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CAPT. HAZZARD 
Magazine 

Vol. 1 MAY, 1938 No. 1 

Dom111ete Aellon-Mytlfery Novel 
PYTHON MEN OF LOST CITY Chester Hawk• 1lt 

A fiery curtain of doom dropped on the first act of the Phoenix's sinister murder 
spe<:teele. And that curtain eclipsed the drama of the reptile-skinned stowaway 
from nowhere. But it was just the first act, for the Phoenix end his eerbaric 
battelions of Python Men were staging a weird welcome for the one man who 
defied them. That men was Capt. H.u:zard-peer of perilous adventure end 

master of modern science. 

*lntroducins Copt. Hazzard • • • • • • • • • • i 

Short Stories 
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IOOMERANG ILUFF • • • • • Clint Douslat 61 
This gentlemen crook spreed sucker bait on e trep et the recM. 

SKY-HIGH OUTCAST • • • • • • • • • Cliff Howe 

Speed Demon Buck stacked his pilot's sltill end • home-made crate against 
another Oyer's big inouth end a creek airplane. But Buck was humen�d his 

wings were clipped by the code of the sky. 

THE DEVlL'S DEADLINE . • • • • • • • • Ralph Powers 76 
In that Balkan hotbed of Intrigue were !'Nil end women wise in the sly and subtte 
game of nations. And against them was a he rd-boiled American newspaperman, 

who was looking 011� for-hot news. 

Corer lly llormMJ Saundert 
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111/JJIP!:'·Onlq Colleqe Men 
W' Can Get Good Jobs ?w 

·1-wiii-TrainYou_at Home in qour spare 
time· for a Good Job in RADIO: . - . . . 

Jlany Radio Experts Make $30, $5\l, 
I $75 a Week 

Do you want to make more money 1 
8roudcaating stations employ engi
Jteera, operators, station managers Jmd pay up to $6,000 a. year. Spare 
time Radio set servicing pays as much 
sa $200 to $500 a year-full time servting jobs pay as much as $30, $50, *'fi a week. Many Rad io Experts 
,.erat.e fttll time or part time Radio iou<linesses, Radio manufacturers and 
jlbbers employ testers, inspectors, 
._.emen, engine�rs, servicemen, pay .. 
illg nD to $6,000 a year. Radio opera
l!ws on ships get good pay, see the WOf'l!l besides. Automobile, police, 
srit!tion. commercial Radio, and loud 
.qoeeker systems offer good opportun
ilie& now and for the future. Tele
ftsion promises many good jobs soon. 
1Iom I trained at home have good jobs ill sll these branches of Radio. 

Jlluty Make $5, $10, $15 a Week 
lbtra in Spare Time While Learning 

Almost every neighborhood ceedl! a good 
....-e ·time serviceman. 

"ffie day you enroll I start sending Extra 
� Job Sheets showing bow to do Badio 

repair jobs. Tbroughout :vour training I send 
plans and Ideas that made good spare time 
mor.oy for hundreds. I send SQeelal EQUID
ment to conduct experiments. build circuits. 
get practical experience. I GIVE YOU A COMPLETE. MODER..'<, PROFESSIVNAL 
ALL WAVE, ALL PURPOSE RADIO SET 
SERVICING INSTRL"ME),"T TO HELP 
SERVICE SETS QL"ICKER-SA YE Tli>lEl, 
lUKE MORE MO'!-.'"EY. 

Find Out What Radio Olfers You 
Mail the coupon now for "Rich Rewardl! In Radio." It's free to any fellow over 16 

J. E. SMITH. President 

yeara old. It point& out Radio's spare tlmo 
and full tlme OPDOrtunitles. also tl>ooe com
Ing In Television; tells a�out m:; trdninc in . Radio and Television ; shows you let ten 
from men I trained, telling what theJ 
are doing, earning; shows my Moner Back 
Agreement. .!tUIL THE C'OL'"POX In an 
eoveloptt or paste it on a pett.Ity postcard
NOW! ;J. E. SMITH, President 

National Rad!o Institute, 

Dept. 8DA8 

Washington, D. C. 

N&tional Radio Institute, Dept. 8DA8 
Washington, D. C. 
Dear :Mr. Smith: Without obligating me. send "Rich Rewuds In 

Radio." which points out the spare time and run time opportu
nities in Radio and explains your 50-50 method or training men 
at home in spare time to bocome Radio :Experts. (rlease Write 
Plainly.) 
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I'll Finance Your Training El n �.!:te ... �·:.�am� oi ' meth�f praetteal ebop traialnai for your !!tart or auoceea lD thia bia'·P&.Y fletd. ,Age or lack at.'¥f'L���t"��t· �*trai.=ft =�tul� etart!ua .SMOnlha after 

LEARN IN 12 WEEKS eo_.�.!.���b7 ·��-:&tg.rn:..'l ma��JfOTb-ombooborprinted 
<M:l don't previoa& �eoce or a .. .;:=:!t""J:'o��� I(Uido 700 

NAME ··· · · ·•••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••• · ·  

ADDRE:SS • • • ••••••••••••••••••• • • •••••• I ••••••••••••••• 

CITY • • • · . ........................ .. .. . . STATE .. . . .. •••• 

FUN-FASCINATION 
PROFITS -IN SPARE TIME 

Learn TAXIDERMY at home BY MAIL. Save your huntlug 
trophies, decorate yoW> home and den, have a�rand HOBBY. 
Tbis old n:liable edlool (wit ll 2SO,OOQ stu<lents will te�¥:11 �001 
at home to mount IURDS, ANIMALS, ISH....QA.ME· HEAD8-and toT AN hidee and flus b_y wonderful JUC.OMET AN system, also NOVELTY T AXIDE"RMY ,llsiD& commoo 
specimens-no wUd game needed. 
FREE BOOK tOObeautlfulJ?Ictures. Tell how YOU 

canleBIU T&l<l<l enn_y
�
eas{ly• QuicJUy, 

at home. Tells how to EARN FINE PROFITS � J!I!&re time. 
RU6h letter or vosta1 fo• thls strange marvelowt FREE BOOK. Write NOW-TODAY. State AGB. 
N. W. Schoo� of TaxldiMIIy, 1024 Elwood l!ldt •• _Gina"' Nell. 

I f:.!:A��Jttt r¢'1'f1 .11 Tntnapet. Mando4ilt, Gaiter. · 

Banjo,Orcan.Accordion,5axophone,Ciarinet 
EASY HOME METHOD-new. fast way for beginners. Hlgb-grade 
cou:rses llfeo ared by slillle<l muaie!ans. Many .enthustastlc studenta. 
Low cost: oasy terms. Satisfaction guaranteed. Free Catalog eivett 
full detslls. 

NIATIONAL ACADEMY OF MUSIC 
Dept. 848, 1525 E.a&t 53rd Street. Chleaco 

LAS T CALL 
HIGH GRADE GERMAN 

25 Cal. 10 Shot Auto. 
Shoots u fa.t aa you can pull tbe' tr�r. 
Protect your home with one of these $15.00 1r11ns at our close out or!ce only $8.95. A. few 
genuine Haenel 25 auto 1 shot $12.75. 

Hollt« &Oe, Box of Cartridg" 6So. WriU! for catalog of Ri/IAs, Gun.t, Coltll, S & W., BiMOM1a.n, eto. It Depoait required on c.O.D's. 
HUDSON SPORTING GOODS CO., 50 Warren St., 
QUIT USING TOBACCO I 

Write for Free Booklet and Learn How. 
Results Guaranteed or Money RefUJl<le<l. 

NEWELL PHARMACAL C:OMPANY U7 CJayt_on Station st. Louts, Mo. 

I have bee11 maldng 
<!ental 11latos by 
�:is� ra f:.av:' ���stnda ol satisftod customert. 
My methods insure aatlsfaotlon. and u.ve YCIJ 
many dOllan. &u�teed unbreakable, &oocl 

Send rt. Money ��i1. dum�· ��'b� •• ��: 
material and d1rectl01111. Don't delay. Write todaY. 

DR. HEIHINQER, 440 W. Ku.nn, Dept. 465, Chlc:aao 
Pleaae mention Aw FICTION GROUP when answerin-g advertisements 



What 

E ··.HEIR 
WHE-N THEY. F'OUND 
'THEY- COULD· PLAY 

This easy as A. B. C. ·Way! 

Wouldn't Take 

$I 000 for course 
The lessons are so s1m!>le that an:r· 
one can understand tltem. I havo 
learned to play b:v note In a llttle 
more than a month. l wouldn't hke 
a thousand dollars tor my course. 

•s. E. A., Kawas Clts. ll!o. 

Instrument Would 

Makes Extra Money 
I have completed rour wonderful method ror 
Guitar. For the past rear I have been teaohlnJ 
and I have earned $200 U1anks to tile U. S. 
School or Musto. 

I wont to say that my 
frleu.ds are greatly 
surprised at the dif • 
!&rent pi�• I can 
already play, I am 
very hlll>I>Y to llave 
choson your met11od ol 
learning. 

•B. F., Bronx. N. Y. 

You Like 

•c. C , New Jersey. 

Best Method by Far 
Enclosed Is my last examination 
olleet ror my course In Tenor 
Ba!ljO. This completes mY courso, 
I ba•e taken lessons before un
der teachers, but my !nstrucllora 
witll you were by rar .tbe b .. r.. 

•A.. o .. :mnn. 

To Play? 
JUST n11me your instrument and we'll show you how you making money in spare or full time. And tho?sands ara 

can leaTn to play it--quickly, easily, in spare time at having the time of th�ir lives playing for thetr own en. 
home. Never mind if you don't know one note of music joyment and the entet·ta!nment of their friends. 
from another--don't worry about "special talent". And It all came about when they wrote to the U. S. Szhool 
forget all you've ever heard about music's being hard to of music for the Free Booklet and Demonstration Lesso_rt 
learn. that show you how EASY it is to learn mu.sic at ho!De th1s 

The truth of the matter is that thOU8ands now pla.y who modern way. No tedious study and pr_acbce, no t�reson;>e 
never thought they could! Yes, men and women every- exercises. You learn to play by pla.vtng-start rtght 111 
where have discovered this amazingly easy way to learn almost at once with the melody of a simple tune! It take. 
music at home. Now they are enjoying the thrilling satis- only a few minutes a day and the cost is triflinz; you save 
faction of playing the piano, violin, guitar, saxophone or the expense of a private tea�h<'':· Does it sound too good 
other favorite instruments. Some of them are playing in to be true? Mail the coupon and get the FREE PROOF! 
orchestras and over the radio; others are teaching music, (Our fortieth yea:·-Est. 1398.) 

SEND FOR FREE .. 
DEMONSTRATION LESSON 

AND BOO.KLET 
e Y oo'l\ O!len your eyes when you ftnd how 
quickly and easily you can learn to play your 
favorite Instrument. Don't doubt; don't host
tats. Send for the fasclna.tlng ·illustrated 
booklet that answers all your questions: let the rree demonstration I&Sson sh<>W :vou how 
this method actua Jly works. There's no coat, no obligation. Just ma11· tfui -coofillil; · NOW:  .. (lostrumenta sU!>Plied wheo needed. cash or 
credit.) U. s. School of Music, 41144 ·Brans- · wick Bldg., N. Y. C., N. Y. 

*Actual pupil's names on request. ·Picture;; b·1 r.roj.;.uiona.l models. r-------------------------,.... 
I u. s. SCHOOL OF MUSIC 

I 
4344 Brunswick Bldg., New York CltJI, N.Y. 

1 ���o�\ri�t�n oles���a;i�X:O �nl��·�t�je��e t�:n?nsT:itJ';'�[ /h::ueiJtu;�rg� booklet and 

Piano Vlotin Guitar 
Aeeordion Saxo&."hone 
Cello 
Hawaiian Guitar 

:,�':..·:.?olin 
U�ulele Cornet Trumpet "a!"P Clarinet 

I 
I 
I 
I Name • • • . • . . • • • • •  , . •  , • , • , • . • .  , . . • .  , . , , • • . . • • • . •  

·I··'Mdress 

TI'"O�bone Flute 
Pir.eolo 
O�an 
Drums and Traps 
Harmony and C�m?O�ition 
Voi.:e Culture 

I City • • • •  , • . . • • •  , , . . . . .  , , , . . . . . .  , . . . . . .  , • , . .. , , . , , . State . . . . . . . . • . . . .  · . .  

Ple486 mem� AOI!I FICTION GROUP when Cl'nswering advertisements 



THO.USANDS INSURED 
FOR $1 .. 00 A MONTH 

fJne-HI!ill Regular R.teFi,.., 5....,... 
Pollc_y'Miilled fo,. FREE lnapetJRo• 

.A new !ow-c011t t'lpecial '20-payment Life Insurance �Olley "111 olr�ed· 
witbollt Doctor's ·examination, if you are in good b'ealth anll under 
age of 55; liberal cash and loan values ! Double Indemnity! SEND 
NO MONEY I No agent will calli Just write American Life and Ace. ln1: Co.. liSl :Aftw:rl.oen Llle Bldg., St. Louis :M:o .. sending your full 
name, <late 4)( birth, net, .Might, weight, �utlell -or -GO<IIIbatiO!l, name ami relat1Gilfhip .of 3'0Ut beneftcfary, and condition -or rour health. 
Your !><>lky 'Wlll l!e mafled at once. Save by mali-'Write NOW. 

-KS SEIIIT t=1E£ . 
Just mail the COUPOn IJld we'll -5end you 

these remarkable <Lut.o books, just otr the 
Whether you are a mechanic or belper, n

or awrentlce • .-lito ....,.,.. .or drive.-, U rou�.., lntereated 1%1 imow.llll all aboUt 
autonl;ibile mechanics, tab a<hrilntage of 
this 'l!>Bli® ·OFFER. 

Theae wonder books tell 
otep by step BOW to 
take out uplay'• in dl� 
terent!al - to kill 01<> 
shimmy in steertnc-to set TIMING-how to .put 
your finger lnAt.ntly 
on engine troUble ana �:;' toth�I;luW' N� Improvements 'fully <lOll• ered. EQual to a complete trade couree. et lua than ·a fourttt the eoH. 

GE.T A BEl IER .1811 

A GOOD POSITION Is waiting for our trained 
RaHway and Bus Passenger Traffic ln•pectora. 
Simple, home-study course quicklY QUalifies you and upon completion_ we place you at up to ����d ��iti��.ntiinJi�'(gus �:�se:dv�ce 8���� 

6 BIG VOL.U'MES Brand New -'Editi.Qn 2soo l)aftB, 2000 tuuatz'attorus. WiJ'ing dia· • 

llar�e ��:et��� 
Free ·booklet gJves our 19-yr. record. 

'S'tANDARD BUSINESS TIIAINJNQ INSTITUTE 
Div. 8304 Buffalo, N. Y. 

Made to orcfer f>y FITOftiTIE tmprovect._tfs. od BY MAIL. aU over world. Finest -Qulftfty.. 
MONIEY·BACtl CWAitANT££ YOU WIU. 8E 
SATISFIED. We tak� )lOUr word. ClltaJoc an!l imprenion material FREE. Write ll-1 

UNITE-D STAT'ES DENTAL COMPA'MY 
Oept. 492 1555 Milwaukee Avenue C:hic"'!o. 111., 

tion 11otora_,_ Cti-1 -eJI• f'""• e-tc:. ve ·LlDe edt.. Books also lnctucte. .yaktable ·a·l"tfCf.ft ...., ����· blfnt.'lnj�P8<1 tlex· -""� "SII<>P 'MM�t. 

$100 worth or fun and .-tenalllment fer • 
dime. New mrster!OUS >J*'rlor tri1!1t -.til 
bame and amaze J>Our friends. 'Send lOc 
for eomplete tit and tnstructtoris , PNlt., 
Box 11192, �ong Beaeh, Cantornr.. 

JNVEIId,_R$ Time counts ;;, .opplylng for patents. Don't f"'lll 1 V 'l'isk delay in patenting your ':ln•ention. Send Jllletch or -model for 1hstructions or write tor new '48-P .. ge FREE 
lleoklet "Patent Guide for ·the ln>entor." No charge fer JJreltminary 
iflfermatlon. Prompt, careful, efficient service. 
CMrenC'e -A. O'Brien and Hyman Berman, Relllstered 
neys, 699C Adams Building, Washington, D. C. 

AOCURAC'Y guaranteed bi 100-year-old-million-dollar factory simulated 
Solid Gold etrect case, guar.anteed 25 yean;. It bas a handsome looo· 

motive crown, time-keeper dial, railroad back. Compare with a $20 watch. 

.-I!'ND NO MONI!'Y -When your w atch arrives pay 'POStman -$-2.ii'T .._ to (plus JlOStege). Examine watch carefully. Your money back If not amazed at the value. It you ..mer at once, JOO can �et 
a S1leOild W&tch for only $1 more. Sell It to a friend for ta. 97 rogu1ar pnee 
and your own will cost roo nothing! No string to this offer, no catch in It I 
But you must act AT ONCE during this OI>OOial llrpanolon Sale. Send 
coupan or postel todaY! FREE knife and chais to match with e<rery watch! 

--------------------------------·---... 
Dept, E·l74 �ATIONA-L WATt:H CO. of WALTHAM, MASS. I 
YES t 8 Sbl::t> one R. R. 1nCJdel watch •t $2.97. 11 • Ship two R. B. watelltill for .total $8.97. • 

I will pay on arrbal. Wotbbuc Jllllrt to PloY. MOII.eJ back U DOt ·: 
del!ghted. I RISK NO'.miNG.. I Name •...••••• ••••••••••• .. •••••••••••••••••• ••• •• • • ·  • • •  • • · • ••• • I I 
Addrfles . . • • • • . • • • • . • •  ,, • •• 



Many Human Ills 
may be connected with 

s 
THERE is medical authority to 

the effect that Piles or Rectal Dis .. 
orders in some form are rather 
common ailments among men and 
women past 40 and many younger. 
These disorders do not tend to correct 
themselves, and self .. applied medi .. 
cines offer only temporary relief. The 
probable results· of  delay in securing 
proper treatment are suffering and 
the ever .. present danger that some 
incurable condition of malignant 
nature may develop. This suffering 
and danger is largely needless, be.. 
cause Rectal Troubles generally can 
be .corrected - without substantial 
loss of time, without hospitalization 
and without the use of ether, chloro .. 
form or radical surgery. 

IE you sufEer from any of these 
. ailmenb don't: neglect: your 

rect:al trouble 
The chart shows ailments that may be 
associated with Piles or other Rectal 
Diseases, so if you are suffering from 
any of these disorders, have your rectal 
trouble properly treated. Minor as it 
may seem, it may be the real cawe of 
your condition. Many facts of great 
interest and importance are fully ex• 
plalned in the Free Book. Send for 
your copy today. 

FREE BDOK4i�O'OO 
THIS BOOK Has Helped Thou- .... .. &ands of ··:·:.: ·· · · · · 
Rectal Sufferers Send for Your free Copy Today! 

With the book you will receive a Ref· 
erence List giving names, addresses and 
statements in their own words, of former 
patients. Send coupon today. 

former pat:ienb were successfully t:reat:ed 
This illustrated Book is based on 60 years' 
experience. It tells of the successful treat• 
ment which has brought relief to men and 
women of all ages, in all walks of Ufe, 
from every state ln the Union. A copy 
will be sent you-in plain wrapper-abso� 
lutely free. 

- ---- -------1 THORNTON & MINOR CLINIC 
Suite 3462, 926 McGee St., Kansas Citv, Mo. I I Please send me without chaqe or obligatio!l Free Book 1 
telling about vour successful treatment for rectal disorder• 

I and colon trouble, also your bl��t reference list. I am 
troubled with I 0 Piles 0 Fistula 0 Other Rectal Troubles 

I 0 Colon Disorder 1 THORNTON & MINOR CUNIC I :;.Ml! NATIONALITY I Suite 3462, 926 McGee_ St, _ Kansas ,City, Mo. I ADDREss I ••O •L• D•E •S •T•R •E•C• T•A•L•C• L•I·N-IC -I•N•A•M•E• R•I•CA•Iilill;��e mark X in squares above i���ng :YOUr trouble ! ------ - -- 1:1111 - · 
P� m,en.tilm Aoa FICTION GROUP when M1.9Wering advertisemen.� 



HERE'S s-oMETHING 
NEW . FOR HUSBANDS 

U you suffer from proatate trouble. weak manhOOd. or some other 

�"':t fflu�"i!�"��o��·�•ffl;�·Pom. gla�!�:e!feJ.o
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lnlroducing� 
Capt. Hazzard 

'"("I THEN I finished wr-iting the chronicle 
VV of the "Python Men of Lost City," 

the editor asked me for. a brief word of 
introduction for this column. To tell the 
truth; I didn't know just where to begin. 
For, in the story, I told that Captain Haz
zard had been blind for fifteen yea:rs of his 
boyhood-; and how re had studied and 
developed his- mental powe-rs far beyond 
those of an average person; how he had 
regained his eyesight, and then marshaled 
a group of assistants-scientists, chemists, 
mathematicians, adventu-rers-and flung a 
challenge to the criminals of the world. So 
I was at a loss as to how to give you a real 
insight into the character of this remark
able man-until I remembered what had 
happened· on that glorious day when Haz
zard's eyesight was restored to him. 

As the doctor unwound the bandages 
over Hazzard's eyes he warned that the 
eyes could only be used for three minutes 
the :first day. Young Hazzard reached out -
and took my arm, saying : 

"There are three things I want to see. 
Will you get them, Hawks?" 

I squeezed his arm. In a quiet voice, he 
made his :first request: .,. --

·Let me see a picture of my mother and 
father." 

· 

That aorta choked me up. For both of his 
parents had died while he was blind. He 
had known and loved them-but had never· 
seen their faces. "You shall see that pic
ture, lad," I said. 

His next request was a simple one. Most 
of you see it every day of your lives. Haz
zard's voice had a strange thrill in it when 
he asked: 

"I want to see-the American flag. 
Those stars, and the red, white and blue 
must be a beautiful thing to see." 

I told him that a person has to look a 
long way to see a more beautiful thing 
than Old Glory. And then came his last 
request� 

•'The picture of Blind Justice-the lady 
holding the scales, and with the blindfold 
over her eyes • • • • I want to be her 
eyes." 

Well, friends, this is the best way I know 
of intromreing-- a brave, dashing-and sin� 
cere man. 

Chester Hawks. 
Please 11Wlntion ACE FICTION GROUP when an.awering adv�rlis,ments 
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Python Men 
A - Complete Action-Mystery Novel Introducing "Capt. Heuerd" 

Bv Chester Hawks 

A fiery curtain of doom dropped on the first act of the Phoenirs 
sinister murder spectacle. AncLAhat curtain eclipsed the drama of 
the reptile-skinned stowaway from nowhere. But it was just the 
first act, for the Phoenix and his barbaric battalions of Python Men 
were staging a weird welcome in their jungle stronghold for the one 
man who defied them. That matt was Capt. Hazzard - peer of 

perilous adventure and master of modern science. • 

CHAPTER I 
THE MURDER CURTAIN 

THREE MEN stood beside a 
dusty gray auto at one side of 

· Pier 52, North River, and 
watched the American liner, Liberty, 
slide into her berth. Their faces mir
rored a tenseness mixed with a haunt
ing, brooding dread. Some hidden con
:fi.i. ct seemed to be twisting their 
nerves to springlike tautness. Stark 
terror of a force outside .themselves 
was lashing them pitilessly to do a 
thing they ·feared. 

Floodlights bathed the pier as the 
great ship touched the dock with a 
rumble of winches, a clatter of gang
planks, a shuffling of feet. White-coat
ed stewards, carrying luggage, were 
the first to reach the pier. Then came 
the passengers, smiling, waving, call
ing excited greetings to friends and 
lovoo ones on hand to welcome them 
home. · 

But there was no lo¥e, no friend
ship in the eyes of the three men who 
stood beside that dw;ty, queer-looking 
auto. 

One was tall, thin-lipped, with a 
sickly pallor accentuated by blue
black hair. Another had a powerful 
body, a heavy bloated face. The third 
was small, swarthy, vicious, his sharp 

· teeth showing in a servile, hyena 
grin. He wore goggles and a chauf
feur's cap. 

They made no move to meet any
body. They stared fixedly through the 
door of the· pier shed at the lights of 
the great Jiner. Not till all the passen
gers were off and had passed through 
customs did the tall, pallid man stoop 
and whisper something to the one 
with the bloated face. The heavy man 
nodded, set off at a fast walk diagon
�lly across the street. 

The swarthy chauffeur slipped be
hind the wheel of the gray car and 
started the motor. He sat on the front 
seat with the alertness of a cat wait. 
ing to spring. The pallid man climbed 
into the back and drew the side shades 
carefully. The car waited, its engine 
purring. 

But something moved on top of it 
as the man inside slowly cranked a 
handle. It might have been a colla P· 
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sible radio aerial. It rose up thinly, 
forming a low tripod. The handle in
side continued to move: Fro:JD. the top 
of the tripod thin black rods pushed 
out of tubular metal framework. They 
were slender, almost invisible to any
one standing :ov>re than a few feet 
away. But they crisscrossed into a de
sign that was horribly like the anten
nae of some great insect. 

There were still finer, hairlike rods 
branching out from them and these 
trembled with the vibration of the 
car's engine, reminiscent of the feel
ers of a. giant deadly centipede getting 
ready to strike. 

The man inside ceased to turn the 
handle. He crouched forward, staring 
through a peephole 
in the side curtains 

tered, stained, his body emaciated. 
But the most startling thing about 
him was his face. It had the dry, sealy 
look of a reptile. All life seemed to have 
gone from the skin. Brown, dead look- · 

ing, it was cracked into unsymmetri
cal sections like the hide of an alliga
tor. 

· 

S
EVERAL officers kept at a dis-

tance from him, as though they 
feared they might become contami
nated. But two immigration men, ac
customed to handling all sorts of 
queer characters, c a m e up and 
grabbed him by the arms. One said : 

"Come along, buddy, we're gonna 
take you places." 

The reptile-faced 
man made no an

at the big pier en
tran�e. 0 n c e he 
moved to a n o t h e  r 
;peephole on the op
posite side of the car 
and glanced intently 
in the direction that 
the b l oated-f a c e d  
·man · had gone. 

Get Acquainted 
swer. His dull, glazed 
eyes were focused on 
some horror only he 
could see. He moved 
sluggishly, letting 
himself be p u I I  e d 
forward. The few 
people left on the 
dock recoiled as he 
passed, staring with 
op en-eyed amaze-

with 
Capt. Hazzard 
the Dashing 

There was an empty 
s t o r e diagonally 
across the s t r e e t 

Ace Adventurer 

here, its w i n d o w s  
broken and dusty. Dimly seen on 
the roof of this building was the rod 
framework ·of another small tripod. 
The hairlike antennae were invisible, 
but the metal tubes in which they 
were mounted reflected a faint gleam 
of light. 

The dark-haired man's pallor in
creased, and his hands trembled. He 
again took up his station at the peep
hole nearest the dock. His black eyes 
held a savage gleam of impending 
murd'€1". 

There was excitement at the top of 
the Libe.rty's forward gangplank now. 
Several dapper ship's officers led a 
strange - l.ooking ·figure forward, a 
stowaway- who had been discovered in 
one of the holds after the vessel had 
come through quarantine. 

The stowaway's clothing was tat-

ment. 
The immigration 

officers led him through the pier shed 
toward the exit. Here another man, 
short, stocky, keen-faced, pleasant 
looking, was lingering purposely. He 
stepped forward as the trio reached 
him. "My name's Crawley," he said. 
"Any idea where that chap came 
from ? I picked up a message on the 
ship-to-shore telephone and heard 
about the stowaway." 

One of the immigration officers 
waved him back. "You press people 
give me a pain," he muttered. "Our 
department will make a report when 
it's ready." 

"The Liberty put in at several 
South American ports," persisted 
Crawley. "Maybe this man's an es
caped prisoner from Devil's Island." 

"Yes, and maybe he isn't !" snapped 
·the · officer. 



', . ..  

Crawley shrugged, stepped_ aside. 
But he followed at a distance. His own 
car was parked outside along the 
block. He had instructions to learn the 
identity of this strange man who had 
somehow stowed away on a crack pas
senger liner.-

He was fifty feet behind when the 
stowaway and the two immigration 
men passed through the exit. For a 
moment they were on a line with the 
gray car parked outside the pier and 
the metal tripod mounted up there in 
the darkness on top of the empty store 
building. Crawley was the first imme
diate witness of the shocking, extra
ordinary thing that occurred. 

The night gloom outside the pier 
entrance c h a n g e d 
suddenly. It grew 
lighter, with a wa
vering, eerie incan
descence as though 
the sky had been 
fired with the glow 
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stowaway took two j erky steps for
ward. He seemed to possess inhuman 
stamina-for he almost stumbled out. 
of the curtain of light. Then he, too, 
paused, staggered and dropped. 

Crawley did a strange thing for a 
reporter-a strange thing in the face 
of that maelstrom of murder. He 
calmly closed his eyes, seemed to _go 
to sleep. His features looked peaceful, 
trancelike for a moment. He seemed 
almost bored by the terror of the 
night. What went on in his mind made 
no show in the visible world. But odd 
systaltic vibrations stirred in the in
ner, unknown realms of etheric space. 
Crawley's horror and the image that 
fell on the retina of his eyes, was 

transferred in the 
flash of a split-sec
ond by telepathic in
fluence to the brain 
of another man ten 
miles away. 

- of an aurora bore
alis. T o n g u e s of 
shimmering, uncan
ny light slid through 
the air, wavered, in
termingled, toached 
and retreated, only 
to reappear a g a i n. 
But they were not 
in the s k y. They 

CAPT. HAZZARD 

THIS MAN was 
sitting quietly in 

an inner chamber of 
a great building on 
Long Island. It wa� 
a laboratory, a work
shop and an airplane 
hangar. There were 
high walls of reen
forced c o n c r e t e 

were in the air close to the earth
forming a weird, pulsating, radiant 
curtain between the tripod on top of 
the gray car and that other tripod on 
the roof of the building. A curtain of 
horrible death ! For the stowaway 
with the reptilelike face and the two 
immigration officers stood paralyzed 
in this ghastly web of writhing fire. 

Muscles strained under their cloth
ing. Veins stood out on their faces, 
swelled, seemed about to burst like 
over-ripe grapes. Their eyes started 
from their heads. Their mouths 
opened, tongues protruding. Fearful, 
smothered cries ripped from their 
quivering throats. 

The two i m m i g r a t i o n offieers 
sagged on legs gone limp as jelly. The 

around him, electrically charged 
barbed wire on top of that, and then 
other walls of steel and hardwood. 
But Crawley's mental image, his feel
ings, came through them by tele
pathic impulse with speed of light. 

The man in the quiet laboratory re
ceived the same image, the same im
pressions of horror. His mind, con
nected by the mysterious bond of ex
tra-sensory impressions, which make 
up the new science of telepathy and 
clairvoyance, known collectively as 
"parapsychology," actually seemed to 
see through the eyes of Crawley. The 
impressions came dimly at first, 
wavering, disturbing, out of a fog ap
parently, like an image from a pro
jector being focused. Then they were 
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clear, true, awful as the thing itself. 
And the man in the laboratory chair 
sat breathing deeply, gripping the 
edge of his desk with tense fingers, 
staring fixedly at the blank wall be
fore him. 

His name was Captain Hazzard. He 
was young, ruggedly built, broad
shouldered, dark-haired, with a face 
that was a mixture of dynamic youth 
and mature power. It was hard to 
place his age. He seemed to be in his 
middle twenties. He might have been 
younger or older. There was a change
able quality in his blue-gray eyes as 
there was about his face. The irises 

. had the clearness of a blue flame, but, 
when his moods varied, a wind seemed 
to blow across the flame, and darker 
glints glowed beneath. 

. He was a man about whom many 
legends had sprung up. Many strange 
stories had been told of his actions, his 
powers, his career. But hardly any of 
them as startling as the truth itself.* 

In his mind's eye now he saw the 
stowaway pitch forward. He saw the 
two immigration men lying in hud
dled heaps. He saw for an instant, as 
did Crawley, that one end of that 
weird curtain of death ,-,,as somehow 

• A UTHOR'S NOTE: Captain Hazzard. 
America's Ace Adventurer, was blinded in 
infancy and spent the first fifteen years of 
his life in total darkness. Denied normal 
pleasures and activities, he had been thrown 
back on himself, on his own cleverness and 
imagination. He had learned the Braille sys
tem of reading by sense of touch. More than 
this, in those long dark years when the outer 
world was beyond his sight, he had devel
oped his latent mental powers to the point 
where they extended much farther than the 
average persons. He had studied all the phe
nomena (I{ the mind ; hypnotism, the various 
schools of psychology, Yoga and other forms 
of Oriental mysticism including the sha
manistic beliefs and pra�tices of the Lamas 
ef Tibet, and telepathy. 

When a delicate surgical operation had 
finally restored his physical sight he had 
dedicated his life to adventure, action, and 
the extension of man's knowledge of the 
world about him. He had gathered together 
certain chosen assistants, brilliant young 
scientists, chemists, mathematicians, adven
turers. A few hand-picked men he tested for 
telepathic powers by means of card symbols, 

connected with the parked gray car. 
He sat stiffly in his chair while the 

ac�ion unfolded, while Crawley, his 
agent, continued to send out the tele
pathic impulses that were registering 
In his own excited brain. 

The strange curtain of livid light 
disappeared as suddenly as it had 
come. It flashed off, leaving the dark
ness darker. And in that darkness the 
grinning chauffeur behind the wheel 
of the gray car touched levers and the 
car sped a way. 

Crawley pointed, cried through 
trembling lips : "Those men did it !" 
A policeman heard him, ran for a pa
trol car. Crawley himself turned and 
raced for the spot down the street 
where his own coupe was parked. He 
swung it around, tore after the gray 
car that was now only a ghostly blur 
up the long water-front street. 

Captain Hazzard, in his laboratory, 
grabbed the desk edge still more tight
ly, as though he himself were driving 
Crawley's coupe. It gained on the 
gray car. A police radio cruiser with a 
powerful motor, nosed up and went 
by Crawley. It continued to out-pace 
him, creeping up on the gray car 
ahead. Crawley stepped on the gas, 

using the method cf Doctor Rhine of Duke 
University. In this way, he had formed a 
small group of close associates who could 
send mental messages and images to him, 
and receive his in turn under certajn condi
tions. The telepathic powers of the mind are 
not perfect. But some day, when th� world 
is older, Captain Hazzard believes they will 
be. At present he has learned to make use 
of many. The common experiences which 
people everywhere have of telepathy, mind
reading, foresight, and psychic contact, prove 
that man]dnd is on the threshold of new and 
vaster discoveries in the realm of the mind. 
Captain Hazzard is a pioneer in this great 
new branch of science. 

And his brilliant researches and inven
tions in his Long bland laboratory, as well 
as his startling world adventures, have 
brought him not only wealth and fame, but 
recognition from his government. For cer· 
tain secret advice of a military nature, 
which has helped to make America safe 
against foreign attack, he has been given the 
honorary rank of captain in both the army 
and navy air corps. 
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hugg�d the wheel more .tightly. 
Then Captain Hazzard rose from 

·his chair as .an idea struck him. He 
broke into the telepathic reception he 
was getting from Crawley, sent out a 
mental message of his own : "Look 
back, Crawley ! There may be another 
car behind you. Tripod ! Curtain of 
death !" . 

The message tla$hed through ether
ic space to Crawley's mind. Crawley 
gof it, faintly at first, then more clear
ly as he felt the powerful brain im
p�Lse of Captain Hazzard. He stared 
back, and his mouth opened. 

Captain -IIazzard breathed an path 
as all went blank in his mind-blank, 
because Crawley had stopped Sellding, 
stopped r-eceiving. Something had 
gone wrong ! It was as though a 
switch on a radio had been turned off. 

THE HAND of. Captain Hazzard 
dropped to an inter-offiee tele

pho-ne. He snatched the instrument 
up, barked a swift order : "Tell Cran
dall to wa-rm Z2." 

He slammed the instrument down. 
In ten quick �trides he crossed and 
yanked a door open, walked down a 
short passage and through another 
door made of case-hardened molybde
num steel. He passed by a glass
partitioned office where absorbed 
young men were bent over long desks, 
passed a .machine shop where other 
men were working, and a laboratory 
where white-coated chemists stood 
quietly in front of instrument-strewn 
tables. He crossed a foundry room 
where the latest scientific electric 
crucibles were mounted and where 
molten metal hissed. 

Heads lifted as Captain Hazzard's 
tall, erect figure moved by. Men sa
luted or nodded in respectful greet
ing. He was the brains, the heart, the 
soul of one of the greatest private 
laboratories in the world. Loved as a 
close frien-d by the men around him, 
his word - in this whole, vast, busy 
building was law. 
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He -walked down another passage, 

stepped into a small automatic ele- · 

vator that shot him up to the ro-oi of 
the plant. The hnm of a powerful air
plane motor warming up filled the 
whole night air. The water of Long 
Island Sound gleamed close at"hand. 
The plane itself was standing an a 
catapult, such as are mounted ·on the 
decks of battle cruisers. 

