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THE NEW CENTURY

W H Y  w ear y ou rse lf ou t w ith  a W O R N -O U T  stove  
w h e n  y o u  ca n  h a v e  a n e w  K A L A M A Z O O  fo r  . . .

18c a day at the FACTORY PRICE!
MAIL COUPON NOW for

N E W  F R EE C A TA LO G
Your name and address on 
the coupon brings FREE to 
you the greatest Kalamazoo 
Stove, Range and Furnace 
catalog of all time.

It displays over 200 styles 
and sizes—many in full color 
—more bargains than in 20 
big stores—new stoves—new 
ideas—new color combina
tions — new features. It 
quotes rock-bottom, direct- 
to-you F A C TO R Y  PRICES.

Now the Stove of Your Dreams 
for As Little As 18c a Day

Easy credit—Easy terms. Kala
mazoo quality — FACTORY 
PRICES. 200 styles and sizes to 
choose from. Learn how more 
than 950,000 satisfied customers 
have saved money by dealing 
with “ A Kalamazoo Direct to 
You.”  Find out why Kalamazoo, 
established over 35 years, is 
now doing the biggest business 
in its history.

zoo features; such as the prize
winning “  Oven That Floats in 
Flame,”  “  Ripple Oven Bottom,”  
Copper Reservoirs, Non-Scorch 
Lids, Enameled Ovens, etc. You 
will thrill at the new-style Porce
lain Enamel Combination Cas, 
Coal and Wood Ranges, and Coal 
and Wood Ranges, so beautiful 
and colorful that you won’t be 
content until you have one for 
your very own—Porcelain Enamel 
Circulating Heaters, including the 
famous Franklin and the new. 
ultra-modern Century—Furnaces 
—both pipe and pipeless. (Send 
rough sketch of your rooms for 
FREE plans.)—Mail coupon today!

Buy Your Stoves Direct from 
the Men Who Make Them

Kalamazoo Improvements and De
signs are modern, but Kalamazoo 
Quality is the same that over 
950,000 customers have known 
for '/3 of a century. Don’t pay 
more than the FACTORY PRICE 
—mail coupon today.

What This Catalog 
Offers You

1. Cash or Easy Terms— Year to 
Pay— as little as 18c a day.

2. 30 Days FR EE T R I A L — 3G0 
Days Approval Test.

3. 24 Hour Shipment— Safe De
livery Guaranteed.

4. $100,000 Bank Bond Guarantee 
of Satisfaction.

5. 5 Year Parts Guarantee.
6. F R EE Furnace Plans.
Address all mail to Factory at 

Kalamazoo.
T H E  KALAM AZOO S TO V E  CO., 
Mfrs., 99 Rochester Avenue, Kala

mazoo, Mich.
Warehouses: Utica, N. Y .; Akron, 
Ohio; Harrisburg, Pa.; Spring- 

field, Mass.

Name ............................. .........
(Please Print Name Plainly )

Address

C i t y ..........................State..............
( I t  costs only lc  to mail this coupon. Paste 
or copy it on the back of a Govt, Post Card)

u Oven That Floats in Flame M
Catalog describes the Kalama- KALAM AZOO S TO V E CO., Mfrs.

99 Rochester Avenue, Kalamazoo, Mich.
Dear Sirs: Please send me your Free Catalog. Check 
articles in which you are interested. Coal and 
Wood Range □  Comb. Gas, Coal and Wood 
Range □  Heater □  Oil Stove □  Furnace □
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IN BEDROOM SLIPPERS!
I f  y o u  f e e l  t h e  n e e d  o f  a  h i g h  s c h o o l  

e d u c a t i o n  —  r e g a r d l e s s  o f  y o u r  a g e — ? 

y o u  c a n  a c q u i r e  i t  in  t h e  p r i v a c y  o f  y o u r  

o w n  h o m e  a f t e r  y o u r  d a y ’ s  w o r k  is

done. Mail this coupon for information 
about our modern and widely recog
nized high school course. Thousands o f 
adults are studying it every night/

I N T E R N A T I O N A L  C O R R E S P O N D E N C E  S C H O O L S

B O X  21 78 -F , S C R A N T O N , P E N N A .
Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy o f your booklet, “ Who Wins 

and Why,”  and full particulars about the subject before which I have marked X :

□  Architect
□  Architectural Draftsman
□  Building Ecti mating
□  Contractor and Builder
□  Structural Draftsman
□  Structural Engineer
□  Bow to Invent and Patent
□  Electrical Engineer
□  Electric Lighting
□  Welding, Eleotrio and Cas
□  Reading Shop Blueprint*
□  Boilermaker

□  Buslneaa Management
□  Offioe Management
□  Industrial Management
□  Traffic Management
□  Accountancy
□  Coat Accountant

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL C0UR8E8
Heat Treatment of Metal* □  Plumbing □  Steam Fitting
Sheet Metal Worker □  Heating _ □  Ventilation
Telegraph Engineer □  Air Conditioning
Telephone Work □  Radio □  Steam Engineer
Mechanical Engineering □  Steam Eleotrio Engineer
Mechanical Drafteman □  Marine Engineer
Maohixdet □  Toolmaker □  R. R. Locomotive*
Patternmaker □  R. R. Section Foreman
Oaa Engines □  Diesel Engine* □  Air Brake* □  R. R. Signalmeo 
Aviation Engine* □  Highway Engineering
Automobile Mechanic □  Civil Engineering
Refrigeration □  Surveying and Mapping

BU8INE88 TRAINING C0UR8E8 
C. P. Accountant □  Service Station Salesmanship
Bookkeeping □  First Year College
Secretarial Work □  Business Correspondence
Spanish O  French □  Lettering Show Cards □  Sign*
Salesmanship □  Stenography and Typing

I Advertising □  Civil Service

□  Bridge Engineer
□  Bridge and Building
□  Chemistry
□  Pharmacy
□  Coal Mining 
P  Mine Foreman
□  Navigation
□  Cotton Manufacturing 
D  Woolen Manufacturing
□  Agriculture
□  Fruit Growing
□  Poultry Farming

B Railway Mail Clerk 
Grade School Subject* 

□  High School Subject* 
□  College Preparatory 
□  Illustrating 

□  Mail Carrier U Cartooning

Name.... ...Age....~...~« ..Address..

City ............................................................................................State.................................. Present Position................. ...............................................
If  you retide in Canada. send this coupon to the International Correepondence School* Canadian, Limited. Montreal. Canada

A  I ___1 2  ln anw>9rind ***• advertisement U U deeirabie that you mention this magazine.
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ADVERTISING SECTION

H€ TH O U G H T HE 
WAS LICKED-THEN aagEBtinA GOOD JOB!

TOM GREEN WENT 
INTO RADIO ANO HE'S 
MAKING GOOD MONEY.

BILL. JUST MAILING THAT 
COUPON GAVE ME A QUICK 
START TO SUCCESS IN RADIO. 
MAIL THIS ONE TONIGHT

N.R.I.TRAINING CERTAINLY PAYS. 
OUR MONEY WORRIES ARE 
OVER AND WE'VE A  BRIGHT 
SUTURE AHEAD IN RADIO.

OH SILL, IT'S WONDERFUL 
YOU'VE GONE AHEAD 
SO FAST IN RADIO.

I LL TRAIH YOU A T  HOME)
in  Your Spare Time Fo r A
G O O D  R ADIO  J O B

HERE 
that m y

S  P R O O F
training pays

Makes More Money Thai 
Ever Before

" I  am making more money 
now than I  have ever made. 
My gross income in cash 
one month was over $500 
and I  also did a credit 
business which ran some
thing over $200. Any 
time I  can speak a good 
word for N. B. I.. I  will 
be glad to do It ."—-Otis 
K. Wolfe. Harlan. Ky.

Gets Jab While Trainlno
"Before finishing your 
Course I  was Radio 
Expert for the largest 
sporting goods store in 
North Carolina. Since 
enrolling I have made 
about $8,500. I  want 
to thank N. R. I . " —• 
J. F. Huff. 601 W. 18th 
St.. Austin, Texas.

N. R. I. Course Pays far Itself
"A t the end of my first year 
I  more than tripled the cost 
of my Course. Other fellows 
need not be afraid to start 
the Course for fear they 
cannot pay for it. because 
it  more than pays for it
self.” — F. E. Sanderson. 
Jr.. Moyock. N. C.

MAIL TH E COUPON NOW. Get the facts about Radio— the 
field with a future. N. R. I. training fits you for jobs in con
nection with the manufacture, sale and operation of Radio equip
ment. It fits you to go in business for yourself, service sets, 
operate on board ships, In broadcasting, television, aviation, 
police Radio and many other opportunities. My FREE book 
tells bow I train you quickly at home in spare time to be a 
Radio Expert.
Many Radio Experts Make $30, $50, $75 a W eek
Why struggle along in a dull job with low pay and no future? 
Start training now for the live-wire Radio field. I have helped 
many men make more money. Hundreds o f successful men now 
In Radio got their start through N. R. I. training.

Many Make $5, $10, $15 a W eek Extra 
in Spare Time While Learning

Hold your job. I ’ ll not only train you in a few hours o f your 
spare time a week, but the day you enroll I  start sending you 
Extra Money Job Sheets which quickly show you how to do 
Radio repair jobs common in most every neighborhood. I  give 
you Radio Equipment for conducting experiments and making 
tests that teach you to build and service practically every type 
of receiving set made. Otis Denton, 14105 Lorain Ave.. Cleve
land, Ohio, writes: " I  picked up $1800 while studying. The 
time I  gave my Radio work did not interfere with my other 
business."

Find Out W hat Radio Offers
My book has shown hundreds o f fellows how to  make more money 
and win success. It ’s FRED to any ambitious fellow over 15 
years of age. Investigate. Find out what Radio offers you. 
Read what my graduates are doing and making, about my Money 
Back Agreement, and the many other N. R. I. features. Mail 
the coupon in an envelope, or paste it on a l c  post card TODAY. 

J. E . S M IT H , P resident, D ept. 5 K K  
National Radio Institute , W ash in gton , D . C .

J . E . S M IT H , President, D ept. 5 K K  
N ational R adio In stitu te , W a sh in g to n , D . C.

Dear Mr. Smith: Without obligating me. send your book which points out the 
spare time and full time job opportunities in Radio and your 50-50 method of 
training men at home in spare time to become Radio Experts.

(Pleas* print plainly)

President 
Radio Institute 

The man who has d i
rected the Home-Study 
Training of more men 
for the Radio Industry 
than any other man in 
America.

NAME. AGE.

ADDRESS ...............................................................................................

C IT Y ........................................................................................ STATE.

In answering this advertisement it  <a desirable that you mention this magazine.
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[LEANS A U B
STRANGE ...........................>
CHEMICAL ^

SPONGE = ko]
R evolutionary Invention  
cleans autos like magic I Ban
ishes dust, dirt, grease, traffic 
film—  thanks to secret chemi
cal and sensational, self-suds- 
lng feature. Also cleans lino
leum, woodwork and windows AGENTS I
without workl Auto owners „ . ? r  D1_  unurv, 
and housewives wild about m a k e  b i g  m o h e y i  
this strange chemical sponge! aimw and take orders.

OFFER! Samples sent at experience needed. No 
risk. F R E E  O U T F I T . 
W rltetoday fo r  all details.

K R I S T E K  M F G .  C O .  2 7 0 0  B a r  S t r e e t ,  A k r o n ,  O h io

MU.n t  A
U.S. GOVERNMENT

*  J O B  ,

$1260
G et ready im m e

diately.

START

f o  $2100 Y e a r

M en——W om en . 
C om m on educa
tion sufficient.

M ail Coupon  
today sure.

Franklin  Institute, Dept. A 2 81 .
'  Rochester, N. Y.
Sirs: RuBh to me without charge (1 )

3 2 -page book with list of U. 8. Govern- 
-S> ment Jobs. (2 ) Tell me how to get one 

of these Job*.
N a m e ........................... ..........................................

Turn JUNK TIRES 
In t o  Cash/MBrand

New

R esponsible m en dropping ev e ry 
th ing to  m ake sensational new  

Floor M at.
Simple hand machine slices old tire into 
strips. New patented process weaves them 
into thick, springy, long wearing FABRIX 
Mats— Big demand from factories, schools, 
stores, houses. 10c in raw material makes 
$2.00 mat. Think of the profit.
COSTS NOTHING to get com
plete information showing how 
one man in each town can 
establish local factory and 
make money from the start.
Investment reasonable. Write 
today. All information la 
FREE.

F A B R IX  IN C ., D ept. 2 2 1 0  
3 2 5  W .  H uron S treet, C hicago

2 _
H o u r /

AMAZING INVENTION— New Radi
ant Heater. Burns 96^ air. 
Makes its own gas. N o piping. 
N o installation. Gives roomful 

netrating beat, 
cents a n  hour.

of clean, healthful, pe 
) like sunshine, for 1V$

iESrî
ney.r plan .Write

Portable— carry it anywhere, 
p r i c e d .  Guaranteed.
,30 -D A Y S ' TR IA L

Liberal Offer. Try it 30 days 
at our expense. Write at once
for special, introductory, low-price 
offer and no-risk trial opportu
nity. No obligation. Send today.

T H E  A K R O N  L A M P  C O . 
1 1 6 0  H ig h  S t r e e t ,  A k r o n . OHIO

Earn Cash Income
E A S Y  P L E A S A N T W A Y

Big proflts from now to Christmas selling our beautiful 
$1.00 ChristmasPersonal Greeting Cards and attractive 

Card Assortments. No experience needed. Customers 
buy quickly. Good commissions for you. Samples 

furnished. Write at once.
J A N E S  A R T  S T U D IO S , Inc.

1 0 8 0  U niversity  A v e .,  
R ochester. N . Y .

FOLLOW THIS MAN
S ecret Service Operator N o. 88 la on  the Job I 
Running down dangerous C ounterfeit G ang. Tell
tale finger prints in m urdered girl s  room.

T ? _____ ____ Tho Confi<Untial R tp ort
■"* O perator N o. S3 mans
*  *  to h it chi*/. W riU /or it.
E a rn  •  R e g u la r  M o n th ly  S a la ry

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE 
S 9 2 0  S u n n v s id e  A v e .

D ep t. 1 1 -4 7  C h ica g o , i

ST O P  T O B A C C O ?
Banish the craving for tobacco as 
thousands have. Make yourself free 
and happy with Tobacco Redeemer. 
Not a substitute, not habit forming. 
Write for free booklet telling of In 
Jurious effect of tobacco and depend
able, easy way to relieve 
the craving mauymen have.

N ow ollP harm acalC o. 
Dept. 313.St. Louies Mo.

FREE
BOOK

BE TALL
Your Height In 
creased in 1 4  days, 
or money baek.
The amazing Steb- 
bing System in

creases height and brlnga new "p e e " and energy. 
Valuable Health Course and “ Success and Popular
ity "  Course included FREE with system. Sent 
complete for $2, or aend 3c. for Free convincing 
Book with Guarantee and Testimonials showing 
3  to 5  Inches gained. W RITE NOW TO:

Dept.
STEBBINC SYSTEM

M C -3 , F O R E S T H IL L S . N EW  YORK

H O W C A N  Y O U  L O S E ?
I f  y o u  d o n ’ t  find W A L D E 'S  W O N D E R  S A L V E  
is  th e  b e s t  y o u  e v e r  u se d  fo r  I n fe c t io n s , B o ils . 
F r e s h  C u ts , O ld  S o r e s , B u r n s , B r u is e s . U lc ers. 
F e lo n s , S p r a in s  a n d  S o re  E y e s , y o u r  m o n e y  w ill be  
r e fu n d e d . T h in k  h o w  d a n g e r o u s  in fe c t io n s  a re . 
D o n ’ t  ta k e  t h a t  c h a n c e . O rd e r  n o w  5 0 c . p re p a id . 

T r u ly  a W o n d e r  P rod u ct 
W A L D E ’S W O N D E R  S A L V E  

L a k e  W a les , F lo r id a  D ept. D

E C Z E M A
Is not a skin disease, says Dr. Hoermann. well-known 
M ilwaukee Eczem a specialist. I f  you have Eczema, salt 
rheum, weeping eczem a, m ilk crust, scald head, moist 
tetter, write for book o f little-known facts F R E E . Also 
learn about Dr. Hoermann’s simple home treament which 
has produced amazing results in his private practice. 
Address Dr. Rud. Hoermann. Inc.. Suite 119 . 2 2 0 0  N. 
Third St., M ilwaukee, W is.

Old Leg Trouble
11 H E A L E D  W H IL E  W O R K IN G

Congestion from VARICOSE VEIN8. 
SWELLING. MILK LEG, or Injuries 
cause Itching, leg rash and most old leg 
ulcers. Viscose Home Method relieves 
pain, heals many sores or no cost for trlaL 
Mention your trouble for a FR E E  BOOK 

D r. M . S . Clason Viscose Co.
140 N Dearborn St. Chicago. I I I .

In answering any advertisement on this page it i» desirable that you mention this magazine.
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DieselThe (s Your Job Safe
Just as the gasoline engine 
changed or wiped out the jobs 
o f  thousands who depended 
on horse-drawn vehicles for 
their living—just as electricity 
changed the entire set-up in 
the fields o f  light and power 
— so now the Diesel engine is 
fast invading both the power 
and transportation fields, and 
threatening the present jobs 
o f  thousands o f  workers.

I f  jobs in your line are steadi
ly growing scarcer, you owe it 
to  yourself to investigate this 
new, progressive, uncrowded 
line, that will offer good open
ings for the next 25 years.

Diesel— The Newest Fastest-Growing Power
D ie ^  engines-because o f  their high efficiency, de-
pe n d ab lllty , a n d  e co n o m y  o f  operation— are fast rep la c- tion In the Diesel field, but the increasing use of Diesel engines will 
mg steam and gasoline engines in power plants, motor trucks and result in keen competitionfor jobs in three to five years. By starting 
busses, locomotives and ships, aircraft, tractors, dredges, V°urtrai“ n«  oxm^yon 
drills, pumps, etc.— opening up an increasi 
paid jobs for Diesel-trained men
ing is on the up— J------ ---------- '
vide steady em_
trained in this "new industry— as long as they need to work.

You get complete information on all the la

number of well- 
The field of Diesel Engineer

ing is on the upgrade and continually expanding. It  will pro- 
;mployment and advancement for those properly

What This New Field Offers You
G et our Free Diesel Booklet and learn all about this newest, 
fastest-growing line— its opportunities and requirements. Find out 
what the Diesel "field offers you— how rapidly the Diesel industry 
has developed during the last three years— the large number of 
Diesel engines and accessories being manufactured today— how easily 
you can obtain a complete understanding of Diesel engine principles 
and operation by home study during your spare time— without inter

regular work.
rmation Involves no obligation— but It may mark 
; in your life. Write TO D AY for full information.

American School, Dept. D-71, Drexel Avenue a t 58th Street, Chicago, Illinois

velopments— two- and four-stroke cycles; low
test Diesel de- 
and high-speed

> T u r n  Y o u r  S n a r e  T i m e  i n t o  D o l l a r s

A G E N T S !
l e k  I N e w  

No -  Selling "  
Plan ntarta you. 
G et trial offer.

Take a beautifully enameled Case J / /
from  roor  veet pocket Praoa .  m arie but
ton I Automatically there la a spark, a name. A  LIGHTED Cigarette—your ^

elutionary I nvention, perf acted, g nar- —
an teed , amazingly lew  priced. Get a M agic 
Caae fo r  16 Dayaf  Trial at our risk.
M A G IC  C A S E  M F R I . ,  D «p t. P -4 2 0  
4 2 3 4  Cozens Avanuo S t. Louis. M o.

TYPE
Easy Terms

m Only 10c a Day ASS
Save over H  on all standard office 
models. Also portables at reduced print.

SE N D  NO M O N E T
All late model* completely refiniahed like 
bread new. FULLY GUARANTEED.
B is free catalog ihowt actual machines 
Is full colors. Lowest pries*. Send at o 

F ree eearse  In typing Included.

International Typewriter Exch. Dept. U36, Chiea*
231 W. Monroe St.

Q u it Tobacco
Don’t  try to  banish unaided the hold tobacco baa upon yon. 
Thousands o f  inveterate tobacco users have, with the aid 
o f  the Keeley Treatment, found it easy to  quit.

K E E L E Y  T R E A T M E N T  F O R  
TOBACCO H ABIT.K StSSS-teSSa

Home o f  the famous Keeley Treatment fo r  Liquor and Drugs. 
Booklet sent on request. Correspondence strictly confidential.

KEELEY INSTITUTE. D ept. 0-109 D w ight. IIHnoig

WARNINGS of
Prostate Trouble
Nervous Debility, Frequent Night Rising, Leg Ptins, Lame Back. 
Lumbago, Sexual Weakness, Kidney and Bladder Trouble, Chronlo 
Constipation, Despondency, Restlessness at Night are only some o f 
the ailments, differing in individuals, that can often be ascribed to 
lesion of the Prostate Gland.

THOUSANDS AFFLICTED
Thousands o f men In every community suffer from these ailments, 
weaknesses and other physical shortcomings without knowing that 
very frequently they are caused by prostatic failure.

MANY DOCTORS ENDORSE MASSAGE
Massaging for the alleviation of Prostate Trouble is as old as time, 
and some of the most outstanding authorities in the medical pro
fession recommend massage as a safe effective 
treatment. (See Reference Book of the Medical 
Science*, Vol. VII, 3rd Edition.)

USE “PROSAGER"
—a new Invention which enables an; man to 
massage his Prostate Gland in the privacy of 
bis home.

It often brings relief with the first treat
ment and must help or it costs you nothing.
No Drug* or Electricity.

UNSOLICITED LETTERS 
OF GRATITUDE

Eaeh month we receive scores of unsolicited let
ters of gratitude and appreciation from users of 
the Prosager— having thousands of users we no doubt can refer 
Prostate Sufferers to someone in their own home town who are 
enthusiastic in their praise of the remarkable benefits received.

FREE BOOKLET EXPLAINS TRIAL OFFER
A one cent post card with your name and address plainly written <• 
all that is necessary,  address card to

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

Ip answering any advertisement on this vapt it is desirable that you mention this magazine.



Midnight
T axi

By BO RDEN CHASE
Author o f “  Bedrock,”  “  Heading Boss,”  etc.

Smooth K yle, Federal Oper
ative, was once a hack driver, 
so the role suited him well 
in his fight against a New  

York narcotic ring

C H A P TE R  I.
R O L L IN G  A G A IN .

HE hooked both thumbs in his 
belt and stared at the dirty 
brick front o f  the garage. 

Same old dump— same noises, same 
smells. It might have been yesterday 
rather than ten years ago that Peter 
Kyle had rolled his cab into place and 
walked down the ramp.

The Ninth Avenue elevated trains 
still rumbled along the dust covered 
structure. Beneath, scampering in and 
out between pushcarts piled high with 
fruit and vegetables, were a dozen or
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more poorly dressed youngsters. Same 
shrill voices, tom  and patched clothes 
and impudent grins that made them 
lovable in spite o f their dirty faces. 
Yes, Hell’s Kitchen at four in the 
afternoon was just as he had known it 
when he unpinned his hack badge for 
what he thought was the last time.

And then Peter Kyle smiled. He 
had noticed one slight difference. 
Propped against the garage wall, legs 
sprawled out upon the sidewalk and 
his head resting slackly against a barrel

o f refuse, was Old Squint. His mouth 
was open and he snored— and it was 
the first time Kyle had ever seen him 
without Slumpy the Bum.

He reached down, prodded the limp 
shoulder and was rewarded by a 
growled curse and a vacant stare from 
a pair o f  bleary gray eyes. The lids 
flicked. A  thousand wrinkles gathered 
about them.

“  ’Lo, Smooth,”  said Old Squint. 
“  Gotta dime ?”

Kyle flipped a coin into the filthy
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upturned palm. Here, at least, was one 
who remembered him and called him 
by a nickname that had been known in 
every taxi garage in New York. 
Smooth Kyle— it was like a page from 
yesterday. A  day when he had “  rolled 
'em hard and rolled 'em fast " — swing
ing a hack through the midnight streets 
o f  Manhattan— taking in the dimes 
and dollars and taking a chump when
ever the opportunity arose. ,

“  How are they treating you, 
Squint?" he asked and moved back a 
little. Squint smelled better at a dis
tance.

“  Lousy," said the derelict. “  Ain't 
no money out any more. When a guy 
books less'n two pounds on a Saturday 
night he don't flip qo dimes away."

That tore it. The present disinte
grated— Peter Kyle dropped like a 
plummet into another world. A  world 
o f screaming brakes, clicking taxi 
meters and cursing drivers who talked 
a jargon unintelligible to the riders 
who leaned back against the soft 
cushions o f  their cabs. Five dollars be
came a pound— a taxi cab was a load, 
a crate or a rig— old tires were chew
ing gum and a meter was a clock.

“  Where's Slumpy the Bum ?" he 
asked.

“  The morgue wagon got him. Must 
'a' been the booze, Smooth. Slumpy's 
stomach wasn't never much good."

“  Tough luck," said Kyle and 
started up the ramp.

A  wave o f  smoke rolled down to 
meet him. A  score o f  cabs vomited 
acrid fumes from their exhausts, 
motors roared and coughed, rubber 
shrieked against concrete as the drivers 
tested the brakes, men shouted and 
mechanics cursed. A  short, dark faced 
man with a protruding stomach leaned 
against the door o f  a small office close 
to the top o f  the ramp. He rolled a

well-chewed cigar between his teeth 
and watched the confusion before him 
through half closed eyes. When he 
caught sight o f  Kyle the cigar slipped 
from his mouth and splashed upon the 
floor.

“ Smooth! Well, I'll be damned!" 
he grunted.

“  You will— sure as hell," laughed 
Smooth. “  But don't let it worry you. 
How's chances to roll one o f your 
crates tonight?"

“  Where you been— doin' time ?"
Smooth grinned and searched his 

pockets for a cigarette. The owner o f 
the garage had answered his own ques
tion. I f  Harry Tone, one o f  the wisest 
o f  taxi fleet operators, wanted to think 
that Smooth Kyle had been in jail 
for the past ten years it was all right 
with Smooth. Others would probably 
think the same.

“  H ow about a rig ?" he asked.
"  What'd they get you for?"
“  Playing marbles," said Smooth. 

“  And now do I go to work ?"
“  I'd like to put you on, Smooth. 

But things is different now. The cops 
are runnin' this racket and they’re 
crackin' down plenty hard. Every
thing's got to be on the up and up. 
Got a hack badge ?"

SM OOTH drew a square o f metal 
from his pocket and a glazed card 
upon which was his picture and 

name. He extended them to Tone and 
the garage owner examined them 
closely. He held the picture to the 
light and compared the printed features 
with those o f  the man before him: a 
heavy jaw, wide-set eyes that laughed, 
a good forehead and thin lips. The 
likeness checked. He fingered the 
hack badge.

“  Phonies?"
“  They’re legit," said Smooth. “  Call
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the Commissioner if you think I’m 
kidding.”

“  HowM you get ’em? The cops 
ain’t handin’ out badges to ex-cons 
these days, Smooth.”

"  Listen, Harry,”  said Smooth, 
44 I’m asking yon if I take out one of 
your rigs tonight. But I’m not asking 
how you get your fast clocks passed—  
that's your business. Suppose you lay 
off my affairs.”

“  Smooth as ever, eh ?”  laughed 
Tone, and copied the badge number m 
a greasy notebook. “  Okay, pal. Take 
Number Twenty— over there in the 
comer. It's a new rig and I expect 
big money.”

“  You’ll get it,”  said Smooth, and 
he pinned the badge to the lapel o f  his 
coat.

He crossed the oil stained floor o f 
the garage and climbed in behind the 
wheel o f a new taxi. Tone handed him 
a ruled card on which to note the time 
and destination o f each call and lifted 
the motor hood to check the oil. 
Smooth wrote the readings o f the 
meter upon the card, twisted the igni
tion switch and started the motor.

44 Gas and water okay ?”  he asked.
“  Yeah. Roll it out— and bring in 

the shekels.”
Smooth drove to the ramp and tested 

the brakes. He glanced about at the 
faces o f  his fellow hackmen but recog
nized none. Each year sees a new crop 
o f  drivers coming m to replace the old 
timers who have moved on and he had 
counted on this. Hackmen, as a rule, 
do not pry into the affairs o f  their 
fellow workers. They seldom ask 
questions and are little interested m the 
life o f  the average man who works 
with them. But Smooth was not aver
age. In his day he was known as a 
high booker, a driver who rolled more 
money than most, and one who could

be depended upon to take any bonus 
offered by the fleet owners for effi
ciency.

H e drove up Ninth Avenue, stopped 
in front o f  a drug store and entered a 
telephone booth. He dialed a midtown 
number, and waited.

“  McNeary,”  said a voice in the re
ceiver.

”  Kyle,”  he answered. “  Forty- 
r fourth and Broadway, in front o f the 

Claridge in five minutes.”
"  R ight”

SM OOTH grinned and hung up. He 
swung the cab east, crossed Eighth 
Avenue and Times Square and 

drew to a stop on a hack stand in front 
o f  the hotel. A gray haired man 
dressed in a blue, double breasted suit 
was standing at an orange drink 
counter on the comer. He finished his 
drink, flipped a coin to the attendant 
and paused as though in doubt near 
Smooth's taxi.

”  Want a cab?”  asked Smooth. 
There was a nod and the gray haired 

stranger stepped into the car.
44 Same old Smooth,”  said a voice at 

the hackman’s shoulder. “  Grabbing 
one off the back end o f the line.”
1 Smooth turned. Another driver was 
standing behind him, hands in his coat 
pocket and grinning in amusement.

”  Hello, Lucky,”  said Smooth. 
“  Still shoving a hack?”

"Y eah , still at it. See you later.”
"  Stick around,”  said Smooth as he 

threw the flag and swung from the 
curb. 44ITI be back.”

The cab rolled into the stream of 
traffic and Smooth leaned back, wait
ing for instructions.

"U p  through the park,”  said the 
passenger. 40 Sixth Avenue entrance.”

"  Right.”
They swung north beneath the cle-*
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vated and Smooth was busy with his 
driving until they were spinning along 
the quiet roads o f  Central Park. He 
glanced about, saw there were no 
other cars close by and winked into the 
mirror above his head. An answering 
wink came from the gray haired pas
senger.

“  Didn't take you long to get a job ."
“  W hy should it ?" grinned Smooth. 

“  I'm a damn good hackman."
“  You're not bad at a lot o f  things 

if  the reports from Washington mean 
anything."

“  They tell me McNeary is a tough 
boss. That right ?"

“  Well— I'm not so bad as they 
make me, Kyle. I expect results and I 
don't like mistakes. Do your job  and 
we'll hit it off great. Did they tell 
you anything about this assignment?"

“  Not much," said Smooth. “  1 
used to drive a hack in this town and I 
was told to renew my license and re
port to the Chief o f the New York 
Division. And that's what I've done."

“  How about references for the 
license?" asked McNeary. “ D o the 
police know who you are?"

“ O f course not. I spent fifty bucks 
on a couple o f politicians and got the 
best references they had. They think 
I've been away for my health— and 
maybe the country's, too. The cops are 
satisfied with the references, and that's 
that."

They had stopped for a traffic light 
and a blue sedan rolled close beside 
them. The driver seemed to be staring 
casually at the scenery but Smooth 
noticed his eyes were fixed quite 
steadily upon McNeary and himself. 
He stalled the cab when the lights 
changed and allowed the sedan to move 
ahead. When it was a few yards dis
tant he stepped on the starter and fol
lowed.

“  Do you know that guy?" he asked 
quietly and he was careful not to move 
his lips. The driver o f  the blue sedan 
was studying him through the mirror 
above his seat.

“  Yes," said McNeary. “  That’s 
Vince Cartwright, gangster and killer. 
W e want him. Somebody must have 
pointed me out and his men have been 
trailing me for weeks. Thought I 
shook them today but it seems not." 

r “  He'Ll be watching me now. That 
was a tough break."

“  Don't worry about it," said Mc
Neary, and passed a sheet o f  paper to 
Smooth. “  Here's your instructions. 
Read them and don't call me unless 
you have to."

“  Fair enough," said Smooth. “  And 
now what?"

“  Pull s alongside Cartwright. I'm 
going to take him In."

TH ERE was a puzzled frown on 
Smooth's face as he stepped down 
on the gas. But he had heard 

enough about this grim faced Federal 
man not to question his orders. Mc
Neary was tough. He ran his division 
with an iron hand, expected absolute 
obedience from his agents, but he 
backed them to the limit when he got 
it. Smooth knew that powerful pres
sure had been brought to bear in 
Washington to break McNeary and 
drive him from the service. His agents 
were uncovering scandals that were 
front page news, sending politicians on 
the run and arresting criminals who 
had enjoyed immunity for years. And 
as his men fought for him so did Mc
Neary fight for his men.

They had reached the curving in
cline that led past the upper lake in the 
park before Smooth sent his car crowd
ing against the blue sedan. For a 
moment there were no other cars close
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by and Smooth took this opportunity 
to cut in.

** Pull over, punk!”  yelled Cart
wright. “  If you scratch that fender 
Fll blind you. You lousy hackmen are 
all alike/*

Smooth flicked the wheel. The cab 
edged closer. It drew ahead and cut 
toward the curb. There was a scream 
o f rubber and the blue sedan jerked to 
a stop.

“  You dirty— 1”
“  Get ’em up, Vince/* snapped Mc- 

Neary.
He jumped from the cab, gun in 

hand and eyes steady upon Cart
wright.

“  Like hell, copper 1** ^
Cartwright ducked below the body 

o f his car. His hand held a kicking 
automatic that blazed at the Federal 
man. Slugs breezed past the cab and 
Smooth ducked. A  car, rounding the 
curve behind them, swung far to the 
opposite side o f the roadway. A 
woman screamed and covered her 
face. Her companion gripped the wheel 
tightly and stepped on the gas. Farther 
back, another car slid to a sudden stop. 
There were shouts and curses. And 
then McNeary’s gun jerked.

There were three closely spaced 
shots and the fire from the blue sedan 
was silenced.

"  Nice shooting, Chief,”  said 
Smooth quietly.

“  Get out o f here— quick !** barked 
McNeary. “  1*11 handle this. Fade.”

Smooth rolled. His cab hurtled 
down the incline, rounded the curve at 
the bottom and streaked west. He 
spun the wheel, twisted out onto Cen
tral Park West and doubled north. 
Up and across One Hundred and 
Tenth Street to Broadway and then 
down town at a leisurely pace. Cars 
whirled past him; people hurried from

subway exits; newsdealers yelled the 
headlines o f evening papers; two girls 
stood at the corner o f Ninetieth Street 
hopefully eyeing the passing cars and 
ignoring the taxis.

A gangster, wanted by the Federal 
men, had decided to shoot it out. He 
had died just a few blocks away, but 
upper Broadway was quite unaware o f 
tfye fact. That was New York— the 
town in which Smooth Kyle had 
learned to drag a living from the 
streets.

He was glad to get back, glad to 
be part o f that swift beating pulse o f 
his home town. The past few years 
had taken him the breadth o f the 
country —  Cleveland, Chicago, Dallas, 
and then up into Los Angeles and San 
Francisco. He had followed the path 
o f  the novice in the Bureau o f Nar
cotics, learning the trade, taking 
orders, covering small assignments 
where there was little chance for ex
citement and less for glory. It had 
been a hard grind but as a result he 
had been detailed to the New York 
District with a fine recommendation. 
His first hour’s work promised him his 
fill o f action. And it would be in a 
town where he knew every street and 
alley— knew them as only a hackman 
can.

He stopped before a cafeteria on 
West Seventy-second Street and 
walked through to the men’s room. He 
locked the door, lit a cigarette and 
studied the instructions given to him 
by McNeary. A strange place for 
privacy, but Smooth wanted no one 
reading over his shoulder this evening.

The orders were brief. He was on 
a job that would make him if he suc
ceeded. I f  he failed—:a sack in the 
river. A  syndicate o f narcotic sellers 
had formed a ring that threaded its 
way throughout the country. Wash
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ington had been given credible reports 
that New York was the headquarters. 
That put it up to McNeary, and 
Smooth's job was to secure informa
tion— definite evidence that would 
break up the ring.

He touched a match to the corner o f 
the paper and watched it burn to a 
black ash. He gulped a cup o f coffee 
at the restaurant counter and drove 
toward Forty-fourth Street. Going 
down Eighth Avenue a hail brought 
him to a quick stop and a moment 
later he was on a trip to Washington 
Heights. He threaded his way through 
traffic, jockeying into narrow spaces in 
the stream o f north-bound cars, gain
ing a brief instant on each change of 
lights and disregarding the speed law 
completely. To all intents he was a 
hackman doing a night's work. He 
accepted a dime tip in addition to the 
fare at the end o f  the ride and said: 
“  Thank you." And he sent his cab 
south again, his ears alert for a hail.

A  traffic cop yelled at him on Broad
way for passing a light. Another hack- 
man cursed him roundly for stealing a 
call. There was an argument at 
Columbus Circle with a truck driver 
about a scratched fender and another 
with a pedestrian who did not look be
fore he stepped into the street. Yes, 
Smooth Kyle was rolling again, grab
bing the dimes and dollars.

CH APTER II.
“  s u c k e r ! "

IT was after ten o'clock when he 
drew to a stop at the hack stand on 
Forty-fourth Street —  lunch time 

for the men who drive at night. The 
first rush o f business had thinned out 
and there would be no calls until 
“  showbreak "  —  eleven o ’clock, when

the theaters were emptying their 
throngs.

He checked over his trip card and 
counted his bookings. Seven dollars—  
not bad, he thought, even for the old 
days. There was still money in New 
York if a man knew where to look for 
it. And there were men who sold 
cocaine and heroin if they could be 
found. But there was time enough for 
that. His first job was to establish 
himself as a hackman, live the part, 
forget for the time that he was a Gov
ernment agent and acquire the attitude 
o f  the men on the cabs.

He saw a group o f them standing 
beside the first taxi on the line. There 
was something about their faces that 
set them apart as different from the 
average man on the street. Maybe it 
was their eyes— tired and all-wise. 
After a man's eyes have looked at the 
follies and sins o f New York eacfi 
night from sunset until sunrise they 
are apt to get tired— and very wise. 
Each face was cynical and distrustful. 
But when a hackman has seen a 
spender throwing money away by the 
handful and then has been left wait
ing at the front door o f  a hotel while 
this same spender slips out the back to 
avoid paying a two dollar fare, he can’t 
be blamed for his cynicism.

To these men, the average person 
who made up the night life in Man
hattan was a chump. The hackmen 
had no respect for the New Yorker 
who would toss five dollars to a head 
waiter for a table in a drafty corner 
and argue if the meter dropped an 
extra dime on the trip home. Nor did 
he think much o f the out-of-towner 
who winked knowingly and asked to 
be shown the sights— “  not the usual 
places, you know. Er —  maybe we 
could find some girls?"

Each o f the tight lipped men had
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heard that story many times. Most o f 
them had shrugged and shook their 
heads. Souk had made the mistake o f  
steering the Romeos to a hideaway and 
had been stripped o f  their hade badges 
by the police when the inevitable 
squawk came from the sucker who had 
lost his rolL Yes, they were wise, 
cynical and silent, these taxi drivers. 
And Smooth slipped back into the life 
with little effort.

There was a slight jar as another 
cab pulled into place behind him and 
touched bumpers. Smooth looked back 
and saw Lucky Carmine climb from 
his seat, stretch wearily and walk to
ward him.

44 How's tricks, Lucky ?”  Smooth 
said and extended his hand.

Lucky gripped his fingers and 
stepped back. He cocked his head to 
one side and studied Smooth.

44 They didn’t wear you down much, 
feller,”  he said at length. 44 Or do I 
guess wrong?”

Smooth grinned contentedly. Lucky 
was answering his own questions, too. 
He seemed to take it for granted that 
Smooth had been doing time in some 
jail and had just been released.

44 W hy tag me for an ex-con ?”  
Smooth asked. 44 Can’t a guy quit this 
racket without going to the pen ?”

44 Not guys like you,”  said Lucky. 
44 You’re a natural on a hack or I never 
saw one. Hell— it seems like yesterday 
when I was watching you take the 
chumps. Remember when we worked 
the Village together?”

44 Good old prohibition,”  laughed 
Smooth. 44 Those were the days.”

44 You must have made plenty. I 
never could figure your racket,

Smooth. But it sure was a hot one to 
get you a long stretch.”

44 Well, that makes us even. I  knew 
you were smart and 1 knew you didn’t 
get all your dimes on the front end o f 
a cab— but that’s as dose as I could 
guess.”

Lucky drew a few bills from his coat 
pocket and folded them neatly, thumb
ing the edges in a quick count. He 
slipped them into an inside pocket of 
his vest and glanced at a handful of 
change.

44 Coffee money,”  he said. 44 That’s 
all there is on the street now. Wanna 
eat?”

SM OOTH  followed him into a near
by cafeteria and selected a meal. 
They carried their plates to a 

marble-topped table and ate without 
troubling to remove their overcoats. 
Each studied the other and in the eyes 
o f both was admiration— the grudging 
admiration o f a smart New Yorker 
who sees a man equally wise.

Lucky knew his way around. There 
was little that happened on Broadway 
or any other section o f  town that got 
past this thin shouldered, dapper little 
hackman. He knew the clip joints, 
knew where the traveling crap games 
were playing, he was smart enough to 
keep rolling when a gun went off in a 
dark alley and he never talked to the 
wrong people.

Smooth said little until the cigarettes 
were going and both had started their 
second cup o f  coffee. Then he leaned 
his elbows on the table, drifted a thin 
stream o f smoke toward the ceiling 
and stared at Lucky.

44 Where’s the late money ?*”  he

13

♦Late money. Any rails after midnight are Tate money and a hackman must know where 
to go to  dig them up. Night clubs, bars, midnight shows, Harlem kite spots, Greenwich Village, 
or gambling houses are usually where ‘Mate money*' is fotmd.
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asked. “  I'm licked after showbreak. 
All the old spots must have folded up 
with repeal. I didn't see any o f  them 
while I was cruising."

“  There ain't any late money, 
Smooth. You won't find a pound on 
the street between midnight and morn
ing. But if  you want a piece o f  advice, 
you can have it."

“  Give," said Smooth.
“  Get rid o f  that rod."
With an involuntary movement 

Smooth hunched his shoulders to allow 
more slack across the front o f his coat. 
They were wide shoulders and his coat 
was snug fitting, not yet dragged from 
shape by the pull o f  the cab seat. He 
flicked the ash from l)is cigarette and 
grinned.

“  Good eyes, Lucky. How'd you 
spot it?"

“  Any time I can't see a shoulder 
holster, you'll know I'm gettin' old," 
said Lucky. “  You must be screwy."

“  Maybe. But I need money. It's a 
cinch I'll never get it shovin' a cab 
these days— not the kind I need. And 
now suppose you forget the roscoe and 
wise me to the Big Town, as o f  today."

“  Aw— you're out o f  my class," said 
Lucky. “  Me— I'm playing it legit.* 
Forty percent o f  the clock, tips, and a 
few stickups— that's all. Maybe I roll 
a lush or two, but that's tops. My 
lungs are goin' sour and I'm figurin' 
on hittin' the sticks in a year or two. 
A stretch in the pen would kill me, so 
I'm not bein' stupid. Besides, I like 
straight hackin'."

“  Is this the same buckerf that shot 
it out with Fay's men on the docks?" 
asked Smooth with a slow smile. 
“  Lucky— you've gone soft."

“  Maybe— but I'm keepin' out o f 
jail."

A H A R D  faced youngster with a 
bundle o f papers stepped into the 

r restaurant and made his way 
slowly past the tables.

“  Mornin' paper —  News, Mirror 
and Trib!”  he cried, and flashed a 
folded sheet before the two hackmen. 
“  Vince Cartwright gets it in de belly. 
Wanna paper, fellers?"

Lucky flipped him a nickel and 
grabbed the sheet. He spread it on the 
table and glanced quickly at the head
lines and sub-heads. Smooth twisted 
in his chair to read with him.

“  Know him?" he asked.
“  Yeah," answered Lucky. u Just to 

say hello, that's all. Not a bad guy, 
but what a sucker to shoot it out with 
the Feds."

“  W ho got him?"
"  Bloke by the name o f  McNeary. 

That guy's poison in this town." He 
read silently for a moment and then 
grinned. “  Listen to this. An eyewit
ness to the shootin' says the Federal 
Agent was ridin' in a taxi and the 
driver scrammed when the shootin' 
started. What did they expect him to 
do— sing a lullaby?"

"E v e r  see McNeary?" asked 
Smooth.

“  Never want to," laughed Lucky.

* Hackman’s jargon. Playing it legit means being honest. Taxi drivers get forty percent 
commission on their earnings. A stickup is a call done with the meter in non-recording position 
— i.e., with the flag, or stick, up. Rolling a lush is overcharging a drunk or emptying his pockets 
before depositing him at the end o f the trip.

t  A bucker was a driver whose cab was equipped with a double tariff meter that was painted 
red. These are no longer permitted. Larry Fay, a New York gangster who was killed in a night 
club, once put out a fleet o f cabs. He took over the railroad terminals, steamship lines and 
some o f the hotel stands where the buckers worked, and the buckers put up a terrific fight before 
being driven from the streets. Fay’s cabs were painted gray with a gold swastika on the door.
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“  It's none o f  my business. C’mon, 
let's get outta here.”

They paid their checks and walked 
to their cabs. A  traffic officer motioned 
them to roll. They nodded and swung 
from the curb.

Smooth turned north on Sixth Ave
nue. He picked up a straggler near 
Fifty-ninth Street and made a short 
trip uptown. The theaters were empty 
when he again drove back into the dis
trict and groups o f cars were parked 
near some o f  the stage doors. Rolling 
slowly and glancing at times from one 
curb to the other, he noticed a girl 
standing in the shadows o f a theater 
alley. She lifted her arm and signalled. 
Smooth pulled to the curb.

He opened the cab door and the girl 
hurried across the sidewalk, glancing 
quickly at a man who stood close to 
an expensive car near by.

"  Uptown,”  she said and put one 
foot on the running board.

"  W ait a minute, Dorothy 1”
The voice was harsh, nasal. Smooth 

turned to see the man who had been 
standing near the parked car grasp the 
girl by the arm.

“  Please,”  she said. “  I'm going 
home.”

“  Aw, why don't you be nice ? 
Loosen up— relax! W e're goin' places 
and do things.”

“  Do you want a cab ?”  Smooth 
asked the girl.

“  Yes— yes, I do,”  she said and tried 
to jerk her arm loose. “  Slug— let go 
o f me.”

“  Yes, Slug,”  said Smooth. “  Be a 
nice boy— let go.”

"  Scram, punk!”  said Slug.

SM OOTH slipped from the seat and 
stepped forward. His left hand 
gripped the lapels o f  Slug's coat 

and jerked down. His right circled in

a short arc and landed on Slug's chin. 
He helped the astonished girl into the 
cab and closed the door.

“  What was the address ?”  he asked 
as the taxi started.

“  Oh— ”
“  Sorry to be rough,”  said Smooth. 

“  But things are so bad lately it would 
have been poor business to let him steal 
a call. Now— where to?” 
r “  Eighty-third and West End Ave
nue,”  she said. “  Hurry— he'll follow 
us and hurt you. I know he will.”  

Smooth smiled but said nothing. He 
was studying the girl in the mirror 
above the windshield. She was 
crouched forward on the seat as 
though to lend speed to the taxi. Her 
head turned at times as she glanced 
through the rear window and Smooth 
nearly passed a light admiring the 
sheen o f  her dark hair. Her hands 
opened and closed nervously and 
Smooth thought he had never seen 
fingers so small or so beautifully 
formed. Once, when her eyes met with 
his in the mirror, she smiled— a scared, 
pretty little smile that drew an answer
ing grin from Smooth.

“  Aren't you afraid?”  she asked.
“  Not much,”  he answered. “  But 

I'm wondering why you are. Who's 
your playmate?”

“  That's Slug Conners— and he's no 
friend o f mine. He’s one o f a bunch o f 
gorillas that have been driving the girls 
in the show half mad. His boss is the 
backer and the mob seem to think that 
gives them the privilege o f annoying 
the girls. I’m just about fed up with 
the whole thing and I handed in my 
notice tonight. They can get another 
lead. Three more performances and 
I'm through.”

u And then what ?”
“  I don't know. Another musical 

comedy, probably.”
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“  Think I'll take tomorrow night off 
and catch that show. You must look 
great from the front. Do you sing?”

“  You're not very flattering,”  she 
said. “  I thought all New York had 
seen Dorothy Manning.”

“  Are you Dorothy Manning?”  he 
asked in surprise. “  Say— I saw you 
in Chicago, but you didn’t look so— ” 

u So small?”  she said.
“  No— well— oh, I don't know. For

get it.”  He glanced at a street marker. 
“  Eighty-third?”

“  Just down from the corner. Here 
— this is it.”  She opened her purse and 
handed him a bill. “  It's all yours. 
And— thanks.”

Smooth glanced at the bill and saw 
it was a five. He folded it carefully, 
stuck it in his vest pocket and reached 
back to open the door.

“  I'll bring the change tomorrow,”  
he said. “  'Night.”

She hurried across the sidewalk and 
Smooth did not move until the apart
ment door had closed behind her. He 
glanced down the street and saw a car 
turn the corner. It slowed and drew 
to a stop. Smooth pulled away from 
the curb, and the car followed.

He circled the block and spun along 
Riverside Drive. Behind him the car 
followed at a distance o f  one block, 
pausing for traffic lights whenever 
Smooth did, increasing its pace or 
slowing to keep its distance from the 
taxi.

A T  the entrance to a viaduct that 
J \  leads across One Hundred and 

Twenty-fifth Street, Smooth 
swung right and took a cobble road 
that led down to the Ferry House. It 
was a narrow street, sharply inclined, 
and it curved in under the great sup
ports o f the structure along the river 
front. A  single street light on the

corner provided scanty illumination 
and there was a hush in this little back
water that seemed unnatural to Man
hattan. Smooth noticed there were no 
pedestrians about and he pulled up be
side one o f the steel uprights.

He slid from the cab seat and lifted 
the hood, apparently tinkering with the 
motor. Behind him, a car drew to a 
stop and the driver left the motor run
ning and crossed toward the taxi.

“  Thanks for the setup, dope!”
“  Hello, Slug,”  said Smooth. 

“  When did you wake up ?”
Slug was facing him across the hood 

o f  the cab, peering intently into 
Smooth's eyes. His hand was thrust 
stiffly into his right coat pocket and he 
swayed from the hips.

"  Did I ever see you in Cleveland ?” 
he asked suddenly.

“  Maybe,”  said Smooth. ** What 
about it?”

“  It don't matter, now. You're go- 
ing to get one in the Chest. Want to 
pray or cry a little ?”

“  You mean you're goin’ to kill me?” 
asked Smooth. “  W hy ? What's the 
idea?”

“  Just to teach you a lesson, Wise 
Guy. For a hackman, you're plenty 
dumb— sockin' Slug Conners in the 
chin!”  There was a gun in his hand 
now and it flipped indolently toward 
Smooth. I f  the hackman had opened 
his mouth to cry out, it would have 
gone off. Conners was drawing the 
last ounce o f  enjoyment from a few 
moments' torture before finishing 
Smooth. And as he studied the taxi 
driver his mind was racing back to a 
time when he had seen this man in 
Cleveland. Suddenly he stiffened.

“  I make you now !” he yelled and 
the gun leveled. “  A  Fed. A stinkin' 
copper! You— ”

Smooth dropped to his knees as the
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automatic stuttered above his head. 
His gun was out and making crimson 
flashes in the darkness. Slug yelled. 
He crumpled against the taxi and 
knocked the lifted section o f  the hood 
back into place. His arms slid along 
the hot metal, the gun rattled against 
a fender and dropped to the ground. 
Slug followed it and his legs jerked for 
an instant.

“  Sucker!”  said Smooth and clamped 
the hood tight.

He drove east.

CH APTE R III.
IN  T H E  K N O W .

IT was midnight and the neighbor
hood movie theaters on upper 
Broadway had emptied their 

throngs into the near-by restaurants. 
Occasionally a couple hurried through 
one o f  the deserted side streets. The 
night was cool, brisk with a sharpness 
that comes in late October. Smooth 
turned up the collar o f his coat, 
settled himself comfortably in the seat 
and started to cruise. Down Broad
way, across and up West End Avenue, 
doubling and twisting through side 
streets and then over to Central Park 
West.

He had rolled for the better part o f 
an hour, ignoring the occasional hails 
o f  pedestrians waiting at street corners. 
His eyes swept the entrance o f each 
apartment house he passed, and at 
times he slowed or came to a stop. At 
length he circled a block twice on the 
upper West Side and drew close to the 
marquee o f an ornate apartment front
ing on the park. A doorman, re
splendent in gold braid and visored 
cap, stood before the wide glass doors 
leading in from the street. At times he 
swung his arms or stamped his feet

upon the pavement. And Smooth 
grinned when he saw this military 
figure spring to attention and touch his 
cap to an incoming couple.

Smooth slid from the seat and stood 
beside the cab door.

“  Pull that crate outta here!” barked 
the doorman. “  There’s a cab line at 
the corner— play that.”

“  Okay, general,”  said Smooth, and 
drew a dollar from his pocket. “  Will 
you mind this for me?”

“  What the— ”
“  Hello, Mullans. I’ve been looking 

for you all night.”
“  Oh, hello, Smooth. Where you 

been all the while?”
“  Bouncing around. How about you 

— still frontin’ for Big Joe?”
“  What’s your guess?”
Smooth nodded and winked. Mul

lans was one o f the old timers with a 
big paying specialty at his finger tips. 
For years he had been in the employ o f 
Big Joe Silva, a gambler who catered 
to the wealthy New Yorkers with 
money to lose. To Smooth, the sight 
o f  Mullans in doorman’s uniform was 
certain knowledge that a big money 
game was in progress somewhere with
in the apartment. For Mullans could 
recognize at a glance each and every 
member o f the New York detective 
squads. His memory o f  Big Joe’s 
customers was equally sound. And as 
a result o f  this memory, Big Joe had 
run a profitable game for years.

It was a foolproof proposition. 
When Big Joe rented a floor or the 
penthouse o f an apartment building, 
within a few days Mullans was, in
stalled as doorman and with him 
worked Eddie Drinker as hall boy. If 
a customer appeared, he was welcomed 
with a bow from Mullans. Seeing this, 
Eddie immediately passed the signal 
along to the gambling rooms.
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At times a squad o f  detectives en
deavored to visit Big Joe’s apartment, 
but invariably the guests had departed 
and the paraphernalia had been dis
posed o f when the raiders were ad
mitted. Mullans had merely winked to 
Eddie and a very different signal had 
been passed along.

But Mullans was human. He could 
not resist the urge to add a few quick 
dollars to a salary far in excess o f 
that paid the average doorman. He 
had a graft o f his own that fitted in 
very nicely with his nightly duties. 
Gamblers were big tippers when the 
wheels had been kind to them. A  man 
with a few thousands o f  quickly won 
dollars in his pockets was apt to toss 
a hackman the change o f  a five dollar 
bill at the end o f  a trip home. Mullans 
knew this and so did the taxi men, 
and as a result the doorman had built 
himself a following o f night drivers 
that paid him well for the privilege o f 
taking calls from this apartment.

Oc c a s i o n a l l y  an outsider, a
driver who had not paid his 
dues to Mullans, drifted into the 

line. He was urged to “  keep rolling ”  
and if this failed the men had a very 
simple cure for such persistence. A 
phonograph needle was slipped into 
each o f his tires and when he got 
away on his first call, four flat shoes 
ended it within a mile. When the flats 
were removed to be repaired, the 
needles drew back into the treads and 
were not noticed by the repair men. As 
a result, within an hour there were 
four more flats. Yes, the men who 
played Mullans* line knew how to keep 
it exclusive.

“  What’s new ?”  asked Smooth. 
44 Any o f the old crowd playing this 
stand ?”

44 A  few,”  said Mullans. “  Slim

Bernstein, Chisler Bond and sometimes 
Lucky Carmine— that’s about all.”

“  H ow about the customers ? Any 
spenders ?”

“  Not like there used to be, the— ” 
A  taxi slid to a stop before the 

marquee and a man, neatly attired in 
evening clothes, paid off the driver and 
waved to Mullans. The doorman 
bowed, swung back the door and mur
mured, 44 ’Evening, Mr. Rudd.”  He 
closed the door and winked to Smooth. 

44 Remember him?”
“  Yes,”  said Smooth. ”  That’s Bet

a-Grand Rudd, isn’t it? I used to ride 
him but he was 4 on the junk.’ Didn’t 
think he’d still be kicking around.”

44 Oh, he took the cure a couple o f 
times, but he’s still usin’ dope. A 
good guy, though.”

44 Save him for me,”  said Smooth. 
”  It’s worth a pound to you if I get 
him. He used to be a damn good cus
tomer and I need a few right now.”

44 Okay. He never plays more than 
an hour or two. Roll down to the line 
and I’ ll call you. But it’s up to you to 
square yourself with the boys.”

