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Please send me FR EE your 6.000 
word treatise in which Dr. Robinson 
explains how he learned to commune 
with the Living God. using this 
mighty power for health, happiness, 
ana success.
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I S T R E E T  ........................
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S T A TE  ........................
Cut uut tills coupon a ini mail it in.

MAN CAN T A L K  
W ITH GOD, SAYS
Noted Psychologist

“PSYCHIANA” A new and revolutionary religious teaching based entirely on the 
misunderstood sayings of the Galilean Carpenter, and designed to 
show how to find and use the same identical power that He used.

I)K . F R A N K  II. R OBIN SON
Founder of "Psyoliiana" and 
author of "The *»o«l Nobody 

Knows"

“PSYCHIANA”
Believes A n d  Teaches A s Follows:

F IR S T — That there  Is no such th ing  as a "su bc on sc iou s  mind.*'
8 KC ON D— That there is. in this  universe, a F A lt  MOIUO POT 10NT and 

D Y N AM IC  P O W E R ,  the manifestations o f  wh ich  have been erroneously  
credited to  some other supposed power  called the "su bc on sc iou s  m ind."

T H I R D — That this IN V IS IB L E . DY N A M IC  P ow er  is T IIE  V E R Y  SAME 
P O W E R  that JESUS USED win n He staggered the nations by I l is  so- 
called  "m irac les ,"  and by ra ising the dead.

F O U R T H  That Jesus had NO M O N O P O L Y on this Power.
F I F T H  That it is poss ib le  for  E V E R Y  N O R M A L  human being u n der

standing spiritual law as He understood it. T o  DP  P L IC A T E  E V E R Y  
W O R K  T H A T  T H IS  C A R P E N T E R  OF  C ALI LEE E V E R  DID. When 
He sa id :  " T h e  things  that I do shall YE DO A L S O " — H«* meant E X A C T 
LY W H A T  H E  SAID.

S I X T H —That this dyn am ic  P o v v r  is NOT T O RE F OU N D " w ith in ,"  but 
has its source  in a far different direction.

S E V E N T H  T H A T  T H E  W O R D S  OF  T H IS  C A L I  LEAN C A R P E N T E R  
W E N T  A T H O U S A N D  M IL E S  O V E R  T H E  H E A D S  O F  HIS H E A R E R S  
2,000 Y E A R S  AGO, A N D  A R E  S T I L L  A T H O U S A N D  M IL K S  O V E R  
T H E  H E A D S  O F  T H O S E  W H O  P R O F E SS  TO F O L L O W  HIM TOD AY.

KICIITII That this same M IG H T Y . IN V IS IB L E . P U L SA T IN G . T H R O B  
BING P O W E R  can be used by  anyone— A T  A N Y  HOUR O F  T H E  DAY 
O R  N IG H T  and without such methods  as  " g o i n g  into a s ilence"  or 
gazing at bright o b je c ts . "  etc.

N IN T H  That when once  understood  and correct ly  used, this m ightv  Power 
is A nr N HAN’ T  I. V A B L E . A X I )  N E V E R  F A II.S  TO HIVE H E A L T H ,  
H A P P IN E S S  mill O V E R W H E L M I N G  SUCCESS iu whatever  p rop er  line 
It may be desired.

DR. FRANK B. ROBI NSON
considered by  many to  be one o f  the keenest p sy ch o log ica l  minds this cou ntry  has ever produced ,  and one o f  t*> 
most earnest, intense searchers  into the spiritual realm, believes, after years  o f  experimentation and rese* 
that there is in this world  today, an UNSEEN power or force, so  dyn am ic  in itself, that all other pow ' 
forces  l<ADE IN TO IN SIG N IF IC AN C E  B ESIDE  IT.  He believes that this power  or force  is 
SAM E P O W E R  T H A T  JESUS USED. He believes fur th er  that the entire  wor ld ,  including * 
structure, M ISSED IN ITS E N T I R E T Y  the message that He cam e to  bring. Ue believe* '

The  wor ld  is on the verge o f  the most stu pen dous  spir itual upheuval it he

F R E E  . . . F R E E  .
------------------------------------------------  : ------------------------ - |
Every reader o f  this magazine Is eordinlly invited to  write  " I  
t ionary teaching which  might very easi ly he d iscussed  the KN 
tell you  something o f  his years o f  search for the truth as he F 
facts connected with  the foun din g  o f  " P S Y C H I A N A . "  NO Of 
and address above.
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ILL TRAIN YOU A T  HOME
In Your Spare Time For A \
G O O D  R A D I O  J O B

these N . R, L  
Sai

Haft fb# m apm  m  Oet the facte aheot Radio—the Held 
with a future. Jf. K. 1. tretoto* ths you for Jobs lm connection 
with the eunuflechue. Mis end operation at Badlo equipment. 
It fits you to so la  business far ypunelf, service sets, operate oa 
board ships. In broadcasting, television. aircraft, police Radio 
and many other lobs. My FREE book tells bow yon quickly 
loam at hams to be a Radio Bxpert.
Ummj ua> ■ WHi
Why otrusvta alone In ■ (tali lob with loor pay and no futnraf 
Start training now Cor the Llfa-wfeo Badlo field. I hare data
ble* and tripled aalarleg. Hundred* of nan now In Badlo got 
their Mart through H. B. 1. training.

I i t nM a iu rM g k itl.m .ttfa W a  
la  Iparatuna d laa in atWar*

H o l d  y o u r  J o b . I ' l l  not o n l y  w i n  yon ta_a tew h a m  o f  your
in ,  tin e araaak. but tbTSag you enroll TU la id  you lnetnio- 

trtileb yon should master quickly, for doing 21 Badlo
span
l i o n s . _____ _____________________ ________
c o m m o n  I n  m o s t e v e r y  ra r tg ta b u r ta o e d . I  g i v e  y o u  R a d i o  E q u i p 
m e n t  f o r  c o n d u c t i n g  e x p e r i m e n t s  a n d  m a k i n g  te s ta  t h a t  t e a c h  
y o u  t o  b u i l d  s o d  s e r r l o o  p r a c t i c a l l y  o v e r y  t y p e  o f  r e c e i v i n g  s e t  
m a d e .  C l e o  T .  B e t t e r ,  S O W .  B e e c h  w o o d  A r e . ,  D a y t o n .  O h i o ,  
w r o t e :  " W o r k i n g  o n l y  t o  s p a r e  t b n e ,  I  m a d e  a b o u t  11,600 w h i l e  
t a k i n g  t h e  C o u r s e . ” n
M y  b o o k  h a s  s h o w n  h u n d r e d s  o f  f e l l o w s  b o w  t o  m a k e  m a r e  
m o n e y  a n d  w i n  a u a o e m . I t ' s  F R E E  t o  a n y  a m b i t i o u s  f e l l o w  
o v e r  10 y e a r s  at  a g e . I n v e s t i g a t e .  F i n d  o u t  w h a t  R a d i o  o f f e r s

Eo u .  r e a d  w h a t  m y  E m p t o y m a n t  D e p a r t m e n t  d o e s  t o  h e l p  y o u  g e t  
3t o  R a d i o  a f t e r  g r a d u a t i o n ,  a b o u t  m y  M o n e y  B a r k  A g r e e m e n t ,  

a n d  t h e  m a n y  o t h e r  N .  B .  I .  f e a t u r e s .  M a l l  t h e  c o u p o n  f o r  y o u r  
c o p y  T O D  A T .

9 . E . BMTTH, P r a t  dent. Dwpt. 4A H 7 
N i t l m l  K a d is  Iagtttn te , W g d i la iH D , D . O.

J . E . SM ITH , P ieaidaad, Dapfc 4AH7 
M id i— n l  K a d i *  l u t i t s t a  W a s h in g t o n .  D . CL

Dear Ur. Smith: Without nMtoattn, ms. s® d  year tax* s t k *  
spare-time and full-time lob qpportunltlee In Badlo and your Ofi-fiO n  

tfane to  beans* Radio Experts.tog Mas at home la i

NAME.,

■(Please print plainly.)

A D R fiX & S .

c m ...... s t a t e . 1
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A M E R IC A N  B O S C H  
A M E R IC A N  T E L E V IS IO N  

A R C T U R U S  T U B E # "  
B A L K E IT  • B R U N S W IC K  

C A P E H A R T
C L O U O H -B R E N O L E  C O .  
C R O S L E Y  • C L A R IO N  
D A Y R A D  • D E F O R E S T  

E C H O P H O N E
P A D A  • O R E B E  • H O W A R O  

H A M M E R L U N D
K E N N E D Y  • K O L S T E R  «  L Y R IC  

M A J E S T IC  0 P H IL C O  
S A N O A M O  E L E C T R I C  

S E N T IN E L  • S H E L D O N  
S IL V E R -M A R S H A L L  

S T E W A R T  R A D IO  
S T E W A R T -W A R N E R  

S T R O M B E R C -C A R L S O N  
U N IV E R S A L  M IC R O P H O N E  

Z E N IT H

T W  u s d  lor m s , M O P t l lY  M i n d ,  l< s m  
•I tba IW is  M m  try's s a )t i  probloat. M a y .

( m  t d  YSfy M « H  si His Radio Uduiirp 
Is d s M -dsHt M  His Idsttnr hovlrtf availably, 
« t  alt Moot, MM ad Spools ispply o I W OP- 
m y  Rslsd  ass to Install and sorsks —  
•at only tka pssisnt-dov btfMy coaplieatrd 
M l  mmd C<«ct*onl< oqolpaont —  but tbs Hill 
■ora ts s s lk s ttd  •aslDMsni Hint will bo 
biBBshl  oat by fba Iwdm y , Iio b  Ums to (Jm s -

Tba *Wta SO BsM btm sa rsollts ibis, 
tbsylaaw (bat aadsf tocb clrcoaltancss. no 
•sObtohy kadis Trolnkif Is falnf to fits ihsw 
tba tfba of **«ra>ai r  m m  tbsy s o n L  Only a 
Trobdoa tba Is rtfbt.B*.la.tb«MiA*t«, and 
pmperty » n »a»>d. bdbhy procHcal, and prop- 
at!* f t w b d ,  dill r m v ii lbs 11 patpOM.

M s  a d  TsfavMoa b r i w t  boats-trsdnlnp 
bao mtit ts d s ii M t  tbato d l t p  tost Tbat's 
wby O b i  M M M a r i o  r t t o s a i d  L T . L  
T rd s H b  M t  s d y  to Ibab asm n ts , avoir, 
•bars — b M t o « f la M  wboasoi so pot isas* 
s d i t b M o
* T h lt  < n « t u / d  sp pro rsd  by it10 a ters  thirty R act to Manufacturers.

Q gryrifh l 1933 by R .T . I.

e n g i n e e r s

GOOD PAY RADIO WORK
To ihc man who wants to make $35 to $75 a 
week and more— Here's a Massage for You I

" Tha great Radio Industry, todey—  
more thin ever bafora —  is on fba lock
out for PROPERLY trelned man to fill 
its mora responsible fobs. These ere 
the better-peying fobs In Redio . . . 
jobswhichglve steedywork etgoodpey, 
as a starter/ and an ear/y edvencemmnt 
to still bctter-pay/ng/obl/Of a future/'

H E R E , T H E N , IS R E A L  O P P O R TU N ITY
But to qualify for (base better-paying Jobs, 
men must be PROPERLY "trained"— they 
must know the theory of Radio, as well as 
the practical side, and be able to teach 
other men some of the things they know. 
The Radio Industry, Itself, has no time to 
train these men. That's why the Radio A Tele
vision Institute, of Chicago, Is doing the job. 
You'll be trained at home —  in your spare 
time — easily and quickly, and at a cost of 
only a lew cents a day. A n d  as you arc 
taught to "earn as you learn" —  R. T. I. 
Training need cost you nothing.

R .T .I .  TRAINING IS “ SHOPTRAINING”  
FOR T H E  HOME

It comes to you right from the Radio Industry 
— right out of the factories where Radio sets 
and other vacuum-tube devices are made, it 
was planned andprepared for you by big radio 
engineers IN these factories, molt of whom 
arc (he Chief Engineers of these great Radio 
plants. A nd N O W  these seme engineers arc 
actually supervising R. T. I. Training. Which 
means that trained the R.T.I. way, you’ll be 
trained as the Radio Industry wants you 
trained — just as the Radio Industry, itself, 
would train you if it was doing the job.
You learn by doing, of course, because that's 
the Shop W ay of teaching. But you also team 
the theory of Radio —  without which you 
can't hope to go far, or make much money. 
In this great industry.

CLECTROMIOS—SOIfllD PICTURES 
P . A . SYSTEM S—PHOTO C E L L S — 

TELEVIS IO N —all I n o l t M
Radio service is just the star6ng point in R.T.I. 
Training. Prom there we take you up through 
the vary latest developments in Radio, and

then on into the new and larger field of 
Electronics— Sound Pictures, Public Address 
Systems, Photo Cells, and Tclavlsion. This 
feature alone makes R .T. I. the outstanding 
home training in Radio.

YOU G ET “ QUICK R E S U L T S "
C. E. Head, 431 Third St., Alexandria, La., 
Sayst "M ade my first money IT  days after 
Mterting your treinlng— c/vared J  14.25."

Frank E.KIemann, Lisle, III., writes i "  Doubled 
my pey In lets then six months/*

Harry L. Stark. Ft. W ayne, Ind., writeu 
"N o w  meking three times at much money et 
I wet meking when I iterted your treinlng

So, If you want to get out of a small pay, no- 
future job, and into good pay, big-future 
work —  get into Radio. But let these big 
engineers direct your training.

M A IL  C O U PO S  FO R  
F R E E  B O W

L tt  me td l yoa more 
ebout thle em esinf. 
ly  e e iy  S h o p -T y p e  
h o m c - t r e l n i n g ,  
and more about th f 
wonderful opo ortunL
t l c e  f o r  t h e  R. T . L ‘ 
T R A IN E D  men In tM> 
— the world*! f a it c it  

growing Induitry. Everything li  fully om lo h f 
cd in my big, new booklet . . .  " J A B I Q 'L  
FUTURE, A N D  Y O U R S ." Send todey f j  
your copy. The book lo Tree.

Rgy 0 .  Smith, PToildent,
RoA. .IKf T.IrnrUJM '

l*vT>. M ill, yvnie.nl,*awo »t uuvisoM •mnun.fluu. 
»I)0  L n m .  A n ,  De(L 14*. OhlCMO, III. Wtfcom oW*..t*c. .1 .  i rme hmoi t w n  a 

« . . .  *1 “ b tu 'i F.m  udYnn." I cm knew 
I. w  !••« m u u  «4 Hw -1 r i — 11 Tin «• “V .vku l. W. rem Mte »l tap. tm A# 

LT.L Tmteae M .

cm. • * -  ■ i W  *. . . . i n —
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[LARGE WAISTLINE 
HELD HEALTH PERIL
Middle-Aged Man Who Keeps 
Hie Small Lives Longer, Gov

ernment Bureau Says.

FIGURES SHOW DIRECT LINK

Overweight People Have Worst 
of It in Mortality Tables 

Covering 15 Causes.
WASHINGTON, Aug. 24 UP).-*- 

The man who keeps his waistline 
•mail when he reaches middle age 
is the most likely to win the race 
/or health. la the conclusion drawn j 
from a new study of the relation of 
weight to physical defect# Just pub
lished by the Public Health Service 

"By the time that middle age is 
[■ reached, these figures Indicate, It Is 

a definite advantage to be under 
the average weight for height," 
says the report.

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

The conclusions are drawn from 
records of more than 3,000 mer. 

J-tfp® 1909 to 1928, abowlng the ratio 
« f  actual deaths to expected mor
tality, according to different weight 
groups. In the following table, fig 
arts below 100 Indicate less than 
the expected death rate; those 
above 100 indicate more than the 
expected death rate;

At* Group. _ 80 »n<l

No Heed to Endanger Your Health Any Longer

Wtlfhi CleM. » • » .  30-39. 40-49. Over
26 pound* or more underweight—111
f *D to  Ur*----101lbs. uade
10 to 90 pounds 

•m i  m ig h t ..

n
98 to 43 pounds

99
I pounds

.......J fS t  ...113.90 lbs. or mors*103

105 63 77
•1 76 S*1©vprweHhi—>, 
64 87 j •2

M 94 »

MS 126 n »

143 144 130

: IL o b L I  wil l  safely
REDUCE your WAISTLINE!
DON’ T WAIT PAT IS DANGEROUS I

Fat is n ot on ly unbecom ing, but it 
also endangers your health. Insurance 
co m panies kn ow  the danger o f  fat accu
m ulations. T h e best m edical authorities 
warn against obesity.
•  Many enthnsiisdc wearers write *b«* the Well 
Belt not only reduce* ht bur it also supports the

at areatlr increases their endurance and vigor I 
•  Traduced my waist 8 Inches"... writes George 
Bader.. ."I  lost SO pounds", ttys W. T. Aoder- 
*on. Felt like * new nun", flolwu Fred Wolf. 
"Wouldn’t tell my belt for a 0100”. writes 
C . W .  H is b e e .

a So many o f our customers ire delighted with 
e wonderful results obtained with the Weil 
Bob that we wint you to TRY IT FOR TEN 

DAYS AT OUR EXPENSE)
GREATLY IMPROVES YOUR APPEARANCE I

The Well Raduclits Bek will Bake yen appear 
■any Inches slimmer at oaee, and la 10 shaft days 
your waistline will aemaffy be S Inches smaller — 
THREE INCHES OF FAT GONE—OR NO COSTI 

THE MASSAGE-UKE ACTION DOES IT I 
•  You will be completely comfortable sad en
tirely uniwar* that its anode pressure is working 
cons ten eiy while you walk, work or sit. . .  its 
massage-like action sently but persistently eUmi- 
nating fit with every move you make t 
•  Send for our 10 day free trial offer. We repeat— 
either you take off 3 Inches (of fat io ten days, or 
it w oo t cott you one penny)

S E N D  FOR FREE 10 C A Y  T R I A L  O F f l R

T H E  W E IL  C O M P A N Y , IN C  
131 HILL ST., NEW HAVEN. CONN. 
Gentlemen: Send me FREE, your Bias 

folder describing The Weil Belt and full < 
o f  your 10 DAY FREE TRIAL OFFER.
N^mae

AddrtU-

Urn Coupon j r  Snnd N am * m ndAddrm n onponmypoatamrd



Clean Out Your K idney
W in  B a c k  Y o u r  Pep

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

Nerves and Makes You Feel 10 Years Younger.
A famous scientist and Kidney Specialist recently said: “ 60 per cent of men and women past 85, 
and many far younger, suffer from poorly functioning Kidneys, and this is often the real cause 
of feeling tired, run-down, nervous, Getting Up Nights, Rheumatic pains and other troubles.”

If p oor K idney and B ladder fu n ction s  cause you  to  suffer 
from  any sym ptom s such as loss o f  V ita lity , G etting U p  N igh ts, 
Backache, L eg  Pains, N ervousness Lu m bago, Stiffness, N eu
ralgia or  Rheum atlo P a ins, D izziness, D ark C ircles U nder 
Eyes. H eadaches, F requent Colds, B u rn ing , S m artin g  o r  Itch
ing, A cid ity , you  ca n 't  a fford  to w aste a  m inute. Y ou  should 
start testing the D octor ’s  P rescrip tion  called C ystex (p ro 
nounced S lss-tez) a t once.

Cystex Is probab ly  the m ost reliable and u n fa ilin g ly  su c
cessfu l p rescrip tion  fo r  p oor  K idney and B ladder functions. 
It  starts w ork  in  16 m inutes, but does not conta in  any dopes, 
narcotics  o r  h ab it-form in g  drugs. It Is a  gentle aid to  the 
K idneys in their w ork  o f  clean in g  out A cids 
and poisonous w aste m atter, and soothes 
and tones raw , sore, irritated  bladder and 
u rinary  m em branes.

Because o f  Its am azing and alm ost w orld
w ide success the D octor ’s  P rescrip tion  
known ss Cyetax (pronounced Slaa-tax) Is 
offered to lufferera from Poor Kidney and 
Bladder functions under a fair-play guarantee 
to fix you up to your complete satisfaction 
or money back on return of empty package.
It'a only 8 cents a dote. So ask your drug- 

for Cyitax today and see for yourself 
mu ah younger, stronger and better you 

can feel by simply cleaning out your Kidneys.
Qrstax must do the work or cost you 
nothing.

New York Doctor 
Praises Cyst ex

Dr. N. T. ABDOU
New York Physician

Doctors and druggists everywhere 
approve of the prescription Cystax 
because of Its splendid Ingredients 
and quick action. For Instance Dr. 
N. T. Abdou, New York. Licensed 
Physician and author of Medicine 
ana Commerce, recently wrote the 
following letter:

" I t  hat been my pleasure to make a study of the 
Cyttex formula. This prescription Impresses me as a 
sound combination of Ingredients which should be of 
benefit to men and women troubled with night rising, 
putrefaction of the urine, aching back In Die kidney 
region, painful Joints or stiffness—due to Insufficient ao- 
Uvlty of the kidneys or bladder. Such functional condi
tions often lead to Indigestion, headaches, high blood 
pressure, rheumatic pains, lumbago and general exhaus
tion—end the use or Cystex In such cases should exert 
s very favorable influence. Within 10 minutes after tak
ing Cystex the color of the urine is changed end the Irri
tating excretions expelled."—Signed, N. T. Abdou, M.D.
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THE TRUTH ABOUT 
RUPTURES

Y O U R  doctor will tell you that there are 
only two ways to get sure relief if you are 
ruptured. O ne is by having an operadoo; 

the other b  by wearing an expertly fitted, mode- 
to-order truta.

T b o tu o d a  o f ruptured people are going  
through life  thinking their truss holds eafely 
when it is slowly increasing the danger! Thou
sands suffer n s w h n  torture from  trusses that 
hold only when the pressure is so great thev can 
hardly stand to keep them on. Thousands are 
putting up with trusses constructed so badly that 
the rupture keeps com ing out, and never gets a 
chance to  heaL

They have been fooled into thinking they are 
doom ed to stand the pain and endless trouble 
such trussi'I force upon them.

No More Misery or Danger
Y et there is one guaranteed truss of scientific 

design that does away with oil that. Approved  
by the medical profession, and worn by many 
doctors themselves, it is made to order for each 
specific case, yet costs no more than ordinary 
ready-made trusses. It enables you to be Just as 
active— work just as hard— as anybody, with 
absolute safety and remarkable com fort.

Eight Advantages 
Your Truss Should Have

Some time ago, Charles Cluthe, long in the 
surgical instrument business, set to work to see 
if he could improve on the best truss made. H e  
invented and patented several exclusive features 
that brought new, unheard of happiness to thou
sands o f rupture sufferers.

M r. Cluthe set down eight advantages that his 
truss had to have. They are (1 )  N O  LEG  
ST R A P S to squecse and chafe. (2 )  N O  ELAS
T IC  B A N D S  to bind and cut. (3 )  N O  V IS E - 
LIK B SP R IN G S to grip and hurt. (4 )  Sufficient, 
constant holding power at the right place in the 
rigbrw ST. with a maximum of com fort. (5 )  A u 
tom atically-increased holding power whenever 
the wearer is under exertion or strain. (6 )  H old
ing pad that adjuats itself automatically to every 
body position. ( 7 )  N O  PR BSSU R B on hips or 
spine. ( 8 )  Truss must be waterproof and sanitary.

The Only Truss Having 
AH Eight Advantages

' O n ly tb s □ u th e  Autom atic Easy Truss can 
give you ell 8  o f these advantages. That is why 
to  many doctors recommend the Cluthe Trust

exclusively—why more than 330 ,000  wearers can 
testify to its exceptional com fort and ability to  
hold any rupture.

Wear It On a 60-Day Trial
T o  prove that the Cluthe Autom atic Easy 

Truss is really superior to any truss you ever 
wore— that it does hold your rupture constantly 
with the maximum ease—-that it does bring sure 
relief and safety— we will make up one specially 
built to meet the requirements o f your particular 
case, and let you wear it under a liberal 60-day 
trial.

FREE— This 100-Page Cloth- 
Bound Book of Advice

Illustrated with divrens o f informative pictures, 
it brings you the whole truth about rupture, and 
how to get sure relief and safety without an opera
tion. It exposes the fakes. It shows why so 
many other trusses fail to hold, and are actually 
dangerous to wear. It proves that vise-like 
sw ings, uncom fortable leg straps and binding 
mastic bands are not necessary. It proves that you 
can get a scientifically designed, built-to-order 
truss, guaranteed to hold your rupture, direct 
by m ail, at no greater cost. H ere’s real advice 

and help FREE tor the ask
ing. Sim ply fill out and 
m ail the coupon below. The 

book comes in a plain, 
sealed wrapper. N o  obli
gation whatsoever.

CLUTHE SONS
Dept. 33 

Bloomfield 
Now Jersey

C LO TH E SONS, Dept. H  
Bloomfield, New Jersey

I want to know the PACTS about Rupture. 
Please send me your FREE 100-Page Cloth- 
bound Book, ADVICE TO THE RUPTURED, lu 
a plain, sealed wrapper.

Name

Address

C ity...................................................... State.L _



CLAWS of the
CHAPTER I 

Pirates

APTAIN JUDD, late of the 
island schooner the Heav
enly Star, smuggling and 

trading vessel of the Banda Sea, sat 
at a table in Sar Tonken’s dive in 
the Kalang district of Singapore. 
He fumbled his glass of whisky 
nervously.

His eyes were riveted on a door 
at the side of the smoke-laden room. 
Around him, the riffraff of the 
Orient — Malays, Dyaks, Chinese,

A Complete Book-

By JACKSON
Author of “ Pearls of Peril,”

Mohammedans and Hindus — sat at 
tables. Their many-tongued chatter 
rose in a sing-song babble. The 
sweet, sickening fumes of opium, 
mingling with the hundred other 
odors peculiar to the Far East, filled 
the stuffy Mom.

Judd was lean of body and face, 
but in that lean body were strength 
and power. The sharply featured

Savage Conflict and Perilous Adventure in a
10



Judd brought the Chinese 
down on the Boor with a 
crash. Maddern was cut- 

-------ting- the g y  with ^.Jtnife

RED DRAGON
Length Novel
COLE

“ The Jungle Trail," etc.

face was one that made men hesitate 
before attempting to cross the stub
born will behind it.

Steel gray eyes flashed forth coldly 
and piercingly.

Suddenly Judd stiffened, his eyes 
narrowing. Slipping through the 
crowd came a half naked Dyak, his 
red sarong gleaming behind the fog 
of smoke.

The Dyak came directly to Cap
tain Judd’s table. He said nothing. 
A small piece of paper dropped 
near the whisky glass.

And then, with the same stealth 
and silent swiftness, the man disap
peared.

The muscles contracted on Judd's 
jaws as he picked up the paper. He 
opened it slowly and spread it flat 
on the table.

" Wong Chi in Singapore.”
Only this brief message, with no 

signature. A grim smile came to 
Judd's face. He folded the note

Gripping Novel of Piracy on the Banda Sea
11
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an d  slipped it 
into his pocket.

As he sipped 
his whisky, his 
e y e s  d a r t e d  
quickly over the 
room. Some dis
tance from him 
he saw a half 
naked M a l a y  
get up and leave 

the room. Another followed. Judd 
grinned and bolted the remainder of 
his drink, then got to his feet and 
stalked across the room.

At the front door of the dive he 
stopped to scan a large poster, 
printed in English. Anything done 
by the English or American navies 
interested him. His relations with 
the English Navy had been very in
timate during the past month—but 
not exactly pleasant.

Two weeks before, he and his first 
mate, Strong, had been kicked out 
of an English jail in Shanghai, 
where they had served a month for 
gun running. The departure had 
left no pleasant memories in Judd’s 
mind. Hence his smile as he read the 
poster.

5,000 POUNDS R E W A R D !
For any information leading to the 

arrest and capture o f the Chinese 
pirate working in the China and Banda 
Seas. The pirate calls himself The 
Red Dragon, and His Majesty’s Gov
ernment has reason to believe that he 
works out of Singapore.

All information to be sent to English 
Navy base at Shanghai.

By order of
Rear Admiral

Sir John Simon, H.M.N.

THE Red Dragon! Only two days 
before, this famous pirate had 

held up an American ship and rob
bed it of twenty-five millions in 
gold bullion. He had used the time 
honored method of the Chinese pi
rates, planting several of his men

among the passengers. When the 
hour for the attack arrived, a C h i- 
nese junk appeared near the ship. 
Subsequently the loot was transfer
red aboard.

Twenty-five millions in gold bul
lion was a difficult loot to hide com
pletely. But no trace of it had yet 
been found by either the English 
or American navy. The poster was, 
to Captain Judd’s mind, in the usual 
stupid manner of the two navies as 
they sought information.

A poster in Sar Tonken’s divel 
Captain Judd laughed hollowly.

But outside the dive, the laugh 
left his face. He remembered the 
torn note in his pocket. His hand 
reached for it as he walked across 
the dirty mud street and turned 
down a darkened alley.

HE walked quickly, his tall, power
ful body leaning forward a little. 

His fingers played with the butt of 
the automatic in his coat pocket.

The lane through which he pro
gressed was called the Street of Ce
lestial Light. Judd smiled grimly 
and wondered at the humor that had 
named it so. It was dark and nar
row. The soggy smell from the river 
cut through the torrid, stifling heat. 
Dank waves of stench assailed his 
nostrils, with a sickening effect.

Black, silent buildings with gro
tesquely latticed porches, most of 
them broken and neglected, lined 
both sides. And through closed 
shutters, here and there, narrow 
streakB of yellow light penetrated 
into the darkness of the night.

On the street, slinking sinister 
forms moved ahead of Judd. Many 
of these belonged to men who would 
slash a throat for a few pennies. 
But Judd worried little about that, 
for he had neither money nor any
thing of value on him, Bave his auto
matic. And even on the Street of 
Celestial Light, a man who had his
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fingers on a trigger was fairly safe.
.rumpled and 

dirty. For two weeks he had slept 
in them, in a warehouse down at the 
edge of the river. The English, 
when they had kicked him and 
Strong out, had neglected to supply 
them with the necessary money to 
live. And when they landed in 
Singapore, they arrived as beach
combers.

UDDENLY Judd stiffened and 
his automatic flashed out of his 

coat pocket.
He knew the shadows th£.t moved 

and lurked on that dark street. He 
had seen them for two weeks— 
cowardly, sneaking forms which dis
appeared when he came into view. 
But the shadows he saw now were 
different.

They came out of the old ware
house that loomed darkly in front 
3f him, the warehouse where he and 
Strong slept. They were phantom
like in the jet black darkness, but 
they moved forward steadily and 
stealthily. And then suddenly the 
■vhole street was filled with them.

Judd heard a dull groan come 
:rom inside the warehouse. His au- 
:omatic jumped and belched a sear
ing flash of red fire at one of the 
idvancing forms. He had recognized 
:hat dull groan; it had come from 
Strong.

With a leap, his back was against 
he side of the warehouse. His gun 
ipouted its deadly flashes of orange 
■ed at the shadows around him. The 
itreet was filled with the thunder- 
ms roar of the explosions. Out in 
he slimy, soggy night in front of 
lim, two forms were writhing and 
wisting painfully in the mud.

And now men were advancing on 
lim, Advancing in crouching posi- 
ions, forming a half arc as they 
ircled him. The blades of kris 
cnives gleamed dully and the naked

bodies o f the 
attackers were 
b l o t c h e s  of 
darker shadow 
a g a i n s t  the 
night.

Three timeB 
more J u d d ’ s 
gun sent death 
to meet these 
forms before the 
hammer fell with a dull click. He 
had no time to reload. The attackers 
were on him in a surging wave.

He went to his knees, his right 
and left striking at the black groins 
with the precision and speed of a 
piston. There were howls of pain 
as dark bodies doubled up and rolled 
grotesquely in the mud. A kris knife 
grazed the side of his face. There 
was a stinging sensation and then 
the side of his face was wet and 
warm. His right and left continued 
to shoot out, but his arms were be
coming numb. The stinging sensa
tion on his face caused a feeling of 
weakness to come over Judd.

Sweating, naked bodies clambered 
over him. He went to the side
walk. He tried to struggle to his 
feet, but his struggles were futile. 
Then something crashed down on 
his head.

JUDD felt as though the building 
had suddenly toppled over on 

him. There was a piercing pain 
down his neck, and then the pain 
left and he lay inert and helpless in 
the mud.

He was conscious that shadows 
still moved around him—silent and 
sinister—as if they were a part of 
the night. He felt fingers move over 
his body and then something grip
ped his throat.

He tried to move his body, but as 
he did, consciousness left him and 
he remembered no more.

For a long time the inert bod£
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of Captain Judd lay face down in 
the mud of the Street of Celestial 
Light. Shadows moved eerily, si
lently over the still form. But after 
a while they, too, left and silence, 
black and deadly, settled again over 
the street.

Many minutes later a voice was 
heard—the soft, slurring accents of 
someone giving orders from the door 
of the old warehouse. Men issued 
forth from the door.

They wore long, flowing robes, and 
they moved with a silence that ri
valed the night.

And behind these new shadows 
was a tall, heavily built Chinaman. 
He it was who stood in the doorway 
and softly, efficiently gave orders.

A black robe was thrown over the 
body of Captain Judd, wrapped 
tightly around it. And then the 
body was picked up and carried into 
the stygian darkness that lay beyond 
the Street of Celestial Light.

CHAPTER II 
Dead Men Must Stay Dead

CAPTAIN JUDD came to 
with a feeling that the 
world was twirling around 

at the rate of several million miles 
a minute. For some time things 
continued to whirl around in his 
stunned brain, but gradually, as his 
mind cleared, Judd could hear, above 
the buzzing noise in his head, the 
sound of human voices.

They came to him vaguely, as if 
from a great distance. The words 
floated softly through the air and 
then receded into nothingness. He 
opened his eyes and saw a many 
colored ceiling over him. The air 
was filled with incense, but the 
smell of it sickened him and he 
closed his eyes again.

Something warm slid down hit 
throat. It brought strength and life

back into his body. The feeling o f 
numbness left. H$ movcd^hl* MTM 
and then his legs, smiling grimly
as he decided he waB still alive, and, 
from all indications, whole.

“You are welcome to my mean 
house, Captain Judd,” he heard a 
soft, slurring voice say, "where my 
poor hospitality is fit only for the 
humble workers o f the fields. For 
such food as I have is poor and the 
wine is weak.”

Captain Judd rose unsteadily upon 
his elbow. His face twisted in puz
zlement. He saw that he was in a 
large room, lighted by lamps covered 
with red and yellow shades. Against 
the opposite wall was a high cabinet 
that reached nearly to the gaudy 
ceiling; a teakwood desk, three 
chairs, a joss, and shell-paned shut
ters that covered long windows com
pleted the furnishings.

Standing near the couch was a tall 
Chinaman. He wore a silken robe of 
scarlet red, brocaded slippers and 
stockings of red silk. A red skull 
cap covered a matted queue.

It was evident from his face that 
he was no ordinary Chinese. The 
cheek bones were high, showing 
Manchu blood; the nose was large 
and bespoke daring and courage; the 
jutting chin was strong and bellig
erent; the eyes were black, and large 
for a Chinese. A glance at the soft, 
white hand and long nails indicated 
clearly that the man did no hard 
labor.

JUDD stared at him a moment;
then twiBted his body around and 

sat up weakly.
"I am just a sailor,” he said dryly, 

"and my poor stomach knows only 
rice without' sauce. And to be in 
the presence of such grandeur, in 
your fine home, quite overwhelm! 
one unaccustomed to the sight of 
the luxuries of this mundane world." 

He got to his feet slowly and
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His gun spouted deadly Hashes of orange red

stood with his thumbs stuck in the 
belt of his trousers.

“ And now, Lung Tu,” he added, 
“ how in hell did I get here? And 
what hole of Hades did you escape 
through!”

Lung Tu smiled and made a gra
cious bow to Captain Judd.

“ I thought,” he said, evading 
Judd’s question, “ for the moment, 
that I was in the presence of a 
scholar. Who taught you that 
speech?”

“ I got a tip that Professor Wong 
wa6 on the Street of Celestial 
Light,” Judd mused. “When I go 
down there, Dyaks knock me in the

head and I wake up in your house. 
Interesting, isn’t it?”

“Very,” Lung Tu said Boftly. “My 
men found you unconscious on the 
Street of Celestial Light. Seeing my 
old friend in that condition, I natu
rally brought him to my house. 
Were you robbed?”

Captain Judd’s face remained ex
pressionless as he looked at Lung 
Tu. Then he grinned and sat down 
on the flat couch covered by the 
scarlet spread.

“ Sometimes,” he said conversa
tionally, "I wish I were a Chinese. 
You are the most convincing liars I 
ever met. You had me knocked on
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the bead so that you could talk to 
me. All right. But where iB Strong? 
You took him along at the same
time.”

Judd's eyes darted to a part of the 
wall which looked like frosted glass. 
He realized that it was oil paper, 
covering a sliding door or wall. As 
he watched, it opened noiselessly.

A slim, dark faced Chinese enter
ed the room. He was of medium 
height; the upper part of his Bharp 
face was covered with a pair of 
large tortoise shelled glasses. But 
the chin and the mouth were small 
and thin and deadly cruel.

THE man slipped the panel door 
shut and then stopped and stared 

at Captain Judd.
“ Now we're all here,” Judd grin

ned, getting to his feet and eyeing 
the newcomer closely. “ Everything 
ip fine now, Lung Tu, since your 
private assassin, Professor Wong 
Chi, has arrived.”

“And your health, Captain Judd,” 
he said in a soft, hollow voice. “ I 
understand the English took you to 
Shanghai for a short stay. You seem 
to have fared well.”

Captain Judd wet his lips. His 
eyes squinted a little and the mus
cles on his jaws bulged. Though his 
thumbs remained in the belt of his 
trousers, every muscle in his body 
was tense and alert—ready for ac
tion.

“Our old friend, Captain Judd,” 
Lung Tu announced to the profes
sor, “was careless on the Street of 
Celestial Light. Some wandering 
Dyaks robbed him, and left him to 
die in the mud. I brought him to 
my home to give him aid and atten
tion.”

“You brought me here—and also 
Strong,” Judd snapped. “ We won’t 
talk about the robbery, because that 
might be an uncomfortable subject 
for you. What do you want u b  to

do now? The last time we ran guns 
for you, i t  cqbU m all our proflti * c d 
a month behind the bars. The next 
time—’’

“ Even behind the bars food comes 
regularly,” Lung Tu broke in softly, 
“and since you got out, food hasn’t 
been so easy to obtain.”

Judd nodded.
“There isn’t much you Chinese 

don’t know,” he replied. “ But you 
could have called on Strong and me 
in a polite way and invited us up 
here — wherever we are. Then I 
might have been in a better humor 
to talk business.”

Lung Tu shrugged wearily.
“How simple is the mind of the 

American,” he sighed. "What we 
Chinese call common sense, you call 
being subtle. I wanted to talk to 
you, to give you the opportunity to 
make money—”

“Running more guns?” Judd broke
in.

“ Exactly,” Lung Tu said with a 
bow.

“Strong and I have been in jail, 
in case you don’t know,”  Judd re
plied. “And the English said some
thing about a ten year stretch that 
made us nervous.”

“And for that very reason,” Lung 
Tu hastened to explain, “ they feel 
you won’t try to run any more guns 
on your next trip out. They’ll give 
you a chance to get your nerve back. 
And I ’m giving you a chance to 
make twenty thousand in gold, while 
you get that nerve back.”

JUDD sat down and grinned at 
Lung Tu.

“ You’re 6mart, you Chinese,”  he 
agreed. “You) don’t stop thinking 
day or night, and I guess that’s why 
you’ve beat us all. I guess Rear 
Admiral Sir John Simon wouldn’t 
be expecting Strong and me to bust 
over again right away. But they’ve 
got their eyes on us—”
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Lung Tu smiled.
“And that, my Frhmdr^ he said 

softly, "was why I chose to bring 
you to my home after the Dyaks 
had attacked you. It was simply a 
precaution, because I knew Sir John 
was having you two watched. To 
make the precaution perfect, the 
word has gone out that you and 
Strong were killed."

Judd’s eyes widened a little and 
he stared at Lung Tu. Wong Chi 
gave a cold, inhuman laugh, and 
then turned his back and walked 
over to the big cabinet.

"T  KINDA wondered why you’d
J- fool with us alive," Judd said. 

" I f  we’re dead, it’s going to make 
matters easy. But dead or alive, 
you’re not expecting us to sail un
der the nose of Sir John in the 
Heavenly Star.”

“The Heavenly Star,” Lung Tu 
said, "has been confiscated by the 
English. You are going to sail into 
the Banda Sea in a one-tunnel 
freighter, owned and operated by 
the Oriental Mercantile Company, a 
company with an impeccable reputa
tion for honesty. The ship you will 
use is a floating example of virtue 
on the seas—”

“ So you own the Oriental Mer
cantile Company,” Judd put in 
dryly. "Pretty soon you’ll be telling 
the Japs you own Manchuria.”

"I conduct my business with a 
reasonable amount of safety," Lung 
Tu replied. "Ten thousand of the 
money to be paid you and Strong 
will be deposited to your credit in 
a Chinese bank. The balance will be 
paid in gold when you return."

"When we return,” Judd said with 
a hollow laugh.

“The sin in life," Lung Tu said 
Boftly, "is to get caught. The wise 
tiger—”

Judd got up warily.
“My woolen brain can’t dig deep

enough in the yellow soil of China 
to understand your words of wis
dom,” he said. “ But I have a ques
tion I’d like to ask you, providing 
you take no serious offense."

“ A wise man never takes offense 
to a just question,” Lung Tu replied. 
"You may ask it and feel perfectly 
free."

“Strong and I ran guns for you 
on the Heavenly Star.”  Captain 
Judd's eyes narrowed a little. "And 
there is a saying in China that no 
wise Chink uses the same ship twice 
for gun running—or the same white 
men. Get what I mean?”

Lung Tu smiled pleasantly and 
nodded.

“ It is not difficult to understand, 
Captain,” he ?aid. “ But there is an
other saying to the effect that a wise 
man uses only those things that 
bring him profit.”

“ I see rather dimly,” Judd replied. 
"It just looked kinda funny that you 
and Professor Wong should fol
low us to Singapore and bring us to 
your house ,.he way you did. But 
I guess everything is all right. I’ll 
take the ship for you.”

Lung Tu’s eyes darted a quick, al
most imperceptible glance toward 
Professor Wong Chi. The professor 
caught the look, smiled. He walked 
to a panel door in the wall and 
opened it.

“ Since the Chinese Pirate, called 
the Red Dragon, relieved that Ameri
can ship of its gold,” the captain 
pondered, "we might have an easy 
time slipping a few guns under the 
nose of Sir John.”

"T ALSO thought of that," Lung 
Tu replied. “The Chinese Pi

rate who chooses to call himself the 
Red Dragon is a man of great re
sourcefulness. His activity should 
help us poor merchants make a few 
honest dollars with guns. They say 
this pirate has supplies on some
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mysterious island—a stronghold that 
no navy can ever find.”

“He’s smart, all right,” Captain 
Judd answered. “ Stealing twenty- 
five million dollars in gold from 
New York banks and getting it all 
out of sight so soon. I understand 
he uses the old trick of planting his 
men on board the liners—”

“He is very successful,” Lung Tu 
interrupted, “and I hope he may re
main forever b o . It makes our work 
easier. My ship is being loaded 
now and you start tonight. That 
door leads through an underground 
passage to the offices of the Ori
ental Mercantile Company. You can 
go through it and get to the ship 
without being seen. Strong is Bafe; 
he will join you on board. Remem
ber, you and Strong are dead men.” 

“ Deader than you think,”  Judd 
said dryly, starting for the door.

CHAPTER III 
The Dragon

T HE City of Peking lay at 
the river dock, a dark, un
lighted hulk in the night. It 
was a red funnel, shabby Island 

Bteamer, with dirty white super
structure amidships, a high poop 
deck, and a high fo’c’le running well 
aft from the knightheads.

There was no sign of life aboard 
her. A misty, blinding rain clattered 
off her awnings and sluiced through 
her freeing ports.

Out on the river a fog horn 
moaned weirdly at intervals, and now 
and then the shrill whistle of a river 
boat, making its way through the 
shipping, broke on the night air. 
A door moved back and forth on 
loose hinges at the large warehouse 
o f the Oriental Mercantile Com
pany; its slamming could be heard 
far beyond the steamer anchored at 
the near-by dock.

Standing on the starboard bridge 
wing, their-bdd'alin6ff~tnVJiTBle 
against the bridge’s storm apron, 
were Captain Judd and his mate, 
Jim Strong. Both wore oilskins and 
they stood immovable, staring out 
into the darkness of the river. Be
low them came the subdued shuffle 
of feet and the soft grunts of men 
carrying heavy burdens. But the 
work was done so silently that even 
they had to strain their ears to hear 
the sounds.

The cargo sideport in the hull of 
the ship was open and a gangplank 
led to the dock. At times a ray of 
light from a passing ship would cut 
through the darkness. When it did, 
Judd and Strong could see the gleam 
of naked, sweating backs, bent over 
with the great load on their shoul
ders, moving along the gangplank. 
Then the light would flash away and 
an ebony darkness followed.

For over an hour Judd and Strong 
had stood there silently. Their eyes 
caught every movement and their 
earB every sound of the night. Strong 
was shorter in body and smaller of 
physique than Judd, but he was a 
man to inspire respect—if anyone 
chose to attack him.

His shoulders were broad and pow
erful, his arms long and heavily 
muscled. He had light hair, clear 
blue eyes that could be ruthless and 
cold on occasion, and clean shaven, 
sea-hardened jaws.

He had no desire to advance 
further than first mate. His one-time 
ambition to be a skipper had faded 
during the years of his association 
with Judd; he was entirely content 
to follow the tall, lean-faced cap
tain. They understood each other 
and worked together perfectly.

“ A NOTHER hour and we’ll be 
moving,” Judd said. “ These 

boys work fast when they have to.”
“The quicker we get out of Sing-
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apore the better,” Strong growled. 
“Sir John and his boys are twisting 
th£ -  lim p to String with, if
they ever catch us with guns again.” 

Captain Judd laughed dryly.
“You can stop worrying about Sir 

John and the English navy,” he re
plied. “We're dead men according 
to their records. And if Lung Tu 
and Professor Wong have their way, 
too, we’ll be dead men sure as hell. 
When we get this steamer at the 
mouth of that mysterious river that 
runs into Yulia Island, it’s cur
tains.”

“*\^OU never did trust Chinamen,” -I- Strong retorted. “ Lung Tu used 
us before on the Heavenly Star and 
he’s using us again. It makes your 
theory a bit screwy."

“ It wouldn’t be a bad trick to use 
us to take this Bteamer up to that 
mysterious river, and then bump us 
off there,” Judd answered quietly. 
“He’s got the news spread around 
that we are dead. Lung Tu is 
smart to make plenty of use of men 
before he throws their bodies to the 
sharks.”

“ He wasn’t enough of a business 
man to hold up that ten thousand,” 
Strong protested. “ It’s in a bank—” 

“ A Chinese bank that Lung Tu 
owns,” Judd broke in. “And if we 
don’t come back to claim the money, 
it goes back to the bank. They’ll be 
smart enough to see that it does. 
Lung Tu is a smart business man— 
as well as a good killer."

“ He’s going to a lot of trouble to 
get a shipment of arms to the 
Banda Sea.” Strong was perplexed. 
“There’s profit in it for him, but 
using this boat will cut the profits 
down. You know once he uses a 
ship for smuggling, he has to have it 
disappear.”

Judd moved closer to his mate. 
His voice came low, little more than 
a whisper.

“You’ve got guts. Strong,” he mut
tered, shaking his head, “but the one 
thing you lack is brains. Whoever 
told you we were running guns? 
Lung Tu doesn’t throw a ship like 
this away just for guns.”

Strong turned and looked at Judd.
“All right. What are we run

ning?”
Captain Judd gave a cold laugh.
“You damn fool,” he said, “we’re 

running twenty-five million dollars 
in gold! W e’re headed for the 
mysterious river on Yulia Island 
which happens to be the headquar
ters and stronghold of the very suc
cessful pirate called the Red 
Dragon.”

“The Red Dragon? You mean—”
“ I mean that Lung Tu is the Red 

Dragon,” Judd replied in a low 
whispered voice. “What do you sup
pose I was doing, going through this 
ship? It’s down there in big blocks 
of gold, the bullion stolen from the 
American liner a week ago. And 
Lung Tu knows I know it. If we 
tried to run now, there would be a 
hundred knive9 in our backs.”

STRONG gave a surprised little 
grunt and then laughed shortly. 

“ We won’t have to worry about 
Sir John and the English Navy,” he 
said. “We ain’t got a darned thing 
to worry about except how soon we 
die.”

“ It might interest you to know, 
also,” Captain Judd added, "that our 
dear friend. Professor Wong is sail
ing with us.”

Again came the little grunt from 
Jim Strong.

"That’s one guy,” he said evenly, 
“ that’ll never get back alive, even if 
we don’t.”

“ You’ll have to shoot faster than 
I do,” Captain Judd laughed, “and 
up to date you’ve never been able to 
do that.”

Strong had taken several steps for
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ward and was peering down at the 
loading gangway. His right hand 
shot back and caught Captain Judd’s 
arm, gripping it tightly.

“ Here’s something coming out of 
the water,” he whispered, "and it 
doesn't look like a Chinaman.” 

Captain Judd moved forward and 
peered down into the darkness. 
There was a splash of water and 
then a low, moaning call came 
through the darkness. Judd and 
Strong moved aft on the bridge, fac
ing toward the stern. A ladder hung 
down the side of the ship there, sus
pended from the main deck bulwarks 
at the bottom of the steel steps of 
the bridge.

THEN suddenly the ladder tight
ened. Two hands—white hands 

—came out of the darkness of the 
river. And then a man pulled him
self painfully up the ladder, hand 
over hand.

Strong started down the steps of 
the bridge, but Judd grabbed his 
arm and held him back. He hurried 
down the steps ahead of the mate, 
stopping under the bridge on the 
main deck where the darkness was 
most intense.

Strong joined him. In front of 
them were the ends of the twisted 
ropes that made up the ladder. The 
thimbles spliced into the rope9 were 
secured to the ring bolts in the 
waterways.

Out of the darkness came a bulky 
form, pulling itself up over the bul
wark. It fell forward on the deck 
in a sprawled heap of drenched 
dotheB and trembling flesh.

Captain Judd was on him in a 
lash. His right hand went out, 
grabbed the man’s neck, and pulled 
lim roughly to his feet. Then, be
fore the man could utter a word, he 
was pushed through a door in the 
tuperstructure, into a little iron 
dcsb room. Captain Judd shut the

door and turned on a bulkhead light.
“ Go g e t  Professor Wong,”  he 

snapped to teH 'hiar’a
white man has called to see him. 
And if he doesn’t hurry, there won’t 
be any white man here.”

As Strong disappeared out of the 
door, the drenched man came to life. 
He was short, heavy-set, with a 
scowling face and blustering manner.

"What—what's the idea?” he 
blurted out angrily. "I was sent to 
this ship and slipped into the water. 
I came here with a letter—”

“ From Lung Tu, the rich mer
chant,” Captain Judd broke in dryly. 
"I know all about that. You’ll see 
Professor Wong in a few minutes— 
and your meeting may not be pleas
ant.”

Captain Judd threw the man back 
on a bench seat and stood looking at 
him, the steel gray of his eyes not a 
pleasant thing to see. The man 
paled and his lower lip trembled.

A minute later Strong returned 
through a door at the far side of the 
mess hall. Behind him was Profes
sor Wong Chi, calm and cool, dressed 
in his black blouse and black 
trousers, and carrying his horn
rimmed spectacles in his hand. With
out glasses, his face was small and 
his narrow eyes gave his face a sin
ister look.

THE heavy set man jumped to his 
feet when he saw Professor 

Wong.
"How come,” he blurted out. “I 

am sent aboard by Lung Tu and—” 
Captain Judd pushed him back 

onto the bench seat roughly.
"You’ll talk when you’re asked to,” 

he said. Then he turned to Pro
fessor Wong. "This white man cam* 
up the ladder oh the side of the 
ship. He says he has a letter or 
something from Lung Tu. But he’s 
out of luck if he thinks the letter is 
going to do him any good.”
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Professor Wong frowned at Judd 
and then turned to the man.

"Here is the' itttWy” the man 
growled, giving Judd a nasty look.

Professor Wong took the paper. 
It was wet and soggy and he had 
trouble in unfolding it. Captain 
Judd watched him through squinted, 
unpleasant eyes. Wong Chi finally 
straightened the letter; he read it 
and nodded.

IT ’S from Lung Tu,” he said 
quietly. “This man’s name is Mad- 

dern. It is satisfactory for him to 
come aboard.”

“ Like hell it is,” Judd snapped. 
“He's on board and he’s staying 
here. But he’B going to remain 
locked up during the trip.”

“ What the hell ?” Maddern snarled. 
“Are you the Emperor of all China 
just because you happen to be in 
command of a trading steamer of 
Lung Tu?”

“ I am captain of this ship,” Judd 
replied quietly, “and what I say 
goes. You’re going behind a little 
iron door that will be locked all the 
time we are at sea.”

"But, Captain—" Professor Wong's 
eyes narrowed into little slits and 
his lips were pressed together. “Mr. 
Maddern is on board under orders 
from Lung Tu.”

“ My orders, Professor Wong,” 
Captain Judd retorted coldly, “are 
to let no man leave this ship or to 
remain on it free if he has come 
aboard while we were loading. Those 
are my orders! I am going to see 
that they are carried out—to the 
letter.”

Professor Wong Chi’s face twisted 
in his effort to control his anger.

“You can go down and call Lung 
Tu,” he said. “ Or better than that, 
I ’ll call him and make sure that 
Mr. Maddern is okay to remain on 
board.”

“You are not leaving this ship,

Wong Chi,” Captain Judd said grim
ly, “and that friend of yours iB go
ing . in the brig. And going right 
away.”

“But you forget the orders of 
Lung Tu are more important—”

“ I understand all about his or
ders,” Captain Judd cut in harshly, 
“just as I understand why you and 
Lung Tu want this white man on 
board. A Chink isn’t much force 
as a witness in any white man’s 
court, and you want a white man 
who will testify to whatever you 
wish.

“ If we get captured, the blame 
will be on Strong and myself—and 
if anything happens to us, you will 
have a white man to clean your 
dirty hards. Lock him up, Strong.”

"Not so fast.”
Professor Wong Chi’s words came 

soft and piercing. Judd swerved to 
meet him, but he had moved a split 
second too late. The Chinese had 
moved with the swiftness of light
ning. His right hand gripped Cap
tain Judd’s wrist and the next sec
ond the captain landed in the corner, 
a victim of jiu jitsu.

He pulled himself up on his el
bows and turned. Not three inches 
from his face the gleaming blade 
of a long knife was poised in the 
hand of Professor Wong.

CHAPTER IV 
A Knife in the Dark

CAPTAIN JUDD twisted his 
body to the right, and then 
as Wong Chi came lurching 

forward with the knife aimed at 
Captain Judd’s heart, the captain 
brought his right foot up in a vi
cious, short kick. He caught Wong 
Chi on the chest and knocked him 
backward against the wall of the 
meBs room.

All this happened in the matter
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of seconds. Now Judd was on his 
feet, reaching for his automatic. 
From the corners of his eyes he saw 
Maddern riveted on the bench seat, 
his eyes open wide with terror and 
fear.

Near the door of the mess room, 
Strong was struggling with two 
powerful Chinese. They had him 
crushed against a wall and were 
struggling for his gun.

Wong Chi had hit the wall and 
was bounding back with a speed 
that was almost quicker than the 
eye. Captain Judd’s automatic went 
up, but he dropped it quickly, real
izing that a shot now would bring a 
swarm of Chinese down on them.

Besides, the fight was a personal 
one between the two men, to deter
mine who was in command of the 
6hip. And it would be of little 
profit to Judd to kill the dark faced 
assassin before they left the river. 
Lung Tu was too close, and that 
powerful Chinese had many ways to 
strike death on the river.

AND now Wong Chi hurled him
self against Judd, his knife out 

and ready for use. But Judd caught 
Professor W ong’s right wrist and 
twisted the smaller man backward 
to the floor. The Chinaman was up 
in a flash—up just in time to catch 
a terrific short uppercut from Cap
tain Judd’s right. The blow traveled 
only a few inches, but it carried all 
the power and weight of Judd’s 
powerful body behind it.

Wong Chi’s body raised itself a 
little. And then, with a groan, the 
professor plunged face forward on 
the floor, his body limp and inert.

Judd turned to the two Chinese 
grappling with Strong. A left hook 
caught one flush on the chin and 
sent him plunging to the floor. 
Strong took care of the other one 
with a blow to the solar plexus that 
doubled the man up and sent him

groveling and screaming to his
knees.

“Now throw thaFTtool plgeonT'Se- 
hind the iron door,” Captain Judd 
said to Strong. “W e’ll attend to him 
when we’re out at sea.”

Strong looked at Judd and grin
ned. He started for Maddern, both 
arms out in front of him like a 
wrestler. Maddern had jumped to 
his feet. His face was bloodless and 
his lower lip quivered. He started 
to run. Strong made'a dive for him, 
caught him around the shoulders 
and threw him back. Maddern turned 
and screamed.

A hard right on the jaw sent him 
down to his knees. He remained in 
that position a second, his eyes 
glassy and his face frozen; then 
with a gToan, he fell face forward. 
Strong dragged him out into the 
passage and disappeared inside the 
ship.

Captain Judd remained standing 
over Wong Chi. The professor 
stirred, opened his eyes.

“ The next one to be locked up 
will be you, Professor,” Judd told 
him, “ if you don’t obey orders. I’m 
in charge of this ship—and will be 
until Lung Tu decides to have me 
killed. That won’t be until the ship 
is at the mouth of the river at Yulia 
Island, at any rate.”

WONG CHI got to his feet 
slowly. He had regained con

trol of himself and was again the 
cool, treacherous Oriental. His face 
was expressionless, eyes narrowed to 
slits and voice soft and polite.

“We will settle this matter later, 
Mr. Judd,” he purred. "It is not well 
that we fight now.”

“Lung Tu would have your throat 
slashed,” Judd laughed, “ if he knew 
the boner you had just pulled. He 
wouldn’t expect such childishness 
from his private assassin.”

W ong Chi smiled his deadly, blank



CLAW S OF TH E RED DRAGON 23

smile, bowed formally, and walked 
out of the room.
"■Strong returned to announce that 

Maddern had been ToEkeffTu a small 
storeroom under the companionway. 
He handed the keys up to Judd.

The two Chinese that Judd and 
Strong had knocked out were sitting 
up. Now they sidled along toward 
the door, then bolted through.

“W e’re dead men, Strong," Judd 
said, “but before they bury ub, we’re 
going to be pretty active for a pair 
of corpses. Get your automatic ready 
and we’ll take a look around. Let's 
see how many more stool pigeons 
have been planted on us to take part 
in the funeral services at Yulia 
Island.”

CAPTAIN JUDD walked out 
through the passageway that led 

into the old dining room of the 
City of Peking. In former years, 
when the steamer had been used as 
a passenger boat, the dining room 
had been a rather elaborate place. 
But now the wooden paneled walls 
were dull from neglect and the 
tables had been torn away. Only a 
few of the swivel chairs remained.

Off this room, Professor Wong 
had a small stateroom. As Judd and 
Strong entered the dining room, 
they could see the professor lying 
on his bed, with a reading lamp at 
his head and a book in his hands.

The captain and the mate crossed 
the dining room, went through a 
side door that led out onto the main 
deck. Outside this door, Judd flat
tened his body against the wall. He 
motioned Strong to conceal himself 
somewhere in the darkness.

The soft patter of slippered feet 
came to them. There was a low, 
mumbled conversation. Judd turned 
his body a little, twisted toward the 
open door and looked into the din
ing room.

The lights in this room were off,

but the place was dimly illuminated 
by the rays coming from the state
room of Professor Wong.

A dark robed form passed through 
the dining room. At a far door it 
waB joined by another robed form, 
this one tall and heavy set. Captain 
Judd smiled coldly.

“ Our burial ceremonies will be 
complete,” he whispered to Strong, 
who was standing at his side. “Even 
Lung Tu will be present at the 
event. He’s on board now and it’s 
an even bet he won’t get off. Not 
with twenty-five million in gold to 
tuck away.”

“ We can still get off this damned 
ship,” Strong suggested. “The ladder 
is over the bulkhead and we can 
leave the way Maddern came on.”

‘ And get a knife in our backs be
fore we got thirty feet away from 
the warehouse of the Oriental Mer
cantile Company,” Judd replied. 
“W e’re in a bad enough way on this 
ship, but don’t kid yourself that 
we’d be any more alive on land. 
Here at least we can eat for a week; 
on land we wouldn’t even get break
fast.”

“W e’ll get a knife in our backs or 
a rope around our necks trusting 
anyone but ourselves right now,” he 
added. “And I don’t— ”

A SCREAM, piercing and shrill, 
cut short the captain’s words. It 

came from somewhere overhead. 
With a leap, Judd was through the 
door and racing across the dining 
room. Strong followed close on his 
heels. Both men had their auto
matics out.

“ It came from the lamp room 
upstairs,” Strong yelled, “where I 
locked Maddern up.”

Captain Judd was going up a 
narrow flight of stepB that led to 
the deck above. The stairs were 
dark — jet black — but he went up 
them two at a time. His automatic
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was gripped in his right hand, ready 
for use.

At the top of the stairs he stop
ped, felt ahead in the darkness. He 
touched the side of the corridor and 
started down it, walking slowly and 
carefully. Something moved in front 
of him, a fleeting mass of black. He 
lurched forward, grabbing for the 
moving object with his left hand 
and touched human flesh. But the 
flesh slipped away from him and was 
gone in a flash.

Behind him Strong said: “The
lamp room is on the right—a few 
feet ahead.”

JUDD was down the passageway, 
running blindly now. His left 

hand was outstretched to ward off 
any unsuspected blows or barriers. 
Then he hit something hard and his 
body crashed against steel. There 
was a low, hollow laugh near him, 
and then in the darkness he saw the 
blade of a knife flash brightly be
fore his eyes.

For a second he stood swaying in 
the passageway, his senses stunned 
from the force of the collision. His 
left went out in a long, wild upper
cut. It hit empty air. There was 
another hollow laugh.

Something grabbed him around the 
legs—something powerful and swift 
as lightning. Judd crashed to the 
floor. There was a stifling scream 
directly behind him — the same 
scream he had heard out on deck.

The fall to the floor brought his 
senses back with a jerk. With a 
swift, twisting whirl, he broke the 
grip around his legs, thrusting a 
body away from him. He sprang 
to his feet. The padding of slip
pered feet running from him was 
the only sound in the stygian dark
ness of the passageway.

Judd turned toward the steel door 
he had struck. Strong’s voice close 
to him said hoarsely: “ It’s Maddern,

Skipper. They got him with a 
knife.”

“ Is he dead?”
"He’s breathing, "But that’s about

all.”
“Take him to our quarters. Lock 

the door and stay there with him 
until I come back”

“My God, he’s Lung Tu’s spy—”
“ He was, but L u n g  Tu h as 

changed hiB mind. Maddern’s a white 
man and we can use a white man, 
no matter what kind, before we get 
out of this.”

“ It sounds crazy to me," Strong 
protested. “ But I’m here to take 
orders. What if he dies on my hands 
before you get backl”

“Then throw him overboard and 
forget about him,” Judd answered. 
“ He may be a load on our hands at 
that, but any man Lung Tu wants 
to kill ought to prove valuable to 
us, some way or other.”

Strong picked up the body and 
disappeared in the darkness. Judd 
turned and went down to the dining 
room. The door to Professor W ong 
Chi’s stateroom was open and the 
professor was lying on his bunk, 
still reading his book.

He nodded at the captain in a 
friendly manner and said, “ Come in, 
Captain. The ship is about loaded 
and we are ready to start.”

CAPTAIN JUDD stood in the 
doorway and grinned at the pro

fessor.
“ Aye,” he said pleasantly, “ it looks 

like we are going to have a very 
pleasant little trip, considering that 
the night has started so well.”

“ It should prove most delightful,” 
Wong Chi replied. “By the way, 
did I hear some noise upstairs a mo
ment ago— near the lamp room?” 

Judd nodded.
“Your friend, Mr. Maddern, got a 

bellyache,” he said, “and I don’t 
think he’ll get over it. Since men
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with bellyaches make poor sailors, I 
had him heaved overboard.”

“You did wisely,’* Wang ..Chi re
plied. And continued to read hi6 
book.

CHAPTER V 
Lung Tu Strikes

T HE City of Peking lay roll
ing in a swell, off a long, 
narrow bay at the foot of 
Yulia Island. The engines were 

stopped and no smoke came from 
the red funnel to mark the ship’s 
presence upon the sky. Even in the 
waters of that isolated, unfrequented 
part of the Banda Sea, a steamer or 
a warship might pass.

Captain Judd had seen to it that 
the ship’s boilers carried a sufficient 
head of steam to make the run into 
the dangerous channel.

He knew the currents of the inlet; 
he knew that coral heads and shoals 
blocked hiB passage. With a sailing 
vessel the conflicting winds and cur
rents made an entrance doubly dan
gerous. But a steamer, with a full 
head of steam, could, with careful 
work, get inside the inlet with a 
reasonable amount of safety.

But Captain Judd knew that once 
the City of Peking was safe in that 
inlet, his work and the work of 
Strong would be over. Lung Tu 
would see to it that they never got 
out alive.

Judd stood on the bridge with 
Strong and surveyed the long inlet 
that loomed before them. Beyond 
it was a high mountain, covered 
with the matted green of an impass
able jungle. And at the mountain’s 
foot, running through a narrow val
ley, was the mysterious river that 
led far into the interior, where no 
white man had ever ventured.

The mouth of the river was hid
den from view by the dense jungle

undergrowth. It was impossible to 
see it outside the inlet, and difficult 
to discover even if a ship did man
age to make the dangerous channel 
and get inside the bay.

The island itself was deserted and 
far out of the regular ship lane of 
the Banda Sea. From time to time, 
a few natives might come to the 
bay to fish, but none lived in the 
desolate jungles of the place. All in 
all, it made a perfect hiding place 
for Lung Tu’s pirate stronghold.

The City of Peking had made the 
run from Singapore in fair time— 
about two weeks. With a Chinaman 
as chief engineer and a Chinese pi
rate crew manning the steamer, the 
ship had developed engine trouble. 
Time had been lost in repair work.

During the trip, Captain Judd and 
Strong remained close together. The 
mate really acted as a second cap
tain, not doing any night watches, 
and assisting Judd. In fact, it had 
been arranged that when one of 
them slept, the other was to stay 
awake. They lived in Judd’s quar
ters under the bridge, having their 
meals there and making no contact 
with members of the crew.

