Perchance you are
undergoing a penance also.”

“ Mine was for twelve mooms,” Pedro
said, sadly. “ It nears an end, the saints
be praissi!”

“ And that is-why Fray Manass—"

“ Sj, sevor! Fray Marcos is & wise mam,
who accomplishes his ends through peculiar
ways, but always accomplishes them

EY came to the haciendis, stabled

-8 their animals, and made themselves

comfortable in their hut. Better ap-

parel was brought them by an overseer,

who said they would be shown about the
carriages and teams on the morrow.

The following day, after the siesta, Don
Fernando was told to prepare the carriage,
and when he drove it to the door of the
big house he found Senorita Manuela and
Senorita Angelita waiting, and with them
a duems, and they desired to be driven a
short distance to the home of a meighbor.

They started, Don Fernando on the
small driver’s seat in front of them, and
almost at the sefiorite’s dainty feet, and
the duema soon was drowsing, being oldish
and fat, and the girls talked in whispers,
but so Don Eernando could hear.

** Ah, he was so splemdidi™ Senorita Man-
vela was saying. “So fine a cabailero,
this Don Fernando Venegas! 1 spoke to
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him but once, and-danced with :him, and
saw him :no more. But possibly we shall
meet again some day.”

“1s he not the same who slew Bartolo
Riosin a duel, and ran away ‘when Luis
Rios challenged him?” Angelita asked.

“ He would not run away. There is some
mystery in that,” Senorita \Manuela de-
clared. “ 1 know he will come to me again
some day—and ‘he will find 'me waiting.”

Don Fernando's face burmed, and he
gave his attention to the horses, knowing a
servant is expected to overhear nothing.
And he wondered again whether the
senorita knew, or guessed, or was only
plagued by a chance resemblance.

On the return journey, just at sunset,
the girls spoke again in the same vein, and
when the carriage stopped at the big house
and they  idesranded Semoritz Mammeka
flashed Don Fernando a :smile which an-
noyed him because there was.a hint of
enigma in it.

Each day there was a short journey to
neighborhood places, but she never spoke
to him directly save to give orders, for
never were they an instant alone. And,
aside from this, Don Fernando was worry-
ing about the: meeting to be-held in San
Diego de Alcald. ElI Cougar weuld be
waiting for him there.

But Fate was kind in that. On the eve-
ning appointed for the meeting of Luis
Rios and Jos Tappia there was an air of
fashion in a house in San Diego de Alcald,
and Don Fernando received orders to drive
a carriage to the pueblo.

Pedro, the day’s work done, trudged
away down the road. Don Fernando
brought the carriage to the door at the
time named, and Don Carlos and his
daughter got into it, with a duema, and in
a second carriage rode Don Juan and Ange-
lita and another duena.

On the short journey the senorita was
gay, speaking of the affair to come, won-
dering aloud if the cabeMenes she had yet
to meet would be handsome and gallant,
and Don Fernando wondered if her speech
was for his ears and to perhaps arouse his
jealousy,
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They arrived at the house of their host,
and Don Fernando was given orders to un-
hitch the horses in the rear and to spend
the evening as he wished, being prepared to
return when the social affair should be at
an end.

He drove the carriage to the spot a peon
pointed out and unhitched the horses and
gave them a feed, then hurried to the
plaza and loitered around it cautiously,
watching men and women of fashion
stepping out of other carriages and wishing
for the day when he could take his proper
place among such again.

fimallly approached Ininm, and

they went around the huts and fires,

searching through groups of mnatives

for El Cougar. He stepped out of the dark-

ness, finally, to join them. Don Fernando
led the way to the inn.

“ Jose Tappia is here, he whispered.
“ He is to have a meeting with Luis Rios,
who has been living in the pueblo since he
wore out his welcome at the Quinonez
heciendin. They will be somewhere in the
inn, probably in a room off the patio.”

“ And why are we concerned in what
they say and do?” El Cougar asked.

