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HELD HEALTH PERIL
Middle-Aged Man Who Keeps 
His Small Lives Longer, Gov
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No Need to Endanger Your Health Any Longer
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FIGURES SHOW DIRECT LINK

Overweight People Have Worst 
of It in Mortality Tables 

Covering 15 Causes.
WASHINGTON. Aug. 24 UP>.- 

I The man who keeps his waistline 
small when he reaches middle age 
is the most likely to win the race' 
for health, is the conclusion drawn'' 

I from a new study of the relation of I 
weight to physical defects just pub- ' 
lished by the Public Health Service 

"By the time that middle age is 
reached, these figures indicate, it Is 
a definite advantage to be under 
the average weight for height,”  j' 
says the report.

It also shows "a  great excess of 
mortality among overweight, per
sons, whatever the age, and also an- 
excess among young adult under
weight persons."

The conclusions are drawn from 
records of more than 3,000 mer. 
from 1909 to 1928, showing the ratio 
of actual deaths to expected mor
tality, according to different weight 
groups. In the following table, fig-' 
ures below 100 indicate less than 
the expected death rate; those 
above 100 indicate more than the 
expected death rate:

Ag. Croup. 50 .1*4 
Wright Clans. Sfl-29. 30-39. 40 49. Ovc,'.,

I 25 pounds or more unden, clght-
m

10 tn 20 lbs___101
' 5 lbs. under to 5 lbs.
I 92
110 to 20 pounds 

overweight . . .  99 
[25 to 45 pounds 
I overweight ...113 
1 50 lbs. or more 

overweight .. 163

J05 83 77
91 73 So

overweight-- 
84 87 92
55 94 90

123 125 119
143 144 130

| ★  Hundreds 
of Similar 
Loiters 
on File
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The WEI L BELT will safely 
—  REDUCE your WAISTLINE!

DO N 'T  W A IT ____FAT IS DANGEROUS!
Fat is not only unbecoming, but it 

also endangers your health. Insurance 
companies know the danger o f fat accu
mulations. The best medical authorities 
warn against obesity.
#  Many enthusiastic wearers write that the Weil 
Belt not only reduces fat but it also supports the 
abdominal walls and keeps the digestive organs in 
place—that they are no longer fatigued—and that 
it greatly increases their endurance and vigor!
•  / 1 reduced my waist 8 inches” . .. writes George 
Bailey . . ."I  lost 50 pounds” , says W . T. Ander
son. “ Felt like a new man” , claims Fred W olf. 
’ ’W ouldn’t sell my belt for a $100” , writes C. W . Higbcc.
#  So many o f  our customers are delighted with 
the wonderful results obtained with the Weil 
Belt that we want you to TKY IT FOR TEN 
DAYS AT OUR EXPENSE!
GREATLY IMPROVES YOUR APPEARANCE!

The Weil Reducing Belt will make vou appear 
many inches slimmer at once, and in 10 short days 
your waistHne will actually be 3 Inches smaller — 
THREE INCHES OF FAT GONE — OR NO COST I 

THE MASSAGE-LIKE ACTION DOES IT !
#  You will be completely comfortable and en
tirely unaware that its gentle pressure is working 
constantly while you walk, work or sit . . . its 
massage-like action gently but persistently elimi
nating fat with every move you make !
•  Send for our 10 day free trial offer. W e repeat— 

you take off 5 inches o f fat in ten days, or 
i’t cost you one penny!

cither 
it won

SEND FOR FREE 10 DAY TRIAL OFFER
THE WEIL COMPANY, INC.

1312 HILL ST., NEW HAVEN, CONN. 
Gentlemen: Send me FREE, your illustrated 

folder describing The Weil Belt and full details 
o f  your 10 DAY FREE TRIAL OFFER.
N a m e ________________________________________________

A dd r ess____________________________________
City____________________________

Use Coupon or Sen d Sam r and Addrsseon prnny postcard
S tate_



Send for. . .
"MOULDING A MIGHTY ARM"
A Complete Course for Only 25c

GET AN ARM o f  m ight with the pow er and grip  to 
obey your physical desires. In a very short time 

you can build your arm from  a scrawny piece o f  
skin and bone to  one o f  huge muscular size. I  d on ’t 
mean just a 16-inch bicep but a 15-inch forearm and 
a pow erful 8-inch wrist!

I Guarantee That This Specially Prepared 
Course will Build Every Muscle in Your Arm

I know it w ill. . .  for it has been scientifically worked out 
for that purpose. You can develop a pair o f  triceps shaped 
like a horseshoe, and just as strong, and a pair o f biceps that 
will show their double head formation. The sinewy cables 
between the biceps and elbow will be deep and thick with 
wire cable ligaments. In that arm o f  yours, the forearm will 
belly with bulk, and the great supinator lifting muscle you 
can make into a column o f  power, while your wrist will 
grow alive and writhe with cordy sinew. All this you can 
get for 25 cents...send for this course today and you, too 
can have a he-man’s arm built to be as beautiful, brawny and 
magnificent as the village blacksmith’s.

Y on  can’t make a mistake. Tbe guaranty o f  the strongest armed man in 
the world stands behind this course. 1 give you all the secrets o f  strength 
illustrated and explained as you like them. You, too, can get an unbreak
able grip o f  ateel and a Herculean arm. Mail your order now while you can 
still get this course at my introductory price o f  oaly 25c.

I will not limit you to the arm. 1 can develop any part or all o f  your 
body. Try any one o f  my courses listed in cbe coupon at 2 }c . Or. cry all 
six o f  them for only f  1.00.

M A I L  Y O U R  O R D E R  NOW
and you will receive a Free Copy ol 
"NERVES OF STEEL, MUSCLES LIKE IRON."

It describes Geo. F. Jowett's rise from a
puny boy to be one o f  the world's strongest 
athletes with a chest measurement o f  49 inches 
and an 18 inch bicep I It explains why he is
called "Champion o f  Champions". . . and 
there is a "th rill"  in every pape.

It is a priceless book to the streofth fan 
and muscle builder. Full o f  pictures o f  mar
velous bodied men who tell you decisively 
how you can build symmetry and strength

DON’T DELAY... MAIL TODAY!
j o w r r r  in s titu te  of p h y s ic a l  c u l t u r e

Dept. MZb 4 22  Poplar St.. Scranton. Pa.
George F. Jowett: Your proposition looks good 

to  me. Send, by return mall, prepaid, the e 
chocked below for which I am enclosing U .

B Moulding a Mighty Arm. S o  
Moulding a Mighty Back, S o  

□  Moulding a Mighty Grip, 2k  
□  Moulding a Mighty Chest, S e  
□  Moulding Mighty Legs, 25e 
□  Strong Man Stunts MadeEasytSc 
□  All 6 Books for fl.OO.

Name__
Addrca__ 
City------- S ta te-

a
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$50 to $75 »  W eek
"The National Radio In
stitute put m* In a posi
tion to make more money 
than I ever made In good 
Llmea. I am in the R lolo  
aarrioe business for my
self. whara it Is possible 
far ass to make from $50 
to MS a week."

B E R N AR D  C08TA.
1M  Franklin St..Brooklyn. N. Y.

R n m  S u c c e s s fu l  
Radio Business

*T am a member of tho 
firm of South Grand 
Radio and Appliance Co., 
which runs a rery success
ful business. The greater 
part of my success I owe 
to N. R. I Without your 
training. I could never 
hare boon successful in 
Radio."

J. A. VAUGHN.
Grand Radio A  App. Co.
8197 8. Grand Bird.
St. Louis. Mo.

Doeo Radio W ork In 
Spare Time

*1 am operating a 120- 
aere farm. Three nights a week I teach a Radio 
claw. On the other nights 
I make service calls. 
Words cannot express my 
gratitude to N. R. I. 
Your training prepared 
ms to earn nice sums of cash In spare tlmo."

r YT MOORE.
R. 3. Box 919.

| Indianapolis, Ind.

to f ill a ^ . aV

go 0J> pA

Radio Job.
I f  you 
with 
If you

are diuRntiBfled
your present lob, 

(n igg lin g  
along in a rut with lit
tle or no prospect o f 
anything better than a 
skinny pay envelope — 
clip  the coupon NOW. 
Get iny big FR EE  book
on the opportunities in 
Radio. Read how  quickly you 
hom e In your spare time to be a

Tens Haw
M alt Can pe a !

can learn at
_ _ ____ m are time to be a Radio Expert

— what good job s my graduates have been get
ting—real Jobs with real futures.
M A N Y  RADIO E X P E R T 8  M A K E  $40. $60. $75 A W E E K  
In less than 15 Fears the Radio Industry has grown from 
a few million to hundreds of millions of dollars In business 
a year. Over 800.000 jobs have been created by this growth, 
and thousands more will be created by Its continued devel
opment. Many men and young men with the right training 
—the kind of training I give you through N. R. I. method 
—havo stepped Into Radio at two and throe tlmos their 
former salaries

G E T  R E A D Y  NOW FOR J0B8 L I K E  T H E S E
Broadcasting stations use engineers, operators, station 
managers and pay up to $5,000 a year. Manufacturers 
continually employ testers, inspectors, foremen, engineers, 
servicemen, buyers, for jobs paying up to $7,500 a year. 
Radio operators on ships enjoy life, see the world, with 
board and lodging free, and get good pay besides. Dealers 
and Jobbers employ servicemen, salesmen, buyers, managers, 
and pay up to SI00 a week. My book tolls you about these 
and manv other interesting Radio Jobs.

M A N Y  M A K E  $5. $10. $15 A W E E K  E X T R A  IN 
SPARE T I M E  A L M 0 8 T  A T  ONCE 

Tho day you enroll with me. I send you Instructions, which 
you should master quickly, for doing 28 Radio jobs corn- 
men In tlielr spare time My Course is famous as the 
Throughout your training I send you Information on 
servicing popular makes of sets. I give you the plans and 
Ideas Hint have made $200 to $1,000 a year for N. R. I. 
men In their spare time My Course Is famous as tho 
Course that pays for Itself,

T E L E V I S I O N .  SH O R T W A V E .  LOUD S P E A K E R  
8 Y ST E M 8  IN C LU D E D

Thero'g opportunity Tor you in Radio. Its future Is cer
tain. Television, short wave. Loud Bpesker systems, police 
Radio, automobile Radio, aircraft Radio— In evory branch, 
developments and Improvements are taking place.
1 lero Is a real future for thousands and thousands 
o f men who really know Radio—men with N. R I. 
training. Get the training that opens the road to 
good pay and success.

YO U G E T  A M O N E Y -B A C K  A G R E E M E N T
I am so sure that N. R. I. can train you satisfac
torily that I will agree In writing to refund every 
penny of your tuition If you are not satisfied with 
my Lessons and Instruction Service upon comple
tion.

F R E E  64-PAQE BOOK OF F A C T 8
Got your copy today. It 's  free to any ambitious fellow over 
15 years old. It tells you about the opportunities in Radio; 
about my Course: what others who have taken it are doing 
and making Find out what Radio offer* you without the 
slightest obligation. ACT NOWl

J. E. SMITH, President 
National Radio Institute, I>ept. 8NH7 

W a s h in g to n ,  JD. <7.

My Course is not all theory. I ’ll show you 
how to use my special Radio equipment for 
conducting experiments and building cir
cuits which illustrate important principlca 
used in such well-known sets as Westing- 
house. General Electric, Philco, R. C. A., 
Victor, Majestic and others. You work out 
with your own hands many o f the things 

9 you read in our lesson books.
This 50-50 method of learning 
at home is easy, interesting, 
fascinating, intensely practical. 

You learn how sots work, 
why they work, how to 

make them work when 
iey are out of order. 
Training like t h i s  

shows up In your 
pay envelope.

With N. R. I. Equipment, you learn to build and 
thoroughly understand set testing equipment—you 
can uso N. R. I. equipment In your spare-time 

service work for extra money.

I h a v e  d o u b le d  
a n d  t r ip le d  t h e /  
sa laries o f m any  
Find o u t a b o u t  
th is  
to B I C G e r

PAY
Get

J o b
w it h

Future

The Famous Course That Pays Fo r Its e lf

’ J. E. SMITH, President 
National Radio Institute, Dept. 3NH7 
Washington, D. C.
Without obligating me. send your free book 
about the spare-time and full-time Radio 
opportunities and bow 1 can train for them 
at homo In my spars time.

(Please print plainly.)

NAME.....................................................................
A D D R E S S ............................................................

►CITY..................................STATE......................



Jit  L a st! Secrets o f Sex and  
Marriage Revealed From  a  D octor's 

Private O ffice!
The answer* to question* you would like to sr-k your own doctor and DARE not. 
The lit OUT methods to follow for sane sex experiences— marriage that will remain 
a lasting honeymoon—a love li'e that will grow more complete with the years, 
unashamed and unfettered by doubts and fears. Now in a revolutionary new 
beak a busy family uhyslclan comet to your flreiide and bares ALL the mysteries 
Of Ilfs and love, gained from years of private practise— including many "Inside”  
stories, hitherto hidden behind office doors.

THOUSANDS of books oo sei ami marriage 
hare been written—hut hardly nne more 
outspoken, and ret still tenderly sincere 

"Sex and Marriage. by R. .1 Lambert. M l) 
—lust published -  Instantly wipes out all the 
dirty sentiment and misinformation blanketing 
the #ubl-ct and reveals sex and lore for what 
'hey REALLY are— beautiful and sacred when 
properly understood! This brand new book 
'lifts into the heart of the problem fearlessly 
tells you everythin* you should know about 
rour desires—*lves you exact ln«tructlon for 
->appy marriage and contented living. No con
cession to Pruderr. Jupt frank information In 
nlaln language I

Is Ignorance or false modesty robbing you 
of the Joys of normal eex relationships f Do 
you want the NAKED TRUTH on questions 
the world evades? Will vour marriage be 
happy— or wrecked by Indifference, repression, 
love starvationV Knowledge prrventa and eor- 
r«eit ml steps — as disclosed In this unpre
cedented book.

Only a Doctor Can Tell All
Here are answers to problems only htnfrd 

at by others. Absorbing si Action "Sex and

Marriage" contains true storlos of lives made 
wretched because they didn't knou) Shows 
what happens when you disobey Nature's laws. 
Tells secrets of how to find love, how to pre
serve sexual attraction Explains every 'ines
capable perplexity — from the awakening of
the sex urge to

Mrs. W— 'a. 
Daughter.
Young Ro
man! tc Ea
ger for life— 
but lacking 
th e  vi tal  
knowledge to 
g u i d e  her 
safely pai t  
unsu «peoted 
pitfalls 
A true story 
with a tragic 
warning.
(See p. 60 )

life's harvest period. Dis
tinguishes between love and 
hist and offers hundreds of 
enll-.itenlng di s c l o s ur e*  
everyone married or single 
must understand

Thirty - two fascinating 
chapters! Each covering a 
different nhaso of sex and 
marriage. Clear, scientific' 
Even one chapter can mean 
the difference b e t w e e n  
blasted hopes and life
time happiness Here are 
a few subjects treated: Why
Sexual Knowledge Should 
Be Told: Structure and Use 
of the Reproduction Organs; 
Is Continence Harmful t: 
Sexual Magnetism; True 
Love versus Sensual Love: 
Mistake of the Bridegroom:

The Bare Truth Everyone Should Know
kill—Mistakes that 

love.
—How to attract the 

opposite sex.
—Ia continence desir

able?
—Mistakes the bride

groom ahould avoid.
—la repression of de

sires harmful 7
—When marriage is a 

crime.
—How to keep love 

aflame.
—The never-falling ae- 

ort* of sex magnet
ism.

—Preparing for mater
nity.

WARNING:

—Can rot be predict
ed before birth?

—What to do about 
barrenness.

—Should young people discuss sex?
—How to treat female 

disorders.
—What men can’t en

dure In women.
—The tragedies of Ig- 

orance.
—Errors in personal 

hygiene.
H o w  t o  reeognl2e 
true love.

—Why husbands tire 
of wives.

This Book Is NOT 
for Minor*I

—Intimate f a o t a  of 
courtship.

—What kind of men 
mako best husbands?

—What the signs of 
excesses are.

—Should offspring be 
limited?

-XTho essentials of a 
happy marriage.

—Arc venereal diseases 
hereditary?

—D a n g e r s  of the
"Change of Life.”

—The mystery of twins.
—What every young 

woman should know.
—Sex health and pre

vention.
—and many other start

ling revelations on 
sex and marriage.

JUST f  
O U T -

Immorality In Marriage: Pregnancy: Deter
mination of Sex; Abortions and Miscarriages; 
Birth Control: Heredity; Eugenics; 8terllity 
and Frigidity; Self-Abuse: Prostitution; Ven
ereal Diseases. 2 30 pages, vividly illustrated 
with anatomical charts that make everything 
clear I You simply miuf examine the book I

SEND NO MONEY
81mply mall coupon When postman brings 
"Sex and Marriage," deposit with him SI.98 
(plus a few cents postage). Then go over 
the book thoroughly Find the solutions to 
Intimate problems that worry you. If you 
don't Insist on keeping this book for Its sane 
advice and for valuable reference, return It 
w,,hjn 5 davs and we'll refund your money 
gladly But don’t delay Often the price of 
neglect is costing set mistakes, broken health. 
<wt vitalityr Send coupon TODAY ind ftco 

the world confidently and unafraid.

Franklin Publishing Co,
Dept. W-2110

800 N. Clark 8t., Chicago, 111.

I  F R A N K L IN  P UB LIS H IN O  COMPANY 
■ 800 N. Clark St.. Dopt. W-2110 
I  Chicago. III.

I 8ond "Sex and Marrlago” —Doctor Lam
bert’s amazing book. I will pay poet-

Iman J1 98 plus postage. I f not satis- 
fled I may return book within 6 days 
and you will refund mj money.

I  Name .............................................. .T n

| Address .......................................................
I  City.........................................  Stato. . . . jt

T H A N K  H E A V E N S  FOR THIS  B O O K  Thousands Will Saq

LOVE or LUST—
How Could She Tell?

So many young people miss 
love altogether — or fall to 
recognize it when It cornea.
.What la the subtle secret 

that lords some girls to 
W the altar while others, 

equally charming, face 
disappointment and de- 

W l  pair? (See page 65.)



HEALTH, POWER, KNOWLEDGE, SUCCESS 
BIOSOPHY

The W isdom  o l  L ife
Know your own Individual personality, then develop it for luooeae 

in business and soda) affairs. Learn how to develop and maintain 
health; how to cultivate Power and Personality: now to acquire 
Wealth end Comfort; and how to attain happiness in Marital Affairs.

The priceless secrets of the science of Biosophy are the key to 
Inner eonstfousncss. personality, mental and physical happiness.

Send 50c. statin* sex. color *t hair, and eyes, whether hair and 
features are fine textured or ooaree textured and you will receive 
a personal dolineatlon togrthor with PERSONALITY BULLETIN.

For MEN and WOMEN of forceful personality resident and exten- 
tloo courses are available. Lecturing and practicing as COUNSEL
LORS OF BIOSOPHY la a most lucrative and enjoyable profession.

N A T I O N A L  B I0 8 0 P H IC A L  8 0 C IE T Y ,
Dent 20 3 00 Madison Avenut New York City

Get the Low-Down on Modern Youth! 
Read

SNAPPY  —  BREEZY  —  PEPPY

COLLEGE LIFE
100 Pages o f America’s Best Wit and Ilumor 
— Realistic, Fast-Moving Short Stories —  
COLLEGE LIFE is the last word in sophis
tication and the best quarter’s worth on 
the stands today 1

Don’ t M bs the Gala Autumn Number!

^ M a r r ie d  W o m e n ’s
S E C R E T S — N O W I

You can now depend on our new 8.P. Rails/ 
Compound. Double Strength. Successfully 
rolleven eomo of the most unnaturally sup
pressed stubborn delays, very quickly. 
ABSOLUTELY safe, harmless, no Incon
venience Highly recommended and used by 
thousands of women. End Feminine misery. 
Use 8. P. Rsllef Compound and you'll 
never bo without It. All orders shipped, 
rushed game day received, In plain wrap
per. Mall $2.00. For Double Strength $3.00, 
2 for $5.00, trial size 25c. Writo for Free 

Booklet on Sanitary Rubber Goods, todayl 
8oyd«r Product! Co., 1434 N. Wells, DetL #4-0 . CMcass

INCHES OF MUSCLE 
PUT ON YOUR ARMS!

The German Iron Shoe 
Muscle Builder . . .

is accepted as the greatest 
exerciser made to b u i l d  
giantlike arms, wide power
ful shoulders, brawny back 
and tremendous chest. John 
Filepone added 5 inches to 
his arms, E. Peters 1 inch on 
each bicep the first weekl
You Can Have Strength and 
a Physique the Equal of the
Strongest l'ro fn n lo im l Athlete
Y ou can becom e the center o f 
attraction wherever you go. The 
question fo r  yon  to decide is 
that you are Suing to hare mus
cles that uot only look good  but 
are good. You nave to  get the 
Bteel sinews. The Iron Shoe wUI 
give you them In a super-state 
that cannot he equaled by  any 
other apparatus or system. Some
pupils report having put fou r 
Inches on their biceps and got 
an Increased shoulder spread o f
six Inches.
SPECIAL FREE OFFER
The Iron Man’s Famous 60-day
illustrated Picture course o f ex
ercise instruction, and the Strength 
Resistor is Included FREE I The 
greatest body building offer ever 
presented. Follow the choice o f 
champions and get that grip of 
steeL Ring in now on our apo
dal offer for the lowest prioed 
and biggest result getting exer
ciser under the sun. Send for 
free illustrated information. No 
obligation.

SEND COUPON T O D A Y /
American Athletic A ppliance Company,
4324 Paul Bt- Dept. T.O. 12, Philadelphia, Pa.

Gentlemen: Without obligation and without
cost, send particulars about your Iron Shoe 
Strength Builder and Special FREE Offer.
N am e----------------------- .....
Address  ---------------- —«...



Clean Out Your Kidneys
Win Back Your Pep

Good Kidney Action Purifies Your Blood— Often Removes the Real Cause of 
Getting Up Nights, Neuralgia and Rheumatic Pains— Quiets Jumpy 

Nerves and Makes You Feel 10 Years Younger.
A  famous scientist and Kidney Specialist recently said: "60 per cent o f men and women past 36, 
and many far younger, suffer from poorly functioning Kidneys, and this is often the real cause 
o f feeling tired, run-down, nervous, Getting Up Nights, Rheumatic pains and other troubles.”

If poor Kidney and Bladder functions cause you to suffer 
from any symptoms such as loss o f Vitality, Getting Up Nights, 
Backache, Leg Pains, Nervousness, Lumbago, Stiffness, Neu
ralgia or Rheumatic Pains, Dizziness, Dark Circles Under 
Eyes, Headaches, Frequent Colds, Burning, Smarting or Itch
ing, Acidity, you can't afford to waste a minute. You should 
start testing the Doctor’s Prescription called Cystex (pro
nounced Siss-tex) at once.

Cystex is probably the most reliable and unfailingly suc
cessful prescription for poor Kidney and Bladder functions. 
It starts work in 16 minutes, but does not contain any dopes, 
narcotics or habit-forming drugs. It is a gentle aid to tho 
Kidneys in their work of cleaning out Acids 
and poisonous waste matter, and soothes 
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Grimly they defended themselves against

The S E R P E N T
CHAPTER I 

J quit os

D AVE REED poled his raft 
around the bend of the 
river with great effort. 

Laden heavy with arrobas of rubber, 
and fastened together with palm 
leaf strips, the unwieldy craft re
sponded slowly to the combined ef
forts of Reed on the front end and 
his helper at the rear.

Sweating, the two men tusscled 
with their makeshift float with all 
the care due the results of their

A Complete Book-
By ALLAN K.

Author of “ White Ivory,"

year in the teeming and death-in
fested jungle.

Gore, the man at the rear end of 
the raft, clad for the jungle, hand 
cut and held at the seams by rubber 
milk, with a year’s growth of hair 
and beard, blackened by a jungle 
sun, looked up the river bank and 
shouted.

"Iquitos! Civilization, by the Lord

Follow Dave Reed As H e Battles H is Way Through
10 '
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ECHOLS
“ Fangs of the East,’’ etc.

Harry. Look at that gorgeous me
tropolis, David, me boy! Look at 
that skyline. New York ain’t in it!” 

Reed grinned back at his partner 
whom a year’s agonizing hardships 
could not repress.

Iquitos could hardly be justly de
scribed as a great metropolis, and 
its skyline was not quite that of 
New York Harbor.

The little town rested on the bank 
of the river, hardly distinguishable 
from the bank itself, for the struc
tures in it were adobe, mud taken 
from the river bank itself and baked 
in the monotonous sun. The only 
suggestion of civilization about 
them was that they had galvanized 
tin roofs, metal that absorbed the 
heat and baked the occupants.

The one street of Iquitos was a 
short twisting path of red sand. 
Back of the buildings were scattered 
half a dozen huts of laced bamboo 
with thatched roofs, where half a

Savage Perils to Face the Reptile God of the Jivaros!
11
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hundred dirty 
Indians lived.

“ Look,” Gore 
yelled. "They’re 
out to meet us.” 

“Must be some- 
t h i n g  e l s  e,” 
Reed answered 
as he spied a 
crowd a t the 

small wharf. “Whatever it is, it must 
be a pretty big attraction to get those 
Indians out in the sun.”

The two men poled their raft to
ward the dock. In half an hour 
they were at the water’s edge.

Gore yelled. “ I ’m a chipmunk’s 
maiden aunt if it ain’t an ocean 
liner. Boy, what a ship.”

Reed twisted his end of the raft 
in closer to shore. The boat that 
had brought out the entire popula
tion of Iquitos was a twenty foot 
motor launch, gleaming new and 
white in the tropic sun, and showing 
no signs of having seen any service.

“ Boy,” Reed said, “ that craft 
couldn’t have come three thousand 
miles up the river under its own 
power. Where could it have come 
from? And look who’s in it!”

The mysterious new craft floated 
at the dock, bouncing slowly up and 
down to the fresh waves from the 
river. In the pit, bent over the en
gine was a man, a stranger to the 
two men on the raft.

Th e  man was in his thirties, per
haps, and his white face was 

surely a stranger to this part of 
South America, As the two watched, 
he signaled for an Indian to cast 
off his line. He operated a starter 
and the trim craft shot forward 
under the man’s clearly awkward 
hand. “Hey! You fool! Look out! 
Stop it !” Gore jumped up and shout
ed frantically. “ You’ll hit—”

The bow of the new boat coming 
dead ahead cut squarely into the

midships section of the rubber-laden 
raft, chopping the warning off short 
as the jolt sent him overboard, 
floundering in the water. Reed 
dived at the same time.

The raft cringed with the noise 
of parting strips of bamboo leaves 
which held the poles together. The 
man at the launch’s wheel stood 
helpless, surprised at what was hap
pening and in no way able to collect 
his thoughts well enough to meet 
the emergency.

The man in the boat shouted be
latedly, “ Get out of the way, you.”

BUT his shout was useless. The 
launch cut through the impro

vised raft like a knife. The two- 
foot balls of rubber tumbled into 
the water and the poles of the raft, 
released from each other, swirled 
around and drifted toward the shore. 
The man in the motor launch fum
bled with its controls, shot it for
ward at breakneck speed, turned it 
in an arc to head back for the dock, 
then cut the motor.

Dave Reed came up from his dive, 
ducked a floating log and swam, 
sputtering oaths toward the dock. 
Gore followed him. The two men 
looked like some strange kind of 
aquatic animals as they struggled 
ashore, their beards dripping water 
and their blackened bodiec gleaming 
in the sun.

The motor boat hit the dock with 
a heavy thud and the angry man in 
the engine pit threw the line out to 
a waiting Indian, then climbed up 
on the dock and faced the two rub
ber hunters.

“What do you mean by getting in 
my way?” he demanded arrogantly.

“ You sawe white man push boat? 
You pasear quick."

The stranger, clad in new khaki 
shorts and with gear fresh from 
civilization, glared impressively. In 
contrast to him, Reed and Gore

Dave Reed
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looked like the scum of civilization, 
with their home-made shorts. Their 
hair dangled over their shoulders 
and their beards were as long, while 
their skins were burned darker than 
any of the natives who kept more 
out of the sun.

Gore twisted his face and ran his 
hand through his beard as he studied 
the man addressing him and his 
partner. Then he glanced at Reed.

REED was fighting mad. “ I savve 
white man is a damned fool,” he 

said, trying to restrain himself. “ Do 
you know that you’ve lost for us all 
the rubber we’ve spent a year gath
ering?”

The stranger held his ground, de
termined to master the situation. 
“ You men nearly wrecked my 
launch,” he said sharply. “You 
should have kept back when you 
saw me here.”

Despite the loss of their year’s 
hard work, Gore burst out laughing 
at the man’s arrogance. Reed was 
trying to control himself.

The stranger’s fury flared up at 
Gore’s laugh, and he flung himself 
forward.

“ I ’ll teach you water-rats a lesson 
right now,” he roared.

City-bred and unaccustomed to the 
jungle as the man appeared, he was 
fast, terribly so. Before either of 
the men knew what he was about, 
his fist shot forward and caught 
Gore squarely on the chin in an un
expected blow.

Taken by surprise, Gore fell back
ward. He was standing at the edge 
of the dock, and the blow knocked 
him overboard. He caught at a 
piling, and in his efforts to save 
himself his head caught a jutting 
point of the upright timber. He fell 
limply into the water, then he sank.

Reed rushed to the dock’s edge 
and looked over. Gore didn’t come 
to the surface. Reed waited a few

m o r e  seconds, 
then dived over
board.

He went down 
t h r o u g h  the 
m u 1 d y water, 
eyes open and 
looking through 
i t s murkiness.
E v e r y t h i n g  
looked dark and gray to him. Then 
he saw a slightly moving form and 
swam toward it, still under water. He 
was beginning to need breath now.

He found Gore. His partner was 
not making a move to reach the 
surface. Reed gripped his body and 
found that he could not bring it 
upward. It was caught on some
thing.

Reed tried again. Now his lungs 
were aching badly, but he dared not 
waste the time of going to the Bur- 
face for more air. He ran his hands 
about the body of the man and 
found at last what was holding him 
under the surface. A knot on one 
of the supporting timbers had en
tangled the rag of Gore’s clothes 
and held him fast.

REED’S strength was deserting 
him fast. He wouldn’t be able to 

hold out much longer. He jerked at 
Gore’s clothes, found them held tight. 
Jerked again. This time they tore a 
bit; then anothv jerk. Gore was free.

Almost insensible with the pain in 
his lungs, Reed struck out upward 
with one hana, the other with Gore’s 
hair in his clutch.

His head broke water and his 
lungs emptied of their long-held 
poison air, and he drank in great 
gulps that filled his lungs.

Holding Gore’s head above water, 
he swam around to the bank and 
with the help of an Indian got him 
out and laid him on the ground in 
the shade.

Gore was unconscious, and blood
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oozed from a gash at the back of 
his head where he had hit the tim
ber of the dock. Reed stood over 
him and lifted his arms, then press
ed them downward. Upward, and 
downward again like pump handles. 
He turned Gore on his face and 
lifted him by the middle.

He worked furiously for fifteen 
minutes, breathlessly, like a man in 
despair.

Through lips that were only a slash 
in his grim features he watched his 
partner. Finally Gore stirred and 
later opened his eyes.

“ Where’s the man that hit me?” 
he asked dazedly.

“That’s what I’m gonna find out 
pronto,” Reed answered. “ You feel 
well enough to lie right here and 
rest till I get back?”

GORE rubbed his wounded head.
“Save him for me, will you? 

It’s my debt and I want to pay it 
when I feel a little better.”

“ You stay here till I get back,” 
Reed returned. “You’re not in shape 
to interview that hombre. I ’ll be 
back in a minute.”

And before Gore could make a 
protest, Dave Reed, his long hair 
and beard a wet mass of entangled 
hair, trotted up the winding trail, 
the blistering sand scorching his 
feet and the thoughts of the stran
ger blistering his soul. He headed 
toward the farthest of the three 
large adobe buildings.

At the entrance of the first build
ing, he passed a man who called to 
him in English.

“Ho, Reed—stop off a moment, 
will you? Got word for you.” 

Reed pulled up at the door o f the 
shack, where stood a burly Irishman, 
clad in soiled whites. This was 
Flannigan, local agent of the Amer
ican Rubber Company.

“What is it?”
“Just heard you lost your raft—

rotten luck,” the Irishman said with 
bluff sincerity. “There’s a man 
wants to see you. Got what looks 
like a big deal. Feller from the
States.”

Still filled with the urge to find 
the man who had nearly killed Gore, 
Reed was in no mood to listen to 
Flannigan’s story. He looked up 
the street. And he saw the man he 
was looking for.

“ See you later,” he said hurriedly 
to Flannigan. “ I’m doing business 
with this bird right now.”

Reed walked out to meet the ap
proaching figure. The other party 
met him and tried to hold his 
ground.

He looked up frowning when 
Reed did not step out of foe way to 
let him pass, as an Indian would have 
done.

Reed planted himself squarely in 
front of the stranger.

“ If you want the chance you 
didn’t give my partner—put up your 
fists,” he said.

And with his last word he plunged 
into the man.

The stranger was quick and met 
the approach with a sharp blow that 
glanced off Reed’s jaw. Reed an
swered with a solid one that thump
ed into the stranger’s ribs.

THEY backed off after the first 
sally, each sizing the other up 

like men in a prize ring. Reed 
found surprise that the tenderfoot 
was much huskier than he appeared, 
and that he knew how to handle 
himself easily.

They returned to the attack, each 
wary of the other. Reed’s great 
strength and agility, his brute force 
was more than matched by a display 
of science from the other man.

Reed caught a sharp jab on the 
point of the jaw, and it knocked all 
the caution out of him. Head down, 
he plunged in, this time giving no
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thought to the punishment the other 
man inflicted on him. Their feet 
ploughed up the red dust of the road, 
their breath came in great sobbing 
heaves as they exchanged blow for 
blow. Sweat popped out on them 
until they were soaked to the skin, 
and it ran in little rivulets down 
Reed’s gistening body.

Reed’s nose was bleeding and the 
man from the States had an eye 
that was fast swelling. Every blow 
Reed caught renewed his hatred of 
the man who had knocked Gore off 
the dock without giving him a 
chance to defend himself.

A few scattered Indians saw the

beginning of the fight; they passed 
the word and now practically the 
town’s whole red population was 
ringed around the two contestants.

Reed was blowing like an over
worked ox; the other man was in 
as bad shape.

Suddenly the man from the States 
darted in under a blow from Reed’s 
fist that sailed through the air, and 
locked his arms around the rubber- 
gatherer. His hands found their 
way up to his neck and Reed felt 
sharp fingers digging into his wind
pipe. His breath came in short 
gasps—then stopped.

His eyes  b u lg in g , his lungB burst
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ing, Reed took a desperate chance. 
He toppled himself over backwards 
with all his remaining strength, fell 
flat on hi6 back and at the same 
moment pulled against the man and 
raised his knee.

The momentum of the fall and 
Reed’s pull had the desired effect. 
The man came down on Reed, piv
oted on his knee and went on over 
his head, losing his grasp on Reed’s 
neck.

INSTANTLY Reed was upon him, 
and again the two rolled over and 

over in the hot sand like a pair of 
wild dogs. The Indians about them 
grunted their approval of this enter
tainment.

Again the hands of the stranger 
found their way upward and fingers 
buried themselves in a hold on the 
matted locks of Reed’s uncut hair.

Then the man started pounding 
Reed’s head against the hard ground, 
trying with all his strength to bat 
his brains out.

Reed was desperate. His hands 
dug into the sand. He clutched at 
it.

Then with a quick flit he flung a 
handful of it into the man’s face.

The man loosened his grip and 
clutched at his burning eyes, goug
ing the sand out. Reed, still flat on 
his back under the man, doubled his 
fist and with a slow, careful aim, 
drove it squarely to the point of the 
man’s chin.

The man tumbled over, rolled over 
on his back and lay there.

Panting, Reed regained his feet 
and looked about him. Seeing an 
Indian he had known around the 
village, he barked a few words, at 
him.

The Indian said something to one 
o f h iB  fellows, and four of them 
grabbed arms and legs and carried 
the bedraggled stranger toward the 
third adobe house, the one that was

used for visiting people in Iquitos.
Reed walked wearily back toward 

Flannigan’s shack.

CHAPTER II 
Into the Jungle

REED found his partner was 
already in Flannigan’s house, 

 ̂ receiving the ministrations 
of the agent’s Indian servant. With 

hair clippers and razor and tubs of 
water, and with clothes from their 
own trunks which Flannigan kept 
for them, they sloughed off much of 
their wild appearance.

And as they cleaned up, Flannigan 
talked.

“ I ’ve been twenty-seven years up 
and down this river,” he said, “but 
I ’ve never run into such a batty 
party as this. When the boat from 
Para came in yesterday, it was pack
ing that launch and the Slater party.

“ Professor Slater, he calls himself, 
and his daughter. Can you beat 
that? A girl and an old professor 
and his business manager coming 
into the jungle to make a trip I ’d 
not dare make myself.

“They’ve got about as much busi
ness here as I ’ve got in Buckingham 
Palace. And they fit just about as 
well.”

“W ho’s this young fellow?” Reed 
asked.

“That’d be Morgan, their business 
manager. He’s the professor’s assist
ant and looks after all the details 
of the trip. And that’s where you 
come in. Professor Slater wants 
you to take him inside!”

“Gonna leave the girl here?”
“No, the damned fool. He says 

she’s going too.”
“ I ’m not the man he’s looking 

for,” Reed said with finality. “ I ’d 
no more take a girl into that jungle 
than I ’d take one o f those head
hunting Indians to Sunday school.”
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“Neither would I,” Flannigan re
turned. “ But the old man’s obsti
nate and says he’s going in—with 
or without you.”

“What’s he looking for?” 
Flannigan’s ruddy face took on a 

grin. “ Mopoi. He wants to study 
ruins.” The Irishman quoted the 
words derisively. “ It seems some
body’s been telling him stories and 
he believes ’em.”

GORE spoke up. He had been sit
ting quietly while the Indian clip

ped his hair and applied a bandage 
to the cut on the back of his head.

“ Mopoi,” he said dramatically. 
“The dead civilization—the tomb of 
jewelB and beautiful women—thou
sands of years old—the sarcophagus 
of diamonds and rubies buried in 
caskets of gold. Boy, if there’d been 
anything to that old rumor, I ’d 
have spent the last ten years of my 
life looking for it instead of squeez
ing sap out of rubber trees. So he 
came all the way from New York, 
he and his daughter and his little 
playmate that doesn’t know how to 
run a boat—just to see this fabled 
place.”

Somebody outside shouted a hello. 
Flannigan said under his breath, 
“This’ll be the professor. Come on 
out and meet him.”

A few moments later the two men 
emerged and met Professor Slater. 
The scientist was in his sixties, 
stooped and abnormally thin. His 
aquiline nose was high-bridged and 
he wore heavy glasses, behind which 
burned gray eyes, intense with the 
fire of enthusiasm.

“ I know that I ’m laughed at down 
here,” the professor said. “ But I ’m 
convinced that I know what I ’m 
about. I have come into possession 
of papers that I have reason to 
know are authentic, and in them I’ve 
been able through translation of the 
Jivaro picture writing, to exactly

locate the ruins I’m searching for* 
It lies at the intersection of the 
Napoi River and a small stream that 
flows down from a certain mountain 
on its left bank, about fifteen hun
dred miles upstream from here.”

“ But, Professor," Reed returned, 
"I admit hearing rumors of this 
place, but I think you’ll not find it. 
The chances are that if you found 
the location of these missing Jiva- 
ros, and there are several such 
tribes, you’ll o n l y  find a f e w  
thatched huts of temporary design. 
They never build permanent struc
tures.”

“ I don’t agree,” the professor said 
with assurance. “ At any rate, I ’m 
taking the risk. And I learned 
about you down in Para. I under
stand you’ve been in this jungle for 
ten years and know every foot of 
it.”

“Nobody could know every foot 
of it if he stayed here a lifetime. 
There are things back in that jungle 
that white men never dreamed of, 
things that people like you and me 
had better give a wide berth to. 
Queer tribes—head hunters—strange 
and mysterious secrets—”

“The very things I’m looking for,” 
interjected the old professor with a 
show of enthusiasm. “Man, don’t 
you know how much it would mean 
to me to be the first white man to 
bring out such information? I would 
be doing science a service that it 
would always remember.”

“ A T  the probable cost of your 
life,” Reed said.

“ P-sh,” the professor answered 
deprecatingly. “Those people would 
not want to harm us. W e’re friendly 
to them. We only want to study 
them.”

“ Which is just what they don’t 
want,” Reed argued. “They have 
their secrets and their own business 
and they’d resent anybody butting
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in. No, the whole thing ia im
possible.”

The lean old teacher screwed up 
his mouth in a gesture peculiar to 
himself. “Nothing’s impossible, my 
boy. We can go in there and come 
out safely. That’s what we’re going 
to do. And you’re going to be in 
charge of the trip. Just name your 
price—if it’s reasonable.”

REED continued getting into the 
first clean white clothes he’d 

had on in a year. Jungle-darkened, 
he was a far different sight from 
his first appearance — bearded and 
bedraggled.

“W ill you lead us?” the professor 
insisted. “ I’d like to get started as 
soon as possible.”

Reed shook his head. “ I won’t.” 
“And why?”

. “ In the first place, the route you 
propose to take would be difficult— 
almost impossible for a white—even 
If he were accustomed to the jungle. 
For you—it would be fatal. I under
stand you have a daughter who in
tends going in with you?”

“Yes,” the professor answered, 
then added a hasty argument. “ She’s 
fully capable of taking care of her
self, however. Very athletic—rep
resented her school at tennis and 
archery.”

Gore, with his back to the profes
sor, emitted some kind of a noise 
that sounded like he was choking. 
Reed turned slightly red under his 
browned skin.

“ Undoubtedly the girl could hold 
her own,” Reed answered soberly. 
“ But there are other things in the 
jungle besides fighting. Fever, 
snakes, poisonous insects, to men
tion only a few. I am sorry, but I 
have to refuse to be a party to such 
an impossible idea as this one of 
yours is. I am not a professional 
guide.”

“I ’m sorry, too,” the professor

said thoughtfully. “ But even if you 
refuse to go with us, we are going 
to carry out our plans. W e’ll go in 
by ourselves if we can’t get some
body to go with us.”

There was such disappointment in 
the elderly man’s voice that Reed 
felt a wave of contrition come over 
him. He was actually sorry for the 
man, as he would have been sorry 
for anybody with so little experi
ence undertaking such a rash trip.

“By the way," the professor said, 
“ I should have apologized for Mor
gan’s actions before. Of course, we’ll 
repay you for the loss of your rub
ber. Morgan is very sorry he lost 
his head, and he’ll apologize to you. 
He’s not a bad sort, you know. The 
responsibilities he is under have just 
made him a bit nervous and high 
strung. So if that is the reason 
you won’t join us—”

“That is not the reason,” Reed 
said flatly. “The reason is that the 
whole thing is an impossible phan
tasy—an insane idea.”

The occupants of the room had 
reached an impasse where nothing 
could be said on either side. Flan- 
nigan leaned back on a bamboo cot 
and tapped his knuckles with the 
fingers of his other hand. The 
silence was becoming awkward when 
suddenly there was a shout from the 
outside.

Flannigan jumped up and answer
ed. “That’s Pedro,” he said calmly. 
“Been up in the mountains.”

And Pedro entered!

OR rather, he a l m o s t  tumbled 
into the adobe room. A Spanish 

type of man, dirty and clad in the 
barest shreds of what had once been 
duck trousers. The upper half of 
his body was bare, and long hair 
and beard matted his head and face. 
His body was a welter of sores.

“ Sefiorsl” he said, and despite his 
obvious weakness, he bowed deeply.
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“ Senor Flanniganl Ah, and Senor 
Reed. The gods are with me!”

Flannigan handed the man a tin 
cup of liquor and he downed it 
at a gulp with good effect. He 
seemed to be a bit revived. He 
dropped to a seat on Flannigan’s 
cot.

“You had a long trip,” Flannigan 
suggested.

The Spaniard took his time, gave 
some consideration before answer
ing. Reed said nothing, knowing 
the man, and that he would only 
talk in his own way. But he was 
filled with excitement and they wait
ed, knowing he had news.

The man’s hand toyed with a 
dirty cloth bag about the size of a 
tobacco bag, hung around his neck 
with a strip of bamboo leaf.

“Senors,” he said, "I have visited 
Mopoi

THE news would not have been 
more profound if he had casually 

announced having found a pot of 
gold at the foot of the rainbow.

Flannigan stood up — speechless. 
Reed leaned back in his seat as 
though the news had weakened him, 
as indeed it had weakened their 
ability to reply. The old professor 
looked at this strange creature fresh 
out of the jungle in a dazed sort 
of fashion for a long moment.

“ Mopoi!” he repeated slowly. His 
eyes behind their strong glasses 
searched Pedro’s face for a long 
moment.

“Mopoi! Are you sure? It could 
not have been some other place? 
Maybe—”

“Senor, it was Mopoi. I have lived 
my life in this jungle. I know its 
legends, and I would not be fooled. 
But I have seen strange things—I 
have seen Mopoi. And 1 have seen 
Yacu-maman/ ”

The professor’s face was a study 
as he arose from his seat.

“ Yacu-maman! The Snake God! 
The old Jivaro god who could turn 
himself at will into a tapir or a 
frog or an anaconda!”

‘ ‘The same, Senor. And Yacu- 
maman now lives in the form of a 
snake fifty feet long. Pedro has 
seen with his own eyes.

“ And people worship him. A large 
and unknown tribe of the Jivaros 
live in this strange place and they 
worship him. But that is not all.

“Senor Reed! For many years 
you have been a friend to Pedro, 
and it is that we have all wished 
to leave this jungle which eats men’s 
souls. We shall go—and we shall 
be rich cabalerros. Regardez! Look, 
Senors! Gold! Jewels!”

Pedro tore the bag from around 
his neck and spilled its contents on 
the gray blanket. Out poured a 
collection of objects that drew gasps 
from the assembled men, that caused 
them to rush to examine them, heads 
together and talking excitedly.

‘‘See, Senors! A medallion of the 
sun,” Pedro exclaimed, holding aloft 
a trinket.

THE object glittered in the light 
of the nut-oil lamp. A necklace of 

heavy flat medallions of pv.re gold, 
held together by finely devised gold 
wire links. The ornaments were en
graved with weird symbolic designs 
of rare beauty. Set in each was a 
ruby, a blood red stone of the purest 
water that sparkled even in the 
feeble light of the adobe room.

And there were other trinkets of 
gold and jewels. Their intrinsic 
value was great, the value of them 
as antiques, as relics of that strange 
race, the Incas, was bevond compu
tation. The little group stood around 
examining them in a breathless hush 
except for an occasional ejaculation 
of amazement at their beauty and 
strange design.

Pedro spoke first. “ Senor Reed,
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there is much more — very much 
more of this stuff where thiB came 
from. I would have brought more, 
but as it was, I barely escaped with 
my life. I came for you to go with 
me and bring back all we can carry. 
There is plenty.”

STUDYING a little gold carved 
idol, Dave Reed did not answer 

immediately.
“Senor, it means freedom from the 

jungle. Civilization! No more of 
the terror and the great toil for 
rubber. The trip will be hard, but 
it will be worth it. W ill you make 
this one trip in return for your free
dom? Think! Think what it means! 
Back among white men.”

Reed looked quecrly at Pedro, 
clearly not seeing him, but seeing 
spread out before him—civilization, 
comfort, freedom from the jungle 
that had taken so much of his life 
and had given so little in return.

Mopoi! So it wasn’t a dream at 
all, wasn’t a wild legend born in 
men’s fever-stricken minds! There 
was such a place where the secret 
of the Inca’s gold was known, and 
where the craftsmanship in it, per
haps, was still practiced. A city of
fering wealth, freedom.

Gore caught his partner by the 
arm and his look conveyed, more 
than any words could have, that he, 
too, was visioning escape. Where 
Reed led, Gore would eventually 
follow.

Flannigan looked at the last trin
ket longingly, then turned to Reed. 
“ I wish I was a little younger,” he 
said, “and not quite so fat.” He did 
not trust himself to say more.

Suddenly Reed turned and faced 
him, his eyes sparkling.

“ Flannigan,” he said sharply, “ fix 
me up a load of mixed trade goods. 
I’m going to Mopoi!”

Gore grinned. “Shoot the works, 
boy! I ’m with you!”

CHAPTER III 
/  tingle

FOR two solid weeks Dave 
Reed led up the Napoi River 
as ill-assorted a group as the 
jungle insects, had ever pounced 

upon. Leading the party in the new 
motor launch were Reed and Gore, 
Morgan, Pedro, Professor Slater and 
his daughter, Marcel, her athletic 
figure clad in white shorts and a 
white toppee resting jauntily on her 
head of blonde hair.

The launch put-putted upstream, 
towing behind it two large canoes, 
each manned by two half-clad In
dian carriers, and filled to the gun
nels with gear. On the day before, 
the caravan had turned out of the 
Napoi into a tributary, the Yacusuni, 
named by the Incas as “ lost river.” 
No white man had ever set foot on 
its banks nor navigated its long and 
tortuous course to its mountain 
source.

At a bend in the river where a 
shallow sandy beach offered a camp
ing spot, Reed called a halt. While 
the Indians set about building a 
shelter for the night, Reed called to 
Gore and Pedro, and the three, 
armed with rifles, went out to shoot 
monkeys for the evening’s food 
supply.

Out of earshot of the camp, Gere 
spoke his mind. “ I don’t like the 
smell of things,” he said. “ I still 
think we made a mistake bringing 
the professor’s gang along.”

“ It wasn’t a matter of bringing 
them or leaving them,” Reed an
swered. “ They were bound to come, 
anyway, and I just brought them 
with us so we could do what we 
could to protect the girl. What 
with this Morgan gone nuts on the 
Bubject of that gold, he’d lead ’em 
to their death in no time. And be
sides, that launch saved us several 
days hard paddling upstream.”
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The jungle they were hunting was 
an almost impenetrable mass of 
trees and network of Lliana vines. 
The air was heavy and humid and 
sickening with the perfume of wild 
orchids, while the ominous stillness 
was broken only with the incessant 
hum of insects.

PEDRO stopped at a tree and 
hacked an oblique slash in its 

brown bark with his machete. Plac
ing his canteen under the wound he 
held it until it was half filled with 
a white liquid sap that had all the 
qualities as to taste and nourishment 
that could be got from rich cow’s 
milk.

He was a different Pedro from 
the dirty jungle rat who had 
stumbled into Flannigan’s trading 
post a fortnight before. The wounds 
of his trip had responded to treat
ment and civilization had furnished 
him with razors and scissors and 
clean white clothes, all of which had 
worked the miracle of leaving him 
the smooth and sophisticated Equa- 
dorian Spaniard. The many-sided
ness of the man had never ceased 
being a source of surprise to Reed 
in their long years of friendship.

“ Did you hear the drums last 
night?” Pedro asked casually as he 
screwed the top on the canteen of 
milk. “ I think they were very— 
very far away. But—” he shrugged 
cynically, “—they were drums.” 

“ Drums!” A chill shot down 
Reed’s back and the perspiration on 
him felt like ice water.

“ Si, Senor Reed. And they were 
not of any of the Jivaro tribes 
whose signals I understand. We are 
in the country of the infiles—the 
tribes nobody knows. I think we’re 
in pretty bad territory. If we—” 

Reed was looking at a clump of 
bush ahead, hardly hearing Pedro. 
Something had moved in the clump 
—something black.

A pair of white eyes had pro
truded for a moment, then had dis
appeared. Reed’s hand gripped his 
rifle butt.

Then from the bush had pro
truded the end of a long black stick 
—aimed directly at him.

On the instant Reed’s gun came 
up and roared, and Reed dropped 
to the ground. A tiny bamboo dart 
flew over his head, through a spot 
where he had been standing, and 
stuck in the bole of a tree, where 
its feathered end quivered now, its 
poisoned end in the tree.

AS Reed's shot rang out, the black 
form in the bush jumped 

straight in the air with a piercing 
shout and fell floundering in clear 
sight of the white party. It was an 
Indian, in full war decoration of 
black, his ears decorated with red 
and yellow puffs of feathers. The 
six-foot blow-gun fell beside him.

The Indian’s dying scream was 
the signal for the surprise attack 
that had been precipitated by Reed’s 
accidental sight of the man.

Shouting, he and his two com
panions darted behind trees just as 
the air became filled with the little 
poisoned darts, coming from every 
direction.

Their guns blazed, spraying the 
bush ahead of them with lead, 
aimed at concealed figures whose 
silent replies were more of the 
death-dealing little darts.

But now the woods around them 
echoed to the roar of their guns, 
and an occasional yell of pain an
nounced that a bullet had found a 
victim.

“The dirty devils,” Reed gritted 
between shots. “The woods must be 
full of them.”

A black head raised itself above 
a green clump, and the long black 
tube was pressed to its lips. Gore’s 
rifle swung toward it and h«
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squeezed the trigger. As his gun 
roared the figure fell sprawling out 
of the bush.

"There’s one less, anyway,” Gore 
said.

Pedro knelt behind a tree, with a 
small bunch of weeds beside it, giv
ing him a slight shelter. Balancing 
his rifle in his left hand, he rolled 
a cigarette with his right while 
arrows from the blowguns buried 
themselves in his protecting tree or 
whizzed by his head to fall behind 
him.

He lit the cigarette calmly.

“ T 'VE always observed,” Reed said
J- "that defending oneself f r o m  

these Indians is like fighting ants. 
Killing them individually is not too 
effective. We should devise some 
kind of wholesale method to drive 
them away. We need an idea more 
than bullets right now.”

Unprepared as the men were for 
a siege, their predicament was grow
ing serious. Aside from the danger 
of poisoned darts, their ammunition 
supply was light, not having brought 
with them any more than they ex
pected to use for hunting. The 
rest of the supply was in camp.

"How about our heading back to 
the camp?” Gore suggested.

“ Not so good,” Reed advised be
tween shots. "They’ve no doubt cut 
off our retreat. And besides, it 
would only draw them on to the 
rest of the party, and that would be 
worse than useless.”

The silent rain of darts con
tinued pouring on them, now, it 
seemed with renewed vigor. The 
Indians were trying to mass their 
attack.

“ They seem to be collecting .in
stead of spreading out,” Reed said 
when he observed that the arrows 
were beginning to come thicker 
irom a concentrated position in front 
of them.

"The better for us,” Pedro an
swered.

Grimly they settled down to de
fending themselveB againBt the mass 
of Indians before them. The odds 
were all with the Indians, packed 
together and outnumbering the 
whites as they did. Their weapons 
were silent, which gave them the ad
vantage of better concealment. They 
could stick the tubes of their deadly 
blow guns through the foliage and 
project their darts unobserved, while 
the whites had to expose themselves 
to get in a shot at their protected 
enemy.

Alternately firing and loading, the 
little p a r t y  crouched behind its 
feeble protection and fought, grimly, 
methodically.

"Well, it can’t last much longer,” 
Gore said. "I ’ve rammed in my last 
clip of shells.”

It seemed as though the Indians 
had sensed the weakness of their de
fense.

Suddenly the air was awakened 
with a throbbing sound.

The drums again!
The Indians’ medicine man was 

taking charge, working them up to 
a frenzy that would throw them 
against the blazing guns in a mad 
desperate rush.

THE air throbbed as the pulsating 
rhythm of the drums became 

louder and louder. Even the trees 
above the stuffy floor of the jungle 
seemed to echo to their poison throb, 
setting the air to vibrating to their 
sobbing thump.

The sound tore at the nervous sys
tem by its very monotony, clutching 
the nerves and rubbing them so raw 
that it threatened insanity. There 
was no escape from them, the very 
breath that entered the nostrils was 
filled with it, throbbing, groaning, 
pounding with tortuous hammera 
against the brain.
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Louder and louder it grew. It be
came a frenzy, irresistible and agon
izing. Back in the woods the Indians 
would be driven to a pitch of 
hysteria which would thrust them 
forward into the very jaws of hell 
itself.

“They’ll make a break in a mirr- 
ute,” Reed said in a hard voice. 
“When the last shell's gone, cut 
down as many as you can with your 
knives. There may be a slim chance 
we can stop them, but—”

BACK of him there came the 
sound of threshing in the bush. 

Reed looked around then shouted, 
astonishment almost paralyzing him. 

“Get back! Go back, you fool!” 
The approaching figure seemed not 

to hear.
It was the professor, as strange a 

sight as Reed had ever seen in the 
jungle.

Unmindful of the arrows into 
which he was walking, the lean man 
came on, the khaki shorts flapping 
against his skinny legs, his white 
sun helmet thrust back on his cada
verous head. In his right hand he 
held a small hand-movie machine. 
His left hand was upthrust, holding 
aloft a flashlight reflector, loaded 
with flashlight powder and ready to 
be set into flame with the trigger 
under his thumb.

The professor stumbled forward 
through the brush with his be
spectacled eyes peering through the 
sighter of the movie camera.

“ Keep it up, men,” he shouted. 
“Reed, aim your gun and hold it 
that way. This is great—”

“Get back!” Reed cried at the top 
of his voice. “Go back, you fool— 
back!”

The professor might as well have 
been stone deaf.

“Point your guns, men. That’s 
fine, Gore. Now!”

The professor clicked the spring

of his little camera which set up a 
buzzing as it reeled off the film. 
He pressed the trigger of the slow- 
burning flashlight pan. Then he 
started walking forward—directly 
into the line of fire between Reed's 
party and the natives.

As the flashlight powder ignited it 
flared up with a blinding brilliance 
that lighted the shaded jungle 
brighter than the sun. It filled the 
air with an acrid smoke that instant
ly penetrated every cranny of the 
foliage. Professor Slater stood in be
tween the warring parties in the 
blinding light of his flash pan, oblivi
ous of his surroundings.

Eyes glued to the sights of the 
camera, he moved it about from 
Reed to the bushes that concealed 
the Indians. Only a miracle kept 
him from becoming a pincushion of 
poison darts!

THE professor shouted, “Now, 
Pedro, tell the Indians to come 

rushing out—like they were attack
ing, you know.”

Reed closed his eyes and groaned 
—speechless. When he opened them, 
they stared in amazement.

A transformation had taken place! 
The drums had ceased as suddenly 

as they had started—and not an ar
row came from the bushes!

It was as though there were not 
an Indian within a thousand miles 
of them.

While the three whites hidden be
hind trees were trying to recover 
from their surprise, the flashlight 
powder in the reflector pan burned 
out and the blinding brilliance left 
the forest.

The professor looked at it dis
appointedly, then at Reed.

“Too bad,” he said, shaking his 
head. "W hy didn’t they come out? 
Think of what a record this would 
have made.”

Reed came out into the little
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clearing where the professor stood. 
Sweat poured from him and he was 
limp, as though he were too weak 
to stand.

Pedro followed him and started 
rolling a cigarette. The professor 
busied himself by re-rolling his 
precious film.

Reed struggled for some word to 
express himself, but nothing he 
thought of was adequate. Finally 
he gave it up and said:

“Thanks, professor.”
“ Don’t mention it,” Slater an

swered absently. Then he looked at 
Reed questioningly. “ For what?” he 
asked.

PEDRO tried to answer him fit
tingly.

“We were just trying to think up 
an idea that would drive these 
Indians away on a wholesale basis 
when you came up and furnished 
it.”

“ Idea?”
“ Yes. Your flashlight pan and 

camera appeared to them to be 
greater magic than their own. And 
any sensible native knows how use
less it is to fight against a stronger 
magic than his. So—” Pedro shrugged 
and threw out his hands—“what 
could they do but leave?”

Reed felt the gravity of the situa
tion and set about making arrange
ments to get the party out. He sent 
the professor back to camp while 
he, with Pedro and Gore, started to 
look for monkeys.

Trying to keep within a safe dis
tance of the camp, they at last found 
a tree of chattering animals, three 
of which they brought down. Pedro 
tied their tails together and the party 
set out for camp.

“ I think that party ought to 
realize now that this country is not 
healthy for them,” Pedro observed 
while they walked. “That locoed 
padre of the girl—what manner of

man is he? I ’ve missed encounter
ing his type before.”

“He’s a professor,” Reed answered. 
“And professors are supposed to 
have great knowledge.”

“He has great knowledge of fool
hardiness,” Pedro observed. “ Unless 
in • his thirst for information he 
would be interested to see the look 
of his daughter’s head shrunk to 
decorate a chonta lance.”

When they reached camp the four 
Indian carriers had bamboo shelters 
erected and fires going.

Reed looked at the narrow strip of 
sand where the boats had been. The 
launch was gone! Somewhere up the 
rapid stream of the river they heard 
its motor coughing.

The professor sat on a log in front 
of his shelter busily caring for his 
motion picture film.

"Where’s Morgan taking that 
launch?” Reed demanded.