Their only visitor was Professor 
Wong Chi, who came daily to chat 
with them. Any feeling he might 
have held over from his fight with 
Judd seemed to be gone; he was 
affable and talkative.

BUT always when he came, one of 
the two white men was awake, 

on guard. And Professor Wong Chi 
was forced to confine his visits to 
only one of the rooms of the cap
tain's quarters.

Captain Judd’s quarters consisted 
of two rooms, which took in the 
whole width of the superstructure. 
There were doors to the deck on 
each side and portholes that looked 
out on the fore deck.

In one of these rooms Maddern
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was kept locked up. The man hadn t 
died, as Strong had feared he would. 
He had showed remarkable recupera
tive powers and was well on the way 
to recovery. Neither of the two 
knife thrusts in his back had touched 
a vital spot. It was only a matter 
of time before the wounds would 
heal and Maddern would regain his 
strength.

By the time the ship came in view 
of the mountainous island of Yulia, 
he was very little the worse for wear.

But he did little talking. Though 
he growled a great deal about yel
low double crossers, neither Judd 
nor Strong were able to get a defi
nite word out of him. Why Lung 
Tu had so suddenly turned against 
him and tried to kill him, remained 
a mystery to the two white men.

STRONG had him figured ou* as a 
government spy, but Judd shrug

ged and dismissed the implication. 
They were all white men in the same 
spot, he felt, and there was little 
harm Maddern could do.

If Professor Wong Chi knew of 
Maddern’s presence on board, he did 
not indicate it by word or sign. And 
after his one fleeting view of Lung 
Tu, Captain Judd had seen nothing 
further of the tall, heavy-set Chi
nese.

But Judd assumed that he was 
still on board, that the importance 
of the trip was too great to trust 
wholly to Professor Wong.

Judd, standing on the bridge now 
with Strong at his side, considered 
all these things carefully. In his 
coat pockets were two automatics 
and Strong was armed likewise.

“ Have you figured out,” Strong 
asked dryly, “just what we are go
ing to do if we should escape from 
this ship?”

“W e’ll worry about that later,” 
Judd grunted. "We have to get this 
ship through the channel first. And

then have your gun ready, because 
the lid of hell is going to pop up 
and hit usu in the face^ '

Captain Judd turned and blew into 
the engine room speaking tube, 
avoiding the use of the bells in the 
engine room telegraph on the bridge. 
He called for slow speed ahead. The 
hull suddenly became alive with the 
quivering of the engines as the pro
peller started to turn.

Judd snapped the course to the 
helmsman. The ship was moving 
slowly, swinging slightly, keeping 
the inlet to the starboard beam.

Then with a “ Full Ahead” bell, 
the City of Peking started to race 
for the channel. No smoke came 
from the funnel, her grates needed 
no fresh coal. She steamed ahead, 
leaving behind only clean air.

Captain Judd watched the sea 
marks closely. He knew the white 
stones that were leaders. He took 
his bearings on a range of trees, a 
bearing that kept the steamer In the 
center of the treacherous channel. 
He stood near the helmsman, seeing 
that all his instructions were fol
lowed to the dot.

Bringing her own flood tide with 
her, cutting the cross current easily, 
the City of Peking surged into the 
channel. Her keel caused the boat 
to roll heavily as the sudden shifts 
of pressure hit it.

And the running of the channel 
was all over in the matter of 
minutes.

The steamer loafed through the 
inwater of the bay. She coasted up 
to within a quarter of a mile of the 
matted jungle green that masked the 
mouth of the mysterious river from 
the view of human eyes.

THE ship dropped anchor, letting 
the chain run as she swung 

back. All about rose the mountainous 
jungle, like a great green wall of 
brilliantly fresh grass. A break in
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the gigantic granite cliffs at the ba6e 
of the mountain was the only indica
tion 'oF fh e  presence of-a^iver that 
flowed back into the impenetrable 
wilderness.

Judd looked at Strong and grin
ned, then reached into his pockets 
for his guns.

"You lay your anchors where you 
want them, Skipper,” Strong said. 
"No fooling when you deliver the 
goods.”

"W e’re just starting to deliver the 
goods now,” Captain Judd said. 
"Our first job is over. Pretty soon 
Lung Tu and Wong Chi will start 
theirs.”

Judd motioned to the helmsman 
to go below. The man moved quickly 
and was down the steps of the 
bridge with startling speed.

THE sun had set in the west and 
twilight, fleeting and dark, was 

fast descending on the little bay. It 
came first in a haze of gray light 
and then rapidly gave way to the 
fast falling darkness.

“We can wait on the bridge," Cap
tain Judd said quietly. "If we do, 
we can be sure of killing a good 
number of those yellow pirates. But 
our ammunition will run out, and 
we’ll be trapped up here like rats. 
In the saloon we’ll have a better 
chance.”

"Maddcrn is downstairs and he’s a 
white man,” Strong said. "You in
sisted on having him in your cabin 
and you can't ditch him now.”

"Maddern will take care of him
self,” Judd answered, and started 
down the steel steps of the bridge.

Darkness had fallen, but in the 
east the moon was coming up rapid
ly—a big red ball of fire, burning 
over the top of the mountain. The 
engines of the ship had stopped and 
no lights burned on deck. A silence, 
eerie and oppressive, pervaded every 
part of the scene.

Slowly and stealthily, the two 
white men made their way down the 
ladder. They darted under the 
bridge on the main deck where the 
darkness hid them completely. The 
superstructure was behind them, with 
a narrow passage between the bul
wark and bulkhead.

T^IOR several minutes they waited, 
their ears strained for sounds on 

the ship. But none came. Only the 
deadly, piercing silence greeted their 
ears.

Then somewhere out in the water 
they heard the splash of an oar. It 
was followed by a sharp command 
in Chinese. There were more splashes 
and then the weird stillness de
scended again.

"Reinforcements,” Strong mutter
ed. “Lung Tu is taking no chances 
with fifty cutthroats on board to kill 
three white men.”

Captain Judd started through the 
darkness without a word. Strong 
followed closely. They went through 
into the small mess room. A door 
from this led into the saloon. Strong 
opened the door slowly, and Judd 
slipped sideways into the room, his 
gun even with his hip and his finger 
on the trigger.

At the far end of the saloon a 
door to the pantry was open, and 
beyond this door the dark alley lead
ing to the after well deck was vis
ible. Judd could see through to the 
well deck, now covered with a silver 
light from the moon. Keeping his 
eyes on the pantry passage, Judd 
moved toward the center of the sa
loon. A light was shining from Pro
fessor Wong's stateroom, but his 
bunk was empty. Only one dim 
light was burning in the saloon, 
clothing it in a shadowy darkness.

At the center of the room Judd 
stopped suddenly and swerved to 
the right, bringing his gun up 
with a snap. On the stairs leading
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to the upper deck he had heard a 
footfall—the soft, indistinct sound 
of a slippered foot.

And then, out of the gloom at 
the top of the saloon stairway, ap
peared the form of Professor Wong 
Chi. He hesitated for a moment, 
glanced down in the saloon, and 
then moved out of the darkness. He 
started down the stairs, his felt 
soled slippers making no sound as 
they touched the brass rimmed steps. 
As he reached the bottom, Strong 
moved around in an encircling move
ment and came up at his rear.

The professor walked up to Judd 
and bowed deeply, smiling pleas
antly.

“You are,’’ he said in his soft, hol
low voice, “a little nervous, Captain 
Judd."

CAPTAIN JUDD’S lean face con
tracted slightly. His eyes squint

ed, but a grin came to his lips.
“ I thought, perhaps,” he answered, 

“ that you and Lung Tu would like 
to get Strong and me about now.” 

Professor Wong shrugged care
lessly.

“Get you? Why should we wish 
to kill you?”

“Why shouldn’t you?” Judd re
torted. “W e’ve delivered your ship 
to the island. We know what the 
shipment really is and we know 
enough to hang you and Lung Tu 
on the mast of any British or Amer
ican warship in these waters. The 
reasons for killing us are too strong 
for either you or Lung Tu to pass 
up right now."

There was a movement at one of 
the staterooms. And then out of the 
darkness appeared Lung Tu.

He remained in the doorway for 
a moment, looking at the three men. 
His head was wrapped in a sleeping 
turban. His pajama jacket was scar
let, and around his waiBt was a red 
sarong. The combination of jacket

and pajama trousers gave the effect 
a long robe of red. He looked like 
some akh'Chinese go5 as he stood 
there, immovable, with a light at his 
back.

“The unwelcome guest,” he said 
softly. “ I come like death—never 
invited, but a guest that no man can 
turn away. I have been listening to 
certain words about murder and they 
have interested me — interested me 
greatly.”

His large black eyes flashed and 
his strong, protruding jaw stuck out 
a little. His face, with the high 
cheek bones, was cold and deadly.

“You are late on the scene, Lung 
Tu,” Judd said dryly. “We have 
been in this bay for twenty minutes 
now and you haven’t tried to kill 
us yet.”

Lung Tu walked out into the 
saloon.

“You have hardly played fair with 
me, Captain Judd,” he complained. 
“ You have the white man I sent 
aboard in your cabin and—”

“ If we are going to bring up the 
question of playing fair,” Judd in
terrupted coldly, “ I have a little 
speech that might interest you. You 
hired us to run guns for you on the 
Heavenly Star, and because you had 
bigger work to do, and wanted to 
close the eye6 of the authorities to 
your real occupation, you tipped 
them off so that the English nabbed 
us.

“You thought we’d either get hung 
or ten years in prison. We got 
neither, and you decided that we 
knew too much and ought to be 
dead.

WE went to Singapore, and you 
followed,' partly on your own 

business, and partly to see that we 
didn't live long enough to talk. 
Then you pulled the big haul of the 
twenty-five millions in gold from the 
American ship. Somehow you trana-
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ferred that twenty-five million to 
this ship, which had a spotless repu
tation- and_ _made_ a perfect hiding 
place for the gold. Then~y3U found 
out you needed a captain who could 
handle a freighter and you thought 
of me and Strong.

‘ ‘That’s why you didn’t kill us on 
the Street of Celestial Light. You 
got Strong and me aboard this ship, 
fully intending that we would never 
get back to civilization alive. May
be we won’t—but there are a hell of 
a lot of Chinese pirates who won’t 
get back either.”

Lung Tu smiled coldly, without 
expression.

"Your speech,” he said, "is like 
the speech of all white men. Full 
of noise and sound, but conceived by 
the brain of a mouse. White men 
have the ears of mules, and the 6ense 
of a child. They listen big and talk 
loud, but think nothing, because 
they are stupid and easily fooled.”

Judd grinned maliciously.

"rpH IS  is one time a Chinaman did 
-L not fool me a hell of a lot,” he 

said.
Lung Tu bowed low.
"Then,” he said in his soft, slur

ring accent, "there is nothing more 
for us to discuss.”

Judd’s hand went for his gun, but 
as it did, something hit the light 
over him and the room was plunged 
in utter darkness. A shrill whistle 
broke the stillness, coming from the 
direction of Wong Chi's stateroom.

From the well deck came the rush 
of bare feet. Strong could be heard 
running up the stairs, his shoes hit
ting the brass trimmings of the stepB 
with metallic rings, But Judd re
mained in the center of the saloon. 
He stared out at the silver moon
light flooding the well deck. A cloud 
passed under the moon and shut the 
deck from view; then bare shoulders 
and crouching bodies came under the

renewed light. A port door burst 
open and there was a blurred mass 
of yellow bodies piling into the 
room.

From the center of the saloon 
came a flash of orange red, a flash 
that leaped across the room into the 
mass of oncoming pirates. The re
port from the gun shook the room. 
Again Judd fired, but the mass came 
on relentlessly, furiously.

Judd turned and made for the 
stairway, taking the steps up two at 
a time.

CHAPTER VI 
The Dragon’s Talons

AS Captain Judd hit the top 
of the stairs, he heard a 
sharp order barked out In 

Chinese. A spurting, leaping line 
of fire came from the after end of 
the saloon as the pirates went into 
action with their revolvers. The 
charging line had stopped and drop
ped to their knees. Flickering ray3 
of moonlight coming through the 
portholes fell, here and there, on a 
kneeling Chinese.

There was another sharp com
mand. A second volley cut through 
the room at about the height of a 
man’s waist. The bullets clicked 
against the brass treads of the stairs, 
cut through the trim and splintered 
the wood. The passageways on both 
sides of the stairs were raked by the 
bullets, which struck against the 
iron doors with twangs that sounded 
like bell gongs.

The saloon was riddled with bul
lets. The pirates no longer waited 
for the command to fire. They fired 
at will, as rapidly as they could. 
Lead flew at all angles and all direc
tions in the saloon, high and low, at 
corners and at the ceiling.

Then there was a loud, sharp com
mand and the firing ceased. The en
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suing silence was oppressive. Clouds 
of gun smoke were rising slowly to
ward the ceiling, passing the feeble 
moonlight that came in through the 
port holes.

“Strong/ ”
Judd’s voice came weakly, aB if 

from some far distance. Then came 
the heavy breathing of the captain, 
as if every breath cost him pain and 
misery.

But his plea brought no answer 
from Strong.

The sharp command in Chinese 
sounded again, and once more the 
firing commenced, wildly slicing 
every part of the room.

It stopped suddenly, and then 
above the deadly stillness came the 
voice of Lung Tu.

"Captain Judd,” he called out, ‘‘are 
you hurt?”

IF the captain were, he did not an
swer the gentle voice of solici

tude that had inquired.
‘‘Mr. Strong,” Lung Tu called. 
But Mr. Strong did not heed the 

call; again there was no answer.
Then suddenly the room was 

flooded with light as the electric 
bulbs flashed into life. The line of 
pirates jumped to their feet and 
charged toward the stairway. But 
they stopped suddenly, as if struck 
by some unseen power.

For at the head of the stairs they 
saw something that their dull minds 
grasped instantly. Danger and death! 
And before they could move, the 
death spat out at them, mowing them 
down pitilessly.

On the stairs was Captain Judd, 
lying flat on his stomach, with a 
machine-gun protruding out in front 
of him. At his side lay Strong and 
Maddern, assisting him to keep the 
machine-gun firing at its deadly 
6peed.

The gun jumped in Judd’s hands, 
but he kept it down level with the

bodies of the pirates. The line wav
ered and seemed to jump backward. 
The brutal, scowling-,- yellow- -faew 
changed to masks of terror. Bodies 
stiffened and plunged forward on 
the floor. Some groveled and writhed 
in pain, while others hurled them
selves sidewise, spinning as if in a 
devil dance.

The stream of lead came out of 
the muzzle of the gun as if con
trolled by a throttle. The walls of 
the saloon were ripped open. Light 
bulbs crashed and popped and went 
out. A cloud of gaseous white 
smoke filled the room. And through 
it all the roar of the machine-gun 
continued.

From a stateroom came loud, sharp 
commands. But the line of pirates 
heard nothing now. The few that 
were able crawled away through 
doors, while the wounded squirmed 
frantically to get out of reach of the 
rain of lead. Many lay still and 
motionless on th& floor.

Judd jumped to his feet, the ma
chine-gun under his arm. From out
side came loud cries and the noise 
of men crowding over the side of 
the steamer from boats.

But the end was not yet.
Bare feet rushing along the port 

side of the deck came next. The pi
rates were making for the rear to 
attack Judd and his two companions 
from behind. At the same time, new 
yellow bodies and faces came pour
ing through the port doors of the 
saloon.

JUDD dropped on his stomach and 
again the machine-gun went into 

action. But this time he operated 
it alone. Strong and Maddern were 
firing at the pirates who were at
tacking from the rear. The machine- 
gun cut down the Chinese in front 
of it like wheat, and they stopped 
piling through the doors. Waiting 
outside, they contented themselves
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with taking spasmodic shots at Judd 
fr o m behind  ̂doors.

A roar came from behind Judd. 
He twisted his body around, saw 
Strong and Maddern crouching 
against the wall at his sides. Down 
the passageway a horde of pirates 
were charging toward them.

“ Look out!" Judd yelled at his 
two companions. “ I'll clean the pas
sageway and then we’ll have to make 
a break for it.”

He swung the machine-gun around 
in time to send a stuttering line of 
lead into the charging Chinese. 
They stiffened in their tracks, and 
then went to the floor as if mowed 
down by a scythe. There were weird 
screams and curses in Chinese as the 
unharmed tried to duck the stream 
of lead that was belching out of the 
machine-gun.

Up and down, sideways, to the 
right and left, Judd moved the gun. 
He ripped venomous bullets through 
those who had fallen to the ground 
and those who had jumped to their 
feet and were running backward. 
The narrow passageway was choked 
with the powder gases from the 
machine-gun. Judd coughed and 
gasped for breath.

THEN suddenly he was conscious 
that the lights were dimming. He 

could hear the regular crack of 
Strong and Maddern’s automatics at 
his side and, though he didn’t look 
around, he guessed what was hap
pening. The two white men were 
shooting out the lights in the saloon.

In front of him the mass of yel
low faced pirates had disappeared. 
Judd heard Strong’s gun crack three 
times more. And then the 6teamer 
was plunged into a blanket of black.

Judd was on his feet, shoving the 
machine-gun under his arm.

“W e’ll try the boat,” he yelled to 
Strong and Maddern.

He hurdled the mass of lifeless

bodies glutting the passageway. 
From under him came the groans 
and gasps of the wounded, but he 
dashed madly through the dark pas
sageway. He kicked a door open 
and was out on the main deck.

The moonlight flooded the deck 
and the surrounding waters with a 
silver light—soft and entrancing, it 
was almost as light as day. The 
boat hanging from the davits was 
only a few yards in front of Judd.

BUT from all sides slinking, half- 
naked bodies moved in the shad

ows. A gun roared and a bullet cut 
in front of his face. Judd jumped 
back, brought the machine-gun up. 
But on deck the weapon was useless. 
No mass of naked flesh came toward 
him; the pirates were firing from 
cover, firing slowly and deliberately.

Strong and Maddern came to the 
door. Bullets snapping through the 
air halted them there.

“We have the chance of a snow
ball in hell," Strong Baid weakly. 
“W e’ll never launch that boat.” 

Before Judd could answer, a bul
let cut through the dark passageway 
at their rear and whined out over 
the waters of the bay. The three 
white men dropped to their knees. 
The pirates were growing bolder. 
Someone aft was yelling shrill, an
gry orders in Chinese.

The machine-gun dropped from 
Judd’s arms and his automatic came 
out. It sent flames of death to the 
right and left and men screamed in 
answering pain. Maddern turned 
his fire into the dark passageway at 
their rear. Grimly and desperately 
Judd and Strong fired at the moving 
shadows of naked men at their right 
and left. The superstructure gave 
them a slight protection; it forced 
the pirates to fire at a difficult right 
angle. But Judd knew that this ad
vantage would be short lived.

Aft, he heard other men climbing
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on board. Mere weight of numbers 
would 60on overwhelm them, and the 
matter of ammunition was now of
fering a serious problem. Judd's 
supply w'ould last a few minutes 
more and then—

With a yell to his companions, 
Judd leaped across the open space 
of the deck to the bulwark. He 
moved in a crouching, lunging gait 
that sent his head and shoulders 
against the rail with a sickening 
crash.

A bullet cut his shoulder. An
other creased his right leg.

lie did not wait to see what was 
happening to Maddern and Strong. 
His life hung on a split second and 
in that split second he moved. With 
a lunge he was over the rail, his 
body diving head-first for the water. 
As he hurtled through the air, he 
heard wild cricr from the pirates 
over him.

THE next thing he knew he had 
hit the water and was shooting 

toward the bottom of the bay. He 
brought his downward dive to an 
abrupt stop, sent his body upward 
through the water with powerful 
arm strokes.

When he finally came to the sur
face, his lungs were bursting for air 
and his body numb.

His head shot out of the water. 
He gasped for breath, filled his 
lungs, and then dived again.

Thirty seconds later he came to 
the surface the second time. But 
he came up in water which held a 
churning, snarling, yelling mass of 
yellow bodies.

Judd went down quickly. With 
powerful strokes he made for the 
shore, swimming under water. Slowly 
and with an ease made possible 
through years of training in the 
water, he propelled his body for
ward. As he swam, he slowly ex
haled the air that filled his lungs,

doing it in short gasps that kept
the water from his mouth. ____
. When the last of the air was gone, 
he rose to the surface, turning over 
on his back and floating to the top 
slowly. Only his nose and his mouth 
struck the air, the rest of his body 
remaining under the water.

Judd took a deep breath. It seemed 
to him that the bay was a boiling, 
churning whirlpool of angry waters. 
Bodies were beating the surface 
around him. Loud yells in Chinese 
rent the air. He filled his lungs and 
then turned over on his stomach for 
another dive. As he did, a naked 
body crashed against him.

There was a frantic yell, and the 
next moment Judd was in the mael
strom of the maddened waters. Yel
low arms reached for him and naked 
bodies pressed against his sides.

He dove, but two powerful arms 
were around his neck. He lunged 
upward with the speed of a shark, 
broke the grip, but the lunge had 
sent him clear of the surface. The 
next thing he knew, long yellow 
arms had Hold of every part of his 
body.

He v/as sucked undei the surface. 
He kicked and struggled, but his ef
forts were futile. He was pulled 
down and down. It seemed to him 
that he was moving with the speed 
of a comet into the very bowels of 
the earth.

HE gasped for breath, but water 
rushed into his lungs. The pow

erful grip was around his neck, 
choking him and pulling him under.

As more water came into his lungs, 
a strange, weird peace came over 
him. He felt sleepy. He relaxed 
his body and tWisted his arms a 
little.

That twisting of his arms was the 
last move he remembered. After that 
all was dark—the utter blackness of 
total oblivion.
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CHAPTER VII

BLACKNESS remained in front 
of Captain Judd’s eyes, but 
i n disjointed w a v e s  o f  

thought, his senses would come back, 
linger for a passing second and then 
leave. In this wavering, whirling 
consciousness he was aware that he 
was struggling against something— 
against powerful arms that still 
gripped him, crushing his body until 
it seemed that his chest and his ribs 
would be smashed together.

There was no more water about 
him. Once he tried to open his eyes 
but they remained fast, as if glued 
down. There was a feeling of de
lightful weariness, a sense of utter 
exhaustion, in his body. He wanted 
to sleep, b u t  consciousness kept 
returning to torment him and to 
prevent the perfect rest his body 
craved.

He heard a voice — soft and far 
away. The powerful grip on his 
chest and waist was gone. There 
were no more periods of oblivion. 
His thoughts raced around in his 
mind, a grotesque maelstrom of con
flicting memories.

Then out of the shroud of dark
ness that covered him, a voice came, 
strong and clear.

"He will live,” it said. "It is not 
necessary to do anything further.” 

Judd’s body jerked and in a flash 
his brain cleared. He would live I 
And the man who had spoken the 
words was Professor Wong Chi. The 
captain opened his eyes, blinked 
stupidly at a dazzling light which 
blinded them. He closed his eyes, 
then opened them slowly again, per
mitting them to become adjusted to 
the brilliant glare.

He was in a small room. The 
walls were of cement and the only 
door was of heavy Iron. The air

was damp and heavy; there were no 
windows. Small ventilating ducts 
lined the top of the wall where It 
reached the ceiling.

Judd let his eyes wander over the 
room; then he gave attention to the 
bed he lay on and the three men 
standing over him.

One was Professor Wong Chi and 
the other two were tall, half naked 
Chinese.

"You were dead,” Professor Wong 
Chi offered coldly, "but we brought 
you back to life.”

Judd threw his legs over the edge 
of the low couch and sat up. His 
head raced like a windmill and his 
body felt weak.

“You woke me from a very pleas
ant sleep,” he said with a shrug. "If 
that was death, it wasn’t bad.”

PROFESSOR WONG nodded. He 
was wearing the heavy horn 

rimmed glasses and they hid the 
murderous expression on his face.

“The Captain must know,” he said 
coldly, “ that Chinese have certain 
hatreds and certain passions. We 
hate the white man because he has 
murdered and stolen—"

"Yes, I know all about that,” Judd 
broke in wearily. "What I want to 
know is how I got here. Last I re
member, you and your tribe were 
trying damned hard to kill me—” 

"You murdered many of my race,” 
Professor Wong Chi replied softly. 
"And when a white man does that, 
it is not our wish that he die pleas
antly. Not by a shot or by drown- 
ing.

"I see,” Judd mused. "I was pulled 
out of the bay, brought back to life, 
to enjoy some refined Chinese tor
ture.”

The lips of the professor con* 
tracted into a thin white line.

"That is just what we are going to
do.”

Judd’s face was set and tht
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muscles on his jaws rose. His eyes 
darted rapidly around the room.

“ I feel pretty weak, Wong Chi,” 
he said. "A shot of whisky would 
put me in better shape to stand the 
strain. Right now you’d have a dead 
man on your hands the minute I 
looked at one of the tables used for 
the Death of a Thousand Slices.” 

“You will have much liquor and 
food,’’ the professor sneered. “ You 
will be well and strong when your 
death takes place. A well man suf
fers longer.”

HE handed J u d d  a glass of 
whisky. The captain took it, 

downed it at a gulp.
“You Chinese," he said, “are gentle 

souls.”
The professor said nothing. The 

two half naked Chinese stood in the 
background and watched Judd with 
faces that were utterly blank and 
expressionless.

“ I suppose I’m in a dungeon of 
the pirates’ stronghold, with the 
chances for escape very small,” Judd 
said. “You seem to work well under
ground—just like a rat.”

A snarl came to Wong Chi’s lips, 
but he controlled himself.

“You are where you will not es
cape,” he said, “until death releases 
your heathen soul.”

“Now you are mixing religion 
with murder,” Judd replied dryly. 
“That’s bad.”

The whisky had sent warmth and 
strength to his body. His brain no 
longer raced around in a crazy circle. 
His eyes, on the tall body of Wong 
Chi standing about a foot from him, 
wandered to the pirates behind the 
professor. In the dirty sarongs 
around their waists were knives, 
wicked and gleaming with malevolent 
purpose.

“What about Strong and Mad- 
dern?” Judd asked Wong Chi. “ Have 
they too been saved to participate

in this elaborate death you have 
planned ?”

“They will 
Chi sneered. “Three white men to 
die—”

But he never finished the sentence. 
Judd had twisted to the right, shoul
ders hunched, his legs bunched up 
for a spring. And then, like a leap
ing tiger, he went through the air.

His shoulders hit the professor 
under the right arm, sending the 
Chinaman to the floor in a sprawling 
heap. But in that same split second 
a knife came through the air, nipped 
Judd on the shoulder. The huge 
forms of the Chinese pirates loomed 
over him, their faces twisted with a 
savage, bestial ferocity.

Judd ducked, brought his right up 
in a short, vicious uppercut—a blow 
that traveled only a few inches.

It landed on a yellow chin with a 
resounding crack. Then, with his 
body still lurching forward, his left 
went out in an old fashioned hay
maker, catching the second pirate 
on the side of the head.

The first one had gone to the 
floor, his eyes glassy and his body 
twitching. The second was knocked 
backward by the haymaker, but with 
a bellow of rage, he came forward 
again. His head was down and the 
long knife glinted in his right hand.

FROM the corner of his eyes, 
Judd saw the dark clothed form 

of Professor Wong Chi struggling 
to his feet, his right hand slipping 
a revolver from beneath the black 
blouse.

The glance he had of the pro
fessor was only a flash. The next 
second the huge Chinese pirate was 
on him. Judd dropped to his knees, 
swung his body forward and tackled 
the charging pirate a little above 
the knees.

And then, using the last remaining 
ounce of his strength, the captain
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heaved the huge form up in the air. 
He swung around with his shoulders 
and hurled the body against the ad
vancing Wong Chi.

In a sprawling heap the pirate and 
the professor went to the floor. The 
gun dropped from Wong Chi’s hand, 
clattered on the cement floor. Judd 
reached for it, got it between the 
fingers of his right hand, and then 
backed away. He kept the weapon 
on the two floundering men.

Wong Chi regained his feet first, 
kicking the pirate out of his way. 
He looked at the gun in Judd’s hand, 
smiled coldly and shook his head.

UNS won’t save you, Captain,” 
VJT he said. “Twenty guns wouldn't 

get you out of this stronghold.” 
"Maybe they won’t,” Judd replied, 

"but I ’ve had the idea I’d like to 
die with my boots on.”

Wong Chi smiled coldly, mali
ciously.

“The brain of a mouse and the 
mouth of a braying mule,” he 
sneered. “All white men are the 
same. Outside this door are men 
who will overpower you in a mo
ment. You might kill one— perhaps 
two, but our men are paid to die. 
You will be taken alive. Have no 
other idea than that.”

“Okay,” Judd replied, moving 
closer to the professor, “but until 
I do, I have to put you where you 
won’t interfere. This isn’t a gentle
manly thing to do, but it serves my 
purpose.”

His left shot out in a straight, 
paralyzing blow to the chin. It 
caught the professor flush on the 
button and he went down to the 
floor face forward.

Then Judd moved swiftly. The 
pirate he had sent down with the 
clip to the chin was getting up. 
Judd waved hiB gun at the two yel
low men, and ordered them to back 
against the wall.

The pirates, their dumb, savage 
faces blank, followed his orders 
mechanically. He made them lie 
down. When they were on the floor, 
Judd proceeded to tear the sarongs 
from their waists and firmly tie their 
hands and feet. He stuffed some of 
the dirty cloth into their mouths for 
gags and then pulled them over to 
a corner. He left them there, prone 
on the floor.

Then he gave his attentior to the 
limp body of Professor Wong Chi. 
The professor was out and gave lit
tle indication of an immediate return 
to consciousness.

Judd stripped the man of his black 
blouse, black trousers, skull cap, and 
felt slippers.

And five minutes later Captain 
Judd was dressed in the clothes of 
Professor Wong Chi, including the 
heavy tortoise rimmed glasses. The 
outfit fitted him perfectly and it 
would have required a close inspec
tion to reveal that this was not a 
Chinaman.

Professor Wong, himself tied and 
gagged and dressed in Captain 
Judd’s trousers and shirt, lay in the 
corner with the two pirates. He had 
come to, but his eyes were still 
glassy and his face pale.

Judd waved a friendly good-by 
to him and then went to the heavy 
iron door. With keys taken from 
the professor’s pocket, he turned the 
lock. The door opened easily and, 
revolver in his right hand, Judd 
stepped out into the long, dark hall 
beyond the door.

CHAPTER VIII 
The Labyrinth

JUDD moved swiftly, his body 
hugging the wall of the shad
owy passageway. Out of a 

side corridor two Chinese came, si
lently and furtively. Judd contin
ued on, walking in the pattering,
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shuffling manner of Professor Wong 
Chi. The two Chinese looked at 
him, said nothing, and then disap
peared into another dark side pas
sageway.

JUDD passed many dark doors 
that led from the corridor. He 

saw many other Chinese moving in 
the semi darkness, but none stopped 
to look at him or even send him a 
second glance. Judd heaved a sigh 
of relief. He had gotten away from 
the dungeon room without being dis
covered.

But he realized the utter futility 
of hoping to escape from the strong
hold. He had no idea how far un
derground he was, but he knew that 
this was a veritable labyrinth. It 
would take hours for him to find his 
way out. And before that time was 
up, the bodies of Wong Chi and the 
two pirates would be found.

When that moment came, Judd 
knew that he could not hope to es
cape detection. They would try to 
take him alive—but he looked down 
at his revolver. There were five for 
the Chinese—and one for himself.

Judd came to a stairway. He fol
lowed the cement steps up to the 
floor above, and then started down 
a passageway that was dark and foul 
smelling. Its walls appeared black in 
the sparse light, black from age and 
the moisture that seeped through.

It was a passageway much older 
than the cement one he had left. He 
wondered if Lung Tu had salvaged 
an ancient underground hideaway for 
his stronghold. But Judd wasted 
little thought on that—the important 
thing to him was to locate Strong 
and Maddern before the trussed 
body of Wong Chi was discovered.

What he could do, even though he 
did find the two white men, was a 
mystery to him. The three of them 
would die fighting; that could be 
their only hope.

Judd knew the Chinese language 
and in a pinch could, by choosing 
his- words carefully, pass t h a t  t e B t  
with a fair degree of safety. He 
came to a guard, leaning indolently 
on a rifle. The yellow body, naked 
from the waist up, glistened in t h e  
semi darkness.

“Take me to the white men at 
once," Judd said in Chinese.

The man grabbed his rifle and, 
without a word, turned and started 
down the passageway at a shuffling 
dog trot. Judd followed, his right 
hand in the black blouse gripping 
the revolver.

DOWN the dark passageway they 
went, Judd shuffling after the 

trotting pirate. The velvet slippers 
he wore hit the dark, uneven rock 
floor with a rhythmic patter. Th« 
pirate turned to the left and they 
went lip a sharp incline; then they 
came to ancient steps, worn by the 
tread of centuries.

At the top they came to a corri
dor, lined on both sides with dun
geon-like rooms. In the doors of 
the dungeonB, hewn out of the gran
ite, were small squares where a little 
air might enter.

The half-naked Chinaman trotted 
down the corridor, dragging his 
rifle after him. Here and there a light 
shone out of the square opening of 
the doors, and Chinese guards moved 
up and down the ancient passage
way. Suddenly the pirate stopped. 
Another guard came up to him and 
his words threw open a great 6tone 
door.

Judd walked into the dungeon cell. 
He stopped, and stared at the rock 
tables that were placed on each side 
of the dark, foul-smelling cell. The 
feeble light from the passageway 
cut through the heavy, damp black
ness, casting a shadowy, somber 
gloom over the dungeon.

On the table to the right was
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strapped the body of Jim Strong. 
Maddern was on the other. Both 
men were stretched on their backs, 
bound to the stone in such a manner 
that they could not move a muscle 
of their bodies.

They were staring, white-faced, at 
the ceiling. Neither was able to move 
his head to see who had entered the 
room. Judd remained near the door, 
his body tense and his nerves taut. 
The pirate walked in ahead of him 
and took up a position beside Mad
dern. Two guards remained close to 
the door. And ever came the soft, 
subdued patter of bare feet, as the 
yellow men patrolled the passage
way outside.

JUDD took the revolver from his 
blouse, slipped his hand down 

over the muzzle, making a club out 
of the gun. He took a step closer 
to the half-naked body of his guide. 
And on the stones the two white 
men continued to stare at the ceil
ing, oblivious of the fact that near 
them stood Captain Judd.

The gun in Judd’s hand whisked 
through the air, the butt coming 
down on the pirate’s head with a 
dull thud. The man sank to the floor, 
his rifle clattering on the stone. He 
lay in an inert heap, completely 
lost to consciousness.

But as the man sank down, the 
passageway outside the cell became 
filled with running men. Over the 
patter of bare feet could be heard 
excited, angry orders shouted in 
Chinese. The din increased. The 
place suddenly became a bedlam of 
noise.

The muscles in Judd’s face con
tracted into thin ridges around his 
mouth. His eyes squinted and his 
lips pulled tightly together. So 
Wong Chi had been discovered! It 
was only a matter of minutes before 
his masquerader would be traced to 
this dungeon cell.

With a spring, Judd went into ac
tion. He slipped a long kris knife 
from the sarong of the unconscious 
pirate on the floor. With this knife 
he cut the straps around Strong’s 
body. Strong turned and stared in 
amazement. In the gloomy dark
ness the mate saw only a black- 
clothed Chinese, with a black skull 
cap and heavy tortoise shell-rimmed 
glasses.

Judd did not wait to inform him 
that he was not looking at Professor 
Chi. The captain had turned and 
waB slicing the strap that held Mad- 
dern’s body. Maddern, his flat, scowl
ing face pale, turned his head weakly 
when the strap around his neck was 
cut.

"What the hell?" he growled. “ The 
professor has gone nuts.”

"Crazy like your wooden-leg aunt," 
Judd retorted. "Get off those stones 
and grab that rifle on the floor. This 
place is a hell hole. My joke has 
been discovered."

Strong was on his feet Btaring at 
Judd.

"Captain Judd I" he cried.
But there was no time for other 

words. The door to the dungeon 
darkened as three men rushed in. 
Strong grabbed the rifle from the 
floor and Judd slipped the knife to 
Maddern.

THE three Chinese at the door saw 
only three phantom-like figures 

crouching close to the floor. Before 
they could stop their onward rush, 
these three phantoms were upon 
them. There was a snarling, writhing 
mass of human flesh on the floor. A 
man groaned and another started to 
scream.

His scream was cut short by Mad- 
dern’s knife.

Two minutes later the white men 
arose. From all parts of the pas
sageway came sharp orders in Chi
nese. The sound of bare feet fall
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ing on the stone floor came in muf
fled, indistinct sounds.

“Follow me,” Judd said in a low, 
tense voice.

He dashed out of the door, with 
Strong and Maddern at his heels. 
The passageway was alive with dart
ing, slinking shadows that hugged 
the darkness of the walls. Judd 
turned to the right and dashed down 
the corridor.

A slinking form near him uttered 
a shrill cry in Chinese. The cry was 
taken up by the others.

AND then suddenly in front of the 
three white men came a shriek

ing yellow horde. Judd swerved to 
the left and rushed into a doorway 
that led off the passage. He fairly 
leaped into the wall of blackness that 
lay beyond it. His feet hit stone— 
and then a stone slipped. His body 
hurtled down through an abyss of 
stygian darkness.

He heard Maddern and Strong give 
short, sharp cries as they followed 
him. Down and down Judd went. 
He felt as though he were falling 
into the center of the earth. Then 
suddenly his body hit something 
hard. He struck a stone floor with 
a sickening crash; the wind and 
senses were knocked out of him.

He groped blindly, crazily in the 
blackness of the pit. His sense still 
reeled and he felt sick to his stomach. 
He crawled slowly forward, moving 
his outstretched arms. Gradually his 
head cleared. He looked upward, 
but only coal black space greeted hiB 
eyes.

“ Have we gone to hell?” he heard 
Strong ask weakly near him.

And then Judd laughed.
“ It looks like we’ve got a good 

■tart in that direction,” he replied. 
“ W e’re in a nice little pit—Lung 
Tu won’t have much trouble getting 
us. Where’s Maddern?”

“I think I’m dead,” Maddern’s

voice came thinly through the dark
ness. "But I ’m not quite sure.”

Far to the right they heard the 
sound of bare feet slapping against 
the rock floor. Judd sprang up.

“W e’ll go toward that sound,” he 
said in a whisper. “ If they can 
come down, we can go up.”

He started through the dank, heavy 
darkness. He moved slowly, his left 
arm ahead of him, his right grasp
ing the revolver.

Maddern and Strong, on tiptoe, 
followed the sound of his moving 
body. The patter of bare feet grew 
louder and then seemed to surround 
them. Judd continued walking di
rectly toward the spot where they 
first heard the sound.

Then suddenly someone was 
breathing close to him, the heavy 
breathing of a powerful man. Judd 
stopped short, but Strong and Mad
dern, unable to see him, continued 
to move forward.

There was a sharp, growling yell 
in front of Judd. The yell was taken 
up by other voices in the pit of 
darkness, and then suddenly a flash
light cut through the blackness. The 
beam played around on a black, moss- 
covered wall and then fell on an old 
stairway hewn out of the granite.

With a leap Judd made for the 
stairs. The flashlight went out. Then 
it flashed again, dancing over the 
stairs. Judd hit the first step, with 
Strong and Maddern at his rear. He 
went up three of the steps and then 
the pit of blackness became a howl
ing, yelling inferno of snarling, en
raged Chinese. They rushed toward 
the stairs, hurling knives through 
the air.

JUDD paid no attention to the 
yells or the knives. Two stepB at 

a time, he went up the ancient stair
way madly, blindly. The flashlight 
landed on his fleeing body.

There was a yell from Maddern at
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his rear. Judd stopped, swerved 
around. From somewhere above him 
a feeble ray of light cut down 
through a hole. He saw Maddern 
standing with his back to him, hold
ing a Chinese pirate over his head. 
Maddern hurled the body down the 
stairs into the face of the oncoming 
mob.

It was too dark to see what the 
effect was on the pirates, but there 
were groans. The sounds of bodies 
struggling up the steps continued.

Judd yelled out to Maddern and 
Strong: “Up these stairs as fast as
you can.

"W e might beat them running, but 
we can’t beat them fighting with 
odds fifty to one.”

HE turned and fled up the stairB.
Up and up he went. He pressed 

through a dimly lighted section and 
then plunged again into jet black 
darkness. Out of this darkness he 
rushed into another stretch of stairs 
flooded with a soft gray mist.

And then suddenly he saw that 
on both sides the cement walls and 
the steps were new. He had gotten 
back to the new part of the strong
hold. He stopped suddenly. Mad
dern and Strong raced up to his side. 
Below, the charging mass of yellow, 
naked bodieB was surging forward.

Above Judd there came a sharp, 
staccato click. After an instant it 
stopped.

“Godl” Judd cried. “We have one 
chance in ten million.”

And with that he was rushing up 
the BtairB. Everything about him 
was of new cement structure, and 
light from electric bulbs overhead 
made the stairs as bright as day.

He came to a wide landing. Three 
Chinese rushed out of a doorway. 
Twice Judd’s revolver roared. There 
was no need for saving ammunition 
now. Two of the Chinese plunged 
forward. The third fled, but a bul

let from Strong’s rifle sent him 
crashing to the cement floor.

Judd took the steps with long, 
leaping strides. He came to an
other landing.

To his right the clicking and buz
zing cut the air loudly now. Ahead 
he saw an iron door, slightly ajar. 
Behind him there were sounds of a 
struggle, then another shot. He 
heard Maddern yell and then he 
heard a man groan.

But Judd did not stop or turn. 
His racing body went against the 
iron door in a long, diving lunge. 
As it gave way, he fell face forward 
into the room.

Two dark-robed Chinamen, with 
sharp and intelligent features, jumped 
up. They had been seated in front 
of a long table, on which were in
struments of a wireless set.

Judd’s gun sent a long, lashing 
streak of gray smoke toward the 
first Chinaman. The yellow man 
crumpled forward on his kneeB, his 
hand clutching his throat. There 
was a roar from the hand of the 
second Chinese and a bullet clipped 
the cement wall near Judd’s head.

His gun belched fire. The second 
Chinese followed his companion to 
the floor in a squirming heap. Judd’s 
body leaped forward and he was at 
the table, hi6 finger reaching for the 
wireless sending set.

QUICKLY, with the skill of a man 
experienced, Judd’s forefinger 

made the air and the room and the 
instrument click with dots and 
dashes.

Again and again he sent his mes
sage over the set. WireB above him 
buzzed and hummed and the room 
was filled with the soft, rumble.

Judd paid no attention to what 
was going on behind him. Unheed
ing he heard someone enter the 
door. The patter of bare feet was 
at his back. He stood up and threw
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his body around, but as he did, he 
was crushed to the floor by the 
weight of powerful hands.

He struggled againBt the arms. His 
gun was pulled from his hand. Straps 
went around his arms and legs and 
he was helpless to move or struggle 
further.

Then silently he was carried out 
of the room and down the long 
flight of cement steps. The quiet 
was broken only by the heavy 
breathing of the pirates who carried 
him and the feel of their bare feet 
on the long flight of cement steps.

CHAPTER IX
The Death of a Thousand Slices

ANDS held above their heads 
with long ropes fastened to 
the ceiling by a series of 

pulleys, their legs stretched to the 
breaking point by ropes attached to 
pulleys on the side of the room, the 
three white men hung. The very air 
was foreboding in the great room of 
Lung Tu’s stronghold set aside for 
the exquisite torture of the Death of 
a Thousand Slices.

In front of them, seated on chairs 
that looked like thrones, were Lung 
Tu and Professor Wong Chi. Wong 
was dressed again in the black Bilk 
blouse and trousers and the black 
silk skull cap. Over his eyes were the 
heavy tortoise shell glasses.

Lung Tu wore his scarlet robe, 
and the red silk skull cap covered 
his matted queue. On hiB feet were 
silk brocaded slippers. He sat back 
comfortably in the throne chair, his 
sharp, high-boned face smiling easily 
at Captain Judd.

“ Barbarian captain,” he said, “you 
will hang from your arms and your 
feet until death will seem a relief 
against your sufferings. And then 
you will be let down, and the great 
table will be brought in. We here

will enjoy your pains and terror 
as the Death of a Thousand Slices 
cuts the last vestige of life from 
your beaten body.”

Captain Judd, unable to move an 
arm or a leg, looked at Lung Tu 
from hate-filled eyes. His face was 
distorted with pain.

“ A very ancient way of killing the 
enemies of China,” Lung Tu went 
on. "It is a death that dates back 
before the great Ming Dynasty. 
With the Mings came newer and 
more refined modes of torture. I 
have made a thorough study of the 
manifold deaths that have come down 
through the ages, and I myself pre
fer the Death of a Thousand Slices.” 

Judd moved his eyes around the 
great room. At his right and left 
stood silent, scowling Chinese, with 
the heavy faces of coolies. They 
stood in two rows, like soldiers in 
formation.

Except for the throne chairs there 
was no other furniture in the room. 
The cement walls and ceiling were 
covered with pulleys and ropes. 
Yellow electric bulbs gave the room 
a wavering, sickly light. A light 
well suited to death.

On either side of Judd were Strong 
and Maddern. They had been cap
tured outside the wireless room, as 
Judd’s fingers had worked the in
struments.

ALL this had happened hours be
fore. How long, Judd had no way 

of telling.
Just the three men had been 

strapped to the stone tables in the 
dark dungeon room, strapped in such 
a manner that they could not move 
even their heads.

It had seemed kges that they re
mained on the stones. And then 
guards had come and carried them 
to the great room used for the 
Death of a Thousand Slices. And 
here they were, suspended in mid
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air, to hang until consciousness left 
them.

Next they would be taken to the 
death table, revived, and their bodies 
sliced a thousand times. Not deep 
slices. Thin, deadly slices that would 
send the pain of a thousand deaths 
through their nerves. Until at last 
the combination of loss of blood and 
pain would kill them.

Judd tried to twist hi6 pain-racked 
body a little. It seemed that his 
arms were leaving their sockets and 
his hip6 would soon tear away from 
bis body.

For over an hour he had hung 
suspended in the air and now it was 
only a matter of minutes before con
sciousness would leave him.

ALREADY Maddern’s eyes had 
closed and they were letting his 

body down. Ten Chinese were car
rying in a table—a long table with 
spikes sticking out of the top. They 
set it before Lung Tu and Professor 
Wong Chi.

Maddern’s body lay on the floor in 
an unconscious heap. The ropes 
were taken from his arms and legs 
and he was carried to the death table. 
He was placed in the center where 
no sharp spike bristled, but the 
spikes were all around him, placed 
in a position to gouge the flesh of 
the victim as he twisted and 
squirmed away from the deadly slices 
of the knives.

Three tall, animal-looking Chinese 
with huge shoulders and bull necks, 
walked up to the side of Maddern. 
They carried long, thin-bladed 
knives, ingeniously fashioned to slice 
the fleBh as they were brought across 
the body.

His clotheB were torn from Mad
dern’s body. A silk-robed Chinese 
came up to him and poured some
thing down his throat. Maddern 
quivered. The Chinese stepped back 
and watched the unconscious man.

Maddern opened his eyeB but closed 
them again.

“We will give you the privilege, 
Captain Judd,’’ Lung Tu said dryly, 
"to witness every detail of the Death 
of a Thousand Slices. I am quite 
sure you will find it interesting.”

"He will have the honor,” Wong 
Chi broke in coldly, "of seeing the 
death of the damned government spy 
he worked so hard to save.”

"Strange that a man like Captain 
Judd should fight so hard for a spy,” 
Lung Tu said with a cold, mirthless 
laugh. “This is the great joke I 
have saved for the Captain’s last 
hour. Do not let consciousness leave 
you too soon, Captain, for thiB is an 
interesting story—a very funny one.”

Judd’s senses were reeling, but he 
heard Lung Tu’s words. He strug
gled to keep his eyes open. His 
arms no longer pained him; every 
part of his body was numb.

"Your friend, Mr. Maddern," he 
heard Lung Tu say, “ is a very clever 
man, so clever that for a moment 
he had even me fooled. You were 
quite right in thinking that I never 
intended to permit you and Mr. 
Strong to return alive once you were 
on the City of Peking. White men 
talk like fools, and after we use 
them, it is well that they die.

"T3U T in your case I waived the 
-L ' point for two reasons. In the 

first place, you fled from Shanghai 
before my men could kill you, after 
your release from prison. It might 
incidentally interest you to know 
that it was my influence that secured 
a very light sentence for you both. 
I was afraid if a heavy sentence 
were given you, you would talk.

"But it was necessary to see that 
you would not talk after you were 
out of the grip of the English Navy. 
I would have killed you on the 
Street of Celestial Light in Singa
pore, had it not been necessary to
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secure the services of a good captain 
to take the City of Peking to this 
island. Among my pirates there 
were none having enough knowledge 
of the Banda Sea to do so ; naturally, 
I much preferred to kill a white man 
than to use a Chinese captain and 
kill him.

‘'Killing Chinese is rather danger
ous for us, but white men die and 
we can forget them. I trust you 
understand ?

“ It occured to me that it would be 
well if I could arrange to have a 
white man kill you and Mr. Strong. 
That would leave me clean of the 
murder. Maddem posed as a gang
ster—a killer from the States. He 
was the man I was looking for. But 
hardly had he gotten on board be
fore my agents informed me that he 
was a spy from the office of Com
mander Pearson of the United States 
Navy.

“fTIHAT did not worry me much.
-L He was on the ship and I knew 

he would never leave alive. But Pro
fessor Wong Chi became unduly 
alarmed, and he tried to kill Mad
dem. You went to his rescue be
cause he was a white man.

“ It strikes me as very amusing 
that Captain Judd should save the 
life of a spy. I am quite sure that 
Commander Pearson would commend 
you very highly—and then hang you 
as a smuggler.”

Lung Tu ended his words with a 
deep, chuckling laugh.

“ And now the Captain,” Wong Chi 
said, “will be privileged to witness 
the death of a spy. It should please 
him greatly.”

"The Captain,” Lung Tu added, 
“might still be hoping that the mes
sage he sent over our wireless set 
would reach a warship. He is a 
very resourceful man and very fas
tidious about his taste6. A warship 
would hang him on sight—yet he

prefers that death to our time-hon
ored one.”

Professor Wong laughed coldly, 
inhumanly.

“ It will disappoint and depress the 
Captain greatly,” he said, “ to learn 
that the wireless set he used so 
skillfully did not send his message 
to a battleship. The Captain, I take 
it, is well versed in wireless opera
tions. He will understand that we 
would hardly use a wave length that 
could be picked up so easily. I was 
surprised beyond words to learn that 
he called on his friend Commander 
Pearson for help. But blood runs 
thicker than the waters of a moun
tain brook and a man prefers death 
at the hands of his own blood.”

Judd heard the words of Wong 
Chi with a sinking feeling around 
his throat. It had been a hopeless, 
almost insane move, the sending of 
the wireless message. At best it 
would take a battleship two days to 
get to the island. Yet though it 
had been a lean hope, at best, he had 
continued to cling to it as a drown
ing man to a straw.

Now even that hope was gone. 
Judd realized that Wong Chi’s words 
were true. Of course the set would 
be fixed to send only short wave 
lengths, waves that would not carry 
messages to warships.

THE loss of that last shred of 
hope caused Judd's body to re

lax against the ropes. On the death 
table in front of him he saw the 
body of Maddem moving a little. 
The government spy’s eyes were 
open and color was returning to his 
cheeks.

At Judd’s left, Strong suddenly 
gToaned. Two Chinese went up to 
him and the ro^eB were let down. 
His body fell to the floor in a limp 
heap.

Judd struggled against the uncon
sciousness coming over him, but in
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spite of himBelf his eyes closed. The 
numbness began to spread to his 
brain. He tried to open his eyes 
but—

His body jerked suddenly and 
stiffened. His mind was at once 
alert. If he could delay the death 
long enough—

His body relaxed and fell forward 
a little and his eyes remained closed 
as if in unconsciousness. If he could 
get them to lower his body—

“The good Captain,” he heard 
Wong Chi say, "has fainted. It is 
not well to leave him there too long. 
He might die.”

THE ropes clattered over the pul- 
leyB. Judd's body was being 

lowered. His eye6 were closed and 
his body relaxed; yet every nerve 
was taut, every muscle ready to 
spring into action. He hit the floor, 
permitted his body to sprawl out in 
an inert heap. He felt the ropes 
being taken from his arms and then 
from his ankles.

He moved his arms and legs a little 
to make sure the ropes were gone. 
Then he opened his eyes quickly, 
his muscles flying into action. With 
a forward lunge he caught the first 
pair of yellow legs he saw, bring
ing the Chinese down on the floor 
with a dull crash. His body still 
numb and weak, he grappled with 
the startled pirate, throwing his arms 
around the man’s waist and main
taining his grip with all the strength 
he had left.

Over him other men struggled. 
There were yells and above the 
yells came the sharp commands of 
Lung Tu in Chinese. Judd was hold
ing onto the half-naked body fran
tically. The man had twisted around 
and was trying to throw Judd from 
him.

Fingers gouged Judd’s eyeB. His 
head went back, and a hand caught 
him on the face and shoved him. He

crashed on his back. Other yellow 
bodies were over him. Judd was 
smiling grimly — hopelessly. He 
reached for another pair of legs and 
as he did, his eyes went upward.

“Atta boy, Maddern,” he cried 
weakly. " Give them bell."

He had seen the tall form of Mad
dern standing near the table. In his 
hand was one of the slicing knives 
of death. Maddern was cutting the 
air frantically with the knife, driv-< 
ing the yellow horde back from him. 
Strong had come to life and was 
grappling weakly with a yellow body 
near the table.

Judd lunged forward, falling on 
his face at the feet of Maddern. He 
got up slowly and weakly. He saw 
the calm, mask-like face of Lung 
Tu still sitting on the throne chair.

“ A white man dies hard,” he heard 
Lung Tu say, “but let them exhaust 
themselves. We can wait a few min
utes for the Death of a Thousand 
Slices.”

Judd grabbed the edge of the 
table to keep his body from slipping 
to the floor. It was a useless fight. 
Lung Tu was right. In a few min
utes they would be exhausted. Mad
dern was hurling the knife around, 
but his face was ashen gray. Sud
denly he fell forward in a dead 
faint.

Yellow arms encircled Judd. He 
was thrown on the table, the sharp 
spikes tearing his flesh. Hands rip
ped his clothes off and then some
thing hot went down his throat. It 
warmed his body and caused his 
blood to flow faster; but straps were 
being tied around his waist and 
legs.

THE time for struggle and fight 
was finally over.

“ The Captain,” W o n g  sneered, 
“will die first. It was not as we 
wished, but it is best.”

“He is a brave man,” Lung Tu
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said. "I did not believe that a white 
man could die so fearlessly.”

The three executioners of the 
Slicing Death loomed over him. All 
three were holding their knives. 
Judd had no idea what was hap
pening to Maddern and Strong. All 
he could see was the ceiling.

“Do not delay the death," Lung 
Tu said to Wong Chi. "Facing 
death, a white man is most danger
ous. It is then they are smartest; 
at all other times they are fools.”

A KNIFE came down across Judd’s 
body, swiftly and with unerring 

aim. A sharp, stinging pain shot 
through his body. Again the knife 
cut his flesh. Judd writhed in agony 
but as he moved his body the spikes 
on the table gouged his flesh.

He closed his eyes. His brain 
went numb and every part of his 
body relaxed.

In a few minutes—not more than 
ten or twenty—it would all be over! 
Blood came from his lips as he bit 
them to keep from screaming his 
agony. Again the knife slashed hi6 
body. Strange, grotesque figures 
danced before his eyes—crazy, in
sane images.

Judd no longer felt pain. Hideous 
creatures were laughing at him, crea
tures that jumped and moved crazily 
before his eyes.

Then these creatures faded away 
and all was black. The eternal black
ness from which there seems no 
awakening.

And then there was a roar. It 
seemed to Judd that the earth was 
falling away from beneath him. Diz
zily he seemed to be moving through 
the air. Again the earth shook. 
Vaguely, he heard loud screams. 
There was a shot. The pain in his 
body returned, piercing, maddening.

The straps left his body and be 
was rolled off the table. He won
dered if they believed him dead. He

hit the floor, tried to move. Every 
reflex of a muscle sent a terrifying 
pain through his body.

It seemed that he had fallen into 
an inferno. All around him, bodies 
whirled and screamed. Something 
cut his nostrils—a gas that was 
stinging and biting. He opened his 
eyes. In a hazy semi-consciousness, 
he saw blurred, strange looking fig
ures moving around him.

Then the figures melted away and 
only the haze remained. His body 
was picked up, laid on a table. Had 
they discovered he was not dead? 
Something cool went over his pain- 
racked body.

After a while he opened his eyes. 
He stared stupidly at what he saw 
—and then he grinned at the face 
leaning over him.

It was Commander Pearson of the 
United States Naval Intelligence. 
And behind the commander stood 
United States sailors.

“Feel better?” Commander Pear
son said to Judd.

Judd nodded weakly and tried to 
sit up.

“You here?” he said feebly to 
Commander Pearson. “You’ve al
ways looked like something from 
hell to me, but now you’re an angel 
—an angel with little white wings.”

O M M A N D E R  P E A R S O N  
laughed and put a flask of 

whisky to Judd’s mouth. Judd took 
a long drink. The liquor warmed 
hiB body, sent strength through it, 
relieving the pain. He sat up and 
looked around—still mystified.

The room was a mass of broken 
concrete and rocks. Yellow bodies 
lay strewn over the floor. Near 
what remained of the door stood 
Lung Tu and Wong Chi, their 
wrists shackled with handcuffs. 
Sailors guarded them closely.

“Your message,” Commander Pear
son said to Judd, “came to us just
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as we changed our receiving set to 
catch the short wave messages. We 
thought it was possible that Lung 
Tu was using short waves. It so 
happens that we were near this is
land. We’ve been following the 
C ity  o f  P ek in g  ever since it left 
the harbor of Singapore, after Mad- 
dern reported back through one of 
our agents that you were on board.” 

Captain Judd struggled off the 
table. His 'body was still racked 
with pain and his head felt foggy. 
He managed to stand upright, hold
ing on to Commander Pearson.

‘TriHE next time,” Judd said dryly, 
“that I go after a Red Dragon, 

it’s going to be with twenty battle
ships at my side. How are Lieuten
ant Strong and Ensign Maddern?” 

“You mean Captain Strong and 
Lieutenant Maddern,” Pe a r s o n  
laughed, “and I might add that you 
are now Commander Judd of the 
United States Navy. The recom
mendations for promotion went in 
when you were still in Singapore. I 
figured two weeks spent in an Eng
lish jail merited promotion, even if 
you didn’t get Lung Tu.” 

“Commander Judd,” Judd repeated 
with a weak laugh. "Doesn’t sound 
bad, does it?”

“Strong and Maddern have been 
taken aboard the destroyer,” Pear
son said. “We’ll take you along 
now and get you back into shape.” 

Judd looked around the room.
"But how did you manage to get 

into the stronghold?” he said. “I 
sent those wireless messages as a last 
hope. I didn’t see how you could 
break into this underground city, 
even if you did get here."

“Wc got enough of your message 
to give us the location you figured 
was correct,” Pearson explained. 
“And then we started to blow this 
damned hill off the face of the 
earth. Our shells opened a gap in 
concrete and we rushed in. We 
cleaned the place out. We also took 
over the C ity  o f  P ek in g  and the 
twenty-five millions in gold stored 
below.” Judd smiled grimly.

“I finally worked Lung Tu after 
a year," he said. “Taking that rap 
in the English jail helped a lot. In
stead of killing Strong and me, he 
decided to use us. Your note de
livered to me in Sar Tonken’s dive 
started the music. But it’s a long 
story, and I want some rest and 
food first.”

"Your friend, Sir John Simon, is 
out in the bay in an English ship,” 
Pearson laughed. “He still thinks I 
made a mistake asking for the re
lease of those two smugglers called 
Judd and Strong.”

“Break the news to him gently,” 
Judd laughed. “He might want to 
put us back in jail when he sets his 
eyes on us.”

Commander Pearson assisted Judd 
to the door. Lung Tu and Wong 
Chi were still standing there, un
der heavy guard.

WONG CHI’S eyes blazed with 
murderous hatred, but the eyes 

of Lung Tu were pleasant and 
friendly. He bowed graciously as 
Judd approached him.

“A Chinese can honor a great man 
—and a very, very clever one,” he 
said softly. “I was clever, but I 
made one mistake. I thought the 
white man was a fool.”
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Outlaws
All

Follow Three Wanted Men 
Through the Open 

Trails of the 
Great West

A Complete Novelette
By RAY NAFZIGER

Author of “ Eagle Eyes,’’ “Brand of 
PFanfed Men,” etc.

For I ’m a poor cowboy 
and know I done wrong—

A HORSE can travel only so 
far. A man can ride only 
so far—with a bullet hole 

between his ribs.
Doug Malls, “Frosty” Pilcher and 

the wounded "Banty” McCrea but
ted up against these two great natu
ral laws as their weary horses 
climbed toward Doodlebug Pass, ^or 
ten days they had been fugitives, 
barely ahead of the posse that pur
sued them for holding up the West
ern Express.

Sleepless, harried, starved, thirsty, 
the three were gaunt ghosts, cradled 
in creaking saddle leather. Two 
ghosts acting as nurse to a third 
ghost of a wounded cowboy who 
kept up a delirium of broken talk.

Doug Malls rode alongside Banty, 
holding the bullet-punctured young
ster in the saddle, encouraging him 
from cracked lips. They’d reach

Doodlebug Pass and rest. Yessir, 
rest. They’d lay down anywhere— 
on rocks or prickly pear beds, with 
a fish-hook cactus for a pillow—and 
they’d all sleep.

“We’ll rest, Banty,” promised 
Doug Malls, knowing that he lied. 
They could not rest—north of the 
Border.

A Mexican sheepherder had just 
shown them a short-cut to Doodle
bug. A sullen sheepherder whose 
tongue Doug Malls had unloosed. 
Trust Doug, twenty-two, dark-faced, 
smiling, with a tongue that wrapped 
itself easily around Spanish, to make 
poor pelado or rich haciendado feel 
that he had met a friend.

THEY needed friends, being barely 
three hours ahead of the posse 

that fanned down on them from the 
north, racing in eagerly for the kill.

Frosty Pilcher, grizzled, with old
ish bones that gouged sore flesh, 
pushed up to take Doug’s place. 
"Let me swing the cradle a while,”
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he said, and his arm went around 
Banty’s waist. “Pull leather, Banty,” 
he croaked. “Choke that biskit hard. 
Clamp yore teeth. Up to Doodle
bug Pass we rest.”

And little Banty, stabbed by the 
torment of pain and weariness, 
knowing they lied, gritted his teeth, 
tried to believe them. They had to 
lie to him; had to keep going, with
out sleep or grub.

Since their little trouble at the 
railroad, half the state at one time 
or other had been in slavering pur
suit. Dozens of trailers — Indians, 
half-breeds, sheriffs, deputies, special 
railroad officers, volunteers. All in 
a gigantic man roundup, circling in 
relentlessly to turn the three into 
gray-walled corrals.

To bury them in sunless stone and 
brick, with other men steeped in 
Btench and despair. To lock them in 
tiny cells which for a cowboy is 
borrowing too much of what should 
be reserved for Hell. For fifteen 
years, twenty maybe. And for what?

In the cases of Frosty, Banty and 
Doug Malls, top-hands for the Long 
H, mainly because of one thing; a 
late spring.

A late spring in the Southwest, 
where the three punchers had win
tered in a narrow canyon in which 
the sun rose at ten o’clock and set 
at noon. Where for months they had 
ridden in the snow of the dark 
north slopes, nursing along steers 
that should never have been winter
ed on the high mesas. Day after 
day, an endless monotony of work, 
cold, poor chuck.

And when a late spring had de
layed roundup and chuck wagon fel
lowship, a fever had seized them— 
for action—red roaring and quick.

What they needed was a dance, a 
free-for-all fight and a prolonged 
spree. These not being available, 
they had to make their own excite
ment.

In the Southwest, restless, ener
getic men often found excitement 
by holding up a stage coach, a train.
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or even an army paymaster as he 
traveled between forts. And hatched 
by a long winter and late spring. 
Frosty Pilcher, Doug Malls and 
Banty McCrea got the idea of hold
ing up a train.

The thought occurred to them 
that they were letting their lives 
slip by without that thrill. What 
they would do with the train after 
they held it up, they had no very 
clear idea.

THEY had made one fatal mistake 
at the beginning: they had con

fided their plan and the date to a 
Long H line rider up on the Pico. 
And the rider had passed it along 
—thinking it to be only a joke of 
theirs. The news had got out that 
someone was going to rob the West
ern Express on a certain night. 
Such tips at that time were very 
earnestly heeded by railroads.

When the Western Express was 
stopped by a pile of ties in Cueva 
Canyon, the three Long H riders 
were greeted by a terrific hail of 
bullets from the forward cars. This 
plainly being an unhealthy night to 
rob a train, the three hightailed it 
to their horses. Doug carried Banty 
who had been hit at the first volley.

Back along the train saddled 
horses were being chuted out of a 
baggage car, and men were mount
ing for pursuit. And since then 
the chase had been on for three 
hold-up men.

"Which is right at that,” admit
ted Doug. "We did hold it up for 
anyway thirty seconds.”

Banty had not been hit bad, he 
said, but he lied. Doug and Frosty 
insisted on stopping at Embudo long 
enough for a doctor to dig out a 
bullet, put in wadding cotton, tape 
Banty’B ribs, and tell him to go to bed.

In the next eight hours they rode 
fifty miles, and after laying up all 
day, doubled back to the swollen

Little Coyote, swam it and rode 
sixty more miles through a driving 
rain. The next day they got a 
change of horses at the ranch of 
Banty’s cousin and traveled seventy 
miles between dusk and dawn.

After that it got tougher. Banty 
had delirious periods; their horses 
began to fail them. It was hopeless. 
Double and turn and twist as they 
might, they were always cut off 
from the sanctuary of the Border.

Their struggles only delayed the 
end. Denning up days, they missed 
discovery by a hair’s breadth. Doug 
and Frosty went thirsty, hoarded 
water for Banty to drink and to 
wash out his bullet hole. They stole 
grub for Banty from enemy camps, 
and went hungry themselves. Nursed 
him along, sang to him, razzed the 
game little devil, even kicked him 
while they apologized for it. To 
keep him traveling.

BUT now, driven out into day
light, riding toward Doodlebug 

Pass with posse behind them, click
ing telegraph instruments spinning a 
web in front of them, they were 
done.

Banty had to have rest. They 
could not fool him any more with 
promises. He had to lay over. 
Which was just as easy as getting 
him a million dollars. There was 
only one way to win that reBt—with 
bullets.

"It’s a showdown. We got to 
spread our hands for all to read,” 
said Doug. "Other side o’ Doodle
bug we got to stop first likely place. 
And fight. Mebbe there’s some good 
men chasin’ us, but most of 'em is 
man-hunters—hungerin’ for rewards, 
and ready to take what they git. 
Same as we are.”

