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Coming!
“Caravan
1 reasure”™

A great novel by
JAMES FRANCIS DWYER

“Now a devil In a family 1s a fine thing.
He acts like yeast on the imagination, and
I's a never-ending thrill he gives to the
sober ones. It 1s of my uncle Thurland
Spillane that 1 am thinking right now. On
a wild night in January, Thurland Spillane
came home, and the little imps of hell were
at his heels.

“‘And where might you have come from
now?’ asked my father.

'‘But
| came a
By China

“‘'From London/ answered Thurland.
| was only in London five hours.
roundabout way out of Russia.
and other places.” -

Thus begins this brilliant story of Ireland
and Africa—of two men who were wild
hawks of trouble, and of the Dboy and
the beautiful Russian woman who accom-
panied them on a desperate quest to the
least-known quarter of the globe — the
southern Sahara.
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3601 Michigan Avenue Chicago, lllinois
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Work home or travel. EXperience unnecessary.
DETECTIVE Particulars FREE. Write NOW to
GEORGE BOB. WAGNER, 2640 Broadway, N.Y.

CNRDYQURAE

Only one power on earth controls your destiny!

It Is the strange force sleeping Iin your mind.
Awaken it! Command it to obey your wishes!
Push obstacles aside, attract opportunities and
realize your fondest hopes and ideals.

FREE SEALED BOOK

This book explains how you may obtain an age-old,
secret method for applying the laws of mind influence
‘that will bring about these startling changes in your life.
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TO MEN WHO
WANT TO MAKE

more money

You don't “ get” raises these days
you earn them!

THESE or© strenuous times in which we live. Coni*

petition I1s keen . . . efficiency must be high.

No longer can you "hit the boss"” tor a raise and
get It "on your nerve.”

You get raises these days on your ability—and
your training.

Today a man must think about himself—amd his
future. Remember this: If you're just getting by#
fou're falling behind. The way to be sure of the
‘uture Is to be sure of yourselfl

Men are realizing this—a new era in the utilization
of spare time to acquire specialized training is herel
Men who a few years ago thought they were "sitting
on top of the world" todaﬁ are coming to Interna-
tional Correspondence Schools for training. Still
more are enrolling because they want to make more
money.

Do you want to earn more? If you do, we chal-
lenge you to mark and mail this coupon1 It has been
the beginning of success for men all over the world.

But don't bother if you're a quitterl It takes fight
and hard work to get ahead these days—and weak-
kneed, spineless men have no more chance of help-
Ing themselves by spare-time study than they have
of getting a raise]

If you're a fighter—if‘]}/ou're willing to risk a three-

cent stamp on yourself-mark and mail this coupon
today!
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Prize Offer for

Real EXperiences

ERE iIs material for a novel In every
person’s life, It has been said. Whether
this Is true or not, we do believe "that

IN the lives of most of us some experience

has occurred sufficiently exciting to merit
description In print. With this i1dea In mind
we shall be pleased to receive and to print
true stories of real experience, running from
one thousand to four thousand words each.
For each of the five best of these received each
month we will pa::?/, according to our appraisal
011: éts length and strength, an average price
of $50.

In theme the stories may deal with ad-
venture, mystery, sport, humor,— especiall
humor!—war or business. Sex Is barred.
Manuscripts should be addressed to the Real
Experience Editor, the Blue Book Magazine,
230 Park Ave., New York, N. Y. Preferably
but not necessarily they should be type-
written, and should be accompanied by a
stamped and self-addressed envelope for use
In case the story Is unavailable. _

A pen name may be used If desired, but iIn
all cases the writer's real name and per-
manent address should accompany the manu-
script. Be sure to write your name and
correct address In the upper lefthand corner
of the first page of your story, and keep a
copy as Insurance against loss of the original;
for while we handle manuscripts with great
care, we cannot accept responsibility for their
return. As this I1s a monthly contest, from
one to two months may elapse before you
receive a report on your story.

HOME-STUDY
BUSINESS TRAINING

Your opportunity can never be bigger than your
preparation. Prepare now and reap the rewards In
earlier and larger success. Free 64-Page Books Tell
How. Write now for book you want, or mail coupon
with your name and address in margin today.

O Higher Accountancy
O Mod. Salesmanship

O Traffic Management
O Law: Degreeof LL.B.

O Commercial Law O Modern Foremanship
O Industrial Mgm't O Personnel Mgm't

O Banking and Finance O Expert Bookkeeping
O Stenotypy O C. P. A. Coaching

O Rail. Station Mgm’t O Business English

O Paper Salesmanship O Effective Speaking

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
Dept* 2369-R Chicago

O Business Mgm't

O Business Correa.

O Credit and Collection
Correspondence

Greater opportunities now In adver-
tising* Learn qwckh{ In spare time*
Practical work. No text books. Old
established school. Low tuition—Easy
terms. Sendfor free booklet.

Paso*Davis School ot Advertltinc
3601 Mich*, Dept* 2412, Chicago

Gamatlds

Start $1260 to $2100 a Year

MEN—WOMEN. Common
Education usually sufficient.
Write i1mmediately for free
32-page book, with list of
many positions and particulars
telling how to get them.

FRANKLIN INSTITUTE
Dept. E293 Rochester, N. Y.

Wins $100 Prize

“1 am happy to tell you that my
travel story ‘Florida Days, and
Others’ has been awarded first
prize in theTravelatHome Con-
test conducted by the Instructor
Magazine. | received a check
for $100.”

Mrs. C. H. Ridgway
PRAFranklinSt.,Clarksville, Tenn.

Why Can't You
Write?

| t® much Simpler than you

O many people with the “germ” of writing in them

simply can't get started. They suffer from inertia.

Or they set up Imaginary barriers to taking the first
step.

Many are convinced the field Is confined to persons
gifted with the genius for writing.

Few realize that the great bulk of commercial writ-
INg IS done by so-called “unknowns.” Not only do
these thousands of men and women produce most of
the fiction published, but countless articles on business
affairs, social matters, domestic science, etc., as well.

Such material is In constant demand. Every week
thousands of checks for $25, $50 and $100 go out to
writers whose latent ability was perhaps no greater
than yours.

The Practical Method

Newspaper work demonstrates that the way to learn to write
IS by writing! Newspaper copy-desk editors waste no time on
theories or ancient classics. The story iIs the thing. Every copy
“cub” goes through the course of practical criticism—a training
that turns out more successful authors than any other experience.

That Is why Newspaper Institute of America bases its writing
Instruction on the Copy-Desk Method. It starts and keeps you
writing in your own home, on your own time. And upon the very
same Kkind of actual assignments given daily to metropolitan
reporters. Thus you learn by doing, not by studying the indi-
vidual styles of model authors.

Each week your work Is analyzed constructively by practical
newspaper men. Gradually they help to clarify your own dis-
tinctive style. Writing soon becomes easy, absorbing. Profitable,
too, as you gain the “ professional” touch that gets your material
accepted by editors. Above all, you can see constant progress
week by week as your faults are corrected and your writing
ability grows.

Have You Natural Ability?

Our Writing Aptitude Test will reveal whether or not you
have natural talent for writing. It will analyze your powers of
observation, your Imagination and dramatic iInstinct. You'll
enjoy taking this test. There Is no cost or obligation. Simply
mail the coupon below today. Newspaper Institute of America,
One Park Ave., New York, N. Y.

NewsFPaﬁo(er Institute of America 68B596
ar

One Avenue, New York

Send me, without cost or obligation, your Writing Aptitude
Test and further information about writing for profit as
promised in Blue Book, February.

Miss Z
Mrs.
Mr. )
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(All correspondence confidentia;l. No salesman will call on
you.



« Why gamble your money on un-
known razor blades when a known-
guality blade like Probak Jr. sells at
4 for 10*f? Probak Jr. guarantees plenty
of clean, cool shaves. Start the day
with Probak Jr. Your dealer has them.

Next Month!

“T he Bishop of Somaliland”’

A novelette by H. Bedford-Jones

CCOUNTING

&~ the profession thatpays

Accountants command big income.
Thousands needed. About 12,000
Certified Public Accountants iIn
U. S. Many earn $3,000 to $20,000.
We train you thoroughly at home
In your spare time for C. P. A. ex-
aminations or executive accounting
Eosmons. Previous bookkeeping
nowledge unnecessary — we pre-
pare you from ground up. Our
training IS supervised b m. B.
Castenholz, A. M., C. P. A., assisted
by staff of C. P. A.’s. Low cost—
easy terms. Write now for valuable
64-page book, ‘‘Accountancy, the
Profession that Pays,” free.

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
mm“ Tl Theschool that has trained over 1,200C .P. A.*a

Dept. 2J69-H Chicago, 111

The Tastiest Ocean Treat
from Gloucester

plump, tender, juicy

SALT MACKEREL
FILLETS

| guarantee them to please you!
TASTE THEM AT MY EXPENSE

You'll never know how delicious
fish can be until you serve
some of my mackerel fil-
lets, prepared the Down
East way. It will be
the rarest treat you’'ve

known In months.
Take one of my new,
small, meaty late-caught
mackerel fillets. Freshen
It. Broil it In I1ts own juices
to a tempting brown, until
the rich, tender meat falls
apart at the touch of your
fork. Serve piping hot. Your
mouth will water at its appe-
tizing aroma. You'll smack your

Just what Bps over its wonderful flavor.

r K.Y What Makes My Mackerel FHllets SoGood?

But you must get the right kind of mackerel fil-
lets— the pick of the new late catch Ls what you want—to get
this real food joy. That's the secret of the tempting goodness
of my mackerel fillets. | send you the choicest fillets that are
carefully sliced from the fat, tender sides of the new late-caught
mackerel. Practically boneless, no waste parts whatever, these

mackerel fillets are so tender and full bodied that they just flake
Into juicy mouthfuls.

Send No Money Now
unless you wish to

Just send the coupon below or write me a letter, and I’'ll ship
you a pail of 18 extra choice mackerel fillets—each fillet suitable
for an individual serving. My fillets come to you all cleaned—
no heads— no tails— no large body bones—
no waste whatever—just meaty fillets
packed In new brine in a wax-lined wooden
pail. Taste one—Dbroiled the Down East
way. If not satisfied it’s the finest mack-

erel you ever tasted, return the balance at Extra Choice

my expense. Otherwise, send me only $2 Mackerel

within 10 days. 200.000 families get their Fillets Onl

seafood from me this “ prove-it-yourself” Hiets nly

way. |’'ve been doing business this way for

50 years and | must say that this is the

lowest price for this size pail of mackerel

fillets 1've ever offered. Send your coupon

today for this real Gloucester treat. Delivered
FREE!

Frank E. Davis, The Gloucester Fisherman AN nVY[Rgre

United Stat
167 Central Wharf, Gloucester, Mass. nite AeS

Mr. Frank E. Davis, The Gloucester Fisherman
167 Central Wharf, Gloucester, Mass.

My dear Mr. Davis: Please send me, all charges prepaid, a pail
containing 18 extra choice mackerel fillets. clear fish. no heads,
tails, or waste parts, and practically boneless. If, after trying
a fillet, 1 am not entirely satisfied, | will return the rest at
your expense and will owe you nothing. Otherwise, 1'll send
I you $2.00 within 10 days.*

Name

| Addre
lg City

BanK OF OTNeE Fe Ol O C . e e e s

*If you wish to send check for full amount now. I'll include
with your mackerel a copy of my 25c beautifully illustrated
cook book containing 136 delightful recipes. Your money will
be instantly refunded if you are not pleased In every way.
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A Sallor's Scrapbook

Bark and Barkentine— by Coulton Waugh

“H E rigs of barks and barkentines

combine fore-and-aft and square

X salls. On a bark the mizzenmast
Is fore-and-aft-rigged, while mainmast
and foremast are square-rigged.

This was the favorite rig of the whal-
Ing ships. Only a few years ago one
could still see those romantic old vessels
with their white spars and yards and
clumsy hulls lying In old New England
ports—home from the most dangerous
sport in the world. Who that has read
“Moby Dick,” Melville’s great classic of
whaling, can forget the end of the Pe-
guod, as the great white whale bore down
to crush her under his battering-ram of
a head? Yet here fact equals fiction.

On March 27, 1902, the wdialing ship
Kathleen of New Bedford was struck in
the bow by an enormous whale. Three
boats wEre out of sight chasing whales;
the fourth boat was close alongside. The
Captain set signals to recall the other
boats and ran to warn his wife. Seizing
her parrot’s cage, she covered It. But
while being lowered Into the whaleboat
Polly stuck his head out, looked around
and remarked, “Well, now, this Is damn’
bad luck!” Five minutes later the
Kathleen went down; and the boats, hav-
Ing found each other, held a council of
war. They were a thousand miles from
land. The Captain had saved a little
bread and water from the ship. They
headed to the nearest land, the island of
Barbados. It was a desperate situation,
for there was not enough water for the
thirty-nine souls who composed the little
fleet. By the rarest chance, three of the
boats were picked up the next day by a
vessel. But the fourth made the long
journey alone. It took eleven days, and

only a sudden tropic shower saved the
ten men therein from dying of thirst.
The Dbarkentine Is square-rigged on
the foremast, and fore-and-aft-rigged on
main and mizzen. The latter masts are
In two sections, the upper parts called
main topmast and mizzen topmast, the
lower parts mainmast and mizzenmast.
These are constructed just like a schoon-
er's masts. The foremast, however, IS
In three sections, called (from the deck
up) foremast, fore topmast, and fore
t'gallant mast, and carries square sails.
This 1s a rig still seen In the sugar
trade between San Francisco and the
Hawallan Islands, also carrying dried
codfish from Newfoundland. Picture-
esque barkentines compose the fishing
fleet which annually sets out from San
Malo, France, and Is blessed by a pre-
late of the church before spending months
In fishing on the Newfoundland Banks.
Perhaps because of their ability to
head so close Iinto the wind, barkentines

have lasted longest In the valiant battle
of sail against steam. This rig Is prac-

tical because the fore-and-aft sails per-
mit the vessel to go to windward, and
because the square sails are at their best
when running before steady trade-winds.
Many of these handsome and able ves-
sels w~ere built along the Maine Coast and
INn Nova Scotia within the last forty years.
And they could sail! The barkentine
Toboggan, built in Yarmouth in 1890, was
well-named, for she arrived In New York
on July 30, 1891, only thirty-eight days
out from Montevideo—a remarkable pas-
sage. Even now one may occasionally
come across one of these graceful memen-
toes of an old and gallant tradition, foam-
Ing along with a fine bone In her teeth.



A CROSS Lake Maracaibo the morn-
INg sun was shining bright. Boss
1 \ Carroll walked rapidly along the
concrete path beneath the coconut palms
of the Lake Oil compound. The Boss
was an extremely efficient man of fifty.
Some of his colleagues thought him a
little too efficient.

“This Is going to be a tough day,”
thought the Boss with a grim smile of
anticipation. He loved tough days.

He turned In at the radio shack beside
the main office. Jim Baliley, Chief of
Communications, was waiting by his
INstruments.

“Come on, Jim,” ordered
crisply. “Let’s get going.”

Jim Balley looked at his watch.

“1t's only quarter to nine,” he said.
“Rio Balsa won't be on the air until
nine.”

The Boss sat down and drummed with
Impatient fingers on the desk. He hated
delay; he hated waiting. He hated the
radio, with its “calling™hours” and cum-
bersome code-words to foil eavesdropping
competitors. But a telephone line to RIo

the Boss

Gregorio

Illustrated by

JCIOWN on the
jL/ Ri1o Balsa, a
white man was twice
wounded — by an
Indian arrow, and
another. And he
was two hundred
miles from help, ex-
cept via radio—a
device which did
not astonish the
Indian, for he had a
magic of his own.
A remarkable story
by a New England
writer who chooses
to use a pen name.

Balsa was out of the question. The camp
was In the Motilone country; and the
Indians stole every Dbit of wire they
could get their hands on.

Jim Baliley looked at the Boss care-
fully, gauging the state of his mind. It
didn’t look too good, but he decided to
take a chance.

“Say, Boss,” he asked, “how long are
you going to keep Tom up at Rio Balsa?”
Tom Preston was Jim’s best friend.

“Just till he gets through the hard
digging. Maybe a week.”

“You ought to keep him there another
month, Boss,” saild Jim. “You know
why.”

Boss Carroll looked up with a frown of
annoyance.

“No,” he snapped; “you asked me that
before. | won't do it. I'm not going to
waste him on easy digging. He was a
fool to get mixed up with that Claire
woman.”

“She’ll ruin him, Boss,” warned Jim,
“the way she ruined Mike Lenihan.”

“1 can't help 1t. It’'s none of my
business.”



Somers

L. R. Gustavson

“Sure, | can help,”
saild Mike. “I can
fix Tom’s arm: |
can make the Moti-
lones let the camp
alone. But / won’t
do 1it—I1 won't save
Tom, so she can get
his bonus!”

“Yes, Boss,” said Jim quietly, “it 1Is
your business. This iIsn’t the States.
Things are different down here. Let me
tell you—"

Boss Carroll glared impatiently.

“All right, tell me. [I'll listen. Tell
me why things are different. Tell me
why 1've got to worry about my men’s
love-affairs. And while you're about It,
you'd better tell me why you all fall for
Claire. An unmarried American qirl
hanging around Maracaibo Is just one
thing: Why don’'t you pick her up and
drop her, the way you'd do back home?”

“No, Boss,” said Jim very earnestly,
“1t's not like that: Put yourself in Tom’s
place, Boss. He’'s never been out of the
States before. He’s lonely, He can't
meet the decent Venezuelan girls. He
doesn’t know how. AnNnd he’s too decent
himself to be satisfied with the other
Kind.”

“*So what?”

“S0 he kids himself about Rose Claire.
She’s good-looking. She’'s American. She
was brought up right. She dresses right.
She talks and acts like the girls he would

v

have known iIf he hadn’t come down here.
She’'s the only girl like that In Mara-
calbo.”

“So what?” Insisted the Boss.

“Can’t you understand, Boss?” pleaded
Jim Bailey. “Tom’s a decent, honest
feller with a lot of i1deals about women.
If he can’t find the right girl, he’ll take
the best there Is around, and kid himself
she’'s O. K. Claire’s out for the money,
that's all. She’s poison. But you can't
tell Tom that. He won’'t hear a word
against her. He wants to think that he’s
found a nice, decent girl who's going to
marry him. You ought to hear him rav-
Ing about the house he’s going to build
for her In Dallas.”

“He’s a fool.”

“Sure he’s a fool. As soon as she gets
his bonus money, she’ll ditch him the way
she ditched Mike Lenihan. She told
Mike her mother had to have an oper-



8 THE BLUE BOOK MAGAZINE

ation. She got all the money he could
raise. Then she threw him out.”

“He ought to be glad he got rid of her.”

“No, Boss. It broke Mike all up. He
was building his life around her—just the
way Tom iIs now. Come on, Boss. Keep
Tom up at Rio Balsa for at least another
month.”

“What good will that do—If he’s really
INn love with the woman ?”

“He’'s weakening, Boss. |'ve been
working on him over the radio. And by
that time, Claire’ll have her claws on
somebody else.”

“No,” snapped the Boss. “I1'm running
an oil-company. | need Tom here.”

“You needed Mike Lenihan too,” re-
minded Jim. “When she gave him the
alr, he quit his job and beat It off In the
bush and lived with the Motilones. You
had him put on the black-list. He’'s been
on the beach ever since. That didn’t do
the company any good.”

Boss Carroll’s mind was closed. He
banged his fist on the desk.

“Get your gadgets going, Jim,” he com-
manded abruptly. “It's close to nine.”

Jim Balley shrugged his shoulders and
went to the Instrument-board. He
snapped three switches. A row of tubes
glowed yellow. A low hum filled the
shack. Jim put the head-set over his
ears and listened eagerly. He enjoyed
calling the camp on the radio.

In his mind’'s eye he saw the ether-
waves sweeping out from the shack In
ever-widening circles: Over the hot lit-
tle city of Maracaibo they flew; over
the cactus desert near the town; over the
jungle shore of the upper lake. Up the
Rio de Oro, where the monkeys swung
through the tangled vines; up the RIo
Balsa— that dangerous stream; up to the
Motilone country, under the white peaks
of the Sierra de Perija. ... It was nearly
two hundred miles by boat to the test-
well on the RiIo Balsa; but the radio
made It In less than a minute—time for
the tubes to warm up.

IM heard the hum In the phones die

down. Then he heard another faint

sound, which gradually grew in volume.
He was expecting to speak with Alec
Reed, machinist and radio operator, the
other American at the camp. But even
before he could distinguish the words, he
recognized the voice of his friend Tom
Preston. There was an urgent, anxious
ring In the voice. Gradually the words
grew clear, like a telescope Image com-
INng to focus.

“Calling Maracaibo,” chanted Tom
monotonously. “Calling Maracaibo. Call-
Ing Maracaibo.”

“Here we are, Tom,” said Jim. “You’'re
two minutes early.”

“1've been calling since daylight, Jim.”

“What do you think I am, pal? 1 got
to get some sleep.”

“Listen!”

“I'm listening. How's every little
thing?”

“Listen!” cried Tom, almost scream-

Ing. “The Indians jumped the camp.
Alec’'s dead. ANd three natives.”
“Christ!”

“Get the boss.”

“He’s right here.”

Jim handed the head-set to Carroll.

“Motilones!” he whispered very low,
as If the Indians were near and listening.
“They jumped the camp. Alec’s dead.”

ARROLL grabbed the phones and
Jammed them over his ears. He was
visibly shocked, but still efficient.

“Carroll speaking,” he said. “Give
me the report.”

Rapidly Tom told the story.

“1 don’t know much, Boss,” he said.

“But this Is 1t: We were asleep In the
tent— me and Alec. We had a native on
guard outside with a rifle. The rest of
the natives were In the other tent. They
had a guard too. | woke up sudden. |
heard a lot of yelling. Then | heard
Alec scream. | grabbed the flash-light
and turned 1t on. Alec had an arrow In
his side. The tent was full of arrows.
They were sticking all over.

“1 turned off the light quick. The
Motilones gave another yell, and | heard
the bowstrings snapping outside and the
arrows coming through the canvas. |
dropped down on the floor and felt around
for my gun. | heard some more screams
from the natives’ tent. Then | found the
gun and fired some shots through the
wall. One of the natives fired a rifle.
Then we didn’t hear another sound.”

“Why didn’t you put that sheet-iron up
around the tents the way | told you to?”

demanded Boss Carroll angrily. “What
do you think | sent it for?”
“Aw, Boss, lay off! I'm a fool. But

| was busy, and | thought | could get
away with i1t. We didn't see any
Motilones.”

“Nobody ever sees the little devils.”

“What shall | do, Boss?”

“What did you do?”

“When things quieted down, | took a
look at Alec. He was dead, all right. The
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arrow went right through him and stuck
out the other side. He must have died
gquick. Then | crawled over to the na-
tives’ tent. Both the guards were dead.
One had three arrows In him. And Fer-
nandez got an arrow In his thigh. You
know Fernandez—the native foreman
from Cabimas. It wasn't much of a
wound, but he died before daylight. |
don’t know why.”

“You don't know?”
“God, you're a fool!

cried Carroll.
Those arrows are

poisoned !”
“Poisoned? Good God!
scratch myself. In the hand.”

Carroll shook his head and looked at
Jim Bailey. His mask of calm efficiency

was cracking a little.

«3T3y T5*

“Call Doctor Jackson, Jim,” he ordered.
“Tell him to come here quick.”

