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PEA'MATIC
\lP F A T E il~ X l S U M

Here it is boys. 
Y ou can  have an 

im m ense am ount o f 
fun with this new 

pistol. I t  shoots 12 to 
15 ordinary peas without 

reloading. A ll you need do 
is to load  the gun with 
peas, pull the trigger and 
keep on tiring until the b a r 
rel is empty. Then reload 
and tire again. I t  is abso

lutely harmless and safe. N oth 
ing to explode. These pistols sell 
like hot cakes, so get yours AT  
ONCE. It© the first hey in your 
town to own one o f  these au to
m atic repeating p istols am i be 
the envy o f all the oth er kids 
in the neighborhood. Price 25c.

Put PHOTOS on Silk, Cloth, 
Wood, Paper, Linen, etc. 25c

THIS EASY QUICK WAY
It is now easy to  p rin t your snapshots 

and other photos on any cloth  or  other 
fabric surface—cush ions, p illow s, h a n d 
kerchiefs, scarfs, ties , hoslery.underw ear, 
paper, w ood, linen, etc. The photos are 
washable. W ill not fade or rub off—  
long lasting. Easy to  d o . Just fo llow  a 
few sim ple directions. O ne bottle is good 
fo r  about 50 prints In lilCJL TON ES. 
Thoroughly practical.

Complete Outfit, 25 cents, postpaid.

CH A M E LE O N S

W A T C H  I T  C H A N G E  IT S  C O L O R !
G et on e o f  th ose  m ost w onderful o f all creatures. W atch  it 
change its color. Study its habits. W ear on e on  th e  lapel 
o f your coa l as a curiosity. W atch it sh oot o u t  its  tongue 

It catches flies and insects for  food . N o trouble to 
..eep. C au  go fo r  m onths without food. M easures about 

inches in  length. Shipped to  any address in  If. S . A . 
'V  m ail. W o guarantee safe arr.val and live delivery. 
PRICE 25 CENTS POSTPAID. Specially prepared fooil 
for Chameleons 15c per package postpaid.

Blank Cartridge Pistol
p r v m  v m  s t y l e  ^  o c r

,2 -----------

t.ree new models now out 
2 8 c . 8 0 c  a n d  8 1 .0 0 .  Well 
made and effective. Mod
elled on pattern o f latest
type of Revolver. Appear- ___
ntiee alone enough to nenre a burglar. Takes 22 Cal. I 
Blank Cartridges obtainable everywhere. Great [ 
protection against burglars, tramps, dogs. Have it I 
lying around without the danger attached to other 1 
revolvers. Fine for 4th July. New Years, for stage 
work, starting nistol. etc. S M A L L  SIZ E  4  In. lo n g  I 
2 8 c . M ED IUM  S IZ E  S  in . lo n g  S O c. L ARGE S IZ E  I•ng SOi ________
•In. lon g  8 1 .0 0 .  BLA N K  C A R T R ID G E S SO c p e r  
lO O . H OLSTER (C o w b o y  ty p e )  S O c. S h ip p e d  b y  E x p r e s s  o n ly  
n o t  p re p a id . Big catalog c f  other pistole, sporting goods, etc.lOcents, -

T H R O W  Y O U R  V O I C E
Into a trunk, under the bed 
or anywhere. Lots of fun 
fooling teacher, policeman 

or friends.

T H E  V E N T R I L 0
little instrument, fits in the mouth out 

of sight, used with above for Bird Calls, 
etc. Anyone can use it. NEVER FAILS.

A 64-page book on Ventriloquism and the Ventrilo.
All for 10c Postpaid 

r a d i o ' r e c T iY i n g  s e t  I Electric Telegraph Set 15c
Enjoy t h e ___

M i l l ,  t m b i l l  
game*. market re
port*. Uu-rt new*, 
•to. This copy, 
r i g h t e d  b o o k  
‘ •E F F IC IEN T
Ra d i o  s e t s ’ *
•bows how to Bake

pensive Radio Set*, the materials lor which can be 
Also tells bow to build aSIM in lerrifS Mat ion..

CRAY IS*, postpaid.

SILENT DEFENDER
Used by  po

lice officers, do
le , tl vtat, sheriff 3, 

n igh t w atch 
men and others 
as a  means o f  
self-protection.
Easily fits the 

'4BF t band, the en
ters nelng grasped In th e  lour holes. Very 
useful In an emergency. M ade of alumi
num tbay are vary light, weighing less 
than 2  ounces. Hundy pocket plzo 
always ready lor Instant use. PRICE 
25« s a c h . 2 l o r  45« pot t paid .

H O W  
T O W I N at p o k e r

>v a card sharper. Tells how to win at draw
Sorter. Explains different varieties of poker such as 

trsight Poker, Stud Poker. Whisker Poker, Misti- 
gns. The Freeze-out, The Widow, Buck, Jack-Pot9, Exposes the methods used hv card sharpers and 

essional gamblers. 13 Chapters. This book 
1» va.t amount of information and may save . . _ 

r̂ .'l£*lnF  fleeced by crooked player* and gamble'*.v-aiCE lo t  Postpaid. B\q fJoveltv Catalog 10 Cents|GI< * ^ 2 5 0
fc.- k \  An excellent little 

f.book containing,250
Parlor tricks. tricks 
with cards, coins, 
handkerchiefs,eggs, 
rings.glasses,etc. So 
simple that a child

Vi can perform them.
_________  k V  Profusely jllus.Pnc4 Postpaid 10c* 3 copies 25c.

125 CARO TRICKS and sleight of hand. Contains 
all the latest ai d best card tricks as performed by cel
ebrated maiden.ns. with exposure of card tricks used 
by professional gamblers. PRICE 2Se POSTPAID.

Wonderful X-Ray Tube
A wonderful ifttTe lu»Zru- 

'  Being opticajl
. ______  th surprising
I and startling. With It 
I y ou  can eee what

Novelty French Photo
Here Is a very great novelty 
in Rings, that Is selling in 
thousands. It Is a ntiely /  
m.n.e ring, finished in Imita- i f  
tion platinum, and set with 
a large Imitation diamond. *
It looks just like, an ortll- j  
nary ring, but In the thank • 
of the ring Is a small micro- 
scopic picture almost invisi
ble to the naked eye, yet is 
magnified to an almost In
credible degree and with as
tonishing clearness. There is quite an as
sortment of pictures that should suit all tastes.
Some are pictures of bathing girl beauties, 
pretty French Actresses, etc., others are views 
of places of interest in France. Panama Canal find elsewhere; 
others show the Lord's Trayer in type, every word of which 
can be read by persons with normal eyesight. They are inter
esting without being In any way ob; ttionable. ° R IC E  25e. 3 
far 65e. or $2.25 per do*, postpaid. BIG CATALOG  10c

ADDRESS ORDERS FOR GOODS ON̂ THIS PAGE TO
JOHNSON SMITH & CO.

D E P T . 612 RACIN E, W ISCO NSIN
C 'm ** com p le te  C a ta lo g  sen t on re ce ip t o f  1 0 c ,  o r  the  D e  L u x e  C lo th  B o u n d  
E d it io n  fo r  2 5 c .  B ig g e r  and  b e t te r  th a n  ever. O n ly  booh o f  Its k in d  In 
ex is te nce . D esc r ib es  tho usands  of a l l  th e  la te s t t r ic k s  In m ag ic , th e  new 
e s t n ove lt ie s , p u zz le s , gam es, sp o rt in g  goods, ru b b e r  s tam ps, u n u su a l and  
In te re s tin g  books, c u r io s it ie s  In seeds an d  p la n ts , a te ., m any  u n p ro cu ra b le  
e lsew here. R e m it  b y  C o in .  M o n e y  O rd e r  o r  Po stage  8  am ps.

R r t V R l  A  private Electric Telegraph Set o f  
*■*v  • ^ *y ou r  own for f iSc. Lots o f  lun sending 
messages to your friends. Belter Biill get two sets,
hook them up as shown in the direction ........
W AY MESSAGES (sending and re
ceiving.) No trouble at all to operate 
with the simple instructions that
accompanv each act. Operates on any 

* ‘ dry * ‘ ‘ ..............etandard ary battery obtainable “ny v M
everywhere! With this outfit you 
can learn to transmit and receive 
by the Morse International Code. £
and in a very short time become 
an expert operator. Mounted 
on a wooden case measuring 
4 x 3 in., first class construc
tion throughout, complete 
with key. sounder, magnet 
miniature Western Union

lUR BIO c a ta  
low  o f  n o v e k i . * ,  
lo k e a , p u u l . i ,  
t r i c k s ,  o t c .  1 0 c .

writteo specially 
for boys. TeUs bow 

to make batteries,d/»
tU.cr.pb eppeietue, 

-.1. phone.,Uchte.electrM 
bell., ilarme. eoila.eleelri. 

cosines. PRICK tOetpd.

NEW VAMPING CARD 15c
NO TK ACH KR N IK D E D  -

jlected their _______ ____
'cation need not despair, for 
with the aid o f  our new 
VA MP IN G C A R D  (placing 
the card upright over the 
piano keys), you can Vamp

Ballads, n u u n ,  nag »m 
After using it a few times, yo 
theVamping Card entirely. Tl

. away to thousandscfSongj
Rag Timeretc. No knowledge o f  muMc is required. .... ..(rtj w jjj ^  able Jo dispense with the aid of

This clever invention costs on ly  lS e  ppd.

BIG^ENTERTAIN E R 1 5 c
|32fi Jokes and Riddles, 25 

fagic Tricks,10 Parlot Game*. 
,.3  Toasts, 13 Fairy Tales. 105 
Money-making- Secrets, 22 
'Monologues, 21 Puzzles and 
iProblems. 5 Comic Recita
tions, 10 Funny Readings, 11 

____________________________________ IParlor Pastimes. 13 Flirta
tions, 1 1 1 0  Girls’ and Boys’ Names and their Meanings. 10 
Picture Tuzzles, 69  Amusing Rhymes, 37  Amusing Experi
ments, D ea f and Dumb Alphabet, Shadowgraphy, Gypsy For
tune Teller, How to tell Fortunes with Cards. Dice. Dominoes, 
Crystal, Coffee Cup, etc. Hypnotism, Ventriloquism. Cut-outs 
for Checkers and Chess, Dominoes, F ox  and Geese. 9 Men 
Morris, Spanish Prison Puzzle. Game o f Anagrams, 25 Card 
Tricks. Crystal Gazin-*, etc. ALL FOR 1 5 c. Novelty Catalog 19c

TELL YOUR OW N FO R T U N E Learn to Hypnotize
Explains ellbook and fortune - teller. _  _

Tbe key to your future, about Hypnotism. 
Will you be lucky in love? how to hypnotize, bucceealul inbusuiess? W .11 hoW IO p r o d u v  e 
L V°Jmplet*  «leep. how to a-b dKtBi.ry of dream* waken a eubiecl.

*nd Medical hypc.ot-
Ism. hypnotism inAT number  ̂ fortunate i diseases, how

A it E lo c t r le  M o to r  f o r  
3  only ID  cen ts . Sounds 

almost unbelievable but 
s perfectly true. For 
LY 10 cents we send 

_ all the parts necessary 
packed in a neat box u 1- n 

full printed and illus
trated direct io*-s 

for assembl- 
i n «  N o  

^trouble at 
“ all putting 

the p a r t s  
together. Id 
factit’s fun.

Merry Widow 
H andkerchief

A perfect model 
of the most new-

wines, oeerj. cider, cider champagne, 
brandies, gin. mm. whiskey, fruit cor- 
dials and simple liaueurs. fnfit syrups, 
various kinds of vinegars, etc., e t c .
lariy and'w^riome'an^tbe^rman- man's handkerchief. A very clc ..

| a factor* is not difficult FRICK 10c P*><J. and mirthful joker. PRICE ISc ppd,
' Johnson Sm ith &  Co. Dep. 612 Racine, W is.

pocket, has t 
jC'^beine’ ̂  a_ Benife-

nson !



WHAT
♦ ♦
DO

Winner o f  Many 
Contests for 

Strength and 
Physical 

Perfection !

YOU
by what $  have done for myself& # 0

World’s Champion 
Middle - Weight 

Wrestling.
World’s Champion 

Middle-Weight, 
Weight-Lifting.

CREATED MORE STRENGTH RECORDS THAN ANY LIVING MAN!1

First in America to Only Heavyweight 
Lift Double Body to Break Arthur 
Weight Overhead. Saxon's Records.

I UNCONDITIONALLY AGREE THAT IF YOU 00 NOT ADD ÎNCHES TO A  INCHES TO 
% YOUR CHEST YOUR BICEPS

. . .  it w on 't co s t  you  on e c e n t !

Saxon, Hackenschmidt, Londos and 
Every Fam ous S tren gth  A th le te  
Used The Weight Resistance Method

Junior Interna
tional Gymnastic 

Champion.
World's Champion 

Welter-Weight 
Wrestling.

fITheydidn’tgettheir magnificent 
evelopment by the mere Hexing 
o f  muscles! Let’s cut 

out the bunk and get 
d ow n  to  facts. Y ou  
don ’t want a lot o f  idle 
talk. Y ou  want muscles 
and that’s just whatyou 
are going to get. You 
must have graduated 
resistance that increas
es with you r ab ility  
to overcome it. That’s

{’ ust what I have deve- 
oped after years o f  

scientific research.

For
REAL STRENGTH  

You need 
J O W E T T 'S  
P A T E N T E D  

P R O G R E S S IV E  
D U M B E L L S  

You addtothe'weight 
as you increase 
your strength!

■  The JSwett patented graduated 
weights start just where you start 

and increase in resist
ance along with your 
increase in muscular 
ability. They are in
cluded FREE!

SMy pupils not only 
■)k strong but they 

can also accomplish 
unbelievable feats o f  
strength. Many o f  them 
hold Olympic records. 
They can “ take it” as 
wel! as “ give i t " !

. . .  and for the ihousands of 
other men I have trained!

O  M A N Y  of my pupils have gained 
tremendous physical development 

that I am willing to stake my repu
tation that I can do the same for you! Y ou  
don ’t want a lot o f  vague prom ises. .  . you 
want to know just what you ’ll get by taking 
my course...and here’s what I’m going to  
promise you, in black and white! I'll make 
this amazing iron-bound agreement with 
y o u .. .a d d  THREE INCHES T O  YO U R 
C H E ST, T W O  IN C H E S  T O  Y O U R  
BICEPS...or it won’t cost you one cent!
■  Those skinny fellows w ho are discour
aged are the men I want to work with. 
Many an underweight weakling has com e 
to me for help... completely discouraged... 
I have developed a real he-man’s physique 
for them . . . covered their bodies with 
layers o f  muscles... made them strong and 
proud...eager and ready to face the world 
with their new power!
TRY ONE OF MY TEST COURSES FOR 2 5 c .
■  Each one is a special course in itself. . . the/ 
will be a revelation to you. You can’t make a 
mistake. The assurance o f  the strongest armed man 
in the world stands behind these courses. I give 
you my secret methods o f  development illustrated 
and explained as you like them. Y ou  can develop 
any part or all o f  your body. If you want big 
arms . . .  try "Moulding a Mighty Arm” . . .  if your 
chest is weak . .  . try "Moulding a Mighty Chest’". 
Mail your order now while you can still get these 
special courses for only 2 5 c. each. Try any o f  my test 
courses listed at 25c. Or. try all six for only $1.00.

BE SURE TO GET THIS
F R E E  B O O K
“ Nerves Like Steel, Muscles o f Iron"
Including The Thrilling Life Story 
o f  George P. Jowett and Photos 
o f  World Famous Strength Athletes
■  T h is  b o o k  w il l g iv e  y o u  th e  s to r y  o f  
m y  e x c i t in g  e x p e r ie n ce s  a9 a  W o r ld ’ s 
C h a m p ion . T h e re  are  a lso  p h o to g ra p h s  
o f  th e  g r e a te s t  s t r o n g  m en  o f  the w o r ld , 
s h o w in g  y o u  th e ir  w o n d e r fu l d e v e lo p 
m e n t , and  te ll in g  y ou  h ow  th e y  g o t  it  
b y  th e  w e ig h t  r e s is ta n ce  m e th o d  !

JOWETT INSTITUTE OF PHYSICAL CULTURE 
Dept. 9Po, 4 22  Poplar Street, Scranton, Pa.

George F. Jowett: Please send by return mail,

Postage prepaid your FREE BOOK, "Nerves o f  
teel. Muscles o f  Iron”  l

You get my F R E E  Book without rout. However, i f  you want to try  
my teat courees, cheek your choice below and enclose proper amount. 
CD Moulding a Mighty Arm, 25c CD Moulding a Mighty Cheat 25c 
CD Moulding a Mighty Back. 25o CD Moulding Mighty L e g a . 25c 
n  Moulding *  Mighty Grip. 25a Q  Strong Man Stunts Made Easy, 25a 

□  All 6 Books for 91.00. .

D O N ' T  W A I T M A I L  C O U P O N ,  N O W  I

Name________________________________ ______ Age____ _

Address-------------------------- ----------------------------- •
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rOH !JIM , ITS 
WONDERFUL. 
NOVJ YOURE 
ON THE WAY 
TO SUCCESS

YES MARY, AND] 
THERE'S A REAL 
FUTURE FOR 
US IN THIS 

RADIO FIELD.

I L L  T R A IN  Y O U  A T  H O M E
In  Your Sp a re  Time Fo r A / '  '

G O O D  R A D I O  J O B
Get the facto about Radio—the field 

fits ‘

H E R E ' S  P R O O F  
that my training pays

7 . E. SM ITH . President 
National Radio Institute
The mao who has directed tbn 
Home-Studv Training o f  mom 
men for  the Radio Industry 
than an jother man laAmerka»

With R. 0. A. Victor
•‘ I am with R. C. A. 
Victor. I hare been 
p r o m o te d  s e v e r a l  
times. Am in full 
charge of Radio Fre
q u e n cy  T e s t in g  
Dept." Louis F. Lyet, 
17th & Tioga Sts., 
K e n d e r t o n  Apts., 
Philadelphia, Pa.

§

Spare Time Jobs 
Earn $15 a Week

hare no trouble 
getting Radio work. 
I have the reputation 
of being the beet Ra
dio man in town, and 
average $15 to $20 a 
week for spare time 
only." G. Bernard 
Croy, 151 Washing
ton St.. Bronson, 
Michigan.

Owes His Success to 
Radio Trainini

•'Since 1929 I have earned 
my living In Radio. 1 
owe my last three jobs to 
N. R. I. I am now in 
the main control room of 
one of the large broad
casting chains." Serge A. 
De 8om ov,_l5l6 Library

Mail the coupon now. ____________ ________ ___________
with a future. N. R. I. training fits you for jobs in con
nection with the manufacture, sale and operation of Radio 
equipment. It fits you to go in business for yourself, service 
sets, operate on board ship*. In broadcasting, television, avia
tion, police Radio and many other jobs. FREE book tells how 
you quickly learn at home in spare time to be a Radio expert.

Many R adio Experts Make 
$40, $60, $75 a Week

Why struggle along In a dull job with low pay and no future? 
Start training now for the live-wire Radio field. I have 
doubled and tripled salaries. Hundreds of successful men now 
In Radio got their start through N. R. I. training.

Many Make $5. $10, $15 a W eek ExtTii 
in Spare Time W hile Learning:

Hold your job. I ’ ll not only train you In a few hours of 
your spare time a week, but the day you enroll I ’ ll send you 
instructions, which you should master quickly, for doing 28 
Radio jobs common in most every neighborhood. I give you 
Radio Equipment for conducting experiments and making tests 
that teach you to build and service practically every type of 
receiving set made. Cleo. T. Retter, 30 W. Beechwood Ave.. 
Dayton. Ohio, wrote: "Working only in spare time, I  made 
about $1,500 while taking the Course."

Find Oat W hat R adio Offer?
My book has shown hundreds of fellows how to make moro 
money and win success. I f s  FREE to any ambitious fellow 
over 15 years of age. Investigate. Find out what Radio offers 
you. Read what my Employment Department does to help you 
get Into Radio after graduation, about my Money Back Agree
ment, and the many other N. R. I. features. Mall the coupon 
In an envelope, or paste it on a lc . post card TODAY.

J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 5B09 
National R adio Institute, W ashington, D,

J- SM ITH, President, Dopt 6B09 
National Radio Institute, W ashington, D. O.
o-P„ear..^*r' Without obliitatinjt me, send your book which points out the
K . tune . u"  t“ n® job opportunities in Radio and your 50-50 method of 
training men at heme in spare time to beoozuo Radio Experts.

(Please print plainly)
NAME....... .............. ................................................................  a q b ......................

AD D RESS..

CITT............................................................STATE..



Posed by 
professional 

models

SKINNY? NEW EASY 
WAY ADDS POUNDS

-so  fast you9re amazed
Astonishing gains with new double tonic. Richest 
imported ale yeast now concentrated 7 times, iron 

added. Gives 5 to IS lbs. in a few weeks

DOCTORS for years have pre
scribed yeast to build up 

health. But now with this new 
discovery you can get far greater 
tonic results than with ordinary 
yeast— regain health, and also 
put on pounds of firm, handsome 
aesh—and in a far shorter time.

Not only are thousands quickly 
gaining good-looking pounds, but 
also clear skin, new pep.

Concentrated 7 times
T h is am azing new p ro d u ct, 
Ironized Yeast, is made from spe
cially cultured brewers’ ale yeast 
imported from Europe—the rich- 
sst yeast known—which by a new 
process is concentrated 7 times— 
made 7 times more powerful.

But that is not all! This super
rich yeast is then ironized with 3 
kinds of strengthening iron.

Day after day, as you take

Ironized Yeast, watch flat chest 
develop, skinny limbs get husky, 
skin clear

Results guaranteed
No matter how skinny and weak 
you may .
Ironized Yeast should build you 
up in a few short weeks as it has 
thousands. I f  not delighted with 
the results of the very first pack
age, money back instantly.

Special F R E E  offer!
To start you building up your health 
right away, we make this FREE of
fer. Purchase a package o f Ironized 
Yeast at once, cut out the seal on the 
box and mail it to us with a clipping 
o f this paragraph. We will send you a 
fascinating new book on health, “ New 
Facts About Your Body,”  by an au
thority. Remember, results are guar
anteed with the very first package—* 
or money refunded. At all good drug
gists. Ironized Yeast Co., Inc., Dept. 
9*22, Atlanta, Ga.



FROM A  FAT M A N ,, to a HE-M AN m  M I N U T E S !

" I  R e d u c e d  M y  W a i s t  8  I n c h e s *  a
"I lost 50 pounds" says W . T. Anderson. " M y  waist is 8 incites 
smaller" writes W . L . McGinnis. "Felt like a new man" claims 

-Fred Wolf. "W ouldn’t sell my bell for $100" writes C. W . Higbee.
'ACTUAL p h o t o g r a p h s  s h o w in g  t h e  i m m e d i a t e  i m p r o v e m e n t , in  a p p e a r a n c e

3 ”  Then 1 slipped on a 
• Weil Belt...atrans- 

formation took place... 
what a difference —  
pounds seemed to have

4 “ My friends were 
• astonished 1 . , , I 

looked better —  my 
clothes fitted me—and 
I felt like a million 
dollars 1 “

2 “ I was ashamed to 
• ondress in the lock

er room—my friends 
poked fan at me and 
I had no answer I *

1 ”*I was lost a fat 
• man with a pro

truding stomach. .  .ill 
at ease and clumsy—no 
pep to do anything f M ?ailen away 1

So many of our customers are delighted with the wonderful results 
obtained with the Weil Belt that we want you to—

T R Y  T H E  W E I L  B E L T  F O R  10 D A Y S  A T  O U R  E X P E N S E I

We GUARANTEE to REDUCE your WAIST 
THREE INCHES IN TEN DAYS ♦ ♦ ♦

+ * * * or H won't cost you one cent * . • • even the postage will be refunded I

YES SIR: I too, promised myself that I would
ex ercise  b u t  i t  w a s t o o  m u ch  lik e  w o r k — an d  

it’s darn hard to diet whenyouliketoeat. The W eil Belt was 
fust the answer— no diets, no drugs — I feel like a new man 
and I lost 8  inches o f  fat in less than 6  months!

GREATLY IMPROVES YOUR APPEARANCE!
T he W eil Reducing Belt will make you appear many 

inches slimmer at once, and in 10 short days your waistline 
w ill actually be 3 inches smaller—three inches o f  fat gone— 
o r  it won't cost you one cent!

It supports the sagging muscles o f  the abdomen and 
quickly gives an erfcct, athletic carriage.

Don't he embarrassed any longer with that "corporation”  
for in a short time, only the admiring comments o f  your 
friends will remind you that you once had a bulging waistline
THE MASSAGE-LIKE ACTION DOES IT!
Y ou will be completely comfortable and entirely unaware 

that its constant gentle pressure is working constantly while 
you walk, work or s it . . .  its massage-like action gently but 
persistently eliminating fat with every move you make.

Many enthusiastic wearers write that it not only reduces 
fat but it also supports the abdominal walls and keeps the

digestive organs in place—that they are no longer fatigued* 
and that it gently increases their endurance and vigor l

DON’T WAIT— FAT IS DANGEROUS!
Fat is not only unbecoming, but it also endangers your 

health. Insurance companies know the danger o f  fat accumu
lations. The best medical authorities warn against obesity,
60 don't wait any longer. _  __  , ,

Send for our 10 day free trial offer. W e  repeat—either you 
take off 3 inches o f  fat in ten days, or it w on’t cost you one 
penny! Even the postage you pay to return the package 
will be refunded! ___________

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

163 HELL STRE E T, N EW  HAVEN, CONN. 
Gentlemen: Send me FREE, your illustrated folder describing 
The Weii Belt and full details o f your 10 day FREE trial offer.
Name —
Address __ _________ —
Use coupon or write your name and address on a penny post card.



SHARPEST
BLADE

I V e  e v e r  used99 %
DIZZY 
DEAN
of Probak

D bar “ D i z z y "  D e a n :

Thanks for the compliment. And now 
that you’re a Probak fan, you’ll be glad 
to know about Probak Jr.— the won
derful new double-edge razor blade 
that brings you real shaving comfort 
at a record low price. Imagine getting 
25 keen, sm ooth-shaving blades, 
backed by the Gillette name, for 59̂ 1 

Probak Jr. is the product o f  un
equalled manufacturing methods and 
skill. It is automatically tempered, 
boned and stropped to give you a de
gree o f  shaving comfort never before 
obtainable at such a low price. Get 
Probak Jr. today — from your dealer. 
See why millions o f  men prefer them.

Probak Junior is a product of 
Gillette and fits all Gillette 

and Probak razors

Kidneys Cause 
Much Trouble 

Says Doctor
B b q q — f u l  Prescription Helps Remove Adds — Works 

In 15 Minutes
Dr. T. J. Bastelll. famous English scientist. Doctor of 

Medicine and Surgeon, says: “ You can't feel well if your 
Kidneys do not function right, because your Kidneys affect 
your entire bodv."

Your blood circulates 4 times a minute through 9 mil
lion tiny, delicate tubes in your Kidneys which are endan
gered by drastic, irritating drugs, modern foods and 
drinks, worry and exposure. Beware o f Kidney dysfunc
tion if you suffer from Night Rising, Leg Pains, Nervous

ness, Dizziness. Circles Under Eyes. 
Acidltv. or Loss o f Pep.

Dr. Walter R. George, for many years 
Health Director o f  Indianapolis, sayst 
“ Insufficient Kidney excretions are 
the cause o f much needless suffering 
with Aching Back. Frequent Night Ris
ing, Itching, Smarting. Burning. Pain
ful Joints, Rheumatic Pains, Headaches, 
and a generally run-down body. I am of 
the opinion that the prescription Cystex 
corrects such functional conditions. It 
aids in (lushing poisons from the urinary 
tract, and in freeing the blood o f re
tained toxins. Cystex deserves the In- 

Dr. W. R. Qsons dorsement o f all doctors.” If you suffer 
from Kidney and Bladder dysfunction, 

delay cndanrrm rour vitality, and you should not loee a single 
minute In starting to tak# the doctor's special prescription called 
Cystex (pronounced Blss-tci) which helps Kidney functions in s few hours. It starts work in 15 minutes. Gently tones, soothes, 
and cleans raw. sore membranes Brings new energy and vitality 
in 48 hours. It is helping millions of sufferers and is guaranteed to fix you up and make you feel like new In 8 days, or money back on return of empty package. Get guaranteed Cystex from your 
druggist today

Quit Tobacco
Don’t try to banish tmaided the bold tobaeeo bu upon yoa. 
l^ooMada of bwtont* tobacco n*w« bar* with tbs aid 
of tho kooloy Truii—i gnf. foand It may to quit.
KEELEY TREATM ENT FOR 
TOBACCO HABIT
fSJSR KirSo"

B oo m  of tho Flnskkst soot
KXELXY INSTITUTE. D.pt, HOP. Dwight. Htegte

asrSiESR

Q U I T  W H I S K E Y
The Health Products Company o f Kansas City la now 
offering a NEW  scientifically prepared treatment to 
aid men and women banish all desire fo r  drinking. 
Thousands have already proved success o f this New 
C p r r  Easy W ay. Can be given secretly. W rite 
■ today for free Booklet. Accept d o  substi
tutes. W rite H EALTH  PRODUCTS CO., *M0 Manu
facturers Exchange Building, Kansas C ity, Ho.

NEW DISCOVERY
f:n T ,IOO-4 0 0 % PROFIT

O AKROM A,
compounded by processing finest moun
tain white oak and treating with i mported 
flavors. Makes “ aged-in-wood”  true fla- ( 
vor, natural color Bourbon, Rye or Scotch \  
overnight, at 1-6 the coatof Bonded Goods.
OAKROMA SELLS ON SMELLI'
Reposts on taste. Big Demand Everywhere. 
Homes, Offices, Clubs, Lodge Members, esger 
buyers. Oskroms plus s pint of druggist’s al
cohol. phis s plot of wsUr-roa have • quart of lino Boor- boo with ' 'Mrod-in-wood teats, whisk ay

* ^ ----------  ■“ -na far VNO^
__ ___________ r false Plan
-C O .,  P a s t .  3151

i-wood ’ ' taste. ...___ __
« •  W rits for " N O _________________nrktissros*

m

i FREE



FOOD DISTRIBUTORS

MAKE UP TO

5 6 0 . ^ , ,
w ith m y ela tin gpla n s

I’LL START Y O U -  
RISK NOTHING

I  am now ready to start you in 
a b ig-paying route business o f 
your own and back you up to 
the limit with m y proven plans. 
Full time distributors make up 
to $60.00 a week— even spare- 
time workers make up to $5.00 
a day. The business is simple 
and pleasant, and the profits are 
exceptionally large. If you are 
w illing to do a fair day ’s work 
fo r  a fair day ’s profit, rush me 
your name today—get all o f the 
startling details and facts with 
no risk other than a penny 
post-card.

HAVE PERMANENT ROUTE 
WITH BIG WEEKLY 

CASH INCOME
My F ood Routes pay you best 
because you supply household 
necessities—Coffee, Tea, Spices, 
Extracts, Raking Powder, etc.—  
Things people need daily to 
live. You sim ply take care of a 
regular route in your locality, 
sailing on your customers once 
lw eek. You handle all the money 
and keep a b ig  share o f every 
dollar you take in. You don’t 
divide up your profits with any 
one. You don’t need any pre
vious experience— the complete, 
simple instructions I send you 
3how you how to get started— 
nothing difficult or complicated.

NO LIMIT TO MY OFFER
If you are honest, conscientious, 
and willing to listen to reason, I 
won’t put any limit on your earn

ings. You will have
a steady business day 
in and day out. No 
danger of lay-offs—no 

chance of getting fired. I really 
start you in your own business and 
it doesn’t cost you one cent—there 
is no stock to carry—no expensive 
fixtures to buy—no store rent to 
pay. That’s the kind of opportu
nity I am offering you.

VACANCIES BEING FILLED 
RAPIDLY

Others are making big money with 
my plans—why not you? If you 
have been working only part time, 
or for small wages, now this is 
your opportunity to get cash im
mediately—to live well and do the 
things you’ve been wanting to do 
—to enjoy life to the fullest. Here’s 
what some have already done: 
Howard B. Ziegler, Pa., made as 
much as $21.60 in a 
single day and $103.32 
in a single week. Albert 
Becker, Mich., made 
$40.00 in a day and 
as high as $100.00 
in a week. Ray Chap
man, Mo., made $73.50 
in a week. Mrs. C. R.
Luoma, W. Va., aver
aged $40.00 a week for 
a year. Chester Clay,
N. Mex., made $10.00 
in just t w o  h o u r s .
These exceptional earn
ings show the amaz
ing possibilities o f my 
offer. H u n d r e d s  o f 
other Route Operators 
have sent me similar 
g l o w i n g  and en
thusiastic reports.
Don’t let this oppor
tunity pass — send 
me your name to
day—Now I

STARTED PENNILESS 
6 K  MONTHS LATER 
was Worth $1200.00
"Only GV6 months ago I 
started with your company 
without a penny to my name, 

and today (I just finished m y balance) I 
am worth a little more than $1200.00 I can 
hardly believo it possible—such success In 
so short a time. Hans Coordes, Nebr."

MADE $79.00 IN ONE WEEK
" I  just received word that the brand new 
Ford Car is mine. I certainly thank you 
very much for presenting me with this won
derful gift in addition to the steady cash 
profits which I have been receiving regularly.
I cleared as high a9 $23.00 for one day’s 
work, and earned as much as $79.00 in a 
single week.

"Lambert Wilson, M ich."

SPECIAL OPENINGS FOR 
WOMEN

I have some unusually good open
ings for women. Light, pleasant 
business pays up to $9.50 a day 
full time and as high as $5.00 a 
day spare time. Mrs. Carrie Mc- 
Calmant. Nobr., reported that she 
has never lot her earnings run be
low $50.00 a week. Mrs. Jewel 
Hackett, here in Ohio, made 
$33.00 In seven hours. Earnings 
such as these are evidence of the 
tremendous possibilities of my 
offer to women.

DON’T SEND MONEY-JUST YOUR NAME
[ don’t need your m oney—I nood your help. Rush 
me your name so I can lay all the facts before you 
ind then you can decide for yourself. You don’t need 
ixperience and you don’t have to take a long, tedious 

training course. You take no risk. I fu r
nish everything. I even give Brand New 
8-Cylinder Ford Tudor .Sedans to producers 
as an extra bonus. Costs nothing to inves
tigate. Send me your name on coupon or 
penny postcard. Do it today—right now I

| 7410 Monmou Ohio.
Without cost or any obligation on my part, send me the 
facts showing how I can get startod at once making up to 
$00.00 a week.

(Please Trint or Write Tlainly)
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GLAND
LIFE

FOR MEN 
PAST 40!

Scientist’s Discovery 
Re-Stimulates Impor
tant Prostate Gland

Used by Anyone at Home • . . Brings Amazing 
Relief from Getting Up Nights and 

Other Weakening Symptoms

W O U L D  you like to again enjoy 
life with youthful strength and 

health? N ow  science has made an amaz- 
ing discovery for you— a new home 
treatment for the prostate gland— a 
most essential gland in men.

D o you suffer night risings— pains in 
back, legs and feet— fits of weakness 
and discouragement? These symptoms 
are traced in untold thousands 'jf men 
past 40 to degeneration of t'As vital 
prostate gland. N ow  comes Thermalaid. 
N o drugs, diets or exercises. Safe and 
easy as washing your face. Endorsed 
and used by many doctors. Used by 
over 100,000 men; thousands praise it 
in glowing reports. Sent on trial with 
this understanding: If you don't feel ten 
years younger in 7 days, you pay noth" 
ing. W rite for offer and daring free 
book of facts for men past 40.

W . J. KIRK, Pres.,
The Electro Thermal Company,

1286 Morris Ave., 
Steubenville, Ohio.

Confidential  
Book . . FREE
I W . J. K IR K , Pra*.,

Ths Electro Thermal Co..

1286 Morrli Avo..
| 8 teubenville. Ohio.

Without obligation to me. rend

I my ropy of your confidential book 
"Why Many Men Aro Old at 40.“ 
with details of your simple home

I treatment for prostate gland weak
ness and 7-day Trial Offer

| Name....................
| Address

If you lire west of the Rockies, address The Electro Thermal
Co . 500 \\m. Fox Rulldlng. l>ept 12-T, Los Angeles, Calif ,
In Canada add roes The Electro Thermal Co. Desk 12-T. 63
Yonge 8t., Toronto, Canada.



Prepare Quickly at Home in Spare Time
FOR A

Good Pay Job
IN THE

Fast-Growing
AVIATION
INDUSTRY

W A L T E R  HIN TO N : trail blarcr, pioneer, ex
plorer, author. Instructor. AVIATOR. The 
first roan to pilot a plane acroe* the Atlantic, 
the famous NC-4, and the first to fly from 
North to South America. The man who was a 
crack flying Instructor for the Navy during the 
War; who today la training far-sighted men for 
Aviation. Hinton Is ready to train you at 
home In your spare time. Get his book.

M y fam ous course trains you right in your 
own home—-gets you  ready for  one o f the 
good  ground job s—or cuts many weeks and 
m any dollars from  flight instructions. Send 
fo r  m y big  free book  today.

Don’t sit back and envy the men who 
are in the midst of the romance, adven
ture and fascination of Aviation. YOU 
DON’T HAVE TO. For right in your 
own home, in your spare time, I’ll give 
you the training you need to get start
ed in this growing, well-paid industry.
..Get my free book. It tells all the facts.

Many Make $40, $60, $75 a Week

Through the amazingly simple method I have 
worked out. I can train you at home to fill many 
well-paid jobs in Aviation. Naturally, before 
you can fly, you have to take additional in
struction in a plane. Even on that instruction 
I save you time and money. But when you grad
uate from my course you have the necessary 
foundation to fill any one o f the many interest
ing, well-paid ground jobs. Many o f my grad
uates quickly get into jobs paying $40, $60 to 
$75 a week. Others, with the additional low cost 
flying instruction I arrange for, become pilots 
At $300 a month or better.

Aviation Is Growing Fast
Get into Aviation now—when you are still getting in on 

the ground floor o f a new industry—when you have a 
chance to forge ahead without having to displace lots o f 
older men. Aviation is a young man’s industry, where young 
men earn real money. The President o f the biggest air line 
in the World is only 35 years old. Most famous pilots are

Her© are just a 
few o f  tho many 
well-paid job s In 
the fast growing 
Aviation Indus
try :
ON T H E  GROUND
Airport Superintend, 

ent
Instrument Speoialfst 
Electrician 
Shop Foreman 
Hangar Crew Chief 
Traffic Manager 
Purchasing Agent 
Aerial Mail Clerk 
Motor Expert 
Radio Operator 
Airplane Mechanlo 
Field Work

IN T H E  A IR :
A ir Express Agent 
A ir  Mail Pilot 
Aerial Photography 
Airport Manager 
Test Pilot 
Aerial Passenger 

Agent
Private Piloting 
Weather Observer 
Flight Instructor 
Commercial Pilot
Field Manag 
Transport PHlot

in their early thirties, or even younger. It is a 
young man’s industry, which means that there 
are plenty o f opportunities to forge ahead. But 
just because it is run by young men, don't get 
the idea that Aviation is a small business. Mil
lions are being spent yearly to develop and im
prove airways and planes. Thousands o f men 
earn good livings from the business. And many, 
many thousands will enter it in the future. It is 
a great and growing industry, this Aviation, an 
industry that still brings romance, excitemeaW 
thrills—even while it is bringing big opportu
nities and good pay.

I Have Helped Secure Jobs for 
Many of My Graduates

Due to my widespread connections with avia- 
tors, plane manufacturers, airport managers, 
etc., I am in an especially favorable position to 
locate jobs for trained men. My Aviation friends 
know that Hinton-trained men are well qualified 
to fill any job for which I recommend them.

Send For My Free Book Now

These Men Made Good With My Training

Now is the time to act. Don’t alt content with 
a humdrum job with no future. Act now—to 
get yourself into Aviation—the industry that is 
slated to grow into a giant business in the 
next few years.
Get into Aviatipn.
Study at home  ̂ in 
your spare time 

for a well-paid job with a real 
future. Mail the coupon for 
my free book today.

Walter Hinton, Pres,
Aviation Institute 

W ashington, D. ©.

tl%

FREE FLIGHT
“ Give her the gun!”  

You’re off! Yes siree, as 
soon a9 you complete my 
course. I arrange a free 
flight for you at an accred
ited air field. It doesn’ t 
cost you a penny. It  is my 
graduation present to you.

$75  a Week 
as Instructor

Robt. N. Dobbins, a 
H in t o n  g r a d u a t e ,  
writes: " I  cannot thank 
you enough for the as
sistance you gave me in 
getting my present po
sition. Last week they 
promoted me to Chief 
instructor, at a big 
salary increase.”

Training Gives 
Quick Results

“ I received a call from 
the manager o f a near
by airplane factory, who 
understood I was tak
ing your Course and 
asked if I would accept 
a position as chief 
mechanic and in his ab
sence, act as manager.”  
— Edward F. Dick, 2203 
Tuscarawas St., West 
Canton, Ohio.

~niaUL Hctp
Mr. W alter Hinton, President 910-B
Aviation Institute o f TJ. S. A., Inc.
1115 Connecticut Avenue, W ashington, D. C.

Please send me a Free copy o f your 
book, “ Wings o f Opportunity,”  telling 
all about my opportunities In Aviation, 
how you will train me at home for them.

Name..
(Print Clearly)

Address..................... ...............  Age........

City.. State...



T h r i l l i n g  J V c w s

A L L -S T A R  STO RIES 'L ite r a ry  N ew s  o f the M o n th "  FEBRUARY, 1935

CRAIG KENNEDY STRIKES BACK 
AT THE SINISTER MR. SARTEAU!

MARRIED BEFORE 
SHE KNEW IT!

“ I didn’t realize,” declared 
p r e t t y  Maureen Callahan,
‘ ‘ when I accepted my boss' Invita
tion for  a trip aboard his yacht, 
that I'd  return hs his w ife !"

F ollow  Maureen a exciting ad 
ventures In B R ID E  BV PROXY, 
Joyce H ilton ’ s sophisticated, scin 
tillating com plete book-length ro
mance jn the February T H R IL L 
ING LOVE). Many other fascinat
ing stories and features. A magn* 
Elne sis and mom will lov e ! 10c 
at all stands.

Westward Ho!
There's the Binel) o f  the sage

brush and the acrid tans o f run- 
stnoke 011 every page o f T H R IL L 
ING W K S T  E K N — 10c — and 
T H R IL L IN G  RANCH STO RIES 
and POPULAR W ESTERN , each 
15c, They can't be heat for  real 
lie ll-forlen fh er yarns by top- 
hand writers !

Thrills Galore!
The best l*et in the detective 

fold  Is T H R IL LIN G  DETKC- 
at all stands and 

packed with the most exciting 
murder and mystery yarns you 
ever read.

ENEMIES TOO 
SMALL TO S E E !

“ I ’d rather face a squadron 
o f  machine-gunners than the 
tiny, but pow erful weapons 
that will be used in the next 
w ar,”  says John Masters, 
world 's greatest sky fighter. 
“ G erm s! Plagues will be 
spread far and wide!

“ The Huna tried to start this 
diabolical, sinister method o f 
lighting during the W orld  W ar! 
Ilut we stopped them. This star
tling pulse-stirring episode o f 
history can now be told — and 
vou ll And It In WINGS OF THE 
DAMNED, this m onth ’B zoom ing 
book-length novel In TH E LONE 
EAGLE 'r

Also, TH E  LONE EAGLE fea
tures short storlea o f air com bat 
and helpful fact material. A big 
dim e's w orth !

BUCK BENSON 
TELLS OF WEST

“ Hola, fo lk s !”  s h o u t e d  
Buck Benson, foreman of 
TH E HITCHING KA1I. d e 
partment In T H R U ,L IN G  W E ST 
ERN . "G lad to be back East, but 
I shore enjoyed that trip West.

“ A n‘ I ’m fellin ' yub, th' old 
WcBt ain’t dead. Don't let any 
tenderfoot fool yuh. Jest read 
T W O -G U N  T R A IL , Johnston 
M cCulley's great book - length 
novel In thla Issue \>t T H R IL L 
ING W ESTERN , fo r  a real hon- 
eat-to-goodnesa p icture o f  th' 
W est! Thet an' a bunch o' other 
storlea, an’ T H R IL L IN G  W E S T 
ERN la only 10 cents.

MEET THE TROUBLE
TWINS OF THE AIR

W hen the T rou ble  Tw ins sail 
the sky, the Huns scurry for 
cover I Meet these fighting helli
ons In TH E  F L Y IN G  D EVILS, a

great com plete book-length novel 
y A R TH U R  J. BU RKS la the 

February 8K Y  F IG H T E R S, 10c.

FACES HEAVY ODDS
“ The lnsldous Dr. Sartenu, and

his heachman, I)r. O., mast bo 
wiped from the face o f  t he f»arth !'r 
declared Craig Kennedy, w orld 's 
greatest scientific sleuth. “ In 
their stronghold of horror at 
mysterious iTrandon Tow ers, there

nre secrets o f the future which 
are being used fo r  wholesale
death ana destruction!

“ The nefarious activities o f the 
sinister fiend SArtenu are a men
ace to the civilized w orld. His 

.Jalr Is im pregnable— to struggle 
against him in to fuoe the heaviest 
odds that ever confronted a de
tective— but he must be con
qu ered !”  Read CRAIG KICK- 
NF.DY STR IK E S RACK, by A R 
TH U R R. REEVK, one o f the 
F I V E  sp ine-tingling com plete 
npvelR In the February POFULAR 
D E TECTIVE, 15 cents.

THE PHANTOM 
ON THE TRAIL!

“ In my entire career o f  desper
ate conflict with dangerous crim 
inals,”  said Richard Curtis Van 
Loan, w orld 's greatest sleuth, 
“ I ’ve never com e across a m ore 
exciting, breath-taking case than
that of the m ysterious killings at 
the sinister Thorpe Mansion.

"Death stalks m enacingly In 
that house o f a thousand ghastly 
horrors! Cony talons o f the 
Grim Reaper reach out for Inno
cent v ictim s! F or the first time, 
the pulse-atlrring, sw ift-m oving 
story o f  my struggle with the 
forces o f evil, holding the Thorpea 
In their grasp, Is told In TH E 
HOUSE OF M URDERS, a full 
hook-length novel In T H E  P H A N 
TOM D E T E C T IV E !"  Other g r ip 
ping stories, t o o —and It's o n l j  10c.



You Can Lead Men
i n  B u s in e s s  t h r o u g h

Juaw!
M ail the coupon below for this 
valuable 64-page booklet, de
scribing the opportunities for  
the law-trained man. It is free. I

Study at Home
Look around you—the law-trained man is a leader. 
Not only does a knowledge of law give you the key 
to the right move in business but it makes you a 
leader of men instead of a follower. The whole intri
cate structure of business is based on law. Every
where, you find law-trained men filling many of tne 
high executive positions. Go to school at home— 
study law nights—follow in the footsteps of great 
men. You can do it if you will.

What Does $10,000 a Year Require 
of You?

Answer that question yourself in light of these facts. 
“ In looking over the field,” writes a prominent East
ern manufacturer, “I find that nearly all the positions 
commanding a salary of 210,000.00 or more are filled 
by men who have studied law.” Many great corpor
ations, for instance the C. & N. W. Ry. Co., Inter-, 
national Paper Co., Standard Oil of New Jersey, 
Packard Motor Co., Anaconda Copper Mining Co., 
Mutual Life Insurance Co., are_ headed by men of 
legal training. Whether you’re in a large or small 
company or your own business, you need a practical 
knowledge of law.

Fit yourself at home—in spare time.' LaSalle will 
guide you step by step. Full law course leading to 
LL.B. or shorter business law training. All text ma
terial including fourteen-volume Law Library. Train
ing combines best features of case-book and text
book systems. Cost low. Terms easy. Write today 
for our valuable 64-page “ Law Training for Leader-, 
ship” and “Evidence” books free. Act now/

LaSalle Extension University
_ J ^ E _ W O R L I V S _ _ L A R G E S T  B U S I N E S S  T R A I N I N G  I N S T I T U T I O N  /

l a  s a l l e I e x t e n s Fo n I j n i v e ^^
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Torture and Terror Stalk Menacingly Through the W ild

Kermac, knife in his band, again

The Web o f the
CHAPTER I 
Death Jungle

T HE three Indians came out 
of the blackness of the 
jungle swiftly, crawling on 
all fours like animals. Their bodies 

looked, in the shafts of pale moon
light of the camp clearing, like gro
tesque creatures from hell.

Fred Kermac, lying in his ham

mock, heard a twig break. With a 
leap he was on the ground, his auto
matic coming out of the holster 
strapped around his leg. Behind him 
came a piercing, wailing scream of 
anguish. He swerved. At the ham
mock next to his, he saw the In
dians. A knife gleamed in the air. 
The body of a white man rose slowly 
and then sank to the ground.

Kermac had no time to reach the

M on  Face Savage P erils A s T hey Stake T h eir
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Sierra Tuscomnia— the Jungle o f Impenetrable D epth sl

backed  to the ston e  wall with his two com panions at his sides

Green Spider
man. His gun roared twice at the 
Indians over the body; then he 
turned, fired two Bhots into the 
crouching savages closing in on him
self. One of them went to the 
ground, groveling crazily in the dirt.

The two others were on Kermac 
with vicious snarls, sending him 
staggering back, stumbling to the 
earth. A long arm reached for his 
neck. A gruesome face, with beady

eyes and the jaws and mouth of a 
gorilla, appeared in front of him. He 
brought his automatic up, fired point 
blank into that face.

He saw the mouth gash open with 
blood. The savage fell heavily over 
him. Kermac kicked the lifeless 
body off and squirmed around, trying 
to rise to his feet. The third Indian 
was on him with terrific force.

Kermac pulled the trigger of his

L ives in Quest o f  D a zzlin g  D iam onds o f  M y s te r y !
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A grillo

automatic. It clicked on an empty 
chamber. The Indian had him pinned 
to the earth, arms around his neck, 
pulling it back for the quick snap 
that would break a vertebrae.

Kermac’s knees went up, catching 
the savage with fall force in the 
stomach.

The man groaned. The arms re
laxed in their death grip. Kermac 
came up with his body and his fist, 
sending a right to the savage’s jaw. 
There was a resounding crack. The 
round, bullet head of the Indian 
snapped back. Kermac’s left caught 
the chin as the head came back in 
place.

The savage’s knees buckled, then 
straightened again. Kermac was on 
his feet. The Indian bellowed 
strangely, looked at him, and then 
melted away into the darkness as if 
the jungle night had swallowed him 
up completely.

Kermac was over his hammock 
with a leap, at the side of the white 
man lying on the ground. The man’s 
shirt was torn down the front, dis
closing a chest covered with blood. 
Overhead the moon, sending its thin, 
weak shafts of light through the 
dense foliage, lighted the face. It

was thin, bloodless and weak. The 
eyes were closed; the mouth gaped 
open.

Every muscle in Kermac's body 
tensed. His mouth contracted into 
a thin line. His steel grey eyes nar
rowed and his lean face seemed sud
denly to freeze.

On the forehead of the white man 
was printed the outline of a green 
spider f

The Green Spider! The strange 
mark of death for all white men who 
went into the mysterious Sierra Tus>- 
comnia country that lay to the south 
of Venezuela; between the Sierra 
Tuscomnia Mountains and the Orin
oco River. A vast desolation of im
penetrable jungle, with countless 
streams and lakes.

Fourteen white men, Americans all, 
had died with the mark of the green 
spider stamped on their foreheads 
within the last year. All that was 
known of their death was what could 
be gleaned from the disjointed stor
ies told by the Indians of the boat 
crews who lyid escaped. And they 
told weird tales of strange savages 
and death that came out of the bushes 
with the uncanny speed of a strik
ing snake.

KERMAC, of the United States Se
cret Service, had been sent to Cui- 

dad, Bolivia, to investigate the deaths 
of the American citizens. For fifteen 
years he had worked in the South 
American countries for the Service. 
He knew the language of the differ
ent natives and the lingua ceial, the 
common language of all the savages 
of the Amazon country.

He had listened to the weird, inco
herent tales told by the natives who 
had escaped the strange death. They 
spoke in fear of the destruction that 
came mysteriously from the bushes 
and of a white man called the Green 
Spider.

The last white man killed had been 
Bill Sprague. He had gone into the
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country of death with a partner, in 
search of diamonds. Only the part
ner bad returned alive. Philip Unger 
was his name—a thin, weak-faced in
dividual, with shifty shell-blue eyes 
and a tall, slim body.

Kermac had distrusted the man on 
sight. Unger repeated the story of 
the Indians. He admitted that he and 
Sprague had found diamonds, a for
tune; but he had fled leaving them 
hidden in the river.

The one part of the story Kermac 
believed was about the diamonds. 
There had been an attempt to kid
nap Unger in Cuidad Bolivia by mys
terious persons. Kermac got him 
out of the city, loaded him on a 
mounterais, a large canoe, and started 
for the clearing where Unger and 
Sprague had found diamonds.

Kermac knew that his line of ac
tion was reckless and foolhardy, but 
there was certain cold reason and 
logic to it. Unger’s knowledge of 
where the diamonds were hidden 
made him a valuable pawn against 
this unseen hand of death.

But now—
Kermac was on his knees, hands 

ripping Unger's shirt away. He lis
tened for some evidence of the man’s 
breathing. At first there was none. 
Kermac wet his lips nervously. Then 
he caught the faint, indistinct sound 
of a feeble respiration; short, barely 
audible gasps that seemed to die in 
the throat before they reached the 
mouth.

THE moonlight enabled him to see 
the wound in the chest. A knife 

had entered Unger’s left side, several 
inches below the heart. Kermac tore 
the shirt in strips, bandaged the 
wound as best he could. The breath
ing was coming heavier now, with 
more strength. Then he walked down 
to the river.

His big mounterais was gone, with 
his crew of bush Indians. That did 
not surprise him. The natives had

Kerm ac

long been ready to desert him, and 
the attack was sufficient excuse.

Suddenly there was a splash of 
water near the bank, at the feet of 
Kermac. . Out of the blackness rose 
the head and shoulders of a huge 
Indian. He came out of the water, 
up over the slippery bank, with the 
speed of a water animal, standing up
right in front of Kermac, the muscles 
in his naked shoulders and back rip
pling in the moonlight.

His face was heavy, with the high 
cheekbones of an up-country Indian 
and the heavy mouth and jaws of a 
Columbian negro. His body was 
naked to the waist. Below that were 
soiled white trousers. His feet were 
bare.

“Padrao,” he said hoarsely, “me 
swim after boat, but bush Indians 
get ’way with supplies and food. 
Green Spider men scare them away.” 

Kermac smiled wearily and nodded. 
“ I know, Agrillo,” he answered. 

“ But the white man is dying.”
A puzzled look came over Agrillo’s 

face, His eyes looked at Kermac in 
the manner of a dog looking at his 
master. Agrillo had been more than 
a faithful dog to Kermac for five 
years. He had worked for him, gone
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Unger

with him every place he went, ready 
and willing to risk his life at Ker- 
mac’s slightest wish.

"Green Spider strikes very fast." 
Agrillo said now. "If white man 
dead, we no find Green Spider."

Kermac turned and walked back to 
the hammocks. Unger was still ly
ing on the ground, his breath now 
coming in jerky heaves. Agrillo went 
to his knees over Unger’s body, ex
amining his wound.

Finally the Indian turned.
"Knife cut edge of lungs," he said. 

"Maybe white man die and maybe 
he no die."

A muffled groan came from one of 
the savages lying on the ground. His 
body twisted and then stiffened. 
There were no more groans. The 
other savage lay on his face, rigor 
mortis already setting in.

Agrillo’s eyes darted through the 
darkness, his head moving slowly 
about.

Then he turned to Kermac.
"We got little time to work,” he 

said. "Me make bed for white man. 
We carry him through jungle.”

Kermac wasted no time talking 
now. He started an inventory of the 
camps and while he did this, Agrillo,

using his machete, cut the limbs of 
the luira trees, and with pissaba 
vines as ropes, made a stretcher for
Unger.

By the time the Indian had com
pleted this job, Kermac had finished 
his round of the camp. In a hidden 
cache, a precaution he had taken 
against such an emergency, he found 
two canteens of water, some rice, and 
canned meat. The bush Indians had 
taken most of the other food in their 
flight.

Unger was placed on the impro
vised litter. He was moaning now 
and his eyelids jerked. From a flask 
of whiskey he carried in his pocket, 
Kermac gave the man a small drink. 
Agrillo had gone into the jungle, re
turning with some peculiar-looking 
leaves. These he formed into a wet 
plaster and placed over Unger’s 
wound.

"Jungle medicine cure wound,” he 
said. “ We keep going into death 
jungle?”

Kermac nodded determinedly. His 
voice was firm. .

"W e cut across the jungle,” he said 
to Agrillo. "W e’ll have to take a 
chance of striking another tributary 
and finding an Indian village. If we 
do, it will be your job to steal a 
canoe. Our food will only last a few 
days, and we must save most of it 
for Unger.”

AGRILLO grinned back at him, his 
white teeth shining in the night. 

“ Padrao," he said, "me steal canoe 
easily."

The grin remained on his face. 
Without further words he reached 
down, slipped the pissaba rope at the 
end of the litter over his shoulders. 
Kermac did the same to the rope at 
the other end. They lifted the lit
ter up.

Agrillo started out of the camp 
clearing, his machete in his right 
band, cutting and slashing vines and 
underbrush away.
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CHAPTER II 
Hostile Country

^  MONTH later, in a native canoe
/  \  hewn out of the trunk of a 

jL tree, Kermac and Agrillo pad- 
died up a narrow, shallow river of the 
Sierra Tuscomnia country, far inland 
from the Orinoco River. Under the 
thatched roof of the small house con
structed in the center of the canoe, 
Philip Unger lay on abed of plantillo 
leaves. His wound had healed and 
strength had returned to his body. 
The knife thrust had cut along the 
edge of the lungs, not penetrating 
deep enough to cause a serious hem
orrhage.

Agrillo’s treatment, using the 
jungle herbs, had helped it to heal 
rapidly. The rice and the canned 
food Kermac had taken from the 
camp gave the wounded man back his 
strength, but he lay on his bed of 
leaves, staring up at the roof, his eyes 
glassy and filled with a haunted look 
of terror.

Kcrmac and Agrillo had been 
forced to live off the jungle. Ker- 
mac’s clothes were torn and his body 
bruised and swollen from the ravages 
of insects, and the constant wading 
through jungle grass and crawling 
through underbrush

For over two weeks, after leaving 
the camp, they had beaten and hewn 
their way through the jungle. Agrillo 
acted as the jungle cook, and Ker
mac was fed dishes that often caused 
his face to twist and his stomach to 
rebel.

There had been baked ants and 
boiled caterpillars. From the yucca 
roots Agrillo had baked something 
that looked like bread. From other 
roots he had boiled a jungle tea, bit
ter to taste but refreshing. Kermac 
had managed to kill a peccaire when 
it seemed that he could stand the 
gnawing hunger no longer. They had 
feasted on this meat for more than 
two days

Von Durkin

Then they had come to a river. 
By this time Unger had recovered, 
but he refused to walk, forcing Ker
mac and Agrillo to carry him on the 
stretcher.

Kermac, unwilling to risk Unger to 
the dangers of the jungle, had done 
this without protest.

When they came to the river, 
Agrillo disappeared for two days, 
coming back one evening with the 
dugout canoe and some Indian food. 
Then they started up the stream in 
the boat, following it until they came 
to a larger tributary. They continued 
on this for five days, cutting off 
finally, at Unger's advice, on the nar
row shallow stream they now were 
on.

riTHE attitude of Unger worried 
Kermac. The man lay under the 

little house, speaking only when ad
dressed directly. Then his voice was 
hoarse and frightened.

His shell-blue eyes, weak and shifty, 
watched every move Kermac made 
with the cunning of an animal watch
ing its captor.

It had been the same way in Cui- 
dad, Bolivia, when Kermac had first 
questioned him. Unger had not pro
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tested against going back to the 
clearing, yet Kermac sensed that be
hind his silence was part of the 
story yet untold about the death of 
Sprague.

These things passed through Kcr- 
mac's mind as the shallow canoe 
skimmed over the reddish water of 
the river. Kermac sat in the front 
and Agrillo in the stern, guiding the 
boat through the treacherous rocks 
that filled the stream. Behind them 
could still be heard the subdued roar 
of a rapids they had come over; 
ahead of them the water was still 
and glistened a bluish red in the 
late afternoon sun.

They were out of the low country. 
The air was clear though the sun 
beat down with a scorching heat. 
Overhead spread the branches of the 
giant cendralles that towered like 
grim, silent sentries over the green 
forest. The matted foliage that clung 
to their trunks, forming an impene
trable wall of green along the river 
banks, crept up the trees for several 
feet; above this, continuing the 
climb, were the heavy liana vines 
that went to the top of the trees.

On these vines were flowers; yel
low orchids that gave the air a scent 
of bananas, and other jungle flowers, 
a multitude of colors, that lost them
selves in the g r e a t  spreading 
branches. Among them gorgeously 
plumed birds flew, sending down 
cries of anger at the human beings 
that had intruded on their solitude.