Frosty nodded. “Our stacks ia 
shoved out. Le’s fight. ’Druther be 
shot to pieces than rottin’ in a stone 
chicken coop.”
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He and Doug could have left 
Banty, stolen fresh horses and made 
it through. Leaving Banty, they 
could have slipped away from pur
suit at any time. They had never 
even considered it. Leave Banty 
with his boyish face drawn and 
thin? Not the six-foot, dark Doug 
Malls, nor the heavy-Bhouldered, 
grizzled Frosty Pilcher. They’d all 
go to Hell together.

Leaving behind the not c h of 
Doodlebug, they dropped along a 
trail that led to the canyon mouth, 
and an old adobe house, a corral or 
two, some sheds. Two wagons, both 
with canvas flapping from bare gray 
bows, stood before the house.

At sight of the place Banty went 
limp in his saddle. Frosty looked 
after him while Doug went on ahead 
through a screen of willows for a 
look-see. As he emerged from a 
makeshift wire gate, he could hear 
a hoarse, angry bellow from the 
back of the stable. “Git on that 
broncl Git on that bronc! Climb 
on him or by God I’ll take the hide 
off yore back.”

Some snake-blooded men, reflected 
Doug, should be strung up just on 
the testimony of their mean voices. 
This was one such voice.

Rounding the corner of the stable, 
he saw in a corral a gaunt saddled 
sorrell with outlaw written all over 
him, from his wall eyes to his ratty 
tail, whistling through his nostrils 
at a midget of a kid.

IN the corral was an older boy and 
a middle-aged man, the latter a 

hulking elephant with one side of 
his big red-whiskered face curiously 
twisted. He held in his hand a piece 
of old tug a few feet in length, and 
swinging this menacingly, he ad
vanced on the smaller boy near the 
outlaw horse.

“Git on that broncl" he repeated. 
“That outlaw'll kill him, Uncle

‘Red’,” protested the older boy. 
“Lemme try him first.”

“Out the way!” snarled the red- 
whiskered man. One of his arms 
shoved an elbow in the bigger boy’s 
face; the other swung the piece of 
tug high and brought it down whist
ling on the small boy’s body. “Climb 
’im!” he ordered. “Climb ’im.”

None of the three saw Doug as he 
slipped into the corral to catch an 
arm like a small tree trunk, and to 
swing the man around. And as the 
red elephant slashed out at him with 
the tug, Doug put all he had in a 
blow that nearly broke his hand. It 
lifted the man from his feet and 
sent him crashing against a corral 
post with enough force to lie there.

IT was one of the luckiest blows 
in Doug’s short life: the giant 

could have cleaned Doug in his 
weakened condition with one hand.

The boys looked at Doug with 
respect, while the younger got back 
hurriedly from the roan. The older 
had blood streaming from his nose.

“Hurt you bad, Kid?” Doug asked. 
“Yore Uncle Red oughta have a 
hard-twist connection between his 
neck and a pine tree limb. Makin’ 
a kid fork that mean-lookin’ chute 
swallow.”

No members of a posse were to be 
seen about the place, and he called 
for Frosty to come up. They laid 
Banty, with his small pinched face 
and blond whiskers which were so 
fine and bleached that he looked al
most beardless, on an old mattress 
in the house. Frosty got him some 
water, while Doug prepared to go 
out to take care of the stunned red- 
whiskered giant in the corral.

But at that moment the fellow 
came in, with bis huge, twisted face 
bloody from contact with the post, 
to hold a double - barreled shotgun 
over them.

“Stick 'em up!” he bellowed. “I
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know who yuh are. Yuh held up 
the Western Express. Heerd you 
was headed this way. One of yuh 
hurt bad.”

Doug and Frosty looked at each 
other. Going out in gunpowder and 
lead in a fight with a posse was one 
thing; being blasted to bits by this 
gorilla with a buckshot-spreader was 
another.

UNCLE RED took their guns, 
stooping to empty the holster 

of the unconscious Banty also.
Frosty and Doug had stepped 

apart as they raised their hands, but 
the man sniffing a trick ordered 
them harshly together again.

"Micky 1 Jim!” he called. "Where 
arc yuh damn kids? Bring me some 
rope.”

While the big fellow fumed over 
the delay, Doug Malls’ foot began 
tapping Banty’s wounded side. Tor
turing the young cowboy back to 
consciousness. It might be their 
only chance—Banty’s only chance. 
The boot pressed harder and harder 
into the sore flesh.

Banty responded with a little 
groan.

When he came fully to, he shut 
his eyes, all but a slit, and lay 
quiet, pretending to be still out.

The younger boy had brought a 
lariat. The red-whiskered man 
promptly kicked him. “Not that, you 
damn fool kid. Bring a piggin’ 
string. Whoever heard of anybody 
tying a man with a lass’ rope?”

He came back on a run, had the 
cord accepted with another kick. 
Then Red ordered Frosty and Doug 
to turn their backs to him and move 
toward the wall. Preparing to tie 
them, Red turned his back on the 
apparently unconscious Banty.

The hollows back of the knee6 of 
Uncle Red were directly in front of 
Banty. He clenched his teeth and 
raised one leg with the boot twisted

sideways. Then as Doug twisted his 
head over his shoulder to look back, 
Banty pistoned forward the leg, 
kicking the red-whiskered one in 
the hollows of the knees.

Red Whiskers bent, jack-knifing 
to a kneeling position as if he were 
going to pray. Automatically the 
end of the long shotgun barrels 
went up a few inches. He pressed 
the triggers of the gun, but Doug 
Malls had pivoted and ducking in 
under the path of the heavy slugs, 
butted Red in the stomach, sent him 
flying back. Frosty came in to join 
Doug, and they used the pigging 
string for the thick, hairy wrists.

“That sorta knocks out his fangs 
and punctures his poison bag. And 
now what?” asked Frosty. There 
would be men coming over their 
fresh trail toward Doodlebug Pass 
and down it, closing in on them.

“We got maybe three hours before 
they arrive,” said Doug. “Maybe we 
could shove our horses on a few 
more miles.”

At that threat, Banty promptly 
again collapsed. Plainly they were 
not going to ride on.

II

DOUG stepped to the door
way and looked at the two 
old Mitchell wagons which, 

being still partly loaded, showed 
that these people were recent ar
rivals.

"You folks just come here?” he 
asked the older of the two boys— 
Jim. "Strangers to this part o’ the 
country?”

Jim nodded. "Got in two dayB 
ago, Mister.”

"Just you three in the, party?” 
“Yep. There was a woman," re

plied Jim. "But she wouldn’t stand 
for Red beatin’ up on 'er. She left 
her clothes in the wagon and skip
ped when we camped near El Paso.”
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“Anybody visit you here since you 
come?” went on Doug. “Or did you 
stop at any town close here on the 
way ?”

“Nope; no one visited us yit. 
Uncle Red dodged towns all the 
way. He sent me in to get grub 
at Larsen—that’s the nearest town to 
here. He didn’t keer to show his- 
self. Guess he’s on the dodge. He 
gen’rally is."

Doug looked at Frosty who was 
bringing Banty to. ‘We got to stay 
account o’ Banty. And if we stay, 
they round us up. 'Less we work 
some trick. This bunch is strangers 
in this country. They brung two 
wagons and they could have brought 
more people, considerin’ the size o’ 
their outfit.”

Frosty Pilcher stared at Doug. 
“Yeah; but not three cowboys like 
us, with one hurt.”

“Supposin’ they don’t find three 
cowboys? S’posin’ they find a Mex
ican—me. I was raised partly in 
Chihuahua, and I got darkish eyes 
and dark skin. I can mebbe locate 
something to touch up my skin still 
more. And they find a sort of slow- 
movin’ farmer — you — workin’ at 
farmin’."

HE thought of the bleached fuzz 
on Banty’s thin face, thinner 

now from riding and pain, and of 
the clothes belonging to the woman 
who had left Red at El Paso. “They 
find me, a Mexican; you, a plowboy 
’stead of a cowboy—and a woman.” 

“A woman?” echoed Frosty. 
“Banty. We can fix him up— 

shave him, put a dress and sun-bon
net on him.”

“We kin if we hawgtie him 
fust,” agreed Frosty. “But this 
red-haired polecat will spill it. What 
do we do with him—hide him out?” 

“Nope. He’ll be here, but he’ll 
keep his trap closed. And these 
boys won’t give us away. Son,” he

said to Jim, “we’re in a bad way. 
You and your brother just don’t 
know nothin’, savvy, if a posse 
comes along? How about it?” 

“Sure.” The lad’s freckled face 
split in a grin. He and his brother 
were both red-haired, scraggly, ill- 
fed, but quick-thinking. “Most every
body in our family has been on 
the dodge one time or ’nother. Even 
me and Mickey, we vamosed from 
reform school—where we was put 
for stealin’ us a pair horses. We 
run into Uncle Red Bode and he 
promised to take us over here.”

DOUG looked at them closely. A 
pair of hell-raising, tough kids 

—ornery kids. They’d already learn
ed to steal and lie, and helped by 
what they’d learned in reform school, 
they’d graduate in a few years to 
some penitentiary.

“Take a look at us and git the 
idea outa yore heads that bein’ on 
the dodge is smart,” Doug lectured 
them. “Look at us and you see 
three examples of cowboys gone 
wrong—and the three biggest damn 
fools west or east of the Mississippi. 
Stick to the straight an’ narrow. 
Don’t ever git impatient if spring 
comes. What say about this mas
querade party, Frosty?”

“You’re the doctor.”
“We got to work fast. There’6 a 

team of mules in the corr-’ , a plow 
in the wagon, and a patch of broke 
ground yuh can start makin’ fur
rows around. You’re from Missouri. 
Ever plow?”

“Shore. Plowed plenty. So much 
when I was a boy I pulled out for 
the West and cows.”

“Dress yoreself like a home
steader. Put on a pair of Uncle 
Red’s brogans ’stead of those Jus- 
tinB. I’ll be fixin’ a corral with the 
boys and this Uncle Red. I’ll pull 
the shoes off our horses, wade ’em 
back up along the crick, hide ’em in
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that canyon box below the trail. The 
posse’ll figger we rode down the 
crick in the water to cover our 
tracks. We'll bring in them wo
man’s clothes and find a washtub 
and board. A farmer, a Mexican 
and wash-lady — that’ll puzzle ’em 
some. If it don’t, the fight we’ll put 
up will.”

Doug walked back to Uncle Red 
and untied him. "Git up. Yore 
name is wrote in hash if yuh give 
us away. We’d as soon kill yuh as 
spit on a ant. Yore heavy carcass 
hangs by a slim, frayed thread, 
needin’ just the wiggle of one eye
lash hair to bust it. You believe 
me, Uncle Red?”

The big man only grunted. “Say 
yes or no, damn you, and say it 
fast,” ordered Frosty.

“Yes,” said Uncle Red Bode 
quickly.

When Doug got back after hiding 
the horses, Banty was up and stag
gering around, with the aid of a 
bottle of Uncle Red’s raw whisky. 
The little cowboy was already rig
ged out in a sun-bonnet, a calico 
dress, woman’s high lace shoes.

Doug, helped by the boys and 
Uncle Red, haBtily scrubbed the 
floors, raked the trash of the yard 
in a pile, burned it. Banty hung 
out wet towels on a wire hastily 
strung as a clotheB-line, along with 
some scrubbed 6hirts and overalls.

DOUG re-hung the overalls, point
ing out that women suspended 

overalls by the legs. He took out a 
pair of dirty pants stuffed in the 
broken pane of a window and tacked 
over newspaper: that would be a
woman's idea of a more genteel way 
to keep out the weather.

They had over two hours for 
work and six pairs of hands, includ
ing the awry-faced, red-haired goril
la, Uncle Red, and the two boys. 

Frosty and the mules meanwhile

were putting neat furrows around 
part of the big field below the house. 
Frosty had one overall leg rolled
halfway to the knee; the other was 
badly torn. His brogans were odor
ous, and his hands and ears were 
full of soil. An aged straw hat re
placed his sombrero.

Two hours later when a posse led 
by two sheriffs sifted down the 
canyon on sweat-covered horses, 
they found a hard-working nester 
outfit. So Sheriff Banners of Tem
pleton County thought as he rode 
over the furrows of the field.

“Hello, nester,” he said.

FROSTY looked up from his plow 
handles in surprise, said “Whoa” 

to his horses. “Howdy,” he stated 
wearily and looked with bovine sur
prise at the visitors.

The posse was scattering out like 
a pack of hounds, some to ride over 
to the pasture fence and down to 
the creek, following th.e three tracks 
of the fugitives’ horses, others to 
drift to the 6table and corral where 
a twisted-faced reddish fellow, two 
boys and a young Mexican worked. 
A row of post holes lay ready to re
ceive a pile of posts which had been 
left by the last farmer on the place.

“We’re lookin’ for three train rob
bers,” Sheriff Banners told Frosty. 
“Cowboys. One of ’em a small fel
ler hurt bad. Did yuh see ’em?” 

“No, I didn’t, Sheer’f" said Frosty. 
“Mebbe they snuck by, but I ain’t 
tooken my eyes off thiB field sincet 
I got my plowshare to scourin’. I 
calc’late t’ git my corn in next week. 
Was there a reward on them out
laws, Mister? We’uns c’d sure use 
it. Need a few dollars to git in this 
corn crop and meBbe rebuild that 
old dam up the crick t’ water this 
field an’—”

“Oh hell!” broke in Sheriff Ban
ners. “What do I care about yore 
corn? Got any drinkin’ water?”
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“Up’t the pump. He’p y’rself. 
Gourd hangin’ from the handle. I 
got to git this patch plowed. Gid- 
dap, you ornery lop-eara. Untrack 
y’rselfs. Petel Jickl Gee-haw outa 
that.”

Sheriff Banners rode over to the 
house. There was a clean spring
like smell of burning trash in the 
air, and odors of fresh-turned earth 
came from a little plot of ground 
which had been spaded and raked 
for a garden.

One of the posse brought back 
word that the tracks led down to 
the creek. The fugitives would be 
riding along it for a few mileB, leav
ing no tracks. They’d passed down 
the little canyon without being seen 
by any of the nesters. That was 
plain, and yet Sheriff Banners 
stared about him a little perplexed. 
He saw a bunch of nesters, a down- 
at-the-heels, baling-wire outfit trying 
to squeeze out a living, and yet 
something wasn’t quite right here.

He turned to the house. Inside, a 
woman with straggly yellow short 
hair under a faded sun-bonnet bent 
over a tub. Sheriff Banners, a ladies’ 
man, didn’t take a second look at 
this one. The woman sang a hymn 
in a cracked voice as she vigorously 
rubbed clothes over a wash-board:

" Beulah-land, Beulah-land,
As on thy highest mount I stand.”

I’LL git yuh a glass, Sheer’f,” she 
said as he headed for the well. 

“Nemmind,” said the sheriff, who 
if she had been pretty would have 
been all too ready to accept a glass 
with a bow and a compliment. “I’ll 
use the gourd.”

Sheriff Tim Blake of Dos Cabezas 
County was at the corrals question
ing the four working there—a Mex
ican youth who smiled engagingly, 
a big dour-faced man, two boys. 
While the big man answered Sheriff 
Tim Blake’s questions, the Mexican

knelt by a posthole in which Uncle 
Red knew he had a gun concealed. 
No, Uncle Red had seen nobody 
passing, he said sullenly.

SHERIFF BLAKE rode over to re
join Sheriff Banners. “Seems a 

industrious bunch—for nesters,” he 
stated.

“I guess that’s what seems wrong 
to me,” said the older sheriff. "They 
are workin’ too hard for the pore 
white trash that usually takes over 
these places. They’ll make some
thing outa this weed patch if they 
keep up this lick. Le's make tracks 
out of here. They’re ’bout run 
down. We’ll git ’em afore night or 
the bunch below will. All we got 
to do is see they don’t break back 
on us.”

They gathered their men and rode 
along the creek, jogging along on 
their weary horses. At the farm the 
men continued their work, for strag
glers might happen along. A half- 
hour later someone did come, but 
heading up-country instead of down.

A pack outfit, with an old rancher, 
long-faced, gray-mustached, leading 
two horses, followed by a vacant
faced young cowboy. "Hi, neigh
bor!” he said jovially.

“Hi, yuh!” said Frosty Pilcher, 
again stopping h iB  team.

"Name’s Desbro,” said the new
comer. “Bill Desbro. I own the 
Two Bar X three canyons over. You 
the boss of this outfit?”

“Kind of,” admitted Frosty. “My 
brother Red up there and his wife— 
we’re all in together. We 'low to 
put us in crops; repair that old dam 
to irrigate this ground—raisin’ us 
some oat hay an’ ’taters an’ corn 
an’ beans.”

“Means a lot o’ work, neighbor,” 
said Desbro. “Too much for the 
people that tried this place afore 
you.”

“Work don’t skeer us. Man was
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borned to work,” said Frosty. 
“Borned to eat his sourdough in the 
sweat of his brow as the Good Book 
says. Headin’ up the crick?”

HO, me? Why, nope, I’m 
stayin’ right here—me and 

‘Windy.’ We’ll be yore close 
neighbors. That’s our camp—that 
■hack back in the junipers. I’ve re
tired from ranchin’—lettin’ my son 
run the outfit.

“But I couldn’t stand to be idle, 
so I bought the J-J remnants up in 
the slopes back here, fifty head or 
so. I aim to work ’em out this 
spring. Probably have to trap ’em 
—when the water dries in the cricks. 
We’ll be company around here for 
yuh.”

"Yeah,” said Frosty with no en
thusiasm. “So yuh will.”

“I’m a deputy sheriff," went on 
old Desbro. “Just a honorary one. 
Met a posse below. Said them three 
cowboys that held up the Western 
Express come down 'long here. 
They might o’ doubled back this 
way. We better keep a eye open 
for ’em.”

“Yeah,” said Frosty and watched 
Desbro and his cowboy Windy go 
over to their shack in the trees.

Those two neighbors added to the 
tightness of the jam they were in. 
They had to watch Uncle Red and 
a couple of kids who might think 
it smart to turn them in, and on top 
of them, they had a deputy sheriff 
a hundred yards away. It was run
ning things too fine.

But they’d have to hold on until 
Banty got in shape to travel. Pulling 
out now meant the men hounds 
would be on their trail again.

Old Desbro came over after sup
per for a chat. A garrulous fellow, 
old Bill Desbro, mildly curious 
about his neighbors.

“My brother Red don’t say much,” 
said Frosty, explaining Uncle Red’s

sullenness. “A little worm et in the 
crown,” and he tapped his head sig
nificantly.

Doug was fooling with the wall
eyed roan Uncle Red had ordered 
little Mickey to ride. A sure ’nough 
bad horse that Red had picked up 
on the trail. A6 bad as any Doug 
had ever hairpinned, he found when 
he rode the horse to a droop
headed standstill. Desbro looked on 
approvingly. “That’s ridin,” he said.

“Shore. That boy’s a great brbnc 
buster,” bragged Frosty. “Why, up 
on the —uh—he uset to—Well, he’s 
a great horse buster.”

“T ’M bringin’ me over a few broncs.
A Thought I’d bust ’em while 

chaBin’ mavericks, but I’m too old 
to git my bones shook up, and 
W i n d y  needs molasses on his  
saddle to stick. Mebbe we c’d 
make a deal for this Mex boy to 
break ’em.

“I like the looks of yore outfit,” 
he went on. "You act like hard- 
workin’ folks. This place has pos
sibilities as a small ranch with a 
feed raisin’ proposition on the side. 
You spoke of fixin’ that dam. Storin’ 
water that-a-way you could raise 
enough feed to put a bunch o’ stock 
through the winter.

“And if you have the feed, I got 
a bunch of mares bred to a Morgan 
stallion over at the ranch that I’ll 
let yuh run around here, on shares. 
With some milk cows, you’d make 
out well.”

"Milk cows,” repeated Frosty. 
“Yep, but milk cows co6t a heap o’ 
dinero. We couldn’t afford to buy 
none just now.”

“I like to help deservin’ neigh
bors,” said old Desbro. “I had six 
black and white cows just cornin’ 
fresh left on my hands a month ago, 
by a feller I loaned money to. I’ll 
let yuh use ’em. You got a good 
milk shed a’ready up by the spring;
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and the Missus could take care o’ 
the milk an’ make butter.

“Save yuh buyin* groceries, and 
it’d feed up them kids; they look 
sort o’ like leppies. With a few 
hogs to drink up the surplus milk, 
which I c’d arrange for yuh to git.”

Frosty and Doug looked at each 
other. This was rapidly getting 
to be more than they had bargained 
for. ‘‘What say?” said Desbro. 
“Want them cows?”

Frosty knew they ought to be 
anxious to take them. “I guess we 
could use ’em. Why, sure, yeah. 
That's real neighborly of you. With 
a few cows and hogs—we-uns could 
make out here.”

Desbro wearing the glow of a man 
who has been a helpful neighbor 
went back to his camp.

“Next time we git in a jam,” said 
Frosty, “I hope it ain’t no nester’s 
place we settle on. Six milk cows, 
a bunch o’ hawgs, a dam and corn. 
An’ we got to make a show of 
workin’ at all them things until 
Banty gits able to ride far and fast 
ag’in.”

“You can’t git away with it that 
long,” snarled Uncle Red.

THEY eyed him thoughtfully. "It’s 
this red, hairy baboon that’ll be 

most trouble,” said Doug. “All he’s 
got to do is slip a word to Desbro 
and it’s all off. We’ll go heeled 
’round him an’ watch him dost. An’ 
if he makes one move, we let him 
have it through the guts. He ain’t 
human anyway—makin’ a ten-year- 
old kid ride that roan outlaw.” 

Uncle Red snarled at them, but 
they had him buffaloed.

The boys could be depended on 
to keep still. The two were enjoy
ing having three live train bandits 
visiting them. And they liked Doug 
Malls. Doug had promised to make 
a pair of tophands out of them. 
That night he started work making

over two old, cast-off saddles for, 
the pair, using a side of leather be
longing to Uncle Red. They would 
be the first saddles the boys had 
ever owned.

Ill

i i \ T  T e  got a bear by the 
\ / % /  tail,” said Frosty.

▼ » “You don’t have to
tell us,” grunted Banty. The enmity 
of Red Bode, the curiosity of the 
lean-jawed, shrewd old pioneer, Bill 
Desbro, chance visitors.

No woman came to call on Banty, 
which was lucky, as Banty con
fronted with a woman wouldn’t have 
lasted a second. He shaved every 
morning, and was very shy.

In private he swore over having 
to wear the skirts, finally com
promising on overalls. Every day 
he hung some wash on the line to 
give the place a domestic look. Most 
of the time he stayed quietly in 
the house, while the bullet tunnel in 
his Bide slowly healed.

Frosty’s hands got calloused at 
the plow handles of the "patch” 
about which he had talked so glibly 
of planting to corn, ’taters, oat hay 
and beans. It was many a weary 
day before he got it plowed and lev
eled, and it was many more before 
it was all seeded.

“I’ll be whinnyin’ like uh pot
bellied work mare when I’m done 
with this job,” Frosty complained.

Desbro generously provided corn 
and oats, potatoes and beans for seed. 
Planting done, there came the re
building of the dam to fill the little 
reservoir that was to irrigate the 
field. Desbro rushed over cement 
and superintended the job person
ally. Under his eye the whole crew 
had to sweat and be enthusiastic 
about it, hauling rocks, lifting, 
digging.

With them toiled Red Bode,
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always conscious that at l eas t  
one pair of eyes was on him and a 
gun always ready. At night they 
tied him up and slept close to him. 
Red knew he was done for the mo
ment he made a false move. If he 
mounted a horse to flee, a rifle 
would bring him down. Red realized 
he had to wait until he could not lose.

And behind Red’s Duroc-Jersey 
bristles a plan had formed which 
made him willing to wait. If he es
caped, he would have to notify a 
sheriff about the outlaws, which 
meant he would get Bmall part of 
thf rewards, if any. He could get 
them all for himself if he bided his 
time.

And he bided it—eyeing the three 
as a caged tiger looks at meat being 
shoved into his cage.

As to little Mickey and Jim, 
nothing could have made them be
tray the three outlaws. Reform 
school had taught them honor of a 
sort, and on top was their regard 
for Doug. They followed the dark
faced cowboy about as if he were a 
god. He had rigged them up some
how with outfits down to Bpurs, and 
broke two of Desbro's best colts 
for them.

BETWEEN spells of work they 
had the time of their young 

lives, riding out with Doug to help 
Desbro bring in the J-J wild cattle 
from the mountains, chasing steers 
over the canyon slopes, building 
traps around waterholeB.

“A pair o’ tough, uncurried ones,” 
FroBty said of them, but the pair 
proved not tough after all. Doug 
was licking them into the shape of 
boys headed to be men. They quit 
stealing, quit lying, and the hang
dog look faded a6 good chuck and 
the outdoors filled their faces. The 
hardness left their eyes slowly, for 
always it had been the two against 
the world.

Now they could hardly believe 
that they had found three men who 
were for them instead of against 
them. Their thin shoulders straight
ened with a pride they had never 
before possessed. Mickey was head
ed to be a champ bronc stomper; 
the older, Jim, was going to make a 
crack roper.

BENEATH it all, the two admired 
the three men because they be

longed to the class which had been 
their idol. Outlaws with rewards 
on their heads. It sobered Doug. 
Here these ornery little cusses had 
as their chief ambition the sticking 
up of a train some day. He tried 
to drive home a few lessons.

“Look at him,” said Doug, indicat
ing Banty in his sun bonnet rubbing 
clotheB on his washboard. "You see 
a damn fool. Look at any outlaw 
and you’ll see a damn fool. This 
Banty took a chance of servin’ time 
in prison. And he’s goin’ to serve 
it probably. Wise yoreselfs up, 
young’uns, by lookin’ at that fool 
Banty."

“Look at yoreself!” retorted 
Banty. "I had enough sense any
way to pick me a easy job while 
holin’ up.”

A month, two months went by. 
They could have left mo6t any time, 
but they stayed. Banty was none 
too strong yet, so they argued. 
Secretly they admitted they hated 
to leave thiB place, hated to exile 
themselves in Mexico. The big wild 
J-J cattle they had caught grazed 
in the pasture.

Desbro had brought over his brood 
mares and a dozen long-legged colts 
trotted in the canyon. Twenty pigs 
in the pens fattened off of milk. 
The green leaves of the corn were 
shooting high. Irrigation ditches 
ran bank full, carrying water down 
to the oats, the ’taterB and the beans. 

There were of course drawbacks.
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Weeds that had to be fought by 
hand. Desbro, helpful as always, 
brought out half a dozen heavy- 
bladed hoes, and they spent days 
chopping Johnson grass, cockle 
burrs, sunflowers, thistles.

IT looked like a place, although it 
had too much cultivated land for 

a cattle ranch. The milk cows do
nated by Desbro were the 6orest 
spot. A can of evaporated milk was 
as close as the three had ever cared 
to get to a milk cow.

“And why we’re doing all this I 
dunno,” grumbled Frosty. “A hell 
of a way for three reckless outlaws 
to hole up. Hell, we might as well 
be sweatin’ out sentences at hard 
labor in Yuma or Leavenworth.” 

Between Red Bode and his neph
ews was an armistice. Only once 
did Red Bode forget himself one 
day to attack the two, kicking them 
as a substitute for the rage he felt 
toward his captors. Doug took off 
his gun, and wading in against 
thirty-pound odds, gave Red a bat
tle which left marks that both  
men would bear the rest of their 
lives. After that Red sulked like 
an outlaw bronc and waited for his 
break.

It came one night when Doug was 
out with the two boys bringing 
home a big J-J steer they had 
trapped for Desbro. Banty was in 
the house getting supper. Frosty 
was tired, failed to watch Red as 
he should have. While they milked, 
Red crept up behind him with a 
club he had concealed in the stable, 
and knocked Frosty to the ground.

Striking again to make sure, he 
bound him and slipped to the house, 
to wait by the door until Banty 
stepped out. The same club that had 
felled Frosty brought the small 
cowboy down in a still heap, to be 
kicked about the body and the head 
as he lay unconscious. Tying Banty

and gagging him, securing all the 
guns on the ranch, Red waited tri
umphantly for Doug and the boys.

Doug unsaddled unsuspectingly. 
A light was burning in the house; 
there was no sign of anything wrong. 
Whistling, he carried his saddle into 
the shed. Again the club descended.

Doug was unaware that Mickey 
and Jim had thrown themselves at 
Red, to fight against the man until 
they were hammered into submis
sion. Nor was Doug aware that 
heavy boots thudded into his ribs 
and his face, as Red gloatingly 
worked him over.

TRUGGLING back to conscious
ness through a welter of pain 

and nausea, he found Banty and 
Frosty sitting opposite him on the 
kitchen floor, tied hand and foot, 
while Red grinned down evilly at 
the battered faces and bodies.

When old Desbro came down, he 
said “What the hell?”

"Yeah, what the hell?” said Red 
Bode. “These is them three West
ern Express robbers. They watched 
me so I couldn’t git out word. And 
these kids didn’t open their mouths. 
I’ll ’tend to 'em later. I’m hazin’ 
these bandits into Larsen come day
light to collect the rewards on ’em.” 

The long-faced, genial Desbro 
looked down at the three. “I didn’t 
think you boys would hold up a 
train,” he said gently.

"Well,” said Doug, “you can still 
keep on thinking that. We didn’t. 
We hardly even halted it. We was 
ju6t three innocent cowboys hap
pened to be along the right of way.” 

“This is more serious than you 
think,” said Desbro. “Last winter 
there was a Federal law passed fix
ing capital punishment for train 
robbin’. Hanging. And they mean 
to make an example of the first 
oneB they get.”

“Suits ub,”  said Frosty Indiffer-
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antly. “I was just afraid I’d have 
to spend ten or fifteen years in some 
prison stink hole. Only I kinda hate 
to leave that there field o’ corn be
fore it’s laid by. Bet they ain’t a 
better patch o’ corn than that in 
Missouri. It’ll make eighty bushels 
a acre. And this polecat won't 
take keer of it.”

“Won’t have to," said Red. “Not 
after I cash in on them rewards.”

The two boys came over to stand 
near the tree. "You won’t be cornin’ 
back?” Mickey asked mournfully.

"W e’ll be cornin’ back some time, 
but not right soon,” said Doug. 
“And when we come back, we want 
to see you boys has turned into real 
cow hands. If you want jobs, go 
on up to the Long H ; tell ’em we 
recommend you.”

“Git back from them three or I’ll 
kill you,” Red growled at the boys. 
“Git back. Don't try no tricks now. 
I’m boss ag’in here. Git away from 
’em. I seen how you worked for 
them: damn’ if I don’t see how you 
work for me the rest of the sum
mer.”

A big paw came out to slap them 
away.

“Look here,” said Doug. “We ain’t 
been convicted yet. We’ll come 
back and skin you alive if you 
touch those kids.”

“ TF you come back, you’ll have to 
-L make it with cracked necks,” 

said Red, and he brought around his 
foot to deliver a jolt in Doug’s ribs.

“Hold on,” put in old Desbro. 
“That’s enough. I’m a deputy 
sheriff. Treat them men human. I 
want to ask ’em a few questions. 
What yuh tell me, boys, won’t be 
used ag’in yuh. Le’s go over all 
this here fall from grace.”

They went over the story, the late 
spring, the flight. Desbro nodded 
his head and told t hem they’d 
be seeing him later. A half-hour

afterward they heard him riding 
away from hiB camp.

Red kept guard on the men all 
night. At daybreak he ordered the 
boys to hitch up to the light wagon, 
loaded the three men tied hand and 
foot into it, and drove toward the 
county seat.

IV

IN the town of Larsen the court
house and its basement jail 
slept in a grassy square.

Red Bode drew up in front of the 
sheriff’s office and shouted. Sheriff 
Banners came out and looked at the 
three men trussed up in the wagon.

“They’re the Western Express 
robbers,” said Red.

“What makes you think so?” 
asked the oldish sheriff. “And if 
so, why didn’t you tell us the day 
we went by your place?”

“They had the drop on me,” said 
Red. “I’m claimin’ them rewards. 
I turned ’em in—me, alone. I got 
Desbro as witness to prove I took 
’em single handed.”

"You’re crazy. One of ’em is a 
woman,” argued the sheriff. "I saw 
her myself out there.”

“Woman!” chuckled Bode. “No 
more woman than I be. You dumb 
sheriffs just walked past cm.”

“And you said nothin.' Been 
harborin’ outlaws there all this time, 
have yuh?”

“Harborin’ ’em I” burst out Red 
Bode. “They had the drop on me 
all the time, I tell you. I couldn’t 
open my mouth. They’d of killed 
me in a second.”

The sheriff considered. The story 
that he had let three fleeing men 
fool him would make him a laugh
ing stock in Templeton County. 
With great reluctance he accepted 
the prisoners and put them in a cell 
together.

“And I ought to lock you in here, 
too,” he told Red. “Havin’ ’em out
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there all this time with my deputy, 
Desbro, camped next yuh and not 
sayin' a word makes it look like 
yuh was in with ’em. And so yuh 
wanted the rewards yoreself? Re
wards is given only on conviction, 
so yuh needn’t wait in town for
’am ”em.

THE sheriff was disgruntled about 
the whole affair. There was noth

ing in it for him but a lot of boo- 
rawing which might cost him the 
next election.

“Got to wire up there to find out 
about you," he told the prisoners. 
“You sure don’t answer the descrip
tions we got from the Long H cow
boys workin’ with yuh. An’ they 
didn’t say nothin’ about no female 
impersonator. How’d I know yuh 
had a female impersonator among 
yuh?’’ he complained.

“Aw, dry up!” burst out Banty. 
“I ain’t no female impersonator."

“It’ll go hard with you boys,” the 
sheriff warned them gloomily. “The 
railroad and express company will 
take advantage of this new law to 
try to wrap some hard-twist around 
yore necks. And yuh don’t look like 
bad fellas either. Just sorta wild 
like I was once, and old Bill Desbro 
out there. What got into yuh?”

“It was a long winter an’ a late 
spring,” said Doug. “We had to 
bust loose some way.”

For dinner they had T-bone 
steaks. The restaurant man waB 
feeding them well, in view of the 
fame they might gain later from 
being the first to be hanged for 
holding up a train.

In the afternoon the jailer ap
peared. “Visitors to see yuh,” he 
announced. “They didn’t gimme 
their cards.’’

Mickey and Jim trailed the offi
cer. Mickey’s eyes were red from 
crying.

“It ain’t so, is it?” asked Jim.

“They say that you’re all sure to be 
hung.”

“Yeah,” said Doug. “If we do 
stretch rope, let us be a warnin’ to 
you two boys to behave.”

Jim nodded. “We will. We’re 
goin’ to leave Red and git us some 
jobs. But they sure can’t hang you 
—not fellas like you.” At this 
Mickey sniffled in his shirt sleeve 
and Doug told them lightly to cheer 
up, that they hanged better men 
than Frosty and Banty every day in 
the week.

Mickey produced a round, flat 
package. “We brung you fellers a 
pie,” said Jim.

“Yeah, a peach pie,” said Mickey 
embarrassed. “Jim, he thought you 
would sorta like peach pie. We 
asked the jailer here if it was all 
right to give yuh a pie.”

“We got it over at the bakery— 
it’s still hot and fresh. Seel” Jim 
shoved a thumb in an edge and 
poked it, while his left eye dropped 
in a wink. “The man wants the 
plate back ag’in.”

WHAT yuh know about that?’’ 
6aid Frosty touched by the gift. 

“We was just sayin’ we wished 
we had a pie,” said Doug heartily. 
“The cookin’ here ain’t as good as 
the female impersonator’s.”

“And we brung you a coupla sacks 
o’ smokin’,” went on Jim. “And 
papers. Knowed you like brown 
papers.” Again unseen by the jailer 
the eye dropped in a wink.

The boys Bhuffled their feet, pre
pared to depart. “Well, s’long,” said 
Mickey. “We won’t be seein’ yuh 
ag’in.”

“You better go back to the ranch 
before Red finds yuh sneaked in 
here,” 6aid Doug. “If he gits too 
rough with you, just pull up and 
ride for the Long H. The boys up 
there will look after yuh. Tell ’em 
it was our hangin’ request. An’ tell
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'em I said you both was goin’ to 
make the best bronc twisters be
tween the north pasture fence and 
the Pearly Gates.”

The two boys shook hands soberly 
with all three men and then trailed 
out miserably.

‘‘Huh!” said Frosty. ‘‘Them orn
ery little coots is real concerned 
about us, damn’ if they ain’t. They 
might turn out all right after all.” 

‘‘Mebbe if we git hung,” said 
Banty, “it’ll learn ’em to stay in the 
law.”

“Yeah, mebbe,” agreed Doug as he 
lifted the crust of the pie. Beneath 
the peach filling he found a file. 
Two files.

DOUG grinned. “They shore taught 
Jim and Mickey a few useful 

things at that reform school. Le’s 
have a look at those brown cig
arette papers.” He pulled them apart 
and unfolded a slip of white paper. 
On it Jim had written a note:

"We got yur horses, buck, pop 
and silver sadled an waitin’ fer yu 
2 blox north in a old stabble, eatin 
hay reddy fer a long ride. We’ll 
stand by to help after dark.”

“I’m damned,” said Frosty. “Can 
you eemagine that? And I thought 
them kids was tough and headed 
for the state pen. If they ain’t care
ful, they’ll be took up among the 
angels afore their time.

“If that cussed Red lays his hands 
on ’em— Seems t’ me I just saw 
that hippo staggerin’ out of a saloon 
down the street. He’s the kind 
might kill them boys if he got drunk 
enough.”

“They can’t go where we’re goin’,” 
said Doug. “We’d better head ’em 
over for the Long H.”

The jailer come in toward eve
ning. “Them two kids what vis
ited you is in a jackpot,” he said. 
“The big fella that brung you in run 
acrosst ’em and beat 'em up. Then

he bundled ’em Into his wagon with 
their saddle horses tied on behind. 
Said when he got back to his ranch 
he’d teach ’em to run away. I’d 
hate to be in them kids’ shoes. That 
red-haired ape is likkered up right.”

THE simple jail at Larsen was not 
equal to the devices of graduates 

of reform schools. There was only 
one set of close-set bars between 
them and the green of the court
house lawn. They set to work at 
dark and it was nearly midnight be
fore they had a space wide enough 
to crawl through. The courthouse 
yard was dark; the streets were de
serted.

Clear of the jail, they made a 
quiet hunt for their horses, with 
little hope of finding them where 
Mickey and Jim had left them. But 
they were in an old deserted adobe 
barn, cleaning up the last wisps of 
hay. They saddled up and climbed 
aboard. With luck, some time the 
next day they could be crossing the 
border. But on the outskirts of 
town Doug hesitated.

“What you waitin' for?” asked 
Frosty.

“Those little devils,” said Doug, 
“got us out of there. You and 
Banty head on south. I’m going to 
see that they shake free of Red. 
I’ll be along after you later.”

“No, yuh don’t,” said Banty. 
“We’ll all ride up to the ranch. Yuh 
got no gun, and it might take the 
three of us to handle Red."

They pounded north, and after 
them a little later others galloped 
in pursuit, picking up the tracks of 
three horses on the outskirts of 
town, which tracks for some odd 
reason led north, instead of south 
to safety.

It had been a bad night for Jim 
and Mickey. They had been bun
dled back to the ranch, lying bound 
hand and foot in the bed of the light
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wagon. Red had been drinking 
steadily all day, and he drove most 
of the distance on a lope that came 
near to jolting the two boys out of 
the vehicle.

ARRIVING at the ranch at mid
night, Red had staggeringly 

dismounted, unhitched and turned 
loose the harnessed horses. Then he 
fell in a drunken slumber near the 
front door. Meanwhile the boys 
were left tied in the wagon to spend 
a chill, cramped night in a mist that 
rolled down off the mountains.

Red lay snoring not twenty feet 
from them. Jim eventually worked 
himself around to roll out of the 
wagon. He fell with a thud and, 
hunting for something to cut his 
rope, rolled over and over to the 
wcod pile.

Not finding an axe there and 
guessing it to be in the saddle shed, 
Jim rolled across the yard, only to 
find the door closed. The best cut
ting instrument he could find was 
a roll of barb wire. Steadily he 
sawed his rope against the barbs.

Red, coming awake as the east 
paled, found the boy still working 
desperately to free himBelf.

"Smart one, ain’tcha?” Red growled, 
and kicked the boy in the ribs for 
the sheer joy of hearing him grunt. 
After his spree his temper was like 
a trapped bobcat’s.

Untying both lads, he ordered 
them to get his breakfast He car
ried the shotgun in a hand and a 
six-shooter in his holster. The rifles 
and other guns he had hidden out. 
He was taking no chances on one 
of the kids getting hold of a weapon.

While he waited breakfast, the 
roan outlaw came in for water. With 
an idea churning in his brain, Red 
slipped over and shut the gate on 
the horse.

He called for the boys to come to 
the corral. “Mick!” he ordered,

“you’re goin’ to ride this horse. 
We’re startin’ right where we left 
off before them three buzzards come 
—with yuh ridin’ that roan outlaw 
just as I told yuh.”

“That horse’ll kill Mickey,” Jim 
protested as he had before. “Doug 
said he was a killer. Nobody ever 
has rode him ’ceptin’ Doug. He'll 
kill Mickey, I tell you, Uncle Red.” 

“If he does, ’twon’t be no loss. 
Shut up, you." The big man roped 
the horse who submitted quietly 
enough to being saddled. Then Red 
brought out the length of thick 
tug leather he had wielded when 
Doug rode up. Muscles rippled un
der the hairy arm as he swung it.

“Step up in his middle,” he or
dered Mickey. "I ’m goin’ t’ show 
you I’m boss of this ranch ag’in. 
Step up before I peel the hide ofFn 
yore back. What I tell yuh here 
goes. Y ’ got t’ be hard t’ live with 
Red Bode, and I’m goin’ t’ make 
yuh hard.”

MICKEY went over to the horse, 
shakily climbed on. The outlaw 

trembled for a moment, and then 
giving one bawl, leaped high, fling
ing the lad clear over the corral 
fence. Mickey lit with a sickening 
thud, tried to get to his feet, fell.

“Git back on him!” Red screeched, 
as enraged as if the boy had slap
ped his face. The man this morn
ing was a plain maniac, his actions 
ruled by an insane lust to inflict 
cruelty. “Git up!” he bellowed and 
started for Mickey, just as three 
riders came into the yard.

The clinging wet of the mountain 
fog muffled the sound of their 
horses’ hoofs until they were close. 
Doug, Frosty and Banty flung them
selves from their horses as Red 
turned toward them. Doug tried to 
make it before Red could draw bis 
six-shooter.

But Red, moving with desperate
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speed, sent a shot from the belt gun 
ripping through Doug’s thigh, sent 
him toppling over the dropped rails 
of the corral gate, to strike his head 
on a rock, half stunning him.

Banty, faster than the slow-mov
ing Frosty, leaped over and past 
Doug. Red, shooting again, missed 
and grabbed for the shotgun. Banty 
charging in, managed to grab the 
twin barrels, only to have Red fling 
him off. Swinging the shotgun like 
a club, Red struck twice and then 
as Banty fell, he drove the butt 
squarely into the cowboy’s face.

The boy Jim came in then, only 
to receive a terrific kick which sent 
him crashing against the corral rails.

RED tried to bring around the 
shotgun to blast Frosty into bits, 

but Frosty was too close. Swinging 
a blow at the larger man, Frosty 
rushed. His fist slid glancingly 
past Red’s jaw. The two grappled, 
pulled apart, rained sledge-hammer 
blows on each other, clinched again.

Frosty for all his powerful shoul
ders found he was no match for the 
maniacal strength of the red-haired 
gorilla into which Red was trans
formed by rage. With his trunk
like armB locked about the small of 
Frosty’s back, he bent the big cow
boy until his spine nearly cracked. 
Struggle and strain, smash that 
bestial face as he would, Frosty 
knew he was done for; that his back 
would break.

Desperately he kicked, tugged and 
thudded short jabs to the man’s 
jaw, but taking them all, with the 
power of a grizzly’s hug, Red con
tinued to bend Frosty backwards, 
nearer and nearer to the point at 
which Frosty’s spine would snap.

Banty lay where he had fallen, 
stunned,  breathing stentorouBly 
through a nose flattened by the shot
gun butt. The two boys, Jim and 
Mickey, were out of it.

Doug alone was able to help, mov
ing in a world that was half dark
ness, handicaped by a bullet-drilled 
leg. One of his groping hands felt 
something hard and round and 
smooth—the handle of a pitchfork. 
He clutched it and crawled toward 
the struggling figures, to jab the 
tines savagely at the rump of the 
maniac who was breaking Frosty 
in two.

A terrible yell came from Red 
Bode’s lips; he released Frosty to 
turn on his tormentor.

Doug by jabbing out with the fork 
kept the brute back, while Frosty 
as the breath sucked back into his 
lungs, got back to life. And then 
Jim who had crawled near to the 
six-shooter which Bode had flung 
down in favor of the shotgun, caught 
it up and, afraid to trust his own 
marksmanship., tossed it to Doug.

Doug’s fingers closed on the 
handle just as Red bent down to 
snatch up the shotgun, to swing it, 
while a stream of horrible curses 
came from his hate-seared face.

Doug sighting carefully, shot 
twice quickly, putting a smashing 
slug in each big shoulder, leaving 
the big man helpless, bellowing in 
futile rage. The shotgun fell to the 
ground.

IT was an hour later that old Bill 
Desbro and the sheriff rode up 

to the house where Frosty was act
ing as field surgeon for a trio of 
wounded men.

Mickey picked up the shotgun to 
face the two.

The sheriff dismounted. “Put down 
that gun, you little devil,” he or
dered Mickey. “Before we spank 
you.”

He looked at Red’s face, nodded 
in satisfaction. “It’s him, all right," 
he said. “Red Smith as he was 
called in Montana and Idaho. 
Wanted for so much that they’re
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only throwin’ out the money to take 
him up there to hang him. Thought 
I’d seen his face somewhere, and 
looked over my photo gallery. And 
so he turned sheriff’s helper.”

“You boys want to be careful who 
you associate with,” old Desbro said 
to Doug. "Red here was a escaped 
convict, a real bad man.”

“Yeah, we’ll be careful," said 
Doug, forcing a grin. “But it won’t 
do us much good to be careful— 
where we’re goin’.”

THE sheriff seemed to take little 
interest in the escaped prisoners. 

“So you’re three outlaws, are yuh?” 
he asked. “There must be a mistake 
somewhere. I don’t see no sign of 
outlaws 'round here. Funniest look
in’ outlaw hole-out I ever saw. 
Looks like the home of a bunch o’ 
hard workers.”

“Don’t it?” agreed Desbro. "These 
desperate characters built theirselfs 
a dam, planted corn and beans and 
'taters. Been lookin’ after a bunch 
of marcs bred to my Morgan, Gold 
Boy, and helpin’ me bring in wild 
cattle. Been bustin’ some broncs 
for me. They’re a slick lot, ain’t 
they? If I c’d manage to git ’em 
a few cattle to start a herd, I bet 
they’d have a real outfit in no 
time.”

"But they’re outlaws,” the sheriff 
reminded him.

“I don't know if they are or 
not,” said Desbro. “I been at the 
capitol seein’ a smart lawyer and in
vestigatin’ their case. I find they 
ain’t got no real evidence ag’in these 
boys. Nobody is goin’ to be able to 
swear these is the men that stopped 
that Western Express. And any
way, they can’t prove it was a hold
up. If these cowboys was to testify 
that one of ’em had been shot ac
cidental and they was just stoppin’ 
the train to git help, I bet a jury 
with a few cowboys on it would

likely believe ’em. Them railroad 
guards was so eager to open fire that 
they couldn’t prove these men in
tended to rob a train.

“Besides,” went on Desbro, “who's 
goin’ to know they're here, if they 
git rid of these disguises? Seems to 
me, Sheriff, I remember a time you 
stopped a train yoreself back in—” 

“Whoa!” the sheriff cautioned 
him. “Oh, hell—have it yore own 
way. I guess you’re right. These 
can’t be no outlaws. Not the hard 
workers that put this place in order. 
Them outlaws must of died.

“If these three stay quiet out here 
and behave theirselfs, I wouldn’t be 
surprised if nothin’ come of it. 
’Specially if yuh say yo’re willin' 
to become guardeen to Mick and 
Jim and these other boys. You’ll 
have a reg’lar outdoor reform school.” 

“They’ll behave theirselfs,” prom
ised Desbro. “Takin’ care of that 
corn and makin’ hay, helpin’ me 
round up cattle and all—that work’ll 
guarantee they behave theirselfs. 
How 'bout it, boys?”

DOUG grinned. "All we ask is 
you take them milk cows out of 

here.”
"All right,” said Desbro with a 

chuckle. "That was layin’ it on a 
little thick. We’ll take our milk 
outa cans after this. But I kinda 
thought them cows would be good 
for yore souls.”

They looked at him with sudden 
suspicion. “Yuh knowed we was out
laws all this time?” demanded Banty.

Desbro grinned. “Mebbe; mebbe. 
It’s pretty hard for a amateur at 
anything to fool a man who was 
oncet a professional at it. Ain’t that 
right, Sheriff?”

Sheriff Banners, pretending not to 
hear, yet frowned darkly at his 
friend, Bill Desbro. Sometimes Bill 
seemed to forget that what is buried 
in the past should stay buried.
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T HIS is a story of Todd Mc- 
Dermett, the trader. But it 
is more than that, it is also 
the life story of Hopalong.

“Hop” was a three-legged dog. He’s 
dead now, and he lies buried under 
a mound of dull granite boulders on 
the coast of Baffin Island, where 
snow covers the ground from one 
year’s end to the other and where 
the water is free from ice only a 
fortnight in the summertime.

Eskimos and Indian trappers, tak
ing their fox pelts to the new trad-

East," "White Ivory," etc.

ing post, often stop a moment and 
replace a protecting stone on the 
pyramid that guards his body from 
the ravages of the storm and the 
wolves. And they are thankful in 
their hearts that old Hop once lived.

For the story of Hop is the story 
of their deliverance.

When Todd McDermett set his 
trade goods and his grown pup ashore 
at Pond’s Inlet during a driving 
August snow storm, his mild gray 
eyes roved over a barren and rocky 
coastline. In the background were

06
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low lying hills, blanketed white and 
enshrouded in a low-hanging fog.

The overwhelming solitude of the 
deserted coast and its tomb-like 
stillness breathed an indefinable but 
ominous threat.

OLD in the ways of the white 
frontier and schooled to sense 

its subtlest moods, Todd was im
mediately conscious of this vague 
hostility. Nor did even the pup miss 
being aware of it. He sniffed the 
brittle air, trotted down to the 
water’s edge, and gazed longingly 
after the dirty black schooner now 
fading away toward civilization.

Then he looked at Todd and 
howled, a cry that held a warning 
and a premonition.

Todd—a full six feet of north- 
woods muscle and bone, narrow- 
hipped and broad-shouldered, a gray- 
eyed, cold-hardened man — c o u l d  
laugh, and he laughed at the dog. 
Thus he tried to dismiss that veiled 
hostility that greeted him.

But the sinister threat still hung 
on in the days that followed. They 
were busy days for Todd, filled with 
the activity of setting up his post, 
and establishing his contacts with the 
Eskimos and the few Indian trappers 
on the island.

Yet Todd continued increasingly 
to wonder at the cause of his vague 
uneasiness.

He sensed something like his own 
feelings in the few Eskimos who 
brought their pelts to him. Always 
a m i l d  and good-natured people, 
these natives seemed burdened with 
some great secret dread strange to 
them, some fear they dared not voice.

They came to him furtively, the 
few who dared, eager to do their 
business and get away.

It seemed as though he was in 
some way a symbol of the danger 
they feared.

Then one day Todd had a visitor—

and understood. He knew what the 
man’s presence indicated.

This land was ridden with oppres
sion.

The man before him was a self- 
appointed tyrant, a bully who ruled 
with a ruthless hand, whose very 
brutality and ugliness inspired terror 
in the easy-going natives.

Todd had seen the likes of him 
before. He had seen these pitiful 
little trader-kingdoms where the lone 
white man with his stock of goods 
had become a law unto himself. A l
ways out of the line of the police 
patrol, they had little to fear.

They had no one to answer to— 
until the Mounty came and drove 
them deeper into the eternal white 
of the Arctic, safe again for awhile 
from the prying eyes of justice.

Todd’s visitor now was a mountain 
of a man, clad in a maroon and black 
checkered mackinaw suit, his pants 
legs stuffed into deerskin moccasins. 
Big dogskin mittens buried his hands. 
His right arm hung motionless by 
his side, a6 though it were paralyzed.

The black-bearded face, all but hid
den in the collar of his mackinaw 
coat, was coarse-featured and brutal. 
A red, bulbous nose lay twisted out 
of shape, between a beady black eye 
on one side and a sunken cavity, 
empty of eyeball, on the other.

IT was a face worthy of a pirate, 
truly remarkable for its hideous

ness, belonging to a man worthy of 
special favor from the devil himself. 
A man around whom clung dark 
shades of evil, from whom constantly 
poured a sinister threat.

Todd faced the man with ill-con
cealed loathing.

"So yer gonna trade in these parts, 
eh?’’ a bass voice roared. “ Who told 
yer so?”

Todd, small beside the visitor, eyed 
him coldly but without evident hos
tility. "I  don’t ask where 1 can
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trade,*’ he answered. "Do people 
usually have to do that?”

"You sure have to in these parts,” 
bellowed the man. "An* you busted 
into the wrong neck o’ the woods 
around here. I’m doin’ all the tradin’ 
on this island, an’ what I say goes. 
I guess you ain’t heard o’ ‘Big’ 
Barker, or you wouldn’t be stickin’ 
yore nose into these diggin’s.”

The man’s chest swelled as he pro
nounced his own name. He was in
ordinately proud of his reputation 
for terrorism, with which he ex
pected to horrify the newcomer. But 
Todd merely looked his visitor up 
and down with new interest.

"So you’re Big Barker, eh? Should 
have smelled you out by the way the 
trappers around here act like they’re 
afraid to breathe. Sure I’ve heard 
of you, Barker. And my name’s Me- 
Dermett. I’ll be trading here on the 
island with you for awhile.”

Barker advanced a step toward Mc- 
Dermett, shaking with anger at this 
unexpected defiance of his author
ity. “You young whelp,” he roared. 
"You’ll pack up an’ git ofF'n this 
island. An' stay off!”

THE light in McDermett’s pleasant 
gray eyes was hard but not 

vicious; it matched his square chin 
in its strength. His voice was calm, 
and though his words were aggres
sive he was not belligerent.

“ I’m not getting off,” he said. “ I ’ve 
put all the money I’ve saved in my 
life into this job, into the goods and 
the transportation. I’ve spent long 
and cold weeks freighting with a dog 
team in the snow, freezing and going 
hungry, all for the sake of getting 
this business started.

"I've got as much right here as you 
have. Do you think that I’m going 
to give up the plans of a lifetime 
just because you want this whole ter
ritory for yourself?—Barker, you’re 
crazy!”

Barker’s face went livid with rage. 
"You’ll get off if I have to kill you,” 
he roared. “ I’ll give you just two 
days to pack up— ”

A commotion interrupted him. The 
howling and snarling of dogs filled 
the air, echoed back and forth in the 
stuffy shack. In the back of the 
store Barker’s full-grown husky had 
his teeth buried in Todd’s young 
pup.

THE pup howled in pain, fought 
desperately against the heavier 

brute on top of him. He jerked loose 
from the fangs in his neck, sank his 
teeth into the husky’s foreleg. They 
went down together, rolling, tum
bling and howling.

Cases of canned goods and dried 
fish spilled to the floor. The air was 
filled with the sounds of battle and 
flying fur. The two dogs rolled 
against the hot stove, shrieked and 
broke loose from each other.

Todd’s pup crouched, caught a 
deep breath, then hurled himself like 
an arrow at the throat of the larger 
dog. Teeth sank into flesh, gripped 
the big dog’s windpipe and pinned 
him to the floor, helpless an d  
choking.

Barker let out a roar as his dog 
went down. He grabbed a hatchet 
from the counter, dashed toward 
the dogs. He braced himself, and 
heaved the hatchet directly at the 
pup.

The sharp-edged instrument sailed 
through the air, missed the dog’s 
head. It slashed viciously through 
his foreleg, slicing flesh and bone 
like a butcher’s cleaver.

The dog screamed in agony, loos
ened his hold and rolled over, 
twitching with the numbed pain of a 
severed leg. Barker started toward 
him, bent on finishing the cruel job. 
Curses poured from his mouth in a 
slimy flood.

Todd leaped forward to head him
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off, iron-hard f i s t a murderously 
clenched. He shot a blow at Barker’s 
jaw just as the man’s heavy foot 
lifted to stamp out the brains of the 
helpless pup. Todd’s blow landed 
with a crunch that sent Barker spin
ning.

Barker caught himself, staggered 
for a moment, then heaved forward, 
massive fists knotted like gnarled 
oaks. Todd sidestepped the blow, 
but not in time to completely avoid 
it.

The solid fist exploded under his 
ear. He spun around, slumped to the 
door in a blinding flash of lightning, 
and lay still. His muscles seemed 
paralyzed from the force of the blow, 
his senses were reeling.

BARKER stood over him, leering 
triumphantly down. His one 

malignant black eye snapped in a 
face that was baleful in its gloating. 
He spat foul curses at the prostrate 
man, threats of what he would do 
the next time they met.

‘ ‘You better be gone the next time 
I pass this way,” he ended, "or I’ll 
finish the job! An’ maybe that’ll 
teach you to come messin’ around 
Big Barker.”

Then he deliberately kicked the 
fallen Todd and stamped out of the 
place, followed by his snarling dog.

Todd painfully dragged himself to 
his feet, rubbed his hand over his 
fast-swelling jaw. The lower bone 
was cracked. The pain was agoniz
ing, the flesh throbbing and feverish.

In spite of the pain, he wondered 
that a man could strike a blow with 
his fist that would crack a solid jaw.

The pup, lying in the corner, 
emitted a painful cry and Todd gave 
his full attention to it. He picked 
the animal up tenderly and examined 
its wound. The dog’s leg was hang
ing by only a shred of flesh.

He took the animal to the back 
room and laid him down carefully.

Working fast, he made a tourniquet 
to staunch the flow of blood, then 
cauterized the stump with a hot 
poker. The dog screamed in agony, 
then lay limp, whimpering and shak
ing all over with the pain that 
sapped its strength.

Every cry of the poor animal cut 
into Todd like the blade of a sharp- 
edged knife. The agony in the dog’s 
eyes seared a picture on his soul, 
branded in him a deep hatred for 
the brutal Barker. Bitter curses 
trembled on his lips.

He nursed the dog with tender 
hands. ‘‘Never mind, old friend,” he 
muttered. ‘ ‘If there were no other 
reason in the world but this for stay
ing in this God-forsaken country, 
we’d stay here. W e’ll whip that one- 
eyed step-son of the devil if it costs 
us our lives!

“ We have nowhere else to go, noth
ing else we must do, before that one 
job. W e’ll drive him out o’ here, 
pup. This poor country needs us.”

He patted the dog gently and the 
tortured animal weakly licked his 
hand.

TRADE did not improve during 
the following weeks. The In

dians, fearing the wrath of Barker, 
kept religiously away from Todd ex
cept when they were ill. Then they 
would slip unobserved into his post 
and ask for his help. And Todd will
ingly made long trips through the 
bitter cold and the storm to give 
what aid he could to them. Thus he 
cemented his friendship for them.

But their fear of Barker, stronger 
even t h a n  their appreciation of 
Todd’s kindness, forced them to take 
their pelts to the bully. It was a 
matter of life and death with them, 
unequipped as they were to handle 
him.

Hopalong was well now, the stump 
of his leg completely healed. In spite 
of his handicap he was now a power
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ful young pup, able to keep up and 
hold his own with the best of them. 
It was from his peculiar three-legged 
gait that Todd had fastened on him 
the name that was destined to live 
long on Baffin Island.

And he was a one-man dog. He 
had not been broken to the sleigh, 
but lived in the post and followed 
Todd on all his long journeys. He 
wa6 never out of sighf of the man, 
never too tired to stay right at 
Todd’s heels. Or to listen understand- 
ingly to the long one-sided conversa
tions that Todd held with him during 
the long nights they spent alone.

"W e’re facing ruin, old boy,’’ Todd 
told him seriously. “ Barker’s whip
ping us by keeping the Indians 
away, just as badly as if he was here 
throwing a hatchet at you or break
ing my jaw with his fist. Whipping 
us worse, I guess.’’

THE dog’s intelligent face lit with 
a look of understanding. There 

was no question but that he knew 
something was worrying Todd.

“The trouble is," Todd continued, 
“we’re handicapped. He doesn't do 
anything we can put our hands on, 
he stands off and fights undercover. 
W e’ve got to whip him, but openly 
and above board.”

Suddenly the dog jumped up and 
hopped toward the door, barking 
furiously. Todd followed him, un
barred the door and swung it open.

The night was pitch black, churned 
to fury by a driving snow storm. As 
Todd opened the door an Eskimo 
stumbled in, followed by a vicious 
gust of wind and snow. The native 
made for the fire, sank down on a 
near-by box and leaned over toward 
the stove, almost exhausted.

Todd knew him. “ What’s the 
trouble, Nooka?” he asked, pouring 
out a tin cup of whisky for the half- 
frozen trapper. Todd spoke the 
strange language like a native.

“ Old Keedok,’’ Nooka answered. 
“ The one with the bad eye h a B  hurt 
him, and we think he will die. W ill 
you try to help him?”

Todd gave no more thought to the 
storm than the preparations neces
sary to face it. While Nooka thawed 
out he got ready to make the trip.

“What was the trouble?” he asked 
as he pulled on his parka.

“ Since you have come, Barker has 
been worse,” explained Nooka hesi
tantly. “ We are afraid of our lives. 
Today Barker tried to rob him. Kee
dok said he would not be robbed, 
that he would bring his pelts to you.

"Then Barker got very mad. He 
hit Keedok and Keedok will die. 
Everybody dies when Barker hits 
them. And he says he will kill us 
all if we trade with you. And I 
think he will kill us all, anyway, 
while you are here. He is bad.” 

Todd, finishing his preparations 
silently, listened to the recital with 
growing rage. As he told his story, 
Nooka was the picture of despair, 
reflecting the helplessness of all the 
Indians who were the victims of 
Barker’s greed and ferocity.

Todd realized that he was indi
rectly responsible for their growing 
trouble, that Barker’s fury at him 
was reflected in his added tyranny 
over the trappers. And he resolved 
that things could go on no longer as 
they were. Here at last was some
thing definite with which he could 
face the other man.

“After we see Keedok I will go to 
Barker myself—the first thing in the 
morning,” Todd promised.

NOOKA got wearily off the box 
and started putting on h is  

gloves for the return tr’ p.
“ There is nothing that can be done, 

he is too strong,” he said. “There 
is a devil in his hand and it is death 
when he hits you. What can any
one do?”
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“We'll see what happens,’’ Todd 
answered indefinitely. He himself 
was not sure just what action he 
could take.

When they reached the shack of 
Keedok the old man was already 
dead. The place was filled with na
tive men and women, the men moan
ing and the women shrieking in their 
wail for the dead. Outside, the noise 
was heightened by the howling of 
dogs.

Todd examined the old man while 
the crowd in the smoky r o o m  
crowded around him, watching his 
every move.

The old man lay stretched on a 
framework of hides laced between 
spruce limbs. Another dirty hide was 
thrown over him. Todd ran his 
fingers over the man’s skull, felt a 
depression. It was fractured—and 
that from the blow of a fist.

TODD faced the people who sur
rounded him half-fearfully, half- 

hopefully. Then he talked to them 
in their own language simply and 
with kindness. He promised them 
that Barker should no longer rob 
them of their furs nor kill their men 
nor their dogs. He told them that 
they had been patient as the white 
man’s law wanted them to be pa
tient.

He promised them that when the 
sun came up tomorrow he would go 
to Barker and after that Barker 
would no longer bother them. Then 
he turned and left the shack.

Todd’9 heart was heavy as he 
strapped on his snowshoes an d  
plowed into the biting storm. He 
had never taken a human life, had 
no intention of doing so now, unless 
it was in defense of his own. Yet 
in his brain was the fire kindled by 
Barker’s wanton murders and rob
beries, grown more terrible and 
braaen on Todd's own account.

He saw the old man dead on the

elk-hide bunk, a harmless old man 
with his skull cracked. It was cer
tainly his responsibility to cease thiB 
horrible sacrifice.

The increasing wind whirled pel
lets of snow in his face that stung 
and blinded his eyes. The barren 
bluffs, gray in the pitch-black night, 
reared dark shapeless forms up be
fore him like frozen ghosts. Todd 
plunged on toward his post with 
head down and buried deep in the 
collar of his parka. Hopalong darted 
before him, ambling from side to side 
on the shadowy ribbon that was the 
trail, alert and active.

Out of nowhere, an orange dagger 
stabbed the blackness and the blast 
of a rifle cracked the dead silence. 
A blow smote Todd’s chest, whipped 
him around and flung him to the 
ground. He rolled over, slid over 
the side of the cliff at the trail’s 
edge, down through the loose snow 
to the bottom.

Puffs of the powdery flakes flew 
around him, then settled on his mo
tionless body. A trickle of blood 
poured out of a slash in the side of 
his moose-hide parka, staining the 
whiteness with a growing blot that 
showed dark and formless on the 
snow. Todd moved once, then ob
livion covered him.

HOPALONG had stopped dead in 
his tracks at the sound of the 

rifle, turned to see Todd fall out of 
sight. The dog hesitated for a sec
ond, then realized that the sound was 
responsible for Todd’s trouble. His 
keen eyes caught the figure slinking 
away in the dark.

Hop’s three feet shot out like steel 
springs and his body lunged in the 
direction of the disappearing figure. 
He gained incredible speed, his dark 
body only a blur in the darkness. 
The light pad of his feet was almost 
noiseless in the soft snow.

The figure spun around as the dog
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neared him. It whirled just in time 
to see a shadow with bared white 
teeth flying through the air toward 
his throat. The man screeched.

The dog’s body hurled against the 
man. teeth groping for flesh. The 
collar of the man’s parka protected 
his neck, kept the teeth from finding 
hold in his throat. One of his hands 
still grasping the rifle, the man 
fought with the other. His fingers 
sank into the dog’s flesh, slid off the 
sinewy muscles.

The man went down in the snow, 
arms flailing, pounding heavy blows 
into the dog’s ribs. The dog's teeth 
snapped, s a n k  through mackinaw 
cloth into the flesh of arms and legs, 
ripped clothes and skin together.

THE man fought with the despera
tion of deadly fear, silent except 

for his labored breathing. His gun 
had fallen from his hand, lay half 
buried in the snow. He groped for 
his knife.

The dog’s teeth ripped at the hand, 
laid it open. The man rolled over 
on his back, threw one arm across 
his throat to protect it from the 
teeth of the dog.

