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‘ The Snake Mother”
= =  One of the most unusual = = =  

science-fiction stories ever to 
come from the pen of that 
master author of fantastic 

tales—

A. MERRITT
Thousands have been amazed 
by the startling plot and the 
astounding action of this world 
famous classic of imagination.

Enjoy a story that is different 
... AeacTThe Snake Mother'1... 
complete in the November 

— J  issue of

F A N T A S T I C
N O V E L S

Now 1 0 c  . . . o n  t h e  n e w s s t a n d s
/ /  y u r  d e a le r  is to ld  o a l ,  te n d  104  * • 2 8 0  Broadutay, N . Y . C a n d  m co py w ill  (n  m a ile d  t o  j * a



Plan Your Future
Choose Yo ur Field N O W  For Success
Will you mast-w fate or will fate master you? That’s a question deserving 
your honest answer...right nowl Actually it is largely up to you. You can do 
with Life almost what you will. LaSalle will help you establish yourself for 
real success by providing you with the comprehensive, specialized training 
for which it is so famous. Choose your field . . . now! Check the coupon 
below for the free booklet you want us to  send you. It can be your first step 
toward assured success.

Opportunities in
Traffic Management

Die field of Traffic Manageme n t offers real opportunity 
inly to  the man who knows. Spare time study and the 
gvill to  succeed have pushed stores of Traffic employees 
ip the ladder to  financial success. Many LaSalle-trained 
:raffic managers—in the railroad, truck and industrial 
Held—now command salaries of $3,000.00 to $5,000.00 
i year—and better. Investigate. Find out how you can 
qualify for these higher positions through LaSalle home- 
study and guidance.

Law for Business Success
And it  isn’t  necessary to  practice law to  get this 
Success. In fact probably most of the men who study 
law today have no idea of taking the bar examination 
ir becoming lawyers—they want law training to help 
ihem master men and situations in business. You know 
:hat—

(1) the man with legal training is a  leader—not 
a  follower.

(2) legal training keens your mind—clears away 
the problems th a t stump the ordinary fellow 
and makes you mastei instead of man.

(3) knowledge of 1 aw simpl fies the compEcationa 
of executive work.

(4) Many top executive p i ices are filled by men 
who have studied law.

No matter whether you are in a big corporation or a 
small business—in a city or r little town—a practical 
knowledge of law can hardly fail to be of real and 
vital help to  you in making a  more successful career.

In  every state in the union you’ll find law-trained 
men who came up through LaSalle. What others have 
done, you can do.

And LaSalle offers either a full law course leading to  
LL. B. or a  shorter business law training—whichever 
you prefer. All text material, including valuable 14- 
volume Law Library. Training comprises the most 
effective features of modem law instruction.

Executive Training
Executives who are efficient managers command re
sponsible positions and good incomes. And the need for

trained executives is growing rapidly. We train you 
thoroughly a t  home in your spare time for every type of 
executive work—teach you the principles and practices 
used by our most successful business leaders and help 
you develop your management capacity—by a  training 
built with the aid of outstanding executives.

Become an 
Expert Accountant 

The Profession That Pays
The demand for skilled accountants—men who really 
know their business—is increasing rapidly. New state 
and federal legislation requires much more, and more 
efficient accounting from business—big and small. Cor
porations are in constant need of expert counsel in mat
ters relating to  Auditing, Cost Accounting, Business 
Law, Organization, Management, Finance. Men who 
prove their quaHfications in th is im portant branch of 
business are rapidly promoted to  responsible executive 
positions—given an  opportunity to  earn real salaries. 
The range is from $2,000.00 to $ 10,000.00 a  year—even 
to higher income figures.

Under the LaSalle Problem Method you can a t home 
acquire a  thoro understanding of Higher Accountancy, 
master its fundamental principles, become expert in the
{iractical application o f  these principles—this without 
osing an hour of work or a  dollar o f  pay.

Your training will be under the direct supervision of 
a  staff of legal, organization and management special
ists, business efficiency engineers and Certified PubEc 
Accountants.

Preliminary knowledge of bookkeeping is unnecessary. 
We train you from the ground up, or from where you 
now are, according to  your individual needs.

Mr. Salesman: W hat*s W rong?
Why aren’t  you making more sales—more money? Is it 
you—or your proposition? Check up first on yourself 
Other men—no better than  you—have found their 
earnings jum p and stay up when they trained with 
LaSalle. Literally thousands of men—many of them 
years a t the game—have increased their sales volume 
and earnings through home study with LaSalle guid
ance. Sound—practical—usable—right from field ex
perience. Train for top-notch production with LaSalle.

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY A C ? n s t i t u t i o n N C E  Dept. 953-R Chicago
[ would like to have your special liooklet—without any 
opportunities and your success training in the business n

cost or obligation to me—about my 
id I have checked.

□ H igher A ccountancy 
P  Law: Degree of LL.B.
P  Traffic M anagem ent 
P  M odern Salesm anship
□  Business M anagem ent

Name____. . . . . . . . . . . . . .

P o s i t io n ... . . . . . . . . . . .__

□ C om m ercial Law
□  Expert Bookkeeping
□  C, P . A. Coaching
□  1 n d u s trla l M anagement)
□  M odern F orem ansh ip

, A ddress..

P  Business English
□  Business C orrespondence
□  Effective Speaking
□  Stenotypy

.Age.
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I N A G O O D  J O B ?
H ope w ith o u t fo u n d a tio n  doesn’t  go fa r  in  
th is  com petitive  age. B u  t h o p e  p l u s  t r a in 
in g  is a w inn ing  co m b in a tio n !

Today, in  all k inds of professions and 
trades, m en are getting ahead —  earning  
m ore m oney —  getting prom otions —  be
cause of serious, system atic study o f Inter
national Correspondence Schools Courses.

I. C. S. Courses are prepared by authori
ties chosen for practical as w ell as theo
r e t ic a l  k n o w le d g e . I n s tr u c t io n  is  a 
personal —  not a “rubber stam p”— rela
tionship  betw een  student and instructor. 
T he coupon w ill bring you  detailed  infor
m ation on th e subject in  w hich  you  need  
training.

I N T E R N A T  l b 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  2 2 2 2 -F , S C R A N T O N , P E N N A .
Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, “Who Wins and 
Why," and full particulars about the course before which I have marked X : 

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES
□  A g ricu ltu re  □  A ir B ra k e
□  A ir C ond ition ing
□  A rch itec tu ra l D ra ftin g
□  A rch ite c tu re
□  A uto  E n g in e  T u n e-u p  
O  A uto  T echn ic ian
□  A via tion  □  B o ile rm ak in g
□  B ridge Engineering
□  B uild ing  Ee lim a ting
□  C hem istry
P  C ivil Engineering
□  Coal M ining
□  C oncre te E ng ineering
P  C o n trac tin g  an d  B u ild in g

D  A ccounting  □  A dvertising
□  Bookkeeping
D  Business C orrespondence 
Q  Business M an a g em en t
□  C artoon ing

□  C o tto n  M a n u fa c tu rin g
□  . >ieeel E ngines
P  : Dlectrical E n g in ee rin g  
P  1 Electric L ig h tin g  
O  7 ire  Bosses
P  E ru it G row ing □  H e a tin g  
P  H e a t T re a tm e n t  of M eta ls  
P  H ighw ay E n g in ee rin g
□  ] lo u se  P lan n in g  ^
P  1 .ocom otive E n g in ee r
□  M ac h in is t
P  M a n a g e m e n t o f In v e n tio n s
□  M an a g in g  M en  a t  W ork
P  M a n u fa c tu re  of P u lp  P a p e r

O  < livil Service 
P  College P re p a ra to ry  
O  ( Commercial
□  (Cost A ccounting
□  C. P , A ccounting

P  M a rin e  E n g in es  
P  M echan ica l D ra ft in g  
P  M echan ica l E n g in ee rin g  
P  M in e F o rem an  
P  N a v ig a tio n
□  P a tte rn m a k in g
□  P h a rm a c y  D  P lu m b in g
P  P o u ltry  F a n n in g  
p  P rac tic a l T elephony  
p  P ublic  W orks E n g in ee rin g
□  R ad io . G enera l 
P  R ad io  O p e ra tin g  
P  R ad io  Servicing
□  R . R . S ection  F o re m a n  

BUSINESS COUHSES
□  F ir s t  Y e a r  C ollege
□  F o rem an sh ip
P  F ren c h  □  G ra d e  Sohool
p  H igh  Sohool □  Illu s tra t in g
□  L e tte r in g  Show  C ard s

□  A dvanced  D rean m ak iig
□  Foods an d  C ookery

DOMESTIC SCIENCE COURSES
□  H om e D ressm ak ing
□  P ro fessional D ressm ak in g  a n d  D eeigning

D  R . R . S ig n a lm e n 's  □  R e fr ig e ra tio n  
P  S a n ita ry  E n g ineering  
P  S h ee t M eta l W ork  
P  S te am  E lec tric  
P  S te am  E ngines 
□  S te am  F it t in g  
P  S tru c tu ra l D ra ftin g  
P  S tru c tu ra l  E ng ineering

B S u rvey ing  a n d  M ap p in g  
T ele g rap h  E ng ineering  
□  T e x tile  D esigning 

□  T ool m ak ing
P  W elding, E le c tr ic  and  G ag 
□  W oolen M a n u fa c tu rin g

O  R a ilw ay  P o s ta l  C le rk  
P  Salesm ansh ip  □  S e c r e ta r ia l
P  S erv ice S ta tio n  S alesm ansh ip  
P  S ig n  L e tte r in g  □  S p an ish  
P  T raffio  M a n a g e m e n t

□  T f i R oom  a n d  C a fe te ria
M an a g em en t, C a te r in g

..Age.., .Address..,

City.. ..State.................................. Present Position...
Canadian  re s id e n ts  te n d  coupon to In tern a tio n a l Correspondence Schools C anad ian , L im ite d .  M o n trea l, Canada  

B r i t is h  r e s id tn ts  sen d  coupon to I .  C. 8 . ,  71 K in g sto a y , L o ndon , W . C. t, E n g la n d
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You NTSED SA N I-CLIP  b ec au se  
w e ll-g ro o m e d  m e n  d o n ’t  o ffend  
w i th  u g ly , n o s tr i l  o r  ea r-lo b e  
h a ir . You fe e l b e t te r —look n e a te r  
a f te r  u s in g  SA N I-CLIP. DoctorB 
kn o w  p u ll in g  o r  c u t t in g  h a i r  la  
d a n g e ro u s—m ay  c a u se  in fe c tio n .
T o u se  SA N I-CLIP; P la c e  In s id e  
n o s t r i l—tu rn  b o tto m  k n o b . H a ir 
Is  c lip p ed  c lo se ly  sa fe ly —c a n ’t  
p u ll  o r  c u t . S a n ita ry  1 S h ip p e d  
P o s tp a id —M oney Back G u aran tee ! _______________

MALCOR PRODUCTS. „
34  Clinton s t . ,  Dopt. a ,  Newark, M. *. Kg
E n clo se d  Is  8 1 .0 0  tor SA N I-CLIP. H i t  004* g §  
n o t m e e t w i th  m y  co m p le te  s a tle fe c tjo n . I  g  
sh a ll  r e tu r n  I t  e n d  m y  S I . 0 0  w ill  b e  re fu n d e d .

FROM
A Hundred Fathoms Deep

tk s
SECRET 
KNOWLEDGE

oft A
LOST RACE
Majestic structures once stood 
where now is naught but the 
ocean’s roar. Legends relate a 
mysterious people survived 
to reach Egypt’s shore. Did they 
impart a magnificent wis
dom to secret brotherhoods? 

Great Pyramid a silent 
to their greatness? 

the land of the Nile there 
— through the 

a strange knowledge, 
that have guided men 
mastery o f  life. For

religious organisation) have 
aided in perpetuating these 
teachings and extended them to 
all who sought to vanquish fear 
and dominate environment.

THIS FREE BOOK
If you wish to receive these time, 
honored—yet simple and ra tionsl— 

truths of nature, write for s  free 
copy of the "Sealed Book." I t tells 
how you may participate in the 
finer benefits of life. Address:
Scribe B.M.Z. me

ROSICRUCIANS
JOSE, CALIFORNIA

A GOOD LIVING from
^  m m  m  m  m  w ith  a b u s in e s s  o f y o u r ow n. How

fS# f  iT ji  W[c to  s ta r t  sm all w ay, sp a re  tim e,
V l l l l l  I  I I  V  g row  from  p ro fits , o r  p re p a re  for

U M S  m  ■  j l * .  ■  good job  In la rg e  p o u ltry  p lan t,
■  w F  W  ■ ■  ■  ■ ■  ■  H a rry  M. Lam on, n a tio n a lly  know n

P o u ltry  E x p e t ,  show s la te s t  sc ien tific  m eth o d s, 
m oney  m ak li g  s e c re ts  In p o u ltry  ra is in g . H is 
syBtem o f h o n e  s tu d y  t ra in in g  uaed  by th o u san d s. 
E n d o rse d  by  m any  co lleg e s  and  lea d in g  P o u ltry  - 
m en. E s ta b lish e d  2 0 y e a r s .  W rite  to d ay  fo r  h is  b ig  
FREE BOOK "How T o R aise  P o u ltry  F o r P ro fit . 
S how s w ay t i  re a l  b u s in e s s  o p p o rtu n ity .

H a rry  M . Lam o n, Proa.
N A T I O N A L  P O U L T R Y  I N S T I T U T E

O D D E R T .  6 5 -E  A D A M S  C E N T E R , N . V .

RUPTURED?
Get Relief This Proven Way

Why try  to worry glong with trnaaee th a t gouge your 
flash—-press heavily on h i je and aplna—enleree opening— 
fall to nold rupture? You need tbe Cluthe. " • • • • - • tra p *  
or euttlng belt*. Automatla atUuetabla pad bolde a t real 
opening—-follows ovary body movamant with Inetant In
creased support in s o b s  o ’ strain . Cannot slip whether a t 
work or play. Light. Waterproof. Can be worn In batik 
Band for amaelng F I B  book, "Advise To Ruptured and 
details of liberal tru th fu l 80-day tria l offer. Also endoree- 
ments from grateful users In your neighborhood. Write: 

CLUTHE SONS. Dept. g t. Bleemfleld. New Jersey.

•STUDY AT HOME
§  Legally trained men win hlgb- 
V  er positions and bigger sno- 
\W cess In business ana publlo
^ life. Greater opportunities now tJ

beaded
Mora Ability: Mora Prestige: More Warn

U S a H t b t e n l o n  UnfvereHy, D ep t. 9BS-L CUcGgR 
A C orreepe n d ea o a  faaftftutloa

SELL IIIS-OVHnOO:
$1 STARTS YOU IN BUSINESS
8lyde-0n Tie*, Sample T ie  20c Doz. $2.00 
Silk Lined Ties, Sam ple Tie 15c. Doz. $1.50
Hand Made Ties, Simple Tie 35c......... *............ Doz.

Custom Made Ties, Sample Tis 20c ............... ............ ............Doz.
Muffler, Tie & Kerchief, Sample boxed s e t .......................................
Tie A Kerchief 8 et, Sample 35c................. ................................Doz.
3 Ties In box with Jewelry 8 et, Sam ple 60c............................Doz. .
25% deposit, balance C.O.D. W rite  for F R E E  W holesale Catalog. 
PHILIP'S NECKWEAR, 20 West 22nd 8 L, Dept. M-20, New York

H I - 8 T A N D A R G  A U T O M A T I C
.2 2  c a l ib e r  M odel " B ”  f o r  lo n g  rifle  
c a r t r id g e s .  M odel “ C”  fo r  .2 2  sh o r t  
c a r tr id g e s . 4  Via" o r  0 9A m barre .
Choice « . . . ................................. S 17.83
H. & R. <‘9 2 2 "  .2 2  ca lib er  6" barrel
0  s h o t  t a rg e t  r e v o lv e r .............. $ 9 -4 8
G ov’t  C a rtr id g e s , 3 0 /0 6  B o a t!a ll. 8 3 .S 0  p e r  1 0 0 . 
fien d  s to m p  fo r  each  l i s t .—Amir u n itio n  a u rp lu s , e tc — 
U aed R ifles—U sed S h o te u n s  (8 3  D e p o s it o n  C. O. D ’a) 
H U D S O N  S P O R T IN C i  G O O D S  C O .  
W -5 2  WARREN 6 T . ( N e w - F R I l t  C atalog) NEW  YORK

■ W A N T E D  for C A S H  i
I UNUSED U. S. POSTAGE I
I ALL VALUES. 9 )%  OF FACE VALUE. 

IMMEDIATE PAYMENT. EST. 1933
STAMP ACCOMMODATION SERVICE 
DEPT. M. 90 JOHN ST. NEW YORK

i
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P U T  T H I S  1941 
C HA S S I S  IN YOUR 
O W N  C A B I N E T

F R E Q U E N C Y  
M O D U L A T I O N  
AND TELEVISION  
P R O V I S I O N
N O W ,  y o u  u a  en jo y
A " t h n  m i e h t v  n e w e r

COMFLITI WITHj 
TUBES AND 
SHAKE*

the mighty power
of •  14 -tube xp4 i  radio a t the ami.singly 1 . 
factory-to-you price of S1 0 .9 3 . Brilliant per- J 
fomuLnce—beautiful tone. Now, tun'sin broad- /  
casta direct from distant overseas stations. i 
B U  MIDWEST'S ANSWER TO  TRAC I-IN S I J 
Big 1 9 4 1  catalog shows how to buy at 
wholesale price . . . direct from factory. M \tj pOTTCARP 
Read about sensational-new 1 4 -tjb e  M  __  
cabinet model at $29-95- Also other #FOR FREElMI 
chassis and cabinet models from 5  to .  UAU. .
17-tubes . . .  up to 5  wave bands . . .  m CATALOG NOW/ 
Including Radio-phonograph-com
binations and Home Recorder.

M ID W E S T RADIO CORPORATION
0 £ P T , C I N C I N N A T I .  OHI O

U S E R  -  A G E N T S  
Make E xtra  M o n e y !

WRITE STORIES
Lira. G race B lan ch - _  m m  m  m
ird  b ad  a n  idea to r  M - X -  _  J ,  M  V
1 s tory. We critic ised  T B S  g a l :  m n m m ,
le r story and  gave ^
t  a new nam e and  to ld  h e r w here ‘‘.o send 
it. She got a su b stan tia l check th e  first 
time out. And E.K.N. of C layton, In d ., 
rot *500.00 fo r th e  f irs t story. V rhat a  
thrill I Each m o n th  m any of ou r m en  and 
.o m en  gradua tes  get th e  t h r i l l  of success
ful au thorsh ip . L et ou r 22 years  of ex- 
jerlence guide you. W rite  now.

FREE BOOKLET Write for F ne Book- lA ftf  LftND&Ntot. ' The Art of Story lACK LONDON 
Writing," with explanation of our personal crltl- wrote ua:—“ Your 
Ism and manuscript saleB service. No cost or course in short 
ibligation. Tells how others succeeded aid what otory writing lo 
ipportunitles await you. Money back ag*eement. excellently com- 
Saiy payments. Because you are loteresied send prehenslvo and 
or free booklet at once. Writs practical."

1 COSIER INSTITUTE, Room 111, Hooiior Bldg., Chioigo.

S T A R T

$1260 to $2100 a Year
t i t  R sully Immod lately.
Hon—Women
Thousands 
appointments 
ivery year.

Halt Coupon 
•day oura.

/FR A N K LIN  1IISTITUTE. Dept H-251 
/  R(Chester, N. Y.

^  S irs : Rush to me without charge (1) 
32-page book with Hit of U. 8 . Government 

y  Jobs, salaries, duties, ages, etc. (2) Tell me 
.O how to qualify fox o ie of these Jobs.

/  Name 
/  Address.

RADIO JOB
f l a t  m , y  ■ ■ m n l n  l a e . n n  I T m o  P i m m l T l A

In own Business

• 'A f te r  c o m p le tin g  th e  
N . R . 1. C o u rse  I  b e 
c a m e  R ad io  E d i to r  of 
t h e  B uffa lo  C o u rie r. 
L a te r  I s ta r te d  a R ad io  
se rv ic e  b u s in e s s  of m y  
o w n , an d  h av e  a v e r
a g e d  o v er 8 3 ,5 0 0  a  
y e a r . " —T. J .  TE L  AAR, 
6 8 7  B roadw ay . N ew  
Y ork C ity .

Spare
T im e

• ' I  a m  n o w  m a k in g  
f ro m  8 1 0  to  8 2 5  a  
w e ek  In sp a re  t im e  
w h i le  s t i l l  h o ld in g  m y  
re g u la r  Job a s  a  m a 
c h in is t .  I  ow e m y  s u c 
c e s s  to  N- R. I . ” — 
WM. P . R U PP, A l l  
G reen  S t.,  B rid g e p o rt, 
P a .

G et m y  s a m p le  le s so n  F re e . E x a m in e  It— 
see  how  c le a r  I t  Is , how  e a s y  to  u n d e r s ta n d . 
F in d  o u t how  I  t r a in  y o u  a t  h o m e  in  s p a re  
t im e  to  b e  a  R ad io  T e c h n ic ia n , Do I t  n o w . 

M A N Y  R A D IO  T E C H N I C I A N S  M A K E  
8 3 0 , 9 4 0 ,  8 9 0  A  W E E K  

R ad io  B ro a d c a s tin g  s ta t io n s  e m p lo y  e n g i
n e e rs , o p e ra to rs , te c h n ic ia n s . R ad io  m a n u 
fa c tu re r s  em p lo y  te s te r s .  In sp e c to rs , fo r e 
m e n , se rv ic e m e n . In  g ood-pay  lo b s . R ad io  
Jo b b ers , d e a le rs , em p lo y  In s ta l la t io n  a n d  
s e r v ic e  m en . M any R ad io  T e c h n ic ia n s  o p en  
th e i r  o w n  R ad io  s a le s  a n d  r e p a i r  b u s in e s s e s  
a n d  m ak e  8 3 0 , $ 4 0 , $ 5 0  a  w e ek . O th e rs  
h o ld  t h e i r  r e g u la r  Jobs an d  m ak e  $ 5  to  8 1 0  
a  w e ek  f ix in g  R ad io s  In  s p a r e  tim e . A u to 
m o b ile , P o lic e , A v ia tio n , C o m m e rcia l R ad io ; 
L o u d sp e a k e r  S y s te m s , E le c tro n ic  D e v ic es  
a re  o th e r  fie ld s  o ffe r in g  o p p o r tu n i t ie s  fo r  
w h ic h  N . R. I .  g iv e s  th e  re q u ir e d  k n o w l
e d g e  of R ad io . T e le v is io n  p ro m is e s  to  o p en  
good Jobs so o n . m
M A N Y  M A K E  8 9  T O  » 1 0  A  W E E K  E X T R A  

IN  S P A R E  T I M E  W H I L E  L E A R N IN G  
T h e  d ay  y ou  e n ro ll , I  s t a r t  s e n d in g  E x tra  
M oney J o b  S h e e ts ;  s t a r t  sh o w in g  y o u  h o w  
to  do R ad io  re p a ir  Jobs. T h ro u g h o u t y o u r  
C o u rse , I  se n d  p la n s  an d  d ire c t io n s  t h a t  
h a v e  h e lp e d  m an y  m a k e  8 5  to  $ 1 0  a  w e ek  
In  s p a r e  t im e  w h i le  le a rn in g . I  se n d  y o u  
sp e c ia l R ad io  e q u ip m e n t  to  c o n d u c t e x p e r i 
m e n ts  a n d  b u ild  c i r c u i ts .

F I N D  O U T  W H A T  R A D IO  A N D  
T E L E V I S IO N  O F F E R  Y O U  ,

A ct T o d ay . M all co u p o n  fo r  S am p le  L e sso n  
a n d  6 4 -page book . T h e y  p o in t  o u t  R a d io 's  
s p a r e  t im e  a n d  fu l l  t im e  o p p o r tu n i t ie s  a n d  
th o s e  co m in g  in  T e le v is io n ; t e l l  a b o u t m y  
c o u r s e  in  R ad io  a n d  T e le v is io n ; sh o w  m o re  
th a n  1 0 0  le t t e r s  fro m  m e n  I  t ra in e d , t e l l in g  
w h a t  th e y  a re  d o in g  a n d  e a rn in g . F in d  o u t  
w h a t  R ad io  o ffe rs  YOUt M AIL COUPON in  
a n  en v e lo p e , o r  p a s te  o n  a  p o s tc a rd —NOW I 

J .  E .  S M I T H .  Preaident 
D e p t. O J K ,  N a tio n a l R adio In s titu te  

W a sh in g to n , D . C .

I I
|  C i t y . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ___________ ■  3 t « t » _ _ _ _ _ _ ■ 2  P R  |



Senor Devil-may-care
By JOHNSTON McCULLEY

Author of "Don Renegade," "Black Grandee," etc.

CHAPTER I
FIESTA LADY

IN FROM the bay at Monterey that 
evening rolled billows of mist driven 
by a fitful breeze. The pearly drops 

dampened shrubs and trees, clung to build
ings, glistened on the shaggy coats of 
scavenger dogs prowling the streets, and

swirled around the f aring night torches 
fastened to the walls beside gateways.

But the swirling m st failed to dampen 
the enthusiasm or dull the laughter of 
natives and peons down by the waterfront, 
where they were holding a fiesta in cele
bration of they scarcely knew what. Nor 
did they care, so long as they had a fiesta.

Guitars were strummed, and men and
6



Senores, here is tie  most gallant caballero of Old California. Do not be misled 
by his gaudy whims, for this man bears a secret trust; he has sworn that his 
good blade will f  nd the heart of treason. . . . Beginning a vivid new novel

women sang and danced. They ate heaps 
of food and drank quantities of cheap thin 
wine. They flirted and made love when 
there was opportunity, and even fought a 
bit when wine-heated tempers flared.

A few soldiers from the presidio stalked 
around through th; crowd, supposedly 
there to preserve order, but spending most 
of their time making eyes at bronze na
tive beauties and pretty peon girls.

A Franciscan jray from the nearby mis
sion of Carmel ate and drank his fill, smiled 
upon the crowd and blessed everybody, 
then quietly departed, knowing his pres
ence restrained the antics of the revelers.

. . Senorita Ma-ia Godines, the only 
child of Don Luis Godines, recently ar
rived from Mexico, was delighted with the 
fiesta. It was the first she had attended

since coming to Monterey, and this one 
had the added hot spice of wickedness.

When she had heard it was to be held, 
she determined to attend. She knew her 
father would not have given permission. 
So the senorita had dressed in ragged 
clothing, had hinted to her father that she 
was going to bed because of a headache, 
and had contrived to slip out of the house.

Senorita Maria was a little frightened 
as she walked through the narrow, crooked 
streets of the town, keeping in the deeper 
shadows as much as possible. Seldom in 
her eighteen years had she been alone, 
and certainly never alone before out in the 
streets at night.

But after she reached the waterfront 
and lost herself in the merrymaking 
throng, her fears fled. These were only

7
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human beings enjoying themselves, though 
they belonged to a section of society she 
did not know, and she entered into the 
spirit of the carnival.

Nobody asked of her a name other than 
her first, and that meant nothing, for 
there were many Marias. She felt safe from 
detection. She sang and danced with the 
others, ate and drank and enjoyed herself, 
free from conventions for the moment.

When she thought she had been there 
long enough, she got away from the water
front and started home. Her eyes were 
sparkling, and her heart beat wildly with 
excitement. Now she had only to slip into 
the house, bathe herself and get into bed, 
and her father would never know. It had 
been an adventure she would remember.

SHE walked quickly along an adobe wall 
and beneath a flaring torch in front 

of a house on a corner, and four men lurk
ing there in the darkness saw her.

“Here comes a beauty,” one whispered 
to the others. “She would please Don 
Esteban. Let us seize her as she passes.” 

Senorita Maria Godines had time for 
only one cry of fright as the four ruffians 
rushed upon her out of the night. They 
grasped her roughly, swept her up off the 
ground, and pressed a serape against her 
mouth so her wild cries would not be heard.

“Silence, little wildcat!” one hissed at 
her. “You are not to be harmed. You are a 
fortunate girl this evening.”

“We have been commissioned by the 
caballero to pick up some girls to dance 
for him and his guests,” another explained. 
“You are a little beauty, and will please 
him.”

“Do you understand now?” the first 
asked. “No harm will come to you. Stop 
trying to pierce the night with your howls.” 

They thought the explanation would 
suffice to allay her fear, and put her back 
on her feet and removed the serape. The 
senorita gulped for air, and found her 
voice.

“Release me!” she cried. “How dare 
you put your filthy hands on me? I am the 
daughter of a grandee—”

“Ho!” their leader exclaimed. “Perhaps 
you are from the house-hold of His Ex
cellency the Governor. You are decked out 
in silks and satins, ’[ can see, and have 
jewels gleaming in ycur hair.”

“I am in masquerade. I have been to the 
fiesta down by the waterfront.”

“And does a highborn lady, even in mas
querade, prowl the streets of Monterey 
alone at night? No more of your non
sense, girl! Our fine gentleman wants one 
more girl to dance, aid  you would please 
him. It means a gold piece for us if we 
deliver you to him, hence you will be de
livered.”

Senorita Maria screeched once more, 
and the serape was wound around her head 
so she scarcely could breathe. Her wrists 
were held tightly, and her leader tossed her 
over his shoulder like a bag of meal, and 
carried her while she squirmed and kicked.

Her captors kept in the darkness as much 
as possible as they hurried through the 
streets, and one walked a short distance 
ahead to make suje they encountered no
body.

TN THE covered patio of one of the 
largest cantinas in Monterey, Don Este

ban de la Zamora sat at the head of a long 
table. Young, handsome, rich, handy with 
his wit and adept witli a blade, Don Este
ban had endeared himself to the town. 
Because of his pranks, he had been dubbed 
Senor Devil-may-care. All doors were open 
for him, and he was a frequent guest at 
the residence of his excellency the gov
ernor.

Tonight, Don Esteban had gathered a 
few friends, had bought all privileges of 
the patio for the evening, and was holding 
a private baile, as he had done often be
fore. The tables were heaped with food, 
and skins of the best wine were scattered 
around. Native servaits were kept busy 
refilling the goblets.

Don Esteban’s guests were young gen
tlemen of blood and social station, each 
with an ambition to put away more wine 
than his neighbor. They sang in raucous 
chorus as native musicians strummed their
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instruments, shouted at one another, and 
thumped their wine goblets on the table- 
tops.

“The dance, Esteban! You promised us 
a dance!” one shouted.

Five girls were huddled in a corner of 
the patio, wide-eyed and giggling. Two 
were daughters of peons and the other 
three bronze native girls with slim and 
graceful bodies. They wore only a scanty 
garment each.

Their semi-nakedness did not embar
rass them, for generally they were half- 
naked. They had heard of Don Esteban’s 
parties, and knew each of them would re
ceive a piece of gold. And they feared 
nothing, for it was history that Don Este
ban was a Caballero who mistreated no 
woman and allowed none to be mistreated 
in his presence.

A door was jerked open, and the ruf
fians appeared with the sixth girl.

“Here is a beauty for you, Don Este
ban!” the leader shouted. “She has a wit, 
also, for she claims to be a great lady. 
You know all the great ladies of Monterey, 
Don Esteban, since you are often a guest 
in their houses. Have you ever seen this 
great lady before?”

Senorita Maria Godines was put down 
on the floor, and the serape was removed 
from her head. She flung that head high, 
her dark eyes flashing.

“She is one great lady I never have met 
before,” Don Esteban said, laughing, after 
looking at her.

“Somebody shall pay dearly for this 
outrage!” the sehoritt cried. “Is there one 
Caballero here present, one man of decency 
and courtesy? If so, 1 cry to him to come 
now to my defense. I am of gentle blood. 
My father is—”

Laughter from those at the tables in
terrupted her speech. They saw her 
ragged garments, her disheveled hair—and 
whoever had heard of a lady of gentle 
blood being out alone at night dressed 
in rags? This was a jest prepared by Don 
Esteban for their entertainment, they 
thought.

“Hoi Perhaps she is carrying on in

this manner with the expectation of receiv
ing two pieces of gold instead of one,” the 
leader of the ruffians cried. “Ladies of gen
tle blood do not dance for a few coins. 
We leave her to you, Don Esteban.”

Don Esteban laughed and tossed the 
ruffian money. “You have done your work 
well. Begone!” he said.

The four at the door grinned, saluted 
and hurried out, and a cantina servant 
closed the door behind them, barred it, 
and turned to grasp Senorita Maria’s arm.

“Join the other girls in the corner,” he 
ordered. “You are to dance with them be
neath the torches. The musicians are ready, 
and Don Esteban and his guests grow im
patient, so make haste. Off with your san
dals and stockings and outer garments!”

“Let me go!” she cried. “I tell you I 
am—”

“Do you want me to tear the clothes off 
your body?” the servant muttered. “How 
dare you keep the Caballeros waiting? 
What has come over you, wench?”

“How dare you call me that?”
“No harm will befall you. This dance 

is but Don Esteban’s fancy. He is rich, 
and will give you a piece of gold. You are 
a beauty, and need not be ashamed to show 
your pretty limbs.”

“How dare you?” she raged again. “Let 
me go! ”

Senorita Maria huddled in the corner. 
The tatters in which she had dressed for 
the fiesta seemed far too scanty to her. She 
could not compel herself to bare her legs 
as the other girls had done.

rp H E  musicians began playing, and the 
other girls moved out beneath the flar

ing torches and began dancing. The exas
perated cantina servant grasped Senorita 
Maria’s arm again, tore her dress off one 
shoulder, and whirled her out to join the 
others.

With tears of rage and shame streaming 
from her eyes, she danced a few steps, 
then turned, tugging at her dress to pull 
it up. She saw Don Esteban and his guests 
watching her and laughing at her show of 
modesty.
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There was a smile on Don Esteban’s 
face. It was a strong, handsome face, Maria 
thought. She had heard considerable about 
Don Esteban and had hoped to meet him 
some day—but not like this.

She crouched against the wall again, 
and pulled her tattered dress around her 
shoulders. The guests were watching one 
of the other girls, who was doing a wild 
dance in hope of receiving a shower of gold 
pieces.

Don Esteban suddenly turned his head 
in greeting as a belated guest touched 
him on the shoulder, and found the man 
staring at the dancers.

“Esteban, are you mad?” he whispered. 
“That girl huddled in the corner—she is 
the daughter of Don Luis Godines, who 
recently came from Mexico. I have been 
presented to her.”

“Then she told the truth,” Don Esteban 
said, horrified.

“The rascals I sent out to seize girls 
picked her up alone in the street in those 
rags, and we thought she was some peon’s 
daughter.” Don Esteban sprang to his feet. 
“Stop the music!” he shouted. “The dance 
is ended. I have something else by way 
of entertainment. Here is gold for each of 
you girls, and you are to depart at once.”

He tossed the coins at them, then hur
ried to the corner where Senorita Maria 
was crouching with the tears still stream
ing down her cheeks. The man who had 
identified her was but a pace behind.

“Forgive me, senorita," Don Esteban 
begged, as he lifted her up. “I should have 
believed your story. This man has told 
me your name—”

“You have disgraced me, senor," she 
interrupted. “This affair will shame my 
father also.”

“No actual harm has been done.”
“Filthy louts have put their hands on 

me, because of you. I have been handled 
roughly and treated like a common wench, 
because of you. I tell you now, Esteban 
de la Zamora, that you shall die for this! 
My father is an old man, but we know 
young caballeros who will take up the 
quarrel.”

“Are you not to be blamed in a meas
ure, senorita?" Don Esteban asked. “Did 
you not forget blood and breeding when 
you roamed the streets alone at night, 
dressed like a peon girl? Can you honestly 
blame me for doubting you when you 
spoke? Anything I cm do—”

“You can allow me to depart immedi
ately,” she broke in. “How I hate you! 
You shall die for this!”

“I ’ll get the senorita away and take her 
home, Esteban,” the man who had iden
tified her said. “I ’ll do it quietly. Con
tinue the entertainment, so the others will 
not notice. Call to the servants quickly to 
refill the wine goblets.”

He smuggled the girl out of the patio, 
hnd the party was continued. But the story 
got out and was spread, and Monterey 
rocked with the scandal before dawn.

Many laughed and called it a prank. 
But two young caballeros thought differ
ently. Juan Feliz and Marcos Chavez, who 
had met the senorita and were eager to pay 
court to her, took the affair as a personal 
affront.

They called at the Godines casa to ex
press their admiration of the senorita 
anew, and were permitted to see her a mo
ment in the presence of her father and 
duena.

“You are very kind, senores,” Senorita 
Maria said, with her head held high. “But 
I shall consider myself disgraced as long 
as Don Esteban live;, and remembers.”

Juan Feliz and Marcos Chavez ex
changed glances.

“Perhaps, senorita he will not live and 
remember long,” Juan Feliz said.

“Two swords are waiting for his blade 
to cross them,” Marcos Chavez added.

CHAPTER II
TO FLEE IS VALIANT

"TiON ESTEBAN slept late the follow- 
ing morning. Felipe, his middle-aged, 

trusted body servant, finally shook him 
awake.

“You must arouse yourself, Don Este
ban,” he said. “There is a messenger here
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from his excellency the governor. His ex
cellency desires to set; you immediately on 
a matter of importance. The desire is in 
the nature of a command, Don Esteban.”

Don Esteban crawled from his couch 
after tossing the si k coverings on the 
floor, and stood yawning in his crockery 
tub while Felipe drenched him with warm 
scented water. He toweled himself vigor
ously, dressed with his usual care, and 
went forth upon the streets with only a 
goblet of wine for breakfast.

He found his excellency pacing around 
the living room in his mansion, hands 
clasped behind his back. The governor 
turned toward the door when Don Este
ban was announced, bowed, motioned for 
the servant to retire and close the door 
behind him, and gestured for Don Esteban 
to sit in the nearest chair.

“Esteban, my bo/, I do not know 
whether you are exceptionally clever, or 
whether good fortune merely tags your 
heels,” the Governor said.

“I fail to understand, Excellency.”
“I am eager to have you undertake an

other adventurous mission for me, Esteban. 
I have been wondering how I could get you 
away without arousing suspicion. Now, I 
know.”

“How is this?”
His excellency smiled. “First, let me 

say I have heard of the episode of last eve
ning.”

“I regret that exceedingly, Your Ex
cellency. But the girl was in rags, and I 
never had seen her before She is almost a 
stranger in Monterey.”

“That is true. Her father, Don Luis 
Godines, has a splendid lineage. His wife 
has died, and he intends to spend his 
remaining days here in Alta California, 
but has not decided whether to remain in 
Monterey or go farther south. Perhaps 
he will not wish to remain here now.”

“I must see him at once, Excellency, 
and make my abject apologies to him and 
the senorita.”

“I have other plans for you, Esteban,” 
the governor said. “”t has been reported 
to me that Juan Felir. and Marcos Chavez

plan to challenge you to combat because 
of the affair, both being interested in the 
senorita.”

Don Esteban’s face flushed. “I shall ob
lige them!”

“You will do nothing of the sort, Este
ban. They are but boys. You are an ex
pert swordsman. They could not stand 
before you. I cannot have them slain and 
their fathers grieving because of the loss 
of their heirs.”

“But, if they challenge me—”
“That is the point, Esteban. We must 

contrive to avoid having them challenge 
you. I have a plan for doing that and at 
the same time make it possible for you to 
work on the mission of which I spoke. So, 
because of what happened last night, 
Esteban de la Zamora, I suggest you ab
sent yourself from Monterey for a time, 
as punishment.”

“Exile? Your command is law.”
“Take the first ship that leaves port, 

and I happen to know she will sail in the 
right direction to serve our purpose. Avoid 
those two hotheaded young Caballeros un
til the hour of sailing, and so save their 
lives.”

“As you command, Excellency.”
“Write a note to your body servant re

garding your packing, and I ’ll send it by 
a trooper. You will remain here until the 
sailing hour, so we can discuss the mis
sion on which I am sending you.”

“I am prepared to obey,” Don Esteban 
said. “I hope the mission is sufficiently ad
venturous.”

“There speaks Senor Devil-may-care!” 
The governor laughed and put a hand on 
Don Esteban’s shoulder. “You are a great 
comfort to me, my boy. You have a natu
ral gift for this work. You are a young 
man of immense wealth and need not do 
it at all, save as a labor of love. And I 
can trust you. Nobody suspects that Don 
Esteban de la Zamora, who likes to enjoy 
himself and fling gold around, is a special 
investigator of mine.”

“The work gives me the chance for ad
venture, Excellency, and allows me to 
serve you and the Viceroy.”
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“And how sorely we need faithful serv
ice!” the governor said. “In this new raw 
land of Alta California, where we are try
ing to build an empire, where there are 
so many working against us, men who 
think only of their own ambitions and 
fortunes—”

“I  understand, Excellency.”
“I ’ll explain the details of the work I 

wish you to do, Esteban; then we will at
tend to your private affairs.”

TOURING the remainder of the day, 
orderlies came and went. The master 

of a ship was reached, and arrangements 
were made for the transport of Don Este
ban in befitting style.

A note was sent to Felipe, and Don 
Esteban’s capable servant busied himself 
with the packing.

Don Juan Feliz and Don Marcos Chavez, 
their eyes blazing, called at Don Esteban’s 
lodgings three times to find him. Then they 
heard a rumor, purposely dropped in 
their path by an agent of the governor, 
that Don Esteban had ridden out to a cer
tain hacienda to spend the day and night, 
and rode hotly in that direction to chal
lenge him. That journey would occupy 
them until almost sunset, 
v An hour before sunset, peons carried 
luggage to a ship preparing to sail. Felipe 
called at the governor’s residence to re
port that everything had been done, and 
was sent on to the ship. Don Esteban had 
an early evening repast with his excellency.

“I still think I should make my apol
ogies to Don Luis Godines and the seho- 
rita,” Don Esteban said.

“And perhaps run across those hot
headed young idiots and have to cut them 
down? Above all, Esteban, do not forget 
the mission upon which I am sending you. 
Nothing must turn you aside from that.” 

“I shall remember, Excellency.”
“This is not like some of the other 

troubles we have had. Thisjs serious. Be
hind the affair is the weighty combination 
of a keen man and much money. We want 
no slaughter of innocents in the name of 
politics.”

“That is one thing which impels me to 
this work,” Don Esteban admitted. “I do 
not like to see natives and peons lured 
to death.”

“Jorge Gonzales, my secret agent you 
know well, is at the scene working now. 
He will not know you are coming, so you 
will have to get in touch with him in some 
manner.”

“The method of my work?” Don Este
ban asked.

“If this uprising starts, I can crush it 
with soldiers. But that would mean slaugh
ter, the disgrace of a man of noted name, 
general disturbance. I want the uprising 
stopped, Esteban. It must not start. Those 
behind it—put them at each other’s 
throats, so they cannot work together. Use 
ridicule.”

“I understand, Excellency.”
“Now to get you safely aboard the ship. 

Those two fiery young gallants may have 
managed to reurn to town, finding you 
were not at the hacienda. We must dodge 
them.”

At the rear door of Khe governor’s house 
waited a two-wheeled cart such as was 
in general use for the transportation of 
bales of merchandise. In the dusk, Don 
Esteban got into the cart and stretched 
out on the floor, and Lhe driver, a soldier 
in disguise, tossed a heap of dry skins 
over him. The cart rolled and bumped 
along the street, going- toward the water
front.

Don Esteban did not relish this part 
of the adventure. It gave him the feeling 
of fleeing from peril. But he could under
stand why the Governor wished it this 
way.

He boarded the ship safely, and found 
the shipmaster and Felipe waiting for him 
on the deck.

“After my journey in that cart, I re-, 
quire a bath in warm water heavy with 
perfume,” Don Esteban said. “Also a 
change of clothing. I am befouled. When 
do we sail?”

“Immediately, s e h o r the shipmaster 
said. “The tide is right.”

As Don Esteban went toward the cabin,
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he heard the harsh voice of Carlos, the 
vessel’s mate, ordering the crew to cast off 
and make sail.

CHAPTER III
SALUTE THE CABALLERO

FAVORED by a fair breeze and riding 
on the morning tide, the ship Mag

dalena, nine days out from Monterey, 
slipped into the bay at San Diego de Al
cala.

Her white sails glistened as they caught 
the morning sun. Flying fish played around 
her bow as it lifted gently to the swell
ing seas. A flock of gulls convoyed her, 
soaring gracefully as they gave their plain
tive cries of welcome.

On the shore waited a motley group of 
men from the settlement and the mission 
up the valley. Traders were there, expect
ing shipments of goods. Ragged peons were 
hoping to pick up a coin for labor in the 
ships’ unloading. Bronze natives with in
scrutable faces watched the bellying sails.

Off to one side were a couple of haughty 
grandees with their noses in the air. A 
Franciscan fray from the mission, in tat
tered robe and frayec sandals, was wait
ing to do any service that might be re
quired of him.

Also waiting were Sergeant Pedro Sala
zar and two troopers from the presidio, 
sent by Capitan Juan Angelus, the com- 
mandante of the distr ct, to greet the ship 
and receive any official communication she 
might bring.

The ship’s sails ran down as the hoarse 
commands of her master rolled over the 
water. Boats were dropped, men boiled 
over the side and into them, tow ropes 
were tossed and caught and made fast, 
and the hard pull began to swing the vessel 
to safe anchorage in a deep spot near the 
shore, where a landing stage could be run 
to the beach from the ship’s deck.

When the craft had been moored and the 
landing stage run out, Carlos, the mat£, 
swaggered down the stage, and with his 
massive hairy arms outstretched stopped 
those would would have gone aboard.

“Back, sehores!" he cried. “We have a 
disease with us.”

They recoiled, fear coming into their 
faces. But Sergeant Salazar thrust his way 
forward.

“What is this?” he bellowed. “You have 
a pestilence aboard, and dare enter the 
bay and moor your ship?”

“ ’Tis without doubt a pestilence,” the 
mate replied.

“This is a serious business, senor, a 
menace to the community. My capitdn 
must be notified immediately. Do you 
carry smallpox or the water fever?”

“The pestilence we carry is neither, but 
much more virulent,” the mate warned,.

“More virulent? Is it some rare new 
disease?”

“This disease walks on two legs,” the 
mate explained. “It smites the fair ladies 
particularly. I t has a name not to be 
found in any book of physic—Senor 
Devil-may-care. But in official quarters the 
name is listed as Don Esteban de la 
Zamora.”

“V O U  have him aboard?” the sergeant 
cried. He was quite obviously excited 

at hearing the name.
“Ha! So you have heard of the senor 

even down here? His fame has spread in
deed.”

“Why does such a man come here?”
“Why not?” the mate countered.
“Monterey is better suited to his sort. 

It has large cantinas, lively women, music 
and dancing, dice and cards. ’Tis a place 
of life and action. Here in San Diego de 
Alcala we slumber peacefully in the 
soothing sun, frying our sins away. Don 
Esteban will not like it here.”

“Pray that he does!” the mate said, 
fervantly. “If he does not like the place, 
no doubt he will shape it over to suit him, 
and raise considerable dust in the labor.”

“Why does he come here?” the sergeant 
persisted.

“Because our ship was bound in this 
direction, and it was the first vessel to 
leave the port of Monterey after Senor 
Devil-may-care received an official intima
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tion that he would do well to absent him
self for a period.”

“What is this? He was ordered out of 
Monterey—a man of his wealth and social 
station? Why?” the sergeant asked.

The mate’s shoulders shook a moment 
with silent laughter. He lowered his voice 
and spoke again:

“Don Esteban gave a baile for some 
friends, and had ruffians go out into the 
night and seize girls for dancing. But 
the rascals picked up one of gentle birth 
who was returning from a masquerade—”

“And she was compelled to dance with 
the others?” the sergeant roared.

“There you have it, amigo. The scan
dal blasted the town. And Senor Devil- 
may-care was informed it might be bene
ficial for his health if he disappeared.”

“For his health?”
“Si. After all, the senorita was of gentle 

birth, and certain young bloods thought 
the affront to gentility should be wiped 
out with the point of a blade.”

“So Senor Devil-may-care ran away to 
save his hide?”

“Ran away? Senor Devil-may-care?” the 
mate bellowed. “Quite the contrary, amigo. 
He is not the sort to run. I have seen 
him display real courage in Monterey, and 
have witnessed him at work with a blade. 
’Tis suicide for another to cross swords 
with him.”

“There is the germ of a beautiful argu
ment in that statement,” the sergeant 
hinted, bristling.