“ That is to be seen, my friemd),” Don
Fernando replied. ' One thing I ask. If
you hear something which startles you,
make no outcry and hold your hand. To-
night will not be the time to strike.”

1 cannot understand your mmemiing'*

“ Soon you will understand, perhaps, if
the two men meet as plammedi”

They entered the patio of the inn
through the rear gate, keeping in the dark
spots near the wall, watched and listened.
Crouching there, they saw Luis Rios come
from the main room and stroll along be-
neath the arches. Plainly, he was making
sure he was not observed. He hesitated a
moment, then darted into one of the rooms.

“ There they meet,” Don Fernando
whispered. ‘“ We can hear better, and be
safer, outside.™

So they left the patio and went cautious-
ly along the wall of the building, and pres-
ently stopped beneath an open window

PEON 139

which was high in the wall, They could
hear, though the men inside were speaking
in low tones.

“ It is understood then, Senor Tappia,*
Luis Rios was saying. *“ We delay the up-
rising until we can be better prepared. I
furnish you gold, so that you may buy
weapons. We sweep the country, and then,
senor—"

José Tappia laughed. * Then, being in
control, we make our dupes labor for us,
and take toll of the missions, and be as
kings. Perchance even His Excellency, the
Governor, will deal with us, giving us gold
to cease our activities., We can turn over to
him certain men as ringleaders, and quietly
disappear. The ringleaders are hanged, but
what care we?”

El Cougar straightened and seemed to
bulge, but Don Fernando and Pedro
gripped him by the arms, and the former
hissed a warning for him to be still and
listen.

‘“And 1 grant you what you want, Luis
Rios,” Tappia was saying. “ Your fathet’s
haciendtn shall be spared, we ruin that of
the Venegas, and the Senorita Manuela
Moreno will be captured and delivered to
you unharmed.”

“Do not forget what I told you of Don
Fernando Venegas,” Rios said. * As a peon
he is doing penance, and may be anywhere
around. If he is taken, let him have the
fate of a spy. But I would be present when
the fate descends upon him.”

‘ Like myself, senor, you hate well when
you hate,” José Tappia said.

Don Fernando pulled El Cougar away,
Pedro following, and they moved to the
end of the patio wall.

“ You have heard, El Cougar,” Don Fer
nando said. “ Jose Tappia is a rogue. He
would send men to death to further his
own ends. Rebellion, you see, is not the
way. And he makes a deal with such a man
as Luis Ries—"

“ May they both be cursed!I” El Cougar
said. “I shall slay them both.”

“ There is @ better way than to mmake
martyrs of them,” Don Fernando pointed
out. “ Tell honest men what you have
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heard and let word be spread that José
Tappia is not to be trusted. Let that be
done immeditztielly.”

“ But what of Jose Tappia, the traitor?”
El Cougar growled. “ What of this fiire
Luis Rios, who would perhaps send some
of us to death that he may profit in various
ways?”

* Let the soldiery take Tappia and hang
him, as he deserves” Don Fernando re-
plied. *“ As for this Luis Rios—sawve him
for me. His intentions toward a certain
lady are such that I shall take it upon my-
self to treat him with severity when the
proper time is at hand.”

“ A certain ladgy—" El Cougar ques-
tianed.

“1 mean the Senorita Manuela Moreno,
for whom I now work,” Don Fernando ex-
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she is beautiful. She treats the lowly well.
That Rios thinks ill of her is emaugih—"

“ 1 understand, my friend,” El Cougar
said. “T'll attend to spreading the truth.
Come to the camp when you can, and we
will make more plans. In the meantime, 1
hold my hand and teil others to do the
same.”