It was a single-seater amphibian 
with twin' po:rltoons, retractable land
ing wheels and a giant radial motor of 
six-hundred horsepower. A gtave 
young man in the cockpit was watch
ing the temperature gage - intently, He 
stepped out, saluted as Captain Haz
zard came up. 

"She's almost ready, sir/' b-e said. 
"Stand by to release .me, Crandall," 

Captain Hazzard replied. 
He got into the narrow cockpit, ad

jus ted flying helmet and safety belt, 
watched the temperature gage creep 
up. In thirty .seconds, he raised -a · 
gloved hand and Crandall pressed a 
button. There was a dull explosion, 
a hiss of compressed gases. The · cata
pult boom swung forward and literal- 
ly hurled the amphibian out into space 
away from the roof. 

It shot across the water, sailed in a 
long trajectory, dipping down till the. 
motor burst into a full song of throaty 
power. Then it lifted, banked, climbed -
into the night sky on its silver wings 

- and whining steel propeller. 
Hazzard made the ten miles to New 

York's waterfront in exactly three 
minutes. His plane banked high over 
the city, shot down like a bolt from 
the heavens, came to rest on the river 
close to the stern of the Liberly. He 
taxied into the slip, threw a dockhand 
a rope, made his plane fast and 
climbed up a ladde-r. 

Radio - police cars were gathered 
around the three dead men. Cops · 

formed a stalwart human barrieade. 
They bri�:?-tled when Captain Hazzard 
pushed through the crowd of curious 
people that had gathered. Then an in-
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spector of detectives recognized him 
and nodded. The police opened a path 
tO let him .through. 

The inspector said : "This is a hell
ish business, Captain Hazzard. Five 
men have been murdered, and the 
criminals have got away." 

"Five ?" 
"Yes. These three poor chaps here 

and two officers in a pursuing radio 
car. They were knocked out the same 
way as these feilows. An electric ray 
or something. A car sneaked up be
hind them with a tripod gadget on it 
and lined them ill. a death zone With 
the car ahead." 

"What about a reporter named 
Crawley ?'' asked Hazzard tensely. 

"He was trying to follow the kill
ers, too, _ Captain. He must have got 
nervous and lost control of his car. 
He swerved and hit a lamp post. 
They've taken him to the hospital 
with a case of concussion. I think he'll 
pull through all right!' 

Captain Hazzard breathed more 
easily. But his face was masklike in 
its harshness as he looked_ down at the 
three dead men. The blueness of his 
eyes had given way to a wintry gray. 

Morgue attendants were preparing 
to take the bodies off on stretchers. 
Hazzard looked down at the still fig
ure of the strange stowaway. The po
lice inspector said : 

"It'll be hard now to find out who 
he was, Captain. We've been through 
his clothing. Nothing there to identify 
him. And look at his face ! I doubt that 
he will ever be identified. His own 
mother wouldn't know him.'' 

Hazzard nodded, bent down and 
examined the dead man. He took it 
for granted that the police had 
searched the clothing thoroughly. But 
something might have been over
looked. And suddenly Hazzard's hand 
darted to the corpse's thick hair. His 
fingers slipped through, snatched at 
a tiny object. It was a rolled-up cylin
der fastened by fiber to several 
strands of hair close to the scalp. The 
light end of it had attracted his atten
tion. 

He swiftly palmed the cylinder. 
Then he rose, asking the inspector the 
name of the hospital where Crawley 
had been taken. 

The inspector offered to lend Haz
zard a police car, but C aptain Haz
zard declined. He passed outside the 
circle of cops, slipped through the 
crowd, to pause at the edge of it un
der a street light. With taut fingers he 
unrolled the tiny cylinder. It was a 
strange message to find on such a man 
in such a place. Printed in inked let
ters on tissue-thin parchment, it said : 

The poison of red-ant bites is filling my 
brain. The Jewel Men are close behind me. 
Spies of the Phoenix are waiting along the 
coast. Even if I can stow away aboard some 
ship and reach New York I won't be safe · 
from them. That's why I've written this to 
put in my hair. Maybe they won't find it when 
they kill me-and maybe somebody else will. 
If so, tell Mary Parker that her father and 
some of his party are still alive at N. Lat. 
15.10., W. Long. 89.27, prisoners of the 
Phoenix. The others who tried to escape with · 

me were killed. It would have been better . 

if they'd got me, too. 
John Ro-an. 

Hazzard read it through twice, then 
a sudden sense of uneasiness .made · 
him close his fingers over the parch
ment, and whirl around. But he 
wasn't quite quick enough to see the 
furtive men on the roof of the empty 
store building who, through the · ach
romatic lenses of a powerful prism 
monocular, had got the message by 
reading it over Hazzard's shoulder. 

Hazzard made an impatient ge2-
ure, . feeling that something was 
wrong. Then he strode to a telephone 
booth, grabbed a .big directory and be
gan thumbing through its pages look
ing for the address of Mary Parker. 

CHAPTER II 
THE WHISTLING DEVIL 

H
E found it, and a swift taxi sped 

him on his way. At the edge of 
town, in one of a row of big brick 
houses, an aged maidservant - an-

. swered- his quick tug on an old-fash
ioned bell. 



Cnpt. Hazzard 

Stepping past her inte the hallway; 
Captain Hazzard saw a beautiful 
golden-ha.ired girl s t a· n d i n·g as 
straight and tan as some exotic-statue. 
She had curved red lips, humid eyes, 
heart-shaped . features. Her face held 
a curious expression. Her expression 
showed that she recognized · him and 
was puzzled at thi's visit from ·a man 
whom she regarded as a great c;eleb
rity. 

\Vhen he reached her side he said 
in a quiet voice : "You know l!le, don't 
you, Miss Park.er ?" 

"Yes." Her dark blue eyes roved 
over his face with a mixture of awe 
and curiosity. "I've heard of you, seen 
your· picture often.  You travel over 
the earth. You're a great aviator, an 
explorer, a scientist, who sometimes 
helps people in trouble. Buk-'' her 
voice shook uneasily-"something ex
traordinary must have happened to 
bring you to my house. Tell me, has 
it anything to do with my father?" 

He nodded gravely, looking into her 
eyes. �'Yes." 

"Oh !" The clear, rich coloring of 
her cheeks began to fade. She came 
closer, laid her hand on his arm. 
"Don't be afraid to speak the truth, 
Captain Hazzard. What have you ' 
heard from him ? Is-he-'' 

For answer, Hazzard took the thin 
bit of parchment from his pocket and 
held it out. He watched her closely as · 
she t·ead the brief message. He saw 
her faee grow strained .. Her eyes lift.. 
ed to his and there was stark fear in 
them. 

"Where did you get this ?" she 
asked. 

He told her then about the stow
away with the hideous face who had 
been slain by the weird death curtain . 
Her che�ks turned paler. "John Roan 
was one of my fathe:r's men," she said 
breathlessly. ''What could have hap
pened to him ? And who-who is this 
man whom he calls the Phoenix?" 

'Captain Hazzard shook his. head.  
"You may be able to help me piece the 
puzzle together. What was your fath

. er doing in Central America ?" 
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:"You knew he was down there 

then ?" asked Mary Parker in sur
prise. 

Hazzard indicated the figures of 
latitude and longitude in the note. 
'�Those tell the story, · Miss Parker. 
That compass point is somewhere on 
the frontier between Guatemala and 
Honduras, close to the Espiritu Santo 
range.�' 

She dropped her eyes for a moment, 
then raised them, and looked deeply 
into his piercing blue-gray · ones. "I 
promised father I wouldn't tell any
one where he'd gone or what he was 
doing, Captain Hazzard," she said. 
"But I can talk to you, trust you, and 
I've got to hav� help now that my . 
father is in terrible danger. 

"He's an engineer who has been 
interested for many years in mining 
pr.aperties down in Central America. 
He has a partner living down there, 
a clever metallurgist named Kurt Gor
don. Gordon and father work together 
extracting ores. 

"Two . months ago · father went 
down to Guatemala with a small group 
of experts to see Gordon about the de
velopment of some big deposits of 
platinum. They didn't have much ca� 
ital. Rival mining companies would 
have tried to beat dad to it if they'd 
got ·wind of it. That's why too thing 
had to be kept secret. But now-· 

,
, she 

broke· off, and tears glistened in her · 
eyes . .  

"How long has it been since you've •. 
heard from him ?" asked Hazzard 

· quickly. 
"Four weeks. I've radioed both my 

- father and Mr. Gordon, and they 
couldn't be located. I didn't know 
what else to do. But now that I know 
father's whereabouts hadn't I better 
ask the governments of Guatemala 
and Honduras to help me ? Couldn't I 

. cable our American consuls ?" 
Captain Hazzard didn't answer for 

a moment. He was trying to guess 
what was back of this weirdly mur
derous organization that reached 
from the tropical jungles of Central · 

'-
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America to the crowded streets of 
1-�()W York. Presently he said : 

"It's big, Miss Parker. Something 
that must be handled With gloves. I've 
told you what happened to Roan. We 
don't want to do anything that will 
put your father in greater danger. If 
you a.Sked the help of those Central 
Ame�can governments and then they 
should blunder-" 

"You're right !" Fear darkened the 
girl's eyes again. "Whatever happens 
-whoever the Phoenix is-I must 
save my _ father. And you, Captain 
Hazzard-couldn't you-· would you 
consider the possibility of organizing 
a-n expedition to help me rescue him ? 
I'll do aDything I can. I have some 
money-

He made an impatient gesture. "I 
intended to help you when I came." 

· 

"Toon-" 
"'Wait �'' Captain Hazzard tensed 

suddenly and lifted his head. He 
looked around the room in which they 
were talking, and his nostrils flared. 
The blueness of his eyes gave way to 
a slaty gray. A deep instinctive sense 
of danger had come like a sinister 
psyehic whisper, tingling his nerves. 

He began to move about the room 
uneasily, peering, prying, like a sav
age trying to :find spoor. He came to 
a stop ahruptly in front of a big bay 
window, from which he could com
mand a view of t}).e front stoop of the 
hoose. He stared, and the muscles un
der the tanned skin of his face went 
rigid. 

Mary Parker eame and stood beside 
him, staring, too, then lifted a trem
bling hand to her· mouth in horror. 
"It's crepe !" she gasped. "Black 
crepe ! It's hanging on the door of this 
ho118e as if some one were dead." 

"It wasn't there," said Hazzard, 
"when I came in." 

She gave a stifled gasp. "Can it
Do you suppose it means that fathers 
dead'r' 

Hazzard shook hi's head. "It means 
something e1�,'' he said, "something 
quite ditierent. It means that the men 
who kiUed John Roan knew ab<>ut 

that message and know that I came 
here. It means they intend now to kill 
us both." 

THE tragic look on the girl's face 
vanished. Personal danger didn't 

shock her so much as fear 0f her 
father's death. Hazzard ·felt a quick 
glow of ad.miration for her nerve. 

He pulled her away from the win
dow, drew the shade, and stood for a 
moment thinking. His psychic feeling 

· of menace was like a chill fog now. 
They were in -deadly danger, and he 
knew it, but he didn't know from what 
direction the thing would strike. 

A noise interrupted him� the sound 
of a car dr.awing up outside. Hazzard 
thrust his fingers under his coat and 
grasped the butt of the heavy army 
Colt automatic he wore in a shoulder 
holster. He li'stened and heard feet . 
scraping up the stoop. 

The bell rang loudly in the still 
house, stirring echoes, but Molly, 
Mary Parker's maid, didn't show any 
sign of coming to answer it. 

Keeping his hand on the Colt, Cap
tain Hazzard motioned the girl back 
and strode to the door himself. He 
stood wi'de-legged, his young face 
grim, drew the lock back and opened 
it. 

. 

A man in a gray uniform, wearing 
a visored cap, and holding a white 
slip of paper stood there. A big black 
truck was drawn up at the curb. The 
man said : "Is this the home of Miss 
Mary :Par'ker ?" 

When Hazzard nodded, the man 
held out the paper slip. "Ask her to 
sign this please, and let me know 
where she wants 'em." 

"Want's what 'r' asked Hazzard. 
"The two caskets� We're making a 

rush delivery after receiVing cash 
payment as per instructions. Will I 
have 'em put downstairs or up ?" 

Icy prickles ran along Captain 
Hazzard's back. But his face was 
masklike, inscrutable. It was plain 
to him that this man in uniform was 
genuine ; merely carrying out orders 
for the quiek delivery of two cofiins � 
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which some one elae had bought. · 

Hazzard said quietly : "Bring them 
in. Take them right to the drawing
room." He went back to Mary Parker 
and spoke soothingly. "Don't be 
frightened. Our friends are enlarging 
on their little j .oke. Now they've pre
sented us with our caskets." 

She stood wide-eyed, silent, stricken 
as the boxes were brought in. Hazzard 

. had them placed in the drawing
room. There was a b.leak, hard smile 
on his face, like sunlight flashing over 
steel. He looked to see that both cof
fins were empty, signed the receipt, 
then dismissed the men. 

The macabre black boxes so close 
at hand were mute reminders that 
they were both marked for the same 
drea.d fate. Hazzard asked : 

"Where is your maid's room ?" 
Mary Parker's hand clutched his 

wrist, clawlike in its tenseness. "We 
must find ·Molly ! She should have an- · 

swered the doorbell." 
They went down the old-fashioned, 

narrow stairway that led to the 
kitchen and the servant's quarters. 
Hazzard moved ahead, his big army 
Colt in his ·hand. 

And· it was he who first caught 
sight of the crumpled, pitiful body of 
the gray-haired maid. She lay on her 
back on the kitchen floor staring with 
wide, glazed eyes at the ceiling. 
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·There was a wire around her neck, 
tied tight in back. 

Mary Parker gave a sobbing sigh 
when she glimps'ed the body and 
crouched on her knees beside it. 

Captain · Hazzard crouched, too, 
but with every nerve alert. He under
stood something that the girl had 
fai'led to grasp in her sorrow. Molly's 
wanton murder meant that some of 
the agents of the Phoenix were al
ready in the house. 

Even as this thought came there 
was a faint sound of movement in the 
dark doorway beside the stairs that 
led to the servant's bedroom. Haz
zard's hand flicked out, flung Mary 
Parker forward, sent her sprawling 
·flat on. the floor, and then dropped 
himself. He rolled over and over with 
the snapping suddenness of a tem
pered spring released .. 

Bullets followed him. Bullets beat 
a tattoo along the floor at his heels, 
like the fangs of Death snapping for 
his life. The snout of a sub-machine 
gun with a cylindrical silencer qn it 
gleamed in that black doorway beside 
the stairs. And a man's eyes gleamed · 

behind it. 
It seemed impossible that he could 

miss. He was turning the snarling 
gun on its axis, hosing bullets at 
Captain Hazzard. And th� wall of the 
kitchen was directly in front of Haz-
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zard now, barring further movement. 
But before he reached it, even as 

he was rolling over and over, Cap- 
tain Hazzard"s fingers flashed down 
to his belt, flashed up again with 
something in them. His wrist snapped 
out. The �ir was fillt�d suddenly with 
sparkling pellets. -

Drops of diphenoloxide inclosed in 
eggshell-thin glass rained at the feet 
of the gunman, broke open, filled the 
atr with drifting, smarting fumes. 
The machine gunner choked and cried 
out, his eyes streaming. His weapon 
ri'pped plaster from the ceiling as he 
tried vainly to center its sights on 
Captain Hazzard. 

Hazzard was up in an instant. He 
turned, bounded across the kitchen 
floor, ducked sidewise to avoid _the 
wUdly swinging stream of slugs. His 
gun muzzle .- lashed out and cracked 
down on the skull of the gunman, 
stunning him. The sub-caliber weap
on fell. Hazzard snatched it up. Then 
he helped the girl to her feet and ran 
for the back door that led to a gar
den. 

It was unlocked, half open. But 
caution stayed Hazzard before lie 
bolted through. Caution made him 
fling the door wide� let his shadow 
precede him, and freeu in his tracks. 

It was well he did so. There was a 
sudden snapping hiss in the dark
ness as lead from other silenced sub
calibers converged on the spot where 
his body would have been. 

The slugs came close. They bit at 
the door frame and forced Hazzard 
back. There was a grim smile on his 
lips. He hadn't really expected that 
there would be an easy way out. Left 
to himself, he might have played a 
game - of death with those men out
side. But there was the girl to con
sider. 

He c I o s e d  the door quickly, 
snapped a bolt into place, put the 
lights out and caught Mary Parker's 
hand. He led her through the gloom 
of the kitchen, around the body of· 
Molly, toward the stairs. She was 
sobbiDg softly. 

He had marked the location of the 
stairway, and he went to it as easily 
a-s though it had been " light. Dark
ness held no terrors for him. He had 
lived in the. dark too long himself to 
fear it. When he reached the upstairs 
hallway he switched out the bulb 
there, left Mary Parker for a mo
ment, and strode to the front door� 
He opened it, looked up and down 
the street cautiously. 

A gray c.ar was. parked .it few yards 
along the block. Metal rods gleamed 
on top of it like the antennae of a 
huge, malignant scorpion poised to 
strike. On the other side of the houset 
a hundred yards away, another car 
was parked. Between them, already 
visible, was a faint aura of eerie lumi-
nescence. _ 

Hazzard gritted his teeth. He and 
Mary Parker were trapped. Guns 
waited in the yard behind .them. In 
front, ready to sweep them into ob
livion, was that weird, pulsating cur
tain of unholy death . . 

CHAPTER III 

STAIRWAY TO HELL 

HE co:Ud
_
feel the strange influ�n�e 

of It even as he looked. Dizzi
ness filled him. He rai'sed the gun, but 
his fingers shook so that he couldn't · 
aim it. He wasn't afraid. It was the 
unseen, unknown force of that weird, 
deathly light striking the c.ells of his 
body that made him shake. Two �teps 
closer, he knew, would spell certain 
doom. 

He backed up, shut the door quick
ly, and saw Mary Parker coming to
wards him along the hall. Her face 
was white. She said through tight. 
lips : 

"There's some one moving up
stairs. I just heard footsteps." 

Hazzard heard them, too, knew 
that the agents of the Phoenix were 
closing in. 

Mary Parker's voice was a dey, 
taut whisper : uThe telephone ? Ca-n't 
we call the police ?" 



He went· to it With her, but found 
as he had expected that the line was 
dead-c1.it. 

· He could send a mental message 
through space that would summon his I 
own assistants. But he dismissed all 
thought of that. To call them without 
giving full information of what they 
would :find would only be leading 
them to slaughter. And even Captain 
Hazzard couldn't pretend to transmit 
telepathically -details of the complex 
situation he faced. His only course 
was to fight it out alone. 

"There must be a skylight," he 
muttered. "They've come across the 
tops of the roofs and broken through 
it. Now they're coming down." 

'�.Yes. All the houses on this block 
are the same height." 

Hazzard asked quickly : "The one 
next door, on the right-who lives in 
it ?" 

"It's vacant." 
"Then we've got to go up." His 

voice was vibrant. His eyes held a 
light of battle. 

"But they're waiting there now 1" 
she whispered. "They'll surely kill 
us." 

He didn't answer. Experience on 
the wild frontiers of the world had 
taught him that all life is a gamble 
when death is close. And Hazzard had 
some dice of his own to toss on Fate's 
table. 

-His belt was strong and wide and 
made of pliant leather. It had many 
small . pouches, apparently for car
tridges. But the compact spaces h�ld 
a score of objects other than shells. 
In them he carried some of the gad
gets that were the product of his in
ventive skill, articles he had turned 
out during his spare time in the 
lJ.boratory on Long Island. 

Hazzard chose a small, greenish, 
oval-shaped object with blunt ex
crescences on it. It looked like an en
larged bronze model of some sort of 
scarab. But the blunt points had tiny 
bole$ in them. Hazzard called it his 
''Whistling Devil." 

He touched a button on one end of 

. it and a faint sputter sounded in the 
· strange thing's interior. Acid began 

to eat through a tinfoil wall. In a 
moment, when it touched another 
acid, a gas would be generated and 
pressure would build up. 

He tossed it into the room with the 
two coffins, then pulled the girl cau
tiously toward the stairs. 

A minute passed and hell seemed to 
break loose i'n that darkened cham
bBr. A :fiend appeared to be whipping 
itself into a stark raving fury. A 
shrill screech came as gas shot 
through a whistling vent. The screech 
mounted. Other screeches joined it. 
Gas under terrific pressure in the 
bronze j acket spurted through a doz
en whistling holes. The force of it 
pushed the thing around the room 
like a whirlwind. It banged into 
chairs, hit the wall, leaped toward the 
ceiling, screeching, j umping, clatter
ing. 

In the midst of the din, Hazzard 
took Mary Parker's trembling hand 
and drew her up the stairs. He knew 
that the "Devil's" noise would drown 
out the creak of their steps. It was 
dark on the stairway. The men above 
would hear nothing except that 
startling, nerve-racking sound below. 

H,. AZZARD'S eyes stabbed the 
gloom. At the first landing, .he 

suddenly thrust the girl behind hi:n 
and leaped, hurling himself like "' 
projectile on a dim human form ht 
had glimpsed straight ahead. A man 
was standing on the stairway, gun in 
hand, eyes alarmed, trying to make 
out what that fearful racket was. 

He saw Hazzard, and tried to raise 
the weapon. Hazzard knocked it from 
his hands, then caught him around 
the waist in a football tackle and 
lifted him bodily. The man struggled, 
yelled. Hazzard threw him over the 
bannisters in a savage, lightning 
heave that sent him hurtling to the 
floor below. The gunman landed on 
his head. His striking body made a 
thud; but no sound of it came above 
the wail of the Whistling Devil. 



· He. drew Mary Parker on to the 
second-story hall. There · he paused, 
peered up, and caught dim movement 
somewhere between him and the glass 
skylight of the stairwell. Downstairs, 
the sound of the Devil was growing 
fainter now. The· gas was almost ex
hausted. Soon the creak of the stairs 
under them would be heard. It was 
time to toss another of his dice. 

He whipped a handkerchief from 
his pocket, turned to Mary Parker 
and whispered dose to her ear : "I'm 
going to tie thi's over your eyes and 
nose." 

"What for ?" Her voice was a thin 
gas:p of fear. 

"Smoke bomb,'' he said quietly. He 
placed the handkerchief over l;ter face, 
knotted it in back. Then he drew a 
cylinder from his belt containing 
carbon tetrachloride, sand, zinc dust 
and magnesium. It was a miniature 
smoke pot having the same chemi'cal 
basis as the type used in. wartime to 
hide military ground maneuvers. 

above their heads. He couldn't see the 
flash of the guns. The silencers on the 
sub-caliber weapons almost deadened 
the sound of the shots. It was erie 
having silent lead come at him out 
of that black cloud. But he heard the 
deathly whine of the slugs close above 
him, felt the wind they mack!. 

His own finger pressed the curved 
trigger of the gun he had taken from · 
the man in the kitchen. He heard a 
vicious slap as his slugs struck, heard 
the cry of a man mortally wounded. 
A human form came bounding down 
the stairs, struck his shoulder a 
glancing blow, and caromed on be
hind him. 

Mary Parker, flattened against the 
steps� barely missed being hit by the 
hurtling body. Another gun hissed 
into life. Cold fear clutched Haz
zard's heart. Fear for Mary Parker's 
life. He snapped more shots at the 
gun above until it grew silent. But 
the weapon in his own hands went 
silent, too, the drum exhausted. 

He had his automatic, but he want
ed to save- its shells. They might be 
needed later. - Even if they reached 
the roof there would be killers wait-
ing. 

He pressed a spark ig.niter, hurled 
the cylinder up the stairwell to the 
floor above. In a moment even the 
ditn gfow of the skylight was shut 
off. Smoke so thick it seemed to have 
solid substance mushroomed out, fill
ing the whole house. It rolled down HOLDING the sub�caliber gun as-· 
the stairs in a stygi'an cloud, floated a club, Hazzard sprang on up. 
up in a sable curtain. Through it, pulling the girl with him. A man 
Hazzard faintly· heard the oaths of stumbled into him, and Hazzard

. 

startled men. struck. There was a groan, a thud. 
He took a deep breath, closed his Hazzard plunged on through the 

eyes. Death might still strike through smoke cloud, reached the top hallway, 
the smoke, for those above had guns. and a cool draft told him that the 
They couldn't see, but they might open skyli'ght was just ahead. 
shoot at random, lay a barrage of The black fumes of his smoke 
lead that would spell destruction. bomb were even thicker here. They 

That was. a chance he had to take. poured out through the skylight cover 
He made Mary Parker walk behind in a volcanic cloud. Hazzard half lift
him, held her fingers in his left hand, ed the girl up with him, and reached 
and climbed quickly, keeping the ban- the roof. 
nister on his right. Close to the sec- He could see no stars. The black 
ond floor Mary Parker stumbled as smoke funneled upward hiding the 
her high heels caught in -the stair sky. But it would thin presently. 
carpet. She gave a choking gasp. In- Then eyes in the surrounding dark
stantly movement sounded. ness would see. Crouching men on 

Hazzard pulled her down beside other roofs would fling lead at them. 
him a moment before bullets snarled _- There might be a dozen, a score of the 
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Before she could protest, he flung -
the door wide and went down the 
steps, shooting. His first bullet 
glanced off the car's engine hood. The 
man behind the wheel, the vicious
faced killer with hyena teeth, turned 
and a gun came magically to his fin
gers. Flame lanced and lead brushed 
close to Captain Hazzard. But. Haz
zard's next two shots were deadly. 
They seemed to lift Hyena-face in the 
car seat and batter him to the floor
boards. 

Other bullets streaked from the 
rear of the car from a curtained side 
window. Hazzard smashed lead sav
agely till spidery cracks appeared in 
the non-shatterable glass. The gun
flame behind the · glass suddenly 
ceased. -Taking a desperate chance, 
Hazzard turned and motioned to 
Mary Parker. 

She didn't hesitate an instant. Her 
nerve raised his respect for her. She 
came down the stoop with her eyes 
wide and her golden hair flying. 

Hazzard held his breath for fear 
sh-e mightn't make it. He saw chips 
dance close beside her on the walk 
as cupro-nickel slugs whipped at her 
feet from guns on the roof above. 
Then she was close to the open door 
of the car. Hazzard heaved out the 
dead driver, pulled the girl in and 
took the wheel. 

The motor was running. In a mo
ment the gray car moved. But that 
other car, with the antennae on it, 
was parked ahead. Men leaned out 
now, firing. Hazzard backed, twist
ed the wheel savagely, bounced fat 
tires up on the sidewalk, and made a 
desperate turn with lead crashing 
into the gray car. 

He got the headlights pointed in 
the opposite direction and pressed his 
foot on the gas. There was plenty of 
power under that long - gray hood. 
The car leaped ahead like a race
horse given the whip. But the car 
behind was moving, too, following 
_them swiftly. 

Mary Parker crouched beside him, 
her cheeks flaming with excitement. 



,., . 
He was glad they were close to the 
suburbs where traffic was slight. He 
could - hold the motor wide open, 
gamble on his driving skill to get 
them away. 

He sped through quiet streets, 
whirled onto an open highway, 
braked daringly and flung the big car 
on a hairpin turn into another road 
that ra-il off at right angles from it. 

But bullets still glanced off the 
gray car's roof, bit into its body, 
threatened to tear its tires to shreds. 
And suddenly a dull explosion sound
ed a few feet from their backs. 

Hazzard whirled. Lead had found 
a mark somewhere in the strange 
mechanism that made the veil of 
deathly light. Following that dull re
port smoke commenced pouring out 
of both side doors, and he could see 
fli'ckering light around the edges of 
the -shade that covered the glass be
hind the driver's compartment. 

The gray car was on fire. But to 
stop no-w, even to slow up beside the 
road, meant being mowed down by 
lead. 

CHAPTER IV · 

EXPEDITION TO NOWHERE 

MARY PARKER was gamely 
silent even when the shade be

gan burning and the window behind 
them gave out a sinister snap. Haz
zard could feel the heat of it on his 
neck and he glanced back. 

The shade had fallen. For the first 
time, he looked into the car's inte
rior and got a glimpse of the man his 
bullets had felled back at the house. 
The murderer of John Roan and four -
others was now a corpse himself. A 
horrible human torch with head loll
ing and hair and clothes on fire. His 
thin-lipped features made a ghastly 
grinning mask in the light of the 
flames. 

A black box holding part of the 
mechanism of the weird death cur
tain was burning, too. It was out of 
this that the hottest flames were leap
ing. Its deadly power was destroyed. 

But by an ironic twist of fate it still 
menaced their lives. 

Hazzard's face was strained. His 
knuckles curved whitely over the 
black rim of the wheel. The car had 
become a seething comet. If they 
stayed in it another few moments, 
they would be swept on to a flaming 
death. 

He looked for some way out. All 
hope of saving the death curtain 
mechanism for investigation had van
ished. His only thought now was to 
save their lives. The ignition would 
burn through presently, the engine 
would go dead, the car would stop, 
and they would be easy prey for the 
guns of the armed men behind. 

Hazzard raced on a few seconds 
longer, until he saw a field of high 
dry weed stems. He felt a sudden 
surge of hope. The wind was bending 
the dry vegetation toward them. A 
stiff gale was sweeping the stalks 
almost flat. There was a flimsy fence 
in front of the field. 

Hazzard called to the girl to hold 
on tight. He twisted the wheel with 
sudden violence. The gray car almost _ 
turned over. It left the road, bounced 
over a ditch, struck the wooden fence 
at a sharp angle. 

· 
Rails splintered, and the wind

shield cracked. Hazzard brought the . 
car around in a wide curve straight 
into the wind, and plunged through 
the dry weed stalks. The engine died 
suddenly, the headlights winked out. 
But the fire behind them made a glow 
like a giant torch. 

"Jump !" Hazzard literally threw 
the girl from the seat. She fell 
on her silken knees in the grass. Now 
that the car had stopped moving, the 
flames licked forward into the driv
er's seat. The glass behind it burst, 
and the fire reached for Hazzard 
even as he j umped. 

He heard the squealing brakes of 
the killers' car in the road. Over his 
shoulder, he saw its headli'ghts gog
gling as it turned and came through 
the fence. He kept Mary Parker 



from nsmg a& Jead cut the stalks 
over their heads. 

The killers' car raced toward them. 
Hazzard had his autoniatie out, was 
shooting ; but he was facing men 
armed with sub-machine guns. His 
few bullets couldn't stop their attack. 
His hope centered on something else. 

Then . it happened ! The pluming 
flames that the wind beat back from 
the burning car caught the dry grass. 
The grass went up like tinder. It 
fanned out before the gale on both 
sides, making a barrier of flame and 
smoke that bore down on the attack
ers. This was what Hazzard had 
planned when he had swung the burn
ing car · into the field. 

"Now !"' He pulled the girl to her 
feet and drew her after him in front 
of the shielding wall of flame. They 
reached the other side of the field, 
and Hazzard heard the shrill whine 
of a laboring motor as the killers' car 
backed up. 

There was a grim, tight smile on 
his face. He had used the fire which 
their bullets had set to start another 
fire which had stopped them. He hur
ried with the girl across lots and 
found a road that led to the city. 
Twenty minutes fast walking brought 
them to a suburban street where he 
hailed a cab. 

"W h i t e s t o n e  Avenue, College 
Point. The Hazzard Laboratories," 
he said. 

The cabman started when he rec
ognized his distingui'shed passenger's 
face. Those piercing eyes, that hawk
like nose and rugged chin had been 
pictured often in the papers. He 
touched his . cap respectfully, said : 
"Yes, sir, Captain." 

HAZZARD leaned back with eyes 
. closed as the cab slid through the 

night. Mary Parker looked at him en
quiringly as though she thought he 
were ill. His face was rapt, trance
like. But something about his appear
ance awed her, made he·r keep still. 

She didn't know that his mind was 
concentrating, sending out telepathic 
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impulses- of directing energy that 
sped through space ahead of the cab. 

When they reached the laboratory 
on College Point, lights sparkled and 
the whole great building seemed to 
hum. Off to the right was a big flying 
field and a group of hangars. The 
door of one was open. Men in denim 
were swinging the tail of a huge 
two-motored monoplane around on 
a dolly. Skilled mechanics were walk-

·- ing along the- torpedo-shaped fuselage 
toward the giant motors. The ship 
crouched on its fat airwheels, facing 
the _field lights like a colossal' moth 
ready to take wing. 

A young, keen-faced man stood by 
the watchman at the laboratory gate. 
He came forward eagerly when the 
cab with Captain Hazzard and the 
girl rolled up. 

"I got your orders, Captain. You 
wanted the Silver BUllet tuned and 
made ready. You're going south to
night." 

The girl stiffened in surprise. Cap
tain Hazzard hadn't stopped along 
the way to use a phone. She didn't 
see how he could have transmitted 
any orders. 

But Hazzard made no explanation. 
He said, simply : ''This is one of my 
assistants, Miss Parker. Mr. Martin 
Tracey. He's going with us. You can 
tell him everything. I'm going to 
leave you with him for a while." 

Tracey saluted and his tanned face 
cracked into a grin. ''Thank you, 
Captain." He took Mary Parker's 
arm and followed Captain Hazzard 
into the big lab. 

Hazzard was already twenty feet 
ahead. He went to · hi's private sanc
tum and found another of his assist
ants waiting, a tall, bald-headed man 
of forty whose shrewd eyes were owl
ish behind steel-rimmed spectacles. 
This was Washington MacGowen, 
called "Wash" for short, a mathe- _ 
matical physicist and one of the most 
skillful laboratory technicians in the 
country. 

Wash's face was long and solemn 
now.· "I've been worried about you, 



Captain," he muttered. uy ou've been 
in danger, fighting a group of men 
who tried their best to kill you in 
some peculiar way. Why didn't you 
call some of us to help ?" 

Hazzard smiled. Wash, too, was 
able to receive . and transmit tele
pathic messages. He was among the 
few hand-picked men who knew Haz
zard's secrets. Along with Martin 
Tracey and Crawley; Hazzard had 
given him the card test for telepathy 
and clairvoyance when he'd first 
come to the laboratory to work.* 

Hazzard said quietly : "I didn't 
call you Wash, because you're too 
valuable' to lose. And you'd have been 
killed if you'd come to my assist
ance." He described the strange ac
tion of that curtain of death. 

Wash shook his head and looked 
still more solemn when Hazzard had 
finished. "If I could only get a look 
::!t that thing, Captain, I might be 
able-" 

"The apparatus caught fire when 
bullets struck it,'' said Hazzard. He 
ouickly swept up the phone on his 
desk and he put through a .call to· the 
police commissioner of New York. 
When the commissioner answered, 
Hazzard spok� tersely. 

"Your men have found a burning 
car in a lot at the edge of town by 
this time. There's a dead man in it. 
I killed him. I'm not interested in the 
body. But I am interested in the car. 
If you'll have it rushed to my place 
as soon as it is cool enough to handle, 
I might be able to gi'Ve you some in
formation on those death-curtain 
murders. I'll hand the car back as 
soon as my men have finished with 
it." 

He listened a moment, snapped the 

*AUTHOR'S NOTE : This is the test 
worked out by Doctor Rhine of Du�e Uni
versity. Twenty-five cards are used With five 
different symbols ; a circle, a square, a cross, 
a star and a wave design consisting of three 
lines. The s11bject reads the symbols with
out seeing them, or attempts to do so, and, 
by a count based on the law of mathematical · 
probability, they unerringly tell whether or 
not he is gifted with psychic perception. 

·instrument up and turned to Wash. 
"The commissioner is agreeable. If 
they get it out here soon enough, you 
may be able to go over it before we 
fly." 

' 'Then you plan to take me with 
· vou ?" There was sudden eagerness 
in Wash's voice. 

Hazzard nodded. "I couldn't risk 
leaving you behind, Wash. Before we 
crack this riddle, we'll all need all 
the brains we'v,e got. And now-" 
Hazzard pressed a button-"I'll need 
Crandall to take care of the Silver· 
BuUet. And where's Cole tonight ?" . 

Without waiting for Wash to an. 
swer Hazzard spoke into an inter-, . 
office amplifier that sounded m every 
room of the lab and even out in the 
hangars. "Hazzard calling. \Vill Jake 
Cole please come ?" 

A TALL lanky man entered Haz. 
zard's' office in a couple ef min

utes. He had a stiff crest of straw
blond hair, a deadpan face, ungainly 
hands and feet and a nose which 
sometime or other had been broken, 
He was chewing gum. He slouched 
in with seeming negligence and 
looked at Hazzard blankly without a 
salute or even so much as a nod. 