He turned back to the radio.

“Now listen, Tom,” he said very
seriously. “Do just what | tell you, and
do it quick. Is your hand swelling any?”

“Yes, Boss. It's swelling above the
wrist.”

“Well, take a razor-blade and open up
the cut. Don’t be afraid of making It
bleed. That's the idea. When it's bled
a lot, you put a tourniquet above the
elbowT and cut off the circulation. The
Doctor’ll be here soon. He'll tell you
more. But do this now”

“O. K., Bo0ss.”

Tom’s voice was shaking a little.

“So long, Boss,” he said reluctantly, as
If he didn't want to leave the friendly
radio.

“So long, Tom.
| can.

I'll call you as soon as
Do what | told you.”

“When things quieted down, | took
a look at Alec. He was dead, all
right—he must have died quick.”

Boss Carroll sat for a moment think-
Ing. Jim Bailey saw for the first time
an Irresolute expression on his face. It
was gone In a flash. He grabbed the
telephone and jiggled the hook.

“Carroll speaking,” he ordered.
me the Governor.”

“The Governor?” questioned the oper-
ator in the main office.

“Yes, you fool!” shouted Carroll.
“Governor Torres-Colima.”

“He won’t be In his office yet.”

“Get him In the Palace.
emergency.”

Impatiently he waited while the call
fought I1ts way to the Governor’'s ear.
Outraged secretaries yielded unwillingly.
At last came the booming voice of
Torres-Colima himself. Carroll poured a
flood of rapid Spanish into the phone.

“Get

It's an



10 THE BLUE BOOK MAGAZINE

“Your Excellency,” he cried, “the
Motilones have attacked our camp on the
Rio Balsa. They have killed one Ameri-
can and three Venezuelans. | want some
soldiers quick.”

Governor Torres-Colima was a slow
and leisurely man on ordinary occasions,
but a hint of crisis stirred him to joyful
action.

“At once, Senor Carroll! At once. |
shall call the barracks at once. While
the soldiers are on their way to the
pier, 1 shall start for your office.”

“The greatest thanks, Your Excellency.
| shall be at the radio.”

Carroll hung up. Then he jiggled the
hook again. He called the hospital.
Doctor Jackson was on his way. He
called the American consul. He sent a
rush cable to the head office In New
York. He called the Colombian consul.
The International boundary ran close to
Rio Balsa.

Rapidly the news of the disaster spread
out from the radio-room. Telephones
rang all over Maracaibo. Lake Oil em-
ployees left their work to drift in little
worried groups toward the radio shack,
where they gathered to whisper and stare.

Presently Doctor Jackson arrived. He
listened carefully to Carroll’s account.
He was not encouraging.

“1 don’t know a damn’ thing about
the Motilone poison,” he said helplessly.
“Nobody does. It's an alkaloid of some

L3005
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sort, which works through the lymphatic
system. It's slow but very toxic. The
Indians have an antidote, but nobody
knows what it i1s. I'm afraild Tom Pres-
ton’s a dead man.”

“Can't you tell him something?”
pleaded the Boss. “I1 said you would.”

“Sure | can. But it won’t do any good.”

The Doctor put on the head-set and
spoke Into the mouthpiece.

“Hello, Tom,” he said. “This Is Doc-
tor Jackson. How'’'s the hand?”

Tom answered at once. He'd been
waliting.

“1 opened her up, Doc,” he said, “the
way the Boss told me. She bled a lot.
Then | put a bandage above the elbow.
| got a native to twist it good and tight.”

“Is your earm swelling above the
bandage?”

Tom hesitated a moment. When he
answered, his voice was artificially quiet
and calm—to conceal the terror pressing
behind the words.

“Yes, Doc. It's swelling all the way
up to the shoulder. AnNnd It hurts In the
armpit now.”

“Rub some permanganate crystals into
the cut,” saild the Doctor reassuringly.
“That will fix 1t. And don't use your
arm any more than you have to.”

There was a moment of silence.
Through the low hum In the earphones,
the Doctor could hear Tom breathing
hard, as If he’d run a long way uphill.
Then he heard a short, strangling groan.

“Doc,” cried Tom desperately, “give
me the straight dope. Is It going to get
me?”

“Nonsense! You'll be all right In a

couple of days.”
But the Doctor took off the head-set

and put one hand over the mouthpiece.

The camp was only a little ragged
clearing beside the shallow river, sur-

rounded by enormous gray-barked trees.



THE POISONED ARROW 11

“He hasn’t got a chance, Carroll/’ he
sald. “The poison’s above the ligature.
He may last until night, but not longer.”

Just then the telephone rang. The
Boss answered. It was a cable from the
Chairman of the Board In New York.
“Spare no money or men” it said. “Must
teach Motilones lesson ”

The Boss hung up, only to answer an-
other call. Incessantly the telephone
rang. The great Lake Oil was springing
to action, pulling I1ts far-flung wires. The
air-line offered planes. Rival oil-com-
panies offered assistance—even the Eng-
lish and the Dutch. The President of
Venezuela telegraphed from Maracay.
The Colombians radioed from Bogota.

But Boss Carroll shook his head. He
knew that all the troops and money and
planes In the world were not enough.
They were not enough to stop that slow,
deliberate poison creeping up Tom Pres-
ton’s arm.

For the first time In his life the Boss
felt wholly helpless. Between telephone
conversations, he would look to the
Doctor, pleading with his eyes. But the
Doctor only shook his head.

“1 can’t do anything, Carroll,” he said.
“There i1sn't a man In the world who
knows about the Motilone poison.”

Jim Baliley had been keeping very
guiet, watching his radio Instruments.
But now he turned to the Boss.

“How about Mike Lenihan ?” he asked.
“He lived with the Motilones for a year.
Maybe he knows something.”

Boss Carroll’'s face froze hard.

“That beachcomber! Keep him out of
this. He’s a bum.”

“You know why he’s a bum. Claire
took his dough and chucked him In the
ditch. Just as | was telling you awhile
back.”

“1 don’t care,” said the Boss obstinate-
ly. “He was a good geologist. | needed
him bad, and he left me flat. 1 told him
|’'d have him arrested If he ever came on
Lake Oil property.”

IM BAILEY tried hard to keep his
temper.

m “That's ancient history, Boss. Mike
was a good friend of Tom’s. Maybe he
can do something. It won’t hurt the
company to let him try. You don’t want
to lose Tom too.”

“Better let him try, Carroll,” said the

Doctor. “The Motilones have a cure
for their poison. Perhaps he knows what
It 1S.”

“All right,” said the Boss, yielding un-

graciously. “Go get him. Do you know
where he lives?”

“Sure. In Milagro.”

“Get him, then. But don’t expect me
to kiss him.”

Jim Balley picked up the telephone and
talked for a long time In Spanish. Finally
he hung up.

“1 got a native friend of his,” he said.
“He'll be over.™

Then followed one of those strange
silences which come In the midst of
crisis. No one spoke. Jim Bailey watched
the glowing tubes of the radio, wondering
whether to take up a head-set and talk
to Tom. The Doctor stood looking at
the floor, his hands twitching helplessly.
Boss Carroll played with the telephone.
He had done everything. There was
nothing more to do until the Governor or
Mike Lenithan arrived.

HEN ashadow passed across the open
door, dimming a little the light Iin the
room.

“May | come In?” asked an agreeable
feminine voice.

The three men turned to look. Through
the door stepped an extremely attractive
girl of twenty-five. She wore a light,
fluffy cotton dress. She carried a pink
parasol. On her golden hair was a wide-
brimmed straw hat. She smiled en-
chantingly. Her beauty would have
made her welcome In any ordinary group
of men. But the reaction In the radio
shack was very different.

Boss Carroll sprang angrily to his feet.

“Get out of here, Claire,” he shouted,
his face turning red. “I1 told you to
keep off the Lake compound, and | mean
It. Get out before | throw you out.”

A hard, calculating glitter appeared In
the girl’s blue eyes. Her smile faded.

“1 know what’'s going on,” she cried.
“Tom Preston’s dying. |'ve got a right
to talk to him. He's my fiance.” *

“Your flance!” shouted Boss Carroll.
“Your sucker, you mean. Get out of here
quick.”

Jim Balley put his hand over the radio
mouthpiece so that no stray sound should
penetrate to Rio Balsa.

“Don’t let her talk to him, Boss,” he
warned. “She'’s after the bonus he got for
capping Number 9. She'll tell him to
make his well In her favor. He'll do 1t!”

“Why not?” cried the girl defiantly.
“I1f he wants to, why not?”

“Because | won't let him,
the Boss.

Rose Claire stamped her foot.

declared
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“1've got a right,” she screamed. “No
man ever played fair with me. Why
shouldn't 1? . .. Give me that phone!”

Jim Baliley jerked the head-set out of
the panel. Boss Carroll took drstep for-
ward.

“Get out of here, Claire,” he ordered.
“You're a damned nuisance. You ruined
Mike Lenithan, the best geologist In
Venezuela. You ruined that English law-
yer at the V. P. C. You pretty nearly
ruined Tom Preston. Now you’ve heard
he’s dying, and you come sneaking around
to pick his bones. Get out!”

He started to push her bodily out of
the shack. Jim Bailey watched approv-
Ingly. Then he happened to look out.

“Stop It, Boss,” he warned in a low

volce. “Here's the Governor.”

BIG limousine had come to a silent

stop before the shack; from It stepped
the powerful figure of Governor Torres-
Colima. He was six feet tall, with bushy
black sideburns and a close-clipped black
mustache. He wore a brown uniform
and high boots. He strode into the radio
shack, bowed to Claire and Kissed her
hand gallantly.

“The Senorita Is looking her best this
morning,” he said with a sardonic smile.
“Perhaps our notorious climate agrees
with her.”

The girl smiled back. But the Gov-
ernor turned to Carroll without another
word. Her character was well under-
stood In Government circles.

“My men are ready, Senor Carroll,” he
sald In Spanish. “They will start up the
lake as soon as | give the word. But |
should like to know the exact situation.”

In rapid Spanish, Boss Carroll told
the story of the Motilone attack. The
Governor shook his head.

“This I1s more serious than | thought,”
he said. “Your man Preston will die.
Nothing can save him. The other Ameri-
can Is already dead. The Venezuelan
foreman Is dead. That leaves nothing
but peons. The Motilones will attack
again tonight. The peons will have no
leader. They will not be able to resist
effectively. And If they start down-
river, they will be attacked In the
launch.”

“Can't you send the soldiers
alrplane?”

“Certainly,” said the Governor, shrug-
ging his shoulders. “But the plane will
have to land at the mouth of the RIo de
Oro. From there it Is two days by boat
to the camp. Your men will all be dead.”

“Can’'t we do something?” cried Carroll
desperately.

The Governor shrugged his shoulders
again.

“1 shall send the airplane and the
soldiers. | shall do everything possible.
But | warned you about the Motilones,
senor. This Is the dangerous season.
The rivers are low, and the Indians come
down from the mountains to gather alli-
gator eggs on the sandbars. | told you
that, and offered you soldiers, but you re-
fused them.”

Boss Carroll sat down weakly and
covered his face with his hands. His air
of efficient self-assurance had totally dis-
appeared. The Governor stood silent, a
look of sympathetic sorrow on his rugged
face. Claire kept her t*yes defiantly on
the Instrument-board, possessed by her
single 1dea. Jim Bailey watched her
closely, keeping the headset well out of
reach.

“You won't get a word In, baby,” he
whispered loud enough for her to hear.
“Not while I'm around.”

A small crowd had gathered outside
the radio shack. Lake employees, both
American and Venezuelan, were standing
IN a silent semicircle, watching the door.
Three Chinese from the cook-house jab-
bered together, looking up at the radio
mast.

They all knew Tom Preston. They all
had the same gruesome picture In their
minds: the hot little clearing In the RIio
Balsa; the tangled green of the jungle

IN an
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pressing close; the mysterious Motilones,
silent, Invisible—waiting for darkness.
And the poison creeping slowly toward
the heart.

Suddenly a battered flivver skidded to
a stop behind the Governor's car. A
slender young man sprang out. He was
an American, but his face was tanned as
dark as a Venezuelan’s. He was dressed
like a simple peon, In khaki trousers and
Jacket. He pushed through the crowd
and entered the shack.

“Here's Mike Lenihan,” cried Jim.

He clenched his thin hands Into
He glared at Rose Claire.

“What In hell's she doing here?” he
demanded angrily.

“She wants to talk to Tom,” said Jim
Bailey. “She’s after his bonus.”

“Just her style,” snapped Mike. “Toss
her out.”

“He’s my filance,” said the qirl
flantly. “1'm engaged to him.”

“Engaged!” cried Mike Dbitterly.
“Yeah! You were ‘engaged’ to me once.
Remember? | had a bonus too.”

Boss Carroll interrupted.

“Come on, Mike. For God’s sake, stop
scrapping. We've got to do something.”

Once more he told the story of the
Motilone attack. Mike listened at-
tentively.

“Think of something, Mike,” pleaded
Carroll. “You lived with the Motilones.
Can’t you help? Can't you?”

Mike Lenihan’s lips set hard in a thin
line.

“Sure | can help,” he said coldly. “I
know just what to do. | can fix Tom’s
arm. | can make the Motilones leave the
camp alone. But | won't do I1t”

“You won't do 1t?” cried the Boss.
“What the hell? Tom’s a friend of yours.

MIKE stopped a yard inside the door.
IStS.

de-

He’'s dying.”
“No, | won’t. Sure, Tom’'s a friend
of mine. That's why | won’t.”

“For God’s sake, why not? What's

the 1dea?”

Mike turned a look of glittering, fanat-
ical hatred on Claire.

“That's why | won’t,” he shouted loud-

" 'He pointed at the girl with a thin
brown finger.

“1 won't save Tom so she can get his
bonus.”

“Mike!” cried Carroll.
nuts.”

Mike advanced upon him with a black
frown.

“You've gone

“I've gone nuts, have 1? You dumb
fool! You dried-up old fossil! You
were never In love with anybody but
yourself. You don’'t know. But | fell
for her myself. | know!”

Boss Carroll glared back.

“You didn’t have to act like an idiot.
What If she did get your money and give
you the air? You didn't have to go nuts.
You didn’t have to chuck your job. You
didn’t have to sneak off In the bush and
live with the damned Motilones. There
are plenty of women.”

Jim Balley came over and put his arm
around Mike’s shoulder.

“Come on, Mike,” he said. “Think It
over. Tom’s a good guy, and you’'re his
friend. What if Claire does get his dough
and throw him out? That's better than
dying In the bush.”

“No, 1t 1sn't,” cried Mike. “1 know
how It feels. He’s been building his life
around her, way | did. He’'s deaf, dumb
and blind, as \ was. He’'ll come back
here anxious to see her. She'll be nice
until she gets his money. Then she’'ll
give him the air. | know. It hurts. But
the Motilone poison doesn’'t hurt. It
just stops the pump when it gets there.
Quick. L\k€ that!”

He snapped his fingers loudly.

HE Governor was enjoying the scene

hugely, but he was much too polite
to show his amusement. He listened
carefully to catch each English word.

“The Senorita Claire Is very attrac-
tive,” he said to Mike. “But | could have
Introduced the American gentleman to
many attractive ladies.”

Mike switched to fluent Spanish.

“I1t I1sn’t the same, Your Excellency. |
wanted a girl of my own people. | wanted
a decent girl. | wanted to work for her,
dream about her. | wanted a girl to
take back to the States when |I'd made
enough money. | thought Claire was that
Kind.”

The Governor shrugged his shoulders.
He couldn’t understand such narrowness.
His own appreciation was extremely wide.
But he had other persuasive resources.

“In that case, my friend,” he said
calmly, “let us forget Senor Preston for
the moment. Let us think of the eight
peons who are with him at Rio Balsa.
They are simple men, without education.
But they have sweethearts, no doubt, who
really love them. It would not be right
to allow them to be killed by the Moti-
lones. Not all women are like the
Senorita Claire.”
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Mike was silent. He seemed wavering.

“And,” continued the Governor, “there
IS a practical consideration. A man who
had rescued eight Venezuelans from
death would not have to work for an oll
company. He could get an excellent po-
sition with the Government.”

Mike looked at the qirl, who was
standing defiantly to one side, apparently
unabashed by this objective discussion
of her character. He looked at Boss
Carroll. Then his face showed that he
had changed his mind.

“All right, Boss,” he said.
the battery-room.
alone.”

Boss Carroll stepped iInto the little
room which held the batteries and gen-
erator. With a hostile look at Claire,
Mike followed and closed the door.

In a few moments he was out again.
Very deliberately he went to the Instru-
ment board and adjusted a head-set over
his ears.

“Connect me up, Jim,” he said calmly.
“1'm going to talk to Tom.”

Jim plugged the head-set
panel.

“What did you make the Boss promise,
Mike?” he whispered.

“1'll tell you some time—maybe.”

“All right. Go ahead and talk to Tom.
You're connected.”

“Go Into
| want to talk to you

INto  the

HE room was very still. Boss Carroll,
Tthe Doctor and the Governor were
watching Mike. Claire was pouting dis-
agreeably, her eyes on the floor. Jim
Bailey watched the radio instruments. A
Venezuelan officer, the Governor’s aide,
tiptoed through the door, followed by
three Lake employees from the general
office.

Mike seemed to be collecting his
thoughts. Finally he spoke.

“Hello, Tom,” he said. “This Is Mike
Lenithan.”

Tom answered quickly, a note of
anxious relief In his voice.
“Hello, Mike,” he said. “Your Motl-

lone friends played hell with us last
night.”

“1 know, Tom. You'd do the same If
you were In their place. They were just
defending their country. But never mind
that. Listen. | think | can make them
fix you up. There’s only about five hun-

dred Motilones In the Perija. | know
them all.”

“You Dbetter get going, Mike. My
whole shoulder feels dead. | can’'t move

my arm.”

“All right.
whistle?”

TSure.”

“Go get It.”

“1t's right on my belt.”

“Then listen. Have you heard any-
thing since daylight?”

“1 heard some funny whistling.
of like a bird, but different.”

“Yeah. | know. That's the way the
Motilones talk in the thick bush. They
can cover a hell of a distance. Now
listen. |I'm going to teach you some of
the language. Listen.”

Have you got a signaling

Sort

series of high, birdlike notes, all on
one pitch, of various lengths, irregularly
spaced. They sounded rather like the
Morse code, but they had a curious
elusive rhythm, very weird and primitive.

Three times he whistled the call.

“Try 1t, Tom,” he said. “Not
the whistle, just with your lips.
make much noise.”

Tom tried the call.
not convincing.

“You got to do better than that,” said
Mike.

He whistled the call again. Tom tried
again. The lesson proceeded In total
silence except for the low hum from the
radio tubes. No one dared speak or
move. Two hundred miles away, under
the white peaks of the Parija, the lives of
nine men depended upon those simple
notes, their accuracy, their perfect Imi-
tation.

At last Tom caught the rhythm of the
call. Mike made him repeat It many
times, to fix It In his memory. Finally he
was satisfied.

“That's good enough,” he said.

“What does It mean?” asked Tom.

“1t's my name, and a sort of a flag of
truce. It says: ‘Come and talk to your
friend Mike."”

“What do you want me to do?” asked
Tom.

“Listen,” said Mike. “First you take
the head-set and hang It up outside the
tent. Cut a hole In the canvas, If the
wire isn't long enough. Then get your
natives out of sight. Then go out Into
the clearing and give that call on your
whistle. Just as loud as you can. Keep
It up until something happens.”

“What do | do next?” asked Tom un-
easily. “What iIf the Indians do come
out of the bush? | can’t talk to them.”

“You won't have to. Only the chief
will come. Hold your hands out, to show

I\/IIKE pursed his lips and whistled a

with
Don’t

It was close, but
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Mike whistled a series of birdlike notes.
“That’'s my name,” he said, “and a sort of flag
of truce. Give that call on your whistle, Tom.

e, , Go to it—we're praying for you.”

you haven’'t got any weapons. Then try
and get him over to the tent and put the
head-set on him. [I'll do the talking.”

Mike whistled the call again, to freshen
Tom’'s memory.

“Go to It, Tom,” he said.
Ing for you.”

Mike looked around the radio room, at
the semicircle of anxious faces.

“Is 1t going to work?” demanded Jim
Baliley.

“1t ought to.”

No one spoke another word. They
all stood silent, their minds alive. They
were all living for themselves that strange
drama on the Rio Balsa: Tom Preston
with his paralyzed shoulder and his little
whistle, confronting the green jungle—its
mysterious terrors and keen-eyed death.

The crowd outside had fallen silent

too. Even the three Chinese had stopped
their chatter.

“We're pray-

N the Rio Balsa the sun was climbing
high and very hot. The mountain

Venezuelan laborers huddled in a nervous
group between two stacks of gasoline
drums. A heavy launch was grounded on
the sandy shore.

Tom Preston came out of the smaller
tent. He was a tall, powerful man of
thirty-five In a khaki shirt and Dblue
denim trousers. One arm was hanging
limp. The hand was bandaged, swollen,
and purple-red. First he hung the radio
head-set on a nail on the tent-pole. Then
he called to the natives, and herded them

mists had burned away, and the peaks ahto the larger tent.

the Perija stood cold and white above
their sea of green. The camp was only
a little ragged clearing beside the shallow
river, surrounded by enormous gray-
barked trees, much taller than the der-
rick above the test-well. There were
two white tents, one large and one
small. A radio antenna slanted up from
the smaller tent to a pole on top of the
derrick. Bulky, rusty equipment was ly-
Ing about—gasoline engines, a small
tractor, piles of pipe and drill stem. Eight

Walking very slowly, he went to the
widest part of the clearing, where he
could be seen from all sides. He hesi-
tated a moment, staring apprehensively
at the tangled green wall of the jungle.
Then he put a small brass whistle to his
lips, drew In his breath, and sounded the
Motilone call which Mike had taught him
from distant Maracaibo.

A startled parrot squawked In the bush.
That was all. Tom waited.... He waited
a long time—five minutes at least, and It
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felt like an hour. Then from close behind
the vell of green came an answering call.
It was very short. Just four quick notes,
evenly spaced.

Tom’s heart was beating very hard, but
he whistled the call again. His mind
was a-crawl with nervous Imagination.
He thought he heard a bowstring twang.
It was only a grass-stem snapping under
foot. He held his legs rigid, to control
their trembling. He felt his body sway,
and he steadied himself by fixing his eyes
on the trunk of a great tree on the edge
of the jungle, surrounded by fissures of
black shadow.

Suddenly a cold shiver ran down his
spine. Beside the tree was standing a
little brown man! His skin was per-
fectly matched to the dark background.
He was only twenty yards away, but
Tom would never have seen him If his
eyes had not been attracted by a slight
movement. With a hand which trembled
horribly, he put the whistle to his lips
and sounded the call again, but softly.

With great dignity the little Indian
walked slowly out into the sunlight. He
was about five feet tall, with spindly legs
and powerful arms. He wore a woven
loin-cloth of brown fiber. He carried a
long wooden bow, and over his shoulder
hung a quiver of reed arrows with barbed
palm-wood points. They looked as If
they were freshly varnished.

Tom shuddered again. That was the
poison!

With a brief, ceremonious flourish, the
Indian laid the bow on the ground and
placed the arrows beside 1t. Then he ad-
vanced toward Tom. His face was broad
and rather Mongolian. His hair was
down to his bare shoulders and bound
with a woven band. Four small yellow
feathers stood up In front. The Indian
came close to Tom and waited quietly,
as If for him to make the next move.