THE canoe came to a turn in the 
river. The banks seemed to draw 

together and the water became red
der. A great rock protruded from the 
center of the stream and a little dis
tance ahead a sand bar jutted out 
from the bank.

From the thatched house came a 
wild cry from Unger. He was crawl
ing toward Kermac, his face twisted 
with fear.

"This—this—is the river,’* he said

in a strangled voice. “ I remember 
that rock and that sand bar.”

Kermac turned, yelled an order 
back at Agrillo. The canoe made for 
the bank, gliding up alongside the 
sand bar. Kermac jumped out, grab
bing the prow of the canoe and pull
ing it up on the sand bar. Agrillo 
waded to shore, helping to shove the 
boat up.

Unger got out slowly, walking with 
shoulders slumped and faee pale. He 
had recovered his strength, but he 
found walking, at first, a little un
certain. He made his way slowly 
to the bank and sat down.

Kermac covered the canoe with 
brush while Agrillo carried what few 
supplies remained to the shore and 
into the dense foliage. The Indian 
cleared a small space for a camp.

UNGER walked into the small 
clearing as Kermac came up 

from the sand bar.
“ Agrillo,” Kermac said, "you stay 

here with the canoe. Unger and I 
are going to tak^a look at the clear
ing where Sprague was killed.” 

Unger turned on Kermac savagely, 
his eyes flashing hatred and fear.

“ The clearing?” he cried. "My God, 
man, you’re crazy. That place isn’t 
human. Confound it, we won’t live 
five seconds— ”

"There isn’t any place along this 
river that will be human for us,” 
Kermac replied quietly. “We can 
hide the canoe and this camp for one 
or two days, possibly, but after that 
our lives won't be worth a nickel.” 

A smile twisted Unger’s thin lips. 
His face drew up with a look that 
was both malicious and greedy. His 
eyes narrowed slightly.

"Now that we are here, Kermac,” 
he said coldly, “we might as well 
start calling a spade a spade. All 
this hokum about your being a Se
cret Service man doesn’t convince me 
that you came up here for anything 
but those diamonds. I came with you
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T here, bones bleached white, lay a grim  skeleton !

because the Green Spider would have 
killed me in Cuidad Bolivia—he 
would have followed me to the end 
o f the earth. Why he would isn't 
important now—”

“ I came here, Unger,” Kcrmac ad
mitted, ‘ ‘to get those diamonds. I 
want them for two reasons. The first 
is the more important. The Green 
Spider wants them and the minute 
we start after them, we are going to 
come face to face with his natives.

It is quite probable that the Indians 
will kill us since they are hundreds 
and we are only two. But we have 
a chance—remote, I admit—and I am 
taking that chance I

“The second reason why I want 
those diamonds is that one half of 
them belong to Sprague, and his fam* 
ily is destitute. The other half will 
be yours.”

Unger laughed coldly.
“ And you think,” he sneered, “ that
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I believe all that and that I will lead 
you to the diamonds? After you get 
them you will kill me just as the 
Green Spider would. I'm no fool.” 

Kermac’s face remained expression
less, as if he had not heard Unger’s 
words. His eyes looked at the quiv
ering man without either hatred or 
friendship in them.

“ You are going to the clearing with 
me, Unger,” he said calmly. "I don’t 
give a hoot what you think. You are 
taking me to those diamonds—and 
you are going to prove to me that 
your story about the death of 
Sprague is true.”

A look of animal cunning came to 
Unger’s eyes. A cold, sneering smile 
came to his lips.

"You think I murdered Sprague,” 
he said hoarsely. “You are a fool. I 
will go to the clearing with you. You 
will see the death that comes from 
the bushes. It will strike you—but 
not me. I will go with you.”

Agrillo sidled up to Kermac, his 
face worried.

‘‘Padrao," he said to Kermac, “you 
no come back from clearing alive.” 

“This boat and what supplies we 
have, Agrillo,” Kermac said, ‘ ‘are too 
important to leave alone. You watch 
them. We will be back.”

Agrillo shook his head, started to 
say something, but Bhrugged and 
walked away.

CHAPTER III
The Enemy Strikes.'

KERMAC moved, 
on hands and knees, 
through the matted 
green foliage of the 
jungle, his right 
hand reaching out 
to push the vines 
and brush away. 
His face was bleed

ing and his flesh torn by the vines 
and grass and brush.

Ahead of him, a few feet, Unger

crawled, his face and body bruised 
and bloody from the same jungle 
foliage. Unger moved forward slowly, 
desperately, never so much as stop
ping or looking around. He brushed 
the jungle growth from in front of 
him savagely, with only a muttered 
oath now and then to break the eerie 
silence.

OVERHEAD, hidden from the earth 
by the branches of the trees that 

intertwined themselves into a roof of 
green, the sun was slowly falling be
low the western rim of the jungle. 
It left only a shadowy light of 
purple grey, which did not penetrate 
through the trees overhead to where 
Kermac and Unger were moving like 
animals over the ground.

Suddenly Unger stopped, drew 
himself up to a standing position. 
Kermac crawled up to him, jumping 
to his feet.

“There it is,” Unger said quietly. 
“ Sprague was killed in that shack 
and I guess his body is still there.” 

Kermac stared out at the small 
clearing, already half reclaimed by 
the jungle grass and brush that had 
grown up around a shack that stood 
in its center. Some forty feet from 
the shack was the river, a narrow, 
shallow stream, with its banks dug 
up and the dredging platforms still 
standing, just as Sprague and Unger’s 
crew of workers had left it.

Kermac walked out of the jungle 
and onto the clearing, heading direct
ly for the shack. Unger followed 
after him, keeping close to his heels. 
At the door of the shack, Kermac 
pushed the vines and the brush that 
had grown over it away. Then his 
body stiffened and his jaws clicked 
shut at what he saw.

He was looking at a bunk against 
the far wall. On it, covered by moldy 
blankets, lay a skeleton, the bones 
bleached white by the humid heat 
of the jungle. It lay crossways on 
the bed, the bones of the legs drawn
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up, showing that the man had died 
in a struggle.

Kermac took a step inside the 
shack. There was a movement be
hind him, a slight shuffling of feet. 
He swerved and saw, for one brief 
second, the leering, sneering face of 
Unger. Then something crashed 
against his head—a sickening, para
lysing blow that sent him staggering 
over into the shack, his body falling 
over the bleached bones of the skele
ton on the bunk.

He was on his feet in a flash, his 
head swimming crazily and a nause
ating feeling at the pit of his stom
ach. He leaped for the door.

Across the clearing, near the river, 
he saw the darting, running Unger 
disappear into the jungle. Kermac 
dashed out of the shack, racing after 
him—but before he got ten yards, he 
made a headlong dive for a bush, 
landing under it on his head and 
shoulders.

From out of the forest, to the left 
of him, two Indians came running on 
the clearing!

KERMAC lay under the cover of 
the bush, his body hugging the 

ground. In his right hand his auto
matic was ready for use. The In
dians, running in crouching positions, 
crossed the clearing and entered the 
jungle like darting animals.

For a full minute Kermac remained 
under the bush: then he crawled to 
his hands and knees. The clearing 
was deserted. The twilight was fast 
fading into darkness. Kermac was on 
his feet, darting for the spot where 
Unger had disappeared.

He stopped suddenly, every muscle 
in his body stiffening. From some
where out of the jungle came a pierc
ing, wailing scream that rose to an 
insane pitch, dying away in a muf
fled groan.

Hardly had it faded away before 
two Indians rose from the tangled 
grass of the clearing, rushing on Ker

mac with leaping bounds. The Ameri
can’s gun roared, the spitting, jagged 
flashes of flame cutting through the 
gathering darkness. One of the In
dians reared backward, remained in 
that position for a second and then 
crumpled to the ground.

Kermac was across the clearing, 
plunging into the jungle. A spear 
came through the air at him, zipping 
past his head with a whining moan, 
losing itself in the green foliage. 
With a crash he broke through the 
jungle netting, landing in a mass of 
liana vines that hung down from the 
trees.

HE tore himself away from this net, 
crawling to the ground. Strik

ing viciously with his right and left, 
he knocked the dense undergrowth 
away as he crawled in the direction 
the scream had come. Only silence, 
grim and sinister, greeted him; then 
somewhere in the vast desolation of 
the jungle a twig snapped to break 
this stillness. It was only a vague, 
indistinct sound; yet to Kermac it 
grated horribly, an ominous warning 
that death still lurked at his side.

Crawling and creeping, fighting 
frantically against the undergrowth 
in a darkness that was fast becoming 
stygian, he worked his way to a nar
row trail that led into the mysterious 
region beyond the clearing. The 
shifting light of the coming night 
broke through the tree tops and cov
ered the path with a blue haze. 
Through it he could see the soggy 
earth where bare feet had slopped 
through the mud.

With the coming of the night the 
piume flies swarmed over his blood- 
soaked body, biting into his wounds 
with a viciousness that, for a while, 
threatened to drive him insane. Mos
quitoes came in thousands to aid in 
the work of the piume flies.

The coat and shirt had been torn 
from Kermac's back; even his white 
trousers were mere strips of blood-
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soaked cloth. Every part of his body 
was covered with scratches and 
bruises from the vines and the im
penetrable underbrush through which 
he had fought his way.

He rose to his feet, arms swinging 
wildly to chase the insects away. He 
started down the path, away from the 
clearing. He walked rapidly, head 
and shoulders leaning forward. His 
head still ached from the blow; at 
times he felt dizzy.

AROUND him was a dreary, omin
ous silence, more terrifying than 

the yells of a hundred Indians. Ker- 
mac knew that eyes were watching 
him—small black beady eyes of the 
strange Indians. With chilling clarity 
he realized that the stories told by the 
natives who had escaped the Green 
Spider death were all too true. Death 
had leaped indeed from the bushes.

A grim, bitter smile came to his 
face when he thought of Unger’s 
warning back at the canoe. Unger 
had come with him, knowing what 
to expect. He had said that death 
would strike Kcrmac but not him. 
Kermac had half expected the attack 
from Unger, but had not believed it 
would come with such speed and 
viciousness.

Unger’s natural greed had dictated 
that move. He wanted the diamonds 
for himself and was willing to chance 
death to get them. That partly ex
plained the attack; yet Kermac felt 
certain that, behind all this, there 
was some strange relation between 
Unger and the Green Spider.

The path widened while darkness 
fell rapidly. Kermac was now walk
ing through a haze of gathering 
black, able to see only dimly the 
trees at his right and left. He had 
no idea where this trail led, except 
that from somewhere in this direc
tion had come the scream of death 
when the Indians had come out of 
the bush at him.

Then he stopped suddenly. The

automatic came up in his right hand, 
Ahead, along the path, the darkness 
moved. A crouching figure had 
darted into the jungle. Kermac re
mained standing in the center of the 
path, every muscle tense and every 
nerve taut.

The darkness ahead of him did not 
move again. He started for the spot 
where the form had disappeared, his 
gun ready to spit fire. He walked 
slowly now, his eyes trying to pierce 
the deep mist ahead of him.

Above him a limb of a tree moved 
qucerly, with a sharp, snapping 
sound. There was a whish of air. 
Then another snapping sounded, end
ing in a hiss.

These three sounds came to Ker
mac in the space of a second. He 
had no time to stop; not even a 
chance to turn his head in the direc
tion of the noises.

For out of the darkness came an 
inhuman power to grip him around 
the body, pinning his arms to his 
body. He was jerked up into the 
air as if he were a mere feather.

Five, ten f^et up he was pulled, 
dangling like a sack of flour. Higher 
he went; suddenly the upward move
ment stopped, and he hung sus
pended in the stifling, suffocating air, 
barely able to catch his breath be
cause of the crushing power grip
ping his body.

CHAPTER IV
The Web of the Spider

KERMAC realized 
quickly what had 
happened. Walking 
over th e  jungle 
path, his head and 
shoulders hunched 
o v e r ,  he h a d  
stepped into a na
tive death t r ap,  

which, had it not been for the posi
tion of his head and shoulders, would 
have torn his head off.
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A tall tree, the toughest wood of 
the jungle, had been bent over to the 
ground, with a pissaba rope curled 
into a noose. Through this noose he 
had shoved his head and shoulders 
before his foot had set off the trap 
that caused the tree to snap with 
the speed of lightning, taking his 
body up with it.

The matter of several inches had 
caused the noose to catch him around 
the shoulders and arms instead of 
around the neck where the sharp 
rope would have severed his head. 
Even now the rope was cutting 
through the flesh of his arms as he 
hung helplessly in the air, fifteen 
feet from the ground, unable to move 
either of his arms. Desperately he 
kicked his legs. This did nothing 
more than cause his body to swing 
around as the rope cut into his flesh, 
tightening every second in its death 
gr»P-

Sweat broke out on his forehead 
and face from the pain of the cut
ting rope. His right hand worked 
itself around until it slipped the 
knife from his belt. Slowly he bent 
his hand and wrist upward, but half
way to the rope the hand stopped, 
unable to go another inch higher. 
And after trying several times to 
raise the knife to the rope, Kermac 
let his hand drop helplessly.

HE started kicking again. In the 
darkness he could see the trunk 

of a tree near him. The kicking start
ed him swaying back and forth. He 
kicked harder. His body was now 
swinging. His foot kicked against 
some brush, sending him away from 
it in a long, swinging arc.

He came back through the air, 
crashing against the trunk of the 
tree. His legs went around the tree, 
pulling his body tight against it; 
then slowly he worked himself up, 
the rope loosening above him. He 
twisted his shoulders, every move
ment sending stabbing pains through

his head and neck and down his arms.
His hand, holding the knife, went 

up again. This time it got to the 
rope and he sawed it frantically. The 
tough fibre resisted the knife, but at 
last the blade ripped through it and 
his arms were free. He threw them 
around the trunk of the tree and 
started sliding down to the earth.

THE grim, eerie stillness still per
vaded the forest. It was unreal, un

natural ; yet Kermac knew, as he had 
known when he and Unger first 
stepped into the clearing and sensed 
the unbroken silence that hung over 
it, that it was caused by the fact that 
human beings lurked in the bushes. 
Their presence chased the jungle life 
away, stilling all the usual noises.

In the darkness below him, Ker
mac knew that human eyes had 
watched him; had seen him step into 
the death trap that had jerked his 
body up. But as he slid down the 
tree, no form of life moved in the 
desolation of the jungle. No sound 
came to break the dreariness of the 
unearthly silence.

His feet hit the ground. His arms 
were still numbed from the cutting 
pains that shot through them, though 
he could move them freely. He 
stepped back from the path, his right 
hand gripping the automatic.

And then the jungle moved and 
came to life, noiselessly, viciously, 
swiftly. At first the darkness seemed 
to roll up and move toward him in 
a wave of black. The wave broke 
into short, crouching men and then 
swept up to Kermac with the fury 
of a tidal wave.

He stepped back, lurched out with 
his right hand. His knife sank into 
human flesh. There was a muffled 
groan. Then the wave of human 
bodies hit him. sending him to the 
ground under a mass of sweating, 
snarling bodies.

He struggled feebly, but his arms 
and legs were firmly pinned to the
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earth. There were excited jabberings 
going on over him. For some time 
he lay there, his arms and legs held 
to the ground, preventing him from 
moving any part of his body. The 
conversation continued; then at 
length this stopped and he was 
picked up.

His wrists and ankles were tied. 
Four natives carried him along the 
jungle path. There was no talking 
now.

HOW long Kermac was carried 
through the jungle he had no 

way of knowing. To him it seemed 
ages. The numbness had left his 
body and every part of it ached; 
with the aches were the sharp, shoot
ing pains from the torn muscles of 
his arms where the death trap rope 
had cut into them. And to add to 
these pains came the swarm of in
sects to feed on his body.

The procession left the jungle, 
marched up on higher ground, across 
an open stretch of waist-high jungle 
grass. There was no path here and 
the grass cut his face and lashed 
against the open wounds in his body. 
From the tall grass they entered a 
forest. The moon was up by this 
time, flooding the night with a sil
very glow.

The forest seemed cool. There 
were giant trees and under them no 
underbrush grew. For over an hour 
he was carried through the forest and 
then suddenly the procession came 
to the shore of a large lake. In the 
soft moonlight the waters looked 
blue and clear, like glistening glass, 
without a ripple or any movement.

The procession stopped only a mo
ment at the shore of the great lake. 
Tied to the bank were a number of 
shallow, native canoes, hewn out of 
the logs of luria trees—long, narrow 
boats built for speed.

Kermac was thrown in the bottom 
of one of them. From where he lay 
he could see the strange-looking In

dians crawling into the other canoes. 
There were more than twenty of 
them, all powerful of body, with 
huge shoulders and strong, broad 
backs.

They moved swiftly, without any 
conversation or wasted movement. 
The fleet of shallow canoes swung out 
into the blue water of the lake, cut
ting across the surface like long 
sharp knives, sending a spray of 
water up around each of them.

Kermac twisted and squirmed at 
the bottom of the canoe, but the rope 
around his wrists and ankles held 
tightly. After a time he ceased his 
futile efforts and lay still, his mind 
trying to grasp the events of the 
night which had happened with such 
startling rapidity.

SUDDENLY the canoes slowed 
down. The paddlers straightened 

up, letting the boats coast over the 
water. They hit a bank with a quiv
ering thud. The Indians leaped out, 
pulling the craft up on a bank.

Four of them lifted Kermac from 
his boat and carried him up on the 
bank. Here the pissaba rope around 
his ankles was cut, a cloth was tied 
around his eyes; and, blindfolded, he 
was marched ahead of the Indians, 
with the points of sharp spears in 
his back.

He was conscious of walking over 
sharp rocks and then down stone 
steps. An Indian went ahead, guid
ing him. He was taken through a 
door. A bright light struck the cloth 
over his eyes, seeping through a lit
tle. He was shoved forward for a 
few feet; then brought to an abrupt 
stop.

The cloth was torn from his eyes. 
A brilliant light blinded him for a 
moment. He blinked helplessly, try
ing to adjust his eyes to the new 
light. Finally forms began to take 
shape and then he was staring at the 
face of a white man seated behind a 
large table.
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The face was hideous in the yel
low-grey of the skin; it looked like 
the face of a dead man. The features 
were heavy, the face long, coming 
to a sharp point at the chin. The 
man’s eyes were colorless, the eyes of 
a staring corpse. His face was ex
pressionless as he looked at Kermac. 
The lips were a blood red, as if they 
had been painted.

His huge body was slumped over, 
elbows resting on a blackwood table. 
It was a gorgeous, hand-carved piece 
of furniture, such as one would ex
pect had come out of medieval Italy.

“ I must admit, Kermac,”  the man 
said in a hollow, lifeless voice, “ that 
you are exceedingly adroit at walk
ing in and out of death traps and 
remaining alive.”

“ I've been darn successful so far,” 
Kermac retorted with a grim smile.

The man shrugged, without any 
form of expression coming to his 
grey face or his colorless eyes.

"You got out of the trap set for 
you on the Orinoco River,” he con
tinued. “ Frankly, I didn’t expect 
that. A very deadly trap, the pis- 
saba rope and the luira tree. You 
are the first human being that ever 
escaped its almost certain death—”

HE smiled, a peculiar twisting of 
the facial muscles forming such a 

grimace as one would expect to see 
on the face of a corpse.

“ As for Unger, he acted a little too 
hastily,” he said. “ But—to get back 
to yourself. You are a man to be 
admired. I have heard of you and 
when I learned that you were in 
Cuidad Bolivia to investigate the 
death of Sprague—and to try to cap
ture the Green Spider—I was inter
ested. I always prefer a clever, 
courageous adversary. For over a 
year I have killed only the stupid 
diamond hunters who have come into 
my territory. Like killing sheep, it 
was uninteresting—boring.”

Kcrmac’s eyes flashed and hi6 lips

went tightly together as if strug
gling to hold back a sudden emotion 
of fury that had come over him.

“ If you didn’t give the others any 
more chance than you gave Sprague,” 
he retorted, “ I would say that such 
slaughter could hardly be interest- 
ing.

The man shrugged. He rose slowly 
to hiB feet, his huge, bony body tow
ering high over the table. He waved 
his arm around the room.

^ D U T  very profitable,” he said. “ I
-U  have amassed a great fortune. 

Let me show you something of the 
treasures hidden in this room.”

Kermac followed the arm with his 
eyes, and for the first time got a 
look at the room he had been led 
into. It was large, with chalk-white 
stone walls, indicating that it was 
either underground or carved out of 
a cliff of limestone. On the walls 
were beautiful paintings and gor
geous silk hangings.

The floor was covered with a deep 
red Oriental rug, one that must have 
cost a small fortune. The furniture 
was massive, luxurious, chosen with 
excellent taste. Along one side of 
the room was a large cabinet with 
many drawers in it. The man walked 
over to this cabinet, motioning Ker
mac to follow.

Behind Kermac stood eight or ten 
of the Indians who had brought him 
in the room. Kermac stared at them 
in amazement. It was the first time 
he had seen them in the light. Their 
bodies were tall, arms abnormally 
long, and shoulders broad and pow
erful. Their faces were ghastly in 
their hideousness—long, distorted 
faces, with beady eyes and the fea
tures of gorillas.

The white man opened several 
doors of the cabinet. Reaching in 
them, he extracted handfuls of gold, 
some in nuggets and the rest in dust.

“ For twenty years,” he explained 
in his hollow, lifeless voice, “ I was
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a white trader, suffering the hard
ships of the jungle and profiting but 
little. Then it struck me that I had 
been a fool. Wealth is not achieved 
with the hands, toiling for it. It 
is gotten by brains.

'‘Look at the men behind you. 
Strange-looking Indians, abnormal 
creatures according to our white 
standards; yet those men had what 
I needed for success. In those bodies 
is a strength that can strike death 
with a speed quicker than the eye. 
One twist of those long arms and a 
man’s neck is easily broken.

"I became their chief through 
tricks that are elementary and simple 
to the white man. With them I have 
plundered and robbed the Sierra Tus- 
comnia country. I have allowed the 
white traders to come up and find 
gold, and the diamond hunters to 
come and get diamonds. Then I have 
struck. Already there is a great for
tune in these drawers. In five years 
it will be fabulous and then I am 
through.”

Kermac looked at the strange man, 
at the ashen grey face and the dis
torted features. Then he looked at 
the Indians that stood near him.

“ And now, Kermac,” the white man 
said, “you are going to discover the 
little joke of the Green Spider. All 
those whom I have brought here to 
rob have discovered the secret.”

CHAPTER V
The Pit of Bones

POWERFUL arms, 
arms that moved 
with inhuman speed 
and strength, took 
Kermac’s w r i s t s  
and pulled them be
hind him. He was 
fairly carried out 
of the room by the 

Indians, through a long stone corri
dor and into a large room, barren of 
any furniture.

Here other Indiana were waiting. 
Three of them were prying up a 
great rock in the floor. One of these 
Indians, slightly smaller in body than 
the others, was lifting the huge rock 
by his own strength.

A rope was tied under Kermac’s 
arms and he was pushed over to the 
hole where the heavy rock had been 
removed. He brushed against the 
Indian. Something cold touched his 
hand. His fingers closed around a 
knife. He looked up quickly.

Standing at his side, his face dis
torted into a likeness of the other 
faces around him was Agrillo!

KERMAC got one fleeting look at 
the face of his friend; then his 

body hurled into the hole. At first he 
plunged headfirst into a sickly, yel
low light. He went down in this 
manner several feet when the rope 
tightened around his body and he 
was lowered more slowly into the 
yellow pit below him.

He hit the stone floor in a sprawl
ing heap, 09 his hands and knees. 
The rope was thrown down with his 
body. He got to his feet. The yel
low light was coming from two ta
pers stuck in the sides of the stone 
wall. Kermac looked up. The hole 
was thirty feet above him, with no 
remote chance of his ever crawling 
up to the opening.

He looked around the pit, a shud
der going through his body. It was 
filled with human bones, skulls, arms 
and legs. Several of the skeletons 
were intact, lying in huddled posi
tions. The air was heavy and putrid 
from the carnage that had taken 
place in the yellow pit.

The bones told Kermac the grim, 
silent story of where the many white 
men captured by the Green Spider 
had met their death.

He looked up again at the gaping 
hole far above him. A shadow moved 
over it and then the ashen-grey face 
of the strange white man peered
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down at him, the features distorted 
with an insane hatred.

“So you came to destroy the Green 
Spider,” the man sneered. You are 
a fool, Kermac—a stupid fool. I 
knew you were coming when you 
landed at Cuidad Bolivia. I set a 
trap for you, a trap that brought you 
here where no man has ever escaped 
alive. Fool—fool—”

The man’s words died away in a 
weird laugh. Something dark came 
dangling down the hole. Kermac 
caught his breath. It was a spider, 
and as it came nearer, he saw that 
it was green.

The Green Turkiti! The most vir
ulent of all jungle insects, found in 
the Sierra Tuscomnia district. A 
cross between a spider and a scor
pion more deadly than the latter, its 
bite bringing instant death. It was 
an eight-legged insect, differing from 
the more common jungle spiders in 
that it had an elongated tail, at the 
end of which was a poison-laden sac. 
With deadly speed, this tail came 
under the body, striking out in front 
of the animal’s head when it dealt 
death to its victims.

Kermac knew this creature of 
death well. He had made a study of 
the insect life of the jungle. He 
knew where the poison sac was and 
how death would strike him—but 
knowing that was little help to him 
now.

LOWER and lower came the crea
ture of death. Kermac's fingers 

closed around the knife Agrillo had 
slipped into his hands. A smile came 
momentarily to his lips when he 
thought of the faithful Indian. He 
had sneaked away from the camp 
when Kermac and Unger left, know
ing that Kermac would face death.

How he had got into the mysteri
ous stronghold of the Green Spider 
was a mystery to Kermac, but it 
made little difference. He had done 
his best. But the knife he had

slipped to his padiao was little help 
against the sting of the Turkiti.

Kermac looked down at the bones 
of the men that had gone before him 
in the yellow pit of hell. Each of 
them had stood as he was, looking 
up at the leering face of the strange 
white man, with the green messenger 
of death being lowered at him. The 
only consolation in it all was the 
fact that death would be instantane
ous when the Turkiti struck.

IT was only two feet from Kermac’* 
body. He knew the futility of 

running. The Turkiti would be on 
him in a flash, no matter where he 
was in the pit; so he remained stand
ing under the hole, with the Turkiti 
descending on his head, being let 
down into the pit by a silken cord.

The Yank’s lean face was hard and 
tense; yet in his steel grey eyes came 
no fear. He had come to the strong
hold of the Green Spider with hia 
eyes wide open and he was ready to 
take the consequences.

A cold, bitter smile came to his 
face. He was thinking of Unger. 
The Turkiti was within inches of 
his head now.

“ You fool,” the man at the hole 
screamed, "that is a Turkiti. It is 
death when it strikes. Why do you 
Btand there, gazing up like an idiot? 
Why don’t you cringe and run like 
the others did? Fool! You will be 
dead in a minute.”

Kermac laughed harshly, bitterly. 
“That’s one pleasure you’ll never 

have,” he taunted. “ Seeing me run.” 
The man stood up, letting the silk 

cord down slowly.
It was within an inch of Kermac’9 

head, bearing a grotesque, hideous 
creature of death.

Kermac’s eyes turned up to the 
Turkiti, stared at it in amazement 
for a moment. Then his body stif
fened and his fingers closed around 
the handle of the knife in his hand. 
From above came a mocking laugh,



30 THRILLING ADVENTURES

but Kertnac continued to stare at the 
green Turkiti, every muscle in his 
face set, his eyes cold and hard.

The hand that held the silk cord 
let it drop. The green creature came 
falling through the air at Kermac. It 
landed on the side of his face and 
in the next second Kermac's body 
went to the floor of the pit, a grov
eling, struggling mass of human 
flesh. From overhead came another 
mocking, shrill laugh before the 
great rock was thrown back in place 
with a heavy thud.

Kermac remained on the floor, but 
his body stopped groveling. A min
ute passed and yet he did not move. 
From the wall, directly in front of 
him, came a dull, thumping sound, 
vague and indistinct, as if it came 
from far off.

The thumping caused Kermac to 
move slightly. The Turkiti had fallen 
from the side of his head and lay 
on the floor on its back. The thump
ing on the rock continued. With a 
leap Kermac came to life, springing 
to his feet, the knife Agrillo had 
given him gripped tightly in h i3  right 
hand.

He looked at the rock covering the 
hole, making sure that the aperture 
was covered. Then he looked down 
at the green Turkiti, smiled grimly, 
and kicked it to one side.

The green creature of death was 
dead!

TT had been dead when the man over-
head had let it down into the 

pit. Kermac had seen that much as 
he had stared up at the insect, but he 
knew that the weird white man, let
ting it down into the pit, did not 
know that. So he had fallen to the 
floor, to prevent the human killer 
from knowing that the bite of the 
.Turkiti had not been fatal.

The pounding on the rock con
tinued. With a leap Kermac was 
over at the wall, not wasting any 
time trying to figure out how it hap

pened the Turkiti was dead. It was 
obvious that the thumping was a sig
nal. He examined the wall.

The outlines of loose rock could 
be seen in the yellow, flickering light, 
a light that made the bleached hu
man bones lying on the floor glisten 
weirdly.

THE knife in Kermac's hand went 
around the edges of the rock, cut

ting the dirt out. He tried to pry the 
rock loose, but his knife made little 
impression. The air in the pit was 
fast becoming suffocating, lacking 
any inflow of oxygen. The air was 
stifling him and his head was swim
ming crazily.

The wounds in his arms, made by 
the ropes of the death trap, were 
burning and stinging; yet he worked 
on frantically, pulling and tugging 
at the loose rock, working his knife 
as deep in the crack as it would go.

The rock moved, came out an inch 
from the prying of the knife. Ker
mac's fingers clutched at the inch of 
exposed sides. The rock came out 
further. Kerolac got a firmer grip; 
and then with a scraping, sliding roar 
the big rock fell out of the wall 
on the floor.

A yawning hole of black was ex
posed, a hole just big enough for 
Kermac’s body to go through. His 
head and shoulders went into the 
gap, his body squirming like that of 
a great snake.

A gust of fresh air hit his face. 
On through the dark hole he crawled, 
through blackness so intense that he 
could see nothing. He came abruptly 
to the end of the passageway through 
the wall, his head and shoulders 
plunging down, carrying his body 
with them.

On through the void he fell, legs 
and arms dangling wildly. He hit 
something hard, the force of the jar 
sending his senses haywire again. 
But they came back to him in a flash 
and he rolled over on his back, star-
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ing into an impenetrable wall of
darkness.

Something moved at his side. He 
was on his feet with a spring, the 
knife going back, ready for instant 
use.

“Padrao " came from that darkness 
softly, in a whispered voice.

“ Agrillo!” Kermac laughed with 
relief. “What in blazes are you do
ing in this hole? I thought you 
were upstairs—or, anyway, guarding 
the canoe!”

From the darkness came a good 
natured chuckle from the Indian.

“Padrao,”  he answered, “ you no 
safe without Agrillo. I hide canoe 
far in the jungle when you and 
white man leave. I follow you to 
clearing. See strange Indians. Know 
they try to capture you. Follow 
them to this island ahead of you. I 
twist face like jaguars. My big 
shoulders and body help.”

“ And you killed the Turkiti the 
Green Spider let down on me,” Ker
mac cut in. "And how did you get 
down here?”

“ Green Turkiti dies when it bites,’* 
Agrillo explained. "It bites anything 
when frightened. I in room with 
Green Spider and see Turkiti. I let 
it bite at piece of stick. It no die at 
once. The Green Spider no know this 
when he let Turkiti down hole. Turk
iti die when coming down.

“White man named von Durkin,” 
Agrillo continued excitedly. “ I know 
him long ago. Bad trader that kill 
Indians. He Green Spider now and 
kill white men. We on island center 
of Lake of Blue. Von Durkin have 
island guarded by many savages and 
death traps. We have no chance to 
escape—’’

A LL RIGHT, all right,” Kermac 
snapped back. “ Von Durkin 

thinks I am dead and that will give 
us a small break—”

His words were cut short by a 
piercing scream of pain and death;

the same scream he had heard in the 
jungle! It ended with a wailing, 
“ God, don’t!”

With a muttered oath, Kermac 
swerved and dashed through the 
darkness toward the tortured scream, 
with Agrillo close on his heels.

CHAPTER VI
The Secret Never Told

KERMAC ran as 
fast as he could 
through the wall of 
black, hands in 
front to protect 
himself from col
liding against a 
wall. His feet trip
ped over a rock 

and he went to the floor. Far above 
came the piercing scream again, this 
time weaker, ending in a muffled 
groan.

Agrillo yelled something about 
steps. Kermac was up, feeling his 
way carefully, his feet touching an
cient stone steps. From far over
head came the shrill, piercing yell of 
Indians.

The yells echoed and re-echoed 
weirdly through the underground 
room of stone.

Kermac went up the stone stairs 
three at a time. He finally landed 
in a wide corridor dimly lighted by 
burning tapers stuck in the walls. 
Agrillo was at his side.

The two men raced through the 
smoky, yellow darkness. Kermac's 
eyes took in the walls. They were of 
stone, black and mouldy with age. 
The floor was stone, worn down by 
the tread of countless feet through
out the ages.

On the walls were strange carved 
figures, animals and serpents and, in 
one place a row of women’s heads. 
Kermac knew that he was under
ground, in some form of cave on the 
island; yet the carvings on the stone 
and the beaten floor told him this
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cave had been used for untold cen
turies. It puzzled him completely.

The rooms were far enough under
ground to be hidden from the sight 
of anyone coming to the lake. It 
explained the secret of the Green 
Spider’s hiding place, but the walls 
and everything about the place were 
utterly foreign to any tribe of South 
American Indians Kermac had ever 
known.

He came to the end of the long 
passageway. His body went side- 
wise, flattening itself against the 
wall. Agrillo did likewise, keeping 
close beside Kermac.

Around a sharp turn in the corri
dor, two Indians came, walking in 
crouching positions, faces twisted 
weirdly. They were inhuman look
ing men, with bodies and arms more 
like those of gorillas than human 
beings. They went through a low 
opening in the wall.

The piercing scream had come from 
that opening!

With a leap Kermac was dashing 
for the gap. The knife gleamed in 
his hand. He ducked under the over
hanging wall, going through the 
opening like a bullet.

He heard Agrillo at his side; and 
behind them, out in the passageway, 
men were jabbering and running 
back and forth. The opening was 
about ten feet long. Kermac cov
ered that distance in a second, 
plunging out into a large, low ceil- 
inged room, lighted with the same 
ghastly yellow lights as the passage
way.

For one brief moment Kermac’s 
body stiffened and the muscles 
around his mouth contracted in thin 
lines.

IN the center of the room suspended 
by ropes from the ceiling, was the 

bent and contorted body of Philip 
Unger. Cords pulled his head and 
legs back. And above his head, 
.within a few inches, hung a long,

silk cord, at the end of which was 
a green Turkiti!

Two Indians with spears were 
swinging Unger back and forth, using 
their long weapons to propel him. 
And as Unger went through the air, 
he came closer and closer, at each 
swing, to the green creature of death 
which hung there with its manifold 
legs moving and its head forward, 
as if it were struggling to bite into 
the human flesh that came so near it.

A pitiful scream burst from Un
ger.

"God, I ’ll talk,” he moaned. "Tell 
von Durkin I ’ll talk. But—but—got 
that thing away from me. God, get— 
it—oh, God—” HiB words ended in a 
wailing, blood-curdling scream.

THE two Indians that had entered 
the room started to walk up to Un

ger. Kermac stood with body tense, 
nerves taut. His eyes went over the 
Indians. Then with knife in right 
hand, Kermac plunged for them.

They heard his feet, swerved. Ker
mac collided with one. There was a 
ripping of fltsh as his knife went 
into the man’s body. The Indian 
sank to the floor with a groan.

Kermac swung on the other one, 
but before he could bring his knife 
up, the two powerful arms closed 
around his neck, bending it back 
with the power of a great steel vise.

Kermac let his body relax com
pletely. It slumped down, and the 
powerful arm, forced to hold it up, 
stopped for the moment the back
ward twist of his neck, which would 
have ended in a broken vertebrae. 
Then Kermac whirled to the right, 
brought his knee up into the groin 
of the Indian!

The savage groaned like a wolf 
snarling, and closed his powerful arm 
around Kermac’s neck again. But 
with the speed of a tiger, Kermac 
twisted around, bringing the knife 
up, the blade ripping under the 
heart of the savage. The man stif
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fened, quivered and then plunged 
face forward.

Something crashed against the 
Yank’s side, sending him staggering 
against the wall, the knife falling 
from his hand. He hit the stone, 
bounded away from it with a spring. 
He saw Agrillo struggling on the 
floor with one of the savages. And 
advancing toward Kermac was a 
fourth Indian, his face twitching with 
hate and his long arms reaching for
ward for his victim’s neck.

Kermac sidestepped, brought his 
right up in uppercut that raised the 
savage inches from the floor. But 
the man came down, a fighting, in
furiated beast of murder. His arms 
closed around Kermac’s waist, power
fully and swiftly.

Kermac brought his knee up 
against the man's jaw, knocking the 
head back and loosening the grip of 
the arms. An overhand right, catch
ing the savage flush on the mouth, 
caused blood to spurt over the face; 
but with a bellow of rage, the In
dian came in, head down, long arms 
swinging.

Kermac had no chance to reach 
for the knife that lay on the floor. 
He was rushed against the stone wall 
and pinned there with all the force 
of that powerful body. He landed 
right and left on the black head, 
causing the knees of the savage to 
buckle under him. But the Indian 
came on for more, struggling to get 
the death grip on Kermac’s neck.

Out in the passageway could be 
heard voices. Kermac fought desper
ately, hopelessly, knowing that the 
first sound of the fight to reach be
yond the opening into the hall would 
bring hundreds of savages into the 
room.

HE dropped to his knees, evading 
the long, swinging arms that had 

gone for his neck. He brought his 
fists up against the groin of the 
savage, putting every ounce of his

weight and strength behind the blow.
The man doubled up, grabbed his 

stomach and danced around like a 
crazy man. Kermac was on his feet, 
lunging forward, right shooting over 
in a blow that had started from his 
toes. It landed on the savage’s jaw 
with a loud smack. The man stopped 
dead, looked up at Kermac with 
stupid, glassy eyes and then rolled 
to the floor without even a groan.

KERMAC stood over him, swaying 
weakly back and forth. The savage 

quivered and then lay still. Kermac 
reached for his knife, grabbed it and 
threw himself in the direction of 
Agrillo. But Agrillo was standing 
up, looking down at the savage he 
had been fighting. This one’s face 
was turning a sickly purple. He had 
stopped breathing and around his 
throat were the imprints of Agrillo’s 
powerful fingers.

Overhead, Unger had stopped 
swinging and hung suspended from 
the ceiling, a foot away from the 
green Turkiti.

In an instant Kermac was on a 
large stone in the center of the room. 
While he cut the ropes that held the 
moaning man, Agrillo eased the body 
down to the floor.

Quick swipes of the knife severed 
the cords that pulled Unger’s head 
and legs back. The limbs straight
ened out slowly in a stiffening move
ment, the body twisting in a reflexive 
effort to get the blood circulating 
again. Unger’s eyes fluttered open, 
staring at Kermac in amazement. The 
parched lips moved, but no words 
came from them. The pale, bloodless 
face was drawn and haggard.

“Talk fast, Unger,” Kermac 
snapped. “ You know this place, and 
by this time you should know that 
von Durkin will kill you if you re
main here.”

A weak little smile came over the 
face of Unger.

“We might as well be in the mid-
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die of hell,” he said in a hoarse 
whisper. ‘‘We’d have as good a 
chance to get out alive. We are on 
an island in the middle of the Lake 
of Death. If we could get to the 
lake—which we can’t—we couldn’t 
swim ten feet in it. Treacherous un
dercurrents would pull our bodies 
down.

“ But we won't get to the lake. 
They will be on us in a minute and 
then it will be over. I was a fool. 
I thought I could play a game with 
von Durkin, but it’s like playing 
with the devil. Only von Durkin is 
a little more powerful and a little 
more brutal than any devil.”

"And the secret?” Kermac asked.
“ I was ready to tell when you 

came in,” Unger replied. “ But tell
ing him won’t save my life now.”

Kermac looked at the thin, weak 
face, smiled contemptuously, and 
shook his head. Unger's face became 
ghastly at the look.

“You are playing a game you can’t 
beat,’’ Kermac said. “ You played it 
in the clearing when you tried to 
kill me. You should know it by this 
time; von Durkin is only using 
you—”

“I know it—now,” Unger said 
hoarsely, “but it is too late.”

“ Where is von Durkin?” Kermac 
asked.

Unger laughed, a dry, lifeless 
sound that seemed to come from 
his stomach.

“W e’ll see him soon enough,” he 
replied, “and when we do—”

THERE was a piercing yell from 
the low opening into the room. A 

shadow passed in front of it. The 
yell was taken up by someone in the 
corridor, and suddenly the under
ground dungeons became alive with 
screaming, running savages. They 
came through the doorway, swiftly, 
wildly, for the two white men and 
Agrillo.

Agrillo had picked up a spear

from one of the dead Indians on the 
floor. Unger screamed pitifully. Ker
mac, with knife again in his hand, 
back to the stone wall of the 
room, with his two companions at his 
sides.

Slowly and relentlessly, forming an 
encircling line, the savages advanced 
on the three men with their backs 
to the wall. In the sickly yellow 
light the faces of the gorilla-like In
dians were ghastly in color—twisted, 
distorted faces of hate and lust.

UDDENLY the savages halted. 
From out in the corridor came the 

shrill, high-pitched voice of von Dur
kin, speaking rapidly in a laaguage 
Kermac could not understand. The 
savages, hearing the voice, dropped 
their spears to the floor and stood 
there, some twenty feet from the 
three men, as if waiting for some mys
terious thing to happen.

Kermac leaned forward. He con
sidered the advisability of starting 
the fight, knowing that waiting for 
death was a sure way to receive it.

Unger’s voide broke in on the eerie 
stillness, a gasping whisper.

“ God,” he said, “ they are not go
ing to kill us yet. They are—good 
God, the fiend—don’t let him— 
don’t—”

His words died in an anguished 
scream. Kermac swerved toward him, 
but as he did, there was a rumbling 
sound under him, a thundering roar. 
His body started to move upward. 
From the corner of his eyes he saw 
Unger going down into the earth.

Kermac gave a wild leap. The 
stone in the floor he had been stand
ing on was opening up. His leap 
carried him to the edge of the mov
ing stone.

He saw the distorted faces of the 
savages in front of him.

Then he went downward through 
darkness, with arms and legs dan
gling through what seemed to him 
endless space.
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CHAPTER VII
Underground Hell

FROM the pit of 
black below him, a 
growling, s a v a g e  
roar rose to meet 
Kermac as he fell 
h e a d l o n g .  Then 
there was a cold 
splash over his body 
and he was sinking 

under water. The long, powerful ten
tacles of some grim monster seemed 
to grab out and suck him under, 
whirling him around crazily. He 
came to the surface, still going 
around and around. Another body 
hit him. His right arm went out, 
encircling this person and drawing 
him close to him.

Then Kermac dived, forcing his 
body down through the insane, churn
ing water. As he did this, he real
ized what had happened. Von Dur
kin had let the three men down into 
a raging cenofe, an underground 
river of Central and South America 
—deadly, raging torrents that roared 
under the earth with the fury of a 
thousand beasts.

Down and down he sank, his body 
twisted and spinning around as if it 
were a mere straw. The man he was 
clutching at his side went around 
with him. Kermac's lungs were 
bursting for air. His head was dizzy. 
He could stand it only a moment 
longer.

Then suddenly he was out of the 
water. The force of the current threw 
him high above the surface; then its 
deadly tentacles of fury reached up 
to grasp him and draw him back into 
the roaring pit of underground hell 
that would carry him to death far 
below the earth.

But in that split second, with his 
eardrums almost bursting from the 
terrific din of surging water, Kermac 
drew on his last ounce of strength 
and threw himself to the right, car

rying the limp body in his arms with 
him. The current grabbed him, took 
him through the stygian darkness at 
a speed of better than a mile a min
ute.

For one brief second his body trav
eled at this rate. His ears rang craz
ily ; his senses seemed to be going 
around as fast as the whirlpool of 
water. His lunge had carried him 
far to the right. He hit a stone 
wall with a sickening crash, and then 
he was floating in still water, the 
deafening roar of the river still at 
his left.

He swam weakly away from the 
din until he came to a rock ledge. 
His legs touched bottom and he 
rested there, gasping for breath, with 
the person he had grabbed in the un
derground river lying at his side. It 
was too dark to see who it was, but 
Kermac knew by the feel of the thin 
body that it was Unger.

For a long time the Yank lay on 
the rock bottom, getting his strength 
back. His dive to the bottom, let
ting the whirlpool shoot him back 
above the surface, giving him a 
chance to throw himself out of the 
deadly current, had saved him from 
certain death in the fury of the river. 
His knowledge of the South Ameri
can underground rivers had told him 
the only hope to escape their death 
was to let them carry the body down 
and with the current, the very force 
of which might throw a person out 
in the pools of still water along the 
river’s side.

THAT was what had happened, but 
Kermac realized grimly that this 

offered little hope of life. He knew 
he was far underground, with no 
possible hope of getting out.

From the pitch black darkness 
came a faint cry.

"Padrao," Agrillo was calling, his 
voice almost completely drowned out 
by the roar of the river,

Kermac turned and swam in the
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direction of the sound, carrying 
Unger with him. He found Agrillo 
in the same pool, hanging on to a 
rock ledge.

“Quick,” Agrillo whispered hoarse
ly, “opening over us.”

Kcrmac looked up. Far overhead 
he could see the misty light of a 
moonlight night through a hole in 
the ground. His heart gave a leap. 
That hole was beyond the under
ground stronghold of von Durkin. It 
might still lead out to the island, 
but, free from the great cave, there 
was hope of escape.

Unger came to life with a stiffen
ing of his muscles in Kermac’s arms. 
He, too, saw the opening in the earth 
above them. The hope it offered re
vived his ebbing strength and cour
age and he stood up, staring at the 
avenue of escape.

Agrillo started up the steep, damp 
wall of rock. It went almost straight 
up, with only a few ledges and pro
truding rocks for footholds. Kermac 
followed, holding on to Unger’s hand.

Slowly and silently, with the grim
ness of death hovering over them, 
the three men worked their way up 
the slippery wall. Kermac held on to 
Agrillo's hand and Unger on to Ker
mac’s. One slip by any of the three 
and all would be hurled back into 
the river of death: the further up 
they went, the more certain it was 
that a fall would land them out into 
the current of the river.

AGRILLO climbed with the agility 
of an animal, but Unger slipped 

several times. After they had gone 
thirty feet, the moonlight flooding 
through the opening lighted up the 
wall.

Kermac saw that the last twenty 
feet offered little possible footing. 
Agrillo continued to work up, how
ever, his free hand gripping the 
stones and his bare feet digging into 
the thin ledges offered for footing. 

They got to within fifteen feet of

the top. Unger’s foot slipped and 
his body swung out into the dark
ness, pulling Kermac down with him. 
For one deadly second the three men 
hovered over the pit of raging hell. 
Kermac's body started to slip, but he 
held onto the swinging Unger.

Agrillo clung to the narrow rock 
ledge he had reached with the ten
acity of a steel cable. Unger swung 
out over the river once and then 
his feet came back to the wall, find
ing a footing.

THEN Agrillo started upward, si
lently and pulling the two men 

with him. Kermac clung to the slip
pery wall, working his way up even 
with Agrillo helping him. There was 
a fairly wide ledge six feet from the 
top. Kermac reached it, pulling 
Unger up alongside him.

“ You’ll get out first, Unger,” he 
said. “You’re the lightest and we 
can heave you up.”

Unger made no protest. Agrillo 
and Kermac pushed his body up the 
remaining six feet. Unger caught 
hold of a scrilf) that grew near the 
hole, pulling himself through the 
opening. Agrillo went next, being 
helped by Unger from above and 
Kermac from below; and then, with 
Agrillo leaning out of the opening, 
Unger holding his body, Kermac was 
raised through the last few feet.

He fell on the ground weakly. At 
a glance he saw that they were still 
on the island, at the extreme western 
end. The land, from where he lay, 
looked like a great boulder, dome 
shaped. And under it was the head
quarters of von Durkin.

Kermac raised himself to look 
across the island. On the south shore, 
the shallow dugout canoes were 
moored to the bank. He started to 
crawl toward them, with Agrillo and 
Unger close behind him. And then 
they saw, standing near the canoes, 
three savages, armed with machetes 
and spears.
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The three fugitives got across the 
dome shaped boulder and onto the 
stretch of earth between the rock 
and the shore. Kermac rose to his 
knees; muscles and nerves taut. It 
was thirty feet to the boats and the 
guards.

Crawling across the open space 
without being seen was, obviously, out 
of the question.

He motioned to Agrillo and Unger 
and then, with a spring, he was on 
his feet. He started for the three 
guards and the canoes, but as he did, 
savages rose to his right and left. 
Piercing screams cut the night. In
dians came out of the boulder like 
rats from a flooded hole, swinging 
their spears and closing in on the 
three racing men with the fury of 
beasts.

Kermac was sent to the ground 
from the force of the charge. He 
tried to raise up, to fight desperately. 
He saw Unger go down from a blow 
to the head with the flat side of a 
spear. Agrillo was fighting like a 
cornered jaguar. He sent three of the 
savages to the ground, but five others 
were on him.

All this Kermac saw from his 
prone position on the ground, through 
the squirming bodies over him. With 
a quick twist, he turned over, rising 
on his arms and knees, sending the 
savages on him to the ground.

He got to his feet. From the cor
ners of his eyes, he saw the body of 
Agrillo on the ground, limp and 
still.

A blow caught Kermac on the side 
of the head, from behind. It sent him 
staggering forward with his senses in 
a whirl.

HE fought back at the savages 
around him. Another blow caught 

him on the head. His knees buckled 
under him. He sank to the ground 
helplessly, consciousness leaving him 
in the sickening mist of total ob
livion.

CHAPTER V III
Torture Chamber

KERMAC regained 
consciousness with 
a feeling that he 
was soaked with 
perspiration. H e 
opened his e y e  s, 
saw a blur of shift
ing light; t h e n  
closed them, con

scious that every part of him ached 
and that he couldn’t move an arm or 
a leg.

From the midst of the blurry yel
low light came a mournful, inhuman 
chant. There was a shuffling of feet. 
Kermac’s brain cleared. He opened 
his eyes again. At first all he could 
see was the smoking, yellow light, 
but in its brightness forms took 
shape: The grotesque outlines of sav
ages, their faces and naked bodies 
streaked with white and blue paint 
and on their heads strange feathered 
hats.

They were moving around Ker
mac in a circle, chanting in low, 
monotonous voices as they moved. 
Kermac’s eyes penetrated the light 
further and he saw the ancient, black 
walls of stone. He looked down at 
his arms. He was tied to a great 
stone chair that sat in the center of 
the room. At his right he saw the 
limp, unconscious Unger, supported 
by the ropes around him.

To his left was Agrillo, his head 
up and his thin, brown face twisted 
with pain. It came to Kermac in a 
flash that the savages had preferred 
to capture them alive for torture 
rather than kill them.

“ Padrao," Agrillo said hoarsely, 
“ we no get out this trap alive. We 
far underground and Indians painted 
for torture death.”

A cold, dry laugh came out of the 
haze of yellow in front of Kermac. 
The dancing Indians stopped, falling 
to the floor on their faces. And then
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out of the flickering light von 
Durkin walked up to the three men 
tied to the chairs, his aehen-grey 
face expressionless and his colorless 
eyes mirroring a cruel hatred.

‘ ‘So you get out of all death traps, 
Kermac,” he sneered. “ “Well, try and 
get out of this one. I didn’t intend- 
that you would die this way. It is 
not advisable to let these savages 
work their crazy torture ceremony 
too often. It’s a bad habit to get 
them into, because it works up their 
insane fury against all white men.”

The savages rose to their feet. 
There was a wild beating of drums 
somewhere in the room. The chant 
rose to a mad, weird din. Von Dur
kin, his face worried, stepped back 
to a stone chair that stood in front 
of the three victims.

The gyrating dance of the savages 
continued, reaching a deafening cli
max, their faces staring up at the 
three bound men as they continued 
their unearthly dance around the 
chairs.

Then, as suddenly as it began, the 
dance of death stopped. The savages 
threw themselves on the floor, grov
eling and twisting like dying crea
tures.

From the stone chair von Durkin 
spoke slowly and clearly.

«  A N interesting form of torture
XJ. these beasts have,” he explained. 

“ A year ago I found their mysterious 
stronghold on this island, quite by 
accident. I was brought here to be 
tortured as you are to be, but instead 
they made me their chief. That is 
a separate story. The hatred of these 
strange savages against the white 
man is diabolical and they have rea
son.

“ In the year I have been here, I 
have studied their lives and their 
history. Once these hideous-looking 
men were a great race. That was 
centuries ago, according to their le
gends. They were a tribe of the

Mayan Indians, living in a great city. 
The Spaniards came, looted and 
robbed them, killing many of the 
women and children.

“The men were tortured. The 
Spaniards were looking for treasure. 
One of the means of making the men 
talk was to place them on a great 
stone slab, stretching the arms and 
legs until those members were torn 
from their sockets. A ghastly tor
ture. Hundreds of the Mayans died 
in this manner.

“ rpH E  few that e s c a p e d  came
J- through Central America to this 

part of the country, building their 
stronghold on this island. You will 
find here evidences of the Mayan 
work. These underground rooms and 
the stone structures are the work of 
Indians who had once known civiliza
tion.

"But interbreeding and the hatred 
handed down from generation to 
generation have produced this tribe 
of vicious savages, men little better 
than animals. All that i6 left of 
their one-time cultupe is their insane 
hatred against white men. When they 
can capture one, they make him suffer 
as their ancestors did on the stone 
of death. You will be placed on 
the stone table, with great rocks 
tied to your arms and legs until 
they are pulled away from your body.

“ It is done with ceremony and con
siderable brutality. I have been 
forced, on several occasions, to give 
them white traders for this sacrifice 
and I have watched it. Ghastly and 
brutal.”

Von Durkin laughed—a cold, inhu
man, cackling laugh. The drums 
started to beat again. The Indians 
rose to their feet and started again 
the dance of death. Their faces were 
twisted, inhuman and gruesome.

Despite the pain that shot through 
him and despite the horror of the 
death that hung over him, Kermac 
could not help feeling a wave of pity
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for the poor, soul-warped creatures 
below him, the victims of the white 
man's brutality and greed centuries 
before.

Once they might have been a proud 
race of Mayan Indians, possessing a 
culture that had risen to great 
heights. But now!

Kermac stared at the tall crea
tures, with their hideous faces. In 
their eyes were pain and suffering, 
the pain and suffering of hundreds 
of years.

Kermac’s gaze lifted until it fell 
on the thin, grey face of von Dur
kin. Centuries before, white men had 
placed the curse of hate upon these 
Indians; now another white man was 
using them, nursing their insane 
hatred for the race that had done 
this, making of them murderers and 
plunderers.

Von Durkin met Kermac's gaze 
with the cold indifference of a man 
who is pleased that an enemy is 
about to die. He sat in a large stone 
chair, undoubtedly the chair set aside 
for the head of the tribe. Three 
savages, bodies covered with feath
ered robes, stood behind him.

Two others stood at each side of the 
chair.

The dance of the savages had again 
reached an insane frenzy, but a sharp 
call from von Durkin sent the In
dians groveling to the ground. Von 
Durkin got to his feet, looked at 
Kermac with a mocking, leering 
smile.

“ \7”OU escaped the death I intended
X  for you in the pit of bones,” he 

sneered. “Unfortunate, indeed, that 
you did that. These savages do not 
know that the Turkiti failed to kill 
you. If they did. you would be a 
god to them as I am. When the bite 
of a green Turkiti fails to kill a man, 
that man is a god.

“When I drop the green Turkiti 
down on white men, I do so with 
caution, knowing what would happen

if these savages ever learned that a 
white man came out of that pit alive. 
When I let the Turkiti down on you, 
Kermac, none of these natives knew 
it. You are really a god among them; 
yet you don’t know it and they don’t 
know it. You have been bitten by 
the Turkiti and have lived—but now 
you are going to die.”

Von Durkin jumped back. Two of 
the feathered savages behind him 
grabbed his white coat, tore it from 
him.

A look of bestial brutality came 
into his eyes, the same look that 
shone in the eyes of the maddened 
savage dancers.

UNGER suddenly regained con
sciousness, screamed weakly. Ker

mac looked at him and then at Agrillo, 
Agrillo was motioning to Kermac 
with his head and his eyes were try
ing to convey some message. Ker
mac followed his eyes to the Indian’s 
side but saw nothing.

"Padrao,” Agrillo said in a low 
whisper, “my belt. Knife.”

Kermac looked at Agrillo’s waist. 
There, as a part of his wide belt, was 
a knife. Kermac shook his head, 
knowing that now a knife would be 
of little use.

He looked back at von Durkin. 
Over his body was a gorgeous feath
ered cloak, the cloak of the chief. 
On his head was a feathered hat, a 
grotesque, misshapen affair. Two of 
the savages were tying a green Tur
kiti around his neck, and the Tur
kiti was alive, its numerous legs 
crawling over the bare chest of von 
Durkin.

A grim, bitter smile came to Ker
mac’s lips. The Turkiti was the basis 
of von Durkin’s power with the In
dians. If a man could wear the green 
Turkiti and not die, he was a god. 
Kermac realized that von Durkin 
was wearing a green Turkiti withi 
the poison sac from its tail removed. 
This could be done by the mere cut-
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ting off of the deadly stinger under 
the body.

Von Durkin clapped his hands. He 
was no longer looking at Kermac. 
His face was drawn and distorted. 
He was the chief of the tribe. Now 
he seemed to be a part of them; the 
hatred that possessed them was writ
ten in his eyes and face and in every 
iota of his actions.

The drums started to beat with a 
fury that made Kermac’s head whirl. 
The Indians groveling on the ground 
leaped to their feet.

From somewhere out of the yellow 
light six men came carrying a huge 
rock table.

The table was carried in front of 
Kermac, set down between him and 
von Durkin. Six savages, wearing 
black cloth gowns, leaped up on the 
chair to which Kermac was tied. 
From the dancing savages came a 
loud, drawn-out chant—a piercing 
wail, the lament of a cursed race.

Burning tapers were brought in 
the room, handed to the dancers. 
Swinging these flaming sticks high 
over their heads, the savages in
creased the momentum of their orgy 
of twisting, jumping, screaming gyra
tions.

It was weird, unreal, unearthly— 
yet it held Kermac with a strange 
fascination. But this fascination was 
short lived. Bitter reality came in 
its place.

The ropes that tied him to the chair 
were severed. He was picked up and 
carried to the great stone table and 
thrown on it.

FROM somewhere out of the mill
ing, screaming savages came two 

Indians rolling the great weights that 
would stretch Kermac’s arms and 
legs from their sockets. Hands 
grabbed him.

A great strap was tightened around 
his body.

Clear above the din came the 
thrill, taunting laugh of von Durkin.

CHAPTER IX

Mark of a God

THE shrill laugh 
from von Durkin 
brought Kermac to 
his senses with a 
leap. The strap 
around him was 
tightening. With a 
frantic twisting of 
his body, Kermac 

was out from under it. He saw a 
lurid face leering down at him. In 
the hands of the leering man was 
a great club. Kermac leaped.

But the leap he made was a split 
second too late. The great club was 
descending on him with a speed and 
force that would break his back in 
one blow. Kermac doubled up. The 
club crashed down, but it hit him 
a rolling blow, sending darting pains 
in every part of his chest. In the 
next second he was off the stone.

All this happened with such rapid
ity that few in the room realized 
what had taken place. The savages 
in the wild dance saw nothing; their 
eyes were glassy and they leaped 
and screamed and twisted like ani
mals gone mad.

Kermac’s body crashed against the 
waist of the man with the club, 
sending him staggering backward 
over von Durkin and the three sav
ages with him. Kermac was on his 
feet, fingers gripping the great club.

He knew the utter futility of the 
move, knew that in a moment a cloud 
of black bodies would descend on 
him. Yet if he could die fighting, it 
would be far better than dying from 
torture, victim to the savages’ an
cient hatred against white men.

He swung the club around in a 
vicious half arc. The Indians not in 
the dance had seen his move and 
were on him. The great club sent 
them to the floor with muffled groans. 
Kermac gave one long jump toward 
Agrillo, grabbed the knife from his
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belt and in a swing cut the cords 
around his wrists. He had no time to 
do anything further with the knife. 
Agrillo took it as Kermac swerved 
to meet the onrush of yelling savages.

The dance had ceased. The shrill, 
infuriated voice of von Durkin was 
shouting orders. The savages, mov
ing like crouching gorillas, crept up 
toward the three chairs.

Kermac was on one of them, his 
great club swinging in a complete 
circle, knocking the savages down 
as if they were pins in a bowling 
alley. Agrillo was free. He cut the 
cords around Unger’s body, but Un
ger simply sank to the floor at the 
foot of the chair, a helpless, beaten 
human being.

