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R u p t u r e  C u r b e d  b y  C o l l e g e  P h y s i c i a n

Essentials Used by Physician of Great Eastern University in Curing 7 out 
of 10 Students . . . Now Part of Amazing New Rupture Relief System

ATHLETES THROW AWAY TRUSSES • W. Seaver of Yale*In tn at*
Ing ruptured students Indicate euro In 7 out o f 10 cases. Now. the essentials 
of the Heaver method are bchtg g vn  to ruptured people everywhere, a* part 
o f a great new rupturo system. Tho coupon at tlio bottom of this page brings 
full details.

Another important part o f  this new rupturo system Is a 
device will h support* rupturo by tho Suet Ion-Cell method, 
without leg straps or turtuoun springs and pads. Pcoplo 
ruptured for years tell o f astonishing quick results.

FREE PROOF COUPON
' John O. Homan, President,
| 41-4 New Bank Bldg., Steubenville. O. f

[ Send me at once full particulars about 
new Suction-Cell Rupture Method, which I 
includes the discoveries o f the Yalo 

I Physician. Dr. Seaver. Also tell mo 
| how I can secure the Method with tliu I
I understanding that unless it shows defi- .
I nite progress In tho actual cure of my I
• rupture within 30 days, it co U tuo I
| nothing. |

| Name .................................................................

| Address ......................................................... J

| City...................................... State.................  j

A SEVERE TEST. Photo above shows how Suction-Cell 
Retainer supports rupture under 

most strenuous conditions. A new Suction-Cell System Is 
designed to give 24 hours' retention o f rupture, thus giving 
Nature a clianco to gradually shrink tho opening and reduce 
danger o f strangulation.

E .H . SCOTT.
specialist o f moro than 20 
years' experience, is a Direc
tor of tim Institution now 
sending Suction-Ccll to rup
turo victims for freo proof trial.

WARNS AGAINST STRANGULA-
T i n  id Ruptured pcoplo often forget 
I I U n .  about the danger and fatal con

sequences of strangulation. How to prop
erly reduce rupture, how to reduce risk 
c f  strangulation and other interesting farts 
about rupture will be sent to everyone who 
malls the coupon on this page to John fJ. 
Homan. President. 4121 New Bank Build
ing. Steubenville, Ohio.

BORN RUPTURED. of rupture elimi
nated by the new Suction-Cell System, is 
that of a baby born ruptured. The mother 
of tho baby reports Suction-Cell ended all 
trace o f rupture. Be sure to mail tho 
coupon now to learn tho complete story.

30 DAYS' TESTFPS ANYRUPTUREVICTIMS.
Ruptured people are now getting the complete Suction-Cell 
method for free proof trial. You are not obligated to part 
with a cent unless you can see tlint your rupturo has been 
reduced in size within tho trial allowed. B o suro to  mail 
tho coupon.



M O U L D I N G  
M I G H T Y  A R M

COMPLETE COURSE 
ON ARM BUILDING ONLY

H I S  B O O K
SHOWS HOW TO BUILD 
A MIGHTY ARM AND 
A 16 I N C H  B I C E P

2 5
GE T  A N  A R M  o f  m ight w ith  the 

p o w e r  and g r ip  to  ob e y  you r phy
sical desires. I  have taken w eaklings 
w h ose  arm9 w ere scraw ny pieces o f  
skin  and b o n e  and in  a very short tim e d e 
v e lo p e d  them  in to  m en o f  p ow erfu l p r o 
p ortion s  w ith  b u lg in g  b iceps and brawny 
forearms. He-men with strong, solid  arms o f  
power that are respected by men and admired by 
women! I don’t mean just a 16-inch bicep but a 
13-inch forearm and a oowerful 8-inch wrist. 

PROVEN, SCIENTIFIC TRAINING!
This course is specially planned to build_ every 

muscle in your arm! It nas been scientifically 
worked out for that purpose. Many o f  my pupils 
have developed a pair o f  triceps shaped like a 
horseshoe, and just as strong, and a pair o f  biceps 
that show their double  head formation. The 
sinewy cables between the biceps and elbow are 
deep and thick with wire cable-like ligaments. 
The forearm bellies with bulk, the great supina
tor lifting muscles become a column o f  power, 
and their wrists are alive and writhe with cordy 
sinew. Start now to  build a he-man’s arm!]

THE SECRETS OF STRENGTH REVEALED
Yon Can’ t m ake a m istake. T h e  reputation  o f  the strongest 

arm ed m an In the w o r ld  stands behind this coa rse . I g ir o  y o a  
m y  secret m eth ods o f  strength d evelopm en t illustrated and 
expla ined  as y o n  lik e  them . M ail y o u r  ord er  n o w  w h ile  y on  can still a c t  this cou rse  at m v  in tro d o c to rr  o r ice  o f  o n ly  2 5c .

I  w ill n o t  lim ity o u  t o  the arm. T ry  any o n e  o f  m y 
test courses listed b e lo w  at 2 5 c . O r. try all o f  them  
f o r  o n ly  $ 1 .0 0 .

Rash the Coupon Today!
I  w il l  in clu d e  • FREE C O P Y  o f  
" NERVES O P STEEL, MUSCLES 
L IK E  IR O N ” . It is a priceless b o o k  
t o  the strength fan and m uscle build* 
er. Full o f  p ictures o f  m arvelous 
b o d ie d  m en w h o  tell y o u  decisively  
b o w  y o n  can  b u ild  sym m etry and 
strength the J o w e tt  W a v ! I^each 
Out. . .  G rasp T h is  S pecia l O ffe r !

of (AawpWm”  
Winner o f  many con
tests for  strength and 
physical perfection I

N a m t -----------------------------

Address -

B O O K  W I T H  P H O T O S  
O F  FA M O U S  STRONG MEN

JOWETT IN S T IT U T E  
O F  PH YSICAL CU LTU R E

Oetrt. 8GHc. 422 Poplar S t*
Scranton. Pa.

G eorge F. Jow ett: Send, by  return 
mail, prepaid, the courses checked 
below  for which I am enclosing • 1 ■

Moulding a Mighty Arm. 256 
'  Moulding a  Mighty Back, 156 
'  Moulding a Mighty Grip, 25o 

Moulding a Mighty Chest. 2M  
Moulding Highly 25o 

* Strong Man Stunts Mad* Easy* 8 #  
□  All 8 Books for ILOQ.

-Agt-
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Follow Raymond Cairns through Gripping, Peril-Packed Adventures 
in a Forgotten Sinkhole on the Edge of the Arabian Sea!
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I SENT IN A COUPON j  
.v^GOT A WEIL PELT C,
I  AND BOYS, ITT CHEAT
I I  REDUCED MY WAIST
■  FROM 4 4  INCHES TO  
P * - Y  *}(> INCHES I j-----

DILL*I'D NEVER KNOW 
Y O U -H O W  DID VOJt 
> EVER l O S E ^ M B j  
1 TH A T BIG' M
1 STO M ACH  ■  " 
l YOU HAD?

U  ME.FORA 
!  WRIL'BILT
IT.CfcRTAINLY 
HAS WORKED 
I WONDERS ■  
| FOR YOU J

7/> Sir! QYe absolutely GUARANTEE
to REDUCE four WAIST I INCHES & 1 0  DATS

. . .or Lh worth cosh you a penny 1

Y OU w ill app ear m u ch  slim m er at o n ce , 
and in 10 snort days y o u r  w aistline w ill  

actually b e  3 inches sm a ller . . .  th ree inches 
o f  fat g o n e . . .o r  it w o n ’ t co s t y o u  o n e  cent. 
■  For 12 years the W eil Belt has been accepted 
as ideal for reducing by men in all walks o f  life 
...from  businessmen and office workers w ho find 
that it removes cumbersome fat with 
every m ovem ent...to  active outdoor 
men who like the feeling o f  protection 
it gives.

IT IS THE MASSAGE. LIKE 
ACTION THAT DOES ITI

N ow  there is an easy way to  reduce 
without exercise, diet o r  drugs. The 
W eil Health Belt exerts a massage-like 
action that removes fat with every move 
you  make.

N O  D R U G S ,  N O  DIETS, N O  EXERCISES

"DOUBLE-QUICK"
R E D U C T I O N

during (ha
S U M M E R T I M E
■  W e  w an t y o u  t o  te st  
t h e  W e i l  B e l t . . .N O W .. .  
a t o u r  e x p e n s e ; f o r  w e  
k n o w  that y o u  w il l  re* 
d u c e  m o re  q u ick ly  dur* 
in a  th e  su m m er m o n th s !

It supports the sagging muscles 'o f the abdomen 
and quickly gives you an erect, athletic carriage. 
Many enthusiastic wearers write that it not only 
reduces fat but it also supports the abdominal walls 
and keeps the digestive organs in place... that they 
are nolonger fatigued...and that it greatly increases 
their endurance. You will be more than delighted 
with the great improvement in your appearance.

DON'T WAIT . . .  FAT IS DANGEROUSI
Fat is not only unbecoming, but it also 
endangers your health. Insurance com 
panies know the danger o f  fat accum- 
mulations. The best medical authorities 
warn against obesity, so don ’t wait 
any longer.
■  Remember this...either you take o ff 
3 inches o f  fat in 10 days or it w on ’t 
COStonepennylEventhepostageyoupay 
to return the package will be refunded!

SE N D  FOR *0  D A Y  FREE TRIAL OFFER

THE WEIL COM PANY, BMC.
188 H IL L  S T .. N E W  H A V E N . C O N N . 

G e m le m e a : Send m e FREE, y o u r  illustrated 
fo ld e r  d e s cr ib in g  T h e  W e i l  B e lt  a n d  g iv in g  
fu ll deta ils o f  y o u r  10  day  F REE trial o n e r  a n a  
U n co n d it io n a l G uaran tee 1

Name__
Address_
City___________________________________
U uom non  o r u n d  n a m . and a d d r tu o n  paanypoatoord

S ta te_



Keep Glands Healthy
This Tested Approved W ay!

(\L D  at 80? Are weakened, sickly glands rob* 
bing you of youthful vigor, normal powers 

and pepf No matter what caused your oondl-
tlon—be It sickness or Youthful Indiscretion, you can easily acquire 
new energy and vitality quickly and Inexpensively. W A L K E R - H I L L 8  
S T A N D A R D  G L A N D U L A R  A ID 8  are now available wrttkoid pre
scription I This formula, recognized and prescribed by physicians, 
la the tested and approved stimulant tonic. Used successfully by 
thousands. 8afe. efficient, long lasting effects. Age makes no dif
ference. Do not confuse S T A N D A R D  G L A N D U L A R  A ID S  with 

BO-called harmful "pep pills.”  Don't risk your health with 
Injurious unknown preparations. Correct gland
ular dormancy this safe, sure way. Start re
gaining youthful energy today.

Special Introductory Offer!
Get W A L K E R - H I L L 8  S T A N D A R D  G L A N D U 
L A R  A ID S  NO W  I Com plete Doub le Strength 
Trea tm ent (100 fu ll  treatm ents In a ll— not 40 
or 60) now on ly  $2.00. 3 cartons, $5.00. T r ip le  

, Strength $3.00. 2 cartone. $5.00. M a iled  In 
P la in  W rapper. Send Cash or Money O rder, 

i (C . 0 . D., 10c extra.)
W A L K E R -H E L L S

306 East 46 8 L ,  D e p t  A -53 . N . Y .  C ity .

fti£h  S c h o o l C o u r s e
in  2  V e a r s  r

a irwrr M W  «D T O tm .1,  for to u J liS
------- • fitP*?!®* Awarded.

l i m i t
I In# p ro f  I Sfxmu

Y o u  can complete
th is  s im p lif ie d  I n i t h  
School Course at homcj h

Pept.HC-64.
------- r f c a n

Prexal Ass, at Stth f t .,  Chlcege

Get the Low-Down on M odem  Youth! 
Read

SN APPY  —  BREEZY  —  PEPPY

COLLEGE LIFE
100 Pages of America’s Best Wit and Humor
— Realistic, Fast-Moving Short Stories — 
COLLEGE LIFE is the last word in sophis
tication and the best quarter’s worth on 
the stands today!

LADIES ONLY!
POUND when nature - faikl I T  AWT* WONKINC IN-

risga nothing. aatWymg ttM  in aotn* of the locgeet, mom atubborn.
---------------------ye very quickly — in only a few boon  ia aome oaaael Very powerful, ret
ahoofutaly m U\ CUA*AM7TCII>— HARMLESS.  No pain, toooovwoienoa, or 
intarNreoee with daUee! ConatiUxxrta atrongly renommended by famoua doctor*’ Uaod and 

— *■------------------ ----------- ------------------ -------- — AZIHGLY M OMTT
nr-ŝ iiiiss;.

pnuaad by thouaandaof grateful women! Double Strength, 13 00. A MAZINGLY I 
SHIPMENT! Ruabed lot dmm mail, plain aoaled wrapper, within 1 hour of
B - X  L A B O R A T O R IE S , 1615 E . 60th 8 t

HOW MUCH DO YOU KNOW?
K now led ge  Is p ow er I T h e  m en and w om en w ho ach ieve m ost In th is w orld  . . .  the leaders in  business . * • 
the fo lk s  w h o are looked o p  to  and m ost respected  in  every  com m u n ity  . . .  are those w h o  have arm ed them 
selves w ith  K N O W L E D G E  I

It is  a  know n fa c t  that a  good  
absolute necessity  In the hom e o f

CAN YOU 
A  N  8  W  E  R 
T H E  8  E  

Q U E S T IO N S ?  
What is an Aero

lite ?
What causes

Cancer ?
W h a t a re  th e  

rlghta of a U. 
8. citizen? 

What is the right 
way to ventilate 
a home?

What Is Contra
band of War? 

Why do we 
marry?

Where Is Man
churia?

Is Astrology a 
Science?

W h a t a re  the 
i /m t o m a  o f 
sleeping sick
ness?

Who Invented 
Movies?

What firm once 
employed 115,- 
000 men?

The answer i  to 
these and tO.OOO 
other Questions 
are revealed in 
P OP U L A R  

E N C Y C L O P E D IA

E n cyclop ed ia  . .  . books w hich  answ er every  question  o f  fa c t  . . .  Is an  
tAmfa'njr peop le . A n d  it ’s  even m ore im p orta n t i f  th ere  a re  ch ildren .

G ive y ou r  y ou n gsters the price less advantage  o f  
K N O W L E D G E ! R em em ber, a  gra m m a r school educa
tion  is n o t en ou gh  I

P robab ly  ev e ry  hom e w ou ld  have an E n cyclop ed ia  i f  
the cost w ere  n ot so  high. U p  to  n ow  a good  set cost 
from  $76 to  $160. B ut T O D A Y , an am azin g  o p p o r 
tun ity  fa ce s  you. T he fa m ou s P op u lar E n cyclop ed ia  
. . . com p lete  in  every  w ay  . . . h as a  lim ited num ber 

d f  s p e c i a l  ed itions 
w h i c h  a r e  b e i n g  
d i s t r i b u t e d  f o r  
t h e  “ g iv e - a w a y * *  
p r ice  o f  $2.00 p e r  
set o f  tw o  volum es 1 
T o  get y ou r  set. ju st 
u s e  t h e  c o u p o n .  
M oney  refunded  If 
n o t  satisfied.

These two great 
volumes contain 
8.328 pages. Also 
m an y  o f f l o l a l  
maps. A college 
ed u ca tion  con
densed! Easy to 
understand. You 
will bo fascinated 
by the thousands 
of facts It brings 
you. Never again 
will you have an 
opportunity like 
t h 1 a . Mall the 
coupon today. 
Supply limited I

570 7th Ave.. N . Y .,
In#. 

Dept. TA-8

ULAR ENCYCLOPEDIA for which 
I enclose $2 00 In h  U. 8. stamp* 
(•mall denom ). □  Money Order, 
□  Check. □  Dollar Bills.
(No C. O. D.'e.)

Address  ...............—

City ............... ................... State........



fOH! JIM, IT'S 
WONDERFUL 
NOW YOU RE 
Olf THE WAy
to success

Read how these N. R. I. 
Graduates Succeeded

Got Good Job With
R. C. A. Victor 
am with B. C. A. 

Victor. I ha»o been 
promoted • e t e r a 1 
times. My s a l a r y  
ranted from 130 to 
170 a week." Lcols 
F. Ly*t. 277 Harvey 
Bk. Philadelphia. Pa.

8 pars Time Jobs Cam 
$15 a Week

*1 hate no trouble
Jetting Radio work.

bare the reputation 
of be In* the best Ra
dio man In town, and 
averato $15 to $20 a 
week for spare time 
only.”  G. Bernard 
Cray. 410 N. Douglas. 
Breuywi- Michigan.

Owes His Success 
Rail* Traiaiai

"Since 1029 I hsve earned 
my living In Radio. I 
owe my last three Jobs to 
N. B. I . I am now In 
the main control room of 
one of the large broad
casting chains.”  8er*e 
A. De Somov, 1516 Libra
ry Ava.. New York CUy.

Mall the coupon now. Got the facta about Radio—the Held 
with a future. N. R. I. training fits you for jobs in  connootlon 
with the manufacture, ealo and operation of Radio equipment.
It fits you to go in buslneeo for yourself, aervioe sots, operate on 
board ahlps. In broadoastlng. television. aircraft, police Radio 
and many other Jobe. My FREX book tells how you Quickly 
learn at home to be a Radio Export.

Many Radio Experts Make 140. $60. $75 e  Week 
Why struggle along In a dull Job with low pay and no future?
Start training now for the live-wire Radio Held. 1 have dou
bled and tripled salaries. Hundreds o f  men now la  Radio got 
their start through N. Ik I. training.

Many Maks $5. $10. $15 a Week Extra In Spare Time 
Almost at Once

ITold your Job. I'H not only train you In a few hours of your 
spare time s woek. but the day you enroll I 'l l send you lnitruc- j  K r m tttt  1 
turns, which you should master quickly, for doing 28 Radio Jobs 
common In most every neighborhood. I give you Radio Equip- «AUonaI Radio Institute 
ment for conducting experiments and making testa that teach
you to build and service practically every type of receiving s e t ------- _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _
made. Cleo T. Better. 89 W. Beeobwood At#.. Dayton. Ohio. JP* todoemr
wrote: "Working only In spare tlmo. I made about $1,S0& while *haoaiiy n a u lo i n ia la  
taking the Course.”

Meaey Back If Net Satisfied— Mall Coupon New
My book has shown hundreds of fellows how to make more 
money and win success. It's FREE to any ambitious fellow 
over 15 years of age. Investigate. Find out what Radio ofTeri 
you. Read what my Employment Department does to help you get 
Into Radio after graduation, about my Money Back Agreement, 
and the many other N. R. I. features. Mall the coupon In an 
envelope, or paste it on a lo  post card, for your copy TODAY.

J . 15. S M I T H , P r e s id e n t ,  D e p t .  4 H H 7  
N a t io n a l R a d io  I n s t i tu te , W a s h in g t o n , D ,  O.r-------------------——

J. K. SMITH, President, Dept. 4HH7 
National Radio Institute, W ashington, D. € .

Dear Mr. Smith: Without obligating me. send your book which points out the
epsro time and full tlmo Job opportunities in Radio and your 50-50 method or train
ing men at home In spare time to become Radio Experts.

(Please print plainly )
NAME...........................................................................................................  A G E..

ADDRESS...................................................................................................................
CITY................................................................................................. STATE.........



FOUR }I5 SALES DAILY PA Y^ SO  WEEKLY

N O  H I G H  P R E S S U R E  S E L L I N G  
NO H O U S E -T O -H O U S E  CA N V ASSIN G
INCOME EQUAL TO R E Q U IR E M E N T S  
OF THE H IG H -G R A D E  BUSINESS MAN
E . L aw son , o f  Tennessee, clears $108 p ro fit his first 8 days  in  th is 
business. H e tops  o ff these ea rn in gs  w ith  $118 p ro fit on  a  single  
deal a  fe w  days later. J . C. M ay, C onn., cleared f 262.35 th e  first 
n in e  days h e  w orked . J . E . L oom is, O regon , c a m s  $»$5 his first 
n in e  days. A .  W . F arn sw orth , U tah, n ets  $6$.16 h is firs t day, a 
S aturday . S. C lair, N ew  Y ork , w rites he is clearin g  as h igh  as $70 
a  day. W . F . M ain , Iow a, cleans up  $891.60 in  9 days. B . Y . Becton , 
K ansas, starts ou t w ith  $580.85 n e t  f o r  $0 days w o rk I  T hese m en 
a re  beginners . H o w  cou ld they en ter a  field tota lly  new  to  them  and 
earn  such rem ark ab le sum s in  these desperate t im e s?  R ead the  
a n sw er in  th is a n n ou n cem en t. R ead about a n ew  business that 
does aw a y  w ith  the need fo r  high  pressure selling . A  rich  field that 
is  c reatin g  n ew  m on ey -m a k in g  fro n tie rs  fo r  w id e-aw ake m en. 
T h ose w h o  e n te r  n ow  w ill p io n eer— to  th em  w ill g o  th e  ch oicest  
o p p o rtu n ities .

I N S T A L L I N G  N E W  B U S I N E S S  SPECIALTY O N  F R E E  T R I A L -  
MAKING TREMENDOUS CASH SAVINGS IN OPERATING COSTS FOR 
THOUSANDS OF CONCERNS THROUGHOUT THE U. S. AND CANADA
$4,707 Savings For 
One Kansas Store 
in Two Months
Sanders Ridgeway of Kansas 
invests ( 88.60 and sates 
$$.707.00 between April 
6lh and June 291 Bowaet 
Lumber and Feed Co., Weat 
Virginia, invests $16. report 
aarlnga well over $1,000,001 
Fox Ice and Coal Co.. Wla- 
cooaln. aare SS.661.001 
Baltimore Sporting Gooda 
Store invests $$6, saves 
$1,6001 Safety Auto Lock 
Corporation. New York, in- 
setts $16, saves $686. $6 1 
With these and secret of sim
ilar results to display, our 
representatives interest every 
business man. from the very 
smallest to Ike vary largest. Nt 
one can dlcpute the proof in 
the photo-copies of actual lettera 
which oox men ahow.
NO HIGH PRESSURE 
SIMPLY INSTALL—
SELLS ITSELF
Bars is O business offering an inven
tion to successful that we make it tell 
itself. Our representatives almply tell 
what tney offer, ahow proof of aucceaa In 
every line of bualncaa and every section of 
the country. Them install the specialty with
out a dollar down. It atarta working at once, 
producing a caah airing that can be counted 
Ju*t like the caah reglater money. The customer 
sees with his own eyes a big, immediate profit on 
•le proposed investment. Uaually be haa the ln- 
veitment and his profit bealdes. before the repre
sentative returna. The representative calls back,
•ollecta his money. OUT OF EVERY |T5 BUSI
NESS THE REPRESENTATIVE DOES. NEARLY ««0 IS HIS

.T O E .rT 1 THE SMALLEST HE MAKES 18 $5 ON A $7.50 
INSTALLATION. Our men are making sales running into the hundreda.

*{*t,n* }}»• ■Mention of the lergest concerns in the country and 
tb® thousands. You can get exclusive

£ £ " * :  °  aooJ>-, *• 'V i  M"». *» •"’ « »  Umu  er M » o il, aH i.Iboom now. Oeil in while the business is young!
jr. E. ARMSTRONG, Pro*., Dept. 1047.C, Mobile, Alabama.

C O M P L E T E  
T R A I N I N G  
F U R N I S H E D
E v e ry  m an w ith  ua today 
started  at scra tch , w ith 
o u t prev iou s experience , 
m an y  com in g  out o f  
c lerk in g  jobs, m any out 
o f  sm all businesses, Borne 
out o f  la rge  con cern s .
W e teach  y ou  e v e r y  
an gle  o f  the business.
W e hand you  the b ig 
gest m on ey -m a k in g  busi

ness o f  its kind in  the 
cou n try . Y o u  try  out 

th is business. A B S O 
L U T E L Y  W I T H O U T  

R I S K I N G  A  R E D  
C O P P E R  C E N T  O F  

Y O U R  O W N . C a n 't  pos
sibly  tell y ou  all in  the 

lim ited sp ace  avail-

Br i l l i ant  Record of Success
America’s foremast concerns are among our customers: 

Timken Silent Automatic Co., Central Statee Petroleum 
Corp., Houghton Mifflin Co., National Paper Co.. Interna- 

natlonal Coal. Oeneral Brake Service. National Radio, and 
■oores of otbera nationally known. Thouaanda of small busi

nesses everywhere, professional businesses, such as schools, 
hospitals. Infirmaries, doctors, dentists buy large Installations 

and heavy repeat orders.
Customer Guaranteed Cash Profit

Customer gets signed certificate guaranteeing cash profit on his 
Investment. Very few business men are so foolish to turn down 
a proposition guaranteed to pay a profit, with proof from leading 
concerns that It does pay. Protected by surety bonded notional 
organisation.

Portfolio of References from 
America’s Leading Concerns

Is furnished you. A handsome. Impressive portfolio that repre
sents every leeding type of business and profession. You ahow
Immediate positive proof of success, 

argument, "Doesn't fit my business.
Immediately forestalls the 

and does make good. Close the deal.
Shows that It does fit.

Mail Coupon for Information
Complete training furnished. You 
business absolutely without risking

You try Mil this
-------------------------- --------------------- in£j a penny. If
you are looking for a man-sire business free from 
the worries of other overcrowded lines, get in touch 
with us at once. Use the coupon for convenience. 
It will bring you our proposition immediately.

Able here. M ail the ^  ■■■ mum mmm mm

‘fSSTnfo^tlo?- I m a il  fo r  f u l l  in f o r m a t io n  I
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everyth in g  to  J D e p t . 4047-C , M o b ile , A la .
| Without obligation to me. aend me full Information I 

on your proposition.

1 Name.......................................................................................... I

Street or Route....................................................................... I
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S how trupture S h o w s  o l d - s t y l e  
b e fo re ola-irjle truss In piece. T h e  
truss was ap* walls o f  w ound can

n o t  com e together. 
A  cure is Improbable.

Show s rupture 
b e f o r e  A u t o 
matic A ir Cush
io n  Is in place.

r P R O O F !  ^

Rupture
Worries/

Learn About My Perfected 
Unique Rupture loventieo!
Why worry and suffer with that rup
ture any longer? Learn now about my 
perfected rupture invention. It has 
brought ease, comfort, and happiness 
to thousands by assisting Nature in re
lieving and curing many cases o f  re
ducible hernial You can imagine how 
happy these thousands o f rupture suf
ferers were when they wrote me to 
report relief, comfort and cures! How 
would YOU like to be able to feel 
that same happiness—to sit down and 
write me such a message— a few months 
from today7 Hurry — send coupon 
quick fot Free Rupture Book, PROOF 
o f results and Invention revelation!

Mysterions-ActIng Device 
Binds and Draws the Broken 
Parts Together as Yon Would 

a Broken Limb I
Surprisingly — continually —  my pew 
fected Automatic Air Cushions draw 
the broken parts together allowing 
Nature, the Great Healer, to swing into 
action! A ll the while you should ex
perience the most heavenly comfort 
and security. Look l N o obnoxious 
springs or pads or metal girdlesl N o 
salves or plasters 1 My complete ap
pliance is feathcr-lite, durable, invisible, 
sanitary and CH EAP IN PRICE! 
Wouldn’t YOU like to say “good-bye”  
to rupture worries and “ hello”  to  
NEW freedom . . . NEW glory in 
living . . .  NEW happiness—with the 
h e lp  o f  M dth er N ature and  my 
m y ste r io u s -a ct in g  A ir  C u sh ion  
Appliances ?

Show s perfected In- 
v e n t i o n  In p la c e .  
Kota how  edge* are 
drawn together in 
normal position.

Reports on Reducible 
Rupture Cases 

“LIFTS 400 LBS.!”
"H a r e  no farther ase for yoar Appli
ance aa I’m 0 .  K. Wore It a year. I 
now ean lift 400 I be., without any 
fear.’ ’—John L . Heigea, 0 6  W . Locust 
8 t „  York. Pa.

V “CAN RUN UP HILL”
“ I had a raptors aboat 14 years, then 
wore yoar Appliance for 8. It is aboat 
a yoar since I throw It t w o .  I feel 
One, gaining weight nieely. I can run

a ana down hill which I never coaid 
ore.”  — Mr. J. Soederstrom. 8909 
Trowbridge A re ., Cleveland,0 . ^

My invention is never sold in stores 
nor by agents. Beware o f imitations! 
You can get it only from my U. S. 
factories or from my 33 foreign 
offices! And HI send it to you on trial 
If you don’t like it — if it doesn’t 
“ work”—it costs you NOTHING. 
But don't buy now. Get the facts 
about it FIRST! Write me today. I’ll 
answer in plain, sealed envelope 
with amazinginformation/ree. Stop 
Your RuptureWorries; send coupon!
BROOKS APPLIANCE CO.
CISC State St Marshal], Mich.

Rupture Book FREE!------------------------------
C O N n M N T U L  COUPONtg miPTuns m a m
H. C. Brooks, 
6104SutaSt..lUnbll,BcL
Rash me yoar new Free Book, 
am as lag rap tare method re
velation, proof of results. aM 
without obligation, and la  
plain, sealed envelop*.
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I RED O F DRUDGERY
?

WOULD YOU LIKE TO BE 
A MILLIONAIRE?

Why remain “ lust one of the crowd?” Become “one 
of the winners!” Now is the time to start. A new 
day of prosperity is dawning! Be prepared to take 
advantage of the golden opportunity that will come 
your way. Out of the depths of the depression into 
glorious success and riches!

Millions are starting their business lives all over again— 
and starting from the bottom too. The same chances are 
within the grasp of all. But remember "many are called, 
but few are chosen.’' Only a handful will come through to 
the top of the ladder. Most will forever remain a part of
the struggling crowd—drifting—plodding—striving—always 
hopeful, but always Just missing the mark.

Which would you rather be? Rich and successful—with 
your own car and home and the chance to travel and see the 
world—or poor and a failure—living the same humdrum 
existence from day to day!

The Millionaire of Tomorrow may be out of a Job Today! 
The "new deal" is waiting for men to take positions in high 
places—Wealth—Position—Power are ready for the man who 
Is prepared—and that man CAN BE YOU.

It’s not a college education—or money—or luck that will 
bring you success. Many millionaires never went to gram
mar school—were penniless and achieved success despite 
"bad breaks." The secret of success is Business Knowledge. 
You may not know geography or algebra or history, but 
YOU MUST KNOW THE A.B.C.’S of BUSINESS—and 
one man In five thousand knows them!

MAKE YOUR OWN FUTURE
Take your fate Into your own hands! Don’t leave anything 

to chance. Learn the Secrets of Success in Business as ex
plained In this series of 18 folios, called National Success 
Course.

This course has been written by a man who is president 
Of a $2,000,000 corporation .............................

A FEW TOPICS
First Steps in Busi

ness Efficiency.
How to do Business 

with Banks.
How to Develop Your 

Memory.
The Factors of Busi

ness Success.
Menacing Men for More Profit.
The Money Value of System.
How to Advertise Successfully.
How to Close Bslea Completely.
How to Collect Money.
Premium snd Sales Plans to In

crease Business.
Psychology of Salesmanship.
The Power of Right Thought.
A Retail 8ystem of Acoounta.
Fundamentals of Manufacturers 

Cost System.
Points of Law Every Business 

Man Should Know.

a man who started out in 
life without health 
. . .  without educa
tion . . . without a 
pennvl He tells 
you nis secrets of 
m a k i n g  money,
and he tells them so 
clearly, so simply, so 
easy to understand, that 
every ambitious man 
can grasp them and 
MAKE THEM WORK I

DON’T DELAY!
Many smart business men paid 

$24.00 for the National Success 
Course. But we’ve arranged a spe
cial edition— absolutely complete In 
every way—so that thousands of 
ambitious men could take advantage 
of It today.—If you're anxious to 
lift yourself above the crowd—get 
out of the rut— and steer yourself 
to financial security— we urge you 
to mall the coupon NOW.
BEVERLY HOUSE Inc.
570 7th Ave.. N. Y„ Dept. TA-8

fo r  only

; f  0 0
YOU

C A N  L E A R N  
T H E  S E C R E T  
O F  S U C C E S S !

n

ENJOY OCEAN TRAVEL'
■ B E V E R L Y  H O U 8 E  IN C . 
j  570 8eventh Ave., N . 1.

Gentlemen:
Please rush ------ sets of the National Success Course.
encloso $------  In □  cash. □  check. □  money order.

□  U. 8. Postage stamps (small denominations).
No C. O. D .’ a.

N A M E  .................................................................................................................
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" • • • a n d  I  h a d  n o  m o n e y ”

“ A MAN can knock along on what he’s making 
until something happens! Then when the emer
gency comes and the money he hasn’t got could 
do so much, the cold realities of life haunt him.

“ I know what I am talking about! IT1 never 
forget the time when my child’s life was at stake. 
Not an extra dollar to my name. If it hadn’t been 
for friends. . .  •

“ But now I  am able to meet the emergencies of 
life without depending on my friends. I studied 
an International Correspondence Schools Course 
and got the training I  needed to earn more money.

It was the wisest thing I  ever did. I  realize I| 
every time I get another promotion!”

t  f  1

Is money one of your problems? Does every ran 
usual situation in your family life frighten you 
because of the lack of it? Remember this: It’s 
the trained man today who makes money and 
saves money. And thousands of men have acquired 
this training by spare-time study of I. C. S. Courses. 
So can you! Don’t delay—tomorrow never comes!,1 
Mark and mail the coupon—today!’

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

“ The Universal Universit/’  BOX 3969-B, SCRANTON, PENNA.
Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, “ Who Wins 

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

□  Arc hi lev t
□  Architectural Dmft/iman
B Building Estimating 

Wood MillworLbi

E Contractor and Builder 
Structural Draftsman 

□  Structural Engineer 
□  Inventing and Patenting 
P  Electrical Engineer 
P  Electric L ighting  
P  Welding, Electric and Gas 
O  Beading Shop Blueprints

P  Busin mb Management 
P  Oflloe Management 
P  Industrial Management 
P  Traflto Management 
P  Accountancy 
□  Coat Accountant

T E C H N I C A L  A N D  I N D U S T R I A L  C 0 U R 8 E S
□  Telegraph Engineer 
P  Telephone Work 
P  Mechanical Engineer 
P  Mechanical Draftsman
□  Machinist □  Toolmaker
□  Patternmaker
O Heat Treatment of Metals
□  Bridge Engineer
□  Bridge and Building Foreman
□  Gas Engines □  Diesel Engine)

P  Ventilation 
Worker

□  Aviation Engines
□  Automobilo Mechanic

] Plumbing 
3 Heating 
3 Sheet Metal 
3 Steam Engineer 
3 Steam Electric Engineer 
3 Civil Engineer 
3 Surveying and Mapping 
J Refrigeration 

_JR .IL  Locomotives 
P  IL R. Section Foreman 
P  IL R. 1

□  Steam Fitting J □  Air Brakes □  R. R. Signalman

□  C. P. Aocountant 
P  Bookkeeping 
D Secretarial Work
D Spanish □  French
□  Salesmanship 
P  Advertising

Bridge and Building 
Foreman

B U S I N E S S  T R A I N I N G  C O U R S E S

] Highway Engineering 
J Chemistry □  Pharmacy 
3 Coal Mining Engineer 
3 Navigation □  Air Conditioning 
J Boilermaker 
3 Textile Overseer or SopL 
3 Cotton Manufacturing 
3 Woolen Manufacturing 
3 Agriculture □  Fruit Growing 
3 Poultry Farming D Radio3 xt«rin« Engineer

3 Service Station Salesmanship 
P  First Year Collego 
O  Business Correspondence 
P  Lettering Show Cards P  Slgna 
P  Stenography and Typing 
P  Civil 8ervico □  Mall Carrier

3 Railway Man t 
] Grade School f

P  High School Subjects
B College Preparatory 

Illustrating 
P  Cartooning

None------------- .... .......^..Address..

€ ity .................... ....................... ............................................State....... ..............................................Occupation............
It you reside in Canada, tend thU coupon to the International Correspondence Schools Canadian. Limited. Montreal,
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The Sacred Fire
Follow Raymond Cairns Through Gripping, Peril-Packed 

Adventures in a Forgotten Sinkhole on the Edge 
of the Arabian Sea as H e Bucks Primitive 

Tabus and Powerful Foes !

A Complete Book-Length Novel
By GEORGE FIELDING ELIOT

Author of "Men of Steel," 

CHAPTER I 

Laughter In Gabur

u r  t  O-HO-HO!” T h e  f a t
I -----1 Bengali merchant hugged
A . JL his rotund belly, rocking 

to and fro on the pile of dirty rugs 
that served him as a seat. The cor-

TraiU of Treachery,” etc.

rugated iron roof of his incredibly 
hot warehouse echoed loudly with 
his mirth.

"Ho-hol Your pardon, sahib, but 
it is too-a fonny—ha-ha-ha!”

Through the open door, through 
the blistering glare of pitiless sun
light outside, came the wheezing 
rumble of a steamer's siren. The

13
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M ary Drummond

ship was going; there would not be 
another for two weeks. It seemed 
to Raymond Cairns that his last link 
with civilization was being cut.

No, not the last. There was the 
girl, of course. Though what she 
was doing here in this God-forgotten 
sink-hole on the edge of the Ara
bian Sea, Cairns couldn’t imagine. 
But what was this fool laughing at?

"Ho-ho-ho!” Chublee Rao swept a 
mixture of sweat and tears of mirth 
from his fat face. “ Ah, sahib—you 
have bought the silver mine? Ho- 
ho! And the-a railway? Ho-ho-ho!”

His laughter closed a cold hand 
of fear about Cairns’ heart.

“Yes, I bought them!" Cairns 
snapped. “Twenty thousand dol
lars in good American gold. Here’s 
the deed; here’s a Persian govern
ment permit to begin work; here’s 
my passport, vis£d by the Persian 
consuls at Singapore and Bombay. 
It’s my first venture on my own— 
what’s so funny about it? Isn’t the 
silver there?”

Chublee Rao choked down laugh
ter in a series of throaty chuckles.

“ Oh-a, yess, sahib," the Hindu as
sured him. “ The silver, it is there. 
It is a good mine. The railway, it

is there also. And there are two 
engines, and trucks, and tools. 
Twenty thousand dollars—hoi Not 
all in-a cash, I hope, sahib?"

“ Half cash; they took my note of 
hand for the other half,” said Cairns. 
“ I had a little more, but I needed 
to keep some funds in hand for de
velopment purposes. Say—”

“ Ho-ho-ho!”  The merchant was 
laughing again. “ Development pur
poses ! Ow-ow-ow I”

Cairns took off his sun helmet 
and wiped his own streaming brow. 
The warehouse was a veritable oven. 
And Cairns was impatient to be out 
of Gabur and up into the purple 
hills that shimmered against the 
northern horizon—the hills where his 
mine was.

His mine. He was working for 
himself at last, instead of drawing 
a mining engineer’s pay and making 
fortunes for other people. His dream 
had come true. It had cost him the 
savings of ten years, but he was a 
mine owner.

He glared at the laughter-shaken 
Chublee Rao, who was, he had been 
warned at Bombay, the one intelli
gent and trustworthy inhabitant of 
Gabur, the one man from whom sup
plies, information and local advice 
could be obtained.

“Would you mind,” he asked with 
exaggerated patience, “ telling me 
what you’re laughing at?”

AGAIN Chublee Rao suppressed 
his howls of merriment in favor 

of speech.
“ It is from the syndicate—the 

Hornswood syndicate — that you 
bought the mine, sahib?”  he asked.

“Yes! I met Hornswood in Singa
pore. He had good title; I had it 
examined and certified by the Per
sian consul there.”

“ Oh-a, y e s B ,  sahib. The title is 
clear enough,”  chuckled Chublee 
Rao, his small eyes twinkling out of 
the depths of their caverns of fa t
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“ And there’s nothing wrong with 
my government permit?’’

“Nothing at all, sahib. It seems 
quite in order. You will, of course, 
have to make a small present to the 
local magistrate.”

“ I expected that. I ’ve spent some 
years in the East, Chublee Rao.” 

The Hindu nodded. There was a 
hint of sympathy behind his laugh
ter now; this tall young American 
was so very much in earnest.

“ Did you not think it odd, sahib,” 
Chublee Rao asked in his precise 
Indian grammar-school English, 
“ that you could purchase a produc
ing silver mine, together with a 
twenty-seven mile railway and all 
equipment, for a sum approximating 
sixty thousand rupees? It should 
be worth ten times that amount.” 

Cairns scowled. It was true 
enough; it was the one thing that 
had worried him.

“ The Persian government reports, 
made by Belgian experts in the Min
istry of Mines, were quite satisfac
tory,” he answered. “ And there was 
also the report of Professor Drum
mond, the famous geologist, whom I 
know by reputation. His word as to 
the value of the mine was enough 
for me.

“ Look here, Chublee Rao, what’s 
wrong? Tell me!”

A SHADOW darkened the door 
Chublee Rao drew in a sharp 

hissing breath betwen his teeth. All 
the laughter went from his face as 
though wiped off by an invisible 
towel.

Cairns spun sharply around.
In the doorway stood a young 

Arab, clad in a splendid white and 
scarlet burnous and the gold-em
broidered headdress of a chief. His 
feet were planted well apart; his 
hands were on his hips—hips girt by 
a crimson sash stuck full of pistols 
and daggers. His large dark eyes 
were fixed in a glare of hatred upon

Raymond Cairns

Cairns. "An infidel dog!” he snarled 
in Arabic, and spat explosively upon 
the dirt floor.

Cairns had lived and worked long 
years in the East, and had dealt with 
all manner and races of Oriental 
workmen. He had learned one les
son: never let the yellow, brown or 
black brother get the jump on you. 
Act like the boss and you’ll be boss.

So now he took two swift strides 
across the floor. His fist shot out, 
straight and true, to the point of the 
Arab's jaw. The young man sprawled 
his length in the red dust on the 
street outside, twitched once and lay 
still.

“ Ah-h-h—sahib—what have you
done?” gasped Chublee Rao.

“ I've taught that smart guy a les
son he’ll remember,” grinned Cairns.

Someone was coming down the al
most deserted street. Cairns’ eyes, 
half-blinded by the frightful glare 
of the sun, caught the flicker of 
white.

“ Beating the natives already, Mr. 
Cairns?” asked a cool, disdainful 
voice.

The girl who had been his fellow- 
passenger on the steamer from Kar
achi, and who during the four b lig -
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tering days and nights of the pas
sage had remained serenely indiffer
ent to Cairns’ existence, swept past 
him into the warehouse with a rustle 
of crisp muslin.

The Arab stirred, lifted his head, 
and became aware of the laughter 
of a few street urchins—who scur
ried away the moment he moved.

He sat up. His hand dropped to 
the hilt of an automatic in his sash. 
His eyes were on Cairns’ face again; 
the hatred in them had become a liv
ing thing, demoniac in its intensity. 
There was not only the hatred of 
the Moslem for the infidel, but a 
deep personal hatred of proud un
bridled youth for the hand which 
had humiliated it.

Cairns’ right fist slid under his 
white drill jacket and came out— 
all in one easy unhurried motion— 
holding a Colt. The blue steel 
gleamed with dull menace in the 
blazing sun.

“ Get up, boy, and keep your fin
gers away from those guns,” he or
dered in Arabic.

Slowly the young Arab rose, never 
taking his burning eyes from Cairns’ 
face. “ On your way, now. Next time 
you meet me, remember to salaam

politely and call me sidi,”  Cairns ad
vised, grinning.

“ Allah do so, to me, and more 
also,” said the young man in a voice 
shaken by restrained fury, “ if I do 
not let out your heart’s blood upon 
the sand for this!”

“ Get out!” snapped Cairns con
temptuously.

“ This is too bad of you, Mr. 
Cairns!” said the indignant voice of 
the girl in white at Cairns’ elbow. 
“These people are not mine coolies!”

The eyes of the young Arab flick
ered from Cairns’ hard bronzed fea
tures to the blonde loveliness of the 
girl. For a moment their expression 
subtly changed, though still they 
burned. Then he turned away, say
ing not another word, and, not with
out dignity, strode off down the 
dusty street toward a horse which 
stood waiting by a crumbling foun
tain.

Cairns holstered his gun.
“ And that’s that,” said he.
“ A ver-ry bad that, if I may say 

so-a, sahib,’’ Chublee Rao observed. 
He was not laughing now. “ If-a you 
had any very small chance of suc
ceeding with your mining venture, 
you have destroyed it by what you 
have just now done.”

THE girl had given Cairns her 
back; she was looking out of a 

small window at two Arab children 
playing in the dirt. She had, it ap
peared, no desire for further talk in 
Cairns’ presence.

“ I wish you’d tell me what all this 
is about, Chublee Rao,” Cairns said 
impatiently. “ But first, you’d better 
attend to the memsaiiib’s wants.”  

“ When you have quite finished, 
Mr. Cairns,” the girl murmured 
without turning her head.

“Very well.” Cairns was not wast
ing time on polite insistence. “Now 
then, Chublee Rao.”

“Sahib, you have bought a silver 
mine. It is a good mine. There is
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a railway to bring your ore to the 
wharf side. Those are what you call 
the material factors. It is the human 
factors which render your task im
possible. So-a—” Chublee Rao waved 
a brown hand toward the street down 
which the young Arab had departed. 

“The Arabs?”
“The Arabs first of all. Their 

great man hereabouts is Sheikh Ali 
Basr. He is a Wahabits; that is to 
say, he is fanatical beyond the aver
age Moslem, and if anything a trifle 
more ready to cut the throats of 
those whose religious beliefs are not 
—ah—agreeable to him. And he is 
lord of all the flea-bitten desert 
Arabs for a hundred miles around.” 

“ But the Persian government—” 
“The writ of the Shah runs not 

ten yards outside the walls of Ga- 
bur, sahib. Some day, perhaps, the 
Shah will become tired of Arab in
solence and will send a Sirdar and 
an army and machine-guns, which 
will be the end of Ali Basr.

“ But till that day—well, the Per
sian magistrate here has a guard of 
a dozen soldiers, whose pay is six 
months in arrears. What can he do 
against a thousand well-armed 
riders?”

“ rpH IS  Ali Basr, as I take it, is op- 
J- posed to the entry of foreigners 

into the country?”
“ Opposed is hardly the word, 

sahib. He has taken an oath on the 
beard of the Prophet to cut the 
throat of any Feringhi dog—your 
pardon, sahib, I but quote the vener
able sheikh—who attempts to take 
up any concession or work any mine 
or otherwise settle down in this 
province. It was he who drove out 
Hornswood, sahib—”

"Damn the man! Hornswood cer
tainly gypped me nicely!” cut in 
Cairns. “Why didn't the Persian 
consul in Singapore tip me off to 
this? He must have known.” 

“ Certainly, sahib. But in twenty

Sheikh A li Basr

years’ experience of Persian officials, 
I have never yet found one who 
would not lend an ear to the clink of 
silver. Bahshish, sahib. It is the 
key to everything in Persia.”

“Then,” Cairns said calmly, “per
haps it is also the key to the favor 
of Sheikh Ali Basr. Perhaps the 
sight of a few gold pieces may work 
a miracle.”

“ Do not delude yourself, sahib“ 
Chublee Rao warned. “The man is 
a fanatic, yes. But he is a sincere 
fanatic. He honestly believes that 
the coming of foreign enterprise 
means the end of freedom for his 
people”—Cairns was aware that the 
girl at the window nodded in sudden 
approval—“and from that position I 
doubt if any gold will stir him. 
Moreover—”

“What, is there more?”
“ Ai, sahib. There are the Devil- 

Worshipers.”
“The Devil-Worshipers?” It was 

the girl who spoke. She had turned 
abruptly and was staring at Chub
lee Rao with wide-open eyes.

“ So-a, lady. That is, the Arabs 
say they are devil-worshipers, while 
others say they worship fire. At all 
events, they have a temple yonder in
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the hills, beyond the Gateway of 
Swords, where their sacred fire burns 
day and night upon a vast rock altar. 
When darkness comes you can see it 
from the town here, a Bingle tongue 
of flame on the far horizon.

“They are a strange people. Yazdis, 
they call themselves.”

“ But what have they to do with 
the mine?”

“ T^VERYTHING, sahib. T h e i r  
■*-1 temple, and the caves in which 

they live, are at the same place as 
your mine. And Ali Basr and his 
Arabs hate these Yazdis even more 
than they hate Christians; so much so 
that they cannot abide the sight of 
that altar fire by night and have sworn 
to wipe out the Devil-Worshipers to 
the last man and extinguish that fire 
forever.”

“ Why have they not done so al
ready?” the girl asked.

“ For two reasons, lady. First, be
cause the Yazdis, though they have 
not many guns, are famous swords
men and in this wiping out it is 
certain that many an Arab warrior 
would find his way to the arms of 
the Prophet’s houris perhaps a trifle 
sooner than would be convenient.

“ And second, because the Arabs, 
good Moslems though they are, are 
a little afraid of the Yazdis sorcerer, 
who is said to have performed cer
tain miracles. It has given the Arabs 
something to think about.”

“ The poor saps—falling for that 
sort of mumbo-jumbo,”  growled 
Cairns. “ I guess I can handle dumb 
eggs like that all right.”

Chublee Rao shook his turbaned 
head.

"It may be mumbo-ah-jumbo, or it 
may not,” he muttered. “ For me, I 
have heard certain things of this 
sorcerer, and I would not like to 
meet him on a dark night if he dis
approved of me.”

“Nonsense!” Cairns dismissed the 
matter of the sorcerer with a wave o f

his hand. “ Now, as I gather it, 
Chublee Rao, the situation is this: 
The Yazdis have the mine; the Arabs 
have the country between the mine 
and the town.

“ The Arabs are definitely against 
me. The Yazdis—eh—how did they 
get along with Hornswood?”

“ They were not here then, sahib. 
The mine is the site of their an
cient temple; but these Yazdis have 
come there only recently, bringing 
the brands of their Eternal Fire with 
them. Their ancestors were driven 
away by the Arabs a hundred years 
ago, went into Seistan, founded a 
temple there, and now have returned 
to the temple of their fathers, hav
ing been driven out of Seistan by 
certain Baluchis, as I am informed.” 

“ Poor people!” murmured the girl 
softly.

“ Poor or not, they’re going to let 
go of my mine,” grumbled Cairns. 
“ Swordsmen, are they?” He glanced 
at his small pile of baggage, among 
which a foil case was conspicuous.

“ Maybe I can teach the Arabs 
something about sword-play — and 
then we shall see, Chublee Rao! 
First of all, I am going to call on 
the Sheikh Ali Basr!”

will not return alive, sahib!” 
J- exclaimed the Hindu.
“ On the contrary, I shall. I shall 

go to him alone, as a guest, and I 
shall thus be protected by the Arab 
law of hospitality. He must let me 
return unharmed. How far away is 
his camp?”

“ It lies twenty miles from the 
town, sahib. And it is late; you 
cannot go today on thg poor horses 
which are all—”

“ Is the camp near the railway 
line?" interrupted Cairns.

"Yes, sahib. But—”
"Is the line undamaged?”
“ As far as I know, it is, sahib. The 

Arabs have no use for rails and 
sleepers. Still—”
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The scimitar flew glistening through the air

“ Where are the two locomotives? 
At the mine?”

“ No, they are here—in a shed close 
to the stone wharf. They burn oil, 
of which there is some supply in a 
tank near the shed. But, sahib—” 

“ I ’ve made up my mind; delay is 
dangerous. I ’m going now. Can I 
get someone to fire for me?"

“ Impossible, sahib! Not a man in 
Gabur would venture his skin out
side the walls while the Arabs and 
the Yazdis are at war. It is a ques
tion whether the rascals would be 
more afraid of Arab knives or the 
spells of the Yazdis sorcerer.”

“Very well; then I ’ll go alone. I 
guess I can manage to run and fire

a little narrow-gauge oil-burner by 
myself. I'll have a talk with this 
Ali Basr and give him a little good 
old American high-pressure sales
manship. I ’ll have him eating out o’ 
my hand—you wait and see, Chublee 
Rao!”

The Hindu shrugged his massive 
shoulders.

“ I trust you may succeed, sahib. It 
would be luck for me if the mine re
opened; the gods know business is 
bad enough, these past months.

“ But as one who wishes you well, 
sahib, this is my advice: leave
Gabur while your throat is yet un
cut !’’

“ Be yourself, Chublee Rao!” grin-
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ned Cairns. “ I don’t scare that easy. 
I ’ll be seeing you.”

He swung toward the door.
“ Wait, sahib!" cried the merchant, 

starting to rise. "There is one more 
thing.”

But Cairns, snatching up his bags, 
was gone.

Chublee Rao sank back on his pile 
of rugs, turning a scared face to the 
girl.

"You are witness that I tried to 
tell him, lady!” he gasped. "These 
Americans—by the brow of Vishnu, 
they move so swiftly! Accurse my 
dilatory tongue; I could not get 
around to the matter in time.”

CHAPTER II
The Desert Camp

THE locomotive shed 
was of corrugated 
iron, reinforced by 
steel ribs and corner 
posts. It was locked, 
but the lock yielded 
to one of the keys 
H o r n s  w o o d  had  

handed over. Inside, this place too 
was like an oven, but Cairns did not 
care; the locomotives were there.

Starting one of them, however, was 
no simple task. First of all, he 
fought and struggled for half an 
hour with a wheezy little one- 
lunged gasoline pump, connected to 
a well. At last the thing began its 
eternal put-put-put; a hose connec
tion began filling the saddle tank of 
the outermost locomotive with brack
ish water.

Next Cairns filled the lubricator 
and went around with oil-can and 
dope-bucket to look at cups and 
bearings. By this time the tank 
was full; the fuel oil supply in the 
rear tank was all right.

It took Cairns another twenty 
minutes to figure out how to light 
the burners, since the locomotive was 
of English make and its details

quite unfamiliar to him. And then 
there was the long weary wait for 
steam-pressure; a wait during which 
Cairns sat outside the shed, consid
ering various angles of his plan, 
cursing Hornswood mentally—and 
wondering what the devil made that 
girl so upstage.

Occasionally a wandering native 
came and stared at him in silence, 
wriggling bare toes in the sand. But 
no crowd collected; there was no 
chattering excitement such as would 
have been the case in a Chinese 
town, or a Malay village. These 
people seemed sunk in a lethargy 
too overpowering even to admit of 
curiosity.

Why, the young Arab was the 
only native of the vicinity who’d 
shown any pep at all. Cairns grinned. 
He wasn’t afraid; he knew how to 
handle all sorts of natives. He’d 
get along with this Ali Basr, all 
right.

Steam began to gurgle gently from 
the safety valve.

Ready to go, eh? Cairns tossed 
his bags up on the left-hand side of 
the little iron cab; he might not be 
back for a while.

HE looked at his oil fire, which was 
roaring merrily; then released 

the hand-brake, hoisted himself to the 
engineer's seat, and tugged at the 
throttle. The lever came back; the 
blast of the first exhaust crashed 
against the iron roof overhead; the 
engine rolled slowly out of the shed.

Cairns glanced at the sun. Two 
hours of daylight yet, he conjec
tured. Say forty minutes to the 
camp, forty minutes to talk to old 
Stuffed Shirt—plenty of time to con
vince an Arab of anything!—and 
forty minutes back, if he didn’t de
cide to go on to the mine. He’d 
see how the track was, see if it 
would be safe to run over it in the 
dark.

The tracks ran along the water
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front for a little way, then turned 
right, passing a group of huts from 
which the astonished inhabitants 
stared open-mouthed. It went 
through a breach in the tumble
down city wall of mud bricks, and 
after passing a half mile or so of 
cultivated fields and a few clusters 
of date trees, Cairns found himself 
in the desert.

It was a red desert. The sand was 
reddish; the rock outcroppings were 
of red sandstone. There was little 
vegetation to provide relief of color 
or of outline.

It was a sinister place, its very 
simplicity seeming charged with a 
nameless menace. The railway 
track on its low embankment was an 
obvious intruder, a white man’s in
sult to this ancient desert which had 
not changed its face in centuries.

Here and there, as though in pro
test or in warning, the red sand had 
drifted deeply on the track; once so 
deeply that Cairns had to get out 
and shovel it away. But the track 
itself was well ballasted and well 
laid. Save for the occasional sand- 
drifts, Cairns was able to average 
above thirty miles an hour.

HIS eyes rose over to the purple 
hills which masked the horizon, 

the hills in which lay his mine. Arabs 
or no Arabs, devil-worshipers or no 
devil-worshipers, he meant to work 
that mine. It was his job—his 
chance. Hornswood had sold out 
cheap because he couldn’t face a 
little “ native trouble,” couldn’t take 
it. All the better for Cairns. He’d 
got a real bargain, because of Horns- 
wood’s cowardice. He’d show 'em.

The swaying, roaring engine clat
tered echoing between two high 
sand-ridges, and abruptly Cairns saw 
palm trees, dark-colored tents, the 
high beam of an Arab well. He had 
reached the camp.

He shut off the throttle, jockeyed 
with the air-valve. Confound it, he’d

forgotten to start the air-pump. He 
had to sweat and twist at the antique 
hand-brake wheel to bring the en
gine to a squealing stop.

HE could not complain of lethargy 
or lack of interest here.

Almost before the engine had 
stopped, it was surrounded by a 
crowd of excited Arabs, yelling, 
brandishing knives and an astonish
ing variety of firearms, shouting 
epithets of which “ infidel dog” was 
by far the least injurious. But none 
of them appeared anxious to come 
too close to the iron monster—who 
knew what devil this might be, 
emitting its hissing white breath?

Cairns picked out an elderly 
Arab, pointed a finger at him.

“ Bring me,” he cried, “ to the noble 
Sheikh, Ali Basr!”

The uproar died to an uneasy 
muttering. Men glanced at each 
other warily. If this Feringhi was 
a friend of their sheikh, perhaps he 
ought not to be killed out of hand.

The elderly Arab took a hesitant 
step forward, fingering the excellent 
Mauser rifle which he held.

“ I do not know, Feringhi,” he 
began, “whether—”

“ I am to be addressed as sicli!" 
snapped Cairns, interrupting. “ I 
come as a guest of your Sheikh! 
Take me to him at once. And post 
guards, to see that none interferes 
with my iron horse.”

This arrogance had its effect.
“ As you say, sidi,”  grumbled the 

old man. "Though I think that none 
of our people will dare to touch that 
offspring of demons. Come, then.” 

At his gesture, Cairns stepped 
boldly down from the gangway, 
among the hostile tribesmen.

“ Follow me—sidi!” Did that title 
of respect slide between the Arab’s 
withered lips with an ironic ring?

Some of the Arabs followed 
Cairns and his conductor; others 
stayed to stare, muttering, at the
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little narrow-gauge engine which 
seemed to them so frightful an ap
parition.

The oasis where the Arabs made 
their headquarters was a pleasant 
place. There were palm trees in 
abundance, grass, and even flowers. 
Everywhere were scattered the tents 
of the tribe; save for the wells, there 
was no indication of permanent 
building.

These Arabs were nomads. They 
went where their horses and sheep 
and lean little cattle might find sus
tenance. The wealth of the tribe was 
in these things.

THE old guide gestured toward a 
striped tent, somewhat larger than 

the common run and connected by 
awnings to smaller tents on either 
side.

"The sheikh,” said he, "is there, O 
Per—uh—sidi!”

And in the looped-back entrance 
of that striped pavilion there ap
peared at that moment the majestic 
figure of the Arab chieftain. He 
came forward slowly, as though to 
greet an honored guest, and Cairns’ 
first impression was that he had 
never before seen so dignified a per
sonage.

Ali Basr was simply clad, in a 
white woolen djellaba, with a white 
turban bound by gold cord. The 
loose ends of the turban, falling 
about his head and neck, made an 
effective frame for his ascetic aqui
line features. His sparse gray beard 
could not hide the firmness of his 
jaw; his thin lips spoke both of res
olution and of cruelty; his eyes were 
dark, hard and opaque like bits of 
polished flint.

He was unarmed, save for a single 
poniard in a jeweled sheath. But be
hind him, two young Arabs stood on 
guard, rifles in the crooks of their 
left arms, watchful, ready.

Instantly, instinctively, Cairns real
ized that any attempt to bribe this

man to depart from a course dictated 
by his religious principles would be 
taken as the grossest insult. He 
must feel his way carefully; it came 
to him that he would be fortunate 
to escape from this oasis with his 
life.

For in the sheikh’s eyes there 
burned, deep down but wickedly vis
ible, the same flame of hatred for the 
“ infidel” which had flamed in the 
eyes of the young Arab at Chublee 
Rao’s store.

The sheikh's first words were di
rected, not to Cairns, but to the el
derly one who had brought him to 
the leader.

“ Why do you fetch me this Fer- 
inghi, O Abdulla? Is it not an order 
that all such unbelieving swine 
found outside the walls of Gabur 
shall be slain forthwith?”

A pleasant beginning, indeed.
The gray-haired Abdulla salaamed 

very low.
“True, O Sheikh. But he spoke to 

us in our own tongue, saying he 
came to seek you as your guest. And 
it is commanded by the Prophet—on 
whom be peace!—that a guest, even 
an enemy or an infidel, must be fed, 
sheltered, protected and permitted to 
depart unharmed in body or in 
goods.”

“ I do not need instruction in the 
words of the holy Koran from you, 
Abdulla,” the sheikh snapped tartly. 
"Nevertheless, what you say is true.”

HE turned his grim and searching 
gaze upon Cairns. “ I will not lie, 

Feringhi. I will not say you are 
welcome. But a guest; you are, and 
as a guest shall you be treated. Ab
dulla! Bid the women prepare food, 
bid a slave bring water that my 
guest may wash and be refreshed 
after his journey.”

He bowed with grave courtesy to 
Cairns, his whole manner changing; 
and with his own hand he held back 
the flap of the striped pavilion.
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‘ ‘Deign to enter my poor home, sidi. 
This house is yours.”

‘ ‘Peace be to thee, O Sheikh, and 
the peace of Allah to all who dwell 
herein,”  replied Cairns in the time- 
honored Arabic formula.

Surprise at such courtesy from a 
foreigner flickered for an instant 
across the sheikh’s stern face.

CAIRNS found himself treading on 
the softest of Persian carpets, in 

the somewhat gloomy interior of the 
big tent. Other rugs hung upon the 
walls; the cushioned divan toward 
which the sheikh waved him was 
covered with a robe of gold brocade.

A negro slave entered, bearing a 
basin of hammered silver filled with 
scented water, and towels of fine 
linen. Cairns washed the red dust 
of the desert from his face and hands 
thankfully enough. Then the sheikh 
handed him the ivory mouthpiece of 
a big water-pipe, took another him
self, and puffed gravely.

He asked no questions; to inquire 
the purpose of a guest’s visit would 
have been most impolite according to 
Arab standards. Nor did Cairns 
himself make the mistake of coming 
to the point at once. Instead, he 
talked of other things—of Persian 
politics, now centering around the 
rising star of Riza Ali Shah; of the 
state of the rug trade at Ispahan; of 
horses; and at last of swords.

On all these subjects the sheikh 
was astoundingly well-informed. Yet 
intolerance breathed in his every 
word. Riza Ali Shah was welding 
Persia into a strong Moslem state, 
independent of foreign tutelage for 
the first time in almost a century; 
yet the sheikh could find no good in 
the king because he was an “ ac
cursed Shiite,” belonging to a d if
ferent sect of Islam from that which 
the sheikh professed.