His other hand came into contact 
with the butt of his rifle, grabbed 
it. Clubbing it, he whipped it into 
the dog’s ribs just behind the fore
leg and over the heart.

His breath knocked out of him, 
Hop rolled over, lay gasping and 
insensible in the snow. The man 
got to his feet and started to run.

But the dog recovered his breath, 
saw the retreating form. He pulled 
his pain-wracked body up, drove him
self forward. The snow was deep, 
the going slow and painful. He 
barked a signal to Todd as he ran.

The figure emerged from the side 
wall of a bluff as Hop overtook it. 
In another moment he was before the 
man, snarling and snapping.

Gradually he drove the man back

along the path he had come, the 
entire way back to where Todd was 
just recovering from the stunning 
effect of the bullet in his side.

Todd clambered to his feet and 
faced the man. The fellow was an 
Indian whom he had never seen be
fore. His swarthy face, half con
cealed by the parka, twisted in fear 
of the consequences of his failure.

Todd recovered his rifle and re
warded the dog with a slap on the 
head before he spoke to the Indian.

“ Why did you try to kill me?” he 
snapped suddenly.

The Indian merely shook his head, 
his face frozen expressionless.

“ Then I ’ll let the dog finish you,” 
Todd threatened. He spoke to Hop 
and the dog’s low growl, accompanied 
by a visible bristling of his hair, had 
an immediate effect on the man. Fear 
contorted his face.

"Barker said me do it,” he con
fessed. “ He kill me if I don’t kill 
you. You not let him kill me?” he 
finished hopefully.

“ I ought to kill you myself,” Todd 
raged. “ But I guess it’s not your 
fault. No, I won’t let him kill you. 
But you’re going with me to see 
him.”

The Indian cringed with added 
terror. “ N o!” he begged. “ He kill 
me 6ure!”

IT was pitiable to see the fear that 
these people felt, to see the con

trol Barker exerted over them by his 
ruthless brutality. Todd could not 
with justice hold any resentment to
ward the ignorant Indian.

But his determination to put a 
stop to Barker’s influence took on 
added force, became his one driving 
desire. It meant more than merely 
establishing himself. It meant the 
delivery of these poor people from 
the hands of a tyrant, an oppressor 
who did not stop even at murder to 
accomplish his own selfish ends.
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“ Don’t worry,” Todd promised the 
man. “You’re going with me, but 
Barker will not kill you. I ’ll guar* 
antee you that. Come on!”

It is a pecularity of the north 
country that in spite o f its scattered 
population news travels faster and 
farther than in places where people 
congregate more. The little affairs 
of the individual become of vital 
concern to those whose lives are 
spent in isolation.

AND s o  it was that Todd saw 
many Indians and Eskimos con

gregated around Barker’s trading post 
early the next morning. In Bpite of 
the slight wound that the bullet had 
given him, despite lack of sleep, he 
had immediately set out for Barker’s.

And the natives had preceded him, 
hanging about the post with an air 
of hopeful expectancy. They had 
heard of Todd’s trip to the dead 
man’s place and his promise.

A dead silence greeted Todd as he 
approached, marching the Indian be
fore him. Curious eyes examined 
him and the dog whose history they 
knew. The silent people were con
gregated, judges before whom Todd 
would try Barker for his crimes.

Looking neither to right nor to 
left. Todd marched directly to Bar
ker’s door and threw it open. Grim
eyed he stepped in to meet the man 
who had sworn that he should not 
live on the island.

Behind h im  a sea of brown, 
strained faces made a backdrop be
fore which stood the actors—Todd, 
with mouth set hard and cold gray 
eyes boring into the defiant face of 
Barker; the Indian, trembling before 
the man whose brutality had forced 
him upon his mission of death; and 
Hopalong, growling recognition of 
the man who had thrown the weapon 
which had severed his leg.

Silence, heavy and ominous, choked 
the darkened interior of the post.

Boxes of canned goods, foodstuff, 
clothing, cluttered the place. The 
crackling of the fire in the little iron 
stove sounded loud and harsh in the 
portentuous stillness.

"Barker, I ’ve come to settle with 
you!” Todd said. His voice was quiet 
with restraint. It was not necessary 
for him to say more.

Barker’s eye flashed toward the 
cowering Indian, the man who had 
failed to do his job. The Indian 
stood hypnotized with fear, his eyes 
caught and held by the tiny sparkle 
of flame that shot from Barker.

Barker acted! With a roar of an 
enraged bull he charged the Indian, 
his right arm swinging in a savage 
blow. The fist hurled through the 
air toward the man’s head. A panic 
of pure terror seized the Indian, and 
he wilted to the floor just as the fly
ing fist grazed his head.

Barker’s heavy boot came up to 
crush the fallen man’s skull. In a 
flash Todd’s foot shot out and 
tripped the bully just as the boot de
scended, sending Barker off balance. 
Barker caught himsef against the 
counter to keep from falling. Then 
he lowered his head and dived at 
Todd.

TODD loosened the grip that he 
had been keeping on the dog. He 

ducked in time to miss the blow, 
then waded into Barker, fists pum- 
meling like sledge hammers.

Blows crunched against flesh, feet 
shuffled on the bare wood floor. Todd 
was lighter and faster and his fists 
beat trip-hammer punches into the 
iron body of Barker.

Barker tried his deadly right time 
after time. The arm came forward, 
always slowly, heavily. Todd watched 
it instinctively, kept clear of it. Re
membrance of the stories of that 
hand had made him wary.

Barker’s left was more effective. 
The massive fist sank into Todd’s
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ribs like the blows of a pile driver. 
Flesh crunched as heavy fists sank 
into crackling ribs. The mittens 
Barker still wore did nothing to 
soften his punches.

The crowd surged back, making 
room for the fighters. Todd landed a 
body punch that sent Barker against 
the counter. Cases of canned goods 
overturned and rolled the contents 
on the ffoor to interfere with their 
footwork.

Barker hurled himself back and 
sent a left to Todd’s ribs that hurled 
him reeling against the stove. Todd 
caught himself. He rushed again. 
Barker’s slow right hand sailed heav
ily through the air, landed a glancing 
blow againBt Todd’s chin with the 
crack of a pistol.

Blinding l i g h t  flashed before 
Todd’s eyes. Then all went black 
and he sank to the floor, dazed and 
partially paralyzed.

The blow had landed on the weak 
point where his jaw had already been 
broken.

A groan went up from the crowd. 
Their hope of deliverance lay stunned, 
another victim of the deadly right 
hand of Barker.

SUDDENLY the air turned dark as 
a blurred form, a brown streak, 

flew like an arrow toward the snar
ling trader. Barker ducked. But not 
in time. The dog was at his throat!

Mixed growls and curses filled the 
air to overflowing. The stumbling 
writhing mass shook the walls of the 
building. The whirling melee of man 
and dog overturned crates, flung 
goods to the winds. A counter went 
over with a rending, tearing of wood.

The dog’s amazing speed baffled 
the man. The animal was all over, 
growling deep in his throat, sinking 
his teeth in every hold he could find 
on the thick fur-clad body of the 
man.

Shining teeth sank into Barker’s

right wrist as Barker hurled the dog 
from him.

The dog fell away—carrying Bar
ker’s right wrist and gloved hand 
away in his tee th !

A gasp of excitement came up 
from the crowd, then there was dead 
silence. The hand fell from Hop’s 
jaws with a thump that was explosive 
in the sudden stillness. Then the 
dog stood still, unable to compre
hend what had happened.

Barker stood w i t h  outstretched 
arm, a look of surprise frozen on his 
ugly face.

Todd, now conscious, was the first 
to realize the significance of the 
thing. The mystery of the deadly 
fist was solved.

Todd picked up the hand and 
stripped the glove off it. An or
dinary artificial hand and wrist, with 
a leather cuff that strapped it on to 
the stump of the severed arm!

THE hand that was carved doubled 
into a fist was covered with a 

thin layer of moulded sheet iron! It 
was a genuine iron fist that had 
wrought death among the Indians 1 
Barker, the one-handed man, had 
converted his misfortune into the 
means of destruction.

The natives stared first at the help
less Barker, standing with his use
less arm outstretched, still overcome 
by the surprise that his secret was 
revealed.

Then they gazed at the instrument 
of their torture. A low rumbling of 
anger started among them, gradually 
increasing to a threatening roar. The 
monster was shorn of his power, 
and his slaves prepared for revolt 
and destruction.

Barker’s face twisted into a hor
rible grimace. His goo'd left hand 
darted under his parka, came out 
gripping a gleaming skinning knife. 
Shorn of his power, he lunged to
ward Todd in a last desperate effort
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to recapture what he had lost, by 
destroying the cause of it.

Padded feet thumped, a dark blur 
shot through the air. The dog’s 
teeth buried themselves in Barker’s 
throat with a death grip. Hurled 
back by the force of the impact, Bar
ker’s aim was diverted. His hand 
barely retained its hold on the wea
pon, before dog and man sank to the 
floor.

The dog’s teeth sunk into Barker’s 
windpipe, shutting off his breath. 
The man’s face purpled, his one eye 
bulged. A gargling sound poured 
from the mouth choked by his pro
truding tongue. Lying on his back 
he twisted, turned and strained to 
release the Nemesis at his throat.

HIS only hand still gripping the 
knife swung in an arc, buried 

the shining blade in the dog. But 
still the dog’s grip of death held. 
The teeth buried in his throat were 
strangling him.

Blood spurted from ripped jugular 
veins. It covered the dog, covered 
the man, ran in pools over the lit
tered floor. The dog cringed as the 
bloody knife came out and ripped 
again into his vitals, slashed the very 
life out of him.

The dog’s jaws set tighter with

the death stab of the knife. His one 
front leg quivered with strained 
muscle. And as his life Sowed out, 
the teeth of Hopalong were locked 
in the throat of Todd’s enemy.

Barker's struggles grew feeble, 
then ceased altogether. Todd jerked 
at the dog’s collar, tried to take him 
from the man.

But no ordinary strength would 
ever open the dog’s powerful jaws. 
His teeth were clamped in the ripped 
and torn throat of the now-dead 
Barker.

Todd dropped to his knees beside 
the dog, openly caressed the animal 
who had given his life to save his 
master. Tears came to his eyes. And 
as he knelt there the Indians stood 
around, silent with the understanding 
that is a part of those who live close 
to the earth and to dumb animals.

Todd buried Hopalong with gentle 
hands, and the Indians brought gran
ite boulders and made a mound over 
his grave.

And now when they come to 
Todd’s trading post they often stop 
a moment and replace a protecting 
stone on the pyramid that guards. 
Hop’s body from the ravages of the 
storm and the wolves. And they are 
thankful in their hearts that old Hop 
once lived.
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SERGEANT NEIL THORNE, 
of the Royal Mounted, stopped 
and peered through the gath

ering darkness across the low ridge 
of open land that sloped down to
ward the frozen surface of the Great 
Bear, over which the full moon was 
just rising.

The yelping of the dogs that he 
had been trailing had grown into a 
snarling outburst, and Neil knew 
from the sounds that the animals 
were twisted hopelessly in their 
traces. Every moment the outburst 
was growing louder.

Then Neil saw the pack, some 
three hundred feet away, and it was 
as he had surmised. Entangled in 
their harness, five or six huskies 
were having the fight of their lives.

On one side of the overturned 
sleigh lay the pack, and beside it 
were two motionless figures.

Neil leaped forward into the midst 
of the maddened huskies. Two of 
the animals, with their fangs sunk 
in each other’s throats, were wallow-

The three had begun bring

ing in a pool of blood, while the 
rest of the pack, wrapped round and 
round with the twisted traces, were 
struggling madly to participate in 
the fight.

Neil snatched off his raquettes and 
laid about him with them, hammer
ing loins and muzzles, heaving the 
struggling beasts bodily aside, until 
he had cleared a free space about the 
overturned sleigh.

Then he turned to the two motion
less forms that lay beside it.

One of them, to his consternation, 
was that of a girl, with dark hair 
sweeping back over the snow, and 
white face upturned toward the sky. 
She was lying in such a cramped 
position that it was a moment or two 
before Neil discovered that her kneea 
were fastened together with ropes, 
and her arms lashed to her sides.

The second form was that of a 
man in the uniform of the Royal
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Mounted, with a sergeant’s chevrons 
on his sleeve. He was lying close 
beside the girl, and the blood still 
oozed from a knife-thrust through 
his heart, and widened into a dark, 
frost-scummed pool.

Neil recognized him. His name was 
RawlingB, and five years before he 
had been discharged from the Police 
for accepting a bribe to let a pris
oner escape.

" I ’ll get you for this, Thorne, if 
it t a k e B  me the rest of my life," 
had been Rawlings’ parting threat, 
when Neil arrested him.

What was he doing, masquerading 
in a uniform that did not belong to 
him, and why had he been with the 
girl?

Neil stooped and raised the girl 
in his arms. There was no sign of 
a wound upon her, and he could not 
tell whether she was alive or dead.

But, as he tried to raise her, he 
felt the drag of the body of the dead 
policeman, and, laying her down 
again, looked for the obstruction. 
Then he discovered it. The girl’s 
right hand and the left hand of the 
dead man were linked together with 
a pair of handcuffs.

Neil raised the free wrist, pushed 
back the mitt, and felt for the pulse. 
It was beating steadily. Looking 
closer, Neil discovered the livid 
bruise that extended over the temple, 
just below the hair.

He cut the girl’s bonds quickly 
with his jackknife, and hacked  
at the tangled traces till he had 
freed the struggling beaBts. He 
kicked and cuffed them into submis
sion. He went through the dead 
man’s belt and pockets.

He threw away the regulation .45 
Colt. There was nothing else, except
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a plug of chewing tobacco, neither 
papers nor money.

And he could not find the key to 
the handcuffs.

He took the axe from his pack 
and brought down the blade upon 
the dead man's wrist. Again—and 
he had severed the hand clean from 
the arm. The severed wrist clipped 
clean out of the cuff. The iron still 
dangled from the girl’s arm, but at 
least she was free of her horrible 
yokefellow.

Neil righted the sleigh and re
placed the contents, which consisted 
of a single pup-tent, a small box of 
provisions, and some frozen fish for 
the dogs.

He placed the girl upon the sleigh, 
wrapping her fur coat carefully about 
her. He put the dead man behind 
her.

Th e n  he discovered something 
white protruding from a portion of 
the tunic that had adhered to the 
ground. It was a crumpled envelope, 
with a letter inside it, and beside it, 
torn from the inner pocket, was the 
key to the handcuffs. In a moment 
Neil had unlocked the cuff from the 
girl’s wrist.

NEIL patched up the severed 
traces.

He harnessed four of the dogs, and 
shot the two that had torn each 
other’s throats to pieces.

He knew who the girl was— 
Camille Landry, the daughter of old 
Jacques Landry, whom he had been 
on his way to see. Landry’s cabin 
could be hardly more than five miles 
away, though Neil had never visited 
it.

"Mush!”
The dogs took up the trail again, 

back along the frozen shore of the 
Great Bear. Neil trudged behind 
the sleigh, his eyes bent on the un
conscious girl and the other ghastly 
freight that had been human. The

falling 6now had almost obliterated 
the tracks that the sleigh had already 
made.

The trail crossed an edging of 
dwarf birch and reached a plateau 
beside the lake. In the center of 
the flat appeared a long, substantial 
cabin of logs. To one side of it was 
another cabin, Landry's fur and 
trading store. On the other were 
two small cabins and the dog’s 
kennels.

There was no evidence of human 
occupancy in any of the buildings. 
Neil carried Camille’s unconscious 
body toward the log house. He saw 
that the door stood wide open.

rilHROUGH a window he could see 
the faint reflection of the lighted 

stove. The lone, large interior, on 
whose threshold Neil stopped for an 
instant, to shift the girl in his arms 
and stoop under the low lintel, was 
in darkness, but a lamp was glim
mering in a room to the left, open
ing off the main one, and by its 
light Neil could see a long couch 
standing against the wall.

He laid the girl down; and then 
he became aware of a strange whist
ling sound, repeated rhythmically 
again and again.

It seemed to come from some point 
within the dark room. Neil moved 
in t hat  direction, but suddenly 
slipped and brought up against the 
wall. He stood, peering toward the 
lamplight.

Now, as his eyes became accus
tomed to the darkness, he saw a 
shadow of irregular outline upon the 
floor between the two rooms. At first 
it looked like the flattened form of 
an animal.

Then it began to take on the sem
blance of a human being.

Then, as he bent over it, Neil 
knew that it was what he had been 
dreading to find. It waB the body of 
old Jacques Landry.
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HE had met Landry during a 
summer patrol in the region 
two years before. He had 

discovered him helpless, with a leg 
badly mauled by one of his own 
wolverine traps. During the week 
that he had cared for him, a friend
ship had sprung up between the two 
men.

Landry was one of those odd char
acters that are to be found on all 
the frontiers of civilization. Accord
ing to his story, he had been a suc
cessful business man in Quebec, with 
a home, a wife and child, a bank ac
count. and a span of matched bays 
for his ca lich e. Then—something 
had happened.

One moment Landry seemed to be 
driving the span of matched bays to 
his office in Lower Town; the next, 
he was a trapper and trader on the 
desolate shore of the Great Bear, 
with a daughter at the Moravian 
Mission on the Mackenzie.

The old man was a dreamer. He 
had talked of the vast, untapped min
eral resources of the region, and of 
wealth beyond the dreams of avarice. 
When Neil started back for his post, 
it was with the understanding that 
he was to throw in his lot with 
Landry in two years’ time, after he 
had taken his discharge.

Almost at the end of his second 
period of enlistment, Neil had been 
sent up to the Great Bear region in 
connection with certain complaints 
that had filtered down.

Prospectors had come into conflict 
with a particular Jaffrey, who was 
wanted in Montreal, in Winnipeg, in 
Toronto, in connection with certain 
stock market frauds. His wealth, and 
the spectacular way in which he 
spent it, had made him a notorious 
figure, and his web of crooked finance 
had involved more than one provin
cial legislature.

II From the far north stories of 
claim-jumping and suspicion of mur
der had reached the police posts. 
Neil’s plan of joining Landry had 
become known. It had made him an 
object of suspicion. More than one 
member of the Force was believed 
to have deserted while on patrol, and 
joined up with Jaffrey’B crew.

Neil’s selection had aroused bitter 
resentment, particularly in the breast 
of one Corporal Thomas Stirrup, who 
had looked forward to being chosen 
for the job.

Neil had started north with noth
ing but a pack. He knew the 
Indians’ camps, and the factors’ 
stores where he could replenish his 
supplies of food. It was already late 
February, and after March dogs 
would be useless. He had departed 
from Fort Logan, fully aware of 
Stirrup’s antagonism.

As Neil bent over Landry, the 
whistling sound began again. It came 
from Landry’s throat, the reflex ac
tion of the throat, admitting and ex
pelling the air. Landry was still 
alive.

NEIL turned up the light in the 
inner room. Now he could see 

Landry’s face clearly. The old man 
was lying in a pool of blood, and 
there was a hideous wound in the ab
domen, which looked as if it had 
been made by a filed-off bullet.

Neil picked up the old Frenchman 
and laid him down on an iron cot. 
When he had torn apart the blood- 
stiffened shirt, he realized that he 
could do nothing. A glance at the 
old man’s waxen face showed that he 
was almost at his end.

He went into the long room and 
threw two logs into the stove. He 
unharnessed the dogs and put them 
in their stables. He brought in the 
handcuffs and key, and set them down 
on a table. The body of Rawlings 
he left upon the sleigh. Then he
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went and stood looking down at 
Landry, conscious of a vast, helpless 
rage that the murderer was beyond 
the reach of vengeance.

Rawlings must have murdered him 
and abducted Camille. But who had 
killed Rawlings?

SUDDENLY Neil realized that old 
Landry’s eyes were open. They 

were looking directly into his, but 
they were as blank as colored win
dows.

Neil leaned forward. "Jacques, it’s 
Neil Thorne, of the Police,” he said. 
"Do you not know me, Jacques?”

He spoke in French, to fix the at
tention of the dying man. But it was 
minutes before consciousness, person
ality emerged. Then Jacques Landry 
knew him. He whispered his name, 
and Neil could see his efforts to link 
together the broken chain of mem
ory. All at once Landry remem
bered, and the ghost of an ironical 
grimace spread over his features.

“ Oui, I remember you, mon ami,” 
he said. “ I am glad you have come. 
I have been on guard for weeks. I 
sent old Pierre to the Mission—to 
bring back my Camille. I thought 
she would be safer, even here. Where 
is she?”

A spasm of choking convulsed him. 
Neil wiped the red froth from his 
lips.

"She is in the next room asleep, 
Jacques,”  he answered.

“They did not get her, then. Come 
closer, mon ami, while I try to tell 
you. They waited until Jaffrey ar
rived. Tonight—was it tonight?— 
his men crept up here, leaving their 
dogs behind the ridge. I heard them, 
but I thought that it was Pierre, 
returning with Camille from the mis
sion on the Mackenzie.

"I opened the door. They shot me 
down. I feigned death. After that 
I have known nothing. You say that 
she is safe in there?”

“ She is safe,”  repeated Neil.
Landry’B head rolled sidewise. The 

face was like wax, the features were 
beginning to stand out from it, as if 
they formed no part of it, like a 
hideous mask. For a while Neil 
thought that the end had come.

And then once more Landry’s eyes 
opened, and he seemed, with a titanic 
effort, to pull himself back out of 
the death coma.

“You swear that you will protect 
her?” he whispered. “Then I shall 
tell you what we once spoke about. 
More precious than gold. It is pitch
blende—more radium than has been 
discovered in all the world. Long 
ago I found it. It is for you and 
for her. Wealth that shall restore 
her to her place in the world—in 
Quebec—jewels—fine horses—all the 
life that was mine before—before— 
Ah mon Dieu, a little strength 1”

He seemed to gather all h is  
strength for a last effort.

“ You remember—where you found 
me—in the trap—near Lac Ste. Th6- 
rese? It is at the outlet, at the head 
of McVicar Bay—under the cliff. 
The black and white cliff. More pre
cious than gold. For you and her. 
Thou canst trust him, little one. He 
saved my life. He is a good man."

The muttering ceased. The labored 
breathing stopped, began again. It 
must have been another half-hour be
fore the last tremor shook the 
mangled body. Landry spoke once 
more. He said, “My horses 1”

That span of horses was the ul
timate memory of all that had gone 
to the making of the man. Neil 
closed the eyelids and drew the blan
ket over the face.

I ll

N EIL took up the lamp and 
went into the living-room. 
Camille lay just as he had 

left her. He found another room on
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the other side, and, in the rear, a 
storeroom running the entire length 
of the structure. It was filled with 
crates and empty Standard Oil cans.

He brought in the corpse from the 
sleigh and deposited it here, piling 
up the crates and cans in front of 
it. Nobody was likely to suspect that 
a dead man lay there.

In Landry’s room he read the let
ter that he had taken from the body 
of Rawlings. The ink was blotted 
and stained, and it was with diffi
culty that he could make out the 
contents.

“Give this to R. when he reaches 
Little Lake,” he deciphered. “We’re 
going to need him bad. Nobody won’t 
know he ain’t a policeman. Tell him 
to bring in the girl on the way. 
Everything jake up here.”

There was no signature, but it was 
evident to Neil that Rawlings had 
assumed a policeman’s uniform in or
der to work for Jaffrey.

Neil went into the living-room, 
locked the bedroom door, and put 
the key in his pocket. He went to 
the doorway and peered out. The 
heavy snow was still drifting down. 
Overhead was a dun sky, with the 
moon a faint halo in the zenith.

NEIL was wondering how to break 
the news of her father’s death 

to Camille when she awakened. Then 
there was the problem of providing 
for the girl’s safety before settling 
with Jaffrey and his crowd.

He did not want to turn back to 
take her to the Mission, nor did he 
think she would be able to face the 
winter journey across the Barrens.

Still pondering, he returned. He 
looked at the couch. To his aston
ishment the girl was no longer there. 
Neil groped forward in the darkness.

And suddenly a shadow detached 
itself from the shadowy wall and 
hurled itself at him, knocking him 
backward. A hand struck at his

breast. A knife drove at his heart. 
Hot breath hissed in his face, and 
there came a snarl of fury.

Taken by surprise though he was, 
Neil was able to deflect the blow 
sufficiently to prevent the point of 
the blade from more than ripping 
his thick coat of lambskin. He man
aged to grasp his assailant by the 
wrist, and the next moment he was 
fighting for possession of the wea
pon. His immediate thought was that 
i was one of Jaffrey’s gang from the 
camp on McVicar Bay, who had 
somehow contrived to secrete himself 
within the cabin. But the curses that 
poured from the man’s lips, in a 
mixture of French and Cree, told 
him that he was an Indian.

TO and fro they fought in the long 
room. A sudden spurt of flame 

from the stove showed Neil the dark 
face of his antagonist, convulsed 
with rage, and the lean, lithe body 
that grappled with him.

He swung his right in a blow that 
caught the Indian on the forehead, 
and drove him back against the wall. 
He leaped and caught the knife-hand, 
opened it, and sent the weapon clat
tering to the floor.

“Now, my friend, we’ll find what's 
troubling you,” he panted.

But even as he spoke he saw an
other shadow behind him. He swerv
ed, to see Camille outlined against 
the door, in her hand a heavy billet 
of wood. It thudded upon his head 
and his knees sagged under him.

He was down on one knee, but his 
Colt was in his hand. He knew now 
that he had been mistaken for the 
man Rawlings. But explanation was 
impossible. He kept his Colt level
led through a black cloud, he heard 
the Indian’s screaming gutturals. And 
then the woman and the man were 
gone, and outside it was the pearly 
gray of morning.

Neil must have been unconscious;
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he was lying over the sill, his hand 
■till clutching the revolver.

Nobody was in sight, but the 
dogs were yelping wildly in their 
kennels, and other dogs were answer
ing them.

Then, with swimming eyes, Neil 
watched a Bleigh and five dogs come 
into view across the plateau. Behind 
the sleigh two men were trudging. 
They stopped and shouted as Neil 
rose to his feet:

“Hey, Rawlings, we’re Carroll and 
Leeson, Jaffrey’s men!’’

ON the instant Neil resolved to 
pass for Rawlings until he had 

had the opportunity to discover the 
situation.

The two men came up to him, look
ing at him curiously.

"Didn’t expect to find you here, 
Rawlings,” said one of them. “We 
went to meet you, and found the 
snow all scuffed up and two dead 
dawgs. Did you get the girl from 
the Mission? Where is she?”

“I got her, but she got away,” 
answered Neil. "That damn Injun 
of hers jumped me in the dark and 
laid me out with a log.”

They swore. “How long ago? 
Which way they go?” demanded one 
of the pair. "Gawd Rawlings, I don’t 
know what Jaffrey’s going to say to 
you. He was counting on you.”

“I don’t know nothing. I’ve been 
out for hours,” said Neil. “Don’t 
know how I got here.”

“Look at his haid,” grinned the 
other man. “That Injun must have 
hit you a hell of a crack, Rawlings. 
There's a bump as big as a hens’ egg. 
Well, we done our part. We got 
Landry. You looked inside that 
door?”

“Yes, I’ve found him,” said Neil. 
He pulled the key from his pocket 
and turned the lock.

“You got the old boy laid out in 
■tate,” grinned Carroll, a red-haired

ruffian with a broken nose. “What’s 
the idea?”

“Well, I like to finish up a job 
nice and clean,” Neil answered, and 
the two men rocked with laughter. 
"But how was it you had to kill 
him?”

“Blossom sent him warning time 
and agen what would happen if he 
didn’t come through about that mine 
of his,” said Leeson. “But the old 
fool was too obstinate to tell, so we 
got you to take the girl away from 
the Mission. Pity she gave you the 
slip, but we’ll find her. Only Jaf
frey’s likely to cut up some. Here, 
take a swig of this, partner, you look 
as if you needed it,” he added, pull
ing a flask from his pocket.

WHILE Neil rested upon the 
couch, the two r umma g e d  

around and found coffee, beans, 
bread, and bacon. Neil ate a little 
and gulped down some coffee. The 
wound in his head had begun to 
bleed, relieving the congestion. By 
the time the meal was ended, Car- 
roll and Leeson were drunk and bois
terous.

“Well, we got to start back if 
we’re going to reach the camp to
night,” said Carroll,

“Yeah? How about finding the 
girl?” demanded Leeson.

“Hell, that’s Rawlings’ business! 
We done what we were sent to do.” 

“Yeah, and s’posing the girl comes 
back? I’m in favor of staying on 
here and looking around for her. 
You take the dogs back with Raw
lings and tell Blossom.”

“The hell I’ll leave you here to 
pick up the girl alone!” the other 
snarled.

They cursed each other. But sud
denly, out of the distance, there 
came a droning sound that abruptly 
stopped the altercation, and the pair 
ran out to see, Neil following them. 

It was the sound of an airplane
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engine. High up in the south, where 
the sun was struggling to break 
through the banks of dun clouds, the 
plane appeared, a tiny 4peck blackly 
outlined against the gray, and swoop
ing downward along the course of 
the Great Bear.

It dipped, banked, circled, side
slipped, and flew on an even keel a 
hundred feet above the plateau. Car- 
roll and Lee6on yelled and waved. 
Then, like a bird alighting, the plane 
touched the surface of the snow, 
churned up a cloud, and came to rest 
barely fifty yards from the door.

A man threw off his belt and 
stepped out. A biggish man of early 
middle age, blond-headed, fleshy, but 
buoyant and muscular.

“Gawd,” muttered Carroll, “Jef
frey!"

IV

T ELL, here we are, Raw- 
% / % /  lings. Here’s our little 

▼ ▼ home for some time to 
come.” laughed Jaffrey.

Neil stepped out of the rear cock
pit and looked about him. It was 
middle afternoon. The plane had 
dropped in an open space at the edge 
of McVicar Bay, with a cluster of 
squalid hut6 on one side, at the edge 
of a ravine, lined with black rocks, 
and three or four more substantial 
buildings a short distance away. At 
the edge of the lake was a long log 
storehouse, with a hangar. A York 
boat was drawn up on birch rollers.

Three or four Indians and a squaw 
or two were moving about among 
the rocks. Two white men emerged 
from one of the more substantial 
ones a6 the two got out of the 
plane.

“Here’s Rawlings 1” called Jaffrey. 
“Meet Swartz and Sinnett. Where’s 
Blossom?” he asked.

But a third man was coming out 
of another hut. He was enormously

fat, and looked like a barrel in his 
sheepskin coat. His head was bald, 
a heavy dewlap hung beneath his 
chin, and his eyes were almost hid
den in the fat of his bearded 
cheeks.

“Well, well," he boomed. “Back 
again, I Bee? Back from the haunts 
of the palefaces and the bright lights 
and chicken a la king, and all the 
rest of the iniquities, hey, Mr. Jaf
frey?”

“Yes, I’m back,” said Jaffrey. 
“Here’s Rawlings. Th^y got Landry, 
but Rawlings fell down on his job, 
and the girl got away from him. 
That Injun of hers knocked him 
.-illy. Well, we’ll pick them up in 
a day or two. We know pretty 
well whereabouts they are. I’ve left 
Carroll and Leeson on guard, with 
Landry’s body for bait. She’ll be 
back.”

Blossom laughed boisterously.
“Give him the empty cabin, 

Blossom,” Jaffrey went on. “Make 
yourself comfortable, Rawlings. To
morrow we’ll start to pick up 
Camille Landry. It’s a safe bet she’s 
hiding out somewhere near the head 
of the Bay. W e’ll eat in the store 
tonight. Blossom’s a mining engineer, 
by the way, and he’s building a 
smelter. We’ll all go out rich next 
fall.”

HE nodded, turned away, and 
entered one of the cabins. 

Blossom linked a huge hand through 
Neil’s arm and led him into the last 
cabin of the row.

It contained nothing but a bed 
and chair.

From a shelf Blossom took down 
a bottle of hooch and two glasses, 
which he half filled. “Here’s how,” 
he said, and tossed his liquor off. 
“Like to lie down and rest a bit, 
huh?”

The creak of Blossom’s shoes 
awakened Neil, who sat up, con



84 TH RILLIN G ADVEN TU RES

scious of his aching head. Blossom 
rolled into the room.

"Had a good sleep?” he asked. "I  
looked in once or twice, but you 
were hitting the hay so hard I said, 
'It’s a shame to wake him.’ How 
about a little drink?”

It was nearly dark. Blossom half 
filled two glasses again and drained 
his. He sat down in the chair and 
watched Neil, a leer upon his heavy 
face.

"T'M  wondering how wise you are, 
J- Rawlings,” he said suddenly. “I 

guess you know that Landry found 
a pitchblende mine. Jaffrey’s sore 
as hell that you let that girl get 
away with the secret. He don’t show 
what he feels. He strikes when he 
gets ready. You want to look out 
for Jaffrey. You and me ought to 
chum up together.”

Blossom leaned forward, gurgling 
and choking.

"Easy to work on radium ore,” he 
said. "Dilute sulphuric acid. Jaf- 
frey’s an optimist. You begin to get 
me?”

"Not yet," answered Neil, and 
Blossom chuckled more violently. 
He lolled, puffing and wheezing, in 
his chair.

“Don’t take me for a fool, do 
you?” Blossom wheezed.

"Not yet,” said Neil. “But sup
pose you come to the point.”

“Playing the innocent?” gurgled 
Blossom. “There’s only one little 
thing I’ve been wondering about.”

“Yes?” queried Neil. "What is 
it?”

Blossom sat up straight in the 
chair and drummed on Neil’s knee.

"What did you do with Rawl
ings?” he asked. “I’m the only feller 
knew him. I brought him up here 
to pass for a policeman. D on ’ t 
m on key  w ith  that g u n !"

The gross figure of Blossom had 
become a vast, threatening shadow

in the darkening room. The mouth 
was stretched into a leer. And a 
gun had somehow leaped into Blos
som's hand. Decidedly, the fat man 
was not to be taken lightly.

Neil waited, with his hand upon 
his gun butt, yet knowing that the 
first attempt to draw it would mean 
his death.

“Best take your hand off that gun, 
Thorne,” croaked Blossom. “That’s 
better. Remember, nobody but me 
knows Rawlings.

“You came up here to work that 
radium mine with Landry. The old 
boy told you where it is, and I guess 
you croaked Rawlings on the trail.”

“You’re a good guesser, Blossom.”
“All right. But now you’re up 

against it, and there’s just one way 
out for you. You and me are going 
to be partners. We’re going after 
that mine together. And by the 
time we’re through, I guess there 
won’t be so many fingers in the pie. 
We’ll be rich, when we’re through. 
We’ll put Jaffrey and his crew where 
we want them.

JAFFREY sent me for you. We’re 
going to hit some high spots 

at the store tonight. Squaws to 
dance with, and we’ve educated them 
real nice. Good liquor. We may as 
well be starting. Jaffrey don’t like 
being kept waiting, and it’s as well 
to humor him for the present. And 
just think over what I talked to you 
about.”

He roared with laughter, and, link
ing his arm through Neil’s, rolled 
with him toward the trading-store. 
Wheezing, he released him at the 
entrance of the store, which was 
brightly lit. Neil pushed his way 
through the little group of Indians 
and squaws who were gathered in 
the doorway. Among the latter were 
four young girls, tricked out in 
home-sewn flapper costumes. With 
rouged faces and carmined lips, they
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stood grinning at the four white 
men inBide.

Neil went in, with Blossom rolling 
in his wake.

THE long counter waB piled with 
trade goods. At one end of the 

interior a huge stove sent out a 
volume of heat that was oppressive, 
even in the biting night air.

A radio was just striking up the 
lively strains of a jazz tune. Jaffrey 
was seated in a chair; Sinnett and 
Swartz were lounging against the 
counter.

“Hello, Rawlings, how you feel
ing?” ahouted Jaffrey. “Have a 
drink.”

Neil poured himself a small drink 
from a bottle on the counter.

“Come on, start up the fun. What 
you squaws waiting for?” Jaffrey 
shouted thickly.

The four girls came in, giggling. 
Blossom seized one of them about 
the waist. The radio was coming 
through with astonishing clearness, 
short wave lengths from Montreal.

“Don’t dance, Rawlings?" asked 
Jaffrey, as Neil sat down beside him.

“Don’t feel like it just now. My 
head’B still aching.”

Jaffrey refilled his glass. “You 
and me seem to have the same ideas, 
Rawlings,” he said. “We’ll get on 
well together. That fat fool, Blos
som, gets on my nerves sometimes.” 

Blossom, Sinnett and Swartz were 
dancing with the squaws. The male 
Indians had begun an impromptu 
dance of their own, caroming into 
the white men and the squaws. 
Quickly the interior became a bed
lam. Bottles in hands, the reeling 
crowd of whites and reds stamped 
up and down, colliding, cursing, 
screeching. The room vibrated to 
the stamp of boots, and the two big 
efi! lamps overhead swung slowly in 
unison.

“Human nature in the raw,” said

Jaffrey thickly. “I’m a phil-osopher. 
Are you a phil-osopher, Rawlings?”

The yelp of dogs outside 6tartled 
Neil. Othere took up the chorus. 
Jaffrey rose, swayed to the door and 
flung it open. A sleigh, drawn by a 
file of huskies, was coming toward 
the store, two men mushing along
side.

Neil slipped across the sill in Jaf- 
frey’s wake. Somebody slammed the 
store door shut behind them.

At first the sleigh had looked 
empty. But it wa9 not empty. A 
form was lying on it, aB stiff as 
frozen beef, and in the newcomers 
Neil recognized the men Leeson and 
Carroll.

Carroll began to bawl: “Look what 
we got. This feller must have been 
Rawlings. This other feller’s a 
policeman. He bumped him off in 
Landry’s cabin I”

V

N EIL’S reaction was instanta
neous. Jaffrey and the two 
were bunched together. He 

swung his Colt and covered the 
three.

“Put ’em up!” he shouted, and me
chanically the three obeyed.

“Kick off your snowshoesl” was 
Neil’s next command.

The two thugs obeyed him, but 
Jaffrey remained standing with his 
hands elevated and a sneer upon his 
face. Neil gestured the three toward 
the store, and Carroll and Leeson 
ran, stumbling through the snow, but 
still Jaffrey waited.

“Clever, whoever you are,” he said. 
“But I’ll get you.” He turned and 
began walking back indifferently. 
He knew Neil wouldn’t shoot him in 
the back if he was a policeman.

Neil slipped on the raquettes. For 
a moment or two he had dallied with 
the idea of holding up the whole 
outfit. Then he had seen it was im
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possible. And Camille’s safety was 
paramount. He turned and began 
plodding toward the lake. Before 
he reached the shore, the crew were 
at the door of the store, their bawls 
drowning out the radio.

But Neil had a lead of a hundred 
feet, and he was sober. He made 
for the broken ground that gave 
upon the ice-covered surface of the 
Bear. Without their snowshoes, the 
whole crowd was helpless.

Guns barked, bullets whanged. 
Neil turned and fired the two shots 
that remained in his chamber, aiming 
at nobody, but the crowd ducked and 
scattered. Curses and jeers followed 
him as he glissaded down the slope 
toward the surface of the lake.

HE gained the wind-swept ice, 
waved derisively as another in

effectual fusillade rang out, and 
mushed on. The moon would not be 
up for some time yet. Neil was al
ready almost invisible. When he 
looked back again, the huts and 
buildings were no longer discernible.

It was about ten miles from Jaf- 
frey’s camp to the head of McVicar 
Bay, where Landry’s mine was. Neil 
guessed that Camille and the Indian 
had taken refuge there. He trudged 
along the foreshore, threading his 
way among the rocks, then turned 
inland as he heard the distant drone 
of Jaffrey’s airplane.

Squatting down in a clump of 
willow, he heard the roar of the 
motor grow louder. Then came the 
stuttering staccato of a machine- 
gun. Jaffrey was spraying the fore
shore with bullets. But the plane 
itself was invisible.

The roar of the motor died away in 
the distance. It grew louder again. 
Jaffrey was flying back—but he had 
spent all his ammunition.

Hugging the foreshore again, Neil 
took up his march once more. Time 
passed. The moon rose up above the

banks of clouds. Neil could see the 
head of McVicar Bay in front of 
him, and the long curve of the op
posite shore.

Here were high cliffs and a fore
shore strewn with huge, rounded 
rocks, polished to marble smoothness 
by ten million years of ice-grinding. 
He removed his snowshoes, slung 
them around his neck, and traversed 
the hummocky ice in his moccasins.

A break in the cliff wall showed 
the ice-bound discharge from Lac 
Ste. Therese. A short distance away 
a flat-topped cliff stood out four
square against the sky. Neil mushed 
toward it, and suddenly perceived 
that it was scored with seams of 
black and white.

It was the cliff of which Landry 
had spoken of in his dying moments.

Ridges of rock rose on either side 
of it. Farther back were patches of 
birch scrub and a little valley con
taining trees of unusual height for 
that district. Neil was convinced 
that somewhere near were Landry’s 
mine and Camille’s hiding-place.

He threaded a defile through the 
ridges and reached the little val
ley. A trail ran through the dense 
scrub toward a higher ridge. It 
widened. In the moonlight Neil 
made out a small cabin, almost hid
den from view among the trees.

HE moved forward cautiously. He 
stepped out into the moonlight. 

There was neither light nor stove 
within the cabin, yet Neil had the 
instinct that some one was within. 
He hesitated, then tapped lightly 
at the door.

At first there was no response. 
Then he heard a faint sound within. 
Slowly the door began ‘to open. It 
flew wide, and a figure stood there, 
in one hand a glint of steel.

Neil said: "Mademoiselle Camille, 
I am a friend. I have come here to 
help you.”
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He caught her by the wriet just in 
time to avoid the desperate knife- 
thrust, but she fought wildly, with a 
strength that momentarily matched 
his own. Then Neil forced her right 
hand open, and the knife dropped 
into the snow.

SHE faced him, panting, her eyes 
ablaze in the moonlight. “You 

murderer I” she cried. “Pierre should 
have killed youl’’

"Will you listen to me, Mademoi
selle Camille? I’m Neil Thorne, 
your father’s friend. Does that mean 
anything to you? Hasn’t he spoken 
to you about me? Didn’t he tell you 
that I was coming up to join him?” 

“Liar I You shot him down in cold 
blood I You came back to make sure 
of your work! I recognize youl” 

Neil could trace the workings of 
Camille’s mind. The man Rawlings 
must have stunned her in the dark 
cabin. She had known nothing of 
her kidnaping—nothing until she 
had seen Neil again.

Nevertheless he went on telling 
her the facts. “I was with your 
father when he died,” he said. “He 
told me where his mine was. He 
asked me to promise that I would 
take care of you and protect you 
against Jaffrey and his crew. I am 
here to fulfill ray promise.”

Camille listened with averted face. 
A cloud was passing over the moon 
and he could no longer see her ex
pression, but he almost thought that 
she believed him.

“I am going to take you down to 
Fort Simpson, where you will be 
safe,” he said.

“I won’t go. I don’t believe you.” 
“You must believe me. You are 

not safe here.”
She was edging toward the angle 

of the hut and looking back through 
the trees. Suddenly a scream broke 
from her lips. Out of the Bcrub the 
Indian, Pierre, came running straight

at Neil, who covered him with his 
Colt. Pierre stopped and began to 
circle warily, knife in hand. Neil 
kept turning, facing the old man. 
He didn’t want to have to shoot him 
down—

“Stick ’em up, Thorne 1” sounded 
a voice behind him. “All right, Mam- 
zelle, I’ve got this feller covered.”

Neil whirled. A man in the black 
lambskin and winter uniform of the 
Police had stepped out from behind 
a tree, and a Colt in his hand was 
covering Neil’s heart.

“Keep ’em ’igh, Thorne. It will be 
’ealthier.”

Neil recognized the newcomer. 
“Stirrup!” he exclaimed.

“Righto,” responded the Cockney 
corporal. “Just drop your gun, 
Thorne. You ain’t got a dawg’s 
chance, and, so ’elp me, if you make 
one false move, I'll shoot you dead 
in your tracks.”

He stepped forward, gun in hand. 
The cuffs snapped on Neil’s wrists.

VI

IT was daylight, but the thickly 
falling snow veiled the land in 
a gray opacity. Neil sat in a 

rocking-chair beside the stove which 
Stirrup had lit. Camille lay, half- 
asleep, on a mattress, and the Indian, 
knife in hand, was squatting at her 
feet.

“Yus, you had quite a run for your 
money, Mister Thorne,” grinned the 
Cockney corporal. “Well, I was on 
your trail from the start, as I told 
you. Divisional 'eadquarters wasn’t 
going to let another crooked police
man up to join Jaffrey. So it looks 
as if you're booked to swing, old 
man, as 'igh as that Bible feller, 
whose name I don’t remember.”

All Neil’s attempts at explanation 
had failed to make the least im
pression on the obstinate little cor
poral. The two fell into Bilence;
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Camille stirred, looked up. She 
Bpoke to Pierre in Cree,

"It’s time we mush,” said Pierre to 
Stirrup.

"You’re right,” said Stirrup. He 
glanced through the pane at the 
falling snow. "W e’ll make my camp 
and wait there till the storm lets up. 
This feller’s pals may be on our 
trail any time now. Watch him 
close, Pierre.”

HE began putting a pack together, 
while Camille gathered up a few 

things. She kept her eyes averted 
from Neil’s face. Neil waited hope
lessly. He was thinking that at least 
he might help the girl reach safety 
if he could get rid of his handcuffs. 
If Stirrup hadn’t been so pig-headed 
—well, It was no use thinking about 
that.

They started. Through the oscil
lating curtain of snow Neil, closely 
guarded by Stirrup, saw Pierre 
breaking trail and Camille follow
ing him. Somewhere near-by, evi
dently, was Stirrup’s camp.

Out of the scrub, upon the higher 
ridge, the Budden force of the Arctic 
gale caught them, raving and roaring 
through the narrow cleft that they 
were approaching. Great clots of 
snow dropped from the whirling 
branches overhead.

At the entrance to the cleft the 
force of the wind was terrific. It 
was almost impossible to make head
way. Then of a sudden five figures, 
whitened, muffled and hooded, stood 
in the way. They consisted of Jaf- 
frey, Sinnett, Swartz, Leeson and 
Carroll. Jaffrey, in the lead, held a 
carbine in his hands. The rest had 
revolvers. They charged forward, 
shouting.

Before Camille could turn to run 
she was struggling in Sinnett’s 
grasp. Next came a fusillade.

A bullet whipped Neil’s cap half 
off his head. Pierre screamed,

coughed and dropped in his tracks, 
shot through the heart. Stirrup, 
cursing, seized Neil and tried to drag 
him into the scrub beside the trail. 
Then he crumpled.

Handcuffed and helpless, Neil 
obeyed his immediate impulse to 
leap into the undergrowth. There 
was nothing he could do without 
obtaining possession of the key in 
the corporal’s pocket, and for the 
moment that was impracticable. He 
darted through the bushes, hearing 
the yelling throng in pursuit of him.

In a few moments, however, the 
shouts had become faint and distant. 
If the gang was in pursuit of him, 
they must have taken the wrong trail 
in the snow. Neil panted on, and 
suddenly debouched into a stretch of 
rocky ground, with the white and 
black cliff immediately in front of 
him.

There were hollows everywhere In 
the porous rock, and the base was 
fringed with a dense growth of wil
low scrub. Great tumbled rocks lay 
everywhere.

Neil, helpless in his manacles, be
gan to move along the base, looking 
for a refuge. Through the willows 
he saw something that looked like 
the entrance to Borne beast’s lair. 
He crept inside. The entrance 
widened. Then he discovered that 
he was in a cavern of considerable 
size.

HE crouched there, shivering, for 
perhaps a quarter of an hour, 

swinging his arms to keep up the 
circulation. There were no more 
sounds of pursuit. No need to hide 
himself. He ihust go back and get 
Stirrup’s handcuff key, surprise the 
gang, rescue Camille —*• desperate 
work, but all in the life of a police
man.

The snow fell about him like a 
pall as he emerged from the cave. 
He made his way back into the wil
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low scrub, beating here and there, 
till suddenly he heard the sound of 
voices.

He stopped. Through the under
growth he could see the glow of 
the stove. He was within a hun
dred feet of the cabin, and Jaffrey 
and his crew were in possession of 
it—with Camille.

He beat about again and came 
upon Stirrup's body lying in a drift 
of snow. A moan came from the 
corporal's lips. Stirrup was still 
alive!

NEIL got his handcuffed wrists 
beneath Stirrup’s body, hoisted 

it with a great effort, and began 
carrying it back to the cave. But 
he hardly knew how he reached it 
with that dead weight on his arms.

Somehow he managed to get the 
little corporal inside. Then he saw 
that Stirrup had merely been stunned 
by a bullet that had glanced off the 
frontal bone. Beneath the drying, 
frozen blood, the skull was unin
jured.

Five minutes later Neil had found 
the key in an inner pocket and had 
contrived to insert it into the key
hole of the old-fashioned handcuffs. 
They snapped apart and he was free!

A half-hour later, beside a fire of 
dead willow branches, which lit up 
the interior of the cave, Stirrup was 
talking.

“Yus, you got the jump on me, 
you and your pals,” the little man 
was saying. "But you didn’t fool 
the detachment. We guessed what 
your game was. The day after you 
left, I started mushing up after you. 
And there’s a patrol follering close 
behind. You can kill me, but they’ll 
get you, Thorne.

“You murdered old Landry, and if 
I ’adn’t come upon that girl and the 
Injun, there might ’ave been no 
proof on you.

“But you’re as good as ’anging

now, ’anging by the neck. So do your
worst.”

“Stirrup,” aaid Neil, “I’m not sur
prised that bullet failed to penetrate 
your thick skull. But I tell you 
once more that Camille Landry is in 
the hands of Jaffrey’s gang and I’m 
going to save her. I’m going to the 
hut to shoot down as many of that 
crowd as I can get, before they get 
me. I'm calling on you to help—if 
you’re a man.”

“Ho, go ahead and talk,” jeered 
Stirrup. “I like to ’ear you. It’s as 
good as a vaudeville. But what’s the 
use of keeping up that line?”

“Get up!” snapped Neil.
Stirrup tried to obey, got on his 

knees, collapsed and put his hand to 
his head, looking about him in a 
sort of daze. It was evident that 
the little corporal was in no position 
to render aid. And Neil dared not 
delay.

“Stirrup,” he said, “I’ve taken your 
gun. But you’re not handcuffed. 
I ’m going to ask you for your word 
of honor to stay where you are for 
an hour, that’s all.”

STIRRUP looked at Neil, and for 
the first time the little Cockney 

seemed shaken in his convictions.
"Look ’ere,” he said, “I don’t know 

what your gyme is, Thorne. Maybe 
you're ’oping to make a break back 
to your gang. Maybe you’ll bring 
them back to kill me. But on the 
other ’and, you could kill me now. 
I’m ’elpless. Yus, I’ll take you up 
on that, because I’ve got to. But I 
don’t believe a word of what you’ve 
been telling me.”

“Good enough for me,” said Neil. 
“But no tricks!”

Stirrup gulped assent and Neil 
moved toward the entrance of the 
cave. Then he heard a call behind 
him.

“Hi, Thorne!”
Neil turned. Stirrup was trying to
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support himself against the wall of 
the cave.

“ ’Arf a mo’. I’m coming with you. 
That girl—”

“Stay where you are,” said Neil. 
And he went out into the falling 
Bnow.

VII

NEIL found a trail through 
the willows and moved for
ward until he stood at the 

edge of the clearing. In front of 
him he could see the hut and the 
red glow of the stove. Beside the 
hut a tent had been pitched, and 
from within it two voices broke out 
in drunken chorus. Neil recognized 
them as those of Carroll and Leeson.

He skirted the tent and approached 
the hut. He could hear men talking 
within—Jaffrey, Sinnett and Swartz. 
He remembered that he hadn’t seen 
Blossom.

He crept up and peered in at the 
little window. He saw Camille lying 
upon the mattress and apparently 
bound. Jaffrey and his two satellites 
were seated at the table playing 
cards, laying them down with slow 
deliberation.

No, not playing cards, but draw
ing cards. By the light of the small 
lamp on the table, Neil saw Jaffrey 
draw a small black card and Sinnett 
and Swartz each a red one. Jaffrey 
shuffled. Neil moved silently toward 
the door. It was closed, but there was 
a chink between it and the upper 
B i l l ,  and, standing on tiptoe, Neil 
could see Jaffrey still shuffling. Sin
nett snarled:

“ Shuffling out my luck, Jaffrey?” 
"Shuffling in mine,” said Jaffrey 

thickly. “The next queen takes her.” 
Neil saw Camille, her eyes fixed in 

an unwinking stare. Terror seemed 
to have benumbed her mental facul
ties. He understood now that the 
three were cutting cards for the 
possession of her.

"Pity our friend Blossom ain’t in 
on this,” grinned Swartz. “ I’ll 
betcha he’s gettin’ into some mis
chief with them squaws back at the
house.”

Jaffrey laughed and handed him 
the pack. Swartz cut it. Jaffrey 
drew a small red card, Sinnett a 
black ace. They drew again.

“ Got her!” shouted Sinnett, turn
ing up the queen of diamonds. He 
rose and flung the cards down on 
the table in front of him. “How 
about it, Jaffrey?”

“ She's yours,” said Jaffrey, “after 
she’s told us where the mine is. Eh, 
Mamzelle?”

That was the moment when Neil 
hurled himself into the cabin with 
a force that sent the door flying 
from its upper hinge.

"Hands up!’.’ The words came 
from Neil’s lips in a moaning whis
per. “ Sinnett, cut those ropes!”

SINNETT snarled like a trapped 
wolf, but he obeyed. Their hands 

above their heads, Swartz and Jaf
frey watched. Jaffrey smiled.

“ Always on the job, Rawlings, 
aren’t you!” he said. "You made one 
big mistake, though. I could have 
used you.”

Neil motioned the three toward the 
wall. “Step outside, Mademoiselle,” 
he addressed Camille.

The girl moaned and struggled up 
out of the severed ropes. She 
stumbled and Neil caught her. And 
the next moment Sinnett precipitated 
himself against the table, sending 
the lamp smashing down in a score 
of fragments, and throwing the in
terior of the cabin into a murky 
twilight.

“ The door, Jaffrey 1 Shoot for the 
door!” bawled Sinnett.

Neil’s gun and Sinnett’s crashed 
together. Neil felt the rip of the 
slug across his upper arm. He 
hurled Camille bodily into the open.
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But it was the sagging door that 
saved them. A crossfire from the 
three crashed into the wood, but 
next moment Neil and Camille were 
in the open.

Neil cried to Camille to run, 
turned, and let loose. A bubbling 
scream came from Carroll’s throat as 
he received the death missile. Swartz 
dropped screaming, shot through the 
abdomen. Neil grasped the girl and 
hurried her across the clearing.

THEY ran together, hearing Jaf- 
frey, Leeson and Sinnett in pur

suit. Neil’s left arm was rapidly 
growing numb, but he managed to 
thrust fresh cartridges into his Colt; 
turned and fired again.

They were in the scrub now, and 
the white cliff loomed up ahead of 
them. Suddenly they were inside. 
There was the fire, a red glow of 
willow ashes. But Stirrup was gone. 

“This way!”
Camille was tugging at Neil’s arm 

and hurrying him into recesses of 
whose existence he had had no 
suspicion.

The only audible sound now was 
that of water dripping from the 
porous limestone rock in in
numerable places. Suddenly Camille 
stopped. She groped into the dark
ness and Neil heard a match struck, 
saw the flicker of a lighted candle. 
Weak and spent he leaned against 
tne wall staring about him.

He saw a vaulted chamber, appar
ently in the very heart of the great 
cliff. Thick seams of velvet black 
ran everywhere, and near-by were a 
miner’s pick and other implements, 
a cot bed, covered with tarpaulin, a 
table made of a packing-box, and a 
case of canned foods.

Neil knew he was in Landry’s 
pitchblende mine. The black seams 
in the rock represented wealth of 
almost fabulous value.

Camille was at Neil’s side. "You're

wounded. Lie down. Let me see. 
Oh, forgive me for not believing in
you!”

She stripped the tarpaulin from 
the cot, and Neil sat down. His 
sense of weakness was increasing. A 
burning thirst was parching him. As 
if divining it, Camille picked up a 
tin dipper and filled it at a little 
rivulet that gushed through the rock. 
Neil drank and felt better. Camille 
removed his coat and mackinaw, and 
was examining his wound.

The blood was still spurting from 
a small, severed artery.

The girl tore off the arm of Neil’s 
shirt, picked up a stick of wood, 
and improvised a tourniquet. The 
spurting ceased.

"Lie down!” she ordered.
Neil surrendered himself to the 

hay-stuffed mattress. He saw Camille 
looking anxiously into his face while 
she tightened the knot in the cloth 
about the stick.

“Forgive me,” she sobbed again. 
“They killed my father and poor 
Pierre, the wretches. I learned every
thing while they had me a prisoner 
in the cabin. But I would never 
have told them where the mine was.”

“I’m going to save you, get you 
down to Fort Simpson,” said Neil. 
“And we’ll get the rest of them.” 
He thought of Stirrup, but every
thing was beginning to grow dream
like.

WE’RE safe here for the time?” 
he asked. "They’re not likely 

to find the way?”
"They’ve never found it yet. And 

there’s food here, and blankets. My 
father always thought we might have 
to take refuge here some day.” 

“That man, Stirrup—” Neil began. 
“And he said there’s a patrol com
ing along. I reckon we’ll be safe 
till—till—”

A startled cry from Camille’s lips 
roused him from the lethargy into
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which he was falling. He sat up on 
the cot.

The flickering light of the candle 
showed three monstrous and dis
torted shadows upon the opposite 
wall of the cave. Shadows of three 
men, creeping forward, with heads 
and shoulders bent; shadows that 
straightened into a dancing blur as 
Camille’s cry rang out.

Jaffrey and his gang had found 
the entrance to the mine!

VIII

NEIL sprang from the cot and 
dragged the girl back into 
the recesses of the cave aB 

a volley ricocheted from the walls 
about them. Not into the small re
cess in which the candle burned, but 
back to where the limestone roof 
hollowed into a narrow arch.

They were almost in darkness now, 
and the second volley was still more 
erratic. There was more danger from 
ricochets and from the small stalac
tites, sharp as needles, sent flying 
by the slugs, than of a direct hit. 
Neil pushed Camille behind a pro
jecting buttress of rock. He forgot 
his weakness. He tore cartridges 
from his belt and loaded them into 
his cylinders, waiting grim-eyed for 
the rush.

He could see nothing now. The 
three, evidently surprised by the size 
and extent of the cavern, were whis
pering together in the invisible far
ther end of it, and the rock walls 
caught up the sounds and filled the 
cave with murmurs.

Jaffrey’s voice: “You’d better lis
ten, Thorne. I’m offering terms. Join 
up with me. I need you. There’ll 
be money enough for all of us, and 
we won’t harm Mamzelle. How about 
that, Thome?’’

“No, no!” cried Camille. “Mur
derers! I’d rather die here!”

“We don’t have to shoot it out

with you, Thorne,” went on Jaffrey. 
"W e’ve got you bottled up, and you 
haven’t got a dog’s chance. But them 
two crooks are dead, and with you 
on our side we’ve got the game in 
our hands. I swear I mean it.”

Neil felt Camille’s agitated clutch 
upon his arm. He knew she was 
hanging tense upon his answer. And 
he laughed.

“You can’t bargain like that with 
the Police, Jaffrey,” he called back 
tauntingly. “You tried it with Car- 
roll and Leeson, didn’t you, and had 
to murder them? I’ll make you juat 
one promise: when you swing at Re
gina, I’ll be waiting in the gallows’ 
yard.”

With a savage oath, Jaffrey leaped 
forward, firing, but the two others 
dragged him back. Neil could just 
make out the dim outlines of their 
figures at the other end of the cave. 
He fired back, and the shadows van
ished.

THERE was not a sound inside 
the cave now. Neil looked at the 

candle in the recess midway between 
them, but to one side. It had al
ready burned half-way down. When 
it went out, he knew he would have 
to fight it out in the darkness, one 
against three, one wounded man 
against three, and Landry’s daughter 
to protect. He must conserve hi6 
strength.

A sudden volley, a rush as the 
candle flickered, and bullets chipping 
stalactites from the walls about him. 
Again those huge and dancing shad
ows. Neil fired, reloaded, and the 
candle burned up brightly. Sinnett’s 
laugh rang through the cave.

“We’ve got you, Thorne,” he 
called. “Cold meat, that’s, what you 
are. And Mamzelle’s mine. You’d 
best come over here, Mamzelle, be
fore you stop a slug.”

Neil heard the girl draw in her 
breath with a hiss of terror. Then,
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a9 she fumbled with his arm, he 
heard a low exclamation. He realized 
that his arm was wet again; the 
tourniquet had slipped. The little 
light of the candle had suddenly 
grown into a sun, and round about 
it surged a white mist, fading into 
darkness.

THE three had begun firing stead
ily, the bullets striking the rock 

on either side of Neil with vicious 
phuts. A chip of limestone seared 
his forehead.

“I’m all right,” he muttered, trying 
to push the girl back behind the 
rock. “Never mind my arm.” And 
again, with an immense effort, he 
succeeded in reloading.

But the candle was flickering al
most to the end. A long fragment 
of glowing wick dropped into the 
grease. Neil emptied his gun again, 
and there came a scurrying backward 
through the obscurity.

The light blazed up once more. A 
stream of bullets struck the rock 
immediately overhead, and the con
tinuous crack of revolvers echoed 
along the winding cave. Neil leaped 
back behind the ledge. He under
stood what had happened. In the 
temporary darkness the three had 
gained a small recess opposite the 
candle, within a score of feet of 
him.

Neil crouched, Camille, beside him, 
still working feverishly at his arm. 
The bullets were passing less than 
three inches overhead, now and again 
impinging against the stone buttress, 
and sending the chips flying.

Another length of wick was droop
ing. When that flickering light 
burned out, the final rush would 
come, the last struggle in the dark. 
Neil felt Camille’s body shaking with 
sobs a6 she kneeled beside him, still 
working at his arm, and a strange, 
detached pity filled him. It was all 
growing so very dream-like.

Somehow he knew that he had just 
five bullets left. His cartridge-belt 
was empty.

He must Bave those five, he was
thinking.

The three had ceased firing, and 
were whispering together again. Sin- 
nett shouted a vile taunt, but Neil 
only crouched, waiting, behind the 
buttress. His whole left side was 
numb, but, as if by force of will, 
he kept his right hand and arm as 
steady as a rock.

Strange how that half-inch of can
dle kept alight! It was almost like a 
miracle!

The half-inch had burned down on 
one side to the rock base, over which 
a little pool of shining grease was 
spreading. The whisperings had 
ceased. A deathly tension filled the 
cavern. And Neil flung all his will 
and all his personality into that re
solve to retain his grip on strength 
and consciousness, though the numb
ness was now extending over his 
whole body, and he could hardly feel 
Camille holding him.

THE light was dwindling. Not a 
sound from the three. No glimpse 

of them, where they crouched so 
near. At the first stir, he’d spring. 
He tensed his limbs, crouched lower, 
ready to hurl himself forward, with 
a blazing Colt.

The wick dropped in a red fes
toon. They were coming. Another 
rattling volley, oaths, shouts. Neil 
poised his limbs. Then suddenly the 
wick flared up, and in an instant that 
seemed eternity he saw the three, 
Jaffrey in front, Leeson and Sinnett 
on his heels.

And then—at the same moment, 
three shots rang out from the back 
of the cave in swift succession. Neil 
saw Leeson stagger and fall forward, 
clutching at his breast. Sinnett, hand 
clasped to forehead, whirled like a 
dervish, and in his spin collided
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against Jaffrey and sent him reeling. 
The tiny bit ot candle waB blaz
ing high. It seemed to illuminate 
the whole cave as Neil crouched, 
finger pressed to trigger, upon the 
act of firing, staring, wondering, 
hearing Camille’s wild cry.

THAT cry was drowned in Jaf- 
frey’s yell. Neil saw him stag

ger as a fourth shot rang out, and 
then he fired, and a hoarse yell out 
of the darkness of the cave behind 
Neil answered him. And out of that 
darkness burst a monstrous form, 
like a man wrapped in swaddling 
clothes, and white with snow.

It leaped past Neil and Camille, 
and Neil recognized Blossom.

Blossom, bleeding from a terrible 
wound in the neck, which had shot 
some supporting ligament away, for 
the great head lolled upon one 
shoulder, and the dewlap brushed 
the upper arm. Next moment Blos
som and Jaffrey were locked in a 
death-grapple.

The monstrous form had clenched 
its hands round Jaffrey’s throat, and 
Jaffrey, screaming with rage and 
fear, was hammering at Blossom’s 
head with the muzzle of his revolver. 
At his face, too, which had become 
indistinguishable in the light of the 
last quarter-inch of candle.

It was no longer a human face. 
Jaffrey’s gun-sight had shredded the 
last vestiges of humanity from it, 
but Btill the throat screeched, and 
the hands tightened about Jaffrey’s 
throat, until his eyes started from 
his head, and his screams died away

into beast-like moanings. They top
pled, locked closely together, to the 
floor of the cave. Jaffrey’s heels 
drummed against stone, and the 
breath wheezed mechanically from 
Blossom’s mouth.

Then suddenly the light went out.
The drumming and the wheezing

ceased.
Neil was not even conscious of 

Camille.
“Well, the best of us is apt to 

make mistakes,’’ said Corporal Stir
rup, three days later. “I ’eard 
somebody moving about in the back 
of that blooming cave, and went to 
see who it was, and I couldn’t get 
back. Heard a sound like all the 
Police in Canada was ’aving a sham 
fight with ’eavy artillery, and blowed 
if I could find the way back till Miss 
Camille 'eard me ’ollering and found 
me.

THORNE certainly cleaned up 
that gang neat and clean, and 

it’s a pity none of them didn’t live 
to ’ang in Edmonton or Regina. I’m 
’anding it to him fair. We got him 
wrong, and he’s a good policeman.” 

Which was the highest praise the 
corporal knew how to bestow.

“How’s he coming on, Corporal?” 
asked one of the members of the 
relief patrol, which had arrived on 
the morning after the fight.

“Oh, he’ll pull through,” answered 
Stirrup nonchalantly. “Mamzelle will 
'ave him out of bed in a week the 
way she’s fussing over him. And, 
if you don’t believe me, tyke a squint 
through that there window.”

Read
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With Lead and Steel

Two Leathernecks on the Trail o f the Green Eyed Monster, 
Renegade of the Badlands of Santo Domingo

A  C om p lete N ovelette  

By ARTHUR J. BURKS
Author of "What Price Courage," "Bare Fists," etc.

T HE blazing sun washed over 
the exposed knoll in a ver
itable tidal wave of blasting 
ing heat. Every khaki shirt, every 

pai r  of washing-bleached trousers, 
even the heavy shoes of the leather
necks, were slick and soggy with 
sweat.

