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R2 2 -  L a d ie s ' 
BU LO V A ; 17 J. 10K 

co ld  plate. $2475 
M 1 7 -M a n 's  BU LO VA; 15 J. 
10K yel. rolled g< Id plate 
case; bracelet. $2475, ]
$t d e p o s it  $2.58 a m onth

1140 — L a d ie s ' 
E L G IN ;  17 J. 10K yel. 

r  co ld  filled case. $37.50 
$141 “ M a n 's  E L G IN —sturdy 
lOK yellow gold  filled case; 
17 jewels. $37.50 
$1 d e p o s it  $5.65 a m onth

Yes-on ly  10c a day on my S A V IN G S  
BO O K PLAN will buy your choice of 
these nationally known watches. It 's 
sim ple-here’s how you go  about it...

WHAT YOU DO:
Send coupon below with a dollar 
bill and a brief note telling me who 
you are, your occupation, and a few 
other facts about yourself. Indicate 
the watch you want on coupon, g iv 
ing number and price.

WHAT I ’LL DO :
I'll open an account for you On my 
S A V IN G S  B O O K  PLAN, send the 
watch you want for approval and

10-D AY  TRIAL
If satisfied, you pay 10 monthly pay
ments. If you are not satisfied after 
wearing the watch for ten days, send 
it back and I ’ll return your dollar 
on our

NAME.

P '  K275  -  -  '  i
Se rv ice  W a tc f i '— ' 

new radium dial, easy-* 
to-see. 7 Jewels, sturdy 
10K yellow rolled gold  
plate case. Made espe
c ia lly  fo r  A rm y  a n d  
N avy  men.
$1 d e p o s it  $1.98 a m o n th

T567 -  B t N R U S  fo r 
Ladies. 7 jewels, 10K 

gold  plate; bracelet. $1975 
056 4 -M an 's  BENRUS:17 jew
els; 10K yellow rolled go ld  
plate; leather strap. $1975 
$1 d e p o s it  $1.88 a m onth

MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE
A Savings Book will be sent to you 
to help you save your dime each 
day. YOU PAY M O N TH LY by money 
order or check. Try this easy, con
venient method that has helped thou
sands to own fine watches without 
burden on the pocket book or savings.

JIM FEENEY
L W. Sweet —  Depf.722A. 1670 Broadway
New York, N. Y.

Enclosed find $1 deposit. Send me Watch No.
--------------- Price $---------------- I agree to wear
the watch for 10 days. If not satisfied, I'll return 
it and you will refund my dollar. If I keep it. I 'l l  
pay balance in .10 equal monthly payments.

FREE TO ADULTS
A  postcard brings my 
complete 48-page 
catalogue and full 
d e t a i l s  on  my 
S A V IN G S  B O O K  
PLAN. No 
obligation.



“ THE BOSS  

D ID N ’T EVEN  

KNOW  

MY N A M E ”

“ H e  said he remembered seeing me around, 
but he didn’t even know my name until the 
I. C. S. wrote him that William Harris had 
enrolled for a course of home study and was 
doing fine work.

“ ‘Who’s William H arris?’ he asked. 
Then he looked me up. Told me he was glad 
to see I was ambitious. Said he’d keep his 
eye on me.

“He did too. Gave me my chance when 
Frank Jordan was sent out on the road. I 
was promoted over older men who had been 
with the firm for years.

“My spare-time studying helped me to 
get that job and to keep it after I got it. It

certainly was a lucky day for me when I ) 
signed that I. C. S. coupon.”

• • •
One reason employers recognize the value 
of I. C. S. training is that many of them are 
former I. C. S. students. They recognize 
that “today’s I. C. S. students are tomor
row’s leaders.”

In the 50 years since these Schools were 
founded, more than $5,000,000 has been 
spent in preparing and revising texts. A per
sonal, individual method of instruction has 
been developed. Isn’t it better to get the 
facts now — than to wait five years and 
wish you had?

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

BOX 3969-T, SCRANTON, PENNA.
Without cost o r obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, “Who Wins 
end Why,” and full particulars about the course before which I have marked X:

TECHNICAL ANO INDUSTRIAL COURSES
□  Contracting and Building □  Marine EnginesO Air Brake

□  Air Conditioning
□  Airplane Drafting
□  Architectural Drafting j
□  Architecture
□  Auto Engine Tune-up _ _ _
□  Auto Technician □  Foundryman □  Heating □  Practical Telephony
□  Aviation □  Aviation Mechanic □  Heat Treatment of Metals □  Publio Works Engineering

□  Cotton Manufacturing
□  Diesel Engines
o  Electrical'Drafting 
D  Electrical Engineering
□  Eleotrio Lighting

□  Mechanical Drafting
□  Mechanical Engineering
□  Mine Foreman
□  Navigation
□  Patternmaking □  Plumbing

□  B o ile rm ak in g
□  Bridge Engineering
□  Chemistry
□  Civil Engineering
□  Coal Mining
O Concrete Engineering

O Accounting □  Advertising
□  B ook k eep in g
□  Business Correspondence
□  Business Management
□  Cartooning □  Civil Servioe

D Highway Engineering 
O  House Planning
□  Industrial Metallurgy
□  Looomotive Engineer
□  Machinist _
□  Management of Inventions □  XL It. Signalman

BUSINES8 COURSES

O Pulp and Paper Making 
D Radio, General
□  Radio Operating
□  Radio Servicing
□  R. R. Section Foreman

□  Sanitary Engineering 
O  Sheet Metal Work 
D Ship Drafting
□  Shipfitting □  Shop Practice
□  Steam Electric □  Steam Engines
□  Steam Fitting
□  Structural Drafting
□  Structural Engineering
□  Surveying and Mapping
□  Telegraph Engineering
□  Telephone Work
□  Textile Designing
□  Toolmaking □  Welding

□  Refrigeration □  Woolen Manufacturing

’ ■'fc] College Preparatory 
O Commercial
□  Commercial Illustrating
□  Cost Accounting
□  C. P. Accounting

□  Advanced Dressmaking
□  Foods and Cookery

□  First Year College
□  Foremanship □  French
□  Good English 
O High School
□  Managing Men a t Work

HOME EC0N0MIC8 C0UR8ES
□  Home Dressmaking
□  Professional Dressmaking and Designing

□  Railway Postal Clerk
□  S alesm ansh ip
□  Secretarial □  Spanish
O Showcard and Sign Lettering
□  Traffic Management

□  Tea Room and Cafeteria 
Management, Catering

Name........ ......................................................................................... ..... A  go................ Address........... .................................................................
City—...... ........................................ ...... ......................... State...................................... Present Position.............................................................

Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Lim ited, Montreal, Canada 
British residents send ooupon to /. C. 8 ., 71 Kingsway, London, W. C. 8 , England
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A Complete Action Novelet of the 
Norman Conquest

ARROWS OF INVASION
By HARRY W1DMER
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Published monthly by Standard Magazines, Inc., 10 East 40th Street, New York City. N. Y. M. A. Goldsmith, President. 
N. L. Pines, Treasurer. Copyright, 1041, by Standard Magazines, Inc. Yearly, 11.20; single copies, $.10; foreign and Canadian, 
postage extra. Entered as second-class matter at the Post Office at New York, N. Y., on Oct. 10, 1931, under Act of March 3, 1879. 
Names of all characters used in stories and semi-fiction articles are fictitious. If the name of any living person 173
or existing institution is used, It is a coincidence. Manuscripts must bo accompanied by 6eif-addressed, stamped 
envelopes and are submitted a t the author's risk.
Read our companion magazines: Thrilling Western, Thrilling Ranch Stories, Thrilling Wonder Storleo, Thrilling Sports, Thrilling Love, 
Thrilling Mystery, Thrilling Detective, Thrilling Football, Popular Western, Popular Detective, Popular Sports Magazine, Popular Love, 
Popular Football, Texas Rangers, G-Men Detective, Air War, West, The American Eagle, Sky Fighters, Detective Novels Magazine, 
The Phantom Detective, Everyday Astrology. Masked Rider Western, Range Riders Western, The Rio Kid Western, Captain Future, 

Black Book Detective, The Masked Detective, Startling Stories. R A F  Aces, Exciting Love,
Exciting Sports, Exciting Detective, and Exciting Western.

*B iN T KV IN  TUB L. 8. JL



HE WAS l/C H E D - THEN A TIP COT BILL A

I Trained These Men
Chief Operator 

Broadcasting Station
Before I  completed your lessons, I 

I  obtained my Radio Broadcast I 
Operators license and immediately I 
joined Station WMPC where I  am | 
now Chief Operator.
HOLLIS F. HAYES. 327 Madison 
S t., Lapeer, Michigan,

Service Manager 
lor Four Stores

I  was working in a garage when 
I  enrolled with N. R. I. I  am now 
Radio Service Manager for the
M------Furniture Co. for the ir four
stores.
JAMES E. RYAN, 119 Pebble 
Court, F a ll River, Mass,

$10 a Week Extra 
In Spare Time

x am doing spare time Radio 
work, and 1 am averaging around 
$500 a  year. Those extra dollars 
mean so much—the difference be
tween just barely getting by and 
living comfortably.
JOHN WASHKO, 97 New Cran
berry. Hazleton. Penna.

In U. S. Signal Corps
I  am in the U. S. Army. Signal 

Corps, as Chief Radio Clerk. My 
duties also include maintenance of 
the transm itter and receivers when 
the  Chief Radio Operator is absent. 
R. W. ANDERSON, Radio Station 
WTI. Vancouver Barracks, Wash
ington.

Extra Pay in 
Army, Navy, 

Too
Every man likely to  go into m ilitary 

service, every soldier, sailor, marine, 
should mail the Coupon Now l Learn
ing Radio helps men get extra rank, 
extra prestige, more interesting duty 
a t pay up to 6 times a private's base 
pay. Also prepares for good Radio jobs 
after sendee ends. IT 'S  SMART TO 
TRAIN FOR RADIO NOW.

Her© Jg a Quick way to more pay. 
offers the chance to make $5, $10 a week 
extra in  spare time a few months from now. 
There is an increasing demand for full time 
Radio Technicians and Radio Operators, too. 
Many make $30, $40, $50 a week. On top of 
record business, the Radio industry is get
ting millions and millions of dollars in 
Defense Orders. Clip the coupon below and 
mail it. F ind out how I  tra in  you for these 
opportunities.

Why Many Radio Technicians I Train 
Make $30. $40. $50 a Week

Over 800 broadcasting stations in the U. 9. 
employ thousands of Radio Technicians with 
average pay among the country’s best paid 
industries. Repairing, servicing, selling home 
and auto Radio receivers (there are over 
50,000,000 in use) gives good jobs to thou
sands. Many other Radio Technicians take 
advantage of the opportunities ta  have their 
own service or retail Radio businesses. Think 
of the many good pay jobs in connection with 
Aviation, Commercial, Police Radio and 
Public Address Systems. N. R. I. gives 
you the required knowledge of Radio for 
those jobs. N. R. I. trains you to be ready 
when Television opens new jobs. Yes, Radio 
Technicians make good money because they 
use their heads as well as the ir hands. They 
m ust be trained. Many are getting special 
ratings in  the Army and Navy; extra rank 
and pay.

J. E. SMITH, Pre®.
National Radio 

Institute
Established 25 Year*

B eginners Qnlck|;>
Learn to Earn $5,
$10 a Week Extra 
in Spare Time

Nearly every neigh
borhood offers oppor
tunities for a good 
p a r t - t i m e  R a d io  
Technician to make 
extra money fixing 
Radio sets. I  give 
you special training 
to show you how to 
start cashing in on 
these opportunities 
early. You get Radio 
parts and instructions for building test 
equipment, for conducting experiments that 
give you valuable practical experience. You 
also get a modern Professional Radio Servic
ing Instrument. My fifty-fifty method—half 
working with Radio parts, half studying my 
lesson texts—makes learning Radio a t  home 
interesting, fascinating, practical.

Find Out How I Train You 
for Good Pay In Radio 

M ail the coupon below. I ’ll send my 64-pago 
book FREE. I t  tells about my Course; tho 
types of jobs in the different branches of 
Radio; shows letters from more than 100 of 
the mon I  trained so you can see what they 
are doing, earning. MAIL THE COUPON 
in  an envelope or paste on a penny postal.

j. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 2A09, 
National Radio Institute, Washington, D. C.