The decadence of the Ispahan rug- 
trade the sheikh blamed on the in
troduction of European looms. The

purity of the ancient breeds of Arab 
horses had been ruined, he claimed, 
by the export of stallions to Euro
pean studs. As for swords—

“ Once every Arab was a swords
man first of all, sidi, and the sword 
is the weapon of Islam. A warrior 
trained to the sword absorbs with 
his training the true spirit of war. 
But now we lie behind rocks and 
pull triggers of accursed Feringhi 
rifles—bah!

“ Shame be upon my gray head that 
I must say it, yet the condemned of 
Allah, the Yazdi devil-worshipers, 
alone of all the peoples of this un
happy country, have kept alive the 
spirit of the sword!”

“ I am, as you would say, a Fer
inghi, O Sheikh,”  Cairns remarked 
easily. “Yet I know something of 
swordsmanship.”

The sheikh’s eyes kindled.
“You? You are a swordsman?” 
Cairns nodded gravely. It would 

have meant nothing to the sheikh 
had he mentioned that he had been 
captain of his college fencing team, 
or that he had won cups in the best 
salles d’armes of New York. Yet he 
was glad of this first bond of sym
pathy—and he plunged on ;

“ I am a swordsman. But I do not 
come here to speak of swords-play, 
sheikh. In those hills there is a sil
ver mine; that mine I have bought 
from its owner—”

"Its owner!” The sheikh’s face 
darkened. “ This land is mine! No 
writ of a Persian vizier can give 
away one grain of sand that is my 
own!”

HE rose abruptly to his feet, push
ing aside the low table on which 

the slaves had placed meat and fruit.
“ I thought there was some purpose 

behind your coming, O my guest!” 
he thundered. “ So, like the other 
Feringhi before you, you seek my 
silver! You shall not have it! De
part in peace, according to the word
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.of the Prophet—may he rest in the 
bosom of Allah.

“ Depart—and know that if you set 
foot outside the walls of Gabur once 
again, you die as becomes an in
fidel!”

Rage contorted the sheikh’s stern 
features. Rage— rage fired by an an
cient an d  unquenchable h a t r e d ,  
glared from his eyes.

CAIRNS rose also. He was up 
against an immovable obstacle. 

This old man would never change. 
And rage rose in Cairns’ heart also; 
the rage of progressive youth at the 
stubbornness of the old; the rage of 
a man who sees the ship of his 
dreams wrecked upon the reef of un
reasoning bigotry.

But he held himself in check. No 
use flying off the handle. He’d do 
better to go with what dignity he 
could command. He was sunk, that 
was all. No— he'd not admit that 
yet. He'd find a way.

He bowed to the sheikh, struggling 
with a mad temptation to offer to 
stake the mine on the issue of a 
single combat, sword against sword. 
Perhaps he might have yielded to 
that temptation, but the sheikh was 
speaking again.

“ As becomes an infidel—remem
ber!” he said. "And that you may 
not forget, look!”

He strode to the rear of the tent, 
and with a swift jerk of two dan
gling cords drew aside the whole rear 
wall, exposing to view a garden. The 
last rays of the dying sun gleamed 
redly—red as the pitiless desert—on 
a corpse which lay on the ground. 
The sun and the wind of days had 
had their way with the tortured 
body; the sun and the wind, and the 
flying things of the desert, pitiless 
as the wilderness itself. Above the 
sun-whitened bones a carrion crow 
hovered restlessly.

"That,”  said the sheikh, turning 
glittering eyes on Cairns, "was once

a Fcringhi like yourself. He died— 
there—as becomes an infidel. He 
gave me some sport in the cool of 
the evening; he was two days dying, 
even with the aid of the crows. A 
stout fellow.”

He released the cords; the cur
tain fell before the gruesome garden. 
Again temptation came to Cairns— 
not, this time, to challenge this fiend
ish sheikh to combat, but to shoot 
him down then and there like the 
savage murderer he was.

And again he might have yielded; 
but again came interruption.

The flap of the tent was flung 
rudely back and there strode in 
through the opening, swaggering, 
eyes flashing, the young Arab whom 
Cairns had knocked down on Chub- 
lee Rao’s threshold!

"My son! Where is your cour
tesy?” spoke the sheikh in stern ac
cents.

“ Pardon, my father! But I have 
brought here—” He stopped as his 
eyes met Cairns’. With a sudden 
snarl of feral hatred, he jerked out 
a curved dagger and leaped for the 
American’s throat.

CHAPTER III 
Trapped

THE sheikh’s out- 
thrust arm barred his 
son’s path, flinging 
him back against the 
cushions, panting.

“ H e s t r u c k  me ,  
father! Made a mock 
of me in the street of 

Gabur! I have taken an oath before 
Allah to have his blood!”

The lines about the sheikh’s mouth 
hardened.

“ It is well, Feringhi,” said he in 
a low voice, “ that I did not know 
of this insult to my house ere you 
came here as a professed guest. But 
that matters not now. Guest you 
are, and as guest you return under
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my protection to the place from 
which you came.

“ Thereafter shall be vengeance. 
.You hear, my son?”

"I hear, father.” The young man 
stood trembling like a blooded 
charger that scents the battle, trem
bling but obedient to the rein of 
authority.

“ Then, O guest, go in peace.” The 
sheikh held back the flap for Cairns 
to pass out. Cairns knew that he 
walked in safety as he stepped out 
into the ruddy glow of the sunset. 
Behind him, he heard the young 
Arab speaking swiftly.

BUT he did not look back. His eyes 
were fixed on a horse and rider 

which, guarded by the two sentinels, 
waited before the tent. A semicircle 
o f staring tribesfolk stood beyond.

The rider was the girl in white, 
Cairns' blonde fellow-traveler from 
Bombay; and now her hair was all 
disheveled, blood dried on a scratch 
across her lovely cheek, and her 
wrists were roughly tied before her 
by a piece of hair-rope.

Her eyes widened as she saw 
Cairns.

“ Mr. Cairns! Help me!” The 
words came from her lips instantly 
and yet with a hint of desperation, 
as though she begged a favor of him 
unwillingly and only as a last re
sort.

“This is ill done, my son. It is 
very ill done,” spoke the sheikh, 
coming out behind Cairns.

“ I saw the woman. She is very 
fair,” grumbled the young man. “ And 
so I took her when she rode outside 
the walls. Why not?”

“ Did any see you? Were you pur
sued?” snapped the sheikh.

“ No one was near, my father. No 
one saw me. The woman rode alone, 
like a fool, and I took her and 
brought her here. She is mine.” His 
words rose in a paean of self-praise 
and satisfaction.

“ It is you who are the fool, my 
son,” the sheikh informed him. 
“These Feringhis are a strange peo
ple. You may slay their men, and 
they do little or nothing. But if you 
touch their women, there will come 
warships, and soldiers, and they will 
give that Shiite cur who sits on the 
Peacock Throne at Teheran no peace 
till they have had vengeance on me 
and mine and all my tribe.”

“ But I tell you, none saw me, 
father. How shall the Feringhis say 
what has become of this woman? She 
rode alone into the desert. She does 
not return—does it follow that the 
Beni Basr have taken her?

"Might she not have been eaten 
by a lion? Or fallen into the hands 
of the devil-worshipers? Or lost her 
way and died of thirst in some hid
den nullah?” So spoke the sheikh’s 
son, eagerly, half-angrily.

The sheikh groaned.
“ Witless one! Has not this Fer- 

inghi seen the woman? Aye, and 
heard you tell with your own lips 
the tale of how you took her?”

He gestured furiously t o w a r d  
Cairns.

“ Let us then cut his throat with
out more ado, my father!” cried the 
young man, knife in hand again.

“ He is protected by the sacred 
laws of hospitality, my son. Do 1 
hear you suggest that I should break 
the Law of the Prophet?” The 
sheikh spoke sternly; the young man 
bowed his head beneath the rebuke, 
and was silent.

<<_\7^ET perhaps there is another 
-*- way,” the sheikh went on slowly, 

as one who thinks even while he 
speaks. “ O Feringhi, you have a de
sire to work the silver mine, yonder 
in the hills. You cannot do it, save 
by my favor. Listen, then.

“ I will first of all drive away the 
accursed devil-worshipers who have 
dared to relight their defiling fire on 
the altar behind the Gateway of
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Swords, and put out that fire for
ever 1”

His finger stabbed out, pointing. 
A yell of fierce delight rose from 
all the Arabs within hearing, and 
again their weapons were brandished 
above their turbaned heads.

"The fire! Put out the fire that 
mocks the face of Allah!” rose their 
cry.

CAIRNS’ gaze, following the 
sheikh's pointing hand, turned 

toward the dark hills to the north. 
There, against the deepening purple 
background, he saw a little pin-point 
of throbbing flame, a red candle 
burning through the evening shadows 
far away.

"It shall be put out,” the sheikh 
said solemnly. "And then—you 
shall have your mine, sidi. You 
shall work it in peace, and your iron 
horses shall pass back and forth in 
peace through this, my country. 
Those of my young men who would 
work for you for wages will I not 
hinder.

“ Allah forgive me my oath that 
these things should never be! But 
it h  better so, better than that the 
riflemen and cannon of Riza Ali 
Shah the heretic should come and 
destroy my people. I shall make 
pilgrimage to Mecca and beg abso
lution for my broken oath at the foot 
of the holy Kaaba.”

Joy surged up in Cairns’ heart. 
What a break—what a lucky, lucky 
break!

“ And you’ll do all this, just so 
that I’ll keep my mouth shut about 
your son’s running off with this 
lady? Well, as long as no great 
harm’s been done—" Cairns glanced 
at the girl. She nodded, even smiled 
a little.

She was too glad for freedom to 
haggle over vengeance.

“ It’s a bargain, sheikh. Untie the 
lady’s hands and we’ll be getting 
back to Gabur—if you don’t mind

oil smoke?” He grinned at the fair 
captive. “ What a break!”

“ N o!” said the sheikh sharply. 
"You go too fast, sidi. The woman 
stays here.”

Cairns looked at the sheikh in 
stunned silence. What did he 
mean?

"I will trust your word, sidi. I 
can see that you are what is called 
among your people a gentleman: the 
word of such is not to be broken. 
But I am not such a fool as to trust 
my life, the life of my son and all 
my followers, the very existence of 
my tribe, to the word of any woman. 
The word of a woman is a rope of 
sand.

“ No, sidi. Go back to Gabur. giv
ing your word to keep silence. Come 
again in three days, when we have 
put out the Heaven-mocking fire, and 
the mine is yours. But the woman 
remains, and no man shall ever say 
in Gabur what has become of her. 
I have spoken.”

"I will say nothing, sheikh!” 
spoke the girl, in Arabic as good as 
Cairns’ own.

"Be still while your betters talk, 
woman!” snarled the sheikh. "I 
have spoken! No woman will I 
trust.”

There it was again; age-old preju
dice, the harem tradition. Woman 
must be ever weak, treacherous, un
trustworthy. Cairns’ house of joy 
collapsed about his ears.

But his eyes had been busy. He 
had marked the spot where a white 
plume of steam told him his engine 
stood. It was not a quarter of a 
mile away.

<<T~\ECIDE, Feringhi!” commanded
-1—' the sheikh. “ The mine is 

yours! And as for the woman, what 
is she to you? Let her stay here to 
ornament the harem of my son. She 
is honored, indeed. Come—decide!”

Cairns looked up at the girl, and 
saw in her eyes a plea—fear— doubt.
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She dared to doubt what his de
cision might be! He could have 
slapped her.

What the devil did she have against 
him?

He reached out suddenly, grabbed 
the sheikh’s son by his neckcloth 
and jerked him forward, spinning 
him around so that he stood strug
gling, helpless in Cairns’ iron grip. 
The big Colt in Cairns’ right hand 
jabbed harshly against his spine. 
Loud rang the American’s voice:

“ Bid your people stand back, 
sheikh! We go to the iron horse. 
Obey, or your son dies, here and 
now !”

The sheikh gaped for one instant 
of horrified astonishment, then as he 
saw his son’s predicament he spoke:

"It is the will of Allah! Stand 
back, men of the Beni Basr. Let 
them pass.”

He added something in low, rapid 
words which Cairns did not catch. 
The two armed guards darted away 
through the crowd.

“No tricks, sheikh, or I’ll blast 
daylight through this young scoun
drel!” Cairns warned.

“ You on the horse! Can you man
age the reins with your hands tied 
like that?”

“ I think so,” came the calm reply.
“ Then follow me, and sing out if 

anybody makes a pass at me. Un
derstand?"

“ Perfectly.”
“ Let’s go.”

CAIRNS urged the sheikh’s son 
forward, setting as rapid a pace 

as he could.
He feared treachery now, and he 

wanted to be on that engine and 
away. Once the wheels were turn
ing beneath him, no Arab pursuit 
could catch him. And in Gabur it
self he would be safe, for the ven
geance of the Shah would be swift 
upon the Arab sheikh who dared to 
violate a walled town wherein dwelt

a magistrate holding the royal man
date.

Of course, the mine was lost.
But this was no time to think of 

mines.
Cairns could hear the plodding 

hoofs of the horse behind him. All 
around him surged the Arabs, keep
ing their distance at the sheikh’s re
peated commands but voicing threats 
of horrible vengeance.

“ Death waits, infidel!” they 
screamed.

THE young Arab walked steadily 
on, disdaining to struggle now 

that he had found resistance useless. 
They passed the wells, passed the 
last date palms. The engine stood 
before them, steam roaring upward 
from the safety valve; Cairns remem
bered that he had not turned down 
the flame of the oil burners.

“ Get off your horse and climb 
aboard,” he called to the girl.

He heard her tumble to the 
ground; she ran past him awkwardly, 
holding out her bound hands in front 
of her. She w a s  pulling h e r 
self into the cab as he jerked the 
young sheikh around to face the 
crowding, snarling Arabs. Cairns 
backed slowly toward the gangway, 
his eyes on the sheikh, who stood 
some twenty feet away, his face grim 
and inscrutable.

“ When you start your iron horse, 
O Feringhi, you cease to be my 
guest,” he said suddenly. “There
after, look to yourself!”

“ I ask nothing better, sheikh!” 
grinned Cairns.

His backward-stepping foot struck 
the embankment. He gave the young 
Arab a sudden shove, sending the 
young man forward in a long stum
bling fall; then whirled, grabbed a 
hand-hold, hoisted himself to the 
gangway.

He kicked free the dog which held 
the hand-brake. The wheel spun, 
whirring. He jerked the reverse
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lever back, and his hand went to the 
throttle.

A dozen rifles covered him in
stantly. But Cairns had thought well 
ahead.

He leaned out of the window, 
facing backward.

His right hand was on the throttle, 
the Colt .45 in his left covered the 
Sheikh.

“ Down with those guns!” he 
yelled, and the sheikh grinned in his 
beard, grinned with the baffled fero
city of a wolf who sees his prey es
caping before his eyes. He shouted 
a command.

THE rifle muzzles lowered. Steam 
hissed in the cylinders as the en

gine began to move. The little drivers 
spun crazily, then took hold. Faster 
and faster clamored the exhausts in 
the stack. The sand ridges loomed 
ahead. Cairns reached over and 
switched on the injector, then looked 
across at the silent girl on the left- 
hand seat.

“ W e’re away. All over but the 
weeping,” he called.

The Arabs yelled their rage as the 
engine rumbled into the gap be
tween the ridges. Cairns waved a 
mocking farewell to the stately, im
movable figure of the sheikh. He 
leaned far out, watching the track— 
there might be more sand drifts now, 
for the wind was rising.

Then the hair seemed to rise on 
t'ne back of his neck; for beyond the 
ridges men were clustered on the 
embankment — Arabs — a score or 
more of them, some with rifles and 
some who labored furiously at the 
rails.

Two rails were already up, leaving 
a hopeless gap in the track.

They were trapped.
The words of the sheikh seemed 

to ring mockingly in Cairns’ ears: 
“ When you start your iron horse— 

you cease to be my guest. There
after, look to yourself—”

CHAPTER IV
The Gateway of Swords

[ C A I R N S  shut off, 
[braked the little en
gine to a stop. The 

[Arabs danced, laugh- 
ling, y e 11 in g—t h en  
Icame running forward 
ito take their prey. 
• Cairns fired, dropping 

one of the sheikh’s tall guards. So 
this was the meaning of those hur
ried, treacherous commands!

Then he threw himself upon the 
reverse lever. Forward it went; 
open the throttle again. The engine 
rumbled back the way it had come.

Cairns grabbed the girl from her 
seat.

“ Down! Lie down!” She hesitated, 
her womanly instincts recoiling from 
the oily floor plates. “ Oh, the deuce 
with your clothes! Get down 
there I”

As she dropped flat on the floor 
of the cab, Cairns pulled the throt
tle all the way back, yanked down 
the whistle cord for one scream of 
defiance, and dropped beside the 
girl. They were past the ridges 
again; the Arabs would be waiting.

“Let her roll !̂ ’ he exclaimed. “ If 
they’ve torn up the track in front, 
too, we might as well be in the ditch 
as here. If not, we’ll get through."

Outside there was a chorus of 
wild yells, a sudden rattle of rifle 
fire. Bullets shivered the glass win
dows, spattered in stars of lead 
against the steel plating, the boiler- 
head, the oil tank. The engine lum
bered on, gathering speed with 
every turn of its drivers.

A turbaned head showed at the 
gangway as an Arab warrior, knife 
in teeth, made a desperate leap. 
Cairns drove one foot into that face, 
and it vanished, screaming through 
a splatter of blood and teeth.

More bullets; and then the sound 
of shots and yells faded out behind.
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Cairns rose to his feet, peered cau
tiously around the corner of the fuel 
oil tank.

Several mounted Arabs were spur
ring their horses in a pursuit that 
was rapidly being outdistanced. 
White and brown figures were run
ning aimlessly here and there among 
the palm trees of the oasis.

But on either side of the track lay 
again the red desert, redder now as 
the horizon mists in the west laid 
their crimson veils before the orb 
of day. And ahead were the hills.

The hills—in which throbbed and 
glowed, brighter and brighter, the 
lamp of the Sacred Fire.

The track lay ahead, unbroken as 
far as Cairns could see. He found 
a switch, started the small dynamo, 
turned on the headlight. Its white 
sword leaped through the gathering 
dusk, showing rusted but perfect 
rails.

“W e’re clear, all right. Foxed ’em 
that time,” grinned Cairns. He bent 
over the girl and cut the rope that 
bound her wrists. "You can get up 
now. Dirty but safe.”

THE girl rose to her feet; she cer
tainly was dirty. Cairns’ grin 

broadened at the sight of the wreck 
the fuel oil had made of her once 
spotless white dress.

"You, Mr. Cairns,” she said in her 
cool high-bred English voice, "appear 
to be what they call in your country 
a wise-cracker. Not an enviable dis
tinction, I should say.”

“ Say!” snapped Cairns. “ What’s 
the matter with you, anyway? What 
have I ever done that you should 
high-hat me this way? Why, back 
there in the camp, you were actually 
afraid I was going to take up the 
sheikh’s offer and leave you to the 
Arabs!”

The girl reddened.
“ I—I’m sorry,” she muttered.
“ All right. Forget it. W e’ve 

troubles enough,”  Cairns answered,

his grin returning. "Come over 
here, won’t you, where I can talk to 
you while I run this coffee-boiler? 
You seem to know my name; mind 
telling me yours?”

“ I’m Mary Drummond,” she in
formed him.

“ Drummond? Any relation to the 
geologist, Professor Drummond?”

"He is my father. I ’m here to 
look for him.”

“To look for him? Don’t you 
know where he is?”

“ X T O . I last heard from him at 
Gabur, just after he had made 

the report on your silver mine. He 
wrote that he had encountered a re
markable sect of devil-worshipers 
up in the hills, and was going back 
to find out more about them. He 
had a bump of insatiable scientific 
curiosity. That was three months 
ago; since then, not a word.”

Cairns’ thoughts flashed instantly 
to the tortured-twisted corpse in Ali 
Basr’s garden.

"Did Chublee Rao know anything 
of your father?”

"Not much. He knew father had 
examined the mine and written a 
report on it, at Hornswood’s request; 
and that he had left Gabur, with no 
more than a native servant as com
pany, saying he was going back to 
the temple of the Devil-Worshipers.

"When he did not return in a few 
days, the Persian magistrate made 
some inquiries, but nothing came of 
them. He seemed to have disap
peared. So I came out from Eng
land to find him: there was nothing 
else to be done.”

"I see.” Cairns said no more for 
a moment. He thought there was 
no use to tell the girl of the un
known victim of the sheikh’s fanat
ical hatred. Not now, at least, when 
she might need all her courage, all 
her faculties, to face the perils that 
confronted them.

He eased in the throttle, slowing
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the engine to a pace which made 
conversation at once easier and less 
perilous.

“ W e’re in a tight spot, Miss Drum
mond,”  said he. "No use disguising 
the truth. We can’t get back to 
Gabur: not now, anyway. Even if 
we could get horses, we’d have a 
hard time dodging Ali Basr's riders. 
I have a little canned stuff in my 
bags; there’s some water in the 
tank, brackish but drinkable.

<<"F)UT we can’t stop, or the Beni 
-D  Basr will catch up with us. 

W e’ve got to keep going; and that 
means, we’ve got to visit these devil- 
worshipers, whoever they are.”

“ Right-o,” agreed Mary Drum
mond. “That’s where I want to go, 
anyway. They may not harm us; 
they didn't harm father.”

“ W e’re on our way,” shrugged 
Cairns. “ W e’ve no choice.”

And they were, he thought, almost 
at their goal. The mountains tow
ered higher, a dark barrier across 
their path. Night had come to the 
desert; the sky above was studded 
with the incredibly numerous stars 
of the tropics.

But ahead, like a lode-star to guide 
them to their bourne—or a will-o’- 
the-wisp to lure them to a dreadful 
death!—the Sacred Fire of the 
strange people whom the Arabs hated 
so, glowed on the hillside, burning 
steadily.

“ Father says,” Mary Drummond 
told Cairns gravely, “ that the reli
gion of these people is a perverted 
form of the ancient religion of Per
sia, founded a thousand years before 
Christ by Zoroaster. The altar-fires 
that Zoroaster lighted have been kept 
burning all these centuries; some of 
them, at least, have never been ex
tinguished.

‘ ‘It—it rather appals one, doesn’t 
it, to think that that fire we're look
ing at, though driven from place to 
place by persecution, may have been

burning almost three thousand 
years?”

“ Makes sort of a nouveau-riche of 
Mohammed, I ’d say,” replied Cairns. 
“ Maybe that’s what irks old Ali Basr 
so. The murdering devil! I had 
some idea of helping him clean up 
these devil-worshipers and getting 
his help in return; but now I’d 
rather play the game the other way.”

Even as he spoke, he realized that 
he might very well be talking non
sense. The devil-worshipers might 
turn out to be worse cut-throats 
than the Beni Basr had ever dreamed 
of being. Frying pan to fire—per
haps.

No help for it, anyway.
The mountains were very close. 

Cairns slowed the pace of the engine 
still more. He watched the track; 
perhaps the devil-worshipers, too, 
had torn up some rails.

The engine roared through a shal
low rock-cutting. Rocks appeared 
beside the track, replacing the desert 
sand. They were entering the hill 
country.

And then, suddenly, there came a 
long curve and they plunged into 
an echoing gorge, with high rocky 
walls on either hand.

THE headlight picked up some 
dark barrier. A boulder on the 

track! Cairns shut off steam; the 
brake valve—he had long ago started 
the air-pump—hissed gently under 
his hand, checking the engine’s pace. 
He brought the panting machine to 
a stop with her nose some ten feet 
from the obstruction.

“ Stay quiet,” he warried the girl. 
“ This may be chance, or it may be 
placed there for a purpose. I ’m get
ting out to see.”

“ Be careful,” she whispered.
Cairns nodded and swung out of 

the gangway. On the iron step he 
paused, listening. There was no 
sound save the gentle sigh of the 
wind between the walls of the gorge,
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the chugging of the air pump, the 
faint hiss of escaping steam. Ahead, 
as though framed between those 
dark walls, he saw the leaping flame 
of the Sacred Fire, high on a yet 
distant mountainside.

He dropped to the ground, walked 
forward past the engine, his eyes 
darting warily from side to side. The 
headlight's ray played steadily on 
the track, on the great boulder, the 
rocks on either side. In that cold 
white glare, nothing stirred, all was 
still.

HE reached the boulder. It was 
far too large for him to move 

unaided. He walked around it, ex
amining it carefully. There was a 
small pinch-bar in the cab; perhaps 
he could—

“Look out!” shrilled the girl. 
Cairns stiffened, hand on pistol. 

But force would not serve him now. 
Silently, like shadows suddenly tak
ing on human substance, a dozen men 
had glided from the darkness beyond 
the headlight’s glare.

They surrounded him; the light 
glittered on the long curved blades 
o f their drawn scimitars. Dark 
cloaks, dark turbans, hid their forms 
and faces from his anxious inspec
tion.

"W hy do you come to the Gate
way of Swords, stranger?” asked 
one in halting Arabic.

"I come,” Cairns said boldly, “ to 
inspect my property, which is a sil
ver mine in yonder hills.”

There was low-voiced interchange 
of words among the newcomers in a 
musical language wholly unknown to 
Cairns; he thought it might be an
cient Persian.

Then the man who spoke Arabic 
addressed him again.

“ It cannot be, stranger,” he said. 
“ You must return the way you have 
come. We have enemies; we can 
admit no strangers through the 
Gateway of Swords—save by the or

deal of the sword, as it is written in 
the Law.”

“ I, too, have enemies,” retorted 
Cairns. “The men of the Beni Basr 
seek my life, and will have it if I re
turn to the desert. Therefore I 
must pass your gateway, friends.” 

“ It cannot be, it is forbidden,” the 
man answered stubbornly. But 
Cairns had not failed to notice a low 
growl of anger among the others at 
the mention of the name of Beni 
Basr.

“ What,” asked Cairns, “ is this or
deal of the sword of which you 
speak?”

“That cannot matter to you, 
stranger. Go your way.”

Cairns was getting desperate. He 
couldn’t fight his way through these 
fellows; probably there were plenty 
more beyond, anyway. And he cer
tainly couldn’t go back.

“ You said it is written in your 
Law,” he insisted. “ What is it? 
Speak, if it be the Law.”

"It is but this,” the man replied. 
“ The ancient Law of our people 
commands, that if any stranger seek 
to pass the Gateway of Swords, he 
shall not be denied a refuge at the 
foot of the temple if he can first 
prove that he has the favor of our 
Lord the Peacock”— here the man 
turned his head away and spoke the 
word swiftly, under his breath, as 
though afraid that he might be over
heard—"by successfully enduring the 
ordeal of the sword.

A ND in this ordeal he must face 
■LX in succession the three best 

swordsmen of our tribe. If he over
come them all, he must be admitted. 
If any of them wound him so that 
he can fight no more, they must be 
cast out. If any of them slay him, 
his blood is on his own head. Thus 
says the Law.”

Cairns laughed.
“And if he kills any of them?” 
“They die according to the Law;
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there can be no blood-vengeance by 
their kin.”

“ Very well, friend. I accept the 
ordeal. When do we begin?” 
snapped Cairns.

The man took a step backward, 
gasping his surprise.

"You? But you are an outlander 
—an Angresi from beyond the seas! 
This is a matter for swordsmen—”

“ I am a better swordsman than any 
these hills have ever bred,” Cairns 
cried boldly. “ Lay on, Macduff!” 
He laughed aloud, more to cheer up 
the girl than for any other reason.

Then she was beside him, running 
to him over the rough ballast.

“You can’t do it! They’ll kill 
you!” she whispered fiercely.

“ Don’t you worry. I can take care 
of myself.” He switched back into 
Arabic. “ Bring on your warriors, 
friend.”

There was more hurried consulta
tion in the unknown tongue. Then—

“The ordeal must wait for day
light,” the spokesman said. “ Mean
while, you must stay here.”

“ To be found and slaughtered by 
the Beni Basr?” protested Cairns. 
“ A clever device, for those who fear 
the outlander’s sword. For shame!”

SEVERAL voices rose in angry re
tort. The dark figures pressed 

closer.
“ So be it,” grumbled the man who 

spoke Arabic. “We will roll away 
the stone and let your iron chariot 
proceed, stranger. You can go on 
to the mine. You will find shelter 
there, and food. But in the morn
ing you must face the ordeal, with 
the first rays of the most noble sun.

“Think well; for once you have 
passed through this gorge, which 
from time immemorial we have called 
the Gateway of Swords, there will 
be no turning back.”

“Roll aside the boulder, friend. 
We go on,” answered Cairns stoutly. 

At once several of the men put

their shoulders to the big rock, while 
others produced wooden levers from 
some hiding place at the side of the 
track and began prying. The boulder 
shifted, rose, rolled over the rail 
and the track was clear.

“ Remember! In the morning, the 
ordeal!” cried the spokesman.

Cairns had already helped the girl 
into the cab. The only answer he 
gave was spoken by the clamor of 
the engine’s exhaust.

Forward they rolled—on through 
the Gateway of Swords, on toward 
that hill where burned the Sacred 
Fire.

CHAPTER V
The Ordeal

THE rocky walls fell 
away on either hand. 
A roar beneath; they 
were passing over a 
wooden trestle. The 
headlight showed a 
high cliff ahead. The 
track turned, climbing 

perilously along a ledge on the 
cliff’s face, and then swung into a 
wide, open space where there were 
trees and grass and the murmur of 
a waterfall.

Switches appeared, and side-tracks 
with rows of little four-wheeled ore 
cars. A shed or two of corrugated 
iron, a bumper—and abruptly the 
track ended.

This must be the mine.
Cairns stopped his engine close 

to the bumper, shut off the oil 
burners, touched the girl’s arm.

“ W e appear,” said\he, “ to have ar
rived. Let’s have a look at the local 
accommodations.”

The sheds were both locked, but 
again Hornswood's keys proved ade
quate. One shed was a storehouse; 
there were tools, supplies, timber 
for shoring galleries and the like, 
but no food.

The other had been fitted as an
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office, with a bunk room in the rear. 
A couple of cases of canned goods, 
some tins of biscuit, tea, a small oil 
stove, and a few cooking utensils re
warded a search conducted by means 
of innumerable matches. Then the 
girl discovered a kerosene lamp, and 
there was light.

They could hear a stream not far 
away, but to search for it at night 
among the rocks would have been 
silly. They drew water from the 
saddle-tank and made the best of it. 
Warm and brackish though it was, 
it did very well for washing and for 
tea.

CAPABLY enough Mary Drum
mond set about getting supper, 

while Cairns made up the most com
fortable-looking of the bunks for 
her, and arranged a shakedown for 
himself in the office.

They ate, laughing and talking 
with an almost feverish determina
tion to be gay. Not till the meal 
was finished and the tin dishes 
washed and put away did either per
mit a word about their present pre
dicament to escape.

Then at last, when they were sit
ting on the wooden steps of the of
fice, their cigarettes glowing in the 
dark, Mary Drummond said:

"Aren’t you thinking about—the 
morning—at all?”

Cairns laughed.
" I ’m really a first-chop fencer, 

Miss Drummond,” he replied. "Cups 
and medals and all that sort of thing. 
Rapier or broadsword, I can manage 
to hold my own. I doubt very much 
if the best of these native worthies 
can even score a touch on me.” 

"You’re not just trying to— to— ” 
“To make you feel better? No. 

You’ll see.”
She laid a hand on his arm.
“You make me feel rather ashamed 

of myself,” she said. "My father 
had—has some pretty extreme ideas 
about the treatment of natives in

these countries by white planters 
and engineers and the like. They 
told me on the ship that you were a 
mining engineer rather noted for 
your success in handling natives in 
Malay and Burma.

“ I’ve never been out here before— 
though my father made me learn 
Arabic—and so I judged you too 
hastily. The prejudice of ignorance, 
you see. Now—”

She stopped, embarrassed.
"Now you’ve met one sort of na

tive on his own hearthstone, so to 
speak,” chuckled Cairns, “ and you’re 
beginning to appreciate the other 
side of the picture. W e live and 
learn, Miss Drummond. You’ ll meet 
another sort tomorrow, unless I’m 
much mistaken.

"And speaking of tomorrow, how 
about a little rest? We both need
it.”

He was dropping off to sleep when 
the thought came to him that she 
had not once mentioned her father, 
or tried to ask the guardians of the 
Gateway any questions. Was it be
cause she feared what the answer 
might be?

HE woke when a shadow moved 
across his face. Early sunlight 

streamed through the open door. A 
man stood there looking down at 
him, a man who wore a black turban 
wound closely around his head, and 
whose black burnous, falling almost 
to his feet, was confined by a plain 
leather sword-belt from which swung 
a heavy scimitar.

His clean-shaven face was curi
ously fair, no darker than many a 
Spanish or Italian skin. His eyes 
were blue, and surveyed the awak
ening Cairns with more curiosity 
than hostility.

"The ordeal waits, stranger,” he 
said, and his voice marked him as the 
man who had spoken to Cairns the 
night before.

“ It waits till I’ve had breakfast,
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too,” he said with an amused grin.
Mary Drummond emerged from 

the rear room, rubbing her eyes.
“ I ’ll make tea,” she said.
While she was about it, Cairns 

opened his sword-case and selected a 
stout broadsword—a cut-and-thrust 
weapon, with a long straight blade.

" I ’ll back the straight blade against 
the saber any day,” he confided to 
the girl.

OUTSIDE, the sun revealed a queer 
landscape. The mine buildings 

stood on a sort of shelf beneath a 
towering precipice, which was honey
combed with the entrances of innu
merable caverns.

The entrance to the mine it
self seemed only one of these many 
openings in the rock, which here 
was dark basalt rather than sand
stone, as grim and forbidding as the 
black garments of their guide.

Below, to the left, was the fair 
valley into which the tracks of the 
railway sloped down sharply. It had 
a variety of trees, grass and vege
table patches and was bisected by a 
stream, which tumbled from the val
ley’s farther edge down a steep slope 
and flowed on to oblivion in the 
desert through the narrow gorge 
called the Gateway of Swords.

To the right, the cliff fell away 
in a magnificent natural amphithea
ter, semicirclular in shape. Not in 
the center of this, but high up, close 
to its upper and outer rim, stood a 
great altar of masonry, approached 
by a series of rough yet impressive 
steps cut in the solid rock. And 
on this altar burned the Sacred Fire. 
A thin column of smoke rose 
straight up in the windless air.

Four figures in white tended the 
altar, beside which stood a pile of 
fuel. All around the curve of the 
amphitheater were seated or stand
ing other figures, every one in black. 
There were hundreds of them, yet 
there was no yelling, no excitement,

no brawls as there would have been 
among a similar concourse of Arabs. 
Only a solemn chant floated out on 
the morning air as the sun’s disc 
cleared the eastern horizon.

A wash in the cold water of the 
stream, a cup of tea and a handful 
of biscuits made a new man out of 
Cairns.

He whipped his sword through the 
air, executed a passado at the door
post and spoke gayly to the man in 
black, who waited outside with what 
patience he could command.

“Now—the ordeal, friend. The 
ordeal of the sword!”

Sheathed sword under his arm, 
Cairns was ready. With Mary 
Drummond beside him, he followed 
the guide across a rude wooden 
bridge over the stream, and so down 
a rocky slope to the floor of the 
great amphitheater.

The chant ceased. Before the al
tar the four white-clad priests stood 
with bowed heads, silent. Cairns 
noted that upon the altar was carved 
a stone peacock. Had he not heard 
that there were devil-worshipers who 
feared to speak the name of Ahri- 
man the Terrible, but instead rep
resented him by a peacock?

Cairns stood in the center of that 
great open space, which was rock- 
floored and flat as any tennis court. 
His conductor raised his voice in the 
musical syllables of that strange lan
guage, addressing the silent crowd 
on the terraced slopes above.

WHEN he had finished, there was 
a moment’s silence. Then a man 

stepped forward from the lowest ter
race ; a young man,' who flung off 
black burnous and black tunic to re
veal a lithe, well-muscled body, olive
skinned and wiry.

White teeth flashed in a confident 
smile as he whipped his scimitar 
from its scabbard and stood before 
Cairns. Cairns took off his coat 
and rolled up his shirt sleeves.



THE SACRED FIRE 35

“ Stand well back, Mary,” he or
dered, unaware that in this moment 
of stress he used her given name 
for the first time. The guide spoke 
to him.

“When the trumpet sounds from 
the great altar, begin,” he directed. 
“ When it sounds again, stop. He 
who fails to obey the trumpet shall 
be instantly dispatched by the 
people.”

He walked away, leaving the two 
antagonists face to face.

“ Good luck!” cried Mary Drum
mond. “ Good luck—Raymond!”

HOARSE trumpet blast.
The young man with the 

scimitar leaped forward instantly.
Cairns met him with outstretched 

blade, parrying that first furious 
thrust. Steel clashed on steel a mo
ment, and Cairns chuckled, for this 
lad was but an eager novice.

He let the boy thrust again. His 
own sword shifted slightly, slid 
along the other’s blade. The point 
engaged the cross-bar of the scimi
tar’s hilt. Cairns’ powerful wrist 
gave a twist, and the scimitar, torn 
from its owner’s grip, flew glittering 
twenty feet through the air, to fall 
with a ringing clang upon the stone 
floor.

“ Played! Played!” cried Mary 
Drummond shrilly.

The young swordsman stood agape 
for an instant. Then, with beads of 
sweat starting out upon his brow, he 
drew himself up, arms at his side, 
and waited for the death thrust.

Cairns lowered his point.
“ I give you your life, friend,” he 

cried out in Arabic. “ Bring on the 
next man!”

The black-cloaked interpreter ran 
forward.

“ You may kill him if you will, 
stranger,”  he said.

"No. He is only a boy and he 
fought bravely,” Cairns denied. “ Let 
him live.”

He lifted his sword in salute to 
the crowd and stood waiting.

His late opponent turned and 
walked slowly away, amid some 
laughter from the terraces. There 
was a pause, some discussion from 
man to man. Evidently these folk 
had no chief to say “ do this,”  and 
“send that one.”

At length a broad-shouldered, bar
rel-chested, short-legged man arose 
and came down the steps, shedding 
his burnous and tunic as he came. 
Here was no novice, but a scarred 
and veteran warrior, muscled like a 
Hercules and carrying a long scimi
tar which outreached Cairns’ weapon.

The trumpet blared.
There was no sudden rush. The 

veteran moved in cautiously, his 
eyes on Cairns', his bare feet sliding 
inch by inch forward over the stone. 
Their blades engaged. Cairns, 10 0 , 
played cautiously for a moment; this 
man was strong, he could hardly 
hope to disarm him by a twist.

Cairns tried a feint or two, which 
were clumsily parried. He met 
easily enough a tentative attack by 
his opponent. Yes, the man was 
strong, but he was only a rough-and- 
ready swordsman.

CAIRNS grinned at the round 
scowling face opposite him. The 

grin seemed to annoy the other; for 
suddenly he dropped on one knee 
and flung arm and body forward in 
one savage slash at Cairns’ stomach 
that would have disemboweled the 
Yank if a lightning-like leap back
ward had not saved him.

The grin faded. Cairns, his oppo
nent on the ground and at his mercy, 
stood contemptuously aside while 
the man bounded to his feet and 
charged in, snarling, blade stabbing 
before him. Then, deftly and easily, 
Cairns parried the attack and ran his 
blade through the muscles of the 
warrior’s sword arm.

Again the scimitar of a beaten
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man clanged on the rock pavement. 
The veteran stood there, blood run
ning from his finger tips, and a most 
comical look of surprise upon his 
face.

“Take him away,” shouted Cairns, 
“and bring me a swordsman! I need 
my morning exercise!”

He knew the value of a bold front 
when dealing with Orientals; and 
as the few who spoke Arabic trans
lated his words, there ran around the 
crowded terraces something that 
amounted almost to applause.

Then every eye turned toward the 
high altar. The stone slab upon 
which was the representation of the 
peacock was moving—slowly, slowly 
turning back as upon a pivot, re
vealing a dark doorway beneath the 
altar.

A hissing sigh ran through the 
expectant crowd as a man stepped 
out of the opened door.

CHAPTER VI
Cry of War

IF Cairns had found 
the dress of these 
folk—priests in white, 
the common run in 
black—somewhat col
orless and monoto
nous, he could not 
say as much of the fig

ure which now emerged into the 
morning sunlight.

From head to foot, the newcomer 
was clad in a tight-fitting costume of 
flame-colored silk. A short cloak 
of the same material, ornamented 
with little suns in gold embroidery, 
swung from his shoulders. On his 
head he wore a black, conical cap 
with little red flames embroidered all 
over it; and a mask of black silk 
hid his features.

Beside him, proudly flaunting his 
own gorgeous plumage, stalked a 
huge peacock, held in leash by a 
silver chain.

“The sorcerer!” the thought leaped 
unbidden to Cairns’ mind.

The man in the garments of flame 
stood still for a moment, turning 
his head from side to side as though 
to assure himself that he had the 
attention of all. Then he spoke, in 
a queer, strained, high-pitched voice; 
only a few words, but those few suf
ficed.

The interpreter ran up to Cairns.
"He bids the ordeal cease,” he an

nounced. “He proclaims you the vic
tor, stranger. The favor of the gods 
of light are with you. It is use
less for us to risk the life of an
other warrior against your sword. 
He bids you welcome, gives you 
sanctuary.”

ABOVE the sorcerer, on the plat
form of the altar, the white-clad 

priests had drawn together. They 
were scowling. One called out 
something, but his words were lost 
in a clamor of approval from the 
crowd.

It was plain that the priests stood 
for the letter of the law; equally 
plain that the sorcerer’s decision was 
popular with those who had no wish 
to face sword-play the l i k e  of 
which had never been seen before in 
that rude land.

The sorcerer spread out his hands 
in a sweeping gesture. Smoke rose 
from his fingers, red smoke from his 
right hand, yellow from his left. The 
people gasped. Suddenly a cloud of 
purple vapor seemed to rise from the 
solid stone at the sorcerer’s feet. It 
wrapped him around like a veil, hid
ing him from view; and from its 
midst his voice cried out—once.

Then, as the purplfe vapor drifted 
away, it was seen that sorcerer, pea
cock and all had vanished. The rock 
door was shut. It was as though he 
had never been.

Mary Drummond was at Cairns’ 
side now. Her eyes were round with 
wonder.
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“What is it? Oh—I’m afraid.”
Cairns slipped an arm round her 

shoulders.
"Don't worry. It’s just some Ori

ental trick. I ’ve seen queerer things 
than that in India,” he reassured 
her.

"What is your will, stranger? Do 
you wish to remain here?” the in
terpreter asked Cairns.

“ Come to the mine. We will talk 
there,” Cairns suggested, seeing that 
Mary was much shaken and in need 
of a chance to sit down in peace.

So they returned to the mine o f
fice, and there was much talk to lit
tle purpose. The sum total of it 
was, that Cairns had achieved no 
more than a temporary refuge from 
the Arabs. The devil-worshipers had 
no objection to his working the 
mine, but their men would not labor 
for wages while the Arabs menaced 
the Sacred Fire.

They had resolved to make their 
last stand against Moslem persecu
tion here, in the sacred temple of 
their ancestors. They would fight to 
the death; and they had no thought 
for anything else.

They had a few rifles, not much 
ammunition, no other weapons save 
their swords. Their position was a 
strong one in a military sense, but 
without firearms they could not de
fend it long against the well-armed 
tribesmen of the Beni Basr. They 
knew this; and their one resolve was 
to sell their lives as dearly as they 
might.

CAIRNS could see no way out of 
this impasse.

He could not get back to Gabur 
on the engine, for the track was 
torn up at the Arab camp. Afoot, it 
was hopeless. To attempt to get 
through the trackless mountains into 
Seistan, burdened with a girl, was 
sheer suicide. And to stay where he 
was, meant only to delay the end. 

Mary had her innings now:

“ Have you heard anything of an 
Angresi gentleman named Drum
mond?”

“ Drum-man?” repeated the inter
preter. His face went blank as he 
shook his head. “ No, lady. No.” 

No. He knew nothing of any 
stray Angresi since Hornswood had 
left. There had been another man 
with Hornswood—two others, in 
fact. But what had he to do with 
the names of Angresi? He could not 
tell them, one from the other. No, 
none of these Angresi had ever re
turned to the Mount of the Sacred 
Fire.

MARY DRUMMOND buried her 
face in her hands. Cairns thought 

pityingly of Ali Basr’s garden—and 
wished he might see the cruel face 
of the sheikh over the sights of a 
good rifle.

He started to ask the interpreter 
questions about the sorcerer, but im
mediately the fellow shut up like a 
clam, compressing his lips tightly.

“ Of certain matters, stranger, it is 
not permitted the faithful to speak,” 
he muttered. And he rose to take 
his leave.

There came through the open door 
a sound like the popping of distant 
firecrackers.

“ Rifles!” cried Cairns, leaping up. 
A wailing cry came from without, 

a cry repeated, carried along from 
man to man.

“ The Arabs are in the Gateway of 
the Swords!” cried the interpreter, 
and ran from the room, drawing his 
scimitar as he went.

Cairns and Mary dashed out also. 
Far across the valley, in the tor
tuous canyon of the Gateway, little 
smoke puffs were rising; the smoke 
of Arab muskets, whose heavy re
ports could be heard mingling with 
the sharp crack of high-powered 
rifles.

Cairns ran to his bags, opened one, 
got out his field glasses. With these
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he could make out easily the brown 
and white and parti-colored djellabas 
of the Arab assailants, sweeping up 
the gorge on foot but in overpow
ering strength.

He could also see the dark figure 
of the defenders, even their swords 
flashing in the sun in gallant but 
hopeless struggle again terrible odds.

“ The Arabs have the Gateway, 
Mary,” he said.

T HE dark-clad figures were run
ning back across the trestle, the 

Arabs in hot pursuit. The devil- 
worshipers could not stand on the 
open trestle, for it would be swept 
by rifle fire from end to end, and 
to burn it or tear it down there was 
not time. They should have thought 
of that before, Cairns reflected si
lently.

On came the Arabs, crowding over 
the narrow trestle. Their war cry : 
“ A llah il Allah! Allah Akhar/ ” 
floated up shrilly through the valley.

Now the defenders had to retire 
up the ledge along the face of the 
cliff, or up the steeper slopes on 
either side of the waterfall. Here 
they were able to make a stand, find
ing some shelter from the hail of 
bullets. The Arab rush was for the 
moment checked as more warriors 
came swarming down from above to 
aid in the defense.

Cairns ran down into the valley, 
snatched an old Remington rifle from 
its indignant owner, and, esconcing 
himself behind a rock, picked off 
three or four of the boldest Arabs. 
The others began falling back, and 
there was much shouting back and 
forth between those who had crossed 
the trestle and those who were still 
on its farther side.

“ I’d give my shirt for a machine- 
gun,” thought Cairns. " I ’d take all 
the fight out of those fellows in 
about two minutes’ firing.”

But he’d as well wish for the 
moon. The man who spoke Arabic

came up to him, smiling, and thanked 
him for his aid.

“ Glad to do anything I can, 
friend,” Cairns told him. “ I think 
you’ll have peace for a little while. 
Those Arabs will do some yelling 
now, and pat themselves on the back 
and tell each other what great war
riors they are.

“ Meanwhile, if I were you, I ’d get 
all your people down here, men, 
women, kids, everybody, and build a 
wall of those loose stones along the 
edge of the bluff. Fell a few trees 
to make an obstacle; block that 
ledge. How many rifles’ve you got?” 

“Not more than twenty, and not 
more than ten or fifteen rounds for 
each one. But truly, sir, we have 
no chiefs, no leaders. Each man has 
his own ideas of what should be 
done. It is impossible to get our 
people to agree on any plan without 
endless argument and discussion.” 

“The priests?”
“ They can only sing chants of the 

past glories of our race, and assure 
us that the gods are with us.”

“ The sorcerer, then?”
The man spread out his hands in 

a despairing gesture and turned 
away without answering. Cairns 
would have tried to get the devil- 
worshipers organized for the defense 
of their position, if he could have 
talked to them directly. As it was, 
he went back to Mary.

HE found her staring at a scrap 
of paper.

“ A boy brought this—stuffed it 
into my hand and ran. Oh, what 
can it mean?”

She held it out to him.
On it, printed with a lead pencil, 

were English words:
“Be of good cheer. A friend 

watches over you.’’
Who could write in English in 

this place?
Cairns shook his head, puzzled. 
“ Whoever our guardian angel is,
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Mary,” he observed, “he’d better be 
getting busy. Those Arabs’ll be 
coming up the hill presently.”

CHAPTER VII
Arab Vengeance

CAIRNS and Mary 
had nothing better to 
do for the moment, so 
they spent a little 
time looking over the 
silver mine.

H o r n s w o o d  had 
done quite a bit of 

development work. His tunnel and 
headings were well timbered, the 
vein had been tapped in several 
places, and a considerable quantity 
of ore had been brought out. There 
were plenty of tools, and even a 
gasoline engine to work an electric 
lighting plant and also to operate a 
pump for bringing fresh water from 
the river.

“ All ready to go—if it wasn’t for 
what Chublee Rao calls the 'human 
factors,’ ”  grumbled Cairns. “ This 
confounded mine would make me in
dependent for life if I could first 
get rid of those Arabs down there.”

Mary didn’t answer. She was still 
staring at the strange note, staring 
as though by closer inspection she 
could wrest its secret from it.

Now the women and children of 
the Yazdis, in their black garments, 
were streaming upward out of the 
amphitheater; up, past the mine, 
along the ledges and paths of the 
cliff’s face and into the caves.

In the amphitheater itself, the 
Yazdi swordsmen stood about in ges
ticulating groups, with the white- 
clad figures of the priests moving 
among them, exhorting, encouraging.

“ They’re good fighters, and brave 
enough,” said Cairns angrily, “but 
they stand around and argue instead 
of getting ready to make things hot 
for the Arabs. Why, they haven’t 
even posted sentries.

“ Hey. Hey! Below there! Here 
come the Arabs, you dumb idiots!”

He spoke, in his haste, in English, 
but added words to the same effect 
in Arabic. The Arabs were indeed 
coming, rushing forward in a com
pact mass, which quickly broke up 
as they began the toilsome ascent to 
the upper valley.

The Yazdis, startled by Cairns’ cry, 
at first milled aimlessly about. But 
now some of them ran to the edge of 
the declivity and began firing at the 
ascending Arabs.

“ They’ll never make their stand 
good,” Cairns asserted. "Come on, 
Mary. Get hold of some of that 
grub. I ’ll start filling water cans. 
W e’ll get back into the mine.”

“ Into the mine?”
"Sure. These buildings are too ex

posed. They’ll be the first places the 
Arabs will come, when they get into 
the valley; not only for plunder, but 
to get hold of us, which is undoubt
edly the reason this attack has come 
so soon.

“ Of course the sheikh will know 
we must be here. He’s after us and 
the Yazdis, too.”

“ But why must we go into the 
mine ?”

<<‘D E C A U SE  we must follow the
-L) Yazdi tactics — they'll make 

their last stand in the caves, you may 
be certain. The Arabs will find their 
work cut out for ’em, storming those 
caves one by one aginst the Yazdi 
swordsmen, who’ll be inside in the 
dark.

“ With my sword and plenty of 
ammunition for old Colonel Colt, I ’ll 
make coming into that mine tunnel 
quite a chore for our pals of the 
Beni Basr.”

“ We can't hold out forever.”
“ No.” Cairns was busy filling 

water cans as he spoke, and Mary, 
despite her despairing remarks, was 
dragging out biscuit tins and canned 
stuff from the bunk room. “No,
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Mary, we can’t hold out forever. But 
if we and the Yazdis, among us, kill 
enough of the Beni Basr, they may 
give up the siege of the caves as a 
bad job and go home. It’s not much 
of a hope, maybe, but it's about all 
the hope we’ve got.”

The Yazdis were fighting desper
ately with the upward swarming 
Arabs. Cairns and Mary rushed 
back and forth, carrying food, water, 
blankets, a kerosene lamp, the oil 
stove and other necessaries into the 
mine tunnel. Inside the entrance, 
just out of the range of clear vision 
from outside, Cairns contrived a bar
ricade of provision cases, bulwarked 
on either side with loose ore and 
rock.

<<"\TOW  let ’em come,”  he said.
"v /e  can stick around outside, 

Mary, and watch the fight. W e’ll 
leave this one case out of the top 
tier so we can duck in when they 
start our way.”

“You talk a lot—but you do things, 
too,” approved Mary, smiling at him. 
Cairns felt suddenly very much bet
ter. He had not realized himself 
how much this girl’s approval meant 
to him, or how hard he had been 
striving to win it.

The fight was going badly for the 
Yazdis. The Arabs had won foot
ing in the upper valley at a dozen 
places. On both sides of the stream 
they were driving the Yazdis before 
them.

Scattered bodies attested the des
peration of the Yazdi resistance; the 
Yazdi swords were more than a 
match for Arab knives and rifle butts 
when it came to hand-to-hand fight
ing. But for every Arab hothead 
who rushed in to close with the foe, 
there were two or three seasoned 
warriors who hung behind, and with 
rifle and pistol shot down the devil- 
worshipers.

Conspicuous among these was a 
white and scarlet figure, who paused

to fire, then ran forward, yelling en
couragement to the others. T h e  
sheikh’s son, war-leader of the tribe, 
evidently.

Cairns wished he’d kept that Rem
ington. He could not reach that 
Arab firebrand with a pistol shot. He 
saw the young man stop, point first 
at the silent locomotive, then at the 
altar on which the Sacred Fire still 
burned.

“ Allah A.kbar!” rose the fierce cry 
as the Arabs came on.

The Yazdis were forced back now 
to the edge of the amphitheater. 
Here rude stone benches and balus
trades gave them some cover. They 
made a stand, and the Arabs, scat
tering through the trees, took cover 
from the weak fire of the remaining 
Yazdi rifles and settled down to a 
period of sniping and yelling.

Bullets now began to clang 
against the engine, and to hit the 
corrugated iron huts with hammer 
blows.

The Arabs apparently suspected 
that Cairns was somewhere in that 
vicinity, though he had been care
ful to keep Mary and himself as 
much out of sight as possible.

Some of them were working in his 
direction, dodging from tree to tree, 
wriggling along through the high 
grass.

“ rTIHEY think I may have a rifle,”
J- he told Mary. “ I ’ve been look

ing for the old sheikh, but I don’t 
see him. Maybe he’s a little too old 
for active fighting.”

He steadied his pistol against the 
engine and fired\ three well-spaced 
shots. At that range he could not 
hope for accuracy, but his bullets 
came close enough to give the Arabs 
pause. The advance of the skirm
ishers ceased, and Cairns and Mary, 
dodging around the building, scur
ried into their tunnel-fortress.

The sun was much higher now, 
and the heat outside was oppressive,
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though in the tunnel it was cool 
enough. The Arabs made no imme
diate move to press their advantage 
■—taking it easy during the heat of 
the day, after the fashion of Ori
ental warriors.

“ Maybe they’re waiting for the 
sheikh to arrive, to watch the final 
attack?” conjectured Cairns.

BUT though various groups of re
inforcements did come through 

the Gateway of Swords and over the 
trestle as the afternoon wore away, 
the sheikh was not among them. 
Cairns with his glasses made sure of 
that. The Yazdis, for their part, 
seemed sunk in an apathy of despair.

They fired an occasional rifle shot, 
but most of their activity was di
rected toward bringing supplies of 
wood to the Sacred Fire. The priests, 
sheltered behind the massive altar, 
still tended that age-old flame, and 
Cairns could not but admire the de
voted courage with which Yazdi 
youths exposed themselves, dashing 
along the open terraces under a hail 
o f Arab bullets, to bring fresh wood 
to the altar platform.

No less than four young Yazdis 
gave up their lives during that long 
afternoon, in such attempts; and 
ever, when one fell, another would 
dash out from the caves or the stone 
shelters and take up the burden of 
the fallen one. The fire burned on, 
as though serenely indifferent to the 
menacing presence of those who had 
sworn to extinguish it forever.

At last the sun began to lose its 
power as it sank toward the western 
horizon.

“When it’s dark, the big rush 
comes. After that, the last stand in 
the caves,” Cairns told Mary. They 
had talked but little during that day. 
Part of the time Mary had slept, 
part of the time she had kept watch 
while Cairns dozed, storing up en
ergy against a possible all-night 
fight.

Renewed activity amongst the rein
forced Arabs; fierce cries promising 
death to the “ infidels,” awful tor
tures for the priests, and the utter 
quenching of the altar fire, made the 
evening air hideous.

Then—as at a signal—everywhere 
the Arabs rose and charged.

They swept the Yazdi swordsmen 
from the pavement of the amphi
theater, and stormed up the terraces, 
clearing each one as they advanced. 
Some of the Yazdis would have de
fended the altar, but so heavy a 
rifle fire was opened on that position 
that the Yazdis fell where they 
stood, or fled into the caves.

It was a well-planned, well-exe
cuted attack, and ten minutes after 
it started, the amphitheater was in 
possession of the Arabs. Not a liv
ing Yazdi was left within it, save 
two surviving priests who were held 
fast by their screaming, triumphant 
captors at the very foot of the altar 
itself.

“ Out with the fire! Out with the 
accursed fire!” rose the Arab cry.

*<Q|TOP! I’ll knife the man that
O  touches that fire!” rang the 

commanding voice of the sheikh's 
son. Cairns saw his red-and-white 
burnous struggling forward up the 
terraces through the excited, exult
ant Arabs.

“ Let those priests live!” the young 
leader shouted, for knives were 
raised to plunge into the white-clad 
prisoners.

The sheikh’s son gained the altar 
platform, roughly shoving followers 
aside.

“ Remember, you fools, my father’s 
oath!” he commanded loudly. He 
himself, with his own hand, will 
quench this thrice-accursed flame! 
He will be here tonight. In the 
morning, at sunrise, at the hour most 
sacred to these enemies of Allah, he 
will put out their fire forever.

“Tonight, let these priests live and
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tend it for the last time. Tomorrow, 
let them see their fire put out by my 
father’s hand—then let their blood 
smoke upon their own altar. With 
my voice, the sheikh of the Beni 
Basr has spoken!”

A yell of fierce approval rose from 
all the Arabs; a groan of horror came 
from the Yazdis in the mouths of the 
caves. They must witness this final 
sacrifice, this dreadful end to all they 
held holy.

“ Now,” cried the sheikh’s son, 
“have any of you found the Feringhi 
whose blood I have sworn to have? 
Or the woman who is my own?”

“ No! They are not here, sidi." 
The denial was general.

“ Then they are in the caves, and 
we will have them in the morning. 
So be it. Some of you stand guard, 
lest these spawn of the devil come 
forth to surprise us. The rest, build 
fires, and slay a sheep or two that we 
may eat. Truly Allah has delivered 
his enemies into our hands! To him 
be praise!”

And with the sinking of the sun, 
the despairing Yazdis had to watch 
the defilement of their temple by 
scores of triumphant Moslems, bow
ing themselves toward Mecca and of
fering fierce thanksgiving to Allah 
the Compassionate, who had brought 
them so notable a victory!

IT LOOKED to Cairns as if the 
morning must indeed bring the 

end. He might stand the Arabs off 
for a while, but if they charged 
home with determination, they would 
have him. And Mary—

“Ray!” It was Mary’s voice, in the 
tunnel behind him. “ Look, Ray! I ’ve 
found something—maybe.”

She led him back past the barrier, 
back along the tunnel till she came 
to a heavy wooden door, attached by 
iron hinges to the wooden sheathing. 
It was secured only by a hasp and 
peg-

She had opened it—and within, in

a scooped-out niche, were a number 
of small cases with the significant 
name “ATLAS” stamped upon them.

"Dynamite! You have found some
thing, Mary! And here’s a box of 
caps— fuse—everything! D a m n e d  
carelessness, storing dynamite and 
caps in the same place, but I ’m glad 
of it this time.”

Cairns’ first impulse was to cap 
some sticks, attach a short length of 
fuse and throw them down among 
the Arabs. But sober second thought 
showed him the futility of this. 
He'd kill some of the enemy, cer
tainly. But then they’d take cover 
and the fight would resolve itself 
into a duel between dynamite and 
snipers, with the advantage all on the 
part of the snipers. Especially at 
night. He might hold out a day or 
two longer, that was all.

Wasn’t there some way he could 
use this explosive to wipe out enough 
Arabs so that the rest would lose 
heart and flee? Perhaps if he waited 
till tomorrow, when all the Arabs 
would be gathered in the valley to 
watch the sheikh’s dousing of the 
Sacred Fire—yes, that would be the 
best. A surprise attack with dyna
mite, then, might do the trick.

But it would be a risky thing; he’d 
have to expose himself recklessly to 
get far enough downhill to throw his 
capped sticks. “ I’ll have to think this 
thing over, Mary. There must be a 
way to use this stuff,” he said.

CHAPTER V III
Sacrifice to Ahriman

OUT in the amphi
theater, the A r a b s  
were eating and mak
ing merry.

Two men bearing 
burdens, attended by 
torch-bearers — for it 
was dark now—were 

ascending the terraces.
“ Put those water-skins behind the
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altar,” shouted the voice of the 
9heikh’s son, evidently anxious that 
the Yazdis in the caves should hear. 
“ And, guards, see that the priests 
don’t touch them. They must be 
ready to my father’s hand, come sun
rise.”

The Yazdi priests were still feed
ing the fire, as indeed they were 
duty bound to go on doing, under all 
circumstances, while still they lived. 
Cairns could but imagine their feel
ings as the water-skins were set down 
by the altar.

A SHADOW stirred a little way 
from the engine.

Cairns lifted his Colt. In clear 
Arabic he challenged:

“ Who comes?”
“ Allah Akbar!” came the fierce an

swer, and there was a sudden rush of 
dark figures. Cairns fired— once, 
twice, three times—with steady hand. 
One of the assailants fell screaming; 
another fell and was still; two or 
three others turned and fled.

“They won’t try that again in a 
hurry,” Cairns opined, reloading his 
.45.

Mary came to him, bringing a tin 
cup of hot tea and some sandwiches 
she had contrived out of biscuit and 
canned beef. She was a brave kid, 
thought Cairns. She sat there beside 
him in the mouth of that tunnel and 
ate her supper, as cheerfully and 
with as good appetite as if she were 
supping at the Ritz in her native 
London.

Presently Cairns thought he saw 
another moving shadow. Was it the 
wounded Arab trying to crawl away? 
If so, let him go.

Starlight glinted on steel. The 
wounded man’s cries, which had died 
away to faint moans, ended suddenly 
in a dreadful gurgle.

Again Cairns, crouching with pis
tol ready, challenged:

“Who comes?”
“ Friends,”  replied the voice of the

Arabic-speaking Yazdi who’d acted 
as interpreter.

He took form in the gloom, moving 
very cautiously. There appeared to 
be one or two other Yazdis with him.

“We have killed that Arab dog,” 
he informed Cairns. "You are doing 
well, stranger. Is your woman with 
you?”

"Yes.” Cairns saw no reason to 
waste breath in explaining that Mary 
could not exactly be described as his 
woman. He rather liked the idea, 
anyway.

“ Better get back here in the tun
nel,” he added, “out of reach of stray 
bullets.”

For the Arabs were sniping at the 
caves, shooting blindly in the gloom. 
Cairns could hear bullets striking the 
rock here and there.

“ It is well.” The interpreter and 
two— no— three other Yazdis glided 
into the tunnel. One of them was a 
priest who had escaped the slaughter 
in the amphitheater. His pale robe 
showed up plainly against the tunnel 
wall.

“ We are in desperate straits, 
stranger,” the interpreter said in a 
queerly strained voice. “ Our gods 
of light have turned their faces from 
us. We have no recourse but to ap
peal to the gods of darkness—the an
cient, cruel gods who of old pro
tected our people from their foes. 
Now!”

WITH startling suddenness, all 
four of the Yazdis leaped upon 

Cairns. One wrenched his pistol 
from his hand; the other three pinned 
him to earth beneath their weight.