THE professor looked up absently. 
Reed repeated the question.

“ Oh, he’s gone up with Marcel to 
look at a rapids the Indians re
ported. Said he’d try to navigate it 
so we’d know the best way to get 
through in the morning.”

Reed cursed under his breath and 
went off to get Gore.

“ Come on,” he said. “ That fool 
will get in trouble as sure as he’s 
born. He’s got the girl with him, 
and the woods are full of Jivaros.” 

“ I wish he’d drown himself—if it 
wasn’t for losing our gear while he’s 
doing it,” Gore snapped as the two 
set off in one of the dugout canoes 
and paddled upstream.

In half an hour’s hard pulling they 
reached a point where the river nar
rowed between the upcroppings of 
two cliffs overhung with dense 
foliage. The river pressed over
jagged rocks with a speed that 
caused sucking whirlpools and eddies 
that made the canoes dance dizzily.
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and made it almost impossible for 
the two men to make headway 
against it.

“ Look at that idiot 1”
The ejaculation came from Gore 

and was directed at the man in the 
launch ahead. Reed watched the 
movement of the launch a fraction 
of a second and shouted a warning 
at Morgan.

The man in the launch ahead 
either did not hear or, intent on 
showing his skill to the girl who-sat 
in the boat with him, ignored it. At 
any rate, he continued his occupa
tion of trying to shoot the motor 
boat up the rapids, weaving it in and 
out between jagged rocks that 
pointed sharply upward, and paying 
no attention at all to the fact that 
many more such sharp boulders were 
concealed just beneath the boiling 
surface, indicating their presence 
only by the foaming splash of the 
water above them.

REED set up a shout, but the man 
was now in the middle of a 

sprint upstream. He had the motor 
opened up wide and roaring. The 
bow of the boat angled sharply up
ward as the sturdy little craft fought 
against the boiling water.

Then Reed saw the bow of the 
boat shoot higher and the stern end 
sink until it shipped water. The 
craft had run up on one of the con
cealed rocks.

A grinding sound floated down to 
them as the engine sputtered and 
died, and at the same time the boat 
careened over sharply to one side. 
Caught off balance by the sudden 
jolt, Morgan floundered overboard, 
grasping wildly at the bulwarks of 
the craft. The water sucked him 
into its boiling stream instantly.

The girl screamed. She sat in the 
boat that was stuck in midstream on 
the rock while the foaming water 
whipped it dangerously.

Simultaneously, the two men in the 
canoe dug paddles into the water 
and pulled their canoe up into the 
swirling rapids. There was a pos
sible chance of rescuing the drown
ing Morgan.

Then halfway between themselves 
and the foundered launch Morgan’s 
head popped up and the man shout
ed. The stream was bearing him 
down toward the canoe at a frantic 
pace.

Reed dropped his paddle and 
coiled the bow-line of ihe canoe. On 
his knees, he balanced himself to 
throw.

Then the man’s body rushed by, 
borne down by the current.

Reed heaved the line just as he 
passed. Morgan’s floundering hands 
grasped it frantically.

Reed and Gore hauled in until 
the man grasped the gunnels of the 
canoe and tried to haul himself 
aboard.

“ Stop it,” Reed shouted. “You’ll 
upset us. Let us pull you aboard.” 
But the man, frantic with fear paid 
no attention to the command, 
ignored the danger he was thrusting 
the others into.

“ fTlAP him,” Reed shouted, and 
G o r e  raised his paddle and 

cracked the man across the head with 
it, just as Reed caught his arm. 
Then the two balanced their weight 
on the opposite side of the canoe and 
hauled the unconscious man aboard.

“ It was all I could do to keep 
from hitting him harder,” Gore 
groaned. “ I sure owe it to him for 
knocking me off that dock.”

“ You’ll get a chance to pay him 
yet,” Reed said. “W e’ve got to get 
the girl now.”

With its extra burden, the C2noe 
made slow progress upstream, and 
minutes were precious. For the 
launch was gradually being lashed 
to pieces on the rock which held it
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fast. The brave girl did not cry 
out, but kept moving back and forth 
to offset the effect of the roaring 
water which rocked the craft to a 
point where it was rapidly filling.

AFTER what seemed an intermin
able period of rowing, a period 

marked by aching muscles and 
breathless labor, they were within ten 
feet of the girl. Poised on the 
rapidly-disintegrating craft, she sud
denly shouted.

There was a grinding noise, and 
the launch, as though it had been a 
living thing, suddenly turned about 
in answer to the pressure of the 
boiling water. Stern first, it slid 
off the rock and sank.

The girl jumped just as the craft 
submerged, and her head came bob
bing by at a rapid speed.

Dave Reed stood up in the boat 
and dived. He came up after a long 
underwater swim that cleared him 
of a near-by jagged stone and looked 
about. The girl was still about five 
feet from him and rapidly passing 
the point where he would intercept 
her.

He struck out with a long over
hand stroke that ate up the distance. 
Soon he overtook her and grasped 
her by the hair.

“ Turn over and float on your 
back,” he ordered. “ I ’ll hold you 
up.”

The look on the girl’s pale face 
was one of terror, but at the order 
from Reed, she turned over as he 
directed, and left her fate in his 
hands. Even as he floundered in the 
rapids with his burden Reed could 
not help being strongly conscious of 
the girl’s gameness. Out of place in 
the jungle as she was, she had en
dured the hardships without a 
whimper or complaint, and now, 
fighting for her life, she was more 
than brave.

Floating downstream, they were

now far below the canoe, nor could 
Gore row the craft down fast enough 
to overtake them. Seeing no other 
way out, Reed started guiding him
self and the girl slowly toward the 
left bank.

The stream made a rounded turn 
a short distance below, and Reed 
made for the point where the cur
rent carried him near the bank. 
Reaching the nearest point, he made 
a few strong strokes and grabbed 
a. handful of overhanging bushes and 
dragged himself ashore with the 
weakened girl. Almost exhausted, 
he leaned weakly against a tree.

Out in the stream, Gore was bring
ing his canoe down and searching 
for a place to beach it.

“ Go on down to camp,” Reed 
shouted at him. “ W e’ll walk on.”

THE girl recovered her vitality 
quickly. She looked ruefully at 

her water-soaked clothes and, con
scious that her youthful form was 
outlined underneath them with tan
talizing distinctness, laughed with 
embarrassment.

“ Thanks,” she said, then seeing an 
expression on Reed's face that he 
made no effort to conceal, she con
tinued. “ I guess I was a fool to go 
out in the boat with Morgan. He 
doesn’t seem to be so handy with it 
as you are.”

Reed looked at her with a hard 
expression. “ You are right,” he said 
evenly. “You were a fool. And so 
is your father and so is Morgan. 
Let’s go!”

The girl, surprised, started to an
swer, but Reed turned about and 
started pushing a way through the 
dense undergrowth without waiting 
for a reply. The girl cut her 
ejaculation short, then followed him 
silently.

When he and Marcel Slater reach
ed the camp they found the rest of 
the party seated on the beach near
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the fire which served to keep mos
quitoes away from them. Near the 
main party the Indian carriers sat 
around a similar fire. All were eat
ing the freshly-made stew of monkey 
meat.

Morgan sat off to one side, suf
fering the disapproval of the stern 
professor in silence, a silence that 
marked the whole group. It was 
as though he were being ostracized. 
His clothes were still wet and there 
was a drop of blood over his eye 
where Gore’s paddle had broken the 
skin on his forehead. There was a 
glint in Gore’s eyes that told Reed 
that he was happy for the first time 
since the little party had left 
Iquitos.

THE girl dropped down on the 
sand beside her father who, hav

ing heard that she was walking back 
from the accident, had given his 
thoughts to, other things and showed 
no concern when she came in unin
jured.

“ I hope you didn’t worry, daddy," 
she said, throwing her arms around 
his neck. "Fortunately I was in the 
hands of an extremely competent 
jungle man—Mr. Reed.” There was 
something in her voice that Reed 
could not quite understand, but he 
gave it little thought at the moment. 
Something else occupied his mind.

He whipped off his shirt and 
spread it on the sand beside the 
fire to dry. Standing there in the 
jungle, his browned body bared to 
the waist, he looked more like some 
jungle god, some primitive man half
god, than a young man who had 
left his desk in the New York offices 
of a rubber company to seek his own 
fortune nearer the source of that 
commodity.

Standing spraddle-legged, he look
ed over the mixed group on the 
beach and addressed himself to the 
professor and the others.

“ I agreed to let you people join 
me on this trip for one reason and 
one only,” he said. “And that was 
because with us you might have a 
slight chance to come out alive. But 
without us you would have gone to 
your sure death.

"W e had trouble with you, Mor
gan, on account of your thick-head
edness and ignorance of what you 
were doing, even before we left 
Iquitos.

"You came along on the under
standing that I was to be in charge 
—in full charge of things at all 
times. No one was supposed to do 
anything unless I agreed that it was 
all right to be done.

“What has just happened was the 
result of that agreement being 
broken by Morgan. The result is 
that the greater part of our pro
visions are now in the bottom of the 
river. And our launch is gone. We 
are stranded in a country full of 
hostile people—of head-hunters! Do 
you understand? People who cut 
off your heads and make trophies of 
them! This is no place for you men 
—and still less a place for a white 
woman. Tomorrow morning we are 
going to make rafts and with those 
and our canoes we are heading back 
to Iquitos. I can’t chance taking 
you people any further. We return 
in the morning.”

PROFESSOR SLATER, his lean 
legs clad in shorts from which 

his sharp knees protruded, sat on a 
stump and finished gnawing the 
foreleg of a monkey. Then, wiping 
his mouth on the back of his arm 
he blinked at Reed through his 
strong glasses.

“ I’m afraid you’re somewhat justi
fied in being out of sorts with Mor
gan,’’ the old man said. "W e all arc. 
He has inconvenienced us greatly, 
not to mention having nearly drown
ed Marcel. However, we’ll have to
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trust Morgan not to get into any 
more trouble. You know, he ex
pects to marry Marcel when we’re 
out of this, and I ’m sure he wouldn’t 
want to do anything to endanger her 
if he could help it. He has promised 
as much.”

The old man peered at his 
daughter. “ Do you want to go 
back?” he asked.

The girl cast a defiant glance at 
Reed. "I ’m sure I don’t want to be 
a burden to Mr. Reed, but I certain
ly don’t intend to be taken back. 
If Mr. Reed doesn’t want to come 
with us I think we can make it 
alone somehow. I ’m ready to try. 
I ’m not afraid of a few ignorant 
Indians.”

‘TT1HERE, you see,” the professor
-L said in a tone of finality. “ That 

settles it. We go on.”
Disgustedly, Dave Reed took a leg 

bone from the pot and went off to 
the edge of the clearing to eat his 
supper and think his way out of 
the difficulty the old man’s obstinacy 
put him in. Gore and Pedro joined 
him later. Pedro smoked in silence. 
Gore heaved a stone into the jungle 
to give vent to his feelings. “ I wish 
we’d let that Morgan bird drown,” 
he snorted. “ This oucfit’s jinxed as 
long as he’s alive.”

“ Any outfit,” Pedro observed be
tween puffs, “ is what you say— 
jynx-ted—when you have a woman 
in it. I have observed that a woman 
is a trial to a man except on two 
occasions—the first week one loves 
them and the week in which they 
announce their final departure from 
one. On those two occasions they 
give delight.”

“ What can I do?” Reed demanded. 
“ I can’t make them go back, and to 
desert the girl would be nothing 
less than a crime.”

“ I have a feeling, Senors, that 
Yacu-maman, the god of the jungle,

will make a way of dealing with the 
problem.”

“ Then he has more intelligence 
than I give him credit for,” Reed 
answered bitterly. “ Even if he does 
repose his immortal soul in the body 
of the serpent. He—Listen!"

"Drums again."
The sun had set with that abrupt

ness peculiar to the tropics, and the 
tangled foliage of the jungle now 
threw a black canopy over the river 
bank. For a short hour the birds 
were still, and it seemed that even 
the insects had been frightened into 
silence by the uncanny sound.

It seemed to rise slowly, a throb
bing rhythm that was born of the 
very night air itself, humorless and 
with a sinister throb that vibrated 
one’s whole being, coming out of 
nowhere but completely poisoning 
the whole air.

The distant thunder sounded faint, 
yet clear, with a weird cadence and 
regular but strange tempo that ap
peared meaningless while conveying 
the dark and sinister threat of the 
very jungle itself.

" Tunduli drums,” Pedro said even
ly. “ Signal logs. We should con
sider ourselves important, Senors, to 
be the objects of such solicitude. 
The infiles are not through with u b  

yet.”

“ T)EDRO, you know the secret mes- 
-L sages of the various Jivaro 

tribes.”
“ But not these, Senor, I have never 

heard that peculiar cadence before. 
Hear!”

The air throbbed with the regular 
booming.

“Boom-ta-ta-da-da, boom-ta." The 
accents were placed as though on 
the first and fourth note of an 
eight-eighth measure of music, then 
after two repetitions of this shifted; 
a definitely-recognizable change in 
accents—but all in regular tempo.
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The throbbing of the sound 
seemed to penetrate directly to the 
nerves instead of the ear. It was 
as though one felt rather than heard 
their vibrance.

Silently and filled with an un
named apprehension, they listened 
for a long period.

Reed was the first to shake off the 
spell. Turning toward the camp, he 
said:

“We set watches tonight—a n d 
every night after this. We haven’t 
seen the last of those birds.”

“ One's head can be shrunk but 
once, Senors,” Pedro observed. “And 
our friend Morgan’s could stand 
some shrinking. Shall we join our 
rifles?”

All through the night the air 
throbbed with the thump of the 
tunduli drums. Booming.

CHAPTER IV 
Trapped

D AVE REED woke at day
light, just as the jungle 
took on its sunrise clatter. 

Parrots and jabbering monkeys 
added their bit to the grunting of 
tapirs and the multitudinous sounds 
of wild life. The sun sent sharp 
lances of light through the steam
ing foliage, but Reed could not 
shake off a feeling of apprehension.

He emerged from his shelter feel
ing that something was wrong. And 
this feeling was increased when he 
saw that the fires of the night before 
had been allowed to die. The camp 
itself was still as a tomb

He looked quickly at the narrow 
stretch of beach before the camp 
and his feeling of apprehension 
quickly crystallized to one of de
spair. The two canoes were gone I 
He strode swiftly d o w n  to the 
water’s edge and looked up and 
down stream, a gesture that he knew

to be futile. There was no sign of 
anybody on the river.

He had hoped that he would see 
the Indians out trying to catch fish 
but his better judgment and the 
empty river quickly dashed this 
hope. He trotted back to the Indian 
carriers’ shelter and looked inside. 
The last of his hopes sank when he 
saw the shelter was empty.

Now, they had not even canoes to 
make their way back to civilization. 
But that was not the worst of it.

He examined the camp gear. Much 
of it was missing as well.

As he dejectedly searched the 
camp he heard footsteps and Pedro 
emerged from a dim trail beside the 
river. Pedro had been up for a long 
time, apparently. He came in quiet
ly, smoking a cigarette as impassive
ly as though he were on the main 
street of his Equadorian village. 
Reed marveled at the man’s stoicism.

“ Did you see anything of the 
porters?” Reed asked.

“No! And I am sure that we won’t 
see them again, Senor. They did not 
relish the thought of their heads be
coming souvenirs. I suppose it is 
not for one to blame them too 
much.”

BUT the boats! W e’ve got to get 
these people back to civiliza

tion.”
“ I think we shall find them,” 

Pedro answered calmly. “No native 
would dare be seen with a white 
man’s boat. I believe they would 
float downstream far enough for us 
not to hear them at work, then make 
themselves dugouts out of pith 
palm. Shall we see?”

Together the two men set off 
downstream, h a c k i n g  their way 
through the tangled undergrowth 
with their machetes. It was grind
ing toil and the sweat poured off 
them in rivulets.

But hour after hour they hacked
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their way along the river bank.
Their work was made doubly hard 

by the necessity of carrying their 
rifles slung on their backs. They 
had neither seen nor heard any new 
signs of their attackers, other than 
the sound of the drums, but the very 
absence of such was significantly 
ominous.

It was at a time when the sun’s 
rays beat straight down that Pedro 
shouted:

“ Here is where they have worked," 
he said.

Reed caught up with the Spaniard 
at a tiny clearing of freshly hacked 
undergrowth.

Pedro was looking at the stump of 
a peculiar kind of palm tree which 
had been removed.

THE tree is peculiar to this part 
of the jungle. The trunk of the 

tree bulges like a barrel and con
sists of a hard shell filled with a 
soft pith. It is the work of only a 
few minutes with a machete to fell 
the tree and shape a fair improvised 
canoe by clearing out the soft pith 
and chinking the two ends with mud. 
They found three of these tree 
stumps where the six carriers had 
made their own canoes.

“ Our own boats should be in the 
first backwater," Pedro said calmly. 
“Let’s try the next bend.”

They came upon the canoes just 
as Pedro had prophesied. Then, one 
in each of the craft, they started the 
labor of paddling them back up
stream to camp.

It was late afternoon when they 
arrived, hungry and exhausted.

Gore sat before a small fire a rifle 
across his knee. Nobody else was in 
sight.

“ All lying around like this was a 
hospital,” Gore 6aid. “ Bats I”

Reed emitted a curse. Heretofore 
the party had not been bothered by 
this loathsome creature which for

ages both banks of the Napoi, and he 
had not given that new danger a 
thought.

He found the professor reclining 
in his camp chair, his face pale and 
his body listless. Marcel Slater and 
Morgan occupied other chairs and 
seemed as badly affected.

“Did you tell them what was the 
matter?” Reed asked Gore.

“No. I didn’t want any more 
panic on my hands while you were 
away. They’ve worried enough about 
the missing boats and where you had 
gone. I figured what had happened 
and tried to explain but they were 
too frightened to believe me. All 
except the professor, who was ap
parently thinking about something 
else and didn’t seem to care where 
you were.”

Reed approached the group. “W e’ll 
have to be here another night or two 
before we can get started down
stream,” he said. “ And while we’re 
here I want you all to sleep with 
your heavy blankets wrapped around 
you—head and foot. Is that clear?” 
He looked at Morgan sharply.

“ T T ’S clear—all except the rea- 
JL son for such foolishness,” Mor

gan growled. “ What’s the idea? 
Blankets when we’re already being 
nearly cooked to death.”

“Why have you b e e n  loafing 
around all day?”

“ I don’t feel well. Weak. Must 
have been something I ate.”

“ And you, Miss Slater?”
The girl looked penetratingly at 

Reed and there was a touch of de
fiance in her voice when she 
answered.

“ If it concerns you—I don’t feel 
very strong either. It is probably 
the result of my accident last night.” 

“ And I suppose you think the idea 
of blankets is also foolish?”

“ I can’t see that this weather calls 
for any such action.”
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Reed turned to the professor who 
was deeply absorbed in writing in a 
black leather notebook with his 
fountain pen.

“ Professor Slater. You are some
what of an authority on things like 
natural history. What do you think 
is wrong with your party?”

“Wrong?” The professor peered 
at Reed. “ Why nothing, I ’m sure. 
What could be wrong? W e’re all 
here, aren’t we?”

Gore stamped out of earshot of the 
group. Reed got a glimpse of the 
twisted look he gave Pedro.

“ W e’re all here,” Reed said, “but 
we won’t be here long—at least some 
of us won’t—if you people don’t be
gin to realize that you’re not camp
ing out on Boston Common. This 
happens to be the middle of the 
South American jungle.

“T T 7E ’RE in a territory inhabited 
by a number of groups of gen

tlemen whose hobby is cutting off 
people’s heads, by insects and snakes 
who make a hobby of injecting 
poison into the human system and, 
last but least, swarms of little ani
mals who make a diet of human 
blood, drawn from you while you 
are asleep. I am referring, of 
course, to Vampire Bats, in case 
you’ve never heard of them.”

His sarcasm was lost on the pro
fessor, but the girl’s face turned 
pale with horror at the mention of 
the filthy and dreaded creatures, and 
Morgan stirred uneasily in his canvas 
chair.

The professor returned to his in
terrupted writing. “ I’ll have to make 
a note of that,” he said absently. 
“We must watch out for them at 
night.”

“ Unfortunately, it won’t do you 
any good,” Reed answered. “They 
won’t molest you while you or any
body else is awake, only when you 
•re sleeping. And they can’t be

caught because they don’t wake you 
when they suck your blood. There’s 
some kind of anesthetic in their 
teeth that makes the bite painless.

“ But you’ll be weak for a long 
time, perhaps a week, afterward. 
And if they work on you every night 
which they’re likely to do, you’ll be 
in pretty bad shape in short order.” 

The girl shivered. "I ’d wake up 
if one even came into my shelter,” 
she said. “ I know I would ”

“ You didn’t wake up last night,” 
Reed returned. “ Or you’d know 
you’d been bitten already.”

The girl’s face became a study. 
“ I haven’t been bitten, or I would 
have known it,” she said, but there 
was not her former air of sureness 
about the statement.

“ All of you have been bitten,” 
Reed said. “ If you’ll examine your 
heads and feet I’m sure you’ll find 
the bites.

“ They’ll be entirely cylindrical and 
about an eighth of an inch in diam
eter and a sixteenth of an inch 
deep. You locate them and then 
you’ll believe me. And after that, 
take my advice and you’ll keep 
covered when you go to sleep. We 
can’t carry you out of these woods 
on our backs.”

REED turned and picked up his 
rifle and, followed by Pedro and 

Gore with their own guns, he went 
back away from the creek bank 
where the foliage was densest and 
came upon a sufficient amount of 
game to last the camp until morn
ing.

As they emerged from the darkest 
point in the jungle the three of 
them cast their eyes aloft appre
hensively. The looks they gave each 
other were filled with significance. 
They hastened their steps toward the 
camp.

The thing that had come upon 
them was not unknown to them, but
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was hardly expected so early in the 
year.

They had emerged into thinner 
vegetation at a point where they 
should have seen mid-afternoon sun
light. But there was no sunlight.

Instead, great banks of clouds 
scurried across the sky, dark and 
low-hanging and of threatening in
tensity. A tropical storm would 
break upon them any minute.

BY the time they reached the camp 
great flares of lightning split 

the sky and the drum roll of thun
der followed it and echoed off into 
the Hills in the distance.

Unexpected as the storm was, 
Reed was at a loss as to how to find 
shelter for his charges.

He hurried into the camp. "Pack 
all gear,” he barked. “And throw 
it together as fast as you can. We 
may be caught before we can find 
a shelter.”

Morgan grumbled, complaining 
that he did not feel well enough to 
help, but a sharp word from Reed 
and the sight of the others busily 
engaged forced him to at last re
luctantly give a hand.

"W e might be able to find some 
kind of protecting cliff,” Reed said. 
“ The least we can do is to try.” 

When they had packed the greater 
part of their easily portable gear, 
Reed urged them to greater speed. 
The first few tentative drops of rain 
hit the ground.

"Leave the other stuff here,” Reed 
ordered. Then he apportioned the 
loads to each of the party and set 
off upstream toward the rapids.

At this point the adjacent hills 
met the river and their sharpness 
gave him hope that the party copld 
find some kind of temporary shelter 
in the lea side of one of the jagged 
cliffs.

The party set out single file, fol
lowing Reed up the path he had

blazed for himself and the girl at 
the time the launch foundered.

Then the rain hit!
Like all tropical storms, the few 

first drops had come as though her
alds for the following clouds, going 
ahead and preparing a way for them. 
Trailing close on their heels came 
—pandemonium itself.

The skies blackened, then became 
an inferno. Great streaks of jagged 
lightning rent it apart and the thun
der burst the eardrums with its sharp 
peals. The afternoon became as 
dark as dusk.

One flash of lightning split the 
sky in a jagged knife blade of blind
ing brilliance and burst with an ear- 
splitting roar a hundred yards away. 
As the clap of its thunder rolled 
away, the jungle cried out with a 
rending agony as some giant of the 
forest toppled over, dragging with 
it smaller trees whose destinies were 
interwoven with it by tangled 
masses of clinging vines.

Night birds screamed and the 
howls of animals in terror added to 
the inferno of a jungle gone mad.

Near the trudging party the un
derbrush became alive with grunting 
things and a file of terror-stricken 
tapirs, those giant rodents of the 
jungle resembling wild hogs, burst 
across the path and dispersed the 
party in their blind rush toward the 
water.

REED, with his head down against 
the downpour that beat upon 

him, cut and slashed a narrow trail 
through the entangling underbrush, 
followed by Pedro and Gore, and 
with the others trailing. Alternately, 
each of the three jungle men step
ped to the head of the column and 
swung his great knife through the 
dripping, rain-soaked entanglement.

Thorns and briers dug at their 
flesh and ripped their clothes to 
shreds without their noticing it.
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Blood dripped from scratches and 
bruises and sweat with rainwater to 
run down their faces in rivulets.

When Reed, who was now cutting, 
shouted the news, the party was al
most exhausted, driven forward only 
by urging and pleading of Reed and 
Gore.

“Here we are,” Reed said. He 
had slashed away a heavy mass of 
foliage and now stood beside an up
right cliff face that was almost com
pletely hidden behind jungle growth. 
“This looks like a good cave.”

THE mouth of the cave was no 
more than four feet high, but 

when Reed flashed the beam of his 
torch into it he gave an ejaculation 
of pleasure. The floor of the cave 
sloped slightly upward into the hill
side as far as he could see.

But, more important, it was dry! 
Without waiting for further ex

planation, he ducked inside and the 
others followed. The professor, 
looking more like a scarecrow than 
ever in his dripping clothes, trooped 
in, followed by Morgan, who sud
denly had become solicitous of the 
girl's comfort.

Reed examined the cave more 
deeply, thrusting the beam of his 
flash around. The interior surprised 
them. Gore commented first.

“ I don’t see any end to it,” he 
remarked. “Must run a way back 
under the mountain.”

Reed had already noticed the same 
thing. The floor was not level, and 
the cave, like a long hallway, ran in 
such a curved and wandering direc
tion that they could not see very 
far ahead, but no end of it was in 
sight. Its walls of red clay were 
dry in most of its surface, but at 
points where rocks jutted out from 
sides or roof, there water had drip
ped. The minerals in fhe water had 
solidified and hung like great icicles. 
When Reed threw his light upon

them, they reflected back sparkling 
colors that outdid the spectrum. 
Their brilliant glow of reds, yel
lows, oranges, emeralds and blues 
were dazzling past all belief.

The girl gasped at the magnifi
cent spectacle. Her father dropped 
his bundle of gear and dug into his 
shirt. “ I want to make a note of 
this, if you will wait for me,” he 
said.

The girl stopped him by taking 
his fountain pen which he was al
ready opening. “Later," she pleaded.

They dropped their gear to take a 
much-needed breathing spell. The 
whole party was soaked through to 
the skin and inside the cave the 
air was damp and chilly.

They settled down to rest several 
hundred yards from the entrance to 
the cave and out of sight of it.

It was fully an hour later when 
Pedro made a trip back to the 
mouth of the cave to report on the 
weather. Reed had turned off his 
flash to preserve the battery and 
they sat huddled in the darkness.

Presently Pedro returned. He sat 
down without speaking.

Reed waited for a while, thinking 
he would make a comment, but the 
Spaniard did not seem inclined to 
volunteer any information.

“ Is it still raining?” Reed asked.
“ I couldn’t tell, Senor.”

REED felt that something was 
amiss.

“W hy?”
“ I couldn’t get out of the cave!” 
“What?” demanded Morgan excit

edly. Professor Slater sat wrestling 
with some great mental problem and 
seemed not at all conscious of the 
others. The girl said nothing. 

“W hy?” Reed asked.
“The water has risen.”
Reed flashed his lamp on the 

Spaniard. Pedro was sitting against 
a wall of the cave, his knees up a«
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high as his shoulders, trying to roll 
a cigarette with wet papers and to
bacco.

“How high is the water?” Reed 
asked patiently.

“ It completely fills the mouth of 
the cave, Senor.”

CHAPTER V
Ruby Eyes

REED was filled with conster
nation at the news the 

k. Spaniard delivered with his 
voice that never raised itself above 
a simple statement of fact. He was 
sure that if Pedro had visited the 
mouth of purgatory, he would have 
referred to it as a sizeable fire and 
nothing more. It was against his 
private code to let externals break 
his poise.

But to Reed the predicament was 
more than serious—it meant disas
ter, more than likely, and quite pos
sibly a horrible death. He knew 
enough about these rivers to realize 
that these sudden storms which 
originated in the mountains near 
their headwaters usually brought 
about an exceedingly rapid rise that 
might be so great that it would fill 
the whole valley.

And if this river rose very much, 
the water would fill the cave and 
drown them like rats caught in a 
trap!

Calling Gore, he rapidly retraced 
his way to the entrance, followed 
by the others who trailed the beam 
of his light.

Pedro was right! More than right! 
The water formed a dark eddy 

and whirls with gray foam on > it 
as it lapped into the cave. It now 
reached at least fifty feet inward, 
and from where they stood they 
could see it pouring in clear to the 
roof of the tunnel that sloped down
ward toward the river.

Morgan uttered a helpless cry. 
“ Good God! W e’ll be drowned.” 

Pedro sucked on his damp ciga
rette. “That often happens, senor, 
when one is submerged long 
enough.”

Reed trooped back quickly to 
where their gear was stowed.

“We've got to try to find another 
opening,” he said sharply. “W e’ll 
take the gear and follow the cave 
further.”

“ I can't,” Morgan groaned. “ I ’m 
too weak to go another step. And 
besides—those savages—”

Reed paid no attention to the 
man’s complaint until they had 
shouldered their rifles and packs and 
were ready to tramp. Then he saw 
that Morgan had not taken up his 
own.

Reed turned to Gore. "See that 
Morgan brings his bundle,” he said.

Gore grinned. “ Right,” he said. 
Then turning to Morgan:

“ Did you hear that, buddy? It’s 
the thing I been waiting for. Are 
you picking up that load without 
another word—or am I going to 
wrap a rifle barrel around your neck 
like I ’d be happy to do?”

“ I’m not able to move.”
Without answering, Gore laid his 

pack down. He stepped over to 
Morgan and caught him by the col
lar of the shirt and jerked him to 
his feet.

“Now stand up while I hit you,” 
he barked.

AS he got in position, Morgan, 
without a word, picked up his 

pack. All the fight was out of him. 
Then Reed flashed his light deeper 
into the unknown cave and the sad 
little party trudged forward.

The cave wound and twisted, went 
uphill over damp and sharp boulders 
and dropped off into darkness that 
might have been inferno itself. It 
was slow going, treacherous where
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the slick rocks offered poor footing 
to the party trying to get over them.

But, all in all, the general direc
tion of the cave was upward.

They suddenly came to a sharp 
turn, a point where the underground 
chamber veered steeply upward and 
to the left. A great boulder had 
evidently fallen from the roof at 
this point and blocked the passage 
of the party.

THE cave had widened consider
ably as they had progressed, and 

its roof was now nearly fifteen feet 
high. But it was pitch dark, except 
for the yellow glow of Reed’s flash.

Reed held the lamp focused on 
the rough boulder while the rest of 
the party climbed upward and dis
appeared over the boulder after 
handing their bundles up. Then he 
followed.

On level footing again, he flashed 
his lamp around.

And a chill ran down his spine at 
the result!

The roof of the cave was a black 
mass; it was dotted with myriads of 
tiny eyes that reflected ruby red in 
the darkness!

The girl screamed.
Then an uproar suddenly burst 

forth in the cave that filled it to 
the suffocating point.

Strange whistling sounds, swishes, 
as though a bullet had sped—as 
though a thousand bullets were 
speeding through the cave, but with
out the roar of the guns that had 
projected them!

Gurgling sounds, unholy and 
fiendish in their horror.

And the beady red eyes—hun
dreds upon hundreds of them, fill
ing the very air, crowding it. Red 
eyes that floated, that darted, or 
that rested cn the roof of the cave.

It was a nightmare—some ghoul
ish fancy that couldn’t last.

And a kind of clucking sound that

must have come out of the throat* 
of a thousand demons released from 
hell.

And now it was worse. Black
shapes! Everywhere! The air wai 
filled with them. They floated, dart
ed, hung suspended from the roof, 
clucked, dripped from the roof like 
some over-ripe fruit of a poisonous 
tree, then darted again.

It was the flying, milling, stink
ing black shapes that had the eyes 
that shone ruby red in the feeble 
light of the flash lamp.

Bats! Hundreds — thousands of 
them. Disturbed, angry bats, foul 
little beasts with a stifling stench 
and an unholy lust for human blood!

The Vampire Bat!
Reed had heard strange tales of 

the cave nests of these nauseous 
creatures, weird stories of travelers 
straying into the haunts where the 
vampires of the night slept by day. 
But this was his first experience 
with them.

The tales had told how men, trap
ped in these caves, had become vic
tims of the fiends. The bats, ordi
narily the most wary of night-flying 
creatures, seemed to take courage 
from the force of their numbers and 
from the fact that they were in 
darkness, their natural element, and 
would attack in swarms.

FOR once the professor came out 
of his abstraction, became active. 

But his actions were fruitless. He 
moved about, fended off the animals 
as they swished about his head.

The girl was a picture of horrified 
fear. As though instinctively, she 
edged nearer Reed, leaving the side 
of Morgan who was escorting her.

She looked at Reed. “ Get us out of 
here, please.’’ It was as though she 
knew he was the only one capable 
of handling the situation, and Reed 
felt the implied compliment. Impa
tient with her and her party as he
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was, he could not help feeling pity 
for her.

“ I’ll do what I can,” he promised. 
“ But I don’t know what that will 
be.”

REED flashed his lamp around, 
and something about its glow 

sickened him. It was shining very 
dimly now. The battery was rapidly 
becoming exhausted.

The ray of the lamp settled on 
Morgan, the dim outline of his white 
clothes showing him fighting off the 
bats with his two wildly swinging 
arms.

Then Morgan, frantic, pulled his 
gun and fired before Reed could 
utter a shout. The cave echoed 
with the roar of the weapon, magni
fied many times in the confinement 
of the cave and almost bursting the 
eardrums. The shot left the close 
cavity stuffy with the fumes of the 
burned powder.

And the echoing roar set the cave 
into an inferno of beastly terror. 
Excited to a mad pitch, the bats 
filled the air, darting like bullets, 
bumping against the party and each 
other in their frenzy. And wher
ever they struck one of the party, 
their sharp claws left long scratches 
from claws sharp as razors.

The cave was a nightmare.
Reed darted toward Morgan and 

grabbed his gun. “You damned fool,” 
he shouted. “Do you want to suf
focate us?"

“ I wanted to kill those things,” 
Morgan answered sullenly.

“ Don’t you know that you would 
fill this place with powder fumes?” 

Reed stuck Morgan's weapon into 
his belt and shouted at Gore. “Get 
all the gear and let’s get moving,” 
he said. “W e’ve got to find a way 
out in a hurry—if we are to get out 
at all.”

The party fought its way forward, 
lugging the little remaining camp

equipment and trying to fight off 
the maddened bats. Thus they 
trudged on through the darkness of 
the cave. Reed walked ahead with 
the flashlamp shining before him.

Back of them they could hear the 
lapping of the water of the river as 
it pursued them deeper and deeper 
into the underground cavern, hun
gry to overtake them and drown 
them.

Then the last ray of the lamp
died!

In utter darkness the little party 
clung together, hopeless. Still, 
around them, the air was filled with 
the little red eyes that shone in the 
black of the cavern, and still, around 
them, the musty forms of the vam
pires floated in the dank and stuffy 
air. Back of them, the sound of the 
onrushing water echoed loudly.

It was Pedro who spoke.
“My eyes may be playing me 

tricks, but I think I see light. 
Yonder, Senor.”

Reed felt the Spaniard guide his 
arm toward the left.

“ It looks like it,” he answered 
hopefully. “ Maybe we can get to it 
without falling into a pit. W e’ll 
try, anyway.”

Reed lined the party up one be
hind the other and himself took the 
lead. In single file they followed 
while he measured each step in the 
darkness, lest they step off into some 
unseen well.

“ T T ’S light, all right,” he said.
-L “Looks like a star.”
“ You can see stars in the daytime 

when all the light is excluded 
from around you,” Professor Slater 
observed thoughtfully. “ As for in
stance, when you’re in a deep well.”

After a long interval of slow 
progress through the cave, they 
knew the light was growing larger. 
Then they felt a draft of fresh air 
and the interior of the cave began
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to take on a grayish appearance as 
more light seeped into it.

Suddenly Reed emerged, but his 
gladness was quickly dispelled.

He was standing on a narrow 
ledge of rock, scarcely a foot wide. 
Underneath him it was fifty feet to 
the floor of the jungle, although the 
tops of the highest trees were higher 
than his head. The face of the cliff 
upon which the opening of the cave 
emerged was sheer and perpendic
ular. It offered no footing upon 
which a man could climb down. In
deed, it would have been difficult 
for even the most agile monkey to 
have made an escape.

BEHIND him, the professor ex
claimed, “ Thank God, we're free 

again.”
"Free?” Reed asked. "I think 

we’re in more danger than we were 
before.”

The rest of the party crowded be
hind him, awed by the trap that held 
them.

“ How are we going to get down?” 
the girl asked.

"It looks like we don’t get down,” 
Morgan answered. “ But maybe the 
ingenious Mr. Reed can show us a 
way.”

Reed was studying the nearest tree 
and ignored the remark. The nearest 
limb of the tree was a full ten feet 
from the precipice on which they 
stood. It branched out from about 
halfway up the trunk of the giant 
tree, and was so small and fragile 
that even the gentle vreeze that as
sailed it rocked it in the wind.

Reed studied the tree and the dis
tance to the ground. That limb 
offered them their only hope. But 
that hope was slim, slim and weak 
as the limb itself. Underneath it 
was only death, and death awaited 
them for any other effort to get 
down.

“ Maybe I can find a way,” Reed

said. “ At least it is the only chance. 
You people stand aside and give me 
a little running space.”

“ No,” the professor said. “That’s 
foolish.”

But Reed had already gone back a 
dozen or more paces into the cave.

Then with his eyes glued to the 
limb, he sprinted forward. His feet 
sped him out the mouth of the cave. 
On the very lip of the precipice 
he heaved himself into the air, 
his hands outstretched toward the 
spindly tree limb. Underneath him 
it was fifty feet to the ground.

Like some expert aerialist he 
sailed through the air while back of 
him the group stood breathless. The 
girl screamed.

Reed's one hand caught a fragile 
tip of limb, the other missed its 
hold. His body dropped downward, 
but caught short in its plunge by his 
grasp of the limb. The willowy 
branch gave under his weight and 
bowed downward. Reed clutched at 
it with his other hand while his feet 
dangled helplessly.

HIS second hand caught the limb 
and he could get a better grasp 

with his first.
Then the limb cracked. It split 

off the trunk with a tearing sound 
that brought shouts from the others.

Downward plunged Reed’s body, 
but the arc of his fall brought him 
sharply against the trunk of the tree. 
He released the useless branch and 
entwined his arms around the trunk.

Resting a moment to get his 
breath, Reed then began a slow pain
ful ascent of the tree.

The climb was difficult. Parasites, 
orchids and other leafy things barred 
his way, and they were all filled with 
insects that resented the disturbance 
of their homes by attacking him 
with sharp and painful stings.

The climb was long and agoniz
ing, but finally he reached the point
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he had been aiming for from the be
ginning. Near the top of the tree, 
higher than the ledge upon which 
they had been marooned, he had 
seen the upper end of a dead vine 
which hung ropelike toward the 
ground.

REACHING the vine, he tested it 
by hanging his weight on it. He 

found it was secure, then started his 
downward climb, grasping the vine 
and keeping it near the trunk of the 
tree as he descended.

Again reaching the point level 
with the precipice, he grasped the 
vine tightly and swung out to
ward the cave mouth. The natural 
swing carried him across the inter
vening space and Pedro caught his 
foot as he landed, bringing him to a 
safe footing.

Reed motioned to Gore. “ You 
swing over to the tree,” he said, 
“and catch us as I swing the girl 
over. Then you help her down. The 
rest of them will have to climb 
down the tree by themselves.” 

Morgan looked at the slender vine 
and complained. “ I ’m not going to 
swing across to that tree on that 
thing. It might break.”

“ Good,” Gore answered. “You can 
stay here and starve, or be eaten by 
bats. This is their main entrance to 
the cave.”

Gore grabbed the vine and swung 
across to the trunk of the t r e e  
easily, finding himself a secure 
crotch running off the trunk which 
would facilitate his security. Then 
he swung back.

“ Okay,” he said. “Let’s go.”
Reed joined him and the two 

swung across, where Gore stayed 
and Reed swung back to bring the, 
▼ine to the second person.

“Now, Miss Slater, if you don’t 
mind being too much of a burden 
to me— ” Then without another 
*ord  he caught her up in his arms,

held her with one hand around her 
waist and swung her across the 
fifty-foot gap to the tree, where 
Gore caught them both. •

One by one, Reed brought the 
members across, and one by one, 
they got down the tree, Pedro com
ing last and making several trips 
with their very little remaining 
gear.

“ I hope that’s the end of that,” 
the professor said. “ Perhaps this 
time we’re really free of that place.”

While the party was recovering 
from its trying experience Pedro 
had been looking around. He came 
back just as the professor finished 
speaking.

“ Free?” he repeated. “ I ’ve got a 
very good idea that we’re not quite 
free yet.”

The party looked at the Spaniard 
who was lighting one of his eternal 
cigarettes.

“ If you will look closely through 
that clump of brush to the left,” he 
said, “and again before you and to 
the right, you will see what appears 
to me to be some kind of stockade. 
I don’t want to discourage you, 
but—”

He shrugged his shoulders sug
gestively.

“Then we're prisoners?” the girl 
asked.

Pedro shrugged his expressive 
shoulders.

CHAPTER VI 
Prisoners

LED by Reed, the party exam
ined the enclosure. It was 

/built of upright bamboo poles 
held together with bejuco thongs. 

The bottoms of the poles were 
buried in the ground and the corral
like structure was more than ten 
feet high.

“ Here’s a gate,” Reed observed as
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he stopped near one end of the en
closure.

Reed and Gore lent a hand with 
their machetes and cut the thongs 
that allowed a small portion of the 
fence to be opened.

As the party filed out they came 
to a sudden stop! They were in the 
center of a bunch of thatched huts! 
In the middle of an Indian tempo
rary village.

The party stopped, spellbound 
with surprise. It was too late to re
treat, nor were they of a mind to 
reenter the cave.

BUT their surprise was no leas 
than that of the people who oc

cupied the village, milling about in 
groups and resting under the 
thatched shelters.

“Jivaros,” Gore said excitedly. 
“The bunch we were fighting. W e’ve 
walked square into a nest of ’em.” 

The girl shrank back near Reed, 
who stood watching the actions of 
the Indians.

After the first start of surprise, 
the Indians congregated in a knot 
before them. The two parties stood 
facing each other, the six whites 
facing fully half a hundred semi- 
naked Indians, their black hair 
hanging down their backs and tufts 
of red and yellow lumbiqui feathers 
in the lobes of their ears.

But there was another thing about 
them that struck the attention of the 
three men who knew the customs of 
the Indians.

The women were of the brownish 
color of the race, but the men were 
black from head to foot! Reed had 
been too busy during the recent at
tack to note the significance of this.

Pedro lit a cigarette and made an 
observation. “The men have stained 
themselves with huito dye. It's their 
war paint; they didn’t put it on. 
W e’ve walked into a war!”

The professor peered at the na

tives, who were still staring back 
at the party, as yet still amazed by 
their emergence from the cave of 
the bats. “This is a stroke of luck,” 
he said. “Perhaps they will let us 
observe their practice of shrinking 
human heads. I would be fortunate 
if I were lucky enough to be the 
first white man who could give an 
authentic report on the process.” 

“White heads are their m0 6 t 
prized and rare trophies,” Pedro ob
served casually. “One would have 
difficulty reporting the shrinking of 
his own head.”

Reed faced the Indians, who stood 
before the party, their black teeth 
filed to points and their greedy eyes 
half frightened, half belligerent, 
watching the party warily.

“There’s only one way to do,” he 
said. “ Bluff it through. Don’t an\r 
of you show fear. I’m going to 
talk to them in the Jivaro dialect. 
Keep your hands on your guns, but 
don’t a one of you fire until after 
I have. W e’ve got to avoid another 
fight, or they’ll kill us all. They’re 
afraid of us now.”

Then Reed stepped forward, his 
hand held outward but with his re
volver swung so that it would be 
within instant reach should the In
dians try any treachery.

OUT of the group one of the In
dians came, obviously t h e i r  

chief. He was dressed in only a loin 
cloth, as were the other men, but 
his pierced ear lobes held gaudier 
feathers, and his waist was encir
cled with more belts of human hair, 
clipped from human heads after the 
ceremony of the Festival of Rejoic
ing, after which time the heads 
themselves lose their value, but the 
hair is clipped and kept.

Reed addressed him and the chief 
answered warily. Then Reed made 
a long speech, after which he dug 
into one of the few remaining kits
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of their gear and presented the chief 
with a string of their* colored trade 
beads. The chief in turn spoke a 
sharp order to the group behind him 
and three women came forward bear
ing earthen jars of a liquid sub
stance, white and thick, and resem
bling buttermilk.

Reed accepted one of the jugs and 
placed it to his lips, tasting it, then 
he passed it to Gore and Pedro, who 
did likewise.

E handed the jar to Professor 
Slater.

“This is giamanchi," he explained, 
“ their ceremonial drink. Touch it 
to your lips at least, or they will be 
offended.’’

The professor tasted the liquid, 
then drank a part of it with consid
erable satisfaction. “ Not bad,” he 
opined.

The others followed suit, Morgan 
only after Reed’s stern insistence.

“ They’ve decided to be friendly?” 
the professor asked.

“No—just going through the for
malities of acting friendly,” Reed 
answered. “None of the Jivaro 
tribes can be trusted.”

“ What are they doing here?”
“ The chief says that they have 

suffered ill fortune from the magic 
of their enemies, the Rajacs, another 
tribe of Jivaros who live about one 
day’s march from here. They are 
going to break the magic of their 
enemies, then return to their home.”

“ Good,” the professor exclaimed. 
“ We will go with them.”

“ I think we would do that whether 
we wanted to or not,” Reed an
swered. “W e’re virtually prisoners. 
The only way to act is to appear not 
to know the fact, but to be contin
ually on our guard. These people 
are a tribe of the Mopois—one of 
the lost tribes for which you were 
looking!”

Reed returned the giamanchi jug

to the Indian women, then addressed 
the chief.

“ You have seen how great is our 
magic,” he said in the Jivaro tongue. 
“ We are willing to be friends of the 
Mopois. We shall lend our magic 
to our friends to help them against 
their enemies, the Rajacs. Our 
medicine man”—indicating the pro
fessor—“shall call down the sun 
and point the magic eye at your 
enemies.”

The chief thanked him with great 
ceremony. Then the long confab was 
just an exchange of elaborate lies, a 
great game of bluff that would go to 
the side which could outlast the 
other.

No mention nor explanation of the 
attack was made by the chief.

“We have heard of your great peo
ple, the Mopois,” Reed said with 
many gestures, “and we wish to visit 
them in friendship.

“ We will help them destroy their 
enemies and then accompany them 
to Mopoi to celebrate the Festival 
of Rejoicing.”

The chief with his childlike mind 
immediately explained that the road 
to the home of the Rajacs was easy, 
but the return trip to Mopoi was 
dangerous, exceedingly so. In fact, 
he was sure that the whites would 
never to able to make it, so fever
laden and dangerous was the 
country.

“ T T E  doesn't relish the idea of our 
-L-L going back home with him,” 

Reed explained to the professor. “ I 
thought we would have that trouble.”

“ Perhaps I can convince them,” 
Slater said. “We don’t mean them 
any harm.”

Pedro spoke. “ You might net 
have noticed it,”  he said to Reed, 
“but all their shelters are decorated 
with those little sprigs of green ber
ries. I think this the period that 
immediately precedes the sacrifice
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to Yacu-mamam, the snake-god. I 
have an idea they do not care to 
have us witness that.”

“That’s just the thing I want to 
witness,” the professor exclaimed.

“Your head might be there,” 
Pedro observed.

The ceremony of friendship lasted 
for the better part of an hour. Reed 
passed out his trinkets with elabo
rate speeches, and the Indians re
ceived them as long-windedly, amid 
much drinking of giamanchi.

FINALLY the whites prepared 
shelters for themselves, using 

the labor of the Indians that the 
chief furnished them. Another hold
up occurred when the chief insisted 
that they be sheltered in the middle 
of their own village.

“That would not be right,” Reed 
explained elaborately. “ You are a 
mighty race of warriors, and we are 
not worthy to be sheltered among 
you. And, besides, we are in the 
enemy country. If we were near 
you we might mistake one of your 
warriors for the enemy and shoot 
him with our guns. You must un
derstand that we are very watchful, 
and if we saw a warrior near our 
shelter we would shoot—and we 
never miss. Therefore, you will tell 
your men to keep a long way from 
us at night. Thus we will not be 
grieved by shooting him by mis
take.”

When dusk came the party ate 
food furnished by the chief. But 
they did not enjoy their dinner. The 
air was one of unrest. The Indians 
were visibly excited under their 
more or less calm exteriors, and an 
undercurrent of trouble was plainly 
felt by them all.

“W e’re going to set watches to
night,” Reed announced. “ And I 
don’t want you to relax your vigi
lance for a moment. This bunch it 
in a religious frenzy, and they’ll get

our heads at the first chance. One 
slipup and we’re finished.”

“ Whatever it is—it’s going to be 
plenty bad for us,” Gore answered. 
“They’ve been looking covetously at 
our heads ever since we’ve been 
here.”

“ It is lucky for us that they’re so 
cowardly,” Pedro observed. “ Ab 
long as there’s any chance of us kill
ing the first man that attacks us 
they won’t do anything openly. Not 
one of them’s willing to lay down 
his own life for the tribe. Other
wise, they’d overwhelm us immedi
ately. But like it is, they’ll wait 
for a chance to do it without risk.”

Reed set the watches and the party 
tried to sleep. But all through the 
night the campfires of the Indians 
blazed and the members of the tribe 
could be seen stirring about rest
lessly.

Morgan took the watch just be
fore daylight, relieving Reed, who 
took the worst watch, figuring it 
would be best to give Morgan the 
shortest one just before sunrise.

Exhausted by the previous day’s 
effort, he fell into a fitful sleep. It 
seemed hardly five minutes before 
he was awakened again. Pedro was 
shaking him.

“ Senor,” the Spaniard said, "we 
are done for. Seel”

Reed jumped up from the ground 
quickly—and his heart sank within 
him. The shelter beside his was 
empty. The professor, Morgan, 
Gore and the girl were gone!

THEIR packs of gear were gone.
Their rifles were gone! The only 

weapons left them were the machetes 
and pistoU worn by Pedro and Reed. 
Every other movable thing had dis
appeared.

The chief of the Indians, together 
with a group of his warriors, were 
approaching their shelters.

“There’s only one answer,” Reed
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said bitterly. “ Morgan went to sleep 
and the Indians have captured them. 
I wonder why they didn’t take us, 
too?”

“ I think they’re afraid of us,” 
Pedro observed. “They have recog
nized the fact that we’re more at 
home in the jungle than the others, 
except Gore. They probably caught 
him napping.”

Reed’s first impulse was to draw 
his gun and put a bullet through 
the chief, but Pedro’s hand re
strained him.

"It would do no good,” Reed ad
mitted. "They’d get us in the long 
run. W e’d better try to outwit 
them. They know where the others 
are and it’s up to us to find out from 
them. We can’t do it by shooting 
them.”

They recognized the wisdom of 
this and met the chief’s ceremony 
with one equally deceptive.

"Your friends have decided to go 
on without you,” the chief said. “My 
men saw them pack their gear dur
ing the night and depart.” There 
was a cynical smile on his face.

“T EXPECTED them to do that,” 
A Reed said, controlling his desire 

to kill the man. “They were eager to 
be on their way. But we shall stay 
with you and attack your enemies 
with you. It is of little importance 
that the other whites have left us. 
Perhaps your men will bring us 
some breakfast?”

The chief gave the order and they 
ate.

Somewhere in the jungle was the 
rest of the party, facing a fate un
known to all of them. Reed’s mind 
continually reverted to the girl, and 
he cursed Morgan from the depths 
of his soul.

He could only guess what was in 
store for Marcel Slater.

For the first time, Pedro’s 
thoughts seemed to destroy his ap

petite. He glanced from time to 
time at the war party a few yards 
away, watching them preparing to 
move camp.

CHAPTER VII 
War

T HE PARTY got under way 
quickly, marching in single 
file around the point of the 
hill to the river, where they took to 

canoes that had been concealed by 
being sunk half-loaded with stones. 
Reed was sure the Indian party was 
slightly smaller than before.

Reed and Pedro took positions in 
the chief’s canoe that led the file 
a quarter of a mile long. Seated 
back to back so they could protect 
themselves at every moment, they 
settled down to the long trip.

“Those drums again last night,” 
Pedro said. “ It must be that several 
tribes are active. I have an idea that 
they are all gathering at Mopoi for 
the yearly sacrifice to Yacu-mamam. 
I gathered while I was there that 
the feast would be happening soon. 
But I was too busily engaged in 
being a prisoner to get much infor
mation.”

Pedro had rarely spoken of the 
captivity from which he had just 
escaped when the party had picked 
him up back in Iquitos, and Reed 
had known better than to ask him 
questions, but had hoped that in due 
time the story would come out 
piecemeal. But for some reason best 
known to himself, Pedro had kept 
his silence.

Reed knew a little about the Jiv- 
aro religion, a few scattered things 
he had learned in his wanderings 
in the jungle, but the natives were 
distrustful of the whites even when 
they professed friendship, and they 
were secretive about this great cere
mony.
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“ At least,” Reed said speculatively, 
“ they won’t be warring on each 
other while the ceremony is going 
on. I’ve heard that they declare a 
yearly truce at that time.”

“ So,” Pedro answered, “but they 
usually prepare for it by becoming 
very active just beforehand. Thus 
they take advantage of the last 
minute’s opportunity to gather in 
trophies with which to propitiate 
the Big Snake. I suspect that ac
counts for the disappearance of the 
others of our party.”

Reed looked at him questioningly.

PEDRO rolled a cigarette. “ Snakes 
won’t touch dead food,” he said 

significantly.
When the sun was halfway past 

its zenith the party drew up beside 
a sandy spit of beach while two 
canoes of the warriors advanced to 
a point across the river and disap
peared into a dense growth that lined 
the bank at that point.

The chief addressed the two white 
men. “ Our warriors will be back 
quickly with word of our enemies. 
We will camp here and await a sign 
from Yacu-mamam."

As they stood on the sand talking, 
a canoe came up containing a medi
cine man and three warriors, who 
paddled for him. Dressed in out
landish garb, the man had the canoe 
loaded with a mass of peculiar para
phernalia, prominent in which was 
a number of conical red pots of 
burned clay.

One of the old charlatan’s war
riors left the canoe with his blow- 
gun, a long black rod six feet in 
length and two inches in diameter 
at its larger end. Dipping a six- 
inch dart into a tube made by a 
small section of bamboo and bring
ing it out smeared at its pointed 
end with a sticky substance resem
bling chocolate syrup, the man dis
appeared into the woods.

He returned in less than ten min
utes with a large bird which must 
have measured six feet from the 
beak to its feet. It was bright blue.

He threw the bird at the feet of 
the old medicine man, who immedi
ately attacked it with a sharpened 
bamboo knife and laid it open. The 
man mumbled an unintelligible jar
gon of Jivaro words that the two 
whites could not understand, at the 
same time drinking copiously from 
a pot of giamanchi, which was 
slightly alcoholic.

The old man studied the layout of 
the exposed entrails of the bird un
til the mild liquor and the jargon, 
with which he worked himself to a 
frenzy, had had their effect.

He fell over on the ground, volu
ble in his gibberish, while the group 
of warriors crowded around at a re
spectful distance. Only the chief 
sat beside him, intent on the man’s 
words.

Finally the ceremony was over 
and there was great rejoicing among 
the warriors, for the medicine man 
had assured them that Yacu-mamam 
had promised them his protection.

Reed stepped up to the chief. 
“Have your medicine man ask your 
god where the rest of our party is,” 
he said.

THE chief looked at him suspi
ciously for a moment, then turned 

to his medicine man and repeated 
the question. The old fakir re
peated his motions, then answered: 

“ Yacu-mamam says that the 
Christianos have gone to visit him, 
and that he will receive them with 
honor.”

The chief flashed a look of warn
ing at the medicine man.

“That old punk is trying to dis
play a sense of humor,” Reed said to 
Pedro. “ That drink went to his 
head.”

“ Which,” Pedro said meditatively,
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“ I think the chief will have because 
of his indiscretion. But I think we 
know now where our friends are 
headed—although not alone.”

But this time the two boatloads 
of scouts had come from their trip 
up the tributary stream which the 
clump of bushes had hidden.

They talked privately with the 
chief for a few excited moments, 
then the whole party reembarked in 
their canoes and started up the 
smaller stream. After an hour’s 
rowing they again beached their 
canoes and hid them in the under
growth.

THE party set out afoot, Reed and 
Pedro near the chief who would 

not let them out of his sight.
It became a game of bluff with 

them all. With all the ceremonial 
politeness of which the native makes 
much, and equally as much from the 
two whites, they were still at a 
deadlock. It was apparent that if 
they were off their guard for one 
moment the blacks would have them 
disarmed and killed, yet they were 
too cowardly to try it a3 long as it 
was certain that the magic that the 
whites carried at their belts would 
kill a few of them first. They 
waited their opportunity, knowing 
that eventually the whites would be
come exhausted and have to sleep.

As they marched through what to 
the whites was an invisible trail, 
Reed asked Pedro:

“ Do you think you could lead us 
to this Mopoi from here? If that’B 
where they’ve taken the others we’d 
better try to get away from this 
bunch and go help them—if it’s not 
too late.”

“ I think I could get us there,’1 
Pedro replied. “ Although I don’t 
know whether it will be in time or 
not. Evidently it is just about time 
for the ceremonies. W e’d have to 
beat these warriors there—and they

know the country. But we can try.” 
Presently the chief halted and ad

dressed the two whites. "It will be 
better for you to stay here,” he said 
at great length and with much ex
planation which neither of them be
lieved. ”We would not have you run 
the risk of fighting with our enemies. 
My brothers will stay with you.” 

“That would never do,” Reed an
swered. “ We must all fight them 
together, for otherwise would you 
not think we were cowards?”

He took his gun from his belt and 
twirled the cylinder. “ Our magic 
shall be of help to you.”

This argument went on for quite 
a while before the chief realized 
that the men intended accompanying 
them.”

Pedro said: “He thinks we'll
warn them.”

“There’s nothing we can do to 
stop the attack,” Reed said, “ so I 
want to be in on it. They might 
take some prisoners, and we might 
be able to find out something from 
them.”

“ If we find a chance to make a 
getaway here, we’d better take it,” 
Pedro advised. “ Once these sav
ages smell blood we might not be 
able to keep them off us much 
longer.”

SO, despite the protests of the 
chief, Reed and Pedro accom

panied them.
The war party got within a few 

yards of a small clearing before they 
were discovered, then rushed.

Shouts went up from both parties. 
The little clearing of the enemy 
suddenly became filled with Indians, 
distinguished from the attackers by 
not being daubed with the black war 
paint.

Caught unprepared, the defenders 
rushed for their spears and knives 
in their shelters, chased by the 
shouting Mopois.
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The forest became a bedlam of 
shouts and screams as spears and 
knives cut down the defending war
riors who were badly prepared to 
ward off the attack.

Even women who resisted them 
were slain.

Reed and Pedro stood on the edge 
taking no part in the fray. Yet they 
knew they were expected to do some
thing. The chief would be watch
ing them, and any effort at escape 
would bring a spear or a blowgun 
dart unerringly at them. There was 
little they could do.

“W e’d better act interested,” 
Pedro said.

IN the middle of the compound 
two warriors had knocked a 

woman down with a spear thrust. 
The wound had not killed her and 
she fought valiantly as the two men 
tried to amputate her head with a 
dull wooden knife even as she fought 
them.

Pedro pulled his gun and leveled 
it.

Then he fired. The woman keeled 
over dead.

“ I was just putting her out of her 
agony,” he said to Reed, “and at the 
same time that ought to show our 
good intentions.”

Reed drew his gun. “ This is a 
hell of a way to be a Good Samari
tan, but you’ve hit on an idea. Let’s 
keep it up.”

And there in the late afternoon, 
the two of them engaged in as 
strange a battle as it was ever given 
a white man to join. Busily en
gaged as they seemed, merciless as 
they appeared, they used their guns 
to the satisfaction of their erst
while captors, justifying themselves 
fully in the knowledge that they 
were not taking the life of a man 
who was not already doomed, and 
knowing that they we e doing the 
merciful thing in killing the wounded

and sparing them the torture of hav
ing their heads severed while they 
were yet alive.