“Senor Devil-may-care was sent away 
from Monterey to give a couple of fiery 
young caballeros a chance to cool their 
blood, lest they lose some of it. They 
wanted to fight him because of the affair 
of the girl. And the Governor did not want 
two of the finest young men in Monterey 
to die on the point of Senor Devil-may- 
care’s blade.”

The hoarse bellow of the Magdalena’s 
master came from the deck:

“Attention, there! Men will be needed 
to act as porters for our passenger’s per
sonal property.”

Down the landing stage came a pro

cession of sailors bent beneath weights of 
luggage. They carried bags of fine soft 
leather containing clothing, boxes and 
bales, baskets, and several chests with 
metal strips along their seams and at the 
corners.

“Does all that belong to him?” the ser
geant asked the mate.

“It does, amigo. When we stowed it, he 
complained that he had been obliged to 
leave Monterey with such haste that he 
brought scarcely anything.”

The attention of those on the shore was 
distracted by something at the top of the 
landing stage. A horse was being led 
ashore cautiously. The animal was spirited, 
built for endurance and speed, and as 
black as night. He wore bridle and sad
dle of heavy carved leather which had been 
darkened with oils and much hard hand
rubbing, and they were chased with sil
ver.

“His horse,” the mate announced. 
“Senor Devil-may-care was of the opinion 
he could not find a suitable mount here, 
so he brought his favorite steed with him. 
’Tis said the animal understands him when 
he speaks. And here”—the mate suddenly 
lowered his voice si ill more—“is Senor 
Devil-may-care himself!”

A T THE top of the landing stage, chat- 
tering sailors were knuckling their 

foreheads to a man who was giving each 
a gold coin. The master of the Magdalena 
was calling farewell in a voice which told 
he had been handsomely paid also.

Senor Devil-may-care descended the 
landing stage slowly, head held high and 
body erect, his attitude that of a man sure 
of himself. His eyes were twinkling at all 
he saw.

Atop his curly black hair was a wide 
sombrero with a carved leather band in 
which jewels flashed. His clothing was of 
fine linen, glistening satin and rustling 
silk. Over his shoulder was draped a 
serape of bright colors. A straight nar
row blade swung at bis side, and its hilt 
flamed as jewels caught the sun.

Behind him walked his body servant,
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Felipe, dressed in clothing of somber hue. 
Felipe wore a cutlass and had a pistol 
thrust into his sash. He seemed conscious 
of the importance of his position.

Don Esteban stopped when he reached 
the mate at the bottom of the stage, 
slapped the mariner soundly on his back 
and thrust something into his hand.

“Carlos, my splendid fellow, may you 
live long and prospeM ” he said.

Don Esteban marched on to where his 
horse was standing, put foot into stirrup 
and swung up into the saddle. As he 
gathered the reins, he gestured to a group 
of peons.

“Some of you take up my goods and 
follow me,” he directed. “I pay well for 
loyal service.”

The peons began lighting among them
selves for a chance to carry the loads, but 
Felipe quickly stopped them with kicks 
and blows and apportioned the baggage 
among them.

Don Esteban glanced around and bowed 
slightly to the other.*: who were watching.

“I am Esteban de la Zamora, sehores,” 
he announced, with evident pride. “Your 
names and stations I shall be happy to 
learn later. Be kind enough to tell me 
at which posada I may find the most com
fortable quarters, the best food and oldest 
wines, and the prettiest serving wenches.”

Sergeant Salazar tossed up his head and 
laughed.

“This is not Mon:erey, Don Esteban,” 
he called. “There is but one posada here, 
and all the servants are men. The food 
is only ordinary for one with a fancy taste, 
but the wine is excellent.”

“From the red in your nose, I judge 
that you speak with the voice of author
ity,” Don Esteban replied.

He gestured to the peons and started 
his horse forward slowly. The mount 
swerved toward a group of dirty, ragged 
men who were watching the ship, and as 
Don Esteban controlled the animal he 
looked sharply at those scattering out of 
the way.

He caught the eye of a barefooted man 
of middle age who had the appearance of

a penniless wanderer. Imperceptibly, Don 
Esteban made an unusual gesture with his 
right hand, and the other answered it in 
kind.

Don Esteban had made contact with 
Jorge Gonzales, the governor’s agent, 
sooner than he had expected.

CHAPTER IV
BY CUNNING AND A SMILE

^T^HE fine clothing and highly polished 
boots of Senor Miguel Brocamonte 

were not enough to distract attention from 
his grossness and his uncouth manners.

Miguel Brocamonte was excessively 
obese, and seemed to exude grease from 
every pore. Starved in boyhood, he had 
made it his life work to obtain ample 
food. He fancied quantity more than qual
ity, washing down the viands with any 
wine he happened to have at hand, and 
belching whenever and wherever he 
pleased as if to advertise the abundance in 
his larder.

Miguel Brocamonte had prospered as a 
trader. He was ruthless in business deal
ings with those he considered his inferiors 
or equals, but fawned on persons of sta
tion. He had a vague idea that wealth 
might change the blood in his veins, or at 
least cause men to forget a parentage re
garding which very little was known, even 
by Miguel Brocamonte himself.

Soon after the arrival of Don Esteban 
de la Zamora at the posada—an event 
which rocked that establishment to its 
foundations—Miguel Brocamonte left his 
house and got into his carriage behind a 
team of spirited steeds. He growled or
ders to his native driver and leaned back 
against the cushions, making his great 
bulk comfortable.

The driver handled the horses with 
expert skill, and the carriage rolled smart
ly out of town and along a dusty highway 
which ended at the hacienda of Don Jose 
del Rio.

Of all the grandees in Alta California, 
Don Jos6 del Rio was the most haughty. 
His upflung head carried his shock of
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white hair like a silver crown. Whenever 
opportunity offered, he dwelt at length on 
the splendid lineage of his family—and on 
the sad fact that he, a del Rio, was always 
overlooked whenever political honors were 
being strewn around by the Viceroy in 
Mexico.
„ Don Jose was ambitious to occupy a high 

place, and his ambitions were carrying 
him near the borderland of treason. His 
son, Manuel, seconded his ambitions, as 
did his beautiful unmarried daughter, 
Anita. Conspiracies and plots brought them 
in frequent contact with persons they 
would have ignored otherwise, yet they 
retained their dignity.

So, when his carriage reached the ha
cienda, Miguel Brocamonte ordered the 
coachman not to approach the front of 
the house, but to follow a lane to the rear. 
Despite the wealth h e . had accumulated 
through trade, Brocamonte had not at
tained a position where he could walk 
through Don Jose’s front door.

To outward appearances, Brocamonte 
had come to the hacienda to talk over a 
business deal with the superintendente of 
Don Jose’s rancho. The carriage was 
stopped in front of the superintendente’s 
small cottage set in a grove of pepper 
trees, and the man hurried out and bowed 
low as Brocamonte got laboriously out of 
his carriage.

“I hope I find you in excellent health 
today, sehor,” the superintendente greeted. 
“I am prepared to talk business immedi
ately.”

Brocamonte turned to his driver. “Take 
the horses to that shady spot and remain 
with the carriage,” he ordered. That 
would prevent the native overhearing any
thing damaging.

“Now, amigo— ?” the superintendente 
asked, after the driver was out of earshot.

“I must see Don Jose at once.” Broca
monte said. “It is a matter of impor
tance.”

“I believe Don Jose is expecting yeu.”
“How is this? I did not send word I 

was coming.”
“Nevertheless, I have orders to conduct

you at once to him in the patio. His son 
and daughter are with him there.”

Brocamonte’s eyes were glittering as he 
went with the other along a curving, 
flower-bordered path toward the sprawling 
big house.

TYON JOSE was waiting in the shady 
patio, at his ease in a huge chair. He 

inclined his head a Taction of an inch in 
answer to Brocamonte’s low bows. He mo
tioned for the superintendente to leave.

Manuel del Rio was standing beside his 
father’s chair—a tal , lean, morose man 
of thirty. Senorita Anita del Rio was seated 
on a bench a few feet away, fanning her
self languidly, a picture of cold, fashion
ably-dressed beauty.

“Don Jose,” Brocamonte exclaimed, “I 
have been rarely fortunate in locating the 
very man for our purpose.”

“Why not say, sehcr, that he came acci
dentally to San Diego de Alcala and you 
heard of his arrival?” Don Jose corrected.

Brocamonte gulped, and tried again. 
“The moment I learned he was here, and 
the circumstances of his coming, I 
thought—”

“I had a similar thought.” Don Jose 
interrupted. “I anticipated you would come 
to see me about it. What are your opin
ions in the matter, set,or?"

Brocamonte bowed to the senorita, who 
ignored him, and sat down on the end of 
the bench when Don Jose motioned for 
him to do so. He bent forward, stifling 
a belch, for once Don Jose had rebuked 
him sternly for belching in his presence.

“What could be tetter suited to our 
purpose, Don Jose?” lie asked. “This Don 
Esteban is a man of great wealth. He is 
young and afire for adventure. He has 
been ordered around -oughly by the gov
ernor, a man he no coubt deems inferior 
to himself, and he probably resents it.” 

“True, sehor," Don Jos6 admitted. “But 
would Don Esteban join our enterprise, 
and give it his time end money? That is 
the pertinent question. Do not forget that 
this is a somewhat ticklish business. Suc
cess means much for all of us, but failure
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may mean—well, an ignominious death.”
Brocamonte shivered at the words, and 

his triple chins shock, but he compelled 
himself to give a week smile.

“I can meet Don Esteban and sound 
him out gently,” he suggested. “And pos
sibly young Don Manuel can contrive to 
make his acquaintance.”

“That would be proper, for a Zamora 
is a man of high degree,” Don Jose ad
mitted.

“In addition—pardon me for suggest
ing it, but I am thinking only of the suc
cess of our venture—if the dainty seho- 
rita would but smile upon the man once—”

“Enough, senor!” Don Jose thundered. 
“My daughter has no share in this.”

“Do not be absurd, father,” Senorita 
Anita said, in her icy voice. “I am a del 
Rio in this affair. What is a smile, when 
so much may be gained by giving it? And, 
from what I have heard, I may give it 
willingly. ’Tis said ;hat Don Esteban is 
handsome, wealthy, gallant and full of 
fire.”

T>ROCAMONTE bent forward again. 
* *  “No doubt Don Esteban is a wild, 
thoughtless fellow,” he said. “We will play 
on him, get him to join us and advance 
funds—”

“We can always use funds,” Don Jose 
observed.

“He is a man of action and glamor. He 
could help win the natives to us. He would 
be a gallant leader in the uprising. And 
we can arrange it so, should things go 
wrong, he will receive full blame for the 
affair. Men will think he turned against the 
government because he was expelled from 
Monterey.”

“Excellent reasoning!” Don Jose ex
claimed.

“Let us have a dear understanding,” 
Manuel del Rio said. “ It is understood 
we foment an uprising among the natives 
and jjeons. My father will then charge that 
the present governor is incapable of main
taining order in the district, and that lives 
and property are in peril.”

“Understood,” Brocamonte assented.

“Then my father will declare the gov
ernor deposed as incompetent, name him
self temporary governor to act in the 
emergency, and order the capital moved 
from Monterey to San Diego de Alcala.” 

“Such is the plan,” Brocamonte agreed. 
“The revolt will sweep up the coast as 

far as San Francisco de Asis. Reports will 
be sent to Mexico that only Don Jose del 
Rio can control the situation here, and the 
Viceroy will be compelled to approve him 
as governor in fact.”

“May I be permitted a thought?” 
Brocamonte asked.

“Speak freely,” said Don Jose.
“Let Don Esteban appear so active in 

the uprising that men will think and say 
it was his plan. Let him be named tem
porary governor at first. Then, when suc
cess is assured, he is to say an older and 
more dignified man is needed for the posi
tion, and suggest Don Jose.”

“Why do that, senor?” Manuel asked. 
“It will appear the office is seeking Don 

Jose instead of Don Jose seeking the office, 
which is always a wise move in politics. 
And, if disaster should occur, Don Esteban 
would be blamed and Don Jose safe from 
censure.”

“An excellent thought!” Don Jose said. 
“All I ask for myself, in return for my 

share in the work and the money I am pre
pared to spend freely in the cause,” Broca
monte hinted, “are certain concessions in 
trade—”

“We have gone over that before, senor, 
and you shall have the trade concessions 
when I am in a position to grant them,” 
Don Jose said, with a show of impatience. 
“You need not remind me of it continually. 
A del Rio does not forget his obligations.” 

“I crave your pardon, Don Jose.”
“It is agreed, then that we make an ef

fort to attract Don Esteban to our plan. 
But we must move cautiously. Be wary 
how you approach him, Brocamonte.” 

Manuel spoke again: “I will call on Don 
Esteban at the posada, suggest it is not 
a suitable residence for a man of his stand
ing, and invite him to be our guest here 
at the hacienda.”
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“SplendidI” Brocamonte exclaimed. “If 
you have him here under your own roof, 
you can work on his mind and win him 
over to the cause easily. And after the 
senorita has smiled upon him as much as 
thrice, he will be so befogged that he can 
refuse nothing.”

“As much as thrice, senor?” Senorita 
Anita asked. “I fear you underestimate 
the quality of my smile. But perhaps his 
own smiles may befog me. That will be 
something to guard against.”

Brocamonte arose when Don Jos£ 
cleared his throat meaningly, knowing that 
the conference was at an end. He bent his 
obese body a trifle in an attempt to bow 
as he backed to the arch in the patio wall, 
then smiled and waddled away.

CHAPTER V
COURIER OF THE KING

A BOUT the middle of the siesta hour 
that day, an official government cour

ier came out of the north, riding his 
lathered horse at top speed and leaving 
a lifting trail of dust in his wake.

He stopped his jaded mount in front 
of the presidio and almost fell from his 
saddle because of weariness. A yawning 
trooper approached to take his horse. The 
courier lurched toward the entrance of the 
building, where Sergeant Salazar was 
propped up against the masonry half 
asleep.

“Sergeant! Your commandante, at 
once!” the courier ordered.

Sergeant Salazar blew out the ends of 
his enormous mustache and fixed the cour
ier with a glittering eye. He judged all 
couriers to be domineering and arrogant, 
and disliked the breed.

“Capitan Jufin Angelus, our com
mandante, is enjoying his siesta, as all 
honest men should be doing at this hour,” 
the sergeant said. “Here in the southland, 
we have our moments of ease. We are not 
like you of the north, always running 
around like a puppy chasing his own tail.”

“Your commandante, immediately!” the 
courier barked, his eyes blazing. “Would

you take it upon yourself to delay official 
business of importance? Have I ridden 
like the wind day and night for a vast 
distance and almost killed several good 
horses to be balked now by a brainless 
hulk?”

Sergeant Salazar drew himself up stiff
ly. “If you are referring to me in such 
terms, senor, we will go into the matter 
seriously at a later mcment.”

“Whenever you like!”
“Meanwhile, I ’ll send a trooper to dis

turb our commandante. If the intelligence 
you bring is not of supreme importance, 
this may be an ill day for us both. Capitan 
Juan Angelus does not like to hhve his rest 
broken.”

Salazar called a trooper and sent him 
hurrying to the quarters of the capitan, 
ordered another to fetch a flagon of wine 
for the courier, and stroked the ends of 
his mustache as he watched the man from 
the north sprawl on a bench.

“What is the cause of all this hard rid
ing and excitement, senor?’’ the sergeant 
asked. “Whence came you?”

“I have traveled the distance from 
Monterey without relief,” the courier re
plied. “I am an official courier on the 
staff of his excellency the governor, not 
an ordinary member of the courier serv
ice.”

“Oh, I can observe that!”
“I have ridden day and night, with only 

a short hour of sleep when absolutely nec
essary. I carry an important communica
tion for your capitar. Tell me—has like 
ship Magdalena yet reached this port?” 

“She came in on the morning tide.” 
“Was Don Esteban de la Zamora aboard 

her, and did he land?”
The sergeant grinned. “Si, senorl He 

landed, and brought a few rags of personal 
belongings. Twenty peons were needed to 
carry the stuff to the posada. He even 
brought his horse.”

“Bueno! I am in time.”
“Your business deals with Don Este

ban? Do you bring an order for his ar
rest? If so, I must clean and perfume our 
detention room, put bows of ribbon on the
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shackles, and dress ihe troopers in satin 
so Don Esteban will feel at home.”

“The papers I carry deal with him in a 
way, I believe,” the courier replied, 
guardedly. “His excellency handed me the 
documents, and ordered me to fetch them 
through personally instead of forwarding 
them by relay, so you may judge of their 
importance. His excellency trusts me 
wholly.”

“Men often misplace their trust,” Sala
zar observed.

“I was also ordered to overtake and pass 
some others who left Monterey ahead of 
me, and this I did easily and without 
them being aware of it. I had orders to 
reach here as much ahead of them as pos
sible.

“No doubt his ex:ellency would expe
rience great difficulty trying to handle the 
business of Alta California without your 
assistance,” Salazar said. “You say others 
are hurrying toward this post? Can it be 
possible we may have some excitement 
here?”

“rpwO young Caballeros are riding at 
-l top speed to reach here,” the courier 

explained. “But they must stop to drink 
and boast at every mission guest house, 
posada and rancho, ;;o they lose consider
able time between their short wild rides.” 

“ ’Tis a way they have,” Salazar said.
“I passed them at Mission Santa Bar

bara while they were sleeping off their 
wine. They will arrive at least a couple of 
days behind me. They will make the last 
section of their jouiney slowly, for they 
will want to get here fresh and ready for 
battle.”

“Ready for battle?” Salazar’s brows 
lifted.

“Si. They meant to challenge Don Este
ban de la Zamora to mortal combat, but 
he left Monterey before they could. They 
learned he had taken ship for here, and 
have come hot after him. Gallant young 
fools! I have seen Don Esteban handle a 
blade. ’Tis suicide— ’

“. . . for another to cross swords with 
him. I have heard that tale already, and

will thank you to spare it me now,” the 
sergeant growled. “The mate of the Mag
dalena said something about some yqung 
caballeros being eager to cut Don Esteban 
to ribbons because of an affair concerning 
a girl.”

A certain over-eager curiosity crept into 
the sergeant’s voice.

“Let us forget I have told you so much, 
and ask me nothing more,” the courier 
begged. “Fatigue has made me lose cau
tion. Say nothing about the caballeros com
ing this way.”

“All is forgotten,” Salazar agreed. “Here 
comes the trooper to take you to the capi- 
tan. When he has finished with you, come 
to my quarters. I ’ll see you properly fed, 
and furnish you a pallet upon which you 
may stretch your weary body. After you 
have slept, I shall remember that you called 
me a brainless hulk.”

The courier was escorted to the capitan’s 
quarters, and Sergeant Salazar sprawled on 
the end of the bench and yawned. When 
the courier did not return immediately, he 
supposed the capitan was having the man 
relate the latest news and gossip of Mon
terey.

But presently Salazar was himself sum
moned to the officer’s quarters, and there 
found the tired courier waiting while Capi
tan Angelus penned an epistle.

“Sergeant, saddle immediately and take 
a letter and a document to Fray Francisco 
at the mission,” Angelus ordered. “You will 
wait there until Fray Francisco writes a 
note, which you will carry with all speed 
to Don Esteban de la Zamora at the po
sada, or wherever he may be found. If Don 
Esteban desires it, you will then escort him 
to the mission, showing him every courtesy, 
and present him to Fray Francisco.”

“Understood, capitan!”
Sergeant Salazar clicked his heels to

gether and saluted, accepted the letter 
and a document bearing the great seal of 
the Governor, and hurried out of the room. 
A moment later, he was howling down the 
corridor for his horse, and growling at the 
prospect of so much hard riding through 
the dust and in the heat of the day.
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CHAPTER VI
„ TOUCH NO SWORD

C  ALAZAR galloped out of town and 
^  along the dusty road up the valley, 
toward where the beautiful mission build
ings nestled in bowers of green.

He located Fray Francisco at the mission 
and delivered the letter and document. 
Some time later, he received a note from 
the fray, addressed to Don Esteban de la 
Zamora, and mounted to gallop back to 
town.

Covered with fine dust and damp with 
perspiration, the sergeant dismounted in 
front of the posada and entered, to demand 
of the landlord the present whereabouts of 
Don Esteban.

“You will find him in the patio, ser
geant,” the landlord said, speaking like an 
exhausted man.

“How do you enjoy having such a dis
tinguished guest in your pigsty?” Salazar 
wanted to know.

The landlord sighed. “I may grow 
wealthy catering to the man, but it will be 
the death of me.”

“What is amiss?”
“Don Esteban had me engage men to 

take out a partition and make two of my 
best patio rooms into one, so he can have 
a larger chamber.”

“Possibly he desires room to stretch.”
“He had Felipe, his body servant, throw 

all my furnishings into the patio, and 
dressed the room with his own rugs, covers, 
wall ornaments and even candelabra.”

“He desires to feel at home, though away 
from it,” the sergeant decided.

“He told me what he wishes in the way 
of food, and I have men running around 
the countryside trying to find it. Just now, 
he is in the patio trying to teach half a 
dozen dirty natives how to sing, saying he 
wishes music with his meals.”

Salazar laughed. “A man who gets what 
he wants!” he commented. “He has a sure 
way with him. But he is able to pay for 
what he desires.”

“There is no complaint there,” the land
lord admitted. “Gold does not stick to his

fingers. You would think the coins are red 
hot, the way he lets them drop. But I ’ll 
never live to enjoy my profits. Already, I 
am a nervous wreck.”

Salazar laughed again and strode into 
the patio, where he saw some frightened 
natives huddled against a wall while Don 
Esteban gave them a lecture on music and 
harmony. Felipe was standing to one side, 
grinning.

Salazar clicked his heels and cleared his 
throat to attract attention.

“Ah! The big sergeant who knows where 
good wine is to be found!” Don Esteban 
said, smiling. “You have some business 
with me?”

“I carry a letter to you from Fray Fran
cisco of the mission, Don Esteban,” Salazar 
reported. “And I have orders from my 
capitan to escort you 1o the mission if you 
wish to go there.”

Don Esteban took ihe letter and broke 
the seal. He read swiftly, then glanced' up.

“It appears that this Fray Francisco 
wishes to see me immediately on a matter 
of importance,” he said. “The good fray 
must not be kept waiting. Felipe, give these 
singing frogs some money, then prepare my 
horse for a journey. You need not attend 
me, for the sergeant will act as escort.”

C  ALAZAR waited while Don Esteban 
^  went to his room to get riding gauntlets 
and put on his spurs The spirited black 
horse was ready when they emerged from 
the posada a little later. A group of natives 
and peons were admiring the animal, and 
they began calling fo* alms.

Don Esteban swung up into his saddle 
and turned to look them over. With his 
head hanging and his bare feet shuffling in 
the dust, Jorge Gomales, the governor’s 
special agent, was in the group.

“Alms you shall have, senores,” Don 
Esteban called, “ for 7. am on my way to 
the mission, and the good fray may ask me 
what I have done recently to aid the poor.”

He tossed a few coins into the air, and 
as they struck the ground and men 
scrambled for them, he watched Jorge Gon
zales carefully.
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“Wish me good foitune on my short 
journey,” Don Esteban called to them. 
“Wish that I may have a big bright moon 
when I come riding home tonight.”

He looked straight at Jorge Gonzales as 
he spoke, and the latter’s eyes narrowed 
slightly. The word had been passed and 
understood. Don Esteban knew what Jorge 
Gonzales would be waiting for him some
where along the road when he returned.

“This is a delightful country, sergeant,” 
Don Esteban said, as they rode out the 
highway. “A land of peace and plenty I” 

“Too much peace for a soldier, and plenty 
of nothing to do,” Salazar complained. 
“ ’Tis no place for a man of action.” 

“You crave actior?” Don Esteban 
asked. “A man after n y  own heart 1 But 
sometimes action occurs when we least ex
pect it. Trouble may be cooking now under 
your very nose.”

“If that were true, Eon Esteban, I could 
smell it. I can smell trouble twice as far 
as another man.”

Don Esteban’s eyes twinkled. “Perhaps 
the size of your nose has something to do 
with that,” he observed.

W HEN they reached the mission, they 
were met near the gate by Fray Fran

cisco—an emaciated elderly man with a 
wrinkled face the color of old parchment, 
but whose body was erect, who- smiled 
kindly, and whose eyes still burned with 
zeal. He was a benevolent fray with many 
good works to his credit, and in charge of 
the mission for the tim j being.

Fray Francisco greeted Don Esteban 
warmly, told the sergeant to make himself 
comfortable in the guest house, and asked 
Don Esteban to walk aside with him. He 
directed their steps to the chapel.

“Why bring me here, fray?” Don Este
ban asked.

“The atmosphere of the chapel suits the 
moment, my son. Let us sit here by the 
door and talk a short time before we con
tinue on to the altar.”

Fray Francisco smiled at him, put out a 
wrinkled hand and patted him on the 
shoulder.

“What a man you have grown to be!” 
he praised. A true caballero in these de
generate days when such are swiftly dis
appearing. I knew your father years ago, 
my boy, and admired him. You are worthy 
of him. If you ever feel the need of guid
ance while you are here, do not hesitate 
to approach me.”

“I thank you, fray. You wished to see 
me on a matter of importance?”

“Si, Esteban. By king’s courier, I have 
a communication from Monterey. I t tells 
me of your escapade there recently, my 
son. I am also informed that the governor 
saw fit to send you away for a time as 
punishment—and fearing your presence 
there might lead to bloodshed.”

Don Esteban smiled slightly. “I appre
ciated the governor’s fear and had an un
derstanding of the situation.” -

“So much for the secular side of it. You 
have been punished by the governor, no 
doubt with justice. But is it not possible 
that the Church requires something of you 
because of your transgression?”

“You mean a penance for what I did?” 
Don Esteban asked. “ ’Twas but a bit of 
wildness, fray, with no actual wrong done. 
The'error regarding the senorita—"

“I do not require a penance, my son. 
But I am instructed to require an oath 
of you.”

“An oath?”
“We must cool your hot blood, my son. 

You must learn that peace has its power 
as well as violence. You will come with 
me now to the altar and take oath that you 
will not engage in mortal combat with any 
man unless a foul attack is made on you 
and you must actually defend your life.”

“ C IN C E  I am not roaming the country 
^  seeking trouble, fray, that oath will 

not be difficult for me,” Don Esteban re
plied. “But, if I am attacked—”

“I said unless you must actually defend 
your life, my son. I would keep you from 
being an aggressor, should your high spirits 
bubble over in this land which is strange 
to you. So you will take oath not to chal
lenge to mortal combat, and not accept
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any challenge that may be given you.” 
“Not accept a challenge? Would you 

have me called a craven, fray?”
“If challenged, you may say you are 

under oath to refrain from violence. I have 
been requesting this of you, my son. Must 
I command?”

“I obey, fray.”
“The oath is to endure for the space of 

sixty days unless I release you from it 
prior to the expiration of that time,” Fray 
Francisco concluded.

A few minutes later, they emerged from 
the chapel, the oath having been taken, and 
walked slowly beneath the arches toward 
the guest house, where Sergeant Salazar 
was waiting. Don Esteban had accepted 
Fray Francisco’s invitation to remain and 
partake of the frugal evening meal with 
him.

“Sergeant, you may return to your capi- 
tdn and say that I thank him for your 
escort,” Don Esteban told Salazar. “I will 
not need you to show me the way back to 
the posada after I have concluded my visit 
here. But find your own way there—and 
use this to discover if the landlord’s wine 
is still up to standard.” He gave the grin
ning sergeant a coin.

Salazar saluted and hurried to his horse. 
Don Esteban walked on with Fray Fran
cisco to the guest house, talking and laugh
ing with the fray. Don Esteban had ar
ranged it so he could ride back to town 
alone—and meet Jorge Gonzales unob
served along the way.

He was gay as he broke coarse bread 
and ate a stew of mutton and peppers with 
the fray a short time later. Don Esteban 
did not know that trouble was rushing 
toward him from at least three directions.

CHAPTER VII
SEEK THE SPY

nPHROUGH the bright moonlight, Don 
-*■ Esteban finally rode back toward the 
town. He was wondering about the oath he 
had been required to take. He guessed the 
governor was behind it, and decided that 
his excellency only wanted to be assured

that Don Esteban, on serious official busi
ness, would not get into trouble and run 
the risk of being disabled at a time his serv
ices were greatly needed.

Don Esteban made the ride leisurely, 
watching the shadows along the road and 
expecting to be hailed at any moment by 
Jorge Gonzales. But when he had covered 
half the distance to the town, he had not 
met the governor’s agent.

He trotted around a bend in the road, 
and saw a dark figure in the moonlight in 
the distance. The figu re melted into a patch 
of darkness immediately, and Don Esteban 
slowed his horse. A whisper came to him 
out of the night:

“Senor! Don Esteban!”
Don Esteban pulled the black to a com

plete stop and bent over in the saddle, 
searching the darkness. A girl left the deep 
shadows and ran to his side.

“You are Don Esteban—si?” she asked. 
“Si, senorita.”
He could see her plainly in the moon

light—a tall, slender young girl, evidently 
part native, dressed in a single clinging 
garment, her arms and legs bare. Her long 
black hair was hanging down her back, and 
her eyes were wide.

“Please come with me quickly, senor,” 
she begged. “ ’Tis but a little distance.” 

“What is this? Who are you?” Don Este
ban asked.

“My name is Ross,. Senor Gonzales has 
been badly hurt. He asked me to watch 
until you came along the road from the 
mission, and stop you.”

“Hurt? In what manner?”
“Three men attacked him, senor. If you 

will come—”
“Lead the way,” Don Esteban told her. 

“And lead me not into some sort of trap, 
unless you wish to si ffer for it.”

Without reply, the' girl started walking 
along the road, and Don Esteban rode close 
behind her. He slipped his blade out of its 
scabbard and held t ready as he rode, 
watching the spots cf darkness he passed 
and half-expecting foes to charge at him 
out of the night. Penniless peons to whom a 
piece of gold was a fortune might not hesi
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tate to slay and rob a man suspected of 
having a quantity of it on his person.

T1HE girl finally turned off the road, and 
Don Esteban followed her over rough 

ground studded with clumps of dry brush, 
and into a little ravir e, where she stopped 
in front of a small adobe hut.

“I managed to get him here, senor," the 
girl said. “This is a poor hut where I live 
sometimes when there is no work to be had 
at some hacienda."

“How did you come across him, 
sehorita? Tell me the tale,” Don Esteban 
ordered, as he dismounted.

The girl nodded.
“I have known Jorge Gonzales for some 

time, senor. I was wilh him tonight, for he 
meant to show me to you, thinking that 
perhaps some time he would use me as a 
bearer of messages between you.”

“What happened?’'
“He heard somebody coming along the 

road, senor, and went out in the moonlight, 
thinking it was you approaching. But three 
men came riding around the bend. They 
sprang off their horses and seized him, and 
began beating him.”

“Did they say why they beat him?”
“One said they had seen him go out the 

road from town, and had followed. Another 
called him a spy. I dared not cry out, lest 
they seize me also. They beat him badly, 
and told him to begone out of the country, 
else they would kill him later. So they left 
him unconscious and rode away.”

“And then?”
“I got water from a spring and dashed 

it into his face, senor, and finally he was 
conscious again. I had difficulty getting 
him to the hut. He sent me back to the 
highway to watch for you.”

“Let me see him,” Don Esteban said.
The girl entered the dark hut, spoke to 

somebody inside, and presently a candle 
flared. Don Esteban went to the door and 
peered in. He saw Jorge Gonzales stretched 
on a pallet. Don Esteban entered and 
closed the door, so light from the candle 
would not streak out into the night.

“This is a sorry business, Don Esteban,”

Jorge Gonzales said, speaking like a man 
in pain.

“How is it with you, Gonzales?”
“No bones broken. I will be able to 

travel before daylight. What I fear, Don 
Esteban, is that they know.”

“How could that be?”
“That is beyond my understanding. I 

have been as careful as usual in my work. 
If they know, my usefulness is gone—here. 
But I can work elsewhere.”

“Tell me more. What makes you think 
they know?”

“One called me a spy. They mentioned 
Miguel Brocamonte, and one said he would 
be pleased and pay them well.”

“Have you anything to report to me, 
Gonzales?”

“Everything is as I informed the gov
ernor, and as he no doubt informed you. 
Don Jose del Rio is eager to be a great 
man, and Brocamonte is egging him on to 
it, so he can get trade concessions which 
would make him richer.”

“Have they done more than talk?” 
“They have started working on the na

tives and peons back in the hills, especially 
around San Luis Rey. And today, I have 
learned, three sailors of the Magdalena’s 
crew were induced to desert the ship, join 
the natives and peons in the hills and start 
preaching rebellion.”

“Who bribed them?”
“Miguel Brocamonte, when he went to 

the ship to see about a shipment of goods 
he expected.”

“Now, regarding you—?”
“Rosa can get me away from here before 

daylight, Don Esteban. She can use a cart 
and old horse belonging to her uncle. I ’ll 
get back into the hills and continue my 
work. They will think I became frightened 
and ran away.”

“You believe they know you are a spy 
for the government, and say you cannot 
imagine how they came to suspect you. 
This girl—”

“Rosa is loyal,” Gonzales said quickly. 
“Who is she? Have you allowed yourself 

to be led astray from caution and duty by 
a pretty face?” Don Esteban asked sternly.



24 ARGOSY

T ^H E girl touched him on the arm.
“Please understand, senor,” she begged. 

“Jorge and I met first some time ago by 
accident, and something made me love him. 
He would have avoided me—”

“We heard whispers of what was going 
on, and got to talking about it,” Gonzales 
added. “Rosa believed I was only a peon, 
and talked frankly. I learned that she un
derstood this thing clearly: an uprising will 
mean only slaughter of the natives and 
peons with no profit to them. You need not 
fear Rosa.”

“I know Jorge is really working to help 
my people, Don Esteban,” Rosa said. “I 
want to help, too. Nobody will suspect me. 
I can gather information. I can do more 
than that, senor—I can talk to my people 
and urge them against this foolishness.” 

“We will go back into the hills tonight,” 
Gonzales put in. “ Rosa’s people will heal 
my hurts. And if it is necessary, she can 
carry my confidential messages to you. If I 
am under suspicion, Don Esteban, we must 
never be seen talking together. You must 
show no interest in me.”

“Agreed!” Don Esteban said. “Having 
a girl in this business—it is irregular, but 
we will try it in this case. Is there any
thing you need, Gonzales? Money?”

“I need nothing, Don Esteban. I have a 
few coins, and it would look suspicious if 
I had more.”

“And you trust this girl fully?”
Rosa touched Don Esteban’s arm again.

“I would die for him, senor,” she declared, 
“though I know I can never hope to be his 
wife. I am a nameless halfcaste. I knew 
my mother, but not my father. But I would 
help my poor people. They are so easily 
led astray.”

Don Esteban put his hand on the girl’s 
shoulder. “Then I trust you,” he told her. 
“Do not betray that tmst. Get Jorge away 
to some safe place and heal his hurts. Com
municate with me if it is necessary, but al
ways with extreme caution. Let me have 
news whenever there is any of value.”

For a short time hen, while the girl 
stood on guard outside the hut, Don 
Esteban quizzed Gon/ales about what he 
had discovered. He ha i been depending on 
Gonzales being near at hand and com
municating with him regularly, and now 
that plan was ruined. To a certain extent, 
Don Esteban would have to work in the 
dark.

Finally, Don Esteban clasped the agent’s 
hand a moment, and strode out.

“Care for him well, ’ he told Rosa, “for 
he is a man of great value. And I think, 
senorita, that you are a girl of value, also.”

“I thank you, Don Esteban. Senor, a 
Dios!”

“ ’Dios!” Don Esteban whispered in 
reply.

He swung up into his saddle, made his 
way cautiously back to the road and en
tered it when he was sure nobody was 
observing him, and galloped on to the town.

(TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT WEEK)

Tired Kidneys Often
Bring Sleepless Nights

Doctors say your kidneys contain 15 miles of 
tin y  tubes or filters which help to  purify the 
blood and keep you healthy. W hen they get 
tired  and don’t  work right in  the daytime, 
m any people have to  get u p  nights. F requent 
or scanty passages w ith  sm arting and burning 
sometim es shows there is something wrong 
w ith  your kidneys or bladder. Don’t  neglect 
th is  condition and lose valuable, restful sleep.

W hen disorder of kidney function permits

poisonous m atter to  remain in your blood, it 
may also cause nagging backache, rheumatic 
pains, leg pains, loss of pep and energy, swell
ing, pufltness under the eyes, headaches and 
dizziness.

Don’t  w aitl Ask your druggist for Doan’s 
Pills, used successfully by millions for over 40 
years. They give happy relief and will help 
the 15 miles of kidney tubes flush out poison
ous waste from  your blood. G et Doan’s Pills.

CADV.)
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The Flying1 Irishman
By WILLIAM CHAMBERLAIN

Author of "Lo, the Poor Indian/1 ' ‘Happy Landing/’ etc.

’Twas plain the Ould Wan was no liar when he spoke th’ curse av th’ Bal- 
dorgans: they will be umbrageous an’ quarrelsome men, an’ trouble shall 
follow ’em like flies follow after a garbage cart. But let’s g<;t on with the story 

av Dennis Baldorgan, who preferred a club to a Krag-Jorgenson

CHAPTER I
THE OULD WAN SPEAKS

I HAVE heard me good grandmother, 
Hivin rest the dear old lady’s soul, 
tell the yarn often.

It happens back in the days when Ire
land is young. There is a young fellow 
by the name of Colin Baldorgan livin’ 
by Ballymahon Bog. He is a pleasant 
enough lad—though small—with a quick 
grin to the face of him an’ a rovin’ eye 
for any pretty colleen as happens to pass. 
Howsoever, he has a bad fault which is 
this.

He is sensitive about the size of him 
an’ ye do not dare so much as look cross
eyed at him or he will figure that ye are 
castin’ aspersions upon his bony frame
work, so to speak. The consequences are 
apt to be sudden an’ disastrous because 
this Colin Baldorgan, though small, is 
much similar to a buzz saw when he goes 
into action.

’Tis this trait that finally gets him into 
trouble.

He is at Clabber Nolan’s wake one 
night when a big bog-trotter from over 
Donashee way comes in. This bog-trotter 
has a stone jug in the hands of him an’ 
it is not hard to see that he has sampled 
the contents of it frequent an’ copious. 
Colin Baldorgan happens to be standin’ 
there as this bog-trotter busts up to pay 
his final respects to Clabber Nolan.

“Do ye not stand in the way of a man 
when he is about to pay his respects to 
the dead, ye ugly half pint!” the bog- 
trotter says, irritable.

There are them there that could have 
told him that it was an unfortunate thing 
to say. The red blcod begins to come up 
into Colin Baldorgan’s eye an’ he reaches 
out for a pick handle which is leanin’ 
against the wall of Clabber Nolan’s cot- , 
tage.

“Half pint, did ye say?” he asks, un
pleasant.

“Half pint or quarter pint,” says the 
bog-trotter, “it makes no difference. Get 
out of me way!”

Well, Colin swings up the pick handle 
but he is a mite slow this time with un
pleasant consequerces. The bog-trotter 
hits him over the head with the stone 
jug an’ presently they take him in an’ 
lay him out all nice alongside of Clabber 
Nolan. Everybody says what a pity an’ 
him so young, too. Still, they admit, he 
was gettin’ to be something of a nuisance, 
at that.

TJP7ELL, accordin’ to me grandmother,
”  the next this Colin Baldorgah knows 

he wakes up at the foot of a flight of 
gold stairs. The su i is shinin’ bright an’ 
the air is full of perfume although Colin 
Baldorgan, bein’ used to the smell of 
Ballymahon Bog, sniffs at it some sus
picious at first.



After a little he get:; up to his feet an’ 
the first thing that he sees is a big sign 
with a finger pointin’ to the steps. It 
says:

T his W ay to the Pearly Gates 
Have Y our T itk e ts  Ready

“Hmmm,” says Coi n, “I have got no 
ticket but I will go up an’ take a look 
around anyway. There is no harm in seein’ 
what can be seen.”

So he starts up. It :s a long climb but 
he has been used to ;rottin’ over Bally- 
mahon Bog an’ so it daes not bother him. 
He comes to the top after a while an’ ad
mits to himself that these gates are some
thing to see. They have got gold bars to 
them an’ they are fixed to pillars which 
are made of pearls. There is a gold but

ton in one of the pillars with a sign which 
reads:

R in g  fo r  A ttendant

Well, Colin ain’t in any hurry an’ he 
decides that he .will take a little look 
around first so he walks up slow an’ easy 
an’ takes a look through these gates. It is 
a pleasant lookin’ place on the inside al
though there is an air of peace to it that 
does not set so well with the Baldorgan.

The place is full of people but they 
seem to be doin’ little except to set 
around an’ whang away industrious on 
gold harps. The Baldorgan’s interest is 
laggin’ fast an’ he is about to turn away 
when a colleen goes past the gate.

She looks at Colin an’ he sees that she 
has got a merry look to the eye of her.
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Moreover, she skips a little an’ slaps a 
tricky bit of a chord out of her harp an’ 
then goes on down the road, lookin’ back 
over her shoulder. Colin makes up his 
mind fast an’ goes over an’ jabs at the 
bell.

He has to wait for some time but final
ly a gent with a long white beard to the 
chin of him comes out of a little house 
an’ walks forward dignified. He has got 
a big key ring with a bunch of gold keys 
tide to it an’ he comes up to the gate an’ 
peeks through the bars at Colin.

“What do ye want?” he asks.
“In,” Colin tell him, respectful. “It 

looks to be a nice place that ye have an’ 
I will look it over.”

“Have ye a ticket?” the graybeard asks 
him.

“No,” Colin says. “I did not know I 
was cornin’ or I would have got one.”

“Then ye cannot come in,” the gray
beard says firm.

Well, Colin argues with him polite but 
the old man just stands there shakin’ his 
head an’ Colin is about to give up in dis
gust when the colleen comes by again. 
She has got a pair of black eyes that 
dance up an’ down something scandalous 
an’ she smiles nice at Colin.

He tips his hat an’ smiles back at her. 
“The top of the mornin’ to ye,” he says.

T^H E old gent with the whiskers looks 
some scandalized but this colleen goes 

up to him an’ pulls his chin whiskers play
ful while she gives him that high power 
smile. He scowls but it is not hard for 
Colin to see that he is not displeased.

“What’s the trouble, Uncle Peter?” she 
asks.

The old boy puts his scowl on again. 
He pokes a thumb toward Colin an’ says: 
“ ’Tis no trouble, me dear. Just another 
gate crasher tryin’ to get in without a 
ticket.”

“A nice lookin’ lad, he is,” says the 
colleen, watchin’ Colin out of the corner 
of her eye. “Could ye not let him in for 
just a little bit—say a day or so—to take 
a look around?”

“ ’Tis most irregular,” Saint Peter—for 
it is no other—says. “An’ ’tis establishin’ 
a bad precedent.”

“Please?” she says at him soft. “Do it 
for me, won’t ye, Uncle Peter?”

“A bold an’ shameless hussy ye are, 
Molly Mahone,” Saint Peter says. “Ye 
think that rules are made only to be 
broke. Howsoever, this once I will humor 
ye.”

So he takes one of the gold keys an’ 
unlocks the gate an’ Colin Baldorgan goes 
in with his hat on the back of the head 
of him an’ his hands in his pockets. Molly 
Mahone digs a toe into the grass an’ looks 
at him out of the corner of her eye again 
while the good saint is.fastening up the 
gate again.

“First, ye must sign the guest register,” 
Saint Peter tells him then.

So the three of them go over to the 
little house an’ Saint Peter looks over 
Colin’s shoulder as he puts down Colin 
Baldorgan with a bit of a flourish. The 
good saint blots the book an’ then squints 
at the signature thoughtful.

“Baldorgan,” he says, “Hmmm. Bal
dorgan. The name is familiar but I can
not call to mind what I have heard of it 
at the moment.”

Howsoever, Colin an’ Molly Mahone 
are not payin’ any attention to what he 
says. They have gone out onto the grass 
again an’ Molly runs her fingers over the 
strings of this harp of hers soft.

“Would ye be carin’ to see the sights?” 
she asks.

“I have seen all of the sights that I will 
ever care to see,” Colin says bold, lookin’ 
square at her. “Howsoever, de ye lead on, 
Molly Mahone.”

She blushes a little an’ then the two 
of them go down the road together. In 
the little house the good saint is still 
squintin’ at the guest book an’ mumblin’.

ELL, it is the next day an’ Colin 
Baldorgan is sil tin’ under a tree an’ 

listenin’ while Molly sings a little song 
to him soft. It does not take the seventh 
son of a seventh son to see that these
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two are interested in each other more than 
somewhat. There is a look in Colin’s eye 
an’ a happiness to Molly’s smile that has 
not been there before.

She is just startin’ a new song when 
Saint Peter comes dowr the road with the 
dust puffin’ out from under his sandals 
an’ a couple of celestial police hot-footin’ 
it behind him. The good saint pulls up in 
front of the two, pantin’ some because 
he is not used to such exercise.

“Ye are the Colin Baldorgan of Bally- 
mahon Bog?” he asks stern.

“None other,” Colin tells him, “an’ a 
fine bog it is. It would be a pleasure to 
show it to ye some time.” <

Saint Peter waves his arms. “I knew 
I should never have doie it,” he says, up
set. “Wurra, wurra—the scandal it will 
cause if it ever gets out!”

“What are ye talk n’ about?” Colin 
asks him. “Do ye have done with it an’ go 
because Molly an’ meself have things of 
importance to discuss.”

Molly blushes a little an’ looks down 
at her toes.

“Ye must get out an’ right away,” 
Saint Peter says. “It may be that I can 
hush the matter up.”

Colin gets up on his feet slow. “What 
do ye mean—I must get out?” he asks.

“Quick or I am a ruined man,” Saint 
Peters says, wringin’ his hands. “ ’Tis no 
wonder that ye did not have a ticket. I 
have checked ye up a r ’ find out that ye 
are slated straight through for the other 
place.”

“I will not go,” Colin tells him stub
born an’ he gets onto the feet of him an’ 
squints at the two celestial cops who are 
standin’ behind the good saint. They 
shuffle their feet in tb; dust uneasy an’ 
’tis plain to see that they do not relish 
the prospect of bouncin’ this Colin out.

“Seize him, men,” Saint Peter says. 
“’Tis in the mind of m; that I will never 
live this day down.”

WELL, it is as pretty a little scrap as 
ye would care to see while it lasts. 

Howsoever, in the end, the celestial cops

wear Colin down an’ presently they give 
him the old heave-ho through the pearly 
gates an’ he lands on his stern at the head 
of the steps. Molly Mahone is standin’ 
there with the fists of her clenched an’ 
her black eyes flashin’.

“I tell ye, ye cannot throw him out!” 
she is stormin’ at Saint Peter.

One of the cops touches an eye gin
gerly with a finger. The eye is beginnin’ 
to close fast an’ is turnin’ various shades 
of purple fast.

He says sour to Molly: “Lady, we have 
throwed him out—an’ one more job like 
this an’ I resign from the force.”

“I say ye cannot throw him out!” 
Molly says again, payin’ no attention to 
the cop.

Saint Peter pays no attention to her. He 
is fiddlin’ with the lock of the gate an’ 
mumblin’ to himself. It is plain to see 
that he is some upset about the whole 
business.

Well, this Molly Mahone is not the 
one to dally around when it comes to 
makin’ up her mind. She looks at Saint 
Peter an’ she looks at Colin Baldorgan, 
who is sittin’ on the top step an’ dustin’ 
himself off.

Sudden Molly yanks the keys out of 
the good saint’s hands. She opens the 
gates, slips through an’ slams ’em behind 
her as she goes across to Colin.

Saint Peter just stands there, lookin’ 
at her with the mouth of him open. Takin’ 
it all in all, this has been a bad two days 
for the old man an’ now he is up against 
something else that he has never had to 
cope with before.

“If he goes I go with him!” Molly 
Mahone says passionate over her shoulder. 
“Do ye put that in your pipe an’ smoke 
it, Uncle Peter!”

Well, Saint Peter sort of bleats an’ 
tangles his fingers up in his beard while 
the two cops watch curious. Saint Peter 
thinks of something to say finally.

“Ye cannot do this, Molly,” he says. 
“Did ye not hear me say that he has a 
ticket straight through to the other place?”

“He is me man,” she says back firm,
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“an1 where he goes I go, too. A good-day 
to ye, Uncle Peter.”

Well, like I have said, this Colin Bal- 
dorgan is a good lad at heart an’ he is 
no longer grinnin’ now but is serious an’ 
thoughtful, instead. He puts his arm 
around Molly Mahone’s waist gentle—- 
then takes it away an’ turns her back 
toward the gates.