He struggled furiously, but to no 
avail. The wiry, powerful Yazdis 
held him fast. With short length of 
rope they bound him hand and foot, 
while the white-clad priest held Mary 
Drummond helpless.

They bound Mary, then, and laid 
her on the tunnel floor beside Cairns. 

The priest spoke. His words were
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unintelligible, but through them rang 
a note of rising hope, almost of 
triumph.

“ I am sorry for this, stranger,” 
spoke the interpreter, “ for you are a 
brave warrior and I like you well. 
But for our sacred altar, our invio
late fire, I would strike down my 
own father!”

“ What do you mean to do?" de
manded Cairns

“Tomorrow, at sunrise, the ac
cursed Arabs have promised to put 
out the fire on the altar of the gods,” 
was the grim answer. “ We have 
done our best; only the gods them
selves can save their altar now.

A ND if the gods of light, the 
A  sungod himself, will not help 

us, then we must turn to the most 
awful deity of all, the dread one 
whom we call the Peacock, who was 
named aforetime—Ahriman.”

The priest groaned low as that 
mighty name was spoken, and began 
muttering as if in prayer, as if beg
ging forgiveness for the impiety of 
speaking the name of Ahriman in the 
presence of an infidel. “ In ancient 
times, the priests tell us, so long ago 
that no man now living among us 
can remember having heard of such 
a thing during his lifetime,” the in
terpreter went on, “ it has happened 
that, in time of great need, our 
people have won the favor of Ahri- 
man by a momentous sacrifice. Not 
the usual sacrifice of sheep or cattle, 
such as we offer every day upon our 
altars, but the sacrifice of a maiden, 
young and fair of skin.

“Among us we have none such— 
our women have grown dark with 
labor in the sun. And so—”

“ Good God!” cried Cairns. "You 
mean you will take—”

“Your woman. Yes, stranger, it 
must be so. At midnight—for that 
is the hour of Ahriman the Dread— 
she burns on a pile of faggots in the 
high mountain top, that the god may

see and know and come to the aid of 
his stricken people. That he may 
smite these impious Arabs with his 
flaming, terrible sword!”

The interpreter’s last words rose 
in a fanatical shriek.

Cairns’ blood ran cold. These men 
were in deadly earnest.

“ Mary—Mary—” He spoke her
name through the darkness.

“ Never mind, Ray. It’s not your 
fault,” she answered. Brave Mary— 
trying to comfort him even when—

He struggled with his bonds. They 
held—they’d been well tied.

“ I return to the caves, stranger,” 
the interpreter told him. “ In the 
morning, if Ahriman has saved us, 
you shall go free. Fare you well. 
We return for the woman an hour 
before midnight.”

He went out of the tunnel, fol
lowed by the muttering priest and 
one of the others. Two Yazdis re
mained on guard. They settled them
selves on their haunches, swords in 
hand. Cairns could see them in the 
faint starlight at the tunnel’s mouth, 
silent, implacable guardians.

“ Mary!” he whispered again.
“ Yes, Ray,”
“ Try your bonds. Can you work 

loose?”
A moment’s silence.
“ No. They’ve tied me—very tight

ly. Ray.”

HE turned on his side, and for ten 
minutes worked in grim silence 

at the unyielding ropes, till his 
wrists were raw and bleeding. He 
made no progress whatever.

“ Ray!”
“ Yes.”
“ I want you to know—I want to 

tell you before they—they come for 
me, Ray. I love you!”

It was the softest of whispers, but 
he heard.

“ I love you, too, Mary. Oh, God!” 
He strove in vain at the relentless 

rope.
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Outside, a pebble rolled beneath ail 
incautious foot.

The guards 6tirred; a rifle bolt 
clicked.

Someone spoke in the Yazdi 
tongue. A guard answered.

Had they come so soon? Was it 
already an hour before midnight?

Footsteps—soft, almost impercepti
ble—approached.

The guards spoke again, both of 
them, a quick exclamation of aston
ishment.

The voice of the newcomer snapped 
out in syllables that were plainly 
those of command.

The guards arose together and 
went out of the tunnel into the 
night, nor stayed upon the order of 
their departure. A single figure re
mained, dark against the dim rect
angle of the tunnel’s mouth—a slim 
figure, seemingly wearing a short 
cloak, a conical cap.

A match flared.
Its light gleamed on flame-colored 

silk, on gold embroidery.
The newcomer was the sorcerer!
In one hand he held the burning 

match, in the other—a naked knife!

CHAPTER IX
Turning the Trick

THE sorcerer glided 
forward into the tun
nel, throwing aside the 
burnt-out match.

He knelt beside 
Cairns; Cairns could 
feel the man’s hot 
breath on his face. A 

hand touched him. Cairns braced 
himself for the knife-thrust.

The hand found his arm, ran along 
it to his bound wrists. The knife- 
blade touched him—tugged—his 
wrists were free. He sat up, over
powered by astonishment. The sor
cerer was busy at his knees and an
kles, cutting away those ropes also.

Then the sorcerer spoke.

“ Mary—where is Mary?” he asked. 
And he spoke in English. 
"Father!" cried Mary Drummond 

in a voice that rang for joy.
The sorcerer swung toward her. 
“ Mary—Mary I”
For the next minute or two there 

was nothing but rapturous greeting 
between father and daughter. The 
girl, freed by her father’s knife, 
clung to him, weeping and laughing 
by turns.

Then Mary leaned over to Ray. 
"Father—this is Raymond Cairns. 

I love him, father,” she said frankly 
to him.

"I am glad to know you, sir,” said 
Professor Drummond. “Now listen 
to me—both of you. W e’re still in a 
tight fix.”

HE explained swiftly his presence 
there in the garb of a Yazdi 

sorcerer. He had left the mine with 
Hornswood and an English engineer, 
Billings, who had been in Horns- 
wood's employ. The Arabs had at
tacked them; Hornswood and the 
professor had escaped by hard rid
ing, Billings had been taken.

“ That,” thought Cairns, “ explains 
the body in the garden.”

The professor, reaching Gabur 
safely, had at Hornswood’s request 
written his report on the silver mine. 
But he had added some notes about 
the people, and the impractibility of 
working the mine until the Arabs 
had been dealt with. These notes, 
Cairns could understand, Hornswood 
had suppressed.

Then the professor, hearing of the 
coming of the devil-worshipers from 
Seistan to occupy their old temple, 
had resolved to visit this strange 
people, of whom he had heard before. 
By a circuitous route he avoided the 
Arabs and got back to the mine, to 
find the Yazdis in possession.

He had been unable to meet the 
challenge of the ordeal, but he had 
astonished them with a few simple
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tricks with chemicals and the like 
from his scientific outfit.

“ Such as you saw me perform be
fore the altar this morning,’’ he ex
plained.

And he had become the tribal sor
cerer! These Yazdis were a queer 
mixture; devout and yet supersti
tious. Assuming the dress and the 
position of the last sorcerer, who had 
died some weeks before, the profes
sor had been able not only to pre
serve his life but to assume a posi
tion of great authority among the 
Yazdis.

ESCAPE would have been difficult 
at best; but he did not want to 

escape. He was too absorbed in his 
study of the tribal customs and lan
guage.

“ Ah, what a book I shall write if 
ever I see London again! It will set 
the Royal Society by the ears, I tell 
you,” he exclaimed.

Then Mary and Cairns had ap
peared. The professor had recog
nized his daughter at the ordeal, but 
he had been unable to go to her then, 
since the sorcerer, by immutable tra
dition, never left the vicinity of his 
den beneath the altar in daytime. He 
was a night-walking creature.

He had fled to the caves with the 
others; and then he had listened to 
the terrible decision of the elders of 
the tribe to sacrifice the “ fair maiden” 
to Ahriman.

So he had come to the rescue, 
sending away the guards who had 
not dared gainsay the dreaded sor
cerer.

“ But we are not safe here,” he con
cluded. “ Presently, the rascal guards 
will pluck up courage to tell that 
priest what has happened. The priests 
always suspect and never love the 
tribe’s witch doctor. This one will 
smell a rat He will send warriors 
to the mine.”

“ We can stand them off,” Cairns 
said stoutly. “My sword case is

still here, thank Heaven, though 
they've taken my Colt.”

“ I can do better than that. I’ll 
go get your pistol, and a rifle, too,” 
the professor offered. “Whoever has 
’em won’t think of refusing to hand 
’em over to me. I ’d better go now, 
before the priest has time to start 
any trouble. When I come back, I’ll 
whistle—like this."

He whistled a bar of “ God Save 
the King,” and was gone.

“ Good old Dad!” said Mary.
“ Stout fella,” agreed Cairns warm

ly. “ Mary—”
Below, the Arabs set up a sudden 

yelling. Torches waved in the night.
“ They must be celebrating the ar

rival of old Ali Basr,” Cairns conjec
tured rapidly. “ His precious son’ll 
be telling him the good news, and 
how the water-skins are all ready 
for the big fire-dousing scene tomor
row. I wish—”

He stopped abruptly, blinded by 
the flash of sudden inspiration.

“ By God!” he exclaimed.
“ Ray! What is it?”
“ I ’ve got an idea—and I believe 

it’ll work! Wait—let me think it 
out—yes—that'll do the trick! Listen, 
Mary—”

In the darkness someone whistled 
softly—God save our noble king—

“ Come in, Professor. Tell me what 
you think of this scheme!” called 
Cairns.

THE professor entered. Into 
Cairns’ hand he pressed the fa

miliar butt of the big Colt. He himself 
had secured a Winchester carbine.

“ Only four cartridges, but better 
than nothing," said he.

“ I ’ll say so,” agreed Cairns. “Now, 
here’s my idea, Professor.”

He talked swiftly, eagerly.
When he had finished, the profes

sor was almost capering with delight.
“ It’ll work! I’m sure of it, my 

boy!” he cried. “ But be careful! 
The Yazdis are sullen and suspicious;
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the guards have returned, and they 
are wondering.

“ I told them I had laid a spell on 
you both, from which you could not 
escape. The priest, of course, does 
not believe that; but he’s having some 
trouble convincing the commonalty, 
whom I ’ve commanded to stay away 
from the mine.”

“ You’ll be ace high with them, 
come morning,” chuckled Cairns. 
"Let’s get busy. First, we’ll fix up a 
fishing pole. Mary, you stay here 
with the carbine—”

"I ’m coming along, thanks!”
"A ll right, come on, then.”
They went cautiously out of the 

tunnel and made their way to the 
storehouse, pausing to listen every 
few yards lest there be Arabs or 
Yazdi warriors about. They reached 
the storehouse unmolested, however.

There Cairns, aided by matches, 
found three light bamboo poles of 
the type used for rigging tempo
rary awnings. A coil of stout cord, 
two files and the iron hook from a 
block and tackle completed his re
quirements.

These things he gave to Mary to 
carry.

He and the professor then went to 
the shed which housed the electric 
generator and its engine.

“It’s here,” he muttered. "Plenty. ’

THEY lifted a heavy burden be
tween them and carried it up to 

the tunnel, Mary following. The pro
fessor then returned to the store
house for a couple of square five- 
gallon tins, while Cairns set to work 
to lash the three poles firmly end to 
end, making one long, light pole 
some sixteen feet in length.

He filed the blunt point of the iron 
hook till it was tapering and sharp; 
then he lashed its shank securely to 
the end of his long bamboo rod.

“All set Professor,” said he. The 
professor, who had been busy with 
his tins, chuckled in the darkness.

"So am I,” he announced.
They carried their queer equip

ment out of the tunnel and up to 
the hillside above, where they left 
it.

Then, returning to the tunnel, 
they began getting out the boxes of 
dynamite.

These they lugged down past the 
storehouses to the siding on which 
stood the ore cars. The car at the 
down-hill end of the string was 
empty.

"Which is a break,” Cairns re
marked, sotto voice. “ A nice job 
it’d be to unload it with our hands, 
in the dark!”

IN IT they stowed the dynamite, 
making a compact pile of the 

boxes of explosive in the center of 
the small car. The space between the 
pile of dynamite boxes and the sides 
of the car they filled in with ore, 
handling it very carefully, so as to 
make as little noise as possible, and 
also with a tender regard for the 
susceptibilities of dynamite.

They opened the top box, inserted 
caps attached to short lengths of fuse 
in four of the sticks, and carefully 
restored these sticks to the four 
corners of the box.

Then, with infinite care, they un
coupled the car, let it roll—which 
it did almost too rapidly, the grade 
being so steep—for a few feet, and 
blocked its wheels with a chunk of 
ore. They opened the switch into 
the main line.

“You’ve calculated the speed of 
the car and the burning time of 
those fuses correctly, I hope, Cairns,” 
the professor said.

Cairns chuckled.
“ I've been handling fuses a long 

time, Professor, and ore cars, too,” 
he said. "But the Arabs have helped 
me out. They were piling rocks 
on the track this evening—’fraid I ’d 
try to run out with the engine, I 
suppose. And they piled ’em right
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in front of the temple entrance. 
Thoughtful of ’em.”

The professor laughed softly. 
“ Then au revoii—until morning,” 

he said.
Mary kissed him tenderly.
"I don’t like to leave you, father!” 

she protested.
“ Don’t worry. I ’ll be all right 

here. No Yazdi would harm me, and 
as for the Arabs, they'll not come up 
here tonight. Besides, I have the 
Winchester.”

She kissed him again. Cairns 
gripped the old man’s hand hard.

Then, with Mary, he turned and 
went back up the hill.

T HEY passed the mine entrance.
came to the place where the hook

ed pole and the tins had been left. 
Mary took the pole; Cairns lifted 
the heavy tins, one in each hand, and 
staggered onward, following Mary, 
who had to pick her way carefully 
with her unwieldy burden ever in 
mind.

Their course took them up the 
mountain first. The going was hard 
over the uncertain rocks. Both were 
bruised, bleeding, out of breath, 
when at last they reached a rocky 
shelf high above the caves, of which 
the professor had told them, and 
turned westward.

Now they walked more easily. The 
amphitheater was below them and to 
the left, and they were able to guide 
their course by using the steady 
flame of the Sacred Fire as a beacon.

"Careful, Mary,” Cairns warned 
presently. “ This shelf ends abruptly, 
your father said.”

“ Here's the end, too,” Mary an
nounced. “ O-o-oh—it’s awfully 
rough from here on. W e’ll never 
make it with all this stuff.”

“ W e’ve got to,” Cairns retorted.
But it was certainly rough. The 

smooth shelf gave way to a series 
of brush-grown gulches, torn out by 
summer cloudbursts and filled with

loose rocks. Their progress became 
painfully slow. Often Cairns had to 
transport the pole and the two cans 
one by one over particularly bad 
places, and then help Mary after
ward.

“ It must be long past midnight,” 
he said finally, as they stopped to 
rest. “ Our friends the Yazdis will 
have discovered that their victim has 
left ’em. They’ll be good and sore.”

“How much farther?” asked the 
exhausted girl.

“ Not far, I think. C’mon—we’ll 
try it some more.”

It wasn’t much farther. One more 
gulch they labored through, and 
then Mary pointed down a more 
open slope at the fire-crowned altar.

“There it is. W e’re almost above 
it now,” she whispered.

"Stay here. I ’ll work closer and 
have a look at the lay of the land,” 
Cairns ordered.

He crawled down the slope, in
finitely careful now that no loose 
stone rolled under him, no dry twig 
snapped.

Presently he came to the even feel 
of masonry beneath his feet.

He was on the lip of the amphi
theater, where it had been cut back 
by long-dead artisans into a deep re
cess to contain the altar platform.

THE altar itself was just below 
him. Peering cautiously over the 

edge of the stone cornice, he could 
see the white-clad priest6 tending 
the fire, the Arab guards standing 
here and there about the foot of the 
altar—and the dark blotch against 
the gray stone that must be the 
water-skins. The fire itself was low, 
and gave off little light—not enough 
to be dangerous.

Cairns crawled back to the girl. 
“ Might as well try it now as at 

any time,”  said he. “ I'll take the 
cans first.”

One by one he carried the two 
tins down to the cornice. The sec-
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ond trip, Mary followed him, bear
ing the pole.

“Thank heaven the crest of the 
hill is behind us, so we don’t show 
against the skyline,” Cairns mut
tered. “Well, here goes.”

He knelt on the cornice and thrust 
the pole over the edge. Carefully, 
hand over hand, he worked its hook 
end out and down. He heard it click 
against the stones. The gentle 
crackle of the fire prevented the 
priests from hearing, too.

CAIRNS moved the hook along till 
it touched the water-skins.

Now for the delicate task of en
gaging the hook in the leather thongs 
which bound the mouth of the water
skin and, looped, served to attach it 
to a saddle on the march.

Cairns had to be very cautious. He 
must not let the iron hook strike too 
sharply against the stones. His arm 
was growing strained and tired.

"Brace yourself back there, Mary, 
and put your arms round my waist 
and hang on,” he muttered. “Then I 
can use both hands.”

The other hand made all the dif
ference. He caught the thong; 
gripping the pole hard, he swung 
the water-skin up and away from the 
altar platform, and hoisted it up to 
the cornice.

Dragging it back out of the way, 
he began fishing for the other one. 

"Got it, Mary. Now then—” 
There was a liquid gurgling in the 

night—again—again.
Then came the task of putting the 

skins back where they had come 
from. This was comparatively easy. 
When it was done, still undiscovered, 
Cairns breathed a sigh of relief.

He and Mary crawled back from 
the cornice, back up the hills into 
the shelter of one of the water-torn 
gulches.

Cairns took from his pocket a 
miner’s electric torch—which he had 
not dared to use to help him in his

tasks—pointed it as near as he could 
guess toward the spot where, far 
across the amphitheater on the slope 
before the mine, the professor 
waited. Swiftly he flashed it twice.

Arab eyes that saw might have 
taken the light for some will-’o-the- 
wisp, or even one of the giant fire
flies of the country.

A pause—then, so quick and brief 
as to be gone almost before they 
were seen, two flashes winked back.

Cairns put an arm around Mary 
and drew her close.

"It’s all set, honey,” he murmured. 
“ W e’ve done it! W e’ve turned the 
trick! Now all we’ve got to do is to 
sit here and wait for morning.”

CHAPTER X
The Quenching of the Fire

MORNING was long 
lin coming to those 
[who waited with such 
impatient hearts.

But at last the east
ern sky grew gray— 
then the first tinge of 
pink showed — then 

the golden shafts, forerunners of the 
rising sun, gave form and substance 
to the scene spread out at the feet of 
Cairns and Mary on their lofty 
mountain eyrie.

The Sacred Fire still burned on 
the great altar. The two priests, 
moving on weary feet, still tended it 
with what remained of their dwin
dling stock of fuel. About them 
stood their Arab guards, mocking 
them, inventing fresh insults with 
the ingenuity in abuse of which only 
an Arab is capable.

Far below, in the great open space 
at the foot of the terraces, the 
other Arabs were gathering, four or 
five hundred stout warriors, armed 
and triumphant. Some stood on the 
near side of the stream, some on the 
far side, over and around the pile 
of stone which had been used to
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block the railroad track leading 
down from the mine.

None were near the mine build
ings. The row of little ore cars, the 
silent, cold locomotive, showed up 
clearly in the field of Cairns’ glasses. 
In the high grass near the cars, he 
caught a glimpse of brilliant color. 
The professor—waiting for his mo
ment.

Cairns grinned at Mary.
“Here comes the Sheikh,” said he. 

“Take the glasses, honey. Look at 
the old boy—it’s his big moment.”

SHEIKH ALI BASR, lord of his 
tribe, was coming up the terraces, 

escorted by his son and a dozen of 
his oldest retainers. Coming to his 
triumph over the accursed Yazdis, 
worshipers of the devil. Coming to 
the quenching of that fire “which 
mocked the face of Allah!”

He held his head high, as befitted 
a conqueror; and on his haughty, 
cruel face was stamped the prideful 
exultation which filled his merciless 
heart.

Now he had reached the last ter
race; now he was on the altar plat
form. Riflemen along the terraces 
watched the Yazdi caves lest any 
rifle-bearing devil-worshiper should 
dare to interfere.

The sheikh turned, facing the yell
ing crowd, all unconscious of the 
Feringhi eyes which watched him 
from above.

He lifted his powerful arms above 
his head.

“Allah il Allah!” he intoned. 
“ There is no god but Allah and 
Mohammed is the Prophet of Allah !” 

He bowed himself toward Mecca. 
The multitude bowed with him.

Then again the sheikh cried out in 
a mighty voice:

"Allah Akbar! Allah is great! 
Now will I quench forever their 
Sacred Fire, and then will we put 
them to the sword and send their 
souls flaming down to hell!”

He stooped, picked up one of the 
water-skins.

“Ai-i-i-i-i!"
A high-pitched shriek rang out 

across the amphitheater.
Every one turned to the flame-col

ored figure which stood alone hard 
by the ore cars, arms outstretched.

“ God of light—god of the sun! 
Send now thy flame to strike this 
sacrilegious dog who profanes thy 
altar!”

Thus, loud and shrill, carrying 
even into the recesses of the Yazdi 
caverns, cried the voice of him whom 
the Yazdis knew as their sorcerer.

“ Let your god save his accursed 
fire if he cant” thundered the sheikh, 
and, tearing the thong from the 
mouth of the bulging skin, he poured 
the rushing liquid out upon the fire.

INSTANTLY he was enveloped in 
a roaring, surging blanket of flame 

—flame that wrapped altar, sheikh, 
priests and platform in one awful 
scarlet winding sheet. Then came a 
terrific explosion, a second blast of 
hellish fury which hurled the sheikh, 
blazing like a human torch, out and 
down the terraces, rolling and 
screaming in a ball of ceaseless fire 
—down toward his horror-stricken 
followers.

"The god has answered you, im
pious villain!” shrieked the voice of 
the "sorcerer.”

So dreadfully intent were the 
Arabs on the awful sight before 
them—the flaming altar, their burn
ing sheikh rolling down the terraces 
—that they did not see the ore car 
until it was right; among them. It 
knocked down one man, another 
leaped from its path—it struck the 
heap of stones—

A vast dark column of earth and 
loose rock leaped suddenly sky
ward, a column at whose base there 
flashed one great burst of white-hot 
flame.

The earth shook as though struck
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by a giant’s fist. Stones tumbled 
from the cornice; loose rubble from 
the hillside slid down into the am
phitheater. The flaming altar itself 
trembled on its platform.

Slowly the smoke pall cleared.
Cairns and Mary took their hands 

from their ringing ears and peered 
into the murk.

Arabs were scattered everywhere. 
Dead Arabs, heaped in a holocaust 
of slaughter; wounded broken Arabs 
who sought only to crawl away to 
some place of refuge; stunned Arabs 
who, as they came to themselves, 
sprang to their feet and fled from 
that place of terror as though a le
gion of Yazdi devils were at their 
heels.

“ Down, sons of the fire, and strike 
home!” yelled a white-clad priest 
from the mouth of a cave.

And down upon the stricken 
Arabs, blades flashing bright in the 
sun, swept the Yazdi swordsmen.

Their blades drank deep of venge
ance that bloody morning.

The sheikh was already dead when 
they reached him, but his son they 
slew, and his guards, and all of his 
people who still lived and could not 
flee from the vengeful swords.

Then, when it was over, when on

the high and smoking altar the 
priests who still lived were tending 
again the Sacred Fire, the Yazdis 
lifted up their grateful voices to ac
claim their sorcerer. His spell, they 
believed, had saved them; his voice 
had reached the ears of their gods 
in the very nick of time.

Loudly they cried their gratitude, 
loudly they pledged eternal devo
tion.

The professor, gripping the hands 
of Cairns and Mary—who by this 
time had reached his side—answered 
them not at all. No words o f  his 
could have been heard in that storm 
of acclamations.

But he kissed his sobbing daugh
ter, and he slapped Cairns heartily 
on the back.

“ You’ll be all right now, my son. 
They’ll work for you; I ’ll make ’em 
work hard, too. And as for the 
Arabs, it’ll be many a long day be
fore an Arab of these parts dares to 
come near this place, thanks to your 
clever head.”

Cairns nodded soberly; the 
slaughter had left him a little sick.

“ It was a good scheme,” he ad
mitted. "Anyway, it worked. Whew! 
Gasoline sure does burn when it gets 
going, doesn’t it?"
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The Fi ghting
Thrill to the Sensational 
GeneralSmedleyD. Butler's 
Adventures as Related by

CHAPTER I 

Chinese Terror

FROM the moment that Her 
Majesty, the Empress Dowager 
of China, had given word to 
Prince Tuan that she believed in the 

invincibility of the Boxers and com
manded them to fire upon the for
eign legations in Peking, horror and 
terror had stalked through China. 
The guns and swords of the Chinese 
were against all foreigners.

Columns of troops from many for
eign countries marching to the re
lief of Peking was the world’s an
swer. The U. S. Marines were part 
of that march. They landed near the 
Taku Forts, starting there for the 
trip to Tientsin, where they were 
to get a foothold for the rest of their 
march to Peking.

The Boxers—fanatical, s a v a g e ,  
bloodthirsty—set themselves the task 
of turning back the foreigners at 
Taku. The marines, always the first 
to fight, were in the forefront as the 
advance began. Bullets hailed about 
them. They advanced from cover to 
cover. Now and again this marine 
or that paused in his advance, calmly 
leveled his rifle, pulled the trigger 
and grinned.

“ I got that heathen!” he said.
The Boxers yelled fiercely. They 

brandished weapons. T h e y  bared 
their chests to the bullets of their 
enemies.

“ Gee, Lieutenant,” s a i d  Private 
Jones, "them Boxers have certainly
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got nerve, or else they haven’t got 
any sense. I can’t imagine what sort 
of a guy would stand up and let a 
marine shoot at him!”

“ The Boxers,” explained the lieu
tenant, "have been coerced into the 
belief that they are invincible. Prince 
Tuan convinced the Empress Dow
ager that neither knives nor bullets 
could harm the Boxers. So convinc
ing was the prince—who organized 
the Boxers in the first place—that 
the Boxers themselves believe it 
now.”

“ Humph!” s a i d  Private Jones. 
“ Let’s see now. See that big fella 

away over to the left? W atch!”
The “big fella,”  yelling, brandish

ing a huge sword, was racing toward 
the marines, as though he 
fully intended to kill every 
one of them with his own 
hands. Private Jones squinted 
along the sights of his rifle.
It jumped back against his 
shoulder as he pressed the 
trigger. The big Chin
ese leaped high, and 
plunged forward on his 
face. He didn’t move 
after that. Private Jones 
turned, spat to
bacco juice into 
the dust, and 
grinned up at 
the lieutenant,
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“ See, sir?” he said. “ Ain't nothin’ 
to it. I never did take much stock 
in these foreign superstitions any
how. I ’m glad I’m not superstitious.”

Whereupon, while the lieutenant 
grinned tightly, Private Jones struck 
the wood of his rifle stock with his 
hard knuckles.

The rattling of musketry was in
cessant. Bullets kicked up dirt all 
about the advancing leathernecks. 
Bullets struck parts of their equip
ment and ricocheted off, whining. 
The marines had few ricochets. They 
were seasoned fighters for the most 
part, from the Philippines.

So was the young officer who led 
the group of which Private Jones 
was a member. He was a veteran, 
despite the fact that he was only 
nineteen years of age. This wasn’t 
the first time he had walked into 
the face of death at the head of his 
men. He had gone through the 
Spanish-American War, when he was 
only seventeen.

Calmly he directed his men.
"Don’t fire wildly,” he said. “ If 

you yank your triggers and miss, the 
Chinese will believe they are in
vincible. One aimed shot that takes 
effect is better than ten that only 
make a noise. Let the Chinese make 
the noise.”

“ And are they making it, sir I” said 
Private Smith.

"Don’t let it trouble you, son,” 
said the nineteen year old lieutenant. 
“Noise never killed anybody.”

IT sounded strange for him to call 
"son” a man twice his age, but 

from time immemorial an enlisted 
man had been “ son” to his superior 
officer. Private Smith grunted.

At that point a slug caught Pri
vate Smith in the mouth and blew 
the back of his head off. The lieu
tenant’s face went white. He looked 
down at the mess which had been 
made of the man who had just been 
talking with him.

“Thee were a good soldier, son,” 
he said. “ One hundred of these 
Chinese weren’t worth a hair on thy 
ugly head. Come on, Jones, see that 
big fellow with his pigtail flying in 
the breeze? He just got Smith. Let’s 
see what we can do about it.”

Private Jones’ rifle spoke. The 
Chinese crashed down.

The marines were advancing stead
ily. The Chinese were becoming des
perate. They massed for a concerted 
charge.

THE marines were quite calm in 
the face of the onslaught, though 

they knew what it would mean if 
they were whipped in the charge. 
It would mean annihilation, perhaps 
mutilation. Several spat into the 
dust. Some dusted off their car
tridges on their uniform pants. Their 
eyes squinted at the forming charge.

“ Remember, boys,” said the lieu
tenant, “aim every shot. By the time 
they get to us, they’ll realize that the 
cost is too heavy. And keep your 
heads down.”

The Chinese were coming. Wave 
after wave of them—ragged waves 
which, however, were filled with 
menace because each one of them 
outnumbered th e  marines beyond 
computing—rose out of depressions 
in the earth and ran forward. Their 
yells were blood-curdling.

“ Reminds me of a mob of googoos 
gone juramentado," said a grizzled 
sergeant. “ The taos and Moros don’t 
kill easy when they’ve worked them
selves into a frenzy. They keep on 
fighting after they’re dead, as though 
they didn’t have enough sense to 
know they was dead. These guys act 
like ’em.”

The Chinese came on. Now they 
were so close that the marines no 
longer had to aim and fire. They 
merely pulled triggers. The Chi
nese were too close to miss. Ahead 
of them marched the young officer, 
pistol in hand, steadily firing, sig-
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naling where fire should be directed, 
calmly leading his men into the thick 
of the enemy.

Once in the midst of the Boxers, 
the marines knew what to do; knew 
from long experience in the Philip
pines. They came to hand-grips. 
Their bayonets began to drink of the 
lives of their enemies.

They used a formation called 
“ form for bolo attack,” which had 
come down to the marines from the 
ancients—from the phalanxes of the 
Greeks and Romans. Bristling bayo
nets formed a wall over which the 
Chinese could not pass. Men knelt,

The big Chinese leaped high, like 
a stricken stag

holding bayonets to the fore. Others 
stood behind them with leveled bayo
nets. As the Chinese pressed closely 
the marines fired. Survivors of the 
withering bursts of hot lead plunged 
straight onto the waiting bayonets.

"Let ’em have it!” snapped the 
lieutenant.

The formation seemed to spread 
out. The bristling wall of bayonets 
advanced in four directions at once. 
Thrust, parry, thrust. The bayonets, 
which had looked like silver, now 
were painted a brilliant crimson. 
Leathernecks spat in the dust. They 
drove the Chinese back with deter
mined savagery.

A wall of dead rose around them. 
The Chinese gave back. The marines
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took several backward steps, and lo, 
their “ form for bolo attack” was 
there again, as impregnable as be
fore. There seemed to have been no 
change after the fierce interlude of 
hand-to-hand fighting—save that sil
ver bayonets had become red, and 
that drops of the red dripped slowly 
down to the dust.

"Fire at w ill!" snapped the officer.

AS his men obeyed the calm com
mand, the officer looked about 

him, to see how far the other units 
of the leatherneck force had ad
vanced. He shook his head a little 
as he realized that he had outstripped 
the fighters on his flanks.

"I'll catch the devil for that,” he 
said to himself.

He was quite right. It was as bad 
to overrun a line of attack as it was 
to fall behind it. Being in advance 
of his comrades, was to become a 
common failing with the young offi
cer during all the years of his mili
tary life—and he was always to 
"catch the devil” for it.

“ But I never got called down by a 
superior when I didn’t deserve it,” 
he said many years later.

Now the flankers came into line. 
The marines were steadily advanc
ing. Now and again they left a 
comrade behind them. When so 
many slugs were flying, it would 
have been a miracle if all the leath
ernecks had remained untouched.

They advanced several hundred 
yards. Twice they repelled attack 
flurries with their bayonets. They 
went into compact formation a bit 
further on, to reorganize for con
tinued advance. The young officer 
studied his men. His eyes narrowed. 
They were keen eyes. They missed 
nothing at all.

“ Private Jones,” he said, “where 
the devil is your bayonet?”

“ I stuck it into a Chinee when we 
was advancing, sir,”  said Private 
Jones ruefully, “an’ I guess I musta

ketched it between a coupla ribs. I 
broke the blasted thing off in him, 
sir, an’ we traveled so fast I didn’t 
have time to get it back.”

The officer pursed his lips. Dur
ing the breathing space Jones spoke 
to a comrade at his side.

“ Did you see the eyes of that 
laoie? He didn't like me losin’ my 
baynit. I ’ll bet the quartermaster 
takes the price of it outa my next 
payday.”

Private Jones was quite right. The 
quartermaster did exactly that.

But that happened when they had 
reached Tientsin and had consoli
dated their position again, prepara
tory to clearing the city of Boxers 
so that they could go on. The young 
officer was everywhere among his 
men then—as he always was during 
the years that followed, before and 
after he became famous.

That young officer was Lieutenant 
Smedley D. Butler.

Twenty-seven yearB later I was to 
be his aide-de-camp. He was to be 
a famous brigadier-general, an even 
more famous major-general. But even 
as a young lieutenant his men were 
beginning to think of him as “ the 
man with the gimlet eyes.” Years 
later he w a s  to become known 
throughout U n c l e  Sam’s services, 
throughout the the United States, as 
“ Old Gimlet Eye,” or “ The Fight
ing Quaker.”  And even today he is 
not really “old”—certainly not in 
years—though in experience he has 
lived through a dozen average lives.

CHAPTER II
\

On to Peking

GRIM and a little haggard 
after their bitter fighting 
from the Taku Forts to 

Tientsin, the marines prepared to 
clear the way for their further ad
vance to the Capital of China. The 
Boxers, realizing that the foreigners 
had advanced this far from the coast
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in spite of their best resistance, re
doubled their efforts to beat back the 
invaders. The Boxers had limitless 
numbers at their backs. China had 
a population somewhere around five 
hundred millions of people. The 
Chinese had for centuries been in
different to death.

Let one man fall before the bullets 
or bayonets of the foreigners and a 
dozen, a hundred, a thousand, rose 
out of the flatlands of North China 
to take his place, perfectly willing 
to give their lives in their turn. The 
marines were beginning to tire from 
the sheer task of killing. It seemed 
that the holocaust would never end.

TIENTSIN had to be cleared. Chi
nese bandits, or Boxers, when in 

extremities, had no more considera
tion for their own than they had for 
the enemy. As they fell back like 
waves before the prow of a battle
ship, or gave way to right and left 
before the spearhead of the foreign 
advance, they looted the homes of 
their own people, mistreated the 
women, burned houses.

Butler, in common with all the 
marines, watched all this with hard 
eyes. They had never, even among 
the taos and Moros, seen such dis
regard of human life. Dead dotted 
the streets of Tientsin. Bullets sped 
back and forth without ceasing.

The order had come to clear the 
streets, to drive back the Boxers, so 
that lines could be re-formed, dead 
foreign soldiers dropped from the 
rosters, and the march could con
tinue. The marines were doing their 
part to clear those streets.

And somewhere in the forefront 
of the battle which never ended, was 
young Butler at the head of his men. 
His narrowed eyes studied the way 
ahead. He paid no heed to the bul
lets which snapped past him to right 
and left. He was looking for weak 
spots into which to thrust tentacles 
of his abbreviated command.

He snapped an order for a squad 
to rush to the right, to keep under 
cover, and get forward to a spot 
whence it could clear out a build
ing from which lead poured into the 
ranks of the leathernecks. A cor
poral led the way, running. He got 
his men into place, but forgot his 
own exposed position. He was right 
out in the open, where rifles could 
be trained on him from a dozen dif
ferent coigns of vantage. He was 
yelling to his men.

The Boxers yelled their triumph 
as their rifles let go with a deafen
ing clatter. Among so many bullets 
it was a miracle that so few struck 
the corporal. He fell and the Box
ers’ cries of savage exultation rose 
to the heavens.

Butler’s eyes narrowed. He seemed 
to grow taut for a moment. Then he 
dashed forward, grabbed the shoul
ders of the wounded corporal, started 
dragging him back to cover. He 
couldn’t lift the man. Butler, at his 
very best, probably never weighed 
over a hundred and fifty pounds.

Even as he dragged the corporal 
back he was probably thinking to 
himself, “ I ’ll catch hell for going 
myself when I could have sent some
one else.”

HE was right. He always thought 
of such things after he had done 

something he should not have done, 
when it was too late. And he did 
catch hell, as usual. But his supe
riors, men who were given little to 
praising and much to harsh-lipped 
criticism, marked the act of young 
Butler.

Smoke and flames from burning 
houses rose straight into the white- 
hot sky. Far down the streets, be
yond the reach of leatherneck lead, 
Boxers went through queer didoes in 
plain view of their enemies. Their 
swordplay, during which two men 
struck at a third from every possible 
angle, until it seemed that their tar
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get could not keep from being hewn 
to bits, was marvelous to watch.

It did look, indeed, as though the 
swords glanced off the sweaty, glis
tening hides of the Boxers. Butler 
watched all this, and understood 
how, by tricks of legerdemain, the 
Boxers had convinced the Empress 
Dowager that bullets and swords 
could not injure them.

"Take careful aim, son,” said But
ler to Private Brown, "and down that 
fellow those other two are hacking 
at with swords. Don’t miss, now.”

Private Brown flung himself prone, 
cuddled the stock of his rifle against 
his cheek, slowly squeezed the trig
ger. A bullet kicked dirt into his 
face. He blinked his eyes a little, 
relaxed the pressure on his trigger 
until his eyes had cleared of the 
dust. Then he “ froze.” His piece 
recoiled against a shoulder accus
tomed to receive the “kick” of his 
rifle.

Far down the street the Boxer 
crumpled like a balloon from which 
the air has suddenly been snatched. 
Yells of anger rose all along the 
street. The Boxers’ attempt to im
press th e  non-combatant Chinese 
with their invincibility had failed.

"Keep going, fellows!” snapped 
Butler, when sure that the leather
necks on either flank were in proper 
position so that his contingent would 
not overrun the general line. "Take 
it easy. Make every shot count. Don’t 
forget that we’ve got to get to Pe
king.”

MEN grumbled. They didn’t like to 
be forced forward, always within 

inches of death. They grumbled.
“ He’s damn free with our lives,” 

said one.
"If he wants to be a hero, why 

don't he drive the Chinks out by 
himself?”

"He’s a blasted slave-driver!” said 
another.

Butler heard some of these com

ments. He only grinned to himself. 
He had already learned what it some
times takes lesser gifted officers 
years to learn—that soldiers are at 
their best when they grouse, grum
ble, bellyache, "sound off” ; that 
when they are sullen and say noth
ing, mutiny or wholesale desertions 
are just around the corner.

And now in the narrow streets, 
bordered by stinking hovels among 
which coolies and their women and 
children scurried like frightened 
rabbits, more fearful of their own 
people than of the marines, Butler 
walked ahead of his men. Afraid? 
Of course he was afraid! But he 
couldn’t let his men see t h a t ;  
couldn’t admit it even to himself.

HIS narrowed eyes, which were to 
make him famous, searched out 

strong points from which Boxers 
poured lead in the direction of his 
men. Locating such strong points 
he turned his head back over his 
shoulder and shouted.

"To the left front, fifty yards, an 
open window. Silence those rifles!” 

A squad swung into formation, 
flopped down. Rifle bolts clicked 
metallicly, thrusting cartridges into 
the chambers. Then silence while 
men held their breath and squeezed 
triggers carefully. A concerted burst 
of firing. A Chinese suddenly ap
peared in the window, his hands 
clutched over his stomach, his queue 
flying free, to fall into the street 
below, somersaulting over and over.

No more bullets came from that 
particular window.

"Good work, fellows!” snapped 
Butler.

A bullet plucked at Butler’s uni
form. Blood seeped forth from be
neath his shirt. He had been slightly 
wounded and didn’t know it himself. 
Excitement made men impervious to 
pain, at least momentarily.

The advance continued. Through 
narrow alleys which passed f o r
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streets, Butler could keep track of 
the detachments to his right and 
left. He wouldn’t offend again in 
the matter of outracing his com
rades. The streets, the hovels, seemed 
filled like maggots with the enemy— 
or at least with Chinese coolies. One 
never could be sure which Chinese 
were enemies; they all looked alike.

Finally, near the very edge of the 
city, when most of it was in the 
handB of the foreigners—British,

German, Russian,. American—Butler 
suddenly stopped in his advance. 
Dead ahead the buildings were all in 
flames. Coming out of the heart c f  
the flames, was the lusty yelling of a 
frightened baby. Butler’s face went 
a little white.

“ Hold everything!” he snapped. 
“Keep the Chinks back for a minute 
or two.”

Butler broke into a shambling, 
awkward run. He was always awk
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ward. He was guided by the bel
lowing of the baby. Someone had ap
parently left the kid in the flames to 
die. That wasn't an unusual thing in 
China. Babies, especially girl babies, 
were not held in too high regard.

Still guided by the squalling, But
ler entered a burning house, found 
the baby—a girl at a guess—choking 
on smoke which came all too close, 
bellowing at the top of her lusty 
lungs. There was no o n e  e l s e  
around.

Butler hadn’t figured on anything 
like this. He gathered the kid up 
in his arms, carried her out of the 
building. But what could he do with 
her then? He didn’t know where her 
parents were. He’d have looked silly 
marching at the head of his attack
ing forces with a Chinese baby in 
his arms.

He couldn’t leave her in th e  
street, obviously. For a brief mo
ment, while flames fanned his cloth
ing, he considered the matter. He 
wasn’t far from the Pei Ho River. 
The river was crammed with junks 
and sampans, filled to overflowing 
with Chinese who were fleeing from 
the burning city and the sullen 
Boxers.

BUTLER raced to the river, hailed 
the nearest sampan. He didn’t 

know one Chinese from another. He 
shoved the girl into some woman’s 
arms.

“Here’s somebody’s brat,’’ he said. 
“ You shouldn’t be leaving her loose 
like that!”

"Hsieh hsieh, hsieh hsieh!" said 
the woman, which means, "Thanks!” 

Butler went back to his business. 
Twenty-seven years later a briga

dier-general was guest of a Chinese 
family in Tientsin. The hostess 
asked him if he had ever known a 
Lieutenant Bagley. She explained 
that during the Boxer uprising this 
Bagley had carried her out of a 
burning house. Halfway through her

narrative “ Bagley” Butler began to 
grin, held up his hand to stop her, 
and then went on with the story!

The “brat” had grown up and mar
ried one Henry Chang—who was to 
become, for a brief space, Consul- 
General for China in New York City. 
One wonders what Lucy Chang and 
General Butler found to say to each 
other after the mutual identification.

CHAPTER III
Reward for Gallantry

THE relief column, after un
told hardships, reached the 
outer walls of Peking. W ith
in the Forbidden City, where she 

had heard that the foreigners in
tended to take her prisoner and ex
hibit her in a cage throughout the 
world, the Empress Dowager calmly 
prepared to flee before the wrath 
of the foreigners. She would flee 
inland with most of her court.

She knew now, even if the Boxers 
did not realize it, that her cause was 
lost. Not even the numerically in
finite Chinese could smother the de
termination of the foreigners.

Outside the walls, the foreigners 
paused for breathing space. Inside 
the walls, the Boxers redoubled their 
efforts to destroy the foreign lega
tions before the armies could breach 
the walls.

Butler, in common with the rest of 
the foreign officers, knew that no 
time was to be lost. Desperate men, 
and the Boxers were that, were pow
erful, ruthless men. What good 
would it do to enter Peking if they 
arrived even seconds too late?

The foreigners lodked about them 
for a way over or through the walls.

Peking is a city of four walls. The 
inner wall is the Forbidden City 
Wall, the next—leading outward— 
the Imperial Wall, the next the Tar
tar Wall, and the outer wall is 
known as the Chinese Wall.

It was fairly easy for the foreign
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ers to get inside the Chinese Wall. 
But the Tartar was something else 
again.

Up and over the wall! Smash down 
the gates and go through! Drive the 
Boxers out of the city!

The foreigners were eager for the 
fray. Dispositions were made. The 
city would be entered at every imag
inable place, and all at the same 
time. But even then men wondered 
which individual, of all the foreign 
troops, would be first over the wall.

History gives the honor to a 
bugler named Titus. But young But
ler was not far behind him. He 
was certainly among the first hand
ful to drop into the city proper of 
Peking.

The Boxers were murderous. The 
foreigners went over the wall in the 
face of savage, relentless fire.

Scores of Boxers bared their chests 
and ran straight into the bayonets, 
or into the bullets, of the invaders. 
As calmly as though they marched 
on parade, the foreigners breached 
the walls and entered the city streets.

Boxers fell by scores. Marines 
dropped here and there; not all the 
enemy bullets could miss.

BUTLER and his men were in the 
midst of the foremost of the at

tackers, and here the street fighting of 
Tientsin was repeated. Only here 
the Boxers were more sullenly vi
cious and desperate. They began to 
give back, fighting as they went, con
testing every inch of ground.

Behind the forefront of the slowly 
retreating Boxers, other Boxers were 
looting the homes of their own 
people. Their abuse of women was 
merely a repetition of what had hap
pened endless times during China’s 
history. Young women, rather than 
fall into the hands of the Boxers, 
strangled themselves with their own 
hair—or choked the wells of Peking 
with their corpses.

Cries of women and children

sounded through the sullen, roaring 
of flames. The screams and yells of 
the Boxers were a satanic accompani
ment to the noise of rifles, the clash
ing of swords against bayonets, the 
moaning of dying young women, as 
the foreign troops marched stubborn
ly forward, bayonets to the fore, hard 
eyes grimly intent on Boxer targets.

BY the time the marching column 
had entered Peking, and de

bouched into its many streets, of 
which Legation and Hatamen were the 
most important, they had been tested 
and tried in the crucible of war. For 
ninety miles over trackless flat lands, 
marked only by muddy canals, with 
here and there an aged temple to the 
gods of the Celestial Empire, the re
lief column had marched.

Eyes had become sunken from gaz
ing deeply into horror. Butler and 
his men had seen heads hanging in 
baskets on sticks driven down among 
the graves. They had seen naked 
women swinging by their hair from 
crossbars on poles—as though the 
women had been slain to warn other 
women.

The Boxers retired sullenly, firing 
as they retreated, while behind them 
their fellows dragged women and 
girls forth by the hair into the 
streets. Butler and his men raced 
among the Boxers, shooting them 
down here, bayoneting them there, 
but always pushing them further to
ward the edge of the city, forcing 
them through walls of black smoke 
and sullen flames which reached al
most to the sky.

Twenty-four hours before, Her 
Majesty Tzu Hsi had fled from Pe
king, enroute to Shi An, where she 
was to spend two years in exile, tak
ing with her His Majesty Kwang 
Hsu, the prisoner Emperor.

The Boxers, the back of their up
rising broken, dispersed outside Pe
king, and it is probable that many 
of them were later employed as
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"boys” by the very soldiers who 
■would have slain them—all unknow
ing. The Chinese is adaptable.

But there in Peking Butler got a 
bullet wound. It didn’t seem at first 
to be serious. But it was.

It sent him to Cavite, near Manila, 
in the Philippine Islands. The 
wound, and the deeds of heroism 
which had resulted in the wound, 
gave Butler his first brevet. It made 
him a captain—at the age of nine
teen! And captains in the "old” 
Marine Corps were graybeards usu
ally. Uncle Sam was preparing to 
reward young Butler.

Later Uncle Sam was to reward 
him again, w i t h  another brevet, 
jumping him two grades which it 
would have taken him years to have 
gone through in the usual way.

Reward for gallantry. But Butler 
would have given the brevets, the 
honor and the glory that went with 
them, had he been well enough to go 
with Major Waller on his historic 
march across Samar—the grimmest 
page in all Marine Corps history.

Butler missed that. It was one of 
the few things he missed during his 
more than thirty years of service. 
Other things he did not miss. If 
anything happened anywhere, prom
ising excitement, Butler managed to 
be in on it. Sometimes laughter, 
sometimes tragedy, traveled with 
Butler for the next twelve years.

Then came the Nicaraguan Cam
paign of 1912, with Butler a major, 
doing spectacular things in the land 
made famous by William Walker.

CHAPTER IV
Land of William Walker

UNCLE SAM, in accordance 
with the tenets of the Mon
roe Doctrine, intervened in 

Nicaragua in 1912 to keep some for
eign power from doing so to protect 
her nationals. Nicaragua was having 
one of her periodic revolutions. She

had had them regularly during all 
her history.

Filibusters, down the years, had 
made good names for themselves in 
these revolutions. William Walker 
had become famous, had almost made 
himself absolute ruler of the coun
try. The common people had been 
repressed and suppressed for ages. 
Mixtures of Indian, Negro and white, 
they were easy laughers, full of fun. 
But they liked to fight. Politics al
ways set them off.

It happened again.

FAMOUS natives had aroused the 
countryside in a revolt against es

tablished authority. Mob rule was the 
order of the day—and a mob has no 
horse-sense. Foreigners died with the 
rest. England, France and America 
all wished to make sure that their 
nationals, sojourners in Nicaragua 
for various business and professional 
reasons, were safe. Uncle Sam went 
in to protect lives and property.

In the years which had intervened 
since the Boxer uprising, Butler had 
figured in many things. He had vis
ited most of the countries of Latin 
America. There is little connected 
with Marine Corps history since the 
Spanish-American War but what 
contains the name of Butler.

Due to his past record, Butler was 
given the task of actively pacifying 
the country. In common with most 
people, he had a certain contempt 
for the natives. He believed, as so 
many others believed, that “ one good 
American could whip a dozen na
tives with his hat” ; that to pacify 
the country, to put down banditry, 
would be a walkaway. He was to dis
cover differently, as Walker and Du- 
rong, and many filibusters whose 
names have since been lost, had 
learned before him.

First, the marines were landed at 
Corinto on the Pacific Coast, with 
orders to proceed to Managua. There 
they were to organize the country
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and look about them. Butler, for all 
his fiery disposition, had one mania: 
he always wanted to do his job with
out losing the lives of his beloved 
marines. By the same token, he did 
not wish to take lives. But if he 
had to lose lives or take them, he 
didn’t hesitate. For above all things, 
he was a soldier.

Marines and sailors—for the sail
ors were a part of every landing 
party, and the marines are a branch 
of the navy—entrained at Corinto 
and started the trip to Managua. 
Their troubles began the moment 
they were beyond the protection of 
battleship guns. Natives ripped up 
the rails ahead of them. Marines 
swore. Sailors swore. The train 
stopped. Butler issued terse com
mands.

“ Replace the rails. Get the train 
through!”

The men swore, grumbled. They 
climbed down, rifles slung across 
their backs, to replace the rails. Ut
ter silence from the surrounding 
jungles greeted them.

THE white heat of the tropical sun 
smote their heads and backs. Men 

burned themselves to crisp agony 
before they realized it. Men simply 
would strip down to their bare skin 
to work. And the sun hammered at 
them relentlessly. The natives, al
ways lazy, hadn’t taken the rails very 
far away. They had simply tossed 
them aside.

With the first attempt to replace 
the rails, the jungles wakened to 
life. Aged fowling pieces, old rifles 
of all kinds, including the pata de 
mula — mule’s leg — were suddenly 
loosed against the marines and sail
ors. The mule’s leg is a rifle sawed 
off close to the stock so that it can 
be thrust into a pants’ leg. The bul
let makes a small hole going in, but 
coming out leaves a hole into which 
a big housecat could crawl.

Bullets smashed into the rails,

caromed off, whining shrilly. The 
natives, hidden by th e  jungles, 
shouted obscenities — and no lan
guage, save Chinese, contains the ob
scenities of which Spanish is capable. 
Many of the marines and sailors un
derstood Spanish.

BUTLER considered for a moment, 
standing in the middle of a box

car. Obviously, the rails couldn’t be 
relaid under such heavy rifle fire. 
Equally obviously, it would be im
possible for the marines and sailors 
to chase the natives very far in the 
tangled jungle.

"Get those rails down!” snapped 
Butler, as the marines, true to their 
training, took cover when the bullets 
began to fly, unslung their rifles and 
looked for targets they already knew 
were invisible.

The marines hesitated.
Butler snapped a command at a 

non-com.
“Take a handful of men and charge 

the natives!”
The non-com grinned. He took one 

side of the track. Another non-com 
took the other side. That left but 
a few men to replace the rails, when 
already there had been too few.

Butler was now a major, with sev
eral junior officers to aid him in his 
work.

“ Yank off your blouses and dive 
into the work!” he snapped at his 
officers.

Maybe they were aghast at being 
ordered to labor as the enlisted men 
labored. Butler didn’t look to see 
whether they were or not. He was 
the first to strip down to his under
shirt, and his scrawny body bowed 
and bent as he tugged at the rails 
himself, setting the example for his 
officers and his men.

Shame-facedly the officers joined in 
with a will. Rails were replaced.

Bullets continued to come from 
the woods, but they were flying wild 
now, because the marines had taken
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seriously the command to clear the 
woods on either side of the track, 
and the Nicaraguans gave back be
fore the hot lead and the stubborn 
steel of the leathernecks. Rail by 
rail, while Butler and his officers 
sweated and swore, and pretended 
they didn’t know that bullets were 
flying all about them, the track was 
rebuilt. The antiquated locomotive, 
the Masaya, moved forward.

ORE rails had to be laid. The 
toil was back-breaking, muscle 

straining, ghastly in the unaccustomed 
heat. The marines were not im
pervious to the heat, despite the fact 
that most of them had come up from 
Panama, where it really was hot. 
They cursed the mosquitoes and the 
natives, but they laid down the rails, 
and yard by yard the train crawled 
on toward Managua, capital of Nica
ragua.

When the train had distanced the 
attacking flankers, the marines were 
pulled in. Up ahead of the trains 
the marines heard the shouts of na
tives, the explosions of dynamite, 
and knew that the sounds meant one 
thing—more track to be relaid in the 
face of crazy volley fire from the 
natives. Butler swore a little, too.

But he wasn’t worried about get
ting through; only that it should not 
take so long. He wanted to get his 
job finished and get away. He 
wanted to get back home to the 
States to spend Christmas with his 
family—to whom, besides his few 
intimates, he was accustomed to us
ing the Quaker mode of address, the 
“ thee” and the "thy” and "thou” of 
his forefathers who had rooted in 
Pennsylvania.

The train moved forward.
A bridge had been torn out by the 

roots. Impossible to reach Managua 
with the train without that bridge. 
The landing party had already done 
prodigious labors. Butler stared at 
the bridge.

"Build the damn thing strong 
enough to get this rail-riding peanut 
whistle across, or we’ll have to carry 
the thing on our backs.”

“ That would be easier,” retorted 
someone, “ than to rebuild the bridge.” 

It came very nearly being true, for 
the Nicaraguans knew as well as the 
landing party did, that unless the 
train could pass here, it wouldn’t 
reach Managua, and the forces of 
Uncle Sam would be balked entirely. 
Butler shook his head.

“ Fix the bridge!” he snapped. 
Butler led the way as usual. There 

was no need for further commands 
when officers worked with the men, 
sweated and got themselves covered 
with grime. They worked like Tro
jans, cutting whatever timbers they 
needed from the jungle. Snipers 
hurled lead at them.

Keen-eyed sharpshooters, leather
necks and sailors, lay prone on box
cars, listening to the bellowing of 
ancient weapons. Now and again 
some marine cuddled his rifle stock 
against his cheek, pressed the trig
ger—and a Nicaraguan dropped out 
of a tree, surprised beyond measure 
that a bullet could find his heart 
when he thought himself so well 
hidden.

BUT the bullets of the Nicaraguans, 
in spite of the skill of marine 

marksmen and constant sorties of de
tachments of marines with fixed bayo
nets, took a certain toll. Several men, 
lying very still, some of them ghast
ly things to look at, rested side by 
side on boxcars, covered with tar
paulins. They had given their lives 
for their Uncle Sam. Plenty of na
tives would live to pay for that, and 
die to make the payment final.

Butler grimly continued at his 
task.

At last the bridge was crossed, 
after work which would live after
wards in the nightmares of the land
ing party. The noise made by the



THE FIGHTING LEATHERNECK 67,

natives increased as the marines ap
proached Managua, the city f o r  
which the opposing forces were 
fighting. Butler knew that on the 
outskirts of the city he would en
counter his greatest resistance.

As the train crawled on, he in
structed his men to barricade them
selves on the boxcars with whatever 
supplies could be utilized for that 
purpose. During the last hours of 
the advance the train had moved so 
rapidly that the Nicaraguans had not 
been able to do much damage to 
the tracks, so they were fairly clear.

Finally the contingent came almost 
within sight of their objective—to 
find the way barred by a force which 
outnumbered the Americans by heaven 
only knew how many.

Should he attack directly? Butler 
knew what that would mean. The 
Nicaraguans might be terrible marks
men, but they had plenty of ammuni
tion; and bullets fired wildly would 
kill as quickly as any others.

SHOULD he hesitate, taking stock 
of the situation? A man who didn't 

know Latin-America might have done 
that. It would have been a horrible 
mistake. Latin-Americans are grand- 
standers. They go a lot by appear
ances. Even for the landing party 
to hesitate would have been to admit 
fear. For Americans to admit fear 
in the face of no matter how great 
odds, would have been suicidal. They 
simply did not dare.

“ Forward!” snapped Butler.
The train hadn’t even slowed at 

sight of the formidable array ahead. 
Butler jumped down once or twice 
and walked along the side of the 
slowly moving train as it approached 
the enemy. He had a plan of his 
own.

The Masaya was pushing the train 
instead of pulling it, so that the 
fighters could be nearest to the ene

my. Butler instructed the engineer 
and firemen to keep going until
something stopped them over which 
they had no control. Butler’s gimlet 
eyes were narrowed thoughtfully as 
he noticed what the cagey Nicara
guans were up to. They merely lined 
the tracks, and packed their men 
ahead of the train. They were armed 
but they did not fire.

BUTLER might have instructed 
the engineer to speed up and 

plow through the Nicaraguans. But 
to have done so would have been to 
grind the natives under the wheels. 
Plenty of native fanatics would have 
died that way to prove their “patriot
ism” and to become posthumous 
heroes. But Butler wouldn’t give 
them that satisfaction.

The train had to slow down to 
keep from running over natives. 
The faces of the Nicaraguans were 
triumphant, grim. Rifles came to the 
fore. Nobody said anything. Fin
gers were nervous on triggers. But
ler, seemingly, had run his train 
right into a trap. It was utterly sur
rounded. Every marine and sailor 
was covered by more rifles than he 
could count. Let one finger get nerv
ous, and every American would die. 
Of course, Nicaraguans would die, 
too. Butler realized that the tense sit
uation could not be prolonged. He 
called an interpreter to him quietly. 
Then he held up two small bags in 
his hands and instructed the inter
preter what to say.

"I've enough dynamite to blow us 
all off the face of the earth. I ’m 
going through to Managua. Try to 
stop us, or fire a single shot, and 
you’ll all die !” He lifted the sacks as 
though to hurl them.

The natives vanished as though a 
giant hand had erased them.

Butler poured the sand out of the 
sacks after he reached Managua!

Further Adventures o f  General Smedley D. Butler Next Month
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CHAPTER I 

Mystery Yacht

CAPTAIN BRADLEY, skip
per of the Cumberly, peered 
into the sultry night through 

powerful binoculars across the vast 
undulating reaches of the South 
Arabian Sea. A gaudy tropical moon 
illumined the scene and a hot des- 
sicated wind fanned his cheek.

“That’s damn strange!” he mut
tered uneasily.

He turned to his companion and 
handed him the glasses. “ Have a 
look, Ridley,” he said.

Martin Ridley, adventurer, who 
was returning from a hunting ex
pedition through the python country 
of Malay, accepted eagerly. He was 
the sole paying passenger on the 
lumbering freighter and had shipped

The limp arm reached

on the Cumberly because the pamper
ing ease and comfort of luxurious 
passenger ships annoyed him.

Ridley quickly leveled the bin
oculars and adjusted them.

Out of the sparkling crystal-like 
reaches of the sea, studded with 
myriad diamonds, a white gleaming 
ghost leaped to meet his gaze. It 
was tacking steadily on a direct 
westerly course through the moonlit 
night.

Suddenly, even as he watched, it 
careened far off its straight path and 
flung wildly to the starboard, its 
sails flapping idly jn the wind. It 
hung that way a second, a phantom 
against the shimmering sea.

Then a whipping gust smacked 
into the canvas and spanked the 
vessel around again on its former 
westward route.

It was a two-masted yacht — a 
beautiful ship.
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lor the wheel, even in death

“ Why, there’s no one at her helm!” 
Ridley cried.

"Exactly,” Bradley replied. “ All 
her canvas is set, all her lights are 
ablaze and yet—there’s not a living 
soul guiding her!”

Ridley felt a tingling eerie thrill 
shoot down his spine. The yacht had 
repeated her previous eccentric ma
neuvers. During the intervals when 
she doubled back on her own boiling 
wake, the Cumberly gained rapidly 
on her.

“ Stand by,” Bradley said at length 
to his helmsman. “ W e’ll hail her 
when we come alongside. Keep 
safely away. W e don’t want to be 
rammed to pieces by her if she fouls 
again.”

The captain took up a megaphone 
and stepped out onto the open 
bridge, Ridley in his shadow. They 
were close to the mysterious yacht 
now. Every graceful line of the

craft was distinct in the deep yellow 
moonlight.

In the stern of the ship, the helm 
stood as before, unguarded. The life
boats were entirely intact. Appar
ently everything was shipshape.

There ensued a short silence while 
the freighter crept to the leeward.

“ You can make out her name now,” 
said Ridley, pointing. “ See there— 
under the bow? She’s the White 
Snake."

“ Aye, and she looks like one, 
twisting and turning that way,”  Cap
tain Bradley returned gruffly. “ It’s 
a wonder she doesn’t capsize!”

He lifted the megaphone with both 
hands. “ Ahoy—the White Snake!" 
he bellowed resoundingly.

Except for the weird, ghostly 
flapping of the sails, uncanny silence 
greeted him, mocking at him satanic- 
ally.

Meanwhile the freighter slackened
69
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her pace and hove too, waiting for 
further orders from the bridge.

<<TT7E’LL board her,” Captain 
VV Bradley announced abruptly. 

“ If there’s no one in her cabins, 
she'll make a pretty salvage. We can 
send a power launch to her on the 
leeward. If she swings over, like 
before, she’ll carry the smaller boat 
with her.”

He ceased speaking without warn
ing and stared at the strange yacht 
in quick horror. The whites of his 
eyes gleamed in a terrifying glare 
and bulged as though they would 
start from their sockets.

“ Good God!” he breathed rasp- 
ingly:

“ What’s that?"
A sable, supple shadow danced 

down the deck of the yacht and stole 
stealthily past the lighted cabin win
dows. It was indistinguishable be
cause its height did not lift it into 
range of illumination. It seemed to 
crawl, and yet was much too lithe 
in action.

It embraced the dark murkiness 
of the yacht’s deck like a nocturnal 
carnivore bat.

“ What is it?” Captain Bradley 
whispered hoarsely, his voice quiver
ing queerly.

Ridley shook his head, an ominous 
wave of dread a n d  apprehension 
sweeping over him.

The ebony thing reached the stern. 
It leaped agilely to the top of the 
aft hatches, close beneath the main 
boom.

The ship was becalmed at the mo
ment, and the canvas hung down 
limply. A rapid blast of hot wind 
struck into the sails like a bullet. 
The heavy boom creaked in pain and 
began to swing!