The foray was typical of such 
head-hunters’ raids, and lasted only 
a short while.

The two whites stood aside while 
the attackers gathered heads, tying 
them together by twos, knotting the 
ends of the hair on the heads and 
swinging them over their shoulders, 
for these were the gruesome troph
ies of their victory.

The women who offered no re
sistance were taken along as the 
party left, to be adopted into the 
tribe of the victors and to raise more 
sens for the warriors who had cap
tured them. Children came along 
with their mothers, to grow up with 
the sons and daughters of the killers 
of their fathers.

“The vilest kihd of warfare I’ve 
ever witnessed,” Reed swore under 
his breath.

“ But there’s nothing we can do 
except witness it," Pedro returned. 
“ W e’re trying to save our own heads 
and those of the rest of the party. 
It’s better this way.”

The group of warriors returned 
toward their boats, setting up a noise 
that was calculated to convince the 
escaped members of the ravaged vil
lage that pursuit was dangerous, 
owing to their numbers, if noise was 
the indication.

Reaching their canoes, they went 
down the tributary stream to the 
point where the party had left its 
women and the medicine man.

THE heads, ghastly trophies of 
their victory, were laid out on the 

beach for all to see.
“You have done well,” the chief 

said to Reed and Pedro. “You have 
helped with your magic to destroy 
those who had put a curse on us.” 

“ We always destroy our enemies,” 
Reed answered. “Whoever they are;
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“you havn’t seen all our magic yet.” 
“ And I don’t think we’ve seen all 

theirs,” Pedro said in English.

CHAPTER VIII
Heads!

IT WAS nearing sundown when 
the party settled on the beach 
to begin the most gruesome 

task of their victory, the prepara
tion of the heads.

“ I wish there was some way to 
avoid this,” Reed said uncomfort
ably.

“They’ll be watching us like hawks 
now,” Pedro reminded him. “ What 
could be a greater final touch to 
their victory than to add two Chiis- 
tiano heads to the trophies for their 
Festival of Rejoicing?”

Pedro had not spoken wrongly, 
for the men had "smelled blood and, 
as they milled about the beach, there 
were many looks in their direction 
that were easy to interpret. Things 
were reaching a point where they 
could not go on much longer as they 
had been going.

Back to back, so that one man 
could watch in one direction and the 
other in the opposite, Reed and 
Pedro sat about to observe the cere
monies.

The chief put out sentries to 
guard against surprise attack, care
ful that no retaliating raid should 
interrupt them.

Lying face up on the sand, a dozen 
of the gruesome trophies stared 
sightlessly at the sky. Behind each 
head sat the warrior who had taken 
it from his enemy. Then, while 
another group built a roaring fire, 
the medicine man passed down the 
line of trophy gatherers and in
serted a bit of tobacco juice into 
the nose of each in order, as his 
chant assured them It would do, 
that their enemies could not put 
a curse on them for their success.

Then each of the warriors went 
into a kind of fit, induced by the 
tobacco into the tender membrane of 
his nose and by the excitement
which amounts to a hysteria that is 
induced by the ceremony itself.

As this calmed down the warriors 
each went to work on his trophy, 
parting the hair from the crown of 
the head down the back to the neck, 
and cutting the skin on this line. 
Then with quick jerks they had the 
skin peeled off the skulls, leaving 
them bare except for eyes and teeth.

They placed the skulls on the 
sharp end of their chonta wood 
lances and stuck the lances upright 
in the sand, a row of grinning raw 
skulls, lidless eyes staring vacantly 
at the setting sun.

Then the medicine man and drum
mers took charge again and amid 
the din of a battle song the war
riors danced and tossed their other 
spears over the skulls to be caught 
by other warriors in the line across 
from them.

When this ceremony had exhausted 
them they returned to the work of 
shrinking the skulls.

“ Here’s the thing that a white man 
has never seen,” Pedro remarked. 
“ And though I've seen many things 
in this jungle, I could get along 
without seeing this.”

BUT there was nothing for them 
to do but witness the ceremony. 

There were too many warriors 
around them who would enjoy the 
opportunity to add their skulls to 
those grinning ones that decorated 
their lances. And as sure as they 
did not escape, that was what their 
heads were destined for.

Reed had seen the famous shrunk
en heads of the Jivaros, but neither 
he nor anybody else, to his knowl
edge, had ever seen the operation 
except one white man, an adventurer 
like himself, a fellow named Upde-
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Graff, who had explored this neigh
borhood. Reed wondered if this civ
ilized and college educated man had 
been able to witness the ceremony 
without the sickening sensation he 
was experiencing.

But it was the lesser of two evils 
and he made the best of it. It was 
better to see the heads cured than 
to furnish the head to be cured.

The warriors seated themselves 
and took the skin of the heads 
which they had removed from the 
skulls. Then with bamboo needles 
and palm leaf fibers they sewed up 
the cut from the back of the neck 
to the crown.

THEN they closed the lips with 
skewers and string, and closed 

the eyeholes and filled the nostrils 
with fiber, making the skin of the 
head capable of holding the hot 
sand which they were to use in pro
fusion.

They filled these heads with sand 
until they were stuffed to their nat
ural size again, and shaped them 
until they were in natural appear
ance. Thus when they were shrunk 
they would have their natural con
tour.

Other members of the tribe had 
brought many containers of water 
to the fire, and the medicine man 
now came forward with those cone- 
shaped red clay pots Reed had seen 
in his canoe earlier in the day.

These were the special ceremonial 
pots, made by the medicine man 
with much ado and secrecy, lest the 
charm of his magic fail. There was 
a pot for each head, and each pot 
was too holy to be used for more 
than one head or even to be used 
again after its one job.

The heads were placed in the 
pots amid much chanting, and the 
pots filled with water. Their bot
toms tapering to a point, they were 
propped up with stones and fire

applied to all sides of them. The 
fires were tended carefully until the 
water had reached the boiling point. 
Then the fires were pulled, not al
lowing the water to start its boil
ing.

“ For the water to boil would 
loosen the hair on the heads,” the 
chief explained to Reed and Pedro. 
“And what is a head without hair?”

Reed felt not in the humor to an
swer this. It was dark and he was 
tired, yet he knew that his hours 
were numbered unless he found a 
way of escape.

The men were taking the heads 
out of the pots now, and a remark
able change had come over them. 
They had shrunk to about a third 
their natural size.

The medicine man collected the 
pots and threw them to the bottom 
of the river, that they might never 
be used again.

More sand had been heated, and 
the warriors emptied the wet sand 
from the hollow heads and filled 
them with the dry, hot sand. Then, 
seated around the fires into which 
many slick stones had been placed, 
they started a process of ironing 
the grease out of the heads, picking 
the hot stones out of the fire with 
palm leaves, just as a woman might 
use a cloth pad on a flatiron. The 
heat of the stones and the hot sand 
inside the skulls drove the grease 
out of the pores of the skin and it 
was wiped away.

THIS long job continued through
out the night with dancing and 

much drinking of giamanchi.
Slowly this repetition of hot sand 

and ironing the grease out shrank 
the heads until they were dry and 
of the texture of leather and could 
be shrunk no more. They were left 
gruesome miniatures of their former 
selves, to be used for a celebration 
for a day, then thrown to the chil
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dren for toys until they were lost 
in the depths of the jungle or the 
river.

It was nearing dawn when the 
head hunters completed their tasks 
of drying the heads and made ready 
to depart.

Reed and Pedro strolled about the 
camp, alert despite their weariness. 
In the light of the camp fires the 
savages watched them with greedy 
eyes, intent that they should not es
cape.

PEDRO rolled a cigarette, then 
spoke to Reed in English.

“ Do you recognize the kind of 
monkeys that are chattering over 
our heads?” he asked calmly.

“They’re just monkeys to me,” 
Reed answered.

“ They’re cotos," Pedro said.
“ Oh, the big-jawed babies?”
“ Yes. I ’ve known a wounded coto 

to snap at the barrel of a shotgun 
and clamp it flat in his jaws. They’re 
more vicious than a tiger.”

“ I don’t see what you’re getting 
at,” Reed said.

“Just this, Senor. Suppose that, 
say, four of those monkeys fell 
wounded into this crowd? What 
do you think the Indians would do? 
They fear the cofo when he’s wounded 
worse than anything I can think 
of in a reasonable length of time.” 

Reed looked up into the trees 
hopefully. In the reflected light of 
the campfire he saw an occasional 
dark form moving from limb to 
limb high in the trees, the mon
keys attracted by the lights.

“ Not a bad idea,” Reed agreed. 
“ At least it won’t get us in any 
worse shape than we’re in.”

“ I would suggest,” Pedro said, 
“ that first we shoot the chief. I 
would be delighted to perform that 
service, just as a favor to the jungle. 
Then if we can wound a few of 
those animals they will fall into the

crowd. It is my opinion that there’ll 
be quite a number of Indians with 
a sudden desire to swim. And they 
can’t get back and become reorgan
ized without their chief until such 
time as will afford us a chance to 
be well up the river.”

“Here she goes,” Reed said, spot
ting a monkey. “ When I fire at the 
first monkey you let the chief have 
a dose—and any of his worthies that 
might make for us. Ready?”

Holding his cigarette in his left 
hand, Pedro surveyed the camp of 
savages as calmly as though they 
were a group of his fellow towns
men on a feast day. His hand rested 
in his belt, a few inches from the 
butt of his gun.

“ Yes,” he answered. “ And be sure 
not to kill the monkeys. Dead, 
they’ll do us little good. Shoot 
theirs hips, so they can't run away.” 

Reed waited until three of the 
ugly animals whose lower jaws 
constituted half of their faces were 
in his sight. Then with a sudden 
motion he pulled his weapon and 
fired three times.

The jungle echoed with the rever
beration of gunfire. Pedro’s weapon 
took up the roar and the chief of 
the Mopois keeled over in the sand, 
his face venomous.

A warrior started to raise a lance 
and Pedro triggered his gun again. 
The Indian fell clutching at his 
vitals. His fellows set up a roar.

THREE black forms hit the ground 
threshing as the monkeys fell 

from the trees, wounded until their 
pain maddened them. They threshed 
about, stunned for a moment, then 
set up a yowling that awakened the 
jungle night with its horror.

The vicious animals, with eyes 
that blazed fury in the light of the 
campfires, went wild. Seeing the 
milling forms of the surprised In
dians, they set about the attack,
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hopping, limping and darting about 
in a frenzy that bordered on mad
ness.

The bite of a coto is stronger than 
that of a South American tiger, and 
the havoc that the jaws of the 
wounded animals wrought was great. 
One snap laid open the bowels of 
an Indian, another ripped the throat 
out of a warrior.

UTTER panic, deadly fear stam
peded the Indians. A dozen of 

their number had been dragged down 
by the frenzied animals. Reed and 
Pedro stood apart, their weapons 
trained and barking, blowing one 
warrior after another into kingdom 
come.

Their chief dead, no one to direct 
them, they made for the river, dived 
in in herds like beavers and swam 
as far underwater as was possible. 
Quickly the whole circle lit by the 
campfire was empty of Indians.

“Now for the land path,” Pedro 
said. “ It was along this way that I 
came on my return.”

“You didn’t tell me we were so 
near the trail,” Reed said.

“No, Senor,” Pedro answered. “ So 
there would be no danger of your 
divulging it to anybody. Some In
dians have ways—you understand.” 

Reed said no more.
Together the two made their way 

through the jungle, but not until 
Pedro had appropriated two blow- 
guns and a supply of weapons and 
poisons.

“ We cannot afford to use our guns 
after this,” he explained. “ The sound 
will give us away. And besides, we 
can get game much more surely 
with these.”

Which was a truth Reed admitted. 
Too often he had seen the Indians 
kill every monkey in a tree, with 
the blowguns, without the animals 
ever knowing that an enemy was 
near, whereas one shot with a gun

would frighten everything within 
earshot of it.

“ It is not far,” Pedro said. “But 
we are going to the home of these 
people we have just left. We have 
to find our friends and get away 
if possible before they return to 
their city. Else—” He shrugged
his shoulders significantly.

It was characteristic of both men 
that they could have taken one of 
the Indians’ canoes and have out- 
traced them down the river, perhaps 
to safety, but neither thought of 
that. Gore and Professor Slater and 
the girl had been spirited away to 
Mopoi, if the old medicine man’s 
hint had been right. And Morgan, 
too. Even as much trouble as he 
had been to them there was no 
thought in their minds of abandon
ing him.

Thus the two, armed with only 
blowguns, pistols and dulled mach
etes, set out to live off the jungle 
and enter the forbidden town of 
the men whose chief they had just 
killed.

CHAPTER IX 
Mopoi

N IGHT and day for a week, 
footsore and weary, ragged 
and unkempt, Reed and the 

Equadorian trudged on through 
trails that at times were so dim as 
to be hardly visible to even the 
Spaniard whose sight far surpassed 
that of the white man.

Much of the time they were hun
gry, all of the time they were bitten 
by insects. And all of the time 
Reed was worried—more than wor
ried. For during the long days of 
the trek and the long nights of 
their alternate vigil, at times when 
they slept in trees to keep from 
being discovered by any passing na
tives on the same trail, during all
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these times the picture of the girl 
kept recurring to him. He tried to 
drive it from his mind, he reminded 
himself with the curse that the girl 
was not for him, that she was going 
to marry Morgan. Still the picture 
returned and would not depart from 
him.

*  »J» *  *  *

THEN they came at last to Mopoi.
It was just at sunset when Pedro 

pointed to a thin column of smoke.
“ We have arrived,” he said, as 

though it were nothing unusual. 
“ But I think we need rest before 
we attack!” Spoken simply and 
matter-of-factly, but it was an il
lustration of the man's fearlessness. 
None of the captives were even 
friends of his, with the exception of 
Gore, whom he had known around 
the trading posts. They had treated 
him as many whites are inclined to 
treat a Spaniard, but his sense of 
humor and his poise had kept him 
from showing signs of being con
scious of their attitude.

And now, disinterested, having no 
concern for their welfare, he was 
ready to attack a village with his 
friend Reed, simply because Reed 
thought it his duty to try to rescue 
the party.

That nght they both Blcpt high 
In the branches of a tall tree, safely 
hidden in the foliage. This they 
did after Pedro had laid a plan.

“There are huito nuts here. We 
had better stain ourselves black. 
Then tomorrow we can mingle with 
the villagers with some chance of 
not being recognized.”

They found the large walnuts and 
scraped the outer shell on rough 
palm roots, rubbing the fleshy pulp 
on their bodies from head to foot. 
The juice stains are even stronger 
than the North American walnut 
and pecan.

Thus it was that when the mon
keys set up their first jabbering in

the early morning they came down 
from their trees—both black as the 
warriors of the Mopois themselves.

They circled the village until they 
came to a river on its far side, the 
one down which Pedro had floated 
in his canoe and sank it in a hiding 
place that would be easy of access. 
Then they divested themselves of 
the ragged remains of their clothes, 
donned loin cloths stolen from their 
captors and hid their pistols.

Clad thus they boldly made their 
way into the village.

Mopoi was a strange place, like 
no other village that Reed had ever 
seen among the Indians. Instead of 
the thatched bamboo shelters the 
houses were of stone, hewn from the 
side of the mountain, red sandstone, 
trimmed with bits of other colors.

It had streets, and they were laid 
out regularly, due east and west and 
north and south as far as he could 
judge.

“That’s their temple over there,” 
Pedro said, pointing to a building 
much larger than the others. “That’s 
where Yacu-mamam is held and is 
worshiped. Senor, he is an ana
conda worthy of being a god.”

"So they really have a snake they 
worship?” Reed asked.

“Si, and he’s fifty feet long if he 
is an inch. I suspect that he was 
an old serpent when the Andes were 
no bigger than foothills.”

THE streets were nearly deserted, 
and the few people who were 

about were headed for the temple.
“It looks like the whole town 

must be in old Yacu’s headquarters,” 
Reed observed.

“ Yes,” Pedro said absently. “ But 
you spare here a moment, Senor. I 
believe the gods are with us.”

Reed watched him as the Spaniard 
suddenly went forward rapidly and 
caught up with a woman who was 
headed for the temple. Waiting as
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Pedro had directed, he was surprised 
to see the man address the woman 
who followed him at a distance to 
the shelter of a house, where they 
stayed for some minutes. When 
they emerged the woman went on 
toward the temple while Pedro re
joined Reed. His face had lost its 
usual stoic expression.

"I have found out everything we 
need to know,” Pedro laid. “ Which 
shows that women are sometimes the 
exception to the rule and some
times have a spark of gratitude, al
though I must admit that it is 
usually found in women of the sav
ages rather than those of civiliza
tion.”

WHAT is it?” Reed asked after 
managing to keep from inter

rupting Pedro’s dissertation on the 
female of the species.

“This woman is of a tribe on the 
Napoi. She was captured in a raid 
and is now the wife of one of the 
Mopoi warriors. I happened to be 
instrumental in saving her from the 
ravages of a trader once, and so she 
is friendly and willing to return the 
favor.

“She tells me that today is the 
day of the sacrifice to Yacu-mamam, 
that the white woman is chosen to 
be the sacrifice.”

Reed swore.
"It seems,” Pedro continued in a 

monotone, “ that they starve the 
snake for quite a while beforehand, 
a little disrespectful to their god, 
but a sure way to make him devour 
their sacrifice. Tonight he eats— 
and the plan is that the white girl 
shall be his—after the priests have 
finished with her.”

“The priests?”
“You don’t think they would pass 

up the opportunity to force them
selves on her, do you?” Pedro 
asked. “You seem not to be familiar 
with religious matters.”

“ But the others? Gore and Pro-* 
fessor Slater and Morgan?”

“They are here, too. A small 
group of the warrior party brought 
them some days ago directly from 
the point where we met up with 
them. They are all prisoners.” 

“W e’ve got to do something right 
now,” Reed said.

“The woman told me where they 
were kept. And with most of the 
people at the temple, we might get 
a chance at them. Let’s go.”

Reed followed the Spaniard to a 
hut back of the temple, which they 
reached without coming face to face 
with any of the natives who were 
concerned with getting to the tem
ple. A heavy hardwood door effec
tively locked the building which 
Pedro pointed out as being the 
place where the prisoners were kept. 
Barred from the outside, there were 
no guards in front of it, the In
dians no doubt being assured that 
the prisoners were safe enough to be 
left while they themselves were in 
the temple.

Reed and Pedro got the door open. 
In the dark of the stone room, for 
it was a building of only one room, 
they found the professor and Mor
gan and Gore. The three men were 
bound with bejuco and lay on the 
floor, their faces haggard and their 
clothes in rags.

MORGAN was muttering unintel
ligibly as Reed and Pedro im

mediately set about cutting their 
bonds.

Gore recognized them through 
their black war paint. “Never mind 
us,” he said weakly. "Get the girl. 
They’ve got her in the temple and 
they’re going to feed her to the 
snake. Morgan’s gone nuts with 
fear. The old man’s raving with 
fever and can’t live much longer. 
Go get the girl!”

Reed lifted his partner to his feet
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and Gore was able to stand after 
Reed had chafed his ankles until 
the circulation returned. Reed 
handed him the machete.

"You stay here,” he ordered, "un
less they discover who we are. If 
they do, you’d better make a break 
for the river. There’s a canoe hid
den under the second bamboo to the 
left of the landing. You’ll find our 
guns in a clump of weeds at the 
foot of the tree.”

“ I ’m going with you,” Gore de
murred.

"You can’t,” Reed argued. "You’re 
not painted up, and they’d stop us 
all in a minute. We haven’t suffi
cient weapons to try to hold off the 
whole mob. You go get the boat 
ready if you have to do something. 
Wait for us a short time, then if we 
don’t come—shove off. And good 
luck.

“You look after Morgan here. 
He needs help.” .

MORGAN, the light of madness 
in his eyes, seemed unable to 

realize his bonds had been loosened. 
He lay muttering something about 
snakes, and heads. Reed gave a pity
ing look at him, felt the rapid pulse 
in the dying professor’s wrist, then 
nodded to Pedro and they left the 
building. “ Right squarely into the 
temple,” Reed said. “ It’s all or noth
ing this time.”

“ I have an idea that might help,” 
Pedro suggested modestly. "A l
though I don’t know to just what 
use it can be put.”

"Name it,” Reed said.
"You know an anaconda goes into 

a kind of trance—takes a long sleep 
after he eats. You can go up and 
kick him and he won’t wake up.”

“ So what?”
“ If we could find a peccary or a 

tapir or something to feed that hun
gry serpent, he’d at least go to sleep 
and wouldn’t wake up to eat the

white girl. W e’d spoil their cere
mony, but their god simply wouldn’t 
wake up, medicine man or no medi
cine man.”

"That’s an idea,” Reed answered. 
“ But we haven’t time to go into the 
woods for an animal to feed him.”

“I think, hungry as he must be, he 
wouldn’t object to eating a Mopoi 
warrior,” Pedro observed. “A starv
ing god might be able to stomach 
one of them.”

With no weapons except their 
machetes, the two men boldly en
tered the front portal of the temple. 
Reed gasped in surprise.

THE walls of the temple were 
adorned with great pictures, done 

in the colored feathers of tropical 
birds, great brilliant tapestries of 
surpassing workmanship and beauty. 
The whole hall, at least a hundred 
feet long by fifty wide, was deco
rated with statues—golden statues, 
and they took one of two forms— 
a gigantic snake or a glowing sun 
with its rays of pure gold.

Many of the statues, most of 
them in fact, were studded with 
jewels, gems that shone brilliantly 
in the bright morning light that 
poured into the roofless structure. 
They saw the throne. A great 
dais was at the farther end of the 
hall, and on it were several Indians 
of the priesthood, clad in robes of 
orange and yellow birds’ feathers. 
Behind them was a cage—with bars 
of gold!

And in the cage coiled a gigantic 
anaconda, the greatest of water 
snakes. Judging by its girth and 
the great mass of its coils, Pedro 
had not been wrong in saying it 
would have measured fifty feet in 
length. Reed had seen several whose 
length was at least forty.

From somewhere back of the dais 
the drums were going, the rhythmic 
drums they had heard so many timet
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in the jungle, the cold, poisonous 
rataplan of the ones in higher keys, 
and the ear jolting and nerve jar
ring thumpings of the larger ones. 
Their sound was joined by that of 
reed flutes.

THE temple, without seats, was 
filled with Indians, the men all 

decorated in the black stain of the 
huito nut, the women in short skirts 
of white reaching from the bare 
waist to the knees. They all knelt 
facing the altar.

As Reed and Pedro stood at the 
back of the crowd, one of the gaily 
colored curtains on the dais parted 
and two men came in, bringing an 
object that made Reed’s eyes bulge.

It was a Christian cross—fully six 
feet high—and of gold!

And lashed to the cross was the 
form of the white girl.

The noise in the temple became 
hushed and Pedro, losing control of 
himself for once, unconsciously 
moved his two fingers rapidly from 
his forehead to his breasts. Reed 
sucked in his breath.

The air was heavy with a musty 
incense. The drums and flutes be
came muted to a soft and distant 
roll. The priest stepped forward on 
the dais. His voice started a chant, 
low and rhythmic. His gestures were 
magnificent, graceful and his voice 
was powerful, magnetic.

As his prayer become louder and 
louder, the roll of the drums in
creased and the Indians swayed in 
time to the weird cadence.

The priest turned and faced the 
caged reptile and his prayer was di
rected toward the serpent who ob
served him with glittering eyes.

Quickly the priest took a golden 
knife from his waist and slashed the 
bonds which held the girl. The two 
attendants grasped her arms and 
started dragging her toward the 
cage.

There came a sudden and stun
ning interruption. From the back 
of the room burst a shouting crea
ture, ragged and wild-eyed, and 
brandishing a machete. As he ran 
he shouted.

His s t e p s  led him heedlessly 
through the crowd of worshipers and 
toward the dais, brandishing his 
knife.

Reed shouted to Pedro.
“ Good God, it’s Morgan.”

THE two broke into a run down 
the aisle in the trail of the mad

dened man.
Morgan leaped to the dais, his ma

chete slashing before him. The 
priest had just opened the door and 
his two attendants were shoving the 
girl toward its opening.

The figure of Morgan came be
tween them and the insane man 
darted into the cage, the knife flying 
about his head like a butcher’s 
cleaver.

There was a flash of the shiny 
black skin of the giant snake and 
the golden cage was filled with 
writhing and twisting coils, muscu
lar constrictions that made of the 
cage only a blur of forms.

Pedro stopped dead in his tracks 
and the six-foot black tube he car
ried went to his lips. A slight puff 
and a tiny bamboo arrow caught the 
high priest squarely between his 
shoulder blades. Two more arrows 
followed and before Reed reached 
the dais the three Indians lay flat 
on their backs, to worship no more.

Reed caught the weakened girl in 
his arms and hastened her off the 
platform.

A quick look at the cage made 
him gasp in horror. Morgan, the 
demented, still had the knife in his 
hands, but he was powerless to use 
it now, for the great monster’s body 
was coiled many times around his 
puny form, slowly crushing the life
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from him. He was past all help. 
“This way, Senor.”
It was old Pedro who had made 

his way forward.
“I know a tunneled way to the 

boats—I used it before.”
He lifted one of the feathered 

drapes and thrust Reed and the girl 
through, standing guard with his 
blowgun until they were safely in 
the passage. Then he slammed and 
barred a heavy hardwood door that 
was concealed behind the drape and 
followed them, barely in time to 
lock out a group of the warriors 
who had finally recovered from the 
shock of their surprise to a suffi
cient extent to give pursuit.

REED stopped short. “We came 
here for gold and jewels, Pedro, 

and we’ve got to get them.”
Pedro stopped before an idol and 

groped behind its base, bringing out 
two large calabash gourds which he 
slung over his shoulder.

“A few souvenirs I collected the 
last time, but couldn’t bring with 
me,” he explained cryptically.

The underground passage was 
dark and musty, but led straight 
down to the river, emerging in a 
clump of vegetation which com
pletely hid its mouth.

Reed shouted when he saw Gore 
not fifty feet from him, seated in 
the canoe he had raised. The form 
of the professor lay in the boat’s 
bottom. *

One rifle lay across his chest and 
another across Gore’s lap.

“The guns they stole from us,” 
Gore explained as the party got has
tily into the craft. “ I found the 
gear on my way here with the prof.” 

Pedro shoved the canoe off aft«ir 
he had dropped his heavy calabash 
into the boat. _

“There’s a rapids just below us, 
and a big whirlpool. If we get 
through that without sinking, we’ll

be safe. The Indians won’t dare 
try to go down with their boats 
through it. They always portage at 
that point.” The boat shot forward 
under the propelling paddles of the 
three rubber men.

The girl, who had not said a word 
from the time she was rescued, sat 
silently in the boat, her father’s 
head in her lap.

“He’ll live after all,” Gore said.
“How’d you come to be captured?” 

Reed asked.
“ Morgan went to sleep,” Gore 

said. “ And those Indians were wait
ing. They had our weapons and had 
us gagge£f before we woke up. A 
party of six of them brought us 
directly here and didn’t even bother 
to feed us. Where is lorgan?”

Reed glanced uncomfortably at the 
girl.

“ Morgan won’t be going back with 
us,” he said. “He died magnificent
ly—fighting to the last.” Reed was 
certain that in the excitement the 
girl could not have learned that it 
was rank insanity that had driven 
the man into the cage with the rep
tile.

She would never know.
The canoe had been shooting 

downstream. Now it came to a point 
where the river narrowed and took 
a sharp turn. The water pounded 
a rocky cliff on one of its banks 
and shot around into a regular mael
strom.

The canoe dived into the vicious 
current and shot forward like a bul
let while the group in the boat clung 
to its sides.

BEHIND them a group of Indians 
rounded the bend in canoes. 

They shouted and gesticulated, and 
long black blowguns went to their 
lips, but thei» arrows fell short.

The Indians pulled their canoes 
up short, fearful of descending into 
the deadly whirlpool. Gore turned
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and waved them a gesture of defi
ance.

Finally they exerted an extra ef
fort and dragged the canoe out of 
its dizzy whirl.

Now the canoe was shooting 
downstream at a terrific p a c e— 
squarely into the fleet of the canoes 
of the returning warriors!

The men clattered their paddles 
into the canoe bottom and picked 
up rifles. “ Give it to ’em,” Reed 
shouted. “They’ve got it coming 1”

The speeding canoe became like 
a battleship. The blaze of guns 
roared in a salvo that deafened the 
river bank. “Attaboy I Give ’em 
more!” Reed cried again.

Guns cracked with frenzied speed 
and before them blacks toppled from 
canoes and disappeared under the 
surface of the water. Canoes over
turned and dumped their occupants 
out, to fight for their lives.

The fleet of canoes, spread out to 
intercept them, was in trouble. Panic 
seized the Indians as their members 
screamed their death agonies.

Reed’s canoe bore down on the 
fleet with guns roaring. Even the 
girl, after all she had gone through, 
became revived enough to pick up 
an extra rifle.

TRANSFORMATION came over 
her. She gripped the gun and 

settled down grimly, clutching the 
stock of the weapon to her cheek and 
triggering it with a deadly rhythm.

The canoe sped right into the 
midst of its blockade, and its blaz
ing guns brought it through. The 
panicky fleet of the Indians was left 
behind. The canoe, still propelled 
by the raging speed of the current, 
shot around a curve and to safety.

There was no danger of the dis
organized forces of the Indians fol
lowing them, their casualties had 
been far too great for them to 
again try to face the white man’s 
magic.

They were a full day’s journey 
from Mopoi before Pedro, lighting 
a cigarette, made an observation. He 
picked up one of the calabash 
gourds he had brought away with 
him, then poured a part of its con
tents into the palm of his hand.

It was filled with more of the 
jeweled trinkets which sparkled in 
the sun.

“ These, Senors,” he said, “w i l l  
compensate us slightly for our loss 
of trade goods. I would judge there 
to be a good twenty pounds in the 
lot, wouldn’t you? I suspect all of 
us could use them—what?”

THERE was a significant inflection 
in his last question. Reed looked 

quickly at the girl to see if she had 
caught it, but she was busily occu
pied with her father.

"How did you collect them?” Reed 
answered.

"The woman who helped us. She 
gathered them for me the last time 
I was here.”

A great light dawned on Reed. 
“You never told us how you hap
pened to find Mopoi in the first
place.”

“ A man often gets attached to 
trifles,” Pedro observed enigmati
cally. “And sometimes makes a fool 
of himself. In fact, usually does.” 

Reed paddled and looked at the 
form of the golden haired girl. She 
had curled up in the end of the 
canoe and was asleep.

“ I wonder,” he said speculatively.
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ALIAS the
CHAPTER I 

The Black Rider

SHROUDED by shadows cast by 
trees which cut off the bright 
light of the full moon, the 

horseman bent forward in his saddle 
to watch and listen.

The little grove in which he had 
stopped was but a short distance 
from the barracks building of the 
presidio.

He could see the troopers sprawl
ing on benches around the door, and 
hear their talk.

He was alert and cautious, this 
rider whose form was draped and 
enveloped in a long black cloak, and 
who wore a black hood over his head.

His horse was' black, too, a huge 
animal whose bridle and saddle

A Complete
By JOHNSTON

were studded with silver ornaments.
It was peaceful in the little 

pueblo of San Diego de Alcala, on 
this particular evening in the year
17----- . Stars burned in a clear sky.
A big California moon bathed the 
town in splendor, and the presidio 
on the hill behind it, and the danc
ing water of the bay. A calm, beau
tiful night—but the black rider soon 
would change that.

He was listening to the talk of the 
troopers now. The gentle breeze 
carried it to him. The beauty of the 
night did not seem to be bringing 
peace to the bosom of Sergeant Juan 
Cassara. the ranking trooper at the
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presidio in the absence of the capi- 
tan, who had gone to Santa Barbara 
on official business.

He was a huge man, this Sergeant 
Juan Cassara, and could be a fero
cious one on occasion, and was noted 
for both courage and skill with a 
blade. Now he sprawled on a bench 
in front of the barracks, beneath a 
smoking torch thrust into a slot in 
the adobe wall, a mug of wine in his 
hand.

"What can a man do?’’ he was bel
lowing at the troopers scattered 
around him. “Am I more than hu
man? ‘Catch me this fellow they call 
El Torbellino. this "Senor Whirl

wind", while I am away', our com
mander says.

" Have him in a cage when I re
turn,’ he orders. And I do not know 
the fellow’s face, or where he hides 
himself, and he does not come forth 
into the open to do more of his dev
iltry. So, how can I catch him? It 
is enough to make a man take to his 
cups!”

The troopers nodded assent. The 
watching horseman chuckled softly, 
since he was the man of whom the 
sergeant spoke.

"Who is this demon who calls 
himself Senor Whirlwind? Who is 
this El Torbellino, who robs travel
ers along El Camino Real, the King’s 
Highway, and even dares invade 
houses and i nns ? "  the sergeant 
howled. "Where does he hide be

59
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tween his comings and goings? Ha! 
Did the fellow but show himself 
openly, and give me a fair chance 
at him, I’d reduce this Senor Whirl
wind to a mere zephyr!”

The big sergeant drank again, and 
one of the troopers made haste to 
refill the mug from a half-emptied 
wine skin.

Sergeant Cassara lifted the mug 
toward his open mouth.

But he did not drink.
From the darkness around the 

small grove came a sudden gust of 
wild and mocking laughter.

“What in the name of the saints 
— !” Sergeant Cassara began, putting 
the wine mug down quickly on the 
end of the bench and starting to 
pull himself together.

But he did not have time to pull 
himself together completely, nor did 
the troopers around him have a 
chance to prepare properly for de
fense or attack.

FROM the darkness by the trees 
and into the broad light of the 

full moon rushed a huge black horse 
with a man upon his back. The moon
light was reflected from a naked 
blade.

“ ’Tis El Torbellino! ’Tis The 
Whirlwind!” one of the troopers 
cried.

“ Ha!” Sergeant Juan Cassara was 
on his feet now, and was struggling 
to get his sword out of a scabbard 
that had become entangled with his 
legs. “ My prayers are answered! One 
side, and let me at him! If the rogue 
does not dash away—”

But The Whirlwind did not dash 
av/ay.

He bore down upon them fear
lessly. He did not merely taunt 
them from a safe distance, then 
swerve toward the highway to dis
appear before they could plan pur
suit, as they had expected.

Straight at them he rode, the hoofs

of his horse thundering on the hard 
ground, his sword out and flashing 
in the bright moonlight, and they 
scattered before him, some running 
along the front wall of the building, 
some darting through the door to get 
at their weapons.

“Ho, Sergeant! Ho, fat boaster!” 
The Whirlwind called.

He wheeled his horse suddenly, 
expertly, and his blade clashed 
against that of Cassara.

The thing was entirely irregular. 
It was the accepted rule for soldiers 
to run a highwayman to earth and 
attack him. But here was a highway
man deliberately seeking out the 
soldiery and making the attack him
self!

Sergeant Cassara welcomed the 
clash. He was not without some 
measure of skill as a swordsman. 
Some years before, an officer who 
had taken a fancy to him, and who 
had been taught fence by a mas
ter in Europe, had given the ser
geant instruction.

But, when his blade crossed that 
of The Whirlwind, and the sergeant 
essayed the first turn of the wrist, 
he realized that he had plenty yet to 
learn.

Before the superb skill of the 
other, his blade was as an unwieldly 
bludgeon in his hand.

Nor did it remain in his hand 
long. A mocking laugh, a quick 
turn of the wrist, a cry of mingled 
rage and alarm from the sergeant—■ 
and Cassara’s sword went flying 
through the air, the moonlight mak
ing it a streak of blue flame until 
it clattered on the rocky ground.

BUT The Whirlwind did not fol
low up the advantage he had 

gained. No quick lunge of his blade 
let out the sergeant’s life blood. He 
made it evident that this attack was 
not in anger and for the purpose of 
slaying, but only to mock. Realizing
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this, Sergeant Cassara howled his 
rage, while The Whirlwind’s mock
ing laughter rang out.

“This is but a warning, fat one! 
Cease boasting how you’ll lay me by 
the heels if ever we meet!’’ The 
Whirlwind cried.

The big black horse was wheeled 
again as two troopers rushed to the 
assistance of their sergeant, who 
now was stumbling over the rough 
ground in search of his disgraced 
blade. One by one, The Whirlwind 
disarmed them, laughing at their ef
forts at swordplay, and their blades 
flew through the air to crash to the 
ground.

“ Soldiers—you?” The Whirlwind 
mocked.

Now Sergeant Cassara had his 
sword again, and came charging back 
to the fray, bellowing like an in
furiated bull.

“ Dismount, Whirlwind!” he roared. 
“ On the ground, brigand! I'll give 
you a fair fight, El Torbellino! Face 
me, and duel like a man! Out of 
your saddle, bandit!”

“ I am no bandit! El Torbellino 
rides alone!” the outlaw shouted. 
His voice rang out, then the mock
ing laughter came again to infuriate 
them, and again he was upon them.

IT is true that this time the point 
o f Sergeant Cassara’s weapon 

scratched the hip of The Whirl
wind’s mount, but it did not touch 
The Whirlwind. Blades clashed and 
rang for an instant, and the burly 
sergeant found himself disarmed 
again. He reeled back as the troop
ers rushed to his rescue.

But once more The Whirlwind 
spared the sergeant, save a wound 
to his feelings, only laughed mock
ingly at him and lowered the point 
of his blade, a thing that wrecked 
Cassara’s pride. The big sergeant 
rushed forward, waving his arms and 
howling at the top of his voice.

“ Take him!” Cassara cried. “ It is 
an order! Seize me this scandalous 
rogue! Get pistols and muskets, and 
shoot him! At him, soldiers!”

The black horse was swerved aside 
again, and in pursuing, four of the 
troopers became strung out in a line, 
some distance apart. Then The
Whirlwind turned his horse and rode 
straight back at them, and caught 
them one at a time, and sent their 
blades flying as though it were no 
task at all.

Over by the door of the barracks 
room, a pistol exploded. A cloud of 
black smoke billowed across the 
doorway, and a slug of lead sang 
viciously through the air, to shriek 
its way down toward the plaza.

“Pistol him!” Cassara was shout
ing. “ Bring me a gun! Get out 
muskets!”

The Whirlwind swung his horse in 
another direction. “ I cannot fight fire
arms with a blade, and I have no wish 
to shoot you!” he cried. “We shall 
meet again. Fat Sergeant, a Dios!"

As another weapon exploded by 
the door, and a second slug sought, 
but did not find him, The Whirl
wind bent low in his saddle and used 
his spurs. Down the hill he went in 
a cloud of dust, and toward the high
way. “ Horses!” Sergeant Cassara 
bellowed. “ Pistols! Muskets! We 
ride after him! We run him to
earth! That he should mock us so— 
the shame of it! Dead or alive, we 
bring him back! My rage is up.
Dios!"

CHAPTER II
The Fight at the Inn

N OW it appeared that some
thing was amiss with the 
mount of The Whirlwind, 

for he slackened speed as he ap
proached the highway, and could be 
seen bending in his saddle.

Hope came to the sergeant. He
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bellowed for his mount, and for the 
troopers to hurry with their saddling. 
They made ready for the trail and 
started in pursuit, the sergeant lead
ing eagerly.

The Whirlwind got going again, 
but without much of a lead. Past 
the edge of the town he went, and 
along the highway toward the north. 
And the sergeant and his detachment 
went after him, to where the road 
curved over a hill and through a 
tiny canyon.

For some months now. The Whirl
wind had been appearing at intervals, 
robbing and laughing as he robbed. 
His identity, no man knew. Like a 
ghost, he came and went and took his 
toll.

And the soldiery had been un
able to catch him.

With blades out and ready, the 
troopers made the hill with Cassara 
at their head. With caution, they 
entered the little canyon. The Whirl
wind, report said, was adept at traps.

"Through the canyon, and we have 
him!” Sergeant Cassara roared above 
the pounding of their horses’ hoofs. 
"We can see him then, whether he 
stays upon the highway or leaves it. 
We must run him down. The capi- 
tan demands it. And I, Juan Cas
sara—I demand it! Dios!”

BUT El Torbellino had not en
tered the little canyon. At the 

top of the hill, he had turned his 
mount behind a ledge of rock. He 
was in hiding there when Cassara 
and the troopers swept past, holding 
his horse’s nostrils to prevent a be
traying whinny.

Not merely to make a show of 
bravado had The Whirlwind made 
his attack at the presidio. It had 
been to get the troopers to chase 
him, to lead them astray and get 
them far from where he expected to 
do his work.

From behind a rock, where he had

accreted them some time before in 
anticipation of this moment, he took 
soft pads, and affixed them to his 
horse's feet. Then he rode on be
hind the rocks, kept off the high
way, and circled back toward the 
town. And Sergeant Juan Cassara 
and his men rode on toward the 
north, chasing shadows.

Keeping to the patches of darkness 
as much as possible. The Whirlwind 
went to the west of the town, and 
then approached it over a slope, 
riding behind the scattered huts, the 
hoofs of his horse making no sound 
at all.

He stopped in a deep shadow and 
looked searchingly at the plaza and 
the buildings surrounding it, particu
larly the inn operated by a certain 
Carlos Lazaga and his pretty daugh
ter, Juanita. At the hitching place 
in front of the inn were no horses 
that caused him concern.

ON he went, slowly and carefully.
still keeping in the deep shad

ows, and came upon the inn from be
hind, following a depression in the 
earth. At a certain place he dis
mounted and tied his horse to a 
clump of brush, and crept forward 
afoot. Without being observed, he got 
against the wall of the building, and 
crouched beneath an open window.

He listened a moment, then lifted 
his head cautiously and peered into 
the long, low-ccilinged, semi-dark 
room. Some half dozen men of the 
town were there, mere loiterers. Car
los Lazaga was hovering about, eager 
to serve. The fair Senorita Juanita 
was behind a counter in a corner.

But The Whirlwind gave only a 
hasty glance at these. His eyes and 
ears were for a certain Felipe Ruiz, 
reputed to be a traveling merchant 
of means.

Felipe Ruiz sprawled on a bench 
at the end of a long table. Wine waa 
before him, and in him. He talked,
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boasted, and the others listened, for 
Felipe Ruiz had bought t w i c e  
around already, and could be ex
pected to buy again.

He was middle-aged, tall and well- 
built, and had a mustache with flow
ing ends. His arrogance irked, and 
only the wine he bought so freely 
allayed a feeling of distaste for him. 
His talk led one to believe that what 
he touched turned to gold, and that 
ladies turned pale and sighed did he 
but look at them.

The Whirlwind slipped along the 
adobe wall of the inn to the rear, 
listened a moment, and entered the 
deserted kitchen. Through that he 
swept like a shadow, and so came 
to the door of the big main room.

There, he stopped abruptly. Into 
the inn from the plaza had come a 
robed Franciscan, Fray Marcos.

THE WHIRLWIND hesitated, his 
plans ruined for the moment. It 

did not appear seemly to fight and 
rob in the presence of the fray. Even 
the boasting Felipe Ruiz became si
lent when he saw the Franciscan. But 
Fray Marcos only acknowledged the 
respectful salutations of those in the 
inn, and held speech with Carlos 
Lazaga.

“This Pedro Garzo, the newcomer 
to the village, who works for you— 
is he where I may speak with him?” 
Fray Marcos asked.

“He is not here, good Fray,” 
Lazaga replied. “ You know the horse 
I own, which no man can ride, and 
which I keep in pasture down the 
highway? I have sent this Pedro 
Garzo there with salt for the ani
mal.”

“ I may see him tomorrow,” said 
Fray Marcos.

Lazaga bent toward him. “ Is there 
something amiss, something that I 
should know, about this man?” he 
asked. “ Pedro Garzo came to me a 
stranger, begging for work, and I

took him in. He said he was a 
wanderer from home and family. He 
has worked well and k e p t  his 
place—”

"I know nothing to his discredit,” 
Fray Marcos said. “ I but wish to 
speak to him. You arc too quick to 
be suspicious of your fellowmen.”

In the kitchen, The Whirlwind 
smiled at that. Then he bent forward 
and gave ear again.

“ Word has come along El Camino 
Real to watch for a certain scion of 
a good family in Spain,” Fray Mar
cos said. "It is a man who left his 
home, because of an argument with 
his father—a splendid man else. Do 
you let me know, good Lazaga, when 
young strangers come to your inn.” 

“ It shall be done, good Fray.” 
“ We have an unknown benefactor 

out at the mission,” the fray con
tinued. “A quantity of gold has been 
dropped into the poor box. It is 
welcome, and good use shall be made 
of it. But we would know the donor 
and thank him. Pass the word, good 
Lazaga, that we are pleased, and pos
sibly he will hear.”

“ It shall be done, Fray—the word 
shall be passed around,” Lazaga re
plied.

THE fray left the inn. The Whirl
wind in the kitchen was smiling 

again. He was the scion of a noble 
family, and he had come here and 
got him the place at the inn, as 
Pedro Garzo. Even now, he was 
supposed to be out salting the horse 
nobody could ride—but it was that 
same big black he had tamed and 
was riding. An inn drudge one mo
ment—and El Torbellino, The Whirl
wind, the next. Thus did Pedro 
Garzo express the life he preferred 
—and gave nine-tenths of his loot to 
the poor.

Those in the big room began their 
drinking again. Felipe Ruiz resumed 
his boasting. Juanita Lazaga sat on
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a high stool behind the counter, her 
eyes blazing as she regarded this 
Felipe Ruiz, who had made certain 
improper remarks to her Lazaga 
himself hovered around the fireplace.

It was a proper moment, The 
Whirlwind judged. Through the 
open door he slipped, and beneath 
one of the reeking torches fastened 
to the wall.

“ Your purse, Ruiz!” he snapped, 
suddenly.

A cry of alarm came from the 
first man who whirled around and 
saw the black-hooded figure shrouded 
in the cloak, the light from the torch 
dancing from the naked blade he 
held. And now his left hand came 
into view also, and they could see 
that it held a pistol.

“ Into the corner, all of you except 
this boaster, this Felipe Ruiz!” The 
Whirlwind cried. “At once—or I 
fire!”

THEY scattered before him, rushed 
to the corner, while Felipe Ruiz 

struggled to get upon his feet, his 
legs unsteady because of the much 
wine he had taken. The merchant's 
face was livid, and his lower jaw 
sagged, and his eyes were bulging.

Forward, The Whirlwind strode, 
purpose in every movement. He kept 
his back to the wall, and saw that 
none got between him and the kit
chen door. He motioned with his 
pistol toward those in the corner, 
and they cringed.

“ Your purse, Ruiz!” he demanded, 
again.

A money pouch clattered to the 
table, and then Felipe Ruiz would 
have retreated to the corner also.

“ Come forward!” The Whirlwind 
ordered. “ You wear a blade at your 
side, I see.”

“ I—I am no swordsman,” Ruiz 
stammered. “ I but wear it for 
style.”

“ You wear it to lead men to be

lieve you are a swordsman,” The 
Whirlwind told him. “He who wears 
a blade should be prepared to use 
it.”

“ I—I have no quarrel with you, 
senor!"

“ But I have one with you, Felipe 
Ruiz!” The Whirlwind replied.

“ You cannot have!”
“ Silence! It is known to me how 

you cheat and swindle when you 
make your deals, how you squeeze 
money from those not in a position 
to protect themselves.”

“ Why, senor—"
“Silence, I ordered! You also in

sult a senorita whenever the occa
sion to do presents itself. On guard, 
senor!’’

“ I—I am not a swordsman—”
“ On guard, else I run you through 

for a craven, and afterward cleanse 
my blade in boiling water!”

The Whirlwind was at him. Felipe 
Ruiz got his sword from its scab
bard. The manner in which he held 
it told that he knew something of 
fence. The blades rang.

The Whirlwind began laughing 
mockingly. Beads of perspiration 
stood out on the forehead of Felipe 
Ruiz as he realized his helplessness. 
He backed to the wall and slid along 
it, retreating always before the dart
ing weapon that was like the tongue 
of a snake. And he began howling.

“ Help! — Soldiers! — A robber is 
here!”

THE wild laughter of The Whirl
wind drowned his howls, so to 

any who heard, it sounded like a 
drunken orgy at the inn. Those in 
the corner remained there, trembling. 
Juanita Lazaga had got down from 
her stool and was back against the 
wall, her eyes wide as she watched. 
She did not fear this Whirlwind, 
since he fought in behalf of insulted 
maids.

“ Hold up your blade!” The Whirl
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wind was taunting the merchant. 
"At me! Make it interesting, at 
least!”

"Help!—Call the troopers!’’ Felipe 
Ruiz howled.

He continued to retreat along the 
wall. But The Whirlwind darted in 
and drove him back toward the cor
ner, where the others were crowding. 
His blade darted in and out, and 
slowly he cut the fine raiment of the 
traveling merchant to ribbons, yet 
did not touch the skin.

"Leave San Diego, merchant!” The 
Whirlwind ordered as he fought. 
"Get you up El Camino Real to some 
other pueblo. And do not be sure 
but what I ’ll follow you, if your 
conduct is not right!”

"Help!—Help!” Felipe Ruiz con
tinued to shout, expecting each in
stant to feel hot steel pass through 
his body.

And help came. A thunder of 
hoofs sounded in the plaza. Ser
geant Juan Cassara and his troop
ers were returning from their futile 
chase.

CHAPTER III 
An Unexpected Trap

T HE sword of The Whirlwind 
darted forward once more, 
and there came a howl of 
fear and pain from Felipe Ruiz as 

the tip of the blade scratched his 
arm.

" ’Tis but a token of what may 
come!” The Whirlwind called.

He retreated swiftly to the kitchen 
door, and they saw him putting his 
pistol away beneath his cloak. As 
he disappeared, Felipe Ruiz began 
howling for help again, his voice 
ringing out over the plaza, and 
others in the inn added their cries 
to those of the merchant.

The troopers stopped their mounts 
and tumbled out of their saddles, and

with weapons held ready charged in
side with Sergeant Cassara at their 
head.

Through the moonlight behind the 
inn, The Whirlwind rushed to es
cape. He could not hope to go un
seen. The troopers rushed out into 
the night again, and some through 
the kitchen, and they saw him. A 
pistol exploded, a slug sang past 
within a few feet of The Whirl
wind’s head.

Then he had darted into a dry 
watercourse that ran not far from 
the inn. His pistol barked just be
fore he disappeared, and a ball came 
singing back toward the troopers, 
enough to deter them for a moment.

In the watercourse, The Whirl
wind rushed to his horse. He worked 
swiftly a moment, stripping off the 
foot padding, and saddle and bridle, 
and tossing them aside. An instant 
later, there was a thunder of gallop
ing hoofs on the hard ground, and 
through the shadows the soldiers 
saw a horse rushing away.

Cassara was shouting to them, 
howling for them to take to saddle 
and pursue. They rushed back to 
their mounts, and took up the trail. 
Distant hoofbeats pointed out the 
way for them to ride.

A babble of excited voices came 
from the inn. Felipe Ruiz was de
claiming against the outrage. Lazaga 
was disclaiming responsibility. Men 
were shouting at the disappearing 
troopers, offering valueless advice.

But soon it grew quieter. Lazaga 
made haste to serve Felipe Ruiz with 
more wine. All but half a dozen or 
so drifted out and away. The scene 
became much as it had been before 
the entrance of The Whirlwind.

AND suddenly Felipe Ruiz began 
chuckling, and then he laughed 

until the tears streamed down his 
cheeks, while the others looked at 
him in wonder, wondering whether
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the excitement had turned his brain 
and made him mad.

“He slit the clothes from me, the 
rogue!” Ruiz said. “And why should 
he not, since he is no doubt a mas
ter of fence and I know little of 
handling a blade? He even scratched 
my arm. Yet I am in the advantage 
of him.”

“How can that be, senor?" Lazaga 
asked. "Did not the fellow get your 
purse ?”

Felipe Ruiz laughed again. “He 
got a purse—si! He got the one I 
carry for such scum. A special purse, 
senores, containing not gold, but bits 
of metal, so that it rings like money 
when tossed down.”

“What is this?” the landlord cried.
“The joke will be on this Senor 

El Torbellino when he goes to count 
the gold he thinks he has stolen.” 
Felipe Ruiz said.

“ Wine, Lazaga. Serve wine to all, 
and we drink to the confusion of 
the stupid fellow. Here is the real 
purse—see ?”

Felipe Ruiz took another pouch 
from his clothing, a fat one, and 
held it up for all to observe. He 
laughed until his sides shook, and 
the others laughed with him. And, 
as Lazaga and Juanita hurried to fill 
the wine mugs, and they stopped 
laughing to take breath, a sharp voice 
cut at them:

“ I'll take that purse, also, Felipe 
Ruiz!”

NSTANTLY, it was quiet. They 
wheeled and looked. There was 

The Whirlwind again, standing just 
inside the kitchen door, a pistol in 
his left hand and a naked blade in 
his right.

“ The silly troopers are chasing my 
horse,” he announced. “He is a 
trained animal, and will lead them 
far astray, while I visit you again. 
So you have tricked me, Felipe 
Ruiz ?”

Ruiz was lurching to his feet, get
ting back against the wall.

“You have allowed me to steal 
trash instead of gold—and you boast 
of it!” The Whirlwind continued. 
"Now, drop the real purse on the 
table, senor, and back to the wall!”

Felipe Ruiz, speechless with ter
ror now, looked around wildly, and 
saw no avenue of escape. He was 
some distance from the door, and 
feared that a pistol ball would cut 
him down if he tried to make it. 
And The Whirlwind was striding to
ward him, eyes blazing through slits 
in the hood he wore.

Felipe Ruiz tossed the filled purse 
upon the table, and The Whirlwind 
swept it up and stowed it away, but 
kept straight on, the flame from the 
nearest torch reflecting ominously 
from his sword.

“You need a lesson, senor!" The 
Whirlwind said. “ I dislike to splat
ter blood about the inn, and cause 
the landlord an inconvenience, but it 
seems necessary.”

“ Mercy!" Ruiz cried.
“ Do you show mercy to those you 

rob with sharp trading?” The Whirl
wind demanded. “ Do you show mercy 
to the maidens you pursue with un
welcome attentions? The world can 
struggle along without such as you 
walking about it!”

“ It is not fair! I am poor with 
a blade!” Ruiz cried.

A stern voice from the doorway 
startled them:

“ Allow me to take up your quar
rel, senor!"

And Sergeant Juan Cassara strode 
into the inn.

FELIPE RUIZ gave a cry of relief 
and cringed against the wall. The 

others hovered in a corner. The 
Whirlwind stood his ground, and he 
even laughed a little, but it was the 
sort of laugh to send chills running 
up the spines of those who heard.
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“ Ha, El Torbellino! We meet 
again!” Sergeant Cassara said. “ I 
had my suspicions, and turned back 
as the troopers rode on. In the moon
light, it seemed to me that there was 
no man on the horse that galloped 
away so furiously.”

“ So very clever of you, fat one!” 
The Whirlwind said.

“ On guard, brigand! Put up your 
pistol, and fight like a man. Mine is 
in my belt.”

“ I have no wish to kill you,” The 
Whirlwind said.

"Nor I you. But a capture must 
be made, if you are not slain. I 
have you, El Torbellino! You have 
taken your last purse!”

Sergeant Cassara strode forward, 
blade out and ready. So The Whirl
wind retreated a few steps as he put 
his pistol away, and his retreat 
brought him swiftly where he would 
have the advantage of the poor light 
that came from the flickering torch.

There was determination in the 
manner of Cassara now. This was a 
different affair, with both of them 
toe to toe. And the big sergeant 
remembered that here was a male
factor he had been ordered to capture 
and confine.

PERHAPS this El Torbellino was 
the prettier man with a blade, but 

the sergeant could be rough and ef
fective. The weapons clashed, and 
The Whirlwind did not disarm the 
sergeant instantly this time.

“Ah! You have learned a lesson, 
it seems!” The Whirlwind said.

“ Do you surrender, senor?” the 
sergeant demanded.

“ I may be a highwayman, but I 
am not a fool,” The Whirlwind re
plied. “ Any honor you get from my 
capture, you must earn in sweat and 
perhaps blood. Ha, Sergeant!”

The last exclamation was because 
The Whirlwind had got his adver
sary off balance neatly. Those in the

room wondered why he had not run 
him through. It appeared that he 
had the opportunity. But he allowed 
Cassara to recover, and sidestepped 
neatly, and when the sergeant pressed 
the fighting even retreated a bit. But 
his retreat was toward the open 
kitchen door.

Then he stood again, and made an 
attack, and Sergeant Juan Cassara, 
the perspiration standing out upon 
him and his breath coming in great 
gasps, retreated in turn. The blades 
clashed and rang.

“Your wrist is lame, Sergeant!” 
The Whirlwind cried. “You are slow 
on your feet! Too much wine, fat 
one!”

THE W HIRLW IND circled sud
denly, and his left hand went to 

his sash and got out his postol. Ser
geant Cassara fell aside and made a 
dive for his own weapon.

“ ’Tis not for you, Cassara!” The 
Whirlwind called.

He fired as he spoke, and a surge 
of black smoke half obscured the 
scene, with a flash of flame through 
it, and in the corner some man gave 
a cry of pain.

“ ’Twas the merchant, Felipe Ruiz,” 
The Whirlwind explained, as he 
darted quickly aside to get free of 
the smoke cloud. “ I saw him pre
paring to pistol me.”

“ ’Tis my fight! All of you hold 
hand!” Cassara thundered. He threw 
up his blade again.

But The Whirlwind was not be
fore him. He was over by the wall, 
and his mocking laughter rang out 
again. Cassara cursed roundly and 
hurled himself forward. The Whirl
wind darted aside once more, and the 
sergeant brought up against the wall.

“Stand and fight!” Cassara howled. 
“ I am not fleet of foot! Stand and 
fight—unless it so be you are afraid!” 

“Afraid?” The Whirlwind roared. 
And now did he live up to his
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name. He swept forward like a 
tempest. His blade seemed every
where, flashing and darting, yet not 
once did it bite into the sergeant's 
flesh. He gave a demonstration of 
playing with his man, exposing his 
lack of skill. The sergeant grew 
furious. He exposed himself reck
lessly as he made a terrific onslaught, 
but The Whirlwind only guarded 
himself and laughed.

Outside in the plaza there was an
other sudden thunder of beating 
hoofs. Once more, the troopers were 
returning from a fruitless chase, 
tired and angry.

Sergeant Cassara heard them, and 
the light of victory came into his 
eyes. Cautiously now, he fought on, 
retreating before the furious on
slaughts of The Whirlwind, hoping 
only to keep him engaged until the 
others could get into the inn.

But The Whirlwind also had 
heard those pounding hoofs, and 
knew what it meant. Again he at
tacked. There was a swift clash in 
a corner—and the sword of Setgeant 
Juan Cassara went flying through the 
air, to crash against the adobe wall, 
dislodge and extinguish one of the 
reeking torches, and then drop to 
the floor.

SERGEANT CASSARA fell back, 
and a single sob escaped him. He 

loved life, and he supposed that this 
was to be the end. Yet he raised his 
voice in a shout:

“Troopers! To me! El Torbellino 
is here! Enter, and seize him!” 

“We shall meet again, fat one!” 
The Whirlwind cried. “ I spare you 
now, that you may know shame!”

He laughed mockingly and whirled 
toward the kitchen door. But through 
it troopers charged into the room, 
and through the front door also.

The Whirlv/ind was caught in a 
corner with only his blade, for his 
pistol had been discharged, and

there had been no opportunity to 
load it again.

CHAPTER IV 
Regarding a Boot

FAN-FASHION, the troopers 
were before him, as he stood 
in the corner with his back 
against the wall, the point of his 

sword lowered. Sergeant Juan Cas
sara strode forward.

“You bested me in swordplay, El 
Torbellino,” the sergeant said. “What 
I do now is because of my office. 
I have orders to make you prisoner 
and confine you at the presidio, to 
await the return of our capit£n.” 

“ Indeed?” There was mockery in 
the word.

“ Surely, senor, you can realize that 
there is no escape for you now. Do 
not compel us to slay you here. 
Throw down your sword, and sub
mit.”

“To die at the end of a rope?” 
The Whirlwind asked.

“That is a thing to be decided by 
my superior. Submit, or I give the 
word to take you.”

“ Blood will be let in the taking.” 
“ Even so, these men are soldiers, 

and expect to shed blood on occasion. 
And there can be but one end, for 
you. Even such a rare swordsman 
as yourself cannot successfully fight 
us all."

The troopers had advanced until 
they formed half a circle before 
him, and were so close together that 
he could not hope to dart between 
any two. They held blades, and some 
pistols ready to fire.

“Throw down your sword,” Ser
geant Cassara ordered again. “ Turn 
your back, and put your hands be
hind it, that we may bind you.”

“ If I do not— ?”
“ If you do not, we attack at once. 

Slain you may be, wounded you cer-
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tainly will be. Your answer, senor!”
Now The Whirlwind took his 

sword in his two hands and looked 
at it lovingly, as though bidding it 
farewell before consigning it to the 
packed dirt floor. The troopers held 
their positions, and were cautious 
and alert, half expecting an attack. 
Cassara waited, his arms folded 
across his great chest.