Tom remembered Mike’s Instructions.
One arm was helpless, but he held out
the other hand. The Indian’s face re-
mained impassive, but a faint flicker of
approval seemed to pass across It. He
held out his own small, knotted hands,
palms upward.

OM walited a moment, then motioned
toward the tent. He took a few
steps In that direction and looked back.
The little Indian was following close be-
hind—with short, noiseless, flowing steps,
like a cat on soft ground.
Tom took the head-set from the nail on
the tent-pole.

he said
“He doesn’t

“Here’s your Indian, Mike,
softly into the mouthpiece.
seem a bit afraid.”

“Fine,” saild Mike, from Maracaibo.
“Get him to talk to me. He’s expecting
to. I'll whistle the call.”

Cautiously, making no rapid motions,
Tom raised the head-set and held one
phone a few inches from the Indian’s ear.
Faintly he heard Mike whistle two
hundred miles away. The Indian heard
It too. He smiled slightly, but did not
seem In the least surprised. He made no
objection when Tom fitted the head-set
awkwardly over his ears with one hand.

Tom’'s job was done. He stepped
aside and watched the Indian—a strange,
Incongruous sight with the head-set over
his feathered hair.

OR a moment the Indian listened.

Then his face lighted up with ani-
mated recognition. From his thin lips
burst a flood of curious, singsong, hum-
ming speech—Ilike guttural Chinese.

“Good Lord!” thought Tom. “Can
Mike talk that stuff?”

Evidently Mike could, for it was a two-
way conversation. The Indian would
listen intently, glancing at Tom. Then
he would hum and sing into the mouth-
piece. Like all primitive men who live In
a world of magic, he had no special re-
spect or admiration for the radio. It was
merely white man’s magic. He had magic
of his own.

Finally the Indian took off the head-set
and gave It to Tom. He made a formal
little gesture with his hands—probably a
sign of farewell—and walked rapidly to-
ward the jungle. Tom watched him
closely. He saw him pick up his bow and
arrows. And then, In a flash, he was
gone. He melted into the forest back-
ground, and disappeared as quickly and
completely as a shadow when the sun
goes behind a cloud.

Tom fitted the head-set over his own
ears.

“Mike,” he cried eagerly, “did you
have any luck?”

Mike’s voice sounded very triumphant.

“1ll say | did. 1| know that Indian.
He's the big chief. 1'm solid with him.
He says he wouldn’t hurt a friend of mine
for the world.”

“What's he going to do ?”

“He’s going to fix your arm, feller,”
cried Mike joyfully. “He can do It,
too. He’'s gone to get his medicine-Kit.
He'll give you some stuff to drink. He’ll
make you breathe some smoke. He'll
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smear some paste on your arm. Just let
him do his stuff, and you’ll be all right.
| 've seen him cure worse wounds than
yours.”

“How long will 1t take?”

“Couple of days. When he thinks
you're cured, he’ll point to the launch.
You can come down-river to the mouth of
the Oro. A Government boat will be
waiting. The Motilones won’t attack
you on the way. But keep your natives

out of sight. They might get panicky
and gueer things.”
“O. K., Mike. Will you call me up?”

“Jim says he’ll get on your wave-length
every hour on the hour. You can tell us
when you start down-river.”

“So long, Mike. [I'll take off my shirt
and get ready for the doctor. [I'll tell you
how It goes.”

“So long.”

“And Mike,” added Tom quickly, “did
Claire ask about me?”

There was a click In the phones, but
no answer. The radio was dead. . . .

Four days later Jim Baliley went down
to the Maracaibo waterfront. He walked
along the beaten earth of the embank-
ment beneath the coconut palms, among
piles of bagged coffee, green bananas,
pink fish from the lake. At the seaward
end of the bulkhead a ship was pre-
paring to sail for New York—the Mi-

randa, of the Blue-Square Line. Her
hatches were battened down. Her cranes
were lashed for the voyage. Only the

passenger gangplank connected her still
with the shore.

“She must be waliting for a passenger,”
thought Jim, looking at his watch. “She
was due to sail two hours ago.”

E caught sight of Mike Lenihan, who
was sitting on a baggage-truck,

“How'’s he feeling ?” he asked.

“Fine,” said Jim. “Your Indian sure
knew his stuff. But you heard all about
that a couple days back.”

“Yeah,” said Mike. “It was In
bag.”

Then he looked back over his shoulder.
A broad smile appeared on his face. He
hopped off the truck and faced the town.

“Hey,” he cried gayly. “Look who's
here!”

Jim turned to look. Walking rapidly
toward the ship was Rose Claire, heading
a procession of five native porters loaded
down with suitcases and steamer trunks.
Following at a distance was a Venezuelan
policeman iIn a sugar-loaf hat.

“Well, well, well,” cried Mike Lenihan,
striding to meet her.

The qgirl flushed angrily.

the

Her face

was hard, and by no means beautiful now.

She glared at Mike like a snake In a
corner.

“Leaving us?” asked Mike Innocently.
“And taking all the pretties we gave
you?”

She pushed on toward the ship.
spoke not a word.

She

I TH an expression of limitless satis-
faction Mike watched her climb up

the gangplank and disappear into the ship.

The policeman waited at the shore end.

“What's the idea, capitd nJim asked
him.

“Expulsada,” said the policeman with
a wink.

Jim turned to Mike.

“1 see,” he said approvingly.
made the Boss get her deported.”

“That’s 1t,” saild Mike with a delighted
smile. “ It cost him plenty, | guess. The
police grabbed her quick, so she didn’t get
a chance to leave any address. Or any

“You

swinging his feet and watching the shipetters for Tom. We'll have a month to

His appearance had changed for the
better. He wore a spotless white linen
suit. The Dbitter expression was gone
from his eyes.

“How'’s the boy, Jim?” he cried cheer-
fully. “What's on your mind?”

“I'm waliting for Tom Preston,” said
Jim. “He’s coming down the lake on
a Government launch.”

A shadow crossed Mike’s face.

“When’'s he getting here?”

“He’s due In half an hour, but | don’t
see the launch yet.”

Mike looked quickly up the lake to-
ward the distant peaks of the Sierra de
Perija.
He seemed relieved.

There was no launch In sight. , to the Motilones.

bring him around.”

“Nice work/' applauded Jim.

“And say! The Governor gave me a
swell job on the Subsoil Commission. |
can thumb my nose at the black-list. I'm
watching Boss Carroll now, not working
for him.”

Mike hesitated a moment.

“Of Course,” he continued with a rather
guilty smile, “1'd have helped Tom any-
way—for nothing. But it didn’t do any
harm to hold out a couple of minutes.”

Jim’s eyes were full of admiration.

“1'll say 1t didn’t,” he declared. “Mike,
let’s go and drink a couple of quick ones
You and Tom owe a
lot to those little devils.”
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From the dawn of time, man’s weapons have

partnered his most exciting moments. By
A? triumph—or death. In

this, as iw
reader shares
scenes In all history.

HEN | walked Iinto the study of
my friend Martin Burnside, |

horribly repellent object reposing in soli-
tary pride on his desk. It looked like the
dried head of some ferocious animal, Its
teeth bared and eyes rolling.
“What the devil!” | stopped short.
Martin Burnside laughed, removed his

spectacles and reached for his pipe.
“My dear fellow, this Is one of the

greatest triumphs of my life!” he said.

was startled by the sight of a

other stories of the series,
IN one of the most dramatic

| grunted skeptically. His life was de-
voted to the collection of arms and ar-
mor, and research into their origins and
history occupied his time, money and
brains.

“What's this confounded thing got to
do with weapons?” | exclaimed.

“That,” he replied with ill-repressed
exultation, “iIs a weapon. The weapon

.that conquered one of the richest empires

on earth, a whole continent, half the
world!”
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“Why, 1t looks like an animal’'s head!”
| rejoined. “Are you playing some joke,
Martin? You can't be serious!”

“1 can, and | am,” he said, tamping
down his pipe and striking a match.
“This,”—and he puffed rapidly,—“is the
very animal on which the fate of an em-
pire hinged.”

“It looks like no animal | ever saw!”
| examined it closely. “Why, it's a dried
mummy, Martin! The eyes are set In
— mother-of-pearl, shell and jade! But
the teeth are the teeth of a horse.”

“So taken and accepted.” He chuckled.
“Do you know anything much about the
conquest of Mexico by the Spaniards?
By Cortes?”

T FROWNED. “Well, | read Prescott’s
1 book when | was a boy—no, |I’'m bound
to say | don’t remember very much.
Where'd you get this thing? In Mexico?”

He nodded. “It was taken from a
temple chamber In a mound near the
ancient city of Tlascala, and sent to me.
The Mexican government attached no im-
portance to It and let it go through; you
know, they’'ve a strict embargo on an-
tiguities. It fits in with these old letters.”
He slapped a batch of vellum documents
on the desk. “I got 'em down In Guate-
mala. They relate to the early history
there, and the story of Pedro de Alvarado,

who conguered Guatemala for himself,
and died there.”

| stared at the thing on the desk.

“But what 1s 1t?”

“Walit.” Martin Burnside shoved the
letters at me. “Take ’em. Reconstruct
the yarn; read Prescott over again, es-
pecially in regard to Tlascala. Let me
briefly sketch the picture for you, after
the landing of Cortes and his men:

“He had established a base of oper-
ations, but Mexico was far away. Be-
fore he could reach that city, across the
mountains, he had to subdue Tlascala.
These people were terrific fighters; they
numbered upward of a million, feared
nothing, and occupied almost impregnable
positions. Cortes had burned his ships;
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everything was uncertain behind him.
Unless he could get a grip on Mexico
City, he was a lost man.

“So he set out from his base with four
hundred men, fifteen horses and seven of
his cannon, for Tlascala. He got into the
Tlascalan territories. Alvarado, his cho-
sen lieutenant and friend, was with him.
They had some stiff fighting, but kept
going, while the main Tlascalan army
was gathering against them. There's the
situation—you can reconstruct the rest.
|t’s worth while.”

“But this thing?” | touched the mum-
mified head on the table. “It can't be
the head of a horse—it's set In a regular
snarl of ferocity—"

Martin Burnside chuckled again, and
gestured at the letters.

“There’s your story. It's outside the
pages of Prescott In many ways,; but as
regards this animal— Prescott backs It up
explicitly and absolutely. This animal,
and moonlight. ... A combination that
conquered an empire! For remember,
with the Tlascalan fighting-men back of
him later on, Cortes won all Mexico.
And without them, he'd have been
smashed utterly and driven back into the
sea. Go on with your own story.”

This animal, and moonlight ? It looked
fantastic, beyond all history and fact. |
dipped Into the crabbed old documents
dubiously, then Into Prescott, then back
again Iinto this queer, bloody, dramatic
and Incredible story of Moonlight In
Mexico, under the hill of Tzompak.

HE hill, thus named, was crowned by
Ta ruined temple, surrounded by the
tents of Spaniards, who had seized this
rocky eminence of the high uplands. It
was bitterly cold here; the white men,
fresh from tropical valleys, suffered ter-
ribly. On this sharp September morning,
the thin, dark commander now donning
his armor was shaken by fever.

“You're In no shape to ride, Hernan-
do,” said Alvarado, he of the golden hair
and beard, and the stark blue eyes—a
cavalier of the old Gothic blood. “Re-
main here. Let me take out the foraging
party.”

“No, It’'s my work; the camp remains
under you, Pedro.” Cortes shivered, and a
groan escaped him. “What will come
after this lull ? Those naked savages die
by the score under our arguebuses, be-
fore our cannon, yet fear us not.”

“They fear our horses, at least!” And
Alvarado laughed.

Cortes nodded moodily.

“Yes. Two of the horses, seven of the
men, died; | had the bodies buried se-
cretly during the night. Every horse Is
wounded. Nearly every one of the men
IS wounded. Do you wonder that they’re
rebellious ? A spy reports that the chief
Tlascalan general Is gathering forces of
Incredible number down In the plain,
yonder. [1’'ve got to bring In provisions.
More, |I've got to take a look at the back-
trail, without letting our men suspect It.”

Alvarado’s brows went up. “Not re-
treat?”

“Not aloud.” Cortes rose, resumed his
task. “Most of these heathen still think
us gods—and gods don’t run; but—by the
saints, we may have to draw back! Well,
I'll be off. Keep your eyes open, and
the guns loaded.”

He went out, swung Into the saddle
and was gone with thirteen cavaliers, all
of them Iron men of noble blood.

LVARADO strode off into the camp,
A> greeted Fray Olmedo blithely, moved

among the men with hearty word and

cheery jest. They loved him, these men.
They loved his free, frank, Impulsive
speech, the hot chivalry of his heart, the
greatness of his deeds. Even the enemy
loved him, revered him from afar, trem-
bled before his golden hair and beard—
Tonatieh, they called him—the Sun. For
they worshiped the sun, and to them all
these whites with fire-breathing weapons
were come from the sun-god; but this
great bluff captain with the golden hair
was the very child of the sun Indeed.

Alvarado came to the entrenchments,
hastily thrown up; he passed the artil-
lery, the cumbersome little bronze cannon
mounted on heavy wheels, and so reached
the outpost below the hill. The sentinel
saluted him. The other men jumped up
from their work.

“At ease, at ease, comrades,” Alvarado
sald genially. “Anything stirring?”

“Nothing but some women down there.
They've shown no fear of us. They even
came close enough to call out and grimace
like cats.”

Alvarado looked out at a few women
who were at work gathering corn. Be-
low the hill were fields of maize, that
stretched away and narrowed to a pass
beyond, which In turn gave access to a
great valley. Baskets on their backs,
these women were gathering ripe corn
from the fields.

“Indeed!” Laughing, eager, Alvarado
beckoned two of the men.. “Fetch your
crossbows and trail along after me.
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Here's sport. Don’'t fire unless | give

the word.”

Leaping the barrier, sunny hair aflame
In the light, he went striding down the
trail, too impulsive to think of possible
ambuscade.

There was something of the boy In
this great-thewed, laughing cavalier, who
fairly radiated vitality and uproarious
humor. In those days all folk were at-
tracted to him, friend and foe alike. The

The spear fell not.

Alvarado’'s arm with the bracelet.

women, In their white cotton garments,
stared as he approached them. Two
sank down on their faces before him,
trembling. Two others shrank back,
clutching at knives, as though to protect
the fifth of the party. She, a girl, stood
unfearing, giving him look for look In
curious duestioning. Something In her
manner changed Alvarado instantly from
boisterous play to swift courtesy.

“Por Dios! Senorita, | kiss your hands
and feet,” he exclaimed, and bowed to
her, knowing his words past her com-
prehension. “What a regal beauty you
are! Gold and feathered robes would
become you better than cotton. Upon
the word of a Viejo Cristiano, a caballero

Harsh voices cried out In amazement as the Indians held up

They knew that crest!
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Charge upon charge, unremitting,

ferocious, determined; four hours

of 1t, with scarcely a cessation.

Luckily, only a few of the enemy
could attack at once.

whose blood goes back to the Goths, you
have the very face and carriage of a
gqueen!”

At his tone, his winning gaze, his quick
charm, her eyes warmed and softened a
little responsively. She was very lovely,
Indeed, very delicate and proud.

BOOK MAGAZINE

She spoke, her voice grave and cool
like her eyes; neither could understand
the other's words, but there was little
need. Alvarado, deeply bronzed by the
tropic sun, was even darker in skin than
the maid..

When he moved to touch her, she
stiffened In abrupt recoil and anger; but
he only lifted her hand on his finger-
tips, and touched his lips to it. He was
no fool, he had swiftly appraised all
five of these women.

“A girl who gathers corn in the field,
who works for her family, eh!"” he ex-
claimed shrewdly. “And these others
moved to protect you, not themselves.
Ha, fair hands, uncalloused palms! They
go with proud eyes and poised head. |
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have It, | have it!
at the very least.”

Princess? He knew the Aztec term,
and voiced I1t. She broke into a smile as
she looked Into his eyes.

“Tonatieh!” she responded. Alvarado,
of course, knew that he was so named,
knew she must have recognized him. He
could well guess the reason for her
presence here.

“Princess In very truth,” he observed.
“Curiosity? No, no. You came here
to spy upon us, to keep an eye on our
camp, to take back reports of us. You,
to venture where none of your warriors
dare go. Ha! What a woman you are!”

You're some princess

IS manner, his tone, his eyes all
H spoke clearly enough his honest ad-
miration. The qgirl colored slightly, then,
relaxing, she burst into a low laughing
speech that charmed Alvarado. A prin-
cess, at least, accompanied by two wom-
en who served her, and two peasants to
act as camouflage; a girl who came to
play man’s part, assuage her own curi-
osity, bring In a report on the strangers.

Friendship, liking, mutual admiration,
guick passionate Impulses—why not?
Cortes was desperately anxious to win
the friendship of these Tlascalans if pos-
sible. Pedro de Alvarado was playing no
traitor’s role. He Kissed the dark, slim
fingers again, then took from his throat a
little 1vory cross that he wore on a silver
chain. He put 1t about the girl's neck,
half laughing, half serious. She fingered
the 1vory with curiosity, and hesitated.
Then, from beneath her white cotton
sleeves, she took a bracelet of thin gold
oddly twisted In the shape of a heron.

Gift for gift. Alvarado, whose sinewy
wrist was as large as her arm, clasped
the thing about his wrist, pulled his
sleeve over it. One of the women ex-
claimed In quick warning. All five of
them drew away. Alvarado looked up to
see two natives coming, accompanied by
a few slaves—envoys, Indians who had
come with the army and had been sent to
Tlascala. Now they were returning—
peace or war, which ?

The women vanished, forgotten. Alva-
rado met the envoys, went back to camp
with them. Their frightful news was not
long In spreading. It greeted Cortes and
the other twelve cavaliers when they rode
back, later in the day, with spoil of pro-
VISIOnS.

“The Spaniards may pass on to Tlas-
cala, there to serve as sacrifices to the
gods,” sald Xicotencatl, chief general and

practically head of the state. “If they
stay In camp, I'll come to visit them

tomorrow.”

The point was that Xicotencatl had
gathered five battalions of ten thousand
men each—the pick of the whole Tlas-
calan army—to exterminate the invaders,
and was waiting In the plain beyond the
pass.

“The devil of 1t 1s,” said Alvarado,
“they’re not afraid of the cannon and
guns! They die with the greatest cour-
age Imaginable. They only fear the
horses. |If we had two hundred instead
of thirteen, we'd conquer the whole
country. These heathen neVer saw horses,
never use any beast of burden. What will
you do about tomorrow, Hernando?”

“Hit them first,” said Cortes gloomily.
“March out—make our men think I'm
guite confident of the outcome. The en-
voys say that only half these gathering
forces belong to Tlascala itself; the rest
are allies. And there's bad blood be-
tween this fellow Xicotencatl and the
other leaders.”

“Use the cavaliers first ?”

“No. As reserve. Can’t have any
more horses Killed; I'll take command of
them myself. You'll command the col-
umn, for the day.”

“Thanks,” said Alvarado Ironically.
“Tell whoever takes my horse, to look
out for his wounded off flank.”

He did not mention the affair of the
women. That mattered little now, under
the weight of this tremendous news; but
the bracelet remained above his wrist,
the eyes of the girl lingered with him, even
INn death. For Alvarado, like all the rest,
looked only for death on the morrow.

“Afraid?” said stout old Bernal Diaz.
“Yes, we're men, we fear death; but by .
the nails of Christ, we'll not run from
It!”

So Fray Olmedo confessed the entire
army that night, and had little sleep.

N the sunlit morning they marched out,

found no enemies In the pass, and so
came to the plain, a mile distant. It
opened before them, a lush expanse six
miles square; the sight of It staggered
them. Cortes swallowed hard.

“More like a hundred and fifty thou-
sand than fifty thousand,” he muttered.

So It seemed. The Indian array was
dense, serried, filling the whole expanse,
each battalion under Its own standard,
bearing the armorial emblems of the
leaders, and above all the great golden
eagle of the Tlascalan republic. A sea of
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glittering figures, of glinting arms, of
fantastic helmets, shimmering feather-
robes and golden corselets.

Cortes swung his horse and faced the
column. He pointed to the banner above
them, bearing the Cross, spoke curtly and
ringingly with words of courage.

“Use the point of your swords, not the
edge,” he concluded. *“Artillery, cross-
bows, arquebus men, remember the or-
ders to fire by ranks and maintain an
unremitting fire. And above all, hold
your ranks! Once broken, we’re lost.
Keep the ranks, and today we conquer
Mexico!”

His orders crackled. The artillery drew
aside to slight rising ground. Cortes and
his cavaliers remained In the rear; Alva-
rado marched forth the column. From
the sea of men before them arose a roar
like the thunderous roar of surf on the
coast. For an instant the sun was dark-
ened, as a hail of arrows and stones filled
the air. Coolly, Alvarado marched on,
Issued the orders, halted the lines In for-
mation.

Arguebus and crossbow began the hail
of death. The cannon burst In with
belching voice. In those massed ranks
ahead, not a shot could miss. A fright-
ful silence fell upon the Indian host,
broken only by screams. The front ranks
melted away Into windrows of heaving
death. The slaughter was appalling.

Yet, as Alvarado had said, these In-
dians feared no cannon or arquebus. The
shaken, reeling battalions formed up
afresh. Alvarado, who had one of the
friendly Indians beside him, pointed to

“Tonight,” said the envoy, “your camp Is to
be attacked. The priests say that you have
no power when the sun iIs at rest. She hopes

to save you—

the banner opposite. Its device was odd-
ly familiar.

“What does it signify ?” he shouted.

“A heron on a rock, Tonatieh!” re-
plied the Indian. “The device of Xico-
tencatl!”

A heron! Alvarado started. Then
everything was swept away, as the dying
masses of Indians rolled down into that
Intolerable rain of death. They surged
forward, wave upon wave, the earth
guivering to their tread. Bolt and ball
thinned their ranks, but others pressed

on across the dead bodies, on and on,

ever closer, rolling up and over In a
tremendous, Irresistible human wave.
The Spanish line was broken. The

front was smashed In. That human sea
lifted and burst and swept everything
away In a mad confusion of fighting
shapes. Only the cannon maintained the
steady roar of fire from the flank.

Heavily mailed against light weapons,
the Spaniards had advantage enough,
even at this fell worst. Alvarado, thrust-
Ing adroitly, sword and dagger in full
play, moved untouched and unhurt, un-
til a copper-tipped spear slashed his neck.
A dying man gripped his leg. Next
moment he was down, and the surging
tide of men passed over him. He was
held fast, spread-eagled, while a chief
with jeweled and feathered animal-helm
lifted to strike spear into throat.

The spear fell not. Harsh voices cried
out In amazement. The Indians held up
the arm with the bracelet; they recog-
nized It, they knew that crest! In this
Instant of respite Alvarado tore free,
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rolled over and gained his feet, seized two

Indians and smashed their heads to-

gether. A surge of his men bore down

to the rescue. He found his sword and

plunged headlong Into the fray anew.
The bracelet had saved his life.

OW Cortes swung In with the cava-

liers. The artillery cut fresh swaths
through this human corn.
moment of broken lines and smashed for-
mation was past. Frantic with despair,
the Spaniards slew by point and edge.
To further aid them, terrible cries arose
from the Tlascalan ranks. One of the
Immense Dbattalions, whose commander
was at bitter enmity with Xicotencatl,
was marching from the field; another fol-
lowed.