J. E. SMITH, President. Dept. 2A0®
National Radio Institute. Washington. D. C.

Mail me FREE, without obligation, your 64-page book "Rich 
Rewards in  Radio." (No salesman will call. Write plainly.)

Age.



THIS WAN DECIDED TO TRY THIS 
EASY, SHORT-CUT METHOD!

(p  S. You should hear him  play now l)

Do You Sm ile at the Idea

Here Are Some Facts That May Surprise You!
YOU H A V E un d o u b ted ly  h ea rd  of the  TJ. S. School 

m ethod  of teach in g  m usic by m ail. T h is  re m a rk 
ab le  system  of in stru c tio n  has been in opera tion  for 
over fo rty  y ea rs  and m ore th a n  700,000 people in 
a ll p a r ts  of th e  w orld have enro lled  fo r it. Men, 
wom en and  ch ild ren  of all ages and  from  all w alks of 
life  have taken up th e ir  favorite  m usical in stru m en ts  
th is  convenient, m oney-saving w'ay. They have 
stu d ied  th e  p iano, violin , g u ita r , accordion and , in 
sh o rt, every  k in d  of p o p u la r  in stru m en t.

No Special Talent Required
M any of these p u p ils  d id no t know  one m usical note 
from  an o th e r  w hen th ey  enrolled. M any h ad  previ- 

; ously  tr ie d  o th e r  m ethods of in stru c tio n  w ithou t 
* success. A nd no t a  few  w ere fran k ly  skeptical. They 

doub ted  w h eth er i t  w as possib le  to lea rn  m usic by 
;m ail, ju s t  as you m ay doubt it.

To som e of these  ‘'D o u b tin g  T hom ases” it cam e as 
th e  su rp r ise  o f th e ir  lives when th ey  ac tu a lly  h ea rd  
them selves p lay in g . S im ple p o p u la r  m elodies a t first, 
(then m ore an d  m ore advanced pieces, a ll th e  w ay to  
G rand  O pera.

One a f te r  ano ther, p u p ils  te s tify  to  th e  am azing 
'ease w ith  w hich th ey  learned, and th e  fasc ination  and 

. p leasu re  th ey  found  in  th e  lessons. T hey  say i t  was 
"easy  a s  A. B. C.”—"so sim ple th a t  a  child  could 

' u n d e rs ta n d ”—th a t  “w ith  all th e  w onderfu l pho to 
g ra p h s  a n d  d iag ram s to  guide you, you sim ply  cannot 
go w rong”—th a t  “ i t ’s rea lly  fu n  to  lea rn  m usic  th is  
easy, fa sc in a tin g  w ay.”

W ill You Accept This Challenge?
T he experience of th o u sa n d s  upon thou san d s o f peo
p le  shou ld  be p ro o f positive th a t  you, too, can learn  
to  p lay  y o u r fav o rite  in s tru m en t by th e  fam ous p r in t-  
an d -p ie tu re  m ethod of th e  U. S. School of M usic. Is  
i t  no t a p ity , then , to deny yourself all th e  enjoym ent, 
th e  good tim es and  p o p u la rity  th a t  m usic offers? Do 
you n o t owe it to  yourself, a t  least, to  exam ine all 
th e  fac ts, and  to  decide, onee and  fo r all, w hether you 
can afford  to p ass  by th is  o p p o rtu n ity  to  enrich  yo u r 
life  w ith  m usic?

I f  you rea lly  w an t to  p lay  a  m usica l in s tru m en t—if 
you a re  w illing  to  devote ju s t  a  few  m inutes a  day 
to  learn ing , not th ro u g h  ted ious, o ld-fash ioned  p rac 
tice, b u t by ac tually  p lay in g  real tu n es—then  you 
should  m ail th e  coupon a t  once. I t  w ill b r in g  you an 
in te re s tin g  illu s tra te d  booklet and  free  P r in t  an d  P ic 
tu re  Sam ple th a t  tells all about th is  w onderfu l w ay 
to  learn  m usic a t  home— w ith o u t any special ta le n t— 
w ith o u t any  prev ious know ledge 
of m usic a t am azingly  l i t t le  cost.
Head it carefu lly  and earnes tly  
an d  ac t upon it. I f  in terested , 
te a r  ou t the  coupon now, before 

i th e  page. (In s tru m e n ts  
when needed, cash o r 

. A dd ress : U. S. School of 
Music. 2041 B runsw ick  B u ild ing ,
New Y ork, N. Y.

jE s ta b lish e d  1898)

you tu rr  
supp lied  
cred it.)

INSTRUMENTS
Aa a special accom
modation to our stu
dents we can sup
ply instruments at 
a  special discount. 
Jhlberal terms ex
tended. For partic
ulars. inauire In 
strum ent Dept.

r - Z I T \. School of Music, 2941 Brunswick Bids., New York,
I  am interested in music study, particularly in the instrument 
checked below. Please send me your free Illustrated booklet, 
"How to Learn Musio a t Home” and free P rin t and P icture 
Sample.

Piano
Violin
Guitar
Piano Aceordion 
Plain Accordion 
Saxophone

Cello Trombone Drums and Traps
Hawaiian Cornet Ukulele

Guitar Trumpet Oroan
Banjo Flute Modern Elementary
Mandolin Piccolo Harmony

Do You
Name ..................................................................Have Instr? .

L
City ................................................................ S tate.

□  Check here if  under 16 years of age.



Tills Is coupon O'Brien sent 
to get FREE Book. Yours 
is  below—clip i t  NOW l

HE Mailed This Coupon

J. G. O'BRIEN
Atlas Champion 

Cup Winner
This is an ordinary 
snapshot of one erf 
Charles A tlas’ Cali
fornian pupils.

I  H. £*•*
I nrs< fa ‘•stlnJ toe*?** *nd fi*° <* rnoIhW*C •  i

a ‘  J- i n  ife m |

3rien sent J
l®TATh /O-Sj f

•••and Here's the Handsome 
Prize-Winning Body 
I Cave Him/

J G. O’BRIEN saw my coupon. He clipped and mailed it. He 
• got my free book and followed my instructions. He became a 
New Man. NOW read what he says:

“Look at me NOW! ‘Dynamic Tension’ WORKS!
I ’m proud of the natural, easy way you have made 
me an ‘Atlas Champion’!”

J. G. O’Brien.

be a N EW  M A N ”-c w < * A tlas
I  don’t  care how  old o r young  you are, o r  how  asham ed 
Of y o u r p resen t physical condition  you m ay be. I f  you 
can sim ply  ra ise  y o u r arm  an d  flex it  I  can add  SO LID  
MUSCLE to  yo u r biceps—yes, on each a rm —in double- 
qu ick  tim e! Only 15 m inu tes a  day—rig h t in  y o u r own 
hom e—is a ll th e  tim e  I  ask  of y ou! A nd th e re ’s n«  
cost if I  fail.

I  can broaden your shoulders, strengthen your back, develop your whole muscular system INSIDE 
and OUTSIDE; I can add inches to your chest, give you a vise-like grip, make those legs of youra 
lithe and powerful. I can shoot new strength into your old backbone, exercise those inner organa, 
help you cram your body so full of pep, vigor and red-blooded vitality that you won't feel there's 
even "standing room" left for weakness and that lazy feeling! Before I get tlirough w ith you I ’ll 
have your whole frame "measured" to a nice, new, beautiful suit of muscle!

Only 1 5  Minutes a Day
“ Dynamic Tension!” That’s the ticket! The identical natural method that I  myself developed 
to  change my body from the scrawny, skinny-chested weakling I  was at 17 to my present super
man physique! Thousands of other fellows are becoming marvelous physical 
■pecimens— my way. I  give you no gadgets or contraptions to fool with. You 
learn to develop your strength through “ Dynamic Tension." You simply 
utilize the DORMANT muscle-power in your own God-given body— watch i t  
Increase and multiply double-quick into real, solid LIYB MTUSCLE.

CHARLES
A TLA S

An untouched photo of 
Charles Atlas, 
w inner and 
holder of the 
t i t l e  “ T he  
World’s Most 
Perfectly De
veloped Man.”

My method— “Dynamic Tension” —will turn  the trick for you. No theory—  
every exercise is practical. And, man, so easy! Spend only 15 minutes a day 
in  your own home. From the very start you’ll be using my method of “Dynamic 
Tension”  almost unconsciously every minute of the day—■ 
walking, bonding over, etc.— to BUILD MUSCLE and jtsm i& sz  
VITALITY.

•EVERLASTING HEALTH I
AND STRENGTH"

In  it I  talk to you In straight-frora-the-shouldor language. I
Paoked with inspirational pictures of myself and pupils— 
follows who became NEW MEN in strength, my way. Let 
me show you what I helped THEM do. See what I can do for 
YOU! For a real thrill, send for this book today. AT ONCH.
CHARLES ATLAS. Dept 77-N, 11$ E. 23rd St., N. V. C.

FREE BOOK

CHARLES A TLA S
Dept. 77-N, 115 E. 23rd Streat 
New York. N. Y.

I  want the proof tha t your system of “ Dynamic Tension”
can help make me a New Man—give me a  healthy, husky 
body and big muscle development. Send me your FREE 
book, “Everlasting Health and Strength.”  No obligation.

Name
(Please print or write plainly)

^ ^ i t y  ..................................................  State............ J



INSURES PARENTS, CHILDREN (Married.or Unmarried) 
BROTHERS, SISTERS and GRANDPARENTS . . .  Ages 1 to 65
★  N ow , m o d ern  life  in su rance m ethods m ake it  p ossib le  fo r a ll  o f  your family, in c lu d in g  
in-law s, to  be in su red  in  o n e  policy  paying guaran teed  benefits fo r  d ea th  from  any cause.

In stead  o f  issu ing  five o r  six po lic ies  to  inc lude m o ther, father, sons an d  daughters, 
even g ran d p a ren ts , w e now  issue just on e  policy tha t in su res them  all . . . an d  at o n e  low  
co s t p rice  o f  only $1 .0 0  a m onth .

FAMILY POLICY 
—< INSURES FROM 2 to 6 
MEMBERS OF YOUR FAMILY

COMPUTED O N  LEGAI RESERVE BASIS

$1,42222
$2,84422
$4,26622

for Natural 
or Ordinary 

Acddtntol Death

for Aoto 
Accidental Death

for Travel 
Accidental Death

T o  guarantee payment on each death that occurs 
in  your insured family, we have figured this policy 
out on the strict legal reserve basis, complying 
w ith State government requirem ents in every 
respect. This is your assurance o f Cash When You 
Need I t Most. Claims are paid at once . . .  with
out argument o r  delay. State records verify our 
fair and just settlements.

Guarantee Reserve specializes in full family 
coverage, that’s why we can offer safe, guaran
teed life insurance on  your whole family at one 
low price of only $ 1.00 a m onth.

N O  MEDICAL EXAM IN ATIO N
To eliminate costly doctor fees, etc., we have elimi
nated Medical Examination. All people from Jige 1 to 
d5, in good health may be included in this new type 
Guarantee Reserve family policy. No membership
fees, no examination fees, no policy fee . 
month pays for one policy that insures all.

, $1,00. a

The figure* shown above represent the 
Insurance provided b y  the policy on a  
typical average  family of five persons.

GUARANTEE RESERVE LIFE INSURANCE COM PANY 
DtPARTMENt 17-A. HAMMOND. INDIANA

RUSH-MAIL AT ONCE-DON’T DELAYS
Guarantee fte&rte l if e  i n s u r a n c e  c o . "I
GUARANTEE RESERVE BID©., Dept. 17-A, Hammond Inrf.i

Gentlemen: Without obligation* please send me at once 
complete information on how to gee your Family Life
Policy for FREE inspection*

N a m e  ......

#V*it
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Amazingly Easy Way 
to get into ELECTRICITY

I'LL FINANCE YOUR TRAINING
Don’t  spend your life hoping for a better job and a better salary. Let me show you how to 
train for positions that lead to $35.00, $40.00 a week and up in the great field of Electricity.
NOT by correspondence but by actual shop work right on real electrical machinery. Then 
on my “PAY AFTER GRADUATION” PLAN YOU CAN PAY YOUR TUITION 
AFTER YOUR TRAINING PERIOD IS OVER IN  EASY MONTHLY PAYMENTS.