“ It is a good blade,’’ The Whirl
wind said. He looked up and around 
the room.

The soldiers were as before. On 
the far side of the room, Felipe Ruiz 
sat on a bench and nursed a wounded 
shoulder, and others were around 
him. Lazaga appeared frightened at 
all this turmoil in his inn. Juanita 
was at the end of the counter, watch
ing bravely.

Since one torch had been extin
guished, there was but one more, and 
that was in the wall not far from 
where The Whirlwind was standing. 
But on the end of the counter, near 
the senorita, was a pan of tallow with 
a lighted wick in it, which cast a 
flickering radiance.

PERHAPS the senorita understood 
the need, and was grateful to this 

unknown who had attacked the man 
who had affronted her, or perhaps 
it was an accident. But, as she bent 
forward to watch, her elbow struck 
the tallow pan, and it was over
turned and crashed to the floor.

The sudden clatter startled all in 
the room. Some of the soldiers 
turned quickly, nervously, and even 
Sergeant Cassara jerked his head 
around for an instant. In that in
stant, The Whirlwind acted.

He hurled his sword, and it struck 
the torch and dashed it to the floor, 
where the flame was extinguished. 
The Whirlwind followed his sword. 
Prone on the floor, he grasped it 
again. The inn was dark. A pistol 
exploded, fired at random, and the

ball struck the hard adobe wall and 
ricocheted.

The Whirlwind gave a great spring 
and came to the open window. He 
struck and hurled aside a trooper 
who would have clashed with him. 
Through the window he went head 
foremost, while more guns exploded 
in the room, and bullets sang about 
him.

Sergeant Cassara was howling like 
a wild man, bellowing orders that 
none understood. In the dark inn, 
the troopers were bumping against 
one another and accomplishing noth
ing. Then some rushed for the door 
to hurry into the plaza.

T h r o u g h  the moonlight, The 
Whirlwind raced, across a corner of 
the plaza, a dark shadow darting to
ward other dark shadows. A native 
saw him, and gave a howl of super
stitious fear. He gained the dark
ness beside an empty building, rushed 
on, but with the knowledge that he 
had been seen and the direction of 
his flight noticed.

DOWN into the depression he hur
ried, and circled back toward 

the inn as Cassara’s troopers began 
a methodical search, some afoot and 
some mounted. He stripped off his 
hood, and the enveloping cloak, his 
sash and sword and pistol, and made 
a bundle of the whole. Behind a 
convenient rock he cached them, and 
went on, trying to reduce his breath
ing to normal.

He approached the inn from the 
rear, and now he began singing a 
lusty song. Soldiers bore down upon 
him.

“ Who are you, fellow?” one asked. 
“ I am Pedro Garzo, and work for 

Lazaga at the inn. What is all the 
turmoil ?”

"El Torbellino, The Whirlwind, 
has been at work.”

“ Can that be the man I saw hur
rying along the arroyo?” Pedro
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Garzo asked. “ Lazaga will have need 
of me.”

He entered the inn through the 
kitchen. Somebody had made a light 
in the big room, and Lazaga was cry
ing orders.

“Time you returned!” he called to 
Pedro- Garzo. “ An outlaw has been 
among us.”

"I did not engage to fight out
laws.”

“Ha!” Lazaga snorted in disgust. 
“You are not the sort to fight any
body, senor. Get a basin of hot water 
for Senor Ruiz, w h o  has b e e n  
wounded sl>ghtly.

“Juanita, get cloths with which to 
bind his arm!”

Pedro Garzo got the hot water, 
and Juanita the cloths. They met 
at the door going back.

“ I would The Whirlwind had slain 
him,” the girl whispered.

SHE gave the cloths to her father, 
and Pedro Garzo put the basin of 

water down upon a bench. Then he 
stood back and watched while the 
wound was washed. It was little 
more than a scratch.

“ ’Twill not leave a scar,” Pedro 
Garzo observed. "That is a pity, 
senor. With a scar, you would be 
able to tell tales to interest the 
ladies.”

“ I’ll give this Whirlwind more 
than a scar when next we meet! He 
can best me with a blade. But pistols 
make all men equal.”

Sergeant Cassara came swaggering 
into the place.

“ The rogue has escaped us again,” 
he said. “But we’ll take him before 
we’re done. No mercy will be shown 
the next time. His life is forfeit.” 

“ Did he outrun you on his horse?” 
Pedro Garzo asked.

“My men followed a horse with
out a rider. A huge black horse,” 
Cassara said. “He ran down the high
way and jumped a fence into a pas

ture. Lazaga, he looked like that 
beast of yours.”

Lazaga laughed. “Then this El 
Torbellino must be the devil him
self,” he replied. “No man can ride 
that black horse of mine. It has 
been tried, as you know. I keep him 
only in the hope that some day a fool 
will buy him from me.”

“ ’Tis a matter to be investigated 
later,” Cassara said.

“The rogue got my purse,” Felipe 
Ruiz was wailing. “ It was heavy with 
gold. I had expected to purchase 
goods.”

“ Is this your purse, senor?" Cas
sara asked. He tossed one down 
upon the bench.

"It is, by the saints! How came 
you by it?”

“The Whirlwind must have dropped 
it as he got through the window, 
for it was found there,” the sergeant 
said. “ On the ground, at the cor
ner of the building.”

"I thank you, Sergeant. You and 
your men—you are my guests,” 
Felipe Ruiz declared. “ Drink wine, 
and I pay.”

“ We may drink a lot, for we have 
been chasing this rogue for hours.”

“ Drink heartily. Call in your men! 
What care I about the bill? But 
for you finding the purse, all my 
money would be gone. Lazaga, pre
pare to serve!"

INTO the place came the troopers 
at Cassara's command. T h e y  

sprawled on the benches. Lazaga got 
a new skin of wine, and mugs were 
filled. Pedro Garzo and Juanita were 
compelled to help with the serving.

It was good, rich wine, for Felipe 
Ruiz would pay. It was heady wine, 
and almost immediately were its ef
fects revealed. The inn became a 
place of loud song and raucous boast. 
Soon, some men snored in uncon
sciousness.

“ I take me an oath to catch this
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S c ft o r Whirlwind before I am 
done!” Cassara cried. “ Twice have 
we met, and twice has he bested me. 
The third time may be a different 
tale.”

“M o r e  wine, landlord!" R u i z  
howled. “ Another skin of it, Lazaga!”

He had tossed his money pouch on 
the table, and when the drinking wa6 
done Lazaga would take pay from 
it.

And Lazaga could be depended 
upon to keep a score that would be 
to the credit of the house.

Pedro Garzo slipped into the kit
chen unnoticed, and still unnoticed 
left the building and hurried from 
shadow to shadow until he got a cer
tain bundle.

With it, he returned to the inn. 
He went along the side of the patio 
in the darkness, to where there was 
a break in the wall. He deposited 
the bundle there.

Into the kitchen he went again, 
knowing that he had not been missed. 
And into the kitchen came Senorita 
Juanita, weeping.

“ What is it now?” Pedro Garzo 
asked.

“ ’Tis that Felipe Ruiz,” she said. 
“ I grow afraid of him. He tried to 
pull me into his lap.”

“ And your father— ?”
“ Afraid to affront the senor, lest 

he stop buying wine.”
“Keep to the kitchen, senorita” 

Pedro Garzo suggested.
“ I shall try that, but no doubt he 

will call for me.”
“ Be missing, if he does.”
“ I wish El Torbellino had slain 

him! I wish he would come again, 
and at least drive him away!"

SHE looked straight at P e d r o  
Garzo as she spoke and after 

the first glance his eyes were busy 
elsewhere.

“ Fray Marcos has been talking of 
a certain son of a noble family in

Spain,” she said. “ It is supposed he 
left home after a quarrel, and came 
to San Francisco de Asis, and then 
down El Camino Real, a wanderer 
far from his homeland. Such a man, 
no doubt, would know how to defend 
a maid.”

“ No doubt,” said Pedro Garzo.
“ He would be one fine caballero, 

just the kind who would act as this 
El Torbellino acts. I am quite sure 
that he would punish such men as 
Felipe Ruiz—and give his loot to 
the poor.”

“Think you so?” Pedro Garzo 
asked.

“And in a case like this he would 
undoubtedly retrieve the purse that 
he lost, then he would probably 
order this Felipe Ruiz out of the
pueblo because he is a stench in de
cent nostrils.”

“ Undoubtedly!” Pedro Garzo ad
mitted.

“ TF I were aware of his identity,
J- I'd guard the knowledge with my 

life. And, when I knew he was lis
tening, I ’d sing a song to him—the 
love song about the two doves.”

“That would be a rare treat,” 
Pedro Garzo observed.

Their eyes met again, and the 
little senorita smiled.

“El Torbellino should be careful 
of one thing,” she said. “ I watched 
him closely. I looked him over well. 
There is a cut across the toe of his 
left boot. If others noticed that it 
might betray him.”

“ Let us hope,” said Pedro Garzo, 
“that Senor El Torbellino has more 
than one pair of boots. Now I must 
hasten into the other room, for 
Lazaga will be bellowing at me if I 
do not. And do you, senorita, keep 
out of sight.”

The face of Pedro Garzo wore a 
thoughtful expression as he left the 
kitchen and went into the big room. 
He had not thought about the boot.
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CHAPTER V
Double Thanks

SOME of them snored, some of 
them sang, and others quar
reled. Felipe Ruiz was mak

ing loud and boastful talk. Sergeant 
Ju2 n Cassara sprawled on a bench, 
and undoubtedly would be unable to 
stand without reeling.

Lazaga was watching them, plying 
them with wine, keeping the score, 
and smiling to think of the profit 
he would have. He growled at Pedro 
Garzo and ordered him to fill more 
mugs and place them at the elbows 
of the drinkers and sleepers alike.

So Pedro Garzo worked for a time, 
and then managed to slip out the 
front door without being observed. 
There was nobody near the inn out
side. Natives knew enough to keep 
distant when drinking was being 
done; they were fair game for any 
quarrelsome white.

The troopers had tethered their 
horses in front of the inn, and now 
Pedro Garzo went among the ani
mals, and untied them, and fastened 
the reins to the pommels. He 
slapped some of the mounts on their 
rumps and got them started away. 
And suddenly he gave a screech, and 
flew at them. They snorted, stam
peded, flew across the plaza and 
among the huts, creating a din to 
which the natives added with their 
wild screeching.

Pedro Garzo darted around the 
building b e f o r e  the first man 
came tumbling out of the i n n. 
Around to the rear he went, and 
into the patio. Those sober enough 
were hurrying outside. The cry 
went up that the troopers’ horses 
were being stolen.

Sergeant Cassara bellowed orders 
about it, but did not stir from his 
bench. Some of his men staggered 
forth to learn the truth of the tur

moil. Felipe Ruiz laughed, and 
shouted for yet more wine.

In the darkness of the patio, 
Pedro Garzo speedily became El 
Torbellino again. He was chuckling 
as he hurried into the kitchen, now 
deserted by all, even the senorita. 
On he went, to the door of the big 
room, and there he hesitated only 
long enough to make sure of the 
scene.

Felipe Ruiz was waving his arms 
as he made loud talk:

“ You are right, Cassara, my friend! 
This El Torbellino is overrated. 
When you meet him again, for the 
third time, you will be victor, no 
doubt. And when my scratch is 
healed, I shall seek him out! My 
business can wait.”

A sudden squawk came f r o m  
Felipe Ruiz as he happened to glance 
toward the kitchen door.

"Dios! It is he!” he cried.
Sergeant Juan Cassara straightened 

somewhat on the bench. He saw El 
Torbellino walking slowly toward 
him across the room.

“ It is the third time, Cassara!” El 
Torbellino said. “ On your feet!”

“You—you have returned!” Ruiz 
mouthed.

“ To get the purse I lost,” The 
Whirlwind said. “ Do not touch it, 
or I fire!”

He darted forward and got the 
purse, and stowed it away, carefully 
this time. His pistol was not loaded, 
but they did not know that. Lazaga 
was leaning against the counter like 
a man bereft of strength. Ruiz 
seemed rooted to the bench upon 
which he sat. The big sergeant was 
trying to get to his feet.

TWO others were in the room, be
sides those who slept. And one 

of them darted out into the night, 
shrieking that The Whirlwind was 
back again. So there must be speedy 
action.
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“ El Torbellino, one of us dies here 
and now!” Cassara cried. “You have 
mocked me long enough! Back— 
and give me fair chance!”

The Whirlwind retreated a step, 
laughing softly.

Sergeant Cassara managed to get 
on his feet, though he kept those 
feet far apart and swayed. He strug
gled to get the blade from his scab
bard.

“You are too drunk to fight,” The 
Whirlwind said.

Cassara continued working to get 
out his sword. The Whirlwind 
wheeled toward the merchant whose 
wine-bloated face now was a sickly 
green.

“ Out of San Diego de Alcala by 
the dawn!” The Whirlwind ordered. 
“ If you are not, I ’ll run you through 
when n e x t  we meet! It is a 
promise!”

“ I—I’ll go,” Ruiz replied.
"I f  you do not, all the soldiers 

in California cannot keep me from 
you!—Landlord, how much is the 
score ?”

Lazaga cried the amount.
" ’Tis not more than the half of 

that! Let us have no cheating, since 
I am the one to pay.” The Whirl
wind laughed as he took gold from 
Ruiz’ pouch and threw it upon a 
table.

He evaded Cassara’s first wild 
lunge, and the sergeant went on past 
and crashed against the wall.

“Troopers!” he screamed. "To me! 
Catch the rogue!”

“ ’Tis the third meeting,” The 
Whirlwind said. “ And you scarce 
can lift your sword. ’Twould be 
the act of a craven to run you 
through now.”

HE darted in swiftly, his blade 
shot out, and the sergeant was 

disarmed. Reeling back against the 
wall, Cassara cursed him.

“ Make an end of it,”  he begged.

“ I cannot face my capitan. You have 
disgraced me!”

"I ’ll visit your capitan one of these 
days, and disgrace him also,” The 
Whirlwind promised. “ Remember 
my order, Felipe Ruiz! And you, 
fat landlord, beware how you water 
wine and cheat on the score! I shall 
be near at hand.”

From the kitchen, at that moment, 
came a woman’s scream. No woman 
but Senorita Juanita was in the 
place. The Whirlwind guessed that 
the scream was a warning that sol
diers were coming at him through 
the kitchen. They were at the front 
door again, too, and even at the 
window through which he had es
caped before.

They were drunken, reeling, stag
gering, but they had arms and could 
shoot. The Whirlwind did not fear 
their blades. He ran swiftly to the 
counter, and got behind it driving 
Lazaga away.

This last mad escapade seemed 
likely to end with ruin for him. He 
darted down behind the counter as a 
pistol roared. The ball flew among 
pots of honey on a shelf, and did 
damage. Another gun roared.

"Seize him!” Felipe Ruiz cried. 
“ Recover the purse he took from me. 
Half its contents as a reward, to the 
man who seizes him!”

THAT should bring results, Ruiz 
thought. T h i s  El Torbellino 

would be killed, else captured to 
stretch rope. And Felipe Ruiz then 
could remain safely in San Diego de 
Alcala, and ply his swindles.

But the offer had the opposite 
effect. Men left both doors un
guarded to rush forward to the at
tack. Those watching through the 
windows from outside left the win
dows and hurried to the door to get 
in.

The Whirlwind had put his use
less pistol away. Now he put his
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sword aside for a moment, too. And 
suddenly honey pots began raining 
upon those who advanced, cracking 
against their heads, deluging their 
faces with the sticky contents.

They swerved aside. More guns 
spoke and more bullets crashed 
against the walls. A honey pot 
knocked down a torch. Another 
made Sergeant Cassara reel as he 
started forward. Another torch went 
out. The Whirlwind seized the tal
low pan and hurled it at the man 
nearest him.

Then he was over the counter and 
at them, his blade in his hand again. 
He struck, thrust, lunged. He pierced 
arms and shoulders, but did not seek 
to wound seriously or to kill. And 
now they held fire, those who had 
loaded pistols for fear of shooting 
one another. “ Senores, a Dios!" 
The Whirlwind cried from the kit
chen door, and in an instant was gone.

“ After him!" Cassara shouted. "A 
corporal’s badge to the man who 
slays the rogue!”

"And half my purse!" cried Felipe.

EL TORBELLINO rushed through 
the kitchen and into the dark 

patio. He stripped off cloak and 
hood, and again he made a bundle 
and hid it away. And this time he 
was careful that the merchant’s purse 
was not lost. Into a water-filled olla 
h e dropped i t, knowing nobody 
would search for it there.

Into the patio rushed some of the 
troopers, one of them with a torch 
held high. They beheld Pedro Garzo 
standing in a door, rubbing his eyes 
with his fists. “ Is a man never to 
sleep?” Pedro Garzo asked.

“ El Torbellino—where did he go?” 
somebody demanded.

"The Whirlwind? Where does it 
ever go?” Pedro Garzo asked.

“ The man is a foo l!” a soldier 
cried. “He has gone over the patio 
wall! After him! Half the purse— !”

Pedro Garzo stepped back again 
into the little room where he had 
his cot. He dropped upon the cot, 
relaxed, smiled softly in the dark
ness. He could hear Felipe Ruiz 
bellowing for a time, and then it 
grew quiet in the inn. He could hear 
the troopers calling in the distance 
as they gathered their horses. He 
heard Sergeant Juan Cassara, finally, 
profanely ordering his men to re
turn to the presidio. Then there was 
peace.

And then, very softly, he heard 
singing, and knew that it was in the 
patio, just across from his room. It 
was the Senorita Juanita singing. 
She was singing the song of the 
two doves. She knew! But Pedro 
Garzo had no fear of her telling.

And the following morning he bent 
his head to hide a smile, as he was 
working around the fireplace and old 
Fray Marcos entered to hold speech 
with Lazaga.

“ It grieves me that your establish
ment becomes notorious,” Fray Mar
cos said. “Last night, there was a 
w i l d  orgy — drinking, quarelling, 
shooting, profanity, obscene song.”

“ I cannot drive the soldiers from 
my place,” Lazaga complained. “They 
would ruin me.”

“This travelling merchant, Felipe 
Ruiz, who seems to have started it 
all—”

“ He departed at dawn,” Lazaga 
said.

“ Perhaps it is well. I cannot be 
harsh today, though I should be. In 
my poor box this morning, I found 
a quantity of gold. We can do good 
work with the money. But I wish I 
could thank the donor,” said Fray 
Marcos. Pedro Garzo suddenly was 
before him, bowing, handing him a 
bit of parchment he had dropped.

“I thank you, senor,” Fray Marcos 
said. And Pedro Garzo was not 
sure but what there was a double 
meaning in the thanks.
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USUALLY, on a Sunday morn
ing, the town of Egmont lay 
hushed under a pall of heat 

and dust. Its two saloons were 
closed, and its single street, broiling 
beneath the Texas sun, was deserted. 
But on this particular Sabbath, ex
citement gripped the town. A dozen 
men—angry cowpunchers from the 
nearby Circle X—were milling out
side the sheriff’s office, and plenty 
of trouble blazed in their bloodshot 
eyes.

“ If he don’t do it,” one of them 
rasped, “we’ll get us a sheriff who 
will!”

“ An’ doggone pronto, too!” some
body else threatened.

The harsh voices stabbed the still
ness in the office, where young 
Sheriff “ Lanky” Boll sat, gray of face. 
He scarcely glanced up at Cy Ham- 
merton, the stocky, white-haired 
owner of the Circle X, who had 
come in as spokesman for his wad- 
dies. But he heard every word the 
rancher uttered.

“ I know danged well how you feel 
about it, Lanky,” Cy was saying, 
“an’ I'm right sorry. Personally, I 
wouldn't want to be in your boots 
for all the money in the state. All
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the same, though, your job’s gotta 
be done! You bein’ sheriff, it’s up 
to you to go out an’ arrest that 
brother o’ yourn!”

LANKY TIM BOLL, newly elect
ed to his post—and much too 

young for the job, according to some 
opinions—sat at his desk and frown
ed at his horny hands. His dishev
eled sandy hair dangled over his 
forehead, damp with sweat. His 
long freckled countenance wa6 taut 
and grim.

“ Cy,” he said quietly, "when I 
took this job, I sure didn’t figger I ’d 
have to go out an’ hamstring my 
own brother. Right now, I don’t 
mind tellin’ yuh, I got a good no
tion to turn in my star an’ go back 
to pokin’ cow-meat!”

“But you won’t,” Hammerton as
sured him, tersely. "Leastwise, not 
if I know you.”

“No-o, reckon I won’t,” Lanky con
ceded in a mutter. “ Still it’s mighty 
tough—”

“Sufferin’ toads!” exclaimed the 
old rancher. “ Is it your fault if 
your brother turns out to be an 
ornery polecat? He’s just a yeller 
coyote with a—”

“Hold on, Cy!” Abruptly the lean 
sheriff rose, six feet of bone and 
muscle, and his narrow eyes flamed 
across the desk at the thickset cattle
man. “ I don’t want yuh to talk 
none about Tex that-away! Sabe?” 
His deep voice dropped. “ If he’s 
guilty o’ rustlin’ yuhr stock—”

“He’s guilty as hell!” Hammerton 
vehemently declared. “My boys saw 
him drive the cows away!”

“So yuh told me once,” Lanky 
said drily. ,

“An' I’m tellin’ you again it’s your 
duty as sheriff to go out an’ arrest 
ruBtlers whether they’re your brother 
or not! Me, I don’t see no call for 
argument.”

"I ain’t denyin’ my duty,” softly

said Lanky Boll. “ Come on!” He 
crossed the office with long strides, a 
rangy figure who still wore the 
clothes he had used as a puncher. 
The only additions were the star 
on his checkered shirt and the extra 
Colt .45 that hung on his left hip, 
balancing the six-gun on the right. 
He snatched up his battered Stetson, 
pulled it over his sandy hair, and 
stepped outside into the glaring sun
light.

Instantly, magically, the clamor of 
the waddies subsided. A dozen pairs 
of eyes, sullen and challenging, 
glowered at him as he stood on the 
office porch.

It was as if these men were await
ing a speech. Lanky surveyed them 
all with grim, tight-lipped intensity.

Nominally they were his friends; 
but he suspected they weren’t trust
ing him much today. He shot out 
curtly:

“Which o’ yuh claim yuh saw my 
brother Tex rustlin’ Circle X 
cattle?”

A CHORUS of angry voices an
swered, and five hands promptly 

rose high in response.
"All five o’ yuh, huh?” mumbled 

Lanky, with a frown.
“Yeah!” Flatface Hawkins,a stubby 

man with blue jaws, replied for the 
others. “ D’yuh want the details?” 

“ Go ahead,” snapped Lanky. “ I ’m 
listenin’.”

“ Us five was out nighthawkin’,” 
Flatface asserted. “ We was ridin’ 
toward Williams’ Gulch when, all of 
a sudden, we spot this hombre herd
in’ twenty-odd head o’ longhorns 
through Devil’s Draw. We were 
sure surprised, sheriff, seein’ as how 
there ain’t been much rustlin’ here
abouts lately.

“We crept up on him soft an’ easy, 
like, an’ we was within fifty yards 
o’ him ’fore he heard us. It was 
yore brother Tex, all right! Every
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one of us reckemized him I Soon 
as he saw us, he lit off like a streak 
o’ forked, sizzlin’ lightnin’ l”

“Which way?” askea Lanky, his 
voice hard.

“ Into the hills,” retorted Flatface 
Hawkins. “ We chased him more’n 
eight miles.”

“ Sling any lead?”
“ Plenty! But he got away. He 

had a hoss faster’n blazes.”

LANKY BOLL’S lips were com
pressed to a thin slash. With 

his thumbs hooked in his gun-belt, 
he asked:

“ Where did you lose sight o’ 
Tex?”

“Just this side o’ Bent-horn 
Butte!” said Flatface. “ Him an’ his 
hoss, they disappeared like ghosts. 
We hunted sign o’ them for an hour, 
but there wasn’t none in them bad
lands. Besides, the moon went down 
over the hills, an’ we couldn’t see so 
good.”

At the mention of Bent-horn 
Butte the sheriff had stiffened with 
a slight start. His eyes widened a 
little. Now, with a falter in his 
tones, he repeated: “ An’—an’ yuh’re 
plumb sure it was my brother Tex?” 

“ Positive!” maintained Flatface. 
“ There’s five of us ready to swear 
to it!”

For a moment, then, there was 
silence. Lanky Boll turned his pale 
face and squinted toward the purple 
mountains on the western horizon. 
He couldn’t actually see Bent-horn 
Butte from here, but he knew ex
actly where to find it. And he knew, 
too,—he believed—where to find his 
brother. His bony young features 
became as hard as rock, and as gray.

“ W ell?” suddenly demanded old 
Cy Hammerton, standing behind 
him. “What’re you gonna do about 
it?”

Lanky Boll’s hands abruptly fell 
away from his belt. With odd fires

in his eyes, he turned to the cattle
man. He said in a thick, deter
mined voice:

“ I still don’t believe Tex is a 
rustler! But long as yuh got five 
witnesses against him, I ’ll go out 
into them hills an’ bring him back 
to stand trial! As sheriff, reckon 
that’s what I gotta do. An’ I aim 
to do it.”

A chorus of approval welled up 
from the cowhands. They Btirred 
as if a trance had been shattered. 
A few men moved toward their 
horses, and Cy Hammerton quickly 
offered:

“ My boys ’ll ride with you, 
Lanky.”

“No, they won’t !” snapped the 
sheriff. “I ’ll ride alone!”

“ But listen—”
“ When I want a posse, I’ll ask 

for it!” Lanky Boll jumped off the 
porch and started toward Craggle’s 
Stable, where his horse waited in 
comparatively cool shade. He walked 
with long, shuffling strides that flung 
up clouds of yellow dust.

He knew that a number of un
certain frowns were fixed upon him. 
Perhaps there were men who thought 
that if he did locate his brother, it 
would probably be to warn Tex 
away; nothing more. Aware of their 
suspicions, he said stiffly:

“ I’ll ride alone—an’ I ’ll bring Tex 
back!"

II

IT WAS noon when Sheriff Lanky 
Tim Boll reached the badlands, 
with the purple mountains tow

ering only a few miles ahead. His 
black stallion, though proceeding at 
an easy pace, was covered with sweat 
and lather and dust; and Lanky him
self looked as if he had travelled 
days instead of hours. His young 
face was hard. The brim of his 
Stetson was tugged low over squint
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ing eyes, and the two Colts clung 
tightly to his sides.

If there were strange thuddings 
in his chest, his bony countenance 
betrayed no sign of such nervous
ness.

Lanky continued westward, toward 
the mountains piled against a white- 
hot sky. He let the stallion choose 
its own pace among the boulders 
that surrounded him, for his mind 
was absorbed by other matters.

“This is sure a fine way to go 
meet yer brother!” he mused bitterly.

He hoped Tex would listen to rea
son, and, being innocent, come along 
readily. He hoped desperately Tex 
would not make it necessary for 
him to draw his Colts.

"Doggone!” he grated. “What’s 
the use o’ thinkin’ o’ such things? 
I wouldn’t draw on Tex!”

HE was moving now through a 
country of great rocks, jagged 

ridges, and deep, narrow ravines. 
Scarcely two miles away loomed the 
bluish crag known as Bent-horn 
Butte—a kind of devil’s horn rising 
out of the ground. As he peered 
at it, he became acutely conscious 
of those wild thumpings in his chest. 
His perspiration began to run more 
freely.

For he thought he knew just 
where he would find Tex. On the 
south side of the Butte there was 
an old cave he and his brother had 
used as boys. There, in a retreat 
they had proudly kept secret from 
other youngsters, they had played 
“ Injun” and “ smuggler.” Once they 
had boldly camped there all night, 
with the result that all Egmont was 
out by morning to hunt for them.

“ If Tex disappeared around Bent- 
horn Butte,” Lanky muttered to him
self, frowning, “he most likely hid 
in the cave!”

So Sheriff Boll didn’t trouble to 
read signs as he rode. He kept his

narrow gaze fastened on the Butte. 
And presently, when he reached it, 
he dismounted with the confident air 
of one who has come to the end of 
a long journey.

He staked the stallion in the 
shade of a few cottonwoods. Then 
he hitched up his belt and started 
to climb the steep rise.

He had some sixty feet to go be
fore he came to the ledge where a 
screen of brush hid the mouth of the 
cave. Funny how well he remem
bered every detail of this place, after 
almost twenty years. He stared at 
the brush and saw, with a quicken
ing of his breaths, that it had re
cently been trampled.

A grim smile twisted his lips. 
There was a chance, of course, that 
Tex had already departed; but this 
he did not immediately consider.

Standing on the ledge, Lanky 
turned and sent a slow, keen sur
vey over the country behind him. 
It was stark in the hot sunshine. 
He searched but saw nothing. Not 
even a stirring of wind broke the 
vast stillness. At any rate, he as
sured himself, the Circle X boys 
hadn’t distrusted him sufficiently to 
follow him, and for that he was 
grateful.

Squatting, Lanky parted the brush 
with his arms. He squinted keenly 
into the darkness of the cavern. And 
instantly, in that gloom, he saw the 
figure of a man stretched flat on his 
back!

A BIG m an, huge-chested, 1 a y 
breathing heavily, with his som

brero half-covering his massive face. 
The sheriff gaped at him, then 
snapped:

“ Tex!"
Tex Boll started out of sleep with 

a gasp. He sat up blinking, staring. 
His red hair all but concealed his 
frightened eyes. But when he rec
ognized the squatting man on the
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ledge, a sudden grin of relief creased 
his countenance.

“ By the great jumpin’ toad!” he 
ejaculated. “ Yuh—yuh sure gave me 
a scare, Lanky!”

“Whht in blazes yuh doin' here?” 
the sheriff demanded.

“ I been waitin’ for yuh,” said Tex.
“ What!"
“Why, sure.” Tex, fully awake 

now, came crawling out into the sun
shine. He was still grinning as he 
squatted beside his younger brother. 
“ Figgered them Circle X waddies 
would shoo yuh out after me,” he 
explained. “An’ when they told yuh 
where they’d last seen me, I kinda 
had a hunch yuh’d know just where 
to come to have a look—see.”

LANKY was bewildered. Certainly 
it wasn’t strange that their minds 

had functioned along the same chan
nels in regard to the cave. But 
why Tex had deliberately awaited 
his coming, he couldn’t understand.

“ What’d yuh want to see me for?” 
he challenged.

“ I ’m in a hell of a hole, Lanky. I 
need help.”

“ Meanin’— ?”
“ Look.” Tex’s grin had vanished, 

and he became very earnest. “When 
them Circle X critters was chasin’ 
me, I headed hell-bent out along In
dian Gorge. Just alongside the roar
in’ river. I wasn’t figgerin’ on corn
in’ here a-tall. I had my mind fixed 
on the Border. Sabe? But on the 
edge o’ the Gorge my Pinto has to 
go an’ step into a hole. Busted his 
leg, I reckon.

“ Anyhow, he flew over an’ down 
into the water at the bottom o’ the 
canyon. Me, I almost went with 
him. Dunno how I ever managed to 
slide outta the saddle quick enough 
to save my hide. Anyhow, there I 
was without a hoss, without nothin,’ 
an’ only half a mile from the Butte. 
So I lit out this-a-way.”

“An’—an’ yuh been sleepin’ here
since?”

“ Well, not exactly sleepin’,” Tex 
corrected. “ I been watchin’ for yuh, 
Lanky. “ Figgered if yuh came yuh, 
could mebbe get me a hoss an’ some 
grub an’ let me mosey on to the 
other side o’ the Border, where I 
got plenty o’ friends.”

Lanky Tim Boll gaped at his 
huge brother, half in amazement, 
half in horror. He gasped:

“Then—then yuh did try to rustle 
Circle X cattle!”

Tex shrugged. “Yep,” he admit
ted drily, peering away across the 
badlands. “Only it didn't work out.” 

“ Steamin’ tarantulas!” hoarsely 
whispered Lanky, stunned. He had 
lost all color again, and his nerves 
were taut. "What—what in blazes 
did yuh want to do that for, Tex?”

THOUGHTFULLY Tex Boll spat 
over the ledge.

"I was dead broke,” he said 
quietly. “Lost every cent I had in 
a poker game Friday night. Even 
lost my smoke-pole.” He tapped the 
empty holster at his hip. “So I got 
to thinkin’ about a hombre who’d 
offered me a good price for Circle 
X beef, if I could rustle it over to 
him. An’—well, reckon that's all 
there is to tell, Lanky.” He looked 
at the sheriff narrowly. “How about 
it, ol’ timer? Yuh gonna get me a 
hoss an’ grub?”

Lanky Tim Boll suddenly rose to 
his six feet of hard muscle. He 
glared down at his brother.

“No!” he said.
“ Huh?”—aghast.
“Tex, listen! Yuh’re a rustler, an* 

I ’m sheriff. I got to pull yuh into 
Egmont an’ see that yuh stand 
trial!”

For a second Tex gaped up as if 
he hadn’t quite heard. Then he 
caught his breath, scrambled to his 
feet. “ What in the hell are yuh



80 THRILLING ADVENTURES

talkin’ about?” he demanded harshly. 
"Reckon yuh heard me plain, Tex.” 
"Arrest me?”
"That’s it.”
“Yuh—yuh’re plumb loco!” rasped 

Tex, beginning to flush.
"Mebbe so,” Lanky softly con

ceded. His eyes were flashing. "I 
hate to do this, Tex. I—I’d rather 
go to jail myself. But I ’m sheriff 
hereabouts, an’ I reckon I owe it to 
these folks to sorta forget my feel- 
in’s right now.”

"But Lanky! For the love o'—” 
"No use arguin’, Tex. W e’re 

headin’ for Egmont!”

FOR a moment they stood silent 
on the ledge, their stormy eyes 

clashing. Then Tex’s lips receded 
from his teeth in an ugly snarl. 
Fury drained the flush from his fea
tures, and his fingers curled into 
fists.

"Oh, yeah?” he whispered.
"Yeah, ’an’ we’re startin’ pronto!” 
"Like hell we are!” Tex flung 

back. "Listen, Lanky! Yuh’re only 
ten-twelve miles from Egmont. Yuh 
can walk back ’fore dark. Me, I ’m 
takin’ yer hoss an’ rid in’ for the 
Border!”

Very grimly the sheriff retorted, 
“Yuh heard what I said. We head 
for Egmont—right now!”

At that Tex Boll threw back his 
enormous head and laughed—a burst 
of harsh, mirthless laughter that 
trembled with defiance.

It stopped just is abruptly as it 
had begun.

“All right,” he said. “Try an’ 
take me if yuh think yuh can! Me, 
I ’m hoppin’ into yuhr saddle!” 

Without offering another word, he 
sprang from the ledge and went 
scrambling down the steep slope of 
the Butte. An avalanche of gravel 
and stones accompanied him. He 
almost ran, steadying himself by 
seizing at rocks and brush as he

went down toward the waiting stal
lion.

“Tex!”
Up on the ledge Sheriff Boll sud

denly drew his six-guns. His eyes 
flared dangerously. He cried:

“ Stand where yuh are, or I’ll load 
yuh with lead!”

Lanky’s voice was terrible in its 
shaking wrath. Hearing it, the 
startled Tex did stop. He caught 
at a rock and turned. He blinked 
up at the ledge—up into the steady 
bores of two Colts that glared at 
his chest!

“L-Lanky!” he blurted huskily. 
“Yuh—yuh wouldn’t—”

"Wouldn’t I?” — savagely. "I ’m 
actin’ as sheriff now, Tex! An’ I ’m 
arrestin’ yuh!”

"But—”
“ I ’m a-comin’ down, an’ we’re goin’ 

into Egmont, an’ that settles the 
argument!”

AS he spoke, Lanky holstered one 
of his guns. The other remained 

in his grip, glowering down at the 
stupefied Tex. He let himself over 
the edge of the ledge and started 
down the slope determinedly. Some 
thirty feet still separated the broth
ers, and across that expanse they 
stared at each other.

Then, of a sudden, Tex Boll hard
ened. He actually sneered. He 
rapped out:

"Yuh wouldn’t do it, Lanky! Not 
to me! If yuh think yuh can—well, 
I ’m callin’ yer bluff!”

And on that challenge Tex whirl
ed around and continued his down
hill dash toward the stallion. He 
went in deliberate defiance of the 
gun, not even pausing to glance 
back at it.

Lanky halted.
His face was suddenly gaunt with 

resolve. His eyes blazed. He knew 
he couldn’t catch his brother before 
Tex leaped into the saddle and raced
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away. He was sheriff of Egmont, 
and his prisoner was escaping! He 
had to shoot!

So he aimed carefully at Tex’s 
back. His eyes were flaming slits. 
His teeth bit fiercely into his lower 
lip, and his finger tightened around 
the trigger.

“Go ahead!” he rasped to himself. 
“ Yuh got to shoot!”

It was just a matter of squeezing 
that trigger. Just a twitch of his 
finger. He stood rigid, knowing he 
couldn’t miss. The sweat oozed out 
of his body. His arm began to 
tremble.

"Shoot!”  he grated.
He watched Tex go through 

twenty, thirty, forty feet of brush. 
He watched Tex reach level ground 
and race toward the stallion. Tex 
looked up over his shoulder and 
grinned — a grin of triumph and 
mockery.

“ I told yuh!” he yelled.
Lanky Tim Boll just stood there, 

aiming his six-gun! His mind 
shrieked desperately that he must 
fire. Now! Now, before it was too 
late! But his finger had somehow 
become paralyzed. It simply would 
not squeeze the trigger. It quivered 
—it ached—

Until, at last, Lanky uttered a 
groan of despair. He knew he 
couldn’t shoot Tex. Just couldn’t! 
And Tex was getting away. He 
jammed the Colt back into its hol
ster and plunged wildly down the 
slope.

I l l

T WAS the black stallion that 
decided matters.
The horse had moved about so 

uneasily that its reins had become 
tangled in a low-hanging branch of 
a cottonwood. Reaching the animal, 
Tex had to fuss furiously in an 
effort to free the leather. It delayed 
him.

By the time he was ready to leap 
into the saddle, Lanky was at his 
back—breathless, fiery-eyed. Indeed, 
Lanky crashed into him, throwing 
the big man off balance.

“ Mebbe I couldn’t shoot yuh!” he 
panted hoarsely. “ But I—I’m gonna 
drag yuh into Egmont j u s t  the 
same!”

Tex whirled around, glaring.
“Oh, yeah?” he flung out savagely. 

“How?”
“ I’m gonna beat the daylights 

outta yuh with my fists!” cried 
Lanky. “ An’ when yuh’ve had enough 
I ’m gonna sling yuh over my hoss 
an’ tote yuh in! Yuh’re a rustler, 
Tex, an’ I can’t let yuh get av/ay 
with it!”

Tex stared. Then he straightened, 
tugged up his pants, and smiled 
venomously.

“ Oh! So yuh figger yuh can lick 
me that way, huh?”

“ I ’m givin’ yuh a—a chance to put 
up yuhr paws!” Lanky hurled back.

Again Tex grinned; with eminent 
satisfaction now. He drew off his 
sombrero and flung it aside. He 
was much bigger and heavier than 
his brother, and a contest of this 
sort struck him as something of a 
joke.

“ Mebbe yu’d better sling off them 
holsters,” he said. “Just in case—’*

TREMBLING in every nerve, 
Lanky Tim Boll unbuckled his 

belts and tossed them aside. He 
was white with impassioned deter
mination. His eyes flared into Tex’s, 
and he demanded;

“Yuh set?”
“Let’s go!” Tex chuckled.
It was Lanky who charged first 

He raced in, dodged under hit 
brother’s gigantic fist, and planted 
a thudding blow squarely in Tex’s 
stomach.

The big man grunted, more in 
surprise than in pain. His eyes
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widened, and he staggered back. Be
fore he could raise his arms a furi
ous crack smashed against his jaw, 
sent him reeling dizzily to one side.

“ D-damn yuh!” gasped Tex. And 
then the fight was no longer a joke 
to him.

He gathered his strength and 
plunged forward in blind rage, his 
red head lowered like a charging 
bull’s. He drove out his fists, bang
ing one straight into Lanky’s chest. 
It was a terrific blow. The sheriff 
felt as though his bones had been 
shattered. He tottered back in a 
daze, with Tex wildly following, 
hurling fists at his head.

A boulder stopped Lanky’s recoil. 
There he stood, and they remained 
toe to toe, shoulders hunched, swing
ing away at each other.

BLOOD suddenly spurted from 
Tex’s nose. As suddenly one of 

Lanky’s eyes was shut behind a dis
play of explosive red lights. They 
labored for breath, gasping. Both 
were dizzy and staggering. But their 
fists continued to fly out madly.

A b they fought, they edged away 
from the boulder. On and on, with
out a moment’s respite, their punches 
thudded heavily, until—

How it happened Lanky Tim Boll 
never really knew. He must have 
stepped on something that rolled 
away under his foot. He stumbled 
crazily, losing his balance. A hoarse 
cry broke from him, and his arms 
rose. But Tex’s fist, swinging 
through a vicious circle, chose that 
moment to crash against the side of 
his brother’s jaw.

Lanky plunged sideways in a veri
table dive. He fell over a rock— 
banged his head on its jagged edge. 

That was the end.
The lean sheriff of Egmont lay 

In an unconscious huddle, with 
blood streaming from a hideous gash 
in his head! It reddened the rock

and the gravel beside it. It con
tinued to pour down over his

Tex Boll, with his own big face 
splotched crimson, stood swaying 
like a dizzy colossus. He glared 
down at his brother in savage 
triumph.

“Yuh doggone fool!” he grated 
hoarsely. "Yuh shoulda knowed yuh 
couldn’t lick me! Yuh shoulda had 
more sense! It’s yer own fault!”

As he spoke, fighting for breath, 
he backed away toward the stallion. 
He caught its reins in an unsteady 
hand, turned, and forced his bulk 
up into the saddle.

A moment he sat there, staring 
down at Lanky’s crimson head. Then 
he sneered.

“Mebbe I oughta tote yuh into a 
doctor’s house,” he rasped aloud. 
“ But why in blazes should I? If I 
showed up in Egmont, them Circle 
X buzzards would string me up to 
the nearest tree! Or else they’d 
fling me into jail! Why in hell 
should I risk my neck just ’cause 
yuh was a fool?”

He suddenly snorted derisively, 
and jerked the stallicn’s head toward 
the south.

“Me,” he cried, “ I ’m headin’ for 
the Border!”

He dug his heels into the horse’s 
ribs, and the panicky mount leaped 
away like a jackrabbit, galloping 
furiously toward the distant Border 
—and safety.

IV

FULLY a half hour dragged by 
before Lanky Tim Boll opened 
his agonized eyes. At the be
ginning, as consciousness returned, 

he couldn’t quite understand where 
he was or what had happened. He 
knew only that he was rising and 
falling, rising and falling, as though 
he were in the saddle of a walking 
horse.
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And that, he Boon discovered, was 
true!

He was propped up on a horse— 
his own black stallion! He sat there 
limply, with his right arm around 
the shoulders of a man who strode 
beside him, supporting his weight. 
He blinked down. And in a tone 
at once cracked and husky, he 
gasped:

“T ex !"
Tex Boll, crazily disheveled, grin

ned up at him. “ Feelin’ easier?” he 
asked.

But Lanky could only manage a 
hoarse, “Wh-what—”

“ Easy, easy!” Tex cautioned earn
estly. “Yuh’re hurt pretty doggone 
bad. I got yuh head tied up with 
my undershirt, but it sure looks a 
mess. Reckon* yuh’ll be all right, 
though, once I get yuh into town 
an’ we see the doctor.”

“ Into town?” whispered Lanky, 
aghast.

“Yeah,” Tex grunted. They pro
ceeded in silence for a while, the 
big man glowering. Then he said 
thickly: “To tell yuh the truth,

Lanky, I—I tried to leave yuh back 
there. Tried to streak out for the 
Border!”

“Wh-why didn’t yuh?” croaked 
Lanky.

The red-headed man’s mouth twist
ed in a peculiar, humorless smile.

“ I—dunno,” he admitted softly. 
“ It’s kinda hard to tell. Yuh—yuh 
remember how yuh felt when yuh 
tried to shoot me a while back, an’ 
just couldn’t?”

“ Sure—”
“Well, reckon that’s how I felt, 

too,” Tex said weakly. “ I wanted 
to ride an’ leave yuh there for the 
buzzards. I aktchally started off, 
too. But—I dunno. I just couldn’t 
keep a-goin’. I hadda come back, 
Lanky. I hadda!”

They moved on in silence for al
most five minutes. Then Sheriff 
Lanky Tim Boll huskily whispered: 
“ But yuh can’t go into Egmont, 
Tex! They’ll grab yuh soon as they 
lay eyes on yuh!”

“Aw, what the hell!” snorted Tex 
Boll, a little shakily. ‘ What the 
hell!”
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S.T. LAURENT! God, what heat! 
Slowly Perron climbed the 
ladder from the steel cage 

deep in the hold of the ship and 
followed the line of convicts across 
the deck to the gangplank. The 
bright sunlight blinded him at first, 
and then gradually the objects be
fore him became distinct—the dock, 
crowded with blacks and a scatter
ing of white officials; the gray stone 
walls and buildings beyond, and the 
vivid green of the jungle. A gor
geous sight, that jungle!

It seemed impossible to Perron 
that the place could be the hell it 
was reported.

In a large bare room in the prison 
each man was made to strip, and as 
his name was called, he was num
bered and catalogued like some prize 
beef.

After that he was given a blouse 
with a number stamped prominently 
across the front, a pair of trousers, 
a wide-brimmed hat of straw, and a 
pair of sandals. '

Perron glanced ruefully at his 
number and pulled on his clothes. 
In the beginning it had all seemed 
so impossible—some terrible mistake.

Someone would surely learn the 
truth and the farce would end. But 
no one had, and here he was, a 
convict in Guiana. The steel-shod 
door of a cell-room slammed shut at 
his heels and the last bit of hope 
deserted him.

“They can’t !” he cried aloud. 
“They can’t railroad me like this! 
I ’m an American, damn them — an 
American!”

“ Zut, do not be a foo l!” A con
vict from the boat led him to one 
of the bunks along the wall. “Your 
name is French; you speak the lan
guage, and since you could not 
prove you were an American, they 
found you guilty.”

“ Damn them, they never gave me 
a chance! That lying brute swore 
that I was with him and they would 
not listen to me.”

“ But you admit you were strug
gling with the prefect, and that you 
were drunk besides. What can you 
expect?”
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“ I was drunk, but I knew what I 
was doing. I happened to be pass
ing and saw the attack. I tried to 
help the old fool and he hit me 
with his cane. The next thing I 
knew a gendarme had me hand
cuffed.”

“ A most unfortunate incident,” 
the convict shook his head, “but I 
see nothing for you, mon ami, but 
to forget the past and plan to es
cape when you can. It is better to 
hope for the future than to poison 
the brain with the past.”

Young, strong, and with the stamp 
of intelligence on him, in spite of 
his shaved head and the worried 
lines in his face, Perron let the 
words sink in and fought down the 
frenzy that had come over him. Es
cape!

Yes, there was still that.
And then, as he lifted his eyes to 

stare about him, his saner thoughts 
were again wiped from his harried 
brain. There before him, arrogant

and brutal, stood the one man in all 
the world whom he hated most. It 
was Le Bee, the lying, unprincipled 
bully whom he had seen attacking 
the prefect of police that night in 
Marseilles—the man who had falsely 
sworn that he, Perron, was his 
partner.

THE small, close-set eyes of Le 
Bee opened wide. His immense 

fists opened and closed, and the arter
ies in his short, thick neck began to 
pulse with sudden rage. “Nom de 
Dicu!” he roared. “ So you are here, 
too—you dog of a meddler!”

Perron, the accumulated resent
ment and anger of the past weeks 
rising like a flood, took a step to
ward Le Bee and stood there, his 
breath coming in fitful gasps. “Yes, 
damn you, I am here!” he raged. 
“ Here because of your dirty lies! 
Because you are a beastly coward!” 

Le Bee seemed astonished at first, 
then he roared with laughter. De-
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liberately he, too, took a step for
ward; then coloring suddenly with 
anger, he swung a hairy fist at Per
ron’s head.

For all its terrific force, the blow 
was like the slow opening thrust of 
some mighty piston. Perron dodged 
it easily and sent his own fist 
straight at the big man’s ugly face. 
Twice more he hit before the huge 
fist swung again, and as he stepped 
aside he landed just below the 
bully’s ribs.

With a bellow, Le Bee came at 
him again, murder gleaming from 
his blood-shot eyes. His broken lips 
were open and his round, shaved 
head was thrust forward, inviting a 
repetition of the blows,

PERRON knew that if once those 
ponderous arms closed about him 

it would be the ĵgd, but he accepted 
the challenge unhesitatingly. He 
jabbed and ducked, and jabbed again, 
as Le Bee' came on. He realized 
that he was being crowded against 
the wall. Perron was good with his 
fists; he knew how to cover, too, 
but the fighting he knew was not 
the brutal trickery of the Marseilles 
docks.

Tense and wary he waited. As 
the bully rushed, Perron sent his 
fist crashing into his eye and es
caped under one of the flying arms. 
A howl of delight went up from the 
spectators, and a bellow of rage 
emerged from Le Bee, Perron dodged 
another wild swing and stepped 
back a little to catch his vind. The 
ugly, swollen face before him was 
twisted with hate and pain. One 
eye was fast closing. If Perron 
could land on the other one now the 
muscle-bound brute would be help
less.

Le Bee, too,, seemed to realize the 
danger in those chopping blows at 
his face, and his jaws snapped shut 
with a determination to end it.

Without caution or thought of the 
consequences, he rushed in, head 
down and arms spread wide.

Perron was ready. Twice he 
landed before he ducked, and both 
blows were close to Le Bee’s one 
good eye. Another roar went up 
from the onlookers. Le Bee, his 
arrogant conceit outraged and be
littled, discarded the last pretense 
at skill.

Perron sprang to one side and 
aimed a terrific blow. But it did 
not land. He tripped as a foot was 
thrust in front of him, and lost his 
balance. The fist he had avoided 
so successfully was suddenly in 
front of him and before he could 
recover, it crashed against his jaw.

II

T HE mad yelling had ceased 
and the men had gone back 
to their bunks when Perron 
opened his eyes. He was dizzy and 

he closed his eyes again in an effort 
to collect his thoughts. The vision 
of a driving fist flashed through his 
brain and he remembered—Le Bee. 
He recalled the foot, too, that had 
tripped him, and he muttered an 
oath. But what could he expect 
from a room full of convicts— 
thieves and murderers from the sink
holes of France.

He tried to move and sank back 
with a stab of pain in his side. He 
felt of his ribs and found them 
bruised and sore. The penalty of 
defeat, he knew without asking. Le 
Bee had no doubt kicked him until 
he tired, then spat at him.

Painfully Perron rose to his feet 
and in the washroom at one end of 
the dormitory he bathed his face. 
He had been a fool to fight there 
before all the others, but his anger 
had gotten the better of him. 
Strange he had not seen Le Bee 
before. And yet it was not so
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strange at that. There had been 
nearly six hundred of them on the 
boat, locked in a dozen different 
cages.

He felt the others watching him 
as he made his way back to his bunk, 
and the man whose bed of planks 
was directly across came and sat 
down beside him. “You fought well,” 
he said. “ It was unfortunate you 
slipped.”

“ Slipped, hell!” Perron replied 
with anger. “ Couldn’t you see that 
I was tripped?”

"Sacr6, no! What Bon of a swine 
did that?”

Perron shook his head. “ I would 
like to know.’’

A GROUP had gathered at o n e  
end of the dormitory and from 

where he lay on his bunk Perron 
could see that Le Bee was the cen
ter of it. He was the hero, now, 
and already the weak were bidding 
for his favor.

"Vive le boeuf—the bull!” a shifty, 
fat-faced youth shouted his praise. 
“Look at his arms—big as my leg! 
Look at his chest—his shoulders!” 

Perron muttered with disgust and 
turned over to ease his aching side. 
He began to ponder on the one 
thing that now meant more than all 
else—escape.

He must talk with Faudre, the 
grizzled old seaman who had once 
made a voyage to Paramaribo in 
Dutch Guiana. Faudre was an ig
norant man, but he knew the sea 
and he had been positive that if he 
could reach Paramaribo he could 
find his way to Venezuela. There 
were others who could advise him, 
too. Yes, hundreds, and they must 
all have plans of their own.

Suddenly Perron sat straight up 
on his boards and stared at the men 
around him. He had seen numbers 
on the shirt-fronts of the convicts 
on the dock that were five and even

ten thousand lower than his own. 
Why were they still here? Why 
hadn’t they put their knowledge to 
the test?

There could be only one answer, 
and the thought left him flounder
ing—desperate.

The roll of a drum announced the 
end of the midday rest. It was the 
signal for the guards to herd them 
down to the river, to beach the great 
logs of mahogany for the saw mill. 
Waist-deep in the murky water, the 
sun beating down like the blast from 
a furnace, Perron began his five 
years at labor. After that there 
would be five yearB in exile and then 
Guiana would be through with him 
—and he would be a worthless, bro
ken old man.

With questions here and there, and 
an occasional talk with one of the 
lib4res, Perron was able to collect 
considerable information. He learned 
that there were maps to be had of 
the jungle—maps made by men who 
had once been there and, for some 
unforeseen reason, had failed in their 
plans; and there were charts of the 
seacoast. There were also the names 
of men from the Dutch side across 
the Maroni, who for five hundred 
francs would land a convict in Ven
ezuela or Brazil.

FIVE hundred francs! They might 
as well have asked a million. There 

were ways of accumulating a little 
money. There were trinkets one 
could make and sell to the natives, 
and there was the gambling. The 
collecting of a few hundred francs 
would take many months and the 
process would be tedious, but it was 
evident to Perron that escape would 
be impossible without it. Money he 
must have. He decided to try the 
gambling.

He watched the card play for 
days. The favorite game of the con
victs was new to him, but Perron
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was not a stranger to cards. An er
rand performed for a guard finally 
brought him ten whole centimes, and 
that night he sat in on one of the 
games. When the group broke up 
and crawled off to their bunks, his 
ten centimes had increased to a 
franc.

After that his thoughts and 
energy were entirely centered on 
accumulating the necessary money. 
Every sou added to his chances of 
success, and no amount was too 
small to interest him. In a month 
he had saved fifteen francs.

There were others, though, who 
coveted these sous besides Perron, 
and one in particular was Le Bee. 
The big Frenchman, however, used 
a different method.

HE had gathered about him a 
handful of followers, and 

through whispered conferences held 
in a corner of the dormitory he gave 
the impression to the others that he 
had devised some marvelous scheme, 
some plan that could not possibly 
fail. If one wished to join this 
clique he paid for the privilege by 
handing over whatever he possessed.

Perron listened and scoffed. He 
had not the slightest idea but that 
Le Bee would walk off some day 
with the money he collected and 
leave the others stranded.

“They say he has a clever idea,” 
a convict insisted.

“ Maybe,” Perron conceded. “ But 
any thought he might have would 
be the inspiration of the devil. What 
is this scheme?”

“No one knows but those who are 
in with him.”

“ And who are they—a nigger from 
Senegal, Faudre, Verdel and that, 
pimply-faced infant that does all his 
dirty work. It would not take much 
talking to convince them of any
thing."

Perron won a few more francs at

his cards that evening, and while he 
played, he watched Le Bee and his 
chosen four at their everlasting 
whispering. Twice his glance met 
the small, black eyes of Le Bee. 
Something told him that they had 
spoken his name.

He carefully concealed his money 
that night. Nothing else about him 
could have interested them, he was 
sure. Faudre would not have robbed 
him, neither did he fear Verdel, but 
Le Bee and the youth would not 
hesitate at murder, to say nothing 
of thievery. He would need to watch
them.

The night passed without incident, 
however, as did the next and the 
next, until he began to wonder if 
his suspicions had not been un
founded. He hoped so. It was not 
pleasant to harbor the feeling that 
someone was waiting for a dark 
night and the chance to slit his 
throat.

The rains set in and the very 
walls of the prison dripped with the 
moisture. All day Perron toiled in 
the river, drenched to the skin, and 
at night he lay wrapped in his 
blanket, fighting the chill and damp
ness that was creeping into his 
bones.

He would have made the break
then. His luck had been good, but 
he felt that if something did not 
happen he would find himself 
screaming aloud some night, beating 
his fists against the bars. But he 
was saved that folly by the arrival 
of a man who had recently finished 
his confinement at St. Joseph.

PERRON asked the convict many 
questions. They all did, though 

they learned very little. He had 
tried to escape through the jungle 
and had lost his way. He had all 
but died, and then he had stumbled 
into a Dutch village and the author
ities had turned him over to the
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French. Six months had been the 
penalty—six months in solitary con
finement.

No, Perron decided, he would not 
risk that. He would wait until the 
rains were over and he had more 
money. He would find something 
to occupy his brain—something.

Two nights later that help came 
to him from a source he had almost 
forgotten. It was well on toward 
morning or he would not have been 
caught asleep. As it happened, he 
had at last worn himself out and the 
wicked thrust of a knife was the 
first knowledge he had of the im
pending danger.

A hand closed over his mouth as 
the blade bit into his flesh, but he 
flung it off and sprang from the 
bunk. He braced himself, ready for 
the next attack, but his assailant had 
sensed the failure of that first thrust 
and had slipped away.

I l l

PERRON did what he could to 
stop the flow of blood. In 
spite of the pain in his side, 
he could not help wondering who 

his would-be murderer had been. He 
had no proof, but somehow the dis
gusting features of the youth who 
basked in the favor of Le Bee stood 
out above all the rest.

With the first streak of dawn Per
ron removed the rag he held against 
the wound and twisted his head to 
examine it. The gash was on his 
left side, four or five ribs below the 
armpit, and the blade tha had made 
it must have been all of two inches 
wide. The thrust had been meant 
for his heart, but instead of enter
ing straight, the blade had followed 
along the outside of a rib.

"Not so bad,” he muttered. "Thank 
God.”

A thought came to him then—an 
idea that was like a narcotic to the

throbbing pain. Was such a thing 
possible? Could he do it? At least 
he could try, and if he poisoned hiB 
blood or weakened and died what 
difference would it make? It would 
kill him anyway if the devils got 
what they were after.

The reveille drum had not yet 
sounded, and making his way to the 
lavabo he washed the stains from his 
blanket, bound the wound as best he 
could and pulled on his blouse. 
When the roll of the drum echoed 
through the corridors he pretended 
to awaken with the rest as if noth
ing had happened. He watched Le 
Bee and he saw that the bully was 
in an ugly mood.

During the day Perron parted 
with one of his precious francs at 
the little pharmacy for a vial of 
antiseptic and another for a bit of 
vaseline. He also selected a piece 
of wood, wide and flat, and carefully 
shaped it. That night he again at
tended the wound. He inserted the 
piece of wood into the cut, then 
bound it up. The pain was extreme, 
but when it was over he did not 
mind. The exhaustion helped him 
to sleep.

Each night after that he patiently 
attended the wound. It was weeks 
before it finally healed, before he 
discarded the piece of wood and the 
soreness was gone, but the result 
proved worth the suffering. He had 
a place to conceal his coveted wealth 
now—a pocket in his very flesh.

THE dreary down-pour gave way 
to sunshine at last; the river sub

sided and the weary toilers of St. 
Laurent emerged from their gloom. 
Again there was talk of freedom— 
escape. "I suppose Le Bee and his 
gang will be missing one of these 
days,” a convict commented envi
ously. “They have a good plan. 
They ought to make it.”

“ So you have heard what it is?'*
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Perron inquired of him, curiously.
“ I am not certain. They are not 

doing much talking, but I under
stand they are going to cross the 
Maroni, make it through the jungle 
to somewhere near Paramaribo, then 
build a boat and take to the sea.”

“ There is nothing new about that, 
except the boat.”

“True, but that is where a thou
sand others have failed. They at
tempt to stow away and are caught. 
Le Bee will have his own boat. 
Verdel will build it and Faudre will 
sail it.”

Verdel would build it. Perron had 
not thought of that, but he recalled 
now that the man had been a ship
wright. That accounted for Le Bee 
having taken him in. There was no 
doubt of Faudre’s place in the 
scheme; and the Negro born in one 
jungle would be at home in another. 
The youth, Perron could not yet"' 
figure out, unless— His hand went 
fo the lump in his side. Yes, no 
doubt that was it.

WITH renewed interest in their 
existence, the convicts brought 

out their cards and the evening 
games were resumed. Perron played 
his hand and complained of losses 
in spite of the fact that he usually 
won.

A week passed and someone whis
pered that Le Bee and his gang were 
leaving the following day. Every
one envied them, Perron included. 
He lay awake for hours that night, 
the irony of the thing eating deep 
into his store of courage. A word 
to one of the guards would have 
done for the lot of them, but he 
could not do that.

He could only bide his time and 
follow when his preparations were 
complete.