Upon this the Indian ranks shattered
and withdrew, the wave fell back sullen-
ly, giving the reeling Spaniards time to
reform ranks about their dead. Not a
man but had new wounds, the horses
were slashed and ripped; but there was
no rest. Powder to be brought up, guns
to be swabbed, wounds bandaged.

Then the clamor of trumpets and conch
shells rose anew. The wave came rolling
back, up and over the heaps of dead—
rolling on to break and shred before
cannon and arquebus and sword-point.
Xicotencatl, although deserted by nearly
half his force, rushed the others on grim-
ly to the death-grapple.

Charge upon charge, unremitting, fero-
cious, determined; four hours of It, with
scarcely a cessation. Luckily, the Span-
Ish force was so small that only a few
of the enemy could reach It at once; and
those who reached it, died. When finally
the waves broke back and drew on no
more, the exhausted men dropped where
they stood. There was no flight; the
Tlascalan ranks flooded away In good
order and retired.

Cortes and a few others fell swiftly to
work, loading the dead on artillery
caissons for secret burial, loading the
wounded atop the dead, and retreating
thankfully to the hill of Tzompak. No
pause even to plunder the golden trinkets
from the corpses—eloquent fact!

Back to man the defenses and to lick
fast-stiffening wounds. Alvarado, mind-
ful of the strange happening amid that
field of blood, sought out the two natives
whom Cortes was promptly sending back
to Tlascala with new overtures of peace.
He described the girl.

“Seek such a woman,” he said, “iIn the
family of Xicotencatl. If you can find

The one awfuldt Cortes.

her, say that Tonatieh salutes her. That'’s
all.”

They went thelr ways.

The next day passed, and the next. The
cornfields stretching below the camp to
the pass remained empty. No word came
back from the envoys. The men, looking
upon the scanty powder supply, the little
remaining shot, began to murmur anew
Theilr eyes and their hearts
were turned longingly to the back trail,
to the lowlands where conquest was SO
easy and women were so Kind.

The heart and eyes of Alvarado, how-
ever, had turned elsewhere. . . .

Natives came and went; there was no
exact state of war. Foraging parties
brought In prisoners, whom Cortes re-
leased with gifts. He wanted peace,
wanted It most desperately, but the non-
return of his envoys whbs alarming.

“Don Pedro!” In late afternoon a grin-
ning Castilian appeared at Alvarado's
tent. “There's a ragged fellow at the
lower outpost, asking for you; at least,
we think so. All we can get out of him
Is Tonatieh, which must be yourself.”

Alvarado's heart leaped. He hurried
through the camp, and on the way picked
up one of the lowEr-country natives who
accompanied the column as interpreters.

At the outpost waited a Tlascalan In
dirty cotton robe, unarmed. He showed
Alvarado a tiny silver chain; it was that
from the cross given the girl. The Inter-
preter listened a while to his message,

“You're some

princess, at the
rprv 1lpnct **
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“Lord Tonatieh, If you will come to meet

this person tonight, an hour past sunset,

you will be taken to a place where there
IS much gold.”

then turned to Alvarado with broken,
halting Spanish.

“Lord Tonatieh, this man says that if
you will come to meet him and one other
person tonight, an hour past sunset, In
those lower cornfields, you will be taken
to a place where there i1s much gold. Be-
ware of a trap! He says you must come

alone—
“Who 1Is the other person?” demanded

Alvarado quickly.

“The daughter of Xicotencatl.”

The daughter! Alvarado remembered
her proud, lovely eyes, her slender beauty,
her brave hauteur. A trap? Not likely.
The little chain proved 1it. He laughed
eagerly.

“An hour past sunset. Tell him Il

come—alone.”
Blab to Cortes? Not much. No others

had heard the message; the interpreter



ARMS AND MEN 27

was ordered to keep silent. Alvarado, gay
and quick-hearted as a boy, thought of
his love tryst with kindling pulses. Lead-
Ing him to gold, was she? Devil take
the gold!

HE sun fell; the meager evening meal

was done, the cold night descended.
Bivouac fires twinkled through the camp.
The moon was approaching the full, but
It would not rise for another two hours.
Men groaned under rude surgery; Cortes
thanked his God that these Indians had
strict rules against night fighting. Any
attack this night would have found him
helpless. . . .

A cloak wrapped about his armor,
Alvarado passed the outposts and de-
scended the trail toward the cornfields
that narrowed to the pass beyond. He
alone, of all that battered army, carried
gay heart and eager hopes this night. Of
his wounds, he made light.

Two figures In the starlight; and, at a
distance, a third, whom at first Alvarado
disregarded.

She met him, hand to hand, eye to eye,
and the touch of her thrilled him with
flames. Her voice, though he could not
understand her words, was music In-
effable; he wYas In love, he felt that her
spirit responded to his, that she repaid
his ardent desire. Then, calling softly,
she* brought up the waliting third figure.
Alvarado recognized him as one of the
envoys sent to Tlascala, who spoke Span-
Ish.

“You!” he exclaimed. “Oh! To In-
terpret ? She brought you ?”

“Yes, Lord Tonatieh. She desires to
take you to a place where there Is much
gold, but i1t is some miles away.”

“Plague take the gold!” and Alvarado
laughed joyously. “What’s her name?”

The other told him, repeated It; he
blinked at the Aztec syllables, and then
caught at part of the name.

“Luisa! Dona Luisa—that’s enough!”
he exclaimed.

“She means 1t honestly, Lord Tona-
tieh,” said the envoy. “I must warn you;
tonight your camp Is to be attacked and
destro}eéd. Her father has picked ten
thousand of the best warriors, vowed to
death. The priests say that you and your
companions have no power when the sun
Is at rest. The attack comes In an hour.
She hopes to save you—"

Alvarado, before this intelligence, was
for a moment absolutely stupefied. He
was Jerked abruptly from passion to
duty; yet stronger than passion, was the

love In his heart. She had tried to save
him—this thought chimed In him like a
brazen bell. He lifted her hand, bent hi$
head to touch his lips to her fingers.

“Tell her,” he said to the envoy, while
he looked Into her proud eyes under the
star-glow, “that | care nothing for gold:,
and everything for her. Tell her that
this attack Is no news; that her gods have
deserted her people, that the Christian
god has warned us of the attack. Tell
her that, when Tlascala makes peace with
us, | shall claim her as my wife—that
she, too, must become a Christian! Go
on, fool, tell her all | have said, on your
Hfe!”

The ringing timbre of his voice, backed
by his sharp, stern anxiety and haste to
be gone, had Its own effect. The hapless
envoy translated. The girl cried out
guickly, 1mploringly.

“She begs that you will go,
Tonatieh, with her—7”"

“Not with her, but to my own people,”
sald Alvarado. “ But we shall meet again;
| shall send for her, shall claim her as
my wife! Farewell.”

For one quick moment he held her
close, touched his lips to her forehead,
then he turned and strode away.

No hesitation now; the moment of

Lord

decision had come. The 1mpulsive
moment! Back In camp, he burst into
the tent of Cortes and wakened that
weary, fever-ridden man from fitful
slumber.

“Up, Hernan! Listen to my story,”

he said abruptly. “The crisis comes.
Xicotencatl attacks in an hour—the last
desperate effort to crush us.”
“Good God!” exclaimed Cortes.
this true? How do you know?”

IS

LVARADO told him, standing straight
I and smiling. Told Cortes every-

thing, told him of the promise he had

made this girl in the starlight.

“And | mean it,” he concluded earnest-
ly. “I1t will further your course and
cause, Hernan. Marry some of these
Tlascalan princesses to some of us, and
you have their whole power behind
you—"

“But tonight, In front of its,” Cortes
Interrupted dryly. “Do you know what
It means, Pedro? The army’s in no shape
to stand attack. It’s impossible!”

Desperation edged his voice. Alvarado
laughed and sat down.

“Listen,” he said softly. “Crisis, |
said; meet 1t as such! You forget.

There's one thing these Infidels fear.
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Make use of 1t!  And moonlight. You
know the effect of moonlight. They don't.
They never fight at night. This Is a final
heroic effort to smash us. Well—"

He spoke softly, quickly, hotly. Cortes
listened, then pursed his lips.

“Dios! If it fails—"

“What, Hernan ?" Alvarado clapped
him on the shoulder. “Such a word, from
you?" And his laugh rang through the

tent, a trumpet-peal to courage.

HE full September moon lifted above

the rimming eastern peaks, flooding
the hill of Tzompak, the temple at Iits
crest, the works of the Spaniards, the tents,
with Its stealing ruddy radiance. All was
guiet here In the camp. No one stirred.
The exhausted men slept.

The moon-glow crept on and on. Now
the wide fields of maize, rustling In the
cold night wind, standing full shoulder-
high, became all lit and kindled. But
this maize rustled to more than wind; the
moonlight struck upon more than dan-
gling corn-tassels. Something strange
and shapeless appeared above the maize,
moving forward steadily, as though a
dark wave were rolling on over the tall
growths. A wave Indeed; a sea of heads,
stretching to right and left, struck now
and again with a gleam of reflected glints
from weapons of copper or obsidian.

Steadily, endlessly, that sea of heads
moved on, flowing for the hill of Tzom-
pak to make sudden surprise assault up-
on the sleeping camp. Now It came to
the edge of the maize-fields and darkened
INnto columns of men; ahead of them
broke the rising ground with the camp
outposts just beyond.

“Santiago!”

The great shout leaped forth In unison
from all Spanish throats. Sudden that
battle-cry pealed out, and the Spaniards
followed it, bursting from their lines and
hurling themselves toward the oncoming
sea. The columns halted, astounded; and
then, spreading out to right and left,
charging down at full gallop, appeared
the mailed horsemen and their accoutred
steeds, with saddle-cloths and caparisons
flaring out like wings.

Thirteen of them, no more; but those
thirteen were as demons from the nether
world. The uncertain moonlight ren-
dered them gigantic, magnifying horse
and man Into huge proportions, expand-
INg their numbers threefold. As these un-
earthly apparitions burst upon them, the

Indian columns wavered, halted, broke.
A thin flight of arrows whistled— then the
Spaniards had struck. The horsemen had
struck.

In wild and utter panic, without an-
other blow, the terrified Indians turned
and fled. The Iinfantry could not pursue
for sheer weariness, but the cavaliers
formed and charged through those serried
but unresistant ranks, riding them down,
striking home with lance and edge, while
the horses lashed out and sent forth
piercing neighs that finished the stark
terror of the Tlascalans.

They fled, and they were slain, with-
out a blow. They were slain, until arms
were too weary to lift blade, until the
trampled maize was all littered with
corpses and black Iin the moonlight. On
and on and through the pass to the great
plain beyond ebbed the panic-struck
wave, and was gone. The last effort of
Tlascala had ended. The thirteen had
broken and smashed the ten thousand,
had conguered the Indian Republic—and
with 1t, Mexico and half a continent.

For now the white men were welcomed
In Tlascala, not as conquerors, but as
allies against Montezuma and his em-
pire, bitterly hated by these mountain
warriors. The proud city of the hills
turned from war to feasting, from funer-
als to marriage celebrations, and half a
dozen of the noblest girls of the city were
baptized and wedded to the chief officers
of Cortes.

"AND If you have any doubts In the
r \ matter," concluded Martin Burnside,
when we were discussing the affair later,
“you’ll find the posterity of Alvarado and
Dona Luisa married into the noblest
families of Spain, and duly recorded.”

“1 don’t give a hang for anybody’s pos-
terity,” | said testily. “But what about
this horse’s head?"

“Alvarado’s own horse,” Martin re-
joined. “In Camargo’s ‘History of
Tlascala,” which Prescott guotes, you can
read how the horse died, and how the city
gave the animal a magnificent burial—
and here’s the visible, ocular proof of It.
This horse, on that wild moonlight night
under the hill of Tzompak, was one of
the great and decisive weapons of history.
Do you doubt 1t?"

| looked at the grinning, rriummified,
horrible thing there on the desk, and
shook my head. | no longer doubted
anything Martin Burnside said.

Another colorful story In this widely discussed series will

appear In the next, the March,

Issue. Be sure to read It.
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“Two-gun Pawlon”—the story
of a criminal who sent the De-
partment of Justice anice copy
of his fingerprints and dared
the F.B.l. men to capture him.
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By Robert R. Mill

"T ETTER for you-all, Mistah Duke.”
I And Special Agent James Ashby,
1—J Federal Bureau of Investigation,

United States Department of Justice,

smiled as he accepted the envelope

handed him by the colored messenger.

He glanced at the postmark.
“Packton, eh? That’s strange.

could be writing me from there?”

The colored boy, his teeth shining like
pearls set In dark velvet, suggested:

“Reckon you Is going to find the name
when you opens the letter.”

The F.B.l. man laughed, and the mes-
senger joined In the mirth.

“Excellent advice, John,” Ashby ad-
mitted. “Strange | didn’t think of It be-
fore.” He tore open the envelope. “What
would we do around here without you,
John?”

The colored boy chuckled. He knew
this man; he liked him. He knew the
feeling was returned. He also was well

Who
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aware that Duke Ashby’s good nature
made possible liberties which other agents
would not permit. . . . With the active
curiosity of his race, John glanced at
the sheet of paper In Ashby’s hands.

“You big bum, Ashby!”

The salutation, written In purple Ink,
seemed to leap up at him.

“Fan my brow!” cried the startled boy.

“Get out of here,” barked his usually
tolerant friend, “or I'll fan you some-
where else.”

The messenger departed hastily, mut-
tering to himself:

“Um-m-m. Sure Is trouble. Got an-
other letter just like that one for the
Director. That means more trouble. . ..
Keep away from John, trouble. Don't
send him no letters like that. No, suh!
| wants no truck with that man. Deeds
over my full share to Mistah Duke.”

Duke Ashby apparently thought his
own hands were full, for there was a deep



THE BLUE BOOK MAGAZINE

Pawlon licked
his lips as he
thought of the
scene being en-

acted In that
room across
the street.

frown on his face as he read the letter
for the second time:

[/ am serving notice on you that | pay
my debts. You got Melio, and you had
the judge throw the book at him. 0. K.,
funny-paper heroesl

The judge will get his first. That ape of
an assistant United States attorney comes
next. Dorothy Fairhaven thought she had
It tough when we pulled the snatch, but
she aint seen nothing yet. You guys aint
the only ones who can turn on the heat.

That brings us down to you, you Dbig
four-flusher. Come out and get me. Til
rub you out like I would a comma that
was placed wrong. |If there Is any jus-
tice, Til get a medal for doing it.

You claim to be the Fedsf heavy hitter.
Prove it. | say you are yellow. To show
the world how yellow you are, | have sent
a copy of this letter to that damn' speech-
making director of yours, and to the news-
papers. And just so you can't pass this off
as a crank letter, here is some of the stuff
you are SO heavy for.

Yours—Like Hell!
Two-Gun Pawlon.

And laugh this off, you monkey!

Accompanying the letter there ap-
peared a set of fingerprints.

Just as a matter of form, Ashby pressed
a button and had the prints taken to an
Identification clerk. The messenger was
not gone long. The prints were those of
Two-gun Pawlon, murderer, kidnaper,
fugitive and present Public Enemy No. 1.

The messenger was back again.

“Director craves to see you-all right
away, Mistah Duke.”

“Isn’'t that nice,”
Agent Ashby.

murmured Special

ORCEFUL, handsome, and faultlessly
groomed, the Director of the Federal

Bureau of Investigation sat at his desk,

with a flag on the wall serving as a
frame for his well-knit figure, and went
Into effective action without a single
wasted motion.

State lines meant nothing to him. His
territory was the United States of Ameri-
ca. A map hanging on the wall outlined
that territory In bold relief. He glanced
at 1t as he worked.

Colored pins, each representing an
agent, were stuck In the map as those
agents were Instructed over the long-
distance telephone to guard the judge
who had sentenced Melio, the henchman
of Two-gun Pawlon.

Other pins went into the map at a point
a good three hundred miles away, mute
reminders of the men just instructed to
safeqguard the prosecutor. There were
even more pins inserted at a point, again

Illustrated by Austin Briggs
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separated from the other by many miles,
where at this very moment agents were
starting a vigilant watch about the home
of Dorothy Fairhaven.

Even then the Director was not satis-
fled. He spoke to a subordinate:

“1 want a list of the witnesses for the
prosecution In the Fairhaven case. Also
the jurors.”

The names appeared as If by magic.
More telephone-calls. More pins moved
on the map. More tight-lipped agents,
prepared to guard with their own lives
those persons whom the underworld
menaced.

Two-gun Pawlon had not threatened
these last—not yet. They would be In
grave danger later. Balked of his an-
nounced prey, Two-gun’s disordered mind
would cause him to strike at them. He
was desperate. His challenge, instead of
reflecting courage, screamed aloud the
fact that i1t was the dying theatrical ges-
ture of a man who knew his cause was
lost. But now, and right up to the
minute he died, he was a deadly menace
that threatened everything that came into
his path. The hopelessness of it all only
added to the menace. And In his own
way, Two-gun was clever.

HE man at the desk admitted that.

But there was nothing vainglorious
about 1t when he vowed to himself that
he would best Two-gun Pawlon. It was
an I1mpersonal promise. Many things
entered Into It:

This Dbreath-taking organization, for-
merly a mere political football, which he
had transformed into a law-enforcement
agency that won the applause of every
law-abiding citizen. The great laboratory
of crime, unequaled elsewhere In the
world. Trained technicians of all kinds,
constantly at work compounding bad
medicine for the rats of gangland. Never
resting upon their laurels, but keeping
always one, two or even three jumps
ahead of the criminal. Field men, the
pick of the manhood of the country, who
took up their tasks with the zeal and
courage of fanatics.

A slight smile crossed the face of the
Director. Only a fool would attempt to
cope with all this—or a madman.- Yes,
most of the Two-gun Pawlons were re-
cruited from those two classes. They
didn’'t last long. But In order to termi-
nate their short careers, real men, men
the nation could I1ll afford to lose, were
sacrificed. The smile vanished from the
face of the man at the desk. That was

the hard part of all this. If the world
only knew how much easier it would be
to go out and do what his men were do-
INng, than to sit chained to this desk while
he ordered them to do It!

E aroused himself from his reverie as
H a girl entered the office.

“Mr. Ashby Is waiting, sir.”

“Bring him in, please,” said the Direc-
tor. “And ask Mr. Sherman if he will
join us.”

The Director and Special Agent Ashby
walited until Carl Sherman, head of the
laboratory, appeared. He wore a white
smock. His keen eyes twinkled behind
thick glasses. He would have been at
home In any great iInstitute devoted to
scientific research, but hopelessly out of
place In a precinct police-station. The
man-hunter—he had that quality—was
subordinated to the scientist.

“Get Pawlon.” The Director
speaking to Special Agent Ashby.
him as quickly as you can.”

Carl Sherman sat peering at a paste-
board card.

“Get him In such a manner that the
world will know he Is a cowardly rat In-
stead of a hero.”

“Yes sir,” said Duke Ashby.

The official manner of the Director dis-
appeared as he leaned over the desk.

“1 want him revealed as a cowardly
rat for two reasons: First, there Is the
publicity. The law-enforcement agency
that ignores publicity i1s headed for the
rocks. Publicity can make or break you.
This was a slap In the face.”

The light of the idealist gleamed In
the eyes of the man at the desk.

“But more than that, we owe it to the
youth of America. If history notices us
at all, 1t will because we have suc-
ceeded In stripping the false glamour
from these rats and In revealing them for
what they are.” A wave of affection for
the quiet, efficient, even deadly young
man sitting before him swept over the
Director. “l1 know you won't let us
down, Duke.”

A lump was forming In Duke Ashby’s
throat.

“1'll try not to, sir,” he said.

There was a silence that lasted for
several minutes.

“There will be more letters,” declared
the Director. “The success of the first
one makes that a certainty. But |
doubt If they will help us any. They
have probably been written and given to
confederates to mail In various parts of

was
“Get
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the country. We will check them all, as
a matter of routine, but | don't want you
to handle them."”

Carl Sherman looked up from the card.
In his eyes there was mirrored the re-
spect one master craftsman feels for
another whose magic equals, or even
exceeds his own. He nodded once, then
resumed his study of the card.

“There will be routine searches in all
known underworld hide-outs Keep out
of them, unless the trail gets warm. Then
rush there at once. This challenge was
Issued to you personally; I want you In
at the Kkill."”

Again Carl Sherman nodded.

“1 would prefer,” the Director con-
tinued, “that Two-gun Pawlon came to
grief as the direct result of your own
efforts. It Is a large order. But there
must be some loose link In the chain that
will make It possible. It Is up to us to
find 1t."”

Carl Sherman put the card aside.

“Her name Is Clara Markens." He
spoke with the dry tone of a statistician
dealing with figures. “She Is known as

Clair Martell. The underworld calls her
the Orchid. She belongs to Two-gun
Pawlon."

He tapped the pasteboard card.

“Find the Orchid, and you will find
Pawlon. She has followed him, from the
Ritz to Atlanta. The greater his triumph,
or the worse his plight, the more certain
he will be to have her with him. Re-
member, she I1s not the gun-girl of tra-
dition. She has the sort of beauty that
drives men mad. | saw her once. | was
a special agent In—"

He made a gesture of negation.

“Let that pass. Her soul must be as
hideous as her body Is beautiful, for she
IS dangerous as a cobra. Only one man
IS Immune from her menace."

He paused. Then: “That man is Paw-
lon. Remember that, Duke.”

UKE ASHBY'S eyes were velled.
! His finely fashioned hands rested
upon the desk. He studied a picture
Carl Sherman placed before him.

“Quite a beauty,” he admitted. He
turned to the Director. “If there is
nothing else, sir, I'll get started and try
to pick an orchid.”

A shadow crossed Carl Sherman’s face.
He loved the tall, thin man as a brother;
he admired his courage and ability. Carl
Sherman was open, literal and exact;
Duke Ashby, outwardly blase, was tem-
peramental as a prima donna. He hid his

feelings behind a mask of flippancy or
Indifference. To the end of their days,
these two men would be very close. But
always there would be the slight, Iintan-
gible barrier caused by the difference In
their natures.

The Director smiled at Ashby’s state-
ment. It disturbed Carl Sherman. He
added a final word of warning:

“Some orchids bring death to the man
who Inhales their fragrance.”

Duke Ashby’s laugh floated back to
them from the outer corridor.

LMOST every man retains certain
. memories of his boyhood, mind-pic-

tures that form at times of stress. One of

these pictures was before the eyes of
Duke Ashby as he hurried to Crow City
by airplane.

As a boy of ten he had visited the farm
of an uncle. His cousin, who was about
his own age, had been given a stick of
dynamite, warned of the careful manner
IN which 1t was to be handled, and then
Instructed to take It to men who were
working In a distant field.

Once away from the house, the cousin
had tossed the dynamite In the air,
caught 1t expertly, and looked at his com-
panion with an expression that seemed to
say: “What a brave boy I am!”

Not to be outdone, Ashby had seized
the explosive from his cousin. He had
tossed i1t a little higher. Then he had
walked a short distance ahead of where
It would fall, faced away from it, and
made the catch behind his back. ... It
had seemed very brave at the time. Now
he knew It for what 1t was, vainglorious
folly.

Apparently he had not outgrown the
trait. His cheeks grew red again as he
recalled the scene In the office of the Di-
rector that morning.

The machinery of the Bureau of In-
vestigation, Department of Justice, had
been working; and the Orchid had been
found. The Director was frankly elated
when he announced that fact to Ashby.
Even Carl Sherman had betrayed his
excitement by the rapid fluttering of his
eyes behind the heavy glasses.