They had marched from San Pedro 
de Macoris since four in the morn
ing through the verdant hell of the

jungle, to answer the grim challenge 
of the “Green Eyed Monster,” that 
swart renegade from the Guardia 
Nacional Dominicana. Their quarry 
had “gone to the hills,” deserting his 
colors and his uniform, to join and 
lead the gavilleros. He had organ
ized into one group the roving band9 
of bandits who had never been  
granted amnesty.

Sweat ran in rivulets down sun-
95
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burned faces. Sw eaty palm s were 
rubbed on trousers so th a t the dam p
ness w ould  not rust the m eta l o f the 
S pringfie ld  rifle9. T h e  m en, accus
tom ed to the jungleB though they  
were, from  m any m onths o f chasing  
the elusive bandits, panted lik e  spent 
runners.

They tried to gulp cool air into 
their lungs; but there was no cool 
air, only air that was like the breath 
from a furnace

Gu n n e r y  s e r g e a n t  d a n ie l
SHIMEL, representing the Intel

ligence Office, grinned a little as his 
eyes roved over the platoon of leath
ernecks.

Several saw his grin and made sar
castic remarks.

“If you’re leading us on another 
wild goose chase, Shimel,” said one, 
" I ’ll personally pull your hair out by 
the roots and slap you over the face 
with the bloody end of it. Who 
Btarted this yarn about the Green 
Eyed Monster? I’ll bet you did, to 
give yourself a job.”

Other marines had other things to 
6ay.

The officer in command, Lieuten
ant Smollett, was striding toward 
Shimel, who straightened indolently 
to a position that in some small de
gree represented “attention.” The 
officer was trying to look trim and 
neat despite the sweat that seeped 
through his cordovan putties.

“Well, Sergeant?” he said. “What’s 
next?”

“The Lieutenant is in command, 
sir,’’ replied Shimel.

“But I was told that you would 
lead us to the camp of the Green 
Eyed Monster.”

Shimel’s gray, almost opaque eyes 
wrinkled at the corners, became al
most invisible. It was as though long 
looking into the face of the sun had 
weakened them though folks who 
knew Shimel knew that his eyes

were sharp as dagger points, missing 
nothing.

“The men can’t stand much more 
of this," prompted the officer.

Shimel snapped to attention again. 
His brow furrowed into a frown of 
disapproval.

“Sir,” he said, and the officer red
dened as he listened, “marines can 
do anything. They can stand any
thing. They can whip a squad of 
‘gooks’, each of ’em, with nothing but 
their hats. If the Lieutenant will 
lead them, they’ll follow—to hell and 
back.”

The officer’s face turned purple 
with discomfiture. Even the youngest 
recruit in the outfit had more service 
than this shavetail, and he was con
scious of his deficiencies. The leath
ernecks listened, wondering how he 
would take the quiet reproof of the 
old-timer.

Shimel was an old-timer, though 
with but twelve years of service be
hind him. There wasn’t a foot of 
Santo Domingo that he didn’t know.

“I’ll lead them, Sergeant,” said the 
officer quietly. “Just show me where. 
Are you sure that you can lead us to 
the camp of the Green Eyed Mon
ster?”

“Absolutely, sir. This is it.”
There were gasps from the leather

necks as they stared in the direction 
indicated by Shimel’s right hand. He 
was pointing toward the wilderness 
to the north, that led away to the 
shores of Samana Bay.

SHIMEL had indicated a vast 
ghastly wilderness into which not 

one of these marines had ever pene
trated. But all had heard about it. 
The land was the badlands of Santo 
Domingo. Some volcanic > eruption 
millions of years ago had blasted the 
terrain, and the ocean of lava had 
cooled in fantastic shapes. Great pot
holes covered the land ahead—and 
these potholes, some of them scores
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of feet deep, were masked by the 
green of the jungle. Lianas hung 
down everywhere like snakes. Span
ish moss, drooping l i k e  ghostly 
shrouds from tree limbs, suggested 
death and terror.

One might easily plunge into a 
concealed pothole to his death. The 
trails which angled in among the 
holes were so najrow sometimes that 
a goat would have had difficulty in 
traversing them. And the natives 
under Juan Culebra’s—t h e Green 
E y e d  Monster—leadership alwayB 
made for this refuge when the ma
rines were abroad hunting them.

Of all the leathernecks only Shimel 
and one other had ever penetrated 
the badlands far enough to look 
down over the oven-hot cliffs of Las 
Hatilla9 into the blue waters of 
Samana Bay. Both had vowed never 
to do it again and yet here they were.

“ I’ll take Corporal Fox,” said 
Shimel softly, "and go on ahead. 
Stay here, but keep your men under 
cover—remember what gave Juan 
Culebra his nickname!—until you 
hear three reports of an automatic. 
When the bandits come it means 
we’ve made contact—and you’ll have 
to reach us. Maybe one of us will 
be able to get back to lead you.”

SHIMEL saw a tremor pass over 
the body of Lieutenant Smollet. 

“Travel at night through t h i s  
mess?” he muttered. "Half my men 
will get themselves killed.”

Shimel grinned.
“ The only difference between ma

rines and goats, sir,” he said, “ is 
that goats don’t wear leggin’s! And 
don’t use your flashlights too much 
if they come after dark—9ir.”

Smollet looked at his men. They 
were straightening up, grinning, flirt
ing the sweat from their bared heads. 
He could see they were eager for 
action.

“Okay, Sergeant,” s a i d  Smollet

quietly. "And one question—what 
would you advise me to do here?”

It was a courageous thing ̂ to do— 
an officer to ask advice of an enlisted 
man, even a high ranking one like 
Shimel. But it was good psychology. 
It showed the leathernecks that Smol
let didn’t believe he knew it all. He 
rose much higher in their estimation.

SHIMEL grinned, with a new re
spect in his face—and Shimel 

had little respect, save outwardly, 
for most officers.

"Get your men under cover, right 
here somewhere, before Juan Culebra 
starts his famous sniping. Have them 
be careful of the water in their can
teens and don’t let them drink from 
any pools or streams. If you run out 
of water, boil some.

"But keep your men back from the 
fire after it gets dark, for Juan 
Culebra is like an owl—and he’ll drill 
somebody sure. Then just be patient 
and wait for word from us, or until 
you hear those shots. If nothing 
happens before sun-up, go back to 
Macoris.”

"But—you—” began Smollet.
“ You won’t be able to do anything 

for U 6,”  said Shimel grimly. “ Fox 
and I ’ve been in tough spots before 
—and we’ve had a run-in or two with 
Juan Culebra. I have, especially. I 
held a commission in the Guardia, 
my last hitch down here, and Juan 
was in my command—and hates my 
guts! Come on, Fox, let’s be going 
places.”

A slender, smallish man, with a 
preternaturally white face—a face 
that never tanned—slouched out of 
formation. His eyes were black and 
deep. He was the only man in the 
formation who perspired not at all. 
He looked like a consumptive.

But Shimel knew that the smaller 
man could start in right now and 
hike from Cabo Engano to Gonaives 
without stopping for food or sleep or
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water. He was a strange one. He 
looked s h y  enough—but he was 
chilled steel. An automatic swung 
in a holster at his hip, unusual arma
ment for a corporal to carry.

Shimel turned to the lieutenant.
“ Are we agreed on everything, 

sir?” he asked, then yelled suddenly:
“Take cover I”
Instantly the leathernecks mingled 

with the underbrush which cloaked 
the knoll on which they had been 
standing. At the exact moment of 
giving the command, Shimel had 
hurled himself downward, h a n d s  
against the chest of Smollet, while 
Corporal Fox plunged forward on 
his face. And none too soon.

From Bomewhere to the north 
came a crashing report. A bullet 
smashed into the bole of a tree above 
them. Smollet and Shimel, the former 
flat on his back, untangled themselves 
as the far away Springfield roared. 
Shimel grinned at his superior—and 
spat contemptuously into the brush.

He stood up again.
"Hadn’t you better stay down?” 

asked Smollet calmly. “ He may fire 
again.”

“Juan Culebra fires and runs,” said 
Shimel. “ Stand up, sir, and let’s do 
some measuring.”

Shimel’s grin was twisted, his eyes 
almost closed.

“ It would have split your head 
open, sir,” he Baid softly. “Juan 
Culebra always aims at the head— 
and he never misses.”

“ How did you know?” began Smol
let The lieutenant was a bit pale, 
but his lips did not tremble and there 
was no fear in him.

“ 'CALASH of the sun on metal," said 
-I- Shimel succintly. “Get so you 

know it  every time. And It flashed 
from the right direction. Fox there 
saw it, too.”

Corporal Fox raised his pale face 
from the brash, grinning.

“Lord,” he said ruefully, “ I was 
hoping he’d wiped you out, Sarge. 
I never have any luck. Didn’t even 
make you swallow your andnga!”  

“On your feet,”  retorted Shimel, 
“we’re heading for the bundockst” 

Shimel, burly, straight and up
standing; Fox, who walked with a 
queer sort of shuffle and with his 
back bowed like a hunchback—raised 
their hands in salutes, started swift
ly into the jungle, and vanished from 
sight almost at once.

II

SHIMEL and Fox were well 
aware of the danger of their 
mission—and Shimel, at least, 

was worried. He knew the Green 
Eyed Monster for what he was—a. 
mad killer. The fellow had learned 
to use a rifle while he had been with 
th e  Guardia Nacional Dominicana, 
Marine Corps trained.

He was one of the best rifle shots 
in the country.

The man had been named the 
Green Eyed Monster by the natives 
because of his marksmanship—which 
appeared to be no reason at all. Yet 
the name had stuck to him. He had, 
apparently, been an excellent soldier 
while with the Guardia. He had 
finally been promoted to a second lieu
tenancy, with not a whisper of sus
picion against him. Then, all at once, 
the whispers began.

A native was found dead at the 
edge of the jungle near Jaina, where 
Juan Culebra was attached to a 
Guardia company. The man had been 
drilled neatly through the forehead. 
Medicos said that the hole had been 
made with either a Springfield or a 
Kragg rifle. There was one man in 
the Guardia who could shoot so 
cleanly.

But the investigation came to noth
ing. There was no evidence of any 
sort.
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Two days later another native wa» 
found dead in the same manner, and 
again the investigation led nowhere. 
Juan Culebra, all concerned because 
“his people” were being slain, had 
undertaken the task of making the 
investigation.

Then a firBt lieutenant, sent to 
Jaina secretly by the Commanding 
General, heard a rifle shot from a 
barracks—and far away at the edge 
of the jungle, saw a native plunge 
on his face. The innocent native had 
just broken from a jungle trail.

THE young lieutenant raced to the 
barracks where he had heard the 

shot. Juan Culebra was ahead of 
him, making an "investigation.” He, 
too, had heard the shot, he declared. 
But nobody in the barracks knew 
anything about it—and not a rifle 
barrel was warm, save with the nat
ural warmth of the tropics, and not 
a bore was dirty.

But the marine officer noted one 
thing: the Guardia soldiers walked 
in fear of their lives in the presence 
of Juan Culebra.

Juan was therefore questioned at 
great length.

Next day after the questioning he 
was missing. So was a Springfield 
rifle—and Juan had left a note in 
which he had brazenly confessed to 
three murders. He had shot the three 
natives, he said, to win a bet with 
himself! He'd bet himself that he 
could drill a man through the head 
as far as he could see him! The 
results had proved him the winner of 
his bet.

And now, the marines—who had 
taught him to shoot, mind you, and 
now were investigating him!—had 
better watch their steps, for from 
now on he intended to make war 
upon them—with the help of the 
gavilleros.

Of course the bandits, whom the 
marines had chased from pillar to

post, so that they were half starved, 
flocked to Juan’s standard in com
fortable numbers. Here was a man 
who even defied the marines!

And Juan had made good on hiB 
boast no later than yesterday. A 
captain, on duty as officer of the 
day in Macoris, had stepped out on 
the guardhouse porch to stare out 
across the Caribbean—and had drop
ped the next moment with a bullet 
hole between the eyes.

And the word had been given:
"Bring in the Green Eyed Monster, 

dead or alive—but bring him in!”
To Shimel, veteran of Intelligence, 

fell the job of taking care of details. 
But the Commanding General did not 
believe in half-way measures. He 
didn’t think that even Shimel, and 
Corporal Fox, his shadow, had a 
chance against Juan and his minions. 
So a platoon of leathernecks, led by 
Smollet, w e r e  ordered to assist 
Shimel and Fox.

Now Shimel, striding ahead of 
Fox, balancing himself precariously 
on the trail where it waB merely a 
knife blade between potholes in the 
shoe-cutting badlands, swore softly 
to himself. The Old Man shouldn’t 
have sent so many men after Juan. 
It would tickle the renegade’s vanity 
too much, and he already had more 
than his share. And it might cost 
leatherneck lives.

"Say, Sarge,” said Fox, cutting in 
on his superior’s thoughts, "What 
if that Green Eyed Monster takes a 
pot shot at us?”

Shimel chuckled.
“Why should you worry? I ’m cov

ering you, ain’t I?”

Y EAH, but you’re so full of Boft 
boloney that the bullet’d go 

right through and get me anyhow. 
Say, Smollet sort of stood up, at that, 
didn’t he? Gee, if a bullet’d come 
as close to wiping me out as that 
one did him, I ’d be heading back for
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Macoris with my tail between my 
legs.”

“ Bullet didn’t come any closer to 
him than to me.”

“ Yeah, wanta be a hero, don’t you? 
Wanta get a letter of commendation, 
or be promoted to be a shavetail, 
don’t you?”

“ I wouldn’t be a shavetail if they 
gave away commissions I” exploded 
Shimel. "The best billet in the whole 
Marine Corps is gunnery sergeant, 
and I ’m that. A gunnery sergeant 
never has anything to do but draw 
his pay, his breath, and tell corporals 
and second louies where to head in 
at I”

Fox chuckled.
"And chase folks like Juan Cule- 

bra! I reckon that’s just drawing 
your breath, huh?”

“ Right! Juan don’t scare me any. 
If you’re afraid, though—”

At this moment Fox interrupted.
“ Look, Sarge! Here’s where Juan 

fired from!”

SHIMEL paused, spat into the un
derbrush, and stared. An empty 

cartridge case reposed beside the 
trail, near the white bole of a ceiba 
tree. There were marks near-by to 
show where a man had stood to take 
aim. Both leathernecks looked back. 
The knoll on which the platoon was 
hidden was in plain sight—but all of 
six hundred yards away, and at least 
a hundred feet below where they 
stood.

Shimel whistled.
“ That Juan is a real marksman, 

Fox,” he said. “ How did he know 
how to allow for elevation and 
windage at this distance, tell me 
that? I ’ll bet most of our best marks
men would scratch their heads and 
ask for at least two sighting shots 
before they’d guarantee to drill a 
man at that distance.”

"Sometimes I agree with Shake
speare that two heads’re better’n

one,” said Fox caustically. “ Don’t 
you suppose Juan knew we were 
coming this way? He knew we’d have 
to pass over that knoll if we fol
lowed the trail. I ’ll bet he took his 
sighting shots before we got here, 
yesterday maybe, so we wouldn’t hear 
the shots today. Elemental, Ser
geant !”

Shimel grinned.
“W e’d better be moving,” was all 

he said. "It doesn’t pay to stand 
still very long hereabouts, when the 
Green E y e d  Monster is on the 
prowl.”

They continued on. Shimel was 
setting a killing pace, but he knew 
Fox. Chilled steel, both of the men, 
but Fox seemed never to tire at all.

They didn’t see the black blob hid
den in the lofty foliage of a bayo- 
huna tree, a quarter of a mile ahead. 
Juan Culebra, giant native, crouched 
there, debating within h i m s e l f  
whether to drop the two marines as 
they stood, or to play with them for 
a time and allow them to come on.

Culebra decided against firing now, 
mostly because a wind was sweep
ing across the badlands from Cabo 
Engano. He was afraid that the mo
tion of the tree, which he couldn’t 
accurately time, might make him 
miss.

HE shinned down the tree, rifle 
slung over his shoulder—and 

called softly to several Bandaled na
tives who came forth from the jungle 
at his words.

“ Let them come on,” he said. 
“ W e’ll lead them far into the wilder
ness. Cursed American dogs! W e’ll 
take them alive and torture them. 
When we have finished with torture, 
I shall fasten both to «; tree, and 
shoot them to death from as far away 
as I can see them.

“ Then I shall fire off the big one’s 
automatic, three times, so that the 
other American dogs will come on
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this way. They shall see what Juan 
Culebra thinks of marines 1”

Shimel and Fox knew nothing of 
Juan’s plans concerning them. But 
had they been asked to guess, they 
would have come surprisingly close 
to the truth—for both knew much 
of Juan Culebra.

I l l

T HE two marines had be
come merely spots against 
the jungle. There now was 
no time for sarcasm or horseplay, for 

both expected Juan Culebra to make 
some sort of move at any moment. 
Shimel's ice-gray eyes, never seem
ing to do so, scanned the jungle 
on all sides. They missed nothing.

The right hands of each man 
swung close to the holsters in which 
their automatics were. Both had fas
tened their holster flaps back, so that 
their weapons could leap into their 
hands at need.

“ If they jump us we’ve got to get 
off those three shots,” muttered 
Shimel, without looking back or 
pausing in his almost mad haste to 
penetrate further into the jungle.

“ You’re telling me!” murmured 
Fox. His voice was unhurried.

Shimel’s chest was heaving and his 
green shirt was streaked with Baity 
splotches where sweat had formed, 
dried, formed again. But he’d never 
slow down, until slowed by many 
men, or a bullet.

“ I ’m wondering how you expect to 
find Juan in a mess like this,” said 
Fox. “You could look from now un
til Hades has icemen and not find a 
soul.”

“ Yeah, but Juan knows we’re here, 
and he’ll come hunting for us—” 

“ Maybe he’ll do his hunting from 
a distance, with that rifle of his.” 

“ Maybe. W e’ll simply have to be 
all set to duck, that’s all.”

“ I ’ve never heard of anybody duck

ing bullets with much success,”  said 
Fox. “ You know the old Baw, you 
never hear the shot when the bullet 
kills you, because the bullet reaches 
you ahead of the Bound.”

"Yeah, but with a good nose you 
can smell it coming!”

In spite of their snatches of pant
ing raillery, both were deadly se
rious. They knew very well that they 
walked in danger of momentary at
tack from a distance. Juan Culebra 
could shoot them down just as he 
wished. But they also knew the rene
gade’s vanity. He’d try to take them 
alive. They wouldn’t make it easy 
for him, but they wouldn’t run away, 
either.

If they were captured the next 
step would be up to Smollet and his 
men. And Shimel, remembering how 
cool Smollet had been after that 
bushwhacking shot, did not fear that 
Smollet would let them down. He 
admitted, to himself, a grudging ad
miration for Smollet.

Shimel’s belt was loose, hanging 
down on the right side. His trousers 
had slipped up in his leggings, and 
he never had looked less the “parade 
ground soldier.” His shoes were 
muddy from sweat and trail dust, 
and scratched with thorns.

Dust and blood had settled in the 
sun-creases on his face. He looked 
ghastly. Even Juan Culebra must 
have taken a backward step if faced 
suddenly by Daniel Shimel of the 
ice-gray eyes, and the bulging jaw 
filled with anduga.

CORPORAL FOX was different 
again. He still walked with his 

slouch, but strength and determina
tion could be seen in the play of his 
muscles across the back of his shirt. 
His head turned from side to side 
like a submarine’s periscope—and he 
too did not miss a thing that Shimel 
saw.

His face was utterly blank, but his
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eyes were hard as black agate. They 
were wide open, almost unwinking, 
as though he refused to blink for 
fear of missing something. His 
pupils were narrowed to pin-point 
sharpness.

Fox, of the two men, looked easily 
the more dangerous.

Yet it was a toss-up between them. 
Shimel was the bruiser, Fox the 
clever man of finesse. They made an 
admirable team. Smollet had recog
nized that, either by reason or in
stinct, so had offered no objection 
when they had crashed away from 
his command into the jungles.

The jungle now was filled with a 
waiting, expectant silence. Shimel 
scanned the trail at their feet, but it 
was hard and left no footprints. Be
sides, natives expecting to be trailed 
kept to the deeper jungles. No use 
looking for them. This was the log
ical direction, that was all.

They hurried forward. Their free 
left hands, while their rights hov
ered near their holstered automatics, 
pulled aside the slender whiplike 
limbs which crossed their paths.

Behind him, Shimel could feel the 
tension of Fox—Fox the relentless, 
the sure, the man who never looked 
back until he had reached his goal 
and attained his mission.

SUDDENLY th e r e was a new 
sound in the jungle, ahead and 

to the left, ofF the trail. Instantly 
Fox jumped ahead, his left hand 
thrusting Shimel aside. Faster on 
the move than Shimel, he was now 
ahead, smashing his way into the 
jungle. Shimel swore and grabbed 
at Fox’s shoulder. But Fox eeled 
away and Shimel raced after him. 
Presently they looked down at a 
goat with a broken leg, wedged into 
a cleft at the lip of a pothole. 

Shimel whirled on Fox.
“ What’s the idea of jumping ahead 

of me, Fox?’’

Fox’s ordinarily white face darned 
red.

“ If there’s anything doing,’’ he 
said, “ I intend to be in on it. I don’t 
intend for you to hog all the glory.”

S HIMEL grabbed the corporal and 
shook him until his teeth rattled. 

Shimel was trembling, almost sick. 
He lifted one hand as though to cuff 
Fox on the head. But he desisted 
and set the smaller man down again. 
There was nothing to be said. He 
had asked a question—and Fox had 
lied.

Fox, suspecting danger, and know
ing that Shimel would rush right 
into it, knowing that Shimel was of 
far more importance to this task than 
was he himself, had deliberately 
jumped ahead to take the brunt in 
case of attack. That was like Fox. 
It brought a lump into Shimel’s 
throat as big as the bulge in his 
check.

But he spat an amber stream into 
the brush and cursed Fox softly.

“Keep behind me, where you be
long, you white-faced Hereford I” he 
snapped. “ That's an order—and I 
won’t repeat it !”

“ That’s a promise, I hope,” said 
Fox. “ I’m sick of listening to your 
orders anyhow. Only a fool ever 
obeys ’em!”

Shimel shrugged and started on 
again, increasing his stride to make 
up for lost time. Just now they 
couldn’t waste a bullet on the goat 
to put it out of its misery. The 
safety of the leathernecks was of 
more importance than the sufferings 
of a goat. But Shimel had learned 
something new about Fox: the man 
thought with the speed of lightning 
—he feared nothing that walked, and 
was loyal to the point of foolhardi
ness.

In a fight he’d be great but Shimel 
knew that already.

Then Shimel’s nostrils began to
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quiver, for downwind from the north
west came a familiar odor—wood- 
smoke mingled with a jo  or garlic. 
Somewhere up there, where only 
bandits lived, a meal was being pre
pared. Such a homelike thing, in a 
place where death stalked behind 
every tree trunk!

“ It ought to happen any moment 
now, Fox,” said Shimel grimly. His 
left hand went to his shirt pocket. 
Without taking his eyes off the way 
ahead he spat out his anduga and 
crammed a fresh batch into his leath
ery cheek. His eyes were grimmer 
still, as though this act had been a 
prelude, a sort of preparation for 
battle.

S HIMEL hitched his holster a bit 
further forward on his hip. He 

heard Fox’s hand slap his holster and 
knew that the corporal had aped the 
movement.

He grinned to himself, a twisted 
sort of grin.

“ Banty rooster!” he said aloud, 
without looking back.

Fox snorted—and at this identical 
moment dark forms rose all about 
them from the underbrush. But both 
had been expecting exactly this, for 
the smell of native had impinged 
ever more strongly on their nostrils. 
Fox drew his automatic with a light
ning-like movement. Shimel’s was 
out and into action.

Three bullets snarled from his 
Colts, and they weren’t fired into the 
air. They drove through the chests 
of the nearest three men. Fox did 
not fire at all. The signal agreed 
upon by Smollet and Shimel had been 
three reports of an automatic. Shimel 
had just given that signal, and at 
the same time downed three natives.

Fox merely stopped, spread his 
legs far apart, gripped his automatic 
tightly in his small white hand, 
flicked off his hat—and waited for 
the natives to come to him.

Three shotB fired, Shimel alBo 
gripped his weapon tightly. They 
must not fire again. Smollet must 
understand that those three shots 
were his signal. Smollet’s marines, 
right now, would be on the move.

From deep in the woods came a 
burst of laughter—and a boisterous 
voice, mocking, sinister.

“Take them alive 1” shouted Juan 
Culebra. "What fine hostages we 
have here: The White Faced Fox 
and Sergeant Chewer! With these 
two in our hands we can almost force 
the marines to evacuate our impover
ished land!

“Take them alive! Break their 
bones if you will, but they must be 
able to recognize the Green Eyed 
Monster when they stand before 
him.”

Shimel's voice was like a roar, as 
natives poured over him in a stink
ing flood. The natives did not draw 
their weapons; they merely detached 
their scabbards and used them for 
clubs. They had been forbidden to 
use the sharp edges of the machetes 
to destroy the two leathernecks, but 
the scabbards themselves, aided by 
the weight of the weapons inside, 
were savage, ghastly instruments of 
offense.

WITH their arms and upflung au
tomatics, Shimel and Fox sav

agely parried those heavy machetes 
—and ducked in to bring their auto
matic muzzles down with savage 
force atop the heads or across the 
faces of Juan’s minions.

Fox laid open a handsome native’s 
face from ear to chin with the front 
sight of his automatic.

"That,’/ he said, through set teeth, 
“will keep you out of the movies!” 

The s t r i c k e n  man screamed, 
dropped his machete, backed away, 
both hands held to his face. Fox 
leaped forward, caught up the wea
pon to use as a guard, and continued



104 TH RILLIN G ADVENTURES

hi6 leap until he reached the man 
he had just struck. He felled him 
with one straight, crashing blow 
alongside the temple. With a moan 
the man went down, hands falling 
away from his bleeding face.

Now Fox was being hemmed in. 
But he fought like a fury, making 
every blow count. Shimel saw hi9 
predicament, an d  Shimel’s ow n  
weight, in his lunging, barging body, 
stood them both in good stead. For 
Shimel plunged through the thin cir
cle of natives like a cutter through 
skim ice, laying them out with slash
ing, slicing smashes of his reddened 
automatic, until he stood beside Fox.

Then the leathernecks turned, back 
to back, to fight until they should be 
taken or their enemies driven off. 
The best that could be said for their 
situation was that Juan Culebra 
could not fire at them without hitting 
one of his own men. But both knew 
that that wouldn’t deter Juan in the 
least. He was merely a killer. Whom 
he killed mattered little, to him. He 
was the Green Eyed Monster—and 
they would be in his hands, almost 
surely, within a matter of minutes.

And then what?

IV

T O JUAN CULEBRA it af
forded a vast, almost childish 
satisfaction to look through 
the sights of a high-powered rifle and 

know that he could do things with 
the weapon which were beyond the 
capabilities of his friends. In Santo 
Domingo, warring natives always 
fired from the hip, without taking 
aim, and seldom were battles de
cisive or bloody. Onlookers were in 
far more danger than were the actual 
participants.

But with Juan it was different. He 
could look down the Bights and say 
gleefully to himself:

"When I squeeze the trigger—that

man will drop; and even as he drops 
I ’ll know where the bullet hits him!” 

Juan had learned to “ call his 
shots.” That act of shooting which 
sounds so difficult but is really so 
easy for the expert marksman. Ex
pert riflemen seldom go wrong, bar
ring tricks of wind currents and mis
takes in elevation and windage. But 
Juan Culebra knew all the tricks, and 
the ways of the wind were an old 
story to him.

JUAN was childish, but he had no 
conscience, and the ghosts of mur

dered men haunted him not at all. 
He never gave them a thought after
ward and was even mildly surprised 
that others should be so concerned 
about them. If Juan didn't know or 
care about the men he killed, why 
should anyone else?

And now Juan peered through the 
hanging brush and lianas to where 
two marines—one a burly husky 
with a jaw full of anduga, and one 
who was slight, but strong and 
true as a coiled steel spring—fought 
like furies against his men. Juan 
studied those men of his and his 
thick lips curled with contempt. 
He could do better himself, alone 
against those two, than all his men.

But why should he, and perhaps 
get hit by fists or automatic muzzles? 
It was for minions to take blows, 
masters to profit by them, and Juan 
was master of all the badlands south 
of Samana Bay. And one day, he 
promised himself, he would also be 
master of all Santo Domingo. Lilis 
had done it, and Lilis was no smarter 
than Juan Culebra!

But he must see that the marines 
left Santo Domingo, for marines had 
a bad way of defeating the best-laid 
plans even of men like hinfaelf.

His black eyes glowed with admir
ation as he watched the two leather
necks fight off the attacks of the 
gavilleros. They were good menl If
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they would desert the marines and 
join him there was little he couldn’t 
do. He’d a3k them that, before he 
killed them!

To Juan it seemed as simple as 
that. He’d get the money to pay 
them, and money could buy anything. 
A  swift attack on San Pedro de 
Macons, or Sanchez, or Samana, 
would produce all the money they’d 
need. Very simple.

CULEBRA had overheard the plan 
to bring the marines by firing 

three shots from an automatic, and 
that signal had been given. Juan 
grinned to himself. The marines, 
traveling even at top speed, would 
come but slowly. He had at least an 
hour before they could arrive.

Then why not, Juan asked himself 
ambitiously, move further into the 
badlands, leading the whole platoon 
into a trap? Wouldn’t all Santo 
Domingo Bit up and take notice, and 
speak with dread the name of the 
Green Eyed Monster, if Juan were 
to conquer a leatherneck platoon?

He looked down at himself. He 
was a huge man. He might have 
been a heavyweight boxer or wres
tler. His body was old ivory, and as 
hard—and his feet, always his secret 
shame, were the largest in Santo 
Domingo. His toes were almost
prehensile. He could walk up the 
trunks of cocoanut palms with ease.

Once a man had called him "Juan 
of the Big Feet,” but no matter now 
—the man had been a captain of 
marines, and the captain was dead. 
It was his slaying which had brought 
the platoon of leathernecks into the 
badlands, on the trail of Culebra.

Nobody dared refer to Juan’s big 
feet. Was not his body built in pro
portion? Did not the native women 
gaze upon the huge Juan with eyes 
of adoration? Juan knew it. There 
was fear in their eyes, too, perhaps 
more fear than admiration, but Juan

would never admit that.
He watched two more of his men 

go down, their scalps laid open, red 
under the steaming sun. One of them 
was unconscious, perhaps dead. But 
the other moved a little. Juan studied 
him, pushing aside the brush a bit.

That second man, while under his 
arm, Rung up across his bruised and 
broken head, he watched the surge 
and flow of the fight. Juan noticed 
that when Shimel, backing away from 
an attack, would have stepped on the 
legs of that second man, the legs 
were drawn away.

Juan’s eyes narrowed—glittering 
like those of a snake. That man 
had signed his death warrant with 
that movement of his legs. He should 
have allowed the heavy shoes of 
Shimel to tread on him. Bruises 
were quick to heal; death at the 
hands of Juan Culebra was incurable. 
That’s how Juan put the matter to 
himself. His right forefinger fiddled 
with the trigger of his Springfield. 
He hesitated, licking his lips.

Then—well, the marines were com
ing anyhow. Juan suddenly flung up 
the rifle, took quick aim with the 
battle sight, and the woods shook 
with the explosion of his Springfield. 
The l e g s  which had moved for 
Shimel did not move again, save to 
quiver slightly.

SHIMEL, hearing, turned his head 
to see if Fox had been hit; Fox 

turned his head to see if Shimel had. 
Neither noticed where the bullet had 
gone.

That slight turning of heads al
most proved their undoing, for the 
natives, who had seen where Juan’s 
bullet had gone—because they knew 
Juan better than did anyone else— 
knew that they must take these two 
or be destroyed by the Green Eyed 
Monster. They redoubled the fury 
of their attack.

Shimel and Fox, back to back
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again fought like super-men. The 
muzzles of their automatics were 
dripping with red. Each held a 
machette in his left hand, using it 
as a foil. Shimel’s mouth was open 
as he gasped for air. Even Fox’s 
clothing was now faintly tinged with 
sweat. But the eyes of both men 
were savage. They would never stop 
fighting back.

Every minute they evaded the na
tives of Juan Culebra was a minute 
in their favor, if the marines under 
Smollet had heard the signal. And 
both knew it must have been heard. 
Sounds traveled far in this land.

Several wooden scabbards had been 
broken, and many of the natives now 
bad naked steel in their eager hands. 
At warning shouts from Juan Cule
bra they delivered their blows with 
the flat of their weapons. But even 
these blows could be savage, and in 
spite of all efforts, those razor sharp 
edges could do much damage.

SHIMEL was nude to the waist;
there were streaks of crimson 

across his hairy chest. The muscles 
on his torso stood out like living 
serpentB, dancing and writhing with 
every movement of his arms, which 
were never still.

“ Come on and get us, rats!" he 
snarled. “ I thought Juan had real 
fighters In his command!"

T h e  natives answered savagely, 
stung by Shimel’s sarcasm. But when 
they charged, falling into the trap, 
Shimel’s right hand smashed down 
with savage strokes of pistol muzzle 
—and men fell before his harsh 
blows. Fox spoke up, answering 
Shimel.

“ Why’n’t you button up your lip, 
Sarge? Trying to talk ’em to death?"

In between words Fox grunted, 
and each time he grunted there fol
lowed, immediately afterward, the 
satisfying sound of automatic muzzle 
colliding brutally with native head.

Fox’s hands worked faster than did 
Shimel’s but when he hit men they 
didn’t stay down as they did for 
Shimel. After all, weight counted, 
weight and strength, in a battle like 
this.

“All together!" shouted Juan Cule
bra. “Now let’s charge them—I’m 
charging with you. This time they 
must go down!”

JUAN, though he enjoyed the fight, 
w a s  becoming impatient. He 

didn’t care to become a target for 
vengeful marines, at least not yet.

He drove into the press, swinging 
his Springfield by the barrel.

‘ ‘Bring them down, or I ’ll knock 
the brains out of every last one of 
you!" bellowed Juan Culebra.

Urged by such a savage threat, 
which Juan was only too capable of 
executing, the natives outdid them
selves in a final spurt. They were 
scared of Juan, as an audience is 
scared of a theatre fire, and they 
swarmed over Shimel and Fox as 
that same audience would swarm to 
crowded exits. They feared Juan 
more than they feared Shimel and 
Fox, and though the two men fought 
to their last gasp, they were over
whelmed by sheer numbers. The two 
leathernecks went d o wn ,  all but 
beaten senseless.

Finally the natives, at a sharp 
command from Juan Culebra, stepped 
back.

Juan stood over the two leather
necks. Shimel, looking up, hadn’t 
even lost his quid of anduga. Juan 
kicked him in the side.

“Get up, American dog!” he said. 
Shimel sat up, unsmiling, his gray 

eyes boring into the black ones of 
Juan Culebra. Then his eyes went 
to Juan’s big feet.

“Lord, Juan,” he said casually, 
“don’t you ever wash those balandros 
(two-master schooners) of yours? 
They sure need it!"
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And from the wide mouth of Dan
iel Shimel there flashed suddenly a 
vast amber stream, which sprayed 
thickly the huge feet of Juan Cule- 
bra. Then Shimel looked innocently 
up at the Green Eyed Monster.

“ You’re not sore, are you?” he 
asked. “ I ’m merely trying to be of 
some use to youl”

JUAN’S face was a mask of Satan.
His lips writhed and twisted, as 

though trying to give birth to words. 
When the words finally came they 
were like the sound of a rasp being 
drawn forcibly across a native potato 
grater. “ For that you will pay, Ser
geant Chewer,” he said, “with the 
blood of your body, which shall be 
taken drop by drop!”

“ Why,” spoke up Fox, who also 
now was in sitting position, "don’t 
you take my blood? I ’ve got more 
of it.”

“ Whichever I take,” said Juan 
Culebra, “ the other will sit by and 
watch, and envision what it will 
mean to him when his own turn 
comes.”

The two, whose wrists had been 
bound behind them while on the 
ground, were yanked to their feet. 
Their automatics now were thrust 
into the belt of Juan Culebra, who 
kept far enough away from the two 
marines so that, not even by the 
wildest miracle of bond-bursting 
could they regain their weapons.

“You l o o k  tired, my friends,” 
drawled Juan with mock sympathy. 
“ You need rest, so that you shall be 
not too fatigued to enjoy your tor
ture. So— I shall send you deeper 
into the jungle to a certain clearing 
I have in mind. It is a big clear
ing, surrounded by rocky wa l l s ,  
masked by lianas. If your friends, 
back there with the teniente, enter 
that clearing—ah, my friends, they 
can be shot to death to a man.

“And they’ll enter the clearing.

Why would they not, when they will 
be able to see their two spies bound 
to the trunks of trees—with their 
heads fastened so that it can’t be told 
from a distance that they are dead? 
Hurry, my friends; we must hurry to 
give you time to rest.”

Juan’s cruelty was well-planned. 
Tired, beaten—in body but never 

in spirit—the two leathernecks were 
started along the trail, deeper into 
the badlands, driven forward by na
tives with drawn steel who prodded 
them cruelly whenever they lagged.

JUAN CULEBRA alone n e v e r  
seemed to tire. Natives dropped 

out at intervals along the trail, where 
other natives took their places. These 
other natives had plainly been posted 
for this ghastly service. But Juan 
continued on at the heels of his vic
tims, running without panting, whol
ly at ease. And often he chided his 
own men for being soft and woman
like.

“ We can run the best of you into 
the ground,” said Fox, "even after 
an all day fight.”

“ Yeah,” said Shimel, trying to hide 
the exhaustion which fought to 
creep into his voice as he was forced 
to the limit, “ you can’t hurt us by 
making us run. We can keep it up 
from here to Port au Prince!”

But the eyes of the two men were 
all but glazed, and their hearts were 
near to bursting, when they finally 
were forced into the clearing sur
rounded by rocky walls. They were 
promptly trussed up, side by side, 
in the most uncomfortable way that 
Juan Culebra could imagine, to the 
trunks of a pair of young saplings.

The leathernecks sagged in the 
bonds which, even though they oc
casioned them agony, still afforded 
something of a support, and looked 
at each other. Fox managed to grin. 
Shimel spat wetly, and grinned back. 

"What the hell,” croaked Fox:
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“You always said the first hundred 
years was the hardest, didn’t you?” 

“Yeah,” said Shimel, his words dry 
and rasping. “Things get pretty 
tough for a while—then they get 
worse! But if you and me don’t 
cut these guys, especially Juan Cule- 
bra, off at the pockets before morn
ing—we deserve to get whatever he 
hands out!”

Fox answered vaguely, but his eyes 
were hard on Shimel’s as he spoke 
what seemed to be a parable.

“Oke,” he said. " I ’ll be seeing 
you, pal—and soon!”

Then Fox looked away, his eyes 
roving over the natives, who were 
swiftly building a campfire—while 
Shimel wondered. Juan would know 
when the marines were near, for he 
had left Bpies all along the way back.

Shimel tentatively tested his bonds. 
He groaned inwardly. They might 
as well have been steel cables. But 
it was in situations like this that 
Fox came in handy. Shimel waited, 
and tried not to feel his sufferings.

V

S HIMEL stared at the sun. It 
was crawling down the west

ern sky. In two hours it would 
be dark. It seemed ages since he 

and Fox had left Smollet and the 
other leathernecks. He wondered 
how close help was—and what shape 
Juan Culebra’s torture would take. 
The fire suggested burning splinters 
under the skin and fingernails, and 
thrust into the axilla.

Juan had merely glanced at them 
occasionally, wolfishly smiling. What
ever his plans, he hid them admir
ably, allowing his victims to suffer 
all the pangs of imaginative anticipa
tion.

Shimel tried to guess, to read the 
Green-Eyed Monster’s mind, but he 
found he could not. How could he 
indeed, when Juan probably didn't

know himself. The sun crept further 
into the west.

Surely the marines must be close 
now. Yet there came no sign from 
the pass by which they had entered. 
Had Smollet, after all, lost his cour
age and gone back to Macoris? Had 
he heard the three pistol shots? 
Surely he must have heard the ex
plosion of Juan’s rifle.

But there was no use in speculat
ing. All Shimel and Fox could do 
now was wait and see. They didn't 
even fight at their bonds. That would 
have been a waste of strength, and 
they had too woefully little left.

Just before dusk Juan came and 
stood before Shimel.

“You and your friend,” he Baid, 
“could throw in your lot with me— 
and I would make you rich.”

Shimel’s jaws began to work. His 
throat and mouth were dry and it 
was a hard task. Unsuspecting, 
Juan pressed his offer. He could 
help them to great wealth, he said, 
if they’d desert the marines and join 
him. Shimel still said nothing. Juan 
kept on. Finally Shimel’s mouth quit 
working for a moment. Then his 
head shot forward—and again the 
feet of Juan Culcbra suffered!

Juan jumped up in a fearful rage, 
wildly brandishing his rifle. He was 
a man beside himself with fury. Al
most he brought himself to smashing 
Shimel across the head with the butt 
—but he didn’t. Instead, he slapped 
Shimel’s face so hard that the leath
erneck’s head rang, and his flesh 
crawled with revulsion and a desire 
to tear Juan limb from limb. But 
Shimel only grinned, and his mouth 
started working again. Juan stepped 
back, and snarled at hiB men when 
they would have laughed. .

A NATIVE came running across 
the clearing from the pass. 

“They come!” he shouted. “They 
are here by dark, surely!”
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Juan apparently forgot his anger 
at Shimel as he sprang into swift and 
efficient action. The messenger he 
bade remain by the fire, piling on 
fuel until the outguard of the leath
erneck column filed into the clear
ing; then he was to join the others 
on the rim. Juan himself flung his 
rifle into the crook of his arm.

He turned for a last word to 
Shimel and Fox.

"It is better that they see you are 
living,” he said. “The fire will show 
you to them. They’ll rush across 
the clearing to free you—and when 
they are close enough, I myself shall 
shoot both of you. Then my men, 
with the rifles and pistols we have 
hidden on the rim, will destroy your 
men. Perhaps we may kill them 
first, 60 that you shall live to wit
ness how Juan Culebra defeats his 
enemies.”

"You know, every time I look at 
your feet, Juan,” said Fox musingly, 
"I  think of when I was a kid—and 
carried water to the elephants.”

"For that,” blazed Juan, "you shall 
live the longest and die the slowest 1”

THE natives scattered at their lead
er’s shouted command.

Shimel stared, white-faced, at Fox. 
“Lord,” he muttered, "they won’t 

wipe out the whole platoon, but 
they’ll kill some of ’em, sure.” 

"Maybe not,” said Fox. “The aver
age gook couldn’t hit a bull in the 
flank with a wet sack, with either 
rifle or pistol. It’s not over yet, 
Sarge. Leave it to me!”

For once Shimel had no sarcastic 
retort.

The clearing was empty now save 
for themselves and the native at the 
fire. The heat was ghastly. What 
breeze there was, thanks to Juan’s 
plans, blew the heat of the fire 
against them. They suffered the tor
tures of the utterly damned. They 
had been without water for hours.

Their tongues were so swollen that 
their voices couldn’t have been heard 
twenty feet away.

Shimel realized that he wouldn't be 
able to warn the leathernecks out of 
the clearing. He couldn’t raise his 
voice above a whisper. His arms were 
bound tightly, so tightly that they 
seemed, now, quite numb.

There they were, pinioned like two 
trussed fowls—and waiting.

AT any moment now the leather
neck relief column would enter 

the clearing. That would be the sig
nal for Juan to slay Shimel and Fox, 
If he waited until afterward, the two 
prisoners would be forced to watch 
the marines walk into the death trap.

Some of them, despite the bad 
marksmanship of the natives, must 
surely die. Juan himself would ac
count for plenty of the marines be
fore they could escape. And when 
and if they retreated through the 
pass, machetes must take toll of 
many more. Ages passed, ages of 
torment, of despair.

Shimel looked at Fox, to see beads 
of sweat break out on his forehead, 
to see that his face was fiery red. 
Shimel turned his face away. He 
didn’t want to see a steel man lika 
Fox lose his nerve. As for himself, 
he was too numb to care, one way or 
the other.

Then he heard, faint and far away, 
a familiar sound—the rattling of a 
canteen top against metal. Some 
marine, yonder in the pass, was paus
ing for a drink of water. Darkness 
had settled over the land, unbroken 
save in the circle of firelight. The 
native on duty had vanished, taking 
up his position on the rim.

Dimly—or was it imagination?— 
Shimel thought he could see mov
ing blotches at the far end of the 
clearing, a quarter of a mile away. 
The marines were coming I

A rifle s poke  spitefully—and
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Shimel's heart leaped into his mouth.
For Fox had dropped, a dead 

weight in his bonds, folding up as 
he slid down the trunk of the tree, 
until his hands and his ankles were 
almost touching. Fox seemed to have 
been shot, and Shimel knew what 
that meant Juan Culebra had Bhot 
him through the head!

Shimel, his eyes blazing, stared 
into the darkness in the direction 
whence the shot had come. From 
there he looked toward those shad
ows at the pass, which had become 
motionless.

“Shimel!” That was Smollet’6 voice, 
but Shimel could not answer. He was 
fixing in his mind the general loca
tion of the spot whence Juan Cule
bra had fired to kill Fox. He’d for
gotten that he must surely be next, 
that any moment a bullet would drill 
him.

As though in answer to his thought 
the rifle spoke again—but Shimel 
heard it! The bullet entered the 
sapling, so close above Shimel’s head 
that it cut his hair. Had Juan missed 
deliberately? If so, what about Fox?

Shimel whirled to look at Fox— 
but the smaller man bad vanished!

SHIMEL gasped and then he felt 
someone tearing at his bonds, 

those which held his legs. Around 
the tree came Fox’s voice.

“Worked fine! I was wondering, 
after I got my hands free, how I 
could scrooch down and cut my legs 
free. Juan’s bullet, just above my 
head, was my cue—and the fire was 
between him'n me. So here I am— 
and get ready to duck! Smart fellow, 
me, to have a knife up my sleeve! 
A guy always oughta have some
thing.’'

Shimel would have fallen, but Fox, 
surprisingly strong, yanked him be
hind the tree.

“Fox,” sai d Shimel, a rasping, 
hoarse whisper, “race out across the

clearing and warn the leathernecks 
backs. Keep to the shadows sb much 
as possible.”

“Yeah? What about you?”
“I’ve got a score to settle with the 

Green Eyed Monster!”
“Always have to be the hero, don’t 

you, Dan’l?” said Fox, but in an in
stant he was away, keeping to the 
shadows as Shimel had directed.

NOW the leathernecks were crash
ing at top speed across the clear

ing. Maybe they’d seen the two fig
ures against the trees, through the 
flames; maybe they hadn’t, but they 
were coming. And Shimel, rushing 
away at right angles, heading for the 
spot whence Juan Culebra had fired, 
left the leathernecks to Fox.

Firearms suddenly spoke savagely 
from all sides of the clearing.

“Take cover!” Smollet’s voice, a 
little tired, but steady and fearless, 
rang out. “Fire at the flashes of 
weapons! Roll to your right as soon 
as you fire! Fire again and roll 
back!”

Shimel, hearing, grinned.
Smollet was doing his stuff. So 

were the marines, but they always 
did. Springfields began to roar 
rhythmically, like poetry, like songs 
of war. Leathernecks, as screams of 
pain came from the rim, laughed 
aloud, jubilantly. Leatherneck-fash
ion, they had already, in the heat of 
action, forgotten the torture the day 
had visited upon them.

Shimel ran on—and on.
He heard a rifle speak, there 

ahead. But firing had opened before 
the leathernecks had reached the 
circle of firelight, so Juan as well as 
the attackers had to fire by guess. 
The natives knew nothing of volley 
fire—and paid with many lives.

There were sounds of bodies fall
ing from the rim, crashing down 
through the trees and trailing liana. 

The rifle of Juan Culebra spoke



W IT H  LEAD  AND STEEL 111

again, much nearer—and Shimel had 
spotted his man. He kicked off his 
shoes unmindful of cutting rocks, 
thorns, scorpions and tarantulas. 
These were of small moment beside 
his desire to get Juan Culebra.

He finally reached the bulking 
shadow at the edge of the rim. He 
leaped, hands clutching—and when 
both rolled over the rim, Shimel 
fought to remain on top. They 
crashed together through limbs and 
lianas—and it was Juan Culebra who 
went limp when they 6truck bottom.

FOR fifteen minutes the battle 
raged. Men fell screaming from 

the heights. But none of the screams 
came from the leathernecks. The 
natives hadn’t been taught how to 
fire upon a target from a height. 
Their shots went wild, and all the 
satisfaction they got was in the 
noise they made.

When no more shots came from 
the rim, Smollet quietly ordered 
"cease firing." He stared at Fox, 
his lips working.

"Where’s Shimel, Corporal?" he 
asked.

“Gimme a drink of water and I’ll 
tell you—sir!" croaked Fox.

Fox drank, and answered the offi
cer’s question.

"Shimel,” he said, almost delirious
ly, "is a bad penny, and a bad penny 
always comes back.”

"Yeah?” came a rasping voice from 
the darkness. "Trying to get in the 
best word, for yourself, as usual, 
huh?”

And Shimel came back into his 
own, staggering into their midst, 
bearing a giant on his shoulders.

“Here,” he said, expectorating an
grily to show his distaste, "is the 
Green Eyed Monster. He’s alive—I 
hope. But somebody else’ll hafta 
carry him to Macoris!”

“Who caught him for you, Dan’l?” 
asked Fox.

Shimel, before his knees buckled 
and let him down, grinned foolishly.

“I caught him for my own self,” 
he stated. “I hit him over the knob 
with a young mountain 1”
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The EYE OF SIVA

An American Soldier of Fortune M ixes It With Hard- 

Fighting Pathans in the Quest for a Priceless Ruby

By RALPH R. FLEMING
Author of "Military Hods," etc.

W ITH the exception of Ram 
Lai, the tall Hindu who sat 
cross-legged in one corner 
of the spacious room, every man 

present was heavily armed. Dan
gerous weapons worn by dangerous 
men 1

Wail of barbaric music, swi9h of 
silk-trousered legs, patter of naked 
toes on wooden flooring, odor of 
burning tobacco and Indian help- 
all these were familiar characteris
tics of the House of Delight, Pathan 
night club de luxe, situated at the

blind end of a narrow alley in the 
heart of the Peshawar bazaar.

Tonight a curious tension held the 
crowd in leash. Ram Lai sensed it 
with every fiber of his being. A 
sinister tension! Something that 
boded ill for Orville Steele, alias 
Ram Lai, American globe trotter 
and soldier of fortune!

And yet, the attention of the 
pseudo Hindu seemed to be wholly 
occupied with the sensuous move
ment of the dancing girls out on the 
floor.

112



TH E EYE OF SIVA 113

In reality' his long almond eyes, 
jet black against the peculiar burnt 
pallor of his face were taking in 
every detail of the room—from the 
small, heavily shaded windows above 
the smoky wall lamps to the beaded 
curtain that covered a doorway op
posite. Unless his intuition proved 
to be a false prophet, Orville Steele 
expected to find the Eye of Siva 
somewhere in that shadowy region 
beyond the beaded curtain.

PRESENTLY the dance out on the 
floor drew to a close. The barba

ric music died out with a final rasp
ing wail. The girls bowed, smiling at 
the audience invitingly. A swarthy 
man who was seated on a mat next 
to the Hindu, clapped his hands ap
provingly and tossed a gold coin to
ward the nearest performer.

To the casual observer the swarthy 
man was just, what he appeared to 
be—a nondescript breed of mixed 
blood, common enough on the Af
ghan border. But Ram Lai knew dif
ferently.

He watched as the girl scooped up 
the offering with a little squeal of 
astonishment. She minced forward 
to sink down beside the generous 
donor. Here was a spectator who 
really appreciated art!

“Hello, Black Eyes,” said the 
swarthy man, and tickled the girl 
under the chin. "Do you savvy New 
York lingo?”

The girl smiled with painted lips, 
anxious to please, but it was evi
dent that the words did not regis
ter.

“Yes, I think not,” her admirer 
grinned, and shot a glance at Ram 
Lai sidewise. Without moving his 
head he swung a veiled look around 
the wall at the Pathan hillmen who 
were watching his actions, hard
eyed.

“Listen, Black Eyes,” he said dis
tinctly. “This babu has cold chills

chasing up and down his spine. Look 
behind the beaded curtain and you 
will see a certain bozo with a beak 
like a hawk—and a pair of lamps 
like U. S. A. number one quality 
black shoe buttons!”

The swarthy man chuckled. He 
winked at the girl playfully, seem
ing confident that she understood 
every word. Only Steele realized 
that what had been said was entirely 
for his benefit.

Four feet to the left Ram Lai 
tensed, and lit a cigarette, staring 
hard at the beaded curtain over his 
cupped hands as he applied the 
match.

“Do you hear a chant floating 
down from the upper floor?” the 
swarthy man continued pleasantly. 
“This babu thinks that Orie Steel® 
and his faithful boy friend had bet
ter scram out of this joint—pronto l"

Ram Lai blew a cloud of smoke 
at the ceiling. A faint smile hov
ered at the corners of his mouth. 
Then he shot a fleeting glance at the 
man on his right. Dhunnu, the Ben
gali babu, was trying hard to cover 
up a bad case of jitters.

But the babu’s acute senses had 
uncovered two things that he, 
Steele, had failed to note. Was the 
black-bearded figure behind the 
beaded curtain that of the infamous 
Abur Zeyd, fanatical chief of the 
Pathan hillmen? The American 
strained his ears to catch the low 
chant coming from above. Did it 
mean that the Eye of Siva, sinister 
blood-red ruby which he sought, had 
been restored to the five-headed ef
figy of Siva the Destroyer?

RAM LAL yawned politely and 
rose to leave. Dhunnu’s advice 

was sound; there was nothing to be 
gained by tarrying longer—except, 
perhaps, a knife in the back.

Should the Pathans ruspect his 
real mission, neither he nor Dhunnu
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would leave the building alive. The 
House of Delight was open to the 
public, true, but merely as a blind 
for the activities of Abur Zeyd and 
his raiders. And of all the places 
on which the Sikh policemen of 
Peshawar kept a wary eye, this was 
the most innocent appearing and the 
most sinister.

At the doorway Ram Lai paused 
to drop a British pound note in a 
brass tray placed there for the pur
pose. He turned and bowed gravely 
to the olive-skinned hostess who had 
risen from a cushioned seat near the 
entrance. She stared back at him 
coldly.

THE American followed the mo
mentary flicker of her eyes to

ward the beaded curtain. For a 
fraction of a second he glimpsed a 
scowling beaded face, and a pair of 
fierce eyes boring into his own; 
then he had turned and was making 
his way to the street.

In the outer vestibule Ram La! 
chuckled to himself reflectively: So 
“Light-of-the-Stars,” as the olive
skinned hostess of the night club 
was known, had lost her sudden in
terest in the Hindu stranger. An 
hour earlier the Pathan hostess had 
literally fallen all over his feet in 
her efforts to make him comfortable 
on a sheepskin mat. And now? Per
haps a glimpse of the bearded figure 
behind the curtain had given her 
something else to think about. Abur 
Zeyd was said to be a very jealous 
man.

No sooner had the door closed be
hind Ram Lai than two of the hill- 
men rose and followed hard on his 
heels. Dhunnu glanced up at the 
fellows as they passed. Then he was 
suddenly conscious of the hard stares 
of the remaining hillmen. It was as 
if the click of the door latch be
hind Orie Steele had been a pre
arranged signal. The dancing girl

by his Bide drew away. The smile 
on her painted lips was suddenly 
mocking.

An icy chill ran up the babu's 
spine. When a hand clamped down 
on his shoulder from behind, he al
most screamed out in terror. He 
turned his head slowly to meet the 
stabbing black eyes of Abur Zeyd.

“Sol" The word was a staccato 
explosion. "My babu friend speaks 
English, no?"

Dhunnu stared up at his ques
tioner, silent, face expressionless.

“Abur Zeyd has long ears,” the 
Pathan chief growled. His grip on 
the babu’s shoulder tightened, and 
with apparently little effort he lifted 
one hundred and eighty pounds of 
bone and muscle straight upward un
til Dhunnu was standing on his feet. 
His beady eyes probed the babu’s 
face savagely.

“What do you seek here?”
Dhunnu rolled his eyes at the 

scowling hillmen who had grouped 
about them. His lips tightened. 
What use to lie? And the truth? 
Death in either case, unless—

ABUR ZEYD grunted and jerked 
his hand toward the stairway. 

Instantly the hillmen swarmed over 
the babu. He submitted passively 
as they urged him through the 
beaded curtain and on up the stair
way to the floor above. Why waste 
energy in fighting against over
whelming odds? Time might offer 
a better outlet for his strength, and 
besides, was not the Eye of Siva 
somewhere above?

Out in the alley the tall figure of 
Ram Lai glided silently through the 
shadows toward the faint glow of 
lights in the thoroughfare ahead. He 
stopped once, flattening' himself 
against a wall, peering back toward 
the House of Delight. Had he heard 
the soft pad of feet following? 

Steele rea.ched beneath his jacket
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and eased the snub-nosed .45 that 
swung in a holster under his left 
annpit. Then he turned and went 
forward once more.

Thudt
Ram Lai dropped in his tracks. 

Four feet above his prone body a 
long-bladcd dagger vibrated like a 
reed in the side of the building. 
There came a grunt from out of the 
black shadows across the alley.

TWO lithe figures sprang forward.
A hand shot out like a striking 

snake and gripped the leading 
Pathan’s ankle. The hillman screamed 
and turned a back flip as his foot 
was jerked upward. He struck on 
his head, heavily. The second thug 
lunged downward with a gleaming 
knife.

Ram Lai rolled sidewise and came 
to his feet like a coiled spring. His 
hand flashed toward the hillman’s 
throat in a paralyzing blow, edge
wise, fingers stiff. The thug sank 
down without a sound.

The American crouched motion
less, eyes stabbing the shadows for 
new assailants. But no living thing 
moved. The alley remained cloaked 
in stinking silence. The whole af
fair had taken but a few seconds.

The hillman that Steele had upset, 
stirred, breathing heavily with re
turning consciousness. Ram Lai 
reached out and plucked the dagger 
from the wall. He set the point 
against the thug’s throat. The 
Pathan struggled to sit up and the 
dagger pricked in sharply.

“Lie quiet!” Ram Lai’s voice was 
razor-edged.

The hillman sank back with a full 
realization of the sudden death await
ing his slightest move.

“Who ordered my murder?” The 
question was in English. The cap
tive rolled his eyes helplessly. Steele 
repeated four times in as many dif
ferent dialects. But it was plain that

the hillman did not understand, and 
the American could speak no word 
of the Pathan tongue.

Ram Lai grunted, disgusted. Do* 
liberately he reversed the dagger and 
brought the heavy handle down on 
the Pathan’s head with stunning 
force. He bent over the second hill
man and saw that the man was still 
out, cold.

The American straightened up and 
produced a police whistle from his 
pocket. He blew three sharp blasts 
and then started up the alley on a 
dead run. At the junction with the 
main thoroughfare he darted around 
the corner and stepped into a door
way.

He watched as a bearded Sikh po
liceman came loping out of a side 
street and headed straight for the 
alley. The officer hesitated at the 
entrance, swinging the stabbing 
beam of his flashlight into the dark
ness ahead. A second policeman 
came pounding up the main 
thoroughfare and joined the first.

Steele grinned. Evidently the cops 
knew exactly where to look for 
trouble. And they didn’t risk go
ing after it singly either. He waited 
until the policemen had disappeared 
in the alley before starting up the 
street at a fast walk.

Orie Steele had no yen for seeing 
his name on a police blotter; not 
even in the role of complainant. He 
was registered at the hotel as Ram 
Lai, and (Dhunnu excepted) not a 
soul in 'Peshawar save Inspector 
Deeping, now lying in the Army 
Post Hospital with a cracked skull, 
knew his real identity.

JUST seven days had passed since 
Inspector Deeping of Scotland 

Yard, special emissary for the Brit
ish Antiquarian Museum in London, 
had been slugged in his hotel room 
and robbed of the Eye of Siva, fa
mous blood-red ruby whose history



116 TH RILLING ADVENTURES

(some two thousand years) fairly 
reeked with human blood spilled in 
the name of religion. Sayyid Bey, 
Maharajah of Elsapur in the north
ern Suleiman mountains, erstwhile 
owner of the jewel, had finally 
turned it over to the London insti
tution with something akin to relief.

Steele grinned to himself as his 
thoughts ran back over the situation. 
He was not aware of the slinking 
shadow that followed several hun
dred feet in the rear as he struck 
across town toward the British 
quarter.

The American, as the guest of 
Sayyid Bey, had warned the Mahara
jah against making the gift at the 
time. But Sayyid Bey was a man 
of sudden and rash decisions in spite 
of his Oxford training. Steele sus
pected that his host secretly feared 
his own blood would be added to 
the ruby’s crimson trail if he re
tained possession of it longer. Hence 
the gift—and the result.

DOWN in his heart Steele knew 
that he would have taken on the 

job of recovering the stolen heir
loom even if Sayyid Bey had not 
implored him to do so. There was 
that affair in a Bengali jungle when 
Sayyid Bey’s cool nerve had saved 
the American from sudden death un
der the tearing claws of a tiger.

Could a man forget such a debt 
easily? And besides, the Maharajah 
had a real affection for the Eye of 
Siva, a mental "something” inherited 
from generations of pagan ancestors, 
a thing that no amount of European 
training could wipe out.

Steele mounted the hotel steps and 
obtained his key from the babu clerk 
at the desk. He entered his room 
thoughtfully. In the five days that 
they had been working on the case, 
he and Dhunnu had succeeded in 
locating the stronghold of Abur 
Zeyd; a task which had baffled the

local police for months past. Not a 
mean accomplishment in view of the 
twenty thousand rupees reward on 
the Pathan raider’s head!

Blood money?—Steele snapped the 
lights off and sank into an easy 
chair, smiling grimly. Perhaps; but 
there had been plenty of innocent 
blood streaming in Abur Zeyd’s 
wake.

Some two hours later Steele awak
ened with a start. In the darkened 
room his wide open eyes slowly fo- 
cused on the luminous square that 
was the window. A stray beam of 
moonlight filtered through the cot
ton netting which covered it.

The American tensed h iB  muscles 
for a leap—

Through a torn gap in the netting 
a brown hand projected, fingers 
clutching the sill. Then it was gone, 
abruptly. A soft scraping noise 
sounded from the outer wall of the 
building.

Steele did not leap. His muscles 
relaxed slowly. It was as though 
some tiny voice of his inner being 
had cried out in sharp warning. A 
faint odor filled his nostrils. Cau
tiously he reached up to the wall be
hind his chair and found the light 
switch; pressed it.

With the flood of light the mus
cles of his throat constricted sharp
ly, choking off the cry of horror 
which rose to his lips. There, not 
three feet distant and with its ugly 
head poised to strike, reared a deadly 
hooded cobra.

STEELE was conscious of the 
prickling of his skin; of the cold 

perspiration welling out of hiB pores 
in great beads. He saw in one glance 
that the snake had been infuriated; 
that the sudden blinding flood of 
light had further enraged it. The 
head reared higher, swaying to and 
fro, loathsome hood fully expanded, 
mouth partly open ready to 9ink the
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deadly fangs in a lightning-swift 
thrust.

Slowly—so slowly as to be virtu
ally imperceptible — the American 
moved his right hand up toward the 
gun under his armpit. The watch 
in his vest pocket ticked loudly in 
that deathly silence.

And each tick was a century of 
suspense. Now his thumb closed 
over the hammer of the .45; cocked 
it. Down — down — a soul-searing 
agony of snail-like motion 1

Crashl The very walls rocked to 
the staccato voice of the .45. Steele 
left the chair in one tremendous 
bound. From the opposite side of 
the room he stared down at the 
writhing thing on the floor. Not 
until the thrashing body had settled 
down to the final flickering of re
flex action in the tail did he draw a 
full breath.

OUT in the corridor there was an 
excited babble of voiceB. A timid 

knock sounded on the door. Steele 
scooped up the six-foot snake with 
its partially severed head and drop
ped it through the tear in the win
dow netting to the ground below. 
Then he strode to the door and 
flung it open.

The babu desk clerk stood in the 
corridor, trembling. Behind him five 
or six guests posed in various stages 
of undress, all gaping into the light
ed room.

The American eyed them gravely. 
“Just an accident, gentlemen,” he 
said. “Ram Lai was clumsy and 
dropped his revolver. Unfortunately 
it struck on the hammer. See, 
there—” He indicated the gun lying 
on the bed and also the section of 
plaster that had dropped from the 
wall with the impact of the bullet.

A middle-aged guest with the 
manner and carriage of a British 
army officer eyed him sharply.

“You damned natives will never

learn to carry your guns oa an 
empty cartridge,” he growled, and 
padded off down the corridor in his 
bare feet.

Steele bowed politely to hide the 
twinkle in his eye. “Ram Lai is 
sorry to have disturbed your slum
bers,” he murmured, and began to 
close the door as a sign that the in
cident was ended.

Once again behind his own door, 
Steele mopped the clammy perspira
tion from his forehead and grinned 
wryly. A close thing, that! He 
Btrode to the washstand, poured him
self a half tumbler of raw whisky 
and downed it at a gulp.

With the stimulation of the liquor 
spurring the reactive forces of a 
superbly healthy body, the Ameri
can’s nerves settled down to normal 
in short order. He strode to the 
window and glanced out at the 
leader pipe running from roof to 
ground just beyond the edge of the 
casing.

So Abur Zeyd had played the fox 
after all! The drain pipe would 
offer no difficulty to a monkey- 
limbed hillman, even though bur
dened with a sack containing a live 
cobra.

Steele grimaced as his eyes shifted 
downward. His disposal of the snake 
had been an instinctive bit of strat
egy. It was unlikely that the cobra’s 
body would be discovered before 
morning, hence Abur Zeyd would 
have no way of knowing that his 
scheme had failed. And in the mean
time—

RAM LAL glanced at his watch 
and blinked in surprise. 2 A.M.! 

He had thought that his sleep in 
the chair had been a matter of min
utes. In reality, three hours had 
passed since he had left the House 
of Delight. Three hours, and Dhunnu 
had not yet returned!

"Fool!” The American curs ed
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himself savagely. Something had 
happened to the babu I Something 
had gone awry I But what? Steele 
had finally dismissed the attack in 
the alley as a mere attempt at rob
bery—a natural conclusion if one 
considered the reputation of the 
place, and the fact of a lone Hindu 
displaying British pound notes. The 
snake, however, had driven one vital 
fact home: Abur Zeyd had discovered 
Ram Lai’s mission! But the Ameri
can’s first abrupt realization had in
cluded no thought of his babu friend 
and co-worker. Now it struck home 
like a mailed fist tearing at his 
heart—•

What had happened to Dhunnu?