He was Jake Cole, ex-cowhand 
from Montana. He knew nothing 
about science, could hardly add a col
umn of small figures. An auto engine 
was a deep enigma to him. His tests 
with the telepathic cards had proved 
his extra-sensory powers non-exist
ent. But he had certain talents of his 
own. He was a wizard with a lasso. 
He could shoot like an Apaehe with 
rifle or six-gun, and he was one of 
the best trackers in the West. No 
man or horse could leave a trail too 
faint for Cole to follow. 

Hazzard said : "Get your guns 
oiled, Jake. We're starting for the 
banana republics in about an hour. I 
think we may see something of the 
jungle.'' 

"Suits me, Captain." Cole's jaws 
worked rhythmically. His deadpan 
face didn't show any emotion. But 



Hazzar.d,_ whQ could read. his mind 
like a_ book, knew that Cole was 
seething with excitemenL He smiled 
as Cole turned and shuffled off to. 
pack up_ his equipment he always car
ried in the hot countries. 

Then. Captain Hazzard began the 
serious business of organizing the 
expedition to_ go in search of Mar,y 
Parker's. father. 

A half hour before the time set for 
the take-off,. the car in which Haz .. 
zard and Mary Parker had taken. 
their wild, ride was. brought by police 
escort out to the gates of the lab. 
Wash MacGowen and. three young 
technicians began a searching exam .. 
ination of the car's interior. 

They tore out what was left of 
the, fire-curtain mechanism, made 
measurements with micrometers, 
poked and pried with. delicate instru
ments. Wash covered scratch pads 
with hastily sketched designs and. 
long mathematical eq_uations ; then 
made his report to Captain Hazzard. 

Wash was a cautious man, not 
giv;en to sensational statements, or 
emotional mqods ; but Hazzard could 
see now that he was ex.cited to an 
abnol'lnal degree. His voice shook as 
he stood tensely by Hazzard's desk, 
peering down through his steel
rimmed spectacles. 

"I hesitate to make positive state
ments) Captain. But the thing doesn't 
appear to be electrical in any ordi� 
nary sense. Some electrical amplifi
cation may have been used. We found 
a socket that might have held some 
sort of tube for a carrier wave: There 
was. also something that looked like 
a saline condenser. But the rest of 
the thing is mystifying. 

"The. rods on top aren't radio an
tennae. They're made of barium 
wrapped around a core of tungsten. 
The other metal we found is an alloy 
containing gold, molybdenum and 
rhooenite. I wouldn't want to be 
quoted,. but; my: guess: is that this 
thing generated, or us·ed, a force out
sid'�. tbe · field of every-day physics.'' 

Hazzard nodded. "Maybe seme 
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form of molecular or atomie ene:u.g�.�' 
"Y.es, . Captain, bu.t g.ood heav

ens-'' 
Hazzard' interrupted him .. "If you'd 

seen the light rays- as I did, felt the. 
effect of them,, and seen, those poor• 
chaps who were killed. by them, you 
wouldn't be afraid to follow almost 
any line of reasoning. We're up 
against an en4gma, Wash. And the 
man who invented this murder weap
on is either a homicidal paranoiac or 
a scheming criminal.. We don�t knO'\\t· 
who he is or- anything a�on:t: him. AU> 
we know is-he�s going to, make ou:n· 
tri-p south mighty dangerous; Nn.w-'' 
Hazzard glanced· at his wristwatch....._ 
"let's g,et going t''· 

They took their places in: the spa
cious. cabin, Wash owlish aml silent, 
peering through his steeJ-rimmed1 
spectacles. Jake- Cole chewing gum. 
and with. a- high-powered :rifle· slung 
over his back .. Lacey. chatting and ex
plaining- things. tO' Mary Parke-r. 
Crandall in the contro� t"oom with 
Captain Hazzard. 

The mechanics stood away. The 
rumble of the motors rose to. a vi
brant roar. The great plane- quivered, 
then rolled forward into the wind 
with Hazzard at the controls. 

The ship gathered spe€'d, leaped 
into the night with a majestic thrust 
of unleashed power. Her silver wings 

· canted. She left the ground so easi.ly 
that Mary Parker didn't guess they 
were up till she- saw the lights of the· 
field and hangars falling away. 

Hazzarcd banked, sw-ept out ov-er 
the Sound for a few minutes, then 
rose higher, pointing the Silver Bul
let's nose straight south. He climbed 
till the taU sky,scrapers of Manhat
tan thrust up into the sky behind 
the� til1 Brooklyn and Queens and 
the· Bronx spread (}Ut as- on� a table. 
He climbed still higher on the wings 
of th-e- wind till New York f�ll away, 
became: lost in; the haze;, and the coast 
of New Jersey Wl!'olled below them 
like a glowing bas-relief map .. 

Then Crandall, looking $ound 
with an airman's alertness,. sudden-
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-ly spoke. "There's something in the 
sky behind us, sir. It seems to be get
ting nearer. You don't suppose-" . 

"Yes," said Hazzard. l'I've }?een 
watching it for the last two minutes. 
It's another ship following us, hang
ing right on our tail." 

CHAPTER V 

THE SKY SHARK 

THE STRANGE ship was a light 
blur in the dark sky back of 

them. The dogged way it followed 
them made it seem sinister. It dis
appeared for seconds when mist in
tervened, appeared again as starlight . 
glinted on its wings. 

Hazzard climbed still higher and 
advanced the throttle. The Silver 
Bullet roared up through the night 
sky, seven thousand, eight thousand. 
The air began to get thin and cold. 
Hazzard flattened, advanced the 
throttle still more, watched eagerly 
to see whether the plane behind could. 
still keep up. It did. More than that, 
it was climbing for still greater alti
tude, getting a thousand feet above 
their tail. 

A sense of danger filled him. He 
saw the blur of the other plane 
change its outline. He -got the im
pression that the tail was up now, the 
nose down. The ship grew bigger, its 
superior altitude giving it increased 
speed. It was in a fast power dive. 

Then a searchlight winked from 
the nose of that other ship. It 
stabbed across empty space like a 
spectral finger, and rested on the 
fuselage of the Silver Bulle.t. Haz
zard's plane hung in dazzling light 
like a moth caught in a flame. 

Sparks suddenly shot off from the 
beam of the searchlight. They were 
tracer bullets from a machine gun 
and they snarled close to Hazzard's 
ship. Slugs were mixed with the 
tracers. One snapped through the 
Silver Bullet's witig. 

But only one. Hazzard side-slipped 
away- quickly. The beam of the 

searchlight left them. The other plan�. 
went roaring by. Hazzard got a _ 
glimpse of it. It was a small, fast, . 
low-wing monoplane with a single 
motor. It was coming back now. It 
had the flashing speed of the fastest 
army pursuit job, and it seemed in-
vincible. . 

But Hazzard gave an· order to 
Crandall. "Raise the L.O. motor
then stand by." 

Crandall :reached forward and 
pulled a small lever. There was a 
faint grinding vibration in the ship. 
For a moment it lost speed as some
thing obstructed the smooth flow of 
the slipstream above the fuselage. 
Thin metal panels in the top of the 
Silver Bullet slid back. From ·be
tween them a thing like a huge tor
pedo reared up. It rose on powerful 
steel supports till it was six feet 
above the fuselage, pointing back a-nd 
well above the tail assembly. There 
was a round vent in the after end. 

"All ready, sir," said Crandall. -

H
AZZARD threw a switch on the 

instrument bo�rd and the 
strange torpedo-shaped thing began 
to hum a deeper note than the for
ward motors. It was another motor, 
an auxiliary rocket motor, .1;1sing a 
mixture of liquid oxygen and high
test gas, and based on the same gen
eral principles as Fritz vori Opel's 
rocket engines, used successfully on 
cars in Germany. It was one of many 
reasons why the Silver Bullet was no 
ordinary ship.* 

A faint glow appeared at the end of 
the vent. The glow became ·a blush of 
light, then a shooting flame, reach-

*AUTHOR'S NOTE : In creating the first 
efficient rocket motor for use in airplanes, 
Captain Hazzard first studied the gr6und 
already covered by such experts as Valier, 
von Opel, Doctor Goddard, Herman Oberth 
and others. His success lies in the great im
provement of his carburetor-type injection 
nozzles, thr,o,Ugh which the freezingly . cold 
liquid oxygen is fed into the combustion 
cham . he main drawback of Hazzard's, 
and al ·· er rocket motors, is their tendency 

· to overheat. 



· · . ing back suddenly across the sky. It 
seemed to burn a vacuum in the air. 
The pilot in the other ship must have 
thought he had set Hazzard's ship on 
fire. The shooting, powerful stream 
of gas from the torpedo-shaped mo
tor was li'ke the fiery tail of a comet. 
It aided the two forward motors of 
regular design. 

The Silver Bullet surged forward. 
A hundred miles an hour . was added 
to its speed. The long stream of fiery 
gas stretched back across the sky as 
straight as a string. The Silver Bullet 
was set on a plumb-like course for the 
south. No turns or quick maneuvers 

· were possible while the rocket mo
tor hummed. 

For a moment the hostile plane 
was visible in its light, a dandng 
hornet in a giant sunbeam. But its 
sting was ineffectual now. It fell 
away behind, disappeared in the mist 
as Hazzard's ship outdistanced it with 
a speed no ordinary plane could 
match. 

Mary Parker saw the glow in the 
sky behind them and stared with 
frightened eyes. Martin Tracey put 
her fears to rest by explaining how 
the rocket motor functioned. 

With the aid of that auxiliary 
power unit the SiZver Bullet was 
traveling at terrific velocity now. 
Bp.t, while the rocket motor was run
ning, Hazzard watched the tempera
ture dial with a wary eye. The liquid 
oxygen, close to one hundred and 
ninety degrees centigrade cold when 
it was injected into the combustion 
chamber, soon became fearfully hot. 
Overheating was a constant men
ace. 

The Silver Bullet roared through 
the night, crossing cities, c ounties 
and states as it sped ever southward 
on its strange rescue quest. • • ·• 

IT was somewhere over Mexico, just 
before dawn, that the tempera

ture reached the danger line, and 
Hazzard stopped the rocket motor. 
The sudden · decrease i n  the speed 
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was apparent instantly, though the 
Silver Bullet was still doing two hun
dred and eighty miles an hour. The 
rocket motor would have to cool for 
at least an hour before it could be re
started. 

And, as though the malign intelli
gence of the Phoenix had arranged 
it, his agents chose that time to strike 
again. Terror reached out of the skies 
at Hazzard's party, terror that made 
even Hazzard feel fear. 

For as dawn came over the moun
tains of Mexico like a silver, ghostly 
thing, two planes rose swiftly in the 
sky to meet the Silver BuUet. Two 
planes flying three hundred · yards 
apart, holding their course steadilY: 
like ships in army formation. 

At :first, Hazzard thought they 
were government ships, planes pa
troling in connection with the Mexi
can Rurales. 

But when he changed his course a 
little and climbed higher, the planes 
ahead changed, too. Not only that, 
they seemed to be hedging to get the 
Silver BuUet between them. 

Then Hazzard's sharp eye saw . 
something that brought him up taut 
with dread. On top of one ship, dim., · 
ly outlined against the :first dawn 
light, was a spJdery web of rods and . 
wires-one of the strange tungsten
barium aeri'als of the Curtain of 
Death. 

Hazzard pressed a button 'that 
sounded a gong in the ship. Crandall 
came running. The others sat up 
quickly, their faces strained and _ 
ghostly in the faint dawn light. Haz .. 
zard's four assistants knew that- the 
sound of that gong meant deadly: 
danger. 

Hazzard snapped orders. "Man the 
machine gun, Crandall. Martin, look 
out . for Miss Parker. See that she 
fastens her belt. Jake, get in the tU.r
ret with your rifle." 

Hazzard side-sli'pped and veered. 
Wind shrieked in the wings of the 
Silver B'ldlet. On�. of the strange, 
death-curtain planes dropped forma-
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tion suddenly and dived to the right. 
The maneuver almost got Hazzard 
between them. Across the sky, like a 
faint and horrible aura, stretched a 
spotty curtain of fire. The shimmer
ing, uncanny beams spread out, 
touched, retreated, touched again. 

There was sweat on Hazzard's 
forehead. The nose of the Silver 
Bullet was aimed straight at that 
death light. It seemed that nothing 
could stop it from diving through. 
Hazzard knew. the horrible end that 
faced them if it did. The image of 
John Roan's corpse was before his 
eyes� 

He shoved the throttle to the quad
rant stop. He pulled the stick back 
into his lap and brought the plane's 
nose up in a hurtling, roaring zoom. 
The. Bullet climbed like a demon as 
th<:>ugh terror had even struck at its 
own steel heart: Up till it was hang
ing on its propellers, up still farther 
till it was over on its back. And, as 
it made the mighty zoom, its tail sur-

. faces brushed that cloud of light. 
Hazzard felt again that fearful diz

ziness that had come when he was 
standing at the top of Mary Parker's 
steps. He flipped the Silver Bullet 
over in an Immelmann turn, know
ing that he had saved himself and his 

: party from death only by a few spare 
' feet. He was roaring in the opposite 
direction now ; had lost speed in the 
zoom. The other ships using their 

' quicker maneuverability, headed him 
· off. The light curtain swept toward 
him. 

This time Hazzard waited, while 
the nearest of the hostile planes 
bored in. He seemed to be inviting 
the death they held out to him. He let 
his ship stall, drop off into a falling 
leaf-· · as though it were out of con
trol. 

Then suddenly, with the weird 
light almost upon them, Hazzard 
brought the Silver Bullet back un
der control. H� flattened her out, side
slipped directly toward the nearest 
of the two approaching ships. 

HE heard the crack of Jake Cole's 
· rifle. Looking back he caught a 

glimpse of Jake standing in the tur
ret. The lanky cowboy was shooting 
with the nonchalance of a rodeo per
former. He was actually chewing . 
gum. His jaws worked rhythmically. 
Crack, crack! His rifle spoke twice 
more. Hot shell casings leaped out of 
the ejector as though in. savage glee. 

The nearest plane with the tripod 
on it suddenly canted its wings and 
fell away. The light curtain sank 
down after it ; a weird mesh drawn 
by those spider-web rods. The sky 
ahead of the Silver Bullet was clear. 
Then the curtain · vanished entirely 
as the mechanism in the strange plane 
ceased to function. The plane 
swooped earthward in a long erratic 
dive. 

They watched it go down ; saw the 
dawn light strike the wings, saw it 
fall straight toward the rocky side 
of a mountain. Then suddenly a red 
rose seemed to blossom on the cliffs. 
The rose was followed by black 
smoke and the plane disappeared. The 
second plane had fled. . . . 

They reached Guatemala three 
hours later, and the great volcanic 
peaks of San Pedro, Santa Maria and 
Toliman lifted up on the horizon. The 
Silver Bullet sped over green jungles, 
high mountain ridges dotted with In
dian villages and shimmering clear 
blue lakes. Hazzard decided to fly to 
the compass point John Roan had 
mentioned in his note before trying 
to land. 

Lacey explained to Mary Parker 
that they were close to their goal 
now. She came forward to where 
Captain Hazzard studied his com
pass. He had a map of Guatemala in 
front - of him painted on transparent 
membrane, set in a boxlike frame. 
Thin lines of light from mirrors un
derneath showed on the map. They 
moved slowly. Where they crossed 
was the position of the plane. 

It was another of Hazzard's inven
tions, his telautographic compass. 
He had many such transparent maps 



of all sections of the globe. By fitting 
them into the frame he could · see his 
exact location in relation · to topo
graphical points. 

The -lines were converging now at 
north latitude 15, west longitude 89. 
Mary Parker's cheeks flushed as the 
plane sped forward, and the lines 
crawled ever closer to the Espiritu 
Santo range. 

The mountains were under their 
nose now, high, volcanic, rugged. 

. They crossed the main ridge, swept 
over a deep basin of dense j ungle 
stretching for several miles. Another 
peak rose in its center, coni'cal and 
grim. The plane bored on. The cone
shaped mountain had a feather of 
smoke stuck in a crater at its top ... It 
came steadily nearer. They were 
close to it now-over it. The lines of 
the �ap showed 15.10-89-27. 

"Now !" Captain Hazzard pointed. 
Mary Parker gasped in sudden dis
may. "That ? It can't be ! It's a vol
cano. There's nothing on it. No one 
could live there !" 

CHAPTER VI 

GREEN FURY 

C-APTAIN HAZZARD, too, stared 
· . tenSely at that forbidding peak. 
Tumbled cliffs. Barren slopes. De
serted ravines. Not a vestige of grass. 
The green wall of the jungle halted 
at the edge of the volcanic rock as 
if eruptions in the · past had put a 
dreadful curse on all growing things. 

"How-how shall we find him ?" 
Mary Parker's face showed that she 
had . already lost faith in the search 
for her father. 

But Captain Hazzard said nothing. 
He kicked the rudder, thrust the stick 
sidewise, brought the Silver Bullet 
around in a steep-banked turn. In de
scending spirals, he ' lost altitude. The 
black, sinister crater of the moun
tain rose to meet them. 

He passed directly over it. Heat 
from those subterranean depths 
made bumpy air. The Silver Bulld 
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rocked and bucked. He circled then,. 
skirted the outer edges of the crater. 

"Dead as the moon, Captain," said 
Jake Cole grimly. "I'll be a horned 
toad if even a gopher could pitch 
tent down there !" 

Marti'n Tracey nodded. "Those fig
ures Roan wrote in that message 
must be off. Maybe the ant bites made 
him nutty .. " 

. , · 
"And yet,'' WaS'h Mac.Gowen 

stroked his long chin judicially, 
"doesn't it seem a little strange that 
those numbers should exactly corre.o 
spond to this peak ? It is the only 
mountain in this immediate jungle 
area. More than coincidenee, I should 
say." 

Hazzard was thinking the same 
thing. Though nothing showed on 
that grim mountain, he wasn't satis
fied that John Roan's figures were 
wrong. From the first the Phoenix 
had been clothed in mystery. 

Mary Parker repeated her ques
tion. (I How can we find· my father ?" 

Hazzard turned to her. ''There's 
only one way-investigate that vol
cano." 

"But there;s no place to land, even 
if-" 

"No.'' Hazzard looked at his map. 
"Lake Izabal is forty miles away. 
The nearest landing field is fifty. 
But there's an Indian village ten 
miles back. I saw it when we came 
over. Some of us will land there in 
'chutes. Then we can reach the moun
tain through the jungle.'' 

"Some of us !" The girl repeated 
the words and a look of consternation 
crossed her face. "You mean you 
won't take me ?" 

"Have you ever made a 'chute 
j ump ?" asked Hazzard. 

"No. But I'll do anything-anY.,. 
thing te be with you when you find 
my father." Her face was eager. 
There was no fear in hir eyes. Haz
zard .nodded approvingly. She had 
the right stuff in her. 

"All right," he said. "I'll give you 
a special 'chute we have, one, with -a 
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self-operating ripcord. You jumP-it 
does the rest." 

He headed the plane's nose north, _ 
swept over ten IIlii,es of jade: green 
jungle and saw the Indian village 
again. The architecture told him it 
belonged to a tribe of Chicastenan
gos. 

They - came running out to the 
streets as the plane swept low. They · 
had queer costumes of bright red and 
blue. The men wore big-brimmed 
hats. _ The women had on Jialos, 
twenty-foot strips of red-and-blue 
hand-woven cloth wrapped around 
their ,copper-colored bodies. Their 
hair was black as night. The village 
_was a tiny cluster of adobe houses 
perched on - a terraced hillock that 
rose out of the j ungle.- ·There was a 
small square in - it. 

Hazzard noted the wind direction� 
If they bailed out at just the right 
altitude ·from just the right position 
it would . carry them -into the village. 
He turned the controls over to Cran
dall who could be · depended upon to 
jockey the - ship properly. 

• _'\Vash went first All of Hazzard's 
men had made 'chute jumps before. 
Wash niade the drop· 'as unemotional-. 
ly -a$ he'd add a column of _figures. 
There was a ' special trapdoor. in the. 
Silver Bullet's - floor. Wash simply 
climbed into his 'chute. harness and 
slid throl;lgh. Jake followed, chewing 
gum rhythmically as he went. He 
claimed that the movement of - his 
jaws helped him tq count off the sec
onds before he pulled the ripcord. 

Hazzard dropped the parachutes of 
equipment next. Wash and Jake would 
be on the ground before they landed, 
so the Indians wouldn't appropriate 
them. 

· 
Then Lacey j umped, looking anx.., 

fously- at Mary Parker. He'd already 
come · to feel _ a  _ proprietary interest 
in the girl. But Captain _Hazzard put 
her into the ·autQ..;ripcord 'chute. 
There was · a _ small, clocklike device 
on the back which could be .set to jerk 
the . ripcord at any given moment. 
Hazzard set it carefully and- led the -

girl to the trap. Her face was pale,
but she was smiling. She looked trim 
and athletic in her tropical shorts. 

Hazzard strapped an automatic 
and . a hunting knife . around h€r . 

waist, tied a first-aid kit containing . 
anti-venom for snake bites and a wa- 
ter cante-en on it. "After the ' 'chute 
opens,'' he said, "just pull the shroud 
lines in the direction you want to go. 
Spill a ·little air out and yo� can steer 
the thing like a glider." 

" 

She iwdded, stepped to the trap 
and said : ' 'Okay." 

HAZZARD · pres sod a button and 
Mary Parker dropped into 

space. - He watched to see her 'chute 
open, then got ready to jump him
self. "We'll keep in touch with you 
by radio," he said to Crandall. "You 
can let ·us know where you land." 

Crandall nodded, grinning. Taking 
care of the Silver Bullet was his es
pecial pride. 

Hazzard stepped easily thro;ugh the 
trap and plunged into sp·ace. He 
didn't pull the cord till the' ground 
was a few -hundred feet below. The 
delayed j ump let him catch up with 
the others. He touched at the same 
time Wash and Jake did,. and he was 
able to help Mary Parker gather . up 
the folds of her 'chute when she· 
Hinded. ciose to the little square. 

Indians swarmed around them. 
staring curiously. Some made signs 
to ward off evil spirits. Others 
grinned, showing ivory teeth. Most 
of the Indians in Guatemala were 
friendly. Naked, copper-colored kids 
ran up and poked at their chutes and 
equipment till Hazzard shooed them 
away. 

He was an expert lir.guist and he 
addressed the Chicastenangos in 
their native dialect. "Quichi lana," he 
said, pointing to the cone of the vol
cano ten ·miles away. "Fire moun
tain." " Un nihongi atlan-I go 
through _ jungle. Tzdul cuintl:a pan 
zumalar-we need a guide." A change came over the Indians. 
Their faces sobered. - Many backed 
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' 
The air was fi.Ued with steel-shafted spears. 

C• '-••1�'\ , 
a way. Others shook their heads. � 
"Chal ! Chal!-N o !  No !" they_ cried. 
"Huetenzo!-Accursed !" 

There was fear in their eyes and 
they began· to talk vehemently. They 
told Hazzard that people from their 
village never went to the mountain 
now. A few had in the past and never 
came back. No trace of them had 
ever been found. The mountain was 
Fluetenzo, cursed in some strange 
way. It's name was Omoxotl, which 
meant Terror's Shadow. 
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Besides that there were murderous 

Indians in the jungle, fierce Tzutu
hiles left over from the tribes that · 
even Cortez's lieutenant, Don Alva
rado, had been unable to .  subdue. 
There were poisonous snakes and 
dangerous animals. 

Hazzard glimpsed one Indian at 
the edge of the crowd who didn't 
seem as excited as the others at the 
talk of going into the jungle. He wore _ 
a spray of the rare figa-figa berries in 
his hat, which meant that he under
stood jungle magic. And in his belt 
was the fang of a pYthon which 
meant he was a great hunter. 

"Your name?" asked Hazzard, 
pointing suddenly. · 

"Ulzi," said the Indian promptly. 
"You are a mighty hunter," said 

Hazzard. "You know the jungle 
trails. You are a great witch-dector. 
The evil spirits cannot scare you�- You 
will lead the people-who-dropped
from-the-sky to Omoxotl." 

Still the Indian · looked doubtful, 
and there was a glint of fear in his 
eyes. Hazzard continued : "I, too, am 
a great witch-doctor . . . .  Watch !" 

He always carried a kit of chemi
cals in his knapsack. These, along 
with the gadgets in his belt, made a 
wide range of chemical "magic" pos
sible. He brgught two small empty 
test tubes out now and a piece of 
white cloth that had been dipped in 
cobalt-chloride. Ulzi' nodd�, grunt
ing skeptically. 

Hazzard slipped a lump of calcium 
in one tube and held his finger over 
it. This absorbed moisture, making 
the air inside the test tube dry. He 
drew his thumb away quickly, put 
the white cloth in, then - again cov
ered the top of the test tube. 

"Look !" 
Before Ulzi's startled eyes the 

white cloth turned a vivid blue. The 
Indians watching exclaimed in ad
miration. Ulzi looked awestruck ; 
then quickly drew his face into a 
mask_ to show that he was not im
pressed. 

Hazzard took another strip of the 
white, cobalt-chloride-treated cloth 
and placed it in the second test tube, 
along with a drop of water to make 
the air damp. Thi's strip turned a 
vivid pink. Ulzi couldn't prevent his 
eyes from growing . wide with_ won
der. 

· Then Hazzard took a small nickel
plated flashlight from his pocket and 
gave it to the Indian. "For the great 
hunt_er and magician," he said, "who 
will lead the white witch-doctor 
through the jungle to Omoxotl." 

Ulzi' nodded and struck his chest, 
his pride aroused by Hazzard's flat
tery and his competitive spirit stirred 
by Hazzard's trick. "Ulzi's own magic 
is so great he does not fear Omoxotl," 
he s�. 

Hazzard picked up his knapsack 
and pointed toward the forrest. The 
other members of his party gathered 
their things. Following Ulzi', they 
started down the terraced hill toward 
the green wall of the jungle. The In
dians watched them go, shaking their 
heads and muttering. Just as they 
reached the jungle, the Chicastenan
gos began a chant ; low, wailing, mo
notonous, rising and falling in · a 
minor cadence. The chant for great 
hunters doomed not to return from 
the never-never land. . . . 

THE JUNGLE grew ominously 
still after they had been walking 

for two hours. The monkeys ceased 
chattering. The bright-colored birds 
kept out of sight. Ulzi rolled his eyes 
nervously. Hazzard felt the first vi
brations of a psychic warning that 
danger was creeping close. 

The stillness of the jungle Wrapped 
itself around them like a brooding, 
malevolent thing. It seemed suddenly_ 
to Hazzard that eyes were watching 
them-hostile eyes, baleful and mur
derous. 

Hazzard's gaze darted upward sud
denly. He saw movement in the great 
Ceiba tree ahead of them under 
which the trail wound. He called a 



- -
warning, but not quite soon enough. 
Something streaked down like a flash 
of light from its green branches. 

It struck Ulzi in the chest, and the 
copper-skinned hunter fell with a 
piercing cry. He lay still with a 
green-plumed spear sticking out of 
his body. 

Hazzard fired at almost the same 
moment. There was another cry in 
the Ceiba's dense branches. The foli
age moved, rustled. A body hurtled 
from it and fell beside Ulzi at the 
edge of the trail. The black vultures 
-flapped their wings greedily. 

Captain Hazzard ran forward. The 
man who had speared Uzi lay on his 
back with his eyes open, glaring. 
There was a hole drilled through his 
head. It was no wonder Hazzard had
n't seen him till too late. He wore a 
green cloak of quetzal feathers, bril
liant as the foliage. His face was the 
color of the reddish tree branches. 
The only conspicuous thing about 

. him was the metal headband that 
held a bright, gleaming green jewel 
in the center of his forehead. 

Ulzi ·gave a moan. "Chlan cuinaU," 
he said. 

"What does he mean ?" asked Wash 
somberly. I 

"The Jewel Men," said Hazzard. 
"They are Tzutuhiles-the worst In
dians going. But-" His hand 
reache� forward and touched the 
spear in Ulzi's body. Ulzi lay still 
now. He was dead. And Hazzard's 

. eyes were bright with consternation. 
"This spear has a metal shaft-made 
of hollow tubing like a golf club." 

"What !" \Vash felt the spear, too. 
So did Jake and Tracey. 

"It means,'' said Hazzard, "that 
some white man has armed them re
cently-some white man who is us
ing them as guards to keep everyone 
else away. The Phoenix !" 

Even as he spoke, something whis
pered through the branches. If he 
hadn't ducked instantly a green

. plumed spear would have stretched 
him beside Ulzi. 

"Run !" Hazzard pointed toward 
some black rock formations where 
huge vultures perched. Sinister as 
the rocks and their sentinels looked, 
they offered the only place of refuge. 

CHAPTER VII 

SLAVES OF FIRE 

THISAIR was filled suddenly with 
steel-shafted spears, whistling, 

hissing, thudding. One came so close 
to Hazzard's face he could feer the 
breeze of it. Another zipped past his 
back. Hazzard opened fire with his 
automatic. 

Martin, Jake and Wash began 
shooting. C o r d ite fumes drifted 
through the leaves. The crack of their 
weapons made a steady tattoo as they 
ran for the rocks. 

Another Indi'an hurtled out of a 
high Ceiba tree where he'd been hid
ing. He did a somersault in the air, 
landed on a lower limb and hung 
there gruesomely for a moment, _ 
blood dripping from his neck. 

A savage fifty feet to one side came 
running out of a bush, took three 
steps forward with a bullet in his 
heart, then dropped. Jake was taking 
steady toll with his high-powered .· 
rifle. He shot as fast as he could slide 
the bolt action and pump the trigger. 
But the whole jungle seemed filled 
with savages. Bullets alone would 
never let Hazzard's party reach the 
rocks. 

· 
Hazzard tugged desperately at his 

belt and drew out another smoke 
bomb. This one gave off white vapor 
and Hazzard used it in conj unction 
with a pair of infra-red ray goggles. 
He slipped the goggles on now, wish
ing he'd brought others, enough for 
the whole party. But he hadn't. The 
lives of all of them depended on this 
single pair. 

-

He pulled the striker of the bomb, 
tossed it tensely and heard it explode 
with a violent pouff. White smoke 
spurted. It was denser than fog. It 
slipped through the leaves in ghostly 



streamers, crept along the ground. The -green-robed Indian _whirled -
Hazzard heard the Tzutuhiles over Hazzard's head and struck the 

yelling. The infra-red ray .goggles, ground with a thud. The knife flew 
- pieked up light waves on one end of from hi's hand. He bounced up and 
the spectrum only, the end which the came back at Captain Hazzard. Haz
white smoke did not touch, enabling zard felled him this time with a blow 
him to see dimly through the vapor from his gun butt. 
which blinded all the others.* The rocks were directly ahead 

Martin, Wash, Jake and Mary now. The vultures were · lighting 
Parker were already turned around, up on broad wings a s  the smoke 
groping helplessly. Hazzard ran up to rolled toward them. Their furious 
them, made them hold hands, and put croaks mingled with the war screams 
Jake at the head. He to-ld Jake, whose ... ,__of the Tzutuhiles. 
ears were sharp, to follow the sound .- - Three of the Jewel Men came to
of hi's footsteps. gether and seemed to agree on some 

Strung out so, Hazzard led his stratagem. Holding. their steel-shaft
party toward the rocks. But the Tzu- ed spears in line they ran straight at 
tuhiles hadn't been scared off. They Hazzard's party. 
were fierce, murderous warriors eager Hazzard knew then that the smoke 
for the kill. Hazzard saw one of them was thinning, that the Indians could 
directly in his path. The Tzutuhile see. He pulled his goggles aside and 
couldn't see him, but the Indian's made sure of it. The Tzutuhiles' arms 
ears, sharp as Jake's, had detected the were drawing back. Another instant 
sound of feet. and at least one of Hazzard's party 

The Jewel Man had a piercing cry would be pierced by knife-sharp stee-l. 
which told his fellow tribesmen that "Drop !" 
he had located the prey. It was like Jake Cole and the others obeyed 
the cry of a killer wolf calling the Hazzard's order as two of the spears 
slavering pack. He raised his spear to came whistling over their heads. The 
fling it in the direction of Hazzard's crack of Hazzard's automatic broke 
footsteps. the arm of the third Indian. The two 

Hazzard dodged when the spear others came on with their knives. 
came whistling past his head. Then he Hazzard fired twice more and the 
ran forward toward the Tzutuhile. Tzutuhiles fell back yelling and nurs
The man shrieked again, and stood i;ng broken fingers. 
his ground, eyes glaring, lips curling But there was no time to lose. The 
away from hideous teeth that had smoke was vanishing rapidly. From 
been- filed to points. He tried -to see all sides the Jewel Men were closing. 
through the smoke. He whipped out in: 

· 
a long knife and ran at Hazzard. 

Still Hazzard didn't shoot. He 
crouched on one knee quickly, seized 
the knife wrist of the leaping savage, 
and used the Indian's own momentum 
to lift him and hurl him through the 
air. 

*AUTHOR'S NOTE : Captain Hazzard 
got his idea for these when army aerial pho
tographers recently took pictures of New 
York City through a bank of dense · clouds. 
They used an infra-red ray filter on their 
lense. They couldn't ·see the groc:nd, but the 
eamera films were affected by the infra-red 
rays coming up through the clouds. 

CAPTAIN HAZZARD mounted 
the rocks and helped Jake Cole 

after him. Jake pulled the rest of the 
party. The first fringe of volcanic 
boulders ended sharply. Behind them 
was another higher group, pitted with 
potholes and caves. Some gigantic up
heaval of nature thousands of years 
before had left these weird monu
ments. There were natural bridges, 
caverns, huge upthrust spires. 

Hazzard found a great, high-roofed 
cavern that had only two places to 
enter. and here they stoPPed. They 



could stand oif the TzutuhUes. If 
their bunets failed, HazZa.rd had 
some tea;r.:gas pellets. 

The gre�n-robed Indians appeared 
on the -outer wall. But slugs from 
Jake's rifle made them hesitate. 
Every time a jeweled forehead showed 
itself Jake made powdered rock spurt 
in the Indian's face. 

When the Indians showed no sign 
of making a rush, Hazzard stationed 
Jake at one entrance, Martin at the 
other. Then he announced : 

"When it gets dark, I'm going to 
vi'sit Omoxotl. The four of you can 
stay here till I get back. That should 

- be in five or six hours. You've got the 
pOrtable radio. If I don't show up by 
daybreak call Randall. Get him to 
use the high-power radio in the plane 
to get in touch with the government 
of Guatemala. They'll send soldiers to 
rescue you." 

Mary Parker's dark eyes were 
filled with apprehension. "But the In
dians will kill you ! They're waiting 
in the jungle. How will you get 
through ?" 

"Don't worry about that, ma'm," 
sai'd Jake Cole grimly.. "The Captain 
could - slip in an Indian's ear and the 
varmint would never know it. 
But-" he looked at Hazzard plead
ingly, "you'll be needing company. 
You'd better -take me with you." 

"Sorry, Jake, I can't. The girl has 
to be guarded. The Tzutuhiles might 
take it into their heads to attack in 
the dark. As it  is we've got to roll 
rocks up to both entrances." 

They spent the afternoon making 
the cave safe against a rushi'ng at
tack. Hazzard was sure that Jake and 
the others would be able to hold it 
unless something utterly unforeseen 
happened. But he wasn't so sure that 
he could get back. Visiting Omoxotl 
at night was like a challenge hurled 
in the teeth of Fate. 

Y- ET, when night came, he slipped 
out quietly. The tropic black

ness swallowed him. The trees seemed 
to enfold him in their branches. Those 

, _Python Men of Lost City * * ff 37 

long years when he had been blind 
himself, living in darkness, had 
borne strange fruit. His muscles were 
trained like an animal's to act on in
stant reflexes. He had learned to walk 
swiftly, warily on springy toes. His 
mind, with its uncanny powers of 
clairvoyance, made him aware - of 
things that the physical eye couldn't 
see. ..-;; 

He passed across the outer wall of 
rocks until a musky smell in the air 
told him that a lurking Tzutuhi'le was 
close at hand. The feeling of danger, 
the mysterious telepathic vibration 
that a hostile mind gave out, made it 
possible for him to avoid the savage. 
He moved on quickly, stealthily into 
the solemn terror that was the jungle 
night. 

Hazzard heard the death scream of 
some small animal being struck down. 
He heard the horrid bubbling smacks 
of a jaguar feasting on fresh-killed 
meat. Once his senses screamed a 
different warning. The- inner realms 
of his mind whispered : "Snake" ! 

A muskiness quite different from 
that of the Indian odor reached his 
nostrils. It was pungent, sickening. 
A reptilian odor thi's time. He 
crouched back behind a tree and wait
ed while a great, forty-foot anaconda 
writhed its terrible crushing coils 
across the jungle floor. 

Then Hazzard caught the smell of 
a man again. He crouched and waited. 
The shuffle of bare feet sounded soon. 
That meant he was near a trail. And 
as he crouched, one of the Jewel Men 
went by, walking in the direction of 
Omoxotl. 

Moving silently, running from tree 
to tree like a specter, Hazzard fol
lowed him mile after mile. All the 
while his sense of direction told him 
that they were getting nearer 
Omoxotl. 