With his giant strength Agrillo 
tore a slab of rock from one of the 
chairs and heaved it into the onrush- 
ing horde of yelling Indians. The 
rock sent them back in a snarling, 
squirming heap. He ripped another 
slab and hurled it at the attackers 
coming from the other direction, 
throwing them into momentary re
treat.

Kermac kept his club working, 
sending savages sprawling as they 
neared the chair. The complete fury 
of his and Agrillo's attack caused 
the Indians to back away. Von Dur
kin’s voice was yelling shrill orders, 
but for a brief moment his shouts 
fell on deaf ears.

IN that second of a lull, Kermac 
straightened up, called out in a loud 

voice that could be heard in every 
part of the vast room. He spoke the 
language of the lingua ceral, the 
common language of the different 
Indians of South America, not know
ing whether the savages could under
stand it.

“ God of Turkiti,” he shouted, “has 
bitten me, and yet I live. If you 
crush me, you are crushing a god and 
his wrath will bring destruction to 
all that is yours. If you doubt me,

look closely and see that the bite of 
the green Turkiti brings not death 
to me.”

There was a hushed murmur 
throughout the crowd. The savages 
stared at him in amazement. Kermac 
swerved with the speed of a tiger, 
fairly leaping across the space be
tween him and von Durkin. And be
fore the leader realized what move 
he was making, Kermac was in front 
of him.

With one swipe of the hand, he 
tore the green Turkiti from the 
neck of von Durkin, put it around 
his own. With a leap he was back on 
the chair, his neck bare and the 
Turkiti against his skin, with its 
small legs kicking in jerky, nervous 
movements.

FOR one tense, dynamic moment, the 
savages gazed up at him, at the 

green Turkiti on his bare neck, their 
faces bewildered and their eyes filled 
with a strange fear. In that deadly 
moment Kermac’s eyes went to the 
face of von Durkin, who stood near 
his chair, every part of him trembling 
with the fury and fear that was surg
ing within him.

Yet the leader made no move to
ward Kermac, knowing full well what 
would happen to any who might lay 
hands on a person accepted by the 
savages as a god. He was forced to 
stare at Kermac, confining his rage 
to the look in his eyes, realizing that 
Kermac had guessed his trick of the 
Turkiti with ihe poison robbed from 
its deadly bite.

"I have the Turkiti against ray 
bare skin,” Kermac cried out tri
umphantly. “ He has bitten me but I 
live. A year ago a white man came in 
your midst as I have done. You or
dained that this white man die; yet 
when you put the green Turkiti on 
him, he did not die. So it is with 
all gods that come to you.”

A murmur started through the 
crowd. It rose to a piercing chant
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and then the Indians threw them
selves on the floor, faces hidden in 
their arms, and the chant continued, 
rising to a screaming din.

The face of von Durkin contorted 
bestially. He looked at the prone 
Indians around him; then with a 
curse, he darted out of the room.

Kermac was after him in a flash, 
racing down a long, dark corridor, 
following the sounds of von Durkin’s 
running feet. He came to a flight of 
stairs, rushed up them to the floor 
above. Yellow tapers lighted this 
part of the underground stronghold.

He saw von Durkin leap for a door. 
Kermac went through it a few feet 
behind him and once again entered 
the room where he had first been 
taken when brought to the island.

With a snarl of insane fury von 
Durkin turned on him, an automatic 
coming out of his pocket. Kermac 
jumped to one side as the gun roared, 
the bullet clipping the stone wall of 
the room. Then with a headlong dive, 
he .went for von Durkin’s legs.

The gun roared again. The bullet 
clipped the side of Kermac’s shoul
der as he hit von Durkin and sent 
the man to the floor, the gun drop- 
ing from his hand.

VON DURKIN bellowed like an en
raged bull, threw his powerful 

shoulders over, sending Kermac back 
on the floor. Both men were on their 
feet at the same time. Von Durkin’s 
right shot out, caught Kermac flush 
on the jaw. Kermac’s knees buckled, 
but he bored in, shaking his head.

Back and forth across the room the 
two men fought grimly, desperately, 
each knowing it was a death struggle. 
Von Durkin’s surprisingly great 
strength was backed by a cunning 
and a speed that made every move
ment of his dangerous. Kermac, 
smaller of body, was forced to de
pend on speed to evade the long 
arms of his opponent.

Both men were bleeding and their

mouths gaped as their breath came 
heavy and labored from the struggle. 
Von Durkin was working his way 
to the great table. Kermac sent his 
right over to the man’s jaw and 
then jumped between von Durkin and 
the table.

VON DURKIN’S huge fist crashed 
flush on the mouth of Kermac, 

causing blood to spurt from his lips. 
Kermac’s head swam crazily. Another 
blow from von Durkin sent him back 
on the table, helpless.

Kermac gasped, slid off the table 
to the floor, rising on his hands and 
knees, blood dripping from his 
mouth. Von Durkin stood over him, 
swaying back and forth weakly, his 
face a mass of clotted blood and his 
right eye closed. Then suddenly he 
took two steps backward, reached in 
a drawer of the table, pulling out a 
knife. As his fingers touched the 
hilt, his eyes lost their glassy stare 
and his lips curled in a sneer.

Kermac was on his feet. Von Dur
kin came around the end of the 
table, knife iijj his right hand, 
shoulders crouching over.

“ So you’re a god,’’ he sneered. "You 
wear my Turkiti and don’t die. You 
came to capture the Green Spider. 
Well, here he is. Come and get him.” 

Von Durkin’s right hand went back 
as he lunged forward. There was a 
whish of air, the gleam of a knife.

The two men went to the floor, 
rolling, twisting, fighting, snarling. 
Kermac’s hand had the wrist that 
held the knife. The two men rolled 
over, von Durkin landing on top. 
The knife went up and then came 
down slowly, Kermac still gripping 
the wrist. Closer and closer to his 
body the blade came.

It touched his flesh but as it did, 
his knee came up, catching von Dur
kin in the stomach, sending him to 
the floor.

What happened next, took place in 
the space of a few seconds. As von
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Durkin’s knife went back, Kermac 
went with him, his hand still grasp
ing the wrist that held the knife. 
Kermac went up in the air, coming 
down on that wrist with every ounce 
in his body behind it.

The knife went down toward von 
Durkin’s chest. Von Durkin screamed 
wildly. There was a ripping of flesh 
as the knife went into his heart.

He twisted once, quivered a little, 
groaned weakly, and then lay still. 
Kermac fell over him.

For a brief moment he lay there, 
gasping for breath, his senses a 
jumble of crazy ideas. Then he got 
up. The blood was still spurting 
from von Durkin’s wound, but the 
man’s eyes were open.

A guttural laugh came from von 
Durkin’s throat. He struggled to his 
feet, a ghastly sight, body covered 
with blood and his long twisted face 
in the throes of coming death.

Kermac watched him helplessly. It 
seemed that he himself could make 
no physical move.

Von Durkin fell against the table. 
An insane laugh came from him.

“ So you think you’ve killed the 
Green Spider!’1 he said in the hollow 
voice of death. “ You have killed 
him, but I have planned for this mo
ment a long time. You’ll never get 
my diamonds or my gold. You— 
blast you, you’ll never live to tell 
what you have done. You and the 
crazy savages—everyone will die as 
I am going to die.”

KERMAC leaped forward feebly.
He saw von Durkin’s hand go for 

a lever under the table. The fingers 
went around it, pulling it back.

Every part of that room of stone 
started to shake. There was a deafen
ing explosion. Rocks fell from the 
ceiling. The walls bulged out crazily. 
The room was suddenly plunged into 
infernal darkness.

Kermac tried to leap back. He fell 
heavily to the floor.

CHAPTER X

J o u rn ey ’s  E n d

HE lay on his 
stomach, gasping 
for  breath. The 
rumbling roar had
spread to all parts
of the underground 
headquarters. The 
air was filled with 
a dust that cut his 

throat. Something fell on his leg, al
most crushing it. Overhead and
around him, he could hear the great
rocks falling.

Screams came from every part of 
the underground r o o ms ,  pitiful 
screams of fear. Kermac tried to 
twist his body. He released his right 
leg from the force that was crushing 
it. The rumbling roar had ceased, but 
the dust still filled the air.

He crawled forward in the dark
ness, a darkness so intense that he 
could see nothing. His shoulder hit 
a huge rock. He turned and went in 
the other direction. Rocks had him 
hemmed in. His hands went out, feel
ing for some opening.

It was obvious now what had hap
pened. Von Durkin had had dynamite 
planted under the great stones 
against a day when he might be cap
tured. The pulling of the lever had 
set the charges off. The great rock 
ceiling had fallen in, but Kermac 
had lain at a point where the rocks 
had not touched the floor; where 
they had fallen in a great pile, sup
porting themselves and holding their 
weight off him.

His hands went against the wall of 
fallen rock. From beyond them he 
could hear the wild shrieks of the 
terrified Indians. The rocks had not 
fallen on him, but they had pinned 
him under them with no hope of es
cape. His fingers gripped at them 
wildly. The dust in his throat cut 
like sharp knives.

The yells from the Indians had
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ceased. It came to Kermac that over 
him were tons of rock and that he, 
with the others, was buried alive.

His shoulder went to a rock. He 
heaved against it frantically. The 
rock moved. Other rocks over it 
rumbled. Kermac pushed again, send
ing his body forward as the rock 
moved. His shoulder slipped off it 
and he went flying through the dark
ness.

His face scraped against another 
rock, but he kept crawling and fight
ing. It seemed to him that he had 
been moving through the blackness 
for hours. The skin was off his fin
gers; his cheeks were bleeding. Then 
suddenly he fell out into an open 
9pace.

A light was burning over him. He 
struggled to his feet. Agrillo was 
standing over him. Under his right 
arm the Indian held the limp body of 
Unger. It took Kermac a moment to 
adjust his eyes to the yellow light. 
When he did, he saw that he was in 
the corridor outside von Durkin's 
room.

The walls were still standing, 
though beyond them, in doorways, he 
could see piles of stone that had 
fallen with the explosions.

AGRILLO’S face was gashed and 
bloody. His right shoulder was 

bruised and the skin had been scraped 
from it.

“Von Durkin,” Kermac said weakly 
to Agrillo, “ tried to blow us all to 
hell.”

"Explosion kill Indians in torture 
room, but many escape,” Agrillo re
plied. “ I crawl with Unger out of 
rocks. Only rooms fall in and not 
hallways.”

“Can we get out of this hole?” 
Kermac asked.

"Indians running out opening over 
torture room,” Agrillo said. “ Ex
plosion make big hole and moonlight 
coming through it.”

“Okay,” Kermac said grimly, “but

I came here to get the Green Spider 
and I want to make sure that I got
him.”

Agrillo let the body he held down 
to the floor. Kermac saw that there 
were no serious wounds on Unger 
and that unconsciousness was due to 
fright and fear. He grabbed one of 
the burning tapers that remained in 
the walls. Agrillo followed him back 
in the room where Kermac had strug
gled with von Durkin.

IT took them some time, even with 
the aid of light, to get to where the 

table had stood and where von Dur
kin had pulled the lever. One look 
told them that the Green Spider was 
gone forever. A great rock had 
pinned his body to the floor and all 
that remained to be seen was an 
arm.

Kermac and Agrillo took one last 
look at the room. They saw that 
everything had been crushed with the 
falling ceiling, except a narrow lane 
through the center of the room where 
the rocks had piled on each other, 
leaving an open space.

It was through this that Kermac 
and Agrillo had entered and it was 
through this lane that they left the 
room of death. Out in the corridor, 
a grim, eerie silence had settled over 
the underground ruins. No voice came 
from the depths to break the still
ness.

“ Indians all run.” Agrillo said. 
"They think the God of Turkiti 
destroyed their caves because they 
tried to torture white man that would 
not die when Turkiti bit him.”

Unger had opened his eyes. He got 
to his feet, staring about him in 
amazement. It took Kermac only a 
few moments to explain what had 
happened and to tell that von Durkin 
was dead. A wave of relief came in 
Unger’s eyes and the fear left.

“ I was a fool, Kermac,” he said. 
“ I couldn’t trust you because I have 
never given many people reason to
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trust me. I guess you are about the 
first white man in this cursed country 
that didn’t try to doublecross me, 
And because you didn’t, I’m willing 
to come clean with you. I ’ll take you 
back to the clearing and we’ll get 
the diamonds.”

“Half of them are yours, Unger," 
Kermac said. “The other half goes 
to Sprague’s folks. W e’ll report the 
location of this underground place 
and the authorities can come here 
and get the diamonds and gold under 
that mass of rock—the diamonds and 
gold von Durkin stole from traders 
and diamond hunters.”

11HERE was one thing, Kermac,”
-L Unger said, “ that I couldn’t tell 

you in Cuidad Bolivia. I didn't think 
I would ever tell you. I was a partner 
of von Durkin in the murder of 
Sprague.”

Kermac's face remained cold and 
expressionless.

“ Yes,” he said, “ I figured that.”
“ The story dates back several years 

ago, to when von Durkin and I were 
traders in the jungles,” Unger ex
plained. “ He was an evil man then. 
There was a murder. I had nothing 
to do with it, but he implicated me 
and I was in his power.

“ A year passed and I saw nothing 
of him. Then he appeared in Cuidad 
Bolivia, got in touch with me. I 
didn’t know then that he was the 
Green Spider. That was several 
months ago. I know now that his 
murders had frightened white dia
mond hunters from this country. It 
was necessary for his success that 
white men come here.

“ He told me of the great amount 
of diamonds to be found here. I was 
suspicious. He ordered me to inter
est white men in coming, and threat
ened me if I did not. In the end I 
came here with Sprague. It happens 
that Sprague suggested the expe

dition, but I should have warned him 
because by the time we had left, I 
had heard about the Green Spider 
and realized it must be von Durkin.

“Sprague and I hit it rich. I saw 
that the diamonds were hidden where 
no one could find them. I did warn 
Sprague, but it was too late. Von 
Durkin struck that night. I escaped 
with my life, but von Durkin fol
lowed me to Cuidad Bolivia. I had 
the secret of the diamonds and he 
wanted them.

"When you talked to me in Cuidad 
Bolivia, I didn’t believe you were a 
Secret Service man. I came with you 
because I wanted the diamonds, and 
needed help getting here. I thought 
you were after them also. But after 
my attack on you in the clearing, 
von Durkin's Indians captured me. I 
wouldn’t talk, and they tortured me. 
And you know the rest.”

Kermac nodded grimly.
“ Without you, Unger,” he said “ I 

could never have gotten the Green 
Spider. So we’ll call things even. 
You can go back to civilization and 
start anew. You will have money and 
you can play it straight.”

“With my money,” Unger said 
wearily, “ I ’m going back to real civ
ilization, where I can know honest 
men. You won’t have to worry how 
I live. I’ve had enough of stealing.”

KERMAC turned to Agrillo and 
motioned him to lead the way 

out of the underground dungeons. The 
Indian walked ahead, through the cor
ridor and down to the torture room, 
where a great yawning hole opened 
up into the moonlight.

Outside, at the shore of the lake, 
they found canoes left there by the 
fleeing Indians. The three men got 
into one. took a last look at the 
island of death, and then paddled 
rapidly for the far shore—and civil
ization.
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WE FLEW the
A n  A m a zin g  

True E xperien ce  

S tory  o f  P irate  ’a 
L o o t !

I  ALWAYS knew that my father 
was proud of the old George
town house, and I never could 

sec why, just because it was old. It 
had been built by some ancestor of 
ours almost two and a half centuries 
ago. My father used to tell me 
stories about it, and about my grand

father and also my great-grandfather.
But he never would go back be

yond my great-greats. There was 
some mystery about them, I knew. 
I often wondered about it, but when 
I asked my father to explain it, he 
always said:

“ Some day you'll know.”

Stranger than Fiction, this Astounding Record
■48



JOLLY ROGER
B reathless A d v en tu re  

A b o a r d  H e n r y  
M organ's P lu n d erin g

By
HENRY

MORGAN
KRECH

I  hurled m y
s e lf  forw ard— 
and d rove  m y  

dagger into  
his breast!

I hadn’t a hint until Father knew 
that he was dying. He called me 
to his bedside and whispered:

“ Six generations of us have lived 
and died in this house. They have 
been proud folk. They came of 
sturdy Welsh stock. I think, in two 
centuries, they should have lived

down any hint of stigma. I don’t 
know, however. I leave it to your 
judgment.

“ You are a man grown. Here is a 
key to the attic, which I have always 
forbidden you to enter since you 
were a little boy.  ̂ It’s haunted, son, 
by something of which only the first-

of Gory Deeds Will Thrill You Mightily!
49
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born son in each generation has been 
told.

“ I’m going soon, and it is time you 
knew. If you feel that there is no 
shame in what you find there, you 
may tell it to the world. If there is 
shame, destroy, by fire, what you 
find.”

He told me that, and then he died.

THREE hours ago I returned from 
the funeral. I was wild with grief. 

I loved my father as I know I can 
never love another living soul. With 
his loss the house ha* become a sort 
of mausoleum, a place of silence; 
even, almost, of terror. And I am 
a man grown. I know I am, yet 
somehow, today, I feel like a small 
boy again, trying to discover for
bidden secrets.

I came back to the silence and 
the smell of funeral flowers—and, 
desperately seeking something to 
take my mind off my sorrows, I 
remembered the key to the attic, and 
some “haunted” #ecret there. Now, 
I decided, was as good a time as any.

I wondered, as I climbed the lad
der, why my father had seen fit to 
have the attic wired. Not to my 
knowledge had he or any other mem
ber of the family entered the place 
in fifteen years. But that wasn’t es
pecially strange, I suppose, for my 
mother had been dead that long, and 
my two sisters were married and 
moved to the West somewhere.

The key screamed in the lock. I 
pushed up the heavy old trapdoor. 
A musty odor came out. I found 
the switch and snapped it on. The 
electric bulb which must have been 
screwed into the socket for years— 
it was the oldest-fashioned bulb I 
had ever seen—was festooned with 
cobwebs. The whole attic was laced 
in all directions with them.

It made me shiver, somehow. I 
wondered anew why Father had made 
such a mystery of the place. There 
was nothing in it—except a vague,

bulky shadow in one end. I walked 
to it, while the cobwebs dropped 
their filmy whispers about my head, 
draped themselves on my clothing, 
entwined themselves in my hair, 
tickled my cheeks.

The shadowy thing was a huge 
box, or chest, blackened by time. The 
iron hasps which held it were mighty 
things, covered with rust. There 
was a bar at one end of the box, 
which must have been left there for 
the purpose for which I now used 
it.

I smashed the lock, swung back 
the huge lid of the chest, peered in. 
And then I started rummaging. In 
fifteen minutes I had made a start
ling discovery.

A direct lineal ancestor of mine 
had been a pirate! Not only that, 
but he had been a right-hand man 
of Sir Henry Morgan, who had 
looted, plundered, murdered and laid 
waste throughout the Spanish Main, 
from Hispaniola to Puerto Cortez 
and Panama. That ancestor had built 
this house in which I now sat cross- 
legged in a cobwebby a^tic—reading 
the letters, diaries, and account 
books he had left behind him.

A STORY of shame? Perhaps, but to 
me it did not seem so. A story 

of excitement, of wild adventure. 
What if there had been bloodshed? 
The generations had wiped it out. 
or so I thought.

And so, here and now, I give you 
the story as my great-great—I don't 
know just how many "greats”— 
grandfather set it down when he was 
still a young man, and this place was 
his refuge in the wilderness from 
the law which said that a pirate 
must hang.

Hereafter the “ I” of the story is 
not myself, but the bold right-hand 
man of Morgan, but for whose hav
ing lived I myself would not be here, 
and giving you his story—I have 
only corrected his spelling, and
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changed his archaic English to the 
language of today.

Sept. 9, 1685

I WAS near to 
s t a r v i n g .  I had 
stowed away these 
many weeks ago in 
England, a lad of 
eighteen who mere
ly wanted to see 
the New World, 
which I h o p e d  

would be full of adventure and ro
mance of the sort I had read about.

At least twenty times, when I 
sneaked out at night to raid the 
cook's galley, they almost caught me. 
But I managed to elude them. It 
was well for them that I did, too, 
for I carried a dagger in my tunic. 
I had heard that young fellows who 
stowed away were fed to the sharks; 
and I would fight to the death before 
I would be thrown over the side.

I was accustomed to the smelly 
darkness of the hold, to the squeak
ing rats, to the odor of bilge-water, 
to the rolling and plunging of the 
Moravia. Nobody ever came down 
into the bilge, and I jeopardized the 
safety of the ship and passengers, I 
suppose, with my flickering candle 
by whose light I wrote of all that hap
pened to me. That’s all past now, and 
the Moravia is gone, and this is how it 
happened:

I heard the swift scampering of 
feet on the deck above me. I heard 
the shouts of frightened men, the 
screaming of women. I almost fell 
over on my back when the ship sud
denly changed direction, as though 
it had been struck in the port quar
ter by a mountainous wave.

The ship heeled far over. Then 
I could hear the clattering of weap
ons on the deck above me, could hear 
men rushing to their stations. I was 
bewildered, wondering what in God’s 
name was happening.

Then I heard something else. It 
was a dull, distant boom, from broad 
on the port beam. We were being 
fired upon—and in all this waste of 
waters we had no enemies as far as 
I knew. And then the truth burst 
upon me. We had reached the vicin
ity of the Antilles, and a pirate had 
sent a warning shot across our bow!

Now I need not worry about 
sharks! Every person on the Mo- 
ravia, from the captain on down, 
would be thinking of just one thing: 
his own skin. For this was the sea 
of murder and loot and rapine, and 
the most ruthless of pirates sailed 
here, seeking the loot of galleon and 
caravel.

A name came instantly to mind, 
out of my reading: Sir Henry Mor
gan! If we were to be boarded by 
pirates I hoped for just one thing: 
that it be the greatest of them all. 
For to me the masters of the ships 
which flew the Jolly Roger were 
greater monarchs than ever sat a 
throne in Europe.

NOBODY even noticed me when I 
hurried on deck, blinking my eyes 

in the glaring sun. I looked away 
to our port quarter, just as a white 
rose of smoke spurted from below 
the billowing folds of the many- 
sailed vessel which was rapidly over
hauling us. At her peak flew the 
dread flag of murder and piracy, the 
skull and crossbones.

"It’s old Morgan himself!” I heard 
a pegleg sailor cry. ‘ W e’d best sell 
ourselves dearly, for he has no mercy. 
And there should be cutlasses sharp
ened for the throats of our women 
before the pirates board us.”

The captain shouted:
"Heave to! Stand by to repel 

boarders!”
I could read the despair in his 

voice. There was no use running 
away. There was no use surrender
ing. To surrender was to die under 
torture, or to witness the betrayal
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of our women before dying. There 
was just one thing to do: die like 
men!

The M oravia  swung broadside to 
the wind. Her sails came slatting 
down. She rolled in the trough of 
the sea. The pirate’s second shot had 
crashed into her mainmast.

Now the pirate was coming along
side. I didn’t realize, until I could 
see their swart, bearded faces, sev
eral of which were marred by eye
less sockets, that I gripped my dag
ger until my fingernails pierced the 
palm of my right hand, and blood 
ran down to dye my wrist.

The pirates wore, some of them, 
gaudy kerchiefs. Their hats were 
broad of brim, black, with the front 
part turned up against the crown. 
Some of them had their arms bare 
to the shoulder, some to the elbow. 
All grasped weapons of one kind or 
another. Up in the rigging, lashed 
fast with his back to the mast, was 
a huge man who seemed to be in 
command of things. I knew, with a 
thrill of pleasure in spite of the ter
ror which rode the M ora via , that I 
was seeing Henry Morgan for the 
first time.

“ Stand by to board!”
His voice came hoarsely across the 

narrowing space between the vessels. 
Several men squatted on his rail like 
so many monkeys, with knives in 
their white, gleaming teeth. Their 
eyes gloated over us and our help
lessness. Our men manned the rail. 
Their faces were dead white. I 
stood back a little, watching, holding 
my breath until it came forth in 
spite of me at the last, in an explo
sion of sound that was like a pistol 
exploding.

THEN the grappling hooks had us, 
and the pirates were leaping to our 

rail. Our men gave back, to leave a 
clear space through which to charge. 
A score of men struck our rail to
gether. Our captain issued no com-

"W a lk .'"  N orcross  com m anded, and the 
man began his fatal jou rn ey

mands. What we had to do was 
plain.

On the rail, the pirates grabbed the 
knives from their teeth. Behind them 
came men with cutlasses, broad, sav
age, cruel-looking blades. Their 
teeth were bared as though they 
thirsted for our blood. In our cabins 
women screamed in unholy terror. 
Our men surged forward.

I was among them. The pirates 
struck our decks with a rush. They 
offered no quarter whatever. It was 
useless to ask for any. Cutlass met 
cutlass as our English crew surged 
to meet the attack. The clanging of 
sword against sword, the laughter of



54 TH RILLIN G ADVENTURES

the pirates who knew we were no 
match for them, started the sound 
of battle which was to rise to a mad 
crescendo of terror.

A man went down right before me, 
his head cut off by a single cutlass 
stroke. His blood splashed in my 
face, almost blinding me. And the 
pirate who had slain him, a mighty 
man with a patch where his left eye 
should have been, grinned at me 
fiercely as his right hand swung his 
cutlass back to bring it down across 
m y  neck.

I didn’t wait. I hurled myself for
ward, my hand uplifted. I drove my 
dagger into his left breast with all 
the power of sturdy eighteen. A 
paean of strange unearthly satisfac
tion sang itself inside me as the 
blade sank home—and my charge 
carried me against the man I had 
slain, so that we hurtled backward 
among his fellows.

T h e Sam e D a y. N igh t

I AM a pirate! I 
have taken an oath 
to follow Sir Henry 
Morgan! He just 
passed me and asked 
me what I was 
writing. I said:

“ I write of what 
befell today.”

"All right, lad, but it seems a silly 
business. For who will ever read 
what you are writing?”

I couldn’t answer that, for I al
ready knew that the only future of 
a pirate was a mad, wild life of battle 
in which he covered himself with 
wounds for the sake of treasure— 
and died in shame on the gibbets of 
Europe or the New World if he were 
captured.

I would, I promised myself, fight 
too well to die in battle, and I would 
never be captured. Something in
side me whispered that I would be 
reserved for something better. Youth,

perhaps, was merely drawing back 
from the horror of death.

I write now of what happened 
when, having driven my dagger into 
the heart of the giant, one-eyed pi
rate, his falling weight dragged me 
into the center of the fight. Our 
sailors were battling with the cour
age of despair. The pirates had no 
thought of honor. I saw one of them 
stab a man in the back of the neck, 
when that sailor was engaged in 
bloody, hand-to-hand conflict with 
one of the pirate’s comrades. And the 
outlaw laughed a boisterous laugh as 
the sailor went down as though 
struck on the top of the head with 
an axe.

Fury such as I had never believed 
myself capable of possessed me. I 
flung myself at the murderer. But 
I had more honor than he, for I 
shouted at him:

"Turn and face a man! I do not 
stab in the back!”

He whirled and saw me, and 
laughed.

"Ho, cockerel! Wouldst measure 
swerds with a man?”

But already I knew that a cutlass 
did not travel its appointed arc of 
slaughter as fast as a young man 
could dart in and strike with a dag
ger. My blade was lifted even as 
the pirate whirled his cutlass back. I 
was bent forward for the charge. I 
showed my teeth, I fancy, and it 
made the pirate laugh.

THERE was blood on his right 
forearm. There was blood on my 

dagger, too; blood of the first man I 
had slain, for whom my conscience 
did not hurt me in the least, because 
he would have slain me had I failed 
in strength or speed. My own right 
hand was slick with blood.

All about me I could hear the 
slipping and sliding of heavy feet. 
Gasps of pain, oaths, prayers as the 
sailors of the M ora via , knowing they 
had naught but death to face, bat-
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tied with all their fury to live yet a 
few moments longer.

The deck swarmed with pirates. 
Some of the sailors, hoping when 
they knew there could really be no 
hope, flung down their weapons and 
cried for quarter. These the pirates 
bound against the M oravia ’s masts. 
Others, white-faced, fought to the 
end—and their blood smeared the 
decks of the M oravia—blood in which 
the shod feet of the pirates slipped 
and scudded.

The M oravia  rolled. I rolled with 
her because I could not help myself. 
I dropped to my knees to keep from 
measuring my length on the deck, 
and the cutlass of my opponent 
swung just above my head, singing 
a song of terror as it missed me.

My pirate enemy swung his weap
on back, to brain me with a back
hand stroke. But he didn’t get the 
chance to strike his blow. For my 
left hand, almost without command 
of my brain, darted to his throat.

I gloried in the feel of his brown, 
sun-tanned skin under my fingers. 
The nails bit deep. I lifted my right 
hand. I caught the glint of sun on 
my reddened blade the second before 
I drove it home. I felt it slide 
through flesh and muscle, slip past 
bones, into the man's heart.

“ Ho, cockerel!” the man gasped. 
“ Thou art more a man than I 
thought!”

HIS eyes were glazing, even as he 
fell. His cutlass slipped from his 

relaxing fingers, to clatter metallical
ly on the deck. His knees struck the 
deck first. As my fingers slipped 
from his throat, his head fell for
ward. His hat slid to the back of 
his neck, held against his shoulder 
blades by the string under his chin.

Then he rolled to his side. There 
was a grim smile on his face, and 
blood came forth on his scarlet shirt; 
a growing patch of it which doubled 
and redoubled in size as I stared

down at him, more conscious of this, 
the second man I had killed, than 
of the first, whom I had slain in a 
sort of nightmare.

Now I whirled.
The fight surged back and forth 

across the deck. Three men charged 
at me. I took time to drop to one 
knee, never taking my eyes off the 
three who charged, to grasp at the 
cutlass my last antagonist had 
dropped, to get it before it slid into 
the crimsoning scuppers. My hand 
curled around it. I had shifted my 
dagger to my left hand.

I backed against the rail.

NOW I saw the women make their 
bid for a kind of safety. A dozen 

of them came bursting forth from 
the cabins. Two of them reached 
the rail and, with despairing cries, 
hurled themselves over. I heard them 
go screaming down, heard them strike 
the shark-infested waters, heard their 
gurgling cries as the seas closed over 
them. But others did not make the 
rail; for, with shouts of hilarious 
joy, pirates caught them about the 
waist and dragged them back.

At that sight some of the men 
who had surrendered and been bound, 
fought like wolves to free themselves 
of their bonds. Their eyes were on 
their women. One man went mad 
in that moment—and cursed the cap- 
tors with bitter curses, curses which, 
if they ever worked themselves out, 
would have caused every last pirate 
there to hang in chains from the 
nearest gibbet.

It was Morgan himself, stalking 
the deck in the midst of the slaughter 
he had ordered, who glanced at the 
cursing man. Frowning a little, he 
took a small, almost womanish dag
ger from his sash. He plunged it 
into the frantic man’s throat, and 
the curses died in red gurgles of 
horror.

The sight drove me mad. Even 
now I did not think of this as mark
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ing the end of life for me. I didn’t 
even stop to think of the future, but 
only of the present, and how I should 
acquit myself. The three who had 
charged me were within reach— 
when I stepped onto the rail, poised 
an instant, and then hurled myself, 
with all my strength, straight at the 
central one of the advancing trio.

Even as 1 dropped among them, 
my cutlass was swinging down, 
aimed at the crown of the one. The 
blade struck his hat, bit through it, 
to the skull below. I felt it strike 
bone and eat its way through, and 
even as I knew that I had killed 
again, I was wrenching at my blade, 
to use it again—and yet again—on 
the other two.

The third man I had killed fell 
forward, toward me. I looked through 
the slash in his hat, and saw—

But there was no time to see more, 
for now a man was attacking me 
from either side. I whirled and 
struck at the one. The other struck 
at me from behind, but I sensed his 
blow, dropped to one knee, pivoted 
on it, and struck out with my dag
ger. No time to reach his stomach 
or his throat with this blow. I drove 
the dagger point into his leg, at the 
ankle, and ripped through muscle 
and flesh.

HE screamed like an animal in pain, 
and crashed down to the deck. 

The other man fell over me when his 
blow missed—and I struck upward 
at him with my dagger because I 
had lost my cutlass in the struggle. 
I felt the dagger strike home. Then 
I was on my feet, and for a few mo
ments there was no opponent at 
whom to launch myself.

Ahead of me three sailors, standing 
back to back, trying to protect all 
sides at once, were ringed about by 
pirates. Pirates who laughed as they 
clanged steel against steel to bring 
the sailors down. To them it was 
sport of the finest. I hurled myself

forward—but before I could reach 
the sailors, all three were down.

And now the pirates turned their 
attention on me—and I realized that 
of all the ship’s crew, I alone still 
stood upright. They laughed, in high 
good humor, and lifting their cut
lasses, swung toward me.

I backed toward the rail, ready to 
sell my life dearly. I could do lit
tle against them now, for the deck 
swarmed with pirates, and all that 
were left alive aboard the Moravia 
were bound against the masts, or 
trussed up like cattle on the deck.

<<Q1PARE the cockerel!” snapped a
kJ harsh voice. “ He has fought 

well. Perhaps we have a place for 
him.”

They drew back, I stood there for 
a moment, panting, my eyes rolling 
over them, appraising them. I hated 
for the fight to cease. To me the 
battle did not seem real. The dead 
did not seem dead, but merely sleep
ing. The blood—I scarcely under
stood the blood.

How could it be possible thit men 
who, a few minutes before had been 
living, breathing creatures, could 
now be the crimson horrors which 
were scattered bundles on the deck? 
It wasn’t even as real as a nightmare. 
It was just something I didn’t un
derstand, something I could not un
derstand despite the fact that it had 
really happened.

The pirate master pushed aside his 
men. His eyes roved over me. He 
toyed with the dagger at his waist, 
the dagger which had so easily and 
simply cut the throat of the man 
who had cursed the pirates.

“ Well, cockerel,” he roared, “what 
say you? Will you take service with 
Henry Morgan? There will be shares 
of loot. There will be adventure. 
There will be food for that good 
dagger of yours. There will be 
laughter and life—”

“And if I do not?”
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He shrugged his shoulders.
“ I have plenty of men. What does 

it matter if a few more die, since 
their death will leave greater shares 
for those who live on? I shall send 
my men against you, or I might even 
slay you myself. Make your choice 
quickly. We have matters of grave 
importance to which to attend.”

I scarcely believed it when I heard 
my own voice saying:

“ I will take service with you.”
It couldn’t have been my own de

cision. It didn’t sound like my voice. 
I swear that I had intended to say 
that I would see him and all his crew 
in hell before I would take service 
under the Jolly Roger. Yet these 
were other words that came out of 
my mouth, and I was bound, for a 
short time or a long time, to travel 
the way Sir Henry Morgan traveled.

“ It is good,” he said. “ Take the 
prisoners aboard.” This to his mur
derous minions. "Break out the M o 
ravia's treasures. Ransack the hold. 
Make speed, hearties, so that the 
M ora via  may be given to the flames.” 

He didn’t bid me join in the loot
ing of my own ship. I stood aside. 
One or two of those against whom 
I had fought clapped hands upon 
my back—heavy hands which almost 
felled me to the deck. None seemed 
to hold it against me that I had slain 
several of their number. They seemed 
to have no regard for one another 
at all.

AND then the last prisoner was 
aboard the pirate ship, the last 

chest of gold, specie, and precious 
stones had been transferred. Men went 
darting through the rigging and down 
into the hold of the M ora via , bearing 
torches which blazed hotly, turning 
the vessel into a raging furnace. The 
pirates left their own dead aboard 
the M ora via , to burn with the sailors 
who had died rather than surrender. 
And they didn’t even look back.

I turned my head from the fury

I knew I would see in the eyes of 
my fellows when I stepped aboard 
the pirate, unfettered.

S ept. 10, 1686

I HAVE spent a 
night in hell. I 
mean exactly that. 
We lay to within 
sight of the M o 
ravia the rest of that 
day, yesterday. Her 
flames roared to the 
sky. In their midst 

I fancied I could hear the crackling 
flesh of the dead who had been left 
to the fire. I could smell their roast
ing bodies. Black and grey smoke 
curled over her masts, until the fire 
ate through them and they came 
crashing down.

When night descended she still 
burned, and became a torch to light 
up the hell on the decks of our own 
ship—yes, it wa3 my ship now, for 
by all the laws of all countries I 
was as much a pirate as the deepest- 
dyed ruffian on her decks. The flames 
painted our masts a strange red of 
their own, and our decks were red, 
too, as though they had been painted 
with fresh blood.

Morgan vanished into his cabin, 
leaving the deck to his men. I don’t 
know what happened to the women, 
but two of them have elected to be
come pirates with us. God knows 
why, unless it is that the spirit of 
adventure beats as high in the breasts 
of women as in men. I shall have 
no dealings with them. This is work 
for men, men without hope.

There was indeed no need of lights 
aboard us. Perhaps Sir Henry had 
hove to so that the flames of his cap
ture should brighten our deck for 
the misdeeds of hell. Casks of rum 
were broached on the deck—and the 
pirates gathered the loot of the M o 
ravia for the division. I had always 
thought that division took place on
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tome island somewhere. Perhaps this 
was an exception.

The pirates began to dispute at 
once. Two men, within the first few 
minutes, flew at each oth* r with 
knives. They battled back and forth 
across a deck which soon became 
even more crimson with blood from 
their many wounds. They cursed. 
They stabbed and slashed. They slew 
each other and with shouts of ri
bald laughter, with shouts of joy that 
there were two less with whom to 
divide, their fellows tossed them over 
the side.

All this was watched by the white
faced prisoners of the M ora via , who 
knew that their own turn was com
ing. I stood in the shadows, behind 
a towering mast, to watch, to find 
how these pirates did, to decide how 
I should conduct myself among them. 
I soon made a vow with myself; that, 
pirate though I now was, I would 
never waste human life. I would 
spare women and set them ashore 
with their children, unless they 
elected—if they were fools enough— 
to marry among us.

One day, I promised myself, I 
would become the right hand of Mor
gan, if for no other reason than it 
would give me a voice in what he 
did. Perhaps I might be able to dis
suade him from turning his deck in
to a living torment after each cap
ture.

BUT to become one of his lieuten
ants, I knew, I must first usurp the 

place held by two other men—one 
named Leach, the other named Nor- 
cross, both English. They were both 
murderers without souls. They would 
cut my throat as easily as they would 
gut a fish, and with less trouble.

I watched them, managing the di
vision with a high hand, setting aside 
their shares and Morgan’s—and I saw 
how the men, most of whom were 
low, ignorant fellows, were cheated 
of their rightful shares. I had a head

for reckoning, and I knew how great
ly they were being despoiled. But 
there was little enough I could do 
about it.

The division was made, finally; 
and then the pirates turned their at
tention to the prisoners. They were 
dragged in among their captors, 
where Leach and Norcoss asked 
each one a question. This was the 
query:

“ Will you take service with Mor
gan?”

OF the twelve men taken prisoner, 
four said that they would take 

such service. But two said it in fear, 
plainly evident, in order to save their 
lives. Leach laughed at both of them, 
and knocked them to the deck with 
his fist. The others laughed, too, 
and kicked the two who had fallen.

Eight men faced the pirates with 
their heads held high.

Norcross grinned at Leach.
“ The plank?” he asked.
“ Aye, the plank,” said Norcross.
A heavy plank was slipped through 

the rail, its end far out over the 
waters. The faces of the eight went 
white when they saw it being lashed 
so that it would not tilt. Their lips 
moved as though they prayed. Leach 
shoved the first man to the inner end 
of the plank.

“ How say you now? W ill you 
take service with Morgan?”

“ I would sell myself to the devil 
first!” the answer came in a low 
voice, and there was savage intensity 
in it. Leach laughed and pushed the 
man onto the plank.

“ W alk!” he commanded. “ You are 
privileged to change your mind ’ere 
plank’s end is reached.”

Helpless to aid him, I saw the man 
start his mad journey outward from 
the ship’s side. He walked stead
ily, with his head up. His eyes were 
not blindfolded. They looked up to 
the heavens, into skies red from the 
burning ship. He didn’t look back
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once. He did not pause at the end 
of the swaying, teetering plank.

The pirates laughed at him, shout
ed to him what to do when, with his 
hands bound, he should strike the 
water and the sharks should come for 
him. Triangular fins were all about 
the ship, as though they knew what 
was coming.

The man reached the end, stepped 
over, and dropped like a stone. A 
geyser of water shot upward, fell 
back again. I saw the fins streak 
toward the spot where he had gone 
under. I watched for him to rise. 
His head come up, but only his head 
—and it was snatched under again 
too quickly for it to mean merely 
that he had sunk at once. There was 
blood on the water, then, and I knew 
that the sharks had got him.

The second man, at the very end 
of the plank, turned back. Leach 
laughed at him, knowing he turned 
back because of fear—and sent a ball 
into his stomach. The man screamed 
in agony, and fell sidewise off the 
plank. He went as the first one had 
gone.

The other eight, knowing that now 
it was too late to take service with 
Morgan, walked, one after the other, 
to the end of the plank and took 
their horrible plunge into eternity. 
I did nothing to prevent it. What 
could I have done? But in the 
future, I promised myself wildly, 
something would be done. What need 
was there for all this ghastly waste 
of life?

AFTER the last had gone, and the 
four recruits had mingled with the 

pirates, the word came from Morgan 
to get under way. I watched the 
burning M oravia  become a dim red 
blotch astern, and wondered again 
why Morgan had not towed her in 
as a prize. The pirates were fairly 
good sailors.

There were several of them by this 
time whom I had marked as being

more cruel than the others, men with 
whom I knew I would have trouble.

I came out of the shadows when 
the vessel was rising and falling with 
the waves—and the pirates, now most 
of them hilarious with rum as they 
sat in the midst of their loot, noted 
me—and laughed. Their laughter was 
the bitterest of all. I resolved then 
that I would hold myself aloof, that 
I would not mingle with them. I 
strode to the rail and looked back at 
our white wake.

A HAND spun me around. I ex
pected, from its weight, that it 

belonged to either Leach or Norcross. 
But it was neither. I was scarcely 
ready to tackle either of them. But 
this man was different.

Pirates fought each other, as I had 
seen. For the winner there was no 
punishment, while for the loser there 
was only—the sharks of the Antil
les.

“ Art too good to travel with us, 
cockerel?” asked a squat, black- 
bearded buccaneer.

I studied him. I wasn't afraid of 
him, tfiough his sash bristled with 
weapons and his breath reeked with 
rum. He was in a savage, murderous 
mood, spoiling for a fight. The 
others fell silent to watch us. I 
saw one or two start up as though 
they would dissuade the man from 
whatever he intended.

“Let be, Marchant,” said one, but 
the bearded one paid no heed. The 
speaker was a little afraid of Mar- 
chant. But I had no such fear.

“ And if I am?” I said.
“ I shall quickly teach you respect 

for your betters!” snapped Marchant.
Now it just happens that I am big 

for eighteen. I have learned much 
of fisticuffs, of battle with swords 
and with knives. I am lithe and 
strong and know how to use my 
strength. I felt the need of show
ing these men, who would, perforce, 
be my comrades from tonight on.
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that I was not one with whom to 
take liberties. My father had traveled 
in Cathay, and he had taught me 
eastern tricks with my hands. I 
thought of one now, as I studied the 
bully who was testing me—or show
ing off before his comrades.

I stepped in close to him, as though 
the better to hear.

“ And when,” I asked 6oftly, “does 
the lesson begin?”

“ At once,” he said.
“So be it!”
I dropped quickly to one knee. My 

left hand fastened in the neck of his 
shirt. My right hand curled under 
the lower edge of his sash, twisted 
into it. All this happened so quickly 
he could scarcely have realized what 
was happening. I am sure he had 
never before experienced what I was 
doing to him—obviously not with the 
result I quickly attained.

For I pulled with my left hand, 
bringing him down over my bowed 
back. I thrust upward with my right 
hand, until he was suspended over 
my head, carried forward by his own 
momentum and the pull I had given 
him. He screamed as he saw what 
awaited him. His eyes looked over 
the rail, which already was passing 
under him. My muscles strained 
against his weight.

I released my left hand. I thrust 
upward a last time with my right 
and, head downward, he went over 
the rail and dropped.

I HAD used no knife, nothing except 
my bare hands, and he had not 

even had time to clutch the handle 
of a dagger. I rose, turned my back 
on the others, looked over the side. 
He struck the water. There were 
swirls of phosphorous where he 
struck, and the shape of the fire in 
the water was the shape of a speed
ing shark.

Still I did not turn. I stared over 
the rail, even though my back 
crawled in expectation of a knife

under the shoulder blades, until the 
swirling phosphorous had vanished 
astern. Then, slowly, I turned to 
stare at the others and moved for
ward.

A knife sped past my head, drove 
three parts of its length into a mast. 
I did not glance aside though I fully 
expected to feel its mate in my back. 
It did not come; yet I knew that 
from this moment onward I walked 
in the shadow of death, even among 
these with whom I had cast my lot.

And Sir Henry Morgan himself, 
no doubt, had already forgotten the 
cockerel whose life he had saved.

M arch 5, 1687

I, CALEB KRECH, 
have now been six 
months with Mor
gan. Most of the 
men who were with 
him when I took 
service have died by 
violence, and new 
ones, even bloodier 

and more murderous than the first, 
have taken their places. Only Leach 
and Norcross seem never to die or be 
in danger of death.

And I have long since learned 
why; they never take chances. When 
there is battle they always seem to 
be in the thick of it, making more 
noise than any others, but I note 
that there are always fighting men 
of their own between them and all 
danger.

I have grown to hate them with a 
bitter hatred. The time is coming 
soon when there shall be a settle
ment among us—for I am fast becom
ing a favorite of Morgan. He looks 
at me speculatively whenever work 
of an important nature is to be done.

For several months I have not kept 
my journal. What was there to write 
about? One day is almost like an
other. One week we cruise in the 
waters of the Atlantic and the Mare



WE FLEW THE JOLLY ROGER 61

des Antilles, seeking the gold ships 
of those who go to the New World 
for trade. Then we spend three days 
ashore on Tortue, drinking, fighting, 
dividing our spoils.

I scarcely recognize in myself the 
lad who first took service with Mor
gan. I have broadened. I have be
come a man indeed. I never smile— 
not that I ever was much of one for 
smiling. My muscles are as hard as 
those of any man among us. And I 
have learned to take human life 
cheaply. I shall never forget the 
time I got up my courage and faced 
Morgan in his cabin, about a week 
after the pillage of the M oravia.

“ Isn’t it possible,” I asked him, 
blurting out what was in my mind, 
“ to prevent such a waste of human 
life? Why must men walk the plank? 
Why must they be slaughtered to 
provide sport for your men?”

There may have been a touch of 
sadness in his face at first, but it 
instantly became hard, harsh.

“ Young sir,” he told me, “ it is time 
you learned the greatest lesson you 
may learn among us: that human 
life is the cheapest thing we deal in. 
A man refuses to take service with 
me. Shall I keep him a prisoner on 
Tortue? If I do, he is a constant 
bother. He is always planning treach
ery. He may escape and bring the 
guns of Britain or Spain or France 
against me. So, I kill him. And 
since he must die, why not provide 
sport for my men if it pleases them?”

I COULD never subscribe to his phi
losophy, but I did learn to gaze 

without emotion on the dead bodies 
of men whose heads hung to their 
shoulders by mere threads of flesh. I 
grew accustomed to seeing men take 
the last walk along the plank. I had 
even grown accustomed to lining the 
rail with the others, and watching 
our victims, below the clear surface, 
torn to bits and devoured by the 
sharks.

It didn’t matter how they died. 
The world had not been enriched 
with their birth; it lost nothing 
when they died. And that applied 
to me as well as to them.

But I resolved that some day I 
should be something which gave me 
happiness. I would, some day, be a 
married man, with children to follow 
after me. Often I turned my face 
to the west or the north, and wished 
for quiet pursuits ashore in the New 
World.

AND whenever I had my share of 
loot, I slipped away from the 

others and hid it in a place I had 
found on Tortue—a cave whose mouth 
was under water, so that it could be 
reached only by diving. Not one of my 
comrades even guessed what I did with 
my jewels, gold and silver.

Leach and Norcross, jealous of my 
growing favor with Morgan—which 
they all noted and discussed freely—■ 
watched me carefully. I think they 
would have murdered me if I had 
given them a chance. I never gam
bled away my shares as did the 
others, and I am sure Norcross and 
Leach must have guessed that it now 
amounted to a vast sum, if it were 
possible to convert it into money.

I took no chances with them. I 
never slept two nights in succession 
in the same place. I seemed to drink 
with the others, but when none was 
watching I spilled my rum on the 
sands, or over the side if we were 
on the high seas. I had discovered 
that rum bleared the eyes and made 
the sword or pistol hand unsteady— 
and the pirate whose hand was un
steady was the pirate who did not 
live to be hanged.

Why do I resume my jottings in 
the journal? That’s a fair question, 
and I am answering it here. I had 
grown tired of Norcross and Leach. 
I had grown tired of piracy, at least 
as an underling. Underlings who 
tried to desert were invariably caught
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and summarily executed. But if one 
were a lieutenant of Morgan, one 
might have a chance to bargain.

In the past six months we had 
looted no less than fourteen ships— 
three of them in one day. We had 
had dozens of brushes with priva
teers which were little better than 
pirates themselves. We had fought 
against the warships of the Kings 
of France and England. We had lost 
many men. We had found enough 
prisoners to volunteer with Morgan 
to replace them.

I had lost count of the numbers I 
had slain with my cutlass and dag
ger. These were my favorite weap
ons. I went into battle with a cutlass 
in my right hand, the dagger in my 
left. I had taken no wounds in this 
time. I could take care of myself.

But today, which marks the re
newal of my journal, a thing hap
pened which will, I am sure, change 
the whole course of my life. We 
raised the sail of a British merchant
man just after sunrise this morning. 
.We fired the usual shot. She hove to.

We stood by to board. I was in 
the forefront of the boarding party. 
Morgan was in the van, for this was 
a richer prize than usual. There were 
women aboard.

Gr a p p l i n g  hooks pulled the two
vessels together when he had 

forced the merchantman to heave to. 
We spilled upon the other ship’s 
decks.

The men fought back at us with 
the calm savagery of the British, who 
fight for their own. To me they were 
not my countrymen, any more than 
the French, the Spanish or the Dutch 
—for they would hang me to the 
highest gibbet as quickly, perhaps 
even more quickly, than the others. 
So I did not hesitate to slash with 
my cutlass, to stab with my dagger.

The pirates, shouting, screaming, 
laughing as though all were mad 
with drink—which they were not,

since Sir Henry insisted on reason
able sobriety prior to the faring-forth 
—plunged in among the defenders of 
the C ly d e  with all their usual feroc
ity. The British fought back coolly. 
When one of their number fell, 
coughing out his life through a slit 
throat, another stepped into the 
breach, to be downed in his turn. 
One by one we cut them down.

T HE British did not surrender, not 
this time. They sold their lives 

dearly. But we were so many. We 
were thrice their number, and every 
one of us a better fighter, man for man, 
because we fought oftencr, I suppose.

So, while a third of us cut down 
the defenders, the other third ran
sacked the ship for loot, while still 
others herded passengers on deck 
and prepared to scuttle or fire the 
ship. Sir Henry seldom towed in a 
prize now, for he had more vessels 
than he could use. They rotted at 
their moorings off Tortue.

Women screamed as they were 
dragged forth. I seldom paid any 
attention to the women. I hated men 
who did. To me it was a sign of 
weakness in a man to be soft with 
women, or to be hard with them, to 
pay them any heed whatever. But 
it just happened that the women 
were herded out directly in front of 
me, as I was plunging into the thick 
of the knot of British who had op
posed our boarding.

It was then that I saw Anne 
Cronyn. But at that time I did not 
know her name.

I almost lost my life under the 
cutlasses of the British, because sight 
of Anne Cronyn turned me to a 
statue. Her hair was the color of new 
gold in the sun. Her eyes were wells 
of youth. Her beauty was the great
est I had ever seen in any woman. 
She wasn’t a woman, really, but a 
girl. I think she couldn’t have been 
over seventeen, eighteen at the most. 
Her feet and lower limbs were bare
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to the knee, as though she had been 
caught partially dressed. Her beauty 
stopped my throat.

But for the fact that two men, 
and those men Leach and Norcross, 
were closing in on her with their 
arms outstretched, I might have re
mained numb with her beauty, stand
ing there like a great oaf, until the 
British had cut me down. But my 
hatred of those two was already 
great. So it did not really need her 
beauty to speed my action.

My cutlass became a flash of flame. 
My dagger became a bullet for speed. 
I cut through three men to reach 
the girl, and I reached her ahead of 
Leach and Norcross because she had 
darted back away from them.

They welcomed the chance to bat
tle me, for they were two againBt 
one.

“Quickly,” I said, "back against 
the mainmast.”

Her head lifted proudly, and I 
could see then that she resented my 
note of authority. I couldn’t have 
said anything else to her if my life 
had depended on it. I knew that my 
face had reddened, like that of any 
stripling, because I could feel it 
burn, down my neck to my chest.

I STOOD before the girl, staring into 
the fierce eyes of Leach and Nor- 

cioss.
"Keep back,” I said hoarsely, "or 

I’ll cut the hearts out of you both!” 
Behind me the girl gasped. I won

dered then why she didn’t jump on 
me from behind but the reason, after 
all, was simple enough. Over my 
shoulders she looked into the eyes 
of Leach and Norcross, and she must 
have read what those eyes said so 
plainly. She was not only, to them, 
a woman, but a very young, lovely 
one.

I would have slain them then, I 
think, had not Morgan himself come 
into view. He 9aw what was tran
spiring. He said quickly:

“This is no time to fight over wo
men! Trans-ship!”

At my urging Morgan now saved 
the lives of women, setting them 
ashore, whenever he had opportunity, 
where they had some chance of sav
ing their lives. There were a hun
dred on Tortue, even now—and I 
didn’t recall the face of any one of 
them. But their lot was not happy. 
Pirates were not men of considera
tion.

LEACH and Norcross spoke softly 
to Morgan, and their eyes never 

left the girl whom I had put behind me, 
Morgan shrugged, studied me for a 
moment. Then he came to me and 
said :

"A man is less than a man when 
he allows himself to think twice 
about any woman!”

I knew then that one of the rea
sons he liked me was because I had 
never be n interested in any woman.

“This,” I said stubbornly, “ is dif
ferent. If Leach or Norcross so much 
as speak to this lady, I shall kill 
them both! I can handle the others.” 

There was no bragging in the last 
statement. The other pirates left me 
severely alone. They knew my repu
tation—that no man lived who could 
say that he had even pinked me with 
cutlass, dirk, dagger or poniard. 
They would keep hands off anything 
which I claimed, or they would die— 
and every one of them knew it.

“ It is an affair you must handle 
yourself, Krech,” said Morgan. “If 
Leach and Norcross want the wench, 
the result lies entirely with you.”

But I knew as he spoke that he 
was weary of both Leach and Nor
cross, and that if I destroyed them 
he would be happy. He liked and 
respected me. but had no real attach
ment for any living soul.

My heart leaped fiercely with an
ticipation. Morgan himself had ap
proved my quarrel with those two. 
But the girl, when I turned and

65
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looked at her and bowed low, touch
ing my hat to the deck, literally 
shriveled me with scorn, without say
ing a single word. I had never seen 
such contempt in the face of a living 
soul. She drew aside as she passed 
me, enroute to the rail—and Leach 
and Norcross assisted her onto the 
deck of the pirate!

M arch 10, 1687

I HAVE just killed 
Norcross and Leach. 
I did it in fair fight. 
I knew it would 
come s o m e t i m e .  
Ashore in Tortue, 
after the seizure of 
the British mer
chantman, I gave 

my own hut to Anne Cronyn. She 
did not thank me. She seemed to 
take it as her due. She wouldn't 
talk to me.

Enroute to Tortue from the spot 
where we had taken the merchant
man, however, I had heard her talk
ing with Leach—and her voice had 
been like calm water over clean 
white stones. I knew even before we 
reached Tortue, while I listened, sick 
with jealousy, to her talk with 
Leach and Norcross, how it was with 
me.

The two lieutenants of Morgan 
jeered at me when I said that she 
would have my hut.

I told them, when she had entered 
and closed the door, with two wo
men as companions, that if they ever 
dared to cross the threshold I would 
kill them both. I think the girl hated 
me, then, for my talk of killing; for 
aboard the pirate she had heard me, 
several times, speak of killing the 
two lieutenants.

Two days passed. We took another 
vessel, this one a trim caravel loaded 
with silver for Panama, and were to 
make division of the loot that night. 
This grand prize Morgan had brought

into port with a crew aboard. I 
would have given my soul to have 
possessed the caravel, but knew I 
would never have men to sail hex, 
unless I flew the flag of Morgan—and 
now I was eager to be finished with 
him!

There was liquor on the beach in 
rum caskB that night. The pirates 
were more hilarious than ever—and 
Leach and Norcross cheated them as 
they had seldom done before. Only 
me they did not cheat, for they had 
learned that I had a head for figures. 
I took my share in dubloons and 
pieces of eight, because they were 
smaller than bullion.

I had all I could carry. I slipped 
out of the firelight on the beach, en
route to the place, the cave, where 
I had hidden so much loot during 
the past six months that I myself 
did not know the whole value of it. 
I had placed it in a sort of bin of 
stone, up beyond reach of the waves 
even in a hurricane. Some day I 
would take it all away, I promised 
myself.

But tonight something in the de
meanor of Leach and Norcross 
warned me that they wouldn't do 
what they usually did—follow me in 
the hope of finding where I hid my 
share of the prize. I knew from 
their faces, from their leers, that 
they would make a visit to Anne 
Cronyn.

SHE hadn’t yet spoken to me, but she 
had looked at me thoughtfully 

a few times, and I knew that she 
wasn’t unmindful of me, though she 
looked away quickly when I caught 
her at it.

Out of sight of the roisterers on 
the beach, I hid my loot under a 
tree and cut back to the hut I had 
occupied prior to the coming of 
Anne Cronyn, and in which she now 
stayed. I stood within the circle 
of palm trees which hemmed in the 
hut and waited.
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I had sworn to slay Leach and 
Norcross if they ever crossed her 
threshold!

My hand tightened on my cutlass. 
My dagger slipped into my right 
hand. I heard them coming. They 
came swiftly, and I smiled grimly to 
myself. They were hurrying, no 
doubt with the intention of being 
gone again before I could return 
from my cave, a trip which usually 
required over two hours.

It was Leach who knocked on the 
door—and stepped across the thresh
old, followed by Norcross, when 
Anne Cronyn opened the door.

I glided out of the shadows.
Inside, the girl screamed. Still I 

did not hurry. They would take her 
out of the place. I waited for them 
to do that. She was struggling in 
the arms of Norcross. Leach was 
saying:

"You are built for dancing, pretty 
one. Come to the beach and dance 
for us!”

I had seen women who danced on 
the beach for the pirates. I knew 
what it meant—jeers, vile remarks, 
the odor of rum, the harsh talk of 
men who had drunk too much liquor. 
I stepped forth.

"I told you never to cross her 
threshold,” I said softly.

NORCROSS swore a savage oath.
He hurled Anne from him. She 

flew from his arms and crashed against 
the wall of the hut as Norcross 
cleared space, his hand going for 
his cutlass. Leach stepped back. The 
faces of both were white in the 
moonlight.

"What does it concern you?” said 
Leach hoarsely. “She is only a wo
man, after all.”

I didn’t answer that. There was 
no need.

I hurled myself at Leach. He 
stepped back beside Norcross, and 
stood fast. Both of them swung up 
their cutlasses, which shone dully in

the moonlight. They were weapons 
which had taken many lives in their 
time, and always they had struck 
cowards’ blows, when the backs of 
their victims had been turned. Now 
they must fight as the weapons of 
strong men fight, or their owners 
would die.

Anne struck the wall and fell, a 
huddled heap, against it. She whirled 
and looked at the three of us there, 
and her face, too, was white. She 
flirted her golden hair back from 
her face, the better to see us. And 
then her face became very still, in
tent.

LEACH was the first to make a 
move. He hurled himself at me. I 

was afraid to swing at him with my 
cutlass, lest my blade bind in the 
bone and muscles where his neck and 
shoulders met. So I merely stepped 
aside, thrust out my right foot, and 
he stumbled over it, crashing to his 
face on the sandy soil.

It would take him several seconds 
to rise. I had forgotten the girl. I 
was merely a pirate, a killer, prepar
ing to slay again. While Leach, yell
ing as though he had already felt 
my blade, struggled to stand erect 
again, I threw myself full speed at 
Norcross. He backed away. I knew 
he was sparring for time, to give 
Leach the opportunity to get to his 
feet and attack me from the rear.

But I didn’t give him time. He 
backed swiftly, and the fear of death 
was in his face. I hurled myself at 
him. I struck downward with my 
cutlass. He flung up his own to 
meet it. I stepped in as he parried 
my slash—and drove my dagger into 
his stomach. He gasped. His cutlass 
arm seemed to weaken. I lifted my 
own, drawing it back. My teeth must 
have shown as though I snarled, for 
his eyes were on them as though 
they fascinated him.

Then I struck with the cutlass. 
His head seemed to jump sidewise,
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onto his right shoulder, as my blade 
bit deep. I felt the comfortable 
weight of the weapon as it ate its 
way through muscle and bone, deep 
into his chest.