AT 2:05 A.M. the lithe figure of 
a man dropped from the lower 

platform of a fire escape which zig
zagged down the side of the hotel. 
His flight across the moon-drenched 
area surrounding the building was 
no more than the skimming shadow 
of a huge bat. Then, abruptly, the 
outlying shrubbery had swallowed 
him.

Near the army post a quarter mile 
down the highway, a lone sentry 
whirled suddenly and barked sharp 
challenges. The rapid pad-pad of 
ghostly feet was his only answer.

In the heart of a native quarter A 
Sikh policeman snapped alert. He 
glanced about uneasily, searching the 
shadows that hemmed in the yellow 
flare from a street lamp overhead.

A very few minutes later Steele 
was crouching at the base of the 
twelve-foot spike-tipped wall which 
encircled the courtyard of the House 
of Delight. Fifty yards further 
along the alley he could see the 
feeble light that marked the en
trance The house itself was wrap
ped in gloom and silence.

The American unwrapped a slen
der black rope from his waist; a 
supple thing of plaited silk that had

borne his weight many times in the 
past.

His arm moved upward in a quick 
cast and a running noose settled 
over one of the spikes above. A mo
ment later he was perched on top of 
the wall. Even in the moonlight his 
figure was almost invisible, soot black 
from head to toe. The burnt pallor 
of Ram Lai’s face and hands had 
deepened to the color of ebony.

Steele saw that there were but two 
windows of the upper story facing 
the court. From one of these a beam 
of greenish light flashed intermit
tently. He stared a moment, puzzled, 
then coiled his rope and dropped to 
the courtyard below. Cautiously he 
circled a large stone fountain, filled 
to the brim with stagnant water, 
and halted at the foot of the build
ing.

Directly above the darkened win
dow a cornice of the roof projected, 
outward clearly outlined againBt the 
sky. Steele judged the distance and 
flipped his line upward. It came 
slithering down, a clean miss. On 
the third cast the noose took hold, 
and he tested it carefully.

Up, hand over hand to the level 
of the window, and the American 
suddenly Bwore under his breath. 
The casing was studded with iron 
bars. He twisted one foot in the 
rope to ease the strain on his arms, 
and glanced at the second window 
ten feet to the left.

NOW the source of the green 
light was clearly revealed. The 

window was open and a gentle 
breeze was separating the close- 
drawn drapes which covered it. And 
there were no bars, Steele noted with 
satisfaction. For a moment he had 
thought that Brahma, the God of 
Fates, had ceased to smile on Ram 
Lai.

The American flexed his body like 
a bow and set the line swinging
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back and forth, parallel to the build- 
tag. Gradually he increased the 
momentum until the window was 
within reach.

Then, expertly, his hands shot out 
and .gripped the sill. With the sud
den transfer of weight, his feet came 
against the building with an audible 
thump.

He clung a moment, heart pound
ing, ears keyed for sign that he was 
discovered.

Hothing 1 Slowly he drew his body 
tap and twisted until his hipB were 
resting on the sill. His glance darted 
through the parted curtains and 
paused on a silk draped divan along 
the side of the room.

STEELE grinned nervously. Of 
all points of entry he w ould  have 

to pick a lady’s boudoir. In the green 
glow from a lamp on the dresser 
he could see the slender form of 
the hostess known as Light-of-the- 
Stars stretched out on the divan. 
He stared hard for a moment. The 
girl was fully clothed, but appar
ently asleep.

One leg came up over the sill, 
then the other. It was but the work 
of a moment to secure the loose end 
of the rope to a shutter cleat on the 
casing.

Then, slowly, wary of creaking 
boards, the American made his way 
across the room. His eyeB never left 
the girl’s face. At the curtained 
doorway he paused to pull the drapes 
aside inch by inch. Cautiously he 
turned to thrust his head through 
the aperture.

“Do not go I” The voice came 
from behind, softly.

Steele whirled and dropped in a 
half crouch, instinctively snapping 
the gun from his shoulder holster.

The Pathan hostess was raised on 
one elbow, staring at him with half- 
veiled eyes. Her lips were curved 
in a smile.

“Ram Lai have return to me,” she 
whispered.

Steele’s face was a frozen mask. 
His eyeB bored at her with the fe
rocity of a cornered beaBt. The cords 
of his legs quivered like taut bow 
strings. Could he cover the inter
vening space and grip that slender 
throat before— ?

Slowly he returned the gun to it* 
bolster.

“That is better.” Now the smile 
was openly mocking.

Steele was secretly amazed at her 
composure. Was the whole thing a 
trap? Was the corridor alive with 
hillmen awaiting her signal? If such 
were the case, he reflected grimly, 
then Light-of-the-Stars would be the 
firBt to join her ancestors. He moved 
forward a step—

“Where is the babu? What hava 
they done with him?"

The girl shrugged arrogantly. "Ram 
Lai is — how you say — so full of 
question. Come—” her eyes flashed 
with sudden anger “—let us forget 
that one of dunghill birth. Has 
Light - of - the - Stars no attraction 
for—”

The sentenoe ended on a choking 
gasp as the American’s hand shot to
her throat.

“Listen,” he growled. "Get this 
straight: If the babu is in this
house, I want to know where, and 
quickly. Understand?”

For the first time a hiat of stark 
fear crept into the hostess’ eyes. In 
the ebony-stained features of Ram 
Lai she read a grim finality of pur
pose which could not be turned 
aside by the devil himself. Her head 
bobbed frantically.

STEELE eased the pressure of his 
fingers.

“There,” she gasped, and pointed 
down the hallway. “In the room of 
Siva I”

The American’s heart leaped. Then,
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he rea lized , D hunnu w as s till a liv e !
E x p e r t ly , and w ith  hands m ore  

s w ift  than gen tle , R am  L a i w e n t to  
w ork . A t  the cu rta in ed  d o o rw a y  he 
turned and lo o k e d  back  at the h u d 
d led  figure, trussed  and g a g g e d  w ith  
the silken  co v e r le ts  o f  the d ivan . 

H er eyes g leam ed  v en om ou sly .
T h en  he waB ou ts id e  in  the c o r 

ridor, g lid in g  tow a rd  the fa rth er  end 
n o ise less ly . T h e  h a llw a y  w as a su c 
cess ion  o f  cu rta in ed  d oorw a y s , dark  
w ith  the e x ce p t io n  o f  the one at 
the extrem e end. A b o v e  th is  S tee le  
saw  that tw o  tin y  am ber lam ps w ere  
b u rn in g  and that, in stead  o f  the 
usual cu rta in s, a s o lid  b rass-stu dd ed  
d o o r  barred  a ccess  to the room  b e 
yon d . T h e  room  o f  S iva I

BE N E A T H  the am ber lam ps the 
A m erica n  h a lted  and pressed  h is 

ear to  the d o o r  panel. A  rum ble o f  
v o ic e s  cam e to  h im  fa in t ly . H e 
lis ten ed  a m om en t, fro w n in g .

W h a t  w as h a p p en in g  beh in d  that 
so lid  teak b a rr ie r?  I f  he co u ld  op en  
th e  d o o r  a cra ck —  B u t it had no 
han dle . W a s  there a secret sp r in g ?  
C o u ld  it  o n ly  be o p en ed  fro m  the 
in side , perhaps b y  a gu ard  w h o  
n ever le ft  h is p ost u n til re liev ed  by 
one o f  h is k in d ?

A b ru p t ly  the d o o r  began  to sw in g  
ou tw ard . S tee le  bare ly  had tim e to 
dart across the h a llw a y  and th ro u g h  
the cu rta in ed  d o o rw a y  p f  the room  
o p p o s ite . O ne q u ick  g lan ce  sh ow ed  
h im  that the p lace  w as untenanted . 
H e  tu rn ed  back  to  the curtain .

A m b e r  lig h t  flood ed  ou t fro m  the 
ro o m  o f  S iva. A  s to ck y  h illm an  
shuffled  ou t in to  the c o r r id o r  and 
passed so  c lo se  that S tee le  m ig h t 
have reach ed  ou t and to u ch e d  him . 
B u t the A m erica n  had eyes o n ly  fo r  
the lo n g , n a rro w  room  b e y o n d  the 
brass-stu dd ed  d o o r .

“ D h u n n u !”  T h e  nam e w as a w h is 
pered  s ig h  o f  r e l ie f  on  h is lips. S e
cu re ly  bou n d  to  a ch a ir in  the cen ter

o f  the f lo o r !  S u rrou n d ed  b y  a so lid  
r in g  o f  squ attin g  h illm e n ! A n d  in  
the b a ck g ro u n d  the e ffigy  o f  Siva 
the D e s tro y e r  —  m on strou s , w ith  a 
b lo o d -re d  ru by  g leam in g  in  the fo r e 
m ost o f  its five g rotesq u e  heads.

T h e  E y e  o f  S iv a !
T h e  A m erica n  stared at the flam 

in g  je w e l, fa sc in a ted , h ard ly  c o n 
sc iou s  o f  the fo o ts te p s  a p p roa ch in g  
d ow n  the h a llw a y  u n til the s to ck y  
h illm an  had returned , ca r ry in g  a 
sta in ed  sc im ita r . T h e n  he sn ap ped  
a lert— T h e  brass-stu dd ed  d o o r  m ust 
n ot c lo s e !

S teele  ten sed  h is m u scles , d esp er
ate. C ou ld  he sp r in g  across  the c o r 
r id o r  and s lid e  a fo o t  aga in st the 
d o o r  ja m b  u n o b se rv e d ?

A  ch oru s  o f  g ru n ts  g ree ted  the 
h illm an  w ith  the scim itar. A  gaunt 
b la ck -b ea rd ed  figure rose up fro m  
the fo o t  o f  the id o l and rece iv ed  the 
blade, h ilt  first. A b u r  Z e y d !  A n d  
the d o o r  rem ained o p e n !

S teele  released  the pent up a ir in 
h is  lu n gs  s lo w ly . H e  w as su d d en ly  
c o o l  and steady . T h e  breaks had 
fa v o re d  h im  so  far, and n o  m atter 
w hat that bearded  d ev il in  the room  
o p p o s ite  w as co n te m p la tin g , there 
w ere  s till s ix  s o ft -n o s e d  s lu g s  s ta ck 
ed against the p lay . A n d  he w o u ld  
m ake ev e ry  on e  co u n t, S teele  p ro m 
ised  h im se lf g r im ly . S ix  s lu gs. A n d  
the a ce -in -th e -h o le ! H e  patted  a 
h eavy  o b je c t  in  h is  coa t p ock et.

AB U R  Z E Y D  g ro w le d  a fe w  
w ord s  and S tee le  saw  a h illm an  

com e fro m  a h id d en  co rn e r  o f  the 
room  w ith  a g lo w in g  ch a rcoa l b u r 
ner. T h e  P athan  c h ie f  p lu n g ed  the 
sc im ita r  deep  in to  the w h ite -h o t  em 
bers. T h en , tu rn in g  to the ca p t iv e : 

“ L o o k  w e ll,”  he taunted , sp ea k in g  
in H in du stan i, “ fo r  soon  y o u r  eyes 
w ill see naught bu t sh a d ow s.”

D hu n n u  stared stra ig h t b e fo r e  
him , fa ce  m ask -lik e .

“ O  fa th er o f  f o o ls ,”  S teele  w h ia-
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pered , and d r e w  h is gun , " th in e  eyes 
sh a ll see even  less.”

‘ 'N o w !*  A b u r  Z e y d  gru n ted , and 
g ra sp ed  the h i lt  o f  the red  h o t  s c im 
itar. S lo w ly , am idst a dead  s ilen ce , 
he e x ten d ed  the g lo w in g  b lade  to 
w a rd  the b a b u ’s fa ce  and prep ared  
to  d raw  the ed ge  a cross  h is  eyes. 
D h u n n u  flin ch ed  as the heat began  
to  s in g e  h is  eyeb row s. T h e  P athan  
c h ie f  g r in n ed , e v il ly  and th ru st the 
sc im ita r  c lo se r—

" H o , tw ice  cu rsed  s o n -o f -a -p ig l  
D o s t  lik e  the fe e l  o f  heated  s te e l? ”

TH E  e n c ir c lin g  h illm e n  bent f o r 
w ard , g lo a t in g  eyes r ive ted  on  

th e  p r iso n e r ’ s fa ce . A n d  b eh in d  the 
cu rta in , ten  y a rd s  d istant, death  
cro u ch e d , a w a it in g  the final squ eeze  
o f  a s lo w ly  c o n s tr ic t in g  tr ig g e r  
finger. A b r u p t ly  a h ea v y  thum p and 
a ch o k e d  c r y  sou n d ed  fro m  d ow n  the 
h a llw a y . A b u r  Z e y d  spun  on  his 
h ee l, startled . H e  th ru st the sc im i
tar back  in to  the ch a rcoa l bu rn er 
and sp ra n g  to  th e  d o o rw a y .

“ Q u ie t !”  he h issed  at the h illm en  
w h o  had risen  to  fo l lo w . " I t  m ay 
be  the cu rsed  p o l ic e .”

B e h in d  th e  cu rta in  S teele  sm iled  
g r im ly . S o  L ig h t -o f-th e -S ta rs  had 
m an aged  to  ro ll o ff  the divan . A n  
a ttem p ted  w a rn in g  that m igh t p ro v e  
to  be a b oom era n g  1 

T h e  P ath an  c h ie f  thrust his head 
a rou n d  the d o o r  jam b, and see in g  
n o th in g , s tep p ed  ou t in to  the c o r r i 
d or . In sta n tly  an arm  sh ot th rou g h  
the cu rta in s  c lo se  b y  and se ized  the 
ra id er  b y  the th roat, je r k in g  h im  
in to  the dark en ed  room . T h e  c o ld  
m u zzle  o f  a rev o lv er  b ored  in to  h is 
back . “ L et no m an m o v e !”  cam e the 
v o ice  o f  O rie  S tee le  in  H in d u sta n i 
above the startled  cr ie s  o f  the h ill 
m en. "A b u r  Z e y d  d ies q u ick ly  i f  
any  m an fa ils  to  o b e y ! ”  T h e  r e v o l
ver p ro d d e d  sh a rp ly — " T e l l  th em  it 
is  so .”

T h e  ra ider squ irm ed  in the iron

g r ip  o f  fin gers  ab ou t h is  th roa t. H e  
s t iffe n e d  at sou n d  o f  an om in ou s  
c l ic k  c lo se  b eh in d .

" H o ld , f o o l s ! ”  he b e llo w e d , su d 
d e n ly  fra n tic . “ A b u r  Z e y d  stan d s in  
the sh a d ow  o f  death. D o  as y o u  are 
b id .”  A n o th e r  tw en ty  se co n d s  fo u n d  
the h illm en  bu n ch ed  at the fa rth er  
end o f  the h a llw a y  in  o b e y a n ce  w ith  
the harsh com m an ds co m in g  fr o m  
the dark en ed  room . T h e y  ja b b ered  
e x c ite d ly , fin g er in g  th e ir  k n ives, h e s i
tant w ith o u t a lea d er .

In  the ro o m  o f  S iva, D h u n n u  m as
saged  h is  arm s and le g s  v ig o r o u s ly , 
t r y in g  to  restore  c ircu la t io n , f o r  
S tee le ’ s first o rd e r  had seen  h is  b o n d s  
slashed .

"T h e  E y e ! ”  S tee le  bark ed  fr o m  
the ro o m  o p p o s ite . "G e t  the r u b y !”

T h e  babu sta g g ered  to  th e  id o l  
and s c o o p e d  the je w e l fr o m  it s  
so ck e t. A b u r  Z e y d  g ro w le d  deep  in 
his th roa t, w a tch in g  th ro u g h  the 
cu rta in  to g e th e r  w ith  th e  A m erican .

“ B y  th e  b lo o d  o f  S iv a !”  he panted . 
"Y o u  w ill  p ay  d ea r ly  fo r  t h i s ! ”

“ G et g o in g ! ”  S tee le  o rd e re d , and 
th ru st the ra id er  ou t in to  th e  c o r 
r id or . A n d  to  the babu— "F a ll  in  b e 
h in d . K eep  y o u r  eyes o p e n ."

A t  s ig h t  o f  th e ir  c h ie f , the h i l l 
m en  set up a h ow l and began  su rg 
in g  d ow n  the c o rr id o r .

ST O P ! ”  S tee le ’s v o ic e  w as lik e  
the cra ck  o f  a w h ip . “ O n e  m ore  

ste-p and A b u r  Z e y d  d ie s l ”  A n d  
ov er  h is sh o u ld e r  in rap id  E n g lish  
— " F i f t h  d o o r  on  the righ t. R o p e  at 
the w in d o w . G o  a h e a d !”

B u t D h u n n u  m ade n o  m ove to  
leave. " T h is  babu ,”  he m u ttered  stu b 
b o rn ly , " is  n o  U .S .A . firBt cou sin  
to  a b a b o o n ."

S tee le  g r in n e d , t ig h t-lip p e d . “ Im 
b e c i le !  Y o u ’ ll get a k n ife  in the 
b e lly  f o r  y o u r  lo y a lty . R each  in  m y  
p ock et, then. S n a p p y ! T h e  m ob  is 
g e t t in g  u g ly .”

D h u n n u  je rk e d  a queer lo o k in g
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p is to l fro m  the A m erica n ’s p ock et. 
H e  ed g ed  out in to  the cen ter o f  the 
c o r r id o r  and began a s low  advance 
tow a rd  the h illm en , gun  m en acin g . 
T h e  Pathans fe ll  back, ch a tterin g . 
W h a t  strange instrum ent o f  death 
w as th is?  W ith  a bore  like  an e le 
phant gu n t

S teele fo l lo w e d  c lo se  beh in d , u rg 
in g  the P athan  c h ie f  a lon g  w ith  a 
v ise -lik e  g r ip  on  his throat. N ow  
th ey  w ere  w ith in  one pace o f  the 
fifth  d oorw a y . O n e  pace I

AN D  S teele  w h ir le d  rou n d  in 
st in ctiv e ly , even  as a shot rang 

o u t  fro m  the o p p o s ite  end o f  the 
h allw ay. A  s lu g  n ip p e d  h is sh ou l
d er  and passed  on  to  b u ry  its e lf  in  
th e  b road  back  o f  A b u r  Z e y d . T h e  
ra ider w e n t d ow n  lik e  a sack  o f  
m eal. C ra ck ! A m erica n  lead snapped  
back  at the h ash eesh -d ru gged  sleeper 
w h o  had appeared  in  the d oorw a y  ad
jo in in g  the room  o f  Siva. T h en , 
a b ru p tly , the c o r r id o r  waB a sn arlin g  
m£16e o f  flash ing  k n iv e s ; crash in g  
gu n s.

"T h e  g a s !”  S teele  roared  out, and 
c ro u ch e d  low , h is r ig h t  hand sp it
t in g  death. A  th ick  c lo u d  o f  stran
g lin g  va p or  rose up. T ea r  gas from  
D h u n n u ’s p is to l !

T h e  A m erica n  flung his em pty  gun  
fu ll  in to  a bearded  fa ce  and stru ck  
o u t  w ith  h is fists. L u n g in g , b lin d ed , 
squ irm in g  like  an o c to p u s , he 
cleaved  th rou g h  the m ass to  the 6pot 
w h ere  the babu w as h a lf bu ried  b e 
neath a tan gle  o f  h illm en .

“ D h u n n u !”  T h e  name w as a stran
g lin g  sob  on  his lips. “ U p, b o y !  U p !”  
A n d  his hands tore at the p ile , f lin g 
in g  the Pathans aside.

T h e  babu cam e u p  w ith  stream ing 
eyes, g a sp in g  fo r  breath. S teele 
pu sh ed  h im  th rou g h  the fifth  d o o r 
w ay  and turned , g ro p in g  fo r  the 
b o d y  o f  A b u r  Z e y d ;  fo u n d  it and 
heaved  m ig h tily . T h e n  the w in d o w  
an d  a life -s a v in g  breath  o f  o x y g e n .

“ S cra m !"  S tee le  gasped , and u rged  
the babu d o w n  the rop e . A  heave, 
and the life le s s  b o d y  o f  A b u r  Z e y d  
w en t tu m b lin g  ov er  the s ill to  the 
co u rty a rd  b e low . T h e  A m erica n  
dashed the tears fro m  h is eyes, 
p o ised  a secon d , and d ov e  h ea d lon g  
ou t and d ow n w a rd  tow a rd  the sh im 
m erin g  w ater in  the fou n ta in . H is  
head b rok e  w ater to  the tune o f  
p o lice  w h istles— sh rill, im perative.

O ut in  the a lley  there w as the 
sou n d  o f  ru n n in g  fee t, shouts, and 
the t in k lin g  o f  g lass as S ik h  p o l ic e 
m en crash ed  th ro u g h  the w in d o w s  
in to  the H ou se  o f  D e lig h t.

S tee le  c lam bered  ou t o f  the fo u n 
ta in  and sh o o k  h im se lf like  a terrier. 
B lo o d  stream ed fro m  h is s h o u ld e r ; 
b la ck  dye  fro m  his fa ce . H e g r in n ed  
h a p p ily , a d v a n cin g  tow ard  the babu 
w h o  w as stan d in g  ov er  the b o d y  o f  
the Pathan  c h ie f  and sen d in g  ou t 
sh r ill b lasts fro m  a p o lic e  w h istle .

A  S I R E N  scream ed and a r io t car 
th u n dered  th rou g h  the a lle y  on  

the o p p o s ite  side o f  the w all. S ca t
tered  sh ots  roared  ou t in the H ou se  
o f  D e ligh t.

" W e ’ ll ju st sit t ig h t  u n til the gan g  
is rou n d ed  u p ,”  S tee le  grin n ed . “ E h , 
m a te ? "

" C h e c k !"  D h u n n u  ru bbed  h is  s t ill  
strea m in g  eyes. “ T h e  sh ow  i6 over . 
T h e  cu rta in  is d ow n , and th is babu 
aw aits the ch eers  w ith  tears.”

S tee le  reach ed  ou t and patted  the 
lu m p in  the babu ’s p o ck e t . T h e  E y e  
o f  S iva  w as sa fe . T h e n  he g la n ced  
d o w n  at the s till fo rm  at h is feet.

D h u n n u  fo l lo w e d  the A m e r ica n ’s 
e y e s—  "S a d . V e ry , v ery  sad ,”  he 
s ig h ed . " A s  th ey  say in  the U n ited  
States, U .S .A .— X  m arks the sp o t .’* 
A  tear-gas tear ran d ow n  h is nose 
and h u n g  su spen ded  at the tip .

"Y ea h , a tw en ty -th ou sa n d  rupee 
s p o t ! ”  S tee le  ob serv ed  d ry ly , and 
squatted  d ow n  to  aw ait the co m in g  
o f  the au th orities .
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A  B R A S S Y  m orn in g  sun  beat 
d ow n  on  H iva -lu va , trans
fo rm in g  the n arrow  stretch  

o f  san dy  beach  in to  a sh im m erin g  
g r id d le , m ak in g  even  the w aters o f  
the bay lo o k  hot. A b o v e , the dense 
v eg e ta tion  w h ich  fr in g e d  the shore 
w isp s  o f  steam y va p or  d r ifte d  up 
in to  the to rr id  sky.

T h e  lit t le  bay lo o k e d  lik e  a sau ce
pan o f  steam in g  w ater, y o u n g  D an 
H a y d en  th ou gh t, as he gazed  out at 
the c l if fs  o f  b la ck  ro ck  w h ich  rose 
in a co m p le te  arc and hem m ed it in.

O n ly  at the m ou th  o f  the saucepan  
w as th ere  a break  in  the r o ck y  
c irc le . T h e re  th e  c l if fs  sca led  d ow n , 
g iv in g  w a y  to  the litt le  in let w h ich  
co n n e cte d  the bay  w ith  the p ou n d 
in g  su r f o f  the P acific .

A  d an gerou s in let, that. T o o  nar
ro w — in  sto rm y  w ea th er  a vessel 
m ak in g  the h arbor m ust p ick  its w a y  
th ro u g h  c lu tch in g  cora l and bew are 
lest the cu rren t dash it againBt the 
r o ck y  shore.

T h a t en tran ce  m ust be en larged , 
D an H a y d en  con sid ered . H e  had
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b een  in ten d in g  to get at the jo b , 
b u t because o f  the fa ilin g  health  o f  
J o h n  P o rte r , h is  partner, m ost o f  
th e  w o rk  o f  the p lan ta tion  fe ll  on  
h is  broad  sh ou ld ers  th ese days.

D an  tu rn ed  w o rr ie d  eyes to  the 
o ld e r  m an, s i t t i n g  q u ie t ly  on  
th e  p o rch  o f  the litt le  bu n ga low . 
T h e  tro p ics  had taken  m u ch  from  
J o h n  P o rte r . H e  w as th in  and p a l
lid  ; abou t h is sk in  w as an u n healthy  
hu e that n ot even the searin g  sun 
co u ld  d isp e l. U n til re ce n tly  h is  
f i f t y  years had sat e a s ily  u p on  him , 
but o f  la te  he w as su ffe r in g  a d e 
c lin e  w h ich  he s tro v e  in vain  to  
k eep  fro m  Dan.

T h e re  w as a d eep  a ffe c t io n  b e 
tw een  these tw o , and P o r te r ’s fa ilin g  
h ea lth  filled  th e  y o u n g e r  m an w ith  
u n easy  co n cern . N ow , as he wa6 
abou t to  start ou t on  the lo n g  trip  
back  to  the p lan ta tion s, D an h esi
ta ted  and deba ted  again  th e  a d v is 
a b ility  o f  h is g o in g .

“ Y o u ’ re sure y ou  w ill  be  a ll r ig h t ? ”  
he asked  fo r  the d ozen th  tim e. "Y o u  
a ren ’ t lo o k in g  so  w e ll today . P e r 
haps I ’d better stay  w ith  y o u  and 
m ake the trip  to m o rro w .”

"N o , d o n ’t w o r r y  about m e, 
D a n n y ,”  the s ick  m an said q u ie tly . 
“ I ’ll be all r igh t. A h  C hen  can  g ive  
m e any h e lp  I n eed .”

S till D an h esita ted . T h e n  at 
len g th  he patted  J oh n  P o r te r ’s sh o u l
d e r  a ffe c t io n a te ly  and strod e  d ow n  
th e  step s to  w h ere  the gath ered  
M arqu esan s w e re  w a it in g  fo r  him . 
In  a fe w  m om en ts the ju n g le  sw a l
lo w e d  the m en up.

I I

MO R N IN G  had g iv en  w ay 
to  to r r id  a fte rn oon , and 
J oh n  P o r te r  s till sat lis t 

le s s ly  on  the p o rch  o f  the litt le  
b u n g a lo w  in  the shade o f  to w e r in g  
pa lm s and banyans. H e  w as fa ilin g  
fast, and he k n e w  it. Y e t he w anted

v e ry  m u ch  to  liv e — fo r  s ix  m on th s
m ore an yw ay . T h en  D o r is  w o u ld  
com e.

F ro m  his p o ck e t  he to o k  the 
so ile d  and tattered  le tter  he had re
read innum erable  tim es. In  five 
m on th s she w o u ld  fin ish  her s c h o o l
in g  in  the States. It  w o u ld  take h er 
an  a d d it io n a l m on th  to  reach  th is  
lit t le  island  in  th e  M arquesas. T h en  
she and D an  w o u ld  be m arried , and 
J oh n  P o r te r ’s l i f e  w o u ld  be co m 
p lete .

FR O M  the b u n g a lo w  h is  eyes tra v 
e led  to  the litt le  w h a rf, th en  

d o w n  th e  beach  to  the co p ra  sheds. 
F a rth er  back , b e y o n d  the e n c irc lin g  
c l i f f 6, w ere  the fie ld s o f  su gar cane. 
H is  share in  a ll o f  th is w o u ld  g o  to 
D o r is— to  D o r is  and Dan.

B u t th e ir  real w e d d in g  presen t 
w o u ld  be th e  str in g  o f  m atch ed  
pearls w h ich  J oh n  P o r te r  had been  
c o l le c t in g  fo r  years. A l l  o f  h is extra 
m o n e y  had g on e  in to  them . T h e y  
w ere  beauties— ren ow n ed  e v e n  in 
th ose  islands w h ere  b e a u tifu l pearls 
are com m on p la ce . E v e r  s in ce  D o r is  
w as a litt le  to t  he had been  m ak in g  
th is c o l le c t io n  fo r  her.

P o r te r  s tirred  u n ea sily  as the te r 
rific  heat, sw ep t in  b y  a t in y  breeze , 
th reaten ed  to  take h is breath. H e  
gasped , s o f t ly — bu t su ffic ien tly  lou d  
t o  reach  the a tten tive  ears o f  A h  
C hen. A s  i f  b y  m a g ic  the C h in a 
m an s to o d  b es id e  h is ch a ir  w ith  a 
d r in k  co o le d  b y  som e m a g ic  p ro ce ss  
o f  h is  ow n .

“ T h an k s, A h  C h en ,”  P o r te r  said 
w e a k ly  as he s ip p ed  the c o o l in g  
beverage. “ I t ’s a ll r igh t. I ’m  b e tter
n o w .”

B u t the C hinam an w as n ot c o n 
v in ce d . W o r r y  w as p la in ly  w ritte n  
in  h is  slant eyes.

A h  C hen  w as no regu lar  c o o k  and 
h ou seb oy . T h e re  had been  a tim e 
w h en  he w as one o f  the dread T w o -
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K n ife  K a i-G in g h  o f  the F o -K ie n  
P ro v in ce . T h a t waa b e fo re  he m et 
J o h n  P o rte r , and b e fo re  J oh n  P o r te r  
had saved  h is  fa th er  fro m  a h o rr ib le  
death. S in ce  th en  A h  C hen  had been  
h is  in separab le  com p a n ion  and ser
vant. A h  C hen  had a debt to  p ay—  
and n ow  he w o rr ie d  that it w as near
in g  its end.

F rom  P o r te r ’s w asted  figu re  the 
C h inam an ’s gaze sw ep t over  the 
steam in g  bay , then  s top p ed  and 
fo cu se d  on a sail fa in t ly  s ilh ou etted  
in  the in let.

“ S h ipee  com e ,”  he observed , then 
d isap peared  in to  h is  ow n  quarters.

A  sh ip  in  the bay o f  H iva -lu va  
w as an event. T h re e  or  fo u r  tim es 
a year “ T ra d e r  B i l l ”  M cC o r m ic k ’s 
Pacific Belle pu t in to  take th eir  
co p ra  and sugar. B u t aside fro m  
the trader, n o  v is ito rs  appeared  fo r  
m on th s on  end.

W it h  cu r io s ity  P o r te r  s to o d  up 
and w a tch ed  the s ch o o n e r  aB it m ade 
its  w a y  in to  the h arbor and s lo w ly  
cam e to  an ch or. N o w  a sm all boat 
w as ov e r -s id e  and a w h ite -c la d  fig 
ure c lim b ed  d ow n , fo l lo w e d  b y  h a lf 
a d ozen  kanakas. T h e  boat started  
fo r  sh ore— but n ow  a se co n d  boat 
w as lo a d in g  u p : an oth er w h ite  m an 
and s ix  m ore  natives.

P o r te r  w as su rp rised . P erh aps 
th ey  w ere  a fte r  w ater, he reasoned . 
B u t it w as n ot cu stom a ry  to  d isp atch  
a lan d in g  p a rty  o f  su ch  num bers. A  
vagu e uneasiness op p ressed  h im ; he 
w ish ed , n ow , that D an had not 
ch osen  th is  day  fo r  a tr ip  back  to 
the p lan tation s.

I l l

J  A R E  Y E ! ”  a lou d  v o ic e  
I  I  b oom ed , as the first o f

A  X  th e  w h ite  m en , a b ig  f e l 
lo w  w ith  an o ffice r ’s cap  s tu ck  rak
is h ly  on  h is c u r ly  head, stam ped  up 
o n to  the p o rch . “ J im  C o rr ig a n ’s the 
nam e— ‘G en tlem an  J im ’, th ey  ca ll

m e. T h is  is 'R o s e y ’ R osen , m y  m ate,”  
as an even  b u rlie r  in d iv id u a l w ith  
u n cov ered  flam in g  th a tch  sw a g g e re d  
in  beh in d  him .

“ G uess y o u ’re P o rte r , e h ?  W e ’ve 
been  m ean in g  to  p ay  y o u  a v is it  f o r  
som e tim e.”

J oh n  P o r te r ’s uneasiness in crea sed  
w ith  the in trod u ction s . H e had h eard  
p le n ty  about G en tlem an  J im  and h is  
red -h eaded  m a t e ,  cu tth roa ts  and 
th ieves both  o f  them , a c co rd in g  to  
rum or. M a n y  an u n so lved  islan d  
tra g ed y  w as la id  at th eir door .

added  ap p reh en sion  he n o 
t ice d  that the kanakas— u g ly , 

m ea n -look in g  d ev ils— w ere all up  on  
the beach . H a lf  a d ozen  lin g e re d  
near the co p ra  s h e d s ; the oth ers 
w ere  ju st ou ts id e  the bu n ga low .

" W e ’re out lo o k in g  fo r  pearls—  
the best w e can  fin d ,”  C orriga n  an
n ou n ced  as he and h is m ate d o w n e d  
the d rin k s A h  C hen had p ro v id e d . 
“ I have a p rin cip a l w h o  has e m p ow 
ered  m e to  pay b ig  m o n e y  to  b u y  
u p  the best pearls in the islands. 
W e ’ve heard  about you rs , so  w e  
d ro p p e d  in  to  see th em .”

" I ’m  a fra id  y o u ’re about a w eek  
to o  late, gen tlem en ,”  J o h n  P o r te r  
to ld  them ? “ M y  partn er has taken  
th em  to  T a h it i. T h e re  isn ’t a gem  
le ft  on  the is la n d .”

G en tlem an  J im  and h is  m ate e x 
ch a n ged  g lan ces.

“ H o w  d id  he le a v e ? ”  C orr ig a n  de
m an ded , a hard ed ge  c re e p in g  in to  
h is  v o ic e . “ B ill  M cC o rm ick  w o n ’ t 
be h ere  fo r  a w eek  y e t .”

“ N o, D an w en t in an o u tr ig g e r  
w ith  severa l o f  the natives. T h e y  
are ta k in g  h im  to  H iv a -O a .”  

“ C o u ld n ’ t w a it f o r  M cC o rm ick , 
e h ? ”  C o rr ig a n  sn ap p ed  d isb e lie v in g - 
ly . “ S o  he to o k  a fo r tu n e  in pearls 
w ith  h im  in  an o u tr ig g e r  can oe .”  
S u d d e n ly  th e  ^neer le f t  h is  v o ic e , 
and w ith  it  all p reten se . “ W e  w a n t 
th ose  p earls , P o r te r ,”  h e  p u t th e ir
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m iss io n  in to  w ord s  b lu n tly . " I f  y ou  
k n o w  w h at's  g o o d  fo r  y o u  y o u ’ll 
p ro d u ce  them  b e fo re  w e take th is 
p la ce  apart.”

P o r te r ’s fears w ere  fu l ly  rea lized , 
he saw. B u t n o th in g  w o u ld  ever in 
d u ce  him  to  turn  over h is treasure 
to  th ese  th ieves.

“ Y o u  can  search , i f  y ou  w ish ,’ ’ he 
to ld  them  m eek ly . " I  have no pearls  
to  g iv e  y o u .”

A g a i n  G entlem an  J im ’s g la n ce  
tu rn ed  to  h is m ate.

“ Y ou  lie , y o u  r a t !”  R oB ey snarled , 
and one o f  his ham -like fists lu n ged  
ou t and grabbed  J oh n  P o r te r  b y  the 
throat. “ W h e r e ’ve y o u  g o t  ’e m ? ”

TH E  s ick  m an w as w h isk e d  ou t o f  
h is  ch a ir  and o f f  h is fee t, h e ld  

b ru ta lly  in  th e  air. T h e re  w as a 
co m m o tio n  n o w  in  the back  ro o m — a 
kanaka y e ll  and tw o  m ore  o f  the 
b ro w n  m en  dashed a cross  the p orch  
and in to  the house.

V a in ly  P o r te r  s tru g g le d  fo r  breath . 
I t  w o u ld  nr»t com e. T h in g s  w ere  
g r o w in g  b lack  b e fo re  h is eyes. T h en  
R o s e y  cu ffe d  h im  w ith  his free  hand, 
sh ook  h im  v io le n t ly , u n til »his fa ce  
b la ck en ed  and h is ey es  p ro tru d ed .

W h e n  the m ate th rew  h is  v ic t im  
d ow n  in to  a chair J oh n  P o r te r  d id  
n ot m ove . W ith  no trace o f  sy m 
pathy  G en tlem an  J im  bent over, 
th en  reach ed  a hand d ow n  to  h is 
c h e s t

“ H e ll— y o u ’ve k ille d  h lm l”  C o rr i
gan sp at in  d isgu st.

F ro m  end to  end th ey  ran sacked  
the b u n g a low , tearin g  open  ev ery  
con ce iv a b le  h id in g  p lace  in  their 
qu est fo r  the pearls. U n su ccess fu l 
in  th e ir  p u rsu it o f  the escap ed  A h  
C hen, th e  kanakas so o n  returned  and 
jo in e d  in the h u n t, re g a lin g  th em 
se lves  w ith  w h atever p lu n d er  su ited  
th e ir  fa n cy .

A t  last the en tire  b u ild in g  had 
b e e n  h o n e y co m b e d  and w reck ed ,

W ith  a snarl o f  ra g e  G en tlem an  J im  
pu t a m atch  to  th e  t in d e r lik e  flo o r  
m ats and, ou ts id e , s to o d  g r in n in g  
m a lev o len tly  as sm ok e and flam e 
lick e d  th rou g h  the flim sy  stru ctu re .

" T h e r e ’s that C h in k l G et h im !”  
he y e lle d , as a d o u b le d -u p  figu re  
darted  from  the b u rn in g  b u ild in g  
and sou g h t co v e r  in the ju n g le .

In  a fe w  str id es  R o s e y  R o se n  ov er 
to o k  the C hinam an and sent h im  
sp ra w lin g  on  the h o t  beach . F ro m  
A h  C h en ’ s a r m B  a m eta l B u d d h a  
leaped  and tu m bled  o n  the sand. In  
con tem p t R oB ey g a ve  th e  im age a 
k ick  that ad d ed  severa l m ore  som er
sau lts to  its  p rog ress .

“ O h , v e lly  bad  lu c k !”  A h  C hen  
gasped  in h o rro r . S c u tt l in g  o v e r  to  
the fo o t -h ig h  figu re , he set it e re c t  
on  the b ea ch  and p rostra ted  h im se lf, 
m u m b lin g  C h in ese  a p o lo g ie s  to  it.

G en tlem an  J im  v ie w e d  the scen e  
w ith  a m u sem en t

“ Y ou  w a n t to  k eep  the t iu  d o ll , 
eh , C h in k ? ”  he aBked. “ A l l  r igh t. 
W e  need a co o k . A s  lo n g  as y o u  
c o o k  dam ned g o o d  m ea ls o ld  P o t 
b e lly  stays on  board . T h e  first tim e 
y o u  fa ll d ow n , ov er  the s id e  he 
g o e s .”

I V

FR O M  the p lateau  canefields, 
D an  H a y d e n  and h is  co lu m n  
o f  fo r t y  can e-laden  M a rq u e
s a s  c lim b ed  up the steep  ou ter  r im  

o f  H iva -lu va . T h e y  co n tin u e d  th e ir  
ascen t until th ey  ed g ed  th e ir  w a y  
ou t  o n to  a le d g e  that seem ed  to  be 
the top  o f  the w o r ld . F rom  its 
tw en ty -five  h u n dred  fo o t  e leva tion  
it gave  a p e rp e n d icu la r  v ie w  o f  the 
litt le  bay beneath .

H ere  D an  u su a lly  pau sed  t o  c o n 
tem plate  t h e  m a je s t ic  b ea u ty  o f  
H iv a -lu v a ’s  to w e r in g  p r e c ip ic e s  an d  
cavern ou s va lley s . B u t t o d a y  h is  
su rp rised  e y e s  q u ic k ly  n o t ic e d  the
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sch o o n e r  at a n ch or  in  the bay. T h en  
he d e te c te d  the sm ok e  b e g in n in g  to  
cu r l u p  from  the r o o f  o f  the bu n ga
lo w , fo l lo w e d  a lm ost im m ed ia te ly  by 
b r ig h t ton g u es  o f  flame.

T h ro u g h  h is fie ld -g lasses he su r
v e y e d  the shore. H e  gasped  in su r
p rise  at the unusual sp ecta cle  o f  A h  
C hen  m a k i n g  obeisan ce  to his 
B uddha. In  a flash D an k n ew  w hat 
had happened.

Y e t  he w as p ow erless  to  avenge 
h is partner. It w o u ld  take n early  
tw o  h ou rs b e fo re  he and the M arque
s a s  co u ld  reach  the beach , and al
ready  the d e sp o ile rs  b e low  w ere  
tak in g  to  th e ir  boats. A h  C hen was 
g o in g  u n re s is t in g ly  w ith  them .

WH E N  D an reached  the b u n ga low  
it w as n o th in g  but a heap o f  

sm o ld e r in g  ruins. S ta n d in g  fe a r fu lly  
abou t w ere  a d ozen  w id e -ey ed  M ar
q u e s a s  w h o  had b y  n ow  p ick ed  up 
su flicien t cou ra g e  to  return  from  the 
ju n g le  retreats to  w h ich  th ey  had 
fled. T ig h t - l ip p e d  a n d  hard -eyed , 
D an v o w e d  b itter  ven gean ce  against 
th ese u n k n ow n  m urderers.

A g a in  w h en  he la id  Joh n  P o r te r ’s 
b la ck en ed  co rp se  in its grave ‘and 
patted  d ow n  the earth u pon  it, D an 
sw ore  that there w o u ld  be a day  o f  
re ck o n in g  I

B u t first there w as m uch  to  be 
done.

A  w eek  later, w h en  B ill M c C o r 
m ick  put in to  the bay, the new  
b u n g a low  w as nearing  com p le tion . 
S ad ly  he lis ten ed  to  the story .

“ A  great b ig  red -h eaded  dev il, ye 
s a y ? ”  he excla im ed . “ T h a t ’s R o se y  
R o s e n ; and the oth er m u rd er in ’ dev il 
w as G en tlem an  J i m  C orriga n  —  a 
b lo o d y  d isg ra ce  to  h is race I”

" T h e n  I  have a m atter to  settle  
w ith  M r. C orr ig a n  and M r. R o se n ,”  
D an said  g r im ly . " I ’m sa ilin g  w ith  
y o u  th is tim e, B i l l .”

F o r  tw o  m on th s D an sa iled  on the 
Pacific Belie and sou g h t in vain  fo r

som e trace o f  J o h n  P o r te r ’s  m u rd er
ers. B u t it w as as i f  the sea had 
sw a llow ed  them  up. I f  he had had 
a boat o f  h is  ow n — a sch o o n e r  w as 
one o f  the th in g s  the partn ers had 
h op ed  soon  to  acqu ire— he w o u ld  
have con tin u ed  the search , bu t n o w  
he had to  r e t u r n  to  H iva -lu va . 
T ra d er  B ill had en gagem en ts o f  h is 
ow n  w h ich  he co u ld  n o  lo n g e r  p o s t 
pone.

B e fo re  sa ilin g  fo r  H iva -lu va , h o w 
ever, D an d id  som e unusual sh o p p in g  
in T a h iti. R ifles, am m unition , gu n 
pow d er, h eavy  w ire , and a lo w  w ave 
rad io  sen d in g  outfit w ere  som e o f  
the purchases w h ich  w ere  d e liv ered  
to the Pacific Belle.

“ T o  prepare a re cep tion  fo r  G en 
tlem an J im  and R o s e y ,”  he e x 
p la in ed  en igm a tica lly  w h en  he fo u n d  
B ill M cC o rm ick  e y e in g  the assort
m ent p u zz led ly . “ T h e y  w ill  ca ll 
aga in— and next tim e I ’ ll be w a it in g  
fo r  them .”

T o  be sure that th ey  w o u ld  ca ll 
again , D an ta lked  c o p io u s ly  abou t 
J oh n  P o r te r ’s pearls in the sa loon s 
and Bhops o f  the island m e tro p o lis . 
H e  spen t a lm ost h is last cen tim e  
b u y in g  up Beveral m ore  b ea u tifu l 
gem s to  be added  to  the c o l le c t io n —  
besid es a q u an tity  o f  pearls  that h is  
late partner never w o u ld  have co n 
s id ered  fo r  a m om ent. T h e n  he w as 
ready  fo r  hom e.

" I ’ ll be b a c k  in a co u p le  o f  
m on th s ,”  T ra d e r  B ill  p rom ised  as he 
le f t  D an stan d in g  b es id e  the p ile  o f  
fr e ig h t  on  the lit t le  w h a rf.

“ O . K .— but d o n ’t fo r g e t  to  spread  
the w ord . T h e  P o r te r  pearls are 
sa fe  as ever and I ’m  a d d in g  m ore  to  
th em .”

TH E N  D an tu rn ed  to  the w o rk  
w h ich  lay  ahead o f  h im . T h e  

b u n g a lo w  had to  be co m p le te d  and 
pa in ted  and fixed  up to  the best o f  
h is  a b ility . It  w as no lo n g e r  to  be  a 
b a ch e lor  d w e l l in g ; s o o n  it w o u ld
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sh e lte r  a ch a rm in g  bride. T h e  rad io  
se t had to  be in s ta lle d ; the h eavy  
w ire  had to  be la id ; there w as m uch  
d r il lin g  a n d  tam p in g  o f  p ow d er  
ch a rg es  to  be don e.

B esid es , th ere  w as the tra in in g  o f  
th e  M arquesans. L ik e  d e lig h te d  c h il
d ren  the tw o  d o z e n  he had ch osen  
as h is gu a rd s  re ce iv ed  th e ir  rifles. 
F o r  a w eek  o r  so  D an ’s l i f e  w as in 
con sta n t je o p a r d y  f r o m  w i l d l y  
ca reen in g  bu llets , but g ra d u a lly  the 
n a tives  becam e b etter  m arksm en. B e 
fo r e  the m on th  w as u p  th ey  co u ld  
h it  a  m ark  w ith  lead, a lm ost as w e ll 
a s  w ith  th eir  sh orter-ra n ge  th ro w in g  
spears.

D a ily  D an d r ille d  them , u n til each  
w a B  le tte r  p e r fe c t  in  h is part in  the 
d e fen se  o f  the b u n g a low . T h e n  D an 
w a s ready . S o o n e r  o r  la ter the 
pearls  w o u ld  b r in g  the m u rderers  
b a ck  to  H iva -lu va , he knew . H is  
s tro n g , ru g g e d  fa ce  w as n ot p leasant 
to  see w h en  he con tem p la ted  that 
Y isit.

V

44 T T  A V E N ’T  seen a th in g  o f
I ------1  the b lo o d y  m u rd erers ,”JL A B ill  M cC o rm ick  rep orted  

w h en  n ex t he p u t in to  H iva -lu va , 
"b u t I  heard  th ey  w as in  T a h it i  a 
w eek  o r  so  a fte r  w e le ft . I  k in da  
th in k , Dan, y o u  o u g h t ’ve set the 
p o l ic e  on  them .”

“ T h is  is  no case fo r  the p o lic e . I 
settle  m y  o w n  s co re s ,”  D an  sn ap ped  
w ith  unusual brusqueness. “ D o n ’t 
w o rry . T h e y ’ ll be back— and I ’ll be 
w a it in g .”

T h e n  the grim  lo o k  fa d ed  from  
h is  fa ce . “ D o n ’ t fo rg e t  you  are to  
have a passen ger on you r  n ext t r ip ,”  
h e  rem in ded . “ D or is  sh ou ld  reach 
.Tahiti b y  th e  end o f  J u ly .”

B i l l ’s Ir ish  eyes tw in k led  appre
c ia tiv e ly .

“ G uess m aybe there m igh t be a 
lit t le  jo b  fo r  m e w h en  I g e t  her

here, t o o ,”  h e  sp ecu la ted . “ I ’m  a 
fu l ly  lice n se d  m aster m a r in e r  a n ’ 
sh ip ’s capta in , y e  k n o w !”

"A n d  n ot a w o rd  abou t h e r  fa th e r ,”  
D an w arn ed  se r io u s ly . “ I  haven ’ t 
to ld  h er  a n y th in g  yet. I t  w ill  be 
easier fo r  h er to  learn  w h en  she g e ts  
h ere .”

TH E N  D a n  set h im se lf  d o w n  to  
w a it p a t ie n tly . A g a in  an d  again  

he re v ie w e d  h is  p lan . I t  w a s  f o o l 
p r o o f . T h e re  co u ld  be n o  s lip -u p . 
H e  had p rep a red  a ga in st e v ery  c o n 
t in g e n cy . H e  h o p e d  a rd e n tly  th at 
G en tlem an  J im  w o u ld  p a t  in  hiB 
app earan ce  b e fo r e  D  o  r i  a reach ed  
H iva -lu va . T h a t  pearl ba it sh ou ld  
draw  him . D a ily  D an  scan n ed  the 
en tran ce  to  th e  bay  a h u n d red  tim es, 
ev en  th ou g h  he k n ew  h is M arquesan  
sen tin e ls  w ere  w a tch in g  h o u r ly  fr o m  
p o in ts  o f  vantage.

I t  w as tw o  m on th s b e fo re  h is  p a 
t ie n ce  w as rew arded . E v en  b e fo re  
the sh ip ’s sa ils w ere  v is ib le  in  the 
in le t, K ahui, c h ie f  o f  the w atch ers , 
cam e ru n n in g  w ith  th e  new s. H e  
had been  one o f  the w ork ers  in the 
co p ra  sheds on  the d a y  o f  J oh n  
P o r te r ’s death. H e  re co g n iz e d  the 
sch oon er .

G en tlem an  J im  and R o s e y  R o se n  
w ere  co m in g  th rou g h  the in le t 1 

" A l l  r ig h t , K a h u i,”  D an  d ire c te d  
ca lm ly . “ G et y o u r  m en to  th e ir  sta 
tion s— and rem em ber, no m an sh oots  
u n til I  g iv e  the s ign a l I”

T h e n  he stra p p ed  h is  h o ls te r  
arou n d  h is w aist, d rew  ou t the w e ll  
o i le d  au tom atic , exam in ed  its  c lip  
c a r e fu lly , and th ru st the w ea p on  
back  in to  the h o lster.

T h e  sh ip  had co m e  to  an ch or. A  
boat w as o v e rs id e . In to  it s tep p ed  
a w h ite  m an and s ix  natives. D a n ’s 
p u lse  ham m ered  faster, but he to o k  
a firm  g r ip  on  h im s e lf  an d  qu ie ted  
h is  nerves.

C o n fid e n tly  the boat p u lle d  tow ard  
the sh ore . O n ly  on e  b oa t th is  tim e,
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D an n o t ic e d  d isa p p o in te d ly . T h e  
o th e r  k ille r  w as s t ill  on  board . W e ll ,  
in  that case, he w o u ld  have to  se ttle  
w ith  th em  on e  at a tim e.

T h e  boat w as at the w h a r f and 
the w h ite -c la d  figu re  w as s tr id in g  
up the beach . W it h  a last g la n ce  
at the su rrou n d in g  ju n g le  D a n  
step p ed  to  the edge  o f  the p orch  to  
m eet him .

‘ ‘H ’are y e ! ”  the v is ito r  g reeted . 
“ G uess y o u  k n ow  w h o  I am, H a y 
den— C aptain  C orriga n . Y o u ’ve been  
lo o k in g  fo r  m e, I  u n derstan d .”

FO R  a m om en t the tw o  ey ed  each 
o th e r  le v e lly . N o w  that he wa9 

fa ce  to  fa ce  w ith  J o h n  P o r te r ’s m u r
d erer, h ot rage p ossessed  D an. B u t 
h is  b etter  ju d g m e n t  rega in ed  the u p 
p er  h a n d ; there w as n o th in g  to  be 
ga in ed  b y  fly in g  o ff  the han dle . T h a t 
C orr ig a n  w as fo l lo w in g  a w e ll la id  
p lan  wa9 apparen t. H e  had som e
th in g  u p  h is sleeve . D an w o u ld  have 
to  d is co v e r  w h at it was.

R e lu c ta n tly  he d re w  back  the hand 
that had flashed to  h is  au tom atic .

“ T h a t ’s b e tte r ,”  G en tlem an  J im  ap
p ro v e d , "m u ch  better. I k n o w  that 
y o u  have m e co v e re d  w ith  a d ozen  
rifles. T h e r e ’s one— a n d an oth er  
th e re .”  M o c k in g ly  he p o in te d  to  
lit t le  flashes in the ju n g le  w a ll 
w h ere  the sun p la yed  on  som e n er
v o u s ly  e x p o se d  rifle tip .

“ I su sp ected  that w h en  I  cam e 
ashore. B u t w h en  I agree  to d e liv e r  
a p assen ger  I d e liv e r  h er— no m atter 
w h at sort o f  a re ce p t io n  I  g e t .”

A n  ic y  ch ill  sh ot th ro u g h  D an 
H a y d en  as he com p reh en d ed  the 
suave d e v il ’s m ean in g .

“ W h a t  d o  y ou  m ean— a passen 
g e r ? ”  he asked n eed less ly .

“ S im p ly  that I agreed  to  tran sport 
M iss  D or is  P o r te r  to  H iva -lu va . 
Y o u ’re su rp r ise d ?  S u re ly  y ou  w o u ld  
n ot e x p e c t  m e to  leave the y o u n g  
la d y  w a it in g  fo r lo r n ly  in T a h it i?  
She iB ou t there on  the sch o o n e r

n ow , w o n d e r in g  w h y  th ere  is  th is  
de lay .

“ I f  one o f  y o u r  n e rv ou s -fin g ered  
n atives sh ou ld  a c c id e n ta lly  p u t a 
b u lle t  in  m e, R o s e y  w ill  u p -a n ch or . 
A n d  that is as near to  H iva -lu v a  as 
she w ill  ever g e t .”

T h e  fe l lo w  w as p e r fe c t ly  sure o f  
h im se lf. T h e  satisfied  g rin  on  h is  
fa ce  w as m ad d en in g . A n d  D an  
rea lized  to  the fu ll  h is  ow n  h e lp 
lessness. H is  ca r e fu lly  tra in ed  and 
s ta tion ed  M arquesans w ere  u se less  
to  h im  now .

D o r is ’ a n x ie ty  to  com e  hom e to  
h im  and h er fa th er  had d e liv e re d  h er 
in to  C o rr ig a n ’s hands. In stead  o f  
a rr iv in g  on  sch ed u le  9he had ca u gh t 
an earlier  boat— and fo u n d  C orr ig a n  
w a it in g  fo r  her instead  o f  T ra d e r  
B ill.

DO R I S ’ sa fe ty  w as param ount, and 
C orr ig a n  h e ld  it aB the p r ice  o f  

h is  ow n . T h e  s lick  d e v il ’s p lan  w as 
a irtigh t. In stead  o f  b r in g in g  his 
w h o le  fo r c e  ashore, m ore  than h a lf  
o f  h is  kanakas w ere  ou t th ere  on  the 
s ch o o n e r , p rep ared  to  repe l any  at
ta ck  the M arqu esan s m ig h t attem pt.

A n d  in  th e ir  m id st w as D o r is—  
an u n su sp e ctin g  p r ison er  1 

“ Y o u  w in , y o u  d ir ty  k i l le r !”  D an 
g r itte d . “ W h a t  d o  y o u  w a n t?  W h a t  
is y o u r  p r ice  th is  t im e ? ”

“ T h e  pearls w e c o u ld n ’t find last 
tim e ,”  C orr ig a n  stated  h is  dem and 
b lu n tly . "W h e r e  are th e y ? ”

“ H o w  do I  k n o w  M iss P o rte r  w ill  
be a llo w e d  to  com e ashore i f  I  g iv e  
them  to  y o u ? ”  D an asked  b itte r ly .

“ Y o u  have m y  w o r d ,”  G entlem an 
J im  grin n ed . “ B u t, sh ou ld  that seem  
in su ffic ien t, y o u  can sh ow  m e the 
pearls n ow , and hand them  to  m e on  
the w h a r f w h en  I d e liver  m y  pas
sen ger. F are to  be pa id  at the end 
o f  the trip— th at’s square e n o u g h .”  

“ A l l  r ig h t— but i f  I  find M iss  P o r 
ter has been  harm ed or  m istrea ted—* 
b y  G od , C orrigan , I ’ ll hunt y o u  ou t
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no matter where you hide your dirty 
carcass!”

“A noble resolve," Corrigan mock
ed, “but quite unnecessary. The 
young lady has been a very pleas
ant passenger. Now—where are those 
pearls?”

From the kitchen Dan brought out 
a sieve and a bowl. Setting the 
articles on the table, he up-ended 
the big sugar bowl and poured its 
contents into the sieve. As the sugar 
ran through the coarse mesh, pearl 
after pearl came to the surface—un
til four dozen beautifully matched 
gems lay bunched in the bottom of 
the Bieve.

“ Well, I ’ll be damned 1" Corrigan 
swore as, wide-eyed, he watched the 
treasure come to light. The sugar 
bowl was about the only place In 
which he and Rosey had not thought 
to look!

VI

N e r v o u s l y  Dan paced the
little wharf as Corrigan’s 
boat r e t u r n e d  to t he  

schooner. Soon Doris climbed down 
into the waiting boat. Her bags were 
lowered after her and, last of all, 
the burly figure of Rosey Rosen de
scended.

Anxiously Dan watched the boat 
approach. Doris was in the middle 
of the boat, right beside Corrigan. 
Now she was smiling and waving to 
him. Feebly Dan smiled back and 
called a welcome.

In his right hand he clutched a 
little leather sack filled with pearls. 
Once the girl waB on the wharf his 
worries would cease. Then would 
be the time to deal with Gentleman 
Jim Corrigan.

Now the boat was at the low 
wharf, broadside to it. The kanakas 
shipped their oars. But before Doris 
could arise, Corrigan came to his 
feet.

“ Fare, please,” he grinned. “ I’ll

have to see that you have not man
aged a switch on me.”

Nervously Dan opened the neck of 
the pouch and held it out for in
spection. Then lots o f things hap
pened at once. With one hand Cor
rigan grabbed the bag; with the 
other he swung viciously at Dan’s 
stomach. Dan was knocked back
ward across the wharf, as the kana
kas pushed off and set their oars into 
the water.

"First we'll have to test these 
pearls,” Gentleman Jim called mock
ingly to him. "They may be fakes, 
and I'm taking no chances!”

Sick at heart, Dan watched the 
boat skim across the bay toward the 
schooner. The girl’s amazed and ter
rified face turned back appealingly 
to him as Corrigan held her firmly 
in her seat. The bully was using 
her as a shield, should Dan be 
tempted to fire after them.

He might have known that the 
slick devil would try some such 
trick, Dan berated himself. Close 
examination would soon prove the 
pearls to be fakes. In the sieve they 
had looked their part beautifully; 
but under a microscope and sub
jected to the tests that all pearl men 
knew, their spuriousness would only 
too quickly be apparent.

THE second part of Dan’s infal
lible plan had failed dismally. 

There remained but one hope of 
squaring accounts with Gentleman 
Jim and Rosey. That would not, 
could not fail. Dan had saved it for 
a desperate last resort. But Doris’ 
presence would complicate matters 
terribly.

As he stood watching, the small 
boat was pulled around to th e  
schooner’s stern and fastened there. 
Then the anchor started up from the 
bottom. Corrigan had no thought 
of testing the pearls; that was only 
a lie to cover hiB true intention. He
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took it for granted that the pearls 
were genuine and he was sailing 
away, to carry Doris to God only 
knew what fate!

A puff o f wind filled the schoon
er's sails and she headed for the 
inlet. Frantically Dan raced for the 
bungalow. “ Kahui!” he called as he 
ran. "To the canoes I Take your men 
to the mouth of the bay—and remem
ber my instructions!”

Already th e  Marquesans w e r e  
rushing to obey. Soon a dozen loaded 
c a n o e s  were paddling furiously 
across the bay in the schooner’s 
wake. Two shots the schooner fired 
at them warningly, but now the 
canoes made no further attempt to 
close in; they were content to hold 
their distance behind the fleeing 
vessel.

FROM a window of the bungalow 
Dan watched them tensely as he 

leaned over his radio and work table. 
The schooner was rapidly approach
ing the inlet. In a moment now 
would come the test—and he would 
know if he had succeeded or whether 
Corrigan would be able to slip 
through the noose.

Now !—The electric motor beneath 
the table was humming. Dan pressed 
his finger down on a key—and a dull 
boom filled the little bay! It was 
followed by another. A black cloud 
of shattered rock and dirt shot mad
ly up, then rained down into the 
now churning waters of the little 
bay. When the dust cloud cleared 
away the inlet was widened—but in 
the channel were tons of rock which 
made it completely impassable. There 
could be no exit until such time as 
a dredge would arrive and clear the 
debris away. Gentleman Jim was ef
fectually penned in the harbor!

And the Marquesan canoes were 
swiftly pulling to both shores of the 
inlet, where Dan’s marksmen would 
take their places among the rocks

to prevent any attempt at landing. 

V II

WHEN the tropic night came 
down over Hiva-luva, the 
schooner made its way to 
the center of the little bay and let 

down anchor. While daylight held 
Corrigan had tried in vain to find a 
channel, through the inlet, sufficient
ly deep to permit escape. Now he 
took a position as far away from the 
shores as possible.

Dan counted off his men one by 
one, and gave his last minute in
structions. They filed noiselessly 
down to the water and took their 
places in the outriggers. No rifles 
did these warriors carry, only the 
heavy war-clubs and deadly spears 
o f their people. Dan’s plan called 
for swimming and he did not dare 
depend on water-soaked rifles and 
ammunition; the natives would have 
to rely on their own waterproof 
weapons.

When the schooner’s bell rang 
midnight the canoes pushed noise
lessly into the water, separated and 
made slow, quiet progress toward 
the black shape of the schooner. 
Tensely Dan sat in the bow of his 
canoe, ears straining to pick up any 
suspicious noises.

Now the canoe had come as close 
to the schooner as was safely pos
sible. Gently Dan backed water and 
the other paddlers ceased their ef
forts. One by one they slipped into 
the water and swam noiselessly to
ward the towering black hull re
vealed in the waivering lantern light.

Dan’s automatic was in an oilskin 
envelope. With a final pat to make 
sure it was still in its holster, he 
eased himself into the water and 
struck out. About him he could hear 
the soft lapping of the water as 
Bkillful swimmers cut through it. 
Then the hull of the schooner loom-



132 TH RILLIN G ADVEN TU RES

cd above him. And around its base, 
like flies surrounding a cake, the 
Marqucsans awaited his signal.

AT the stern of the vessel Dan 
seized the tender r o p e  and 

started pulling himself aboard. As 
his hands gripped the edge of the 
rail he kicked against the hull re
soundingly— and th e  Marquesans 
clambered nimbly up the slippery 
sides.

"A-a-a-i-i-i-e-e-e-e!” screamed Ka- 
hui as he vaulted over the rail, and 
his fellows took up the yell with a 
will. Then Inferno broke loose. The 
kanakas on deck fell away from that 
fierce charge and were retreating to
ward the stern when suddenly the 
deckhouse door flew open. Corri
gan was prepared, he had not been 
caught napping. Out poured a sheet 
of flame and lead, and backing it up 
came Rosey Rosen and his huskies, 
picked and trained fighters all.

It was spear and war-club against 
hot, deadly lead. Up and down the 
deck the raging men fought, the 
tide of battle veering from one side 
to another. Like a mighty giant 
Kahui strode through the melee, his 
deadly war-club splitting skulls like 
eggshells as time and again he found 
his mark. And again and again Dan 
rallied the Marquesans to greater ef
fort, when the fire of the defenders 
became too hot for native courage.

Always he sought a way to enter 
the hold, to release Doris. But the 
hatches were tightly battened down 
.and the battle raged too furiously 
around the deckhouse door.

Gradually Dan realized desperate
ly that the fight was going against 
the islanders. Kahui was down; his 
mighty club no longer led the way. 
More and more the Marquesans were 
being forced up into the bow.

For a moment there was a lull in 
the battle, and the voice of Gentle
man Jim rose above the din.

"You’re licked, H a y  d e n i "  he 
shouted. "Throw down that gun and 
call off your savages, and we’ll let 
you go back ashore alive. Otherwise 
you’ll be shot down like a dog!” 

Dan strove desperately to locate 
Corrigan’s position and sent his last 
two bullets in the direction from 
which the voice had come. The 
automatic clicked futilely as he 
pressed the trigger again, and he 
hurled it fiercely into the face of a 
kanaka momentarily illumined under 
one of the lanterns.

Corrigan’s curses could be heard 
even above the noise of^the renewed 
conflict. "Get the girl, Rosey I” he 
screamed. "Bring her up here! W e’ll 
see then whether this pup will listen 
to reason!’’

FOR a moment the broad face of 
Rosey Ryan was visible in the 

lantern light as he strode to the door 
of the deckhouse.

Dan was helpless. There was noth
ing left but to lead a final hopeless 
charge against those guns and go 
down beneath their fire. But ne 
would go down fighting, taking as 
many of the enemy with him as his 
strength would allow.

Dan grabbed a war-club which lay 
on the deck beside him and tensed 
himself for a spring. He would get 
Corrigan before the end, choke the 
life from that foul throat with his 
own bare hands. Then he stood still, 
struck dumb—astounded.

Rosey was almost at the deck
house door. And suddenly out of 
that doorway came a shrill, piercing 
yell, and after that yell came Ah 
Chen! Not the Ah Chen of the 
kitchen and the galley, but Ah Chen 
the Kai-Gingh. His eyes flashed 
murderously. And in each hand he 
held a foot-long, gleaming knife I 

Too late Rosey Ryan realized his 
danger. He grabbed for the re
volver he had holstered, but before
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lie could reach it Ah Chen's arms
closed around him in a terrible em
brace. Those deadly knives crossed 
behind the bully mate’s back, and 
when Ah Chen’s arms pulled wide 
their scissor-like action did itB work.

Rosen plunged to the deck almost 
cut in two!

Then Ah Chen turned upon Cor
rigan. But Gentleman Jim had no 
deBire to face those knives. Horror- 
stricken, he gazed at their dripping 
blades—and all the fight went out 
o f him. The revolver dropped from 
his nerveless hand and he ran scream
ing up the deck, straight into Dan 
Hayden’s waiting embrace.

Down in a heap the two men went, 
Dan’s hands closing tightly around 
the killer’s throat.

Corrigan’s fall ended the battle. 
With their leaders down the kana
kas became scared children. Wildly 
they threw down their guns, fled 
from the clubs of the Marquesans 
and those terrible knives of Ah 
Chen’s. From all sides of the 
schooner they sought escape in the 
black waters of the bay.

When Dan arose from the uncon
scious form of Gentleman Jim Cor
rigan there was not a living kanaka 
left on board.

VIII

DAN HAYDEN turned from 
hiB receiving set in the liv
ing room of the bungalow, 

and faced the trussed-up form of 
Gentleman Jim.