“Fortune, a youngster on probation,
spotted her in Crow City," the Director
explained. “He followed her to where
she lives, made sure she was settled for
some time, and then left long enough to
call for help. She has been under constant
survelllance since that time, but our men
have made no effort to learn If Pawlon is
INn the building. That can come later."
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Then, motivated by much the same de-
sire that had prompted him to catch the
dynamite behind his back, Duke Ashby
had voiced his plea:

‘T1l get there at once, sir. Will you
please issue orders to the agent-in-charge
that | am to play this alone, and In my
own way? After all, sir, Pawlon dumped
this thing In my lap.”

The Director stiffened.
became official.

“This Is not a one-man organization,
Mr. Ashby.”

The words stung Duke Ashby like a
lash.

“The publicity this case has received,”
the Director continued, “makes It ad-
visable for you to be In at the finish.
Therefore, 1 am ordering you to Crow
City for the good of the service, not for
your own glory.”

The Director toyed with a bit of paper.

“Mr. Sherman will go with you. He
will be In charge. You will obey him
implicitly. That is all.”

That was why Carl Sherman was sit-
ting across the aisle of the cabin plane.
He had spoken only a few words during
the long flight. Now and again he
peered down at the scenery. Most of the
time he was engrossed with a set of paste-
board squares In his hands— modus
operandi cards, upon which was recorded
all that the law-enforcement officer had
been able to learn regarding Two-gun
Pawlon and the members of his band.

Duke Ashby studied the expressions
that crossed Carl Sherman’s face. For
the most part, he wore a worried frown.
Once he smiled faintly. Then he
laughed aloud. But soon the worried
frown reappeared.

Ashby respected this man. He was
really fond of him. But he still smarted
under that rebuke, and right at this mo-
ment he almost longed to throttle his
companion.

The airplane lost altitude, banked
sharply and rolled to an easy landing.
The pilot glanced at the clock on the
Instrument-board, checked it against his
wrist-watch, and smiled.

“Not bad, Duke.”

“Not bad,” the Special Agent admitted.

The pilot opened the door of the plane.

“Good hunting,” he murmured.

His manner

RTER, the agent-in-charge of the
field office iIn Crow City, waved them
to chairs In his private office.
“Where did Fortune pick her up?”
asked Carl Sherman.

“In the post office,” Carter explained.
“1 stationed him there because he Is a
new man, and while | felt the post office
should be covered, | regarded It as ex-
tremely unlikely that the woman would
appear there.”

He paused. There was a worried frown
on Carl Sherman’s face.

“1 don’t like I1t,” continued the agent-
In-charge. “Not discounting Fortune’s
ability,—he did a clever bit of work,—It
was too easy.”

“Much too easy,” Carl Sherman ad-
mitted.

“And
guestion.

Sherman, apparently, was devoting
all his attention to a spot on the sleeve
of his handsome suit of tweed.

“1t might mean that Two-gun Pawlon
wants us to find the lady.”

“Exactly,” the agent-in-charge agreed.

The flush returned to Duke Ashby’s
face. He bit his lip angrily. So this was
a trap! He, In his desire to be In at the
finish, would have blundered into it. He
was honest enough to admit his own
shortcomings. His own discomfiture
gave way to a warm glow of affection for
these men. They came to their work,
aloof, Impersonal and exact. Personali-
ties, theirs or others, mattered not at all.
They were solving a problem. Nothing
else counted. What scorn they must
feel for attempts to turn these things to
personal glory!

“I—1—" Duke Ashby began.

A smile of understanding played over
the face of Carl Sherman. His hand
closed over the hand of Duke Ashby.

that means?” Carter asked the
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“Forget 1t,” came the comtnand. “Don’t
you think we all went through what you
are experiencing?”

A wistful smile crossed his face.

“It 1Is human to want the world to
know about our accomplishments. In
most walks of life the resulting fame aids
a man toward his goal. In ours, It spells
ruination. So, as we grow older, we sub-
stitute the service for ourselves. We
don’t lose our vanity entirely, for down
In our hearts we know that the glory the
service recelves IS ours.”

Duke Ashby felt very humble.

“1 think I understand now, Carl.”

“1 know you do,” came the quiet
answer. “And that practically doubles
your value to the service. Furthermore,
the good of the service demands that you
play an important part in this. So go to
your hotel, and we will call you In plenty
of time.”

Duke Ashby fought back the protests
that were almost spoken.

“Very well, Carl,” he replied.

When he was gone, Sherman said:

“Fortune 1s a likely youngster. |
remember him from the school. Is he
In the office now?”

“Yes,” sald Carter.

“Send him In, please. | have a job

for him.”

pecial Agent Ralph Fortune dressed
for the job ahead with care: A dark

suit, a dark shirt; no white linen to show.

Cap with a long peak, to be pulled down
over his face.

His heart beat rapidly, and the wine
of action coursed through his veins. He
was going to work with Carl Sherman,
who had asked for him. It was a tough,
dangerous job. Sherman said there would
be no glory In it. That was a laugh. He
was working with Sherman, wasn't he?
That was glory enough. And If they did
their work rapidly and well, 1t might
be possible for Duke Ashby to land
Two-gun Pawlon. That would show the
world you couldn’t write threatening let-
ters to a special agent of the Federal
Bureau of Investigation. If the world
knew that, 1t would be quite enough.
What i1f the public didn’'t know the
various cogs In the wheels? The Director
did. So did the men In the service. That
was what counted.

Special Agent Fortune hummed a tune
as he hastened to a rendezvous with
Carl Sherman. . . .

Special Agent Luther Bennett prac-
ticed walking. He walked with slow

hesitant steps. Agent-in-charge Carter
sat at his desk criticizing the perform-
ance.

“Good enough,” he said at last.

Both men chuckled.

“Better get a little rest,” Carter ad-
vised.

“Right,” said Bennett.

O-GUN Pawlon sat alone In a

I darkened room on the second floor of
a rooming-house, which stood alone In a
large lot. It was a moonlight night, and a
two-family detached house on the oppo-
site corner of the street was plainly vis-
Ible. Pawlon watched a lighted window
on the second floor of that house with
Interest.

Behind that drawn shade, Clair Mar-
tell, known to the underworld as the
Orchid, was preparing to retire for the
night. The drawing of the shade had
sighaled that fact, and also that all was
well.

Pawlon licked his cruel lips with
greedy anticipation as he thought of the
scene that was being enacted In that room
just across the street. She was his, all
his. God, how he wanted her. But that
would be a fool play right now. And
you have to be smart; that is, if you are
going to play a game like this—and get
away with It.

She had everything, this twist. Looked
like a million dollars. None of those
Broadway babies could touch her. Smart
as a steel trap. More guts than any guy
IN the mob. Willing to go to hell for a
guy—if she loved him. Level-headed,
too. Melio, before he departed for
Alcatraz, had made the crack that she
would cut your throat and then curse
you for getting blood on the carpet.
Maybe she would—If you weren’t her
man. He wanted her that way. She was
like those one-man dogs. What do you
call them? Airedales? Yes, that was It.

Say, that was a good one. He would
pull that one on her some time after this
mess was over. He would run his hand
through her silken-soft hair. He would
pull back the neck of her dress, and pre-
tend he was going to bite the glistening
white skin of her shoulder. Then he
would call her his Airedale. She would
get a kick out of that.

It was tough to have to pull her In on
this racket. But she hadn’'t squawked.
She could take i1t. Without her, there
wouldn’t be a Chinaman’s chance. And
he had to get even with those damn’ Feds.
They'd got Melio; worse than that, they
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were right after him. And even worse
than that, everybody seemed to think
they were God-a’mighty.

Well, this would put them iIn their
place. It would show them up for what
they were—just saps. After this, people
wouldn't be so quick to run to them for
this, that and the other thing. A lot of
guys would learn which side their bread
was buttered on. They had forgotten it
lately, what with the Feds grandstanding
all over the country. This would set them
to thinking again.

That was what won any game— think-
Ing. Take this deal, now. Just plain
thinking had put him where he would be
sitting on top of the world. Any damn’
fool knows that when a guy Is on the lam,
the easiest way to connect up with him
Is to spot his moll. That frog dick had
put his finger on It when he said,
“Churchey da femme,” or something like
that. And these dumb so-and so’s had
thought they were clever as hell when
they spotted Clair!

Just as If he hadn’t put her there for
them to spot. It was to laugh. And It
was to laugh, the way they went about
keeping an eye on her. That misbeguided
so-and-so who kept walking by the
house! Always carrying a package, and
pretending he had heavy business. They
probably had spotted her room by this
time. That was swell.

Thelr next move would be to bring on
that clown Ashby. Then they would
settle down to serious business. Know-
INg cops, It was a safe bet they would
play a waiting game, hoping she would
go to him, or that he would communicate
"with her. Swell chance!

. the girl. They would surround the

house first.
cautious. Let them.
of everything.

The first floor was occupied by right
people, but people the Feds and the city
bulls had nothing against, so they could
afford to stick around and play ignorant
after the blow-up was over. God knows
they had been slipped enough jack to go
through with that.

The minute one of those smart Feds
showed up at either the front or the back
door, an alarm sounded i:1 the girl’s room.
The door would be opened for them, but
not right away. And they would find It
tough going to batter 1t down If they
tried to open It before then. Anyway,
there would be plenty of time for the qgirl

,_\ FTER a time, they would close In on

He had thought

to duck downstairs and beat It through a
tunnel In the basement. That led to a
vacant garage around the corner. That
part of the basement belonged to the sec-
ond floor. It was partitioned off from the
other. That would give the bunch on
the first floor an alibi.

After they were In the house, the Feds
would go to Clair’'s room. They would
go easy on opening the door, taking care
to stand away behind the wall when it
swung open. That was all right, for
nothing would happen—then.

T was a cinch that they would enter
the room, next. It was a double cinch
that that glory-hogging Ashby would be
up In front. And then things would hap-
pen—swell things.

The minute they stepped on a certain
board, a Tommy-gun would strut Its
stuff. It didn’'t matter much who was up
In front, because the Tommy would
swing around and let out a good dose of
lead all over the room. Melio’s brother
had fixed It that way. He was a bear on
machinery. He should be. He had four
years at It In that damn’ reform school.

When the shooting started, the so-and-
so’'s outside would come charging In. Let
them! They would be welcome to what
they found. They would have to carry
It away In a basket, If he knew anything
about a Tommy-gun.

And while all this was happening, he
would slip around to the vacant garage.
He had a car parked there. He and Clair
would make off In It, putting some good
miles between them and those so-and-
so’s before they got organized and went
to work.

After that?

Well, a lot of guys would stop cheer-
Ing and begin laughing. They would

They would take It easy andearn that a guy like Two-gun Pawlon

kept his word, and wasn’'t a guy to fool
with. That Tommy-gun would blast
the crowns right off their so-and-so heads.
Things would get back to normal. And
when things are normal, a guy can get
a break.

Yeah, 1t was all to the good.
covered everything.

Two-gun peered through the window,
and surveyed the darkened street for any
signs of activity. There were no parked
cars, no shadowy forms lurking In points
of shelter. But better play It safe. . . .

It was midnight when Pawlon left his
room and made a leisurely Inspection of
the neighborhood. There was nothing to
excite his suspicion. He returned to the

He had
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room, undressed and dropped upon the
bed. The pillow was placed so he had a
view of the street and the house In which
the Orchid also slept.

The gangster, however, slept fitfully.
Every hour or so he awoke, and made
sure nothing had happened to disturb the
tranquil scene. Shortly before dawn he
dropped off into sound slumber.

RL SHERMAN and Special Agent

Fortune sat In a car parked about a
block below the two houses. Dawn was
less than an hour away. The faces of
the two men were drawn and haggard.
Fortune guivered with excitement. Sher-
man, outwardly, was cold as ice.

All his life Fortune would remember
this night. Talk about thrills! This
had made the movies look like Sunday-
school stuff. Death had rubbed their
very elbows constantly as they worked,
guickly and efficiently. Each thing they
had done had been part of a carefully
conceived plan. The Director and the
man sitting beside him had been the
authors of that plan. The slightest slip
at any stage of the game would have
ruined 1t all. There had been no slip—
so far. That knowledge caused a warm
glow to steal over Fortune. He had done
the part assigned to him. He had done
It well.

He knew that because, with the major
part of their work done, and as they took
their places In the parked car, Carl
Sherman had said:

“Good going, youngster! You belong
with us.”

Fortune hadn’'t answered. What could
you say to something like that? It just
made you feel warm all over, made you
willing to walk right into a machine-gun
for the man who said It.

Now the climax of the game was close
at hand. Soon, along this quiet street, If
these men had guessed right—and they
were as confident as If they were staging
a pageant—things would happen, fast!

Special Agent Bennett would roll dice
with death. Special Agent Ashby, as the
finale began, would walk alone Iinto some-
thing In which he should have all the
support the service could give him.

But there was no other way. It wasn’t
a grandstand play. It was a carefully de-
sighed plan. It must do more than bring
about the capture of a criminal. That
capture must be made by the man to
whom Two-gun Pawlon had Issued a
direct challenge. The capture must be
made In a manner designed to strip the Pawlon knew him instantly. This was Ashby!
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criminal of the last vestige of glory. He
must be revealed as something for the
world to laugh at and to scorn. All the
men of the service who fitted Into this
pattern were just pawns, used to make
the world safe for decent people. . . .

Down the street, something was hap-
pening. A shrill voice sounded, and a
shadowy form darted forward.

Carl Sherman pressed the starter of
the car.

“Steady, youngster,” he said. . . .

Two-gun Pawlon awoke with a start.
Instinctively he glanced at the window
across the street. He rubbed his eyes
and shook his head In disbelief. The
vision persisted. He sprang from the

Ashby spoke: “Throw up your hands, Pawlon!”
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bed and drew on his trousers. He slipped
Into his coat, patting the pocket on each
side suggestively.

Great clouds of black smoke were Dil-
lowing from the windows of the room In
which the Orchid slept. The fire, ap-
parently, had been spotted by a few stray
passers-by, but they stood about In a
daze, obviously at a loss what to do.
There was no sign whatever of life In
the house, and the door remained omi-
nously closed.

Pawlon bolted from his room. He was
driven by conflicting emotions. He loved
the woman whose life was In peril; that
IS, he felt for her the closest approach to
love of which his twisted nature was
capable. But that feeling alone was not
sufficient to send him Into danger.

He was thinking of her as a priceless
asset, one of the few things that remained
to him, and something that he needed
desperately, when he half-fell down the
stairs and ran along the walk that led
from the house to the street.

Down the sidewalk walked a blind man
with faltering steps. In his hand was a
cane, with which he tapped the walk
ahead of him. He twisted his head un-
certainly, as he apparently attempted to
sense what was causing the excitement
and confusion among the persons now
arriving on the scene.

Two-gun Pawlon brushed by him. An-
other uncertain step put the blind man
directly In his path. The two men col-
lided. Pawlon reeled. The blind man
fell to his knees. The gangster hastily
checked the impulse to reach for one of
his guns, and struck out blindly at this
obstacle.

The blow caught the blind man full In
the face. He whimpered; then cried out:

“He struck me—struck a blind man!”

The spectators—there were guite a few
of them now—halted their rush toward
the smoking building to watch this more
throbbing drama. A murmur of dis-
approval went up. It gained in volume.

Cries of scorn and hate came from the
throats of men.
AWLON turned on his heel. To hell

with 'em!
the Orchid.
A tall, thin young man stood squarely
In his path. He was hatless. His hands
were empty. There was a slight smile
of derision on his rather handsome face.
He appeared to be completely at ease, but
every muscle In his body was tense and
straining to the breaking-point.

He was going on to save

Pawlon knew him, even before the man
spoke. This was Ashby! The empty
hands of the special agent were an In-
vitation, and the hands of the gangster
darted toward his own pockets.

The glances of the two men met In a
silent duel. A cowardly Kkiller saw re-
vealed the soul of a crusader who would
Kill for a righteous cause, and who, even
In his Killing, would live true to a code.
Pawlon must make the first attempt to
shoot. Quixotic! Foolish! But backed
by deadly purpose, and supported by
lightning-like ability on the draw.

EAR and awe halted the progress of
FPaonn's hands. He was whipped even

before Duke Ashby spoke:

“Throw up your hands, Pawlon! I'm
only looking for an excuse to kill you!”

His voice was louder, and he turned
toward the crowd :

“You're quite a tough guy against a
helpless blind man, aren't you, Pawlon?"

Pawlon’s knees sagged. This was the
end. Ashby stood over him, calmly go-
Ing through his pockets.

“Save the girl!" the gangster begged.

“Shut up!" ordered Duke Ashby.

Fire apparatus clanged its way to the
house, and firemen entered. They at-
tempted to gain admission to the room
where the smoke was thickest, and were
forced back. They sniffed the air, and
broke Into excited comment. A man In
civilian clothes appeared beside them,
threw open his coat for a moment, and
began an explanation. Grins appeared
on the faces of the firemen. They lost
Interest In their work.

The policemen who appeared on the
scene were met by a similar young man.
They too began to grin, and were un-
usually good-natured as they forced the
crowd back.

Young men with cameras, and other
young men with cards In the bands of
their hats, appeared, apparently from
nowhere. They worked quietly and ef-
ficiently, these young men. Even before
they had fought their way to the group In
the densest part of the crowd, they knew
that Two-gun Pawlon had been captured,
and that his final act of freedom had
been to strike a blind man.

The vanguard of the reporters were
just In time to see a blind man guided
INto an automobile. The car pulled away.

“Was that the blind man Pawlon
struck?" they called.

A special agent on the running-board
smiled faintly.
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“Ask the crowd,” he directed.

The reporters did. The crowd was
emphatic In its answer. It was.

Then the news-men charged toward
new material. They saw Ashby and his
prisoner a short distance away. They
rushed toward them. A second car ap-
peared. The two men entered It, and the
car pulled away, a siren screaming.

“Was that Ashby?” yelled the report-
ers.

A special agent sitting beside the driver
nodded.

That was enough. It was plenty to
cause great presses to roar and strain as
they ground out extras. It was sufficient
to place a capacity load on wires that
carried to every part of the world. And
In the car that bore Ashby and Pawlon
away, Special Agent Fortune, sitting be-
side Carl Sherman, the driver, shivered
with the joy and excitement.

It had worked!

RL SHERMAN sat at a telephone

In the field office of the Federal Bu-
reau of Investigation, United States De-
partment of Justice. A Dbell tinkled.
He picked up the instrument and replied,
to a carefully worded query:

“Yes, Director. Everything went off
fine.

“1t was a trap, of course. Fortune and
| entered the house. We had no trouble
putting the occupants of the first floor
out of the way. A little trouble getting
the girl, but we made i1t. Splendid young-
ster, Fortune.

“The girl’'s room was nicely arranged.
If she pressed a button, pressure on a
floor board operated a Thompson sub-
machine gun on a swivel. We went to
work on her right away. She talked a
little. Told us of a tunnel leading to a
vacant garage at the rear. That came
IN handy to remove our prisoners.

“We brought them to the field office,
and went to work on them again. The
girl refused to say a word about Pawlon.
Rather admired her, sir. But we were
certain he was In the neighborhood, so
we took your advice about drawing him
to us, Instead of going after him.

“We placed the smoke-pots In the girl’s
room, and timed them for shortly after
daybreak. Pawlon came out to get the
girl. Bennett did a splendid job as a
blind man, and Pawlon took a wicked
jab at him.

“Ashby took Pawlon without firing a
shot. They fought it out with their eyes.

It was rather magnificent, sir. For sheer
nerve—"’

Ashby entered the room and walked
forward, his hands extended. Sherman
handed him the telephone.

“Ashby speaking, sir. This makes me
feel like a skunk. Every other man on
the case did more than | did.”

The full, vibrant voice of the man at
the desk In Washington carried over the
wire:

“1t was for the good of the service,
Duke. You all did your parts. It so
happened that yours called for the lime-
light.”

There was the sound of a great com-
motion from the street below the office.
Carl Sherman threw open the window.
Then he advanced and took the telephone
from Duke Ashby.

“They are taking Pawlon across the
street to arraign him, sir. Fortune has
him. He Is as thrilled as a boy with
his first pony.” He held the telephone
toward the open window. “Perhaps you
can hear part of It, sir.”

The roar of the crowd gained in volume
as Fortune appeared with his prisoner.
Voices of men and women, harsh with
hate and scorn, carried up to the office.
Clear above the babel of noise, there
came the shrill cry of an urchin:

“Two-gun Pawlon! Yah—yah—yah!
Hit—a—Dblind—man! Yah—yah—yah/”

The crowd caught up the refrain.

“Hit a blind man! Yah—yah—yah!”

The full fury of the hymn of hate sub-
sided as the door of the courthouse across
the street closed upon Fortune and Two-
gun Pawlon!

Again the voice of the urchin sounded:

“Tree cheers for de G-men!”

The voices of men, women and children
blended In the resulting roar. There was

suspicious moisture upon the faces of the
men who had thronged into the office.

HE voice of the Director came over

the wire. Sherman held the receiver
away from his ear, and the words were
plainly audible to the little group. The
head of the greatest law-enforcement
agency In the world spoke with simple
dignity:

“Gentlemen, they are not cheering us.
They are hailing the fact that law and
order Is once more back In the saddle.
This case marks an epoch In the history
of our country. All that we did I1s more
than justified; for the gunman, as a hero,
Is gone for all time.”

Another of Robert Mill's lively and authentic stories will appear Iin our next issue.
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HEN Red Robe Dbreasted the
Wdivide between the Knife River
and the Missourl, there was no
visible element of danger In the scene
before him. And yet as he reached the
summit, the buffalo bull halted abruptly,
his ponderous head came up, and his
horns flashed In the sunlight. Ripples
ran the length of his crested neck; his
tail arched and the plume at its tip tossed
Impatiently. With dilated nostrils he
sorted the air-currents In search of a key
to the warning that came over the
wires of heredity and instinct, a call
which he felt but could not comprehend.
Youth, impatience and curiosity had
placed the bull In the vanguard of the
migrating bison host. Great lungs, a
strong heart and muscles of steel had
carried him to the summit far in the lead
of the herd. Then—the warning borne
on the prairie wind. With eyes of
limited vision but with nostrils nearly as
keen as those of the gray buffalo-wolves
slinking from his path, he searched out
the scene Dbefore him and sorted the
scents carried on the breeze.

Ahead were rainbow hills and buttes
and crimson-crested peaks painted and
streaked with layers of barren, vari-
colored clay; but nowhere did he see the
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The author of that now
classic book of the buf-
falo, “The Last of the
Thundering Herd ” here
contributes another
memorable drama of the
wilderness West.

fluttering of a feathered headdress
against the sky, as he often had seen It,
or the glitter of refracted sunlight play
on flashing steel or on the bronze of
painted flesh.

On either side and far below was a
tangle of aimless canons and valleys, but
no smoke climbed from lodge-fires where
the lowlands were green with timber and
buffalo grass, and no milk-white dust
rose from hurrying hoofs on beds of
alkali. The source of his sense of danger
could not lie In the immediate foreground
or near at hand; yet the warning came
again, stronger than before; and a deep
rumble, as If In answer to a challenge,
trembled from the giant breast.