A movement out in the aisle be
tween the rows of bunks caught his 
eye and he raised his head to peer

into the semi-darkness. The object 
moved closer, a man; he stopped, 
half rose, then advanced cautiously 
between Perron’s and the bunk on 
his right. Something in the move
ment of the man was familiar and 
then Perron caught a glimpse of his 
profile — the sloping forehead, the 
long nose, and the receding chin.

Muscles tense, Perron waited. The 
figure crept closer. A hand reached 
out and a broad-bladed knife was 
silhouetted against the faint light 
from the windows above. Down came 
the knife and Perron’s two hands 
shot up to seize the wrist that held 
it. With a vicious wrench he 
twisted the arm. The knife dropped 
and he felt for it with one hand 
while he clung to the skinny wrist 
with the other.

"Don’t! Bon Dieu, do not kill 
me I” the youth pleaded in a terri; 
fied whisper. "I had to—he made 
me—

The whispering suddenly ceased 
and the youth fell forward across 
the bunk. Perron made a frantic 
effort to get out from under and 
then something crashed against his 
skull. He tried to shout—to free 
himself, but the bludgeon descended 
again and he lost consciousness.

IV

IT WAS the roll of the morning 
drum that brought him to his 
senses—like a roar of thunder 

at first. He opened his eyes and 
saw it was daylight. He remembered 
the weight that had held him and 
realized that it was no longer there. 
He sat up and felt of his head. It 
ached as if his skull would split, but 
there was another sensation, a dread, 
that stood out above the pain. His 
hand darted to his side and felt for 
the familiar lump. It was still there, 
untouched.

A crowd began to collect at the
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far end of the dormitory, and though 
Perron had his suspicion of what at
tracted them, he questioned a con
vict who was passing just to be sure.

“ It’s the Rat,” the man replied. 
“ He’s in a bad way. They’ve called 
the guard. Somebody tried to club 
him to death.”

“ When did it happen? During 
the night?”

“ Yes. Much can happen in St. 
Laurent between night and morn
ing.”

Perron nodded. So he had learned. 
He followed the convict to the wash
room, saying nothing of the attack 
that had been made on himself. The 
bewildered expression that swept 
over the face of Le Bee when their 
glances met was worth the agony 
of his pretended indifference. He 
laughed at the bully and Le Bee 
strode away with an oath.

THE long-planned break for free
dom was not attempted that day 

nor the next. Le Bee held his usual 
conferences but the third day passed 
and nothing came of it. Some said 
they were trying to decide who to 
take in place of the Rat, but Perron 
knew better. It was lack of money 
that delayed them—the money they 
had hoped to steal from him.

In all those long heart-breaking 
months not once had Perron found 
himself alone with Le Bee, until one 
morning a week after the last attack. 
An accident in the river brought it 
about. A convict caught between 
two logs had drowned, and the guard 
picked the two of them to carry the 
body to the cemetery. Without a 
word or a glance at each other they 
placed the corpse in a cart and 
wheeled it away.

They dug a hole and rolled the 
man into it, as was the custom in 
Guiana, and filled the dirt back on 
top of him. When the unpleasant 
task was finished Perron laid aside

his shovel. His heart was pounding. 
The opportunity he had awaited was 
at hand.

“ Now, you bully, I am going to 
show you,” he swore. “There’s no 
one here to stick out his foot this 
time. I am going to beat you within 
a breath of your life.”

For a moment Le Bee stood open- 
mouthed, then his face turned a mot
tled red. For all his anger, however, 
he did not seem anxious to fight. 
He was not afraid. There was some
thing else at the back of his tricky 
brain.

“ Fool!” he growled, “you could 
not beat me in a hundred years! 
Why should we fight, anyway? I 
am the best man in St. Laurent, and 
you are next.”

"But for you and your dirty lies 
I would not be here at all,” Perron 
declared. “That is why we are go
ing to fight.”

“ And if it were not for you and 
your cursed meddling I would not 
be here either. For once there is 
justice.”

Perron was not of a mind to argue. 
“ Put up your hands, or I will plant 
a foot in your middle as you did to 
me.”

"Fool, listen to me!” Le Bee grew 
earnest, almost pleading. “ I am 
leaving this hellhole tomorrow. We 
have both suffered long enough. I 
am to blame for your being here, 
and for that reason I will help you 
to esc. pe.”

PERRON stared at him. There 
was not a convict at St. Laurent 

who would not have jumped at the 
chance the bully offered, and yet he 
was not decided. He knew there was 
a catch in it somewhere.

“ Well, what do you ray?” Le Bee 
demanded. “ It that not fair? There 
was never a better plan of escape 
than mine. It can’t fail. If we 
fight, tomorrow you will not be able
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to crawl, and what is to be gained 
by that?”

Perron picked up his shovel. As 
much as he wanted to smash that 
ugly face he wanted his freedom 
more. “ You are not fooling me one 
bit,” he finally spoke. "But I will ac
cept your offer. What is this won
derful plan of yours and what part 
do I take in it?”

Le Bee swallowed his anger with 
an extravagant gesture of tolerance. 
“ We will talk that over tonight. You 
will pay your share like the rest of 
us, but that is all.”

His share, thought Perron. If each 
of them put up an equal amount his 
three hundred francs would be more 
than enough.

That night he listened to the whis
pered instructions of Le Bee and 
the assurances of the others that an
other month would see them all safe 
in Venezuela. His presence among 
them was not questioned. Whatever 
Le Bee said was law.

When the lights were turned off 
Perron went to his bunk to lie there 
the entire night staring wide-eyed 
at the ceiling and the shadows about 
him. With the next setting of the 
sun, the great, iron gates of St. 
Laurent would close without him, 
and there was much to think about.

V

a  1  R e m e m b e r  now, one at a
time,” Le Bee hissed in an

A  m. undertone as they toiled 
waist deep in the river the next 
afternoon. “Verdel and Faudre have 
gone already. The Senegalese will 
go next, then you. I will come last. 
Keep to the brush along the bank 
and work your way up river uiitil 
you catch up with the others.” 

Perron nodded. It was not likely 
that Le Bee would attempt any 
treachery before they had actually 
started. He kept an eye on the

Senegalese and presently he saw him 
edge toward the bank. The next 
minute he had disappeared into the 
tangle of brush and vines.

Five, ten minutes Perron waited, 
then he worked his way toward the 
bank as the Negro had done, and 
when the guard turned his back he 
took to the brush. With a hundred 
or more convicts pulling and haul
ing at the acre of logs, it was not 
likely that the absence of a few 
would be noticed until the evening 
lock-up.

Once he had gained the protection 
of the dense growth along the bank, 
Perron felt easier. There was the 
semblance of a trail and he followed 
it to a point above the village where 
he came suddenly upon Verdel, 
Faudre and the Negro taking their 
turn at a cigarette.

“Ah, the fourth,” Faudre stuck out 
a welcoming hand. “Now we have 
only to wait for Le Bee. See, the 
boatmen are already here.”

Peering through the screen of 
vines, Perron made out a large canoe 
resting against the bank. There was 
a shelter roofed with grass running 
half way back from the bow, and in 
the stern sat two bush Negroes from 
the jungle. A canoe could be hired 
in the village with very little trouble. 
For this particular service Le Bee 
had probably promised double pay.

"So you are here, mes sa/os/” Le 
Bee stepped out of the jungle and 
stood before them. “ And the boat, 
too—that is good! Come with me, 
Verdel, and we will purchase food.”

THE ex-shipwright nodded and to
gether they disappeared in the 

direction of the village. There was a 
store there, kept by a tricky old 
Chinaman, who would sell them any
thing they wanted and who could be 
depended upon to hold his tongue. 
They were back in a very short time, 
each with a bag of provisions. Con
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tinuing on to the water’s edge, they 
dumped them into the canoe.

"All right,” Le Bee spoke to the 
boatman. "W e go other side—long 
way up river.”

The bushmen grunted, and when 
the five had concealed themselves 
beneath the shelter, the canoe nosed 
out into the river. It was growing 
dark, and back in St. Laurent the 
line of convicts was filing in through 
the prison gate. The keeper would 
check the numbers, give the alarm 
and the search would begin.

NO one spoke, not even Le Bee.
Each was busy with thoughts of 

his own. For a long time there was 
no sound but the occasional splash of 
a paddle, and then the canoe ceased 
to move and one of the bushmen an
nounced that they were across. 
"Money,” he demanded, and Perron 
discovered that they were still sev
eral yards from the Dutch bank of 
the river.

Le Bee did not argue; it would 
not do to have trouble so close to 
St. Laurent. He paid the sum agreed 
upon, and, satisfied, the boatmen 
paddled them ashore. The Senega
lese found the trail while they di
vided the supplies; and in single 
file, with the Negro ahead and Le 
Bee at the rear, they plunged into 
the jungle.

Free, Perron thought to himself. 
No, that was foolish. He had heard 
of men who had been gone for days, 
weeks, and had failed even then. 
But they had not been blessed with 
a guide like the big black from 
Senegal. How he found his way 
through that ink} darkness was a 
mystery. Alone, Perron knew he 
would have been lost before he even 
started.

“ We will wait until daylight,” the 
Senegalese decUred at last. "There 
is a stream ahead. I cannot be sure 
of the other side.”

No one objected, and there in the 
thick of the jungle, mocked by the 
croaking of frogs and the screech 
of night birds, they sat and talked— 
and wondered. To Perron, no sleep
less night he had spent in the dormi
tory at St. Laurent had dragged 
more slowly.

With the first misty gray of dawn 
they breakfasted and then the Sene
galese waded the stream and headed 
on into the jungle. He seemed a 
different man now from the ugly, 
sullen black they had known in 
prison. With his kinky head, broad 
back, skinny legs, and ponderous 
feet that pointed straight out, the 
Negro was indeed in his element.

Their map called for a village of 
the bushmen on the bank of a river 
leading down to Paramaribo, and 
the convict who had sold it to them 
had declared they would reach there 
the second night. Thanks to the 
Senegalese they were not disap
pointed. Just before dark they 
stepped abruptly from the jungle 
into a clearing and stood gazing at 
a disorderly collection of peaked, 
thatched huts.

"You talk to them,” Le Bee or
dered the Senegalese. “ Tell them 
we want to stay here tonight and 
that we want to buy a canoe—food, 
too, if they’ve anything we can 
stomach.”

THE bushmen came forward to 
look at them; recognized them at 

once for what they were, and went 
back to their huts and fires with in
difference. Escaped convicts from 
Guiana were not new to them. The 
Senegalese spoke to one of the men 
in a mongrel French and stated their 
wants.

“ There are vacant huts,” the bush- 
man answered disinterestedly. "Stay 
where you please. You might find 
some of the women who will sell 
cassava or dried fish, but a canoe—
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I think not. Most of the men have 
gone away in them—hunting.”

“Sapristi, they must have a canoe 
somewhere!”  Le Bee grew excited. 
“ If they won’t sell it, the pigs, we’ll 
take it.”

The Senegalese shook his head. 
"Wait until morning. They are busy 
now with their meal.”

"All right, then we’ll collect some 
food.”

They wandered into the village 
and Le Bee motioned Perron that 
he wanted to talk to him. " I ’m doing 
the buying,” he stated. "W e have 
put together all the money we could 
get and I will make it go as far as 
I can. What about you?”

PERRON was expecting this. He 
knew that from then on he would 

need to use every precaution—to 
watch like a hawk. "I will pay my 
share,” he said. "How much did each 
of you put up?”

"The Negro had the least—two 
hundred francs.”

Perron smiled to himself. He 
knew Le Bee was lying, but he did 
not argue. "Here is a hundred 
francs. When that is gone I have a 
little more.”

He took the money from his pocket 
and handed it over, amused at the 
anger and disappointment that 9hone 
in the bully’s face. He wondered if 
Le Bee had really thought he would 
reveal his secret hiding place and 
hand him his entire savings.

A hundred francs was better than 
nothing, though, and Le Bee took 
the money and went to bargain for 
food. When they had eaten, they 
selected one of the vacant huts and 
lay down to sleep. The twelve hours 
on the heels of the long-legged black 
had worn them out.

Le Bee, however, had other plans. 
Before they slept Perron learned 
that at midnight they were to sneak 
down to the river and steal a canoe.

“ I paid enough for this rotten fish 
to be worth two canoes,”  growled 
the bully. “They cannot rob me.”

No one seemed inclined to dispute 
his scheme, so Perron did not pro
test. Hours later he was awakened 
by a rough kick and they felt their 
way down to the river. There were 
canoes there, but as the bushman had 
said, the young men of the village 
had taken the good ones. The craft 
that remained were either water
logged or hopelessly battered.

“This one will do,” Verdel finally 
announced. “ It is small, but it will 
float.”

Le Bee examined the find. There 
were paddles in the bottom, and he 
was satisfied. "Get in,” he whis
pered.

Verdel, Faudre and Perron, each 
with their bag of provisions, climbed 
carefully into the dugout. It was 
evident then that there was room 
for only one more. Le Bee saw the 
situation also, but he did not hesi
tate.

“There is not room,” he turned to 
the Senegalese. "W e will take your 
bag. You come on foot.”

“Saci£!” the Negro swore. “Why 
should I be the one to walk?”

"Because, fool, you know this 
cursed jungle like a snake. If you 
don’t want to walk, you can find an
other canoe. You can’t go in this 
one.”

“ T^vOG, if I cannot go, neither will 
J-J  you!” The Negro went sud

denly mad, and, seizing Le Bee, he 
started to pull him from the canoe.

“You black son of a swine!” The 
bully sprang ashore. In the dark
ness it was impossible to see what 
followed, but there were muffled 
oaths, a groan, then silence.

Le Bee stepped back into the 
canoe then, and with him he brought 
the Senegalese’s bag. With a shove 
on the paddle he sent the boat out
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into the river. “Pig! Fool!” he mut
tered. “We were through with him 
anyway. There will be no more 
tramping through this cursed jungle. 
Three days down this river and we 
will be at Paramaribo.”

It was several seconds before Per
ron realized the truth. "Through 
with him.” The words of Le Bee 
rang in his ears and a feeling of 
nausea swept over him.

Each of them had been chosen for 
a specific purpose. When their part 
had been played Le Bee would be 
through with them, also.

VI

T HE REST of the night and 
all the next day they drifted 
with the river. There was 
nothing to do but watch for snags 

and keep the bow of the canoe 
headed with the current. Perron 
wondered if the idea that had struck 
him had occurred to the others also. 
Probably not; they did not know the 
treachery of that swaggering hulk 
as he did.

They camped on the river bank 
the second night, and the third. On 
the afternoon of the third day they 
knew from the activity on the river 
that they were nearing Paramaribo. 
Dressed as they still were, in prison 
garb, it would not do to approach 
too near to the village.

“ We had better head for the bank,” 
Le Bee decided and, choosing a spot 
where the jungle was particularly 
dense, they worked the canoe in be
tween the overhanging branches. 
When darkness came on, Verdel went 
down the river to investigate. Upon 
his return they learned that the 
town was not more than two miles 
distant. They were not apt to be 
discovered, however, if they kept 
off the river in the daytime.

“ Now we will build the big boat 
for the sea,” Le Bee declared. “Ver

del, you are the boss. Whatever 
you say, we will do.”

The shipwright nodded. His task 
was not going to be an easy one, but 
he was not lacking in confidence. 
“ First of all we will need tools. We 
cannot build a boat with our hands 
alone.”

“What do you need?”
"Zut, everything—an adz, sa w s , 

hammers. Later I will need a bit, 
bolts and nails. I do not like to 
think of all the things we will need 
before this boat is ready for the 
sea.”

Le Bee threw out his chest and 
laughed. “ Was I not the most clever 
thief in Marseilles? You build the 
boat. I will get anything you need.” 

In a week the keel had been laid, 
and Verdel had all the tools he could 
use. Each night Le Bee took the 
canoe and when he returned it was 
loaded. He brought clothes, food 
and tobacco for them all. Ropes, 
canvas and blocks would be needed 
for the sail, and one night he took 
Faudre and returned with enough 
gear to rig a schooner. He was de
lighted with the opportunity to ex
hibit his sinful ability.

The part played by Perron was 
unimportant, though he toiled con
stantly. He wielded the adz and 
saw until his back ached. But he did 
not mind it. As the hull took shape 
he watched it grow, with interest 
and admiration of the skill of the 
man who built it. He paid no atten
tion to Le Bee, other than to watch 
him.

IN two weeks the ribs were in 
place and the sheeting began 

slowly to cover them. Faudre had 
finished with his sail and rigging, 
and he, too, labored at the beck and 
call of Verdel. Every timber and 
board had to be cut by hand, and 
Verdel chose only the seasoned and 
dry. He might have been less ex



96 THRILLING ADVENTURES

acting, but their lives, their free
dom depended on this shell of wood 
they built so laboriously. No single 
part could be slighted.

Le Bee had been satisfied at first 
to pillage at night and sleep during 
the day, but as the boat neared com
pletion he became more and more 
restless. He grumbled and com
plained, and finally became impa
tient with even Verdel.

“ It is better to do it right,” Ver
del maintained with calm, “ than to 
have the thing go to pieces in the 
first bit of wind. Another weelc and 
it will be finished.”

“Another week!” Le Bee exploded. 
"Sapristi!”

HE made one more trip into the 
town that night, and that was 

the last. There was nothing more 
they needed. They had food enough 
for several days, and a dozen gourds 
for water.

Verdel finished the caulking; filled 
the cracks with pitch, and finally 
announced that on the following day 
they would slide the Liberte into 
the river and step the mast. What 
name could they have chosen that 
would have been more fitting?

“ Tomorrow!” Le Bee received the 
news with relief. “Thank le bon 
Dieu!”  He questioned the ship
wright regarding the launching, and 
after the evening meal he pondered 
at length on the possibilities that 
lay ahead. If their luck held, a few 
days more would see them safe in 
Caracas—Venezuela, at least.

It was a startled cry that awak
ened Perron the next morning, and 
he sat up to stare inquiringly about 
him. The exclamation had come 
from Faudre, and he saw the ol*d 
seaman down on his knees beside 
the motionless form of Verdel.

“ Dead!” he cried. "Bon Dieu, he 
is dead!”

Le Bee sat up and looked across

at the shipwright with a feeble at
tempt at astonishment. “ Dead!” he 
repeated. “ Too bad—too bad. A 
snake probably. How fortunate the 
boat is finished.”

Perron got up and went over to 
look at their dead companion. Out
wardly he seemed as calm as Le 
Bee, but deep within, his blood 
boiled. He had not forgotten the 
thought that had come to him with 
the death of the Senegalese, but yet 
he had not been prepared for this. 
He bent over the body, searching for 
the wound, but there was none, and 
then he realized the man had been 
choked to death. His face was black, 
distorted, and his throat was bruised.

Standing up, Perron faced Le Bee, 
fighting to control himself “ Yes, it 
is too bad,” he said. “ But the boat 
is finished—we were through with 
him. Is that not so?”

Le Bee understood. His small 
eyes gleamed and for a moment he 
was on the verge of some angry re
tort. The rage passed, however, and 
his thick lips curled with contempt. 
He was master here. He would do 
as he pleased. “Yes, we were 
through with him,” he snapped. 
“Throw the body into the river.”

VII

PERRON and Faudre carried 
the shipwright down to the 
river. “We will bury him,” 
Perron declared. “He deserves that 

at least.”
“ Yes, by all means,” the seaman 

agreed. “The boat is plenty large. 
I cannot see why he killed him.” 

“ Then you guessed it?” Perron 
demanded.

“ Yes. There is no doubt. But 
why?”

“ Why did he kill the Negro?” 
Perron was impatient with the stu
pidity of the man. “ Because he was 
through with him. The same thing
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will happen to us if he has his way. 
There will be no one left to talk. 
The money that remains will all be 
his.”

"Sacre, I believe you are right! 
Then we will kill him first. We do 
not need him, either. I am the one 
who will sail the boat.”

Perron shook his head. As much 
as Le Bee deserved it, he could not 
bring himself to actually take part 
in a cold-blooded murder. “ It is no 
time to start a fight and lose all we 
have gained. Our best bet is to 
watch him. There must never be a 
minute when one of us is not awake. 
Two against one, we ought to hold 
him off until we are clear of the 
Guianas.”

I WOULD rather split his skull 
with that adz,” Faudre muttered. 

“ But maybe you are right.”
“ I believe so. He is a powerful 

brute. If we attacked him and 
failed— No, watch him. Never
turn your back.”

They buried Verdel, then set to 
work launching the boat. When 
that was accomplished, the rest of 
the day was spent with the rigging 
and the stowing of supplies. At 
dark they poled the boat out into 
the river.

“You are the skipper, Faudre,” 
Le Bee said nervously. “Take the 
helm and get us out to sea. May 
le bon Dieu help you if anything 
goes wrong.”

Faudre took the helm and very 
shortly they were approaching the 
lights of Paramaribo. Their speed 
lessened as the river widened and 
the old seaman hoisted the sail. 
Slowly the hghts grew nearer, then 
brighter, until the whole river 
seemed aglow. No one spoke. Even 
Le Bee appeared afraid of his voice. 
Faudre, one hand on the tiller, his 
eyes intent on the lights of the 
channel, was like a man carved from

wood. Forward in the bow Perron 
watched them both.

Frequently the sound of voices 
echoed across the water. There 
were no challenges, though; no other 
boats came near them, and presently 
the lights grew fewer, and faded 
astern.

"Zut, I am glad that is over!” Le 
Bee spoke at last. “ Luck is still 
with us.”

It was a long time after that when 
the pitch and roll of the boat finally 
told them they had passed on out of 
the river into the sea. Their voyage 
was safely begun.

Faudre continued straight to sea 
until daylight, then he studied the 
sun and the distant coast line and 
set his course. Le Bee doled out a 
chunk of bread, a piece of fish and 
a cup of water, and the rest of the 
day they sat, each in his chosen part 
of the boat, thankful for every mile 
that passed astern.

For two days and two nights 
Faudre held the Liberty on her 
course. Le Bee offered to relieve 
him, but the old man would not 
listen.

“ British, Dutch or French, the 
Guianas are all the same,” he argued, 
“and we have not yet passed the 
Dutch.”

“Not yet?” exclaimed Le Bee. 
"Then we will not have passed the 
British coast for another week!”

“ With this wind, you are right,” 
replied Faudre.

THEN don’t be a fool. You cannot 
stay awake forever. Give me the 

tiller.”
“When it is daylight. I do not 

want to awaken and find myself on 
the beach.” Le Bee permitted him 
to have his way, but he stayed awake 
the rest of the night studying the 
stars and the moon, and the old sea
man’s deft handling of the boat. 

This new interest was not lost on
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Perron. He remained awake, too, 
watching Le Bee. He had come to 
the conclusion that he himself would 
be the next victim if the bully had 
his way. His presence was in no 
way necessary to the sailing of the 
boat.

He was only consuming food and 
water that might be badly needed 
before the voyage was ended.

Still, that would not make it nec
essary for Le Bee to master the sail
ing of their craft. There would be 
Faudre to attend to that until they 
made some port.

The old seaman gave up his place 
in the stern when the day broke. He 
pointed out the course of the sun; 
the direction of the wind and the 
course Le Bee was to follow, then 
dropped down in the boat, exhausted. 
Perron made him comfortable and 
settled back in the bow, watching, 
waiting.

FAUDRE slept through the day 
and far into the night, and no 

one disturbed him. When darkness 
came Le Bee set their course by the 
moon and stars and held it surpris
ingly well. The seaman awoke at 
last, but as soon as Le Bee made 
sure he had picked the right stars 
he made him go back to sleep again.

By the end of a week the bully 
was doing half the sailing, and the 
longer he remained at the tiller the 
more he scoffed at any advice of 
Faudre’s.

When the day dawned one morn
ing without the slightest breeze and 
the seaman expressed a little uneasi
ness, Le Bee cursed him for an old 
woman. When that day passed, how
ever, and then another and the sail 
still hung limp, he lost some of hi,s 
arrogance. As the calm continued 
he plunged from one extreme to the 
opposite. He fretted and fumed and 
cut their daily ration in half. 

‘There is no need of starving our

selves,” Faudre tried to reason. “We 
have food enough for several days.” 

“ And if this keeps up we will 
need it,” Le Bee argued. “ If I can 
stand it, you can, too.”

“ A day or two and it will be 
over,” the seaman grumbled. “ This 
is not the season for calms.”

Le Bee insisted on the reduced 
rations, nevertheless, even after the 
air came to life and they were able 
once more to..^teer a course. A 
small piece of brehd and a half-cup 
of water was all he would allow, 
and then Perron became suspicious. 
The bully did not cherish each crumb 
and drop as he and Faudre did. 
When he had downed his share he 
seemed satisfied.

Faudre was not blind to this, 
either, and his protests became more 
heated. Le Bee only cursed him. 
The sail was bellied full and he was 
sure of himself. Perron caught the 
old fellow’s eye and shook his head. 
He could see that Le Bee was trying 
his best to anger him.

At the moment Faudre seemed to 
understand, but later he forgot. It 
was late that night; Le Bee was at 
the tiller and the seaman was sup
posed to be sleeping. Perron was 
awake, but his thoughts had wan
dered afar when an oath from 
Faudre brought him abruptly back 
to the present.

“You pig! You thief! You eat 
while we starve!” The old man raved. 
He had discovered what Perron had 
suspected from the first. He had 
caught Le Bee helping himself to 
the food.

THE bully swore, then he laughed.
“The best man eats! If you get 

any more, you fool, you will fight 
for it !”

Faudre seized the adz that lay at 
his feet and sprang toward the stern. 
Perron yelled a warning and put out 
a hand to stop him, but he was a
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split-second late. Le Bee had his 
way. He had been hoping for just 
that move. The seaman gasped and 
went down in a lifeless heap, and 
the bully replaced in his belt the 
knife he had thrown.

Perron stood looking from one to 
the other, trembling with rage, help
less in his horror and loathing. Why 
he did not spring at the brute as 
Faudre had done, he never knew. 
It was not because of the knife. For 
the moment life, freedom and all 
that had meant so much to him were 
forgotten. He just stood there, strug
gling against the blind stupor that 
had come over him, until Le Bee 
finally spoke.

“Throw the fool into the sea,” he 
growled, “and let that he a warning 
to you.”

Perron did not reply, neither 
did he obey the order. He went 
back to the bow and sat down. There 
had been five of them at the start; 
there were two now, and in the end 
he knew there could be only one. 
The suspense, the constant vigilance, 
was worse than the guarding of his 
money back at St. Laurent. He 
wished Le Bee would show his hand 
now and get it over with.

VIII

LE EEC eased the body of 
Faudre into the sea some 
time during the night. Per

ron had seen him do it, but when 
daylight came the details were 
blurred. He wondered how long the 
bully would remain at the tiller, 
and what arrangements he would 
make when he finally slept. More 
than likely he would stretch out and 
sleep without fear, for he must have 
guessed long since that he, Perron, 
was not a killer. That, too, must 
have been one of the reasons why 
he had been spared until the last. 

The wind began to increase as the

day wore on. Gradually at first, 
then the white caps appeared, and 
the boat heeled over until the gray- 
green water lapped at her gunnel. Le 
Bee tried hard to appear uncon
cerned. Perron watched him, half 
amused and half disgusted, until 
their wild pitching and plunging 
grew dangerous, then he reefed the 
sail himself. Le Bee muttered in 
his beard, but he said nothing aloud.

BY nightfall the ground swell had 
increased to an ominous proces

sion of hissing, racing seas, and the 
boat slid from crest to trough like a 
cork. With the sun gone and the 
sky blotted out by the low-hanging 
clouds, Le Bee was lost. He was 
afraid to tack; afraid to do anything 
but squat in the stern and hold the 
tiller.

Perron spent the night bailing the 
water that washed in on them. How 
different it would have been had old 
Faudre been with them! He knew 
Le Bee must be thinking the same.

They survived the night, fhe storm- 
ridden day that followed, and a 
night not quite so menacing; and 
then the sun broke through the 
clouds and the wind returned to 
normal. Le Bee stood up and gazed 
out over the tumbling waste, his 
cruel face a picture of bewilder
ment. “ You got rid of Faudre a 
little too quick,” Perron said with 
contempt. “You could use him now 
to advantage.”

The small, blood-shot eyes of Le 
Bee suddenly brightened. “ No, mon 
salo, I do not blunder. "See,” he 
pointed, “ there is a ship. Now I 
have only to finish with you.” 

Perron sprang to his feet. The 
bully was right. There was a ship 
not a mile off their starboard. The 
men on her bridge could not help 
but have sighted them.

“A ship!” Perron repeated. “May 
the Lord make it anything but
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French! You have waited too long 
for that finish, you swine. A hun
dred to one they are watching us.” 

Le Bee slipped his knife from un
der his belt, and the grin of a devil 
spread over his bearded face. “ That 
will be easy to explain. I will tell 
them you went suddenly mad at the 
thought of rescue and I was forced 
to kill you. With your money and 
mine to buy them off there will be 
no trouble, even if they are French.”

PERRON knew the long delayed 
accounting was at hand, and he 

was glad. His money—there was no 
need to conceal the truth any longer.

"I will signal them now,” Le Bee 
went on. “They will notice that 
and not the rest. They will not see 
the start and when I stick this be
tween your ribs they will not see 
that, either. You will be down in 
the bottom of the boat.”

“And if it is you who goes down 
it will be the same,” Perron re
torted. “You are right. The time 
is well chosen.”

Le Bee ceased to grin. He tore 
off his shirt; waved it above his 
head, then threw it down and sprang 
toward the bow. Perron ducked, 
and seized the descending fist with 
its gleaming knife in both his hands. 
He jerked it aside and they fell in 
a straining tangle of arms and legs 
to the bottom of the boat.

Perron took cruel blow after blow 
on his back and shoulders as he 
clung to the ponderous arm, but he 
hung on, twisting it with all his 
strength. At last he saw the fingers 
open and release their hold on the 
murderous blade. His own arms 
were free then, and, reaching back, 
he seized Le Bee by his bullet head.

In spite of his effort his strength 
was no match for the hulk of bone 
and muscle on his back. Le Bee 
straightened and lifted him to his 
feet. One hairy arm and then the

other circled his body and began 
to squeeze. He was lifted still 
higher, and he realized it was the 
bully’s intentions to throw him into 
the sea. Perron twisted and kicked, 
and, planting his feet against the 
gunwale, he shoved back with a sud
denness that threw Le Bee off his 
balance.

Down they went again to the bot
tom of the boat and Perron fought 
free from that crushing hold. He 
tried to rise, to regain his feet, but 
Le Bee planted a foot in his stom
ach and sent him crashing into the 
bow. In a second the bully was after 
him, arms outspread, his fingers 
working. Perron could kick also, 
and as his opponent bore down on 
him he struck out like a mule. Twice 
he caught the man square in the 
middle, but Le Bee only grunted and 
flung himself forward with increased 
venom. With all his strength Perron 
sent his fists, right and left, straight 
into the sneering face. Those clawing 
fingers were reaching for his throat 
and he knew that if once they 
gained their hold he could never 
free them.

ESPERATELY he beat the 
round, thick skull, but he might 

as well have bashed his knuckles 
against the sturdy hull of the bo$. 
The fingers found his throat and 
tightened, and at last the instinct to 
survive filled him with the insane 
desire to kill. It was the only thing 
that could save him. There was no 
compromise, and with one last effort 
he drew one knee almost to his chin 
and lifted the crushing weight from 
the chest. For one uncertain mo
ment Le Bee struggled in mid air; 
then he landed against the gunwale 
and went overboard bellowing with 
fear.

It was several seconds before Per
ron’s straining lungs had filled with 
air and he was able to stagger to his
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feet. He had expected to find Le 
Bee reaching for the side of the 
boat, but instead, he was quite alone. 
A dozen yards astern the mighty 
bully of St. Laurent was thrashing 
the water and screaming for help. 
Perron had not known it, but he 
could see now that Le Bee was un
able to swim.

THE fin of a shark cut the water 
as he stood there stupefied watch

ing the struggle, and the horror of it 
slowly overcome the murderous in
clination that had seized him a min
ute before. Dazed, he started for the 
tiller to turn the boat, but the mad 
lashing of water suddenly ceased. He 
stared at the fountain of bubbles that 
broke the surface, then turned away 
with a shudder. The clear blue of 
the water had turned to a darker 
red. A sailor helped Perron over the 
bulwarks of the steamer and an of
ficer guided him across the deck to 
the hatch. A cup of brandy was 
shoved in front of him and he drank.

“That was some fight,” the officer 
spoke. “He damn near had you once. 
What was the row?”

Perron stared at the man as if he 
were dumb. He had been addressed 
in English, the first he had heard in 
months.

“ What’s the matter? Don’t you 
understand English? Can’t you 
talk?”

“ Yes, yes, I understand. The 
fight—” The words of Le Bee 
flashed through his mind and no ex
planation he could think of sounded 
more logical. “ The fight—why, the 
fool went mad, I guess. He tried 
to kill me. Came at me with a knife, 
then he tried to choke me.”

“Yes, we saw him through the 
glasses. Went mad, eh? Too bad.” 

Perron gazed from one wind- 
tanned face to the other. There was 
something about them and the way 
they spoke that was strangely fa
miliar. “ You—this ship,” he asked. 
“Americans, aren’t you?”

The officer nodded. “Yes, Ameri
can.”

Perron sank back on the hatch. 
He wanted to speak—to tell them 
how glad he was, but the words 
stuck in his throat. He had escaped. 
He was free.
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An Action-Packed Story of Breath-Taking Adventure 
in the Wake of a Mysterious Code Message 

Received in the Central American Lowlands

By RALPH

J EFF CONREY, District Man
ager of the Imperial Fruit 
Company, hitched h i s chair 

around more directly facing the slim 
girl seated on the opposite side of 
the veranda.

His eyes wandered from her 
sun-tanned face to the shadowy 
outlines of numberless curved blade's 
in the banana field beyond, then 
back to the paper that he held in 
his hand.

The slip of paper was unsigned, 
and contained only four neatly

R. FLEMING

typed rows of figures in the center—

852814 732453 751829 613383
558913 444934 992285 381927
392575 892441 915346 666935
194233 3437

Conrey frowned. He was puzzled 
—not by the code note—but by the 
fact that such a missive should be 
received here in this remote part of 
the Central American lowlands.

Pamela Chatterton fidgeted ner
vously as her guest studied the fig
ures.

102
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“ Well,” sh6 murmured, “does it 
mean anything to you?”

Conrey shrugged evasively. “ Do 
you know if the major had ever re
ceived slips similar to this be
fore— ?" He paused awkwardly.

The girl’s sea-blue eyes clouded at 
reference to the sudden tragedy that 
had made her the sole heir to Kirby 
Farm, the largest of the banana 
plantations operating on an inde
pendent contract with the Imperial 
Fruit Company. When she spoke 
her voice was low and throaty.

‘I don’t know Jeffrey. Dad 
didn’t encourage correspondence 
from his former friends. But I did 
notice that several of the letters he 
received within the last year were 
postmarked from South American 
ports. That one is from Rio 
De Janeiro, isn’t it?”

JEFF CONREY scanned the plain 
envelope that had contained the 

unsigned slip of paper.
“Yes,” he agreed, “but I don’t see 

anything sinister in that.”
“ Oh, not sinister, Jeff. But doesn’t 

it seem just a bit queer? Dad 
didn’t know anyone in South 
America, I ’m sure of that.”

The tall American glanced at 
Kirby’s charming owner with a keen 
understanding in his gray eyes. 
“ Suppose you tell me,” he said gent
ly, “ just why you think that this 
thing might have been connected 
with your father’s death.”

Pamela stared at Conrey with 
troubled eyes. She realized that her 
one hope of mental relief lay within 
the alert brain of the man opposite. 
The American, although not con
nected with the authorities officially, 
was the real brain power behind the 
amazingly successful record of the 
district police.

“ Doctor Gomez said that dad had 
suffered a stroke,” she began. “ I 
didn’t understand the medical terms,

but he obviously meant that death 
had come very quickly.—It was just 
two weeks ago today—”

Conrey nodded encouragingly.
“ Dad and Mr. DeSantos, the over

seer, were going over some reports 
in the library that evening. They 
were still busy at eleven o’clock 
when I said good-night and went to 
my room.

“The heat was suffocating and I 
remember wondering if we were due 
for another of those terrible storms 
that almost ruined the farm during 
our first year here. Shortly after 
midnight, I heard Joe, Mr. De-
Santos, come up to his room alone, 
and then I fell asleep.

“ It was just two o’clock when the 
lightning awakened me. The sky
was black and rain was blowing in 
squalls. I went downstairs to close 
the windows, thinking of dad’s books 
and papers close to that side win
dow in the library.”

THE girl’s l i p s  quivered—“ Oh, 
Jeff, it was horrible! I snapped 

the switch at the foot of the stairs 
and there was dad, lying on the
floor—And he wasn’t dead yet. He
raised his head and tried to speak to 
me, but he seemed to be partially 
paralyzed. His lips moved but no 
sound came. He tried awfully hard.

“ I dropped to the floor and took 
his head in my arms, and his eyes 
kept moving from my face toward 
the library and back again. I ’m sure 
he was trying to tell me something. 
Then the lights went out suddenly 
—the power house at Puerto Cortez 
had failed—and dad went limp in 
my arms.

“ I screamed for help and then I 
must have fainted, for the next thing 
I remember was Joe DeSantos bend
ing over me with a flashlight, try
ing to force brandy down my throat.

“ Then, hours afterward. Doctor 
Gomez and that stupid-looking Com-
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andante from Cortez came in re
sponse to Joe’s phone call.”

Jeff Conrey’s keen gray e y e s  
probed the speaker’s face:

“When did you find this paper?’* 
‘ ‘While Doctor Gomez and the 

Comandante were here. I was search
ing the library, just to keep my 
mind occupied, and found it among 
dad’s personal letters.”

‘‘Did you show it to the Coman
dante, or tell him of the message 
your father had tried to convey?” 

‘‘No. Somehow I felt that the 
man would only make a mess of the 
whole thing. Anyway, he seemed 
glad to agree with the doctor’s ver
dict, and I let it go at that.”

‘ ‘But you weren’t satisfied, eh?” 
‘‘Would you have been?”
Conrey did not reply. He tugged 

abstractedly at his blond hai r ,  
frowned.

WERE they making a mountain 
out of a mole hill? Was it 

reasonable to suspect that murder 
had been committed just because a 
mysterious code note had been found 
among a dead man’s papers? Even 
though he, Conrey, had immediately 
recognized that message as a war
time cipher, formerly used by the 
German Intelligence?

But it was queer, and it wouldn’t 
do any harm to check up on a few 
things. Quietly, of course.

The veranda door banged suddenly 
and DeSantos, the overseer of the 
farm, came gliding across the floor 
with his peculiar cat-like tread.

“ Buenas noches, Senor Conrey,” he 
greeted soberly. “ You have heard of 
our misfortune?”

Conrey nodded, silent, studying 
the other’s face as the man dropped- 
into a chair opposite. Major Chat- 
terton had hired DeSantos on the 
recommendation of George Belden, 
owner of the adjoining farm, and 
the man’s former employer, Conrey

had always harbored a feeling of 
dislike for the Spaniard, although 
he had to admit that there was no 
just cause. Despite the series of 
misfortunes that had depleted the 
crops since the major had pur
chased it, the plantation had flour
ished under the new overseer’s man
agement.

The American shifted his rangy 
figure to a more comfortable posi
tion in the wicker chair. He picked 
a scrap of paper from his lap and 
handed it to the Spaniard.

“ What do you make of this, De
Santos?” he asked casually.

The beady eyes of the Spaniard 
flicked over the rows of figures.

Baffled, he glanced at the re
verse side, turned the paper side
wise, studied the figures from dif
ferent angles.

“ Is it a puzzle, senorP” His sallow 
face bore an expression of amused 
tolerance.

“ To me it is,” Conrey said. Quiet
ly he related the facts pertaining to 
the message, omitting nothing.

WHEN the American had finished 
DeSantos glanced at Pamela 

uneasily. “ Surely, senorita, you don’t 
think that—that—” He shrugged
“After all, I was the last person 
with your father before—”

“ Don’t be absurd, Joe. Of course 
I meant nothing of the sort.”

Conrey chuckled impudently, was 
silent.

But the American was well satis
fied as he followed his hostess into 
the library. He sank into a leather- 
backed easy chair that had been the 
major’s favorite and accepted a cup 
of tea from Matsu, the Japanese 
house-boy.

Pinkey, Pamela’s white Persian 
cat, strolled majestically in from the 
kitchen and surveyed the visitor 
with lazy eyes. Conrey coaxed and 
the animal sprang up on his knee,
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purring. He stroked the silky fur 
absently.

“ It might be a good idea to send 
this paper to Phil Gordon in the 
States,” he said.

Pamela raised her eyebrows inquir
ingly.

Conrey explained. “Phil was with 
the American Intelligence. Clever 
fellow. Had charge of the code de
ciphering work and all that sort of 
thing.”

“Then you think it’s a code mes
sage?”

Conrey shrugged and shot a glance 
at DeSantos. “ One never knows. If 
so, Phil will be able to read it like 
an open book.”

HE tickled the cat and it squirmed 
playfully, biting and clawing at 

his fingers. Suddenly it yelped and 
slid to the floor, looking up at the 
American reproachfully.

Conrey paid no attention. Abrupt
ly he turned to the Spaniard.

“ Is there a launch going to Puerto 
Cortez in the morning?”

The overseer shook his head. “Not 
one of ours, but there may be one 
passing from the farms up river.”

“ I was thinking of enclosing the 
note in a letter to Phil Gordon,” 
Conrey elucidated. “The Oregon is 
sailing for New York at noon tomor
row.”

"I could send Matsu down on his 
bicycle in the morning,” Pamela of
fered. “ He’d get there in time.” 

“Fine. That’s settled then.” As 
Conrey reached out to set his empty 
cup on the serving table, his glance 
fell on the cat.

“ Hello, what’s the matter with 
Pinkey?”

They watched the cat, fascinated. 
The animal was shuddering convul
sively, seemingly unable to move. 
The American bent down to stroke 
its head.

“ Don’t touch it!”

Conrey glanced up at DeSantos 
quickly, startled by the man’s ve
hemence. The overseer’s face was 
pale and his knuckles shone white 
with the grip he had on the arms of 
his chair.

“Why not?”—Conrey’s voice held 
a note of surprise.

DeSantos relaxed with a visible 
effort. “ It might bite,” he said 
lamely.

The American snorted. He reached 
out and stroked the cat’s head gent
ly. Pinkey was breathing in short 
agonized gasps, and even as Pamela 
bent over, the Persian gave a final 
shudder and sagged limply.

Pamela dropped to the floor with 
a sob and gathered the cat into her 
arms. Conrey thrust a finger be
neath the animal’s left foreleg. After 
a moment he withdrew his hand and 
patted the girl’s shoulder with awk
ward sympathy.

DeSantos rose and jerkily walked 
over to the sideboard in the dining 
room. He poured a stiff drink of 
brandy from a decanter and downed 
it at a gulp.

CONREY was watching the over
seer narrowly. What was the 

matter with the man? Why should 
he be so upset over the death of a 
cat?

As if sensing th e  American’s 
thoughts, DeSantos turned.

“ I never could stand the sight of 
a cat,” he muttered. “ Gives me the 
shivers.”

Conrey grunted.
Abruptly the buzzer in the hall

way sounded, and Matsu shuffled to
ward the veranda door. After a mo
ment he returned, followed by a 
huge blond man dressed in immac
ulate whites.

Pamela rose hastily, dabbing at 
her eyes. She smiled tremulously at 
the newcomer.

George Belden, owner of the ad



106 THRILLING ADVENTURES

joining farm, nodded curtly to Con- 
rey and DeSantos, and advanced to
ward the girl.

"What is the trouble?”
Pamela held out the dead cat si

lently.
Belden made a little clucking 

noise of surprise. He took the ani
mal and began probing the limp 
body with fingers which, the others 
knew, had h ad  considerable ex
perience in local veterinary work. 
At length he straightened up.

"I can’t tell,” he said. "Perhaps 
it was indigestion, perhaps the heat. 
Cats are pretty hard to diagnose.”

TN the minutes following, Conrey 
found opportunity to study the 

owner of the adjoining farm. Bel
den, unlike the other farmers of the 
region, carried an invisible wall of 
reserve about with him. Intimates 
he had none, and friends few. Con
rey, recalling the tales he had heard 
of the planter’s brutal treatment of 
his employees, found them hard to 
believe as he listened to the man’s 
conversation.

Belden possessed a positive charm 
of manner that completely overshad
owed the heaviness of his square-cut 
face, his ponderous body. And 
Pamela, Conrey realized with some
thing akin to jealousy, definitely re
sponded to the big man’s charm.

It was nearly midnight when Bel
den finally took his leave. Conrey 
retired to the room in which he had 
slept many times previous, on his 
frequent rounds of the district.

The American, however, had no in
tention of sleeping. From his grip 
he extracted a notebook and pencil, 
then spread the mysterious paper out 
on the writing desk in the corner., 
He began arranging the figures in 
definite patterns, searching for the 
key to the code.

An hour sped by, two. And yet 
Conrey f o u n d  no solution. He

grinned, exasperated, thinking of the 
innumerable times he and Phil Gor
don had worked over similar prob
lems in various staff headquarters in 
France.

He lit a fresh cigarette an d  
tackled the problem from another 
angle, grouping the figures horizon
tally in sets of two each. The first 
set, 85, yielded the letters B, K, and 
T. The second, 28, yielded H, Q 
and Z. The third, I and R. Fourth, 
A, J and S. Fifth, I and R. Sixth, 
A, J and S.

Conrey’s tired eyes lighted. The 
results of the third and fifth sets 
were identical. Also the fourth and 
sixth. He began trying various com
binations of letters until the word 
THIS stood out. The I and S be
ing repeated in the fifth and sixth 
groups gave IS. THIS IS.

The American worked feverishly, 
almost satisfied that the key was 
found. A few minutes more brought 
out the words THE and LAST. 
THIS IS THE LAST—

Boom!—A heavy explosion in the 
distance jarred the bungalow, set the 
shades on the windows to rattling.

CONREY paused, startled. H e 
glanced out of the north win

dow. He could see nothing. It had 
sounded like a blast, he reflected, but 
who would be blasting at this time 
of the morning and for what reason? 
Dismissing the improbable thought 
he bent to the paper again, but his 
complete attention had waned.

A light knock sounded on his 
door.

"Jeffrey!”
Conrey raised his head quickly. 

"Yes, Pam. Come in.”
The door swung open and Pam

ela’s tousled head appeared around 
the jamb. Her eyes were wide with 
fright.

"Jeff, did you hear that explo
sion ?”
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"I sure did.” Conrey pushed back 
his chair and rose. “ But what of 
it? It’s probably nothing impor
tant.”

Pamela shook her head apprehen
sively.

Together they stood by the win
dow, staring into the darkness that 
enshrouded the vast banana field be
low.

Pamela was the first to hear it— 
a snapping noise, very faint at first, 
then gradually growing in volume 
as it approached the bungalow. She 
grasped Conrey’s arm fearfully, fill
ed with a premonition of disaster.

JEFF looked down at her blankly.
The snapping noise was growing 

more distinct. It sounded like wood 
cracking. Wood cracking! T h e  
American started. His eyes, again 
peering out into the darkness, caught 
the reflection of light on water!

The whole thing came to him with 
a rush. The heavily laden banana 
stalks were toppling over and snap
ping off as a raging brown flood 
swept through the field. He turned 
and excitedly grasped the girl by 
the arm:

“ It’s the river! Someone has dyna
mited the retaining wall!”

Pamela moaned. Full realization 
of the disaster came to her with the 
force of a thunderbolt. The choice 
field of the farm, more than two 
hundred acres of first grade bananas, 
was utterly ruined!

The north field had originally been 
a huge shallow basin jutting off 
from the river. Major Chatterton 
had erected a retaining wall across 
the mouth of the basin, forcing the 
river to travel in a straight line.

The erection of the half mile wall 
of rough rock and concrete had been 
exceedingly costly, but the vast area 
of rich silt reclaimed by this proc
ess had more than justified the ex
penditure. The bungalow was situ

ated at the down river end of the 
retaining wall, on the only piece of 
high ground in the vicinity.

Conrey swore softly. The entire 
area would inevitably be flooded un
less the break in the wall could be 
plugged immediately. He turned to 
the girl:

“ Is there a speed launch at the 
landing ?”

“Yes.”
Conrey made up his mind in that 

instant. “ I’m going up river to lo
cate the break,” he said. “ Mean
while, you get DeSantos up. Send 
him down to the campo marino on 
the jump. Have him roust out every 
last man to load the boats with 
rocks, sand-bags, potato sacks—any
thing that will serve as material for 
a dam.”

At the head of the stairs he 
paused. “You might phone Belden, 
too. Maybe he’ll give us a hand.”

Pamela nodded breathlessly.

THE American went down th e  
stairs three at a time. Racing 

across the living room he collided 
violently with someone coming from 
the library. He gasped, startled, 
gripping the intruder instinctively, 
and in the dim light from the hall
way was just able to recognize the 
man—

“ DeSantos! What the devil?” 
The Spaniard squirmed from Con

rey’s grasp, and the American saw 
that he was fully dressed. In the 
dim light his face gleamed whitely.

“ I couldn’t sleep,” he muttered. 
“ Came down for a book.”

Conrey grunted. But there was 
no time for discussion.

“ The retaining wall is down,” he 
•^snapped in terse explanation. “Pam

ela will tell you what to do.”
The American turned abruptly 

and hurried out through the veranda 
door.

The motor of the speedboat came
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to life with a spluttering roar and 
Conrey eased the clutch in, swung 
the nose out into the black river. 
He snapped the bow searchlight on 
and opened the throttle wide as the 
motor settled down to a rhythmic 
hum.

Here the river was narrow and 
deep, and the American knew that 
the only danger lay in floating 
debris. He held the beam of the 
searchlight almost constantly on the 
retaining wall, occasionally swinging 
it to scan the sluggish water ahead.

PERHAPS five minutes had pass
ed and the end of the wall was 

in sight when Conrey found what he 
sought. He closed the throttle to 
idling speed and focused the light 
on a jagged hole some ten yards 
wide. Through this the river was 
swirling hungrily.

The American swore fervently. 
Whoever had done the job must have 
made thorough preparation, he re
flected. Such a gap would take at 
least two separate charges of dyna
mite, well spaced and fired simul
taneously. And the spot was well 
chosen; the bend in the river at this 
point threw the full force of the 
current against the bank.

Conrey flipped the throttle open 
and swung the speedboat in a sharp 
circle, heading down river. His 
thoughts kept pace with the racing 
motor. What was the motive for 
this dastardly act? Who could gain 
anything by ruining the best field 
of Kirby farm?

One of the independents trying to 
force a sell-out? Conrey spat re
flectively. It was possible but not 
probable. Belden? No, Belden was 
queer, but his evident feeling for 
Kirby’s charming owner precluded 
any thought of trickery from that 
quarter.

Conrey’s thoughts went off on an
other track. DeSantos! What had

he been doing at the time of the 
explosion? Several things in con
nection with the Spaniard needed 
explanation; his actions were cer
tainly peculiar if not actually sus
picious.

A searchlight winked into life 
down river. Conrey swung his own 
light and made out the hull of the 
largest Kirby launch with a heavily 
laden lighter in tow. He sped to
ward the oncoming boat and circling, 
came up alongside. DeSantos, stand
ing aft in the cockpit, hailed the 
lighter craft:

“ Did you find it?”
Conrey answered affirmatively and 

bawled at one of the half dozen 
laborers, lining the rail, to throw him 
the bow line. The stout mooring 
line of the big launch was made fast 
to the stern of the speedboat and 
Conrey opened the throttle wide, 
adding the power of his motor to 
that of the larger craft.

Within a few minutes the party 
reached the break in the wall and 
the struggle began. Conrey and De
Santos worked like Trojans, pass
ing rocks and sand-filled sacks down 
to the laborers struggling waist deep 
in the swirling flood. The load was 
nearly exhausted when a second 
launch arrived with fresh material.

BUT now the crude dam was be
ginning to have effect. Already 

the water on the field side of the 
wall was starting to recede as the 
source of supply was slowly choked 
off. Within a few minutes the top 
of the temporary wall was well 
above the surface of the river. The 
danger was past, but it would take 
daylight to reveal to the full the ex
tent of damage in the field beyond.

After detailing two laborers to 
guard the makeshift barrier, Conrey 
and DeSantos returned to the bun
galow in the speedboat. Pamela was 
waiting at the dock when they ar
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rived. Conrey took the girl by the 
arm and drew her toward the bun
galow, explaining as they went.

Pamela frowned, worried. “ But I 
don’t understand, Jeff. Who could 
have done such a thing?”

“ I mean to find out,” Conrey 
growled. He swung his wet bulk 
into a veranda chair. “ Did you 
phone Belden? He didn’t show up.” 

"I got him just a minute ago. I 
kept calling every few minutes after 
you left but couldn’t get an answer 
until just now. He said that he 
had heard the explosion and think
ing that it might have been one of 
the gasoline drums down at his 
storehouse, had gone down to inves
tigate.”

Conrey nodded wearily. “Well, 
there isn’t a thing we can do until 
daybreak. Let’s turn in and get a 
little rest.”

PAMELA rose. “Jeffrey, I don’t 
know how I can ever repay you 

for—for—”
“We won’t worry about that,” Con

rey grinned, “just yet. But don’t 
forget that one of my honorable an
cestors was a Scot, Pam. The Scotch 
drive hard bargains, you know.” He 
turned and started up the stairs, 
chuckling. “ Good-night.”

The girl grimaced at his broad 
back. “ Good-night, Shylock,” she 
called softly.

Upon reaching his room, Conrey 
glanced at the half finished code 
message and wavered between the 
impulse to finish it and the need 
for rest. In the end sleep triumphed. 

* * * * * *
Several hours later when Pamela, 

DeSantos, and the American guest 
were seated at the breakfast table, 
Conrey reached into his coat pocket 
and brought out a sealed and ad
dressed envelope.

“ Here’s our mystery, addressed to 
Mr. Philip Gordon,” he said lightly.

“ Better have Matsu take it right 
away. The Oregon sails at noon, 
you know.”

The girl’s face lighted. “ I had com
pletely forgotten it. I'll send him 
right off.” She turned and called 
to the house-boy, and in a few min
utes the Japanese was on his way to 
Cortez.

“ Think you can save any of the 
crop in the north field?” Conrey in
quired of DeSantos.

The Spaniard shrugged.
“ Joe thinks we may be able to 

save most of if,” Pamela broke in 
eagerly, “providing the wind doesn’t 
blow too hard for the next few 
days.”

Conrey n o d d e d  affirmatively. 
“That’s possible. The roots may re
tain their grip until the water dries 
—if the wind doesn’t put too much 
strain on them.”

“There is less than a foot of water 
on the field now,” DeSantos said, 
“and it’s going down rapidly. For
tunately the ground was rather dry 
and most of the flood soaked in.” 
The overseer rose hastily. “ Excuse 
me. Just remembered something I 
have to do at the campo marino.”

Conrey sipped his coffee thought
fully as the roar of the speedboat’s 
motor dwindled down river.

AT noon when Conrey returned 
from an inspection of the flooded 

field, Pamela greeted him excitedly.
“Jeff, Matsu just came back. Some

one struck him from behind, down 
by the Henderson farm. He was 
knocked unconscious and when he 
came to his senses, he found that 
he had been robbed.”

Conrey nodded calmly. “And the 
letter?”

“Yes, the letter was stolen too.” 
After lunch Conrey returned to 

the field where DeSantos was di
recting the laborers in their work 
of salvaging what they could from
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the flood. The American was de
termined to force the issue. He sat 
down on the retaining wall by the 
overseer’s side and plunged into the 
matter bluntly:

“How long would it take a speed
boat to overtake a bicycle traveling 
on the river road,” he began, “ if 
the bicycle had, say, five or six 
minutes headway?”

DeSantos l a u g h e d  guardedly. 
“That is an odd question, sehor. I 
have no idea—Why do you ask?” 

Conrey watched the other’s face 
narrowly. “ Because,”  he said, “ I 
have reason to believe that you know 
the answer to that question.”

The Spaniard’s face had paled, 
whether in fear or anger the Amer
ican could not fathom.

“ Pamela tried to catch you on the 
phone fully half an hour after you 
left for the campo marino this morn
ing,” Conrey went on quietly, “and 
Miguel said that you hadn’t been 
there yet.”

“ That’s right,” DeSantos agreed. 
“ I had motor trouble and didn’t ar
rive at the storehouse until shortly 
after the phone call. Miguel gave 
me the message.”

THE overseer shook h i s head, 
searching the American’s face 

with increasing agitation. “ Senor, 
things have happened that throw 
suspicion on me—But you must be
lieve me, I had nothing to do with 
them!”

Conrey lit a cigarette and exhaled 
a cloud of smoke before playing his 
ace in the hole. Then abruptly: 

“ What kind of poison killed the 
cat?”

DeSantos gasped. His face went 
deathly pale.

Conrey seized the other’s shoulder 
and shook him roughly.

“ Speak! What was it?”
“ Curari!”  The word was hardly 

more than a whisper.

That evening a group of people 
were assembled in the living room 
of the Chatterton bungalow. Pamela, 
the hostess, was there, and DeSantos, 
Belden, Doctor Gomez, Jalapa—the 
Comandante from Cortez—and, last
ly, Jeff Conrey. The American was 
speaking:

“That is the reason I asked Miss 
Chatterton to invite all of you here 
this evening. W e’re all concerned 
in one way or another with the 
blasting of the retaining wall—” 

DeSantos coughed nervously. 
Doctor Gomez looked blank.
“—but I have reason to believe,” 

Conrey continued, “ that the affair 
of the retaining wall was only one 
link in a chain of circumstances por
tending events more sinister.”

Belden snorted. “ Why speak in 
riddles? What are you driving at?”

CONREY ignored the interruption.
“ Before disclosing the real ob

ject of this gathering I’d like to ask 
a few seemingly irrelevant ques
tions.” His eyes flicked over the 
group. “ Is it agreeable?”

The American turned to the Kir
by farm overseer. “ DeSantos would 
you mind naming your place of 
birth?”

“ Rio De Janeiro.” The Spaniard’s 
voice was brittle.

“You still have relatives there?” 
“ Yes. Two sisters in Rio and a 

brother in Buenos Aires.”
Conrey nodded. “Thanks.” He 

turned to the squat little medico 
from Puerto Cortez.

“ Doctor, are you familiar with a 
poison called curari?”

“ Eh? Curari?” The medico 
looked confused. He twirled his 
mustache furiously for a moment.

’‘Curari. But of course. A pow
erful anesthesia—paralyzes the res
piratory organs. It is obtained from 
the bark of a South American tree. 
I believe.”
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Conrey nodded affirmatively. 
"Would you be able to recognize the 
signs of curari poisoning after 
death had occurred?”

"No, I can’t say that I would. It’s 
rather uncommon, you know. I’d 
have to look that up.”

“ But,” Conrey persisted, “you 
could outline the symptoms before 
death?”

“ Oh, yes. The patient would gasp 
for breath and rapidly sink into a 
stupor, perhaps lose the power of 
speech. It might even cause a gen
eral paralysis.”

Pamela gave an audible gasp.
The Comandante stared at Con

rey stupidly, beginning to get the 
glimmer of an idea.

CONREY slipped an envelope from 
his pocket and extracted from it 

an ordinary sewing needle. He held 
it by the middle gingerly.

“ This needle,” he said, slowly, 
holding it up for all to see, “was the 
cause of Major Chatterton’s death!” 

A gasp went up from the startled 
group surrounding him. The Com
andante muttered excitedly. De- 
Santos, white-faced, tensed in his 
chair.

Conrey turned and motioned to 
the Japanese who was hoverng in 
the kitchen doorway. Matsu shuffled 
to the library and returned with 
the major’s chair, placed it before 
the American.

Conrey stooped over and pushed 
the needle gently into a small hole 
in the wooden upright that sup
ported the arm of the chair. The 
exposed point extended out hori
zontally about an inch above the 
seat cushion. Conrey straightened 
up.

“ Simple, isn’t it? Anyone sitting 
in this chair would only have to 
move his left leg slightly to touch 
the poisoned needle point.”

Pamela shuddered. "But Jeffrey,

you were sitting in that chair last 
night 1”

Conrey nodded, grim-faced. “ For
tunately, Pinkey found the needle 
first.” He turned to DeSantos.

“You knew what was the matter 
with the cat last night, didn’t you?”

“ Yes.” The Spaniard’s voice was 
barely audible.

The Comandante’s gaping mouth 
closed with a snap. Here was some
thing as plain as the nose on his 
face. He rose and advanced pon
derously toward DeSantos, fingering 
the butt of his revolver.

“ Just a minute, Jalapa,” Conrey 
said: “there is something else.”

The American pulled a second en
velope from his pocket and held it 
in his hand unopened. “Major Chat- 
terton had received a series of 
threatening notes,” he explained. 
“ Code notes. Just like the one 
Matsu was robbed of this morning.”