They had come to the end of the wall,
and were about to go out into the plaza,
And suddenly they found soldiers before
them, Sergeant Juan Zapata in command,

“ Misguided sons of unmentionable
parents, I have you B6WW"* Zapata cried,
“ 1 beheld you some time ago crossing the
piaza. Two of you are wanted for jailbreak,
which is a hanging matter. And this giant
—it is El Cougar, is it not, who incites to
rebellion and causes honest troopers to lose

plained, * and Pedro also. She is as kind as sleep? You are my prisoners, sehorest”
TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT WEEK

Dey Aiintt No Ghusiss!
A S this issue of Amcosy goes to press, New York City’s most recently
disecovered haunted house is being very carefully investigated. Some
time ago a gentleman who doesn’t believe in ghosts, but wants to meet ofe,
offered $10,000 fer anyone who could produce a genuine haunted heuse
within a reasonable distance of the city, He got one square in the center
of town.

But this same gentleman hasn't paid over the $10,000 yet. He is going
to make an investigation ffhstt. The man who produced the haunted house
for him has no doubt at all that the ghost is still there. He used to live
there for many years and was on good terms with the ghost, a lady in white,
who had a disconcerting habit of vanishing and then reappearing in another
room, or walking through walls and sinking through ffbtmms. For eight years
this went on and then the man moved, not because of the ghost, but just be-
cause he wanted to move. The ghost had been very well behaved, and friend-
ly in a sad little way, and it didn’t occur to him to broadcast her preserice
until this $10,000 was put up. Why should he? Afiter all, ghosts aren’t so
unusual.

But the gentleman with the $10,000 has his suspicions. He is going
up there to look, though he doesn't expect to find a ghost or lose his cash.
As he puts it: “II have sought good honest ghosts, phantoms, spirits, astral
beings, banshees, fays, wee folk, apparitions, fetches—the whole pack and
passel of the unsubstantial world—" and has found nothing but frauds.

But still he has hope!
—@ksear O kefte.



AINHIS is “ Take-a-poke-at-your-fa-

vorite-author-week.” It is the week
when authors stand up and take it on
the chin, when readers make a jab at
the men who write their fiction for
them. This was not planned. It just
happened,

In the two cases immediately below,
however, the editors feel that they
should, in part at least, stand up for
the authors. We'll explain why, but
first we must listen to

AMY SIMPSON

Yesterday I bought a copy of Arcosv, the July
18th issue, and read some of the stories. When
I had finished Patrick Lee's * North of the Stars™
I was sore because I took time to read such tripe.
It's ridiculous to write a story about scientists
being villains when anybody knows they are
peaceable, scholarly people. They wouldn't be-
have like the brutes that Patriek Lee writes about.
And frem what I Hear about Ruwssian seientists,
they are making the rest advances of any in the
world ane /are peaceable, edueated folk:

Any more stories like this junk of Lee’s and
I'lt quit buying your magazine. I like my fritiion
true to life and not a pack of lies.

Los Angeles, California.

KETE are the last people in the world

* * to deny Miss Simpson the privi-
lege of calling Mr. Lee's story junk.
But we are the first to claim that her
reason for so designating it is entirely
wronAg. Miss Simpson is not at all
justified in accusing Mr. Lee or AR-
cosy of calling all Soviet scientists vil-
lalns, or of maligning them with a
" paelk of lies” We are well aware
that the Seviet sclentists as a whole are
an unusually advanced group of men;

but we also know of one case, at least,
where the leader of a settlement group
on Wrangel Island—a Russian scien-
tist—became so overwhelmed with his
own importance that he opened a reign
of terror that would have made any-
thing Mr. Lee's villain did look like
the work of a sissy. He was tried this
year in his own country, and, if we re-
member rightly, put to death for his
acts.