Learn Without 'Boohs « 9 0 days
Lack of experience—age, or advanced 
education bars no one. I don’t care 
if you don’t  know an armature 
from an air brake— I don’t  expect 
you tol I t  makes no difference!
Don’t  let lack of money stop you.
Most of the men a t Coyne have 
no more money than you have.
That’s why I have worked out 
my astonishing offers.

Earn While 
Learning

If you need part-time work to 
help pay your living expenses 
I’ll help you get it. Then, in 12 
brief weeks, in the great roar
ing shops of Coyne, I  train you 
as you never dreamed you could 
be trained...on one of the great
est outlays of electrical appa
ratus ever assembled . . . real 
dynamos, engines, power plants, 
autos, switchboards, transmit
ting stations...every thing from 
doorbells to  farm  power and 
lighting . . . full-sized . . .  in full 
operation every day!

P R E P A R E  FO R  
JO B S  L IK E  T H E S E

O ur Em ploym ent Bureau for 
graduates gives F R E E  life
tim e employment service. 

A rm ature W inder 
S u b -S ta tion  Operator 

Auco & A viation  Ign ition  
M ain ten an ce E lectrician  

Service S ta tion  Owner 
Air C ond ition in g  

Electric R efrigeration  
R adio Servicing  

and  m an y  o th ers

we help to make you a  master elec
trician so you can cash in on the 

opportunities ahead.

Jobs, Pay, Future
To get a  good job today 
you’ve got to be trained. In
dustry demands men who 
have specialized training. 
These men will be the ones 
who are the big-pay men of 
the future. After graduation 
m y Em ploym ent D epart
m ent gives you Lifetim e 
Employment Service. J. O. 
W hitm eyer says: “ A fter 
I graduated, the School Em
ployment Service furnished 
me with a  list of several 
positions . . .  I secured a 
position with an Electrical 
C o n s tru c tio n  C om pany 
paying me 3 to 4 times more 
a  week than I was getting 
before I entered Coyne and 
today I  am still climbing 
to  higher pay.’’

Get the Facts
Coyne is your one great chance 
to  get into electricity. Every 
obstacle  is rem oved. T h is 
school is 40 years old—Coyne 
training is tested and proven. 
You can get training first— 
then pay for it in easy monthly 
payments after you graduate. 
You can find out every tiling 
absolutely free. Simply mail 
the coupon and let me send 
you the big, free Coyne book 
.. .f acts... j obs... salaries... op
p o rtun ities . T h is does not 
obligate you. So act a t once. 
Just mail coupon.

Get 
this 
FREE  
Book

No Books— No Classes t h e  h o m e  o f  c o y n e
No d u ll books, no b a fflin g  
charts, no classes, you get in
dividual training . . .  all real 
actual work . . . building 
real batteries . . . wind
ing real armatures, oper
ating real motors, dyna
mos and generators, wir
in g  h o u se s , e t c . ,  e tc .
That’s a glimpse of how

COYNE
SOO S. Paulina St.

T h is  is  o u r  firep roof, 
modern home wherein 
is installed thousands of 
d o lla rs ’ w o rth  of th e  
new est and m ost mod
e rn  E le c tr ic a l e q u ip 
m ent of all kinds. Every 
c o m fo rt a n d  c o n v e n 
ience has been arranged 
to  make you happy and 
contented during your 
training.

H . C. LEWIS, Pres.
C O Y N E  E L E C T R IC A L  S C H O O L , D E P T . 12-84 
SOO S. Paulina Street, Chicago, Illinois
D ear M r. Lewis:

I ’m really in earnest. I do w an t to  get ahead. 
Send me your big free catalog w ith  full particulars 
abou t Coyne training and  your plans to  help a  
fellow, who hasn’t  a  lot of money, to  get ahead.

N a m e ,

ELECTRICAL SCHOOL | ^
H. C. Lewis, Pres., Dept. 12-84 J 
Founded 1899 CHICAGO, ILL. I .S la t,.

M
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O T many years ago I  was seated a t a 
little  coffee table in one of the shel

te rs  lining the Khaiban-i-Dawlat, main 
s tree t in P ersia’s capital, Teheran, talking 
about an automobile tr ip  across Europe 
from  London, England, to  the Persian  Gulf, 
which had just been completed. Two of us 
had made the trip, and had in mind the 
am bition of try ing  to duplicate the feat of 
the famous B ritish  explorer, M ajor Forbes- 
L eith  and the London Museum Expedition. 
B ut as I recall it now, I  believe that a t that 
tim e the various Tollkam m ers, or Customs 
offices we had run across, had impressed 
me as much as anything else.

A nother incident about the journey I 
also recall as still fresh in my mind, while 
we were resting  in the chief Iranian  city. 
I t  had occurred ju s t a few days drive from 
Teheran.

I  wonder if any of you globe tro tte rs , 
accustomed to  riding along paved high
ways, have ever stopped to  give a thought 
to what you would do if you came to  a 
place where the highway suddenly ended, 
as it often does in Asia M inor, and there 
should be nothing ahead for th ree or four 
hundred miles except a sea of sand.

Nowadays, w ith sem i-tractor trucks, and 
oversized balloon tires, it is often possible 
to  cover considerable stretches of roadless 
sand, but when tha t trip  I  am discussing 
was made it was necessary to discover an
other solution to  our difficulties.

“W hy not ride along the railroad track?” 
was one suggestion made.

T hat sounded reasonable, and in the 
Iran ian  area we didn’t have to  w orry too 
much about bumping over the ties. The 
settling  of sand between the tracks p ro
vided a covering for gravel and ties that 
was firm and durable.

B ut how to reach the railroad!
Sunk in  the Sand

T he m ost im portant railroad in P ersia  
runs from north  to  south, and we had to 
b isect it somewhere on our east-west route 
along the Turkish  border north of Lake 
Van and west of Lake Rizaiyah. Ju st how 
we were to  do tha t we were not sure, but 
m ore than once on that long journey we 
had left our fate in the laps of the gods. 
W e could make one m ore gamble.

A fter plotting  the location of the ra il
road, we looked a t the m ountains, rugged 
slopes and desert areas ahead of us with

some misgivings. B ut then we moved boldly 
eastward over the trackless area along the 
T hirty -eigh th  Parallel.

The area between the tribu taries of the 
Araxes River, from Lake R izaiyeh north
ward, is patrolled by mounted troops of 
the P ersian  Army. I t  is not unusual to  run 
into three or four of these patrols in the 
course of a single day. Once your identity  
and business have been established, how
ever, these soldiers, in peacetime, are the 
soul of hospitality. B ut none of our party  
was in the best of humor when the first 
patro l came upon us and the captain 
greeted us pleasantly.

“How are you making ou t?” he asked in 
musical Persian.

“W e’re not,” I  to ld  him. “W e’ve been 
stuck in the sand fo r ten hours, and we’re 
sick of it.”

The officer smiled, and turned to  his 
men. He chattered to  them for a while, 
and our in terpreter gave us the g ist of 
what he was saying. He was, it appeared, 
wondering ju st what to  do w ith these hap
less wanderers.

“W here are you going from  h ere?” he 
finally asked through our in terpreter.

“W e’re try ing to get to  the railroad 
line,” I  explained.

“W e’ll take you there,” was the welcome 
response the in te rp re ter gave us then.

The Persian  soldiers, taking the ropes 
w ith which we had been making a vain 
effort to  get our th ree cars out of the 
sand, swung their mounts into _ the pull, 
and before we could say “Franklin  Delano 
Roosevelt” the cars were out of the holes 
we had obligingly dug w ith protesting  rear- 
ends and transm issions. W ith  the tim ely 
help of the Shah’s soldiers, we were on our 
way again.

You may boast tha t a car has ninety 
horsepower, but when it came to real pull 
in a tough spot—pull that took muscle— 
a quarte tte  of four-legged horses certainly 
beat mechanical power that time.

Cheap at H a lt the Price
Our party, now w ith its complement of 

mounted Persian  soldiers, proceeded for 
the next two days before we finally reached 
a point where the captain and the soldiers 
agreed we ought to  be able to  go on by 
ourselves. Then came the m atter of a 
reckoning. I talked the subject over with 

( Continued on page 102)

*



I t ’s New!
I t ’s True!

I t’s Thrilling!

T h e  M ost A m azing Comics M agazine 
of T h em  A ll— Featuring  T ru e  Stories 

o f th e  W o rld ’s G reatest H eroes!

PAGES OF TRUE AND 
GRIPPING ACTION!

G O V E R N M E N T

S T A R T
$1260 to $2100 Year

Prepare NOW 
for 1942 Examinations

Railway Postal Clerks
Railway Postal Clerks pet $1,900 the first year regular, 

being paid on the first and fifteenth of each month. ($79,17 
each pay day.) Their pay is automatically increased yearly 
to  $2,450. Advance may be had to Chief Clerk a t $2,700 a  
year. ($112.50 each pay day.) Age 18 to 35.

Railway Postal Clerks on long runs usually work 3 days 
and have 3 days off duty or in the same proportion. Dur
ing this off duty their pay continues just as though they 
were working. They travel on a  pass when on business. 
When they grow old, they are  retired with a  pension.

An Inspiration to 
American Youthf

Only 10c Everywhere

City Mail Carriers, Post Office Clerks
Clerks and Carriers now get $1,700 the first year on 

regular and automatically increase $100 a year to  $2,100 
and $2,800. Age 18 to  48.

Ass’t Statistical Clerk
Open to Men — Women 13 to 50. 

Entrance salary $1,620 year. Appoint
ments as As8't Statistical Clerks and 
Clerks in the Departments at Washing
ton. D. C. and elsewhere, are made from 
this examination.

Many Other Positions
Many other positions are obtainable. 

Those .wishing these positions should 
qualify at once.

Get Free List of Positions
Bill out the following coupon. Tear It off and mall i t  today—* 

cow, a t  once.
This investment may result in  your getting a  big-paid government 

job.

FRANKLIN INSTITUTE. Dept. D-258, Rochester, N. Y.
Rush to  me, entirely free of charge (1) a full description of U. S. 

Government Jobs; (2) Free copy of Illustrated 32-page book, “How 
to Get a Government Job"; (3) Gist of U, S. Government Job#; 
(4) Tell mo bow to qualify for a U. S. Government Job.

Name ..................................................................................................

Address ..........................................................................................................
Us# This Coupon Before You Mislay I t  Writ# or Print Plaiotjf



Big working sur
face, all metal, 
compact, strong, 
quiet, rigid, at
tr a c t iv e . Two 
metal wings, cor

rect working 
height.

G I N U I N  *.£ateMcde£No,?S

I.CSMITHI

a week

NO MONEY DOWN
10  DAYS '  T R I A L

Easy Terms-1 Oca day
No obligation. Send no money. See before you buy 
on wid^-open 10 day Trial. Pay on easiest terms— 
only 10c a day. You get this genuine late office 
model L. C. Smith beautifully rebuilt with all 
standard improvements— basket shift, standard 
84-character, 4-row keyboard, shift lock key. back 
spacer. 2 color ribbon, ribbon reverse, stencil cut
ting device, tabulator, etc. Ball Bearing through
out —  quiet operation. THOUSANDS PAID 
$102.50 —  IT ’S YOURS FOR ONLY $34.85 
(CASH PR IC E). No risk, money back guarantee.

2 YEAR GUARANTEE
Our 2 year ironclad guarantee is your assurance of 
satisfaction and long service! Our 30 years of 
Fair Dealing Backs This Guarantee.

ID EA L FOR H O M E OR O FFICE
This late L. C. Smith with basket shift is tho ma
chine used by schools, large corporations and busi
ness houses tho country over. The perfect, all
purpose typewriter for correspondence, office work, 
billing, manifold work, etc. Has all modern im
provements you need, stands hard service — IT 'S  
YOURS AT ONLY $3.00 A MONTH.

W ID E  CARRIAGE M ODELS
Wide carriage L. C. Smiths for government re
ports. large office forms, billing, etc. The 14 inch 
carriage takes paper 14" wide, has 12" writing 
line— only $3.00 extra with order. The 18" takes 
paper 18" wide, has 16" writing lino— only $5.00 
extra with order. (See coupon.)