Smooth nodded and circled the 
block. This was the break he had been 
counting on— his first contact with the 
narcotic mob. He had no illusions 
about Bet-a-Grand Rudd. This 
gambler might be in no way connected 
with the ring but he was one o f their 
customers and as such he would serve 
Smooth’s purpose.

He pulled to the rear o f  the hack 
line and leaned against the door o f  his 
cab. The driver o f  the car ahead 
stared at him for a moment and flicked 
a thumb in a gesture o f  dismissal. 
Smooth thumbed his nose and lit a 
cigarette.

44 Roll, bum !”  said the driver, and 
walked slowly toward Smooth. “  Find 
another corner for that load.”
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Smooth flipped a burnt match at the 
driver and looked him over slowly. 
He was one o f  the new crop and he 
was trying to be hard. Another cab 
swung into line and Smooth grinned 
when he saw Lucky Carmine step to 
the sidewalk.

“  Didn't take you long to find a good 
spot," said Lucky. “  Competition is 
gettin' tough when Smooth Kyle starts 
rolling."

“  No thanks to you, Lucky," laughed 
Smooth.

“  You know him ?" asked the driver 
who had been measuring Smooth.

“  Take a walk, chump," said Lucky 
softly. “  This guy was shovin' a hack 
when you were usin' safety pins for 
suspenders."

HE turned to Smooth and they 
talked quietly, pausing at times 
to pull up their cabs as calls sent 

the drivers ahead o f them away into 
the night. When Smooth was first out 
he turned his call over to Lucky and 
waited for a signal from the doorman. 
It came at length and he swung up to 
the marquee. Bet-a-Grand Rudd passed 
a bill to Mullans and stepped into the 
cab.

“  Bleecker Street, corner o f  Sulli
van," he said. “  And while we're going 
there, tell me about yourself, Smooth."

“  Glad you remember me, Mr. 
Rudd," said Smooth.

“  Best driver I ever had. Glad you're 
back. Meet me tomorrow in the old 
place and I’ ll give you a good call."

“  Thanks," said Smooth, and 
launched into a fictitious account o f his 
activities for the past few years.

Rudd listened, asking questions at 
times and talking o f the old days when 
Smooth had driven him about New 
York. The car sped quietly along 
through the dark streets, skirted the

theatrical district and headed for 
Greenwich Village. As they threaded 
through the narrow alleys o f the Bo
hemian quarter, Smooth wondered 
what errand brought his rider to this 
section o f town in the early morning 
hours. When they reached their des
tination, Rudd made no move to get 
out but sat qhietly in the cab, looking 
along Bleecker Street. 
r A dark faced man stepped from the 
shadows o f a doorway and opened the 
cab door. He said nothing but handed 
Rudd a small paper package, accepted 
a bill in return, closed the door and 
walked quickly along the street.

“  Uptown," said Rudd, and Smooth 
stepped on the gas.

There was no doubt in his mind as 
to what that package contained. But 
he made no effort to stop the man who 
had delivered it to Rudd. In fact, 
Smooth had glanced but once at the 
messenger, a single hasty look that had 
catalogued the face securely in his 
mind. This was one o f the small fry, 
a runner who made deliveries and col
lected the price o f  a small quantity o f 
cocaine. He in turn would contact 
some one else in a chain o f  intermedi
aries and that money would change 
hands many times before it reached the 
head o f  the organization.

It was the old routine o f  the dope 
racket. Somewhere in the chain there 
would be a few breaks that would be 
impossible to bridge. The men who 
dealt in this commodity knew the 
danger o f the stuff they handled. The 
small fry were invariably addicts and 
must be assured o f their supply o f 
cocaine. When the police made an 
arrest it was unnecessary to apply third 
degree methods to these weaklings. A 
few days' isolation with no drugs was 
enough to make them tell everything 
they knew. Consequently the heads o f
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the organization were careful to let 
them know nothing that could cause 
trouble.

Smooth congratulated himself upon 
a good night's work but he was not 
foolish enough to suppose that he had 
gone far in the completion o f  his as
signment. In fact, McNeary probably 
knew that messenger's name and had 
his record at Division Headquarters, 
but Smooth cared little about that. 
As Rudd’s driver he had been okayed 
to a certain degree as one who was “  in 
the know.”  That, thought Smooth, 
was a good deal more progress than 
any other agent would have made in 
one night.

C H APTE R IV. 

a t  t h e  TH EATER.

IT  was not quite three in the after
noon when Smooth walked up the 
ramp of the West Side garage and 

entered Harry Tone’s office. The taxi 
owner was checking over the cards 
turned in by the men who had driven 
the cars on the previous night. His 
ever present cigar was turning slowly 
between his teeth and a blue cloud 
hung low over his head. Outside, the 
wide expanse o f  garage floor was 
empty save for two cars standing near 
the mechanic’s bench. A  Negro was 
scraping clots o f dried grease from the 
concrete and sweeping them toward a 
pile in the corner. A few hackmen 
were grouped about the bulletin board, 
idly reading the notices and waiting for 
the day drivers to bring in the cars.

Smooth draped one leg over the 
comer o f the desk and waited for Tone 
to finish his figuring. When Harry 
looked up, Smooth pointed to his own 
card and winked.

u Nice money, eh?” he said.

“  Beginner’s luck,”  grunted Tone. 
“  Why so early ?”

“  I've gotta be on the street at 
three o ’clock. Is there a rig ready to 
roll?”

“  Yeah. But why so early?”  Tone 
repeated stubbornly. “  Got a steady 
rider?”

“  A  good one.”
“  Okay. Ask the mechanic. I think 

he’s got one ready. Take a card and 
check the gas.”

Smooth nodded, crossed the garage 
and flipped a half dollar to the 
mechanic. This greasy faced indi
vidual pocketed the coin, slammed 
down the hood o f a cab and pointed to 
the seat. Smooth climbed in and 
twisted the switch.

"  Gas, oil and water?”  he said.
“  Yeah— roll it out.”
At three fifteen Smooth stopped in 

front o f a hotel in West Forty- 
seventh Street. Bet-a-Grand Rudd was 
standing on the steps and he smiled 
when he saw Smooth.

“  Remember the route ?”  he asked.
“  I think so,”  said Smooth and 

headed for Eighth Avenue.
At a word from Rudd, he stopped 

in front o f  a cigar store and two 
dapper, sleek faced men hurried to the 
cab. Each had a bundle o f slips folded 
compactly against a roll o f bills and 
held in place with a rubber band. They 
handed these to Rudd and accepted 
other bundles in return. The transac
tion was completed in an instant and 
both turned to walk away when Rudd 
spoke.

“  Hey, Matt,”  he said sharply. “  If 
I catch you holding out again, you’re 
through. Get me?”

One man stopped, turned as though 
about to argue, but apparently thought 
better o f it and nodded. Smooth let 
in the clutch and they pulled away.
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Within an hour they had made dozens 
o f  such stops. Threading like the lines 
o f a giant webb, Rudd's men spread 
over the city, taking and paying bets 
on the horses and turning the play over 
to the book maker.

IT was a profitable hour for Smooth. 
He met and spoke to a score of 
men who were skirting the fringes 

o f  the law. None were hardened 
criminals nor were they big shots. But 
each was living on his wits and coming 
in contact with others who had drifted 
farther over the thin line that divides 
the law abiding citizen from the crook.

“  Can I pick you up at Big Joe’s 
place tonight ?” Smooth asked when 
they had finished the circle and stopped 
at the hotel.

“  Yes,”  said Rudd. “  Er— make it 
about two or a .little after.”

He handed Kyle a bill and waved 
away the change. Smooth grinned his 
thanks and threw the flag up. He was 
about to draw away from the curb but 
paused when Rudd lifted a hand.

“  You can do me a favor, if you 
want,”  said Rudd.

“  Glad to.”
“  Remember that stop at Bleecker 

and Sullivan last night?”
Smooth’s hands were tight on the 

wheel. The knuckles were white as he 
nodded. The break was coming sooner 
than he expected, and it was a struggle 
to hold a disinterested grin when Rudd 
handed him another bill.

“  Meet the same guy,”  said Rudd, 
“  and give him this. He’ ll slip you a 
deck and you can bring it to me at 
Joe’s.”

Smooth winked and accepted the 
money. He rolled uptown and stopped 
at a drug store. A moment later he 
was talking over the phone to the Chief 
o f the New York Division.

“  Sorry to bother you, McNeary,”  
he said. “  But I need help.”

“  Now what?”
“  Got a man who can cut junk?”
“  Yeah. W hy?”
“  Bring him with you and meet me 

at Columbus Circle. Tw o o ’clock near 
the monument.”

“  What’s the idea?”  asked McNeary.
“  I’ll tell you later,”  said Smooth, 

and flipped the receiver onto the hook.
He climbed in behind the wheel of 

his cab, threw the flag and went for a 
ride in the park. The nickels dropped 
steadily on the meter and he grinned. 
He was building a perfect alibi. His 
bookings must be equal to those o f any 
o f  the night drivers or he would not 
hold his job long. It was all very well 
to be working for the government but 
he also had to account to Harry Tone. 
And when the taxi owner checked over 
Smooth’s trip card in the morning he 
would find that Smooth had put in a 
good night’s work.

At eight thirty he drove to the Penn
sylvania Railroad Station, invested a 
dime for a quick washup in the men’s 
room, parked his cab in a side street off 
Ninth Avenue and strolled into the 
lobby o f the theater where Dorothy 
Manning was appearing. An extra 
half dollar to the ticket clerk got him 
a seat in the B row and he settled him
self comfortably to enjoy the show.

Dorothy was all he had imagined 
and more. She sang and danced and 
Smooth wriggled like a contented cat 
when she noticed him during the 
second act and wrinkled the tip o f her 
nose at him. The music swelled and 
throbbed. Smooth forgot about nar
cotic rings, gamblers and gunmen. He 
settled down into his seat and watched 
Dorothy. When she sang o f spring
time and roses, Smooth built a home 
in the country. When she danced, he
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furnished it and decided to add a 
nursery. When she blew him a kiss 
during the finale he said to himself, 
“  Dorothy Kyle —  Dorothy Kyle—  
What a pretty name!” And when the 
curtain came down he shrugged, 
shifted his shoulder holster to a more 
comfortable position and remembered 
he was an agent in the Bureau o f  Nar
cotics. He cursed silently but whole
heartedly and decided it was a rotten 
job  for a married man.

TH ERE were four men standing 
near the stage door when he 
parked at the curb. And when 

Dorothy hurried from the alley they 
stepped silently in front o f  her. Smooth 
slid from the seat and. walked quickly 
toward the group.

"W a n t a cab, lady?”  he said and 
grinned.

“  No, she don’t,”  said one o f the 
four.

Smooth recognized him as Lunger 
Trout, a pal o f the Slug Conners who 
had shot too late the previous evening. 
The others with him were Young 
Grippo, Eddie Malloy and Fred Scalise 
— and all four were men who worked 
for Big Spanish, the racketeer boss o f 
the West Side. They were quiet and 
serious. Slug had boasted o f a date 
with Dorothy and had been picked up 
by the morgue wagon near the Fort 
Lee Ferry House. They wanted to 
know why— and they intended to make 
her tell them the answer.

She drew back against the brick 
wall o f the theater and stared nerv
ously from one to the other. Her lower 
lip was held tightly between her teeth, 
her hands were rigid at her sides and 
she was frightened. When she saw 
Smooth her eyes implored him to go 
away, and at the same time expressed 
hope that he would not.

“  Don’t you mugs ever learn?” said 
Smooth.

“  Take it on the lam, lousy l”  barked 
Lunger. “  You’re clutterin’ up the air. 
Screw!”

“  And what do I tell the boss ?”
For just an instant none o f the four 

spoke. They stiffened and looked at 
Smooth with new interest.

“  Oh, the boss, eh?”  said Lunger. 
“  An’ who’s the bossf,J

"  Ask him”  said Smooth and 
pointed to a slim shouldered youth 
talking to a group o f musicians who 
had just come from  the stage entrance. 
He was one o f  Rudd’s men.

“  Hey, Humpty,”  said Lunger. 
“ C’m here!”

“  What you want, Lunger?”
The runner was nervous and 

Smooth noticed that his eyes drifted 
quickly from  one gangster to another 
and then brightened a little as they 
came to rest upon the taxi driver. He 
flicked a hand toward Smooth and 
grinned.

“  W ho’s this guy?”  asked Lunger. 
“  W ho’s he work for ?”

“  How could I guess?”  said 
Humpty. “  What’s up?”

“  None o f  yer business,”  snapped 
Grippo. "  W e’re askin’ the questions. 
C’mon— give 1”

“  Well— if yer figurin’ on takin’ the 
lad fer a ride,”  said Humpty^ and he 
drawled his words with evident 
pleasure, “  I know a guy what might 
get sore. He’s big, too— got plenty o f 
weight”

"Y o u  mean Rudd?”  said Lunger, 
and it was almost a whisper.

“  I ain’t sayin’ ,”  grinned Humpty.
Grippo backhanded the runner with 

a quick swing. Blood welled from be
tween a pair o f  split lips and Humpty 
cursed— shrilly and steadily. He wiped 
his mouth, backed away from the
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group and started toward Broadway.
“  Fer smart guys/’ he shrilled, 

“  yer actin' pretty dumb. G’wan—  
burn him. I hope you do. I'd like to 
send a wreath to yer funerals."

LUNGER stepped close to Smooth 
^  and stared into his eyes. Kyle 

did not move. One hand was 
toying with his necktie, the other wasr 
damped firmly about Dorothy’s right 
wrist. He exerted a slight pressure 
and drew her slightly behind him. He 
smiled and his gray eyes were as hard 
as those o f  Lunger.

“  Satisfied?" he said.
“  Not quite. It don’t make sense. 

Rudd’s too smart t© make a play like 
that with one o f  Big Spanish’s boys. 
There ain’t no quarrel between ’em and 
I never knew Rudd to go fer a dame. 
Maybe you and her better come along 
and talk it over with Spanish, eh?"

Smooth’s hand was no longer on his 
necktie. It had slipped beneath his 
coat and the eyes o f  the four gunmen 
were steady upon it. He backed to
ward the cab, keeping Dorothy behind 
him and watching the men closely.

“  Sorry— we ain’t goin’ your way," 
he said. “  Maybe some other night. 
And don’t play stupid— I’m fast with 
this thing."

“  All right, chump," said Grippo.
“  It’s your play, this time. Take the 
dame and roll."

Lunger and Scalise stepped forward, 
their hands lifting a little and their 
shoulders hunched. But Grippo waved 
them aside with an angry curse and 
pointed to the cab.

“  Get goin’ !” he barked.
“  With pleasure," laughed Smooth, 

and helped Dorothy into the cab. He 
was careful not to turn his back as he 
slid in behind the wheel and he used 
only one hand to put the car in

motion. The other was still beneath his 
left armpit.

He streaked north and cut over to 
the waterfront. It was not until they 
had reached the lower section o f River
side Drive that he slowed the pace and 
twisted to smile at Dorothy.

“  You were great," he said. “  1 
never liked contraltos until I heard 
you. And the dancing— perfect!"

“  Never mind all that, Mr. Kyle," 
she said. “  I’m waiting for an explan
ation."

“  The name is Peter," said Smooth. 
“  You’ll see it on the card— just in 
front o f  Kyle. But when people like 
me, they call me Smooth."

“  Oh, Smooth— for Lord's sake be 
serious. What’s all this about?"

“  Don’t you read the papers?"
“  You mean— about Slug Conners 

being shot last night?"
“  Right."
“  O f course. I’ve been frightened 

ever since and I haven’t the slightest 
idea o f  how it happened. And now— 
all this tonight— oh, what is it all 
about ?"

“  Nothing much."
“  You’ve got to tell me," she in

sisted. "  Those men thought you were 
carrying a gun. That little fellow who 
takes the bets on the horses said that 
you worked for Rudd. I’ve heard o f 
him— Bet-a-Grand Rudd! And if you 
are one o f  his men, why are you driv
ing a cab?"

“  So many questions," laughed 
Smooth. “  You’d make a fine lawyer."

“  Yes, so many questions and you 
don’t answer any. And another thing 
— when you talk to me you speak one 
way. When you were talking to those 
men you were— oh, like a hard boiled 
gangster or— "

“  Your eyes are beautiful," said 
Smooth.
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“  Does that mean you won't tell me 
anything?”

“  It means your eyes are beautiful. 
And as for ail this excitement tonight 
— it won't happen again. I promise 
you that"

“  But you haven't told me a thing. 
I might even stop at one o f  the hotel 
grills and have a drink with you— if 
you'd promise to talk.”

SM OOTH  glanced up into the 
mirror and met her eyes. He 
twisted the wheel and crossed to 

West End Avenue but he did not 
answer until the cab stopped at her 
corner. I f  there was anything in the 
world that he really wanted to do, it 
was to talk with Dorothy somewhere 
other than from the front end o f  a taxi. 
And now she was offering him the op
portunity.

Smooth liked things to break fast. 
But this was one time they were 
coming too quickly for him. Through 
his acquaintance with Rudd he had a 
lead that promised to put him on the 
inside track to the completion o f  his 
assignment. Under ordinary circum
stances he would have been grinning 
and happy. But to fallow this lead he 
must be at the comer o f Bleecker and 
Sullivan Streets before two in the 
morning.

The assignment was important—  
part o f  his job  as a Federal Agent. 
But Dorothy was important, too—  
very important. He had been slightly 
interested in her the previous evening, 
but when he saw her stand tight- 
lipped and silent before four o f Big 
Spanish's toughest men, and follow 
his lead without a murmur— Smooth 
Kyle went overboard. Here was a girl 
worth twenty o f any he had ever 
known. And a few hours* conversation 
above cocktail glasses would spell a

perfect evening for Smooth. It was a 
tough break.

“  Whatever made you think that a 
backman could afford drinks in a hotel 
grill?”  he asked.

“  He might be able to— if he could 
afford an orchestra seat at a musical 
comedy when he should have been 
working.”

“  Oh, that was different,”  said 
Smooth, and realized that Dorothy was 
going to be a difficult little lady to lie 
to. “  Sometime I'll tell you about it—  
in a hotel grill, if you like.”

“  That's a bet,”  she said, and stepped 
from the cab. She opened her purse 
to look for a bill but Smooth was 
drawing away before she found it. 
“ Wait—how about the fare?”

“  I'll take it out o f the five you gave 
me last night,”  he answered, and 
winked.

CH APTE R V.

C U T  D O P £.

HE had been standing at the 
corner o f Bleecker and Sullivan 
for ten minutes when the runner 

appeared. The man hesitated a 
moment, peereeflnto the empty cab and 
looked at Smooth.

“ Where's the big guy?”  he asked. 
u I'm  picking up the junk for him,” 

said Smooth, and handed the runner a 
bill. “  Let's have it.”

“  Dis ain't regular. How do I know 
ye're on the up an' up?”

"  Call him on the phone at Big 
Joe's place. I'll wait.”

“  Aw, I'll gamble,”  said the runner, 
and passed a paper package to Smooth. 
“  But tell him Winkie says to be care
ful who he sends.”  

u Are you Winkie ?”
"  Yeah!”
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“  Okay, I'll tell him. Where can I 
reach you in case I need some o f this 
for another customer?"

“  Margello's Cafe —  around the 
corner. Any time after twelve at 
night."

Smooth nodded and left him. He 
railed up Hudson into Eighth and 
stopped near the monument in Colum
bus Circle. McNeary and another 
Federal man were waiting and stepped 
quickly into his cab. When they were 
spinning along the silent drive o f the 
park, Smooth motioned for them to 
sit forward on the small drop seats 
and handed McNeary the paper o f  co
caine.

“  I want this stuff cut* and cut 
plenty," he said.

“  What's the idea?" asked McNeary.
“  It's going to Bet-a-Grand Rudd 

and if it doesn't start things rolling, I 
miss my guess."

“  This is a .little out o f  order, 
Kyle," said McNeary. “  Sure you're 
not making a mistake?"

“  I hope not. But how about it—  
can you cut it now ?"

“  Henderson will take care o f  it," 
said McNeary, and turned to the man 
beside him. “  Meet Kyle— a new man 
in this division."

The government chemist acknowl
edged the introduction with a nod and 
rubbed one finger lightly over the 
cocaine.

“  Pull up for a moment," he said. 
“  And tell me what sort o f  a job you 
want."

“  Just use a little sugar— not too fine 
a job but not too raw. Can you do 
it now ?"

Henderson grinned and driew a

leather case from his pocket. Smooth 
watched him for a moment and then 
turned to McNeary.

“  That killing near the ferry— read 
about it?" he asked.

“ W ho did it?"
“  I did," said Smooth. “  Sorry, but 

it was necessary."
“  Include it in your report, said 

McNeary gruffly. “  And watch out 
for these show girls— some o f them 
are bad medicine for a man in your 
trade."

SM OOTH  did not ask McNeary for 
an explanation o f  that remark. It 
was obvious the District Chief had 

his own sources o f  information and 
little that his agents did escaped his 
knowledge. But Smooth noticed that 
McNeary asked no unnecessary ques
tions nor demanded too many expla
nations. It was going to be nice, he 
thought, working with a man .like this.

He accepted the paper o f  cocaine 
from Henderson, let both men out near 
a cab stand on Central Park West and 
headed toward Big Joe Silva's place. 
At the door, he paused to slip a bill to 
Mullans, the doorman. He told him 
to let Rudd know he was there and 
drew into place at the end o f  the hack 
line.

Lucky Carmine was chatting with a 
group o f  drivers and saluted gravely 
when Smooth stepped from his cab.

“  The boy wonder," he laughed. 
“  He finds money when there ain't any 
out. How much you got booked, 
Smooth ?"

“  Little over two pounds.”
“  What a guy! And I'll bet you're 

waitin' for a steady rider, now."

♦Cocaine, like whisky, can be cut. It is seldom peddled in its pure state, but is mixed with 
powdered sugar to increase the bulk and the profit. As in the days o f prohibition when a 
customer bought cut liquor, there is no legal redress.
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44 Good guess —  waiting for Rudd. 
And by the way, Lucky, what’s Big 
Spanish doin’ now that the booze 
racket is shot?”

44 I wouldn’t know,”  said Lucky. 
44 Maybe puttin’ out a little hop or 
workin* the protection racket. I under
stand he’s backin’ a few shows and has 
a piece o f two night clubs. That’s 
about all.”

44 But you wouldn’t know,”  laughed 
Smooth. 44 Not much.”

44 I might know that you had a run- 
in with a few o f his boys,”  said Lucky 
with a thin smile. 44 Dangerous stuff, 
Smooth. W hy don’t you keep in the 
clear? Be smart.”

44 Where did you pick that up ?”
"  Oh, just bouncin’ around. And let 

me tell you, pal— that bunch is mean. 
Plenty tough.”

44 Thanks for the tip,”  said Smooth. 
44 I got let in on that by accident. 
Didn’t know what was happening when 
Lunger and Grippo ganged up on me 
but I had to play it through.”

44 You ain’t tellin’ all you know, 
eh, Smooth?”  said Lucky quietly.

44 I’ve got nothing to hide.”
44 It’s no hair off my chin,”  said 

Lucky. 44 Just thought I’d put you 
wise.”

Mullans signalled just then and 
Smooth pulled around to the marquee. 
Rudd smiled, tipped the doorman and 
seated himself in the cab.

44 Get it?”  he asked.
Smooth passed him the paper and 

started toward the gambler’s home. He 
cut across the park, driving slowly and 
careful lest he hit any bumps in the 
roadway.

A glance in the mirror confirmed 
his suspicions as to what Rudd was do
ing and as he turned down Madison 
Avenue he was not surprised to hear 
Rudd cursing.

44 W ho gave you this stuff ?”  snapped 
Rudd.

41 Said his name was Winkie— same 
guy we met last night.”

44 It’ s cut! That little punk never 
did this job— hasn’t the brains.”  He 
leaned forward and thrust the paper 
toward Smooth. 44 Put this in your 
pocket. I may want you to take it back 
afnd jam it down someone’s throat. 
Now park this rig and come up with 
me.”

TH E Y  had stopped before a 
towering apartment building and 
Smooth followed the gambler 

across the lobby and into the elevator. 
He knew that Rudd was a very 
wealthy man but he was amazed at the 
display o f luxury that met his eye 
when they stepped from the elevator. A 
silent butler in livery opened a door 
that led from the private hall into a 
larger foyer. A Bessarabian carpet 
with a Georgian design against a 
black background covered the floor; 
against one wall stood a beautiful yew 
commode and above it hung a walnut 
and gilt Georgian mirror.

Smooth’s eyes opened wide as he 
walked between lace paneled doors 
into a low ceilinged library. On the 
walls he saw three famous paintings 
that would have paid a king’s ransom. 
Rudd hurried to a court cupboard 
standing solidly at one end o f  the room 
and from it withdrew a decanter and 
glasses.

44 Help yourself to a drink, Smooth,”  
he said. 44 I’ve gotta make a call.”

He snatched a phone from a near-by 
desk that Smooth guessed to be a price
less Queen Anne, and twirled the dial 
furiously.

44Grumbach?” he barked. 44 Is this 
Grumbach? —  Oh, it is, eh? What 
t’hell’s the idea o f  givin’ me cut stuff?”
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Smooth sipped his drink quietly and 
made mental note o f the name. He 
was sure that Grumbach was a few 
steps farther up the ladder than 
Winkie, the runner who had sold him 
the deck o f cocaine for Rudd. He 
might be important, but then again he 
might only be another o f the many 
smaller intermediaries. But things 
were breaking fine and Smooth hoped 
for the best.

“  Don’t give me an argument!”  
Rudd shouted into the phone. “  You 
two-bit punks are all alike. Sooner or 
later you try to put across a fast one—  
clip out a few extra bucks. But it 
don’t go with me— see?” There was a 
pause while Rudd tapped irritably on 
the desk top, then :* “  Oh, I’m crazy, 
eh? Well, get this, smart guy— I 
know more about that racket o f  yours 
than you do. And you can tell your 
boss if he don’t watch his step I’ll 
bounce in and take it away from him !”

Smooth refilled his glass and drank 
silently to the gods o f chance. He saw 
the color drain from Rudd’s face and 
noticed that the first flush o f  temper 
had subsided into a cold rage.

He crossed his fingers for luck and 
waited.

“  So I ’m clowning, am I? ” Rudd 
continued, and his voice had dropped 
to a whisper. “ I f  you think so, you’re 
crazy as hell. And you can tell Big 
Spanish I said so.”

He dropped the phone and turned to 
face Smooth. The taxi driver was 
standing rigidly, glass poised before 
his lips and a slight smile playing about 
his mouth.

“  What’s so funny?”  barked Rudd.
“  Nothing much,”  said Smooth 

easily. He realized that Rudd was not 
quite normal, the cut drug had not ful
filled his needs and his nerves were 
jumpy. He was suspicious and looking

for trouble. “  Only, I was thinking 
what a chump that guy is to argue with 
a customer. In my trade the customer 
is always right. It saves a lot of 
trouble.”

“ Too bad those punks didn’t spend 
some time on a cab.”

“  It might have saved them a lot of 
headaches,”  agreed Smooth. “  But that 
isn’t helping you any. Do you want me 
to scram out after some stuff or have 
you got any in the house ?”

“ I've got enough— wait here. Take 
another drink.”

RUDD left the room and Smooth 
walked slowly along the rows o f 
book shelves. As he examined the 

titles and bindings, he wondered how 
many o f  them had been opened since 
they had found their way into this 
library. He took a Shelley from the 
rack, saw that it was a rare first edition 
and opened it. T o  his surprise he found 
marginal notes in a hand that compared 
with writings that were scattered about 
the desk top.

Rudd smiled at the puzzled expres
sion he found on Smooth’s face when 
he again came into the library. He 
glanced over his shoulder at the book 
and winked.

“ Do you like my friends?” he 
asked, and Smooth noticed that the 
sudden flurry o f  anger was gone.

“  Very much,”  said Smooth.
“  I’ve always found them sympa

thetic. Now this chap”— he thumbed 
through the book, pausing at times to 
read a line— “  when my political 
acquaintances bore me or the gutters 
need washing. My friend Byron” — 
he touched another rare print— “  when 
the ladies are unkind. Perhaps Fitz
gerald when I begin to wonder about 
the future— good old Omar— ”

He seated himself on the edge o f
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the desk, swung one leg indolently and 
studied Smooth.

“  You know them, too,”  he said 
suddenly. I can tell by the expression 
in your face. How come, Smooth—  
what's the answer ?”

“  There isn’t any,”  said Smooth. “  I 
drive a hack to keep alive. There’s two 
ex-lawyers in my garage and a former 
professor who once lectured on psy
chology.

“  Sometimes I think there are more 
brains on the front end o f the cabs than 
there are in the back seats.”

“  Sometimes I agree with you,”  
laughed Rudd. “  And I like you, 
Smooth. H ow ’d you like to be my 
guest tonight? The evening is early—  
hardly three o ’clock.”

“  The carriage awaits, m’Lord,”  
said Smooth, and waved toward the 
door.

They marched to the elevator, 
walked arm in arm across the foyer 
and Rudd insisted upon holding the 
door while Smooth climbed in behind 
the wheel. The gambler had entirely 
forgotten his anger at finding the 
poorly cut cocaine. He was at peace 
with the world and an odd quirk had 
sent him out for a night’s enjoyment 
with a taxi driver. He decided they 
would visit Big Joe’s place and have 
a turn at the wheels— later they would 
find bigger and better things to do. 
Smooth saluted gravely and stepped on 
the starter.

The wheels had turned but once 
when a car swept around the corner 
ahead o f them. Smooth caught a 
glimpse o f  the driver’s face and 
started. Lunger was crouched over 
the wheel and beside him was Fred 
Scalise.

It needed no second thought to 
know that Young Grippo and Eddie 
Malloy were in the back o f  that car,

and it was a fair guess that a Tommy 
gun was resting across their knees.

T H ERE was a squeal o f  brakes 
and Lunger went into a sharp 
turn. Smooth stepped down hard 

on the gas and raced toward Park 
Avenue.

“  What’s wrong?”  said Rudd. He 
leaned forward, grasped Smooth’s 
shoulder and shook it. “  Where are 
you going?”

For answer, Smooth jerked his head 
in the direction o f the other car. It 
had completed its turn and was 
streaking after them. Rudd leaped to 
the rear window and studied the faces 
o f  the men.

Smooth heard him cursing and a 
light dick came to his ears— the safety 
had been thumbed back on an auto
matic.

“  H ow ’d you spot ’em?”  barked 
Rudd. “  Spit it out!”

“  I don’t make them,”  said Smooth 
from the corner o f  his mouth. His 
arms dragged at the wheel and he 
swung wide on a turn into Park Ave
nue. “  The driver came down on the 
brake when he saw you and it looked 
like trouble. When they doubled after 
us, I figured I ’d guessed right. Now 
you give me the answer.”

“  That’s Big Spanish’s mob—  
Lunger’s at the wheel. Know him?”

“  Yeah— a little. Want to gamble 
and stop for a talk?”

“  Act your age! Those mugs are 
hot,”  said Rudd. He looked again from 
the rear window. “  I make it now ! 
Grumbach called Spanish and told him 
some cockeyed story. Spanish is jit
tery and figures to bump me —  the 
louse!”

“  Two and two make four,”  said 
Smooth. “  And if that’s our number—* 
it’s up.”
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“  Any chance o f shakin' 'em?” 
u I'm doing my best, feller. I don't 

wanna die— even if I haven’t got a first 
edition o f Shelley.”

C H A PTE R  VI.
A  T I G H T  SPOT.

T H ERE was little doubt in 
Smooth’s mind as to the reason 
for this visit by the four gunmen. 

Rudd had guessed a mile wide o f the 
mark. Even though Grumbach had re
ported his conversation with the 
gambler to Big Spanish, Smooth knew 
that Spanish would not make a move 
like this. No, there was another reason, 
a more direct reason, and the name ot 
it was Slug Conners.

Smooth was playing with dynamite 
now, and he knew it. The cocaine cut
ting had brought greater results than 
he had hoped for. It had been done 
merely to give him a lead that might 
take him further into the narcotic ring, 
but when it tied in with Big Spanish, 
hell started to pop. The various rackets 
were so closely interwoven that the 
slightest disruption in one was certain 
to set off a blaze in others. Smooth 
was riding the lightning and it was 
hot.

He twisted back through a side 
street and raced toward a park en
trance. The gunmen’s car was drawing 
closer and Smooth felt a tingling sen
sation twisting along his spine. He 
wondered if a burst o f  machine gun 
fire hurt very much. The cab leaped 
across Fifth Avenue, missed the front 
o f  a bus with a foot to spare and darted 
into the park. Behind them there was 
a scream o f  rubber biting against con
crete, a crash o f  metal and shouts. 
Smooth dared not look back but his 
heart raced with hope.

“  Crack-up ?”  he asked.
“  They clipped the bus— not bad. It 

spun ’em a .little but they’re still 
cornin’.”

“  Some fun!”
“  What t’hell you doin’ in the 

park ?”  rasped Rudd. “  That was a 
dumb play, Smooth!”

“ Yeah?” said Smooth and kicked 
at the brake. He spun the wheel, the 
car leaped from the roadway and 
Cfashed through a clump o f  bushes be
side an outcropping o f  rock. Rudd was 
thrown heavily against the sidewall o f 
the cab. His elbow splintered the door 
window and he slumped to the floor, 
unconscious.

“  That helps!”  grunted Smooth.
He leaped from the seat and 

scrambled back toward the roadway. 
The gunmen’s car was hurtling up the 
drive toward him, dragging each last 
ounce o f  speed from the motor. 
Smooth aimed at the left front wheel, 
squeezed the trigger— and hoped.

There were five quick shots and the 
tire blew. The car swerved sharply to 
the left, hung for an instant on two 
wheels, then turned over. And even 
as he jammed fresh shells into the clip, 
Smooth realized that nothing looks 
quite so awkward as a car with its 
wheels in the air.

Grippo was crawling from a shat
tered window. His face was a red 
smear and a steady stream o f oaths 
bubbled from his lips. He was flat on 
his chest, pushing with his feet and 
bracing himself on his elbows. There 
was a Tommy gun in one hand and he 
shoved it in the general direction o f 
Smooth and pulled the trigger.

Smooth buried his chin in the soft 
earth and wished that he was far away. 
He expected a staccato stutter o f  ex
plosions and a stream o f lead. For an 
instant he did not move. Nothing
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happened and the instant seemed to 
spin into an eternity. Then he was up 
and running toward the overturned 
car.

The Tommy gun had been ruined in 
the smash. Grippo had dropped it and 
was tugging at a shoulder holster with 
one hand and wiping a smear o f  blood 
from his eyes with the other. He got 
the gun clear when Smooth was three 
yards distant and raised it. Smooth’s 
hand went up.

“ I f  you gotta have it, Grippo/' he 
said, and squeezed, “  here’s a quick 
one.”

GR IPPO ’S head slammed against 
the road. From behind the limp 
body another gun went off. 

Smooth squatted, swung his gun to
ward a movement beneath the wreck
age and kept it leaping in his hand until 
the clip was empty. He turned and 
sprinted toward the cab, yanked open 
the door and slipped onto the driver’s 
seat.

Two cars had drawn to a stop not 
far from the wreck. The drivers sat 
staring and mute as though turned to 
stone by the sound o f the gunfire. 
Smooth backed onto the roadway, 
skirted the overturned machine and 
fed gaŝ  to the motor. He kept his 
right foot tight against the floor 
boards, screaming around the sharp 
bend o f  the East Drive and finally cut 
over to Fifth Avenue.

Rudd was up now, holding his head 
tightly between the palms o f his hands. 
He was dazed and mumbled vaguely 
for a moment about the fifth race at 
Belmont. Smooth rolled slowly down 
the Avenue, turned west at the Plaza 
and became one o f thousands o f  cabs 
that hummed through the theatrical 
district. He stopped before Linky’s 
Restaurant on Broadway, dusted the

dirt from his clothes and walked 
around to open the door.

“  Think any o f your friends will be 
in here?”  he asked and lowered the 
broken window.

“  It’s a piece o f  a dream, still,”  said 
Rudd. “  Give it to me quick.”

Smooth explained in a low voice all 
that had happened and Rudd stared at 
him in amazement. When he had fin
ished they stepped into the restaurant 
and seated themselves at a rear table. 
Rudd ordered rye for Smooth and 
milk for himself and fingered the menu 
silently for a time.

“  I didn’t know you packed a rod,”  
he said finally.

“  Sorry?”  asked Smooth.
“  Not any,”  laughed the gambler, 

and then became very serious. 
“  Smooth— we’re in a jam. It’s just 
tough you were let in because o f me, 
but there’s no use weepin’ about that 
now. Just sit quiet and let me do the 
talkin’ and we’ll see what’s what.”

He lifted a hand and beckoned to 
three men sitting at a near-by table. 
They had nodded when Rudd and 
Smooth entered the restaurant but had 
made no move to join them. Now they 
brought their drinks and seated them
selves.

“  This is Smooth,”  said Rudd by 
way o f introduction, a and he’s right—  
a good friend, see? Hoegy Bright, 
Yitz Cohen and Tout Ender”— he 
checked them off with a forefinger—  
“  pals o f  mine.”

There were no handshakes but 
Smooth lifted his glass and drank to 
them. Rudd leaned forward, tilted his 
glass o f  milk and made wet circles on 
the table top. He looked slowly from 
one face to the other and sipped the 
milk.

“  Big Spanish sent four boys to gun 
me tonight,”  he said quietly. Three
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pairs o f eyes opened slightly but 
nothing was said. “  I don't quite make 
it but Fm swell at taking hints. You, 
Tout— scram uptown and see what 
they dragged out from under a crack- 
up in the park. W e'll be here for half 
an hour. I f  you miss us, call my 
place. Get goin'."

Tout Ender reached for his hat and 
coat, nodded and left the restaurant. 
Rudd was thumbing through a small 
notebook, pausing at times to check off 
a name, and at length he left them and 
entered a phone booth. When he had 
gone, Cohen and Bright turned to 
Smooth and their eyes asked questions.

SM OOTH  smiled but said nothing 
and did not take his gaze from the 
door until Rudd had returned. 

Then he drew his trip card from his 
pocket and methodically set down a 
number o f calls that covered the out
lying district o f  Brooklyn.

44 What's the gag?" asked Yitz 
Cohen. 44 W hy the bookkeepin' ?"

44 The cops will be lookin' for a cab 
like mine," said Smooth. 44 They'll be 
checking over all the rigs in New York 
— but me?— I'll be in Brooklyn. Get 
it?"

44 Smart," said Rudd. 44 They named 
you right— Smooth."

44 And where do we go from here ?" 
44 Up to my place for a little chat." 
Rudd handed a bill to the waiter and 

led the way from-the restaurant. Cohen 
and Bright walked silently beside him 
and Smooth brought up the rear. They 
were about to step into the cab when 
Rudd stiffened and pointed to a man 
standing near the door.

44 Bring him along," he ordered. 
Smooth turned and his eyes widened. 

It was Joe Salters, and Joe was right 
hand man to Big Spanish. It was com
mon knowledge along Broadway that

Salters would step into Spanish’s shoes 
when the big gangster went the way of 
all his kind. And Smooth was sur
prised to see him here, now that 
Spanish had practically declared open 
war on Bet-a-Grand Rudd.

A sudden thought stopped him. 
Suppose Spanish did not know ? Grippo 
and the boys might not have been 

^gunning for Rudd. In fact, the chances 
were all against it. Probably wanted 
to have a little talk with him, thought 
Smooth, and they brought along the 
artillery just in case. When Smooth 
had tried to get away from them their 
susicions had been confirmed and they 
had given chase.

Smooth was walking on quicksand. 
He had started an open breach between 
two o f the largest mobs in the city. 
If they got together things might be 
patched up— and Smooth would be 
found in the river, neatly bundled in a 
sack.

His hand was on his gun when he 
moved in on Salters.

44 You're goin' places, Joe," he said.
Salters did not move. He was short, 

heavy shouldered and a little over
weight around the hips. There was a 
noticeable bulge beneath his left arm- 
pit and his coat was drawn together by 
the bottom button only. His dark eyes 
measured Smooth, traveling slowly 
from his head to shoe tops. He leaned 
against the building wall and his lips 
opened thinly when he spoke.

44 How com e?" he said.
44 This is a murder rap, Joe— and 

you’re it."
44 You a copper?"
Smooth grinned and drove an open 

hand against Salters' cheek. The gun
man stiffened but made no move to 
draw a gun. Smooth knew that Rudd 
and his men were watching from the 
cab. They could not hear what was be-
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ing said but if he had drawn on Salters 
with no provocation, their suspicions 
would have been instantly aroused. It 
had been quite legitimate for him to 
emphasize his command with a blow—  
they could understand that. And if 
Salters had gone for his gun they 
would not have blamed Smooth for 
shooting first. But the gunman had 
spoiled that play when he took the blow 
with no attempt at retaliation. It was 
Smooth’s move now.

“  Rudd wants to see you— c’mon, 
move!”  he snapped.

Salters grinned and walked to the 
cab. The door swung open and he 
seated himself on a drop seat, his back 
to Hoegy Bright. He turned slightly 
to face Rudd.

“  ’Lo, Rudd. W ho’s the tough punk 
in the driver’s seat? You ought to teach 
him manners before he gets himself 
hurt.”

RCJDD did not answer until the cab 
was off Broadway and streaking 
across to Madison Avenue. He 

studied Salters, holding his eyes 
steadily. Behind the wheel, Smooth 
kicked hard at the gas and raced for 
the gambler’s apartment. If Joe 
Salters could come through with a 
logical explanation o f  the night’s mad
ness, this might prove to be Smooth’s 
last call. He wanted to have a hand in 
the questioning. He must have! And 
he thundered along through the silent 
streets, sliding past cruising taxis with 
scant margin o f safety and taking the 
turns on two wheels.

"  The guy’s a nut!”  barked Salters. 
“  Slow him down before he dumps us 
in a sewer.”

“  Relax,”  said Rudd. “  He’ll get us 
there in one piece. After that— it’s up 
to you, Joe.”

“  What’s it all about ?”

u Suppose you guess.”
“  Me ? 1 pass. There ain’t no

quarrel between us.”
“  N o?”  smiled Rudd. "M aybe 

Grippo was just bein’ playful with that 
Tommy gun tonight. Maybe he didn’t 
mean to be rough, eh?”

"  This is news to me,”  said Salters. 
"  When I left Spanish he told me you 
were sore about some cut junk— but 
he didn’t say it was serious.”

Smooth slid to a screaming stop be
fore Rudd’s apartment. He leaped 
from his seat and swung open the door. 

"  Unload, Joe,”  he said.
Salters watched him closely as he 

stepped from the cab. Yitz Cohen had 
taken Salters’ gun and was standing 
quietly behind the gangster. Rudd 
walked quickly to the entrance and 
nodded for the rest to follow him.

It was a weird group that gathered 
about the Queen Anne desk in Rudd’s 
library. The gambler seated himself 
and toyed with a few papers, much in 
the same manner as would a business 
executive about to open a conference. 
Salters dropped into an easy chair, lit 
a cigarette and tried to conceal his 
nervousness. But his hand trembled 
slightly as he held the match. Bright 
leaned against one wall, his narrow 
cheeks and dark eyes creating a curious 
likeness to that o f a painting o f  Charles 
the First that hung in its heavy frame 
close to the gunman’s head. Yitz 
Cohen was examining an armor, tap
ping the breastplate sharply with a 
fingernail and grinning.

"  These babies knew their stuff,”  he 
said. "  The original bullet proof vest 
— with extras.”

Smooth stood so that he faced 
Salters, but was careful to keep his 
own face in the shadows. He alone 
knew that the man before him was not 
the only one on trial for his life. Cohen
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and Bright were amused. Rudd was 
skeptical but inquisitive. Salters was 
puzzled and frightened. Smooth kept 
his fingers crossed.

“ W hy did Spanish send Grippo 
after me?”  asked Rudd suddenly.

“  He didn’t,”  said Salters. “  There’s 
something screwy about all this. 
Spanish didn’t want no quarrel with 
you, Rudd. That’s on the level!”

“  Then why is he beating up Rudd’s 
men?”  asked Smooth.

“  What do you mean ?”  snapped 
Salters.

“  I saw Grippo take a smack at 
Humpty tonight— a little after show- 
break. W hy?”

“  W hy didn’t you tell me this be
fore?”  asked Rudd .and reached for 
the phone.

IT  had been a wild shot in the dark 
for Smooth and he regretted it in
stantly. He knew Rudd was dial

ing a number that would put him in 
touch with Humpty and he hoped the 
little runner would not go into too 
much detail as to the cause o f  Grippo’s 
blow.

“  It didn’t seem important,”  he said. 
“  But now it fits right in.”

Rudd nodded and held his eyes 
squarely on Salters as he spoke into 
the phone.

“  That you, Humpty? . . . Grippo hit 
you today? . . . He did, eh? . . . Why?”  

Smooth’s breath caught in his throat. 
The answer to that question would 
take Salters off the spot and at the 
same time moved him onto it. A single 
word about Dorothy would change the 
entire course o f  questioning.

Salters’ chair was close to the desk. 
He was hunched forward, arms 
sprawled before him and one hand was 
toying with a brass, two-edged paper

T O  BE  C O N T IN U

knife. He lifted the hilt, flipped it up
ward and caught the point between 
thumb and forefinger. The hilt swung 
like an inverted pendulum— moving 
slowly on a line with Rudd’s chest.

Smooth made his move. He jumped 
toward Salters, crashed into him with 
lowered shoulder and knocked the 
knife from his hand. It spun in a 
short arc, twisting and wobbling, and 

rlanded against Rudd’s upthrown arm. 
The force o f  Smooth's rush carried 
him against the desk and swept the 
phone from Rudd’s hands.

He was up in an instant and his gun 
was covering Salters, who was crouch
ing on the floor, staring at Smooth in 
amazement.

“ What the hell!”  he barked.
“  Hold it,”  said Smooth, and turned 

to Rudd. “  This guy is a whiz with a 
shive. You’d have got it in the throat 
in a minute.”

“  It was close enough,”  smiled 
Rudd, and looked ruefully at the 
ripped cloth o f his coat sleeve. 
“  Thanks, Smooth— that’s twice in one 
night. It’s getting to be a habit with 
you, saving my skin.”

“  The guy is out o f  his head!”  yelled 
Salters. “  I wasn’t makin’ a play with 
that shive.”

Rudd looked again at his torn coat 
sleeve and then nodded to Bright.

“  Take him to the river,”  he said, 
“  and show him all the pretty boats.”

“  No —  no — you can’t do that, 
Rudd!”  howled Salters. “  You’ve got 
me wrong— I ain’t got anything 
against youl I wasn’t goin’ to do it. 
You can’t— ”

Rudd said nothing but gestured to
ward the door. Bright and Cohen 
prodded Salters along before them and 
Cohen saluted gravely as they went 
out.

E D  N E X T  W E E K
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W hit Haines on a reckless N o v e le t te — C om p lete
flight from which there was 

no turning back

Test Flight
By FREDERICK C. P A IN T O N

C H A P TE R  I.
A N O T H E R  C H A N C E .

I M U ST have been dreaming the 
same old dream, because I woke 
up saying, “  Keep your hands away 

from that stick, Drew! W e're not 
turning back. W e're going through 
to— "

But those freckled hands with red

hair on them weren't Drew's. I looked 
up from them and saw the owner. I 
wasn't in any condition to see anyone. 
My mouth tasted as if the German 
army had marched through it wearing 
shoe-rags; yellow whiskers stubbed my 
chin; and inside my head someone was 
thumping on a Chinese gong.

McKenna quit shaking me, and final
ly I sat up in bed and reached for a

S4



W hit let him have the wrench

cigarette. Inhaling, I took a second 
look at him and somehow I had a sud
den feeling o f suspense, o f something 
important going to happen. The big 
Scot sat down on the edge o f  the bed 
and sniffed disapprovingly.

“  I never did like a rooming house 
that specialized in corned beef and cab
bage, Whit,,, he said.

“  What do you want for six bucks 
a week,”  I asked, “  roses and orchids?” 

McKenna clucked sympathetically. 
u As bad as that?”

“  As bad as that.”
His eyes roved over me. “  Ye’ve 

been drinking too much bad whiskey, 
lad.”  He paused, narrowed his eyes. 
“  But I ’m not one to blame ye.”  His 
head waggled. “  A  dirty deal ye got, 
W h it”

I tried to grin, but my mouth 
wouldn’t lift. You forget how, after 
eating dirt for three years, or was it 
four? When you’re down on the bot
tom time ceases to mean much. A lot 
o f difference between the Whitney
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Haines that McKenna was looking at 
now —  frowzy, unshaved, broke and 
without a job —  the Whitney Haines 
who was. the fair-haired boy o f avia
tion just a few years ago. Maybe you 
read about m e; the newspapers couldn't 
print my picture often enough then. 
It was Lindbergh, Chamberlain and 
Whit Haines in those days o f  goofy 
flights.

That was right after I flew into the 
Hudson's Bay country and rescued tKe 
two Germans who cracked up on an 
east-to-west transatlantic hop. They 
were snow-blind and starved and quite 
mad from privation. That stunt 
kindled public interest and then, with 
the two daughters o f  a United States 
Senator aboard, I set down at Bennett 
without a landing’wheel. Man, I had 
the world by the tail in those days and 
plenty o f  places to throw it.

Even my engagement to Mary Stark 
rated a picture and a half column. Not 
that I wanted this publicity, mind you. 
It just goes to show how you can be 
the idol o f America one day and its 
chump the next.

Three transport lines were bidding 
for me to be chief pilot on their crack 
transcontinental runs. Now those same 
lines wouldn't let me inside a hangar.

W hy? Surely you remember. About 
me and Major Ben Drew. Damn him, 
I'd like to take his slim legs and wind 
them in a bow-knot around his neck. 
You probably read about him, too. 
Plenty. He loved publicity. He was 
a war-time pilot all right, although I 
never met anybody that saw him shoot 
down a kraut. And he was only a 
lieutenant then, and he claimed to have 
been a major when he flew with Abd- 
el-Krim against the French. Nobody 
ever heard o f him shooting down a 
Frog, but it just goes to show you how 
a little glamour and lying will build

a reputation. You've seen his picture 
plenty o f times, wearing that sea-blue 
uniform with the medals, the uniform 
o f  the Riff Flying Corps, he said it 
was, but I know he designed it him
self.

Drew was a handsome bird, with 
deep dark eyes, olive skin and a silky 
mustache. The women went nuts 
about him. He climbed on publicity 
and stayed up on it. To him the day 
was lost when his picture wasn't in the 
paper.

W hy I didn't see through him when 
he came with his New York-to-Mos- 
cow flight I'll never know. I was just 
a kid, I suppose, bewildered by being 
a public character, busy signing gaso
line and oil testimonials, and helping 
make America air-conscious. At that, 
Drew's idea wasn't a bad one; in fact, 
it was good. And he could talk per
suasively.

“  It will give us the world's non
stop distance record," he told me, “  and 
put us in line to make the first around- 
the-world record flight. It won't cost 
a cent. The Clearoil people will sup
ply a Humpler low-wing job and the 
Newgas Corporation will furnish 
everything else, including e x p e n s e  
money. With the testimonial stuff and 
lectures we ought to net twenty thou
sand each."

DR E W  didn't know navigation but 
I did; and being a kid, the idea 
hit me all o f a heap. W hy not? 

W e were pioneers in those days and 
the far skies called long and strongly. 
At that we would have made it and I ’d 
have been sitting pretty but for the two 
Russians, Sergei and Makenoff. They 
had the same idea o f  going to Moscow, 
and the newspapers built it into a race 
between us to see who'd make it first. 

But I'm a stubborn bird, and not as
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reckless as some. So when the news 
came Monday midnight that the Rus
sians were going to take off at dawn I 
sat tight. I’d had a report from Kimball 
that said fog off Newfoundland and a 
bad pressure area mid-way to Ireland 
where we’d be sure to hit head winds 
and perhaps line squalls. I told Drew 
to let them go.

The reporters came and I told them 
the same. “  W e are not going to at
tempt this hop, we intend to make it,”  
I said, “  and therefore, we won’t go 
until the air is ri^ht.”

Looking back now, I think Drew 
only spoke to make a grandstand play. 
I know he amazed me. He said to the 
reporters, “  You can announce that we 
will take off at dawn, too. Any dirt 
they can go through we can weather.”  

I said, “  Skip that, fellows. I ’m 
chief pilot and I’m telling you we don’t 
go.”

That should have ended it. But 
Drew looked hard at me and said, 
“  You’re scared to try it, W hit; then 
I’ll make the flight solo.”

That was a laugh. I started to walk 
out. Carney o f the Tribune, who liked 
me, said, “  Whit, as a friend I’m tell
ing you to go. Your buzzum pal here 
has made a story if you don’t go. And 
I’m telling you nobody’s rep, even 
yours, can stand the yellow brush.”

I’m stubborn, as I say, but Carney 
told me I’d be washed up in aviation if 
I backed out now. I knew the trans
port outfit was hiring my reputation 
for courage as much as my skill in fly
ing. I wanted to stay in aviation. So 
what?

So we hopped off at dawn. And the 
flight was haywire from the start. 
Leaving Harbor Grace we bored into 
fog that weighed a pound to the square 
inch. The earth induction compass 
went out and I did an “  office ”  job o f

flying. And just as Kimball had 
warned, we hit line squalls five hun
dred miles out. The first nearly tore 
the low-wing job to pieces. The sec
ond one was a sort o f twister and we 
went spinning down three thousand 
feet until the foamy ocean was almost 
washing the trucks. I nearly lost con
trol. And Major Ben Drew, the fear
less, glamorous hero o f the wars, lost 
his nerve.

I’ll never forget his olive face, 
bleached green, twisted by a fear that 
reached his soul. His mouth open, 
tongue part-way between his lips. His 
eyes wide with the fear o f death as he 
looked at the tremendous wind-swept 
rollers reaching up for us. A  plane 
wouldn’t live two minutes in that stuff; 
nor a man either, for the spray would 
drown him before he could paddle a 
stroke.

"  W e can’t make it,”  he screamed. 
“  W e’ll never get through. Turn back.”

I had righted the crate and was try
ing to get some air under us. “  Turn 
back hell!”  I called. “  It’s as easy here 
to go on to Ireland as it is to go back.” 
W e w e r e  five hundred and eighty 
miles off Harbor Grace by my reck
oning.

BUT when a man’s nerves go, he 
can’t reason; he can’t even think. 
I climbed the ship three thousand 

feet and tried to pick up the course. 
I should have been watching Major 
Ben Drew. He slugged me with a Still- 
son wrench and I went out like a light.

We were over land when I recov
ered from that crack. Liquor taste in 
my mouth. Drew, livid and screaming 
we were lost. I shut his mouth with a 
right hook and took the stick. More 
by luck than by management I got 
oriented over Maine and brought the 
crate into Bennett.
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You probably got the newspaper ver
sion o f what followed. The reporters 
were there when I cut the switch and 
Drew stepped out first. I'll never for
get his words.

“  I'm sorry to report, gentlemen," he 
said, “  that we failed. Failed, I re
gret to say, because Whitney Haines , 
insisted on turning back. He forced 
me to return when we could have 
gone through." r

Probably I would have killed him if 
the two cops and the reporter hadn't 
pulled me off. I had sunk my fingers 
out o f  sight in his throat. That didn't 
help matters. Neither did the reporters 
who had remembered my objections 
when Drew pulled his grandstand play.
I told the truth and showed the bump 
on my head. Carney believed me. But 
the public believed Drew. A  week later 
I couldn't get a job piloting a wheel
barrow. The distance between the ceil
ing and the bottom isn't far when you 
are side-slipping.

Mary Stark married some guy, and 
didn't speak %to me the night I was 
waxed in Moriarty's. She loved my 
reputation and left when it did. At 
that I owe her a favor; she made me 
hate women and keep away from them.

I came out o f  a haze o f  memory to 
find McKenna staring sympathetically 
at me. “  How'd you find me here ?"
I asked.

McKenna said, “  I've spent a week 
tracing you. Don't you read the news
papers ?"

“  They cost three cents," I told him.
McKenna pulled out a worn pocket- 

book and handed me fifty dollars.
“  Get a shave, some clothes and five or 
six meals, lad," he said, “  because 
you're leaving for California at seven 
o'clock in the morning."

Now, I knew something big was up, 
because McKenna thinks as much o f

fifty dollars as I do o f my right eye. 
But I took the money, jumped out o f 
bed and began to souse my head and 
shoulders in the wash basin.

“  What fo r? "  I asked.
“  For a thousand dollars and a new 

reputation for you," he rejoined, 
"  and maybe a million for me if you 
win."

“  Make it plainer, Mac."
“  Haven’t you read about the gov

ernment's desire to have developed a 
small, safe plane to sell for two thou
sand dollars or less?"

“  Sure," I said, toweling myself, 
"  forty miles to the gallon. A  job that 
won’t spin. Has to have wing flaps 
for a thirty-five-mile-an-hour landing 
speed, and make a hundred cruising. 
The Ford o f  the air. W hy?"

“  I’ve such a crate, W hit," said Mc
Kenna solemnly.

I W A S N 'T  astonished particularly, 
because before the big wind o f 
1929  McKenna had been manufac

turing a good high-wing job and I had 
done some testing for him. The crash 
took his bankroll but now, apparently, 
he had another, and being a mechan
ical wizard he also had a plane.