“ The French patrol cutter will be 
here for you by tomorrow evening,” 
he announced, “and will take you to 
Tahiti—if you are still alive.

“ We need a schooner badly,” Dan 
explained, “and, because of the ex
pense you put us to, it will be some 
time before we can buy one. I rather 
think yours belongs to us anyway, 
by right of capture.

“ But so there will be no hitch I 
have prepared a bill of sale convey
ing it to me. You may sign it if 
you wish—or perhaps you would 
rather explain to Ah Chen why it 
was necessary to murder his master.” 

“ Anything!” Corrigan was trem
bling with fear. "Anything—but keep 
that yellow devil away from me! I ’ll 
give you the boat—I’ll show you 
where I hid the pearls.”

“You don’t have to bother about 
the pearls,”  Dan grunted, as Corri
gan scrawled his signature to the 
bill of sale. “ Those you hid are 
hardly worth worrying about. John 
Porter's real gems have been well 
taken care of ever since his death.”

THEN he called toward the kitchen 
door.

“ I’m ready, Ah Chen.”
Quickly the Chinaman glided into 

the room. Again he waB the perfect 
house-boy, but this time instead of 
a tray of cooling drinks he carried 
the metal Buddha. He laid the im
age on the table on its back and his 
fingers expertly pressed its sides. 
There was a little click, and part of 
the bottom slid out of sight.

From the opening Dan pulled a 
quantity of wadded cotton, and at 
last a little chamois-skin bag re
warded his efforts. From its opened 
mouth a stream of gorgeouB, lustrous 
pearls poured out on the tablecloth 
—sixty beautiful matched gems, soon 
to grace the throat of Doris Hayden.

“ Well done, Ah Chen,” Dan com
plimented the faithful Chinaman.

For a moment a smile of pleasure 
lit up Ah Chen’s face; then his im
mobility returned. In his stolid ex
pression was no hint of the triumph 
he felt over his master’s murderer— 
or of his contempt for one too ig
norant to know that the men of the 
Fo-Kien Province are followers of 
Confucius and have no allegiance 
for Buddha.



Seven Sons of Satan

"One crooked move outa you and I'll blow you all to hell!"

Diabolical Treachery and Deathless Valor in a Fast- 
Moving Story of M utiny at Sea

By WILLIAM E. POINDEXTER
Author of "Tickets to Hell," etc.

C APTAIN JAMES O’HARA 
stood on the bridge of his 
old tramp steamer, the Cape

town, glaring savagely down upon 
the sullen and mutinous men who 
moved reluctantly about the deck. 
Close at hand stood a loaded auto
matic rifle, and a long-barreled Colt’s 
nestled comfortingly against his hip.

He bawled an order and the sailor 
whom he addressed turned to snarl 
up at him in evil fury. With a sud
den pantherish movement, the fight
ing Irishman slid down the ladder 
without touching the steps, and as

his feet struck the deck his horny 
fist lashed out in a blow that sent 
the sailor crashing against the rail.

In grim, silent fury he pounced 
upon the man, smashing him, bruised 
and bleeding, to the deck. Three 
other sailors circled h im  warily, 
striving to get behind him, but he 
whirled upon them, revolver in hand, 
and they fell back. Once more he 
drove them to their work, momen
tarily cowed, and climbed again to 
his post on the bridge.

As he stood there staring somberly 
out over the gray, tumbled waters,
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his big body slumped wearily against 
the rail and he Bhook his head to 
clear his aching eyes of the sleep 
that threatened to overcome him. But 
his bulldog chin, covered with a 
three day’s growth of black bristles, 
still jutted forward in grim domina
tion of the almost intolerable sit
uation.

THROUGH sheer necessity th e  
Capetown had been forced into 

war transport duty, when she should 
have been junked years before. Short- 
handed, and loaded with a precious 
cargo of airplane parts, she had 
started her slow and perilous journey 
across submarine infested waters to 
France, escorted by one destroyer.

On the second day out the de
stroyer had been forced to turn back 
w i t h  crippled engines. Captain 
O’Hara now knew that this had been 
caused by the presence o f an enemy 
spy aboard her. Hence the old tramp 
had wheezed on her way alone until, 
without warning, mutiny had broken 
out. Through a cleverly pre-arranged 
plot the loyal members of the crew 
had been doped and killed in their 
bunks or at their posts, and the 
seven murderous mutineers, in the 
employ of the enemy, had taken pos
session of the ship.

They had made two mistakes, how
ever. They had forgotten “ Sandy” 
Ferguson, chief engineer, who had 
locked himself in his engine room 
in the bowels of the ship, and they 
had failed to get Captain O’Hara.

That fighting Irishman, young in 
years but old in point of experience 
and navy service, had acted with such 
sure speed and ferocity as to take 
the mutineers by surprise. While 
they thought him securely locked in 
his cabin, he appeared before them 
where they were gathered trium
phantly in the forecastle, a hand- 
grenade in either fist, and threatened

to blow the Bhip to hell if they did 
not lay down their arms.

They looked once into his grimly 
determined face and knew that he 
meant exactly what he said. Where
upon he had confiscated all weapons, 
tossed them on deck and slammed 
the hatch shut. And there, one 
against seven, but that one a roar
ing, ravening demon of a thoroughly 
enraged Irish sea dog, he had beaten 
them to a sodden, bloody pulp and 
kicked them out on deck again. The 
only reason he had not killed them 
then and there was because he 
needed them to man the ship.

For more than two unending days 
and nights, with all the weapons 
except those belonging to himself 
and Ferguson thrown overboard, he 
had dominated the men and forced 
them to their work, and not once 
during that time had he slept or 
been off his feet. Not once during 
that time had S a n d y  Ferguson 
stepped outside h i s engine room 
where he nursed his rusty old en
gines and coaxed them into kicking 
the Capetown on her way.

So far, through unceasing vig
ilance, he had controlled the situa
tion, but at the best it would be 
three more days before the old tramp 
would make port. Could he manage 
to keep on his feet for three more 
days, knowing that one single lapse 
and those seven men would be upon 
him like so many wolves?

T HE Capetown had been turned 
into a hell ship that rivaled the 

horrors of those of a hundred years 
ago. If the seven mutineers had been 
Germans, fighting in the service of 
their native land, O’Hara would not 
have been so bitter against them, but 
they were renegades who had be
trayed their country for silver, and 
he showed them no mercy.

Keeping one eye always on the



136 TH RILLIN G ADVENTURES

man at the wheel, he turned to call 
down the tube to the engine room.

“Hey, Sandy,” he roared impatient
ly, “you gone to sleep down there? 
Can’t you keep headway on the old 
tub, or do I have to come down and 
show you how to run your own en
gines ?”

H E grinned gleefully at the steady 
stream of profanity that boiled 

up through the tube from the engine 
room. From the few coherent words 
that reached his ears he gathered 
that Sandy was at that moment sit
ting on the safety valve, that the 
boilers would undoubtedly b u r s t  
within the next ten minutes, and that 
if the captain didn’t like the way he 
waB running the engines, he, the 
captain, could get off the ship and 
walk back home.

Knowing that the faithful en
gineer was doing all in his power, 
O’Hara turned back and again swept 
the waters with anxious eyes. There 
was always the possibility of meet
ing an Allied vessel, but the pos
sibilities were still greater of run
ning afoul of a German U-boat. If 
the latter happened it would, in all 
probability, be the end.

For a moment weariness and dis
couragement overpowered the cap
tain and he slumped against the rail, 
a prey to black thoughts. He dared 
not sleep nor relax his vigilance for 
a moment, and even his g r e a t  
strength and vitality was breaking 
under the strain.

But in that moment of bitter de
feat, a ghostly yet gallant procession 
floated before his eyes. Ever since 
there had been ships to sail, there 
had been O’Haras to sail them. His
tory and legend were filled with the 
glory of their deeds.

There was that grand old sea dog, 
Timothy O’Hara, who had fought 
against the English. With his ship

on fire and a great hole ripped in 
her hull below the water line; with 
her guns wrecked and her crew dead 
and dying, he had towered amid the 
shambles, a bloody and heroic figure.

“For God’s sake, man,” cried the 
English admiral, “strike your colors!”

“ Be damned to you, sir,” roared 
back Tim, “ ’tis something I have 
never learned to do!” And he had 
gone down, his colors still flaunting 
defiance.

There were others no less heroic, 
and as they marched before James 
O’Hara in all their vanished glory, 
cheering him on, encouraging him, 
he straightened his weary body with 
a snap.

"Z.y God, and I haven’t learned 
how to strike my colors either I” he 
whispered to himself, and he thought 
that the ghost of old Tim O’Hara 
smiled upon him and saluted him 
with his cutlass.

The hours dragged wearily on to 
mid-afternoon, while Jimmy O’Hara 
stood there driving his sullen crew 
with blistering, blasphemous oaths, 
or menacing them with the rifle. 
At the slightest sign of resistance 
he was down the ladder and lash
ing out in grim, irresistible fury 
with his fists.

H IS eyes were automatically sweep
ing the sea, when suddenly he 

started and caught up his glasses. 
A half mile astern a small object was 
moving and it did not take a second 
look for him to see that it was a 
periscope. As he watched, the long 
gray back of a German sub broke the 
water and the conning tower hatch 
was thrown open.

Crouching, grim and tense on the 
bridge, O’Hara watched without a 
word. It was the end and he knew 
it, but he didn’t know how to strike 
his colors. It was the end, but he 
would go down fighting.
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“ They won’t waste a torpedo on 
us,”  he muttered to himself, but the 
next instant he knew he was wrong. 
A swift ripple of the water showed 
that a torpedo was racing straight 
upon them. He became galvanized 
to swift action.

“Hard aport there!” he roared to 
the man at the wheel. At the same 
instant he caught up the speaking 
tube. “ Submarine astern!” he yelled. 
“Give me more steam, Sandy, if you 
have to tear her guts out!”

T HE man at the wheel had been 
slow in obeying, as he knew 

nothing of the presence of the sub. 
With a savage oath O’Hara jerked 
out his revolver and sent a bullet 
smashing into the planks an inch 
from die sailor’s heel.

"Hard aport, you scum, or I’ll 
blow you to hell!” he roared vicious
ly, and the man, stricken with fear, 
threw his weight on the wheel. 
Slowly, reluctantly, the old tramp 
obeyed her helm, and as she heeled 
over O’Hara strained forward, watch
ing grimly as that menacing ripple 
sped towards them. For a moment 
he was certain that it was going to 
strike, then he released his breath in 
a gasp as it missed by scant feet.

With certain death Btaring him in 
the face, O ’Hara was thinking Bwift- 
ly and coolly. There was no possi
bility of the Capetown running away, 
nor did such a thing enter the cap
tain’s mind. With the submarine now 
straight ahead he roared orders to 
the helmsman and the steamer bore 
down upon the German with all the 
speed of which she was capable.

Backed by his ever ready revolver 
he herded the other six men forward 
near the single gun where he could 
keep an eye on them. Never once 
during the two days and nights had 
he allowed a man near that gun. It 
wm  a new four-pounder, and he

knew that it was loaded and ready 
for action.

He leaped down from the bridge 
and raced forward. “ All right, you 
lousy sons of satan,”  he yelled, “ one 
crooked move outa you and 1*11 blow 
you all to hell. Don’t think I won’t, 
either!” They saw the revolver in 
his hand, they saw the bulges in 
his pockets caused by two hand gre
nades, and they cowered away from 
him.

Without looking he knew that the 
sub was preparing to fire upon them. 
He jerked the covering from the 
four-pounder and inspected it hasti
ly. Sailor, soldier and adventurer 
as he was, he was at no Iosb as to 
how to operate the gun. Carefully, 
coolly, he sighted and made his cal
culations.

At that moment a shell threw up 
a geyser of water a few fathoms di
rectly in front of the Capetown. In 
a panic the helmsman threw the 
wheel over and instantly the cap
tain’s revolver spat once. The man 
fell moaning to the deck.

“ Take that wheel,”  he yelled to 
another of the men, his face twisted 
into demoniac lines. “ Hold h e r  
steady or I’ll blow your guts out!” 
He jerked up the revolver and the 
man ran hastily forward and swung 
the steamer back on her course.

NOTHER shell from the sub 
crashed down and the old tramp 

trembled from stem to stern. She 
had been damaged, but O'Hara could 
not tell how badly. He breathed 
with relief as the engines continued 
to throb. Yet still he held his fire. 
He was rushing to certain destruc
tion, but he wanted to take that sub 
with him. One shot was all he asked, 
but he meant to make that shot 
count.

The men were in as much danger 
as he, but so great had grown their
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hatred for him that they forgot the 
menace of the submarine and fancy
ing that they saw a chance, rushed 
him. In whirling to meet the rush 
he fumbled his revolver and it fell 
from his hand. Before he could 
stoop to pick it up they were upon 
him.

AGGED missile hurled by one 
of them Btruck him a glancing 

blow on the side of the head, caus
ing the blood to cascade down his 
neck. He staggered, on the verge of 
unconsciousness, and s t r uc k  out 
blindly. The thud of his fist against 
flesh seemed to revive him and he 
met them with piston-like jolts from 
his big fists, fighting savagely and 
with ruthless coolness.

But they were five against one 
and they were desperate. They 
knew they were going to die, but 
they intended to get the captain first. 
Time after time he drove them back, 
but they pressed in again.

That fight on the deck of the 
doomed hell ship, threatened with 
instant destruction by the submarine, 
was as weird a battle as was ever 
seen on land or sea. Half-stunned 
by the blow on the head and weak
ening rapidly from loss of blood, 
Captain O’Hara stood with his mus
cular legs wi de  apart, his fists 
swinging in blows that were like the 
kick of a mule.

A shell from the sub 6wept across 
the deck but they did not heed nor 
hear it. A giant sailor succeeded in 
ducking under O’Hara’s guard and 
coming to grips, his great hands 
clawing at the captain’s throat. As 
he struggled to keep his feet, he saw 
another sailor creeping towards him 
on hands and knees. Swiftly the 
man reached out his hand for the re
volver that lay on the deck between 
O’Hara’s feet.

If they got possession of the gun,

he was done for. Watching his 
chance, the captain crashed his heel 
down on the eagerly reaching hand, 
grinding it into the deck, and was 
conscious of a thrill of satisfaction 
as the man screamed in agony and 
rolled away. With a deft twist of 
his arms and shoulders he broke the 
grip of the man who had grappled 
with him, and swung his fist to the 
jaw.

Six inches only that fist traveled, 
but the blow crushed the bone as if 
it had been an egg shell, and the 
giant tottered, out on his feet. With 
a swift movement, an almost unbe
lievable muscular effort, he caught 
the man by belt and collar and 
heaved him bodily at the others. 
They all went down in a squirming, 
tangled heap and he bent and caught 
up the revolver.

But they were beaten once more 
and he whirled to the gun. The 
Germans had not tried to maneuver 
the submersible out of the way, cer
tain that they could sink the steamer 
before she could do any damage. The 
two ships were close together and 
O'Hara could see that the Germans 
were preparing to fire again. He 
swung the gun upon her.

IN that moment of conflict and 
deadly peril he knew of admira

tion for the way Sandy Ferguson was 
handling his engines. Clouds of black 
smoke were pouring from the stacks 
of the tramp, and she was kicking 
along at a full two knots faster than 
she had ever moved in her palmiqpt 
days. O’Hara expected the boilers 
to blow her bottom out at any mo
ment, and he did not care much, just 
so he got in a shot at the sub.

He stepped back and jerked the 
lanyard. The four-pounder roared 
viciously, but on the recoil she tore 
loose from her moorings, crashed 
across the deck and disappeared into
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the sea on the other side with a 
hissing splash. O’Hara scarcely no
ticed the disappearance of the gun, 
so intently was he watching the ef
fect of the shot.

WITH a yell of triumph he saw 
the sub lurch violently as the 

shell crashed into her stern. She was 
probably not much damaged but he 
was certain that the shell had knock
ed her propellers loose and that was 
as much as he could ask. There was 
utter confusion for a moment on the 
submarine and the captain took full 
advantage of it.

With a bellowing roar he raced to 
the wheel, all weakness forgotten, 
and brushed the helmsman aside with 
one sweep of his powerful arm. He 
was certain that the U-boat was too 
badly damaged to follow him, but 
her guns were still in working or
der. Throwing the wheel hard over, 
he sheered off, striving to put as 
much distance between the two ships 
as possible before the German crew 
recovered from their confusion and 
sunk him with a well-placed shot.

He zig-zagged the C apetow n  back 
and forth in an erratic course, but 
he owed his safety to the fact 
that the Germans were not expert 
marksmen. Shell after shell sent up 
spouts of water on every side, but 
presently they began to fall short 
and the steamer was out of danger.

O’Hara motioned to one of the 
men to take the wheel, and went for
ward. A gaping hole had been torn 
high up in the bow, but so far as he 
could discover the shell had done no 
further damage. He staggered back 
to his post on the bridge. Reaction 
was setting in and a numbness was 
creeping over him. But he knew the 
men were watching him for any sign 
of weakness, knew that their hatred 
for him had been redoubled and that 
they would attack if they thought 
they had the slightest chance.

He explained the situation to Saindy 
through the speaking tube, then made 
a rough bandage for his wounded 
head. He had been forced to throw 
his rifle overboard to prevent its fall
ing into the hands of his enemies, 
and he was armed only with his re
volver and two hand-grenades.

Again despair was creeping over 
him. If the gun had not kicked it
self loose from the deck he would 
have stayed to fight it out with the 
German, because he knew that she 
was equipped with wireless and 
would summon aid without delay. 
Those waters were infested with U- 
boats and German war vessels, and 
it would not be long until they 
would be down upon him like wolves.

His one hope now was that they 
would not arrive until after night
fall. He might be able to avoid them 
in the darkness, and every hour saw 
him drawing nearer to the shores of 
France and the possibility of encoun
tering Allied ships. He cursed the 
inefficiency of the Naval Department 
in not providing him with wireless, 
or for that matter in sending him 
to sea with a priceless cargo, in a 
tub that was fit for nothing but tho 
boneyard.

HE calculated that there was al
most three hours more of day

light, and settled himself as com
fortably as possible, conserving his 
strength. Almost exhausted as he 
was, his eyelids closed time after 
time, and time after time he jerked 
himself back to wakefulness. Finally 
in desperation he rubbed tobacco in 
his eyes, the pain of it clearing his 
head effectively.

He was aware that his every move
ment was being observed by the 
crew, all of whom were on deck. The 
man he had shot had not been 
wounded severely.

“Seven sons of Satan,” he muttered 
to himself as he glared down upon
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them. “They know I need ’em to 
run the ship so they ain’t afraid. 
Think I’m about done, huh? By all 
the gods, I ’ll show 'em that Tim 
O'Hara isn’t done till he’s dead!”

L IKE vultures gathering about a 
dying animal, the men were 

drawing in, growing more insolent 
every moment as they saw his bloody, 
haggard figure swaying with exhaus
tion. But even yet the murderers 
had not learned the mighty spirit 
that dominated the captain’s body.

One of them standing just below 
the bridge leered up at him. “We 
know we’re dead men unless we 
croak you,” growled the sailor. “If 
the Jerries don’t git U9 we’ll be hung 
fer murder, but we’ll git you first, 
you—” He trailed off into a stream 
of filthy abuse.

As he continued to lean wearily 
against the rail, apparently not re
senting the insult, they grew bolder, 
crowding in closer beneath h i m, 
laughing at him, threatening him, 
mocking him. They did not see his 
muscles slowly tighten, nor the blaze 
of passion that lit his blue eyes un
til he spoke. His voice v/as low, 
but it was vitriolic in its clipped 
syllables.

“Listen, you dirty scum,” he rasp
ed, “you think you’ve got me, huh? 
Think I’m at the end of my rope, do 
you? Well, get this and get it 
straight. I’m taking this ship into 
port and all the Jerries this side of 
hell can’t stop me. As for a mangy 
bunch of wharf rats like you—”

He spat upon them in utter con
tempt, then with that miraculous 
mastery of spirit over matter which 
was his, he leaped over the rail in 
sudden dynamic action, l a nd i ng  
squarely upon the shoulders of one 
of the men and crushing him to the 
deck.

With cat-like agility he was in* 
stantly on his feet. He was going to

teach them once and for all that he 
was their master; he waa going to 
break their spirits bo that they would 
never lift a hand to him again, and 
he would undoubtedly have suc
ceeded if it had not been for an un
expected flirt of fate.

As he landed on the detk his re
volver had been jolted from his belt 
As it skidded across the deck one of 
the men snatched it up and fired 
blindly. O’Hara felt a terrific blow 
on the side of his already wounded 
head, then he felt himself falling 
into a black gulf of oblivion.

When he finally recovered con
sciousness to find himself securely 
bound, he was vastly surprised that 
they had not killed him instantly. 
But as he listened to their talk, sick 
with the bitterness of defeat, he 
realized why he had not been put to 
death. They were not going to let 
him off so easily.

The renegades were going to carry 
out their original plan, that of Bur- 
rendering the ship to the Germans, 
when the tramp would either be con
fiscated or else the men would be 
taken off and the ship sunk. In either 
event the men would be safe enough. 
But in the meantime they meant to 
revenge themselves in full upon  
O’Hara.

TO one of O’Hara’s fighting breed 
the indignity waa almost unbear

able but he maintained a proud si
lence, even when they jerked him to 
his feet, spat upon him, kicked him 
and reviled him. Tiring of that, a 
long length of rope was fastened to 
his body and he was led to the stern. 
Here he put up one last desperate 
scrap, but bound as he was they eas
ily overpowered him and cast him 
overboard.

He struck with a splash that 
knocked the breath out of him, and 
sank down and down into the gray- 
green depths. He thought of filling
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his lungs with water and ending it 
once and for all, but that indomitable 
spirit would not let him take what 
he considered the coward’s way out. 
In spite of everything there was 
something within him that would not 
quite let him give up hope. He had 
to fight as long as life lasted. So 
old Tim O’Hara had fought.

As the rope tightened he was 
jerked to the surface and managed 
to fill his lungs with fresh air be
fore he was rolled under again. 
There followed twenty minutes of 
hell that seemed like twenty years.

HE had a moment of hope when 
the new ropes that bound his 

arms loosened s l i g h t l y  so they 
stretched under the jerking. A mo
ment later and his hands were free. 
Another instant and he had kicked 
off the ropes that bound his feet. He 
chuckled suddenly to himself as he 
found that the grenades were still 
in his pockets, having been over
looked by the renegades.

He did not try at once to climb 
back on board, knowing that would 
be fatal, but by spreading his arms 
and legs he was able to volplane 
through the water without being 
ducked under and strangled, A few 
minutes later he was aware that the 
men were no longer grouped about 
the stern rail, watching him, and lift
ing himself upon a rolling wave he 
saw a smudge of smoke on the 
horizon.

Slowly he began to draw himself 
towards the ship hand over hand, 
until he noticed a white flag flutter 
out from the bow. He knew then 
beyond doubt that the vessel which 
they had sighted was a German, and 
the thought of the dastardly surren
der filled him with a sudden rage.

Perhaps the Germans would get 
him, after all, but first he would set
tle with those Beven sons of satan 
on board the Capetow n. With the

two bombs in hiB pockets which 
weighed him down, he could send 
them to hell. After that he would go 
down with his colors flying, knowing 
that he had done his best.

As he rolled from side to side in 
the wash of the steamer’s screws, he 
caught sight of a black fin darting 
along in his wake, and dauntless as 
he was, it sent a thrill of horror 
through him.

F r a n t i c a l l y  he drew in on
the rope, always keeping a wary 

eye over his shoulder. The shark was 
darting back and forth through the 
water, undecided as to whether to at
tack or not, but every moment it 
grew bolder.

O’Hara knew that  the moment 
would come when it would make its 
final strike. And he was utterly 
helpless. He glanced despairingly 
up at the stern of the ship. Evident
ly the men had forgotten him, and 
anyway he could expect no help from 
them. A sudden thought came to 
him.

The g r e na d e s !  Frantically he 
clawed at his pocket until he got one 
of them out. He held it up, inspect
ing it as well as he could, and 
thought that the water had not dam
aged it. He snapped out the pin 
with his teeth, held the lever down 
with his finger and waited. The shark 
darted back and forth more swiftly 
now, coming nearer each time, nerv
ing itself for the final dash at this 
tempting and apparently helpless bait 
that dangled along under its nose.

But when the attack came it was 
so swift as to almost take the cap
tain by surprise. With a flirt of its 
tail the hungry shark darted for
ward, and O’Hara hurled the gren
ade with all his strength. It struck 
the water directly over the shark’s 
head, exploded with a terrific concus
sion that tore the giant fish to shreds. 

For a moment the captain was
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stunned, unable to do more than 
cling helplessly to the rope while the 
water rolled him over and over. Pres
ently he recovered and g l anc e d  
anxiously up towards the stern.

K NOWING that he had no time 
to lose, O’Hara again drew in 

on the rope, inching hiB body pain
fully along through the water, find
ing progress more difficult after he 
got within the direct wash of the 
steamer’s screws. But so great was 
the indomitable fighting heart of the 
Irish captain that nothing short of 
Budden death could have stopped him.

He had given up hope of piloting 
his ship safely to port, but at least 
he would send those seven sons of 
Satan to hell, drag down that igno
minious white flag, and break out the 
Stars and Stripes before he went to 
the bottom. Why, if he died under 
the white flag of surrender, even if 
he himself was not responsible for it, 
the shade of old Timothy O’Hara 
would hound him throughout hell!

The fact that the Capetow n  had a 
high, overhanging poop was all that 
saved him from being cut to pieces 
by the churning propeller blades. As 
it was it took the last ounce of his 
great strength to drag himself clear 
of the sucking water and up the slip
pery, swaying rope until he could 
clutch the rail with his hands.

He paused there a moment to catch 
his breath and look cautiously about 
him. The seven men were all gath
ered forward, staring eagerly at a 
German destroyer that was swiftly 
approaching off the port bow. To 
the rear of her a German U-boat was 
racing as fast as her Diesels could 
kick her along.

O’Hara nodded in acceptance of 
the situation. At any rate he would 
die honorably, and that old ancestor 
of his would have no cause to be 
ashamed of him. But he would 
have to work fast.

Quietly the captain drew him
self up over the rail, took the 
grenade from his pocket and pulled 
the pin, being careful to hold the 
lever down until he was ready to 
throw it. Then he went forward in 
a pantherish rush, roaring his chal
lenge of hate at the top of his voice. 
Down below, Sandy Ferguson was 
still nursing his engines, all uncon
scious of what was transpiring above 
decks. Stricken with consternation, 
the seven men turned to behold that 
rushing Nemesis which had risen 
from the sea.

On and on he rushed. His arm 
lifted, swept forward, and the gren
ade left his hand with the force of 
a bullet. The men scattered wildly, 
but they were too late. The grenade 
let loose with a rending concussion 
that mangled flesh and left a gaping 
hole in the deck.

Without a moment’s waste of pre
cious time, O’Hara rushed below, 
caught up a flag and again Bped to 
the deck. That hateful and igno
minious white rag came down with 
a rush and an instant later the 
Stars and Stripes snapped in the 
breeze.

HE stepped back with a smile— 
satisfied. Now let them sink him 

and be damned to them. He looked 
out across the water and started in 
sudden surprise. The two German 
boats had swerved from their course 
and were beating a hasty retreat. Un
noticed by them all, two United 
States destroyers were plowing the 
waves from the opposite direction, 
and as if in answer to the flag on 
the Capetow n, the Stars and Stripes 
snapped forth from above their steel 
ramming prows.

Captain Jimmy O’Hara slumped 
wearily to the deck, but as he lay 
there it seemed to him that the spirit 
of that brave old sea dog, Tim 
O’Hara, stood smiling above him.



O O R A Y  fo r  the N .R .A . !  
A d v e n tu r in g  in a b ig  w ay  

is c o m in g  back, and c o m in g  
back  w ith  a b a n g !  W h e t h e r  o r  n ot  
the N .R .A .  is e n t ire ly  resp on s ib le  fo r  
th is  re n e w e d  a c t iv i ty  in the e x p lo r a 
t io n  field, w e  are n ot  certain . But 
the fa c t  rem ains that there are a 
great m any  e x p e d it io n s  fo r m in g  and 
g e t t in g  u n der  w ay  a fter  a lo n g  
p e r io d  o f  in act iv ity .  T h e  B lu e  E a g le  
is ta k in g  to its w in g s  and search 
in g  f o r  u n k n o w n  lands.

B E Y O N D  T H E  S O U T H  P O L E

R ea r  A d m ira l  B y rd ,  S ir  H u b er t  
W i l k in s  and L in c o ln  E l ls w o r th  are 
m a k in g  a c o n ce r te d  a ttem pt to g an g  
up  on  the u n k n o w n  re g io n s  b e y o n d  
the b leak  and barren  S ou th  P o le .  
T h e s e  three  leaders are ta ck lin g  the 
A n ta rc t ic  re g io n s  f r o m  d if fe ren t  
bases, but w ith  one s in g le  idea in 
m in d :  T o  fill in the blank spaces on 
the map, w h ic h  u p  to th is  time has 
been  m arked  “ u n k n o w n ”  terr itory .

T h e  o ld  S ou th  P o le  is g o in g  to 
get a t h o r o u g h  g o in g  ov er  th is  c o m 
in g  year. W h e n  B y rd ,  W i lk in s  and 
E l ls w o r th  return  fr o m  their  p lanned  
e x p e d it io n s  som etim e  in 1935, there 
w i l l  be v e ry  fe w  r e g io n s  still  m arked  
“ u n k n o w n ”  o n  the m aps o f  A n tartica .

A d m ira l  B y r d  sa y s :  “ I in ten d  this 
t im e to  m ake a c lo se  and care fu l  
su rv ey  o f  the still  u n k n o w n  lands 
b e y o n d  the great ice  barrier. T h e  
airplanes, w h ic h  I w i l l  fly m y s e l f  
th is  tim e, w i l l ,  as a lw ays, p lay a b ig  
part in m y  plans. B ut I am d e p e n d in g

on  d o g s  and s ledges  to do  the rea lly  
e x a c t in g  w o r k .”

A  N E W  D E P A R T U R E

T h is  is a s l ig h t ly  new  departure  fo r  
the fo rm er  N a vy  officer. F lo y d  B e n 
nett and H a ro ld  June w ere  his p i lo ts  
on  his p re v io u s  flights in b o th  the 
A r c t i c  and the A n ta rc t ic .  A n d  d o g s  
and s ledges  w ere  used very  little. H e  
is tak in g  a lo n g  w ith  h im  on  the Bear, 
the fa m ou s  o ld  A r c t i c  cutter, 150 
sp e c ia l ly  bred  and tra ined s ledge  
d o g s  w ith  e x p e r ie n ce d  drivers.

“ M y  p u rp o se ,”  says L in c o ln  E l ls 
w orth ,  " is  to  fly across  the vast A n t 
arc t ic  co n t in e n t  f r o m  one side to  the 
other , a d istance  o f  a lm ost 2,000 
m iles . M o s t  o f  th is  fl ight w i l l  be 
o v e r  lands n ever  b e fo r e  e x p lo re d .  I  
w an t to  determ in e  their  aspect, and 
w hat poss ib le  e f fe c t  the m ou n ta in s  
there  m ay  have u p on  the w eath er  o f  
the S ou th ern  h em isphere , also the 
p oss ib i l i t ie s  f o r  e x p lo ita t io n  o f  m in 
erals .”

W i lk in s  w i l l  base at E n d b e r y  L an d  
and w o rk  in co -o p e ra t io n  w ith  E l ls 
w o r th  a fter  his fl ight there f r o m  the 
R o ss  Sea on the o p p o s ite  side o f  the 
vast A n ta rc t ic  continent .

M A R V E L S  O F  T H I S  E R A

A\1 these e x p lo re rs  w i l l  keep  in 
da ily , a lm ost h ou r ly  con tact  w ith  the 
ou ts id e  w o r ld  b y  means o f  rad io  and 
sp ec ia l  sh ort-w ave  w ire less  sets.

S u ch  are the m arvels  o f  the pres
ent age  I

S u ch  c lose  and intim ate co n ta c t
143
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w ith  the outBide w o r ld  w as  im p o s 
sible just  a fe w  short years ago. R o a ld  
A m u n d sen  and C apta in  S cott ,  w h o  
w ere  the first m en  to  reach the South  
P o le ,  had no  Buch equipm ent.

W h e n  A m u n d s e n  and a fe w  c o m 
panions le ft  his base ship, the Fran
heim, f r o ze n  in the R o s s  Sea and be
gan his trek  to  the P o le ,  he p lu n g e d  
into  a vast u n k n o w n  w o r ld  o f  s i len ce  
and s im p ly  d isappeared  f o r  a per iod  
o f  m onths.

“ I f  I d o n ’t return  w ith in  60 days 
f r o m  the tim e I have to ld  y o u  I 
w o u ld ,"  he said to  the com m a n d er  in 
ch arge  o f  his base, ju s t  as he turned 
his fee t  tow ards  the sou th  to  b eg in  
his h is tor ic  dash to  the P o le ,  " g e t  
the Franheim ou t  o f  the ice  and re
turn  to  N orw a y . D o n ’t w a it  any  
longer .  I  shall reach  the P o le  and 
return  b y  that tim e o r  n ot  at a ll.”

N e ith er  h is  m en  on  the Franheim 
n o r  the ou ts id e  w o r ld  heard an y th in g  
f r o m  him  until  he cam e back to  his 
base again, som e s ix  m on th s  later, 
and a n n ou n ced  th ro u g h  the sh ip ’s ra
d io  that he had d isco v e re d  the S outh  
P o le .  H e  had reached  it on  D e ce m 
ber  14th, 1911, and stayed  there three 
days m a k in g  observations.

A t  the same tim e A m u n d se n  was 
Bledging o v e r  the ice, Captain  S cott , 
the E n g lish m an , w as tre k k in g  a lo n g  
in a l ike  d ire c t io n  w ith  three c o m 
pan ions. S c o t t ’s base ship, the 
Erebus, was fro ze n  in the barrier  ice 
som e 250 m iles  f r o m  A m u n d s e n ’s 
Franheim, but he started his trek  to  
the P o le  som e m on th s  earlier. A t  
t im es the ir  paths m ust have a lm ost 
crossed  w hen  near in g  the P o le ,  yet 
n e ith er  had the s lightest  idea  o f  
w h ere  the o th er  was. T h e y  had no 
portab le , l ig h tw e ig h t  radios then.

T H E  T R A G E D Y  O F  S C O T T

C apta in  S co t t  reached  the P o le  
in January, 1912, o n ly  to  find that 
A m u n d sen  had beaten  h im  to  it by  a 
m ere  th ir ty  day6. S co tt  never  re

tu rn ed  to  c iv i l iz a t io n  to  a n n ou n ce  
h is  feat. H is  heart and h is  sp ir it  
w ere  broken . T h u s  w eaken ed , he d ied  
f r o m  ex p o su re  on  the h om ew a rd  trek. 
H is  c o m p a n io n s  bu ried  h im  w h e re  he 
fe l l  —  in the ever lasting  ice  o f  the 
A n ta rct ic .

H is  su cce ss fu l  rival, A m u n dsen , 
w as to  m eet the same fate  years later. 
H is  b o d y  lies n o w  som ew h ere  in the 
A r c t i c  reg ion s  around  S p itzbergen . 
O n  a m iss ion  o f  m ercy , he flew to  
the r e l ie f  o f  the d istressed  G eneral 
N ob ile ,  in  the i l l - fa ted  Italia and was 
never heard o f  again. T h o u g h  he w as 
on  none  to o  f r ie n d ly  term s w ith  the 
Ita lian  ex p lo re r ,  his last w o rd s  a9 he 
to o k  o f f  and was sw a l lo w e d  up in the 
A r c t i c  m ists w e r e :

" H e ’s a f e l l o w  e x p lo re r  in distress. 
I  m ust fly to  his r e l i e f ! ”

H e  gave his l i fe  in the attempt. 
L a ter  N o b ile  was saved.

I N T O  T H E  B L U E
P r o fe s s o r  A n d re ,  w h o  m ade an at

tem pt to  reach  the N o r th  P o le  by  
b a l lo o n  in 1897, m et the same fate. 
H e  s im p ly  d isappeared  in to  the b lue  
and vanished  f r o m  sight. O n e  m e s 
sage came back  b y  carr ier  p ig e o n .  
T h a t  w as all, f o r  a lm ost  th ir ty  years 
— w h e n  m ost  a s to n ish in g  n ew s w as  
flashed ou t  o f  the n o r th  (b y  r a d io ) .  
T h e  rem ains o f  A n d r e  and  h is  tw o  
co m p a n io n s  had been  fou n d , also  
rem nants  o f  h is  b a l lo o n  Oernen. A n d  
— w hat w as m ore  im portan t —  his 
d iary , g iv in g  an au th en tic  r e co rd  o f  
the last days  b e fo r e  h is  death  b y  
starvation  and  e x p osu re  in the heart
less, then s ilen t  w astes  o f  the f o r 
b id d in g  A r c t i c .

E x p lo r in g  b e fo re  the d a y s  o f  ra d io  
w as so m e th in g  d if fe re n t  than it  is 
n ow . E x p lo r e r s  d iv e d  in to  the u n 
k n o w n  and w ere  lost  to  c iv i l iz a t io n  
f o r  years. T h e y  heard n o th in g  o f  
the ou ts ide  w o r ld .  T h e  ou ts id e  w o r ld  
heard n o th in g  o f  them  until  they  
cam e out again—if  th ey  ever  did.

T h e  airplane and the rad io  have



LIVING
YOUTHFULLY

Even After 6  0
Thousands of Men Prove 
the Wonders of This New 
Drugless Gland Stimulant

Tt/TANY men have a false no- 
-1-VJ. tion about the real signifi
cance o f rejuvenation. This 
misinformation has been great
ly fostered by the distorted 
newspaper accounts of Euro
pean gland operations. These 
spectacular operations are but 
one aspect o f a subject which 
is o f the utmost practical im
portance to aging men.

Rejuvenation is not merely 
an attempt to turn back the 
hands o f time. It is not just 
a whim or vanity that inter
ests men past middle age in 
the subject of rejuvenation. 
'Few men past the prime of life 
are interested in rejuvenation 
simply for the sake o f growing 
younger or prolonging life.
Robust Health . . . Abounding 

Energy
B y  fa r  tho  m ost Im portant aspect 

P f re ju v en a tion  Is health . . . fre e 
d om  from  pa in , w eakn ess, d e b ility  
a n d  certa in  d is tre ss in g  and often  
p a in fu l sy m p to m s  so  com m on  to 
p ld  age.

So little  Is ge n e ra lly  kn ow n  about 
th e  s u b je c t  o f  g la n d s  thut it w ou ld

Rro b n b ly  am aze m any men to  learn 
lat m ost o f  th e ir  su ffe r in g  and 

d is tre ss  o fttlm ca  Is due to  the  fu il- 
u re  o f  the t in y  p rosta te  gland .

Symptoms of Gland Trouble
W hen this vital gland slows up In 

men past middle age it often hyper
trophies —  and becomes congested, 
swollen and greatly Increased In b I z o . 
In this condition it often beam or 
presses on the bladder and colon—thus 
directly causing severe bladder trouble, 
frequent nightly rising, broken sleep, 
and not infrequently, both chronic con
stipation and hemorrhoids.

Are You Blaming These 
Troubles on Approaching Age?

ProsUts trouble la also the frequent cause 
Of debility, weakness, pains In the back, 
feet and lees, chronic fatigue. and a ten- 
oral lack of ambition, a feeling of ace. 
decoration and Irritability. Few people resi
ts* how widespread It Is. Borne medical

men believe, however, thit 
fully two-thirds of all men 
past tho ago of 50 have somo 
or all of thoHO symptoms of 
gland disorder. I'ntold thou
sands of aging men suffer in 
this way and do not know the 
oauso. For the most part they 
blame these troubles on ap
proaching ago.

There Is no modlclno known 
which W ill  reduce tho swollen
?restate gland to normal size.

'alllatlvo treatment Is by 
Anger massage and physio
therapy methods. When the 
gland swells beyond the abil
ity of palliative measures to 
correct, the only alternative 
is to remove It. which Is a 
serious surgical operation 
every man would llko to avoid.

A Safe Home Method o f 
Natural Stimulation

Now you ota  stimulate the prostite 
gland in a safe, natural way. This dis
covery goes directly to  the area of the 
eland without druse, medicine, diets, or ap
plication of electricity, and greatly Increases 
the circulation.* The method Is as safe and 
harmless as washing your hands. It Is easy 
and pleasant to use In the privacy of your 
own home. It has the enthusiastic endorse
ment of many noted physicians. One doctor 
says of this treatment: "A  hundred years 
ahead o f modem medicine: a thousand years 
ahead of the surgeon's knife."

100.000  men have already used this remark
able treatment with the most amazing results 
In many esses. Often noticeable relief comes 
almost overnight. Quick as la tho responso 
to this treatment. U Is by no means merely 
> temporary relief, but It Is doelgned to re
lieve the distressing symptoms by correcting 
the cause I

Feel Ten Years Younger
While It Is not claimed that tho treatment 

will actually make you grow younger, the 
method 1a  s o  amazingly effective that It Is 
offered under an agreement that unless you 
ffbl ten years younger In seven 
days the treatments cost nothing.

Remarkable Book FREE
This new discovery Is of such 

universal and far-reaching Impor
tance in the health, activity and robust 
vigor of men past 40 that It is described in 
a remarkable 24-page llustratud book, "W hy 
Many Men Are Old at 40."

Mail the Blank at Right
If you haro this gland trouble or any of 

the symptoms mentioned, writ* today for 
this free book. You can ask yourgelr cer
tain frank questions that may reveal your 
true condition. Every man past 40 should 
make this test, as Insidious prostate dis
order often leads to surgery This book Is 
entirely free, but mall the coupon Imme
diately, as the edition is limited. Address

W. i. KIRK, Pr**., Ths El#etr» ThamaJ Cs, 
1272 Morris Aveau#, 8taub«vllle, Obi#.

If you live West of tbs 
Rockies, address The Electro 
Thermal Co.. 500 W o . Fox 
Bldg., DepU 12-C, Los An-
3elee, Calif. In Canada. id** 

ress The Electro Thermal Co., 
Desk 12-C, 53 Yocge Street. 
Toronto. Canada.

W. I. KIRK.Pre#.,
The Eleetro Thermal C*.,
1272 MsrHa Ave., Steubenville, Obi# 

Please mall at ones a FREE copy of 
the booklet "W hy Many Men Are Old at 
40" and all dctalla of tho new treatment, 
I am not obligated In any way.

Nirao .................................................. ..

Address ....................................................... ....

City...........................................  State.
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ch a n g e d  ex p lo r in g .  But they  haven ’t 
taken the adventure out o f  it. D an ger  
lurks in the u n k n ow n  sky  trails as 
w ell  as it does  in the ice  o r  ju n g le s  
o f  u n k n ow n  lands.

A  D R A M A T I C  M E S S A G E
T h is  last statem ent is g ra p h ica l ly  

portrayed  b y  Captain  B i l l  E r w in ’s 
a ttem pted  flight to  H o n o lu lu  in the 
w ake o f  the m iss in g  D o le  flyers in 
that m em orab le  but tra g ic  air derby  
across  the Pacific .

Seven  planes started in that tra g ic  
race. O n ly  tw o  w o n  th ro u g h — those 
p i lo ted  by  A r t  G oebe l  and M artin  
Jensen. T h e  o th er  five w ere  never  
heard o f  again. E rw in ,  in a fast 
plane eq u ip p ed  w ith  rad io  opera tor ,  
to o k  o f f  tw o  days later to  m ake a 
sea and sk y  search  f o r  the m iss in g  
flyers.

F o r  seven  h ou rs  he k ept up an un 
in terru p ted  co m m u n ica t io n  w ith  San 
F r a n c i s c o ;  s im ple  p ro sa ic  reports , 
s ta t in g  that e v e r y th in g  was w e ll ,  but 
that he had seen n o  trace o f  the 
m iss in g  planes o r  p ilots .

T h e n  cam e a h ect ic  w h in in g  o f  his 
rad io  carrier  wave. T h e  shore  o p e ra 
tors, w h o  w ere  l is te n in g  to  the re 
ports , tensed ov er  th e ir  r e ce iv in g  
sets. E r w in ’s rad io  se n d in g  outfit was 
a c t in g  u p l  T h e  g en era tor  w as sp eed 
in g  u n du ly . T h e n  came the s c re e ch 
in g  s igna ls  f r o m  E r w in ’s operator , 
h e c t ic ,  sh r il lin g , h ig h  p itched .

“ W e ’re in a d ive— fa l l in g — ’’ T h e n  
a m om en t o f  silence . Captain  E r w in  
m ust have been  ba tt l in g  at the c o n 
trols. T h e n :  “ W e ’ re ou t  o f  it— no—  
w e ’re d iv in g  again— ”  the sen d in g  
g en erator  began  to  s in g  d i z z i l y  
“ — w e ’ re in a sp in— s p in n in g — alm ost 
to  the w ater— can ’t get it ou t— still 
sp in n in g — ”

T h e n  abrupt s i lence . T h e  g en era 
to r  hum  had s top p ed  com p le te ly .

T H E  S I L E N T  S Q U A D R O N
N o b o d y  saw  C apta in  E r w in ’s plane 

sp in  in to  the w ater. B u t  h undreds  
o f  ears ca u g h t  that last h ect ic  m es

sage f r o m  h is  ra d io  o p era tor .  I t  was 
a drama o f  the n th  d eg ree . N a v y  v e s 
sels and p assen g er  sh ip s  raced  to  the 
sp o t  w h ere  he had last g iv en  h is  p o 
sit ion , but th e y  f o u n d  n o  trace o f  
h im  or  his plane. H e  had g o n e  to  
jo in  the S ilen t  S qu a d ron  o f  his f e l 
low s, the five he had set o u t  to  res 
cue— like A m u n d sen .

B ut his death, and the d isap pear
ance  o f  the o th e r  five, gave  b ir th  to  
a th e o ry  w h ic h  hasn ’ t y e t  been  d is 
proved .

S o m e w h e re  on  the P acif ic ,  be tw een  
San F ra n c is co  and H o n o lu lu ,  there  is 
a perpetu a l “ hole  in the a ir” — a sp o t  
w h ere  there is a s w e e p in g  d o w n d r a f t  
o f  air currents. E rw in ,  as w e l l  as 
the o th er  five, fe l l  in to  th is  “ h o le  in 
the a ir ”  and p lu n g e d  in to  the water.

Y es , dan ger  still  lu rks in the s k y 
w a y s  and ju n g le  trails, d esp ite  the 
in ven tion  o f  the a irp lane and the ra
d io .  A n d  as lo n g  as there is dan g er  
there  w i ll  be adventurers . W h e n e v e r  
there is no  danger, a d v en tu r in g  w i l l  
b e co m e  a par lor  gam e l ik e  t id d ly 
w inks . But that seem s a l o n g  tim e 
off.

H a rry  Palm er, o f  N e w  Y o r k  C ity ,  
has w r it te n  in to  Y e  O ld e  G lo b e  
T r o t te r ,  and the letter he has w r it te n  
g iv es  us an idea. W e ’ ll p r in t  the 
le tter  first, then  sp r in g  the n e w  idea.

M O R E  A B O U T  S N A K E S
Dear Globe Trotter:

I am writing this letter in reply to Mr. 
Patty’s inquiry about snakes in the Sep
tember issue of TH RILLING ADVEN 
TURES. Please publish it so he can read 
it, or else mail it to him. I would write 
direct if I knew his address.

He was interested in snake farming and 
asked about the possibilities of making a 
living, collecting venom. I am interested 
in the same thing, and had intended to go 
to Florida—my home state— and collect 
about fifty diamond-backs to start my 
serpentariura. Ten dollars an ounce seem
ed like good money to me, but I thought 
it best to check up first, so I went to see 
Dr. Ditmars of the New York Zoological 
Society.

(C on tin u ed  on page 148)



A NEW LIFETIME BUSINESS
 ̂1 <***% « |

m ' s i

NO HI GH P R E S S U R E  SELLING  
NO HOUSE-TO-HOUSE CANVASSING
INCOME EQUAL TO REQUIREMENTS 
OF THE HIGH-GRADE BUSINESS MAN
E . Lawson, o f  Tennessee, clears $108 profit h it flrgt 3 days in this 
business. He tops off these earnings with $113 profit on a single 
deal a few  days later. J . C. May. Conn., cleared $ ta t .35 the first 
rung days he worked. J. E. Loomis, Oregon, earns $145 his first 
nina days. A. W . Farnsworth, Utah, nets $64.16 his first day. a 
Saturday. S. Clair, New York, writes he la clearing as nigh as $70 
a day. W. F . Main, Iowa, cleans up Jf9I..50 in 9 days. B. Y. Becton, 
Kansas, starts out with $530.35 net for  40 days w ork l These men 
are beginners. How could they enter a field totally new to them and 
earn Buch remnrkable Rums in these desperate tim es? Read the 
answer in </ii« antiounerrnenf. Read about ft new business that 
does away with the need for high pressure selling. A rich field that 
is creating n<*w money-making frontiers for wide-awake men. 
Those who en ter now  trill pioneer— to them will g o  the choicest 
opportunities.

F0U R H 5 S A L E S  D A ILY  P A Y $280 W E E K LY
I NSTALLI NG NEW BUSINESS SPECIALTY ON FREE T R I A L -  
MAKING TREMENDOUS CASH SAVINGS IN OPERATING COSTS FOR 
THOUSANDS OF CONCERNS THROUGHOUT THE U. S. AND CANADA
$4,707 Savings For ^  ^  Brilliant Record of Success
One Kansas Store 
in Two Months
flarden Ridgeway of Kansas 
Invests $88.f>0 and sirr-rs 
t 4 ,707.00 between A yrl 1 
frth and June 2ii: H> >»vl
Lumber and F t o .  W ot 
'Virginia. f l  J. report
savings ire.’f oi r ;  $;.>•»//. » n ;
Fox lc« and Coal < o .. Wis
consin. 1 ■
Haiti more Sporting G.:o‘.s 
(store 4nt*r.«‘» 5!*S. .•■;i • t
f  1,600 f Safety Aut/j L A  
Corporation. New Y • i r k. t*; 
vestl SIS.  tar,* JC86 
M’ UA those and icor,.« n' m m - 
ilar retail* to dually, our 
r c p r c a m to t iv e i  i n U n t t  e re  
busineza m an. fro m  tho  t< 
sm o lle t t  t s  the e,<ry Iargent 
one can disputo tlia proof In 
the plioto-cnples of actual JuUera 
which mi;  men *L)wW.
NO HIGH PRESSURE 
SIMPLY INSTALL—
SELLS ITSELF
Hers i f  fl betinett offering an inren 
tion to turtvtiful that m, make if tell 
itself. Our representative! simply tell 
wbat they ofler. thow proof of success In 
•very llo# of business and every faction of 
the country. Then install the tpcrialty with
out a doties down. It itartj working al ooc®.

Jroduclng a cash saving that can ha counted 
ufl Ilka the ca«h reglalor money. The cum tamer 

sees with Aia own eyes a bio. immediate nroflt on 
Hi* proposed investment. Uiually he has the In
vestment and hit profH besldoa. before the rvpre- 
aentatlre returns. The repreacnUtlve rallf back, 
collects hl» money. OUT OF EVERY $75 IHfll- 
NE88 THE REPRESENTATIVE DOES. NEARLY $00 18 HI8 
OWN PROFIT I THE SMALLEST HE MAKES IS $5 ON A $7.50 
INSTALLATION. Our men are making aalae running Into the hundredf.
They are grating the attention of tho largest concerns in the country and •
■ailing to the amallor hualoesice by the thousands You can get exclusive I ,
rlghta. Butinatt it GOOD, in this line, in small towns or big dtp alike! 1
*“ s on the boom now. Oat in while the business it young! ■ .
F- E. A B M SIB O K O , P ro ,., Dept. SOtl-L, MebUo, Alabama. l _ ,

C O M P L E T E  
T R A I N I N G  
F U R N I S H E D
Every nmn with us today 
airirt'-d nt scratch, with
out previous experience, 
ninny coining out of 
clorking joiw. many out 
o i  smail business* a. Bonn? 
out o f  large concerns.
We tench you v v e r y  
angle o f  the business 
We band you the b ij- 
jjust m on ey -m a k in g  Lum-

i.ruH o f its kind in the 
iMiittry. You try out 
this businc-BF. ABSO

L U T  ETA' W IT H O U T  
I U S  K I N G  A UUT> 
C O  I ' P K  K C L  N i 

Y O U R  O W N . 
aibly tell y 

limited »i 
able here, 

coupon
full Information 

noth ingto risk, 
everything to 

gain.

Amerioa’t fo r e m o it  roneems are among our eutlomert:
Timken Silent Automatic Co., Central Slates Petroleum 

C om . Houghton Mifflin C o. National Paper Co. Interns* 
national Coal. General Brake Service, National Radio, and 
Kcorei of others nationally known. Thousands of small husl* 

nesses everywhere, professional bus I nesses. suHi u» schools, 
hospitali. infirmaries, doctors, dentists buy largo Installations 

an«l heavy repeat urders.
Customer Guaranteed Cash Profit

Customer gets signed certificate guaranteeing rash profit on hla
investment Very few business melt arc so foolish to turn down 
a pnipo itton guaranteed to pay a profit, with proof from leading 
mrieei:■« Unit It docs pay. Protected by Surety bonded notional 
or yon uat ton.

OF
. 0:i:i l poS-
>u till itl the
ac»f sivnil-
. M;ii t til* I

n**w f.,r

Portfolio of References from 
America’s Leading Concerns

Is firrrUhi-d yon A band-orte. Impressive portfolio that repre
sents every leading type of business and profession. You show 
imttedlaLe piw-ltlvp p:<».f t,f success. Immediately forestall* th® 

argument. "Doe-c-.t Lt my business." tjlu.ws that U does fit, 
and does make y.»udL Cioic tho deal.

Mail Coupon for Information
Complrie training fu rn ish ed . You Iry out this 
bnnn e* a'xnlut.le wtthout riskirt’t a penny. If 
you ere fur a Ulan-silo business freo from
C tt wurrlee <J other overcrowded lines. get In touch 
w it h  ns at icicu . | tii ihn pr-rvon for  r o t ir r -i* n c o .  
It %?ul bring you Cur ]>ropo*uwn immediately.

MAIL FOR FULL INFORMATION
F . E. A R M S T R O N G , Pro®.,
D ept. 1Q17-L, Mobil®, A la.

Without obligation to me. send nio full Information 
on your propsluua.

Name........................................................................................

Stxoot or Uoula..............................................................  . . .
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(C on tinued  from  page 146)
He told me of a Texan who had thought 

of the same idea and collected a quart of 
venom in crystal form, but could not sell 
it after he got it because there is abso
lutely no market for it.

There is a place in Pennsylvania where 
they raise snakes for the venom. Also in 
Honduras, C. A., the United Fruit Com
pany and Harvard University have a ser- 
pentarium, of which Mr. March is director.

If there is anything else Mr. Patty 
would like to know about the vipers of 
the New World, I would be more than glad 
to tell him what I know of them.

Sincerely yours,
Harry Palmer,

New York City.

P. S. to Ye Olde Globe Trotter:
What is the prospect of gold mining east 

of the Andes in Ecuador and Peru, also in 
panning the rivers of the same territory? 
And what is the best equipment to take 
along? A friend of mine and I are figuring 
on trying it out if possible.

W e ll ,  Palm er, I am g o in g  to answer 
y o u r  p o s tscr ip t  first. Peru  and E c u a 
d o r  b o th  have g o ld  in con siderab le  
quantities, but m ost o f  it is com bin ed  
in low -gra d e  ores requ ir in g  c o n s id e r 
able m ill in g , th ere fo re  quite  e x p e n 
sive equipm ent. T h e  ancient A z te c s  
and Incas, h ow ever , m ust have had 
access to g o ld  in the native state, f o r  
their  tem ples  sh o w  ev id en ce  o f  it 
having  been used in great amounts.

T h ese  m ines w ere  never d isco v e re d  
b y  the early  Spanish  invaders, nor  
have they been fo u n d  up to this time. 
So, o f  course, there is a lw ay s  a 
chance that some one m ay red isco v e r  
them. Y o u  m igh t be the lu ck y  ones, 
yet, let me w arn  you , it w i l l  be like 
lo o k in g  fo r  a needle  in a haystack. 
T h e  co u n try  east o f  the A n d e s  in 
b o th  the lands y ou  m en tion  is still  
m uch  u n ex p lored .  It is a w i ld  land, 
p e o p le d  by  hostile  tribes, and is very  
d ifficu lt  to travel in. T h e re  are no 
roads and very  fe w  trails. A l l  the 
r ivers  lead to  the A m azon , and the 
h eadw aters  o f  som e o f  these streams 
have n ever  been  fu l ly  traced yet.

A n y t h in g  sh y  o f  a small e x p e d i 

tion  w ell eq u ipped  w ith  su p p lies  and 
means o f  transport w o u ld  have little  
chance  o f  m u ch  success . T w o  m en  
co u ld  hard ly  m ake it a lone, just trav
e l in g  th rou g h , let a lone h u n t in g  f o r  
g o ld  on the way.

N o w  back to  the b o d y  o f  y o u r  let
ter, Palm er, and the idea it b r in g s  to 
m ind. A  w o w  id e a !  I believe. Y o u r  
letter was m a in ly  f o r  Mr. P a t ty ’s 
con s idera t ion . Y o u  w o u ld  probably; 
have w r it te n  h im  d ire c t  i f  y o u  had 
k n o w n  the address, isn ’t that s o ?  
W e l l ,  n o w  read on  under the n ex t  
h ead in g —

G L O B E  T R O T T E R S  C L U B

W e ’ve been  th in k in g  f o r  a lo n g  
tim e that y o u  f e l l o w  adventurers , 
readers o f  T H R I L L I N G  A D V E N 
T U R E S  M ag azin e , w o u ld  like to  get 
t o g e th e r  in a vast w o r ld -w id e  o rg a n 
ization . P a lm er 's  letter  in answ er to  
P a t t y ’s qu estion s  ju s t  about c in ch e s  
the th ou gh t.

Y o u  adven tu rers  are scattered  all 
o v e r  the g lobe . W h y  n o t  ge t  tog e th er  
in one great o r g a n iz a t io n  s p o n so re d  
b y  the pu b lish ers  o f  th is  m a g a z in e ?  
W e  w i l l  call the o rg a n iza t ion  the 
Globe Trotters Club. T h e r e  w i ll  be 
n o  dues, n o  requ irem en ts  f o r  m em 
bersh ip  e x c e p t  an u rge  f o r  adventure . 
T H R I L L I N G  A D V E N T U R E S  M a g 
azine  w i l l  serve as the official p u b lica 
t io n  o f  the club. In  it each  m on th  
w e  w i l l  pu b lish  a list o f  the m em 
bers, g iv in g  fu l l  nam es and addresses. 
T h is  list w i l l  be au gm en ted  fr o m  
m o n th  to  m on th  as n ew  m em bers  jo in  
up  in d i f fe ren t  parts o f  the w o r ld .

Y e  O ld e  G lo b e  T r o t t e r  w i ll  see that 
each  o f  y o u  w h o  j o in  get a handsom e 
p r in ted  m em bersh ip  card  w ith  name 
and num ber  on  it. T h is  card  w i l l  
serve as id en ti f ica t ion  f o r  y o u  w h e n 
ever y o u  are trave ling , and id e n t i fy  
y o u  as a b ro th e r  adventurer , a m em 
ber o f  the G lob e  T ro tte rs .

(C on tin u ed  on  page ISO)



WHO SAYS
Jobs are Scarce? A

T h e  T ru e  S tory  o f  Charles 
S lovachek  Proves T h e r e ’s 
Steady  W o r k  and G o o d  Pay 
W a it in g  fo r  E very  A m b it iou s  
M a n  or  W o m a n  W h o  Really 

W a n ts  to  G et A h e a d

C H A R L E S  S L O V A C H E K  was up 
against it. H e ’d been out o f  work so 

long he began to believe there weren’t any 
more jobs. T o  make matters worse he was 
in poor health— a handicap that would have 
made less ambitious men give up in despair.

It was about this time that he ran across an 
advertisement in a magazine that offered 
honest, ambitious men and wom en a chance 
to make big money in a new kind o f  pleas
ant, short-hour work that could be done in 
full time or 6pare time with the home as 
headquarters.

N o Experience Needed
Now I am opening up my factory to full capacity 
and I need many more men and women at once to 
fill similar positions. All you do is follow a few 
simple instructions and help the Company operate 
a Route System" in your locality. With regular 
customers and an established Route it should be 
easy to make up to $12.00 or $15.00 a day, right 
from the start.
Even a small Route that you can handle in spare 
time should be good for $30.00 or $40.00 a week. 
As soon as you arc established, a Ford Tudor 
Sedan is given to you free, as an extra reward, so 
you can handle even a bigger Route and make still 
more money.

The Secret of “ Quick M oney” Get the Facts
Slovachek was skeptical. But since it cost only 
a lc  postcard to get the facts, lie decided to inves
tigate. And that step was a turning point in his 
life. Almost at once his earnings commenced to 
climb to undreamed-of proportions. Today all his 
money worries arc over. He drives a Ford Tudor 
Sedan given to him free by his employer as an 
extra reward for his good work. And he's making 
more money than thousands of men with ten times 
his natural advantages.

Mail the coupon at once for full details. The Com
pany starts you at once with complete equipment. 
You can start working and making money as 6O0 n 
as your instructions arc received. This Employ
ment Offer probably will bring a flood of applica- 

tions, so mail the coupon at once before 
somebody else is appointed for your ter- 

A fft ritory. Don’t send any money. Just mail 
Jr'-~* the coupon. But do it today— Sure.

Hundreds Doing as W ell
This story is just one example Hundreds of men 
and women— young and old from all parts of the 
country— arc doing as well or better. Mrs. Harry 
Sayer, Pa., is a housewife with two children and 
yet Bhe cleared $2V(K) in eight hours, binds no 
trouble in making $20 00 a day. H. Grossmann, III. 
had a profit of $45 00 for just one day’s work. 
William Walker, $68.00 in three days. Sol Korem 
blit, $110 00 in a week. Mrs. MeCalmant, $25.00 
in a single day. These exceptional earning records 
show the remarkable possibilities.

A lbert M ills , E m p lo y m e n t  M gr.
4904 Monmouth Avenue, Cincinnati* Ohio
W ith ou t cos t  o r  o b lig a tio n , p lease  Bend In form ation  
abou t the p os ition  n ow  open in ray lo ca lity  us 
H onte M anager. I u n d ersta n d  no ca p ita l o r  e x 
perien ce  is re q u ire d  to get estab lished .

N A M E .....................................................................................................

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

(Please Print or Write Plainly)
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@  M a rrie d  Women’s
SECRETS — NO Wt

You can now depend on our new 8. P. Relief 
Compound. Double .Strength. Hurrrssfully 
relieves soma of the moat unnaturally aup- 
pre-ised atubboni delays. *e*7 quickly. 
AIISOLUTELY n»rc. harmlcw. no Inron- 
tenleDC*. Highly rccorntnendod and used by 
thousands of women. End Feminine misery. 
I ’ao 8. P. Raller Compound and you'll 
never be without it. All order* shipped, 
rushed same day received In plain wrap
per Mall 12 00. For Double Strength IH 00. 
2 for $5 00. trial sire 23c Write for Free 

Booklet on Sanitary Rubber Goods today!
Saydor Products Co.. 1434 N. Walla. Dept. W -P , Chicapo.

FROM OUR SANCTUM
4^ Our companion magazines are starting the 

New Year with n bang—with gala January 
Issues containing the best novels, sturics 
and features to lie found anywhere.

([T H E  PHANTOM DETECTIVE features an 
exciting full book-length novel by (5. Way- 
inan Jonna, taken from the ease-lmok of 
Richard Curtis Van Loan—THE SKIN OP 
DEATH. One of the l*hnntom’s most 
breath-taking cases! Also, other stories of 
crime and Interesting features. 10c at all 
Btacds.

<T And don't full to get TH RILLIN G DETEC
TIVE— with Its grent complete book-length 
novel, THE K IL L E R  OP SOULS, by Nor
man A. Daniels, Pull of rhllls, thrills and 
suspense! Also, a novelelle by Arthur J. 
Hurkn and exceptional stories by Johnston 
MeCullcy and others. 10c at all stnnds.
For els nnd m om : THE LOVE PLOT, a

‘ complete book - length n o v e l  bv Sylvia 
Parker, Is featured in TH RILLIN G LOVE 
for January. A complete novelette by Helen 
Ahern, and many other etorles of captivat
ing Interest, as well as special fascinating 
features, In addition to the novel. 10c at all 
stands.
For those who like thrilling love stories of 
the ranch nnd range. Don't overlook 
TH RILLIN G  RANCH STORIES. 15c.

H  And for the nlr-m lnded: SKY FIGIITERB 
and THE LONE EAGLE—each 10c—contain 
sky novela, stories and features of com 
pelling Interest.

THE PUBLISHER

(C ontinued  from  page 148)
Then again, if you are contemplat

ing taking a trip somewhere, you can 
take out your files containing the 
roster of members which will be 
printed each month in this depart
ment, and find a member who is liv
ing in or near the place you intend 
to visit.

You can then correspond direct 
with that member and ask him any 
questions you wish answered con
cerning his community.

All in all, Ye Olde Globe Trotter 
believes it a grand idea. Whether we 
form the club or not depends on your 
response to the idea. If you want to 
join up, sign the coupon which ap
pears at the end of this department. 
Remember there are no dues. Come 
on, boys, let’s get it started 1

The Old Globe Trotter nominates 
Patty and Palmer as charter mem
bers. Everyone who signs up before 
February 1st will be considered char
ter members. Just clip the applica
tion blank, on page 158, print in your 
name and address plainly and send to 
the Globe Trotter, care of THRILL
ING ADVENTURES Magazine, en
closing a s t a m p e d  self-addressed 
envelope. W e’ll take care of the 
rest.

QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS

Here’s a fellow wants to know 
something about rifles. Gosh, I'll bet 
if we had the Globe Trotters Club 
going now, there’d be a hundred fel
lows who could tell this bird more 
about rifles than I ’ll know in a hun
dred years.
THE FIRST BREECH LOADER 

W ITH BOLT
Dear Globe Trotter:

When and where was the first bolt 
action breech loading rifle developed? I 
have always been of the opinion that the 
bolt action breech loader was distinctly a 
military arm and developed either in this 

(C on tin u ed  on page 152)



Here’s a practical motion picture machind 
that the kiddies (and the whole family) will 
enjoy. It is absolutely safe and easy to oper
ate. Never before has a workable animated 
projector been offered at this low price—only 
$2.96 complete.

Your child will be delighted watching the 
antics of Billy the Bear, Jack the Giant, 
Killer, Little Red Riding Hood or any of 
the other 25 films which are obtainable at 
15c each. The projector comes complete with 
one film.