Then I whirled. Leach was charg
ing. I jumped aside as I heard hi3 
cutlass whistle through the air, to 
strike at my neck from behind. I 
leaped without looking, and spun in 
the air as I turned.

Leach’s mouth was open in a sound
less shout.

Fear rode him, and was plain in 
his face. He had expected to get me 
before I turned; and now that he had 
failed, his courage had drained out 
of him as water drains from a dried- 
out rum cask. He whirled, scream
ing, and started to run. But there 
wasn’t a man who served under 
Morgan who was as fast on his feet 
as I.

Leach’s screaming brought the pi
rates from the beach. He was call
ing on them to help him. I over
took him in a few strides, and 
struck him down with a single blow. 
But rum had made the other pirates 
bolder than usual, and Anne Cronyn 
w s b  beautiful in the moonlight—so 
they came on.

I whirled back to her.
"Come with me!” I snapped.
"I would not go with you to save 

my life I” she said.

I DIDN’T answer her. I jumped at her 
and caught her in my arms. I 

had thrust my weapons back into 
their scabbards. The girl did not 
cry out. She wasn’t the sort to cry 
out. But her face was very white.

I ran with her into the woods. I 
heard the pirates hammer on the 
door of the hut, seeking to know 
what had started the fracas. Sev
eral tried to follow me, but were too 
far gone with rum to know what 
they did.

I heard them stumble along for a 
time, and then turn back.

I made good speed through the 
jungles. I had forgotten, for the 
moment at least, the silver I had 
intended taking to my cave.

I never went back for it. It is 
probably there yet. Some day I shall 
hunt for it—

WE reached the spot on the coast 
where the cave mouth was. I 

did not ask the girl if she could 
swim. She wouldn’t talk to me any
how.

But I was aiready mapping out a 
plan of what I should do.

I stepped to the edge of the water. 
“The cave mouth is ten feet down,’’ 

I said. “ Will you swim with me, or 
must I drag you?”

She didn't answer. Her eyes were 
luminous in the moonlight. I caught 
her in my arms. The water was deep 
here. I had discovered the cave quite 
by accident, one day when I had 
been swimming alone. Holding her, I 
plunged in.

The water closed over us. She did 
not struggle against me. Going down, 
swimming strongly, I held the dag
ger in my right hand as I swam 
with it—watching for sharks, whose 
trails of phosphorus would show me 
where they were.

I could make out the cave mouth. 
I carried her in, swam strongly for 
twenty feet or so, rose to the surface 
in utter blackness. Then I set foot 
to the soil, carried her up.

She spat water—and it was like the 
spitting of an angry cat. There wa6 
temper in the wench! I set her 
down. I had no fear that she would 
try to escape. I could have caught 
her in two strides.

I made a fire in the cave, which 
was supplied with air by some vent 
which I hadn’t found, in the roof. 
The cave led back for a hundred 
feet or so. It was dry and warm, but 
she needed a fire in which to dry her 
clothing.

“Are you afraid to stay here?” I
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asked her, after I had shown her my 
loot. At sight of it her eyes had 
properly widened, then narrowed as 
she surveyed both myself and my 
booty with displeasure.

Then she spoke to me for the first 
time.

“ As long as you are not here I 
shall not be afraid," she said con
temptuously. “How long am I to be 
a prisoner?”

“ Until I have found a way for both 
of us to reach Hispaniola. W e’ll 
fight our way through the Caribs to 
the south coast, where we may hope 
to catch an honest ship bound for 
Panama.”

“ I shall accept nothing from you!” 
“ You will go where I bid you! 

You will not try to escape. The 
whole coast is patrolled by sharks.” 

And then I left her. She wasn’t 
afraid. There was nothing here to 
be afraid of. Nothing could reach 
her, save from the sea—and sharks 
did not come onto the land. And 
there were no sea-serpents in these 
waters, as far as I knew.

Outside, on level ground again, I 
went deep into the woods, where I 
circled back to the beach at last. 
There I faced the pirates and told 
them that I would kill any man who 
dared dispute my authority after 
this. Then I went to Sir Henry Mor
gan, and told him that I had killed 
Leach and Norcross 

Was there a twinkle of amusement 
in his eyes as he asked:

“ Do you stand ready to serve me 
in their two places?”

I NODDED stiffly, not sure he didn't 
make sport of me because I was, 

after all, but a stripling with not 
even the sign of a beard. Next day, 
he told me, we fared forth again. A 
lookout had sighted mighty sails to 
the east—and the prize looked in
viting.

I resolved it should be the last I 
should ever assist in taking.

May IS, 1687

WE came a w a y  
from Tortue empty- 
handed, save only 
that I brought out 
my journal and the 
map I had made 
of m y treasure- 
house—and this is 
the manner of our 

coming. I write these last words in 
Hispaniola, while Anne Cronyn 
watches the small boat from a Dutch 
merchantman, putting in to take us 
off. It has been two months since I 
quitted the service of Morgan—

After leaving Anne in the cave 
and making my peace, for the time, 
with the pirates, I prepared to take 
part in my last looting of any ves
sel. I did not sleep that night, and 
next morning my voice crackled with 
authority as I routed out my men, 
manned the vessel from which Sir 
Henry had sent shots over the bows 
of so many of his victims.

I was driven by a fever of impa
tience. I knew there would be one 
thing aboard that vessel I would 
have. As a lieutenant of Morgan, I 
could manage it without question. I 
wanted a longboat. I knew I would 
take human life again. I also knew, 
with a certainty I had never known 
before, that I would not die in this 
fight. I felt as a man feels who 
knows that he bears a charmed life.

I was saying good-by to it all, and 
soon.

I led Morgan’s men—who were my 
men, too, this first and last time— 
onto the Dutchman. I knew it was 
a mighty prize. It was a monster 
ship and I knew that, the instant 
Morgan saw it, hereafter it would be 
his flagship; that it would become 
famous throughout the Antilles.

The Dutch fought stubbornly, but 
nothing could stop us. I shouted 
to the pirates. They fought at my 
back with the best of courage. Their
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cutlasses had never been keener, had 
never struck with greater surety. 
The Dutchmen fell before us. They 
did not cry for quarter. None would 
have been given thtm. Human life 
was, after all, exceedingly cheap. It 
did not matter.

We had our prize.
Sir Henry Morgan, when we were 

assigning a prize crew to her, looked 
at me with a sad kind of pride.

“ You would have been a great 
Naval officer,” he told me, giving me 
a first glimpse into his heart. “You 
handled the boarders like a master. 
Put some years on your shoulders 
and you would be a soldier.”

I KNEW then that he carried the 
weight of countless regrets on his 

shoulders, felt the horror of oceans 
of blood upon his soul. I knew that 
never this side of the grave would 
he make his peace with his God— 
and that for very anger because this 
was so, he would continue on and on, 
slaying as he went; becoming, week 
by week, year by year, more savage 
and ruthless—and that in the end 
the gibbet would have him, unless he 
had again a King’s pardon to save 
him. There seemed little chance of 
this.

But I knew right then that he 
hungered for the coast of Wales 
whence he had come, and for the 
humble competence—any size—of a 
gentleman who did not have to fear 
the law of any land, or feel hover
ing over him the shadow of the gal
lows.

I bowed to him. I was pleased. 
Even a pirate might enjoy the 
knowledge that he knows his tasks 
and performs them with credit. My 
share of this prize would make me 
richer than Sir Henry himself, for 
he squandered his wealth at cards 
with his men. who squandered it, in 
turn, in the many ports we dared, on 
rare occasions, visit.

I asked him to let me command

the prize crew. He agreed readily, 
smiling a little.

“ If, just once more, you acquit 
yourself so creditably,” he told me, 
“you shall command a vessel, under 
my command, and this shall be my 
flagship.”

His eyes flamed with the ambition 
his sudden thought had given him. 
He had been a great sea-rover. Why 
not, I could see his thought growing, 
have a fleet of pirates? Others had 
done it before him; others would do 
it again.

But I knew then that I would 
never command one of his vessels. I 
had boarded my last prize. Even 
now I was bidding good-by to pi
racy.

When Sir Henry 'Bhd. gone back 
aboard his own vessel, which got 
under way to show us her heels on 
the voyage back to Tortue, I ordered 
my prize crew to lower a longboat 
over the side, and moor her under 
the stern. Then I broke out casks 
of rum and bade them drink and be 
merry, so that they would forget to 
be curious about the longboat. I 
would anchor off Tortue in such a 
way that the longboat would not be 
noticeable.

I would risk sharks in swimming 
out to her, but I had risked them 
before. My dagger had accounted 
for sharks before now.

HE night seemed interminable.
I went to the cave, stowed my 

share of the loot. Anne Cronyn 
scarcely spoke to me. I still saw the 
contempt in her face. Her eyes 
widened as she stared at my cloth
ing—for through even the water, 
which covered my clothing a n d  
dripped to the floor of the cave, she 
could see the bloodstains I had taken 
aboard the Dutchman.

“ I shall be back within two hours,” 
I told her hoarsely. "Be ready to 
depart for the mainland when I 
come.”
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Then I went back to the beach. 
The pirates were shouting and curs
ing, fighting among themselves as 
usual. I saw two men lunging with 
cutlasses as I stepped into the water. 
One man fell with his skull caved 
in. I shrugged and waded deeper.

In deep water I turned and looked 
back. Standing on the beach I had 
just quitted was a familiar figure. 
It was looking out across the waters 
at me. It was Sir Henry Morgan. 
He lifted his hand and seemed to 
wave—but of course I misunderstood 
the gesture, for he could not, possi
bly, have seen me in the darkness. But 
I had a warm glow about my heart, 
for it was as though he bade me 
Godspeed on my hazardous under
taking.

I escaped the sharks, though one 
slid alongside the longboat as I rolled 
over the side.

I cut loose the rope with my dag
ger. I sat down, paddled out from 
shore, keeping the Dutchman be
tween myself and the shadowed 
land. Then I swung along the coast 
and rowed swiftly. My heart ham
mered with excitement. The long
boat—which ordinarily would have 
required several men to handle— 
had to be handled by me alone. Once 
free of the land, with Anne Cronyn 
aboard, I might rig a sail of some 
sort, for it wasn’t a long voyage to 
Hispaniola.

I MOORED the longboat above the 
cave, dived over, swam down, en

tered the place.
Anne Cronyn was ready.
I nodded to her.
I stepped to the storehouse where 

I kept my loot, and for the first 
time she touched me with her hand. 
Her eyes were stormy in the fire
light. Her touch thrilled me to the 
depths of my immortal soul.

"Caleb Krech,” she said, in a low, 
tense voice, "I swear to you by my 
dead mother, and by the God you

yourself profess to believe in, that 
I will never leave this cave alive if 
you take with you from that loot 
so much as one dubloon or piece of 
eight! You go with me empty-hand
ed. or you travel alone.”

I couldn’t understand her. What 
could we do without wealth—we who 
had so much, merely for the taking 
away—in the new land we hoped to 
reach? Nothing. But if she said we 
must go empty-handed, and did not 
explain her meaning—well, it was 
enough for me that she went with 
me at all, whatever her woman's rea
sons for this unheard of decision.

WE reached the boat, empty-hand
ed, as she had said.

We shivered through the night as 
I fought with the sea to reach the 
shores of Hispaniola. We gained it 
at last, cast the longboat adrift. We 
plunged into the reeking jungles. Our 
clothing dried on us in the sun when 
it rose. I marked the way we trav
eled, in case I should have need to 
return this way some day to retrieve 
my treasure, which I was sure no 
one else would ever find.

I had not expected to take human 
life again, but take it I did—for as 
we hurried into the south, the arrows 
of marauding Caribs hastened our 
steps. It was only by the grace of 
a beneficent God that we escaped 
with our lives, traveling by night in 
the midst of unknown dangers, sleep
ing in thickets, in tangled masses of 
forest by day.

And in the steaming heart of His
paniola, where she had none on 
whom to lean but myself, I tried 
with all my heart and soul to prove 
to Anne Cronyn that I was a man 
and not a monster.

And long before we reached the 
south coast, she was smiling and 
laughing when—for fear of the Ca
ribs—we dared make any noise at all.

But when I asked her, time after 
time, why she would not allow me
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to bring away our riches, she merely 
shook her head, so that her golden 
hair swirled about her beautiful face 
like the blinding rays of the sun. So 
then I was never to have an answer 
—save the meaningless, inexplicable 
answers which women give to men.

And now, this part of my story 
is ended, for the prow of our rescuers’ 
boats grates on the beach, and soon 
Hispaniola will vanish behind us as 
we head toward the unknown New 
World which neither of us, up to 
now, has seen.

I HENRY MORGAN KRECH, must 
, then have been named after Henry 

Morgan himself 1 Anne Cronyn of this 
tale was as much my relative as the 
pirate from whose journal I selected 
the most salient points I have set 
down above.

There is nothing in the journal to 
say by what strange stages Caleb 
Krech and Anne Cronyn reached

New England; nor yet when they 
were married; nor when they built 
this house in which I now sit—and 
see their shadowy figures in the 
dark corners, through the lacy fila
ments of the cobwebs.

For they are here with me as I 
read—and they will go with me al
ways. For the blood of them both 
is my blood; and I never shall un
derstand why my father found any 
cause for shame in this knowledge 
which he kept locked so tightly in 
his breast.

I may hunt for the treasure—but 
of course the hurricanes of two and 
a half centuries must long since have 
erased it. Or maybe, by chance, 
others have found the cave—as my 
ancestors found it.

And yet—there are far less exciting 
tasks than hunting for treasure in the 
islands of lost romance, of stirring 
adventure when the New World was 
really new.
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The Sight of Diamond Tom Tally’s Stickpin Was Far 
Too Much for Grasping Faro Shane!

By SAM BRANT
An<hor o f  “ Sage of the Sagebmsh,” “Smoky Giens,’’ etc.

D i a m o n d  t o m  t u l l y
stared across the table with 
eyes that glittered until 

they outshone the huge diamond 
stickpin from which came his nick
name. Faro Shane wilted and cringed 
beneath that gaze. He hunched up his 
chair before the faro table where he

dealt for Diamond Tom on the per
centage basis.

“ So,” Tully’s voice was ominous, 
“ there wasn’t enough in a straight 
game for yuh, and yuh had to go 
crooked on me, eh?” His voice had 
an icy quality.

Tom Tully ran a straight joint. His
7 1
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word and his bets were held in high 
esteem by the cowpokes in the neigh
borhood of Slattery's Gulch.

Faro tried to meet the other’s look 
but his eyes flinched. He fixed his 
gaze instead on the gigantic diamond 
horseshoe which Tully wore in the 
center of his shirtfront.

“Yuh’re through,” Tully said in a 
voice that carried over the hushed 
room. "Git yore kit an’ git out before 
I lose control o’ myself an' shoot 
yore sneakin' cheatin’ brains out.”

Not daring to reply, Faro rose 
from the table and stumbled from 
the main room to the rear of the 
saloon where Tully housed his hired 
help.

“A nice wide chest fer a white 
shirt tuh hang a diamond ontuh, but 
no brains,” the ex-dealer muttered to 
himself. “ He could clean up, ef only 
he used his head—” His mutterings 
trailed off as he noticed that Dia
mond Tom had followed him into the 
room.

‘‘Yuh’re takin' a hundred dollars an' 
no more,” Tom spoke relentlessly. 
"The rest o' the money yuh hev 
salted away goes in back o’ the bar 
tuh stake people thet yuh've robbed 
afore I caught yuh.”

SHANE turned to protest, but the 
look in the other’s eyes made him 

change his mind. He shrugged as if 
resigned to his fate, threw a huge 
wad of bills on the bed and began 
to pack his clothes. Tully counted 
one hundred dollars from the roll, 
threw them at the rat-faced gambler, 
then stalked from the room, expos
ing a broad expanse of back.

For a second Shane fingered his 
derringer lovingly. He started to 
draw the small deadly weapon from 
its holster under his armpit when he 
suddenly spotted the keen eyes of 
Sheriff Big Bill Walsh peering 
through the door. Hastily he let his 
hand drop and, drawing the straps of 
his saddle bags tight, he made his

way out into the main saloon and 
gambling hall.

Infuriated by Tully’s conduct, 
Faro ached to deliver some sharp 
words, but he was yellow at heart. 
He moved on hastily and silently 
when he saw that the sheriff and 
several of the place’s steady cus
tomers were watching him intently. 
He picked up his bags and slunk 
from the room.

Morosely he rode out of town, hurt 
pride rankling in his chest.

‘ ‘Jes’ a big frame tuh drape a white 
shirt over,” he repeated to himself— 
then suddenly checked his horse. 
“ The diamond!” he exclaimed.

Diamond Tom thought more of 
that stickpin than he did of any
thing else. “ Cost ten thousand dol
lars,” he used to boast to open- 
mouthed rannies. Abruptly, Faro 
wheeled his horse off the trail out 
of town and headed for Tully’s cabin.

BACK in the saloon Tully was tell
ing the men how he had caught 

Faro cheating.
“ He substituted a deck o’ his own 

cards, ’ he explained. “ The designs on 
the backs was the same as mine, al
most—there’s jes’ the least bit o’ 
diff’rence in the designs. It’d take 
a well trained eye tuh see it an’ I 
used tuh think Faro was nearsighted 
the way thet he peered at them cards. 
Then, I seen a poster bill in his room 
thet made him out a card magician 
in the theatres, an’ I got tuh think- 
in’.”

The men pushed close about him. 
Big Bill took one of the straight and 
one of the crooked cards and held 
them next to each other, comparing 
them.

“Yuh sure needed yore eye peeled 
tuh catch them slick fingers,” the 
sheriff congratulated Tully. “ An* you 
better keep it jest as sharp peeled 
watching fur an ambush on yore way 
home. My idee is thet hombre is bad 
medicine.”
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Diamond Tom laughed. “ Don’t 
reckon thet he’d make trouble fer a 
steer gnat. He’s yella or he wouldn’t 
a left here without an argyment.”

"I know he’s yella,” Walsh re
turned. “Thet’s the reason I told yuh 
tuh look out fer an ambush."

It was three o’clock in the morning 
before Tully closed his place. Sher
iff Walsh waited around while he 
placed the night’s money in the safe. 
Then, as Diamond Jim straightened 
after giving the combination a last 
twirl, the sheriff asked: “ Don’t yuh 
reckon an escort might come in kinda 
handy tonight?”

Tully laughed. "Seems yuh’re more 
worried about thet hombre than I 
am."

“ Well, I reckon it might be a good 
idea fer somebody tuh sorta canter 
along with yuh over tuh yore cabin," 
Big Bill persisted stubbornly. "I seen 
them kind o’ rattlers before an’ I 
don’t trust ’em none too far when 
hit comes tuh a dark night an’ am
bush.”

TULLY saw that the sheriff was in 
dead earnest.

"I'll hev my gun handy,” he prom
ised soberly. “ I don’t reckon he'd 
hev any too steady a hand, anyway."

Diamond Tom placed little weight 
on Walsh's idea, so that when he 
rode up to the door of his cabin, he 
failed to see anything unusual. Then 
a voice barked from the shadows be
side him:

“ Stick ’em up!”
Tully spun around and found him

self at close quarters with the talking 
end of a derringer backed by Faro. 
For a moment he was so bewildered 
that his hands automatically went 
into the air.

Shane, with the decided upper 
hand, was first to crow.

“Thought I'd git outa town, didn’t 
yuh?” he sneered. "Well, I ain’t goin* 
until yuh contribute thet nice pin 
yuh’re so proud of. Then, cf yuh’re

good, I might let yuh get away with 
yore life.”

Tully recovered quickly from hiB 
first surprise. Instead of cringing as 
the triumphant Shane expected, he 
made a quick reach for his pistol.

‘ ‘ TT7HY, yuh— !” he started to ex-
VV claim. The rest of his words 

were blanked out in the roar of Shane’s 
gun. For a bald second Tully stared 
at the smoking derringer in Shane’s 
hand and then, with a look of amaae- 
ment, he crumpled to the ground.

Shane eyed the body with stupe
faction that was almost resentment. 
He had never before killed a man. 
The only thing his gun had ever been 
fired at was a jack rabbit: and now 
he had a body to contend with, a 
body that would be awkward to ex
plain to the law enforcement officers 
if they caught up with him.

He stooped over and plucked the 
pin, symbol of his ascendancy over 
Tully, from the lifeless man’s tie. 
Somehow the possession of it seemed 
hollow, now that the man was dead. 
To be caught with the diamond pin 
would mean hanging. The court of 
Slattery's Gulch was a rough one, 
without the legal technicalities that 
hamper justice in the more civilized 
parts of the country.

Shane pawed at his throat as if he 
already felt the rope taut about his 
neck. He made a move to replace the 
diamond, but its sparkle reminded 
him of the things, the ease, it could 
bring him once he got out of this 
country.

His cupidity overcame his sense of 
danger. Hastily he shoved the pin 
into his pocket and mounted the 
horse that he had hidden behind the 
house. His first interest was to put 
enough distance between himself and 
Slattery’s Gulch to constitute an 
alibi when the murder was discov
ered.

Sheriff Big Bill Walsh went from 
Diamond Tom’s gambling hall to his
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office. Instead of turning in, he sat 
there thinking. The more he thought 
the less he liked the idea that Tully 
had gone off home alone. Perhaps his 
brain was registering a false alarm 
but he recalled, when Faro was fired, 
the gesture the crooked gambler had 
made while Tully’s back was turned.

Finally he arose restlessly from his 
chair, went out and saddled his horse.

“ I may be a danged fool,” he mut
tered as he mounted, “but I can’t 
sleep ’till I find out ef something is 
wrong.”

It didn’t take Walsh any time at 
all to assemble a posse after he found 
Tully’s body.

“W e’ll git thet rat an' string ’im 
higher’n a kite!” one of the men 
voiced his sentiments harshly. The 
sheriff shrugged. He would have a 
pretty time getting his prisoner to 
jail if a few hotheads decided to 
take things into their own hands.

For several hours the posse kept 
to the main trail, always alert to see 
a rider ahead. Walsh began to think 
they were on the wrong track when, 
as the first light of dawn broke, they 
spotted a lone figure riding away 
from them about three quarters of a 
mile in the distance.

The sheriff and his men spurred 
their horses to greater efforts, ex
pecting the gambler to run for it. 
They were nonplussed when he con
tinued at the same even gait.

‘'Yuh’re under arrest,” the sheriff 
of Slattery's Gulch shouted before 
the posse was up to Shane.

“W hy?” queried Faro mildly, rein
ing his horse to a stop. He tried his 
best to tinge his voice with the 
proper amount of astonishment.

“ Fer the murder o’ Diamond Tom 
Tully,” Walsh said in an assured 
tone. “We found the horse tracks 
where yuh rode up an' shot ’im out
side his cabin.”

“ Diamond Tom murdered!” Shane 
sought a fitting degree of amazement 
without injecting any note of sorrow

into his voice. He knew better than 
to try to express any regret.

“ Well, I don’t blame yuh fer yore 
suspicions,” he went on, “but I don't 
see how it has anythin’ tuh do with 
me. I’ve been ridin’ all night tuh put 
distance between myself an’ yore 
charmin’ town.”

The sheriff eyed him in the same 
manner he would a loathsome insect.

“Yuh’re a-comin’ back tuh our 
charmin' town with me right now,” 
he said in a deadly voice. “ I reckon 
the citizens’d like tuh ask yuh a few 
questions about yore actions after 
yuh left last night.”

Shane stuck his hands in his jeans 
and pulled his pockets out, palming 
the pin as he did. “ Mebbe yuh’d like 
tuh search me,” he suggested.

Big Bill gave him a piercing look.
“That kin wait,” he said shortly. 

"Right now, yuh’re headin’ back tuh 
town with us.”

SHANE bent over his horse's neck 
and picked up the reins.

“ All right,” he whined in a perse
cuted tone. “ But yuh're responsible 
fer my safety. Let’s start an’ git it 
over with. I hev places tuh go.” 

"Yuh’ll hev places tuh go, all 
right,” the sheriff promised grimly; 
then. “ C'mon!”

Silently the men closed in around 
Faro. A quick frisk brought forth the 
gun he kept under his arm. The sher
iff appropriated that and gave the 
command for the posse to head back 
for town.

In Walsh’s office Shane still clung 
to his exterior pose of bravado. 
But as he looked around the deter
mined circle of faces, his insides 
shriveled with fright. There was no 
doubt in his mind that the men were 
morally certain he had committed the 
murder.

The sheriff looked uneasy. He had 
a prisoner, but no way to pin the 
crime on him. They had searched 
Shane futilely half a dozen times.
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“ Wal, I reckon we can’t find noth
in’ on yuh,” Bill was forced at last 
to admit. “ So yuh better take yore 
saddle bags and git outa town pronto.” 
He indicated the bags that lay on the 
desk where they had been thoroughly 
pawed through by members of the 
posse in hopes of finding the missing 
diamond pin.

Faro smirked to himself. He had 
put it over after all. He picked up 
the bags and headed out of the office.

“No hard feelin’s, sheriff,” he called 
back over his shoulder. “ Hope yuh 
git yore man.”

“We will,” the sheriff promised 
ominously. But Shane already out 
the door missed the retort.

As soon as Big Bill was sure that 
Faro was well on his way to his 
horse, he bounded to the door and 
peered after him.

“ He didn’t leave a valuable stone 
like thet one out on the range,” he 
told his discomfited men. “ An’ I 
aims tuh find out what he did with 
it. You men stay here,” he flung 
over his shoulder. “ I ’ll be back soon.”

OUTSIDE, he shadowed Shane to 
the corral. Quietly he crept up on 

the unsuspecting man and watched 
him carry the saddle bags and set them 
on the ground. The sheriff’s eyes nar
rowed. Did he imagine the tense 
eagerness in Faro's figure as he ap
proached the horse? Perhaps the 
gambler was only anxious to make a 
quick getaway.

Big Bill eased the six-gun from its 
holster and crept closer, better to 
observe the other’s actions. Shane 
was anxiously feeling along the 
horse’s neck.

"Pul ’em up!”
Shane jumped at Walsh’s command 

and looked into the sheriff’s .45.
“Now whut?” he gasped, in a tone 

meant to be resigned.
“ I jest want tuh do a little more 

lookin’ around before yuh leave,” the 
sheriff said casually. His sharp eye

noticed the gamber’s uneasy start. 
“ Yuh know you might be concealin’
sompthin’,” he went on stepping 
closer to Shane and the horse. “ I 
think I'll hev a look—”

CRASH!  Shane’s fist landed against 
Walsh’s chin with all the forec of 

desperation behind it. The unex
pected blow rocked Walsh on his 
feet and would have downed a less 
powerful man. The sheriff was sur
prised by the strength shown by the 
gambler, but the man was fighting 
against the gallows.

Walsh, grappling as Shane tried to 
land a foul blow felt his own fist 
land with a soft sensation as it 
crunched into the other's nose. The 
blow sent Shane staggering. He 
clutched widly at the air and, losing 
his balance crashed, to the ground.

The rat, cornered, wasn’t licked. 
He reached under his arm for his 
gun that had been returned to him.

Big Bill’s .45 had been knocked 
from his hand by the first surprise 
blow. Without an instant’s hesitation, 
the sheriff threw himself onto Shane, 
twisting his wrist as he landed.

The gun went spinning. The bone 
snapped. Shane went limp and the 
battle was over.

Walsh rose to his feet as several 
of his deputies tumbled out of the 
office and came running to the cor
ral.

“Take 'im tuh the calaboose,” he 
commanded, breathing hard from the 
exertion of the fight. “We’ve got ’im 
dead tuh rights now.”

Under the questioning eyes of his 
men, he walked over to Shane’s horse 
and sent exploring fingers along its 
mane. With a triumphant grunt he 
pulled the diamond stickpin out from 
where Faro had concealed it, and 
held it up for inspection to the open- 
mouthed deputies.

“Hangin’ evidence,” he said tri
umphantly, “bangin’ in the horse’a 
mane.”
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CHAPTER I
B a yo n eted  Invitation

RED-HEADED, blue-eyed, and 
gifted with a jaw like the 
west end of a box car, Jim 

McCleery stood with his back to the 
wall, a good head taller than the 
fighting, cursing mob around him. He 
was determined to stick there in spite 
of hell and all the gendarmes in Mar
seilles.

Close beside him, battling with equal 
energy and good intentions, stood a 
much smaller man, lean-jawed, squint- 
eyed and with two ears as big as his 
grimy hands.

Neither of them had the least idea 
of what it was all about. Someone 
had upset a table, feet and fists had 
begun to fly, and the next minute

H e  c a u g h t th e  m an  w ith  an

the big Yankee engineer and the 
Cockney fireman had found them
selves the center of attack.

A bottle crashed against the wall 
over the little man’s head, showering 
him with broken glass and sour, red 
wine.

“The bloomin’ swine!’’ he spat. 
“Look out for ’im, Yank, Vs cornin’ !’’

The man who had hurled the bottle 
came charging after it, head down 
and arms working like pistons. He 
was a big man, bull-necked and 
powerful, but that made no difference 
to McCleery. He caught the man with 
an uppercut that lifted him a foot off 
the floor and dropped him in a heap 
at their feet.

Another bottle crashed into the
76
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wall, then a chair. And then all at 
once the center of attack shifted 
from the beam-shouldered American 
and the little Cockney, backed 
against the rear wall of the cafe, to 
the door opposite leading out into 
the street.

“ Beat it, Yank! Beat it!" the little 
man shouted. “ It's the bloomin' 
johndarms!”

He made a dive for the entrance 
as he yelled. McCleery saw him duck 
between someone’s legs and the next 
second he was gone. McCleery, how
ever, was built on different lines. He 
would have had trouble enough duck
ing under a giraffe, to say nothing 
of slipping past a cordon of irate 
gendarmes. However, he had all the

nerve necessary to attempt it and he 
waded in.

Swinging right and left he made 
excellent progress for a minute or 
two. He got as far as the end of the 
bar, from which he could see the 
lights of a half-dozen ships blinking 
peacefully across the waters of Old 
Port. His own ship lay at dock 
around the corner in the Bassin 
Joliette.

She was shoving off in the morn
ing; and he and Cockney were in 
the early watch. He made a hasty 
estimate of the two gendarmes block
ing the doorway and hurled himself 
at the one on the right. They went 
out through the entrance together 
and down on the sidewalk. McCleery

7 7
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landed on top and nothing remained 
but to get on his feet.

The gendarmes, however, in spite 
of their bicycles, capes, and little 
white clubs, were a lot more efficient 
policemen than many people gave 
them credit for being. Before Mc- 
Cleery could free himself from the 
man under him, the other gendarme 
reached deftly over and rapped him 
alongside the head.

The blow landed in just the right 
spot and there was strength enough 
behind it to have cracked any ordi
nary skull.

WHEN he opened his eyes again, 
McCleery lay on the floor with 

a rivulet of blood dripping from his 
ear. Standing over him was a thick
chested, black-bearded man he had 
noticed at one of the tables before 
the fight.

The man wore a uniform of khaki 
topped with a black-visored, red- 
crowned k&pi, the uniform of the 
French Foreign Legion. There was a 
short gold service bar on the sleeve 
of his tunic just above the elbow and 
three inverted Vs at his cuff that 
indicated the rank of a sergeant; but 
none of this meant anything to Jim 
McCleery.

The man in uniform was arguing 
with the police and McCleery de
cided he must be the object of their 
discussion, though he had no idea 
what they said. The gendarme finally 
gave up the argument with a wave of 
his arms and the man from the 
Legion reached down and hauled Mc
Cleery to his feet. There was nothing 
gentle in the way he did it and no 
lack of strength in his short power
ful arm.

McCleery wiped the blood from 
his face, put on his cap and grinned.

“Well, I guess I'm the goat,” he 
said. "What are we going to do about 
it?”

The big, bearded sergeant muttered 
something in French and pointed

down the quay toward the ancient 
battlements of old St. Jean. That 
meant about as much to McCleery as 
the few words of French, but his 
ship lay around the corner in the 
same direction, so he went peacefully 
along.

At the bridge across the moat, how
ever, he stopped. He decided he had 
gone far enough, and then uncon
sciously his hand slipped into his 
pocket. With a look of blank aston
ishment he dove into first one pocket 
then the next, and then he burst into 
a stream of indignant oaths.

Somone had picked him clean. His 
six months pay in good American 
dollars had vanished into the thin 
night air.

“The dirty, thieving swine!” he 
swore. “They’ve cleaned me! Do you 
savvy that? They robbed me!”

The sergeant showed no concern. 
He nodded toward the gate across the 
bridge and took a hold of the Yank’s 
arm.

McCleery jerked away.
“Get your paws off of me!” he 

ordered. "Who got that roll? You 
were there. Who got it ’’ "

The sergeant gave him an angry 
shove toward the bridge, and then 
McCleery sank his fist in that mat
tress of hair on the big fellow's jaw. 
Had he followed that with another 
good jolt and taken to his heels, he 
might have reached the ship and 
safety; but he was preoccupied with 
the loss of his roll and he was not 
the running kind.

THE sergeant swore, then he yelled, 
and too late McCleery realized 

he was trapped. Two black Senegalese 
soldiers appeared instantly from no
where, it seemed, and each of them 
had him covered with the muzzle of a 
rifle. There were bayonets two feet 
long on each of the rifles, and with 
these at his ribs he was helpless.

They forced him through the gate, 
along a dark, damp corridor to a large
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room, equally dark and damp, and 
there they left him.

CHAPTER II 
Recruits

M CCLEERY raved and swore 
but the result was nil, 
except that it brought a 

number of protests in half a dozen 
different tongues. He realized then 
that he was not alone.

"So, Meester Yank, you come back, 
eh?” A derisive laugh came from one 
corner, and McCleery strode over to 
investigate.

"You weel not believe me, eh? You 
theenk they not catch you.”

McCleery struck a match and found 
a fat-faced, greasy-haired Spaniard 
leering up from a pile of blankets, a 
man he had never seen before and 
one he was not at all particular about 
seeing again. However, the man 
seemed confident that he knew what 
he was talking about, and his re
marks needed explaining.

"What the devil do you mean?” 
McCleery demanded. "What is this 
lousy place, anyway?”

The Spaniard sat up with the last 
flicker of the match and his attitude 
sudderily changed.

“Dios, you are not heem—you ere 
not Beel, the Americano.”

" I ’m an American but my name 
isn't Bill,” McCleery retorted. “ What 
in blazes is this all about?”

“ Your pardon, senor, I make mis
take. Thees is headquarters of the 
Foreign Legion. This man, Beel, he 
enlist for the Legion when he ees 
very drunk. When he comes sober he 
decide he do not want to stay—you 
understand ?”

"No, I don’t, but it doesn't make any 
difference. Go ahead.”

“Well, he say he ees going to get 
out. I laugh at heem because once 
you are in, you are in.”

"Oh, you don’t say so!”
“Yes, but Beel, he pretty smart

fellow. He tell the sergeant he ees 
got some baggage put away some
where and eef the sergeant weel go 
with heem he weel sell it for to buy 
more drinks. You understand now?” 

"Go on. Go on.”
"Well, that ees about all I know. 

The sergeant he say all right and 
they go. Now the sergeant he comes 
back but he no bring Beel with heem. 
He bring you instead. You look very 
much like this other Americano; that 
ees why I make mistake.”

"So that’s it I” McCleery swore. 
"This fellow, Bill, gave the sergeant 
the slip. The black-whiskered devil 
had to bring somebody back here 
with him so he picked on me. And 
on top of that, he cleaned me for 
five hundred bucks. Well, by gosh, 
it ain't going to work!”

"But, senor, I am afraid you are 
out of luck. We take the boat to
morrow morning for Oran. The ser
geant weel say you are Beel. You 
look like thees man and you are 
Americano, so what can you do?” 

"What can I do? By Heaven, I ’ll 
show you! Is that lousy sergeant 
running this whole army? Aren’t 
there any officers in this dump?”

"To be sure, senor, there are plenty 
officers. But you weel not be allowed 
to talk weeth them in the first place, 
and they would not believe you eef 
you did talk weeth them.”

“ "O U T the papers! This man, Bill, 
-D  had to sign some papers, didn’t 

he? That isn’t my name. That ought 
to prove something.”

“Zut, that weel prove not a thing. 
There are very few who come to 
thees army weeth their right names. 
No, my friend, eet is most unfortu
nate but I am afraid you are out of 
luck.”

“ You think so? Well, you watch 
me.”

With new fuel added to his indig
nation, McCleery picked up a bench. 
The guard jerked open the door,
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stuck in his bayonet and followed it 
with his round, black head.

“ Get out of my way!” McCleery 
barked, and, shoving the bayonet to 
one side, he started out into the cor
ridor.

The big, flat-footed Senegalese 
promptly shoved him back into the 
room again, and then McCleery let 
fly with that ever-ready fist of his. 
He got as far as the end of the cor
ridor as a result of that swing, but 
there he collided with another guard 
and another of those long, needle 
bayonets.

“ Get out of my way!” he ordered. 
"If you don’t, I’ll wrap that tin pea
shooter around your neck I”

The Senegalese stuck out the bay
onet with a determined shake of his 
head. McCleery threw up his arm 
and flung it aside. His other elbow 
caught the negro in the stomach; and 
he started down another angle of 
the corridor only to run headlong 
into two more guards.

That was the end of his dash. A 
whistle shrilled up and down the 
tomb-like halls and sphinx-faced 
Senegalese came at him from every 
angle.

“ iSacr£ now de Dieu!” The familar 
voice of the sergeant followed the 
blast on the whistle. And then he dis
covered the cause of all the trouble, 
and his first outburst was mild com
pared to the oaths that followed.

McCLEERY demanded that he be 
allowed to see an officer. He 

might as well have asked for a con
ference with the marshal of France.

“ Drunk!” the sergeant declared in 
French. With four bayonets clawing 
at his ribs, they turned McCleery 
around and marched him back the 
way he had come.

With a final jab the door was 
slammed in his face and there was 
nothing to do about it.

When he had exhausted his full 
repertoire of oaths, McCleery be

gan to realize that the situation was 
probably very much as the Span
iard had described it. He wondered 
what had become of Higgins, the 
little Cockney, and what they would 
do when he himself did not report 
back at the snip.

Nothing, most likely, he decided. 
If he wasn’t on board when they got 
ready to sail, they would simply cast 
off without him.

HE sat down on a bench to think it 
over and if possible to figure a 

way out. He was still sitting there 
when daylight crept in through the 
high, barred windows and his pre
dicament was not altered. His de
mands to speak with an officer came 
to nothing and no one came near the 
room but the negro guards.

There were about a dozen other re
cruits in the big, barren room— 
Germans, Russians, Italians—but the 
Spaniard was the only one who spoke 
English, so he got little satisfaction 
out of any of them.

Coffee and bread were brought to 
them shortly after daylight. While 
McCleery was drinking his coffee, 
the door opened again and in walked 
Higgins. McCleery stared dumb
founded, and then the Cockney 
spotted him and came grinning across 
the room to join him.

“ What in blazes are you doing 
here?” McCleery demanded.

“ Well,” the little man shrugged, 
“ secin’ as ’ow you decided to join the 
bloomin’ outfit, I thought I might as 
well go with you.”

“ Me! Join this outfit! Are you 
crazy? I was framed! I thought the 
dump was a jail ’til I got here. And 
on top of that, they rolled me for 
six months pay!”

Higgins cocked one eye at him, 
like a jaybird peering down a worm- 
hole.

“Wot the bloomin’ deuce are you 
tryin’ to give me?” he demanded.

“ I’m telling you,” McCleery de-
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dared, “ I got rapped on the head 
after you ducked out, and when I 
came around that big stiff with the 
beard that was setting across from us 
had the whole thing fixed. If I had it 
I ’d bet the whole roll that he’s the 
one who cleaned me, too.”

“Cripesl” the Cockney exclaimed. 
“ But wot did ’e bring you ’ere for?” 

McCleery related what he had 
heard from the Spaniard.

“He had to grab somebody,” he 
concluded, “ so he picked on me.” 

“They didn’t say nothin’ like that 
back at the cafe. And knowin’ wot a 
blarsted fool you are sometimes, I 
didn’t ask no questions.”

“ But why didn’t you get word to 
the ship, or wait until I ’d had a 
chance to talk to you?”

Higgins sighed. “The bloomin’ ship 
sailed on the two o’clock tide. There 
wasn't time for nothin’.”

McCleery groaned.
“She sailed 1 Then we’re sunk for 

sure. If I ever get my hands on that 
bull-necked, black-whiskered swine, 
I ’ll beat him to a pulp.”

“No, you won’t,”  the Cockney de
clared. “Not in this army. They’re 
particular about things like that.” 

“ What do you know about it?”
“ Oh, I ’ve ’eard a few things ’ere 

and there. It ain't 'arf bad in some 
ways. So long as we’re ’ere now, we 
might as well make the best of it.” 

McCleery cursed and paced the 
floor. His disgust was complete. And 
then the door swung open and ip 
stalked the sergeant. He bellowed a 
string of orders in French, then went 
out.

THE others in the room began roll
ing their blankets, and presently 

another soldier entered the room and 
handed McCleery and the Cockney 
a uniform each. One was too big and 
the other too small, as might be ex
pected.

McCleery looked at them with still 
further scorn.

"All right,” he muttered. " I ’ll take 
the rap, but I ’m doing it for just one 
reason. I ’m going to catch that ser
geant in an alley by himself some 
night, and I ’m going to stuff his 
dirty, black whiskers down his 
throat.”

CHAPTER III 
Extra Duty

W ITH Sergeant Boudet in 
command, the twelve bleus 
crossed the Mediterranean 

on the open forward well deck of 
the regular weekly steamer and dis
embarked at the half-French, half- 
Arab port of Oran. From there they 
were herded aboard the train and 
ordered out again at the Foreign 
Legion Headquarters at Sidi-Bel- 
Abbes.

A score of men came piling out of 
the barracks as they marched in on 
the parade ground, in search of a 
familiar face or a fellow-countryman; 
and McCleery was forced to admit 
that they were an efficient, soldierly- 
looking lot of men.

A new sergeant took charge of 
them here, a six-foot, barrelchested 
man with a voice like a fog horn. He 
read their names aloud from the list 
given him by Boudet.

“ Gomez!” he barked, and the fat- 
faced Spaniard McCleery had talked 
with that night in Marseilles prompt
ly answered.

“ Bert Higgins!” the second name 
was called, and the little Cockney 
replied with a lusty, “ ’Ere!”

“ Bill Smith!” came next, but no
body answered.

“ BILL SM ITH!” the sergeant bel
lowed, but there was still no re
sponse.

“That’s supposed to be me, I 
guess,” McCleery finally spoke, “but 
that’s not my name and you might 
as well get it straight to begin with.” 

"Sacre nom de DieuJ” the sergeant 
exploded in French, then switched to
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what he probably intended for Eng
lish. “Who do you think you are 
talking to?’’

“ I'm talking to you,” McCleery re
plied.

The sergeant's eyes opened wide. 
His face grew red and his bristling 
blond mustache stood up like the hair 
on a dog’s back. With just two strides 
he was in front of McCleery and the 
look he gave him would have hum
bled a Bedouin jackass.

“So? An American!” he exclaimed.
“Yes, an American,” McCleery re

plied, and the crowd snickered with 
delight.

"Yes, what?” the sergeant roared.
“Yes, sir,” McCleery answered with 

a resigned shrug.
"B o n  D i e u !"  the sergeant swore. 

“Was there ever anything so dumb? 
O ui, m on Sergent,” he corrected. 
“Repeat that and do not forget it !”

"O u i , m on S erg en t," McCleery re
peated.

“ Now tell me your name. What is 
it?”

“Jim McCleery, m on S erg en t."
“ But that is not what I have on 

this list. What name did you give at 
the Bureau of Enlistment?”

“ I didn’t give any name. I didn’t 
enlist.”

“You did not enlist. B o n  D ieu , are 
you crazy? What are you doing here, 
then?”

“You ask that guy that brought 
us here. See if he’s got the nerve 
to tell you—and tell the truth.”

The sergeant threw up his arms 
in utter disgust.

“ Imbecile! Fool! You will report 
to the captain. I wash my hands of

■ i fyou!

THE prospects of a talk with the 
captain did not awe McCleery in 

the least. However, the meeting did 
not materialize. When the sergeant 
demanded an explanation from Bou- 
det, he probably got it and that set
tled the matter.

When the twelve names had been 
checked from the list, the bewildered 
little band of recruits was marched 
away to the barracks. There their 
training got promptly under way 
without further waste of words or 
time.

They were taught first how to ar
range their clothes and equipment on 
the little shelves over their bunks. 
They learned the necessary com
mands in French and they learned 
them a lot quicker than McCleery 
ever dreamed was possible.

THEY discovered, too, that the 
strenuous, concentrated training 

which followed was the toughest of 
any army on earth. After the first 
good sample, they needed no expla
nation of the physical fitness of the 
older hands around them.

McCleery saw little of Sergeant 
Boudet for some time after that. He 
drilled with the squad of awkwards 
four hours each day and worked 
like a mule the rest. The only 
glimpse he got of the town was from 
a distance as they tramped out 
through the gate and back again on 
their practice marches. From fifteen 
kilometers these marches increased 
to forty and they carried a good 
hundred pounds on their backs every 
step of the way.

From the squad of awkwards they 
graduated to the company of con
fusion. And then one day McCleery, 
the Cockney, the Spaniard and two 
others were ordered out of line and 
assigned to a regular company.

“ Now we’re gettin’ somewhere.” 
the Cockney declared.

“ Do you know where we're go
ing?” McCleery demanded.

“ To Company Twelve.”
“ Right, and one of the sergeants of 

Company Twelve is that black-whis
kered old goat, Boudet.”

“ Cripes, Yank, you’re right! So 'e 
is!”

Boudet received them with a glow
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ering frown. He had not forgotten 
that night in Marseilles, and no 
doubt he never would. But neither 
would McCleery.

Company Twelve was a full-fledged 
company and its members went for 
an evening walk into town whenever 
they felt like it. McCleery and the 
Cockney both had most of their en
listment bonus intact, and the pros
pects of a night out filled them both 
with delight. It would be their first 
real freedom since that night in 
Marseilles.

However, Boudet must have read 
their thoughts. He turned them 
down at inspection and gave them 
four hours extra duty for not having 
polished their shoes.

“The dirty, bloomin’ swine!” the 
Cockney swore. “There ain’t nothin’ 
wrong with our boots. ’E did that on 
purpose.”

“ You tellin’ me?” growled Mc
Cleery.

“ Blarst ’im, wot are we goin' to 
do about it?”

“ Do? We’re going over that wall 
back of the messhall.”

The Cockney shrugged. He contem
plated trouble, but he was game. 
They got over the wall without diffi
culty, followed the back streets to 
the Rue Prudon, then walked boldly 
into the center of town.

THE Rue de la Republique was 
thronged with soldiers and ci

vilians; the Legion band played in 
the Place Carnot, and it looked like a 
large evening to the two bleus after 
their long confinement. The possibili
ties of bumping into Sergeant Bou
det, however, considerably cramped 
their style.

“ W e’ll get a month in the cells if 
the blighter sees us,” Higgins 3e- 
clared. “ Why don’t we—’’

McCleery seized the little man by 
the arm. “ Look, crossing the street 
there in front of the bakery!” 

"Cripes, it’s ’im!”

McCleery waited until the ser
geant reached the other side of the 
street, then he started over after him.

“Where the bloomin' ’eck you 
goin’ ?” Higgins demanded.

“ I'm trailing him,” McCleery re
plied. “Have you forgotten what 
we’re here for?”

“ X T O , I ain’t forgot. But yuh’re 
-LN takin’ an awful chance.” 
McCleery paid no attention. He 

followed Boudet to the corner, then 
down the alley past the market place 
to the street beyond. A block away 
the Rue de la Republique was ablaze 
with lights, but here the streets were 
dark and narrow.

“ Cripes,” the Cockney complained. 
“ It's blacker ’ere than the inside of 
a whale. Where’d ’e go?"

McCleery pointed. “ There—he just 
went in that door.”

A single light burned dimly over 
a doorway down the street and when 
McCleery approached to investigate 
he found it was the entrance to a 
small cafe. Voices came from within 
—a woman’s voice, and then Boudet’s.

"Now wot?” the Cockney wanted 
to know.

“ Keep quiet.” McCleery pulled him 
back into the shadow.

There were more voices; then three 
men approached the light from the 
opposite end of the street and trailed 
each other into the little cafe. They 
were neither soldiers nor Arabs. Had 
the two Legionnaires been more fa
miliar with the country, they would 
have recognized them as Spaniards.

“ Cripes,” the Cockney grumbled, 
“ if you’re goin' to wait for that bloke 
to come out, we’ll be 'ere all night.” 

“ What of it?” McCleery retorted. 
“W e’ve waited three months already. 
What’s a few hours more?”

An oath and a crash of glass from 
within the cafe cut him short. Then 
the door flew open and out rushed 
the woman whose voice they had 
heard a few minutes previous. She
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spotted them at once and turned on 
them with a flood of French.

“ Quick! Quick!” she cried. "They 
will kill him—the sergeant!”

McCleery and the Cockney knew 
just enough of the language now to 
interpret her exclamations.

“ Let ’em kill ’im,”  H i g g i n s  
shrugged. "E ’s got it cornin’, if you 
arsks me.”

"B o n  D ieu , they are robbers—rob
bers! I tell you they will kill him!” 
the woman cried.

"Fine, then we won’t ’ave to be 
doin’ the bloomin’ job ourselves.”

“That ain't going to do us any 
good—somebody else beatin’ him up.” 
McCleery declared. “ Come on!”

He was through the door and into 
the cafe before Higgins could offer 
further protest. In an instant he saw 
that Boudet was hard-pressed and he 
waded in.

The Spaniards were fighting with 
knives and the sergeant’s only weap
on of defense was a bottle.

McCleery seized an upraised hand 
that gripped a six-inch blade of steel 
and twisted it around until the 
swarthy owner screamed with agony. 
When the knife dropped to the floor 
he knocked the Spaniard flat with a 
straight-arm jab at his jaw, and 
sprang at the next.

A knife ripped through his sleeve, 
a knee caught him in the stomach 
and then the man went suddenly 
limp in his arms as the Cockney 
came down on his head with a chair. 
With a blow that must have broken 
the Spaniard’s jaw, Boudet finished 
the third and the battle was abruptly 
ended.

THE sergeant ripped open his tunic 
then to examine a round, red 

blotch spreading over his shirt and 
the two Legionnaires stood staring 
at him in embarrassed silence.

"M o n  ch e r !"  The woman, evidently 
the proprietress, shoved them aside 
and forced the sergeant into a chair.

“ It is nothing—a scratch,” he 
scoffed. “Take my whistle and call 
the patrol.”

McCleery glanced at the Cockney 
and the little man started backing to
ward the door.

“ Garde a v o u sl”  the sergeant 
barked. “ I am very much obliged to 
you both, but discipline is discipline. 
You are under arrest.”

“ Under a r r e s t ! ” the Cockney 
gasped. “ Strike me pink!”

CHAPTER IV 
A  N a sty  Job

NEITHER McCleery nor Hig
gins could decide when they 
were turned out of the 

guard house in the morning whether 
their release was due to the gener
osity of Boudet or the sudden orders 
from Headquarters that had come 
through during the night.

They were inclined to credit the 
latter. At any rate, Company Twelve 
spent the day with the medicine 
major, the barber and the armorer; 
and then they marched to the sta
tion and boarded the train while the 
band blared the Legion’s favorite 
tune.

Three days later, with a final 
screech and rattle of brakes, the 
train stopped at Colomb-Bechar and 
the cramped, weary men climbed out 
of the ancient coaches to stretch 
their legs and gaze about them. To 
the south lay the vast, sweltering 
Sahara with its desolate outposts 
scattered along the camel trail to 
Timbuktu; and one of these posts 
was no doubt their destination.

They camped that night in the 
big military reservation nearby and 
in the early morning they headed 
south into the desert. Captain Faudre, 
tall, lean and grey, rode at the head 
of the column with the lieutenant. 
The adjutant chief brought up the 
rear with the fourth platoon, while 
Boudet and the other sergeant



BORN TO FIGHT 85

marched with the second platoon and 
the third.

McCleery and Higgins plodded 
along with the second platoon under 
the immediate command of Boudet.

“They say as ’ow there’s been a 
Taid down 'ere somewhere,” the 
Cockney remarked. “ And we’re going 
to reinforce one of the posts.”

McCleery shifted his mountainous 
pack and spat in the dust.

“ Yeah, some place by the name of 
Sidi Aard. And the tribesmen are 
probably at the other end of Africa 
by this time.”

“ I ’opes so. I ain’t seen a thing 
in this bloomin’ country yet that I ’d 
want to die for.”

“ E n  avan t! Step out!” the bellow
ing voice of Sergeant Boudet jarred 
on their ears. “ B o n  D ieu , you march 
like a lot of old women!”

Ten, fifteen, twenty kilometers 
they marched that morning, up hill 
and down, with only the ten minute 
rest at the end of each hour. The sun 
burned down like the blast from a 
furnace. The ground seemed to creep 
with the heat, but the steady tramp, 
tramp, tramp of heavy boots went 
stubbornly on.

McCleery, sweat streaming down 
his face, his feet like two clumps of 
lead, began to wonder at his ability 
to keep going. The hour’s halt at 
midday was all that saved a good 
many of them.

THAT night they made camp on a 
rocky mound surrounded by a 

low stone wall that some marching 
column had built there before them, 
and they were ready to drop in their 
tracks. There was a guard to be 
posted, however, and the duty fell 
to the first and second platoons.

“ That’s luck for you, ain't it?” the 
Cockney declared with disgust.

McCleery shrugged. “Some of us 
had to do it. The others will get 
their turn tomorrow. Keep an eye on 
Boudet, though. If he was to catch

one of us asleep tonight, all the 
angels couldn’t save us.”

Twice while he walked his post 
that night, McCleery found the ser
geant quietly trailing him. But weary 
as he was, the big red-headed Ameri
can was determined not to get caught 
in a trap like that. The night passed 
uneventfully and at daylight they 
were again on the march.

Backs bent and heads down, they 
plodded on hour after hour, that 
smart appearance, of which the Le
gion is so proud, entirely forgotten. 
The non-coms raved and the men 
cursed back at them through parched, 
broken lips.

A MAN in the second platoon went 
down and stayed there during 

one of the afternoon halts and all the 
oaths Boudet could bestow on him 
failed to budge him. The sergeant 
finally seized the man by the collar, 
as he had McCleery that night in 
the cafe, and jerked him to his feet.

“ By le bon D ieu , you will march,” 
he declared, “or you will stay here 
and rot!”

“ I can’t! I can’t !” the soldier 
pleaded.

“ You,” the sergeant turned to Mc
Cleery, “ take his pack. Higgins, you 
take his rifle.”

McCleery and the Cockney stared 
at each other, then the sergeant. But 
they did as they were ordered, and 
relieved of his burden the exhausted 
man was able to stagger on. Mc
Cleery wiped the sweat from his eyes, 
squared his shoulders and continued 
the march with his double load.

Somebody had to carry the extra 
pack but there were other men in the 
platoon more accustomed to those 
terrible marches than the Yank. That 
was another incident he would not 
forget.

They topped a great, barren dune 
just as the sun touched the distant 
horizon. Down in the valley below 
they made out the tower and four
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walls of the outpost at Sidi Aard. It 
was a welcome sight, that tri-color 
hanging limp from the staff. German, 
Russian, Spaniard and Greek, it was 
not their flag, but somehow it made 
the going easier.

Captain Faudre brought the com
pany to attention as they drew nearer 
and the men gazed ahead expectantly, 
waiting for some sort of demonstra
tion. The sentries on the wall could 
not help seeing them. As a rule the 
arrival of reinforcements or a relief 
was an occasion for celebration.

“ You’d think we were a gang of 
flea-bitten Arabs,” an old Legion
naire declared. “They ain’t even 
sounded a bugle.”

T h e r e  was indeed something 
strained and unnatural about the 
half-dozen sentries gazing down on 
them from above the gate. And then 
suddenly one of them threw up hiB 
arms with a shout of warning and 
leaped from the wall.

He was dead before he hit the 
ground but his act undoubtedly saved 
the company from a t e r r i b l e  
slaughter.

The others on the wall immediately 
followed his example midst a hail of 
lead from within the fort. Machine- 
guns, rifles and revolvers appeared in 
an instant at every angle of the para
pet and a cursing bearded tribesman 
was at every trigger.

" E n  avantl Fire!” The command 
came from Captain Faudre; then he 
toppled from his horse.

BEWILDERED, unprepared, the 
first platoon was cut down al

most before they could move. The 
lieutenant saw their predicament and, 
realizing they were in no position to 
attack, he ordered them back to cover. 
He stopped a second to aid the cap
tain; succeeded in throwing him 
across his horse, and then he paid 
for his bravery with hia life.

One of the men who had flung 
himself from the wall staggered to

his feet and started to join the com
pany as they fell back. But he had 
taken only a few steps when another 
bullet crashed through his shoulder.

McCleery saw him fall. Bullets 
whistled about him by the dozen. His 
chances were one in a thousand, but 
he was one of those admirable indi
viduals born to fight. Darting back, 
he seized the man in his powerful 
arms and carried him to safety.

THE company was entirely in com
mand of the non-coms for a min

ute or two, and then a string of 
orders came from the captain. The 
men discovered him, bare-headed, a 
long red groove across his cheek, 
clinging to the trunk of a palm for 
support while he strove to bring 
order to the disorganized company.

“ Schmidt!” he called to the adju
tant. “ Dig in over there by the oasis. 
See that the wounded are cared for. 
Call the roll and report at once.” 

“ O u i, m on  Capitaine."
“Are any of those men who jumped 

from the wall still alive?”
"One. He is badly wounded, but he 

can still talk.”
“ Thank God. Have him brought 

here at once b o  I can question him.” 
"O u i , m on  C a p i t a i n e The adju

tant saluted and hastened away.
McCleery and the Cockney were 

detailed to help the lone survivor of 
the post around to a sheltered posi
tion where the captain could question 
him. When they had made the man 
comfortable as possible, they stepped 
back to await further orders.

The captain glanced at McCleery. 
“ I saw you drag him to cover,” he 

said. “Good work, Legionnaire.” 
McCleery shrugged, embarrassed. 

He hadn’t given the incident a second 
thought. He had seen the man strug
gling to save his life and he had 
merely gone back to give him a help
ing hand.

“Tell me about it.” The captain 
turned to the wounded soldier
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stretched out on the ground before 
him. “ Were you men on the wall 
when we marched up, the only ones 
left?”

" O u i, m on  Capitaine, they kept us 
for bait—like you saw—and killed all 
the rest.”

“ When did they attack?”
“Last night. There must have been 

three of four hundred of them. The 
attack came so swiftly that they were 
over the wall before we could do 
much about it.”

“ You made no organized resistance 
whatever ?”

"B o n  D ieu , we fought until there 
were no more than a handful of us 
left. We must have killed over a 
hundred of them.”

“ Then where are the dead? There 
was no sign of them—no indications 
that there had been a fight. Where 
are their camels? Surely a band as 
big as that didn't come here on foot.” 

"They must have known you were 
coming, m on C a p ita in e; and they set 
the trap for you. They dragged the 
dead all down that wash beyond the 
oasis. The camels are hidden on the 
other side of that dune to the west.” 

“ How many are there now—in the 
fort ?”

A COUPLE of hundred, at least, 
r i  and there’s two of them know 

how to handle the machine-guns. It 
was hell to see you coming—marching 
straight into the trap—but there was 
nothing we could do any sooner. There 
were twenty guns at our backs.”

"You did all that could be ex
pected,” the captain replied. "No 
men could have died more bravely 
than those who jumped with you 
from the wall. Have you any idea 
what the devils plan to do next? 
They are surely not going to stay 
there and hold the fort.”

“No, they planned to blow it up. 
They emptied the magazine, took all 
our rifles, and planted a half-dozen 
charges of powder around the wall

and under the barracks. I ’ve an idea 
they figured on getting your guna 
and ammunition, though, before they 
touched it off.”

The captain nodded. “No doubt. 
That means they will wait for us to
attack.”

"They haven’t much water. With 
us holding the wells, they won’t be 
able to wait but a day or two.”

“ Then they will probably attempt 
to drive us away from the wells. We 
must have lost a full platoon in that 
first blast of fire. We can’t afford to 
lose any more.”

THE adjutant, returning to report, 
had overheard most of the con

versation and he stepped forward to 
offer a suggestion.

“ They can't have much of a guard 
with their camels,” he said. “ We 
might be able to seize one of them 
and get word to Bechar for a squad
ron of bombers.”

The captain shook his head. “W e’ve 
got to act ourselves, and at once. 
They’d know our intentions and 
fight their way out before the planes 
could get here.”

“ M o n  C a p ita in e," Boudet had ac
companied the adjutant and he 
stepped forward at a salute to offer 
another idea.

The captain nodded. “ What is it?" 
“ Why couldn’t a couple of us get 

inside there and set off those bombs? 
I ’d like to try it myself, with your 
permission.”

The captain stared at Boudet as 
if he thought the sergeant had lost 
his mind. Boudet, however, was in 
earnest and the captain realized the 
tremendous advantage that would be 
theirs if such a move could be ac
complished.

“ A splendid idea, Sergeant," he 
said. “ But do you think you could 
possibly succeed?”