Conrey glanced at the girl. “ For
tunately I had made a copy of the 
note which someone was so anxious 
to intercept.”

He slipped a finger into the en
velope and extracted a sheet of note- 
paper, passing it to Jalapa.

THE Comandante ran his eyes over 
the array of figures, bewildered 

until he came to the deciphered mes
sage below.

3 5 1 7 9 6 2 8 4

231' a b c d e f 8 h i
496 ' j k i m n o P q  r
875 ' s t u V w X y z

T  h i s i s t h C 1 a s t
85 28 14i 73 24 53 75 18 29 61 33 :83 55

w a r n i n 8 1’ h e d c b t
89 13 44 49 34 99 22 85 38 19 27 39 25 75

w i 1 1 s o o n b c P a i d
89 24 41 91 53 46 66 69 35 19 42 33 34 37

Belden and Doctor Gomez crowded 
as close as possible to the Coman
dante, peering over his shoulder at the
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paper as he read the message aloud.
“The first figure in each group 

denotes the horizontal column,” 
Conrey explained, “ while the second 
gives the vertical column. Ziemlich 
einfach, nicht wahr, Belden?"
"Jar
The answer came from Belden 

naturally, and a few seconds had 
elapsed before the big planter real
ized that Conrey’s question had been 
in German. He shot a venomous 
glance at the American.

Conrey grinned. “That cipher 
happens to be one of the simpler 
forms used by the German Intelli
gence early in the World War. 
Major Chatterton had no trouble in 
reading it, since he was formerly 
connected with the British Intelli
gence.” Conrey turned to the 
major’s daughter. “ Isn’t that so?”

Pamela nodded, speechless.

‘TT1HAT put us in the same boat,
J- Belden,” Conrey continued. “ It 

seems that we both speak German. 
I served with the American Intel
ligence during the war—did you 
perhaps serve with the Imperial 
army?”

The planter's eyes snapped an
grily. "No, Mister Detective,” he 
sneered, “ I never had the opportun
ity. I was interned at Sidney, 
Australia, at the beginning of the 
war.”

Conrey lit a cigarette without re
moving his eyes from the other’s 
face.

“ Isn’t it a bit unusual,” he in
quired, “ for a man who hasn’t seen 
service to be decorated?”

Belden’s huge body seemed to 
tense without actually moving. His 
eye6 flicked at DeSantos across the 
room and then returned to the 
American. When he spoke his voice 
was peculiarly flat.

“ Just what do you mean?”
Before Conrey could reply, a sharp

hiss of indrawn breath sounded from 
the Spaniard, and all eyes focused 
expectantly on him.

"Senor Conrey means that I have 
seen your war medals with my own 
eyes,”  he blurted. He leaned for
ward in his chair r.nd pointed an 
accusing finger at Belden. The poise 
of his head and the unwinking stare 
of his beady eyes oddly suggestive 
of a venomous snake poised to 
strike, held the other fascinated.

“T HAVE also told Conrey of your 
J- mania for collecting curios,” De- 

Santos hissed, “ and of the bottle of 
curari I contributed—”

“ W ait!” Conrey broke in sharply. 
“ Let’s not go off half-cocked on the 
strength of circumstantial evidence.”

The American glanced at Belden, 
noting the distended cords of the 
man’s throat and the odd glitter in 
his eyes.

“Let’s suppose,”  he began, “ that 
someone had a motive for murdering 
Major Chatterton. That this person 
had taken a keen delight in sending 
his intended victim code notes warn
ing of impending death, but giving 
no hint of the manner in which it 
was to descend.

“ Perhaps by chance the would-be 
murderer possessed a quantity of the 
deadly curari. Thus he conceived a 
fiendish plot, knowing that the symp
toms of the poisoning would be very 
similar to those of several more 
common causes of death.”

Conrey glanced at Doctor Gomez 
and received a corroborative nod.

“ Wedging the needle in the chair,” 
he continued, “ would be a compara
tively simple task for anyone having 
access to this house—say, a guest or 
an employee. Retrieving the instru
ment of murder after the crime had 
been committed should have been 
equally simple.

“ But apparently the m u r d e r e r  
found no opportunity to regain pos
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session of the needle. Or else he 
didn’t bother, feeling secure in his 
knowledge that the death had been 
officially attributed to natural causes.

“Perhaps he suddenly learned that 
suspicion had been aroused after all, 
and that an investigation was afoot. 
Then he would immediately seek to 
recover and dispose of the evidence.

“Perhaps after having obtained 
the code note, the murderer was un
successful in his efforts to recover 
the needle, until finally he hit on the 
plan of blowing up the retaining 
wall. He reasoned that the bunga
low would likely be deserted for a 
time at least, and thus afford him an 
opportunity to commit his burglary.’’

CO N R E Y  paused, and Doctor 
Gomez broke in with an apolo

getic glance at DeSantos.
“ But, Conrey., a man living right 

here in the house wouldn’t have to 
go to all that trouble to recover the 
evidence.” Conrey nodded, apparent
ly puzzled.

Belden grunted in obvious dis
gust. “And how could a man blow 
up the wall and get down here with
out traveling on the river?” he de
manded.

Conrey eyed the planter reflec
tively, knowing, as did the others 
present, that the river road turned 
inland at the Kirby bungalow and 
wound through the jungle for miles 
before coming back to the river at 
Belden’s farm. And a boat coming 
down river just after the explosion 
could hardly have escaped detection.

“ A small boat of shallow draught,” 
he said, “might have ridden down 
with the flood on the inside of the 
retaining wall.”

Belden’s eyes clung to Conrcy’s 
face in sudden fascination. A dark 
flush crept upward from his throat.

“ A canoe, perhaps,” Conrey added 
quietly. “There is a mark in the 
mud near this end of the retaining

wall such as the prow of a canoe 
would make. And from that spot 
there are a number of footprints 
leading toward the bungalow.” 

Belden’s lips began moving sound
lessly. Conrey continued: “The man 
who made those prints perhaps did 
not realize that our rapid repairing 
of the wall would lower the water 
level before it had a chance to wipe 
out the evidence of his visit.”

The American turned to the Com- 
andante. “The peculiar part of those 
footprints is the heel impression. It 
is smaller than the average man’s 
heel, yet larger than a woman’s. A 
so-called military heel, I believe, im
ported from Ger—”

“Stop! Verdamnt Yankee!”
With an amazingly quick flip of 

the wrist Belden produced an ugly 
Luger pistol from inside his jacket.

“You have been clever,” he growled, 
addressing Conrey, “but not clever 
enough!”

rPH E American stood motionless 
J- in the center of the room, silent, 
eyes riveted on the planter’s face. 
It was with something of a shock 
that he noted Belden’s glaring eyes 
and mottled cheeks, and realized 
that the man was in the grip of a 
murderous rage.

“Your efforts have changed my 
plans somewhat,” the German con
tinued. “ But we will reach the cli
max in spite of that, hein?

“ Any fool,” he sneered, eyeing 
Conrey, “might have guessed that it 
would be simple to bribe a sailor 
on one of these coastwise freighters 
to mail a letter from a South Amer
ican port.”

Conrey’s face remained mask-like. 
“But you were right, Dummkopf, 

in thinking that someone had a mo
tive for killing the major.”

Belden paused and stiffened his 
huge body impressively.

“ It was I, Baron Otto von
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Kurtz.”  The Comandante coughed 
and moved his hand imperceptibly 
nearer to the gun on his belt.

“Bah!” Belden fairly spat con
tempt for his unimpressed audience. 
He continued, as if talking to him
self, “ Can such swine not realize 
what it means to a von Kurtz to 
have a brother executed by the 
verclamnte British?

“ Gott im Himmel! My little Karl 
was caught in Paris and shot down 
like a common thief, by Major Chat- 
terton and his staff of filthy swine. 
Is it any wonder that I should seek 
to wipe out the debt in blood?”

BELDEN’S eyes leaped past Con- 
rey to fasten gloatingly on 

Pamela Chatterton. “ It was my 
intention to marry the major’s charm
ing daughter,” he sneered. “ Gott! 
What a sweet revenge that would 
have been!”

Pamela turned from his glaring 
eyes, shuddering.

The man had evidently held the 
major personally responsible for the 
wartime execution of a spy, and had 
nursed the idea of revenge until it 
had become an obsession.

A number of things were now 
clear to the American. Belden had 
undoubtedly had a hand in some of 
the misfortunes that had befallen 
Kirby farm in the past. And the 
German had had a two-fold purpose 
in blowing up the retaining wall. 
Besides creating an opportunity to 
recover the poisoned needle, which 
he did not know had already been 
discovered and removed by DeSan- 
tos, he had hoped to ruin the best 
field of the farm. This would dis
courage Pamela to such an extent 
that she might receive his intended 
proposal of marriage with favor.

Abruptly Conrcy was conscious of 
the trend of Belden’s wild talk—

“—change my plans and send her 
to roast in hell with the major—

and now!” The planter laughed 
harshly. He swung the muzzle of 
the pistol directly on the girl.

“W ait!” Conrey’s voice was like 
a pistol crack in that tense silence. 
He must stall the action somehow.

But he realized that the slightest 
movement would draw a shot from 
the maddened planter. Out of the 
corner of his eye the American 
caught a flicker of movement through 
the open door leading into the 
kitchen.

Matsu! They had all forgotten 
the house-boy. The blood surged 
with renewed hope in Conrey’s veins. 
Was the Jap loyal? Would he have 
the nerve to start something?

As if in answer to his thought, a 
heavy meat cleaver came hurtling in 
from the kitchen. Belden ducked, as 
if warned by some sixth sense. He 
whirled half around, snarling. The 
Luger cracked once, deafeningly.

CONREY launched a desperate 
kick at the German’s wrist, and 

the pistol went spinning toward the 
ceiling. Almost simultaneously the 
room rocked to the thunderous roar 
of the Comandante’s ancient .45.

Belden staggered under the im
pact of those heavy slugs, clutched 
at his stomach with both hands. 
Slowly his knees buckled, and the 
wild flame in his eyes grew dull. He 
slumped to the floor with a cough
ing sigh, then lay inert.

Doctor Gomez bent over the Baron 
Otto von Kurtz. He rolled back one 
of the closed eyelids, peered for a 
moment, then straightened up with 
a characteristic Latin shrug that 
spoke more clearly than words.

Pamela Chatterton tore her horror- 
filled eyes from the body on the 
floor and looked up at the American 
in mute appeal. Conrey placed a 
comforting arm about the girl’s 
trembling shoulders and led her out 
into the soothing tropic night.
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Desperate Battle Aboard a Tramp Freighter On the 
Pirate-Infested East China Sea
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Author of “Pyramid of Gold," “ The Devil from Devil’s Island," etc.

T HJE bow of the old tramp 
freighter, the Norton, dipped 
into a huge wave, disap
peared from sight for a moment, and 

then laboriously and slowly, raised 
itself out of the green cascade, 
shooting upward, with water stream
ing off the rusty sides.

Slowly and painfully, with engines 
creaking and rivets straining, the 
Norton plowed through the East 
China Sea, headed for Wenchau.

Inside the cabin Captain Carthy, 
his weatner-beaten old face drawn

and haggard, sat at a table, chewing 
on a half-smoked cigar. Near him sat 
Jim Halcom, first mate and part 
owner, with Carthy, of the Norton.

Halcom was a young man, still in 
his early thirties, with a thin, well
muscled face and a body that had 
the power and the speed of an ani
mal. He sat slumped in an old deck 
chair, his face buried in a bundle 
of daily newspapers, picked up at 
Java, where they had stopped to 
deliver a small shipment of freight.

“Hey,” he yelled, “ this is interest-
115
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ing. This English paper says, the 
Chinese pirates are still raising cain 
in the East China Sea and the Eng
lish and Chinese governments are 
helpless. A pirate by the name of 
Fu Chow relieved an English ship 
of half a million in gold. Got away 
cold. That ain’t bad, is it?”

“They ain’t bothering old tramp 
freighters like this ship,” Captain 
Carthy answered. “And that’s one 
worry we don’t have to think about. 
And when we get to Wenchau, most 
of our worries, as far as the Carthy- 
Halcom Shipping Company is con
cerned, will be over.”

“ The paper says, this pirate, Fu 
Chow, is working off the coast of 
Formosa Island,” Halcom announced. 
“ Does his job pretty slick and he 
stole the half million in gold before 
the crew of the Majow knew what 
was happening.”

APTAIN CARTHY’S feet came 
down on the floor with a heavy 

thud.
“The devil with stories about pi

rates,” he raged. “ I ’m thinking about 
this ship and the life’s fortune I got 
tied up in it. We won't have enough 
to more than pay off our men when 
we hit Wenchau, let alone paying 
Perrins. W e’re losin’ the ship, lad
die. Sure as faith.”

Jim Halcom got up and tossed the 
papers on the table.

He patted Captain Carthy’s shoul
der affectionately.

“We ain’t lost it yet, Captain,” he 
said. "Maybe there is some way 
out.”

V/ith this, Halcom turned quickly 
and walked out of the cabin. He 
went up on the bridge and stood, 
alone, looking out over the green, 
sparkling sea that stretched to the 
horizon in every direction. His face 
was drawn and worried. He knew 
too well that every word Captain 
Carthy had said was true.

Five years before he and Carthy 
had bought the old tramp freighter 
from the Yorkshire Company, put
ting down all the cash they had in 
the world. Five years, before, busi
ness had been good and they had 
secured a tea concession at Wen
chau; a small out-of-the-way port on 
the China Sea, and everything had 
looked good.

Then came the crash. They held 
out as long as they could, but their 
cash reserve was small and finally 
they had to go to the money lender, 
Perrins. They had staked all on 
this last cruise, hoping against hope 
that the market in tea would pick 
up by the time they got to Mar
seilles. It didn’t. When they got 
to this port the market had col
lapsed completely.

And now they were returning to 
Wenchau. Halcom knew Perrins too 
well to hope for a renewal of the 
loan. They had put their interest, 
in the Norton, up as security and it 
was a plum that Perrins would 
greedily grab for.

HALCOM stared out over the 
green waves that rose on every 

side. Far in the west the sun was 
sinking below the horizon. For a 
long time he stared tight-lipped out 
into the endless space of green seas.

It didn’t matter so much for him. 
He was young. He could start again. 
But Jonathan Carthy. That was 
different, for the captain was old 
and this was his last chance.

Twenty thousand dollars! The 
lines around Halcom’s mouth tight
ened. The sun had fallen below the 
green horizon and darkness was fast 
spreading over the China Sea.

Suddenly Halcom’s body stiffened 
a little. A smile, cold and desper
ate, came to his lips. For a full 
minute the smile remained on his 
lips and then left abruptly.

And as the smile left, Halcom was
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on his way to the chart room, and 
five minutes later he was hurrying 
down the companionway ladder to 
the engine room.

When he got back to the cabin 
Captain Carthy was sitting at the 
table, with pencil between his fing
ers, covering a piece of paper with 
endless figures.

Halcom grinned and sat down.
“ Writing numbers on paper," he 

said dryly, “won’t pay Perrins.”
Captain Carthy swung on him an- 

grily.
“Maybe you got some idea how 

we’ll pay him,” he roared.
“ I have a very good idea,” Hal

com countered quietly. “ It might 
work if you don’t lose your head 
completely."

“You young whipper-snapper,” 
Captain Carthy bellowed. “None of 
your crazy tricks—”

“ You wouldn’t think it crazy,” 
Halcom laughed. “You'd think it 
pure insanity. If I told you, you’d 
throw me in irons. But I ’m getting 
twenty thousand in gold out of this 
sea before we get to Wenchau and 
after I do that you can do anything 
you want with me.”

“Twenty thousand in gold out of 
the sea,” Captain Carthy gasped. 
“What are you talking about?”

“ I ’ll explain when I get the gold,” 
Halcom replied. “ But for pity’s sake 
hold your head. Something funny 
might happen before we get to 
Wenchau.”

THE next morning the Norton, 
nosing itself into the Straits of 

Formosa, hit a calm sea where hardly 
a ripple broke the endless sheet of 
green that spread in all directions 
from the old tramp freighter. No 
wind tempted the heat which, even 
early in the morning, was stifling.

In the calm sea the rusty old 
tramp cut through the water at a 
speed of seven knots an hour, rising

and falling a little with the natural 
swell of the sea.

Down in his cabin, Captain Carthy, 
still grim-faced and surly, was work
ing on his log. From time to time 
he wet his lips and shook his head 
sadly. He was thinking far more 
of old man Perrins and the twenty 
thousand and the loss of the ship 
than he was about what his pen was 
writing.

SUDDENLY the ship lurched a lit
tle and the engines died down 

and the ship was coming to a stop. 
With a leap he was out of his chair 
and out of the cabin.

On the bridge he saw Jim Halcom 
at the wheel, his face set and hard, 
his hands swinging the Norton to 
the port side along a Chinese junk 
which carried the Chinese flag up
side down at half-mast—a signal of 
distress.

With a bellow of rage, Carthy 
thundered: “You damned little whip
per-snapper! What are you doing 
now!”

Halcom grinned and yelled back: 
“ We sighted this old junk a few 
minutes ago and we can’t pass it 
with that signal of distress.”

Hanging on the rail of the junk, 
pretty much like an ape would hang 
from a rail, was a burly-looking 
Chinaman, with a red sash around 
his head and the loose blouse of the 
coolie tucked in dirty looking duck 
pants. The feet were bare.

“ Please, Captain,” the Chinaman 
pleaded, “wa-ter for men. They 
dying.”

Carthy grunted as he looked at the 
Chinaman. After all, there was the 
law of the sea. Halcom was bring
ing the Norton close against the
junk.

The Chinese seaman sprang up on 
the rail of the Norton with the 
agility of an animal, and then with 
a wave of his hand, he sprang down



118 THRILLING ADVENTURES

on the deck, his right hand holding 
a large automatic.

AND in the next second the old 
Chinese junk was swarming with 

Chinamen, swarming out of hatches 
and over the rails, their naked 
bodies gleaming yellow in the morn
ing sun. Around their waists were 
dirty, colorless sarongs and from 
these came krisses, and Chinese 
knives and guns.

Like a swarm of bees, they scram
bled onto the deck of the Norton. 
Captain Carthy, his face red with 
anger and his eyes flashing fire, 
backed up against the cabin wall. 
His automatic came out, but he had 
no chance to use it. Hands—yellow 
hands—shot out from behind him 
and knocked the automatic to the 
deck and then hands pulled him to 
the deck.

He struggled and cursed, but 
ropes went around his wrists 
and ankles and then he was pulled 
to his feet and propped against the 
cabin wall.

The junk captain was standing be
fore him, his heavy, brutal face leer
ing at him savagely.

In the meantime the other Chinese 
had overrun the deck and rounded 
the crew midship. Halcom w a s 
taken off the bridge and brought 
down alongside the captain.

“Now we talk beesiness,” the junk 
captain sneered. “You have gold on 
board. Where is it?”

“Gold!” Carthy bellowed. “ My 
God, gold! If you can find it, it’s 
yours. That’s just what we ain’t 
got.”

"It seems, Captain,” Halcom said 
dryly, “ that we have the honor of 
meeting the great Fu Chow, the Chi
nese Pirate.”

“You have three minutes,” Fu 
Chow snarled. “After that—”

The Chinese pirate shrugged and 
looked up at the cargo derricks over

the main hatch, braced closely to
gether.

“The Captain no look good hang
ing up there,” he nodded at the der
rick with his head. “ I give you 
three minutes to tell about gold.” 

“ You damn fool,” Carthy laughed. 
“This is a tramp steamer and tramp 
steamers don’t carry gold. We have 
not even got more than enough coal 
in our bunkers to get us to Wen- 
chau. Gold, God, the joke’s on you.” 

“That,” Fu Chow said coldly, “ is 
what captain of Majow say. It was 
tramp steamer like this, and New 
York banks try fool Fu Chow by 
sending gold in old ship. You load
ed gold in New York and you have 
gold and if you no tell Fu Chow 
where gold is, captain and mate 
hang up there. I give three min
utes to tell.”

CARTHY looked at Halcom help
lessly. The young first mate 

shrugged and wet his lips and his 
face was pale.

“The bloat thinks we got gold and 
if we can’t show him gold, we’ll 
likely hang up there and rot in the 
sun,” he said. “The joke may be on 
him, but it ain’t going to be any
thing funny for us.”

“Three minutes I give you,” Fu 
Chow sneered.

And then he turned, shot sharp 
orders to his men in Chinese. They 
scattered around the derricks, re
leased the lashing and swung one 
of the derricks out over the sea.

Then Fu Chow turned to Halcom 
and ordered: “ Get me rope, queek!” 

Halcom laughed coldly—brutally. 
“ I ’m not getting a rope to have 

myself or Captain Carthy hung 
with,” he said. “ Get the rope your
self.”

The savage face of Fu Chow dark
ened, but he held his temper. Sev
eral Chinese came running up with 
a rope and the next moment the
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noose was around the captain’s neck 
and two burly pirates turned to 
Halcom.

rnH EY grabbed for his arms and 
-L shoulders, but in that split-second 

Halcom came to life. His right fist 
shot out with the speed of a piston, 
•caught the leading bandit, flush on 
-the jaw and sent hitr to the deck 
-with a muffled groan. His left 
caught the second one full in the 
stomach and with a howl of pain the 
pirate grabbed his stomach and step
ped back.

And in the next second the deck 
was a bedlam of yelling C h i - 
nese, swinging knives over their 
heads and charging down on Hal
com, who had backed to the rail, his 
body tense and his fists ready to fly 
out again in a last few feeble blows.

But suddenly the crowd stopped 
abruptly in their tracks. Fu Chow 
was yelling orders at them in Chi
nese, and with a spring he was in 
front of Halcom, his gun drawn and 
•ready for use against his own men. 
They glared angrily at him, backed 
away 6lowly, mumbling under their 
breath.

“You will hang with captain,” Fu 
Chow said to Halcom. “But I give 
you first chance to talk about gold.”

Halcom eyed him closely, his lips 
pressed tightly together.

“ All right,” he said quietly. “ I’ll 
tell you where the gold is hidden, 
but first take the rope from the 
captain’s neck and untie his hands 
and ankles.”

Captain Carthy looked at his young 
first mate as if the boy had lost his 
mind. His eyes widened a little and 
his jaw dropped. Fu Chow looked 
at Halcom a moment and then shook 
his head.

“ I no fall for tricks,” he said. 
*‘You tell where gold is and I no 
hang you.”

“What a sweet liar you are,” Hal

com laughed. “AJ1 right, go ahead 
and hang us and you’ll never find 
the gold. You won’t have time to 
look. This sea is covered with 
British destroyers looking for you 
and before you’d find anything, you’d 
be captured."

Fu Chow continued to look at 
Halcom, his savage face leering and 
his slanting eyes narrowed.

“You show me gold queekly,”  he 
sneered. “No trick for waste time 
for ship to come up.”

“ I ’ll take you to the gold,” Hal
com answered, “and you can walk 
behind me with a gun in my back. 
But first release Captain Carthy.”

FU CHOW acted quickly. He 
ordered the noose taken off the 

captain’s neck and his hands and 
feet released. His men grumbled at 
the order, but followed it quickly. 
Three burly pirates stood over Cap
tain Carthy and Fu Chow turned to 
Halcom.

“Now you show gold queek,” he 
said. “There lots time to hang you 
if you play trick.”

Halcom shrugged, looked quickly 
at Captain Carthy, who was staring 
at him bewilderedly.

“There are two ways to get to the 
gold,” Halcom said to Fu Chow. 
“One way is down the main hatch, 
but that would take too long. The 
other way is down in the engine 
room, through one of the empty coal 
bunkers.”

Captain Carthy, unable to contain 
himself any longer, blurted out: 
“What the devil are you talking 
about ?”

Halcom looked at him and spoke 
quietly:

“You’re going to see more gold 
in a little while than you dreamed 
was on board.”

Fu Chow looked at Halcom quick
ly and then at Carthy. The cap
tain, catching Halcom’s eye, shrug-
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ged and growled: “Okay! I guess
we’ll have to tell.”

Halcom started for the stairs lead
ing down to the engine room. Carthy 
was at his side and behind them 
came Fu Chow, with gun drawn and 
a large part of his pirate crew fol
lowing him. The remainder of the 
pirates were left on board to watch 
the crew, still huddled midship.

THE procession went through the 
engine room and between the 

boilers and stopped in front of the 
coal bunkers. Two of the coal bunk
ers were closed, indicating that they 
were empty. The bulkheads were 
screwed tightly shut.

Fu Chow looked at the closed 
bunkers and a suspicious look came 
into his eyes. Behind him his men 
growled and muttered under their 
breath. Fu Chow turned on them. 
Several shot Chinese words at him 
and he answered them in sharp, com
manding language.

"My men think you trick them,” 
he said to Halcom. “They think you 
stall for time because they say gold 
no stored in coal bunkers.”

“ Smart men you have,” Halcom 
answered. “The gold is in one of 
those bunkers. If you want it, okay: 
if you don’t, let’s go back upstairs. 
You’ll spend a long time trying to 
open that bulkhead.”

“Open bulkhead,” Fu Chow shot 
back at him. “Better no waste time 
because if ship comes up, you die.” 

Halcom waved the Chinese back 
and then he went to work on the 
bulkhead, turning the screw first to 
the right and then to the left. Cap
tain Carthy, still mystified by Hal- 
com’s actions, assisted him. The 
pirates stood back, their eyes gleam
ing greedily at the gold they hoped 
to see when the bunker was opened.

“Hold your head and don’t be a 
damn fool,” Halcom whispered to 
Captain Carthy. “When this is

opened you’ll see plenty of action 
around here, but don’t hurry to open 
it.” The heat below was stifling. 
Sweat broke out on Halcom’s face as 
he struggled with the bulkhead.

Finally it swung open and he 
stepped back, exhausted, and said to 
Fu Chow: “Your gold is in there.” 

The Chinese pirate stuck his head 
in the opening. There was a little 
coal in the bunker, but under this 
could be seen a row of boxes, such 
boxes as were used to store gold.

L IKE a swarm of bees trying to 
get through a small hole, the 

Chinese pirates, their minds inflamed 
at the sight of the boxes, struggled, 
two and three at a time, to get 
through the small bunker hole.

For the moment Halcom and Car
thy were forgotten. Grunting and 
clawing and fighting, the pirates 
went into the coal bunker. Halcom, 
his body tight against the wall, 
watched them go through the hole. 
Captain Carthy stood near him.

Inside the bunker there was loud 
talking and arguing. Only a few of 
the pirates were left outside. Sud
denly Halcom’s right arm shot out 
and grabbed Captain Carthy by the 
shoulder an d  hurled the captain 
back into the door of the engine 
room with a violence that was sud
den and effective.

And in the next second Halcom 
was across the room. From behind 
a pump two men sprang out, carry
ing a long hose. Halcom grabbed 
the hose and yelled at someone be
hind him. A powerful blast of steam 
came out of the hose and struck the 
few remaining pirates still out of 
the bunker in the back. With 
screams of anguish they went head
first into the coal bunker.

The hose was turned to the right, 
the steam lashing against the far 
wall of the boiler room, and Hal
com jumped to the door of the bun
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ker and in a moment it was closed 
and the bulkhead screwed tight.

Captain Carthy had jumped to his 
feet and came rushing toward Hal- 
com, his old weather beaten face 
white with anger. “ Look out,” Hal- 
com yelled at him. "I had to get 
you out of the way to get the hose in 
action. We’re going upstairs now 
and steam every damn one of the 
remaining pirates off the ship.”

F IOM inside the bunkers came 
screams and cries that seemed to 

come from far away.
Halcom, holding the long hose 

with the two members of the crew 
who had jumped out from behind 
the pump, dashed through the en
gine room. The guards who had re
mained in that room turned and 
fled up the stairs.

But when they went up the stairs 
they yelled wildly. Other Chinese 
stuck their heads down the com
panionway. Guns roared in their 
hands and bullets hit the iron stairs 
above Halcom’s head and rocketed 
into the engine room.

The hose went up and the spout
ing, scalding stream of steam shot 
up the companionway, hitting the 
three guards who stood at the open
ing. They screamed and darted 
back. Up the iron stairs Halcom and 
Carthy and the two men pulled the 
hose. Halcom was the first man out 
on deck. He dodged low, expecting 
a bullet or a knife to come through 
the air at him, but the Chinese pi
rates, cowed and frightened, had 
backed away from the companionway 
and stood huddled together like 
frightened sheep.

The crew, which up to this time 
had been guarded by the pirates, 
suddenly saw that they were free. 
But Halcom gave them no chance to 
get mixed up with the pirates. The 
hose shot its long stream of steam 
and hot water across the deck.

The Chinese pirates, screaming 
and throwing their guns and knives 
on the deck, jumped over the rail 
and into the junk. The first on 
board the junk cut the queer shaped 
boat loose and raised the square 
sails and the light wind took the 
junk rapidly away from the Norton.

The Chinese left on deck jumped 
overboard and swam for their de
parting ship, leaving behind a large 
assortment of knives and guns. 
Halcom and Carthy picked up the 
knives and threw them overboard 
at the swimming pirates, but their 
aim was short.

“ And now,” Carthy finally said to 
Halcom, “just tell me what all this 
is about and how it happens that my 
ship changed its course and hap
pened to be in these waters early 
this morning. I ’d like also to know 
about those boxes of gold in the 
bunker.” Halcom laughed.

“ First, I ’m going down and give 
my prisoners some air and some 
water,” he said. “ I wouldn’t want 
them to die on me. And after that 
I ’m going to your cabin to get a 
drink and if you want to know what 
has happened and how I got that 
gold on board, be there.”

AN hour later the Norton was 
clipping seven knots an hour 

through the Formosa Straits, the 
wheel set two points to the star
board, taking the ship away from the 
coast of Formosa Island where it 
had run into the junk of the Chinese 
pirates.

Jim Halcom, his face wreathed in 
smiles, sat the captain’s table and 
played with the glass of whisky that 
sat in front of him. Old Captain 
Carthy was still white-faced and in 
a surly, belligerent mood.

“The course of the ship was 
changed last night,” he growled. 
“ This is the first time I knew of a 
first mate assuming the right to
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change the course of the ship and 
not enter it in the log.”

“ I told you last night, Captain,” 
Halcom laughed, ‘‘that we were go
ing to find gold in this sea to pay 
old man Perrins. I had to change 
the course of the ship to find that 
gold.” Captain Carthy grunted un
pleasantly.

‘‘I saw more damn pirates than I 
want to see again,” he growled. 
‘‘And I didn’t like that rope around 
my neck. But what about that gold 
down in that coal bunker?”

Halcom threw the whisky down 
his throat and laughed.

‘ ‘There is exactly twenty thousand 
in gold down there,” he answered. 
‘‘Just enough to pay Perrins and get 
our throat out of his clutches.” 

‘ ‘Twenty thousand in gold,” Cap
tain Carthy bellowed. ‘‘You've got 
some dirty faced Chink pirates down 
there who will cause us a lot of 
trouble when we get to port. You 
might call that gold, but I have an
other name for it.”

“ T ’VE got twenty thousand in gold 
-L down there,” Halcom repeated. 

“ And I picked it up out of the sea. 
Believe it or not.” Captain Carthy 
looked at him helplessly.

‘ ‘If you don’t blow my brains out,” 
Halcom continued, “ I’ll tell you 
what I did last night. You’ll agree 
that we needed twenty thousand in 
gold badly. If we didn’t get it, all 
the money you’ve saved in your life 
was gone. The situation was des
perate enough for me to do the trick 
I did.”

“ If you got the gold, I won’t blow 
your brains out,” Carthy grunted. 
"But it has to be real yellow gold.” 

“The yellowest gold there is in 
the world,” Halcom laughed. “Gold 
right out of the vaults of the Bank 
of England!”

Captain Carthy shook his head 
slowly, as if he had begun to doubt

the sanity of his young mate and 
partner.

“There’s a lot of yellow-faced pi
rates down in that bunker,” Cap
tain Carthy said, “but as far as those 
boxes are concerned, they are empty 
and I suppose that was also a part 
of your trick. But, listen, you young 
whipper-snapper, I had a rope 
around my neck and suffered mo
ments that weren’t pleasant because 
of your rank insubordination and 
now I want to see gold—real gold. 
Or damn you—”

HALCOM got up and reached for 
the bundle of newspapers. He 

picked one out of the bunch and 
spread it out in front of Captain 
Carthy. “ If you want to see the gold, 
Captain,” he said, “ read this.”

Captain Carthy stared at the paper. 
In large headlines he read:

English Government offers five 
thousand pounds in gold for 
capture of Fu Chow, famous pi
rate working off coast of For
mosa Island.
Captain Carthy read the headline 

several times. Then he looked up 
at Halcom, grinned foolishly.

“If I ’d told you of my plans, you 
would have put me in irons,”  Hal
com said. “And I don’t like irons 
and I wanted the twenty thousand 
in gold and so I walked into the 
arms of Fu Chow with you and 
this ship and now Fu Chow is down 
in the coal bunker and we’ll take 
him into port and collect the five 
thousand pounds, which will be a 
little more than twenty thousand 
dollars in American money.

“We can pay Perrins and the 
Carthy-Halcom Shipping Company 
will start on a new era.”

Captain Carthy bewildered, shook 
his head slowly, looked at the paper 
again, and grunted: “You damn little 
fool. And you did it alone.”
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T RENT halted abruptly and 
stiffened to attention. He 
had been hacking his way 
through the trackless Colombian 

jungle with an ever swinging machete 
—yet, here was a track bisecting his 
path!

He stared with startled eyes. It 
was just such a track as he had been 
seeking, seeking, it seemed, since the 
beginning of time. To have run 
onto it so suddenly almost unnerved 
him.

It led directly to the banks of the 
Rio Magdalena, whose roaring rush 
had been thundering in his ears for 
the past several hours. He could see 
the rising mists from the swirling 
waters at the end of this unex
pected path.

The trail was no animal run. He 
could see that the thick jungle had 
been hacked away by a man’s hand, 
to the bare width of a man’s body. 
In the fading afternoon light of the 
setting equatorial sun Trent stooped

123
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to scrutinize the rotting, slimy, leaf 
mold under foot.

Boot marks! The definite impres
sion of a white man’s foot showed 
in the rotting mold. Trent knew of 
only one other white man who might 
be in the upper reaches of the Rio 
Magdalena. That was the man he 
was looking for.

He stood erect again. His thin lips 
tightened. A cold gleam came into 
his narrowed eyes as he loosened the 
gun in the holster at his hip, and 
turned silently down the hackcd-out 
path to the river.

THERE was more of the look of 
the city than of the jungle about 

this man Trent. His jaw was hard 
and clean-cut, but the reddish bronze 
o f his square-set face was too fresh 
and pink for one who had lived in 
tropical climes. And his body, long 
and closely knit, moved with a jerky 
swing, reminiscent of the pavements; 
as he slipped noiselessly through the 
tangle of rank poisonous growth that 
pressed in from either side of the 
narrow path.

A bullet, a spear, or even a knife 
might have struck him down as he 
hurried along the path, but he kept 
watchfully alert for just such an at
tack, and came out presently where 
the narrow slit of the jungle broke 
off abruptly at the river’s edge.

The camping spot he had expected 
to find at the end of the jungle trail 
was not there! There was nothing 
but the seething water almost flush 
with the sharply shelving bank. And 
the boot marks he had followed van
ished abruptly, swallowed up in the 
tumultuous, foam flecked expanse of 
the rushing river.

Trent let out a slow exclamation* 
and stood with his hands on his hips 
staring out over the great expanse 
of water. There was no way out 
down that swollen stream. It simply 
couldn’t be navigated.

Wide and deep, the swirling pea- 
green water seethed furiously be
tween jagged volcanic rocks thrust
ing black fang-like fingers above the 
heaving surface. Slow curling ed
dies, smooth and strong as serpents, 
indicated where other treacherous 
rocks lurked just beneath the sur
face. And the thundering roar that 
pounded in Trent’s ears told him 
that somewhere downstream there 
was a mighty cataract.

It was a treacherous, an almost 
impossible river to cross. Trent 
knew that. Yet it had to be crossed.

He slung his gaze upstream. Un
der an overhanging mass of jungle 
growth that swept the edge of the 
water, Trent caught sight of the end 
of a canoe—a crude native dugout. 
It bobbed and swayed in the current. 
The hidden end was probably moored 
to the bank. Obviously someone had 
used it. Native or white? Trent in
tended to find out.

He dropped to his hands and knees 
in the uninviting jungle muck and 
crawled under the dark curtain of 
tangled liana vines along the bank. 
After a dozen yards or 6 0  he came 
out into a tiny cleared space. Just 
visible in the bush twilight was the 
front end of the hidden canoe, lashed 
to a stake driven deep in the blue 
mud of the river bank.

STILL keeping himself hidden, 
Trent stopped and listened. Bat 

no sound came to him, that is. no 
sound but the deep roar of the river, 
and the nearer chuckle and gurgle of 
the water sucking along the bank. 
He stepped out into the clearing 
then and crossed to the stake, bent 
down to look at the painter holding 
the dugout against the strong pull 
of the current.

He grasped the painter in his 
hand, uttered an exclamation. “ Rope, 
new rope—and tied with a sailor's 
knot!”
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That telltale knot could mean but 
one thing. The man for whom he 
was searching couldn’t be far away. 
He dropped the painter and straight
ened.

" I ’ve got him,” he said, shifting 
the heavy pack on his shoulders and 
easing it, as if he were throwing off 
a long-borne and unwelcome bur
den.

“ At last I’ve caught up with him. 
There can be only one end.” He 
hefted the revolver in its holster and 
patted the barrel affectionately.

TRENT looked around the clearing 
sharply. But other than the native 

dugout and the sailor’s knot, there 
was nothing to indicate another 
man’s presence.

The thick jungle night was falling 
fast. But his eyes had grown ac
customed to the greenish bush dusk 
and he saw clearly and distinctly, 
that there was no other trace of the 
human being who was destined very 
soon, to be his only white fellow in 
an area of several thousand miles of 
almost impenetrable jungle.

Nothing? Trent suddenly sniffed 
the reeky air.

A little puff of some sickening 
odor came faintly to his nostrils. His 
hard square face stiffened. That 
rank hot smell he quickly recog
nized. Like a hound, his head jerked 
upward, alert, while his nostrils 
quivered.

“ Good God! He must be dead!” 
he muttered. "Dead on the trail.” 

Trent moved swiftly across the 
clearing toward the spot from which 
the nauseous scent came. Here the 
jungle wall thinned out. He pushed 
aside the matted liana and trailing 
arbutus and was about to crawl 
through the opening when he stooped 
suddenly. His keen eyes narrowed 
unbelievingly as they strained to 
pierce through the thickened twi
light. Gradually what he saw ahead

of him took unmistakable form and 
shape.

Spreadeagle against the gnarled 
trunks of three great mangrove trees 
were three figures, firmly lashed and 
bound with vines, grotesque postures. 
Mops of thick black hair puffed 
around their drooping skulls. White 
skeleton bones gleamed here and 
there. While over those hanging 
bodies swarmed and clicked a host 
of black ants a million strong, in 
such a way as to give the figures an 
undulating, quivering movement sim
ilar to the motions they once had 
evoked in life.

But Trent knew that this was a 
dance of death.

He dropped the curtain of vines 
quickly, and plumped back on his 
heels. Death he was used to, in 
most of its variable forms. But the 
twists of liana vines around those 
sagging figures was not the work of 
natives. They were seaman’s hitches, 
cleverly knotted by rope-wise hands.

“ Dog!” Trent cursed softly. “ As 
though he hadn’t done enough al
ready !”

HIS square face knotted. Hard 
lines etched the corners of his 

grim mouth. He turned abruptly 
and crossed the clearing, where he 
reached down and pulled the moored 
boat ashore. His machete made short 
work of hacking through the bot
tom. Then he jumped out and 
shoved it out in the water. It filled 
rapidly and sank as he stood grimly 
watching.

“There. Now get away from me, 
Mr. Murderer,” he muttered as he 
turned back to the jungle. “There 
are just two ends to this trail. One 
of them this—at the other—you!” 

Stepping cautiously, Trent padded 
back up the slippery path. The rot
ting leaves slid slimily under foot, 
squashing into the fetid blue ooze, 
streaked with crimson. Presently
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the trail began to climb sharply, and 
the way was barred every few yards 
by fallen tree trunks, waist high 
barriers buried under the creeping 
growth of writhing plant life that 
swarmed over them. Twisting roots 
masked by the treacherous gummy 
clay caught at Trent’s feet. Con
cealed rocks shot out sharp spikes 
to trip him as he climbed.

NO air but the rank exhalations of 
the jungle penetrated through the 

towering masses of vegetation that 
buried him. The cumulative heat 
that comes only with a setting equa
torial sun pressed down around him 
like a stifling blanket, and Trent’s 
shirt dripped with the rain of sweat 
pouring from his body. For two 
full hours he struggled upward, 
doggedly and noiselessly. Then sud
denly he heard something that 
brought him up sharply. The rasp 
and clang of metal upon rock struck 
harshly through the motionless air.

Trent crept ahead cautiously to 
get nearer the sound. The boom of 
a voice became audible. Light strik
ing down from the path ahead told 
him that he was approaching a clear
ing. As he crawled into the matted 
undergrowth at the edge of the open 
space, the voice came to him clearly.

“ Gold. Money. Bags full of it !” 
the hidden voice declaimed hoarsely. 
“ 'Where’d I get it?’ they’ll ask. 
‘Colombia—the gold fields of Col
ombia,' I’ll tell ’em. And old Har
ley thinks they’re dead—haw-haw! 
And I ’ll have a white wife to keep 
me company. I’ll be rich, influen
tial. Haw-haw-haw! ‘Bull’ Olund 
has fooled ’em all.”

Trent’s brow knitted in a puzzling 
frown as he listened. Bull Olund 
was talking to himself. But there 
were certain statements in that mon
ologue he didn’t understand—“ Har
ley thinks they’re dead — white 
wife—”

The speaker was certainly alone. 
That was obvious. In the gloating 
voice there was that complete let
ting go, that abandonment of all re
straint that comes only when a man 
speaks for no ears but his own. Big 
Bull Olund was rehearsing a dra
matic scene of which he was the 
hero.

“Me, a dirty sailor, swabber of 
slimy decks? Hell, no! I ’m rich. 
‘You go to hell,’ I’ll say, when they 
ask me. 'I can buy you and sell 
you, and half of New Orleans, too, 
you dirty scum—’ ”

Only obscene profanity could ex
press Big Bull Olund’s seething con
tempt for his non-existent hearers. 
He was a man crazed with money 
and power and blood lust.

Trent realized that he was in the 
presence of a madman as he crept 
to the very edge of the cover. That 
the man had raw courage, he knew. 
No one without that cold raw cour
age would ever have kidnaped old 
man Harley’s son and daughter from 
the bridge of the Harley yacht with 
others looking on. True, he had 
done it with the protection of a lev
eled gun. But it took positive cour
age and steady nerve.

THAT the man was cold, ruth
less and cruel, Trent knew, too. 

For only such a man could have col
lected the $100,000 ransom money 
for their return, and then sent back 
the jeering, mocking note that he 
did, thanking old man Harley for 
the money; but informing him very 
simply that his son and daughter 
were dead, that he, himself, had 
killed them with his bare hands.

Big Bull Olund had done all this. 
David Trent, the United States 

Secret Service’s ace man hunter, had 
been put on his trail with orders to 
follow it to the bitter end. That 
was long months before and thou
sands of miles behind. Now, the



THE JUNGLE TRAIL 127

long trail’s end loomed immediately 
ahead.

Trent crouched with every muscle 
taut for a spring, his tense fingers 
tingling as they curled into talons. 
As he parted the tangle of looping 
lianas and peered through the open
ing, his right hand hovered over the 
gun butt at his hip.

HE saw a squat, big-chested man 
clad only in a singlet and dirty 

white shorts. Heavy bulging mus
cles banded the man’s hairy torso 
and arms. He stood leaning on a 
shovel over a hole in the ground, 
leering complacently at the ugly 
thoughts going on behind his beady 
bloodshot eyes, eyes that were like 
serpent’s, as cruel, as crafty.

If ever a beast demanded shooting 
down from cover, this man did. 
Trent felt the short hairs rising on 
the nape of his neck. His gun came 
out slowly from the holster. But it 
stopped in half arc, suddenly, when 
Trent caught sight of a golden
haired woman, whose face showed 
momentarily, only to vanish abruptly 
in a mask of jungle growth behind 
Bull Olund, the instant he raised 
his gun.

Trent leaped back to cover again. 
His alert brain was aflame with a 
hundred confusing thoughts. Was 
it possible? Was Pauline Harley 
still alive? Could it be she, with 
the golden hair?

He couldn’t afford to take chances 
now. Even though old man Harley 
had offered a hundred thousand re
ward for return of the kidnaper, 
dead or alive, he knew that he would 
give his entire fortune for the re
turn of his daughter and son. But 
were they still alive? There was a 
possibility that the girl, at any rate, 
was.

It wasn’t the added recompense 
that motivated Trent's subsequent 
actions. Maybe the son was still

alive, too. If that were so and Bull 
Olund knew where he was, Trent 
had to spare the brute’s life until 
he found out.

His job had changed suddenly. 
This was a spot for tact and cun
ning as well as cool courage and 
straight shooting. He had to find 
out things, so he turned and slipped 
back the way he had come.

"Alloa, alloa! Camp there ahead 1” 
he shouted, climbing back on the 
path noiselessly and acting the part 
of a passing jungle traveler. “ Any
body there? Alloa!"

Assuming full control of his 
nerves, he walked on coolly and 
calmly with an air of friendly non
chalance. As he broke into the clear
ing, he stared into the twin barrels 
of a leveled shotgun sawed off short. 
Behind the muzzle was Bull Olund, 
burly and scowling blackly under 
bushy overhanging brows. He 
crouched behind a boulder at the far 
edge of the clearing. The shovel 
lay across the pile of dirt from the 
hole he had been excavating.

“Hell!” Trent said softly. “ What’s 
the idea, welcoming a passing 
stranger with a pointed gun?”

He continued to advance casually, 
but steadily.

W'ELCOME nobody!” O l u n d  
rasped, his dark brows beetling 
while his thick lips twisted into a 
sneer. “ Stand back there! Who are 

you? You alone?”
“ Nobody—that’s me,” Trent re

plied. "And I ’m alone, so I take it 
that I’m welcome. Put up that gun, 
man. That’s no way to welcome an
other white man in this damned 
country.”

Trent stopped and pulled a ciga
rette from his shirt pocket. He 
thumbed a match and lit it. Seeing 
that both of the newcomer’s hands 
were occupied, Olund lowered the 
shotgun and came grudgingly from
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behind the boulder. With apparent 
abstraction Trent watched him out 
of the corner of his eye.

“That’s more like it,” he said, 
puffing at his cigarette indifferently. 
“Now we can talk without formality. 
Lonesome, damn country this, eh? 
My name—oh, let’s forget that. If 
you ever heard it, you’d know I pre
fer a country that’6—well, lone
some."

Trent’s idle, rather vague manner 
brought a look of contempt into 
Bull Olund’s suspicious blinking 
eyes.

“Meaning — you’re wanted!” he 
blurted sneeringly. “That’s why you 
come into this stinking country. 
What you wanted for? What’d you 
do?”

TRENT let his eyes droop until 
he looked sleepy.

“ Oh, a bunch of things—or more,” 
he answered evasively. “ I heard 
there was gold up here—a lot of it. 
I thought I might make an honest 
living. But the gold’s a hundred 
miles or so farther on. You going 
on that way?”

“Might be. None here, though,” 
Olund grunted. “ I’ve been digging 
around, got nothing. You’re going 
on through then?”

“ But I’d sort of like to get some 
rest first. You don’t mind if I camp 
around here, do you?” He repeated, 
“ It's a damn lonesome country to be 
alone in.”

“ I don’t mind,” Olund said, but his 
nod was ungracious.

It was obvious that he didn’t want 
any strangers sticking around. Still, 
the fellow was stuck there for the 
night, and he would have to be told 
some reasonable tale about his camp 
—and companions.

“ I ’m prospecting, too,” Olund ex
plained extemporaneously. “ I came 
up here with a partner, name of 
Robinson, he got sick. I should of

shot the pair of ’em back and gone 
on alone myself. The gold’s farther 
on in them hills.” He waved his 
massive hand toward the hidden hills. 
“ But I let ’em stay and tag along. 
That’s the way I am—soft-hearted. 
Can’t go back on a partner.”

Trent’s eyes lighted and his head 
jerked imperceptibly.

“H’m—that’s fine,” he drawled, 
keeping his face expressionless. 
“ Fine of you, I mean. It’s rotten 
luck, though. What’s the matter with 
Robinson? I ’ve got some medicine 
in my pack. They might help—” 

“They wouldn’t,” Olund broke in 
hastily. “I don’t mean he’6 sick. 
He’s queer in the head. Balmy.” 
Bull Olund circled his forefinger 
around his right ear. “Come along 
up to camp, anyway. I can put you 
up for the night.”

His beady green eyes had gone 
over Trent’s person in infinite de
tail. The pack on his back looked 
well stocked, and the suspicious 
bulge around his middle looked like 
a money belt to Olund. He led the 
way up the steaming path, talking 
with a pretense of gruff cordiality.

“ It’s good to see a white man in 
this damn country,” he grunted 
hoarsely. “Though there ain’t any 
reason why’s they should come here. 
Gold? Hell! I ’ve dug all around 
and there ain’t any.”

THEY’VE found it lots of other 
places in Colombia,” Trent an

swered. “But you’re sure there’s 
none here, eh?”

“ Believe me, no!” Olund guffawed. 
“ I’m going out soon’s my partner 
snaps up a bit. Ho, there, wait a 
bit. Here’s camp.”
• Olund led the way onto a path 
which opened into another clearing.

Two mud-and-wattle huts elevated 
on heaps of stones stood on the bank 
of the stream. The jungle had been 
pushed back a few feet, but the
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overwhelming bush pressed in tightly 
on the flimsy human structure, seem
ing to crush and envelop them com
pletely with its violent, malignant 
vitality.

As Trent looked up the huts 
blotted out, so quickly had the tropic 
darkness rushed in. Olund grunted 
his disgust.

“Hi! Strike a light up there,’’ he 
shouted. “ Come on, hurry with it. 
I’m here!”

TRENT stood silent and somber 
for a long moment. He was cer

tain that Olund was lying when he 
told him of his partner and his sis
ter. Indubitably, they were not that. 
They must be Robert and Pauline 
Harley! Trent’s senses quickened 
and his pulses throbbed.

A match spurted a dot of light in 
the darkness. In a moment the glow 
of a lantern showed through the 
framed opening of the larger hut 
and cast a steady beam down the 
jungle path. Olund led the way and 
Trent stumbled after him, his eyes 
riveted on the picture framed in the 
black doorway.

The shower of lantern light fell 
on the head and shoulders of a girl. 
In the luminous glow a bright glint 
danced on her golden hair. Her 
broad brow was pallid in the yellow 
light. And beneath her big steady 
eyes were dark shadows, proclaiming 
a fatigue and helplessness the face 
didn’t show.

Trent shivered inadvertently. Be
yond question of doubt that face 
was the face of Pauline Harley.

“ Company! Visitor!” Olund 
shouted. “ Stranger going through, 
stopping just for the night.”

Trent caught a momentary flash 
of hope in the girl’s pale face. But 
the look was only transitory. Fear 
took its place almost immediately. 
She stepped out onto the veranda, 
throwing the light of the lantern on

Trent as he approached. He doffed 
his pith helmet, baring his closely 
cropped head.

“ I hope I’m not intruding,” he said 
in a clear, quiet voice. He looked 
at her steadily and smiled. Her eyes 
met his reassuring gaze. Her rigid
ity relaxed.

"You are quite welcome,” she re
plied simply, but flames of buoyant 
hope flared again in her great round 
eyes.

And the inflection of the words 
told Trent how deeply she meant 
them. Ignoring Olund, she led the 
way into the hut and set the lantern 
down on a rough board table.

Trent scrutinized the room. Except 
for such furniture as the lumber 
from a few packing cases afforded, 
it was bare. Two bunks were built 
against the wall. The table was al
ready spread with a primitive meal 
that had from necessity come out of 
tins.

A terrible, a rough background, 
Trent thought, for the girl with the 
brave mouth and fear haunted eyes.

He wondered how she had stood 
up under it so long without break
ing. An unfamiliar, new sort of an
ger burned within him. This man 
Olund was worse than a murderer 
and kidnaper—he was inhuman, 
bestial.

“ Will you sit down?” she said. 
“W e’ve only boxes for chairs. And 
please help yourself to what you see. 
You must be terribly hungry. I ’ll 
call Robert, he’s in my hut.”

AT mention of Robert’s name, 
Trent’s brows lifted oerceptibly. 

He turned penetrating eyes on the 
girl, nodded slightly, then unslung 
his pack and tossed it into a corner. 
Bull Olund drew his box near the 
table and began shoveling food into 
his big mouth.

The girl called softly from the 
door. Footsteps sounded and the
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man she called Robert came into the 
room.

He was tall, gaunt and hollow
cheeked, with moody bitter eyes. 
None the less, he was surprisingly 
like his sister, but his face was 
worn and lined and his manner was 
nervously morose. He barely nodded 
to Trent as he took his place at the 
table and began to eat silently.

The girl, too, seated herself.

IT was a strange meal. Trent at
tempted to fill the silence with 

commonplace conversation which the 
girl answered in faint monosyllables, 
the others not at all. Bull Olund 
ate with a greedy enjoyment. Robert 
with barely concealed distaste. 
Neither looked at the other, nor at 
Trent. But he met the girl’s eyes 
more than once and he read in them 
a wordless appeal—almost a prayer.

She wanted to speak to him, that 
was plain, but dared not with the 
others present.

When the meal was finished, Rob
ert left the table immediately and 
returned to the other hut. Bull 
Olund leaned back and crammed his 
pipe with a foul smelling tobacco. 
The girl went about clearing the 
table uncertainly, followed every
where by the ex-sailor’s greedy small 
eyes.

Trent sensed her uneasy suspense, 
debated whether or not he should 
move now or wait until later. He 
could swing and get the drop on 
Olund, that would be easy enough. 
The man and girl were accounted 
for.

Still, there was something else. 
The ransom money. If he could get 
that and return Pauline and Robert 
Harley to their parents unharmed, 
with Bull Olund in bracelets, his job 
would be perfect.

“Oh,” the girl broke in, suddenly, 
looking straight at Trent. “Would 
you be kind enough to get me a pail

of water from the stream? It’B so 
dark down there, I ’m—”

“Here, I’m the man for that, 
young lady,” Bull Olund snapped, 
jumping up clumsily and leering at 
her. “ Why didn’t you say you 
wanted water? I woulda got it for 
you. This stranger’s tired and 
wants to turn in. Give me that 
bucket, Pauline!”

The girl’s lips tightened at this 
familiar use of her name. But she 
handed over the bucket without a 
word, and he stumped off toward 
the stream.

She waited until his footsteps had 
died away, then she whirled around 
and faced Trent.

“Listen,” she whispered almost 
hysterically, “you’re a stranger—but 
—I—I need you! We need help! 
That man—killed three native guides 
who brought us in—just so they 
couldn’t give away our whereabouts. 
He—”

“ I know! Stop talking!” Trent 
snapped sternly as he laid a steady
ing hand on her arm.

The girl gasped and struggled to 
regain her composure.

“Thank you, you’re right,” she 
said. “ But if you knew how much 
help means to me—to us. Tell me, 
do you know this man Olund kid—”

“ I know. He’s an inhuman sav
age,” Trent broke in. “ I came into 
these jungles to get him. I saw his 
footprints on the trail. Funny, 
though, I didn’t see yours or your 
brother’s.”

“He won’t allow us to leave these 
huts,” the girl choked. “He goes to 
the river every day. W e’ve been 
here a month.”

NOW tell me quickly,” Trent 
asked, “ is there much of the 

ransom money still in these huts?” 
Her eyes flickered dubiously, but 

just momentarily. Pierced by 
Trent’s unwavering gaze, all doubt
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of his sincerity faded from her 
mind.

“ Yes, yes—in my hut,” she said 
Bwiftly. “ But lately he’s been dig
ging holes to bury it outside. That’s 
what makes me afraid. He’s money 
mad, full of lust—”

“ Ssh!”
The heavy stamp of Olund’s feet 

could be heard stumbling up the 
path. Trent thought fast and acted 
just as swiftly. He leaped across 
the room, ripped the blankets from 
his pack and threw himself on the 
floor, pulling the covers over his 
face.

HE heard the girl slip out into the 
kitchen-shed at the back, heard 

her moving the tin plates about out 
there.

“Humph!” Olund chuckled scorn
fully as he stepped back into the 
hut. “ Asleep already, the sap
headed chump! Hope he sleeps 
good. He’d better.”

The girl didn’t answer. From un
der the corner of his blanket Trent 
saw her move swiftly out of the hut. 
A moment later Robert Harley’s tall, 
gaunt figure appeared in the door
way.

“ Where’s Pauline gone?” Olund 
demanded insolently. “ What’s the 
matter with her?”

“ She’s gone to bed,” Robert an
swered shrilly, his face flushing al
ternately pale and pink.

Trent stiffened at the ring in his 
nervously shaking voice.

“ And listen, Olund,” Robert 
blurted out with a show of force, 
“don’t ever call my sister Pauline 
again. Don’t even annoy her by 
speaking to her at all. You got 
what you wanted. You got the ran
som money. You—you—” His voice 
broke off in a gasping sob.

“ Aw, kid, don’t get sore,” Olund 
said soothingly, though there was an 
open sneer on his face. “Since when

are you folks too damn good to as
sociate with me? You can’t blame a 
regular fellow like me admiring a 
damn pretty girl like Paul—”

“ Shut up!” Robert was almost 
gasping. “ I told you from the first 
I would play along with you as long 
as you kept your dirty hands off 
her. Understand, that goes!”

Trent expected things to break at 
this moment. He lay, with muscles 
tensed, ready to jump. But to his 
great surprise, Bull Olund only 
laughed—a great hearty guffaw. 
Then he heard Olund pull off his 
boots and roll into one of the bunks 
without another word.

Awake and watchful, Trent lay in 
his bunk mulling over the situation 
into which he had walked. It seemed 
to him that Pauline Harley did not 
sense all, or perhaps any of the 
truth about her brother’s association 
with Olund, or for that matter what 
was in store for her.

As for what Olund planned, he 
was well aware. The whole scheme 
was one of a savage simplicity. He 
planned to murder Robert as he had 
murdered the three natives, then in
duce the submission of his sister. He 
counted upon his own brutality to 
reduce the girl to a state of slavery 
which she would have neither the 
mind nor spirit to denounce, when 
they once again returned to civili
zation.

TRENT knew that the only stum
bling block in Olund’s plan now 

was himself. In the fight that was 
bound to come on the morrow, Bull 
Olund’s first shot would be for him. 
Trent’s grin was mirthless, but not 
entirely unhappy when he consid
ered that fight.

Lying relaxed, but completely 
alert, he was already consciously 
preparing for it.

The lantern burned low, flickered, 
and went out. Trent could hear



132 THRILLING ADVENTURES

Robert Harley moving restlessly, 
muttering in his sleep. He wished 
that the boy would keep still, for 
the sounds that he made drowned 
out any sounds that might come 
from Bull Olund.

With the light burning, Trent 
could have seen Olund’s first move 
in his bunk from where he lay. But 
in the abysmal blackness of the hut, 
he had only his ears to warn him, if 
Olund pretending to be asleep—were 
actually waiting to spring a surprise 
on him in the dark.

The muttering from Robert’s bunk 
grew louder. Words poured from 
the boy’s lips in a meaningless, half 
articulate jumble. Trent heard him 
sit up, then the shuffle of his feet 
on the floor as he stumbled from his 
bunk.

TRENT rose to his haunches. He 
could see nothing in the black 

gloom, but from the sound he gath
ered that Robert was making for the 
door of the hut. As Trent sprang 
up to intercept him, a tall thin 
shadow smudged the faint dimness 
that marked the door opening.

“Robert!” Trent called softly, and 
leaped across the floor noiselessly. 
Once outside he saw that the man 
was walking in his sleep. He dared 
not startle him, for it would be in
finitely dangerous to suddenly 
awaken a man in Robert’s nervous 
condition. The shock of it might 
completely unbalance him.

Yet, he couldn't let the boy wander 
off into the jungle bush alone. He 
could hear him muttering as he 
stumbled down the path.

“ Robert! Robert! Wait, I’m com
ing with you,” Trent whispered 
softly as he hurried after the shuf
fling figure in the faint starlit path. 
Trent moved swiftly, but Robert 
broke into a run, heading straight 
for the hole Olund had been digging 
when Trent had come upon the

camp. With a spurt of speed Trent 
reached Robert and laid a guiding 
hand on his arm.