“  And so ?" I said.
“  Whit, do you know Anson P. 

Hedges?"
“  Sure, the automobile manufactur

er! He's got all the money in the 
world except this fifty dollars."

“  He wants to make airplanes," said 
McKenna, “  and he's looking for a de
sign that will go into mass production. 
He likes publicity himself, and he 
wants publicity for the plane —  a big 
build-up. He's got three models be
sides mine under consideration and he's 
organizing a transcontinental hop for 
them— a test as well as speed flight. 
And the ship that has the best speed,
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the durability, and the economy o f  op
eration is the one he's going to take 
over and produce."

I saw the possibilities. Aviation 
stunts with a purpose behind them still 
make page one. The race would grab 
public attention and hold it until the 
firnsh. And Hedges later would cash 
in on the build-up. And on the royal
ties McKenna could buy his ancestral 
castle in Scotland.

"  Swell idea," I said. "  But— "
"  Unofficially the flight has the gov

ernment's approval," McKenna told 
me, 44 and if you can put my Red Bird 
into Burbank a winner— "

"  But I'm poison to the public and 
the press," I cut in. "  W hy don't you 
get a pilot with a rep? I f  your crate's 
got the speed and the economy I know 
a dozen men— "

“  So do I," interjected McKenna, 
“  but I've got to have one I can trust. 
I want to be sure my pilot can't be 
bought.”

"  Bought?"
44 Aye, lad, bought. The Airfoil 

Corporation have a crate in the contest. 
They want to win— and they wouldn’t 
stop at anything to do it.”  He looked 
at m e  significantly. Then: "They 've 
hired Major Drew to fly their bus."

I came straight up from tying my 
shoe laces. "  Ben D rew !" I said. Then 
I laughed. 441 get it, Mac. Hated 
rivals meet in cross country hop. All 
right. I'd fly that crate for nothing 
to beat— but wait a minute," I broke 
off, "  Drew would hog all the publicity 
and you wouldn't get a square shake."

"  I’ve arranged for that," said Mc
Kenna gravely. 44 Kathryn Marsh 
and— "

"Kathryn Marsh!" I cried; "that 
publicity nut!" I laughed again. “  The 
lone female eagle who soars from col
umn to column and page to page. I

admit she has a swell figure and a 
pretty face, but I'll never believe she 
can fly until I see her."

"  She can and she will," said Mc
Kenna sharply. "  Let me finish. It's 
Hedges' idea to show that this plane 
will be a family crate suitable for three 
people, a man and his wife and a child. 
So Kathryn Marsh goes along, and 
I've fyired David Allison, seven-year- 
old movie actor, to act as the son."

"  M an!" I cried. I laughed with real 
mirth. 44 A  girl and a kid to ferry to 
Burbank! M e!

"  Mac," I said, 44 it's a natural. 
Everybody's going to forget the N R A  
watching that circus. But you don't 
need me."

"  I do," cried McKenna. "  I need a 
man in that cabin I can trust. A  man 
who can make repairs— and ye always 
were a wizard on a motor, Whit. 
Kathryn Marsh can take the ship off 
for the movies, but it's you I'm bank
ing on. And, lad, a thousand dollars 
is a lot o f money! Think o f beating 
D rew ! He'd rob a cripple o f his 
crutches."

I nodded. I thought o f  food, 
clothes, a new chance— yes, and re
venge, too!

"  Okay!" I said, finally. "  Lead me 
to this hurdy-gurdy."

CH APTER II.

"  t h e y ' r e  o f f  ! "

IT was there, all o f it, the glamour, 
excitement, confusion, hero wor
ship. The thrill o f a flying field 

when a big event is under way. The 
intoxication o f  big crowds. The ex
ploding flashes o f photographers; the 
reporters with cards in their hats. The 
excited cries o f  "  There he is !" "  There 
she is!" The great vast hurdy-gurdy



40 ARGOSY

that surrounds those who are kings o f 
public favor.

It used to make me red o f  face and 
bright o f eye. But not now. I couldn't 
forget that the crowd drops you like a 
hot brick when it's tired o f  you and 
never looks for the pieces. All this 
ballyhoo left me cold.

Even if I could have forgotten the 
past the crowd wouldn't have let me. 
As the motorcycle policemen made a 
way through the throng for the open 
car in which I was riding I heard, 
"  Him ? Whitney Haines! Sure, he 
got out over the nasty ocean and the 
yellow came up in his back."

McKenna felt me get rigid. He 
pressed my arm and said, "  Keep your 
chin up, lad, they'll be cheering again 
when you come back.1'

"  A  hell o f  a lot I care," I said. But 
that wasn't true. Every human being 
values good opinion o f people. It's 
only natural.

I was glad to climb down beside the 
Red Bird. She was a husky high-wing 
job and you knew by looking at her 
that in anything short o f  a storm she 
could almost fly herself. Twin brac
ing to the single wing made her fuse
lage hang like a balanced weight. All 
metal she was, with a seventy-horse
power motor, wheel pants and brakes 
and air-flaps. She was streamlined as 
only McKenna knows how. I noticed 
the unusually large door in the cabin.

"  My own idea," said McKenna. 
"  The trouble with most cabin jobs is 
if anything does happen, it's the devil's 
own job to bail out. You'll all carry 
chutes. And on the instrument board 
is a lever that opens the door wide and 
back. When you dive out the wind 
pressure against the door throws the 
ship to the left, so you can't get hit by 
the tail assembly."

W e went on across the concrete with

McKenna telling me that Drew's Avro 
job— black and chromium crate— was 
the one to beat. The others, he said, 
couldn't take it. I learned that it was 
a three-stop hop. Indianapolis, Wich
ita, Winslow and the end at Burbank. 
W e could fly only in daylight as if  we 
were a family on tour. Gas tanks were 
sealed at the take-off and only the 
checkers at the official stops could 

^break and fill. The same went for oil, 
and we had to be officially started and 
reported down.

The first ship in won, but these 
points could be discounted by excess 
gas consumption, forced landings or 
repairs.

I loved the Red Bird immediately. 
She was going to take me back into 
the air, and I knew then that most o f 
my misery lay in the fact that I had 
been grounded. Give me a ship, the 
sweet drone o f the motor— and they 
could have all the rest. My heart be
gan to pound for the first time.

It slowed down plenty a moment 
later when McKenna was introducing 
me to Kathryn Marsh— Lady Kay to 
you. She was prettier than her pic
tures; lots o f  red curly hair and long, 
greenish gray eyes and an entrancing 
red mouth. Her glance met mine and 
I knew what she was thinking.

"  So you're the mechanic," she said. 
"  Just to get the record straight, I'm 
in charge— and we don't turn back if it 
storms."

I TU RN ED  to Mac. "  A  little more 
o f  that and I'll spank some man
ners into her."

Mac frowned. " N o  quarreling," he 
said sharply. "A n d  if it comes to a 
decision Whit makes it."

"  I apologize for the remark," she 
said, flushing. "  But I wish you’d get 
some one else, McKenna."
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“ 'He can’t and he won’t,”  I said. 
“  You and I aren’t going to get along. 
I suggest we keep our mouths shut ex
cept in line o f  business.”

“  With pleasure,”  she said.
From around my knees some place 

a voice piped up. “  Aw, you don’t look 
like an aviator.”

I looked down at a skinny pink
cheeked boy who wore helmet, goggles 
and bedford cord breeches and fifty 
dollar bench-made boots. He was 
scowling at me.

“  This,”  I sighed, “  is little Davey, I 
suppose. The idol o f  one hundred and 
twenty million people. Davey, does 
your father ever spank you?”

“  Naw, he don’t dare. I wouldn’t 
act. Say, I thought ther^’d be an avia
tor to teach me how to fly.”

“  I won’t teach you how to fly but 
it’s ten to one I teach you how to say 
sir.”

“ Yair?”  Davey sniffed. “ I ’ll get 
Kay to show me how to fly.”

“  She’ll have to learn how herself 
first,”  I said.

Kathryn, in her jodhpurs and leather 
coat open to show a white silk blouse, 
flushed and stared coldly at me.

“  Yair,”  said Davey, “  I bet she— ”
Before he could say any more his 

press agents descended en masse and 
took him away to the cameramen. I 
strolled off to look over Ben Drew’s 
crate. It was husky, all right, but it 
didn’t have the lines, and I figured then 
that the Red Bird wide open could 
take it. At cruising speed I wasn’t 
so sure. It would be a race without 
doubt.

Drew was carrying two passengers, 
two o f the most beautiful showgirls on 
Broadway. While I stood there he ar
rived with them, pursued by reporters 
and cameramen.

He was still wearing the sea-blue

uniform and smiling for the benefit o f 
the cameramen. He stared at me, eyes 
wide. Suddenly he smiled and rushed 
at me.

“  Whit Haines!”  he said. “  I didn’t 
know until just now that we were to 
race against each other.”

I merely stared. His smile became 
forced. Finally he said in his per
suasive voice, “  A fter all, Whit, we can 
still be friends.”

It was a job to keep from punch
ing him. I knew he was lying. He 
hated me with a hatred that only a 
man can feel toward someone who has 
seen his true colors exposed. I ’d seen 
Drew yellow with fear, and he hated 
me for it. He had done me a wrong, 
and he hated me for that. But for the 
cameras he could smile, hold out bis 
hand. A  grandstander always.

“  Surely we can be friends —  or 
friendly competitors,”  he repeated.

“ W hy?”  I asked.
He frowned and shrugged. “ W ell,”  

he said, “  if you feel that way about it, 
I— ”

“  That’s the way I feel,”  I said, “  so 
keep away from me.”  I walked away.

A H AN D  tapped me and I turned to 
see Carney o f  the Tribune.

“  It’s a honey o f  a story,”  he 
chuckled. “  Whit Haines, former ace 
pilot, stages comeback in mad race 
against enemy, Ben Drew. McKenna 
must have had an inspiration to think 
o f  dragging you out o f  mothballs.”

“  Or brainstorm,”  I growled.
“  They’re both the same, aren’t 

they?”  Carney grinned. Then the grin 
faded. “  Kid, a little tip. There’s big 
dough behind this race, and dirty work 
at the crossroads or I’m a liar. Watch 
Kathryn Marsh.”

“ W hy?”  I was startled.
“  She’s been mooning around with
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Ben Drew, and a certain famous news
paper columnist says they are ‘ that 
way ' about each other. She might like 
to have him win. See?”

“  Yes, I see,”  I said. “  And thanks.”
I went back to where McKenna was 

standing. He gave me a thin roll o f 
money. “  Everything's paid for on the 
way,”  he said, “  this is for emergen
cies. Only don't have them.”  He 
looked a little pale, drawn, and I coulcf 
feel his nervous tension. u Three to 
beat, Whit, and I'm banking on you. 
The bankroll is in the Red Bird. If 
we don't get Hedges' contract I'm 
sunk.”

I had meant to say something about 
Kay Marsh but a look at him told that 
he had troubles o f  his own. I hit him 
gently on the arm.

“  I'll keep her winging,”  I said. W e 
shook hands silently.

I waited there, alone, forgotten, 
looking like one o f the crowd in my 
new blue serge suit. The final con
fusion before the take-off began. Yells. 
Cops clearing a way. Four trim ships 
drawn up on the line to conform to 
Hedges' silly idea o f a simultaneous 
take-off to stimulate the race idea.

I didn't like it but publicity rules 
such events. The eternal drum-beating 
that sells things in this country and 
makes and breaks popular fancies. At 
that, Mac got his share with his movie 
tie-up. W e were the only ship to carry 
a kid and little Davey Allison stole 
plenty o f  footage.

I saw one thing, those last exciting 
minutes. Kathryn Marsh, at the insti
gation o f the American newsreel cam
eraman, posed with Major Ben Drew, 
and he bent to kiss her. She-hesitated 
for a second, and then while everybody 
smiled and chuckled and applauded he 
kissed her. She'd have stood on her 
head for a movie break.

She arrived briskly and took the left- 
hand seat, the chief pilot's seat. Davey 
sat between us. Inside, the Red Bird 
was a model o f economy and comfort. 
Room for sixty pounds o f  baggage in 
the rear o f  the fuselage. The seat was 
almost six feet wide, and by releasing 
a clamp the backs could be let down to 
make a sizeably wide bed in case o f 
an emergency landing.

There were two sets o f rudder ped
als, and the joystick was a U-shaped 
fixture on a central control so that 
either member o f  the family could take 
over the controls. The instruments 
were regulation: a turn and bank indi
cator, a climbometer, oil pressure, gas 
gauge, altimeter and air speed indica
tor and mounted against the windshield 
was a first class compass.

TW A S  loving the Red Bird more 
and more as the motor warmed, a 
nice solid seventy horsepower in a 

five cylinder air-cooled assembly. Cheap 
to keep up, and developing plenty o f 
power for the piston displacement.

“  I'm taking off,”  Kay said and 
clamped slender fingers on the joy 
stick. I didn't say anything. I was 
watching Ben Drew.

Davey said fretfully, "  Let's get 
going.”

I still watched Drew. The Red 
Bird's motor was warmly alive, tick
ing on a nicely-balanced prop. Kay's 
fingers poised over the throttle.

The starter was yelling, “  Fifty- 
eight— fifty-nine— sixty— G o !”

The gun banged and Kay's fingers 
cracked the throttle. I was afraid 
she'd crack it fast and flood the motor 
but she didn't, and the prop vanished 
into a white blur and we began to 
move. I still watched Drew.

The way McKenna had sound
proofed that cabin was marvelous.
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You heard the underlying drone the 
way you’d hear the roar o f a truck or 
a subway, but you could hear anyone 
speak plainly.

Kay got the tail up and we began to 
make knots. It was a wide concrete 
take-off and we were heading south
west into the wind. The ship was so 
beautifully balanced that she’d take 
herself off. But I saw Kay’s hand 
tighten on the stick. She was ap
parently going to do a neat climbing 
turn. I saw Drew, too, the first ship 
on our left, and he already had a foot 
o f  air under his wheels.

Suddenly I said to Kay, “  Keep her 
down.”

“  Shut up,”  she cried, “  I’m doing 
this,”  and started to ease the stick back.

“  You fool,”  I yelled, grabbed the 
duplicate stick in front of me and 
pushed it forward. She pulled against 
me.

“  Keep the nose down,”  I called.
She was pale with fury. She reached 

over and struck me in the face as hard 
as she could. The next instant it felt 
as if  the Red Bird had hit a stone wall. 
Drew’s job was ahead and his propel
ler blast was beating against us. The 
Red Bird rocked against the controls, 
almost dusted a wing. Then Drew 
pulled on up in a climbing turn and we 
picked up speed. The Red Bird took 
herself off.

With the hangar buildings a hundred 
feet down, I tapped Kay’s shoulder. 
“  Okay, take her,”  I said.

My words broke her reserve. “  You 
fo o l!”  she cried. "  You insufferable 
idiot! You might have gotten us 
kiHed.”

I was pale, I know, for if we had 
had air under our wheels Drew’s de
liberate propeller wash would have 
cracked us up.

“  Better I should kill you than

Drew,”  I said. “  For that attempt to 
wash us out I am going to punch him 
on sight.”

I stared at her, realizing how little 
she really knew o f  flying. Even now, 
she couldn’t visualize what would have 
happened if she had hung the Red Bird 
by one wing in a climbing turn and 
that hurricane hit her.

“ If you ever touch my stick again,”  
she blazed, ** I ’ll use a wrench on your 
sfupid head.”

“  I’ll kick him in the shins, Kay, if 
you’ll let me steer the plane,”  said 
Davey.

I shut up and lit a cigarette. This, 
I told myself, was going to be a mad
house.

C H APTE R III.

T R O U B L E  IN  IN D IA N A P O L IS .

I BAN K ED  the Red Bird around the 
Circle in Indianapolis at about 
four-thirty and we set down on 

Mars Field some five minutes later. 
There were reporters from the Star, 
and the News and the Times, and pho
tographers and the usual line-up o f  
talky newsreel cameramen. The check
er broke the seals on the tank, and I 
waited anxiously to find out how much 
we had used. The tank took exactly 
nineteen and a half gallons. By airline 
it’s seven hundred and eighty miles 
from Bennett to Mars. Averaging 
forty miles to the gallon with only 
slight head winds and a little dirt over 
the Alleghanies around Wheeling. And 
only two quarts o f oil. I was ready to 
sing. I had come into Mars with wing 
brakes at forty miles an hour and she 
didn’t run fifty yards after the tail skid 
hit.

I knew now definitely that speed was 
going to win this race and contract. I
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had a tractor pull the Red Bird down 
by the repair hangar. Arrangements 
had been made for us to stay at the 
Lincoln Hotel on Washington Street, 
and after the reporters had left Kath
ryn said coldly, “  Davey's tired and so 
am I. Let's go to the hotel."

“  Go ahead," I told her. “  I'm 
sleeping in the bus."

Her eyebrows went up. Davey said, 
“  Aw, I wanted you to read me a storyc 
You've got to. My chauffeur always 
does when we're on trips."

Kathryn said, “  That's nonsense! 
Nothing can happen to the plane here."

“  Nothing is going to happen," I 
said.

She was going to say something but 
a sob sister from the Star got her and 
Davey and they went off. I watched 
them tor  a moment and saw a tall, red
headed young man stop and speak to 
her for a moment. She said something 
and he touched his helmet and walked 
with a slight stagger to where I stood 
putting lead seals on the engine cone 
fastener.

“  Nice bus," he offered. “  Drew is 
up a full half hour in flying time on 
you, and he averaged forty-two miles 
to the gallon."

I didn't answer. He smelled o f 
Scotch whiskey o f  which he'd had 
plenty and he jerked a flask out o f his 
pocket and extended it. "  I'm Brick 
Hallet. I'm ferrying a ship through to 
Burbank."

He was lying. No ferry pilot could 
be as loaded as he was and get away 
with it. And no ferry pilot ever wore 
a two hundred dollar leather coat, and 
fifty dollar goggles. I waved the drink 
aside. I wondered who he was; one 
o f  Drew's men, likely. They'd prob
ably been told I had become a souse 
and thought I'd start again. I didn't 
like the news he brought and I didn't

like him, for all his freckles and red 
hair and grin.

He said, “  Give me Kay's suitcase. 
I'm taking her and the kid to the 
hotel."

“ On a honeymoon?" I asked.
He straightened up and put away the 

flask.
“  Do you want a poke in the jaw ?" 

he said.
“  You won't do it," I told him, “  but 

I take back the remark."
He got the suitcase. He looked hard 

at me. “  Kay's all right, you hear me? 
She's got plenty on the ball."

"  Tell it to her," I said. “  She loves 
it."

I thought he was going to make 
something o f  it. But finally he 
shrugged and went away.

I sent a negro porter for hamburg
ers, a cardboard container o f  coffee, 
and a slab o f apple pie, and climbed 
into the crate to eat it. The interior still 
smelled sweetly o f  the delicate perfume 
Kay used. It reminded me how pretty 
she was. I got to thinking about her. 
She'd be sweet if  it weren't for this 
publicity craze o f  hers. I began to 
realize how slim and lovely she was to 
look at, to sit by. “  Bushwah!" I mut
tered. “  Carney tipped her, and she 
and this Hallet are up to something."

I'd finished the chow and was suck
ing on a cigarette when a short, stout 
man opened the cabin door. “  You 
Whitney Haines?" he asked.

“  Yes."

HE flashed a small gold shield in 
the palm of his hand. “  I'm Cor
coran o f the D. o f  J. Listen, 

where's that kid, Davey Allison?"
I told him the Lincoln Hotel. Cor

coran grumbled, “  You guys just ask 
for it, taking a kid like that across the 
country just for a press agent stunt."
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“  Right,”  I said, *' but what are we 
asking for?”

“  W e got a tip that an attempt might 
be made to snatch the kid.”

I made a mental note to wire Mc
Kenna and find out if we were disqual
ified in case the original three didn’t 
arrive with the crate in Burbank.

“  Maybe Superior Pictures just put 
out the tip to get more publicity for 
the kid,”  I said.

“  Maybe! That goofy outfit would 
do anything to make the papers.”  Cor
coran put a small pinch o f  snuff be
tween his upper lip and his teeth. “  But 
we’re to watch the kid. I ’m tipping 
you so that if you’re forced down you 
can wire our agents, who will come 
out.”

I nodded. “  Got any suspicions as 
to who might try it if  it's on the level?”

“  W e’re looking for Red Mercer. An 
aviator. Used to run narcotics in from 
Canada. He stole a plane from Pitts
burgh. That’s why we’re playing safe.”

He went off to the hotel and I sat 
thinking. Red Mercer! Brick Hal- 
let had red hair, too. Finally I climbed 
out o f the cabin and looked the field 
over. Mars Field is a big one, and it’s 
on the transcontinental and north and 
south runs, and planes are coming and 
going every hour or so except from 
midnight until about five o ’clock. There 
were police there all night. Always 
someone around even if this spot I’d 
picked to park for the night was a little 
far away from the main buildings.

I got the negro to watch the ship and 
went to the T W A  building and called 
Kathryn at the hotel.

Her voice was chilly. I said, “  Buy 
four blankets and bring yourself and 
the kid to the field. You can sleep in 
the cabin.”

M W hy?”  she wanted to know.
M Because it’s safer. There’s a tip

out that somebody will try to kidnap 
Davey.”

“  Nonsense! It’s ridiculous, and 
anyway, the front seat is no place to 
sleep.”

“  I ’m telling you to come,”  1 said.
"  No,”  she said, “  if you’re so wor

ried, come here.”
She laughed hard and the wire 

clicked. I shrugged. N o matter what 
^happened I would not leave the ship. 
Too many things could happen to it. 
I sent a telegram to Mac and went, back 
to the crate. Half-way there I saw 
someone talking to the negro and be
gan to run. Major Drew turned 
around as I came up.

“  I thought I told you to stay out o f 
my life,”  I said.

He smiled jauntily. “  Don’t lose 
your head, Whit,”  he said. “  I’m here 
to do you a favor.”

I decided to draw him out. “  Yes? 
What?”

“  Good, that’s the way to talk,”  he 
said eagerly. “  Now, listen, Whit, the 
Avro people have got a lot o f money 
sunk into that chromium job —  and 
they’re willing to sink more to make 
sure it wins the contract.”

“  How much?”
“  How much are you getting to fly 

McKenna’s bus?”
“  A thousand dollars,”  I told him.
“  Then if we offered you five thou

sand to make a forced landing some
where you could make some real 
money, get your feet back on the 
ground.”

"  So 1 could,”  I said. “  Are your 
feet on the ground?”

“  Yes. And— ”

¥ F I do say so myself it was a neat 
I punch. A right hook that started 

at the hip and the timing was per
fect. The thud o f it, combined with
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the click o f  his teeth as they knocked 
together at the impact, made a small 
explosion o f  sound. He went back
ward so hard he lit on his shoulders, 
his feet up.

“  They’re not on the ground now,”
I said. “  That’s the poke I owe you for 
trying to crack us up in New York. 
Now, get up and take the rest o f it.”

It’s funny how a crowd can gather, 
out o f  nowhere when trouble starts. 
When I came down the field from the 
dispatcher’s office I hadn't seen anyone. 
And now, after I hit Drew the second 
time and we clinched there were fifty 
people around. They grabbed us, 
pulled us apart. Drew was pale with 
fury. “  He attacked me,”  he yelled, 
“  struck me when I wasn’t looking.”

“  Then tell them to let go and we’ll 
finish it,”  I said.

“  You always were yellow,”  he cried.
I saw that there was a reporter pres

ent for whose benefit this was said. 
No use to charge he had tried to bribe 
me. He was the idol and I was the 
chump. I knew that the fight would 
be page one in the morning and might 
hurt McKenna. I was sorry I had lost 
my temper. The reporter took Drew 
away and the crowd dispersed. By this 
time it was nearly nine o ’clock.

I let down the seat backs and got the 
two blankets from the fuselage locker.
I folded one into a pillow and covered 
myself with the other and lay there in 
the darkness o f  the cabin smoking a 
cigarette. Strings o f  crimson lights 
glowed along the horizon marking the 
position o f dangerous electric light 
wires. Every so often the weird glow 
o f floodlights lit the field and I heard 
the wind-yammer o f  a plane sliding in, 
or the drumming roar o f a two-mo
tored job taking off.

I did a lot o f thinking and was rest
less and sleep wouldn’t come. I was

thinking about Kay and Davey, Hallet 
and Red Mercer, trying to foresee 
what might happen. Finally I must 
have dozed off.

I woke up suddenly. The hackles on 
my neck rose, my heart chilled and 
thumped hard and swiftly. I grabbed 
the wrench and stared out into the 
night. The red lights along the dan
gerous wires glowed like a string o f 
illuminated rubies. The field itself was 
dark except for a few lights in the ad
ministration building.

I listened, but couldn’t hear any
thing. Yet something had wakened 
me. I swung my legs around and 
silently opened the cabin door. Still 
no sound. I lowered myself to the 
gravel. As I crouched there a sound 
came that was familiar, the sound that 
had doubtless awakened me.

From the joystick in the cabin, 
cables ran to the tail assembly fins 
and to the ailerons. It was a hollow 
sound they make in sliding in their 
grooves that I now heard. I peered 
along the fuselage. Dimly I made out 
a crouching figure, saw something glit
ter under the starlight.

I GRIPPED  the wrench and tried to 
v spring silently. But gravel crunched 

under my feet and the man— it was 
a man— turned and dodged the blow I 
aimed at his head. It raked his front 
and he gave an exclamation o f  pain 
and something struck me a stunning 
blow alongside the head. I went down 
under the impact, felt hot blood cours
ing down my neck.

But I managed to grab his coat as 
I fell and hung on tightly. He struck 
me again. Tried to jerk away, curs
ing. I dragged him toward me. My 
wrench thudded in his stomach and a 
breath o f air exploded from his lungs. 
Using the same leverage, I pulled my



TEST FLIGHT 47

self upright and swung the wrench 
again. His hand stopped it, gripping 
my wrist. W e whirled there, fighting 
savagely, and finally he tripped me and 
we both went down to the gravel. I 
turned in the fall and landed on top.

He was a man either o f tremendous 
natural strength or a man made des
perate and strong by fear. I had hold 
o f  a wildcat. I stopped three punches 
with my cheek before I tucked my head 
down. I lost advantage then, and he 
gave a terrific jerk and got to his knees. 
He swung the implement he was car
rying and it battered my shoulder. But 
I still clung to his coat and as he pulled 
upright, I sprang myself, and the im
petus o f both pulls got me to my knees 
and then upright.

I battered at him with fist and 
wrench. The third time my fist banged 
on his jaw he groaned and collapsed 
to his knees. I got his weapon away 
from him and saw that it was a pow
erful pair o f wire nippers with handles 
a foot long. It could have sliced 
through inch-steel cable. The fact put 
me in a murderous mood.

He had been attempting to cut my 
control cables. Either cut them all the 
way through, which would have held 
me up a half day putting in new ones, 
or cut them only part way so that a 
heavy jerk in bad air would have 
broken them and left me without con
trol. That meant a bail-out, crack-up 
and finish o f the race.

I jerked him upright. It was too 
dark to clearly see his face.

“  W ho paid you for this ?”  I asked.
He merely groaned. I slapped his 

face until he whined and shrank away 
from me. "  Come o n / ' I said, "  who 
paid for this?”

"  Don't hit me,”  he whimpered. 
M Geez, I just— ”  He tried to wrench 
loose. I slapped him plenty again.

4t I can give you as much as you can 
take,”  I said. “  Start talking.”

“  Oh I”  he whined, ”  my face. It was 
just— a guy gave me a hundred if 
I'd— ”

“  What man?”
“  His name's Drew. He— ” The 

mention o f Ben Drew's name must 
have startled me despite the fact that 
somehow I had expected it. And, too, 
rlo man can apply his full strength 
steadily. His muscles tire and he has 
to relax to renew the grip. Maybe this 
man felt my grip weaken. Anyway, 
he gave a jerk then, quickly drove his 
head against my chin and when I stag
gered back he tore loose and ran off 
into the darkness.

CH APTER IV.
FORCED L A N D IN G .

I D ID N ’T  chase him. How did I 
know there wasn’t another man 
waiting to sabotage the ship? I 

heard his feet crunch on the gravel as 
he made for the road that leads to the 
speedway. But I stayed right there 
where the cops found me.

I got out a flashlight. When the 
two policemen arrived I told them what 
had happened. I didn't give them a 
very good description. It was dark 
and darkness distorts appearances. But 
I told them to look for a man six feet 
tall and fairly well built.

“  He'll have two black eyes,” I said. 
“  And see if you can find a man named 
Brick Hallet and look him over.”  

Examining the control cables I saw 
I had been just in time. You could 
see the marks where the clippers had 
bitten down. But only two strands o f 
the woven wire cable were hurt, and 
I wound these with steel thread, taped 
them and greased the slots good so the
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bump my patch made wouldn't stick.
The cops came back in about an hour 

and said they hadn't found anybody. 
They wanted to know where to find 
Brick Hallet. I told them and, after 
they departed, tried to rest.

But I didn’t sleep any more that 
night. I smoked two packages o f cig
arettes and thought about a lot o f 
things, most o f  them unpleasant.

Kay and Davey arrived at half-past,* 
six while I was eating a plate o f cold 
ham and eggs and drinking the world’s 
worst coffee. Davey was complaining.

"  I'm tired and I don't want to go 
on unless I can steer the plane."

“  You’ll go on and like it," I said. 
"  And let’s hear no more beefing."

"  What's beefing?" he asked.
"  Being a poor sport," I told him.
Kay saw the bruises on my face and 

the cut on the temple. "  Why, you're 
hurt," she said. "W h at happened?"

"  I got dreaming and fell out o f the 
cabin."

While she was there I went up to 
the administration b u i l d i n g  and 
washed up. The two cops said they 
hadn't discovered any clues, and hadn't 
found Hallet. The weather man came 
out with the last bulletin.

"  Fair and cloudless," he said, "  with 
a north to northwest wind o f about 
twenty miles. But there was a heavy 
dust storm last night over eastern Col
orado and Kansas and Oklahoma. You 
may have bad visibility."

I didn't like that. Dust can get into 
your motor and score the cylinders and 
wreck a good engine. I had been us
ing medicated gauze on my cut, so I 
got some more o f it and stopped at the 
T W A  repair hangar and bought some 
fine copper mesh. Putting the gauze 
between two plates of the mesh I made 
a filter that would help some and bound 
it over the intake on the carburetor.

By the time this was done the other 
ships were on the line and it was al
most the minute for the signal gun. I 
had the crate warmed up, and taxied to 
the line.

More flashlights and cameramen, 
more statements, and this time sob sis
ters to moon over brave 'ittle Davey, 
the ducky darling, and compliment 
Kay as the raving beauty aviatrix o f 
the universe. I was just something to 
be gazed at curiously. I saw the G 
man, Corcoran, but he merely waved 
and didn't come up.

Major Ben Drew was ogling a cou
ple o f local girls and smiling whitely 
for the cameras. I walked over to 
him just as he was making a state
ment into the newsreel mike. He was 
saying something about fine sports
manship in racing.

"T e ll them," I said, "that the man 
you paid to murder us by cutting the 
control cable failed. He told me your 
name, though."

He sucked in his breath, caught at 
his lip with his teeth, and his eyes were 
startled —  and frightened. He recov
ered instantly.

"  Whit Haines, the practical joker!" 
he managed to grin mirthlessly.

How did I keep from slugging him ? 
I don't know. Just a wish not to ruin 
McKenna by starting a fight in front 
o f  the movie cameras. I kept control 
o f  myself and said, "  Next time, come 
yourself, and I'll see they pat you on 
the chest with a shovel."

K A Y  took the controls for the bene
fit o f the movies. Her window 
was down so that they could 

shoot her profile and red hair as we 
went down the field. I said, "  Keep 
the nose down until Drew is clear."

"  You don’ t have to insult Major 
Drew because you hate him," she
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flashed. “  That was an accident in New 
York."

“  You couldn't insult that bird, and 
it wasn't an accident. Keep the nose 
down until I tell you to let her take 
o f f . "

But Drew knew twice wouldn't be 
an accident. He held his course and 
Kay climbed the ship, banked over the 
speedway and headed straight fo? 
Terre Haute. Davey didn't look so 
spoiled this morning. More wistful.

He finally said, “  Whit, if I never 
beef, will you let me fly the plane 
once ?"

“  Yes, but you're too tired now."
“  I know. But hold me and I ’ll 

sleep and get caught up."
I peeked at the compass and took the 

lad in my arms. He cradled down 
with his left arm around my neck. It 
gave me a queer feeling. I’d disliked 
him as a spoiled brat but he didn't seem 
spoiled now. He said drowsily, “  I like 
you, Whit, even if you don't look like 
an aviator."

Kay said, “  He complained all night. 
But you seem to have a way —  with 
children."

I didn't reply but I felt warm in
side, and the day seemed more cheer
ful.

The Wabash River slid under us, a 
muddy crooked snake o f  a stream, and 
we droned over southern Illinois. The 
motor was purring like a cat, and I 
dozed for a while myself. I woke up 
to catch Kay glancing at me. She 
looked pretty and soft, and she had 
no make-up on except some lip rouge.

I spoke what I had been dreaming. 
"  What do you want to marry an all- 
time, all-American heel like Drew 
for?"

“  W ho I marry is my business."
“  Sure. Skip it. By the way, who's 

Brick Hallet?"

“ A  friend. W hy?"
“  Tell him to stay away from my 

door."
She didn’t say anything for a while 

but she was mad; I could see it in the 
way she gripped the stick. After a 
while she said, “  How did you hurt 
yourself? Really?"

“  Your friend Drew sent a lad 
around to snip our tail controls."

“  I don't believe it."
“  You wouldn’t."
That ended that. I sat there, cud

dling the kid, and thinking. It was 
too early to get tense about the race. 
What if Drew was up on me a half 
hour? And up on gas? W e weren’t 
half-way there yet, and there was the 
worst o f the trip ahead. Mountains, 
and dust storms. And flying would 
count some now. I kept an eye cocked 
on the compass and made Kay shift a 
degree to allow for wind drift. I want
ed to fly an air-line and save miles.

OVER Booneville, Missouri, we 
saw the dust cloud. Thin here, 
just a pale sort o f  a fog, gleam

ing yellowish-brown. But it did things 
to the sun and air. Made the air a 
weird saffron color as if the end o f the 
world had come. And the sun got to 
be just a round orange ball that you 
could look at without squinting.

We had the windows closed, but 
dust began to settle over us. In face 
g r o o v e s  and in clothes wrinkles. 
Around Davey's mouth and nose a 
brownish stain formed and I guess I 
had it myself. I put a clean handker
chief over his face.

It woke him up. It was after noon 
and I gave him two peanut butter 
sandwiches and cracked a pint o f grade 
A milk. "  I don’t like peanut butter 
sandwiches," he said.

“  You do from now on," 1 said.
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“  Is it beefing to say I won’t eat 
them ?”

He had me there. I said, “  Davey, 
when you’re hungry and need food to 
get strong and something is good for 
you, you eat it. That’s the way you 
learn to like things.”

He ate quietly and Kay and I got 
away with a bottle o f tomato juice 
each, two cold chicken sandwiches and 
an apple. The dust storm was getting 
thicker. I took the controls and 
climbed the crate to ten thousand, but 
the sun looked just as weird and I bet 
that cloud went up twenty-five thou
sand. There was nothing to do but 
fly dead reckoning and pray. So far 
the engine droned like a coffee grinder.

W e began to cough and our voices 
got hoarse. Davey wanted to fret, but 
when I told him this was what aviators 
had to endure he kept quiet. And final
ly, gesturing to Kay to hold the dupe 
control I let him handle the stick. It 
kept his mind off the dust and cough. 
The dust got so thick we squirmed. 
It felt dry and dirty against the skin. 
W e had to start the windshield wiper, 
and I began to worry about the motor. 
This was fine stuff and no filter could 
keep it out. My only consolation was 
that none o f the other competitors was 
any better. Maybe not so good unless 
they put a filter on.

It was Kay who said suddenly, 
"  Whit, we’re being followed.”

We were so startled that I guess 
neither o f us noticed she’d used my 
first name. She pointed back off the 
port flipper and I could just make out 
in the dust the silhouette o f a ship fly
ing about a hundred feet above us and 
at least that close.

Instantly my suspicions o f her were 
aroused. “  It’s probably your boy 
friend, Brick,” I said.

“  Don't be an idiofc He’s flying a

Stamson low-wing and that’s a Lock- 
ler.”

It was a Lockler all right, but she 
could be lying. Anyway, there wasn’t 
anything I could do, because that Lock
ler could make one-eighty or better and 
the tops on the Red Bird was a hun
dred and ten and I was holding her to 
a hundred to save gas. I thought of 
what Corcoran had said. Kidnaping! 
They could wing whip us, put the slip 
stream on us and slap the Red Bird 
out o f the sky.

Apparently that was not their inten
tion, for at the end o f an hour they 
held the same relative position. I 
ceased to worry about them; the dust 
was getting worse. The later it got 
the yellower the air became. A  blackish 
yellow, not quite orange. Visibility was 
zero. The Lockler couldn’t be seen any 
more. I started watching the clock. If 
the engine held out we might—

The engine stopped at four-twenty. 
Just quit firing. No start and stop or 
backfiring to indicate lack o f gas. Just 
the sudden silence that comes when the 
plugs aren’t firing and exploding the 
mixture. Kay was holding Davey. I 
saw the blood drain from her cheeks. 
Her eyes asked a million questions all 
at once.

“  Ignition trouble,”  I said, trying to 
make my voice light. “  W e’ll have to 
set down.”

“ I’m glad,”  said Davey. "  I feel 
dirty.”

I nosed the crate down to keep the 
drop thrashing, hoping the engine 
might pick up. But it didn’t. Visibility 
was still zero. Unless it was better 
below I ’d have to come in blind. And 
while they’ll tell you Kansas is flatter 
than home-made biscuits, there’s plenty 
o f  grief if you can’t see. Sunken 
roads, fences, and new-tilled land 
where you can nose over. Particular
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ly when you've got to set down dead- 
stick.

Any idiot will tell you what that hell 
is, sliding down through thick veils o f 
yellow opaqueness, watching your alti
meter, wondering how big an error it 
has, thinking that if you level off too 
soon you slip or pancake; thinking if 
you don't level off in time, o f  the hole 
you'll make. I had that feeling; I was 
sweating and the grime was running 
down my face.

I glanced once over at Davey, and 
he coughed and grinned. No fear! I 
knew then you have to learn to be* 
afraid o f things just as you have to 
learn to walk. I liked his grin. He 
and I became friends in .that moment.

“ I can bail out with him," Kay said 
quietly.

I shook my head. I didn't trust her 
nerve on the ring.

C H APTE R V.

S O M E W H E R E  IN  K A N S A S .

I H A D  the Red Bird in a wide spiral, 
nosing down just enough to keep 
the controls sensitive. She said 

again, “  I can do it, Whit. I won't 
freeze." A  lot o f  people do— get para
lyzed and hit with their fingers in the 
rip-ring. "  Sure, you can," I said, “  but 
I can land this crate on a ten cent 
piece." Just the same I wrapped her 
in blankets to hold Davey to her so 
he wouldn't get thrown.

The yellow murk continued, got 
darker in fact. It was like pawing 
your way through saffron water. I 
kept the Red Bird into the wind. I 
strained my eyes to see something be
low. The altimeter needle slid past 
five hundred, and it was still a brown 
pall. Three hundred feet! Trees now 
to think about.

Suddenly I saw what seemed to be 
a streak o f white. Faint white. It slid 
away to the left like a faintly drawn 
chalk line on a brown board. I kicked 
the Red Bird over. It meant coming 
down crosswind, but at least I knew 
what I was hitting. A road! Or a 
river creek!

Kathryn saw it too. “  Trees to the 
right, W hit." Common danger buried 
our dislike. She spoke in comradely 
fashion.

I nosed steeply and saw the tumble
weed blowing against a fence. Steady 
wind. Not puffy.

“  Hang on," I said.
Silence then except for the wind 

shrill and the thump o f  a dead pro
peller. The road came up. Telephone 
poles and lines lining it. Fences. Now 
I saw open fields on the left, but it was 
too late. I hauled the stick back into 
my stomach. The wheels hit the con
crete road. The skid, too. Three- 
point. The Red Bird shot ahead. 
Funny how you are not moving at all 
until the wheels hit the ground and 
then you're going like a bat out o f hell.

I eased on the foot brakes, gave 
them as much as she'd take without 
standing on her head. W e stopped with 
the left wing hanging over the ditch, 
inches from a fence pole.

I leaned back, suddenly sick inside. 
I never had that reaction before. But 
then, I'd never flown with a kid and a 
girl. We didn't say anything for a 
while. There came the low drone o f  a 
ship. It swooped past us. not fifty feet 
up. I recognized it as the Lockler, and 
the sight o f it zooming off into the 
yellow murk drove away the weak re
action feeling. W e became normal.

"Y o u r  boy friend," I said.
“  Dumb," she said. “  I told you 

once it wasn't."
W e got down to the road. I said,
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“  That doesn’t make it so,”  but she 
didn’t answer.

I left her there to flag down any 
motor car that might crack up the Red 
Bird’s tail, and walked down the road. 
There was a gap in the fence and a field 
beyond big enough for a take-off. And 
a hundred yards farther I made out the 
outlines o f  three small shacks along the 
road and beyond them an old farm
house with outbuildings and a wind
mill. A  man in overalls stood there 
near two gas pumps that had no gas in 
the glass places on top. He stared at 
me. He looked dirty and discouraged, 
and jaundiced in the weird light.

“  How far to Wichita?”  I asked.
"  Thirty mile on the slab and you’ ll 

run right into it,”  he rejoined. ”  ’Tain’t 
the main road no more, though. That’s 
north. Nobody much comes this way. 
. . .  Say, what made that sound ?”  I 
told him, and asked him if he had 
mules; but his mules had been sold, and 
so had his cattle, and his Ford was 
broken, and he didn’t have any money 
to fix it. For a dollar, though, he’d see 
someone by the name o f  Meigs and 
borrow a mule and haul the crate into 
the field where I could get off. This 
would take time, though, and I knew 
we were stuck there for the night. I 
asked him if he had rooms and food. 
He started on a long, sad speech, be
ginning with his name, Asa Carmer.

“  When this was the main road,” he 
concluded, u them there shacks was 
tourist cabins and a man could make a 
dollar. Still beds in ’em and I can fix 
you up with blankets. A dollar each. 
’Tain’t no use to use sheets. They’d get 
dirty afore you put them on the bed. 
Damned dust gets in everything.”

I reminded him o f food. “  Well, we 
got back, and taters and bread and 
coffee. Cost you fifty cents.”

“  Back?”  I asked.

“  Sure, backbone o f  a hawg. And 
damned glad to get it.”

HE led the way toward the house. 
It was an unpainted sprawl of 
clapboard, set in a brown waste 

o f drifted sand, spotted here and there 
with burned sod. It looked a hundred 
years dry, and somehow sinister 
through the pall.
r Maybe he felt my emotions. He 
said w i t h o u t  bitterness, ** Third 
straight year I ain’t sold a bushel. 
Land’s goin’ back to desert, I guess. 
I'd have to root hawg or die, but I get 
some money bein’ deputy sheriff.”

A  gaunt, tired woman, with gray- 
black hair jerked back tight to a knot, 
thrust a long, lantern-jawed face out 
o f  the door and eyed me listlessly. Two 
dirty children hung to her skirts. I 
suppose my face was as dirty as theirs. 
It seemed they had a telephone; one of 
those makeshift affairs that, instead of 
wires and poles, run via steel barbed 
fences from house to house and hook 
up finally at a small town exchange. I 
twisted the crank and finally raised the 
central in Eureka and asked for the 
Wichita Airport.

I reported a forced landing with 
ignition trouble at four-thirty-eight. I 
said I would take off at seven if I 
could make repairs.

The Wichita checker said, “  Okay. 
The Kinnaird ship cracked up near 
Kansas City. The other one hasn’t re
ported. Major Drew is here. In at 
four - twenty. Averaging forty - two 
miles to the gallon.”

I thanked him and hung up. What 
with the surroundings and the news I 
felt low. And got lower thinking o f 
McKenna’s worries when he heard I 
was down. Drew still led in gas con
sumption; he was forty-eight minutes 
up in actual flying time, and he’d come
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in at the right station. I had a forced 
landing to my credit. I began to feel 
the way I used to when I was dusting 
a wing on a pylon in the last lap o f  a 
speed race.

The wind was stronger as I walked 
back to get Kay and Davey. Not a 
car had passed, they said, and they 
both looked bedraggled. I told them 
the situation.

Kay said, “  Let’s call a cab by phoner 
and go to Wichita.”

I said, “  No. W e want an early 
take-off to make Winslow.”

After she saw the house and the drab 
shacks, broken-windowed with slatted 
doors, she cried, “  Oh, I can’t stay 
here.”

“  But you will,”  I- said. 11 I'm mak
ing this decision.”

She glared furiously. “  You're im
possible,”  she said.

“  Sure, but that's the way it is.”
Davey dragged away from her and 

ran to the two children and began to 
make friends. The tired woman said,

“  They're double beds in them 
shacks, Mrs.— ”

“  Marsh,”  said Kathryn. “  Miss 
Marsh.”

The woman looked at me, at Davey, 
then back at Kathryn. “  Oh,”  she said, 
“  well, then you'll have to have two 
shacks, and I ain't got enough blan
kets.”

Kathryn went off with her to look 
at them. She came back. She said, 
“  Those beds were new when Napoleon 
surrendered. But Davey can sleep 
with me.”

The mule came before supper and I 
got the crate off the road and into the 
field. The trouble was easy to find. 
The points in the commutator were 
dirty, gummy, and I had to take it ail 
apart and clean it. Mostly by feel. I 
cleaned the gas-line, too, and made sure

the carburetor flooded, and the plugs 
sparked. It was all I could do. The 
ship seemed safe enough in the field, 
but I wished it was closer to the house. 
I was remembering that Lockler. Why 
had it swooped down if not to find out 
where I had landed?

T HE thought served to keep my 
mind off the terrible supper. Ter
rible pork, soggy potatoes with no 

butter; stale bread and the worst co f
fee I've ever known. Davey nibbled 
and quit, and I hadn't the heart to 
force him.

W e made a pretty sad trio, I guess, 
there in the cabin, with the dusty air 
looking yellower yet because o f  the 
kerosene lamp. Kathryn made Davey 
ready for bed.

“  How do we stand ?” she asked.
I told her. She didn’t say anything. 

Davey said, “ You hurry, Whit— they 
told my father I'd be in the winning 
plane.”  That made him think about 
his father and his eyes glistened. He 
dropped his napkin and took a long 
time to pick it up.

When he straightened, he said, 
“  Whit, read me a story.”

He had his little picture book and 
I read him a story. He kissed my 
cheek goodnight and said he was sort 
;o f  homesick and his lips quivered, but 
he didn't cry. I went back into the 
other room and found Kay with an 
empty beer bottle piling matches criss
cross on top. I watched her and we 
didn't speak. Ftnally, I said, “  Put one 
on the right, your center o f gravity 
is shifting.”

She deliberately put a match, in
stead, on the left side o f the pile and 
it cascaded down in a flood o f matches.

“  One hundred and twenty matches,”  
she said, “  and I'd have had two hun
dred piled up if you’d kept quiet.”
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I laughed. “  You even double-cross 
yourself/'

She got up and so did I, and we 
stood dose together. She said, “  It's 
about time we cleared the board, 
Mister Haines. Did you stop that 
motor or did it stall ?”

‘ ‘ Meaning?" I said.
“  Meaning that there'd be money in 

it for you to lose this race."
“  There probably would," I said, 

“  and Ben Drew would be a famous 
husband to have if he won it."

She looked at me a long time. 
“  Where did you get that idea?"

“  The little whispering bird."
She took out a cigarette, lit it, 

puffed. “  You don't trust me, do you?"
“  N o."
“  And I don't trust you. Well, may

be it's the better w ay / I loathe you."
I looked at her. “  I really could 

like you," I said, “  if you weren't such 
a hog for publicity. W hy do you play 
the celebrities and the newspapers all 
the time?"

She leaned forward, glared at me.
“  That," she said, “  was dirty."
“  Take it any way you like."
“  The only way a girl can— she 

broke off sharply.
A  knock came at the door and the 

farmer said, “  Excuse me, but that 
second telephone call is thutty cents."

I looked at him, then at Kay. “  Oh," 
I said, and paid him. When he had 
gone I said to Kathryn, “  W ho'd you 
call?"

"  That's my business," she retorted.
"  You tipped Drew I was here."
“  That's a lie." Her voice rose and 

her eyes blazed and before I knew 
what was coming the print o f her palm 
lay pinkly across my cheek. It made 
my ears ring. “  I've been wanting to 
do that,”  she panted.

I grabbed her, held her arms tightly.

“  Still you called somebody," I said. 
“  W ho?"

SHE tried to struggle and somehow 
it aroused me. She was soft and 
lovely under my hands and anger 

made her splendid. I found myself 
wanting to kiss her. When I raised my 
glance I saw her watching my eyes. 
She was very still and I knew she read 
what was in my mind. Our glances 
held.

She said slowly, “  That would be 
cruel and inhuman punishment."

“  Right," I said. “  Put me down a 
fool." I went to the door. “  You'd 
better tip your boy friend to stay away 
from the crate. I'm sleeping there to
night.”

I went out into the dusty night. The 
wind moaned like a deep orchestral 
bass. To get to the plane I had to go 
by the house. As I did a car’s pale 
yellow headlights turned in and 
stopped. I heard the farmer come out, 
and waited while they exchanged 
words. I couldn't hear much except 
Asa Carmer said, “  It'll cost you a dol
lar— the end shack."

I tried to see who it was that drove 
up, but I couldn't. Only I knew that 
nobody in his right mind would drive 
out here to use those shacks unless 
there was a definite vital reason. While 
the man took out a bag and followed 
the farmer, I waited and after the 
farmer had come back I made a circuit 
around to look into the shack. A kero
sene lamp was burning and by it a man 
was unpacking a bag. Finally he 
turned. It was the red-head, Brick 
Hallet.

He came out presently and walked 
toward the first shack where Kathryn 
was. He had been drinking. I smelled 
the liquor and he didn't walk any too 
straight.
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She came to the door and was sil
houetted against the pale light behind. 
She put her arms around him and they 
spoke. I stood there in the path and 
watched them. Finally I heard Kath
ryn say, “  All right, I'll feel better for 
that.”

“  Okay, darling,”  said Brick.
He did not return to the shack. In

stead, he started off in the direction r 
o f the plane. That was all I needed.
I trotted around in a circle and head
ed him off near the house. He gave a 
start as he saw me.

“ Ah, Haines, I was just going to 
find you.”

** Y ou ’ve found me,”  I said.
“  Listen, there’s a tip out that a bird 

named Red Mercer is going to try and 
kidnap the kid,”  he said. "  I think you 
ought to sleep near Kay tonight. In 
case anything happens.”

“  Something would happen— to the 
ship,”  I said. “  Listen, Hallet, I can’t 
keep you away from the shack you 
rented.

“  But my advice is for you to stay 
in it. You come near that plane and 
you’ll get hurt.”

“  Don't be a fool,”  he said, “  I’m 
your friend. And Kay’s.”

“  Hers you may be. But I don’t 
want any part o f  you.”

He took hold o f  my arm. u Do as 
I say,”  he said, “  I tell you— ”

I swung my arm and accidentally 
punched him in shaking it loose. He 
got mad and took a swing at me. 
That’s the way most fights start. I 
gave him a shove that nearly toppled 
him over.

“  I ’m not starting anything with you 
now,” I said. “  But keep away from 
that ship— and keep away from the kid. 
What you do with Kay is yours and 
her business. Otherwise I’ll beat your 
head off.”

“  Ah, man!”  he muttered, “  when 
they make bigger fools they’ll have to 
use you for a gauge.”

Asa Carmer called out, “  What you 
two quarreling about?”

Brick Hallet went back the way he 
had come. I went on to the ship.

C H A PTE R  VI.

G U N F IR E .

I N my uneasy sleep the sound seemed 
to be that o f a car back-firing. I 
was awake quickly enough and 

heard the echo and knew it wasn’t a 
car back-firing, because there wasn’t 
any car droning. A  child’s thin, plain
tive cry followed. A  man yelled and 
a woman screamed. A thin piercing 
sound that cut the pre-dawn blackness 
like a knife.

I had sworn that nothing would 
drag me away from the plane, but I 
ran then, ran in great long leaps that 
took me to the sound. I had the 
wrench in my hand and for once I was 
longing for a gun. My lungs burned 
from the dust that hung in the dry air.

Between the farmhouse and the 
shack I saw the dim light o f  a lantern 
dancing through the dust pall. I saw 
that it was Asa Carmer and he had 
an old single-action revolver with an 
enormous barrel. I went straight to 
Kay’s shack. Tore open the door. The 
blankets were thrown back on the bed 
and one dragged to the floor as if  there 
had been a struggle.

Neither Davey nor Kathryn was 
there.

The wide-open window attracted me 
because I saw the lantern light flooding 
it, heard the farmer cursing. I ran to 
it and looked out.

The man called Brick Hallet lay 
there on his back, relaxed as if asleep.
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He had a gun in his right hand. Blood 
flowed from a wound in his head and 
dripped over the side o f  his face and 
formed a little puddle below his left 
ear-lobe.

Where were Kathryn and the kid ? I 
remembered Hallet's warning, and the 
pursuing Lockler plane. They had 
been kidnaped, but by whom? For a 
second the thought flashed over me that 
this was a clever scheme to get me 
away from the Red Bird while some
body demolished the crate with an axe. 
But it was only a thought; true or not, 
I had to forget the ship now.

Asa Carmer saw me and Taised his 
gun. 44 Come out o f there,”  he yelled. 
44 You got him, but I got you.”

44 Don't be a fool,”  I said. 4i Where 
did they go?”

44 You killed him,”  snapped the farm
er. 441 heard you quarreling under my 
window. Come out here —  and keep 
your hands up.”

I came out the window all right, but 
that was because I saw footprints in 
the thick yellow dust. Big footprints, 
then small pear-shaped marks with 
square holes behind. Kathryn's spike 
heels.

Little square-toed prints that lasted 
a yard and then vanished as if the 
bigger feet had picked up the child. 
They led off to the left.

41 Come on,”  I said, 44 they aren't 
walking to Wichita.”

He stood his ground obstinately and 
I didn't like the way he held the gun- 
hammer back with the ball o f  his 
thumb. Tw o hundred yards or so 
down the road lights suddenly gleamed 
yellowly. I heard the roar o f  a 
cranked motor car.

44 There they go,”  I yelled, and for
getting about the gun I started for the 
car which Brick Hallet had parked on 
the driveway to the house.

44 No, you don’t,”  snapped the farm
er. 44 You airi’t gettin* away— ”

I SW U N G  sharply. He was holding 
the lantern high in one hand, and 
the gun was aimed at me. I ducked 

again and let him have the full bene
fit o f  a right hook. The gun roared, 
but the big slug whined away into 
Jhe air.

I hit him full on the chin and he 
went backward and down. The lan
tern fell with a crashing thud, the glass 
broke and the light went out. I kept 
on to the car. The headlight gleam 
was still discernible when I got it 
started. The twin beams ahead swung 
out into the road and turned away 
from me and I could only see the two 
red spots o f  the twin taillights.

I had forgotten to turn on the head
lights on Hallet's car, and now I decid
ed not to. The noise o f their own 
motor would drown out the roar o f  
mine. They wouldn't know they were 
followed. I wished then I had taken 
Hallet's gun.

I was off the broken, frost-cracked 
slab more often than I was on it, and 
only the drought-hardened shoulders 
saved me from piling up. But I kept 
the car in sight. This was a good car 
and I pushed the accelerator to the 
floor. The chase lasted less than ten 
miles by my calculation.

The car ahead suddenly swung off 
into a dirt side road and ran a hun
dred yards or so and stopped. The 
headlights playing through the thin 
dust haze lit up the wings o f the Lock
ler that had pursued us. The car's 
headlights stayed on. I stopped the 
car, got out and ran through the dark
ness. Tw o men climbed out and one 
o f  them carried Davey. I didn't see 
Kathryn at all. She wasn't with them. 
They trotted toward the Lockler.
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The man ahead leaped into the cabin 
and a second or so later I heard the 
whine o f the starter. The motor was 
cold and it didn't catch right away. All 
this while I was running. I was hop
ing the damned Lockler motor would 
start to drown my footsteps. But it 
didn't. And when I was within ten 
yards or so o f the man carrying Davey, 
he heard me. He dropped the kid in a 
heap and he had a gun in his hand so 
quick it made a flashing metallic glitter 
as it leaped outward.

He fired point-blank. How he missed 
me I don't know. I hadn't any time to 
stop or duck, and to run away was to 
get killed anyway. So I kept on com
ing.

“ Take it," he yelled. "R eady, 
Red."