He was sure of it when the ground 
began to rise. The sponginess left the 
earth. The trees began to thin. Sud
denly they ceased altogether and 
Hazzard was out in a world of bar
ren rock. 
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The footsteps of the Indian were 
fainter now, more muffled. Hazzard 
hurried ·ahead till he felt a sudden 
warm eddy of air on his face. The air, 
besides being warmer, had a different 
smell to it, a faint odor of sulphur. 
Hazzard guessed that he was standing 
close to a passage through the rocks. 

He moved in and heard the feet_ of 
the Indian . just ahead of him. The 

· man muttered something, and anoth
er guttural voice replied. A guard ! 
Hazzard crept forward as stealthily 
as a jaguar. When the Indian he'd 
been following went on, Hazzard 
sprang at the guard, ducking the 
spear that was thrust toward him. 
Hazzard sti'lled the cry on the guard's 
lips by a smashing blow of his gun. 
He lowered the limp body and sped 
after the Indian who was his un
knowing guide. 

The passage went up now. It 
seemed to go interminably through 
the very heart of the rock. An end
less corridor of stifling, sulphurous 
darkness. 

Then Hazzard glimpsed a faint 
glow ahead of him, reflected on the 
smooth sides of the passage, making 
it possible for him to get a dim silhou
ette of the man in front. He stopped 
a moment later, peering along anoth
er passage that ran off sharply to the 
right. There was a great room at the 
end of it, a room with a domed ceil
ing ; a natural cavern in the mou,n
tain with great, high· stone-but

. tressed walls. , 
But it wasn't the chamber that 

caught his quick interest. It was the 
men in it. Chained men, toi'ling at 
some unknown task · before gleaming 
holes in the rock. 

T H E  S U L P H U R  smell was 
stronger now. A faint acrid haze 

hung in the air. Out of those furnace
like holes . came glowing light. The 
men's bodies were bathed in sweat. 
He could see the glisten of it. He 
wasn't close enough to see their 
faces, to know whether Mary's father 

and his partner, Kurt Gordon, were 
among them. . . 

He couldn't even tell whether these 
were white men. Their skins were 
blackened, burned. But they were 
slaves obviously, chained to some 
grueling work, held against their will 
before those weird holes of fire. And 
Hazzard realized in a flash that the 
Phoenix was using the power of the · 
great volcano, Omoxotl, for some 
strange purpose of his own. 

He crept clos�, trying to get a bet
ter look at the "'men. He noted then 
that there were other weird figures 
in the room not chained-Indians 
dressed ifl hi'deous costumes ma4e . 
from the skins of ana�ondas, with the 
gaping heads of the great serpents 
serving as parkalike hoods. The fangs 
had been left in. The eyes had been 
ornamented with green jewels. Py
thon Men ! 

And they had whips, long scourges 
of plaited· leather. As he watched, a 
whip flashed out with a crack like a 
pistol. It flayed the naked shoulders 
of a chained slave who had dared to 
pause in whatever he was doing. The 
slave gave a choking scream of pain 
and stumbled back to his work. 

· Hazzard's nerves went taut. Thi's 
was like some nightmare ; like a . 
world of fantastic horror such as a 
madman might conceive. He tried to 
glimpse more. His curiosity spurred 
him on. His boldness brought him 
close to disaster. For a sudden whis
per of sound in the darkness back of 
him made him turn. He was almost 
too late. 

Three silent - Python Men, dressed 
in snakeskins, had crept upon him. 
He could see the gleam of their coal
black eyes, the shine of their faces. 
They had whips, too. They were evi
dently guards who had come to re
lieve the others in the big chamber 
watching over the slaves. 

He leaped straight at them-a 
thing they didn't expect. They lifted 
the heavy butts of their whips, tried 
to rain stunning blows on his head. 



He snatched one whip away, cracked 
a . man with its butt, then grabbed 
him as he fell and swung him violent
ly, knocking the others down. He 
leaped between them before they 
could rise and grab his legs. It would 
be fatal to everything if he were 
caught by them now. 

He ran into a side corridor that 
slanted off darkly to the· right. The 
Python Men were following, and he 
knew by their cries and the sounds 
of other footsteps that the guards in 
the slave room had joined them in 
pursuit. " 

They followed him for perhaps five 
minutes, then stopped abruptly. Haz
zard stopped, too, listening, wonder
ing why they'd seemingly given up 
the chase. There was no sound now. 
The silence was weird, forbidding, 

·and Hazzard's scalp prickled with an 
i n t i m a t  i on that something was 
wrong. He clicked on hi's flashlight. 

For a moment he saw nothing 
'strange. He was standing in a rock
walled passage. It had an uneven ceil
ing pitted with holes. It sloped ahead 
of him on a gentle grade. Then Haz
zard noticed that there was a black 
vent close to the floor of the corridor 
about ten feet away, two more far
ther on. 

And as he looked something came 
through them-wisps of yellow, 
writhing, sulphurous smoke. The 
smoke became red suddenly, red with 
glowing flame. 
· Hazzard moved toward it, eyes 

wide with wonder. The flame broad
ened. The glowing smoke had sub
stance to it now. It was thick, bub
bling, oozing forward steadily out of 
the holes. It hissed on the floor, 
spread out like pancake batter. It was 
molten lava, he realized, poured pur
posely into the passage through those 
vents to head him off. 

He took two steps forward, stopped 
as the hideous, bubbling pool crept 
toward him. A fiery arm of the stuff 
reached out like a tentacle to clutch 
him. Hazzard could go no farther. He 
was · trapped. 
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- CHAPTER VIII 

THE WHISPERING SCOURGE 

BACK in the cave, Jake, Martin, 
Wash and Mary Parker were 

filled with unreasoning dread. Hours 
had passed. No sight or sou:gd of Cap. 
tain Hazzard had come. 

Mary Parker got a cigarette from 
Martin and smoked it in short ner
vous puffs. She paced back and forth. 
Her boots stirred whispering echoes 
that mingled with the strange sounds 
of the night. Those night noises 
scared her. The weird cries of the 
howling monkeys sounded like lost · 
souls calling out there in the dark. 
And the bats 1 They kept slipping into 
the cave entrances, swooping low and 
staring at her out of smal

;
l malevolent 

eyes. 
But most of all she was frightened 

about her father. Now that darkness 
had fallen, now that Captain Hazzard 
didn't come back, all her fears re
turned. She stopped before Martin 
Tracey finally. 

''Why-why do you suppose Cap
tain Hazzard doesn't come back ?" 
Her hands were clenched fiercely. Her 
eyes were big and dark. 

And Martin wasn't his usual smil
ing self. His face looked pale, 
strained. 

Mary noticed it. "You're fright
ened, too, aren't you?" she said. 

He nodded. "Not for us-I'm 
thinking of the Captain. He's in a 
tough spot. I can ,feel--something has 
happened." 

"Oh !" Mary Parker let her ciga
rette drop. 

Martin turned to Wash, and in the 
bald-headed man's eyes he read som
ber agreement. Something had hap- . 
pened to Captain Hazzard. All was 
not well with him. Discordant vibra
tions which meant trouble were com
ing through the unseen ether. Even 
Jake Cole seemed to sense them 
faintly. His jaws moved with melan
choly slowness as ·he stood, rifle 
ready, at one door of the cave. 
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Then in the troubled silence that 
fQilowed, Mary Parker suddenly said : 
"Li'sten ! What's that ?" 

They all heard it--a new sound out 
there in the darkness, a strange, un
canny whispering that seemed to fill 
the whole air. 

"The wind maybe," said Martin. 
"It's been still tonight, but now I 
guess it's rising. Those must be 
leaves." 

Jake Cole shook his head. He was 
all attention suddenly. Hi's jaws had 
stopped. "Can't be the wind. That 
noise ain't in the trees-it's on the 
ground. Put out the candle, Wash. 
Let's see if there's anything comin'." 

Wash snuffed the candle and the 
cave suddenly was pitchy dark. They 
could hear Jake close to the entrance, 
leaning against the piled-up rocks. 
"Nothing to see," he muttered. "No 
Injuns. But that noise-" 

It was louder now-a �teady, per
sistent whisper · that got on Mary 
Parker's nerves. "The light, please !" 
she gasped. "I don't like it. I-I'm 
frightened." 

Wash lighted the candle again ; but 
the noi'se did not cease. It was louder 
still. 

Jake Cole was tense before the en
trance, prowling, peering, sniffing. 
"It beats me," he said. "It sounds like 
something crawling. I never heard 
nothin' like it before-except--" 

"What ? What is it? If you know 
please tell us," said Mary Parker. 
"It's coming here." 

Jake didn't answer ; but the sound 
was almost upon them now. It w.as in 
the grass outside the cave entrance. 
It was the restless, persistent move
ment of millions of insect feet. 

"Ants ! I thought so !" Jake was 
pointing now. Then he sprang for
ward and slapped at the stones that 
filled the entrance, beating furiously 
with his hands and hat. 

Red ants were swarming over the 
rocks in an endless, scurrying stream. 
The cave door was blocked up so the 
Tzutuhiles couldntt enter, but space 

had been left for air. Through this 
the ants were coming. Jake's efforts 
were making no more impression 
than a straw stemming a raging tide. 

The ants came on. For every dozen 
he crushed a hundred entered; They 
were the red ants of the jungle, the 
dread carnivorous insects that strip 
human flesh from bones. They had 
glistening eyes, waving antennae, 
eager jaws. They poured through the 
hole in the rocks, slipped through 
chinks, wriggled from underneath. 

Martin and Wash began beating at 
them, too. But the ants came on. A 
thin line of them, the boldest va-n
guards, started up Jake's trousers. 
He slapped and a half dozen of the 
vicious insects clamped their man
dibles in his skin. He brushed them 
away and they l eft red marks behind 
them. 

Then Wash ran to hi's knapsack 
and drew a bottle out. He uncorked 
it, poured liquid in a thin stream 
around the entrance through which 
the ants were coming. It was strong 
carbolic acid for cauterizing wounds. 
Its pungent smell filled the air of the 
cave. It lay in an oily line on the 
floor. 

The ants drove Jake and Martin 
back now. Their fight centered on 
brushing away those which had got 
on their clothes. They slapped thein, 
dashed them to the earth before step
ping over Washts carbolic acid moat. 

·THE ANTS came on. The fore-
most of them reached the acid 

and paused. Others pushed from be
hind and crawled over them. These 
fell into the acid, fumedt shriveled 
and died. Still others fell on top of 
them. They died, too, th�fr red bodies 
smoking ; but their corpses made a 
bridge presently over which the rest 
could cross. The space behind the acid 
line in front of the cave doorway was 
filled with millions of swarming, 
crawling insects now. They were still 
pouring over th¢ stones. They swept 
across the line in regiments of thou
sands. 
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"lt's no rise !'" gasped Mary Parker. heard the shrill, triumphant cries 
.,They're coming. · We - - can't stop of the Tzutuhiles ranged in the 
them. They'll drive us out." bushes on top of th� wall . . . .  

M a r y  s c r e a m e d  as the ants 
swarmed up her slim legs and bit JN THE heart of Omoxotl, Captain 
her. They made red spots on her H a z z a r d  climbed desperately 
hands. She brushed them down, through a narrow, stifling flume. It 
stamped on them, backed away. Jake was in the roof of the passage 
ran across the cave and clawed at the through which he'd been running 
other rock wall they had so carefully when the red-hot lava had come. 
built. Wash and Martin helped him, He had seen the fumes of sulphu
;knowing what he planned to do. The rous smoke drawn up to this vent. He 
ants were driving them out into the didn't know where it led. He wasn't 
darkness, out where the Indi'ans wait- sure he'd get through it. He'd climbed 
ed with their deadly spears. And into it as the only alternative to be
there was no help for it. "If only the ing burned to death or captured by 
Captain was here !" groaned Jake as the Phoenix. 
he worked. His skin was sore, burning. He 

They got the stones out and quick- knew now what had made John 
ly grabbed their knapsacks. Running, Roan's face have that reptilian look. 
brushing the ants from their clot,Pes The man had been chained, of course, 
a s t h e y went, they scrambled in front of one of those furnace holes 
through the cave exit. Behind them, in the rocks. He had been exposed to 
steady, persistent as doom itself, these caustic, sulphurous gases for 
came the sound of a myriad feet. many days. It had taken all the oil 

But they knew they could outrun from his skin, made it dead-looking. 
the insects. They didn't fear being The stuff was tearing at Captain 
caught when it came to mere speed. Hazzard's throat. He stopped long 
It was the black night itself that enough to open his kit and slip on the 
scared them. And they didn't know small gas mask he always carried. 
where to go. He never went without it. It had 

There was no sound of the Indians, helped him often. Its scientific res
no faintest sign. They ran blindly for pirator strained whatever good air 
a hundred yards across an open space, there was. As the fumes got thicker 
until another rocky hillock loomed his life depended on it. 
ahead. The climb seemed endless. It was 

"It's better than nothing," said an _ hour before he finally felt the air 
Jake. "We've shaken those crawling getting cooler, the fumes thinning. 
varmints. We'll build up rocks and Then at last the flume opened into a 
keep the Injuns-" horizontal passage. Captain Hazzard 

He stopped. A gasp of sheer amaze- flung himself exhausted on the rocks. 
ment came from his lips. The others Suddenly he sat up. Tautness filled 
gasped, too. For there was a whisper his whole being. His senses tingled. 
in the air above them. A streak of Those strange psychic whispers of 
brown stuff fell in the beam of Jake's danger to which he was given raced 
flashlight. They tried to leap away. - through his mind. Not danger to him
But they couldn't escape the meshes self this time. But danger to those 
of the woven vine net that fell upon for whom he was responsible ;  danger 
them. to Mary Parker and the others left in 

It came down swiftly, layer on lay- the cave. 
er of it, criss-crossing around their Hazzard stood in a frozen tranc� 
heads and shoulders, dragging them as the psychic whispers became 
down to the ground with its weight. stronger. He could see now dimly-· 

Above the swish of the net they see the pi'ctures · in his mind's eye of 
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what was _h�_ppening ; see Mary 
Parker, Martin, Jake and Wash be
ing carried on poles through the j un
gle night by j ubilant savages. He saw 
the strange barbaric procession en
tering the passage to the volcanic 
stronghold of the Phoenix. 

Hazzard broke from his trance and 
ran along the passage with fear 
clutching his throat like an icy thing. 
He had got them into this. He had 
brought them to the jungle. He must 
get them out, save them somehow. 

But a great earthquake tremor 
shook the rocks as though to mock 
his efforts, as though to show the 
helplessnesS of one human being in 
this place of titanic forces. 

High above his head in the vaulted 
roof of the passage stones loosened 
and came down. They crashed at his 
feet. They made him trip and stum
ble. Then one struck his head and 
HazzarB pitched forward, still with 
the vision of calamity before his eyes. 

CHAPTER IX 

THE PHO�NIX 

l\ tf ARY PARKER had never 
ll' i. known such terror. She hung 
head downward on a long pole slung 
over the shoulders of two giant 
Tzutuhiles. Her wrists and ankles 
were lashed together above the top 
of the pole with palm fibers that cut 
cruelly. 

All around her were Indi'ans carry
ing torches. Their hideous faces 
shone. Their sharp . spears gleamed. 
Their slitted black eyes were filled 
with venomous hatred as they looked 
her way. Ea_ch had a green jewel in 
the center of his forehead which 
seemed like a third baleful eye. 

Behind her Jake, Martin_ and Wash 
were being carried on poles, too. All 
their equipment dangled from anoth
er pole carried by two savages who 
brought up the rear. 

Th� procession was entering the 
rocky opening in the mountain. The 
�ndians plunged in, walking in single 

file, and Mary Parker began to choke. 
There were fumes in the air that 
stung her throat and face. The place 
was warm and stifling. 

The trek continued up now into 
the heart of the mountain. 

The Indians stopped at last and 
_ dropped her and the others joltingly 

on the floor of a big rock vault that 
was empty and had no door. The 
equipment was dropped, too, all but 
the rifles and automatics. Then the 
Indians shuffled out, leaving their 
prisoners tied. 

But Martin spoke tensely the in
stant they had gone. "There's no 
door," he said. "No way to lock us 
up-and no guard posted. We can 
get these cords off and make a break. 
Roll over, Jake, and I'll untie you." 

Jake twisted till his hands were 
close to Martin's fingers. Martin 
quickly got the cords loosened. Then, 
as soon as Jake's hands were free, he 
untied the others. 

Martin moved cautiously toward 
the open entrance of the room, then 
stopped with a savage exclamation 
before he reached it. 

Something more implacable than 
any door appeared suddenly between 
him and freedom. A wavering, eerie 
curtain of pulsating light glowed and 
shimmered from floor to ceiling be
tween two black screens set close 
against the walls. The death curtain 
itself was being used to hold them in. 

MARTIN backed away, his face 
twisted. Then he pointed to

ward the knapsacks. "We've sti'll got 
the radio ! We can get in touch with 
Crandall. We can ask him to send out 
a message that will reach the govern
ment of Guatemala. Maybe they'll 
send help-before it's too late." 

The &avages hadn't had the wits to 
remove that small box. The guns they 
had recognized and taken, but the 
radio looked harmless. 

Martin crossed the floor and bent 
over the radio mechanism with fever
ish haste. It was built for telephonic 
communication, and was one Qf the 



1Smalle$t, most compact two-way sets 
that the Hazzard Laboratories had 
created. Powerful chemical batteries 
made it run. Its range was seventy
five miles. Yet it took up a space no 
larger than a cigar box. 

Martin unsnapped the earphones, 
clipped them on his head. He adjust
ed the small mouthpiece, clicked the 
switch and twirled the dials. "ML 
calling GC," he said. "Calling GC. 
Calling GC . . . .  " 

A thunderous volley of shots 
drowned out his speech. They came 
in quick succession. The radio set on 
the floor began to dance fantastically. 
Its tubes popped into splinters. Its 
cabinet split. Its parts flew in all di.: 
rections as slugs hammered into it. 

Martin whirled dumbfounded. Be
hind the curtain of light a dim figure 
stood-a man with a gun. " · 

His face was indistinct until the 
light thinned a little in its weird ebb 
and flow. Then Martin glimpsed it. 

The features were wizened. The · 
head was shrunken, matted with long 
stringy hail· like a mumlhy. The nose 
was hawklike. The skin was cracked 
by the fumes of the mountain into 
hideous repti'lian scales. The eyes 
shone with evil intelligence from 
deep-sunken sockets. 

The man didn't look quite human. 
The way his head rested on his shoul
ders, the way his shoulders humped, 
gave him the appearance of a hideous 
vulture. But his thin lips opened. He 
spoke in perfect English. 

"Four shots, and I didn't miss 
once." 

There was silence i'n the room, · 
tense, expectant, till Mary Parker 
gasped : 

"Who are you ?" 
The vulture man's evil gaze turned 

slowly, explored her from head to toe. 
He spoke finally with a mocking smile 
twisting his shriveled features. "Who 
I am is one of life's riddles," he said. 
"But--" he peered at each of them· 
in turn, shaking now with silent, evil 
laughter-.. "you can call me the 
Phoenix." 
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The room was hushed again for . 
seconds as all eyes fricused on that , 
sinister, skull-like face. The Phoenix ! 
The man who had been responsible . 
for those murders back in New York. 
The man who had tried to kill them. 
The man who had ta,ken Mary's fath
er prisoner and been the cause of 
their coming south. 

The Phoenix touched his chest, lift
ed his wizened head. Emotion glared 
in his sunken eyes, when he thun
dered : 

"I am the Phoenix, who, li'ke the 
ancient bird of imperial Egypt, have 
got my strength from the living heart 
of fire. I am the master of Omoxotl, 
ruler of the · great volcano-ami I 
shall become the ruler of the world !" 

Words burst suddenly from Mary 
Parker's lips. She couldn't be sil{mced 
longer. "What have you done with my ·· 

father and Kurt Gordon ?" 
· 

"What !" The thoughts of the Phoe
nix seemed to come back reluctantly 
from intoxicating vistas of egotistic 
grandeur. His eyes fixed, themselves 
on the girl again and his harsh laugh
ter filled the room. "I'll take you to 
him," he said, "if you want to see 
him ?" 

THERE was something in his 
tone ; something about his words · �  

that made the girl whiten. But she 
moved forward . to the curtain of 
death, going as close as she dareq. 

The Phoenix stepped to the side of 
the room and touched something. "I'll 
let the girl through," he said, "but if 
any man tries to follow her, I'll shoot 
him dead. You've seen how good my 
aim is !" 

The curtain faded. Mary Parker 
walked through as in a trance. None 
of the others followed. They read 
death in the Phoenix's eyes. Then the 
curtain came on again, shimmering 
as before. The man and the girl 
moved off together. 

Seen close, the Phoenix's .. features 
- were so horrible that Mary Parker 

thought she might faint. They were. 
like a shrunken mask of intolerable 
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evil ; like all the sins and cruelties of 
man merged into one hideous face. 

The girl kept her eyes away. She 
shrank from any contact with that 
shriveled body. She followed his shuf
fling footsteps until they came to a 
small opening in a wall of rock. 

"Through there," the Phoenix said. 
"You can see him. The third from the 
end." 

Mary Parker looked and her heart 
seemed to twist inside her as if it 
were skewe.wd on a knife. Her eyes 
widened. Hei�· hands felt cold. She was 
looking into a room where the 
chained slaves toiled. And the man 
who labored third from the end near
est her in the row before the fire 
holes in the rock was her father. 

Her father-emaciated, sweating, 
corpselike ! She knew ! She could tell 
in · spite of the way he'd changed. 
There were steel rings around his 
ankles, chains attached to them. 

Mary Parker called out in a chok
i'ng voice. "Father, it's Mary ! Father 
-look-. it's Mary !" 

Only for one brief moment did the 
man turn his head. Then it was more 
like a reflex movement than a con
scious action. There was no aware
ness in his sunken eyes. They were 
stupid, vacant, glazed. 

· And Mary Parker broke into a sud
den spasm of hysteria. She screamed. 
She turned and struck the Phoenix. 
She clawed at his horrible face with 
her nails. She lashed at him with her 
ti'ghtly clenched fists. 

The Phoenix didn't give ground. 
He merely snarled in his throat and 
struck back. He slapped her· face with 
blow after blow that sounded like 
whips cracking. He drove her from 
him with a cold fury that made his 
eyes look like a devil's. He continued 
to slap her till she fell on her knees 
before him, her golden hair stream
ing, her face white . .  

She lifted her hands .to her smart
ing cheeks, moaned on the stone floor 
of the passage outside the room 
where her father toiled. 

THE PHOENIX bent over her 
trembling body like a vulture 

ready to feast. His eyes were blazing, 
malevolent. "This is a man's world. 
This mountain is a place where im• 
portant work is being done. Wo�k, do 
you hear ! Great work-. work that the 
ages won't forget. And you are use
less. You are a girl, weak, foolish. 
There is no food for useless mouths . 
in this mountai'n. But-" he paused 
and looked down as her as though 
giving consideration to a problem
"there is a useful way to get rid of 
you." 

She paid no attention to what he 
was saying. Sobs wrenched her slim 
shoulders. The Phoenix went on with 
grating emphasis. 

"My Indians have customs carried 
down from long-dead ancestors. They 
are nature worshipers, animists. The 
beasts, the birds, the reptiles, even 
the rocks to them are sacred. They 
have their especial fetishes and idols. 
It will please them to give you to the 
sacred serpents of Omoxotl ; the great 
white pythons that have lived near 
the heart of the mountain since long 
before the coming of Alvarado. For · 
centuries the Indians have fed them, 
made living sacrifices to them, 
thrown their enemies to them so that 
the wrath of Terror's Shadow might 
be appeased. But you will be the first 
white girl given to the White Lords 
of Omoxotl. To the Indians it should 
be a time of especial rejoicing." 

Some of his words reached the 
girl's consciousness. She raised 
startled, terrified eyes. What was he 
saying ? White pythons ! Lords of 
Omoxotl ! She cried out suddenly, 
gasping in horror, lifting herself to 
her feet. 

The Phoenix looked pleased that 
his words had filled her with fresh 
terror. There was an inhuman, a 
sadistic light in his eyes now. She 
had struck him, scratched him, given 
insult to his megalomaniacal ego. Her 
abject fear was like a balm to his 
pride. · 



"They like only living things," he 
said gloatingly, ''warm flesh still 
quivering." 

Mary Parker fainted mercifully, 
unable to stand any more bombard
ments of horror after the strain she 
had endured. Two Indians look her 
back to the prison room. Then the 
Phoenix summoned other Indians 
with chains. These he exhibited to 
J a.ke, Wash and Martin. 

"We have them always available," 
he said cruelly. "The' work is such 
that the workers fall by the way, 
making room for others. There is no 
unemployment problem in Omoxotl." 

Hazzard's three aides considered 
making a break for it as the Phoenix 
switched off the light curtain to bring 
Mary Parker in. But a dozen Indians 
with knives and spears stood grimly 
in the · doorway. To fight now would 
be suicidal. Nothing would be gained 
by throwing their lives away. And 
they sensed that Captain Hazzard 
wouldn't want it. Mysterious psychic 
forces told them that he was still 
alive somewhere. The only way they 
could help him, cooperate with him, 
and help themselves, was to wait till 
some opportunity presented itself. 

But there was a fearful finality 
about the feel of those steel rings on 
their ankles. With the Indians walk
ing beside them, holding spears 
against their bodies, they were taken 
to. the room with the furnacelike 
holes. 

Two places were empty and at the 
third a slave had collapsed. His head 
lolled horribly. His mouth was open. 
His tongue, black and swollen, was 
thrust through cracking Ups. He was 
dead, killed by the fearful labor, and 
his body was removed to make room 
for. Jake to take his place. 

The Phoenix had come in, too. He 
looked on coldly while the Indians 
chained the new slaves in the toiling 
row. The others hadn't stopped their 

. work for a moment. They held long 
ladlelike implements. They thrust 
these into the fire holes with some 
sort of brownish rock in them. Every 

few minutes they drew the ladles out, 
plunged them into a vat of liquid for 
a moment, then thrust them back into 
the holes again. They kept this up 
till the rocks turned black. Then they 
dumped the rocks to one side and be
gan all over with fresh ones. 

Jake was given one of the long
handled ladles, together with a chunk 
of rock. He was told by the Phoenix 
to follow the movements of the oth
ers. Indians dressed in hideous py
thon skins, clutching long whips, 
stood around with masklike faces. 

Jake knew they were there to keep 
the slaves busy. But he was curious 
about the rocks and ladles. He stared 

. at the Phoenix, pointed to hi's chunk 
of rock. "What's that for ?" he asked 
grimly. 

"Questions are forbidden !" the 
Phoenix snapped. He made a quick 
gesture. The nearest Indian brought 
his whip down on Jake's back in a 
blow ':hat cut the skin cruelly. Jake 
didn't wince. But he thrust his ladle 
sullenly into the fire and whispered 
to Wash, who was chained close to 
him : "I'd rather be a horned toad in 
hell than fork my fuzztai'l permanent 
with this herd of sour-bellies." 

CHAPTER X 

ALTAR OF THE PYTHON MEN 

CAPTAIN HAZZARD, twenty
four hours later, was still lost in 

the mazelike passages of Omoxotl. 
There had been hours of desperate 
searching, of exploring air flumes 
and narrow crevices. Hours of sound
ing the lava walls for possible spots 
where an opening might be made. 

His psychic senses told him that 
Jake and Wash and Mary Parker 
were still alive. He had established 
telepathic contact with Martin. He 
knew now . something of what had 
happened. The three men were 
chained in the room with the slav� . 
Through Martin's eyes he had even 
got an impression of the Phoenix ; of 
a personality more fiend than man. 
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Of Mary Parker he knew only that 
she had gone out from the ·prison 
room to see her father and had been 
brought back in a faint. He had no 
ink\ing of the fearful fate that lay 
ahead of her. 

' And neither Martin nor anyone 
else could help him with his immedi
ate problem. That was to find a way 
out of the tomblike rock cavern in 
which he was trapped. 

He had tried almost everything. He 
had burned smoke powders and 
watched the way the vapor drifted in 
an effort to discover drafts that 
might·  lead to hidden openings. He 
had,found several, btit they had been 
only minute cracks. In sheer des
peration he began to climb as high 
as he could get on one side of the 
wall. As he climbed he swept his 
flashlight over the ceiling. 

It was thus that he discovered a 
small black . hole in the roof of the 
vault. -Did it lead to another, higher 
chamber, or was it merely a pocket 
lef .by a falling rock ? Hazzard didn't 
know. But at the risk of a bone-shat
tering · plunge he climbed up to it. 
Reaching out from a narrow ledge he 
thrust his arm in the black air pock
et. Excitement gripped him instantly. 
There was a . faint draft there. 

Tensely, he took one of the small 
bombs from his belt. He set its 
chemical fuse to the . maximum ex
plosion point of five minutes, then 
wedged it in the hole. He wasn't sure 
it would give him time to get down. 
But he must risk it. He descended 
hastily, taking long chances. At the 
last, as seconds flew by, he jumped 
to the stone floor from a height of 
thirty feet, bending his knees as he 
landed to break the shock. The in
stant he hit he turned and fled down 
the passage and swung himself flat. 

The explosion overhead filled the 
corridor with ·shattering, ear-split
ting echoes. Showers of rock came 
down. Great boulders fell a few feet 
behind him. And after the explosion 
Hazzard's pulses raced. 

"For there was a gaping hole in the 

ro9f now ; a black opening large 
enough to admit his body. He climbed 
up. once more, squeezed through the 
space he'd blasted, and found him
self in another chamber. There was 
a tight feeli:ng · around his heart as 
he ran along it. Since the mountain 
was honeycombed with passages this 
might be a blind one, too. 

But a faint glow appeared ahead at 
the end of five minutes. Daylight this 
time ! Daylight after hours of wan
dering in darkness. The sight of that 
opening in the rocks gave Captain 
Hazzard new vigor. 

He crept forward cautiously. He 
wasn't sure where he was, or when 
he might run into prowling savages. 
But as soon as he reached the opening 
he saw that caution was for the mo
ment needless. He was far up on the 
side of the great peak. Below him was · 
the gorge through which he'd . fol
lowed the Indian. Spreading out was 
a vast panorama of the jungle, with 
the Espiritu Santo range on the far 
horizon. Hazzard began moving 
along a narrow ledge on the face of 
the mountain. Cautiously but swift
ly he descended� climbing down to
ward a spot where he had glimpsed 
what appeared to be another passage 
m,�uth. _ 

.dut it took time to reach it. The 
going was harder than he had 
thought. He had to slip down the . 
bare face of the rock in spots, hang
ing on precariously. Vvhen he did get 
near the opening he paused abrupt
ly and listened. 

From out of that cavelike hole in · 
the rock came weird, barbaric music, 
the sound of many voices, wailing, 
chanting. It seemed far off, ghostly. 
It rose and fell. It had a persistent 
rhythm. And to Hazzard, who was 
sensitive to the tones and moods of 
even the most savage races, there was 
in it a note of unearthly horror. 

M- ARY PARKER, too, heard that 
chanting. But it wasn't far 

away from her. It didn't teach her 
ears· through hundreds of feet of 



·�·-

They lifted Mary Parker and carried 
her to the python 

pit. 
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rocky passage. It was all around her. 
In front-in back-beside her, beat
ing ag�Jnst her eardrums in wave 
on wave of shuddering dread. 

It seemed to be bearing her along 
on an evil tide of sound. But it was 
the Indians themselves who carried 
her. She wasn't slung beneath a pole 
now. She sat on a royal couehlike 
litter of ocelot skin trimmed with the 
waving plumes of the sacred quetzal. 

She, too, was dressed in the bright
green feathers. She wore a cloak of 
them. The Tzutuhiles had made her 
disrobe and put this feathery gar
ment on her slender body. It hung 
from her white shoulders all the way 
to her ankles. Over her lustrous blond 
hair they had slipped a band of 
gleaming · gold ornamented with a 
bri'ght-green jewel. It was the sacred 
emerald _of the Tzutuhiles. The flaw
less gem that came from the rocks 
of this wild co\lntry. She was being 
borne along like a queen in state. 
Four ch�nting Python Men held the 
corners qf the litter. -

But her hands and feet were bound. 
She was not a queen in reality, but 
a slave: A slave of horrible death on 
her way to serve her awfuliriastt�rs. 

She knew who those masters were. 
The Phoenix had told her. She knew, 
and yet her mind could not meet a 
thing of such unspeakable horror. It 
shied away from it, drew back dazed, 
dared :n-ot even contemplate it. Twice 
in the past few minutes she had near
ly fainted away. 

But close at hand, bringing that 
horror home to her, was an Indian 
with hands bound and head bent 
walking just ahead of her litter. He 
must have sinned against the Phoe
nix. The quivering features of his 
face, the look in his eyes, stabbed like 
sharp blad�s across her nerve fibers. 
The masters whom she went to serve 
were to have him, too. 

T
HE procession moved on singing, 
carrying torches in the dim 

catacombs of the mountain. Mary 
Parker lay on the litter with a white 

face and eyes dark witli steadily 
mounting dread. 

They came at last to a chamber 
that was roofed high like - a vault. 
There was a rocky floor in front. 'l'o
ward the back the floor ended sharp
ly, , giving W@.Y to a steep�side_<l pjt. Jn _ 
the air of this big room was a faint, 
musky scent that made the girl's body 
tremble. , 

The singing ceased in a moment. 
The Python Men ranged themselves 
around the edge of the pit. In the 
silence that followed, Mary _ Parker 
heard a slithering, scraping whisper. 
of sound that was hateful, spine
chilling. 

Drawn by a dread fascination that 
was stronger than will, she turned 
her head and stared down when the 
Python Men brought her close to the 
edge of the pit. 

There under the light of the torches 
she glimpsed the scaly white bodies 
of the snakes. They were moving 
slowly, curling, unwinding, writhing 
over each other-a squirming, h9r.: 
rible mass of giant pythons, bleached 
almost to milky whiteness because 
the sun had not reached them or their 
ancestors for untold ages. 

They thrust their great heads 11p. 
They glared with their cold green 
eyes. Their forked tongues flickered. 
Their scaly necks swayed, dropped 
back, rose again. 

The Indians took the-ir bound com
rade and suddenly hurled him down 
into the pit among those writhing, 
twisting reptilian bodies. 

Mary Parker dropped forward on 
the litter, hiding her eyes, stifling the 
scream in her throat among the 
green feathers of her robe. 

But she couldn't shut out the awful 
sounds that came up from the pit. 
She couldn't close her ears to those 
hideous cries, those snappings and 
crunchings. It was only when the 
sounds reached their climax, when 
two of the great pythons had thrown 
their coils tightly around the In
dian's body and were crushing the 



,life out of him that Maey Parker 
again mercifully . fainted away. 
· _ Whe1l preparations for the horrible 
feas-t Jn _ the · pit began, when ·one of 
·the pythons dr�w, into a corner with 
. his human prey to crush it and knead 

. it, Mary lay - unconscious on the lit
- ter. She didn't feel the rough savage 

hands that clutched her limp body 
and raised her slowly aloft. . ... - .  

Then the chanting started again. A 
- high priest of the animist ·cult lifted 
· th� green jewel from Mary's fore

head. They held it up on a feathered 
arrow, walked with it to the serpent 
,pit and made other mystic passes. 

The pythons thrust their ghostly 
heads up again as if their cold brains 
told them that another victim was 
to be thrown to them. These walls 
had echoed to that strange chanting 
often before. Never had it failed to 
me:an food for the snakes. 

The chanting was louder, deeper, 
. mor,(Lfervent. The priests were trem
blfrig with an emotion close to mad
ness as they lifted Mary Parker and 
carried her slowly to the edge of the 
pit. 

CHAPTER XI 
HELL'S CONTROL ROOM 

THEN it happened-a thing that 
made the Python men freeze 

into rigid statues of abject fear. A 
light glowed suddenly in the pit of 
the serpents. A light as bright as a 
ruby and as red as blood. It flared out 
of the semi-darkness, making the py
thons hiss and crawl away. 

The Indians hadn't heard the faint 
r:.-!:ir of the tiny cone that sailed over 
their heads. They hadn't seen it in 
their preoccupation with the awful 
ceremony being enacted. 
· It had landed on a python's writh
ing body which deadened the sound 
'vhen it felL An instant after it hit 
it burst into flame, spurting red fire 
at · its narrow tip. And now it was 
burning weirdly, fearfully to the In
dians' eyes. In its glow the white py
thons seemed to be bathed in blood. 
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The Indians drew back staring. 
The red light seemed· to indicate that 
Omoxotl was ang}-y, Its sudden ap
p earance was a sign that they had 
done something wrong . 