The fact that he was a Russian is of
no importance. He might have been
an American or an Englishman or a
Greek or anything else. 1t doesn’t mat-
ter. What he did up there on Wrangel
Island did not make all the other Soviet
scientists just like him. Amd Mr, Lee's
villain, similarly, was not intended as
a typical Soviet scientist,

In our fiction it is generally con-
venient to give the villain, as well as
the hero, a nationality. Like the real
people in the real countries some are
good and some are bad, That is what
keeps our “ fiction true to life and net
a pack of lies”

A LETTER from a second disap-
pointed reader follows below.
Here again, the editors feel obliged to
stand up for the author as against the
opinion of
WALTER F. FOLWASNY

I have been reading the ARGOSY for a mumber
of years—as a matter of fact, I have all the issues
with the exception of some fifteen or twenty num-
bers since Oetober, i9ip—ibut after having read
“The Golden Knight,” it left me speechless.
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©Of all the characters in history, 1 believe that
Richard the Lion-Hzart was least suited to portray
the rdle of the Golden Knight. IT Richard was
anything like that dull, stupid, thick-headed fool,
etc., that he depicted in the story, them either
history is wrong or else the mentality of the
people at that time was s6 lew that the Yokel
Richard, in spite of his thiek-headed ways, shene
abeve the erewd. But en the ether hand, the
other eharaeters of the stery appeared te be of
a greater intelligenee than Riehard, therefere why
Richard's bid for fame?

While I have great respect for Mr. Challis for
bis previous works, I think be showed bad taste
in choosing Richard for the role. Why, until new
Richard has appeared as the exact oppesite of
this character. While the story was very well
written, and the plot plausible, the thought of
Richard as a dirty, lumbering, slow-witted hulk
of a man fulned any ehanees of the story being a
commplete success with me.

It would be interesting to compare, if possible,
F. V. W. Mason’s version of Richard the Lion-
Heart with that of Mr. Challis, Incidentally,
when do Mr. Mason and Mr. Merritt and Mr.
Seltzer return to ARCOSY, now that I notice Mr.
Burroughs is due to make an appearance? All
four have been absent for toe long a time,

Brooklyn, N. Y.

E will break right down and ad-

mit that one big reason that
“Te Golden Knightt” received the
unanimous “Was™ of the editors of
Apwosy was beeause of Mr. Challis'
portrayal of Richard the Lion-Heart!
Fiction and song have for seven cen-
turles shown the English king as the
protetype of chivalry; historical re-
seareh seefs to tell a different tale.
There 1s ne deubt that Richard was
beld and fearless; but histery also
shews Rim te have beeA a blunderer
and a rather bull-headed fellew. He
left behind him a reeerd of unfinished
eampaigns and unsueeessful, eostly
wars—=amd littte efse. He begah quar-
feling with his father, King Heary 11,
eafly iR his yeuth, and befere the
latter's death treachereusty allied hif-
seff with King Philip of Franee against
Ris father—ah beeause hie wanted seme
[and that his father did net want Rif
{g have. Befere he reached the Hely
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Land he was. quarreling with the other
crusaders, plotting and intriguing
against them. On the crusades he ac-
complished the capture of Acre, the
cold-blooded massacre of 3,600 Mo-
hammedan prisoners—and nothing else
that he had set out to do. Wihen freed
after his long imprisonment he went
home to England, squeezed from his
impoverished subjects enough money
to pay his ransom, then left those sub-
jects flet—theit is, left England never
to return. He spent the remainder of
his life in ineffective and costly wars
against Philip of France,

Of him the Encyulyediite Britannica
says: “ He was lavish, generous, and
fearless; a skillful commander, but in-
capable of extensive combinattons or
far-reaching plans; more religions than
his father or brothers, but equally
vicious; a bad husband and a bad son,
with much of the ferocity that charac-
terized his race. . , . His reign was
signalized by no great legal or adminis-
trative reform, and England owes him
nothing but barren fame.”

We repeat then what our own not
inextensive reading of Medieval his-
tory has told us: that Richard was a
bold and valiant fighter, but a simple-
hearted fellow withal. We ourselves
were immensely pleased to see Mr.
Challis, for the first time in fiction, as
far as we are aware, portray Richard
the Lion-Heart as we believe he was,
On the other hand, the history of those
times Is a fickle thing, often disagreeing
with Itself; and we knoew that M¥. Fol-
wasny can find plenty of good au-
therlty te suppeft his beliefs. Amnd if
fof ne ether reasen than that it’s glven
us a chanee te alf eurs, we're mighty
glad he’s stated thewmn!