I dove the last few yards, swinging 
the wrench. It struck his arm just as 
he fired again and I felt the wind o f 
that slug against my ankles when it 
dug into the ground. He gave a yell 
o f  pain as the wrench hit his arm. He 
couldn't raise the gun again. I swung 
the wrench at his face and he dodged 
and it only skinned his cheek. He 
slugged me in the neck and I couldn't 
swallow after that without it hurting 
me. I went back under the impact, and 
he came after me, eyes blazing. I went 
down under the rush. He was big. A 
powerful man— but not the man who 
had jumped me at Indianapolis. The 
fight had knocked his hat off, and his 
head was shaved. He didn't have any 
teeth in front and his lips had shrunken 
in .like an old man's.

He pounced on me, striking like a 
panther. I let him have the wrench 
again but I missed. He struck to kill 
me. Half-missing he landed on top o f  
me and his fingers must have sunk out 
o f  sight in my throat. I said, “  Gah!" 
and couldn't get my breath.

A  man can do a lot o f thinking in 
a fraction o f  a second. A  lot o f 
things swirled through my mind as I 
tried, in vain, to break that strangle- 
grip. I never knew a man to pinch 
down so hard. McKenna had lost, I 
had lost, and these devils would get 
Davey. I reared up, trying to throw 
his body clear. 

r

T HE first time I failed. The sec
ond I succeeded, for the man 
suddenly cursed and turned and 

struck with savage power at something 
behind him. Before he could straighten 
out, I leaped up and hit him on the side 
o f  the head with my knee. I sprang 
back, and more by luck than anything 
else found the wrench. I was coming 
in again fast when he flung Davey A l
lison yards with one powerful push 
and swung on me.

From the Lockler cabin came a 
shout, “  Get clear, Nick, I'll take him. 
Grab the kid."

The man called Nick turned swiftly 
but not for Davey. Instead he raced, 
crouching, for the Lockler. I yelled, 
“  Run to the car, Davey."

Out o f  the cabin rattled the quick 
staccato fire o f  a sub-machine gun. 
Tw o bullets burned me, and the dust 
danced around me where the bullets hit 
the earth. I did the only thing I could. 
I raced for the man called Nick and 
drove a left at his head, grabbed him 
and held him tight to use him as a 
shield.

I did, I guess, for the firing ceased, 
and I jerked him rapidly out o f the 
luminance o f the headlights. The mo
tor in the Lockler was turning over 
now. And Nick muttered, “  Red, don't 
leave me. Don't— "

He twisted in my grasp. His knee 
must have come up to my groin, for I 
was suddenly helpless from pain and
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Nick jerked loose and ran like mad for 
the plane. I couldn't move for sec
onds. Small hands gripped me. An 
excited voice screamed, “  I kicked him, 
Whit. Hard.”

I didn't have a gun. I didn't dare 
go out there and get the one that Nick 
had dropped. The Lockler motor 
roared. The ship turned slowly as the 
pilot gunned it, and I couldn't do a 
thing. Its wing lights gleamed as it 
turned, radiating light downwards. I 
did the only thing possible then.

I stumbled to where Nick had 
dropped Davey, got the gun he had 
lost, and emptied it at the ship. But 
the motor drone rose to a staccato roar. 
The lights began to move swiftly off 
the ground and finally swam upward 
into the night and were lost to sight 
before the motor sound was lost.

Still in pain, I picked up Davey and 
carried him back to the car the two had 
abandoned. Davey had a bruise on his 
forehead. He kept saying, “  I kicked 
him, Whit.”

Kathryn was inside the car, bundled 
up in ropes and with a gag tied across 
her face. Her clothes were messed. I 
could see that she had put up a fight. 
I untied her. Before she could speak 
Davey said, "  Gosh, Kay, you ought 
to see Whit fight, and I kicked the 
man— ”

Gently I stopped him and said, 
“  What happened ?”

“  You're to blame for it all,”  she said 
angrily. “  Brick Hallet told you— ”

“  That can wait,”  I said. “ What 
happened ?”

She glared. “  Davey and I were 
asleep when I heard something make a 
sound at the window. I woke up and 
put a hand over Davey’s mouth and 
started toward the door. A man came 
in through the window. He looked 
nine feet tall. I screamed. And Davey

yelled. And the man grabbed us. He 
hit me here”— she pointed to prettily 
rumpled hair— “  and he took Davey. 
When I started to fight, he passed 
Davey to another man, and grabbed 
me. I fought, but he was like an ox. 
Then Brick Hallet came up and fired at 
them. The man who held Davey fired 
too.”

She paused. Then: “ Well, I faint
ed, I guess.”

IT sounded all right. I sat there and 
lit a cigarette. This didn't seem 
like Ben Drew's methods. Too 

openly deadly.
I said, “  Come clean, now, who is 

Brick Hallet, and no stalling?”
“  He's a friend o f mine,” she said 

without hesitation. “  I told him I was 
in this contest, and that I didn’t trust 
you. You were a drunkard and you'd 
lost your nerve, and you probably had 
sold out. I had a tip from McLean o f 
the Eagle that you were selling out. So 
Brick Hallet offered to follow me and 
help. He is wealthy. He owns that 
Stamson. I telephoned him tonight.” 

This made sense, too. I f  she was 
telling the truth.

“ If you'd obeyed him,”  she said 
angrily, “  this wouldn't have happened. 
He warned you that Red Mercer— ”

“  What does he know about Red 
Mercer?” I asked.

“  W ho doesn't know about the latest 
public enemy Number One? He's killed 
three men. He's flown oodles o f  nar
cotics in from Canada. He broke out 
o f the Western Penitentiary, and stole 
a plane. Everybody knows that.”

“  News to me,”  I said, “  but how did 
Hallet know Mercer was trying to ab
duct the kid?”

She stared at my cigarette. “  He's a 
rich young man who volunteered on 
the Committee o f Public Safety o f the
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Department o f  Justice. He happens to 
be in love with me. Was he hurt?"

“ A  little, I guess/' I said.
And she must love him. That ac

counted for them in each other's arms. 
I decided this was the truth. I threw 
away the cigarette and noticed that a 
yellowish light was beginning to filter 
across the sky. Daylight coming. r

“  Come o n / ' I said, “  we've got a 
race to win if we can get at it."

Kay could drive, so after I had 
turned the kidnap car around she drove 
it back to the farm, and I followed in 
the other car. Asa Carmer was wait
ing when I climbed down, and he had 
a shotgun.

“  You're under arrest for assault and 
murder and resistin' arrest," he 
howled, “  and make one move and I'll 
put both barrels o f buckshot into you."

He looked as if he would.

C H A P TE R  VII.

ST O L E N  P L A N E .

IT was a quarter to eight and I was 
still arguing with the immutable 
force o f a shotgun muzzle. Asa 

Carmer had telephoned for a doctor 
who was working on Brick Hallet. 
Hallet apparently was critically hurt 
and Carmer couldn't be moved.

“  You struck me, an officer," he said, 
“  and you're material witness. This gal 
backs your story up, but I'm the law 
and you'll stay until the county attor
ney gets here."

I was in a murderous mood. But 
what could I do? Minutes sliding 
away. Already Ben Drew must have 
left Wichita, and every minute was 
making it tougher to catch him.

Kathryn came over and whispered 
the suggestion that I had already re
fused once.

“  You've got to stay here," she 
argued, “  but Davey and I can take the 
ship and go on. You can use Brick's 
ship and catch us at Albuquerque or 
Winslow. As soon as Brick recovers 
consciousness he can clear you."

I shook my head. Her mouth be
came tight. “  Don't you trust me ?"

“  N o," I said.
“  But you're losing the race. An

other half hour and nothing can catch 
Drew unless he cracks up. And he 
won't."

That was true. I didn't think he 
could be caught anyway, but certainly 
another half hour would give him 
plenty o f  leeway for any incident.

“  Please, W hit," she begged, coming 
closer. “  I'm sure the rules don't 
specify that we all have to be in the 
ship. Particularly under the circum
stances. I f  I bring it in we win just 
as much as if we were all there. You 
don’t want McKenna to lose, do you?"

“ J'll take care o f Kay, W hit," said 
Davey. “  I'll sock them the way you 
did."

I stared at Asa Carmer. He sat 
there grimly with a shotgun and you 
can't tempt a choke-bore. I thought 
hard and finally simmered it down to 
this: I was stuck here. Another half 
hour or so and the race was lost any
way. So even if  she did double-cross 
me all we could do was lose a race al
ready lost.

She must have seen from my expres
sion that I was wavering. “  I'll check 
in at Wichita," she cried, “  and go 
straight through. Tell Brick I said he 
must loan you his ship."

Somehow I had to trust her. She 
seemed finer, here, now, begging for 
trust. "  All right," I said.

W e managed it all right. Kay told 
Carmer she had to get some things out 
o f  the plane, and the farmer had



60 ARGOSY

thoughts only for me. She took Davey 
with her and presently I heard the Red 
Bird's motor purr. A  sweet sound. 
The farmer started.

“  Damn you !”  he cied, “  you’re fix
ing to let her get away.”

44 You stop her,”  I said.
He couldn't take the gun off me. 

And the Red Bird warmed fast any
way. He yelled to the doctor and the 
hired hand from the next farm an<̂  
they ran to stop Kay. But it was too 
late. She had the Red Bird taxiing 
and they couldn’t catch her. She 
banked the ship low over the house and 
I saw her hand wave out the window. 
Then she headed for Wichita.

TH ERE wasn’t anything to do 
then, but wait and see what hap
pened to Brick Hallet. And even 

that chance faded fifteen minutes later 
when the doctor came and said, 44 He’s 
got a bad concussion, and we’ll have 
to take him in to the hospital.”  .

That settled it with me. I knew 
what to do. I said to Carmer, 44 Drive 
me in, too. I want this settled as soon 
as possible.”

44 W al,”  he said, “  mebby so.”
The hired hand and the doctor 

moved the body to the physician’s car.
The doctor turned over to Asa Car

mer the things in Brick’s pockets. A 
bunch o f keys was among them. I 
waited until the farmer stood up and 
began to prod me with the muzzle o f 
his shotgun. I stumbled then, getting 
ready to turn and lay one on his jaw. 
But he was smart enough to suspect. 
As I went down and half-turned get
ting up, the gun muzzle followed me.

“  Don’t try nothin’,”  he warned. W e 
went to Hallet’ s car. He sat in the 
back and told me to drive. “  And drive 
slow,”  he said.

W e wheeled out onto the road to

\yichita. The dust was not so bad 
now. I drove at thirty miles an hour. 
I watched him in the rear view mirror 
but he kept the shotgun as steady as a 
rock on my back. There was nothing 
to do but keep going.

About five miles out o f Wichita, just 
where the houses began to get thicker, 
a sharp explosion shook the car and 
the front end swerved wildly toward 
the ditch. -I wrestled with the wheel 
to keep from smashing up. I had the 
car held after the first bad slew, but 
looking into the rear view mirror I 
saw that the skid had upset the farm
er and flung him against the side.

The gun muzzle described an arc 
and now pointed toward the roof o f 
the car. It was all I needed. I 
wrenched the wheel again to throw him 
the other way. I left the wheel and 
went over the back o f that seat like a 
rocky mountain goat. He saw me 
coming and yelled.

He tried to sweep the gun muzzle 
around, but a shotgun is heavy and 
you don’t whip it that fast. My body 
got close enough so that the side o f  the 
twin barrels hit against my thigh. I 
didn’t hit him. I just pounded a fist 
down on his stomach. He pulled the 
trigger and the gun roared like a can
non. It fired again as I jerked the 
weapon from him, and the side window 
went out before the hail o f buckshot.

He clawed at me, struck feebly. But 
my weight held him pinned. His back 
was across the edge o f  the seat and my 
knees held him there. I opened the 
door and threw the gun into the ditch.

44 You ought to get a ride later,”  I 
told him, as I pushed him out to the 
roadside.

The words he used then were new 
to me and I thought I knew them all. 
I took the key ring away from him. 
44 Y ou ’ll go to jail for life,”  he raged.
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“ W e don't let people get away with 
this in Kansas."

Fortunately there wasn't a vehicle in 
sight. I backed the car out o f  the 
ditch and never stopped to change the 
tire. Bumping and clattering, the tire 
slowly dissolving into pieces, I drove 
the three miles remaining to the air
port.

IT  was all bad news. Kay had taken 
off twenty minutes previous, three 
hours and twenty-one minutes be

hind Drew. The remaining plane, the 
Cockerel, was second. W e were a very 
bad third.

I came up to the Stamson and the 
chief greaseball o f  the hangar said, 
“ You're not the guy who brought it 
in."

“  N o," I said, “  but I'm  the guy 
that's taking it out."

“  Not while I can swing a pickhan- 
dle," he said and he gave a yell and 
the airport manager came running. The 
mechanic barred the way with a long 
club. The airport manager stopped 
when he saw me.

“  Say, you're Whit Haines," he said, 
“  you were supposed to be flying the 
Red Bird."

I looked at him. It was Conny 
Achern, who had been grounded and 
his license taken away from him three 
years before for cracking up while 
drunk and killing his passenger. He 
was hardly sober now.

I said, “  Sure, it's me, Conny." I 
told him a few things. “  Brick told 
me to take the crate and catch Kay."

He wavered. I said, “ You know 
what a raw deal a guy can get, Conny. 
Give me a break."

He suddenly nodded. “  Sure I do, 
Whit, and you get it. Let Haines have 
the Stamson and anything else he 
needs."

The Stamson had two hundred gal
lons o f  gas and was purring like a sew
ing machine in thirty minutes. I fig
ured I was riding with luck again, but 
I wasn't. That damned deputy sheriff 
farmer must have thumbed a ride to 
town. Because as I sat in the cabin, 
getting ready to wheel the Stamson 
out, a dark blue car with gold print on 
the side doors wailed across the field 
with two cops standing on the running 
board.

“  You don't know anything, Con
ny,”  I cried, “  and I ’ll square you after 
we finish at Burbank. Thanks."

I cracked the throttle on the Stam
son. There wasn't a chance o f  turn
ing into the wind. And the dust haze 
was rolling gustily. I let her run wide. 
The wind caught one wing and the 
Stamson tipped violently. The other 
wing nearly dusted the ground. I 
threw over the stick and barely right
ed her.

How I got that Stamson off I'll 
never know. I was never really sure I 
would until the south hangar went 
under the wings and I picked up five 
telephone wires that hung like spaghetti 
from the spreader bar on the wheel 
assembly.

I wondered what Asa Carmer and 
the police would do. Wire ahead to 
Albuquerque or Winslow probably.

But for the moment, anyway, I was 
going places.

CH APTE R VIII.

M ID N IG H T  I N  W IN S L O W .

TH A T  Stamson was a sweetheart! 
Six hundred and fifty horsepow
er, she was good for one hundred 

and eighty. North o f  Amarillo I 
caught a tail wind and the air speed 
needle flickered around two hundred
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and five. Better still the Stamson had 
a one-way radio. I picked up the T W A  
radio beacon and that helped plenty. I 
must have been close to New Mexico 
when the beam cut out and the dis
patcher at Albuquerque, chatting with 
the pilot o f a tri-motored Ford, said, 
“  Drew took off here ten minutes ago. 
They say that Whit Haines got pinched 
and Kathryn Marsh is bringing the, 
McKenna crate across. She checked 
out o f Wichita and was reported over 
Tucumcari."

TH ERE was no answer. The beam 
came on again. I crossed it until 
the signals weakened. I unrolled 

the map case and finally got myself 
located when I went over the Pecos 
River at Santa Rose. I had left the 
dust behind and I could now see the 
table-tops o f the mesas and the San- 
gre de Christo Mountains hanging to 
the north. I was making knots, but 
the chances o f  catching Kay looked 
slim when the same dispatcher at A l
buquerque gossiped about her take-off.

“  Kathryn Marsh just checked out 
at one-ten. She's made up about 
twelve minutes on Drew, but she'll 
never catch him. There's plenty o f 
dirt the other side o f  Winslow."

At three o'clock when I was climb
ing the crate for the Continental Di
vide, going over the Superstition 
Range, the weather report came in.

“  Bad storm raging over Southern 
California. Storm signals out from 
San Francisco to Matazalan."

The pilot on the tri-motor job, now 
far behind me, was warned to set down 
at Winslow and stay there until fur
ther orders.

Out o f all this I got one comfort. 
Kay was making a race o f  it, and she 
was less than an hour ahead o f me. 
She'd be grounded at Winslow, but so,

too, would Ben Drew, though he was 
doubtless there by now.

At five-twenty I got a shock. The 
dispatcher said to the T W A  pilot, 
“  Keep your eye cocked for a Stamson 
high-wing sixty-fifty. Whit Haines 
took it and the Wichita cops want him 
pinched."

I knew then I couldn't take the 
Stamson into Winslow. It's just a 
wide place in the Arizona road that 
the T W A  once used as a point where 
passengers shifted from the night train 
from L. A. to the tri-motor job. Win
slow is about four hundred and twen
ty miles airline from L. A. I had to 
think now how to get to Kay without 
being caught.

The weather was clear, visibility un
limited when I throttled the sixty-fifty 
over the gravel stretch o f  road that 
runs between Holbrook and Winslow. 
I nosed into a gentle northeast wind 
and sat down on a flat stretch o f gray 
greasewood, mesquite and a few giant 
cactus. The sun was rolling redly 
along the crests o f  the bare western 
mountains and around me flamed the 
desert sunset colors that make you gasp 
at the beauty o f  them. I cut the motor 
and climbed down. I estimated I was 
five miles from Winslow.

I got out a crescent wrench and a 
screw driver and took off the commu
tator. That tied the ship there for 
good. There was a canvas jacket for 
the motor and I put that on.

Then I started to hike to Winslow. 
Three cars make a traffic jam on the 
backroads o f  New Mexico and Ari
zona. You might not see one all day. 
Nothing passed me, and I was dead 
tired, thirsty and hungry when I saw 
the white flat-topped building at the 
airdrome. It was quite dark save for a 
new crescent moon already near to set
ting and star glitter. No one saw me
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arrive; I made sure o f  that and I 
worked around silently until I saw 
wings silhouetted against the sky.

I found the Red Bird. Kay was in
side and she had the door open for 
coolness; the heat hadn’t yet evapo
rated from the desert. Looming against 
the side o f  the cabin was a man. He 
spoke and I recognized Ben Drew’s 
soft voice. I couldn’t help but hear.

“  Darling,”  he said, “  publicity keeps 
ybu alive. Literally, you’re not an out
standing pilot. You haven’t got any 
money. And without your beauty and 
publicity you’d wind up an air steward
ess. That’s where you wiLl land if you 
don’t help me.”

“  Go away, Ben, you'll wake 
Davey,”  Kay said.

“  Well, think o f Davey tomorrow,”  
said Drew. “  The weather reports are 
all stormy. You could stay right here 
and nobody would blame you. And if 
you do stay, I promise that the Avro 
people will take care o f you. And if 
you marry me we’ll go places fast.”

“  Ben,”  Kay said, “  what with one 
thing and another, I’m awfully tired. 
Go away, will you?”

“  I won’t let you take off,”  he threat
ened. “  I’ll get the Department o f  
Commerce to ground you because o f  
unnecessary risk.”

“  Try it,”  she said.
“  Good night— and sweet dreams,”  

he said and laughed quietly.

HE turned and strode off in the 
darkness. I don't know why I 
followed him. A  hunch, I guess, 

and perhaps because he did not return 
to the administration building, but 
walked to the east end o f the field. I 
moved very quietly. Presently I saw 
looming against the sky-line the mos
quito-like head o f the Lockler low- 
wing. A  man stood there. The lower

part o f his face was reddened by the 
glow o f a cigarette coal. I saw a 
tough, pointed chin, a hard flat mouth 
and a nose that had sunburn peel on the 
ball o f  it.

I couldn’t get close enough to hear 
what was said. The mumble went on 
for five minutes. Drew said, turning 
away, “  That will be a cinch, Red, and 
no harm done.”

This time he went back to the admin
istration building. I kept wondering, 
there In the darkness, how Drew ever 
got tangled with a man like Red Mer
cer. And what I could do about it. 
Nothing for the present.

I had no proof that Red Mercer had 
tried to kidnap Davey. No proof ex
cept my discredited word that Drew 
was behind all that had happened. And, 
anyway, until we got to Los Angeles 
for me to go to the police was to get 
myself pinched and leave Kay alone to 
oppose whatever plan Drew and Mer
cer had conceived. I went back unseen 
to the Red Bird. The door was closed. 
I rapped on the window.

“  Kay,”  I called.
I saw her head over the window. She 

opened the door. u Whit,”  she said. 
She made a funny sound in her throat. 
“  Oh, Whit, I’m so glad you’re here.”

I sat on the floor o f the cabin. Davey 
was sleeping on the inside and she sat 
there and we didn’t say anything for 
a long time.

Finally she whispered, "  How'd you 
get away?”

I told her, our heads close in the 
darkness and me whispering. The near
ness o f  her made me hoarse, and I 
knew then that I liked this girl more 
than any in the world. More than I 
thought I could ever like a girl again. 
Her face looked soft and desirable, and 
her eyes sparkled as she listened, and 
somehow a mood seemed on her. A



64 ARGOSY

soft mood, not like anything I had 
seen before. 1 had my hands clenched 
to keep from touching her.

“  Whit,”  she said, “  you’ve got to go 
on with us.”

Something made me say, “  You did 
swell today.”

The night and the events and the 
silence had gotten to her. Before I 
could say another word she burst out, 
u Whit, I’m a bum pilot. I would try 
to go on tomorrow through that dirt, 
but I’d be afraid. Not for myself. 
But for Davey. You told the truth 
about me the other night. I live on 
publicity and looks.”

She stopped momentarily, but went 
on almost in a rush. u I ’ve been using 
people because I wanted to be a great 
pilot. Another Earheart. And I 
wouldn’t admit I wasn’t. I figured 
publicity would do it all. But it can’t 
and it won’t.”

She ceased to speak. Then: “  I 
just wanted you to know how I feel 
because— well, because I wanted you 
to.”

She leaned forward and I could have 
kissed her but I didn’t. It was a tre
mendous effort not to; and if she 
hadn’t just told me what she did I 
might have. But when you saw her 
this way— I stopped thinking about 
that.

I didn’t tell her about Red Mercer 
and what might happen. She had 
enough to fret about. I just said, “  I’ll 
be around somewhere at the take-off. 
You sit to the right; leave the door 
unlatched. Once we’re off they can’t 
stop me this side o f Burbank.”

“  I won’t go without you,”  she said.
I was just getting ready to leave 

when Davey stirred drowsily and said, 
“  Is that you, Whit ?”

I told him it was. He sat up, yawn
ing. “  Kay read me a story, but not

as good as you. Hug me, will you, 
W hit? I want to see my daddy.”

I hugged him, and I kissed his cheek. 
I felt funny all over, and when he said, 
“  W e’ ll win, won’t we, W hit?”  I told 
him we would. I knew we wouldn’t.

I went out to the field’s edge and put 
in a miserable night.

r ----------
C H APTE R IX.

f o u r t e e n  t h o u s a n d  f e e t  u p .

DESERT thorn can be a terrible 
bother when you’re lying on it. 
My mouth was so dry from 

thirst I couldn’t spit. My head ached 
and I was hungry. Storm clouds 
blackened the west. The rain would 
be here in an hour. I saw the Red 
Bird drawn up, nosing straight for the 
thunderheads. The wind was blowing 
cold; there was a humidity in the air 
rarely noticed in this climate.

I circled behind the administration 
building. What few people were there 
were grouped around the dead-line 
waiting for the take-off. I didn’t see 
the black and chromium job o f Drew’s. 
Neither did I see the Lockler high- 
wing.

The Cockerel, the only other ship in 
the race besides us and Drew, was 
standing there, but her motor wasn’t 
spinning. As I came at a brisk stride 
across the field I met a greaseball and 
asked him what time it was.

Ten minutes past seven! I went out 
to the Red Bird. A man was arguing 
with Kay and she was pale, harassed 
and glancing every few seconds at a 
wrist watch as if it would do some 
good. The man was saying, “  But it is 
dangerous, Miss Marsh. A regular 
cloudburst over Los Angeles and we’re 
going to get rain here. That ought to 
tell you how bad it is.”

A 2— 12
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“  Drew took off, didn’t he ?”  she said 
impatiently.

“  Yes. But if it’s bad he intends to 
set down.”

“  He’ll go through, you mean,”  she 
cried, “  and the stories will say I 
couldn’t trust the ship.”

u But I can’t permit a woman to 
take off,”  he said, “  and that’s final.”

I pushed forward and over his shoul
der Kay saw me. The most marvelous 
smile illumined her face. I said to the 
man, “  I’m handling the crate. W e’ll 
try to go through, but if it’s bad we’ll 
hit one o f the emergency air fields.”

He turned, saw who it was. “  Whit 
Haines! Say, the police— ”

I was past him, into the seat, slam
ming the door. Through the window 
I said, “  are looking for me. Tell them 
I’ll be available in Los Angeles.”

The crate was warmed. I jazzed the 
motor and since the chocks were 
pulled, she got under way at once. He 
made a grab at the tail assembly, why 
I’ll never know. I poured the gun to 
her and we made knots. Tail up, ship 
getting light. And then the west end 
o f the field drifted beneath the wheels 
and I closed the windows to shut out 
the motor-thrash.

Kay said, “  Drew left at two seconds 
past seven. He means to go through.” 

Davey said, “  Let me sit on your 
lap, Whit. I ’m tired.”

“  You just got up.”
”  Yeah, but I dunno. I guess I’m 

homesick.”
I tossed the stick to Kay and held 

him for a while, watching the storm..
I had that tense feeling that comes 
when you’re way behind in a speed race 
and wheeling the pylons close trying 
to make up. Davey felt it, and said,
“  You’re nervous, Whit.”

I said I was, and finally asked for 
water. Kay got the thermos. I drank 

A 3 — 12

and watched the scenery below. We 
were sliding down hill all the time now, 
losing altitude as the ground sloped to 
sea level and below where it dipped to 
Death Valley. Beyond the earth 
climbed to the Coast Range, but just 
now we had nothing to breast but a 
tough head wind. A wind that slowed 
us down plenty and the only comfort 
wasrthat it delayed Drew, too. Flag
staff, Kingman and Needles! Getting 
blacker and almost steady rahi against 
the cabin windows. Slashing like sharp 
lances o f  steel.

I was holding the stick and Davey, 
too, when Kathryn suddenly gasped. 
“  The Lockler. Look, Whit, it’s com
ing right up on us.”

It was bearing down on the Red 
Bird from the right. I had been won
dering what Drew and Mercer had 
planned and now I found out. That 
damned ship began to dive on us the 
way we were taught in combat school 
at Kelly Field. Swooping in until I 
thought we’d collide, sheering off just 
in time and then the Red Bird beating 
feebly against the terrific slipstream o f 
the Lockler5 s backwash. W e went 
spinning down once and lost a thou
sand feet before I got her righted.

IT ’S easy for a faster ship to ride 
herd on a slower one and wing slap 
it down. I think now that the 

Lockler and Red Mercer had intended 
to do this over Kansas and the only 
reason they hadn’t was because o f  the 
dust storm. A  bad crack-up or losing 
us in a storm, or the possibility o f  
forcing us down close to a town had 
made them delay. But there were no 
towns here on the edge o f the Mojave 
Desert. There was a black storm 
growing immense by the second.

"  He’s got us,”  I said when the 
Lockler shaved our wings and the back
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blast o f air sent the Red Bird reeling 
in a bad side slip.

The Lockler dove straight down 
from above, just glanced ahead o f us 
and as it did so leveled o ff so that 
the full benefit o f  the propeller blast 
caught us square on. What with the 
wind o f  the storm it was enough. I 
was down now to a thousand feet. And 
one more blast like that would send me r 
slipping into the ground.

All the way down the Lockler rode 
herd on us, slapping us with air when
ever I attempted to level off. Kay sat 
there breathless.

I saw a stretch o f mesquite that must 
be well north o f Barstow. The Coast 
Range was behind .the storm clouds 
ahead. As I coasted down under re
tarded gun I did some thinking. I 
couldn't go on this way, risking dis
aster over the mountains. I had either 
to settle with these birds once and for 
all and try to cut straight through the 
storm, or else I had to admit I was 
licked.

Kay said, “  I ’ve got a gun."
She knew what I was thinking all 

right. “  Stout fellah," I muttered and 
took the weapon, a thirty-eight that 
balanced well in the hand. The Lock
ler wheeled around in a tight spiral. 
W e went on down.

Kay said, “  W e've lost now, haven't 
we, W hit?"

“  Aw, what you talkin' about?" cried 
Davey, “  sure we ain't lost. You ain't 
going to lose, are you, W hit?"

“  Never say ain't, say aren't," I said.
Kay laughed, a peculiar high-pitched 

sound.
The grayish brown surface came up 

at the nose and I flattened the crate 
out and put on the air brakes. The 
wind was so strong that when we set 
down the plane it didn't run thirty feet.
I thought I came in fast, but the Lock

ler was right behind me, fish-tailing 
to kill forward speed, and it taxied 
alongside.

I didn’t want any shooting around 
Kathryn and Davey, so I eased out the 
other door. I had the gun. I said as 
I went out, “  I f  anything happens to 
me, Kay, go straight in. This crate 
will outride that storm."

She looked at me strangely. "  I will, 
W hit," she said.

That was all I had time to say. 1 
ran around back o f  the plane just as 
the man called Nick leaped down. He 
had a sub-machine gun in his hand. It 
was a long shot, forty yards, maybe, 
but I chanced it. The arm I'd hit with 
the wrench must have still hurt, because 
he was awkward and slow in getting 
the gun lined. I threw two quick slugs 
at him before he cut loose. I got him 
with one. I saw him jump and half- 
fall. The sub-machine gun muzzle
lowered.

I'd have been all right if it hadn't 
been for Red Mercer. He fired out 
o f  the door o f the Lockler and I felt 
the iron going into me before I heard 
the report o f  the gun. In the thigh 
joint just below the abdomen. I f  I 
had had any doubt he meant to kill 
me I lost it then. He was a target 
leaping down from the door and I 
squeezed the trigger. You have to 
stand and shoot it out like that when 
there isn't any covering except a few 
greasewood trees.

1 H OPPED  a few feet closer. And 
I fired again, but this time at Nick. 
The gun was buzzing in his hand 

like an armful o f  snakes. And the 
slugs whipped my clothes. Bur the bul
let got him. I was looking at him 
when it hit. Squarely between the 
eyes, just above the spot where the nose 
begins.
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I didn’t take a second look. Red 
Mercer was firing, and he got a square 
shot that should have finished me. It 
hit my shoulder and the impact spun 
me so I lost my balance on the game 
leg and went down. I was too weak 
right then to get up.

He was cursing and yelling and 
coming straight at me. I did all a 
man could. I aimed the thirty-eight 
square at his belt buckle, pulled the 
trigger and held it. The hammer went 
up and down four times. The gun 
leaped four times. Four smashes o f 
sound thumped from the muzzle. I 
saw him twitch twice.

That was the end o f  the firing. One 
o f  my slugs, in some* strange manner, 
had hit the barrel o f  his gun, rico
cheted up his hand and tore it badly.

He was wheezing and I saw that an
other slug had gone in one side o f  his 
jaw and out the other, taking about 
five teeth o f  his lower set along with 
it. I wondered how I could aim at a 
man’s belt buckle and hit him in the 
hand and face. I finally decided that 
I was so weak from shock that the 
gun jumping four times had raised the 
aim at each shot.

There was a flash o f  color and Kath
ryn was across the ground and had 
picked up the pistol Red Mercer 
dropped and held it aimed at him. He 
spat blood and loosened teeth.

“  Call off your dame, Haines,”  he 
said. “  I’m bushed.”

“  Keep him covered.”  My voice 
seemed a long way off, and, when 
Davey came in sight, pale and staring 
fearsomely at me, I said, “  Davey, get 
back in the plane.”  He went. I said, 
“  Kay, see if there’s whiskey in the 
Lockler.”

She found a bottle. Her face twitch
ing, she looked down at me. “  Is— is 
it bad, W hit?”

“  I don’t know about bad,”  I said, 
“  but I wouldn’t want it worse.”  1 
drank a big shot from the bottle. It 
was good Scotch. I said to Kay, “  Find 
the pencil and the paper in the map 
case, and bring them to me.”

Kay said, "W h y ? ”
“  Bring them.”
She came running back, held out the 

Vpaper sort o f  cringing and I saw that 
blood had run down my arm from the 
shoulder and dripped off my fingers.

** It looks worse than it is,”  I man
aged to grin and told her to give the 
paper and pencil to Red Mercer. 

Red said, “  What’s the big idea?”
"  Y ou ’re out here alone, Red,”  I 

said. "  Nobody knows anything about 
this except us, right here. If you’ll 
sign a statement that Ben Drew paid 
you for this job, I’ll hop the Red Bird 
and let you alone.”

“  And if I don’t?”
“  I'll stay here and Kay will fly to 

El Centro or Brawley and bring back 
the law. It’ s up to you.”

“  How’d you know about Drew ?”  he 
asked. He spoke very funny, breath 
whistling out o f  his cheeks and making 
it appear he was talking around an all 
day sucker.

"  I saw him talking to you last 
night. Come on, write it all down in 
the presence o f  witnesses.”  I sent Kay 
to bring Davey. I wanted a witness 
who would be believed. “  Talk aloud 
as you write, Red.”

HE wrote and talked in that strange 
gargling manner as he did so. 
The story was simple. Red Mer

cer, when he had escaped from jail 
and had stolen a plane, flew to New 
York, abandoning the ship in the Cats
kills where it would not be found for 
a while. He sought out Ben Drew. 
Drew had backed him in a narcotic
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smuggling scheme the previous year 
when he had been caught.

Mercer's system o f dope-running 
was simple. He got a ship and used 
it until its silhouette was familiar and 
“  hot." Then he quit and lay low, 
abandoning the ship and letting it be 
confiscated. When his money was 
gone he got some one to back him for 
a new ship. Drew had backed him, 
so now, needing money, he had sought 
out Drew.

Drew bought the Lockler through a 
long series o f phony names and cor
porations. He turned it over to Red 
with the order to stop the Red Bird 
from winning. When Drew found out 
that Davey Allison was aboard he said 
to snatch the kid, fly'him into Mexico 
and hold him for ransom. Drew him
self was going to be the intermediary, 
and he and Red would split the ran
som.

All simple. But I said, “  Put down 
why you tried again this morning. 
You'd tried the kidnaping stunt once 
and it failed. With Drew having nearly 
three hours over me why try to stop 
me from winning when he's already 
practically won?"

“  Drew said he wouldn't go through 
if the storm is bad. And he wanted 
me to try the snatch anyway. W e fig
ured a quarter o f  a million."

Either the liquor or those words put 
new life into me. Drew's yellow streak, 
his fear o f storms! I'd forgotten all 
about it. But there was still a chance 
to pull this race out o f the fire. That 
is, if I could get through myself.

I had Kathryn pick up the sub-ma
chine gun. She helped me to my feet 
and I leaned one arm on her. It must 
have been some weight, because she 
tried to stand straight but couldn't. 
Between us I got to the ship. Soaking 
wet. Light in the head.

At the door I called back, “  Get out 
o f  the United States, Red. With those 
permanently dimpled cheeks you'll 
have a tough time dodging the G men."

He cursed, but didn’t move. Maybe 
another slug had hit him. I wouldn't 
know about that.

Getting into that Red Bird was a 
man-sized job. The rain came in tor
rents. The sky was so black it was 

r twilight, as if the world had closed up 
shop. But I got in. And I said I could 
take the crate off. Maybe I did. I 
"wouldn’t know about that either. 
Sometimes I knew what I was doing; 
the rest was a blank. Liquor wasn't 
helping now. I remember once Davey 
crying, “  W hit! W hit! Don’t die, 
Whit. Oh, dear Whit."

“  Who's going to die?" I said. 
“  Lemme have that stick."

I held it, too, now, and my brain had 
one o f those perfectly clear spells when 
you are aware o f even your heart beat
ing. W e were over the mountains, so 
Kay said, and I kept the Red Bird 
climbing, though it was all I could do 
to hold that kicking stick. There were 
all sorts o f currents kicking her tail, so 
that I was using rudder all the time.

It got worse. Utter blackness it 
seemed, save when a lightning flash 
split the sky in a blinding, searing ra
diance. The thunder roared and 
reverberated around us. The rain 
streamed in torrents off the windows. 
The propeller threw it back in a regular 
flood.

Gusts o f  wind hit us and the Red 
Bird bounced and dropped sickeningly 
as if she was never going to catch hold 
and fly again.

I remember hearing a voice that 
must have been mine saying, “  I never 
turned back. It was Drew. They'll 
never say I turned back."

The Red Bird bored ahead and it
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got worse. I couldn’t see anything. 
Almost utter blackness and clouds boil
ing down around us. The lightning 
flashes made green sparks leap from 
the engine. The whole ship was elec
trified. I guess I was a little crazy. I 
caught myself yelling at times.

Finally, I couldn’t push on the rud
der pedals any more. My one leg was 
absolutely numbed. I weaved in the 
seat. Then I heard Davey sobbing.

T H E sound went through me 
worse than the thunderclaps. I 
turned and just could see him. He 

sat there, rigid, fists clenched, staring 
straight ahead with eyes wide. His 
teeth gritted on the sounds.

I said, “  Are you scared, Davey?” 
He turned and didn’t  seem to know 

that tears glistened on his long lashes 
like jewels. He actually smiled.

44 W ho” — he caught his breath 
“ — me, afraid? With you, Whit? Not 
me.”

Hours later, it seemed, the clouds 
parted for a second. And I saw we 
were over the Coast Range. But I 
didn’t know where. W e’d been head
ing a flat due west, but with these 
wind currents there was no knowing 
where we’d bring up. But I saw flat 
land and houses now there, less than a 
thousand feet below, and tried to haul 
back on the stick. A  fury o f wind 
swung us broadside and the wing 
strained to the impact. I looked at 
Kay. She sat there, and then for the 
first time I saw why I had been able to 
handle the stick and the rudder pedals. 
She was flying that ship, too, easing 
the strain on me.

“  Where are we ?”  I asked.
“  I guess around San Bernardino,”  

she said. Her voice was steady.
The weakness got me again. An

other sweep o f wind struck the Red

Bird and the ground beneath spun. I 
fell forward with my head against the 
instrument board.

“ Set her down,”  I said; “  no use 
getting you and the kid killed.”

I don’t remember anything after 
that, not anything, I mean, that hap
pened. There were dreams that 
seemed reality. Fantastical nightmares 
in which I beat up Ben Drew and 
shouted into a radio mike that he had 
turned back and not me. That he had 
knocked me cold with a Stillson 
wrench. Dreams in which Red Mer
cer chased me and I was desperately 
trying to save Davey, who swam 
through the air and never quite let me 
catch up.

There was a dream about Kay, too, 
and I told her she couldn’t marry 
Drew. She ought to marry Brick. Any
way he was a man and he'd quit drink
ing if she’d marry him. She told me 
to be quiet.

Out o f all this came a sudden calm 
that ended by Kay appearing in a sun
lit room. “  Go away,”  I said, “  you 
shouldn’t stay around torturing me all 
the time.”

She stayed there and 1 reached out 
a hand, left hand, and poked at her. 
“  You’re just a dream,”  I said.

“  Well, if you push me off this bed,” 
she said, “  I’ll be only a memory. This 
is a hospital bed and it has some alti
tude from the floor.”

Then I knew this wasn’t a dream and 
I got a glass o f  water from her and 
drank it.

“  W ho won ?”  I asked.
“  W ho do you suppose ?”
I frowned. “  Drew. Well, I’ll fix 

his clock. That— ”
“  But he didn’t win. He never got 

past Mecca. We won hands down— 
well, look” — she held out a newspaper 
and I read. “  Air Flivver Conquers
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Cyclonic Storm to Win Transconti
nental Derby/' There was a lot more 
about my being the hero who held the 
stick, but not a word about Kay.

“  You brought the ship through/' I 
said. “  I couldn't have pushed a pound 
on a rudder pedal."

“  And look." She ignored my com
ment. There was a telegram from 
Aylesworth, chief o f the All-American 
Lines, saying I could have the crack 
run from New York to Miami on the 
New Douglas two-motored job at six 
hundred a month.

I handed them back. “  What do you 
get out o f  it ?" I asked.

“  Publicity," she said, “ w h i c h  
means a chance to risk my hide again 
sometime somewhere. Oh, by the way," 
she jumped up, “  Davey wants to see 
you. He's been here every day for the 
past three days."

T HE kid came in wearing an Eton 
suit, short socks and a broad 
smile. He kissed my cheek. “  I 

told my daddy/' he said, “  you were 
the bravest man in the world."

“  What did he say?" I asked.
“  He said you were a darned fool 

and idiot. He was nearly crazy, be
cause he thought I'd get killed and not 
be in pictures any more."

“  Your daddy speaks wise words," 
I told him.

“  He's not wise," cried Davey indig
nantly. “  Kay told me you were the 
wisest and the best— "

“  Here, young man," said Kay.
“  But you did, when you kissed him 

yesterday," cried Davey.
Kay was as red as a beet. I said to 

her, “  Well, is Brick Hallet— "
“ Brick is just a rich playboy. I 

don't love him, if that's what you 
mean."

“  That's what I mean," I said. 
“  Well, if you don't love him, why did 
you kiss him?"

“  Because he's just a big teddy bear 
— he’s just— well, Brick is Brick."

“ And why did you kiss me?" I 
asked.

“  Don't be so impertinent."
“  That's the answer. Unless you're 

promiscuous with kisses you must love 
that old air pilot, Whit Haines."

“  She sure does," said Davey con
temptuously. “  She told me she did."

“ Will you keep quiet?" cried Kay. 
“  You— I promised— "

“  You're promising me now," I said, 
“  so let little Davey play Cupid and 
have a good time." I kissed her.

There is only one thing more to re
cord. A month later, after I'd read 
about Red Mercer being apprehended 
and held in El Paso, I came on Ben 
Drew out at the Burbank airport.

As usual he was talking with a 
couple o f reporters. I never did find 
out what he was telling them. He gave 
a start when he saw me. Then he 
smiled, and said, “  Well, Whit, you 
came through. I want to— "

“  Save it for the newsreels," I said. 
“  What I want you to tell these two 
gentlemen, o f the press is that it was 
you who got yellow off Newfoundland 
and turned back after socking me on 
the head."

He started to blither and protest; 
said I was crazy, mad, insane, stupid 
and a liar. I looked at him. “  Red 
Mercer is in the coop at El Paso. Tve 
got a little note he— well, shall I show 
these boys this note?"

Ben Drew actually reeled. I said, 
“  Speak your piece."

Did he tell them ? Sure, he did. He 
was a rat at heart. He always was yel
low and a lousy pilot.

THE END
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ON a sandy hill near Mountain Lake, Florida— the highest point (324 feet) above 
sea level in the state— stands a majestically beautiful tower which many people 
call “ The Taj Mahal o f America.”  A gift to the American people from Edward 

W. Bok, “  The Singing Tower ”  was dedicated on February i ,  1929.
Construction on this magnificent campanile, which had for its inspiration the tower 

at Malines, Belgium, was begun in January, 1927. The granite base, 51 feet in width, 
is constructed upon a web o f concrete piles sunk 24 feet below the surface o f the ground. 
Above this, to a height of 205 feet, soars the beautiful tower o f pink Georgia marble 
and tan ocquina stone from Florida, changing its form by graceful lines at the height 
o f 150 feet until it becomes octagonal. Its eight windows, each 35 feet high, are of 
Gothic lace pattern worked in faience, and above them the crown is elaborately sculptured.
The main portal to the tower is o f hand-wrought golden bronze.

The carillon atop the tower fills the air with a golden melody that blends with the 
notes o f birds echoing across one o f the loveliest parks in all the world. “  The Singing 
Tower ”  gets its name from the fact that it holds within its sanctuary one o f the largest 
carillons in the world— 61 bells.

n---------------------------------------- ----r

SINGING,
TO W ER

The Taj Mahal 
o f  Am erica"



Bowie Knife
By H . BEDFORD-JONES

Hemmed in on all sides— tricked and betrayed at every 
turn— Hugh Kenly faces the cruel problem 

of his menaced future

Don R odrigo 's  pistol belched sm oke

L E A D IN G  U P  T O  T H IS  IN S T A L L M E N T

HUGH K E N L Y , former Mississippi 
River pilot (bearing a distinguishing 
scar on the bridge of his nose), be

comes embroiled with a party of ruffians 
at the Hotel Beausejour in New Orleans. 
In 1835, this hotel was one of the rough
est, toughest joints in town. The ruffians 
had been assaulting Senorita Conchita, 
who is seeking a map of the San Saba 
mines, which were once in the possession 
of Jim Bowie. During the fight— in which 
Hugh kills a man— he also saves the life 
of the pock-faced Pablo, who warns him 
of the senorita’s uncertain character.

The senorita takes Hugh to the house 
of Captain Don Rodrigo. There he learns 
that the man he killed in the brawl was 
Jim Bowie, famous bad hombre of Mexico 
and the frontier. Because he has killed 
the well-known Bowie, Hugh cannot go to 
Texas as he had planned— to help in the 
establishment of Texan independence. 
And circumstances practically force him to 
ally himself with the Mexicans, who 
offer him an officership in the army and 
other honors.

They are glad to welcome him, not only 
for his resourcefulness, but for his killing

T h is s to ry  beg an  in  the A rg o s y  fo r  O ctober  5 
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of the Bowie, who has been a traitor to 
Mexico’s interests. So, with a small num
ber of recruits gathered in by the Mexi
cans, Hugh sets off on a ship with Captain 
Rodrigo and the senorita.

CH APTER IV.

D A R K  A T T A C K .

TH E squalid fishing-village o f  San 
Bias sprawled in a glamor shame
lessly borrowed from the morn

ing sunlight. This white blaze o f 
radiance softened the sandy shores and 
sparkling blue o f the long, land-locked 
Matagorda Bay o f  southern Texas. 
Palmettos broke the level lines o f shore 
and sky.

The schooner, skimming down the 
broadening Mississippi, without event 
had gone swinging on long reaches 
across the white-tossing Gulf. During 
the traverse Kenly had seen little o f 
the dona, who had kept to her cabin; 
had seen no more than the little o f the 
senor capitdn, who shared the cabin 
with her; had exchanged few words 
with Devore and two companions o f  
like stamp. To put it bluntly, he had 
been seasick. Still, he fared well 
enough, with sleeping quarters to him
self. His meals, such as they were, the 
solicitous Pablo fetched him.

Obviously, the cabin was to be re
garded as inviolate. His first surprise 
and even shock at the situation passed 
into a shrug; then he laughed at him
self, at the whole thing.

It was only in this last hour, when 
the palmettos and pines o f  the low 
shores were growing larger in the 
view, that Pablo bore him the invita
tion : “  Dona Maria and the capitdn 
would be pleased to have the senor 
join them.”

So Kenly left the midships rail and 
went aft to the stern. A  homeless man,

he had been feeling a bit lonely; the 
slanted glance and the flitter o f a 
smile from the girl heartened him like 
a lighted window for a wayfarer. 
Whatever her actions might imply, he 
was content to read her with his eyes 
and accept what good they saw.

Don Rodrigo turned to him with 
words o f courtesy.
r “  Welcome to Mexico, senor. Our 
apologies for what might seem ne
glect ; but Dona Maria is a poor sailor, 
and I am worse. Ah, what a sickness 
it is, this o f  the accursed sea! We 
haven't stirred from the cabin the 
whole time. Thank heaven, we'll soon 
be where our legs are o f  use. We land 
yonder; it is only a few days to San 
Antonio de Be jar— or, in the common 
parlance, Bejar.”

T o an American ear the word 
sounded exactly like “  bear,”  the soft 
guttural being almost unheard ; had it 
not been for his conversation with 
Crockett, indeed, Kenly might have 
thought the name o f  the town to be 
“  Bear.”  In the Spanish, an accent 
makes all the difference.

“  Surely Don Hugo will forgive us,”  
lisped Dona Maria, with an arch look 
o f mock sadness. “  Has not he him
self, perhaps, been ill also?”

u Viva Dios!”  cackled old Matilde. 
“  I smell the blessed land; indeed, I 
vowed a candle or so— but what 
matter? It is well known that when 
danger is past, God is always for
gotten.”

There was pleasant talk, and Kenly 
warmed toward the girl he had been 
cursing for a slut and a decoy. Sea
sickness? It might well be true, and 
the thought banished the rankling sus
picion, or rather lessened it.

The schooner slid through the 
narrow channel o f the long sand-reef 
that framed the bay, and anchored oft
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the village. By swaying ladder and 
fishermen's ready boats, transfer from 
ship to shore was accomplished. " Viva 
Dios!”  again, from many a throat, and 
Kenly grunted with relief at the feel 
o f the dry sand. A  riverman was not 
a seaman by a good deal.

The worthy Don Rodrigo was a man 
o f  foresight; a man, evidently, o f far 
influence. Mules and horses were in 
readiness here, as though stationed to 
await his coming. Dona Maria 
mounted side-saddle. Matilde, with 
vows renewed for journey's end, was 
packed into a pannier balanced by 
baggage. Now they were a party o f 
eight who set forth. Don Rodrigo, 
Kenly, Pablo armed with a flintlock 
musket, bell-mouthed on the blunder
buss order, the two women, Devore 
and his two companions.

Don Rodrigo brooked no delay.
“  This is no good place for us,”  he 

said truly. “  W e shall reach Goliad 
tonight. It is garrisoned; we shall rest 
in comfort. Be jar is then within three 
days, for any .like us who travel light 
and fast.”

He spurred forth. Dona Maria fell 
back to rein in beside Kenly. Matilde 
and the others trailed along, with 
Pablo and his bell-mouth closing the 
rear. Don Rodrigo twisted his mus
tache and pointed.

4t You see, the road is well made for 
u s !”

A  broad trail, evidently trampled 
down very recently, led straight to the 
northwest. The liquid eyes o f  Dona 
Maria sparkled as they followed it 
across the low, hillocky prairie, and a 
gay laugh broke from her lips.

“  Reinforcements for Be jar came 
this way— viva! Once in Be jar we 
shall be safe. And tonight we shall 
reach the old presidio o f  La Bahia; 
Goliad, they call it nowadays. The

second fortress in Texas, my Hugo! 
Bejar is the first. Well, we shall find 
Colonel Sandoval at Goliad. He is a 
true Caballero, a conquistador— ” 

Perchance finding Kenly's eye a 
trifle inattentive to her chatter, she 
came stirrup to stirrup with him, so 
that her foot touched against his leg 
and struck him out o f his reverie. Her 
smile was witching.

r “  Ah, my friend, you are not angry 
with Conchita ? How I longed for one 
word from you, for a touch o f  youi 
hand, during those days o f savage 
sickness! But with so many other men 
about, it was impossible. The saints 
forbid! There would have been talk. 
Yet I was so miserable, my C a b a l
lero— ”

No, Kenly was not angry, and he 
found words to say as much, though at 
the back o f  his head he found himself 
laughing at the effrontery o f  her ex
cuses. What he said, he scarcely 
knew. That confounded golden haze 
limited his horizons. Conchita indeed! 
The very nickname might have told 
him enough, yet he rode on, foolish 
with the present moment, compassed 
about by a girl with a sly alluring 
smile, a purling voice.

TH U S a mile or two, no more, o f 
the march. Then the girl's face 
changed, hardened, as her gaze 

swept out. A  word broke from Don 
Rodrigo in front; she echoed it under 
her breath. The men behind echoed it. 

"  Tejan os! Te janos !”
A squad o f half a dozen riders were 

cantering in upon the trail ahead. 
They dipped below a rise, surmounted 
it, and then spread out into a ragged 
front as they drew challenging rein 
across the trail. Their leader came to 
meet the party, one hand lifted in sig
nal o f  parley and peace.
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“  Buenos dias to you, gentlemen and 
ladies!”  He was o f erect, shapely 
figure, a man o f  perhaps twenty-five, 
o f sharp face, hazel eyes, reddish 
stubble showing brightly against a skin 
that did not tan. He had an unsmiling 
mouth, and revealed light sandy hair 
when he swept off his wide wool hat. 
Closely fitting gray shirt, belted 
trousers tucked into high boots, 
sheathed knife and holstered pistol. 
His address had been in form, but 
careless, cool, somewhat cavalier. His 
thoughtful eyes ran over the party and 
settled upon Don Rodrigo, who made 
him answer.

“  The same to you, senor. And what 
is your pleasure?”

“  A  word with you. My name is 
Travis. William Barrett Travis.”

“  And well known,”  said Don Rod
rigo, a trifle grimly. “  But not favor
ably known to Mexico, senor. I be
lieve that your arrest has been ordered 
as a rebel.”

The Texans grinned at this response, 
whose frankness pleased them. Travis 
shrugged. His hazel eyes glinted with 
a certain mirthless satisfaction. He 
was not a man o f gay humor; his man
ner held an earnestness, a disturbing 
intentness.

“  Possibly. I am one o f those 
damned Texans who are bent upon 
getting Texas her rights as a state. 
You're heading for Bejar?”

“ I f so, why not?”  demanded Don 
Rodrigo coolly.

“  No objections,”  Travis said, again 
carelessly. “ But don't figure on a 
long stay. W e let General Cos and 
his column pass through. You might 
tell him in the name o f Texas that we’ll 
call on him later. I see you have 
Americans with you.”  He glanced at 
Kenly and the others, and broke into 
English: “ Are you men for Bejar

going along with this Mexican outfit ?”  
Devore had ridden up.
“  What’s it to you if we are?”  he 

demanded aggressively. “  This is 
Mexico, ain't it? A  free trail and 
good company if it suits us.”

“ Yes? Just take care you're not 
found on the wrong side when the time 
comes,”  and Travis regarded him 
coldly, appraisingly. “  If you men are 
Americans, there's only one place for 
you; that’s with Texas. Hell, would 
you go for Mexico when a free Texas 
is in the running?”

“  Every man for himself is my 
motto,”  Devore growled. “  Where I'm 
going or what I'm thinking to do is my 
own business, mister.”

“  I reckon you're the kind that has 
no choice in some matters,”  said 
Travis, and his cold stare looked De
vore down. He turned his attention to 
Kenly. “  You’re a different stamp, I 
see. I can't object to your trail partner, 
sir; she’s any man's reason for riding 
to paradise or the devil, but— but— ” 

He started slightly, and his voice 
died. His eyes suddenly focused upon 
Kenly's person; Kenly was as suddenly 
aware that his coat had swung open in 
the breeze. It was the knife, whose 
haft protruded from a crude leather 
sheath hastily stitched together aboard 
the schooner, and now looped to his 
belt.

“  I'd admire to know, sir,”  and 
Travis lapsed into the easy drawl o f his 
native Carolina, “  how you traded Jim 
Bowie out o f  his knife.”

A cold hand clutched at Kenly's 
heart. Then he managed to iron out 
the stammer o f  his tongue, and forced 
a thin smile.

“ This knife? It was presented to 
me, sir. You may be mistaken in it.”  

“  Not I ; that handle I'd know 
among a thousand,” said Travis coldly.
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“  Special made, handle and blade, and 
I don’t reckon Jim Bowie was likely to 
give his choice knife away, without 
you’re a special friend o f his. Your 
secret, maybe his, since you're not in
clined to talk. When I see him again, 
I ’ll ask him who out-traded him, and 
tell him where I saw that knife o f  his. 
I ’m not likely to forget your face. 
Your servant, madame. Adios, all.”

T R A V IS reined his horse aside, 
and the Texans separated to let 
the travelers pass. Kenly caught 

a half mocking word from one o f  
them: “  Hope you sleep well in Goliad, 
you hombres I”  but he thought little o f  
this until later.

He did think considerably upon 
William Barrett Travis, and inwardly 
cursed the whole episode o f  the knife. 
Jim Bowie seem to be tailing him clear 
into M exico; that was to be expected 
o f  such a man, alive or dead. This 
meeting, the clean-cut ominous words 
o f Travis, the business o f the knife, 
all left Kenly moody and dark, so that 
even the gay chatter o f  the lovely 
Doha Maria failed to inspirit him.

The sun crossed the zenith, and there 
was brief halt for rest and luncheon. 
The sun dropped steadily into the west, 
and they quickened their pace. With 
twilight they were riding a trail o f 
beaten gold, but Don Rodrigo was 
cursing their slowness, for this was the 
rainy season, and with night all these 
lowlands would be hazy with fog.

No fog  tonight, however. The moon 
in its first quarter succeeded to the 
twilight, and the moon itself was drop
ping from sight when, at this, the end 
o f  the long march, the feeble lights o f 
the old presidio o f  La Bahia, now the 
military post and town o f  Goliad, 
twinkled through the darkness.

This place, founded in 1722, like

many others in Texas bore more than 
one name, due to the ancient custom oi 
secular authority being separate from 
the mission establishment. Bejar itself 
had been San Antonio de Valero, San 
Fernando de Bejar, and other such 
names.

Challenge o f  sentries, gates acreak 
in the fading moonlight, a glimpse o f 
walls and uniforms as lanterns bobbed; 
tjiis was all Kenly saw o f old Goliad 
on the San Antonio river. Unaccus
tomed to riding, he was stiff and sore 
and weary. Don Rodrigo and the two 
women disappeared into headquarters. 
Kenly and the rest were served with 
food and given lodging in an adobe 
attached to the presidio buildings.