“ NIC” is all metal construction, crackled
lacquer finish in gTeen or red with black 
base; nickel trimmings and operates with 
one ordinary small light bulb. Get this film 
and start a film library.

In bad weather your child will have loads 
of fun watching the films. A supply of ad
mission tickets comes with the machine so 
that your child can give a real movie show at 
home. Just send $1 deposit with the attached 
coupon. Pay postman balance of $1.95 plus 
postage when the machine arrives. DO IT 
NOW. It’s remarkably educational. Your 
child will love it.

CASTLE COMPANY,
9 Flatbush Ave., Brooklyn, N. Y, 
Gentlemen:

Enclosed please find $1 for which 
please ship me the “ Nic” Projector 
complete with one film. I will pay 
postman $1.95 balance plus postage.

Name .................................................
Address ..............................................
City.................................  state..........
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Stopped
His Whiskey
Drinking

Try It FREE
Wives, mothers, 

sisters, it Is you 
that the msci who 
drinks Whiskey, 
Wine or Beer to ex
cess must depend 
ppon to help save 
him from • ruined 
life and a drunk- 

Ths Happy Reunion ard's grave. Take 
, ,  . ,  , h eed  fro m  the
thousands o f men going to ruin daily through 
Tile bootlegger's Whiskey, and the horrible stuff 
called home brew from private stills. Once ho 
gets It in bla system he finds It difficult to stop - 
hut you can help him. What It has done for 
others Is an example o f what It should do for 
you. All you have to do Is to send your name 
and address and we will send absolutely FREE. 
In plain wrapper, a trial package o f  GOLDEN 
TREATMENT. You will bethankful as long 
as you live that you did It Address 

DR. J. W . HAINES CO.
BBS Glana Building Cincinnati. Ohio

Keep Glands Healthy
This Ttsted Approved W ay! /

/^L D  i l  SO? Arc weakened, sickly glands rob- 
blng you of youlhful vigor. normal powers 

and p«p? No roalter what rausetl your coiuU* 
lion—ba II Blckness or Youlhful Indiirrction. you can cjM i? 
new energy and vitality quickly and Inc'XiunsUely WALKER-HILLS 
S T A N D A R D  G L A N D U L A R  A ID S  aro now avatlal)le iriflit/Ml pre- 
Hcrlntlunl This formula. recrtgnirc.J anil prchcribctl hy phyalnafis, 
is in# teited and approved atlmnlant tonic I 'm*! Buccess.ully hy 
ihousands. Bafe. enicient. Jung Iasi lint effect* Ago rriBkrt iiu d if 
ference. Do not confuse S T A N D A R D  G L A N D U L A R  A ID S  with 
throe so-called harmful “ pep pllla ** Don't risk vour health with 

Injurious unknown preparatIona (.orreci gland
ular dormancy thin safe. sure way. Start re
gaining youthful energy today.

Special Introductory Offer!
Get W A L K E R -H IL L S  S T A N D A R D  G L A N D U 
LA R  A ID S  NOW I Complete Double Strength 
Treatment (100 full treatments In all— not 40 
or 90) now only J2.00. 3 cartons, 13 00. Triple 
Strength S3.0u. 2 cartons. 15.00. Mailed In 
Plain Wrapper. Bend Cash or Henry Order.

1 (C. 0 . D., lOe extra.)WALKRn-niUB
505 East 40th 8 L, Dept. A -I3 , N. Y . City.

(Continued from  page 150)
country or England at about the time of 
the Civil War.

Mr. Frederick Krause, a neighbor of 
mine says such a gun was in common use 
in his native country (Prussia) long before 
that time. Can you set me straight on this?

Phillip Lee,
Woonsocket, R. I.

A n sw er:
The Prussian Needle gun was the 

first bolt action piece. It was invent
ed by Johann V on Dreyse in 1836. 
Unquestionably it is the grand-daddy 
o f all the present day m ilitary rifles. 
It was first used in warfare during 
the Schleswig-Holstein W ar in 1848. 
Again the Prussians used it in their 
battle with Austria. By the time o f  
the Franco-Prussian W ar in 1871 it 
had been adopted as the principal 
weapon o f the Prussian army. The 
bolt action o f present day weapons 
varies very little from the original 
developed way back in 1836. V on  
Dreyse was a master gunsmith.

H ere’s another fellow  wants to 
know why the North Star, old P o
laris, serves better than any other 
star for getting directions.

W H Y  T H E  N O R T H  S T A R ?
Dear Globe Trotter:

I am just a young man, haven't finished 
high school yet, but I am very much in
terested in adventure and exploring. I 
have made some trips at night through 
dense woods, trying to find my way by  
the stars and have been very successful. 
I was told that the North Star was the 
only star that could be depended upon to 
give correct directions. But I never found 
that to be the case, Most any star serves 
just as well. How is that?

Yours for finding out,
Robert Sandstorm,

Bcmidji, Minn.
A nswer:

Som ebody has been m isinform ing 
(C ontinued on page 154)

LONESOME?
’  Let me arrange t  romantic oorreepondenee for 

, you. Find yourself e eweetheert thru America’* 
foronoet select social eorreependenM chib. A [

____________ ip letter society (or lonely lid ice and nnu
Members everywhere; CONFIDENTIAL introduction* by I 
efficient, dimmed and oontinuoua aervioa. I have made the 
lonely people happy—why not you? Write for FREE sealed n 
EVAN MOORg BOA BOB JACKSONVILLE.!
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' t h e  w o r l d  is  s t a r t in g  a l l  o v e r

AGAIN... wAdt-id t̂ ouA ?
As far as business is concerned, the world came to an end 

a few months ago I Four years of depression have made 
rich men poor . . .  it has pulled all but a few down to the 
same level! And now a new world of business is starting!

T h e  Millionaire o f  T o m o rro w  M ay  Be 
Out o f  a Job T o d a y !

Today, millions of men are starting their business lives all over
Again. Most nil are beginning from tho bottom. The same chances 
. . . .  the aaine golden opportunities . . . .  wUl be within the grasp ofevery man.

Yet it's certain that only a few will come through with glorious 
success and riches. The others will be Just part of the “ crowd”  . . . .  
drifting, struggling, plodding, striving . . . .  always hopeful, but Just 
misBlng the rnarkl

W h a t  M akes a  M an S u ccess fu l?
l t ’a not a college education 1 Many m illionaires never went to gram m arhnnl I Tt'a v. a* M  A m I c ______ 1 . n  l .  .. . .school I It 's  not m oney I Ford,

Partia l  L is t  o f  S u b jec ts
Part 1. How to Oat the Beat UoaulU.
Part 2. First Btopa In Buslnma Efficiency. 
Part 3. How to l>o Business wltli Banka. 
Part i. The Principles of Business Achieve

ment.
Part 5. How to Write Business Letters. 
Part 8. How to Easily Develop Your Mem

ory.
Part 7. How to Advertise Succeasfully. 
Psrt 8. Tho Power of Right Tl>ouxhi.
Pari 9. IIow to Make a Favarablo Im

press ton.
Part 10. How to Become a Successful 

Bales man.
Part f l .  How to Prepare Hales Talks.
Part 12- How and Where to Find Cus

tomer*.
Part 13. Your IleslLh and How to Im 

press it.
Part 14. Psychology o f AilvertLslng and 

Salesmanship
Part 15. Managing Men for Moro Profit. 
Part 18 Tho Factors of Bucccss In Busi

ness Building.
Part IT. The Money Value of System 
Part 18. IIow to Cloee Salt* flucrfladully. 
Part 19. How to Collect Money 
Part 20. IIow to Mako Youryclf Invaluable 

in Your poalllon
Part 2d. Premium and Bales Plans to In 

crease Business.
Part 22. A Bystem of Account* fur Retail 

Merchants.
Part 20. Fundamentals of s Cost System 

for Manufacturers.
Part 24. Points uf Law Every one Should 

Know.
T h is  N ational Course

has put thou«ands of others on 
the ROAD TO SUCCK08, and It 

oan do the same far you.
A L L  IN A LL

"Ytmr Course Is all In all to me.” — 
Q. J. Llnderoot, Coming. Cal.

U N L IM IT E D  S U C C E S S  
"Y our Course has been an unlimited 

suocees for n u * ." -T . R. Bcbwer. Verona, 
III.

WORTH $5,000
” 1 wouldn't sell my Course for $5,000 

If I couldn't get another Ilka It.” —J C. 
KoUum. Curtis Bay. Mil.

A M O N E Y  M A K E R
"T our Course enables one to make 

money almost frutn Lho very start.''— 
Charlm R. Mueller, flrtwnwlch. Conn. 

B E T T E R  T H A N  E X P E R IE N C E  
"Y our Course gives knowledge which the 

avarice would not aoaulrv from expe-
riaioe In a lifetim e.” — B. P . Parrish, Jr.,
Pewka, in.

IMPOSSIBLE TO F AIL  
‘T o u r  Course has performed wonders 

for me. If followed. U Is Impossible for 
anyone to fall to reap actual and exten
sive benefits.” — George Trute, Hoboken, N. J>

cnVL v jjiiv z

U ri/H A V lh S?

Carnegie. Rockefeller, and others were 
penniless youths! I t ’B not lu ck ! Many 
have achieved huge success despite one 
“ bad break”  after another!

 ̂Tho Secret o f  Success is Business 
K now ledge. Y ou  m ight not know geog
raphy. algebra, or history. 6uf you  tnusf 
know  the A . B. C .’s o f business. Sounds 
sim ple, yet only one m an in five thou
sand knows them 1

N o w  Y o u  Can D iscover 
T hese  Facts

Tho A . B. C .’s o f  business . . . the 
Secrets o f  Success . . . are explained to 
you  In a series o f  18 folios, called the 
N ational Success Course. This course 
has been w ritten by a m an who Is presi
dent o f  a $2,000,000 corporation  . . .  a 
m an who started out Ln life  without 
health . . . w ithout education . . . w ith
out a penny ! H e tells you  his secrets o f  
m aking money, and he tells them so 
clearly, so sim ply, so easy to understand ; 
that every am bitious m an can grasp 
them and m ake them  w ork  l

. N o w  Y o u rs  f o r  $1.00
M any Kmart business men paid  $24.00 fo r  the N ational Success Course. 

But w e’ve arranged a special edition . . . com plete In every w ay . . .  so 
that thousands o f ambitious men could take advantage o f  H today. I f  
you 're anxious to Ifft yourself above the crow d . . . get out o f  the rut . . . 
and steer yourself to financial security . . . we urge you to m oil the coupon 
w ithout delay.

Beverly House, Inc., 570— 7th Ave^ N. Y. C. Dept. THA-1 
F IN  A  D O IX A X  B IL L  T O  T H U  COUPON

F orm e r ly  $24.00
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i TONG WRITING
\W B IG R O W T I E S l l l l l

M id  by Mutlo Publishers i n i  Talking Ploturt Prsductri. 
Fres booklet describe* most oomplsu song serrlce ever offered, fill 
irrlura  wlU revise, srranc*. compose music to your lyrics or lyrics 
lo jrour muslo, secure U. B. copjrrljrht, brosdesst your sons over the 
radio, Our Biles Department submits to Muslr l’ ubltsltrrs and 
Hollywood Picture Studio WHITE TODAY KOK KKKK HOOKLET 
U N IV E R S A L  BOND S E R V IC E . 673 Msysrs Bldg . Western Avenue 

sod Blerr* Vista. Hollywood. California

LONELY HEARTS■ " C ' * 1 2 * 4 tension Burea
Join our Club. World's 
Gr eat es t  Social Ex- 

Bureau Happiness ’ awaits 
you, correspondents everywhere, eeeklng congenial mates. 
Quick results. Confidential service. Particula 
STANDARD CLUB. Box 607-J, GRAYSLAKE,

s FREE.
ILLINOIS

LADIES ONLY!
For unnatural delay or irregularity use barmless ]i X MONTHLY 
TABLETS. Quick, palnlesa relief even In many worst rases1 Ab
solutely aafel No Inconvenience or Interference wiih duties! I'noil 
by thousands! Enthufllssilc women report unbelievably prompt, 
aootblng. seemingly magical relief! Lied by doctors' Guaranteed! 
Double Strength. 12 00. Rushed 1st Class mail. In plain sealed 
wrapper, within 1 hour nf receipt of order
B  X  L A B O R A T O R IE S , 1513 E. 80th Bt., N -I , C h ica go .

S T A T E M E N T  OF T H E  O W N E R SH IP . M A N A G E 
M E N T, C IR C U L A T IO N , ole., required by the Act o f 
March 3. 1933, o f  Thrilling Adventures, published 
m onthly at New York, N. Y., for October 1, 1933.
State o f  N ew York ) M 
County o f  N ew Y ork  f

B efore me. a N otary Public in and for the Statr and 
County aforesaid, personally appeared N. L. Pines, 
who, having been duly sworn according to law. depones 
and says that he is the m anaging editor o f  the 
T H R IL L IN G  A D V E N T U R E S , and that the follow ing 
Is. to the best o f  his knowledge and belief, n true state
m ent o f  the ownership, managem ent, etc., o f  the 
aforesaid publication for the date shown in the abo” e 
caption , required by the Act o f  March 3. 1933. embodied 
In section 537, Postal Laws and Regulation, printed on 
tho reverse o f  this form , to  w i t :

1. That the names and addresses o f  the publisher, 
editor, m anaging editor, nnd business m anager arei

Publisher, M etropolitan Magazines, Inc., 670 Seventh 
Avenue. N ew York, N. Y . : E ditor J . S. W illiams. 670 
Eevcnth Avenue, N ew York, N. Y . : M anaging Editor. 
N . L. Pines ; Business Manager, none.

2. That the ow ner Is: M etropolitan Magazines, Inc., 
670 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y . : N. L» Pines, 
670 Seventh Avenue, N ew York, N. Y . ; M. A . Gold
smith, 670 Seventh Avenue, New York, N . Y.

8. That the known bondholders, m ortgagees, and 
other security holders ow n ing or holding 1 per cent 
or more o f  total amount o f  bonds, m ortgages, or other 
securities a re : none.

4. That the tw o paragraphs next above giving the 
names o f the owners, stockholders, and security holders, 
i f  any, contain not only the list o f  stockholders and 
security holders as they appear upon the books o f 
the com pany, but also, In eases where tho stockholder 
or security holder appears upon the books o f  the 
com pany as trustees or in any other fiduciary rela
tion, the name o f  the person or corporation  for  whom 
such trustees Is acting, Ls given ; also that the said two 
paragraphs contain  statement em bracing affiant s full 
knowledge and belief as to the circum stances And 
conditions under which stockholders and security 
holders, who do not appear upon the books o f the 
com pany as trustees, hold stock nnd securities in a 
capacity other than that o f  a bonn fide owner ; nnd 
this affiant has no reAson to believe that any other 
person, association, or corporation has any interest, 
direct or Indirect, In the said slock, bonds or other 
securities than as so stated by him.

N. L. PIN ES.
Sworn to and subscribed before me this SOih day 

o f  Septem ber. 1983. Philip Rosenthal. Notary Public.
M y CQtnmijpUm empires March SOj 1D34.

(Continued from  page 152) 
y o u ,  R o b e r t .  B u t  I  d o n ’ t t h in k  t h e y  
m e a n t  to  i n t e n t i o n a l l y .  C e r t a in ly ,  
a n y  s tar  is as g o o d  as a n o t h e r — if  
( a n d  th a t 's  a b i g  I F ,  t o o )  i f  y o u  
k n o w  its  r e la t iv e  p o s i t i o n  in  th e  
h e a v e n s  f o r  th a t  p a r t i c u l a r  n ig h t .  
T h e  N o r t h  S ta r  is a lm o s t  d i r e c t l y  
a b o v e  th e  N o r t h  P o l e .  C o n s e q u e n t l y  
its  p o s i t i o n  in  th e  h e a v e n s  n e v e r  
v a r ie s ,  w h i l e  th e  o t h e r  s ta rs  d o  v a r y  
a c c o r d i n g  t o  th e  s e a s o n s  a n d  h o u r .

W h e n  u s in g  th e  s ta rs  as g u id e ,  it  
is a lw a y s  b e s t  t o  s e e k  o u t  th e  N o r t h  
S ta r  f irst ,  f o r  it is  th e  f i x e d  p o i n t  
a r o u n d  w h i c h  th e  o t h e r  s ta rs  a p p e a r  
t o  m o v e  b e c a u s e  o f  th e  r o t a t i o n  o f  
th e  e a r th .  T h e  N o r t h  S ta r  d o e s n ’ t 
a p p e a r  t o  m o v e  in  th e  sam e m a n n e r  
b e c a u s e  it  is r i g h t  in  l in e  w i t h  th e  
e a r t h ’s a x is .  H e n c e  it  is  a lw a y s  a 
t r u e  g u id e ,  e v e n  t o  o n e  w h o  is  n o t  
e q u i p p e d  w i t h  a s ta r  m a p .

H e r e ' s  a f e l l o w  w h o  h as  a l i t t l e  
k i c k  t o  r e g i s t e r .  H e  s e n d s  in  a p o s t 
c a r d ,  b u t  fa i l s  to  s i g n  h is  n a m e .  W e  
d o n ’ t m i n d  k i c k s ,  l i k e  t o  h a v e  t h e m  
in  f a c t ,  b u t  w e  w i s h  th e  k i c k e r s  
w o u l d  s i g n  t h e i r  n a m e s  in  th e  fu t u r e .  
R e a d  w h a t  he s a y s  a b o u t  o u r  a u t h o r s .

Dear Globe Trotter:
All right Old Globe Trotter, you asked 

for it and I ’m giving it to you via post
card just like you said.

Just tell F. C. Painton if he writes any 
more like Skies of Doom to tear ’em up. 
That story was bad. I liked all the 
rest of them, though. Dry River Ranch 
was a K.O. Come on with some more like 
it. Larry Weston is okay. Give him 
plenty of rope. F. C. Painton is okay if he 
forgets stuff like the above. If you print 
another one like that I hope the Empire 
State Building falls on your hangout.

Just a Reader,
Montezuma, Georgia.
I t ’ s f u n n y ,  t o o ,  a l o t  o f  y o u  f e l l o w s  

(C ontinued on page 156)

Write today forS A V E  5 0 % .
nil kinds for men and women. Goods sent In

M all O rd er  p r ice  II 
NeceeSItl

U t Of 
ofeg of 

plain
sealed  en v e lop e , p o s ta g e  p a id  b y  US
F. O. B O X  >1, D ep t. U-LL, H a m ilto n , OntM*.



S T O P
EATING METAL CHIPS 
AND SLIVERS IN FOOD"

E very  tim e you  open a can w ith  tho o rd in a ry  can  bpenef’. 
y ou  exp ose  y o u r  fa m ily  to  dangers to health . Teats sh ow  
o rd in a ry  can openers shave o ff m etal s ilvers  w h ich  d rop  
Into food s . E xperience  a lso  show s In fection s  fro m  cu ts  
caused  b y  m ishaps In op en in g  cans. N ow  com es an 
am azing new  typ e  o f can opener, b u ilt to help  sa fegu a rd  
the nation  against these p oss ib le  dangers to health . T he 
N U -D A Y  opens cans easily , q u ick ly , a u tom a tica lly  and, 
a b ov e  all, m uch m ore sa fe ly . C oupon  b e low  b r in g s  fu ll 
d e ta ils  and  libera l N o -K lsk  Test O ffer. K u sh  It to d a y  1

Surely, bo 
lo n g e r  w ill 
anyone want 
to feed thou 

(natal particle* te their famlllee now 
that Science prevideo the much safer 
N U -d a y  M A G N E T IC  Can Opener!

L A  BRAND NEW 
MAGNETIC JNVENTIDN
That is SAFE . .Automatic!

i r r N T C I  What a profit ehance 
H V L I s  I O  Ifor youl Now that 
the danier ef metal Oliver* from 
ordinary can opened hao been 
revealed, no houiewlfe will con
tinue to Jeopardize tho health of 
her family! Nothlnp glyea the 
oame D O U B LE  protection agalnit 
danger the N U -D A Y . Think 
whit thla meam to you In BIG 
M O N E Y ! More than 25 million 
hem**, hotel*, restaurant*, hoi-

Rltals, etc . W A IT IN G  TO  B U Y .
lo competition. Ea*y profit* 

everywhere! Women gaip when 
you prove to them how th la great 
discovery helpi them to freedom 
from worry No wonder they 
grab It rlpht out of your hande. 
No wonder even Inexperienced

pock
■ore In an hour, full or ipare 
timet Ru*h coupon for detmlla 
and smashing N O -R IS K  T E S T  
O F F E R  T O D A Y  6URE1

^ J E C E S S IT Y  Ifl the m other o f  Invcn- 
tion I The can opener prescribed 

by Science Is here I Radically new In 
principle and design •— miles nhcad o f 
ordinnry types —  tho N U -D A Y  MAG
N ETIC Can Opener at last assures bet
ter health  and greater s a fe ty !

I f  this invention offered only proted- 
tion against metal slivers, It would 
merit a rousing welcome In every hornet 
No other can opener at any p r ice  can 
give you this same freedom from  worry. 
For Its new M AGN ETIC principle Is 
protected. And look at its many other 
great features 1 Hangs on wall— slips in 
and out o f  wall bracket. Holds cans 
for  you. A few  easy turns o f the handle 
nnd tops o f  cans are cut O U T —  Blick, 
clean, smooth. Opens round, 
aqunre or oval cons. Ends finger 
cuts. Infections. Removes bottle 
caps. too. Guaranteed 6 years.
Yet priced within the easy reach 
o f n il!

knock-out demonstration amazes women 
•—they buy on sight. F or nothing else 
can give them the same greater safety 
and savings In time, work< food and 
money. Every home urgently needs the 
N U -D A Y  now that It has been proved 
that ordinary can openers hold these 
dangers o f  metal slivers and cuts and 
Infections. No woman will knowingly 
jeopardize her fam ily’s health or her 
own I The market has been swept clean 
■—providing a steady profit chance for 
Bmart folks that comes once In a life
time. Unlimited market 1 Nation-wide 
demand I N o competition I Rush coupon 
for  facts and liberal N o-Risk Test Offer 
that brings big money In full or spare 
tim e! H urry! S cientific P rod u cts , 
In c., D ept. W -77 , 4311 W arn© Av©., 
8 t. L ou is , M o.

T rem en d ou s  U ntouch ed  
P ro fit s !

No wonder housewives go wild 
when they see the N U -D A Y ! Its

No Risk Test Offer
Simply Mail Coupon N O W l

I

S C IE N T IF IC  PROD U C T9 . IN C .. Dept. W-77 I  
4311 Warn# Ave.. 8t. Loulf, Mo. |

RuRh full details of the NI’ -PA T and liberal ■ 
No-Risk Tcet Offer, without obligation. |

Nome

City.................. ....................................  State..7.-.
□  Check here If Interested In only one 

for your home.
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p g l T W I g

A  BABY FOR YOU?
I f  you are denied the blessing 01 a bah* all yout 

own and yearn for a baby's arms and a baby's smile,
(lo not give lip h o p e .  Just write in confidence to Mrs. 
Mildred Owens, 1(132 Contes House, Kansas City, Mo., 
nud she will tell vou about a simple home method 
that helped her after being denied 15 years. Mnny 
otLara say this lma helped bless their lives. Write 
now oiid try for this wonderful happiness.

‘ Don't be discournfed or alarmed when nature fn lls  you. Vou can 
ixnr depend on otfr new 0 . J. O. RELICT 
COMPOUND Periodic Rerulitor) doobl* 
itrroiuh Often relieve* unnhtunri Irronr- 
lirttlc*. atubbnre n «ra  o f  loo t n w d a  d#- 
layi. nmcmlty rvtttved rerr quickly Abso

lutely u fa .  hirratqpa. No Inconvenience, Highly 
rM O B m toM  end uavd br thmssand* o f wow «p  

tar relirf W o auam ue* to A lp  orders same day raeeimd fa 
pLalo wrepptf. eealad. Bend 12.00 box. dowble liraoslb , a fbr 
f3.00. Triple streofth, 15.00. Trial sire. 25o. D on't deity, 
tend order rH r.n  Rootlet. A perwmol m e « n e  lo  ym».
0 . j. 0 . NCDtCAL CD.. Dspt. 221-1. 1434 ft. Welle. CTtlctfl*.

TILLIE and MAC
fWBW STUFF! Pcwobea tod  Brown In*. Dumb Dora. U t o l s  and 
Jl«ga. Bom end Babble* Tli# Oumpe. French Bicpo trapner, A 
Bachelor’s Dream. Adam and Ere. HLip and AUcs. A M odel's 
Life. O rirtn e l- "N U M  In Parla." Toota and Casper. A Coach- 
ruan'a Daughter, and orer 100 more. Also otrr 7o Hare and 
Darin* French type pictures IncL 18 Aoiton Photos McmtmarLre 
type of Men and Women In various poses. Also Inch Women 
Alone In dlfTer.nl positions, ctr., special free with order. "Advice 
on How to Win at Cards." also "The Night Life of Paris" and 
some short rare French atorles, etc., elc. Goods sent eealoj to 
plain wrapper You will receive all nr the above. You may v t -i 
cash, money order or stamps.

SPECIAL: ALL FOR $1.00
PARIS IMPORT CO.

4166 Park Ave. Dept. THR New York City

( Continued from  page 154) 
liked that yarn of Painton’a. I ’m not 
printing the boosts, though. I want 
to lean over backwards in printing 
the knocks, so you fellows will feel 
free to loosen your tongues when 
you feel like getting up and sound
ing off. This is your department 
and your magazine. Spout off all 
you want to. That’s what we are 
here for, holding a whip lash over 
the authors to make them do their 
best.
THE AUTHOR TELLS ABOUT 

PEARL BAIT
Wayne Rogers, who is responsible 

for Pearl Bait, that interesting South 
Seas yarn in this issue, sends along 
a letter telling how he happened to 
write the story.
Dear Globe Trotter:

It 13 some years now since I was in the 
Marquesas, but the story. Pearl Bait, has 
been lingering in my craw ever since. Ah 
Chen, Dan Hayden, Doris Porter, her 
father, and the island brigands Gentleman 
Jim Corrigan and Rosy Rosen are all real 
characters, though, o f course, they were 
not known by the names I gave them in 
the story.

What struck me about the native Mar
que sans, and those whites who have plant
ed themselves in those lovely islands to 
live out their lives alongside the natives 
is their enduring patience. There is some
thing in the South Sea air that is pro
vocative of patience. The Chinese have 
always made a virtue o f patience, but it 
was entirely foreign I am sure to Dan 
Hayden who was a New England Yank.

Yet, he had absorbed enough o f Ah 
Chen’s philosophy and the laizez-faire o f 
the Marquesans to await patiently the re
turn o f the murderers o f old man Porter. 
He knew they would return, and in the 
interim o f waiting he made doubly certain 
that nothing wonld intrude to prevent him 
wreaking vengeance.

The fact that a lot o f things he had not 
figured on did intrude is— well, what makes 
Pearl Bait a fiction story. They never 
really happened. But Gentleman Jim and 
Roscy got theirs, and what is more impor
tant, Doris is now Mrs. Dan Hayden. I 
still get letters from them once or twice a 
year.

(Concluded on page 158)



Study a t home
Lcg&lly trained men win high positions and 
b ig  success In business and p u b lic  life. He inde
pendent. G reater opportunities now than ever 
before. B ig corporations aro headed by men 
w ith  legal training.

‘.oyou step by stop. Y ou  caa train at home

during Kparo tim e. D egree o f  L L . B. con ferred. 
Successful graduates in every  section  o f  U. S. 
W o furnish all text m aterial, in clud ing  four
teen- volu m e Law Library. Low cost, easy term s. 
G et  our valuablo 04-pago "L a w  G u id e "  and 
■ E v id en ce" b ook s freo. Send fo r  them  N O W .

w ith  lega 
W eguldi

LaSalle Extension University Dus In cm  Training institution D e p L 1 3 1 9 -L  Chicago, OL

Get the Low-Down on Modern Youth! 
Read

SNAPPY —  BREEZY — PEPPY

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

D on’t Mitt the Gala Autumn Number!

QUI T
T O B A C C O
No mnn or woman can escape the 
harmful effects of tobacco. D on’t try 
to hanLsh unaided the bold tobacco 
hau upon you. Join the thousands of
inveterate tobacco users that have •_ _  _________
found It easy to quit with the aid o f the KeeJey Treatment.

T re a tm e n t For 
Tobacco Habit 
Succaasfu l For 

, , Ovar SO Year*
quickly banl.hoB all crkTlna (or tobaooo. Writ* today lor Free 
nook  telling how to quickly Free yourself from the tobacco 
habit and our M oney Back Guarantee.

Hnrao of Iha faiaoDo Keeler Treatment f «  U«wr tod Drag*.Honk I* t S»nt on Rrqaeit. ~TTiininIiiih  SMetlr CoalldMUl,
TM « W C IL tY  IW S T m iT l p e n t . P-3i| Pw lffM «l

KEELEY

en/Stimulate Energy, PepJ 
P h  y s i c a t  /

This Safe, Quick and Easy Way!
W ITY suffer from loss of Pep? Why be depressed by tbla annoying problem when you oan 

so easily revitalize ebbing energy. DORAL VIGOR TAB8 are safe and Quick In their action. 
A Olandiilar SilmulHiit for falling Physical Powers, Worry, overwork, norvestraln. Build up nerve, 
fore**, ami vigor. Pep up your entire system. A normally healthy body Is naturally full of pep. 
vigor ami energy Thousands of men hare found the answer In DORAL VIGOR TABS. Why not 
you? Send for a box today. Regular Largo size Box (50.time treatment) only $1.95. THREE 
BOXES, $5 DO. SUPER-STRENGTH, only $2.B5. TWO BOXES. $3.00. Send Caah or Money 

.  .  Order. C O D .  l ie  extra. ORDER NOW1

D O R A L  D IS TR IB U TO R S, Inc., Dept. A -14 , 303 W est  42nd St., N e w  Y o rk  City

For
Pep

Vitality
Physical
Powers

u

H ah.vltuf It
C an dV

every 
e  LiKes

M A K E S .  A  D E L I C I O U S  D E S S E R T
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O L D  M O N E Y
T " r  a n d  s t a m p s

a & Jb Jl« a i l
POST YOURSELF! It pay*! I paid J. D.

MartiiLVlrgioU, $200 for a aiogle copper 
cent. Mr Manning, N*w York. 12,500 for oot 
silver dollar Mrs. G. F. Adams $740 for a few old 
coins. 1 want all kinds of old coins, medals, billl 
and Stamps. 1 pay big cash premiums.

WILL PAY $100 FOR DIME 
1894 3. Mini. $50 for 1913 Ijberty Head Nickel 
(not buffalo) and hundreds of other amauau' 
priewa for corns Gat in touch with me. Sena 
4c for Lsrga Illustrated Com Folder and further 
particular* It may mean much profit to you. 
Write today to

IISM ATIC CO M PA N Y OF TE X A S
Dent. 2 *» FOkT WOMH.TKA8

(Larfm Rate Qaio EauUahmmi ia U. Ssj

NEW STUFF!
W i n n i e  W i n k l e
For men ouly TUlle & Mac. Toots & Caster. I)<*a* A Bubble* 
Fan'll* Hill On*r a Doy, llaruM Taen i» LIUuum, Boob McNutt At 
1‘rarl, Th* Vampire. The Kiiil of Helen, Wbat lummy daw Under 
the Parlor Door, Twelve lisy Lajv* LeLtera Head Two Way a. Gay 
Life In Paris, a lio  60 Haie and Darina French typo pictures 
(Kind men like). Also 50 Montmartre type pictures uf beautiful 
Rlrla In tbrlJllni snappy artUUo poses wall their fellow* We 1LI 
order* tht same day we receive them. All for only 11.00. Send 
cash a Lamps -i monev nrdar.

IMPERIAL NOVELTY CO.
175 F IF TH  AVENUE NEW YORK CITY

L O V E  C U L T S
A warning to all young girls In tilt most sen- 
■atdooal book of the twontlelh century — a 
TBUR story of axollc, unbelievable orgies — a 
startling ciposo o f get-acijujiintsd dubs and 
strange and weird love societies—

The Most Daring. Frankest Book 
Ever Written I

Uot the only work which tells the bare facta 
about woman’s lore-life, adultery, sex and
nature, free love, the badggr game, drug cults. 
Hinds love beliefs, the dance hall menace and 
the fruit of lllld tlove—

MY U F E  Hi A LOVE CULT
By th* E&gh Priestess of Oom

N O W

50c
Jfoarteen big chapters—om 
Degee—else  U In. by 12. 
Cash, U. 8. Stamps or I’oi 
Orders accented.
■ailed la Plain ITiappw 

Prepaid.

>e hundred 
ostal Money

I enclose 80c. Please rush my 
MY LIFE IN A  LOVE CULT to
Maine ..................... ...................................

Address ..............................................................

C ity ..................................................  BU te..
(Ns C. 0. D.’s. No onion Ailed la Coaodo. BOo fonloo.!

BETTER PUBLICATIONS. Inc,
Dept. A-1 A — S70 7th Ave., N ew  Y o rk  C ity .

copy of

J

(Concluded £rom page 156}
I hope the reader* of TH R ILLIN G  AD

VENTU RE will enjoy reading the yam  as 
much as I did writing it.

Yours sincerely,
Wayne Rogers.

W e ll ,  the G lobe T r o t te r ’s pretty  sure 
that you  liked P E A R L  B A I T — as 
well as the other stories in this issue. 
Let me kn ow  w hich  story  you  liked 
best. D o n ’t fo rg et  to c l ip  and mail the 
cou p on  w h ich  entitles you  to  m em 
bership in the Globe Trotters Club.

W a it ’ll y ou  see next m on th ’s issue! 
A n  adventure treat that w ill  amaze 
you is in store for  y ou — Lieut. S cott  
M org a n ’s great full book -len gth  novel 
o f  the Russian steppes, T H E  T E R 
R O R  O F  S I B E R I A .  Full o f  action, 
it takes you  to scenes o f  battle and 
intrigue in frozen  wastelands where 

1 w olves  prow l, lands where the icy  
I fingers o f  death arc ch ili  indeed.

A n d  d o n ’t miss T H E  W H I R L 
W I N D ’S R E V E N G E — by Johnston 
McCulley— a B I G  N A M E  and a B I G  
S T O R Y — a novelette  con t in u in g  the 
adventures o f  Alias the Whirlwind. 

I w hom  you met a m onth  ago. A lso ,  
short stories by B ob  Du Soe, G eorg e  
A llan  M offa tt  and L. R o n  H ubbard  
and others. U ntil  next m onth, then—-  

T H E  G L O B E  T R O T T E R .

A p p lica t io n  for  M em bership  
T h e  G lobe  T ro tter ,
T H R I L L I N G  A D V E N T U R E S ,
570 Seventh Ave.,
New York City.

I wish to be enrolled as a member 
of the Globe Trotters Chib. I am in
terested in adventure and will en
deavor to answer all questions asked 
me by other members regarding the 
places with which I am familiar.
..................................................... Age. .. .

(Print name plainly)
Address ............................. ............
C ity...................................  State..............

My hobbies are........................................

To ohtHln n meinborahlp card, rnrloat* 
n self-addressed etnmped envelope.



T O  M E N  W H O

mAke more
W A N T  T O

money
Y o u  d o n ’ t  “ g e t”  raises these 

days—you earn t h e m !
T hese are strenuous times in which we are 
living. Competition is keen . . . the de
mands for efficiency are constantly increasing.

The day is gone when you can “ hit the 
boss" for a raise and get it “ on your nerve.” 

You get raises these days on your ability 
—  and your training!

Today a man must think about himself 
*— and his future. Remember this: If
you’re just getting by, you’ re falling behind. 
Tom orrow your present job may be only a 
memory. The way to be sure of the future 
is to be sure of yourself!

Men are realizing this —  a new era in the 
Utilization of spare time to acquire special
ized training is here! Men who a few years

ago thought they were “ sitting on top o f the 
world”  today arc coming to International 
Correspondence Schools for additional train
ing. Still more arc enrolling because they 
sec the handwriting on the wall. They want 
to make more money.

Do you want to make more money? If 
you do, we challenge you to mark and mail 
this coupon! It has been the beginning of 
success for men all over the world.

Rut don't bother if you’re a quitter! It 
takes fight and hard work to get ahead these 
ilays— and weak-kneed, spineless men have 
no more chance of helping themselves by 
spare-time study than they have of getting 
a raise tomorrow!

If you have the old fight, if you’re willing 
to risk a three-cent stamp on yourself —  
mark and mail this coupon today!

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

Without cost or obligation, pic 
before which I have marked X

i lThe Universal University"
B O X  3 9 6 6 ,  S C R A N T O N ,  P E N N A .

asp send me a ropy of your booklet, “ Who Wins and Why,”  and

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES
Architect
Architectural Draftsman 
Building Estimating 
Wood Millworking 
Contractor and Builder 
Structural Draftsman 
Structural Engineer 
Electric Wiring 
Electrical Engineer 
Electrlo Lighting 
Welding, Electric and Qai 
Beading Shop Ulueprlnti

Bualneia Management 
Office Management 
Jndiutrlal Management 
Personnel Management 
Traffic Management 
Accountancy □  Coat Accountant

Telegraph Engineer 
Telephone Work 
Mechamrul Engineer 
Mechanical Draftsman 
Machinist 
Tool maker 
Patternmaker 
Pipefitter CD Tinsmith 
Brldgo Engineer 
Bridge anil Building Foreman 
Oas Engines n  Diesel Engines^ 
Aviation Engines

Automobile? Meehan la 
(Plumbing CD Steam Fitting 
Heating [jVenlllatlon 

| Sheet Metal Worker 
Steam Englmcr 

(Steam Elertrlr Engineer 
Civil Engineer 
Surveying and Mapping 
Hefrlgeratlon 

(K. It. Locomotive!
It. H. Section Foremin 
Highway Engineering

BUSINESS TRAIN IN G COURSES
C P. Accountant 
Bookkeeping 
Secretarial Work 
Spanish □  French 

(Salesmanship □  Advertlilng 
(Business Correspondence

_ Lettering Show Cards □  Blgni 
_ Stenography and Typing 
_ Complete Commercial 

Civil Serrieo 
JM all Carrier 
□ Railway Mali Clerk

full particulars about the fubjeet

□  It. II. Bridge end Building 
Foreman

Air Unikeg □  Train Operation 
Chemistry Q  Pharmacy 
Coal Mining Engineer 
Navigation □  Boilermaker 
Teillle Ovorscer or Supt.
Chiton Manufacturing 
Wooloo Manufacturing 
Agriculture □  Fruit droving 
Poultry Farming Q B adio 
Marino Engineer

Grade School Subject!
High School Subject!
College Preparatory 
Illustrating 
Cartooning 
Lumber Dealer

Home.. ..A g e .......................Address ,

Cit§...........................................................................State ........................................................................Occupation........................................................
II «M  roHde to Canada, tend this coupon to the International Oorretvondence Schools Canadian. Limited, Montreal, Canada
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Solar Telescope—$1 . 2 5
NEARLY 
3  FEET 
LONG

The new Excelsior Solar Tclescopo Is & largo and serviceable Instrument, nicely made and accu
rately fitted. When extended it Is almost three feet in length, and when closed measures not quite twelve 
Inches in length. Telescopes o f this sice usually sell for many times this price, but by im porting them 
direct from a  large European manufacturer, we are enabled to oiler them to our customers tor 
ONLY »1J2S each, at which price they ought to sen readily. The lenses are well made, the sides are 
brass bound and the four sections sre perfectly fitted. Here Is your chance to  obtain a Telescope for 
a nominal sum. It will be sent postpaid to any address upon receipt o f  $1.26 In any convenient form. 
Postage stamps accepted If m ore convenient. 770 page Catalog o f  novelties, tricks, jokes, etc., 10c.

MAKE YOUROWN RADIO

B A D IO  H I T  A m  to — to Md  
*•tils  torm itf*  M b  BMh llw me- tortfti* for which tan bs parvhggad for ft DMto Mto. Algo tails h«w to boUd • oLdt-wavs ■ M b *  for bringing in foroign .uUent,
pfttbft «elh» »Upft ftt tmt rto. ONLY U « ».pd.

SILENT DEFENDER

si u o  am cars u s u  mmfttod iftdlshftr, with •*-•to tMd by ufWnliitaal
pftH— M OatoorKofn fi

M ID G ET BIBLE
* » v k
E S H

s e r p e n t *  e g o s■to* U VI. Wbto■ ewtob. m l on* 
m i f w i u i i  as a s e Q

rvto ftW tthi*
W a s :1. ■ ■itoftia > tor I
STAGE
M ONEY

»  ro ll O . 
'theoe bQlit m e----- roperlime u d  peeOng ofl b geooloe bm 

or to o  iro n  fib* ooBAde of tbe roll, tbe afleot am  tea win be found to tie on (hot can be desired ~ “p iitiild iA A U b 20e. 12C for Mb, 
m  j T l t  WwwMo i  to rtpo>d.

NOSE FLUTE

•  w uMm ft flto, Tbwe
t t tS fe  SjSCJZJSZsSSS

S U R P R IS E  M A T C H E S
More f u n ___Ofbtmc with roar wile. LoaK just lik e  o r a io e r p  matcher. As tbe victim trlro to light 
one be tete quite esurprise. +
r m  1»pw >g! l ln B lw H O  2fw T1 cmk.

STAR TOY MAKER
Qrwtwl b o y * * bool WrlUan. Tall* bow to mail*

Bptol Bftlb-wftd,,m 
----- -* B o*

• Eton Sldd^fiMleo —
•Ojre OWN TOTMAKDL A orw book.Tails how to flaks cihrntol tor*, ftlsrlricsi tors P h u h  toy* Iftaikantoal toy*, p*P*ton, #r—“---■ *-— *----- ------ --- —Ulurtrsl 
riM WITH

m leys niinnsil toy

BifiwiwC 55 ■
TWO s u  parform with the 

fc‘ ‘ '  'll dftouy nagMI] s aha In, Maine sad
m—-----“■toll «litop. Hgf^BdpAii tJlhid bafli, saai 

foStoes* msmAtonfftlftililu *y, rto.

— W s s a T t o t I t o — M i  
i O N M n E  X - R A Y  t o i l

A  wonderful little bar tram eot pro-
M a M a a

z ltjz . y i r i ^ T i i
aimtod V^faL % w T l l i R

JOHNSON SM ITH & CO.
Dtpte 707 RACINE. M S.

_ Bandy pocket_______r Prise 26# ito. 2 f«r 46# pastor 14.

Used by police officer*. detective*, 
■barIff », Dlgfet watchmen tod  other* 
■a • means of ■ elf-protection. Very 
effective. Easily fits tbe hand, the 
Angers being grasped in the foul 
hole*. Very useful In an ornerSta
cy. Made of alum lnumLhey ar* very 
lljb t. weighing lea* than 2 ounces, 
size always ready for Instant use.

7/0 Mgr C to b f  16*.

LOOK W a a d u r f a ll i a l n a a s t .

.artlolu 
In o n .  

Erorybody <1*- 
_  iig tu d  w ia  n . 

Odd. Curious and taWrest- In. Lotaol pleuuroaswell
_____ ______ It lasooubls Mlerossops for a*

__— ___Braining the wooden ol nature. It la eho an
Opera Oban. a Btereoaoope, .  Burning Lina, a Baadtni 
Olaaaj .  Tefaeops, a Com pan. a pocket Mirror, and a Larrruroeoope—lor neamlnla. erei aar, none and throat._U 
la worth an tbe ooet to locate even one painful cinder ra Ole 
eye, Folds Oat and Ota the pocket. Somethin freak—you a«J a ,  Paa’I odra Ik. a t  kr adl. Orff W iM k W > « » .

ELECTRIC MOTOR
lor Qb* io■tawlab*-

. 4 t Assrs

tfoUow ■ frwslmpl*

LEARN to 
Hypnotize

itwwrt

T s s r ^ t m S .M i W nsdE io n  or DOM.mk-

H ils remark* bl« 
book toUa bow. 
Exp l a ins  all 
about Hypno
tism. bow to 
hypnotise, bow 

to produce sleep, hew to 
■waken n subject, hew tefayp- 
noUis animals, hypnotism In 
diseases, hypnotism foradeo- 
Ufle practice, llli
Mtlaift thoturht Inarfi------•to. WrttUfth pkh . mryjlftf
is s rw srtttfttS F

FORTUNE TELLING BY CARDS
with cards, dice, dominoes, crystal, 
etc. Telia Urn meaning md *JLg- 
niflcation of every card. Several dif
ferent methods exp la Lewd and fully 
tUmtreked. Crammed full (ran cov
er to cover with complete Informa
tion mm fortune-toUing. P IE S  
postpaid. Stamps acerpitd,

i  a ^ r 3 t o C ^ ^ r * s g w i * a T n f i*553  j s  #  m ia  t  won« fortune-mumc. p b »c & * *I ______________ g a g n ^ a B ^  postpaid, Stamps accrtitd,

'Address orders for ail goods on above and on following page to Johnson Smith & CoDept . 707,  Racine,
■ — —  ■ - ■  — —  ■ .  ■ ■ ■  i ■ ■ ■ — —

160



BAG O’ TRICKS 15c
I t  Is g r e a t  fan m y s t i fy 

ing y o u r  fr ie n d s . G o t  th is  
B a g  O' T r ick s  a n d  be th o  
c le v e re s t  fe llo w  In y o u r  
d is tr ic t . C o n ta in s  a p p a r a 
tu s  and  d ir e c t io n s  fo r  
F O U R  F I R S T  C L A S S  
T R I C K S ,  In c lu d in g  th e  
M A G IC  P A D D L E  (m y s t i 
f y  y o u r  fr ie n d s  b y  m a k in g  
th e  m a tch  s t ick  Jum p fr o m  
o n e  h o le  t o  th e  o t h e r ) ,  th e  
T A N T A L I Z I N G  C R O S S  
T R IC K , H IN D U  M Y S T IC  
S Q U A R E  T R IC K , a n d  th e  
M Y S T E R I O U S  R A T 
T L IN G  S T IC K  T R I C K ,  

F u ll  In s tr u ct io n s  w ith  e a ch  tr ick . N o  
sk ill re q u ire d . E v e r y th in g  c o m p le te  fo r  

15o postpaid. 770 page N ovelty Catalog 10c.

Electric Set
D A Y S  !  A private Electrio Telegraph Bet of your » gM ^  

own for 15c. Lota of fun sending messages g J  7 ^ 1 ?  
to your friend*. Better etill get two sets, hook them up «1—1 
M shown in the directions, for TWO-WAY MES
SAGES (sending and receiving). No trouble at all 
to opera to with the simple instructions that ao- 
company each set. Operates on any 
standard drv battery obtainable every
where. With this outfit you can learn to 
transmit and receive messages by 
the Morse Internationa] Code, and < 
in a very short time become an ex
pert operator. Mounted on wooden 
base measuring 4 a 3 in.; first class 
construction throughout, completewith key. sounder, magnet, min
iature Western Union blanks, 
paoked in neat box with fu l] /, 
illustrated instructions —* "
ALL. FOR ISo (without 
b a tte ry ) p o s f t p a  
(Canada and Foreign 2(III papi eatalef of novelties, Jekeo,i trlehs. pussies/ books, ste. tic. 4 

to m to m s m i t h  a  c o .0̂  707. ‘  ‘ “

— w n lU r iM .d T -
------ io«i w t o i i  n d k a ,

W a m p b  k p i M ia i ,
. telepbooeo.U chte.eleetrie 
M il* . e U r a e . oofle. el eo trie 
ta ilam. P H N W  t O v s e S .

N EW
V A M P I N G  

C A R P
NO TEACHER NEEDED—SURPRISINGLYISIMPLE SYSTEM
Persons having neglected their MuiIcbI Education need not despair, for with 
the aid of our now VAMPING CAIID (placing tho card upright over the 
llano keys), you can Vamp away j0 thousandJ of Songs, Ballads. WalUes, 
lag Time, etc., etc. No knowledge of music Is required After using H s 

few times, you will bo able to dliprnso with tho iid  of tho Vamping 
Card entirely. Tho prlco of this very deter Intention la only I So postpaid.

BIG ENTER TAIN ER
ISO Jokes and Riddles, 34 

M agic Tricks, 54 Parlor G am es. 
73 Toasts, 15 Card Tricks, 4 
Fairy Talcs, 50 Money-making 
Secrets, lU Funny Readings, 3 
Monologues, 31 Puzzles and 
Problems, 5 Comic Recitations,

out-ouis xor Checkers and Chess, Dominoes, Fox and Geese, 9 
Men Morris, Spanish Prison Puzzle. Gaincof A n a g ra m s,etc. All for 
15c postpaid. 770 page Catalog o f  n ovelties , jo k e s ,t r ic k s ,e t c . ,  10c.

JOHNSON SM ITH & CO.
Dept. 701 RACINE, WIS.

.  A  t e n  H  m e  NEW CATALOG u M  —  r a o lH  of W * ..w  Gm  D* 
G » *  ESN hm wHk mIMh bU S ta a  2 S « .  O lo M r  dimS bw tt-r  &*m • « « .  0 *1 ?

. . . . . .  i Nm H i  OOO e l  an Uni te t e e l  sH e to
M l M M l l l M ,  s a i i l t * .  I S M A  o a n h i i  s o a O .  m b b * »  

Um  Rod  Ira. aaH aaSttpR la  aa aa a  m o  aSaata,
— ----------------a .  R m d JI k r  C o la , N a a a y  O

I U . 0 .  N a ata ca  I l i a n ,  fa r  an  o r lM o a  H d a f  al 
■ a a  mm4 N a i r i  N e iee  a a a a a A ^  m* ai

Novelty French Photo Ring
A VERY GREAT CURIOSITY

Here Is a very great novelty 
In Blngi, that la selling la 
thousands. It Is s  nicely 
made ring, finished In Imita
tion platinum, and aet with 
a large Imitation diamond.
It looks Just llko an ordi
nary ring, but In the ahank 
of tbe ring la a email mlcro- 
acoplo picture almost Invisi
ble to tbe naked eye, yet la 
magnified to an almost In
credible degTce and with as
tonishing clearness. There la quits Ifl SI* 
sortment of pictures that should suit all taatea.
Some are pictures of bathing girl beautlef. 
pretty French Actresics, etc., others are views 
of places of Interest In France, Panama Canal and elsewhere, 
othera show tho Lord's Prayer In type, every word of which 
can be read by persona with normal eyesight. They are Inter
esting without being In any way objectionable. PRICE 25a. 9 
far 63a, af >2.25 par dor, pestpald. 170 page Catalog 10c,

Crystal Radio Receiver, $1.60
Say what you win about 

Electrical and Battery Sets, a 
C R Y S T A L  set has them all 
beat for simplicity and clear
ness o f  tone. There Is abso
lutely no noise and no distor
tion— no batteries to buy— no 
tubes to wear out— no main
tenance expense whmtaoevi 
Coet nothing to  operate 
will last Indefinitely. “  

i la loud and c l e a _ . ____
itw» n amrmoieed to work dqrdJ iiMm

ThistloD la loud and clear,
B m t a r  U  c m re o ie e d  to  w « _____

iiv* C krsU l fiat yoq  
hmItUi  nShs m----------- — joSh  b w « M  Me-

dlUona o p  lo  100 n d la . C o ta tn e ted  
o f  the fin e*  belevfede i b n W w a t i  fcft»

suss
S E X  I N D I C A T O R

Finals Mai# An amusing and en 
Urtalnlng novelty. 
Hold It over a worn 
an's hand and it 1a 
supposed to describe 
■ complete and con
tinuous circle. HolJ 
It over a man’ s hand 

_  end watch It more 
back and forth like a pendulum. W e have made Innumerable 
tesla, and while we bare never been able to figure out how ll'a 
done, « e  have never seen It fail. Many novel and interesting 
eiperlmcnlt may be performed with It. Try It for testing the 
sei of animals, cits. dogs, rabbits, butterflies, etc. Sold aa a 
patent egg tester In Eurcpe. PRICE 10a sash, S far 25e.

BLANK CARTRIDGE PISTOL
ww 50c

*122

W all mage end e ffeeU w )
modelled on Utael Ijrpo of R»td?*»i »pt«trtM tloM U uuxuh lo Han • burgUr. Wk-D laded 
It BA7 be Ae effective ee 
e reel revolver w ithout I* teheeaexigrr hj iiio. i ,  m w
•tenderd 33 Cel- Dtenk C ertrldcM  obtainable every - where. Price BOe, 1-eerier ouelNv. ft.OO, Blenli CirirWiee. BOa per lOO. Iiolotor ( C o -b o y  type) foe 
nUtak C eruJdce FioWJ. SOo. Shipped by Eepreee etuf.

BOYS! THROW YOUR VOICE
Into n trunk, under tho 
bed or anywhere. Lota 
of fun fooling teacher, 
policeman or friends.
THE VENTRILO
a littlo instrument; fits in 

tho mouth out of Bight, used 
with abovo for Bird Calls, etc.
Anyone can uso it. N bv—f  f o l io ,
A  IS  p o g o  c o u r t #  Oft V o n t r l l o -  

q u h m  a n d  t h e  V e n tr l lo .  A ll  f o r  1 0  c o n t s  p o i t p o k f .  
J O H N S O N  S M IT H  A  C O .,  D e p t. 707, R A C IN E , W i t .
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Bu- 'f-.1 Fc;v
Prevent Disease 
End Self Denial

&

Step Wnrrymq 
Ccnouei Iqncrjr.e 
OvercomeShame

J S d $ \

X T  >

^  ̂ fcicldeM  SecidX e j 5 a  0ti3)anm<j£»| C ctccfa f!
ous doctor has told 
in Crank, daring Ian<

about the busn, no veil

’AY with false mo dewy I At last a tam- 
a ll  the secrets o f 

iguage. N o prudish 
ting about the busn, no veiled hints,
TRUTH, blaring through 376 pages 

• f  straightforward facts.
Love is the roost magwtfutnl tatacy in 

Khe world . . . know how to hold your 
loved one .. . don't glean half-truths from 
unreliable sources. . .  let Dr. H. H. Rubio 
toll you bat to do and bow to da it.

MORE THAN lO O  VIVID PICTURESi The 106 illustrations leave nodung to 
<bt Imagination . . . know bow  to over*
< oo)l physical mis mating . . . know what 
«© de on your wedding night to avoid the 
(enuring results o f  ignorance.
■ B ttrjth im e  pertaining ro sea ie discussed jg g  V I V I D  
Id daring language. Ail the things you P I CTURES 
lhaen wanted to know about your sex Life, 
information about which other hooks only 
vaguely hint, is yours at last.

Some will he offended by the emaxlog 
frankness o f  this book and its vivid ill us- 
tomans, bat the world has no longer any 
me for prudery and false modesty.

A FAMOUS I UD 01 
SAYS THAT MOST 
orvoncu Att caused 
• y SEX IGNORANCE)

Normal, ici-iuiied 
y ou n g  p «op t o  tr*  rorp  
ip t n k t r t U H  they 1 « *  
sea knowledge.

W H A T  EVERY M A N  SH O U LD  K N O W
TN« $«*W4»I Embrace H o*  ta Retain Vl/UHr
& «w «u  oi Ho— m u  Sanaa! b v ra tlo N
MkxMtaanf Early Marriage Gland* and S u  I net tad 
HooiQMuaiHv To Gain G iaater Dallffcl
V enereal DUaaaoe The Truth A  teat A i m

W H A T E V E R Y  W O M A N  S H O U LD  K N O W
Jm  ot P*H* d  MaUnf How l* A il r o d  and Hold 
Whnt lo A l o v  n t.o*«r  Men

t*  do  Sowvaf Slavory ol W o a « a
Im te oH 9 m minim* Ewoetials ml H ope?
ProtT^hrH on Mw h | *
Rlrth Control Chatl The Sow O f f

KMouitdg* is the basis‘ o f  the perfect, 
satisfying love-life. Step out o f  the dark
ness into the sunlight ,»  . end ignorance, 
fear and danger today) Money bdek at once 
if  you are nor completely satirised 1
5 7 6 D A R I N G  P A G E S

Don't be a si a rt to  Igooraacs tod A l t  
Enjoy the rapturous delights Of the per*
feet physical Jovef

Lost lore . . . scandal . .  . dfvotce . . .  can 
often be prevented by knowledge. Only 
the ignorant pay the a w fu l  b sm a h m  o f  
wrong sex practices. Read the facts, cl early, 
Startlingly told . . . study these illustra
tions and grope in darkness no longer.

You want to k n o w . . . and you tiq u id  
Inflow tv rry tbm g  about sex. Seat is no longer 

, a sin . . .  a mystery . . .  it is you r greatest 
'pow er for happioess.Youowe It to yourself 
... to cbe one you love, to tear aaide the cur* 
tain o f  hypocrisy and learn the m tk td  trtu bJ

ATTRACT THE OPPOSITE SEX I
K now  b e st' to  en joy  the thrilling experi

ences that ate your birthright . . ,  know 
how  to attract the opposite sex . . .  bow  
to hold love.

There is no longer any need to pay the 
a w f u l  f r r r t  fo r  one moment o f  bliss. Read 
the scientific pathological facts told so 
bravely by Dr. Rubin. The chapters oa  
venereal disease are alone worth the price 
o f  the book.
Ift S IX  I O N O R A N C !
DROVING THE ONE YOU 
LOVI INTO THE ARMS

O F  A N O T H E R ?
U t  " S e *  H a r m o n y "  

t*ach you  b o w  M ir  it la 
c o  w in  and b o ld  r o o t  Anv*d oa«l

SEND NO MONEY . . .  v A :l COUPON TODAY

PI ONEER P U B L I S H I N G  CO.
OeDV. 14 1170 Sixth At*.. New York, N. Y.

r u u «  w a il rm\ "B rii H  Arm any and t u B r n in ”  in plain  
w rapper. I will pay the pobUnac 12.W ( pltui penta^r) on  
d e liv ery . I f  I am not com p lete ly  eatisAed. 1 can return  
the book  and the entire  purchase p r ir«  will be re fu n d ed  
Im m ediately A lao ten d  m e. F R E E  O F  C H A R G E . y ou r 
b ook  on  " W h y  U lrih  C o m r u l! ”

-:THIS BOOK NOT 50LD TO MINOfS

Namr^

A d d r t J t_
O r d art f r o m  Fortn yn  U n fn ir w i 99. IS *n adpaWM

NOW ONLY m

F R E E *  NEW BOOX* "WHY IIRTH CONTSOlt"
atartling b o o k  d im u ic f  

birth con tro l la  an entirety 
i*1*  • ■ r - Tell* you  mane 
thing* about a m uch d lic im ru  
Subject “ W h y Birth C on tro l”  
— w J Ib e a  revela iioo  lo y o u  — 
Srm  free to  all those w h o otd et 

H srroonv and E ugenics ’ 1 
at ine reduced  price  f  2 .9 8 . 
•lONitl ruillSHIMO CO.

• H i ,  Ckr .
I m  took  A , . „  N n  Y « i .  U R , )

162



BOYS-GIRLS, Look Hero Quick 
SEND NO MONEY
Bend Neme and Address. Big iir-ctwlml 
movie, adjustable lamp socket, rewind 

and take up wheels. 
I 'sim big fllm. Includes: 
7-fuut w rd. show bills, 
tickets, metal si bin and 
still pictures. U-Draw- 
cm slide novelty, fllm 
and instructions. S IM 
P L Y  G IV E  A W A Y  
FR EE beautifully co l
ored art pictures, suit
able fur framing, with 
our famous W H IT E  
C LO V E R IN E  SALVE 
fur cuts, burns, chaps, 
sores, etc.. which you 
sell to friends at 25c a 
box and remit as per 
new big premium plan 
book. W o are reliable -  

Our 38th year. 
Ho first. Write 
fur doznn Salve 
or Mall r O l  - 
1*0 N NOW.

G I V E N
GENERAL 
ELECTRIC 
RADIO or 
BIG CASH

'Commissions
SEND NO M O N EY  
8end Name and Address.
Operates on either AO 
or lit*. pbks up police 
calls and regular broad
casts. Wonderful selec
tivity and M'lisllivlty, 
flno tone, compact. Four tubes. high quality speaker included Shield- 
ed r l u o h  and 25 ft. antenna. It 's  unusual. SIM PLY GIV E A W A Y  
FR EE beautifully colored urt pb lure, suitable for flaming, with our 
famous W H I T E  C LO V ER IN E SA LV E  fur cuts, burns, chap-, sores, 
etc., which you sell to friends at 2"»c a l*n and remit as per new* 
b ig  premium plan book. Wo are reliable Our 33th year, l i e  Hr -1 . 
W rite for dozen SALVK or M A IL  C O ITU N  NOW. WILSO N CHEM. 
CO., INC..  DepL TG-31, Tyrone. Pa.

Biff Cash
C o m m i s s i o n  _____
W I L S O N  C H E M .  C O . ,  I N C . ,  Dept. T O - 3 1 , T yrone,

BOYS - GIRLS GIVEN
Just I/>ok 1 Iteal bumpers, brakes, 
lu-inch di«c roller bearing wheels, 
large balloon tire-. I'A.'M Inch 
hardwood or metal h>itv It's S'>m« 
wagon! S IM PL Y  G IV E  A W A Y  
FREE beautifully colored art 
picture*. -u ltib le  fur fi.tmlng, with 
our f.■ moii« W H I T E  C LO V ER IN E

BOYS! REPEATING RIFLE GIVEN  
or BIG CASH Commission

SF.XD .VO MOST.)' Send Name and Address
llohls 12 22 caL shells, good sights, walnut finish. It ’ s great! S IM P L Y  I 
G IV E  A W A Y  F R E E  beautifully colored art. picture*, suitable f r l  
framing, with our famous W H I T E  CLOV ER INE S A LV E  for cuts. I 
burns, chops. Sores, etc., which y. u sell to fm iid i at 2 V  a l*oi. and I 
remit as per new b ig  premium plan book Other ilmin* 111 lie-, pre* I 
mlumi or pen din g  money. W o aro reliable Our 3Mb year. Ho first. I 
Write for dozen SALVK  nr M A IL t 'O lT i iN  NOW. WILSO N CHEM . 
CO.. INC., Deft, TG-31, Tyrone. Po.

1934 Model LINDY FLYER| 
or BIG CASH Commission

Ser.c t.o Money

Send 
Name 
and

Address 1
SALVE for rul-.. burn*. cl>
ante*. etc . w) ildi you sell to
friend* at 2 a box and

o m it  a* p'T new big ^
l>ri-mium plan Iwxik. r a * 1
Otln r i hulet* wagon,. JTp.
innm uiiii or >t'eiuling P * -
m> n«y, Old I'lfTirlnu v —i
agtllU |tle-.i-a* nrd.-r New
agent* u.iiittil1 tot. Wa
are relljbli* thjr 3S lb
year lb- fir-r Write for
dozen SALVK or M AIL
r o i t o n  N ow.
WILSON CH EM . CO.. INC., Dept. TG-31. Tyrol!,. 
Pi.

S*nd Nam « and  Address.-L a tra t Cherry BVoi 
SIMPLY GIVE AWAY FUCK * ........................
for aula, burns, chaps, aorea .___ _ _ ____ _________  ________________ _
sals, pramlama or spending u o u r  Wa are reliable— Our Sflth rear- 
WILSON CHEM. CO., INC., P apt. TG-3 1.T yrow , Pm.

- L le a l  C bsrrr Btoam a d e s ln , flint quality end nmdatw — grass or pink wlnra. E itram alr beautiful! 
EaauUfullr colored srt pictures, aulUbla for framing, with oar famous WMfTI CLOVERINE SALVE 
, ate., which gou sail to friends at 2f>e a box and ramlt as par new bis premium plan booh. Other choke 
--------  ----------- - Ha Oral. Write far dotao SALVE or MAIL COUPON NOW .

BOYS, LADIES, OIRLS 
Wrist Watch 

or BIG C1SH Commission 
G I V E N

•and  Mams sitd A d d ro ss . Let- 
aal white carved rasa. adJuaUbla 
bracelet,® Jewel laser movement, 
radiant ftlaf. It’ s gorgeous 1 SIM 
PLY o iv e  Aw a y  r t n  besot.

folly catorad art picture*,suitable for frem- 
lag. with oar famous WHITE CLOVERINE 

SALVI fog ants, boras, chaps, soraa, ate., which paw sail to frlaoda i t Z & e i  box aod ramlt 
aapar new big premium plan book. Otbag watabas, pramlama or a pending meaer. Wa are 
reliable-O ne «#th y ear-B e  fleet W rite foe Satan SALVK or MAIL COUPON NOW. 
WILSON CMEM. c b . ,  INC., D ap t. T Q - S l .m M O . Pa.

LADIES!
34-Pc. GLASS Set or
DIO CASH Commission 

G I V E N
SEND NO M O NEY 

r e e a . C U T  O U T  AND M A IL  T O D A Y  mm
■ W O iA n C h .n i .e e . ,  I n c . ,  D «p t . T G - 3 l .T y r . f i . .  P i .

| Gsotlemen: Ptaasa seed me |2 beautiful art plcluraawlth 12 k " ! '*  
a WHITE CLOVERINE SALVE to sell at 2(>e a box (giving pl> to o
■ FREE!. I will remit within So dare. select a premium or kaep rash 
| Commlaalou as par new premium plan book sent with order, postage 
| paid.
| N am e----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
< R P.t),
I  6t. or Bax N o.------- ---------------------------------------------------------------------

| T O W N ____________________________
I  (Print last name In blacks below)I _I I I I I I I I I I I I I

T ry  W ils o n 's  I lo n e y  H n r e h o u n d  M en th ol < o m ;h  D ro p s , .*>c  i 'v r r .v w liir c



------------M A N U T . u n ^

~Vc >• »c •:n

HOtlOAT CANQtti »Q« CVtUYONt

CURTISS

flow! Everybody 
can give CURTISS
PURE • 0ELICIDU5 • INEXPENSIVE
The everyday ehoiee o f m illions__pure,
wholesome Curtiss Candies at priees every
one ran a fiord! Individually wrapped to assure 
freshness and cleanliness. S pread  Christinas 
C h eer  If ith D elirious , In exp en sive  Curtiss 
C a n d ie s .................. Buy them hy the Box.

MAKE EVERYONE HAPPY WITH 
CANDY THIS CHRISTMASI WE 
WOULD LIKE YOU TO  GIVE CURTISS 
CANDIES— BUT, NO MAHER WHOSE 
CANDY YOU GIVE, MAKE THIS 
CHRISTMAS MCRRY WITH CANDY!

C A N D I E S
ALSO GENEROUS 

2 f or  5 and 5$ p a c k a g e s

J V ,1M-

C U R T I S S  C A N D Y  CO.  o t t o  scHNERiNG,PAf5/or/vr*  C H 1C A G  O
A A A K l r R S  O F  B A B Y  R U T H  • B U T T E R F I N G E R  • B U Y  J I A A I N Y  • E A S Y  A C E S