WAi£e297Last!
*or Buy on EASIEST TERMS
Buy direct from us at about 1/3 mfrs. orig. price and save 
over $60.00! Beautifully rebuilt and unconditional 2 yr. guar
antee. No down pay- “  
ment necessary — 10 
day Trial. Hurry—only 
297 a t this price I

Mounted
casters. can
be moved by

touch of
finger

ROILA-way1 
SECRETARIAL
TYP EW R ITER  STAND

For those who have no type
w riter stand or handy place to 
use a  typewriter, I make this 
special offer. This attractive 
stand that ordinarily sells for 
$4.85 can be yours with L. C.
Smith for only $3.00 extra— 
payable 25c a month. Quality 
built. Just note all its  con
venient features. (See coupon.)

t S it j K  COM PLETE TOUCH TYPIN G  COURSE
m m  •  M j  We give FR E E  with your L. C. Smith a complete 9 lesson 
M | l f  IV  J^ R H o m e Study course of Famous Van Sant Touch Typing 

8ystem* You can now learn typing quickly and easily.
. ^  OFFER FOR LIMITED TIME— SEND COUPON TODAY

Accept this wide open offer nowI Send no money. Use L. C. Smith for 10 
day trial in your home. Return it if you don’t  think it the greatest value 
you have ever seen. I f  you buy, pay on easiest terms—only $8.00 a  month.

k  ̂ yr* *roncIa<1 guarantee. Avoid disappointm ent—m ail 
coupon today.

INTERNATIONAL TYPEWRITER EXCHANGE, ^
~  Dept. 188, 23| W. Monroe S t ,  Chicago, III.

Send me L,. c . Smith (F O B . Chicago) for 10 days’ triaL I f  I  keep It 
I  will pay $3.00 per month until easy terra price ($38.85) is paid. I f  I  am not 
satisfied I  can return it express collect.
□  10" carriage □  14" carriage ($3.00 extra) □  18" carriage ($5.00 extra)
□  Check for typewriter stand ($3.00 extra, payable 25o a  month). Stand sent 

on receipt of first payment on L. C. Smith.

INTERNATIONAL TYPEWRITER EXCHANGE

R
I 
I 
I 
I
J Address .............................................................................................

J City ......................................................................................  s ta te ............................
|  CAUTION—For Quick Shipment Give Occupation and Reference __|

Nams ............................................................ ......................... .. Ago.
Typewritten signatures not acceptable

231 West Monroe Street Dept. 188, Chicago, Illinois OVER 200,000 SATISFIED CUSTOMERS ALL OVER THE WORLD,



R O M A N C E
RIDES THE RANGE

IN  OUR COM PANION  
M AG A ZIN E O F W ES TER N  

LOVE

Coming 
in the

February Issue

WHITE ARROW
A Complete Romantic Novel 

of Untamed Hearts

By SYL MacDOWELL
PLUS MANY OTHER STORIES

Now on Sale 15c Everywhere

Okmulgee, Okie. 
Hazelton, Pa.

Bet Moines, few# 
Sioux City, Iowa

Look
Men!

Here’s a  P artia l L ist 
c l  States* C ities and  
In stitu tion s in which 
G R A D U A T E S  o f  
I . A . S, were placed in 
p osition s as Finger 

P rin t E xperts!

Se A  
Secret Service 
Identification

State cf Wash.
State of Michigan 
State ef Utah 
State of Ohio 
Duluth, Minn. 
Detroit, Mich. 
Pueblo, Colo.
Idaho Falls, Idaho 
Ogden, Utah 
Lorain Co., Ohio 
St. Paul, Minn. 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 
Lincoln, Nebr. 
Birmingham. Ala. 
Columbus, Ohio 
Havana. Cuba 
New Haven, Conn. 
Greet Falls, Mont. 
Galveston, Texas 
Pensaeola, Fla. 
Stillwater, Okia.

Calgary, Alta., Can. 
Houston, Texas 
Waterloo, Iowa 
Victoria, B. C. 
Baton Rouge, La. 
Atlantic City, N. J„ 
E. Lansing, Mich. 
Globe, Arizona 
London, Ont., Can. 
Henryetta, Okla. 
Seattle, Wash. 
Ferndale, Mich. 
McAlester, Okla. 
Negaunee, Mich. 
Lawton, Okla.
Crown Point. Ind. 
Bay City, Mich. 
Roanoke, Va. 
Glendale, Calif. 
Hawaiian Islands 
Drumright, Okia.

Miami, Florida 
Orlando, Florid*
York, Pa.
El Paso, Texas 
Everett, Wash. 
Schenectady, N.Y* 
Alhambra, Calif. 
Livingston, Mont. 
Saginaw. Mich.
Fort Collins, Colff. 
Bedford, Ohio 
Huntington, W. Va* 
Salt Lake City, U. 
Taft, California 
Jamestown. N. Y. 
Phoenixville, Pa. 
Rochester, N. Y. 
Media, Pa.
Dayton. Ohio 
East Chicago, Ind. 
Green Bay, Wis. 
Noeona, Texas 
Neenah, Wis. 
Kingfisher, Okfft. 
Centralia, Wash. 
Bismarck, N. D. 
Bloomington, Ind. 
Cuyahoga Fails, O* 
Rock Island, HI. 
Philadelphia, Pa. 
Astoria, Oregon 
Pendleton, Ind.
St. Joseph, IWo. 
State of Illinois 
Stato of Iowa 
State of Idaho 
State of Colored® 
Lima, Ohio 
Selma, N. C.

W ant a Regular 
M onthly Salary?

Investigate this opportunity to  earn a regular monthly salary 
and share in Rewards. You will receive the same course as our 
hundreds of graduates who are now  holding positions in the 
partial list ofStates, Cities and Institutions shown here. And 
one to fifteen I. A. S. Graduates are employed on regular 
monthly salaries by each bureau listed. Be a Finger Print and 
Secret Service Operator! Write for Free details how you can 
train a t home in spare time to  enter this young, swiftly-grow
ing profession.
B l l U e  The Confidential Reports Oper- 
Mr D E w E i ator No. 3 8  Made to HI* Chief l
Write o r Bend coupon for F ree Reports and Illustrated Finger Print 
Book . . . the same information requested by hundreds 01 1. A. S. 
graduates now earning a  monthly salary I

2
■

In s t itu te  o f  A p p lie d  Science, Dept* 7941 
19 2 0  Scran jrslde A v e .,  Chicago* 111*

! G en tlem en W ith o u t any obligation on my part whatever, send ■ 
I me the Reports of Operator No. S8, also your illustrated J'ree Book I  
I on Finger Prints and your low prices and Kasy Terms Offer. Latere-1 
I turo will be sent only to persona stating their age. ^

Nam e- —
Address-- - Age.
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THE ''GREAT REPUBLIC'.. •
4 ,555 to n s . . . th e  largest sh ip  
in  th e  w orld in  1853! C ap
ta in s  of ships like th is o ften  
c a r r ie d  k e g s  o f  w h isk e y  on  
every voyage. T h ey  knew  th e  
b illo w in g  o c e a n  “ ro c k e d ’* 
w hiskey to  sm oother flavor.

Old Mr. Boston says:
“From Sea-Rocked whiskeys o f Old came

my inspiration for Rocking Chair!”
u.

m

BA CK  H O M E  IN  PORT, th ese  seafar- 
ing m en  still “rocked th e  keg”  u nder 
porch rockers. D ow n C ape Cod way, 
M r. Boston heard  ta les of these grand 
old “rocked” w hiskeys . . .  go t th e  idea  
for mellow, richer R ocking Chair!

T O D A Y —YO U 'LL  D ISCO V ER  in  R ocking 
C h a ir a  sm oothness w orthy  of th e  
finest w ave-rocked whiskeys of old! 
B ecause O ld M r. B oston recap tures th a t  
flavor b y  controlled  agita tion  in  hia 
special b lend ing  process.

MR. BOSTON

ROCKING CHAIR
BLENDED WHISKEY

85 Proof • 7 5 %  G rain  N eu tra l Spirits •  B en-Burk, Inc., B oston, M ass.

J(Wrtsusuasr̂ .
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WHERE THERE'S 
FIGHTING

By LOUIS L'AMOUR
A uthor o f “Gloves for a Tiger,’’ “Pirates of the S ky ,” etc.

Four Englishmen Battled Alone on the Greek Mountain Pass—Until 
the Yank Soldier of Fortune Came Along!

T H E  four m en w ere spraw led visib le only  at in tervals. B y a carefu l 
in  a cup-like depression at the w atch of those in terva ls an enemy 
top  o f the pass. F rom  w here could be seen long before he was w ith- 
the m achine-gun was planted it had jn  range.

a clear field of fire fo r over four hun- A low parapet o f loose rock had 
dred yards. B eyond th a t the road was been throw n up along the lip of the

15



16 T H R IL L IN G  A D V EN TU RES

depression, leav ing  an ap ertu re  for 
the .30 caliber gun. Tw o of the m en 
w ere also arm ed w ith  rifles.

I t  was very  s till. T he slow w arm th 
o f the  m orning  sun soaked in to  th e ir  
bones and ate the  fro st away, leaving 
them  le tharg ic  and pleased. T he low 
rum ble as of th u n d er in the  fa r off 
h ills  w ere the bombs over Serbia, 
m iles away.

“ T h ink  th ey ’ll ever com e?” B enton 
asked, curiously .

“T h ey ’ll com e,” R yan said.
“W e can’t  stop them .”
“No.”
“How about some coffee? Is  there  

any  le f t? ”
Ryan nodded.
“I t ’ll be ready  soon. T he p art th a t’s 

coffee is done, the p art th a t’s chicory 
is alm ost done and the p art th a t’s 
p lain  bean is do ing .”

B enton looked a t the tw o who w ere 
sleep ing  in  the  sun. T hey  w ere m ere 
boys.

“ Shall we wake them ?”
“P re tty  soon. T hey  w orry  too 

much. E spec ia lly  Pommy. H e’s afra id  
o f being a fra id .”

“ Sackw orth doesn’t. H e th inks 
we’re bloody heroes. Do yo u ?”

“I ’d feel heroic as blazes if  I  had a 
shave,” R yan said. “F unny, how  you 
like being  shaved? I t ’s sets a m an 
up, somehow.”

Pom m y tu rn ed  over and opened his 
eyes.

“I say, B ent? Shall I spell you a 
b it?  Y ou’ve been there  h o u rs!”

B enton looked at him, lik in g  his 
fresh , c lean-cut look.

“I  could use some coffee. I  feel like 
I  was grow ing to  th is  rock.”

T he young E nglishm an had risen  to  
h is feet.

“T h ere ’s som eth ing  com ing down 
there. A man, I th in k .”

B enton rose to  h is knees.
“C ouldn’t  be one of our men, we 

d idn’t have any over there . H e’s 
stopped—looking back.”

“H e’s com ing on again now,” Sack- 
w orth  said, a f te r  a m om ent. He had

jo ined  them  a t the first sign  of tro u 
ble. “ Shall I  try  a sh o t?”

“W ait. M igh t be a G reek.”
T he sun clim bed h ig h er, and the  

m oving figure came slow ly tow ard 
them. H e seemed to move a t an al
m ost creep ing  pace. A t tim es, ou t of 
s igh t of the pass, th ey  th o u g h t he 
w ould never show up again.

“H e’s ca rry ing  som eth ing ,” Pom m y 
said. “Too heavy for a rifle, b u t I  saw 
the sun flash on it  back th e re  a way.” 

T he m an came in to  s ig h t around 
the last bend. He was big, b u t he 
w alked very  slowly, lim ping  a little . 
H e was w earing  faded khak i trousers 
and a to rn  sh irt. O ver one shoulder 
he ca rried  a m achine-gun. Over the 
o ther, w ere several belts of am m uni
tion.

“H e hasn’t  carried  th a t very  fa r,” 
R yan said. “H e’s go t over a hundred  
pounds th ere .”

BE N T O N  picked up one of the 
rifles and stepped  to  the parapet, 

bu t before he could l i f t  the gun or 
speak, the m an looked up. B enton 
th o u g h t he had never seen a face so 
haggard  w ith  w eariness. I t  was an 
u tte r  and com plete w eariness th a t 
seemed to come from  w ith in . T he 
m an’s face was covered w ith  a stubble 
of black beard. H is face was w ide at 
the cheek-bones, and the nose was 
broken. H is head was w rapped in  a 
bloody bandage above w hich coarse 
black hair was visible.