“  Hope you sleep well in Goliad, you 
hombres!”  The jibing, sinister words 
came back into Kenly's mind as he 
sank away, engulfed by the snores and 
gurgles o f  his companions. Then all 
was forgotten.

Suddenly he wakened, with upward 
lunge like that o f a diver blindly burst
ing into the air again. He found him
self on his feet, ears ringing, senses 
wide awake. A  gunshot had burst close 
by. Now came another, with a wild tu
mult o f  yells, hails and replies, shouted 
orders, the scuff-scuff o f  running feet, 
and more shouts.

Devore and his fellows were up.
“  An attack!”  yelled Devore. 

“  W e're trapped here— make a slope 
for it!”

Running feet paused at their door, 
and it was banged open as a man en
tered. The wild clamor outside was re
doubled; then, with inward rush o f 
fresh night air, came the quick an
nouncement o f  Pablo.

“  With me, senores! The Texans 
are taking the town— come swiftly!”

They stumbled out, jostling each 
other. Kenly caught Pablo’s arm.
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“  The women ?”
u Safe, senor;  they will come. 

Horses are waiting.”
Everything was dark, strange, con

fusing. The tumult o f fighting in
creased; gunfire, yells and shouts, the 
reiterant splintering o f planks under 
axes. But ahead, where quiet still 
ruled the night, horses and mules were 
being saddled. The voice o f  Don Rod
rigo leaped forth.

“  Valgame! No time to lose; all 
here? Get aboard and off, then. The 
place is taken. T o  me, Pablo 1 In the
lead.”

There was mounting and riding, the 
gasping plaints o f  old Matilde stabbing 
the darkness. Don Rodrigo was keep
ing his whole party intact, Kenly ob
served, and the devil take anyone else!

Out o f the hapless town now. A 
cannon exploded somewhere behind, 
then another. The fight died away 
upon the night, and Kenly was aware 
o f Dona Maria once more at his side, 
her silvery laugh ringing out. Now, 
when he could not see her glamorous 
eyes and face, he began to be a little 
afraid o f this lovely creature. As 
though something intangible reached 
forth and touched him, waking a queer 
revulsion in his heart, making him re
coil from what he knew not. Then he 
laughed the feeling away.

“  So, Hugo, mio— what a night!”  
said she, gaily enough. “  They are the 
rebels; but our good Rodrigo was 
ready. He had prepared everything. 
And Colonel Sandoval had been 
warned o f an attack.”

“  W ho is it? That man Travis?”
“  God knows. Are names exchanged 

in a night assault?” She laughed 
again. “  And what lies ahead o f us 
is hard to say. The settlements are 
safe, but the wide chaparral holds 
Tejanos, raiding Comanches, outlaws,

plunderers. To ride this road without 
a cavalry escort is sheer madness— no 
time for escort now, though. A  wild 
place, this state o f  Texas for which 
you are come to fight!”

KEN LY said nothing. He was 
getting no great joy o f his com- 

r pany; but the thought o f that 
knife under his belt, o f the dead face 
o f Jim Bowie, held him fast bound.

Presently Don Rodrigo slackened 
the pace from flight to common sense, 
and they rode on under the paling 
stars. Here was no beaten trail o f re
inforcements marching for Bejar, but 
a rough prairie route taken at venture. 
It would not be long now to morning.

With graying sky, they halted. 
Somewhere behind them rose a mad 
drumming o f  hoofbeats; Pablo 
shouted, and a voice made response. A 
rider came up with them, a private 
soldier sticking somehow in the saddle 
o f a dragoon horse, white with foam, 
staggering with exhaustion.

“  What killing, what blood!”  he 
babbled in hysteric panic. “  The town 
is taken, the fortress taken. Those 
Tejanos are not men but devils! The 
garrison scattered, captured, dead! All 
the towns on the gulf coast, Anahuac 
and the rest, are being taken.”

The party halted here. Kenly ap
proached Dona Maria. With brief, 
delicious surrender o f  her soft form, 
she yielded to his arms for a moment 
as she slid to the ground. The groans 
o f old Matilde brought laughter. They 
all made bivouac; Pablo struck firer to 
warm hands and feet, and in the chill 
dawn they huddled about the blaze.

Coyotes sang mournful.paean to the 
departing stars. The sun flashed 
through the reddened sky at last. A 
stream was close by. There was break
fast, o f  a sort, before they mounted
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and rode on. All about was untrodden 
prairie. The course lay northwest, and 
San Antonio de Be jar could not be 
missed. Assuredly a wide, far land, 
this state o f  Texas, to lie under which
ever hand was stronger, white or 
brown.

The morning passed, and again it 
was the noon rest. No other fugitives 
joined them. Again the onward stinf 
into afternoon. Ever the endless 
horizon, trees and grassy slopes, un
broken by human touch. Well watered 
was this country. Suddenly Kenly was 
startled out o f  his moody reflections. 
A  wild, explosive cry burst from Dona 
Maria.

"  Santo Dios— look ! L ook !”
All heads turned. Clustered moving 

dots were sweeping in along the trail; 
a company o f riders. Pursuit? And 
for what? Kenly felt the knife stir 
against his thigh as though nudging 
him: Here comes vengeance for the 
dead! But Pablo's were the keenest 
eyes o f  all. A  -sharp bleat escaped him.

“ Los Indios! They are los Indios, 
capitan! Now we are all dead people.”

“  That is so, amigo ”  Don Rodrigo 
was prompt, soldierly, cool. “  W e are 
not dead yet, however. Gain that knoll 
ahead. You, Pablo, to the rear with 
your musket; you,”  to the fugitive 
private, “  join him. The rest, keep 
with me.”  He lifted his mount, with 
an oath. “  Make for that knoll above 
the stream. There are more o f  the 
devils. This land is accursed!”

Another party had appeared, off to 
the right. Now the horses spurted 
right willingly, but the knoll was 
cruelly distant.

Kenly*s eye was caught by the girl. 
Her golden hair had loosened in the 
breeze, in the shock o f gallop; her 
color was high, her eyes were bright, 
she rode fearless, a devil o f laughter

touching her lips. Above the dull 
pounding o f  hooves and the gusty 
panting o f  the animals, rose the lamen
tations o f  old Matilde.

With gleeful yelps, with heels ham
mering, quirts at work, lances tossing, 
the Indians upon the flank bore in 
rapidly. Los Comanchos! The dread 
word was tossed from mouth to 
mouth. The Comanches! So close 
were the Indians that the paint was 
plain upon their grinning visages and 
swart bodies. Kenly saw the flash o f  
a knife in the girl’s hand, saw her lips 
curl in a snarl that hardened her face 
until he scarce knew it.

"  They’ve got us. Make the best o f 
it!”

Don Rodrigo’s voice rose coolly. 
He rode with rein free, a pistol in 
either hand. The angle o f  chase and 
pursuit "narrowed rapidly; in the rear, 
the clamor o f  the first group o f  Indians 
sounded louder. In all the wide prairie, 
the horizon came down to this; quarry 
and pack, curses and vows, yells and 
supplications amid the thundering 
hoof beats, and the knoll that rose from 
the stream.

The angle closed. The Comanches 
split; one squad hammered to the fore, 
to cut off pursuit, the other squad raced 
parallel with the whites. At short 
range, Don Rodrigo’s right-hand pistol 
belched smoke. The horse o f  the lead
ing Indian lurched and went down, 
kicking, the rider pinioned beneath it. 
The other Comanches swerved aside. 
Arrows glittered and hissed in air.

y\N oath burst from Don Rodrigo; a 
l  \  shaft jutted out from his shoul

der; Dona Maria uttered a fran
tic cry; her horse had stumbled, was 
down. Kenly reined about; ah she was 
still seated, her horse was struggling 
up ! Then came shock o f collision as red
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and white came together. Kenly bared 
his knife and hurled himself headlong 
into' the wild melee o f  tossing manes 
and striking arms.

Sharp it was and swift. Devore and 
his two fellows were lashing out with 
fists and feet, old Matilde was clawing, 
Pablo was unhorsed but fighting with 
clubbed musket. At the bridle o f Dona 
Maria was an Indian, another reaching 
brown arm for her, as her little knife 
flashed vainly. The fugitive private 
had fled the Goliad strife in vain, for a 
lance went through his throat and he 
died with blood bubbling on his lips.

Kenly’s knife freed the girl’s horse 
from its captor, sheared through side 
and heart; the death-yell stabbed out, 
and in stabbed a lance-point, slitting 
Kenly’s shirt and searing under his 
arm. Then he was at grips with the 
Indian who had clutched the girl, and 
who clutched him now in desperation, 
seizing his knife-wrist, glaring into his 
face. Then the wild eyes grew wider, 
fastened upon the knife that trembled 
between them. A  shrill, high yell broke 
from the Indian. He loosened his grip, 
flung himself away, sent his horse 
about, rearing. To his yells, the others 
drew off. The girl’s horse sprang for
ward anew. As by a miracle the 
struggle was over and they were in 
flight again.

Thus they made sanctuary and 
gained the knoll with its trees. Back 
upon the prairie the groups o f Co- 
manches had come together and were 
milling amid a rise o f voices. Here 
upon the bushy rise, the wounded Don 
Rodrigo painfully swung from the 
saddle.

“  Here we stay; off, everybody! Our 
one chance is to hold them from here. 
So our fugitive is done for, eh? Any
one else hurt?”

“  You, Rodrigo,”  cried out the girl.

"  That arrow— Dios mio! And Don 
Hugo has a lance thrust. Look at the 
blood on his shirt!”

“  The arrow announces itself, fair 
cousin,”  said Don Rodrigo grimly. 
“  Here with a knife, somebody! No 
time to lose.”

“  That’s work for me, little general.”  
Matilde wheezed forward. “  I ’ve done 
the same many a time ere this. Yes, 
indeed! Ah, what doings! I f  flesh and 
blood can stand a ride like this, I'll live 
to a hundred. Come, come, let’s see 
your skin! It’s no time for modesty, 
capitan. Besides, I’m an old woman.”  

Kenly stared as he listened. No 
shrieks, no hysterics— why, there was 
iron in these Mexican women, and no 
mistake! The don bared his shoulder 
and arm. Matilde eyed the hurt, wiped 
at the blood, fingered the shaft.

"  Chutl I can feel the point. All we 
need is a sharp knife. Your cuchillo 
grande, Mister American! It’s cut 
more than cheese already, I can see.”  

Kenly handed over the knife, still 
dripping red. The arrow had lodged 
in Don Rodrigo’s shoulder; deflected 
by the bone, it had penetrated almost 
through the upper arm. Matilde 
slashed, and the steel grated on the 
arrow-head. She slashed at the 
feathered end, while Don Rodrigo 
cursed heartily, until the shaft was 
severed. Then she shoved the point, 
and what remained o f the shaft, 
through the wound.

“  Devil take you !”  grunted Don 
Rodrigo, his eyes sweeping toward the 
Indians.

“  May the devil be deaf,”  and 
Matilde grinned. “  The devil gave it ; 
you might not be so good a bargain 
next time. I’ll dress the wound with 
cold water in a minute. Here, cabal- 
lero!”  and she turned to Kenly. “  Let's 
see your touch o f  the cold steel!”
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“  It's nothing/1 and Kenly smiled. 
“  The bleeding’s stopped already, the 
skin’s no more than broken. Leave it 
alone. What’s the program, Don 
Rodrigo ?”

“  Wait, camp, rest, be comfortable,”  
said the other promptly, but grimly 
enough. “  They’ ll hesitate to attack 
this knoll; if we were on the prairie, 
they’d ride us down in a moment. A 
fire may gain us help. W e’re not far 
from the Be jar road. W e can spend 
the night here, for they’ll not attack 
at night. Pablo!”

“  Yes, my captain.”
“  Water the horses; Don Hugo will 

take the musket, to cover you. Bring 
the canteens full from the creek. The 
Indians are talking* we must get water 
while we have the chance. One o f 
them, one o f us, dead; life for life.”

“  Your knife, senor”  and Matilde 
handed the steel to Kenly, who wiped 
it on his thigh and sheathed it. Then 
he joined Pablo, collecting the horses, 
taking them down to the creek. Devore 
and his two companions, little hurt, 
sulked at one side.

“  That old woman has a devil in 
her,”  Pablo said admiringly. “  H ow
ever, senor, I am sure we shall all get 
safe to Bejar.”

“  How so?”  demanded Kenly, keep
ing an eye on the Indians.

“  I have two there who are praying 
for me,”  Pablo responded. “  They are 
my mother and Josefa, my half-sister. 
They are both good women.”

C H APTE R V.

m a t t  d Ev o r e ’ s  p r o p o s i t i o n .

TH E Comanches clustered in talk, 
unheeding the horses at the 
stream. Then one o f  them came 

forward afoot, unarmed, arm extended

in the peace sign. He was a waddling, 
burly figure; and Kenly recognized his 
late antagonist. The Indian halted 
mid-way, fearlessly enough. Don 
Rodrigo rose to his feet, but Pablo 
intervened.

“ Let the captain not show his 
wound. I will go down, if I have a 
knife— ”

Kenly handed over the blade. Pablo 
stowed it away, then descended to talk 
with the Indian. For some little time 
he and the Comanche spoke together; 
then Pablo came back up the knoll. 
With a shrug he returned the knife to 
Kenly.

“  He is a chief, but only a little one,” 
he reported. “  And he respected the 
knife much, and admires it. So we go 
on. He says that if we give him Doha 
Maria we may go on in peace. The 
young woman with shining hair— ”

The girl cried out indignantly. Don 
Rodrigo smiled and shrugged.

“  Bah! You told him no?”
“  Not necessary,”  said Pablo. “  He 

says they will wait. By morning, his 
capitan grande, his head chief, will be 
here; they await him. It was through 
fear that the lady might be harmed, 
that they drew back. W e’ll have to 
surrender the lady in the morning, for 
the head chief is El Lobo Rojo and— ”

Old Matilde came to her feet with a 
wild squeal.

“  What’s that? Red W olf, you say? 
Praise God a thousand times! Yes, we 
shall wait, we shall see; now all is 
w ell!”

“  What the devil!”  exclaimed Don 
Rodrigo, staring at her. “  Are you 
mad ?”

The old crone cackled excitedly. 
”  Rest easy, little general! Remember, 
I gave this American a knife o f value, 
and to you I gave the San Saba 
treasure map; and I may yet give us
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all our lives ! When one door closes, 
another opens. We shall see in the 
morning, so have patience. One can
not hasten the dawn by rising early, so 
permit me to sit with what I know.”

“  You talk like a fool,”  snapped Don 
Rodrigo angrily.

“  To the blind, all cats are black, 
little general," and Matilde crouched 
down, chuckling to herself and hug
ging her knees, while she mumbled like 
a witch.

The Comanches kept the truce, and 
the day drew to a close. The sun 
couched under a canopy o f twink, the 
twilight lessened, the stars flocked into 
the wake o f  the westering moon. The 
last o f  their food was shared, and 
Kenly, awaiting his time to go on 
watch, stretched out under one o f  the 
pine trees and fell asleep. His mood 
was miserable.

He was under no illusion in regard 
to his companions. Step by step, he 
had gone down the scale since that 
steamboat explosion. With each step, 
he had played in worse luck; and he 
was assured that his evil destiny was 
yet far from played out.

Suddenly he wakened and clutched 
at his knife. A stealthy rustle amid the 
brush —  the thought o f  Comanches 
rushed upon him. Then a low voice 
growled.

“  It's me, Matt Devore. Awake, 
huh?"

Kenly sat up. “  What d'you want ?"
“  Confab." The other squatted be

side him. “  None o f us boys like this 
mess. With them Texans nabbing 
Goliad and damn near nabbing us, and 
these Injuns to boot, the whole busi
ness is like that game where the jack 
takes the ace. We vote to play what 
hand we have and streak out, and Be- 
jar be blowed. What d’you say?"

“  I don’t get you," murmured Kenly.

“  Give the gal to the Injuns, take 
the guns, and leave them two Mexicans 
and the old hag to bargain themselves 
off. Four o f us ag’in one and a half. 
That pelado with the musket can be 
easy handled. Two pistols, a gun, 
your knife and a clear trail. The 
Injuns will be tickled pink to let us 
go.”
r “ W ell?" asked Kenly. “ After that, 
what ?"

“  Not Goliad, you bet; that’s closed 
to us, and worse than closed to you, 
after what that feller Travis said," and 
Devore chuckled softly. “  Not Bejar, 
and not back to New Orleans. I don't 
want no U. S. marshal grabbing me. 
Where, d’you say? Why, for them 
San Saba mines o f  Jim Bowie’s, you 
bet!"

“  The San Saba mines! What the 
devil do you know about ’em?"

“ \ 7  OU might’s well ask how I know
X  the Injuns want the gal. I’m no 

fool," and Devore laughed. 
“  You got Jim Bowie's knife, and I 
know how you got it. Prob'ly you got 
his map o f the silver mines at the same 
time. I heard cabin talk on that 
schooner. The old dame wasn’t 
hushed; you might’s well try to clap 
a stopper on a cannon. I know enough 
Spanish to tell a few things. Either 
you or the don has the map. It’s for 
us to take it and light out with the 
hosses for them mines. Then, by 
cripes, there’ll be gals a-plenty and we 
can make terms with Jim Bowie."

Kenly started. “  Bowie’s dead."
“  Yeah; we’ll make terms with him 

in hell. What d’you say to it?"
“  I say you’re a damned scoundrel," 

snapped Kenly. “  I’ve heard enough 
from you. Get to hell out o f  here and 
don’t try any tricks. I’ll be watching 
you."
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Devore caught his breath angrily, 
then growled an oath.

“  So that’s it, huh ? All right. And 
I ’ll be watchin’ you, mister. I know 
what you know, and maybe a bit more. 
I mean to have a go for them Almagres 
mines, and don’t you forget it, you 
cussed aristocrat!”

Devore went rustling away. Unable 
to sleep again, Kenly presently rose 
and sought out the others about the 
embers o f  the fire. The figure o f  Don 
Rodrigo half rose.

"  Que cosaf What’s the matter?”
“  It’ s Kenly. Just looking around a 

bit.”
“  Alerta! That’s good. I can’t sleep 

with this cursed shoulder. Did I hear 
talking?”

“  Your recruits are uneasy.”
Kenly sat down. Dona Maria, cov

ered with her cloak, was breathing 
regularly. Old Matilde, beside her, 
gurgled and sniffled, Don Rodrigo 
laughed softly.
» “  Uneasy? Naturally; but we are in
the hand o f God. W hy that old 
woman prates about El Lobo Rojo, I 
don’t know. You bear yourself well, 
senor. I shall remember,”  and his 
pistols clattered slightly as he drew his 
cloak further over himself.

“  I can take the watch, if  you like,”  
said Kenly.

“  Not necessary, senor. I ’m on the 
alert,”  came the voice o f Pablo.

By this, and by the readiness o f  Don 
Rodrigo, Kenly suspected that it was 
all over with Devore’s proposition. He 
left the sleepers and made his way to 
where Pablo was located, on the crest 
o f  the rise, musket close to hand.

“  How goes it ?”
“  Well enough, seiior. The Indians 

will not attack; we have only the others 
to worry about.”

“  Eh? What others?”

"  The three Americans. They talk 
among themselves too much; what is 
well said is quickly said, eh? But they 
are like guests and fish; always the 
time comes when they begin to stink. 
I sit here, God sends tomorrow, and 
we’ll be out o f this.”

“ Eh? You wouldn’t give the 
senorita to the Indians?” 

f “  Never fear; Matilde will attend to 
it. That old she-devil holds half o f 
hell in her past life. Listen— she 
sounds as though she had a frog in her 
nose! Go back to sleep, senor. You 
did not save my life for nothing; in 
Bejar you will always have a friend.”

Kenly dozed off, fitfully. The dawn 
brightened, and the Am p stirred. Old 
Matilde scuffled around. Dona Maria 
sat up, somewhat wan and pinched, to 
luxuriate like a cat in the first warm 
beams o f the sun. Kenly felt her ready 
smile and glance; she freely adjusted 
her hair, so that her lifted arms framed 
her in a glow o f beauty. Don Rodrigo 
cursed the stiffness o f his wound. De
vore and the other two sidled in, 
frowzy and lowering. The horses were 
watered.

The Comanches, down below, stirred 
and moved. A  single figure advanced 
on foot toward the base o f the knoll; 
not the figure o f the previous day, but 
another in every aspect. An Indian, 
equipped in form and presence to 
claim the eye. They stared at him.

Straight and lithe, skin shimmering 
like that o f  a new-cast snake, agleam 
with paint and barbaric ornaments, 
twin long braids transfixed at the scalp 
with a bobbing feather, naked but for 
moccasins and clout, he strode forward 
like a young god come for tribute, 
masterful and aware. There was a 
ruddiness to him, even to his hair— not 
black but warmly tinted, coppery, verg
ing upon red. High proud nose, aqui
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line visage, cruel eyes; all this was the 
more plain by reason o f being so ex
traordinary, fascinating the onlooker 
with its exotic touch.

“  By thunder, there's a swaggerin' 
copper-bottom for you !" grunted an 
American.

“ Dios! What an Indian!" ex
claimed Don Rodrigo in admiration. 
Doha Maria had risen, her eyes fixed 
and kindling, a strange, savage eager
ness in her face.

“ Viva! What a m an!" she mur
mured.

“  Viva Dios, indeed— it is he!" 
cried old Matilde, earnestly squinting. 
“  Now everything is very simple. I 
myself will talk with him."

“  You think a chief will talk with 
a woman?" scoffed Don Rodrigo, and 
laughed.

“  Or are you going to offer your 
charms to ransom us all?"

PE R H A PS," answered Matilde 
with some dignity. “  Did he not 
suck life from these breasts? Was 

not I, when a younger woman, five 
years among the Comanches? And a 
girl o f  parts might do worse," she 
added. “ Yes, he hung to me late; 
there was none other for him, and 
none for me, and I liked the feel o f 
him. His mother was an Apache in 
the chief's tent. She died in child
birth the same time I lost my baby. 
And now he is a great chief, and will 
remember me; I'll speak to him in his 
own tongue.

“ Dios! What a credit he is to my 
milk! I'll talk with him."

“  Go along, then," said Don Rodrigo 
in amazement. Dona Maria turned 
and spoke.

“  I'll go with you, Matilde!"
“  Stay here with the devil," snapped 

the old hag, and scurried out. Don

Rodrigo spoke sharply at the girl; she 
looked at him for a long moment as 
though she did not see him, then 
turned again to the scene below, her 
eyes dilated, eager. One would have 
thought her bewitched by the sight o f 
that young Indian. And he, as his 
cruel eyes searched those on the knoll, 
seemed to fasten his gaze upon her as 
She poised there, bright o f  hair, 
breathlessly intent.

He made a gesture with his hand, 
as though in greeting.

Then Matilde had come down to 
him, clucking at him in his own 
tongue. After a swift exchange o f 
words, remembering that his own war
riors were watching, he so far broke 
down his dignity as to lift her hand to 
his cheek. Gestures, words, rapid and 
energetic. Then, while he waited, 
Matilde turned and hurried back up 
the slope.

“  What is it ?" exclaimed the tense 
Don Rodrigo. “ What terms?"

“  Patience! I am not a gun," she 
panted as she came up. “  Everything 
is settled. Dona Maria stays. I told 
him she is my daughter. So— "

“  What ?" struck in the girl sharply, 
almost too sharply. “  He doesn't want 
me ?"

“  No, my pet. After all, it wouldn't 
be so bad. If I were younger— "  then 
she broke off, at the angry look o f Don 
Rodrigo. “  He wishes a present, that 
is all. He has heard o f a certain knife, 
and I promised it to him. Give it up, 
and he'll go away and we're free. I'm 
sure Don Hugo will give up the knife," 
she added half-maliciously. “  He wears 
it well, but the overload is the load that 
kills. Eh, senor?”

Kenly nodded. He was willing 
enough to be rid o f  Jim Bowie's knife. 
He plucked it out and extended it to 
Don Rodrigo; the silver inlay glinted
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in the sunlight like the cunning slftted 
eyes o f  a basking reptile.

“  It’s yours, captain/'
"  God forbid!" and Don Rodrigo 

laughed. "  It's something with short 
legs and a long tongue. Here, Pablo—  
toss it out to that brown hidalgo 
yonder!”

“  No, n o !" Old Matilde snatched at 
the knife. "  He's not a dog to be 
thrown a bone! I'Ll carry it to him."

Doha Maria stopped her abruptly, 
eyes blazing.

"  F oo l!" cried the girl angrily. 
"  F oo l! W e need that man as a friend 
— oh, what folly! I f  you had let me 
go down to him, if you hadn't told him 
that lie about my being your daughter 
— why, you've jeopardized everything! 
If he were a friend, and the mines 
lying in his country— "

With an angry snarl, Matilde 
scuttled past her and down the slope. 
Then the girl ran forward a few steps 
and halted clear o f brush, and threw 
out her arms. Her voice rang down 
the level sunlight, her cloak flew back, 
her bright hair flowed down her 
slender warm body.

She was a picture o f  allure, of 
beauty all aglow.

“ Capitan Grande 1 Come to me in 
Be jar, and come soon. It is a lie that 
I am her daughter. Come soon, in 
Bejar!"

The young chief lifted his hand. 
" I n  Bejar, Bejar!" he repeated ring- 
ingly‘Don Rodrigo burst out in horrified 
protest that she was risking all their 
lives, and the girl whirled around 
upon him angrily.

"A m  I taking orders from you?" 
she broke forth hotly. "  Have a care, 
or you’ll go a longer journey than 
you've just gone! W e need that chief 
in Bejar. W e can make use o f him. I

can get him there. I know my busi
ness— "

UNDER her storm o f  passion Don 
Rodrigo subsided. But Kenly, 
watching, was startled. Was the 

girl thinking o f luring this glorious 
wild young chief to San Antonio? So 
she said; but as to her intent— well, 
that was another matter. Kenly had 
fiot missed the play o f  emotions in her 
features. His ey^s were Opened in 
regard to her. He thought, a little 
sadly, a little grimly, that he might ever 
be made a fool o f by her; and yet he 
would be aware o f his own folly, at 
least.

He turned again to the scene below. 
Red W olf took the knife from 
Matilde, with scarcely a glance at it. 
From his wrist he wrenched a broad 
silver bracelet and his voice lifted, as 
his hand made the peace sign.

“  Plata del almagre, silver o f the red 
earth, for the senorita!”

The girl heard and turned. She 
raised her arm, returning the sign; the 
breeze fluttered her dress.

Her eyes widened and a laugh 
touched her lips.

Plata del almagre. In the long 
silence, Kenly heard a mutter o f talk 
between Pablo and Don Rodrigo. The 
Almagres Mines were so called by 
reason o f the red-ochre earth there
abouts, which likened that country to 
the Almagres district o f Old Mexico. 
The red earth. The words took a sin
ister turn in Kenly's brain. He found 
Devore sidling up to his side, insistent.

"H eard  that, cap’n? Ain’t too late 
yet. W e could treat with them 
Injuns. That gal ain’t unwilling; look 
at her! Not by a damn sight she 
ain't— "

" Go to hell," snapped Kenly in an 
undertone, and followed it with hot
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words that rivermen could pour forth. 
Devore grinned viciously.

“  I f  you won’t foiler your knife, you 
can foiler your nose. You got some
thing there you don’t get rid o f  so 
easy; marked, that’s what you are! 
All right. But you’ll talk turkey ’ fore 
you’re done.”

Devore rejoined his fellows. Red 
W olf had turned and was striding back 
to his warriors, who were mounting. 
The crone was hastening up the hill. 
She came grinning, cackling, giving 
the bracelet to the girl, who examined 
it and then slipped it upon her arm. 
The heavy metal gleamed like dull fire 
in the sunlight.

“  Almagre silver 1” . she said to Don 
Rodrigo. “ You heard? Now am I 
foolish, eh?”

“  T o  horse!”  said Don Rodrigo. The 
Comanches were riding away. “  Get 
the beasts, Pablo. Forward to Be ja r!”

Kenly went with Pablo to lend a 
hand saddling and bringing up the 
animals.

“  How far now?”  he asked, as they 
worked. Pablo snarled a little, baring 
his teeth.

“ One camp more, senor. Caramba! 
Matters have been like horns in a bag; 
but that knife made one good stroke 
for us. You may yet wish the lady 
had gone with the Indio, rather than 
the knife. Women, like men, are as 
God made them —  and sometimes 
worse. Believe nothing o f  what you 
may see in that direction. She may 
appear to hold her finger ready, but 
she takes the ring to the jeweler first.”

Later, when he brought up her 
horse and handed her to the saddle, she 
laughed gaily at him, brightly, inti
mately.

“ What a dark look, my Hugo! 
You are sorry to have lost your 
knife?”

“  Perhaps. You’re sorry not to have 
followed it?”

“  Oh, la, la !” She laughed heartily. 
“  One must see what one has. I am 
not for commen men, me— ”

Then they were off, striking on after 
a couple o f  hours into a traveled road. 
And Kenly kept to himself that day.

He bedded that night with a pistol 
'borrowed from Don Rodrigo, but 
nothing happened. And, in the fading 
twilight o f the next day, they came 
into the city o f the many names, past 
the missions o f  Capistrano and Con
ception, past the ditches and fields and 
the brown monks, and the half-breeds 
and the descendants o f  the Canary 
Islanders who had colonized this place.

Not much o f  a city, in many ways. 
Twenty years ago it had been desolate 
and abandoned, the victim o f  Mexican 
massacre and fury, and it had scarce 
recovered now. Yet, for Texas, it was 
a great place. Shabby scattered huts 
gave place to poplars and thicker 
growths, then grew a low jumble o f  
flat-roofed buildings sentineled by the 
noble tower o f  a great church showing 
on before. Bugles sounded on the 
right, and Don Rodrigo waved his 
hand gaily, with eager word for Kenly, 
beside him.

“  The old Alamo mission, now a 
strong fortress, senor. The guard is 
being changed. Viva M exico! We 
have arrived. General Cos is on the 
alert. All is well. The tower yonder 
is the great church o f  San Fernando 
de Bejar.”

“  Which may expect those two 
candles which I vowed,”  muttered old 
Matilde. “  But having come this far. 
I'll wait to buy them with silver from 
San Saba.”

They crossed the bend o f  the river, 
curving and curving sharply, and Don 
Rodrigo touched spurs to his horse.
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“  I must find a surgeon. Pablo, 
take charge o f the three Americans and 
Don Hugo, until I see you again.”  

Then he was gone, veering quickly 
away, with the two women riding 
after him. And if Kenly sought a .look, 
a wave o f farewell, from the girl, it 
was in vain. He heard Pablo coming 
up beside him, speaking in confidence.

“  I know not what will come o f a llr 
this; the dog wags his tail for what 
you’ll give him. But I am Pablo Sac- 
caplata, and my sister is honest as I 
am; she’s no Conchita, any more than 
the latter is the capitals cousin. I 
shall say nothing about the knife, my 
senor. Don Santiago Bowie was well 
liked here in San Antonio.”

Kenly’s eyes warmed. There was 
something in that earnest pocked 
countenance which was comforting as 
a coin in the pocket.

So they rode into San Antonio de 
Be jar, for well or ill.

CH APTER VI.
D O N A  M A R IA .

A N  older, wiser Kenly paced the 
\  streets o f Be jar, a man des

perate, hemmed in on all sides by 
fate, tricked and betrayed and school
ing himself to patience, to waiting. 
Gone was Hugh Kenly, riverman. The 
old life .lay dead behind him, dead as 
Jim Bowie.

A  visored cap whose leather was 
flimsy as pasteboard, cotton jacket, 
ill-cut cotton trousers, coarse and 
clumsy brogans— his own stout foot 
gear promptly stolen— orders and 
drill which he knew already but must 
learn over in Mexican style. He was 
close to the bottom now. Officer’s 
rank ? It was to laugh. A private, and 
lucky to be that. He took satisfaction

from the burning curses o f  Devore, 
whom he met at times.

“  A  dollar and a quarter a day, is 
it? Yes, and keep yourself in food and 
liquor, with every stitch you wear sold 
ag’in your pay so you never have a 
copper coming. And for this I gave 
up eleven dollars a month, United 
States, and keep! To hell with it. But 
I ’m keeping an eye on you, all the 
same. W e’re due to make a bust, you 
and me.”

To which Kenly said nothing. He 
was beyond curses, even. He had seen 
not a soul he knew, save Pablo occa
sionally.

The street called Acequia, fronted 
on one side by the solid facades o f the 
tenements called Zambrano Row, on 
the other by the walled premises o f 
two handsome gardened residences, 
lay sombre and silent this night. 
Kenly, assigned to service, was pacing 
out his period o f  sentry go, guarding 
the dark street.

The moon, now at the half, should 
be shining; but dank mist so dampened 
it that light and shadow was all one 
silver gray. The street itself never had 
a glim. The deep windows o f Zam
brano Row were shuttered closely. 
The embrasured doors were closed to 
eye and ear. What passed within those 
walls, Kenly knew not; the privacy o f 
rank was to be upheld by a soldier 
walking guard.

Kenly strode forth and back on blis
tered feet, galled by the clumsy bro
gans. Ahead o f  him, a door o f the 
Row suddenly opened; a black- 
shawled figure issued from the en
trance. Its scuttling step rang familiar 
to his brain. With quick impulse he 
clumped in pursuit, overtook it, spoke 
swiftly.

"  Senor a!”  ^
“  Out with you, rascal!”  came the
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indignant squeak. “  The old cat pre
fers young mice, it is true, but I am a 
bit toothless to make good play/’ She 
demonstrated with a grin from the 
gathered canopy o f her shawl; a grin 
that changed into a gape o f astonish
ment and recognition. “  Oh, it's you, 
is it! Shameless, to accost an old 
woman in the very street."

Matilde it was, and to Kenly at this 
moment she was beautiful enough.

“  You mistake, senora. I confess 
that— "

“  God save you from disappoint
ment !" she gabbled on. “  I know 
nothing for you. I care nothing for 
you. Confession is for the priest."

"  I want to ask about Dona Maria. 
She is well?"

“  But you have seen her, o f course ?"
“  N o," snapped Kenly, with anger 

rising at her tone o f mockery.
"  What a strange thing!" and she 

cackled as she surveyed him. “  1 
thought you were dining with her at 
this moment. You are, o f course, a 
general at the very least?"

“  Answer my question. Where is 
she? Where’s Don Rodrigo? Where 
can I find them?"

“  You have something to say to 
them, perhaps?" Her hag's laugh rang 
out again. “  No doubt you'll find Don 
Rodrigo where he is, when he sends 
for you. And she likewise. To be 
sure, the capitals whereabouts is none 
o f my affair. As for her— well, 
watch the second door from here, and 
you'll learn more than I can tell you. 
Adios,r

She went shuffling away. Kenly, on 
his reluctant beat, kept eye and ear for 
the door. Perhaps twenty minutes 
later, it opened abruptly. Tw o figures 
came out; military cloak, woman's 
cloak. Kenly recognized her figure at 
once. He halted, turned.

“  Senorita! Dona Maria!"
“  Out o f  the way, you dog," ex

claimed the officer angrily.
"W a it , Leon, wait!" broke out the 

voice o f  Dona Maria. “  He means no 
harm; he is one o f our recruits from 
Louisiana. Walk on; leave me a 
moment with him, Leon. I will 
follow." She turned to Kenly. “  Well, 
seiiort What is it you wish?"

"  Merely to remind you that I am 
here, and to ask after Don Rodrigo."

Her foot tapped impatience on the 
stones.

“  I know very well that you are here. 
Don Rodrigo? I have forgotten him; 
ah, yes, the brave capitan, o f course!" 
She laughed a little, then softened. 
“  Wait, senor; I cannot talk with you 
in the street. You see, I have not yet 
spoken with General Cos. I am going 
now to the Veramendi house; he is 
there. Maybe tonight, Hugo mio; who 
knows? You are not an officer; I 
understand. Well, I'll take care o f that, 
never fear. Adios!”

And with a twinkle o f  white ankles 
she hastened on across the street to the 
corner where her officer escort was 
posted.

Kenly looked after her, then with 
an irritated oath shouldered his musket 
anew and kept to his beat. He had 
just reached the other end when he 
himself was accosted by a figure 
emerging from a shadowed nook. It 
was Matt Devore.

“  What are you doing here ?" Kenly 
demanded. The other spat, and 
laughed.

“  I've broken bounds, if you want to 
know. Me and this hombre," and De
vore jerked thumb at a companion in 
the shadows. “  I seen you talking with 
cloak and hood; the same doxie, eh? 
She had the ankles anyhow: had a deal 
more for you, mebbe, or will have. I
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wish they’d put me on this beat— I’m 
ripe for anything! What’d she tell 
you ?”

“  Nothing for you /’ rasped Kenly. 
“  Get to hell out o f  here.”

** Come, you wouldn’t report a 
pardner,”  and Devore stepped in close. 
“  Listen, Jim Bowie used to hang out 
here in the Veramendi house— married 
into it. His friends’d like to know 
what I know, see? And they ain’t 
Mexicans neither.”  Suddenly his tone 
changed. “  Hey, d’yoti know them 
Texans are a-raising hell? Cos is going 
to fort the place ag’in ’em; he’s doing 
it now, if you’ve seen the work. W e’re 
like to be ketched on the wrong side 
o f  the fence. Then what?”

“  Clear out, you drunken roustabout. 
Your talk doesn’t scare me— ”

“  You’re scared plenty or you 
wouldn’t be here,”  gibed the other. 
"  There’s been fighting, I tell you, and 
the damned country is up. They’ll be 
coming. Let’s clear out, Kenly; we 
can sneak guns and powder, and slide 
for the San Saba country. By cripes, 
if I could lay hands on that gal once, 
I bet she’d talk! She knows where 
that map is— I know good and well 
you ain’t got it. All right, surly shanks. 
I’m having a fling tonight if I hang for 
it. This amigo knows a place or two. 
See you later.”

DEVORE, obviously, had been im
bibing freely. With his com
panion, he went lurching on 

down the street and both o f them were 
swallowed up by the treacherous 
gloom. Kenly resumed his beat, scowl
ing. He had another hour o f  it to 
serve out. From the Veramendi man
sion came the drifting sound o f  music, 
a chorus o f  singing. Those damned 
officers were having a good time, eh? 

Mischief was abroad this night, and

every night, for discipline was a 
ghastly joke in these barracks. But 
things had tightened up in the past day 
or so, for some reason hard to say. 
Rumors were abroad on all sides— wild 
rumors o f fight and flight, o f  Texans 
who slew and slew, o f armies moving 
north from Mexico, o f strange sights 
and sounds. One man swore he had 
seen the face o f  the President and 
Dictator, Santa Anna, at the window 
o f a rolling carriage. But Santa Anna 
was far south—

Abruptly, the false peace o f the 
street was broken by a woman’s high 
and frightened voice. Kenly swung 
around. He saw her figure break forth 
from the shadows into which Dona 
Maria had vanished. With a glimpse 
o f  white ankles, a flutter o f  draperies, 
she ran desperately across the street, 
ran on with intent aim. Kenly fol
lowed. She was Dona Maria, o f 
course; he had no other thought. He 
broke into a run, to intercept the pur
suit that bayed up after her.

She darted for a street, a side street 
that was no street after all. It was 
only a short blind lane, ending at.a wall 
set with a door. She flung herself at 
it; a hard-latched or locked door, for 
she beat at the planks vainly, then 
turned at the sound o f  Kenly’s steps.

“  No, no, for the love o f G od!” 
Then she fell to her knees, suppliant 
and exhausted. Kenly had one glimpse 
o f  her white face, then swung around.

The passage echoed to exultant 
oaths and the hot breath o f oncoming 
beasts, the scuffling tread o f their run
ning feet. Anything might be expected 
in a frontier town garrisoned by 
famished men. In the murk o f the lane, 
a glint from the moon gave just a ray 
o f  light. Figures like slinking wolves 
slipping forward. A heavy fragment 
o f stone fanned Kenly’s cheek and
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crashed resoundingly against the door.
The tall hammer o f  his musket had 

already clicked a warning. His voice 
was drowned in a torrent o f oaths. 
Another stone splintered at his 
shoulder. The air was filled with them, 
men were howling at him— he threw 
his musket to his cheek and pulled 
trigger.

With the roar, came the concussion 
o f a terrific blow as though between 
the eyes. It toppled him upon his 
knees, blinded him with blood and 
sickening pain. For a little he was 
aware o f  things. Shouts and oaths 
growing fainter, murmurings and 
quick soft words above him.

Then he went floating, .floating, con
scious only o f his bursting head, o f 
agony under the exploration o f  distant 
fingers. Then darkness.

Darkness, for a long while, and dull, 
merciful numbness. Time intermin
able; full years, it seemed. Soup and 
water introduced between his lips now 
and again, dressings and bandages 
changed, low murmurs and cool, soft 
fingers. But always darkness, until the 
day that the bandages were lessened 
and his eyes freed.

The daylight blinded him for a 
while, so that he kept his eyes closed 
until he could bear it. Then he looked 
up at her, at the girl watching him. A 
pallet in a small, whitewashed room 
where other pallets lay crowded. No, 
it was not Dona Maria.

“  Be quiet, senor, if you please. 
You're getting w ell/'

Kenly stared at her. He spoke 
thickly, for his throat was dry.

“  And you? W ho are you?"

YOUNG dark eyes, soft with 
tenderness, bent above him; cool 
fingers touched his forehead, the 

rough stubble o f  beard on his chin.

The smiling glory o f  her face was a 
lovely thing to see. Then she straight
ened up, leaned back on her stool, and 
laughed aloud.

“  I am the senorita Andrea Josefa 
de Candelaria, senor. It is Pablo Sac- 
caplata who is my half-brother. You 
know, the soldier Pablo— ”

“ Josefa! You are the Josefa he 
r mentioned— yes, yes. Where am I ?"

“  In my room and my mother's, 
senor. There is no hospital in San 
Antonio. W e owe you so much— I owe 
you so much! Do you remember the 
other night ? Ah, those white 
Apaches!'' Her dark eyes blazed in a 
face that was suddenly white. “  The 
door was locked; I had nowhere to 
run. And they would have killed you 
had you not fired."

“ What did this?" Kenly lifted his 
hand, touched the bandages, winced. 
“  A stone?"

“  N o; the gun burst, senor. It shot, 
but it burst, also. And you did not 
hold it tightly to the shoulder. The 
bullet went, it is true, but the stock 
was dashed into your face."

“ My nose is broken?"
“  So the surgeon said, senor; much 

broken. He came and looked at you, 
and did what he could; it was not 
much. Then he tied you up and left 
you to my care, which is as should be. 
At least, God guided your bullet; you 
can rest easy with that! Ah, if it had 
been a cannon loaded with grape!" 
And she flared suddenly with anger. 
“  I f  I also had but had a musket!"

“  You mean I shot one o f  those 
rascals ?"

“  Yes, you did. Viva! Only you did 
not kill him ; you shot him through the 
leg. A soldier named Mateo. An 
Americano."

“ Mateo? Oh, Matthew! Matt De
vore, was it?"
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“  Something like that. He won’t 
chase another girl in a hurry. He made 
a bad error; I ’m not the kind for him 
and his friends. But on these streets 
at night a girl should carry a knife as 
big and long as the knife o f Don San
tiago Bowie.”

The name jerked at Kenly. So 
Devore had dropped to that bullet! 
He had stood between Devore and his 
spoil o f lust; another score chalked up 
for settlement with an animal already 
vindictive. Now another score was 
brought to his mind; that chalked up 
in red to spell Jim Bowie, dead in New 
Orleans.

“  You know— you knew Santiago 
Bowie?”

“  O f course, senor. He lived her in 
the Veramendi house. Que lastima! 
What a sorrow was his! W ife and 
two children, all carried away by the 
pestilence. I remember him in my 
prayers as I shall always remember 
you. He is a good man, too— ”

“  You spoke o f  a knife.”
“ O f course; his own, senor, and 

what a knife! Handle set with silver 
from the mines he found and lost 
again, and a blade that would stick <in 
ox. A knife well used, too. With it 
he once saved me as you did with your 
gun and body. A true caballero and 
my friend— for my blood is as good as 
those o f  the Veramendis.”

As she spoke o f Bowie, her lovely 
features glowed with animation. Then 
she caught up basin and cloth from the 
floor.

“  I must bathe your poor face again, 
my brave one, and wet the bandages.”

“  My brave one!”  Tartly, shrewdly, 
were the words echoed. “  And in her 
very bed!”

The girl turned in surprise. Some
one had come into the room with a

quick inrush like a burst o f hot .sun* 
shine when a door is opened. And like 
sunshine she was; Dona Maria, no less, 
radiant and sparkling, with old Matilde 
peering in from the entrance. The 
visitor’s voice rang out again, acidly.

“  So here I find you, Don Hugo— a 
pretty scene, indeed a scene that goes 

rto my heart. Well, you are o f the 
ranks, not an officer. True and doubly 
true, so make the most o f her bed and 
her pretty self, my American— ”

Josefa straightened up, white where 
the other was flushed. She grated:

“  You mistake, Dona Conchita,”  and 
the name held a biting scorn. “  The 
bed is not mine, but his; I share my 
mother’s bed. There is other report o f 
you, I believe.”

“ He, he!”  The cackle o f old 
Matilde rose quick and sharp in glee. 
“  One who goes fishing must not mind 
a wetting. He, he! That was a good 
one, that was.”

“  Silence, gutter g ir l!”  Dona Maria 
remembered, no doubt, that she was a 
lady; the hand thrust into her bosom 
came out empty. Her brows lifted. 
“  What can such as you know o f  me ? 
You are ignorant. Because Santiago 
Bowie once was kind to you, your 
head was turned.”  She swung around 
to Kenly. “  You know who she is? A 
servant, a camp woman, a girl who 
follows the soldiers and washes their 
dirty shirts and hopes that some day 
an officer will notice her— ”

“  You seem to know the way o f it,”  
said Josefa. Dona Maria ignored her.

“  And for such as this you left your 
post and got injured, squabbling over 
a girl o f  the streets!”  She brushed 
forward and bent over him, her hand 
touching his brow, her face suddenly 
alluring, radiant. “ Or did you mis
take her for me, my H ugo?”

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK



The Tuba 
Pitcher

By H O W A R D  R. M ARSH

Pete Peters looked crazy—  

maybe he was —  but his 
pitching was harder to hit 

than greased cannonballs

SKEETS M ORAN  held his head 
high as he guided the yellow cab 
out Michigan Avenue. He hoped 

fervently that pedestrians and other 
less fortunate drivers would notice his 
moment o f  glory; he hoped they would 
realize that to the care o f Sheets M o
ran had been entrusted the greatest 
celebrity in Detroit, not excepting 
Henry Ford. The grim-faced, stocky

passenger behind the glass partition 
was none other than Skipper Kane, 
and every loyal Detroiter would tell 
the world that Skipper Matt Kane was 
the greatest catcher and greatest man
ager since baseball began

The cab stopped for the traffic light 
at Trumbull Avenue, then slid ahead 
again, passing the huge overall factory 
across the street. Skeets Moran, noto
rious for reckless driving, was carry
ing his famous passenger as if the lat
ter’s stalwart b o n e s  were made o f 
porcelain.

“  H i!”  called Matt Kane, knuckling 
the window o f the driver’s compart
ment. “  Pull over to the curb!’*

“ What’s the matter, Mr. Kane?” de
manded Moran anxiously. He jerked 
the cab to the curb, leaped down and 
poked his smudged, freckled face into 
t h e  compartment. “  Forget some
thin’ ?”
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Matt Kane groaned and tugged at 
his left" ear. 44 Forget something! 
That's just the trouble. I ’d like to for
get something. I’d like to forget I ever 
saw Detroit. I ’d give a million smack
ers if I’d never seen Detroit. Or if 
baseball had never been invented. Or 
the nurse had choked me at birth. Or 
if I’d been club-footed or addle- 
brained. Well, I’m addled like an 
omelet now, all right, all right!”

44 Aw, Skipper 1”  In his sympathy 
the taxi driver permitted himself the 
pleasure o f  becoming familiar with the 
great manager. 44 Wasn't your fault 
you lost them last three games. Course 
a lot o f grand-stand managers, they 
say you oughtn'ta have jerked Dodge 
yesterday; but, hell, it's easy to pick 
'em when— ”

“  Or if I'd been born a girl,”  mut
tered Skipper Kane, twisting his ear 
and letting it go again. 44 Before the 
Bloomer Girls were invented, then I 
couldn't be manager for a bunch o f 
broken-down prima donnas, pastry 
cooks, and hearse drivers who lose 
vSeventeen out o f  nineteen games to 
tail-end clubs. Could I? ”  he demand
ed viciously and almost pulled his car 
from his head. 44 And every half-wit 
in the city screaming for a pennant, 
when we’re lucky to be allowed to stay 
in the league.”

44 Well, you won it last year and— ”
44 And I had a ball club last year,”  

completed the manager, 44 not a Home 
for the Aged.”

44 I f  you want somethin' from the 
ball park,”  suggested the driver, throw
ing a blackened thumb toward the pa
vilion o f  Navin Field, which thrust its 
large, squared rump above Michigan 
Avenue, 44 I'll trot across and get it, 
if you'll let me. What you wanta 
get?”

44 Out,”  snarled Kane.

44 Out?”  Skeets Moran moved to 
open the door.

44 No, no! Out o f  the park. That's 
the only thing I want to get from that 
park. Get out. See? And stay out!”

T H E noon whistle o f  the overall 
factory s h r i l l e d  mournfully. 
r Workers began to pile out to the 

vacant lot beyond, many carrying lunch 
boxes. The taxi driver threw his thumb 
toward the massive bulk o f the Michi
gan Central station, w h i c h  loomed 
above houses and stores ahead and to 
the left.

44 Better be movin', ain’t we, Skip
per ?”  he suggested. 44 The gang'll be 
there by now, waitin' for the Cleve
land train and lookin' for you.”

44 So what ?”  demanded Kane. 44 So 
what? Say, why do you think I'm 
waiting here? I’m waiting here just 
because my so-called club is down 
there at the station, and if I look at 
their ugly mugs, if I listen to just one 
more alibi, I’ll commit murder and 
mayhem and infanticide.”

44 But you'll miss your train if you 
ain’t careful.”

44 You know,”  agreed Skipper Kane, 
44 that's an idea I've been considering 
all morning. Miss my train. Or take 
one in the wrong direction. Or let a 
sixty-car freight run over me.”

44 Jeese, but you are feelin’ low, 
Skipper! Listen, it ain't so bad. Yrou’re 
still in third place, ain’t you? You 
still got a chanst for the old pennant, 
ain’t you?”

44 Just as much chance as Dodge had 
o f  winning every game he pitched this 
season, and he’s lost twelve already. 
And now we haven't even got 
Dodge.”

44 What happened to Dodge ?”
44 That galoot went out to a road

house last night. To celebrate his de
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feat. To cook up new ways to lose ball 
games. To manufacture an alibi for 
giving seven hits in one inning. T o  fig
ure how to throw 'em straighter and 
softer up to the batter. Well, he got in 
front o f  a fast one himself last 
night."

“  Yeah? Say, you better leave your 
ear alone. It's gettin' like a radish."

Kane twisted harder. “  And Dodge 
took my last two rookie pitchers with 
him, the soft-head! Got a little load 
aboard. Then about 4 a . m . ,  wham! 
The ditch. Dodge and Evans and 
Hornburger in the ditch. Four-twenty 
a . m . ,  and Dodge, Evans and Horny 
in the Receiving Hospital. At 4.30 
a . m . Skipper Kane learns he now has 
a ball club consisting o f  eight sieves 
and one glass-armed pitcher."

“ Jeese, but that's tough, Skipper! 
That wrecks you sure. Lefty Norcab- 
bage still has scarlet fever, too, eh?"

“  Yep, the lovely little darling. And 
my only right-hander with a torn ten
don. That's Bridgeley. So out o f six 
so-called pitchers I got one left. That's 
Bartlett. And by the time I get to the 
station some one will come running 
out and say, ‘ Oh, have you heard the 
dandy news? Bartlett got tangled in a 
buzz saw and lost both his arms!' 
Umph! A  little accident like that 
wouldn't do Bartlett's pitching much 
harm."

“  You'll have to call on some o f  the 
minors, eh, Skipper?" Moran asked 
consolingly. ‘ "Your farms, I mean?"

KAN E was silent a long minute, 
his frosty eyes fixed on the va
cant lot where the factory work

ers, their luncheons gobbled, were in
dulging in their usual mid-day sport o f 
throwing baseballs. Perhaps the prox
imity o f the ball park across the road 
influenced them; anyway, one half the

male workers produced catchers' mitts 
and the other half dragged out finger 
gloves and baseballs.

“  Farms?" s a i d  Skipper Kane, 
frowning at the baseballs which flew 
back and forth in front o f him. “  So 
at 4.45 a . m . I began wiring our farms 
at Toronto and Beaumont, Texas, and 
to our scouts and every man I ever 
knew in baseball, asking for pitchers. 
Called in every hurler we had a string 
on, and checking them all over I find 
two are high school boys, three have 
glass arms which grew on them about 
ten years ago when they became grand
fathers for the first time, and one was 
dead, God rest him. That's the assort
ment o f  bonbons I get," Kane assert
ed. “  And even they won't be here for 
a couple o f  days, and the rules say we 
have to play Cleveland tomorrow and 
put nine men on the field and one o f 
them is miscalled a pitcher. . . . Hello! 
W ho's that gink? Tarzan the A pe!"

Skipper Kane jerked upright in the 
cab. His hand ceased torturing his left 
ear. His eyes showed interest in life 
again. He pushed open the door. 
“  Well, if he ain't the damnedest— "

DIR E C TLY  across from the taxi
cab a tall, gangling fellow had 
stepped from the sidewalk over 

the single rail o f the fence, picked up 
a loose baseball and thrown it at a 
squat guy behind a huge catcher's 
glove. The smack o f the ball in the 
mitt rose sharply above the traffic 
sounds on Michigan Avenue.

The squat catcher jerked off his 
glove and shook his hand in the air to 
cool it, then stared at this assailant 
who had used a baseball as a deadly 
weapon.

“  W ow !" he said, his eyes bugging. 
"  What zoo did you escape from ?*' 

The fellow who had thrown that
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bullet shook his head and signalled for 
the ball. He was huge, muscular, hairy. 
A  small blue cap perched on the back 
o f  his head, which was strangely 
peaked. From broad shoulders arms 
dangled almost to the ground, which 
was a good six and a half feet from 
the top o f his matted head. The fel
low was twenty-three, perhaps, vet 
with his unshaven face and loose, ape
like posture, he might have been any 
age. His clothes were dirty, nonde
script, gray.

“  Give it here,”  he rumbled from the 
cavern o f his chest.

The catcher tossed back the ball, 
held up his glove. Smack! The ball 
was burning the catcher’s hand again. 
The anthropoidic pitcher had barely 
moved. His arm merely shot out from 
his side in a little half circle, his wrist 
snapped, and the ball made a gray 
streak through the air.

“  Hold your glove somewhere else,” 
the fellow mumbled. His enunciation 
was heavy, slow, but when the catcher 
held the glove in front o f  his knees 
there was nothing slow about the ball 

'reaching it. It hit right in the center.
“  A  curve,”  announced the strange 

pitcher.
Again that queer little side-arm 

twist, the snap o f the wrist. The 
catcher made the mistake o f reach
ing to his left for the ball. The curve 
broke so sharply that the catcher 
missed it altogether and it hit him in 
the leg.

“  Ouch!”  he yelled, throwing his 
glove on the ground and starting away. 
“  Listen, monkey face,”  he ordered 
over his shoulder, “  you stay right 
here. I’m going to get the manager 
o f our factory team.”  He stopped sus
piciously. “  You ain’t signed up with 
some one else in the Industrial League, 
are you?”

The big fellow shambled forward 
and picked up the baseball, studied it. 
At the same moment Matt Kane 
climbed over the rail fence and made 
for the catcher’s glove.

Carefully he paced off sixty feet.
“  All right, yTarzan,”  Skipper said. 

u Let’s see what you got.” 
r Skeets Moran piled over the fence 
after his fare.

“  Listen, Skipper,”  he begged, “  you 
will miss that train!”

“  Right here,”  Kane said, and held 
the glove in front o f his belt. “  Ouch!” 
he said, for the ball had already hit and 
bounded away. He couldn’t believe 
that with so little effort, such a slight 
twist o f the arm and wrist, a ball could 
travel with such lightning speed.

Moran tugged at Kane’s arm.
“  Come on, Skipper,”  he said. 

"  You can’t play no corner-lot baseball. 
It’s train time now.”

“ To hell with the train!”  barked 
Kane. This time he held the glove out 
to one side. He didn’t care to get his 
body in front o f  one o f  those projec
tiles. “  Hit it,”  he said.

The ball smacked into the great mitt 
and half spun him around. “  My G od!” 
he muttered, picking up the ball and 
tossing it back. "  Curve,”  he or
dered.

“  Don’t you move that there glove 
this time,”  the gorilla said. “  Else 
you’ll get hit.”

W H EN a man who has caught 
major league baseball for six 
years sees a ball a foot to his 

left he reaches for it instinctively, in
voluntarily. Skipper Kane made that 
mistake. The ball broke too sharply 
for the eye to follow, passed inside the 
glove and glanced off Skipper’s ribs.