And as they stood, filled with su
perstitious dread, staring at that 
strange blood-red fire, something 
moved across the stone floor behind 
them, rolling almost to their feet. ' 

It came to rest finally close to the 
edge of the serpent's pit. It was a 
silvery ball about the size of an egg. 
There were holes in it. As it rolled a 
slender black cord hardly larger than 
a thread unwound from it, and trailed 
behind it. . , 

The Python Men didn't see the 
cord. They didn't know where the sil
ver ball had come from or _ what it 
was. They stared stupidly from it to 
the flare in the pit. , � 

Then a sound rose from their yery 
feet-a thin, ghostly voice, as t�ough -
some spectral being dwelt in the floor 
of the room. 

11Nihongi! Nihongi!" It was one of 
several words common to most of 
the Indian dialects of Guatemala. 
;'Nihongi!" the voice said again. 
4'Go !" Then the voice rose till it 
seemed to fill the whole chamber. 
"Leave the maiden ! Go ! Go !" 

The Indians broke suddenly into 
a wild stampede of terror. With con
torted faces, waving arms, rolling 
eyes they turned from the pythons' 

· pit and fled toward the door. The evil, 
blood-red glow of the strange fire 
s6€med to follow them. Their panic 
increased with every step they took. 
Omoxotl was angry. Omoxotl had 
spoken. They ·had seen his fiery eye. 
They had heard his awful voice. · He 
had spurned their sacrifici-al offering. 

They bolted through · the door of 
the room, yelling, clawing, knocking 
each other down, trailing their green 
feathers. They let their torches fall 
and sputter. In a surging, frenzied 
human wave, they turned left and 
rushed down the long rock passage 
up which they had come. 

· 
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As the sound of their thudding feet 
diminished, a shadow detached itself 
from a dark recess at the right of the 
door. A tall figure strode quickly into 
the sacred pythons' room. 

It was Captain Hazzard, and he 
went at once to the prostrate girl. He 

- bent over her, saw that she was still 
alive. Before picking her up he 
paused -long enough to rewind the 
black cord on the tiny spheroid loud
speaker that had saved her life. It 
was made of aluminum, light as a 
feather, but could amplify the human 
voice many times. 

I:Iazzard had developed it, together 
with a buttonhole microphone, as a 
means of communi'cating with friends 
or assistants in out-of-the-way places. 
The spheroid speaker slipped easily 
into his pocket. 

He lifted the girl in his arms then, 
· turned and moved quickly out of the 
ro<;>m and strode after the fleeing Py
thon Men. There was no time to lose. 
When they told the Phoenix what had 
happened the Phoenix would grow 
suspicious and would start an investi
gation. But if Hazzard could reach 
the part of the mountain where the 
Phoenix lived there might be a chance 
. to make' some investigations of his 
own while the panic-stricken · sav
ages held their master's attention. It 
would take some minutes to convince 
them that Omoxotl wasn't angry. 

He broke into a run, swinging the 
girl in his powerful arms. The sound 
of the Indians was far away now. 
Bu·rdened as he was, he couldn't ex
pect to catch up. But he kept them 
within earshot, ran down dark, twist
ing passages, crossed natural vaults 
in the mountain. Some few of the 
savages had clung to their torches. 
When the passage was straight he 
could see their gl<iW and this helped 
him to follow. 

Mary stirred in his arms present
ly. The draft on her face was re
viving her. And, even though she was 
unconscious, the magnetic power of 
Captain Hazzard's brain and body 

seemed to be driving the clouds of 
horror from her mind. 

By the time they reached the level 
of the chamber where the chained 
slaves toiled, Mary's eyes were open. 
Hazzard had come closer to the torch
es of the Python Men. In their light, 
Mary Parker got a glimpse of his 
face. Her hands clutched him. Her 
voice came in a thin whisper like 
some one talking from the grave. 

"Captain Hazzard !" There was 
hope, disbelief, amazement in her 
tone. 

He nodded ; then said : "Let me 
know when you feel strong eriough 
to walk." 

She said nothing for a few minutes. 
Her body relaxed and she seemed to 
sink into a trance. He could guess 
how weak she must feel after those 
moments of unforgettable horror� 

Suddenly she roused herself. "I can 
walk now." 

He wasn't sure of it, but he let 
her feet slip to the floor, and in an 
instant she was running along beside 
him. 

"Hurry !" she whispered. "I've seen 
my father. He's here--alive. But 
they're torturing him. He's dying. If 
there's any way we can save him, we 
must !" 

The Python Men had paused now. 
He could see their torches flaring 
down at the end of a long rock cor
ridor. He could hear their voices jab
bering. They must be clamoring out
side the private chambers of the 
Phoenix-to tell him of the dread 
thing that had happened. Here was 
the opportunity for which he had 
hoped. 

· 
He moved stealthily toward the 

frenzied group of green-robed !J'zutu
hiles. Other Indians were coming 
from all directions ; slipping out of 
doors and passages, running to see 
what the excitement was about. 

As one door opened, Hazzard 
caught a glimpse of a big, lighted 
room filled wit}:l strange machinery. 
When . the Indian who had come out 
of it disappeared in the �direction of 



the yelling group; Hazzard �whis
pered : 

"This -way. Come !" 

HIS army automatic was in his 
right hand now. In his left was 

another of those walnut-size bombs. 
As a· last resort, he stood ready to 
fling it to save their lives. But the big 
room was empty except for one man, 
a slave chained before a g1·eat work 
table strewn with delicate instru
ments. 

The man raised startled eyes. He 
was Teutonic in appearance, small, 
intelligent, with ·a blond-bearded 
face. There was suffering written on 
it, deep-seated fear in his smaU blue 
eyes. He looked at Hazzard and the 
girl as though he saw two ghosts. 

Hazzard put his finger to his lips. 
He understood the situation at a 
glance. Here was one of the Phoenix's 
trained technicians. A great brain 
probably, a scientist or scholar who 
had somehow fallen in his hands. The 
Phoenix made slaves of civilized men, 
chained them, worked them to death 
under the cruel whips of his barbar
ous Python Men. 

Itazzard spoke to the bearded 
worker in English and �he man an
swered with a Germanic accent : "Vat 
iss it you are doing here ? Und der 
girl ! Don't you know der Venix vill 
kill you ! Get oudt. Run !" 

In clipped sentences, Hazzard told 
who he was and what had happened, 
and he saw hope flare in the chained 
man's eyes. The mail said his name 
was Beckhardt. He was a chemist 
working for a mining company and 
had been captured by the Tzutuhiles, 

· then brought here. 
Captain Hazzard placed a chair for 

Mary Parke:i.·. 
Beckhardt waved his short arms 

and whispered hoarsely. ''Der Venix 
iss mad-mad vid a crazy ego dat 
makes him vant to rule . der vorld. 
But he iss a great genius. Look !" 

· Hazzard stared around the room 
With i� strange assortment of levers. 
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dials, huge metal coils .and giant 
valves. It looked more like a power 
substation in a great city than a 
chamber deep in the heart of a vol
cano. It was incredible, the work of a 
great brain, a mighty energy. There 
were whirring dynamos, electric 
lights, huge switchboards. But what 
of the power to run all this ? 

Hazzard guessed the startling se
cret even before Beckhardt stabbed 
one stubby finger. dramatically at the 
floor. "Down dere. All of it. Dere in 
der volcano's crater !" 

That was the answer. The Phoenix 
had harnessed the subterranean fires 
of O:tnoxotl. Hazzard knew that dar
ing engineers had proposed such a 
thing. They had theorized, pointed 
out in scientific papers that there was 
enough power in the average volcano, 
enough heat units to run a mighty 
modern city. But no one had dared 
act upon the idea-except the Phoe
nix. It had taken a half-crazed brain, 
a man ob8essed with limitless ambi
tion, a man who held human life 
cheaply. It had taken a personality 
half genius and half fiend. 

Captain Hazzard stepped to the 
wall of the . room where there was a 
huge diagram in a frame. A diagram 
of Omoxotl, showing the course of 
the crater, its depth and · structure. 
And here before Hazzard's startled 
eyes were the details of the vast en
gineering task. The Phoenix had 
thrown a giant valve across the cra
ter, five hundred feet below its sum
mit. He had capped the volcano, con
trolling the mighty gas pressure, as 
lesser engineers cap oilwells. 

Steel girders such as are used to 
build bridges had been set in the-rock, 
reenforced, roofed over with other 
girders and plates of steel riveted 
together. The valve in the center was 
worked by a systea1 of giant worm 
gears operated by an electric motor. 

Hazzard shuddered when he con"' 
sidered the toll of human life that 
this vast project must have taken. 
How many workers had fallen' 

. screaming· into the fiery depths of the 
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crater ? How many others had per
ished in the stifling gases. And how 
many thousands, how many millions 
of doUars had this thing cost ? 

Mary Parker sat motionless in .her 
_ chair, watching the two men. 

HAZZARD'S excited gaze con
tinued to run over the design, 

comparing it with the machinery in 
the . room. He saw the delicate instru
ment under a glass case that made 
second.:by-second recordings of the 
pressure of the subterranean gases. 
He saw that it operated a safety con
trol attached to the great central 
worm gear. 

This gear was in ceaseless motion, 
opening and closing the huge valve, 
letting gas ·escape or shutting it in, 
to keep the pressure constant. It could 
be varied by a rheostat. Except for 
this the mountain might blow up, or 
the pressure that the Phoenix needed 
in his work might vanish if the sub
terranean fires sank below a certain 
point. 

Then Hazzard saw another control, 
another series of lines on the dia
gram. These showed how the pres
sure could be built up by letting water 
from an · underground river fall into 
the crater. The water turned to live 
steam before it struck bottom. The 
steam turned to superheated gases. 

- Hazzard tensed suddenly as his 
mind grasped what would happen if 
the one control was closed and the 
other opened. He remembered the 
great volcano, Krakatao, in the strait 
of Sundra, near Java. Sea water had 

...-- fallen into Kragatao's ·crater and it 
had erupted with an appalling loss 
of life, blowing a whole island to bits 
and filling the atmosphere of the en
tire earth with dust motes. Yes, the 
Phoenix was playing with forces so 
great that they staggered the imagi
nation. 

And what of his light-wave cur
tam ? Hazzard spoke to Beckhardt 
about it. The German chemist 
shrugged. "I do not know. Only der 

V-enix knows. But dere are pabers
dere in dat safe iff a man could open 
it. Dere are plans showing it. Maybe 
iff-" 

But Hazzard had already darted 
away. He was kneeling before the 
safe, moving the dials, listening to 
the tumblers. He must have more 
knowledge. Their lives might depend 
on what he learned in the few mo
ments left to him. He took a silencer 
from his pocket and slipped it over 
the barrel of his automatic. He laid 
the gun on the floor beside him. He 
would shoot-shoot to kill if he was 
interrupted. 

Mary Parker's dark-blue eyes fol
lowed Captain Hazzard's every move. 

And in· a moment he had the safe 
open. In a moment his tense hands 
were shuffling through the papers. 
Then he found it, found what he 
wanted. He ran across the room to 
Beckhardt. They studied them to
gether. But Beckhardt could make 
nothing of them. He didn't have the 
vast training, the super-technical 
skill of Wash MacGowen. 

It was Hazzard himself who un
derstood those diagrams and complex 
figures. Wash had been right in as
suming that the thing might be atom
ic. The Phoenix had used the power 
of Omoxotl to break down individual 
atoms into their component electrons. 
Sending the electrons into space on 
alpha rays from a Roentgen tube he 
had built up an atomic barrage of 
deadly power, a protoplasmic oxidizer 
that congealed the blood and brought 
death quickly. It was a thing of hor
ror, of far-reaching potentialities . 

And there was literature in the 
safe to show that the Phoenix intend
ed to develop this into a weapon that 
would make the nations of the earth 
bow to his will. Through agents, he 
was corresponding even now with 
certain European governments. He 
hadn't let the secret out of his hands 
as yet ; but he had drawn up plans 
of the whole world as one vast corpo
rate state with headquarters itt 



Omox<>tl and himself - as supreme dic
tator. 

Here was the dream of a megalo
maniac ; but a dream that could 
spread untold misery and horror if it 
wasn't nipped in the bud. Hazzard_ 
knew that the small light machines 
tried out in New York a.nd in the air 
\Vere only the beginning. 

Mary Parker called a swift warn
ing as one of the Python Men sud
denly came through the door. The 
savage stopped in amazement and 
opened his mouth to shout. 

Without an instant�s hesitation, 
knowing that he was acting in the in
terests of humanity, Captain Hazzard 
sent a bullet from his silenced gun 
into the Indian�s brain. He rose swift
ly and pulled the body out of sight. 
Then he drew a ring from the sav
age's belt and found a key that un
locked the shackles on Beckhardt�s 
ankles. 

Beckhardt came forward, a slave 
no longer, with deep-heartfelt grati
tude shining in his small blue eyes. 
Hazzard thrust one of his tiny, dead
ly bombs into the chemist�s hand. He 
showed him how to use it, then said : 

"Stay here-you and Mary Parker. 
Don't use that bomb unless you have 
to-but use it if you must to save 
her life. I'm going to leave my auto
matic with her." 

"Und vare are you going?" 
"To try and free some other 

slaves." 
Hazzard handed his army Colt to 

Mary Parker. "In ease anything 
should happen to me," he said, "it will 
be better if you have this?" 

She understood. "Yes. I'll use it
on myself-if they try to take me 
back to the pythons." 

He knew she would. Nothing could 
make her face again that nightmarish 
horror. Hazzard went io the door 
then, looked out, and stepped swift
ly into the passage. :Moving as 
stealthily as a shadow, he hurried 
along the dark corridor toward the 
room where the slaves toiled. 
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CHAPTER XII 

THE FURY OF OMOXOTL 

JUST inside the doorway stood a 
huge Indian, dressed in a hideous 

python-skin hood, and holding a steel
shafted spear. 

There was no time for finesse. 
Other savages were already drifting 
back to their posts, and the group of 
Tzutuhiles who had fled from the py-· 
thon pit in terror were coming out 
of the Phoenix's private chamber 
with their frenzy calmed. In another 
few minutes Hazzard knew that the 
Phoenix would begin an inVestigation 
of that weird happening at the pit. 
In another few minutes every sav
age in those vast catacombs would be 
warned and alert. 

Hazzard flung himself recklessly 
on the tall, armed guard. He hoped to 
knock him out, quiet him, and grab 
the spear before two other guards 
with whips, standing in the far side 
of the big room, came running. 

But for once Hazzard had under
estimated the lightning rapidity of 
savage reflexes. As well try to take 
a dozing jaguar by surprise as one of 
these grim Tzutuhiles. 

The man turned in the flash of a 
split-second ; turned before Hazzard's 
hands had touched his body. Like the 
claw of a striking cat, the spear 
flashed out. The Indian snarled deep 
in his throat. Hazzard leaped aside 
as the spear point brushed hint Its 
steel blade sliced his clothes. He felt 
the Indian's hot breath on his face. 

Then Hazzard struck straight at 
that evil face. His blow would have 
felled a white man ; but it failed even 
to stun the savage. The Tzutuhile let 
out an angry roar. Head down he 
came at Hazzard with the . spear 
again. And behind him now Hazzard 
heard a determined patter of feet as 
the two other guards came running. 

Desperate, Hazzard, took a chance 
at strategy. He gave ground for a 
moment before the spearman. He 
turned and. fled as though in terror. 
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He heard the man's steps close behind 
him. He· gambled his life on seconds. 

· · Just as the Indian drove the point 
forward to spear his back, Hazzard 
leaped aside. His hand flashed out. 
He caught the spear as it shot by 
him. He gave a savage tug, then 
tripped him and sent him sprawling 
on the floor. 

The two guards with the whips 
were close now. Hazzard wrenched 
the spear from the fallen man's 
hands. As the Ind·ian leaped up and 
came at him like a raging beast, Haz
zard brought the weapon down on his 
skull. 

He did not even wait to see the man 
fall. He whirled with the spear in · his 
hand. The two guards had discarded 
their whips and had drawn long 
knives fro.m their belts. They came at 
him from different directions. 

The spear flas·hed out twice, its 
steel point gleaming like lightning. 
Twice, and the Python Men fell with 
limp-hanging arms 3.l!d broken shoul
ders. Hazzard stunned them both 
with blows on the head. 

Then he snatched a key ring from 
the man he had· first felled. Quickly, 
deftly, knowing that he had only a 
few minutes to work ; he went down 
the line of slaves _before the fire holes 
and unlocked them. Jake Cole first, 
then Wash, then Martin. Then other 
men whose names he did not know. 
Finally he reached Mary's father. 

Some of the slaves took a few stum
bling steps and collapsed · at this sud
den freedom� It was too much for 
them after the routine they had 
known. 

"Help · them !" said Hazzard. 
"Quick. Follow me. We've got to get 
back to the control room." 

A mad, a desperate plan was shap
ing itself in Hazzard's brain. He 
must reach the control room of the 
lost city again. He must have Wash 
there to help him. 

Already the noise that the guards 
had made had attracted attention. As 
he stepped into the corridor three 
more Indi'ans came running toward 

him. They paused only an instant, 
then, with shrill cries, leaped forward 

· holding their spears. Jake, Wash, and 
Martin, helping the slaves who could 
not walk, were close behind. 

HAZZARD flung pellets of tear 
gas which hindered, but did not 

stop the Indians' attack. With 
streaming eyes and distorted faces 
they came on through it. They hurled 
themselves on Hazzard and the 
others. For a moment' there was a 
mad, hand-to-hand conflict. 

· Jake got one of the spears away 
and bashed a Python Man over the 
head with it. He swore like a mule 
driver. Hazzard knocked a second 
savage out with a blow to the body. 
But the third Indian let his spear 
fly and it caught one of the men who 
had been chained, in the neck. It 
pierced him, almost sliced his head 
from his body. The man, who a mo
ment before had had the hope of free
dom, went down with his troubles 
ended forever. 

Hazzard plunged on along the pas
sage, the others after him. They 
reached the door of the control room 
as a howling mob of Indi'ans, aware 
now that a break had been made by 
the slaves, came charging � from the 
direction of the Phoenix's chambers. 

Their spears whistled through the 
air even before Hazzard had mar
shaled his men through the control 
room · door. When the last · man was 
in, he slammed it, shoved a bolt home. 
He had noticed this before he left it. 
It was part of his plan. 

He turned to Wash, and explained 
briefly what he had discovered about 
the death curtain. While the In�Uans 
beat on the door, he showed Wash 
the plans he had taken from the safe. 

Wash knitted his brows as calmly 
as though death were not howling 
outside. "Amazing," he said. "Extra
ordinary. You were right, Captain, 
I shouldn't have beEm afraid to fol
low any line of reasoning, however 
wild it might seem. This thing utilizes 
the force · released from the break-
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down of at.oms. The force i·s · . diS"f: -in leash the mighty power of the , . � 
charged between two termiJfals · ano -:.great volcano. The one operating the 
((arried on alpha rays. ·we sh�ll have· worm gear in the giant valve ; the 
to call in the quantum theory to ex- other which could send a river, pour
plain it." ing into the crater. He swung the 

Wash was like a school-master giv- rheostat needle all the way over. 
ing a lecture, so absorbed in his suq- - Delicate mechanism inside the 
jed now that _he had forgotten all ·glass case was transmitted to the 
about their danger. Hazzard brough1 huge electric motor, multiplied a 
him back to reality. thousand times, till tons of metal re-

"I know, Walsh," he said tensely. volved as the great valve in the 
"It's atomic all right. Alpha rays crater cap moved shut. 
are the carrying agent. The point is, Then Hazzard opened that other 
can we build up a defense against control till a quivering needle on a 
it ?" clock-faced dial registered a flow of 

"I don't know,'' said Wash. "It water. Tons of it began pouring 
would take some research." down into the crater. Hazzard was 

• 'Research !" Hazzard laughed grim- beginning the greatest gamble of his 
ly. "There are a bunch of Indians out life. 
there waiting to do some research He turned and left the controls for 
with spears and ftnd out what our in- a moment. Something was thudding 
s.ides are made of. No, 'Vash. We've on the outside of the control-room 

.got to act quickly. We've got to take door. The Python Men had a log 
a chance." battering-ram and were going at it 

''But how-" systematically. 
"Look. 'Ve've got to break down There was a small sliding panel in 

the polarization of the carrying the door, a peep-hole covered with a 
agent. We can't hope to touch the meshed grating. There were indica

atomic factor itself. We aon't know tions that the Phoenix had planned to 
enough about it. But mightn't we use this room to withstand an assault 
blast through it, upset the polariza- in case his. Indians ever became re
tion with a dose of the same poison ? bellious. 
I mean, use more alpha rays to cut Hazzard opened the peep-hole and 
through and bisect the carriers ?" stared out. He saw a sea of fierce cop-

Dawning comprehension made per faces. Even if ·wash succeeded in 

Wash's eyes glow brightly. He rubbed condensing the X-ray outfit so they 
his long chin excitedly. "It's possible, could carry it, it seemed impossible 
Captain-barely possible. But even that they would ever get through this 
that would take time. ·we'd have to cordon of howling asavages. 
have an X-ray outfit." 

"Over there," said Hazzard. "But 
it's too big to carry. Vve need some
thing portable. Can you strip it down, 
Wa"sh, make it lighter and still have 
it work ?" 

"Time," said \Vash. "I can do any
thing-given time." 

"There is no tim?," snapped Cap
tain Hazzard. "Get busy on that X-ray, 
Vlash. Leave the rest to me." With 
a light in his eyes that even Wash 
couldn't interpret, Hazzard strode 
to.ward those two controls that held 

BUT the Indians were stepping 
aside now to make way for some

one. They were opening a long path. 
Through it came a hideous, vulture
like figure. A man with a wizened 
face and evilly burning eyes. The 
Phoenix ! · 

Hazzard waited breathlessly. · The 
Phoenix came straight up to the 
control-room door. He spoke in a 
quiet voice as though addressing a 
business confrere. "I see, my friend, 
that. you have succeeded in stirring 
up quite a bit of . trouble. I believe I 
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have the pleasure of speaking to the 
famous Captain Hazzard !" 

uAnd you're the Phoenix," said 
Hazzard · grimly. HThe man who 
thinks he can conquer the whole 
world.'' 

The PhOenix's eyes darted veno
mous fire. His thin lips curled back 
from his yellow teeth. "Fool! Because 
you have · succeeded in barricading 
yourself in that room with a hand
ful of slaves, you think you are in a 
position now to mock the Phoenix." 
The Phoenix drew himself up in 
fierce, bombastic pride. "You cannot 
even make terms with me. My In
dians will batter the door down 
presently. Every one of your party 
will be tortured to death. . . . But, 
because I value the safety of certain 
instruments I have there, I'm going 
to offer you an alternative. Open the 
door, come out quietly, all of you 
and you will be allowed to live in 
slavery." 

Captain Hazzard laughed. "What 
you say about the safety of your in
struments is well put. And your In
dians won't batter this door down. 
I'm going to stop them. Once in the 
past hour they tasted the wrath of 
Omoxotl. My red flare and my pro
jected voice drove them out of the 
pythons' pit. N:ow, by the wrath of 
Omoxotl, I'm going to drive them 
away from this door." 

"They're superstitious morons," 
said the Phoenix. "But I am with 
them now. Nothing you can say to 
them will have the slightest effect."  

"No !" Captain Hazzard's voice 
was mocking. He spoke suddenly, a 
few clipped. sentences in the Indian 
dialect. "Go. Leave this door. Let me 
come out in peace--or the wrath of 
Omoxotl _will descend upon you. I am 
a white god, a greater god than the 
Phoenix." 

The jeering voices of the · Indians 
rose. They drove their battering ram 
against the door more fiercely as the 

· Phoenix spurred them on. 
Hazzard then spoke in English, ad

dressing the Phoenix. "I've closed the 

valve in the crater. I've let loose the 
underground river." 

"What !" A note of shocked amaze
ment was in the Phoenix's tone. He 
came nearer the door with his lips 
sliding away from his teeth again. 

Hazzard said : "Listen." 
There was a rumbling at his · feet. · 

A rumbling that came from vast 
depths in tbe earth, a rumbling that 
seemed to make the whole great 
mountain quiver. 

"The voice of Omoxotl !" said CaP
tain Hazzard. 

A SICKLY, terrible pallor spread 
over the wizened face of the 

Phoenix. He commenced to tremble 
violently. "Shut it off, you fool !" he 
screamed. "Shut it off-or you will 
blow us all to destruction." 

Without waiting for · Hazzard to 
answer, he spoke to the Indians. 
They renewed their attack on the 
metal door. 

Hazzard shouted : "Stop ! Stop ! 
The wrath of Omoxotl will be on your 
heads. The voice of Omoxotl speaks 
already." 

Some of the Python Men left their 
places at the log battering-ram and 
stepped away. The Phoenix drew a 
revolver from his pocket and waved 
it. 

"Back ! Back," he shouted in their 
dialect. When the Indians didn't 
move, he deliberately opened fire on 
them. Hatefully, ruthlessly he sent 
bullets into their eyes, into their 
chests. The Phoenix was like a mad
man now. His eyes rolled. There was 
a froth on his thin lips. His yellow 
teeth were like the fangs of a jackal. 
Fear of him bit into the Indians' 
hearts, fear greater even than their 
fear of the mountain. Sullenly they 
clung to the battering-ram and 
shoved it at the door. 

The room was shaking now. But 
not because of their blows. It was 
shaking because the whole mountain 
was shaking, because all hell was 
bubbling, seething down there thou
sands of feet below the rock. It was 
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shaking because river . water contin·
ued-.to flow into the crater and there 
w,as no way f�r the pent-up gases to 
get out. \ 

Hazzard leaped back to the control 
-board. Dial needles were quivering, 
trembling like mad things. A red 
liquid was pulsing furiously in an up
ri'ght tube with coils below it. He 
turned the rheostat controlling the 
giant worm gear a little, opened the 
great valve a few feet. 

A roaring shriek of gas escaping 
under terrific pressure c�me from 
somewhere in the mountain. It was 
a sound that none of them would -for
get as long as they lived. All the fu
ries in hell ·· seemed to be screaming 
at once. The floor shook. The walls 
rattled. 

Outside the door Hazzard heard the 
frenzied, terrified shouts of the In
dians. Thelir shouts were punctuated 
by the staccato reports of the Phoe
nix's automatic as he murdered them 
brutally, drove the rest back to the 
battering ram. 

Hazzard looked across the room 
and saw Wash working over the X
ray outfit. Bent, absorbed, Wash's 
face was as owlish and placid as 
though he were working over some 
interesting problem in the Long 
Island laboratory. He looked· at Jake. 
The big cowboy was chewing gum 
lazily. His deadpan face was the same 
and usual. And Martin was doing his 
best to comfort Mary Parker. 

But she didn't need much comfort
ing now. She had her father with 
her. There were tears in her eyes, 
tears of joy. The thought of death 
didn't seem to trouble her as long 
as her dad could go out with her. 
Hazzard felt a lump rise in his 
throat. The lives of these people de
pended on him. He was taking long 
chances . .  He was gambling unmerci
fully. He was playing with death to 
keep death at bay. 

He looked out the peephole. Most 
of the Python Men had fled except 
for the group that terror of the Ph<>e- �. 

· nix had held together. The corpses 

Python Men ·of Lost City ·tr · tt · tt 57 

of the men he had shot lay slumped 
on the floor. Hazzard wondered at the 
awful fear he must have inspired. 

Then Wash s poke ·· above the · ban
shee shiek of the great mountain. 

"It's ready, Captain. This. is about , 
as light as I can make it." 

He hefted the X-ray cabinet, which 
he had stripped of all non-essentials. 
In tw�nty minutes of patient work he 
had put the experience of a lifetime 
into these changes. He had shifted 
delicate tubes, changed wiring, dis
connected and reconnected batteries. 

Hazzard picked the instrument up. 
It weighed about sixty pounds but 
he could carry it easily. 

He did a strange, desperate thing 
then-the climax of his hairbreadth 
plan of escape. He walked to the con
trol board, shut the great valve again, 
and deliberately smashed the mechan
ism with a wrench, wedging it so 
that the valve couldn't be opened. 
Then he did the same to the control 
which governed the flow of water. 

He whirled, picked up the radio 
cabinet and said : "Let's go !" 

CHAPTER XIII 

DEATH'S GAMBIT 

CAPTAIN HAZZARD snatched 
the tiny bomb from Beckhardt. 

He took another one from his belt. He 
made the whole party retire to the 
far side of the chamber. 

He ran forward, placed a bomb 
close to the door, touched the striker. 
Then he joined the others against 
the far wall. A ripping, roaring ex
plosion came which momentarily rose 
above the rumbling of the mountain. 
The door was torn from its hinges 
and crashed outward, killing two Py
thon Men, wounding others. 

It almost struck the Phoenix. The 
vulture man fled away. The Indians 
followed him. At a nod from Captain 
Hazzard, the people for whose lives 
he was responsible followed him out. 

Gun flame lanced down the cor
ridor. Bullets screalrted by their 
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heads The Phoenix was shooting, 
wildly, furiously. Hazzard grabbed 
his Colt from Mary Parker and fired 
till the Phoenix took covel'. 

Then they ran along the passage 
toward a far-off glow that was the 
light of day. Hazzard was alert for 
trouble. He knew the Indians would 
gather somewhere, make a stand. 

He saw them grouped together at 
the mouth of the exit. Spears came 
his way. Shrieking, furious savages 
ran to head off the escape of these 
men who. had a short time ago been 
abject slaves. 

Hazzard touched the striker of an
other of his small grenades and hurled 
it. It was life against life now. The 
mountain was trembling, roaring. 
They must leave it soon or be swept 
into oblivion. 

The bomb struck ·�he foremost In
dians, and they seemed to disinte
grate. They died instantly and the 
others fell back shrieking. This 
seemed to be more evidence of the 
might and wrath of Omoxotl. 

They retreated, leaving the pas
sage clear, and they didn't try to 
molest Hazzard and his party fur
ther. But there was another barrier 
that Hazzard feared far more. In
dians he could fight, with guns, with 
bombs, with his bare hands even. 
But that other barrier, dim, intan
gible, awful would be flung across 
the trail, barring their way. 

Earthquakes were shaking the 
sides of the mountain. As they passed 
down the trail great rocks fell near 
them. They had to keep a constant 
look-out to be ready to dodge. Staring 
up, Hazzard saw a diff break away 
and tumble with a roar like a hun
dred Niagaras. The earth under them 
trembled. There was terror in the air 
-terror, horror, madness. The awful 
shadow of the Phoenix seemed to 
hover over them still. . 

And then they came to a bend in 
the trail, and Hazzard saw the thing 
he dread�d. The curtain of weird lu
minescence hung between the two 
walls of the gorge. It danced, quiv-

ered, touched, retreated. ·Even the 
earthquake tremors which shook the 
mountain didn't affect it. It seemed 
worse now, more sinister, more sym
bolic of the evil of the Phoenix. 

MARY PARKER clutched her 
father. Some of the slaves, 

miners and halfbreed Indians, whote 
nerves had been shattered by their 
awful experience, gasped in fear arid 
crowded together. But they saw Cap
tain Hazzard walk steadily on and 
they followed. 

He was close to the death curtain 
now. Then, looking through it, he 
saw a line of green-plumed Python 
Men drawn up. The Indians set up 
savage exultant cries as they saw 
Hazzard's party. 

Captain Hazzard set the X-ray cab
inet down, switched it on. He made 
the others stand back while he ad
vanced, holding the Roentgen-ray tube 
before him, letting its rays strike out 
toward the light curtain. 

He walked closer and closer and 
nothing happened. The waving, shim
mering mantle of dread light still 
hung there. The Indians' cries in
creased. Hazzard went closer, closer, 
till his head began to ring, till that 
strange dizziness came which was the 
first warning of a bloodstream being 
affected. He went closer -still, till he 
could hardly stand. He pushed the 
power switch of the X-ray machine 
farther over. 

Wash called a warning to him. 
Haz�ard was reeling now, swaying 
on his feet. Anger, disappointment, 
despair beat in his brain. They were 
hemmed in by death. Death behind 
them in the form of the mighty 
mountain. Death in front in that 
ghastly curtain that seemed to have 
baffled him. 

"Look out, Captain. Don't go any 
closer ! Here, let me hold it." 

Wash came forward. Jake and 
Martin followed. If Captain Hazzard 
was going to walk into that curtain 
of death these loyal friends and as
sistants wanted to follow . him. A 



lump r<>Se in . Hazzard's throat. A 
haze swam before his eyes. Yes, if 
he gave the order, they would follow 
him; They would stay at his side, 
marching like soldiers in the face of 
withering fire, marchi'ng straight in
to that shimmering light cu;rtain. 

Wash was stumbling. Jake's jaws 
had stopped working. He was push
ing forward slowly like a man walk
ing against a hurricane sweeping 

· over a desert. The light was making 
hini dizzy. But they had faith-faith 
in Captain Hazzard. He had con
trived this thing to battle the light 
waves. He had said it would work. 
If he said it, it must be so. 

Then suddenly the miracle hap
pened. Hazzard trembled, stared. The 
X-ray cabinet almost ·slipped from his 
hands. Then he held it tighter. Ahead 
of him, straight ahead, where the 
alpha rays from the mechanism he 
was holding bisected those other rays, 
the · curtain· of death was thinning. 
The hideous aura didn't quite touch 
now. When the shimmering points of 
light approached there was a weak
ness, an indecision about them. 

Hazzard moved further into them, 
fiercely, exultantly. Jake and Wash 
and Martin followed. Into the curtain 
of death, into it like four comrades 
of · a lost legion storming their way 
through terror. 

And now the light was- melting rap
idly, cleaving away, leaving a tunnel 
for them to pass through. Hazzard 
called to the others. "Get the girl, 
Jake. Get her father. Have them all 
come. Hurry !" 

' Jake ran back, rounded up Mary 
Parker and her father ; got the dazed 
men who had been his fellow slaves 
into motion. Gasping, trembling, they 
stumbled into the curtain, in through 
the tunnel that Captain Hazzard had 
made. On they stumbled, on to where 
the Tzutuhiles stood facing them. 

Thep, another miracle happened
a miracle that followed logically on 
the heels of this first. Hazzard was 
ahead, walking resolutely toward 
them. -And suddenly one of the Py-

Python Men of Lost City * * * 59 

thon Men went down on his knees. He 
bent his green-plumed head to the 
dust. He said : "Zuma ! Zuma ! Mas
ter ! Master !" 

The other Indians followed suit. 
They had seen with their own eyes 
what the Phoenix had told them could 
never happen. They had seen men, 
living men, walk through that cur
tain of spectral light and stiU stay 
alive. They knew now that this tall 
white man was a god greater than 
the shriveled vulturelike being who 
had ruled them from the mountain. 

They fell back peacefully and let 
Hazzard's party pass. And Hazzard 
spoke a warning then : "Run ! Run 
for your lives ! Huetenzo! I have set 
my curse on Omoxotl." 

The Indians shot terrified glances 
at. the volcano. Then they turned and 
fled toward the j ungle. Hazzard's 
party followed. The ground was 
shaking. A steady roar of rocks 
sounded all around them · as  tremors 
shook down the boulders. Another 
piece of a cliff broke away and almost 
blocked the trail. They climbed over 
it, pushed on. 

They reached the last downward 
slant of the trail before it entered 
the· green wall of the j ungle. A sound 
that was greater than any explosion 
broke out behind them. A sound that 
was the. living, furious symbol of all 
tumult lifted its gigantic voice above 
the mountain. The e�rth shook. The 
sky grew dark. · Flame speared up 
from the top of the crater, flame and 
gas, bearing aloft with it tons of 
structural steel and concrete, tons of 
riveted steel plate. 

The mountain had spat out the 
great valve as a monster might spit · 
some unsavory thing from its throat. 
But, though the valve was gone now, 
the mountain wasn't done with its 
violence. Those tons of water had 
built up a pressure in the bowels of 
the earth that spelled a cataclysm. 
Lava, hot and livid, was pushing up 
to the top of the crater. Millions of 
pounds of pressure was behind it. 
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Hazzard let his party into the j un
gle. They reached it j ust as the first 
small stones the .volcano had dis
gorged commenced hurtling down. 
They made their way through a green 
world of roaring sound and somber 
shadows. Monkeys fled through the 
trees chattering in panic. Parrots 
screamed past. Jaguars slunk ahead 
of them along the trail , for once for
getting their terror and hatred of hu
man beings in the greater fear of the 
volcano. Omoxotl was on the ram
page. Terror's Shadow was living up 
to its name. 

They were five miles away when 
the biggest explosion of all came-a 
gigantic upheaval that blew off the 
whole top of Omoxotl. 

After it had subsided, when the 
fires began flickering out and a slow, 
somber brooding peace descended on 
the jungle, Mary Parker said vrith a 
tinge of regret : 

"Now we shall never know who the 
Phoenix was." 

Captain Hazzard heard her, turned, 
and asked a question : "How well did 
you know your father's partner, Kurt 
Gordon ?" 

"Not very well. I've only seen him 
once or twice and that was a good 
while ago. Why ?" 

"Ask your father when he gets 
better and can speak. He will uphold 
me, I think, when I tell you that the 
Phoenix was Kurt Gordon." 