Swinging side to the wind, his eyes
flashing now, and vying In their sparkle
with the sunlight on his horns, he drew
the air Iinto his lungs In great gusts, ex-
pelling 1t In Dblasts that flattened the
grass at his feet. Turning his gaze to the
south and west, perhaps he saw the hazy
blue of Kildeer Mountain, and above It a
slanting column of smoke broken iInto
dots and dashes, climbing Iinto the air, to
unite and float away In a gray streamer
against the sky.
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By Bigelow Neal

Swinging his head to the northwest, his
vision was strong enough to reach the
twin peaks of Saddle Butte and another
broken column twisting snakelike toward
the heavens. This, then, was the source
of the warning; for while the bison could
not tell a signal fire from a prairie fire,
the unmistakable scent of burning sage
spoke eloquently of danger ahead.

But the mind of the buffalo was slug-
gish™ his memory not of the best. When
the first waves of the herd breasted the
divide and swept by him on either hand,
he forgot the threat that lay ahead. The
look of suspicion and fear faded from
his eyes. Again they were mild and soft,
and he was plodding slowly on, a unit In
a multitude sweeping forward over the
face of the land, a bellowing, roaring,
limitless sea of brown.

Red Robe, Sa-hu-gich Na-pah-tu, to
use the name given him by the red men,
had one thing not In common with the
others of the herd.
the long hairs of their manes and tails
and leg fringes, others of his kind were
brown, he alone was as red as the scoria
draping the buttes about him. White
buffaloes occurred occasionally, and black
were not unknown; but red seemed rarest
of all, and the oddity of color set him
aside from the others of the bison host.
Once seen, he must be remembered; and
the great hide with its glossy red hair

offered a prize to the hunter either red
or white.

So far, fate had been kind; Red Robe
was four years old, and although he had
survived many narrow escapes, he car-
ried no scar of bullet or arrow or lance.
Even so, his existence was not unknown;
nor was his approach unheralded. Could
he have read and could he have compre-
hended the language of the “talking
smoke,” he would have known that In
plodding steadily on toward the far-away
prairies of Saskatchewan, he was keeping
a rendezvous with a resourceful foe.

the afternoon the herd did not pause.

hroughout the long hot hours of
T[ey moved with gradually increasing

Where, aside from '
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speed; for the region they traversed, ex-
cept for an occasional spring, was water-
less. The choking dust from countless
thousands of hoofs, together with the
blistering heat of the sun and a journey
that led uphill and down over heat-
scorched clay and boulders, drove the
buffaloes wild with thirst; and the scent
of water from the Missouri ahead hurried
them forward with no pause for grazing
or for rest.

reached the foot of
A

T last the herd
A the Dbluff bordering the river.
race across a level plain ended
plunge down into timber, and a battle
with trees and vines. About him Red
Robe heard the snapping and popping of
breaking brush. Under the weight of
thirst-crazed bodies willows cracked like
rifle-shots; elms shivered under the charge
—even the cottonwoods trembled while
murmurs of protest passed In ripples
through their leaves. Then the herd
was out of the timber and sliding down
the steep bank to a sandbar. For a mo-
ment Red Robe was under the flood, and
then he was on the surface striking out
for the northern shore. Giant suck-holes
tugged at the legs of the bull, but he had
the strength of youth, and he fought away
from them with little trouble. Once he
struck shallow water at the point of a bar
and paused to rest, but not for long, for
guicksands trembled beneath his feet.
Plunging on, he fought his way through
the turmolil of threshing water and buffa-
loes, until at last the shadows of trees
loomed ahead, and he scrambled up the
bank for another tussle with sand wil-
lows, and vines In the heavy timber.
Finally, tired from the long march
and the terrific struggle with the river, he
reached the outer edge of the timber and
the sloping ground that led up to the
level of the bottomlands. There, where
the grass grew tall and thick, he lay
down, and after a period of contented
chewing at his cud, his eyelids grew
heavy and his head swung around against
his side. Fainter and fainter grew the
roar gf the herd still streaming down the

IN a
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southern bluff. The sound of the thresh-
Ing waters lulled. . . . Then, Red Robe
became aware of another sound faint and
far away: the rhythmic throb of drums.
But the buffalo had forgotten the warning
of the afternoon, and he was very tired.
His eyes closed, and he was asleep.

MILE upstream on bottomlands In

the crook of the river’'selbow, lay tte
hunting camp of the Arikara. Under the
last of twilight a great circle of lodges,
lighted from fires both within and with-
out, glowed like conical paper lanterns.
Thence came the throbbing of drums.

Not far from the larger camp was an-
other and smaller circle of lodges. This
was In the timber, where the river ice
had plowed out a clearing among the
trees. Here, called by runners from
tribe to tribe, and by smoke-signals from
peak to peak, were gathered the members
of the society of the “Red Robe.” Like
the “Dead Grass” socliety, famous In
chronicles of the West, the society of
the Red Robe was an intertribal fra-
ternal organization stretching out, through
Its membership, to include the warrior-
elite of many nations.

In that smaller circle under the cotton-
woods were not only the cream of the
fighting men In the Arikara nation, but
Sioux, Gros Ventres, Cheyennes, Arapa-
hoes, Pawnees and Crows, representatives
of nearly every tribe In the Northwest,
men who had passed the searching tests
of the Sun Dance and of prairie warfare
that were prerequisite to membership In
an order which only the bravest of the
brave might join.

Here In the center of the camp a circle
of forked posts supported horizontal
poles, and against these poles leaned
rows of freshly cut trees, their drying
foliage rustling and whispering In every
breeze that moved through the timber.
A Dbright fire burned within; and at one
end was a semicircle of buffalo robes and
brightly colored blankets forming seats
for those warriors who by extraordinary
feats of endurance and bravery had
won their way to prestige in the order.

Kah-wah-tsu, the Arikara, presided.
He was a tall man, with long smooth
muscles that bespoke endurance. AsS
he entered and took his seat, the firelight,
striking his back, played upon the welted
scars of the Sun Dance. He wore a
breech-cloth and seatless trousers trimmed
with buckskin. A Dbreast plate of bead-
work and porcupine quills, a red scarf
that hung from his shoulder, and paints

of various colors, constituted his cloth-
Ing above his waist. (It was a similar
scarf, only black, that played a part In
the mythical tale of the Custer-Reno
fight, In which Sitting Bull iIs supposed to
have covered the face of Colonel Custer
to prevent its mutilation.) In the society
of the Red Robe, the last act of Initia-
tion which brought the candidate to full-
fledged membership, and which entitled
him forever to the protection of the order,
was the dropping of the scarf across his
shoulder, and the utterance of the magic
words: “I1 call him brother!”

One half of the face of Kah-wah-tsu
was painted Dblack, the other vyellow.
There were white circles around his
eyes, and checks of various colors on his
forehead. Above, the crest of a porcu-
pine headdress glittered In the firelight;
and a cluster of eagle feathers, each pro-
claiming a vanguished enemy, rose from
the back of his head-dress to wave and
nod at each turn of the warrior’s head.

On the right of Kah-wah-tsu sat Hawk-
flies-high, of the Hidatsa, and on his left,
Thunder Bird of the Ogalalla Sioux.
Before them were long lines of warriors

sitting In front of a background of
painted and beaded women. Kah-wah-
tsu rose to speak.

“My friends,” he began, using the

commonest form of address among the
red men, “three times the prairies have
been covered with snow, and three times
the ice has gone from the Smoky Water
since the will of the Great-Mysterious-
One caused the red buffalo calf to be born
IN the Sacred Hills.”

ITH the last reference to the Black
Hills, the chieftain paused for the
Interpreters.

“All this time we have waited for the
red head and robe to become full grown,
that we might have them with us when
we meet, as an everlasting symbol of
our order.”

Again his voice died away and like
echoes came the words In many languages.

“Today the talking smoke has told us
that the time has come. Tonight the red
bull crossed the Smoky Water. He Is
sleeping now near the river.”

No sign came from the assembled
warriors, but a series of harsh cries ran
around the ranks of the squaws; and out
of courtesy, Kah-wah-tsu waited until
the cheering died away.

“Tomorrow the Arikara, the Hidatsa
and the Mandans will gather their sum-
mer’s supply of meat. Their hunters and
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fighting men are forming the great circle
now. Before light comes from the east,
we too shall be away, for the red bull
belongs to us. We have waited long, and
the time has come.” The chieftain

nodded. The air was filled with the
murmur of drums. The hunting dance
was on.

ED ROBE opened his eyes as dawn

L was breaking over the valley of the
Missouri. Gray owls flapped their way
toward the timber to roost In the cotton-
woods, and prairie chickens whirred out
from the trees to. search for grasshoppers
on the open prairie. Bands of white-
talled deer came In from the bottom-
lands, and scattered groups of elk grazed
out from the edge of the brush.

The buffalo swung his head from Its
resting-place against his side and gazed
out across the flats. He saw nothing of
danger—only a jack-rabbit making a bed
for the day, a doe and a fawn beyond the
rabbit, and countless thousands of sleep-
INg bison dotting the plain as far as the
eye could see.

Then a sound drifted down from the
hills, a series of faint cries moving rapid-
ly from west to east.

The rabbit sat bolt upright. The doe
turned and leaped from sight among the
trees. A magpie cried a warning* and
thousands of curlew took the air to circle
above the backs of the bison. But for
the time nothing happened, and the gold-
en glow of sunrise spread above the peace-
ful valley.

Red Robe got to his feet. He stretched
his great body until his back bowed
down and his tail curled. He dropped
his head and stripped the dried fruit of a
rose-bush; he moved a little way* and
filled his mouth with tender grass; then
he lifted his head and listened again. A
new sound trembled on the morning air.

Far out among the bison another bull
heard the cries from the hills. He was
the lord of the herd. In his ponderous

The two met with
a ground-shaking

thud and the crack
of skull on skull.

bulk lay an authority that never had
been successfully questioned. He took
exception to the cries, and a deep rumble
gathered In his breast. It burst on the
morning air in a challenge to all, a fear-
some roar, carrying dread to the hearts of
younger bulls.

Red Robe heard the challenge. He had
listened to the same call ever since he was
a calf. Many times he too had trembled
at the menace In the savage voice. But
now, for some reason, It angered him.
The fear was forgotten. Throwing up his
head, he answered the hateful cry. The
roar which burst from his throat was an
acceptance of the gage of battle.

Hearing the answer to his challenge,
the old bull set In motion nearly a ton
and a quarter of fighting bone and
muscle. He came slowly at first, pausing
frequently to rake the sod and throw
clouds of dust above his back. Dropping
his shaggy head and twisting it from side
to side, he rolled his eyes, now red-
rimmed with anger—and roar after roar
shook the air.

EFORE this angry mountain of flesh
B a lane opened In the ranks of the
grazing buffaloes, a lane that led to Red
Robe standing broadside to the rising sun,
and giving back roar for roar. Three hun-
dred yards, two hundred, one hundred,
separated the bulls. The older was gather-
INg his muscles for the charge. Still the
younger, glittering like a thing of fire as
the sunlight struck his crimson coat,
stood his ground. Finding that Dbluff
would not put his younger antagonist to
flight, the shaggy monster roared again.
Never had he failed to vanquish an
enemy, and his confidence In himself was
absolute. And now, as he threw one last
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cloud of dust across his back, as he
lowered his head and gauged the range of
his opponent, a new sound came from
far out on the prairie.

It began In a moan. It rose rapidly In
volume and tone, to a high-pitched qua-
vering cry, and burst on the morning air
In a wild piercing shriek. It was the
hunting-cry of the Arikara, setting In
motion hundreds of painted warriors, and
acting on the bison leader like a det-
onating cap on a charge of dynamite.
On the Instant he was In motion. Un-
mindful of this new threat closing In
from all directions, of death riding on
the points of arrows and lances and
spurting from the red mouths of buffalo
guns, the old buffalo was on an errand
of death of his own.

OWN the lane of buffaloes he came,

his shaggy bulk shaking the ground.

Behind him a wall of dust rose from
prairie. On either side curious bison
gave ground In sudden panic. Only
ahead nothing happened. There the
younger bull waited the assault, walited
until 1t was too late to gather speed, until
he was swept from his feet and rolled
over and over across the prairie, appar-
ently vanquished In the first round of
conflict.

Struggling to his feet, Red Robe reeled
dizzily. In that moment he was helpless.
But the finishing assault did not come.
Instead the old champion thought it
time to announce his success to the world
at large. He was spending time In a
roaring song of victory that should have
been devoted to insuring success. In that
moment, too, the nature of Red Robe
changed. Anger swelled within his breast
until 1t burned like fire. His eyes turned
red. But his was an anger the more
dangerous because silent. He wasted no
time In roaring; and just as the ranks of
the Indian hunters burst on the front and
flanks of the bison herd, Red Robe
launched a counter-attack.

Springing Into action so suddenly that
It caught the older bull off his guard, Red
Robe came on like a thunderbolt. For
the five hundred pounds he lacked In
welight, he made up In the ferocity and
speed of his assault. The champion
swung Into line and leaped ahead. They
met with a ground-shaking thud and the
crack of skull on skull. Shaken from
hoof to hump and end to end, dazed by
the terrific impact of their meeting, both
fighters stood as they met, horns crossed,
eyes flaming red with hate.

thpast.

Pandemonium reigned about them.
From back in the hills, from valleys and
washouts and coulees, from every clump
of brush, and from behind every knoll,
painted men on painted ponies streamed
to the attack. The air was rent with the
hunting cries of the Arikara. The earth
shook under their charge. The air reeled
under the bellowing of frightened buffa-
loes. In their mad attempt to escape,
the spectacle of the battle between the
monsters was forgotten. In blind fear
they ran and counter-ran. Bulls roared
In anger; cows called loudly for their
young; calves bleated terror-stricken as
they ran aimlessly under the plunging
bodies of the herd. But Red Robe and
the warrior leader of the bison host paid
no attention. Theirs had become a hatred
transcending fear, blotting out all save
the primal instinct to Kkill.

The time of spectacular charges was
They fought at close quarters now.
Ripping, thrusting, slashing, they were
like ponderous creatures of some pre-
historic age moving In a rolling cloud of
dust of their own creation. The older
bull knew the science of bison warfare.
He had the advantage of weight. Red
Robe understood little of the cruel art.
He used his head as a battering ram, and
the needle-like points of his horns seldom
came into play. But he had youth, and
he was game. His spirit, at least, was
unconquerable.

EEING what he thought was an open-
S INng, he put all his strength Into an at-
tempt at the giant chest of his antago-
nist.. Red Robe had learned that blow
from the playful battles of calfhood.
Once under an opponent's nose, the
enemy could be lifted and swept from
his feet. But the champion merely
dropped his head, and the shock of Red
Robe’s assault spent itself again on the
giant skull. Then the old bull gave
ground, his head swung a bit to the side
as If unable to withstand the strain. Red
Robe had fallen into a trap. The great
head came back as If shot from a cata-
pult. The blow was iIntended for the
throat, but It missed by a narrow mar-
gin. The champion’s horn caught the
young bull squarely on the jaw. Red
Robe had learned something too. He
would not be caught that way again. As
he clinched with his opponent, one of the
deadly horns Dbefore his eyes was red
and dripping, and he felt the warmth
of his own blood streaming from his
face. But there were rivers of Dblood
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IN his great body, and the heart that
drove it through his veins was young and
strong.

Again they were sparring. Horns
clicked and clashed; bulging foreheads
chafed and thudded as each tried to get
away with safety and to return with a
fatal blow. They were totally unmind-
ful of the terrific scene about them. Their
eyes, blinded by blood and hate, saw
nothing of the Arikara tribesmen as they
burst on the flanks of the herd, nothing
of the arrows that whirred above their
heads, nothing of smoke from buffalo
guns, nothing of red-tipped lances dart-
INg In and out, nothing of war-clubs that
rose and fell, and nothing of the huddled
forms thickening about them. With the
roar of their blood and pounding hearts
In their ears, they heard not the savage
cries of exultation, the answering
screams of creatures In pain, the thunder
of hoofs, the dull reports of guns and
the ceaseless crashing of stone-tipped
clubs. They saw nothing, heard nothing,
felt nothing. Like the painted warriors
about them, they were creatures of a
single purpose and of one overwhelming
desire—to Kill.

Again and again the great heads came
together. At times the shocks were so
terrific that 1t brought them to their
knees, to remain glaring into each other’s
eyes, too dazed from the impact to con-
tinue. Their hoofs tore the sod from
the prairie; they could scarcely see each
other through the dust.

Red Robe was taking terrible punish-
ment. The skill of the greater antago-
nist told. As they fought over untrodden
grass, specks of blood glistened like gar-
nets on green blades, and fighting across
a patch of alkali, they left red roses
blooming and growing on the pure white
surface. Still the champion failed to de-
liver the decisive blow, and Red Robe
wBs unable to find an opening.

HE noise of the hunt died out. The
Tswirling clouds of dust drifted from
the plain. Now the noncombatants of the
painted host came onto the field, a long
column of wagons, ponies and travois.
Lodges sprang up. Already the sun
flashed on butcher knives, skinning,
dressing and quartering the meat of the
slain buffaloes. Far to the north, those
that had escaped were streaming over
the bluffs.

A new ring formed around the fight-
Ing bulls. War-bonnets streamed In the
wind. Painted horses, gayly decorated

with red cloth and ribbons, pranced and
tossed their heads along the line. The
sun shone on weapons yet red with the
blood of the bison, on vermilion-tipped
feathers, waving In the breeze; on gleam-
Ing knives and lances and fluttering
blankets In red and yellow.

UT neither of the fighting monsters
B saw or cared. If death awaited
both victor and vanquished at the hands
of the Arikara, they knew nothing of It.
They were oblivious of their surround-
INngs, to time and to the fact that they
were staging the spectacle of a lifetime
for the Indians. . . . And now It was
evident that the battle was entering Its
last stages, for their tongues hung out,
and billows of froth streamed and burst
and spattered from their nostrils. Both
panted for breath.

As the heat of the sun grew greater,
the old bull seemed to realize that he was
weakening more rapidly than his an-
tagonist. At all events, he Initiated the
final tremendous effort. Again and again
he charged. He followed each charge
with a series of close-quarter thrusts that
covered Red Robe with wounds. Driven
mad by the pain, the younger bull re-
turned each charge, cutting, thrusting as
he never had before.

The hitherto undefeated champion was
bleeding too; cuts appeared along his
neck and shoulders, and a long red line
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along his side showed how nearly he also
had come to receiving a deadly wound.

Red Robe stepped into a gopher hole.
It threw him off balance. The champion
saw and came on. He caught the young
bull full In the side, rolling him end
over end. A sigh ran along the ranks of

warrior spectators; but not yet did Red
Robe admit defeat. He staggered to his
feet, to receive a second assault. Again
he turned over, but the very speed of his
fall brought him upright. A cheer burst
from the Indians as he lunged ahead.
No one admired bravery more than they,
they who worshiped gameness In either
man or beast.

For the last time the bison warriors
came together. This time Red Robe’s
alm was true. He caught the champion
low on the nose, and the old bull's neck
could not stand the strain. It buckled,
and he was lifted from his feet. Red
Robe delivered a terrific blow behind
the shoulder, followed 1t with another
and another. The champion struggled to
his knees, but that was his last effort.
The tremendous exertion, the heat and
his age completed their work. His eyes
glazed; his head dropped; he rolled to
his side and lay still.

An arrow whizzed through the air.
Hundreds of warriors longed to drink
from the blood of the brave. In that way
they might gain the dauntless courage
of the bull.

Red women were crowding ahead with
long knives. They too would eat of the
flesh and drink of the blood of the hero.
Other arrows came, but the Indians could
not shoot effectively without hitting one
another. An Indian leveled a buffalo
gun, and It seemed that Red Robe was

doomed.
But awarrior chieftain leaped abruptly

from the line. It was Kah-wah-tsu, forc-
Ing his warhorse to the side of the dazed
and staggering buffalo. He held one arm
high In the air, and a red scarf fluttered
from his hand. It fell across the neck
of the buffalo, and the warrior with the
rifle heard the voice and the magic words
of Kah-wah-tsu:

“Ta-du-na-e-gu E-na-ne!” (I call him
brother!)

The circle opened. No lance nor knife
nor gun threatened, as Red Robe, still
obeying the call of Iinstinct, moved slowly
toward the north. He too was a member
of the society of the Red Robe. The
way to Saskatchewan was open.

Another fine story by Bigelow Neal
will appear In an early Issue.

A manhas to fight to stay

honest, even at sea, as this
dramatic story shows.

By Richard

E dingy copper screen In the rear
window of young ElI Ryles’ office

I framed a view of the Loretta. The
squat, ugly little steamer lay moored at
the coal-pier across the deep, mountain-
cupped harbor of St. Thomas.

“Look at her!” murmured Mr. Ryles
sorrowfully. He pointed with a thin
white finger, and then with a cambric
handkerchief delicately patted the quick
perspiration of the tropics from his fore-
head. “1 am forced to send some fine
young man like you to sea in command of
a rusted, dangerous old craft like that,
with the lives erf her crew on your shoul-
ders.”

In spite of his youth, his voice was
paternal, as had been the voice of his
father, shrewd founder of the Ryles Car-
Ibbean fleet.

John Quinton, first officer of Mr. Ryles’
Intogene, looked hungrily at the ship. His
uniform cap was clutched with tensity In
a moist hand. At twenty-four he knew
the iIsland trade, from the Virgins down
to Trinidad, every port, every agent,
every cargo, every port officer, the rocks,
the winds and the currents.

The shipowner sighed.

“1 am too poor to scrap her,” he con-
fessed In his soft confidential voice. “No-
body knows how bad she is, fortunately,
not even the underwriters. You could
pull the rivets out of her plates with your
fingers.”

He shook his head. “If | had a little
spare cash, | could replace her. The
black sheep in my flock—that ship.”

“1d try to make her pay her way,
sir,” Quinton assured him.

Eli Ryles frowned slightly; then eyed
this brown-faced, hard-jawed young man
with a keen sidelong glance.

“That ship haunts me, Quinton,” he
sald. “l dream that she has sunk on
some clear bright morning when the
northeast trades are light and no sea iIs
kicking up, so that all her crew get away
safely In the boats. What a relief that
IS! No lives lost! And then | awake—
and lie awake worrying for fear that
under the lash of a gale some black night,
she’ll go down with all hands.”
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The mate's face lengthened. “ 1 suppose
you must scrap her, then,” he said re-
luctantly.

Eli Ryles frowned more darkly.

“You don’'t understand!” His voice
was sharp.

John Quinton looked hard at him,
realized that he was staring, and looked
hastily back at the ship.

“I1t would take only a touch on the
coral—a brush against a ledge—to do
It,” Ryles said slowly. “A bright young
man like you doubtless knows a score of
spots with less water than the chart
shows. No blame could possibly attach to
an officer for such a—a mishap where the
chart gives him a fathom under her keel.
Could 1t?”

Startled, quite against his will, Quin-
ton’s brown eyes turned and were held by
Eli Ryles’ small black ones. His face
reddened.

“No sir,” said Quinton hesitantly.
“No blame.”

“How are your poor sister’s children?”
Ryles asked abruptly. “Still wearing out
shoes ? These youngsters!”

“They’'re—" Quinton’s cheeks slowly
lost their brilliant color.

Illustrated by
George Avison

Body and soul
craved to leave
this accursed ship.
Eli  Ryles flung
himself over and
clattered down the
rusty side.

47
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The shipowner jerked a finger abruptly
IN the direction of the street outside his
front window, where the life of the Virgin
Islands, white, brown and black, flowed
languidly. A coatless, unshaven young-
Ish man, tall, cadaverous, with his blue
shirt stained with sweat, was slouching
past, eyes fixed dully on nothing what-
ever.