“  Told you not to move that there 
glove,”  the gorilla said, ambling for
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ward to pick up Kane. “  Told you you 
would get hurt/'

“  Hurt!”  said Skipper Kane. “  Only 
three or four ribs broken. That's all." 
He was gasping for breath. “  W ho do 
you pitch for?” he demanded.

The gorilla shook his head and 
mumbled something about “ Jus' back 
behind the house.”

“  You mean you aren't signed up 
with any team?”

The giant looked over his left shoul
der ; he looked over his right shoulder; 
he stared searchingly ahead o f  him.

“  Naw, I ain't signed up,”  he said.
“  Ever had scarlet fever ?”  demand

ed Kane. “  Do you tear your tendons 
easy? What's your name?"

“ Name's Pete,”  the big fellow rum
bled. “ And I don't tear nothin' much 
any more."

“ Night clubs?”  Kane demanded. 
“  Do you run around to night clubs 
and get yourself wrecked in a ditch?"

The big fellow brightened imme
diately.

“  Yeah," he said. “  That's why I 
came to Detroit. Know where there's 
a good one? I been thinking about 
night clubs for years and months and 
days. I sure want to find a good night 
club. That's why I'm here."

“  You're wrong, Pete," Kane said. 
“  You're here to be the great white 
hope. Come o n !”

He caught the fellow's arm below 
the shoulder. It was a huge arm, big 
as a ham and hard as bone.

Pete drew up as if to resist. Sud
denly his head fell abjectly and his 
feet dragged as he allowed Skipper 
Kane to lead him to the taxicab. “  I'll 
come," he said humbly.

“  G ood! You're in the American 
League, Pete. You're a pitcher. You're 
going to Cleveland. In an airplane."

Pete brightened immediately.

“  Do they have good night clubs in 
Cleveland, boss ?” he said. “  A  night 
club with a tuba?”

“  With a what?”
“  With a tuba. In the orchestry— a 

tuba ?”
“  Sure,”  Skipper Kane promised. 

“  Listen! This afternoon after we land 
an Cleveland you’re going to practice 
pitching with me. If you’re as good as 
I think you are, you're going to pitch 
against Cleveland tomorrow. Even if 
you’re pretty terrible you'll probably 
have to pitch. I f  you win, Pete, tomor
row night I'll take you to the swellest 
night club in Cleveland."

“ With a tuba in it?"
Skipper Kane studied his queer 

protege. The fellow was apparently 
hipped on tubas.

“ Do you play a tuba, too?" he 
asked.

Pete's eyes shifted right and left; 
he glanced over his shoulder suspicious
ly. Then he leaned close in the cab to 
Skipper Kane.

“  I gotta try my trick with a tuba," 
he said.

BASE BA LL records toppled right 
and left in Shibe Park, Cleve
land, the next afternoon, and all 

because o f  a man mountain listed o f 
ficially as Pete Peters. An inverted 
Pyramid o f  Cheops, this fellow was, 
broad at the shoulder and narrower 
all the way down to his long, pointed 
feet.

He stood out in the center o f the 
diamond as impervious to the jeers 
and laughter o f the crowd and the op
posing players as any real granite 
pyramid arid he flicked the ball over 
the plate with a queer side-arm snap 
which brought a smack from Skipper 
Kane's glove before the surprised bat
ter could swing. His baseball suit may
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have been three sizes too small; he may 
have been herded on and off the dia
mond like a cow in a pasture by Skip
per Kane; but that long, half-naked 
arm which projected so grotesquely 
from his jersey was making baseball 
history.

In the first eight innings Pete struck 
out nineteen men and made seven 
errors, and the worst was yet to come. 
O f his strike-outs, nine had to be 
thrown out at first base by Skipper 
Kane, who was yet unable to hold the 
third strike which flashed so bullet-like 
from that huge, snapping wrist o f  his 
protege.

Skipper Kane was. getting gray
haired trying to win the ball game. 
For five hitless innings his main task 
had been to hold his glove correctly tcf 
receive alternate strikes and balls; but 
in the sixth inning the Cleveland play
ers had awakened to the futility o f try
ing to bust the ball out o f the park and 
had changed their strategy.

From the Cleveland bench it had be
come apparent that something was just 
as queer in Skipper Kane’s catching as 
in Pete’s pitching. Suddenly the an
swer dawned on the Cleveland man
ager— Kane never moved his glove 
after he signalled for the ball.

“  Go in there and take a look over 
your shoulder at Kane’s glove!”  he or
dered his next batter. “  Stick your bat 
in front o f  it. Bunt that big orang
outang out o f  the box !”

The next ball pitched came bounding 
back from the loosely held bat to Pete. 
He stepped aside and watched it go 
past. By the time the second baseman 
scooped it up, Brooks o f Cleveland was 
on first.

After two fouls the next batter re
peated the maneuver, step for step, put
ting two men on base.

“  Listen, Pete,”  begged Skipper

Kane, coming out to the center o f  the 
diamond, “  you pick those balls up 
when they come your way, and throw 
them to first base. Understand ?”

“  I’m a pitcher,”  Pete protested. 
“  I ain’t no fielder. What you got all 
those other men for? And why you 
twisting your ear like that ?”  

r Skipper Kane thought rapidly.
“ If you want to go to a night club 

tonight— ”
“ With a t u b a  in it?”  Pete 

amended.
“  Then you gotta field those balls,” 

finished Skipper.
Pete tried to obey on the next bunt, 

but he got his long legs tangled and 
sat down on the ball, to the great glee 
o f  everyone except the Detroit play
ers. The bases were filled. The next 
batter, even with the advantage o f 
watching Skipper Kane’s glove, struck 
out. The fourth man, however, bunt
ed perfectly to the pitcher’s box. Pete 
got hold o f that one.

“ Here, here!”  screamed Skipper 
Kane, holding up his glove. “  H ere!” 
yelled the second baseman, smelling a 
double play.

But Pete whirled toward first base. 
His arm shot out in that queer side 
motion. A  flash o f  white traversed the 
diamond. The first baseman ducked 
that bullet just in time to avoid de
capitation and the ball bounded off the 
pavilion many yards behind him.

BEFORE the inning was over 
Cleveland had made four runs 
and tied the ball game, four runs 

on measly ground-hit balls that didn’t 
get as far as. second base. Skipper 
Kane was groaning aloud; the Detroit 
infielders were midway between tears 
and laughter; the crowd was wild with 
mirth, noisy with Bronx cheers and 
catcalls.

A  3— 12
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41 Charlie,”  Skipper ordered his sec
ond baseman as the next inning opened, 
44 you stand beside the pitcher’s box 
and get those bunts. I’ll tell Pete to 
keep out o f  your way.”

But Pete already had his orders— 
with the promise o f a night club with 
a tuba if he obeyed— and one set o f 
orders at a time was all Pete could 
understand. So the seventh inning be
came a race between Pete and Charlie 
for the b a t t e d  balls. Twice Pete 
bumped headlong into the second base- 
man and sent him sprawling. With 
the aid o f a fast double play, how
ever, engineered by the fleet Charlie 
with the bases full, Detroit avoided be
ing scored upon. In their half o f  the 
inning the Tigers managed to pound 
over a single run which gave them the 
lead, five to four.

Before the next inning Skipper 
Kane called the third baseman to him. 
"  Red,”  he said, tugging at his swollen 
ear, “  we got to put another man in 
the center o f  the diamond. The Tribe 
is pulling their bunts away from Char
lie. You stand on the other side o f  the 
box, toward the third-base line. But 
keep out o f the way o f  that rhinoceros. 
Rather lose the ball game than have 
my whole infield in a hospital* Fll try 
to get the bozo to stand still this in
ning, but I ain't promising. Once he 
gets an idea in his head it takes a stick 
o f  dynamite to blow it out again.”

Skipper Kane’s plan— three men in 
a row in the center o f the diamond— 
worked in the eighth inning; but dur
ing the last half o f the ninth the crisis 
came.

The first Cleveland batter glanced 
over his shoulder at Skipper Kane’s 
glove— and at last Skipper was mov
ing it as much as he dared to confuse 
the batters— swung at the first ball 
pitched, and sailed it into center field 
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for a line single. The next man also 
connected, pulling the first pitch down 
the line out o f reach o f  Red Keenan, 
who had taken his place near the pitch
er’s box.

SKIPPER K AN E removed his mask 
and wiped the perspiration from 
his forehead. Roughly he twisted 

his r abused ear. He felt gingerly over 
his body, caressed all the bruises and 
black-and-blue spots where those bul- 
ltet-like pitches o f Pete’s had bounded 
from his anatomy. He shook his head 
sorrowfully. T o lose any ball game was 
bad; to lose this one, for which he had 
shed blood-—that would be too awful. 
He walked out to the pitcher’s box. 
His right knee, from which the ball 
had just bounded, shrieked at him, but 
he spoke gently.

“  Pete,”  he said, “  what about that 
night club?”

44 All right,”  Pete said, dropping his 
glove “  Is it time ?”

44 No. And you aren’t going. I’m 
going to lock, you in your room. Yes, 
sir, unless you get out these next three 
men. I f  you do, I’ll take you to the 
night club myself. If you don’t, no 
night club. Get me?”

Pete nodded slowly like a boy who 
has been reprimanded and hurt. "  I’ll 
give ’em all curves,”  he said loud 
enough for both teams to hear. "  You 
just stop the ball, that’s all.”

So Pete Peters fed them curves, 
twelve successive curves, and nine o f 
them were strikes, each one a little 
faster, a little more erratic in its course 
than the other. Skipper Kane managed 
to stop them all, sometimes with his 
glove, sometimes with his protector or 
bruised legs. The Cleveland rally was 
stopped; Detroit had broken its losing 
streak in the queerest major league ball 
game ever played.
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Pete, both hands loaded with base
balls, trudged to the clubhouse on the 
heels o f Skipper Kane, who limped 
along, counting his bruises.

"  Let's hurry," Pete r u m b l e d .  
"  Night club. Tuba."

FOR three hours Skipper Kane had 
been suffering at that front-row 
table in the College Follies. His 

bruised muscles and swollen ear hurt 
him less than the laughter and whis
pered mockery o f the dancers and 
diners, directed at him and that gigan
tic misfit named Pete who sat with his 
long legs stretched in front o f him, his 
bugging eyes fixed unwaveringly on 
the orchestra.

Pete's pockets, Tor some reason 
known only to himself, bulged with 
the baseballs he had collected from the 
diamond that afternoon.

"  Listen, Pete," said Skipper Kane, 
"  let's be going." It was the fifth time 
he had made that suggestion; but this 
time he was ready to argue. "  W e 
ought to get some sleep. Tomorrow 
you and me are going to have a long 
practice. W e're going to work up some 
signals and practice fielding bunts to
gether. The next day I intend to pitch 
you again if your arm ain't sore."

To Kane's surprise, Pete shifted his 
eyes from the orchestra to his man- 
ager.

They were very mild eyes, and in 
them was the hurt surprise o f  a child 
deprived o f a toy.

"  I been waitin' and waitin' for that 
tuba," he said. "  This orchestry ain't 
got no tuba. Let's go to another night 
club."

"  Not on your life," Skipper Kane 
declared. Suddenly he had an inspi
ration. "  Pete, do you know where 
there are more night clubs than any 
other place in the world? In New

York City, that's where. Out here, 
tubas ain't popular in the orchestras 
any more, but if you pay attention to 
your baseball and practice your pitch
ing and fielding every day I'll take you 
to New York with us.

“  First we go to Washington and 
then Boston, and then we have four 
games in New York. Say, in New York 
you can find a hundred night clubs and 
at least fifty o f them ought to have 
tubas."

Pete brightened.
"H onest, boss? Fifty night clubs 

with tubas ?"
"Just like .I said," promised Kane. 

"  Only you have to practice a lot. And 
when you get out there on the diamond 
you’ll have to pitch your head off. Else 
you’ll never get to New York."

"  All right," said Pete, getting to his 
feet and lumbering toward the door. 
"  I ’ll show you. I sure want to get to 
New York and them night clubs."

Pete Peters lived up to his promise. 
In the third game in Cleveland he man
aged to follow two simple signals from 
his catcher, who dared move his glove 
occasionally; also he made only three 
errors. The strike-outs were fewer, but 
Detroit won, three to two. In Wash
ington l\e pitched, and won two games 
out o f the four played, leaving the Sen
ators dazzled and helpless before that 
bullet speed plus the twisting, side-arm 
motion which released the ball at the 
most unexpected moment.

Skipper Kane had long since given 
up his privacy. He roomed with Pete, 
ate with Pete, trained him long hours 
on the ball field, never let him out o f  
sight. Pete was unfailingly patient and 
quiet; his attitude was that o f  one 
waiting for some great treat. Every 
time he heard New York mentioned, 
his eyes brightened and his lips formed 
the word "  tuba."
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BY  this time the whole baseball 
world knew that Skipper Kane 
had uncovered a new phenome

non. Pete Peters' name was in, head
lines on every sports page. Howling 
mobs turned out to watch him pitch, 
crowds whose derision o f the awkward 
behemoth changed to wonder. Mystery 
was added to the sensation. Skipper 
Kane, for good reasons o f his own, 
persistently refused to tell where he 
had uncovered his baseball marvel, 
and Pete refused to be interviewed by 
the simple expedient o f  turning on his 
heel and slouching away.

New York City at last— and a four- 
game “ crucial "  series. Skipper saw 
only one game o f  that series— the first, 
during which Pete Peters shut out the 
hard-hitting Yankees and struck out 
fifteen batters. Never had the gigantic 
Pete pitched so well.

That night, when Skipper Kane was 
not looking, Pete walked out o f the 
hotel and disappeared.

For three days the frantic pilot o f 
the Detroit Tigers combed New York 
City for his lost pitcher. During those 
hours his left ear swelled and reddened 
under constant torturing until it looked 
like a full-blown rose. He searched 
night clubs, questioned their attend
ants ; he visited every hospital, and the 
morgue. He called up jails. He en
listed the aid o f police detectives and 
private detectives. T o newspaper re
porters he stated that he had sent his 
phenom away for a rest, pointing out 
that the big Pete had pitched and won 
seven games in sixteen days; but, once 
free o f the newspaper men, he plunged 
into his search again.

The owner and the secretary o f the 
Detroit club arrived in answer to wires 
from Skipper. Behind them they left 
a city clamoring for sight o f Skipper 
Kane's new find, a city ignorant o f the

fact that i:he great Pete Peters, who 
had flashed to fame in one night, had 
completely disappeared in another.

A  private detective found Pete on 
the fourth night while the Detroit team 
was packing to return to their home 
city.

“  He’s in the hoosegow out at a lit
tle joint called Edgewater," the de
tective informed Skipper Kane. “  Been 
there for three days. No one out there 
is wise (o who he is."

Skipper Kane grabbed his hat and 
made for the door.

“  What's he in for ?" he called over 
his shoulder.

“  Some kind o f a brawl. A  brawl in 
a night chib. Something about a tuba 
player and teeth knocked out and—  
Hey, you promised three hundred dol
lars’ reward for finding— "

But Skipper Kane was already tak
ing the hotel steps six at a time. Two 
hours later he had bailed his huge 
protege from behind the bars and had 
him in tow. The two caught the mid
night train for Detroit, a city which 
was completely baseball mad. Hadn't 
the Tigers risen to second place on 
their road trip by winning twelve out 
o f eighteen games? And didn’t they 
have a new pitcher, the greatest pitcher 
o f all time?

“  Now tell me how you got in jail," 
Skipper Kane pleaded while the Pull
man porter made up a berth for the 
giant above his manager’s on the mid
night train.

“  The orchestry didn't like it," Pete 
mumbled. “  The tuba player particly. 
I wasn't so good as I thought. Guess 
my arm was tired. No, he didn’t like 
it."

“  Didn’t like what?"
But Pete only shook his head.
“  That was a nice jail," he said, 

“  and good things to eat."
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K EETS M ORAN  bunched all his 
tip money for the past week and 
bought two front-row box seats 

at N a v i n Field. He sat in one; 
beside him sat Marigold Delaney. 
Around them, in grand stand, pavil
ions, and outfield bleachers were 
twenty-six thousand other baseball 
fans, all more or less insane, a stamp
ing, cheering mob as wild as a bush- 
league southpaw.

Across the field marched a thirty- 
piece band blaring triumphantly to its 
place in the grand stand. From under 
the stand trotted the Detroit team. The 
crowd began to roar. Skipper Kane 
and the gigantic Pete took their places 
directly in front o f  the box seats to 
warm up. The crowd roared louder.

“  It's him !" shouted Skeets Moran 
to his Marigold. “  That's the guy that 
me and Skipper picked up. Jeese, look 
at that speed!"

At sight o f  that queer side-arm mo
tion o f  Pete’s, the white flash o f  the 
ball and sound o f  the smack in Skip
per Kane’s glove, the crowd roared 
again.

Lefty Norcabbage, recovered from 
scarlet fever, was out there, too, warm
ing up with Stringer Downs. Evans 
and Hornburger, two sadder and wiser 
rookies, tossed the ball back and forth. 
The pennant aspirations o f the Tigers 
were soaring.

“  Batteries for today’s game, Torres 
and Caldwell for St. Louis; Peters and 
Kane for Detroit."

The umpire’s announcement was 
greeted with another wild burst of 
cheering above which rose Skeets M o
ran’s shrill voice. Pete strode out to 
the pitcher’s box and Skipper Kane 
behind the plate.

Four practice pitches, and the first 
St. Louis batter stepped up. He struck 
out on four pitched balls.

The second batter was just as help
less, then the third.

Skeets Moran stood up and pound
ed Marigold Delaney on her flowered 
hat.

“  What a gu y!’’ he shrilled. “  What 
a guy!’ ’

And Marigold knew now that Skeets 
really loved her; he had never beaten 
her before.

The Detroit batters also went out 
in order, but Skipper Kane wasn’t wor
ried. With Pete pitching that way, it 
was just a matter o f time. St. Louis 
couldn’t score; Detroit would eventual
ly. No, Skipper Kane wasn’t worried 
about the outcome o f  the ball game if 
Pete were allowed to finish it. But the 
old manager was all a-twitter from 
other causes. He constantly watched 
the entrances to the field, the doors un
der the grand stand, the front row 
boxes. His left ear, temporarily nor
mal, was beginning to show signs o f 
abuse again.

In the third inning, while Pete Pe
ters was at bat, Skipper’s fears be
came justified. While the behemoth 
flinger stood at the plate and noncha
lantly watched the ball go past him, 
Skipper Kane on the bench began to 
receive visitors.

The first was the private detective 
from New York.

“  Listen, Mr. Kane," he said, plant
ing himself squarely in front o f the 
manager, "  I’ve come out here in the 
sticks to glom my three hundred bucks. 
You forgot to pay me off. For finding 
Pete, I mean."

“  Sure," Skipper Kane agreed. “  The 
secretary will give you your check. Say, 
tell me what Pete did in that night 
club."

“  Well, as the dicks gave me the 
dope," the detective said, “  Pete was at 
a front-row table. You see, this here
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night cluh orchestra had a tuba player. 
He was putting on a solo, and all o f 
a sudden Pete stood up and began to 
pttMi baseballs from out his pockets 
and— "

T HE private detective was pushed 
brusquely aside-. Two husky men 
stood ini front o f Skipper Kane. 

The manager looked at them and nod
ded.

“  'L o ," he said, pulling at his ear. 
“  Here you are, eh? I've been expect
ing you. Where you from, Kalama
zoo?''

“  Pontiac," the spokesman said.
“  Sure," Skipper agreed, “  only I 

didn't know whether it was Pontiac or 
Kalamazoo or Ionia. They got asylums 
in iah those places, ain't they ?"

“  Yep. Sorry we got to take Pete 
back with us, Kane. He's been doing a 
good job for you. But— "

At that moment the grand stand 
broke into laughter and good-natured 
catcalls; Pete Peters had watched the 
third; strike flash past him. The, band 
in the front rows blared forth rau
cously to shorten the wait between in
nings.

For the first time Pete Peters 
noticed the musicians. H e turned and 
studied them carefully. Suddenly his 
huge, awkward form straightened. He 
hurried to the little sunken box behind 
the plate, opened it, took out half a 
dozen new baseballs and jammed them 
in his pockets.

“  H i! Stop him!" yelled the guards. 
<f He's after that tuba player!"

The two men ran diagonally to head 
off the mammoth pitcher, but he was 
too fast for them. H e climbed the 
wooden barrier. Between him and the 
orchestra was protective wire netting. 
He tore it aside with his great pow
erful hands and legs. Up there in the

air he looked like a huge* orangoutang 
tearing aside jungle creepers. He 
dropped into the private boxes, piled 
over them.

u H i; Pete!" shrilled Sheets Moran. 
He made a grab at Pete's great legs, 
missed him and fell over Marigold 
Dqlancy's new hat.

Pete was among the bandsmen now. 
The music had stopped; the musicians 
quailed before the wild-eyed giant who 
climbed over them in a bee-line for the 
tuba player.

“  Put that tuba up again!" he; yelled. 
“  Give me a shot at i t !"

The tula player* cowered dumbly. 
For a second Pete hesitated, then he 
grabbed the huge tuba, jerked it over 
the man’s head, out o f  his hands. Down 
to the baseball diamond climbed Pete 
Peters, bearing the shining horn. Be
hind him trailed Skeets Moran, pro
testing, swearing. The two guards were 
waiting for their charge. One stepped 
on each side o f  him.

“  Listen," said Pete, “  don't you 
screws: try to stop me. now 1"

His eyes were flashing and his jaw 
was hard

The two guards, long trained in 
handling such men, remained quiet.

“  What you going to do, Pete ?” one 
o f  them asked.

“  I got me another tuba at last," 
Pete said. “  I'm going to try it again. 
I’ve been waiting two years for a new 
tuba so's I could try my trick." He 
shook off the men and marched to
ward the diamond.

The guards moved back to the bench, 
Skeets Moran following.

“  W e won’t interfere now, Mr. 
Kane," one o f them said. “  He's wild. 
When he gets this out o f his system 
he'll be all right."

“  Gets what out o f his system?" de
manded Kane.
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“  Well, you see, when he came to 
the asylum over five years ago, they 
tried to get him interested in playing 
a tuba. Something to take his mind 
off his mania. He thought he was 
Christy Matthewson and Walter John
son and Ed Walsh, all rolled up in 
one.”

“ And he is, by Jeese!”  interrupted 
Skeets Moran.

T H E guard ignored the little fel
low. “  So Pete used to practice 
pitching by the hour, the day, and 

the week. Well, he pretended he want
ed to play the tuba, but the first morn
ing he got his instrument what do you 
think he did with it? He took it out 
behind the big house and— ”

“  Look at him now !” cried the other 
guard. “  That's just what he did in 
Pontiac!”

Directly behind the home plate Pete 
Peters had propped the tuba with bats 
and gloves. The mouth o f the gaping 
horn was almost exactly the size and 
shape o f a catcher's glove, with its hole 
in the center.

Pete strode to the pitcher's box. 
Carefully he sighted the tuba. His arm 
went up, flicked out. A  metallic clang 
sounded, and the ball disappeared.

“  Got that one right in the center!'' 
one o f the guards cheered, walking 
out to take his place beside Pete.

“  Don’t bother me now,”  mumbled 
the gigantic pitcher. Again his arm 
flicked out, again a ball disappeared 
down the throat o f the tuba. A third 
and fourth followed.

Utter silence had descended over 
Navin Field. Baseball teams, fans, 
vendors, musicians— all were complete
ly mystified by the strange perform
ance.

Carefully Pete wiped the perspira
tion from his hands on his trousers. He

pulled his funny little cap down over 
his peaked head. He took long, careful 
aim; then he threw. The fifth and last 
ball disappeared cleanly into the tuba. 
A  triumphant bellow came from Pete. 
He pounded his huge chest with his 
fists; he danced; he capered.

“  I done it!”  he roared. “  Five in a 
row! First time in my life! I knowed 
I could do it!”

He shook off the guards, both of 
whom were at his sides now, strode 
over to Skipper Matt Kane.

“  Listen, Skipper Kane, I want to 
thank you. Sure I do. You made a 
great pitcher out o f me. Up there be
hind the big house I throwed at a tuba 
like that for three years, and that’s 
the first time I ever got five balls 
straight in it. Course my practice tuba 
was all smashed to pieces before long, 
but I knew I'd find a tuba again 
and— ”

“  The last time he tried that trick,” 
announced the private detective to the 
guards, “  was at a night club near 
New York. The tuba was in a fellow's 
mouth, and it knocked out plenty o f 
teeth. He wasn't so good in that night 
club, neither, 'cause he hit the bassoon 
player with a wild pitch and— ”

“  Not Pete,”  denied Skeets Moran. 
“  He never made no wild pitch, no
where.”

Marigold Delaney appeared from 
nowhere and tugged at Skeets' arm. 
She was weeping. “  First you hit me, 
and then you spoil my hat, and then 
you run away from— ”

“  All right, Pete,”  one o f the guards 
suggested. “  W e’ll be going now.”

Pete nodded. A  guard fell in on each 
side o f  him. The three walked toward 
the door under the grand stand. Pete's 
happy face turned back over his shoul
der.

“  Thank you, Skipper Kane,” he
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called again. 44 You sure made a pitcher 
out o f me, throwing in that tuba five 
times like that.”

44 Listen, Skipper,”  begged Skeets 
Moran, 44 that ear o f  your’n looks like 
it’s cornin' loose again. Don’t twist i t !”

W HEN it came to distributing the 
W orld Series money, Skipper 
Kane’s word was law with his 

players. 44 Now,” he said, when he had 
included the ground keeper, the train
er, and the mascot in the division o f 
spoils, 44 what about old Pete up there 
in the Pontiac asylum ?”

44 What about him ?” demanded Red 
Keenan and Stringer Downs.

“  W e won the pennant by only two 
games, and old Pete won seven for us,”  
Skipper Kane reminded them. 44 He 
pulled us out o f  a slump, too. W e’d 
have been in the second division if it 
hadn’t been for Pete.”

44 What can you do for a loony guy 
like that in the asylum?” demanded 
Dodge.

r 44 My idea,”  said Skipper Kane, 44 is 
to draw down about three hundred 
dollars from this pot. With it we’ll buy 
Pete two new tubas and a few dozen 
baseballs.

44 You can’t tell, boys, Pete might 
escape again some time and win us an
other pennant.”

THE END

J l  J l J»

W hat’ s in a Nam e?

LOUIS LO D E N ITT o f Denver, Colorado, was fooling with a gun which 
* he announced was unloaded. In a playful mood he placed the gun to 

his head and pulled the trigger— to prove to his admiring friends that he 
was right. The gun was loaded, and it exploded with a fearful noise. The 
bullet barely missed Lodenitt’s head; but Lodenitt died instantly from a 
heart attack by the shock!

At the Salton Sea in California, James Bullit laughingly told his hunt
ing companions that his 12-gage shotgun wasn’t loaded. He, too, foolishly 
demonstrated by pulling the trigger with the muzzle against his body. Bullit’s 
body was nearly blown to pieces!

Sergeant John M. W olfe, a Boston policeman, was bitten three times 
in the line o f duty. A  mad dog bit him ; a cat chewed him ; a drunken man 
fanged him. But virus from these bites did not harm him. Then W olfe 
bit himself and died from the resulting bloodpoison!

A  beautiful San Francisco model cut her lover’s throat from ear to 
ear. First, she warmed the razor blade. She explained: 441 knew Marsh 
couldn’t stand the shock o f  cold steel!”  Perhaps she knew that a hot knife 
cuts butter better. For the throat she cut belonged to Ole O. Marshreen!

Joe Mare, a patriarch, aged 77, was arrested recently in Philadelphia 
for stealing horses! Mare testified in court that he had partaken o f numer
ous and sundry ponies o f brandy before the rustling job.

— Joseph W. Skidmore.
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IZARD OF 
 ̂ THE WILD

C o w b o y , b r e e d e r  o f  b i s o n ,
A N D  THE LA ST  O F THE P L A IN S M E N ,  
C H A R L E S  J E S S E  *B U F F A L O 'J O N E S  
WAS THE M A N  W H O  C O N C E IV E D  
T H E  ID E A  O F  R E S C U IN G  TH E B IS O N  
FR O M  E X T ER M IN A T IO N . H E  R O P E D  THE 
F E W  A N IM A L S  THAT R E M A IN E D  A N D  
A N S W E R E D  T H E C A L L  O F  THE W ILD  
W ITH  L A R IA T ,  C A M E R A  A N D  
C O R R A L

' - A l t h o u g h  a  Ya n k e e  b y  b i r t h , j o n e s  w a s  t y p ic a l l y  
EASTERN IBY EDUCATION AND  TRA IN ING * B O R N  IN  
NEW ENGLAND IN  18+4, HE G R EW  UP IN  IL L IN O IS ,
AND  W H EN  H E  TOOK TO R O V IN G  THE W E ST  H E  B E 
C A M E  A  CATTLE R A N G E R  A N D  WAS SOON A N  EXPERT  
S H O T  A N D  A  LA R IA T  THROW ER.* GO ING  INTO  
P O U T IC S M E  SE R V E D  8  T E R M S  IN  THE 
L E G IS L A T U R E  O F  K A N S A S .

D e p l o r in g  
THE SLAUGHTER OF

Th e  b u f f a l o , j o n e s  p l a n n e d  t o  s a v e  i t  f r o m  e x 
t in c t io n . I n  t e e s ,  h e  w e n t  to  Te x a s  a n d  r o p e d  14 
B ISO N , 4 OF WHICH H E  M AN AG ED  TO BR ING  BACK TO 
H IS  K A N SA S  RANCH. D U R IN G  THE N EXT  4  YEA R S  HE 

A DDED TO H IS  HERD A N D  B Y 1 8 3 9  WHEN THEY HAD MULTI
PL IED  TO 2 0 0  HE BEG AN  SELL IN G  THEM TO PARKS A N D m

rOOSj ŜOMETIMES GETTING **tOOO APIECE FOR THEM,

A  True Story in Pictures Every Week
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lANDLING THE BUFFALOES PRESENTED PROBLEMS, 
BUT JONES AND HIS EXPERT HORSEMEN MANAGED 
THE DELIVERIES WITHOUT SLIP UPS,THOUGH ITTOOK 

ALL THEIR RIDING SKILL AND ROPING TRICKS TO KEEP 
THE BISON IN CHECK, HE EVEN TOOK HERDS TO PARIS 

AND LONDON,A MAGNIFICENT BULL WHICH HE HAD FOR 
THE BRONK ZOO IN NEW YORK GAVE JONES REAL TROUBLE. THE 

BUFFALO BROKE FROM THE CORRAL AND LED JONES AND HIS MEN 
AN 8  MILE CHASE, AT LAST HE SUBDUED THE BEA'ST THROUGH HIS

DEXTROUS LANGE PLAY.

I T  WAS JONES WHO PRODUCED THE 
CROSS BREED OF BISON AND GALLOWAY 
CATTLE KNOWN ASTHE"CATALO',' A HYBRID, 
THE FLESH OF WHICH WAS AS TENDER AS 
VENISON AND WHOSE FUR WAS AS SOFT AS 
A BEAVER'S. THIS,TOGETHER WITH HIS 
CROSSING OF THE HARDY MOUNTAIN SHEEP 
AND THE PERSIAN SILK-WOOL VARIETY, WON- 
HIM FAME AS  THE^lUTHER BURBANK OF THE 

ANIMAL K INGDOM ."
J o n e s  acted  a s  guide fo r  pres iden t  
'T e d d y 'R o o sevelt  o n  t h e  latter 's  f a m 
o u s  HUNTING TRIP IN YELLOWSTONE PARR. '  
LATER TEDDY APPOINTED HIM GAME WARDEN 

OF THE PARK.

ONES, IN 1911, AT THE AGE OF 67, 
TOOK A BAND OF COWBOYS TO AFRICA.
T h e r e  ,to  t h e  a m a z e m e n t  o f  the natives,

THEY LASSOED GIRAFFES, LEOPARDS, 
CHEETAHS, A L IO N  AND OTHER ANIMALS. 

THE MOVIE CAMERAS OF THE OLD BIOGRAPH 
COMPANY MADE FILM RECORDS OFTHIS 

UNUSUAL HUNT.

J o n e s  d ie d  in  i9 i5  f r o m  f e v e r Go n - 
TRAeTED IN THE JU N G LE. A  DOZEN YEARS 
EARL IER  HE HAD HAD THE ODD EXPERIENCE 

OF READING H IS OWN OBITUARY, BASED ON
A m is t a k e n  r e p o r t  o f h i s  d e a t h .

Next Week: Maj. Herbert Dargue, Pioneer Army Airman
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The Sheriff of Tonto Tow n
By W . C. TUTTLE

H enry’s enemies were ready to use any weapon to get 
him out of W ild Horse Valley— including 

kidnaping and murder

L E A D IN G  U P  T O  T H IS  IN S T A L L M E N T

HENRY HARRISON CONROY went West 
to Arizona to claim his inherited J Bar C 
ranch in Wild Horse Valley, and soon 

found himself elected sheriff. He didn’t last long 
at that, however, because of the crooked manipu
lations o f Jack West, proprietor of the Tonto 
Saloon in Tonto City, and a wealthy man. West 
had Lou James, one o f his fellow crooks, ap
pointed sheriff.

Henry, with his friends, Judge Van Treece and 
Oscar Johnson, retired to the J Bar C, where

Danny Regan was foreman. West didn’t even 
want Henry to ranch, though. His men began 
killing and stealing Henry’s cattle. When Henry 
discovered a rich vein o f gold, West tried to jump 
the claim, but failed.

Meanwhile, in Tonto City, Tom Silver, who 
had been wronged by West many years before, 
obtained a job as swamper in West’s saloon, and 
laid plans for revenge.

Lola, a girl who dealt faro in the establishment, 
also hated West.

T h is story  began  in the A rg o s y  fo r  Sep tem ber 14 
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CH APTER XV.

A  W I L D  N I G H T .

THE following afternoon, while Danny 
and Slim were inspecting the water 
holes, Oscar and Frijole went to work 

on building a new corral. Oscar had failed 
to kill anybody at Antelope Springs; and 
was quite disappointed, after spending a 
chilly night, sans blankets.

“ Ay don’t like das ha’ar yob,” he fold 
Frijole, as he piled poles into a wagon-box. 
“  Ay van’t to be a detacktive.”

“ Yea-a-ah?”  queried Frijole.
“  Yah, su-u-ure. Ay had a ha’al of a good 

yob, as a yailer. Ay hope to be de shoriff of 
dis county, Free-holey.”

“  Yeah, that’d be fine. I ain’t easy to 
tickle, but I ’d shore laugh myself plumb to 
death.”

“ Su-u-ure. Ay would make you de on- 
der-sheriff.”

“  That breaks m’ laugh right off in the 
middle, and sends me into hy-steericks,” re
marked Frijole. “ I reckon that’s enough 
poles for this trip. Say, do yuh know it, 
we’ve gotta take this wagin to a blacksmith- 
shop pretty soon, and have a couple tires 
set. Them two front ones is almighty loose.” 

“ Yah, su-u-ure,”  agreed Oscar. “ Das a 
good idea, Free-holey. Ay vould like to go 
to town, too.”

“ Yeah. I ’ll betcha them girls in the 
Tonto shore miss you.”

“ Su-u-ure,” grinned Oscar sheepishly. 
“ Yosephine miss me, too.”

“  Huh! The only time Josephine ever 
missed you was when you ducked that chair 
and she crowned the drummer. She’s a 
fighter.”

“ Yosephine,” declared Oscar, “  is de 
heavyweight champion of Minnesota.”

“  She is, eh? How do yuh figure that?” 
“  V ’al, she licked das Lars Svensen, Nor- 

vegian champion of Minnesota.”
“  Yeah, that’s right. But that makes her 

the Norwegian champion.”
“  V ’al— Ay suppose so. Free-holey.”
“  Well, we better git home with this load 

of poles, so I can cook supper.”
As Frijole explained it to Henry:

“  I ’ve got to have flour and beans and 
a lot of other stuff from town, and that 
wagon won’t stand another day of pole 
haulin’. Me and Oscar will take it in this 
evenin’, and have the blacksmith shrink on 
them tires, and I ’ll load up the stuff I need. 
We ort to be back here by— oh, ten 
o’clock.”

“  You should,” nodded Henry. “ Keep 
Oscar sober, and both of you keep out of 
trouble. You know how belligerent Oscar 
gets after a drink or two.”

“  I shore do. Well, I ’ll keep him as so
ber as an angel.”

“ Are you sure that angels keep sober, 
Frijole?”

“  Well, I reckon they have to keep so
ber.”

“ I see. Perhaps, when the poet said, 
‘ Oh, Death, where is thy sting?’ he didn’t 
think of sobriety among the angels. Or was 
it a poet, Frijole? I ’m just a little vague.”

“ That’s the way I look at it, too,” agreed 
Frijole.

“  We both need to brush up a little,” 
said Henry.

“ Yeah, I reckon so,” nodded Frijole, 
“  but I ain’t goin’ t ’ town to do any strut- 
tin’.”

“  In my opinion,” said Judge, as the two 
men rode away on the wagon, driving a 
half-broken team, “ no good can come of 
those two going to town in the evening. 
You should have insisted on Danny and 
Slim making the trip.”

“ Danny and Slim have been in the sad
dle all day, Judge. Frijole needs flour, 
beans and a lot of stuff.”

“ Indeed? I happen to know that there 
are two sacks of flour and one large sack of 
beans in the store-room.”

“  I know there is, Judge. But,” Henry 
smiled slowly, “  that may not be enough. 
Those two men are of legal age. Who am 
I to tell them to stay here? I am merely 
their employer— not their keeper.”

FRIJOLE chuckled on the way to town. 
“ That’s the advantage of workin’ 

for a feller like Henry, Oscar. I told 
him what I needed, and he said to go and
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git it. He never checks up on the stuff in 
the store room.”

“ Hanry is a good yigger,” declared Os
car.

“ They jist made him, and then busted 
the mold,” stated Frijole. “ And lemme tell 
yuh something he’s smarter ’n he looks.”

“ Yah, su-u-ure,” agreed Oscar heartily. 
“ Sometimes Ay almost believe Hanry has 
Svedish blood in his body. Das feller is 
smort as ha’al.”

“ Well, if he has,” grinned Frijole, “ it’s 
a hell of a long ways back, and he’s out- 
growed the handicap.”

They arrived at Tonto City and took the 
wagon to a blacksmith shop just off the 
main street. The smith was ready to close 
his shop, but Frijole pointed out the ur
gency of the job.

“ All right,”  said the smith. “ Tie the 
outfit around at the back, and when I ’m 
through I ’ll drive it around and tie up in 
front of the general store: They’ll be open 
until nine o’clock.”

That was quite all right with Frijole and 
Oscar, who went to the Tonto Saloon, where 
they absorbed several drinks apiece, before 
looking around.

“ I heard you was having trouble with 
somebody poisoning your water holes,” said 
the bartender.

“  We ain’t had the trouble yet,” replied 
Frijole. “  That’s still cornin’ to ’em. Yuh 
heard about them gallinippers tryin’ to 
jump our Golden Calf mine, didn’t yuh?”

“  I heard a little talk about it. Have you 
really struck gold?”

“  Ay skal ta’al you!” exclaimed Oscar 
expansively.

“  Have you got a lot of it?”
“  We figure,” stated Frijole, “ that the 

vein is about sixty feet wide, sixty feet 
tall, and runs plumb to China. And,” Fri
jole grew very confidential, “ she runs over 
a million dollars a ton.”

“  That’s a pretty fair prospect,” admitted 
the bartender.

“  Well, we can tell more about it after 
a little diggin’. It may be bigger than we 
think.”

At nine o’clock, when the general store

was due to close for the day, Frijole had 
forgotten the flour and beans. He and Os
car were trying to dance with the girls in 
the honkytonk, but with little success. 
Later, Frijole missed Oscar for a while, but 
finally found him at a table in the honky- 
tonk, weeping briny tears.

“ Whazzamatter?”  asked Frijole.
“  Ay am hort-sick,”  declared Oscar. 

“ H a’r Ay am, vasting my time vit scorlet 
vimm,in, and poor Yosephine— ”

Oscar broke down again.
“ Of all the cockeyed Swedes, yo’re the 

worsht,” declared Frijole. “  What about 
Josephine?”

Oscar waved a huge paw in the general 
direction of the wall behind him, where 
there was a huge lithograph, advertising a 
certain brand of whisky. It depicted a very 
beautiful young lady, caressing a huge Per- 
cheron horse, bedecked in full harness.

“ Das reminded me of Yosephine,” 
sobbed Oscar.

Frijole braced himself against the table 
and managed to focus his eyes on the pic
ture. He squinted at Oscar, blinked his 
eyes, shook his head violently, and looked 
at the picture again.

“ Oshcar, you shore got ’magination,”  he 
stated.

“ Looks yust like Yosephine,” sobbed 
Oscar.

“  Yeah, there’s a shertain reshemblance,” 
agreed Frijole, “  but you’d have t’ take that 
bridle off, t ’ be sure ’bout it.”

OSCAR’S period of mourning was 
short, but his memory was long. He 
saw Jack West in the gambling room, 

and decided to make an example of him. 
But in making a drunken stalk, he neglected 
to observe a poker game, between him and 
West. No one ever knew who owned which 
poker-chips, because Oscar, tank-like, went 
over the table, lost track of Jack West, and 
stumbled out of the place, during the con
fusion.

Frijole found him out in front, clinging 
to a porch-post, and talking Swedish to 
the post.

“  Leggo the posht- ”  ordered Frijole.
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“  The sheriff’s lookin’ for yuh, Oshcar. 
Anyway, ’s time t ’ go home.”

It was nearly one o’clock in the morning, 
and the town was in darkness, except for 
the Tonto Saloon. Arm in arm they 
stumbled across the street to the team and 
wagon, where Oscar, after several futile 
efforts, managed to get up on the seat. 
Frijole untied the team, but was unable to 
climb up to the seat. There was no end- 
gate in the wagon; so he was able to enter 
from the rear.

“ Let’r go!”  he yelled at Oscar, who 
emitted a raucous war-whoop.

A moment later the team twisted wildly, 
cramping the wagon so badly that it nar
rowly missed turning over. Then, with a 
lurch of the frightened team, a bang and 
rattle as the wagon-box settled back on the 
running-gears, the * equipage went out of 
Tonto City, with both horses on the run. 
Frijole was bouncing around in the wagon- 
box, several times in imminent danger of 
being thrown from the rear.

“ Hoi’ ’em, Oshcarl” he yelped. “ Hoi’ 
’em down, you crazy Swede!”

“ Yee-e-e-e-minee-e-e-e!” shrilled Oscar, 
“  Who de ha’l’s got de lines, Free-holey?” 

“  Ain’t you got ’em?”
“ Ay have not!”
Frijole Bill managed to get to his feet, 

clinging to the back of the seat. The team 
was running full-speed, and the wagon was 
swaying and bouncing over the rutty roads. 
The truck-loads of machinery for the Smoke 
Tree Mine had cut up the road badly, and 
at every chuck-hole the wagon went com
pletely off the ground.

The seat came off the side-boards, and 
Oscar landed in the bottom of the box, 
along with Frijole.

“ Ve better yump!” yelled Oscar. “ Das 
ha’ar t’ing is going to ha’al in a minute.” 

But Oscar’s time-limit was too generous. 
He had no more than declared the destina
tion of the equipage when there came a ter
rific crash, a general upheaval, and both 
men landed in the brush beside the road. 
For several moments the air was full of 
sand and dust, which blew away on the 
night breeze. Oscar’s voice piped weakly:

“ Ay bet ten dollar Ay am deader’n
ha’al.”

A bush adjacent to the voice of Oscar 
jerked violently for a moment, and then 
Frijole said weakly:

“ If yuh lose— will yuh come over and 
help me? I come down here upsid  ̂ down, 
and I ’ve got a mesquite snag up inside my 
boot.”

“  Ay am badly hort,” wailed Oscar. 
“ Every time Ay move, Ay squeak.”

“ Well, take yore time,”  said Frijole re
signedly. “ I ’m still hangin’ upside down 
from one boot. Are yuh still squeakin’?”

“ Ay guess Ay am oil right, Free-holey.”
After much grunting and groaning they 

were both out of the brush. The team had 
swung off the road a short distance beyond 
and was tangled up in the brush, but the 
wagon seemed intact. The runaway and 
accident had sobered them sufficiently to 
allow them to climb to the seat. But this 
time they held the lines.

Oscar had a quart of rye in his coat 
pocket, which had escaped injury; so they 
each had a big drink before going on to 
the ranch, where they left the wagon be
side the stable, unharnessed the team and 
put the horses in the corral.

In the bunk-house Danny Regan opened 
one eye and looked them over. As long as 
they were sober enough to undress, they 
must be all right, he decided.

“  Nothin’ happened to you fellers, eh?”
“  What could happen to yuh in a dead 

town like Tonto?”  countered Frijole.
“  Das right,” agreed Oscar. “ Das town 

is yust like graveyord.”
“ Well, it took yuh a long time to find it 

out.”
“ We ain’t the kinda fellers that pass 

snap-judgment on any man’s town,” re
plied Frijole.

BREAKFAST was ready at the J Bar 
C, and Frijole Bill, red-eyed and 
sleepy , was about to hammer the sus

pended triangle of steel at the kitchen 
doorway, when two horsemen rode in 
through the main gate, and went slowly 
down to the stable.
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Danny Regan and Slim Pickins were 
coming from the bunk-house.

“ That’s the sheriff and Lem Schuyler,” 
said Danny. Schuyler owned a small ranch 
several miles north of Ton to City.

Frijole turned from the triangle and 
watched the two riders. Henry came 
through the kitchen and stood in the door
way.

“  Who is it?” he asked. Danny came 
over to him.

“  That’s the sheriff and Lem Schuyler,” 
he replied.

The sheriff and the rancher were looking 
into the wagon-box. After a few moments, 
the sheriff climbed into the wagon and 
leaned over, looking closely at something. 
Frijole spat dryly, and looked toward the 
hunk-house, where Oscar had put in an ap
pearance.

“ Seem to be lookin’ at somethin’ in the 
wagon,” said Slim.

The sheriff got out of the wagon and both 
men came up to the kitchen porch, leading 
their horses. Both men looked very grim.

“  How are yuh, Lem?” called Danny. 
“ Long time I no see yuh.”

“  Hyah, Regan,”  replied the rancher.
They stopped, and the sheriff eyed them 

coldly.
“  What’s on yore mind, James?” asked 

Danny.
Lou James ignored the question, as he 

looked keenly at Oscar Johnson, and said:
“  Woukf yuh mind tellin’ us about it, 

Johnson?” he asked.
“ Yust what in ha’al do you vant to 

know?”
“  What time did you git back here last

night?”
“  It was right close to two o’clock,”  inter

posed Danny. “ They woke me up and 
I looked at the clock.”

“ That bunk-house clock is five minutes 
fast,” said Frijole.

“ What time did you leave town, John* 
son?”

Oscar looked helplessly at Frijole. 
Neither of them knew what time. Henry 
came out to the edge of the little porch.

“ What is this all about?”  he asked.

1 1 0

“ In case yuh don’t know,” replied the 
sheriff, “ I ’ll tell yuh. Last night, some
where between midnight and one o’clock, 
some men drove a team up to the Gold 
Plate mine. They’re buildin’ a new'mill 
up there, but they’s got a one-shift crew 
takin’ out high-grade ore.

“ There’s a night guard on duty up to 
twelve o’clock, when he’s relieved by an
other man, who stays until mornin’. This 
first ̂ guard went to find out who was cornin’ 
in the wagon, and he got popped on the 
head. The other guard comes along a little 
later, and they jumped him, but he shot a 
couple times.

“ This mornin’ they found both guards 
tied up tight, and sixty sacks of high-grade 
ore missin’. Yuh know, they put it in 
them small, canvas sacks— but each sack 
is worth a hell of a lot.”

“  Interesting— so far,”  agreed Henry. 
“  But where do we figure in it?”

“ You figure in it like this,”  replied the 
sheriff. “  Them sixty sacks of ore are down 
there in yore wagon.”

“ That— that is incredible, sir!”
“  Yea-a-ah? And more than that, there’s 

a dead man in there with them sacks.” 
Judge came out in time to hear the last 

remark. Frijole took a deep breath and 
looked at Oscar, who was wide-eyed in 
amazement.

“  Well, bless my soul! ” exclaimed Henry. 
He looked accusingly at Oscar and Frijole 

“  You— you— well, do not gawp! What 
happened?”

“ Let us see the evidence,” suggested 
Judge.

TH EY crowded around the wagon in 
silence. The sacks of ore were there, 
and the dead man, staring at the sky 

with lifeless eyes, was there, too.
“ Who is he?” asked Judge.
“ His name’s Hardy, I think,”  replied the 

sheriff. “  He was shift-boss at the Gold 
Plate.”

Oscar leaned dejectedly against a wagon- 
wheel, trying to puzzle things out in his 
own mind, which was more or less of ft 
blank.
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“  Are you the new deputy, Lem?” asked 
Danny.

“ Hell, no!”  exclaimed the rancher. 
“  I ’m lookin’ for a team and wagon.”

“  Didja lose one?”
“  Somethin’ happened to it. I left that 

team tied in front of the general store last 
night, while I played me a little poker; 
and when I came out, the team was gone.”

“  Huh— how late was it there?”  asl£ed 
Frijole anxiously.

“  I don’t know. I come out about two 
o’clock, and it was gone.”

“ Wait a minute!” exploded Frijole. 
“  The blacksmith was to leave our team 
there, too! Somebody stole our team and 
wagon— and me and Oscar got the wrong 
team. That’s it, by golly!”

“  Well, what the hell didja do with my 
outfit?” roared Schuyler.

“  That— that’s a question. I— I remem
ber— yeah, that was it! Oscar didn’t have 
the lines, and the team ran away. Why, 
by golly, I ’ll betcha we busted up right 
where the road forks to the Gold Plate. 
Take a look at the side of that wagon and 
the wheels. Yuh can see where somethin’ 
hit it.”

“  What hit it?” asked the sheriff.
“  The wagon we was in. The team ran 

away, and when we hit this wagon, me 
and Oscar was throwed out. Then we 
found this team and wagon, and came home 
with it, thinkin’ it was the same one.”

“  Yuh mean,” said Schuyler, “  that my 
team kept on goin’?”

“ They vars going like ha’al, yust before 
we hit, Ay know that,”  said Oscar.

“  I reckon that’s the answer,” growled 
the sheriff. “ Yuh see, about the time this 
robbery was takin’ place, that big Swede 
was failin’ over a poker-table in the Tonto; 
so they couldn’t have had any hand in it. 
Would yuh mind hitchin’ up a team, so 
we can take this wagon-load back to Tonto 
City?”

“ I ’ve got a damn good notion to have 
both of you pelicans arrested for stealin’ 
my team and wagon,” growled Schuyler.

“ It would furnish plenty of laughs for 
a jury, sir,”  said Judge.

“ Oh, I ain’t exactly a damn fool,” said 
Schuyler, grinning. “  Yuh see, I was in 
that poker game last night, when the Swede 
done his high-dive. I  was seven dollars 
loser, when he went over the table, and 
when I got back on my feet, I had thirty- 
seven dollars worth of blue chips. I quit 
the game a hundred and sixty dollars to 
the good.”

DA N N Y and Slim hitched up the team 
turned it over to the sheriff. Then 
they all filed back to breakfast.

“  The town,” said Danny, “ vars yust 
like a graveyord.”

Oscar smiled foolishly.
“ You gallinippers dang near got your

selves in jail, don’tcha know it?”
“  Yah, su-u-ure,” admitted Oscar.
“  Draggin’ in here at two o’clock in the 

momin’, with sixty sacks of stolen ore and 
a dead man in the wagon. Not only that, 
but yuh prob’ly busted up Schuyler’s 
wagon and killed his team. Well, ain’t yuh 
got anythin’ to say for yourselves?”

“  Yah, su-u-ure,” replied Oscar blandly. 
“  Ve had a ha’al of a good time, Danny.” 

“  Of course,” smiled Henry, “  that settles 
the argument.”

“  Henry, you never understand the grav
ity of things,” said Judge. “  You are too 
lenient. Why, I believe you could excuse 
the devil for tormenting lost souls.”

“  Hardly that, Judge. You see, I do not 
believe in the devil— and it has never been 
proved that a soul ever gets lost.”

“  I ’m jist a wonderin’,” said Frijole, 
bringing a fresh platter of bacon and eggs, 
“  what became of the driver of that wagon. 
He must have lit a-runnin’, when we hit 
him.”

Henry placed his knife and fork on the 
table, a puzzled expression in his eyes.

“ Did anyone examine the dead man?” 
he asked. “ I mean— to determine how he 
was killed?”

“  I didn’t see any blood on him,” said 
Danny. “ The sheriff didn’t say what killed 
him.”

“ Judge,” said Henry, “ I believe we will 
ride to Tonto City this morning.”
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“ The sheriff took the only team weVe 
got caoght up,” said Danny.

“  We shall ride on our trusty steeds, 
Daniel.”

Judge groaned audibly.
“ Was that an expression of anticipa

tion?”  queried Henry.
“  It was advance sympathy for your 

horse, sir,”  replied Judge.

CH APTER XVI.

TH E THREAT.

DOCTOR BO G A R T’S examination of 
the dead shift-boss showed that the 
man died from a broken neck. The 

sheriff explained to Jack West about Oscar 
and Frijole, and the extra team and wagon. 
West listened grimly.

“ Hardy got what was cornin’ to him, 
Lou,” he said. “  He must have been drivin’ 
that team when the crash came. They tried 
to steal that load of high-grade ore. M y 
own men— stealin’ from me.”

“ I thought for a few minutes that I 
had the deadwood on that J Bar C outfit,” 
said the sheriff. “ Damn ’em, they seem 
to wiggle out of everythin’.”

“ Don’t worry about that layout; I ’ll 
handle them, Lou. One of these days I ’ll 
have this whole damn county right under 
my thumb. I ’ll own everythin’ worth own
in’, elect my own officers, and tell ’em all 
what I want done.”

“ I ’m with yuh, West,” said the sheriff. 
“ Anythin’ yuh want done— jist yell.”

“  Mebbe I ’ll call yuh on that one, Lou 
— some of these days.”

“  Anythin’,” repeated the sheriff.
"  That’s fine.”
“  I was talkin’ with a bartender last 

night,” offered the sheriff, “ and he was tell- 
in’ me what the J Bar C cook told him 
about that mine they’ve got out there. He 
said their gold vein was sixty feet wide, and 
sixty feet high.”

“ Yea-a-ah? That’s quite a vein of gold, 
don’tcha think?”

“  I reckon so. How wide is the vein in 
the Yellow Warrior?”

“  The richest vein i9 about twelve inches, 
Lou.”

"  My God, they must have the world by 
the tail out there I”

“ Yeah, I reckon they have. They’ll 
probably flood the world with gold.”

** Well, why don’tcha buy it, West? He 
told the bartender that it assayed a  million 
dollars a ton.”

“  Lou,” smiled West, “  do you know any
thin’, about gold mines?”

“  Only what I ’ve heard.”
“  Well, you better stick to wearin’ a 

sheriff’s badge, and forget what drunken 
cowpunchers and ignorant bartenders tell 
yuh.”

“  I guesss prob’ly that’s the best thing to 
do.”

WEST walked to the doorway with 
the sheriff, and they saw Henry and 
fudge arrive in town; two queer- 

looking riders on two old horses which were 
about ready for the glue-factory.

They dismounted heavily in front of the 
Harper millinery store, and walked stiffly 
inside the place. West smiled grimly, his 
hands shoved deep in his pockets.

“ I heard,” said the sheriff, “ that Henry 
Conroy was goin’ to marry the Widder 
Harper.”

“  Yuh did, eh?”  smiled West.
“ Uh-huh. Her daughter is engaged to 

Danny Regan, too.”
“  I heard about that one.”
“ I ’d shore like to git the deadwood on 

that J Bar C outfit,”  said the sheriff. “  I 
had two of ’em— pnce— for a  few minutes.” 

“ Well, keep tryin’, Lou; yuh never know 
when yore luck might change.”

“  That’s right; yuh never do. But it 
might git worse.”

“  Yeah, that might happen. Well, how 
about ridin’ up to the Lucky Stake with 
me, Lou? I ’m goin’ to pull all the men 
off that job and put ’em on the Gold Plate. 
I reckon I ’ll suspend operations on the 
Lucky Stake until I get the Gold Plate 
producin’.”

“  Shore, I ’ll ride up there with yuh,” 
agreed the sheriff.

A 4— ia
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“ Lou, yuh don’t happen to know where 

that Golden Calf mine is, do yuh? I mean, 
would yuh be able to ride to their point 
of discovery?”

“  N o ,'I  couldn’t; I ’ve never seen it.”
“ All right. I believe there’s a man at 

the Lucky Stake who can take us there. 
I ’d like to take a look at the thing.”

“  I ’d like to see it, too. After what I 
heard about it.”

“  Who wouldn’t?” smiled West. “ After 
what you heard.”

They found a man who could guide them 
out to the Golden Calf, and Jack West was 
amazed at the prospect.

“ Except for the size, you wasn’t so far 
wrong, Lou,”  he told the sheriff as they 
rode back. “  I wonder what kind of a deal 
I could make with the outfit.”