"Gordon-the Phoenix?" 
"Yes. Those gases changed him, 

shriveled his body ; made him look so 
horrible that even his own family 
wouldn't recognize him. It's barely 
possible that even your father didn't 
know who h e  was. But it was Gordon. 
I came across some papers in his safe 
which proved it. He'd been in Cen
tral America for years. 

"He must have been studying 
Omoxotl, dreaming secret dreams of 
power. He probably used money that 
belonged to your father's partnership 
with him to lay the foundation of his 
project. But he had to have more 
money than that. He got it cleverly. 
It necessitated a tie-up with a New 
York gang, however." 

"Why ?" 
' 'Jewels," said Captain Hazzard. 

"That's what the slaves were doing. 
Gordon used the heat of the volcano 
to make synthetic gems that couldn't 
be told from nature's products, sap
phires, emeralds, diamonds. That's 
why these Indians were so free with 
their emeralds. That's one reason 
they were so loyal to the Phoenix. 
And his New York gang was his out
let. The jewels were smuggled into 
the U. S., sold at a big profit, and 
the millions that Gordon got for them 
financed his mad ambitions for world 
dominion." 

-

Hazzard looked back. The crater of 
Omoxotl-the lost city-was still 
smoking. It was a giant sinister torch 
lifting up into the dome of the sky. 
It was the funeral pyre of the 
Phoenix. 

e Save on smooth, clean shaves-with 
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A gentleman crook spreads the bait for a • • • •  

Boomerang Bluff 
By 

Cl int Douglas 

and petty swindling to any of the m�re 
serious types of grafting and racket-
eering. · · 

Gamblers and their like generally 
have a way of sporting diamonds and 
a flashy manner of dressing that .at 

AL SANSONE had been in Cin- once sets them apart, but not so with 
cinnati for several days on Sansone. He was as sedate and re
business when he decided to fined looking as a j ud� or a senator. 

drop over to Latonia and tak-e in the In fact, he did look like Colonel Had
races. His business in the Ohio city ley, the senior senator from Kentucky 
was not definite in nature. He just . who is popularly known because ()f his 
idled around trying to pick up money possession of one of the finest r�ing 
in _any way he could from gambling s�bles in the blue grass state. More 
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than once Sansone had gotten a laugh 
by posing as Hadley ; for although he 
had never seen him, he was well aware 
of the resemblance. His impersonation 
was all the more realistic because 
Colonel Hadley himself was somewhat 
of a "kidder" and a j osher. Sansone 
was a long time in getting over how he, 
a low down, deceitful crook, could 
ever be mistaken for the pious and 
honorable senior senator. 

Sansone was having one of his un
lucky days at the track and along 
about the fifth race he was ready to 
call it a day. He wandered over to
ward the paddock, and finding noth
ing there that interested _him he 
walked slowly back toward the rail. 
He enjoyed just mingling with the 
crowd and studying their faces as 
they watched their favorites going on 
to victory or down in defeat. One man 
interested him in particular. He was 
evidently a bad loser, for he was moan
ing and bewailing the fact that Miss 
Nakamura had not even showed in the 
last race. 

"What are you whining about ?" 
snapped Sansone in an assumed tone 
of righteous indignation. - "Probably 
lost two dollars on a race and you're 
crying. How about me ? My name's 
Hadley and that horse happens to be 
mine, but you don't see me belly
achin'." 

The man first started in surprise 
when the gambler spoke to him, but 
then he quickly cringed meekly as he 
heard himself being upbraided. 

"Oh, Colonel Hadley," h.e began 
weakly, and then he went on timidly 
to defend the fact that he was com
plaining. 

Before the man had finished talk
ing Sansone's lips parted, not in rever
ence, but in surprise. The man had 
just lost $500 on the last race. 

"I think I can help you," said San
sone quietly. 

"Please don't ask me my name," 
the man whimpered. "Because I'd only 
have to tell you a lie." 

Sansone studied him coolly. He 
could scent the reason for his wanting 

to be unknown. Gradually with clever 
strategy he drew the whole story from 
him. It was as old as it was pitiable� 

He was a teller in a branch bank 
across the river. Over a period of 
months he had been taking from the 
bank's funds and covering his short
ages by tricky manipulations. He was 
not a gambler-he did not squander 
the money. He took only small sums to 
pay doctor bills, and to support a wid
owed sister. Now the shortage 
amounted to close to $2000 and the 
audit was to he made on Monday. 

In desperation he had taken an ad
ditional $2000 and come to the track 
to try to double it. He had never been 
to a track before, or bet on a horse, 
but he tried his best. He studied the 
selections in the newspaper and pla-ced 
his money on the horses that were. 
picked by the consensus. He had lost 
$1000, and had an equal sum left to 
bet. Would Colonel Hadley be so good 
as to offer him a tip on a horse ? 

AI Sansone did some fast thinking. 
._I wouldn't advise betting on any 

horse," he said seriously. "I've been 
following the game for a long time. 
I'm ready to give it up mys�lf because 
I hate it. And so I'll tell y.ou what I'll 
do. Because I like you. Your face. re
minds me of my dear, dead brother, 
God rest his soul, and so for his sake 
I'll help you out. I paid $10,000 for 
that horse called Miss Nakamura. Not 
because I wanted to buy her, but be
cause a man I hate was crazy to get 
her, and so I outbid him just so he 
wouldn1t get the satisfaction of get
ting her." 

Sansone continued, "That man is 
Schuyler Beekman." The name was 
fictitious but the meek bank clerk was 
completely gullible. "Beekman is so 
wild to get that horse that he now has 
offered me $15,000. But badly as I 
need cash I wouldn't sell her to him if 
he gave me $100,000 because it would 
show that I finally had to give in to 
him. I couldn't stand his gloating. 

"So this is my plan. You give me 
a nominal sum for the horse, and then 
you can easily get $10,000 for he� 



from Beekman any . day . in the week. 
That will give you a comfortable mar
gin with which to cover your shortage. 
And I'll at least have the s atisfaction 
of ·knowing I've helped you, my good 

· fr
i
end-." 

. · ''What is the nominal sum?" asked 
the man fearfully. 

"Five ·thousand dollars." 
"But I .have only one thousand," 

wailed- the man. "Where could I get 
the other four thousand ?" 

"Get it at the bank.',. 
The man's eyes shifted about un

eas-ily. "Oh, I couldn't," he murmured 
in a quaking voice. "Besides the bank 
is closed now and when it opens Mon
day morning it'll be too late.'' 

Sansone was uneasy, too. "How 
much is the most you can dig up ?" 

The clerk was thoughtful for a min
ute. "My wife has been saving money 
in a coffee pot for years. She must 
have about four hundred dollars. And 
maybe _I . could borrow a little from 
Joe. He's my brother-in:-law. But fif
teen hundred dollars, Colonel Hadley, 
is about all I could get." 

"O.K., get the fifteen hundred and 
meet me inthe Carew Arcade at nine 
o'clock torqorrow morning. We'll fix 
everything up." 

' _.The man· hesitated a little. "Are you 
sure everything will be all right and 
Mr. Beekman will want to buy the 
horse for ten thousand dollars ?" 

"Oh, that's a sure thing,'' assured 
the gambler with confidence. "There's 
absolutely no doubt about that at all." 

The man thanked him profusely and 
promised to meet him on time. 

AL SANSONE was at the desig-
- nated meeting place long be-
- fore the appointed time. He did not 
want to_ risk any chance that he would 
miss his "friend." But nine o'clock 
came and went, and still there was no 
sign of him. Sansone frankly was wor
ried. About five minutes to ten the 
man· fin.ally walked in. He was a sorry, 
bedraggled sight. 

"Oh, I'm so sorry, Colonel Hadley,'' 
-he b�gan with a quavering voice, "it's 
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just that I couldn't raise the money, 
that's all !" he finally blurt.ed out. 

Sansone was terrified, "But you've 
got the thousand?" 

"Yes, · I've got that. And I've got 
four hundred and twelve dollars and 
nineteen cents from my wife's coffee 
pot. I didn't tell her. And I borrowed 
fifty dollars from my brother-in-law. 

· And I got ten dollars that I had de
posited with the gas and electric com
pany, that didn't need to be there." 

That was different. Sansone said : 
"I .had a friend of mine call up Mr. 

Beekman last night, and Beekman told 
him he would gladly pay ten thousand 
dollars for the horse. So everything 
is fixed for you to go over to ·his house 
and make the deal. Now if you wait 
here a minute I want to go in this 
drugstore down at the end of the ar
cade here, and make a phone call, and 
then I'll come back and we'll drive 
over to Beekman's house together. 
But, of course, I won't go i'n his 
house, you understand. Now you just 
wait here till I .get back." 

Sansone walked quickly toward the 
far end of the arcade. The place had 
been deserted, and no one had seen 
him. It was . just too easy. 

As Sansone was about to leave a 
crowd of men entered the building and 
engulfed him. They all seem€d to be 
looking at him. Sansone could not 
make it out. He saw a flash of guns 
and he felt the cold hard feel of cuffs 
on his wrists. 

Some one said, "I always knew you 
were a kidder, Colonel Hadley, but I 
never thought you could pull a bluff 
like this." 

Sansone wheeled about. No one else 
knew him by the name Colonel Had
ley. But apparently they were not talk
ing to him. They were speaking to his 
"friend." And the man was answering 
them, and talking to them. 

What he said was : "I don't think 
he would have tried to fool me if . I  
hadn't been wearing my old stable 
clothes." Then he smiled. "But he does 
bear a striking resemblance to me, 
doesn't he ?" 
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Across the 
skyways thundered 
the speed demons. Buck 
was stacking his pi/or s skill 
and a home-made crate agaimt 
another flyer, s big mouth and a crack 
airplane. But Buck was human - and his 
wings were clipped by the code of the sky. 

Sky-High Outcast 
By ClifE Howe 

VICIOUSLY Buck Rankin pulled 
his belt to the last notch. It was 
a frantic attempt to take up on 

a slack stomach that hadn't seen food 
for the last three meal times. 

Buck knew he was starved, broke 
and in the depths of despair. But he 
could not know of the important part 
that same belt was to play in a fierce 
race-a race with death that Buck 
Rankin would make before the sun 
had gone down behind a far-off moun
tain range. 
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It was the morning of the cross
country air races to Santa Monica. 
Buck stood on the tarmac of the Mid
Western Air Terminal and stared de
jectedly at the line of warming race 
planes, looking especially at the two 
Kendall low-winged racers there near 
the center. 

Buck stood like a man alone in a 
strange land, and felt like one. Except 
for possibly one person with whom 
he had tried · to get in touch on his 
arrival, he probably didn't know a 



Capt. Bauard 

single -human for five hundred miles 
about-the a·irport well enough to bor-

. row a nickel.. · He started violently at a chuckling 
- voice behind ·hiin. "What's gone hay
:wire, Buck T' some one was saying. 
."Ravin; a :fit ?" _ 

He whirled. Then, abruptly, his ex
pression chimged arid his face took 
ori a look of joyful r-ecognition. 

''Chuck Page ! Gee, but I'm glad to 
soo you, guy ! Never wanted to see a 
friei1d so much in my · life. I knew 
y:ou were out here somewhere, and I 
tried to get hold of you wh�n I got 
in town, but I couldn'flocate you." 

_ Chuck grinned. "Yeah, you wouldn't 
firtd me, probably. I moved to a cheap
er place about a week ago. But for the 
_love of Mike, when did you get in
how-and what for ?" 

Buck grinned easily now. "Got in 
about an hour ago. Broke, so I walked 
halfway :to.the field and caught a ride. 
I came out to fly one of those Kendall 
jobs in the race." 

"But I heard only a few minutes 
ago that_this new pilot from the coast 
-Tex Glover-is flying one of Ken
dall's jobs, and Kendall's flying -the 
other. How come ?" 

Buck's grin faded. "That's what I 
was having _the fit about all by my
self when you came up just now," he 
told his friend. He felt Chuck pro
pelling him toward the lunch room 
across the road as he talked. "I wrote 

_ Kendall about flying his job for him. 
Heard he was entering two jobs in 
the Santa Monica race, and thought 
I might get a chance with one of 
them. He wrote back - and said he 
wouldn't make any promises until 
he'd -seen me handle his job, but if I 
cared to come out on my own hook, 
he'd see what he could do." 

''\Veil, what's gone haywire ? Pop 
Kendall can't have anything against 
your flying, Buck. There isn't a 
better cross--country racing pilot in 
the country than you. You j ust 
haven't · been getting the breaks. 
Take that last race, when you cracked 
up at Roosevelt Field. If you'd had 
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a· halfway-decent plall._e, instead of 
tne orange crate that fly�kcy-.night out
fit wished on you, you'd have.trimmed 
the field." 

· 
Buck nodded· glumly. "Yeah, may

be. But I think that's one thing that 
queered me here. Kendall hinted at 
it when I talked to him a .few min
utes ago. Now I'm out here and he 
says he understood I had a lot more 
experience than he's since heard on 
good authority that I have. Won't 
even let me fly his job to show him 
I can handle it." 

Chuck pushed him into a chair at a 
corner table of the lunch room, and 
sat down across from him. 

"So Kendall heard all this stuff, did 
he--<m good authority?" 

Buck nodded. 
Others entered the room. Buck 

watched the two newcomers with a 
quizzical expression. One was Kendall, 
but the big aircraft manufacturer and 
pilot didn't interest him now nearly 
as much as did another man beside 
him. This was a short, squat figure, 
dressed in a dapper outfit; who seemed 
to talk almost continuously to Ken
dall. And, strangely enough, the &Teat 
airman listened to him intently. 

CHUCK half-turned in his chair 
and shot a glance backward, and 

motioned behind him with his thumb. 
"That's Tex Glove-r, the guy who's 

flying the other job.''  
"Yeah," quietly from Buck. "Quite 

a talker." 
Chuck nodded. "And I got a good 

hunch that guy talks a wonderful 
fli'ght." His voice lowered. "He's got 
Kendall buffaloed with that letter he 
brought with him from an old friend 
of Kendall's up in Washington. Heard 
he came with a recommendation 
that's a knockout, and that's why 
Kendall falls for him so hot." 

· 
Buck shot him a questioning glance 

and Chuck understood. 
"Oh, sure. The guy can fly, if you 

call flying' getting off the ground and 
landing again. He's good enough to 
get by wit_}l his line and _ that letter 



of recommendation to back him up." 
'�How long�s he been here?" 
t''Last night, I understand."' 
"Funny thing," Buck confided. 

"You say · he came from the Pacific 
Coast somewhere?'� 

"Yeah. Around Seattle, I think. 
Says he's an o1d war-time ace/' 

Buck continued to study Tex 
Glover across the room as he sat by 
Kendall at another table. 

''I've seen that guy Glover some
where," he said at length. "Wonder 
if h� was ever in the East, around 
New York.'' 

Chuck grinned. "Listen, fella" I'll 
tell you something, but first you've 
got to p romise me something. What 
I'm going to tell you is going tn make 
you mighty sore .. � Hold your temper. 
It · won't do you any good to go bust
ing this_ guy Glover-· not yet. Pe-r
son�lly, I don't like the guy." 

''Okay," agreed Buck. "Shoot.'' 
''I think you're right about this 

guy Glover. Seeing hi:r_n before, I 
mean," Chuck confided. ''Because I 
overheard him telling Kendall he'd 
seen you pull some boners at Roose
velt. They were alone in the office, and 
I heard it over the transom. He went 
on to say . that you were barred from 
racing in 'the East because you were 
too reckless." 

"Huh?" Buck's mus-cles tightened 
into hard knots. His face grew crim
son- as he rose slowly with a menac
ing gleam in his keen eyes. 

"Hey, wait,'' pleaded Chuck. "You 
promised you'd wait." · 

He pushed Buck back into his chair. 
Buek'�s teeth clenched angrily, as a 
look of hate shot from his ey�s at 
the da_pper little figure who sat talk
ing to Kendall. · 

· "Listen,"" Chuck was begging. "I've 
got more to tell you. I can't afford to 
take a chanc.e on Kendall's getting 
sore at me. He'd know that I over
heard their conversation and told 
you, if you took a sock at Gf.over. And 
I can't afford that-not right now.'� 

Buck remained staring. -
"I've been working on a- ship ·- a 

fast, streamlined racer-,"· cfinet(: went 
on. "I'm trying to get Kendal:l tO ·buy 
the design from me .. She.'s done, and 
I had hoped to enter her in 'the race, 
but she's got me scared. Something 
about her that doesn't act right. I'm 
working on her now,. and as soon as 
the race is over I'll get hold of Ken
dall and·-•• 

Buck had hardly heard his words. 
He glared fiercely at Tex Glover 
across the room, and his lips tight
ened in a hard straight line. 

"I'd give anything in the world to 
know where I've seen that guy,"' he 
snarled, half to himself. "And I'd 
give my right leg to beat both him 
and Kendall in this race." 

Suddenly Buck sat up with a start. 
Something of Chuck's last words had' 
clicked in his brai_n, and his hand 
clutched Chuck's arm excitedly . .  

"Hey, this plane of yours t Tell me 
what you said about it again. I missed 
it." 

"What's the matter - you gone 
nuts ?" Chuck asked him. 

"No, but I've got an idea. Tell me 
about this job of yours. You said you 
were afraid of it.'-' · 

Chuck repeated his words about the 
fast, light racer he had worked on. 
Yes, he was afraid of it. It acted 
queerly. 

Buck's face flamed with eager ex
citement as he listened. 

"Look, Chuck. No kidding. We're 
entering this new box kite of yol,lrs 
in the race right now, this morning." 

Chuck shook his head sadly. "No, 
Buck. You're all wet. I wouldn't ask 
you to fly something I was afraid of. 
I've got to figure out what's wrong 
with her, and then I'll fix it. Besides, 
I only hoped to enter in the race to 
make a showing. She's got an old 
Hisso motor in her, because I couldn't 
atr ord to buy a modern one. · She 
wouldn't stand a chance in this race 
against ships with Wasps like those 
new Kenda1ls. Hasn,t got · it in her. 
And last, but not least, Buck, friends.· 
don't grow on bushes, kid. I woulql(t 
lose you for the world."'·- . 
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Buck shrugged_ lightly at the last 
words: .Then ' a slow grin of anticipa
tion spread over his face. 

"Yeah, but think of your side of it. 
Twenty-five thousand dollars is the 
nrst prize for this race. That much 
dough doesn't grow on bush�s, either. 

_ I'd _give my right leg to trim this guy 
Glover in this race. A cross-country 
air 1;-aee is more of a test of the pilot 

- an( f the motor than it is of speed, 
- sometimes. And I've got a good hunch 
that guy Glover hasn't got the 
-goods." 

Buck pushed back his chair with 
finality, in spite of Chuck's objec
tions. "You finance the trip, and 1'11 
fly her," he said. "If I win any money, 
it's yours, Chuck. Come on, let's have 
a look at her, anyway." 

Still objecting, Chuck led the way 
to the hangar where the new home
made racing plane was stored. Buck 
inspected it minutely, admiring the 
streamline effect of the construction. 
Suddenly he bent down and picked up 
the taiL _ 

"Come on, big boy," he chuckled. 
"We've only got about an hour be
fore the race starts. Let's get her 
warmed up and see how she acts." 

F
OR fifteen minutes they labored 
with the old Hisso, struggling to 

get - an explosion from the cyHnders. 
They whirled the prop until they were 
nearly exhausted. 

_ Buck was at the prop again. They'd 
been taking turns. A crowd had gath
ered-laughing, kidding pilots who 
poked fun at the crudely constructed 
plane with the , old engine. Buck 
swung with aU his might. 

A thrill coursed through him. She 
caught, kicked back, turned the other 
way and began to run smoothly. 

He called to Chuck in the cockpit 
·abov-e. t.}j_e roar of the warming motor. 
�"T-h�re won't be time for a test hop, 
C_h-u�k. I'm going down to enter her 
in the- race before it's too late. Get her 
warm." 

Chuck tried to stop him, but Buck 
was� raeing t}own the tarmac toward 
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the judges' office .. <lie;�-.came running 
in breathlessly. ..  · 

"Another plane entering the race," 
he barked. "Chuck Page is entering 
his job, the Page special. I'm flying 
her for him. My name's Buck Ran
kin." 

He saw the look of surprise on the 
judge's face turn to disbe.Jief. 

"You mean you're -going to fly that 
mouse-trap, with that old lunger of a 
motor ?" 

"Never mind what she's got," Buck 
snapped back at him. < �she's going to 
Santa Monica, or as near to there as 
she'll fly me. Get it down in your book. 
I'm ready to shove off when you say 
so." 

He heard the roar of laughter from 
the office as he dived from the room 
and ran down the tarmac. Other 
pilots chuckled as he passed and s-aid 
things about a guy who wanted to 
commit suicide. Buck trotted closer to 
the two Kendalls and shot a veno
mous glance at Tex Glover as he 
was climbing into his cockpit. There 
was a sneering look on Glover's face. 
The news had spread rapidly about 
the new entry. · 

Chuck was still objecting, but Buck 
would not be pushed asi.de. 

"I'm not asking much," he insisted. 
"About twenty bucks for me and the 
gas and oil on the trip and a full 
tank of gas here. Hurry and call the 
gas wagon over. We'll be taking off 
in ten minutes." 

Chuck climbed from the cockpit 
and Buck took his place. He checked 
the instruments anxiously, watched 
the oil temperature and pressure 
gauges, saw the old Risso humming 
smoothly now and wondered what 
had kept them from starting it easily. 
He wondered about a lot of things 
ahead of him on the race as he went 
over the course between the Mid
Western Airport and Santa Monic11. 

Gas was poured into the tank. The 
motor idled easily now. Chuck poked 
his hand over the edge of the cockpit. 
There was frantic hope in his eyes and 
sincerity in his voice. 
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"For the love of Mike, be careful, 
Buck ! Don't take any chances with 
yourself, I mean. I wish I had a 
'chute for you, but there isn't a spare 
one in the place." 

Buck grinned back at him. "I flew · 
six years before they even invented 
'chutes, fella," he told him. "And 
don't forget, you may win a bunch of 
dough out of this race. Don't worry 
about me. We make · one stop at Albu· 
querque for lunch. I'll gas up there 
and see if I can tune this steam en. 
gine a little, while we wait for the 
start." 

"Good luck to you, Buck, and-be 
careful." 

Buck grinned back at him. "Don't 
worry. And I'll win for you, if it's 
possible in this crate, Chuck. I'm out 
to trim that guy Tex Glover if it's the 
last thing I do� fella." 

BUCK saw the starter's flag flash 
. before Tex Glover's plane. Ken· 

dall was already in the air with his 
racer. Others had gone, and more 
would follow. Buck's muscles tight. 
ened into hard, determined knots as 
he saw Tex Glover take the air and 
roar out to the west. 

Buck sat hunched over his stick, 
waiting for his signal. He was last to 
enter, last to go. He got the flash, bat. 
tered the gun open. P ushed the stick 
forward and felt the scream of the 
wind · as the horne· made racer shot 
over the ground. 

She took the air like a rocket, hurled · 
through space at a thrilling clip and 
snarled at the tails of the last ships 
to leave. Buck thrilled at the feel of 
the air again, hanging low in his seat 
as the ship howled on to the west. 

He caught up with the plane which 
had taken off before him and laughed 
in the pilot'siace as he passed without 
effort. That was one of the birds who 
had laughed when he announced that 
he was entering in the race with 
Chuck's home-made job. 

The· speed of the little ship appalled 
hi�. It . hurled through space like a 

.-cpmet. In his long experierice flying 

race planes, he'd never flown anythif'lg 
as fast as this job that Chuck had 
built-certainly nothing with the 
small amount of power the Risso in 
his lap possessed. 

He wondered what Chuck had 
meant about being seared of her. He'd 
said something about a left turn. An 
hour passed, then two. Five planes 
had seemed to slow before him since 
the start, then had faded in the dis
tance as Buck crept up on them, leav
ing them behind. He was in the clear 
now. Kendall's two planes were out 
there somewhere ahead. He wondered 
how far. 

His teeth clenched as he hurled on. 
Texas landscape drifted beneath him 
now. Two more hours and he'd be 
coming down at Albuquerque for a 
rest and a Junch. 

He dropped his nose so that he w_as 
almost flat on the ground, roaring 
close to the level fields and open coun
try to get the most speed possible. 

The thought of Chuck's words 
throbbed in his brain. He wished he. ·�· 
dared take the time to test the rna· 
neuverability of the ship and see just 
what was wrong. But he must keep 
going. No telling about this Risso. 
They were good in their day, and this· -
one had seen plenty of days in the air. 
His eyes stared ahead hopefully for a 
moment. Then he sat up in his cockpit 
with a jerk. 

His keen eyes had caught some. 
thing there in the distance--two . tiny 
specks that raced along even with 
each other. He could see them clearly 
in the bright air now. The two Ken
dall racers ! 

His pulse began beating wildly. 
He'd hoped to win by a chanc�a 
chance that fogs and storms and the 
many other things that rose in these 
cross--country air races would give 
him to show superior piloting. But 
never in his wildest dreams had. he_ 
hoped that he could actually catch up 
with those Kendalls, unless something 
of this sort did happen. But no fog; 
no storm had arisen to stop them, an� .· 

still he had caught them-or would · .. .  



· catch them if noth1Bg happened to 
stop the headlong lunge of Chuck's 

. home-made comet. 
Every nerve in his body was alert� 

tingling with the thri1l that he felt as 
he hurled on. Before him, the specks 

· became full-sized airplanes - low
winged devils that seemed to struggle 
for a burst of speed, as the home
made crate stormed up at them. 

He saw one of the pilots, the smaller 
one, turn in his cockpit and stare 
blankly at the demon that seemed 
about to pass. He saw, too, the white 
mask of fear ·rise in that face. 

And Kendall himself, sitting higher 
in the cockpit, turned and stared back
ward for a second, then whirled and 
ducked low in his cockpit to cut down 
all possible wind resistance. 

BUCK'S face was wrinkled in a de
lighted grin of triumph as he 

thundered up even. He turned as he 
passed and looked each pilot full in 

· the face. 
Then, like a flash, the grin faded 

from his face. Something had gone 
wrong ! The Hisso before him had sud
denly sputtered. It caught again. Buck 
sat rigid, hardly daririg to breathe, 
and waited in terrible suspense for 
what might come. 

Sput-sput ! Again he heard the 
sound. It sent a chill of fearful appre
hension down his spine. He had been 
winning hands down, and now it 
looked as if he were doomed to defeat, 
after all. 

Again the Hisso sputtered, this 
time for a longer period. It picked up 
quickly and as quickly gasped again, 
like a dying man choking for air. 

Instinctively Buck searched the 
earth below. He was almost flat on 
the ground. He climbed slightly for 
more time. The Hisso was going 
dead. The ground below was level; 
and seemed sniooth. Lucky, that. The 
Hisso gasped for the last time, choked 
up an.d died with the prop straight 
across. 

· Buck picked a spot. As suddenly · as an expe� might lay a rug, Buck . 
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brooght the racer down to the ground. 
His heart sank like a rock as he heard 
the thunder of the two Kendalls die 
in the distance. . 

He had an idea what had caused 
the trouble. It was simple, if that 
was it, but time was precious. He 
wanted to keep even and ahead of 
those Kendalls, even though they'd 
started six minutes before he had_. So 
Tex Glover said he was too reckless ! 
They'd stopped him racing in the 
East because of that, had they ? He 
didn't have much experience as a 
pilot, eh ? 

With flashing movements, his hands 
worked with the gas line. It sounded 
like water in gas. He heard the roar 
of a motor overhead, and saw a plane 
flash past, with the pilot waving over 
the edge of his cockpit. 

- The sight and the realization that 
he had lost valuable time drove him 
to work even more swiftly. He had 
the line disconnected. Gas and gluck 
and rusty water spewed out on the 
ground. 

Two more ships roared by just 
above and snarled into the west. 
Frantically Buck worked with the 
carburetor drains, then put things 
back in place again. Two more planes 
roared over, one close behind the 
other. Now he was last in the race 
again. 

His heart fell with a thud. Poor 
old . Chuck ! The poor guy had put 
about everything he had into this 
crate. Even his gas tank was some · 
old empty he'd been able to pick up 
for a song. It was hard to get those 
things completely cleaned out when 
they lay about for a long tim�. 

He had the parts together now; and 
replaced the cowling with trembling 
fingers. He raced to the cockpit-then 
to the prop. With all his might he 
spun the big wood propeller. Again 
he dived to the cockpit and flipped 
on the switch. Back to the prop now. 
Again it spun--silently, with a sick
ening, sucking sound that was far 
from the explosion noise that he 
craved· so- eagerly. 
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Minutes seemed to flash past with 
�en greater speed than had the other 
ships in the race as they roared over
head. Buck was working like a mad
man, talking to himself. He felt ready 
to drop. Back and forth, from cock
pit to prop, and back again. 

And as he worked, precious min
utes swept past-minutes he could 
not hope to make up now before he 
reached Albuquerque, minutes that 
drew his desperate hope of beating 
Tex Glover further and further away 
and hurled into the discard the oppor
tunity of winning the prize of twenty
five thousand dollars for his friend 
Chuck. 

Viciously he whirled at the prop. 
If it didn't catch this time, he'd have 
to give np for a while and rest. He 
was about done in. 

AU his strength went into that last 
pull. The great wooden club spun 
with a hissing sound ; then with a 
wheeze, a .cough and a sputter, it 
turned. It turned once more as a 
cylinder caught, and ran stubbornly 
at first and then smoothly. 

B
UCK'S rubbery legs carried him 

to the cockpit and lifted him 
over the cowling. He managed to bat
ter the gun open, felt the ship gather 
motion under him and eased back on 
the stick as the speed increased. 

Again he was in the air. Hungrily 
he hunched low in the cockpit, watch
ing the compass. Gradually his 
.strength came back. But he was still 
last in the race. The fastest ·plane in 
the :race, and he was coming in last 
on the only stop scheduled. 

Another hour of harrowing sus
pense passed. He couldn't see a single 
ship ahead of him. Even now, before 
he reached Albuquerque, he could see 
the sneering grin Tex Glover wouid 
have waiting for him. when he landed. 
But perhaps it wasn't any more than 
fair for Glover to have his day. Buck 
had had his moment when he'd passed 
KendaU and Glover earlier. 

He saw the town of. Albuquerque 
before him· now. There was the neld. 

He lunged down- at it, ,saw a flagman · 
waiting for him, flashing the flag as 
he thundered over. The time-keeper 
would be there, too, checking him in 
last at Albuquerque. 

For the moment he forgot Chuck's 
words about his fear of the ship and 
disregarded his warning, in his eager
ness to get on th-e ground and have · 
a look at the engine and the mag. 

Buck pulled up in a chandelle to the 
left, turned to make a return over the 
field and held his turn for a moment. 
Suddenly a chill went down his spine. ·· 
He was trying to straighten out o:f the 
turn. Something was · haywire. He · 
couldn't seem to get out of that left 

· bank. 
He remembered Chuck's words now, 

and kicked vici<>usly at the rudder, 
holding the stick over to the right 
with all his might. He felt it g.ive a 
little, felt the bank lessen. 

He was too close to the ground :!low 
to try much. Still, he was desperate. 
It was his only hope. He kicked op
posite rudder with all the strength he 
had, then gunned · the engine wide to 
take effect on the tiny rudder, and 
yanked over on the .stick aga'in. 

His ' heart leaped wildly as he felt 
the plane come level, sluggishly. She 
was giving him an argument all the 
way, but she was coming ! Trees 
flashed at him just below. But he 
was in time. He stormed back at the 
;airport and brought the .ship down 
with plenty of speed. He landed with 
hardly a jar and breathed his first 
long, easy intake of air for the past 
few minutes. 

He saw Kendall and Tex Glover 
coming toward him and heard Glover 
cackle as he spoke. 

"You started last, Rankin, and you 
came in away behind that." 

Buck's muscles tensed. He heard 
Kendall speaking in kinder tones. 

'�That was tough luck, your ·motor 
cutting out on you back there," he 
said. 4'You have a mighty fast plane." 
He was looking over Chuck's home
made racer shrewdly. 4'Tell me-:
wbat caused that trouble you had just 



.· now in that · left turn ? ! noticed that 
you just made it. Something faulty 
with the ship, I suppose ?'' 

- Buck shook his head vigorously. 
"Oh, the ship's perfect. I was just 
giving the crowd a thrill, Kendall. 
That was all ." He left them then, and 
walked to the judges' office. 

, "I'm late, I know," he opened. "Had 
motor trouble and ha'd to set down. 
How late am I-I mean behind the 
winner of this first lap ?" 

The judge went over his records. 
· "About forty minutes, I shou1d say," 

he replied. "The two KEndall jobs 
are leading the . race so far. Of cot1rse 
the next lap will tell .  Some storm 
trouble over toward California. We're 

. .  waiting to hear now. Probabty have 
some dope on it by the time you're 
ready to take off." 

Buck nodded, smiling a little to 
himself as he walked ·back to his 
plane. He worked on the mag, cleaned 
the points and adjusted them, then 
smiled again as he saw the condition 
of the magneto. After all, Chuck 
Pn,ge was a mighty fine designer. 

He finished working on the en
gine, and whirled the prop just for 
_fun. She caught the first time. That 
was better. If he'd only taken the 
time to clean and adjust everything 
back at his forced landing field ! 

A mechanic from the office stepped 
up to him and handed him a tele
gram. He tore it open anxiously. 
Read it and grinned. Read it again. 

"Think I know what's wrong with left 
turns. Too small rudder and ailerons. Might 
help if you increase warp on left wing. 
Best of luck. 

CHUCK." 

Buck Rankin grinned to himself, 
and walked back to the ship. He 
worked with the wires and cables, 
making the suggested adjustments. 
They looked better to him now. Later, 
larger ailerons and rudder should 

·· solve the trouble. 

·- -" -� 

-S-
_
·
_
. HIPS were warming for the start 

of the next and last lap of the 
_ra��-:;-:-the ll)ost perilous part of the 
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trip. Mountains, bad country, and the 
judge had hinted at a storm. Buck 
grinned to himself as he whirled his 
prop and�-heard the Hisso catch once 
more. 

He saw the smug look of confidence 
on Tex Glover's face as he walked 
past on his way to his Kendall plane. 
Now was the test. He'd beat Glover, 
if it was the last thing he did. 

Ships roared into the air at one
minute intervals, at the signals of the 
starter's :flag. Buck taxied down the 
field and waited his turn, tense and 

· eager to be off-to go hurtling toward 
the backs of those. others, to thrill as 
he passed Kendall and Glover again. 
There wasn't much chance of his hav
ing trouble with his engine m>w. 
Everything looked okay. 

Glover and then Kendall roared 
down the field, -lifted and droned we�,t 
toward the finishing point. Buck 
watched them go. 

Suddenly a running figure, coming 
across the field, attracted his atten
tion. He was waving his arms fran
ticalJy, shouting something to the 
starter with his :flag, and waving the 
planes back to the ground. He and 
the starter broke into a run down to 
the line of waiting planes. Four of 
them, inCluding Buck's racer, still re
mained on the ground. 

"A storm ! A terrible storm over 
in the mountains, along the .. Colorado -
River between Arizona and Cali
fornia !" the man shouted in Buck's 
helmeted ear. "We just got news of 
it. Looks bad. Moving east. Not much 
hope of getting through." 

Buck stiffened in his cockpit. "Does 
that mean I'm ordered to stay on the 
ground ?" he shot back. 

The man shook his head. "You can 
go if you want to commit suicide. 
Wish we could have gotten word to 
the others." 

Buck nodded ·shortly with a grim 
expression on his face. "I'll go," he 
snapped shortly. "Tell the starter to 
give the signal when he's ready." 

Buck watched the other planes. 
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After all, it didn't matter mu�h 
whether they went or not. He'd 
passed them all before. 

The starter was waving his flag, 
motioning to him to start. The other 
three were backing out. Good judg-
ment on their part. . 

Buck's hand battered the gun. He 
heard the sound of the Hisso, and 
roared west, leaving Albuquerque be
hind. 

F
OR the next two hours very little 
happened. Buck flew alone. A lot 

of time had elapsed between the last 
plane's leaving and his take .. off. Grad
ually he crept up on the tail of the 
plane ahead of him. 

As he passed, he made great, 
sweeping gestures with his arms, giv
ing the storm signal. The pilot c.ould 
see for himself now. Sterm clouds 
were gathering to the west. 

Buck lunged on. H e  looked back 
once and saw that the pilot had turned 
back. Wise boy. He almost wished 
he could turn back himself. There 
was nothing funny about one of these 
western storms. 

He was climbing now, climbing for 
two dots that stood silhouetted against 
the blackness of the storm ahead. 
Those would be the two Kendalls. He 
could make them out, even at that 
distance, by their low wings. They 
were going through. 

Even now, as he roared toward 
them, the wind was whipping about 
him, bouncing the little racer wildly 
about, like a fluff of down in a swirl
ing breeze. Buck's fingers tightene4 
his safety belt to keep him rigid in 
the cockpit. He knew storms-he'd 
been through many. 