We want more letters like Mr. Fol-
wasnv’s. They keep us—and our au-
thors—on our toes.
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A ND now we'll take time out of the
A serious things of life to listen to
—gess who—our old friend

SEYMOUR PORLIDES

My dear Panurge, you amaze me. In my let-
ter, 1 made no claims as to being the inventor of
the word-plays on authors’ names. As the editor
put it: a few random notes. As you put it:
would-be humor. That's all.

Somewhere, I dimly remembered, such a process
had been used, and it seemed so good an idea
I had to take a crack at it, too.

If we were limited to ARGOSY authors alone,
the field of names which could be used as regular
words, became greatly limited, and perforce some
of the names I used seem now to have been used
by you, too.

From the lines you submitted in your letter of
August ist, the two letters as a whole are totally
different, having nothing in common but the basic
idea and some of the names. Not only were the
letters different, but a lot of the names themselves
were different and hadn't been used by you.

The one phrase which was most like one of
yours, “ Tut TUTTLE,” provides the most amus-
ing note of the whole incident. For that part of
my letter was suggested by a friend of mine, who
was leaning over my shoulder at the time, and
not by me. And a very good friend he is, since
it was he who introduced me to the pages of
ARCOSY.

Nevertheless, this whole incident has taught me
a valuable lessom: Don't tinker with anyone else’s
ideas, even for such harmless things as letters to
a magazine

Believe me, my dear Panurge, if I have in this
way trespassed upon your literary property, I
am duly sorry and remorseful. Maybe some
day we can collaborate on another such letter to
ARGaSY, since I've thought of some corking good
names which can be used.

Adizs, my dear Panurge—and you, too, editor,
who gives us such a swell magazine.

Bronx, N. Y.

WXTE get many letters requesting

back issues of Amsosy, and
many letters offering old copies for
sale. We do not have sufficient space
to include them all in Argomotes, but
occasionally we can make an exception,
We'll do this now in the case of

ERNEST SENKEWITZ
Since the death of my father a month age 1

PIPE GAVE
THE BUCK
FEVER!

OYS, we see no sport in gassing deer with

a gooey old pipe filled with garlicy tobacco.
But we see a lot of pleasure in a well-kept briar
packed with a gentle, fragrant blend like Sir
Walter Raleigh. We’ve put a lifetime into mix-
ing this rare combination of well-aged Kentucky
Burleys that wouldn’t nip a baby’s tongue or a
doe’s nose. Sir Walter's got a delightful aroma
all its own. Buck up and join the happy herd
of Sir Wallter Ralleigh smokers. You'll have the
world eating out of your hand ) (Full tin, with
heavy gold-foil wrap for freshness, at the un-
believably low price of 15¢.)

FREE bookiet tells
bow to make your
old pipe taste bet-
ter, sweeter; how
to break in a aew
pipe. Wirite for copy
today. Brown %
Williagmaon To-

B Ay
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have been going over his effects and I find that
he has accumulated every copy of the ARGOSY
magazine since January, 1901, with the exception
of not mere than eight copies. These missing
copies may probably be found when we complete
cataloguing his other magazines.

Can you adwise me if there is a sale some-
where for such magazines? The accumulated
literature is far too valuable to me to sell them
for waste paper. All the copies are still in first

ARGOSY

class readeble condition, but about fifteen per
cent have no covers.

If you cannot advise me as to where these
magazines may be sold for a fair price, can yeu
tell me where I may possibly obtain such in-
formation?

Thank you for any consideration you give this
request.