“  Take it away from ’em,” suggested the 
sheriff callously.

West looked thoughtfully at the sheriff.
“ How far would you go in backin’ my 

play, Lou?” he asked.
“ Jist as far as yuh need me. Hell, I  

don't like that J Bar C no better than 
you do. I ’d like to punch lead into every 
damn one of ’em.”

They stabled their horses in Tonto City 
and had a drink at the saloon bar. There 
were two of West’s gunmen in there, and 
they joined in the drink.

“  C ’mon back to the office— I want to 
talk to you fellers,” West said,

Lola was at the foot of the stairs, talking 
with one of the girls, but she went quickly 
upstairs, entered her room and locked the 
door.

IT  was siesta time at the J Bar C, next 
day ; but Henry was the only one to en
joy it. The cowboys were all working, 

and Judge had gone to town; so Henry 
stretched out in an easy chair on the old 
porch and took a nap. He dreamed that 
someone had exploded a dynamite load in 
the Golden Calf, and blown all the gold 
away. He was still shaking from the force 
of the explosion when he awoke to find 
Leila Harper shaking him.

He looked up at her, blinking foolishly,
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wondering at the sudden turn in his dream, 
when he suddenly realized that he was not 
dreaming.

“ Where is Danny?” panted Leila. 
“ Where is he, Henry?”

“  M y gracious! ”  exclaimed H e n r y .  
“ You seem agitated, Leila. Where on 
earth did you come from? I must have 
been asleep.”

r “  I must find Danny,”  she replied. 
“  Judge stayed with mother, and I rode his 
horse. Read this; it came in the mail 
today.”

She handed him a small sheet of paper, 
on which was written:

Your life and your daughter’s life in
danger. Would advise that you leave
Tonto City at once. Do not delay.

“ Why— why, this is ridiculous!” ex
claimed Henry. “  An anonymous note, any
way. I don’t see— well, what does it 
mean?”

“  Who knows?” replied Leila. “ Mother 
is worried sick. She doesn’t know what it 
is all about. We don’t know what to do.”

Henry studied the note again.
“  Leila, I wonder if this is a bluff. You 

remember they tried to buy out your hat 
shop. It might be— and still, as you say, 
who knows? What did Judge say about 
it?”

“  He is worried, too. Can’t we find 
Danny?”

“  I believe they went to Crazy Woman 
Springs. Yes, we might find them. At any 
rate, we can try.”

“  Let’s hurry.”
Henry looked with sad eyes at the only 

two horses in the corral. His ancient steed 
had been accidentally turned out, and the 
two in the corral were not Henry’s type of 
saddle-animal. He had heard Slim speak 
of that blaze-face sorrel as a jug-head that 
tried to bite his own tail. The other one, 
a tall bay, was, according to Danny, fifteen 
years old and had never felt a rope since 
the day he was branded.

“  Please hurry,” begged Leila.
Henry took a lariat from the fence,
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opened the gate and entered the corral. He 
had seen Slim and Danny rope their own 
horses every morning— and it looked sim
ple. The two horses crowded into a 
corner, twisting and turning, only to sud
denly whirl and dash past him along the 
fence. His loop was so big that it got 
both horses around the neck, but the bay 
sagged back and tore loose from the loop, 
leaving Henry with the blaze-face sorrel.

“  You certainly are improving,”  said 
Leila.

Henry managed to tie the rope to the 
fence, while the blaze-face eyed him malev
olently. Henry did not bother to put on 
a blanket, but cinched on the bare saddle. 
Strangely enough, the horse did not fight 
away from the bridle. Henry led the horse 
out of the corral and closed the gate.

“  That isn’t the horse you ride to town, 
is it?” asked Leila.

Henry sighed and looked at Leila.
“  You are worried, too,” said Leila.
“  I— I feel a complete physical let

down,” said Henry grimly.

HE held the reins tightly, managed to 
set his left foot in the stirrup, 
grasped the horn with both hands—  

and started up. The blaze-face started go
ing sideways, away from Henry, who was 
clinging with both hands, one foot in the 
stirrup, and the other foot half-over the 
saddle.

They crashed into the corral fence, and 
the jerk threw Henry into the saddle. The 
sorrel bounced away from the fence, but 
Henry’s sharp jerk on the bit drew the 
animal up quickly. Fumbling with both 
boots, Henry managed to find the stirrups.

“  I didn’t realize that you could ride 
that well,” said Leila.

“ Needs must, when the devil drives,” 
he quoted, and much to his surprise the 
sorrel moved in beside Leila’s mount, and 
they rode out through the main gate.

“  Leila,” he said, “  can you or your 
mother think of any earthly reason why 
anyone should harm either of you?”

“  Why, no, we can’t. There isn’t any 
reason.”

“  Is there anyone who would want to pre
vent you from marrying Danny?”

“  Not a soul— that I know about, 
Henry.”

“  Leila,” he said gently, “  there is some
thing I haven’t told you yet. You see—  
well— ”

“  About you marrying mother?” 
r “  Did she tell you?”

“  Would I have to be told? I am not 
blind.”

Henry rubbed his nose and looked at 
the bobbing ears of the sorrel.

“ It will be the happiest day of my life,” 
he said. “  You see, I don’t want anything 
to interfere with that— not anything.”

“ I hope we can find Danny,”  said Leila 
anxiously.

They came into the old trail to Crazy 
Woman Springs, and Henry took the lead, 
bobbing along under his huge sombrero, 
and wondering how long the sorrel would 
wait, before “  trying to bite his own tail.” 
Being in single-file there was little chance 
for conversation.

It was six miles from the ranch to Crazy 
Woman Springs. Henry was merely guess
ing that the boys were at the springs. As 
far as he knew, they might be over at Ante
lope Springs, miles east, or at Moses Well.

They were about three miles from home, 
traveling slowly along the brushy trail, 
when several head of young cattle drifted 
across the trail ahead of them. As they 
reached the spot where the cattle had 
crossed, a yearling steer trotted parallel to 
the trail, and Henry noticed that a rope 
dragged from the animal’s neck. Its knees 
were skinned, too, and a patch of hide was 
off its left hip.

Apparently this yearling had been roped 
and thrown, but in some way had escaped 
with the rope. The J Bar C mark was plain 
on its left side. Henry merely noted these 
things, but gave them no serious considera
tion.

A  SHORT distance farther on, the trail 
swung sharply to the right, around 
the head of a brushy canon. As they 

came out in the open, Henry saw a rider,
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far off to the left, silhouetted against the 
sky for several momoments as he drove 
several head of cattle over a sharp ridge.

Henry knew that all the cattle had been 
taken off the Crazy Woman >range and 
thrown on the ranges farther east; but it 
meant nothing to him that these cattle were 
heading west, and going away from Crazy 
Woman Springs. He drew up and called 
back to Leila:

“ We will turn and go back a ways, Leila.
I saw one of the T ôys over that way.”

They retraced their way around the head 
of the canon, where Henry took the lead, 
going toward the spot where he had seen 
the rider.

“ I only saw one of them,”  he told her.
“ But I am sure they are working together.”

There was no trail now, and Henry was 
obliged to steer by dead reckoning. A 
heavy mesquite growth made it impossible 
for them to follow a direct route until they 
struck an old cattle trail, which seemed 
to lead where they wanted to go.

Henry was scanning the country for an
other glimpse of riders, when the sorrel 
stopped short at the edge of an arroyo, 
which was at least twenty feet deep. As 
Henry jerked around to see what had 
stopped his horse, he got a kaleidoscopic 
view of four men, going into swift action. 
He saw a little fire, a bound and struggling 
animal, and the four men, scattering like 
quail.

A gun cracked wickedly, and the sorrel 
went down, as though something had jerked 
its legs from under it, pitching Henry aside 
and into a thick bush. He was dazed and 
stunned for the moment. Dimly he heard 
more shots, but they meant nothing to him 
just now. He squirmed loose from the 
bush, but in the wrong direction, and 
pitched head-first into the arroyo. He made 
a half-turn and landed, sitting down in the 
soft sand, and with hardly a sound.

“ Circus stuff,” he muttered foolishly, 
and got to his feet. His gun had fallen 
from his holster, but he gave it no thought. 
There was the little fire, and the struggling 
yearling. There was not a sound now.
Henry stumbled over and looked at the

yearling. It was lying on its right side, 
and there, in bold script on its left side 
were the combined initials “LJ.”  A run
ning-iron had been cast aside, and Henry 
picked it up, only to drop it quickly.

“ That’s hot!” he announced to the 
world.

His big hat was at the foot of the sharp 
bank; so he went back, picked it up and 
went 'hunting for a place to climb back to 
the top. Fifty feet down the arroyo he 
found the cattle trail, and went up to the 
top. He stopped and scanned the country.

“  Leila! ” he exclaimed sharply. “  Where 
on earth is Leila? She was with me.”

He took off his hat and mopped his brow. 
As he dropped his hand to his side, his head 
jerked from a blow, and he went flat on his 
back, while from across the arroyo came 
the whip-like snap of a rifle.

HE N R Y  had no idea of time or space. 
Only his sense of hearing remained. 
He eould hear voices, above the buzz

ing in his ears. They seemed far away, 
but very distinct.

“  I told yuh I got him cold— right be
tween the eyes.” .

“ Yuh shore did; damn good shootin’, 
too, if yuh ask me. Well, he’s out of the 
way. There’s his horse over there, too. 
Didn’t I tell yuh I seen that horse go down? 
That’s why I wanted to Injun back here 
and git that fat pelican.”

“  I reckon you was right. We better cut 
that yearlin’ loose and high-tail it out of 
here, before somebody comes to investigate 
them shots. I ’ll be damned if that fat jig
ger didn’t almost ride off that bluff, right 
into us. It shore scared me.”

“ Scared all of us,” chuckled the other. 
“ Well, let’s git goin’.”

Henry had not moved a muscle, for the 
simple reason that he was incapable of any 
movement. The statement of his demise 
registered on his brain as a cold, hard fact. 
He had heard them walk away. Suddenly 
his head began to ache. His muscles 
twitched back to life, and he opened his 
eyes. That is, he opened one. The other 
seemed heavy with something.
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“  Dead men do not ache,” he told him
self, and then chuckled aloud.

After some effort he managed to get to 
a sitting position, where he felt himself over 
and looked around.

“  They say that souls have no sub
stance,” he muttered. “ If that is true, I 
am not dead— because I am most certainly 
substance.”

His exploring fingers found that the bul
let had glanced off his forehead, digging 
considerable of a hole, which had spewed 
blood all over his face, and especially into 
his left eye. He mopped some of it out 
with a handkerchief, and got drunkenly to 
his feet.

His sorrel was sprawled on the edge of 
the arroyo, drilled through the head, killed 
instantly. It was after he looked at the 
horse that he remembered Leila again. The 
roped yearling was gone, the ashes of the 
fire had been kicked into the sand.

“ Maybe she went for help,” he said 
hopefully as he picked up his* hat, but 
found his head too sore to bear its weight.

The outlook was not bright. It was 
about six miles back to the ranch, and those 
high-heel boots were not made for walking. 
He left his spurs on the saddle and started 
out, hoping to strike the old trail back.

“  Henry,” he said aloud, “ you, sir, are 
a hell of a rancher. You were a disgrace 
as a sheriff, a failure as a cattle raiser, 
and-— and— damn it, you can not even die 
gracefully. Your head is so hard that it 
turns bullets. You should join a carnival 
and get a job, putting your head through 
a hole in the canvas, and let the yokels 
heave baseballs at you, at five cents a 
heave. I am, sir, so thoroughly disgusted 
with you, that I could even enjoy watching 
you drink yourself to death.”

CHAPTER XVII.

N O  S A L E .

JACK WEST spent much of the after
noon in his office, conferring with the 
foreman of the Gold Plate mine. West 

had suspended operations at the Lucky

Stake, and sent the men all over the Gold 
Plate in order to speed up the work on 
the mill.

After the foreman left the office, West 
sat at his desk, deep in thought for several 
minutes. Suddenly his eyes focused sharply 
on a tiny shower of dust, which sifted down 
to the polished top of his desk. Lazily he 
gpt to his feet and stepped over to a cabinet 
in the corner of the office, where he took 
a drink from a bottle^ his eyes keenly 
searching the ceiling.

He walked back to his desk, glanced over 
a few papers, and walked to the door, which 
he opened, held it for a moment or two, 
and then closed it. There was a soft, rus
tling noise at the ceiling, and an envelope 
dropped like a plummet to the top of his 
desk.

For fully a minute he stood there. Then 
he opened and closed the door again, after 
which he walked over to the desk. It was 
some kind of plain envelope, sealed; and 
inside was the funeral notice of Mrs. Jack 
West, clipped from a newspaper. West 
merely glanced at it, shoved it in his pocket 
and stepped back to the door, which he 
opened quickly.

Lola was standing, half-way down the 
stairway, talking with two of the girls from 
the honkytonk, while Tom Silver, mop and 
bucket in hand, came down the stairs past 
them, and went into the gambling room.

“ Lola’s room,” said West to himself. 
“ That swamper goes there every day to 
clean up the room. Which one dropped 
that envelope?”

His teeth gripped his cigar tightly, his 
agate-hard eyes watching Lola, laughing at 
some joke. He cursed her under his breath. 
The scar-faced man came from the rear 
of the gambling-room, and walked past 
West, intent only on his duties.

“  One of ’em,” West told himself, “ but 
which one? There’s just one safe move—  
get ’em both— cold.”

He left the door of his office and walked 
out to the street. Judge Van Treece was 
standing in front of Harper’s store, looking 
down the street. West looked at him and 
smiled grimly. He crossed the street to
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the front of the general store, and Judge 
came up there.

14T  T O W ’S the gold mine?”  asked West.
J  “ M y opinino may not be worth 

a cent, sir,” replied Judge, “ but I 
believe it is a bonanza.”

“  You’ve got six claims out there?”
“  Yes, sir.”
“ I ’ll give yuh ten thousand dollars for 

the mine, sight unseen.”
“  You must have seen it,” replied Judge, 

“ because you would not pay that amount 
of money for the Mother Lode— without 
inspection.”

West laughed and shook his head.
“ Just another of my foolish deals,” he 

said.
“ Like the Three Partners Mine?” 
West’s eyes hardened quickly.
“ What do yuh mean?” he asked sharply. 
“ Merely a remark to show you that I 

know just how foolish you are.”
“  Oh, I  see. Well, how much do you 

want for that prospect, Van Treece?”
“ We haven’t decided on a selling price, 

because we haven’t considered a sale, Mr. 
West. Offhand, I would say that we might 
consider one hundred thousand dollars. I 
say, we might.”

“  Hell! ” snorted West. “ Why, it’s only 
a prospect!”

“ So was the Three Partners when you 
sold it.”

“ What do you know about the Three 
Partners?”

“ The selling price was no secret— or was
it?”

“  Exaggerated a little, I ’d say.”
“  But still— only a prospect, if my 

memory does not fail me.”
“ It was worth all they paid for it.”
“  I feel the same about the Golden Calf, 

Mr. West. It appears so rich that we would 
have no trouble in interesting capital, in 
case we wish to develop it. B y the way, 
wasn’t it some of your men who tried to 
jump it? I heard they were in your em
ploy.”

“ You know damn well what happened!” 
snarled West. “  One of your gang stole

a page out of the records. Yeah, that’s 
what I said— stole it. The J Bar C took 
that page out, and nullified my location of 
the Lucky Hunch.”

“  As Mason to Mason,” smiled Judge, 
“  what did it cost you to get page two hun
dred removed from that same book?”

“ I don’t know what yuh mean, Van 
Treece.”

“ Think it over,”  smiled Judge. “  It may 
come back to you.”

JUDGE turned on his heels and went 
back to the millinery shop, where Mrs. 
Harper was waiting anxiously.

“  I don’t see what can be keeping Leila,” 
she said. “ She said she would be right 
back. Judge, you don’t suppose anything 
has happened to her, do you?”

“  M y dear Mrs. Harper,”  soothed Judge, 
“  nothing would happen. She is a good 
rider, and that horse is perfectly reliable. 
In fact, even a gallop is as foreign to that 
horse as— as wheels on a goose.”

“ But that warning note, Judge.”
“  Yes, yes. ’ But it merely warns both of 

you to leave Tonto City. Oh, I  am very 
sure that she will be home soon. You must 
not worry.”

But Leila did not come home, nor did 
anyone come in from the J Bar C  until well 
after dark. B y that time Mrs. Harper was 
frantic from worry. Judge was standing 
outside the shop when Danny, Slim and 
Oscar rode in. Judge called to them, and 
they dismounted in front of the shop.

“ Where is Leila?” blurted Judge anx
iously.

“  Leila?” queried Danny. “  What about 
Leila, Judge?”

“  Where is Henry?”
“  Ain’t he here?” gasped Danny. Mrs. 

Harper came out, but Judge took her arm 
and they all went into the house, where they 
listened to Judge telling all he knew about 
it.

“  But she wasn’t at the ranch,” said 
Danny, white-faced now in spite of his cop
per-like coat of tan. “  Henry wasn’t there 
either.”

“  I thought something was funny,” said



118 ARGOSY

Slim. “  I accidentally turned Henry’s horse 
out this morning. I meant to pick it up 
again, but forgot it. Before supper I no
ticed that Henry’s saddle was gone, and 
so was that blaze-face sorrel.”

“ He couldn’t ride that sorrel,” said 
Danny quickly. “  Why, he couldn’t even 
saddle that jug-head.” r

“ Don’t fool yourself,” said Oscar grave
ly. “ Das Hanry is smort yigger.”

“  I know, Oscar,”  nodded Danny wearily. 
“  But that horse is as wild as a wolf. Slim 
can tell yuh that.”

“  He stuck my nose in the dirt twice, 
hand-runnin’,” said Slim. “ He’s mucho 
malo caballo, that feller.”

“ But where on. earth could they be?” 
wondered Judge. “  They must be together 
— and Henry riding a wolf.”

“  Yah su-u-ure,” agreed Oscar. “ Ay bet 
tan dollar they are oil right. Hanry is 
smort yigger.”

“  But what about that note?” asked 
Danny. “ What did it mean?”

“ Nobody knows,” replied Judge. “ Leila 
took the note. She wanted to see Henry 
and Danny.”

“  Do yuh reckon they got lost in the 
hills?” queried Slim.

“ That old knot-head that Leila was rid- 
in’ would come home, if she’d let him,” 
said Danny. “  God knows what happened, 
if Henry was ridin’ that sorrel. Oh, I can’t 
believe he’d ever be able to rope him. 
Henry can’t use a rope.”

“  Don’t fool yourself,”  stated Oscar 
again. “ Hanry is smort yigger, you bet.” 

“ Can’t you think of anythin’ else to 
say?” asked Slim testily.

“  Aw, let him talk,” said Danpy. 
“  We’re all more or less crazy, I  reckon.” 

“  Das oil right,” agreed Oscar. “  Ay am 
smort, too.”

“  Listen, Oscar,” said Danny. “  Do you 
realize that Leila and her mother got a note 
in the mail today, which told them that 
their lives were in danger? Leila came out 
to find me— and where is she?”

“  Ay don’t know,” replied Oscar blankly. 
“ Yuh might as well try to talk sense to 

a wooden Injun,” said Slim.

“  V ’al,” said Oscar, “  Ay never went to 
school a ha’al of a lot, but it seems to 
me we could do more by honting den by 
yust talking.”

“  I reckon, at that, you’ve got more 
brains than we have,” said Danny. “  Let’s 
go back to the ranch. If they ain’t there, 
we’ll head into the hills. God knows what 
good that will do— in the dark— but we’ll 
be doin’ somethin’. You stay here, Judge; 
we’ll bring yuh word just as soon as we 
have anythin’ to report.”

FRIJOLE BILL had washed the supper 
dishes, and was sitting in a corner of 
the kitchen, reading a year-old maga

zine, when Henry came up to the doorway. 
Frijole took one look at him in the lamp
light, dropped the magazine and gasped:

“ What the hell’s this?”
And well he might remark. Henry’s 

shirt and pants were nearly torn off his 
body, his feet were bare and bleeding, and 
in addition to the dried blood on his face, 
his forehead was swollen badly. He was 
at the point of collapse when Frijole 
grabbed him and eased him into a chair.

Then the cook ran for the prune whisky 
jug, filled a cup and held it for Henry to 
drink. When it was. empty he filled it 
again, but Henry motioned it away. The 
potent liquor brought renewed life to 
Henry. Frijole looked at Henry’s feet, 
drank the cup of whisky himself, and 
started a fire under the teakettle.

“ I am rather a mess, Frijole,” mumbled 
Henry.

“  You set there and take it easy, Henry. 
I ’ll need a lotta hot water for you. But 
how in hell didja lose yore boots?”

“ Couldn’t walk— had to take them off.” 
“ Gawd, yore feet are full of cactus! I 

don’t see how yuh walked at all. Hell, 
you must be tougher’n I thought.”

“ Yes, I am rather remarkable,”  ad
mitted Henry. “ I was killed today.” 

Frijole looked queerly at him.
“ Where is Leila?” queried Henry. “ She 

came back all right?”
“  I ain’t seen her, Henry. Here— drink 

another cup of this chain-lightnin’.”
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tl You— you say she hasn’t been here?” 
“ No, she ain’t.”
“ She was with me, when they shot my 

horse,” he said slowly. “ That was before 
they killed me— I believe. Yes, I ’m sure 
it was.”

“  Now, that’s all right,” assured Fri- 
jole. “ You. have a drink, and it will be 
all right.”"

“ Locoed as a sheepherder,” he told him
self. “  Got to humor him.”

He poked more wood into the stove and 
tested the water with his finger. Henry 
drank the second cup of that liquor.

“  Where is Danny?” he asked.
“ Danny and Slim and Oscar went to 

town, Henry. Where’s yore hat and gun?” 
“ I don’t remember losing the hat, Fri- 

jole. I believe I lost the gun when I fell 
into the arroyo. They killed my horse on 
the edge of the arroyo, and I fell all the 
way to the bottom.”

Frijole came from the stove, looking 
keenly at Henry.

“  They shot yore horse? What horse?” 
“  That blaze-face sorrel. The one Slim 

said tried to eat his tail.”
“  You was a-ridin’ that sorrel, Henry?” 
“  Yes, I rode him today.”
“ Worse’n I thought,”  sighed Frijole, 

and turned back to the stove.
“ Who shot yore horse— the sorrel?” 

asked Frijole. 
u Cattle rustlers.”
“ Cattle rustlers, eh? How’d yuh happen 

to select that sorrel?”
“ He was the only available horse,” re

plied Henry slowly. “  Leila came on Judge’s 
horse. She— she wanted to find Danny; so 
I— I had to saddle that sorrel.”

FRIJOLE looked thoughtfully at Henry. 
Something terrible must have hap
pened to put him in this condition. 

Perhaps he wasn’t crazy after all.
“  Why did Leila want to find Danny?” 

asked Frijole.
Henry felt gingerly of his sore forehead. 
“ Something about a note,” he said dully. 

“ It was some— ” and Henry toppled off 
the chair.

Frijole half-dragged, half-carried him to 
his room, where he put him on the bed.

“  Your string kinda frazzled out, Old 
Timer,” said Frijole. “ I ’ll git me some hot 
water and a towel, and kinda fix yuh up. 
Daw-goned, if that don’t look like a bullet 
scrape on yore forehead! Kinda deep, too. 
Huh! I wonder what about Leila? I don’t 
/sabe what this is all about.”

The house reeked of carbolic acid and 
horse liniment when the three cowboys 
came back to the ranch. Frijole.was seated 
on the foot of the bed, pulling cactus 
thorns from Henry’s feet, when the boys 
came bursting into the bedroom. They 
stopped short, staring at Henry, who 
struggled to sit up. That last thorn was 
very deep, it seemed.

“  What in the devil happened to him?” 
gasped Danny.

“ He walked home in his bare feet,” re
plied Frijole. “ How are yuh, Henry?” 

Henry blinked at the light, turned his 
head and looked all around.

“  It looks very much like a wake,” he 
said huskily.

“ Henry, where is Leila?”  asked* Danny 
anxiously.

“ Leila? I don’t know, Danny.”
“  She was with you, wasn’t she?”
“ That is right— I forgot. Danny, I don’t 

know where she is. I tried to find her.” 
Danny sat down on the edge of the bed. 
“  Take it easy, Henry,”  he said patient

ly. “  You’ve been hurt pretty bad. Don’t 
try to talk fast. But for God’s sake, tell us 
what happened.”

“  It is like a queer dream, Danny; but I 
believe I can tell you all I know.”

He told them about Leila coming, and 
How he saddled the sorrel, in spite of the 
fact that he knew that the animal was an 
outlaw. Slowly, and in detail, he explained 
their trip. He even told about seeing the 
young steer with the lariat around its 
horns. He remembered where they turned 
back, after seeing the rider on the sky-line.

His description of the four men was 
vague. He could not identify the voices, 
which had proclaimed him dead, and he 
could tell them little about his return jour
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ney, except that he was unable to find the 
old trail, and was obliged to discard his 
boots in order to walk at all.

“  Six miles through mesquite thickets and 
cactus,” said Frijole.

“ He's a tough yigger,” declared Oscar.
Danny got to his feet and leaned against 

the bed.
“ You boys go to bed and get somq. 

sleep," he said. “ You can't do anythin’ in 
the dark.”

“  What are you goin' to do?” asked Slim.
“  I ’m goin' out there,” said Danny dully 

“  I ’ve got to look.
“  There’ll be two cowboys with yuh, fel

ler,”  said Slim.
“  Three,” corrected Frijole.
“  You:ve got to stay with Henry,” or

dered Danny. “ You’ve got to be here— if 
she does show up, Frijole.”

“ Yeah, I reckon I have,” nodded the 
little cook.

A  LL night long the three riders combed 
f  \  the hills in the dark. At daybreak 

they found Henry’s dead sorrel and 
removed the saddle and bridle. A hundred 
yards away Slim found the horse Leila had 
ridden. It had been shot twice through the 
neck, one of the bullets killing it instantly. 
At the bottom of the arroyo Oscar found 
Henry’s revolver.

Wearily they went back to the ranch- 
house. Henry, his head bandaged, his feet 
encased in an old pair of moccasins, was 
sitting on the porch with Frijole. Oscar 
gave Henry his gun, and Henry thanked 
him gravely. Frijole prepared a breakfast 
for the three cowboys.

“ We found Leila’s horse,” said Danny 
miserably. “  It wasn’t but a little ways from 
your horse.”

“  Dead?” asked Henry huskily.
“  Shot twice through the neck. But where 

is Leila?”
“  I ’m afraid, Danny. Maybe she recog

nized them. ThaV*-that would be fatal. 
They couldn’t let her tell.”

“ Yuh better come in an eat somethin’, 
Danny ” called Frijole. “ I ’ve done poured 
yuh out a cup of prune whisky.”

“  It will do you a world of good, Danny,” 
advised Henry. “ I drank two last night, 
and passed out entirely.”

After breakfast the boys decided to go 
to town and tell Mrs. Harper that they had 
failed to find Leila.

Henry insisted on going; so Frijole 
hitched a horse to the old ranch buggy and 
went with Henry.

Danny, Slim and Oscar arrived in Ton to 
City far in advance of Henry and Frijole. 
All three of them went into the Harper 
shop, but the place was empty. Danny led 
the way to the living quarters, but there 
was no one in sight.

“ Well, that’s shore peculiar!” exclaimed 
Danny. He opened the door to the kitchen 
and gasped audibly.

In the middle of the kitchen floor, bound 
and gagged, was Judge Van Treece. Swiftly 
they cut away the ropes and the gag, which 
had been made from an old towel. Judge’s 
muscles were cramped, and his jaw was 
nearly paralyzed. He tried to talk, but it 
was only a mumble.

Slim gave him a drink of water while 
Oscar rubbed his wrists to restore circula
tion. Henry and Frijole arrived before 
Judge was able to give a coherent account 
of what happened.

“ It was about midnight,” he told them 
painfully. “  Mrs. Harper was too worried 
to go to bed. I had been out on the street 
a dozen times, looking and wondering. The 
last time I went out two men stepped from 
the alley. One grabbed me, while another 
put a gun in my face. They made me back 
into the shop, which was unlighted, and 
then they gagged and bound me on the 
floor. A little later they dragged me back 
to the kitchen, where they left me alone in 
the dark. That is all I know.”

“ You— you don’t know what happened 
to Laura?” asked Henry hoarsely.

“  No. Henry,” replied Judge miserably. 
“ I never saw her again after I was cap
tured by those two men.”

“ Masked?” asked Danny.
“ I suppose they were— it was too dark 

for me to see.”
They ail walked out to the street. The
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three commissioners had been to breakfast, 
and were coming past the shop, going back 
to the court house. Henry and Oscar were 
crossing the street, going toward the Tonto 
Saloon. Henry was limping badly in his ill- 
fitting moccasins. John Calvert, one of the 
commissioners, looked at the four men, and 
the disheveled appearance of Judge caused 
him to stop.

“  Is something wrong, Van Treece?” he 
asked.

“ I could choke the three of you,” re
plied Judge savagely. “ Since you turned 
control of this valley over to Jack West 
hell has broken loose. Robbery, murder—  
and now, damn your narrow souls, two 
women have disappeared. Henry Conroy 
was shot down yesterday on his own range, 
and Leila Harper either killed or stolen.

Last night masked men gagged and bound 
me, while they took Mrs. Harper away.”

The three commissioners stared blankly 
at their accuser.

“ Why— why, that isn’t possible!” ex
claimed Albert Rose.

“ Does the sheriff know about this?” 
asked Edward Harris.

“  I was released fifteen minutes ago,” re
plied Judge.

“ This is terrible!” snorted Calvert. “ I 
can’t believe— ”

“ We don’t care what yuh believe,” said 
Danny. “  We know”

Frijole spoke softly to Danny:
“ I ’m goin’ across the street. Henry’s got 

a six-gun inside the waist of his pants, and 
he looked as crazy as a sheepherder when 
he left us.”

T O  B E  C O N C L U D E D  N E X T  W E E K . 

J* J l

Tides

T N most parts o f the world normal procedure is to have two tides per day. In 
a very few sectors, one in the United States, only one tide a day is 

recorded. On a stretch o f southwest Florida coast, from the vicinity o f 
Cape San Bias westward some miles toward Pensacola, the tide is high but 
once a day. With most all the world experiencing two, some very, very high 
as in Newfoundland, what is the reason for this? Authorities tell us that 
the tides consist o f a small tide and a big tide. As the small tide sweeps in 
toward this section o f  the coast, it strikes a long hook o f land, and “  hangs 
u p ”  there until the big tide comes along and swallows it. The two come 
in together, although their highest rise is more usually a matter o f inches 
than feet. This phenomenon must be considered by shipping, as it makes 
coming in or going out with the tide a sometimes tedious procedure.

— Betty W ood M cN abb.
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Throw ’em Down McClosky
By H . H . M A T T E S O N

Just back from a stretch in 
the pen, Cultus Kennedy, 
fish pirate and thief, starts 
a fight that has a strange 

ending

W HICH this was all ways the activ- 
est entertainment ever pulled in 
the Aleutian Islands. While the 

object of the show was worthy, to raise 
money to send little Dan Barlow back to 
Minnesota for surgical treatment, we was 
all amazed at the size of the crowd. The 
big warehouse of the Thunderbird Packing 
Company was jammed plumb full of folks.

Right away I had the feeling something 
unusual, other than the object of the en-
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tertainment, had fetched out such a mob. 
They was fish hands and driver crew from 
as far away as Puffin Bird, and Squaw 
Duck. I ’m commenting on them hands 
coming from so far, when the party setting 
next to me whispers the secret.

“ Them hands coming from so far,” this 
party says, “ is account of they is going 
to be a number on this here program un
expected entire. This Cultus Kennedy, 
he’s just back from doing two years in the 
federal penitentiary down in Puget Sound, 
and Cultus give it out cold over at Puffin 
Bird where I come from, that he aims to 
leave Hoh Hoh Stevens sing his number, 
as per the program, and then drag him of
ten the platform and beat him to death 
front of everybody.”

Natural, them hands from Puffin Bird 
and elsewhere figure it’s worth a dollar any
time to witness this here combat. I kind
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of squinches over and there I see this Cul- 
tus Kennedy setting up front, and along 
with him is five-six of the sculpins that 
belonged in his gang former.

Now the object of this here spectacle is 
to raise money for little Dan Barlow. 
Three years before, Dan’s father was killed 
mysterious, leaving little Dan all alone and 
him then only seven or eight years old. 
Folks everywhere offered to take Dan în, 
but he was the independentest, stanchest 
little gent you ever seen. Joe has me fetch 
him in, and we aim to send him to some 
government school, but this little Dan says 
no, he don’t aim to go to no school.

“  I ’m doing very good,” Dan says. 
“ Simiak gives me a kiak, and I ’m fishing, 
and I just sells my fish over to the Thun- 
derbird, and I got. three dollars.”

Though he is just a little boy, this Dan 
pitches hisself a little camp on the beach, 
and he fishes, and folks is terrible good to 
him when he’ll allow of ’em to be, and he 
does get along first rate.

Now what fetches Dan low is he goes 
squandering over to one of the reef islands, 
aiming to spot a good fish run, and he goes 
ashore, and he stumbles onto a sea lion 
sleeping in the rocks. This here lion, ter
rible peevish at getting disturbed in his 
slumbers, gives little Dan two-three terrible 
slashes, and dives off into the salt chuck.

Some fish hands finds Dan and fetches 
him in, and Joe wirelesses the Coast Guard, 
and it comes in full speed, laying a flat 
plume of black smoke astern, and the C. G. 
doctor he examines Dan careful, and says 
how he’s hurt grievous in his spine and 
has to go back to Minnesota for treatment.

Now some one will have to go along 
with Dan back to Minnesota, and the ex
pense of two folks, and the treatments and 
so forth will amount to about two thou
sand dollars. And that’s why we’re giving 
this entertainment, for to start the fund.

It just do seem like them Barlows, father 
and son, was doomed for grievous troubles. 
Barlow, senior, he gets murdered. While 
the territory offers a thousand-dollar re
ward, we don’t know no more about the 
killing now than we did then.

Well, seeing how worthy the object was, 
and the news that Hoh Hoh Stevens is to 
get licked as a extra number on the pro
gram fetches out a mob. Now the reason 
this Cultus Kennedy was so sore at Hoh 
Hoh is as follers:

This Cultus was and is a low-life and 
no good, though he do have plenty energy 
and tumtum. He was always a fish pi
rate and a waterfront thief, and him and 
his gang give us plenty trouble.

Hoh Hoh he gets a tip that the fish 
trap at Devil Bend is to get pirated, so 
Hoh Hoh he goes on over just at dark, 
and he hides hisself very cunning in the 
watch shanty.

Sure enough along about midnight here 
comes the pirate outfit, and they climb 
bold up onto the watch deck, and they 
knock the watchman cold, and it’s then 
that Hoh Hoh comes a capering out of the 
shanty and busts into ’em.

Hoh Hoh knocks two or three of ’em 
into the spiller, and then him and Cultus 
mingles ardent all over the watch deck. 
They fell off into the water final, and even 
then Hoh Hoh keeps belting this Cultus, 
and he drug him up the ladder, and gives 
him two or three more and licks him em
phatic and complete. Then Hoh fetches 
him in, and he’s sent up for two years for 
pirating and assault.

Oh, this Cultus goes away to prison, very 
bitter ag’in’ Hoh Hoh. Cultus says get
ting arrested and sent to the pen hain’t 
no ways the disgrace that getting licked 
is. He says Hoh Hoh has hurt his pres
tige account of it was generally always ac
cepted that no one in all the North could 
lick Cultus Kennedy.

Well, when his two years’ time is up, 
this Cultus comes surging back to the 
islands, and he lands at Puffin Bird. That 
there is where Moos Moos Lacey runs an 
asbestos camp, though they is fishing 
plenty there, too.

This Cultus, gathering back some of his 
gang, he reveals out to them, that while 
he was in prison he practices constant. In 
this prison they allow of the convicts, on 
good behavior, to play base ball, and rassle,
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and do box fighting. Seems that amongst 
them hundreds of convicts was two or 
three good rasslers and box fighters, and 
Cultus practices with them assiduous.

SO this Cultus he announces to his gang 
and others, how he comes back in the 
pink of condition, and with plenty 

new fighting tricks in his bag, and he aims 
to make a public example of Hoh Hoh 
Stevens no one won’t never forget.

The gang of beach rats, they applaud 
this notion emphatic* and they say how 
they’ll all accompany along to this enter
tainment to see no one interferes.

Now some of this wauwau comes to the 
ears of Moos Moos Lacey. Him and Hoh 
Hoh is terrible good friends. So Moos 
Moos he organizes five or six of his as
bestos miners, and they come along to the 
spectacle to see Hoh Hoh don’t get no 
ways fouled, or the worst of it.

Mind you now, this Moos Moos hain’t 
sickly. As a fighting man and skookum, 
he’s almost in Hoh Hoh’s class, and is to 
be numbered amongst the best warriors we 
got like Bigpaw Cinnamon, Bump Man
ning and Capstan Culberson.

Well up in front sets Cultus Kennedy 
and his gang, and off to one side sets this 
grim-faced Moos Moos Lacey and his as
bestos boys.

Into a little wheel chair at one side, but 
well up in front, sets little Dan Barlow. 
He’s plumb amazed at the size of the 
crowd, and while he don’t like to accept 
charities, he’s ‘ got sense enough to know 
that the grievous way he’s stove up, he’s 
got to. Plenty people shakes hands with 
Dan, and tell him how he’ll soon be well, 
and Dan is terrible touched and grateful.

The cannery superintendent’s woman 
had moved her piano over into the ware
house, and she plays onto it, and sings 
very sweet. Then some Aleuts, wanting to 
help, too, one of ’em bangs on the Untin, 
and three of ’em do the Devil dance, which 
this here is all ways a terrible lively exhi
bition.

Then Hoh Hoh Stevens he gets up, and 
he plays onto his accordion, and he sirigs

a song, and this here Hoh Hoh is a ;hard 
and a minstrel if ever they was one, and 
this crowd just beller for more, more.

One of Hoh Hoh’s activest tunes is a 
song they call it “ Throw ’Em Down Mc- 
Closky.” Hoh Hoh is famous for render
ing of this McClosky ditty, and after his 
first number, hands all over the house, is 
just roaring for him to execute McClosky. 
Scv- Hoh Hoh sucks the squeeze box full 
of wind, and he lets go a roaring chord, 
and he sings,

“  Throw 'em down McClosky,
“  You can lick him if you try ”  and you 

could a heard him clean to the Puffin Bird,
Well, Hoh Hoh concludes up this num

ber in the midst of tumultuous applause, 
and folks is yelling for still some more, 
when this Cultus Kennedy he stands up, 
and he lifts a hand for silence.

Instant that big place goes dead calm 
and ominous. “  Which I ’m terrible in
debted to Mister Stevens for the theme of 
the evening,” says Cultus. “ Special the 
concluding lines of this chantey appeals to 
me, wherein the song says, ‘ and future 
generations, with wonder and delight, will 
read on history's pages, of the great Mc
Closky fight'

“  Well, folks, ladies and gents, for the 
space of likely it won’t take me more than 
a minute, I aim to emulate the example 
of Mister McClosky, and lick this here 
songbird of a Hoh Hoh Stevens, till his 
tongue hangs clean to his belt.”

Cultus, he shucks off the tarpaulin coat 
he’s wearing, and he steps into the open 
space front of the rows of seats, and be
fore the platform.

Hoh Hoh, who’s dressed up good, he 
stands up and he lays his accordion onto 
a chair. He kind of looks out over the 
audience then, and he yells out, “  Dode! 
Oh, Dode!”

I stands up, and I goes for’ard. I figure 
maybe Hoh Hoh seen Cultus bad his gang 
with him, and he thinks it is just as good 
if I am in front where I can shoot a leg 
out from under any of them sculpins that 
interfere.

I should have knew better; This Hoh
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Hoh he never figures they’s any odds ag’in’ 
him, and that he’s always got the world 
by the tail and a down hill haul.

“  Dode,” Hoh Hoh says to me, “ I just 
requests that you wheel little Dan there 
back out of the danger zone. I figure may
be this combat will cover territory, and 
him being stove up grievous all ready, we 
don’t want to run over him and tromp him. 
As for the able-bodied ladies and gents'in 
the audience, they’ll have to look out for 
theirselves.”

With that, Hoh Hoh takes off his coat, 
and folds it, and puts it onto a chair with 
his accordion, and he steps down and faces 
Cultus Kennedy.

“  I ’m announcing now in advance,” 
growls this Cultus, “ that everything goes. 
No holts is barred. And they hain’t no 
such thing as a foul.”

“ Seeing how I get terrible careless in 
combat,” says Hoh Hoh, grinning out aimi- 
able over the crowd, “ them liberal inter
pretations suits me exact.”

T H EY hain’t a doubt but this here 
Cultus, who is a terrible big skookum 
man, has learned right smart about 

the box fighting there in the penitentiary. 
He dances around very agile, and fancy, 
and side steps, and he jumps in nimble, 
and he do get the first lick in on Hoh Hoh, 
though it lands high on Hoh Hoh’s head.

Hoh Hoh he kind of wallers along after 
Cultus, and it seemed to me I never did 
see him so slow in action before. Why he 
hain’t even pertecting hisself good. Hoh 
Hoh takes three or four more licks offen 
Cultus who then dances away.

The crowd is just yelling now, and spe
cial exultant is them outcasts Cultus has 
fetched along with him. Moos Moos La
cey he sets there and he’s plumb disgusted 
with Hoh Hoh for taking all them licks 
and not making no returns.

This here applause that Cultus gets 
every time he lands a chukkin, just stemmed 
him up more and more. Similar, it makes 
him a little careless. He jumps in fancy, 
and slides in a lightening quick larrup, 
only it goes acrost Hoh Hoh’s shoulder,

and Hoh Hoh, who has been endeavoring 
very cunning to coax this Cultus in dost, 
he’s got one started from just abaft of his 
right hip, and he releases it out, and it 
takes this Cultus under the chin, and it 
knocks him clean over in amongst the au
dience.

Then the roaring of that crowd was 
something terrible. In a jump, Hoh Hoh 
is after Cultus, and before Cultus can get 
up, Hoh Hoh has drug him to his feet, and 
gives him a chukkin side of the head that 
would broach a fish scow.

Now, while Cultus hisself announces 
they is no rules, and no fouls, and every
thing goes, the Kennedy gang begins to 
yell “ foul! foul!” and they raise up in 
their seats, and two of ’em jumped over 
behind Hoh Hoh, and one Starts a swing 
at Hoh Hoh’s head.

It ’s then Moos Moos Lacey comes ca
reening to the front. This here member 
of the Cultus mob has got his chukkin 
started very good for Hoh Hoh’s head, 
when Moos Moos ketches him with a belt 
under the ear that raises him clean offen 
the floor, and slides him on his face plumb 
up ag’in’ the platform.

Well, in just no time then, it looked like 
everybody was fighting. Only it was just 
Moos Moos and the asbestos boys ag’in’ 
the Kennedy gang.

While them two gangs just milled around, 
tromping in and over the audience, and 
women is screaming, Hoh Hoh had drug 
Cultus back into the open before the plat
form, and them two was fighting like two 
Kodiak bears.

Now this Hoh Hoh hain’t allowing of 
Cultus to use his science much. Hoh Hoh 
he keeps in dost, and he slams in his chuk- 
kins, belting Kennedy’s ribs, which it 
sounded like you whack a rain barrel with 
a club.

It don’t take long for Moos Moos to 
clear up the Kennedy gang, though it do 
take longer for Hoh Hoh to manage his 
personal conflict. This Cultus, a terrible 
big man, and skookum, with plenty turn- 
turn, and him in prison two years without 
no liquor, he’s in terrible good condition.
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And he must of been to take the belting 
Hoh Hoh give him.

It seemed kind of plain after a while, 
though one time I was worried Hoh Hoh 
was going to take him.

This Cultus is swinging weak, and wild, 
and, final, Hoh Hoh plasters in a lick that 
took Kennedy right on the jaw, and down 
he went— and out.

Hoh Hoh he sets Cultus up onto the 
edge of the platform, and there he sets, 
kind of weaving back and forth very weak. 
I ’d walked over to where this little Dan is 
setting in his wheel chair, looking on very 
absorbed in this here fight.

He turns to me, this Dan does, and he 
asks me will I wheel him up to the front 
where Cultus is setting still, and Hoh Hoh 
is putting on his coat. So I done it, and 
little Dan just sets there and stares search
ing at Cultus Kennedy.

It’s then that Joe Allbright, who had 
charge of the entertainment, comes for’ard, 
and announces how, with many generous 
contributions at the door, the receipts of 
the evening is twelve hundred dollars.

“  We require two thousand dollars to 
send Dan, and a companion, back to Min
nesota,” Joe announces. “ We will devise 
ways and means to raise the remainder 
soon as possible.”

Then Joe goes on and apologizes for the 
fight that had took place, though I see he 
is tickled stiff that Hoh Hoh licks Cultus 
Kennedy, and that Moos Moos and the

asbestos boys had cleaned up them beach 
rats.

1ITTLE Dan he sets there in his chair, 
j  regarding steady at Cultus who is 

still kind of weaving around on the 
platform. Dan he tugs at my sleeve, and 
whispers, and I calls Joe over and similar 
I call Hoh Hoh.

Joe he leans over the wheel chair, and 
little Dan talks to him low but emphatic.

Then Joe raises up. “  Ladies and gents,” 
he announces clear and loud, “  a way has 
been found, sudden and providential, to 
raise the rest of the money required to 
send Dan back to Minnesota. Yes.”

Joe he pauses and looks over the audi
ence.

“  Yes,” he repeats. “  Little Dan here 
has identified positive this Cultus Kennedy 
as the man who murdered his father. Dan 
here seen it. The territory reward of a 
thousand dollars is still good, and little 
Dan Barlow will get it.”

This here Cultus Kennedy, when he 
hears this here, he comes out of his stupor 
very prompt. He’s up, and he’s acrost that 
floor in a flash, and he makes for a window. 
He’s just crashing through this window 
when Hoh Hoh, who is just astern, he 
ketches him, by the scruff and the pants, 
and he drags him back in violent. And 
when once this Hoh Hoh fastens his holt, 
you can’t no more escape away from him 
than if he was Goliar.

THE END

& *

The W orst Earthquake

N O greater upheaval than the quake o f July 21, in the year 365, has 
been known in the history o f  man. All shores o f  the Mediterranean 

were raised, most o f  the seaports destroyed. Several islands o f  the ^ gean  
Sea sank with all their population.

— J. W. Holden.



The Dew of Heaven
By G EO RG E CH ALLIS

Ivor Kildare,  leader of buc
caneers, defies the malignant 
forces of man and nature 
and uses new magic against 

his enemies

L E A D I N G  U P  T O  T H I S  C O N C L U D IN G  
I N S T A L L M E N T

W HEN Ivor Kildare (sometimes known as 
Tranquillo II) and Louis d’Or set foot on 
the island o f Tortuga to dig for buried 

treasure, they were suddenly surprised when their 
small band o f followers became mutinous. After 
a very gory battle, and much slaughter, the lead
ers found themselves still among the living; and 
discover that the treasure which they are seeking 
is actually in Panama within the Church o f San 
Francisco.

Ivor, Louis, and the Irishman, Padraic More,

sail to Porto Bello, and make their way across 
the Isthmus, entering Panama by covert means. 
There Ivor sees bis lady, the charming Ines 
Heredia, for a short time. Meanwhile, Louis 
and Padraic have fallen into the hands of the 
Spanish and are imprisoned. Ivor himself is 
jailed trying to free them. They are sentenced 
to die when Ines pleads that they be placed aboard 
a galley. Her request is granted and all three 
suffer the brand o f the galley slave.

The galley meets a small English ship and en
gages it in battle. During the ramming, the Eng
lish sailors throw hammers and chisels to the 
slaves chained at the oars, so that they may free 
themselves to fight against the Spanish. The cap
tain o f the galley is killed and the Spanish are 
massacred by the Negro galley slaves.

Kildare and Louis free themselves, Kildare as
suming command o f the galley, and sailing her 
near the coast o f the Panama Isthmus. He de
cides to visit Captain Henry Morgan, notorious 
buccaneer, and convinces him that their combined 
forces can successfully attack the city o f Panama. 
So under the commission of the Royal Council 
o f Jamaica and the leadership o f Morgan, three

K i ld a re 's  s w o rd  w a s  a lre a d y  dulled  
w it h  red

This story began in the Argosy lot September 7 
127



128 ARGOSY

thousand pirates set off to  sack that city.
Only after suffering from starvation and the 

stings of forest insects do the pirates finally come 
in sight o f the fabulously rich Panama. While 
Morgan makes a frontal attack on the city, Kil
dare, with the help o f Captain Bartholomew, 
leads the sea forces, which storm the harbor. It 
is then that the Santo Spirito containing whole 
tons o f silver in her hold is captured. After a 
long struggle, the Spaniards are completely routed 
on land and sea. And Kildare goes in search 
o f Ines.

Kildare finds her in the Church o f San Fran
cisco. Meanwhile Padraic More breaks the 
sculptured peacock mentioned in the treasure- 
cipher, and out o f a little sack o f brown leather 
lodged within the peacock pours a stream of 
crimson and white jewels o f great value.

Because of a murderous fight fatal to one of 
Morgan’s men, Ivor Kildare is forced to bargain 
for his life. When Ines sees that Ivor may be 
killed she gives herself up to Morgan. Later 
Luis, Padraic, Kildare contrive to ride away from 
the building in which Morgan has trapped them. 
Ines goes with them, also.

They beat their way ftorthward across the 
Isthmus and come to the Atlantic. As a matter 
o f temporary expediency, Kildare’s party sur
renders to a party o f Cuma Indians, who have 
halted their advance, for the time bring.

CH APTER X X V II (Continued).

SURRENDER.

BETW EEN a pair of torches there now 
came forward a tall Cuma Indian 
who carried himself with a great deal 

of dignity. It was a gold plate that covered 
his lip, and more gold pulled down the lobes 
of his ears.

Kildare and his friends stood in a close 
group as they were surrounded, and Luis 
said: “  That is the great chief— that is 
Lacenta— ”

Here the chief raised his hand in a sign 
of greeting and spoke a few words with a 
very lofty air, Luis translating them in this 
manner: “ He says that he is the great- 
grandson, and grandson, and son of a chief; 
he wants to know who is the chief among 
you all.”

“  You shall be chief,” said Kildare to 
Louis d’Or. “  You have the magnificence 
the Indians love.”

“  I haven’t your wit to carry the thing 
off,” answered the Frenchman. “ You are 
our chief, Tranquillo. You always have 
been, I should say.”

Here Luis, the Indian, stepped well out 
into the torchlight and made a little speech, 
after which he pointed to Kildare. Lacenta, 
at its close, strode up to Kildare, gripped 
his hand and gravely pumped it up and 
down; after that the party started on 
through the woods with the torches to guide 
them, the light springing up through the 
dark intertwining of branches to the thicker 

rgloom of solid foliage overhead.
There was enough light and noise to start 

the monkeys gibbering and swinging down 
through the branches to examine into the 
cause of this disturbance. Then the forest 
fell away, a series of clearings opening be
fore them; small plantations of tobacco and 
of corn appeared, and thatched huts of a 
surprising size.

A number of other Indians came running 
out from these houses, and with no need of 
torches to light them, because once out of 
the thick shadow of the forest there was a 
moon shining which gave a clear silver light 
over the entire clearing of the village.

It was not like cleared land in another 
country. The forest which had been beaten 
back struggled to spring up again from the 
ground, and raised little hedgerows of green 
that presently were sprouting into big 
shrubs. And grass and weeds flowed in on 
the cultivated ground, so that there would 
be constant work for the women with their 
hoes to keep the weeds back and give the 
corn or tobacco a chance.

The whole throng of the villagers now 
poured about their war-party, a tide of cop
pery nakedness, prancing and leaping and 
howling with pleasure.

"  I think we shall be safe, father,” said 
Luis to Kildare. “  I have told Lacenta the 
truth about you, and only the truth— that 
you carry a magic knife which kills a man 
when you point it at him, and that weapons 
cannot hurt you. Lacenta is very pleased 
and a little frightened!”

It was hardly strange that the Cuma 
chief was a ** little frightened ” about a 
guest who could kill men by pointing at 
them and who could not be injured by 
weapons. But that Luis had said these 

things in perfect good faith Kildare had no
A s— 12
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doubt, and it threw a sharp light on the 
entire Indian mind. Luis had seen that 
slender splinter of steel, in the management 
of Kildare, kill many a man, and perhaps 
he thought the touch of it was incapable of 
slaying unless there were magic attached.

He had seen Kildare dance through many 
a battle unscathed. And though he had 
seen Kildare wounded, also, his main im
pression was apparently one of invulnera- , 
bility. But what if Lacenta required his 
guest to merely point his sword at an 
enemy and thereby cause the man to drop 
dead?

They were going up a mild ascent which 
brought them to the highest point of the 
village, where they found a great hut a 
hundred feet and more in length and a roof 
ridge at least seven yards from the ground, 
with the thatch running down to ten foot 
walls of sticks and mud.

“  The war-house!” said Luis.
And now, the entrance to the hut being 

opened, they passed inside and found that 
the entire building was one great room, with 
loopholes the size of a man’s fist cut through 
the walls all around the chamber, sides and 
ends. This was the “ fort ” which the fight
ing men would attempt to hold as a last 
resort in time of attack.

A fire was already burning in the middle 
of the floor, sending up clouds of smoke, 
some of which wandered out through the 
hole in the middle of the roof, and the rest 
made a mist through which gleamed the low 
rows of drying peppers and corncobs and 
all sorts of other edibles, including smoked 
meat. For benches, there were logs of 
wood.

Many hammocks strung here and there 
offered the only tokens of real comfort. The 
voices went up into the confusion of the 
smoke. Around the fire moved the women, 
all in decent white dresses which covered 
their bodies very modestly. They worked at 
the cookery and made a great rattling as 
they stirred, because they wore around 
their necks strings of teeth and shells and 
beads to the weight of five and twenty 
pounds.

Here a number of the women entered 
A  6— 12

the war-house carrying among them a large 
trough, and staggering with the weight of it 
in spite of the number of their hands.

“ Good! ” said Luis. “ It is to be a happy 
feast. They are bringing in the beer— and 
now they will soon be drunk!”

CH APTER X X V III.

THE WAR-HOUSE.

INES H EREDIA, sitting on the log 
close to Kildare, kept her hands locked 
about her knees and her eyes busy 

with the wonders of this scene. Her bright 
hair, now fluffed by its shortness, shone 
like gold by the firelight, and all the dingi- 
ness of the soot had been scrubbed from 
her skin.

All of Kildare’s group seemed to be very 
happy except Louis d’Or, who sat with his 
chin on his fist and gloom in his eyes, 
which he turned now and then and fixed 
rather grimly on the girl. So that Padraic 
More murmured at the ear of Kildare:
“  Louis is eating his heart out because of 
your lady, Tranquillo. Watch yourself!” 

“  Nonsense! ” answered Kildare. “ We 
are sworn brothers, Pat. He’ll never turn 
against me.”

Hunger was growing in them as they 
watched the cookery proceed and smelled 
the savor of the stews in the pots. It was 
a hit or miss sort of cooking. Into the pots 
went the flesh of the warree, peccary birds 
large and small, a quantity of peppers—  
enough to have seasoned ten times that 
quantity of food for a European palate—  
and then plantains and bananas, and the 
cassava, bitter and sweet, and fresh venison, 
and smoke-hardened meat of all sorts, and 
fresh fish and dried fish, together with 
handfuls of green herbs.

A queer humming noise rolled through 
the room steadily, and Kildare asked what 
it could be. “  They are humming,” said 
Luis. “ When they are happy, the Cumas 
hum— or at least, all the men do. It means 
that later on they will want to sing.” 

Here several of the women began to 
clap their hands. At once others laid out on
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the beaten earth of the hut floor a number 
of fresh-green palm leaves, covering a long 
strip of the floor. Around this tablecloth 
the men gathered, while the women served 
them, placing a calabash of cold water at 
each man’s right hand and another great 
dish of the stew to each half dozen of eaters.

The food had been reduced by long 
cooking to a sort of paste in which all the 
ingredients were inextricably mingled— the 
whole was like a soft mash of potatoes, but 
it contained fowl, deer, peccary, warree, 
cassava, and all the other ingredients of the 
dish hotly seasoned with peppers.

“  The women are noticing me, Ivor,” 
whispered Ines Heredia. “ Do you think 
that it will make trouble? They’re noticing 
me and they understand very well that I ’m 
not a boy, as I seem to be.”

“  Will it make trouble?”  asked Kildare. 
“ The women understand that Ines is one 
of them.”

“ Then don’t let her sit to eat with the 
men,” said Luis. “  Let her go back and wait 
with the other women, and they cannot 
make trouble at all.”

She went at once, Kildare looking anx
iously after her. But there was a shrill 
little murmuring when she came to the 
brown-faced Cuma women who were ranged 
along the sides of the great hut. Kildare 
saw some of those dingy hands patting and 
stroking the metal brightness of her hair, 
and he understood by this that she was 
being well received.