Instantly, and with lightning alac
rity, the shadowy thing hurled itself 
through the air to the safety and 
protection of the stern. The bound 
prodigiously covered a distance of

fifteen feet, and the thing had landed 
with ease even before the boom be
gan to groan in the agony of its 
swinging arc.

From the stern, the black thing 
flashed to the lee of the ship, where 
it paused briefly, sniffing down dis
tastefully at the flowing sea under
neath the yacht. Finally, it trotted 
to the open door of the salon where 
it stopped. Cautiously raising its 
head for enemy scent, it sniffed 
again.

For a split second, it was barely 
visible in the glare of the electric 
lights of the salon.

Then it disappeared like an ebony 
streak through the doorway, and was 
gone as mysteriously and quickly as 
it had come.

It was a ten-foot, sleeky, black 
leopard—

Captain Bradley and Martin Rid
ley looked at one another in unholy 
awe for a moment. Neither was able 
to say a word. Then Bradley moved 
to action.

“ Make ready to lower away the 
launch!” he boomed overside to his 
men below on the decks of the 
freighter. “ Boarding party’s going 
over!”

RIDLEY grabbed the skipper by 
the arm as he started hurriedly 

down the gangway.
“ I ’m going along, Captain,” he said 

firmly.
Bradley grinned. “ Okay, Ridley. 

You’re luckier than I am. I’ve got 
to stand by with my ship. Maritime 
law. But it’ll need a good shot to 
take care of that leopard we saw. 
And after your hunt through the 
Malaccan jungles—’’

“ I'm the man,” Ridley finished, 
smiling. “ Let’s go !” His eyes glowed 
with excitement.

Captain Bradley led the way to 
his own cabin first, where he un
locked a closet and brought out two 
heavy .30-.30 rifles. “ Good guns,” he



THE KING TAKES COMMAND 71

said. ‘ ‘True shots. And here’s my 
own pistol.”

He produced a Luger automatic 
from the arsenal.

“ It's a handy gun in a tight spot 
when you can’t swing a long barrel.” 
He proffered it to Ridley who thank
fully accepted it, along with an 
extra clip of cartridges.

DOWN on the lower deck, Brad
ley asked for volunteers. Nearly 

the entire crew stepped forward. 
The captain smiled.

“Nice of you boys,” he said, “but 
you can’t all go. Let’s see. Regan, 
you handle the launch. Blake, you 
assist Regan in the launch. It’ll be 
a ticklish job boarding that yacht 
with no one at the helm. Hill—you 
go with Mr. Ridley.

“Take the yacht in hand and bring 
her alongside the Cumbeily. W e’ll 
reef the canvas and put her in tow.” 
Bradley paused. “ I need one more 
man—some one who can handle a 
rifle.”

A young man of about twenty-two, 
with wavy blond hair and blue eyes, 
stepped forward. His face was 
streaked with dirt and his clothes 
were filthy with black. He was 
plainly an oiler.

“ I ’m your man, sir,” he said, a 
smile spreading over his face. 

“ Name?”
“ Stuart Anthony.”
"All right, son. You and Ridley 

here handle the weapons. I'd advise 
you to plug the big cat before you 
try to do anything with the ship. 
And be careful. That’s all for the 
present.”

It required but a few seconds for 
the men to clamber anxiously into 
the waiting launch and then be 
lowered into the pacific waters of 
the sea.

Regan, at the wheel of the boat, 
gave the engine full gun. They shot 
away from the freighter in a swirl 
of foam. Swiftly they approached

the mysterious yacht and saw what 
a thorough seaworthy beauty she
was.

Her long white hull glistened 
in the moonlight like a living thing. 
The sharp dagger-like prow sliced 
into the sea, cutting the waters into 
whirling phosphorescent curls.

As they came close to the ship, 
Regan began to jockey the launch 
into position, converging slowly to 
meet the prow which plunged erratic
ally into the sea. The oppressive 
tensity of the danger injected itself 
into all of them. A little closer. 
Their lips tightened; no one uttered 
a sound.

With the thunderous crack of a 
giant bull-whip, the wind catapulted 
into the billowed sails and the boom 
began to suddenly swing!

Ridley cried: “ She’s changing 1
Hard over!”

The white yacht halted jerkily in 
its former charge and wheeled at 
them, turning swiftly and steeply. 
The knife-like prow reached forward 
to sever them, while the ship towered 
above them like an omnivorous sea- 
dragon.

REGAN blanched at the sight over 
his shoulder, and instinctively 

jammed the gas control to full, 
throwing the wheel over with all 
his strength.

The small boat charged madly to 
the left like a veteran. But th  ̂
yacht, through its added impetus, 
was even quicker.

The prow gently bumped the stern 
of the launch.

The yacht was pursuing them— 
pushing them!

Ridley felt a tingling thrill of ter
ror as he looked up and saw the 
long, sharp bowsprit of the yacht 
directly over his head.

Beneath it, an iron black guard 
stretched down to where the hull bit 
into the sea.

He stood up like a bolt at the
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chance, grasped the guard with his 
left hand, holding his rifle in his 
right.

Wildly he threw his leg up. It 
caught and he clung there under 
the bowsprit, perilously.

Hill, the sailor, immediately saw 
Ridley’s plan. Rising on the rear 
seats of the launch, he flung himself 
up at the guard, grabbed it with his 
two free hands and pulled himself 
up.

With a little precarious wriggling, 
he soon gained the bowsprit, from 
where he reached down and took 
Ridley’s rifle.

Thus freed of the cumbersome 
weapon, Ridley climbed up beside 
him on the bowsprit.

Anthony, the youngster, was in 
trouble.

He followed directly after Hill, 
but he had no sooner flung his 
leg over the guard than the big ship 
veered breath-takingly away from the 
launch at right angles.

Anthony was dragged down bru
tally into the sea. He clung with all 
his strength to the guard, while half 
his body was immersed. In his other 
hand he still held the rifle, which he 
stubbornly refused to cast away to 
save himself.

Martin Ridley leaned down from 
his perch.

‘ ‘Give me your gun!"
Anthony raised it as high as he 

could and Ridley finally clutched it 
and brought it up. With his two 
hands free, Anthony had no trouble 
in pulling his body from the sea 
and slowly climbing up the iron 
guard to the bowsprit.

THEY all steadied themselves there, 
while the launch roared away, back 

to the freighter. Then, rifles ready 
for action, they walked along the 
bowsprit and finally leaped to the 
decks of the yacht.

The profound silence held a death
ly portent.

CHAPTER II
The Dead Leopard

« n n  HAT was a nasty mo
ment,” Ridley said glanc- 

A  ing cautiously about the
ship.

‘ ‘I’ll say!” Anthony replied with a 
grin. ‘ ‘All I could think of was a 
tiger shark aiming at my pet corn!” 

“ I didn’t know you were going up, 
sir,” Hill put in.

“ I didn’t know it myself,” Ridley 
explained. "I just saw the guard 
over me and took a chance.”

Anthony grinned. “ Well, we made 
it.”

The simple statement reminded 
them they were not yet safe. Ridley 
shifted his rifle to an advantageous 
position and released its safety, wary 
of the man-killing beast they had 
seen from the freighter.

The yacht was careening again, 
the sails cracking stridently.

“ I ’d sure like to get my hands on 
that wheel and hold this tub with 
the wind,” Hill remarked uneasily. 
“ But I don’t hanker for any cat to 
go scratching at my back. The black 
leopard is one of the most savage 
and vicious of all the cats.”

“ This ship’ll capsize yet, swinging 
around like that,”  Hill interrupted 
anxiously.

Ridley said: “ I ’ve an idea. You, 
Anthony, climb the rigging in the 
center of the ship there. That will 
give you a clear view of the decks. 
If you see anything — shoot, and 
shoot accurately! Meanwhile, Hill 
and I will get down to the stern 
and reach the helm.”

“ Right,” said Anthony. He left 
their sides instantly and ascended 
the roof of the first cabin. From 
there, he reached the rigging of the 
main mast and climbed up quickly 
about twenty feet.

Settled in the meshes of the ropes, 
he surveyed the panorama below 
with ready gun.
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"Can’t see a thing,” he encouraged. 
Reassured briefly, Ridley and Hill 

crept slowly along the port deck, 
past the lighted cabins. It was tedi
ous, tense work, every step filled 
with dread expectancy. They speeded 
their pace when they reached the 
door through which the ebony leopard 
had disappeared, running the dis
tance to the stern. There they 
jumped down behind the weak pro
tection of the helm.

They saw nothing—

THE main boom was about to re
peat its former erratic antics. 

Hill, with an uncanny sense of sea
manship, anticipated the wind and 
brought the yacht out of its lurch
ing with a steady hand.

“What the hell— Hey, Mr. Rid
ley !”

The sudden cry through the night 
startled Martin, until he realized it 
was Anthony up in the rigging. 

"What’s the matter?” he asked. 
“ It’s the black leopard! Right here 

below me on the deck! I didn’t see 
it before!”

Ridley felt a terrible chill go 
through his bones.

“ Shoot it!” he cried shrilly, re
peating again, more fiercely: “ For 
God’s sake, shoot it!”

The answer floated back fantastic
ally across the silent ship.

"I can’t! It’s already dead!” 
Ridley glanced at Hill unseeingly, 

dazedly.
"Dead,” he muttered dully, his 

voice a hoarse whisper. "But—” 
“ Who could have killed it?” Hill 

queried automatically.
Ridley shook his head, completely 

baffled. “ I ’ll be back,” he said. He 
glanced forward.

Anthony was disengaging himself 
from the rigging. He ran forward 
to meet the youngster.

"It ’s over here,” Anthony said, 
when Ridley reached him. “ You just 
passed it. That’s how I was fooled.

It’s in the shadows by the com
panionway. It must've been dead 
when I climbed up here. Otherwise, 
I would’ve seen it or heard it. Good 
it wasn't alive when I climbed up 
here. I hate to think about that I”

They walked into the turbid black
ness of the dancing shadows.

Curled up in a companionway be
tween two cabins and the aft hold, 
the defunct leopard lay. Its posterior 
protruded from behind the cabin 
wall, the only visible part of the 
dead beast.

The long, black, sinewy tail was 
looped like a lariat.

Ridley prodded the cadaver with 
the barrel of his rifle. He frowned 
suddenly and bent down, shaking his 
head.

“ This is damn queer,” he said, 
lighting a match.

“ It's a big fellow, isn’t it?” 
Anthony asked.

“ Abnormally so."
“ Look at those fangs!” Anthony 

marveled at the canines. The mouth 
of the leopard was hanging limply 
open and the lips curled back away 
from the gums and teeth. Blood 
poured from the mouth.

The match flickered out. Ridley 
rose.

DON’T understand this at all,”
J- he said. “ Here—give me a hand 

with it. Grab the tail and pull it out 
in the moonlight where we can get a 
better look at it.”

They yanked the tail with all their 
combined strength. The leopard was 
heavy, but soon they had the slain 
cat in full view on deck. Its right 
side was turned skyward. There was 
no wound on the torso. Yet a twist
ing trail of blood indicated some 
violence.

Laboriously, they turned the corpse 
over. There was a bullet hole in the 
left leg. The slug had penetrated 
the thigh and had passed out of 
the dorsum of the lower calf. The
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open wound still oozed some blood. 
“That’s it,” said Anthony.
Ridley stared at the laceration. 

“ That can’t be it, though.”  He 
minutely inspected the rest of the 
body for possible abrasions. There 
were none. He bit his lip, mystified.

“ What’s the matter?” Anthony 
asked.

“ Matter?” Ridley echoed. “ I ’d like 
to know what killed this animal.” 

“ Didn't that bullet kill it?”
“ Of course not! The wound ac

counted for the limp the beast had 
when we first saw it from the Cuw- 
berly. But it's only a flesh wound 
and not fatal. But who did it?” 

“ Maybe there’s some one else on 
board,” Anthony whispered.

“ There must be. The leopard has 
been killed since we saw it from the 
freighter. And this bleeding mouth 
—what does that mean?”

“ I don’t know,” Anthony scowled. 
“ The beast seems sort of swollen, 
though.”

A possibility seized Ridley. He 
bent down over the beast and lighted 
another match. The left front leg 
shrieked for recognition. How he 
had misBed it before, he did not 
know.

IT had swelled far out of shape 
and in its abnormality resembled 

an over-inflated balloon about to 
burst. The entire front shoulder had 
expanded.

“ Looks like a tumor,”  Anthony 
observed.

Ridley shook his head. “ No tumor. 
Something hit him here—a dart per
haps, or a hypodermic needle. It was 
poisoned.

“ The bleeding of the mouth indi
cates that it was a lethal dosage 
of some sort of haemotoxic poison.

“ I’ve read of native darts of this 
type. Such poison destroys cell tis
sues, eats up the erythrocytes of the 
blood and is disastrous to the ca
pillary system.”

“ But this isn’t Africa I” Anthony 
exclaimed, horrified. “ Where would 
such a dart come from?”

“ I don’t even know if it was a 
dart. But here’s a tiny wound. And 
the leopard is dead of poisoning.” 

Both of them became aware of the 
towering side of the Cumberly. Hill, 
at the yacht’s helm, had brought the 
ship alongside of the freighter for 
reefing. Hatches in the freighter’s 
side quickly opened and men jumped 
to the decks of the yacht. In a few 
minutes’ time, the two masts stood 
nakedly into the sky like tall razed 
trees. The canvas bellied down help
lessly.

THE White Snake rose and fell 
tranquilly, utterly calmed.

"W e’re taking her in tow,” Cap
tain Bradley called down from the 
Cumberly’s deck. "Are you staying 
on there?”

“ Yes,” said Ridley. “ I want to in
vestigate.”

“ All right,” Bradley replied. "If 
you want me—or if anything goes 
wrong—blow the yacht's fog horn. 
See you at breakfast tomorrow.”

As soon as they had gotten under 
way again, this time following the 
freighter through the pull on a steel 
cable, Ridley turned to Hill.

“ W e’ll take shifts at that helm if 
you get tired.”

“ Not necessary, Mr. Ridley. I’ll 
just rope it by the guide loops here 
when I get tired.”

“ Okay.”
Ridley joined Anthony past the 

aft hold cover.
The youth was surveying the dead 

leopard in disgust.
“ What’ll we do with it?” he asked. 
Ridley grimaced. “Toss it over

board,” he said wryly. “No sense 
letting it lie here.”

“ Sorta gruesome if we have lady 
guests,” said Anthony in grim con
ceit.

With difficulty, because o f the
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dead weight of the beast, they 
pushed the corpse through the rail
ing of the yacht. It splashed dully 
into the sea. The phosphorescent 
foam from the splash floated past 
them to the rear as the yacht moved 
on.

“ I'm going to explore the cabins," 
said Ridley. “ Want to come along?”

“No use doubling,” said Anthony. 
“ I ’ll go below and look around.”

“All right. Be careful though, 
And take your rifle.”

“ Don’t worry!” Anthony replied.
Ridley watched him descend the 

stairs of the main companionway in 
the center of the ship. When he 
had gone from sight, Ridley walked 
forward to the cabins. He entered 
the first one.

At first glance, nothing appeared 
to be amiss.

The electric bulbs of the room 
were all flaring brilliantly. It was a 
spacious room, with a built-in lounge 
seat under each of the port holes. 
In a far corner was a Governor 
Winthrop desk.

It was open—
On it was a white piece of paper. 

Ridley walked toward the desk to 
investigate. On the floor he suddenly 
noticed a heavy automatic rifle and 
next to it a yellow pencil.

His breath hissed suddenly as he 
caught it in whistlingly. His eyes 
went open wide in pure horror.

The yellow pencil was clutched 
tenaciously in a closed fist. It was 
the fist of a dead man.

He was sprawled prone — f a c e  
downward.

CHAPTER III 
A Killer Loose

RIDLEY was transfixed f o r  
several seconds, and his 

- breath came hard. When at 
last he got a grip on himself, he 
approached an oblong table in the 
center of the room and laid his rifle

on it. Then he bent over the dead 
man, feeling for the pulse. There 
was none.

But the flesh was still warm! 
Gingerly, he removed the pencil 

from the clenched fist. Its lead point 
was jaggedly broken, as though a 
great weight had been placed down 
on it.

RIDLEY laid the pencil aside mo
mentarily and examined the body 

for causes of death. Failing to find 
any wounds, he pulled the body over 
on its bhck.

Instantly, he shrank back, repulsed 
by the grisly sight!

The face of the cadaver was hor
rible. A livid, unreal purple hue dis
colored the skin. The pouches of the 
cheeks were abnormally swollen. 
Where the open mouth had touched 
the rug, there was a small pool of 
dark blood.

The teeth were ferociously bared, 
as though the man had clung to life 
with grim tenacity. Under the eyes, 
the skin had changed to a jet-like 
color.

Sane features had been transformed 
into those of a madman.

There was something peculiar in 
the contour of the man’s left leg. 
Ridley had to cut the trouser leg 
with his pen-knife and slit it open, 
the flesh was so swollen. The leg 
looked as though it had been afflicted 
with a chronic case of elephantiasis. 
The expansion of the flesh had been 
extraordinary.

Puzzled, Ridley rose, still staring 
at the corpse in helpless fascination. 
This man — whoever he wa3 — had 
died in the same manner as the black 
leopard. There was no doubt he had 
been poisoned.

Ridlpy shook his head and shrug
ged. The whole business was strange 
and unnatural. It was, apparently, 
a case of wholesale murder. Where 
was the crew?

He picked up the pencil and eyed
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the jaggedly-broken point specula
tively. The man had been writing— 

Hurriedly, Ridley moved to the 
desk, where the piece of white paper 
had caught his gaze. He picked it 
up from the open partition of the 
desk and read it.

THE writing itself began evenly 
enough, but without warning fell 

into a puerile scrawl. It read:
"T o  anyone who reads this: for God's 

sake, keep out of the hold. The King— ”

From the last word, “ King,” the 
pencil, instead of finishing the lower 
loop of the letter g, had described 
an interrupted zigzag line which 
reached to the bottom of the paper 
and had bitten savagely into the 
veneer of the wood.

The man had undoubtedly died 
while writing the warning.

Questions immediately flung them
selves at Martin Ridley. But the 
paramount issue of the inexplicable 
problem was the disappearance of all 
others who had been on board. That 
was the crux — this deserted yacht 
sailing serenely through the tropical 
night like a great white ghost.

One bullet had been fired from the 
automatic rifle. Ridley sniffed the 
barrel. The acrid odor of gun
powder was noticeable. He felt 
reasonably sure the dead man was 
the one who had shot the leopard 
in the leg before they had ever 
boarded the White Snake.

He reread the warning. “—Keep 
out of the hold. The King—”

The King.
What had the dead man meant to 

say? Who was the King? The note 
did not make sense. Ridley shrugged 
and put it in his pocket. Tem
porarily, at least, the secret of the 
note was with the dead man. 

“ Anthony!”
Ridley had uttered the word 

aloud.
The sudden realization that An

thony was down in the hold just 
struck him. He had been damned 
thoughtless about the youngster.

The note warned: “—Keep out oi 
the hold—”

There was death in the hold. The 
King was there. Ridley grew pallid 
at the thought. He ran from the 
cabin and tore down to the stern. 
Hill was sitting behind the wheel, 
placidly watching the freighter in 
front of them.

He looked incongruous in his com
placency, with horrible death threat
ening Anthony somewhere in the 
bowels of the yacht.

“ Has Anthony come up yet?” Rid
ley snapped.

“ Not yet, sir,” replied Hill.
Icy dread clutched Ridley’s heart. 

He flung himself to the companion- 
way and descended. He remembered 
he had left his rifle behind him, but 
he felt for Captain Bradley’s auto
matic, found it and drew it out of 
his pocket, releasing the safety.

HE navigated the stairs in bounds 
and leaps, coming into a small, 

dimly lighted corridor which ran 
length-wise along the spine of the 
yacht. Doors opened off it, and to
ward the stern the hall ended with 
a door which faced him. It was 
closed.

There was not the slightest sound. 
He called softly:
“ Anthony!”
No one answered him.
He gripped the butt of his Luger 

automatic tensely, and proceeded 
down the corridor with utmost cau
tion.

Stopping beford one of the closed 
doors, he heard th e  dull vague 
sound of shuffling emanating from 
within.

He raised the gun slowly and his 
trigger finger grew taut.

“ Anthony?” he called.
The door opened.
“ What’s wrong?” Anthony asked,
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stepping from the room with youth
ful nonchalance.

“Thank God you’re safe,” Ridley 
breathed.

ANTHONY nodded, smiling, “ I’ll 
say. Have you seen the menag

erie in the stern yet?”
“ I don’t know what you mean.” 
“ That room,” Anthony pointed at 

the far door with a sign marked 
Danger on it, “ is full of crates and 
cages, with enough animals to make 
any curator’s mouth water. I'll show 
it to you.”

“ No time,” Ridley said, tight- 
lipped. "Follow me. There’s some 
one else on board. A killer. W e’re 
not safe down here.”

Before the youngster could reply, 
Ridley turned back through the cor
ridor and climbed up the stairs to 
the deck, Anthony followed in his 
shadow.

They went immediately to the for
ward cabin.

The dead man lay on the floor face 
up, just as Ridley had left him. 
Anthony gaped at the hideous 
cadaver before Ridley covered it 
with a spread from one of the 
lounges.

“ He looks awful!” Anthony ex
claimed.

“ No word for it,” Ridley said. He 
picked up his rifle from the oblong 
table.

"What happened to him?” Anthony 
asked.

Ridley shrugged. “ Same thing 
that happened to the black leopard. 
I don’t know what it is. But I do 
know this.”

He fished in his pocket and brought 
out the warning note which the dead 
man had written. Anthony read it 
whistling in amazement at the mes
sage.

“The King—” he muttered. “ Huh! 
Well, whoever the King is, he's cer
tainly taken full command of this 
ship.”

"Uncle Barton 1"
Both of them jumped stiffly erect. 

It was a new voice, and it had come 
from one of the doors which opened 
onto the death cabin. It was fol
lowed by a gasping sort of muffled 
sobbing.

“ It’s a woman!” Anthony ex
claimed.

“ Yes,” nodded Ridley trying the 
door from which the cry had come. 
“The door's locked. I can’t open it.”

"Uncle Barton!" the inner voice 
said again.

“ It’s not your uncle," Ridley said 
loudly. “ I ’m a stranger. Do you 
know where the key to the door is?”

“ My uncle had it. He must have 
it now. He locked me in here.”

It was a girl.
The voice was young and sounded 

dazed and frightened.
Ridley’s eyes traveled to the 

covered cadaver. Then he approached 
it and pulled the coverlet from it. 
Reluctantly he went about the grue
some task of searching the dead 
man’s pockets.

He was rewarded with the discov
ery of a single key. He unlocked 
the door.

THE girl was against the opposite 
wall. Her eyes were badly blood

shot and she had been crying. Her 
black, waved hair was completely 
disheveled.

“ How did you get here?” she whis
pered. “ Who are you?”

Ridley introduced himself and 
Anthony. "As for how we got here 
—I’m afraid that’s too long a story. 
You see, something queer has hap
pened. As far as we know, you are 
the only living person on this ship 
besides ourselves, the man at the 
wheel, and—the King—”

“What do you mean?” she asked, 
wide-eyed.

“ First,” answered Ridley, “ what is 
your name?”

“ Lois Trevor.” She paused. “ This
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is my uncle’s yacht. We are a week 
out of Malacca.”

“ Malaysia?”
"Yes.”
“ W ell,” Ridley resumed, “we came 

upon your ship tonight. It was sail
ing without a helmsman—in fact, 
without a crew. We found no one 
on board but a dead leopard and a 
dead man.”

Lois started. "A dead man?”
“ Yes. You may as well know it 

now. It must be your uncle.”

SHE stiffened as though he had 
slapped her, and swayed. 

Anthony jumped forward in order 
to grab her.

“ I’m all right,” she said, with 
Spartan courage.

“ Good girl!” said Ridley. “ We 
haven’t time for tears. Now, please 
tell me everything you know.”

Lois Trevor nodded and controlled 
herself bravely.

“ I was sitting in the cabin, read
ing. Uncle Barton had gone down 
into the hold to look after the 
animals. Something had gone wrong. 
Suddenly he burst into the salon. 
He was very pale and babbled about 
something terrible that had hap
pened.

“He took a rifle from the closet 
and told me not to leave the cabin. 
Then he ran out again. About five 
minutes later, Mr. Weston ran by 
the door and yelled at me.”

"W ho is he?” Ridley asked.
"Paul Weston,” Lois answered, 

“was my uncle’s assistant on the ex
pedition.”

“ I understand. Go ahead.”
“After that, Uncle Barton reap

peared and flew into the room. He 
was as white as a ghost and looked 
as though something had happened 
to him. He grabbed me by the arm 
and threw me into my room here, 
locking the door afterwards. I 
fainted.

“ When I awoke, I heard your

voices and called out, thinking per
haps it was my uncle.”

“ You were the only woman on
board?”

“Yes.” Lois grasped Ridley’s arm. 
“ But what has happened?”

Ridley shrugged. “ I wish I knew. 
Someone killed your uncle. It’s mur
der by poisoning. By the way, Miss 
Trevor, was there any one on board 
who was called the King?”

“ Why—no! Why do you ask?” 
“ Because some one, who calls him

self the King, murdered your uncle, 
Barton Trevor.”

“And killed a black leopard in the 
bargain,” added Anthony. “That’s 
what I don’t understand. What kind 
of a trip is this—the aft hold is 
loaded with wild animals?”

“ Barton Trevor was a famous 
hunter who brought ’em back alive,” 
Ridley explained. “ He supplied the 
different zoos and serpentariums of 
the states with wild cargo which he 
captured.”

"But what are we going to do?” 
Lois asked, terrified.

“The answer to the carnage is in 
the hold,” Ridley said. “ Otherwise, 
your uncle would not have warned 
us against it. There’s some one hid
ing down there. The King, perhaps 
—and I mean to find him. I ’m going 
down.”

"But that’s dangerous!”  Lois cried.

RIDLEY laughed. “ So is taking a 
a walk! You stay here with her, 

Anthony. Don’t leave the cabin until 
I return. If you hear me fire a shot, 
you’d better hurry up and come to 
my rescue.”

“ Okay, Martin.”
Ridley left his rifle on the table, 

but carried a pistol with him. In a 
closet of the cabin, he found a 
powerful flashlight and a heavy 
machete in a thick leather scabbard. 
He strapped it over his shoulder like 
a gun holster.

Then, taking up the flashlight, he
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traced his way to the companionway 
and descended cautiously, playing 
the amber beam of the flash before 
him like a dancing tennis ball.

After Ridley left them, Anthony 
and Lois Trevor sat in the cabin and 
talked to pass the dragging time. 
About a half-hour passed, with no 
sound from below.

Becoming apprehensive, Anthony 
rose and began to pace the floor of 
the cabin where he and the girl had 
been sitting. Of a sudden, as he 
shifted his rifle from one arm to 
the other, a sudden shock knocked 
him off-balance and hurtled him to 
the floor.

HE rose to his feet, baffled by the 
cause. He became aware that 

the White Snake was lurching chop- 
pily from side to side in short, swift 
strokes.

“ This tub's floundering like a fish 
out of water,” Anthony said. "H ill’s 
not holding her. She's liable to spin 
around. You wait here, Miss Trevor. 
I ’ll be right back.”

He left the cabin and ran down 
to the stern, rolling with the side- 
swiping antics of the yacht. He 
covered the distance rapidly. The 
helm in the stern was revolving idly. 
The spokes whirled like spinning 
gyros.

No one guarded it—the yacht was 
masterless once more!

Anthony called: "H ill! Where are 
you?” Only an eerie silence answered 
him.

He sprang forward, a nameless 
dread materializing in his heart. As 
he started to seize the spinning 
helm, he saw something and stopped 
with breath-taking suddenness.

A body had fallen there, crumpled 
limply, one of its arms reaching for 
the unguarded wheel—even in death.

The face was partly upturned in 
the yellow moonlight. It was marked 
with indescribable lines of terrible 
agony. The wild, staring eyes seemed

to burst from their sockets. The con
dition of the body was startlingly 
like that of Trevor’s.

And it was the sailor—Hill.
Struck dumb with shock and stu

pefaction, Anthony only removed 
his fascinated scrutiny from the 
corpse to adjust the free helm. He 
stepped over the dead man and 
awkwardly brought the yacht around. 
Then he fastened the guide ropes to 
hold the ship in a straight course 
without a master.

He did not glance at Hill again. 
Instead, he ran breathlessly to the 
forward cabin where he had left 
Lois Trevor.

He was excited and panicky when 
he hurtled in.

“ Hill’s dead!” he cried pierc
ingly. "Out there in the stern. The 
King got him—just like the others! 
I'm going down after Ridley. You 
stay here. Right in the cabin— 
lock the doors!

“ And no matter what happens, 
don’t open them until you hear from 
me. There’s a killer loose on this 
ship!”

CHAPTER IV 
The King!

Martin Ridley descended the 
/ ~ \  gangway into the hold, after 

JL JL leaving Lois Trevor and 
Anthony, he miscalculated a step, 
missed his footing and plunged head
long down to the bottom of the 
stairs.

He cursed and picked himself up, 
badly bruised. Then he continued 
down the corridor to the animal 
room in the aft of the ship.

The lights were on.
They disclosed an unusual spec

tacle to him. In sundry boxes, crates 
and cages, arranged around the capa
cious hold, was a startling variety of 
beasts, birds and smaller mammals.

The mate of the defunct black 
leopard was pacing in its cage. In
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rowed cages, next to it, were four 
royal Bengal tigers, beautiful 
specimens with gorgeous, gleaming 
stripes. Multi-colored birds of ex
quisite resplendency were held cap
tive in cages behind the big cats. 
Monkeys and apes also constituted 
the cargo. It was a formidable 
group.

RIDLEY entered quickly and 
closed the door behind him. He 

went to an empty cage next to the 
leopard, which snarled furiously and 
struck at him through the narrow 
bars of its cage. The tigers regarded 
him unblinkingly, without moving.

The cage of the dead leopard was 
bound at the base of its stakes with 
strong rattan. Evidently this rat
tan had been chewed and eaten until 
it had weakened considerably. Rid
ley concluded that, in fury of ag
gravation the dead leopard had 
struck the weakened fiber a strong 
blow and had thus escaped to the 
deck.

But Ridley felt the break for lib
erty had been coincidental with 
something else—something far more 
sinister.

Further inspection brought him to 
a packing case, securely nailed. It 
had two small bored holes in the 
side. The label on the box read: 
Regal Pythons (2).

He moved away from the box in
stinctively. On top of it, however, 
he noticed two red-haired, weasel
like rats in a small cage. Their label 
read: Herpestes Mungo. But that 
meant nothing to him.

They were odd specimens with 
bristly long fur.

Ridley finally left the animal room 
and explored the corridor. His foot 
struck a bamboo pole with a wire 
noose on it. He kicked it aside and 
went on. The first door on his left 
was open. He peered in, throwing 
the beam of the flashlight ahead of 
him.

There was a man on the floor— 
probably the cook. He had died in 
the ship’s galley. A quick glance 
showed that the King—whoever the 
killer was— had not been responsible 
for this man's demise.

The man’s face was upturned and 
had been clawed to ribbons.

"Leopard got him,” Ridley thought. 
“ He probably stood in the way as 
the cat escaped, and it struck him 
down. Rotten luck!”

He closed the door after him and 
went on to the next room. His spot
light fell upon the sign on the door, 
which was ajar, opened about a foot 
wide. He approached it closer and 
read it.

Danger, it said. Poisonous Rep
tiles.

RIDLEY felt his hair rise a little 
on the back of his neck. He 

took a deep breath. This was rot
ten business. He would rather have 
fought a dozen head-hunters bare
handed, than play around venomous 
serpents. He cautiously pushed the 
door open full length.

Here, too, the lights were on.
He went in. On tables against the 

walls, all around the room, were 
boxes of all shapes and sizes. They 
had heavy meshed wire for their 
tops, nailed down firmly at the four 
corners. Nothing seemed amiss. 
Ridley crossed the room and looked 
into one of the boxes through the 
semi-opaque meshed top.

A squalid ugly maple-leaf headed 
snake was coiled within, motionless. 
It was a Gaboon Viper, third dead
liest serpent of the world.

That sufficed. Ridley decided to 
get out of there pretty damned fast. 
Examining snakes did not appeal to 
him much.

He cast a sweeping glance hur
riedly around the room.

One of the snake boxes was lying 
on the floor on its side!

Instantly Ridley snapped to at
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tention. His hand flew to his pocket 
for his automatic.

It was gone!
Ridley felt an empty sensation 

sweep through him. He thought 
rapidly. The Luger must have 
dropped from his pocket when he 
fell down the stairs while descend
ing into the hold. He tried to shake 
off his nervousness, and took a closer 
look at the fallen box.

It was empty.
He picked it up and placed it on 

the table again. The wire mesh in 
one corner was raised, leaving a 
yawning hole. The identifying label 
on the side read: "Elapidae genus: 
Naia Hannah."

The scientific name confused him. 
Elapidae. That was a sub-species of 
the Colubrint snake family. He 
knew that. But Naia Hannah. What 
the devil did that mean?

He shrugged. There was a red 
star on the box with a notice, “ Spe
cial Care.” The two words Btuck 
in his mind—Naia Hannah. Hadn’t 
he read somewhere—

“ God!” he exclaimed hoarsely. His 
hand went to his mouth in a motion 
of awe at the sinister translation of 
the words.

“ I ’ve got it!” he cried stridently, 
staring in horror at the labeled box. 
“ I ’ve got the answer to the whole
mystery!”

HE heard a slight shuffling noise 
in the corridor outside. 

“ Anthony! Anthony!” he shouted. 
“ Come here quickly! I ’ve got it! 
What a maze it’s been—but I know 
the answer! I know who the King 
is !”

He turned as he spoke. And 
froze like death! There was only 
the sharp piercing intake of his 
gasping breath. His blood felt like 
ice-water in his veins. Eyes widen
ing in terror, the skin of his face 
drained a ghastly white, he stood 
stock still.

There wa6 unmitigated terror in 
the room as he met the accusing 
gaze of the intruder. For it was not 
Anthony.

At last Ridley found his voice, a 
tremulous whisper.

He groaned, “The King!”

CHAPTER V 
Grim Battle

RIDLEY was dazed with the 
unanticipated proximity of 

. the ruthless killer. It was 
the King beyond all doubt, evilly 
regal in all his deadly character.

The King was a fantastic entity, 
shaped at the head like a diminutive 
parasol. Its two black, elliptical, un
moving eyes glittered like cold, 
hard diamonds at Ridley. Its body 
was a repugnant gray-white and on 
the upturned belly was a series of 
half-etiolated, scaly rings.

A King Cobra!
The famous long-sought white 

hamadryad of Celebres which Barton 
Trevor had searched for all his life, 
for the fame it would bring him— 
and which instead, had brought him 
horrible death. It was fifteen feet 
in length and its ominous spectacled 
hood was spread wide, raised plainly 
by the small anterior ribs at the 
sides of the throat. Ridley recalled 
flashingly a cobra was able to ele
vate its body one-third of its 
length.

Now, the King seemed to tower 
above him.

It swayed back and forth less than 
a dozen feet away, concerned with 
Ridley's presence, yet completely un
afraid.

Ridley remained like a marble 
statue, fearful even of breathing. He 
did not want to antagonize the great 
serpent to action.

Cold, clammy sweat exuded from 
his brow.

The King remained motionless. 
With his automatic lying some-
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where at the foot of the gangway 
in the corridor, Ridley was helpless. 
And he knew what a lightning blow 
the snake could deliver from that 
strategic position!

IDLEY thought of the keen 
machete in its scabbard around 

his shoulder. He knew the deadliness 
of the bolo-knife, but wondered how 
he could ever make it effective with
out getting into the cobra’s lethal 
range.

If he could only throw it, like 
book heroes did!

Reptile and man regarded each 
other fixedly. Transfixed, Ridley 
made no move toward his machete. 
His throat was tight and painfully 
dry.

What was it snake charmers did? 
Those filthy beggars with their bas
kets of venomous snakes — they 
played a piccolo, didn’t they? Or 
hummed a tune? Ridley tried it. 
He began to hum a popular melody 
in a low, fear-rasped voice.

The King hissed shrilly and raised 
its hood slightly. Simultaneously, 
the tune ceased. Ridley knew he 
had angered the snake. He watched 
it rigidly for the next move. Slowly 
his hand crept up to the machete 
and drew it from its scabbard. Inch 
by inch. Monotonously tense.

At last, the big knife came out. 
Its fat hilt felt reassuring in his 
clenched fist.

The King had seen enough. The 
long squalid length dissolved as the 
deadly head went down to the floor. 
By a series of shallow lateral loops, 
the snake’s repulsive body slithered 
squirmingly across towards Ridley.

An experienced herpetologist might 
have frozen immobile and lifeless in 
such a predicament, and thus avoided 
rousing the creature’s ire and ani
mosity. Ridley liked life too much 
to take the chance. He fell back 
with a rush against the boxes of the 
other reptiles. They hissed angrily

at the dist -rbance and reared within
their dens.

The King’s tongue flicked out at 
the action of the man. The deadly 
head rose like an arrow, its grim 
hood expanded.

Ridley was in a dangerous posi
tion—he had placed himself in a cor
ner from which there was no re
treat.

And he was now within the strik
ing range of the vicious fangs with 
their bursting venom sacs.

His grip on the knife tightened. 
It was a fight to the death now. He 
glanced around despairingly for 
something to help him, anything! A 
small chair was next to him.

HE seized it and held it out in 
front of him.

The cobra struck!
The grisly gray length shot for

ward in a bullet-like streak. For a 
second Ridley thought he had been 
bitten, the toxic fangs came so close 
to his hand on the chair. His stom
ach rolled, nauseated at the closeness 
of the hideous dart.

The cobra was back into a raised 
position faster than his eyes could 
follow the action. There were two 
drops of greenish vicious venom on 
the wood of the chair.

This was too much for Ridley's 
nerves.

Blindly, he flung the small chair 
at the snake’s hooded head. It struck 
the cobra full on, and hurled the 
squirming length cruelly to the floor. 
With rapid dexterity, Ridley leaped 
over the snake as it struggled to 
free itself from beneath the chair.

He reached the corridor safely, 
but before he could close the door, 
the white reptile had wriggled out 
and launched itself at him in a new 
attack.

Ridley raced down the corridor, 
terrified. He reached the aft hold 
where all the other animals were 
housed. He leaped in and slammed
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the door after him with terrible 
force. Then he swore blackly.

HE had pushed the door so hard 
that the catch had missed the 

lock. It swung slightly ajar. Ridley 
backed away and dashed from the 
entrance, climbing up on top of the 
cages.

The beasts were roaring and pac
ing to and fro in frenzied pande
monium. Some smashed themselves 
against the sides of the cages in their 
maddened efforts to get free and es
cape.

They were panicky, and with good 
cause, Ridley admitted.

Out of the turbid darkness of the 
corridor, the white cobra material
ized like an apparition—an avenging 
specter. It glided past the open 
door, into the room. It halted and 
coiled. The hood rose ominously. 
A hiss. The neck inflated.

Simultaneously, there fell a pro
found silence.

The four tigers and the solitary 
black leopard stood as still as 
marble carvings. They seemed to 
sense that death was close to them. 
Ridley was reminded, strangely of a 
setter pointing a covey of birds.

The King, regally erect, swayed 
perceptibly, its eyes beady as black 
onyx.

Ridley was breathing fast. He 
gripped the knife in his hand and 
waited—waited. For an intermina
ble time, neither snake, man nor 
beasts moved.

Then Ridley noticed, for the first 
time, a peculiar paradox. In the 
small cage on top of the Regal 
Python crate, were the red-haired 
little weasel-like rats. They were 
very excited. Their long hairs had 
bristled up and stood stiffly erect. 
There was a queer sparkle of ex
pectancy in their tiny eyes. Some
how—they were unafraid, not daunted 
like all the others.

“ Mongooses I” Ridley cried aloud.

A Kipling children’s story came
surging up into his mind out of the 
remote past. Rikkitikki-tavil 

The little rats were dancing ex
citedly on the floor of their cage 
now, instinctively sensing a climax. 
With a strong slice, Ridley brought 
the razor-edged blade of his mach
ete down against the wooden stakes.

They split into pieces and crum
bled to the floor. The mongooses 
flashed like twin red sparks from the 
cage through the gap.

The King had started to glide 
away, but instantly reared up again. 
The two weasels stepped stealthily 
up to the great serpent. When they 
reached the outer circumference of 
the snake’s striking range, they 
paused tantalizingly.

FOR a second no one moved. Rid
ley could hear his heart pound

ing like a trip-hammer.
Then one of the mongooses 

stepped into range.
The white snake struck like a fiery 

bolt of lightning, hurling its hood 
forward and down. The body struck 
flat on the floor and thudded. The 
cobra darted upright again, so 
quickly that Ridley only had a 
blurred impression of t h e  rapid 
movement.

That anything could elude a strike 
of such astonishing rapidity amazed 
Ridley. But the mongoose was still 
there. Its lips had curled back and 
it was snarling angrily, its needle
like teeth in plain view.

In the meantime, the second mon
goose had traversed the outer rim 
of the snake’s range and was back 
at the tail. The little beast nipped 
it smartly. The cobra swayed. Its 
tail lashed furiously, but the head 
never moved its concentrated stare 
from the enemy in front.

The first mongoose moved slightly 
forward. Again, the snake struck 
like lightning, brushing through the 
erect hairs on the weasel’s back;
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Ridley was sure the fangs had gone 
home.

But the little red mongoose danced 
lithely out of danger.

A T the same moment, the second 
mongoose bit savagely into the 

snake’s spine.
The scaly head shot around at the 

rear oppressor. As though prear
ranged, the first mongoose stepped 
in and snapped at the serpent’s belly. 
Then both animals dashed back out 
of danger.

The white cobra raised up again. 
For several minutes this procedure 

persisted. The snake’s beady eyes 
still glittered with that ruthless in
tent, but Ridley sensed the reptile 
was worried. He watched the strange 
duel, fascinated.

The cobra was tiring. Its body 
was heavy, and the constant strike 
and return of its head to a firing 
position was a fagging exertion. The 
task was telling. Ridley could see 
its movements slowing up.

So engrossed was he with the 
conflict between mammal and reptile 
that he failed to hear steps ap
proaching in the corridor. He sud
denly saw the long protruding bar
rel of a rifle aimed through the door 
at the raised head.

“ Don’t shoot!” he cried fiercely. 
Anthony, in the doorway, lowered 

the gun in amazement.
“ Don’t shoot?” he echoed, stunned. 

“ My God, Ridley, let me kill the 
damned thing!”

“ No,” Ridley replied. “Not unless 
you have to. Let the mongooses 
get it.”

He was really safe now. The 
cobra’s lunges had carried the snake 
away from him. Anthony had his 
rifle in case of emergency. The lit
tle weasels had made a brave fight. 
They wanted to finish it.

Suddenly, it was all over.
Ridley had thought the snake was 

fast. But he never even saw the

leap when the first mongoose fas
tened his teeth into the depths of 
the cobra’s throat. There was an 
indistinct red streak. The snake 
went down from its height, twisting 
and squirming revoltingly on the 
floor.

The second mongoose dived into 
the fracas, onto the back of the turn
ing serpent. Its fangs sank into the 
reptile’s spine in a paralyzing grip.

Chaos followed.
Despite the terrific thrashing of 

the long body, both little beasts 
hung onto the snake like grim death. 
They were brutally beaten and 
banged on the floor. Neither re
leased its grip. The mass became 
a seething fury of red fur and ugly 
white snake.

The wild uncontrolled tantrums 
of the cobra continued for several 
minutes before the great snake fell 
still. Its spectacled hood collapsed 
limp, the mouth hanging open.

The mongooses loosened their 
grips at length and sniffed the body 
with uncanny caution. Their long 
side-whiskers were badly rumpled 
from the ordeal. They began to 
yank and tear the body, dragging it 
around the room.

Anthony was breathing as though 
he had run a race. Ridley joined 
him at the door.

“That was the most exciting thing 
I ever saw,” Anthony muttered.

Ridley nodded. He couldn't get 
his wind.

His stomach felt empty. He closed 
the door after them firmly.

Somehow—the King had met with 
a poetic justice.

\
CHAPTER VI 
Ridley Explains

U T  T OW did you happen to 
I  I  come after me?” Ridley 
* - -M. asked as they walked 

through the corridor to the gang
way.
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“ Hill's dead,”  Anthony replied 
soberly. "That damn snake must 
have come up on deck and bitten 
him. He died like Trevor and the 
leopard.”

Ridley’s face looked pained.
They reached the deck and walked 

to the cabin where Anthony had left 
Lois Trevor. She looked up as ihey 
entered and held her finger to her 
lips.

"What’s the matter?” Ridley asked 
in a hoarse whisper.

“I ’ve heard something,” she re
plied in a low voice. "Listen here 
against the wall.”

They ran forward to where she 
stood and took up listening posts, 
ears to the wall.

There was a sound—an inexplica
ble sound like that of a person stir
ring.

“Where is that room?” Ridley 
asked.

“ On this side,” Lois answered.

RIDLEY motioned to Anthony. He 
ran out of the cabin around to 

the starboard deck, stopping abruptly 
before a closed door. He tried it. It 
was locked.

“ No lights on inside,” Ridley mut
tered.

“ What’ll we do?” Anthony asked. 
"Break it in. You’ve got a gun?” 
“Yeah. Here’s your pistol. I 

found I* down below.”
Ridley nodded his thanks.
“ Heave I”
They threw their bodies against 

the door like a battering ram. The 
wood groaned with the force. Again 
they hit it, projectile-like. The lock 
split and the door swung open with 
a bang. Ridley leveled his pistol 
and waited.

Nothing happened.
They listened. A voice within was 

groaning faintly.
“ Turn on the lights,” said Ridley. 

"There’s some one in there. A 
man.”

Anthony groped along the wall, 
found the electric light switch and 
threw it on. The bulbs in the cabin 
burst into a bright glare, illumining 
the place brilliantly.

The groaning man was lying on 
the bunk of the cabin, face-down. 
He kept rolling back and forth as 
though in severe pain. Ridley bent 
over him and pulled him on his back.
“ What’s the matter?” he asked.
The man seemed not to see him, 

although his eyes bored into Rid
ley’s with an insane, terrified gleam. 
“ That damned snake 1”  he muttered 
wildly. “ It’s loose—you mustn’t let 
it near me.”

ffT T E ’S nuts,”  said Anthony, per-
- 0 -  turbed.
“ It’s only shock,” Ridley answered, 

more at ease. “ Amnesia, too, prob
ably. Evidently, he came in close 
contact with the King. I know the 
feeling.

“ Nerves can snap from the terrible 
tension and strain.”

“ Who is he?”
“ I don’t know. Suppose you get 

Lois Trevor. She ought to be able 
to identify him.”

“That’s right,” said Anthony. “ I ’ll 
get her.”

He disappeared through the door 
of the cabin.

When he had gone, Ridley sat 
down on the bunk and lifted the 
stricken man’s head. “ Take it easy,” 
he said. “W e’ve killed the snake. 
It’s dead, gone. It won’t hurt any
one else now.”

The man looked at him without 
comprehension, eyes glazed and 
glassy.

Anthony re-entered the cabin, fol
lowed closely by Lois Trevor.

“ I can’t bring him out of it,” Rid
ley said.

“ It’s Mr. W eston!” Lois exclaimed 
in surprise.

“ Paul Weston?”
“ Yes, Uncle Barton’s assistant;
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what cai: be the matter with him?” 
“ Shock and amnesia. See if he 

recognizes you.”
A strange new light pervaded 

Weston’s stare as he gazed at Lois 
Trevor. He tried to speak but could 
only grunt. His second effort was 
more successful. His voice trickled 
out raspingly : “ Barton—”

GRADUALLY recognition dis
placed the imbecilic emptiness of 

his eyes. He tried to sit up, ac
cepted Ridley’s aid. He looked at 
both men carefully.

"W ho are you?” he asked. 
“ Friends,” said Ridley. “What has 

happened tonight? You know, don’t 
you? Tell us what has happened.” 

“ The cobra—” Weston murmured. 
“The King Cobra. God, yes. That’s 
it. I—went mad. Something snapped 
out there—after the snake got 
loose.”

“ Tell us everything,” Ridley en
couraged soothingly.

A frown lined Weston’s face. “ I 
went down into the serpentarium to 
water the snakes.” He paused. “ Yes, 
that was it. I was watering the 
snakes. The white cobra's water tin 
was dry. It was an emergency sar
dine can. I took it out safely and 
filled it. Then as I pulled up the 
wire mesh to drop the tin into the 
box—the snake struck at me!”

He licked his lips.
“ I dropped the can and my elbow 

knocked the box to the floor. The 
snake began to crawl out. I had no 
weapon. I ran for Barton. When I 
got him, we both came down, he 
with a rifle and a snake noose. The 
cobra had gone into the aft hold and 
the animals were all in a frenzy.

“Then—it happened! The leopard, 
the black leopard was so terrified 
by the presence of the snake, it 
struck the lashings of the cage and 
split them open, escaping.

“ I ran upstairs instantly. I heard 
Barton shoot at the beast. On deck,

my mind seemed to snap. I tore for 
my cabin here and locked myself in. 
That’s all I remember.”

“ And it’s enough,” said Ridley. 
“The entire puzzle is pieced to
gether, thanks to Weston’s testimony. 
I think I can explain the whole 
thing intelligibly now.”

“ Well, explain it, then,” Anthony 
insisted. “ I haven’t the slightest 
idea what it all means.”

Ridley leaned back comfortably 
and lighted a cigarette.

“You just heard Weston’s story,” 
he began. “Therefore you know 
everything leading up to the libera
tion of the great snake. All right. 
Listen.

“ After Weston left, Trevor took a 
shot at the black leopard and put a 
slug through the beast’s leg.

<(T rO U  remember, Anthony, that we
1  saw the wound before we tossed 

the cat overboard. I saw Trevor’s gun 
in the cabin with one shot fired. The 
leopard evidently went past Trevor, 
struck down the cook in the galley 
and then went up the gangway to 
the deck.

“Trevor meanwhile was faced .vith 
the problem of recapturing the white 
cobra—the snake which would at 
last give him renown. Somehow— 
we shall never know the way pre
cisely—he laid himself open to a bite 
from the serpent and the snake bit 
him in the leg.”

Ridley paused as Lois Trevor 
gasped in horror.

“ He knew immediately that he was 
doomed,” Ridley resumed. “ An in
travenous injection of King Cobra 
or Naia Hannah venom will kill a 
victim in five minutes. It has been 
known to kill elephants in less than 
two hours.”

“ But that snake was smart,” 
Anthony intervened. “ I never knew 
a serpent had a brain like that.”

“ Most of them haven’t,”  said Rid
ley. "The King Cobra is one of the
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exception*. It is a canny creature. 
It knows enough to strike an ele
phant between the toes. Otherwise, 
its fangs could not pierce an ele
phant’s tough skin.”

on, please,” Lois Trevor
vT  put in.
“Trevor immediately abandoned all 

hope of recapturing the snake. He 
had no antivenin serum aboard. He 
was dying and he knew it. So his 
next concern was for his niece—Miss 
Trevor here.

"He ran upstairs again to warn 
Lois. He grabbed her and pushed 
her into her own room, locking the 
door securely after her. Thus, 
neither the King Cobra nor the black 
leopard could reach her or harm her. 
This done—he realized that the 
masterless yacht would soon attract 
the attention of a passing ship, and 
that he had to leave—”

"Just a second,” said Anthony, in
terrupting. “There’s something I 
still don’t, understand. Why is the 
yacht masterless? Where the devil 
is the crew?”

Ridley tossed his cigarette ex
pertly through the door, over the 
railing and into the sea.

“I'll come to that later,” he an
swered. “Trevor knew he had to 
leave a message for any one who 
happened to board the White Snake 
to investigate its unguarded helm. 
He took a piece of paper from the 
desk and wrote the warning which 
perplexed us so.

“You recalled the words: 'To any 
one who reads this: For Cod’s sake 
—keep out of the hold. The King—’ 
He never finished what he started to 
say. And the message was so garbled 
that it fooled us. We thought the 
King was a human being, a man, a 
murderer who knew what he was do
ing.

“Instead it was a ruthless snake, 
whose instinct is to kill.

“What Trevor meant to say, prob

ably, was: ‘The King Cobra i»
loose.’ or some similar warning.” 

“But the black leopard,” Anthony 
put in. “What about that? We saw 
the beast alive when we came upon 
the yacht with the freighter. When 
we got on board, only half an hour 
later, the beast was dead.”

“The black leopard,” Ridley ex
plained, “was no problem at all. We 
knew it was an escaped animal. How  
it escaped, we know from W eston’s 
story. Captain Bradley and I were 
the first to see it. Finally, it disap
peared in the doorway of the salon. 
I noticed then that it limped and 
evidently had been shot.

^T'VURING the half an hour which 
U  it took us to board the yacht 

from the Cumberly, the black leopard 
must have passed unknowingly close 
to the coiled King Cobra and was 
savagely bitten by the white snake.” 

“In the left foreleg!” Anthony 
cried. “That’s why it was so swollen 
and I thought it was a tumor.”

“In the left foreleg,” nodded 
Ridley.

“And H ill,” Anthony ran on, “that’s 
how he died. The King bit him 
while he was at the helm.”

“Of course," said Ridley. "The 
King was the crux of the whole mys
tery. He struck silently and disap
peared. Trevor, when writing the 
note, did not think that the snake 
would leave the hold and come up 
on deck.

“But it did. The cobra confused 
us all the time by shifting the scene 
of his operations.”

“But where is the crew? Where 
has every one gone to?”

“That was the most redoubtable 
riddle,” Ridley said soberly. “I  
couldn’t figure that for quite a while. 
Consider the psychology of the situ
ation. You, with the other sailprs, 
know something is wrong. You 
crowd around the companionway en
trance, the only exit from the hold,
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wondering what is happening down 
there.

"Suddenly, and completely without 
warning, you hear a horrible screech 
and bloodthirsty snarls. Then a 
roaring, raging, demon of a monster 
hurtles up the companionway in red 
fury, clawing, snapping, crashing its 
way to freedom!

“ T  TNDER such an unexpected 
stress, you would have done 

just what the rest of the crew did 
to escape that omnivorous ebony 
leopard. They dived overboard!

“ In the utter pandemonium of the 
split second, fear overpowered their 
reasoning. They did anything to es
cape the furious cat. I’m certain 
they went over the side. Otherwise 
they would have climbed into the 
shrouds of the rigging. But there 
was no time for that. They never 
got a chance to run or scatter. They 
were stunned, stupefied! The leopard 
tore right into the midst of them!”

Anthony’s face clouded with pity 
and feeling at the thought. "Over
board,” he said dully. “Then the 
sharks—”

Ridley nodded. "The sharks got 
them, without a doubt. These are 
warm waters. Probably full of tiger 
sharks and hammerheads. It's tragic, 
tragic.”

There was a long unbroken silence.
Finally they all rose, Ridley,

Anthony, Lois Trevor and Paul Wes
ton. They left the cabin and walked 
out onto the deck. The rosy dawn 
had broken the night sky and the 
fragment of a moon had vanished, 
dissipated by the expanding light of 
the day.

In the stern, the grisly arm of 
Hill’s corpse still reached up to
wards the fixed helm.

A thunderous roar boomed through 
the semi-cool morning sky and 
bounced reverberatingly along the 
decks of the trim white yacht with 
its wild cargo.

They all looked up quickly, startled.

OVER the high dark looming stern 
of the Cumberly. Captain Brad

ley stood, the huge megaphone at his
mouth.

“ Ahoy! Ahoy—the yacht!”
Ridley cupped his hands and an

swered, "Ahoy, Captain.”
“ W e’re putting about,” Bradley’s 

voice floated down. “ W e’re going to 
take you aboard. Is everything ship
shape ?”

“ Yes, sir,” Ridley replied. "Every
thing is shipshape.”  Under his 
breath he added, “now.”

“ All right, Ridley. Stand by. 
W e’ve got ham and eggs for break
fast !”

Anthony sighed. "Gee,” he said 
boyishly, “ ham and eggs never 
sounded so sweet to me before.”
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Killer’s 
End
An Outlaw’s Grim 
Struggle for Life  
in the D esert

Hit tights caught 
and held t h a t  

bobbing figure

By LLOYD ERIC REEVE
Author of “Stacked Cards,” “ The Calgary Kid,” etc.

T HE things men fear are sel
dom the things they think 
they fear. Lobo Larson had 
long been possessed by a sensation of 

being mysteriously followed. In a 
sort of blind defiance he fought his 
fellow men, fled from them, hid from 
them.

He didn’t know that they were only 
the symbols of his fear; that the 
three who haunted him were un
touchable; that he could no more 
defeat or escape them than he could 
his own shadow.

At the summit of the heat-hazed 
slope, Lobo Larson’s great body was 
crouched behind a granite boulder. 
His battered sombrero was punched 
back, his ragged shirt sticky with

sweat and half unbuttoned, revealing 
a red bulge of hairy chest.

His thin lips were lifted from 
white teeth in a snarling grin; his 
enormous hands clutched a ready 
rifle; and his inflamed eyes, lit now 
with an almost insane brilliance, 
maliciously watched the gaunt figure 
of old Sheriff Dunsing, riding slowly 
up the trail.

For twelve hours Lobo had been 
aware of the sheriff's relentless pur
suit, and he had now decided that the 
time to end it had come. His hatred 
for Dunsing was savage, personal, a 
consuming flame. Yet, strangely, he 
had never talked with the old peace 
officer, had never seen him before.

But the Lobo was an outlaw and
89
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a killer, with a dozen rewards on 
his head, a new murder fresh on his 
hands. Against this stood Dunsing’s 
record as a sheriff, a dogged enemy 
of the wild ones, gaunt symbol of 
law and order.

It was this same Dunsing who had 
once said: “ An outlaw is his own 
worst enemy; give any one of ’em 
enough rope, an’ sooner or later he’ll 
hang himself.” Because Dunsing was 
the natural enemy of all outlaws, 
Lobo hated him instinctively, with a 
snarling defiance, as the slinker wolf 
hates the pursuing hounds.

The old sheriff lounged in his sad
dle, his spurs jingling and leather 
creaking, as he slowly ascended the 
stony trail. Once he drew rein, mop
ping his brow and letting the lath
ered roan snort and blow.

He filled and lighted his pipe. 
Then he came on, smoking moodily, 
his lank body wearily slumped.

The Lobo glanced furtively rear
ward, over his left shoulder, then 
back at the sheriff. The hair at the 
base of his skull prickled oddly; his 
lips stretched malignantly. It was 
still a risky shot, long and down-hill, 
but a passion to kill suddenly swept 
aside his last vestige of caution.

He whipped up his rifle, pressed it 
to shoulder, closed one eye and 
squinted down the shining barrel. He 
took a deep breath, held it, steadied 
his grip. His sights caught and held 
that bobbing figure, followed it like 
a pointing finger of fate.

Then carefully he squeezed the 
trigger.

“ Cra-ack 1”

EVEN as the shot echoed, the 
gaunt sheriff leaped rigid. His 

arms flew out, his sombrero bounced 
upward, his white hair gleamed sil
ver in the sunlight.

For one instant he was splayed 
thus, pipe clenched between teeth, 
staring at the sky; then he slid from 
the saddle, rolled over the edge of

the trail, and tumbled from sight 
among looming boulders and gnarled 
mesquite. His startled horse, whirl
ing suddenly and dashing down the 
trail, at a terrific pace, sent a dusty 
shower of rocks clattering after the 
vanished body.

The Lobo came slowly erect. He 
stared downward, grinned darkly, in
stinctively struck his naked chest 
with a clenched fist. Suddenly his 
whole body tingled to a savage ex
ultation, a sense of enormous power 
and strength, but at the same time he 
had the strange impulse to lift his 
head and mournfully howl.

It was always thus when he killed 
—it made him feel desperate and god
like.

T T E  turned finally, gazed southward 
and again snarled. Not at a 

man now, but at a more inscrutable 
enemy, the bland and tawny desert. 
As far as he could see, it flashed and 
scintillated, like yellow flesh pal
pitant beneath the fiery breath of 
sun—a land bewitched—vast, flicker
ing, desolate. The wind-sculptored 
dunes, the supplicant cacti, the slow- 
drifting pillars of dust, stretched on 
to a faraway world of mountains ex
ploding in purple splendor against 
an indigo dome of sky.

The Lobo was hunted, a price on 
his head, afoot and without food or 
water. Those distant mountains were 
in Mexico, water at their base. To 
reach them he must first pass through 
a smoldering inferno, withstand 
strange tortures, endure beyond the 
limit of ordinary flesh. But he had 
no choice. They symbolized his sole 
hope for freedom and life. They were 
sanctuary.

Life? He glanced quickly over his 
shoulder, furtively, convinced again 
that something stood just behind him. 
He saw nothing. He whirled back 
toward the desert. He flung away 
his rifle and struck his chest. No! 
He would not die. He could not.
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His bullet head thrust forward 
a half growl rumbled f r o m  his 
bulged throat, and suddenly he 
stalked defiantly ahead, down the 
heat-hazed slope and into that blis
tered inferno.

He thought he was unafraid—he 
didn’t know that his courage was 
nothing but an insanity of fear.

For long hours he made steady 
progress, marching grimly on, head 
and shoulders thrust forward, great 
fists clenched, his gaze fixed on that 
mountainous goal ahead. He seemed 
constantly to sense a whisper of foot
steps behind, yet whenever he glanced 
back he saw nothing but an illimitable 
sweep of desert. He plodded dogged
ly on. his legs aching, throat parched, 
a weakening gnaw of hunger in his 
vitals.

The sun sank impassively in the 
west; night pressed down, a massive 
thickening of purple silence. A wind 
came secretly, hot as the fetid breath 
of a tiger, and the millions of grains 
of sand moved and slyly hissed, fill
ing the night with a subtle stirring 
like the darkening beat of wings.

He stumbled, faltered, and sank 
finally to ground. He knew he must 
rest, and he slept for a time with his 
body pressed close to the feverish 
earth. He dreamed that Sheriff 
Dunsing had captured him, that he 
was tied to an iron gate, a slow fire 
built beneath.

HE writhed and twisted, incoher
ently muttered. Thirst finally 

strangled him awake. He lurched 
again on his feet, staggered on.

The stars were molten silver. A 
moon like an inflamed eyeball rose 
sluggishly out of the east, slowly 
bisected the sky, sank sluggishly in 
the west. Somewhere in the vast 
waste a wild burro hysterically 
brayed. The Lobo paused, staring 
furtively over his shoulder.

His hair prickled, his lips stretched, 
as a dog will sometimes snarl at no

visible object. Suddenly he whirled, 
broke into a faltering run, tripped 
and fell to his knees.

He came to his feet slowly. For a 
space he stood motionless, head 
lifted, both hands clenched at his 
sides. Then he advanced much more 
calmly, his haggard gaze fixed straight 
ahead.

Stars dimmed. The darkness tight
ened to an utter black. Gradually the 
black dissolved, lifted, and a pallid 
grayness stole silently over the land. 
The east flushed; haughtily the sun 
rose, an orange peacock, its gaudy 
tail fanning across the sky, green and 
violet, shimmering saffron.

rpH E  Lobo groaned. Gradually he 
ceased to sweat; his skin blistered, 

stretched tight and brittle, hardened 
like an iron jacket, constricted his 
breath, seemed to crush his organs. 
A steel band clamped around his 
forehead; his eyes protruded.

Hours dragged past. Each step 
was weighted, an excruciating effort. 
His lips cracked; his tongue swelled 
and became a clenched fist striving to 
force itself down his throat. And 
still he reeled desperately on, head 
and shoulders thrust forward, his in
flamed gaze crucified against that 
purple blur of mountains—freedom, 
water, sanctuary.