“A ny room  up th e re ? ” he asked. 
“W ho are yo u ?” B en ton  dem anded. 
W ith o u t rep ly ing  th e  big m an 

s ta rted  up the  steep path . Once he 
slipped, sk inn ing  his knee aga inst a 
sharp  rock. Puzzled, th ey  w aited. 
W hen  he stood beside them  they w ere 
shocked a t his appearance. H is  face, 
u nder the deep brow n of sun and 
w ind, was draw n and pale, h is nose 
pee ling  from  sunburn. T he rags of 
w hat m ust have once been a un iform  
w ere m ud-stained and sw eat-discol
ored.

“W h a t difference does it  m ake?” he
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asked m ildly, hum orously. “ I ’m here
now.”

H e low ered the  m achine-gun and 
slid  the belts to  the ground. W hen  he 
s tra igh tened  they  could see he was a 
h a lf inch ta lle r th an  B enton, who was 
a ta ll man, and  at least th ir ty  pounds 
heavier. T h ro u g h  his sh irt bu lg ing  
m uscles showed, and th ere  was blood 
clogging  the hair on his chest.

“M y nam e’s H orne,” he added. 
“M ike H orne. I  been fighting w ith  
K oska’s guerillas  in  A lbania.”

B enton stared , uncertain .
“A lbania? T h a t’s a long w ay from 

here.”
“N ot so fa r if  you know the  m oun

ta in s.” He looked at the pot on the 
fire. “H ow ’s for some coffee?”

S ilently , R yan filled a cup. D igging 
in  h is haversack, H orne produced 
some Greek bread and a  th ick  chunk 
o f sausage. He brushed the sand from  
the sausage gravely. “W an t some? I 
salvaged th is  from  a bombed house 
back yonder. M ight be some shell 
fragm ents in it.”

“You pack th a t gun over the m oun
ta in s?” Ryan asked.

H orne nodded, h is m outh  fu ll.
“P a rt of the way. I t was surrounded  

by dead G reeks w hen I  found it. F our 
Ita lian s  found it  the same tim e. W e 
had trouble.”

“D id you—k ill them  a ll? ” Pom m y 
asked.

H orne looked a t him.
“No, kid. I  asked them  to  tea  an’ 

th en  pu t sand in  th e ir  bearings.”
Pom m y’s face got red, then  he 

grinned.
“Got any ammo for a  .50?” H orne 

looked up a t Benton. “ I  got m igh ty  
l i tt le  le ft.”

“T h ey  p u t down four boxes by m is
take,” B enton said.

R yan was in terested .
“K oska’s guerillas? I  heard  of them. 

A re they  as tough  as you h ea r?”
“T ougher. K oska’s an A lbanian 

gypsy. Sneaked in to  V alona alone a 
few  n igh ts  ago an’ got h im self th ree 
dagoes. W ith  a kn ife.”

Sackw orth stud ied  H orne as if  he 
w ere some kind of insect.

“You call th a t bravery? T h a t’s like 
anim als. One can a t least fight like a 
g en tlem an !”

H orne w inked at Ryan.
“ Sure, kid. B ut th is  a in ’t a gen tle

m an’s fight. T his is war. N oth ing  
spOrting about it, ju s t a case of dog 
eat dog, an’ you b e tte r have big tee th .’’

“W hy are you h ere?” Sackw orth de
m anded.

O R N E  shrugged.
“W hy am I any place? T h ink  

I ’m  a F if th  Colum nist, o r som e
th in g ? ” He stared  reg re tfu lly  into 
the  em pty cup. “W ell, I ’m not. I ran 
a gun in the Chaco a few years ago, 
then  they  s ta rted  to fight in  China, so 
I  w ent there. I was in  the  Spanish 
scrap w ith  the Loyalists.

“H ung around in E ng land  long 
enough to learn  som ething about th a t 
parachute business. Now th a t’s a 
m an’s job. W hen  you get down, in 
an  enemy country , you’re on your 
own. I  was w ith  the bunch tha t 
hopped off from  L ibya and para
chuted  down in Southern  Ita ly  to cut 
off th a t aqueduct and supp ly  line to 
the  S icily naval base. F lock  of spig- 
goties spo tted  me, b u t I got down to 
the  w ater, and hiked out in  a  fishing 
boat. Now I ’m here.”

H e looked up a t B enton, w ip ing  the 
back of h is hand across h is m outh.

“From  K algoorlie, I  bet. You got 
the  look. I  p rospected out of there 
once. I  w orked for pearls ou t o f D ar
w in, too. I ’m an  o rig inal swagman, 
friend .”

“ W h a t’s a sw agm an?” Pom m y 
asked.

H orne looked at him , sm iling. Tw o 
of his fro n t tee th  at the  side w ere 
m issing.

“ I t ’s a bum, Sonny. Ju s t  a bum. A 
guy who packs a tuckerbag  around 
looking for w hatever tu rn s  up.”

H orne pulled  the gun over in to  his 
lap, carefu lly  w iping the oil buffer 
clean. T hen  he oiled the m oving p arts
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of the gun w ith  a l i tt le  can he took 
from  his hip pocket and slow ly as
sem bled it. He handled the gun like 
a lover, fitting  the  p arts  to g e th er 
sm oothly and  tes tin g  it  ca refu lly  for 
headspace when it was ready  for fir
ing.

“T h a t a  Germ an sh irt you have on,” 
Sackw orth said. H is eyes w ere level 
and he had his rifle across h is knees, 
po in ted  a t H orne.

“S ure,” H orne said, m ild ly . “ I 
needed a sh irt, so I took  it ou t of a 
dead G erm an’s outfit.”

“L ooting ,” Sackw orth said, w ith  
scorn. T here  was d istaste  and dislike 
in h is  gaze.

“W hy  n o t?” H orne looked up  at 
Sackw orth, am used. “You’re a good 
kid, so don’t  s ta rt  th row ing  your 
w eigh t around. T h is sportsm anship  
stuff, the old school tie, an ’ w hat no t— 
th a t’s okay w here it belongs. You 
B ritish e rs  who play w ar like a game 
are liv ing  in the past. T h e re ’s no th ing  
sp o rting  about this. I t ’s like w ate r
fro n ts  or jungles. You survive any 
way you can.”

SA C K W O R T H  did n o t move the 
rifle. “ I don’t like him ,” he said 

to B enton. “ I  don’t  t ru s t  h im .”
- “F o rg e t i t ! ” B enton snapped. “T he 

m an’s all rig h t, and L ord  know s we 
need fighting m en!”

“S u re ,” H orne added, quietly . “ I t ’s 
ju s t you an ’ me are d iffe ren t k ind  of 
anim als, kid. You’re probably E ton , 
and then  Sandhurst. Me, I  came up 
th e  hard  way. A tough  road k id  in the 
S tates, then  an able seaman, took a 
w h irl a t the  fight game, and w ound up 
in  the  Chaco.

“ I  like to fight. I  also like to  live. I 
been in a lo t of fights, and m ostly  I 
fough t p re tty  good, an ’ I ’m  s till alive. 
T he Je rrie s  use w hatever tac tics  they  
need. W h a t you need, kid, in  w ar is 
not a lo t of cu t an ’ dried  ru les, b u t a 
good im agination, the ab ility  to use 
w hat you’ve got to  the best advantage 
no m atte r w here you are, and a lo t of 
tho old  moxie.

“You’ll m ake a good fighter. You 
got the m oxie. A ll you need is a little  
k ick ing  around .”

“I w ish we knew  w here the Je rrie s
w ere,” R yan said. “T h is w aiting  gets 

»>me.
“You’ll see them  p re tty  quick,” 

H orne said. “T h ere ’s about a  batta lion  
in  the  first group, and th e re ’s only 
one tan k .”

B enton low ered h is cup, astonished. 
“You m ean you’ve ac tua lly  seen them ? 
T hey  are com ing?”

H orne nodded.
“T he m ain body isn ’t  fa r beh ind  the 

first bunch.”
“W hy  d id n ’t you say so?” Sack- 

w orth  dem anded. H is face was flushed 
and angry . “ W e could have w arned 
the troops behind  us.”

“Y eah?” H orne did  no t look up 
from  w ip ing  the  dust from  th e  ca r
tridges. “ W ell, we couldn’t. You see,” 
he added, looking up, “ they  broke 
th rough  M onastir P ass two days ago. 
Y our m en back there  know m ore about 
it than  we do. T h is  is ju s t a  su p p o rt
ing colum n to  polish off any left-overs 
like us.”

“T hen—we’re cu t off?” Pom m y 
asked.

H orne nodded.
“You have been for tw o days. How 

long you been h ere?”
“J u s t th ree  days,” B enton said. He 

stud ied  H orne th o u g h tfu lly . “W h at 
are you? A Y ank?”

H orne shrugged.
“I  guess so. W hen  I jo ined  up in 

Spain they  took m y citizensh ip  away. 
I t  was against the law  to fight Fascism  
then . I f  it  was w rong then, i t ’s w rong 
now. B u t me, I  feel ju s t the same. I ’ll 
fight them  in  China, in  Spain, in 
A frica, or anyw here else.”

“ In  Spain w hen every th ing  was 
bu stin g  up I  heard about th is  guy, 
Koska. One o f h is m en was w ith  us, 
so when he w ent back, I tra iled  along.” 

“T hey’re com ing,” Sackw orth said. 
“ I can see the tank .”

“A ll r ig h t,” B enton said. H e fin
ished h is coffee.,
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“Did you fight any Germans in 
S pain?” Pomm y asked.

“Yeah,” M ike H orne brushed in 
visible dust from  the gun and fed a 
belt of cartridges into it. “M ost of 
them  aren’t m uch b e tte r than  the 
Italians. T hey  fight better, the  
younger ones t ry  harder, bu t all th ey  
know how to do is die.”

“I t ’s som ething to know th a t,” Sack- 
w orth  said.

“Nuts. A nybody can die. E very
body does. A n’ dead soldiers never 
won any battles. T he good so ld ier is 
the one who keeps h im self alive and 
fighting. T h is  bravery  stuff—th a t’s 
fo r m ilk-sops. F or panty-w aists. A ll 
of us are scared, b u t we fight ju s t the 
same.”

“T he tan k ’s g e tting  closer,” Sack- 
w orth  said. H e was p lain ly  w orried, 
and showed it.

“ I  g o t the  .50,” H orne said. He 
settled  him self com fortably in to  the 
sand and moved his gun on the  swivel. 
“L et it get close. Don’t fire u n til th ey  
are close up to  us. I ’ll take the tank. 
You take the first tru ck  w ith  the o ther 
gun, I ’ll take the  second, an ’ so on. 
Get the drivers, if  you can.”

TH E Y  were silent. T he rum ble of 
the tank and heavy clank of the 

tread  drew  nearer. B ehind them  rolled 
the  trucks, th e  m en s ittin g  in tig h t 
groups. T hey  apparen tly  expected no 
trouble.

“ I ’d have expected  them  to  send a 
patro l,” Benton said, low-voiced. 

“T hey  did,” H orne replied.
T hey  looked a t him, startled . H is 

eyes w ere on the gray-green column. 
He had sigh ted  the fifty  at the gun 
apertu re  on the  tank.

“All rig h t,” he said suddenly.
H is gun broke in to  a hoarse cha tte r, 

slam m ing steel-jacketed bullets a t the 
tank. T hen  its  m uzzle lifted  suddenly, 
and sw ept the second truck . Soldiers 
w ere shou ting  and yelling, sp illing  
from  trucks like madmen, bu t the two 
first trucks were sm ashed into carriers 
o f death before the  men could move.

T he Germ ans fu rth e r back had found 
th e ir enemy, and steel-jacketed bul
lets sm ashed in to  the parapet. Pommy 
fe lt som ething s tin g in g  hot dash a 
streak  along his jaw.

T hey  were above the  colum n and 
out of reach of the tank. M ike H orne 
stood up suddenly  and depressed the 
gun muzzle. T he tank was ju s t below. 
T he gun chattered, and the tank 
slewed around side-wise and drove 
fu ll t i l t  in to  the rock wall as though 
to  climb it.