“’Tis a grand thing that ye would do, 
Molly darlin’,” he says, “but I cannot 
let ye. Ye will be goin’ back now.”

Maybe I have said that this Molly 
Mahone is a colleen with spirit to her. 
She puts her two hands upon her hips 
an’ she tips her head a little back as she 
looks at Colin Baldorgan.

“I go down the steps,” she says. “Either 
I go with you or I go alone. Which is it 
to be, Colin Baldorgan?”

Colin grins at her reckless an’ slips his 
arm about the waist of her again an’ the 
two of ’em go down the gold steps side 
by side. Saint Peter stands there lookin’ 
after them for a little an’ shakin’ his head 
from side to side. This has been a tryin’ 
day for the good saint.

\V7ELL, Colin Baldorgan an’ Molly get 
”  to the bottom of the steps an’ 

there is the Ould Wan, himself, settin’ on 
a rock with his knees crossed an’ the tail 
of him curled up over his shoulder. He 
nods to the two of ’em an’ grins an’ Colin 
grins back for he an’ the Ould Wan have 
got much in common.

“So Pete kicked ye out, did he?” the 
Ould Wan asks.

Colin nods. “He did—though how ye 
have found out about it so soon I would 
not be knowin’.”

The Ould Wan waves his hand an’ 
chuckles. “’Tis simple. Pete calls me upon 
the telephone this mornin’ to check the 
credentials of ye, so to speak. The ould 
boy almost swallows the receiver when he 
finds out that I have ye ticketed straight 
through to me own bailiwick with never a 
stop-over on the way. I am afraid for a 
minute that he is going to have a fit but 
he snaps out of it finally.”

“Indeed?” Colin says polite. “Do ye 
then be good enough to let us in for Molly 
Mahone an’ meself have things of im
portance to discuss an’ it is sore inter
rupted that we have been this morning.”

Howsoever, the Ould Wan lifts his 
hand.

“Gently, gently,” he says. “Do ye not 
go so fast, me yoing rooster. I have spent 
the best part of the mornin’ lookin’ over 
your service record an’ I am still unde
cided in me mind as to what I shall do 
with ye.”

“What is it that ye mean?” Colin asks 
him, scowlin’ a little. “Ye will let me in— 
what else can ye do?”

The Ould Wart twists his mustache an’ 
looks at Molly Mahone thoughtful. Then 
he turns his head an’ looks for a long 
time at Colin Baldorgan. Finally he spits 
thoughtful an’ stands up with the bow
legs of him spraddled a little.

“I am goin’ to send ye back across 
the river. ’Tis not me customary policy in 
such cases but a. policy that cannot be 
broke is no good anyway.”

“Why?” Colin says, his mouth drop- 
pin’ open a little.

The Ould Wan looks again at Molly 
Mahone, standin’ there smilin’ a little an’ 
with the hand of aer on Colin’s arm. Then 
the Ould Wan smiles a smile which is a 
little twisted an’ he shrugs his shoulders.

“Maybe I wish to save meself trouble,” 
he says to Colin. “ It is a peaceable estab
lishment that I run an’ a man with half 
an eye can see that peace an’ quiet is con
siderable foreign to your nature. I would 
be spendin’ mosl of me time smoothin’ 
out the brawls that ye would start, did I 
let ye in—so back across the river ye 
go.”

Molly Mahone lets go of Colin’s arm 
an’ walks forward a little until she is 
close to the Ould Wan an’ a pretty sight 
she is with the sun on the black hair of 
her an’ her skin like peaches an’ cream. 
She smiles an’ bobs him a little curtsy 
easy an’ graceful.

“We thank ye, me man an’ I,” she 
says. “We will not forget ye.”
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WELL, the Ould W£.n looks at her for 
a minute an’ then ie smiles quizzical. 
“Take him as me wedcing present to ye, 

Molly Mahone,” he says. “Much heart
ache will he bring ye for he is a brawlin’ 
an’ quarrelsome lad an’ he has a loose 
foot. The most that he will ever give ye 
will be a flock of red-headed childer who 
will grow up with a loose foot likewise 
to bring ye more troub e an’ more heart
ache.”

“No matter,” Molly Mahone tells the 
Ould Wan proud. “He is me man.”

The Ould Wan smiles again an’ lifts 
his hand. “One thing more I will give ye, 
Molly Mahone. Bad though he may be, 
ye will always know that there will never 
be any woman but yourself for him.” 

“What more could a woman ask?” 
Molly says to him.

The Ould Wan turns around to Colin 
Baldorgan then an’ looks at him for a 
long minute. Then he sighs a little an’ 
stoops to loop his tail back up over his 
shoulder. -

“’Tis a lucky man that ye are, Colin 
Baldorgan,” he says, ‘ for ye will have 
the love of a good woman until finally 
ye come back here to the griddle that I 
will then have waitin’ lor ye.

“Likewise shall the Baldorgan clan, 
which shall come after ye, be marked 
with this good fortune for they shall need 
it. They will be umbrageous an’ quarrel
some men an’ trouble shall follow after 
them like flies follow a garbage cart; but 
through the whole of il, they shall keep 
the love of their women. Now I bid the 
two of ye good-day an’ good luck.”

So the Ould Wan bows polite an’ goes 
on off down the road with his hands in 
his pocket while he whistles: There’ll Be 
a Hot Time in the Ould Town Tonight 
between the teeth of him. He is well sat
isfied with what he has done.

Well, to make a long story short, Clab
ber Dolan’s wake is beginnin’ to get into 
full swing when Colin Baldorgan opens 
his eyes. For a minute he does not know 
where he is at; then he sees the candles 
an’ tries to sit up. A hand slides under

his shoulder an’ helps him. Then a voice 
says soft:

“I was afraid that ye would never wake, 
Colin Baldorgan.”

So he turns his head an’ there is Molly 
Mahone with the black hair of her soft 
against the candles. She smiles at him an’ 
the touch of her hand is cool an’ good 
against his forehead.

CHAPTER II 

t h ’ b r a w l in ’ b a ld o r g a n

lVTOW the rest of this is back in the days
* when Uncle Sam has decided that the 

rucus out in the Philippines has been goin’ 
on for long enough an’ that something 
ought to be done about it. I have just 
enlisted an’ am waitin’ at the Presidio of 
San Francisco for a transport which will 
Jake me out to Manila.

Not bein’ well dry behind the ears yet 
an’ possessin’ no sense to speak of what
ever, I get me a pass to go out an’ see 
the city on this Saturday' afternoon. I 
have heard about the fascinatin’ brands of 
wickedness which is to be found on the 
Barbary Coast an’ so I head there as 
fast as a street car will take me.

I disremember the name of the place 
that I went into but it is not the sort 
of an establishment such as would appeal 
to the Daughters of Light class of any 
first rate Sunday school. Nevertheless, 
there I am presently, settin’ at a table 
with a beer in front of me an’ feelin’ like 
the devil of a fellow.

This is about nine o’clock of the eve
ning, as well as I remember. A feller is 
playin’ on the piano an’ a girl, with 
spangles an’ not much else on, comes out 
an’ sings something about just bein’ a 
bird in a gilded cage. It is a sad song so 
I order me another beer.

The waiter has just put it down in 
front of me when a big lad, with a cock
eye to him, comes sidlin’ up. He kicks a 
chair around an’ sets down, flippin’ a half 
dollar to the waiter an’ tellin’ him to bring 
another beer an’ take the pay for both 
of ’em out of the half.
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He says to me then: “Seein’ the sights, 
are ye, Jack?”

I  am some displeased because, after the 
four beers I have drunk, I have begun 
to fancy meself as quite a man about town 
instead of the hayseed I am. Howsoever, 
I swallow my dudgeon an’ answer him 
polite.

Then he squints at me uniform. 
“Soldier, too, eh?” he says. “Now what 
would be your station?”

There is something about this feller 
that I do not like but it is hard to put 
me finger on it exact. It may be his face, 
which is something like that of a horse, 
or it may be his cock-eye which gives him 
a weasel look.

He is a big man, I  notice—heavy 
through the shoulders an’ the knuckles of 
his hands are broke an’ scarred. I put 
him down as a tough customer an’ later 
T find out that I am not wrong.

“Me ship sails for the Philippines come 
Wednesday,” I tell him, an’ I cannot help 
swellin’ up me chest a little. “I am goin’ 
out to the war.”

“Ye don’t say,” he says, very inter
ested. “’Tis a brave act an’ I respect ye 
for it. I have no doubt but that the gov
ernment pays ye well for such hazardous 
service?”

“Not bad,” I tell him. “There are al
lowances an’ settlements an’ such. No 
later than yesterday I have drawn better 
than thirty dollars an’ I have not yet 
been in the army two months.”

“Well, well,” he says an’ changes the 
subject. “ ’Tis a great admiration that I 
have for you brave lads who are goin’ 
over to fight the Tagalogs. Will ye do me 
the honor to have a drink with me?”

Well, great ninny that I am, I puff me
self up like a toad with importance an’ 
begin to think that I have misjudged the 
man. Not only is he afflicted with brilliant 
conversation, I perceive, but he is a man 
of rare discernment as well.

“It will be a'pleasure” I tell him. “Pri
vate Michael O’Hare is me name, sir.”

“Dolliver Goff,” he says to me, “an’ at 
your service.” Then he hollers for the

waiter who trots up an’ stand waitin’ 
respectful.

“Do ye mix us up a couple of your 
specials, Tom—make one of ’em extra 
special for me young military friend here 
who is about to go out to fight the Taga
logs in the Philippines.”

PR ESEN TLY  this waiter comes back 
with two glasses on a tray an’ I am 

a little perturbed for I had thought me 
new friend had been talkin’ about beer. 
I t is not beer that is in them glasses.

I do not like to say anything though 
an’, while I hesitate, this Dolliver Goff 
picks up one of the glasses an’ hands it to 
me.

“May ye have a pleasant voyage,” he 
says, grinnin’ at me. In spite of the fact 
that he is buyin’ the drink there is some
thing about that grin that I do not like.

Well, I take a li .tle sip out of me glass 
an’ it gags me something horrid. I cough 
an’ put the glass clown, takin’ a big swig 
of beer to wash the taste away. Goff is 
watchin’ me close an’ I have a feelin’ 
that something is wrong here.

However, he says jovial: “Drink her 
down, me lad. Ye would not insult Dol
liver Goff by refusin’ to drink with him 
now, would ye?”

I manage a sort of a wry smile an’ lift 
the glass again because I do not wish to 
be shamed here in front of the piano 
player an’ the lady with the spangles. 
After all, am I nol a fightin’ man on me 
way to commit law an’ order upon the lit
tle brown brothers in the Philippines?

“Just a drop down me windpipe which 
choked me for a minute,” I explain. “’Tis 
a fine drink, indeed, an’ I will enjoy it 
fine as soon as I get me breath back.”

He squints at me but does not say 
anything. Well, I see I have got to go 
through with it an’ I am just liftin’ the 
glass again when somebody slaps the hand 
of me hard an’ the glass goes flyin’ out 
to smash against the floor.

A voice behind me says harsh: “Get up 
on the feet of ye, kid, an’ work toward the 
door!”
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I get a quick look at the man who has 
spoke as I stumble up to me feet. He is 
slight built but wiry an’ I see that he is 
in uniform an’ that he wears the stripes 
of a sergint on his sleeve. Right now he 
is standin’ with his feet spraddled a little 
an’ he is holdin’ a table leg in his two 
hands. He grins wicked at this Goff.

“Up to your old tricks, are ye?” he 
says.

Dolliver Goff swears vicious an’ jumps 
up, grabbin’ his chair by the back as he 
comes. Out of the corner of me eye I see 
the bartender cornin’ around the end of 
the bar with his bung starter in his hand. 
A half a dozen others, vdio have been just 
settin’ around up to new, start closin’ in 
on us an’ I see that mos: of ’em have clubs 
or blackjacks. ’Tis plain as the nose on me 
face that they mean us no good.

Even the blond lady with the spangles 
takes a hand—she climbs up on the piano 
platform an’ starts throwin’ beer mugs 
indiscriminate.

That place explodes sudden.
Dolliver Goff comes in, swingin’ his 

chair vicious, but the sergint parries the 
blow neat. He used his table leg like it 
is a rifle with a bayonet onto the end 
of it an’ he gives Doll ver Goff the long 
thrust with enthusiasm. The point of the 
table leg. catches me cock-eyed acquaint
ance just above the belt buckle an’ he 
goes backward across a table an’ has no 
further interest in the proceedings what
ever.

Sergint Baldorgan, fa: I learn later that 
such is the name of him, yells to me: 
“Guard the back of me, kid, an’ keep 
edgin’ to the door!”

He catches one of the n other monkeys a 
whack on the chops with the table leg an’ 
then the two of us begin to move back
ward cautious. Meanwhile the bartender 
is hoppin’ up an’ down, eager to get in 
a lick with that bung slarter of his. How
soever, he gets a bit careless an’ a lot 
too close an’ I catch him with an uppercut 
which I started from ihe floor.

I am as awkward as a newborn colt in 
them days but ye could not have called

me exactly weak an’ me uppercut lifts 
that bartender clean up onto the top of 
his bar. He sets there for a minute with 
his mouth hangin’ open an’ his eyes be- 
ginnin’ to get glassy. He falls off backward, 
then, takin’ a shelf full of glasses with 
him an’ that is the last I see him.

TY7ELL, we are almost to the door now 
’ ’ with Sergint Baldorgan discouragin’ 

any serious pursuit by means of that 
table leg of his. I am just congratulatin’ 
meself on our escape when the blond lady 
by the piano gets in her innings. She 
winds up with a free an’ easy swing an’ 
sails a beer mug in our direction. Sergint 
Baldorgan does not duck in time an’ it 
catches him square in the middle of the 
forehead.

He says: “The lady wins a cigar,” an’ 
drops to his hands an’ knees. Out of the 
corner of me eye I see he is tryin’ to get 
his head up but it will not come.

I pick up the table leg an’ start to 
work.

Like I have said, I am awkward but I 
have hammered many a wedge into a fir 
log back in the state of Washington an 
I find that the same motion can be used 
to clout people over the head with a table 
leg. I get four of the fellers that are left 
an’ the rest go out by the back way, takin' 
a window sash with ’em.

Even the blond lady is impressed. She 
is settin’ up on the piano now, an’ as 1 
turn around she eyes me respectful an 
takes her hand away from the beer mug 
which she has been fondlin’.

Sergint Baldorgan is still on his hands 
an’ knees—not out cold but he cannot get 
up—so I sling him over me shoulder an' 
the two of us go away from there. It has 
come to me sudden that this Barbary 
Coast ain’t really no place for Mrs. 
O’Hare’s little boy, Michael, so I head 
back toward Market Street with dispatch, 
so to speak.

I have gone maybe four blocks when 
the cool air clears the cobwebs out of 
Sergint Baldorgan’s brain. He swears flu
ent an’ digs a fist into me ribs.
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“Put me down, ye young simpleton!” 
he says to me. “It will be a hot day in 
Hell when Sergint Dennis Boldorgan must 
be carried around upon the shoulder of 
a recruit who is not dry behind the ears 
yet. Put me down, damn ye!”

Well, I put him down an’ he leans 
against a lamp post for a minute while 
the strength comes back into him. His 
forehead is bleedin’ some but it is not 
cut bad an’ presently he ties his handker
chief over the cut an’ pulls his hat down 
so that the bandage does not show. Then 
he straightens up an’ looks me over with 
a hard eye.

“What do ye call yourself, recruit?” 
he asked.

“Michael O’Hare,” I tell him, cocky.
Me fight back there has raised me 

self-esteem something scandalous an’ I do 
not make an overly hard attempt to hide 
the good opinion that I have of meself.

“Hmmm,” says Sergint Boldorgan. He 
squints at me an’ smiles a tight little smile 
—later I will learn that that smile means 
trouble for somebody. “Well, Recruit 
O’Hare, I am obliged to ye for carryin’ me 
out like ye did. It is in me mind that them 
gorillas would'have put the boot to me 
had ye not done as ye did. Here is the hand 
of me on it.”

HE STICKS out his hand an’ I take 
it, swellin’ up with conceit like a 

poisoned pup the while. If I am not so busy 
reviewin’ me own heroic conduct I would 
have noticed that the sergint’s handshake 
is like stickin’ the paw of you into a vise 
an’ that he has the eyes of a man which 
it is not good to fool with.

“Ye are quite welcome, sergint,” I tell 
him an’—more shame to me—there is a 
bit of condescension in me voice. I wave 
me hand careless. “I had just dropped in 
for a spot of whisky there an’ am glad to 
have been of service. ’Tis in the mind of me 
that us soldiers ought to stick together.” 

“Quite so,” he says to me an’ the corners 
of his lips tip up a little sardonic. “Ye 
will now turn yourself around, Recruit 
O’Hare.”

The thing puzzles me a little but not 
for long. I do as he says an’ then, all of a 
sudden, a kick catches me square in the 
seat of the pants. It is a regular grand- 
pappy of a kick which lifts me a foot 
in the air.

Before I come down another kick catches 
me an’ I trot forward a few steps an’ dive 
into a trash can which is settin’ there 
convenient.

Sergint Baldorgan pulls me out an’ sets 
me "back upon me feet. His expression is 
severe.

“The first,” he says, “was for bein’ such 
a damned young idiot as to go around 
drinkin’ with strangers in a Barbary Coast 
clip joint. The second was for the purpose 
of reducin’ the swellin’ in your head by 
applyin’ a counter-irritant to the other 
end of ye, so to speak.”

Well, I am deflated considerable an’ I 
stand there rubbin’ me southern boundary 
while I wonder what is this that Sergint 
Baldorgan is talkin about. He sees that by 
the blank look on me face an’ he snorts 
disgusted while he kicks me hat toward 
me.

“An’ just why do ye suppose that cock
eyed chimpanzee was buyin’ ye drinks, 
Recruit O’Hare?” he asked.

“Why,” I tell him, “it is because I am 
a soldier an’ he admires soldiers. Did he 
not tell me so himself?”

“Do ye take care that ye do not wander 
out in the woods alone, Recruit O’Hare,” 
he tells me dry, “else the birds are apt to 
come along an’ ccver ye up with leaves. 
That was a Mickey Finn that your squint- 
eyed friend was treatin’ ye to.”

“A Mickey Finn?” I ask him because 
me ignorance is a thing ye would not be
lieve.

“Knockout drops,” he explained patient. 
“Tomorrow morning ye would have woke 
up with a headache an’ empty pockets. 
Moreover, the chances are that ye would 
have found yourself upon a ship bound for 
Australia or Corpus Christi or some other 
foreign port. It h;is happened to recruits 
before.”

Well, the thought of the thing I have
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missed scares me but I am Irish an’ me 
mad is greater than the scare. Sudden 
I know I wish to get me hands upon this 
Dolliver Goff again an’ I turn to go back 
the way I have just ccme. Sergint Baldor- 
gan reaches out an’ plucks me by the 
sleeve.

“Where do ye think that ye are goin’, 
ye young fool?” he says stern.

“I wish a few word; with this Dolliver 
Goff,” I tell him short an’ he can see 
by me face that I am not foolin’.

“Let it wait,” he says to me, “though 
’tis likin’ your spirit, that I am. It may 
be that ye will make a soldier yet.”

He talks to me friendly on the street 
car goin’ back out to the Presidio an’ I 
acquire a great likin’ for the man. There 
is a devil at the back of his blue eyes an’ 
he has a twisted an’ reckless sort of a grin 
which warm ye toward him. A great hand 
with the ladies, I am thinkin’, an’ also a 
grand one to have wiuh ye in a fight.

I find later that I am right on both 
counts.

CHAPTER III

THEY’RE FIGHTIN’ WITH MAUSERS

WELL, like I have said, me regimint 
is to sail on Wednesday for Manila by 
way of Nagasaki an’ Hong Kong. I am 

considerable excited at the prospect, havin’ 
never been on an ocean voyage before, 
an’ I figure that Wednesday ain’t never 
cornin’.

It is me impatience that leads me to 
go down to the docks on Monday evenin’ 
just to look at the old Winfield Scott which 
is to take us out.

She is a dumpy old tub but she looks 
like a luxury liner to me since I have 
not seen anything bigger than a row boat 
before. The pier is all lit up for they are 
loadin’ cargo into her an’ I sit there an’ 
watch for maybe a couple of hours, for- 
gettin’ about the time.

It is good an’ dark when I finally leave. 
I go back through the sheds on the pier an’ 
notice that there is a smaller ship tied 
up in the dock on the other side. She is

a rusty lookin’ tramp with Esmerelda 
painted up on the bow of her, an’ for a 
minute I stand there lookin’ at her an’ 
wonderin’ at all the places she has been. 
It gives me a funny little feelin’ inside 
of me to think that I will be goin’ those 
same places, too, come Wednesday.

While I stand there a couple of men 
come down the Estnerelda’s gang plank 
an’ walk slow along the pier. They are 
cornin’ toward where I am standin’ in 
the deep shadow an’ I am just about to 
step out an’ go on about my business when 
I notice that there is something familiar 
about one of these fellers. So I stay hid 
where I am—it is not the first time that 
me curiosity has got me into trouble.

Well, the two of ’em stop maybe a 
half a dozen feet away from where I am 
standin’ an’ I can hear plain what they 
say. I see that I have not been mistook 
in thinkin’ that one of ’em is familiar for 
it is me cock-eyed friend, Dolliver Goff, 
whose acquaintance I have made down on 
the Barbary Coast.

Hah, I think, when ye finished this 
business I have a bit of business, meself, 
which I will take up with ye, Dolliver 
Goff!

What they are sayin’ drives that idea 
out of the head of me complete, however.

Dolliver Goff laughs unpleasant an’ 
says: “Ye are the doctor, Otto. Do ye 
dangle the promise of money before them 
an’ I will guarantee that the crew I have 
picked for ye will do your bidding an’ no 
questions asked—even to cuttin’ a throat 
or two.”

Well, I do not like the sound of it 
but I keep on listening. The light is dim 
so that I cannot see the other man well 
but I see enough to know that he is big, 
with great shoulders to him. He speaks 
a little guttural an’ I judge that his accent 
is German. He has got a cold voice an’ 
there is a quality to it that makes the 
hairs prickle along me spine.

“That is good,” he says. “I do not have 
use for men who are squeamish upon this 
trip. Also it is not good that they know 
too much, eh? Your navy—I think they
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would like to catch us with the guns, no? 
Also, this man, Tharnbery, he knows too 
much. A man who knows too much can be 
dangerous.”

“Leave him to me,” Dolliver Goff growls. 
“He will not know his own name even 
by the time we get to Hong Kong.”

W ELL, it is gettin' late an’ I have got 
to get back to the Presidio but some

thing tells me that it will not be politic, 
so to speak, for me to step out now an’ let 
these two know that I have been eaves- 
droppin’. I have heard what this Otto 
has said about people who know too 
much. So I stand still where I am an’ I 
wish that- that shadow is twice as black.

The feller with the accent says some
thing then that I do not catch but Dolliver 
Goff laughs.

“Ye are a foxy one, Otto,” he says ad
mirin’. “Whoever would suspect that the 
Esmerelda was runnin’ guns when they 
see them six school ma’ams on board all 
peaceable an’ quiet? What are ye goin’ 
to do with them after ye get there?” 

Again I do not catch what this Otto 
says but Dolliver Goff laughs some more 
an’ slaps his thigh. “I have seen the 
red-headed one,” he says, an’ I ’ll put me 
bid for her in now!”

I do not know why it is—maybe it is 
just the nasty tone of the man as he says 
it—but anyway me neck begins to get hot 
under the collar. I have just about decided 
to step out an’ hang me callin’ card on 
Dolliver Goff’s nose when something hap
pens.

There is a commotion of some sort on 
board the Esmerelda an’, all a sudden, I 
see a dark figure break loose from 
the shadows in the well deck an’ come 
up the gangplank runnin’. Somebody yells 
an’ I see a second figure chasin’ after 
the first. Dolliver Goff spins around an’ 
reaches the head of the gangplank in two 
jumps.

Well, the whole thing happens so fast 
that I do nothin’ but stand there. I see 
Dolliver Goff swing his fist an’ there is 
a sort of meaty chunk an’ the feller in

the lead goes down like he has been hit 
by an axe.

“He got away from one,” the second 
feller says in a scared voice. “I just turned 
me back for a minute . . . . ”

Dolliver Goff is swearin’ at him an’ then 
this Otto comes up to them slow. He says 
in that cold voice of his: “Ye will take 
care that none of tiem get away again, 
Schmidt. Do ye understand?”

They talked a little more an’ then 
Schmidt an’ Dolliver Goff pick this other 
feller up an’ carry him back onto the 
ship. I figured that this is no place for 
me—bad as I would like to take a poke 
at Dolliver Goff—an’ so I keep to the 
shadows an’ head cn out to where the 
street lights are.

I think that I will look up Sergint 
Baldorgan an’ tell him what I have seen 
an’ heard but it Is late when I get back 
that night an’ the r ext day the regimint 
goes aboard the Witfield Scott an’ I do 
not see him.

YY7ELL, it is me first ocean voyage an’ 
as soon as we hit the rough water 

outside the Golden Gate I get seasick. 
The weather is bad all the way across 
an’ so I stay seasick an’ when I am consci
ous enough to be able to, I regret sincere 
that I have not staye d upon me old man’s 
farm in Walla Walk., Washington.

Howsoever I do not die—though I am 
wishin’ that I could a good part of the 
time—an’ we finally pull into Nagasaki. 
Toward the last we have run into good 
weather an’ I am feelin’ better although 
I do not relish me meals much yet.

We are four days in Nagasaki, what 
with coalin’ the Winfield Scott an’ re
pairin’ some of her machinery which has 
broke down. We are to sail the next day 
an’ on this night I have got me a pass, 
the company clerk bein’ a friend'of mine, 
an’ have gone ashore to see the sights.

I enjoy them considerable for I have 
never seen anything like this before. There 
is the funny paper houses an’ the dinky 
shops an’ the windin’ streets all of which 
are new to me. So l wander around for
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some hours, gawkin’ at the rickshaws with 
the paper lanterns botbin’ along on the 
sides of ’em an’ listenin’ to the squeaky 
music which has sort of a heathenish 
sound but which is pretty when you get 
used to it.

Well, it is beginnin’ to get late an’ so 
I start back toward the water front, 
meanin’ to get a boat :o take me out to 
the Winfield Scott.

The street that I turn into is not lighted 
by street lamps but there are plenty of 
beer places which throw light across the 
road an’, from the racket that goes on, 
I gather that this is one of them streets 
that you read about where sailor men 
from all the ports gather so to speak.

I am just cornin’ up to one, which seems 
to be a little more noisy than the others, 
when a man comes scootin’ out of the 
door—almost knockin’ me down as he 
goes by—an’ plops hard into the dirt of the 
street.

He gets up, dustin’ himself off, an’ 
looks at me. I see that it is Sergint Baldor- 
gan.

HE IS not drunk but ’tis plain that he 
has had a beer or two for his eye 

is very merry an’ he is grinnin’ that 
twisted grin of his.

“Friend,” he says an’ he does not recog
nize me for I am in tie  shadow, “there 
are six tough sailor-men in there that I 
do not like. Will ye clo me a favor of 
standin’ here an’ countin’ them as I throw 
’em out?”

I do not have time to answer him for 
he has spit upon his hands an’ he goes 
back inside. I hear a very considerable 
ruckus goin’ on an’ then a figure comes 
sailin’ out again an’ lards in the dirt. 

“One,” I say.
“Never mind,” Sergint Baldorgan says in 

a resigned voice, “ ’tis me again.”
Well, I step into the light as he gets 

up an’ he squints at me—then grins. “’Tis 
Recruit O’Hare,” he says. “I am glad 
to see ye, Recruit O’Hare.”

’Tis plain that he is contemplatin’ 
further argument with the six sailor-men

so I  say hasty: “ I am on my way back 
to the boat, Sergint. Will ye not come 
along? Maybe we could stop for a beer 
on the way.”

He looked sort of longing at the place 
from which he has just come an’ then 
he grins at me again. Without sayin’ any
thing he falls into step alongside of me 
an’ we go on down the street to where 
it opens out to the boat landings.

There is a beer place there that I have 
seen before an’ so the two of us turn into 
it an’ sit down at the little table. We order 
our beers an’ Sergint Baldorgan fingers 
a bruise on his chin thoughtful.

“What was the trouble about, Sergint?” 
I ask him.

He looks at me surprised an’ then his 
lips twist up. “There was no trouble, Re
cruit O’Hare,” he tells me. “It was a bit 
of fun only. Howsoever, them sailor-men 
was Swedes an’ a Swede has no sense of 
humor.”

Well, I like a good fight, meself, but I 
do not like it in the way Sergint Boldorgan 
does. I make bold to say as much, wonder
in’ if he will dress me down for me pre
sumptuousness; for in them days sergints 
did not make it a habit to get chummy 
with recruits picked green right off the 
tree. Howsoever, he answers me entirely 
friendly an’ me likin’ for him-increases.

“There is something in what ye say, 
Recruit O’Hare,” he admits. “It may be 
that it is a vice with the Baldorgans—the 
same as liquor or women or horses is a 
vice with some other people. We are a 
brawlin’ an’ turbulent clan with a loose 
foot to use an’ there is no helpin’ it.”

He drinks at his beer an’ gets very 
thoughtful all at once. I notice, for the 
first time, that when he is not smilin’ that 
crooked smile of his, there is a sadness 
to the face of him. ’Tis a hard thing to 
define an’ I do not try to do so but set 
quiet an’ wait for him to talk if he wants 
to.

Outside I can see the boats, with the 
little lights on ’em bobbin’ up an’ down 
on the bay. The night wind comes in cool 
an’ there are strange smells upon it an’
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it carries the sound of the high-pitched, 
squeaky music which always gets me some
how or other. I have been in Nagasaki 
many times since but I have never got 
tired of it. While I sit there sippin’ me 
beer I think that Sergint Baldorgan feels 
it the same, too.

Finally he says, quiet like he is talkin’ 
mostly to himself: “ ’Tis the brawlin’ an’ 
the loose foot that is the curse of us. Was 
it not, I would now have me a little shop 
in Oakland with Katie Mollison bringin’ 
me pipe an’ slippers of an evening after the 
day’s work is done.”

I do not say anything an’ then Sergint 
Baldorgan looks at me long an’ thoughtful 
—like he has noticed me at the table with 
him for the first time. I can see that the 
drink has gone out of him an’, in its place, 
the black dog is beginnin’ to ride his shoul
ders. I think to cheer him up.

“ ’Tis still early, Sergint,” I say, “an' 
we have yet time for another beer. Do 
ye empty your glass.”

I do not think that he hears me for 
he does not answer. Instead, he fumbles 
inside of his shirt an’ he pulls out a 
gold locket which he wears on a chain 
about his neck. After a minute he opens 
the thing with his thumb nail an’ holds 
it so I can see.

“ ’Tis well that ye learn what a fool 
a man can be, Recruit O’Hare,” he says 
to me. “Do ye look at this picture.”

ELL, it is a picture of a girl. ’Tis not 
a very clear picture but I can see that 

she has dark hair an’ a mouth which is 
made for laughing an’ loving.

It is the eyes of her, though, which 
I look at the longest for they are the sort 
of eyes that ye do not forget in a hurry. 
A beautiful woman an’ a desirable one— 
though the picture does not do Katie 
Mollison half justice, as I learn later.

“A grand colleen that ye have, Sergint 
Baldorgan,” I say finally.

Sergint Baldorgan laughs short. “ ’Tis 
Katie Mollison—but no longer colleen of 
mine.” he says an’ his voice has a bitter
ness to it.

There is nothing for me to say an’ I 
say it. Sergint Boldorgan calls for a new 
beer an’ slumps dcwn lower in his chair. 
Then he starts to talk an’ it is not an 
uncommon story.

He and Katie Mollison have been en
gaged for a year an’ they are to be married 
as soon as his hitcli is up. Her father has 
got a bit of a stote on the Oakland side 
an’ he will take Sergint Baldorgan in with 
him. Katie has already picked out the 
little house in which they will live.

Then the war co nes along an’ presently 
the stories come back of the fightin’ in 
the rice paddies of Luzon an’ through the 
jungles of Samar an’ across the cogon 
grass flats of Mindanao. Sergint Baldor
gan fights against the thing which is bitin’ 
deeper an’ deeper into him as his en
listment runs out.

Well, he is a Baldorgan an’, when the 
day comes, he goes in again an’ holds up 
his right hand. He knows already that bis 
regimint is due to sail for Manila within 
the month. He goes over to Oakland that 
night an’, when Katie sees his face, she 
knows what she has long been afraid of— 
that it is all over an’ that Dennis Baldor
gan will never be a partner in the little 
store nor sit with lis pipe an’ slippers in 
the house which she has picked for them.

She has bid him goodbye that night an’ 
has stood straight an’ proud, as he goes 
down to the ferry which will take him 
back to the Presidio an’ the Winfield Scott.

“I have lost hei, Recruit O’Hare,” he 
says to me. “Fool that I am—yet I could 
not help meself for I carry the curse of 
the clan of Baldorgan. ’Tis the loose foot 
an’ the brawlin’ that is in the blood of 
me. Take care that ye are not such a fool, 
Recruit O’Hare, when ye find your Katie 
Mollison.”

I was, an’ I have lived to regret the 
day, but that is something else again.

Presently we finish our beer an’ go down 
to the landing. The moon is full an’ we do 
not talk while the boat boy sculls us 
across to where the Winfield Scott is wait
in’. It is not until I am in me bunk that 
night that I remember the story about the
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clan of Baldorgan which me old grand
mother, Hivin rest her, has told to me 
back in Walla Walla, Washington.

I go to sleep ponderin’ upon that an’ 
upon the things that Sergint Baldorgan has 
told me this night. Then I remember the 
look of Katie Mollison’s eyes an’ I wonder 
if she is of the same stuff as Molly Mahone.

W E PUT into Shanghai to pick up a 
company of casuals which has been left 

there three weeks before when an in
spector has ordered ’em unloaded from 
the Dakota because the old tug is too 
crowded for the hot run south.

Among these casuals is a sergint by the 
name of Muldoon who, I find out, is an 
old side-kick of Sergint Baldorgan’s.

Since that night in Nagasaki Sergint 
Baldorgan has been right friendly to me 
an’ I appreciate it. It is a tiresome run 
down to Hong Kong now that the novelty 
has wore off ocean travel, so to speak, an’ 
there is little to pass the time away except 
to set an’ talk. Both Sergint Baldorgan an’ 
Sergint Muldoon can spin a grand yarn 
an’ I spend much of ms time sittin’ up on 
the boat deck an’ listenin’ to ’em.

They are talkin’ about what war will be 
like in the Islands ore evening. Sergint 
Baldorgan does not .hink that it will 
amount to much but Sergint Muldoon 
shakes the head of him doubtful. He is 
a big man with a scarred face an’ shoul
ders which are as wide as a barn door— 
a tough an’ unafraid man, if I have ever 
seen one.

He says: “Do ye not be foolin’ yourself, 
Dennis. It is in the mind of me that this 
is goin’ to be a long an’ bloody fight 
before ever we have put our will upon these 
little brown men. I wi.l tell ye that they 
are fighters—good fig iters.’’

Sergint Baldorgan packs tobacco into 
his pipe an’ holds a match to it while he 
squints though the smoke at his friend. 
He flips the match sti:k over the rail.

“Good fighters they may be,” he says, 
“but a bolo cannot hope to win out 
against a Krag-Jorgenson, me friend.” 

“True,” Sergint Baldorgan admits.

“Howsoever, if me information is not 
wrong, it will be Krag-Jorgenson against 
Mauser rifle an’ not Krag-Jorgenson 
against bolo. Do ye put that in your pipe 
an’ smoke it.”

Sergint Baldorgan squints thoughtful at 
Muldoon. “What is this that ye mean?”

“The story is goin’ around that there 
is somebody who is runnin’ Mauser rifles 
into the Islands by the thousand an’ 
cartridges by the ship load,” Muldoon 
says sour.

Sergint Baldorgan thinks this thing over 
sober for a minute. Then he says: “In 
that case it is goin’ to be a long war, 
Terry, an’ there will be no play about it.”

Muldoon nods.
Well, now that I think back upon it I 

do not understand why this talk of gun- 
runnin’ does not bring to me mind what 
I have seen an’ heard back there on the 
pier at San Francisco before the Winfield 
Scott sails.

The new an’ strange things, which I 
have been seein’, have erased that from 
the memory of me complete, however, an’ 
so I say nothin’ but just sit there while 
it begins to get dark an’ the two of them 
go on to talk of other things.

Later I am to regret me bad memory.

CHAPTER IV

BALDORGAN INTO BATTLE

TYTELL, we get into Hong Kong early 
" o n  a morning an’ the word goes out 

that we do not’ leave until the next day 
an’ that the old mall will give passes to 
go ashore. Me friend, the company clerk, 
fixes me up with such a pass for I am 
anxious not to miss seein’ anything there 
is to see.

It is about mid-afternoon when I get 
ashore an’ I am standin’ there, wonderin’ 
where I should go first, when Sergint 
Baldorgan comes along. He has had a 
beer or two for he is wearin’ his hat on the 
back of his head an’ I can see, by the twist 
of his grin, that he is enjoyin’ himself.

“Now where would ye be goin’, Recruit 
O’Hare?” he asks me.
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“No place in particular, Sergint,” I tell 
him. “I had thought to wander about a 
bit an’ to see what I can see.”

“A commendable intention, indeed, Re
cruit O’Hare,” he says. “I will go along 
with ye for a bit if ye do not have any 
objection.”

“ ’Tis glad that I am to have ye,” I 
say. “Is not Sergint Muldoon cornin’ 
ashore?”

“Later. He is on duty till six o’clock,” 
Sergint Baldorgan says. “I, personal, will 
escort ye back to the ship at that hour— 
Hong Kong bein’ no place for a recruit 
after the curfew has rang. Then I will 
show Sergint Muldoon the inquities of 
this great city—the soul of him already 
bein’ so black that a little more soot can 
do no great harm.”

Well, I am a little irked by the arbitrary 
way he has took charge of me, so to 
speak, me pass bein’ good until ten that 
night. Howsoever, he grins at me with that 
twisted grin an’ I understand that he is 
just havin’ his fun. Ye cannot stay mad 
at the man.

“Come along, Recruit O’Hare,” he says, 
hookin’ his arm into me own.

We go on up into the city, following a 
narrow an’ windin’ street an’ stoppin’ to 
gawk into the shops as we go. The mouth 
of me is hangin’ open continuous for I 
have never seen the things in Walla Walla, 
Washington, that I am seein’ here.

There are tiny trinkets cut out of jade 
an’ ivory an’ precious stones with a skill 
which ye would not believe if ye did not 
see them. There are the bird shops with 
parakeets screamin’ at ye as ye go by an’ 
a hundred canary birds all twitterin’ at 
once an’ the love birds—as pretty a thing 
as ye would care to see—huddled up to
gether in their cages.

Then there is the smell of the streets 
an’ that is a thing that I cannot describe 
for it is made up of ten thousand differ
ent smells an’ it has got a sort of tang to 
it that offends ye an’ pleases ye both at 
the same time. There are the crowds 
pushin’ along the streets an’ that shrill 
jabber of sound which is China.

I have heard it many times since an' 
there is still something about it that fas
cinates me, so to speak.

Well, Sergint Baldorgan an’ meself are 
standin’ in front cf an open shop an’ 
lookin’ at the carved brass Buddhas. A 
rickshaw comes plowin’ through the crowd 
an’ stops a little ways away but we do not 
pay any attention.

Sergint Baldorgar. has been lookin’ at 
one of the Buddhas an’ then he puts it 
down an’ turns around to me.

“Recruit O’Hare,” he begins, “it comes 
to me mind . .

The voice of him (rails away sudden an’, 
if I have ever seen a man who is turned 
to stone, it is Sergint Baldorgan. He is 
lookin’ on past me is though he is seein’ 
a ghost—then he stops by me an’ I turn, 
too.

HPHERE is a girl settin’ there in the 
rickshaw, lookin’ toward us with a quiet 

little smile on her fe.ce. She has got black 
hair an’ a sort of laughin’ mouth an’ I 
know-all at once, that this is Katie Mol- 
lison. Sergint Baldo -gan walks up to the 
rickshaw slow.

Well, ’tis probable that it is the shock 
of seein’ her here an’ alone that makes 
him do it but whim Sergint Baldorgan 
speaks he has got the parade-ground rasp 
in his voice. It is in the mind of me that 
he, himself, could not have explained why 
he speaks so for he; knows now that he 
wants Katie Mollison like he never wanted 
anything in his life.

He says though: “What in the name of 
Hivin are ye doin’ here, Katie?”

It is not the right thing to say for I 
see the laughter go out of Katie Mollison’s 
eyes an’ a spark of temper come in, in
stead. She looks dovm at him, tappin’ her 
fingers a little against the side of the 
rickshaw. There are a hundred people 
flowin’ past in the street but these two are 
as unconscious of ’em as though they are 
not there.

“An’ what right have ye to question 
my comings and goings, Dennis Baldor
gan?” she asks him, stiff.
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“The best right in the world,” he says, 
his own temper gettin’ the better of him. 
“Are ye not promised to me?”

“Was promised to ye, Dennis Baldor- 
gan,” she says. “ ’Tis a short memory 
that ye have, I am afraid. Ye broke your 
promise to me an’ left of your own free 
will.”

It is true an’ Sergint Baldorgan knows 
it. Howsoever, he is no; now in the mood 
to care about truth—all he knows is that 
Katie Mollison is here in this street when 
she should be back home in Oakland 
He is beyond bein’ reasonable.

‘What are ye doin’ here an’ how did 
ye get here?” he demands an’ the parade 
rasp is worse than ever in his voice.

“I am seein’ the sights of Hong Kong,” 
Katie tells him, cold, “ an’ I came upon a 
ship—if it is any of your business, Ser
gint Baldorgan.”

“Then do ye get back to your ship an’ 
do ye get back to Oakland. Can ye not 
see that this is no place for a woman? 
I  cannot look after ye—me ship sails early 
tomorrow morning!”

She smiles at him sweet an’, watchin’, I 
know that that smile cuts Sergint Bal
dorgan like a knife. “I have no need of ye 
to look after me, Sergiit Baldorgan,” she 
says. “I am quite well ooked after, thank 
ye kindly.”

“What do ye mean?”
She smiles again an’, standin’ there, I 

suddenly do not feel like a kid recruit 
any longer for I know that I am wiser 
than both of them. I understand the 
thing which they do not an’ that is that 
the two of ’em are cottin’ each other’s 
hearts out there in front of me because 
they are desperate in love.

“Ye do not think that ye are the only 
man who has ever looked at me, do ye, 
Sergint Baldorgan?” she asks him, scorn
ful. “I did not have to come into Hong 
Kong alone —Capta n Schlenker has 
brought me to see the sights.”

“An’ who in the black pit is Captain 
Schlenker?” Sergint Baldorgan asks.

“A gentleman,” she says, “an’ ye would 
not know such.”

It is then that I see a tall man come 
pushin’ through the crowd toward the 
rickshaw an’ I know that this is Captain 
Schlenker. He is good lookin’ in sort of 
a heavy way but instinctive I distrust 
his face. There is a cruelty about the 
mouth of him an’ I do not like his eyes 
when he looks at Katie Mollison.

He looks at Sergint Baldorgan an’ 
says: “What is goin’ on? Would this sol
dier be botherin’ you, Miss Mollison?”

Well, it is amazin’ what things a woman 
will do. Still, Katie Mollison has been bad 
hurt by the way Dennis Baldorgan has 
acted an’, in a way, I reckon that ye can
not blame her. She smiles at this Cap
tain Schlenker.

“I think he is drunk, Captain,” she says. 
“Would ye mind takin’ me back to the 
boat now?”

C ERG IN T BALDORGAN stands like a 
^  man who has been hit between the 
eyes as the crowd swallows the two of 
’em up. Then he whirls on me sudden.

“Do ye come on, ye damned recruit!” 
he snarls at me. “I want a drink! I want 
to get drunk—lousy, stinkin’ drunk—do 
ye understand? Speak up, damn ye!”

I do not resent it for I know that Ser
gint Baldorgan is carryin’ the black dog 
upon his shoulders for fair now. 'Tis only 
now that he has lost her that he knows 
how much he has wanted Katie Mollison 
an’ the thought of her with Captain 
Schlenker—he with the evil face of him— 
is like to drive Sergint Baldorgan crazy.

It is best that I go with him for there 
is no tellin’ what he will do.

We go into a bar an’ he drums on the 
table with his knuckles while the waiter 
is bringin’ our drinks. Two glasses he 
brings an’ Sergint Baldorgan sends him 
back for the bottle.

I t is while we are waitin’ there that the 
thought keeps runnin’ through me head 
that I have seen this Captain Schlenker 
some place before. I go over his looks 
careful to see if I cannot remember but 
it is no use an’ then I am busy with Ser
gint Baldorgan again.
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Well, I do not know all of the places 
that we go but it is a lot of ’em. Sergint 
Baldorgan drinks like a fish but he does 
not get either happy or drunk. The only 
sign of the liquor is that his smile gets a 
little more set an’ there is a brightness to 
his eye which means no good to any man 
who happens to cross him now.

It is maybe an hour after dark in the 
evening when we go into a place down 
at the end of a crooked street near the 
water front. Sergint Baldorgan slumps 
down into a chair an’ calls for a fresh 
bottle.

The place is lighted dim an’ is nearly 
empty but there is a feller sittin’ at the 
table next to ours an’ I notice him par
ticular because he keeps watchin’ the door 
as if he afraid that somebody is goin’ to 
come in that he does not want to see.

I notice something more, too. His face 
has been beat until it looks like a piece 
of raw beef steak an’ he has got a dirty 
bandage tied about the arm of him.

I nod toward him an’ say to Sergint 
Baldorgan, more to get his mind off the 
drink than anything else: “He has been 
playin’ rough with somebody from the 
looks of him.”

Sergint Baldorgan turns an’ looks at 
the man an’ then, for no reason whatever, 
he gets up an’ goes across to the other 
table. I follow, not knowin’ what the ser
gint is apt to do next, an’ wishin’ to keep 
him out of trouble if I can. He sets down.

“Ye have been beat up considerable, 
friend,” he says.

The man does not answer but just looks 
at him instead. I can see that he is bad 
scared—then he sees the uniform of Ser
gint Baldorgan an’, though I may be mis
took, I think that some of the scaredness 
goes out of his fyes.

“Well,” Sergint Baldorgan goes on, “I 
am in the mood for a fight tonight. If 
ye will tell me who has beat ye up I will 
tear off the ears of him an’ make him eat 
them. Speak up, me friend—who is he?”

This feller swallows an’ licks his lips. 
I can see that he is wantin’ to talk an' 
afraid to talk all at the same time. He

looks at the uniforms of the two of us 
again.

“Ye would be a soldier?” he asks Ser
gint Baldorgan finally.

Sergint Baldorgc.n bows very stiff an’ 
formal. “The best that ever raised his 
right hand to the oath,” he says an’ there 
is an edge to his voice. “Ye would not 
be doubtin’ it?”

“No,” the man says hasty. “No.”
‘Then,” Sergint Baldorgan tells him, “do 

ye be tellin’ me who beat ye up.”
“Schmidt an’ Dolliver Goff,” this feller 

says.
Well, the thing that I have been tryin’ 

to remember strikes me like a flash. I 
say: “The Esmerelc'a!”

rp H E  man looks at me scared but nods 
his head. Sergint Baldorgan has sat 

down again in his chair an’ is starin’ 
dreamy at the smoky lamp which is hung 
from the ceiling.

“Dolliver Goff,” he says sort of musing. 
“Funny name, Reeruit ‘ O’Hare. Used to 
know a feller nanred Dolliver Goff back 
in Frisco. He was no good.”

“Sergint,” I says excited, “it is the same 
one! I remember now. He is on the Esmer- 
elda an’ this Captain Schlenker is on the 
Esmerelda, too. I :ould not see him well 
that night an’ it was his voice that I had 
heard before. That is why I could not 
place him this afternoon.”

Well, Sergint Ba dorgan sits forward an’ 
there are little glitterin’ points at the back 
of his eyes. His nouth is set hard now 
an’ I talk fast before he has a chance to 
stop me.

I tell him about the things that I have 
heard this Captain Schlenker an’ Dolliver 
Goff say back there on the pier in San 
Francisco.

The feller across the table keeps noddin’ 
his head an’, wher I finish, he breaks in 
an’ talks plenty now. I glance at Sergint 
Baldorgan out of the corner of me eye 
an’ I can see that he is listenin’ and that 
his face is set into deep lines.