“The difficult part will be to get 
inside the post. But I can speak a 
few words of their lingo and if I
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can secure a burnoose and turban, I 
think I could make it.”

“You’d have to have help. You 
might set off one of the charges, but 
they would discover you before you 
could get to the next. One wouldn’t 
do us any good.”

<<T  WOULD rather have someone 
J. with me,” Boudet admitted, “ if 

there is anyone who will volunteer 
to go.”

McCleery peered sharply at the 
sergeant and took a prompt step for
ward. “ I will go, man Capitaine ” he 
saluted.

“ Good,” the captain agreed. “There 
is your man, Sergeant.”

The sergeant returned McCleery's 
stare with a frown. It was evident 
that he would have preferred some
one else. The Cockney recovered 
from the shock of McCleery’s offer 
and stepped up beside him.

" I ’ll go, too, mon CaDitaine," he 
volunteered. “The Yank and me sort 
of work together an'—”

"One is enough,” Boudet declared. 
“You had better take him,” the 

captain advised. “ I don’t know yet 
how you are going to get inside the 
post, but the thing has got to be 
done right if it is going to do us 
any good. If one of you fail, there 
is still the chance that one or the 
other will succeed.”

The sergeant shrugged. “Very well, 
if you think best. They can go at 
once to the ravine where the bicos 
dumped their dead and dig out some 
rags for a disguise. In the meantime, 
we must arfange for a sham attack 
and, as nearly as possible, I would 
like to know where these bombs have 
been placed.”

"You can depend upon every bit 
of assistance the company can give 
you,” the captain assured him.

McCleery touched his k ep i and 
withdrew, the Cockney trailing after 
him.

"W ot the bloody eck did you go

an’ do that for?” the little man de
manded. “Cripes, we ain’t got no more 
chance of gettin’ inside that bloomin’ 
fort than we’d ’ave gettin’ into a
’arem.”

“You chump,” McCleery retorted. 
“ Don’t you suppose I know that? 
It’s Boudet I’m thinking about. W e’ll 
get him this time — him and his 
cursed discipline.”

“ But cripes, Yank, this ain't no 
time to beat up on the bloke. 'E ’s fig
urin’ to blow up the post. ’E might 
even get killed while ’e’s at it.” 

“That means it’s our last chance 
—if he isn’t just bluffing.”

“ I don’t think 'e is. ’E acts like 'e 
meant it.”

“W e’ll see. Come on, we’ve got to 
get those burnooses he wants.” 

“ Does 'e mean we’re to take 'em 
off them dead Arabs?”

“ Of course. Where else would we 
get them?”

“ I don’t know, but that’s a bloomin’ 
narsty job. You ’ad no business say- 
in’ you’d go with him.”

CHAPTER V
A S tru g g le  fo r  L ife

SWATHED in Arab rags, their 
faces blackened with ashes 
from an old cook fire they 

found near the wells, McCleery and 
Higgins waited with Boudet for final 
instructions from the captain. Then 
the trio slipped away in the dark
ness to work their way around to 
the rear of the fort.

“When are you goin’ to let ’im 
’ave it?” Higgins inquired in a whis
per.

“ When we get far enough away so 
the captain can’t hear him yell,” Mc
Cleery replied.

“And wot are you goin’ to tell the 
captain when the bloke gets back 
and squeals on us?”

“By the time I take that six months 
pay out of his hide, he won’t have 
any squeals left in him.”
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The Cockney shook his head with 
decided doubt and they crept on 
after Boudet. The captain was to 
give them half an hour in which to 
make a wide circuit of the post and 
work their way up from the rear; 
then he was going to launch the 
pretended attack at the front.

While the tribesmen were thus 
drawn to one wall to repulse the at
tack, it was Boudet’s plan to scale 
the other and trust to their disguise 
to get them safely down into the 
courtyard.

They completed the circuit with- 
’out trouble and the sergeant called 
a halt less than a hundred yards from 
the rear wall.

“ I ’ll go first,” he said. "The guard 
posted here will be pretty sure to 
xace for the front when the firing 
starts, but there is no sense in us all 
getting killed in case they don't."

“Very considerate of you,” Me- 
Cleery drawled, “but there’s a mat
ter you and me are going to settle 
first Sergeant, ’ fore we start climb
ing any walls.”

BOUDET peered sharply at him 
through the darkness.

“ What is the matter with you? 
Whom are you talking to?”

“Never mind that bunk,” McCleery 
replied. “ Your stripes aren’t going 
to do any good this time. There’s 
no patrol for you to turn us over to, 
either ”

“ Fool, do you think I need stripes 
or a patrol in order to deal with 
you? I will meet you any time and 
any place you say, when we are fin
ished with this. But now we have 
work to do.”

“ Yeah, and if you get a slug in 
your gizzard, where do I collect that 
roll you pinched?”

“ Roll? Sacrd, what are you talk
ing about?”

“ I ’m talking about the cleanin’ you 
gave me, along with the shanghaiin’ 
stunt you pulled that night in Mar

seilles. If you didn’t get the jack 
yourself, you know who did.”

“ T KNOW nothing about it,” Bou-
_L det was emphatic. “The shang

hai stunt, as you call it, I admit. I 
did you a favor. But, nom  de D ieu , I 
am no thief. If you were robbed it 
was no doubt by those who started 
the fight. That is an old trick in 
Marseilles.”

“Yeah, I ’ve ’eard of that,” the 
Cockney put in. “Maybe ’e’s right.”

“ All right, then, to the devil with 
the money,” McCleery retorted. “ But 
what about the railroadin’ you gave 
me? A favor,’ was it? Well, I’m not 
swallowin’ that. Stick up your mittB 
and take what’s coming to you."

“ Fool!" growled Boudet, and let 
drive at McCleery’s head.

McCleery caught the blow on hiB 
shoulder and swung with a left that 
flattened the sergeant’s nose. And 
then, all at once, the machine-guns 
and rifles of Company Twelve let go 
with a loud roar beyond the fort and 
Boudet dropped his guard. Out shot 
McCleery’s right and the sergeant 
went down on his face.

“ Cripes I” the Cockney gasped. 
“ Now you’ve done it, and they’ve 
started the attack. Wot are we going 
to do?”

“ Guess I shouldn’t have hit him 
that last time,”  McCleery muttered. 
“He wasn’t looking. Shall we do the 
job ourselves?”

“ Do it ourselves! You bloomin’—”
“ Come on!” McCleery seized the 

Cockney by the arm and dragged him 
across the intervening ground to the 
rear of the post. He stood him 
against the wall; climbed up on his 
shoulders and leaped at the parapet.

For a second or two he hung there, 
strengthening his hold. Then he 
pulled himself up and immediately 
he was confronted right and left by 
the Arab sentries.

The tribesmen stared at him dumb
ly for a moment. His disguise
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had fooled them, but they began at 
once to question him. McCleery knew 
his inability to answer would prompt
ly prove his undoing. In a flash he 
seized the man nearest him and 
leaped down into the yard.

HE landed on top and might have 
gotten away with it, but the 

tribesman seized his burnoose with a 
yell and down on top of them came 
the three other guards.

McCleery struggled to his feet, 
hoping to fight his way out, but the 
odds were too great. He saw one of 
the tribesmen level his rifle, and one 
of the others lurch forward with a 
knife. The Yank might have warded 
off the blow from the knife, but a 
lead slug was a different matter. He 
suddenly wondered if perhaps he 
wasn’t the fool Boudet had called 
him—and then down from the wall 
leaped the sergeant and Higgins and 
each of them flattened one of the 
tribesmen to earth as he came.

McCleery got in one of his mighty 
uppercuts then. The sergeant sent 
the fourth guard to his maker with 
the man’s own rifle-butt, and the 
struggle was abruptly over.

"By heaven, you got here just in 
time,” McCleery declared.

"Yes, you thick-headed ass,” the 
sergeant swore.

"Grab a rifle—quick!” he ordered. 
"I will go to the front and set off 
the charge at the gate. You attend 
to the one at the corner to the right 
and Higgins will take the one at the 
left.”

“ O ui, m on S erg en t,” the Cockney 
replied.

McCleery nodded and, seizing a 
rifle from one of the unconscious 
Arabs, he followed Boudet around 
to the front of the post. Outside, the 
Legion fire still raked the top of 
the wall; and half a hundred curs
ing, fight-maddened tribesmen crouch
ed there waiting for the attack. The 
rest milled about at the base of the

wall, screaming their hate and im
patient to join them.

The sergeant disappeared in the 
mob and the Cockney followed him. 
McCleery began working his way 
over to the angle of the wall at his 
right. The frenzied mob paid no at
tention to him. His head and part 
of his face covered with the turban, 
he was fairly safe.

He reached the corner and began a 
guarded search for the fuse. Then 
he discovered one of the tribesmen 
squatted down against the wall, 
guarding the very spot he sought.

The eyes of the milling, elbowing 
mob were all raised to the wall above 
—all, except those of the native 
guarding the fuse. Those eyes peered 
straight into McCleery’s, in a stare 
gleaming with suspicion. There was 
no time to waste.

DELIBERATELY McCleery low
ered his rifle and bred. It was 

a desperate move, but he was de
pending upon the mad screams and 
the roar of rifles and machine-guns 
above to drown the shot. It did.

Yelling with the rest, he waited a 
Becond to see what would happen. 
No one paid the slightest attention. 
He saw the man in the corner slump 
forward, and he dropped down be
side him. Still no one noticed him; 
and, shoving the dead man aside, he 
found the fuse.

It was a crude affair, evidently 
made by the tribesmen themselves, 
but there could be no mistake about 
it. McCleery turned his back on the 
crowd; spread his flopping rags to 
conceal the flare of the match and 
lit the fuse.

Even then he remained there 
watching it, guarding it, until an
other second would have meant his 
own death. Then he backed away 
and ducked through the angry mob.

With a roar and a flash of flame, 
the wall rose from the ground 
in a thousand pieces and rained to
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earth again, burying a score of 
screaming, struggling men beneath it. 
Another deafening explosion followed 
the first, and another shaft of flame 
shot skyward near the gate. Boudet 
had succeeded, also.

Backing away from the frantic, 
demoralized mob, McCleery waited 
for the third and final blast that 
should have come from the other 
corner. It was all that was needed to 
complete the rout. The Legion ma
chine-guns were pouring lead 
through the two gaping holes and 
the slaughter was terrific. But still 
there was no report from the Cock
ney’s corner.

Risking a bullet from his own guns, 
McCleery darted across the yard to
ward the opposite corner and there 
he collided with Boudet headed in 
the same direction. A struggling, 
snarling group in the corner told the 
story. Higgins had been discovered! 
He was standing there with his back 
to the wall, bare-headed, fighting for 
his life.

CHAPTER VI 
F ig h tin g  F o o ls

« \ T  7 E’VE got to save him!"
\ / \ /  McCleery shouted at the 

▼ ▼ sergeant, and started
pushing through the mob.

“W e’ll get him! Follow me!" the 
sergeant shoved the Yank aside, and 
yelling something in Arabic that 
drew the attention of the tribesmen, 
he battled his way through just as 
the Cockney went down. Boudet 
whirled about, facing the crowd, then, 
and McCleery sprang forward be
side him.

Spitting hate from their wide-open 
mouths, the Arabs closed in on them. 
McCleery fired once, then his ham
mer clicked on an empty chamber 
and he seized the rifle by the muzzle. 
The sergeant fired twice; then he, 
too, wielded his weapon by the bar
rel.

Gun-butta crashed down on flesh 
and bone with all the strength they 
could put into their blows. McCleery 
felt a stab of pain in his side; an
other in his leg. Blood trickled down 
over his cheek from a knife wound.

With a bayonet Boudet would have 
been in his glory. Every blow found 
its mark. But that leap from the 
wall to aid McCleery had cost him 
two broken ribs, and they wracked 
him with pain now every move he 
made. An Arab blade slashed through 
the flesh of his arm and his rifle 
sagged. McCleery saw him sway and 
shoving him back, he faced the re
mainder of the angry crowd alone.

How long he could have survived 
was a question. He battled like a 
man gone mad, and then the sergeant 
once more stood beside him; up on 
the other side staggered the Cockney.

The few tribesmen left fell back 
then and raced for the protection o f  
the barracks where the others were 
attempting a final stand.

“Cripes!" the Cockney gasped. “ I 
thought the bloody swine ’ad me 
skinned and quartered!’’

“ Quick! The fuse!” reminded the 
sergeant. "Did you find it?”

“ Sure I found it, but one of the 
blarsted fools was sittin’ on it and 
I ’ad to crack ’is bloomin’ skull ’fore 
'c ’d get out of the way. One of the 
others seen me do it.”

“All right, touch it off, then run 
for the rear of the barracks!” 

Higgins touched a match to the 
fuse and they raced for the protec
tion of the barracks. The blast ripped 
another vast hole in the wall—and 
then Company Twelve came pouring 
in through the opening to surround 
the barracks.

Boudet, McCleery and the Cockney 
were ahead of them, struggling to 
free themselves of their cumbersome 
rags, when the sergeant yelled and 
pointed. “ They’re sneaking out on 
us! Quick! Head them off!”

From a window at the rear of the
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barracks, the tribesmen were racing 
for the wall in a desperate attempt 
to escape. As McCleery and the 
Cockney reached the sergeant’s side, 
they saw two men drag one of the 
captured machine-guns from the bar
racks and follow the others.

“ Look at the blighters!" Higgins 
shouted. “They’re stealin’ our guns!” 

McCleery saw; he made a flying 
dive for the two Arabs with the ma
chine-gun, and the three of them 
went down in a hopeless tangle. 
Boudet and the Cockney were not 
far behind. But that machine-gun 
would have been a valuable capture 
to the tribesmen, and half a dozen 
others came at once to aid the two 
McCleery had downed. They were on 
top of him like a pack of wolves.

RIGHT and left the big Yank swung 
his huge fists. He had lost his 

gun and he had nothing else to fight 
with. A knife reached for his throat; 
a gun barrel caught him a wicked 
blow on the head, but he seized the 
knife and buried it to the hilt in the 
man who had wielded it. The blow 
from the gun barrel staggered him, 
blinded him, but he fought harder.

Blow after blow he sent home with 
those big fists. He had no idea of 
what or whom he hit, but he knew 
that he must keep on fighting and 
he did his utmost. Finally there was 
but one remaining target for his 
swings, big black-bearded fellow.

It was some time before the frantic 
yells of the Cockney seeped in on his 
dazed brain. The man he was do
ing his best to batter senseless was 
Sergeant Boudet.

“ Sacre D ie a !” the sergeant swore, 
when he finally quit. “ Are you blind, 
you cursed fool? Let me have that 
gun!”

McCleery staggered back, wiping 
the sweat and blood from his eyes, 
and the Cockney shoved him out of 
the way while Boudet hastily set up 
the machine-gun.

The time for that, however, was 
past. There were no more tribesmen 
to train it on. The post was in the 
hands of Company Twelve. Captain 
Faudre, with the adjutant, was trying 
to bring the company to order.

“ You blarsted fool!” the Cockney 
swore. “ Are you never goin’ to let 
up on ’im? And after ’e saved your 
bloomin’ neck, too.”

“ I didn’t know it was him,” Mc
Cleery declared. “ He was still wear- 
in' that blamed nightgown and I 
thought—”

"R a sse m b le m e n t!”  the c a p t a i n  
shouted, and the company hastily as
sembled.

“ Garde h v o u s !"
The line snapped to attention. The 

captain eyed them with pride.
"Sergeant Boudet,” he called, 

“ front and center. Legionnaires Mc
Cleery and Higgins, step out.”

The three came forward. Faudre 
touched his kepi.

"Sergeant, you did an excellent bit 
of work,” he said. “ I will certainly 
mention it in my report.”

“Thank you, m on C a p i t a i n e Bou
det saluted. “ But these two men de
serve as much credit as I do. I 
could not have succeeded alone.” 

“ You are generous, Sergeant,” the 
captain replied, “ but rest assured 
they will receive proper credit. You 
may go to the barracks now and at
tend to your wounds. Dismissed.” 

“ I’ll be blowed,” the Cockney ex
claimed, when Boudet was out of 
hearing, "and after that bust in the 
nose you gave him, too.”

“ I ’ll take it all back,” McCleery de
clared. “ He’s a square shooter in lots 
of ways. I believe what he told me. 
He’s a fighting fool, too. I ’m going 
to take him up on that man-to-man 
offer he made, some day, just to see 
how good he really is.”

The Cockney stared. “Well, I ’ll 
be blowed! If you do, you deserve 
to get your bloomin’ ’ead punched,” 
he said, shaking his head.



Bitter Justice

H e  f ir e d  a g a in , and  a s e c o n d  n a t iv e  w e n t  d o w n

Eerie Jungle Sounds and a Huge Monster o f Swift 
Death in a Breath-Taking Story o f Brazil's 

Great Valley of the Amazon

By NILS B

T HE sullen voice of the 
jungle, sounding through the 
mid-afternoon heat in the 
monotonous drone of deadly insects, 

w a s  punctuated occasionally by 
the death scream of an animal caught 
in fang, or claw, or sinuous coil.

Beneath its canopy of trailing 
vines and boughs that interlaced

STAHRE

against a brazen sky, the jungle lay 
like a drowsing monster, sending its 
fetid breath in a low-flung bank of 
steam. High in the arching tree 
tops, bright-hued birds plucked ver
min from their feathers and were 
mute in the relentless heat.

The Johnson Expedition into
Brazil’s great Valley of the Amazon

93
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struggled grimly through tangled un
derbrush, over rotted tree trunks, 
slashing away the Lianas that clung 
to every ancient limb. The Indian 
guides and bearers were silent as 
they moved in the weird light of 
their fire-sticks.

They were like bronze devils in a 
hades of their own making, and fear 
was on their faces.

WATCHING them unceasingly, 
driving them deeper and deeper 

into the jungle, each by his own 
method, three white men also showed 
the marks of fear. Two of them, Dr. 
George Johnson and Jim Roland, his 
second in command, feared that mys
terious expanse through their knowl
edge of it. The third man, Billy 
Evans, was in terror of it through his 
ignorance.

Somewhere in the dense growth 
nearby, there was a sudden hoarse 
cough, a piercing shriek and the 
crackling of underbrush. Then silence 
fell.

Evans froze in his tracks and his 
eyes became sick.

"Damn it, Jim, can’t those natives 
lead us through clearing? Why don’t 
they beat the bush ahead of us?” 

Roland faced him and his own eyes 
were haggard and bloodshot. “ Steady, 
Bill. It’s just a jaguar, or a boa, 
grabbing himself a meal.”

Johnson nodded and forced a 6mile. 
"W e’re letting our nerves ride us. 
I ’ve got either the creeps or ticks 
crawling up my spine, this minute.” 

Ahead of them a resounding crash, 
dulled in the heavy atmosphere, was 
followed by an inhuman, long-drawn 
cry that rose up through the dripping 
lianas and was lost in a strangely 
hideous silence. The Indians crouched 
on their copper-colored haunches, 
their wild eyes blazing in the light. 
The three white men stood tensely, 
with half uplifted rifles.

The jungle sounds resumed. But 
the Indians remained motionless.

staring ahead into the brooding shad
ows, or glancing back swiftly at their
masters.

"What in hell is that?” Evans’ 
voice trembled in a paroxysm of fu
tile rage and horror.

Johnson shook his head and his 
expression was grave. "That’s the 
third time we’ve heard it now. Frank
ly, I can’t make it out- What do you 
say, Jim?’’

Roland returned his questioning 
gaze blankly. “ I haven’t an idea, 
Doctor. I never heard anything like 
it before.”

A wailing cry went up from the 
Indians in a sort of chant. Roland 
sprang ahead and the others followed 
him.

"They’re balking again 1” Evans ex
claimed bitterly. "A  good rawhid
ing, Jim.”

ROLAND spoke coolly over his 
shoulder. ‘‘Let me do this, Bill. 

You’ve got ’em bad-tempered enough 
as it is.”

When they strode in among the 
natives, they saw what had caused 
the wailing. Two of the dark-skinned 
guides had plunged out into the 
tangle and returned, bearing between 
them the crushed and mangled body 
of one who had been with them only 
a few minutes earlier. He had made 
the awful mistake of cutting his way 
too far from his companions. For 
a time the Indians were silent, 
their eyes watchful.

Jim bent swiftly over the bloody 
figure and straightened at once. 
“ Done for,” he said curtly. He stood 
up and turned to Johnson. “What 
sort of animal would do that, Doc
tor?”

“God knows, Jim. I’ve told you 
before, about my suspicions, but—” 

“ You mean—” Evans spoke almost 
in a whisper.

“ As I say,” Johnson added, "I ’ve 
heard that there’s a possibility—that’s 
all—that some prehistoric monster
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might have survived the centuries, or 
perhaps the species carried on. 
They’d have more than two million 
square miles in which to live. That’s 
what we’re here for, as you know. 
To try and find the bones—anything 
which might indicate that such mon
sters actually did once exist.” He 
frowned. "But not still alive!”

THE high-pitched wail rose again 
and Evans whirled. His hand 

dropped to the heavy automatic that 
hung in its holster on his hip. He 
still clung to his rifle.

‘ ‘Damn their yelping,” he screamed. 
His movement seemed to be a sig

nal. A lean, insane-eyed Indian 
sprang into the air and flung his mus
cular arms out in a wide sweeping 
gesture of appeal. Another shrieked 
brokenly and whirled to face the 
white men.

Jim recognized the danger signs of 
jungle madness and started toward 
them with outspread hands, his rifle 
caught beneath his armpit muzzle, 
down. Johnson moved up beside him. 
There was a concerted movement 
among the Indians, so swift that it 
was like the instinctive maneuvering 
of wild animals hunting in a pack. 
Their terror suddenly passed all 
bounds of reason.

A knife flung from a tawny hand 
glittered as it spun through the air, 
catching the patchwork rays of sun
light that filtered through the trees. 
Johnson coughed and staggered. One 
hand went to his chest and plucked 
weakly at a carved bone handle that 
quivered where its blade was buried 
to the hilt.

He stared oddly at Jim and his 
knees buckled. As Jim caught him, 
a second knife whirled crazily toward 
them.

Jim dodged, but the blade slashed 
his cheek. He was on his knees 
shielding Johnson and he had drop
ped his rifle. He fired through 
his holster with the automatic at a

guide whose knife was already raised 
for throwing. The fellow spun and 
shrieked unintelligibly as he fell. 
Jim fired again and a second native 
went down, writhing in the under
brush.

Strangely, as though by concerted 
signal from some jungle code, the 
Indians turned and ran, vanishing al
most immediately in the thick growth 
beyond.

Jim looked into Johnson’s face and 
knew that the doctor was beyond hu
man aid. He lowered the body to the 
ground and slowly got to his feet, 
still gripping the warm butt of the 
automatic.

His roving gaze swept the little 
clearing on both sides and he turned 
to search for Evans.

The jungle was uncannily silent. 
He studied the twisted growth, ex
pecting to find another motionless 
figure, silenced by a well-flung knife. 
He stood rigidly for a moment, 
straining his eyes.

“ Bill—where are you?” His voice 
rang sharply.

HE stiffened as he caught a move
ment beside a thick, vine-laden 

tree. Evans stepped out hesitantly, 
still clinging to his rifle. His eyes 
were staring and unnatural with the 
light of horror. His mouth hung 
open and for an instant he made no 
effort to speak.

“ Are you all right, Jim?” His gaze 
was riveted to the blood that stained 
Roland’s face and dripped slowly 
down to spread crimsonly on his 
khaki shirt.

‘‘Quite. They got Johnson. Are 
you hurt?”

Bill glanced at the still figure and 
looked swiftly away. He shook his 
head.

‘ ‘God, it was quick!” he exclaimed 
plaintively. “ I saw a knife coming 
at me and dodged behind a tree. It 
was all over before I could get or
ganized. I dropped the damned rifle
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somewhere—just picked it up when 
you called.”

He broke off sharply, studying 
Jim’s face. “ Well, let’s get going. 
I'm fed up on this.”

JIM regarded him with a mixture 
of pity and contempt in his gaze. 

"W e’ll bury George he said slowly. 
"Those Indians have headed for the 
river, Bill. W e’re lost anyway, so 
there’s no need to hurry.”

“Lost!”
Jim nodded gravely. “ George knew 

this country as well as any white man 
can know it. I’m confused, I ’ll ad
mit it. But I think those damned 
Indians are striking for our camp. If 
they get to it, they’ll butcher Kendall 
and take our raft.”

He shrugged. “ Everything we own 
is aboard it.”

Evans lurched unsteadily. His 
feverish eyes smoldered and his flesh 
showed raw from the stings of black 
flies and vicious ants.

“ Well, what are we waiting for, 
then?” he snarled. “Johnson’s dead. 
Let’s try and get out of this while 
we’ve got a chance. Night’ll be down 
on us—”

Jim looked again at the body of 
George Johnson. His voice rasped 
harshly when he faced the haggard 
man beside him.

"Bill, from now on you do as I 
say, understand? If you hadn’t mis
treated those Indians, they never 
would have turned on us. They were 
afraid of us at first. You made them 
hate us.”

He turned away and from a dis
carded heap of supplies that had 
been dropped by one of the carriers, 
he took a spade and an ax. He chose 
a spot beneath a giant massaranduba 
tree that rose a little higher than the 
surrounding ground.

Evans stood in silence while he dug 
a shallow grave.

Together, they lifted the body 
from the underbrush and lowered it.

When it was covered, Jim searched 
for massive rocks which he placed 
over the grave. He straightened and 
bared his head.

For a moment he stood there in 
silent tribute, then wheeled abruptly 
to face Evans.

“ All right, Billy, let’s try for it.” 
His voice had become gentle and 
there was no longer anger in his 
eyes; only a blending of regret and 
grim determination.

The swift dusk of the jungle blot
ted out the faint light that had pene
trated through the tree tops. Strange 
sounds reached them, now at a dis
tance, again close by. The insect 
symphony droned everywhere and at
tacked their faces, clustering in 
angry little clouds about both their 
heads.

Jim walked in advance with a 
torch. Its wavering light cast leap
ing shadows about them, giving to 
the jungle the fantastic illusion of 
some weird stage setting for a trag
edy. Again and again he stumbled 
over a half submerged log, or tripped 
on a length of vine as thick as a 
hawser line and tougher. He heard 
Evans cursing bitterly at the insects 
and at the weight of his pack.

“ P O M E  up closer behind me.
^  You’ll get better light," he 

called over his shoulder.
“ Damn it, I believe you're going in 

circles,” Evans retorted. “ Why in 
hell did you come down here, if you 
didn’t know what you were up 
against?”

Jim smiled acidly to himself. 
“ Sorry, old man. I didn’t know you 
were coming along, you know.”

The thought brought with it to Jim 
a host of memories and egain he 
found himself puzzled by the pecu
liar circumstances under which Evans 
had joined the expedition at the last 
minute back on a Hoboken pier.

He remembered the day he first had 
met Billy, at a house party given by
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Peggy Bryan at her father’s country 
estate. He had almost finished the 
task of fitting out for the expedition. 
The three of them, Peggy and Evans 
and Jim, were standing together 
watching the sun go down behind the 
White Mountains. Bill leaned in
dolently against a gaunt rock that 
thrust from the ground.

“When you can get scenery like 
this,” he had drawled, "why the devil 
do you go to Brazil, Roland?”

JIM recalled that he had laughed.
“ If it were a matter of scenery, 

I wouldn't budge.”
“Every man to his choice.” Billy's 

tone was lightly edged with con
tempt. “ All I know about Brazil is 
that it’s a place where they cultivate 
nuts.”

And then, a few days later, when 
their southbound tramp was ready to 
Bad, Billy had appeared on board 
with his credentials all signed and 
approved by the high powers of the 
scientific society that was backing 
the expedition.

One of them happened to be his
uncle.

Jim’s train of thought was shat
tered by a heavy crashing in the 
jungle on their left. It was followed 
instantly by unearthly cries, so high 
pitched and agonized that it was im
possible to distinguish whether they 
were from human or animal. He 
halted and dropped his heavy supply 
pack. Before it struck the ground a 
rifle barked and he heard the thin 
whine of a steel jacketed bullet as it 
passed his head.

Turning, he saw Evans slowly low
ering his rifle. A wisp of smoke 
curled upward from the muzzle to 
lose itself in the gloom. Evans' face 
was contorted in a frenzy of rage 
and terror that he could not contiol.

“Easy, Bill. You nearly nicked me 
that time.” Jim spoke coolly.

“ God, my finger slipped on the 
trigger.” Bill wae staring into the

impenetrable blackness on his left, 
where all was now strangely silent. 
He was trembling and his voice 
sounded hollow and unnatural.

“ It's that—that same thing again,” 
he said weakly.

Jim strained his ears to catch, if 
possible, the crunch of great cloven 
hoofs, or massive paws. In the 
swift tension he questioned himself 
whether it would not be better to re
lieve Evans of his gun until his 
nerves quieted. He decided against 
it instantly, on the dual grounds that 
in emergency Bill might be useful: 
and secondly, to disarm him would be 
to weaken his morale.

“Whatever it is,” Jim said quietly, 
“ it’s feeding. Let’s shove along.”

Evans followed more closely at his 
heels, breathing heavily beneath the 
weight of his burden, his reddened 
eyes gleaming balefully in the flick
ering light of the torch.

They came to a sluggish stream 
that crept out from the morass with 
the deliberate lazy movement of a 
giant serpent that has fed well and 
seeks a place to rest.

“ W e’ll follow this if we can make 
it,” Jim said. “ It gets to the river, 
somewhere.”

Evans grunted. “ Thank God you’ve 
found something right.”

THE little creek twisted sinuously 
among gaunt trees, through in

frequent swamp clearings. Often it 
was lost beneath the arched vines 
that strung above it.

Jim smothered a swift exclamation 
as he sprang forward into a sudden 
clearing that had obviously been 
trampled beneath a heavy weight. A 
contorted figure sprawled in a mass 
of trodden undergrowth. Jim' bent 
over it and turned the battered head 
face upward. It was Manuel, their 
lead guide.

His body had been crushed almost 
beyond recognition.

Jim got to his feet a little ua-
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steadily. His eyes were dazed, more 
from uncanny bewilderment than 
horror or fear. He had known other 
jungles; deserts, too, and mountains, 
lost islands and strange seas; and he 
had come to accept it as a foregone 
conclusion that each of them had its 
mysteries as it had its endless threat 
of death to man.

Evans stood speechless, his jaw 
hanging in the relaxation of complete 
terror.

“There must be more than one of 
—them,” Jim said.

EVANS stared about him at the 
dripping trees, and his hand 

clutched spasmodically around the 
barrel of his rifle.

“ Come on," he said hoarsely. “ If 
we stop every time we find a stiff—” 

He broke off as the jungle resound
ed to the hunting call of a jaguar. 
Other calls answered it, and animals 
of high and low degree in the king
dom of desolation took up the cry.

“ They’ll drift toward fresh water 
now,” Jim muttered. “W e’ll pitch 
camp for the night, Bill. No use go
ing on now. W e’d be easy prey in 
the darkness.”

Evans nodded.
He sat on a rotting log while Jim 

began to unpack.
“ Gather up dry wood, Bill. W e’ll 

need a roaring fire.”
Evans returned Jim’s gaze defiant

ly, as though he resented the tone of 
command.

“No jungle animal will approach 
fire,” Jim added.

Evans went to work promptly, and 
in a little while the yellow flames 
were leaping up toward the festooned 
trees like darting fangs. Jim cooked 
a frugal meal and they sat facing 
each other across the fire.

“ Is this all we’ve got to eat?” 
Evans demanded.

Jim smiled, without mirth. “Until 
we find the raft. If that’s gone, we’ll 
have to live on the jungle." Some

where on the river, he hoped that 
Kendall would be waiting.

A bough cracked above them and 
Evans jerked convulsively. Jim re
garded him curiously.

“ Why did you come into this, 
Bill?”

His tone was friendly and sym
pathetic.

“Was it just that you wanted the 
adventure of it?”

“What else?” Evans snapped. “ Ad
venture, hell. It’s torture. I was a 
damned fool. Anybody who pokes 
into the jungle is a fool.”

Jim gazed into the dancing fire. 
“Maybe you’re right,” he observed. 
“Unless you except the men who 
came here and got something done— 
men such as Roosevelt, Rondon, 
Dyott, Bates—chaps who took the 
long chance for their research. And 
now—Johnson.”

“Where do you rate?” Evans in
quired, with a sneer in his voice.

Jim shrugged and nodded toward 
the body of Manuel, that lay back in 
the shadows. “ You and I team along 
with him, I guess. W e’re failures.”

Evans’ already stricken face blanched 
to a greenish hue in the yellow light. 
He coughed. “ Do you figure we’re 
done for? We can’t get through, you 
mean?”

JIM laughed mildly. “ Oh, no. You 
turn in, Bill. I’ll stand first watch. 

A good rest will ease up your nerves. 
Probably we’ll come to the river 
within an hour’s march in the morn
ing. Kendall won’t give up the raft 
without a battle.”

Evans rolled wearily into his 
poncho and blanket, drawing his head 
well beneath them as protection 
against the buzzing insects of the 
night.

Jim added more logs to the fire 
and while he kept a wary eye on 
the jungle about their little clearing, 
he set about once more to dig a grave 
in the rotted ground.
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He buried Manuel without cere
mony, but with no lack of respect. 
A heap of rocks marked the spot 
where no prowling marauder of the 
jungle would be able to make a 
grizzly feast.

Jim sat on his haunches beside the 
fire. All about him the night sounds 
rose as the fire threw contorted shad
ows against the blackness of the 
trees. Occasionally, he caught the 
green glow of wild eyes staring at 
him from the underbrush. When he 
moved, they would vanish as sudden
ly as they had appeared. Now and 
then a deep savage cough sounded 
close by, and frequently there came 
the bitter howl of a slinking jaguar, 
or the anguished cry of a doomed 
animal.

Outwardly alert, with every nerve 
stretched taut and every muscle 
ready, he allowed his thoughts to 
wander back into civilization, across 
miles of jungle and sea.

fTIHEY carried him to the scene on 
Lake Winnepesaukee, set between 

the rolling White Mountains of New 
Hampshire, when he had driven a 
canoe shoreward through the white- 
caps that were beaten up by a sunset 
breeze. Peggy Bryan reclined in the 
bow.

“Now for a swim,” he had said, 
“ and then away I go, confound it. 
It’s been awfully good to be up
here.”

She had glanced up quickly. “ To
day, you mean? Why, the party isn’t 
half over.”

"I know. But I have to be in Bos
ton. I’m to meet some of the back
ers of our expedition.”

“ Oh. When do you sail?”
“This week, as soon as we’re out

fitted.”
He drove the canoe toward the 

beach and hacked water. As it slid 
up on the sand beach, he had helped 
her out.

“ It should be a glorious adventure,”

she had said. “ I ’m wishing you all 
the luck there is.”

THEY had stood together and he 
still held her hand. Her slender 

figure was silhouetted against the blue 
expanse of lake and sky. Spray that 
had been driven over the bow clung 
to the dark curls of her hair like 
gems against velvet.

“ That’s a good omen right at the 
start,” he told her. He had turned 
away from her for a moment and 
gazed across the dancing water. “I 
wish,” he added, “ that I had known 
you before.”

He recalled the enigmatic beauty of 
her smile as she replied. “One of 
the penalties you pay for always wan
dering.”

That had been all that ever existed 
between him and Peggy. Jim got up 
uneasily and flung another log on the 
fire. Sparks shot upward and were 
Sost in the damp breath of the night. 
He glanced at his wrist watch. It 
was time to call Evans. He felt sud
denly exhausted, eager to let himself 
sink into complete oblivion. The 
memory of civilization had not served 
to calm his nerves.

Evans was snoring. Jim roused 
him with an effort.

“All right, Bill, your watch.” 
Evans growled unintelligibly and 

sat up, rubbing his eyes. “Hell, I 
didn’t get any sleep at all,” he said 
resentfully.

Jim dropped to the ground. “Keep 
the fire up. Call me in two hours.” 

He fell asleep almost instantly, 
unaware of Evans’ nervous chatter 
just beside him. He awakened with 
a feeling of chilled discomfort. His 
muscles were stiff and he sat up with 
the blanket drawn about his shoul
ders. The fire was down to dying 
embers and the smoke hung low in 
the jungle dampness. He gazed about 
him in the partial daze of half wake
fulness. Evans was not there.

The realization brought him to his
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feet with swift awareness. He swept 
the clearing with a glance that 
missed nothing. Bill’s rifle and pack 
were gone, which was evidence 
enough that he had quit camp of his 
own volition. Jim stood motionless 
for a few moments considering the 
course to take. Daylight was begin
ning to show like a haggard gray 
mask above the laced curtain of the 
trees.

HE knew instantly that his only 
move was to trail Evans 

through the jungle. It was, he told 
himself, a bad attack of fever, or a 
fit of temporary madness, that had 
sent the man alone into the treacher
ous depths that he feared so much in 
his normal mind.

Jim turned to take up his own pack 
that contained the greater part of 
their food and ammunition. The 
thongs were parted and he saw that 
the pack had been rifled. He bent 
down and swiftly checked the con
tents. A few tins of food was all 
that remained.

He straightened and studied the 
ground about him, although he knew 
in advance that it would not be nec
essary now to follow any trail. Evans 
would head for the river by way of 
the winding creek.

The proof of desertion was suffi
cient now.

A square patch of white that clung 
to a briary vine on the edge of the 
clearing caught his eye and he strode 
toward it. As he leaned down, Jim 
saw that it was an envelope and in 
the faint light he read the blotted 
writing.

It was addressed to him and in 
the lower left-hand corner were the 
words: "Ship letter.”

He drew a folded sheet and bent 
low to read its message.
Dear Jim Roland:

There are things one cannot say, or 
should not, at certain moments. W hen  you 
told me that you were leaving, you re 
gretted that we had not known each other

before. I cou ld  not tell you, in return, 
that B illy  and I are no longer engaged. 
That w ould have made it too obvious that 
I had regrets o f  m y own. But now  that 
B illy  has suddenly determ ined to  g o  with 
you, I can say; be very  careful and com e 
back. W e may, when you  return, com e to 
know each other better. G ood  luck.—
Peggy-

He thrust the letter into his 
pocket. It came to him in that bit
ter instant that Evans had intended 
to kill him back in the jungle when 
that awful crash had spoiled his aim. 
He realized, too, that Peggy had sent 
the letter to the ship before they 
sailed; and in the easy camaraderie 
on board, it had been simple for 
Evans to steal it from his cabin be
fore he saw it.

JIM slipped the pack over hia 
shoulder and plunged into the 

jungle. By following the least con
gested course through the brush, as 
close beside the stream as he could 
walk, he had no difficulty in finding 
the marks of Evans’ boots. He listen
ed intently for the jungle sounds and 
watched the tangled gloom about him 
with wary, angered eyes.

He had no desire to kill Evans in 
the event that he overtook him. On 
the contrary, he preferred to admin
ister punishment of another kind. He 
doubted that the raft would be where 
they had left it, or that young Kim
ball had escaped the Indians. That 
would leave Evans and himself to
gether, to face the jungle and ferret 
out a way to live if they could.

Jim knew that, when the moment 
came, he would divide the supplies 
and the ammunition and give Evans 
his choice of a course to follow. 
Then he, himself, would take an
other.

At least, he told himself bitterly, 
it was possible for a man to choose 
his own company even in the heart 
of the jungle.

Suddenly, the stream on his left 
began to widen perceptibly. The
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current increased and the natural 
growth became less difficult to pene
trate. He stumbled on doggedly and 
became aware of a change in the at
mosphere. The unforgettable smell 
of the river came to him and, pres
ently, he emerged from the dense 
foliage to come upon a gentle slope, 
heavily overgrown with lush swamp 
grass.

BELOW him, the Amazon spread 
to the distant wooded shore, a 

vast brown stream that swept ma
jestically to the sea.

At first, in the brazen morning 
sunlight, it was difficult to dis
tinguish objects against the drab 
mud color of the river and the 
ground that lay beside it. Then sud
denly, Jim saw the raft, a slender 
dark object moored in a cove, al
most hidden, except from high 
ground.

As his eyes swiftly accustomed 
themselves to the light, he caught a 
movement on the shore.

He recognized Evans trudging 
along the muddy beach toward the 
raft, bent beneath his pack, dragging 
himself in a final spurt of despera
tion.

Jim moved down from the rise 
rapidly and came to the shore, where 
the ground was baked and it was 
easier to keep up the pace. He was 
overtaking Evans swiftly.

Two little human figures, in a uni
verse that was otherwise motionless 
except for the crawling river and, 
high in the relentless sky, a lone 
buzzard soaring in tireless spirals. 
One man dragging himself as though 
each step might be his last; the other 
forcing onward, grimly. Each of 
them with haggard, unshaven faces, 
eyes dulled from suffering; both of 
them mud-spattered and ragged from 
the jungle thorns.

Jim gasped and his eyes widened 
in horrified amazement as he saw a 
movement in the water almost beside

the plodding Evans, even before 
Evans himself saw it. When Evans 
did, he seemed to freeze in his tracks 
and his pitiful cry swept back on 
the still air. His rifle hung uselessly 
in his hand. His pack slipped to the 
hard ground and turned over.

From the river’s edge there sprang 
with incredible speed a huge, glisten
ing anaconda, its head twisting high 
in the air as it drew its thirty-foot 
length from the lagging current. The 
serpent flung itself forward. Evans 
screamed a second time and leaped 
aside, but it was as though a terrified 
rabbit had attempted to evade the 
flashing stroke of a waiting rattler.

THE long writhing body gleamed 
hideously. The huge head darted 

accurately toward the helpless Evans, 
who had lost what little strength re
mained in his weary, jungle-tortured 
body.

As the snake hurtled through the 
air like a giant lariat thrown with 
unerring accuracy, its tail churned 
the water and spray shot up to 
sparkle in the sun. The huge head 
turned and in an instant the first coil 
wrapped itself about the struggling, 
screaming Evans.

He had, instinctively, reached for 
his knife, but like his rifle it was 
knocked a dozen feet through the 
air, spinning dizzily.

Jim sprang ahead. Twice he raised 
his rifle and lowered it. To send a 
bullet into that writhing mass of man 
and serpent would have been as dan
gerous for one as for the other. 
Evans, in the mania of utter terror, 
acquired the strength of two men, 
and with arms and legs he fought 
against the slowly tightening coil 
that had gripped his body.

As he sprang almost within arm’s 
reach of the lashing tail that had 
now been withdrawn from the river, 
Jim forgot all other things except 
the primitive horror of his task. He 
forgot Bill’s motive for coming into
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the jungle, forgot Peggy’s plaintive 
letter; even the unforgivable deser
tion in the dark jungle dawn.

He stepped closer and his sheath 
knife glittered evilly as he struck a 
long, deep blow that cut through 
gleaming scales and thick flesh. He 
struck again and subconsciously knew 
that each blow, each thrust, was an 
answer to the ageless jungle code. 
Man against beast, beast against man, 
and only the fit survived.

THE anaconda lashed the hard- 
baked shore, struggling to main

tain its coil about Evans and at the 
same time to encircle the new enemy. 
Jim leaped away and sprang in again, 
plunging the knife to its hilt so that 
only the recoiling agony of the ser
pent itself aided him to withdraw 
the blade. Blood spurted from the 
gaping wounds as though it was a 
carmine stream, ejected with the 
force of a pressure pump.

Evans, still struggling, screamed 
horribly. Jim saw his face, uurple 
and distorted, not like anything 
human. He tried to shout a reassur
ing word, but sounds gurgled in his 
throat as he fought. He was red with 
blood and the knife no longer 
gleamed, for it, too, was coated and 
dripping.

His arm rose and fell as he 
plunged the knife into the twitching, 
scaly flesh, again and again. Those 
repeated thrusts began to tell. The 
whipping body beat down with 
gradually decreasing power.

Jim seized it with one hand and 
followed up its thickening, slippery 
length. Above him the great head 
weaved back and forth and he stared 
up into cold, drab eyes that were as 
evil as the oldest sin, as bitter as 
revenge, as relentless as inevitable 
death itself.

The head swung downward. Jim 
waited until it hung just above him, 
then struck again. His blade sank 
into the thick neck. He reached up

with his free arm and held the neck, 
then slashed with all of his remain
ing strength. He felt the knife cut 
through—

The severed head moved convul
sively and he flung it down. The 
coil that encircled Evans slowly 
loosened and the huge writhing body 
twitched and beat in its death 
struggle. Evans fell forward and lay 
motionless. Jim stood for a moment 
wavering, then he, too, plunged to 
the ground and lay there sucking in 
the air in great draughts.

Presently he forced himself to 
sit up. Evans was staring into the 
sky and his naked chest rose and 
fell as he gasped. Jim looked down 
into his face and turned away, em
barrassed somehow, by the fear he 
saw there.

The beheaded anaconda still jerked 
on the hot clay bank, and already a 
droning cloud of jungle flies hov
ered over it.

ABOVE them, buzzards had cir
cled lower.

"It’s okay now, Bill,” Jim's voice 
sounded far away in his own ears.

Evans mumbled unintelligibly. Jim 
crawled across the intervening space 
between them and bent over him with 
probing hands. Evans cried out in 
pain. As he examined the battered 
body, Jim realized the source of the 
jungle mystery—the crashing sounds 
and the awful cries — the crushed 
bodies of Manuel and the native 
guide.

The anacondas were hungry, and 
whatever came within their reach 
fell into the killer’s coil.

He straightened and forced a hag
gard smile. “ Some ribs cracked, Bill. 
I think that’s all.”

Evans groaned weakly and met 
Jim's gaze with a pleading in his 
own eyes.

“ You can’t—kid me, Jim. I ’m done 
for.”

He put out a torn hand and drew
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Jim closer. “Listen,” his voice be
came stronger and he breathed more 
evenly, “ in my kit—you’ll find a let
ter—”

Jim started to speak, but Evans 
rushed on. “ It’s for you — from 
Peggy. I stole it.” He lowered his 
gaze and Jim looked away to relieve 
him.

“Peggy and I were—going to be 
married,” he resumed hurriedly. "She 
broke it off. That’s why I joined up 
with you. Got my uncle to make 
a place in the expedition for me. 
Told him I wanted adventure.”

Again Jim opened his lips to say 
that he had found the letter; that he 
understood.

“ I wanted to—kill you,” Bill went 
on. “ I tried to. That damned noise 
—killed my aim. That’s all. Go back, 
Jim—tell her she’s right. I ’m a rot
ter.”

Jim raised him gently against his

shoulder. "Forget it, old man. Peggy 
doesn’t care a hang about me.”

For the first time Evans met his 
gaze fairly. “ I know her better than 
you do, Jim. She loves you.”

FAR up the shore from the direc
tion of the raft, a lone man 

moved toward them at a trot. Jim 
recognized Kendall instantly and 
knew that he had seen them through 
his binoculars. He sat up swiftly and 
stared against the sun.

“ It’s Kendall,” he said quietly. 
Evans nodded. “When we get to 

Para,” he said thoughtfully, “ I’m tak
ing a ship for Europe, Jim. You’ll 
be catching a freighter, or something 
— for the States.”

Jim’s hand touched the crumpled 
letter in his pocket; the letter that 
had been lost and found.

“Yes,” he replied. “ I’ll go back to 
the States, Bill.”
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CHAPTER I 
F ig u re  o f  E v il

ARBOLA!
Previous to the world war 

of 1961 the name would have 
meant nothing in any language. Now, 
in the world language, Xephon, it 
meant City of Golden Spires. It 
also meant North America: two hun
dred miles square, the City of Gold
en Spires housed most of the in
habitants of the continent.

Zarbola! Truly named City of 
Golden Spires! Formed of count
less colossal buildings rearing their 
shafts at six-block distances, the 
space between was made into park 
and lighted by the life-giving, car
bon dioxide, daylight tubes.

In the center of this gigantic 
metropolis soared the seven hun
dred and twenty-six story Central 
Control Building. Under its dome, 
made of the glittering yellow metal, 
klingsite as were all the other domes.

was the office of the Head of the 
Control Bureau.

At his desk, on the afternoon of 
August fourth, 2361 A. D., sat the 
Head himself, Cell Raggan. He was 
studying a paper written over with 
the terse Xephon script; and as he 
read it, deep lines creased his fore
head.

He got to his feet and paced the 
great room, gazing absently through 
the glass walls at the giant city that 
rolled out of sight in every direc
tion. Then he stepped to his huge 
klingsite desk and pressed the tele
site switch.

The transmitted image of a broad- 
shouldered young man leaped out on 
the telesite screen taking up the 
east wall of the office. This was 
Ornich Fax, secretary to Cell Rag
gan, powerful in the city’s affairs in 
spite of his youth.



“ Fax, summon Tenlow Hass and 
then come to my office, please”

“ At once, sir,”  the secretary re
plied.

The screen went blank. Raggan 
took up his agitated pacing, the fur
rows in his brow growing deeper.

The buzz of the announcer told him 
that Fax and Hass were at the door. 
He spoke the combination releasing 
the lock, and sat down at his desk as 
the two came in. A gleam came to 
his old eyes at the sight of them, 
but was clouded at once with the 
stern look of the leader in an emer
gency.

Two giants, these. Ornich Fax, 
dark and slow-moving, was three 
inches over the Zarbola average of 
six feet two: and Tenlow Hass,
flaxen-haired and lightning quick in 
thought and act, was only half an 
inch shorter.

“ Hass,” Raggan began bluntly, 
"how long has it been since you 
heard from Operative T45S6?” 

"Two weeks and four days,” re
plied the young Zarbola Secret Serv
ice Chief.

"You’ve had no word whatever 
from him in that time?”

"None whatever. His wave-length 
has been dead. I've had a special 
operator on it constantly, and not a 
syllable has come through.”

"It is not the wave-length of 
T45S6 that is dead,” said Raggan 
bleakly. "It is the man himself.” 

"What?”
“ Yes.” The Head handed him the 

paper he had been studying. Hass 
took it and he and Fax read:

Report of T45S6. To Head of Control 
Bureau. Duplicate to Chief of Secret 
Service:

I  have discovered the source of that
105
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which you suspected. But in so doing 
I have been myself discovered and cap
tured. Able to communicate only in 
script, I have found a messenger in my 
dungeon which I  hope can be relied on to 
get a message to your attention.

Headquarters for that which you sus
pected is in sublevel seventeen, building 
126 F, northeast. Come at once, for 
God's sake, if you—

The message ended in a scrawl. 
Hass gazed at Raggan, his blue 

eyes cold as ice.
" ‘Duplicate to Chief of Secret 

Service’,” he quoted. ‘ ‘ I got no du
plicate.”

“ I know,” said the Head. “ If you 
had, you’d have reported here at 
once, of course.”

"How did this come to you, sir?” 
"An electrical worker from build

ing 122 F, northeast, brought it.” 
“And he? Where did he get it?” 
Raggan drummed on the arm of 

his chair. "Building 122 F, a tene
ment tower, is unsanitary enough to 
harbor rats, it seems. This man 
chanced to see one dragging along 
sublevel two, and noticed something 
white tied to it. He caught it and 
found the white thing was a mes
sage tied to the creature’s hind legs, 
which themselves had been bound to
gether so the rat could be captured. 
That message was this report.”

“And the duplicate?” mused Fax. 
“I wonder where that is.”

“ God knows,” replied Hass. "The 
rat that bore it may be dead in a 
sewer—or it may have been caught 
by one of the band we’re after.”

"In which case,” said Fax calmly, 
“they know that we know—and any
body going to sublevel seventeen, 
building 126 F, will be warmly re
ceived 1”

HASS nodded. Both looked at Rag
gan.

“There’s a chance,” said the Head, 
"that the band didn’t catch the sec
ond rat. W e’ll have to act on it. 
You, Hass, with a hundred opera

tives and neuron-rods, shall clear
out their nest—”

“ I wouldn’t try that,” a voice in
terrupted. It was a harsh "voice, a 
mocking voice, the voice of none in 
that room. It came from the tele
site screen on the east wall.

The three whirled around. On the 
screen showed a strange picture — a 
figure bulky but deformed under its 
white tunic, topped by a bearded, 
hook-nosed face in which were set 
gray-green, evil eyes.

“ I wouldn’t try to clear out my 
nest with a hundred times a hun
dred men,” the harsh voice went 
on. "Because if you do, your city 
will be destroyed in less time than 
it takes to speak its name.”

SPEECHLESS, the three men stared 
at the image on the screen. How 

was this intrusion possible? The 
line went only to the Telesite Power 
Station, one hundred floors below. 
Over that line should come only pic
tures picked up on the master re
ceivers.

And how was it that the reverse 
switch was open, allowing this hook
nosed man of mystery to listen in on 
conversation in the Head’s office? 

The figure bowed ironically. 
"Allow me to introduce myself. I 

am Boc Mornug—future ruler of 
Zarbola, and the rest of Earth. Hear 
my terms:

“Before ten o’clock tonight you, 
Cell Raggan, will publicly announce 
your resignation. You will announce 
as your successor—myself. You will 
instruct all Bureaus tc place them
selves under my control. You un
derstand?”

“ I understand I am dealing with 
a madman,” snapped the Head. But 
his voice quivered.

"I think you know I am not mad,” 
sneered the bearded mouth. "And I 
think you will obey my command.” 

"If I don’t?”
“Then every building in Zarbola
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will smash to the ground at the 
stroke of ten tonight. You have un
til then to surrender unconditionally. 
My wave-length is RV3449B%. 
Gentlemen, good afternoon.”

The burly, twisting figure faded; 
the gray-green eyes remained, mock
ing, sardonic, till the last.

Hass drew a long breath.
‘‘And now we know,” he said 

quietly.
“ Now we know,” nodded the Head. 

“The tremor that shook this build
ing twice in the past three weeks 
was due to no natural cause. Boc 
Mornug did it.”

“ But—how?”
“ The Head of the Science Board 

does not know.”
“ What can we do?” half whis

pered Fax.
“ I think we—must surrender.” The 

words were wrenched painfully from 
Raggan’s lips. “Though perhaps Zar- 
bola’s destruction is preferable to 
deliverance to the terrors of mad, 
criminal rule.”

He slumped down in his chair. 
“ Please go. I have no orders, Hass, 
my son. This is beyond the Service 
—beyond all but the duties of my 
own office.”

Hass started impulsively to speak. 
Fax shook his head silently. They 
went out.

"To the Telesite Station,” Hass 
snapped to the elevator attendant. “ I 
want to know how that devil got 
through to the Head’s p r i v a t e  
screen.”

THE mystery was shortly solved.
At the foot of the giant Station 

control board lay four dead men. 
Death, not treachery, had opened the 
Head’s official line to the hook
nosed outlaw.

In spite of the horror of the sight, 
Hass knew relief.

The two descended to Secret Ser
vice headquarters on the two hun
dredth floor.

In the Power Tunnels

a  T "  ET me hear of this,” begged 
Fax, when they were in 

— ^Hass' secluded, insulated 
office. “The Head has kept it secret 
even from me.”

“ And from every one else save 
from myself, the Head of Science, 
and Operative T45S6,” replied Hass. 
“Well, there’s no more need for se
crecy.

“ Four months ago there was a 
curious lessening of crime in Zar- 
bola. I suspected at once that a mas
ter brain was banding the criminal 
element for some large-scale opera
tion.”

Fax nodded. “ That much I know.”
“ Well, three weeks ago, and again 

a few days ago, a mysterious thing 
happened. This building, Number 
One Dome, swayed on its founda
tions. The movement was slight; 
only a few persons felt the tremor; 
but Dod, of Science, surveyed the 
foundation pillars and discovered 
that the building had settled about 
four-hundredths of an inch.

“ Seismograph records were con
sulted. There have been no earth 
tremors for years serious enough to 
shake the building. What did it?

“ Here, then, were two puzzles: a 
cessation of petty crime and the in
explicable tremor that had shaken 
the Control Building. I linked the 
two together and, shortly after the 
first tremor three weeks ago, I sent 
Operative T45S6 to spy through the 
underworld and see if he could learn 
anything.

“ I thought perhaps the master 
criminal, whoever he might be, was 
planning to shake down Zarbola’s 
bank buildings and loot the Wreck
age. How far I was from the mark! 
How infinitely greater is the plan of 
this outlaw—whom we now know as 
Boc Mornug!”

“ I begin to see why the Head

CHAPTER II
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wilted bo completely at the man’s 
threat,” saitl Fax.

‘ ‘Yes. He knew that the threat of 
levelling the city at its foundations 
was not an empty one.”

‘ ‘But who is Boc Mornug?”
“ We know little of him. He was 

once assistant to Head of Science of 
the city of Gramshar on the Black 
Sea. He disappeared six years ago, 
after killing a man, and was pre
sumed dead himself. Now—he turns 
up here.”

Both were silent, reviewing the 
paralyzing situation.

Boc Mornug, outlaw scientist, had 
organized Zarbola’s criminals. He 
had found a way of overthrowing 
the city’s mammoth skyscrapers. 
Now the city must be turned over 
to him and his army of murderers— 
or be destroyed with all its dozens 
of millions of citizens.

Head of Control, Raggan, must 
decide Zarbola’s fate before ten 
o ’clock.

FAX glanced at his electric watch 
and swore softly. It was now 

nearly six.
Absently he gazed through the 

wall, watching an African air-liner 
settle down, watching passengers 
stream from its triple ports, watch
ing workers begin to roll out kling- 
site casks containing, no doubt, the 
refuse clay of the diamond mines, 
from which science was just begin
ning to produce small amounts of 
synthetic radium.

"W ell,”  he said finally, gazing at 
Hass, “we each know what the other 
is thinking.”

Hass nodded. “ If a large force 
goes after Mornug in sublevel sev
enteen, it will be easily discovered 
and the bandit will wreck the city. 
But two men might creep up on 
him undetected, where an army 
would spell doom. However—there’s 
no reason for you to risk your life, 
Fax. This is a police job.”

‘ ‘As a civilian who would be one 
of the first killed by Mornug,” re
torted Fax, “ I think I have a right 
to share this.”

Hass hesitated, then flipped open 
a drawer and took out two dull 
metal rods. Neuron-rods, releasing a 
charge that acted directly on the 
neurons, or nerve cells, of any liv
ing organism. They were adjustable 
so that the cytoplasm of the neurons 
could be shocked to temporary in
sensibility, or completely disinte
grated, which meant instant death.

Hass handed one to Fax and took 
the other himself.

‘ ‘Any last messages you want to 
leave, old boy?”

“No,” said Fax, “ unless you think 
I ought to report to Cell Raggan.” 

Hass shook his head. “He'd com
mand us not to try this. You know 
how the old man feels about us.”

A softer look crossed Fax’s face. 
He did know.

They went to the elevators. Miles 
to the northeast lay building 126 F, 
in the heart of the tenement district^ 
Under the sinister, four hundred and 
fifty story pile lay destruction for 
Zarbola, a secret guarded by an army 
of cutthroats. Two against a horde, 
invading a literal underworld of tun
nels holding secrets which even the 
designing engineers knew nothing of. 
Fax and Hass set out to pit their 
wits against the brilliant brain of 
Mornug.

“ rriHE subways will be watched, and 
X  Mornug knows us now by sight,” 

Hass mused as they emerged from 
the Control Building. “ How will we 
get to building 126 F?”

“The power tunnels are supposed to 
be safe and secret,” suggested Fax.

“They are. But we can’t waste 
time walking to 12C F. We have less 
than four hours in which to work. 
W e’ll have to go by air, and try 
an old scheme of mine.”

Openly they climbed into the ma
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roon helicopter which Hass used on 
official business.

A figure skulked behind a nearby 
machine.

"W e’re watched,” muttered Fax.
"Good,” said Hass. “ I want us to 

be.”
The speedy machine rose rapidly. 

At once a second machine soared 
after them.

"W hy not shoot it down?” ven
tured Fax.

Hass pointed. Behind the trailing 
machine another was rising. "Mornug 
is taking no chances!"

North and east Hass rocketed, till 
building 126 F loomed on the horizon.

“And now for the trick,” said Hass 
grimly. He pointed at a dingy, old- 
fashioned tower. “At the rear of that 
building is a single terrace. We'll 
6kim the side, round it quickly, and 
drop to the terrace. You under
stand?”

"But what of the helicopter?”
“ I ’ll set the controls. It will go 

on empty—and our trailers, I hope, 
will follow it.”

Fax nodded, his own jaw grim. He 
belted a pneumatic shock suit about 
him and unlocked the catch of the 
floor trap.

"Ready?” said Hass, a human ball 
in his own suit.

Fax nodded again, ready to draw 
his head turtlewise into his suit as 
ne leaped. The building swept 
closer.

OUICK as light Hass banked 
around the rear wall. The single 

terrace, littered with tenement rub
bish, showed beneath. Setting the 
controls, he dropped through the trap, 
with Fax after him.

The two human balls bounced and 
rolled from one end of the terrace 
to the other. One stopped a do2en 
feet from the parapet wall. The other 
rolled half over it and, after an 
agonizing instant rolled back again 
from the threatened drop of four

hundred stories—too mueh for any 
shock suit to withstand.

At once the two leaped for the 
terrace doorway. Just in time! Bare
ly five seconds after they dove out 
of sight the nearest pursuit machine 
swept around the building on the 
tail of the helicopter. In a moment 
the third machine appeared; in a 
straight line the three roared north
west.