“ It’s this way,” he insisted gently, 
trying to swing Robert back toward 
the hut. “ W e’re going this way. 
Come on.”

Robert wheeled swiftly and turned 
blank staring eyes on Trent, eyes 
that seemed to look through and be
yond him. Suddenly his thin face 
twisted into contorted lines of hor
ror.

“Look!” he shrieked shrilly. 
“Look! He’s got you!”

Before Trent could turn, some
thing heavy and solid struck on the 
back of his head. Stars whirled in 
a seething maelstrom for a split sec
ond. Then Trent plunged with a 
crash into an ocean of blackness.

A long while afterward he stirred 
and lifted eyelids heavy as lead. He 
was back in the hut. The first rays 
of daylight were stealing in at the 
door. For a moment he thought he 
must have dropped off to sleep, then 
awakened in the midst of a horrible 
dream. But he soon realized it was 
no dream.

He tried to move, and the agoniz
ing effort brought recurring stabs of 
pain that quickened his senses. He 
lay on his side with his body bent 
backward like a taut bow. His 
hands were lashed behind him. A 
snarl of rope bound his arms.

ROBERT HARLEY lay beside 
him, bound in the same cruel, 

muscle rending position. His thin 
face was white. His mouth gaped 
open, and his rolling eyes fastened 
on Trent.

Not an external sound broke the 
.morning stillness, nothing but the 
faint jungle rustlings and the far
away screams of some chattering 
birds.

"I thought he had killed you,” 
Robert said dully. “ Olund’s gone.
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He took Pauline with him.”  He 
jerked abruptly. “ Ants are sting
ing me!” he moaned.

A black undulating stream a foot 
wide was flowing swiftly across the 
floor toward them. The head of the 
stream had reached Robert’s feet.

Only then did the full force of 
Bull Olund’s heinous scheme seep 
into Trent’s consciousness.

He realized then why Olund had 
left them living. They were to be 
eaten alive by the black swarming 
ants just as the natives in the jungle 
had been!

THE poignant picture of those 
quivering shreds of flesh on the 

three mangrove trees brought cold 
sweat out on Trent’s body.

He tensed his muscles against the 
rope bonds—uselessly. A strangled 
gasp escaped his lips. He knew the 
sea too well to imagine a sailor mak
ing knots that wouldn’t hold.

“ Don’t worry about Pauline,”  he 
said to Robert calmly “ Just let me 
get at your ropes, and we’ll be after 
them in no time. You don’t know it, 
but I ’m Dick Trent of the United 
States Secret Service.”

Robert Harley gasped. His eyes 
went wide. But he didn’t say any
thing.

Inch by inch Trent began to mus
cle himself along the floor, using his 
head and cramped knees to push 
himself forward like a caterpillar 
that has been cut in two. Gradually 
he worked around Robert’s body, 
then squirmed backward till the 
hands bound behind his back were 
touching the bonds that held Robert.

His fingers were swollen to stiff 
numbness, but they awkwardly ex
plored the knot that bound Robert’s 
feet to his hands, it was an intri
cate, clever knot, but Trent recog
nized it. Working patiently, he 
fumbled at the knot till all sense 
and feeling left his stiff fingers.

And still the knot held. It seemed 
hopeless.

He relaxed for a moment to re
gain his breath and think up a dif
ferent means of attack. Painfully, 
he twisted his body around until his 
face pressed against the knot. With 
strong perfect teeth he worried at 
the rope, tugging and pulling. His 
lips went red, raw and bleeding. His 
gums swelled. But the knot finally 
gave. After that he tore furiously 
till the rope fell from Robert’s 
wrists.

“That’s got it!” he grated through 
swollen lips. “ Now buck up, kid. 
Untie your feet and get a knife to 
cut me free!”

Robert shuddered. He sat up and 
faced Trent, wild eyed.

“What’s the use?” he said despair- 
ingly. “ Olund took all the guns, 
even yours—She—he—they’ve been 
gone an hour.”

“ Only an hour,” Trent snapped. 
“ Then there’s still a chance, a good 
chance. Quick, Robert! W e’ll catch 
them! Snap out of it!”

The sharp, incisive command jolted 
Robert into action. He started tug
ging clumsily at his bound ankles. 
Trent grew impatient.

“Hurry!” he urged. “ Crawl out to 
the kitchen and get a knife! There 
must be one there! It’s for your 
sister—”

ROBERT scuttled across the hut 
on hands and knees. Hope had 

come back into his moody eyes when 
he returned running with a knife in 
his hand. Instantly he slashed 
Trent’s bonds. Trent stomped the 
blood back into his feet, then, with 
scarcely a backward glance, dashed 
off down the jungle path. Robert 
pounded at his heels with the rope 
bonds still around his neck.

Daylight struck through the thick 
growth as they plunged down the 
trail Trent had struggled up the day
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before. They took the barriers of 
fallen trees in their stride, some
times sprawling on hand and knees 
in the slippery ooze, but struggling 
again to a renewed foothold and 
staggering on.

"The river!" R o b e r t  shouted. 
“ Make for the river! He’ll cross it. 
The trail is along the other bank!”

FEAR, the acute fear of being too 
late to overtake the gorilla crea

ture making off with Pauline Har
ley, hardened every muscle in Trent's 
lithe body. Behind him, Robert 
Harley hung on, battling along 
through sheer will power and des
peration.

On they ran. It seemed hours to 
Trent before the booming roar of 
the Rio Magdalena reached their 
ears. He flung out an arm to stop 
Robert when he halted suddenly.

"I sank the boat on my way up,” 
he gasped, gathering his breath. “He 
can’t get out that way. He’ll be 
here at the end of the trail. W e’d 
better take to the bush. Bull Olund’s 
got the guns. W e’ve nothing but 
our hands. If he’s trying to raise 
and patch the dugout we can jump 
him.”

Robert nodded grim assent, and 
they slipped into the matted growth 
beside the jungle path. Crawling 
on all-fours, they pushed cautiously 
toward the clearing where the boat 
had been moored. The jungle bush 
seemed filled with a thousand omi
nous rustlings, but no sound of Bull 
Olund or Pauline Harley reached 
their ears.

When the clearing was just ahead 
Trent parted the tangle of liana 
vines and peered through. He mo
tioned Robert forward and they rose 
and stepped into the open space.

No rope dangled from the mooring 
stake. The dugout was gone!

“ Fool! Damn foo l!” Trent swore 
bitterly. “Why didn’t I set it

adrift? But I thought I might need 
it later. Well, come on anyway.”

He turned on his heel and started 
down the bank, but Robert didn’t 
follow him. The boy seemed stunned 
to complete hopelessness by the loss 
of his sister. Trent came back and 
caught his arm.

“ Buck up, Robert!” he commanded 
incisively. “You’ve still got all that 
rope on you. W e’ll use it on Olund 
yet! W e’re not licked, not by a 
damned sight!”

The boy pulled himself up with 
an effort, and they crawled back to 
where the path ended on the river 
bank. The foam flecked stretch of 
seething water spread out before 
them. Halfway across the torrent, 
far out of reach, they glimpsed the 
dugout.

Bull Olund was paddling furiously. 
He was barely holding his own 
against the terrific force of the swol
len torrent in midstream; the dug- 
out was making no headway toward 
the far shore. The twisting green
ish swirls seemed to hurl him back 
between each stroke, as if determined 
to batter him to bits before tossing 
him, like useless debris, over the 
roaring cataract below. Slumped in 
the prow of the dugout was Pauline 
Harley.

Trent gritted his teeth when he 
noticed that her arms were bound to 
her sides, while her head drooped 
helplessly on her breast. At sight 
of her a harsh cry tore from Rob
ert’s lips.

THE girl jerked her head up, and 
stumbled to her knees. Bull 

Olund’s head swiveled around, and 
he missed a stroke. The dugout 
.rocked crazily, spun half way around, 
then darted recklessly toward a spot 
where the water swirled around a 
black, upraised head of jagged rock.

“Sit down!” Bull Olund yelled, 
and resumed his wild paddling. “Are
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you crazy? You’ll have us both 
over—”

Before the words were out of his 
big mouth, the dugout struck the 
jagged rock and shattered like a 
top. Trent wrenched at his boots 
and tore them off. As he slid into 
the swirling water, his keen eye 
marked the spot where the girl had 
gone down, bound and helpless.

A STRONG eddy caught him, pull
ing at his body with the drag 

of a mill race. He threshed out 
with powerful overarm strokes de
spite the fearful opposition. A surge 
of water enveloped him. His head 
came up again and he shook it like 
a dog, to rid his eyes and mouth of 
the spray that filled them. The rush 
of water swung the dugout nearer 
him.

“ Head up stream!” he dimly heard 
Robert shout. “Up! Up! You’re be
ing swept down! There’s a cata
ract!”

With every ounce of force in him 
Trent swung around and battled 
against the mass of water hurtling 
down on him, beating, pounding, 
throttling him unmercifully. Under
currents sucked at his body, dashing 
him against unseen rocks. With 
arms and legs moving like pistons 
he forced himself up and on through 
seconds that seemed like hours.

Was he gaining? Was it worth 
while? A shout ahead roused him 
just when he was on the point of 
giving up further resistance.

“ Here I am! Here!”
It was Bull Olund’s bellow.
“ This way,” he hollered. “I get 

her.”
The sailor’s bullet head appeared 

close to a rocky ledge over which 
the water boiled. One huge arm 
was thrown around the rock to 
which he clung. The other hand 
grasped the girl’s hair and held her 
deathly face above the water.

Trent surged toward her with a 
mighty spurt, and threw both hands 
at her shoulders. But Bull Olund 
beat him off with an oath.

“No, you don’t,” he growled. 
“You’re not goin’ to take her off 
and leave me stranded.

“You take us both ashore, or you 
take me alone!” he shouted menac
ingly. “ Don’t, and I’ll hold her 
under. You can’t stop me. If you 
tow us we’ll all get to shore. Other
wise you go back alone. See?”

Olund’s beady eyes flamed madly 
and the look on his ugly face was 
diabolic.

Trent said nothing. The current 
had swept him around the rock. 
When he grabbed for a handhold 
he missed and his body crashed 
against an ugly spike that jutted 
tooth-like under the surface. He 
wrapped his legs around it instinc
tively. Olund roared boisterously 
as Trent’s head went under.

He came up again within arm’s 
reach of the girl. His hold was pre
carious at best, but he twisted his 
legs around the slippery underwater 
log and thrust his long body out at 
an angle, toward the girl’s head 
floating above the whirling water. 
His hands just met on the hairy 
wrist of the hand that held her.

EVERY muscle braced to the 
strain of his next effort. Slowly, 

irresistibly, he bent Bull Olund’s 
powerful forearm up, back, over. The 

huge forearm swelled in its effort 
to withstand that unbearable pres
sure and the dilated purple veins 
stood out like writhing serpents.

A howl of anguish burst from 
Olund’s hate-constricted throat as 
his shoulder joint cracked with the 
tearing of ligaments. His fingers 
relaxed their clutching hold and the 
dislocated arm fell limp to his side.

Trent reached out and caught the 
girl as the current whipped her past
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him. With a swift thrust he turned 
on hit back. When her head bobbed 
to the surface again his hands were 
under her shoulders supporting her 
body.

Not a word had passed her lips in 
the moments since Trent’s coming 
had brought renewed hope to her. 
Now the calmness of her voice star
tled him.

"Let me go,” she said clearly 
above the din of the rushing water. 
“ You’ll never make it in this cur
rent with me. Go back to Robert. 
Hurry, or we’ll both be swept over 
the cataract.”

TRENT wasted no breath in retort, 
but he tightened his grip on her 
shoulders, reassuringly. Swimming 
on his back as he was, he had no 

idea where he was going. It was 
very possible that she was right. 
But he would not give up.

As the sweep of the current caught 
their submerged bodies it seemed to 
whirl them like corks, faster and 
faster, in an eager effort to tear her 
from his hold. He continued to 
kick out desperately, but the omin
ous roar of the cataract boomed 
threateningly louder in his ears. The 
fight to keep afloat made the blood 
pound deafeningly in his head. His 
lungs seemed near to bursting.

Then suddenly, when it seemed 
he could carry on no longer, a 
shadow crossed his vision. Some
thing had whirled over his head and 
slashed across his face. Trent threw 
up a hand, hoping against hope that 
they had been swept under a trail
ing liana vine that would stay their 
losing fight. His clutching fingers 
closed over the end of a rope. Rob
ert, racing along the shore, had 
hurled it to him.

“ Hang on!” he shouted. “For God’s 
sake hang on to sis—and keep up 
for another twenty feet!”

Trent twisted the rope around one

arm, while with the other he held 
the girl’s head above water. Robert, 
on the shore, tugged on it, gaspingly 
drew it in hand over hand against 
the force of the terrific current.

Both the man and the girl were 
half-drowned when he finally drag
ged them out on shore. Trent lay 
motionless while the boy fell to 
slashing the bonds that bound his 
sister’s arms.

“ I ’m all right, Robert,” she moaned 
pitiably.

But the effort was telling. She 
fell to sobbing quietly. Her head 
bowed to her knees and her face was 
hidden in a shower of silky wet 
hair. Trent turned his head away. 
His eyes fixed resolutely on the 
boiling welter of the river.

Across the waters, the cries of 
Bull Olund still rang hoarsely. His 
hold on the rock seemed slipping, 
and his face just above the surface 
was contorted with terror.

A comparatively narrow strip of 
water lay between Olund and the 
life he cried for; but the strip was 
just as impassable as the wide At
lantic to a man who could not swim.

Trent rose to his feet and picked 
up the rope Robert had dropped on 
the bank. For a long moment he 
cogitated. Then a grim set came to 
his jaw and the light that glinted in 
his eyes was like the light reflecting 
from Polar ice. He ran a loop in 
the end of the rope and coiled it 
over his arm. The free end he 
swung over his head.

“Head up, Olund!” he shouted. 
“ Watch for it. Rope coming. Catch!”

HE gave a mighty heave, and the 
rope snaked out across the tur

bulent water. Olund heaved himself 
upward with a mighty surge to meet 

the writhing loop. It hovered, fell, 
and Trent felt it tighten to the pull 
of the weight on the end.

“Turn on your back and float!”
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Trent yelled. “Take a long hreath.” 
He began pulling the rope in hand 
over hand. “ Damn you, Olund,” he 
swore. “ I ’ll get you yet—alive!"

The rope cut obliquely down into 
the water. It came in with jerks 
and bumps, sliding and halting like 
a ship dropping her hook. Trent’s 
lithe muscles felt near to cracking 
as he hauled. Sweat poured from 
his face and streamed down his 
back. Foot by foot it came—a leaden 
burden. With a final heave he 
brought it out on the bank.

The thing that came up at the 
end of the rope made Trent glance 
quickly behind him. Pauline Har
ley’s face was still hidden on her 
knees.

Bloated and purple, beaten and 
smashed all out of human semblance 
was the wreckage of the remains of 
Bull Olund.

“ Good God!” burst from Robert 
Harley’s shaken lips. “ What— 
what—” Trent slowly shook his head.

“ See what did it,” he explained, 
stooping down over the gruesome 
figure with knife in hand.

From around Olund’s middle he 
cut away a money belt, which was 
not only stuffed full with gold, but

had other bags attached to it by 
leather thongs.

“My money belt,” he said, holding 
it up “And your father’s gold. It 
looks like he has it all here. That’s 
what sank him. Greed! Here, wait.”

Bull Olund’s bloated figure heaved. 
His barrel chest vibrated spasmodi
cally. Trent’s thumb and forefinger 
thrust to the man’s hairy wrist, 
felt for the puke. It was still beat
ing faintly.

Immediately Trent leaped erect 
and went into action, vigorously 
pumping and rolling the body in an 
effort to resuscitate the nearly 
drowned man.

“What’s the use?” Robert asked, 
staring with reluctant pity at the 
smashed, bloated figure. “ It’s God’s 
will. Let him die. You can’t save 
him, anyway. You’ve done all you 
can.” Trent heard him but he didn’t 
cease his resuscitory effort. Water 
poured from Olund’s lungs, and 
slowly his flesh changed from pur
ple to pink. Trent smiled, when the 
man’s eyes opened and rolled va
cantly.

“ It may be God’s will,” he replied. 
“ But it isn’t mine. Like Frank 
Buck, I aim to bring ’em back alive !”

A New Magazine of Thrilling Western Love Stories of the Ranch 
and Range That You Can’t Afford to Miss

Read the Gala November Issue— with Its Great Complete 
Book-Length Novel of Two Brave Hearts Fighting Their 
Way to Happiness Along the White Sands of San Christobal

ROMANCE RIDES THE TRAIL
By ROBERT DALE DENVER

Also Novelettes —  Short Stories —  and a 
New and Sensational ZANE GREY Feature

144 BIG PAGES 15c AT ALL NEWSSTANDS



A Tense Story of Heroic Deeds and Marching Men 
Beneath the Blistering Sahara Sun

By CAPT. KERRY McROBERTS
Author of “ The Savage Horde," “Danger Trails," etc.

T HE hard-hitting Legion it 
was called. L e g i o n  d e s 
Etrangers! Fighting m en 
gathered from the far corners of the 

world. And no man knew h i s 
brother-in-arms. Bent beneath the 
blistering heat of the scorching Sa
hara sun, their packs cutting deep 
into their fiercely disciplined backs, 
the 3rd Company staggered like a 
column of men who prowl in their 
sleep.

Sloshing through the white hot 
sand, stumbling over the scattered 
half-dead bunches of coarse grass,

138

the marching men dragged them
selves along to th e  monotonous 
snarling bark of the mounted officers. 
Now and then some one growled un
der his breath in reply, cursing the 
luck that brought them here to the 
land of mystery and death.

"Un—deux—un—deux.” The voices 
of the non-coms droned interminably. 
“March you sons of dogs—or do you 
want to be white bones like that— ?”

Jimmy Harker, his eyes half closed 
against the glare of the shimmering 
sand, turned his head mechanically 
at the question. Others too looked
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at the smear of bleached and broken 
spikes that lay half covered by the 
shifting desert. Bones I Who was it? 
Was he a white man or some wan
dering tribesman caught in the grip 
of the vast wilderness of white?

A MAN stumbled two files ahead 
of Harker, and he heard the 

gruff oath of a non-com. Then the 
rumbling growl of the legionnaires 

as they saw the soldat fall and an 
officer swung his horse about to spit 
vicious curses on the laggard.

"Get up—filthy swine,” the voice 
of Captain deYong snapped like a 
whip lash. “ Drag him to his feet. 
Nom de Dieu! And you call your
selves men.”

A rising moan like the hum of a 
bleak wind rose from the throats of 
the legionnaires as they saw the cap
tain lean from his saddle and strike 
at the fallen soldat with his riding 
crop. A non-com jerked the dazed 
fellow to his feet, and the officer 
reached out a gloved hand and tilted 
the man’s head back with a snap.

“ Cur—,” he bellowed at sight of 
the soldier’s face. “The vultures will 
pick your carcass. It is scum like 
you—” he brought the back of his 
hand smartly against the cheek of 
the man below him which sent the 
fellow backward into the arms of his 
glowering comrades. And as the 
brittle sound cracked the flame hot 
silence of the desert a new voice rose 
near the tail of the squad column. 
It was the voice of Jimmy Harker.

“You hit that man again,” shouted 
Harker, dropping his rifle and mov
ing forward toward the mounted 
captain, “and I ’ll rip you outa that 
saddle and tear you apart', you lousy 
frog.”

For a tense swift instant no man 
moved or spoke. Harker stood four 
feet from the legion commander. His 
slim wiry body rigid, feet spread, 
fists clenched, his sun-browned face

fairly afire with the fighting hell 
that blazed in his blue-gray eyes.

Captain deYong stared down into 
Harker’s face while his own quivered 
and jerked in a spasm of smoulder
ing rage. He was beside himself 
with a half blind fury. They saw 
his knees tighten on his mount. It 
was a hair-trigger moment, a flash 
that flared up like a rocket. A jump 
of his horse and the cut of the crop 
—but the officer did not move. A 
spark at that moment might have 
touched a powder blast. The twice- 
accursed American looked like a sav
age tiger balanced before him, the 
kepi flung back from his brow, his 
mouth a thin hard line of cracked 
gray lips that showed white teeth 
bared.

THE cruel smile that came to the 
officer’s face masked the hatred 

behind it, and with his finger pointed 
at Harker, he barked an order to a 

non-com.
“Take that dog’s weapons,” he 

hissed viciously, “ and tie his hands 
behind him. He marches under 
guard and when we reach post the 
treacherous illegitimate will learn 
what it means to threaten an officer 
of the Legion. March!”

Across the broiling spits of sand 
they went, through the low lying 
hills and gullies that creased and 
folded the edges of the great Sahara 
in its never ending conflict with the 
uplands of the Atlas range that di
vides Morocco.

Jimmy Harker, relieved of his 
rifle, bayonet and ammunition, his 
hands secured by rope bonds behind 
him, staggered on, a grim smile of 
defiance set on his lips. The firing 
squad for him now, or perhaps, the 
penal battalion hundreds of miles to 
the south. The murder colony!

The firing squad! The thought 
hardly flashed through his heat tor
tured brain when the rattle of rifle
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fire cracked over the vast desert 
dunes. The voice of Captain deYong 
from the head of the column barked 
a command. The column halted. Men 
looked about them feverishly, with 
eyes Squinting into the sun. The 
shrill whine of bullets cut the stifling 
air all around them.

“ Berber I” shouted the commander. 
“Form square!”

ORDERS were hurled back along 
the column. Men rushed into 

the famed Legion desert formation. 
From off on their left flank came the 

blood curdling shrieks of the savage 
horde. The surprised, leg weary and 
sun-parched legionnaires r a mme d  
cartridges into their Lebels. The 
smashing volley crashed on the des
ert like a thunder cloud adding to 
the din of the yelling Berbers who 
were now swarming down from the 
hill like ants.

Blood mad Berbers, fangs bared 
and blades flashing, came plunging 
at them like a tidal wave. Mounted 
on frothing horses they came, the 
hill tribesmen, and on camels rode 
the fierce desert nomads, their swift 
ungainly pace bringing the hooded 
raiders down on the little band of 
legionnaires like jackals swarming 
around a helpless dying bullock.

“W e’re trapped like pigs in a pen,” 
cried a sweat streaked non-com. 
“ Shoot you sons of misgotten cows 
—shoot them down—or we are lost.” 

From a corner of the square, a fiery 
little lieutenant shouted excitedly, 
pointing. The commander ran to him 
for the rattle of gun fire made words 
mere mouthings.

“There!”  suggested the under offi
cer. “That hollow over there. We 
can fall back and stand them off. 
W e’ll be slaughtered here in the 
open.”

The order ran around the human 
fence, from man to man, and, firing 
as they went, the 3rd Company re

treated, slowly, knocking the raiding 
hillmen from their saddles, snuffing 
the lives of the more daring riders.

Hand to hand they battled now, 
grim faced, cursing, blue clad fight
ers of the Legion slamming lead and 
steel into the rushing killer pack. 
Here and there a soldat tumbled 
panting into the sand locked in 
choking death struggle with an un
horsed native, or leaped into the air 
to drive his bayonet through the 
slashing bearded villain whose camel 
screamed in a frenzy of terror amid 
the carnage. SoJdats dragged their 
comrades; the officers shouted fierce 
commands, shooting right and left 
with pistols into the swirling horde 
of white robed devils. Dodging like 
a hounded wolf whose fangs have 
been pulled Jimmy Harker, unarmed 
and defenceless, protected himself 
by rushing along with the van as the 
company fought its way toward the 
depression in the sand.

“ T T E Y I” Jimmy yelled as a non- 
J--L com brushed past him, “get 

these damned ropes offa me. Gimme 
a rifle, somebody!”

But the non-com only shrugged, 
glancing from Harker toward the 
company commander. It was a case 
of every man for himself now.

One of the pack horses fell squeal
ing with his death wound, and two 
men slashed at the pack cutting it 
free to drag it with them. Foot by 
foot they fell back pouring a rain of 
steel into the oncoming wave of yell
ing madmen. Then over the edge 
of the little fort-like hollow they 
slid to temporary safety. Officers 
rushed here and there re-organizing 
the little command.

“ IJntie me, somebody!” shouted 
Harker persistently. “ Give me a 
chance for my life.”

Captain deYong stood near him, 
crouched below the edge of the sand 
hollow.
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“You threw down your rifle you 
dirty dog,” he sneered. “Now you 
would like to be a soldier of the 
Legion once more, eh? Bah! How 
can I trust you? No!”

“ Why you whiskered pig,” shouted 
Harker filled with rage against the 
ruthless despot. “ Every bullet counts, 
don’t it?”

“When we return to Sihkram you 
will look into some rifle barrels that 
you may count,” the commandant 
hissed, ducking a scattered hail of 
lead that raked the rim of their tiny 
fortress. “ Pray that one of these 
barbarians wipes your slate clean in 
this sand.”

“ You low-down devil,” said Harker 
as he saw the captain scurry away to 
the far side of the depression.

HE felt a man nudge him cau
tiously, and somebody whispered 

in his ear.
“ Take it easy, Jimmy,” it said. 

“ Keep down an’ play safe. If we 
can hold out until night I ’ll cut you 
loose in the dark. S-h-h!”

Jimmy Harker turned his head. 
Beside him, crouched low under the 
natural bulwark he recognized Carl 
Schneider, a rugged, campaign hard
ened old timer in the Foreign 
Legion. Under his breath Harker 
mumbled his thanks.

While the hours dragged wearily 
onward the little body of legion
naires stood to their guns, shoving 
the bullets out in reaper waves as 
the charges of the Berbers threat
ened. Men were falling, friend and 
foe alike. Horses toppled in death, 
screaming to the brassy heavens in 
delirium of pain and fright. The 
merciless sun beat down on it all, on 
the frenzied fanatics sweeping the 
rising hills around them, on the tiny 
stronghold in the sand where the 
living and the dead waited, one stark 
and silent, the other grimly, trigger 
fingers crooked, eyes slanted along

the red-hot barrels of the smoking 
Lebels.

And with the hours came the 
night. The sudden darkness of the 
desert country. Then holes were dug 
in the sand and nameless graves were 
filled. Rations were issued and the 
fast diminishing water supply doled 
out by non-coms.

Captain deYong then called his 
officers and non-coms—what were 
left of them—to him.

"If we can hold out,” he was heard 
to state calmly, “ there may be a 
chance. It is perhaps only eighteen 
or twenty miles to Sihkram and the 
colonel may send a detachment out 
for us. We were expected tonight. 
See that a strong guard is posted. 
Look!”

The others turned where he in
dicated and saw the camp-fires 
springing up on the hills, red flames 
agSTnst the blue-black sky. Lieuten
ant Savoy stared gravely at the sight 
then faced his captain.

“They are not withdrawing, mon 
Capitan,” he remarked gravely, the 
dim light reflected from the distant 
fires showing his face ashen. “ If 
they attack in the night, we—”

“ We will die like soldiers of la 
legion,” cut in deYong.

EVEN as he spoke one of the 
lookouts called over his shoulder. 

“The filthy vermin are crawling 
down the hills, mon Capitan,” he 

said. “ They are coming—see.”
Like buzzing insects the air was 

filled with whining bullets. Men 
gripped their rifles, set their teeth, 
and burrowed deeper into the sand. 
All but one man. Jimmy Harker, 
his arms bound snugly behind him, 
was standing now. In the center of 
the desert grave he stood recklessly, 
a grin of sudden determination on 
his face. Jimmy Harker was not go
ing to face a firing squad.

“ Down you fool!” snarled the com-
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mandant. "Name of a dog and the 
seven idiots of Marrakech are you 
mad ?”

"Go to hell!” snapped Harker, and 
laughed openly as a Berber slug tore 
the kepi from his matted brow. 
“ Vive la legion! A man can only 
die once.”

* * * *
With lead flying from all angles 

Jimmy Harker stood b r a z e n l y .  
Legionnaires laughed with him and 
spat streams of deadly fire into the 
skulking ranks of the dismounted 
tribesmen. Like ghosts the Berber 
clan crawled over the sandy desert 
floor, firelight painting the weird 
scene in red and black and grayish 
white, death claiming its victims 
with volleys of unearthly shrieks, 
the clatter of shattered rifles, the 
shrill cries of beasts.

SO the night wore on and the gray
ing dawn saw carnage red on the 

skirt of the Sahara. Captain deYong, 
desperate now with the prospect of 

a second daylight inferno, called to 
his men for volunteers. Some 
soldier to break through the Berber 
ring and escape to the post at 
Sihkram. At Sihkram there were 
bombing planes and armored cars— 
succor for the besieged handful of 
blue-clad fighters facing death and 
—what came after at the hands of 
the savage hillmen.

“W ho’ll volunteer?” demanded the 
commandant. “ We have two horses 
left.”

The legion rifles ceased firing and 
soldats looked at each other silently 
while the seething raider lead buzzed 
hungrily. Then a dozen hands were 
outstretched—more—twenty of them 
perhaps—

"W hy not get rid of me?” called 
Jimmy Harker.

"Silence, you scum,” barked de
Yong viciously. “This is a detail 
for a man I can trust.”

Jimmy Harker spat into the sand, 
felt a tug at his collar, and knew 
that something had charmed his life, 
for a comrade who had risen near 
him fell with a groan as the bullet 
snuffed his life away. Death! In 
the dark. A group of close huddled, 
crouching men were drawing straws 
from the commandant’s fingers.
Schneider! Tough old Carl was the 
lucky one. What luck? A horse
and a wild dash for freedom—and a 
bullet in the spine. Only the care
ful guarding of Harker in those 
early hours of the night had pre
vented Schneider cutting Jimmy’s 
bonds. And now one of the few men 
whose companionship he had enjoyed 
in the Legion des Etrangers was go
ing out there to ride a death horse.

A sudden quick resolve formulated 
in Jimmy Harker’s brain. Clear and 
plain it flashed. This hard-bitten, 
merciless frog captain had cursed 
him for a traitor, would have him 
face a firing squad—if the company 
ever slipped this Berber trap. Well, 
Jimmy Harker would show him; 
show them all.

“W ait!” he called out. “ Captain 
deYong, sir, please.”

“'VT'OU miserable swine,” snapped
-1- the commandant on seeing it 

was Harker. “You dare to address 
me? Seal your lips or I shall have 
you shot here and now. Stand back 
there!”

Harker paused.
"Give me a chance, sir,” Jimmy 

begged. "I ’ve got a plan. You don’t 
have to trust me, listen—” he 
pointed to Schneider, "he’ll be shot 
like a rabbit. Give my trick a play. 
Lemme go first.”

Captain deYong stared at the dis
graced soldat silently. He felt the 
others watching. Something seemed 
to have crept out over the desert 
night into the barbaric circle of 
death that waited, silencing the Ber



A SOLDIER OF THE LEGION 143

ber rifles. It was a grim tableau 
that the night covered in that sand 
hollow.

“ What do you mean?” demanded 
deYong motioning Harker to come 
closer. “ Is this some devilish plot 
in which you hope to trick me and 
my men?”

Jimmy Harker ignored the cutting 
words.

"Wait until daylight,” he urged 
pleadingly. “ In the dark a man could 
make the break and die before he 
ran a hundred yards. In daylight 
we can fool them, at least it will 
give what are left of you, a better 
chance. Listen. There’s two horses 
left. Give me one with the first peep 
o’ daylight. Give me a horse an’ a 
pistol. That’s all I want. I’ll take 
my chances. I’ll make a break over 
that way an’ go like hell as far as 
the horse can keep going. See. I 
draw them off, an’ they’ll see me go. 
They’ll come after me to keep me 
from reaching the post. And when 
they follow me, Schneider can take 
the other—”

“ 'Y^OU’LL never reach it,” inter-
-I- rupted Captain deYong. “ But 

it is just as well. It may give him 
(Schneider) the chance we need. 
And you will get better than you 
deserve—death by the enemy. Very 
well. At dawn.”

*  *  *  *

The pale glow of early day broke 
over the scattered hills of the lower 
Atlas range, and from their sand 
hollow the legion saw the Berbers 
preparing breakfast about their fires. 
The shooting died out, a temporary 
pause in the strain of uneven battle. 
One of the little half-breed Arabian 
horses had been saddled lying down. 
Soldats stared solemnly at one an
other, then at Jimmy Harker.

Jimmy was on his knees, flexing 
his arms from which the ropes had 
been removed. A non-com hunkered

beside him, a pistol and ammunition 
belt in his hands.

Crawling toward Schneider on his 
hands and knees now, Jimmy ex
tended his hand.

“So long, Schneider,” whispered 
Jimmy. “Hope you make it. Here.” 
He slid a ring from his finger and 
handed it to the stupefied, stolid 
German fighting man. “You always 
liked this thing, pardner.”

Schneider gripped Harker’s hand 
in a vise of steel.

“Thanks, Jimmy, mon ami!”
“Hey, Harker,” cried a red-faced, 

black-eyed soldat, "you won’t need 
that watch, huh?”

Harker grinned and shook his 
head. He flipped the watch from 
his wrist and handed it to Pietro 
Carissi with a smile. There was 
something grimly suggestive in the 
brief ceremony that Captain deYong 
observed. He found himself strange
ly helpless to snap a command for 
haste. This American adventurer, 
derelict, tramp—whatever he might 
be—was suddenly getting under his 
skin. He took death in a matter of 
fact way. Queer people, the Ameri
cans. B u t  here. Jimmy Harker 
made a motion to the non-com, an
other to the men who held the 
saddled pony down. The belt was 
strapped about Harker’s waist, and 
the pistol shoved into the holster. 
Quick, faultless action, timed like 
big gun fire. The horse scrambled 
to its feet. A man was in the saddle. 
A swelling shout of alarm rushed 
skyward from the seething Berber 
camps, and out of the sand hollow, 
Jimmy Harker rode like a bullet 
from a rifle muzzle.

YELLING like an American In
dian on the warpath Jimmy spun 

the game little horse around and 
headed southward for the desert, for 
the winding age-old trail that fringed 
the foothills. Behind him echoed
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the shrill war cries of the Berbers 
who flung themselves into saddles 
and with rifles wildly cracking 
dashed down the hill sides in pur
suit.

“ Go, you crazy soldat,” shouted 
Captain d e Y o n g enthusiastically, 
then seeing the faces of his men, 
“ See if you can die like a soldier of 
the legion.”

Away like a streak across the 
sandy wastes Jimmy Harker put the 
little horse to a dead run, forcing 
him to his utmost speed in a frantic 
dash for the curve of the hills in the 
distance.

If he could stay alive and in front 
until he got that far, Carl Schneider 
would have his chance.

Over his shoulder he saw them 
racing after him, burnoused horse
men by the hundreds, thousands, 
shouting, shooting, waving threaten
ing scimitars t h a t  flashed an d  
sprinkled the desert with jewels of 
golden fire.

“ /^ O M E  on you hairy hellions,” 
Jimmy yelled back at his pur

suers, glancing also toward the shal
low dip in the sand, a mere blur 
now, where his legion comrades 
blended with the shimmering waves 
of the desert floor.

Jimmy Harker’s heart went out to 
the horse between his knees. No 
animal, not even the desert Be
douin’s prized steed, could keep a 
pace like this for many miles in 
the heavy sand. Somewhere ahead 
of him was the end. But if the 
plucky pony could only make the 
spur of those hills. Once out of 
sight of the onrushing Berber wave 
he might—

“ Up, you hero,” Jimmy blurted 
suddenly as the animal stumbled. A 
quick jerk on the reins pulled the 
horse out of a fall and on it went, 
pounding the shifting sand into a 
whistling, stinging cloud behind

them. “ Show ’em some action, 
baby.”

They were closing in on him a 
little now, settling down to real rid
ing. S t i l l  beyond effective rifle 
range they scattered lead behind 
him, and Harker risked a fall to take 
a last look toward the spot where 
his company was bottled up in the 
desert. There was not even a trace 
of blue to mark a legionnaire. Had 
Schneider made his getaway yet? 
Were the Berbers all on his trail or 
had part of the tribe remained be
hind to guard the trapped handful 
of men under the tri-color of 
France? Jimmy Harker might never 
know.

A mile — three-quarters — a half- 
mile. Jimmy was making the ride 
of his life now, nursing the panting 
horse along, begging, imploring. 
Now and then he drew out the 
pistol, gripping it in fingers that 
were like claws of red-hot brass. 
Sweat lathered the man and horse 
alike. The pounding of the hoofs 
beneath him drummed in his ears 
like the booming of artillery. Slowly, 
surely, the barbaric horde behind 
was creeping up, nearer and nearer.

STRUNG out behind him the army 
of mad tribal fiends stretched for 

miles. Jimmy could hear their fan
atical shouting, the fierce savage 
cries that swept along with them, 
like the surging of stormy seas. 
Then suddenly the shouting rose, 
higher. Shrill voices pierced the 
desert skies with a strange new note. 
Commotion. Jimmy cast a careful 
glance backward.

“ Somethin’s up,” he told himself. 
“ Somethin’s—Gees—” The Berbers 
were gesticulating, motioning with 
their upflung rifles pointing to the 
rear. “ What’s wrong?”  Jimmy asked 
the fighting horse. "By damn! 
They’re swinging back—its Schnei
der. They’ve let him break too soon,
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and they’ve seen him. By the livin’ 
devil of Tangier.”

True. The Berber pack had spun 
its horses about and were racing 
crazily back where they had come. 
Only a lone chieftain hammered the 
trail of the escaping legionnaire. 
And Jimmy Harker’s jaw set in a 
grin of fighting joy as he pushed his 
horse, slowing now with every 
reach, on the curve that led him 
around the rocky, sand and grass 
blotched slope of the hills. Up in 
there was safety, rest, a chance.

Then as the floundering pony 
stumbled in the grass humps unable 
to catch itself it went headlong to 
the earth, and Jimmy Harker vaulted 
from the saddle, legs wobbling, 
dizzy. His feet felt like tons of 
iron, and his head spun. But he 
was not licked yet. The gun was in 
his fist, his finger glued to the 
trigger.

The hoofbeats of the Berber chief 
came swinging around the rocky 
point, and Jimmy heard the sibilant 
curse of the Mohammedan as he 
called, on Allah, to see the fool 
infidel who lay all but dead beside 
his beaten mount.

TOO late the Berber fiend realized 
his mistake. Too late to grab 

his gold banded rifle, or the ornately 
decorated pistol in his sash. His arm 
was raised as he came riding on, 
raised for the slash that would cut 
the legionnaire through.

"You lousy jackal,” sneered Jimmy 
Harker, raising himself a trifle and 
pulling down on the bearded raider.

The pistol belched flame and a 
wisp of smoke that was swept away 
on a desert breeze. And the Ber
ber devil collapsed, his lips drawn 
back from huge teeth in a snarl, a 
dark blot growing suddenly above 
his left eye.

It was some minutes before man 
or beast moved there at the foot of

the slope where hill and desert meet. 
Suspecting a native ruse Jimmy Har
ker lay still, his pistol covering the 
pile of woolen garments that was 
that day at dawn, a Berber killer. 
Slowly he rose to his feet, stiff in 
every bone and muscle, for Harker 
had not been astride a horse for 
more than two years, and the mad 
ride had racked him from toe to the 
top of his brown head.

With the toe of his boot he turned 
the Berber over cautiously. The 
knowledge that he was alone came 
suddenly then and with it, th e  
realization that something had gone 
wrong.

“ I’m free,” he mumbled hollowly, 
staring around. “ Free an’ alive. 
That means—Schneider—didn’t make 
it. By the flamin’ hell-fire—”

His eyes rested on the horse the 
Berber had ridden. It was grazing 
near-by on the coarse grass up the 
slope. His own was finished. Jimmy 
gritted his teeth savagely and swal
lowed a lump as he watched his game 
mount, its sides heaving, then he 
turned and stalked the animal with 
the trailing reins. Its capture was 
simpler than he expected and haul
ing himself into the high Morroccan 
saddle he swung the horse down the 
slope to halt beside the beast which 
had enabled him to gain at least 
temporary safety. He aimed his 
pistol carefully and mumbled an in
coherent word, then pulled the 
trigger.

WITHOUT glancing backward, he 
put the Berber’s mount up the 

slope toward the stunted trees and 
scrub that were scattered among the 
rocks. This would be shelter of a 
kind and Harker knew that if he 
could keep under cover and within 
sight of the desert’s fringe, he still 
had a chance to reach the military 
post on the plateau at Sihkram.

As he rode, guiding the horse in
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and out between the rocks and trees, 
he tried to answer the question in 
his mind. What had happened on 
the desert back there? What drew 
the Berbers off his heels like wolves 
to wheel and ride, howling, leaving 
him to make his escape that was only 
a miracle? Had the skeleton of the 
3rd Company tried to dash for free
dom or a more strategic position?

“ Whatever happened,” he assured 
himself, “ it’s up to me.”

With this determination he began 
booting the horse along. It was he, 
not Schneider, who must go for help. 
How many miles separated him just 
then from the Legion post he had 
no way of knowing. But it was 
clear that he must be on his guard 
every minute, for now the slope 
grew steeper. He was riding higher 
into the hills with every hundred 
yards.

THE nature of the ground, forced 
him soon to penetrate the darker 
paths of the cedar forests, that 
reach down from the towering 

heights on the mountain sides. Here 
he might run into the white-robed 
raiders any minute, for the hills were 
teeming with Berber clans.

Alert to every smallest sound, he 
rode on, up and down, through deep 
shadowy glades roofed by cedars 
centuries old, through alternate 
patches of glaring African sun. Al
ways he sought the softest footing 
for the horse, avoiding the treacher
ous rock strewn slopes. As he rode 
he watched for two things; the Ber
bers and—water.

Jimmy Harker’s tongue was thick 
and dry, his throat burning with a 
mad desire for a cool mountain 
stream. The horse, too, was pant
ing wearily, its nostrils distended 
and red, flecks of thick frothy lather 
dripping from its bit rings. Once 
Harker halted and tied the animal to 
a sapling to hobble painfully about

until he found a couple of pebbles, 
the right size, which he placed in 
his mouth. This he knew would 
help for a time anyway, keep him 
from choking to death.

How many miles he had covered 
he could not tell, for the contour 
of the land carried him first right 
then left, up and down, with an 
occasional glance at the sun and a 
glimpse of the desert far out 
through the trees, always on his 
right. Soon he must come to a 
place that would look across the 
great sands to the heights at 
Sihkram.

“ If the horse holds out,” thought 
Jimmy dully, “ we’ll make it.”

Little did he know then what the 
turn of the path held in store for 
him. Not until he rode into the 
center of a narrow sunlit gorge was 
he even suspicious of a trap. And 
there, directly in front of him and 
perhaps fifty feet above on the rim, 
stood four horsemen, white robed, 
silent, their rifles slung on their 
backs.

With a shout they swept down the 
steep side, and Jimmy Harker, blaz
ing a volley of steel at them, spun 
his tired horse in an attempt to 
reach the fastness of the forest, at 
his back.

FIFTY yards, he raced the tough 
little animal through the rocky 
path. A hundred yards and he was 
at the edge of the trees. Bullets 

whistled fiercely over and beside 
him. Then he heard the thud, the 
soft squash of lead in flesh, felt the 
tremor of the animal between his 
knees. A squeal of terror. The 
horse waj down.

Jimmy went headlong over the 
stumbling, struggling beast and 
heard the wild triumphant yells of 
the Berbers as they charged down 
on him. With his last conscious 
move he rammed the empty pistol
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inside his blouse. Then the world 
went black as something crashed 
against his head.

Tortured with pain, his head feel
ing like a ball of molten iron, his 
first half conscious sense was the 
vile smell of sweating horseflesh, of 
unwashed animal. His whole body 
seemed to throb and dangle, and his 
eyes, dulled and red, opened on a 
strange vision. For many moments 
Jimmy wondered, then gradually 
realized where he was.

His face was close to a horses 
withers. A moving horse. Withers, 
the edge of a filthy odorous saddle, 
dangling gear. Now and then some
thing bumped his ear. He was on a 
walking horse, his body flung across 
the animal’s neck, his head bumping 
a white-robed knee. The Berbers!

“Torture!” said Jimmy to himself 
as the full weight of his situation 
came home to him. “They’re taking 
me to some hill camp.”

THE thought almost brought a 
shudder, for the Legionnaires 

knew many stories of the horrors 
that Berber savages inflicted on liv
ing and dead victims. The first law 
of nature however came to Jimmy 
Harker’s rescue, halted the groan 
that crawled on his lips with the 
pain of consciousness. He had to 
stay unconscious, to think fast.

The voices of his captors soon be
came audible though he could make 
out no word of their conversation. 
With a hardly perceptible move of 
the head he managed to learn that he 
was riding with the last of the four 
Berbers. The others were ahead, 
leading the way. Jimmy’s wits 
searched frantically for escape, for 
a chance to slip down suddenly, 
perhaps overpower his captor. The 
hope of the horse, on which to. flee, 
was too much. Only liberty and a 
fighting chance.

The weight of his secreted pistol

pressed into his stomach. Was it 
possible that they had left his am
munition belt alone? Perhaps it 
was this that seemed to choke him 
around the middle, jarring his whole 
body with every uneven step of 
ground they traveled. He felt he 
must break in two with the pain that 
became more and more unbearable, 
but with the thoughts that crowded 
his consciousness, came the memory 
of the little band of legionnaires 
fighting back there somewhere in the 
sand, hoping still that aid would 
come before it was too late.

From the corner of his eye Jimmy 
slanted his gaze upward along the 
side of the horse, at the Berber’s 
saddle horn. And there he saw the 
hilt of the tribesman’s long thin 
knife. In a flash he knew that he 
was about to risk everything, his 
life and the hope of reaching 
Sihkram. The knife!

He could not reach boldly upward 
and snatch it from its sheath. He 
had to find some way, something to 
distract the Berber’s attention. Some
thing. Swiftly now Jimmy Harker 
dug the hard fingers of his left hand 
into the tender flesh of the horse’s 
chest. Like the steel claws o f a crab 
he snapped them together in a pinch 
of flesh that lifted the surprised ani
mal with a jerk. As the horse reared 
and lashed out with its forefeet, 
Jimmy swung himself, grabbed the 
knife and without warning, drove it 
in a desperate lunge through the 
Mohammedan’s throat.

SILENCE, you dog eater,”  hissed 
Harker as he clung for his life 

to the horse and fought the gasping 
native out o f the saddle.

There came the dull thud of the 
Berber's body as he toppled to the 
ground, the flurry of the frightened 
horse’s hoofs, and Jimmy Harker was 
in the saddle, fighting the animal 
to jerk it around and race like the
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wind down the trail with the shout
ing trio of furious Berbers behind 
him.

Weak and dizzy he clung to the 
saddle horn, swaying crazily with 
the plunging horse, letting the beast 
pick its own path. He could hear 
the bark of the Berbers’ rifles and 
the slit and smash of bullets as they 
tore through leaves or thudded into 
tree trunks.

Jimmy knew they were gaining on 
him and rode, recklessly, with the 
clatter of hoofs and gunshots boom
ing until the din shook his eardrums. 
Somehow, he knew he could hang on 
but little longer and with the knowl
edge came the idea that sent him 
hurtling from the back of the racing 
steed, to land sprawling in thick 
undergrowth beside the trail.

On and on went the frightened, 
crazed beast. Jimmy heard its hoofs 
smashing down through the forest. 
Then one by one came the Berbers 
in pursuit. One by one they passed 
his hiding place.

THEN, bruised and bleeding, half 
crazed with pain and thirst, 
Jimmy Harker climbed to his totter
ing feet and glancing up through 

the trees at the sun, began running.
Atop the broad, thick walls of the 

fortress at Sihkram the sentry paced 
his post, pausing at each turn to 
scan the desert. From its perch on 
the broad plateau, this post of the 
Legion des Etrangers guarded a vast 
area of the Sahara’s glistening 
wastes. And staggering like a 
drunken man, crawling from where 
he fell from time to time, stumbling 
awkwardly to floundering feet, the 
tiny figure of a man came into view.

Rubbing his hands across his eyes 
the sentry stared, squinting against 
the glare of the sun scorched desert. 
A shout brought other legionnaires 
running. Anything to crush the 
fierce monotony of life on this bleak

desert frontier. A man! Bring the 
glass! An officer hurried from his 
quarters as the telescope was wheeled 
over to the rampart. Is it white man 
or native?

Swift adjustment of the instrument 
brought a cry from the officer’s lips.

“A soldier of the legion!” he 
shouted, then pressed his eye to the 
glass again, for the staggering figure 
had fallen. "He is hard pressed— 
Wait! Perhaps we should send out 
an armored car. No! See—Cor
poral. Bring a signal man with all 
speed. The man is trying to tell us 
something.”

With a leap, a legionnaire was 
standing on the wall, signaling flags 
in his hands. A grizzled sergeant 
who knew the code, squinted through 
the glass.

"Yes. It is a legionnaire. He has 
braced himself on his knees in the 
sand. Fouche! Give him the signal.”

The man atop the wall raised the 
flags straight up, moving them in 
tiny circles, and the sergeant at the 
glass called out.

"He is very far away, but he has 
seen. Listen.”

Far out on the desert a thing that 
had once been Jimmy Harker, soldat 
of the Foreign Legion, swayed weak
ly. With arms that were numb and 
stiff, with eyes red-rimmed, half 
blinded by the glare, he caught the 
flicker of the distant flags and 
steadied himself to wig-wag the call 
for help—help for the 3rd Company.

"Send planes—send planes.”
"S—E—N” the old sergeant spelled 

it out as the weaving figure on the 
desert fought exhaustion and death 
to raise his arms, to think, to form 
the simple words.

f

RUNNING messengers carried the 
orders to the hangar where two 

fighting bombers waited. With eager 
blasts the motors roared their chal
lenge to the skies. Goggled airmen
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climbed into cockpits and down the 
field they came. Thundering past 
the quarters the two ships rose. Up 
—up— up. Over the edge of the
Sihkram plateau they plunged, like 
bullets, bearing straight for the spot 
where a legionnaire had fallen.

M
o t i o n l e s s , the tiny dot of
blue lay like a grave marker in 

the wilderness, and so far gone was 
Jimmy Harker that he never knew 
when the sip of water was pressed 
between his swollen, parched lips. 
Nor did he know the mad joy of the 
winged warriors, who, recognizing 
Harker as a member of the 3rd Com
pany, had flown the rim of the des
ert, to come down in twin power 
dives with machine-guns ablaze in 
flaming steel, to pour death into the 
panicked ranks of the Berber raider 
horde.

Bombs crashed amid screaming, 
fear-driven tribesmen. Bullets cut 
them down like wheat before a 
reaper’s blade. From the sun-baked 
hole in the sand a few parched 
throats sent up a feeble cry of wel
come.

“ You see, mon Capitan,”  croaked 
Carl Schneider, whose horse had 
been shot from under him that morn
ing, “ it was Legionnaire Harker who 
got through.”

Captain deYong stood up, his face 
pale, his eyes dark after looking into 
the face of death for hours. He saw 
the planes from Sihkram wipe the 
Berbers from his sight, and watched 
the two ships spiral down to a land
ing in the sand. One of the pilots

leaped out and beckoned to the com
mander of the sadly depleted com
pany.

“ This soldier,” the pilot pointed 
into the after cockpit where a half 
conscious bedraggled looking fellow 
hung in a safety belt. “He almost 
reached Sihkram and managed to 
signal for help. One of your com
pany, Captain?”

DeYong lifted Jimmy Harker’s 
hanging head and looked into the 
American’s face through a smear of 
blood and dust.

“ Who,” demanded Captain deYong, 
“but a man of my command would 
be capable of such a feat? Of 
course. It is Legionnaire Harker.”

“ Well,” said the pilot, "the other 
plane will stay here with you until 
we can send help, but I ’ll have to 
wing back with this fellow. He’s 
due for a bed in a hospital.”

A CROWD of the rescued legion 
flocked around the ship peering 

in for a glimpse of Jimmy Harker, 
but the flyer waved them back and 

climbed swiftly into his seat. He 
revved the motor, and raised a hand 
in salute to the infantry commander.

DeYong turned to his one remain
ing lieutenant, Savoy. There was a 
queer twitching smile at the corner 
of his strained face.

“He will yet make a fine legion
naire,” whispered the captain. “ Much 
too promising to waste on a firing 
squad. What do you theenk?” 

“Well, mon Capitan,” replied Lieu
tenant Savoy, “as this Jimmy Harker 
would say—‘I’m asking you.’ ”
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WELL, fellows, here we are 
again. A whole month has 
passed since the last issue, 
and Ye Olde Globe Trotter has been 

scratching his head in thought ever 
since, waiting—and hoping with a 
prayer in his heart, that some he- 
man adventurer would drop in and 
spin out a yarn of the north country 
for the readers of this department to 
ponder over, something that was dif
ferent.

But most '•of the fellows that 
dropped in had the same old tales to 
spin. Ye Olde Globe Trotter had 
just about given up hopes of getting 
something different when the office 
door opened. And who was it that 
stuck his head in the door and hol
lered at me?

No one but Harry Green, famous 
hunting guide and wild animal hun
ter of Kodiak, Alaska. In that in
stant I knew my prayer was answered.

“Just in time, Harry,” I blurted, 
heaving a sigh of relief. “You’re 
just the man I’ve been waiting for. 
Sit down and give me a yarn—” 

Harry is a big fellow, weighing 
about 225 pounds with one sleeve 
hanging empty from the shoulder. I 
knew there was a story about the 
missing arm that once filled that 
empty sleeve, so I prodded him about 
it.

The Real Story
"Come on, Harry,” I said, when he 

Beated himself in the office easy

chair. "I ’ve heard lots of wild stor
ies about you losing your arm. But 
they all sound like fairy tales. Every 
one. That is because you have never 
told the real story yourself. Why 
don’t you scotch all those wild tales 
right here and now?”

Harry regarded me silently for a 
long moment. Finally his lips parted 
and rippled in a smile.

“ Okay, Old Man,” he said. “ But 
how will you know it won’t be just 
another fairy tale.”

“We'll let the readers of THRILL
ING ADVENTURES be the judge 
on that,” Ye Olde Globe Trotter 
snapped in answer, confident that he 
finally had the old Kodiak guide 
started on one swell story.

Harry reached for one of my sto
gies, made a wry face when he 
smelled it, lighted it anyway.

A Jinx

THERE isn’t much to it,” he be
gan, tucking his empty sleeve in 

his coat pocket. “ I was out with a 
party of bear hunters from your own 

city here, big shots from Wall Street 
with lots of doremi but darned little 
woods sense. In the party was a 
young broker who was a jinx if 
there ever was one.”

Harry’s clear keen eyes misted a 
little. I could see he recalled the 
incident very poignantly. T h e y  
cleared instantly, however. He went 
on :

“ We had established our camp at
150
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the north end of Kodiak some twenty- 
miles from our base. It took us about 
two days to do this. But the young 
broker was miserable all the time. 
He had left his pet straight edge 
razor at the base camp and couldn’t 
shave. He crabbed about it so much 
that it gave the rest of us heeby- 
jeebies.

“He made such a damn nuisance 
o f himself with his continual crab
bing that I offered to trek back to 
the base camp one night and get the 
damned thing for him. I knew that 
I could make the trip overnight and 
be back in time to take the party 
out on the bear hunt the next day.

“ It was black as pitch the night I 
started, but I knew the island like a 
book, all its trails and short cuts. 
That meant nothing. Because time 
was pressing, I took the shortest 
route, making all the short cuts over 
little traveled territory. I carried 
rifle and hunting knife with me. 
Rifle in the crotch of my arm, knife 
in a leather case at my belt.

Man A gainst Beast
“T WAS about six miles from camp, 

cutting through a little gully to 
reach an opposite ridge, when the 
ground seemed suddenly to slip from 
beneath me. There was a sputtering 
crackle of snapping twigs and tree 
branches.

“ Instinctively, I threw up my arms 
to catch myself. The rifle clattered 
in a tangle of branches, stuck there. 
A deep throated growl reached my 
ears, thundering ominously. My feet 
hit solid ground. I felt relieved, but 
only momentarily. Something soft 
and furry brushed my hand the next 
instant. There was a sinister hiss of 
steaming breath. Then gnashing of 
giant teeth. Instant action.1

“ I was bowled head over heels. A 
giant paw bashed in my face. I 
knew then what I was up against 
I had stumbled into a bear pit—with

a bear in itf There i  was, in a
closed earthen cell, face to face with 
an enraged Kodiak brown bear—and 
I had lost my rifle!

“Man against beast m a pit, blacker 
than the devil’s tomb. Only one was 
to escape with his life, I knew. Who 
was it to be, me or the bear? There 
was no time for thought or studied 
defense. There was only one thing 
to do. I did it, shoved my left arm 
forward when the bear charged, then 
went to work with my hunting knife.

“ Over and over in that fearful 
black pit we rolled, the snorting 
brute bouncing me from one wall to 
another. I lifted my knife hand, 
trying to smash in a telling blow 
with the gleaming blade. The Ko
diak crunched powerful jaws, sought 
to rend me body from soul.

A Long Struggle
“ "J3AIN wracked my entire frame.
-t- Warm blood spouted, dousing 

my face and hands. The brute got his 
paws around me, squeezing until I 
thought my breath was gone. But I 
struggled—struggled with all I had. 
Time and again my right hand 
flashed up and- lunged down. The 
slim blade finding its mark, every 
time! Blood splattered on me, the 
bear’s blood mingling with my own, 
the fetid smell strong in my nostrils.

“How long that hand-to-paw strug
gle lasted, God only knows 1 We 
went round and round, over and 
over. I was dizzy, sick, reeling. 
Still, I kept lifting that knife blade, 
plunging it home. It was my only 
chance, my only hope. I slashed and 
slashed, a hundred times or more, be
fore I felt the brute’s crunching jaws 
loosen even the slightest bit.

“ Even then they slackened only to 
tighten again with firmer grip. Then 
my mind got to playing tricks on me. 
I didn’t care whether I died or not. 
Purposely, I relaxed. The Kodiak 

(Continued on Page 152)
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STOMACH DISORDERS 
THREATEN HIS LIFE 
SAYS N. Y. PATROLMAN

"I  tried everything,”  says Officer David R. 
Caldwell, 2309 Holland Ave., New York City. 
“ I suffered from gas in the stomach and heart

burn so bad that I could 
hardly stand it. My case 
was diagnosed by one doc
tor as ulcers, another said 
I had gall stones. One went 
so far as to tell my wife 
that I had cancer and had 
only a short time to live. I 
suffered much agony and 
lost weight until one day I 
saw an advertisement in 
the New York Daily News, 
by the Udga Co., S t Paul, 
Minn. I wrote for their 
treatment and thanks be to 
God I did, for today I am 

DAVID r . c a l d w e l l  a  different man. I have no 
pain, can eat anything and 

I am getting back to my normal weight.”
Acid Stomach Afflicts Millions 

Hyperacidity (acid stomach) is, as every 
physician can tell you, the curse of millions. It 
is the most common cause of stomach or gastric 
ulcers as well as many other distressing condi
tions and there are comparatively few adults 
who can truly say it has never troubled them. 
In addition to stomach ulcers, acid ftomach is 
often tha direct cause of gas pains, dyspepsia, poor 
digestion, pains after eating, bloating, belching, 
gnawing pains, heartburn, gastritis, sour stomach, 
constipation, etc.

Double Acting Treatment Needed 
To combat these conditions you need a treatment 

that will first counteract or neutralise the excess acid 
secretions and then protect, soothe and tone the mem
branes or stomach lining In order that the process of 
healing may take place. This Is the function of the 
Udga Treatment and the excellent results It has pro
duced In so many thousands of cases are due to this 
double acting feature.

Offered on 15 Days’ Trial 
And now that the merits of this Bplendld treatment 

have been so conclusively pro.ved, the distributors 
Invite all sufferers to try It at their risk and are 
willing to send a full 15 DAY TREATMENT ON 
TRIAD. So If you can believe what your own 
stomach tells yon—If you agree that freedom from 
stomach pains, distress and misery are the surest 
proof of results, accept this liberal trial offer and 
see for yourself what the Udga Treatment can do for 
your sick stomach.

Clip and Mill Now

U D G A . Ino.. 1883 Foot-Schulti Bldg., 
t. P «u l. Minnesota.
leaaa Bond roa your 15 DAY T1UAX OFFER on the lldea Treat

ment. Alao free copy of your booh on stomach troubles, testi
monials, affidavit of genuineness and SI.000.00 Reward Offer to 
back It up. This does not obligate me In any way.

Name

No. and Street

Cttt at'ato

could end the uneven struggle. It 
didn’t matter. Then that odd trick 
of the mind—I suddenly remembered 
I had an unfulfilled duty to perform. 
I had volunteered to get that poor 
sap’s razor. The duty seemed para
mount, I couldn’t escape the solemn 
obligation.

“Asinine, you’ll think, I know.
“ B u t funny thoughts c o u r s e  

through a man’s mind when he lin
gers at the brink of death. I know 
from like experiences. Don’t think 
this was my first.