“There’s a fellow, Quinton, an ex-ship-
mate of yours, who never lost a ship—
and who’ll never have another,” Ryles
declared. “Bob Sutherland was a good
enough seaman; but he didn't get along
with his owners—and of course owners
are a clannish lot. They take each
other’'s opinion of a man—naturally
enough.”

John Quinton nodded jerkily and swal-
lowed but did not speak. A couple of
vertical lines cut down his forehead; his
eyes for a moment became bleak—and
hard.

“No resolution— Sutherland,” Eli Ryles
sald. “Not dependable. Practically on
the beach now—and he’ll stay there the
rest of his life. | can never use him
again. These iIslands are a bad place for
a faillure. Life, Quinton, life!”

His tight lips curled in a sudden smile.
“But there’s another 'side, Quinton!” he
sald. “Take a man like Captain Under-
well, your commander. He lost a ship for
me, but | don’t hold It against him. It
wasn't his fault. | gave him a better
one. You know the Imogene’s N0 rusty
old hulk. Underwell’s respected; he has
a good life; he’s getting fat.”

He stopped abruptly and stood up. His
thin, light hand dropped on John Quin-
ton’s shoulder.

“You’'ll take out the Loretta tomorrow
morning, Captain Quinton!” he said with
brisk decision. He crossed the office and
came back with a bottle and two glasses.
It was St. Croix rum—the best In the
Island.

“Here’s to resolution!” Ell Ryles said.
“1t saves men’s lives—and makes men’s
fortunes. If the Loretta never reaches
Martinique, it will not mar your for-
tune !I”

“Resolution!”  John Quinton
strongly, and downed his drink.

said

HAT evening, not long after dark-
Tness had dropped down from high
Signal Hill above the town, young EII
Ryles, as was his custom since his father
had left him In complete command of the
shipping firm, drove his creaking old car
around the sweep of the bay to the coal-

pier where the Loretta lay. The place
was swathed In a gloom as black as the
mound of coal that awaited the maw of
hungry ships. He stood by the string-
olece and gazed long at the formless
Dulk of his ship, wondering If he had
been too cautious In not cutting down
the order to fill her bunkers. It saddened
him, the thought of all that good coal
paid for with good money, going down to
lie uselessly on the sea bottom.

“Too bad!” he murmured. “But no
great gain without small loss.” He
smiled, and closed one eye. “The people

of the islands will find I'm a shrewder
man than my father.”

UDDENLY a match flared In the
S night not twenty feet from him. It
drove all thought of coal from his mind,
for the flickering light showed him that
the man puffing at the pipe was ex-Cap-
tain Robert Sutherland.

Ryles stood entirely still and motion-
less, hoping to be spared a disagreeable
Interview. But Sutherland, with that
slow, aimless pace that was becoming
habitual, approached the shipowner.

“D’you think she’ll make Fort-de-
France, Mr. Ryles?” the ex-captain asked
In his hollow voice.

“What do you—" Ryles began coldly.

“My ship always made port—and a fat
lot of good It did me!” said Sutherland.

In the darkness Sutherland’s newly lit
pipe glowed with sudden brightness.
Then his bony hand had Ryles by the
throat. Tightening fingers cut off Ryles’s
cry; then a knock on the head set his
brain to exploding. Colors, lights, flared
brilliantly and puffed out. . . .

The five senses of Eli Ryles resented
unceasing affronts. Gradually Ell Ryles
became aware of this. He realized that
his head ached damnably. His body was
shaking yet abominably constricted. A
greasy stench filled his nostrils. His
mouth was dry and horrible. His eyes
blinked and strained In Irrevocable and
utter blackness. And his ears were af-
flicted by an unsteady rumbling like the
growl of distant thunder.

It was this last, this unceasing sound,
that told him abruptly that he was on a
ship. And that realization was startling
enough to jerk him upright. His head
bumped against something. He groaned,
put his fingers to his eyes, and felt,
against his elbows, the contact of some-
thing solid. His hands thrust out; he
touched wood—rough wood—stuff Ilike
packing-cases.
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“I1t would take only a touch on coral—a brush against a ledg

The feel of that wood somehow set his
brain to working. He remembered Bob
Sutherland and the pressure on his throat
—the blow on the head.

“What did he do to me?” he whispered.
“Fm on a ship—what ship?”

He knew—the Loretta! He started
up— and again his head knocked against
wood above him. The stench of oily
bilge-water registered In his brain. He
listened; heard the swash of It as the ship
rolled. That water was close below him.

“Fm In the hold—deep In the lower
hold—stowed down among her cargo!”
he realized. “And Quinton’s going to
sink her! Sutherland guessed—the wily
devil!”

Fear, like a wave of water rushed over
his head, engulfed him then. He shrieked,
shrill, throat-ripping cries. They drowned
In his ears for just a moment the un-
certain rumbling of the old engine. But
he realized with horrible certainty that
those screams could do nothing more.
Deep down In the lower hold!

“Sutherland knew! He knew!” Ryles
shrieked. “He knew that she was to
sink! It’s cold, planned murder!”

Breathlessness silenced him, and some-
how brought him back to sanity and a
great fear. He listened with taut body.
The Loretta was grinding along with only
a slight roll. Perhaps she was just leav-
Ing port or In the lee of an island. Per-
haps Quinton, up there on the bridge, was
even now edging her over toward Fred-
erik Knoll or Scorpion Rock. He would

do It,” Ryles said slowly.

want to get this job done soon, and there
were many hazards around St. Thomas.
And the moment she touched—drowning
In a coffin already fitted to him!

“1'll get out— out on deck—In the air!”
Ryles gasped prayerfully. He braced
his back against the packing-case above
him and heaved upward with all his
might. It was like trying to budge a
house. He tried the sides—but there was
no give to this stuff—no give at all. EXx-
hausted, with sweat streaming from him,
he stopped; listened again for that fatal
crunch and the rush of smothering

water. But It did not come. Not yet!
Not yet!
He strained frantically; listened,

shrieked, strained again.

He grew light-headed, but not light-
headed enough to escape this nightmare.
When? When? The engine rumbled
ruthlessly on and on. Not yet! When?

onsciousness came back to ehn
Ryles. He had not realized that con-
sciousness had left him. But time had
passed, many hours. His trembling hand
touched a short, dry stubble on his chin.

That hellish rumble had ceased; some-
thing clattered instead. His eyes blinked
painfully in a sudden yellow glare.

Fire? No! Just electric light pouring
through a narrow slit above. And that
clanking, hissing thing was a winch.
They were working cargo. He tried to
cry out—but cold fear stopped him. Sup-
pose Sutherland lurked somewhere In the
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“My ship always made port—and a fat lot of good it did me!”
sald Sutherland, Then his bony hand had Ryles by the throat.

hold above, waited to assure his ven-
geance? Would not a devil like that
stow away to witnhess the hideous ful-
fillment of his plan ?

The big case that formed one side of
his prison was suddenly wrenched away
amidst a jabber of French—the crude
patois of Martinigue. Like a weasel he
shot out, past the freight-handlers, dodg-
Ing and twisting In frantic fear as arms
stretched out to seize him. He flung
himself at the 1ron rungs that led to the
deck.

The pursuing stevedores screamed with
laughter, like jeering fiends watching a
new soul writhe In hell.

Ryles flew up the ladder, out of the
brilliance of the cargo cluster, with the
fear of Sutherland chilling his sweat-
drenched back. There was darkness
farther aft; and to that he fled.

The sight of a Jacob’s ladder dangling
over the quarter, with a couple of shore
boats waliting patiently below, changed
his course. Body and soul craved to
leave this accursed ship. He flung him-
self over and clattered desperately down
the rusty side.

ITH two shots of cognac warming

his cold stomach, and time cooling
his hot brain, Eli Ryles ventured back
across the savane, as far as the jetty.
He stared out over the black water of
Fort-de-France harbor at the Loretta,
still working cargo.

“Mr. Ryles!” exclaimed a voice.
Captain John Quinton was at his el-
bow. With polite haste Quinton shifted

his wide eyes from the disheveled
clothes of the shipowner.
“Sorry, sir,” said Quinton. “It startled

me, seeing you here In Martinique. Beat
me down on the mail-boat, | see.”

“Yes—malil-boat,” Ryles muttered.

Quinton gazed at his feet. “I1 arrived
safely, Mr. Ryles,” he reported In a lev-
el voice. “1— You see, for some reason
Sutherland radioed me from St. Thomas
that 1 had a stowaway hidden below.
Uh—knowing how you felt about risking
human life, of course, I—1 arrived safely.
Sorry, sir, but—after this I'm always
arriving safely. There’s always danger
to human life—when a ship sinks.”

“Of course.” Ryles raised a trembling
hand to his head. “Of course you got
here safely. God, yes, Quinton. I'm no—
So Sutherland sent you a radio, did he?

Said there was a stowaway? But—7"
“What, sir?”
“Nothing.” With his thin white hands

Eli Ryles clutched weakly at the other
man’s arm. “Quinton, the Loretta's go-
INg to the ship-breakers,” he said shakily.
“She Isn’t safe. |I'm no murderer—never
was, Quinton. You know that. I'm
young, Quinton, | guess | wanted to be
smarter than my father, who took years
to build up this fleet.”

Quinton nodded gloomily. “She ought
to be scrapped, sir,” he conceded.
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“Don’t look so downhearted, Captain,
I''ll give you the Imogene,” Ryles said.

“The Imogenel” Quinton exclaimed.

“Yes; | can’t trust that fat swine
Underwell. He lost a ship for me— might
easily have lost men, too.”

He swallowed. “And Quinton, |’'ve been
thinking—about Sutherland. | can’t have
the man breaking up—going on the beach
at St. Thomas. Tell him I'll see he gets
something— mate, say, out of Norfolk In
the Atlantic trade with a connection of
mine—If he— Tell him, will you?”

John Quinton told Sutherland. He told
him on the Loretta an hour later that
night as a big mail-boat alive with lights
and music slid out of Fort-de-France

harbor bound north—with EIlI Ryles on
board.

“He had me headed for the same hold
he dropped you down, Bob,” Captain
Quinton said, his stern young face grim-
ly set. “That's why | got desperate
enough to call on you to help me shang-
hal him. Resolution! That’s the stuff!

A man’s got to fight to stay honest and
off the beach, hasn't he?”

“He has,” Sutherland agreed fervently.
He rubbed one shoe and then the other
carefully against the back of his trouser-
legs and adjusted his threadbare tie.
“Ryles will never wreck another ship—or
another shipmaster. Not a bad young
man—Dblit he needed a shakedown cruise.”



Two chairs and the proudly poU

iIshed cuspidor were part of the

barrage that started the battle.
After that 1t grew terrible.

NE minute, Hogan's Alley slept
O tranquilly In the sun; the next

It was alive, vocal, Its littered
length filled with excited darkies, all
headed one way.

Flushed from his detective agency’s
disordered depths by the confusion, the
dark and gangling Columbus Collins
hailed a passing disturber of the peace:
“Hey, Half-po'tion! What all de rook-
us about?”

“Unloadin’ a wrestler down at de rail-
road—"

“Unloadin’ what?”

“‘Seafood’ Watson, de colored wres-
tlin’-boy. He jest come In on de mixed-
train. Unloaded him at de stock-pens
by mistake. Gwine take him up to
Horizontal Smathers’ place for de big
official welcome now, sort of smooth
him down. Everybody be dar!”

“Everybody but me, you means. |
got business.”

“You got business?” Everybody knew
Columbus hadn’'t had a case In a month.

“Yeah. Gittin’ three hundred dollars
away from Bugwine Breck.”

“Three hundred— Huh? From Bug-
wine?” Imagination balked at the com-
bination: Mr. Collins’ five-foot assistant
had been chronically broke, since birth.

“Reward-money he git from de Gov-
ernment—for failin’ over a gang of
crooks while he was gallopin’ hisself
from a ghost In a haunted house,” an
employer threw disgusted light on the
affluence of an aide.

“Dawg gawn! Whar he now?”

“Aint know; aint seen de shrimp since
de Government paid him. Off ridin’ a
flyin’-jinny somewhars till he's busted
again, | reckon.”

“Tell him you craves him, Is | see
him,” Half-portion hurried on. “Got to
git on now to de big welcome Horizon-
tal's fixin’ to throw for Seafood.”

“Is you see Bugwine,” valedictoried
Mr. Collins grimly, “tell him Is he aint
back here by mornin’ | busts him down
to his right size wid a plank when 1 is
see him!”

But through all the succeeding empti-
ness of Baptist Hill, brought about by
Its huge civic turnout to honor the ad-
vent of a wrestler who had been tem-

porarily retired from circulation by the
Law, In an adjoining county, there was
no sign of the missing Mr. Breck: only
rumors that he had been seen here and
there on the Hill, optimistically If fu-
tilely followed by a pack of Insurance,
radio, and used-car salesmen, while he
stubbornly transacted some mysterious
business of his own.

Reducing Bugwine to his right size
Increased In desirability but remained
remote. Until there came the morning
—and swift developments. As Mr. Col-
lins sat sourly In his agency, grimly
fingering a loose table-leg against a new-
rich assistant’'s return, there was the
sound of ample feet without, followed
by a discreet knock at the door.

“Come In!” called Columbus crossly,
only to be surprised into Instant affa-
bility—for upon his threshold stood the
second-richest darky on Baptist Hill.
“Well, 1If 1t aint old Horizontal Smath-
ers hisself!” burst hopefully from Co-
lumbus. “Come In and take de load
off your hindlegs, Horizontal! Set!”

UT the balky and belligerent-appear-
B Ing Mr. Smathers looked about him
first. “Nobody else In here wid you?”
he demanded nervously.

“Naw—dat what | got dis table-leg
handy, about. Why?”

“Becaze | craves a plece of detectin’
did. Extra confidential. And de crip-
lin” done quiet afterwards.”

“Cripple who?” The bloodhound In
Mr. Collins sniffed a case.

“Burglar business,” Horizontal’'s mys-
teriousness increased.

“Smells 'em out whar others jest sniffs
about! A crook wid every case! Even
de Innocent cain’t escape when Bug—
uh—when us takes de trail!” sales-talk
started.

“Shhhhh!”

“Done shushed.
How-come ?”

“1 1s.” Horizontal's face darkened
further. “Right durin’ de big welcome
| was pullin’ off In my place yesterday
for Seafood Watson, de wrestlin’-boy, |
finds out dey Is a polecat In de house—"

“A—nhuh?” Involuntarily Mr. Col-
lins dodged.

worried Mr. Smathers.
Who gits burgled?
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“Teaches you to take up
wid my wife, shrimp!”
And the berserk wrestler
flung Bugwine hideously
against a wall.

“In human form,” supplemented Mr.
Smathers. “Meanin’ dey’s fifty bucks
gone out of my vest, when de welcome
dies down.”

Columbus broke for his agency’s an-
cient bear-trap handcuffs. “What size
bills—fives or tens? Hear me bayin’ on
de trail already!” speech surrounded
him.

“Wasn’t bills: dey was gold money—"

“Gold? Government aint let nobody
has no gold money. How'd you lose
what you aint got?”

“Dat’s what | been all-time shushin’
you about!” exploded the client irritat-
edly. “I1 kept myself back five of dem
ten-dollar goldpieces when dey called
'em In—jest INn case de Democrats was
wrong. Now some ape done steal 'em
out of my vest durin’ de party! And |
cain't call de cops about It widout
cotchin” my own pants In a trap; so |
calls you. Boy, git dat burglar!”

Mr. Collins blinked In Opportunity’s
face: here was revenge without music!
Bugwine had plenty of money—why not
hang this crime on him? At a fee to
himself, and as a lesson to Mr. Breck!
A claim that Bugwine had changed gold
Into greenbacks would easily hold water,
too, with a client who was already re-
gretting that he had not done just that
sooner, himself.

“Done cotched him. How much de fee
for me?” Inspiration started INnto execu-

tion. The humbling of Mr. Breck was

as good as begun!
“Ten bucks to you—after you finds

him. But pays for results only: first
come, first served.”

“What you mean, ‘first come, first
served’? Wid my system, you cain’t
lose.”

“Den leaves you to find out, If you’'s
so good. But case I1Is C. O. D.—1 aint

pay for no water-hauls!” Mr. Smathers
sharply closed the deal and the door.

ITH a case again on his agency’s
Wcalendar, the demand for Bugwine

Breck’s return rose to Its peak. Other-
wise, Columbus would have to go to
work; for he couldn’t frame a boy who
wasn’'t even there.

“Got to go and look up de louse, to
hang 1t on him!” concluded Mr. Collins
savagely. And his hunt was on.

But less than an hour later he was
halted In his tracks, by a blockade of a
swarming Strawberry Street sidewalk.
Before a long-vacant store now milled
and gaped an admiring and eager throng,
while from I1ts members burst such In-
triguing exclamations as: “Aint dat de
class!” . ... “Boy, look at dat cuspi-
dor, too! Aint got 'em no bigger'n and
brighter in de post officet” .... “Yeah,
but look at dat gal!"

Which last catapulted Mr. Collins into
the thick of things: this connoisseur In
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women started elbowing onlookers aside,
until he had worked his way forward to
a choice position sguarely before the
window, looked In—and was suddenly
and seemingly seized with all the symp-
toms of having been shot at sunrise; for
behind that window, the focal point of
all this gaping admiration, was— Bug-
win | Breck!

ET what a Bugwine! No longer a
Ystove-hued under-dog In overalls ,and
twin left shoes, was this! Resplendent
against the background of his new Tux-
edo shone his huge tin detective’s star.
Bright tan shoes adorned his feet, and
his feet adorned a desk. While beside
Iit— The crowd shrank back In awe at
the apoplexy visibly threatening Colum-
bus as he saw. For at the elegant el-
bow of this new Bugwine Breck sat a
secretary—a caramel-colored and stun-
ning-looking secretary, taking dictation
from a Mr. Breck who only yesterday
could himself neither read nor write!

With the battle-howl of an affronted
wolf, Mr. Collins bowled spectators over
In his lunge for the door. Like the As-
syrian of old he bore down on his one-
time serf.

“Runt, what de hell!” burst hoarsely
from him as the startled secretary fled
In fright. “Lookin’ everywhar In de
pool-parlors for you, wid a case us IS
got. ANnd here you sets like a beetle In
de milk! Shrimp, shuck dat waliter’s
suit—git back In dem overalls! Start
sniffin’ for clues! Also, gimme dem
three hundred bucks before dey finish
what drappin’ you on your head when
you was little, started!”

After all, you couldn’'t frame an as-
sistant without at least getting him back
on the home-grounds first!

But Bugwine’'s backbone seemingly
drew new stiffness from his shirt-front.
“Take all dat fuss out of here!” he
shrilled. “1 aint got no three hundred
bucks—now, nohow.”

“Aint got 'em! Aint got 'em ?” howled
Mr. Collins hideously above the crash
of his own applecart being upset.

“Naw. You’'s lookin® at 'em now.
Done spent all dat money openin’ up
dis here new Bugwine Breck Detectin’
Agency here: wid clues and class and

stenog’pher and everything. Got me a
case already—"”

“Done got you somethin’ else you
gwine to need directly too,” Columbus

was doing more looking than listening—
at Mr. Breck’s new Tuxedo.

“What dat?”

“Black suit—to be buried In when |
gits done wid you now! Aint think you
gwine compete wid me, IS you? You
what couldn’t find a cow In a telephone
booth!”

“Always gits my man—" essayed Bug-
wine In a defensive mumble. To meet:

“Yeah by failin’ over him—and
de reward for him—Ilike you done, try-
IN’ to outrun dat ha'nt de other night!
And another thing: Whar you git dat
gal workin’ for you? What your wife
say to a looker like her In here wid you,
huh?”

“Geranium all swelled up about bein’
married to a business-man now—and she
aint say nothin’, except ‘Charge 1t/”
boasted this new Mr. Breck. “Stenog-
pher's name’ Roxana—"

“Roxana who?”

“Aint know—and aint care. Now,
beat i1t! | got to git bayin’ on a case,
wid a new bear-trap for handcuffin’ de
crook wid, instead of old rusty one like
you uses.”

“Case? You got a case?” Mr. Collins
struggled with this further evidence of
an ex-worm’s turning.

“Burglary-case,” expanded Bugwine.
“Somebody done stole a whole mess of
money off of Horizontal Smathers, and
he—"

Columbus’ yelp Interrupted Bugwine.
“Money?” he gurgled. “Off Horizontal?
You mean—you mean,”—he fought for
alr and words,—“you Is got my case?”

“Your case?” It was Mr. Breck’s
turn to stagger.
“For findin® out who burgled fifty

bucks In gold off of Horizontal while he
was pullin’ de welcome to Seafood Wat-
son?” Mr." Collins probed further while
a cold sweat sprang out on him.

“Sure!” Mr. Breck's eyes widened.
“How you know so much about 1t?
‘First come, first served, In de pay-off,
Is all Mist’ Smathers tell me: ne pays
whoever solve de case first—"

EW symptoms In his former employ-
N er halted him—as of a detective

choking to death on some fresh con-

firmation of a feared fact. For Colum-
bus saw all now! The crafty Horizontal
had let out the same case, at one fee,
to both sleuths—making It not a case
but a race, with the ten-dollar fee going
to the first detective under the wire
with the crook. AnNnd the other detective
none other than the lowly Bugwine, his
own assistant, gone competitive! Ten
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dollars for the winner and nothing for
the loser—save the long, loud laughter
of Baptist Hill at his discomfiture. Guf-
faws that Mr. Collins could already
hear barbed and sharpened for him If he
lost to this shrimp In whose face his
own feet had worn a path for years.
Now Columbus had to win. But how?

“Shrimp!” He whirled savagely on
this dusky ant in his ointment. “You
done bought It wid dem three hundred
bucks: now you gwine git I1t!”

“Git what?”

“GIt run so ragged you got to carry
your money In your mouth. From now
on!”

But again In the outer air, the loud
Columbus fell prey to new gnawings. To
the mental was added the physical— for,
like an army, Mr. Collins traveled on
his stomach. The beckoning sign of
Bees’-Knees Thompson’s barbecue-stand
did the rest.

NTERING the eating-place a moment
later, he gazed arrogantly about,

gasped, and Dbarely In time downed an

Impulse to shin up the stovepipe—for
feeding audibly at a corner table bulked
something bordering so closely on the
zoological that 1t made a boy’s hair lift.
The missing link ? Instantly the startled
Columbus made up his mind: either it
talked or he ran! For upon the feed-
er's huge shoulders sat a neckless head.
Small eyes peered out piglike from a
dusky face that broadened steadily from
temples to jowl, while the length of
arms indicated a common height above
sea-level for knees and knuckles when
their owner stood erect—If stand erect

he Indeed did!

“Runt, what de hell 1
burst from Colum-
bus. “Lookin’ every-
whar for you—and
here you sets like a
beetle In de milk!”

But, barely In time to save reason,

Proprietor Bees-Knees Introduced the
amenities and the feeder with, “Mist’
Collins, meet vyourself Mist’ Seafood

Watson, de big wrestlin’-boy.”

“Grrwuff,” acknowledged the guest
suspiciously as he fed on.

But i1t was enough! A warm glow of
relief flooded Columbus as his mind went
back to the previous day’s broadcast by
Half-portion. So this was the great
Seafood! “Tells me dey sho flung a
wide welcome for you up at Horizontal’s
place yesterday,” he chattered nervously.

“Kind of,” grunted that honor-guest
morosely. And the sound of his soup
again filled the stand.

“Mist’ Watson aint talk much, ac-
count he’s so damn’ sore,” said the hov-
ering Bees’-Knees helpfully.