"To Alaska, I hope,” Hass growled. 
“ There’s almost enough fuel in my 
machine to get it there.”

The pursuit seemed to be shaken, 
the pursuers eluded. The two went 
through the terrace entryway into 
the building.

BEFORE a metal door in the lit
tered, dirty corridor, Hass stop

ped and whispered the phrase that 
opened it. He motioned Fax within 
the revealed room.

“A little hideaway of mine,” he 
said in a low tone. “ Come on, change 
your tunic.”

He produced two garments, dirty, 
smelling faintly of the sewers. They 
put them on.

“Now some local color.”
He wiped his hand along the dirty 

floor, smudged his chin and Fax’s 
cheek, and tousled his hair.

“That’ll do.”
Two choice bandits stepped from 

the room and slouched to the nearest 
bank of elevators.

"Sublevel ten,” Hass said trucu
lently to an attendant who incredi
bly managed to look frowzy in a 
new city tunic.

The cage shot downward, stopped 
before a blank door. The door slid 
back and the two got out.

"And now?” said Fax.
“ Now for the power lane.”
“ But that's eleven levels below 

here!”
“ I know,” said Hass. “ But I didn’t 

want to go lower with that attend
ant watching us. No use taking



n o TH RILLIN G  AD VEN TU RES

chances. There’ll be no one on the 
stairs.”

True prophecy. Stairs were archaic 
in Zarbola, used by nobody, existing 
only in the older buildings. They 
reached sublevel twenty without see
ing a soul.

Neuron-rod in hand, Hass opened 
the heavy door leading to the sewer 
system. A whiff of rank air touched 
their nostrils. He peered out.

‘ ‘No one in sight.”
They concealed their rods and 

stepped onto the narrow walk flank
ing the viscous river of the sewer. 
Here, in the vast system that drained 
the City of Golden Spires, furtively 
lived the criminal element; just as, 
if old records are correct, the crim
inals of ancient Paris lived in its 
underground drainage system.

MANY times Haas had raided the 
sewers to clean them of the hu

man rats infesting them; but the ways 
were too intricate, the hiding places 
too numerous, ever to ferret them 
out completely. And now a master 
rat had crawled down here to threat
en the mighty city’s very existence.

‘ ‘How do you get into the power 
tunnels?” asked Fax.

‘ ‘The nearest panel is about a hun
dred yards ahead—”

Two men suddenly stepped from 
a branching passage and stood be
fore Hass and Fax, barring the nar
row walk. They approached, slowly, 
suspiciously,

‘ ‘Where are you two going?” de
manded one, in the argot of the 
underworld.

‘ ‘What do you care?” snapped 
Hass, gripping his neuron-rod under 
his tunic.

The speaker started angrily for
ward, but his companion, a small 
man with shifty eyes, caught at his 
arm.

“ Come on. Leave them alone. The 
Chief said everybody must report at 
once.”

“ I know,” said the other thug. 
“ That’s why I ’m wondering why these 
two are going away from 126.”

“ W e’ve got private business to 
tend to, then we’re reporting to the 
Chief,” said Hass surlily.

“You’d better finish your private 
business quick, or the Chief will 
burn you alive,” was the threat. But 
the two stood aside while Fax and 
Hass clambered past them.

More groups, they encountered, all 
crowding toward 126. All eyed them, 
but apparently accepted them as fel
lows. In a moment Haas and Fax 
turned right, into a smaller sewer 
vault.

Hass stopped before a massive al
loy panel and muttered a combina
tion known only to the Service, some 
member of which always accom
panied a worker when repairs were 
needed on the power lines. The 
panel slid aside; they hurried 
through the low archway; the door 
slid shut behind them.

“Now we ought to be safe,” Hass 
breathed, climbing down a narrow 
flight of steps to the power level.

The power tunnels lacing the city 
at the lowest of all levels were wall
ed throughout with a vitreous com
pound that was practically undrill- 
able. The rare panels leading to 
them were unlocked by a phrase 
known only to a few.

EVERY foot of the tunnels was 
wired for alarm; and if a hand 

were laid on any section other than 
the doors, a squad of fighters was 
rushed to the spot. So efficiently were 
the all - important p o w e r  cables 
guarded.

Down the six-foot tunnel, skirting 
beside a waist-high, metal-sheathed 
cable that stretched ahead endlessly 
in the steady light of the carbon 
dioxide tubes, ran the two. Toward 
126 F and the secret menace beneath 
its bulk. It was nearly seven o’clock, 
and at ten—
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Fax ground his teeth. At ten the 
Head would either turn Zarbola over 
to organized crime, or Mornug would 
topple those great buildings to the 
ground, burying their millions in a 
wreck of metal and glass and stone.

Fifteen precious minutes later, 
panting, they halted at a branch 
passage. Hass bent over the sym
bols stamped in the metal sheath
ing of a small cable looping away 
from the big one.

"126 F,” he said, and made for the 
nearest stairway.

Over their heads swished the sew
ers. Over that were the two levels 
through which shrieked the foul air 
of the ventilating system. And above 
that was—sublevel seventeen, bottom 
storage level, three floors beneath the 
machinery levels, below which no 
honest citizen ever went unless he 
was a workman on a repair job, or 
a Secret Service man.

Sublevel seventeen I What mystery 
did it hide? And would they ever 
live to learn it and reveal it to Zar- 
bola’s officials?

CHAPTER III 
Discovered

THE archaic stairs from the 
sewer system up to sublevel 
seventeen were, for once, 

crowded with men. Fine specimens, 
these—crafty of eye, sneaking of 
manner, stamped with the pallor of 
prison and of life underground. And 
in their midst, carrying their lives 
in their hands, walked Fax and Hass.

With the rest they debouched into 
sublevel seventeen and turned into 
one of the vast storage chambers. 
The chamber had been cleared. Bare 
and bright under the daylight tubes, 
its space was broken only by occa
sional tremendous foundation pillars.

It grew breathlessly crowded. The 
last trickles of corrupt humanity 
drifted in; eight brawny t h u g s  
closed the doors and remained out

side as guards. There was a hush. 
All eyes swung toward a door in the 
end wall. This door abruptly open
ed, and Ha6s and Fax clenched their 
hands.

Walking with a queer, twisted 
hitch, like an animal with a short 
leg, the man whose image had short
ly before been pictured on the Head’s 
screen, came down an aisle kept 
open for him and mounted a low 
platform. A moment he stood silent, 
his grey-green eyes darting over theif 
unwholesome faces.

HE looked like a white-tunicked 
Satan reviewing an army of 

minor devils. And this thin-lipped 
ruffian, wanted for murder in Gram- 
shar, capable of such enormities as 
wiping out a city—this was the man 
who aspired to rule Zarbola!

‘ ‘Men,’ ’ he began, his metallic voice 
reaching every corner of the great 
room, "I have called you here for 
two reasons. The first is to tell you 
that we are ready to strike. This 
afternoon, less than two hours ago, I 
delivered my ultimatum to the Head 
of the Control Bureau. I gave him 
until ten tonight to turn the city 
over to us unconditionally.”

The mob roared. Pillage! Ran
som! Excess! Mornug held up his 
hand; the roar stilled.

"The second reason I called you 
here was to tell you at last precisely 
how I am able to destroy the city in 
case Cell Raggan is mad enough to 
defy us. Some have doubted my 
power. Some have said the founda
tion pillars were too strong for ex
plosives to harm and too well guard
ed for borings to weaken. Some say 
I am bluffing in spite of the fact that 
twice I shook the Control Building 
to prove my words to you.”

The cold, gray-green eyes swept 
the men, and few were the eyes that 
did not flinch at their impact. Fax, 
finding the merciless stare on himself 
for an instant, could hardly repress
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a shiver. It seemed as though he 
had been read to the soul, his greasy 
tunic stripped from him as though 
it had never existed.

“ rpH IS is how I can destroy Zar- 
bola if I must:

“ Science has produced synthetic 
radium. The process is closely 
guarded, but I am scientist enough 
to make my own.” The great chest 
of the man swelled arrogantly. 
“ Furthermore, I can make it by the 
pound, where others deal only in 
milligrams. And I have been so mak
ing it in the laboratory adjoining 
this storage chamber.

“Now, under the north side of 
every building in Zarbola save this 
which houses us, a pound of radium 
in a klingsite tube is buried. Every 
tube is wired to the great main 
power cable of Zarbola. The Secret 
Service believes this cable cannot be 
tapped, but I—I have done itl”

Breathlessly, a l m o s t  forgetting 
their peril in their eagerness to hear, 
Fax and Hass leaned forward. Mor- 
nug went on:

“ At the stroke of ten tonight, un
less Cell Raggan surrenders all Zar
bola to us, I shall throw the switch 
that directs all the tremendous 
power of the Central Power Plant 
into the radium tubes.

“That will cause the radium to 
discharge instantaneously the total 
energy it normally gives off over 
thousands of years, And that, my 
friends, will cause the collapse of 
all atoms of matter within a hun
dred feet of each radium tube.

“They shall be compressed to a 
tenth their normal bulk. Thus the 
north foundation wall of every build
ing in Zarbola will drop ninety feet, 
and the building will topple as if a 
giant’s hand had pushed it. You 
see—”

The uproar of the mob cut him
off.

Bank buildings shattered and spill

ing their gold! Men and women 
who might escape, delivered to them 
as slaves! Later, terrified at Zar- 
bola’s fate, all other cities of the 
world given over to them!

For minutes the shouting stunned 
the ears. But finally Mornug raised 
his hand again. Tense silence follow
ed the uproar. And now the gray- 
green eyes no longer roamed. They 
centered malignantly, icily, on two 
men. And the two men were Fax 
and Hass.

“ It can’t be that he’s recognized 
us in all this mob,” Fax muttered.

“ I don’t think so— ” The sweat of 
relief gleamed on Hass’s forehead. 
“There! He’s going on with his 
talk.”

UT the relief was premature.
“ So you have been told of my 

plans and of how I can carry them 
through,” the voice boomed on. “ And 
now, having learned what you came 
here to learn, you will please fol
low me into my laboratory— Ornich  
F a x  and T en lo w  H a s s !”

In stunned silence the two heard 
their names pronounced—heard also 
the hiss of indrawn breath from men 
beside them. Then shouts began.

“ Fax! Hass! Secretary to the 
Head—Chief of the Secret Service!”

The two whipped out their neuron- 
rods to make a last stand. But the 
gesture was futile. In an instant a 
dozen men were fighting to strike 
them down, tear at them, claw them 
to pieces.

Through the din burst the bellow 
of Mornug.

“ Back! Back, I say! The man 
who harms them shall burn alive !”

Torn between fear of the man with 
the snaky, grey-green eyes, and ha
tred of the spies from the upper 
world, the crowd receded. Helpless 
and unarmed, Hass and Fax stood in 
a close, living circle. Mornug sneer
ed at them in cold triumph.

“Open a lane for them, men.” The
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mob, mad to kill, was slow to obey. 
"Open, I say!”

A grudging lane was formed to 
the door from which Mornug had 
first come. Mornug strode down it, 
paused to see that Fax and Hass 
were duly being shouldered forward, 
then opened the way to his labora
tory and stepped within.

More dead than alive, still stunned 
by the suddenness with which it had 
all happened, the two prisoners fol
lowed him. The door banged shut.

They faced their captor, the dia
bolical genius who had crept under 
the foundations of their city like a 
secret pestilence and who now show
ed his teeth for the first time.

“ TTIOOLS, to think you could in- 
-F vade m y  stronghold undetect

ed!" Mornug sneered. "I know every 
move you made. The elevator man, in 
the building where you landed from 
your helicopter, is mine. He report
ed your downward trip at once. The 
instant you set foot in the outer 
chamber I was notified.”

"W ell,” said Hass, white-lipped, 
"now you’ve got us you may as well 
kill us at once. For if you think 
we will turn traitor and help you—” 

“ You will help exceedingly, I 
think,’’ Mornug interrupted. "Though 
not, perhaps, willingly." He smiled, 
and Fax could feel the hair rise on 
his scalp.

“ Raggan will give his decision 
shortly before ten o’clock. That de
cision may well be, ‘No.’ He may 
decide that Zarbola might better be 
destroyed than surrendered, my men 
being what they are. Is it not so?"

Neither Hass nor Fax moved; but 
both knew the reasoning was correct. 
The Head was faced with a horrible 
choice: surrender meaning s l o w
death and outrage in every form, de
fiance meaning quick destruction. 
Who could say whether he would 
surrender or defy, both evils being 
almost equal in magnitude?

“Very well,” continued Mornug, as 
if both had agreed. “That is where 
you fit into my plans. When the 
Head tunes in on my telesite screen 
there—” he pointed to a standard 
screen amid a jumble of laboratory 
equipment—‘ ‘he shall see you two 
bound to heavy klingsite chairs 
where you are standing now.

“ He shall also see a semi-circular 
screen of tungstone, the new insula
tor against the emanations of radi
um. Behind this screen will be syn
thetic radium stacked around you 
like cordwood.

“ He shall finally see the tungstone 
screen raised and yourselves exposed 
to the emanations—to melt slowly 
to shapeless, blackened things. Un
less, of course, he gives the right 
answer. Now you see why you were 
not killed when I denounced you a 
moment ago.”

The grey-green eyes glinted ma- 
nevolently.

“ The threat to you two may bo 
just enough to swing the Head’s de
cision. Just the added pressure I 
have been wanting. For he loves you 
two as if you were his own sons.”

Fax shook his head. “That is not 
true. We are only his subordinates, 
nothing more.”

But he lied, and he saw that Mor
nug knew it for a lie. Raggan did 
indeed love the two younger men as 
if they were his sons. And the sight 
of them, tied helpless and threaten
ed with exposure to raw pounds of 
radium, would do terrible things to 
him.

MORNUG smiled. “ We shall try 
the experiment anyhow. And 

now we shall put you in a safe place 
for the several hours remaining be
fore the Head communicates with 
me— Stop! Stand where you are!” 

Both were leaping at him, hand* 
clawing savagely for his throat. 
Vainly! Quick as thought a neuron- 
rod appeared in his hand. It flicked
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across them, heart high. Fax felt a 
stunning shock, then things began to 
go black. He felt himself hit the 
floor, felt Hass pile on top of him, 
and after that knew nothing.

CHAPTER IV 
F lyin g  F ury

RECOVERY from a neuron- 
rod shock is painful. The 

» shocked one q u i v e r s  and 
trembles, while every nerve in his 
body feels like a red hot wire. The 
brain is clear in spite of a blinding 
headache; but the body is a thing 
of torture.

Fax recovered first. He gazed at 
Hass, and sav; the Service man stir 
too, and open fluttering eyelids. 

“ Where—” began Hass.
Both, trembling as though with 

palsy, gazed around. They were in 
a cavern, evidently a burrow outside 
the foundation walls of the building, 
with a metal door separating it from 
sublevel seventeen proper.

“ Look!" whispered Fax, pointing. 
Near Hass was a shrivelled, black

ened tunic. Lying on it was a shin
ing metal disc with the symbols 
T45S6 stamped on it.

“ The place where your man wrote 
his last note,” Fax gritted out. “ He 
got the fate Mornug was threaten
ing us with, if the look of that tunic 
means anything."

“ Burned alive,” quoted Hass. “ Ra
dium rays—ripping through flesh 
and bone—destroying and disinte
grating—’’ He controlled his shiver
ing a little. “Wonder what time it 
is."

Fax glanced at his watch. It had 
stopped, of course. A neuron shock, 
while not harming metal, strongly 
magnetizes it. Another horror was 
added to their situation—uncertainty 
as to time. Had they lain there ten 
minutes, or two hours? Fax was in
clined toward the latter guess. 

Several rats crawled through holes

near the door and ran squealing 
across in front of them.

“ How the devil did T45S6 catch 
them?” Fax wondered idly.

By now their convulsive shudder
ing had worn off. They got to their 
feet, stretching their arms.

“ What can we do?” Hass put the 
question both had in mind.

The walls of their dungeon were 
of native rock. The door, sole exit, 
was of heavy klingsite. They had only 
their bare hands as weapons.

“There isn’t even a loose rock to 
throw at whoever comes in for us,” 
Fax sighed. “ If only we had some 
missile, some shred of hope—”

Hass glanced suddenly at him, 
blue eyes icy with concentration.

“That’s it! A rat! Help me catch 
one. Quick!”

“A rat? Why do you want—”
“ Don’t waste time—help me!”
Mystified, Fax helped him. He 

took off his tunic and held one end 
while Hass held the other. They 
went to the largest rathole and 
knelt, one on each side, with the 
tunic poised like a net above it.

Minutes passed and no rat ap
peared. Fax had no notion what was 
in Hass’ mind, but that it was ur
gent he could see by the tense mask 
of his face as they listened for the 
scrabble of paws.

AT last they heard it. Both held 
ready. A pointed, small snout 

emerged from the hole, followed by 
the repulsive body of its owner. The 
rat squealed as it saw the two, 
turned, but was enveloped.

“Now,” said Hass, his voice vi
brating with impossible hope, “help 
me get the thing in my right hand 
so I can hold it motionless with my 
fingers around its jaws.”

Easier said than done; but eventu
ally the rat lay clamped in Hass’ 
bare hand, trembling with vicious 
fear. The men sat down, with Hass 
hiding the rat behind him.
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“When they come, Fax,” he said, 
his eyes blazing, “be ready to jump!"

Finally there was a soft sound as 
the metal door began to slide open. 
Two men stood on the threshold. Not 
three, or half a dozen. Only two! 
Enough, of course, when the deadly 
neuron-rods were their armament. 
Fax saw Hass’ eyes gleam brighter.

The shorter of the two advanced 
warily, with neuron-rod pointed at 
the prisoners. The taller followed 
with a coil of wire in his hands.

“You!” snarled the man with the 
rod to Hass. “Get up and stand with 
your face to the wall.”

Hass glared back at him. Also he 
stared covertly at the other man, and 
noted that both his hands were oc
cupied with the wire. Only the one 
neuron-rod was covering them.

“Get up!” repeated the man with 
the rod.

Hass moved as though to obey. 
Then his right hand shot forward.

Now there are certain reactions in 
the complex world of men’s minds 
that can be counted on pretty defi
nitely. Hass counted on a definite re
action in this instance—and won!

HAD he thrown a rock at the man’s 
head, the man probably would 

simply have ducked and then turned 
his neuron-rod on Hass. But there is 
something terrifying about seeing a 
huge rat, all snapping teeth and red 
eyes and clawing venom, flying 
through the air directly for your 
face.

The man shouted and instinctively 
threw up his hands, rod and all, to 
shield his face from the flying fury. 
The shout was still ringing in the 
little cavern when Fax’s hands found 
his throat.

Fax rushed him back against the 
rock wall. There was a sickening 
crack as the man’s head hit the rock; 
then he sagged to the floor.

Fax picked up the neuron-rod and 
whirled to use it on the other man.

But he found that Hass already had 
him down. Hass’ head jerked toward
the coil of wire.

“ Tie and gag him,” he panted. And 
then, when this had been swiftly 
done: “ Your man?”

“ I think,” said Fax evenly, “ he 
won’t need tying."

Hass gazed at the figure by the 
wall, noted the queerly contorted 
limbs and staring eyes.

“ Quite,” he said briefly. “ Come 
along.”

THEY approached the metal door, 
gazed out. Before them stretched 

Mornug’s laboratory—t h a t secret 
room of science, of the existence of 
which no official in Zarbola had 
dreamed till now. It seemed to be 
deserted. They stepped into it.

Fax’s elbow dug into his compan
ion’s ribs. He pointed.

Before the telesite screen a semi
circular b a r r i c a d e  of tungstone 
reared head-high. Behind that, they 
knew, would be the piled tubes of 
radium Mornug had threatened them 
with.

Beyond that was an inner barri
cade of tungstone—and then, no 
doubt, two klingsite chairs placed 
directly before the telesite screen. 
All was ready for them. They had 
not escaped an instant too soon!

Hass nodded toward the door lead
ing to the great outer chamber which 
Mornug used as an audience hall. 
They started toward it.

The laboratory continued still and 
apparently deserted. The panel was 
partly ajar. No trouble about un
locking it.

“No, no, please!” came a calm 
voice behind them. “You must not 
leave so unceremoniously.”

They swung around—to see Mor
nug and three of his men covering 
them with neuron-rods. Where they 
could have appeared from was a 
mystery—but there they were !

With an oath Fax jerked up his
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rod. It fell from his hand as Mornug, 
with easy accuracy, paralyzed his 
arm.

“ Bind them to the chairs before 
the telesite plate,” he said to his 
men. “Then we’ll wait for our hon
ored Head to get in touch with us 
and see what threatens these two he 
thinks so much of. He’ll give in, I 
think—at least I hope he will. I ’d 
rather rule a city than a heap of 
glass and klingsite and corpses.”

CHAPTER V 
Raggan Decides

SIDE by side, bound immovably 
to the heavy metal chairs, Fax 
and Hass sat facing the tele

site screen. Circling beh'nd them was 
the inner insulating screen, shield
ing them for the moment from the 
emanations of the stacked pounds 
of radium. They could imagine the 
precious stuff, piled head-high be
tween the outer and inner barri
cades of tungstone.

Also they could see, by twisting 
their heads, that chains looped 
through pulleys in the ceiling were 
fastened to the inner barricade. Thus 
it could be raised by hands protected 
by the outer screen, to expose the 
two to the emanations.

Mornug gloatingly inspected their 
bonds—particularly the wire that 
fastened their arms to the arms of 
the chair. Fax’s fingers clenched im- 
potently at the near approach of the 
man. If only he could fasten those 
fingers on the throat that was so 
close as Mornug bent to see that 
the wire was tight 1 But his arms 
were held rigid.

Mornug nodded his satisfaction as 
he stepped away.

“That will hold them. However, we 
will gag them. They might try to 
shout secrets to Raggan when his 
image appears on the screen.”

With death in his heart, Fax felt 
a heavy fabric band fastened over

his mouth. Mornug had spiked, by 
that move, a very desperately cher
ished hope.

Hass was gagged too. Glancing 
sideways at him, Fax saw that he 
was pale as death. But no emotion 
was allowed to show on his face. 
It was a mask, every muscle admir
ably controlled.

But complete control, at the ap
proach of death, is impossible. Hass* 
hands gave him away. His fingers 
moved jerkily, convulsively on the 
metal arms of his chair.

Fax sagged down against the 
bonds and waited, as did Mornug 
and the rest, for the picture of the 
Head of Zarbola’s Control Bureau 
to appear on the tclcsitc plate and 
his voice to sound from the trans
mitter behind it.

“Nine-thirty,” said Mornug, gaz
ing at his watch. There was a pause, 
timeless, eternal. Then: “Nine thirty- 
six— Surely he would not be so mad 
as to try to rush my laboratory, 
knowing that such a move would 
send Zarbola in ruins to the ground. 
No! He comes!”

And indeed it seemed as though 
the Head were coming in person, 
6lowly materializing on the telesite 
screen. A misty figure quickly solidi
fied into the well remembered body 
of Raggan and greeted the eyes of 
the bound men like a look into para
dise.

THE Head of Control was before 
them, his eyes wide and blank as 

he saw the two men wired to the 
chairs with Mornug standing beside 
them. Raggan was seated before his 
transmitting screen so closely that he 
filled the screen on Mornug’s wall 
from side to side and top to bottom; 
a seated figure six feet across and 
six feet from abdomen to crown.

“ Boc Mornug,” sounded the Head’s 
voice—cracked and aged seeming 
now, nothing like its usual, crisp 
self, “ I am here.”
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“ It is well that you are, Cell Rag- 
gan,” said Mornug insolently. “ In 
twenty-four more minutes you and 
most of the rest in Zarbola would 
have been dead, with your fallen sky
scrapers as your headstones. Have 
you come to a final decision?” 

There was a silence, then. A ter
rible, pregnant silence, in which the 
fate of millions upon millions of 
people was being weighed. Should 
they be given quick and merciful 
death, or slow torture and ruin?

TO what a choice was this man, 
leader of the greatest of all great 

cities on earth, being driven! Haunt- 
cdly, helplessly, his eyes kept seek
ing the eyes of Fax and Hass.

Fax and Hass returned his gaze as 
stoutly as they could, trying to will 
him to disregard them and make his 
decision as though they had not been 
in Mornug's power. Fax kept his 
body still in spite of the agonizing 
terror that tore at his nerves. So, 
too, did Hass, save for the revealing 
small fluttering of his hands.

The silence was broken at last—by 
a low moan from the Head’s lips 
which he had not been quite able to 
repress.

“Why—are you holding Hass and 
Fax?”

Mornug smiled that satanic 6mile 
of his. He pointed to the tungstone 
insulating screen that surrounded 
them.

“You see that barricade, Raggan? 
Behind it are tubes of radium. Many 
of them. When the tungstone screen 
is raised your two young friends will 
be exposed to the full power of the 
emanations.

“ It will be interesting to see what 
will happen to their bodies. Inter
esting for you, that is. I already 
know—I’m perhaps the only man on 
earth who does—precisely how a 
thousand pounds of radium acts on 
human flesh! I can tell you that the 
sight is not a nice one.”

Raggan moistened his lips.
“ W ell?” came his cracked, un

steady voice.
“ It is simply an extra argument 

for you to abdicate as I command,”  
said Mornug suavely. "If you turn 
the city over to me, I guarantee life 
to them and to you. You shall have 
not only life, but positions of au
thority—if you recognize my ruler- 
ship.”

“ I must think,” groaned Raggan. 
“ I must think.”

The voice of Mornug cracked out, 
shedding some of its urbanity.

“ Cell Raggan, why are you trying 
to delay? Why are you blocking the 
screen with your body? Who is be
hind you?”

“ No one is behind me,” said Rag
gan wearily. “That is, only a Xephon 
transcriber is here, taking notes 
which I can show to my people to 
justify any action I may be forced 
to take.”

“ Move aside and let me see.”
The image on the screen shifted. 

For a moment it was clear, showing 
the office of Head of Control. In it 
to one side, a girl was seated, with 
blanched cheeks and horror-filled eyes, 
jotting down Xephon symbols on a 
square of paper. No one else was in 
the room.

“ All right, Raggan.”
The screen was again filled by 

Raggan’s body.

“ ATOU have less than twenty min-
X  utes, Cell Raggan,” snapped 

Mornug. “ Remember, at ten o’clock 
precisely I shall hurl your city to 
the ground if you do not—”

He broke off with a sharp cry.
“ Raggan! Raggan — damn you—”
With utterly no warning the lights 

had gone out. Every light in the 
great room. And the faint humming 
of various of Mornug’s machines was 
stilled, too. Utter silence enfolded 
the room, and absolute blackness.

“ Raggan 1” screamed Mornug, in
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sensible of the fact that the telesite 
plate had also gone dead and there 
were no ears there to hear. “ Raggan 
—I’m going to raise the tungstone 
screen from before the radium!”

A strangled exclamation tore from 
Fax’s lips as he heard a preliminary 
creak of the pulleys.

Then he heard a frantic scuffling 
from Hass’ chair beside him. Heard 
Mornug’s voice: “ Stop! S to p ! Don’t 
raise the screen! He’s caught me! 
I ’m  being held h ere—’’

Instantly Fax divined what had 
happened in the darkness. Mornug 
had backed too close to Hass’ chair. 
Hass’ muscular fingers had gripped 
Mornug’s tunic. The outlaw leader 
was being held so that he, too, would 
perish from the radium if the screen 
were raised.

“ Don’t raise it till I give the com
mand!’’ screamed Mornug. “ Don't—” 

He tripped over Hass’ feet in his 
effort to squirm out of his tunic. His 
head banged against Fax’s chair. Fax 
felt hair sweep across his bound 
hands. His fingers clutched for it— 
and found it. An even deadlier hold 
than Hass’. Hair! A beard! His fin
gers twined in that beard in a grip 
only death could loosen.

AND then, across the pandemo
nium burst further uproar. The 

great door of the laboratory clanged 
open even as Mornug’s men came 
running around the screen to aid 
their leader.

"Hass! Fax! Are you all right?” 
"All right,” Fax tried to say, into 

the heavy gag. Then he felt the 
beard tear loose, leaving much of 
itself in his fingers.

"Operative T61S8, with five hun
dred men,” a voice said to Hass.

Then, a few minutes later, Fax 
was being unbound.

Back in the office of the Head 
of Control, Fax glanced from Rag
gan to Hass and back again.

“ I don’t understand this yet,” he

said plaintively. “ It can’t have been 
coincidence that the power station 
failed at just the right moment to 
rob Mornug of his power to over
throw the city.”

“No,” said Raggan with a tired 
smile, “ it wasn’t coincidence.” He 
turned to the Xephon transcriber 
sitting nearby—the girl who had 
taken notes of the last talk between 
Mornug and the Head of Control. 
“ Show him, my dear.”

WITH a twinkle in her eyes, the 
girl handed Fax her pad of 

paper. On it he saw written:
Z.S.S. (Z arbo la  Secret Serv ice .) Z.S.S. 

Shut dow n central pow er station. M ornug 
helpless w ithout it. M ornug helpless w ith
out it. Z .S .S. Z.S.S.

Fax raised his head bewilderedly. 
“ But we were gagged!” he exclaimed 
to Hass. "You couldn’t have even 
whispered that message.”

Hass grinned.
"Our lips were gagged—but not 

our hands. Didn’t you hear my fin
gers moving on the arms of my 
chair? I was sending a tap-message, 
in the Service code. And this charm
ing young lady, who used to be my 
private transcriber before she was 
promoted to this office, heard it, 
transcribed it, and rushed a teletype 
message to my floor.

“From there two messages went 
out. One to a force of men waiting 
in the power lane near building 126 
F—just in the hope that they could  
do something, you know. The other 
to the central power plant. The men 
rushed the laboratory in sublevel 
seventeen just as the power was shut 
off—and here we are.”

“ And Mornug?” said Fax.
Hass sobered.
“ Most of his men were killed in 

the rescue rush. He’ll be with them 
in the morgue. There’ll be no col
lapse of the City of Golden Spires— 
nor any reign of terror under mur
derers and thieves!”



I'm going to  kill 
you. Spud said 

firm ly

Spud Donegatt Was Out for Vengeance and H is Plans 
Were Made With Craft and Cunning, But—-

By C. K. M. SCANLON
\uthor of “ Skeleton House,”  “Here Comes McBride,” etc.

SPUD DONEGAN bent over the 
green-clothed table in Slinky 
Harrigan’s waterfront poolroom 

and smashed the eight ball into the 
corner p o c k e t  on a difficult angle 
shot.

“Your eye ain't gone back on you 
none, has it. Spud?” said a soft voice 
behind his back.

Spud Donegan, whose thin angu
lar face still held a wretched prison 
pallor, jerked swifty around and

stared into the smiling eyes of De
tective Mike Hagen.

“ I heard you were back,” Hagen 
said. “ Goin’ straight now, ain’t you,
kid?"

“Yep, I learned my lesson,” Spud 
replied, relaxing. “ I got smart up the 
river.”

The big detective smiled broadly 
and stuck out his hand.

“ Shake, Spu<i I’m with you. You 
wouldn’ta got sent up last time if

119
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you hadn’t been so dumb. I hope 
what you said is the truth. I hope 
you got smart up there.”

Hagen walked to the side door, 
waved and stepped out.

Inwardly Spud laughed. Right now 
he was only killing time, waiting for 
the clock to strike a certain hour; 
then he would be on his way to do 
a job he had promised himself he 
would do as soon as he got out of 
stir.

After that—well, he intended to 
do just what he had told the fat 
Irish detective.

SPUD DONEGAN swept stealthily 
along the cement walk leading to 

the garden of Judge Ferrelli’s house. 
The window where he had made en
trance the night before loomed im
mediately before him, deep in 
shadow. Spud lifted up on his toes 
and pressed his face flat against the 
pane.

No movement showed in the dark 
interior. It was just as he had antici
pated. Ferrelli, a bachelor who had 
lived alone, had left the study and 
gone upstairs to his chamber. Spud 
pressed a jimmy beneath the window 
and pried it open. A faintly pun
gent odor assailed his nostrils as he 
crawled in noiselessly over the sill.

He floated across the floor of the 
dark study without noise. Feeling 
the opposite door with his foot, he 
cautiously put a hand to the door
knob and turned it. He pushed 
through, then paused momentarily at 
the foot of the stairs.

A slice of yellow light showed at 
the bottom of one of the doors open
ing on the upper hallway. That was 
Ferrelli’s bed chamber. The judge 
hadn’t yet retired. Spud threaded 
silently up the stairs.

His right hand came out from his 
coat pocket. Something in it glinted 
blue and metallic in the dim aura of 
light from the crack under the door. 
He paused for an instant to draw a

heavy breath, then thrust the door 
open and burst through in a single 
swift movement.

"I ’ve come back, Ferrelli I” he 
grated, watery eyes cold and hard 
as marble agates. " I ’ve come back to 
get even. You sent me up river, 
blast you! I served my time, an’ now 
it's your turn!”

“ Spud Donegan!” Ferrelli finally 
gasped, his staring eyes focusing at 
last on the prison-pallid figure con
fronting him. "What do you want? 
What are you going to do?” His 
voice broke into a thin squeak.

Spud smiled malevolently at the 
man in the bed.

“ I ’m goin’ to kill you!” he said 
firmly, fist tightening over the grip 
of the automatic.

"But that won’t get you anything," 
Ferrelli wheezed in frantic effort to 
sway the other man’s intentions. 
"Nothing but the hot squat!”

Spud laughed openly, twisted the 
automatic he held before Ferrelli’s 
eyes.

"Oh, no, it won t,” he replied. "This 
is y o u r  gun, see? I lifted it last night 
from the desk in your study. You 
notice, too, that I got gloves on, don’t 
you? There won’t be none of my fin
gerprints showin’ ! But after I plug 
you, I ’m going to fold your hand 
around the gun. It’ll be plain suicide, 
see!

"I figgered it all out by myself up 
in the stir. Smart, ain’t I? ” Spud 
shoved closer to Ferrelli’s bed. "All 
right, get set,” he snarled. "I gotta 
get close, so’s the powder burns'll 
show.”

FERRELLI swayed on shaking el* 
bows. “ No! W ait!” he screamed. 

"W ait!”
"I ain’t waitin’ for nothin’ !” Spud’s 

tense finger constricted on the trig
ger. There was a sharp report, the 
faint odor of scorched flesh and 
burning powder. Ferrelli fell back 
on the bed. A neat round hole in his
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forehead trickled blood that ran. 
crazily down his face.

Spud bent over him quickly, lifted 
the dead man's right hand, folded it 
carefully over the grip of the auto
matic.

Then, backing swiftly out, he 
slipped down the stairs and made his 
getaway unobserved.

<<QfIMPLE suicide," the Medical Ex-
IO aminer said, after finishing his 

examination of Ferrelli’s body. “No 
further investigation is necessary."

Detective Hagen took the auto
matic which he had been examining 
for extraneous fingerprints and re
moved the bullet clip.

“ If you’ve no objections, sir,” he 
said to his superior, the precinct 
detective-lieutenant, “ I’ll just ‘ take 
this clip along with me. And I want 
to look over the study again before 
we go.”

“You didn’t find any strange 
fingerprints on the clip, did you?" 
the lieutenant asked sharply.

“No, that’s just it," Hagen replied. 
“ I didn’t even find Ferrelli’s. That’s 
what makes it look funny.”

His superior’s eyes widened per
ceptibly.

“ Take it,” he nodded. "If you find 
anything pertinent, we can reopen 
the case.”

An hour later Detective Hagen was 
sitting in Spud Donegart’s cheap 
furnished room down in the water
front district.

“What's on your mind?” Spud 
asked, his pale watery eyes jerking 
furtively. “Yeh, I heard Ferrelli 
bumped himself off.”

Without removing his gloves, 
Hagen put his hand in his pocket 
and tossed an automatic clip over 
onto a table near Spud.

“ Did you ever see that before?” 
he asked, mild blue eyes ranging 
over Spud from head to foot.

Spud glanced down at the clip, 
then looked up at Hagen.

“What’s this, a frame?” he piped, 
sniveling. “ What’s the idea?”

“ Pick up the clip an1 look it over,” 
Hagen said, hard eyes boring into 
Spud’s.

Mechanically, seemingly without 
conscious volition, Spud picked up 
the clip and fumbled it around in 
the palm of his hand. Then he shook 
his head negatively.

"No, Mike, I ain’t never seen it 
before. It ain’t mine. I ain’t got no 
rod.”

"Okay,” Hagen said." Give it back
to me.”

He took it deftly with his gloved 
hand and dropped it in his pocket, 
then got up and stepped toward the 
door.

"That’s all I wanted, Spud,”  ho 
said disarmingly. "He’s still just as 
dumb as ever," he thought as he
walked from the tenement.

BACK at the central station, Hagen 
went to the fingerprint files and 

extracted a card record—the one cat
aloging Spud Donegan. Then he re
moved the bullet clip from his pocket 
carefully with his gloved hand. After 
dusting it with fine wood ash from 
a small phial, he applied a fixitive 
to set the impression. The finger
prints on the clip now compared ex
actly with those on the card he had 
taken from the files

An hour later he was back in 
Spud's room.

“ I came back again, Spud,” he said 
calmly, but he kept his right hand 
in his pocket when he spoke. “You 
said you never saw that other clip I 
showed you. But I know you’ve seen 
this one here before."

Hagen tossed the prepared clip 
on the table, along with the card 
he had taken from the files.

“ I got that outa the gun we found 
in Ferrelli’s hand. An’ it’s got your 
fingerprints on it !” Hagen snapped 
explosively. “You killed Ferrelli with 
his own gun, then planted it in his
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hand to make it look like suicide. 
There’s the evidence I”

Spud Donegan jerked back as 
though he had been shocked with 
electricity.

“ It’s a frame, a lousy frame-up!" 
he blurted hoarsely. “ It's impossible. 
I used gloves—” He broke off sud
denly, abruptly. A sick, deathly ex
pression surged over his twisted 
face as he realized the purport of his 
words. Hagen had tricked him! 
Grating out a blasphemous oath, he 
coiled and sprang at the big detec
tive.

But Hagen's revolver flashed from 
his pocket, swiftly covering Spud. 
Over his shoulder he called sharply:

“Come in now, Lieutenant. You 
heard him confess."

The door opened and Detective- 
Lieutenant Simmons entered, gun in 
hand.

"Yes, I heard him," he rasped.
But Spud Donegan, covered and 

cornered as he was, didn’t give up. 
He ducked and slipped under the 
muzzle of Hagen’s revolver, talon-like 
hands clawing for the big detective's 
throat. Hagan sidestepped and 
whipped the steel bracelets from his 
belt. His revolver lifted at the same 
instant.

There was a dull thud, a sharp 
metallic clck, then a muffled groan 
as Spud Donegan slumped to the 
floor, the manacles secure on his 
wrists.

“You’re just dumb, plain dumb," 
Hagen said, without heat. “ You never 
learned a thing up the river. Sure, 
you used gloves. But it was awful 
dumb of you wiping Ferrelli’s finger
prints off the bullet clip.”

Spud’s jaw dropped. Lieutenant 
Simmons looked puzzled.

“ But how did you know it was 
Spud Donegan?” he asked.

Hagen smiled.
"I wasn’t real sure until he popped 

off like he did. At least, I didn’t 
have enough evidence for conviction, 
even though I did see a trace of 
white paint on the toe of his shoe—”

Simmons glanced down at Spud's 
foot, as did Spud himself.

“The door into Ferrelli’s study had 
just been freshly painted, and I 
found a smudge mark like the toe 
of a shoe just above the sill.”

Spud sighed, then buried his head 
between his manacled hands.

"Even so,” Hagen added, “murder 
would never have been suspected if 
he hadn’t been so dumb as to wipe 
the fingerprints from the bullet clip."
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CHAPTER I
G ivin g  the L ie

wi’ enough o’

"GUS, I don’t give a 
hang what yuh say. I 
aims to agree wi' 
Steve Grimes. This 
here's the queerest 
rustlin’ outfit ever I 
heard tell of. Et just 
don't smell right to 
me—an’ I ’ve r o d e  
herd an’ shot it out 
the coyotes to know

what I ’m talkin’ of.”
The rangy young rider, sitting his 

foam-flecked big dun easily, drawled 
this ou-t in a quiet bass, his sun-and- 
wind-tanned face creased in a deep 
frown. Grey-headed Gus Dawson, 
marshal of the Border town of 
Paint Rock, who had reined in his 
hard-ridden mount beside his deputy, 
pushed his Stetson back from his 
sweated brow and grinned sourly.

“ Mebbe they don’t know the rules, 
Larry,” he growled sarcastically, 
ramming his reloaded .45 back into 
its holster. ‘ ‘Anyhow, they’ve high- 
tailed for the Border an’ the boys 
is roundin’ up the herd so—”

“Herd!” Larry Rainey snorted in

disgust and mopped his forehead 
and the nape of his neck, where 
damp curls of his flame-colored hair 
protruded from the rim of his Stet
son. He broke his hot six-gun, 
ramming fresh shells into the empty 
chambers to replace the ejected ones.

"Gus, this yere’s the third time 
some greaser’s tipped yuh off that 
a herd o’ Pedro Miguel’s rustled 
beef was goin’ across the line, an’ 
each time exactly the same thing’s 
happened. We ride out wi’ a posse 
just about sundown. The rustlin’ 
herd riders flings wild lead for half 
a hour an’ then ride hell-for-leather 
’cross the line, leavin’ beef an’ all. 
An’ I ’m risin’ to remark that there’s 
some unnatural things about it.” 

Larry’s face hardened and his eyes 
glinted with points of fire as he 
went on in a brittle voice:

“First off, no band o’ rustlin’ 
breeds'd run stolen beef afore dark 
—an’ it wouldn’t be no piker’s fifty 
head. Second place, Pedro Miguel’s 
brand ain’t been touched onadurned 
one o’ them longhorns. Third idea 
o’ mine is that three times runnin’ 
they've never got close enough to us 
to git hurt, an’ it’s pow’ful unnatural 
for thet pack o’ wolves to run off

1 2 3
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leavin’ fifty head o’ stear they 
wanted without some one carryin’ 
away lead souvenirs.

“An’ in the fourth place, Gus, I 
think Steve’s hunch was right in the 
first place. Pedro Miguel wants a 
posse o ’ durncd fools tearin’ up the 
canyon yere so’s he kin have a free 
hand for his real game, an’—’’

“ Yuh’re pipe dreamin’, Larry,”  
Gus interrupted sternly. “ It ain't 
that I got any love fer Miguel. But 
I don’t aim to see no stolen beef 
run ’crost the Border, no .matter who 
it belongs to.”

The hard lines of Larry’s face 
softened.

“ I know it, Gus,” he muttered. 
“Jest the same, I ’m a curious critter. 
I’d give a pow’ful lot to know where 
Pedro is while all this yere’s hap
penin’.”

“Yeah. That was Steve’s idea. He 
went huntin’ the breed rancher 
’stead o’ ridin’ wi’ the posse. W e’ll 
mosey back to Paint Rock an’ see 
what his wild goose chase has 
learned him. The boys’ll run the 
beef back.”

Larry Rainey nodded, but to him
self he growled harshly:

“ If that Miguel’s a cowman—I’m 
John D. Rockyfeller’s son an’ heir!”

This strange and succinct conversa
tion between the law officer of Paint 
Rock and his youthful deputy had 
taken place as they sat mounts on a 
knoll of land overlooking Diablo 
Canyon. With the setting sun be
hind them, their figures were silhou
etted sharply against the crimson 
sky as they turned tired ponies to
ward the wagon trail leading to the 
Border cattle town of Paint Rock.

ON all sides stretched the vast, roll
ing range country, scarred to the 

northward by the jagged cliffs of 
the badlands. Southward lay Mex
ico, the low mountain range a ser
rated line of blue haze against the 
darkening heavens; and the twilight

was filled with the fading Bounds of 
the riders of the posse as they 
headed the reclaimed stock north
ward toward Diablo Pass—the low
ing of beef on the move, the far-off 
shouting of men, the dull rumble of 
hoofs.

For some time the pair rode in 
silence as the lengthening shadows 
of thick sage, mazanita and chapar
ral clumps deepened. Each man was 
busy with his own thoughts. They 
still rode abreast of each other as 
they rounded a sharp bend in the 
trail, Larry Rainey on the inside, 
his eyes fixed intently over the bob
bing ears of his big dun.

Suddenly he stiffened in the sad
dle, and at the same instant barked 
out a sharp warning.

“ Gus! Look out 1”
Almost at the same moment, the 

sharp staccato bark of a .45 cracked 
on the still air, a tongue of flame 
and a jet of smoke leaping at them 
from the shelter of the black shad
ows. Larry had reined in sharply, 
the whine of the ball singing past 
his ear. The big dun reared high 
on its haunches.

GUS wheeled his own mount in a 
flash, and acting out of pure in

stinct alone, both men hurled them
selves from the saddle on the other 
side of the road, crouching alertly 
with six-guns ready for action.

For a matter of seconds they could 
see nothing except the riderless 
mount that had first caused Larry’s 
sharply barked warning. The animal, 
fully saddled, with the reins trail
ing \ the dust, was muzzling the 
burned grass along the trail’s edge, 
as a good cow pony will do. Sud
denly Gus clutched his deputy’s 
forearm.

“ There! Behind that chaparral 
clump!” he snapped harshly. “ The 
dry-gulchin’ rat!”

His Colt came up swiftly. The 
hammer flew back. But Rainey
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struck his arm sharply aside, and 
the reverberating shot sent the lead 
slug whining harmlessly into thin 
air.

“ Steady, Gust” he barked. “ That 
man’s bad hurt. Look at that pony.

By Gawd, Gus, it’s Steve’s pinto 1” 
Larry came erect to his full 

height, holstering his own weapon. 
For the dark shape of the man who 
had fired the first shot at what, in 
his scmi-conscious condition, he had
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taken to be enemies, lay sprawled 
out full length now in the gathering 
dusk.

Rainey sprang swiftly across the 
dividing ribbon of the road, the 
marshal close behind him as he 
dropped to one knee beside the 
wounded man. Gub Dawson, peer
ing over his shoulder, let out a soft 
gasp.

“ My gosh, Larry, it’s Steve 
Grimes!”

Larry nodded bitterly, pillowing 
the stricken man’s back against his 
knee. Steve’s eyelids fluttered, and 
when he recognized the familiar, 
homely features of his friend bend
ing over him anxiously, his weather- 
tanned face creased in a feeble grin.

“They—got me, Larry,”  he gasped 
weakly. “ I—I thought yuh was—”

“ Easy, Steve, easy,” Rainey 
soothed huskily. Then hiB steel-grey 
eyes hardened. “Who done it. Steve ?”

“ My—my hunch was right.” The 
dying man’s body stiffened sudden
ly against Rainey’s knee. He sat 
bolt upright, his face a ghastly 
white beneath the deep tan of the 
open range. His hand came up 
feebly from the ground to clutch 
the cartridge belt about his waist.
4

« T  ARRY!” he uttered the one word 
with startling vitality, the hand 

at his holster belt struggling as if to 
pull a shell from its leather slot. 
Then he fell back inertly, and Gus 
and Larry, bending close over, heard 
only his last gasping words:

“ Cross the line, Larry I In Gila 
they—they change the—”

His body slumped slowly for
ward—lifeless.

In grim silence Larry Rainey 
lowered the man’s shoulders to the 
ground and stood up to face the 
marshal of Paint Rock. They eyed 
each other for several seconds with
out a word, while the twilight 
shadows deepened on the scene and 
the scent of the open rangeland

swept upon them on the wings of 
the cool night breeze.

It was Gus who spoke first.
"Dead,” he breathed softly. 
"Murdered!” Larry corrected.
“Yuh mean—”
" L o o k  at his chest, Gus! The Blug 

come out there. The hole’s big 
enough to put yore fist into. The 
dry-gulcher’s slug caught Steve 
straight between the shoulder 
blades!”

"What’d he mean by—”

« T  DUNNO. He found out some- 
J. thin’, Gus. He knew too much 

an’ they drilled him in cod blood— 
from behind.”

“ But what—”
“ I dunno. But I aims to find out." 

Larry Rainey’s eyes were narrowed 
points of fire, his lips a thin bar of 
iron. “ Steve GrimeB an’ me rode the 
range together—ever since we was 
kids, Gus. The man who drilled 
him answers to me.”

“ What yuh aimin’—”
"Steve played a hunch an’ paid 

for it wi’ his life. I’m followin’ 
that same hunch, Gus. I ’m ridin’ 
’crost the line into Gila.”

He turned sharply on hiB high- 
heeled riding boots and picked up 
the bridle of the dead man’s pinto 
pony. Behind him Gus Dawson pro
tested angrily.

“What good’ll it do?” he de
manded. "Yuh knows well aB I do 
the breed o' vultures an’ rats in 
Gila. It’s the hide-out for every 
blasted outlaw an’ murderin’ buzzard 
from here to the Gulf an’ back. I 
can’t ride no posse o’ men to Gila. 
It’s acrost the line, an’ —’’

Larry turned abruptly.
“ I didn’t say nothin’ about no 

posse. I ’m ridin’ alone.”
“Yuh’re askin’ for murder, Larry. 

Yuh ain’t a law officer once you 
cross the Border. Them scum’ll—” 

“ I’ll carry my own law wi’ me.” 
Rainey stepped forward. His voice
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was soft and low, but its hard bit
terness betrayed his grim determi
nation and the depth of his emo
tion.

"I tol’ yuh, Gus, that Steve was 
my friend. Yuh’re aimin’ to tell me 
that I can't cross the line as a dep- 
pity marshal o’ Paint Rock. Good! 
That suits me fine. I don’t need no 
badge for what I got to do. I’m on 
my own, Gus.”

He turned swiftly and lifted him
self into the saddle of the pinto.

“Yuh kin bring pore Steve back 
to town on my dun. I’m ridin’ his 
pinto. It’s fresh. One thing yuh 
kin do for me, Gus. If I don’t find 
Pedro Miguel in Gila, I’m cornin’ 
back to Paint Rock for him. Savvy? 
Hold him there till I git back, some 
way, any way.”

“ Larry, yuh’re plumb loco to— ”
“ So was Steve, I reckon, Gus. 

Adios.”
The rider wheeled the pinto, the 

animal spinning on its haunches. The 
next moment Rainey galloped into 
the gloom, settling his mount into 
the long, steady pace of the range- 
bred pony. The marshal of Paint Rock 
silently watched his figure until it 
merged completely with the darken
ing landscape.

CHAPER II 
Rainey’s Folly

RIDING the gun trail to Gila, 
young Rainey had no plan 

. whatever. He knew only 
that that trail started in the strong
hold of Border banditry across the 
line. This much was plain from 
what the murdered man, Steve 
Grimes, had gasped out before his 
death. The rest of his enigmatic 
words was a mystery, although, 
plainly, some vital meaning they 
must have had.

And Larry knew also the grim 
truth of old Gus Dawson’s warning. 
You might ride into Gila, but

whether you rode out again or not 
depended upon the swiftness of your 
eye, the speed and the accuracy of
your draw.

A coyote set up its high-pitched 
ya p -ya p  at the rising moon as 
Rainey slowed down the little pinto 
on the outskirts of the cluster of 
shacks and dives that was Gila. The 
town was in darkness as he rode 
down the center of the single dirt 
street, but from the swing doors of 
the Gila cantina a smoky swathe 
of yellow light cut a wound in the 
night: and from the interior there 
poured out the sounds of high, 
brawling revelry.

LARRY dismounted, walking his 
pintc toward the hitch-rack, On 

the rim of the cluster of animals his 
keen eyes instantly spotted half a 
dozen ponies who bore the unmis
takable signs of recent hard riding.

The supposed “ rustlers” of Pedro 
Miguel’s beef? Larry grinned w t v - 
ly to himself. In his mind there 
was now not the slightest doubt of 
it.

Those men were Pedro’s hench
men. But why set a band of men to 
stealing his own stock?

For a moment Rainey hesitated. 
Then he led his pinto quickly into 
the shadow of the crude shack, be
tween the planked wall of the can
tina and the next low building. 
Leaving the reins trailing the 
ground, he turned, walked quietly 
up the narrow veranda, and pushed 
aside the swinging doors deliberately.

Young Larry Rainey was putting 
his head squarely in the jaws of al
most certain death.

Just within the entrance he stood 
stock still for a moment, his keen 
eyes taking in every detail. Smoky 
oil lamps swayed from the bare 
rafters. Half drunk men guffawed 
loudly at the side tables where 
games of every description were in 
progress, their loud, guttural voices
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punctuated at times by the shrill 
laughter of the dancing girls.

The place smelled of vile whiskey, 
stale beer and evil pulque, a verita
ble pest hole of vice, harboring 
every hard case and cold-blooded 
killer along the Border.

Eyes narrowed and hairy paws 
fluttered free for action as the tall, 
flame-haired puncher, his Stetson 
pushed far back on his forehead, 
marched toward the bar.

He moved with the awkward, 
clumping walk of the range man who 
is always more at home in the saddle 
than afoot.

He stared neither to the right nor 
to the left, but straight before him, 
his face a grim, enigmatic mask. At 
the bar he stopped, idling with ap
parent carelessness.

No overt sign had been made, no 
angry word spoken, yet at his ap
pearance a hush had fallen upon 
the grizzled crowd of shaggy out
laws and breed hangers-on. The 
cluster of men sidled unobtrusively 
to one 6ide, and Larry Rainey stood 
alone in front of the bar, sensing 
instinctively the electrically charged 
atmosphere and the tense hush of 
expectancy.

“ I’ll take a beer.” he drawled soft
ly to the barkeep.

THE man’s swarthy face split in a 
grin as he expertly slid the foam

ing glass toward Rainey. But his 
coal black eyes, darting hastily to 
one side, shot a warning glance to 
one of the onlookers that was not 
lost on the Texan.

“ You are Meester Rainey from 
Paint Rock. Ees eet not so?”

Larry, holding his drink with his 
left hand, drained the glass, set it 
down calmly and flipped a coin 
across the bar before half turning 
to face his questioner. He saw a 
short, shaggy-headed man with a 
dark face and cruel lips half hidden 
by the sagging ends of an unkempt

mustache, who stood several paces 
from him.

“Yeah,” he drawled quietly. “ I ’m 
Larry Rainey. And yuh—”

“Juan Lopez.” The other’s shift
ing eyes belied the thin-lipped grin. 
“ We have not met before?”

"No,” Rainey countered. “ Ain’t 
had thet pleasure.” Then, on a des
perate chance, he shot out shortly: 
“ But I ’ve heard Pedro Miguel talk 
plenty 'bout yuh in Paint Rock.”

LOPEZ stiffened perceptibly. Be
hind. him, Rainey had the sense 

of men crowding closer. Not daring 
to turn, he edged forward carelessly. 
Lopez backed off also, as if seeking 
to protect with his back the side 
door, at the corner of the car, that 
led to the back room.

“You are look for someone in 
Gila?” Lopez spat out suddenly. 

Rainey slowly shook his head.
“No, but I ’m aimin’ to have a talk 

wi’ Miguel.”
In spite of his apparent careless

ness, every muscle in the tall 
Texan’s frame was tense and taut as 
set steel springs. He sparred des
perately for time, feeling his way 
in a hostile, lethal atmosphere.

Quietly he sent out another long- 
chance remark, nodding idly toward 
the closed door behind Lopez.

“That his office?”
Juan’s shaggy brows contracted. 
“ S i ,"  he growled. “ That ees hccs 

office. I am work for Miguel. What 
you want? Talk queek, Rainey. Law 
officers from Paint Rock do not—do 
not stay long in Gila.”

“ I ’m aimin’ to stay long enough 
to talk wi’ him—personal. Some 
jaspers tried to rustle some o’ his 
beef ’crost the line but— ”

“They did not succeed?” Lopez 
shot out.

“No, but—”
Lopez grinned broadly, a grin full 

of jeering mockery.
“ That ees because Meester Daw
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son, the marshal, and you, are too 
smart for them. No?” he insinuated. 
"Do not worry about these rustlers. 
W e feex them eef they come down 
to Gila.”

"If et’s all the same to yuh, I’ll 
wait for Miguel in his office. Seems 
like I’m restrainin’ yore celebratin’ 
hereabouts.”

He started forward as if to make 
for the closed door, but stopped 
short in his tracks at Juan’s harshly 
barked order.

“ Stop! Miguel ees ride to Paint 
Rock. You weel not see heem to
night.”

“Jest the— ”
“Reach! Pronto!"
From behind him the order was a 

snarled growl in Rainey's ear. Fac
ing him, Lopez let out a soft chuckle 
of mirth. In his ribs Larry felt the 
unmistakable pressure of the muzzle 
of a .45.

Slowly his arms went above his 
shoulders and a boom of guttural 
laughter from thirty hoarse throats 
greeted his sudden helplessness. The 
next moment rough hands reached 
about his waist from behind, un
clasped his cartridge belt and yanked 
belt and holstered gun away.

CHAPTER III 
Tight Squeeze

UNARMED, he faced the leer
ing Juan Lopez who stood 
now with hairy arms folded 

calmly across his breast. The ex
pression of Larry’s face had never 
changed.

His eyes bored directly into the 
breed’s, lips compressed, jaws 
clamped down.

But in his brain a hundred wild 
conjectures raced. He had been 
taken by surprise because he had 
not expected hostilities to commence 
in exactly that manner. It was 
plainly evident that his expressed 
intention of entering that closed

room had precipitated the swift ac
tion of Lopez’s henchman. But why?

All this flew with the speed of 
lightning through Rainey’s mind as 
he waited for the other to speak. 
Again he had to spar for time, still 
feeling that hard pressure in his 
ribs. Lopez came forward, sure of 
himself now, until he stood directly 
in front of Rainey.

“ Many men have come to Gila 
looking for some one, Meester 
Rainey,” the breed mocked. “ They 
have find—nothing!”

“ Not even the dry-gulchin’ rat who 
drilled Steve Grimes from behind?” 
Larry spat out between clenched 
teeth.

LOPEZ looked up at him with hia 
darting, beady eyes.

“ He ees dead?”  He shrugged his 
shoulders. “ I did not know eet. 
Maybe he, too, was too—too inquisi
tive. No?”

But Larry had gained his point, 
for he felt certain that Lopez knew 
nothing of the murder of Steve. 
Cursing the folly that had placed 
him at the mercy of Juan’s gang of 
cutthroats and killers, he braced 
himself for action.

“ What yuh aimin’ to do wi’ me?” 
he asked with a forced quaver in his 
voice.

“ I have not yet decide, Meester 
Rainey, but I theenk—”

“ Then I’ll make up yore mind for 
yuh.”

The lean Texan barked this out 
violently. At the same instant ho 
dropped like a flash to his knees, 
hurling his body forward at Juan’s 
legs. Timed perfectly and totally 
unexpected, his swift action took 
the man behind him with the drawn 
gun completely by surprise.

If the gunman fired from the hip 
now, his slug would have found 
Rainey’s back gone, and the lead 
ball would have torn through Lopez’ 
heart. And before the man could
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recover his senses sufficiently to 
lower his weapon, Larry had pin
ioned the breed’s legs and sent him 
crashing to the floor.

So close were the two entwined 
that a shot could not be chanced. 
Juan struggled desperately to free 
himself. But the moment he felt the 
breed’s weight topple upon him, 
Larry’s free hand shot out and up
ward for the other’s holster.

Swift as lightning he ripped the 
weapon from its sheath and with a 
savage straightening of his half
bent knees hurled Lopez to one side. 
Leaping to his feet before the as
tounded crowd, he sent his boot 
crashing against the closed door just 
as the bark of a .45 snarled behind 
him.

The lead slug dug into the plank
ing of the wall. But the door had 
flown open and Larry, springing for
ward and whirling at the same time, 
worked his colt twice. Lead and 
flame jetted from the gaping muzzle. 
The man with the gun slumped 
soundlessly to the floor.

A wild, excited jabber arose. 
Hairy paws flew to holsters, but be
fore the crowd came fully to its 
senses, Rainey had slammed the door 
closed between him and the snarl
ing men of Lopez’s gang.

SW IFTLY the Texan whirled and 
took in the contents of the little 

room. Barely two full minutes had 
elapsed since he had first raised his 
arms at the growled order behind 
his back to the time he stood now, 
panting slightly, expecting every 
moment to hear the vicious attack 
renewed.

An ancient, high roll-top desk 
stood against the wall under the 
smoky light of a swaying oil lamp, 
close to the side window looking 
out upon the alley facing the can
tina. This desk Rainey hauled in 
feverish desperation against the 
door, keeping low in a crouch as

lead tore with thundering reports 
through the upper panels.

“ Stand clear o’ thet door!” he bel
lowed warningly. “ Stand clear or 
yuh gits drilled!”

He sent two answering slugs 
through the thick wood, more to 
gain time than in any hope of ef
fectiveness. A howl of pain and 
the hoarse barking of men greeted 
"his shots, but Rainey reflected bit
terly that his weapon was almost 
empty—and he had no cartridge belt.

H IS eyes flashed about the small 
room. What was its secret Lopez 

was so intent on guarding? A re
peating Winchester leaned in one 
corner and in spite of the pungent, 
acrid smell of burned gunpowder, a 
sweet, clammy odor tickled the 
Texan’s nostrils.

Larry pounced for the rifle, snap
ped open the magazine, and cursed 
softly under his breath as he dropped 
it again to the floor.