H orne dropped back.
“T he older ones have a so ft spot on 

top,” he said.
T he men of th e  broken colum n ran 

for shelter. Some of them  tried  to 
rush  the steep path, but the fire blasted 
them  back to the road, dead or dying. 
O thers, try in g  to escape the angry 
b u rsts  from the two guns tried  to 
scram ble up the w alls of the pass, bu t 
w ere mowed down relentlessly .

I t  had been a com plete and shocking 
surprise . T he broken colum n became a 
rout. H orne stopped the .50 and w iped 
h is brow  w ith  the back of his hand. 
H e w inked a t Ryan.

“Nice going, kid. T h a t’s one tank  
th a t w on’t bo ther your pals.”

Ryan peered around the rocks. T he 
pass was em pty of life. T he wrecked 
tank  was jam m ed against the rock 
wall, and one of the trucks had 
p lunged off the precipice in to  the ra 
vine. A nother was tw isted  across the 
road.

A m an was try in g  to  get out o f the 
first truck . He made it, and tum bled 
to  the road. H is coat was stained w ith 
blood, and he was m aking wrhim pering 
sounds and try in g  to crawl. H is face 
and head were bloody.

“N ext tim e i t ’ll be tough ,” H orne 
said. “T hey  know now. T hey’ll come 
in small bunches, scattered  out, run
n ing  for shelter behind the trucks.”

Rifle fire began to sweep over the 
cup. T hey  were low behind the para
pet and out of sight. I t  was a search
ing, careful fire—expert fire.

B enton was quiet. H e looked over
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a t H orne. Officially in  charge, he had 
yielded his command to H orne’s supe
rior knowledge.

“W h at d ’you th in k ? ” he asked. 
“W e’ll stop them ,” H orne said. 

“ W e’ll stop them  th is  tim e, maybe 
next tim e. A fte r th a t—”

H orne grinned a t Pommy.
“F irs t tim e under fire?”
“Yes.”
“T ake it  easy. You’re doing all 

rig h t. M ake every shot count. One 
cinch is w orth  five m aybes.”

Pom m y crowded his body down into 
the gravel and rested  h is rifle in  a 
niche in the rocks. H e looked a t Mike 
H orne and could see a th in  trick le  of 
fresh  blood com ing from  under his 
bandage. T he w ound had opened 
again.

W AS it deep, he w ondered, or 
ju s t a scra tch? H e looked at 

the lines about H orne’s m outh and de
cided it  was deep. H orne’s sleeve was 
to rn , and he had a dragon tattooed  on 
his forearm .

T hey  came w ith  a rush. R ounding 
the bend, they  broke into a  scattered  
lin e ; behind them  m achine-guns and 
rifles opened a hot fire to  cover the ad
vance.

T hey  w aited and, ju s t before the 
men could reach the  trucks, sw ept 
them  w ith  a steel scythe of bullets 
tha t mowed them  down in  a row. One 
m an tum bled off the b rink  and fell 
in to  the ravine, then  another fell, 
caught his fingers on the lip , tum bled 
head over heels in to  the ravine as the 
edge gave way.

“H ow  m any got th e re ?” Horne 
asked.

"A dozen, I th in k ,” Ryan said. “W e 
got about th ir ty .”

“F a ir enough.” H orne looked a t 
Sackw orth. T he young Englishm an 
was s till resen tfu l. H e d id n ’t  like 
Horne. “D oing all r ig h t? ” Horne 
asked.

“O f course,” Sackw orth was con
tem ptuous, bu t h is face was draw n 
and gray.

“R yan,” H orne said. “You an’ 
Pom m y leave the  m ain a ttack  to  the 
m achine-guns. W atch  the m en behind 
the trucks. P ick  them  off as they  try  
to move closer. You take the  righ t, 
Pom m y.”

T he Germ an w ith  the bloody face 
had fallen  flat. Now he was g e ttin g  to 
his knees again.

T hen  suddenly, three men made a 
concerted rush. Ryan and Pommy 
fired in stan tly , and R yan’s man 
dropped.

“I  m issed!” Pom m y said. “ B last it, 
I m issed !”

T here was ano ther rush, and both  
m achine-guns broke in to  a c la tte ring  
roar. T he gray line m elted away, bu t 
more kep t coming. M en rounded the 
bend and sp lit to  r ig h t and left. De
spite the  heavy fire a few  of them  
were g e ttin g  through. Pom m y and 
Ryan w ere firing continuously  and 
m ethodically  now.

Suddenly, a m an broke from  under 
the nearest tru ck  and came on in  a 
p lung ing  rush. B oth  Ryan and Pommy 
fired, and the m an w ent down, but be
fore th ey  could fire again he lunged 
to h is feet and dove in to  the hollow 
below the cliff on w hich th e ir  p it 
rested.

“He can’t  do any th in g  there ,” Sack- 
w orth  said, “he—”

A h u rtlin g  object shot upw ard from 
below, h it  the slope below the  guns, 
rolled a few feet, and th en  b u rst w ith  
an earth-shaking concussion.

H orne looked up from  w here he had 
ducked his head. Nobody was hit.

“H e’s got grenades. W atch  it. 
T here’ll be another in  a m inute .”

R yan fired, and a man dropped h is 
rifle and s ta rted  back tow ard the 
trucks. H e w alked quite  calm ly w hile 
they stared. T hen  he fe ll flat and 
d idn’t  get up.

Tw ice more grenades h i t  the  slope, 
bu t the m an was too  close below the 
cliff. T hey  d id n ’t quite reach the cup 
throw n from  such an aw kw ard angle. 
“ I f  one of those m akes it—” B enton 
looked sour.
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Pomm y was shooting stead ily  now. 
T here  was ano ther rush, and Benton 
opened up w ith  the  m achine-gun. Sud
denly  another grenade came up  from  
below, traveling an arching course. I t  
h it  the slope, too short. I t  rolled free, 
and fell. T here was a terrific explo
sion.

“T ough,” R yan said. “He made a 
good try .”

“Yeah,” Horne said. “So have we.”
H ours passed. T he m achine-guns 

ra ttled  stead ily  now. O nly a t long 
in tervals was there a lull. T he sun 
had sw ung over and was se tting  be
hind the m ountain.

H orne straigh tened , h is pow erful 
body heavy w ith  fatigue. He looked 
over at Ryan and grinned. R yan’s face

W e delayed them  fo r awhile. A ll 
around th rough  these h ills  guys are
delaying them, ju s t fo r awhile. W e’ve 
done all we could here, now we scram. 
W e fight somewhere else.”

“Go if  you w ant to ,” Sackw orth said 
stubbornly. “I ’m staying.”

Suddenly there was a terrific con
cussion, then  another, and another.

“W hat the deuce?” B enton ex
claimed. “T hey  got a m ortar. They— ” 

T he nex t shell lit r ig h t w here he 
was sitting . I t  w ent off w ith  an ear- 
sp littin g  roar and a bu rst of flame. 
Pomm y w ent down, hugged the earth  
w ith  an aw ful fear. Som ething tore 
at his clothes, then  sand and gravel 
showered over him. T here  was an
other concussion and another.
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was swollen from  the kick of the rifle. 
B enton picked up a canteen and tried  
to  drink, bu t there  was no water. 

“W h at now ?” Pomm y said.
H orne shrugged.
“W e take i t  on the lam.”
“W h a t?” Sackw orth demanded. 

“W h a t does th a t m ean?”
“W e beat it,” M ike H orne said. “W e 

get out w hile the g e ttin g  is good.” 
“W h a t?” Sackw orth was incredu

lous. “You mean—run? Leave our 
p ost?”

“T h a t’s ju s t w hat I  mean,” H orne 
said patien tly . “W e delayed th is 
bunch long enough. W e got ours from  
them , b u t now it  doesn’t  m atter any 
m ore. T he Je rrie s  are behind us now.

Somebody had caught him  by the 
foot.

“Come on, kid. L e t’s go.”
T hey  broke into a stum bling run 

down the slope back of the nest, then 
over the next ridge and down the 
ravine beyond. Even then  they  ran 
on, using every b it of cover. Once 
Pomm y started  to slow up but H orne 
nudged him  w ith the rifle barrel.

“Keep it up,” he panted. “W e got 
to run .”

T hey  slid into a deeper ravine and 
found th e ir way to a stream. They 
walked then, slipp ing  and slid ing  in 
the gathering  darkness. Once a patrol 
saw them , and shots ra ttled  around, 
bu t they kept going.
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T hen it was n ight, and clouds cov
ered the moon and the stars. W earily , 
sodden w ith  exhaustion, they  plodded 
on. Once, on the bank of a little  
stream , they  paused fo r a drink. T hen 
H orne opened the old haversack again 
and b rough t ou t the rem nants o f the 
sausage and bread. He broke each in 
half, and shared them  w ith  Pommy.

“B ut—”
Pom m y’s voice caught in  h is th roat.
“G one?” he said then.
H orne nodded in  the  darkness.
“Yeah. L ucky it  wasn’t  all of us.”
“B ut w hat now ?” Pomm y asked. 

“You said th ey  were behind us.”
“Sure,” H orne agreed. “B ut we’re 

ju s t two men. W e’ll travel a t night, 
keep to the hills. Maybe th ey ’ll make 
a stand at Therm opylae. I f  no t there, 
they  m ight try  to defend the Isthm us

of Corinth. Maybe we can join them  
there .”

“B ut if they  don’t? I f  we can’t? ”
“T hen A frica, Pommy, or Syria, or 

Suez, or Russia, or E ngland. T hey’ll 
always be fighting them  somewhere, 
an’ th a t’s w here I  w ant to  be. I t  won’t 
stop. T he Germans w in here, they  
win there, bu t they  got to keep on 
fighting. T hey  w in battles, bu t none 
of them  are decisive, none of them  
mean an end.

“E ver fight a guy, kid, who w on’t 
qu it?  You keep kick ing  him, and he 
keeps com ing back for more, keeps 
try ing . You knock him down bu t he 
won’t stay  down? I t ’s hell, th a t’s what 
it is. He won’t qu it so you can’t.

“ But th ey ’ll be fighting them  some
where, and th a t’s w here I  w ant to  be.”

“Yeah,” Pommy said. “Me, too.”
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C H R I S T O P H E R  N IE L S O N  peaked officer’s cap sat a t a cocky 
strode along P apee te’s har- angle atop a head of taw ny hair. He 
bor-fron t thoroughfare  w ith , balanced a n inety-pound sea bag on 

for the  first tim e in  m any days, a con- h is shoulder, ho lding it lig h tly  in 
fident sw ing to h is ro lling  stride. H is place w ith  one finger hooked into its
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lacing. Tw o unexpected th in g s had 
happened to C hristopher N ielson th a t 
day. He had been offered a  berth  as 
sk ipper of a snug, trim , litt le  copra 
schooner. A nd he had fallen  in  love.

H is th o u g h ts  w ere of a p a ir  of hazel 
eyes set in  a lovely oval face fram ed 
by rin g le ted  brow n hair. A nd p e r
haps i t  was because h is th ough ts were 
of th a t face th a t he failed  to hear the 
s tea lth y  s lith e rin g  o f bare feet be
h ind  him.

W ith  an  easy sw ing he sh ifted  h is 
canvas sea bag from  one shou lder to 
the o ther. T h a t sim ple act saved his 
life.

T he dartin g  blade of a th row n knife 
made a silvery  line in the m oonlight, 
a line w hich w ould have term inated  
in  h is heart. Instead , the weapon 
buried  itse lf  to the  h ilt  in the  bottom  
of the bag.

In stin c tiv e  reaction  to  danger, born 
o f h is hard  years in the fo’c’sle, caused 
N ielson to crouch  low and spin  all in 
one sw ift m otion, d ropping  h is bag as 
he did so. Tw o natives darted  from  
the shadow s of a build ing. One, the 
kn ife  th row er, was unarm ed. T he 
o ther carried  a w icked-looking club 
studded  w ith  shark’s teeth .

N ielson launched h im self from  his 
crouching  position  in  a flying tackle, 
h is big  hands c lu tch ing  at fast m oving 
brown ankles. H is tw o assailan ts w ent 
down.

“Aue 1” the kn ife th row er gasped in 
pain  as h is arm  crum pled u nder him, 
and the bones of h is w ris t cracked.