He saw the faces of the two pilots 
of the Kendalls as they turned and 
stared back at him now. They were 
working with their controls to keep 
their ships from looping completely. 
He wanted to g·rin at Glover as he 
passed close. There was no need to 
tell them there was a storm ahead 
now. They were in it-all three of 
them-· fi,ghting their individual bat-

ties with the elements. 
Suddenly mist enveloped a1l three 

and hid each from the view of the 
others. Buck remembered that Glover 
was the closer to him. He veered to 
the left to make sure not to hit him i n  
the smothering fog that enveloped 
them. 

They shot out into the clear again, 
together now. There was no sign of · 
Kendall. He might be anywhere. 
Buck turned and grinned at Glover 
for a moment, then stopped suddenly 
as he saw the expression on Glover's 
face. There was stark fear there, and 
pleading. Glover was motioning to 
him, and seemed to be trying to get 
him to slow up, so that he could keep 
up with him. 

Buck hesitated for an instant. Per
haps it was a trick. He worked fran
tically with his controls to keep from 
being battered about by · the terrible 
gusts of wind, and stared at Glover�s 
face again as he flew closer. There 
was no doubt of the sincerity in those 
pleading eyes. 

Buck's hand instinctively crept to 
the gun and pulled it back slightly. 
The two planes bucked and rolled 
wildly, close together. Buck wished 
that this guy Glover would fly at a 
more respectful distance. There was 
no sign of Kendall now and bis plane 
-no sign of any other planes but , 
those two. 

They shot out into the open for an 
instant. Buck yanked hard on the 
stick. An ugly-looking mountain 
loomed before him. He saw Glover 
follow every movement in despera
tion. Wheels tore through tree tops, 
and he climbed frantically. Glover 
was coming with him, following his 
lead. 

Mist enveloped him again. He lost 
Glover for a fraction of a second and 
found him again. Lightning crashed. 
The roar of thunder came to ·him, 
even above the drone of his own mo
tor. They were being booted about 
in the storm like corks on a choppy 
sea. 

Again the visibility cleared, · He 



· could see below for a moment. The . 
mountains had been passed, and level 
country lay before them. Then fog 
enveloped them once more. Glover 
hugged him close in those intervals 
of mist. He saw his face now, white 
as a ghost's. The kid was scared stiff. 
In spite of himseif, Buck felt sorry 
for him. He seemed totally lost. 

Anxiously Buck tried to check his 
course and lunge on. The compass 
could only be read vaguely. He 
glanced at Glover again. A gigantic 
gust of wind seemed to grip them and 
swirl them about. Buck gasped with 
horror for an instant. Glover was go
ing-· going down in a wild, spinnirig 
dive ! He saw the frantic fear on the 
kid's face as he clutched the stick 
and held it back in his lap, his fright 

.completely overpowering him. 
Out in the clear they shot for that 

moment. Buck did not wait for more. 
He stuck the nose of his racer down 
and howled until the wires screamed 
with the tension and the ship groaned 
from the strain. 

Desperately he tried to shout direc
tions to the spinning Tex Glover as 
he held himself into the spin, frozen 
to the stick with horror. Down, down 
the two hurled, the one out of control, 
the other in a desperate dive. 

· 

B
UCK saw Glover crash in a clump 

of trees at the edge of a large 
. field, and pulled out just in time to 
escape annihilation himself. Then, 
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without the slightest hesitation, he 
came into the rough field to land. The 
country was open, but he couldn't see 
a house for miles. If Glover lived, 
then what ? Buck hated him for what 
he'd done, but he couldn't leave him 
to die. After all, he was human-a 
fellow airman. 

The wind was still wicked . Buck 
kicl\ed his racer about angrily as he 
tried to set down in the field. It was 
a fight all the way. He felt the wheels 
touch. They rolled. Buck leaped from 
the cockpit and raced toward the 
woods, where the wreckage of the 
plane dangled close to the ground. 
Something awful and bloody hung 
half out of the cockpit. Glover-Tex 
Glover, the man he hated. B'ut Buck 
pulled him out, listening to his heart. 
It was still pumping. He was cut and 
bruised and bleeding badly in half a 
dozen places. 

Buck struggled with the problem 
as he carried Tex Glover to his plane 
and stared about for something with 
which to fasten him to the wing. The 
racer was single-place. He'd have to 
tie him to the outside. 

Suddenly he thought of his belt
the same belt he'd taken up to the last 
notch that morning. He had it off in 
a flash, and was strapping Glover's 
limp body to the wing of the racer, 
to the brace wires. He tugged at it 
to make sure it would hold. The belt 
was strong. 

Buck leaped to the cockpit, and the 
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> raoer · bounded over the rough field. 
He might not get off, but he'd have 
the satisfaction of knowing he had 
done the best he could-for another 
human being. 

The plane d a s h e d �cross the 
ground. It was sluggish getting off. 
Trees l()omed before him. The storm 
made the take-off a terrible hazard. 
Swirling wind whipped the tiny plane 
here and there, threatening to set 
it on the ground just at the tree 
boundary. 

Buck clutched the cowling with his 
free hand, and was about to cut the 
switch-the last act before a crash. 
Then suddenly, another gust picked 
the plane high in the air and sent it 
sailing over the tree tops. 

If Buck had been offered a million 
dollars to tell of his struggle through 
that storm for the next hour, he 
couldn't ha.ve d()ne it. He only knew 
that his body was battered and 
bruised and sore. It had been the 
most terrible battle he had ever made 
with the elements. 

Three times, before he reached the 
Santa Monica airport, he was tempted 
to set d own in some field and wait. 
Only the fact that he had a badly 
injured and perhaps dying man 
strapped to his wing forced him to 
go on. Every moment during that 
long hour, it seemed as though he 
were done. Time after time his land
ing gear dragged through tree tops, 
in spite of his fight to keep altitude. 
He seemed utterly helpless-and could 
only hope to keep going--out of the 
storm. 

He tried to climb above it. A down
draft of air struck the ship and car
ried it along, threatening to bash it 
in ruins on the ground. But somehow 
Buck went on, driven by the figure of 
that unconscious man strapped to his 
wing with his own belt-the only 
union be�ween the ship and Glover's 
hundred and fifty pounds. 

He saw the stares of startled sur
prise on the faces of the attendants 
at the airport when he got down some
h()w. He . heard them saying some-

. � '\ . 

thing to him, shouting at him, cheer
ing. They were saying that he'd won, 
that none of the rest had come 
through. All were down somewhere 
or lost. 

But Buck only heard them vaguely 
as he worked with the limp form of 
Glover. He'd called for an ambulance 
when he first landed. Now a doctor 
was helping, making a hasty exam
ination of Glover as he lay on the 
stretcher. , 

He looked up and nodded. "He'll 
pull through, I think. He's been badly 
cut up. A wonder he didn't bleed to 
death. Tying him out in the slip
stream of the propeller probably 
saved his life. Dried the blood and · 
stopped the flow." ., 

Buck sat down on his wing a little 
dizzily. Some one was handing him a 
piece of leather. He managed to grin 
at the bloody thing, then put it around 
his waist and pulled it up. He looked 
into the air as he heard the sound of 
a throbbing motor. 'rhe storm was 
letting up in Santa Monica. He saw _ 
a Kendall low-wing swing over the 
port and land. Kendall climbed from 
the cockpit, looking weak and dizzy. 

SOME ONE told Kendall that his 
pilot had been brought in on the 

wing. Buck nodded as he asked him 
about it. Yep. The other ship spun · 
in during the storm. He'd gone down 
and got Tex Glover. That was all. 
Kendall beamed at him. 

1'Rankin," he smiled, "I've given 
you a raw deal. I took too much for 
granted from Glover about you. He 
came to me with the highest of recom
mendations from a friend of mine out 
here on the coast. Brought a letter 
from him. But all that's past now) 
Rankin. I'll give you a steady job 
flying my ships any time you want to 
begin." 

· 
Buck straightened with ·a start, 

grinning joyously at the big aircraft 
manufacturer. 

"Gee, that's great, Kendall ! I'll 
sure be-." 

Suddenly Kendall eut him short · 

,._ .. . 



with an exclamation. He was staring 
across the tarmac at a middle-aged 
man trotting toward them. Buck sa� 
them shaking hands, and heard Ken
dall's booming voice. · 

"Why, Fenton, I didn't expect to see 
you here. How-" 

"I just happened to be down this 
way and thought I'd come to see you 
win this race, Ken." 

"You're too late," Kendall an
swered. "This young man won the 
race. I guess he and I are the only 
ones to finish so far. Rankin, here, 
is going to take the place of the pilot 
you sent me." 

Buck saw Fenton stare hard at 
Kendall. "The pilot I sent you ?" he 
repeated. "I didn't send any pilot." 

Kendall was fumbling in his pocket 
for a letter. He brought it out and 
handed it to Fenton. Fenton stared 
at it and shook his head. 

"Something's wrong here," he ven
tured. "That's a good imitation of my 
signature, but it isn't mine." 

Suddenly Buck straightened with a 
jerk. "Say," he burst out, "I knew I'd 
seen that guy Glover before. Now I 
know where. He was a greaseball out 
at Roosevelt Field. Always talked a 
big flight with the spectators. I didn't 
recognize him in his trick outfit. Prob
ably afraid I'd queer him if I got 
a job flying with you, too, Kendall. 
That's why he said those things about 
me. As I remember now, he went to 
some flying school away from Roose
velt !"  
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Kendall nodded. "But that'� all 

past, Rankin. You'll have a fine job 
with me from now on. Let's hope this 
fellow Glover doesn't die from his 
foolishness." 

Buck started for the office abruptly. 
"Gee," he exclaimed, "I almost for

got to send a telegram to Chuck. He'll 
want to know I won." 

· 

"I'll go with you," offered Kendall. 
"I've got some word to send to Page 
myself. I'm going t(} buy the design 
of his plane, if he'll sell it to me." 

It was an hour later when Kendall 
tore open an answering telegram 
from Chuck Page. There was one for 
Buck, too. Buck's was short. He read 
it in puzzlement-passed it to Ken
dall. 

"Explaining everything in telegram to 
Kendall. Read his. "CHUCK." 

Kendall's face fell a little, but he 
managed to smile as he passed his 
longer telegram to Buck. He read : 

"Sorry but design of plane not for sale. 
Rankin and I will start a company of our 
own with the prize money. 

"CHARLES PAGE/' 
Kendall turned to Buck with a dis

appointed look. "I suppose that means 
that you won't fly for me, then, Ran
kin. Can't say that I blame you. Page 
has a mighty fine plane there." 

Buck beamed back at him. "Well, 
after all, Kendall," he answered, "I 
didn't give you any more encourage
ment than you gave me at the start." 

HENRY FONDA IN NEW ROLE 
GIVES STAR PERFORMANCE 
Henry Fonda stan in "I Met MT 
Love Again", a Walter Wanger Pic
ture. Another Star Performance 
you'll go for is a velvet-smooth shave 
with a Star Single-edge Blade. ,....,..,,r,""'· 
Star Blade Division, Brooklyn, N.Y. 



The Devi l's Deadl ine 
By Ralph Powers 

In that Balkan hotbed of intrigue were men and women skilled in the 
sly and subtle game of nations. And against them was a hard-boiled 
American newspaper correspondent - looking only lor hot news. 

THE job on the Budapest Globe dispensable. It gave him more con
didn't mean much to Philip tacts, more ways of knowing exactly 

_ Drake in a financial way, but what was going on in that inferno, 
as an aid to his real work it was in- the Balkans, than any other six meth-
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ods. So the prospect of losing it wasn't 
altogether promising. 

Still and all, he knew that Cross
ley, the city editor, was within his 
rights. He, Phil Drake, was a poor re
porter. He hadp't brought in a hot 
story in months. And a Hungarian 
newspaper wants its news hotter than 
any American tabloid ever did. 

Just now, Crossley had humiliated 
him with the humble job of bailing 
Jud Strong, a photographing reporter, 
out of the hoosegow. Crossley had 
said, "See if you can do that right. 
Get Strong out of the box at any cost. 
He's got a dozen pictures that we 
want right away. Get him out-even 
if you have to take his place !" 

Drake's black curly head bobbed an 
okay. He was not the talkative type ; 
most men in his real business weren't. 
All they had to do was think quickly, 
clearly, accurately-and cleverly. 

Not much was known about Drake 
in Budapest--not much, that is, that 
was true. He had given the London 
Times as his former place of employ
ment, Wessex as his place of birth, 
and had admitted a year's scrapping 
with the British in the Big Fuss. All 
this when, as a matter of truth, he 
had never been on the Times, was 
born in Cleveland, Ohio, and had been 
in the Big Fuss as a quiet but effective 
member of the American Black Cham
ber. 

Of course, the Black Chamber was 
no longer in existence, but there had 
sprung up over night that super
magnet of world developments, the 
Green Room. Who belonged to it ? 
Only God and the individual knew. 

Phil Drake sat in the night court, 
legs crossed, hat balanced on his 
knees. Beside him sat a bondsman, 
who constantly looked at his watch, 
and yawned. 

A squad car rolled over Marx Ave
nue, swung into Henry Street and 
squealed to a stop before the Buda
pest Court House. The back door 
opened and a row of enormous Hun
garian officers ushered the prisoners 
into the long hall. 
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Drake saw Strong, and grinned. 

Strong nodded a "Good boy, Drake," 
in return. Then Drake watched the 
girls as they lined up. Some laughed ; 
others were silent. The bondsman 
chirped through thin, bloodless lips, 
"Your friend likes his ladies, eh ?" 

"He's always been that way," ab
JWntly replied Drake, for the last girl 
in the line had attracted his attention 
and caused him to rise from his seat 
in bewilderment. She seemed differ
ent from the others-was different. 
She carried herself with chin up, 
moved with graceful, firm strides. She 
kept trying to stand some distance 
between herself and the rabble. For 
this she was rewarded with several 
vicious thrusts :(rom the officers. 

Drake moved to the nearest officer, 
a tall, husky Hungarian. "That last 
girl,'' he said, still eying her. "What 
is she here for?" 

The officer answered sourly, ''The 
usual thing." 

"Not she./' Drake returned quickly. 
"Why, she-" 

He broke off. The girl had seen 
him, and a startled expression of rec
ognition swept her face. She shook 
her head, anxiously imploring him to 
say nothing. He drew up as tight as 
a clam, returned the sour look to the 
officer with a mock grin, and returned 
tt? the bondsman. 

"You've got a new customer," he 
informed the bail bondsman. 

THEY were in the bail bond office. 
The bondsman was saying to J ud

Strong, the photographer- reporter, 
"You know you're not to leave the 
country, and-" 

"Sure. I've got work to do. Let me 
get my name on that paper and get 
out of here," Strong fired back. He 
signed, clamped his felt hat on at a 
rakish angle, and turned to Drake. 
"T-hanks, Drake. Gee, if I'd lost the 
chance to get these pictures in-" 

"Hot, eh ?" 
"Burning." He disappeared as the 

door slammed. 



78 * * � Captain Hazzard 

Drake turned to the girl. He had 
paid no attention to her in front of 
Strong. Strong could figure a story 
out of anything. 

"Mael !" he breathed. "It's been a 
long time since I last saw you. Where 
was it, Paris or London ?" 

"London, July of '18," she smiled. 
Her voice was rich and full and cul
tured, and she spoke Hungarian too 
well for a native. The fineness of her 
skin and the softness of her hands 
suggested plainly that her somevvhat 
coarse street suit was out of place, 
that she would be more at home in 
an evening gown. 

The papers were filled out. Drake 
motioned her to the desk, watching 
her well-formed shoulders as she 
whisked a pen across the forms, sign
ing "Mael Winters." 

Outside, a light mist was settling 
()Ver the streets, rolling down from 
the vine-covered hills to the east. The 
girl pulled her light coat closer about 
her neck, as Drake hailed a creaking 
taxi and handed the girl in. 

Seated, she turned to him. "You 
don't realize just what you have done 
for me," she said, seriously. 

"Didn't yon pick me up in a lumber 
yard in London when I was just about 
dead ?" he returned. "I haven't for
gotten that, you know. And now, what 
did they put you in for ? How long 
have you been in Budapest? Are you 
still a British op-" 

"Phil !'' she silenced him. The word 
was an exclamation. 

"Sorry." 
"I've been in Budapest less than 

four hours," she - answered, passing 
him a forgiving smile. "And I was 
arrested for-the usual thing !" She 
hurried to add, "Of course, it was a 
frame-up." 

"The dirty rats !" Drake exploded. 
"I thought no one knew I was in 

Budapest," Mael continued, "but evi
dently somebody does-somebody who 
obviously knows what I am here for, 
at that ! As soon as I had registered 
at a small hotel in an out-of-the-way 
section of the city, I went to dinner. 

When I returned to my room, I knew 
something was wrong, but just what, 
I couldn't say. 

"After I had taken my coat off, a 
man suddenly rose from behind the 
bed. He was almost undressed, and 
his hair was mussed. He rolled on the 
bed then, and said 'Hello' in a cocky 

_ tone. He had an empty whiskey flask 
in one hand and smelled vile. Then 
the rendor broke in. What became of 
the man, I don't know, but it certainly 
looked as if l-as if my trip had been 
made for nothing." 

DRAKE'S heavy face frowned, and 
his knuckles whitened. It was a 

contemptible trick, and he knew it had 
been pulled by somebody who knew 
1\Iael 'Winters too well to fool with 
her. She had been connected with the 
British Department of Secret Agen
cies, probably was still connected with 
them. As an English spy, she had 
been the nemesis of more than one 
enemy operative. 

He said, "The fellow was Hun
garian ?" 

"Yes," she replied. "Not a doubt 
of it." 

"Which leaves us in a peculiar sort 
of fog, eh ?" 

"Us ?" 
"Sure, us !" Drake replied, firmly. 

"You don't imagine I'm letting you 
ramble around Budapest unescorted. 
You didn't let me do that when I was 
green in London, did you ?  Okay. 
Then there's no argument. And who 
knows but what you'll give me a hot 
newspaper story ? And do I need one !" 

1\Iael shook her head negatively. 
"No, I can't," she informed him. 
"Things are likely to get plenty dirty 
in the next twenty-four hours, espe
cially now that it's certain that some
body knows I am in Budapest, and 
what I'm here for." 

"All the more reason for me to--" 
The cab gave a sudden lurch as the 

driver cursed in Bohemian and 
clamped on a pair of poor brakes that 
squealed protestingly. Another cab 
had swung around the corner ahead 



and was bearing down upon their cab. 
Drake saw the door of the on-coming 
cab swing open, saw two men in it. 

The driver swore again and threw 
the cab dangerously close to the curb. 
A crash seemed unavoidable. The 
driver wrenched open his door and 
bailed out, landing on the street on 
all fours. But Drake was watching 
the men in the back of the on-coming 
cab. One was hidden almost complete
ly. The other was short, hatchetlike, 
and very dark. Drake caught a glint 
of light on metal. 

To see was to act, with him. He 
gave his companion a thrust that 
sprawled her on the floor. None too 
soon ! Glass showered throughout the 
cab as a heavy-handled knife crashed 
through the door pane and plunked 
into the leatherette seat exactly where 
Mael had been a fraction of a second 
before. 

Then the cab climbed the curb, side
swiped a light pole, and backslid into 
a brick building, where the motor 
stalled. 

Drake thrust open the nearest door 
and scrambled out, but the car of the 
would-be knifer was no longer visible. 
He swung upon the girl. "Hurt, 
Mael ?" he asked. 

"No, but can you hit !" He rubbed 
her shoulder where he had pounded 
her. "But come on, let's get out of 
here before we both go back to jail." 

Together they quickly disappeared 
around the nearest corner, turned 
into an alley, and then broke into a 
run. The British agent was almost as 
fast on her feet as her escort. She 
had to be, in her business. More than 
once her life had depended on those 
feet. 

Out on a main street again, they 
slowed to a walk. Drake turned to 
her. "You had better not go back to 
your room," he said. "Whoever is be
hind this will just make more trou
ble." 

"That's twice in a couple of hours," 
she said. 

Drake shook his head, frowned, and 
pushed his hat back upon his head. 
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"Wrong, young lady," he said, evenly 
but meaningly. "That's once for 
each." 

"What ?" Puzzled, perplexed. 
"What I said," Drake concluded. 

"Once for each. You've got two sets 
of people against you now-not one !" 

"But, Phil, I don't understand. No
body knew I was coming here but 
my immediate superiors. You know 
they're few, and a hundred per cent 
English. There's not a chance of their 
slipping information. One person 
might catch on-but never two !" 

"Nevertheless, there are t w o," 
Drake told her firmly. "And from now 
on, I'm sticking with you, regardless 
of what you say. You don't know this 
town." 

"But two factions, Phil-" 
"Listen, that hotel stunt wasn't the 

work of an Oriental. No Oriental 
would ruin a woman's reputation 
even for a minute, much less a day. 
And that knife-throwing act isn't the 
work of a European. When a German, 
Frenchman, or Hungarian has a mur
der to do, he's a little more at home 
with a revolver. Thus, two factions. 
Understand?" 

DRAKE drew up before a store 
and looked inside. It appeared 

absent of customers. Taking Mael's 
arm, he ushered her in. Telephone in 
hand, he barked a number. 

"Hello, you, Jean? . . . All right, 
cut the funny stuff ! Listen, I've got 
a girl friend. . . . Yeah, an old-time 
friend. . . . No, not nearly as pretty 
as you." He grinned at Mael. "I'm 
bringing her over. Somebody did a 
dirty trick on her. Be right over." 

Jean Kish was just what Drake had 
said, a pretty, blue-eyed, blonde Hun
garian. She liked Drake, and Drake 
knew she was reliable. Beyond that, 
Drake knew she was a quick thinker 
and as smart as a whip. She could be 
trusted with anybody's life. 

Now she br.ought fine Hungarian 
wine and glasses. She gazed first at 
Drake and then at Mael, then said, 
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"I think she is beautiful, Phil." It 
was honest admiration. "English ?" 

Mael nodded. "And thank you," she 
smiled. 

Drake suggested innocently, look
ing through arched brows, "Do you 
want to get me some cigarettes from 
the corner?" 

Jean frowned, then laughed. "Okay. 
Just throw me out the ·window." 

"Five minutes, that's all," Drake 
pleaded. 

Jean was gone. Drake turned to 
Mael. "How much of what's going on 
can you tell me ?" he asked. 

"Only that I am after an important 
formula from the Hungarian War De
partment," she replied. "I'll get it to
morrow, and then return immediate
ly." 

Drake nodded, understanding. Then 
he asked, 44And what has the Earl of 
Sandingham to do with this thing ?" 

Mael took a long time to answer. 
"Just a blind. He came over with all 
the pomp and ceremony due him, but 
he goes back empty-handed. With all 
the noise they gave him, headquar
ters thought I'd be able to slip in un
noticed." 

11Y ou did--except by two factions." 
"And possibly the very ones we 

wanted to evade. The others di dn't 
count." 

11N o ?  And who were the two ?" 
Mael shrugged. "That's not easy to 

say. But Germany goes in deeply for 
war formulas. Japan, too." 

41That brings America into the 
mess." 

Mael nodded. "Yes. America devel
oped the airplane stabilizer that Hun
gary wants, and it's America who 
really gets Hungary's formula for the 
liquid gun powder. The trade was 
made by England at Geneva, but Ger
many got the conference to refuse to 
allow the actual papers to be passed . 
there. Japan got wind of what was 
going on and teamed up with Ger
many. Now, I guess it's each nation 
for itself, and both are probably try
ing to get the formula, and to blazes 
with the other." 

4'But I still don't see how E ngland 
got mixed up in this if America made 
the stabilizer and gets the formula.'' 

"Well, England bought the stabil
izer rights, as I understand. At Ge
neva, Lord Sandingham heard about 
this liquid gun powder. There was 
nothing we had that was of so much 
value to the Hungarians as the stabil
izer. It didn't belong to England. 
England had only rights to use it on 
her airplanes. So Sandingham got in 
touch with America, explained the 
value of liquid gun powder, which 
America wasn't slow in seeing, any
way, and the trade was made. But 
suppose the formula got into the 
hands of the Germans. America would 
say that England deliberately allowed 
this to happen. It would look queer, 
at that.'' 

DRAKE was thoughtful. It cer
tainly would be a bad break if 

Germany or Japan placed their hooks 
on the formula. Suddenly he asked, 
"But what the deuce is the value of 
this liquid explosive, Mael ? \Ve've 
got explosives n9w that will rock the 
state of Jersey if they go off." 

"This particular explosive has a 
low specific gravity. It will float on 
water and won't mix with it. Suppose 
a few tank cars of it are dumped into 
some port and set off with a long
range incendiary shell-what a swell 
blaze it would make !" 

"I believe you're a fire-bug, Mael," 
he taunted. 

But Mael continued sober. "Sup
pose a submarine had· this as ballast. 
The submarine is sunk by depth 
bombs. The ballast rises to the top 
of the water-liquid gun powder. An 
incendiary exploding torpedo follows 
it up and sets it off. And the powder 
blasts to pieces the ship that sent the 
submarine to the bottom ! Two or 
three of these, and there wouldn't be 
a battleship on the ocean that would 
go near a submarine. Phil, if that 
powder got into wrong hands, it , 
would be too bad for a good many 
seaports in this world !" 



· Drake nodded. He could understand 
that. 

"But the thing that gets under my 
skin is why they tried to plant you 
in jail before you had received the 
fonnula from the War Department," 
he said, meditatively. "If you had al
ready received the formula, I could 
understand it. But without it-what 
good would you be in jail ?" 

Mael shook her head. "I can't imag
ine, Phil, but there must be some rea
son. Some deep reason, too." 

She broke off. The door opened. 
Jean Kish poked her pretty, marcelled 
head into the room. 

. "Come on in," Drake replied, ris
ing. "Mael here was just telling me 
how well she can cook. I'll be going 
now, but you keep her here and make 
her cook breakfast. Be seein' you in 
the_ morning." 

IT was inky black on the streets 
now. The mist from the vineyards 

had turned to drenching fog. Drake 
shouldered his way through this to 

· his two-room apartment. Pressing 
the lights on, he stood accustoming 
himself to the light when two men 
rose from different parts of the living
room. Each had a Luger in his steady, 
kill-ready hand. 

Surprised, startled, Drake made a 
move to back out the door, but the 
guns swung up, lining with his eyes. 
He could look down both black, anx
ious barrels. And they dampened his 
ardor to retreat. 

In the fleeting instant that he r�
ognized one of the men as Baron {"fc)n 
Rossv�ldt, a whole book of inddents 
went through his mind. And his eyes 
betrayed recognition of the gray
haired, monocled Teuton. 

During the war, the Baron had been 
the famous and unscrupulous K-14, 
of whom it was said that he knew 
more about English submarine move
ments than did the English govern
ment itself. Nor was this idle chat
ter, for twice K-14 had counterfeited 
orders for mass submarine move
ments down the Thames, only to have 
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them run into newly placed and un
charted mines. It was popular knowl
edge that the Thames was K-14's 
graveyard for English submari�s. 
And what a price had been on his 
head in those days ! 

K-14 had effective, if hard, meth
ods. Drake, as a member of the Ameri
can Black Chamber in England, had 
had valuable information. K-14 want
ed it. Knocked unconscious on the 
streets of London, Drake had been 
taken to a dingy .room near Soho. 
Ropes had almost choked him to 
death ; other ropes had snapped two 
of his arm bones. But K-14 had never 
secured any knowledge from him. 

Now K-14 stood before him again, 
Luger in hand. He was older in ap
pearance, had gray hair. His burn
ing brown eyes were still small and 
squinted, his long nose sharp and 
Teutonic. His chin was square, and 
his features harsh and irregular. 

Certainly, Drake was sure, this 
Teuton wasn't working for Germany 
now-at least, not directly. His cruel 
assassination of two French women 
without authority after the Armistice 
had brought about international com
plications that had forced him to be 
outlawed from any type of govern
mental work. And for the safety of 
his skin he had fled to Holland at the 
time. Now, of course, he might be a 
free-lance spy, and probably was, sell
ing his information to German coun
cils. 

"C o m  e in , mein friend," K-14 
breathed, as if his tongue were sear
ing flame. 

"Sure. Back at your old tricks, I 
see," Drake replied. ''What's it now
submarine information ? You ought 
to know I am as hard as hell to get 
talking." 

''You'll talk." The German smiled 
suavely. "Where is she?" 

"Who ?" 
The other Gennan, to whom he had 

not paid the slightest attention, slid 
quietly across the room. Now he 
brought his Luger sharply down u)lon 
the side of Drake's s:kull. _Stars and 
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half-moons danced in the room, and 

. his knees buckled, but he kept his 
senses. 

"Don't ask s t u p i d questions," 
snapped K-14. "Where is she ?" 

"What are you talkin' about ?" re
peated Drake, moving quickly so that 
another blow wouldn't trouble him. 

"That English girl/' K-14 replied. 
"You took her from jail-" 

"Where you sent her/' Drake's eyes 
searched the German's face for infor
mation, but the spy bluntly admitted, 
"Where I sent her. And what did you 
do with her?" 

"After the accident I sent her 
home." It was a shot in the dark. 
K-14's eyes opened perceptibly. The 
accident was unknown to him, Drake 
was now certain. And that proved 
that some one else was in on Mael 
Winters' deal. 

"You lie ! Come on, talk up, or I'll 
break your neck. Talk !" The two men 
closed in. 

The telephone h_alted their steps. 
K-14 whirled upon it, shot a suspicious 
glance at Drake, and then lifted the 
receiver. Holding his hand over the 
mouthpiece, he said, ''You mutter a 
word, and it will be your last." Then 
into the phone, "Hello." 

"Hello, Phil ?" Drake heard Jean 
Kish's voice. 

"Uh, yes, this is Phil," lied K-14. 
"It-say, you're not Phil Drake. 

Where is Phil ? Operator ! Operatsr ! 
There is trouble up in Phil Drake's 
apartment. Call the r�ndor !" 

K-14 banged down the receiver em-
phatically. : 

"Drake, you listen to me," he 
snapped, brows climbing to savage 
wrinkles. "You help that British girl 
get those formulas ·Qut of Hungary 
and I'll ride you i� death. Keep 
away ! "  > ' 

"Go on. I'm tied. Get out before 
she has all the cops in Hungary down 
here. She's a sweet little Hunky, and 
likes me a lot. Beat it !" 

·when K-14 had left with his agent, 
Drake called Jean. 



"Thanks," he said, softly. "You got 
me out of a tight spot. No, I'm not 
hurt. Now go to sleep and keep an 
eye on her. She's in more danger 
than I am. G'night !" 

THE next morning's Globe carried 
the flaming headlines : 

EARL OF SANDINGHAM 
BRITAIN'S ENVOY 

John, Earl of Sandingham, arrived in 
Budapest yesterday as England's envoy to 
complete the transaction that will enable 
Hungary to compete with the world's largest 
and strongest airplane manufacturers. It is 
expected that this . . . .  

Drake studied the paper reflectively 
and shook his head in disgust as he 
threw it on the desk before Crossley, 
the city editor. 

11If you can't get hot news, you 
print lies," commented Drake, sourly. 
"Oh, well, it's your rag-" 

Crossley gazed up, studied him, 
then grunted. 

"Maybe our star reporter, Phil 
Drake, who might draw his last pay 
next Saturday, knows something else 
the Earl is here for," he suggested 
sarcastically. 

"Maybe--later in the day," Drake 
taunted, grinning. "And will your 
face be red !" · 

"Get fresh, and will your eyes be 
black !" shot back Crossley, nodding 
as though he meant it. "Just for good 
luck, suppose you trot on down to the 
morgue and see who that stiff is they 
brought in early this morning." 

"Name ?" asked Drake. 
"I don't know. Some wench, stabbed 

a couple of times. Good-looker, the re
port says, but nobody seems to know 
her. You know everything ; maybe 
you know everybody. Go on, beat it. 
We don't want the information for 
next week. We want it for the after
noon edition." 

At the morgue, Drake was ushered 
into the frost box by a sleepy-eyed at
tendant. A young girl on a slab was 
unveiled for him. At the sight of her, 
his jaw fell, and his face drained of 
all color. He looked closer, touched 
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her soft skin with the back of hi§.1 
hand. There could be no doubt of it 
-it was Mael Winters ! 

"Know her ?" the attendant asked. 
"Huh? No. Thought I did at first." 

His lie was effective. 
"Another fellow thought he recog

nized her at first." The attendant's 
pale eyes seemed h!> yawn with his 
mouth. "But he was mistaken, just 
like you." 

"Another fellow ?" Drake came to 
attention. "When?" 

"Twenty minutes ago." 
11What did he look like ?" 
"He was big, and had gray hair." 

He yawned again, slowly. ��But that's 
all I know." 

"Hungarian, too, I suppose," sug
gested Drake. 

"Oh, no. He was plenty German." 
It didn't take K-14 long to find out 

things. That was the way he had been 
during the war. 

Outside, Drake made a rush to a 
telephone and snapped a number into 
the mouthpiece. His heart pounded 
with wrath. A voice answered. 

.. Hello, Jean," he said. "Phil. What 
the devil is the big idea of letting that 
kid get away? I told you to watch 
her. Good Lord, she's down in the 
morgue now. And-" 

.. Couldn't you sleep it off last 
night ?" Jean demanded. "Well, go 
home and sleep some more. A man 
as drunk as you-" 

"Don't give me a lot of lip. I tell 
you-" 

"Tell it to the kapitany," she re
turned. "Miss Winters is right here 
with me now." 

Drake shook his head. Was he 
drunk, after all ? "You're sure ?" 

.. Yes. She uses two lumps of sugar 
in her coffee. No, it's three, Phil. 
Hear the third one drop ?" 

Drake was more than puzzled. He 
was bewildered. · That girl on the 
morgue slab was a perfect ringer for 
Mael Winters. And she had been 
stabbed. Not shot, but stabbed-an 
Oriental trick. Could it be that the 
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-Orientals who had hurled a knife at 
Mael the night before had killed the 
wrong person ? 

His mind was a riot of thought, as 
a blinding light suddenly burst upon 
him. Then he said, "Jean, tell Mael 
to get me a picture of herself right 
away. If she hasn't got one handy, 
slip out and buy a camera. The paper 
will pay for it. Yes, a snapshot will 
do. See you in twenty minutes." 

His brain was a riot of thoughts. 
K-14 thought Mael Winters was dead, 
but he didn't know that Drake knew 
it. So what '! -so K-14 would be in
formed about it-informed in pretty 
big type. 

Back at the morgue again, Drake 
studied the girl more closely. There 
was small wonder that this girl had 
been mistaken for Mae! Winters. 
Only her hair was different, he saw 
now, and that had been hidden by a 
hat. It was a strange coincidence. 

THE late morning edition of the 
afternoon Globe carried a two

column picture of Mael Winters and 
the caption : 

BRITISH GIRL STABBED 
IDENTITY UNKNOWN 

Early this morning a ·  girl, apparently 
British, was found stabbed to death on St. 
Christopher Utca. The absence of a passport 
on her person made it impossible to ascertain 
her identity. The rendor state that she had 
been dead less than an hour when found. 

Exceptionally pretty, brown hair, and five 
feet-

" And that," Drake glanced at Mael, 
tapping the paper suggestively with 
his right hand, "is your passport for 
free movement in this town. The 
Orientals think they killed you, and 
K-14 will turn his attention to other 
channels when he sees that even I be
lieve you are dead. You are now free 
to go and come as you please." 

Mael smiled. "Yot;.-'re a genius, 
Phil." 

"But now you've got to get busy," 
he continued. "The London plane 
leaves at 2 :30. You get the formula, 
and I'll meet you at the plane to see 

you off. Good luck. And you'd better 
wear some of Jean's clothes, just for 
safety." 

On the street again, Drake inhaled 
a deep breath. He felt suddenly re
lieved of a lot of trouble. He admitted 
that he might be a bum reporter, but 
as an agent for the American Green 
Room, he felt clever enough to cook 
up a good excuse for a fellow friend. 
Never in his life had he stumbled on 
a more lucky break. It warranted a 
drink, and he forthright maneuvered 
through the swinging doors of a cafe 
and ordered a rich brand of Tokay. 

He was still pleased with himself 
when he turned to leave the estab
lishment. As he did, he found burly 
Hungarian officers on either side of 
him, armed with manacles. Ahead of 
him was K-14, his eyes grinning, but 
evil. 

"That's the man, officer," K-14 said, 
his bullish voice booming. 

"All right. Fellow, you're under 
arrest." 

Drake struggled to keep cool. This 
would take more than hot-headed 
words, he felt certain. Somehow K-14 
had managed to turn the tables on 
him. 

"Yeah ? What for ?" he demanded. 
"For gyilkolas." 
"Murder?" echoed Drake. 
"Precisely. For the gyilkolii8 of 

that young English girl found on the 
streets this morning. You were the 
last seen with her. You aided her 
from jail, and you didn't take her 
home. There was trouble at your 
apartment last night, also. The tele
phone operator was notified by some 
woman." 