“ Empty!” he muttered to himself. 
“ But there must be shells some place 
in here fer that—or fer a .45.”

He darted first toward the win
dow and flung it open, breathing 
thanks that he had not tethered his 
pinto at the front hitch-rack. A 
glance sufficed to show him that the 
pony still stood where he had left 
it, a dark smudge in the shadows.

Swiftly he sprang back toward 
the desk barricading the door, and 
flung up the top. Behind the desk 
the door shuddered as shoulders 
crashed against it, but Rainey, obliv
ious to all this, let out a low gasp 
of satisfaction.

Heaped on the center of the ex
posed desk-top lay a small mound 
of grey-black, metallic granules. 
Larry ran his fingers through it 
quickly.

“ Gunpowder!" he barked to him
self.

Then he tore open a side drawer. 
A holster belt, the sheath empty but
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the cartridge slots filled with shells, 
lay folded carelessly in it. Rainey 
had no need to investigate closely 
to know caliber and make. With a 
low grunt he yanked it out and 
strapped it about his waist.

F EVERISHLY he raced back to 
the window and straddled the 

sill. From his position there he 
turned and emptied the remaining 
shells in the chambers of his Colt 
at the door, grinning broadly as he 
heard the wild scramble for shelter 
on the other side.

“Keep ’em thinkin’ I ’m here. Keep 
’em busy,” he growled to himself. 
He broke the smoking weapon and 
rammed fresh shells into the cham
bers from the belt he had discovered 
in the desk.

Without an instant’s hesitation 
then, he dropped quickly out of the 
window to the ground. Crouching 
low, he darted along the dark alley 
to where his pinto stood, head in air, 
nostrils distended. Quickly he lifted 
himself into the saddle as the pony 
wheeled on its haunches and started 
off at a furious gallop up the street.

The loud thunder of hoofs must 
have aroused the men inside the 
cantina, for they came pouring out 
through the swinging doors, black 
shadows flying toward mounts in 
the patch of yellow light thrown 
from the interior of the saloon.

Larry turned in the saddle, far 
in the lead, the blaze of battle in 
his eyes, and worked his .45, The 
hammer fell with a hollow click on 
the shell! Rainey cursed softly and 
worked the gun again and again.

Nothing but dull clicks sounded 
as the hammer fell on the loaded 
chambers.

“By Gawd!” he barked hoarsely 
under his breath. “ What a danged 
fool I been!”

Behind him a fusillade of six-gun 
fire pursued him, the balls whining 
about his ears. Crouched low in the

saddle, riding free with knees alone 
close pressed against the galloping 
pinto’s sides, he broke the weapon 
and ejected the useless shells, eyes 
narrowed, blazing with an eager fire.

From the holster belt he had found 
in Miguel’s office he reloaded the 
weapon and rammed it savagely into 
its leather sheath. Then he leaned 
forward on the neck of his racing 
pony, urging it on in long space- 
devouring strides as he raced for the 
Border and Paint Rock.

To the pony that had once been 
Steve’s he whispered encouragement. 
And he repeated again his enigmatic 
oath to the night.

“ By Gawd! Gunpowder an’—what 
a danged fool I been! Spread out, 
pinto. Uncurl yoreself! We got 
business in Paint Rock.”

»
CHAPTER IV

Asking {or Murder

I T was late at night when Larry 
Rainey flung himself stiffly from 
the saddle of his tired pinto 

before the hitch-rack of the Paint 
Rock Cowboys’ Rest. The rigid 
lines of his face relaxed in a mo
mentary smile as he saw Pedro 
Miguel’s jet black mare on the rim 
of the cluster of mounts.

Inside, the riders of the surround
ing ranges were at the height of 
their nightly festivities. Loud 
laughter, the clink of glasses, the 
rattle of chips, and the deep bass 
growls of punchers drifted through 
the swinging doors in a medley of 
familiar sound.

The tall, grim-eyed Texan entered 
unobtrusively and edged his way 
through the crowd toward the bar. 
Without appearing to do so, he ma
neuvered carelessly toward where old 
Gus Dawson stood talking earnestly 
to a man whose back was toward 
Rainey.

The marshal looked up suddenly, 
spied his deputy over the other
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man’s shoulder, and his speech died 
abruptly on his lips. For a moment 
his jaws hung open in surprise. 
Then they closed with a snap and 
his bright eyes sparkled with genu
ine relief.

"Thank Gawd, yuVre back, Larry.”
The man to whom Dawson had 

been talking turned sharply on his 
heel. It was to this man that Rainey 
spoke, as if he had not heard Daw
son’s words at all. His steel-grey 
eyes were hard as flints.

"I been a-lookin’ fer yuh, Miguel,” 
he drawled with ominous quiet.

The other looked up at him from 
under beetling black brows. There 
was something in the low, brittle 
voice of the lean, flame-haired rider 
that penetrated to every corner of 
the crowded saloon.

PEDRO MIGUEL was a short, 
obese man, florid faced and deep 

chested. Shaggy hair bunched out 
from under the brim of his som
brero. His eyes were restless agate 
points sunk deep in fleshy pouches, 
and the jagged line of a scar run
ning from the bridge of his nose to 
the middle of his right cheek gave 
to his swarthy face the appearance 
of a continuous leering grin.

He wore a low slung holster belt 
about his fleshy middle. Besides this, 
across his heavy shirt two bandoliers 
hung, the leather slots jammed full 
of loaded cartridges.

“ I been a-lookin’ fer yuh,” Larry 
repeated softly; and at the tone of 
his voice men backed away.

Pedro’s fleshy lips cracked in what 
was intended for a grin of welcome.

"Gus Dawson here,” he countered, 
"he has been worry for you, Rainey. 
He tell me you have ride across to 
Gila. Eet ees good you—”

“Yeah, Pedro. I been ridin’ down 
to Gila. Figgered mebbe the jas
pers what’s been tryin’ to run yore 
beef might be down thataway.” 

"You an’ thee marshal have beat

them again, hey, Rainey?”  The 
breed’s face took on again its mask 
of a mirthless grin. “ I theenk 
maybe you learn them that they 
cannot steal stock while you an’—” 

"I don’t reckon yuh’ll have to 
worry none no more about them rus
tlers, Pedro,” Larry cut in softly.

THE breed’s brows lifted and his 
shoulders came up in a swift ges

ture.
"Me? Worry? No, amigo, I do not 

worry.” He half turned to go.
"Yuh’re shore packin’ a heap o’ 

ammunition, Miguel,” Larry snapped 
suddenly. “ Figgerin' on meetin’—” 

"I ride into thee badlands,” Pedro 
explained over his shoulder. “Adios.” 

He took a pace forward, but no 
more. Rainey had not stirred, but 
his ominous words brought Miguel 
up short in his tracks.

“ I tol’ yuh I been a-lookin’ fer 
yuh!” he snapped again. The breed 
turned to face him with lowering 
brows.

"I met up wi’ someone yuh used 
to know down in Gila,” Rainey 
went on levelly. “ Jasper what calls 
hisself Juan Lopez an’ says he 
worked for yuh. He stole my hol
ster an’ six-gun. This yere one,” 
Larry tapped his belt with a swift 
gesture, “ is one he—loaned to me. 
I’m aimin’ to return it to him, Pedro 
— through  y o u l "

The breed's mouth opened, but 
whatever he had intended to utter 
was never spoken. For with the 
words, without the slightest warn
ing, Larry’s sun-browned hand had 
pounced on the butt of his .45 and 
the blue muzzle was leveled unwav
eringly at Miguel’s heart.

A swift buzz of excitement swept 
the crowded place, then died to an 
utter stillness. Miguel sputtered 
helplessly, caught entirely unaware.

“ Unhitch that holster yuh’re pack
in’, Pedro, an’ lay it on the bar-top. 
Prontol Not them over yore middle.
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I aims to swap belts an’ guns with 
yuh.”

The orders snapped from Rainey's 
tight-stretched lips. Miguel hesi
tated.

" P r o n t o r

T ERRY barked the single word like 
the crack of a blacksnake. Slowly 

Pedro’s hairy paws found the buckle 
of the belt. Rainey’ s gun followed 
his every movement as the breed 
laid it gingerly on the bar and 
backed warily off.

“ You are go loco, Rainey!” he 
snarled savagely, suddenly finding 
his voice.

Without a word, as the unarmed 
man backed slowly away, Larry 
rammed his own weapon back into 
its leather sheath. He, too, un
buckled his belt, rolled it carelessly 
together, and then with a deft twist 
of his wrist flipped it through the 
air toward the breed.

Not until Pedro, still utterly 
dumbfounded, had caught it, did the 
strangely acting deputy marshal of 
Paint Rock speak.

“ A fair exchange ain’t hurtin’ no 
one, Pedro,” he drawled as Miguel, 
eyes narrowed to an ugly glower, 
started buckling on the holster. “Too 
bad yuh ain’t gonna see yore pard- 
ner, Juan, no more, or yuh could re
turn him his belt an’ smoke iron.” 

Pedro’s shaggy head snapped up 
at the obvious implication, lips 
drawn back in a snarl, eyes ablaze.

“Juan tol’ me about yore drillin’ 
Steve Grimes,’’ Larry spat out.

The breed started upright.
“ Eet ees a lie!” he barked hoarse

ly. “ Juan could not even know I—” 
He stopped short, realizing too 

late that he had been trapped into a 
dangerous admission by the tall 
puncher’s clever ruse. His eyes 
darted swiftly from side to side.

“ So yuh’re admittin* yuh killed 
Steve,” Larry thundered In a sudden 
bellow of rage.

"He draw first. I—”
“That’s a lie, yuh rotten scum!” 

Rainey roared. “ Yuh drilled Steve 
Grimes through the back.”

The crowd let out a gasp that 
seemed to issue from a single throat. 
For Pedro Miguel, separated from 
Rainey by only a cleared space of 
sawdust-covered floor, carried a Colt 
.45, low slung in the holster belt 
the Texan had a moment before 
tossed to him. And Larry himself, 
helpless and weaponless, was un
armed. The Colt and holster belt 
the breed had laid on the bar-top 
were far out of his reach.

Larry Rainey had deliberately 
asked for swift and certain death.

F OR only the fraction of an instant 
the breed hesitated. Then like 

a flash his hand pounced for the 
butt of the heavy gun. The Colt 
whipped clear of leather and its 
muzzle swept the place.

“ Reach! All of you!” he snarled, 
the six-gun weaving slowly from 
side to side.

Hands flew above shoulders, 
Larry’s slowly, his bitter stare glued 
on Miguel. The breed glowered at 
him in bestial rage. Then he burst 
suddenly into a throaty, gurgling 
laugh that sent mocking, animal-like 
echoes beating back from the rafters.

“You are one smart fool!” he 
jeered triumphantly. “ Fair ex
change, hey? I have one Colt an* 
you have—nothing! Juan Lopez 
talk too much. Eet ees maybe good 
that you have keel heem.

"Si!" he thundered on in his 
hoarse, dry roar of triumph. “ I 
keel Steve Grimes. He find out too 
much. Now what you do about eet, 
you loco fool?” For an instant he bel
lowed his bestial laughter again. 
Then, sobering, his mouth still split 
in that inhuman grin, he started 
backing slowly toward the swinging 
doors, gun weaving steadily.

‘ ‘Adios, my frien’s,” he jeered.



134 THRILLING ADVENTURES

lusting in his momentary triumph. 
“ I weel see you no more.”

“ Et was yuh who drilled Steve! 
That’s all I wanted to know.” 

Rainey's hand came slowly down 
from over his shoulders. The breed 
stopped short in his tracks, his six- 
gun freezing in a dead bead on the 
Texan’s heart.

“ Keep up thee hands, Rainey I” he 
commanded savagely. “Pronto! Or 
you are dead!”

Larry Rainey made no answer. In
stead, he started deliberately to step 
toward the gun and holster Miguel 
had a few moments before left on 
the pine bar-top.

“ Stop!” Pedro thundered. “ One 
more step—an’ I fire!”

“ Fire an’ be damned to yuh!” 
His movement toward where the 

Colt lay had not stopped. It had 
all happened in the barest passing 
of seconds. The crowd scraped boots 
quickly for the shelter of the far 
walls, pale-faced, eyes astrain, ex
pecting every moment to hear the 
murderous thunder of roaring death.

From his position at the corner of 
the bar, Gus Dawson, muscles work
ing and the eyes fairly popping from 
his head, shouted in a high-pitched, 
excited voice:

“ Stop, Larry, yuh hell-fire’s fool! 
Yuh’re askin’ fer murder!”

Rainey’s sun-browned hand reached 
out toward the weapon. Directly 
opposite him Pedro Miguel let out 
a throaty growl. The hammer of 
his .45 drew back—and fell!

CHAPTER V 
The Slickest Game

N o t h i n g  but a dull click,
loud and distinct in the ab
solute stillness, was heard. 

The breed’s face went ashen. Fev
erishly he worked the gun again and 
again. There was no discharge and 
no jet of flame and smoke from the 
cold muzzle. In a panic he made as

if to wheel and plunge for safety 
into the night.

“ Stay where yuh are I”
The reclaimed holster belt buckled 

about his middle, Larry Rainey stood 
with feet braced wide, his arms 
hanging half bent at his sides, the 
right palm cupped and ready for in
stant action.

“That’s yore own medicine, Mi
guel. I tol’ yuh that smoke-iron 
come from Gila," he went on in a 
frozen voice. “ So did the shells. 
Yuh drilled pore Steve from behind 
an’ left him to die like a dog. But 
I ’m givin’ yuh a chance yuh never 
gave him.”

W ITHOUT turning his head 
Rainey snapped a command to 

the astonished Dawson: “ Slide yore 
Colt along the floor toward the 
coyote 1"

“ Yuh loco—”
“ Do as I say, Gus,” Larry said.
In utter silence the marshal drew 

his own weapon, stooped over, and 
sent it sliding along the floor. It 
cut a swathe of sawdust in its path 
and stopped just in front of the ter
rorized breed. He looked down at 
it with darting eyes, afraid to stir.

“Go fer that smoke-iron, Pedro,” 
Rainey barked. “ I’m a-givin’ yuh 
first bite.”

For only the split fraction of a 
second the breed hesitated. By his 
own words he had trapped himself 
like a rat in a corner. He had but 
one chance, and he knew it. Swift 
as lightning, he dove headlong for 
the Colt, pounced upon it, and came 
to one knee.

Larry waited like a frozen image 
for the timed instant of action. Then 
like a striking snake his right hand 
leaped for the butt of his own .45. 
Flame and smoke darted from both 
men’s weapons. %

The breed’s slug caught the Texan 
in the shoulder, but Larry had no 
need to fire the second time. A
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small round hole, red and gaping, 
appeared below the brim of Miguel’s 
sombrero. With a violent convulsive 
motion his arms jerked up. The 
next moment he collapsed.

The crowd surged forward, Gus 
Dawson in the lead, all jabbering at 
once. Rainey swayed slightly where 
he stood, his gun sending up a slow 
thread of smoke.

“Good gosh, Larry!” the marshal 
exploded. “ Steve’s hunch was right. 
Yuh found the rustlers in Gila!”

AINEY holstered his .45 and 
turned slowly to face Dawson.

“ Rustlers, nothin!” he snapped. 
“ Gimme a cartridge out o’ that car
cass’ bandolier!”

Willing hands sprang forward. 
Larry calmly took a shell from the 
dozen that were held forward.

“That smoke-iron yuh held up the 
breed with, Larry, an’ later give to 
him,” Dawson persisted, his homely 
face creased in puzzlement. “ Ain’t 
there no shells in it?”

“ Yeah, shore they is,” the deputy 
replied softly. “ I found ’em in 
Miguel’s desk at his headquarters in 
Gila. Same as these shells here he 
was totin’ in them bandoliers o’ his. 
Sure they was shells in the iron— 
but there wasn’t no powder under 
the slugs!”

"Yuh mean—” Dawson started, 
and ended in a gasp of astonishment.

Calmly, Larry laid the cartridges 
he held in his hand on the bar-top. 
Pulling his Colt from its holster, 
with the butt of it he tapped the 
lead slug loose.

“ Pedro Miguel an’ his gang 
changed the gunpowder o’ them car
tridges in Gila,” he explained swift
ly. "That's what pore Steve was 
a-tryin’ to tell us wi’ his last breath, 
Dawson. Look here!” he snapped, 
as he poured the contents of the shell 
into the palm of his hand.

“What in— White, greyish pow
der. That ain’t gunpowderj What—”

“ Heroin!”  Larry barked shortly. 
“ Miguel sent yuh an’ me an’ a posse 
off on them wild goose chases after 
his own henchmen supposed to be 
rustlin’ his beef, so’s we wouldn't 
bother him when he rode across the 
line wi’ the stuff.

“There’s a grain or two o’ this rot
ten stuff in every shell he’s wearin’ 
—an’ a couple o’ saddle bags full o’ 
others, I’ll bet, on the black mare 
he was aimin’ to ride off on! It’s 
the slickest dope smugglin’ game—” 

“ Well, I ’m durned!” Gus Dawson 
exploded. “Yuh knowed that when 
yuh handed the breed yore gun?” 

“A fair exchange ain’t robbin’ no 
one, Gus,” Larry drawled with the 
trace of a smile on his angular face.

“ Two o’ the rats in one night 1” 
The marshal shook his head ruefully. 
“ I reckon I better resign, Larry. 
Pedro Miguel an’ Juan Lopez—” 

“ Can’t say whether Lopez is dead 
or not, Gus. He was on the other 
side o’ that door,” Larry interrupted 
quietly. “All I was aimin’ at was to 
let Pedro think he was top dog an’ 
hint that I knowed a lot. Yuh kin 
learn a heap thataway, Gus, when 
coyotes starts spewin’ up the truth.” 

His hand went to his shoulder, red 
with blood.

“ Bind up this yere slug hole, Gus, 
will yuh, until I can git ’round to 
see ol’ Doc Jameson?”

STILL in a puzzled daze, Dawson 
started expertly to bind up the

Texan's wound.
“ Beef rustlers—dope smugglers,” 

Larry breathed with a faraway 
look in his hard, steel-grey eyes. 
“ That wasn’t what I was after, Gus. 
I was ridin’ the gun trail fer the 
man who drilled pore Steve in the 
back.” And then he added, quietly: 

“ I’m glad I got him, Gus. Steve— 
we’d been through a heap together, 
him an’ me. Pedro said he wouldn’t 
be seein’ us no more, Gus, an’ I 
reckon a3 how he won’t.”



Smarter than a
C H IN A M A N

P i e r c e  w h ir l e d  th e  h u m a n  b lu d g e o n  in  b is  a r m s  an d  s e n t  h im  d y in g

An Intrepid American Rubber Planter Comes to Grips 
with the Wily Son Ton of the Malay Peninsula!

By GEORGE ALLAN M OFFATT
Author of “ The Death Ship,’’ “ Pyramid of Gold," etc.

IERCE awoke with a start, to his dormant brain by the sixth 
nerves taut and muscles tense, sense that never sleeps.
Somewhere out of the silence He lay in his bed, staring up at

of the night had come a sound, a the mosquito netting over him. From
vague, indistinct groan telegraphed the outside, moonlight flooded into
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the window of the shack he used for 
the headquarters of his small rubber 
plantation.

Then came a scream, a wailing cry 
of death that ended in a muffled 
groan.

Pierce was out of the bed, grab
bing for the automatic lying on the 
table. Another scream cut the night. 
With a wild leap Pierce was outside 
the door, dashing for the chemical 
shack behind the quarters of the 
coolie workmen.

The long rows of rubber trees, 
stretching away from the headquar
ter’s building, rustled weirdly in the 
night breeze. The leafy spread of 
their foliage swayed lazily.

A  BLINDING flash of red leaped 
through the night at him, com

ing from a tank cart near the 
chemical shack. A bullet zipped 
through the skin of his arm, sending 
a burning sensation up through his 
shoulder.

He dropped to the ground. His 
automatic belched fire. A man jumped 
up. darted away from the cart and 
into the chemical shack. Pierce took 
another shot, but the bullet went 
wild.

From the direction of the natives’ 
quarters a Tamil coolie, whom Pierce 
recognized as one of his men, came 
stumbling toward him. On his face 
death was written in haggard, drawn 
lines. In the bright moonlight, as 
the man staggered toward the head
quarter's building, Pierce could see 
that the dark face was bloodless, a 
ghastly gray.

On the bare chest was a gaping 
wound where a knife had ripped 
through the body, leaving a red, 
slicing cut. Blood was gushing from 
it. The man came stumbling on, 
swaying crazily to the right and 
left. He fell to the ground in front 
of Pierce, his eyes looking at the 
American through a film of death.

"S a h i b he whispered feebly to

Pierce. “ The Evil One comes. He— ”
The words died away in the man’s 

throat. The body jerked a little, re
laxed in a quivering tremor, and 
then went limp in death.

Pierce was on his feet. Around 
the chemical shack black figures 
moved swiftly, like shadows in the 
night. There was the rattle of cart 
wheels behind the building, Pierce 
let two bullets fly. One of the mov
ing figures gave a guttural grunt, 
grabbed his throat, sinking to the 
ground.

From both sides of the shack, rifles 
spurted flames of red. One bullet 
whizzed past Pierce’a head as he 
plunged on.

The second one he never heard. 
There was a stinging sensation in 
his right temple. He felt sick at his 
stomach, violently sick. His legs 
stopped moving. Every part of his 
body went numb, lifeless. His knees 
buckled under him.

He knew he was sinking to the 
ground but he had no power to stop 
himself. He hit the grass in a limp 
heap, falling on his right side.

His senses reeled crazily. Every 
part of his body was paralyzed. He 
heard men shouting. Then silence, 
eerie and unreal.

AFTER a while, the blood started 
to course back through his veins. 

The numbness left his arms and legs. 
He moved slowly. His brain cleared, 
though it took him some time to 
collect his thoughts.

He staggered to his feet. The 
stinging pain was still on the side 
of his head. He touched his right 
temple. His hand came away covered 
with blood.

He looked around, still bewildered. 
In all the plantation, no form of life 
moved; no sound came to break the 
dreary stillness. Back in the clear
ing near the headquarter’s shack, the 
dead body of the Tamil lay.

The moonlight flooded the hali-
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naked corpse, which lay on its 
face. The black powerful shoulders 
gleamed.

The white loincloth around the 
waist was red from blood that had 
saturated through the material.

Pierce staggered to the chemical 
shed. One look inside told him what 
had happened. The great vats, where 
the latex had been coagulated into 
rubber, were empty. The result of a 
month’s feverish effort on the part 
of Pierce to fill those vats, to obtain 
the money he needed for operating 
his small rubber plantation, was 
gone.

On the side of the vats was a 
piece of white paper. Pierce walked 
over to it, pulled it off the nail. He 
walked out into the moonlight to 
read the letters printed across it in 
a crude hand. The message was 
simple and direct:

Y ou  were warned to  get out o f  here. 
The next time will be too late.

Pierce smiled grimly, felt the cut 
on the side of his head where the 
bullet had creased the bone. He 
folded the paper up carefully and 
slipped it into his pocket.

II

W HEN dawn came and the 
first rays of the sun had 
cut through the jungle 

mist, Pierce sat down to a breakfast 
of rice and curry, mango chutney and 
grated cocoanut. Two hours before, 
his Chinese boy had crawled hack 
from the jungle where he had fled at 
the first shot the night before. He 
was still trembling and frightened, 
but he managed to prepare and serve 
the meal.

Five of Pierce’s loyal Tamils had 
also returned. They told a story of 
how the workers had been ordered to 
leave the plantation. The command 
had come early that evening from 
Son Ton, the half-caste owner of

the great rubber plantation a few 
miles to the north of Pierce.

Son Ton was more than an owner 
of a large rubber plantation. His 
word carried fear to the hearts of 
every native in that part of the 
Malay Peninsula. They called him 
the Evil One. Cruel, relentless, ready 
to strike death to any who opposed 
his orders, Son Ton was virtually 
a king within the radius of hiB 
power and influence.

THE British authorities at Malaca 
knew his ruthless power and his 

lawless use of it, but they were help
less to do anything. Son Ton struck 
with a cunning that baffled any effort 
of the British to break his sway by 
the use of the law.

He had resented Pierce’s coming 
into the jungle to establish a rub
ber plantation, but he was smart 
enough to withhold this resentment 
until the trees planted three years 
before by Pierce began to yield 
latex, which meant a fortune to who
ever owned them.

The greater part of Son Ton’s 
rubber holdings had been secured by 
theft and murder. Many white men 
had come into the jungle in that 
part of the Malay Peninsula to start 
rubber plantations.

The soil was fitted for such trees 
and it was only a matter of three 
years until the trees would begin to 
show profits.

None of these men, however, re
mained to profit from their years 
of labor. Son Ton disposed of them 
in various ways, according to the 
necessity in each case. Robbing the 
latex vats had caused many of them 
to leave because of the need of 
funds. Destroying the scars that let 
the latex run out of the trees was 
another way.

And if none of those worked, a 
shot in the dark or a cresse knife in 
the back disposed of the more stub
born and courageous.
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Pierce had received the usual first 
warnings to leave. He ignored them. 
The robbing of the latex vats and 
the warning to the Tamil coolies to 
leave the plantation had been the 
next move.

As Pierce ate his breakfast, he had 
the warning note in front of him. 
The side of his head was bandaged. 
His humor was very bad.

«T N  a little while,” he said to the 
X Chinese boy, “ that yellow-faced 

Son Ton will be coming around to 
see if I am really dead. By now, he 
ha3 my rubber safely stored away. It 
should bring him close to five hun
dred pounds. This crease in the side 
of my head is bad enough, but to 
have that fat, greasy-faced half-caste 
getting my five hundred pounds is 
worse.”

“ Me think you foolish, T u a n ,"  
the boy said weakly. “You no able to 
fight Son Ton, the Evil One. He ruin 
many white men and kill others. Next 
time, his bullet no crease head. It go 
through head."

“ What a consolation you are, Hoy 
Ho,” Pierce laughed. “ A man robs 
me and then you tell me to run.” 

“Wise man sometimes runs,” Hoy 
Ho said. “ Fool stays and gets shot.” 

“ Your Chinese philosophy is a lot 
of bunk at times,” Pierce replied. 
“ This Son Ton is the king bee 
around these parts. He plays his 
game so the police can’t touch him. 
He’s a smooth article, but you don’t 
know just how smooth I can be.” 

“ No white man smooth like 
Chinese,” Hoy Ho said. “ Son Ton 
smart man. He steal rubber and you 
no prove it is yours.”

“ If I could, I would be in Malaca 
trying to do just that,” Pierce an
swered. “ He stole this time and got 
away with it, but the next time it 
will be different.”

There was a movement at the door. 
Pierce looked up, smiled coldly, and 
got to his feet. In the doorway stood

Son Ton. He was dressed in a long, 
flowing robe of red, interlaced with 
gold. On his head was the usual 
black skull cap.

He was a tall man, powerful in 
build. His face was heavy, with the 
fullness of the Oriental and the 
thick, cruel lips of a Portuguese. His 
eyes were small, black as coal, the 
eyes of a cunning manipulator.

“ I thought you’d be around, Son 
Ton,” Pierce said, his hand remain
ing on the automatic in his belt. 
“ You didn’t know for sure, when you 
left last night, if I was dead or 
alive.”

Son Ton smiled coldly.
“ My friend,”  he said in a soft, 

slurring accent, speaking perfect 
English, “ you have been injured. I 
am very sorry.”

“ A bullet took away a hunk of 
bone in my temple,” Pierce answered. 
"How much do you think you are 
going to get for my rubber? I ’m 
figuring it should bring five hundred 
pounds gold, if you take it to 
Malaca.”

SON TON’S face remained expres
sionless. He entered the room, 

sat down stiffly in a chair, arms 
folded in front of him under the 
waving sleeves of his blouse.

“ You are a brave man, Pierce,” he 
said quietly. “ A brave man is a fool. 
The land you have taken for your 
plantation does not belong to white 
men, but I am willing to pay you 
for it.”

Pierce sat down, looked at Son 
Ton in amazement.

"I hope I ’m hearing right,” he 
apologized. “Sometimes a bullet 
crease leaves you a little off in the 
head. Did you say you were willing 
to b u y  my plantation?”

“ I am willing to give you a certain 
amount of money.”

"I see,” he said. “ That is dif
ferent.”

“You cannot pay your bills if you



140 THRILLING ADVENTURES

have no rubber to sell,”  Son Ton 
said softly. “ If you are reasonable, 
I will see that you get something. If 
you are not, I can promise you 
nothing.”

Pierce got up, his lean, bronzed 
face hard and tense.

“The fact is, Son Ton,” he said 
dryly, “ I am not at all a reasonable 
chap. I came here and planted rub
ber trees to get money out of them. 
And I ’m going to continue to do 
that. In two weeks from now, my 
vats will be full again and I am tak
ing the rubber to market. If you 
want to try to stop me, that is your 
privilege.”

Son Ton got up slowly, backed 
to the door. His small black eyes 
were on Pierce’s hand that rested on 
the butt of the automatic. The eyes 
flashed hatred, but the face remained 
as impassive as the face of a stone 
Buddha.

“ Time makes even a fool see rea
son,” he said. “ I shall make no more 
offers; but should you desire to ac
cept my proposition, I shall be glad 
to receive you.”

Pierce laughed coldly.
“ I’ve got a hunch that I will be 

coming to see you. Son Ton,” he 
said. But it won’t be about any 
proposition of buying me out.”

Son Ton bowed graciously, backed 
out of the door.

He disappeared beyond the clear
ing of the plantation.

I l l

F OR the next two weeks, Pierce 
worked with Herculean efforts 
to fill his latex vats. He drove 

the five Tamils that remained with 
him to the same efforts that he un
derwent.

Early in the morning, some time 
before daybreak, he was out among 
the rubber trees. He helped the 
Tamils pare the bottom out of the 
lozenge-shaped scars in the trees,

and wire the little buckets at the 
bottom of the scars, which caught 
the milky fluid.

At noon time, when the heat of 
the sun had dried the scars and 
stopped the flow of latex, the little 
tree buckets were emptied into large
buckets.

The contents were poured into the 
vats on the tank carts and hauled to 
the chemical shed.

In the afternoon the same proce
dure would be repeated. Then, when 
night came, Pierce worked until the 
early hours of the morning in the 
chemical sheds, mixing the latex and 
coagulating it into a thick, pliable 
white rubber. He handled this work 
himself, giving his Tamils a chance 
to rest.

From vat to vat he went, stirring, 
heating and forming the white rub
ber into large squares that could be 
handled easily and quickly. And 
then, the night’s work finished, he 
would manage to get a few hours 
sleep.

THROUGH those two weeks he
worked grimly, silently. He had 

no illusions of the odds he was up 
against. He could expect no help 
from the British authorities. He 
was in the jungles, where the law 
was forced to leave each man to 
work out his own protection, unless 
proper evidence could be presented 
so that they might act with a reason
able certainty of success.

Evidence was something Son Ton 
never left behind. When he mur
dered, it was from behind—a knife 
thrust in the back or a bullet from 
a bush. No Tamil could be gotten 
who would testify against him.

He played his ruthless game with 
an almost complete immunity from 
the law, even though the authorities 
were more than anxious to get their 
hands on him.

Pierce knew that every move he 
made was watched by the spies of
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Son Ton. They were in the jungle. 
He could not be certain but that, 
among the five Tamils that had re
turned to him, there weren’t several 
spies sent by Son Ton.

But he worked on. At the end of 
the two weeks, his vats were about 
filled.

He sent Hoy Ho to Malaca with 
a letter and special instructions.

“You fight Son Ton and he kill 
you,” Hoy Ho protested with heat. 
“ You lone white man. He powerful 
Chinaman. He steal rubber and get 
you out of the way.”

to Malaca and do what I told 
vJT you,” Pierce answered angrily. 

" I ’m starting for Malaca tonight my
self. If I get there, Son Ton will be 
minus a nice bunch of rubber; if I 
don’t get there, I ’ve got a hunch that 
it will be the last time he’ll rob or 
kill anyone.”

“ He kill you,” Hoy Ho pleaded. 
“ His spies know everything.”

“ You just think they do,” Pierce 
laughed. “ Now, slip away and get 
to Malaca and do what I told you.” 

It was early in the morning when 
Hoy Ho left for Malaca on horse
back. When he had gone, Pierce 
went down to the chemical shack 
to check over the amount of rubber 
he had for shipment. Carefully he 
examined the squares of rubber, 
weighing each one of them, then 
tabulating the exact weight.

Early in the afternoon, he had his 
Tamils pull the heavy ox carts up 
alongside the chemical shack, ready 
to be loaded for the trip he was tak
ing that night through an isolated, 
half hidden jungle road.

As the afternoon wore on and 
evening came, Pierce knew that Son 
Ton was preparing to strike that 
night. Furtive forms moved among 
the jungle underbrush. One of Son 
Ton’s men even sneaked through the 
rubber trees up to the chemical 
shack.

From the front room of his cot
tage, Pierce saw these things through 
the window. He saw two of his 
Tamils disappear into the jungle. 
Another followed. Five minutes 
later, the last remaining two slipped 
away from the native quarters, 
plunged into the jungle after the 
first three.

Pierce stood up. The muscles on 
his jaws tightened, his eyes, partly 
closed, were cold and hard. He ex
amined his automatic, checked over 
the extra clips in his pocket, and 
then walked out of the house and 
down to the chemical shack.

The first shades of twilight had 
started to filter through the rows of 
rubber trees. The twilight lasted 
only a few minutes and then dark
ness, unrelieved by a moon so early 
in the night, fell over the planta
tion and the jungle.

Pierce worked rapidly. He knew 
now that every second counted. He 
had feared that the Tamils, faced 
with another attack, would desert 
him.

He had hoped for their assistance, 
but could not bring himself to ask 
it since he knew it would mean 
death to some of them.

THEY had slipped away at the crit
ical hour, leaving him alone. If 

Son Ton only delayed his attack, 
Pierce knew that he had a chance, 
remote and hopeless though it was.

Under the cover of night, he 
loaded the squares of white rubber 
on the two ox carts. When this was 
done he yoked the oxen, cracked the 
long whip over their heads and sent 
them through the rubber trees to the 
little jungle road that led, in a round
about way, to Malaca.

The carts rattled over the uneven 
ground. The oxen breathed heavily. 
Pierce cracked the whip over their 
heads, following alongside the first 
cart. He wasted no time giving his 
little plantation a last look, as the
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oxen and the carts plunged into the 
Stygian darkness of the jungle.

Had he looked behind, he would 
have seen two furtive figures moving 
stealthily up to his cottage. These 
two figures stopped, heard the sound 
of the two carts rolling over the 
jungle road; then, as if swallowed 
up by the night, they disappeared. 

On over the jungle road Pierce 
sent the oxen. In the darkness he 
could see the outlines of the tall 
tungai trees. Vines hung down from 
the top branches, striking the faceB 
of the oxen. They kept plodding on, 
heavily and stolidly.

THE carts covered two miles. Only 
the subdued roar of the insect life 

of the jungle broke the stillness. On 
the road ahead, Pierce saw nothing 
move through the darkness. His hand 
left the automatic in his belt. His 
body relaxed, as if a feeling of 
relief had suddenly come over him. 

And then it came!
Out of the jungle on both sides of 

the road darted black forms. It 
seemed that the night had suddenly 
rained them. Silent, deadly, swift 
as cobras striking, they came. The 
shining blades of long cresse knives 
flashed in the darkness as they closed 
in on Pierce and the carts.

Pierce’s gun roared twice. A man 
screamed. Then the cloud of black 
was on him and over him. Knives 
ripped at his clothes. He ducked, let 
his body drop to the ground, coming 
up with his shoulders in a vicious 
upward movement.

His shoulders caught the bodies of 
three men, sent them sprawling back
ward. Pierce gained his knees, his 
right and left fists snapping out like 
pistons. As he connected, there was 
a dismal howling around him. Sev
eral of Son Ton’6 men grabbed their 
stomachs and danced crazily.

Then a knife ripped down Pierce’s 
back, the sharp point making a thin 
slice in his flesh. He swerved. The

cloud of black forms was over him 
again, crushing him to the ground. 
He twisted his body around to the 
right. Two knives whizzed past him, 
burying themselves in the earth 
where his body had been.

He came up with a mighty heave. 
Two of Son Ton’s men went flying 
in the air. Pierce rose to his knees. 
Two other attackers came at him 
with the fury of beasts. He caught 
one with a right to the chin, but the 
second closed in on him, powerful 
arms gripping him around the waist.

The rattle of the carts, moving, 
broke through the din of the fight
ing. There was a sharp command in 
Chinese. The man struggling with 
Pierce raised a knife high in the air. 
It cut the air with a sharp zip . 
Pierce’s right hand went up, caught 
the descending wrist. His fingers 
closed around it like a vise; he 
whirled in a quick twist, throwing 
the man on him to the ground.

With every ounce of strength and 
weight in him, Pierce sent the knife 
down toward the man’s body. There 
was a ripping of flesh. The man 
groaned weakly and then went limp.

Pierce was on his feet, making a 
headlong dive for the jungle brush 
as two other men came after him. 
He landed on his shoulders and head, 
squirmed to straighten his body out 
and then crawled deeper in the brush.

He heard the rattle of the carts 
die away in the night. He heard 
several Chinese talking in excited 
tones out in the road but they made 
no attempt to crawl into the jungle 
after him.

Pierce got up, adjusted his clothes, 
and smiled to himself.

IV

D AYBREAK came in a haze 
of gray mist that rose slow
ly off the jungle and the 

clearing of Son Ton’s plantation. 
The headquarters of the plantation
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was a low, white building, built after 
the style of Chinese houses in the 
interior.

The storage sheds and chemical 
shacks were some distance from the 
house, across a small ravine. When 
the gray mist began to lift and the 
first rays of light penetrated it, caus
ing it to melt away, four men were 
near the storage shed. No other life 
was visible.

ONE of these was Son Ton him
self. The others were burly Can

tonese coolies, loading the white 
squares of coagulated latex onto Son 
Ton’s carts from where it had been 
dumped on the ground.

The men worked quickly at sharp 
commands from Son Ton. Oxen 
were standing near, ready to be 
yoked to the carts to carry the rub
ber to the Malaca market. The last 
square was loaded. The coolies 
jumped to the ground, led the oxen 
up to the cart6.

A little distance from the storage 
shed, Pierce crawled through the 
heavy jungle grass. His clothes were 
torn to shreds from his fight with 
the natives the night before.

There was an ugly knife cut down 
the side of his face. His back 
throbbed.

He crawled rapidly, his head bob
bing up over the grass from time to 
time to watch Son Ton and the men. 
He saw the oxen being yoked to the 
carts. He jumped to his feet and 
dashed through the grass, keeping 
behind the sheds so he could not be 
seen.

He rounded the corner of the shed, 
running for the carts. The big, 
powerful Cantonese coolie standing 
at the head of the oxen on the lead 
cart saw him first. He gave a sharp 
cry of alarm. Son Ton swerved, 
started in amazement at the sight of 
Pierce. A sharp order snapped from 
his lips.

A coolie on Pierce’s left side made

a dive for him. Pierce let his fist 
go out, with all the force of his run
ning body behind it. There was a 
loud crack, a crushing of bones, as 
he connected flush on the man’s jaw. 
The coolie went down like a load of 
bricks.

The Cantonese at the head of the 
oxen closed in on Pierce. The 
American ducked and grabbed the 
man by the legs, raising his body 
high in the air. The third coolie 
had started for him. Pierce swung 
the body in his arms around as a 
human bludgeon.

It crashed against the head of the 
oncoming coolie. This man dropped 
in his tracks as if he had been struck 
by a freight train.

Pierce whirled the bludgeon 
around in his arms, letting him fly 
toward Son Ton. This wily China
man ducked, however, letting the 
man crash to the ground, his head 
hitting a rock and knocking him un
conscious.

SON TON'S right hand moved with 
the speed of lightning. A knife 

went through the air at Pierce. He 
twisted his head. The knife slipped 
by, nearly taking the skin off the 
side of his cheek.

With a spring Pierce was on Son 
Ton. A blow to the American’s jaw 
sent his head back. Another blow 
caused his brain to reel. He shook 
his head violently, bored in, sending 
right and left to the body of Son 
Ton.

Back and forth over the narrow 
space at the end of the storage shed 
the two men fought, Son Ton with 
the cunning and the cleverness of a 
wolf and Pierce with all the stub
born determination of a cornered 
man. His automatic was in his belt. 
He knew he could not use it, that at 
the first shot the whole horde of 
Son Ton’s men would be down on 
him.

The plantation was sleeping. He
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and Son Ton were fighting at the 
end of the storage shed, hidden from 
view.

The strength and power of Son 
Ton amazed him. Pierce sent rights 
and lefts to the face and body of 
the Chinaman, but with each blow 
to the face Son Ton’s head rolled, 
taking the power away from the 
blow. The blows to the body landed 
full, but did not slow up the China
man.

PIERCE’S arms were tiring. His 
head was swimming from the first 

two blows delivered by Son Ton. He 
realized grimly that he could not 
last much longer. He feinted with 
his left. Son Ton fell for the trick. 
With a speed faster than the eye, 
Pierce’s right shot out, his body 
rising with it.

He landed flush on Son Ton’s jaw. 
The Chinaman blinked stupidly for 
a second. His eyes went glassy. His 
knees buckled, as he sank heavily to 
the ground.

Pierce stood over him. swaying 
back and forth. The cut on his face 
was opened, blood gushing from it. 
The coolie he had sent to the ground 
with his first blow \£as struggling 
to get up.

And then suddenly the whole plan
tation seemed to come alive. Men 
were running around the head
quarters’ house jabbering excitedly.

Pierce backed to the wall, jerked 
the automatic from his belt. He held 
it limply in his hand. The coolie 
that had gotten up was staring at 
him, but his eyes were still dazed 
from the blow.

The sounds of hoofs came to 
Pierce. He wet his lips.

Then horses came around the cor
ner of the shed where Pierce was 
standing.

On the leading horse sat Hoy Ho, 
his boyish face covered with a proud 
grin. Behind him, on a sorrel horse, 
was Upton Updike, British Commis

sioner of the Native Police of Ma- 
laca. Behind the commissioner rode
four of his men.

Pierce staggered out from the 
wall. Hoy Ho jumped off the horse 
and ran up to him.

The commissioner and his men 
dismounted.

"I bring Commissioner as you tell 
me,” Hoy Ho cried. “ I show him 
note. He don’t understand but he 
come. You no dead. That is funny.”

Updike walked up to Pierce. He 
was a tall man, with a lean face and 
cold gray eyes. Everything about 
him was typical of English effi
ciency.

His eyes glanced at Son Ton, who 
still lay on the ground, but no sur
prise showed in them.

“The note delivered by your boy,” 
Updike said to Pierce, “ stated that 
you would be ready to turn Son Ton 
over to the authorities with plenty 
of evidence to put him away. It 
looks like we have walked into some 
kind of a brawl.”

SON TON opened his eyes, stared 
in amazement at Commissioner 

Updike. Then the Chinaman strug
gled to his feet, his face bewil
dered and his eyes still dazed.

“ I should have said,” Pierce re
plied, “ that I would be able to turn 
Son Ton over to you if I wasn’t 
killed first. I came about as near 
to dying as I want to for some time; 
but I didn’t, and you can have Son 
Ton with my blessings.”

“ That is quite easy to say,” Up
dike replied, "but what is the charge ? 
We have to have some kind of evi
dence for our courts.”

Pierce laughed weakly, looked at 
Son Ton.

“ Commissioner,” Son Ton said, 
“ this is all really amazing. I am 
loading my rubber carts when this 
wild man comes out of the jungle 
and attacks me and my men. What 
it is all about I have no idea.”
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"I can explain that,” Pierce said 
to the Commissioner. “Three years 
ago, as you know, I took a piece of 
jungle and made a rubber planta
tion out of it. As you also know, 
Son Ton has gotten rich by driving 
white men away from rubber trees 
when they start to make money. Two 
weeks ago Son Ton raided my place 
and stole all my latex and rubber.

<(T T E  knew I couldn’t stand very 
-l-J- many blows like that. Last 

night he repeated the act. My plan
tation was deserted. I tried to sneak 
through the old jungle road but his 
men closed in on me. They stole my 
rubber, tried to kill me. I came up 
on Son Ton while he was loading 
my rubber on his carts to take it to 
Malaca to sell. I didn’t let him do 
it and a fight followed. You see the 
results.”

Son Ton laughed coldly.
“ It is all very absurd, Commis

sioner,” he said. “ The man is in
sane. He is making wild statements 
and he has no proof to back up his 
charge. The rubber on those carts 
is mine. It is difficult to prove that 
coagulated rubber belongs to any
one, but if you notice you will see 
that my weight labels are pasted on 
each square.”

Updike looked at Pierce.
"We can't charge a man with rob

bery and murder on wild statements,” 
he said coldly.

Pierce looked at Hoy Ho, grinned 
good-naturedly, and then turned the 
grin on Son Ton.

“ A Chinaman is a pretty smooth 
article,” he said to Updike. “You’ve 
got to think fast to get the best of 
him. I figured this shipment would 
be stolen and I knew from experi
ence that coagulated rubber was just 
rubber. Son Ton must have won
dered why my squares did not have 
labels on them. I suppose he figured 
that, being short-handed, I over
looked this.

“ It so happens that I didn’t. I 
wanted those labels, which will prove 
my ownership and send Son Ton to 
prison, some place where they could 
not be seen or removed. I figured 
the safest place was inside the rub
ber squares, so when I coagulated 
this latex I slipped the paper labels 
inside. I did all the coagulating my
self, and Son Ton’s spies had no 
chance of learning the trick.”

Pierce walked over to the cart, 
pulled a square of white coagulated 
latex down. He picked up the knife 
Son Ton had thrown at him and cut 
the square open.

In the middle of it was a piece of 
paper. Pierce pulled it out and 
handed it to the Commissioner.

On the square was written in ink:
This latex was coagulated September 

9th by James E. Pierce and is his property. 
Its weight is estimated at twenty-two 
pounds.

ii TUST a little precaution I took,”
0  Pierce explained. “ I knew I 

might be robbed. Nothing especially 
brilliant about the idea, but it was 
too smart for Son Ton. You will find 
my label in all the squares.”

Updike looked at the paper and 
then at Son Ton.

His face remained cold and impas
sive as he said: “ It looks like this
is just what we have been wanting 
for ten years, Son Ton. This piece 
of paper is going to send you where 
you have belonged all this time.”

The face of Son Ton twisted in 
hatred.

He turned, but the four native po
lice had him by the arms. There 
was a click of handcuffs.

Pierce turned to Hoy Ho.
“Your Chinamen are not so smart 

after all, Hoy Ho,” he said with a 
laugh. “ But get busy. You’re the 
only help I have. We have to get 
this shipment to Malaca or there 
won’t be any money to hire addi- 
tional help.”
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PIRATE gold! There’s a sub
ject that will grab the ear of 
red-blooded adventurers any 

day of the week. Loot of the Spanish 
Main—gold and jewels ravished from 
burning merchantmen, their decks 
slippery with the blood of their 
slaughtered crews! Fabulous hoards 
hidden away long years in forgotten 
caches!

What adventurer will not feel the 
blood running faster in his veins 
when he scents such bait?

That’s why Ye Olde Globe Trotter 
thrilled to the core when he read

the remarkable journal by Henry 
Morgan Krech’s pirate ancestor, 
which appears in this issue under 
the title, “We Flew the Jolly Roger.” 
Mr. Krech is dubious about whether 
his ancestor's treasure is still there 
in the cave on Torgue—whether the 
sea has washed away the cave en
tirely, or whether others have long 
since found the place and looted it.

Plenty of Searchers 
But there are plenty of others who 

would jump at this chance to un
cover pirate treasure. Thousands have 
hunted and dug the islands of the 
Spanish Main from end to end in 
their quest for fortunes of this sort, 
and just as Ye Olde Globe Trotter 
finished reading the Krech journal, 
along comes the United States Gov

ernment taking official notice of an
other buried treasure expedition.

The Bureau of Biological Survey, 
which has charge of Blackbeard Is
land, off the coast of Georgia, has 
just granted permission to dig for 
old Blackbeard’s treasure, to a group 
of ten Georgia and Alabama men.

" M e  and th e D e v i l"
Edward Teach, called Blackbeard 

because of his whiskers, terrorized 
the southeastern coast of the U. S. 
after the Revolutionary War, until 
an American naval expedition killed 
him in 1780. His immense treasure 
was supposedly buried on what is 
now called Blackbeard Island.

“ Only me and the devil knows 
where it is, and the one who lives 
the longest gets it!” the pirate boast
ed, when members of his crew tried 
to learn the location of his cache.

Blackbeard Island has been shov
eled over from stem to stern during 
the last hundred and forty years, but 
these latest seekers — hard-headed 
business men, at that—have an in
strument with which they believe 
they can locate the exact spot of the

cache. Maybe they’ll be able to out
wit old Blackbeard and the devil, too.

Blackbeard Island, seventeen miles 
long and four miles wide, located 
about fifty miles south of Savannah, 

(Continued on page 148)
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G R ADUATE O U T  OF A JOB"
“ I n  a l l  t h e  y e a r s  I have known of the 
International Correspondence Schools, I have 
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A business executive made this statement in 
a recent letter commenting on the I. C. S. 
men in his employ and expressing regrets that 
it was necessary to reduce his personnel.

"However,” he added, “ all I. C. S. grad
uates and students will be retained, for I

fully realize their value in my business."'
The reason so many I. C. S. men have jobs 

is because they are trained men! A recent 
investigation into the working conditions of 
1000 I. C. S. students revealed only 10 un
employed. You, too, can be an I. C. S. man.
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been the most important act in the lives of 
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(Continued from page 146) 
belongs to the U. S. Government 
and is used as a bird sanctuary.

Other Treasures
Blackboard's treasure is only one 

of the many fabled hoards which 
constantly lure the adventure seeker. 
Every buried treasure, every sunken 
treasure ship, every lost mine, is 
carefully noted by many a hopeful 
eye, ceaselessly speculated upon by 
many an undiscouraged searcher.

One of the latest of these ambi
tious schemes for recovering lost 
wealth is the curious craft now an
chored in the East River, in New 
York Harbor. Devised by Simon 
Lake, who invented the submarine, 
it is intended to recover the fortune 
lying in the Hussar, a British frig
ate sunk during the Revolution.

Another is the project to raise the 
Islander, Alaskan treasure ship which 
Bank in 1901 with $3,000,000 aboard. 
For two years, and at a cost of 
$200,000, salvagers have been raising 
the ancient hulk which sank off Ad
miralty Island.

Large and Small
It takes money to go in for treas

ure hunting on a scale such as that, 
but for many another Bearch it takes 
only a pick and shovel and a stock of 
grub.

But from the big executive super
vising expensive salvage operations, 
to the lone prospector hunting for 
Red Curly’s treasure in the wilds 
of the Texas Big Bend, they’re all 
the same breed—adventurers one and 
all. More power to them!

Club Full of Them
And, by the way, that’s just the 

sort of gents—and ladies, too—you’ll 
rub shoulders with in the Globe Trot
ters Club. Ye Olde Globe Trotter has 
been telling you folks about the club 
until he’s getting hoarse. This time 
he’s going to sit down and let some
one else do the spieling.

Here’s what a member thinks of the 
outfit:

Dear G lobe T rotter :
I have been reading T H R IL L IN G  A D 

V E N T U R E S  for  a long time but never

paid much attention to  your department, 
thinking it the usual “ L etters from  R ead
ers" department. One day I read your le t
ters and the com m ents from  readers from  
start to finish, and suddenly realized that 
I  had been neglecting  a very  interesting 
and in form ative section  o f  the magazine.

T h e opportunity, through your colum n, 
to  learn o f  other m em bers o f  the G lo b e  
T r o t t e r s  C lu b  who live  in far away places, 
and the possib ility  of corresponding with 
them through their addresses given in your

department, thrilled me. I t  is a splendid 
way o f bringing together red -b looded  men 
in all parts o f  the w orld , and o f  exchang
ing ideas and in form ation  one w ith  another. 
It also affords an opportunity  to  form  
w orth-w hile friendships with these men, 
and I trust that I w ill be able to  make 
many friends in this way.

M y hobbies are an intense love fo r  the 
ou t-o f-d oors, hiking, cam ping, hunting, 
fishing, nature study; learning about people 
and places, chess, stamp co llectin g . I w ill 
w elcom e letters from  G lobe T rotters all 
over the w orld , in English, French or  G er
man. I w ill be happy to  answer letters, to  
exchange stamps, or play chess by corre 
spondence with G lobe T rotters in rem ote 
corners o f  the earth w ho may not have a 
com panion to play with face to  face.

James F. Frank.
3650 South Leavitt St., Chicago, 111.

W a itin g  fo r  Y ou
There you are. Bro. Frank has put 

the proposition in a nutshell. W e’ve 
got a fine crowd of red-blooded, 
thrill-hunting adventurers here; a 
crowd you ought to line up with 
right away if you have not already 
done so.

No, sir—it won’t cost you a cent. 
No dues, no initiation fee. All you 
have to do is clip the coupon which 
you will find on Page 160, fill it in, 
and send it to us with a stamped and 
self-addressed envelope.

W e’ll inscribe your name on the 
membership roll, and send you a 
handsome membership card that will 
identify you anywhere as a Globe 
Trotter. A card just like thousands 
of others that are roaming around 

(Continued on page ISO)
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No More
Whiskey

Drinking
Try IIF1EE

Wives, mothers, 
sisters. It is you 
that the man who 
drinks Whiskey, 
w  Ine or Beer to ex
cess must depend 
upon to help savo 
him from s ruined 
life and a drunk- 

Tha Happy Reunion p d ’s Brave. T r ie  r e e d  fr o m  the 
thousands of men eolne to  ruin daily through 
▼lie bootlegger’s Whiskey, and the horrible stuff 
called home brew from private stills. Once ho 
Bets it in his system he finds It difficult to quit— 
but you can help him. What it has done for 
others is an example ot what It should do for 
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(Continued from page 148)
on the remote edges of civilization.

Better send in your coupon today 
and meet up with some of these in
teresting gents I

Born Scrappers
Speaking of interesting gents, re

minds me that Bob Du Soe, who sure 
knows a heap of them, is on hand 
here with a letter to tell us about 
them—and about his yarn “ Born to 
Fight”, in this issue. Says he:
Dear G lobe T ro tte r :

Som e men are born to  fight. Y ou ’ve 
known them and so have I, and I think you 
w ill agree that their lives are often  crow d
ed w ith thrilling adventures. It was my 
g ood  fortune to  accom pany a group o f  re

cruits for  the F oreign  L eg ion  from  M ar
seilles to  Oran a couple o f years ago, and 
about half o f  them w ere just that kind—  
the sort who w ould rather fight than eat. 
T h ey  had one g lorious free -for -a ll the first 
night out, and it took  the w hole ship’s crew  
to  straighten them out.

A  further p ro o f o f  their love  o f  conflict 
was the array o f  medals and service bars 
that adorned the fronts o f  som e o f their 
ill-fitting khaki tunics. T h ey  represented a 
score o f  battles and a dozen countries, and 
they were bound for  no one knew how  
many more.

T h ere was one in particular, a big, beam 
shouldered, red-headed man, I got a 
glim pse o f during that fight on  the boat 
that was a pleasure to  watch. E very  swing 
o f  his b ig  fist he hit som ebody or som e
thing, and every  time he landed he roared 
w ith  delight. T here was nothing mean or 
m alicious about him. H e fought because 
he thoroughly en joyed  it.

W hen he came in contact with a man 
sm aller than him self, he disdainfully 
pushed him aside with the flat o f  his hand 
and went after som eone nearer his size. 
W hen he was finished with that one, ho 
was through. H e didn't stop to  k ick  him 
in the ribs or  walk on his face, as som e o f 
the others did. He was fighting purely for  
the fun o f  it.

W ell, you can’ t help adm iring a man like 
that, rough and tough though he w as; and 
the m em ory o f  him plagued me to  long  I

(Continued on page 152)
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You, too, can make a positive saving of from 30% to 60% by buying
this more economical way. Learn why Midwest outperforms sets cost
ing up to $200.00 and more. Never before so much radio for so little 
money! Midwest gives you triple protection with: On«-Year Guar- 

Only Midwest Gives You Multi-Flection Dill Foreign Reception Guarantee, Money-Back Guarantee.
3?“ ® J f f .  / K F S i  I ? 50 ADVANCED 1935 FEATURES equalled world-wide broadcasts... 
•$?ei tJmG8’ 1 8 Manv exclusive features include* England, France, Germany, Spain.

an tees that inexperienced persons can se- Separate Audio Generator...Cera- y y g
cure good foreign reception, fend for FREE nnc Coil Forms, etc. Only Mid- SENSATIONAL HIGH FIDELITY RESECTION 
miniature of actual rotating dial which ^ ^ COXerS toS w 1® This bigger. better more powerful, elearer-
elearly shows these outstanding advantages: 2^0 meters (33 Megacycles to 125

arepowerfu 
i. 10-tuberclearly shows these outstanding advantages: ^  meiere W tGO toned, super eeleoUve. 1 0 -tube radio gm

*  2s? B2S-- -and Motors)
3 .  C all lottorsof A m arlean B roadcast Station s  

printed o n  dial an d  lllu m inatod )
$ .  S lo w -F a st. S m o o th -A c tin g  T u ning)
4 .  S tation  G rou p  Locator;
4 .  Sim piifiad  T u n in g  G u ld a  Lights)
4 .  A u to m a tic  S e leet-O -B a n d  Indicator)
T . Illu m in ated  Pointer Indicator) .
•» S ilent Shadow  T u ning— Im p rovem en t o n  * Am erican

M eter T uning)
9 . C entralised  T u n in g .

The Midwest-36- 
page catalog pic
tures a com pie

su cW u lly  tube in even low- “ M R S S t f S a ^ T S i S I I  
powered foreign stations up to bear one more octave—overtones—that 
12,000 miles away with crystal- cannot be brought in with ordinary ra-
clear, loud-speaker r e c e p t i o n .____ g f f l
All 6 Wave Bands enable you to I H i W i S I  •«■!*.V-v I1- * !“ » 
enjoy today's finest High Fidelity 

In addition,
•lice, amateur,

__________ , __r Iane and ship
broadcasts and derive new delight 
and new excitement from un-

tures a complete , .  . . . . . .lino rvf h o a i . t i h . l  A- Increasing costs are sure to result In higher Line Of beautiful, ar- ^ n .  Buy before the big ad-1
tlStlC de luxe con- vanoe... NOW., .while you can take ad van-,

inflection of speech.• a
Taka advantage of 
th a  a m a z in g  3 0 -  
d a y  F R E E  t r ia l  
o ffa r . S an d  fo r  
F R E E  c a t a l o g .

PUU MR1CI WITH U r o U I O M H l

Sole and chassis in tag® of Midwest’s eeneational valuee...no 
m  middlemen's profits to pay. You can order four colors. Wnte „ our 1936 High Fidelity radio from the new 

for new FREE Midwest catalog with as much certainty of mjW /ocatalog todav! eotiafoction asI f  you were to select it in’our 
8  * great radio laboratories. You save 30% to

50% when vou buy this popular way...you get 30 daya 
FREE trial., as Httfa as S5.M down puts a Mid-

Jwest radio in your home. Satisfaction guaranteed 
or money back. Write for new FREE catalog today.

Z W ithou t ob ligation on my p a rt M od 
:  mo your new F R E E  1 9U  ootalau. 
• F R E E  M in io tu ro  E0sl. and com- 
2 t>let« detoita of your liber*! M M U y
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$ 1 2 6 0  to $ 2 1 0 0  Y e a r
TO ST A R T

Net-Women 18 to 50 - "
,  Dept. L -307

*  Rocneeier. N. T.
/  Ruih TREE 11« of U. 8. Govern- 

mem blf pftj LIFE JOBS, 32-pa«« 
took tlrftcrlblni ularlM , hours, wort. 

< 7  Tell me bow to get t position.

STEADY WORK  
Many Winter 
Bum lnatiem  
Eipttttd.
Csaaoi tduattaa , 
■ n u l l )  i i i A c l t D t .  Q
M all Caupaa /
T U i , —  .
BURE '

Name._____
Add-ett.____

RARE PHOTOS t t UiMtrsped and on retouched 
picture* of living autle model* 

to daring poaltlcna. Earh picture Poet Card Rise and on g Icks?

fenei. Send 12 for 15 position a or SI for 10 position* and get FH E E  
5 rcralons of Lora. G ar Llfa In I’ arla. W hat Tommy Raw. 12 Oar 

laore L etten  (read two w ars). Private Tlpe and Tbe Vampire. Bend 
ptainprd envelope for Free C lm jla r
La Roaa. 4 West 15th St., Dept. B-40, New Yort City

LADIES ONLY!
DELAYED? roui
fTAMTLYI Brags w tlu u , aaUWytag n W  

I delays very q®eUy_— is osdy a few 
y ml*! CUARAMYcD—KURE—Mi

B-X MONTHLY RELIEF COM- 
aatore faib) STARTS WORKING IN-

la a m  of ll»  karat, Boat atobtxv*.M1 Vc -boan In i o n  <_ ______  .  A  J  ___  _ . ! Very powfei, ret
afeniNty aafet CUAlUhikile- W Rl  H8RWII I I I  No pain, uMnevrakore, or 
■ l a r f e w M  with d u u es ’  C b m u i s i b U  straagly iw o o u w w W  *
f  aiaad by tbo w n da of grsuf uJ « 
■SNPHk NTI f U M  1M rUm m

dM  by fas _____. . . ________
n »D o a U i Strength. t t  Ott A M A Z I N G L Y  P R O M P T

■ M*il. f b in  —  lift m p p r r  Wl*t»n 1 hnur a l rv m i*  <J orrimr
D-X LAB0RAT0K.ES 1515 E. 60th 8t. N-2 Chlcaflo

E C Z E M A
Also called Tetter* Salt Bhenns, Pruritus, Milk 

Crust. Water Poison, Weeping Skin, etc. 
r n r p  TnT AT Don't neglect It 1 Don’t *lreFREE TRIAL M v.^ ii,,re*,Mt
teed treatment _____ . . .  ____
Ecsraa tufferen their “ First Peal Nlfht’ i 
Write today —a poatal will do. Address

which for SO years has been riving 
■ ■ ............. Put."