But something ghastly was follow
ing him. He had feared it before, but 
now he knew it. He could even 
glimpse the vague shapes now, half 
formed in the dancing glare of light. 
He violently shook his head, rubbed 
his eyes, pressed forward at a lum
bering trot. He tried not to look back, 
as though by refusing to look he 
could deny that hovering presence.

But fever crept into his ferment
ing brain, crackled and hissed, spit 
colored flame. He seemed to float 
from the ground, to drift through 
the hot air, slowly spinning. The 
steel band around his head tightened.

Then suddenly it snapped free, his
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bead suddenly puffed like an inflat
ing balloon. He whirled around. His
eyes flared.

He leaped backward, crouched, a 
guttural cry on his lips.

For there behind, watching him, 
were three people. One was a bow- 
legged cowboy, and above his sight
less eyes was a bullet hole, from 
which trickled a stream of crimson. 
The second figure was a gray-haired 
prospector, bent double, both hands 
clutched to a knife hilt protruding 
from his stomach. The third figure 
was that of a girl, young, slender, her 
dark hair disheveled, her dress torn 
at the neck, exposing an ivory shoul
der. Her eyes were staring with a 
fixed horror at something at her feet.

The Lobo's black hair prickled. He 
lifted both hands, his fingers crooked 
like claws. “ Stay back 1” he screamed. 
“ Go away! I'm not afraid of you! 
You’re dead! I killed you all!”

But the three figures remained mo
tionless, staring.

Lobo rushed toward them, cursing; 
but they silently receded, just out of 
his reach, stopped when he stopped. 
A half sob burst from his throat; he 
whirled, and again reeled forward.

He no longer looked back over his 
shoulder, yet he knew that the three 
shapes silently followed, that now 
they must always follow.

HIS gaze clung only to the moun
tains ahead — freedom, water, 

sanctuary. But the mountains seemed 
to rise from the flickering plains, to 
float against the sky, hazy and in
tangible, never to be attained. Invisi
ble hands reached out and clutched 
him, caught and held him with un
seen fingers. His feet rose and fell, 
but uselessly, as though beating an 
endless treadmill.

The land blurred. It tipped and 
swayed and rocked. It closed into a 
gigantic wheel, flickering and flash
ing, revolving around him.

Three figures rode the wheel. They

circled him endlessly, the cowboy 
with sightless gaze, the old prospec
tor bent double, the girl whose stare 
was fixed with horror. Up feet, down 
feet, up-down, up-down, up-down—•

A puppet struggling blindly on. 
Other puppets drifting behind. Were 
they any less real because he imagined 
them? Who makes the puppets? Who 
pulls the strings?

A T the foot of Passionaire Moun- 
tains, fringed with gnarled mes- 

quite, sparkled Ajos Waterhole— 
dancing in the sunlight, the life- 
giving pool.

The Lobo had lost all sense of time 
and space, even of motion. When 
suddenly he realized that he had ac
tually reached the waterhole, he was 
for a moment too stunned even to 
move. Yet there it was, cool and 
sparkling, not thirty feet away! An 
animal joy distorted his face. He 
flung both arms out to the pool, 
lunged frantically toward it.

He stumbled; the ground flew up 
and struck his face. He made a des
perate effort to rise—failed. He 
glared at the gleaming water. Not 
twenty feet away—but twenty feet 
that were like twenty miles. Must 
he die here, tortured by the water, 
watching it, just unable to reach it?

The thought brought a convulsive 
shudder to his body, wrenched him 
to his hands and knees. Whimper
ing now, pleading incoherently to 
nothing and no one, he inched pain
fully ahead, on all fours, like a 
wounded animal.

But his arms gave way like putty. 
Again his face was crushed against 
hot smothering sand. He lay there 
twitching, his breath rasping. Waves 
of darkness poured over him.

He lifted his head, stared at the 
sparkling water. Not ten feet away, 
yet he could no longer rise even to 
his hands and knees. He cursed, 
prayed, sobbed like a child.

Finally, flat on his stomach, he
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stretched out his arms, dug crooked 
fingers into the gritty sand, and 
pulled desperately. A few inches he 
slid forward, literally dragging his 
own body, then repeated the agoniz
ing move.

Claw, pull—claw, pull—waves of 
darkness—claw, pull—

Suddenly his eyes flared open. He 
loosed a cry of triumph. For he saw 
his own ghastly reflection, staring 
back at him from the dark depths 
of the pool.

Victory! He had defeated them all, 
man, nature, and the ghosts of the 
dead! But then he glanced up—

Three forms were squatted on the 
opposite side of the pool. They 
silently watched him, a bowlegged 
cowboy, a bent prospector, a girl with 
a stare of fixed horror. He cursed 
them wildly, then insanely laughed. 
For not even they could hurt him 
now. Yet he sensed their hands reach
ing out, touching him—

A wave of darkness passed over 
him. But he fought it back. Water! 
Life! Freedom!

Suddenly he plunged his face 
downward, into a life-giving liquid, 
opened his cracked lips to the cold 
sweet rush of water.

Two days later Sheriff John 
Dunsing, his head bandaged, still 
weak from the shock of a stunning 
scalp wound, reined in his roan at 
Ajos Waterhole. Swinging to ground, 
he crossed to the rim of the pool, 
and was for a long time motionless, 
staring moodily at the lifeless body 
of Lobo Larson.

“ Hmm,” he mused. “ I’ve always 
said to give ’em enough rope an’ 
they’ll catch themselves.” He touched 
the stiff body with his boot. "Hmm— 
he must have fainted jus’ as he start
ed to drink; head fell forward.

“ Lordy, jus’ think of the hell he 
went through to reach that water—■ 
only to have it drown him.”
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CHAPTER I 

A Ruby from Burma

T HE Fleet was in Manila 
Bay from China station. 
White uniformed s a i l o r s  
roistered in the barrooms, crowded 

the downtown theatres, and fought 
enthusiastically in the Walled City 
with hard-boiled infantrymen from 
Fort Santiago and Cuartel de Espana. 
As always on Fleet Day, the Navy 
owned the town.

From the entrance of the Oriente 
Hotel, Bart Steele, formerly of the 
Naval Intelligence, watched the end
less procession of seamen streaming 
through Calle Real. W ith a touch of 
nostalgia, he scanned their wind-

The killers surged forward,

burned faces. They were all strang
ers to him.

“After all, I've been out of the 
Service ten years,” he told himself. 
“Slim chance of seeing anyone I 
know.”

He was about to move on when 
a heavy hand fell on his shoulder. 
Steele swung around to meet a pair 
of merry blue eyes, twinkling under 
bushy red eyebrows which overhung 
a craggy, unbeautiful face spattered 
with freckles. The picture of home
liness was completed by a Chief 
Petty Officer’s cap, that hung pre
cariously on the back of a bristling 
bullet head.

“ ‘Hunk’ Flannigan—by the lead- 
tipped cat!” Steele said. “There’s 
something goofy about this, Hunk. 
You’re supposed to be dead. I saw 
a thrilling account of your death in
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the Bulletin not six months ago, 
with full details of some Yangtze 
pirates filling you with lead and 
tossing your darned carcass in the 
river.”

“They did that,” Flannigan grinned, 
“ but I swam out.”

“ The irrepressible Hunk Flanni
gan. Suppose you were thinking of 
something else at the time when they 
got you.”

"Naw—I been behavin’ calm-like a 
long time now. But I did crawl outa 
th’ river, dost to a fort that be
longed to a bandit what was sore on 
th’ crowd that plugged me, see? Th’ 
old guy took me in like I was his 
son, no kiddin’. And say—you 
shoulda seen my nurse—his daughter. 
She—”

“ Never mind—I’ve heard that story

from you from Port Said to San 
Pedro. Let's find a saloon and have 
a drink.”

"Balintawak Bar is a good place,” 
Flannigan suggested. “ I know th’ 
barkeep there.”

They started down Calle Real, 
hugging the buildings to avoid the 
spattering rain. At the corner of 
Magallanes, they were nearly run 
d o w n  by a cochero’s frightened 
horse.

The hack was occupied by a wiz
ened old Chinese in a gray silk gown, 
and three hilarious gobs had grabbed 
the spokes of one wheel. Although 
the horse was jerking the carriage 
along in spite of them, they plainly 
meant to eject the Chinaman.

The cochero was spitting out Tag- 
alog curses and slashing at the sailors
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•with his whip, while the passenger 
stabbed vigorously with his um
brella.

“ Hey!” Hunk yelled, wiping a 
dollop of mud from his mouth. Then 
he grabbed Steele’s arm. "Hell’s 
blazes! I know that Chink, He's 
th’ old guy I was tellin’ you about.” 

Before Steele could reply, the big 
Irishman was wading into trouble.

“ Geez—beat it !” yelled a little 
sailor with a twisted nose. “ It’s a 
petty officer full of rotgut!”

SUITING action to his words, the 
small one backed away. His two 

companions felt differently. One of 
them socked Flannigan in the mouth, 
splashing blood. His companion 
swung a pair of knucks with vicious 
intent.

Steele took a hand then. He struck 
one blow—with the barrel of a short, 
thick automatic. Dropping his arms, 
the man with the knucks began to 
walk around in circles. Hunk Flan
nigan drove his fist into the other’s 
belly, and that one ran backwards 
across the street, caught his heel, 
and sat down heavily on the curb.

The cochero stood up and lashed 
his horse. As the hack jerked for
ward the Chinaman bowed sidewise 
thrice, and called out in a shrill 
cracked voice:

“ Three million thank-you’s !”
“ Hey, wait a minute,” Hunk bel

lowed. “ It’s me—Hunk Flannigan!” 
A thin yellow h a n d  fluttered 

through the curtains, but the driver 
continued to belabor his horse and 
the hack bounced away at undimin
ished speed.

“What d’y ’know?” Hunk com
plained, wiping his bruised mouth. 
“That was Sun Chong. He must have 
knowed me.”

“ Evidently didn’t want to renew 
the acquaintance,” Steele remarked. 
“ Come on, Buttinsky—let’s leave 
here.”

They ducked down Magallanes,

hurried through a smelly alley, made 
several turns, and finally stopped at 
the side door of the Balintawak Bar.

Before Steele crossed the thresh
old, he paused to allow his eyes to 
become accustomed to the dim light. 
This habit of his had on several oc
casions saved his life. For Steele 
made his living by doing jobs, for 
princely fees, that other white men 
did not care to tackle.

His shoulders stiffened slightly as 
his eyes swept the sailors and dock 
scum congregated within. A bar 
boy motioned toward an unoccupied 
table, and the two men crossed the 
room.

Steele ordered Scotch and Tansan; 
Flannigan a schooner of San MigueL 
When the bar boy withdrew, Steele 
spoke guardedly.

“This seems to be my turn to run 
into old acquaintances. See the lit
tle chap with the big ears over there 
—the one with his back to the wall?”

Flannigan nodded, following the 
slight movement of Steele’s eye.

“ Uh-huh—what about him?”

STEELE lifted his glass. “ Pretend 
to be interested in your beer and 

I ’ll tell you something. That bird is 
Steve Frawley, one of the cleverest 
confidence men in the East.”

Hunk applied himself to his beer 
mug and cocked a ready ear. Steele 
continued:

“ Frawley is one of the few crooks 
—in fact the only one—who ever 
tried to gyp me and got away with 
it.”

“ That runt?” Flannigan raised a 
red eyebrow. “ Quit kiddin’ me!” 

“ I ’m not—I’m merely telling you 
how good the man is. He’s good be
cause he hasn't any nerves, and if he 
ever had any scruples, he lost ’em 
with his baby teeth. He saved my 
life once, and took a bad knifing.

“ In my gratitude I allowed senti
ment to overcome my natural sus
picion of the human race. Si*
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months later he did me out of five 
thousand Mex. It was a deal in dia
monds. I was green about stones 
then; Frawley took it upon himself 
to give me a lesson.”

“I been feelin’ a fight cornin’ on 
all day,” growled Hunk Flannigan. 
“Let’s clean house with him.”

Steele smiled. He knew the sug
gestion was whole-hearted, for on 
two or three occasions he had done 
Hunk large favors.

*< A S you know. Hunk, I’m a timid 
A  man and have an aversion to 

violence. Sit still and keep your 
shirt on while I go over and ask 
Mr. Frawley, in a nice way, to 
cough up what he stole from me.” 

Extricating his rangy legs from 
their confinement under the table, 
Steele rose and crossed the room as 
Frawley pushed back his chair and 
started gathering up his chits. His 
back was turned when Steele touched 
him on his shoulder.

The effect was instantaneous—and 
utterly surprising. Kicking away his 
chair, Frawley snatched an auto
matic from a concealed holster, 
thumbed the safety latch, and shoved 
the stubby muzzle against Steele's 
body an inch above his belt. The 
man’s yellow face was a mask of 
horrible fear; his eyes bulged, and 
his thin, bloodless lips curled back 
over long narrow teeth. Steele felt 
his flesh crawl.

Out of the corner of his eye, he 
saw Hunk Flannigan swing a chair.

"Hunk!” he yelled. “Drop that 
chair, you fool 1”

Flannigan had been accustomed to 
the stern naval code of absolute 
obedience all his adult life. Long 
trained reflexes acted. His body 
froze with the chair shoulder high. 
That sudden obedience saved Steele’s 
life.

Steele met Frawley’s fear-haunted 
eyes with a look of cold contempt. 
Then, suddenly as it had begun, the

tension snapped. The little man 
thrust the gun into its holster and 
seemed to wilt. He managed a sickly 
smile, then his voice came jerkily.

“My God, Steele—I nearly shot 
you! I’m hounded to death, hellish 
jumpy. I’m sorry,” He paused, and 
added: “I’m glad to see you.”

“So it would seem,” Steele re
sponded dryly. His eyes bored into 
those of the man who had been so 
venomous a moment before. “Come 
over here; I want to talk to you.”

So quickly had the drama ended 
that less than half of the saloon’s 
patrons were aware of it. And they, 
meeting Hunk Flannigan’s bleak 
eyes, read a warning to mind their 
own business.

A GAIN Frawley seated himself 
with his back to the wall, his 

eyes darting nervously between the 
two doors. Steele did not speak im
mediately. He was puzzled by Fraw
ley’s evident fear.

“Hunk,” Steele said at last, suavely, 
“I want you to know a very clever 
man—Mr. Steve Frawley, Mr. Flan
nigan. He has just given an exhi
bition of his cleverness on the draw. 
Now he is going to explain why.” 

Ignoring Flannigan’s growls, Fraw
ley spoke excitedly.

“Listen, Steele—get me away from 
here. Take me some place where we 
can talk privately.”

“They probably have rooms up
stairs,” Steele suggested. “You know 
the barkeep, Hunk. Ask him to fix 
us up.”

Flannigan got up, glowering at 
Frawley, and moved toward the bar. 
Frawley leaned forward and clutched 
Steele’s arm.

“Who is that ape?” he demanded. 
“I said I wanted to talk to you 
alone.”

"He’s an old friend,” Steele replied 
shortly. “He goes with us.” At that 
instant Hunk returned.

"Upstairs,” he growled. “On th’
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right, at th’ end of th’ hall. Barkeep 
says if we cut this guy’s throat we 
can’t leave th’ body on th’ premisis.” 

He led the way through an empty 
warehouse in the rear and up a 
flight of stone steps. The floor above 
was dimly lighted. Flannigan opened 
a door and they entered a scantily 
furnished room overlooking Calle 
Real.

FRAW LEY dropped down on the 
bed with a sigh. “ This is the 

first time I’ve felt safe in two 
months,”  he said.

“What’s your trouble, Frawley?” 
Steele asked shortly.

The little confidence man leaned 
forward.

“ Steele, get me straight. I double- 
crossed you on those diamonds, but 
this is on the square.” He lowered 
his voice. “ I’ve got something here— 
something big. I ’m stuck with it, 
but you stand to make a quarter of 
a million Mex out of it—if you're 
game to take the risk.” He spoke 
excitedly, with a wild glitter in his 
eyes.

Steele looked at him narrowly.
“ Go on. What’s the game?” 
"There ain’t any trick. You don’t 

get me—I'm giving you something!” 
Steele merely smiled at that. 
Frawley fumbled in his shirt and 

brought out a knotted handkerchief. 
With trembling fingers he plucked 
at the knots. Then he held out a 
lumpy, dark red crystal, larger than 
a duck’s egg.

“ Uncut ruby from upper Burma,” 
he whispered almost madly. “ Look 
at it !”

Steele took the rough pebble and 
turned it in his fingers. As he ex
amined it, his lips drew together in 
a thin, speculative line. Having been 
once stung on fake jewels, he had 
read up on precious stones. A glance 
told him that Frawley had told the 
truth—this was the real thing. A 
touch confirmed it.

He had never seen such a stone. 
He closed his eyes and tried to 
imagine the beauty of it, divided and 
cut into a score of flawless gems. 
Then he handed it back and waited, 
suspicion in his eyes, for Frawley 
to speak.

“ It belonged to a buyer from Le 
Chateau’s in New York,” the other 
said unemotionally. “ I had to bump 
him off to get it. But some Chinese 
mugs were after it, too, and they 
have been camped on my trail ever 
since.”

“ Wait,” Steele cut in coldly. 
“ Murder is out of my line. I don’t 
care to be in your confidence.”

" I ’m offering you the ruby to 
square up the other deal,” Frawley 
hurried on.

“ If you think you can shift the 
evidence into my possession to clear 
your own skirts, you must be getting 
childish.” Steele’s eyes held a frosty 
look. “ I don’t deal in stolen 
property.”

<</~\H, hell—take it or leave it,” 
Frawley said wearily. “ I ’ll 

throw it in the Pasig before I ’ll let 
the Chinks have it. Has it occurred 
to you that Le Chateau’s would pay 
to get that ruby back?

“ I ’m not trying to rook you—hon
estly. A man doesn’t cheat when he 
knows he's dying. I'm going to cash 
in tonight, Steele. They gave me 
poison—the Seven Days’ Death it’s 
called. This is the seventh day!”

Flannigan’B grim expression had 
relaxed a little as Frawley talked. 
Now he asked a question.

“ What do you mean, ‘Seven Days’ 
Death’ ?”

“ You want to know what the 
Seven Days’ Death is?” Frawley de
manded with a wild laugh. “ Listen, 
mug—if you ever get it, you’ll know 
it. God knows what it’s made of. 
It kills in exactly seven days, and 
there ain’t a doctor in the world that 
can cure you. The swine gave me a
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dose, and every day they send a note 
reminding me of how long I’ve got 
to live.

“ They promise to trade me an an
tidote for the ruby.”

Exhausted from his vehemence, 
Frawley slumped on the bed. Sweat 
gleamed on his sallow features like 
dew on a dead man’s face. There was 
hopelessness in his eyes.

He gulped and went on hurriedly 
—defiantly:

“ But there ain’t any antidote. If 
there was, d'ye think they’d give 
it to me? I ’ve got one night to 
live, but I’ll roast in hell before I ’ll 
give that ruby to Fong Tao!”

“ TTTH O ’S Fong Tao?” Hunk de-
VV manded, a little breathlessly.
“ Head of an international opium 

syndicate, for one thing,” Frawley 
said listlessly. “ Also a pirate.”

“ That’s funny,” Flannigan mused. 
“ I don’t savvy much Chinese, but 
I ’ve heard that name.

“ I heard Sun Chong and his daugh
ter talkin’ about a pirate named 
Fong Tao, oncet.”

"What do you know about Sun 
Chong?” Frawley demanded with a 
sudden show of interest.

“ What do you know about him?” 
Hunk countered.

“ Nothing—much. He's Fong Tao’s 
cousin, if you mean the Yangtze 
bandit.”

“ Hell’s hinges! That must be why 
Sun Chong is in Manila.”

“ I didn’t know he was here, but 
Chinese are like wolves—the whole 
pack is generally in at the kill.”

“ I seen him less’n an hour ago,” 
Hunk asserted.

“ Then you’ve got another mighty 
clever murderer to look out for if 
you take the ruby,” Frawley warned. 
“What do you say, Steele? Do you 
want it, or shall I drop it in the 
river?

“ I’ve got just one chance to live, 
and I’m taking it.

“ I've heard in a roundabout way 
of a Chinese doctor, educated in the 
States, who is an authority on 
poisons. His name is Dr. Tsai Po, 
and he’s got an office on Calle Rosa
rio.

“ Better remember that, Steele— 
you may need him. I ’m going to see 
him tonight, but first I ’m going to 
get rid of that rock. My number is 
written on that ruby!"

Steele made a mental note of Dr. 
Tsai Po's name.

Then he spoke:
" I ’ll take it,” he said crisply. “The 

ruby goes back to Le Chateau’s with 
an explanation—and a bill. As for 
you, Frawley, you’ve got yourself 
in a lovely fix. I can’t help feeling 
a little sorry for you.

“ There’s a C. P. liner out for 
Hongkong tomorrow. If you're still 
alive when she sails, you’d better be 
aboard her. I ’ll give you time to 
get to Macao before I notify the 
police.”

“Notify them when you like,” 
Frawley said hopelessly. “ I'm sunk. 
No doctor can do me any good any 
more.”

“ Aw, nerts,” Hunk spoke up cheer
fully. “ They’ve put th’ Indian sign 
on you, that’s all. I bet it’s all a 
bluff.”

“ I wish I could think so,” Frawley 
said.

TEELE knotted the handkerchief 
around the jewel and then he 

stowed it inside of his tough Fuji 
shirt.

“You guys better not be seen leav
ing here with me,” Frawley said. 
“ Beat it—I’ll wait fifteen minutes. 
I ’ve been staying at the Shinomoto 
Hotel on Plaza Santa Cruz. You 
might look in tomorrow and call for 
the dead wagon.”

Steele and Flannigan got up and 
crossed the room. Flannigan un
locked the door. They left Frawley 
sitting on the bed, chin cupped in
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his hands, staring desolately at the 
floor.

CHAPTER II 
The Seven Days' Death

STEELE and Flannigan passed 
out of the Walled City through 
the Parian Gate and, avoiding 

the plethora of beggars whining for 
alms, walked toward Plaza Lawton.

“ I smell trouble,” Hunk said omi
nously. “ I got a gift that way. 
What I mean we’ve let ourselves in 
for something.”

“ You’re probably right,” Steele re
plied easily. "Trouble and precious 
stones frequently go together.”

“ What's the lay?” Hunk demanded 
“ What you figger to do with th’ 
rock? You can't carry it around 
like it was a plugged nickel. Not 
unless you crave for some bird with 
slant eyes and yellow hide to carve 
his initials on your back."

“ I ’m staying at the Shoreside 
Hotel. The stone will be safe in 
their vault overnight. Come along 
with me and have a drink. We can 
eat in the hotel, or go out some
where for dinner.”

“ I got to report aboard th’ battle- 
wagon at six, but I can go along for 
th’ drink.”

Steele caught the eye of a roving 
taxi driver. The car drew up, the 
driver saluted smartly, and the two 
men stepped inside. Five minutes 
later they were set down before the 
portico of the Shoreside Hotel.

At the desk Steele ordered two 
whisky-sodas sent up to his room. 
He and Flannigan stepped into the 
elevator and were lifted to the third 
floor. Steele’s room was in the An
nex, overlooking the bay.

A Chinese boy followed them with 
a tray. As he was about to mix the 
drinks, Hunk seized the bottle and 
poured for himself.

“ From now on no Chink mixes any 
drinks for me,” he explained when

the boy had effaced himself. “That 
yarn of Frawley’s got in my hair.” 

“ Rot!” Steele scoffed. “ You’ll be 
dodging Chinese laundrymen the rest 
of your life.” They tasted their 
drinks, and Steele asked:

“ What do you think of it, Hunk?” 
“ Me? Why, I think you an’ me 

are a pair of prize saps. Nobody 
but saps would touch that rock with 
a boat-hook. I predict we’ll get our 
ribs tickled with sharp knives, our 
throats cut, and our innards salted 
with lead.”

“ Want to stay out of it?”
“ Hell, no! But what beats me 

is where Sun Chong comes in. His 
hide is yellow, but I got him 5g- 
gered as white meat inside, the way 
him and his daughter treated me 
after that Yangtze scrap.”

“ F'orget the lady,” Steele advised. 
"She would probably cut your throat 
to see what your windpipe looks 
like.”

“ Not that kid.”
Steele lighted an Alhambra Corona 

and stretched his lanky body on the 
bed. At ease, he fumbled in his 
shirt, brought out the knotted hand
kerchief, untied it, and slowly turned 
the marvelous stone between his long 
thin fingers. “ Let me look at that 
ruby,” Hunk said, his voice husky.

STEELE extended his hand, but 
suddenly closed his fingers over 

the stone. His body stiffened and 
he laid a warning finger on his lips. 
Silently, he slipped from the bed 
and stood poised for quick move
ment.

“ I think we have an audience,” he 
whispered, barely audibly. “ Sit still.” 

He crossed the room in three quick 
strides, shot the bolt, and flung open 
the door. Hunk bounded from his 
chair and leaped after him. They 
were barely in time to see a white 
clad figure disappear at the end of 
the corridor. Hunk lunged forward, 
but Steele grasped his arm.
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“No use; he is gone. There’s a 
servants’ stairway at the end of the 
hall.’’

THEY stepped back into the room 
and closed the door.

“ W ell,” Steele remarked. “ We 
know they’re keeping tab, anyway.” 

“ Chinaman?”
“ I think so—didn’t get a very 

good look at him.”
“ Now what?”  Hunk asked.
“ For the moment—nothing,” Steele 

replied lightly. “ The program re
quires thought. For the next half 
hour I ’m going to do my thinking 
in the bathtub. You’re detailed to 
mount guard over the ruby.” He 
passed the stone to Flannigan and 
disappeared into the bathroom.

He was still in the tub forty min
utes later when the telephone rang. 
Hunk thrust the ruby into his 
pocket and lifted the receiver.

“ Yeah, this is Mister Flannigan,” 
he growled. “ W ho’s talkin’ ? Sun 
Chong? The hell! Listen, you got 
the wrong guy— I don’t know nothin’ 
about any ruby. Oh, you’re warnin’ 
me? Yeah, I got it—much obliged. 
Hey, wait a minute—where are you 
at? Hello—hello— ”

He slammed up the receiver blas
phemously, as Steele barged out of 
the bathroom.

“ That was Sun Chong,” Flannigan 
rattled excitedly. “ Called to tell me 
not to get mixed up with the ruby. 
Practically called me a liar in a po
lite way when I told him I didn't 
know anything about it. Then he 
told me to tell my friend to hide 
out. The old son hung up on me.” 

Steele grabbed the phone and rat
tled the hook.

“ Trace that call!”
A moment later he slammed the 

receiver with a grunt of disgust.
“ The call came from a pay station 

at Pier Seven,” he said, in response 
to Hunk’s inquiring look.

“That lets Sun Chong out, any

way,”  Hunk said triumphantly. “ He’s 
on our side. I told you he was all 
right.”

“ Maybe. Have it your own way. 
I ’m going to finish my bath.”

Ten minutes later he was dressed 
in a fresh linen suit, and but for 
the military set of his shoulders, his 
bronzed complexion, and a certain 
alertness—an ever present readiness 
for swift action—he might have 
passed in any crowd as a casual 
tourist.

HE always dressed with studious 
intent to appear both innocuous 

and inconspicuous. Yet he was per
fectly aware that he was too well 
known ever to lose himself entirely 
in any pleasure resort crowd between 
S’pore and Vladivostok.

“ W e’d better go down and see 
about getting this thing locked in 
the hotel safe. Since you can't have 
dinner with me, I think I ’ll eat at 
the University Club.”

Opening his trunk, Steele selected 
a small teakwood box from one of 
the trays, placed the ruby in it, and 
dropped it into his jacket pocket. 
The two men then stepped into the 
hall, and Steele locked the door be
hind them.

Bartley, the American manager of 
the hotel, was alone in his office. He 
was a middle-aged, capable looking 
Southerner, an ex-captain of ma
rines. Steele knew him for a dis
creet, close-lipped individual with 
a hotel man’s faculty for forgetful
ness coupled with a disinclination to 
ask questions.

“ This box belongs to a New York 
jewelry firm,” Steele explained. “ I 
have reason to suspect that certain 
individuals intend to relieve me of 
it. I ’d like to leave it in your vault, 
to be turned over to Flannigan in 
case anything should—er—happen to 
me. That is, if you'll accept it at 
my evaluation.”

“ Certainly. What’s it worth ?” asked
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Bartley as he reached for a receipt 
pad.

"Arbitrarily, I'd say a hundred 
thousand pesos.”

BARTLEY lifted his eyebrows, but 
offered no objection. “ I ’ll lock it 

in our private vault,” he said. “ It 
will be as safe there as it would be 
in any bank.”

“ Give the receipt to Flannigan,” 
Steele suggested casually.

Having seen the box safely locked 
up, Steele called a taxi and dropped 
Hunk at Legaspi Landing in time to 
catch the last tender. They agreed 
to meet in Steele's room the next 
evening and have dinner together. 
Until then, he promised to report 
any new developments to Flannigan, 
who would be on duty until noon.

At the University Club, Steele ate 
a leisurely dinner on the roof. After
ward he took in a show at one of 
the downtown theatres and returned 
to the hotel at eleven.

At the desk he was handed three 
telephone call slips. The notations 
showed that calls had come for Mr. 
Flannigan at seven-thirty, eight, and 
nine-forty. The caller was Sun 
Chong. He had left no number.

"Persistent devil,” Steele mused, 
“ and uncommonly bold for a China
man, if he is one of the gang and 
trying to run a bluff. Hunk may 
possibly be right about him after all. 
Yet—it doesn't make sense.”

He said good-night to the elevator 
operator and walked down the corri
dor. Even at this comparatively 
early hour, most of the transoms 
were dark. Either the occupants of 
the Annex had not yet returned, or 
had already gone to bed.

Steele paused to listen at the door 
before inserting the key in the lock. 
There was no sound. Yet something 
which he could not have accounted 
for, some electric warning to which 
his alert senses responded, made him 
cautious. Very slowly he slipped the

key into the lock, turned it, and 
pushed open the door.

There was no sound within the 
room. Stepping inside, he fumbled 
for the light switch and pressed it. 
No light came on. As his hand
closed over the gun in his pocket, 
there was an almost noiseless move
ment, a quick, silent converging of 
men from all parts of the room.

His right arm was seized and para
lyzed with a wrenching twist. Even 
as he dropped his gun, he lashed out 
with his left fist. His knuckles
cracked against a bony face. He 
heard a tortured exhalation of breath 
and the thud of a falling body. Then 
something that burned like fire 
struck his eyes.

HE sneezed violently and knew 
the stuff was cayenne pepper. 

The next instant he was down, fight
ing desperately under a smother of 
bodies smelling foully of unwashed 
garments, rotten Chinese tobacco and 
stale opium.

But the fight wasn't over yet, for 
Steele managed to roll under the 
bed and wedge himself in a corner. 
Battered and bleeding, well-nigh 
exhausted, he still h ad  strength 
enough to kick the teeth out of any 
Chinese that felt like crawling in 
after him.

Only two tried it before it oc
curred to the others to yank the 
bed away. Those two lay groveling 
on th e  floor a n d  plucking at 
wrecked faces. The bed out of the 
way, the others jumped on him—■ 
feet first.

Consciousness didn’t last long 
after that.

The sun was shining into the room 
when Steele awoke. He had a split
ting headache, and it was some time 
before his eyes would focus prop
erly. At first he had no recollection 
of what had happened; then his dis
ordered thoughts slowly cleared and 
memory came flooding back. As he
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sat up in bed, he was almost over
come by a wave of nausea.

“ Doped!”

HAZILY at first, then with shock
ing clarity, he recalled Fraw- 

ley’s horrible story of the Seven 
Days’ Death.

He got up and rang for a cup of 
coffee. While he was waiting for 
the boy, he looked at his watch. It 
was nine o’clock. He wondered why 
his room boy hadn’t awakened him. 
When the coffee was brought, he 
saw the reason. His attackers had 
hung a “ Do Not Disturb” card on 
the door-knob.

“ Thoughtful of the beggars,”  he 
muttered.

The coffee steadied him to some 
extent, and a bath helped even more. 
Dressed again in a clean suit of 
whites, he had himself under perfect 
control, outwardly at least. Then, 
and only then, did he turn his at
tention to the littered room.

Nothing had been overlooked in 
the ransacking that had followed the 
fight. Bureau drawers had been 
jerked out, their contents dumped 
on the floor; his trunk and suitcases 
had been emptied; cushions had been 
torn from the chairs and scattered 
about—nothing he possessed had es
caped examination.

"At least the devils didn’t find 
what they were looking for. Some 
satisfaction in that—a great deal of 
satisfaction. Now the question is— 
am I poisoned?”

He lighted a cigarette, then tossed 
it away; it had a vile taste. Pres
ently his eye fell upon a strip of red 
paper on the floor. Stooping, he 
picked it up. With narrowed eyes, 
he scanned the four vertical lines of 
Chinese characters that covered one 
side of the paper.

A fair student of Chinese, he had 
no difficulty in making out the warn
ing, for such it undoubtedly was. 

“Yang-li is like a faithless woman;

both are destroyers of men, though 
Yang-li is merciful. Yang-li does 
the work of death in seven days.”

He read the script several times 
before he finally folded it and placed 
it in his bill-fold. In his fogged 
state of mind, the word Yang-li was 
puzzling. It aroused a vague mem
ory of something he had some time 
read or heard, which, for the life of 
him, he couldn’t recall.

Then, at last, the connection 
flashed through his mind. He 
had come across the term once while 
thumbing a curious old volume of 
fable and fact which he had picked 
up in a Shanghai bookshop. Clearly 
as though he had read the passage 
yesterday, he remembered that Yang- 
li had been described in the book as 
a rare and poisonous variety of 
Chinese poppy, which was said to 
grow only in the Tibet hills.

Leaning back in his chair, he in
dulged in a fit o f silent laughter 
that shook his whole body.

When his merriment passed, his 
face grew sober again.

“ What a clever devil you are, Fong 
Tao,” he said aloud, his voice tinged 
with faint irony. “ A man well worth 
meeting, no doubt.”

CHAPTER III
The Clue in Frawley’s Room

DRUG fumes still lingered in 
Steele's brain when he left 
the desk, where a note ap

praised Hunk Flannigan of t h e  
night’s events His head throbbed, 
and spots of light danced before his 
eyes. Instead of taking a taxi, he 
walked down town, hoping that the 
salty, early morning breeze would 
clear his senses.

He was dressed in a crisp Singa
pore drill suit. His hard jaw was 
blue from his customary morning 
shave. He walked easily, with long 
strides, his hands swinging at his 
sides, and only his bloodshot eyes,
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rimmed with dark circles, betrayed 
his mental stress.

MAKING his way through the 
horde of flower venders, side

walk news dealers and cadging 
beachcombers who perpetually ob
struct the narrow cement walk in 
front of Monte de Piedad, he crossed 
Plaza Santa Cruz and stopped in the 
grateful shade of the old church to 
look for the whereabouts of the 
Shinomoto Hotel.

It proved to be a small, and in
conspicuously located establishment, 
occupying the floor above a native 
sweetshop and panciteria on the op
posite side of the plaza. A small 
sign at the entrance of the stairway 
leading up from the street gave no
tice that R. Takawa was the pro
prietor.

Steele noticed that it was a typi
cal native-style Jap hotel, of the 
kind that draws its chief revenue 
from sukiaki dinners for tourists 
rather than from regular guests. A 
quiet place, outwardly respectable, at 
least; the kind of place, in short, 
that a man like Frawley would nat
urally choose to live in.

Steele climbed the stairs and 
pushed through a pair of swinging 
doors into a cubbyhole of a lobby. 
A Jap servant was straightening up 
from the business of scrubbing as he 
made his entrance.

“ Show me Mr. Frawley’s room," 
Steele said briskly.

“ Sorry, is not up yet,” the Jap 
hissed. “ Door locked.”

“ I said show me his room,” Steele 
reiterated, showing the servant a 
peso bill. "Come this way, pleeze.” 

The Jap padded down a matting 
covered hallway, paused at a door 
at the extreme end, and knocked. 
There was no response. He knocked 
again, and shook his head when there 
was no reply.

“ Is not up, sir. You will come 
again, pleeze?”

Steele turned the door-knob; the 
door was locked. Although there 
had been no response to the boy’s 
knocking, Steele had thought he 
heard a rustling sound within the 
room.

IT came again, unmistakably this 
time, as he tried the door-knob. 

Steele’s ears had heard similar 
sounds many times before—the meas
ured, almost noiseless movement of 
a man treading on tiptoe.

“ Get the keys,” Steele whispered 
softly.

The Jap hesitated.
"Sigue!”  The cold, hard glint in 

Steele’s eyes brought obedience.
“ Pleeze yes, am going to do so 

this minute.” As the Jap scuttled 
back toward the lobby, Steele put 
his ear to the panel and listened. 
He could still hear the movements 
on the other side. He was certain 
they were being made by someone 
moving very stealthily toward the 
other side of the room.

Frawley ?
Steele was certain it was not 

F rawley.
The grating sound of a sliding 

window panel galvanized him into 
action. He threw his weight against 
the door, but the panel was too 
strong to be broken down. There was 
no choice but to wait for the Jap, 
who was taking his time about re
turning.

At last the boy came down the 
hall, jangling a huge ring of keys. 
Selecting one of the keys, he stabbed 
it into the lock, opened the door, 
then let out a squeak of terror. 
Steele, looking over his shoulder, 
saw Frawley’s body lying on the 
bed.

His glassy eyes and sagging jaw 
left no doubt that he was dead. 
Steele gave the Jap a shove into the 
room.

“ Get inside. Lock the door.” 
Steele bounded across the room to
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the open window. He looked out 
upon an expanse of iron bodega 
roofs, shimmering in the heat.

THE window of Frawley’s room 
was separated from the neighbor

ing bodega by a space less than a 
yard wide, easy enough for a man of 
ordinary stature to step safely 
across. That a man had crossed it 
within the preceding two minutes, 
Steele knew without a doubt, al
though now no one was in sight.

Turning away from the window, 
he flashed a look at the Jap, who 
seemed to be considering the advisa
bility of bolting. Next he glanced 
about the room, and then he stepped 
to the bedside.

With a slight grimace of distaste, 
he looked down at the body. Fraw- 
ley had died with the same expres
sion of haunting fear that he had 
worn the day before. A half empty 
whisky bottle stood on the window 
ledge beside the bed.

The body showed no signs of hav
ing been disturbed. Steele guessed 
that he had been dead since mid
night, or shortly before. On the 
point of turning away, he noticed a 
slip of paper protruding from be
neath the pillow. He picked it up 
and saw that it was addressed to 
himself. It had been written in a 
shaky, almost illegible hand.
S t e e l e :

M y  b a n k  b o o k  is  in m y  p o c k e t .  H a v e  the  
m o n e y  u s e d  t o  b u r y  m e .  I f  a n y t h i n g  is  l e f t ,  
g i v e  it  t o  t h e  B i l i b i d  P r i s o n  f u n d .  K e e p  
t h e  t h i n g  I  g a v e  y o u ,  a n d  watch out! 
T h i n k  I ’ m  g o i n g — h e a r t  i s — s t o p p i n g —

Steele merely glanced at what 
Frawley had written. What cap
tured, and held, his attention was 
three Chinese characters printed in 
the margin of the note with a pencil 
—the same pencil Frawley had used, 
probably. Undoubtedly meant for his 
own eyes, the three characters car
ried a sinister warning:

" Consider this one’s fate."

Steele’s eyes narrowed as he 
studied the message.

“ You were taking quite a chance, 
Fong Tao,” he muttered, “ if you 
came here just to leave that message. 
Silly thing to do, and not in keep
ing with your reputation for cun
ning.

“No, you came for some other 
purpose, and the message was an 
afterthought.

“ Now, I wonder what your real 
object was.”

Nothing in the room had appar
ently been disturbed. A table be
side the bed was littered with odds 
and ends—Frawley’s automatic pis
tol, a broken package of cigarettes 
and a box of safety matches. A small 
black leather case embossed with 
dragons, of a size to fit easily into 
a man’s pocket, somehow, it seemed 
out of place among the rest of the 
litter on the table.

STEELE picked it up and opened 
it, and his eyes grew hard and 

narrow.
The case contained a surgeon’s 

hypodermic needle.
Steele gave a long, low whistle as 

he examined the thing. Then he 
snapped the case shut and dropped 
it into his pocket.

He looked again at the dead man. 
If Frawley had died at midnight or 
before, as the appearance of the body 
indicated, it meant that his life had 
ended almost exactly at the time he 
had expected the Seven Days’ Death 
to strike. But why the visit of an 
intruder more than eight hours 
later?

Why the needle?
“ ‘Yang-li is like a faithless wo

man; both are destroyers of men, 
though Yang-li is merciful,’ ”  Steele 
quoted thoughtfully. ‘“ Yang-li does 
the work of death in Seven Days.’

“A pity such a perfect plot should 
be bungled, Fong Tao,” he mur
mured, with a glint of grim humor
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in his eyes. "A  deuced pity. But 
you made your first mistake when 
you left that note in my room, and 
another when you added your post
script to Frawley’s letter, becoming 
so interested in doing it that you 
forgot your quaint little card case. 
Something tells me that you're about 
due to learn an elementary lesson in 
criminology: that it doesn't pay to 
write warning letters!”

His inspection of the room com
pleted, he swung on his heel and 
spoke to the Jap.

‘ ‘Get out!” The Jap was hasty in 
his obedience. "Lock the door be
hind us,” Steele instructed.

He followed the porter to the 
lobby and paused at the desk to 
scribble a note. Folding the paper, 
he gave it to the boy with a twenty- 
peso note.

“ There is a policeman in Plaza 
Goiti,” he said tersely. “ Take this 
paper to him. Tell him it was given 
to you by a fat Spaniard—sabe?”

“ Pleeze, yes, sir,” the Jap hissed, 
stuffing his cumshaw into his 
trousers.

Steele walked downstairs and 
stepped into an alley which led 
into Calle Raon. From there it was 
only a block or so to the swarming 
crowds on Avenida Rizal.

CHAPTER IV
A Difficult Case for Dr. Tsai Po

HE office of Dr. Tsai Po oc
cupied a front room above 
the display rooms of the 

Canton Tea and Spice Company, 
Ltd., on Calle Rosario. Steele 
climbed the stairs with his right 
hand in his jacket pocket, his fingers 
curled about the butt of his gun.

He ascended with the intention of 
treating Dr. Tsai Po to a surprise. 
But instead of that, Steele himself 
was surprised in a totally unex
pected manner.

He was reaching out with his left

hand to try the door-knob when he 
heard a rush of slippered feet on 
the other side. The next instant the 
door was flung open in his face, and 
he was face to face with the pretti
est Chinese girl he had ever seen.

Dressed in scarlet silk jacket and 
trousers, her varnished black hair 
gleaming, her flower-like features 
enameled with cosmetics, she would 
have been a picture of exotic love
liness but for her look of stark fear.

A step behind her, claw-like hand 
outstretched to seize her shoulder, 
was a pock-marked apparition whose 
disfigured face was ugly as hers was 
beautiful. More horrible now, be
cause of the light that gleamed in 
the creature's slitted eyes.

Steele’s left arm circled the girl's 
waist and jerked her out of the way. 
A knife came out of the Chinaman’s 
sleeve, but he never had a chance to 
use it. Steele struck him decisively 
above the temple with the barrel of 
his automatic. It was a practiced 
blow, and the recipient of it was 
senseless when he bit the floor.

“ Inside,” Steele snapped. He 
spoke in English, but the girl ap
peared to understand. Horror still 
showing in her eyes, she stepped 
over the unconscious coolie and  
faced Steele, half defiantly.

He closed the door, dragged the 
man's body behind a screen, and left 
him gagged and bound with his rip- 
ped-up jacket. Then he turned to
ward the girl with a tight-lipped 
smile. “ Any others?”

“ No.” Her voice was hardly audi
ble. She was swaying on her feet.

“ Sit down.”

HE glanced about for some stimu
lant to give her, but saw noth

ing that would do. Not daring to 
leave the room, he stepped to a win
dow and slid back the panel. A 
rush of air into the room drove 
away some of the heavy odor of in
cense that pervaded the place, and
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the girl seemed to gather strength.
Steele seized the chance to have 

a look around the apartment. Be
stowing only cursory glances upon 
the costly rugs, delicate porcelains 
and objects of beaten brass that dec
orated the room, he went over the 
walls, feeling behind the silken 
hangings for a hidden door. He 
found none. There was one wide 
door at the far end of the room 
which opened into a dark hallway. 
There were other doors beyond, on 
both sides of the hall, but he had 
no time to investigate them. He 
wanted to question the girl. He 
took a chair himself, facing the en
trance door. "W ho are you?” he 
asked without preamble.

“ Peach Bloom, the daughter of 
Sun Chong,” the girl answered. 
“ Fong Tao thinks my honorable 
parent is very rich. He is holding 
me for”—she frowned—“what is the 
English word?”

“ Ransom?” asked Steele; then as 
the girl nodded, he mused. “That ex
plains why Sun Chong has been so 
anxious to reach Hunk Flannigan.”

“ Flannigan?” Peach Bloom looked 
at Steele eagerly. “You are friend 
of Flannigan?”

“ Yes,” Steele nodded. "But Dr. 
Tsai Po?”

“ Dr. Tsai Po is Fong Toa!” the 
girl whispered the words.

STEELE abruptly motioned her to 
remain silent as he heard someone 

mounting the stairs. He lit a ciga
rette and was idly toying with his 
gun when the door opened, and an 
abnormally tall Chinese in European 
dress stepped into the room.

There was a pronounced stoop to 
his shoulders, giving the impression 
of a conscious droop to minimize the 
effect of his extraordinary height. 
His face was cadaverous, his com
plexion a jaundiced yellow. His stiff, 
black hair was short and bristling, 
and he wore very thick glasses.

At sight of Steele and the girl he 
stopped with a jerk. A dangerous 
light glinted in his eyes, and his 
powerful body hunched as though 
he meant to throw himself upon 
Steele.

“ Use your own judgment, Doctor,” 
Steele said crisply. As he spoke the 
automatic’s safety latch clicked.

Ignoring Steele, the Chinese spat 
a stream of rapid Mandarin at the 
girl. Steele understood it perfectly, 
and took it upon himself to answer.

<lTF you're referring to your pock- 
marked carrion, he is lying be

hind the screen with a cracked skull. 
I assure you that your chances of 
joining him are going to be very 
good unless you observe the utmost 
discretion."

Dr. Tsai Po bowed.
“ Your bravery is exceeded only by 

your recklessness. What do you 
want ?”

“ Sit down and I’ll tell you.”
The doctor bowed again and 

seated himself in a swivel chair be
hind a mahogany desk, the only oc
cidental furniture in the Oriental’s 
room.

“ Keep your hands on top of the 
desk,” Steele advised. "Shall I call 
you Dr. Tsai Po or Fong Tao?”

“ It does not matter; I am known 
by both names. Now, if you’ll tell 
me what you want— ”

“ For one thing, I ’ll inform you, 
in case you don’t know it, that you 
stand an excellent chance of dying 
in the electric chair in Bilibid 
Prison, for the murder of Steve 
Frawley. I think there is no doubt 
that the evidence will convict you, 
though it is a little ironic that you 
didn't actually kill him.”

Dr. Tsai Po's eyes glittered.
“ You have only six days to live.

I am not likely to be convicted 
by your testimony.”

“ Mind standing corrected?” There 
was grim humor in Steele’s ice-blue
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eyes. “ I expect to live a great deal 
longer than six days. I don’t hap
pen to be suffering f r o m  heart 
trouble, as Frawley was.”

Dr. Tsai Po gave a visible start. 
Behind his thick glasses his slant 
eyes gleamed with vicious purpose.

Steele reached into his pocket and 
tossed the black leather case upon 
the desk.

‘ ‘Remember, I said you didn’t actu
ally kill him. You scared him to 
death with your threats of the Seven 
Days’ Death, but you didn’t actually 
think he would die. After the ruby 
passed into my possession, you 
thought the same threat might be 
effective with me.

‘ ‘You took the trouble to dope me 
and leave an enigmatic note of warn
ing which was so cleverly worded 
that it gave the thing away. That 
however, was not your fault; you 
merely played in bad luck by writ
ing something that put my memory 
to work.

<<TT A V IN G  administered a Buitable 
drug to me yourself, y o u  

doubtless returned home last night in 
good humor. It was not until this 
morning that it occurred to you that 
you had failed to play your trump 
card. Reasoning with the best logic, 
you decided that Frawley must die 
according to schedule after all, in 
order to strengthen the fear of death 
in me.

‘ ‘You therefore went to the Shino- 
moto Hotel and entered his room to 
administer a lethal dose of poison. 
Finding him already dead, it oc
curred to you to add a postscript to 
the letter he had written to me. I 
showed up on the other side of the 
door about that time, and in making 
your hasty exit you forgot your kit, 
Am I right?”

“ You are a very clever man.” Dr. 
Tsai Po’s voice was velvet over steel. 
“ And your deductions are almost en
tirely correct. However, it was no

afterthought on my part to arrange 
Frawley’s death for your benefit.

“ He came to me yesterday, as I 
had arranged that he should do, and 
I gave him medicines to stop his 
heart. This morning it occurred to 
me, since he had been drinking 
heavily, that he might have gone to 
sleep without taking the medicine. I 
therefore went to his room to make 
sure.”

“ And that was the serious mistake 
on your part.”

STEELE leaned back in his chair, 
crossed his legs comfortably, and 

lit another cigarette. He was very 
cool, very calm, and very deadly in 
his demeanor; yet Dr. Tsai Po met 
his level gaze with a suggestion of 
a smile.

“ A mistake, yes,” he admitted soft
ly. “ But not one that cannot be 
rectified.”

“ I think differently,” Steele said 
lazily.

“ No matter,” the doctor gestured 
deprecatingly with one long, bony 
hand. “ Permit me to ask a question. 
I am interested to know what was in 
the message I left for you, which 
stirred your memory and resulted 
in your deductions.”

“ 'Yang-li does the work of death 
in Seven Days’ ,” Steele quoted. “ A 
long time ago I had read that the 
distilled sap of Yang-li is a slow 
and deadly poison when mixed with 
opium. In any other form it is 
harmless. Since the poison cannot 
be administered in any other way ex
cept the smoking of opium, I knew 
I was safe so far as the Seven Days’ 
Death was concerned.”

Dr. Tsai Po appeared to consider 
Steele’s words. After a moment he 
bowed his head in a gesture of de
feat and answered them suavely.

“ The ruby meant much to me, and 
defeat is doubly bitter because the 
gem was so nearly within my grasp. 
I doubt if I shall ever obtain it
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now.”  He paused and eyed Steele 
queerly. “ But since you hold the 
threat of prison and death over me, 
you surely cannot be so stupid as 
to think you’re going to leave this 
room alive!”

Too late, Steele realized his dan
ger. He saw Dr. Tsai Po’s body 
stiffen slightly as his knee came up 
beneath the table to press a hidden 
button.

THE doctor laughed mockingly as 
Steele leaped to his feet.

“ I give you credit for courage,” 
he said with the threat of death in 
his voice. “ You are a brave man. A 
clever man. A man of iron. But 
your recklessness approaches stupid
ity—”

He never finished his triumphant 
speech. Steele fired as his enemy 
rose from his chair, his lips set in 
a cold, hard smile. A button jerked 
on the prisoner’s shirt, and a spot of 
red appeared on the white silk. His 
face twisted with pain, Tsai Po 
slapped his left hand over the wound 
and sat down heavily in the swivel 
chair.

The scarlet clad girl screamed 
shrilly as a flood of hatchet men 
came up the stairs. Tsai Po, with 
death rising in his eyes, barked a 
hoarse command. His killers surged 
forward, and Steele met them with 
his gun blazing.

He shot the nearest one through 
the windpipe, and the coolie dropped 
to his knees, making horrible noises. 
A knife in the hands of a shelf
toothed assassin flashed above the 
girl’s shoulders, and Steele’s bullet 
sent the man spinning across the 
room.

He emptied his gun among the 
others, shooting as fast as he could 
pull the trigger.

The room became a shambles. The 
coolies hesitated, but Tsai Po, sit
ting at his desk, urged them on with 
the death rattle in his throat.

His gun empty, Steele attempted 
to shove in a fresh clip of am
munition, but he dropped the clip 
as the nearest coolie drove at him 
with a knife. Side-stepping, he 
kicked the man back among his 
mates. The others, though, were 
upon him before he could get an
other clip out of his pocket.

He saw the girl struggling with 
one of the hatchet men on the other 
side of the room, and tried des
perately to reach her. He fought 
savagely, but with no hope of escape; 
he knew they were too many for 
him.

He wished for Hunk Flannigan, 
and yet was glad the big Irishman 
wasn’t beside him. It would only 
have meant a few more coolies 
dead; in the end they would have 
killed Flannigan, too.

The malignant Tsai Po— or Fong 
Tao, however one preferred to call 
him—was still croaking orders to his 
Yangtze scum even as he sat there 
dying. And Steele knew that so long 
as life remained in Tsai Po, they 
would keep on fighting.

He slugged away with his gun, 
and lashed at hate-filled yellow faces 
with punishing jabs of his left fist. 
Three were down with crushed 
skulls—done for. Another one, crazy 
with pain, was dragging himself to
ward Steele, sheltered by the press 
of those who were crowding in for 
the death blow.

STEELE knew they were going to 
get him in a minute or two. His 

attackers knew it too, and were 
screeching with blood-mad glee.

Suddenly the injured coolie grab
bed Steele’s ankles. He went down, 
and they crowded in like mad 
wolves. He felt a knife bite into 
his side. He rolled over. His fingers 
touched a knife on the floor, and he 
drove the blade to the hilt in a 
naked brown back. He struck again 
and again as sickness flooded over
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him. Somehow he regained his feet, 
reeling toward the struggling girl. 
She was on her knees, and the man 
she was fighting with had grabbed 
her hair. As her head went back and 
the knife jerked upward above her 
throat, Steele drove downward with 
his bloody blade. The point went in 
the coolie’s neck at the base of his 
jaw, and the stroke meant for the 
girl's throat ripped by her scarlet 
jacket.

Steele tried to get her toward the 
door at the far end of the room, 
but the howling mob was upon him 
before he could take three steps, 
hacking and slashing and trying to 
drag him down. He knew that the 
next time he went down, he would 
stay down. They would cut him into 
bits.

His jacket was slashed to ribbons 
and red from a number of gashes on 
his chest and shoulders. He was half 
blinded by blood that dripped from 
a cut above his eye. Still he fought 
grimly, desperately, doing his utmost 
to keep the pack away from the girl.

He was doing his best, but his 
best was not enough. They caught 
his knees and dragged him down 
and he saw a hatchet raised high.

AND then he saw something else 
—the fighting countenance of 

Hunk Flannigan coming through the 
door!

Hunk’s gun spat a streak of red, 
and the hatchet man’s body slumped 
across Steele’s chest, his razor-edged 
weapon splitting the knee of another 
coolie as that one leaped like a 
string-jerked marionette under the 
impact of Flannigan’s second bullet.

Hunk was yelling like a banshee 
as he cut loose into the clawing 
yellow horde, shooting high to 
avoid hitting Steele. The knot of 
struggling bodies melted before the 
stream of lead, and Steele rolled 
free, still clutching his knife.

When his gun was empty, Hunk

flung himself into the fray with 
driving fists. One of the coolies had 
the bad judgment to try to stop him 
with a knife. Hunk knocked the 
blade from his hand, seized him, and 
flung him through a window. The 
m an plunged downward amid a 
shower of broken glass, hit the pave
ment on his back, and lay there 
moaning.

IN a moment more it was over— 
all but dragging out the dead. 

“ How did you get here?” Steele 
turned to Flannigan weakly.

“ Sun Chong met me as I came off 
the ship,” grinned Flannigan. "W e 
went to your hotel, found the note 
you left for me telling me you were 
going to call on Dr. Tsai Po—and 
about th’ gang that jumped you— 
and maybe bein’ poisoned. Sun 
Chong tells me that Dr. Tsai Po is 
Fong Tao, and we don’t waste no 
time gettin’ here.”

“ I’m — glad you didn’t.”  Steele 
staggered and dropped to the floor.

When the police squad from 
Meisic station came charging up the 
stairs with riot guns a few minutes 
later, they found a wild-eyed Irish
man and a scarlet-clad Chinese girl 
bending over Bart Steele. He had 
fainted from loss of blood.

The Irishman was swearing as 
only an Irish sailor can, and the girl 
was weeping hysterically. The coolies 
who were not dead or too badly 
injured to move were dragging them
selves toward the open door at the 
rear of the room. Dr. Tsai Po, alias 
Fong Tao, master poisoner, still sat 
in his swivel ch^ir gazing with 
awful malignancy at his wrecked 
apartment. He was dead.

Off on one side of the room, a 
wizened little Chinaman stood look
ing on. This was Sun Chong. His 
wrinkled parchment face was cracked 
in a wide smile of approval, and he 
was industriously shaking hands with 
himself.
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smaller sailor. “ Bottleneck” Briggs, 
his companion, shrugged his bare, 
sloping, tattooed shoulders.

“ It may be a port to some folks,” 
Bottleneck sighed, “ but it's only an
other dent in the coastline for us.”

“ Who says so?”
“ The skipper. Or was I only 

dreamin’ that he mentioned sumthin’ 
about us remainin’ aboard ship for 
the next thirty days? Without
pay*”

At that moment the cook thrust 
his parboiled face through the galley 
porthole. Twenty gallons of bubbling 
stew was ready for two bushels of 
peeled potatoes.

“ Hey, youse lugs! Do I get ’em 
or don’t I?”

TIP TOVEY calmly stabbed an
other tuber with his paring 

knife.
“ Just keep your skivvy shirt on, 

Mister Funnelface,” he replied calm
ly. “ W e gotta dig the eyes out, 
don’t we? We aim to do this job 
up right.”

“ Yah!”  howled Funnelface, the 
cook. “You do everything up right, 
youse guys do! Includin’ that 
monkey rum liberty back at Cristo
bal.”

"It was a grand liberty,” said Tip 
Tovey, “ even if we was ten hours 
overleave.”

“ Well, get a move on with them 
spuds!”

Bottleneck spoke up.
“ Be patient, Mister Funnelface. 

Me an’ Tip, we’re gonna invent a 
potato-parin’ machine one o’ these 
days.”

"And win a Navy medal,” added 
Tip Tovey.

Funnelface growled something and 
pulled his head back in from the 
galley porthole. The deck was si
lent again, except for the rumbling 
vibration of the turbines and the 
whisper of purple fathoms rushing 
past the lean, gray hull.

Down in the stokehold, the black 
gang of the U. S. S. Norfolk was 
sweating one hundred thousand 
horsepower o u t  of nine roaring 
boilers. The crack new cruiser of 
the Special Service Squadron was 
racing northward at 25 knots. A mile 
or more off her port beam, endless 
leagues of Central America slid 
astern.

The Mosquito Coast, sailormen 
called it—mangrove swamps of ma
larial green, broken now and then 
by a sluggish river that crept down 
from rich banana £ncas and coffee 
plantations.

There was nothing along that low, 
monotonous coast to suggest adven
ture. But beyond the dim, distant 
jungle wall, danger lurked, and sud
den death. War and intrigue eter
nally dwelt there, along with human 
greed and that love of conquest 
which was a heritage of Monte
zuma’s time.

In that land of tiny banana re
publics, political upheavals were so 
frequent that the State Department 
at Washington was hard put to keep 
track of new national boundaries. 
Rand and McNally, to follow the 
shifts of party power and claims of 
corrupt patriots, would have had to 
issue new maps with the frequency 
of evening extras.

It was to one of those fortnightly 
disturbances that the cruiser Nor
folk  was racing.

There was revolution in Puerta 
Bella.

A ND now Tip Tovey was aware 
that the strip of shade wherein 

he sat was visibly > narrowing. The 
sun beat dazzlingly down on the tub 
of spuds. He lifted his eyes and 
squinted shoreward.

The ship was changing course. Its 
long wake was rounding a low head
land, putting towards the mouth of 
a jungle river and the clustered 
rooftops of a town.
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“ Here we are!” he sang out. 
“ Here’s Puerta Bella!”

Bottleneck grunted.
"I f we get a liberty here, it’ll be 

with a Springfield over our shoulder.” 
Tip Tovey grinned.
“ Aw, no. It’ll turn out to be just 

another gold-braid visit,” he started 
to say. “ Just another—”

There came an interruption, a 
sound that seemed eager to support 
Bottleneck’s melancholy prediction. 
It was the rattle of rifle fire ashore. 
A long, scattered volley.

A SECOND of tense silence, then 
another volley sounded. Little 

jets of spray whitened the sea. A 
bullet pinged against the galley 
bulkhead. Tip Tovey and Bottle
neck ducked in unison. Then Tip 
dropped his paring knife with a 
clatter to deck, leaping to his feet. 
Funnelface’s red face appeared again 
at the porthole.

“ Say!” he yowled, "when are 
youse guys—”

Tip Tovey scooped up a large 
potato and poked it into the cook’s 
wide-open mouth.

“ Suck or blow, sweetheart,” he 
yelped. “ And please excuse us now! 
We got a war on our hands!”

Gongs were beating all over the 
ship, from weatherdeck to fantail, 
beating out the harsh summons of 
general quarters. Tip, with Bottle
neck at his heels, propelled himself 
down the companionway that led 
to the berth deck—and the ship’s 
armory.

The ship had magically sprung to 
life. Men scampered across the 
decks towards their various battle 
stations. Porthole covers clanged 
shut. Voice tubes buzzed with 
orders. Signalmen up on the bridge 
clawed for halyards. Up to the peak 
of the mainmast rippled the United 
States battle flag. Puerta Bella was 
due for a headache.

In a trifling matter of seconds, the

Norfolk was converted from a peace
able messenger of trade to a floating 
fortress—ten thousand tons of scowl
ing vengeance, the long snouts of 
her eight-inch main batteries swing
ing on the misguided spiggotys 
ashore who had dared to fire with
out warning on an American man- 
o’-war.

The Norfolk surged on, speed un
abated, towards a row of rickety 
docks. White foam rolled high at 
her knife-like prow, and the puny 
bullets of the shoreside rebels fell 
like harmless hailstones from her 
steel armored hull.

Up on the bridge, Captain Bagby, 
the Norfolk skipper, smiled grimly 
through his binoculars. He spoke to 
his navigation officer at his side.

“Tryin’ to coax us into blowin* 
up the town for ’em,” he said. “ Just 
an old Spanish custom, Mister Hen- 
nison. So they can loot and raise 
hell. But I’m going to give that 
rebel chief Spirado a surprise, 
Mister Hennison.”

“ What is your plan of action, sir?” 
inquired Hennison.

"I'm going to launch a landing 
force.”

rTIHE voice tubes buzzed some more, 
■*- and a minute later Tip Tovey and 
Bottleneck were filling ammo belts 
with cartridge clips, pulling machine- 
guns out of their cases and as
sembling them, and rationing out 
haversacks and canteens.

“ I told you what kind of a party 
this’d turn out to be,”  panted 
Bottleneck.

“ Who cares?” chirped Tip Tovey. 
"W e’re gonna get ashore, ain’t we? 
And I always wanted to see Puerta 
Bella.”

"Why, for Pete’s sake?”
“ Old Grandpop Tovey used to 

make this port.”
“ That clipper ship captain you 

brag about so much?”
“ You’d brag, too, Bottleneck, if
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you ever had a skipper in your 
family."

“ Funny thing how the old fellow 
disappeared. Wasn’t you tellin’ me 
he sailed outa Boston one day and 
never came back? And never was 
heard of again?”