“It is a hundred thousand dollars’ worth 
of Mausers an’ cartridges that this Schlen-
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ker is pickin’ up here tonight,” he tells us. 
“He is to run ’em down along the coast 
of Luzon an’ deliver ’;m somewhere there 
—where I do not know exact.”

“What happened to you?” Sergint Bal- 
dorgan asks.

“I knowed too much,” this feller says. 
“I.heard ’em plannin’ the thing in Frisco— 
they caught me when I was listenin’. I 
figure that they would have killed me on 
the passage across but they was afraid 
that them women—”

“Women, too, eh?” Sergint Baldorgan 
says an’ his mouth is unpleasant to see. 
He groans, then, like a knife has just been 
stuck into him hard. “An’ to think that 
Katie Mollison would oe in something like 
this I”

The feller across the table looks at him. 
“Ye would be knowin’ Katie Mollison?” he 
asks slow. “Then, for the love of Hivin, 
do ye be gettin’ her off that boat! The 
man, Schlenker, is a devil an’ ye do not 
know what he means to do to them poor 
women that he has hoodwinked with the 
rotten schemes of him!”

SERGINT BALDORGAN looks up slow 
an’, watchin’ him, I can see that the 

liquor has gone out oi him an’ that he is 
as cold sober as a judge. He keeps his 
voice low but there is something in the 
voice of him that cuts like a whip,

“What do ye mean?” he asks.
“There are six of ’em—all schoolma’ams 

goin’ out to Manila under contract,” he 
says. “The Esmerelda is fixed up for car- 
ryin’ passengers an’ Schlenker offered these 
schoolma’ams cheap passage out because 
he figured that nobody would suspect a 
boat, carryin’ women passengers, to be 
runnin’ guns at the same time.

“Only Schlenker ain’t ever goin’ to land 
’em in Manila because they have seen the 
things that have went on on board of the 
Esmerelda an’ they are liable to talk.” 

“Then what is he goin’ to do with 
them?” Sergint Baldorgan asks this feller, 
an’ the sound of his voice sets the short 
hairs to prickling along the back of me 
spine.

The battered man laughs short. “ I heard 
him tell this Dolliver Goff that, when he 
is finished with ’em, he will bring ’em 
back to Macao because white women bring 
a good price there.”

I will not forget that look that sets 
into Sergint Baldorgan’s face if I live to 
be a thousand years old. He says just one 
word but it is enough an’ I know that I 
would not care to be this Captain Schlen
ker when Sergint Baldorgan get his hands 
upon him.

In the dark outside Sergint Baldorgan 
says to me short: “Get back to the ship 
an’ find Muldoon—tell him to get hold 
of a dozen good men an’ to come in a 
hurry. He will find me on the Esmerelda.’’

I start to say: “Ye cannot go out there 
alone,” but he cuts me short.

“Move, Recruit O’Hare!” he says an’ 
I move.

Well, he tells me later what happens.

CHAPTER V

IRISH NECKS DON’T BREAK

TTHE feller in the booze joint has told 
us that the Esmerelda is layin’ off to 

the side of the regular anchorage an’ that 
the rifles is stored in an old an’ abandoned 
hong to the south of the city. Schlenker 
means to lighter his cargo out to the 
freighter in bumboats durin’ the night 
an’ be ready to sail at daybreak.

The battered man has give him a route 
to follow to this hong an’ presently Ser
gint Baldorgan finds what he has been 
told he would find. He comes to an old 
wharf which is covered with a shed which 
looks—as well as he can see it for the 
night has come down black—as if it has 
not been used for ten years gone an’ is 
about to fall into the water of its own 
weight.

The sergint squats himself down in the 
shadows close to the wall of this shed 
while he looks the ground over.

There is no sign of anybody about an’ 
he can hear nothin’ but the swish of the 
tide against the piles an’ the noises of the 
city behind him. Out in the roadstead,
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maybe a quarter of a mile, there are a 
half a dozen lights an’ finally he can make 
out the dim form of a ship. It is where 
he has been told that the Esmerelda would 
be.

He listens a little longer, till he is sure 
he is alone on the wharf, an’ then gets 
about his business.

He finds a hole in the wall of the shed 
where a board has rotted away an’ slips 
through it to the inside. I t is blacker than 
Paddy Murtagh’s hat in here an’ the place 
smells musty an’ full of rats. He cannot 
waste time so he risks strikin’ a match, 
shieldin’ the light of it with his hat while 
he looks around.

The rats go scurryin’ across the floor 
an’ their eyes wink at him like round balls 
of fire from the shadows in the corner.

He blows the match out quick for he 
has seen what he has been lookin’ for.

Pine boxes are scattered across the floor 
of the hong, wide separated so that they 
will not be too heavy on the rotten wharf 
an’ drop through into the water. Sergint 
Baldorgan feels his way to one of ’em— 
lifts the end of it an’ it is heavy.

He runs his hands across the top of it 
an’ finds that a bit of the cover has been 
tore away—not much but enough for him 
to get a couple of fingers through. What 
he feels don’t leave him any doubt. There 
are rifles in them cases.

Well, he is just straightenin’ up when 
he hears a little bumpin’ noise—like that 
of a boat rubbin’ up against piling—an’ 
then voices come to him faint. ’Tis time, 
he thinks, that he is gettin’ out of here for 
he will do Katie Mollison no good what
ever if he is caught in the hong pryin’ 
into things which are not supposed to be 
known.

He does not dare make a light now an’ 
he has to move slow an’ cautious for the 
floor is as full of holes as a barber is full 
of talk an’ he particular does not wish 
to step into one of ’em in the dark an’ 
break a leg now.

The voices are gettin’ nearer an’ louder 
now but finally his fingers, which he has 
got stuck out in front of him for he can

not see a foot in front of his face, touches 
the wall. He works along to where he 
thinks his hole should be.

Well, it ain’t  there.

SERGINT BALDORGAN tells me later 
that he is sweatin’ ice water about 

that time because he can hear somebody 
fiddlin’ with the lock on the hong door 
down at the other end an’ he knows that 
the lot of ’em will be in on him in a 
minute now. He turns around an’ goes 
down the wall on the other side, feelin’ 
careful for the place where he has come in.

He hears the door squeak back on rusty 
hinges, then, an' sees a square of starlight 
open slow against the pitch dark. A feller 
says low, an’ he recognizes the voice of 
me friend Goff.

“Make a light, Schmidt, an’ see that 
ye screen it in the box so that it does not 
shine this place up like a Christmas tree.” 

It is just then that Sergint Baldorgan’s 
fingers poke into nothing at all an’ his 
heart goes back to beatin’ normal. He 
slips through the hole where the board 
has been rotted away an’ is out onto the 
wharf again just as a smudge of yellow 
light begins to shine through the cracks 
of the shed.

The shadow is deep here an’, for a 
minute, Sergint Baidorgan squats there 
while he looks back to the inside. He 
counts six men besides Dolliver Goff an’ 
is well pleased. The battered man, back 
in the beer den, has told him that the 
Esmerelda only carries a crew of nine, not 
countin’ the Chink black gang, so there 
should not be more than three of ’em on 
board—besides Capiain Schlenker—now.

He judges that it will be close to an 
hour before Dolliver Goff an’ the rest can 
get back to the ship with the first load 
of rifles.

It would be better, Sergint Baldorgan 
knows, to wait for Muldoon an’ his rein
forcements; but the thought of Katie 
Mollison out there with this Schlenker is 
drivin’ him crazy. Sc he goes back careful 
along the wharf an: starts lookin’ for a 
boat to take him out to the freighter.
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He finally finds a Chink fisherman an’, 
by talkin’ pidgin an’ makin’ signs for 
some minutes, he makes this feller under
stand that he wants to go to the Esmerel- 
da. Well, to make a long story short, the 
Chink paddles him out an’ they go along
side the ship without bein’ seen.

Everything is quiet on board an’, as 
far as Sergint Baldorgan can tell, there 
ain’t any watch bein’ kept. He has already 
give this fisherman to understand that 
he is to wait for him because, if he can, 
he means to get Katie Mollison away be
fore the fireworks start.

There is a ladder which has been let 
over the side an’ Sergint Baldorgan steps 
onto it cautious an’ goes up to the deck.

He crouches down there for a minute, 
listenin’, but he don’t near anything an’ 
so he starts aft to where light comes from 
a couple of portholes up on the poop deck, 
so to speak. He guesses that them are the 
passenger cabins an’ that he will find 
Katie there.

He climbs up the lacder from the well 
deck an’ is goin’ along the alley-way to
ward the portholes when he hears feet 
scrape on the deck an: a man swear as 
he stumbles against something.

Sergint Baldorgan ducks into the deep 
shadow behind one of the boats an’ waits. 
A feller passes him, so dose that he could 
have reached out an’ touched him with 
his hand, an’ goes on down to the cabins. 
Baldorgan hears him Antin’ a key into a 
lock—then the door lets out a patch of light 
for a minute an’ is clo;ed again.

As the man goes through that door Ser
gint Baldorgan sees that, it is Captain 
Schlenker. He follows till he is standin’ 
beside the port which is part way open.

Well, it is Katie Mcllison’s voice that 
he hears an’ he tells me later that the 
sound of it makes him go cold all over. 
Howsoever, he has not forgot the after
noon an’ so he listens ior a minute there 
in the dark.

"Just why have ye kept me locked in 
me stateroom this evening, Captain Schlen
ker?” she is askin’ him cold.

The voice of him is a little thick an’

furry an’ Sergint Baldorgan knows that 
he has been drinkin’. He wishes that he 
has picked up a club of some sort for he 
remembers this Schlenker to be a big man 
an’ probably armed but it is too late to 
do anything about that now.

“V E  HAVEN’T got a thing to be afraid
A of, Katie,” Schlenker says, tryin’ 

to make that cold voice of his sound jovi
al. “I just locked the door to make sure 
that ye would not be disturbed. Sure, 
Hong Kong is a tough an’ wicked place 
for a girl as pretty as ye are. Do ye not 
remember the drunk soldier who accosts 
ye this afternoon?”

“He was not drunk,” Katie Mollison 
says an’ the voice of her is angry. “Neither 
is he wicked—you could be glad if ye 
were half the man that he is, Captain 
Schlenker! ”

For a minute Sergint Baldorgan, lis
tenin’ beside the porthole, does not believe 
his ears. Then, sudden, he wants to start 
yellin’ an’ he starts for the door. He is 
wishin’ that this Schlenker is twice as big 
so that he can beat him twice as bad.

Inside the cabin Captain Schlenker’s 
voice has got thicker an’ there is a sus
picion in it. He has took Katie ashore this 
afternoon because it has pleased him to 
do so but now he is beginnin’ to think that 
he has made a mistake an’ that she knows 
more than he has thought.

“Ye would be tellin’ me that ye know 
that soldier, Katie?” he asks harsh.

“I would be tellin’ you just that,” she 
snaps at him, “an’ to you, me name is Miss 
Mollison an’ not Katie, Captain Schlen
ker! ”

This Schlenker does not bother about 
bein’ affable, so to speak, any more. ‘What 
did ye tell him?” he says.

“ ’Tis none of your business,” Katie 
tells him. “Now will ye kindly get out of 
me cabin?”

Captain Schlenker does not say anything 
to that but Sergint Baldorgan, who is at 
the door now, hears feet scuffle sudden on 
the floor inside. He turns the knob easy 
to see if the door is locked but it is not
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an’ he pushes it open an’ slips inside. What 
he sees blows up his anger into a roarin’ 
bonfire.

This Schlenker has got Katie by the 
arms an’ is crowdin’ her back into a corner 
of the cabin with the ugly face of him 
bent down close to her own. She is not 
makin’ a sound but is tryin’ desperate to 
twist away while she kicks at his shins.

She sees Dennis then an’ the look in 
her face is enough to make a man happy 
for a lifetime.

“Dennis! ” she says. “Dennis! ”
Schlenker growls deep in his throat an’ 

turns around, lettin’ her go, an’ it is then 
that Sergint Baldorgan hits him. Maybe 
I have said that Sergint Baldorgan is not 
a big man but he hits like a mule kicks an’ 
this Schlenker takes a couple of steps 
backwards an’ smashes into the wash bowl.

“Get up!” Sergint Baldorgan says be
tween his teeth. ‘I would not kill a man 
while he is settin’ down.”

He hits Schlenker in the mouth as the 
big man gets to his feet—hits him again 
where his neck bulges out under his left 
ear. Schlenker lurches over into the bunk, 
spittin’ teeth out as he goes.

Well, he was a fool not to have locked 
that door, Sergint Baldorgan tells me later. 
The anger, which is upon him, has made 
him forget everything but this Schlenker 
an’ he has forgot that there are others still 
on the Esmerelda.

Katie Mollison screams sudden. “Den
nis! Behind you!”

C ERG IN T BALDORGAN remembers 
*■-' then but it is too late. Something 
heavy smashes into the back of his neck 
an’ he drops, sittin’, to the deck of the 
cabin.

He is not unconscious for he can see 
an’ hear an’ think but he cannot move.' 
The blow paralyzes him so complete that 
he cannot wiggle a finger.

A feller is standin’ just inside the door 
with an iron bar in his hand an’ it is a 
wonder that he has not broke Sergint 
Baldorgan’s neck with it. Sergint Baldor
gan is tryin’ to yell to Katie to run but

the words will not come an’ then Captain 
Schlenker climbs out of the bunk with 
the blood drippin from his mouth.

“Get rope,” he says to the feller in the 
door, lispin’ a little through his broken 
teeth, “an’ tie him up. I ’ll take care of 
him when we get to sea! ”

The feller, who is a broken-faced Swede 
with no savvy in tiis face, nods an’ goes 
out. Then this Schlenker limps across the 
cabin an’ gives Sergint Baldorgan the boot 
in the ribs.

“Swine,” he says. “I will teach you!” 
Katie Mollison’s face goes dead white 

an’ then she is at him, kickin’ an’ scratch
ing like a hellcat turned loose. This Schlen
ker is too big for her, though, an’ he 
swears gutteral an’ knocks her across the 
cabin with his closed fist.

Sergint Baldorgan is there on the floor 
dyin’ a thousand deaths an’ he still cannot 
move a muscle.

The Swede comes back an’ he an’ 
Schlenker tie Sergint Baldorgan up tight 
an’ roll him up against the bulkhead. Then 
the Swede goes out again an’ Schlenker 
locks the cabin door.

“I have had me eye upon ye since we 
left Frisco,” he says to Katie who is 
leanin’, half groggy, against the bunk. “I 
like me women to have spunk to ’em an’ ye 
an’ I will get better acquainted.”

He gcrfcs across an’ grabs her, tearin’ the 
neck of her dress as he does so. The sight 
of it tears Sergint Baldorgan apart like 
he is bein’ broke on the wheel.

CHA PTER VI

NO LIAS, "H E  OULD WAN

WELL, as for ir eself, I do not lose any 
‘time in gettin’ back to the Winfield 
Scott. Sergint Muldoon is not there an’ I 

cannot find anybody who knows where he 
is at first.

I understand well that this is no time 
for dallyin’ an’ I am runnin’ about like 
a crazy man when a corporal tells me that 
he has seen the sergint maybe a half hour 
before in a place tp  the street.

I go there at the gallop. There are men
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from the ship there all right but Sergint 
Muldoon is not with em. I learn that he 
is gone to another place in another street 
an’ I take me foot in me hand, so to 
speak, an’ go there.

I am beginnin’ to get panicky when I 
finally find him in a third place, settin’ 
at a table an’ drinkin’ beer with five or six 
others. I rush up to the table, upsettin’ 
a waiter who is bringin’ a fresh fill of 
beers.

“Do ye come with me, Sergint!” I gasp 
out at him. “Quick, an’ bring a dozen of 
the boys with ye!”

Sergint Muldoon squints up at me an’ 
then spits on the floor. Like I have said, he 
is a tough customer ail’ is not accustomed 
to takin’ his orders ftom recruits. Also, I 
am not much to look at right then for me 
shirt is soaked with sw eat from me runnin’ 
an’ I have fell down a time or two so that 
I am splashed with dirt .

“Recruit,” Sergint Muldoon says, look
in’ me up an’ down, “it is plain to see that 
ye do not know much about soldierin’ as 
yet. Do ye go an’ clem yourself up—then 
come back an’ I will talk with ye.”

Well, I can scarce talk for pantin' but 
I manage to get out: “Ye must come quick, 
Sergint! It is Dennis 3aldorgan that needs 
ye!”

That catches the em of him an’ he sets 
up, pushin’ his beer aside.

“Talk on,” he says.
I am getting me wind back now an’ I 

tell him, as fast as I can, about the rifles 
an’ that Sergint Ba dorgan has already 
gone out to the Esmerelda. I see, when I 
have finished, that this Sergint Muldoon 
is not a man to dally when it is time for 
action. He ranges his eye over the men in 
this cafe an’ then stands up.

“Casey!” he says. ‘J°hn Swenson. Pete 
Kelly!”

They come crowdin’ around him an’ I 
see, by the faces of them, that they are 
all oldtimers. There are no lilies among 
’em—they look almost as tough as does 
Sergint Muldoon.

“Do ye each go out an’ pick up three 
good men that ye can trust,” Sergint Mul

doon says in his flat voice. “Be back 
here with ’em in five minutes an’ see that 
each has got a club.”

They do not question him but go out 
an’ Sergint Muldoon swings back to me.

“Where is this Esmerelda?" he asks.
I tell him.
“We will need a boat—maybe two 

boats,” he says.
There is a navy file, from one of the 

cruisers in the harbor, who has been sittin’ 
at the table with Sergint Muldoon an’ 
drinkin’ beer. He has listened interested 
while I have told about the gun runnin’ 
an’ now he speaks up.

“We have been lookin’ for just such 
fellers for a month past,” he says. “Do ye 
let me in on this, too, Sergint. I have got 
a steam launch tied up down at the dock 
an’ I will have the lot of ye out to this 
Esmerelda before ye can bat an eye.”

“Good!” Sergint Muldoon grunts at him. 
“We will make a joint action out of the 
affair.”

The five minutes is not yet up when the 
three that Muldoon has sent out are back 
an’ they have a crowd with ’em that are 
as tough as Swenson, Kelly an’ Casey are 
themselves. I see that each man has got 
a club an’ they stand quiet while Sergint 
Muldoon talks to ’em for a minute. He 
tells ’em that Sergint Baldorgan is on the 
Esmerelda an’ why an’ that they are goin' 
to take that ship apart.

“We will be goin’ now,” he says.
He tips over the table, at which he has 

been settin’, an’ jerks off one of the legs. 
It makes a good club an’ the sailor an’ 
meself help ourselves likewise. Then the 
lot of us file out into the street with the 
feller, who owns the cafe, screamin’ curses 
after us in Chinese for the table we have 
busted up. We turn down toward the water 
front.

ELL, we load into this launch an’ 
head out into the -oadst'ad. 

south. I t is a considerable way down an’ it 
seems to me that we do no more than 
creep through the water. Howsover, Vin- 
derson—which is this navv bird’s name—
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is pushin’ the launch as hard as she will 
go an’ there is nothin’ to do but wait.

I t is maybe fifteen minutes later when 
the engines cut off an’ we slide through 
the water quiet. Vinderson comes up to 
the bow where Sergint Muldoon is an’ the 
two of ’em talk in low voices. I see lights 
ahead an’ then I make out the form of 
a ship dim in the night.

“That ought tuh be her,” Vinderson 
says. “What do ye want me to do?”

“Run alongside so we can go aboard,” 
Sergint Muldoon tells him.

“There will be a fine stink if this is 
the wrong ship,” Vinderson says thought
ful, “or if it is the Esmerelda an’ she is 
not runnin’ guns.”

“We will take the chance,” Sergint Mul
doon tells him grim. “There have been big 
stinks before.”

“You’re the doctor,” Vinderson says. 
“Alongside it is.”

The engine begins to turn over slow 
again an’ we sort of drift down on the ship 
which is ahead of us. I can see better now 
an’, as we get closer, I hear the noise of 
a steam winch runnin’ an’ presently I make 
out something dark layin’ alongside the 
frieghter. Sergint Muldoon sees it also.

‘They are takin’ the guns on board,’ 
he says soft to Casey who is beside him. 
“Do ye tell the boys tp get ready.”

We slide up easy, expectin’ a lookout to 
spot us any minute, an’ he does. Somebody 
sings out harsh on the Esmerelda an’ the 
winch stops an’ I can hear feet runnin’.

We scrape against the freighter’s side 
then, though, an’ Sergint Muldoon gives 
the word. We go up into the well deck of 
her like cats over a backyard fence.

It is when we hit that deck that we hear 
Katie Mollison scream an’ then ye could 
not have held us with a regiment of tanks.

THERE is considerable confusion for a 
minute. I remember seein’ gun flashes 

an’ hearin’ the shots. Then there is the 
sound of clubs hittin’ home an’ a devil’s 
chorus of yells as our lads close. I follow 
Sergint Muldoon who is headin’ aft to 
where the scream has come from.

We go up the iron ladder an’ Sergint 
Muldoon jumps into the alley-way which 
leads to the cabins, i’ am close behind when 
a gun goes off in the face of me an’ I see 
somebody crouched by the rail.

Well, I swing me club an’ I catch him 
square, straightenin’ him up, an’ he topples 
over the rail. I get a glimpse of his face 
for a second—it is Dolliver Goff. Then I 
hear the splash th£ t he makes when he 
hits the water.

I get down the passageway to where 
Muldoon is an’ I hear the muffled sounds 
which is cornin’ from the cabin. Muldoon 
is standin’ back a little from the door— 
then, as I come up, he drives forward with 
his shoulder an’ that door splits.

Captain Schlenker is standin’. there in 
the middle of the cabin, starin’ at us 

,stupid, an’—in that split second—I see 
that he has got Katie Mollison with one 
arm twisted behind her. The dress is half 
tore from her shoulders.

Sergint Baldorgar is lyin’ on the floor 
with his face dead white an’ I see that 
he has got a turn of the rope, which holds 
him, into his mouth an’ is tryin’ to bite 
it through while the blood runs out the 
corners of his lips.

“Let her go!” Sergint Muldoon says an’ 
there is a quality to his voice which sends 
the shivers over me.

This Schlenker shakes his head stupid. 
Then, sudden, he yells something in a 
sort of outlandish longue an’ jumps for 
the door. Sergint Muldoon catches him 
with a full swing of his club, the blow 
takin’ him just above the cheek bone, an’ 
he goes over backward an’ lays there.

Well, the whole thing is over in less 
time than it takes to tell it. It is maybe 
ten minutes later that a patrol boat comes 
chuggin’ up an’ a couple of officers come 
on board.

Sergint Muldoon reports to ’em with his 
club still in his hand an’ then the lot of 
’em go up forward. There is boxes on the 
deck an’ more boxes in the bumboat down 
below. These boxes is marked: Shovels 
but they pry the tops off an’ each one is 
full of Mauser rifles.
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The officers talk for a minute an’ then 
they turn around to Sergint Muldoon. The 
lights have been turned on on the deck 
now an’ I see that there is a gleam in the 
eye of the tallest of the two of the officers.

“Sergint,” he says, ye have no doubt 
committed piracy up on the high seas, 
robbery, pillage an’ assault with intent to 
do bodily harm this night. Do ye under
stand that?”

Sergint Muldoon spits tobacco juice over 
the rail. “I do,” he says hard.

This officer grins an’ holds out his hand. 
“An’ a damn good job ye did of it,” he 
says. “Ye will hear more of this—all of 
ye, includin’ Sergint Baldorgan an’ Recruit 
O’Hare. I do not think that ye will be 
displeased with what ye hear.

“Now do ye get back to your ship before 
ye are reported for over-stayin’ your pass 
which is a serious offense.”

WELL, to end the thing, we take the 
five schoolma’ams an’ Katie Mollison 
with us on the Winfield Scott to Manila 

where they will be sent back to the States 
for they have no contracts after all. This 
Schlenker has made the thing up out of 
whole cloth in order to hide his gun 
runnin’.

Howsover, Katie Mollison will not go 
back, for she becomes Katie Baldorgan 
the day after we leave Hong Kong.

The skipper of the Winfield Scott per
forms the ceremony an’ we kiss the bride

by companies. All except Muldoon, that 
is. He spits tobacco juice over the rail 
an’ looks more tough than ever but me 
belief is that Sergint Muldoon is scared 
for once in his life.

It is late that evening an’ I am leanin’ 
over the rail an’ thinkin’ about what all 
has happened since I have left Frisco when 
I hear two people talkin’ in low voices. 
I start to move away, for I see that it 
is Sergint Baldorgan an’ Katie.

Howsoever, Sergint Baldorgan is sayin’ 
something which brings back to the mind 
of me that story which me grandmother, 
Hivin rest her soul, has told to me. So I 
stay a minute longer.

“ ’Tis little that I am bringin’ to ye, 
Katie Baldorgan,” the Baldorgan says 
sober. “The life of a soldier’s wife is a 
hard an’ a lonesome one. Are ye sure that 
ye have no regrets?”

“I have no regrets, Dennis,” she tells 
him soft.

“ ’Tis no fit country for a woman—a 
hell that I am takin’ ye to.”

She says, then, proud: “Ye are me man, 
Dennis, an’ where ye go there I go, too.” 

Well, I remember how Molly Mahone 
has gone down the gold steps with her 
man an’ I remember, too, that thing the 
Ould Wan has promised to Colin Baldor
gan.

‘Tis plain, I think, that whatever faults 
the Ould Wan may have had, he did not 
break his promises an’ he was no liar.

THE END

# SPEEDWAY BLADES
FOR FAST, SMOOTH/ E



Emerald of Isis
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Prosaic enough, this laboratory for 
testing gems; yet here, with intrigue in 
old Egypt, begins a series of adventures 
as strange and exciting as any story 

ever told

SHIPMAN easily fitted into romantic 
adventure, being tall, thin, hawk
faced, with an engaging smile and a 

hard eye. The gem business had sent him 
knocking about the world’s odd corners, 
and he could take care of himself with any
thing except (occasionally) a woman.

He was the last person imaginable, how
ever, to touch upon the esoteric. When 
Miriam Crews walked into his office, noth
ing was farther from his thoughts. She

stood by the window, under the illuminated 
plaque of the Natioral Jewelers’ Guild, and 
the light flittered about her dark, proud 
head and her arrow-slim figure like an aura.

“Are you a jeweler?” she asked. “Do you 
buy or sell precious stones?”

Shipman repressed a smile. “No, madam. 
This is a laboratory. We develop new ways 
of testing and treating stones; we handle 
problems of cutting, setting and so forth, 
for the jewel trade. ’

“Oh!” she said. “Then I can’t buy a 
topaz ring here!”

“You’d have great difficulty buying one 
anywhere,” said Shipman. “The topaz is 
one of the rarest of all gems; but you can 
find an alleged topaz on any street-corner. 
That’s one of our many problems—the 
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ethical nomenclature of gems. You see, we 
have to educate the jeweler himself; as a 
rule he has only a rudimentary knowledge 
of precious stones.”

“Oh!” she said again, and hesitated. 
Her hesitation ended in a smile.

“I suppose, in thz.t case, I couldn’t very 
well ask you to identify a supposedly 
precious stone that I have here?”

“Nothing simpler,” Shipman replied. 
“Why not? I ’d be very glad.”

“That’s kind of you. I ’m Miriam Crews. 
We live at the Chapman Park—my father’s 
a broker. I was jis t going by and saw 
your window sign, and stopped in on im
pulse. I can’t keep you long; there’s a meet
ing of the Nine Little Working Girls—you 
know, the debutante charity organization. 
I t’s in twenty minunes, so . . .”

She rattled on, searching her bag the 
while. Shipman had her ticketed. He knew 
the broker Crews by name, knew her so
ciety crowd, and immediately knew her 
background. There was nothing in all this 
to warn him— Well . . .

“I ’ve got it somewhere,” she went on. 
“You know, I like precious stones. Not 
because they’re pretty, but because they 
sometimes tell me things. I have some 
curious ones, too. Nothing of any particular 
value, but odd litlle jewels that attract 
me—oh, here it is!’

Shipman took the twist of tissue paper 
she handed him, end opened it. In his 
palm lay a stone of pale green, unevenly 
cut, and of no particular beauty.

“It was given me in Egypt,” she ex
plained. “I t’s supposed to be an emerald 
from a tomb; but it doesn’t look much like 
an emerald to me and you know how 
these tomb relics are faked wholesale for 
tourists.” >-

“Yes, I know,” Shipman replied absently. 
“But it’s impossible to decide by color 
alone in the case of emeralds, and the 
Egyptian stones were quite pale but very 
fine. Also, the imitations of emeralds are 
dangerous. Triplets, or thin slices of deep 
green glass between two bits of pale beryl, 
may fool the most expert eye.”

“You think this is an imitation?”

“No. It may be anything. Nothing’s 
simpler than to test it out. We’ve developed 
an instrument here which combines every 
form of test, from refraction to weight; the 
scientific world must keep a step ahead of 
the rascals who also use science, you see. 
Come into the lab. You’ll find it interest
ing.”

OHIPMAN ushered the visitor into the 
^  small examination room, which con
tained only three chairs and the polyandro- 
scope on its stand. As Miriam Crews took 
a chair, he sketchily explained the instru
ment.

“We’ve been working on some igmeralds, 
the scientific emeralds turned out by the 
I. G. Farben industry in Germany,” he 
said, carefully placing the green stone in 
the central clamp and altering the switches.. 
“So you’ll have to be patient a moment 
while the currents are changed.

“This instrument gives us the benefit 
of everything from polarized light to ultra
violet rays, in an enormous enlargement of 
the actual stone. In fact, this gem of yours 
—for I feel sure it is a gem—will light 
up the entire room in five minutes; it acts 
as an electric bulb to the currents. The 
various qualities are automatically 
checked.

“I t’s not unlike putting a penny into a 
weighing machine and receiving your 
weight on a ticket. I ’ll turn off the light. 
You watch the big glass ball, and the silver 
reflector on the ceiling above.”

He darkened the room. Within the huge 
upper glass ball of the instrument was a 
tiny needle of light, at first barely visible, 
which gradually became intensified.

To Shipman, who had helped originate 
this instrument, it was an old story. He< 
had no idea, certainly, of what was to 
happen here. As the curved reflector above 
began to show a greenish radiance, he broke 
the silence.

“Now watch the light of the stone itself 
glow; the emerald retains its purity of color 
even by artificial light. You’ll see every 
flaw.” i

“Flaw?” she echoed. “Is it flawed, then?”t
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Shipman laughed. “A flawless emerald is 
proverbial for unattainable perfection, Miss 
Crews. I t’s by imitating the flaws or in
clusions, as we term them, that the Ger
mans have managed to imitate emeralds 
so cleverly. However, their striata run in 
the wrong direction. If we knew that this 
stone came from a tomb, its origin would 
be certain, since all the emeralds of an
tiquity came from the mines in Egypt.”

“But the light isn’t a solid green!” she 
exclaimed.

“Due to the dispersion and refraction of 
the stone. This instrument brings out all 
such qualities and magnifies them. We’ll 
know precisely what sort of stone it is by 
the check on refraction, dispersion, weight 
and so forth, even if an examination of this 
illumined image were not sufficient. I ’ll 
show you the—the—”

He paused, listening, conscious of a 
startled sensation, of something that should 
not be. His first thought was of trouble 
in the mechanism of the instrument, until 
he recognized the sound as that of a voice, 
then of a second voice. He glanced around.

No, the door was closed, the sound
proofed little room was impervious to 
voices. Amazed, he stole a glance at the 
young woman beside him. She, too, seemed 
listening; evidently she also heard the 
voices.

Her face was clearcut, intent, absorbed. 
The light was growing more rapidly now. 
It was as if the emerald itself hung in air 
before them, enormously enlarged and 
translucent, filling the whole space in the 
upper glass sphere and diffusing a lovely 
pale greenish radiance which made every 
detail in the room distinct.

What a lovely creature this girl was! 
Shipman was struck by the realization; 
then he saw her eyes quicken and dilate. 
He looked at the green sphere, and was 
assailed by incredulity. The flaws of the 
beryl, the inclusions, the striata of the 
stone, - were tremendously magnified and 
plain to see. The entire structure of the 
emerald was revealed. And more.

For something moved in that greenish 
sphere of radiance.

Shipman refused to believe his eyes. 
Never before had he seen anything like 
this; a distinct movement was visible. It 
was taking on form and color. He sat liter
ally spellbound as he watched. The voice 
became clearer. The movement grew, 
swelled into a scene that filled the room 
and absorbed it; Shipman felt himself lost 
and adrift in space and time.

Egypt— He had seen Egypt, he knew 
and recognized it. These were the brown
ish golden hills, the stark hills on the west 
bank of the Nile, above the Valley of the 
Kings. Below stretched the valley of the 
Nile. Here were sand and rock, a gigantic 
construction work looming vaguely. In the 
foreground, two figures.

A MAN, young, vibrantly alive, aquiline 
features aglow with force and energy, 

wearing the gossamer white summer robe 
of royalty. He talked with an older, sterner, 
harsher man who wore a leather cuirass 
studded with gold knobs aand a conical 
helmet.

“Nonsense, Hotep!” he was saying im
periously. “I t’s agreed that we seize the 
queen, that I ’m to talce over the throne. 
You’ve gone that far. Then why the devil 
show fear now—you, the general of all 
Egypt’s armies?”

“I fear delay,” said Hotep gravely. “I 
say, we must strike now or never, Prince 
Tothmes! You’re a prince of the blood 
royal; but I ’m a man of the people. I see 
things in a wider aspect. Here on this visit 
to the new temple, far from Thebes and the 
court and the army, we must strike. Egypt 
is in your hand! Let the moment pass, and 
we lose all.”

The prince grunted “Here where the 
olden kings lie buried? Here where the 
great temple to Amor, is rising? This is 
sacred ground, Hotep!”

“Sacred fiddlestick;! ” snapped the 
soldier. “I ’m afraid of Queen Hatasu, I 
tell you! She has knowledge not of this 
world, and powers we know not. She, a 
woman, has become Pharaoh; all the learn
ing of the sacred mysteries, the fellowship 
of the priests, are hers! Man and woman,
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king and queen—thus she calls herself. 
Strike now, or lose!”

Tothmes smiled at this talk of magic. 
Why, he wondered, was Hotep so intent on 
springing the plot here? A shrewd, hard- 
grained man, this soldier.

“I’ve won over Sen Maut,” went on 
Hotep. “He’s the architect here, in absolute 
charge of the slave-camp below and the 
spearmen.”

“That’s no good news!” Tothmes said. 
He disliked the architect heartily. Also, 
rumor hinted at an affair between architect 
and queen^and Sen Maut encouraged the 
gossip.

“You said to win ov;r anyone we might 
need; we need him,” said Hotep. “He’ll 
keep the news absolutely quiet until we’ve 
seized Thebes and are securely in power. 
He loves the queen; I ve promised her to 
him as his price. I have six men, picked 
swordsmen; we need no more.”

Tothmes hesitated. It was well planned; 
no harm to be done the queen, he himself 
on the throne in her place—a swift, sure, 
efficient bit of work. He admired the queen 
with all his heart—they were both children 
of the same father—but this did not pre
vent him from wanting the empire himself 
and clutching at it with both hands. It 
was his due.

“Say yes or no, my lord,” spoke up Hotep 
impatiently. “Say yes, and tomorrow you’ll 
be the greatest warrior-king ever Egypt 
knew! ”

“Agreed, then.” Tothmes cast the die. 
“When and where?”

“Dawn. Sen Maut will be with her until 
late. I ’ll be at the too of the ramp, by 
the first sphinx, an hour before dawn; when 
the singer intones the morning hymn.”

“Agreed.” The two men struck hands 
and separated.

PRINCE TOTHMES ascended the long 
ramp, guarded on either hand by small 

sphinxes, to the upper level of the temple, 
and here stood watching the almost in
credible activity of construction.

Queen Hatasu had come to inspect this 
work, commemorating the glory her rule

had brought to Egypt. She, daughter of 
Tothmes the Glorious, was now both king 
and queen in one, her husband being dead. 
The old king himself had lifted her to the 
throne, ignoring his other heirs. Now, not 
yet thirty-five, she had built Egypt into 
an empire that stretched afar in dazzling 
power and high culture and intellectual re
surgence.

But in Prince Tothmes also burned the 
savagely powerful spirit that had lifted 
Hatasu to heights hitherto unattained by 
woman. It was this inheritance of the lion’s 
blood that drove him to what he now pro
jected, against this elder half-sister of his.

■Odd, because in him was no duplicity. 
He was not a plotter. He scorned lies and 
evasions. Even to the queen he used no 
diplomacy; he was a blunt, hard-spoken 
man, alight with youthful fire.

Yet no man can resist the lure of em
pire—especially when he is born to it.

“I don’t like that architect, Sen Maut,” 
he muttered thoughtfully. “Still, if he mar
ries Hatasu, he’ll keep her out of mischief. 
If only our father had put me on the throne 
instead of her . . . ”

In the ruddy glory of approaching sun
set, he saw a lissom shape coming toward 
him, from the side courts that were occu
pied by the queen and her small company 
She had come from Thebes by chariot, and 
very few were in her retinue.

The bronzed, harsh features of the prince 
softened. The girl approaching was Meri, 
only living child of Hatasu; young—but 
the girls of Egypt ripened early. She wore 
the usual gossamer robe of the palace, 
where the beauty that was in the body was 
freely revealed and accounted no shame.

Tothmes held out his hands to her. 
Laughing, she plucked two flowers from her 
hair and laid them in his palms—this girl 
with whom, alone, Tothmes could find 
peace.

“What, Lord Tothmes, standing in empty 
dream?” she said gayly. “I suppose you and 
General Hotep have been making new plans 
for the army?”

“New plans, yes!” he replied, and 
laughed a little. “New plans for you and me
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and others, maybe. Is your mother still 
talking about having you marry?”

She gazed at him, suddenly wide-eyed; 
her smile departed. “Yes,” she said in a 
low voice. “She won’t talk with me about 
it. She says she has picked someone, and 
that settles it. She won’t say who he is.”

Tothmes’ eyes hardened a little. This was 
one reason for his conspiracy.

“Your mother’s a stubborn woman,” he 
said. “And you are very precious. Trust 
in me. Where is your mother, by the way?”

“Oh, she sent me to find you!” replied 
Meri, pointing to the side courts. “She 
wants you to lead the evening prayer. The 
high priest of Amon is going back tonight 
after supper.”

Tothmes felt his pulses leap and sing 
at this information. The high priest and 
his retinue had come today, a long string 
of chariots, to inspect the work on the new 
temple and talk with Hatasu. This presence 
had been a stumbling-block to any action 
for tonight.

With the high priest gone, everything 
was now assured and simplified. A little 
killing—a few of the archer guards—that 
was all.

As he passed the archers at the courtyard 
gates, he answered their salutes curtly. 
They might obey him, but they were sav
agely devoted to the queen. She, who wore 
the diadem, was Egypt. He, the prince, was 
only a leader of the army. Well, by the 
gods, he would be more than that tomor
row!

rp H E  queen sat in the side court by the 
-*■ fountain; she was talking with the high 

priest, a grimly solid man eloquent of the 
politician. A number of his own guards, 
and some assistant priests, were also here, 
with the queen’s charioteer.

She, who so often wore male attire and 
the kepersh or war-helmet of a Pharaoh, 
was now all langorous woman, reclining on 
a gold-adorned couch, her gown of thin 
tissue revealing every firmly rounded line 
of her body. Even thus, she was instinct 
with energy; her sharp, wise face was alive 
with it. If she was not beautiful, she had

more than mere beauty, thought Tothmes.
Yet, for all his admiration, he was re

solved on his course.
He stood chatting with his half-sister and 

the priest, discussing the work and the 
temple decorations, until a bell announced 
that the sun-god was at the horizon. Then 
his strong, ringing voice swept up in the 
ritual prayer of far swell to the daylight ; 
the resonant, unctuous voice of the high 
priest joined in; and from below came the 
voices of thousands of slaves, workers, 
soldiers—far below, where the construction 
camp lay apart from the temple approach.

Then it was over, as the royal disc of 
Amon-Ra sank under the horizon. Tothmes 
swung around, and Hatasu beckoned him 
to sit beside her. He; complied, uneasy be
neath the scrutiny o f her dark, liquid eyes. 
Meri laughed and joined him. The high 
priest and his company departed to make 
ready for the coming feast.

“You two make a royal pair,” said the 
queen, smiling at her daughter and the 
lithe, stalwart figure of the prince. “I t’s 
high time Meri was taking a husband, 
Tothmes. What do you think of Hotep? 
A friend of yours, isn't he?”

Tothmes shruggec. “None of my affair, 
Hatasu. Meri, do you want a husband?” 

The girl giggled. Tothmes smiled into her 
eyes, and smiling, lost his dour air. Then 
he glanced up at the queen.

“Why not marry ler to Sen Maut, your 
architect here?”

This was sheer insolence, but Hatasu 
relished insolence and could rise above it. 
Perhaps she knew of the rumors that linked 
her own name with that of Sen Maut, the 
most gifted man in Egypt, who in this 
temple had carried :he builder’s dream to 
new heights.

“Not a bad idea,” said Hatasu, laughing 
softly. “Here he comes now. Weill ask him.” 

“Or,” added Tothmes under his breath, 
“marry him yourself. You’re both queen 
and Pharaoh, man f.nd woman, twin heirs 
of the gods in one person!”

Hatasu shot him a swift glance that 
burned into him with its anger; then looked 
up at the approaching architect. Desert-
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browned, arrogant in his pride and position, 
Sen Maut was a handsome man and crafty 
withal. He saluted them, and the queen 
spoke abruptly.

“Friend, Tothmes has just suggested you 
as a husband for my daughter, to preserve 
the throne to an Egyptian. What, think you 
of it?”

Startled, Sen M ajt swept one swift 
glance to the prince He smelled a trap 
here.

“The pleasure of Pharaoh is the law,” 
he said in the time-worn palace formula. 
“It seems to me that I am a builder, not 
a ruler.”

“Then we agree.” Hatasu laughed 
amusedly. “Have you heard the prediction 
the priests brought: that within three days 
Egypt will have a new ruler?”

Sen Maut was startled again. But it was 
the turn of Tothmes to scent a trap, since 
he had heard nothing of any such oracle 
or prediction. A pulse of alarm beat at 
his temple. Did Hatasu have some inkling 
of the plot? He leaped to the alert, every 
nerve tense.

“Queen first, since your beauty cannot 
be forgotten,” Sen Mf.ut rejoined smoothly. 
“Pharaoh second, since your regal 
majesty—”

“Oh, stop ’your silly formal phrases,” 
broke in Hatasu. “I ’m sending you a copy 
of the survey just made between Memphis 
and the Red Sea, Sen Maut. Look it over 
with care. I want you to take charge of 
the work, when youVe finished here.”

“What work?” demanded the architect.
“The canal. I ’m going to connect 

Memphis, and the ocean, with the Syrian 
lakes and the Red Sea,” said Hatasu. 
“Once it’s cut, think of the advantage to 
commerce!”

The architect swallowed hard. “It’ll be 
a job, though. We’ll have to build entire 
cities to serve as construction camps alone.”

“What else are you for?” she flung back 
coolly. “Tothmes, do you approve?”

“Aye!” said the prince quickly. “A great 
conception, Hatasu; I’ve often thought of 
the possibility. But it needs a soldier in 
charge, not an architect.”

“That may be,” she returned. “Sen Maut, 
come to me tonight, after the feast. We’ll 
look at the stars together, and talk of this 
canal. Since you’re not eager to have Meri, 
we may find another bride for you, also.”

The architect smiled slightly at Tothmes 
and took his leave. The prince bit his lip; 
he had his own suspicions of why Hatasu 
wanted to look at the stars with this hand
some, stalwart rascal. And that would ex
plain the cocky, arrogant bearing of Sen 
Maut, too.

Hatasu, watching his face, smiled in 
turn, as the twilight deepened.

“T^OTHMES, it’s nearly sixteen years 
since our father proclaimed me ruler 

of Egypt and gave me the throne-name,” 
she said softly. “Have you never regretted 
that he passed you over—you, the finest 
soldier in the empire?”

He stiffened to the challenge. By the 
gods, she did suspect something!

“What if I have?” he retorted. “You’ve 
done a magnificent job, Hatasu; far better 
than I ’d have done, even if you’re not a 
soldier.”

“So you think I ’m. no soldier, eh?” She 
laughed a little, lazily, and stretched. “You 
may change your mind about that one of 
these days. Meri, child, get in out of the 
night air and get ready for supper. Give 
me your hand, Tothmes; I must get 
dressed.1”

She took his hand; suddenly, with one 
lithe movement, she was on her feet and 
looking into his face, the grip of her fingers 
like an iron clamp on his.

“Were Sen Maut half the man you are, 
good brother, you might have reason to 
dread his ambition,” she murmured softly. 
“And were Hotep half the soldier you are 
—then you could better trust him.”

Her grasp loosened. “You remember the 
Cretan sword I gave you last year? I know 
you have it with you. Wear it tonight—by 
command of the Pharaoh! And don’t drink 
too much wine, either. There’ll be a high 
moon, later.”

With a laugh, she was gone.
Tothmes stood half startled, half suspi
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cious, wholly thoughtful. For a moment he 
almost read false meanings into her words; 
after all, she was only his half-sister, and 
ijt was the custom of the royal family for 
full brothers and sisters to marry.

But no—no! Too well he knew that agile 
mocking brain of hers, for such suspicion 
to linger. Even as girl to boy she had 
mocked him; and she still did so.

So she wouldn’t trust Hotep too jar, eh? 
And Sen Maut would ride ambition, ij he 
could. Then she’s one stop ahead of the 
architect, and three ahead of met Spies, 
perhaps? Or her intuition? Hotep spoke 
the truth: she’s got too good a brain.

T T E  WENT to his own room and dressed, 
carefully. No slaves had come, here 

across the Nile, no attendants; he had 
brought none of his own men, the better to 
avert suspicion. He was alone.

Why had she said that about the moon? 
It would be up later, yes, riding high and 
white through the night into the morning. 
With only a few guards here, this was a 
lonely spot tonight; this curve nestled amid 
the gaunt limestone cliffs, holding the half- 
finished gigantic temple, was far out of the 
world. And on the morrow, it would bring 
forth a new Pharaoh.

Tothmes had no intention of killing the 
queen; no need of that, once he held her 
in his power.

He buckled on the gay Cretan belt and 
sword, with a grimace. A gay sliver of steel 
it was, and sharp enough; but not like the 
massive weapon he preferred. Still, it would 
look better at the feast.

The temple architect was giving this feast 
in the enormous central courtyard, and a 
hundred slaves borrowed from the ranks 
of workmen served it. The prince sat 
through the meal, watching the princess 
and Hotep, San Maut and the priests, say
ing little, drinking lightly, his mind uneasy. 
So she would not wholly trust General 
Hotep, eh? Neither would he, once he had 
seized the throne.

Marry the princess to that grim soldier? 
Tothmes felt a snarl rise in him at the 
thought. It might well be the queen’s in

tention, but it would never be accomp
lished. Never! Tothmes knew he had the 
heart of the girl; Meri belonged to him and 
to no other. Yet, if lie had dared propose 
such marriage, Hatasu would have mocked 
him in her scornful way.

Never had he seen the queen more bril
liant, keener in mind and spirit, than to
night. She showed no suspicion; she was 
herself, a gay witty woman, this evening.

Almost the only palace attendant the 
queen had brought was the Syrian singing 
girl, who strummed her harp at the feast 
and sang a blithe song. According to the 
usual custom, this girl sang softly through 
the night in the royal apartments.

The meal ended, the high priest,, his 
fellows on his guards, departed at once for 
Thebes. Tothmes de;.cended with them to 
where the chariots waited at the lower level, 
assuming more respect than he felt. This 
high priest he knew to be a pliant rascal 
who would bend to whatever wind blew 
strongest. Tothmes was already sure of his 
backing.

When Tothmes had seen the high priest 
off and came back up the ascending ramp, 
every trace of the recent festivities had van
ished. The feast, and the music had lasted 
a long while, indeed; it was already well 
past midnight. He paused at the head of 
the ramp and its guardian sphinxes, look
ing around at the empty moonlight, where 
a little while ago all had been lamps and 
song and hearty voices.

Here, on to where the shrine itself 
was carved deeply i ito the cliffs, all was 
silent. To the left stood a single archer 
of the guard, at the entrance to "the royal 
apartments. Opposite, in the courts to the 
right, were quartered Tothmes, Hotep and 
the general’s half-dozen men.

From somewhere within the queen’s 
apartment faintly lifted the plaintive voice 
of the Syrian girl in quiet song. Tothmes 
went up to the guard, who saluted him.