1612 Grandview Ave.,

N. Braddock, Penna.

TRANSPACIFIC PLUNDER

A great Tmpmiﬁc plane roars its way eastward high above
the ocean—carrying half a million in good hard money, a
lovely gifl, and seven men who are willing to kill or die to get them both. A
high-speed action novelette by

FREDERICK C. PAINTON

HARP’'S BLOOD

A cove in the Emerald Isle that was haunted by banshees and German submarines
—and a pair of fighting Irish cousins who would fight with—or for—each other
at the slightest provocation. A novelette of wartime mystery by

MAJOR R. E. DUPUY

ALSO
A full and variegated cargo of all-star fiction by ARGOSY'S ace authors

COMING IN NEXT WEEKS ARGOSYSESEPWEMBER 12th!

No JOKE To BIE DEAF
-[wery

TRIAL of Noxalco. a guaranteed harmniless

in food or drink te

anyone who drmh or etnves Wlnskey Giin, Home Brew,

Wine, Moonshine, et Your request for hfee Tﬂal brings
tﬂalaupplyhyﬁ turn maaill and !uluw wh

30 ¢
!?uem‘ ﬂil?yARLEE co. 264 BALTIMTgE MQ,

Mg;uon HABIT

In answening any adverbtiaement en UAés page 8 8 dexizobie that you mendion thiés mapscine.
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AW, QUIT IT;,
YOU -just

tell the fellows
lm stizpingohbmen

SAY JUDY _ WHAT 'S T DUN'NO __HE KEPTESMG WELL ILL BET YOUWD
EATING NED? WHY LOWY, HE WON"T WHAT’S GOT INTO HAVE STAYED HOME,
~NNEDS DIDN'T HE COME DOWN [ DO ANYTHING LATELY YOU NED - WHY'D | TOO, F YOUR FACE
PIMPLY WITH US THIS WEEK-ERBY R JUST STICKS ABOUND YOU TURN DOWN | LOOKED LIKE MINE/
4 4B HOME ALL THE TWME J | |supDv's weviE? WE | JUST TAKE A SQUINT
SKIN —_— HAD A SWELL TIMEJ| AT THESE BUOSSUN(S
MADE
HIM |
SHUN THE
CROWD
UNTIL R
WELL FOR CEYIN OUT LOWD- L3 ¢ YOU MEAN TO BOY, BUT IT6 SWELL
IS THAT ALL THAT STOPPED SAY T BIEALLY \fF‘VTW BE STEPPING OUT
YOU 2_ SAY- DON'T YOU KNOW Jduaémesaswwp. AGAIN _ BILL YOU SURE —_—
FLEISCHMANM'S YEAST IS 2 AlLL ASK MOM H‘ DID ME A GOOD TUBN
THE WAY TO FINISH OFF 1 FO GET WESSBME WHEN YOU PUT ME WISE TO
THOSE HICKIES? .~ _ FLEISCHMANNS ——

YEAST

Don’t let Adolescent Pimples spoil
YOUR chances for fun ...

PIMPLES can be real joy-killers to any boy
or girl. Yet many young people have skin
eruptions after the start of adoleseence—from
about 13 to 25, or even longer.

During this time, important glands develop
and final growth takes place. Disturbances occur
throughout the entire body. The skin gets over-
sensitive, Waste poisons in the blood irritate
this sensitive skin, Pimples result.

Fleischmann’s fresh Yeast helps
correctadolescent pimpies. It clears

) these skin irritants out of the
%‘ blood. Then, the pimples go.
- A L. Eat 3 cakes daily, one before
Dy clearing skip irritants each meal—plain, or in a little
out of the bleed water—umntil your skin elears.

opyrignt, 1936, Standard Brands Ineorperated




Never Duy....
Never too Moist

Tear the top off a Lucky package. We
promise you'll find twenty firm, round,
fully-packed Lucky Strikes. just moist
enough for the highest kind of smeking
pleasure. Moisture econtent In Luekies
is preeisely eontrolled. That Is ene of
the seerets af a Lighi Smeke. Reund
and fifm. fully packed with ne lesse
ends. Smeke Luekies t8 yeur ihreat's
eontent. Never diy, Rever 188 meRt—=
g cigaretie conditioned 8 ysur tasts:

CapyFight, 1934, The American Tohacco Company