“ That’s what happened. And 
y’know, Bottleneck, that’s why I en
listed in the Navy. I always fig- 
gered to get down here in Banana- 
land some day and solve the mystery.” 

“ Yeah, that’s how we went over
leave at Cristobal, on account o’ you 
explorin’ the waterfront in search 
of your missing grandpop.”

“ Never mind, Bottleneck. I’ll make 
it up to you some day, when I find 
out what happened to him and—”

THE master-at-arms yelled at them 
then, ending further conversa

tion.
“ Hey, shake the lead outa your 

pants, you bozos! Cut that wala- 
wala! Wotta ya think we’re goin’ on 
—a basket picnic?”

The anchor ball hadn't shot up 
yet, but already the accommodation 
ladders were being lowered. Boat 
booms swung out. Motor launches 
were swinging on their davits. And 
in the galley, Funnelface was tear
ing his hair and wondering how in 
seventeen hells, with this sudden 
call for boat rations, he was going 
to get rid of his twenty gallons of 
bull-neck stew.

The Norfolk was nearing the 
wharves now. The sniping from 
shore stopped. From deck, the 
waiting members of the landing 
force could see an occasional ragged 
rebel, flitting across a narrow Puerta 
Bella street.

On a hilltop back of the town 
stood the palacio of the deposed 
president—a venal dictator named 
Gonzalez, who in his short term of 
office had looted the treasury and 
aroused the angered populace to an 
outbreak.

Tip Tovey and Bottleneck stood 
in the crowded ranks by the star
board companionway. Their division 
officer, a mustang lieutenant, paced 
back and forth, uttering final orders 
before taking to the boats. The Nor- 
folk’s screws were churning in re
verse. The rumble of anchor chain 
sounded in the hawse-pipes at the 
squeal of a bosun mate’s whistle on 
the forecastle deck.

“ While the main body marches up 
the main drag, towards the palace,” 
barked the lieutenant, “you men will 
deploy through the back streets, cov
ering their advance. Keep an eye 
peeled for snipers on balconies and 
roofs. Search every house and shop 
and disarm the insurrectos. Clean 
up. every joint in the town, see?”

The boat falls creaked outboard 
now and launches were lowered and 
brought quickly alongside the ac
commodation ladder. In orderly 
precision, leggined gobs filed down 
the ladder. Among the first to 
descend were Tip Tovey and Bot
tleneck Briggs.

Motor Launch No. 1 was quickly 
filled and shoved off. It headed to
wards the docks, some two hundred 
yards from the ship. It came along
side and made fast. The scent of 
rebel gunsmoke still hung in the 
streets as the landing force charged 
on the double-quick up Calle del Sol 
towards the palace.

THE skirmish line scattered and 
Tip Tovey and Bottleneck 

barged into an alley-like thorough
fare that twisted off between crowd
ed rows of two-story buildings whose 
projecting balconies (nearly met over
head.

Together they marched, Spring- 
fields at ready, cautiously scanning 
every areaway as they advanced. 
Doors were bolted shut and windows 
fronting the street stoutly shuttered 
and barred. The district seemed de
serted until, when they had gone
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about two blocks, Tip Tovey saw a 
rifle barrel poked out from a bal
cony railing.

He shouted a warning to Bottle
neck. The big sailor ducked into 
a doorway barely in time. The rifle 
cracked.

Plaster whizzed from the adobe 
wall, level with his head.

Tip Tovey raised his Springfield 
and sent a quick shot in the direc
tion of the exposed rifle barrel. 
Splinters showered from the balcony 
railing. The rifle was jerked hur
riedly from view.

The two gobs ran towards the 
building from whence the treacher
ous shot had come. The street level 
floor, they found, was a shop. The 
entrance, like all the others along 
the crooked way, was bolted from 
the inside.

Bottleneck lunged against it. At 
the impact of his shoulder, the door 
creaked but did not yield. Tip 
thrust him aside, reversed his hold 
on the Springfield, and using the 
butt as a battering ram he splintered 
the lock in three high-powered smash
ing swings.

The door swung open and they 
rushed inside.

THE interior of the shop, with 
window shutters closed, was 

dark except for the shaft of light 
that entered at their backs. They 
paused for a second, until their eyes 
became accustomed to the change 
from the searing sunlight outside.

A steep stairway led from the tiny 
shop to the floor above. Bottleneck 
rushed the steps. His feet clattered 
to the top. Then Tip heard a yell, 
and a bang as a trapdoor at the head 
of the stairs banged down, separat
ing him from his companion.

“ C’mon, you banana-bellied gooks!” 
yelled Bottleneck.

There was the muffled sound of a 
blow, a groaned curse, and much 
Bcuffling.

Tip dived for the blocked stairs, 
shoulders hunched to lift against the 
trapdoor. Just as his foot touched 
the steps, a voice rasped from a dim 
corner of the shop. Tip halted and 
turned. A coffee-colored gentleman 
in khaki uniform had sprung erect 
with the suddenness of a jack-in- 
the-box from behind a counter.

He gripped a heavy automatic 
pistol. The muzzle was leveled at 
Tip’s heart.

“ Wan meenit, my frien’ l”
T h e  coffee - colored gentleman 

smiled, his teeth gleaming against 
his dark face. There was a riot up
stairs now, and the babble of 6hrill 
voices and the stamping of many 
feet. Bottleneck bellowed a salty, 
oath-tanged challenge. There was a 
shrill cry. The balcony railing 
crashed, and Tip heard the ugly 
thud of a body falling to the street. 
The thud was followed by a moan. 

“Madre de Dios! H elp!’’
The smile vanished from the face 

of the coffee-colored gentleman.
His pistol wavered as he shot an 

anxious glance towards his fallen 
companero outside. In that instant, 
Tip swung the heavy barrel of the 
Springfield upwards. It struck the 
coffee-colored gentleman on the 
wrist. The automatic clattered across 
the shop.

THE Springfield jabbed the yelp
ing rebel on his skinny chest. 

His arms went over his head, one 
hand gripping his injured wrist. 
With his back to the wall, he whim
pered as Tip recovered the pistol 
and tucked it inside his web belt.

With a final thump of a falling 
body and a crash, the tumult up
stairs died down. Running feet 
sounded on the balconies farther up 
the street, then diminished into 
silence.

“ Bottleneck!” Tip shouted.
No answer. He called a g a i n .  

Something wet and warm spattered
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on his hand—the hand that gripped 
the stock of the Springfield. Tip 
stared at it, gasping. "B lood!”

He looked up. A slow, crimson 
trickle was dripping from the un- 
ceilinged rafters, from the ceiling 
overhead!

W ITH a sudden frenzy, he drove 
the coffee-colored gentleman 

from behind the counter and up the 
stairs. He prodded him in the seat 
of his khaki uniform until the rebel 
lifted the trapdoor. The two of 
them burst above the level of the 
upstairs floor.

Bottleneck lay prone, his long 
body half across a chest that had 
smashed with the impact of his fall. 
Blood was streaming from a gash 
above his left eye. The place, a 
scantly-furnished sleeping room, was 
a shambles. In a corner lay a limp, 
whiskered Puerta Bellan, blissfully 
unconscious. The shuttered door 
leading to the balcony looked like a 
locomotive had been driven through 
it. "Bottleneck!” Tip cried again, 
dropping to his knees at the side of 
his fallen shipmate. He gripped a 
shoulder and shook it.

“ Wake up, you big bum— !”  For 
all the words, there was a break in 
Tip’s voice. It was more than the 
heat that beaded his anxious brow. 
They had served together in many 
strange places. They had worked 
and slept and eaten and played to
gether. They knew each other’s 
tastes in food and drink and places 
to go and girls to go with.

Tip was vastly relieved when 
Bottleneck’s eyelids fluttered and his 
lips moved. He was only knocked 
out, after all.

“Two gooks got away,” he mum
bled. One great paw explored the 
floor, clutching onto the Springfield 
at his side.

“ Easy, shipmate, easy!” Tip’s 
voice was in his ear. Tip broke out 
his emergency surgical kit and be

gan dabbing the blood from the gash 
in Bottleneck’s head.

The coffee-colored g e n t l e ma n ,  
backed in a corner, hugged his hurt 
forearm and looked on, scowling 
darkly.

As he drew the edges of Bottle
neck’s wound together with adhesive 
tape, Tip’s eyes, accustomed now to 
the dim light, took notice of the 
shattered chest under his shipmate’s 
head. Puzzled wonder leaped into 
them. Where had he seen that 
quaintly-designed box before? It 
was wrought of thin panels of many 
kinds of fine wood. It was about 
three feet long, brass-hinged, and on 
its shattered top was a brass plate 
initialed, “ A. B. T .”

He then spoke to his scowling 
prisoner.

"Who this box b’long, hombre,
huh ?”

“ No sabe," grunted the other.
Tip examined it again. A nearly- 

vanished memory clamored in his 
brain. All at once, then, a recollec
tion of his childhood rushed into 
his mind.

IT was back in Boston. He was 
aboard his grandfather's ship. 

The old salt was whittling, making a 
miniature sea-chest.

“ ’Tis made o’ bits o’ wood, each 
from the many ports I’ve seen,” Cap
tain Tovey had said. “ Some day, 
m’lad, ’twill be your own.”

And now, on the tarnished name
plate, those initials stood out plain, 
mutely beckoning to him. “ A. B. T .” 
Abner B. Tovey!

Bottleneck, struggling to a sitting 
position, wonderingly watched Tip 
exploring the jammed drawers.

“ Easy, feller! Y ’know the law on 
looting— !” he started to say.

“ Looting, my eye! This gadget 
belongs to me! It’s mine!”

The drawers yielded nothing. 
But in pushing one of them back 
into the chest, a thin panel of ma
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hogany came loose and dropped to 
the floor. Tip, convinced that his 
efforts were futile, gave a sudden 
exclamation as he saw a sheet of 
yellowed paper, loosely glued to the 
inside of the panel. His eager fin
gers pried the single sheet loose.

One side was covered with faded 
writing!

HE started to read it, but as he 
did so the sound of rapid firing 

came to his ears. From the direc
tion of the palace floated the din 
of brisk fighting.

Bottleneck was on his feet. 
“ C’mon, feller! Herd that bozo of 

yours along to the marine guard! 
Hear them guns? We're needed up 
yonder!”

Tip Tovey crammed the stained 
and faded bit of writing into a 
pocket of his belt and stood up. He 
poked the coffee-colored gentleman 
with his Springfield muzzle, ordering 
him to precede them down the stairs.

The rebel chief, Spirado, had bar
ricaded himself in the palace. The 
Norfolk’s landing party had circled 
it and were advancing up the hill 
towards the impromptu fortress. The 
thick walls of the Puerta Bella ad
ministration building w e r e  proof 
against bullet fire, and the small, 
barred windows made firing parapets 
that gave the besieged rebels a 
strong advantage.

Reaching the main body of the at
tackers, Tip and Bottleneck deliv
ered the coffee-colored gentleman 
into the hands of a marine squad 
that was guarding a group of bedrag
gled prisoners herded in the shelter 
of a wall at the base of the hill.

‘ ‘This hombre was sniping at us, 
with a bunch of other gooks, from a 
balcony,” Tip reported to his hard- 
boiled division officer.

“ Are we goin’ to charge the pal
ace now, sir?”

“ We are not!” blazed the lieuten
ant. “W e are going to send word up

to Spirado to surrender! I f  he 
doesn’t give in by noon, the ship 
will open fire and make brickbats 
outa that palacio! What I want now 
is a coupla volunteers to crawl up 
there, under a white flag, and take 
a message orderin’ them monkeys to 
give up!”

“ W e’ll go, sir!” Tip chirped up 
eagerly. Bottleneck stepped forward. 
The lieutenant eyed the big gob’s 
bandaged head dubiously.

“ I’m all right,” insisted Bottle
neck. “ It’s just a scratch, sir!”

“ It’s dangerous duty,” the lieuten
ant reminded them. “ Spirado is dan
gerous as a snake. Treacherous, that 
bozo. He may fire on a white flag, 
like as not. I’m tellin’ you, men.” 

Tip a n d  Bottleneck exchanged 
glances.

“ T ’D rather take the chance,” de- 
dared Bottleneck, “ than go back 

to spud-peeling for Funnel-face.” 
“ Me, too,” said Tip.
The lieutenant glanced at h is  

wrist-watch.
“ Eleven-thirty now. Seven bells. 

You better be starting.”
“ The message ready, sir?”
“ Here.”  The lieutenant produced 

a folded note from a pocket. It was 
worded in Spanish:

Spirado: Further resistance is useless. 
Our ship’s guns are trained on your 
position. Immediately lower the Puerta 
Bella flag, else when the shadow o f the 
flagpole falls vertical, the N orfo lk  will 
open fire.

Tip thrust the note into a belt 
pocket. The lieutenant knotted a 
white handkerchief onto the barrel 
of his Springfield.

“ Good luck,” said the lieutenant. 
Tip grinned and saluted.
“ I hope them spiggotys got chow 

ready when we get up there,” said 
Bottleneck. “ I’m hungry enough to 
eat doggone near anything—except 
spuds.”

A winding roadway, paved with
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crushed conch-shell, wound up the 
hill towards the palace. It reflected 
the blinding heat of the midday sun. 
With the white handkerchief flutter
ing from the upheld barrel of his 
gun, Tip started up. Bottleneck 
handed his own rifle over to the 
prisoner guard and followed. From 
their shipmates, entrenched behind 
the wall at the base of the hill, a 
scattered cheer rose.

"I knew I’d like Puerta Bella,” 
grinned Tip Tovey. "Here we are, 
heroes already!”

“ Yeah?”  Bottleneck was skeptical. 
‘ ‘Well don't forget, I’m a bigger hero 
than you are.”

‘ ‘How come?”
“ I ’m six feet high an’ twice as easy 

to shoot at!”

THOSE were nerve-wracking, dan
ger-fraught moments, as t h e y  

climbed steadily, abreast. The rebel 
guns were silent now. A silence had 
fallen on the attacking force below. 
Rounding a turn in the ascending 
roadway that brought them into full 
view of the palace, the pair marched 
upwards, taut with expectancy. Any 
second now, and a rifle report might 
echo from the whitewashed walls 
above. A shot that would drop them, 
writhing, into the hot dust of the 
roadway.

But Spirado held his fire. As they 
approached, Tip saw a small band 
of rebels in the palace courtyard, be
yond the arched entry. Ragged, dark- 
Faced soldiers in faded khaki, bandi- 
leros hanging heavy on their shoul
ders, guns glinting in their hands.

In front of them, leaning against 
a shaded arch, lazily smoking a ciga
rette, vigilant for all his apparent 
nonchalance, stood a man in olive 
green uniform that flashed with the 
gold insignia of rank. Under the 
low brim of a campaign hat he wore 
dark glasses.

“ Senor Spirado, in person,” puffed 
Tip Tovey.

“ I wish he’d take off them colored 
cheaters,” said Bottleneck. “ S’pose 
they’d make him color blind so he 
wouldn’t reckernize our white flag!” 
His footsteps faltered.

“ Look, he’s wavin’ us to come on!” 
They fell into step again, the pair 

of them, and a few more moments of 
climbing brought them face to face 
with the man in the green uniform.

“ Hi, General!” panted Tip, lower
ing his Springfield to parade rest 
and mopping the streaming perspira
tion from his face.

FT1HE rebel leader flipped away his 
cigarette. He was taller than 

most Puerta Bellans, of soldierly 
erectness once he pushed from his 
leaning position against the wall, and 
his uniform was of the finest. Un
like his barefoot soldiers, his feet 
and legs were encased in polished 
cordovan. He was lean, darkly hand
some. Behind his dark lenses, the 
light-colored eyes of a mixed ances
try inspected them with mild amuse
ment.

“ Into the shade, Senores Marinos. 
Your Navy, it is ready to parley, 
no?”

Tip and Bottleneck advanced into 
the court. They sat on the edge of 
a fountain, where a tame white egret 
waded, unfrightened by the recent 
shooting. Tip, eyes fixed on Spi- 
rado’s cynical smile, reached into hia 
belt pocket. His fingers encountered 
crumpled paper which he handed to 
the rebel leader.

“ Better read it and get busy, Gen
eral,” Tip advised. “ Else there’ll be 
an awful shortage of banana pickers 
in Puerta Bella.v

Turning his back to them, Spirado 
opened the note. Pacing slowly in 
the court, he read. He suddenly 
halted and whirled on them.

The slightly contemptuous uncon
cern had vanished from his face. He 
plucked the dark glasses from his 
eyes. They were wide with surprise.
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His lips rattled a Spanish exclama
tion. Then to the waiting soldiers, 
an explosive order:

“ Benito. Tomas! These gringoes, 
seize them, disarm them!”

THE order was in Spanish, and be
fore Tip or Bottleneck could 

comprehend its meaning, the loafing 
rebels had sprung i n t o  action. 
Swarming upon the two gobs, they 
wrested their rifles from them.

“ The lieutenant was right! He’s 
a tricky devil!” yelled Tip. He 
aimed a whizzing right that smacked 
one of the rebels into the fountain 
with a splash that sent the white 
egret flapping in high alarm.

Two of Spirado’s men pinioned 
Bottleneck from behind. He stamped 
backwards. His captors howled as 
his heavy heels crunched down on 
their bare toes. He jerked free. His 
club-like fist sent a second Puerta 
Bellan into the fountain.

The two sailors were fighting des
perately now, back to back. Spirado 
shouted. More soldiers poured from 
inside the palace and swarmed to the 
attack. They took heavy punishment 
from the flailing fists before Tip 
Tovey and Bottleneck were crushed 
to the stone flags by the weight of 
numbers.

The gobs were still fighting as the 
soldiers dragged them to the base of 
a flagpole in back of the fountain. 
Gasping and bleeding from cuts and 
abrasions, they were quickly bound 
with the halyards. Spirado, im
placable fury on his thin face, stood 
before them.

"And now, Senores Marinos, pre
pare to die!”

“ What for, you crazy g o  o k ? ” 
panted Bottleneck.

Clutched in the hand of the rebel 
leader was the note Tip had given 
him. Wordless, Tip stared at it, then 
squirmed in his bonds to plunge a 
hand into his belt pocket. From it 
he took a folded square of paper.

His glance traveled back to the yel
lowed scrap of parchment-like writ
ing in Spirado’s hand.

“ G o o d  g o s h ,  Bottleneck!” he 
gasped. “ I gave him—the wrong 
note!”

“ You—what?”
“ That paper we found in the 

broken chest—he has it !” Then to 
Spirado: “ Listen, General, whatever 
that thing says, it is all a mistake.” 
He offered the surrender demand 
that the lieutenant had given him to 
deliver.

Spirado refused it with a short, 
harsh laugh.

“Another Yankee trick, eh? No, 
it is too late!”

FOUR soldiers took their places 
against a wall and at a gesture 

from Spirado the bolts of their rifles 
clattered in ugly unison.

“ A firing squad!” gasped Bottle
neck.

With brutal, impassive faces, the men 
raised their weapons, leveled at the 
helpless prisoners, awaiting Spirado’s 
order to fire. Tip Tovey’s mind 
sought franctically for some excuse 
for delay. He saw a shadow whip 
across his sprawled body. He looked 
up and saw the flag of Puerta Bella 
whipping in a breeze.

High over it blazed the hot, trop
ical sun! The shadow was falling 
vertical! High noon!

Spirado’s arm raised slowly. Once 
it slashed down, a murderous volley 
would spat from the muzzles of the 
aiming guns. “ No prayers? Bueno! 
May the devil, then, have mercy on 
your souls. Ready, my compan- 
eros . .

“ Don’t shoot! Wait, General! Lis
ten!” Tip Tovey’s plea was inter
rupted by a sharp crack out in the 
harbor—a crack that sent a shell 
shrieking past the upper balconies. 
A final warning.

“ A three-inch deck gun! Next shot 
will be a  h it!” blurted Bottleneck;
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the firing squad hesitated, eyes on 
Spirado.

“A bluff!” sneered the rebel leader. 
‘ ‘Your Navy is a big fat cow! It will 
not dare . . .!”

A GAIN came the tell-tale crack of 
the three-inch gun. And with 

it was the shattering detonation of 
high explosive in some upper part 
of the palace; a prolonged crash 
on the tile roof as a wall collapsed. 
Dust and rock and broken tile rained 
down in the court. The firing squad 
scampered for cover like scared rats.

Spirado hesitated, cursing. As he 
stood t h e r e ,  a heavy fragment 
bounced from the eaves and struck 
him a crunching blow on the head. 
With a sigh he collapsed. His body 
lay, uncannily still, a dark pool 
forming on the stone flags, around 
his shattered skull.

Tip Tovey began struggling with 
the halyards that bound him and 
Bottleneck.

“Now’s our chance!” he cried. “ An
other shot and we’ll be buried alive!” 

“ Migawd! I almost wish I was 
back peeling spuds!” groaned Bottle
neck. But his hands were busy, too. 
Fortunately, the knots that held 
them had been hurriedly tied. Sea- 
trained fingers soon had the halyards 
slackened. A minute of agonized 
effort that seemed like an hour, and 
they staggered to their feet, free.

The mysterious paper had fluttered 
from Spirado’s lifeless grasp. Tip’s 
first act was to capture it. Debris 
was still raining into the court, fill
ing it with dust, and lashing the 
waters of the fountain. But Tip was 
oblivious of this as he paused to 
read the faded writing of the stained 
document. His mouth gaped open 
with amazement as he grasped the 
message it contained.

“ Let’s go from here!” yelled Bot
tleneck. He seized his small com
panion by the blouse collar. "Let’s 
get outa this pile while we’re able!”

But Tip seemed unaware of the 
danger of his position. He had for
gotten that any second would bring 
another missile hurtling into the 
masonry overhead.

“W ait!” he cried. “ W ait!”
“ Say, what you aim to do— commit 

suicide? C’mon outa here, I tell 
y o u ! ” Bottleneck started, fairly 
dragging his protesting shipmate.

“ But Bottleneck, we gotta stop 
those guns!”

“ I should worry about them guns! 
These gooks deserve what they get!”

“ You don’t understand, I tell you!” 
Tip tore free and ran back to the 
halyards at the base of the flagpole. 
He seized the rope and began haul
ing down the Puerta Bella flag.

“ 1TH AT won't stop ’em long!” 
shouted Bottleneck, prancing 

crazily. “ Unless the landing force re
ports Spirado’s surrender, the ship’ll 
start shooting again! And ten to one 
the next shot will come from the six- 
inch guns. They won’t be satisfied 
with peckin’ away with the deck 
pieces I”

The flag fluttered to their feet.
“ But we gotta stop ’em, I tell 

you!” Tip raged. He was no less 
excited than Bottleneck, but he 
paused now to study the Puerta 
Bella national emblem. It was a red- 
and-white background, centered by a 
single blue star. Thoughts were 
racing in his brain. And now an 
ingenious plan came to him. He 
dropped on his knees beside the flag 
and began ripping it in pieces.

“ Have you gone clean nuts?” raved 
Bottleneck.

“ C’mon, get busy!” Tip snapped 
back at him. “ Sail-Hypo-William! 
Y ’get it?”

None other except a gob who at 
one time had been a signalman, as 
Bottleneck had been, would have 
understood the mystic words. But 
“ Sail-Hypo-William” was a signifi
cant phrase to a man-o’-warsman who
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had learned to talk in International 
code with flags and pennants and 
burgees.

Sail-Hypo-William—the S-H-W of 
signal alphabet, was naval parlance 
for “cease present exercises.”

Bottleneck was bewildered. He 
saw no reason for saving the palace. 
His sole notion had been to get else
where, in the shortest possible time. 
But in past crises, he had learned 
that his little shipmate was more 
agile-witted than he. So he joined 
Tip at the task of ripping up the 
Puerta Bella national emblem, and 
re-assembling it into three flags—one 
a white square with a blue center, 
another of white and red, and the 
tri-colored “William.”

It was nerve-wracking work, there 
in the open courtyard, which at any 
second now might become a hell
roaring shambles, a pit into which 
tons of debris from the upper walls 
might fall from the blasting impact 
of a heavy shell.

And it took the ingenuity of sail- 
ormen to fasten the bits of ripped 
cloth into the necessary patterns 
with no fastenings to be had—slit
ting the cloth here and there, draw
ing corners of other cloth through 
it, knotting them.

BUT a “ Sail-Hypo-William,” crude 
but com plete, was present ly 

finished and tied to the halyards. Tip 
hauled on the rope and the signal 
fluttered aloft.

With their leader weltering in his 
own blood, the fleeing rebels had 
cowered in some far part of the pal
ace. But now, emboldened by the 
long lull in the shellfire, they began 
a stealthy return to the court, bent 
on recapturing their American pris
oners. As the three-flag signal shot 
to the peak of the flagpole, a shout 
sounded in a corridor. Then came 
the sound of bare feet pattering on 
the tiles.

Tip and Bottleneck were weapon

less. Even the pistol that Tip had 
taken from the sniper and thrust in 
his belt had been taken from him in 
the struggle beside the fountain.

The corridor was suddenly filled 
with shouting rebels. They poured 
into the court with shouted com
mands in Spanish for the two sail
ors to surrender.

“ Now see what you got us into!” 
wailed Bottleneck, backing away as 
a fiercely-mustached rebel poked him 
in the stomach with his gun. "For 
the love o’ Pete, can’t you haul down 
that bunting?”

BUT Tip seemed undismayed by 
their alarming situation. His 

red head was cocked sidewise, in an 
attitude of listening. One of the 
rebels, attracted by the same sound, 
ran out of the court to the head of 
the roadway that ascended from the 
bottom of the hill. One glance and 
he scuttled back inside with a howl 
of despair.

“Ze Yanks!” he cried. “Ze Yanks, 
zey are here!”

The marching feet of a column of 
men sounded now on the crushed 
shell of the roadway, and with the 
steady tramp-tramp came the hum of 
voices.

Then, louder than the rest, came 
the call of the hard-boiled mustang 
lieutenant.

“ Tovey! Briggs! Are you there?
Are you safe?”

“ All secure!” Tip yelled. The 
bravado had vanished from Spirado’s 
men. Tip faced them with a new 
confidence.

“ Drop them guns, savvy!” he or
dered. The soldiers paused in brief 
uncertainty. Flight was futile now. 
The landing force had reached the 
hilltop.

The vanguard rushed into the 
court, led by the red-faced, sweating 
lieutenant.

“ What happened?” he demanded. 
“I thought you birds were done for,
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that is, until I saw that cra^y bunt
ing. Where’s Spirado?”

Bottleneck pointed to the limp 
form on the stone flags of the court. 

“ Who’s in command?”
"I am, sir,” spoke up Tip Tovey. 
“ What’s that? Have you gone 

bugs, Tovey?”

TIP grinned cheerfully and extend
ed the stained document that had 

caused so many surprising turns in 
his adventure.

“ Would you mind reading this, 
sir?” The lieutenant grabbed the of
fering. As he read it, Bottleneck, his 
curiosity overcoming his sense of 
discipline, craned over the officer’s 
shoulder. Tip watched their faces as 
they read:

Know all men by these presents that 
I, Abner B. Tovey, being of sound 
mind but unsound body, to-w it: about 
to die of yellow fever, do hereby will 
and bequest my earthly all to the last 
o f the Tovey line, one Tippany Tovey, 
to possess and treat as his own when 
he reaches his majority.
Years of trade in the lower Americas 
have rewarded me richly. My property 
is this splendid domain where I am 
now dying: seven leagues to the four 
winds from the government palace of 
Puerta Bella, the same representing in 
its entirety the Republic o f Puerta 
Bella. Thus in my own right I could 
be absolute dictator of this small but 
productive country. But enfeebled by 
fever, I am forced to allow govern
ment to remain in the hands of the 
grafters and tyrants.
Puerta Bella is incapable of self-rule. 
Knowing this, I hereby direct and or
der that my heir shall take over the 
duty of president, administrating the 
affairs of the Republic o f Puerta Bella 
with a firm but merciful hand. Hon
esty and justice will soon be recog
nized by these oppressed people, and 
his rule should result in order and 
prosperity.
And now, on my deathbed, I am stow
ing this, my last will and testament, 
in a chest wrought by my own hands, 
which article is well-known to my 
grandson, if he remembers. It will re
main here awaiting his finding. For 
find it he surely will, if he reveres the

memory of his grandfather, and if he 
is o f the adventurous turn of the 
Toveys who have lived before him. If 
not, he is unfit for the responsibilities 
herein bestowed. News of my death 
will not go forth, and the Republic of 
Puerta Bella will never know the 
benefactions of able rule such as only 
an American can give.

Abner B. Tovey.

TWO hours later, Tip Tovey faced 
Captain Bagby on the bridge of 

the Norfolk. By now, the electrify
ing news of the little gob’s strange 
inheritance had spread, not only 
through the ship, but it had pene
trated the jungle fastnesses ashore. 
The population was pouring back 
into the town of Puerta Bella and 
the streets were taking on the ap
pearance of a fiesta.

Bottleneck Briggs, who had accom
panied Tip back to the ship, stood 
on the wing of the bridge, his wind- 
scoop ears bent in an attitude of 
listening.

“ What’s goin’ on ashore?” Bottle
neck spoke up. “A riot?”

But it was not a riot. Faintly came 
the sound of cheers:

“ Vive la presidente! Vive las 
Americanos!"

"Them spiggotys,” Bottleneck said, 
“ crave to stand in with the new ad
ministration, I guess.”

“ By jumping Jupiterl” vowed the 
Norfolk’s skipper. “That is the most 
remarkable thing I’ve seen in thirty 
years at sea! Yelling for their new 
president! What do you intend to 
do about it, young man?”

"W ith your permission, Captain,” 
Tip said, “ I’d like to take over the 
job.”

“ It’s something a lot of men 
wouldn’t want to tackle.”

“ Just the same, . if the Norfolk 
stands by for a few days, I ’m pretty 
sure I can get things to running 
smooth.”

“ That much is already settled. The 
ship is ordered to remain at Puerta 
Bella until order is restored.”
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“There’s one more favor I’d like 
to ask, Captain.”

A smile crinkled the corners of 
the skipper’s mouth.

“ You want an honorable discharge, 
I suppose?”

“ Yes, and still something else be
sides.”

“ Well, what is it?”
Tip turned to Bottleneck Briggs. 

“ I’d like to borrow this man from 
the Navy. On an indefinite leave of 
absence.”

"What for?” demanded Bottleneck.
“ Well, now that Spirado’s dead, 

the army of Puerta Bella needs a 
new general.”

“ Migosh!” gasped Bottleneck. “ Me, 
a general, feller?”

“ From the way you handled those 
snipers, you ought to get plenty of 
discipline.”

“Yeah, and look how they handled 
me!”

Captain Bagby chuckled.
“How about it, Briggs? But hang 

it all, don’t forget that this country 
is a powder mine for an American!”

Bottleneck rubbed his chin reflec
tively, and sent a glance down on 
deck. Beside the galley bulkhead, a 
heaping tubful of spuds stood wait
ing. A banging of skillets from the 
galley gave indication of Funnel- 
face’s temper.

“Yes, an absolute powder mine!” 
repeated Captain Bagby.

Bottleneck’s lips pressed shut in 
final determination.

"I guess you’re right, Captain,” he 
said. “ Just the same, I think I’ll ac
cept the general job. Y ’see,” he 
added, “ I like powder better than 
potatoes!”
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CHAPTER I 
The Outlaw

A S  the man on the dun colored
/ - A  horse swung out of the nar- 

jL X. row draw the rider quickly 
noted a scramble of fantastic rocks 
and brush into which he turned the 
animal. Once screened by this nat
ural shelter the man slid from the 
saddle, dropped the reins, jerked a 
Winchester from beneath the saddle 
skirt and stalked, half crouching to 
a point where he could watch his 
back trail. The dun colored horse 
began at once to jerk wisps of coarse 
bunch grass that covered the bleak 
land like hair patches on a shedding 
buffalo.

“Reckon we run the legs off’n 
them hombres, Mustard,” mused the 
man with the rifle in a voice that 
carried a soft drawl and a peculiar 
gentleness that halted the horse in 
its munching. “Purty dry stuff, eh. 
Well, one o’ these heah mornin’s you 
an’ me is goin’ to mosey into a real 
feed an’ water. Keep yore shirt on, 
lady hoss.”

The dusty brown horse went back 
to the tough grass and the man edged 
over to a low rock where he seated 
himself, rifle across his knees, and 
proceeded to fashion a smoke from 
the tobacco crumbs in his chaps 
pocket. There was an odd little 
smirky grin on the smoker’ s face.

Legion," “ Gun Law," etc.

“ Guess I ’m uh outlaw, Mustard,” 
he said casually to the horse. “Thutty 
days runnin’ befo’e a posse jes 
natchully brands Hondo Peters with 
the wide loop bunch.”

At this the horse lifted its head 
slowly and pricked up its ears. The 
man, too, his range-hardened face 
grown suddenly half savage, stiff
ened, and the muscles of his jaw 
rippled under the bristle of a dusty 
week-old beard. Whether the sound 
had come through the draw or from 
the vast rolling range at his back, 
made no difference. One thing was 
definite. Hondo Peters and the dun 
horse were not alone in that coun
try. F o r  many minutes Peters 
crouched, eyes shifting from draw to 
the rising ground behind him. Pur
suit, if they still followed him would 
come through the draw. If riders 
were approaching from behind, it 
would look mighty suspicious for 
them to come up on him this way.

HE cursed low in his throat and his 
gray eyes glinted. Both man 

and horse were ragged and jaded and 
Peters was determined now to fight 
it out at the mouth of the draw. Per
haps they were suspicious and stalk
ing him now. The first rider to ap
pear in that brush choked groove in 
the ground would g e t  a bullet 
through his carcass. Peters’ finger 
tightened on the trigger.
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Range Rider

Feters' gun thundered, and Curley fell forward

Then from the distance, far away 
to the southwest, drifting on the hot 
wind, he heard the bawling of cattle. 
It was a weirdly plaintive sound and 
Peters, born to the saddle, shook his 
head.

“ Dogies on the prod,” he said half 
to himself, half to the horse. ‘ ‘Baw
lin’ for water 'r I ’m a sidewinder.”

Across the sprawling foothills the 
sound came clearly to him now and 
Hondo Peters slowly rose to his feet. 
Leaving the horse tethered cowboy 
style with hanging reins he hobbled, 
stiff-legged, hugging the brush to 
where he could search the back trail 
through the draw. There was no 
sign or sound of men or horses. 
Peters drew a deep painful breath 
for he had been riding day and 
night, hounded like a wolf through 
sun, wind and rain. He had beaten 
them.

His teeth bared in a grim smile 
as he realized this and he swung 
awkwardly about to retrace his steps. 
A sheriff-killer, he was branded with 
the mark of the wanted men. But 
evidently the friends of the brute 
who died behind a lawman’s badge 
had no wish to come face to face 
with Peters unless they were twenty 
to one. And Hondo had scattered 
them far and wide over his four- 
county flight.

"Reckon I’ll take a little pasear,” 
decided the lone cowboy.

Hondo Peters mounted his Mus
tard horse and sat quietly for a mo
ment his eyes on the mouth of the 
draw, then with a gentle nudge of 
his knees he put the horse toward 
the rising slope of sparse grass 
studded range. Far away in the dis
tance he could make out the hazy 
line of the Skeleton mountains. Hold
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ing the rifle across his saddle he in
spected the twin Colts that nestled 
in worn greased holsters low on his 
thighs.

The horse, sweat streaked and  
caked with dust, climbed slowly. As 
man and beast reached the crest the 
rider spoke suddenly refraining from 
a jerk on the weary animal’s mouth.

“Hold up there, pardner,” he said, 
“we trompin’ right into somebody’s 
front y a r d .  Cow critters—an’—a 
rider—two o’ them ’r I'm agoin’ blind 
as a county judge.”

SOME distance ahead of him, with 
many folds in the rolling ground 

between, Hondo Peters was looking 
at a group of moving dots near a 
straggling row of trees. Soon he 
was able to see that the riders were 
herding a bunch of cattle along a 
naked ridge running parallel with a 
stream. Peters studied the scene, his 
eyes warry slits in his tanned face. 
The cattle were certainly stubborn. 
Time after time they attempted to 
break back toward the row of trees.

There would be a wild swirl of 
dust and the riders would head them 
reluctantly after the others. Then 
the milling mass turned in a bunch 
and charged back toward the water, 
bellowing with rage.

Hondo Peters was puzzled and 
urged his horse slowly forward.

“ Gosh,” he finally decided, “ them 
two ain’t nothin’ but kids. An’ 
that’s sure funny!” He stared in
tently. “ That’s barbed wire strung 
across that gap. Looks like a spite 
fence.” His eyes narrowed quizzical
ly and he rode slowly forward.

He was quite close to the riders 
before they saw him. At a glance he 
knew they were brothers, not more 
than eleven and twelve maybe. Small 
for their age too. They looked hot 
and tired and were slumped in their 
saddles. The younger boy’s face was 
streaked with angry tears.

Hondo Peters turned his attention

to the cows. Strung along the fence 
they tossed their heads and bawled. 
The calves looked feeble. A thick 
dust cloud filled the air. The ani
mals were demanding water, as they 
milled forlornly up and down the 
wire that barred them from the 
creek and succulent feed along the 
bed of the stream.

The older boy was shouting over 
the bellowing of the cattle. “ Come 
on Bill, snap into it. W e got to 
haze ’em past the ledge or they’ll 
die against that wire.”

The smaller boy did not move. He 
called back, “ Aw Sam, what’s the use. 
W e’ll never get ’em away from here. 
We been tryin’ all mornin’ and they 
always busts back again.”

“Yeh,” shrilled Sam, still unaware 
of the stranger. “ But I tell you it's 
got to be did or when Dad comes 
back they’ll all be dead. Come on. 
Shake a leg! There’s a couple of 
calves down now.” He wheeled his 
horse and found himself suddenly 
face to face with Hondo Peters who 
had ridden up quietly.

"Hyah, kids,” he grinned.

THE two boys reined in their 
horses and stared at this stranger 

with the steady questioning gaze of 
youth. What they saw evidently 
pleased them for their mouths slow
ly widened in friendly grins only to 
sober again immediately.

‘ "Lo, stranger!” they replied as 
one.

“Them cows seem right thirsty, 
why for don’t you pull down that 
fence an’ let ’em get to the water?” 
Peters’ voice was easy,, the tone 
tended to encourage confidence.

Sam, the elder of the brothers— 
for Hondo decided now that they 
were—clenched his fists in sudden 
rage.

He spoke in a choked voice:
“ You take another look, an’ you’ll 

see why.”
Hondo Peters turned in his saddle.
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Inside the wire, the space between 
the fence and the water was littered 
with the carcasses of cows. Dead 
cows! As he looked his eyes smol
dered with anger. He turned back 
to Sam.

The kid was staring fascinatedly at 
the two big guns in Hondo Peters’ 
holsters.

“ 'Pears like you got trouble,” the 
man said. “ Supposin’ you tell me 
about the spread.”

Their eyes were blazing, their 
slight bodies taut with rage. Be
tween them they told the story.

“ Our cows always drift d o w n  
here,” said Bill. "Dad’s gone to the 
sheriff, and we can’t get the cows 
away from the wire. Yesterday we 
took part of the fence down and let 
’em through. They—they shot ’em!” 
Angry tears started, to be brushed 
away with grimy fists.

PETERS answered calmly, though 
his eyes were filled with fire: 

“ Wait a minute. Take it easy like. 
W ho’s this—they?”

“The Barleys,” cried Bill. “There's 
three of ’em. Tex is the worst, he’s 
the oldest. He’s got two brothers, 
Ed and Curley. Yesterday Tex stood 
over us with a whip and made us 
dig post holes to put the fence back 
up.

"Dad bought the Lazy Y last win
ter off Barley,” explained Sam an
grily. “ There was plenty of feed 
until the summer drought came. We 
was figurin’ to use the hills t’other 
side o’ Clear Creek for summer range 
but the damn skunks put up that 
wire an’ shut us out.”

“ You mean full growed men made 
you kids dig post holes?” demanded 
Hondo Peters, his ire rising stead
ily.

Peters had almost forgotten his 
own plight, the month-long trail he 
had cut over range and mountain. 
Now, strangey, the thought flashed 
again into his brain. He was stick

ing his horn into another man’s busi
ness. His eyes glittered as he looked 
from the two youths to their wretch
ed cattle, the damnable spite fence. 
Then he glanced down at the mud 
flecked withers of his little dun 
horse. That last night in Buckleville 
had heard his bullet echoed vow— 
Never again!

No more would he take up the 
battle for the oppressed.

The picture of the smoke filled bar
room of the Branding Iron Saloon 
flared up in his steady gaze. The 
withered, broken nester with skinny 
clawing fingers reaching for the 
weapon he never drew—and the law
man, b r a z e n ,  bully—“ Big Barn” 
Crowder, crooked as a trail through 
pear thicket, surrounded by his range 
grabbing friends. That was none of 
Hondo Peters’ business but he had 
made it so.

“ Crowder!” It was Peters’ voice 
ringing through the reek and smoke 
of the Branding Iron. Hondo could 
hear himself again as he had many 
of the dark nights when he rode the 
owl-hoot trail with the blood lusters 
at his heels. “Yore a dirty thievin’ 
dog, Barn Crowder. A murderin’ 
skunk to shoot a man as ain’t got a 
chance agin yuh. Draw that gun o’ 
yourn a g a i n—not a move y o u  
gents—”

THE booming blast of Hondo Pet
ers’ Colts cut the crooked lawman 

down with his pistol in his fist, and 
the single dusty street of Buckle
ville echoed to the swift running 
feet of many horses. Mile after mile 
the little dun mare had carried 
Peters in the race with death.

“ Mebbe,” Hondo mused now as he 
glanced up at the boys, “mebbe the 
hombre that built this fence is right 
—legal—an’ these young rannies’ll 
rassle me into a tangle with the 
law.” Then to the boys he said, 
louder, “ Ain’t yuh got no other water 
on yore range?”
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“ Sure,”  they answered together. 
“ The Black Hole’s all right enough 
in winter but in summer she ain’t 
much ’count. An’ she sure stinks.” 

“ An’ there ain’t no other way 
’cross the crick?”

“ Nope. The crick come out o’ Red 
Canon right close to our ranch. A 
man and a hoss can get ’cross all 
right but there’s quick sands on both 
sides of the ford an’ ’long the banks, 
so we can’t use her for critters.

“ Then," added Sam, “ the crick 
runs along back of that ridge to 
where them skunks strung the wire, 
and some bit further she plumb dis
appears under ground.”

Peters nodded thoughtfully. It was 
clear that the Barleys had the Lazy 
Y stopped. His mouth was a hard 
line as he looked at the freckled 
faces. But the boys evidently thought 
they had wasted enough time. They 
wheeled round toward the cows.

"W ait!”  he called, "mebbe I give 
you a hand.”

Fifteen minutes later they had the 
cows headed away from the fence 
and drifting east along the ridge.

THE Lazy Y Ranch buildings 
stood on the border of a long 

string of pools formed by the seep
age from the creek that flowed out 
of the canyon some half mile to the 
north. But the pools now were most
ly dry, their beds unsightly stretches 
of cracked mud. As the three un
saddled by the corral, Bill called 
shrilly in the direction of the ranch 
house:

“Hey, ma! Put on another plate. 
We got company for dinner.”

A slender woman in her late thir
ties appeared in the doorway. Hondo 
Peters could see even at that dis
tance that her face was drawn and 
haggard and her shoulders drooped. 
She looked crushed and very tired.

For a moment she stared out into 
the sunshine straight at the stranger, 
then her expression lightened. Re

lief came into it. It was clearly to 
be seen that she had been expecting 
someone else, someone whom she per
haps dreaded.

Peters grinned and swept off his 
battered Stetson. "Howd’y ma’m. 
these kids of yours is responsible for 
me bein’ here.”

“ I—I was afraid it was—Tex Bar
ley,” she faltered. "Dinner’s on the 
table. Come in an’ set, stranger.” 

Letting the boys lead the way 
Hondo followed into the rambling 
-old house.

AS he pulled out a chair and sat 
down at the kitchen table, he 

asked: “ So you was expectin’ Tex 
Barley! For why, ma’m?”

“ He sent word he wanted to talk 
to Tom, my husband,” the woman 
explained. “You know Tex?” Anx
iety was dominant in her voice.

“ Nope. No ma’m. That is, not 
personal. Yore kids been talkin’ to 
me ’bout him. What’s he got to say 
to your man?”

“He said he’d heard Tom had been 
threatenin’ him. Oh—I’m so— ” her 
voice faltered, “so frightened.” She 
dabbed at her eyes with the cor
ner of her apron. “Tom’s gone into 
town to see the sheriff, but if he 
won’t help us I ’m scared of what 
Tom might d o !”

“You know, stranger,” Sam broke 
in, “ Dad goes down and asks Tex 
Barley how come he strung that wire 
and Tex he jus’ laughs.”

Bill added loudly through a mouth
ful of beans.

“ Shucks, it’s just ’cause Dad’s sick 
an’ all. You wait ’til he gets strong 
again. He’ll sure make Skunks hard 
to find.”

Hondo’s face clouded and he stared 
moodily at a juicy lump of salt pork 
on his plate. He understood this 
woman’s fear. Her husband was per
haps not only ill; he was not a fight
ing man. But if he were badgered 
beyond endurance and the sheriff re-
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fused to help him, the day might 
come when he would seek justice 
with the business end of a Colt.

“ Can’t you make a dicker with this 
Tex Barley, Ma’m?”

The woman shook her head. “ There 
ain’t no use, mister. There’s only 
one thing we can do. Tom bought 
this place from Barley, and maybe he 
will buy it back. W e’d have to let 
it go dirt cheap o’ course.’’

“That seems like to me,” agreed 
Hondo Peters, "as the best thing yuh 
can do, ma’m. Straight open an' shut 
business deal. Yore husband, he ain’t 
no fightin’ man, I take it.”

A DEEP frown creased the tired 
woman’s face as she looked out 

the window at her side. She appeared 
not to notice the stranger’s rise from 
the table, nor his mumbled words of 
thanks or sympathy as he picked up 
his hat and then made for the open 
door.

“ A queer cuss,” said the older boy 
as the mother and sons watched their 
strange visitor secure his horse from 
the corral, saddle it and swing lazily 
up. “ An’ I thought from them guns 
o’ his’n he wuz a hell roarin’ ranny. 
We skeered him out with talkin’ 
'bout Tex Barley, heh, mom?”

“You ain’t got no right talkin’ 
thataway, Bill,” censured the woman 
wearily. “ Folks don’t have to go 
mixin’ up in other folks’ troubles—■ 
an’ two guns on a man’s thighs don’t 
make a gunfighter. Traipse out there 
an’ looksee if that cloud o' dust yon
der’s yore dad cornin’.”

Young Bill shrugged and walked 
across the barren dooryard of the 
Lazy Y ranch. The puff of dust miles 
away appeared in the opposite direc
tion from that where the stranger 
had ridden out of sight beyond a 
swell. Bill stared steadily into the 
distance. If it was his dad that yel
low cloud would swing off at Dead 
Man’s Draw. If it was one of the 
Barley bunch—

CHAPTER II 
$5,000 Reward

HONDO PETERS rode silent
ly on the rolling range. 
Five miles from the Lazy 

Y he rounded a bald knob to dis
cover on the trail he was following 
a grove of cottonwoods in which 
nestled a cluster of small shacks. 
Riding, slouched in the saddle, he 
entered what appeared to be a clear
ing on a creek bank. At the door 
of a flat roofed building marked 
Tomkins’ Store, Hondo Peters, drew 
rein. Sid Tomkins, the proprietor 
of the combination store and bar, 
was short and fat with a round, good 
natured face and friendly humorous 
eyes. He stood, leaning in the door
way and as Peters stepped down he 
looked the stranger over carefully.

“This town,” greeted Hondo, "is 
sure mighty big an’ is plumb crowded 
with humanity.”

"Yeh, we’re sure some metropolis,” 
Tomkins admitted judiciously, smil
ing. When Peters had tied his horse 
to the hitch rack, he ambled into the 
store, to face the owner who had 
edged behind the counter.

“You got any o’ them ginger crack
ers?” Peters demanded.

Tomkins chuckled as his caller’s 
hungry eyes watched him weigh
ing out the crackers. Suddenly as if 
it were impossible for him to wait, 
Hondo reached out and seized a 
handful. The storekeeper chuckled.

“ Gosh, I ’m p l u m b  starved fer 
something sweet,” the stranger ex
plained. “ I ’ve always been loco about 
ginger snaps.”

Tomkins stared at the stranger 
curiously. He noted the lean face 
with the gray eyes. There was some
thing sinister behind those smiling 
features. Yet he could not place it.

“ You come across the creek?”  he 
inquired lazily.

“Yeh.”
“ Tome Simms got back yet?” he



130 THRILLING ADVENTURES

asked, his voice soft, vibrant with 
hidden feeling.

“ You mean the hombre that owns 
that Lazy Y—Got two boys?”

The proprietor nodded, his eyes 
probing his customer’s face.

“ No, he ain’t—yet,” a n s w e r e d  
Hondo Peters. “His woman’s plumb 
scared of what he’ll do when he gets 
back. Say, them kids is sure real 
boys. Reckon they got a bum deal. 
Too bad." Hondo gave himself over 
to the rare pleasure of eating ginger 
snaps.

The smile faded from Tomkins’ 
face and he looked anxiously over 
his shoulder toward a dark corner 
in the rear of the store. Peters fol
lowed his glance and for the first 
time noticed that there was a man in 
a chair tilted back against the wall.

A second look showed him that 
the man was asleep. The face was 
thin and pointed, the forehead nar
row, receding sharply. Something 
about the sleeper made Hondo think 
of a blind rattler.,

Peters glanced again at Tomkins 
and decided that the fat store keeper 
was afraid of his thin guest.

“ Huh,” snorted Peters, contented
ly. “A pretty lookin’ cuss. Bet he's 
got fangs for teeth, eh pardner?”

AFOOT away across the counter, 
Tomkins signalled at Hondo 

with mouth and eyes, silently. Then, 
very low, he whispered: “ Keep your 
mouth shut, stranger!”

Peters grinned but was aware at 
once that the fat proprietor was un
doubtedly host to some tough hom
bre of whom he was in mortal fear. 
He began to order. Bacon, flour, 
canned goods. He sat on the counter 
nibbling at a sugar lump while Tom
kins took the stuff down from the 
shelves.

“ Mrs. Simms told me,”  Peters 
added, “she was goin’ to try an’ per
suade her husband to sell back that 
ranch to the Tex Barley gent. You

know anything at all ’bout it?”
“Well, they won’t get nothin’ for 

it,” whispered Tomkins, glancing 
cautiously over his shoulder at the 
sleeper. “ The others didn’t.”

“ What you mean—th e  others?” 
Hondo Peters’ interest was evidently 
aroused.

“ Same trick been played on five 
families. Simms ain’t the o n l y  
sucker.”

“ You mean these skunks make a 
business of sellin’ that ranch to 
greenhorns, then wirin’ off the water, 
an’ buyin’ the place back for next to 
nothin’ ?” Peter almost s n a r l e d .  
“ Don’t none of ’em over go on the 
prod?”

“ Yeh, one, a big Swede. They 
planted him.”

Munching his crackers Peters re
mained silent for several minutes, 
then:

“ Gosh, I ain’t had nothing that 
tasted so good for a month.”

The storekeeper’s attitude had got
ten under his skin. Hondo smelled 
a crooked deal. He glanced from 
the fat Tomkins to the lean, wiry 
sleeper. Who was this feared gent 
and where did Tomkins head in?

Tomkins looked thoughtful. The 
big Swede had been a friend of his 
and he had a weakness for Simms’ 
kids, Billy and Sam.

“ You don’t sound,” ventured Pet
ers, “as if the Barleys was perticler 
friends o’ yours.”

TOMKINS replied in a hushed 
whisper, for a moment forgetting 

his caution. “ If I was a fightin’ man 
I ’d sure learn ’em tricks.”

He stopped with a jerkj Behind 
him the sleeping man had stirred. 
He put the last of the purchases 
down hastily and said in a loud 
voice: “ You talk too much, mister. 
Take your thin’s an’ clear out o’ 
here.”

Hondo Peters was puzzled more 
than ever. The man’s eyes did not
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match his words. He picked up his 
supplies and went outside, unhitched 
his horse, lashed the pack behind 
the saddle.

Tomkins was watching him from 
the doorway.

Peters felt that he was being 
watched and his indomitable fighting 
spark sprang into his eyes. He knew 
that Sid Tomkins had walked back 
into the store but he could not see 
inside where the fat man stood now 
facing his rear wall. It was covered 
with sheriff’s bills. Reward notices. 
Some were yellow with age, some 
new.

Tomkins glanced rapidly over the 
newer ones until he found what he 
sought. He tore it down and held 
it so that the light from a window 
fell directly on the picture. Below 
the picture was printed in heavy 
type:

$5,000 REW ARD 
DEAD OR ALIVE 
HONDO PETERS

TOMKINS stared at it and in a 
whisper said: “ It’s him!”

He hurried now to the door of the 
store. Hondo Peters, outlaw, was 
just swinging into the saddle. There 
was no other sign of life in the 
little town. What in hell had come 
over the storekeeper that made him 
look like that?

“ What’s your hurry, stranger?” 
drawled Tomkins.

Peters rested a quick hand on his 
right pistol and studied the other 
appraisingly. He felt a quick sus
picion. “ You was plumb anxious to 
have me ride. What’s crawled into 
yore hide?”

“ Shucks, I figured you was mebbe 
a four-flush,” said Tomkins softly. 
“ But I knows different now—Hondo 
Peters, an’ I ’d be right tickled to 
have you drink with me!”

So they had notices out for him. 
Hondo Peters—dead or alive. His

gray eyes fastened on the store
keeper. Whatever it was the young 
cowboy felt the challenge to his 
nerve and his speed with the guns 
that hung low on his chaps.

He slid from the relieved dun 
horse and walked into the store 
where he and Tomkins talked to
gether for ten minutes in low hushed 
tones. Tomkins was excited, eager. 
Hondo listened and measured the 
man beside him.

“ Somehow you don’t look like a 
gent that’s aimin’ to double-cross 
me,” he said finally. " I ’ll take a 
chance. Keno, pardner, but saviry 
this pronto— one crooked move outa 
you an’ down you go.”

Tomkins nodded with relief and 
hurried into the back room where 
he took down a bottle from the shelf.

Seated on the counter together 
Hondo Peters and the rotund store
keeper sealed a pledge. Tomkins 
shoved the bottle toward the younger 
man but the rider whose life was 
worth five thousand dollars to the 
conscienceless cowtown of Buckle- 
ville shook his head.

“ I ain’t a drinker, friend,” he said 
with a grin. “ A man that takes the 
chances I ’ve brushed against ain’t 
got a right to run risks. I ’ll roll 
one.”

PETERS’ face was earnest as he 
built a brown paper smoke. His 

eyes were divided between the thing 
in his supple fingers and the snoring 
man on the tilted chair. So that was 
Ed Barley, brother of the famous 
Tex. The tough Barleys who ruined 
unsuspecting small ranchers and let 
women and kids starve. Suppose that 
sheriff should refuse to help Tom 
Simms and his family.

What business was it o f Hondo 
Peters?

The proprietor w a t c h e d  this 
wanted outlaw with a strange sort 
of fascination. Here was youth, 
strength and a courage that Sid Tom
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kins had never felt. Hondo Peters, 
a two-gun hombre with nerves of 
steel and speed that beat the widely 
feared Big Barn Crowder. Peters’ 
fingers held a match, the cigarette 
gripped between his thin lips.

Carefully Hondo Peters broke the 
match while his solitary audience sat 
spellbound. With a nick of his fin
ger nail he then lit the business end 
and tossed it with unerring accuracy 
toward the sleeping Ed Barley. Like 
a rocket the flaring match dropped 
down Barley’s shirt neck, and with 
a howl of surprise and rage Tex 
Barley's brother sprang to his feet, 
sputtering, beating at his chest and 
staring about him, cursing.

“ T ’M damn sorry, mister,” offered
A- a young tanned cowboy as the 

eyes of the enraged Barley discov
ered him. "She broke clean in two 
equal parts. Now I—”

Barley stood fuming, his feet 
spread wide, his r a w h i d e  body 
crouched as if he would spring. He 
was glaring hotly at the stranger.

“ So—it wuz you,” bellowed the 
hot-headed gunman. “You dirty mav
erick.” He paused to fish out the 
now dead match end and stare at the 
smoking cigarette hanging in the 
corner of the stranger’s mouth. “ It 
broke in two. eh. Well, I’ll break 
you in two— teach yuh to run wild 
on the Barley range. Come over 
here!”

Hondo Peters smiled pleasantly, 
completely baffling the gunman who 
faced him. “ It was an accident, mis
ter,” insisted Peters. “ Ain't you got 
any brains?”

Ed Barley leaped. His gun hand 
streaked for the Colts at his belt 
and his lips spouted a volley of 
oaths. The quick shuffle and stamp 
of booted feet, a shrill yell from 
the storekeeper and a pistol cracked 
with a shattering blast that toppled 
bottles from the shelves. Barley’s 
gun clattered to the floor and with

a cry of mad hatred he lunged at his 
enemy. This was Hondo Peters’ pie. 
He rammed his Colts into his hol
ster, planted his feet and met Barley 
with a smashing left hook to the 
face.

A bellow of bitter rage burst from 
the bully’s throat and he flung a 
hand to his bleeding face. Hondo’s 
fist had spread the man’s nose flat 
across his cheeks; his face was 
hideous, but he hurled himself like 
a wolf at the younger man who was 
shorter by a full six inches.

Whamgo! As Barley swung and 
missed widely Hondo Peters’ right 
fist struck him under the ear, spin
ning him like a top that is about to 
fall.

“Tough gent, eh," chuckled Peters 
h e a r t i l y .  “ Rougli-an’-tumble gun 
toter. Get yore laigs under you.” 
With a leap, his feet like a welter
weight boxer even in high-heeled 
boots, Peters was close in and rip
ping a flurry of punches to Bar
ley’s face and body. It was a sur
prise all around; to Tomkins, to 
Barley whose wits were dazzled and 
to Peters who watched curiously as 
Ed Barley, punch drunk and cock
eyed, folded like a camp-stool and 
fell headlong under the overhang of 
the counter.

Behind the counter Tomkins was 
watching happily. Hondo Peters 
stared at the prostrate man thought
fully. He bent down, seized him 
by the foot and dragged him across 
the floor where he dumped him out 
of the door into the dust.

THEN he ambled easily back to 
the counter. Tomkiris was wiping 

the sweat from his forehead. He 
sputtered something unintelligible 
and pushed the aforementioned bottle 
toward the outlaw. Peters shook his 
head.

Out of the corner of his eye he 
saw Ed Barley stumble up out of 
the dust and stagger away out of
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sight, not even glancing once in their 
direction.

Turning to a bucket and dipper on 
a near-by box Peters drank thirstily 
and the storekeeper chuckled again.

Tomkins said slowly: “How about 
a chunk of real apple pie? Mrs. 
Simms made it for me. You look 
a mite hungry.”

Peters grinned widely and said he 
would look after his “hoss.” What 
he was going to do would be impos
sible if his horse was neglected. 
Tomkins a g r e e d  nervously and 
waved as Peters left the store.

He watered and stabled his horse, 
then returned to the store. The two 
men silently ate their supper. After
ward they sat on the store steps and 
watched the shadows creep across 
the range. Dusk came and then the 
night. Sid Tomkins itched to ask 
Peters questions but lacked the cour
age so they went to bed.

It was not until Hondo Peters 
heard the healthy snores of his com
panion that he crept out of the back 
room into the store. Fumbling his 
way along, his fingers found the 
heavy bolt. He slid it back without 
a sound. A second later he was 
skulking around the corner of the 
shack through the darkness. High 
up in the sky a million stars twin
kled. Somewhere in the cotton
woods a bird cried.

HONDO PETERS was quiet and 
his face wore a decidedly ser

ious expression in the morning. He 
and his host, the fat storekeeper, 
ate breakfast with little talk. Tom
kins was aware of the tenseness in 
the general atmosphere of his sham
bling store.

“ Yore hoss could stand a bit o’ 
rubbin’ down, pardner,” he said cas
ually to Hondo. “ Looks like she 
musta busted out o’ my barn durin’ 
the night.”

“ Huh,” grunted Hondo. “ That’s 
queer. I ’ll see ’bout that when I

feed her. Ain’t that a party o’ folks 
headin’ this way?”

Sid Tomkins peered through the 
cobwebby window, screwed his face 
up into a red tangle of flesh, and 
nodded.

"The Simmses,” he mused without 
excitement due the occasion under 
ordinary circumstances. “Now I won
der what that whole family’s stam
pedin’ this way for at daybreak?”

HE glanced speculatively toward 
Hondo Peters. The last arrival 

at Buckleville grinned sheepishly.
“ Mebbe the little hombre’s made 

up his mind to quit fightin’ them 
Barleys, mister.”

Tomkins chuckled, s h r u g g e d ,  
wiped his mouth on his sleeve and 
appeared to become suddenly ner
vous about something. The Simms 
family had arrived before the gen
eral store. Tom Simms hopped 
down from the wagon in which he 
and his wife were riding. The two 
boys were mounted, their horses 
standing near the wagon. As Simm9 
entered the store he squinted nar
rowly into the darkness. The store 
keeper called cheerily.

“ Hyah, Simms,” he greeted the un
fortunate rancher. “ If that’s yore 
wife yore leavin’ out there might’s 
well bring her inside. The young 
uns too. Shake hands with Hondo 
Peters.”

Simms craned his ewe neck toward 
the lithe chaps-clad figure beside the 
proprietor. Almost timidly he shoved 
a scrawny hand out. Hondo grasped 
it in a fist that made the other 
wince. But the grin on the two- 
gun man’s face brought a responsive 
smile to Simms’ drawn mouth.

“You—you’re the feller— ” Tom 
Simms paused to clear a sudden gulp 
in his throat, “ that left the note un
der my door in the night? Yeh. Well, 
mister—Peters— its perty fine o’ you 
offerin’ to help downright strangers 
like this.”  He shook his head sadly:
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"But it ain’t no use, Peters. I can’t 
do it. They’d on’y kill yuh if yuh 
put up a fight. Shoot yuh down like 
a coyote.”

ONDO PETERS laughed low in 
his chest and motioned to a

box.
He saw the man’s wife come in, 

followed by the two boys and he 
bowed stiffly to the woman.

"Howdy, ma’m,” he said. “ See you 
an’ yore husband got my note. Let’s 
get this settled quick’s possible. 
Things mebbe’ll happen fast today if 
my plan works like I hope. You 
got that paper all fixed pardner?” 
This last he addressed to Tomkins.

The stout merchant nodded and 
bustled behind his counter. There 
was an air of profound mystery 
about this business, but Peters, with 
the modesty found in most generous 
hearted, reckless men, left it to Tom
kins to explain. Tomkins he had 
learned was the only real friend the 
Simms’ family had in that section. 
Simms had confidence in the general 
factor of Buckleville.

“ It’s all right, Tom,” assured Sid 
Tomkins. “ Yuh can take my word 
fer it, Missus Simms, ma’m. Tom 
jus’ signs this bill o ’ sale like he 
told you in his note. You got the 
note, eh? Yeh. Jus’ to make it 
legal like. See, Mister Peters gives 
yuh this silver dollah, makes it le
gal, an’ buys the Lazy Y.”

"But—” the woman’s eyes were 
drawn tight in a perplexed frown, 
worried, frightened, “ the Barley’s 
’ould give us more’n that fer the 
ranch. W e’ll be paupers Mister Tom
kins. I don't understand.”