T he club w ielder was the first to 
disengage him self. He g run ted  as he 
sw ung a m urderous blow a t N ielson’s 
head.

T he big sailo r ro lled  away and re 
gained his feet. T he native’s face was 
ug ly  w ith  rage as he closed in  fo r the 
k ill. N ielson w aited  for the club to 
be draw n back, then  hunched his 
shoulders and drove a  bone-sm ashing 
stra igh t-arm  punch to  the  native’s 
nose.

A gulp ing  cry  of agony escaped 
from  the  islander as he was flung

backward. H e fe ll, ro lled  to  h is feet 
and was gone, ho ld ing  his nose w ith  
both  hands and ru n n in g  like a s ta rtled  
deer in to  the n ight.

IE L S O N  looked around. The 
knife th row er had likew ise taken 

to  h is heels. I t  was w ell a f te r  m id
n igh t, and the  s tree ts  w ere deserted. 
No one, apparen tly , had e ith e r w it
nessed the b rie f encoun ter or been 
aroused by it.

E xperience had tau g h t him  th a t 
sailo rs w ere considered  fa ir  p rey  by 
th u g s and w a te rfro n t scum  in every 
p o rt of the w orld. He sh rugged  his 
shoulders and p icked up his bag. A 
few  m inutes la te r w hen he dropped 
lig h tly  from  the  dock to  the  deck of 
the  Kaeo, he had fo rg o tten  the  inci
dent.

“ Captain N ielson, m ay I  speak to  
you for a m om ent?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he answ ered respect
fu lly . H e snatched h is cap from  his 
head and tu rn ed  to  the  young g irl 
who stood by  th e  galley  hatchw ay. 
T here  was an  eager lig h t in  h is blue 
eyes th a t had n o th in g  to  do w ith  the 
w orkaday business of sk ippering  a 
South Sea copra boat. H is h eart sang 
a w ild  accom panim ent to  the  liltin g  
m usic o f her voice.

I f  the  blonde, rugged  good looks of 
the b ig  sailo r awoke a responsive 
surge of feeling  w ith in  Jan e t Cole
man, she gave no sign. H er so ft lips 
w ere unsm iling, and the som bre ligh t 
of recen t tragedy  shadow ed her eyes.

T hree  weeks before she had buried  
her fa ther on T anao dow n in the 
Tuam atos. Now she was sole owner 
of the  Kaeo, and com pletely  alone in 
the strange w orld  of w ater and islands 
—strange indeed to  a g irl who had 
spent m ost of h er n ineteen  years in  a 
San F rancisco board ing  school for 
young ladies.

W hen  O ld Copra Coleman had fe lt 
h is tim e draw ing  near, he had sent 
for her. He had no legacy but the 
Kaeo, last o f h is once g reat fleet of 
traders. T here  was only  the  ship  and
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a chart of the w aters su rround ing  a 
certain  uninhabited  island on the 
fringe of the d istan t A ustrals.

T he bearings and the cryp tic  m ark
ings on the chart m ight m ean nothing 
at all. On the  o ther hand they  m ight 
mean a good deal. I t  depended en
tire ly  on w hat a dy ing  m an had w his
pered to  h is daugh ter th a t day on 
Tanao.

“ Captain N ielson,” Jan e t began 
hesitan tly , “ I ’m afra id  th a t when I 
signed you on th is  m orning as Cap
tain  of the Kaeo I—w ell—I d id n ’t 
really  m isrepresent, but I  failed to 
tell you exactly  w hat it involves.”

“Now don’t you w orry. M iss,” N iel
son in terrup ted . “I understand  th a t 
you’re not sure w hen you’ll be able 
to pay me. Do you th in k  I  signed on 
for the m oney?

“Since m y ship ran  afoul of tha t 
hurricane I ’ve had enough o f the 
beach a t T ah iti to  last me a lifetim e. 
The sea’s the place fo r a sailor, Miss. 
I ’m glad enough to be back.”

She looked down a t the  deck, pos
sibly to  hide the w arm th his w ords 
had brought to  her eyes.

“T h at w asn’t  w hat I  m eant,” she 
said slowly. “ I to ld  you we w ere o u t
fitting  for a cruise to  the A ustrals, on 
the outlook for a new source o f copra 
supply. T h a t’s no t exactly  true. W hat 
I in tend  doing is m uch m ore danger
ous th an  a  trad in g  voyage. A nd I 
can’t te ll you any m ore than  th a t— 
yet.”

“I see,” N ielson m urm ured th o u g h t
fully. “And, w hatever it  is you’re up 
to, you figured i t  was only  fa ir  to  let 
me know it  m ight be risky. I f  w hat 
you w ant to  know is do I go anyway, 
then  the  answ er is ‘yes.’ ”

He saw her smile, fo r the first time. 
I t  was quite a smile, and he had a 
mad im pulse to kiss her. F or a th r i l l
ing  in stan t her hand lay so ft and 
warm  in his.

“T hank  you, C aptain,” she w his
pered, th en  moved lithe ly  forw ard 
along the deck. Dressed in dungarees 
and a m an’s blue cotton sh irt she was

slender and graceful, silhouetted  
against the sky.

N ielson picked up his bag and 
s tarted  a f t to  his cabin. H er voice 
again a rrested  him. He looked back, 
but the m oonligh t had swallowed her.

“Oh, C aptain,” she called. “One 
th in g  I  forgot to m ention : Bucko 
B irdge is in  port. T he Curieuse 
dropped her hook in  the lagoon an 
hour ago. P lease be ca refu l when you 
are ashore.”

“Now w hat did she m ean by  th a t ?” 
N ielson asked him self la ter as he sat 
on the edge of his bunk and puffed 
reflectively at h is pipe. He knew 
Bucko B irdge of old, and knew  no 
good of him.

T here had been a tim e, no t so long 
before, w hen Bucko -was the scourge 
of Oceania. I t  was common, if u n 
proven, knowledge th a t the  Curieuse 
had been engaged in  every th ing  from  
illegal pearl looting to  piracy.

BU T  th a t had been before the 
F rench  gunboats took a hand 

and tam ed the islands—half-tam ed 
them  anyway. Bucko had apparen tly  
resigned him self to  the life of a 
trader, fo r the deck of the Curieuse 
reeked of copra, ra th e r than  of blood.

I t  occurred to  N ielson th a t the 
g ir l’s reference to  the  m ysterious na
tu re  of the  trip  tied  in  w ith  h e r w arn
ing about Bucko B irdge. He recalled 
the fight on the beach. F o r the first 
tim e he realized th a t the attack  had 
been too viciously m urderous in na
tu re  to have been m otivated solely by 
robbery.

H e w ished th a t he had followed his 
fleeing assailants. Som ething told him 
that, had he done so, the tra il would 
have led to the Curieuse and to  a p ar
tia l so lution of the m ystery  th a t su r
rounded Jan e t Coleman.

“So M ister Bucko cuts for a hand 
in  th is deal,” he mused as he swung 
his long legs onto the bunk. “W ell, 
unless I ’m dead wrong, he’ll find Old 
Copra’s daughter no shore-going softy  
to  be pushed around. And then  th ere’s
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always Cap’n C hris N ielson to be 
reckoned w ith. He sailed w ith  her 
daddy w hen these islands were really  
tough 1”

T he w ork of provision ing  and m ak
ing the Kaeo  sea-ready occupied all of 
N ielson’s time fo r the nex t few  days. 
T here were runn ing  gear to  be over
hauled, sun-blistered sides to be 
scraped and painted  and fresh  w ater 
casks to  be filled, all w ith  the help of 
only two T ah itian  seamen. He had 
little  tim e for though t of Captain 
Bucko B irdge, little  tim e even for 
conversation w ith  Jan e t Coleman.

O n the  eve o f th e ir scheduled de
partu re, the bad luck w hich had 
s ta rted  for him  w ith  the hurricane 
came bouncing back. He was h u rry 
ing to the  ship w ith  some last-m inute 
purchases w hich he had made in the 
city. On the dock, in  fu ll s igh t of 
the Kaeo, an a llu rin g  native g irl ap 
proached him.

T auna was hapa haole, half white. 
H er long hair was as black as the blue 
blackness of lava. H er lips were vivid 
carnations, and her ivory brow n body 
was inv iting ly  curved. She wore n o th 
ing but a tapa pareu w ound about her 
w aist and a single red  hibiscus b los
som in her hair. T here was a  half- 
fearfu l smile on her lips as she 
swayed close to him  and touched his 
arm  w ith  the tip s  of her fingers.

“P liz  I sp ik  wiz you, C aptain?”
C aptain N ielson did a foolish thing. 

He knew  th a t Jan e t was on the Kaeo, 
m ight even be w atch ing  for him. H is  
only though t was th a t she m ight see, 
m ight not understand. He took 
T auna by  the  arm  and drew  h er be
hind  a huge pile of shell. I t  d id n ’t 
occur to him  that, to a w atcher, his 
action w ould seem fu rtive  and sus
picious.

“W ell, w hat is i t? ” H is tone was 
unconsciously gruff.

“P liz, Captain, you take T auna wiz 
you on Kaeo. T auna good cook, fix 
m iti haari an ’ fei like nobodeez beez- 
ness!”

In  sp ite of his annoyance, Captain

Nielson couldn’t  help being amused. 
He grinned, but shook his head.

“Sorry, Tauna. You m ay be the  best 
cook in  the islands, but I can’t take 
you.”

“A n’ w hy? Eez eet zat you go so 
fax-—to nozer coun try  m aybe?”

“No.”
“W here eez you go?”
“C an't te ll you, youngster,” N ielson 

said briskly. “T he orders are sealed 
even for me. R un along now .” W ith  
a good-natured pat on the shoulder he 
le ft her and strode on down the dock.

Jan e t m et him  at the ship. H er 
eyes flashed him  an angry  challenge 
and her lips curled in  scorn.

“You needn’t come aboard, M ister 
N ielson,” she called b itte rly . “I ’ll 
have the boys set your th ings on the 
dock and give you pay  fo r four days’ 
w ork.”

She couldn’t have surprised , nor 
have h u rt him  m ore, by  slapping his 
face. H is slow, N ordic tongue fum 
bled for words, cou ldn’t find them.

“B ut, Jan e t, M iss Coleman, I—”
H er voice was cold w ith  contem pt 

when she broke in upon his stam 
m ering.

“I  saw you ju s t now, m eeting se
c re tly  w ith  Bucko B irdge’s native 
wife, Tauna. I  m ight have known you 
were in  league -w-Tth him  too. M y 
fa ther w arned me against B irdge.

“He should  also have advised me 
against m aking a beachcomber the  
captain  o f m y ship. Now get your 
th ings and get out! You can te ll 
Bucko, for me, th a t if  he in terferes 
w ith  my quest for the Serpen t I ’ll 
shoot him  down like a d o g !”

CA P T A IN  N IE L S O N  stood a t the 
bar in L ’T in ito ’s, nursing  a glass 

of rum  w hich he had no in ten tion  of 
touching. H is blue eyes w ere cold as 
d r if t  ice on a N orthern  sea. He 
w atched the gyrations of a native 
belly-dancer and the drunken  carous- 
ings of seamen of m any nations. But 
m ainly he w atched the door to  the 
place.
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I t  was m idn igh t before Bucko 
B irdge and his native num ber one 
boy came in. T he la tte r  had a broken 
nose, and N ielson recognized him  for 
the club w ielder of th e  n ig h t en
counter.

Bucko h im self was typ ical of his 
kind. He w ore d ir ty  w hites and a 
co tton  sing let th a t revealed his 
paunchy, h a iry  torso. H e was loose
lipped and gim let-eyed, w ith  a sa r
donic leer on his evil face. H is rig h t 
hand rested  on the b u tt of a gun th a t 
sw ung at h is hip.

N ielson was not adept a t in trigue. 
I t  was not h is way. He knew  B ucko’s 
repu ta tion  as a deadly gun-fighter, 
and was h im self unarm ed, bu t in  all 
of the w orld he had never m et a man 
whom he feared. H e w alked up to  the 
sk ipper of the  Curieuse.

“A nsw er me a question, B ucko,’’ he 
said in  a cold, level voice, “or I ’ll 
smash you to  pu lp  wood w ith  m y 
hands. W h a t do you know  of a th in g  
called the Serpen t, and w hy did you 
make i t  cost me my job on the Kaeo?”