“Is Sen Maut with the queen?” he asked.
“Not yet, lord; I have orders to admit 

him. The Pharaoh is at work over the 
temple plans.”

Tothmes repressed an oath of irritation.
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“Ask if she will receive me.”
“I have orders to admit you at any 

time, lord.”
The prince hesitated, stung by this per

fect trust which he was betraying, but only 
for an instant. Egypt I This dwarfed all else. 
The violent urge to power, the driving 
factor of his right to rule, hurled any lesser 
consideration aside. Empire was in his 
blood, as in hers.

Tempted to go and get his old massive 
sword, he decided against it; sight of the 
changed weapon might cause suspicion. He 
passed the guard and went into the small 
court by the fountain.

T^WO lamps burned there on the table, 
^  flame unflickering in the still night 

air. Poring over outstretched plans was 
Hatasu. She looked up and spoke.

“Ah, Tothmes! I t’s too warm to sleep; 
come and join me. Here are the sketches 
for the southwest corridor sculptures—the 
visit of the fleet to the land of Punt. See 
what you think of them.”

He sat at the table, facing her. She wore 
her gossamer robe again, her only ornament 
an emerald that shimmered on a chain at 
her throat. Educated by the priesthood of 
Amon as he was, Tothmes had no difficulty 
in comprehending the sketches and the writ
ing intended for the walls. He glanced over 
them, and pushed the papyrus roll aside.

“All right, I suppose. You certainly have 
your name and image everywhere!”

She laughed softly. “You don’t like it? 
And perhaps, if ever you become Pharaoh, 
you will erase my image: from all the monu
ments?”

“Absolutely,” he said, smiling, affecting 
to treat it as a joke. “Why do you wear 
that common green jewel? It isn’t even cut 
and carved decently.”

“Oh, this!” She fingered the emerald 
at her throat. “Father gave me this, the 
day he proclaimed me queen; it came from 
the tomb of some barbarian king up the 
Nile, and has magic powers of protection. 
While I wear it, he said, no enemy can 
prevail over me. Do you believe that, 
Tothmes?”

“It remains to be seen,” be rejoined, 
mentally sweeping the matter aside with a 
laugh. “Better put your trust in your 
guards, not in a green stone.”

“Or both,” she said, and glanced up at 
a step. The architect had just entered; he 
came forward and saluted them. Tothmes 
yielded his place at the table and drew 
back into the wall-shadows.

The other two forgot him. They talked of 
the sketches, then Hatasu broke into the 
subject of the great canal that would con
nect the two seas. Here was a topic leading 
them from talk into plans, calculations, 
figuring.

Tothmes grudgingly admitted that Gen
eral Hotep had done well in drawing Sen 
Maut into this plot. The man had a head, 
and used it. Being in absolute charge here, 
he could quiet all news of what happened 
until Tothmes and Hotep got to Thebes, 
seizing the palace and treasury and 
temples; the rest was simple. And if any
thing went wrong, Sen Maut could bring 
up enough spearmen from the barracks 
below, as Hotep had said, to make all right.

He watched the two: the architect suave, 
fawning, watching the woman with desirous 
eyes; and Hatasu, intent upon the calcula
tions before her. Suddenly she rolled up 
the papyrus and thrust it at the architect.

“Keep them safely. Where is your seal? 
I want you to make an estimate and seal it, 
to show the priests.”

“My seal?” Sen Maut was astonished. 
“In my quarters below, lady.”

“Then go and get it. No hurry.”
Sen Maut rose, saluted her, glanced at 

the figure of Tothmes in the shadows, and 
obediently departed. Hatasu came to her 
feet.

“Wait, good brother, wait a little!” she 
said, smiling. “I ’ll be back.”

She disappeared into her own quarters. 
Tothmes came forward and took the chair 
she had vacated; then he started, listening. 
The Syrian girl had begun to sing again— 
and it was the invocation to the dawn.

Yet the dawn was not near! Tothmes 
stiffened as he sat, drinking in the words 
of the hymn:
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. . .  At last the day will end, and in 
the west a fire will burn 

And then, star-led, the night will fol
low, as the day the night;

Rayed Isis and the blue, cool dark will 
wrap the troubled day in dreams 

And the singer and the song will pass 
with the dawn in sleep.

TN SUDDEN recollection, Tothmes 
leaped to his feet. It was time, it was 

time! He must keep the rendezvous with 
Hotep, at the top of the ramp! But in the 
very act of stepping out, Tothmes froze. 
A mailed shape, leaving the rooms of 
Hatasu, was striding at him.

A man, armed from head to foot, sword 
in hand; in the moonlight, the nose and 
cheek-pieces of the helmet lent the face 
a steely glitter of unreality. So it was a 
trap! A guard stationed here—then she 
must know everything! He gripped at his 
sword and bared it.

“Death,” said the guard in a whisper. 
“Death to plot against the Pharaoh!”

He came striding on as he spoke, with a 
gliding, silent step. For one instant, fear 
assailed Tothmes—the dread panic fear of 
the supernatural. That helmet, those arms, 
were unusual; perhaps this was some 
deathly shape summoned up from the other 
world by the magic arts of Hatasu.

Then, rapping out an oath, Tothmes 
struck, and struck again. His sword clashed 
upon the other blade; real enough, then. 
But his edge could not drive home. Each 
slash was parried deftly. Furious at this, 
Tothmes leaped away from a sudden thrust. 
His brain awoke.

Not too late; it was win or lose all, now! 
Down with this fellow, and then to seize 
the queen . , .

“Hotep!” his abrupt shout lifted upon 
the still night. “Hotep! Inside, quickly!” 

He leaped forward, with intent to kill 
this mailed guard swiftly. And despite the 
amazing skill and agility of the guard, 
Tothmes would have accomplished his in
tent, being the best swordsman in Egypt. 
But his Cretan blade, clashing again upon 
the other one, snapped off short at the hilt.

A rasping groan another oath, and 
Tothmes hurled himself forward bare
handed, gripping at the mailed figure. He 
caught it, he evaded the sword—he found 
a laugh within his arms, and recoiled. Dis
may and incredulity paralyzed him. It was 
Hatasu herself.

“So you want to kill me, brother?” She 
was laughing again, but was pressing upon 
him as he recoiled. She thrust her sword- 
hilt into his hand. “Why, then—be happy! 
Kill me, since you so desire. I ’ll not evade 
the stroke.”

As she spoke, she put aside the mailcoat. 
He saw the emerald glint against her white 
bosom. He flung down the sword; it 
skittered and clanged across the stones.

“By Amon, I had no such thought!” he 
breathed hoarsely.

“I believe it,” she returned coolly. “And 
now you’re trapped, Tothmes; worse 
trapped than you realize. So you never 
examined that Cretan sword closely, eh? 
You would have seen that it was made to 
be shivered after a blow or two. And I ’m 
no soldier, eh?”

He grunted, eyed her, gathered his mus
cles to spring. Not lost yet! Grip her once 
more, keep her gripped this time . . .

“Careful, good brother!”
A stir and a rustle sounded from the dark 

places. Tothmes relaxed, in utter despair 
and realization. She had known all along. 
Spies, no doubt; she had a world of spies.

From the entrance came a cry, a clash, 
a choked alarm. Feet pounded the stones. 
Into the little court rushed Hotep, a bloody 
javelin in his hand, Sen Maut at his heels 
with drawn blade, six more men crowding 
in. Steel glittered in the moonlight.

“H a!” cried Hotep, seeing Tothmes 
empty-handed, and the figure of Hatasu. 
“Who’s this soldier? Never mind—at them, 
men, at them! Kill tiem both.”

“Stop, you fool!” roared Tothmes. “You 
know me, Hotep!”

“Too well,” barkec the soldier. “Too well 
to let you live lord! With you gone, with 
the queen in hand—close in around him, 
men!”

He settled himsel:: to hurl the javelin,
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when the voice of Hatisu stopped him like 
a vibrant force.

“You see, Tothmes? You see what he 
intended? Who’s the soldier now?”

A sharp word escaped her. Somewhere in 
the shadows, the plunging twang of a bow- 
strjng broke upon the night. A shaft quiv
ered aslant the silver air. Pierced through 
and through, Hotep cried out and collapsed.

Other bows twanged in shrill cadence, 
like some deathly harp, and the wild 
voices of dying men made fitting song for 
that harp. They fell, one by one, then 
all together. The architect turned to escape, 
but an arrow caught lim at the entrance, 
and he pitched headlong.

There was silence again, while Tothmes 
stood astare. Suddenly he drew himself up.

“Finish it, men, finish it!” he cried out.
“They obey me, brother, not you,” said 

Hatasu. She came to him, laughing cruelly, 
and met him eye to eye. “You weren’t made 
to plot, good brother; '[ was. Strange to say, 
you’re too honest to make a plotter, too 
good a soldier. Eh?”

“Enough of your mockery,” he said 
thickly.

“Even without a weapon, you would have 
killed me—”

“I had no such intention,” he broke in 
curtly.

“No, when you knew me for myself. So 
you did not want my ife?”

“Only your throne, Hatasu,” he said 
bitterly. “And your daughter.”

“Very well. Take it, ’ she rejoined. “Take 
Meri for wife, and Egypt with her. Be the 
third Tothmes, the third and greatest. Your 
name and mine, in joint rule; and when I 
die, you and she together. Build the great 
canal, head the army, and leave the rule of 
Egypt in my hand. Is it yes, brother?”

Silence, again, the green jewel swinging at 
her throat.

•

QHIPMAN leaned forward — Uselessl 
^  Everything was slipping away, dim
ming into a green chaos. Nothing remained

except the enormous magnification of the 
emerald, all its flaws and inclusions plain to 
the eye, a verdant glow that filled the room. 

It was gone.
Yet he felt the reality of it. He had 

witnessed that scene before. It all came 
back to him with a flash of brief memory. 
He had been there!

He reached forward to the switch. The 
room lights sprang on. Miriam Crews was 
gazing at him, startled, lips parted, breath 
coming fast.

“Was I—was it my imagination? Tell me, 
did you see anything? Egypt?”

“Everything.” Shipman felt the hammer 
of his pulses. Her eyes widened on him.

“But you—why, you were that man!” 
she broke out. “You—the same look—the 
same profile— Do you believe in reincarna
tion?”

“Of course not.” With an effort, he voiced 
the lie. “I’ll send you the full report on your 
stone, as soon as we’ve checked the in
dices—”

She brushed his words aside. “Tell me, 
was it rehl? What we saw?”

“I don’t know.” He flung up his hands. 
“Nothing like that ever occurred before. 
You must be responsible, somehow. I do 
know that Tothmes was the greatest war
rior Pharaoh; and that Queen Hatasu was 
like the great Elizabeth of England. She 
built that temple. I ’ve seen its ruins.”

“So have I, she assented. “Perhaps it was 
merely auto-hypnosis.”

“That wouldn’t explain why we both saw 
the same thing,” Shipman said soberly. 
“Hello! I forgot about the time, and here 
you had an engagement in twenty minutes. 
Sorry I spoiled it for you. Shall I see you 
again? If you have this remarkable power, 
I ’d like to make some tests later.”

“Of course, I ’ll come back,” she said, and 
glanced at her wrist. “My watch must have 
stopped!” Her voice was dismayed. “Just 
what time is it, please?”

Shipman looked at his own watch. He 
looked again, and swallowed hard. They 
had been in the examination room exactly 
four minutes.
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THE tank had fallen into the ravine 
the first time the troops had fought 
across the farm. Peder had covered 

it with a canvas cloth, and camouflaged 
it with leaves. He had no use for it, but 
discovery of the tank might mean finding 
the oxen.

His son was somewhere fighting the in
vader. He had been eager to go; Peder 
could not have held him back even if he 
had tried. His daughter was in a hospital, 
he did not know where, taking care of the 
wounded soldiers.

He was too old to go to war. When the 
bitter fight had woven back and forth 
on his farm he had only sat quietly, hoping 
it would soon end.

His country’s troops had rallied beyond 
the village, surged forward and chased the 
invading army back. The battle lines were

ahead of Peder’s farm now. The village 
was a huge ammuniuon dump. Peder was 
glad his country was holding the invader 
at bay.

But he was worried about the oxen. The 
order that every horse, cow, sheep, pig, 
and ox be made available to the government 
had been plain. The penalty for not making 
them available was imprisonment, and in 
the most flagrant cases, shooting. Peder 
thought his one of the more flagrant cases. 
When the two soldiers had come from the 
village to get his o>en, he had told them 
that a scouting detail from the invader’s 
lines had made off with them and that had 
gone into the official report.

The oxen were down in the rocky ravine, 
beyond the tank, where they had been all 
winter. Peder had carried food and water 
to them at night.

But now it wasn’t winter any more. The 
snow was gone and for two weeks the spring 
sun had warmed the earth. The land that 
Peder’s father and grandfather before him
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had tilled lay steaming under the good 
spring sun—and not a plow point in it yet. 
Things were never intended to be this 
way. In the spring the peasants should 
plow.

He worked all day with a mattock, break
ing as much ground as he could. The rattle 
of rifles, the stutter of machine guns, the 
thunder of cannon, and the whine of air
planes from up where the battle lines were 
holding, were borne to him as a distant 
unpleasant melody.

As he worked, a little brown bird picked 
up bits of grass and carried them to a shell- 
torn tree in the nearby woods. The ravine 
was in the center of the woods in back of 
Peter’s house, and from :here two long arms 
of forested rocky grouid reached out to 
enclose his field on three sides. Not many 
farms boasted so much forest about them.

When night came he stopped digging 
and went to his hay pile to get fodder for 
the oxen. He carried a great back load of 
it into the ravine, past (he tank, and down 
to the camouflaged house where he kept 
the oxen under an overhanging wall. He 
threw the hay down and they fell to munch
ing contentedly.

The oxen were huge white beasts with 
black horns. Peder had raised them from 
calves, and as they fed he ran his hands 
over them. Their muscles were getting 
flabby from lack of work, but if he took 
them out, the army would get them.

For a moment he thought of taking the 
oxen up and plowing s.t night. But any
body could recognize plowed land, and 
know that Peder must have used beasts 
to draw the plow.

After a bit he returned to his house and 
slept. He was up with the dawn, and the 
first thing he saw was the soldiers trotting 
toward his house.

IT'HERE were forty-two of the soldiers.
The only weapons they had aside from 

rifles were a few hand grenades. At a com- 
’mand from a young captain they deployed 
in front of his house.

They were mostly young men and all 
very weary. Their faces were bearded, their

hair long. Uniforms that had once been 
natty and clean were tattered and filthy. 
And every one of them moved as though 
his body alone were alive, responsive to 
strings in the hands of a puppet master. 
They were, Peder thought, like men already 
dead.

At a command from the captain, five men 
broke from each end of the line and went 
into the woods. Peder watched them, but 
not too anxiously. They were not apt to 
find the oxen unless they followed the 
ravine down. No soldiers had fought from 
the ravine because it was too steep and 
a death trap. Other soldiers could shoot 
down from the edge of it. Even if the 
searchers looked into the ravine from the 
top, they probably wouldn’t find the oxen.

The young captain sat down, drew a 
pair of field glasses from inside his shirt, 
and peered back over the direction they 
had come from. After a bit he gave the 
glasses to a subordinate who, with a des
perate and rapt attention, sat peering 
through them. The captain came to the 
porch.

“I must advise you that there will soon 
be a fight here,” he said courteously. “You 
still have time to get to the rear.”

The war was the height of silliness to 
Peder. A man in the village had said that 
his country was fighting for justice and 
right. But when the invaders had broken 
through, a lieutenant who had stayed one 
night at Peder’s house had said that his 
country was fighting for the same things.

But Peder wasn’t thinking of that now. 
He was watching the captain’s hand. The 
thumb was hooked in his belt, and the fore 
and middle fingers were crossed just the 
way Peder’s son used to cross his fingers 
when he talked.

“I ’m sorry,” he said gravely. “Are many 
of the enemy coming?”

The captain shrugged.
“A flying force. Their objective is to 

blow up the munitions in the village. 
They’ll do it, too, unless we move troops 
up in time to get the ammunition out. Our 
mission is to hinder the enemy until this 
can be done.”
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“And can you hinder them?”
The captain shrugged again, and said 

wearily, “We will, of course, stop them for 
a while. But, as you see, we have only our 
'rifles and a few hand grenades.”

Peder wondered why they hadn’t brought 
more of the mysterious weapons with which 
war was fought nowadays, and thought that 
they probably hadn’t been able to. They 
could still run away and that, on the whole, 
was the wise thing to do.

With a little jerk of his head, the captain 
tossed the long hair away from his fore
head. More than once, when his son had 
been hot from labor in the fields, Peder 
had seen him do exactly the same thing in 
exactly the same way. His eyes strayed 
back to the thumb hooked in the captain’s 
belt and the crossed fingers. He warmed 
to the young officer.

Once, when his son had been a little 
boy, he had set out to build a dam in a 
small stream. But it had been following 
a period of heavy rains. As fast as his son 
placed the flimsy sticks, the current had 
swept them away. Grimly the little boy 
had kept on, and finally Peder had shown 
him how to brace the sticks with stones.

His son had been pleased and grateful, 
and Peder had been glad because he had 
helped his son. He said impulsively, 

“Would a tank help?”
“A tank?” the captain said dully. 

"Where are we going to get a tank?”
“I mean it,” Peder insisted. “There is 

a tank.”
“Old man,” the captain said, “ this is no 

time for nonsense.”
“But there is a tank,” Peder urged. “Let 

me show you.”
He took the captain to the ravine and 

showed him the tank. The captain ripped 
the leaves and canvas off, climbed down 
into the ravine, and opened the steel door. 
He came out, and started off running. 

“You wait here,” he directed Peder.

WHEN the captain came back, twenty 
of the forty-two men were with him. 
Some of them smiled, and all of them 

heaved mightily when the captain ordered

them down into the ravine to get the tank 
out.

But the tank would not move. All it 
did was slip a few inches sideways and 
settle back. The men kept heaving des
perately, as though they had hidden reser
voirs of strength that they could call into 
play at will.

So intent were they that they did not 
even hear one of the oxen low. Peder looked 
quickly at the captain’s face, but all he 
saw there was worry. The men worked with 
the fury of those who knew that having 
the tank might mean the difference between 
life and death for many of them.

Peder sensed what they thought. He had 
regarded soldiers ir an abstract light until 
he met the young captain who reminded 
him of his son. They were not people. They 
were robots who marched until they got 
shot or bayoneted, and then they were 
shapeless gray bundles who meant no more 
than a dead pig.

The forty-two young men had seemed 
the same way when they had first come 
to his house. But, somehow, these twenty 
were different. An army wasn’t a smooth, 
easily running machine. It, or at least what 
to Peder was an important part of it, was 
twenty men trying to lift a tank. An army 
was a cold and impassive thing, but these 
men were tired and desperate. If he helped 
them, surely they would not harm him.

He said to the captain, “I can get that 
tank out.”

The captain brushed him irritably aside, 
pointed down in tae ravine, and shouted 
directions.

Peder was scarcely noticed when he 
climbed down into the ravine and walked 
slowly to the white oxen. He was not 
afraid. All he wanted to do was a neigh
borly act. Such acls were naturally repaid 
in kind.

Surely, if he used the oxen to pull the 
tank, the soldiers would not harm the oxen 
or take them from him. He adjusted the 
yoke about their necks, and with a long 
chain trailing from the yoke, drove them 
up the ravine.

It was good to drive the oxen again, and
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they were glad to be driven after having 
been idle all winter. The young captain 
leaped down beside Peder when he saw 
him coming.

“Where did you get those?” he de
manded.

“They’ll pull the tank out,” Peder said 
instead of answering.

He drove them up the ravine to a low 
place, and turned them out there to guide 
them back along the edge. He fixed the 
chain to the front of tie  tank and shouted 
at the oxen.

With the men pushing behind, the tank 
moved. An inch at a time, then a foot at 
a time, and finally with a great heaving 
and rattling of stones, it came up out of 
the ravine. The young captain cast the 
chain from it as soon as it was up. He and 
one of the men began tinkering with the 
motor.

As Peder took the oxen back into the 
ravine, he heard the motor stutter into 
life. It was good he had covered it.

p E D E R  watched the fight from beside
-his house. It was dangerous, but he 

wanted to see what the young men were 
going to do. The enemy came in sight, a 
thin line of scattered figures. But there 
were more than a hundred of them.

Fifteen of the forty-two young men, 
crouching low, ran forward from the house 
and threw themselves flat. They began to 
shoot with their rifles, and here and there 
a figure dropped out of the enemy’s line. 
But the rest of the enemy came running 
forward, bayonets fixed.

They were almost on the fifteen when 
the rest of the forty-two came out of the 
woods in back of them and, dropping to 
their knees, began to shoot. The enemy 
line wavered a little. Before they had time 
to organize effectively against this peril 
at their backs, the tank came out of the 
woods.

The tank was a light one and very fast. 
Twin machine guns mounted in front of 
it were spitting. Peder saw the invaders 
drop their rifles as their knees buckled,

and before he really knew what was hap
pening, many of them were down. The rest 
dropped their rifles and raised their hands.

The tank came to a stop. Sweating and 
bedraggled, the young captain climbed out 
of it. Efficiently, snappily, he tallied up 
the prisoners and sent them toward the 
rear under guard. The wounded men were 
placed in the shade to await ambulances. 
The dead were left for sanitary details 
that would probably be the invader’s. 
Everything in order, the captain ap
proached Peder.

“Where are the oxen?” he asked.
Peder looked at him wearily. The cap

tain was no longer an individual, but a 
symbol of vast machine that would stop 
only when its own momentum carried it 
to destruction. The machine swept over 
the country, sucking into its hungry mouth 
everything it could use. It ignored only 
what it could not use, such as old men like 
himself.

“They’re in the ravine,” he said.
Long after the soldiers had gone, Peder 

broke ground with the mattock. The young 
captain appeared to have forgotten that not 
declaring the oxen was punishable by im
prisonment or death. Peder was grateful 
for that much.

The invaders would swarm over his farm 
again now that his own troops were in re
treat. Peder thought of them exactly as 
he would have thought of a plague of 
locusts, or a long drought that killed all his 
crops. He wondered if his own troops had 
been successful in removing the munitions 
from the village, and what difference it 
would make if they had.

He would miss the oxen, but within him 
was a great well of patience inherited from 
generations of soil-tilling ancestors. His 
time would come again. Long after all the 
soldiers had stopped shooting and all the 
captains had passed, there would still have 
to be men plowing their land with oxen. 
Peder was sure of it.

Maybe as soon a^ next year he would be 
able to get more oxen and plow all his 
land.



Minions of Mercury
By WILLIAM GRAY BEYER

A/fARK NEVIN, young twentieth-cen- 
tury engineer, is awakened after a 

six-thousand-year nap by O mega, a disem
bodied intelligence from the Moon, who is 
determined to start a new and finer race of 
humankind. During Mark’s long sleep great 
wars and pestilence have effaced the civili
zation he knew, and man has reverted to a 
primitive state.

Satisfied that Mark is the ideal candidate 
for the role of neo-Adam, Omega effects 
certain changes in his blood that give him 
superior strength and endurance and, hence, 
longevity. He also rouses dormant portions 
of Mark’s brain, giving him complete con
trol of the minds of others, and a more

limited control over inert matter. Through 
this latter faculty, for instance, Mark learns 
how to fly.

Mark falls in love with N ona and 
Omega approves hi s choice. So Nona is 
granted superior physical and mental pow
ers similar to Mark’s; and after a series of 
adventures in which the three of them wipe 
out the last remaining vestige of evil in 
the world, Mark and Nona settle down to 
twelve years of peace and security.

/"'VMEGA, however, on one of his regular 
tours of inspeciion of the Earth, dis

covers that all is not well with eightieth- 
century Detroit. The city is ruled by the 
tyrant V argo who has hypnotized his sub
jects into contentment with their lot.

In this, Vargo has been abetted by five 
scientists whom Vaigo has restored to life
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from previous generations. These men are 
worshipped as the Ancestors; and it is they 
who are responsible for the marked indus
trial and technical strides Detroit has taken 
from the semi-savagery which prevails all 
over the Earth.

Omega further discovers that Vargo plans 
to spread his doctrine of Happiness-Through- 
Hypnosis, by force if necessary; and is, in 
fact, about to launch on a war of conquest. 

So he sends for Mark. . . .

ARRIVING in Detroit, Mark quickly 
learns all the facts about the city. He 

has a brush with Vargo and comes off sec
ond-best; worse, he knows that the next 
time thev meet, Vargo will be prepared.

Mark falls in with T olon, one of the 
few unhypnotized inhabitants. Not obedient 
to Vargo’s regime, Tolon and seventy-odd 
others have become outlaws, thieves, al
though they are essentially honest men. 
Mark sees in them the nucleus for a rebel 
force that may help him destroy Vargo. He 
joins their band, and one of their number 
cleverly alters his appearance to that of a 
gray-haired old man, so that he may escape 
detection by Vargo’s men.

That night Mark invades the palace and 
meets J an T homas, one of the Ances
tors. Thomas tells him that Vargo holds the 
Ancestors under hypnotic control, and that 
not one of the five is in sympathy with his 
olans.

Mark breaks Vargo’s mental sway over 
Thomas, but before he can get in touch with 
any of the other four, an alarm is given. 
Promising to return and liberate the others, 
Mark flies back to the outlaws’ headquarters.

MEANWHILE, Nona, who has come 
to Detroit at Omega’s insistence, meets 

the girl Gladys, who has been carefully 
concealing the fact that Vargo’s hypnosis 
was never properly administered to her. 
Fearful that the slightest disobedience will 
instantly reveal her independent, unen
thralled mind, she has even married a drunk
en bully whom she loathes.

On Omega's suggestion, Gladys takes 
Nona out to show her the city. They are ac
costed by two men who wish to take them 
to a party—one a young nobleman by the 
name of Baron, who appears to be dis
tinctly in his cups; the other, Tolon, who 
frankly confesses he is a thief.

Suddenly Baron rouses from his pseudo- 
drunken stupor and takes the other three 
prisoner. Vargo has learned of the existence 
of the band of outlaws and the whole expedi
tion was a trap to catch Tolon. The girls 
might just as well go slong to prison too.

As they are led into the jail, they are ob
served by a passerby, who frowns. This is 
odd, since all citizens of Detroit have been 
hypnotized into approving the arrest of those 
who break Vargo’s laws. The prison door 
shuts, the frowner hesitates a moment, then 
hurries off into the darkness. . . .

CHAPTER XV

CHAPEAU BY VARGO

Tl/TARK’S mind was far from placid when 
he sought out Ira, leader of the 

thieves. As if he hadn’t had enough on his 
mind, Omega had given him a new worry. 
Cagily, be hadn’t displayed too strong an 
opposition to Omega’s plan, but he certainly 
didn’t think much of it, just the same.

If there was any possible way of solv
ing the problem without accepting Omega’s 
solution, he intended to find it.

Ira seemed pleased when Mark requested 
that they find a room where they could 
talk in private. He took Mark to his bed
room, assuring him that they wouldn’t be 
disturbed.

“Nobody’d ever think of looking for us 
here,” Ira said, chuckling. “I sleep in the 
daytime, and very little then.”

They sat at a small table, a bottle of 
excellent wine between them. A dim ceil
ing light on the other side of the room 
cast heavy shadows and illuminated only 
one side of their faces. Ira’s wide, bony 
features made that half take on a look of 
sinister strength, quite at variance with his 
appearance under a more even light.

For while Ira’s face depicted strength, 
there was nothing really sinister about it. 
His was a  calm, assured strength, unruffled 
and unyielding. His lips were wide, capable 
of portraying expression; yet seldom reveal
ing an emotion. Wideset gray eyes, imper
turbably calm, twinkled as they looked into 
Mark’s.

“That’s a fine set of whiskers you have 
there,” he observed. “Remarkable growth 
in so short a time.”

“I t’s a gift,” explained Mark. “I hope 
it doesn’t  spread to the ears.”

They talked, and Mark’s hazy plan began 
to take solid form as he learned more about
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the organization of the thieves. The fra
ternity which Ira headed was composed en
tirely of men who had gone through Vargo’s 
Vocation Board with a knowledge of its 
methods. Every man possessed a natural 
resistance against hypnotic suggestion, and 
also sufficient mental alertness to have been 
able to deceive the Board into thinking 
that he had responded to treatment.

Furthermore each man had rebelled, be
coming a thief rather than work at his as
signed profession in accordance with Var
go’s planned economy.

Most of them were fairly young men, 
only recently banded together, though there 
were some who had undergone the Vocation 
Board’s training many years ago, and were 
in their late forties. These older men had 
formed the earliest nucleus of the frater
nity.

There were few of them because in the 
beginning Vargo had done all of the hyp
notic conditioning himself. Few had the re
sistance to withstand him. It was only in 
more recent years that he had trained as
sistants to soften the subjects before he 
gave them a final treatment.

This latter system had given those with 
some natural resistance against hypnosis 
a chance to realize what was coming and 
to resist even Vargo’s great power. As a re
sult, the ranks of the thieves’ fraternity had 
begun to swell only in the last few years.

The brotherhood was held together, not 
only because of the need for mutual pro
tection, but because of a certain esprit de 
corps which had risen between them, by 
reason of the fact that they formed a class 
radically different from other men of De
troit. Out of a population of more than two 
million, they were almost the only ones in 
the city who were really free.

This distinction, carrying with it the 
necessity for secrecy, bound them together 
as nothing else could. A thief could talk 
to another thief with a knowledge that the 
other’s opinions and thoughts hadn’t been 
molded and conditioned by the hated 
Vargo. And when arguments arose the par 
ticipants became even closer to one another 
than they had been before.

For each knew that the other had ex
pressed his own thoughts, and had a per
fect right to them. Differences of opinion 
bound them closer instead of separating 
them. They were the recognized marks of 
free minds. Other citizens seldom expressed 
any thoughts which weren’t the direct re
sult of the hynotic influence under which 
they moved.

“TTAVE you mace no attempt to nullify 
any of the works of Vargo?” Mark 

asked. “Haven’t you tried to do something 
to stop this impending conquest?”

Ira spread his hands, helplessly. “We are 
few,” he pointed out. “Two million minds 
are intent on this war. They can’t be in
fluenced. To try would make us stand out 
like a damaged thumb. We’d be in jail in no 
time at all.”

“Sabotage?”
“A mosquito stinging an elephant. It 

wouldn’t be noticed.”
“The elephant’s hide is thick,” Mark 

agreed. “We’ll have to poison him. We’ll 
work on his vitals.”

Ira looked interested. “Don’t forget the 
minds of those two million,” he cautioned. 
“You could destroy all their guns, and 
thev’d still want to go out with knives and 
arrows.”

Mark nodded. “But as long as they’re 
preparing, we’ll have no trouble from that 
angle. The war car, be delayed. A final so
lution, of course, will have to provide for 
knocking the idea out of their minds. But 
until I can work that out, we’ll have to 
take steps to deh.y the war. And there 
aren’t many days to act.”

Hours went by as Mark’s plan was 
worked out between them in detail. Ira did 
most of the figuring, once the essentials 
were explained to him.

The plan was simple enough.
It was based or the sketchy nature of 

the army which wjis shortly to go forth to 
conquer the world. Vargo’s inexperience 

things military had provided the weak
spot.

caravan guards were the mainstay of 
the army. They were to be its officers; the
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prime movers in Detroit’s war of conquest.
The choice was natural, of course, for 

these men were hard-bitten fighters, who 
knew the tricks and habits of the nomads. 
They also knew the ch aracter of the land 
over which their army would move, and the 
facilities for defense possessed by the vari
ous cities they had visted. They were ad
mirably suited to the task of guiding the 
destinies of an army. What they lacked in 
strategy would be mors than made up by 
guns and numbers.

T )U T  they presented a weak spot, never- 
theless. They numbered less than two 

hundred. Remove them and the army be
came a body without a brain. Mark’s plan 
was to remove them.

He and Ira worked out the idea to per
fection. Quite a few members of the thieves’ 
fraternity had, like To Ion, come from the 
ranks of the caravan guards. They knew 
where their favorite recreation spots were 
located. Kidnaping the guards, or at least 
a large percentage of them, would be easy.

There were houses owned by the thieves 
which could be used to confine those who 
were captured, but Mark intended to make 
their imprisonment of short duration. As 
fast as the thieves brought in their cap
tives, Mark would erase the hypnotic sug
gestions of Vargo and replace them with 
ones of his own. The ca ravan guards would 
become members of his own band, whether 
they wanted to or not.

It wouldn’t suffice merely to free them 
of Vargo’s spell. There would be some 
among them who would still like the idea 
of a war. Fire would have to be fought with 
fire. And Mark no longer had any com
punction about exercising his power.

There would still be some of the 
younger nobles who were capable and ad
venturous enough to take part in the lead
ing of an army. Ira already knew of sev
eral such, and to try to capture them would 
be out of the question. But fortunately 
their number was small, nor were they suf
ficiently versed to take full command of 
an army, over the "type of country which 
was to be traversed.

Without the caravan guards to lead the 
army, the war would be delayed. A lengthy 
period of reorganization would be neces
sary, and during that time Mark hoped to 
be able to formulate a plan which would 
erase the desire from the minds of De
troit’s people.

As the night wore on, thief after thief 
stopped at headquarters to report, before 
proceeding to his separate home for a day’s 
rest. Ira collared them, one by one, and 
issued instructions. There would be a meet
ing in the late afternoon, and after dark 
the thieves would begin their task of 
rounding up the caravan guards.

Those of the fraternity who had for
merly been with the caravans spent most of 
the day in planning and preparation. Upon 
them fell the job of leading small parties 
to the various places where their quarry 
could be expected.

There were several favorite stamping 
grounds of the caravan guards, and most 
of them were admirably suited to the busi
ness of kidnaping. These men were like 
sailors in the respect that when they re
turned from hazardous journeys of long 
duration, most of their time was spent in 
having a glorious carouse. Few of them 
were married, for theirs was a bachelor’s 
business. They lived hard and they played 
hard.

Even now, when few caravans were being 
sent out because of the impending war, the 
guards considered that moment poorly spent 
which found them completely sober when 
there was opportunity to be otherwise. 
Cabarets of the noisier sort were doing a 
rushing business.

Twice, even before darkness had arrived, 
caravan guards were brought into head
quarters by old friends who were now mem
bers of the fraternity. Each time, the guard 
in question was hilariously drunk, and sup
posed that he was being guided to a place 
where liquor was plentiful and the girls 
agreeable. Mark worked on them immedi
ately, and the fraternity increased by two. 
Vargo’s army accordingly lost two hard-hit
ting and cagey officers.

Night came, and several more trickled in.
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Force was required only once. More than 
twenty were duly operated upon by Mark’s 
counter-suggestion. Then there came a lull. 
Almost an hour went by with no new 
arrivals.

“I have a little business to attend to,” 
Mark told Ira. “You can hold any others 
who come in until I return.”

Ira, so pleased with the way their plan 
was working that he was actually grinning, 
promised to take care of things himself 
until Mark got back.

TT1GH over the roof tops, Mark sped to- 
ward the palace. His “little business” 

involved the second portion of his plan 
Jan Thomas had a part in it. as well as the 
rest of the Ancestors. With their help he 
could strike directly at Vargo, no matter 
how well he was protected and guarded. 
Vargo would never suspect that his own 
tools were being used against him.

Mark perched briefly on the window- 
ledge of Thomas’ room, then floated across 
the ceiling toward the light switch. Reach
ing it he paused for a second before turn
ing it on. There was something wrong, he 
instinctively knew, yet he couldn’t place it

There was no sound, except for the gen- 
fle snores which sounded from the position 
which he knew the bed occupied. That was 
all right

Or was it? Abruptly he knew it wasn’t. 
His last words with Thomas had been that 
he would be back again tonight. Why then 
wasn't Thomas awake and waiting for him?

Alert and ready to act instantaneously. 
Mark snapped the switch. But apparently 
there was nothing wrong. The room was un- 
"ccupied except for the sleeping Thomas. 
Mark looked at the sleeping man. then 
dashed to his side and shook him.

Jan Thomas opened his eyes, alarm in 
his expression. Alarm, but no recognition!

His face looked pinched because of a 
peculiar night-cap he was wearing. The 
thing fitted tightly over his skull and cov
ered the back and both sides of his head. 
Gathered tightly around his neck, it ter
minated in a wide, elastic collar which fit 
snugly under the chin. It was this con

trivance which had caused Mark to awaken
the man so roughly.

Before Mark could act to prevent it, Jan 
Thomas reached up and pulled a cord which 
was fastened to the head-board of the bed 
The raucous whine of a siren split the night 
with its terrifying wail. As the sound was 
augmented by that of running feet in the 
corridor outside, Thomas struck feebly, but 
persistently, at Mark’s face. The sound- 
of approaching feet converged at the do<v 
of the room.

Without hesitation Mark snatched up 
Jan Thomas bodily and slung him over a 
shoulder. The futile thumps of Thomas' 
fists on his back didn’t slow him in the least 
as he made for the window.

A second was lost in maneuvering his 
burden out of the window. In that second 
the door burst inward. Bullets smacked 
against the frame of the window, and sev
eral others whizzed past his head.

Mark felt a momentary burning sensa
tion along the skin of a thigh as he cast 
himself outward, bi t paid it no heed. His 
greatest fear was that one of the bullet' 
had found a resting place in the body of 
Jan Thomas.

For a breath-taking hundred feet Mark 
and Thomas dropped toward the ground 
Then, with scarcely twenty feet to spare, 
they swooped out of the fall and spied 
through the grove of trees, gaining altitude 
as they went

Thomas kept up his incessant hammer
ing, which made i: pretty clear that he 
hadn’t been hit by any of the flying bul
lets. The scratch on his own thigh, Mark 
knew, was already healed. But Thomas 
didn’t have any of the remarkable blood 
which healed wounds almost as soon as 
they happened.

High above the city, Mark halted his 
mad flight. He twisted Thomas around in 
front of him and gave him the full blast 
of his hypnosis wave. Thomas only reached 
out with an intended haymaker and landed 
on his nose.

Abruptly Mark realized what was wrong. 
The night-cap w;is a shield! Holding 
Thomas with one hand, he ripped it off.
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The futile pummelmg ceased immediately.
Jan Thomas was seized with a fit of 

trembling as he looked down at the city.
“Imagine you’re in an airplane,” sug

gested Mark. “Papa won’t let you down . . .  
What happened?”

CHAPTER. XVI

PLAN FOR PULLING TEETH

'T'HOMAS forced himself to look up.
“Vargo must have guessed. As soon as 

the search for you ended—zingo! He 
shoved all five of us into a hypnotic trance. 
I was the last and he must have discovered 
that you had released me from his influ
ence. I don’t know anything after that. 
Only that when I woke up it seemed urgent 
that I pull that cord.”

But Mark knew how to get the informa
tion he sought. It was locked in Thomas’ 
subconscious, whether he knew it or not. 
And Mark found it quickly.

When Bach had told Vargo that some
one had tried to gain entrance at his win
dow, Vargo knew that the only man who 
could have been the:-e was Mark. He 
guessed why, and investigated to find if 
Mark had already reached any of his An
cestors.

Thomas, unwittingly, had told him. 
Vargo had then placed Thomas in a state 
of hypnotic sleep and left him in his bed 
to provide a trap when Mark returned. 
He had impressed only one suggestion; 
that Thomas pull the cord if anyone at
tempted to arouse him Of the helmet, 
Thomas knew nothing.

Mark guessed that the thing had been 
devised by one of the other Ancestors, at 
Vargo’s direction. Work had probably been 
started on it the instant that Vargo was 
aware that there existed a greater hypnotic 
power than his own. And Mark had shown 
him that, the previous afternoon.

By now there were probably several of 
the gadgets, inasmuch as Vargo was warned 
that Mark intended to strike at him 
through the Ancestors. It was conceivable 
that he would have all the palace attend
ants equipped with then.

Mark examined the thing and found it 
to consist of an extremely fine wire mesh, 
woven as a lining to the cloth exterior of 
the helmet. At a glance he couldn’t tell 
what metal had been used, but guessed that 
it was lead. Whatever it was, it had effec
tually screened his hypnosis wave.

Once more his plans went aglimmering. 
His greatest weapon was nullified by the 
existence of the screen. Morosely he car
ried Jan Thomas to the thieves’ headquar
ters.

Several more caravan guards had been 
brought in during his absence. He treated 
them without enthusiasm. There was now 
a total of forty-two of the emancipated 
guards, and more were coming in. Before 
long Vargo’s army would be practically be
reft of officers.

But the measure was at best temporary.
The war would be delayed, but not called

o f f .

Nor would the postponement be of great 
duration, either. Vargo was resourceful and 
it wouldn’t take him long to realize that 
there was another class of men who were 
conversant with the ways of the nomads 
and thoroughly familiar with the layouts 
of the various cities on the conquest list.

Caravan guards weren’t the only ones 
who had traveled to the lands which must 
be conquered. Every caravan carried a host 
of porters, laborers and ox-drivers. On oc
casion many of these were fighters as well.

And even those who had never been 
called upon to bear weapons in protection 
of their caravans, had observed the methods 
of the regular guards. They were also fa
miliar with the characteristics of the trails, 
and would know how to avoid ambushes. 
And they were familiar with the defenses of 
other cities.

It would be only a matter of days be
fore they would be pressed into service, 
and trained for the job of directing the 
army.

TTHE night wore on, and in the intervals 
between the treating of new arrivals, 

Mark studied the problem of working out 
a complete plan for the frustration of
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Vargo’s dream of conquest. He wracked 
his brain thoroughly.

And having had no little practice in 
wracking, he eventually devised a plan. At 
first glance, the difficulties attending its ac
complishment made it appear useless and 
impractical. But he went on with it just 
the same.

The afternoon before he had kicked him
self for passing up the opportunity to oper
ate hypnotically on Vargo himself. Well— 
it was still an idea, and he worked it in. Of 
course, that was one of the things which 
made his plan slightly on the impractical 
side, especially now that Vargo had a screen 
against hypnotism.

Mark remembered that he had conceived 
the thought after it was too late to put it 
into pracice. The recollection had brought 
to mind the fact that such a course of action 
wouldn't be so simple as it had first ap
peared.

From a purely academic standpoint he 
considered its difficulties. In the first place 
Vargo had accomplished his subjugation 
of the citizens of Detroit over a period of 
thirty years. It would take almost as long 
to unhypnotize the same people.

And he doubted that Vargo would live 
that long, even if he were able to make 
Vargo suddenly want to undo his life’s 
work.

In the second place, some of the hyp
notic suggestions which Vargo had im
pressed would cause disaster if erased. You 
couldn’t dehypnotize a man who had been 
happily engaged in a certain occupation 
for a number of years and let him realize 
that he had no consuming passion for that 
kind of work.

Cases like that would have to be handled 
carefully. For those who got their only fun 
out of manufacturing war materials, a sub
stitute suggestion would have to be made— 
such as the delightfulness of making bridges 
or whipping up batches of insect spray. 
Otherwise a host of people would be left 
ambitionless and without any driving urge 
to live.

These things would take some time, of 
course, but Mark did solve the problem of

removing the insane desire for a war of
conquest.

And what a problem! Hypnotic sugges
tion was impressed on a timid mind by 
verbally repeating the desired suggestion 
So-o—it was going to take plenty of time 
even to begin to undo the things that Vargo 
had accomplished over such an extended 
period. Verbal counter-suggestions would 
have to be given individually to each per
son who had been hypnotized.

Nice and easy, like pulling one tooth 
after another.

That, Mark knew, was what he would 
have to do if he tackled the job himself. 
And, reflecting dourly on such a state of 
affairs, he had an idea. It was, he told him
self, a pushover. But perfect!

The thing was tai or-made. When Tolon 
went before the Voca tion Board, Vargo had 
dwelt upon the suggestion that Tolon must 
believe that he was a. wise and benign ruler 
and was therefore ;o be obeyed without 
question henceforth and forevermore. The 
clue was right there:

Almost the entire population of Detroit 
would react immedia tely and obediently to 
the voice of Vargo!

Mark remembered how much had* been 
accomplished in his own day by certain 
European dictators, who used the hysterical 
qualities of their voices without even pos
sessing the gift of hypnotic power. RadioI 
A science in which Mark was an expert, 
and with which he could force Vargo to 
tell his people that war was no longer to be 
desired.

All he had to do was re-invent it.

/COMPLETELY ignoring the fact that he 
^  must first hyprotize Vargo and make 
him really the selfless individual he pre
ferred to be, Mark asked Ira to call in some 
electrical experts.

“At this time of night?” Ira exclaimed.
Mark nodded. “ Rout them out of bed.” 

he ordered. “Pick men who have authority 
in the plants where they are employed. 
And be ready to sign a lot of checks. I ’m 
liable to bankrupt the fraternity before 
the night’s over. Bi t I ’ll make you rich as
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a result. Detroit is going to have a new in
dustry.

Mark didn’t wait for the experts to ar
rive. He called for paper and drawing pen
cils, and went to work. Under his practiced 
hand plans began to tike shape. He filled 
sheet after sheet of pajjer with detailed in
structions on the construction of various 
items which go into tie  manufacture of a 
radio broadcasting station and a receiving 
set.

His memory went back six thousand 
years for the desired information, but in 
a matter of a few hours he was finished.

Long before the task was completed, the 
experts arrived and were immediately 
placed in an hypnotic trance. Mark trained 
their minds in this state far more easily 
than he could have done if they were con
scious. Each fact that he taught them would 
be immediately available when it was 
needed.

Also was impressed the desire for secrecy 
in the manufacture and fabrication of the 
finished product. Co-workers of the various 
experts must be made to believe that the 
strange articles which each expert would 
develop in his laboratory were designed 
for different purposes altogether. Each man 
left with his plans and plenty of money 
to cover expenses, fully educated for his 
task.

Work was to be started immediately. A 
broadcasting outfit of moderate power 
would be in operation in less than two 
weeks. A hundred receivers would be ready 
for installation in halls and meeting places. 
The people of Detroit would soon hear from 
Vargo himself that wa- was no longer de
sirable, that there were other methods of 
lifting the rest of the world to Detroit’s cul
tural status.

That heroic task completed, Mark all of 
a sudden felt considerably deflated. He had 
started the ball a-rol ing; a ball which 
promised to bounce off the stone wall of 
Vargo’s impregnability And there was no 
sense in trying to plan z, way past the man’s 
defenses. Any plan he might devise had too 
many jokers in it.

There were too many ways in which

Vargo might circumvent anything he might 
think up. Attack by way of The Ancestors 
was out. Similarly it might be useless to 
show himself at the palace. He already had 
sufficient proof that Vargo had ordered 
him shot on sight. . . .

Mark suddenly remembered that he 
didn’t look quite the same as the fellow 
who had first aroused the dictator’s ire. 
Vargo had ordered a bronzed young man 
with a winged helmet shot on sight. Then 
he had shown up at the palace as an old 
man. Vargo had forced that from the mind 
of Jan Thomas. And he had ordered the 
old man shot.

Suppose he assumed a new disguise?
Mark growled suddenly, remembering 

the helmets. Then abruptly he cast the 
whole subject from his mind, realizing that 
when the time came he would have to meet 
a set of conditions which couldn’t be 
planned for now. He would probably have 
to organize a battalion from the member
ship of the thieves’ fraternity, and take the 
palace by storm. His mind, momentarily 
unoccupied, reverted to more personal prob
lems.

Omega—that blasted, meddling, lovable 
old remnant of a disfranchised spider. . .

CHAPTER XVII

l e t ’s go t o  p r is o n

TT IS  eye fell upon the slight form of the 
one Ancestor he had managed to free. 

Jan Thomas, refreshed from an entire day 
and night of sleep, was busily chatting with 
a pair of the older thieves. In them, it 
seemed, he had found kindred souls.

Both had been technicians, before they 
had joined the fraternity, and still were 
intensely interested in scientific research. 
One of them was a chemist; the other a 
biologist who had once had a hand in the 
growth ray’s early development. The lat
ter was responsible for the perfection of the 
nutrition solutions which were constantly 
fed to the abnormally fast-maturing vege
tation.

Mark walked over to the three and lis
tened for a few minutes. They were talking
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over plans whereby they would collaborate 
on some obscure research in which all three 
were interested. It gave Mark an idea.

“Wait a minute,” he interrupted. “I ’ve 
got a job for you. Especially you, Thomas. 
Get a syringe. I want to give you a sam
ple of my blood to work on."

Ira, Jan Thomas and the two old men 
gasped in unison as the glass tube of the 
syringe slowly filled itself with his blood.