“Jus’ sign it Tom,” urged Sid fer
vently. “ Leave it to me—me an’ my 
pardner here.”

Simms and his wife looked at 
each other wearily, puzzled. The two 
boys stood silent staring hard at 
Hondo Peters. A strange hombre. 
There was considerable explaining

for Tomkins, but the paper was 
signed.

The Lazy Y now belonged to 
Hondo Peters, gunfighter and out
law. Somewhere on the ranges to 
the north of the Lazy Y the lawmen 
were even then searching the draws, 
the coulees and the hills covered 
with stunted cedars for the quick- 
trigger cowboy who had beaten the 
crooked Crowder on the d r a w.  
Hondo Peters had to work fast.

“ You folks,” he said to the Simms 
family, "can throw down here with 
Tomkins fer today. I’ll be ridin’.”

Drawing the twin Colts from their 
holsters Hondo spun the cylinders 
carefully, blew a speck of dust from 
one hammer, and slid the deadly 
weapons into their greased leathern 
pockets. He was ready.

Tomkins grinned cheerfully. “ He’s 
a gent that goes ’round skinnin’ 
skunks just for the love of it.”

SIMMS opened his mouth, but be
fore he could speak, a hard metallic 

voice came from the doorway. The 
little group in the store swung round 
and the color drained from all but 
one of their faces. It was Tex Bar
ley, black and threatening. He stared 
menacingly his little eyes like beads 
of jet, from one to the other, then 
fixed on the stranger. Hondo Peters 
noted that the man was the counter
part of his brother, only perhaps 
more evil looking. He was known 
to be a cruel killer and quick as 
lightning with his guns.

“ Tomkins!” rasped Tex Barley, 
"you sidin’ with that stranger agin’ 
me ?

The storekeeper swallowed con
vulsively and started to speak apolo
getically. T h e n  he gulped and 
blinked rapidly. Peters was half 
hidden in the shadows.

Barley spat and burst oat with a 
snarl. “ Well, what’s this damn fool 
mean leavin’ that note on my ranch 
last night?” He swung on Peters.
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"After I’m through with you, I ’ll 
feed you to the crows.”

CHAPTER III
Bullets and Bad Men

T HE storekeeper looked fur
tively at the small figure of 
Simms and motioned the wo
man and kids into the back room. 

Hondo Peters had not moved out. 
His face became cold and hard. His 
eyes glinted like live wires ground
ing sparks and now he started stiff
legged across the floor.

Tex Barley must have sensed the 
menace of this stranger who had no
tified him that he was the new owner 
of the Lazy Y. He saw the two 
guns, but missed the portent of those 
flinty eyes. Tex Barley had com
plete faith in his own speed. His 
lips parted in a cruel leer and he 
waited. Here was another victim. 
Another notch. There was an ominous 
silence. Only the slow footfalls of 
Hondo Peters. No words now. Like 
the walking of a man to the gallows.

Tom Simms watched with horror 
stricken eyes. He tried to open his 
mouth, to shout a warning. Tom
kins clamped a hand over his mouth 
and whirled him behind the counter.

Tomkins hissed savagely. "Now 
watch him die.”

“ You’re keepin’ my cows from 
water, mister,”  Hondo said coldly.

“ What of it? Do you know who 
I am? I ’m Tex Barley 1”

“ Mister Tex Barley, you’re a no 
good murderin’, rustlin’ crook. I ’m 
countin’ three to get goin’ fast and 
tear that fence away, then I ’m 
feedin’ you lead.” His voice was 
icy, chilling.

There was a brief black moment’s 
silence. Neither man moved. Peters 
started to count.

"O ne!”
Tex Barley’s body stiffened and 

his hand stretched downward slowly 
above the butt of his gun. With

a r o a r  like a r a n g e  bull, he 
grabbed. But the gun barely left the 
holster. There came the deafening 
blast of a pistol, a cloud choking 
smoke. Someone screamed. The wom
an? The gunman spun half around, 
staggered, his pistol wavering. He 
threw a wild stream of lead at Peters 
and the bullets tore into the ceiling. 
Hondo Peters, crouched and fired. 
Two guns ripped twin streaks of 
flame and bad Tex Barley crashed 
into the counter, slid to the floor.

Peters peered at him through the 
swirling smoke, then threw out his 
empty cartridges and reloaded. As 
his guns dropped back into the hol
sters, he turned to the white faces 
that stared at him from various 
points of safety.

" I ’m ridin’ out to my ranch,”  he 
called back as he walked out of the 
door.

Leaping into the saddle he turned 
Mustard south and east following 
the creek several miles until he 
spotted a cabin built on its banks. 
Here he dismounted calmly and 
marched up to the hut on foot.

No one was inside. Peters lis
tened cautiously, then stalked off 
through the bush, eyes and ears 
alert, his rifle gripped for quick ac
tion. Soon he discovered the two 
men he sought sitting facing the 
creek. Rifles lay across their knees. 
They appeared to be expecting some
one.

Hondo Peters cached his rifle and 
unlimbered his six guns.

One in each hand, he crept up like 
a catamount and covered them.

“ Reach for the sky,” he said'easily.

THE two watchers turned startled 
angry eyes on the man with the 

drop. Threats rolled out of their 
throats, t h e n  slowly, reluctantly 
their hands went into the air. Hondo 
recognized his foeman of the pre
vious day. His eyes were black and 
his nose resembled nothing that be
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longs to a human face. This man 
cursed vilely. The other was smaller 
but there was a strong family re
semblance in every feature but the 
nose.

Hondo studied him. “ R e c k o n  
you’ie Curley.”

"Who in hell are you?” Curley 
snarled.

“ In hell I'm the devil himself,” 
laughed Hondo evilly, "but here I’m 
the gent that owns the Lazy Y. 
Don’t make no mistakes. Climb up 
outa there, pronto. Any gun stam
pede’ll only get you a grave.”

The two Barleys stared at him in 
utter amazement. Their rifles still 
rested on their knees as they broke 
into vehement expressions of friend
ship. They insisted that they had 
no intention of continuing the har
assing tactics that Simms had suf
fered from.

Hondo Peters fondled his pistols 
and listened, amused.

“ Get up. It’s time we had this 
business settled,” he ordered finally. 
“ Keep your hands in the sky and 
march—yeh, down to ’em trees.”

The grim procession, grumbling 
and cursing, descended the slope. 
Over on the left the trees formed 
a tangled wilderness. Sweat began 
to pour down the captor’s faces. It 
stung their eyes and they demanded 
to know what he was going to do 
with them.

"I got a little work for you,” 
Peters informed them and his face 
was hard, his mouth a grim line. 
“Head across the creek.”

THEY stumbled on as he directed.
Peters looked around the country 

slyly and followed them through 
the shallow water to the far side, 
his guns steady on their backs. At 
the spite fence he halted the Bar
leys.

“Now then! Get at that fence an’ 
take it down. Posts, wire ’n all.”  

There was a gurgle of protest from

the one called Curley, a muttered 
oath f r o m  his battered brother. 
Hondo Peters’ voice cracked like a 
whip.

‘TTIAKE down the fence or dig
•A yore graves. I ain’t got no time 

tc waste. I ’m in a hurry.”
Peters' eyes had caught far dis

tant a tiny swirl of dust on the dim 
horizon. His face twitched and he 
swore. Snarling like trapped beasts 
the two Barley brothers shambled up 
to the fence and began stripping the 
wires from the posts. Peters, alert, 
nervous, kept them covered. If they 
paused in their sweating labors he 
drew back the hammers of his Colts. 
The effect was remarkable. Sweat
ing, stumbling, the Barley gunmen 
heaved and tugged, the increasing 
heat of the sun’s rays soaking them 
through.

Hondo now divided his attention 
between his captives and the distant 
dust cloud. Once Ed Barley stumbled 
to his knees. Peters was relentless. 
A bullet clipped sod at the man’s 
side and the man rose frantically to 
his feet to pull viciously at the last 
strand of wire.

“ I ’m bettin’ you’re right thirsty,” 
opined the man with the twin Colts. 
“ Maybe it’ll learn yuh how them 
poor critters felt when they was 
dyin’ th’ other side o’ the fence.”

Ed Barley, hideous spectacle from 
the fight of yesterday, was quick, 
eager to reply. His words, thick and 
nasal because of his ailing nose, 
promised peace.

“ You ain’t gonna have no more 
trouble, mister,”  he whined. “We 
swear we’ll be plumb peaceful neigh
bors—no fences, no dead cows— 
no— ”

Peters caught the swift side-long 
glance that Ed tossed to his brother 
Curley. In a flash, the outlaw knew 
that his original plan must go 
through. It had to be a showdown 
on the range. At the first slim chance
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these two Barleys would gun him 
to death, shoot him through the back 
if necessary. They were merely mark
ing time. He broke in on Ed Bar
ley’s vow of peace.

“ Get hold on yore tongue, Barley,” 
he warned him. “ I ’m trustin’ you 
both’s far as I can toss a three- 
year-old. Keep yore hands away from 
them weapons o’ yourn an’ get 
goin’.”

Desperate, bent on revenge the two 
gun (lingers tramped as directed 
back to the clump of alders and cot
tonwoods where Hondo Peters had 
first discovered them. Here their 
horses were staked out, masked by 
the foliage. Also their rifles. And 
here as Hondo Peters waved them on 
their way came the grim reaper.

“ Fork yore broncs,” ordered Peters, 
“an’ ride. If I ever hears o’ you 
two hombres stampin’ tracks around 
that water I ’m payin’ yuh a visit you 
won’t live to remember. Drag it !”

THE two Barleys growled an inau
dible reply and walked to where 

their rifles lay in the cool, lush 
grass. Hondo Peters also turned and 
began retracing his steps. But he 
walked like a man on stilts, stiffly, 
as a fighting dog walks warily 
around another, tense, ready for the 
swift spring that ends in a death 
grapple. Seven steps Hondo walked, 
soundless in the grass, only the soft 
swish of boot toes brushing the 
green blades. Seven—eight! Peters 
caught the thin, low sound of a foot 
spinning on a stone and the hushed 
grating whisper of Ed Barley’s voice 
passing a signal.

With the speed of a sputtering 
fuse Hondo Peters whirled and 
snaked his Colts from their holsters. 
From a sidewise stance he fired, the 
deadly crash of the pistols awaken
ing the shadows beneath the trees. 
Both Barleys were there before him 
crouched, their rifles half raised. 

W ild lead spouted from the long

barrels and shrieked past the lone 
puncher, then with a shrill cry 
of pain Curley Barley dropped his 
Winchester and snatched his Colts 
to let drive a stream of lead. Peters 
felt the quick tug of something at his 
shoulder, a burning flash of flaming 
iron that cut into his flesh. He stag
gered, gripping that gun for dear 
life, caught himself and felt his Stet
son jump. Cool as an icicle he cov
ered the men with his single pistol, 
shooting deliberately following their 
skulking jumps from cover to cover.

“ Q N E A K IN ’ skunk— ” s h o u t e d
kJ Curley as he raised up from be

hind a stump. “ You ain’t—”
Peters’ gun thundered and Curley 

fell forward across the roots mo
tionless, as a slug from Ed Barley’s 
weapon j e r k e d  the neckerchief 
around Hondo’s throat so that he 
thought he was choked. Crack! 
Crash! The booming volleys rolled 
around the range. A wild bullet 
downed one of the Barley horses. 
It screamed in terror as it died. Ed 
Barley kept up a stream of ven
omous curses as he maneuvered for 
a center shot at the man who had 
finished Curley.

W ild with fury he came rushing 
from his cover.

“ Fool!” shouted Hondo Peters, 
steadying himself.

Both Colts spun flame. Peters felt 
the hot seering whisper of a bullet 
kissing his jaw and saw before him 
the sudden collapse of Ed Barley. 
The last of the gunny trio fell like 
a rabbit, in a spasm—a buck-jump to 
the heavens, then half over and down 
in a heap.

“ Defendin’ my water hole,” said 
Hondo Peters wiping sweat from his 
hat band and stumbling awkwardly 
back to where he had left the dun 
horse.

As he climbed painfully into the 
saddle he glanced backward across 
the miles of rolling rangeland. That
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dust cloud was sure no further 
away.

“ Make tracks, old Mustard hoss,” 
said Hondo gently. “ Our past looks 
like its goin’ ter catch up with us.”

T HE dun horse nodded and bent 
down to the task of covering 

ground. Peters slouched lazily in 
the saddle, felt of his shoulder and 
rubbed sticky fingers on his chaps. 
The miles flew under the burning 
pace of the game little dun. Buckle- 
ville seemed to spring from the cen
ter of the plains.

The rider who broke across the 
shallow ford and came to a sliding 
halt before Sid Tomkins’ store, was 
a bit unsteady as he entered the 
dingy shop. But a grin was on his 
face as he beheld the proprietor and 
his guests, the Simms family.

“ Hyah,” said Hondo Peters. “ I 
just come from that Lazy Y ranch 
Mister Simms, an’ I plumb changed 
my mind ’bout wantin’ the spread. 
I ’m sellin’ it back to you fer what 
I paid, if yore agreeable.”

“ But—” Tom Simms stammered, 
“ uh—uh—I’m licked—I ain’t no gun- 
fighter—they’ll bury me an’ my 
whole—family.”

“ You don’t savvy, pardner,” urged 
Hondo. “The Lazy Y is a nice little 
spread. I looked it over. Didn’t 
miss nothin’. But its too quiet for 
me, too peaceable. That water hole 
o’ yourn especial. Yore cows’ll never 
find no fence there no more. Gimme 
that silver dollah.”

Sid Tomkins n o d d e d  gravely, 
smiling. “ I’ll fix up that scratch on 
yore shoulder Hondo Peters.”

Tom Simms was speechless. His 
wife wept on his shoulder, her 
eyes, tear filled, fixed on the grim 
smile of Hondo Peters. Words were 
beyond her. Only the awed whispers 
of the two boys who stared at the 
bloody outlaw hero of the recently 
beleagured Lazy Y.

Tomkins had d r e s s e d  Hondo’s 
wounds, and Hondo had signed an
other paper, transferring the Lazy Y 
back to Simms. The storekeeper 
was a witness to Tom Simms’ alibi— 
for Simms was not the owner of the 
Lazy Y when the three Barley gun
men met their death. Tomkins was 
Simms’ assurance of amity. The 
little than shook Hondo’s hand at the 
door.

MEBBE some day,” said Hondo 
Peters, looking away across the 

range, “ I’ll be ridin’ this way again. 
Be glad to unfork at yore spread an’ 
talk over ol’ times, mister. So long!” 

The dust cloud came into view 
some miles to the northeast. With 
a wave of his hand Peters mounted 
the dun and spun the little horse in 
a whirl of dust. Straight west he 
thundered and the rider lolling eas
ily in the saddle glanced backward, 
his punctured Stetson brim shading 
his eyes as he measured the miles 
between. Whatever was making that 
ball of yellow dust had emerged 
from the mouth of the draw. It had 
taken the posse a long time to un
wind his tracks. And now they would 
come first to the water hole and 
what they found there would hold 
them up for a few hours. Mean
while—

Faintly to the ears of the little 
group on the porch of the store at 
Buckleville came the voice of a van
ishing rider singing in a high tenor, 
the lilt of the song keeping swift 
pace with a running horse. Back 
over the gentle floating wind it car
ried :

\
Last night as I lay on the prairie, 
And looked at the stars in the sky,

1 wondered if ever a cowboy 
Would drift to that sweet by an' by-

Roll on— roll on—
Roll on little dogies— roll—
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I t ’s a Far Cry from Chicago to the Zambezi Brush, But 
Some Men Are Pretty Much the Same Anywhere—

As this Stirring Story Proves

By CAPT. KERRY McROBERTS
Author of "The Sultan of Hell,”  “ Legion of the Frontier,” etc.

I T W AS Parker, the junior clerk, 
who first brought word of Eddie 
O’Brien’s arrival in Leveve. Up 

there at the tail of the Zambesi, we 
generally knew of a white man’s ar
rival forty-eight hours before he actu
ally got there. A fact which account
ed for the R. C.’s faintly amazed 
stare when Parker brought the tid
ings. Mainwaring (the R. C.), and 
myself were sitting in his bungalow 
at Tiffin, when young Parker entered.

“ There’s a white man down in the 
native village, sir,’’ he reported.

Mainwaring stared at him for a full 
minute in silence. Then, evidently 
satisfied that his subordinate was 
neither drunk nor suffering with a 
bit too much sun, he asked: “Who is 
he ?”

Parker shrugged. “ I don't know. 
He talks English, but in a peculiar 
way. American, perhaps. I didn’t un
derstand half that he said.”

“Why didn’t you bring him 
along?” I said.

Parker hesitated. “ W ell—” he said 
slowly, "I didn’t know whether—you
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see, he isn’t—he isn’t a gentleman— 
and he’s filthy.”

rTIHE R. C. grunted. ‘ ‘Go and get 
J- him,” he snapped. ‘ ‘Gentleman or 

no, we can’t leave a white man living 
down there with those stinking na
tives. Get him up here.”

“ Yes, sir.”
Parker left the hut and walked 

down the path, his clean white drill 
suit gleaming in the beating sun.

In a short while Parker returned 
bringing with him a ragged, un
shaven derelict, who, notwithstanding 
his obvious indigent condition, wore 
a jaunty enough air as he puffed easi
ly on one of Parker’s cigarettes. The 
R. C. received the stranger with his 
most official frown.

“ Who are you?” he queried.
“ The name’s Eddie O’Brien.”
“ Where are you from?”
“ Chicago.”
“ Chicago?” said the R. C,
“ Illinois,” said Eddie O’Brien. “ And 

I ’m just beginning to see what a 
sucker I was for ever leaving the 
burg.”

Mainwaring didn’t bother to listen 
to this.

“ What are you doing here?” he 
asked.

Eddie O’Brien sighed.
“ What the hell,” he said easily. “ I 

suppose I might as well come clean. 
They can’t nab me in this neck of the 
woods. All right, major. I bumped 
a guy in Chi. Took him for a ride. 
It turned out it wasn’t the mug I 
wanted at all. It was a big shot. Up 
there I stared a murder rap in the 
face. So I took it on the lam, pronto. 
I had to scram to some joint where 
they couldn’t get me. I landed in 
Bengal after bumming around in a 
dozen other countries. And—”

The R. C. silenced him with a 
wave of his hand and turned a 
distressed, puzzled countenance to 
me. “ What on earth’s he talking 
about, Fielding?” he said plaintively.

“He means,” I translated, "that he 
murdered a man in Chicago and had 
to find a country from which he 
couldn’t be extradited. So he’s here.” 

The R. C. turned again to O’Brien. 
"Well, my man,” he said. I don’t 

want to be harsh. You appear to have 
had a hard enough time. But you 
can’t stay here. If you do I ’ll have 
to notify the authorities.”

“Okay with me,” said Eddie 
O ’Brien. "I ’ll scram.”

"Where to?” I asked.
"Back to the native village. They 

don’t treat me bad down there.”
The R. C. shook hiB head emphat

ically.
"No,” he said with finality. “ You 

can’t go there.”
"W hy not?”
“ I can’t permit a white man to 

remain down there living like a sav
age.”

“Why not?” asked Eddie agam 
with ingenuous logic. “ If you won’t 
let me stay here, why can’t I stay 
there?”

“ If you go down there again,” said 
Mainwaring, “ I ’ll have you brought 
back here. I won’t let a white man 
live with the natives. That’s final.”

EDDIE O’BRIEN appealed to me.
“ Is he nuts?” he inquired quer

ulously. “He won’t let me stay down 
there cause the natives ain’t good 
enough for me. But he’s perfectly 
willing to send me back to the States 
and the chair. Is he nuts?”

I evaded the question. Mainwaring, 
used as he was to rendering quick 
decisions, remanded the case.

“ Get him shaved and give him a 
clean outfit,”  he told Parker. I ’ll 
consider this.”

The pair of them left the room to
gether. I noticed Eddie’s dirty hand 
reaching out to Parker’s cigarette 
case as they walked out into the 
molten sun.

At dinner that night Eddie 
O’Brien sat next to Mainwaring
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opposite me. He was lost in a suit of 
Parker’s whites. Mainwaring was 
rather aloof at first, on his official 
dignity. That pose of his always 
awed Parker, and I was too interest
ed watching the stranger to contrib
ute much to the desultory conversa
tion.

Over the cordial Mainwaring 
opened up a bit. He invariably did at 
the end of a meal when spirits and 
food sent a cheery thrill pulsing 
through his well-fed figure.

“ Old Wang ought to be in tomor
row, ’ he remarked. "W e can go to 
work for a change.”

Old Wang, as we called him, was 
the chief of a border tribe with whom 
we did most of our trading. His 
blacks would show up about once 
every two months, and for a while, 
our easy routine would be broken by 
hard work, profound haggling and 
barter. A runner had informed us a 
couple of days back that Old Wang’s 
men had taken the trail. At Main- 
waring’s words, Eddie O’Brien looked 
up. “ Wang,” he repeated. “ Sounds 
like a Chink.”

“ It isn’t,” I told him. "W e call 
him that because his real name is 
nothing for a Caucasian tongue to 
struggle with.”

“ Ever have any trouble with the 
natives up here?” he asked.

I ANSWERED thoughtlessly. I in
tended a mild bit of ragging to 

lighten the boredom that came upon 
us in that womanless, miserable hole 
at the source of the Zambesi. When 
it was over, I would have given my 
right arm to have recalled the words 
I uttered then. For it was my next 
sentence that killed young Parker 
and sene Eddie O’Brien to his doom.

“Trouble?” I repeated. “You don’t 
know what trouble is until you’ve 
seen Old Wang’s outfit. You 3aid 
you’d killed a man, didn’t you?” 

“Half a dozen,” said Eddie O’Brien. 
“Then,” I said portentously, “you’re

in the right place, son. When we 
deal with Old Wang, we need killers. 
He’s a bad and tough customer.”

Eddie O’Brien’s little eyes lit up. 
Mainwaring, getting into the spirit- 
of the thing, took up the conversa
tion cumbersomely.

<<'V7’ ES,” he said. “ You want to look 
out for Old Wang. If his men 

arrive at night with torches lighted 
and paint on their faces, don’t bother 
to do anything but shoot. It means 
war—war to death, sans mercy, and 
sans prisoners.”

He gestered violently with his port 
as I stifled the smile that came to my 
lips. For Mainwaring’s speech was 
an improvement on my hasty inven
tion. He had exactly described the 
arrival of Old Wang's blacks. As a 
rule it was their habit to achieve a 
dramatic entrance to the trading sta
tion. If they arrived at night and 
they usually did, it was with torches 
flaming and drums beating, an im
pressive sight which would be ren
dered more so to Eddie O’Brien if he 
believed that it meant war instead of 
a colorful overture to the more pro
saic business of trading.

Eddie O’Brien listened avidly to 
Mainwaring as he added verbal em
bellishments to my theme. His little 
eyes darted all over the room. Finally 
they came to rest on a canvas covered 
object in the far corner. “ Jeez,” he 
ejaculated. “ A typewriter?”

Parker stared at him curiously 
Mainwaring followed his gaze, and 
repeated in a puzzled tone: “ A type
writer ?”

I understood him.
“ Yes,” I said. “We use that Lewis 

gun when we have to. It’s the only 
thing that compensates us for Wang’s 
superior numbers.”

“Jeez,” said Eddie O’Brien again. 
“That’s my meat. If this Wang guy 
blows in I’ll give him the business 
with that.”

"The business?” said Mainwaring,
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inquiringly. “ The woiks,” said Eddie 
O’Brien.

“ Shoot him,” I said.
“W ell," said Mainwaring as he rose 

from the table. “ Be on your guard.”
Parker then picked up the joke.
“ I suppose we’ll stand watches to

night, chief,” he asked.
Mainwaring winked broadly at us.
"O f couroe,” he said hastily. “ Sup

pose you take the first trick, O’Brien. 
Stand by till midnight. Don’t leave 
your post until Fielding comes to re
lieve you. We three are pretty much 
all in—had a hard day—we’d appre
ciate it, if you stand the first watch.”

“ Okay, Major,” shot from the side 
of his mouth. “ I ’ll hold it down till 
the first relief.”

Mainwaring thanked him profusely, 
and stifling our laughter we left the 
mess hut and walked over to Main- 
waring’s bungalow. The air, perhaps, 
restored some of Mainwaring’s tem
porarily forgotten dignity. He frown
ed as we entered his diggings.

“ We shouldn’t have done that,” he 
said.

“ Why not?” asked Parker. “ It’s a 
good one. If Wang shows up with his 
\'ar paint on and all, the big killer 
from the States’ll probably die of 
fright.”

“ I don’t like it,” said Mainwaring.
“ Oh, come on,” I said. “ W e’ll just 

let him stand there. You told him to 
carry on till he was relieved. W e’ll 
let him wait. Wang mightn’t arrive, 
anyway.”

Re l u c t a n t l y  Mainwaring
agreed to see it our way. I 

went to bed regarding it in the light 
of an excellent experiment. Here was 
a self-confessed gangster from Chi
cago—well, we would see what he’d 
do with a mob of howling natives, 
who he believed were after his scalp.

I sat up in bed a little later, every 
nerve tingling. Outside, it sounded 
as though some howling hell had 
descended upon us. A flaring circle

of light enveloped the sleeping 
veranda. A myriad of screeching 
voices rammed into my slowly dawn
ing consciousness. Then I heard the 
unmistakable staccato hammering of 
a Lewis.

I SPRANG from the bed buckling 
on my ammunition belt as I did so. 

As I ran toward the mess hut, I saw 
Mainwaring rush across the clearing, 
a .38 held in his hand.

“ What's up?" he called breathlessly. 
I didn’t bother to answer but con

tinued my mad charge toward the pan
demonium beyond. W e burst through 
the rear door of the shack together. 
Parker appeared from somewhere be
hind us. Before, back of a barricaded 
window, stood Eddie O’Brien. His 
thin shoulder was lunged tightly up 
against the butt of the machine-gun. 
His left hand firmly held the stock, 
while his right kept the piston pound
ing its murderous tattoo into the 
night.

The abandoned torches of Wang’s 
advance guard lay upon the ground 
burning eerily in the blackness as the 
howling natives ran for cover. Half 
a dozen javelins rent the air and splin
tered the thin wood of the bungalow. 
For a moment not a black was in sight 
so well had they taken advantage of 
the jungle cover. But we knew they 
were there—watching, waiting.

Mainwaring jerked Eddie savagely 
away from his weapon. As he turned 
around and the light fell upon his 
face, I saw an expression there that 
frightened me. If I had ever doubt
ed that Eddie O’Brien was a killer, 
that doubt was dispelled now. Gone 
was his insouciance of the afternoon; 
gone was his careless air. His face 
was a tense and terrible thing. His 
eyes were deep burning balls, alive 
with a lust to kill. A faint cruel 
smile curved on his thin lips.

“ W ell,” he said in the thick voice. 
“ I gave it to ’em. I let the rats have 
it the minute I seen ’em. I guess
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they know that Eddie O ’Brien’s han
dling the typewriter now ”

IVTAINW ARING was for the mo- 
ment speechless. Parker leaned 

over and grasped him by the shoulder. 
His regular features were almost as 
pallid as the gangster’s.

"You fool,” he shouted hoarsely. 
‘ ‘You bloody fool. You’ve done it for 
fair. You’ve—”

Mainwaring found bis voice sud
denly. He held his rage well in hand.

“ You’ve murdered God knows how 
many natives,” he said coldly. “ Pos
sibly you’ve murdered us as well. 
Time will answer that. What the hell 
do you mean by it?”

His .38 was held before him in a 
direct line with Eddie O’Brien’s 
heart. His eyes glinted icily. For 
a moment the gangster returned 
his glare stupidly. A vague amaze
ment supplanted the look of tri
umph that he had worn a moment 
ago. But if he failed to understand 
the meaning of Mainwaring’s words, 
he understood the fact of the revolver 
held at his breast.

“ All right, ” he said. “ I don’t know 
what the hell you’re talking about. 
But give it to me if you’re going to. 
Well, why the hell don’t you give it 
to me?”

For a moment Mainwaring stood 
there undecided. Then for the second 
time that day Eddie O'Brien appealed 
to me.

“ Is he nuts?” he said again. “ He 
tells me to look out for this Wang 
bloke. I knock off half a dozen of his 
men. Then the major blows in and 
squawks. What's McCoy on this
g ag ?”

If Mainwaring didn’t understand 
the speech verbatim, he, a. least, got 
the general idea. He lowered the gun, 
and his face clouded.

“ He’s right, Fielding,” he said 
slowly. “ It’s our fault. We pushed 
him into this. We—”

He stopped abruptly. A cluster of

whirring spears sang a ziraleet as 
they hurtled through the air. Wood 
cracked, and a window lay shattered 
into a thousand pieces on the floor. 
Mainwaring rose to the ocassion.

“W e’ll talk later,” he said swiftly. 
“Just now we’re fighting for our 
lives. I’ll see if I can white flag them. 
Hold your fire for a moment.”

T T E  tore off his pajama coat, and 
-*--L cautiously opened the door. 
Slowly he waved the coat up and 
down. For a moment there was no 
response to the signal of truce. Then 
a wild savage yell rent th air, and a 
single spear, whirled like an arrow 
through the night. Aimed by a steady 
expert hand it neatly pinned Main
waring’s coat to the wall of the shack. 

He slammed the door grimly.
“ All right,” he said. “ Put another 

drum on that Lewis, O’Brien. Wang 
can’t be with them yet. These are his 
young bucks and we’re going to have 
trouble. They’re probably parleying 
now on the best form of attack. Is 
everybody armed?”

We were. Armed and ready. Eddie 
clipped a fresh magazine on the gun, 
and ran a caressing hand over the 
breech. As Parker and Mainwaring 
were peering through the window, 
he spoke to me.

“Was that a lot of baloney about 
the natives being tough guys?”

“Just that,” I told him.
He grinned through his set teeth. 
“Jeez, I'm dumb.”
“Or we are,” I added.
Mainwaring turned from the win

dow. “ Here they come,” he said. 
“ With torches. They’ll try to force 
the place. Commence firing!”

“ Give it to them!” said O'Brien. 
We did. But they gave us as good 

as we gave them. Our three revolvers 
took up a jerky obligato to the 
smooth legato song of Eddie’s Lewis. 
Javelins and arrows beat a steady om
inous tattoo against the walls of our 
flimsy fortress. From somewhere in
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the jungle a war drum boomed men
acing music.

ONCE, twice, we repelled those 
dusky figures who advanced with 

the flaming torches which would 
drive us out into the open to die at 
the mercy of their flying spears. Our 
revolvers were effective but as noth
ing to that calculating machine-gun 
in the hands of Eddie O'Brien. He 
swept a leaden hail across their ebon 
ranks again and again. His eyes were 
shining steel fixed upon the sights. 
His lips were curved and cruel, and 
the sheer joy of the kill shone upon 
his pallid sweating face.

Young Parker was standing at my 
side. I saw him go. and was suddenly 
sick. He stood in the centre of the 
window frame blazing away at what
ever target offered itself to his gun. 
Twice I had shouted a warning, but 
he paid no attention. A steel point 
abruptly thrust itself through the 
window. Its shaft reflected the fires 
outside as it came, an unbending ven
omous snake of death.

The point flashed by my eyes. The 
metal was suddenly red. Parker’s 
throat was a gory slit. The haft of 
the spear fell upon the window sill. 
Parker made a horrible gurgling 
noise. He dropped to his knees. His 
hands grappled with the shaft. They 
6tayed there, limp and helpless. He 
slumped forward, his head against 
the wall. He said nothing. Neither 
did he move. For a minute my stom
ach came up in my throat. I fought 
it. Then it went back again. Eddie 
O’Brien’s shout sounded in my ear. 

“ Give ’em the business.”
I fired blindly through the window. 

I  made myself forget young Parker.
Then it was dawn. Suddenly and 

without reason a crimson tropical 
day thrust the night deep into the 
jungle. The spear throwing had 
ceased a few minutes back, and as I 
peered with aching eyes into the 
glare, I saw nothing animate. The

ground was red and black with blood 
and death—but I saw nothing alive.

Mainwaring was bending over young 
Parker chafing his wrists futilely, 
like a frustrated Messiah essaying to 
revive the dead. Eddie O’Brien ran 
an oily rag over the hot machine-gun, 
caressing it like a woman with his 
lean fingers. I leaned against the wall, 
done up.

With the dawn and just as sud
denly came Old Wang. He stood be
fore my gaze alone, a solitary figure 
in the midst of his dead. His hoary 
face wore a grim reproach. For a full 
minute he did not move. Mainwaring 
stuck his head out the window. Their 
glances met. The native chief then 
flung his arms out in a wide gesture.

“ Ah,” he said. “ And why does the 
white sahib not slay Wang as he has 
slain his men?”

“He’s askin’ us,” said Eddie O’Brien. 
There was a click as he shoved an
other shell into the breech.

I grabbed his arm. Mainwaring 
spoke.

“ I would talk to you, Wang,” he 
said. “There is much to be explained.”

“Aye, much,” replied the old black, 
as he walked slowly toward the shack.

A S he entered he looked with com- 
passionate eyes at the body of 

young Parker. They’d always got 
along well together. But he said noth
ing. He turned inquiring eyes to 
Mainwaring. Mainwaring summoned 
all the native words in his vocabulary 
and talked.

It was no easy matter. To explain 
to a black man of another race that 
his men have been wantonly murdered 
as the outcome of a joke is no simple 
assignment. Haltingly Mainwaring at
tempted to make the matter clear to a 
mind that could hardly be expected 
to know what he was talking about.

Though the morning was still cool, 
sweat stood out on the R. C.’s fore
head. He gesticulated violently as 
if that would compensate for the
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meagerness of his sentences. How 
much of the palaver Old Wang un
derstood I do not know. He waited 
in uncompromising silence until 
Mainwaring had finished. Then he 
asked one question. “ Who fired the 
gun of the machine?”

He indicated the Lewis. Mainwar
ing hesitated for a moment. Then 
Eddie O’Brien spoke up.

“ Me,” he said with an upward turn 
of his eyebrows. “None other than 
little Eddie from the South Side. I 
woiked the typewriter and how!”

Old Wang nodded. "It was that 
that slew most of my men,” he said 
quietly more to himself than to us. 
“Wait,” he added. “ My men are an
gry with the sahibs — very angry. 
Bloodshed is no good—more blood
shed is the work of a fool. Wait.” 

He turned majestically and strode 
into the jungle beyond, leaving us 
standing embarrassed, humiliated and 
rather ashamed. For a long time 
none of us spoke. Then the side of 
Eddie O’Brien’s mouth opened a 
little.

^ T ’LL bet I knocked off fifty of 
*■ them natives,” he began conver

sationally. “ Shut up,” snapped Main- 
waring. And there was murder in 
his voice. Eddie O’Brien scowled at 
him, but he shut up.

I found a bottle of whisky in the 
kitchen and we all took a swig. 
After a while Old Wang reappeared. 
This time his followers were in evi
dence. As he approached the bunga
low, his men set about the task of 
removing their dead. Mainwaring 
said nothing, but I noticed his hand 
gripped the butt of his revolver 
tightly as Wang re-entered.

“ It is difficult,” began Wang. 
“ Difficult. But I have appeased them. 
They accept the peace.”

Mainwaring started forward, his 
hand outstretched, phrases of grati
tude on his lips, but the old chief 
stayed him with a gesture.

“ Wait,” he said. “There is a con
dition. They want delivered to them 
the man who fired the gun of the 
machine. If he is given up, all will
be peace.”

There was a long uncomfortable 
silence. Eddie O’Brien’s face con
torted into a defiant sneer. His hand 
rested on the metal gun barrel. 
Mainwaring tapped his pistol against 
his thigh. His brow was wrinkled.

“ What will they do with him?” I 
asked.

“ They will kill him,” replied Wang 
simply. "I shall wait outside for 
your answer.”

Again he walked from  the room 
and le ft the three o f  ub standing in 
a w orried silence.

“ So,” said Eddie O’Brien. “They 
want you to put me on the spot for 
them.”

“ On the spot?” repeated Main
waring.

“ Give him up to be killed,” I ex
plained.

“W ell,” said Mainwaring at last, 
“ I suppose we’re all in it together. 
It’s just a question of how long we 
can last. I take it all the house boys 
have fled. How much ammunition 
have we left?”

WE investigated. We had about 
thirty more rounds for the 

.38’s, and less than half a mag for 
the Lewis. Death was striding swift
ly toward us through the jungle, 
Eddie O’Brien would meet it with a 
scowl. I felt pretty nervous but said 
nothing. Mainwaring summoned up 
the British Public School tradition 
and said: “Splendid. W e ll all lunch 
together in Valhalla.”

‘What’ll they do if I don’t go for 
the ride?” asked Eddie O’Brien.

“W e’ve got little ammunition,” I 
said. ‘They’ve got numbers and a 
fanatical desire for revenge. They’ll 
get it.”

"They’ll knock us all off then?” 
“They’ll knock us all off,” said
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Mainwaring evenly. I ’ll go out and 
tell Wang to start.”

“Why don’t you give me up?” 
asked Eddie.

Mainwaring stared at him as 
though he was slightly mad.

“ Oh,” he said. “ A chap couldn’t 
do that, you know.”

Eddie O'Brien turned to me. “ Is 
he nuts?” he demanded for the third 
time in twenty-four hours. “ Is he 
goofy? This morning he was talking 
about sending me home to burn. 
Now he won’t put me on the spot to 
beat the rap himself.

“The rap?” said Mainwaring.
"To save your life,” I told him.
“ The way I figure it,” went on 

Eddie. “ Is that if I stay here we all 
get the woiks. If I take the ride, I ’m 
the only guy that gets it. What the 
hell. I got nothing to win. I'll take 
the rap.”

He started toward the door. Main
waring stopped him.

“ I won’t let you,” he said gruffly. 
“ I’m running this show.”

“Listen,” said Eddie O’Brien. “ I ’m 
going to croak anyways. Surely I 
got a right to say the way I ’m going 
to do it. I started this knocking off, 
and I’ll see it through. I got as much 
guts as you have. I got plenty of 
guts. Did you see me knock those 
natives over?”

Mainwaring stood hesitant in the 
doorway. Despite the sporting tra
dition, life is a sweet thing. Per
haps it was desperate rationaliza
tion, justification, but I perceived 
logic in Eddie’s argument. W e could
n’t save him anyway. But he might 
save us.

“ Let him go, Mainwaring,”  I said.

FOR a moment our eyes met. There 
was a vague reproach in his 

glance as if he expected me to drop 
my eyes in shame. I didn’t. I looked 
at him steadily. Then he tore his 
eyes away and stood aside. Without 
a word, Eddie O'Brien walked out

into the open. W e followed him.
Old Wang said nothing as we 

came up to him. He waved a signal 
to a group of his blacks. Four of 
them appeared with a stretcher like 
affair made of leopard skin. One of 
them held bamboo at each corner. 
Wang waved Eddie toward the litter.

“ Where are you taking him?” I 
asked.

“ Inside the jungle.”
“ May we come?” asked Mainwar

ing. Old Wang considered for a mo
ment then nodded a silent assent. 
Eddie O’Brien climbed into the lit
ter.

“They’re certainly taking me for 
a ride,” he said.

W e walked, a strange procession, 
into the jungle for some two miles. 
The four blacks set the gangster 
down. They escorted him to a clear
ing still red with the embers of their 
camp fire. They stood him up, his 
back against a huge tree trunk. A 
dozen splendid black bodies stood 
before him. Each savage held a spear 
uplifted. Wang stood beside them.

MAINW ARING grabbed me by 
the arm and dragged me through 

the cordon that surrounded Eddie 
O’Brien, they didn’t stop us. We 
walked up to him. Mainwaring held 
out his hand. When he spoke his 
voice held tears.

“ Thank you,” he said simply. “ We 
treated you like a dog. It’s our fault. 
We shouldn’t have ragged you. 
You’ve done a damned sporting 
thing.”

Eddie O’Brien grinned.
“What the hell,” he said. “ It was

n’t your fault. I was dumb to fall 
for it, that’s all.”

He took Mainwaring’s hand. I 
thrust out mine.

“ Mainwaring’s right,”  I told him. 
“ You’ve got a lot of guts.”

He liked that.
"Sure, I got guts,” he said. “ What 

(Concluded on page 1S8)
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R MEMBER that story about 
the fellow who made a pet of 
a tiger cub? For a while 

everything went fine. The little jig 
ger was mighty cute and playful, and 
just as aSectionate as any other pet. 
Used to lie beside its master’s chair 
and lick his hand.

Then one day the man fell asleep, 
and the cub kept right on licking un

til its rough tongue tore the skin and 
drew blood. Instantly that gentle lit
tle cub was transformed into a snarl
ing, snapping, bloodthirsty tiger. 
Never again would it be a docile pet.

That tiger cub is pretty much like 
us adventurers. W e’re quiet and do
mestic enough, perfectly content to 
stay put, until we get a thrilling 
draught from the cup of adventure.

After that all bets are off. W e’re 
never the same again, that’s a cinch. 
Never able to get the taste of it out 
of. our mouths; never able to still the 
lure of it in our blood. Just let ad
venture beckon, and our feet begin to 
itch.

Calling! Calling!
“You’re a wise guy,” said one of the 

incurable rolling stones who dropped 
into the office this morning. “ Tucked 
away here in a comfortable office in a 
New York skyscraper, you don’t have 
to worry about being tempted to 
chuck everything overboard and slip

your leg over a rail some fair day. 
This town looks like an adventure- 
proof hideout to me.”

Which shows how little that hom- 
bre knows about New York; and 
about adventure, too.

Lately, three young fellows cast 
off in a thirty-foot yawl and sailed 
out of this harbor, bound for a cruise 
around the world that is planned to 
take two years. Boy, Ye Olde Globe 
Trotter would have given an eye to 
make a fourth on that party!

And then two intrepid aviators 
took their seats in an aeroplane and 
sailed out into the blue, their destina
tion Rome, Italy. And Ye Olde Globe 
Trotter cheerfully would have given 
his right arm for such a swell oppor
tunity to gyp the Trans-Atlantic 
steamship lines!

And now, as I write this, one of 
those palatial liners is sailing out of 
the harbor, tooting provokingly to 
the stay-at-homes. What’s that, you 
say? There’s no adventure on those 
floating palaces.

Maybe not on most of them, but 
there is on this one. For on that boat 
is a fellow with a hollow quill about 
six inches long. That quill came from 
the Belgian Congo, and in it is a 
piece of hide— human hide— on which

is scrawled an urgent call for help. 
His old partner wrote that message;
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so of course he’s going. And Ye Olde 
Globe Trotter would have given— 

But that’s enough of this dismem
bering! Only, don’t let them tell you 
that there are no opportunities for 
adventure in New York. Or in Kala
mazoo. Or in any other place.

Far-Flung Globe Trotters 
Certainly wherever the U. S. mail 

goes it takes the call of adventure 
with it. Just look at them—Shanghai, 
Manila, Singapore, London, Cork, to 
list just a few of the foreign-stamped 
envelopes the postman dumped on my

desk. Globe Trotters sending in their 
application blanks or sending along a 
few words to the home office.

The far-place letters prize this 
month goes to Phil Menzies, from 
way down Ciudad Bolivai, British 
Guiana. Phil read Jackson Cole’s 
yarn, “ Jungle Diamonds,” and was 
amazed to find it laid right in his own 
territory.

“ I sure never expected to find this 
little dump in a fiction story,” he 
writes. "That sort of made me feel as 
if the Globe Trotters were meeting 
right here in my hut! One thing I 
want to say for Jackson Cole: he sure 
knows his stuff when he writes about 
British Guiana. If all your stories are 
as authentic as ‘Jungle Diamonds.' 
you sure hand it to ’em right!”

Straight Goods
That’s not the first time we've been 

complimented on the authenticity of 
our yarns. Lots of you have recog
nized familiar settings and stepped 
up to say a word of commendation.

But Phil Menzies’ letter gives us a 
chance to go on record and at the 
same time give credit to the fellows 
who write these yarns for you. W e’re 
not surprised that you felt at home in 
Jackson Cole's yarn, Phil; we’d have 
been flabbergasted if you hadn’t.

Yeah, Jax knows his stuff. And so 
do the rest of the chaps who contrib
ute to these pages. They know be
cause they’ve been to the places they 
write about, and mighty often they’ve 
had a bit of a hand in the yarns they 
tell us.

Ye Olde Globe Trotter knows this 
writing gang personally, and he’s 
mighty proud of them. They’re a two- 
fisted, devil-may-care, happy-go-lucky 
outfit. They’re all incurable adven
ture maniacs, and you can’t make a 
date for next week with any of them 
and be sure he’ll be on hand to keep 
it. But when they say the dope is 
straight, it’s straight. It’s on this sort 
of thing that we’ve built TH RILL
ING ADVENTURES.

First-Hand Dope
Take this issue, for example. When 

we wanted a bang-up article on that 
picturesque old warhorse, Smedley 
Butler, the logical man to do it was 
Arthur Burks, Butler’s old aide-de- 
camp. Burks knows Butler, and you 
will know him when you finish thi3 
intensely human two-part article.

Generally with Burks’ yarns, there 
is a “ story behind the story” — a 
wealth of interesting details and 
anecdotes which never come out un
less you dig for them. So Ye Olde

Globe Trotter got out the editorial 
spade and began digging. Here is the 
result—a fistful of sidelines that are 
as good as the article itself:
Dear Globe Trotter:

In my story of General Smedley D. But
ler I must admit that I am prejudiced in 
his favor, and, I think, rightly so. He has 
been maligned in his time, but I never met 
an officer or enlisted man who served 
under him but told me that he was abso
lutely without fear under fire, eminently 
fair to his subordinates, and always ready 
to do anything he wished others to d o ;

(Continued on page ISO)



THE S T R A N G E  
EXOTIC W O R L D  
O F  T W I L I G H T  
MEN A N D  WOMEN

THE TH IRD  SEX I 
M AN OR W OM AN ? 
CAN YOU TELL 

“ TH EM ”  FROM 
O TH ERS?

M Y S T E R I O U S  F A S C I N A T I O N  •
O . G re a t S o c ia lE v il V G toovened

Now a D octor ha9 dared to tear away 
the veil o f  mystery that hides the facts 
behind homosexuality. Id blunt under
standable words he describes the unbe
lievable facts. “ S T R A N G E  LOVES, A  
Study in Sexual Abnorm alities,”  by 
Dr. La Forest Potter, noted authority, Is 
a document so weird, so startling, as 
to amaze the civilized world. Dr. Potter 
says. “ NO MAN ON EARTH HAS A 
CHANCE AGAINST A WOMAN ONCE 
SHE HAS SUCCUMBED TO ANOTHER 
WOMAN." A startling, provocative indict

ment against the false modesty that 
For hundreds o f years men and has been responsible for the growth 
women have talked with hushed fantastic strange amatory
voices Ebout ••STRANGE PEO- ' “ ^ sltlea Bmtm* sav“ K'J and eivlUzed 
PLE”—men who are not men— °
women who are not women. No 
one has ever dared to talk out in 
the open about THE THIRD 
SEX. Is it any wonder that the 
shocking, lurid facts of this gTeat 
social evil are unknown to the 
great mass of men and women ?
Because this subject Is consid
ered taboo, strange nick names 
have arisen. "Fairies. Pansies,
Queers, Lesbians, Perverts”— 
these are but a few of the names 
used to describe these female men 
and male ioomen.

Dr. Potter tells about the hidden secret 
passions that dominate these women's 
exotic lives. He talks about the tragic 
duality of the effeminate man—half 
man—half woman. Fearlessly, openly, 
the meaning of many misunderstood 
subjects is brought under the search
light of truth. Sadism— Necrophilia— 
Phallic Worship —  Sodomy — Pederasty 
— Tribadism — Saphism — Uranism— 
the normal man and woman will re
fuse to believe that such abnormalities 
exist and have been practiced through 
the ages.

ASTONISHING DISCLOSURES 
ABOUT THE WORLD’S MOST 

FAMOUS MEN!
How many of the famous men of history 
were considered “odd" ? Socrates, Plato, 
Caesar, Virgil, Oscar Wilde, Leonardo da 
Vinci, Lord Byron, Tchaikowsky, the 
musician; Wait Whitman, the gentle lov
able poet; Napoleon—men and women of 
all kinds in ail stages of life.

J e *  S c p h iA tic a ti

This document in book form contains bewildering 
disclosures and discoveries of a subject that is sel
dom if ever discussed, that most people know little 
or nothing about—yet one that deserves the most 
painstaking and thorough investigation. A limited 
edition has been prepared for ADULTS ONLY. 
256 pages, beautifully bound in cloth, printed on 
fine paper— for the book lover and collector of rare, 
esoteric literature. Reserve a copy of this book— 
at the new reduced price of $2.00 — by mailing 
the coupon. Order Today— Edition is limited!

ROBERT DODSLEY CO.
110 W. 42nd SU  Dept. H-20, New York, N. Y.

R O B E R T  D 0 D 8 L E Y  CO.,  Dept. H -20 
HO West 42nd Street 
New York .  N.  Y.
Pleooe send mo IN PLAIN WRAPPER, a copy of Dr. La Forest 
Potter’s book ’ STRANGE LOVES— A Study In Sexual Abnor
malities. ** I hereby affirm that I am an adult person.
□  I am enclosing remittance of $2.00. Send book all charges

postpaid.
□  Ship C. O. D I promise to pay postman $2.00 plus postage

on delivery.

Name................................................................................................

Address................. .......................................................................................

Town ..........................................................................State ........................
(Wa reserve the riaht to return all orders after this edition 

U exhausted. Prepaid orders receive preference and will bo 
shipped hefore C. O. D. orders.) (Canadian and Foreign orders 
must be accompanied by remittance for $2.25.)
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(Continued from page 148) 
he never ordered a man to face dangers 
he would not face himself.

There is, for example, the famous story 
of the "Duckboard Parade.” It happened 
in Brest. Butler had taken over command 
of Camp Pontanazen, a muddy swamp. He 
started to clean up. There were countless 
duckboards near the camp— ask any soldier 
what duckboards are. To the initiate they 
are ladderlike strips of board walks, eight 
or nine feet in length, and deucedly heavy 
to carry.

Butler’s men didn’t wish to trudge 
through seas of mud with such monstrosi
ties on their shoulders. Butler said noth
ing. He got one on his shoulder— and it 
weighed almost as much as he did— and 
started off with it. Behind him immedi
ately thereafter stretched the entire com
mand, loaded to the guards with duck- 
boards 1

I wish some of you could hear the

stories he sometimes tells to his intimates, 
as I heard him tell the stories I have re
lated in my article. O f the famous "Battle 
of the Coconuts,” o f the trip to Cana on 
the border of Colombia, o f work on the 
Panama Canal.

He has a keen sense of humor, and while 
he talks he walks back and forth like, as 
he himself puts it, "F elix  the Cat,”  remem
bering things and putting them into pun
gent words. He is one raconteur to whom 
one never tires of listening.

He tells o f taking a trip on a small 
steamer loaded with stacks of fertilizer. I 
heard that one in Tientsin, China, when I 
sat beside the general on a piano bench at 
a house party which had an odd finale. 
Liquor was served. America was dry. So, 
therefore, were the marines under Butler. 
When the general started to leave, he told 
me he would take me in his car and drop 
me at my billet. I said I wasn’t quite 
ready to go. Butler looked at me, then at 
the tray of drinks, and calmly repeated 
his offer to take me home. P.S.— I went 
home I

My most interesting and exciting ex
periences while in the Marine Corps hap
pened while I served with Butler. I ’d like 
to serve with him again— the highest com 
pliment I can think of. And there are 
many others who swear at and about him—  

et follow  him, by request (or did while 
e was on duty) all over the world.

Arthur J. Burks.

He Knows Snakes
All right, now let’s take one of the 

fiction yarns. If you get the creeps 
from reading “The King Takes Com
mand,” by Richard B. Sale, there’s a 
mighty good reason why you did. 
That cobra seemed plenty life-like, 
eh? Well, the lad who wrote about 
him knows plenty about cobras, and 
other snakes as Well.

Here’s what the editorial spade dug 
out of Bro. Sale :
Dear Globe Trotter:

Yes, there’s a story behind “The King 
Takes Command” —  a story, and plenty 
more besides.

In 1927, the newspapers carried an ac
count of the ’ finding of the barkentine. 
H i g h  W i n d ,  at sea in the South Arabian 
Sea. There wasn’t a living soul on board 
her. No one could explain the mystery, 
and right then and there I Bet that down 
for a story. It wasn’t until this year that 
a possible solution to the problem occur
red to me.

For many years I have delved in herpe
tology. I don't know what it is, but snakes 
and lizards positively fascinate me. I 
studied them at college when I should 
have been passing Math. As a result, I 
don’t know much Math, but I flatter my
self that I do know snakes.

The King Cobra I have always looked 
Upon with a respect akin to worship. This 
great serpent— the true king of snakedom 
— is so deadly, so aggressive, and so defi
nitely intelligent, that I just had to writo 
a yarn about him.

Finally, when I read that a leopard had 
escaped out of Frank Buck’s wild cargo 
last year when that hunter was returning 
from Malaysia, the thought clicked. A  
deserted ship, a cargo of wild animals, and 
an escaped King Cobra playing hell with 
every one in general. There you have the 
genesis of “The King Takes Command.” 

Richard B. Sale.

That Oriental Atmosphere
Now let’s have a look at Carl N. 

Taylor’s story, “ Seven Days’ Death.”  
Felt that you knew his characters 
pretty well by the time you were fin
ished, did you? And, maybe, that 
you’d had a little excursion to Ma
nila? Well, you’re right on both 
counts.

They were real people, and it was 
the sure enough capitol of the Philip
pines you were in. Listen to Taylor:
Dear Globe Trotter:

Back in 1930, I used to hang around a 
certain saloon of unsavory reputation in 

(Continued on page 152)



IF I WERE ONLY BUILT 

LIKE THAT CHAP, W H AT 

A  HIT I’D MAKE I

Don’t let people 
lough at your

SKINKY SHAPE!
Thousands find new way 

adds pounds quick!
Astonishing gains in a few  weeks with new discovery. 
Richest im ported brew ers’  ale yeast now concentrated 
7 times and iron added. Gives 5 to IS lbs. quick l

FOR years doctors have prescribed yeast to build 
up health for rundown men and women. But 
now, thanks to a new scientific discovery, you can 

get far greater tonic results than with ordinanr 
yeast—regain health, and in addition put on pounds 
of husky flesh—and in a far shorter time.

Not only are thousands quickly gaining solid, 
good-looking pounds, but also clear skin, freedom 
from indigestion and constipation, new pep.

Concentrated 7 times 
This amazing new product, Ironized Yeast, is made 
from specially cultured brewers’ ale yeast imported 
from Europe—the richest yeast known—which by 
a new scientific process is concentrated 7 times 
—made 7 times more powerful.

But that is not ail I This marvelous, health-build
ing yeast is then ironized with 3 special kinds of iron 
which strengthen the blood, add pep.

D ay after day, as you take Iromzed Yeast, watch

gawky angles fill out, flat chest develop, skinny 
limbs get husky. Skin clears, new health comes.

Results guaranteed
No matter how skinny and weak you may be, this mar
velous new Ironized Yeast should build you up in a 
few short weeks as it has thousands. If you are not 
delighted with the results of the very firet package, 
your money will be instantly refunded.

Only be sure you get genuine Ironized Yeast, not some 
imitation that cannot give the same results. Insist on 
the genuine with "IY ”  stamped on each tablet.

Special FREE offer
To start you building up your health right away, we 
make this absolutely FREE ofler. Purchase a package of 
Ironized Yeast at once, cut out the seal on the box and 
mail it to us with a clipping of this paragraph. We will 
send you a fascinating new book on health, "New Facts 
About Your Body” , by a well-known authority. Re
member, results are guaranteed with the very first 
package—or money refunded. At all druggists. Ironized 
Yeast Co., Dept. 7 7 3  Atlanta, Ga.
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(Continued from page ISO) 
the Walled City, Manila. I was interested 
in the flotsam and jetsam of humanity who 
drifted in and out through those swinging 
doors. W ith some of them I struck up in
teresting acquaintances, and these people 
unwittingly contributed to the birth of 
“ Seven Days’ Death.”

Frawley is a slightly exaggerated por
trayal of a man who, over a period of 
months, helped me to consume large quan
tities of San Miguel Pale Pilsen. An un
communicative sort, he led me to believe 
that he had spent most of his life in highly 
dubious enterprises up and down the China 
Coast.

Frawley was quite familiar with drugs 
and poisons, and he once told me about 
a mysterious drug which had. the action 
of the Seven Days’ Death. It had a Chi
nese name which I do not remember, and 
could hardly pronounce anyway.

My beautiful Chinese girl was inspired 
by a Santa Ana dance hall ballerina who 
had come down from Macao. She once 
proved a real friend in need, and I just 
naturally had to make her attractive.

Sun Chong was in real life one Tommie, 
an Amoy China-boy who served me faith
fully and well during several months of 
my residence in the Oriente Hotel on Calle 
Real. An entirely prosaic person, I am 
sure Tommie would be amazed if he knew 
of the adventures through which I put 
him. He’d probably remark, "Mistlah Tay- 
leh plenty dlam clazy —  dlink too much 
nipa gin.”

The background of Manila, particularly 
the Walled City, the color, descriptions, 
etc., are quite accurate, since I spent many 
months prowling about the more smelly 
districts of that delightful burg.

Carl N. Taylor.

Readers Who Know
“These birds are the worst bunch in 

the world to talk to,” a well-known 
soldier-of-fortune said to Ye Olde 
Trotter one night when the adven
turer was addressing the Explorers 
Club. "They’ve been to every place 
in God’s world, and they’re able to 
pick you up any time your memory 
gets a bit woozy.”

Well, adventure writers have found 
THRILLING ADVENTURE read
ers just as exacting an audience. 
There’s mighty sure to be some Globe 
Trotter somewhere who is ready to 
call the turn if they slip up. And we 
want ’em to.

That’s the way we can give you a 
better magazine. When we’re wrong 
you’re doing us a favor when you call 
us on it. And we’ll step right up and 
get things straightened out.

A few months ago Harry Green, 
one of the rollingest of the rolling 
stones, rolled in here and gave us a 
yarn about how he lost his arm in a 
desperate battle with a Kodiak bear. 
We passed the yarn along to you, and 
it sailed along fine, until—

Well, Charles Madsen, Field Man
ager of the Kodiak Guides Associa
tion, in Kodiak, Alaska, is a TH RILL
ING ADVENTURES reader. And 
when he read Harry’s yarn he let out 
a howl that could be heard way down 
here in New York. W e’ve expurgated 
his remarks a bit, but here's the gist 
of them:
Dear Globe Trotter:

There never was anybody ever lost an 
arm in a mix-up with a Kodiak bear. Let 
me tell you that when anybody gets in a 
mix-up with one of these bears he never 
lives to tell the tale!

I have hunted these bears for many, 
many years and have well over a hundred 
to my credit on expeditions where I acted 
as guide and with what I killed personally. 
In my whole career as a guide I have never 
heard of a bear “ pit”  a man could fall into 
as he walks along. Probably this Harry 
Green meant a “ den,”  but there again he 
didn’t know what he was talking about be
cause bears never den up for the winter 
in any place a person could fall into.

In all the bear dens that I have seen— 
and I have seen and been inside a lot of 
them— it would be necessary to crawl in. 
And every one of them was way up in the 
mountains, under rock shelves and in nat
ural cracks, where no man would be walk
ing no matter where he was bound for be
tween any camps.

If a “ giant paw bashed in my face,”  as 
the story tells it, that would be the end 
of the story right there. And, believe me, 
there is no room in a bear’s den to do any 
swinging your arms around to do any stab
bing with any knife. Furthermore, a knife 
on a Kodiak bear would be useless when 
we sometimes have to plug them a dozen 
times with 220 gr. mushroom express am
munition o f the 30.06 caliber —  and still 
they keep on coming!

Charles Madsen.

Sort of looks as if Field Manager 
Madsen is after Harry Green all 
primed for bear! Since the day that 
entertaining but elusive gent strolled 
out of the office we haven't heard 
from him—but there will be a howl 
all right when he sees this, don’t 
worry about that.

Meanwhile—get this right; I’m not 
horning in on this argument; not me 1
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—let me just say that Madsen seems 
to have misunderstood what Green 
meant by a “pit” anyway. As he told 
the yarn, I understood that this pit 
was a trap set to catch a bear, not a 
den the bear had made for itself. And 
it might just be, too, that Bro. Bear, 
flopping into that pit, was prety well 
busted up or starved when Harry 
landed on top of him. Of course, 
then he—

All right, mister! My hands are up 
and I’m running! Fight it out, you 
bear hunters.

The Sign-Up Place
Back a couple of paragraphs I men

tioned the flock of far-flung Globe 
Trotters who are sending in their let
ters and applications lately. There’s 
a heap of blanks from every corner of 
the good old U. S. A., too—and, what’s 
more important, we’ve got plenty 
room for more.

So, if you haven’t responded to that 
impulse yet, now’s the time to do it. 
The Globe Trotters need you, and you 
need the Globe Trotters. It won’t cost 
you a cent to join—nothing for dues, 
initiation fee or anything like that. 
Just clip the coupon, fill it in, and 
send it to us with a self-addressed 
and stamped envelope. That’s all. We 
w ill put you on the roll, send you a 
handsome membership card, and you 
will be a full-fledged member with 
the rest of the gang.

It’s some gang, boy!
I haven’t been featuring calls for 

pen pals in this department. Rather 
felt that all Globe Trotters are pen 
pals and that you fellows are free to 
correspond with one another. That’s 

(Continued on page 154)

GET ACQUAINTED CLUB
Established. Reliable. Member* everywhere (Many W ealthy.) If 

lonely, write for sealed particulars.
P. 0 . Box 1251 D E N V E R .  C O L O R A D O

A Baby For You?
I f  you  are denied the blessing o f  a baby all your own 

and yearn  fo r  a  baby 's arm s and a baby 's smile do not give 
u p  hope. Just w rite in confidence to Mrs. Mildred Owens, 
8406 Coates House, K ansas City, M o., and she w ill tell you 
about a  sim ple hom e method that helped her a fter being 
denied 15 yrs. M any others say this has helped bless their 
lives. W rite now  and try  for this w onderful happiness.

SAVE 50% W r ite  t o d a y  fo r  F R E E  
M n lL .p rd cr  p r ic e  list  o f  

w S a n ita ry  N e ce ss it ie s  o f  
a ll k in d s  f o r  m en a n d  w o m e n . G o o d s  sen t in  p la in  
se a le d  e n v e lo p e , p o s t a g e  p a id  b y  us.
P . O . B O X  81. D e p t. D - l l ,  H a m ilto n . O n ta r io

tCHES OF MUSCLE 
PUT ON TOUR ARMS 

with the
GERMAN IRON SHOE 

MUSCLE BUILDER
H e r e  Is th e  g re a te s t  e x e r c is e r  e v e r  
m a d e  t o  b u ild  g ia n t -l ik e  a rm s, 
w id e , p o w e r fu l sh o u ld e r s , a  b ra w n y  
b a c k  an d  a tre m e n d o u s  ch est I J o h n  
F il lp o n e  a d d e d  five  Inches to  b it  
a r m s ;  B. P e te r  a d d e d  o n e  in ch  to  
e a ch  b ice p  th e  first w eek  I W h a t 
th e y  h a ve  don e, y o u  can  d o  I

N o w  Y ou  Can H a v e  S tre n g th  and 
P h y s iq u e  th e  K q u a l o f  th e  

S tro n g e s t  P r o fe s s io n a l !
Becom e the center o f  attraction 
w herever you  g o ! Decide now 
that you are g o in g  to haws 
muscles that not only look good 
but are good I Get sinew s o f  steel 1 
The Iron shoe will develop them  
to  the super-state that cannot be 
equalled. Som e o f  ou r pupils have 
put fou r inches on  th eir  biceps 
and increased their shoulder 
spread six  inches.