Renewed Strength 
“With that duty in mind, I was 

charged with a renewed vigor. I set 
to fighting again. The hunting knife 
went up and down like a piston. 
There was a burbling gurgle, then a 
hissing gasp for breath. Again a 
loosening of the crunching jaws. A 
deep cough, another throaty gurgle 
and—the Kodiak toppled over on me, 
dead, pressing me to the blood-strewn 
earth. My breath went out in a sigh
ing hiss. I squirmed and struggled, 
managed in some manner to get from 
underneath. How I got out of the 
pit, I don’t know. In some manner 
I got back to camp. How, I haven’t 
the slightest idea.”

Harry Green had Ye Olde Globe 
Trotter gripping the chair arms with 
rigid grasp by this time. I had been 
following his story intently. Still, 
I hadn’t learned just how he lost his 
arm, so I asked him. He looked at 
me curiously, answered smilingly: 

“The bear had to have something 
to set his teeth on. I gave her my 
left arm at the first charge, then 
went to work with the knife in my 
right hand. It was better than let
ting the bear set his jaw on some 
more vital spot.”

Ye Olde Globe Trotter let out a 
quick breath.

And That’s Not All 
“ But that’s not the end of the 

( Continued on Page 1S4)



A  NEW LIFETIME BUSINESS

__________________ z&mz&tXSX
FOUR *15 SALES DAILY PAY $ 2 8 0  WEEKLY

INSTAL LIN G NEW BUSINESS SPECIALTY ON FREE TRIAL— 
MAKING TREMENDOUS CASH SAVINGS IN OPERATING COSTS FOR 
THOUSANDS OP CONCERNS THROUGHOUT THE U.S. AND CANADA

NO HIGH PRESSURE SELLING  
NO HOUSE-TO-HOUSE CANVASSING
INCOME EQUAL TO REQUIREMENTS  
OF THE HIGH-GRADE BUSINESS MAN
E. Lawson, o f Tennessee, clears $108 profit his first 3 days In this 
business. He tops off these earnings with $113 profit on a  single 
deal a few daya later. J. C. May, Conn., cleared $362.35 tho first 
nine days he worked. J. E. Loomis, Oregon, earns $3A5 his first 
nine days. A. W. Farnsworth, Utah, nets $61.16 his first day, a 
Saturday. S. Clair, New York, writes he is clearing as high as $70 
a day. W. F. Main, Iowa, cleans up $391.50 in 9 days. B. Y. Becton, 
Kansas, starts out with $530.35 net for AO days work! These men 
are beginners. How could they enter a field totally new to them and 
earn such remarkable sums In these desperate times? Read the 
answer in this announcement. Read about a new business that 
does away with the need for high pressure selling. A rich field that 
Is creating new money-making frontiers for wide-awake men. 
Those who enter now will pioneer—to them udU go the choicest 
opportunities.

$4,707 Savings For Brilliant Record of Success
One Kansas Store America's foremost concerns ere among out customers:
• m _  ^ B  M  Timken Silent Automatic Co., Central State* Petroleum
1H  1  W O  D l O n t n S  B m  M  Corp.. Houghton Mifflin Co.. National Paper Co., Interna-
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$3,707.00  between April ^ B  m  n  A T  XT T W  T  W  hospitals, infirmaries, doctors, dentists, buy large Installations
5th and Juno 29 1 Bovraer J. u  A  1  IX  1  1 v U  M  and hearj repeat orders.
Vlfgliala.1^incests'* J ? ,' report I ■  FURNISHED M Customer Guaranteed Cash Profit
M y ^ n w M  m n t l  0°°.O01  E v e ry  m an  w ith  n s  tod a y  U  Cuatomar goto algned cw tld c iu  guaranteeing eaah profit on h i,
r r ’lii V i ' .  B e  started  at scra tch , w ith - ■  Inrcetment. Very few bualnrea men ore ao foolish >■ to tom  dtnm
S S tim or. Roortio. 8 n l i t .  H  o u t p re v io u s  exp er ien ce . ■  »  nrepoaliion ou.ronuwl to pa, o profit, with proof rrom leading

^  ■  S l y  co m in g  o u t  o f  I  »  "<*«*<»• » »  " ' * •
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representatives interest sorry a n g le  o f  th e  business. M  l i  furnished too. A handsome. Impressive portfolio that reprw
businns man. from the very W e  han d y ou  the b ig -  m  , f nti leading type of bualnesa and profession. Yon ibow
smallett to the very loroest. No m on ey -ran k in g  busi- «  P «ltlv »  proof of niocesi. Immediately forestalls the
©no can dispute tho proof In k in d  in  the m  •rg“n\ont* Doesn t fit my bualnesa." Shows that It doe* 01.th . photo-copt., of actual letter, n ess o f  Its lan d  in  tne m  M(J do ., make good. Clot. Ik. drof.
•w ch oor toon .how. m  ^  " h n s in c S  %so- \  Mail Coupon for Information

NO HrGH PRESSURE- LUTELY A Complete training furnished. You try out thisSIMPLY INSTALL_ m  RI S K J N G A RED m m business absolutely without risking a penny. If
o t M  r  o r r c r p r r i L L  C O P P E R  C E N T  O F M  you are looking for a man-fire builneii free fromSELLS ITSELF Y O U R  OW N . Can’t  POS- the worries of other overcrowded lines, get In touch
H ere is a business offering on incon- 1 sibiy tell you all in the B M  U"  **112'!TonJ or “ Z °?V 4me*'
turn so successful that we m ote i t  sell limited /p ace  avail- 1  l t  ** " bri* °  * *  VroposUion immediately.
Usd/. Our representatives almply tell 1 Moi l  the _
what they offer, show proof of success In ab,e here- Mal1 V1® p

?uUin°nnfo^ n T tin n - J MAIL FOR FULL INFORMATION *
Just like the raah register money. Jhe customer e v e r y u i in g w  | t r e p u  4047- U  M ob U n , A la . a
sees with his own eyes a bio, immediate profit on ga in . Without obligation to me, tend me full Information 1
*4# proposed investment. Usually he has the In- I on your proposition,
vestment, and hi* profit besides, before the repre- >
sentatlve return*. The representative calls back. ■ N a m e . *
collects his money. OUT OF EVERY J75 BUSI- .................................................................. I
KE88 THE REPRESENTATHT. DOES. NEARLT JB* IS H I 3 ____K i,..( r,  a ^ .,„  •
OWN PROFIT! THE 8MARU3ST HE MAKES IS J5 ON A *7.50 .......................................................... ..........  i
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•Thor i r .  getting too ^tontloo of tho l.rgeat concema lc  tho oountir and ,  1,0......................................................................................  •
selling to the smaller businesses by the thousands Xou con get exclusive I ii
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story,” Harry broke in. “What gives 
it a nice little touch, is that when 
I got back to camp, the poor sap 
had found his razor and was busy 
shaving off two days’ growth of 
beard. He had found it in his pack 
a few hours after I left.”

“ But your arm, Harry,” I inter
jected. “ Did the bear really chew 
it off?”

“ No,” he replied quickly. “ But it 
was useless, hanging only in shreds. 
Sam Henson, the other guide, bor
rowed the poor sap’s razor and fin
ished the job. The sawbones they 
took me to afterwards said he did an 
excellent job. All the doc did was 
to suture the wound and change the 
bandages.” The old guide had me 
faint and gasping for breath when he 
finished. But there it is fellows, that’s 
his story, the real truth about the loss 
of his arm.

A man has licked a Kodiak bear in 
hand-to-hand combat, and bears do 
fight human beings. If that isn’t red 
blooded adventure, Ye Olde Globe 
Trotter would like to know what you 
would label it.

Here below is a somewhat milder 
experience—a letter that came in re
cently. If you don’t like Kodiak 
bears you might go after gold in
stead. If you take Johanson’s tip 
you will go to Bolivia. There are 
no Kodiaks there, but there are 
pumas. Maybe they are worse?

GOLD IN B O L IV IA
Dear Globe Trotter:

Bolivia has lots of minerals, but gold 
has never been found in any considerable 
quantity there. However, a friend of 
mine went there for gold in 1927. I laugh
ed at him for going.

Three years later he popped in on me 
when I was up in Canada. Did he get 
what he went after? I ’ll say he did! 
He showed me pictures of the gold coun
try first, then he pulled a poke from his 
pocket and set it on the table near the 
kerosene lamp, telling me to look at the 
contents. I opened it. It was filled with 
glistening yellow dust flakes I

He told me it was virgin gold. But I 
was 190 pounds o f obstinate scepticism, 
so he went to the city and had it as
sayed. It proved out to be exactly what 
he said it was— virgin gold.

He asked me if I would like to go back 
to Bolivia as he was starting a company 
to go after it in a big way. I answered 
in the affirmative and was supposed to 
meet him the next day in town. But I 
got sick with a terrible fever the same 
night and couldn’t leave. He had to go 
on without me.

Since, I have been wondering if he 
got his information on that gold via the 
grapevine or underground wireless, I 
think the answer is both yes and no. He 
found it in bad country. The last of his 
trip was covered at the rate of six miles 
a day.

Paul A. Johanson,
Brooklyn, N. Y.

M ORE A B O U T TH E  LONG 
D ISTAN CE M IRAGE

Dear Globe Trotter:
I have a theory about that mirage 

question which readers have been dis
cussing in the columns o f T H R IL L IN G  
A D V EN TU RES.

Our friend W. H. Gardiner said that 
he saw the image of the Empire State 
Building in a bank o f clouds. And you 
said you saw the Statue of Liberty in the 
mist. You both saw purple around or 
near them.

Clouds and mists contain small par
ticles o f water. When the white sun 
light hits a group of prism shaped drops 
a rainbow is formed in the sky.

Now what has that got to do with the 
mirage? I ’ll just give you an idea. Light 
travels 186,000 miles a second. W ell, 
when the reflected light o f the sun struck 
the Empire State Building it flew off in 
all directions in invisible light rays. The 
light waves hit the clouds down in South 
America almost instantly. Said clouds be
ing composed of H ,0  (water) reflected 
the image of the building.

Same with your Statue o f Liberty in 
the mist in France. The purple reflec
tion was probably caused by the light 
rays refracting through the prism par
ticles of water held suspended in the 
clouds and mist.

Yours truly,
Lorenzo Morton,

Lincoln Park, N. J.
(Continued on Page 156)
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TH E WORLD IS STARTING ALL OVER
'AGAIN... w A a t UcruA lutuASL \

As far as business is concerned, the world came to an end 
a few months ago! Four years of depression have made 
rich men poor . . .  it has pulled all but a few down to the 
same level! And now a new world of business is starting!

The Millionaire of Tomorrow May Be 
Out of a Job Today!

Today, millions of men are starting their business lives all over again. Most all are beginning from the bottom. The same chances
will be within the grasp of

Partial List of Subjects
Part 1. How to Get tho Beat Result*.
Part 2. First Step* In Business Efficiency. 
Part 3. How to D o Business with Banks. 
Part 4. Tho Principles of Business Achieve

ment.
Pari 8. How to Writ* Business Letters. 
Part 0. How to Easily Develop Your Mem-

7: How to Advertise Successfully. 
Part 8. The Power of Right Thought.
Part 9. How to Mako a Favorable Im 

pression
Part 10. How to Become a Successful 

Salesman.
Part 11. How to Prepare Sales Talks.
Part 12. How and Where to Find Cus

tomers.
Tart 13. Your Health and How to Im 

prove It.
Part 14. Psychology o f Advertising and 

Salesmanship.
Part 15. Managing Men for More Profit. 
Part 10. The Factors of Success In Busi

ness Building.
Part 17. The Money Value of System.
Part 18. How to ('lose Sales Successfully. 
Part 19. How to Collect Money 
Part 20. How to Make Yourself Invaluable 

In Your Position.
Part 21. Premium and Sales Plans to In 

crease Business.
Part 22. A System of Accounts for Retail 

Merchants.
Part 23. Fundamentals of a Cost System 

for Manufacturers.
Part 24. Points of luw  Everyone Should 

Know.

This National Course
h a *  p u t  t h o u s a n d s  o f  o t h e r s  o n  
t h e  R O A D  T O  SUCCESS, a n d  i t  

c a n  d o  t h e  s a m e  f o r  y o u .
A L L  IN A L L

"Y our Couree Is all In all to m e."—  
O. J. Llnderoot. Corning. Cal.

U N L IM IT E D  8 U C C E 8 S  
"Y our Course has been an unlimited 

success for m e ."—T. R. Bchwcr, Verona, 
1 11 .

W O R TH  $5,000
" I  wouldn't sell my Courso for $5,000 

If I couldn’ t get another llko 1L"—J. C. 
Kotzum. Curtis Bay. Mil.

A M O N E Y  M A K E R
"Y ou r Course enables ono to make 

money almost from the very start."-— 
Charles R. Mueller, Greenwich. Conn. 

B E T T E R  T H A N  E X P E R IE N C E  
"Y our Course gives knowledge which the 

average man would not acquire from expe
rience In a lifetim e.'’— S. P. Parrish, Jr., 
Peoria. 111.

IM P O S S IB L E  TO  F A IL
"Y our Course has performed wonders 

for me. If followed, it Is Impossible for 
anyone to fall to reap actual and exten
sive benefits."—George Trute, Hobokon, 
N. J.

am
u r t  i l  iV L K  S i

. . . the same golden opportunities every man.
Yet it’ s certain that only a few will come through with glorious 

success and riches. The others will be just part of the "crowd” . . . .  drifting, struggling, plodding, striving . . . .  always hopeful, but just missing the mark!
What Makes a Man Successful?

It’s not a college education I Many millionaires never went to grammar 
school 1 It’s not money I Ford, Carnegie, Rockefeller, and others were

penniless youths ! It’s not luck 1 Many 
have achieved huge success despite one 
"bad break" after another!

The Secret o f Success is Business 
Knowledge. You might not know geog
raphy, algebra, or history, but you must 
know the A. B. C.'s o f business. Sounds 
simple, yet only one man in five thou- 

. sand knows them !

jMBA Now You Can Discover 
iBPff These Facts

The A. B. C.’s o f  business . , . the 
Secrets o f Success . . . are explained to 
you in a series o f 18 folios, called the 
National Success Course. This course 
has been written by a man who iB presi
dent o f a $2,000,000 corporation . . .  a 
man who started out in life without 
health . . . without education . . . with
out a penny! He tells you his secrets o f 
making money, and he tells them so 
clearly, so simply, so easy to understand ; 
that every ambitious man can grasp 
them and make them workI

Formerly $24.00 Now Yours for $1.00
Many smart business men paid $24.00 for the National Success Course. 

But we’ve arranged a special edition . . . complete in every way . . .  so 
that thousands of ambitious men could take advantage o f it today. I f  
you're anxious to lift yourself above the crowd . . . get out o f the rut . . . 
and steer yourself to financial security . . .  we urge you to mail the coupon 
without delay.
Beverly House, Inc., 570— 7th Ave., N. Y. C. Dept. THA-12

P IN  A  D O L L A R  B IL L  TO T III9  COUPON

B E V E R L Y  H O U S E . IN C . 
570 8eventh Ave.. N. Y . Dept. T H A -1 2

Gentlemen:
Please rush ............... seta of the National Suceeea Course.

I enclose ............... In □  Cash, □  C^teck, □  Money Order,
O  U. 8. Postage Stamps (small denomination!).

Namo .......................................................................................................*

Address . . . .  ...........................................................................................

C ity............................................................................ B u te .......................
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IOVE-EUGENICS-BIRTH CONTROL]
“cW« C ounsel”  fearlessly bares all sex secret*. Abandon fate rood;
IS  NO SIN I Let*

1 Learn the truth I LOVE 
COUNSEL'* take yoa by the

band and guide t o o  s a f e l y  through life . Learn the sex 
ha before It vs too  late. “ SAIt S COUNSEL”  is writ- 

ptaln, nndentandablo langua^o. N O T H IM S  I S  | 
OUT— every subject thoroughly discussed. S it .  
pages — over 1 2 9  thrilling uhntrationa.

ten in 
LK TT
daring

Send No Money!
name and address, and our regular 16.00 edition 
w tt  be sent too by  return mall. Pay postman 
only 91.19, plus few  cents  postage. A d d re ss :/ 
M O D E R N  P U B L IS H IN G  C O .
S  S o .  W elle  S t . ,  D ep t. l i t .  C h ica g o

IM H iW JtM
Bend postcard for our free Cats* 
losue. Thousands o f  barralna 
Address: LITTLE BLUE BOOK
CO., Catalogue Dept., Desk 1W. 

Girard. R i d i u ,
1

LONESOME?
Let me amuse a nmaatie ccfmpaodmce (or 

Tea Find youmlf a nwetheart thro America's 
'fonmoet eeket mial comepoudenoe elubi A frieod- 
Up letter society for lonely ladies aad notlemes. 

rywhere: CONFIDENTIAL introductions by letter: 
ef&aetit, dignified and continuous service. I have mstte thousands o: 
lonely people happy why not rout Write foe FREE staled particulars. 
KVAN MOORE BOX 806 JACKSONVILLE. FLORIDA

FROM OUR SANCTUM
Tou'll find the best Action being published 
today In our companion magazines tor De
cember.

AT Just pick up the December Issue of THE 
PHANTOM DETECTIVE—and follow Rich
ard Curtis Van Loan, the world's greatest 
sleuth, on the trail of Illicit opium that Is 
flooding the country In THE TELLOW 
MURDERS, a sensational book-length novel 
with a thrill on every page. Other action- 
packed crime stories. 10c at all stands.

(T For the air-minded: Read HELL-BENT 
FOR GLORY, a full book-leagth novel fea
turing John Masters, the world's greatest 
s k y  fighter. In the December issue of THE 
LONE EAGLE.

AT Also read the December SKT FIGHTERS— 
featuring WINGS AGAINST THE MOON, 
a novel of zooming crates and roaring skies, 
by Arthur J. Burks. Both THE LONE 
EAGLE a n d  SET FIGHTERS contain the 
best aviation stories and features to be 
found anywhere. Each, 10c at all stands.

^  THRILLING DETECTIVE contains one of 
the most exciting detective novels ever writ
ten—FOUR KEYS TO MURDER, by An
thony Field, complete in the December is
sue, and other fast-moving, ingenious yarns. 
10c at all Btands.
For Sis and Mom: Bring home the December 
THRILLING LOVE—10c at all stands, with 
its complete book-length novel of football 
and romance, ALL-AMERICAN LOVE—by 
America’s favorite love-story writer, Helen 
Ahern. Also many fascinating novelettes, 
short stories and features.

(Continued from Page 154) 
Well, Morton, you’ve got Ye Olde 

Globe Trotter scratching his head. 
Your explanation sounds plausible 
enough, but darned if I know enough 
about scientific things to say you’ve 
hit the nail smack on the head. Any
way, we’ll let your explanation hold 
until some other reader comes along 
with one that sounds better.

QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS

Dear Globe Trotter:
I have read your magazine for some 

time and like it very much, especially the 
department conducted by Ye Olde Globe 
Trotter.

I have traveled somewhat myself and 
am never satisfied in one place for long. 
Have worked in the tropics and in lots 
of the western states. I have been work
ing with a canning company here for 
three weeks, but am getting fed up and 
want to be on the go again.

I have always had the ambition to go 
on an expedition and I see that you keep 
in touch with them. I would like infor
mation about some expedition that is 
forming now so I could connect with it.

I am a husky young man, six feet tall 
and weigh about 180 pounds, so would 
not be a burden on any expedition. Can 
do my share o f the work and 3tand up 
under plenty.

Yours truly,
L. M, Nelson,

San Jose, California.
Answer:

Well, Nelson, things are beginning 
to pick up in the expedition line 
now like they are in about every
thing else. But it won’t be like it 
was in the old days when all a fel
low needed to join an expedition was 
a good strong back and a quick finger 
on the shooting trigger. Members of 
expeditions in these days have to be 
specialists, in some line or another. 
Right now I don’t know of a single 
expedition that is forming where the 
members going along don’t have to 
be specialists in some line. Either 
you have to be a geologist, a botan- 

(Continued on Page 158)



No Offcor Sot Com parw
•‘The Midwest 16-Tobe Radio 
la all you aaid and more (a 
world-wide receiver). I don't 
believe there la another eat 
with tone and selectivity o f a 
Midwest 10.” —C.L.GietI. 415 
EJ3.QrandAve.,8pringfieldJPfi

Never Sean Equal
"Logged several Central Amer* I 

| lean and Mexican stations; 
short and long wave. Get 
FYA. France. Never aeen 

I anythin* to equal this new 
Midwcst-10."—T .N . Stewart. \ 

I Vero Beach. Florida.

Fin* RMUIt*
I " I  am well pleased with the I 
I Midwest-16. Sunday after- [
| noon wa were listening to i 

en Ire 
, being broa<

I from London."— B. J. Hart,

THOUSANDS

W O R L D ‘ W ID E
R E C E P T IO N  !

M IDWEST startles radio
world by offering this 16-tube 

De luxe ALL-WAVE radio... finest de
velopment of its 14 years of experience as
leading radio manufacturer.. . at eenaationally low price of 
only $40.50. Buy thie bigger, better, more powerful, clearer-toned  ̂
radio.. .directfrom MidweatLaboratories.. .atapoeitiveaavingof30% 
to 50%. Brings in broadcast* from atationa 10,000 mi lea and more away.
Complete wave length*—9 to 2,000 meter (33 megocyciea to 150 KC>*
This powerful, auper-aelective, radio baa FIVE diatinct wave band*. T C D I I C  
ultra short, medium, broadcast and long. .  . putting whole world of radio ■ 
at your finger tips. Now listen in on all U. S. program*.. . Canadian# 
police, amateur, commercial, airplano and ship broadcast*...and world's 
finest atationa aa: DFA, Nauen, Germany—REN,Moscow, Ruaeia—EAQ,
Madrid, 8pain-12RO, Rome, Italy-VK2ME, Sydney, Australia. Never 
before so much radio for bo little money. Don’ t buy any radio until you 
learn about this greatest of radio values. Send for money-saving facta.

4 0  NEW 1 9 3 4  F E A T U R E S
Try this Midwest ra d io .. .In your own h om e ... .for thirty days before 
you  decide. Bee lor yourself the 40 now 1934 feature* that Insure ama*- 
Eng performance. For example— Automat.10 8 E L E C T -O B A N D  (exclu
sive with Midwest), simplifies abort wavo tuning,Instantly pointing out 
the w avelength o f  the station. Other feature* Include: Amplified A u to
matic Volume Control, New T yp o Tubes, 10 Tubes, Balanced Unit 8u-

with
New

perheterodyne Circuit, Velvety Action Tuning, Super Power Class "A '* 
Amplifier. 29 Tuned Circuit*. New Duplex-Dlodo-High~ ‘ .................. ~ - lCbi„  ______ ___________ ____________ . Jlodo-Hlgb M u  Pentodo
Tubes, N o-It 
Tone
Rectifier, I ukui/  n.ivmuiu diiiuuiu (w u o  iuiu on itu i vbmwuiucu ; ,  vw.
These fcaturee are usually found only la  set* selling from  9100 to $150.

D eluxe A u d ito riu m  Type
S P E A K E R ,

W e will send you  copica o f  letters like those 
shown at top o f  page. They’ ll convince you  
that M idwest radios are sensational values I ( 
They provo you  can order a M idwest radio 
by mall with aa m uch satisfaction os If you 
were to select It In our great laboratories.

N*W style Console*
Ths new, but Mid
west catalog s h o w n  a
Complete lineof beau
tiful, artistic, deluxe 
consoles . . .  In the 
new modernistic do- 
aigai. . .  and priced 
to  save 30% to 60%. 
Hand made by Mas
ter Craftsmen, they 
lend distinction and 
dignity to any hornet 
Mail ooupon todays

ttALHRHIiWIIH lABORAlOMEl.
Increasing OOets are euro to result In higher radio ^  I S f W
prices soom Buy before the big advance. . .NOW i R /M W f r  
while you can take advantage o f  Midwost'e a m a « - H a  ■ V  
logly low prices. No middlemen's profits to pay IJ 
You save from 80% to 60% when you buy direct | 

from Midwest Laboratories—you get 
30 days FREE trial—  a*l ittle as »6.00 V  |
down puts a Midwest radio in your |
home. Hatinfantion ruaran toed or mooeybaek I FREE 
catalog shows sensational radio values. Writs TODAY I 
Sign and mall c o u p o n ...* r , tend nam * and  

address on postal cardsssNO W I

HUSH THIS COUPON F il l '  
A M A Z I N G  J O  -  |)..\Y I K t  I T i l l  A I  
IIIF IK  AM) NEW 1011 CAIAIOG
Midwest Radio Corp.,
Dept. 328 
Cincinnati, Ohio
W ithout obligation on my 
part send me your new 1934 
catalog; and complete de
tails o f  your liberal 30-duy 
F R E E  trial offer. Thla la N O T  an order.

AGENTSI 
Make Easy 

Extra Money
Check Hero i— I 
for Detail* I— I

MIDWEST RADIO CORP
DEPT. 0 2 3 “ CINCINNATI, OHIO, U. S. A.

Name.

E»*ab ifHed 1920 Csble Addrest Mi'eco. ABC 5th Editio
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M e n  O v d ^ O !
[Stop i

V O U T H F U J ;  

V I G O R !

Glands
This Tested Approved W ay!

jr Youthful Indiscretion, you a n  «»»lly
Ity quickly and Inexpensively. WALKER-HILLS
O ULA R  A ID S  are now avalUble vitkemt pre-

A L D  at 30 f  Are weakened, sickly glands rob 
^  bln* you of youthful vigor, normal power* 
and pep? No raAttar what caused your condi
tion— be It sickness or 
new energy and vlUlit;
S T A N D A R D  G L A N D w w ,..  ------------- - - - - -  . . .- .
ecrlptlon! This formula, recognized and prescribed by physicians. 
Is the tasted and a*proved stimulant tonic. Used successfully^ 
thousands. Safe, efficient, long lasting effects. Age nakaa no du- 
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 
these so-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!
Q .t W A L K E R -H IL L S  S T A N D A R D  G L A N D U 
LA R  A ID S  NOW  I Csnplsts Double Strength 
T rM tB tn l (100 full trs.ti.Mrts I .  .11— nut 40 

'  , $3.00. Triple
Jo. M ills* In 

Money Order.

W A L K E B - H I L L S
3SS E u t  46 S t .  Deot M-33. N. Y . city.

Guggenheim 
'  Id Detectors 

VKR PAILFIND GOLD
Guaranteed to defect gold ind silver anywhere. Used by Tourists 
Prospectors, Boy Scouts, men tnd ooys everywhere to locate burled 
treasure, rich gold pockets tnd mines. Many recent fortunes made 
by gold seekers. Sonora prospector located 32.000 in gold nuggets. 
Beod $1.30 for standard slsa, or $3 for profeaelonsl size In leather 
kiss, and literature. 10-day money refund guarantee.

G U 8 Q E N H E III  E Q U IP M E N T  C O M P A N Y  
D#ot 61-H , 110 Sutter 8 L  San Francisco, Calif.

A  BABY FOR YOU?
If yon are denied the blessing: of a baby all year 

own and yearn for a baby’a arms and a baby’s smile, 
do not Rive up hope. Jnst write In confidence to Mrs. 
Mildred Owens, 1632 Coates House, Kansas City, Mo., 
and she will tell you about a simple home method that helped her after being denied 15 years. Many 
others say this has helped bless their lives. Write 
noW and try for this wonderful happiness.

NEW STUFF!
W i n n i e  W i n k l e
Tor ram only TllUe & Msc. Toots Sc Casper, Boss & Bubblss, 
Fsnnio IU1L Only a Boy. Harold Teen k  Lllums. Boob McNutt St 
Fssrl, Tbs Vamplrt, The End of Helm, What Tommy Ssw Under 
the Parlor Door. Twelve Gay Lot# Letters Read Two Ways. Gay 
Life In Paris: algo 30 Rare and Daring French type pictures. 
(Kind mm like.) Also 50 Montmartre type pictures of beautiful 
girls In thrilling, snappy, artistic poses with their fellows. W e fin 
orders the same day we recoivo thorn. All for only $1.00. Seed 
cash stamps or money order.

IMPERIAL NOVELTY CO.
I K  riFTH A V E N U E  N E W  Y O R K  C IT Y

ist, a zoologist or something like 
that, or you don’t get invited to go 
along. However, there is one spe
cialty that is open to most any young 
fellow who wants to put in the time 
learning it. That is radio operat
ing and maintenance. All present 
day expeditions are equipped with 
radio and carry one or more radio 
operators. So my advice to you is 
learn radio if you want to connect 
up with some expedition.

Of course, if you are a darn good 
cook with a faculty for making tasty 
dishes out of nothing much at all, 
you are considered a specialist, and 
shouldn’t have too much trouble con
necting up. If you are not, take up 
radio. One can learn that in a few 
months, but it takes half a lifetime 
to make a good cook.
Dear Globe Trotter:

I am a young man who is interested 
in the Mounted Police, but I do not 
know where to write in order to get in
formation concerning them.

I f  you will be kind enough, let me 
know through the columns of your maga
zine where I can get information regard
ing the Mounted Police. Thanking you, 
I am,

Yours truly,
Maurice Lacasse,

Claremont, N. H.

Answer:
You don’t say which Mounted 

Police you want information about, 
Maurice, but I’ll make a guess and 
try and give you the correct infor
mation. What I believe you want is 
information concerning the Royal 
Canadian Mounted Police—one of 
the finest police forces in the world.

Write to the Inspector General, 
JRoyal Canadian Mounted Police, Ot- 

(Continued on Page 160)

LADIES ONLY!
■For wmaturv 

TAJLRTS. C 
sotaulv safe 11

I delay or  Irregularity u s  hsnalese B X  MONTHLY 
------- - — ---------------------- tn many worst g m I ^Abj

report
Jsecf by

by thousands I Enthusiastic
soothing, seemingly magical relief! I __  .
Double Strength $2.00. Rushed 1st Claas mall, 
wrapper, within l hour of receipt of order.
D X  LABORATORIES, 1015 E. 60th St., N-12, Chicago

unbellefffily prom] 
doctors! Qufrsut 

In a



CAMERA and COMPLETE OUTFIT W
(A M  lO i U s  M »tM *  M  A * I D  . V  V

Take and make ‘ ^

1 r t c l u t i  
Printing Paper 

1 Printing Frame
E soryihina n scstia ry  to  
turn out the flnuheJ pxeturt.

A Lr J i ? ? l l a .  ^  J T* tw u u ij »»C .-0 U i. 8PT-INDID

SOLAR TELESCOPE— $1.25® ’ 
0^
The new Excelsior SoUr Telesoope ia a Urge and sarvieeabl® instrument. nicely mad* tad ***»-' 

rately fitted. When extended it ia almost throe feet in length and when closed m m urw oojjpp* 
twelve inrhea In length. Teleaeopea of thia « m  usually aell for many time* thJa price, tell by- 
importing them direct from a large European manufacturer, we are enabled to offer them to « t »  
customers for ONLY $1.25 each, at which price they ought to aell readily. The l O M  are Watt, 
made, the eidea are brass bound, and the four eections are perfectly fitted. Hare ia your ehanea w 
obtain a Teleacope for a nominal sum. It will be sent postpaid to any addreaa upon Mean* off 
11.20 in any convenient form. Postage etampa accepted if more convenient. 770 pe#a Oatafaff of noulltss, tricks, join, sporting good*, firearms, jexeslry, notsUtss fa aaaca aad yiaw, da, IflA

Into a trunk, under the bed or 
anywhere. L ota  of fun foo lin g  
teacher, policeman or friends.

THE VENTRILO
ft little instrument, fits in the 
mouth out of sight, used with 

fibor® for Bird CaDa. etc. Anyone can use i t  
Never fallt* A. lLpa sa  course on Varv- 
im and the Vantrllo. All for 10c postpaid.

L U M I N O U S  PAI NT
S M a k . V our W a tch .* , 

V isib le by N ight E y - ’ .
“ ---- -- » t  . .  U . .........- A l

C locks, E tc.,
. **•» I W i » t la tkaariMUt. lllibarta. WMikOy D u lim . 

) la y o d ia x  IDs r tk iin b a
r vuteia'CTiw aLV- Vk*'  Staler/fit's *too«caml'tC-

Oeltaaiatale M ass. A » ,o w - jt «  •** do k. A bills aopbod U> luo dial
« . --------- _  .^ 1  > «  M itb  i n k M l k  Uwa by ai»kL Toe so. *oei Uo *oob tub
eeee or a«M*b Hoto, o4 y.u» MM’ b Baku, ■a.i.b l e a ,  wU •*>«' o-tklaoi

BIG ENTERTAINER
180 Jokes and Riddles. 34 

Mario Tricks, 54 Parlor Games. 
73 Toesta. 15 Tricks with Cards. 
60 Money-making Secrets. 10 
Funny Readings. 3 Monologues. 
21 Pusxlos and Problems. 6 

1 Comio Recitations. Cut-outs for 
vaocnuB .mi uuuuuwei Fox and Ooese, 0 Men Morris,
Spanish Prison Punic. Game of Anagrams, etc. All for 15c postpaid.

HYPNOTIZE

« !*-»- son t«o«pa «  Postpaid.

0 0 0 0  LUCK RINQ

PLAY PIANO
IN 0 N E H 0 U R

WHh Uls mw YAUPTVQ 
POABp .No uwLoMwiedl
f e a r s ^ b K !Iks [a.oo kora, at.) ' 
»«»y lo ikouuaJe «  e

HYPNOTISM,1

">uki r*«uis*d. Alloc la 'ol i !•* llo»*. tht Beard ciiyN
*—Ki.Tlii.SSa

.)L_>

BLANK CARTRIDGE PISTOL
.  . — - -------’v— * 1* *  p H e e s

SOc
•122

MAKE YOUR OWN
«!tsr,

lt‘jgsEayriraiwl 
s i l e n t d e f e Nd i

s e x  i n d i c a t o r  t r ; : ^
l*eu!̂ !e* A f f W l .ossr a mas • hood âad ••‘•h
•oTIJlam Wo ba.o ■ado I ...ao/.Mo mu tad «DU 
. .  kavo »r>or b—  oU. to

fjifs .ait is.'.vSi' &£F«s£%i.“
Electric Set 15c

borel A p rival* slscO ---
graph set of your o*m for lS«! 1.PU o f fun oeM - 
|o| b h u i w  to  your frtcoda. Cot two seta, 
booh them up ea shown lo the directions, for 
two-way meeoegee for esocLaf sod 
receiving. No Iroc.le  e l ell to 
operate with tbssixafld Instructions 
lh»t accompany each eat 
Operates on ony standard 
dry battery obtainable erery- 
wbare. V\ ith this oui&i you 
can learn to trax 
leeaira ■MuM'O l-y 1 - .
M ona Int.reat.onal Coda, 
and In a  very abort lima > 
become an etpert oper»

kUako. Mokod la
uri,Ez?

r n

yoor ongwe tbs»23M̂ %5arihi
Interior opening In a pipe stem, and many 
•thersimilarilTurlon*. Prttulli,TfcrB k .'

S T H B s

dkx. lotefrobk 
ijâ ea

j ii 'M ia 'is i ’ia :

HjBoriTiantraiKirjKijBr:— r
* ouy ias matkod. Toaokae k

DANCING BEAUTIES
You may h »««  a lot of fun with 

this little Klne nauisrarh A rrg j- f f t  .<• 
laretarrlor. Made enurrly of 
a l. cons tala o f e tube ba . icg e 
ruacoplo leas foetus os la Y< 
llu tsd ivao  bolual. Wkifo tko 
tiro Is abe#.rf^d In adnuratioo o l 
the pretty picture end tu'no the 
button In tba confident ntiectation 
ofooriog  something interesting, a 
aprmg eyrlnge Is brought Into ac
tion. and r -e  observer sets 4 very great lurfrUo- 
P*ttCI SOc Postpaid.

TILL YOUR OWN rOBTU Nl
.  i ■ ■ ■ "| WilktkatUollka lllion

Icttu so t• 1 ior.

I piar. ta eaa lbs teafoa. traiaoU, full/ 
l^tr»lod Pt>ee 1»e peetoeU.joHr?kaKui4Ti«ant cr  tn sr .r ̂

lualUoe fvr SToryooo. M t»t* ropyrtiLud Hot ikeck fell rd moeeT̂ akies kl.**.r»<ipM, 
• « trsdo aoorvta oto. Bvok.

r i- '-T e u k  little

sltk l i e rt^o 
root Uurpooti leaky aueibovi

e like

rOR TU Nl TOLO BY CARDS
D m  * . i«U cm.  ,ry,%D. •«* I

•4 .*4 l-il7 Ul«- Iftud. C tia uri 
fall 1M  «>•« M

•a Jw,.n*uilkag.
S f f* » » K

♦  ♦ ♦ t

! » »  CARO n iC M  and .loUkt ad kaod

• Ipowro U 0.  J toloka hr taaiomineal
cateUary Prt^ »Se aeoteeM._______

P E R F O R M I N G
AOoi/pd. SKELETON

NOVELTY FRENCH PHOTO RING
\!//

r C L ._____dJetaasofroca i
PrteelOe. I  lee Ike pad 

MOW TO PltCM. B«k

A VERY GREAT C U R IO SITY
A classy looking ring, 

wiih Imitation platinum 
finish, set with large imi- 
taUon diamond. In tlie //lcvt\' 
shank ol the ring ia a J \ n / 1 
small microscopic picture, t 
almost InviaivlA to the 5 
naked eye. yet ia magni- * 
fied to an almost mcro- 
diblo degree and with 
astonishing clearness;
There are pictures that should suit al) 
tastes, such aa bathing girt beauties, 
pretty French actresses In interesting

__• ta«"«

D M  9X2JOHNSON SMITH & C 0 .F
^3SlS3SSS?m^SS^f ce  w y t l  y t t fS . , ,  yg k e .  g .Me^  t» w b | f e.ge, ratlw

1ST

noses, also views of places of interest in 
France, Panama Canal and elsewhere; others show Lord’s 
Ihaycr or Ten Command meets in type. Btate wish os and 
wo will try and please you. PRICES 25c, 2 low Wc, 
or S2.2S per Horn, postpaid.

Add 10c for VJOthiq* catalog. SKoxet many ofAcr photo 
nottlhet. Tks worid’i gr»at*tt a—ortnurd of novcltut, loktt, 
‘■ricks, jniswUi, etc. No oOur catalog likg tl onyuAere.

ia ® ra

_ iruDrttnth#*1 to aa smargencr. M*

waMCisroinr«AVTU»i—

iANARCHIST BOMBS
."TLSUftl

ADDRESS ORDERS FOR ALL GOODS ON TH IS PASg T O  ’

TOBNWNHOIBm'S-IMAWi
lb9
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mSONG WRITING
BIG R O Y A L T IE S ? !
and 8 torn VlaU. Hollywood. California 

paid by Mwalo Publlabon a n ! Talklap Plotura Prod a cert.
F ;n  booklet deacriboa most complete souf aarrloo ever offered. Hit 
writers will revise, arrajigo. compose music to your lyrics or lyrics 
to your music, secure U. 8. copyright, broadcast your aoag over the 
radio. Our Kales Dcpartxnaol tubiolU to Music Publishers and 
Hollywood Picture Studio. WRITE TODAY FOB FREE BOOKLET. 
U R IV E R B A L  8 0M 0 S E R V IC E , 872 M e yrs B M |„ Wastarti Avocue

HIGH BLOOD PRESSURE

tawa, Canada; and he will give you 
all the information you want. But 
if you are an American you will have 
a hard time crashing the force. I 
am giving you this tip beforehand. 
A few Americans have made the 
grade before, however, so go to it 
Maurice.

Quick Relief, or You Only Fay When Satisfied 
If you suffer from High Blood prcaaure. dlzzlneaa, ringing 

in tha ears, can't sleep st nights, feel weak and shaky, bad taste, 
nervous. If your heart pounds and you fear a paralytic stroke, to 
demonstrate JH\ Hayes' prescription ws will send you postpaid, a 
regular |1 treatment on absolutely FREE TRIAL. While U la 
noc -specific many cases report remarkably quick relief; often 
symptoms diminish and normal sleep returns within 3 days. Con
tains no salts physics, op’ stes or dope. Safe with any diet. PAY 
NOTHING UNLESS GREATLY IMPROVED Then send $1. If 
not your report cancals the charge. Write Dr. Hayes Ass n. 9138 
Coates. Kansas ( tty. Mo._____________________________ _ * I II

Read Our Companion Magazine

THRILLING DETECTIVE
Every Month

R Thousands of MEN 
Use Preventosanpsi

VfKN . . safeguard yetir health- Do 1  
not taka unnecessary chances. You 
don 't have to expose yourself to dan
ger. . . Prevsntosan prevents Infections
diseases. Many army physicians recom
mend It. Get a supply from your druggist 
or 5 tubes will be mailed direct to you in 
plain WTapper upon receipt of fl.00 .
P B E V E N T 0 6 A W  LAB., 18 W arrts 8 L . D ept 1511. Nsw Yertc

L O V E  C U L T S
A warning to all young girls In the most sen
sational book of the twentieth century — a 
TRUE story of exotic, unbelievable orgies — a 
startling expose of get-acquainted clubs and 
strange and weird love societies—

The Most Daring, Frankest Book 
Ever WrittenI

Get the only work which tella the bare facts 
about woman's lore-life, adultery, sex and 
nature, free love, the badger game, drug cults, 
Hindu love beliefs, the dance hall menace and 
the fruit of Illicit love—

MY LIFE IN A LOVE CULT
By the High Priestess of Oom

NOW Fourteen big chapters—one hundred 
i* *\ pages—size 0 In. by 12.
Iw ll^e Cash, U. S. Stamps or I 
J \ y L  <?rdera accepted.

Postal Moaey

Stalled In Plain Wrapper ostage Prepaid.

BETTER PUBLICATIONS, Inc.
I Dept. A-112—570 7th Ave., New York City

I I enclose GOc. Please rush my copy of I 
MY L1FK IN A I.OVH CDI.T to I

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

| Address ...............................................................

L CIty.............................................. State............ .
(Na C. 0. 0 .’*. He order, filler) in Otaada. BOe ferelta.) I

Maybe you can do it also.
Dear Globe Trotter:

I see you run a department of Ques
tions and Answers in TH R ILLIN G  A D 
VENTURES. For a long time I have 
been reading stories of adventure set in 
the South Seas. Many of them mention 
copra as an article of trade. While I 
have seen the word many times, I do not 
know just what it is but suppose it is 
some kind of shell, or something like 
that. Am I right or wrong?

There are a lot of other words in for
eign adventure stories which I don’t un
derstand. Why doesn’t your department 
list a dictionary of these words and their 
meanings sometimes? I think it would be 
helpful.

Ferris Dunbar,
Holyoke, Mass.

Answer:
This time you are wrong, Ferris. 

Copra is nothing more or less than 
the dried meat of cocoanuts.

It is useful as an article of com
merce chiefly because of the oil that 
can be extracted from it  Such oil is 
used in the making of soaps chiefly. 
Because cocoanuts are so plentiful in 
all the islands of the South Seas, 
copra is usually the main article of 
commerce.

Every native can gather a few 
cocoanuts, dry them, and swap the 
copra with the island traders for 
necessities he can’t make himself. 
Your suggestion about a dictionary 
of foreign adventure words and  
phrases is a good one. ft will prob
ably be instituted in later issues of 
this magazine. Thanks for the tip.

Well, that’s all the questions and 
answers for this month. But now 
keep your weather eye peeled for the 
great January issue—if I were you 

(Concluded on Page 162)
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I ’d run right out and reserve it now, 
because it’s an issue that’ll have 
everything—and then some.

First — the complete book-length 
novel will be by our old friend Jack- 
son Cole. It's called CLAWS OF 
THE RED DRAGON and is one of 
the most exciting stories of Shang
hai and the sea ever published. 
Don’t miss it. Then there’ll be OUT
LAWS ALL—by Ray Nafzigcr—a 
great Western story by a writer 
famous for this type of yarn. It’s 
a complete novelette, too. And a rip- 
roaring story of the Leathernecks by 
Arthur J. Burks called W I T H  
LEAD AND STEEL. In fact, 160 
pages of the kind of fiction you 
can’t afford to miss.

Watch for more stories in the 
ALIAS THE WHIRLWIND series 
by Johnston McCulley—they’re just 
swell—and now I’ll give you the old 
parting salute! Don’t forget to write 
—and a postcard will do the trick 
as well as a letter.

THE GLOBE TROTTER.

THRILLING ADVENTURES 
570 Seventh Avenue 
New York City

I liked the following stories in De
cember THRILLING ADVENTURES.

3 . ------------------------- —-------------------------

by ----------------------------------------------

I did not like

Name . ..... ..

City ........ State.— _. _____

(Clip Thii Coupon!)

Stopped
His Whiskey
Drinking

Try It FREE
Wives, mothers, 

sisters, it is you 
that the man who 
drinks Whiskey, 
Wineor Beer to excess 
upoi 
himlife and a drunk- 

Tbe Happy Reunion ord’s grave. Take_ heed from  thethousands of men going to ruin daily through 
vile bootlegger1 s Whiskey, and the horrible stun 
called home brew from private stills. Once he 
gets it in his system he finds itdlfficult to stop- 
cut you can help him. What it has done for 
others is an example of what It should do for 
you. All you have to do is to send your name 
and address and we will send absolutely FREE, 
in plain wrapper, a trial package of GOI.DF.N 
TREATMENT. You will be thankful as long 
as you live that you did it. Address 

DR. J. W. HAINES CO.
303 Glenn Building Cincinnati. Ohio

must depend 
i to help save 
from a ruined

LONELY hearts“  tension Bureau. Happiness Jgwaits
you, correspondents everywhere, seeking congenial mates. 
Quick results. Confidential service. Particulars FRKK. 
STANDARD ClUB, Box 607-J, GRAYSLAKE, ILLINOIS

TILLIE and MAC
(NXW STUFF) Poaches and Browning, Dumb Dora. Haggle and 
Jlgg*. Boaa and Bubbles, The Gumps. French Stenographer. A 
Bachelor's Dream. Adain and Ere. KJp and Alice, A M odel's 
Lift, Original— "Night In P ari*," Toota and Casper, A Coach
man's Daughter, and over 100 more. Also over 70 Rare and 
Daring French type picture*, Incl. 18 Action Photo* Montmartre 
type of Men aud Women In various poses. Also lncl. Women 
Alone in different position*, elo . special freo with order. "Advice 
on How to Win at Card . 1 al*o "The Night Life of Pari*" and 
some short rare French stories, etc., eto. Good* sent sealed In 
plain wrapper. You will receive all or tho abovo. You may send 
cash, money order cr stamp*.

SPECIAL: ALL FOR $ 1.0 0
PARIS IMPORT CO.

4166 Park Ave. Dept. THR. New York City

Don't be discouraged or alarmed 
when nature falla y o u . Y o u  can 
now depend on our new O. J. O. RELIEF 
COMPOUND (a Perlodlo Regulator) double 
strength. Often relieve* unnatural Irregu
larities. atubbom ca*«e of long overdue de- 
lay*, generally relieved very quickly. Abso

lutely aafo, harmless. No Inconvenience. Highly 
recommended and used by thousands of women 

rof relief. W * guarantee to ahip orders same day received in

{►lain wrapper, sealed, Send 12.00 box, double strength: 3 for 
3.00. Triple Strength. $3.00. Trial slta, 35o. Don't delay,

n  order FREE Booklet. A personal message to you.
. 0 . M E D IC A L  C O .. Dept. 221-1, M34 N. Walls, Chlcapa



JW AYwhh A  ous doctor has
Secrata ©4 the *«>»"*  Starr uftan
M to t^eaelEo rfyM o rrio s* O t a n *  o*d S »»  Im * * *  
ll . MM i u »Of  To G otaO r^4.r D « M
Vtn*r««l Diseases . The Truth A M  Kkmm

WHAT EVERY WOMAN SHOULD KNOW
How to A h w i  s W  HoW 

What to AXow a  L e v *  * • »
lo do S#**«l Slavery ©1 W o «t f »

iM b M fto M u H fi iiN  Ctoontio la of H a e P V  
f n H lH o n  MarrUf©
Clrth CwMtftl Chart Tin S o  Orton*

. No orudith > veiled hints,_______ w „ 376 pagesOf straightforward facts, 
t Love is tba most m agnifuont ectt+cy in the world ... know how to hold your loved one...don’t glean half-truths from -unreliable sources ... let Dr. H. H. Rubin Itell you u ba t to do and bow  to  d o iL

WORE THAN 100 VIVID PICTURES
Ths 106 Illustrations leave nothing to

inugiMtion .. know how to oVcr- ,„d ,o«£y t Money bick »t once-come phyual mlsmeting . .. know wlnl tf o ""completely »tu£cdl
CO do 00 your wedding night to avoid tba ™ p ^  _ A ^/torturing rasults of ignorance. • 576 D A R I N G  r A G *  5

Everythin* pertaining to sex is discussed j Qg VIVID In daring language. Ail the things you PICTURES 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 amaxing (rankness of this book and.its vivid illustrations, but the world has no longer any use for prudery and falsa.modesty.
F A M O U S  JU D G E  

A Y S  T H A T  M O S T  
(HVOftCH ARE CAUSED 
i Y  SEX IGNORANCEI Nornal. aex-suited  
youag people are torn 
apart Decauie liter lack 
sex knowledge.

_______  and feifEnjoy the rapturous delights Of the per feet physical love ILost love . i . scandal. *. divorce ... can often be prevented by knowledge. Only the ignorant pay the awftd benalties ol wrong sex practices. Read the facts, clearly, startlingly told . . .  study these illustrations and grope in darkness no longer.You want to know... and you tbould Eoow everything about sex. Sex is no longer a sin ... a mystery a-. . it is your greatest
K fi'w l.J f, I, the buirof the perfect, 'power fee h«ppl»e».VoMOW« it tt»youwelf 
cisfying love-life. Step out of the dark* ‘ * ' *
ns into the sunlight »> . end ignorance,

to the oon you love, tain of hypocrisy and l
to tear aside the cor- eam the tusked tredbl

SEND NO'-MCMEV • ■ • MA-L COUPON OCA’

P l O N t E R  P U B L I SH I NG  CO.
Otoe 1*4 <1*10 SUth A,«.. New York. N. Y. 

pi (..to Bond me. *'Sek Harmony and fcueaniea" In plain 
A tS itrf: If "'a;n*nothc<iJpStJ°y aatttied.*1 can f.in c .

book on "Why bint Control 1"

Warn*. .  m —

A d d rtu ------ ---------------------------------------------
Q r d r r *  f r o m  F o r e x * *  Co u n t r x e *  *• oaw erm ee

ATTRACT THE OPPOSITE SEXt
Know bow to enjoy the thrilling experiences chat are your birthright . . .  know bow to attract the opposite sex , . . bow to hold love.
There is no longer any need to pay tfto

aw ful brict for one moment of bliss. Read the scientific pathological facts told so bravely by Dr. Rubin. The chapters oo venereal disease are alone worth the prko of the book. • *'
It SEX IGNORANCE 
WMVING TH« ONE YOU
LOVE INTO THE ARMS 

O F A N O T H ER  7
.  Let "  Sex Harmony ** 
teach you how easy ii Is 
to  win and hold your *1

THIS BOOK NOT SOLD TO MINORS

!■ RE E R NEW BOOK
r  ™  K  • "WHY BIRTH COHIROir*

T h is  startling book discusses 
1 birth control in an entirely 

new way — Tells yon many 
things about a much discussed 
subject. “ Why Birth Control" 
— will be a revelation to  you — 
Sent free to all tkosc who order 
“ Sea Harmony and Eugenics"
at (he reduced price $2.98. 
PIONEER PtmUHING CO. 

Rodlp City
1178 Hath Aft* New Ygrfc, N.Y.
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WANTED.. M E N  F O R
TEA COFFEE ROUTES

make up to 4 / ^ 0 0 0  a  W e e k ,
FACTORY FI

NO EXPERIENCE NEEDED— I GIVE YOU 
WHAT LITTLE TRAINING NECESSARY — 
NO RED TAPE — PAY STARTS AT ONCE

Read This Article Carefully
Hundreds o f deserving men 

should read this announcement. 
Many who have been beset with 
liniincial d i s t r e s s  will tind 
prompt and permanent relief 
from their money worries.

FOR YEAR ’ROUND 
INCOME

Think how wonderful it is to have a 
nice weekly income just from calling 
upon and supplyinK people with daily 
necessities. Plenty o f money to pay 
your nagging bills—buy riot hint? pay 
• iff the mortgage buy yourself a horn.

put money in the bank or anything 
else your heart desires.

TEA AND COFFEE 
ROUTES PAY BEST

Everybody knows there is nothing 
like a good weekly route for u fine.

steady income. Our 
routes pay far bet
ter than most be
cause we supply the 
things people must 

use in order to live. 
You simply take 
care o f customers* 
orders on the route 

_ in your local
ity. Established 
ro u te  belongs 
to you. You col
lect all the cash 
we take in and keep a big 
share o f it just 
for delivering 

the goods and taking 
care o f the business. I’ ll 

furnish you with hundreds o f fine pre
miums to give away with tea and coffee 
and other fine food products. Hundreds 
waiting to be served in many localities. 
Pay begins at once where you cnll on 
trade already established.
YOUR OWN FOOD PROD- 

I’CTS AT WHOLE
SALE PRICES

When I send you instructions for 
making money on my new m-ighbor- 
hood Tea and Coffee Route plan 1 also 
give you rock-bottom wholesale prices 
on your own groceries, about half the 
regular retail prices. This is in addi
tion to your regular pay. so you make 
big money in cash and save big money 
on the things you use in your own 
home.

GO TO WORK AT ONCE
My plan provides Immediate cash earnings 

for those wty> need money. I want to five 
employment to a lot more people at once. 
You start work right In your own locality 
right near where you live There Is nothing 
lianl or difficult about this job. There's no 
rod ta(H' connected with It. You don 't have a 
lot of expensive equipment to buy.
EXPERIENCE OR CAPITAL 

UNNECESSARY
I spent years o f time and a fortune In 

money perfecting business plans that I give 
you the very first day you start. Part of your 
job will be to distribute some advertising 
matter and sample packages. You will tie 
liver all the goods, collect the money, and 
keep a big share of It as your pay. This 
provides you with Immediate cash to relieve 
urgent money worries.
NO LIMIT TO MY OFFER
You liavr probably never worked for u buss 

who didn’ t want to limit the pay you gut uii 
Saturday night. You have dreamed of 
u chance to make $50.00. 160.00. ur 
even $75.00 in a 
week. That's just 
tlie kind of un 
limited offer 1 am 
making. If you 
are honest, con
scientious. a u d 
willing Ui listen 
to reason I won’t 
put any limit on 
v o  u r earnings 
I ’ ll explain all 
this to you just 
as soon as you 
send me your 
name.

booklet

F O R D  CAIt T T R N VS IVK n F R E E  
AS AN E X T R A  I t O M  S. 

N E W  F O R  It T I I M I R  SICII.W—  
N OT A C O N T E S T  O R  A PRIZE*.

DON’T SEND M O N E Y - 
JUST YOUR NAME

Don't confuse this with anything you have 
ever read before— I don't need your money— 
I need your help. Send me your name so

FRESH FOODS
My tea and coffee and 

other food products are 
factory fresh, tested and 
approved by the Ameri
can Testing Institute, 
the very highest known 
quality at p o p u l a r  
prices. It’s no wonder 
people insist on having 
my brand in preference 
to any other. I tell you  ̂
all about this in the free 
send you.

I’M NOT AFTER 
YOUR MONEY

Don’t send me a cent—I don't want 
your money—I need your help. First 
i want an opportunity to tell you the 
truth nbout how to make up to $4.r>.00 
a week in pleasant, congenial work. 
I’ll lay all the facts before you, and 
you’ ll be the judge If the pay is satis
factory. I’ ll take all the chances—I 
don’t want you to take any. You may 
be just the man I’m seeking. I am not 
going to ask you a lot o f embarrassing 
questions or pry into your personal 
affairs when you join me. You and I 

can get together on 
t h i s  business ileal 

w i t h o u t  all 
that. If you 
have a part- 
time job. this 
is your chance 
for permanent 
work with no 
danger o f be
ing fin'd. Yon 

don’t even need 
to devote all o f 
your time to 
this work and 
you a re through

punching a time-clock once you start 
with me in dead earnest.

T H IN G S  T O  DO
1. Mail Coupon
2. /  send facts
.‘S. SI ml to work for me

I cmii l«.v the facts 
lifforr you. Then 
you can decide If 

the pay Is satisfac
tory. I furnish 
everyth in g . ln- 
cludtng a new Ford 
Sedan to produc
ers. Don’t ex
pect mo to wait 
iim!' finitely to hear 
from you. If you 
act promptly It 
will he a strong 
thing In your favor 
with mo Send 
coupon or penny 
postcard today. — 
Everything Is Free.

TEA^COFFEE route coupon
A L B E R T  MILLS. Route Mgr. 

1180 Monmouth Ave.. Cincinnati. Ohio.
Send me full particulars of "Home Owned”  

Tea and I'ofTce Route plan and just how I can 
get started on a basis of up to $45.00 a week at 
once This is without obligation to me

NAM K

(Please Print or Write Plainly)
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11 PROVE in Only 7 Days
that I  Can Make

YOU aNew Man!"
No other Physical
Instructor in the
World h ever
1) A li E 1) make
such an O f f e r .

By CHARLES ATLAS
H old er o f  th e  T it le :

‘The World's Most Perfectly Developed Man
Won in Open Competition in llte Only National' and 
International Contest Held During the Past IS Years.

I HAVE proved to thou
sands that my system of 
building powerful, big

muscled men begins to show 
real results in only 7 days 
—and 1 can prove it to you.

You don’t have to take 
my word for it. You don't 
have to take the word of 
my hundreds of pupils who 
have added inches to their 
chests, biceps, necks, thighs 
and calves in only a lew 
days. No sir! You can 
prove for you rself— in just 
one week — by the change 
you see  and fe e l  in your  
ow n body — that you can 
actually become a husky, 
healthy NEW MAN—areal 
“ Atlas Champion.”

All I want to know Is: Where do 
yon want big. powerful muse lei7 
How many pounds o f firm flesh do 
you want distributed over your 
l»ody to fill you out ? Where do you 
lack vitality, pep and robust 
h* idth ? Where «lo you want to 
take off flabby surplus fat?

Just IHI me, give me a week, 
and 1*11 »how you that 1 can make 
a .Wir Stan o f  you. give you bodily 
power ami drive, and put you in 
that magnlfichnt physical condi- 
lion which win* you the envy and 
renpect of any man nnd the admir
ation of every woman.

My own system of f>ynami>-7Yn- 
itoa dor* it- That’s the way I 
built myself from a 97-pound 
wakllng to “ The World's Most 
IVrfcrtty Di'vrlojHil Man.”  And 
now von can have a big. balane«'d 
muscular development like mine In 
the same caxy way.
No “ Apparatus'" Needed!

You by in  to FEEL and SEE 
the difference In your physical con

dition at once, without umng any 
tricky weight*. pulleys and J>*Ua, 
“ rays" or unnatural dieting. My 
Dyfiaruie T € H9 tO N U 11 natural 
method of developiuk you innide 
and out. It not only mak* * you an 
“ Atlas Champion.”  but goes after 
such conditions ns constipation, 
pimple*, skin blotches, and any 
other weaknesses that keep you 
from really enjoying life and its 
good time*—and it start* getting 
rid of them at once.

Let Me Tell You How
CIamble a stamp today by mail

ing the coupon for n free copy of 
my new illustrated book. "A.’rcr- 
la*tinp Health and Strength." It 
tells you all about my siweiul Die 
)\a<eiiC’ T<H*ion nuthod. It shows 
you, from actual photo*, how 1 
have develop**! my pupils to the 
same perfectly balance! propor
tions of my own phy*i<iuc. by my 
own *ecr«-t method*. What my sys
tem did for me. and these hundred* 
of others. It can do for you. too. 
Don’t keep on being only 2S or .»0 
percent o f the man you can be! 
Kind out what I can do for you-

Send For FREE BOOK
Where shall I s e n d _____

your copy of "Ever
lasting Health and 
Strength” ? Jot your 
name and a d d r e s s  
down on the coupon, 
and mail it today 
Your own new “ Atlas 
body”  Is waiting for 
you. This book tells 
you how rosy it Is to 
get my way. Send 
the coupon to me per
sonally-—

CHARLES ATLAS
Dept. 77-A 
133 E. 23rd 8t. 
New York City Photo 6 tr Joel Frdrr

I want the proof that your system of J9 jma m 'V- 7Viuion 
will make a New Man of me give m»- a healthy, husky 
body nnd big muacle development. Send me your free 
book, "Koerlasting Health and Strength."

NAME

CHARLES ATLAS
Dept. 77-A 

133 K. 23rd Street, 
City

{I ’lcagr print or tcrite plainly)

K. 23r«l 
New York

ADDRESS -----
I CITY..-™ ------ STATE.—

© wy C. A. Ltd.