“Duplicate that,” said Mark. “Find a 
liquid which, when injected into the veins 
of a healthy animal, will cause its blood to 
become like mine. Experiment on animals 
only, and let me know the instant you 
achieve success. Don’t use it on a human 
being. I must first test the animal which 
you have changed.”

To be certain that his orders would be 
obeyed. Mark once more used his power. 
Jan Thomas and the two old men would be 
unable to do other than obey. Ira watched 
and listened as he repeated the order. He 
was impressed by the repetition, but didn’t 
realize that the three were under Mark’s 
hypnotic wave. Even as Mark released 
them, Ira was none the wiser.

“What is its particular value?” he asked 
—“other than the value of ordinary red 
blood?”

For answer Mark took a dagger and 
sliced deeply into the flesh of his arm. A 
smear of blue blood appeared—and then 
the wound healed, leaving no trace. Ira’s 
eyes betrayed his astonishment.

“ If they succeed,” Mark said, “certain 
worthy ones will be injected. I t has other 
valuable properties as well.”

Mark sat down at a table and dismissed 
the entire contents of the room from his 
consciousness. He wanted to think; to think 
more deeply than he had done for some 
time. Ira, several of the new converts, and 
a half dozen of the older members of the 
fraternity were present, but he cast them 
completely out of his mind.

He had made an initial step in a course 
of procedure which would have never oc
curred to him under other circumstances. 
Inwardly, the thought of his own temerity 
made him cringe with apprehension.

/^\MEGA had been his guiding angel 
^  since the moment of his awakening, 
and it wasn’t easy suddenly to take a course 
completely at variance with the omniscient 
being’s wish. He was knowingly running 
counter to the desire of one who could 
destroy him in an instant. Destroy the 
whole earth, for that matter.

It was like flying in the face of a god 
more mighty than Jupiter. Except that in
stead of a legendary deity, of doubtful 
potency, and only rumored authenticity, 
Mark was contemplating the defiance of 
a very real entity, one of proven and ade
quately demonstrated power.

Mark thought. He thought, because it 
wasn’t too late to back out of his decision. 
He could easily stop the three scientists 
from analyzing the sample of his blood. 
He could erase the memory of it from their 
minds, and Ira’s as well. And as he thought, 
he became more apprehensive as to the re
action of the unpredictable Omega.

Omega liked him. But he liked Mark 
because he thought Mark was considerably 
different from the average, emotion-ridden 
human. He had revived him because Mark 
was a man of logic, as well as a man of 
good character. Omega had always insisted 
that emotion was £.11 right in its place, but 
that its place was subordinate to cold, 
rational logic. Where the two conflicted 
there was no room for compromise.

Mark knew thal 'he was right, and yet 
he was human enough to refuse to apply the 
rule in his own case. And there, he greatly 
feared, was a point where Omega might 
forget that he liked Mark.

Mark might be placing himself, in 
Omega’s mind, as just another human: 
worthy of sublime contempt, and to be 
treated accordingly.

And “accordingly” might take on some 
obnoxious forms. For Omega had a peculiar 
sense of humor, as Mark well knew. When 
he found that his pet plan for populating 
the earth with the superior descendants of 
Mark and Nona, had been tampered with— 
indeed, wrecked completely—it was hard 
to say what he might not do.

Mark might find himself transformed
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permanently and irrcvokably into a loath- 
some reptile. Most anything could happen, 
and probably would.

Mark suddenly jumped to his feet and 
laughed. Let Omega fry! He liked the old 
duffer and valued his friendship. But Mark 
was a man, and a man had to stand on his 
own feet, come what may. He’d go through 
with it.

If the scientists succeeded in duplicating 
his blood, he’d inject it into quite a few 
people before he turned up his toes. He’d 
be careful and pick cut only those he knew 
had few vicious instincts, and then hope 
for the best.

And unless he wis very much wrong, 
it would come out £.11 right.

A T THAT momeni. the outer door opened 
and another caravan guard was 

brought in, this ore feet first. He was 
either very intoxicated or one of the boys 
had massaged his scalp with a club-

“What’s the score’” he asked Ira.
“One hundred and four,” was the pleased 

answer.
“Any casualties on our side?”
Ira hesitated. “No,” he answered. ‘‘Not 

tonight. Though a couple were bunged up a 
bit. Last night, however, Tolon was cap
tured.”

“Tolon!” Mark exclaimed. “Why didn’t 
you tell me?”

“I didn’t know it until just now,” Ira 
said. “While you were sitting there, one of 
our men came in, pretty much the worse 
for wear. He’d gotten in a fight last night 
and spent the day recovering his senses. 
He just remembered that before he got 
in the fight, he saw Tolon taken into the 
private prison of the nobles.”

“Where is he?”
Ira led Mark to one of the bedrooms. 

He saw the pain-wracked body of a wiz
ened, middle-aged man writhing on the bed. 
His eyes were wild with the delusions of 
fever and weakness.

“He’s injured badly,” Ira said. “I ’ve sent 
for a doctor, one of our own men.”

Mark bent over the man and looked in 
bis eyes. Immediately he became still, and

the pained look left his face. Across hi1 
forehead was a jagged cut, its edges in 
flamed and swollen.

Mark passed a hand over the cut and 
held it there for a few seconds. The in 
flamed condition indicated that infectioi 
had set in, and Mark knew that his hand 
would kill the germs which caused it 
Omega had once told him that the radio 
activity of his blood sent emanations for 
several inches outside his body, and were 
sure death to any micro-organism they 
touched.

He had used this quality many times in 
the past dozen years to heal the untended 
wounds of the hardy Vikings, who wer< 
inclined to ignore any injury which left 
them with all limbs intact.

The man’s eyes opened and the light of 
sanity returned to them.

“Take it easy, fellow,” said Mark, sooth
ingly. “Tell me what you saw last night 
if you feel strong enough.”

The man cleared his throat and began 
His voice was weak and rasping at first 
but gained strength as he went on.

“The nobles’ prison,” he said. “Where 
they take the ones who work against Varg > 
—the ones who aren’t hypnotized. Den'- 
Baron and another man had them covered 
with guns. I waited down the street but 
they didn’t come out while I was there.

“They?” asked Mark. “Was someone be
sides Tolon captured?”

“Two women. Girls, rather. Both beauti
ful. The nobles will keep them, but you’d 
better send after Tolon. He’s the third 
to go in there in the last week and the 
others didn’t come out.”

Mark turned to Ira, who looked decid 
edly grave. “What is this nobles’ prison? 
he asked.

“We can’t touch it,” said Ira. “We’ve 
never been able to get a man out of it. The 
nobles use it for special captives who rebel 
against the dictates of Vargo. Ordinary 
offenses are dealt with in the regular police 
courts, but the ones who go to the nobles 
prison are never heard from again. They 
get no trial at all.”

“Where is it?”
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“Not far from the palace,” Ira replied.
“They say there’s a passage between the 
two. The belief is that Vargo himself im
poses sentence on any captives who are 
taken there. Poor Tolon. He was one of our 
best men. Always cheerful, and a demon in 
a fight.”

Mark scratched his chin. “I don’t  like 
the way you used the past tense,” he said. 
“I ’d rather use the present when referring 
to Tolon. Take me to this prison, while 
it’s still dark.”

CHAPTER XVIII

BLACKOUT FOR AN OLDSTER

\  THIN crescent of a moon was just 
setting in the west. In the east there 

was a faint lightening of the sky which 
would spread and increase in brightness 
as the seconds advanced. Mark knew that 
his time was limited when he sent his guide 
back to headquarters and soared toward 
the upper windows of the prison.

Accordingly he paid little attention to 
the noise he made as he wrenched at the 
bars of a window high up on the sheer face 
of the prison’s western wall. Dimly, he 
could see a long gloomy corridor, only 
faintly visible by the glow which entered 
a similar window at its other end.

That window looked out toward the east, 
and the heightening of the light made him 
increase his efforts with the stubborn bars.

Finally, with a savage burst which almost 
pulled the skin from his hands, he wrenched 
them from their sockets, tearing loose hand
fuls of powdered concrete in the process.

He lowered himself into the corridor, 
dropping the last few feet to the stone 
floor. His sandals made a swift patter as 
he sped along looking for a staircase to 
the lower floors. There were cells in this 
corridor, but none was occupied. He 
guessed that this was an unused floor, prob
ably out of service since Vargo’s rise. It 
looked like an ancient place, probably once 
well populated.

But if, as Ira had said, it was only used 
for rebels against the authority of Vargo, 
there wouldn’t be many occupants in the

palace. There couldn’ : be many rebels, for 
one doesn’t  rebel when under the influence 
of hypnotism.

The lower floor of the building was win
dowless, Mark had ncted, and it was there 
that he would find Tolon.

There was a stair entrance in the middle 
of the corridor. Mark passed it once with
out seeing it, for its door was the same 
as the ones which led into the cells. Fortu
nately it wasn’t locked, and he saved the 
minutes he would have had to use in 
forcing it. It creaked protestingly as he 
swung it aside. He swore silently and hoped 
the sound couldn't be heard below.

THHE stairway woind down in short 
A flights, a barred door at each landing. 

Mark’s quiet profanity attained new 
heights as each of ths doors made known 
its objection to bein» moved. The noise 
couldn’t be helped, however, and seconds 
were precious.

He moved down the last flight and was 
relieved to see a stone door at the bottom. 
A crack of light shone on the floor beneath 
it. If the sounds had been heard, he rea
soned, someone would be opening that door 
to investigate. The fact that it was shut 
was a good sign.

Gropingly he fumoled for a knob or 
latch. The chances were against the door’s 
being unlocked, but he hoped for the best. 
He hadn’t thought to provide himself with 
a gun or anything which could be used as 
a tool to batter away a lock.

But as he groped he remembered the bars 
he had left on the floor beneath the forced 
window. One of them would make a good 
crowbar. On the other hand, it would make 
a lot of noise as well

If the thing was locked, he might as well 
knock and demand entrance, trusting to 
luck and hypnotism from that point on.

His hand found the latch. The door was 
unlocked.

Cautiously he opened it, an inch at a 
time. This door was apparently resigned to 
being moved, for it made no protest. The 
crack at the bottom became wider, as he 
pulled the door toward him. Electricity
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made that light, which meant that there 
were guards in the room beyond. An electric 
light wouldn’t be left burning for the 
prisoners.

Mark peered through the crack he had 
made. A blank wall met his gaze. A little 
further . . . The edge of a cell door came 
into view. The light came from a point to 
the left, out of his line of vision. That’s 
where the guards would be. A light cough 
from that direction cor firmed his guess.

A little more . . .  He could now see 
almost half of the cell door. Tolon might 
be back of that door! As soon as the stone 
portal moved enough fcr him to get through 
and see the guard, or g jards, he would step 
forth without warning and hypnotize them 
on the spot. They mustn’t get a chance to 
draw their pistols.

Suddenly the stone door let out a shriek 
of outraged, rusty hinges. As if the sound 
had touched off a sprirg, Mark leaped into 
the room, turning to face the direction from 
which the cough had come.

But he didn’t complete the maneuver. 
His eyes passed fleetingly across the door 
of the cell he had be in seeing, and then 
stopped abruptly, shocked by the sight they 
saw! In the cell was a vision of loveli
ness . . .

“Nona!” gasped Mark—and pitched to 
the floor.

TTIS eyes had never reached the guard 
who had stood motionless, gun in 

hand, watching the slowly moving stone 
door. His ears hadn’t been quick enough 
to catch the sound of the shot, nor the 
whine of the bullet that struck him down.

Nona bit at her knuckles as she watched 
the guard turn Mark over with a foot. 
For a second she thought . . .

But no, it was an old man who lay 
there on the floor. His skin was white, and 
less than five days ago she had seen the 
deep tan of her husband.

She had been sleeping on the cot against 
the wall when the shot had rung out. She 
must have dreamed chat she had heard 
Mark’s voice, the instant before the shot 
had awakened her.

Mark’s hair was an unruly chestnut, and 
he was clean shaven. This poor old fellow 
was snow white and had a beard that must 
have taken years of loving care to nurture 
to its present magnificent proportions.

She calmed herself when she became 
thoroughly convinced that the man on the 
floor wasn’t Mark. Then abruptly she was 
furious as the guard callously dragged the 
inert body across the floor and dumped 
it in an unoccupied cell.

“Aren’t you going to help him?” she 
yelled. “Call a doctor!”

The guard looked at her quizzically, then 
carefully spat on the floor. “Take it easy, 
lady,” he admonished. “He’s dead. And 
if he ain’t he’d better be. People don’t go 
busting into Vargo’s jails and then live 
to brag about it.”

“A fine thing!” said Nona tartly. “How 
do you know he wasn’t lost? The least you 
can do is report it; Vargo will tear your 
ears off if you don’t.”

The guard laughed. “Lost!” he scoffed. 
“How could he get in here, if he was just 
lost . . . Say! How did he get in here any
way? There’s nothing back of that door 
but—”

The guard exploded into sudden activity. 
He peered into the cell where he had placed 
the old man, then slammed the cell door, 
locking it. Then he glanced up and down 
the cell corridor, as if to make certain 
that everything was all right. Next he dis
appeared through the stone door which 
led upstairs.

A clamor came from the other end of 
the corridor. Gladys wanted to know what 
had happened. Tolon was also curious. A 
thief by the name of Forney added a feeble 
voice to the demands for information. Nona 
obliged.

Forney had been in the prison for several 
days and his voice was weak, because he 
hadn’t been fed. When he became weak 
enough, Vargo would work on him. A simi
lar fate awaited Tolon. Vargo had failed 
to get any information from him by hypno
tism, for he had been fully prepared to 
resist and had resisted.

Torture was next on the program,



76 ARGOSY

though it had always failed in the past, and 
would fail again. The members of the 
fraternity were tough people.

A LTHOUGH1 Forney had little to console 
him in his imprisonment, Tolon was 

finding a certain enjoyment in the state. 
His cell was directly across from that of 
Gladys, and' Gladys wasn’t hard' to look at.

He liked the shy way she looked across 
at him, especially when he caught her at 
it. The faint blush which had several times 
appeared in her cheeks when she glanced 
his way and found him intently admiring 
her, delighted’ him.

Nor was he greatly concerned or worried 
about coming events. He had been in quite 
a few tight places in his career, and had 
always come out with a whole skin. There 
was a certain ever-present buoyancy about 
Tolon’s nature which made it impossible 
for him to conceive of disaster before it 
actually struck him.

It was more than likely, he figured, that 
when they took him out of the cell to tor
ture him he would get a chance to turn 
the tables and escape, taking the others 
with him.

Sound of the guard’s footsteps dimin
ished in the distance as he trotted to the 
upper floors. But with theiT cessation, the 
prisoners became aware that other foot
steps were nearing. They made a hollow 
sound, as if echoing against the walls 
of a narrow corridor. They paused and 
there came the sound of a massive iron 
lock clinking over its tumblers. A faint 
rasping of unoiled hinges followed.

A new figure appeared in the cell cor
ridor. It was Dene Baron. Nona raised a 
clamor without delay, shaking the iron door 
of her cell.

“Quiet!” snapped Baron.
“I won’t! ” returned Nona. “See what you 

can do for that old man in the next cell. 
The guard shot him. Do something!’

Baron looked surprised, but went to look 
in the next cell. The white-haired figure lay 
limply on the flbor. There was a streak of 
blue, dried and matted, in the center of the 
scalp. Baron reached fbr the ring of keys

hanging on the opposite watt of the cor
ridor, and fumbled with the lock.

“Where’s the guard?” he asked.
“He went upstairs to see how the old 

man got in,” Nona told him.
Baron hesitated, before opening the cell 

door, and looked extremely thoughtful. 
The three lower floors were windowless, 
he knew. A ladder w;is out of the question. 
The lowest windows were entirely too high 
for that. No buildings adjoined the prison, 
and therefore no access could be had from 
other roofs. The only outside door to the 
prison was impregnable. And the passage 
to the palace was securely locked. That left 
—nothing!

Dene Baron looked carefully at the su
pine figure on the cell floor. There was no 
discernible breath. Strands of the white 
whiskers had fallen across the lips, and 
they were motionless. The man was dead. 
There wasn’t a doubt of that. But—was 
this the same man?

Dene Baron was ns fool, and in any case 
two and two invariably added to four. Only 
a bird could have gained entrance to the 
prison through the upper floors. And while 
the man may have been here for some time, 
and had hidden on the upper floors, he still 
couldn’t have come in through the front 
door or the passageway.

That left the windows, through which 
a bird might have down. Or a man who 
could fly like a bird!

Baron had never seen such a man, but 
he had heard of one. A young man, bronzed, 
and wearing a winged helmet. Like a pic
ture he had once seen of an ancient god 
called Mercury. But such a man could be 
disguised. He must fnd out.

O TILL keeping a wary eye on the corpse. 
^  he unlocked the door. For while Baron 
was no fool, he did have a streak of super
stition in his make-up. Millions of people 
had once worshiped gods of various sorts. 
There might be something to it. The story 
he had heard of the man who flew, cer
tainly sounded like it.

And if he could fly, maybe he could do 
other things. Possibly he didn’t breathe
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air like men. What nonsense! The guard 
had shot him and brought him down. A 
god wouldn’t be brought down by a bullet 
Gods were immortal.

With renewed confidence Baron strode to 
the side of the old man. He leaned over, 
looking for a wound, and also for signs of 
,i disguise. Suddenly he tried to jump back, 
but was too late by a wide margin.

Fingers of tempered steel found his 
throat and throttled him. Eyes, burning 
with a wild intensity, bored into his. 
Frantically he pounded at the body of the 
old man, but felt himself getting weaker, 
moment by moment. Eventually he went 
'imp and the finders et him drop, lifeless, 
'o the floor.

“Is he alive?” called Nona.
She was startled to see the aged man 

merge into the corridor, staggering slightly 
and shaking his head with an expression 
of bewilderment on his fine old face. Dene 
Baron didn’t reappear The old man peered 
at her uncertainly and shook his head 
again.

He walked, touching the sides of the 
orridor to keep his ba'ance, toward the 

other cells. Then he seemed surprised to 
rnd a few of them occupied He looked 
it Tolon and Gladys then finally at For 
:iey, but made no attempt to release them

Tolon watched the old man, a puzzled 
xpression on his face The aged figure was 

faintly familiar, but he couldn’t quite place 
it. Long, white beard, hollow cheeks . . 
He finally gave it up, deciding that the 
old fellow must resemble someone he had 
-een.

“Say, old man,” he called. “Suppose you 
get that bunch of keys and unlock these 
doors.”

The old man turned back at the sound 
of the voice, and crouched warily, but made 
no sign that he had understood. Finally de
ciding that no harm could come from the 
man behind the iron door, he relaxed and 
came erect. Then he crouched again, at the 
sound of footsteps coming from the direc
tion of the stone door. When he identified 
the source, he quietly placed himself beside 
the doorway and waited.

r-onm̂ d to have regained more con
trol of his legs, for he had walked to his 

with a degree of cer
tainty, no longer requiring a steadying 
hand on the wall.

The footsteps came nearer and the old 
man tensed. The guard stepped forth from 
the doorway, and again the steel fingers 
sank into a soft throat. This time they 
didn’t choke, slowly and thoroughly, as 
they had with Baron. The thumbs dug into 
the back of the neck and the fingers raised, 
forcing the chin up. It was a sudden twist
ing motion, and the guard’s feet raised 
off the floor for an instant. Then the neck 
snapped, and the body became limp.

The old man held the body for a minute, 
the toes barely touching the stone floor. 
Then he cast it down, his eyes again burn
ing wildly. Like a trapped animal he looked 
up and down the corridor, then strode 
swiftly toward one end of it.

The heavy door to the street seemed 
to baffle thim, though its latch was a simple 
one. He turned back and stopped at Nona’s 
cell. Wondering vaguely why she shrank 
back at his approach, he marveled at her 
lithe body.

T T E  SUDDENLY decided that he wanted 
this beautiful creature. He didn't 

know why—he just wanted her. He frowned 
at the bars of the door which separated 
them. Grasping them, he shook. They 
rattled with a loud clatter. The sound 
scared him and he stepped back, snarling. 
But when the door showed no sign of at
tacking him, he gingerly approached it 
again.

Suddenly taking a bar in each hand, he 
pulled, exerting every ounce of strength. 
Gratifyingly, the door bent in the middle, 
sliding the tongue of its lock out of the 
socket. He pulled it open and stepped in
side.

Nona shrank back into the depths of 
the cell. The old man walked after her 
smiling in anticipation. He reached forth, 
grabbed a wrist, and pulled her to him. 
His pulse increased rapidly at the contact 
of her warm body.
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Nona hauled off and struck at him with 
a balled fist. At first he looked surprised, 
then he laughed—a wild crazy laugh that 
somehow conveyed the idea that he had 
expected her to resist, and gloried in it.

The laugh stopped abruptly, however, 
when another blow hit his cheek with a 
sound thud. He snarled suddenly and 
reached for her throat. It yielded softly 
under the pressure of his fingers.

But he released the pressure as quickly as 
he had applied it. The sudden fear which 
had leaped into her eyes stunned him. 
Somehow he knew that a woman could be 
expected to resist, but that it was rather 
a matter of form than anything else.

The horror which he had seen in her 
eyes a minute before was wrong. And now 
this terror—that was wrong, too. Abruptly 
he realized that he wanted this woman to 
like him, to welcome his attentions. She 
mustn’t be afraid of him.

He released her entirely, letting his arms 
fall to his sides, a dumb look of hurt in his 
eyes.

“Mark,” Nona whimpered, “what has 
happened to you? Why don’t you know 
me? Why are you so old?”

CHAPTER XIX

THE EXCHEQUER BLUES

C H E  covered her face with her hands and 
^  tried to get her thoughts in order. 
Things were happening too fast. The reali
zation that the old man really was Mark 
had come to her the instant he had bent 
the cell door like a piece of wet spaghetti. 
No man could do that but Mark.

That thought had instantly brought to 
mind the cry she had thought she dreamed. 
That had been Mark’s voice, astounded at 
the sight of her in the prison cell. It had 
resulted in giving the guard a chance to 
shoot him.

Then she knew what had happened. The 
streak of blue blood in his snowy hair 
proved it. The bullet had grooved along 
his skull, knocking him senseless. The re
markable healing power of his radio-active 
blood had restored the power to control

his body, but his mind was still fogged.
The concussion hac not had time to wear 

off. The brain was shocked, and had for
gotten all it knew. Mark was like a pri
mordial cave-man, conscious of his own 
existence, but governed almost entirely by 
instinct. Reason was present, of course, 
but knew no facts with which to reason.

The shock would wear off, and memory 
return, but that would take time. And there 
was no time. She would have to get him 
out of the prison. She mustn’t wonder why 
her Mark was old or why he had come 
here. She would learn that when he re
covered.

Nona, still sobbing from the shock to 
her own brain, placed a hand gently on 
the old man’s arm.

The hurt look left Mark’s eyes and he 
smiled. Then he grabbed her again, evi
dently satisfied that she had come around 
to his way of thinking. This time he was 
more gentle about it. But she pushed him 
away again.

He followed her when she left the cell 
and went into the one where he had killed 
the first ipan. He wondered briefly at the 
shudder she gave when she inadvertently 
looked at the distorted face of the man he 
had throttled.

Nor did he understand why she seemed 
to want the peculiar pieces of metal which 
she Was trying to remove from their posi
tion under the man’s body. Obligingly, he 
lifted the dead man off the key ring, by 
shoving a foot under the shoulder and 
pushing. The body thudded against the 
wall.

Nona retrieved the keys and tried one 
after another in the lock of Gladys’ cell. 
Finally she found the right one and re
peated the operatior on the doors which 
confined Tolon and Forney.

Mark snarled a bi: at the freeing of the 
others, but decided that they were friends 
of hers, and quieted down. He even con
tained himself when they led him out into 
a street filled with new people, all potential 
enemies.

Though possibly by this time he realized 
that other humans eidn’t necessarily have
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to be enemies, for no one showed any sign 
of wishing him harm.

By a circuitous route Tolon and Forney 
led the way back to headquarters.

T'kAYS went by with little clearing of 
^  Mark’s mind. Attended solicitously by 
Nona, who shaved oif his beard and re
moved the plastic skin which disguised 
him so effectively, h(! was quite content 
as long as she remained nearby.

The sight of Ira had momentarily given 
him a twinge of recollection, but it passed 
as quickly as it had come. Several times 
he experienced the same reaction when he 
saw familiar things or familiar faces, but 
his mind was not yet over the shock of the 
concussion, and the eifect was fleeting.

The thieves had brought in the last of 
the caravan guards on the day of Mark’s 
return. The one hundred and five which he 
had restored mentally helped to capture 
the others. The new captives were confined 
in a warehouse, for Mark had lost his power 
of hypnotism as thoroughly as he had lost 
his memory.

Ira anxiously awaited his recovery, for 
he had received information to the effect 
that Vargo was reorganizing his army and 
would shortly be able to go on with his 
plans for conquest. And while Ira was a 
capable leader and was taking effective 
measures to circumvent Vargo, he knew 
that without Mark there would be no 
permanent solution to the trouble.

In spite of the swel ed ranks of the fra
ternity, they were having plenty of diffi
culty. It wasn’t so easy to capture the new 
army leaders. Another trouble was the fact 
that Vargo’s nobles were renewing their 
efforts to stamp out the rebellion.

He expected any moment to be raided. 
Sooner or later somebody would crack 
under the double threat of hypnotism and 
torture, and reveal the location of the hide
out.

Several of the fraternity had been cap
tured in the last few days. One of them 
might succumb. Ira took steps to prevent 
any more captures. He ordered that none 
of them engage in any thefts until further

notice. The treasury would take care of all 
the expenses of its members until they could 
again forage for themselves.

He guessed from the evidence of Tolon 
and Forney that the nobles had been able 
to make their captures only by the ex
pedient of placing apparently easy victims 
within the reach of the thieves. Bait, as 
Baron had called the process. When a thief 
struck, he found himself caught. The 
logical answer was for them to cease their 
larcenous activities and confine themselves 
to the capture of as many of the new army 
officers as possible.

Gladys, though she didn’t want to at 
all, thought it her duty to return to her 
husband. Nona didn’t have much trouble 
talking her out of it. Tolon wouldn’t have 
allowed it anyway. He had been told of 
her plight, and had Nona’s assurance that 
as soon as Mark regained his mind, he 
would take steps to annul the marriage.

Nona intended to help Mark in the re
organization of the city’s life, taking on 
the job of ferreting out such couples as were 
hopelessly incompatible. Mark could free 
the minds of these people, and let them 
seek their own mates. Those who were liv
ing happily would be left in the state of 
hypnotic subjection which kept them to
gether.

It would be ruinous to do otherwise. The 
years, children, and a dozen other con
siderations made it inadvisable to risk the 
results of completely freeing the majority 
of the people who had been hypnotized by 
Vargo. Much of his work had been a bless
ing, though he had never meant it that 
way.

Nona came to develop a real attach
ment for the people who made up the fra
ternity. Their loyalty to each other, and 
the idealistic faith they had in the justice 
of their motives, aroused her admiration. 
Thieves they might be, but Nona knew they 
weren’t criminals at all.

In fact it was hard to say who were the 
real criminals. For the nobles were perfectly 
sincere in their desire to stamp out the 
menace to the plans of the great Vargo. 
They only acted as they did because of
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his hypnotic suggestion. The only real 
criminal was Vargo himself.

A WEEK passed and favorable reports 
came from the electrical experts con

cerning their work on the radio equipment. 
Progress had been quicker than they had 
expected.

Machines used for the manufacture of 
electric bulbs had been easily converted to 
the manufacture of radio tubes. Coils and 
condensers were simple to make. The ap
paratus was now ready to assemble and put 
in operation. Only a day or two would be 
required.

Mark had slept since the day of his 
accident—a thing he hadn’t done for years. 
Several hours a day, when the others went 
to bed, he did likewise. Possibly the cause 
lay in the shocked condition of his brain, 
enabling him to revert to a habit he no 
longer needed. But whatever the cause, the 
result was as normal as Nona’s deep 
slumber.

He awoke, one evening, and looked up 
at the ceiling. For several minutes he lay 
there, gazing upward, trying to orient him
self. He became conscious of someone be
side him and turned his head. It was Nona, 
of course, sleeping peacefully. That was all 
right, perfectly normal.

But he had been asleep also, and that 
wasn’t normal. He wondered vaguely 
whether be had recaptured the ability, and 
went back to gazing at the ceiling. Then 
he became puzzled about its wall-paper 
design. Abruptly he realized that the Vik
ings didn’t use wall paper.

He sprang to his feet and looked out of 
a window. A dingy alley met his gaze. With 
the sight of it he remembered suddenly that 
he was no longer in Norway. He was in 
Detroit, and had an urgent task to per
form!

Rigidly Mark stood at the window, as 
memory flooded back into his mind. In the 
space of seconds he reviewed all that had 
happened since Omega had dropped him in 
the ladies’ shop. It came back vividly, 
as if he were viewing it on a motion picture 
screen. Even to the details which had hap

pened since his brain had been shocked.
Smiling happily, he turned to face the 

bed. Nona’s face was beautiful in repose, 
though as he watched her a frown passed 
fleetingly over it Reaching over, he 
rumpled her hair. Her eyes opened and 
looked up at him i:i disbelief.

“You’re back!” she breathed. “Mark!”

QEVERAL hours were required to bring 
^  Mark up to the present. Things had 
happened during the time his mind was 
fogged. He was tickled at the progress made 
by the electrical experts, and wanted to 
see them immediately. When they arrived 
he closeted himsel ’ with them for quite 
some time.

Ira fidgeted outside the conference 
chamber. There were a thousand things 
he wanted to talk over, and most of them 
were urgent. Disposition of the captured 
men was the greatest of his problems.

So many of Vargo’s officers were prison
ers of the fraternity that it was almost 
impossible to keep them confined any 
longer. A warehouse and several private 
homes were being used for the purpose, but 
because of the lack of proper facilities it 
was necessary to use a prohibitive number 
of the thieves to act as guards.

A point had beer reached where no more 
could be captured because it would be im
possible to hold them. Mark could solve 
the problem easily by hypnotizing the cap
tives and making them members.

And even that was becoming a problem. 
The membership hi d reached a point where 
it was eating large holes in the treasury to 
support it. This, added to the feed bill of 
the prisoners, was rapidly bankrupting the 
fraternity. And there was nothing coming 
in!

Ira was in a decided dither, waiting to 
discuss plans with Mark. He didn’t wel
come Jan Thomas, who joined him in wait
ing at the door of the chamber, announcing 
that Mark would want to see him next.

“Who’s boss around here?” Ira wanted 
to know.

“Mark,” Thomas answered.
Ira nodded. “So he is,” he said, looking
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a bit mystified as he realized that such was 
the case. He frowned £.t the guinea pig that 
Thomas held cradled in one arm.

Jan Thomas smiled enigmatically, but, 
said nothing.

Eventually the experts trooped from the 
room. As before, they wore eager expres
sions as if they could hardly wait until they 
got to work at the th ng which Mark had 
discussed with them. Ira pushed past Jan 
Thomas and entered the room. He tried 
to slam the door but :he smaller man was 
too quick for him. Arid then too, Ira had 
to open the door wide to permit the pas
sage of his own huge body. Thomas went 
in and darted around him to present the 
guinea pig to Mark.

“We’ve got it!” he cried, almost throw
ing the little beast at Mark. “The analysis 
was—”

“Mark!” interrupted Ira. “There are 
more important matte rs to be taken care 
of. You’ve got to—”

“Nonsense!” Thomas cried. “There’s 
nothing more important than science.”

It took some moments to quiet them, a 
thing which Mark accomplished by prom
ising Ira to go immediately and take care 
of the captives, and while doing so to listen 
to the report of Thomas. The three set out 
for the warehouse where the majority of 
the prisoners were kept. The streets were 
dark and there was little danger of Mark 
being recognized.

Gently, as they left headquarters, he 
pressed the windpipe of the little animal. 
It didn’t struggle, even when he closed 
off its supply of air completely. It just 
stopped breathing, as if it were only doing 
it to keep in practice anyway.

“rp H E  analysis was easy,” Thomas told 
him. “We killec quite a few pigs, 

however, before we found the proper con
centrations to change the blood of a living 
animal as this one is changed.”

“Does its present blood correspond with 
the sample I gave you?”

“Precisely,” Thomas informed. “Not the 
slightest difference. We’ve noticed some 
peculiar things, however. The beast doesn’t

eat. And it’s slept only once in the past 
four days.”

Mark nodded. “You’ve got it then,” he 
said. “I don’t eat either. I thought you 
knew that. The radio-activity supplies the 
energy normally furnished by the con
sumption of food. Sleep isn’t necessary 
because lactic acid doesn’t form. Did you 
try tiring the animal out?”

“Didn’t think of it,” sa.id Thomas. 
“Don’t tell me it won’t tire!”

Mark shook his head. “Tiring is caused 
when physical exertion burns up energy 
faster than food and oxygen can replace it. 
This blue blood is able to supply energy 
from the slow breaking down of its radio
active element, faster than the body can 
burn it. The excess radiates away. And the 
element has a half-period, as you are aware, 
of more than ten thousand years.”

Jan Thomas stopped dead in his tracks. 
For a second Mark thought he was going to 
faint. Ira solicitously extended a steadying 
hand. But Thomas didn’t faint.

“Immortality! ” he breathed. “The dream 
of man for ages! ”

“Not quite,” said Mark, smiling. “The 
organism will die as the concentration gets 
down to about a quarter strength. At least, 
so I ’ve been told.”

“But man! Think what it would mean 
if everyone had this blood. The earth 
wouldn’t be able to support the population 
in a matter of a few decades!”

“You forget that food isn’t necessary. 
Not even air. Only water. But don’t worry 
about it. Only a very choice few will be 
given the injections. Those who will work 
for the betterment of themselves and hu
manity as a whole. That is a sort of a trust 
I must keep. There won’t be any crowding 
for thousands of years to come. Perhaps 
never.”

It was significant that neither Thomas 
nor Ira said a word of suggestion concern
ing who might be worthy of the new blood. 
Men of lesser character would have im
mediately suggested themselves. But both 
men realized that the matter lay in Mark’s 
hands entirely, and that nothing they might 
say would influence him in the least.
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^PH E warehouse was reached, and almost 
two hundred men were treated hyp

notically to erase the suggestions of Vargo. 
They left as free* men, only slightly under 
the influence of Mark’s counter-suggestions. 
These were of a benign nature and would 
tend to nullify any natural hankering that 
any of the men might have in the direction 
of a war of conquest.

Several private homes, temporarily serv
ing as prisons, were next on the program. 
When the last call was made the fraternity 
had swelled until it numbered slightly over 
four hundred.

Back once more at headquarters, Mark 
closeted himself with Ira. The chief of the 
fraternity immediately went into a descrip
tion of his many woes.

“. . . But the worst thing of all,” he con
cluded, “is the shortage of funds. We can’t 
go on any longer than another week, unless 
I send our men out to steal. And if I do, 
some will be caught. I had hoped—”

Mark caught at the hesitation. “Hoped 
what?” he prompted.

“I’d hoped that this thing would be 
settled before it became necessary to steal 
again,” he answered. “As you know, we 
steal because we mi st survive, not because 
we want to. Every man of the fraternity 
has a legitimate profession he would rather 
follow, but refuses as long as he must work 
under Vargo. Can’t we get this thing fin
ished soon?”

Mark scratched t.is chin. “A week . .
“There’s also the matter of the men he’s 

captured,” Ira interrupted. “Any day now 
one of them might crack, and we’ll be wiped 
out. There’s nowhere we can go, or I ’d 
change headquarters. But right now we’re 
so financially crippled that we can’t rent 
new quarters.”

Mark frowned. “That’s next on the pro
gram,” he said, thoughtfully. “And maybe 
I can do something about Vargo at the 
same time. Hold the fort till I get back.”

TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT WEEK

MURDER
B A F F L I N G  A N D  U N S O L V E D

brings together four big-shot crime experts . . . and . . . 
Fletcher Steele, a plain, little, unsociable detective, who mixes 
common horse-sense with science, in one of the most exciting 
mystery stories of the year by Donald Barr Chidney entitled

' N O B O D Y  H E A R D  T H E  S H O T ”
Complete in the October issue of

RED ★  STAR 
D E T E C T I V E

MAGAZINE
NOW ON THE STANDS........................ 10*

In event of a sellout send 104 to 280 Broadway, N. Y. C. and rective a copy by nuriL



Single Combat
By PERRY A D A M S

Author of “ Taste of Brass,’’ “ Cobra,” etc.

O n In d ia ’s N o r th w e s t  fr o n tie r — or a n y 
w h ere else— th ere  is one occasion  on  
w h ich  a b ra v e  an d  h on est serg ea n t  

m ajor m a y  reason ab ly  te l l  a lie

SOMEWHERE high along the ridge, 
jagged as broken black glass against 
the hard, clean sky of an early win

ter’s night, a hyena laughed. With mournful 
howls his wild dog followers answered.

On a wide, natural shelf just under the 
ridge there was a soft, uneasy stirring 
all down the horse lines; and Sergeant 
Major Breen, asleep with the flaps of his 
little cavalry tent open to the east, came

awake in one piece—hard awake.
But it was not the discordant concert, 

over-familiar across a lifetime of service 
on India’s northwest frontier, that had 
snapped the warrant officer back to con
sciousness—and he knew it.

“Sentry,” he called, as he jack-knifed 
his long, spare frame out of its blanket. 
Standing, even without a helmet, his 
leathery, almost-bald head brushed the 
tent’s ridgepole.

A bowlegged trooper blacked out the 
triangle of night between the flaps.

“Pass the word to stand to,” China 
Breen ordered. “Someone—something’s 
coming along the Dharket trail.”
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The man hesitated, listening. “You— 
sure, sir?”

“I heard hoofbeats,” the sergeant major 
said. “Still a good way off—that high 
bit o’ trail in the next valley, maybe 
Yes, I hear ’em now.” He spoke patiently; 
the hearing of other men was not as his 
own. He had come to make allowances for 
this.

“And have a runner warn Sergeant 
Major Aplin’s party,” he added. “May be 
just a bunch of stray cattle. And it may 
mean business—at last.”

Still the sentry stood there. “If Sher 
Ali’s cornin’, sir, we c’n polish orf the job 
wivout Aplin’s lot.”

“No squadron politics here, me bucko! 
We’re all together in Jhis. Off you go!”

The man vanished; and buckling on his 
Sam Browne, China Breen stepped from 
the tent. Though he was British as York
shire pudding, high cheek bones and slant 
eyes gave his face a decided Chinese cast: 
the nickname was fairly earned.

Steal a march on Aplin? China’s strong, 
thin lips twisted in a rueful half-grin. If 
the crisis was at hand, how it would suit 
his book to do just that! A personal tri
umph in this business could change his 
whole future; hadn’t the colonel said so?

China shrugged. In all his life he had 
never double-crossed anyone.

Those hoofbeats, now a bit louder, now 
almost fading out—well, the night was 
made to order for gun-running, he saw. 
It was moonless and, despite the stars, 
very dark.

Muffled footsteps would be the runner 
starting along the ridge to Aplin’s 
bivouac. Close by, the faint jingle of bits, 
the creak of leather, meant that China’s 
own detail was already saddling up.

One thing was certain: fox though Sher 
Ali was, if he was to make the dash be
fore winter cut him off entirely, it had to 
be by way of the trail below. There was 
no choice of route; already snow blocked 
all other passes leading to Dharket, cold- 
weather headquarters of the Zakka Khel 
Afridis—Sher Ali’s avowed destination.

Last and cleverest of the old-time rifle

thieves, the outlaw ht.d been serving a life 
sentence at Lahore wiien he made his jail- 
break. A few days later he had worked 
north to Peshawar, his old stamping 
ground, where through a kinsman—a 
reputable bazaar merchant—he issued a 
brazen boast:

“Soon I shall take from the stupid 
British that which is more precious to 
them even than rifles. And within the 
month my loot will be safe in Afridi 
country.”

Almost at once then, and under the 
very noses of a doubly alert barrack guard 
of lancer veterans, the elusive loot wallah 
had spirited away six machine guns.

If news of the unprecedented theft 
leaked out—and it was bound to, unless 
the guns could be recovered quickly—the 
vaunted First Division would be the laugh
ing stock of India; and with the resulting 
loss of prestige, heads in high places would 
be bound to fall

Beyond that, if the bandit made good 
his threat to get those guns across the 
border into tribal hands, they might ac
count for hundreds, perhaps thousands, 
of British lives.

CHINA leaned against a sudden blast 
of icy wind which blotted out all 

sound. As it died with a final great whoosh, 
something moved beh ind him. Close.

He whirled. Drew his Webley. Before 
him stood a bull of i  man, short necked, 
with immense shou'ders—shorter by a 
head than himself, but twice as broad. 
China slid the big blue gun back into its 
holster.

“Didn’t expect you,” he said a bit 
lamely.

“ Blimeyriley, but you 'ave got the jit
ters,” Aplin sneered. “This message y’ sent 
—wot’s it mean? My blokes down on the 
trail don’t report ’earin’ nothin’.”

Each warrant officer had a wire from 
his tent to a separate listening post. Both 
were camouflaged with infinite care and 
were never two nights in the same spots. 

“I ’ve no word either,” China admitted.! 
“Well, then—” ‘
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"But I hear hoofbeats, all right. Horses 
or mules, perhaps both; not cattle. I can 
tell now.”

“Wonnerful, I calls it! Yet y’ couldn’t 
’ear me just now—almost touchin’ yer.” 

China ignored the sarcasm. “Listen!” 
“Don’ ’ear a thing,” Aplin said, after 

a moment.
“Take my word for it.”
“ ’N take my word fer this: If Sher Ali 

runs them guns in—i;’s a hunnert t ’ one 
’e won’t—neither you nor nobody won’t 
’ear ’im cornin’. ’S ’ f ’e ’d try bargin’ 
through. Blimeyriley! ’

China shrugged. A mounted orderly led 
up his horse and he was about to mount 
when from the tent a; his back came the 
droning of a field telephone. He slipped 
into the tent and was soon out again.

"Those hoofbeats—my men on the trail 
just picked ’em up,” he said simply. 

Aplin grunted. “ Go on—crow!”
“Forget it,” China said, and they stared 

at each other briefly, dislike thinly veiled. 
“Some caravan,” Aplin muttered. 
“Much too late in the season.”
Aplin started to move away.
“I won’t be able to wait much longer,” 

China called.
Aplin’s voice floated back: “Nice excuse 

t ’ beat me to it, eh?”
The stupid unfairness of that brought 

a hot retort to China’s lips, but he heard 
Aplin break into a run and the words 
went unsaid.

“We’ll move down without word of 
command,” China tolc! the orderly. “Have 
’em listen for the sound of my horse on the 
shale and follow on.”

The orderly made off and China sat his 
mount, man and beast momentarily mo
tionless as a park statue.

THE service could produce some mighty 
queer situations, China mused, reliving 

the recent morning at regimental head
quarters in Peshawar when the highly per
sonal angle behind this urgent business 
had come sharply into focus.

China had been summoned direct to the 
colonel’s office. Sher Ali’s almost unbe

lievable theft had been brought off only 
the night before; the colonel’s grave con
cern was patent in every line of his un
shaven face.

“A nightmare,” the colonel muttered 
across his big, flat desk. “D’ you realize 
what this means, Breen; do you?”

“Too well, sir,” China said.
“We’ve simply got to get those guns 

back! Everything hinges on whether he’ll 
try to run them across the border, as he 
said, within a month. He knows as well 
as we that Lallaganga’s the only route left 
open. No ordinary thief would risk such a 
bottle-neck, of course. But a fanatic like 
Sher Ali?”

The C. O. ran a nervous hand through 
rumpled gray hair. “He might—it’s just 
possible—if he felt the way was clear— 
could be lulled into a feeling of false 
security.”

“But how, sir?”
“Ordinary methods are useless. The man 

can’t  be ambushed; he’s proved that in the 
past. So? Well, quite apart from what he 
did last night, it’s natural the C. I. D. 
should go on hunting him after his prison 
break. But—they mustn’t catch him.” 

China’s mouth fell open. “Not catch 
him?”

“They mustn’t even come close to it. 
For if cornered, the first thing he’d do 
would be to hide those guns. His capture 
without them would be an empty business; 
that way we’d probably never get ’em back. 
So the chase—the fake chase—gradually 
it’ll die down. And if Sher Ali could be 
made to feel there’s no trap at Lallaganga, 
that’s the moment he might make his dash: 
we’d nail him with the guns.”

“But—but that comes right back to 
ambush, sir. You just said—”

“Suppose we sent a survey party, in the 
usual two sections, to remap the Lallaganga 
district? Everyone knows the job’s long 
overdue. The survey would account for 
an armed escort with each section, and—” 

“But doing it now, sir—pretty pat, isn’t 
it? And troops in the vicinity—Sher Ali’d 
smell a rat.”

"He might. We talked that over at divi
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sional headquarters for hours last night 
and early this morning. But the party 
would go down there quite openly and the 
surveyors would really do their work. We 
reasoned the entire absence of stealth 
might throw him off guard.”

China considered. “A very long shot, sir, 
but it might work.”

Half absently the C. 0 . nodded, his 
eyes on China.

“T>REEN,” he said, “in two months Raw- 
lins goes home for good. That means 

a new regimental sergeant major. I t’s you 
or Aplin. The choice wouldn’t be difficult, 
but for one thing: Aplin’s much the better 
desk man. In a job with so much paper 
work, I ’ve got to give that angle serious 
thought. At division and brigade, candidly, 
they think Aplin should get the post.”

China’s stout old heart skipped a beat 
and he felt suddenly cold. That long- 
coveted top rank—again and again his 
squadron leader had inferred the job was 
to be his when Rawlins reached the age 
limit. Was he to lose out, after all? To a 
fellow like Aplin?

“Perhaps I know what’s in your mind,” 
the colonel said. “You were thinking back 
—back to those fodder bribery scandals—”

“Aplin was among the men exonerated,” 
China said quickly, in his eagerness to play 
fair. “They accused a lot of people who 
didn’t deserve it.”

The C. O. slowly nodded. “I know, I 
know. But Aplin—I wasn’t entirely satis
fied.”

Nor had China been, though he’d never 
said so. But beyond the notorious trial, 
which had rocked all India, he could think 
of almost countless other incidents of 
which the colonel probably knew nothing 
—things often fairly insignificant in them
selves; but their sum was a revealing guide 
to Aplin’s character. . . .

“You and Aplin know the Lallaganga 
country better than anyone now with the 
regiment,” the colonel was saying, “so I ’m 
putting each of you in charge of an escort. 
You’ll be acting a part, every second, for 
it must all seem most casual; you’ll be

watching that trail like hawks without 
seeming to watch it in the least.”

China shrugged. “ Sher Ali couldn’t have 
stolen those guns singlehanded, sir— 
they’re far too bulky. No, he had accom
plices; and if he’s going to try to run the 
guns across the border, he’ll have to have 
animal transport, too. That lot makes a 
pretty conspicuous party.”

“That should be in your favor, cer
tainly.” The colonel nodded. For a time, 
then, he stared through a window at the 
distant Khyber Hills, today filmy through 
a cold-weather mist which rose from the in
visible Bara River. Abruptly his gaze re
turned to China.

“Should the Lallaganga scheme work to 
the point where those guns were recovered, 
it could have -a lot to do with this other 
thing—the final cho ce of R.S.M. I mean, 
if you, personally, were somehow lucky or 
resourceful enough to be the one directly 
responsible.

“I t’s no time, Lord knows, for petty 
competition between you and Aplin—but 
I can’t help hoping you’ll stand out down 
there. So much depends on getting the 
guns back that no reward would be too 
good for you: personal success there would 
make your promotion over Aplin almost 
automatic.”

“But I wouldn’t be a better desk man 
then than now—and that’s all division and 
brigade seem to think of,” China said.

“You don’t get their point of view,” the 
colonel retorted. “From the records, they 
rate you two about equal as soldiers; then 
point to Aplin’s superior clerical ability 
as the reason they prefer him.

“They know about those old fodder 
scandals, of course, but there’s nothing 
definitely unfavorable to Aplin there; nor 
can I lay my finger on anything else. And 
so when I tell them of the vast difference 
in your characters, I’ve nothing tangible 
to back it up; to them it looks merely as 
if I were favoring you at the expense of 
the better candidate. They don’t—”

The colonel broke off and looked to
ward the closed door. Both men had heard 
a slight noise outside it.



SINGLE COMBAT 87

“Probably Aplin,” the colonel whispered. 
“I sent for him. Well, I wanted this private 
word with you—” He nodded dismissal.

In three long strides China crossed the 
room and flung open the door. Aplin half 
fell across the threshold. It was plain he’d 
been listening. How much had he heard?