New Strength Register Attached
The  new register always shows you the exact strength 
you are exerting . you can see your day-by-day 
improvement i

SPECIAL, FREE OFFER I
The Iron Man * Famous 60 day Illustrated Picture 
Course of Instruction Is Included FREE! This U the 
greatest body-bulldlag offer ever presented. Ring In 
now for th# lowest priced sod biggest result-getting 
exerciser under the sun!
Bend today . . . NOW . . .  for FREE Illustrated In
formation. No obligation.

SEND FOR FREE O F F M !
A m e r ica n  A th le t ic  A p p l ia n c e  C o m p a n y ,
4324 P a u l S t., D ep t. T G -8 , P h ila d e lp h ia , P a .

Gentlemen: Without obligation and without cost, send 
particulars about your Iron Shoe Strength Builder and 
Special FREE offer.
Name .....................................................................................................

Addrese ...........................................................................................

.............................................  Bute..............
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i wu| price* for tire*?
-r~*|Save money on al 

J standard brand*, recon-
ntrncted b y  the Bpecial^l 
Adam ite •dentine proC-”  ^  

igess. A dam s tire* are fu llr  ,
guaranteed to  give best of W O R T H  

service under severest road W H IT T S  Hi 
conditions fo r  12 fu ll CUARANTT] 

I m onths and backed b y  the g o  HD 
^financial resources « f

this well-known company. 
BALLOON TIRES 

Tire

, WITH (ACM Tiff

n.:
•Ulttr light eoro- 
pl*U  with bulb. 
B t p l i t M  flesh- 
light. *

NEW
TUBE

1 M DEALERS WANTED

Mi*..
S4 i4tt 10*8 
33x6»a*6
Heavy Duty Trucks
Blxe Ttra Tub* 

SOsS | 4 . 2 |  1.08 
»2ift-S p ly « .» S  >.75 
IJ*ft-10p. 7 .4 5  > 74 •6x0 f . f B  s.ss 
44*7 1 0 .9 5  3.23
M i l  1 1 .4 8  1 .05 
40*4 1 4 .2 8  4 16
ALL OTWtH » a t >

ALL TUBES GUARANTEED BRAND NEW
I I  deposit with Meb tire ordered. (14 with sueb truck tire.) 
m  C.O.D. If  jrou Mad eseh in full. deduct 5% . Hamacubar— 1 2  
Ik s ’ w ritte n  gu a ra n te e d  ssr-rloe or replacement at H  price.

D«pt. J  -270  
a g o . III.

ADAMS T IR E  A  RUBBER CO..
2515 So. M ich igan  A vtn u s , C hi

FROM OUR SANCTUM
C Our companion magazines for August con

tain the best stories and features to be 
found anywhere.

<T Don’t miss THRILLING WESTERN—fea
turing a complete book-length novel by 
Dabney Otis Collins, with a thrill In every 
line, TWO-GUN TROUBLE. Also a novel
ette, THE SHERIFF OF CROOKED 
CREEK, by Ray Humphreys and many 
two-fisted stories and features. Now pub
lished monthly. 10c at all stands.

NT SKY FIGHTERS starts off with a bang—
^  with THE DEVIL’S SPEEDWAY, a com

plete war air novel by Arthur J. Burks. 
Also. THE SKY TERROR, a zooming nov- 
eletto by F. E. Rechnltzer, and stories by 
Harold F. Crulckshank, Oil Brewer and 
others. Many interesting features. 10c.

H Arthur B. Reeve, famous creator of Craig 
Kennedy, presents a new Craig Kennedy 
mystery—MURDER AT NIGHT—in the 
August THRILLING DETECTIVE. The 
featured book-length novel is DEATH 
PARADE, by George A. McDonald. 10c at 
all stands.

NT The air-minded will thrill to SKIES OF 
JEOPARDY, the latest full book-length 
novel by Lieut. Scott Morgan, featuring the 
world's greatest ace. In THE LONE EAGLE. 
—10c.

C You’ll find all the glamor of the West In 
THRILLING RANCH STORIES—15c—con
taining action-packed, romantic stories of 
the ranch and range.

#T Detective fnnR will thrill to THE SILENT 
MENACE, the latest full book-length novel 
featuring the world’s greatest sleuth in 
THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE—10c.

C. For sis and mom: THRILLING LOVE, 10c 
at all stands. They'll love It!

— ___  —THE PUBLISHER.

(Continued from page 153) 
why I print a batch of new members’ 
names and addresses every month. 

But here are two Globe Trotters 
who seem pretty lonesome. That’s a 
might punk way to feel. Listen to 
'em:
Dear Globe Trotter:

My pal and I would like to find a pen 
friend somewhere in the U.S.A. W e are 
two lonesome soldiers of the British Army, 
at present stationed in India. W e can sup
ply plenty of interesting information about 
life in India to anyone who is interested. 

Private A. Gillard, DMG Company, 
Private S. Boatfield, B Company, 

1st Somerset Light Infantry, Wellington, 
Niligris, South India,

QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS 
___________________________________

First of all this month along comes 
a fellow with a request that I’ll bet 
has been on the tip of the tongue of 
a whole lot of you. Says h e:
Dear Globe Trotter:

I think you have the finest adventure 
magazine on the market. All I can suggest 
is that you give us more stories about the 
Marine Corps by Arthur J. Burks.

Can you tell me where I might pick up 
a copy of the Marine Corps song, "The 
Halls of Montezuma” ?

Lewis Cranfield.
Winston-Salem, N. C.

A nswer :
Yes, sir, Lewis; I sure can tell you. 

No better place than right here. That 
is what this section is for: to give you 
gents the dope you want. Here are 
the words of the Marines’ Hymn:
From the Halls o f Montezuma to the 

shores of Tripoli
W e fight our country’s battles on the 

land as on the sea—
First to fight for right or freedom, and to 

keep our glory clean,
W e are proud to claim the title of 

United States Marine.
Our flag unfurls to every breeze, from 

dawn to setting sun;
W e have fought in every clime and 

place where we could take a gun.
In the snow of far off northern lands and 

in sunny tropic scenes,
You will find us always on the job— 

the United States Marines.
Here’s health to you and to our Corps, 

which we are proud to serve!
In many a strife we’ve fought for life,

(Continued on page 156)



NOW I CAN TELL YOU THE TRUE FACTS ABOUT

a m s c a t  u Jex
SEX 13 NO LONGER a mysterious 

sin, mentioned only in the 
conversational glitters— it is  the 
m ost powerful force in  the world 
and can be made the most beau- 
tiful. Thanks to  this bravely 
written book , i t  is n o longer 
necessary to pay the awful price 
for one mom ent o f  bliss. Science 
now  lights the path to knowledge 
and lifelong sex happiness.

LOVE M AKING  IS A N  A M I
A r e  y o u  an au ikard  n ov ice  tn th e  art 

o f  lo v e -m a k in g  o r  a m aster o f  Its difficult 
t e ch n iq u e  ? T h e  art o f  lo v e -m a k in g  take* 
sk ill a n d  k n o w led g e . T h e  sexual e m b ra ce  
o s  practiced  b y  t h o se  ig n o ra n t  o f  its true  
S cien tific  im p o rta n ce  is  crude* a w k w a rd  
o n d  o ften  terr ify in g  t o  m o r e  sen sitive  
n a tu res. N o r m a l sex -su ited  p e o p le  a re  
t o r n  apart b e ca u se  th e y  la c k  th e  k n o w l-  
e d g e  that m a k es fo r  a  h a p p y  se x  life  1

>*640  P A R I N G  P A O E 1

Sex Facts fo r  M en and  W om en
Twilight Sleep— Easy Childbirth
Sex Excesses
The Crime of Abortion
Impotence and Sex Weakness
Secrets of the Honeymoon
Teaching Children Sex
The Dangers o f Petting
What Every Man Should Know
The Truth about Masturbation
Venereal Diseases
The Sexual Embrace
How to Build Virility
How to Gain Greater Delight
What to Allow a Lover To Do
Birth Control Chart for Married Women

FREE! PHILOSOPHY OF LIFE
I This astonishing book, telling 
I frankly and clearly tho differ

ence in construction and func
tion o f  man and woman, is 
sent without coat to all who 
order ‘ ‘The New Eugenics’ ’ at 
$1.98. All about the thrilling 
mystery of Sex I FREE I
PIONEER PUBLISHING CO.

Radio City
* 1270 Sixth Avenue, NewYork

sex  r
W OULD YOU like to know  the 

whole truth about B e x ?  A l l  • 
o f  the startling facta that even the 
frankest b o o k ,  h a v e  h e re to fo re  n o t  cU red 
t o  p r in t a re ex p la in e d  in  clear* sc ien tific  
m anner* v iv id ly  illustrated* In th e  re v o 
lu tion a ry  b o o k  —  “ T h e  N e w  Eugenics'** 
H e r e  at last, th e  n a k e d  tru th  stands forth *  
str ip ped  o f  all p ru d e ry  a n d  n a rro w  p re 
ju d ice . O ld  fa sh io n e d  ta b o o s  are d iscard 
e d  a n d  th e  su b je ct  o f  se x  is  b ro u g h t  o u t  
in to  th e  b r ig h t lig h t o f  m ed ica l s c ie n ce  
b y  D r .  C .  8 . W h ite h e a d  M . D . a n d  Dr* 
Charles A .  H off*  M .  D -, th e  a u th o rs !

SEX ATTRACTION!
S ex  a ppea l a n d  sex  sa tisfaction  are th e  

m ost p ow erfu l fo rces  in  y o u r  life . T o  re
m a in  in  ig n o ra n ce  is t o  rem a in  in  d a n g e r  
o f  li fe lo n g  su fferin g . 1c is th e  p u rp o s e  
o f  th is great b o o k  to  s h o w  se x -ig n o ra n t  
m e n  a n d  w o m e n  h o w  to  e n jo y  safely  th e  
th rillin g  e x p er ien ces  that are their b irth 
r ig h t. It n o t  o n ly  tells y o u  h o w  to  attra ct 
th e  opp osite  sex , b u t a lso  h o w  to  hold  the 
love o f  
mai

e o f  you  
tr ied  lift

iut m ate  th ro u g h o u t  a b lissfu l

^ 7 'o teV et  /

OANGEROUSI
. .  .  U n less y o u  
k n o w  th e  true 
fa cts  a b ou t s e x l  
lg n ora  nee lea  ds 
to  ih a m e, d es 
pair, w orry an d  
rem orse.

D o  y o u  k n o w  h o w  t o  a d d  v ar ie ty  t o  
y o u r  lo v e -m a k in g ?  T h e  m o s t  in n o c e n t  
kiss m ay lead  t o  tra g ed y  i f  y o u  a r e  
ig n oran t o f  sex  re la tion s .

W ill FEAR
g rip  you on  you r  
w ed d in g  n igh t l  
. . .  o r  w ill it b e  
the tender, thril
lin g  exp er ien ce  
t h a t  i s  y o u r  
b irth righ t!

SEND N O  M O N EY!
Y o u  send n o  m o n e y  —  ju st fill o u t  t h e  
c o u p o n  b e lo w  a n d  th e n  w h e n  it arrives* 
in  p la in  w ra pp er, p a y  th e  p o s tm a n  $ 1 .9 8 . 
K e e p  the b o o k  fiv e  da y s , th e n  i f  y o u  are 
n o t  satisfied se n d  it  b a ck  a n d  w e  w ill 
re fu n d  y o u r  m o n e y  im m e d ia te ly  a n d  
w ith ou t question* T h is  b o o k  N O T  t o ld  
t o  m in o rs .

p i c t u r e T T *
PIONEER PUBLISHING C O M P A N Y  
Dept- TQ8 1 270Sixth Ave./NewYork,N.Y,
Send me the "The New Eugenics’ ' In plain 
wrapper. I will pay postman $1.98 (plus post
age) on delivery. If 1 »m  not completely satis
fied, 1 can return the book within five days and 
the entire price will be refunded immedi
ately. Also send me, FREE o f CHARGE* 
your book "T h e Philosophy o f  L ife " .

Name -------
A d d rru_____________________ Ag,-----

Fors\gn Orders tt.SS in  advowee ___
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TRAVEL FOR “ UNCLE SAM”
| I 9 )  la  t Z M  roontV Every second week o(T—full pay. Common educa
tion sufficient Bovs— U «o . IT up, write IM M EDI ATELY— for fry* 
82-page book with list o f U. 8. Gov't positions. Many early exsm-“-ntl--------  •
f t !

Ions expected. 
R A N K L I N  I N S T I T U T E R O C H E S T E R .  N.  Y.

ONE WOMAN TO ANOTHER

u LAD IES END PAIN  AN D D ELAY NOW . Oet a 
married woman * secret when nature fails. I posit!rely 
guarantee my successful "Special Relief Compound”  
is praised sod  used by thousands of women for re
lief I Compounded o f Ingredients used by physicians 
and nurses more than a quarter of a century because 
o f power to relieve pain and Induce flow Believes 
many of the most stubborn unnatural delays, often 
In 8 to 5 days. Mr* O .: "A fter  days It worked.”  

Mrs.  L .  W . -  " I  missed severs! weeks. Only took half a box to get 
resu lt*”  Mrs. V .: "U sed two boxes and tho flow started." Mrs. C. : 
" I  was abou. b weeks past. In S days I was O. K . "  Send for this 
proven remedy today. Regular package. *2.00 8 pedal Formula 
Ho. 2 for >bstlnste conditions, 18.00. Valuable know ledge' FREE. 

M A R T H A  B E A S L E Y
Scat 22. Northwesters 8tat lea. D ep t  108. Detroi t. Mi ch igan

SEX SECRETS
1JT page* of vital, most Intimate Information that you must know 
to get the most out of L otc— Life— Marriage. Plainly told 
In our enisling booklets “ Man’ s 8exual Life.”  and v 5 c  
•’Womanhood ”  Both sent poetpsld In plain wrapper for ** 
F o r  mature adulla only. A prude would not dare to read them. 
Get your set now from—
National Booksellers, Dept. 10, Owosso, Mich.

FOREST JOBS
Easily available, $125— $200 per month. Per
manent Cabin, hunt, trap, patrol. Get details 
immediately.

RAYSON SERVICE BUREAU 
Dept. K-56 Denver, Colo.

B E T T E R S
Than The/ w ereal 35 a m b t

W hy not feel young again, youth- 
fu l-llke, am bitious— full or PEP and _____
V IG O R 1 D on't be deprived of life 's richest prizes— love, 
fam e, health and happiness Why be discouraged or 
depressed. No matter whit you have tried before, Snyder's 
Vlgorette Tablets. by their powerful tonic effects, have 
proved a great help to every user. Why not have plenty 
o f  red blood aud tone up weak organs. Vlgorette Tablets 
are a powerful tonic yet safe and harmless Endorsed by 
Doctor* They pick you right up. Improvement* noticed 
In 8 to 5 days for Men or Women. Bend for one mouth's 
supply for t l  (C .O D , If preferred!.—Trial supphr. 25c 
P lain  wrapper, sealed BETTER TABLET COMPANY.
1434 N.  Well* St., Dept. 454-B, Chicago, III.________________

Quit Using Tobacco!
W rit* fo r  Free Booklet and Learn How.
Results Guaranteed or H ooey Refunded.

N E W E L L  P H A R M A C A L  C O M P A N Y  
VOS C la y ton Stat ion St .  L eo le ,  Me .

T I L L I E  AND GUS!
THE LATEST STUFF

Also T lllU  and Mac. M acs', and Jlggs. Dumb Dora. Boas and 
Bubbles. Peaches and Browning, French Stenographer, a  Bachelor's 
D .eam . A M odel's Life. Adam and Eve. K ip and A lice, Harold 
Teen and Llllums, Toots and Casper, The Oumpe. W innie Winkle. 
Qu* and Quisle Barney Gnog.e and Spark Plug, Boob McNutt and 
Pearl, T1UI* the Toller. Cave-men lx>ve; Chorus Girl Love; Turkish 
Love; Aptche Love: Old M aid's Love; Papa Love; Bailors on 
Shore; What Tom Saw Through the Keyhole; When Hubby Cornea 
Home; What the Window Washer Saw ; Mabel and the Icem an: A
Turkish Harem ; Mexican Love; and 80 Bnappy French Girl Pi 
16 French Lovers’ Picture*. French Men and Women In Passionate 
L ore Posea. Also Hula-Hula Dancing GlrL A ll the above will be 
M M  you prepaid for only S i.00.

SEA-BREEZE NOVELTY HOUSE 
P .  0 .  f o x  1458, New Haven, Conn. , Dent. G J 5 - 4 T N

(Continued from page 154)
and never lost our nerve.

I f  the Army and the Navy ever look on 
heaven’s scenes,

They will find the streets are guarded 
by United States Marines I

Hermit Islands
There are still some places in the 

U. S. where a fellow can get away all 
by himself and live pretty much as he 
chooses. The question seems to be 
why anyone should want to live in 
some of them. But then, there’s no 
accounting for tastes. Perhaps these 
islands are just what some of you are 
looking fo r:
Dear Globe T rotter:

I have heard o f a group of islands off 
the coast o f California— off Santa Barbara, 
I believe— called the Channel Islands. As 
I have heard it told, the islands are quite 
beautiful, well supplied with timber and 
pasture ground, and afford good fishing.

Can a fellow  go out there and take a 
place for himself? How large? And what 
expenses is he likely to run up against? 
This sounds like an interesting proposi
tion to me if the islands are open to home
steading.

Alvin Tomlinson.
Cicero, Illinois.

Answer:
The Channel Islands are just about 

where you locate them, and your de
scription seems to fit them pretty 
well, Alvin. There are about twenty 
of them, stretching on down to Lower

(Continued on page 157)

PARTIAL LIST OF CHARTER 
MEMBERS

The Globe Trotters Club
C. Van Vorhes. 4430 Milford Avenue, Cleveland, O. 
Hymie Widofsky, 1290 Fulton Ave., N. Y.
Harold E. Lail, 412 N. East Ave., Kannapolis. N. C. 
George L. Prokop. 15b S. Broadway, Wahoo, Nebr. 
Harry A. Rohwer, Jr„ 1146 E. 105th St., L o b  Angele*. 
Walter Blohro. 849 Higgins Ave., Neenah, Wis.
C. S. Harper, 224 Pierre Br.. Shreveport, La.
E. R. Parkhurst, Box L 4, Bowie, Ariz.
Jim Toulouse. 1011 Forrester Ave., Albuquerque, N. M. 
Edward V. Wells, 2822 Broadway. Schenectady, N. Y. 
Roy Baer, 8551 Carpenter St., Chicago.
Jack C. Harris, 31 N. E. Hancock St-, Portland, Ore. 
Norman Jackman, 1448 Hnnchctt St., San Jose, Cal. 
H. Abrenhoerster, Dittmer, Mo.
Eugene Kel log, 240 Plane St.. Newark. N. J.
Fred Hammermeister. 8323 Brenshaw St., Chicago. 
Bruce Winchcll. 1504 Geneaae St., Utica. N. Y.
John Loda, 1032 N. Winchester Ave., Chicago. 
Emanuel Gordon, 1711 East 174th St.. Bronx, N. Y. 
Edward Pahutka. 805 Webster St.. RanBhaw, Pa.
R. G. Kiefer, 963 Union, Memphis. Tenn.
Alfred Raamu. 681 87th St.. Union, N. J.
G. Plutchok. 264 Elm St., Newark, N. J.
Irving Castenbaum. 1045 Kelly St., New York.
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California. Of the lot only Santa 
Catalina Island has been settled, and 
I take it that’s not the sort of thing 
you want.

The others are wide open to home
steading, or what have you. For the 
most part they are uninhabited. A 
couple of lonely shepherds on some 
of them; a few odds and ends of hu
manity on others.

The islands nominally belong to 
California but you can pretty well 
have them for the taking; nobody 
else wants them.

That sounds a bit odd, but there are 
drawbacks to be considered. While 
these islands are only a few hours run 
in a fast boat from the shore of the 
mainland, remember that there is ab
solutely nothing on them when you 
get there. Twice a year a supply boat 
for the sheep herders calls at some 
of them. That would be your only 
contact with humanity; your only 
chance to get anything that you 
needed.

Then, while your human neighbors 
would be few and far between, there 
would be plenty of others. Snakes, 
for example. Rattlers. And these 
islands are famous for their wild 
boars—great, vicious beasts that roam 
in packs and have no regard whatso
ever for a gun.

Takes a heavy game rifle to bring 
one of them down—and that won’t 
stop his companions.

All in all, the Channel Islands don’t 
sound like very friendly places. May
be if you had plenty of cash you 
could take an outfit out there and 
whip one of these islands into shape 

( Concluded on page 160)

STILL IN LOVE
A t  4 5  a n d  5 0 !

Enduring, ennob'lng Lov< with all Its tenderness— u  well a* 
Success, Ambition, Popularity— depends so much on Physical and 
mental illness. D on't sit by on the sidelines, watching others haring 
a mighty happy and prosperous time In life. Resolve and W ILL 
th*‘ you. too wdl be one of the "fortunate”  ones! No one dare 
•ay you cannot I Right now. if  you arc "run-dow n.”  below par— If 
Life has been a dull, monotonous grind. Instead of each day being 
a brend new JOY to live through. THEN G IVE PRINCESS ANNE 
STIM U LATORS A CHANCE TO PICK YOU RIGHT UP I It may 
give you a brand new outlook and "that som ething" In a new 
spirit which enables people to accomplish bigger things and get the 
most out of llfel Astonished users report great benefits! Results 
positively guaranteed or money refunded. Price per full-sire box. 
|1.00. Trial. 25c. PRINCESS ANNE CO.
Dept. TA-24, Baltimore, Md. [(C ) P. A. Co. 1954],

Do You Realize The

POWER
that Hypnotism will Give You!

ARE you aware that hypnotic power lies dor- 
a raant in all o f  us...in you? You have complete 
control over anyone under your hypnotic power..* 

they m ust say  an yth in g . . .  tell a n y th in g .. .d o  anything 
that y ou  com m a n d . T h in k  w hat that m eans!
9 T h e  a ncient, astounding  art o f  hypnotism  Is n o  lon ger a 
m ystery con q u ered  o n ly  b y  n few . It io N O W  in y ou r pow er 
to  draw  p eop le  to  y o u . . .  to  h o ld  them  spellbound by  your 
m agnetism  . . .  t o  m ake th em  o b e y  y o u r  every w ish I 

HYPNOTIZE AT A  GLANCE I 
9 H ypn otism  is surprisingly sim ple as described In this 
scientific text b o o k . Y o u  learn h o w  t o  hold  an audience 
enthralled. . .  h ow  to  in fluence difficult business associates.. .  
h o w  to  apply h y pn otic  suggestion to  the art o f  s e l lin g .. .h o w  
to  b ecom e a leader am ong m en , a social success.
9 W o u ld  y o u  like to  read the innerm ost thoughts o f  y o u r  
loved  o n e ...to  in fluence those thoughts? Y ou  can , w ith  a little 
practice and the kn ow ledge  con ta in ed  in  D r. C o o k ’ s b o o k . 

A  FEW OF THE SUBJECTS
Self.Anaetthesia 
Affairs of the Heart 
Animal Magnetism 
Hypnotism A Disease 
Popularity A Success 
Overcoming Bad Habits 
Betraying the Emotions

Auto-Suggestion A Selling
Changing Others’ Opinions
Mind Reading
Overpowering Enemies
Fascination
Clairvoyance
Post* Hypnotic Suggestion

r n r r i  T hat startling a id to  h ypnotism  “ T he 
■  H y p n o tic  Eye”  in clu ded  F R  E E 1

9  Mail the co u p o n  today, t o  P ion eer  Publish ing C o ~  
1270  Sixth A v e ., N . Y . C . M o n e y  b ack  if  n o t  satisfied.

,  N O W  O N L Y  S 1 . 0 0
SEND F O R  IT T O D A Y I
PIONEER PUBLISHING CO.
Dept. 824-H  1270 Sixth Avenue

Radio City, New York, N.Y.
Gentlemen: 8end me tout book "Practical 

Lessons in Hypnotism by return mall. In
clude FREE copy of the "Hypnotic Eye” . 
1 have indicated by check below how 1 wish 
shipment mndo.
□  Enclosed And tl.OO. Q  8end C.O.D. I wIH 

8end mo book all pay poetman tl.OO
charges prepaid. plus postage.

Name.
Address______________________________

Orders from Foreign Countries $1.25 in Advance
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JUNGLE CODE
(Concluded from page 146)

the devil. I can take a rap standing 
up.” He released my hand. I walked 
back behind the blacks with Main- 
waring. My eyes were riveted to 
Eddie O’Brien’s face. It was white, 
and the sun trickled through the 
foliage and made the sweat glitter. 
His mouth twitched slightly but that 
cruel smile was still there. His high 
cheek bones stuck out, and his little 
eyes glowed, reflecting those of 
Death who stared into them.

Old Wang raised his hand. I could 
feel Mainwaring’s hand tighten on 
my wrist. Wang’s arm came down.

“Give it to me,” said O’Brien.
They gave it to him. Twelve 

hurtling spears hissed through the 
air and burned their way through 
Eddie O'Brien’s flesh. I could hear 
his sharp intake of breath. I could 
hear the crunch of the bones. I 
could hear the tearing of the flesh. 
I could hear Mainwaring’s sob.

A Broker's Stenographer
Mabel with the Old Fiddler. The Unfaithful Wife. Beautiful Model 
Poelng In Studio. What the Janitor saw In an Artist's Studio. 
A Model In the Bath-room. A Saleslady and a Scotchman. A Girl, 
a Fellow, and a Policeman In the Dark. A Strip Poker Game. Taking 
her Morning KiercUe. The lee-man on the Look-out. A Fireman 
and a Woman in Burning Building All theee are cartoon booklet
flctore scenes Also Id photos of French girls In Naughty poses.

S photos of French girls and fellows, In passionate French Style 
lore poses. And 5 photos of Beautiful French Models with aston
ishing Forms. Taken from life poses. All for fl.OO.

C A R R A N O 8 A L E 8 C O M P A N Y
N mt Haven, Conn. Dept G35-4.CP

mark. They use Dr. Haller's fa- 
Pmsriptlen 0000, and end

delay aafety, quickly, dependably.
Hundreds of thousands of treatments 
are sold there yearly. For almost half a century Prescript I m 
has also been dispensed to American__________ ____ _____ ____ through ethical channels.
Now you mey buy thll highly scientifically improved combination 
treatment direct from us. Mrs. A. It., Milwaukee, tayi: "It  sure Is 
wonderful end does the work." Mrs. C., Sants Ana, Calif., writes: 
" I  believe It Is the only successful treatment on the market." No 
Interference with your work. Attention: Nothing olae to buy betides 
. . .  no so-called half strengths or third strengths. Knowing that 
you cannot afford to waste time we offer you our very best and com
plete combination treatment In the first place, at a very moderate 
price. End delay now by getting Prescription 5000 at enee and be 
done with It. Dr. Haller's Prescription 5000 successfully relieves 
some of the longest and most stubborn esses and Is abselurely Guar
anteed te funstlen or your money refunded. Shipped same hour that 
order Is received. In plain sealed bos. Send five dollars fbr complete 
combination treatment to D. Q. Lewyn Drug, Incorporated. 1928 Taft 
Avenue. Lot Angeles, California, or pay the postman, plus a faw 
•Mill post!re on delivery. WRITE TODAY I > .» .  We alao offer you 
our reliable Full 8tr«DBtJi Prescription 2000 . . .  it 11.00 per box.

TpD D IE O’BRIEN went down, jave- 
-1-J lins sticking out of him like pins 
in a pin-cushion. No sound came from 
his lips as he lay there a mangled 
inert heap. I felt sick. I turned to 
Mainwaring and unconsciously used 
Eddie’s word.

"Let’s lam,” I said.
“Lam?” said Mainwaring. I couldn’t 

hear him. His lips framed the words.
“Leave,” I said.
Mainwaring Bmiled tremulously.
“Lam,” he repeated. “He was a 

great guy. He could take a rap with 
guts.”

He wasn’t joking. He was terribly 
sincere as he gave Eddie O’Brien the 
tribute that he would have liked most

“Let that be his epitaph,” I said.
We set back through the jungle 

together.
Somehow my eyes were wet, and 

my throat hurt like hell.



Beware the DANGER in
WearingTrusses Likelhese

KNOW THE TRUTH ABOUT RUPTURE
YOUR doctor will tell you that there are 

only two ways to get sure results if you 
are ruptured. One is by having an operation: 
the other is by wearing an expertly fitted 
truss that holds under all conditions!

Trusses like those shown above may pre
vent recovery, because often you can’t make 
them hold, even when drawn so tightly you 
can scarcely stand to keep them on. Instead 
of holding the rupture safely in—they squeeze 
the rupture while out, and force thousands 
into ill-health and a dangerous rupture con
dition.

Eight Advantages Your 
Truss Should Have

The truss you wear should enable you to be 
just as active, work just as hard as anybody, 
with absolute safety and maximum ease. It 
should be guaranteed to hold your rupture in 
under all conditions, and have the full approval 
of doctors.

This CLUTHE AUTOMATIC EASY TRUSS 
has eight great advantages. They are (1) No 
leg straps that squeeze and chafe. (2) No 
elastic bands that bind and cut. (3) No vise
like springs to hurt and make you miserable. 
(4) Steady, easy, sure holding power in the 
right place in the right way. (5) Automatic 
increased holding power to keep your rupture in 
when you are under heavy exertion or strain. 
(6) A holding pad that adjusts itself to every 
body position, allowing an ease of movement 
with perfect safety. (7) It is made of materials 
both waterproof ana perspiration proof. You 
can wear it in swimming, or while taking a 
bath. (8) No painful pressure on hips or spine.
Proof of Its Amazing

Superiority . . .
Only the Cluthe Automatic Easy Truss can 

give you all 8 of these important advantages.

That is why so many doctors recommend the 
Cluthe Truss exclusively — why more than 
300,000 wearers can testify to its exceptional 
comfort and ability to hold under any condition 
—even why thousands of former wearers of 
Cluthe trusses need no longer wear them.
Wear It 60 Days At Our Risk!

To prove that the Cluthe Automatic Easy Truss Is 
really superior to any truss In the world—that It does 
hold your rupture with maximum of comfort—that 
It does bring sure relief—we will make one up spe
cially for you and let you wear It 00 days at our risk.

Send for Our FREE 100-Page 
Cloth-Bound Book of Advice—

Illustrated with dozens of pictures, it brings you 
the whole truth about rupture, and how to get sure 
relief from it without operation. It exposes the fakes. 
It shows why so many other trusses fail to hold, and 
are actually dangerous to wear. It proves that vise
like springs, uncomfortable leg-straps and binding 
elastic bands are not necessary, it 
makes certain that you will positively 
know how to tell the correct truss for 
your particular rupture. No matter 
now many trusses, methods or appli
ances you may have tried, here’s real 
advice and help FREE for the asking.
Simply fill out and mall the coupon 
below. The book comes In a plain, 
sealed wrapper. No obligation what
soever. CLUTIIK SONS, Dept, 33,
Bloomfield, Now Jersey.

j” THIS COUPON BRINGS IT FREE " j
| CI.ETHF. SONS, Dept. 33 I
■ Bloomfield, New Jersey ■

Please send me without obligation your _
I FREE 100-pagc Cloth-bound Rook, "Advice t
| to the Ruptured,” In a plain sealed wrapper.

| Name .........................................................................  |

J Address ......................................................................
I I

City................................................. State................
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LONESOME?
Let me arrsoce a romantic correspondence for 

you. Find yourself ft sweetheart thru America "h 
'foremost select social correspondence club. A friend-

rahip letter society for b o d y  ladies and gentlemen.
________  iverywbere; CONFIDENTIAL^ mtroductJona by
efficient, dignified
Members eve 
efficient, disnifie 
lonely people ha] 
EVAN MbORE

luctlons by btter; 
and continuous service. I have made thousands of 

,ppy—why not yon? Write for FREE sealed particulars. 
P. 6 . BOX 9R* JACKSONVILLE. FLORIDA

HIGH BLOOD PRESSURE
Q u ic k  R e lie f ,  o r  Y o u  O n ly  P a y  W h en  S a tis fied
If you suffer from 11.gh Blood pr-ssure, dizziness, ringing In tbs 

•era, can’ t Bleep at nights, feel »e*k an d  shaky, bad taste , nexroua. 
If your heart pounds and you fear a paralytic stroke, to demonstrate 
Dr. Hayes' prescription \ •• will send you postpaid, a regular II 
treatment on absolutely FREE TRIAL. While It Is non-speciflc. 
many cases report remarkably quick relief; often symptoms diminish 
and normal sleep returns within 3 days. Contain* no salta, physics, 
opiates or dope Safe with any diet. PAY NOTHING UNLESS 
GREATLY IMPROVED Then le n d  fl . If not your report cancels 
the charge. Writs Dr. Hayes Aas'n., 6829 Coates, Kanaaa City, Mo,

Don't be discouraged or alarmed when 
nature fails you. You can now depend 
on our new 0. J. 0. RELIEF COM
POUND (a Periodic Regulator) double 
strength Often relieves unnatural Ir
regularities. diaeeuraolM cases of long 
overdue delays, generally relieved very 
quickly Absolutely not dangerous. No 
inconvenience. Highly recommended and 
used by thousands of women for relief. 

We guarantee to ship orders same day received In plain wrapper, 
sealed. Send $2.00 box. double strength; 3 for $5.00. Triple 
strength. $5.00. Trial size. 23c. Don't daisy, send order. FREE 
Booklet. A personal meiwacc to you.
O. J . 0 .  M E D I C A L  CO.,  Daft .  221-Q. 1434 N.  Wal ls,  Chleags

DON'T BE CUT
U n t il Y o u  T r y  T h is  

W o n d a rfU i T r o a t m a n t
f o r  p ile  su f fe r in g . I f  y o u  h a v e  p i le s  In 
a n y  fo r m  w r ite  f o r  a  F R E E  sa m p le  o f  

P a g e 's  P ile  T a b le t s  a n d  y o u  w il l  b le ss  
t h e  d a y  th a t  y o u  r e a d  th is . W r i t s  t o d a y . E . R . 
P a y s  C o ., 2845-E, P a g o  B ld g ., M a rsh a ll, M ich .

“ Brand New Stuff”

TILLIE & MAC
AndS Gump and Min, Bom and Bubbles, Peaches and Browning, 
Dumb Dora. Maggie and Jlgga, FRENCH STENOGRAPHER, A 
Bachelor's Dream. Adam end Eve, Kip and Alice, A Model's Life, 
etc. Original—Night in Paris. A Coachman's Daughter, Toots end 
Casper end over 100 more. Also T1 snappy French type pictures 
AND In addition 30 Photoe Thrilling end Daring Montmsrtre type 
Including 1 eet men and women in various lore poses. Also Women 
akme In different position*, clear and bright glossy finish. As a 
special free with order "Advice How to Win at Card*." also "Night 
Life in Part*" and some short atorles, etc. You will receive all the 
above. Immediate shipment. 8end cash, money order or stamps.

SPECIAL—All for $1.00
FRENCH IMPORT CO.

Bept. THA 4158 Park Ave. New York City

(Concluded from page 157)
—but what would you have when you
got finished?
Dear Globe Trotter:

Line me up with the Globe Trotters, 
please. Can you tell me who made the 
first parachute jump? When and where?

Raymond Rounds.
Fort Scott, Kansas.

A nswer:
A lad named Omar Locklear made 

the first recorded parachute jump, 
Raymond; the first exhibition jump. 
During the war there were some fly
ers who reached the ground that way, 
though what parachutes they had 
then were so unsafe that a flyer gen
erally chose to stick by the crate even 
though it was going into a nose-dive.

Locklear made his jump in June, 
1919, at Hollywood. Yes, you guessed 
it—a stunt flyer for the movies.

Now, adventurers, be sure to read 
next month’s great book-length novel 
of adventure in Peru—TR A IL OF 
THE GOLD SKULLS, by Lieut. 
Scott Morgan. Packed with action 
thrills from start to finish—breath
less adventures in the wilds! Excit
ing novelettes by Frederick C. Pain- 
ton and Charles Green—stories by 
Johnston McCulley and others—more 
about General Smedley D. Butler. 
All in all, a humdinger of an issue 
you can’t afford to miss!

—THE GLOBE TROTTER.

Application for Membership

The Globe Trotter,
T H R IL L IN G  A D VEN TU RES,
570 Seventh Ave.,
New York City.

I wish to be enrolled as a member 
of the Globe Trotters Club. I am In
terested in adventure and will en
deavor to answer all questions asked 
me by other members regarding the 
places with which I am familiar.

(Print name plainly)
Address ...........................................................
C ity ....................................... State...............
My hobbies are..........................................

.....................................................  A g e ...........
To obtain a membership card. enclosa 

8-54 a self-addressed stamped envelope



ANY PHOTO ENLARGED
S i z e  8x 10  t n e h w s  o r  e n t a i l e r  I f  d o -  
s i r e d .  Same price for full length or 
bust form , groupe. landscapes, pet 
animals, etc., o r  enlargements o f any i 
p a r t  of group picture. Bate return o f 
original photo guiguaranteed.

SEND NO MONEYfigSSffittS
elve you

snapshot (any size) 
and within a week you will receive your beautiful
....................  it. cue rantoad fade I aw. Pay

id 49o with order end wo pay
li/e-llke tn lu ta m

£ t C . O. D . 78o plu« po*t»c* or tend
.  ________ ____ _ Jtke adrinU zo of tbU amaolaa oflei
d your photo* today. Specify rise 1

Stan da rd  A r t  Studios.  104 8 .  Jefferson St . ,  Dept . 824 -K ,  Chi cago

NEW  S T U F F !

W i n n i e  W i n k l e
For men only. Tlllie ft Mac. Toota ft Casper, Boss ft Bubbles. 
Fannie Hill. Only a Boy. Harold Teen ft LUlums, Boob McNutt ft 
Pearl. The Vampire. Tho End of Helen, What Tommy Saw Under 
the Parlor Door. Twelve Gay Lovo Lottors Road Two Ways, Gay 
Life In Paris; also 50 Rare and Daring French typo pictures. 
(Kind men like.) Also 50 Montmartre type pictures of beautiful 
girls In thrilling poses with their fellows. We fill orders the samo 
day wo receive them. All for only $1.00. Send cash, stamps, or 
money order.

IMPERIAL NOVELTY CO.
Dept. P. 1181 B R O A D W A Y  N E W  Y O R K  C I T Y

LONELY HEARTSH tension Buret ________________
S>u, correspondents everywhere, seeking congenial mates.

uick results. Confidential service. Particulars F R E E . 
S T A N D A R D  CLUB. Box 607-J. GRAYSLAKC, ILLINOIS

Join our Club. World’s 
Greatest Social Ex- 

Bureau. Happiness ̂ awaits

$200 1st W eek
in O W N  B u sin ess !
L. A. Eagles took in $200 his first week. Harry Hill writes:
"P aid for homo with H-B Rug-Washer. Earned $86 flret 
day.”  H. I. Riley averages about $35 a day. C. B. Berg- 
eoth writes; "My profits run about $400 every m onth."
F. E. Bonner writes: “ Made $70 In 13 hours.”  Many 
others make $123 to $200 per week. Electricity does the 
work. Finishes ruga and carpets like new, on customer’ s 
floor. A  proven, permanent business of 
YOUR OWN. Write today for booklet.
F n cw  T o r  m e  Reasonable down pay- 
t d h j  i e r m b m e n t — b a l a n c e
monthly. No shop necessary. Hundreds 
of customers In your vicinity and nearby 
towns. Backed by $58,000,000 Com
pany. Used on floors of tho United 
States Government and Statler Hotel 
System. Every machine guaranteed.

Rug-Washer and telling how you can earn large 
profits at prices below other methods; how you can build a per
manent year around business, and how you can pay on e a a r ____
Enjoy a larger Income. Mall a postcard or letter today— NOW.

H-B C O . ,  6538, H. B. B ldg., Racine, W U .

NEW  K N O W L E D G E  FO R  W OM EN
Published at lastl No married woman can
afford to be ignorant  of eorreet technique 
In marr iage  re lat ione and feminine hygiene. 1 
“ New Knowledge for Women”  goes deop 
Into seeret problems of modem womanhood, 
guides you aafs ly  thru per iods ef worry and 
uncerta inty.  L a v is h ly  Illustrated with In
structive picture* — contains a d v i c e  for 
brides and mothers worth hundreds of dol -
lore. Bent prepaid In plain envelope for limited time, only 
10c, coin or stamps, to married women or prospective 
brides. NEW KNOWLEDGE PUBLISHING CO.
Roam 1308 742 Wes t  52nd P lace L e i  Angeles,  C a L

L A T E S T  G IR L  R A C K E T S  E X P O S E D !
Here are true stories of gold-diggers—a sensational expose of today's conditions 
that will astound you—things you never knew before about the women whose motto 
is : "Never Give a Sucker an Even Break."
Get the real inside story of many famous scandals—this book teems with startling 
facts never before divulged I Fascinating, shocking reading! For the low-down on 
feminine rocketeers, read—

Former Police Reporter in Chicago, New 
York and Boston. Author of ” What

„  ..............  _  . . , . Happens to Innocent Girls,”  ” How GirlsBy Virginia Hudson Bnghtman Go Wrong." etc.
T h i s  Book Inc ludes an U p . t o -D a t e  D ic t i ona r y  of  B ro adway  S l anguage Used by G i r l  Racketeer*

“GIRL RACKETS”
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L A D I E S  M U S T  L I V E — MOW DO  T H E Y  
G E T  T H A T  W A Y — A N D  W H Y T  T H E Y  

E V E N  DO IT  IN O L D  J A P A N
CHAPTER II

T H E  V I R T U O U S  G I R L  R A C K E T — A N  
E X T R A O R D I N A R Y  S T O R Y  O F  C H A S T E  
A N D  U N C H A S T E  G I R L S  W H O  W O R K  
M E N  F O R  A L L  T H E Y ' R E  W O R T H  

CHAPTER III
T H E  L O V E  R A C K E T E E R S — T H E  " M A R 
R Y  ’ E M  A N D  M A K E  ’ E M  —  P A Y ”

P A R TIA L TAB LE OF CONTENTS
R A C K E T  IS  A S  O L D  A 8  H I S T O R Y  A N D  

A L W A Y 8  G E T S  T H E M .
CHAPTER I V

T H E  G O L D - D I G G E R — T H E  B R O A D W A Y  
B U T T E R F L Y — G I R L S  W H O  " N E V E R  
G I V E  A  6 U C K E R  A N  E V E N  B R E A K . "  

CHAPTER V
GIRL A U T O M O B I L E  G Y P S  —  G I R L S  
W H O  A S K  F O R  A  H I T C H  — W I T H  
S T R A N G E  C O N S E Q U E N C E S — A N D  T H E  

G A M B L I N G  R A C K E T
CHAPTER V I

T H E  N O B I L I T Y  R A C K E T  — T H E  B IG -  
G E S T  M O N E Y  P R I Z E S  GO  TO  T H E  
B R A I N Y  T Y P E S — T H E  M O S T  D A N G E R -  

0 U 8  O F  A L L

CHAPTER VU
C R E E P  J A N E ’S  P R 0 G R E 8 8  —  W H A T  
H A P P E N S  TO  T H E  G I R L S  W H O S E  
R A C K E T E E R I N G  IS  A T  F I R 8 T  C O N 
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CHAPTER VIII
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S A T I O N A L  8 T 0 R I E 8  O F  V U L T U R E S  
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E M 0 T I 0 N 8  O F  I N N O C E N T  V I C T I M S .

CHAPTER IX
J U S T  D O W N  F R O M  C O L L E G E — A  C O L 
L E G I A T E  M A N N E R .  A N  A I R  O F  N O N 
C H A L A N C E  A N D  P L E N T Y  O F  N E R V E  
A R E  T H E  S T O C K - I N - T R A D E  O F  C E R 
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divorce. . .  can
often be

tions and grope in darkness no longer.
You wane to know ...and you ib o u ld  

Ifnow everything about sex. Sex is no longer 
a sin . . .  a mystery . it is-your greatest 
power for happiness. You owe it to yourself 
... to the one you love, to tear aside the cur
tain of hypocrisy and learn the naked truth!

Stop Worrying 
(onuuer Iqnorjrue 
Overcome Shame 

/ 7* v

,

( r - in v

S e a id h  e{Sex c m e D m U u ^  fle ve o H e d ,
JW'AVwith false modesty! At last a tam- 

ous doctor has cold all the secrets of 
sex in frank, daring language. No prudish 
beating about the bush, no veiled hints, 
'but TR U TH , blazing through 576

WHAT EVER/ MAH SHOULD KNOW
TIm S«*«d t a k m i 
i« c r« ts t!»<

Don't be ii tfave to ignorance and ffeft* 
Enjoy the rapturous delights of the per* 

thysical love!

of straightforward facts.L
the won a . . .  know now to bold you. 
loved one... don't glean half-truths from 
unreliable sources. Now you can know how 

..fear...and self denial)

MwrioH Gland* and l** Ii
To Gobi Grooter DaHgfct

_  ^ pages Vonorooi Dkoooot TW Troth A  hoot f i h j i  _
f straightforward facts. ”  ___ __  _ _ __ _ the ignorant pay the' awful penalties of
Love is the most magnificent ecstmcj la * WHATEVER/ W O M AN  SHOULD KNOW wroo gsex practices. Read the facts, clearly, 
ie world . .  . know how to hold your HetMeAnroct mod HoW startlingly told study these iliustra*

to do S«»oal Slavery o fW oaoAManta PooUnino HvsJtata UmmlrnU ot HappyPiouHoUoit M arr ia ge
Stnh Control Chart Tho Son O f f  a s

MORE THAN 100  VIVID PICTURES h o m o six u a iit y ...i i x  a in o k m a l it iis '
Do you know about the astounding world 
of "half sexes"? They crave the companion
ship of their own sex...their practices are 

believable to the normal mincL..yet you

The 106 illustrations leave nothing to 
the imagination . . .  know how to over
come physical mismating . . . know what 
to do on your wedding night to avoid the 
torturing results of ignorance.

Everyth ing  pertaining to sex is discussed 
In daring language. All the things you 
(have wanted to know about your sex life, 
information about which other books only 
vaguely hint, is yours at last.

Some will be offended by the amazing 
.frankness of this book and its vivid illus
trations, but the world has no longer any 
use for prudery and false modesty.

A  F A M O U S  I U D G  I 
S A Y S  T H A T  M O S T  
DIVORCES ARE CAUSED 
• Y  IE X  IGN O RA N C E I 

Nora*!, •ax-iuited voting people ere roro r became they lack

END NC M C N E /- • • MAIL COUPON

P I O N E E R  P U B L I S H I N G  CO.
~D*»t. 824, 1270 Sixth Avenue, New York, N. /.

Please send me FREE BOOKLET in plain 
Ikrripper. describing in complete detail the contents 
o f  your book "Sex Harmony and Eugenics."

Address^
C»ty_ _ S ta te  _

from  F oreign Countries 16 sh illingt In  advance

Know bow to enjoy the thrilling experi
ences that are your birthright, , „ know 
how to attract the opposite sex f> . bow
to hold love.

There is no longer any need to pay the 
awful price for one moment of blisa. Read 
the scientific pathological facts cold so 
bravely by D t  Rubin. The chaptera on 
venereal disease are alone worth the price 
of the book. -----
IS SEX  I G N O R A N C I  
DRIVING THE O NE YOU 
CO VE INTO THE ARMS 

O F  A N O T H E R ?
Let ” Sex Harmony** 

teach you b ow  n t y  i t  i$ 
t o  w in  and h o ld  TOUT 
Aovad one I

THIS BOOK NOT SOLD x q  MINORS
C D E C I  NEW BOOK

."WHY BIRTH CONTROm
,T 'h i* startling book discusses 
*  b irib  control in an entirely 

new  way — T ells you many 
things about a m uth ductm ed 
subiect. "W h y  Birth Control** 
“ Will be a revelation to you — 
Sent frc e to a ll those who order 

Sen Harmony and Eugenics’* 
at the reduced price $2 .9 $ .
p i o n e e r  p u b l i s h i n g  CO t

Rodlo City
• *7 0  a - W  Av« .. H e w  York, H .Y .
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Blank Cartridge Pistol
R EVO LVER  S T Y L E

27 
CAL.
MADE 
IN 3
SIZES
Thre* nrw mudrla now O 
l i e .  BOc • x d ll .O O . Well 
taidt m d  fl!ffl| te  Mod
elled on pattern o f  lite it
I fK  o f  Revolver Appear- ___
• nr* alone enough to ararv a burglar Takri 22 Cal 
Blank Cartridges obtainable everywhere. Great | 
protection againat burglar*, tramp* dogs, Have it I 
lying around without the danger atlarhed (q other | 
revolvers Fine for «th July. New Year*, for atage 
work atartmg pialol. etc SMALL SIZE 4 In. lane 
2 t c .  MEDIUM SIZE S In. long SOc. U R O I  SIZE
Oln. I eng Sl.OO. BLANK C ART BI DO U  BOc par ______
10 0  HtSLSTEK ICawbay type! lO t . Shlppwd by Ex pea a a on ly  
"•* prepaid. H\g catalog o f  other puliili, (porting; good*, r lr .l lln n li.

BOYS! THROW YOUR VOICE
^  \ |T f>  Into a trunk, under theb*l or 

*UM/r *ny where Ixnts o( Cun fool me 
v ~' teacher, policeman or friends.

T H E  V E N TR ILO
n little  instrum ent, fils in 
th e  m ou th 'ou t o f  s igh t, used 

w ith  a b o v e  Cur B ird C all*, e tc .
A n yone  e sn  use it. N ev er  
f e l l* .  A  l ( - p a | *  c o u r s e  o n  

V e n t r i l o q u is m  t o g e t h e r  w it h  t h e  
V e n t r l l o .  A ll  f o r  10c p o s tp a id .

C H A M E L E O N S
2 5  Cents Each. Shipped By Mail 
L IV E  SAFE DELIVERY GUARANTEED

fi.r f*hk| Nil |I|.|||||- tu krrii « go f" i mon’ hi <*iMi,,.i 
fi.nt Measure* ylmui 1 inch,-* I i 1,-nglti Slopped In j -  , uddi'-i 
in F S A by mini W guarantee *afr arrival and live drtivr'y 
BRICE 28  CENTS, OR 3 FOR SO CENTS POSTPAID.

Novelty French Photo Ring
•SI//

HOTSY
TOTSY

TH E FAN DANCE
HIT of ihe CENTURY of PROGRESS 

Who will forget the famous FAN DANCE episode of 
the Century of Progre s Exposition in Chicago? Here it 
is humorously, cleanly presented in vest pocket form. 
You flip the pages and H O TS Y  T O T S Y  comes to life 
and whirls through her dance, provoking not a sly smile, 
but a wholesome laugh from all, even the most fastidious. 
It is a most innocent fun maker that will cause you and 
your friends no end of fun an l amusement. H O TS Y  
T O T S Y  the FAN D A N C ER  measures only 2 x 3  inches 
-  6 square inches of spicy, piquant entertainment for one 
and all. P R IC E  10c. Add 3c for postage. Big Carding 10c.
Johnson Smith &  Co., Dep. Ti>5, Racine, W is.

M AKE YO UR OW N
R A D IO  R E C E IV IN G  S E T Electric Telegraph Set 15c

SILENT DEFENDER
L’ bsJ bjr po

lice officers. do
le  tlvr*. altering, 

n ight w a tch 
men sod  others 
a.* a mrana of 
•r If-protection. 
Very eflecUve. 
Easily flu  Uio 
hand. “ “

they am sury light, weighing ler-s 
than 2 ounce*. Handy pocket *!.'« 
always ready .or Instant ns*. PRICE 
25c aach . 2 far «5 t p ostpa id .

POKER

m It quite «n Si*
• r’ ltirr.l of pi ' fr» that vhnilld Hill *11 Ustei.
S'm e are ph lures of ba'hmg girl beaulle*.
I,r• ii* Fieri, h A r n . f i ,  cir . o lh m  sr« tlrw* 

rf |, 4,r* f liier. I m >• • I'm im * 1 'in i l  and cltcwhers;
* • > " 1  «h-w lh« I I i J’raytT In etefy “  r.J of which
rar. bp c d  by |'<" m with normal eyrtlghl. They ate 1’itrr 
r ,., £ „ nh '.il b ' . ' f  In any way oh I'nnabla. °HICE 25t. J 
1«r 65c. »r 52 25 err dor. pottpald. BIG CATALOG 10c

REAL LIVE P ET  TU R TLES

25c

n & s s m . ......I ^  .y W  hook conta.ning 
i h N # '  I'arlor In. k*.

handkerchief* egg*] 
rtrig* glasses,etc So 

y f  Simple Ihal a child
can perform them

, --------- A " /  Frofuirly illus
P r l c B  P o s t p a i d  l O c :  3  c o p i a s  2 5 c .

Wonderful X -R ay Tub e
% A wonderfurilttfe Ln.iU- 

ment producing optlcnl 
Illusions both aurprlaing 
and startling. With It 
you  ran (*f> what Is 
apparently the bone# of 

v o o f  fingers; the ba d  In a lead pencil. I bo 
interior opening In a pipe stem, and many 
tu her aim liar Illusions. Price  l ftc .J te r2 5 < .

ortune Telling By Cards
Book «h o»i bmr to  t«It fortunes 
with etrdi. dice, domlnoei. rryual. 
ate. Tell* the meaning tnd ilg - 
nlflrailun of e»»ry c»rd. S«»er»ldif
ferent method t rrplil.-od and fully 
llluilrated. <'r*mme«l full fr-'tn cot• 
ar to enter with complete informa
tion on fortune telling. PRICE I0« 
goitpald. S tam p i a cc ed e d .

Guaranteed
I f  you  w ont n fasc in ating  und in teresting  little  |>et. ju it  rule 
2S c ond  * r  will send y o u  a real live  F E T  T U K T L E  b y  mail 
postp a id . T hou sa nd*  sold at L h n  ago W orld*  Fair N o  trou b  
le at all t o  keep  Just g iv e  it  n little  le ttu ce  o r  c a b b a g e  or let 
it seek its ow n  fo o d . E xtrem e ly  gen tle , eas ily  k ep t and  live 
for years and  years. N eed  less a tten tion  than  a n y  o ther pet 
G et one o r  m ore. S tu d y  their  h ab its . Y o u  will find them  e i  
trem ely  in teresting . Pric# 2Sc. SPECIAL TURTLE FOOD 10c pkg

ADDRESS ORDERS FOR GOODS ON THIS PAGE TO
JOHNSON SMITH & CO. ■=

D E P T .  TO,. RACIN E, W IS C O N S IN
< complete Catalog lent on recalpt o f  10 c. or the De L u is  Cloth Bound 
E dl'lon  foe 25c Bigger and betloc than e»ae, Only book of Its kind in 
am ten ca . Describes thousands of all the latast in ck i in magic, the r»*w- 
a-t novalllat, puu les, games, sporting goods, rubber stamps, unusual and 
Interesting books, curiosities In seeds and plants, ate., many unprocurable 
elsewhere. Remit by Coin. Mgne* Order or Postage S amps.

BOYS!, private Electric Telegraph Sel
mrxiagra to your friend 
hncik them tin an shown 
5SAY MESSAGES (irn.li 
reiving ) No (muble at 
wilh the aimple instmcti 
accompany earn net Operst, 
alandanl dry battery 
everywhere. With thia outfi 
ran learn to transmit and receive 

r M«r*e Internal lonal < mlr,by^th
an e*pert operator Mounted 
on a wooilrn Daac measuring
4 « 1 in . fir«t rlaaa construe- 
t'»n throughout, eompiere 
with key. sounder, m 
mimsture Weatem Ui 
blank*, parked in a n 
box with full illuatrai 
ed inatruction*.
ALL FOR lB c
iwithout Battery)
IUR BIO ca t* .

low wf — ■• III..,
lofcaa. puaalaa, 
trie La, ate . lO c .

11sM,.«leeirie
*«IC « ’lO.’»**L

NEW V A M P I N G  CARD 15c
NO TKACHCR NCKDIO -
Surprisingly Slmpla Sya- 
Itm . Fersona having neg
lected their MuaieaT EJu- 
canon nerd not despair, for

V AM I ’ ING V A°R D°('pi act eg 
the card upright over the 
piano kry«i you can Vamp 
away to thoti*and* o f  Song* 
"edge o f  rnunc i* required 
o 1T1*pen*,- with l ie  fttd o f 
ition coal - onfy I Be ppd.

BIG ENTERTAINER 15c
32 0  J ke* and Riddle*. 2 '. 

iMagie Tr* k*. I d I’ arlor M m '
|7-i T oads. 1.1 Fairy Tale*. !" '•  
iMoney making Secret*. 22 
'M onologues. 21 I’ llZZle* au-t 
Iprntilems. !t ('m nic Kec.r.s 
tom s. 1 "  Funny Heading*. 11

_____________________  IParl.ir I’ ad lines. 13 FurM
lions, 1 1 1 0  iitrls- and Hoys' Names and their Meaning*. 10 
1’ icture I’ uriles, <5!> Atnuung Htijmes, 37 Am unng F.ii-di 
Inents, Deaf arid Dumb Alphabet, Shadowgraphs’. Gvp.y El,r 
lim e Teller. 11 uw to  tell Fortunes with i .inb . 1 'i 'r , Ik.in.n .. -  
Crystal. Coffee Tup. etc. Hypnotism, V. ntril.»iui m. < ul mu ■

TELL YOUR OWN FORTUNE, Learn to Hypnotize

Parts Nee I O  P  m a ry  for only *  V  ie
• I'otlage Sc Film ELECTRIC MOTOR

An I  lac trie M otor foe 
on ly IO c on to . Sound* 
almost unbelievable but 
it perfectly true For 
ON LY 10 cents we send 
you all tiie pagts nrcensaiy 
parked in o neat bos * i n 

full pnnt-d and illus
trated directin ' 1 

for avsemhl-

HOME BREWED

brand, “r*r ‘ r,*ler rider ckampayne. 
vllrl* ln<* iVd01* r̂uJt '̂reuto.

IteoTV” !.'1* * 'r'V  V"1 * '"•  »r* pariicu1 , r «"•*! and ali.le.ome and their man
......... '•( dllftmll PWICC lO 'p od  ----------------- -- ewewa .a*

Johnson Sm ith & Co. Dep. 795, Racine, W is.

M erry  Widow  
H a n d k e r c h i e f

A Perfect mrwiel



I WANT MEN
NO E X P ER IEN C E OR 
TR A IN IN G  R EQUIRED
If yon nre n good, honest 
person, willing to follow my 
simple plain Instructions you 

nre eligible to handle one of these 
fine-paying Routes. Earnings begin 
at once. There is no long wait or 

delay to get the money you need. You can 
devote either full or spare time to the busi
ness. Even spare-time Route* Operators 
make up to $5.00 a day. You will really be 
in business for yourself, with no one to 
boss you. The work is pleasant, the hours 
are short, and the profit possibilities are 
exceptionally large.

Hnue a PERIMMEIIT ROUTE 
With a Big Weekly lash Income
Everybody uses Coffee. Tea. 
Spiers. Extracts. Raking 
Powder anil similar house
hold supplies. They need 
these things to live. You 
simply take care of a regu 
lar route in your locality, 
making calls on your cus
tomers once a week and 
keeping them supplied with 
the things they need. You 
handle the money and keep 
a big share o f it for your 
self. You get all the protits 
—you don't divide up with 
anyone I ’ ll furnish you with 
hundreds of flue premiums 
and amazing sppeial bargain 
offers just to give your cus
tomers ITundreds o f people 
are waiting to he served In 
many localities.

M O N E Y  FO R  Y O U  AT 
ONCE

My amazing new Tea and 
Coffee Route Plans provide 
tor your having Immediate 
ensh earnings. If you are 
holiest and reliable and 
willing to take good care of 
the customers on one of 
thesr Routes, then you are 
just the person I am looking 
for You will start in your 
own locality, right near 
where you live. There is

nothing hard or difficult 
altout the work. There will 
he no red tape connected 
with getting started. You 
won't have to rent a store, buy 
fixtures, or other high priced 
equipment to start with.
I F U R N IS H  E V E R Y T H IN G

Just as soon tut I hear from 
vou 1 will send you com- 
idetc details of the Inside 
workings of this nation-wide 
Tea and Coffee Route Plan 
that Is taking the country 
bv storm. I will explain 
just how you go about han
dling the business. The 
plans I gRe you cost me 
thousands upon thousands 
of dollars and years of time 
to prepare. They are tlme- 
trled and proven. They have 
brought quick money rel'ef 
to hundreds and thousands. 
Why not to you!

LO O K  A T  TW TSE U N - 
U S U A L  E A R N IN G S  

My Tea and Coffee Plans 
are not an experiment. If 
vou have been working part 
time nr for low wages, this 
Is your opportunity to get 
more cash Immediately —■ 
money to pay your bills anil

live well. TTere’ a what some 
have already dono: Wm. E. 
llerkhimer. Pa.. cleared 
$20.00 In one day and as 
high as $90.00 In one week. 
Stanford Rerg. Ind.. $75.00 
In one week. Wm. II. New
comb. N. Y.. $24.00 In ono 
day, $80.00 in ono week. 
O. Y. Budaus. Texas, 
jumped Ills incomo from 
$20.00 a week to $65.00 in a 
week. These exceptional 
earnings show the amazing 
possibilities o f the offer I 
am now making to you. Bet
ter send me your name to
day and find out the great 
possibilities o f my offer. 
S E N D  NO M O N E Y — JUST 

N A M E
Don't send me a cent. Just 
rush me your name so I can 
lay all the facts before you 
anti then you can decide for 
yourself. My plans are com 
plete. I send you absolutely 
free the details o f my o f 
fer. I even furnish brand- 
new Ford Tudor Sedans to 
producers as an extra bonus. 
Send name on coupon or 
penny postcard. Costs noth
ing. Do it  today.

SP E C IA L OPENINGS  
FOR W OM EN

I have wonderful reports c f  the success 
women are havuig Handling Neighbor
hood Tea and Coffee Routes. Even in 
their spare time they make as high 
us $5.00 a day. The work is light 
and pleasant. Mrs. Carrie McCal- 
mant. Nehr.. had earnings of $50.00 
in a week, despite a sick husband and 
two children to take care of Mrs. 
Jewel Racket, here In Ohio, decided 
to try the business and she made 
$33.00 in seven hours. These are a 
few o f the hundreds of exceptional 
earnings reported, showing what can 
ho done with my plan.

Y O U R  OWN FOOD PR O D U C T S  
AT  W H O L E S A L E  P R IC E S

When I send you details of my new 
Neighborhood Tea and Coffee Route 
Plan. I also give you the rock-bottom 
wholesale prices on your own groceries 
and household necessities. This is in
Addition to your regular daily earn
ings. So you make big money in cash 
and aave big money on the things you
use In your own homo.

FORD SEDANS GIVEN
I furnish my producing Route 
Operators with brand-new lo rd  
Tudor Sedans as an extra re

ward or bonus. This Is not a 
prize contest or a raffle You 
can get a car In addition to 

your regular big 
weekly cash earn
ings.

FOOD ROUTE COUPON
A L B E R T  M ILLS, President
5095 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio
Here’s my name. Rush me free particulars of your sensa
tional Tea and Coffee Route Plan, showing just how I can
£et started on a basis o f up to $60.00. 1 understand there 

l no obligation on my part.

*MNOMfMT(Please Print or Write Plainly)