“1 hear he is been In de jail-house,
over In York,” sympathized Columbus
tactfully. “Dat make anybody sore.”

“Jail-house aint what pester him—it’s
his wife,” his host went deeper into de-
tail.

“Wifes is worse, heap of times.” No-
body Seafood’s size would find Mr. Col-
lins disagreeing with him on any topic!

Mr. Watson stirred In the throes of
preparing to make a statement. Then
It came: “Mine run out on me while |
was locked up In de jail-house!” A
greenish light of jealousy crept into pig-
like eyes as their owner brooded upon
domestic wrongs.

“He think maybe she done run off wid
another boy wearin’ good clothes, while
he was locked up and couldn’t help his-
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self,” Mr. Thompson continued Informa-
tive as he wiped off the table-top. “He
been In here about a hour now, buildin’
hisself up wid eatin’-vittles, In case he
was to come across de boy what done
him dirt, and need his strength.”
Columbus thought shudderingly of the
fate of the masculine third party to any
triangle containing Mr. Seafood Wat-
son. Then, without warning, “Craves
shrimps!” the bereft husband seemed
roused from his wrongs by the sudden
sight of the bared bottom of his soup-

bowl. “Hell on shrimps: dat's how-
come dey calls me ‘Seafood’.”
“Shrimps cornin’ right up!” Bees'’-

Knees acceded and accelerated.

imultaneously, INn the mind of

Columbus Collins something stirred
that he could not yet place. Something
promising—

“Whar at your wife run to?” he con-
tinued agreeably, while he sought the
significance of this mental stirring In
him.

“AiInt know.”

“What her name?”

“High-yaller gal, named Roxana—"

“Roxana!” An exclamation turned
INto a yelp before Columbus could catch
It.

“What bit you?” rumbled Mr. Wat-
son, In astonishment.

“Shrimp!” hiccoughed Mr. Collins.

“Shrimp? Dey aint bite nobody!”
Suspicion entered heavily, and stayed.

“Uh—yes— idea about shrimps, |
means,” a sleuth who now suddenly
recognized what association of Ideas
had started In him a moment before,
floundered awkwardly: he had all but
yelped himself out of a business-deal
under iIts impact. There was more than
one way of choking a cat—or of framing
a sawed-off assistant gone competitive!

“Mist’ Watson aint
talk much, account
he's 90 damn’ sore,,,
sald Bees’-Knees. “I
hear he is been In
de jail-house,” sym-
pathized Columbus
tactfully.

“Says shrimps Is my meat,” growled
Mr. Watson, increasingly perplexed.

“And shrimp | iIs fixin’ to feed you!”
Mr. Collins’ mystifying joy mounted.

“Meanin—” A leg of the table loos-
ened as the mighty Seafood merely
leaned upon It In his Interest.

“Meanin’, how much would It Dbe
worth to you to find dat Roxana gal and
de boy what she Is took up wid too?”

Mr. Watson increased his resemblance
to the Rockies by half-rising. Then,
wordlessly, he thrust into his pocket a
hand curiously small for his bulk. He
pulled forth a fistful of greenery, which
he spread clumsily on the table before
him.

“Six—seven bucks,” he completed its
count. “All de paper money | got.”

“And | gits dis, If 1 show you whar
your wife and dat other boy 1s?” In the
mouth of Mr. Collins a new deal went
craftily forward. This seven, added to
Horizontal's ten, would make seven-

teen—
“Her and him both; yeah.” A red-
ness of little eyes replaced now the

greenish aura of jealousy Columbus had
noticed earlier about this dusky Hercu-
les. “Lead me to 'em, and stand back
—and you’s made seven bucks easy!”

“Den, big boy, Kiss your seven bucks
good-by!” burst full-throatedly from
one Into whose hands a shrimp had fall-
en. For was not Bugwine a shrimp In
stature If not In genus? And were not
shrimps confessedly this behemoth hus-
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band's meat? It was perfect! Already
Mr. Collins could see the coming crash
of a servitor turned competitor, the les-
son he would learn at the small but
spring-steel hands of the giant Seafood—
after which again the full future field of
detecting would be left to Columbus.
For what chance indeed, would Mr.
Breck have from a hospital cot, of solv-
Ing the Smathers—or any other mystery
—soon ?

“Kisses nothin’, till you delivers,” ob-

jected Mr. Watson ominously. “Whar
IS dey?”

“Remember | aint crave de runt Killed
—Jest crippled,” qualified Mr. Collins

hastily. “Boy aint bright in de brains,
or he wouldn’t never took up wid de
good-lookin’ wife of a boy as big as you
IS, nohow. So you leaves him so he can
crawl around on top of de ground again
along about August, aint you?”

“Which August?”

“Which August?”
at the implication.

“Means,” menaced the mammoth,
“when | finds a boy wid my wife | gen-
erally scatters him around copious.
Takes a right smart while sometimes to
find all of him again. Whar at he?
Lead on to de mop-up!”

Above an evidently overplayed hand,
Columbus thought fast. This behemoth
was all engine and no brakes! In seek-
INg mayhem, he was about to get mur-
der—which was more than even the
competitive situation called for, as yet.
Hence a new need to gain time—on two
counts: to give an outraged husband a
chance to cool, If possible; and to bait
Bugwine back iInto his upstart agency
where Seafood could come upon sleuth
and secretary together as promised.

And again inspiration rallied; again
shrimps were the answer! “All right—
Jest as soon as | makes sure he’s In dar
for vyou,” he dissembled hurriedly.
“Meantime, git yourself built for battle.
— Bees’-Knees, slip Mist’ Seafood some
more shrimp; keep him from weakenin’
while he’s waitin’.”

“Hell on shrimps!” echoed Mr. Wat-
son’s acquiescent feeding-cry, as Mr.
Collins shlid swiftly from the stand.

Columbus buckled

ITH finding Mr. Breck his next ob-
Wjective, Columbus shuffled through
Hogan’s Alley. All that he had to do now
was to get Bugwine into his agency with
the comely Roxana at his side.

Following which happy solution to the
problem of competition, Columbus would

yet find a way to go forward over the
bleeding form and wrecked agency of
Mr. Breck to the fee of Mr. Smathers.
All a smart sleuth needed was time and
room: two things he was about to ac-
guire for himself along with and through
Mr. Watson’s seven dollars.

OYFUL at this outlook, Columbus
J turned Into Strawberry Street—and

saw Lady Luck had moved right into
his alley! For along the opposite side-
walk at a gait which cried aloud that a
right foot long accustomed to left shoes
couldn’'t change over so suddenly now,
limped the still-Tuxedoed Mr. Breck.

“Well, dawgged If 1t aint Detective
Breck hisself!” affably—even jovially—
came Columbus’ honeyed greeting as he
crossed over to him. “What you lookin’
built so close to de ground about, short
boy?”

“Feets hollerin’ at me so loud | cain'’t
hear de clues,” Bugwine glanced down
ruefully at his flame-colored and -feeling
footgear.

“Dat how-come | I1s gwine to help you
out some,” purred Mr. Collins.

“You help me out?” Mr. Breck’s an-
guished eyes bulged In new suspicion.

“Yeah—soon as | 'tends to a little
business up at Bees-Knees’ place. Den
| be back at your agency and split a
clue wid you. Dat way, us’ll both make
somethin’, instead of one hoggin’ de
whole of Horizontal’'s ten bucks. U5s’ll
gang him.”

Anybody who got Bugwine off his
feet, right now, was a benefactor who
was not to be turned down! “Walits In
my new place for you den, wid my—my
secretary,” he made It unanimous as he
played iInto his ex-employer’'s hands.
“And craves action, copious.”

“Dat’s de stuff!” applauded a Colum-
bus who only by an effort could keep
himself from frisking joyously about.
“You walit n dar till 1 gits back, and,
boy, you aint gwine see nothin’ else but
action! Wid horns and hoofs throwed
In.”

“Suits me. All time hog for action!”
Bugwine was not going to be under-
estimated by his old oppressor now.

With his normal shuffle speeded to a
mild gallop, Columbus Collins hustled
darkly for Bees-Knees’' barbecue-stand.
Justice was fixing not only to prevalil
but to cloud up and rain all over a runt
who had dared to open In opposition and
IN his very face, as It were, by compet-
INg In the same case!
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In which new exhilaration of the spir-
It, a tall detective shortly flung wide
Bees’-Knees’ door, and found everything
within there still just right. “All set!
Let’'s go!” he clarioned to the world at
large and Mr. Watson In particular.

“You done found Roxana?” The
mammoth scooped a final shrimp into his
maw, and rose, prepared for revenge.

“And how! Her and de boy she’s took
up wid too,” Mr. Collins further pre-
pared his ground with gusto. “Says step

on it!”

“Practically dar now.”
himself In motion.

“Remember, cripple him—not kill
him,” cautioned Mr. Collins as with dif-
ficulty he kept up with a husband en
route to assert himself.

“Slacks up on him every once In a
while, see iI1s he still lLivin’,” promised
Mr. Watson grimly.

“Learns dat louse to compete wid
m e!” muttered Columbus under labored
breath as they hastened toward the
cracking-down by Seafood Watson.

“Dey generally has to rebuild de house
too, when | comes up on a boy | aint
like dis way,” the hurrying Mr. Watson
recalled an overlooked detail of his op-
erations.

Then they were In Strawberry Street,
nearing Its well-named “ Fish Alley” sec-
tor and the block containing Bugwine’s
new establishment, a block that slept
deserted now. “You better stay back
till 1 goes ahead and sniffs out de land,”
Mr. Collins halted the expedition pre-
cautionary. “See Is dey both In.”

But such reconnoitering only revealed
perfection. Lady Luck was still right
with Columbus. Not only was Bugwine
IN his agency, but with his shoes hap-
pily off and on his desk top, his bare
feet all but purring aloud In their re-
lief. More, he was leaning against the
chair of the comely Roxana as she typed,
IN a way that even a husband less large
and Jealous than Seafood might easily
have misunderstood.

“Pssstt!” hissed Columbus’ summons.

Seafood got

T a lumbering gallop came Mr. Wat-

awful jungle-cry of an outraged mate
come upon the despoiler of his hut.

Wild and iInstant screams from the
startled Roxana indicated that she had
heard It before—and knew full well the
worst. Her “Run, Mist’ Breck, run!

.. He gw'me Kkill you, sho!” plerced
the eardrums of Bugwine as he whirled
first In fright, saw the onrushing Sea-
food, and turned frantically to flee, only
to find architectural errors In his way:
the place had been built without any
back door! The roaring Mr. Watson
was now between him and the front one,
while the evidently experienced Roxana
already occupied the only perch aloft,
the top of a teetering cabinet that could
hold no more.

EAFOOD'’S bellow filled the room like

a liner’s siren. Ratlike, cornered,
the gibbering Bugwine bared his teeth
and squeaked as his giant adversary
closed In on him. Then hands, small
but like steel In strength, clutched him
with a mighty grip about each ankle—
and shrieking, a small sleuth soared aloft.

“Teaches you to take up wid my wife,
shrimp!” the berserk wrestler flung him
hideously against a wall.

“Hires her—aint take up wid her!”
Instantly on his feet, the terror-struck
Mr. Breck tore down the stove, fell over
Its pipe, and crashed a table In his
frenzied flight.

Two chairs and the proudly polished
cuspidor were In the answering barrage
laid down by Mr. Watson. By an eye-
lash the caterwauling Bugwine dodged
the furniture, but the cuspidor full In
his vest slowed him and laid him low.
But again as Seafood lunged, he was
up. Without escape, without hope, he
shot head-first beneath his desk—just as
his roaring adversary lifted i1t from the
floor to look beneath it.

After which, 1t grew terrible. . .

Outside the battlefield, even the hard
ened Columbus hid his eyes from what
was happening. The mammoth was all
over Bugwine, and Bugwine was all over
the mammoth! But there could be but
one end, and that right soon.

Along the sidewalk, unconscious as

looked, Mr. Collins perceived aghast thayet of all he was nearing, came Client

, son, to look, to see—all! As he
he was swelling, growing! Big as he had
been, he was bigger now. Ugly as he

had been, he was reverting to the Afri-
can equivalent of Cro-Magnhon now.
Then, shedding his coat, with one leap
he was In the doorway, and through the
crowded confines of the room rang the

Smathers. But what mattered Horizon-
tal now, agonized Columbus. This was
too much, for seven dollars! Some way
of stopping Seafood, short of lilies on
Bugwine’s low-necked vest, had to be de-
vised at once. But what? And how?
While as Mr. Collins thus writhed and



HELL ON SHRIMPS

There rose the tri-
umphant treble of
Bugwine: “Tells you
| always gits my r
man! And your
money too— on de
floor dar!”

Impotently gnawed his nails, the roar
of battle went on within: clamor of Sea-
food, crash of furniture, clouds of soot
and dust from the dislodged stovepipe,
squalls of Bugwine and shrieks of Rox-
ana—all combined to obscure the outline
of events. But still no doubt obscured
the outcome: Bugwine had been framed
not wisely but too well.

Then suddenly a startling development
came—an incredible lull and silence In
the bedlam—followed by a sharp new
sound, as of metallic rain on a wooden
roof.

Daring at last to look, Columbus saw
that which at first perplexed, and then
set his eyes to protruding like china
doorknobs In the dark. For within
things were no longer the same. The
mighty Seafood stood frog-eyed and hor-
ror-stricken on the floor, the fight and
starch suddenly all shot out of him, a
Seafood seemingly frozen loose-jawed
and appalled at some catastrophe, while
on the floor before him lay—

But as Mr. Collins saw and fully
grasped the Inescapable import of that,
he too was stricken. Low moans of a
new and awful anguish issued from his
staggering form.

Suddenly the spell within the agency
broke. Again the room rang with com-
bat cries. But this time they were the
cries not of Seafood, but of Bugwine!
Loud and bewildering, upon a new note,
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they mounted, until for Columbus they
drowned even the crash of turning ta-
bles—tables figurative as well as fur-
niture. For even as the arriving Mr.
Smathers and the now gray-gilled Mr.
Collins clutched each other In the door-
way, the climax came.

ULL at the stunned and swaying Sea-
food sprang Detective Breck. There

was a gleam, a click; and as the new

steel chain of a filled bear-trap was swift-
ly snubbed about a wall-side waterpipe,
there rose the triumphant and revealing
treble of Bugwine: “Tells you, Hori-
zontal, |1 always gits my man! ... And
your gold money, too—on de floor dar,
whar 1t took all de steam out dis crook
when it starts rollin’ out his vest In de
rookus, like rain on de roof! And In de
bear-trap 1S—"”

“— De polecat at de party!” rang Mr.
Smathers’ answering roar. “It was Sea-
food Watson, what must have picked my
pocket wid dem little small hands of
his’n right durin. de welcome | was fling-
in” for de skunk! —But ‘first come,
first served/ | still says and pays. Pick
you up one dem tens off de floor for your
fee, Bugwine! And de laugh's on Co-
lumbus.”

Whereafter, far down Hogan’s Alley,
a fleeing framer who had failed, heard—
long, loud, and raucous—that laughter
which he had feared.



HIS story Is about a beard, a Corsi-
can pirate and love at first sight;

I but especially about the beard. The
beard was not on the Corsican pirate, as
you might have expected. It was on the
face of J. Honeywell Packer, who ran the
night cable-desk of the Inter-Press News
Service In Paris. That, of course, was the
trouble. Not that there Is anything par-
ticularly obnoxious In a beard. As a de-
vice for concealing an ingrowing chin, or
covering up your favorite inferiority com-
plex, It has advantages. But a beard Is
not a modern American concept, and that
IS why this one caused an incident. Pack-
er’'s jaw-feathers will be remembered by
the American newspaper fraternity In
Paris as clearly as Lindy’s arrival at Le
Bourget, or Ivar Kreuger’s suicide.

J. Honeywell Packer himself I1s not to
be dismissed with a mere flip of the
wrist. He was not important, perhaps;
but he was consequential. The conse-
guences started happening from the day
he got his job on Inter-Press.

SAW him come iInto the office that
day. To look at, he suggested a Gustave

Dore drawing. He was a bit grotesque,

and a bit funny. His head was too big
for his body, which was big enough, God
knows. His mouth was too wide for his
face. But the startling thing about him
was that brilliant pink beard. | say
pink. It was of blond hair trying to be
red. It was at least six inches long. It
was cut off square at the end. It was, |
assure you, something awful.

But Packer had a queer Huckleberry
Finn sort of charm about him, and a
touch of eternal youth, even If he did
look like a minor prophet.

And the worst of It was that he had a
name for his beard; he called i1t “Cap’n
Cuttle.”

He came strolling in that day and salid:
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“Where’s the boss? Cap’'n Cuttle and
| are looking for a job.”

After he explained about Cap’n Cuttle,
we told him he hadn’'t a chance. But
just then the Chief came into the room,
and Packer spoke right up to him.

“Say, how about taking me and the
beard on this staff? |'m an old Combi-
nation Press man. Five years In South
America. Speak French and Spanish,
t00.”

The Chief gave him the cold eye. He
didn’t look the type. He didn't even
look like a newspaper man. He looked
like a traveling proof-reader, or a bum,
or a candidate for one of those hand-out
tickets the American Aild Soclety some-
times gives to needy and deserving
Americans who go broke in Europe. And

By the time they reached the scene

nothing could be done with the writh-

Ing, white-hot metal—once the frame
of that proud ship.
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then—that beard! But the Chief used
the good old formula.

“1'm terribly sorry, Mr. Packer; but
we’re all filled up here. Why don’t you
try one of the American dailies here In
Paris? There’s the New York sStar, for
Instance, or the Chicago Ledger”

“1've been over to the star,” said this
gueer fish with a mossy grin. “But |
don’t want to work for a paper. Too
bad, though. | thought you might start
IN with my scoop.”

“Your scoop?”

“Sure. When | was over to the star,
somebody brought in a story, and | heard
them talking about 1t. Well, | just sat
down at a machine and typed it off. No-
body seemed to notice, so | thought I
might as well. | was thinking you could
scoop the star with their own story. . . .
You could catch the New York second
editions 1If you filed your cable about
now. It would be sort of a joke. . . .
Well—that's all right, Mister. So long.
I'll be seeing you.”

The Chief bit. He hates the whole
Star crowd, and he couldn’t miss that
chance. And It was a good story about
an American who posed as a rich clubman
In Paris and was really running a con-
fidence game. He had just been arrested,
and It was a good scandal. And Packer’s
story was a knock-out.

So Packer got his job.

It took us just a day to discover that
he was the swiftest cable-desk man on
the Inter-Press staff. He may have been
fantastic, and he wore a beard, but he
was a crack newspaper man. He spoke
horrible French, but he knew how to get

a story, probably by sign language. And
he could write like a streak.
But one day the Pirate came Into

Packer’s life.

HE Pirate’s name was Olympia Ber-
tuccl, but she was “the Pirate” to us
and will be to you. She came from
Ajaccio, Corsica. Her brother was a real
Corsican bandit. He was a member of
the Spada gang, that kept the wild
French island In hysterics for some years,
as you will remember. Spada himself Is
cooling off In a French prison right now,
but the gendarmes never caught the
Pirate’s brother. He Is supposed to have
gone noble and committed suicide as a
heroic gesture; but rumor says he iIs still
hiding In the maquis, the Impenetrable
lost-lands of the Corsican interior.
The Pirate herself was a stenographer
at the Galleries Lafayette. She had run

away from Ajaccio with a smooth French
traveling salesman, and came to Paris to
look for love and adventure. She found
both, too, In rather large quantities.

The night Packer met the Pirate, he
got stabbed, witnessed a murder, landed
In jail and reported a story for Inter-
Press, all In six hours. If that isn't
action, I''ll buy the drinks. It all hap-
pened In a cafe called Les Noctambules,
a tough place on the Left Bank, where no-
body goes unless they are tight and not
choosy. Packer was tight that evening,
and he never was choosy In those days.
The girls you can dance with at Les
Noctambules are not what you would
call “nice girls.” Most of them are
shopgirls, and some have other occu-
pations less reputable. But the Pirate
was, In her way, a nice girl.

CKER saw her sitting alone at a
P?able. She was tiny and pretty, and
had Inky black shingled hair.
Inky black eyes, and eyebrows that looked
like two black daggers. She had an oval
face and a dark olive skin; and she was
dressed, that night, in a crimson velvet
dress, girded with a Dbroad gold-cloth
belt. Packer staggered over to her and
asked her, In his horrible French, to
dance. She accepted, God knows why,
and they cavorted all over the floor. At
the end of the dance she parked Packer
at his table and refused to sit with him.
She went back to her place and sat alone.

Then trouble came In.

Trouble was American tourists. They
were three college boys In dinner clothes,
and two girls. They were on what they
called a “party.” The unattached youth
spotted the Pirate. He galloped over to
her and said something or other, probably
meaning well enough, but In ambiguous
French. Nobody knows what he said,
but the Pirate hauled off and smacked

him, hard. With that, a French tough
butted In. The smacked boy’s friends
came over. Waiters came running. The

toughs started a fight. The cashier lady
came running from the cashbox and
slapped the Pirate—that was because
she was interfering with trade. One of
the waiters knocked the Pirate down In
the good old French sporting fashion.
There was a terrible free-for-all. And
of course Packer had to step In.

Packer 1s a big man. He plunged into
that mob and committed mayhem on
practically anybody he could reach, be-
Ing too tight to be sure just which side
he was on. Suddenly somebody slashed

She had
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It took us just aday to discover that Parker
was the swiftest cable-desk man on the
Inter-Press staff. He may have been fan-
tastic but he was a crack newspaper man.

his shoulder with a knife. It was a bad
gash, and It sobered him enough to make
him back up a little. Just then there was
a shot, and one of the waiters fell down
with a bullet In his head.

The cops came. Everybody was ar-
rested, especially the American youths
and Packer. It seems that one of the
college boys had picked a revolver off
the floor just as the cops came, and so
they charged them with murder at the po-
lice station. It took those French agents
three hours to discover that this par-
ticular gun had never been discharged.
And even then they didn’t want to let the
boys go, so they held them, and charged
them with assault and disturbing the
peace. Of course this made a good story
for Packer and Inter-Press. And Packer
never lost his head. He got the names of
everybody concerned, found out about
the boys’ and girls’ families back home,
and had all the details ready for release
before he left the police station.

When he got outside, he got a shock.
There was the Pirate, waiting for him.
She rushed up and told him that it was
she who had stabbed him—by mistake.
She made a terrible fuss. She cried and
threw her arms around him, and called
him her “big bearded animal.” He

couldn’t get rid of her. She stayed right
with him, and came to the office In his
taxli, and sat beside him while he wrote
his story. Then she went home to his
hotel and took off the bandages the police
had put on his shoulder—washed his
wound, mothered, petted and crooned at
him.

Unfortunately, she upset a basin of
water on the floor while she was doing it.
It leaked down the radiator pipes to the
landlady’s place. The patronne came
running. She saw the girl, the blood,
the wound. She concluded that Packer
was a tough or something, and she put
him out of his hotel, then and there. It
was a bad scene, even If It was funny.
Packer went next door to another hotel.
The Pirate helped him move. She wanted
to stay right there and mother him, but
finally he got rid of her after some em-
barrassment.

EXT day, however, the Pirate was on
deck, early Iin the morning. After her

own job was over, she came down to the

office and waited for Packer. And from
that day on, the Pirate was Packer’s
shadow. There was nothing to do about
her. She was determined to be his qgirl-
friend, whether he 