AT ODD times in the anxious days that' 
followed China had wondered about 

that; but Aplin’s behavior had provided 
no answer. Wait! Not two minutes ago, 
Aplin’s uncalled-for remark about China’s 
wanting an excuse to beat him to the 
trail, took on possible new significance.

All at once China snapped from his 
reverie. The faint hoof beats that had 
formed a background to his thoughts— 
their tempo was changing:- the leisurely 
walk had become a smart trot. Even as 
he listened, the trot broke to a canter.

Had he hung on too long up here? He 
pushed his horse from the level rim of 
ground to the precipitous shale slope. In 
a few seconds sounds like a series of waves 
hissing on a pebbly beach told him that 
the men had heard him and were following.

The hoofs below quickened to a dead 
gallop.

By now China was near enough to 
make out dim shapes tearing along the 
shadowed trail. Orar ge tongues licked the 
darkness—men at th; nearer listening post 
had opened fire.

But the flying figures kept steadily on. 
They had passed across China’s front 

as he and his men slid into the trail; for 
a bit there was wild confusion as the 
narrow way was choked with excited, 
rearing horseflesh. Quickly they sorted 
themselves out. Led hv China, the caval
cade pounded west.

Aplin’s lot, several hundred yards fur
ther west, and later in starting down, had 
now also gained the trail; sudden heavy 
firing told China that. But apparently they 
were too late to intercept, for the rapid 
forward movement of their rifle flashes 
showed China the course of a breakneck 
chase.

Soon China’s big bay gelding ran well

ahead of the rest of the party, and the 
warrant officer began to overtake the rear
most of Aplin’s troopers.

The trail dipped like a roller-coaster, 
shot up again, and at a sharp bend China 
saw a hugh boulder, remembered because 
in outline it looked like the profile of a 
man. Recalling that from this point the 
trail ran straight and fairly level for half 
a mile or more, China was puzzled by the 
abrupt veering of the chase ahead.

They had left the trail—no doubt of 
it. But that little side valley into which 
they turned was a dead end; China had 
seen the survey people so mark it on their 
maps only a few days before. A man who 
knew every inch of this country as did 
Sher Ali would surely never allow him
self to be so stupidly trapped.

Unexpectedly a dark mass appeared 
directly ahead. The next instant China 
made out the lance tips of Aplin’s men. 
Nearer he saw Aplin himself and, almost 
under the hoofs of the bunched horses, 
several indistinct shapes.

“What you got there?” China cried.
The ring of Aplin’s troopers opened, and 

China saw for himself. A horse, down, 
was struggling to rise. Near it sprawled the 
body of a bearded, thickset fellow, hope
lessly tangled in the folds of a flowing, 
heavy felt cloak.

“Dead?” China asked.
“As a smelt,” Aplin grunted. “One of our 

shots plugged ’im be’ind the ear.”
China leaned out of the saddle. “Never 

saw the bird before. Punjabi Mussullman, 
by the folds of his turban.”

“Fer orl that ’e’s Sher Ali’s man. Look 
over there.” Aplin was pointing toward a 
large, undercut rock, which half concealed 
a dead mule. Troopers had already extri
cated the beast’s load—a familiar-looking 
pair of sole-leather carrying cases.

China saw that the lids were open, and 
jumped to an obvious conclusion.

“One of the guns!” Each pair of these 
yackdans normally housed a knocked- 
down machine gun, its spare parts and 
ammunition belts.

Alpin said carefully: “Them’s two of
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the very yackdans Sher Ali stole the guns 
in, orl right.”

“But the rest of ’em—the other five 
guns—”

“Don’t swaller yer cud,” Aplin said 
dryly. “We let them other mules run on, 
deliberate. They c’n be found, easy 
enough. This valley’s a blind alley—or 
didn’t yer know?”

“Sure I know! But something’s fishy. 
Sher Ali’d never run head on into a pocket 
like this. He—”

“Sher Ali ain’t in there,” Aplin said.
“W hat!”
“She mules there was—we was close 

enough be’ind ter count—but only the 
one bloke on ’orseback. That’s ’im we 
plugged. One mule ’ere leaves five up 
there. But no more men.”

“I don’t get it,” China said blankly.
Aplin was silent.
“Even if we’ve lost Sher Ali, at least 

we can round up the other guns,” China 
said. “Let’s go!”

Aplin just sat his horse. Later China was 
to recall his strange apathy.

He was to remember, too, how a trooper 
near one of the open yackdans started to 
speak, and Aplin’s snarl: “Stow it, you!”

But in his anxiety to make sure of 
the guns, China paid scant heed at the 
time. He spurred clear of Aplin’s men 
and his own party fell in behind him. 
Above the little valley the somber vault 
of night, he saw, was brushed with gray. 
Dawn was in the making. The detail gal
loped off into the cold, paling stars.

TEN minutes later the light was strong 
enough for China to spot five gray 

objects some distance ahead. The party 
rode up to the missing mules; hungrily 
nibbling at a patch of thorny scrub vines, 
the laden animals barely raised their heads 
as the lancers surrounded them.

“Seems too good to be true,” China ex
ulted. “Open up those yackdans, boys, 
just t ’be sure.”

Half a dozen sprang from their horses 
and opened the cases without removing 
them from the mules.

One trooper began to curse.
“Well, sink me,” gasped another.
“Look, sir,” a third cried.
“W’y w’d Sher Ali play a trick like this, 

sir?” a fourth demand. “Wot’s it get ’im?”
“Plain enough, now,” China muttered. 

“He sent this lot on ahead—a decoy to lead 
us away from the trail, so he could slip 
by with the real guns while we were off 
in the blue. And we fell for it, hook, line 
and sinker!”

A man said: “Funny, though, that the 
mule Aplin’s lot bagged sh’d ’ave ’ad a 
pukkah gun . . . Jut that ’un—out o’ six!”

“Damned funny,” China said between 
his teeth.

Riding in daylight it took but a few 
moments to regain the spot where Aplin 
had ended his-chase. His whole party had 
disappeared, leaving Sher Ali’s henchman 
where he had fallen; near the dead mule 
the two yackdans wen; still open. A glance 
inside showed China that they were filled 
as had been the others up the valley— 
with rocks.

“I sh’d have looked before,” China said 
with dull fury. “Aplin’s own man tried 
to warn me—”

Off toward the trail Lee-Enfields began 
to bark. Sighing, China spun his horse 
around and the detail clattered on. Once 
they were back on the trail, the firing 
drew them west. It grew louder, then 
stopped. Rounding a blind angle, China 
rode straight into Aplin’s halted party. 
There were some empty saddles.

Aplin’s gaze fell before China’s hard, 
accusing eyes.

“Sher Ali’s trick almost worked,” Aplin 
said, talking fast, “but we got back to th’ 
trail a bit sooner thar ’e figured—’n there 
’e was: ’im ’n seven, eight mounted men 
’n more mules, poundin’ along fer orl they 
was worth. Pacin’ them mules slowed ’im 
some. W’en ’e seen us overhaulin’ ’im, 'e 
took ter ’igher ground, ’E’s up there on the 
’ill now, doggo in a deep nullah. Perfect 
cover. Blimeyriley, they dropped four o’ 
my lot in no time, ’n we come back a bit, 
out o’ range.”

“I see,” said China. “And I see a lot



SINGLE COMBAT 89

more, Aplin. You understood Sher Ali’s 
trick the second you winged that first mule 
and opened the yackdans back there.”

“Wot if I did?”
“You let me keep on after the other 

mules, knowing—”
“I didn’t know wot them other loads 

was. I don’t know nowl”
“But you pretended the first mule’s 

load was a gun. You—”
“Blimeyriley! Orl 1 said was, the yack

dans was the very ones Sher Ali stole the 
guns in. True, ain’t it?”

A thin white line ringed China’s thin, 
bronzed mouth. His men saw the look and 
held their breath.

China rode in close on Aplin; they were 
boot to boot, their horses head to tail. And 
China’s blazing wrath caught at Aplin, and 
shook him, and fear filled his muddy, un
predictable eyes.

Then by a supreme effort of will China 
stifled the tearing desire to fling himself 
on the man; this was not the time or place 
to have it out.

China said, when h; could, “I ’ve always 
thought you were a swine, Aplin. Now I 
know it.”

Aplin’s eyes darted about, studying the 
faces of his men; their hostility was plain.

“Ye’re makin’ up a case out o’ ’ole 
cloth,” he said, in a futile effort to save 
face.

“Am I?” China’s voice was dangerously 
gentle. With a shrug he turned his mount 
and reined the animal forward to clear 
a jutting rock shoulder which screened 
the line of the trail.

“Watch out, sir,” warned several of 
Aplin’s men.

THE words were scarcely out when a 
bullet chipped rock inches from China’s 

head. His horse flung up its head—and 
when the echo came, reared. China quieted 
him, quickly got out his field glasses, took 
a hasty look.

That steep ground that flanked both 
sides of the trail just here—a tough place 
to stalk a man, all right 1 Everywhere 
nullahs laced a crazy quilt pattern across

the soft shale and sandstone; an elabo
rate trench system, created by nature.

And Sher Ali, doubtless high enough to 
look squarely down into every approach 
to his position, could pick off attackers one 
by one.

Though China did not long expose him
self, there was ample time for a sniper 
to get off more than one shot. Oddly, no 
more came.

Suddenly he knew why. His keen ears 
began recording sounds that a man of 
ordinary hearing would not have sensed. 
Not hoof beats, but a reedy, intermittent 
kind of clatter—a sort of bumping against 
narrow walls.

China waited a few seconds, to make 
sure the sounds were continuing.

“Sher Ali’s on the move,” he said over 
his shoulder. “Nothing to see. Hear ’em 
working along in the nullah.”

The move, just then, surprised all. In 
that all but impregnable position, there 
had been every reason to believe that the 
bandit would try to hold off the lancers 
until darkness, when escape would be rela
tively easy.

“He knows we can’t see him and doesn’t 
suspect we hear him,” China said, as he 
rejoined the others. “We’ll give him 
enough head start to make him think he’s 
fooled us; he’ll drop back to the trail pres
ently to make his final break for the 
border.”

Six men were told off as guard for 
Aplin’s wounded. After a few moments the 
combined parties, now some thirty strong, 
rode cautiously forward until halted by 
China’s upraised arm.

About seven hundred yards ahead the 
trail could be seen cutting through a snowy 
fold in the hills. And even as China stud
ied the little pass through his binoculars, 
dark figures swam into focus, like so 
many currants on a white frosting.

“There they are!” cried China. He could 
make out Sher Ali himself: a giant of a 
man in dirty white, who towered above the 
four other riders that made up his party. 
China counted six mules, the outlines of 
the guns plain on their backs.
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The group trickled out of sight between 
the hills—but not before one of the bandits 
drew rein to look back.

“They’ve seen us,” China added, watch
ing the man’s actions.

Further caution was useless. The lancers 
pressed, forward at full gallop, China and 
Aplin at their head. They were less than 
a hundred yards from the pass when hell 
broke loose. Not rifle fire—the ominous 
stutter of a machine gun!

The first bursts proved harmless. But 
the British were an unmissable target. Five 
seconds later the trail was a shambles. But 
in that fragment of time the two warrant 
officers and a handful of troopers, miracu
lously unhit, rode the gun down.

The bandit gunner held on coolly until 
the last possible second before he aban
doned the smoking weapon to fling him
self on his already moving horse. He was 
almost through the little draw when a 
lancer’s rifle shot chipped him out of the 
saddle. He hit the ground and spun over 
and over, picking up layer after layer of 
soft snow, until he looked like a grotesque 
rolling-pin, turbaned head for handle.

Through the next valley the trail rose 
steep and straight, the whole reach visible 
from the far side of the draw. China saw 
Sher Ali and company pelting on through 
deepening snow, and already near the 
skyline. Somewhere not far beyond lay 
the border.

BRIEFLY China slackened pace and 
turned to count noses. Aplin was look

ing back, too. They could see down the 
draw to the bloody bit of trail just ridden 
over: dead lancers were everywhere; some 
were dying in agony. One, shot in the 
throat, clawed at himself like a wild ani
mal. Another, stomach half blown away, 
flopped redly in the snow with an earnest, 
terrible aimlessness.

China said stonily: “Turning one of 
those guns on us was an obvious move, 
but I—well, it didn’t occur to me they’d 
do it. For one thing, I didn’t figure there 
was time to assemble it.”

“Maybe they ’ad it ready back there

in the nullah—packed it on a mule orl 
assembled,” Aplin muttered.

“Must have. . . .  If they do that trick 
again, they’ll get what’s left of us!”

The remainder had now ridden up.
“Wotever ’appens,” Aplin said, half un

der his breath, “you won’t live th’ day 
out.”

If China heard, he gave no sign.
They were but eleven strong as they 

picked up the chase.
Sher Ali’s entire party had passed over 

the crest. China pushed his great-hearted 
bay up the sheer hillside, eyeing the sky
line. If another ambush was there, he 
could see no sign of it. . . . He sensed that 
Aplin was deliberately letting him set 
the pace.

“Come on,” China called. “You an’ 
I ’ll top this rise abreast!”

Aplin, glowering, drew level again, and 
they broke across the summit. Snorting 
fear, their horses shied away.

A pair of the bandit’s henchmen were 
down on their knees, struggling to assemble 
another gun. They let it go and were reach
ing for their rifle:: when two troopers 
charged them, lances level. The brown men 
died in a flurry of crimson snow.

A bare two hundred yards ahead Sher 
Ali and the one man left him were club
bing their four muies with rifle butts in 
a desperate attempt to wring more speed 
from the failing beasts.

China flung up his hand. “Dismount; 
fire at will. Get the men and the mules’ll 
stop by themselves.”

The troopers flung themselves in the 
snow. Lee-Enfields barked, but the jerkily 
receding figures made poor targets. After 
many rounds, a mu e broke from the line 
and crashed.

The rest—men and mules—were get
ting away, when suddenly Sher Ali’s mate 
stiffened in the saddle; at once he began to 
slump slowly forward. For a few strides his 
head bobbed against the mane of his 
horse. Then, hands pawing the animal’s 
neck, he commenced to slide. Thp horse 
veered from the trail and stopped just 
as the man crumbled to the snow. 1
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Still clubbing the ;hree mules that re
mained in his string, Sher Ali vanished 
round a twist in the trail.

The lancers sprang to horse and again 
pelted in pursuit. Cane a stretch of open, 
level ground, windswept free of snow. 
China’s gelding and Aplin’s roan mare, 
best of the horses, forged ahead. But when 
they passed the bend a.nd could look ahead, 
the gain on the bandit seemed small.

Another stretch, another bend. This time 
when they picked up their quarry they 
knew they were closing in. Three more long 
reaches and he was less than a hundred 
yards in the van. By now China and Aplin 
had far outdistanced their men.

At intervals Sher Ali had looked back. 
When he did so now China could clearly 
see the wide, pockmarked face, well re
membered from the man’s last trial at 
Peshawar.

Apparently alarmed at the nearness of 
the white men, with the agility of a circus 
rider the loot wallah pivoted all the way 
round on his running horse, swung up his 
rifle and fired a whole clip. Five wild 
shots.

Twice China’s big Webley roared with
out visible effect. And now for the second 
time he was vaguely bothered by Aplin’s 
persistent hanging behind. China turned to 
remonstrate—to find Aplin’s blue gun 
pointing squarely at his head.

A  FLAME belched :n China’s face. Pow- 
der flecks scorched him. His helmet 

went flying. Half deafened from the point- 
blank explosion, he heard Aplin speaking:

“Right in my line o’ fire. Sorry. Mis
takes happen.”

A mistake? China had turned in time 
to see the careful aim.

Instead of bothering to argue, he took 
precautions; gave a curt command that 
had unmistakable emphasis:

“You ride level with me. Hear?”
Mistake or not, China’s helmet had been 

shot off. A man coulc: not long go hatless 
under this sun, even in winter, without 
risking sunstroke. Had to take that risk; 
no time to go back for the topi.

They clattered down to a dry river 
bed. Beyond, the ground rose sharply. Sher 
Ali was clubbing his mules unmercifully, 
but their labored trot slowed to a walk. 
Then they stopped dead. The mules were 
done.

Sher Ali hesitated, glanced back; jerked 
his lathered horse about and raised his 
rifle. Had his hand not been unsteady 
from hard riding, the shots must have 
found their mark; as it was, they whistled 
past China’s ears, far too close for com
fort.

Rifle emptied, the bandit fumbled in 
the pouches of his bandolier for a fresh 
clip.

Now was the time.
Aplin’s roan gasping at his stirrup, 

China labored up the hill. He saw Sher Ali 
finally find another clip and jam it into 
his breech. It stuck. The bandit could not 
work his bolt.

Face twisted with fury, he stared at his 
useless rifle, wasting time. Then, with a 
demoniacal scream of fury, he flung his 
mount up the trail. The exhausted animal 
was no more than in stride when China 
overtook him.

YV^EBLEY raised, China tensed for a 
’ ’ finishing shot. Sher Ali saw, twisted 

in the saddle, ducked. China’s shot passed 
over his shoulder."

With China right on him a long knife 
flashed; the bandit’s left arm swept back. 
The thin steel seared across China’s gun 
wrist.

Again the bandit stabbed. China caught 
his arm. Head to head now, their horses 
halted. Blood squirting from his wrist, 
China pushed the Webley against solid 
flesh.

Somehow the other squirmed away be
fore China could pull the trigger; freed 
his left arm, too. China’s horse reared, 
destroying his new aim—and suddenly 
Sher Ali’s hulking body was on him.

China half fell, was half pulled from the 
saddle. Locked together the pair hit the 
snow, the loot wallah on top. Up sprang 
the knife.
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Old China saw the deadly lunge, and 
crashed his Webley barrel against the 
sinewy brown wrist in midair. Sher Ali 
howled with agony. The knife slid from 
his fingers.

But he still pinned China down. Like a 
mad dog the Pathan sank his teeth into 
China’s throat. . . . Where was Aplin? . . . 
China gasped with pain; tried to push the 
stinking body away; realized all at once 
that the Webley was still in his hand.

He stuck the gun in Sher Ali’s ear, so 
near his own chin. He pulled the trigger. 
A wall of blood blinded him. The bandit, 
twitching, was so much soft dead weight. 
It was over.

That, thought China, is that.
China rolled clear of the body, lay on 

his side. He could still see nothing for 
the blood in his eyes.

“Aplin,” he croaked, “Aplin—where are 
you?” His mangled throat was ablaze with 
the fires of hell.

“Oh, I ’m ’ere, orl right I ” The nearness 
of the voice told China that Aplin had 
dismounted. Aplin sounded—amused?

“Why didn’t you pitch in— do some
thing?” China whispered.

“Pitch in?” Aplin repeated the phrase 
with mock surprise. “Don’t tell me yer 
wanted ’elp from me! W’y, I figured yer 
aimed t ’be a bloomin’ !ero orl by yerself. 
So I let yer be one. Wasn’t that the 
plan?

“Well, so we got the guns back and 
Sher Ali’s dead. Perfect, wot? Blimey- 
riley! Only, it still ain’t goin’ ter make 
yer th’ next R.S.M. Beastly sorry t’ dis
appoint you and yer pal the colonel, but 
I wants that job meself.” His tone changed. 
“ Goin’ ter 'ave it, too!”

China heard the faint lisp of clothing 
as Aplin bent over him.

“When I tells the men that Sher Ali 
shot yer before I killed Sher Ali, ’ow’ll 
they know the difference? I ’ll tell ’em yer 
died like a ’ero. Clever, Wot?”

It was only when China felt cold metal 
against his forehead that he fully realized 
the import of Aplin’s words. In the split 
second he lay there, too stunned for action,

the gun barrel pressed harder against his 
head as Aplin’s finger tightened on the 
trigger.

China made a frantic grab with his 
good hand: the left. Too late to stop Aplin.

And then—
Then the gun clicked. Clicked harmless

ly. Clicked again.
“Empty, by Gawd!” Aplin cursed.

"13 AGE long suppressed and fanned to 
white heat by Aplin’s incredible base

ness gave China new strength. And as the 
other still squatted over him, suddenly 
China jerked up his lard old knees. They 
caught Aplin in the back, knocked him 
over China’s head.

For a second or so Aplin lay full length, 
shins in China’s face. With vision fast 
returning, China got to his knees and 
turned just as Aplin pulled his feet under 
him to rise.

Still kneeling, China plunged. Aplin 
hadn’t expected that. The impact knocked 
him flat on his back and the empty gun 
flew from his hand.

Then Aplin saw China’s Webley, still 
clutched in his gun aand. Aplin grabbed 
China’s wounded wrist. China, wincing, 
battled to shake off :he iron grip; failed.

Each with an arm free they rolled and 
fought, snarling, without speech—fought 
like tigers with life at stake. China’s flail
ing left made a sodden pulp of Aplin’s 
face.

But slowly, inexorably and with every 
ounce of his greater strength, Aplin was 
bending China’s right wrist, blood from 
the torn wound spurting through his thick 
fingers.

At last the gun fell from China’s numb 
hand.

With a shout of triumph Aplin kicked 
himself free of China with a vicious knee 
to the groin.

Half buried in the snow, barrel point
ing toward them, the gun lay at arm’s 
length. Both scrabbled for it. But old 
China was slow from loss of blood and 
that kick had almost finished him.

Aplin won.
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As his hand closed over the Webley, 
his thumb stuck through the trigger guard 
of the reversed weapon. And as he tight
ened his grip to keep :he gun from China, 
he pulled the trigger.

After the explosion—dead silence.
China, all in, lay still for many seconds, 

cooling his burning face in the snow. Pain
fully, then, he got to all fours to peer 
owlishly at Aplin. The chin and neck were 
black with powder; and as China stared, 
blood began welling from a hole in the 
chin. But China was too dazed, even now, 
to grasp at once what had happened.

True, he seemed to be alive, Aplin dead. 
But how—

Mechanically he recovered the Webley. 
Crawling closer to Aplin he removed the 
spattered helmet. A jagged hole in the 
brim marked the bullet’s flight. The heavy 
slug had passed from Aplin’s chin through 
the lower part of his brain, carrying away 
a section of skull.

It came to China finally that Aplin had 
died by his own hand.

A sudden great rattling of stones on the 
trail below brought the utterly spent war
rant officer jerkily to his feet. He saw 
that the rest of the party was near. Ab
ruptly the troopers were about him, shout
ing, questioning. Two of them made to 
hold him up by the elbows.

“I look lots worse than I am,” China 
shrugged. “All this gore—just a sore throat 
and a slashed arm. You find me a helmet 
some place, and field dressings’ll fix up 
these scratches, fine.”

“Take more’n field dressings t’ fix them 
other two,” a man said soberly, as he 
studied Aplin and Sher Ali. “Y’can see 
they died fightin’ hand to hand.”

The irony of that almost betrayed China 
into telling the true facts. Instead, he ut
tered the biggest whopper of his life: 

“Sergeant Major Aplin gave a great 
account of himself, lads. He died bravely!”
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NOW ON T H E  S T A N D S  . .  . lOfi

In event of a sellout, send 10$ to 280 Broadway, N. Y, C, and a copy will be mailed to you.



Brothers of the Gun
By  WALT COBURN

I T  IS U. S. Marshal Riley Blocker's duty 
to stop the cattleman-sheepherder feud 

between Bill Rhodes and John Ferguson; 
and he goes to work with grim efficiency, 
killing both men. After that gunfight, which 
costs him his left arm, Blocker turns in his 
marshal’s badge, sick of his bloody job and 
determined to do some service for the two 
dead men.

Riley Blocker’s way is to adopt the or
phaned sons of Bill Rhodes and John Fergu
son. He has put away his six-gun, and be
fore he rides the trail for home he collects 
the two boys, Johnny Ferguson and Billy 
Rhodes. They are received gladly by Jane 
Blocker, and they become the foster-brothers 
of small Norah. So Riley Blocker is content,

T his tw o-part se ria l began
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though he knows that eventually he will have 
to settle with two men—Simon Thrall and 
Frisco Joe, friends of the men Blocker killed.

JOHNNY FERGUSON and Billy Rhodes 
"  grow up on Rile}' Blocker's ranch down 
by the Arizona Border. They know they 
have been adopted, but Blocker has never 
told them that he shot down their fathers. 
Both capable young cowmen, they are very 
different by nature. Steady, quiet Johnny 
Ferguson attends strictly to his cowman’s 
job; but Billy Rhodes is a wild, careless 
fellow, high-spirited and not too concerned 
about keeping on the right side of the law. 
In fact, he’s quite willing to make quick 
money by working cattle across the Border. 
And it is Billy Rhodes who commands the 
loyal attention of redheaded Norah Blocker, 
now the prettiest girl in Arizona, 
in  last week’s Argosy
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Then Riley Blocker receives warning that 
Simon Thrall and Frisco Joe have set out 
at last to settle their debt with him. So 
Blocker must get out the six-gun that he has 
not touched in so long ; he fears that Frisco 
Joe and Thrall will attempt to poison Johnny 
and Billy against hin , telling the boys the 
truth of their fathers’ deaths.

Lately a rift has been widening between 
Johnny and Billy. The former is disapprov
ing, the latter impatient and contemptuous; 
and when Johnny conies down hard on his 
brother because of the -hady cattle deal, Billy 
says: “Some day I’ll take you for a fist- 
whippin’ you’ll remember.” And Johnny an
swers that he’ll be ready any time. . . .

CHAPTER VI
WHEN A YAQUI M:JETS A YAQUI . . .

J OHNNY was tall and long-muscled 
and tough as rawhide. Billy was six 
inches shorter, wide-shouldered, quick 

as a panther. They had fought before. 
Sometimes Johnny won. Other times Billy 
would get the best of it. They always 
fought with the old set of boxing gloves 
Riley had given them the first time he 
caught them fighting with bare fists.

“Whenever you two young roosters have 
a quarrel to fight out,” Riley had told them 
when he took the new boxing gloves out 
of the box, “put the mitts on and battle 
’er out. I ’ll referee. I:' I ’m not handy, get 
one of the boys or call on Norah. She likes 
a good scrap. Takes after her grandfather 
O’Hara.”

Those boxing gloves were scabbed now 
and spotted with old bloodstains. The pad
ding was stiff and worn thin across the 
knuckles. The BJock cowpunchers bragged 
in town that Johnny and Billy Blocker 
were the two best scrappers in Arizona.

Riley Blocker did fcis best to keep Jane 
from knowing about these grudge fights. 
But she would have been blind indeed if 
she failed to notice the black eyes or swollen 
noses that the two boys occasionally showed 
up with when they sat down to supper.

“The boys are learnin’ to handle their 
dukes,” Riley would tell her. “They kin 
handle themselves in any kind of com
pany. There ain’t a man in the outfit kin 
lay a glove on either of ’em.

“Johnny’s got the reach and he’s cool- 
headed. Billy is quick as chain-lightnin’ 
but when he gits tapped hard he’ll throw 
away his science and bore in. And Johnny 
measures him in the dirt. Billy kih clean 
Johnny if he don’t lose his temper. But 
it’s all in fun, Jane. They shake hands 
afterward. Let some outsider pick on either 
one of those boys and he’s got a pair of 
cougars to whip.”

Which was the truth. Theirs was a 
loyalty that was closer than any blood tie. 
But sometimes it worried Riley Blocker 
more than he ever let on to anyone. He 
could never forget that John Ferguson and 
Bill Rhodes had been bitter enemies who 
had sworn to kill one another up in Mon
tana. Riley kept his worries to himself.

Riley never worried about Johnny. He 
would have put the tall, quiet-mannered 
boy in as ramrod of the outfit if it hadn’t 
been for the fact that he never showed 
favoritism between the two boys. He paid 
them each fifty dollars a month and ran 
the Block outfit himself. But everybody in 
the country knew that Johnny was the 
better cowman, even though Billy could 
handle a rope or a bronc more cleverly.

But it was Jane Blocker who saw the 
thing which Riley, being a man, did not 
even notice. Jane Blocker knew that both 
Johnny and Billy were falling in love with 
Norah. She knew it long before Norah did. 
Before either of the boys realized it.

In those black hours of the night between 
two and four in the morning Jane Blocker 
would lie awake worrying. Dreading that 
day that was bound to come when Norah 
must choose between Johnny and Billy. She 
knew that Norah did not realize what was 
coming.

Norah took those two boys for granted. 
They were her two brothers. And so far 
as Jane could tell from watching and listen
ing and subtly questioning her red-haired 
daughter, Norah never for a moment 
dreamed that her foster-brothers loved her 
except as they would love their own sister.

She still pestered Billy by trailing him 
around. Billy teased and tormented her and 
gave her anything she asked of him. They
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still got into all manner of scrapes together 
and called on Johnny to get them out.

But it was Johnny who shared all 
Norah’s secrets and listened to her troubles. 
She depended on him and came to him for 
advice.

T>ILEY BLOCKER had put twenty-five 
-*-*• thousand dollars in the bank in a trust 
fund for Johnny. A similar amount for 
Billy. The money had been gathering in
terest for fifteen years.

“The money is there for you boys,” he 
told them. “Neither of you is old enough 
to handle it yet. You don’t need it any
how. What’s mine is yours and Norah’s 
when Jane and I are gone. The Block out
fit is big enough for all of us. Let your 
money ride in the bank and gather moss. 
Mebbyso when you’re older you might 
need ’er. Right now you don’t.

“You boys have everything you need. 
I pay you wages but whenever you need 
extra money come to me and you’ll git ’er. 
You’ve each got your own irons. The Block 
J and Block B brands are on plenty of 
cattle. Build your herds up like I ’ve built 
the Block. Norah has her Block N cattle.

“We’ve got one of the biggest spreads 
along the Mexican border. I want you boys 
to hang onto it. One of these days I’ll swap 
my saddle for a rockin’ chair by the stove. 
Set in the shade in the summer. You two 
boys will run the outfit. I ’m almighty proud 
of you both. Neither of you could do any
thing to make me ashamed to claim you 
as my sons. Let your bank money gather 
moss, boys.”

Billy didn’t need the money he got from 
the cattle he and Carlos Haggerty were 
rustling. Billy was shoving the cattle across 
the line of a night just for the excitement 
of it. If he needed money to square his 
gambling debts at Nogales he could get it 
from Riley and no questions asked or 
sermons preached.

“I t’s just downright orneriness, Billy,” 
Johnny told him. “Carlos is a halfbreed 
Mex and he’s a damned cattle thief. He 
don’t buy them Mexican cattle he’s slidin’ 
across the Border. He’s stealin’ ’em from

men that are Riley’s old friends.'And he’s 
sellin’ ’em at rustler prices to Slash M 
Delaney.

“Delaney has been thumbin’ his nose 
at Long Jim Crowley and the Arizona 
Rangers for a long time. One of these nights 
Carlos Haggerty and Slash M Delaney will 
git you into a tight with the law. You’ll 
have to shoot your way out with that 
notched gun of yours. You might shoot 
Long Jim or a Ranger. Riley deserves a 
better break from you than that. Why 
don’t you keep that pug nose of yours 
clean?”

“Speakin’ of noses,’ said Billy, grinning, 
“I think I ’ll just blooey that purty beak of 
yours. Get the gloves, [’ll be out behind the 
barn.” His blue eyes were cold as ice.

It was Johnny who oloodied Billy’s nose. 
Billy lost his temper and charged like a 
bull, head lowered, arms jabbing like 
pistons. Johnny sidestepped and swung 
long, looping rights. Toe last time he swung 
Billy went down for a long count. Norah 
was refereeing. She made them shake hands. 
Billy’s nose was swollen and he had a black 
eye.

Norah worked the pump handle and as 
Billy soused his head and face in the cold 
water she told him that he would look 
natural when he took her to the dance to
night.

“Nobody would recognize you without a 
black eye or a skinned nose. You take me, 
Johnny. At least you’ll not be spending 
half the night outside drinkin’ tequila with 
Carlos Haggerty while little Norah gets 
her feet tromped on by Slash M cowhands. 
Whew!”

“I ’m leavin’ right now for Sonora,” 
Johnny told her. “Go: a thousand head of 
cattle cornin’ up out of the Altar valley.”

“The best dancer in the cow country,” 
said Norah, “and he spends the night warb
ling to a bunch of Mexican longhorns. 
Dolores Delaney wil spend the evening 
sulking. She bums candles to Our Lady 
of Guadalupe, I hear, and prays that she’ll 
marry one of the Blocker boys and thus 
make an honest man out of her father.

“Slash M won’t hav; to lose sleep rustling



BROTHERS OF THE GUN 97

cattle then. He’ll just borrow a few steers 
now and then from his spn-in-law’s range. 
Dolores is the prettiest girl along the 
Border. I ’ve heard her admit it.”

“Billy,” said Johnny, with a sidelong 
glance at the battered Billy who was feel
ing his nose gingerly, ‘ will see that Dolores 
don’t get too lonesome.” Johnny’s gray- 
brown eyes looked straight at Billy now. 
His voice was drawling, matching his slow 
grin, but there was something like a warn
ing in the hard look that crept into his 
eyes.

“ ’Round and ’round the little ball goes
And where she stops nobody knows.
“But Billy Blocker, ’ Johnny’s lazy voice 

added, “plays both colors and figures he 
can’t lose.”

• Billy’s battered face flushed and his fists 
clenched. His bloodshDt eyes were furious.

Johnny smiled grimly. He shoved a car
bine into his saddle scabbard and stepped 
up on his horse.

“The Mexicans spilled the last drive they 
gathered in the Altar Valley,” he told 
Norah. “Riley wants me to get this next 
bunch of dogies across the line. There’s 
not much profit in spendin’ two weeks 
roundin’ up cattle down yonder and drivin’ 
’em a hundred miles and havin’ Carlos Hag
gerty run ’em off and peddle ’em to Slash 
M Delaney. Carlos needs a dose of gringo 
medicine. I ’m packin it.” He patted the 
stock of his 30-30 carbine.

“This is one cattle drive that the spur- 
jinglin’ halfbreed won’t swipe. Adiosita!”

JOHNNY BLOCKER rode off, his hat 
slanted across his eyes, the flaps of his 

brush-scarred chaps lifting with every mo
tion of his'horse.

Billy stood there b / the pump scowling 
after him. Anger and worry showed on his 
battered face.

“He’s just shovin’ sandburrs under my 
saddle blanket,” he muttered. “Damn his 
sanctimonious hide.”

“Meaning what, Billy boy?”
“Don’t call me Billy boy and don’t ask 

fool girl-questions. Carlos Haggerty is 
takin’ Dolores to the bade.”

“ Get a hunk of raw beef on your eye,” 
said Norah. “What did Johnny mean about 
you playing both colors so you can’t lose?”

“Ever see a roulette wheel?” snapped 
Billy.

“I ’ve played ’em. I won seven dollars 
once on the wheel at Nogales. Remember? 
Why?”

“The roulette wheel has two colors,” 
said Billy, watching Johnny ride out of 
sight. “Red and black. Dolores has black 
hair. Your hair is red. Want me to draw 
you a diagram?”

“No. I get it, Billy. Trot along to the 
meat house. Cut a hunk off the neck. Don’t 
waste a porterhouse cut of good steak on 
that shiner.” Norah headed for the house. 
She was whistling and her chin was tilted.

Billy caught up with her and took hold 
of her arm. His grin was a little forced. 
He rubbed a thumb across the blue tattoo 
marks on her white forehead.

“Yaqui?” He grinned.
“Yaqui,” Norah replied, and touched 

the tattoo marks on Billy’s forehead.
He let her go and she went on to the 

house, the stiff smile still on her red lips.
Billy headed for the bunkhouse. He was 

cussing under his breath. Cussing Johnny 
and the world in general. An hour ago he 
and Johnny had pitched dollars at a mark 
to see who would take Norah to the baile; 
the loser would go down into Sonora to 
help the Mexicans fetch up that big drive 
of Sonora cattle. Johnny had lost. Billy 
had been elated at winning the chance to 
take Norah to the dance. Now he wasn’t so 
happy about it.

Johnny was skilled at this game called 
crack-loo—pitching dollars at a crack in 
the floor or a line drawn in the dirt. Johnny 
had lost by a margin that now Seemed 
too wide. What if Johnny had purposely 
lost? What if Carlos Haggerty had lied the 
other day when he said he was taking 
Dolores to the dance? What if the wily 
Carlos was planning a swift raid on those 
cattle?

The tall, handsome Carlos was getting 
a little cocky lately. Billy didn’t trust him 
too far. Not since the night when Carlos
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had almost caught Billy kissing Dolores 
Delaney at the Slash M ranch in the moon
light. Carlos was either in love with Dolores 
or he was making a strong play for her 
because he wanted to marry into the big 
Slash M outfit. And Carlos had a lot of 
tricks in his sack. Billy Blocker cussed 
savagely.

There had been more to it than just 
taking Norah to the dance. That crack-loo 
game had decided a more vital issue.

“We both feel the same about Norah,” 
Johnny had said. “There’s no sense in de
nying it. Whoever takes her to the dance 
tonight gets the first chance to ask Norah 
to marry him. We’ll pitch a game of crack- 
loo to see who gets first chance. Let’s go.”

It was understood between them with
out putting it into words that Riley and 
Jane and Norah must never know. That 
Riley and Jane should never know that they 
both loved Norah. Norah would choose 
between them. The loser would wish them 
happiness and forever fade out of the pic
ture. Jane and Riley mustn’t be hurt in 
any way.

Billy and Johnny had talked that over. 
They trusted one another to the limit. 
They were both men who lived by a strict 
code. They knew how to take a losing. That 
was that. And Billy was getting first chance 
to ask Norah that vital question. There 
was, of course, the possibility that she 
would turn them both down. She might 
even marry Long Jim Crowley. Norah 
thought a lot of Long Jim.

T>UT Billy was almighty hot under the 
collar right now. Johnny had no busi

ness mentioning Dolores Delaney. That, 
to Billy, seemed like hitting below the belt. 
Because I t  was the truth. If there hadn’t 
been any Norah, Billy Blocker would have 
been close-trailing Dolores who was very 
beautiful with her ivory white skin and 
blue-black hair and large brown-black eyes.

Her mother, daughter of a long line of 
Spanish dons, had been called the most 
beaut^ul woman in all Mexico. She had 
fallen in love with a soldier of fortune 
Captain Dion Delaney. They had eloped

and her family had disowned her for run
ning away with the dashing, handsome 
gringo who left Mexico with his saddle bags 
filled with gold.

The Sefiora Delaney had died when 
Dolores was fifteen. Captain Dion Delaney 
had a big Mexican lard grant on the Ari
zona side of the line. His Slash M brand 
was on every cow-brute his men could 
round up in Mexico and get across the 
Border. Carlos Haggerty was Slash M 
Delaney’s ramrod and major-domo. When 
the cattle business slumped Delaney and 
his foreman, Carlos Haggerty, weathered 
drouth and low cattle markets by running 
guns and ammunition to the rebel forces 
who were forever fermenting a new revo
lution below the Border.

Dolores Delaney would appear at Mex
ican bailes or gringo dances wearing the 
priceless Spanish shawls that had belonged 
to her mother. Her soft skin was ivory, 
her lips the color of red pomegranate seeds, 
her hair the blue-blacl: of a Mexico mid
night. She sang old Spanish love songs in 
a throaty voice and her dancing was a 
poem in Spanish. And Spanish is the 
language of lovers.

If it were possible ’or a man to be in 
love with two girls at the same time, 
then Billy Blocker’s heart was so divided.

But Johnny had no business yapping 
about it and Billy had half a mind to saddle 
his horse and take in after Johnny and 
yank him off his horse and whip the day
lights out of him. The next time he would 
remember to keep his jaw covered and not 
wade into that looping right of Johnny’s.

Billy bathed and shaved and rubbed 
talcum powder on his discolored eye. He 
put on a new pair of Oregon pants that 
had white buckskin foxed to the seat and 
inside the legs. His best shirt was soiled 
so he helped himself to a new one out of 
Johnny’s warsack. He got a little satisfac
tion out of swiping that fancy shirt. His 
anger toward Johnny was cooling a little 
as he and Norah headed for Nogales, rid
ing their town horses.

If Billy and Norah had taken the trail 
that led past the Slash M ranch they would
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have met Slash M Delaney. That white- 
haired, still handsome exile from Mexico 
City was headed straight for the Block 
ranch. He rode alone and he was wearing 
the two gold-and-si’ver-handled six-shoot
ers that had been gi /en him by the former 
Presidente Porfirio Diaz of Mexico. He had 
been General Dion Delaney, staff officer 
of the Army of Mexico.

Now he was kncwn along the Border 
as Slash M Delaney who owned the Santa 
Maria Grant and was not too particular 
whose cattle his men under the tough and 
reckless leadership of Carlos Haggerty put 
into his Slash M iron.

Slash M Delaney had many enemies but 
he was too boldly contemptuous of their 
threats to use a bodyguard. He rode alone. 
The sun dropped behind the broken sky
line and the shadows of dusk thickened in 
the rocky Geronimo Pass through which he 
must ride to reach the Block ranch.

He rode warily and his eyes and ears 
were strained for sight or sound of ambush. 
But the years had dimmed his eyesight 
a little and dulled the sharpness of his 
hearing. The light was shadowed in 
Geronimo Pass. The men behind the thick 
brush made little sound because they were 
skilled at this business of bushwhacking.

There were two men. One on either side 
of the trail. Slash M Delaney’s horse shied. 
Two guns roared and crimson-orange 
streaks of flame spewed from their gun 
barrels. Delaney felt the crashing thud of 
heavy leaden slugs tearing his shoulders. 
He raked his horse with his silver Mexican 
spurs. Reeling in his saddle like a drunken 
man, he rode through the quick hail of 
flying bullets at a cead run, his guns spit
ting fire.

AN HOUR later his big palomino horse 
fetched him to the Block ranch more 

dead than alive. His clothes were sodden 
with blood and his voice was a croaking 
whisper as Riley Blocker lifted him from 
his saddle.

Riley and Jane Blocker bandaged his, 
wounds and Riley fed him raw whisky 
from a water tumbler. Slash M Delaney

smiled his thanks at Jane and told her that 
he had a few words to say to Riley alone.

“We’ve never been friends, Blocker,” 
Slash M Delaney told the one armed cow
man. “Not very good neighbors. But I ’m 
damned if I ’ll see even a man who calls 
me a cow thief stabbed in the back.

“That’s what a pair of blackguards are 
tryin’ to do to you. A tinhorn gambler 
named Joe Fallon—called Frisco Joe. His 
pardner is a big renegade named Simon 
Thall. I knew ’em both in Mexico City. 
Bad hombres. They knew you and I didn’t 
waste any love on one another so they 
showed up at my ranch with a proposition. 
I ran ’em off.

“I was riding’ here to warn you when 
I got shot. They must have guessed I ’d ride 
here. Bushed up and tried to kill me. 
They’re lookin’ for Johnny and Billy. 
Where are the two boys?”

“Johnny rode acrost the Border to fetch 
up some cattle. Billy took Norah to the 
dance at Nogales.”

“Frisco Joe aims to find ’em. He claims 
that their real names are Johnny Ferguson 
and Billy Rhodes. That you murdered their 
fathers. That is what he says he’s goin’ 
to tell ’em and back it up with old news
paper accounts of the killin’.

“Frisco Joe and Simon Thall think they 
kin turn the two boys against you. They’ll 
git to Billy at Nogales. They’ll trail Johnny 
into Sonora. Poison the minds of your two 
boys. Frisco Joe showed me the old news
paper clippin’s. But I know what kind of 
a father you’ve bin to those two boys, 
Blocker. I don’t give a damn what else 
you’ve done along your back trail.

“You’re too big a man to git stabbed in 
the back by a pair of blackguards like 
Frisco Joe and Si Thall. Git to Nogales 
before they locate Billy and Norah. Git 
down to Sonora before they throw in with 
Carlos Haggerty and locate Johnny. I don’t 
trust Carlos. He lied to me. Told me he 
was takin’ Dolores to the baile at Nogales. 
But he left her there and rode on into 
Sonora with some of his men. He’s dis
obeyin’ my orders and goin’ after the cattle 
Johnny is fetchin’ up out of the Altar
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Valley. . . . How about another drink, 
Blocker. I ’m gittin’ kinda weak. Dyin’, I 
reckon.”

“Jane won’t let you die,” Riley promised 
as he gave the wounded man a drink of 
whisky. “Lie quiet and let her take care of 
you. I got the two bullets outa your shoul
ders. You’ll live. You got to live. Because 
you and me are tearin’ down the drift 
fence between the Block and Slash M 
ranges. Cow thief, hell! Youre all man, 
Delaney!”

Riley gripped the wounded cowman’s 
hand. Then he kissed Jane goodbye and 
hit the trail for Nogales.

TT WAS past midnight and the dance was 
A in full swing when Riley Blocker 
reached Nogales. Norah and Dolores De
laney were sitting on either side of Long 
Jim Crowley whose face was brick red and 
whose tanned neck was getting kinked and 
stiff from turning from one girl to the 
other as they tugged his either sleeve and 
tried to monopolize his attention.

“Where’s Billy?” Riley asked Norah.
“Billy’s stampeded,” said Norah. “He’s 

on the prod. Two men called him outside 
and talked to him. I don’t know what they 
said but he knocked the big man down and 
when the other man pulled a knife Billy 
rapped him between the horns with his six- 
shooter. He told Long Jim to ride close 
herd on Dolores and me. Said he was going 
after Johnny. He pulled a John Alden on 
me to boot.”

“Pulled a what?”
“John Alden. When he asked me to 

marry him he said that he was repping 
for Johnny. That Johnny would make a 
better husband. Billy had been sampling 
the tequila outside, I suppose. Anyhow 
it didn’t make sense. He blew up like a 
firecracker when I laughed at him. Then 
he found that Carlos had left Dolores here 
and headed for Sonora with some Slash 
M cowboys and—”

“Who is this John Alden?” Riley broke 
in. “What’s he look like?”

“I don’t know what John Alden looked 
like, Riley. He lived back in 1620 or there

abouts. One of the P'lgrims. He pleaded 
the cause of Captain N iles Standish and so 
won the hand of Priscilla. I t’s history.” 

“Wait till I get that tow-headed Yaqui! 
He brings me to a dance, gets a skin full 
of Nogales firewater, starts a fight with 
a couple of strangers, and turns Dolores 
and me over to Long Jim like we’re a pair 
of pack mules and—”

“You and Dolores git a couple of the 
Block boys to take you to the ranch,” 
Blocker said. “Dolores’s father’s there. He 
got shot but he’ll live. Take the doctor 
along and ride hard. Jim, git what men you 
kin rustle, Rangers or whoever you kin 
find quick. We’re taicin’ a pasear into 
Sonora. To’rds Altar. Git a move on!” 

Not until he had taken Long Jim Crow
ley and a couple of Arizona Rangers and 
some Block cowboys arid had left in a rush 
did Norah get her breath. She gripped 
the arm of Dolores Delaney.

“Riley,” she said in a small scared voice, 
“is packing a gun!”

CHAPTER VII

BROTHER, HERE'S YOUR HERITAGE

rriEXAS RILEY BLOCKER had never 
been much of a hand at preaching 

sermons. When he figured that Johnny or 
Billy needed advice he gave it to them 
and told them they could take it or leave 
it, and he grinned when he said it. And 
usually the boys grinned back and took it.

They called him Riley and they called 
their foster-mother Jane. So did Norah. 
There was a comradeship among the whole 
family that was wholesome and splendid.

Riley never packed a gun, but he had 
never lectured Billy about wearing that 
six-shooter with the notched cedar handle. 
And when Johnny bought a six-shooter 
and began wearing it 0 1  the roundup Riley 
said nothing against that. But he told both 
boys that a gun could get a man into a 
peck of trouble. And he told Billy, who 
liked to take a few drinks when he went to 
a baile or got to town with the cowboys, 
that a six-shooter and a skin full of booze 
didn’t mix.
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Johnny never took more than one or 
two drinks and Riley never worried about 
that end of it. Billy was the wild Injun 
who was quick-tempered and liked to 
swagger a little around town. Riley called 
it letting his spur straps out a hole so the 
rowels would drag on the dance floor. He 
wasn’t going to do anything about it, he 
told Jane.

“I can’t go bawlin’ the young rascal out 
for doin’ things I used to do before you 
sawed my horns off, Jane,” was Riley’s way 
of giving Billy his head.

“Ride a heady young colt like Billy with 
a spade-bit and he’ll rear over backward 
and come up a-pawin’ and a-strikin’. He’s 
got to be hackamore-broke. Johnny will 
handle hisself.”