· 

"Why, you dumb-" Drake broke 
off. There would be time to talk later. 
He mustn't disclose the fact that Mael 
was still alive. Three more hours, 
and the formula would be safe in the 
air. Then would be the time to talk. 
After all, once the girl he had es
corted from jail reappeared, they 
would have to let him go. 

"Hell, night life is killing me, any-
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way," he yawned. "Let's move. I 
need the rest." 

K-14 followed them, an irritating 
grin on his face. Inside headquarters, 
he asked to see Drake alone. 

"He is a particular friend of mine." 
He s m i l e d  mirthlessly. "Only I 
couldn't see even him get away with 
murder.'' 

· "I understand," the kapitany said. 
''Tell the guards I said you could see 
him." 

Facing Drake, K-14 beamed. "You 
Yanks are a brainy lot !" 

Drake made no reply, though ·his 
blood boiled with an urge to throttle 
von Ross veldt for that crack. He won· 
dered just how much the German 
really knew. He wasn't long finding 
out. 

"It was clever of you to say that 
girl in the morgue was our British 
friend," K-14 taunted, his lips tapered 
with sarcasm. "But before you make 
such statements, you ought to find 
out who she really is, and who her 
friends are. You'd save yourself a lot 
of embarrassment." 

"You mean you-you know who she 
is ?" It was incredible. 

K-14 nodded. "I brought her from 
<krmany because she looked so much 
like your British friend. With her, I 
intended-" 

But Drake wasn't listening. What 
a fool he had been. He knew only too 
well what K-14 was saying-that the 
fake arrest had been made because 
this German girl would have been 
able to take her place at the War De
partment, secure the formula, and 
turn it over to K-14. 

His eyes lifted slowly, suspiciously. 
"You-you killed her ?" 

K-14 shook his head. "N o-o,'' he 
said. "That was the work of-of 
other factions." He paused. "I hope 
they still believe it is your friend. That 
will give me a clear field-a very clear 
field. And now you can sit here and 
keep cool. When I have the formula, 
I'll let the girl come and free you. By 
the way, how much do you think the 

(Continued on page 88) 
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Fatherland will pay for a liquid pow
der formula-half a million marks ?" 

D R A K E  cursed fluently as he 
watched the rugged Teuton pa

rade down the stone corridor. 
Mael Winters was in a tough spot 

now, he meditated. She imagined her
self unwanted by anybody, and with 
the formula in her possession, she 
would be at the mercy of the ravaging 
K-14. Of course, she wouldn't submit 
freely, but K-14 had methods that 
made even tough men break down. 

That he was unable to help her 
now, Drake realized. To warn her that 
their coup de maitre had turned into a 
fizzle was equally impossible. But was 
it? A thought struck him with all the 
force of a Luger's butt. He bounded 
to the door, wrapped his big hands 
around two bars and yelled for a 
guard. His call was particularly vi
cious, and half a dozen men came 
running. 

"Let me at a telephone," Drake de
manded. "It's life and death. It's-" 

"Ne.m!" a surly officer replied. 
"No ? I tell you it is necessary," in

sisted Drake, his fists knotting tighter 
on the steel grating. "There's a girl 
who is going to get into a lot of trou
ble. I can keep her out of it, only I-" 

"Nem!" 
"Well, just don't say I didn't warn 

you. Because if anything happens to 
that girl in Hungary, your heads 
won't be worth a damn. She's here 
on business with the War Depart
ment-" 

"War Department ?" Eyes opened 
all around. The name was like the 
magic of Aladdin's lamp. 

Drake saw that he had struck a 
vulnerable spot. "That's right. And 
she's in trouble now, maybe. If a teJe .. 
phone call can reach her-" 

It was only a matter of minutes be
fore he was at the telephone. He 
barked a number, heard the burring of 
the ring repeat itself. His heart sank, 
and the color now drained completely 

(Continued on page 90) 
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SCHOOL-AGE PIMPLES? 
Let millions of tiny, living plants help 

keep blood free of skin irritants 

Thousands of young f>eople have said good-by 
to the curse of youth-a pimply skin. They 
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(Continued from prkge 88) 
from his face. Mael had already left. 
But Jean-what of her ?  Why didn't 
she answer ? 

Drake retraced his steps to the cell. 
What could be done ? Something had 
to be. Mael Winters' life was at stake 
-and Jean's, perhaps. 

Suddenly he paused in his tracks, 
whirled about, and raced again to the 
phone. Jerking the receiver from the 
hook, he shot a number into the 
mouthpiece. 

"G'me city editor.," he barked. 
"Forget who it is. G'me Crossley . . . . 
Crossley? . . .  Drake. I'm in the hoose
gow . . . .  Charges?-Murder . . . .  No
body, you sap, but I've got to get out, 
or there's goin' to be another . . . . No, 
I'm not going to murder anybody 
here. Listen. 

"You know that dame we said was 
dead-stabbed to death on the streets 
early this morning? • . .  Well, she isn't 
dead . . . .  No ! . . .  But I tell you the one 
that's in the morgue is another one. 
They look exactly alike . . . .  What'd I 
do that for ?  Because-say, you 
get me out of here for an hour and I'll 
give you the biggest story you ever 
had. There won't be another paper 
in the city with it. Spies, formulas, 
Earl Sandingham posing as a dummy, 
Orientals, murder-right here in Bud
apest . . . . Sure, I'll be waitin' for you. 
Send Strong down to get me out." 

' '"'-X TE take turns getting each 
l' l' other out,'' Strong said, 

laughing as he took Drake's cell. 41The 
minute I told them the dame's name 
was Mael Winters, they believed I'd 
killed her. And say, you're sure this 
Winters dame is alive?" 

"Oh, sure," Drake consoled him. 
"Because I don't want those rendor 

boys to have to keep me too long." 
On the street Drake hailed a taxi. 

Crossley was waiting for him at the 
Globe office. 

"What's this about spies ?" he be
gan. 

"Forget it," returned Drake. "What 
have you got on von Rossveldt?" 
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"The Baron ?" 
"Yes." 
"Nothing, except his war record." 
"Know where he lives ?" 
"Lives ? Is he in Budapest?" 
Drake's fingers laced his hair as he 

tried to pull a fistful free. "And you 
talk about the Globe wanting hot 
news ! Damn it, you don't even know 
a hot man when you get one in the 
city. Get the War Department �n the 
phone. See what they know." 

They knew exactly nothing. 
Drake rubbed his heavy brows with 

the heel of his hand, as though trying 
to press away an oncoming fog. 
4'Then get the Department of Emigra
tion," he finally ordered. 

They knew something, but not 
much. Von Rossveldt had been in Bud
apest six weeks before, had stamped 
out for Holland via the Amsterdam
Magyar Air Lines. and was conse
quently not in the country._..._Crossley 
hung up the receiver. - · 

Drake chewed his lips. "No wonder 
you lost the war," he muttered. "Any
body that takes the word of von Ross
veldt is· a fool-and here's a whole 
Emigration Department-" 

The sharp jangle of the phone cut 
him short. His eyes followed Crossley 
as the telephone was answered. Cross
ley pushed the instrument forward. 
"For you," he said. 

Drake answered it, then listened. 
The room grew tense. "You say it's 
on St. Anthony Utca? Big brown 
house, eh ? Okay, darling. You're made 
of the right stuff. But about those 
. brownies-no, I can't dope them out. 
It was one of them that hurled a knife 
at Mael last night, but it was too dark 
to make them out. Be see in' you." 

The receiver crashed. Drake swung 
on Crossley. 

"The kid that called then is better 
than the whole damned staff of this 
newspaper," he said fiercely. "You in
cluded ! Now get this straight. In ex
actly five minutes call the rendor. 
Send them out to 512 St. Anthony 
Utca. Tell them to send a raiding 
squad." 
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NUMBER 512 St. Anthony Street 
was a large brown residence 

that sat well back from the street. As 
the taxi swu�g into the yard on two 
wheels, Drake saw with satisfaction 
that the heavy front door was already 
open. 

"Wait," Drake instructed the - driv
er, and bounded up the steps three at 
a time, dragging a Colt from his· pock .. 
et. 

He didn't pause at the door, but 
raced into a room which was large and 
barren and brown. Gloomy shadows 
spread over its dank floor. Somewhere 
in that house was Mael ·winters, Jean 
had told him over the phone. Probably 
upstairs, he reasoned. But his- eyes fell 
upon two heavy doors on each side 
of the room, and he moved quickly 
to them to make certain what was be
yond. Both opened into ·barren and 
musty rooms. 

He stalked rapidly to the stairs. As 
yet, nothing had attracted his atten
tion. Not a sound had reached his 
ears. Could Jean have been mistaken? -

At the top of the stairs he swung 
down a wide hall. It was decorated on 
both sides by doors, some small and 
some large. The small ones· were linen 
closets, he reasoned. The large ones 
would open into the rooms. 

He moved with caution, his broad 
shoulders leaning against each door 
as he listened. 

A scream reached his ears, and he 
swung about. It had apparently come 
from beyond the door at the far end 
of the hall. Another scream pierced 
the heavy air. It was followed by an 
oath-not of anger, but of pain, and 
it had a German accent. 

"K-14, or I'm a-" 
A woman's scream pierced his ear, 

and its sound charged him into action. 
He reached the door in a flash and 
wrenched it open. 

Two people fell within his gaze si
multaneously. One was Mael Winters, 
roped to a chair, almost unconscious 
from pain. There were wounds from 
a knife on her back and neck. 
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K-14 was the other, and he, too, 
was bound to a chair. Sweating, snarl
ing, he pleaded with the men about 
him for mercy, insisting that the girl 
had the formula. 

HA swell rat, you," Drake grated. 
At the first opening of the door, a 

small Oriental looked up. His eyes 
were black and malicious and slant
ing. At the sight of Drake he ducked 
his head and dived for the pearest 
window. 

There was no time to stop him, but 
stopped he must be. Drake's Colt lift
ed and roared. The sound thundered 
through the building, and the Oriental 
staggered in his tracks, tried to rise, 
and crashed against the wall, a .38 
bullet in his hip. 

"You ought to hang around a while, 
Jap," Drake grunted. 

Then Drake was too busy to see 
anything but Filipinos. They were 
small, but they were fast and furious 
-and there were two of them. 

One grappled with him from the 
front, trying to sink long-nailed fin
gers into his throat. Drake hurled 
him away. As the Filipino hit the 
floor, the knife that he had played 
upon Mael and K�14 came into action. 
Drake tried to bring his Colt into play, 
but was slow. The steel blade left the 
Filipino's hand with bullet speed, and 
struck the gun hand. The Colt jumped 
from his fist and slid across the room, 
where it lay hidden in a dark corner. 

The other brown-skinned Filipino 
jumped him from behind, digging his 
knee into the small of Drake's back, 
and clinging like a leech. Drake spun, 
tried to dislodge his burden, but 
failed. The Filipino who had knifed 
him shuttled into action, struck him 
below the knees hard and tigerishly. 
Down he went with a thud. Fingers 
tore at his throat. He tried to pry them 
loose, break them, but they were thin 
bands of steel in strength. He felt his 
senses reeling. Desperately, he strug
gled to his knees, but was flattened 
again as they were pulled from be
neath him. 
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Self-Supporting in Ten Month. 
"I am able to live on the money I 
earn by writing, and it is not yet 
ten months since I began the course ! 
Until a few months after beginning 
study with you I had never had a 
line published in any commercial 
publication. What more can I say 
for a course which has enabled me 
to earn a livelihood by the most congenial work I have ever done ?" 

John N. Ottum, Jr. Box 95, Lisbon, N. D. 

How do you know 
you can't WRITE? 

Have you ever tried? 
Have you ever attempted even the l�aat bit of 

training, under competent guidance ? 
Or have you peen sitting back, as it is so easy to 

do, waiting for the day to come some time when :vou 
will awaken, all of a sudden, to the discovery, "1 am 
a writer"? 

If the latter course is the one of your choosing, 
you probably never will write. Lawyers must be law 
clerks. Doctors must be internes. Engineers must 
be draftsmen. We all know that, in our times, the 
egg does come before the chicken. 

It is seldom that any one becomes a writer until 
he (or she) has been writing for some time. That is 
why so many authors and writers spring up out of 
the newspaper business. The day-to-day necesaity 
of writing-of gathering material about which to 
write--develops their talent, their background and 
their confidence as nothing else could. 

That is why the Newspaper Institute of America 
bases its writing instruction on journalism--con
tinuous writing-the training that has produced so 
many successful authors. 

Learn to write by writing 
N

EWSPAPER Institute training is based on the New York Copy-Desk Method. It starts and keeps you writ· 
ing in your own home, on your own time. Week by week you 
receive. actual assignments, just as. if you were ri�ht at work 
on a great metropolitan daily. Your writing is �ndividually 
corrected and constructively criticized. A group of men, 
whose combined newspaper experience totals more than .:aoo 
years, are responsible for this instruction. Under sueh 
sympathetic guidance, you will find that (instead of vainly 
trying to copy some one else's writing tricks) you are rapid
ly developing your own distinctive, self-flavored style--un
dergoing an experience that has a thrill to it and· which 
at the same time develops in . you the power to make your 
feelings articulate. 

Many people who should be writing "become awestruck by 
fabulous storie� about millionaire authors and, therefore, 
give little thought to the $25, $ s o  and $100 or more that 
can often be earned for material that takes little time to 
write--sto ries, articles on business, fads, travels, sports, 
recipes, etc.--things that can easily be turned out in leisure 
hours, and often on the impulse of the moment. 

A chance to test yourself 
We have prepared a unique Writing Aptitude Test. This 

tells you whether you possess the fundamental qualities nec
essary to successful writing-acute observation, dramatic in
stinct, creative imagination, etc. You'll enjoy taking this 
test. The coupon will bring it, without obligation. Newspaper 
Institute of America, One Park Avenue, New York. 
� - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - · - - · · · · - - - - - �  

Newspaper Institute of America 
One Park Avenue, New York 

Send me, without cost or obligation, 
your Writing Aptitude Test and further 
information about writing for profit. 

�ri.r r 0 0 • - 0 0 0 0 0 • - • - 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 • 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 

Address . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  : . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . (.All COITes!l<lndroce COD1identiat No salesmen wm call �3f.�e� 
� - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - · - - - - - - - - - - � 
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in 90 Days at Home 
Hundreds of men and W()!llen or all age5 18-50 mak6 $10.00 
to $20.00 1n a slngle day giving s�ientitlc Swedish Massage and 
Hydro-Therapy treat.menta. There 1s a bill demand from ·lloo
pltals, Sanitariums, Clubs, Doctors nnd private patients as 
well as Oll'IJOrtunitieo lor e•tablishlng your own of!lce. !.earn thia interesting money·making profession- In your own 
oome by mail through our home etudy course. Same 

in our NATIONALLY KNOWN resident scbool. 
awarded UlKltl completion ot 1be course. Course 
can be completed In 3 to 4 montbl. Blgb School 

��l�"feai"nt��� necesaar)'. ll1any earn big money 

AnatomyCharls &Sample lessons FREE 
Enroll now and we will include uniform coat, med· 
los! dictionary, patented reducing roller and Hydro- Therapy supplies without e:ztl'a cost. The 
reducing course alone may be worth many times 
the modest tu1t!on fee. Send couPOO now for booklet eonta.lning ,r,ooto-
ft�=��te�nd 

sa�����ra 1is�".: :�:::;•t�d 11r_:n���:Y 
Charts. Theae will all be .sent postpaid-F REE. 

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -
THE Collece of Swedish Massage 
(Successor to National Col lege of Mas&age) 

�0��;} 8�J 6,2.� ���r��d Bo��::;��dAn����.?haru., illustrated 
•ample lesson sheQta and book� containing phctograpba and lettera from rp·aduatea. 

Name • • • . • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •  

Adclreu . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 
City . .  . . . . . .  . .  . .  . .  . .  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . . • Stata . . . . . . . . . .  

Sends Treatment lor 

A S T H M A  
Paroxysms oa Free Trial ! 

I will ecnd any su!l'erer a regular $1.25 bottle of L.ane's Treatment by prepaid mall. Used by thousands and this bottle does not c<>&t 
rou a single ptnny until you are relieved-then only $1.25, If nat 
rour report cancels charge, D. J, LANE, 268 Lane Bldg,, St. Marys, 
Kansas. 

H I G H  B L O O D 
PRESSURE ALLIMIN Essence of Gulio-

Parsley Tablets used regularly 
- according to directions lower the blood pressure and relieve headaches and dizzi-

ness in the great majority of eases. Dr. Frederic 
Damraa, eminent New York physician, re}l()rts such relief in 22 out of 26 cases. ALLIMIN Tablets nre for sale by good drug stores everywhere in two sizes 
-liOc and $1.00. When you buy, insist on getting the 
genuine ALLIMIN. FOR FREE SAMPLE .AND 
VALUABLE BOOKLET WRITE 

VAN PATTEN CO., 54 W. lllirto1s St., Chicago 
Start a POTATO CHIP 

BUSINESS 
pOtatoes 

sensational new uGreaseless'" 
Potato Chips and sell for 35c a lb. 
Ideal business for men or women 1n 
spare or full tirr.e. Small investment 
b�i5s(��1��

e j':�fri�:r��u N�a:�eart�
e
o�

e
��:,ct·tJ ��� y"o::,rrt0'7tr�� �ay. All information, ptr.turc!'=, prices and terms sent free-. Send a 

posta) card for Free F11cts on this big "Home Bnstr.eoros" Onportunity, 
G. H. HA.RDT, Oe�t. C- 195, 325 West Huron St., Chicago, Ill. 

He dimly realized that Mael was 
screaming encouragement to him. It 
brought back his senses for a fleeting 
instant. Once more he tried to re
gain his feet, but in vain. 

His senses reeled. What would be
came of Mael, once he was out cold ? 
Those Filipinos would get the formula 
if they had to torture her all night. 
Why the devil didn't the police come ? 
He had given himself five minutes ; it 
was now almost ten. 

His brain became a riot of thoughts. 
Mael had called him a genius, because 
he could think his way out of any
thing. \Veil, he had thought her out of 
jail. He had even thought himself out 
out of it. He had outwitted K-14. But 
these dumb little Filipinos and that 
Jap . . . . 

Jap ! That was it. He forced his 
blurring eyes to better use. He could 
see the small faces-evil faces, grin
ning faces, necks craned under them 
thin and scrawny. 

His fist doubled, but not into a ball. 
He knew he didn't have the strength 
to knock them off. It doubled into a 
thin line of knuckles, fingers barely 
touching his palm. 

Then he punched, snakelike and 
sharp. A Filipino gave a groan as 
Drake's fingers struck his throat, knif
ing his wind. He fell back in horror. 

The other Filipino saw what had 
happened. He ducked his chin to pro
tect his neck. Just in time-just in 
time to have two straight fingers poke 
him on each side o( his nose, square 
in the eyes, a sharp poke that burned 
and blistered, and caused him to re
lease his hold. Two Jap jujitsu tricks ! 
\Veil, he had thought himself out of 
that mess, after all ! 

Then Drake heard a commotion on 
the stairs. An army might be coming 
up, from the noise they made. But it 
was only the rendor, as usual too late 
to be of any service. 

Q
UICKLY and efficiently the po
lice freed Mael 'Vinters and K-

14, while Drake rose to his feet and 
faced the tall, bald-headed man who 

Please me�tion ACE FICTION GROUP when amwering cd!icrtisemcnts 



appeared to be the kapitany. His eyes 
fell on Jean Kish, anxious and star
tled. He tossed her a smile. K-14 stood 
sullen and silent. The wounded Jap 
had been hauled to his feet, and stood 
between two stalwart men. 

"Better take that J ap down to head
quarters," Drake suggested to the 
kapitany. 

He paused and turned to the Ger· 
man. "Let us see your passport, Teu
ton." 

K-14 turned white. "Why, you-'' 
Drake laughed sheepishly, "Enough 

said !" He turned to the police. "Here 
is an undesirable citizen without a 
passport. He sent somebody else back . 
to Holland posing as himself, so that 
he would have a perfect alibi when he 
escaped with a Hungarian War De
partment formula. He had the whole 
thing worked out pretty well, only be 
forgot to get the telephone taken out 
of headquarters !" 

"We'll attend to him," the kapitany 
promised, mirthlessly. "Anybody that 
:L.._�:::; with the War Department in 
Hungary gets special attention at 
headquarters.'' 

Crossley muscled into the room 
now. "How about that story ?" 

"Too busy now. Got to get this girl 
down to headquarters to set a prisoner 
loose, and then take an airplane for 
England." He swung to Mael. "Got 
what you came after ? Great ! Come on, 
Jean." 

"But that story," insisted Crossley. 
"Fair enough," Drake returned. 

"Here is copy : 'Mr. and Mrs. Otto 
Krubek announce the birth of a 
twelve-pound boy. Mother and son are 
doing nicely-; " He pushed both girls 
through the door. 

"Why, you-" exploded Crossley. 
"Go on back to the office. I'll be 

there in less than twenty minutes. I'll 
burn that front page right off the pa
per tonight !" 

Crossley gazed at the empty door
way, but he couldn't hold back. "And 
had you better do it !" he raged. 
"Brother, I'll say you had !" 
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BIG 
QUICK 
CASH 

PROFITS 
YOUR OWN SHOES FREE ��� Start your own "Dusiness wlthout investment. Ste-ady income all year showing out-��3����' :eiho���ln<fv��n� 5�

en
�f;le�.0��� ,1>oo �old Bond guaranW.es satisfaction. Free shirts, tle�. hosiery o�ters to customers. Wonderful self� ����:���� n�����t Bl�hs3't'

e
s:���:o�;�!·or�h��; t�HH fl! Free! Write TODAY for full information, money- S jlj i making plan and FREE SELLING KIT. 

TANNERS SHO.E CO., 714 C Street, BOSTON, MASS. 

FREE E N L A R G E M E NT 
Just to get acquainted 

with new customers, we will beautifully 
enlarge one snapshot negative (film) to 8x10 
inches-FREE-if you enclose this ad with 
lOc for return mailing. Information on hand 
tinting in natural colors sent immediately. 
Your negative will be returned with your 
free enlargement. Send it today. 

GEPPERT STUDIOS 

90 DAYS' T.RIAL 
If you need teeth, but do not care to spend much money, my 
pleasant econom leal method is 

MOR£1 .what you want. My guarantee 

Dept. 769 
Des ll'lolnes, Iowa 

t. plan gi;es you three months' 
trial to see how they fit and look. Unless you are perfectly satis
fied they do not cost you one cent. I have thousands of satisfied cusiomers wearing my dental _plates. 1\Iy Special Method Is rounded 
on 30 YBAllS' EXPERIENCE. 

SEND NO MONEY 
Write TODAY for FREE impression material and instructions. 
OR. CLEVELA N D  503-05 M lssour_i Ave. 
Dental Laboratory Dept. 62-D E. St. LOUIS, Ill, 
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SWEARS HE GAINED 14 LBS� 
THIS QUICK EASY WAY 

For some time I had been losing weight. 
and didn't have any pep or energy. I 
couldn't. eat, and what I did eat didn't 
seem to do me any good. Then my skin 
began to get pimply. I looked so bad I was 
ashamed to go out and meet anybody, 
Then I saw an advertisement of Ironized 
Yeast and thought I would try it. Inside of 3 weeks I saw my skin clearing and began 
to gain weight and feel peppy again. In 
about 3 months I gained 14 pounds, and 
am now in fine shape. My new huskiness 
and pep has brought me 
lots of new friends, too. I 
never knew what a differ
ence an Improved appear
ance could make in a 
person's popularity • 

.Don Russo, Phila., Pa. 
Sworn to before me Jos. E. Smith 

tv otar:; Public 

Don Ru .. o awean to his dartling atatement be/ore Notary Public Smith 

Thousands Gain 10 to 25 Pounds 
With New lronized Yeast Tablets 

TF you're skinny and puny-look.1. 1ng, and consequently not very 
popular, here's wonderful good 
news. You . see what Don Russo 
swears to under oath above. Then 
remember he's just one of many thoueands of thin rundown people 
who never could gain before, but 
who've put on 10 to 25 pounds of 
f!olld, naturally good-looking fiesh 
-with these amazing new Ironlzed 
;Yeast tablets. 

Not only that, but they've also 
gained naturally clear skin and 
healthy color, new pep and energy, 
new friends, new g;ood times and popularity-often in 1ust a few weeks/ 
Why they build up so' quick 
Scientists I:. have discovered that 
hosts of people are thin and rundown only because theY don't get 
enough Vitamin B and iron in their 
daily food. Without these vital ele
ments you may lack appetite and 
not get the most body-building 
good out of what you eat. Now you 
get these exact missing elements In these new Ironlzed Yeast tablets. 

They' re made from one of the 
world's richest sources of healthbuilding Vitamin B - the special 
yeast used in maklng English ale. 
By a new costly process, this rlch 
yeast Is concentrated 7 times, tak
ing 7 pounds o! yeast to make just 
one pound o! concentrate - thus 
making 1t many times more powerful in Vitamin B strength than 
ordinary yeast. Then 3 'kinds of 
strength-building iron (organic, in

C>rganic and hemoglobin Iron) and 
pasteurized English ale yeast are 
added. F1llally every batch of this 

Ironized Yeast fs tested and re
tested biologically for Its VItamin 
B strength. This Insures its tun 
weight-building power. 

No wonder, then, that these 
new easy-to-take little' Ironized 
Yeast tablets have helped thou
sands of the skinniest people 
who needed their vital elements 
quickly tQ gain new normally 
attractive pounds and new pep, 

Make money-back test 
To make ft easy for you to 
try Ironized Yeast, we do bet
ter than offer you a small 
sample package. We offer you 
a FULL SIZE package, and 
you d o n ' t  risk a penny. 
For 1f with this first package you 
don't begin to eat better and get 
more benefit from your food - If 
you don't feel better, with more 
strength, pep and energy - if you 
are not convinced that Ironlzed 
Yeast will give you the normally 
attractive flesh you need-the price 
of this first package wlll be prompt- . 
ly refunded. So get Ironized Yeast 
tablets !rom your \}I:Uggist today. 

Special offer 
To start thousa.nds building up their health 
right &way, we ma.ke thls valuable special 
olfer. Purchase a pack&�e ot Ironized Yeast 
tablets &t once, cut out tile seal en the box 
and m&il it to us with a clipping of this 
paragraph, We will send you a fascinating 
new book on health, "New Facts About Your 
Bcdv." Remember, results with the very first 
packag�r money refunded. At a.ll drug. 
gjsts. Iron!zed Yeast Co . .  Inc., Dept, 934, 
Atlanta, Ga. 
WA R N  INC: Beware substitutes. 

Get the genuine lronized Yeast. 

PleMe mention ACE FICTION GROUP when CUI.8Wering advertiae-me111ts 
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G'Give· Me Your Measure and I'll Prove 
in the First 7 Days 

You Can Rave a Body like Mine!" 
No other Ph)'Sical In
structor In the World 
has ever DARED make 

such an offer! 

I 'LL dvL )OU PROOl� in 7 days that I can 
t1•rn you. too, into a man of might and mus
cle. Just think of it! Rirht in the first w�ek 

uncl�r my guidance you will sec and fe .. l the im
provement ! Then as my weekly instructions ar
nvt 111 your home (OU continue to re-huild, 

...,-('tlew and ··overhaul' your boriy. Ry the end of 
thrcl months you are the o"ner of a p�werful 
horly that you will be proud to display any
whc·e, anytime! People will notice the ruddy 
&IO\ · of health in your face, the 
spa> !de in your clear eyes, your 
broad shoulders. and thcv will �cck 
� our company. Yon will be the fellow 
who will walk off with the prettiest 
rirl :mel the bc�t job 
\\bile others won
der how you did it! 

\\" rite your name 
and 3ddn:>s care
fully on the cou· 
pon helow. I'll send 
' ou absolut•ly free 
a copy of my new 
hook, "Evcl"i<1sting 
lf e r d t l• a n d  
Strn: n tll." It re
v cab · the �ecrets 
that changrcl me 
from a 97-pt-und 
llat·chcsled weak
ling into a husky 
fellow w h o  twice 
won t!u: title of "\Vorld's Most Perfect
ly Dcvduved Man" against all cmocr>! 
And it shu">; how I ��n build you iuto 
an "Atlas Champion" the same way. 

Are you underw�i�ht ?  I'll add 
p�tm(: �  where they are n�ed('d I .Are 

.you fat in spots? I'll show you how to 
pare du\\D to fightmg tnm. 

Ami with the big mu<de� nnrl pow
erful evenly-de,·elop�cl bod) that my 
method �0 quickly gives you, ra also 
give you through-aud-tbrou�h ht>::tlth
health that digs down into ) our �)stem 
and b�.nishe• such thing:; as constipa
tion, pimples, skiri hlotehc� al)d the 
hundred-ami-one similar conditions that 
rob you of tbe good times and the good 
tlnngs of life. 

I've Got No Use 
At All for· "Contraptions" 

J ha\·en't any need for coni rapt ions 
that may >train your heart and other 
vital o ·:an�. I don't clo'e you ur doc
tor ycu. D:>•aamic-Tr11s•on is all I 

� n�ed 1 ·', the natural, te�ted method 

-'�\ · for deY '�ping rral men in�ide aml out. 
' J t dist·· loute� add eel pounds of power· "'\. ful mu les over your bnrly. get• rirl of 

• '"-.. .._cu plu: . at. and gi\'�' yuu the vitality, 

-· " . .. ' 
str�ngth and pep th:J.t win you the 
nilnnr<ll• '" of ev<"ry wvman and the 
te�pect ' f any man . 

Get " r  free hook. "Evcr
lilstwg I /t'a./th a11d Strellqth" I 
1\luil 111) coupon today. Gam
ble· a ,·amp to prove 1 can 

This Sterling Silver Cup 
Being Given Away by 

{?��' 
This valuable cup, mad� of solid sterling 

sliver, stands about 1 4  Inches hloh on a 
bla<:k mahogany base. I will award It to my pupil who 

r.''kes the most Improvement In his 
development within the next three 

m� "lhs. Therofore. no matter what your me:Jsurements mily be now. 
you have an equal chance to win th is cup for permanent pos

session-and with Y 0 U R nome engraved on it! 
Get my free book by mailIng coupon below. 

48-PAGE BOO.K 

F R E E  
It tells you all aboutmy�p�cialDyHamic· 

Tc11sto11 metho<l, and what it has done 
to make hig-musclc<l men out of ,·un·down 
specimen>. It shows YOU. from actual 
photn;;. how l have developed my pupils to 
the 5nme perfectly IJalancccl proportions of 
1_11) U\\11 phy•i<JIIP. \\'hat my >y>tem did 
tor me and these hundreds of others it can 
do for you too. Don't kcqJ uu being only 

half of th .. man '<HI 
CAr\ be! Findout wirat 
I c<'.n do for you. 15:;:::;;o:;;:::;!l!:=� 
\\ltcre shall I >tnu yuur 
copy of "K7•n/astill{/ 
H,•olfh aud Strcuqth" -' 

Put your name and ad· 
Jr{'...,S on the; coupon. 
or a p0�tcarcl. and mall 
it today. CHARLES 
ATLAS, Dq>t. 494, 
1 1 5 East 23ru Street, 
New York, N. Y. 

��-· 
111M. JI1 . • .i. 
'i,'J'Q� . I 

.... . 

· -

��-·� 
.. - - - - - - - - - - -1 CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 494 

WEICHT 1 1 5  East 23rd Street, New York, N. Y. {178 LBS I I ( want the proof thnt your <�'l<t�m or Dynamic-1'enslon 

- •- l w!ll make a ::-.l'" )[on of m" -give me a healthy, 
l111..;.ky !Judy :tiKI t.Ji� mu�dc d('\'Oh�pnwnt. �tmd ma >our 
(n:O lJool..:, ul:\'d'l..ts!illtf llcaltll ;J.ta.l Strength. •• 

NOTE ! 'l'hl' I< the fat- � f:o�f photo of 
('hurl.-� Atlt� z;howin� 
�lA\ n��� �oo';lu���a:t�lJ��� I :s.uue · · · · (i;Jt�S� · Pi�i.· ·..;r· \�!itO' 'Pia·t;1ll·i · · · · · · · · · · · 
Lut .-on ac::ual ur1tuuch{,1 1 >ll•IJohot. Ad<.lr�>� • • • •  , . • • . . . . . . . • . . •  , , . . • • . • • • • • . . • •  , . . . . • . 

make 'l �l [J a new man I 
MAN. COUPON FOR FREE BOOK NOW! I City . . . • • .  , . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  Stuto . . . . . . .  . 

·�· ,.. 
\ 
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?Me TO M OTD RISTS 
WITH OIL EATING CARS 

Why Pay lpto $151.37 
tor lew lillgs and Rehoring! EN'!. !J__! �ED 
lC worn rl.nct and cyllndetll caa8C locietr Automotive Eftaineen 
your ca.r to be an oil and e:aa eater llatioul Aeron111ical Aaaa. 
-before you sPend a Jot of money, lelroit Soc. of Eacineeriac 
try Ovrhaul. Give It ao opportunl- Pontiac Enci�etra Club 
ty to do for you what ft baa done Lot110 MD<I voa L. B. Smllb'o � 
for thousand& of othera. Here are =.=o����.,.,.lbo� 
coats of new rlnga and rebore on a �� ... --az .. , aad 
few 1.935 model a: Chevrolet $50.00; liio� _:> ����� 
DeSoto, $62.50; Dodge, $59.20; Ford, ==��&1M -$50.00 to $55.00: Cadlllac, $151.37; 
Packard, $112.50. 

MONEY-MAKING TERRITORIES OPEN 
For Salesmen and Distributor& Who Act Quick! 

Salea of Ovrhaal l!avebem pbenomenal. B� ot Saleemen and DW• trl'butoro In the United Statee aDd abrG&d. The b�t �DeY-IJlaker In yean. National maguine Dio wapaper IUld radio advertiol!ng eat'1'Y the measap of Ovrbaul to over 18,000,000 car ownera. Tbe market baa barel:r been 8Cl"a!cbed. To wide-awake men we clfer opportunlt�n opportunity which may nevu come your way again. A fast oe!Ung, repeating article, ful!7 proteeted by 
U. S. and foreign patents. Saves motorists mllliotlll of dollan. Exclwdve territories atill open-bat you must aet QUiek It you trant in on tbie, 

If Your Motor Wastes Oil 
and Cas - If It Has Los1 
That " New Car" Power, 
Speed and Quiet, Send 
Coupon Below For Free 
Sample of Min'et:''S Amaz
ing Mineral Discovery· 

SAVE S . O I L 
SAVE S GAS 

Nearly a �-million motoristS have usee 
this revolutionary method Of cutting oil and 
gas waste caused by worn rings and cylinders. 
Savings up to 5010 reported.. Give your � 
new power, pep, speed and quiet with thill 
Am.a2ing mineral discovered in the RockJ 
Mountains. Awarded A. T.L. Seal o£ Approv:� 

TAKES PLACE OF NE· -
R I N G S  AND R E B  . ' E21 

Quickly placed through spark plua op · · ::; : aijil 
at a fraction oftbe cost of new rlna-e ani! rebore;tbfe 
ama�tl!lK mineral fills In and plateJI worn rJnrts and 
cylinder waUa. OvrhauJ e:lvea your J!\Otorlncrea8Cd 
compreaalon, Cute ·ofl consumption, Increases ��� 
mileage, adda new power and apeed. with other sub· 
ttantlal benefits of new rings and rebore. Ovrhaul 
bas been tborou&bly tested and proved by impartial 
laboratorlea and great Universities In the United 

�g) OVThaal WMD on tbe mmeralplatlng �>rlnelpl-·· • . . <: · laJ tool• needed. No <�&r tte-ap. No dantrer of i'alnl by .mn<��ng eyUnder waU.....worlu In wblle you drl , .a� you time and money. Give• you montha of e:o:tra ear � ll single application Jaata up to 10,000 mile.t. . , ' •· 
S A M P L E  F R  ! 

If your ear Is wutlntr 
$150.00 for new rlngo and re!'ore-��<•nc;t on the coupon below for a 
eral wltieb ""panda up to 
tan.. of a real 
money -makinlt 
opportamltt. 

AJr mall reaoh- <1a --nlpt frcNn the e..at. 
PHONE, WRITE OR 

WIRE TODAY I . 
Let us ��end you free sample 

:�� ::.,�=�0:. tl!i ua obow you with theil' permiaalon, ACTbAL earnlnge of 
our diotrl�utora. Let us &bow )'Oila� 011 can •tart In tblo bus OW-before all ter-rlton. aarigned. Tbe market I.e tblii'e-we have the pro-
t��e "�� ��!.rl:f:! today.-8. L. M�lnpr, Prea. OVRHAUL CO., G-•aa .... Anple .. Calif. 