Luis, the Mosquito Indian, assured him 
again: “ They are happy to have her. 1 
have seen, father, that the women of many 
races wear different clothes or no clothes 
at all, but in their smiling they are always 
the same, and they can understand one 
another simply by the smiling. But this is 
a very great marvel!”

They were placed, all four of them, op
posite Lacenta and three of his chief war
riors, all men of a good deal of dignity, 
and at once they began to dip their hands 
into the central dish. It was done with a 
reasonable degree of decency, the two first 
fingers being curved to make a natural 
spoon.

But after every mouthful the fingers were 
rinsed in the calabash of water which 
stood beside every man, and Kildare felt 
no loathing whatever. For his own part, he 
was glad to dip his fingers in the water, 
both for cleanliness and to cool them, be
cause the meat mash was steaming hot.

He found the people a prepossessing lot, 
a little blunt and rounded in the face and 
features, and in age given to gross flesh, 
but the children and the younger people 
straight-limbed, active, and graceful. Above 
all, they maintained an amiable expression 
as they talked.

LACE N TA wanted to know a great deal 
4 about Kildare and his magic sword, 

which had to be drawn and admired, 
Lacenta wondering at the slenderness of the 
steel and declaring, according to the trans
lation of Luis, that it shone by its own 
light, like a ray of sunshine.

When they had finished eating from the 
great pots, there was a store of bananas 
passed around, and after these everyone 
started drinking whole calabashes of the 
liquor from the trough.

The few swallows Kildare took seemed 
far weaker than beer, but he noticed that 
the effect of it was very potent. It seemed 
at least as strong as a double ale, though 
perhaps some of this was due to the heat 
of the atmosphere in the war-house.

. As the drinking began, a message arrived 
from a late hunter that he had seen a whole 
party of armed Spaniards in the adjoining 
ravine, not a great distance away— so short 
a distance that, except for the fact that 
white men are incapable of movement in the 
forest at night, it might have seemed well to 
be on guard. As it was, there would be 
plenty of time to arm the men in the morn
ing, and with the dawn go to plague the 
Spaniards and cut off their stragglers.

This news was greeted by everyone with 
greatest pleasure. They hated the Spaniards 
with a consummate passion. As for the 
English and other whites, they had no 
reason to love them except on account of 
the common enemy, Spain. The thought of 
war made the young men very brisk. They
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began to drink more heartily. And Lacenta 
himself pointed out to Kildare, with Luis 
always as translator, the youths of the tribe 
who had distinguished themselves in recent 
months. These had their heads shaved in 
token of triumph.

With the deeper drinking, the women 
began to move in closer to the fires and 
help themselves rather furtively from those 
eat-pots after their lords and masters had 1 
sufficed their appetites with eating. And, at 
the same time, the music began.

They had flutes and pan-pipes made of 
reed, and whistles which had been carved 
out of the hollow bones of the pelican and 
the king buzzard. Now and then someone 
drew a long, mournful, thundering note 
from a great conch shell.

The music had not'continued long be
fore a circle of the men formed and they 
began to dance, each man with his hands on 
the shoulders of his companions .while he 
kept the time with a wriggling shake of the 
whole body and all the limbs.

AFTE R  a good bit of this dancing and 
singing, Kildare drew back against 
the wall with Ines Heredia and found 

her a very tired girl indeed. Forthwith, he 
lifted her into a hammock and stood beside 
her. She looked up at him through half- 
closed eyes. “  When shall I  be able to 
sleep, Ivor?” she asked. He looked curi
ously around him.

Already a number of the Indians had 
taken to the drink in such a headlong 
fashion that they were overcome, and one 
after another they staggered towards the 
hammocks or were carried to them by the 
women, who then stood by to moisten the 
faces of the drunken sleepers and fan them 
with great palm-leaf fans.

It made a rather foolish and fantastic 
scene, those prone sleepers, groaning as they 
took breath, their bodies shining with paint 
and with oil, and the women plying the 
rustling fans.

The smoke eddied in clouds; the mos
quitoes sang in between; and as Kildare 
smiled he said: “  Go to sleep as soon as you 

please, but I have to find Louis d’Or first.

He’s left the war-house— I don’t know how 
long ago— and he may get into mischief.”

“  I never could trust that man,”  said the 
girl. “  He has a way of looking— ”

“ Never doubt Louis d’Or,”  said Kildare, 
“  because we’ve sworn ourselves to one 
another.”

He left her, muttering to the Irishman to 
keep an eye on her, and went outside the 
great hut.

The night was amazingly brilliant, and 
all the villagers who were not inside the 
war-house were gathered about it, peering 
through the loopholes at the merriment 
within.

Kildare made the round of the house, 
saw the tall form of the Frenchman no
where, and then wandered down the hill 
anxiously, wondering what could have be
come of his friend.

He reached the tall, dark frontier, of the 
jungle without having made the discovery 
that he wished; and he was still standing 
there with his hand against the trunk of a 
great tree when he heard a murmuring such 
as comes when the wind passes through the 
forest, and after that he was aware that a 
number of figures had entered the clearing. 
He was astonished and rubbed his eyes to 
look again. But certainly the moonlight 
glistened on the armor of soldiers. Some two 
score of them were advancing softly into 
the clearing, but most staggering of all was 
his recognition of the lofty form that 
walked at their head.

For it was Louis d’Or.
They were surrounding the war-house. 

Before he could so much as shout, they were 
charging with a rush!

CH APTER X X IX .

THE SPANIARDS AGAIN.

KILD ARE started running, and then 
checked himself. There was nothing 
that he could do. His single hand was 

perfectly helpless, and he knew that every
thing he could conceive was useless as he 
saw the armored men break into the war- 
house from the front and from the rear.
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He could understand what had happened. 
The devil had entered the mind of Louis 
d ’Or and induced him to go to the Span
iards and tell them where the village lay. 
To the men from Panama, the possession 
of the village meant a great deal— food, 
shelter, and all the comforts until the buc
caneers retired from the ruined city and 
the wretched remnants of the old in-  ̂
habitants began to regather.

Why had Louis d’Or brought them?
It seemed to Kildare that he could see, 

again, the way the Frenchman had sat with 
his chin on his fist and his eyes lifting, now 
and then, towards the face of Ines Heredia.

Had not the Irishman given a warning? 
Had not the girl herself spoken? A singular 
blindness had struck the eyes and the brain 
of Kildare or he would have guessed every
thing long before.

Now, held still with hopelessness, he saw 
the Spaniards charge into the war-house. 
He had a mad desire to rush into the battle. 
But he could do nothing. The drunk or 
half-drunken Indians would be helpless. 
The wits of Padraic More himself were 
sadly addled. And the Spaniards were 
winning without a blow.

Kildare could tell the ease of the con
quest by the noise of the outcries from the 
war-house. For the screaming of women was 
chiefly what he heard, hardly mixed by the 
shouting of angry men ready to fight to 
the last.

For long minutes that screeching lasted, 
and then there was quiet.

What of Ines? She must be the prize that 
the Spaniards would pay to Louis d’Or. 
What of her now?

Presently, some of the Indians began to 
scurry out of the war-house and run here 
and there, returning presently with their 
arms laden

Of course they were bringing fresh sup
plies to the conquerors. There was no need 
for the Spaniards to so much as post a 
guard, since they held in their hands such 
an ample supply of hostages of the best men 
of the tribe, and the chief of it among the 
rest. They could sit at their ease, un- 
watchful.

It was this consideration that led Kildare 
gradually forward. He reached the corner 
of the war-house which was nearest to the 
jungle, and there, crouching, he was able to 
spy through a loophole and make out the 
entire scene.

It was as he had expected. Some thirty or 
forty of the Indians had been tied hand and 
foot and put under guard in a corner. 
Padraic More and Luis were beside the In
dians, but the Lady Ines sat near the cen
tral fire, and tall Louis d’Or stood behind 
her with his naked sword in his hand.

The Spaniards had begun to eat, hun
grily, the remains of the feast, and drink the 
last of the beer. But a nucleus of them 
remained around the central fire.

Padraic More was at this moment picked 
up and dragged before the inquisitors. And 
the old white-haired knight, Vasco da 
Herta, was the one who led in the ques
tioning.

“  What is your name?”
“ Padraic More.”
“ How long have you been in this 

land?”
“  Not many weeks.”
“  Is it true that you were condemned to 

the galleys?”
The Irishman turned his head and gave 

Louis d’Or a long look.
The Frenchman bowed his head aside and 

said nothing.
“  I was in the galley,” answered More.
“ Then you were one of those who rose 

against your commanders and murdered 
them and set the Negroes free?

“ Answer! ” shouted the old man in a rage.
“  You have heard what you’ll believe 

from Louis d’Or,” said More. “  Why should 
I talk now?”

“ With you,”  persisted the old knight, 
“ there was a leader who guided your hands. 
There was an Englishman who took an 
Italian name. There was that famous pirate 
and murderer of Christians, Tranquillo?”

MORE shrugged his shoulders.
“  Answer,” shouted the old man, 

“ or we shall find ways of making 
you speakl”
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“ I‘f you can make me talk against my 
blood-brother,” said Padraic More, “ you’ll 
have to turn me first into a Frenchman—  
like that dog I ’m seeing.”

He stared at Louis d’Or again.
“ We know enough,” said the old man, 

”  but we wish to know where Tranquillo is 
now.”

“ I can’t tell you,” said More.
“ You lie-1”  shouted the Spaniard. “ Isn’t 

it true that you sighted from the hills, to
day, the masts of his ship anchored in the 
mouth of the lagoon?”

Kildare started.
More, saying nothing, shrugged his 

shoulders.
“  Isn’t it true,” said the okl man, “ that 

this Tranquillo has now gone down to the
ship?”

Here Luis d’Or broke in td say that in 
fact none of them had seen the masts of 
the tall ship and had thought that it must 
have sailed straight from Panama to make 
the long passage around southern America, 
and so for the shores of England.

“ Frenchman,” said da Herta, ” you have 
given us a good service, and God knows in 
His mercy that you are receiving a treasure 
for it. The lady remains in your hands, to 
be duly and honorably married by you, but 
can we trust you when, you say that this 
Tranquillo has not gone down to the ship 
to rally the armed slaves and to attack us?”

“ I can say that,” said Louis d’Or. “ He 
knows nothing except what I know.”

“ At any rate,” said Vasco da Herta, “  we 
shall make sure that the Negroes from the 
ship and the Englishmen who command 
them do nothing which we fail to observe. 
You, Juan Onate— take Pedro and Jose 
and the three of you go down the river at 
once until you reach the head of the lagoon. 
Spy on the ship at anchor there. If the men 
come armed to the shore and start to ad
vance up it, then we know you can give us 
warning in time. Be swift, and be vigilant ” .

He turned back.
“ Take the heretic away,” he said, “ and 

in the morning we will have the daylight to 
help us devise certain ways of entertaining 
him. For the good of his soul— for the

good of his soul! Ines Heredia, you come . 
from an old and a noble family— but you 
have thrown yourself into the hands of an 
enemy of your people, a pirate and a 
traitor— ”

She stood up and said: “ My mother’s 
blood was English. It is as much a part of 
me as that of my father. The man you call 
a pirate is more kind and honorable than all 

/•the best men of Panama and Porto Bello!”
Kildare heard her speaking on, and heard 

her voice rising, but also he saw that same 
Juan Onate leave the door of the war- 
house with his two companions, big, for
midable-looking men. Kildare heard the 
soft clinking of their armor as they crossed 
the village clearing, and he stole softly after 
them.

1 3 3

CH APTER X X X .

ANOTHER QUEST.

THAT Juan Onate and his two com
peers, Jose and Pedro, were as good 
men as could be found among the 

Spaniards. They were fighters with gun or 
with sword, and they carried, as they went 
down the narrows of the river toward the 
lagoon, muskets, swords, daggers, and, 
many of them, body armor in the form of 
excellent steel cuirasses. On their heads 
were morions, like iron hats.

They walked abreast where they could. 
As the way narrowed along the edge of the 
water they had to move in single file, and at 
times the roughness of the way stretched 
several paces between them, man to man.

The moonlight which struck the forest 
sometimes slanted brightly down through 
the deft above the stream, and at times it 
merely emphasized the depth of the shadow, 
contrasting with the brilliance of the moon
light that struck the tops of the trees. The 
Spaniards had the noise of the water to 
guide them even when they could not see 
it, for the stream rushed with a great force 
down the declivity always towards the sea, 
the huge South Sea of Balboa.

They had traveled for some time, and 
the head of the lagoon was not far away,
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, appearing as a narrow edge of moon- 
brightened water, when Juan Onate paused, 
for something appeared in the rush of the 
river beside him, something whirling with 
the current and giving out a strange flash 
like that of steel under the moon.

It was in fact steel; and it was the 
morion and the breastplate of an armed man 
that Juan Onate saw. f

With arms stretched out, the body, sup
ported by the speed of the current, kept 
turning and turning in slow evolutions, and 
then Juan Onate saw that the face of the 
dead man was that of his friend Jose, that 
excellent warrior and good companion who 
could sing a song so well when once his 
whistle was well wetted with wine. There 
floated Jose, dead.*

Had he slipped into the stream as he 
walked along, the rearmost of the three, 
and, knocking his head against a stone, had 
he been hurled down the furious current 
senseless, unable to utter a single cry?

No, for as Juan Onate, and his breath
less companion Pedro beside him, stared at 
the corpse, they saw, clearly, the wound 
that had slain him— a great gash across the 
throat. The wound that had reached for 
his life also had throttled him perfectly.

His head thrown back against the force 
of the stream, the great gash across his 
throat showing clearly, Jose floated there 
for a moment and then was caught away by 
the strength of the current.

Juan Onate turned to Pedro and mur
mured: “  What hand could have struck 
poor Jose?”

“ It is a miracle! Can a jaguar have 
followed and struck him down? Is one of 
the brutes behind us now?”

“ A jaguar strikes with five claws, not 
with one,” said Juan Onate.

But both of them turned and stared into 
the steep, dark shadows thrown by the 
trees around them.

“  Let us get forward into the light,” mur
mured Pedro.

And it was then that a voice said, in very 
good Spanish: “  Turn this way, my friends, 
and let me try to send you after your Jose! ”

They jerked about and saw, emerging

from the black of the trees, a slender man, 
not very tall, not more than the average 
height, in fact, without armor, and with 
only a thin-bladed sword in his hand, like 
a stiff ray of moonlight.

Pedro cried out: “ Down with you,” and 
tried a great side-stepping blow with his 
sword.

The stranger did not attempt to parry 
the stroke. He merely ducked under it with 
a quick flexion of the body.

He stepped in. His sword already was a 
little dim with red towards the point. 
When he stepped back his sword was 
dimmer than before, and Pedro fell dead, 
thrust through the heart.

At this, Juan Onate cried out: “ Magicl 
But my heart is clean. You cannot use 
magic on me! Have at you!”

He came in with a good fencing stance, 
and a very proper lunge such as was taught 
by the best fencing masters in Spain. His 
sword blade slithered down a soft, a yield
ing blade that was like the touch of a 
clinging hand to divert the thrust.

Juan Onate felt that something was 
wrong. He tried in haste to recover his 
proper position of defense. He threw up his 
long, heavy rapier and his dagger also, to 
establish his guard. But between them 
flashed a ray of bright moonlight. A sting 
lighter than the sting of a wasp touched the 
breast of Onate. But it was a sting that 
reached his heart, and he fell dead.

OVER him Kildare leaned and stared 
for a moment. It was a great mystery, 
this ease with which the giant life 

could be plucked out of the body of strong 
man.

He was a practical fellow, and therefore 
he took a wallet from each of the dead men. 
Then he cast their bodies into the stream, 
to be hurried down to the sea. Afterwards, 
he followed along the course of the river 

.towards the lagoon, and saw it broadening 
and brightening before him.

A moment later he could see the great 
ship on the water. It held up its gaunt 
masts and yards; its shadow was black as 
ink on the silver sea.
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And Kildare, standing on the pure white 
of the beach, shouted loudly, and shouted 
again and again.

There was a great pause, and it seemed 
to him that he was crying to a picture in
side a frame, a dead image— except that 
the ripples of darkness and of light kept 
traveling toward him across the lagoon. 
Then, suddenly, a great, obscure voice 
shouted from the deck of the galleon. He 
recognized— dimly, as though a ghost had 
been given speech— the voice of Bartholo
mew.

And a moment later men were dropping 
into the small skiff which was tied astern 
of the great ship.

Three pairs of oars strained at the water. 
He saw the thin shadows of them swaying 
and the bright flash of the water that 
lifted with the blades. Then they were 
close. Then the prow of the little boat was 
crushing into the sand of the beach, and 
next he was aware of Bartholomew himself, 
lisping out a cry as he bounded up the 
ascent of the shore; and after Bartholomew 
poured the eight rowers, all crying out.

He gave them his hands.
It was strange to see the Negroes kneel 

in the sand and take those hands like bene
dictions. He g r ip p e d  the horny fist of Bar
tholomew himself.

“ I would be half way to England, by 
now,” said Bartholomew, that honest 
pirate, “ but the black fellows would not 
leave without you. They swore that you 
would come back to this place to meet 
them.”

Here the Negroes leaped up and began 
to dance and yell. And as their black 
shadows lengthened and shortened on the 
beach, Kildare heard a great shouting 
begin from the decks of the Santo 
Spirito.

There were the fellows of the black men 
and the whites also.

AFTERW ARDS he was in the skiff with 
the others, and rowing out to the 
galleon, while the black men gave way 

heavily on the oars, and sang for every 
stroke, keeping a strong cadence. They

were happy. They were so happy that they 
stood up to their full height as they leaned 
on the oars. And the water rose at the 
bow of the small boat and gushed down 
the sides with a swift gurgling noise, as of 
continual, rhythmic swallowing.

When they got to the ship a hundred 
blacks were dancing on the deck. A hundred 
hands were reached for Kildare.

He stood there at last under the moon 
and saw the signs of the great battle had 
been removed. There was the carpenter, 
and here were all the ship’s crew laughing 
and yelling about him.

“ Now hoist the sail I” cried the car
penter. “ We have the king of the 
Negroes! They’ll be willing to make away 
from this place!”

Kildare then held up his hand.
He said: “ Brothers, PadraLic More is 

still alive, but he is in the hands of the 
Spaniards. Have you forgotten how he used 
an axe in the fight to win this same ship? 
Besides him, there is the lady I love. They 
are hardly an hour’s march from this place. 
The spies they have set to watch you are 
dead. Who will go up with me to set on 
them?”

Bartholomew was a very cold-minded 
man, and he insisted on sitting on the bul
warks and saying to Kildare: “ How many 
Spaniards are there?”

“ Why, forty or fifty,” said Kildare, 
honestly.

“ Rabble or good men?” asked Bar
tholomew.

“ Good fighters, every one. The bad 
ones were cut off by the men of Morgan.”

“  How armed?”
“ Breastplates and morions. Muskets, 

swords, and everything that a  man would
have.”

“ Those damned steel breastplates,” said 
Bartholomew, sucking his thumb, “ they 
make a crowd of trouble. I ’ve turned the 
edge of a dozen cutlasses on breastplates so 
that the sword turned into nothing more 
than a club with a blunt edge. Forty or 
fifty, Tranquillo? I tell you that we have 
only twice that many men, and the most of 
them are Negroes.”
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“  They will fight, though, these Negroes,” 
said Kildare.

“  They will fight, but these dark skins 
will never fight like white ones,” said Bar
tholomew.

“  That is true,” agreed Kildare, and was 
silent.

“ Here,” said Bartholomew, “  we have a 
hundred thousand pounds of value in silvers 
and gold and jewels. We have combed the 
hold and found a good ballasting of 
treasure. Enough to make us all gentlemen, 
after we have landed the black men in 
Africa and sailed home.”

Kildare was silent still.
Bartholomew continued, with his tooth

less lisp: “  You think of the Spanish girl, 
but you can find great ladies who’ll be 
damned glad to have you, when they know 
what lines your purse.”

“  This girl,”  said Kildare, “  is half 
English.”

“ Can you trust the English in her?” 
asked the buccaneer.

“ I have crossed the Isthmus for her 
three times,” said Kildare.

After this there was a moment of quiet, 
and then Bartholomew murmured: “ Well, 
the blacks will never sail unless you con
sent; and we can’t man the ship without 
them. What am I to do except to say 
‘ Y e s ’?”

CH APTER X X X I. 

v o y a g e ’ s  e n d .

IOUIS D ’OR could not sleep. He had 
j  watched the night wear on and he 

had seen the Spaniards, one after 
another, begin to slumber, but there was 
no peace for the big Frenchman. And he 
felt himself hemmed in and attacked from 
either side, for if he turned in one direction 
he found the burning eyes of Padraic More 
or Luis the Indian glaring at him, and if 
he looked another way he met the still, 
calm look of utter hate from Ines Heredia.

He could not sleep; he could not remain 
still. He had to rise and go up and down 
the war-house, thoughtful, grim of face.

And once he stopped near the girl to 
say: “ Ines, do you curse me in your soul?”

She only watched him, saying nothing.
“  There’s nothing unfair in love or war. 

You’ve heard that,” he told her.
She was still silent.
“ Ines,” said Louis d’Or, “ the truth is 

that if I have done wrong, it was love for 
you that made me.”

She continued, silently, to stare at him. 
And at last he realized that nothing he 
could say would win words from her. So 
he stared gloomily over the sleeping 
Spaniards, and then resumed his pacing 
back and forth.

The night had worn away for hours. The 
fire which had died down was replenished 
at last by some of the poor Cuma women 
who crept about the big room, only kept at 
a distance from the place where the Cuma 
hostages were kept tied hand and foot.

And immediately after the fire began to 
blaze up an Indian runner came into the 
room and fell on his knees close to the 
place where Lacenta the chief and the rest 
of his warriors were held.

The runner babbled a few words; there 
was a silence; and after that the newcomer 
said in very bad Spanish to the two sen
tinels who had been selected to guard the 
hostages: “  Up the river are coming many 
men with long lances. They are black men, 
with white men to lead them along!”

That was news which easily could be 
interpreted. And the Frenchman cursed 
as he remembered how stoutly the Ne
groes had fought at sea against heavy odds. 
How would they fight now. after they had 
been so much longer accustomed to the 
use of the weapons of white men?

Vasco da Herta, however, the moment 
he heard the story was ready for hot ac
tion. He left three men in the war-house 
with orders to kill the prisoners instantly, 
in case the battle began to go the wrong 
way. The rest of his forces, including 
Louis d’Or, he drew out at the foot of the 
village, where the river crossed the clear
ing and plunged again into the lofty dark
ness of the forest.

The clearing itself was brightly lighted
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by the moon, and here Vasco da Herta ar
ranged his soldiers in a semicircle facing 
towards the gateway which the river clove 
through the woods. The troops were made 
to lie down at ease, with loaded muskets 
ready for the attack, which they were to 
deliver with a roaring volley and then push 
in to engage, sword in hand. For that sort 
of fighting, as Louis d’Or well knew, they 
would have the inestimable advantage pf 
body armor and morions. Even the lead
ership of Kildare, k  seemed to Louis d’Or, 
hardly could manage to drive home a Ne
gro attack against such advantages of po
sition and equipment.

The long wait now began, and Louis 
d’Or found a wildness in his heart and in 
his brain while he endured the silence.

He could see the Spaniards handling 
their guns, now and then. And he took 
his own place near a fellow who wore a 
divided beard and an air of dignity that 
did not leave him even when he was lying 
on the ground. But the man said quietly, 
contemptuously: “  Find another place. I 
cannot fight at the side of a traitor.”

Louis d’Or, rising suddenly to change 
his position, heard old da Herta exclaim: 
“  Dog of a Frenchman, down to the 
ground! Do you wish to betray us as 
you betrayed your own men?”

Louis d’Or, compelled, dropped down 
behind a bush and waited there, a burning 
heat in his heart. And it was immediately 
after this that he heard a faint sound, 
more like the waking of a single man than 
of a hundred, and finally saw the head of 
the Negro column march out from along 
the course of the river into the open. And 
at the head of them strode Ivor Kildare, 
his slender sword like a twinkling bit of 
moonlight in his hand.

Louis d’Or gathered himself, raised— he 
almost had shouted a loud warning, when 
the voice of da Herta called out; and there 
followed a great roar of guns as the Span
iards poured in their volley.

The effect of it was terrible. The whole 
head of the Negro column was blown 
away— but that man of miracles, Kildare, 
remained standing. Almost alone, he wait

ed for the attack of the rushing Spaniards, 
as they came in, sword in hand; Louis 
d’Or was swept along with the rush of the 
rest.

HE saw the charging line meet Kil
dare. He saw the slender fellow 
turn into a flicker of agile shadow. 

Two of the headlong Spaniards were down. 
A  gap was made in their line through which 
the Negroes might have charged the next 
moment to gain a decisive advantage— and 
when that happened, all was lost!

Louis d’Or, with a great shout, hurled 
himself into the breach and attacked Kil
dare with his long sword with all his might, 
shouting.

No man could have fought better than 
Louis d’Or. But twice in a single moment 
he found the darting sword of Kildare in
side his guard so that only a chance ges
ture with the dagger managed to parry the 
danger.

Louis d’Or, sweating with fear and des
peration, fell back a step.

All around him he could hear the clash
ing of steel against steel as the Negroes 
valiantly fought the Spanish swordsmen. 
Their long-headed spears were by no means 
despicable weapons in such a war as this; 
but they could not win. Already thrusts 
which should have driven straight through 
the bodies of Spaniards were shattering 
against the strong steel of the breastplates. 
The fight could not go on forever between 
the skill of the trained swordsmen and the 
valor of the Negroes.

But as long as Kildare was there at 
work, the black men would not fail his 
leadership. And that said nothing of Bar
tholomew and all the other buccaneers, 
who were laying on with a hearty good 
will, shouting and cursing as they fought. 
But it was a losing battle, certainly— a 
battle which would be ended the moment 
that Kildare went down— for the rout of 
the blacks would follow.

So Louis d’Or flung himself at his enemy 
with a great cry. A downsweeping blow 
of his rapier was caught as by a hand; a 
long lunge was foiled, also; and then some
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thing stung his sword arm with agony. He 
had been run through the forearm; his ra
pier dropped from his hand into the rank 
depth of the grass and he dropped to his 
knees to regain it.

He was down in that matter, helpless, 
with the flash of Kildare’s blade in his 
eyes, and he heard the other say: “ I can
not kill you, traitor; but be sure to keep 
clear of me tonight!”

And the Frenchman, rising to his feet, 
sword in hand, saw that lithe, shadowy 
dancer already at work among the armored 
Spaniards, parrying, ducking, twisting, 
spinning, leaping in and out until it seemed 
a certainty that the man was only a sil
houette operated by another force.

Louis d’Or felt the hot blood trickling 
down his sword arm, and. went slowly back 
into the war-house. The three Spaniards 
there were .shouting and cheering from the 
loopholes through which they overlooked 
the fight in the lower village, but all that 
Louis d’Or could see was the bright, cold, 
hateful eye of the girl he loved.

And still he could not believe the thing 
that had happened to him. It could not 
be that Kildare had spared him.

He went, deliberately, to where Padraic 
More was lying.

“ Keep from the prisoners!” shouted one 
of the Spaniards, instantly on the alert.

THE Frenchman, with a touch of his 
sword, cut the ropes that bound 
More hand and foot, saying: “  Set 

the Indians loose! Quickly, Pat.”
“ My God,” whispered Padraic More, 

“ is there the blood of a man in your heart, 
after all?” And he caught at the dagger 
which Louis d’Or had dropped beside him.

All that had been seen by the Spaniards 
of the guard; and now a pistol boomed. 
It drew a loud wail of terror from the 
Indian women in the room; but the bullet 
merely knocked a hole through the wall 
of mud and sticks beside Louis d’Or.

At him came the three Spaniards of the 
guard. He parried one savage stroke, 
dodged a second, and then received a 
frightful blow across the head. The shock

of the impact knocked him to his knees, 
but luckily the blade of the Spanish sword 
had turned as the blow fell, otherwise his 
skull would have been split like a chunk 
of dry wood.

Louis d’Or, still on his knees, tried to 
lift a feeble guard against the next attack, 
but most certainly he would have died if 
help had not come to him. A bowstring 
fwanged; a little feather-headed arrow 
struck right through to the butt in the 
groin of the central on& of the three Span
iards; and as that fellow dropped, yelling, 
in agony, big Padraic More came into ac
tion, howling his joy of battle.

The first weapon was the best one, so 
far as More was concerned. He had used 
the edge of the dagger to cut loose the 
nearest of the Indian captives; then he 
leaped into the fight, catching up a great 
war-club with a painted head. The wood 
of that club was tough, but it shattered 
to bits against the morion of the second 
Spaniard; the skull beneath that steel cap 
was crushed, nevertheless, by the sheer 
weight of the blow. And now Louis d’Or, 
getting staggering to his feet, saw the spear 
of Luis the Indian fly past him, the point 
accurately driven into the throat of the 
white man.

So, all in a moment, they were the mas
ters of the war-house and of all that was 
in it.

They had good help, furthermore, be
cause the Cuma hostages were no sooner 
free than they caught up weapons, every 
one, and began to do an aimless dance of 
exultation.

Padraic More, reaching the girl in the 
same first rush that had taken him through 
the Spaniards, had her free and on her 
feet at once.

Louis d’Or noted that bitterly, and then 
he shouted: “  Outside with me, Pat!
They’re murdering the Negroes and Tran- 
quillo with them!”

So they ran from the war-house and 
saw —  all the little group of them —  how 
desperate the plight of Kildare was.

For the Negroes, fighting very valiantly, 
had left a score of their number dead on
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the ground. Still they fought on, but more 
wearily, more blindly. They had blunted 
their spears on helmets and breastplates; 
the white man’s magic was too strong to 
be overcome. Even of the buccaneers 
there remained standing only Bartholo
mew, who gasped and shouted in the thick 
heat of the night, and the carpenter.

But still Ivor Kildare was dancing in 
the thickest of the battle like a shadow, a 
thing that grows small or great on the wall 
as the firelight flickers.

Louis d’Or, when he saw this, cried out 
with a great admiration: “ Charge, Patl—  
Tranquillo, we come!— Luis, stay here 
with the girll— Ahail A hail Tranquillo! 
Tranquillo! ”

And he was already striking in the mid
dle of the fight, using that sword of his 
which was heavy enough to carve through 
armor if the cunning of the point did not 
find its way more easily to the life.

IN a moment he had broken through 
to the side of Kildare, and as he came 
closer, tall Louis d’Or was astonished 

by the haggard exhaustion in the face of 
the Englishman. Kildare, certainly, had 
almost danced his last step in that battle. 
He carried at least half a dozen wounds, 
and blood was running fast from all of 
them. He looked to Louis d’Or like a man 
already dead. And yet there was still the 
spirit in Kildare to make him cry out: 
“  Welcome, Louisl Good lad, Pat! Now 
at them all together— ah hal the Indians 
come in from behind— ”

The Cumas had seen enough of these 
white men to fear them heartily. And 
after they were liberated from the war- 
house, they hung back for a moment until 
Lacenta, the chief, could organize them. 
Now, however, they made a very deter
mined charge— against men whose backs 
were turned!

A sweep of arrows preceded them and 
did a great deal more damage than the 
spear-casting which followed it. That vol
ley of arrows, coming as it did from the 
rear, ended the fight instantly.

Old Vasco da Herta went down at that

moment with one of the arrows stuck 
through the back of his head. The whole 
force of the Spanish soldiers wavered, 
broke, and ran to save their lives.

Not many of them got as far as the 
woods. Louis d’Or and Pat More were 
after them. The relentless spear of Luis 
the Indian marked down human prey, also, 
as actively as ever he could have speared 
fish; and Bartholomew with one mighty 
cutlass stroke shore through the steel ridge 
of a morion and the skull that was beneath 
it.

But the Indians were the matchless 
ones for the pursuit. And every Spaniard 
who broke away into the forest went at
tended by a little cluster of the red men.

That was the end, so quickly, with such 
a mere gesture to end what had been con
tested so hotly. Ivor Kildare, dropping 
down on one knee because suddenly he 
was unable to stand. He saw the dark
ness of the forest and the sheen of the 
woods mingling together; and the roar of 
the river was growing louder and louder, a 
sound that engulfed all his senses.

He began to cry out the name of Ines 
Heredia. But his wits were so far gone 
with exhaustion and effort and the loss of 
blood that he could not understand when 
she had come to him, running. He kept 
crying out for Ines Heredia, and yet the 
girl was already on her knees and in his 
arms.

SLOW LY they drifted down.the coast 
of South America, an unexciting voy
age except when once they were 

chased for three days by a Spanish fleet. 
But they got away from that danger be
cause the Santo Spirito sailed very 
well, even with only two masts standing; 
and yawing about as the leading frigate 
of the Spaniards drew close, Kildare and 
his friends put such a broadside into her 
that she was left standing, leaking blood 
through her scuppers into the sea.

Kildare himself gave orders, but he did 
not share in the fighting on this day. This, 
said Louis d’Or. was a pity, because if he 
had entered the fight he might have made
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the forty-nine battle scars which now could 
be counted on his body an even fifty.

They picked up, near the Horn, a tall 
Spanish ship which looked to be a most 
excellent prize; and for two days they were 
in sight of one another, but never once did 
the sea stop jumping like a nervous horse, 
and never once did the wind cease scream
ing in its highest pitch.

So they had to let that prize go, after 
having it securely under their guns for 
forty-eight hours.

This, as Bartholomew vowed, was 
enough of a penance to make up for every 
sin that they ever had committed in the 
past or- that they ever would commit in 
the future.

The next day, when the sea had dropped 
to such a point that a boat could be 
launched and live in it, the tall ship was 
hull down in the distance, and they never 
were able to speak it again.

They got around the Horn quickly on 
one of those long slants of westerlies, and 
so they went up the Atlantic into warm 
weather.

They had the luck to pick up a Portu
guese boat loaded with salt fish and salt 
pork, and five men aboard the little frigate 
all so weak and far gone with scurvy that 
they were glad to desert their worthless 
little ship.

Kildare took on board what provisions 
could be used and sank the useless boat; 
and a few days later the Portuguese were 
pulling and hauling and entering in the 
most lively manner into the work that was 
done on board the Santo Spirito.

They made a priceless addition without 
which the ship never could have been 
sailed home, for Kildare had made up his 
mind to land the Negroes in thek own 
Africa, and in fact he did so. Into the 
broad mouth of a river the Santo Spiri
to sailed, and there were placed on the 
shore fifty-eight black men, all in good 
health.

To each man were given a pair of excel
lent muskets, some of the best knives, a 
considerable' quantity of that good Peru
vian cloth of which so much had been

taken out of the prizes when the ship was 
beating about off the coast of Panama; 
and to every Negro were given also powder 
and lead, three axe-heads, two anvils, and 
a set of tools for a blacksmith— since two 
of the men had learned from the ship’s 
smith the art of iron work— and finally 
whole pounds of the gaudiest beads that 
could be wished.
r For these gifts the Negroes blessed the 

white men as though they had been gods 
from heaven, and as the Santo Spirito 
sailed down the river again, the black peo
ple ran along the green of the shore for 
more than an hour, waving, dancing, leap
ing, weeping. At last a strong breeze 
picked up the ship and sailed her rapidly 
away.

The Portuguese addition to the crew was 
very welcome from here on until at last 
Bristol harbor was reached and the voyage 
ended.

They were still in tropical seas on a 
night when Kildare and Ines Heredia sat 
in a cabin with big Padraic More, who 
had laid out his share of the loot from the 
Church of San Francisco and was telling 
what he would do to dispose of his money. 
Each jewel had to be translated by Pad
raic into a separate possession.

The big emerald would buy the farm; 
the little one would build the stone house; 
the two rubies should make him master 
of a fine stable of English runners; the 
flawed diamond he would give away to 
charity.

Padraic More, having carried on for 
some time in this manner, suddenly fell 
silent and began to shake his head.

“ What’s the matter now?” asked Kil
dare. “ You have everything to make you 
happy so long as you live, Pat.”

“  I have everything,” said Padraic More. 
u But think of him that hasn’t! Think 
of the heart that’s in poor Louis d’O r!”

He lifted his hand to call their attention, 
and then they could hear the regular step 
of a man walking the poop deck above the 
cabin. “ Listen to him!” said Padraic 
More. “ Now, I call it a damned thing 
that with all the women there are in the
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world, the both of you would have to fall 
in love with the same face.”

He added, grinning: “  Not that I ’d want 
to change the face, Ines. But there’s poor 
Louis d’Or that can’t so much as look at 
you without turning pale. Can’t you look 
kinder on him, Ines?”

“ I cannot,”  she said. “  He betrayed us 
all; he betrayed Ivor!”

“ Aye, and how would a woman forgive 
a thing like that?” said the Irishman. 
“ But God help poor Louis. He’ll be apt 
to begin some bad work when he gets on 
shore. He’ll want to have his hands full 
because his heart will be so empty. Well, 
God pity him.”

“  Amen,” said Kildare. “  Say a good

word for him, Ines. Except for him we 
all should be lost.”

“  Do you think that I should try to 
forgive him?” she asked, her face still hard 
as stone, and as cold.

“  I know you must before the voyage 
is over,” said Kildare. “  Today, I hope!”

“ Today, then,” she agreed.
“ Hail  W ait!”  called Padraic More. 

“ I ’ll run and bring Louis here and have 
the good news.”

He jumped up with a start that jarred 
the table, and as he slammed the door, 
the land, the buildings, the church, the 
very charity of Padraic More were all left 
trembling uncertainly as thoughts in the 
mind.

THE END

How to Reduce Your Weight

GO to the exact center o f  the earth; there you will weigh nothing. Or 
go up in the stratosphere 24,000 miles; there your two hundred pounds 

will weigh only four pounds. Or leap from the airplane, and after you 
have been falling for three seconds, you will weigh nothing. Or, if you 
could speed up the earth’s rotations seventeen times faster than now, at the 
equator you would weigh nothing.

A  ton o f coal weighed at the north pole on spring scales would register 
2,000 pounds. The same coal and scales would register only 1,994 pounds 
at the equator. Centrifugal force o f  the earth’s rotation is responsible for 
this phenomenon.

But the earth’s rotations are slowing at the rate o f i-ioooth  o f  a second 
every hundred years!

— Alton Trues.

Nature* s First Invention

T HE cockroach is one o f nature’s earliest inventions. He infested the 
caves o f prehistoric man. He is found fossilized in the oldest rock 

formations. He lives anywhere and eats anything, but exists most happily 
under your kitchen sink or bathtub. A million years ago, his black, beady 
eyes watched the predaceous and mighty saurians come and go.

Now he watches the plumber come and go!

— James Meeker.



A  T a x i D r iv e r  S o u n d s  O ff

W H EN EV ER I turn to the back o f 
the magazine and catch a writer 

talking about how he came to write his 
story, I usually skip that explanation. 
Somehow, it seems to take the edge off 
the yarn to be told that “  such and such 
a thing is fact, and from this fact came 
the story.’ ' Maybe I ’m a kid; maybe 
I just like to be fooled. But when I've 
waded through a yarn, lived and 
laughed and maybe cried with a set o f 
characters, I want those characters to 
keep on living for a while in my mem
ory., I don’t want the writer to kill 
them by telling me that John Smith 
wasn’t really John Smith. That in real 
life he was Oscar Jones, and that he 
didn’t do all the things he did in the 
yarn— only some o f them.

So let’s not talk about Smooth and 
Lucky or any o f the people who burn 
up the streets o f New York in "  Mid
night Taxi.” Let’s listen in on a con
versation between the editor o f  A r g o s y  
and Borden Chase. It took place in a 
downtown restaurant, and Chase was 
polishing off his third or fourth Scotch- 
and-soda. The editor was drinking

coffee —  editors have to drink coffee.
“ You used to drive a hack, didn’t 

you, Chase?”  said the editor.
“ Yeah— plenty,”  said Chase. “ I 

hacked when hacking was good. In 
those days, there was money on the 
street. Why, I remember the time 
when— ”

“  Why don’t you write it ?”
“  I ’d like to, but I don’t think I could 

get away with it.”
“  W hy not ?”  asked the editor.
“  T oo tough. The boys I knew 

played marbles for keeps. Shoving a 
hack is a tough game, and when you 
have to climb down off the seat and go 
into a waltz with another hackman, the 
story wouldn’t make very nice reading. 
For instance, you might use a jack 
handle and wrap it gently around the 
other fellow’s skull. You might even 
lean over and give him a few addition
al taps— just to make sure. A  hero 
can’t do that, and so— ”

“  That’s what you think!” said the 
editor. “  Get this, Chase— A r g o s y  
readers can take it. They don’t want 
their heroes tied up in blue ribbons, and 
they don’t want them to lisp.”

Of Interest to You!

W HAT do you consider the best story (o f any length) published in A r g o s y  since June i, 
1935? For the twelve post cards or letters from readers which name the best reasons 
why this or that story stands out above all others the magazine will give twelve full, 

yearly subscriptions. Literary style or skill will not count, for what the editors want to know 
is exactly what stories readers like best, and why.

Letters selected will be published from week to week, but not all letters published will 
be rewarded with subscriptions.

Your letter must reach us not later than January i ,  1936. Address it to The Editor, 
A r g o s y  Magazine, 2 8 0  Broadway, New York City.
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You see, editors aren't so very clever. 
I'd been wanting to write a taxi yarn 
for months, anyway. I knew it was 
going to be a hard-boiled affair, and I 
expected plenty o f grief in the telling 
o f it. I expected the editor to say, 
“  Sorry, Chase, but your hero is an 
out-and-out murderer. Try it again."

But thanks to the courage that comes 
from Scotch-and-soda, I had now ma
neuvered Friend Editor into a spot. If 
he said, “  T oo tough, Chase," I could 
say, “  I told you so."

And so, people, here it is— rough, 
tough and dirty, like the streets o f New 
York at four in the morning. That's 
the reason I've called it “  Midnight 
Taxi," because the dirtiest time o f the 
day in New York is after midnight.

Next, if I may,«a few words to you 
readers who are New York hackmen. 
If any o f you old-timers remember the 
Mogul Checker strike o f long ago, 
when we were getting thirty-three per 
cent o f the bookings and wanted forty 
per cent, you'll surely remember the 
meeting we staged at 125th Street. You 
may remember the fellow who jumped 
up and said, “  Don’t be a bunch o f 
saps! You’re yelling for a lousy seven 
per cent when you should be fighting 
the rates. Get rid o f the thirty-cent 
clocks and go back to the old double 
tariff. Make ’em pay forty a mile and 
sixty on the double!’ ’

Well— they kicked me out on my 
ear; but now they’re riding 'em for 
twenty in New York, and if things 
keep on it may be a charity proposition 
soon.

While we’re remembering —  how 
many o f  you can recall the Red Tops, 
the 20th Century cabs (Ham-and- 
Eggers that handed out coupons in
stead o f money), the old Yellows 
(Shaw cabs with plenty o f  southern 
exposure around the driver's seat), the

Mogul Checkers, the Paramounts and 
Luxors, and those screwy rigs that 
opened at the front? Do you remem
ber the fight we gave Larry Fay when 
his gray cabs tried to grab the docks? 
Do you remember the battles with the 
Yellows' lump squad?— And Captain 
Finn at the hack bureau!— Do you 
remember when a trip to Coney Island 
was worth two pounds, and a trip to 
Jersey anything you could get?— The 
closed lines in front o f Rector's, the 
Pekin, the Tokio, Murray's on 42nd 
Street, and Reisenweber's at the 
Circle?— Then later there was the Ter
minal Club that paid thirty per cent 
for suckers, and the other spots that 
handed out a sawbuck for each chump.

Say, I’ll bet three or four o f us old- 
timers could sit over coffee in a cafe
teria and bat out yarns that would 
burn up this damned magazine. About 
the time when the fifty-forty's tried to 
crash the lines that only played red 
sticks. And when a dime tip was tossed 
to the paper boy on the corner.

Oh, well—
Here’s hoping the old days come 

back again, and that the old-timers can 
show the buttonhole makers what real 
hacking meant!

Borden Chase.
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ALLAN VAU G H AN  ELSTON

EAGLE’S EYE
A  murderer struggles to escape the past— and the vigilant eye 

o f the district attorney, Major Tom Eagle, educated Cherokee Indian, who knows 
how to make the most o f the primitive instincts he was bom with.— The first book- 
length Tom Eagle story; and one packed with mystery and suspense. In five ex

citing instalments by

TH E ATOLL OF FLAM ING MEN

Five dead men in her cabin, a pearling lugger drifts aimlessly into the South Seas, 
so bringing to tattooed Bellow Bill Williams one of the strangest mysteries of his

checkered career. A  novelette by

RALPH R. PERRY

Distinguished fiction by these and other authors:
H. BEDFORD-JONES— W . C. TUTTLE— W ILLIAM  EDW ARD HAYES

KIMBALL HERRICK

AND DON’T FORGET— more of BORDEN CHASE’S greatest story, 
“  Midnight Taxi,”  Part One of which appears in this week’s issue.

COMING TO YOU  IN NEXT WEEK'S ARGOSY— OCTOBER 19

No Jo k e  To B e D e a f
—Every deaC person k a o w i that—
Mr. W ay made himself hear his watch tick after 
being deaf fo r  twenty-five years, with his Arti
ficial Ear Drams,.H e wore them day and night. 

,They stopped his head 
m  noises. They are invisible 

andcomfortable.nowires 
f  or batteries. W rite for  

T R U E  ST O R Y . A ls o  
booklet on Deaf ness.

THE W A Y COMPANY . u 
726 Hofmann Bldg. Detroit. Michigan

tifio ia l E a r Drum

QUIT TOBACCO
The Health Remedy Products ol Kansas City Is now offering a 
NEW, scientifically prepared treatment to aid men and women 
banish quickly all desire for smoking, chewing or snuff.

New Easy Way. 
Accept no substitutes. Write

Write today for Free Booklet.

HEALTH REM ED Y PRO D U CTS
DepS. 307 M anufacturers Exch. Bldg., Kansas City, Me

DON’T  BE CUT
| U ntil Y ou  T ry  T h is  
W o n d e r fu l T r e a tm e n t

fc| for pile suffering. If you have piles in 
any form write for a F R E E  sample of 

■  Page’s Pile Tablets and you will bless 
the day that vou read this. Write today. E. R. 
Page Co., 404-A2 Page Bldg., Marshall, Mich.

RAILROAD STORIES MAGAZINE
A great big magazine. Devoted to a great big subject. It has 
as many departments as an engine has bolts, but its backbone 
is fiction— good, live stories of the road, that will set your 
imagination tingling as it has not for many a day. Look over 
a copy at your newsstand.

15 CENTS ON ALL NEWSSTANDS
or from

The Frank A. Mnnsey Company, 280 Broadway, New York City

A 6— 12



AMAZING
TYPEWRITER
BARGAIN
New Remington Portable 
only 10 a day!
10-D AY FR E E  T R IA L  O FFE R

Only 10c a day buys this 
latest model machine. Not 
a used or rebuilt typewriter.
Not an incomplete machine.
A beautiful brand new reg
ulation Remington Portable.
Standard 4 - row keyboard: 
standard width carriage: margin re
lease on keyboard; back spacer; auto- 
natie ribbon reverse; every essential feature found in 
standard typewriters. Carrying case and typing course 
free. . . . absolutely the biggest typewriter value ever 
offered! Try it in your home or office 10 days free. If 
you do not agree that it is the finest portable at any 
price, return it at our expense. Don’t delay. We pay 
cost of shipment direct from the factory to you. You 
save on the purchase price and you do not ris/c one penny. 
Write today !

Free Home Typing Course
Write Remington Rand Inc., Dept. 145-10, 205 E. 42 St., N . Y . C.

LEARN AT HOME
Are you adult, alert, ambitious,willing to study r 
Investigate L A W ! W e guide you step by step— 
furnish all texts, including 14-volume Law Libra
ry. Training prepared by leading law professors 
and given by members of bar. Degree of LL. B» 
conferred. Low cost, easy terms. Send NOW 
for Free, 64-page “ LawTraining for Leadershipo'* 
LaSalle Extension U n iv ers ity , D e p t  1058-L, Chicago

Kidneys Must 
Clean Out Acids

The only way your body can clean out A cids and 
poisonous wastes from  your blood is thru 9 million 
tiny, delicate Kidney tubes or filters, but beware of 
cheap, drastic, irritating drugs. If functional Kid
ney or Bladder disorders make you suffer from  Get
ting Up Nights, Nervousness, Leg Pains, Backache, 
Circles Under Eyes, Dizziness, Rheumatic Pains. 
Acidity, Burning, Smarting or Itching, don 't take 
chances. Get the D octor’s guaranteed prescription 
called Cystex (S iss-T ex ). W orks fast, safe and 
sure. In 48 hours it must bring new vitality, and 
is guaranteed to do the work in one week or money 
back on return of em pty package. Cystex costs 
only 3c a  dose at druggists and the guarantee 
protects you.

Enjoy a fascinating
money-making business

There arc big opportunities in PHOTOG 
RAPHY. We can show you more than 5 0 
ways to make money in this growing pro
fession— COMMERCIAL, NEWS, PORTRAIT 
or MOTION PICTU RE Photography. Per
sonal Attendance and Home Study training. 
25th year. Free booklet.
New York Institute of Photography 
10 West 33 St. (Dept. 8 0 ) New York City*

G O O D Y E A R
GOODRICH

FISK-U.S.
A N D  O T H E R  M A K E S
Tire users throughouttheUnited States 
declare that our standard brand, thor
oughly repaired tires give them LONG, 
SATISFACTORY SERVICE
them money. 

The vast busi
ness we do an

and save

r ucoo wc uu dir i* urOC
nuallyis evidence \0̂  nJie

o f  the excellent 
values given our 
customers for 18 
years. You cande- 
pend on our tires.

— whileuy now
prices are low.

Don’t  D elay—Order Today
B A L L O O N  T I R E S  

S iz e  R im  T i r e s  T u b e s
29x4.40-21
29x4.50-20
30x4.50-21
28x4.75-19
29x4.75-20
29x5.00-19
30x5.00-20

6.25-17
28x5.25-18
29x5.25-19
30x5.25-20
31x5.25-21

6.60-17
28x5.50-18
29x5.50-19

6.00-16
6.00-17

30*6.00-18
31x6.00-19
32x6.00-20
33x6.00-21
32x6.50-20

$ 2 .1 5
2 . 3 5
2 . 4 02.45 
2 . S O
2 . 8 5
2 . 8 5
2 . 9 0
2 . 9 0
2 . 9 5
2 . 9 5  
3 . 2 5
3 . 3 5
3 . 3 5
3 . 3 5
3 . 7 5
3 . 4 0
3 . 4 0
3 . 4 0
3 . 4 5  
3 . 6 5
3 . 7 5

$0.85
0.85
0.85
0.95
0.95
1.05
1.05 
1.16
1.15
1.15
1.15
1.15
1.16
1.15
1.15 
1.46
1.15
1.15
1.15
1.25
1.25 
1.35

R E G U L A R  C O R D  T I R E S
S iz e  T i r e s  T u b e s
33x4H$3.45 $1.15 
34x4y i 3 . 4 5  1.15
30x5 3 . 6 5  1.35
33x5 3 . 7 5  1.45
35x5 3 . 9 5  1.55

S iz e  T i r e s  T u b e s
30x3^51 .85  $0.75 
31x4 2 . 9 5  0.85
32x4 2 . 9 5  0.85
33x4 2 . 9 5  0.85
34x4 3 . 2 5  0.8532x4V* 3 . 3 5  1.15

H E A V Y  D U T Y  T R U C K  T I R E S  
( High Pressure)

S iz e  T i r e s  T u b e s  I S iz e  T i r e s  T u b e s  
30x5 5 4 .2 5 8 1 .9 5  I 36x6$ 9 . 9 5  $3.95 
33x5 3 . 7 5  1.45134x7 1 0 .9 5  3.95
34x5 4 . 2 5  2.001 38x7 1 0 .9 5  3.95i
32x6 7 . 9 5  2.75136x8 1 2 .4 5  4.2

1 40x8 1 5 .9 5  4.9
T R U C K  B A L L O O N  T I R E S  

S iz e  T i r e s  T u b e s  ■ S iz e  T i r e s  T u b e s  
600-20 5 3 . 7 5  $1 .65 1826-20 $ 8 .9 5  $4.95 
650-20 4 . 4 5  1.951825-22 9 . 9  5  4.46 
700-20 5 . 9 5  2.95 | 900-20 1 0 . 9  5  6.66 
760-20 6 . 9 5  3.75 I 976-20 1 3 .9 5  6.46 
A L L  O T H E R  

S I Z E S DIALERS WANTED
S E N D  O N L Y  5 1 .0 0  D E P O S IT  on eaoh tire ordered. ($4,001 
o n  each Truck Tire.) We ship balance C.O.D. Deduct 5  p e r c e n t  if 
cash is sent in full with order. We reserve the right to substitute 
one brand for another when necessary. A L L  T U B E S  B R A N D  N E W  
- G U A R A N T E E D .  Guard against price advances—O r d e r  N o w  I Any 
tire failing to give 9 months’ service will be replaced at half price.
YO R K T IR E  & R UBBER CO., Dept. 2101- a
3 S 5 S -5 9  C o t t a g e  G r o v e  A v e .________ C h ic a g o , I I I .

Amazing, scientific discovery 
revolutionizes home lighting 
industry! Totally dark 
room can now be 

flooded with 300 Candle Power of 
brilliant, soft, white light, utiliz
ing 96% free air and only 4% 
common kerosene (coal oil). Re
places oil wick lamps. Gives 20 
times more lightat half the cost!
N ow  A v a ila b le  F o r  
L ig h t in g  E v e ry  Hom e  
This startling invention has been built Into a line
o f  beautifully colored Art Lamps for the home, whlchare now 
ready for general distribution at a price anyone can afford to pay.
Write quick for 30 Day Home Tria l
I am willing to  Bend one o f  these Lamps fo r  30 days’ trial, 
or even to  g ive one FREE to  the first user in each local
ity who will help me introduce it. Send in your name today —
£ow Vou^JT t̂Si A g e n t s  W  a n t  e d
agency and without experience or capital make BIG MONEY.
J.C.Steese, Inventor, 160 SteeseBldg., Akron, Ohio

MAKE Spare Hours PAY BIG

©
Take orders for attractive Christmas Card Box 
Assortments. Unequaled values. 21 Beautiful folders 
retail for $1. Exceptionally fast sellers. 7 other 
assortments, 50c. up including Religious and 
Humorous Cards. G ift Wrappings and Everyday 
Greetings. 1 00 %  profit. No experience needed. 
Free sample offer. Act now.

ARTISTIC CARD CO. 1 4 5  Way St. Elmira, N. Y.



Posed, by 
professional 

models

Thousands Are Quickly Gaining 
5 to 15 lbs. This New Easy Way

DON’T think you’re “ born” 
to be skinny and friendless. 

Thousands with this new treat
ment have gained normally 
husky pounds—in  ju s t  a f e w  w e e k s !

Doctors now say the real rea
son why great numbers of peo
ple can’t seem to gain an ounce 
is they fail to get enough health
building Vitamin B and iron in 
their daily food. But now with 
this new discovery which com
bines these two vital elements 
in little concentrated tablets, 
hosts of people have put on 
pounds of firm flesh—in a v e r y  
sh ort tim e.

Besides, thousands have also 
gained a naturally clear com
plexion, freedom from indiges
tion and constipation, new pep.
7 limes more powerful

This amazing new product, 
Ironized Yeast, is made from 
specially cultured a le y ea s t im
ported from Europe, which is 
the richest known source of 
Vitamin B. By a new process 
this yeast is concentrated 7 
times— m ade 7 tim es m o re  p o w er fu l. 
Then it is iro n iz ed  with 3 kinds 
o f strengthening iron.

I f  you, too, are one o f the many who

simply need Vitamin B and iron to 
build them up, get these new Ironized 
Yeast tablets from your druggist at once. 
Day after day,. as you take them, watch 
skinny limbs and flat chest round out 
to normal attractiveness. Skin clears to 
natural beauty, new health comes — 
you're an entirely new person.

Results guaranteed
No matter how skinny and rundown you 
may be from lack of enough Vitamin B 
and iron, this marvelous new Ironized 
Yeast should build you up in a few 
short weeks as it has thousands. If not 
delighted with results o f very first pack
age, money back instantly.

Only don’t be deceived by the many 
cheaply prepared “ Yeast and Iron”  tab
lets sold in imitation o f Ironized Yeast. 
These cheap imitations cannot possibly 
g ve the same results as the scientific 
Ironized Yeast formula. Be sure you get 
the genuine Ironized Yeast. Look for 
" I Y ”  stamped on each tablet.

Special FREE offer!
T o start you building up your health 
right away, we make this absolutely 
FREE offer. Purchase a package of 
Ironized Yeast tablets at once, cut out 
the seal on the box and mail it to us 
with a clipping o f this paragraph. We 
will send you a fascinating new book 
on health, “ New Facts About Your 
Body.”  Remember, results guaranteed 
with the very first package— or money 
refunded. At all druggists. Ironized 
Yeast Co., Inc.. Dept. 379, Atlanta, Ga.

SO LON< 
SKINNY