Riley Blocker had ssen Johnny ride away 
from the ranch wearing a cartridge belt and 
sixshooter and with a carbine shoved in 
his saddle scabbard. Johnny had told him 
he was going down across the Border to 
help the Mexicans fetch up that drive of 
cattle from the Altar range. The Mexican 
vaqueros had spilled the last herd they 
gathered and their major-domo had told 
it scarey about being attacked by Carlos 
Haggerty and his bunch of renegades. Riley 
knew that the halfb eed Carlos wouldn’t 
have much chance of bluffing Johnny.

Riley had heard rumors about Billy 
being muy amigos with Carlos Haggerty. 
But he wouldn’t believe that Billy would 
throw in too strong w: th Slash M Delaney’s 
cattle-rustling ramrod. Billy didn’t need 
to turn cow thief to make a living. But 
Riley told Long Jirr Crowley that if he 
did catch Billy trying any monkeyshines to 
put the fear of the law in him strong 
enough so he’d remember.

It was Long Jim who told Riley about 
the fight Billy had with the two strangers 
outside the dance had.

“Billy had a horn drooped all evenin’, 
Riley. He’d taken on a few drinks but 
he wasn’t full. I heard him ask Dolores 
where Carlos was ar d when she told him 
tha't Carlos had pulhd out for somewhere 
across the Border Billy acted like he had 
found a scorpion in Iris likker.

“Billy was talkin’ to Norah, tellin’ her 
that he was goin’ to take a little pasear 
into Mexico, when a Mexican boy told 
him that two men wanted to see him out
side.

“Billy follered the Mexican boy outside. 
I saw him standin’ out there and the 
smaller of the two fellers was talkin’ and 
showin’ Billy some papers. Billy looked at 
the papers and grinned. Then he tore the 
papers up.

“The bigger feller made a grab for them. 
Billy hit him with everything but the ’dobe 
building. He knocked that big son of a 
gun down and kicked him in the belly. 
The other feller pulled a knife. Billy rapped 
him over the head with his gun and the 
feller dropped like a shot beef. Billy was 
still grinnin’ but his face was kinda white 
and his eyes was like sparks.

“ ‘Ride herd on Norah and Dolores,’ he 
told me. ‘I ’m goin’ to find Johnny. And if 
them two crawlin’ snakes is still in town 
when me’n Johnny git back to Nogales, 
we’re killin’ ’em like we’d shoot the heads 
off a couple of rattlers.’ And with that he 
forks his horse and left town in a cloud of 
dust.

“The two strangers picked theirselves up 
outa the dust. I saw ’em head for the 
sheriff’s office.”

Riley Blocker grinned. Frisco Joe hadn’t 
gotten far with Billy. Right now Billy was 
riding hard to locate Johnny. And if Carlos 
Haggerty jumped that pair and tried to 
steal their trail herd they would make 
bunch quitters out of the big halfbreed 
and his rustler outfit. If the two boys cut 
the sign of Frisco Joe and Simon Thall 
there would be a ruckus. But Frisco Joe 
and Simon Thall would never fight in the 
open.

T^H E sheriff of Nogales came up as Riley 
and Long Jim Crowley and two Ari

zona Rangers were getting ready to pull out 
for Sonora.

“I got a warrant for your arrest, Riley. 
Two Montana fellers showed up here this 
evenin’. One of ’em is a deputy sheriff. He 
has an old indictment against you. Claims
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that you’re wanted up in Montana for mur
der and grand theft. He says that him and 
the big feller with him has trailed you 
here and that you kidnapped two small 
boys fifteen years ago and claimed ’em be
cause you was after fifty thousand dollars 
that belonged to the boys you adopted.

“This Montana law officer claims you 
killed their daddies. A sheepman named 
John Ferguson and a cowman named Bill 
Rhodes. He showed me old newspaper 
accounts. The newspaper accused the 
governor of Montana of bein’ a crooked 
politician and it calls you a hired killer who 
wore a law badge that you used to protect 
yourself when you and some hired killers 
murdered Ferguson and Rhodes.

“I ain’t sayin’ I believe all this, Riley. 
But I ’m the law here at Nogales and I got 
my duty to perform. You’re the last man 
in the cow country I ’d want to put in jail. 
But I took an oath when they made me 
sheriff and—”

“Tuck in your shirt tail, Sheriff,” said 
Riley quietly. “The International Border 
runs square through the middle of this town 
of Nogales, don’t it? And right now we’re 
settin’ our horses on the Mexican side of 
the line. When you walked acrost the street 
just now you came over into Mexico. Your 
badge don’t count down here. That war
rant ain’t worth a lead dime.

“I ’ll drop around to your office when I 
git back. Me’n Long Jim and these two 
Rangers are takin’ a little pasear into 
Sonora. You should have served that bench 
warrant while I was on the United States 
side of the street, Sheriff.”

“That’s right, Riley. I ain’t got a foot 
to stand on. I ’m gittin’ almighty careless 
about things, thataway.” The sheriff 
grinned and shoved the bench warrant back 
in his pocket.

“Them two Montana fellers rode south, 
Riley. You might cut their sign down 
yonder. Good luck, boys.”

The sheriff walked back across the street, 
headed for the dance hall.

“There,” said Long Jim Crowley, as 
they headed south at a long trot, “is a man 
who should be re-elected. He follered you

acrost the street before he pulled that 
bench warrant on yuh, Riley.”

“He’s a cinch to git the Block votes,” 
said Riley. “Let’s ride!”

CHAPTER VIII

THUNDER ALONG THE BORDER

JOHNNY BLOCKER didn’t trust the 
Mexican major-domo whose name was 

Juan Tirado. He had seen Tirado and Car
los Haggerty drinking together more than 
once in the cantina at Nogales. And he 
had heard that the two men were cousins. 
Tirado hired his vaqueros in Sonora. It 
had been rumored that Tirado and his 
vaqueros had plenty of pesos right after 
that last time they had lost a big drive 
of cattle to Carlos Haggerty and his hard- 
riding renegades who vrere a mixture of bad 
gringos and ’breeds.

Tirado got a shock of surprise when 
Johnny rode up to their camp. A thousand 
head of Mexican catt e had been bedded 
down for the night and only two riders 
were on night guard.

“Andal Anda!" snapped Johnny as he 
rode up to the campfire around which 
Tirado and his vaqueros sat smoking and 
sipping black coffee, their saddled horses 
standing tied to nearby bushes.

“Get your horses anc get out to the herd. 
Carlos Haggerty and his men are not a 
mile from here. And listen with both your 
dirty ears, Tirado. Whe n those thieves ride 
up and try to take tiis herd, I ’ll shoot 
the first man of you who runs away. And 
if you value your lousy hide, take good 
care that you are not that first hombre 
who tries to coyote!”

Johnny spoke in the Mexican tongue 
and sprinkled his talk with enough vitriolic 
profanity to give it the proper weight. His 
gun was in his hand and he motioned with 
it.

Tirado and his vaqueros had been spend
ing a pleasant hour discussing how they 
would spend the money Carlos Hagger-ty 
would pay them for deserting the cattle 
Riley Blocker had been paying them to 
gather. Cattle that Riley had paid good
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Iionest dollars for down at Altar, Sonora.
Tirado had been telling them what a 

muy kombre was this halfbreed cousin of 
his. How Carlos Haggerty was braver than 
a whole corral full o ’ stupid gringos. Carlos 
was Tirado’s big hero. Carlos gave him 
money and many fi le presents and called 
him his compadre, and when Carlos mar
ried the daughter of Slash M Delaney 
there would be one grand fiesta. They 
would all work until they died for Carlos 
Haggerty and their wages would be as fat 
as any that the Block paid their gringo 
cowpunchers.

Tirado had passed a jug of mescal around 
and had boasted and bragged a lot as the 
fiery stuff warmed his gizzard. He was 
describing himself as one muy valiente 
hombre when Johnny Blocker rode up out 
of the night with a six-shooter in his hand 
and harsh, biting orders on his tongue.

“Anda! Anda!” called Johnny. “Rattle 
your hocks, hombres!”

Tirado had been mixing marijuana with 
the crumpled natural-leaf tobacco he had 
been rolling in his corn husk cigarettes. 
Marijuana made him loco-brave, and he 
was half drunk on mescal; the combination 
of the drug and liquor made him crafty and 
murderous. He muttered sullen orders to 
his men to get their horses and got to his 
feet.

Tirado was taller than the average Mex
ican. He moved on long and none too 
steady legs to where his horse was tied. 
Standing behind his horse, he slid his six- 
shooter from its holster.

Then his gun spa; fire.

TIRADO was handier with a knife or 
machete than he was with a gun. His 

aim was that of tie  average Mexican— 
poor. His bullet missed Johnny by at least 
two feet. It was the last mistake that 
Tirado ever made.

Johnny fired twice at the shadowy blot 
of Tirado’s head and shoulders that 
showed above the withers of his horse. 
Both bullets found their mark. Tirado was 
dead when he slumped to the ground and 
his horse bolted.

Another Mexican had taken his cue from 
themiajor-domo. His bullet nicked Johnny’s 
hat. Johnny shot him in the belly and he 
toppled from his horse, screaming hoarsely.

Johnny’s six-shooter swung in a short 
arc to menace the other vaqueros who 
lacked the nerve to take part in a losing 
fight. He made them sit their horses for 
a couple of long minutes and watch their 
companions die. He was fighting John 
Ferguson’s son now as he gripped his gun 
and watched the vaqueros, as he told them 
in a brittle voice what he would do to the 
next hombre who was fool enough to try 
to kill him.

The cattle were bedded half a mile from 
camp. Johnny heard shooting out there. 
His voice cracked like a bullwhip.

“Anda! Anda! Ride out there and 
fight! Andale! Let’s go!”

The cattle were running. Men were rid
ing behind the stampeding herd. In the 
white moonlight Johnny saw a man on 
a big gray horse that had spots as big as 
dinner plates across its rump. There was 
only one such marked horse in that part of 
the cow country. That horse belonged to 
Billy Blocker. Billy called the gray gelding 
his town horse and had named him Fiddler.

That was Billy riding Fiddler and Billy’s 
six-shooter was spitting fire as he rode a t 
the man on the Slash M palomino. The 
rider on the palomino was Carlos Hag
gerty. Billy was shouting:

“You doublecrossin’ son of a halfbreed 
snake! You lyin’ whelp of a mangy coyote. 
You—”

Carlos Haggerty shouted to a couple of 
his men and they rode away from the cattle 
and straight at Billy.

Johnny slid his carbine from its saddle 
scabbard and yelled at the top of his voice. 
His voice rose harshly above the rumble 
and crash of the stampede. Billy let out a 
cowboy yell as he heard Johnny’s voice. 
Johnny and Billy Blocker charged Carlos 
Haggerty and his Slash M renegades and 
they meant it every time they pulled their 
gun triggers.

It was Billy who shot Carlos Haggerty 
out of his saddle. The Block vaqueros saw
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Haggerty pitch sideways and hit the ground 
with a thud and lie there like a dead lump. 
They knew that there would be no Slash 
M payoff. Tirado, their double-dealing 
major-domo, was dead. Carlos Haggerty 
looked dead enough. So now they fought 
for the Block outfit.

The gun fight was fast and furious. 
Billy and Johnny rode side by side and 
their guns made havoc.

T^H EN  it was over and it took an hour or 
^  more to check the leaders and get the 

herd to milling. Carlos Haggerty was dead 
when Johnny and Billy found him. The 
Slash M renegades had ridden off into the 
night. The crippled crew of Block vaqueros 
rode around the milling herd. They had 
spilled a couple of hundred head of steers 
but the bulk of the herd was slowing down, 
halting. Ready to bed down.

“Sing ’em to sleep!” Johnny told his 
Mexican outfit. “Lose so much as one steer 
and I ’ll cut the ears off every hombre in 
this outfit!”

“What big teeth you have, gran’ma!^’ 
chuckled Billy.

“You got blood all over your Sunday 
shirt,” said Johnny. “What tore you away 
from the baile, dancin’ man?”

“I t’s your shirt I ’m wearin’, brother.” 
Billy grinned. “The white silk ’un you had 
made to measure. The sleeves were a little 
long so I borrowed the loan of Dolores’ 
red silk garters to held ’em up,” he lied 
glibly.

“You’re bleedin’ like a stuck pig.”
“Just a scratch. One of Carlos Haggerty’s 

slugs grazed my manly bosom. Better have 
a couple of the hombrecitos load Haggerty’s 
carcass on his horse and take it to the Slash 
M ranch. Mebbyso Delaney will want to 
give his cattle-rustlin’ ramrod a military 
funeral. I told that halfbreed son I ’d kill 
him if ever he stole another Block steer. 
He must have thought I was just joshin’.”

They told the Mexicans to hold the herd 
and bury all the dead except Carlos Hag
gerty. Haggerty’s body was to be taken 
back to the Slash M ranch for burial. They 
dismounted at the creek and Johnny band

aged the bullet rip that had torn a four- 
inch gash in Billy’s thick chest.

“That’s goin’ to stiffen my left jab,” 
said Billy. “Who the hell is John Alden?” 

“Never heard of him,” said Johnny. “He. 
must work for the Slash M. Hold still. I 
can’t tie this rag tight when you twist 
and wriggle.”

“Norah called me John Alden. If she was 
pullin’ some boardin’-school insult, I ’ll git 
even with her. Ouch!”

“I thought a Yaqui never hollered. Hold 
still. Why didn’t you git hit in the head 
where it wouldn’t hur: you any? Not much 
of a job of bandagin’ but it’ll hold till we 
reach Nogales.”

“Norah says she’d never marry a man 
that snorted and gritted his teeth and 
cussed half the night in his sleep. And was 
so chicken-hearted that he bribed another 
feller to do his proposin’. I ’m afraid you’re 
out, Johnny. She’s got a line on this John 
Alden gent. Must be some college dude 
she met when she was away at boardin’ 
school. But I repped for you as best I could 
and— Ouch!”

“You what?”
“I told her I ’d gambled away most of 

my Block B cattle, but you still had the 
first cow that ever wore your Block J iron. 
She won’t have eithe:" of us for better or 
worse. I ’m swingin’ a hungry loop for Do
lores. I thought she was stuck on Carlos, 
but she says not. And anyhow, Carlos Hag
gerty’s in no shape to marry anybody 
now.

“Just what did you tell Norah?” John
ny’s voice sounded stiff and dry as old raw- 
hide. “Nobody asked you to say I—”

“I broke out in a rash of brotherly love 
and popped the question for you, bone- 
head. And she laughed in my face. Called 
me John Alden and lold me to go peddle 
my fish. I was just reppin’ for you, son.” 

“I can’t beat up on a cripple,” said 
Johnny. He sat dowr on the bank of the 
creek and unbuckled one leg of his chaps. 
The leg of his overalls was sodden with 
blood. A bullet had cut his thigh.

“Cripple, eh?” Billy ripped the leg of 
Johnny’s overalls with his jacknife blade
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and wrapped a tourniquet and bandage 
around the flesh wounc.

“ TOHN ALDEN,” Johnny said as he 
v  helped with the last knot of the crude 

bandage, “was the Pilgrim who told the Pil
grim Lady Priscilla that Captain Miles 
Standish wanted to n: arry her. I just re
membered now. Good men have been killed 
for less than you did when you repped for 
me, you tow-headed Yaqui.”

“Baaaaa!” Billy blatted like a sheep. 
“You’ve got a chance, sheepherder. I saw 

the glint in Norah’s eyes. I got all the hard 
chores done for you. /ill you have to do is 
take the little red-hf aded Yaqui to the 
preacher’s house and the job’s done. Good 
luck, Johnny. I mean it.” Billy gripped 
Johnny’s hand. *

“It’s bin a long time since you called me 
sheepherder, Billy.” Johnny’s voice was 
quiet.

“Yeah, I just remembered somethin’. Is 
your six-shooter loaded?”

“I t’s loaded. But— ”
“So is mine. And I’m whittlin’ another 

notch or two on it before long. I run into 
two men from Montana. A man named 
Frisco Joe. He’s travelin’ with a big ox 
named Simon Thall. We’d better head ’em 
off before they find Riley. Remember the 
oath we took when we were kids? When 
we took our jackknives and cut our arms 
and each of us sucked the other’s blood 
from the cuts and a.l that kind rigama- 
role?” Billy was grinning faintly, but his 
blue eyes were shining.

“I ’ll tell a man I remember,” said John
ny, getting to his feet. “And we had to wait 
weeks before Riley cut himself and he 
thought we were locoed when we sucked the 
blood from the cut and told him it was 
to keep him from gettin’ blood poison. And 
that made us blood brothers and it made 
Riley Blocker our blood brother.

“You said it was a Yaqui custom. When 
I found out you’d made the Yaqui part up 
I took a poke at you and you licked me. 
I ’ll tell a man I ’ll never forget any of it. 
Where do we cut th; trail of Frisco Joe 
and Simon Thall?”

“Nogales. I left ’em there with their 
backs in the street. We’ll find ’em, Johnny. 
We got to find ’em. They’re after Riley. 
And Riley’s gun is in the old trunk. I ’ll 
tell you while we’re ridin’ along.

“I should have killed ’em both. But 1 
had to git to you before Carlos Hagger
ty . .  . They might even find Norah and 
tell her what Frisco Joe tried to tell me. 
Long Jim’s with Norah. I told him to take 
her home and to take Dolores home. I got 
kinda rattled or I ’d have killed them two 
snakes right then and there. But I knocked 
the hell outa Simon Thall and beefed Frisco 
Joe and hit the trail to ketch Carlos. I was 
kinda rattled—”

“You managed to save my hide,” said 
Johnny quietly. “You ain’t doin’ so bad, 
Yaqui.”

Then an awkward silence came between 
them like a barrier that must be crossed 
with words that were difficult to find. It was 
Billy, always the better talker of the two 
boys, who broke down that barrier with the 
headlong abruptness that was his nature.

“We came close to hatin’ one another, 
Johnny. A lot of it is my fault. You’re 
everything that Riley wants us to be. Steady 
and straight-shootin and the best cowman 
in the country. By rights you should be 
runnin’ the outfit. Riley would make you 
ramrod of the Block layout if he wasn’t 
scared of hurtin’ my feelin’s.

“I ’ve bin sort of jealous or somethin’ and 
I ’ve gone wild just to be onery. I ’ve al
ways hated Carlos and I didn’t trust him.
I trailed with him because I wanted to 
make you sore. I was jealous of you—”

“That goes double, Billy. Let’s get ’er off 
our chests right now. Come clean and make 
a new start. We just went through our first 
gun fight together. We’re goin’ into another 
’un. This Frisco Joe and Simon Thall might 
be tough enough to get one or both of us.

“Jealous? Me, too, cowhand. You ride 
broncs I wouldn’t go into the same corral 
with. You rope wild steers that kick dirt 
in my face and get away because I haven’t 
the nerve to open up my horse on a steep 
slant. Your ropin’ makes mine look like I 
was a dude pilgrim. You’re the best bronc
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rider and wildest brush-popper cowhand 
on this man’s range.

“And since we were kids you’ve bin 
Norah’s hero. I t’s hurt. And I ’ve tried to 
hurt you back. If you hadn’t showed up 
tonight Carlos Haggerty and his renegades 
would have rubbed me out. Somehow that’s 
changed everything. I want you to marry 
Norah. You’re made for one another— 
Yaquis.” Johnny’s grin was genuine.

“You’re wrong, Johnny. I don’t love 
Norah any more than she loves me. We’re 
Yaquis. Sure. Brother and sister. I realized 
tonight when I took her to the baile that 
Norah and I both felt the same way about 
each other. You made that crack about the 
red and black. It made me fightin’ mad. 
Then when I got to thinkin’ it over I woke 
up all of a sudden and realized I ’m in love 
with Dolores Delaney. And that’s the 
truth. And I know somethin’ else, sheep- 
herder. We’ve put on those old boxin’ 
gloves for the last time.”

“Right, Yaqui.”
“We swing off the trail here,” said Billy. 

“Yonder is the ranch that Carlos Hag
gerty and his renegades used for their 
headquarters. That Frisco Joe let it slip 
that he and Carlos were muy amigos. Com- 
padres. I ’m playin’ a hunch that Carlos 
told Frisco Joe and Simon Thall to meet 
him here tonight.

“They needed a Mexico hideout and they 
aimed to use Carlos and Slash M Delaney 
in their plan to wipe out Riley. They’d 
heard that I was mixed up with Carlos. And 
they planned to poison you and me against 
Riley. They figured that Slash M Delaney 
would be glad to back their play and that 
they could use Carlos and his renegades.

“So unless my hunch is wrong we’ll find 
Frisco Joe and Simon Thall at that Mexi
can ranch yonder. Nobody figured on you 
cornin’ down here to fetch this herd up 
across the line. And they don’t know 
where I was headed for when I left No
gales. I think they figured I was ridin’ 
back to the Block ranch to warn Riley. 
There’s a light in the Mexican ranch house 
yonder.”

“Let’s go, then!”

CHAPTER IX

MIDNIGHT CANTINA

JOHNNY and Billy both knew the place.
It was run by an old Mexican who made 

and sold tequila there. A few adobe houses, 
sheds and corrals. Il was a hangout for 
rustlers and gun-runners and renegades of 
all sorts.

The* light came from the open doorway 
of the squat adobe louse that was used 
as a saloon or cantina. The old Mexican 
stood behind the bar and Frisco Joe and 
Simon Thall were opposite him. Frisco 
Joe’s head was bandaged and Simon Thall’s 
red face bore the marks of Billy’s fists. 
They were both a little drunk.

“Simon Thall belongs to me,” said John
ny as they rode up 1o the long hitchrack 
where two saddled horses were tied.

“Frisco Joe is my vrolf meat,” said Billy. 
They swung from their saddles and 

walked into the lamplit saloon. Their hands 
were on their guns. Frisco Joe and Simon 
Thall stood with their backs to the bar. 
their right hands gripping their six- 
shooters.

“Long time no see you, Thall,” said 
Johnny, his voice flat. “Do you still quirt 
little kids?”

“Look here, boys,” said Frisco Joe, 
“you’re getting us all wrong. Billy went off 
half-cocked at Nogales, but we’ll not re
member that. Si and I have come a long 
ways to have a talk with you two boys. 
One of you is the son of John Ferguson 
and Billy’s father was my old friend Bill 
Rhodes. I ’m only dcing what Bill would 
want me to do to protect his son against 
the hired gun-toter who murdered him.

“Si Thall meant you no harm, Johnny. 
He was trying to make a man outa you and 
he’s willing to make i p for it now by help
ing you square the debt that your father, 
John Ferguson, left behind. Texas Riley 
Blocker was a gun s linger who was hired 
by a crooked politician to kill off John Fer
guson and Bill Rhodes. Blocker hired a 
bunch of buffalo hunters and renegade 
scouts to back his dirty play.

“I got old newspaper files to prove it.
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I ’m only actin’ for my old pardner Bill 
Rhodes, and Si Thall is still loyal to the 
memory of his friend John Ferguson. Take 
your hands off your guns, boys, and have 
a drink with us and let’s pool our bets and 
get back what belongs to the sons of Bill 
Rhodes and John Ferguson—”

Frisco Joe’s beady black eyes were nar
rowed. The drooping black mustache under 
his hawklike nose hid the thin line of his 
mouth. His voice w£.s quiet. He was as dan
gerous now as a coiled rattler.

The years had grayed Simon Thall’s 
hair and mustache and his big hard muscles 
had fattened a little. He looked even more 
coarsely brutal than Johnny remembered 
him, and his nose, broken by Riley Block
er's fist fifteen years ago, had been set 
crooked and gave him a plug-ugly look. 
There was murder now in his bloodshot 
green eyes. Simon Ttiall was half-drunk and 
in an ugly mood.

“We rode here tc find you two blackleg 
renegades,” said Johnny quietly. “We came 
here to kill you before you could do any 
harm to the finest, squarest man that ever 
lived. Fill your hancs!”

17'OUR six-shooters belched flame at al- 
^  most the same split-second. The old 
Mexican dropped flat behind his bar and 
hugged the floor. The small adobe hut was 
filled with the roar of guns.

Then the shooting stopped as abruptly 
as it had started. Powder smoke hung in 
white layers in the yellow lamplight After 
several long minutes the old Mexican got 
to his hands and knees and peered over 
the edge of his pine board bar.

Frisco Joe and Simon Thall were both 
dead. Johnny lay h  a crumpled heap on 
the floor and under his head was a widening 
pool of blood.

Billy’s right shotlder was covered with 
blood and a bullet had cut his cheek. He 
was gripping the cedar-handled six-shooter 
in his left hand and he was the only one 
of the four who was still on his feet.

Then Billy dropped his empty gun and 
knelt on one knee beside Johnny. A dry 
sob broke in his throat and tears welled to

his blue eyes and trickled down his bleed
ing face.

Billy’s eyes were blinded by hot tears 
as he sat down and lifted Johnny’s blood- 
smeared head onto his lap. Blood trickled 
into Billy’s mouth from his ripped cheek 
and he was trying to wipe the blood from 
Johnny’s thick hair.

Grief was hitting him hard. He didn’t 
want to live now that Johnny was dead. 
God had played a scurvy trick by letting 
Johnny get killed. If God had to take one 
of them, why hadn’t He spared Johnny 
for Norah and Riley and Jane? Johnny 
was the one who was worth saving. The 
God in Heaven that Norah and Jane prayed 
to had killed Johnny.

Billy’s grief was not a man’s. It was the 
heartbroken grief of a small boy who made 
headlong mistakes and loved blindly with 
a small boy’s fierce loyalty. Billy didn’t 
know that he was sobbing and talking wild
ly as he tried with his one good hand to 
wipe the blood from the face of Johnny, 
who was closer than a brother to him.

That was the way Riley Blocker found 
Johnny and Billy. And it took every last 
shred of courage that the one-armed cow
man had in his tough make-up to go into 
that adobe saloon and kneel there beside 
Billy and try to find the right words to 
quiet the young cowpuncher.

Then Long Jim Crowley helped Riley 
get Billy to his feet. They sat Billy in one 
of the home-made arm chairs. Then Long 
Jim told the old Mexican to fetch warm 
water. He ripped Johnny’s shirt off with his 
jackknife and went to work. He washed the 
blood from Johnny’s face and head and 
chest and his big hands were as deft and 
sure as those of a surgeon.

Riley made Billy drink a lot of tequila. 
They both watched with dulled, hopeless 
eyes as Long Jim worked over Johnny. All 
they could see was blood and spilled water 
on the floor; the Border Patrol rider 
shielded his movements, his back turned to 
Riley and Billy. They thought that John
ny’s head was partly shot away and that 
Long Jim was hiding the horror of it from 
them. They thought that Long Jim Crowley
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was getting Johnny’s dead body cleaned 
up and ready for the journey to the Block 
ranch in a wagon.

The two Rangers were cutting away 
Billy’s shirt and bandaging his bullet torn 
shoulder. Riley’s face was gray and the old 
bullet scar on his cheek was putty white.

“Where’s the Yaqui?”

ID  ILLY thought that his ears were playing 
some ghastly trick. Riley jumped as 

if he had been struck with a hot iron. That 
was Johnny’s voice.

“Where’s the Yaqui? Where’s Billy?”
“He’s here, Johnny,” they heard Long 

Jim Crowley saying. “You got to lay still. 
You’re shot up some. A bullet parted your 
hair and near took an ear plumb off. Till 
I got the blood washed off I was afraid the 
side of your head had bin tore off. The slug 
through your chest went high enough to 
miss your lungs or you’d be spittin’ blood. 
Now lay quiet.”

Billy jerked away from the two Rangers. 
The color came back into Riley Blocker’s 
gray face. They grinned down at Johnny 
and he grinned stiffly back at them and 
none of the three could speak for a long 
moment.

“We got ’em, Riley,” Johnny said quiet
ly. “Frisco Joe and Simon Thall. We knew 
we’d have to get ’em some day. Billy re
membered Frisco Joe. I remembered Simon 
Thall. And when we were kids we got into 
the old tin trunk where your white-handled 
gun was. We found the old newspaper ac
counts of the killin’ of Bill Rhodes and 
John Ferguson. And the letters the governor 
of Montana wrote you and Jane. We fig
ured out why you never packed a gun. And 
we took a kid oath to protect you.

“We had no business pokin’ into the 
trunk. But you know how kids are curious, 
Riley. We even listened once when you and 
Jane were talking about us. Tryin’ to make 
up your minds to tell us about how our 
fathers had been enemies. How you’d had 
to kill ’em. We should have come to you 
long ago and told you that it didn’t make 
any difference. . . .  Tell Riley about the 
blood-brother and blood-father business,

Billy. And get that shoulder tied up. You’re 
bleedin’ all over the place, Yaqui. And your 
face looks shore purty.”

“You don’t look so handsome yourself 
with an ear half gone, st eepherder.”

Texas Riley Blocker was too bewildered 
to do anything but grin at the two tough 
young cowpunchers whe refused to admit 
that they were suffering any pain. The 
heavy burden that he had carried all those 
years had been lifted froi jis weary shoul
ders. He wanted to tell Jane about it. Billy 
gave him the six-shooter with the notched 
cedar handle and told him to put it back 
in the trunk with his white bone-handled 
gun that he never wanted to use again.

Long Jim Crowley told Johnny and Billy 
that if he thought he had a Chinaman’s 
chance he’d propose to both Norah and 
Dolores while their two nen were bandaged 
up like a pair of Egypt an mummies. But 
from the girls’ talk at the Nogales baile 
he knew he was a rank outsider and run
ning a poor third in the nee.

TT WAS a month before the Border Patrol
officer acted as best nan at the double 

wedding. The wedding was at the Block 
ranch. Slash M Delane}' and Texas Riley 
Blocker gave the brides away. Jane Blocker 
mothered both girls and got them dressed 
for the wedding.

Big Kate came from Montana to attend 
the wedding. But she stayed only a few 
days. She had recovered the money Frisco 
Joe had stolen from her and to it Riley 
Blocker added more. Ha made her accept 
it for old times’ sake. Big Kate was going 
to her old home in San Francisco to open 
the biggest vaudeville house and concert 
hall on the Pacific Coast. That was her life 
and she could know no other, Big Kate 
told them. San Francisco was her home 
town. She was going back.

Riley Blocker put Big Kate on the train 
at Tucson. A few minutes before the train 
left Riley broke what had become an awk
ward silence between them.

“I shipped Frisco Joe’s; body to San Fran
cisco, Kate. Here’s a letter I got from the 
undertaker there sayin’ where he’s buried.”
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It took Big Kate a full minute to answer. 
Tears misted her eyes as she took his hand 
in both of hers.

“He treated me bad, Riley. But he was 
my husband. The only man I ever cared 
much about. You’re all white man, Riley 
Blocker.”

“You’re a good woman, Kate.”
Texas Riley Blocker stood on the plat

form, watched the train out of sight. He 
watched until he could no longer see the 
large woman in the black dress with dyed 
yellow hair and diamond rings on her fin
gers standing on the rear platform of the 
last car waving a white handkerchief bor
dered with black silk.

Then he mounted his horse and rode 
along the trail that would take him to his 
home ranch and his wife Jane. To the peace 
that he had fought so hard to attain. A one- 
armed cowman with a scarred face and 
snow-white hair and mustache.

He smiled a little.
Memories rode with him in the soft Ari

zona twilight. A smile softened his leathery 
face. He was dreaming a little. There would 
be grandchildren. Norah’s and Johnny’s 
and Billy’s. Jane would fuss over them. 
There would be the laughter of children 
in the big adobe ranch house. Life held 
a-plenty for a man. So Texas Riley Blocker 
rode home.

THE END

Ahead!
&

REBEL TAKE ARMS 
Out of that last great fight on Scottish fields, when Bonnie Prince Charlie 
bowed before the Redcoats, an unconquerable son of the Clan Kenzie launched 
himself into a vast new world that he had to take for his own. And with a 
liberty-loving Frenchman he carried his rebellion far beyond the seas. . . .

Beginning a stirring new novel by 
ROBERT CARSE

OLD UNCLE GHOST
There was sometliing pretty terrible up in that mountain: terrible for two 
Confederate youngsters and for the starving village from which they foraged. 
But in the end, most terrible of all for the troops of the enemy. A short story

of Civil War days by 
RICHARD SALE

RIFLE RIDE
No rest for the sheriff today; for there’s big trouble on Squaw Mountain—  
and there’s going to be plenty more. The seeds were sown weeks ago, when a 
father and his. son were kicked out of a wagon train; and they sprouted when 
a man they never heard of was murdered for profit. A complete short novel 

of fast action against Western law, by 
C. K. SHAW
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The Readers' Viewpoint

W ELL, you’ve been asking for it 
and here it is—a good fat space 
for Argonotes. Maybe we can’t do 

it every week; but don’t say we didn’t 
try. And we’ve got some fascinating letters 
here that ought to see print.

So, without further ado, we turn you 
over to your fellow readers. And what’s 
more appropriate than to begin with a 
beginner:

w i l l i a m  a . McCl e l l a n

This being my first letter to your magazine 
since I began reading it last October, I don't 
know exactly where to begin. I guess the best 
place is to start congratulating you on your 
new cover design.

I have just bought the August third issue and 
I am all for this new cover. It adds new dignity 
to the magazine that above all deserves prestige. 
Why not alternate the color scheme of the 
background each week? (E d i to r ’s  a s id e :  W e 're  
d o in g  j u s t  th a t. N o t i c e ? )

Now to talk about the inside of Argosy. First 
of all you must keep Theodore Roscoe working 
on his hypothetical moments in the lives of our 
Presidents. Let him use them all, including1 
F. D. R.

Also Phil Ketchum ought to make his new 
series as long as possible. I would like to see 
more of Roy DeS. Horn’s Robin the Bom
bardier stories and A. L. Zagat’s Dikar and the 
Bunch novels.

And finally, give us as much C. M. Warren 
as you can get.

By the way, what has happened to M. R. 
Montgomery and his two French heroes? 
Would like to see them again. ( T h a t  ed. a g a in :  
M o r e  o f  M o n tg o m e r y  c o m in g  u p  so o n .)

I think you ought to keep Argonotes no less 
than a page each issue. (H o w  w e  d o in ’?—E d .)  
I believe that all of your readers enjoy this 
department and would like to see it larger.

That's about all I can think of for now. In 
closing I can only say that you have a great 
magazine and I thank you for the many hours 
of enjoyment it has given me.
W a s h i n g t o n , D. C.

Mr. McClellan’s letter naturally leaves 
us brimming with satisfaction.

Next we present a reader whose criti
cism cuts both ways in a detailed analysis:

EDWARD C. CONNOR

I used to read all of the serials in Argosy, 
but lately a number have appeared which are 
definitely below par. I stumbled through two 
or three parts and then was overcome.

Why Argosy should publish such stories as 
“The Devil’s Diary”, “Death Under Water”, 
and “Dead of Night” is beyond me. The plots 
of the first two are especially thin, and like a 
balloon are full of hot air. The last is certainly 
not a “great mystery”.

However, not all yotr new writers are as 
bad as Dubois. On the contrary, Warren is 
superb. His “Bugles Are for Soldiers”, was 
tops, regardless of such criticism as Arthur 
Straw’s, in the July 27th issue. Why doesn't 
he say what's wrong with Mr. Warren’s 
Indians?

“The Harp and the Blade” by John Myers 
Myers is one of the mosl interesting and unique 
historical novels I have :ver read. I would like 
to see more by this author; also more of Mont
gomery’s Cleve and d’Entreville and Roy DeS. 
Horn’s Robin the Bombardier.

I am glad to see Philip Ketchum back with 
a new series. In my opinion, Argosy publishes 
the best historical stories to be found anywhere. 
The same is true of fanlastics.

I want Burroughs and Cummings back in 
Argosy. H ow about a long novel by Zagat about 
Dikar? I would also lile another fantastic by 
Jack Mann, and others by Beyer, Painton, Reed, 
North, and Williamson.

I hope you can give us stories by Klein, 
Mason and Bedford-Jones soon. (S e e  p a g e  50, 
th is  issu e . A n d  m o re  c o m in g !—E d .)

One thing that I be ieve' Argosy has im
proved in is the short stories. “If You But 
Wish", “The Pearls of Madame Podaire”, “The 
Flying Eye”, and "Postmarked for Paradise”, 
by Arthur; “The Playful Powerhouse” and 
“Apart from Himself” by Templeton, and the 
Wayne McCloud stories are excellent.
Peoria, III.



ARGONOTES 111

Now here’s a dissenting opinion on “The 
Harp and the Blade”, based on a very 
interesting premise:

KENNETH ANDRAE

I have a peculiar habit of waiting until I get 
all of the installments of a continued story be
fore starting to read it. Therefore my remarks 
on “The Harp and the Blade” by John Myers 
Myers which started in the June twenty-second 
issue may be a bit late.

I like historical novels very much, but I also 
like to have the autnor stick to the language 
of the times about which his novel is written.

Therefore, after reading only one chapter of 
this story about Medieval Europe, the time be
ing soon after Charlemagne's death, I threw up 
my hands in disgust.

Witness the following modern slang expres
sions taken from the first chapter: "Lousy” ; 
"chivvying” ; “beat tp” ; “kicked you all over 
the place”; “washed-up has-beens” ; “finnicky” ; 
“Look, . . “a gang of this guy’s men"; "he 
came to these parts with a gang of a few years 
back”; “He can mace it stick” ; “I cussed a 
bit”.

I am actually afraid to go on with the story 
for fear the author will ring in Tommy guns 
and the like.
Delafielb, W is.

WELL, we see Mr, Andrae’s point of 
view. There are undoubtedly readers 
who don’t like their history peppered with 

modernisms. And other readers who do. 
With writers like Philip Ketchum, we 
more than strike a balance.

Here’s more of the other side of the 
picture, from:

N. C. DREW

That novel, “The Harp and the Blade”, is 
so good I’m sorry it will end next time. I don’t

read many long things. . . . Hooray for Argosy. 
Saybrook, Conn.

And yet again, a word of warm com
mendation for Mr. Myers from:

WILLIAM SHARPE

I have been wondering why you have called 
your magazine Argosy for a long time. Surely, 
there was nothing in it to represent a boat of 
any make or kind. But now, as you have a new 
frontpiece, and a very good one, I see where it 
not only gets its name, but also my praise.

I have been reading the Argosy for a long 
time, and as I am only seventeen, spend many 
delightful hours reading it. I can truthfully say 
that your magazine is on my top list for fic
tional reading.

As many other persons have said, where are 
your old writers? How about bringing back 
Bedford-Jones, Mr. Bruce, and last but by no 
means least, Mr. Burroughs. Have another story 
by Mr. Myers Myers, and make it soon. His 
last one was a honey.
Eltingville, S. I.

Finally, we are happy to welcome the 
ladies to our kind words department, with 
this letter from:

JUNE BLAKELY

For a long while I’ve been reading the 
A rgosy, and I think it’s about time I told you 
how much I like it.

It’s nice to have something to read that’s so 
good.

In this number I specially like that story 
“Two for One”, by Mr. Kjelgaard, and "Meet 
Mrs. Wildcat", by Mr. Curry. There’s lots of 
interest in both of them—and in Mr. Surdez’ 
novel too.

I’ll enjoy seeing your new cover.
R ichmond, Va.

TO OUR READERS
Present conditions in the paper market have made it expedient for the pub
lishers of this magazine to reduce the number of its pages. However, by using a 
slightly smaller type, not one word of the fiction contents of the book has been 
sacrificed. In many issues we have found the wordage to be higher than formerly. 
Argosy still gives you m ore words and better stories for your dime.



in 90 Days at Home
Hundreds of men and women of all ages 10-60 make $10.00 
to $20.00 In a single day giving scientific Swedish Massage and 
Hydro-Therapy treatments. There la a big demand from Hos
pitals, Sanitariums, Clubs, Doctors and private patients as 
well at opportunities for establishing your own office.
Learn this Interesting money-making profession In your own 
home by mall through our home study course. Same 
Instructors as In our NATIONALLY KNOWN resident school. 
A diploma Is awarded upon completion of the course. Course 

* can be completed In fi to 4 months. High School
training Is not necessary. Many earn big money 
while learning.

Anatomy Charts & Booklet FREE
Enroll now and we will Include uniform coat, mad- 
leal dictionary, patented reducing roller and 
Hydro-Therapy supplies without extra cost. The 
reducing course alone may ba worth many times
the modest tuition fee.
Send coupon now for Anatomy Charts and booklet 
containing photographs and letters from successful 
graduates. These w ill all be sent postpaid— F R E E .

TH E  College of Swedish Massage
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Promotion Begins at Home

FREE TRIIAL OFFER
NEW  R EM IN G TO N  NOISELESS PORTABLE

„ AS LOW AS

10-Day 
Free Trial 
Offer

AT LAST1 The famous Remington NOISELESS Portable plus 
Carrying Case 1b yours for only a small deposit end terms as 
little bb ten cents a day. Brend new. Not rebuilt. Standard 
keyboard and every modern feature. Free typing instruction 
book. 10-Day free trial. You don’t risk a penny. WE PAY 
ALL SHIPPING CHARGES. Act now I Write Remington 
Band Inc., Dept. 146-9 405 Washington St., Buffalo, N,Y.
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e a n  a r t i s t !
L ea rn  to  D raw  a t  H o r n t t n  Y o u r  Spa re  T im e
Prepare now for a fascinating curser as an Artist! Our prac
tical method has trained men und women of all ages since 
1914. COMMERCIAL ART, CARTOONING and DESIGN
ING all In one complete course. Trained Artists are capable 
of earning $3*0, $90, $75 a week. No previous Art training 
necessary. FREE BOOK, “ .Art (or Pleasure and Profit” de
scribes our Bpare-time training and TWO ARTISTS’ OUT
FITS Included with course. Ms II post card now. State age. 
Washington School of Art ,  Studio 712P 
1 115— 15th St. ,  N . W . ,  Washington,  D. C.

FREE
BOOK
giver
details

write fur magazines
New w rite rs  are  alw ays welcomed by edito rs. I n  spare 
tim e. In  your own hom e, you can  le a m  m agazine 
w ritin g  fro m  experts. T he M agazine In s t i tu te ,  a  home 
s tu d y  school opera ted  hy successfu l w riters an d  edi
to rs, oSers m odern , p rac tica l tra in in g  in  sh o rt story 
a n d  a rtic le  w riting . S im ple, fa sc in a tin g  assignm ents. 
In d iv id u a l a t te n tio n . W rite a t  once fo r th e  free book
le t, "T h e  B est Jo b  In  th e  W orld." No obligation . Ad
dress :

THE MAGAZINE INSTITUTE dept. K. 9 1 3 -
50 Rockefeller Plaza, N j w  York, N. Y.

a  B EC O M E AN EX P E R T

Accountant
E xecutive Accountant* and C P. A .'a  earn 12,000 to 110.000 a p ea r. 
Thousand* o f Aims need them About 20,000Certified Pnbllc Account
ant* in the U . 8. We train you thoroly a t home In spare time fo r  
C . P . A. examination* or exeeitive  accounting position*. Prevtoua ex
perience unnecessary. Person »1 train ing  under supervision of i t tS  o r 
C . P . A .'a , Including member!, o f the American Institu te of Account
an t* . W rite for free  b ook ,"  Accountancy, the Ptofeastern That ray s .
LaSalle Extension University, Dept. MMIChicago

A Correspondence Institution
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STOPyour Rupture
F I L L E D  W I T H  AIR. 
No m o r e  h a rd .q n y ie ld in g  

_ p a d s  s i n c e
z' in v , 'n ,lo n  of

y v \  B  l o o k s
% A tr 

>;\v\\W Cush io n .

W o r r i e s /

T h e  D o u b le  Ingu in a l A p 
pli ance  is as  com fo r tab le  
to w e a r  a s  a soft belt 
ye t  g iv es  f i rm  Support-

S p e c i a l  B r o o k s  A p p l i 
a n c e s  a re  m a d e  for all 
ty pes  of red u c ib le  r u p 
t u r e  a n d  s u c c e s s f u l l y  
fitted by  mail.  \

r%PROOFPl
Read These Reports on Reiiycible Rapture Cases
( In our files at Marshall Michigan, we hare 
over 33,000 grateful letters which have come 
to us entirely unsolicited tmd without any sort 
ofpayment.)

“ Doctor Soya C u re d "
“ My son, Ivan , wore your Vpplianee u n til th ree  
years ego. The doctor pronounced him cured a  year 
or two before th a t  tim e. He is now on the  Rice 
In stitu te  tra c k  team  of H ouston, Texas, is a  dash 
and relay m an. H e  p articipa ted  in track  m eets a t 
M ilwaukee a n d in  the  N atio  ml A. A. U. a t  Buffalo 
th is  p ast J u n e .” —Mrs. W n . H. Jones, Box 802, 
Hedley, Tex.

“ Gym nasium  Instructor at 5 4 "
“ My ru p tu re  is g rea tly  reduced a f te r  w earingyour 
Appliance for a year. I havt taken  up my old work 
as gym nasium  in stru c to r foi S tan ton  P a rk  B ap tist 
C hurch, and in  show ing the boys all the  s tu n ts , I 
have fe lt no ill-e lF eets.R em em ber— I am  5-1 years 
o f  age, and I th ink  i t  is very unusual for a m an of 
m y age doing h and-balance, especially w ith  a 
double ru p tu re , th a t  the  Brooks Appliance held 
me in. The above s ta tem en t is  tru e  and c o rre c t."  
-W m , H. R obertson, 1329 1’ th S t . ,  D etro it, Mich.

“ A p p l i a n c e  D i w a r d e d "
“ I discarded your A pp lianc ; abou t th ree  m onths 
ago, having no fu rth e r  need for it. By th a t  I m ean 
I am perfectly  cured  and have no discom fort 
w h atev er a f te r  l if tin g  pianos, e tc ., a t  m y w o rk .” 
—G. Sw indells, Long R e a c t , Miss.

“ Brooks (folds”
“ I can ’t  tell you how m uch I th in k  of your tru ss , 
it su re  has done m e worlds o f good. I have hard 
work m ining and so much liftin g , but the  tru ss  
held me and I never was bothered a  bit w ith my 
ru p tu re .” —Joe Thumc-relle, R. R. 2, P eoria , 111. 
c /o  Big B ear Coal Co./̂oBi

SENT ON 
TRIAL!

If your doctor says you 
have reducible rupture,and 
advises a proper-fitting 
support, don’t delay but 
get free details about the 
Brooks at once. It will be 
sent on trial to prove its 
merits. In trying it you risk 
no money—and if it doesn't 
"work”—if it fails to com
pletely satisfy you or your 
doctor—you return it and 
the trial costs you nothing. 
Beware of imitations! The 
genuine Brooks is notsold 
in stores or through mail 
order houses. Stop Your 
Rupture W orries—send 
coupon now! AH corre
spondence treated as 
strictly confidential.

Learn About My Perfected 
RUPTURE INVENTION!

T X T H Y  worry and suffer any longer?
’ ’ l  earn now about my perfected 

invention  for all forms of reducible 
rupture. It has brought ease, comfort and 
happiness to thousands of men, women 
and children. You can imagine how 
happy many of these rupture sufferers 
were when they wrote to me that they 
had no further use for any kind of 
support. How would YOU like to be 
able to experience that same happiness? 
The only way to find out is to actually 
try this remarkable appliance. I guarantee 
it to fit properly and to hold comfortably 
. . .  or it costs you nothing. Hurry— 
send coupon quick for Free Rupture 
Book, easy measuring chart, and PROOF 
of results.

Patented AIR-CUSHION Support 
Gives Nature a Chance to 

CLOSE the OPENING
Surprisingly—continually—my perfected 
Automatic Air Cushion supports the 
weakened parts allowing Nature, the 
Great Healer, to  swing into action! All 
the while you should experience the 
most heavenly comfort and security. No 
obnoxious springs, metal girdles or hard 
pads. N o salves or plasters. My complete 
Appliance weighs but a few ounces, is 
durable, inconsp icuous, sanitary and 
cheap in price. W ouldn’t you like to say 
“goodbye” to rupture worries and “hello” 
to NEW  freedom . . . NEW  glory in 
living . . . NEW  happiness with the help 
of Mother Nature and my perfected Air 
Cushion Appliance?

J
Brooks Appliance Co.

451-C State St. 
Marshall, Michigan

C O N FID E N T IA L  COUPON
l o r  R U PT U R E  S U FFE B E H S

H. C. BROOKS, Pre.id.at 
451-C StateSL.ManbaU.Midi.

R u sh  m e yo u r F ree  B ook, 
self-fitting chart, p ro o f  o f  re
su lts . a ll w i th o u t  o b l ig a 
tio n *  and  in  p la in  envelope.

N a m e

S tr e e t

C i ty S ta te

C. E . B R O O KS I
Inven to r

State
whether

woman □
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MAIL ORDER DIVISION OF FINLAY STRAUS, Inc.

1670 BROADWAY, NEW YORK