DR. CANNADAY. E e n s i  Speciallat.
’ *  8EDALIA, MO.'SS Parti Sgaare

TILLIE and MAC
(KBW STUFF) Peaches and Browning, Dumb Dora, Maggie And 
lligs. Boas and Bubbles. The Oumps. French Stenographer, A 

Dart tolor'a Dream, Ad&xn and Eve, Kip amt Alice, A Model's 
Life, Original- "Night In Paris," Tools and Casper. A Coach

man’ s Daughter, and over 100 more. Also over 70 Daring French 
type pictures, tncl. 18 Actual Photos, Montmartre type of Men and 
Women In various poso3. Also Incl. Women Alone in different posi
tion*. eto , special free with order. "Advice on How to Win at 
Cards," also "Tbe Night Life of Paris" anil some ahoet stories, etc.. 
•Tc. Goods »ent *eal«1. You will receive all of the above. You 
bay tend cash, mono? order or stamp*

SPECIAL: ALL FOR gl.00
PARIS IMPORT CO.

4166 Park Ave. Dept. TH A New York City

(Continued from page 150)
decided to  put him into a story and pass 
him on to you.

B ob  Du Soe.

Based on Real Life 
So that’s how Du Soe gets his life

like characters; they’re not fiction 
creations, but real, red-blooded men 
battling their way through the pages 
of his yarns.

Another character in this issue 
whom you must have spotted as a 
real man is Larry Rainey, in "The 
Deputy from Paint Rock” . Jacland 
Marmur wants to tell us a bit about 
him and the Border country that 
knows him well:
Dear G lobe T ro tte r :

T he B order country in w hich “ The D ep
uty from  Paint R o ck ”  is laid is one o f  the 
m ost fascinating places in  the land, to 
my way o f thinking. W henever it is pos
sible, I hie me dow n there and sit in the 
shade— if there is any shade— and whittle 
while the old-tim ers do the talking.

T here are lots o f  funny things happen 
dow n there, things some fo lk s are inclined 
to  think fantastic. But anyone knowing 
the country, its adventurous background, 
its h istory, and its m ixed population, w ill 
agree that alm ost anything is likely  to  
happen— and generally does. E specially  if  
there’s a T exan  m ixed up in it.

Larry Rainey never intended to be a law 
officer. All he wanted was to get the mur
derer o f  his friend and range partner, 
Steve. T h is he did in the on ly way he 
knew, and he stum bled onto one o f  the 
smartest tricks ever em ployed dow n there 
by greedy outlaws w orking back and forth  
across the B order. H e becam e, in time 
after this, one o f the country ’s best known 
and m ost feared law officers, as a result.

The trick o f which I speak, until its dis
covery  by him, was the cause o f  g rie f to  
law enforcem ent officers along the line for  
plenty long. Until Larry Rainey ’s guns 
found out the truth.

T h ere ’s still p lenty o f  excitem ent to  be 
had along that river by anyone w ho has 
any sort o f  hankering fo r  it at all. A lm ost 
any time. Even if  you  don ’t like w hittling I 

Jacland Marmur.

Just as True to Life 
Characters of quite another sort, 

but just as authentic in their depic
tion, are the deadly river pirates, in 
Captain Kerry McRoberts’ story, 
“The Web of the Green Spider.”  The 
captain knows his Orinoco country, 
and its dangerous denizens, at first 

(Continued on page 154)



FACTS ABOUTNOW 8 CAN TELL YOU THE TRUE

n t l S a ^TovcVcclants ecu; a. ax
S EX IS NO LONGER a mysterious 

sin, mentioned only in the 
conversational gutters— it is the 
m ost powerful force in the world 
and can be made the most beau
tiful. Thanks to  this bravely 
written book , it is n o  longer 
necessary to  pay the awful price 
for one m om ent o f  bliss. Science 
now  lights the path to knowledge 
and lifelong sex happiness.

LOVE M A K IN G  IS A N  ARTI
Are you an awkard novice in the art 

o f  love-making or a master o f  its difficult 
technique ? The art o f  love-making takes 
ekill and knowledge. The sexual embrace 
Q8 practiced by those ignorant o f  its true 
Scientific importance is crude, awkward 
and often terrifying to more sensitive 
natures. Normal sex-suited people are 
torn apart because they lack the knowl
edge that makes for a happy sex life!

6 4  0  P  A l i r N G  P f l Q E t

F R E E ! P H ILO S O P H Y  OF L IFE
This astonishing book, telling 
frankly and clearly the differ
ence in construction and func
tion o f man and woman, is 
Bent without cost to all who 
order “ The New Eugenics’ 'a t 
$1.98. All about the thrilling 
mystery of Sex I FREE 1
PIONEER PUBLISHING CO.

Rad io  C ity
1270 S ixth  A ven u e , N ew Yo rk

^ i t o r a i t c e ;
Sex Facts for Men and Women
Twilight Sleep—'Easy Childbirth
Sex Excesses
The Crime of Abortion
Impotence and Sex Weakness
Secrets of the Honeymoon
Teaching Children Sex
The Dangers of Petting
What Every Man Should Know
The Truth about Masturbation
Venereal Diseases
The Sexual Embrace
How to Build Virility
How to Gain Greater Delight
What to Allow a Lover To Do
Birth Control Chart for Married Women

Philosophy
LIFE

W OULD YOU like to know the 
whole truth about sex? A ll 

o f  the startling facts that even the 
frankest books have heretofore not dared 
to print are explained in clear, scientific 
manner, vividly illustrated, in the revo- 
lutionary book — “ The New Eugenics” # 
Here at last, the naked truth stands forth, 
stripped o f  all prudery and narrow pre
judice. Old fashioned taboos are discard
ed and the subject o f  sex is brought out 
into the bright light o f  medical science 
by Dr. C . S. Whitehead M. D. and Dr# 
Charles A . Hoff, M .D ., the authors!

SEX ATTRACTION!
Sex appeal and sex satisfaction are the 

most powerful forces in your life. To re
main in ignorance is to remain in danger 
o f  lifelong suffering. It is the purpose 
o f  this great book to 6how sex-ignorant 
men and women how to enjoy safely the 
thrilling experiences that are their birth
right. It not only tells you how to attract 
the opposite sex, but also how to hold the 
love of your mate throughout a blissful 
married life*

DANGEROUS!
• • • Unless you 
know the true 
facts about sex!
Ignorance leads 
to shame, des
pair, worry and 
remorse.

D o you know how to add variety to 
our love-making? The most innocent 

_:iss may lead to tragedy if you are 
ignorant o f sex relations.

<1
Will FEAR

grip you on your 
wedding night?
• •. or xvill it be 
the tender, thril
ling experience 
th a t is y ou r  
birthright!

SEND NO MONEY!
You send no money — just fill out the 
coupon below and then when it arrives, 
in plain wrapper, pay the postman $ 1.98* 
Keep the book five days, then if you are 
not satisfied send it back and we will 
refund your money immediately and 
without question. This book NOT sold 
to minors.

~ 9 8  v l v t P  P B C T l l f t E S n
PIONEER PUBLISHING COMPANY 
Dept PH2 1 270Sixth Ave.,1NewYork,N.Y,
Send me the “ The New Eugenics”  In plain 
wrapper. I will pay postman $1.98 (plus post
age) on delivery. If I am not completely satis
fied, I can return the book within five days and 
the entire price will be refunded immedi
ately. Also send me. FREE of CHARGE, 
your book “ The Philosophy of Life” .

—
Address_ -Age___

F o re io n  O rders 10  S h illin gs in  advance
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TILLIE and GUS— Latest Stuff
Also TILLIE and MAC

M orale m  l Jlflfs. Dumb Dora. floss and B u b
bles. Pearhta a n ! Brown 1112 Kr«*nm Htrnot 
rap:ier. A  Bachelor's Drtain, A  M odel'a Life. 
Ailam  m il Etc K id and A lice H arnM  T-«*n 
and Ltllum s, T oou  and Caspar, The Oumpa, 
W ln ula  W inkle. Bus and . Uainev t,.»o
ala n fd  Hpark Plug Boob McNutt and Pearl. 
T lllla  tha Toller. C are-M an  Lore, Chorus G irl 
Lora Turkish Love. Apache Love. Old M aid ’s 
Love. Papa Love. B allon  on Hbora. W hat Toro 
Saw Through the Keyhole. When Hubby 
Comes Horae. W hat the W indow  W asher Raw. 

H la W  and the Icrm su, A Turkish ilaretn, Mexican Iju re , aud HO 
Poappy French Olxl Poaca. 16 French levers* Pictures. French 
M en and Wom en to artlatfc Love P o w . A im  H u la -H u la  I>anc- 
iag GirL A ll the abov# will be sent you prepaid for o o l j  61.00.

8KA-BRKKZK NOVVCLTY HOUHK 
r .  O. Box 1ASA, Now Haven, Conn. D e p t .  G83-10-TC

Q U I T  T O B A C C O
Tha Health Products Company of Kansas City la now offering a 
H E W  ecientIdeally prepared treatment tu aid men and women 
banLsh quickly all desire for a m o k l D i .  c h e w i n g  or snuff.

F n  r -  r - Ttiuuaanda have already proved success of this New 
^  K  Eavy way. W rite today for Frre Booklet. Accept 

wo substitutes. W rite H E A L T H  P R O D U C T 8 C O .. Dept. 330. 
Manufacturer* Exchange B ulW iag, Kaaaai City. Ma.

UJomen! Deldyed?
W hen nature fa lls  use safe reliable M E N S T R U A . So powsrl 
r Q 8 IT IV E L Y  F O R C E S R E M A R K A B L Y  8 P E E D Y  R E S U L T S  In
asany most stubborn unnatural delays, without pain , harm or tneon. 
venlence. Especially recommended where ordinary compounds fa ll, 
as Q U IC K E R  AC TIN G  and much easier assimilated by body. T Y P E  
■O C T O R S  P R E F E R , f'osts os over 3 0 0 %  more than ordinary com 
pounds. bo» eoatv you no more! Ho very costly rarely offered Not a 
r lH . tablet. D O m l-i. P*S>« or I'qfltd. Taatelevv. G U A R A N T E E D  free 
from habit form In* drugs and narco'les. 62.00  Orders ru«hed day 
received in plain sealed box "P R IC E L E S S  IN F O R M A T IO N  TO 
W O M E N " frea with order.
P U R IT Y  P R O D U C T S  C O .. 6023 H A R P E R , D art. 2N3, C H IC A G O .

(Continued from page 1S2) 
hand—in several instances the ac
quaintance was a bit too close for 
comfort or safety, he adds. Here is 
a bit about his yarn:
Dear G lobe T ro tte r :

"T h e  W e b  o f  the Green Spider”  is based 
upon one o f  the most deadly dangers that 
exists in the O rin oco  country, where there 
is about every known danger to  white men. 
Death from  insects, from  fever, from  na
tives, from  jungle beast3 —  all these are 
there. But none o f  them is as deadly to  
the white trader o r  the diam ond hunter as 
the river pirate.

U sually these pirates are half-breed na
tives or renegade whites. T h ey  use the 
natives to help them in their nefarious 
w ork. H idden by the jungle, striking death 
from  the bush, they w ork  with a ruthless
ness that is hardly m atched elsewhere.

Som e years ago there was a w hite r iver 
pirate w ho terrorized the country for  five 
years, using a m ysterious Indian tribe be
lieved to  be descended from  the M ayans 
driven out o f  Yucatan by the Spaniards. 
These Indians held a relentless hatred fo r  
the white men, and the river pirate, using 
their hatred fo r  his ow n ends, terrorized  
the country with robbery  and murder until 
he was finally arrested and k illed by  the 
governm ent police.

T o  weed out these vultures who prey on 
native and white traders alike has proved  
a difficult jo b  fo r  the governm ent forces. 
The wild, untamed jungle offers a hiding 
place that enables one fugitive  to elude a 
regiment o f  searchers. But by stubborn 
work and continuous effort the governm ent 
has done a great deal toward cleaning out 
this country and making it safe for  white 
traders and diam ond hunters.

Captain K erry M cR oberts.

Tomorrow as Today 
These fiction characters with their 

human prototypes we have been dis
cussing are, of course, all taken from 
the world of today. But how about 
the world of tomorrow? How can an 
author pretend to give us real char
acters when his story is laid hun
dreds of years in the future?

Very easily, says Paul Ernst, who 
contributes “ Sublevel Seventeen” to 
this issue; and here is how he does it:
Dear G lobe T ro tte r :

I f  there is one thing we can be fairly  
certain o f  in a changing w orld  it is that 
science w ill 6 0me day give us m ore beauti
ful c ities in w hich to live saner lives. That 
the c ities  w ill be radically  different from  
those o f  today is sure, though whether they 
w ill be like Zarbola , the city  described in

(Continued on page 156)



BEWARE THE 
R U P T U R E

THAT “DOESN’T 
BOTHER MUCH”

Suction-Cell Retainer 
is the newest invention 
for rupture. No bulk, 
no slipping. Holds and 
lets Nature heal where 
possible.

as a Feather
R u p t u r e !

An Ohio Scientist is now helping Nature rescue thou
sands of rupture victims. No more cruelty. No more 
cumbersome contraptions of ancient times. His new 
appliance works without embarrassing bulk, without leg 
straps or springs or bars or leather. You will be aston
ished at its tiny size, its revolutionary coolness and con
venience. His test offer actually includes an extra appli
ance sent to you without a cent of extra cost. Mail 
coupon today for the most astounding rupture informa
tion you ever read. It is Free and will come in plain cover.

fO W  rupture victims can abandon the 
needless pain and discomfort o f many 

torturous trusses. Science has at last de
veloped a tiny comfortable appliance o f 

tremendous interest for every rupture sufferer. This 
device is called “ New Science Retainer.”  It has been

Think what the above words promise, not only in new 
comfort and immediate relief, but also the possibility 
o f ultimate FREEDOM! No system like this ever devised! 
At last, comes sensible relief. Pleasant. Solid comfort, 
Natural way.
Reasonable in price. And you don’t need to wait forever 
for results!

developed and perfected as a result o f having made 
more than a million rupture appliances. W ith it comes 
an astounding natural help for putting real strength 
into the abdomen, so as to aid Nature in preventing 
recurrence o f rupture.

GET FREE OFFER
Send no money. Just mail coupon and you will receive 
our newest book about rupture, and our attractive bona- 
fide offer of special appliance without extra cost, yours tc. 
keep if you keep the Retainer, all in plain packet.

Results with New Science Retainer are often so re
markable, so quick, so simple that you, too, may marvel. 
It has no leg straps. Its unique pad expands and con
tracts as easily as your own flesh. W hen you walk, 
run, bend, or exercise it tends to squeeze itself, not the 
part o f your body it rests against. It is so entirely 
lacking in bulk and weight that even some ruptured 
men’s wives have not known about it.

PERSONAL GUARANTY
New Science Retainer must give the results that you 
expect or you simply return it. If your rupture is not 
actually and positively reduced in size during the free 
trial we allow, send it back and demand the return of 
your deposit as agreed. If 30 days’ trial are not enough, 
write us and we will extend the time tq 00, 00 days, or. 
even four months if you desire.

NEW SCIENCE INSTITUTE
1130 New Bank Building Steubenville, Ohio

| T e w  s c ie n c e  i n s t i t u t e ,
I 4130 New Bank Bldg., Steubenville, Ohio.

Without obligation or a penny of coat to me. send free special 
rupture book, BIO offer of extra appliance, etc., by next mail in 
plain packet. 1 am ruptured.

!

L1 ....................................... . ..............  |
(Print address and be sure of reply)
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ANY PHOTO ENLARGED
H n l d l l l H l i M  •r.mrflNr If « • -  • Irtd . S&me prloe for fu ll lwurth or 
t a t  form . tr o u ** . Unrterapm . pot 
anim als. e tc -  o r  oaL-vrseiocow o f  an y  
p a r t of group picture. Bole return of 
orfglB&l p h oto  gunrentccd.

SEND NO M ONEY

>MIITUDIOt,tx «.— . ..o . K-P—t. n5r, Cl̂ c—.

DON'T BE CUT
Until Y ou  Try T h is 

W o n d t r l W  T r M t n w R t

fo r  pile Buffering. IT you hay* pllo* In 
any form  write for  a FREK aampl* o f 
Page'* Pile Tablet* and you will blesa 

the day that you read thle. W rit* today. E. R. 
Pas* Co., Z846-J Page Bldg^ Marahalt, Mich.

IS E P I L E P S Y  C U R A B L E ?
Detroit le d j  find* complete relief for hueband. Special
ists home and abroad fnlled. All letter* answered. 

MRS. OEO. DEltfPSTFB,
Apt. ZZ, 0900 Jjifayette ISlvd. West, Detroit, Mich.

ONE WOMAN TO ANOTHER
L A D IE 8 END PA IN  AND D EL A Y  N O W . Don't be 
Demoui or alarmed when nature falls. Get a married 
woman's dependable secret. 1 positively guarantee* my 
auccosifuI “ Special Relief Compound'' is designed 
to ACT QUICKER THAN PILLS OR TABLETS of 
asms lagrtrtleru* ComiKiumied of vegetable enracts 
asetl by pliyslclans and nurses more U.aa 25 yean. 
Women report rtdlsf In a few day* without pain or 
inronvenlenrs from lung siandlns abnormal delays. 

Wonderful testimonial* Mrs. W. : **I was delayed for nine weeks. 
Had s natural flow In 3 day* ”  Mr* C : ” 1 w n about all weeks 
past. In 5 days 1 was O. K ."  Mrs. U. ? "Delayed three weeks 
Mooses started on 4th day Simple as A B C. to take." Don’ t ex. 
■erlMsnt or suffer unnecessarily. Bend for this proven remedy today 
T A 8 T  S E R V IC E  Regular package. $2.00. Special Formula No. 2 
for lonyef tuw lta f conditions. SS.OO. Private information from a 
married woman with ordor Literature FRE E. M A R T H A B E A S L E Y . 
Box 22. Northwestern Btatlin, Dept. 2(0. Detroit. Michigan.

H o l l y w o o d ' s  Secrel

I
Don't be embarrassed by 0 V E R -S E N 8 IT IV E N E 8 8 ! M ain
tain that C O N TRO L, that S T A Y !N O  quality all men desire. 
Use genuine R E T A R D E X  E X T E R N A L L Y — It soothes. RE- 
T A R D S Uie enaatioo. Men everywhere who have used 
R E T AR D E X  find e real surprise in the effort. Perfectly 
H A R M L E S S . 40 applications, $1. Bent prepaid In a plain 
wrapper with full Instruction*. ,or C .O .D ,, $1.15. Hollywood 
Hjnlenle Prod. la c .. Dept. A . id. Drawer C. Hollywood, Cal.

R A R E  P H O T O S , B O O K LE T S
F<* AJulis Qnly Eacn Ilook differently Illustrated. Tllle & Mack; 
Magge 4k Jlggi. Toota A Caspar ; Harold Tenn, Winnie Winkol A 
Moon M ullens. Also entirely NTJD1 picture unrelouched. post card 
sire. In appealing & daring positions. All 8 Hooks and 4 pictures 
far $1 or • Books A  15 pictures for $2.
AM O R N O VE LTY C O .. H  Fifth A re .. D eft. B -3 * . N. Y . City

“COME BABY
Lot’s 'Step Out’ ”

I f a  G R E AT  to have the real for fullest enjoyment of living! D on ’t 
faal or act old before your time! L ife 's richest g tfis : Health, S u c
cess, Love, 1’ opularily come to MEN’ and W O M E N  who are 
P H Y S IC A L L Y  and M E N T A L L Y  Fit. I f  rou are R U N -D O W N , 
“ under p a r " and lack fullest abundance of your normal powers. 
If discouraged or lack of Joyful Interest In L IF E  then try 
P R IN C E S S  A N N E  S T IM U L A T 0R 9. AstonLahed users report greet 
benetltsl For Men and Women of all sees. Results positively 
guaranteed or money refunded. Designed Tor powerful wholesome 
stimulation yet absolutely safe, harmless, containing nothing habit 
forming. Price: Regular $2 00 (C O. D .. $2 .15). Special Foanula  
ronta!nlng a gland Ingredient, dcelgned to quickly tone up weak 
organs, $2 00. PR IN C ESS A N N E  C 0 .»  Dept. T F I4 . Baltimore, 
Md. 1(C) F. A. Co. 1911]%

(Continued from page 154)
"Sublevel Seventeen,”  no one can say; the 
details o f  future life  on earth lie beyond 
prophecy.

H ow ever, there is one part o f  future 
m etropolitan life  that can be foreseen 
easily and exactly. That is, the nature o f  
the humans w ho w ill inhabit the new cities.

Designs o f  stone and glass and metal 
fabrication w ill change, but not human na
ture. N o matter how  advanced existence 
in the future may becom e, there w ill al
ways be a criminal element ready to  wreck 
civilization  for power, and there w ill al
ways be some master criminal ready to 
lead in the wreckage. As a corollary, there 
will always be a few  able men on the side 
o f  law and order, as a rule unheralded and 
unsung, who w ill stand ready to  give up 
their lives in an effort to keep organized 
crim e at bay.

In an advanced civilization  such as the 
w orld w ill some day inevitably reach, in
vention w ill provide terrific potentialities 
for  evil as w ell as fo r  human benefit. It  
hat always interested me to speculate on 
what might happen when the known factor 
o f unchanging human nature is thrown into 
a highly com plex locale like Zarbola. I ’ve 
done it many times in day dream s: placed 
the same old  human animal in surroundings 
fit for  the gods, and then watched to  see 
if he made hash o f his life  with his glitter
ing scientific toys.

In “ Sublevel Seventeen”  I  have mixed 
the known element o f human ambition with 
the unknown, imagined possibilities o f a 
pow er-w orld vastly superior to our w orld 
o f today. W hether the resulting explosion 
is probable, I leave it to the readers o f  
T H R IL L IN G  A D V E N T U R E S  to judge.

Paul Ernst.

P ro and Con
You fellows certainly have taken 

to these true features we’ve been run
ning lately. Each of the feature 
articles has brought in a sheaf of in
teresting and highly intelligent let
ters discussing the pros and cons of 
the subjects.

Here is a reader who was inclined 
to doubt Captain John Powers’ story 
of his trip into Yucatan—until he 
found verification in his own library!
Dear G lobe T rotter :

The story which attracted me above all 
others in your D ecem ber issue is that by 
Captain John P ow ers called “ The Garden 
o f Eden.”

W hen I first read this story I suspected 
it o f  being fiction disguised under the label 
o f  a true adventure. H ow ever, on reading 
the account o f  the author as given in the 
G lobe T rotter  colum n, my suspicions be
came allayed and m y interest was revived 
to such an extent that I  reread it. I theta
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found m yself partly believing it. Still 
greatly intrigued by its bizarreness and 
oddity, I decided to check up on gome o f 
the facts mentioned in it.

In my possession I have a set o f  books 
called "T ravels in Central Am erica, 
Chiapas, and Yucatan,1' by John L. Stephen. 
These books are little known, being pub
lished in 1860. U pon looking through them 
I found several things which seemed to

substantiate the account o f  Captain P ow 
ers. Am onjj these are m entioned: the hos
tility  and jealousy o f the Indians, the re
mains o f the great A ztec  culture, the vast 
unexplored sections o f the country, and, 
most surprising of all, the worship of a 
white god or group o f  gods by the Aztecs.

T h is last statement makes one wonder 
at the possibility  o f  there actually being 
a “ Garden o f Eden”  as described in the 
story. Despite several other strange and 
seem ingly im possible things in the story, 
I am now in full support o f  it. I expect 
to  visit Yucatan in the near future, and 
would like to get in touch with Captain 
Pow ers, if  you can give me his address.

Tucker Gougelmann. 
N ew  Rochelle , N. Y.
As a protection to our writers, we 

cannot supply their addresses, but Ye 
Olde Globe Trotter is always glad 
to forward to them any letters you 
may send in care of THRILLING 
ADVENTURES.

How About Compressed Air? 
Captain Hoyt’s story of Easter 

Island was another which gripped 
the interest of the Globe Trotters. 
I’ve heard from several who have 
been to Easter Island themselves and 
seen the monoliths. And here is one 
who thinks he has found a flaw in 
the captain’s yarn:
Dear G lobe T ro tter :

Being much interested in physics and 
not possessing much imagination— or too 
much, as the case may be— I disagree with 
certain points in Captain H oyt’s story  of 
Easter Island. Captain H oyt’s story was 
w ell written and I  certainly wanted to be
lieve it, but I found a big error.

H is big mistake was in saying that com 
pressed air from  the sliding monolith 
b l e w  out the ro o f o f the cavern. D oesn’ t 
it B eem  to you that enough com pressed air 

(Continued on page 158)

Do You Realize Th e

POWER:
that Hypnotism will Give Youl
A rr y o u  aware th a t  h yp n otic  p o w er  lie s  d or*

, mant in all o f  ms, . ,  in  y o u ?  You have com plete  
con tro l  over anyoneundcryour hypnotic power.^ 
they mast say anything. . .  Sell anything. . .  da anything 
that you command- Think what that means l 
•  The ancient, astounding art of hypnotism is no longer • 
mystery conquered only by • few. It is NOW  In your power 
to draw people to yon..  .to hold them spellbound by your 
magnetism . . .  to make them obey your eretj wish t 

HTPNOTIZI AT A  GLANCE <
G Hypnotism Is surprisingly simple m  described In this 
scientific text book. You learn how to hold sn audience 
enthralled.. .  how to Influence difficult business associates... 
how to apply hypnotic suggestion to the art of selling...bow 
to become a leader among men, s social success.
9  Would you like to read the innermost thoughts of your 
loved one^to influence those thoughts? You can, with a little 
practice and the knowledge contained in Dr. Cook's book. 

A  FEW OF THE SUBJECTS
Seff-Anoesthesto 
Affairs of the Heart 
Anlisal Magnetises 
HvDBOtisw A Disease 
Popularity A Success 
Overcoming Bod Habits 
Betraying the Emotions

Ante-Suggestion A 5effing 
Changing Others’ Opinions 
Mind Reading 
Overpowering Enemies 
Fascination 
Clairvoyaaee 
Post-Hypnotle Suggestion

P U C r i  That startling aid to hypnotism “The 
r K B E f  Hypnotic Eye" included F R E E !

B  Mafl the coupon today, to  Pioneer Publishing Co* 
1270 Sixth Ave., N Y C. Money back if not satisfied.

N O W  O N L Y  S I . 00
SEND FOR IT TODAYI
PIONEER PUBLISHING CO.
Dept. 214-II 1270 Sixth Avense

KodleCitv New York, N.Y
Gentlemen: Bend toe rtror book "Praatieal 

Lessons In Hypnotism" by return mail. In* 
dod* FRBB copy of the "Hypnotic Eye . 
1 have Indicated by eheek belaw how I wish
shipment mn.de.
Q Enekmed find 11 .Ml U  Send C.O.D. I wfll

Bend me book aB pay yostman $L(M
•barges prepaid. pi as poctaga-

N  amt.

A d d ress_
Orders from Foreign Cwnfm $1.25 In Advance
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D EA FN ES S  IS M ISER Y
5  M m t  people with U i t i v a  hearma mad 

Head N o n a  enicr C o a m n a b o a . M o n a ,
C W ch  «nd Ratio. b«CMM t h e r m  
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booklet end n m e  I tt te n tn t  o f  r \ / •  
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Quit Using Tobacco!
WrMp ror Free Booklet end Lean H ow . 
Bnedta O u r u t e e d  or Money ftafasdad. 

M W V L L  P H A R M A C A L  C O M P A N Y  
M i  Clayton S t a t i o n  At. I

M E N 'S  S P E C I A L !
New Cartoon Booklets; New Cartoon Cards; Just Out— 
16 Snappy Girl Model*, porfeard *lxe; Wow 1 19*6 Scan
dals: Mangle *  Jigg* : THlle A Mae: *2 Freneh-type Girl 
photos: 1* Hot Lose Letter* ; 1* Lively pictures of yonna 
couple before A after marriage: 2 Spicy Cartoon Book*, 
illustrated. And morel ALL FOB 60c (money order.) 
Surprise Pack, *1.00.

T. A. WTNKLER
831— 14th STRE E T B B O O K L flf, N EW  YORK

For Reader* W ho Are Mechanically 
Inclined

SCIENCE— INVENTION 
PROGRESS—MONEY-MAKING

HUNDREDS OF HELPFUL, 
IN T E R E S T IN G  A R T IC L E S !

15c A T ALL STANDS

L O N E L Y ™ ™ ,;
Join our Club. World’* 
Greatest Social Ex- 

Bureau. Happineat'rawaita 
you, correspondent* every where, seeking congenial mates. 
Quick results. Confidential service. Particular* FREE. 
STANDARD CLUB. Bo* 607-1. GRAYSLAKF. ILLINOIS

READ
G r ip p in g  M y s t e r y  a n d  M u r d e r  S t o r i e s  in

THRILLING DETECTIVE
10c A t  A l l  S ta n d s  E v e r y  M o n th

(Continued from page 157) 
to b low  the cabin up, with thousands o f  
tons o f  sea water on top o f  it, w ould cer
tainly have blow n the statue out o f  the 
mouth o f the cave instead o f a llow ing the 
m onolith to fall into it?

In  other w ords, the m onolith, after com 
pressing a small amount o f  air, w ould 
stop sliding on  account o f  air pressure 
against it. Perhaps Captain H oyt can ex 
plain it, but until he does I ’m afraid I must 
remain a doubting Thom as.

Be that as it may, I ’m for  T H R IL L IN G  
A D V E N T U R E S  one hundred percent, and 
if other G lobe T rotters  can knock a hole 
in my argument— hop to it ; I  can take it.

Jack E. Smith.
K irkw ood, M issouri.

All right, Globe Trotters—any of 
you physics sharks want to take up 
the cudgels for Captain Hoyt?

Fresh Water Pearls
And while you are handing out the 

information, perhaps some of you can 
set this Globe Trotter on the right 
track. He’s calling for information 
from the outfit:
Dear G lobe T ro tte r :

F or a g ood  many years I have been in
terested in prospecting fo r  fresh-w ater 
pearls. Perhaps som e mem ber o f  the G lobe 
T rotters can give me additional in form a
tion on this subject, and possibly jo in  me 
on a prospecting trip.

Fresh-water pearls are found in mussels, 
which are also called clams. T h ey  are 
found in m ost o f  the fresh-water lakes and 
streams throughout the U. S. Genuine 
pearls bring a good  price, and there is 
always a ready market for  them.

There are many streams in T exas and 
southern parts o f Louisiana and F lorida, 
where you cou ld  prospect all winter. I b e 
lieve two could  make fair m oney by w ork 
ing as they w ould at a regular job . And, 
besides, the jo y  o f  cam ping out and being 
in the open w ould be w orth  a great deal 
to anyone.

I am single, twenty-five years o f  age, 
and w ould like to hear from  anyone, young 
or old, who would be interested in a p rop o 
sition  o f this sort.

S ilver Lake, Texas.
A . H . Marshall.

MAGGIE and JIGGS
f l l l l a  and M i a  Dumb Dora. B o m  and Bubble*. Peaches and 
Brrwnfng A  French ? tm ocraphar. A Bachelor's Dream. A  M o l -  
•l‘ i  LU*. Adam and Tint. K ip  and Alice, Harold Teen and L ll-  
luiuft. Toots and Casper. The Gump*. W innto W inkle  Oua and 
Gusalo. Barney Gooftle u id  Spark P lu*. Boob M cN utt and P e a r l  
T llllo  the Toller A Broker * B len ofiaph ej. Mabel with The Old 
F iddler. The U nfaithful W ife. W h a t the Janitor Saw In A rtist's  
Btudto A Strip Poker Card O a m i. A  Salea-Lady and a Scotchman  
T h e iceman On the Look-Oat. The Butler and The Miser* Takhir  
Her Morning Exerclae. Also 32 Hlghgrade glossy photne of Naughty 
French Poses French Men and W om en In French Style Lore 
floenea. A  h o  Wom en atone, in different pome. And 8  Photos of 
B eautifu l French Models with beautiful form*. In Daring posea taken 

A ll the b« 8<,nt w u  prepaid for only I L t f .
C A R R A N O  S A L E S  O © ., Hew Havre, Conn. Dept* © W -| 0 *T P .

The Butcher, The Baker—
Time now for a few of the Globe 

Trotters to stand up and introduce 
themselves. Take a look around at 
the outfit— they’re all here: the 
butcher, the baker, the candlestick- 
maker, and loads of others besides. 
When you sit down with this gang 
you never know who your neighbor
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is going to be or what romantic pur
suit may be his means of livelihood.

Here’s a flyer who wants to get 
better acquainted with the Globe 
TrotterB.
D ear G lobe T ro tte r :

I am twenty-three and have been ram
bling around fo r  som e time. A t present, I 
hold a transport p ilo t ’ s license and am 
barnstorm ing around my own country a 
bit.

I have been, fo r  the past tw o years, mak
ing m y beans by flying. The ground co v 
ered has been from  Great Bear Lake, in 
Canada, to E agle Pass, on the M exican 
B order. F or  tw o years before  that I sailed 
in the " f o ’c ’ sle”  o f  freighters and tankers. 
I  have rounded the H orn and know  quite 
a bit about South Am erica and the W est 
Indies.

I am a qualified sharpshooter and have 
been on an expedition  up the Para River, 
in Brazil. L et ’ s hear from  you, and if any 
o f  you have any questions about flying, 
shoot them along.

Pueblo, C olorado. B ill Campbell, Jr,
A m b itio u s  A . B.

Next comes an able seaman, who 
thinks that he might fit well in some 
Globe Trotter’s high school:
Dear G lobe T ro tters :

I have been knocking around the w orld 
fo r  the past five years on freights, tramp 
steam ers, and a foot. I t ’s useless to  attempt 
to  name the num erous ports I ’ ve been in 
during those five years.

A t this time I ’m an A . B. on the beach
(Continued on page 160)

I nti i i t J 0 1
ELECTRICITY
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Tell me how you will flu tru e my iralDinc at I 
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F R A N C IN E  C O M P A N Y ,
210 Fifth Ava. Suite 1102 Dept. B -3 . Naw York City

L I S T  OF M E M B E R S
The Globe Trotters’ Club

(Continued from Lost Month)
Audley Fish, 8957 Fifth 8t., Struthcra, Ohio.
Joseph C. Urban, 56 Hayward PI., Wellington. N. J. 
Morrill O. Boggs. 715 W. Eureka St.. Lima. Uhlo. 
Raymond Thomas, Box 88. R. R. 1. Cape Fair, Mo. 
William Kramer. 2338 Newbold Ave., New York. 
Herbert Standeven, Wickford. R. I.
B. J. Sparks. 127 S. Bouldin St.. Baltimore.
Joseph Ciuipi, 214 E. lG8th St.. N. Y.
Bill Shockley. Freeport ltd., Blawnox, Pa.
Jogcph Kotlarakl, 70.5 High St., Central Kalla, R. L 
Kenneth Stuart, 69 Main St., Stonybrook. Nv r. 
Richard W. Pollen, 3637 E. Broadway. Loitg Beach. 

Calif.
Benard Heath. 610 West 152nd St., N. Y. C.
Floyd LcRoy Baker, 5628 Kendall Ave., Los Angeles. 
Roy Adams. 714 Cornell Dr.. Dayton. Ohio.
Bam Berger. 800 W. 66th St.. Los Angeles, Calif. 
Nicholas Tomporia. 20 Hampden St., Worcester, Maas. 
Hester E. Martin, 83 Broadway. Lancaster, N. Y.
Carl O. Yeager. Hillsboro. Ohio.
Forrest K. Seran, 76 Thompson St., Salem. N. J. 
Adolphe de Castro, 68 W. 72nd St., New York. 
George E, DcVoe. 4150 Oak St., Kansas City, Mo. 
Bud Mellers, 808 So. 2nd St. and San Jose, Calif. 
James Goffery. 140 Foxall St.. Brooklyn, N. Y,
Mathew Apt, N. Fulton St., Armada, Mich.
Milton Facr, 241 S. 3rd St., Brooklyn, N. Y.
James F. Frank, 36.r>0 S. Leavitt. Chicago.
Frank Singer, 646 E. 28tb St., Erie, Pa.
Bob Welch, 1114 Halpln Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio. 
Chester De Priest, 2646 Lcraay, Detroit, Mich.

Get the Low-Down on Modern Youth /  

Read

SNAPPY  —  BREEZY  —  PEPPY

COLLEGE LIFE
100 Paj^es o f  Am erica ’s Best W it and Humor 
—  Realistic, Fast-M oving Short Stories —  
COLLEGE LIFE is the last word in sophis
tication and the best quarter’s worth on 
the stands today!

T H E  M Y S T E R Y  S E X  J s L , ?
Read about (be unbelievable love* and pawiona of these half men—  
half woRUMi. An expose o f thetr air amt e p rarticn . 02 pages. 
M ailed In plain envelope. Adult.* onlv Prlaa 30c postpaid. 
F E D E R A L  S A L E S  CO. Box 5 44 0 . India tape 11 a, la d .

CONTROLS ffVl.Td
Amazing treatment drivea disease out of Rload. Use K at borne. 
Proved for over 60 y ea n . Whatever tbe eauta. however far advanoad, 
write for F R E E  Book.
JO H N  S T E R L IN G  R E M E D Y  C O .. Dapt. 33. K U M I  City. Mg.
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V O O D O O - E R O S________________________________________ Dr. F R A N K  B R Y K

Sex Life of the African Savages 
Revealed in Startling Detail

Innormost wcrrta , dullest exotic pncticss of the sboriz- 
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bargain* lo other amatory curlosa. Mall coupon NOW to 
Dept. TFM.

AMERICAN ETHNOLOGICAL PRESB. Inc.
M  Fifth Avenue, New York
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N am e................................................................................ A fe ............
Address....................................................................................................
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ASTHMA
m a i l e d
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satisfied, aead U ;  I f  
not, It'e  P r e e . W rite  
fo r  treatm ent today. 
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For delayed or Irregular periods use Dr. Rogers' 
great aucceealul Belief Compound. A C T S  Q U IC K L Y . 

Believes many long stubborn unnatural delays in two to Are days 
without barm, pain or inconvenience. Mrs. 8 . ,  A la ., writes; "H a d  
ml wed two raontha A fter a few dosea It started "  M m . W ..  N . Y  
"W ith in  two dsyi l had splendid resu lts ." D on 't suffer or be us* 
certain. 8«nd today for thla amaxlny doctor'a remedy. Full strength, 
$ t ;  two boxes 13.50. Famous T rlp le -X  Regulator, specially com 
pounded for vary obstlnato cases 55 Rent sam e day order received 
S E N D  2 So FOR T R IA L  8 I Z E . *101110818 Talk to W o m e n " free.

ROGERS R E M E D IE S . F -3 7 . 4303 Cottage Grove, Chicago.

Feel O ld ? I Try This
GUARANTEED
TREATMENT

fo o l  ran down, lack pep, vigor, vitalityf Do you wish the Joys 
of former years! You will be amazed at the results made poMlble 
with G L A N N U X — s remarkable preparation made up of Ingredient* 
endorsed by physicians In restoring activity to weakened eland* 
and stim ulating nerve centers. Thousands of aatlstled users Sent 
In plain wrapper, postpaid foe 12.00 cash, ov C . O . D . plus pottage. 
Satisfaction guaranteed.
T H E  W A L T E N  C O M P A N Y . Box 335, Station D . 81. Joaeph, Mo.

Application for Membership

T he G lobe T rotter,
T H R IL L IN G  A D V E N T U R E S .
22 W est 48th St.,
New Y ork  City.

I wish to be enrolled as a member 
o f the G lo b e  T r o t t e r s  C lu b . I am in
terested in adventure and w ill en
deavor to answer all questions asked 
me by other m em bers regarding the 
places with which I am familiar.

(P rin t name pla in ly)

Address ............................................... ..

C ity .........................................  S tate ............

M y hobbies are .........................................

.........................................................  A g e . . . .
T o  o b t a i n  a  m e m b e r s h i p  c a r d ,  o n d o n  

1 * 3 5  a  » e l f - a d d r n o s e d  s t a m p e d  e n v e l o p e

(Continued from page 159)
pending the outcom e o f the seamen’s 
strike. I ’d like to hear from  anyone who 
cares to drop me a line.

I ’m planning to attend high school next 
year, and I w ould like to  get som e dope on 
som e small, inland tow n where I  can finish 
my neglected education.

Fred Drawhom.
S ailor ’s Snug H arbor,
P rovidence, R. I.

And an Adventurous Musician 
All roughnecks in the Globe Trot

ters, you think? No, sir — we’re a  
cosmopolitan outfit, numbering mem
bers of the professions as well as 
those in more adventurous callings. 
Perhaps you’ve never considered mu
sicians as especially adventurous. 
Maybe you’ll change your mind after 
reading what this musical Globe 
Trotter has to say:
Dear G lobe T ro tte r :

I am a m usician and, though on ly twenty 
years o f  age, I have been playing piano 
since I was seven. Perhaps som e o f  my 
fe llow  G lobe T rotters may think it odd fo r  
one so devoted to  music to  be as intensely 
adventurous as I am, but I can certainly 
say that my interest in m usic gave an added 
impetus to my yen for  danger, rom ance 
and the faraway places.

W h o can listen to the enchanting "B o l
ero,’ ’ by Ravel, w ithout feelin g  restless and 
conjuring up visions o f  the intriguing 
country o f  Cuba which the com position  
suggests? Or an exotic  Algerian suite, sug
gestive o f  life  in a land where danger lurks 
at every turn?

I ’m anxious to  correspond w ith any ad
venturous soul who cares to  write.

John J. Zabel.
917 N. M ilwaukee St.,
M ilwaukee, W is.

Add an Egg Expert 
No need to go hungry in this out

fit, either—not while we have such 
artists of the skillet as this epicure:
Dear G lobe T ro tte r :

P lease edge over a little  and let me 
squeeze in around your campfire. I imagine 
I ’m fairly  capable o f  qualifying fo r  admis
sion. I once fried an egg on the steel deck 
o f  an o il tanker going  through the Panama 
Canal. But I didn't eat the poor thing, 
though 1 have o ften  eaten as bad in som e 
o f your Seventh Avenue C offee P ots w ith
out the benefit o f  having engineered the 
feat m yself. M y five years in N ew Y ork  
C ity  failed to  con v in ce  me that you guys 
know how  to  fry  an egg properly.

While I have set foot in a dozen foreign 
countries, I’m afraid there is very little I 
could tell anyone that would be education-
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•1 or Inspiring. I  could 6et them right on 
where to  find the saloons and w aterfront 
joints, all r igh t; and could warn them to 
carry an ample supply o f  F lit in to the 
underw orld o f  E urope or A sia to ward off 
the minutia that w elcom es the foreign er 
there. Yetdi, I cou ld  do that much, and, 
in conclusion , if  you  w ill listen  to a horse
shoe that has seen plenty o f  nails, let me 
say most solem nly and m ost earnestly that: 
Adventure is a beautiful god to worship 
but a dangerous one to fo llow .

D avid G. M urrell.
W ilm ington, N. Carolina.

Next Month’s Issue
Now, all you Globe Trotters, don’t 

forget to gather around the festive 
board next month for some real fic
tion treats!

The March number gets off to a 
flying start with Norman A. Daniels' 
great complete book-length novel— 
SEALED ORDERS — which takes 
you to Darjeeling as you follow an 
intrepid American hero through 
pulse-stirring conflict and breathless 
adventure on a perilous mission! It’s 
a knockout yarn from start to finish!

And then—Major George F. Eliot’s 
colorful novelette of forbidden cities 
of the Orient, THE BLUE SULTAN, 
which races with action, suspense and 
excitement from start to finish.

Besides, many other novelettes and 
stories—by such ace authors as Arthur 
J. Burks, Harold F. Cruickshank, and 
George Allan Moffatt. 164 pages of 
the most gripping fiction you ever 
read! And another long talk with 

—THE GLOBE TROTTER.

F o r  E x c i t i n g  S tories o f  th e  W e s t ,  R e a d

THRILLING WESTERN
JOc at A l l  S ta n d s  E v e r y  M o n th

TH ER E IS A SW E E T H E A R T  W AITIN G  
FOR YOU :

L et u« help you find the lonely heart t in t  treks your friendship. 
Ladles and Gentlemen every where found true romance through our 
exaluiive club Healed particular! free. W rite ua today. TH E  
C O R R E S P O N D E N C E  L E A G U E , P . 0 .  Box 3 J 8 T L , W eroM ter. Maas.

LLOW THIS MAN

F r e e
■olsacy ia  yit w  PrtaS Mreeet a thnega. 

be m d | Se bora on '

Mem ber*

LONESOME?
Lei me arrange a roman tie correspondence for 

# you. Find yourself a sweetheart thru America's 
foremost select social correspondpoc dub. A friend- 
L,~ letter society for Ionely ladies and gentlemen. 

CONFIDENTIAL b trod actions by letter: 
ontinuoos terries. 1 hart made thousands of 

happy—why not yen? Write far FREE sealed partarwlara.
BOX m * JACKSONVILLE. FLORIDA

SAVE 5 0 %
Write today tor KKKSI 
Mall Order price Met of 
Sanitary Necessities of 

all kinds for men and women. (Joous sent In plain 
sealed enve lope , postage paid t>y as.
P. O. B O X  91, W ept. D - l l ,  H am ilton , O n tario

D on't be illsrouraged nr ilarrard when 
nature f i l ls  vou. Too can now depend 
on our new O. J. O. R E L IE F  C O M 
P O U N D  (a Periodic Regulator) double 
atreugth. Often relieves unnatural Ir
regularities. discan rag In* cases of long 
overdue delays generally relieved very 
quickly. Absolutely nat dangerous. N #  
Inconvenience. Highly recommended and  
used If? thousands of women for relief. 

W e guarantee to ship orders same day received In plain wrapper, 
sealed. Bend Vi 00 box. double strength: 3 for $5 00. Triple 
strength $5 00 Trial size. 55c. Don’ t delay, send order. FREB  
Booklet. A personal message to you
0 .  J. 0 .  M E D IC A L  C O .. D tp». 2 2 1 -W . 1434 N . W ells . Chicago

BEWITCH OTHERS E 3
*ul lore control Recuro clever woman’s private method* (confiden
t s !) .  Get secret charm. Revealing book. Introducing you to new 
•ower. only 10c (aealed).

G A R D IN  C O .. D E P T . 3282. B O X  332. G . C . A . ,  N E W  Y O R K

BOOKS on
CORPORAL PU niSH m cnT

R«EiariKibU «1orioa of Whipping* Inflicted on both 
sexes. disclosing the strango grip the Rod has had on 
man and women since iho beginning of Time.

Also many other curious and absorbing volumes 
on strango amatory customs and practices.—unabridged^ 
privately printed and unusually Illustrated.

ILLUSTRATED bootUf. handsomely printed. deeerfeine that# 
volume* in greet detail, sent tree In sealed envelope to responsible 
aduila only. Send atamp Stela 09a  Postcards kjnered.

T N S  G A R G O Y L E  PR ESS  
D ipt. C K . 70  Fifth A r t ., Maw Yark



;x in frank, daring language. N o  prudish 
ing about the bush, no veiled hints, 

ut TRUTH, blazing through 576 pages 
C>f straightforward facts.

Love is the most magnificent testacy in 
the world . . .  know how to hold your 
loved one . . .  don't glean half-truths from 
unreliable sources. N ow you  can know how 
10  end ignorance.. Jear..'.and self denial)

MORE THAN 100 VIVID PICTURES
The 106 illustrations leave nothing to 

the imagination . . . know how to over
come physical mismating . . .  know what 
to do on your wedding night to avoid the 
torturing results o f  ignorance.

Everything pertaining to sex is discussed 
Jn daring language. All the things you 
have wanted to know about your sex life, 
information about which other books only 
vaguely hint, is yours at last.

Some will be offended by the amazing 
/rankness o f  this book  and its vivid illus
trations, but the world has no longer any 
use for prudery and false modesty.

A  F A M O U S  JU D G E  
S AYS  T H A T  M O S T  
DIVORCES ARE CAUSCD 
e y  SEX ICNO RANCEI 

N orm al, sex-su ited  
young people are torn 
apart because they lack 
sex knowledge-

END NO MONEY ’ • • MAIL
PIONEER P U B L t S

Dept. 225, 1270 Sixth Av«., New York, N.Y,
P l e a s e  s e n d  m e .  “ S e x  H a r m o n y  a n d  E u g e n i c s ’ * in  p la i n  

W r a p p e r . I w i l l  p a y  t h e  p o s t m a n  S2.93 ( p lu s  p o s t a g e )  o n  
d e l i v e r y .  If I a m  n o t  c o m p l e t e l y  s a t i s f i e d . I c a n  r e t u r n  
“ ie b o o k  a n d  t h e  e n t i r e  p u r e n a s e  p r i c e  w i l l  b e  r e f u n d e d  

^ m e d ia te ly . A l s o  s e n d  m e  F R E E  O F  C H A R G E ,  y o u r  
tok  o n  “ W h y  B i r t h  C o n t r o l ? "

WHAT EVERY MAN SHOULD KNOW
The Sexual Embrace How to Regain Virility
Secrets ©f the Honeymoon Sexual Starvation 
Mistakes of Early Marriage Glands and Sex Instinct 
Homosexuality To Gain Greater Delight
Venereal Diseases The Truth About Abuse

D on’t be a slave to Ignorance and ftafi
Enjoy the rapturous delights Df the pen 
feet physical love!

Lost love . . .  scandal. . .  divorce . . .  can 
often be prevented by knowledge. Only
the ignorant pay the awful penalties ol 

WHAT EVERY WOMAN SHOULD KNOW wrong sex practices. Read the facts, clearly,
......... startlingly told . . . study these illustra

tions ana i
Joys of Perfect Mating 
What to A llow a Cover 

to do

How to Attract and Hold 
Men

Sexual Slavery of Women
Intimate Feminine Hygiene Essentials of Happy
Prostitution 
Birth Control Chart

Marriage 
The Sex Organs

HOMOSEXUALITY...SEX ABNORMALITIES
D o you know about the astounding world 
o f  "half sexes"? They crave the companion
ship o f  their own sex...their practices are 
unbelievable to the normal mind...yet you 
should understand them.
Money back at once If you are not satisfledl
576 DAJUNG PAGES

Mam-

O r d e r s  f r o m  F o r e i g n  C o u n t r i e s  1 5  S h i l l i n o t  i n  a d v a n c e

tions and grope in darkness no longer.
You want to know . . .  and you shotdd 

l^now everything about sex. Sex is no longei 
a sin . . .  a mystery . . .  it is your greatest 

’ power for happiness. You owe it to yourself 
... to the one you love, to tear aside the cur
tain o f  hypocrisy and learn the naked truth/

ATTRACT THE O PPO SITE SEX!
Know how to enjoy the thrilling experi

ences that are your birthright . . ,  know 
how to attract the opposite sex . how 
CO hold love.

There is no longer any need to pay the 
awful price for one moment o f  bliss. Read 
the scientific pathological facts told sa 
bravely by Dr, Rubin. The chapters oo  
venereal disease are alooe worth the prico 
o f  the book.
IS SEX IG N O R A N C E  
DRIVING THE ONE YOU 
LO VE INTO THE ARMS

O F  A N O T H E R ?
, L e t  " S e x  H a r m o n y ”  
t e a c h  y o u  h o w  e a s y  it  is  
« o  w in  a n d  b o l d  y o u r  
l o v e d  o n e !

F R E E  !
NOT SOLD TO-MINORS

NEW BOOK 
'WHY BIRTH tONTROl?"'

• T h is  s t a r t lin g  b o o k  d is cu ss*  
*  b ir th  c o n t r o l  in  an  e n c ir c l  

n e w  w a y  — T e l l s  y o u  m a n  
t h in g s  a b o u t  a m u c h d is c u s s e  
S u b je c t .  “ W h y  B ir th  C o n t r o l  
— w i l l b e a r e v e l a t i o n  t o y o u -  
S e n t  f r e e  to -a ll t h o s e  w h o  o r d c  
" S e x  H a r m o n y  a n d  E u g e n ic s  
a t t h e  r e d u c e d  p r i c e  $ 2 .9 8 .  
PIONEER PUBLISHING CC 

Radio C ity
« *70 Sixth Ave., New York, N.)
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C a n  Y o u  f i n d
l O  F a ce s

THE PICTURE BELOW

Answer Quick! Get the Opportunity to • . •

Here’s a lot ol cash for someone. W ould you like to 
have it? W e are going to pay over $5,000.00 in big cash
prizes. Can you find ten of the hidden faces in the pic
ture? Look sharply and mark the faces you find. Then 
fill in the coupon, mail quick, and you will receive oppor
tunity to win as much as $2,250.00. Some one, maybe you, 
will receive a new Buick Sedan and if prompt, $1,250.00 
cash extra or, if all cash is preferred, $2,250.00.

Surely you would like to have this' magnificent prizfe. 
It  would come in pretty handy right now, wouldn’ t .it?

We want people everywhere to have the opportunity to 
share in this great distribution of money. This is our 
unique way of advertising. Besides the First Grand Prize 
of $2,250.00 including promptness, there are 100 other hig, 
grand prizes. The Second Grand Prize is a DeLuxe 
Chevrolet Master-6 Sedan or $750.00 cash. Third Grand 
Prize is DeLuxe Ford V-8 Sedan or $600.00 cash. Fourth 
Grand Prize is $150.00 cash, .and many others. Thousands 
of dollars in special cash rewards. Mail your answer on the 
coupon today.

Send No M o n e y  — J u s t  M a i l  Coupon
Study the picture o f  the country road and see if you can find ten of the 

hidden faces. Sharp eyes may find them. Som e o f them look straight at you, 
some are upside down, others are sidewise. L ook  for them in the clouds, tree, 
around the d o g ’s legs, in the bushes, e tc .. It is not as easy as som e people 
may think. D on ’ t give up— keep looking and you may find them.

H u r r y — m a r k  t h e  f a c e s  y o u  f i n d .  Send your answer quick. Don’t delay; 
Mail your answer today.

PRIZE MONEY NOW IN BANK
This Company is reliable. W e 

belong to the Chamber of Com
merce of Des Moines. W e bank 
at one of the largest banks in the 
state of Iowa.— the Central Na
tional Bank. The money to pay all 
»f the prizes is already on special 
deposit in this big strong Des 
Moines Bank for that purpose. 

Sophie A. Grlesser When you send in the coupon we 
Pennsylvania will send you a picture of prize 

checks recently cashed by many 
happy winners. Mrs. Sophie Griesser won $4910.00 
recently. . . . .  ,

You cannot lose anything. Send in this coupon and 
we will give you the opportunity to win the $2,250.00 
First Grand Prize, Don’t put it off until tomorrow. 
It may be too late. Do it today—Right Now!

SEND ANSW ER QUICK
Remember, send not one penny with your answer. 

All you do now is to find ten faces if you can and
mail the coupon. Send answer right away.

The money to pay every prize is on deposit in the 
big, strong Des Moines bank. Three prominent Des 
Moines businessmen will see that the prizes are 
awarded honestly and promptly. Get your share of 
the $5,000.00 in cash prizes, besides thousands of 
dollars in special cash rewards. Over 100 prizes in all.

Hurry! Just mark the faces you find and send 
with the coupon right away. This gives you the 
opportunity to win $2,250.00 First Grand Prize. 
Someone wins. Maybe you. Mail your answer quick. 
Don’t dolay. Do it today.

PARAMOUNT PRODUCTS CO.
D.pt. 2108 Det Maine,, Iowa

S I , 2 5 0 .0 0  E X T R A
Send answer quick and we will tell how 
the winner can get $1,250.00 extra cash 

F O R  P R O M P T N E S S



Amazing Profits
FOR THOSE W H O  KNOW

O L D  M O N E Y !

Mrs. Sam Dozvty 
of San Angelo. 
T e r n s , so ld  H. 
M a x  M ch l one 
half dollar for 
$ 4 0 0 . 0 0 .

I PAID $200.00
to J. D. Martin, o f  V irginia 
for Just One C opper Cent

"Please accept my thanks for your check for $200.00 
in payment for me copper cent I sent you. I  appre
ciate the interest you have given this transaction.
It 's  a pleasure to do business with a firm that han
dles matters as you do. I wish to assure you it 
will be a pleasure to me to tell all my friends of 
your wonderful offer for old coins."

Julian D. Martin, Va.

This is bu t one o f  the many sim ilar letters we are 
•onstantly receiving-. P ost you rse lf! It  pays! We 
oaid Mr. Manning. N ew Y ork , $2 ,500 .00  fo r  a single 
diver dollar. M rs. G . F. Adam s, Ohio, received 
§740 .00 lo r  som e old coins. W e paid W . F. W il- 
liarm, o f  Pennsylvania, $13 ,500 .00  fo r  his rare coins, 
i paid J. T . N eville, o f  N orth D akota. $200.00 fo r  a 
§10 bill he picked up in circu lation . Mr. Mehl paid 
§1,000.00 to M r. J. E. Brownlee, o f  Heardmont, Ga., 
for one old  co in . M r. Brownlee, in his letter to Mr. 
Mehl. says: “ Y ouY  l e t t e r  r e c e iv e d  w ith  th e  c h e c k  f o r  
?1 ,0 0 0 .0 0  en c lo sed . I  l ik e  to  deed w ith  s u c h  m en  as  
’/ou an d  h o v e  y o u  c o n t in u e  b u y in g  co in s  f o r  d lo n g  
tim e .”  In the last thirty years we have paid hun
dreds o f  others handsome prem ium s fo r  old  bills 
and coins.

AJ1 Kinds of Old Coins, Medals,
Bills and Stamps Wanted

S I.00 to $1,0 00 paid for certain old cents, nickels, dimes, 
quarters, etc. Right now we will pay $50.00 for 1913 
Liberty Head nickels (not buffalo). $100.00 for 1894 
dimes ( " S ”  M int), $8.00 for 1853 quarters (no ar
rows), $10.00 for 1866 quarters (no m otto), $200.00 
each for 1884 and 1885 Silver Trade Dollars, etc., etc.

Big Cash Premiums for Hundreds
of Coins Now Circulating

There are literally thousands of old coins and bills 
that we want at once and for which we will pay big 
cash premiums. Many of these coins are now passing 
from hand to hand in circulation. Today or tomorrow 
a valuable coin may come into your possession.
Watch your change. Know what to look for.'

There are single pennies that sell for  
$100.00 . There are nickels w orth many 
dollars— dimes, quarters, h a lf dollars and 
dollars on w hich b ig  cash prem iums are paid. 
Each year a fortune is offered by collectors 
for  rare coins and stam ps for  their co llec
tions. The prices paid are am azing.
(t  P a ys to  P o s t  Y ou rse lf on the Big

Values of Old Coins and Stamps 
K now ing abou t coin s pays. Andrew 
Henry, o f  Idaho, w as paid $900.00 for  a 
h a lf dollar, received in change. A  valu 
able old coin m ay com e into your pos
session or you m ay have one now  and 
not know  it. Post yourself.

Huge Premiums for Old Stamps 
Some old stamps bring big premiums. An old 
10c. stamp, found in an old basket, was recently 
sold for $10,000.00. There may be valuable 
stamps on some of your old letters. It will 
pay you to know how to rccognizo them.
L et M e Send Y ou  M y B ig  Illustrated 
C oin F o ld e r ! It  W ill Open Y ou r  E y e s !

U se the C ou pon  B elow !
Send the coupon below and 4 cents 
for my Large Illustrated Coin and 
Stamp Folder and further particu
lars. Write today for this eye 
opening valuable wealth of In
formation on the profits that 
have been made from 
old money. No obli
gation on your part.
You have nothing to 
lose— everything to
gain. It may mean 
much profit to you.

FILL OUT AND MAIL NOW!
To oHR
B. M A X  MEHL
133 Mehl Building, Fort Worth, Texas

WE DO OUR PARI
Dear M r. M ehl: Please send me your Large

Illustrated Coin and Stamp Folder and further 
particulars, for  w hich I  enclose 4 cents.

Name ...............................................................

Address ............................................................

C ity .................................. ............State

B. MAX MEHL D a>\ c l t  (o. o j <J&xcls .
133 Mehl Buildinq FORT W ORTH, TEXAS.