T he belly-dancer stopped. T he 
room was suddenly  quiet. Bucko 
stared  a t N ielson w ith  dum bfounded 
am azem ent th a t gradually  changed to 
rage.

Red anger c rep t up his bu ll neck 
and spread over h is face.

“W hy, blast you!” he roared  and 
snatched a t the ho lstered  gun.

N ielson laughed. One of h is hands 
darted  out like a s trik in g  snake and 
fastened on B ucko’s gun w rist. T he 
o ther balled in to  a  g rea t fist and trav 
eled in a sh o rt arc to the po in t of 
B ucko’s jaw.

T he p ira te  dropped, but h is native 
com panion snatched up a bo ttle  from  
a table, flung i t  a t N ielson and charged 
in w ith  a long-bladed knife. T he big 
sailor dodged the bo ttle  and knocked 
the kn ife  aside.

By th a t tim e the o ther occupants of 
L’T in ito ’s dive had go tten  in to  the 
action. T hey  were all of B ucko’s kind, 
the dregs of F rench  Oceania. T hey 
swarm ed all over N ielson w ith  knives,

broken bottles, any th ing  they  could 
lay hand to.

H e stood in  th e ir m idst and fought 
joyously  in  the release of his pent-up 
anger. H is  laugh ran g  out above the 
d in  o f the b a ttle  as he dared them  to 
come on, and sen t them  hurling  back 
from  his bony fists w hen they  did.

T he end, though, was inevitable. 
T hey  w ere too m any for him. A half- 
breed g ian t c rep t up behind him  and 
b rough t a cha ir crash ing  down on the 
back o f h is head. T he bottom  of the 
chair was m etal banded, inch th ick  
teakwood.

H E A W O K E  in blackness and the 
fam iliar lifting , ro lling  m otion 

of the sea. T he rank  odor of copra 
was s tro n g  in  his nostrils, copra bugs 
craw led over h is face and hands. His 
head roared w ith  pain. .

He tried  to  l i f t  a hand to h is head, 
discovered th a t his w rists  were tig h tly  
clam ped in iron  shackles. He knew 
then  th a t he was in  the hold of the 
Curieuse, fo r th a t ship had known her 
day o f blackbirding, and the ponder
ous m anacles w ere designed to keep 
slaves in  captivity .

H e’d been shanghaied! And w hat 
of Jan e t?  H is only tho u g h t had been 
to c lear h im self in  her eyes, to  p ro tect 
her from  w hatever evil plot B irdge 
had conceived aga inst her and her 
search for the  th ing  called the Ser
pent. He cursed h im self for a fool.

And w hy had B irdge brough t him 
aboard the C urieuse? The answer 
again, i t  seemed, was contained in th is 
Serpen t business. Jan e t knew where 
i t  was located. B irdge d idn’t, bu t he 
though t N ielson did.

W hich  was why the sea p ira te  had 
first a ttem pted  to  kill him  and, failing  
in th a t, had sen t T auna to pum p in
form ation from  him.

E ven in his m isery the captain could 
see the grim  hum or of the situation . 
B irdge m ight to rtu re  him, k ill him, 
but he could never make him  talk, 
sim ply because he, Nielson, knew 
no th ing  at all about the whole th ing .
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H ours passed. N ielson lay quiet 
feeling  s tren g th  flow back into his 
body, p lann ing  desperately  a m eans of 
escape. T he shackles were hand- 
forged iron, heavy and th ick . T hey  
were each connected by a sho rt chain 
to  an eye-bolt deeply  embedded in  the 
sh ip ’s planking.

Because he could not quite bring 
his hands to g e th er h is s tren g th  was 
divided, and he stood no chance of 
pu llin g  e ith e r of th e  chains from  its 
mooring.

H aving tested  them  once he sank 
back and rested , w aiting  fo r w hat fate 
m igh t bring.

H e heard  a thu d d in g  of feet on the 
deck overhead. W ith  the gra ting  
sound of an opened hatch  a sh aft of 
sun ligh t sp lit the gloomy darkness of 
the hold. M oving w ith  cat-like ease 
for all of h is bulk, B ucko B irdge 
dropped over th e  com bing and 
crouched beside N ielson. T here  was 
a sneer of sardonic am usem ent on his 
cruel lips.

“ So, m ’ hearty ! A nd how do ya 
fancy yourse lf for cock o’ the fo’c ’sle 
w alk now? As long as those big  fists 
of yours are in  a good safe place w e’ll 
ca rry  on w ith  the  conversation we 
s ta rted  last n ig h t in  L ’T in ito ’s jo in t.”

“F ly  away, fa tty !” N ielson snarled.
“ S till tou g h ! W ell, we can fix that, 

sailor. You know Joe, I  guess. H e’s 
the boy whose nose you’ve busted 
tw ice in  the  last week. Jo e ’s half 
M urat.

“He knows a nice l i tt le  trick  they  
do on a m an’s fingernails w ith  bamboo 
sp lin ters  soaked in  sa lt w ater. Joe 
w ould ju s t love to  show you how it 
works. R eady to ta lk  now ?”

I t  was cu rio sity , m ore than  fear, 
th a t caused N ielson to  speak.

“W ell,” he said, “sp it i t  out. W hat 
do you w ant to  know ?”

“Now th a t’s  b e tte r,” Bucko B irdge 
laughed. “You asked me last n igh t 
w hat I knew  about the  Serpent. W ell, 
I ’m going to  te ll you. T he natives call 
i t  the  Snake W ith  Feathers. I t ’s a 
w allopin’ b ig  stone image on one of

those little  m otus in  the A ustra l 
group.

“ I t  m arks the  spot w here, about 
tw o hundred  years ago, some Spanish 
ships landed, loaded to  the plim sol 
w ith  gold from  the Yucatan. T hey  
buried  the gold there  and p lan ted  th is  
F eathered Serpen t over it to  keep the 
islanders scared away from  the place.

“Old Copra Coleman ran  across a 
chart of the island and the Serpent. 
He give i t  to  th a t b ra t of h is before 
he kicked off down on Tanao. I  know 
he did cause I  got ahold of one of h is 
m en and to rtu red  th e  tru th  o u t of 
him .”

B irdge paused to  let th is  cold
blooded recita l o f his b ru ta lity  sink in.

“W h a t you’re gonna tell me now,” 
he said, “is w hich one of those damn 
islands i t ’s on. I  know you was th ick  
w ith  th a t w ench on the  Kaeo, and you 
m usta seen the  chart. So speak up 
now before I  tu rn  Joe loose on you.”

T  O C C U R R ED  to  N ielson tha t 
th is  was one tim e w hen he needed 

more th an  h is g reat s tren g th  to save 
h im self and Jan e t. H e m ade a rapid  
m ental calculation. I t  was fou r h un
dred sea m iles from  Papeete to  the 
A ustra l Islands, a w eek’s sailing  w ith  
good w eather fo r the speedy Curieuse.

T he Kaeo  had probably a day’s s ta rt 
or m ore and the  advantage o f know
ing  w here it  w as going. I f  he  could 
sta ll B irdge off for a few  days Jan e t 
w ould have tim e to locate h er island. 
By the tim e B irdge nosed around and 
ran  onto it, she could have her gold 
and be off w ith  no chance of his ever 
finding her.

“And if  I  to ld  you, how do I  know 
you w ouldn’t dum p me overboard?” 
he bargained shrew dly.

“You don’t ,” B irdge adm itted . “B ut 
I ’m no t likely  to, and I ’ll te ll you why. 
I ’ll w ant to keep you alive u n til we 
find th e  island, ju s t in  case you lie 
to  me. Joe  w ould never forgive me 
if  I ju s t plugged you o u trig h t and 
didn’t  give him  a chance to  show you 
some of h is trick s .”
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“W ell,” N ielson said slowly, cast
ing  about in  h is m ind for a location 
th a t w ould seem  logical, “i t ’s on the 
m ost N or’w este rly  of a s trin g  of 
m otus near R u ru tu .” H e gave the  ap
proxim ate long itude  and latitude. 
“T he place itse lf  is called  A pa.”

“Aye, I  recall it  now ,” B irdge said. 
H is eyes gleam ed w ith  lu st fo r the 
raw  Spanish gold th a t w ould soon be 
his.

“I  don’t  th in k  the Kaeo  w ill make 
it first, b u t w ell enough if  she does. 
I ’ll lay off o u t of s ig h t and le t th a t 
li tt le  pow der puff find the stuff, then  
I ’ll scu ttle  her c ra ft and take her and 
her dam n gold  aboard the Curieuse.”

He stood up and looked down at 
N ielson.

“As for you, m y p re tty  sailo r boy, 
since you’ve been so kind to  te ll me 
w here to  find the Serpen t, I m ay fo r
get the  blow  you stru ck  me in 
L ’T in ito ’s.

“ Instead  of tu rn in g  you over to  Joe, 
I  m ay m aroon you on a sm all b it of 
an island I know of th a t’s inhabited  
only by cann iba ls!” L augh ing  a t his 
joke he drew  him self ou t of the hold 
and kicked the  hatch  cover in to  place.

B u t dow n in the s tin k in g  darkness 
of h is ’tw een  decks prison, N ielson 
sm iled to  h im self and set pa tien tly  
to w ork to  loosen the  eye-bolt th a t 
held the  chain  of his le ft shackle.

M A R A A IP U P U A , T he T rade 
W ind , sang his endless song 

in  the r ig g in g  of the  Curieuse, and 
the  sea was aw ash w ith  the cool w hite 
m agic of th e  m oon as T auna, the n a 
tive g irl, c rep t s ilen tly  a f t  and lifted  
the hatch  cover.

N ielson awoke to feel the g ir l’s gen
tle  hand on h is forehead.

“ Iaorana t ’ou hoa m atai oe?” she 
w hispered.

“H ello, T au n a ,” N ielson responded. 
“W h a t b rings you here. You w ish to 
g loat over your success, eh?”

“No, no! T auna eez fren  to  you,” 
she p ro tested , s lip p in g  back in to  the 
p idg in  E n g lish  o f the islands. “Bucko

m ake me try  to  get eenform ation  from  
you ozer day. A ue! I  hate heem. He 
eez like pau, zee peeg—only no t zo 
clean.”

W as it a trick ?  T here  was sincerity  
in the g ir l’s voice. A nd w hat had he 
to  lose? H e knew  these island 
m aidens. T hey  w ere quick to  form  
an affection or a deep em otion for a 
new man. J u s t  as quick to  fo rget it 
too, but fiercely loyal w hile it re 
mained.

“Tauna, I believe you,” he said. 
“W ill you help me to escape?”

“Ae! B ut zer eez nozing I can do.”
“T here  is. Get in to  B ucko’s tool 

box and find me a file.”
“I do zat.”
She was gone as s ilen tly  as she had 

arrived. H e w aited  im patien tly , bu t 
the hours dragged by and she did  not 
re tu rn . A nother trick , he decided b it
terly , and one th a t was sure to in tro 
duce him  to Jo e ’s l i t t le  bamboo sp lin 
te rs  yet.

T he day came, and a flat faced sea
m an b rough t him  food and w ater. B ut 
th a t n ig h t T auna re tu rn ed , and, to h is 
joy, she had w ith  h e r a large old file. 
He set to w ork im m ediately to  free 
his le ft hand from  its  shackles.

T auna to ld  him  th a t there were 
four in  the crew  of th e  Curieuse, not 
coun ting  herself or Bucko. T hey  were 
now six days ou t of Papeete and look
ing  to make land at R u ru tu  sometime 
the next m orning. N ielson knew that 
his only hope of escaping to rtu re  and 
death lay in re leasing  him self before 
th a t happened.

H ot sweat d renched him  as he 
w orked fu riously  at the chain. T he 
file was old and w orn alm ost smooth, 
and the chain was th ick  and hard, but 
th ere  was a dogged persistence in him  
th a t w ould not le t him  give up.

N ielson had alm ost succeeded in 
cu ttin g  th rough  one side of the link  
on w hich he was w ork ing  when the 
storm  came. W ith  the  aw ful sudden
ness of the South Pacific w eather, a 
series of squalls s tru ck  the Curieuse.

T he w ater was w hipped up into
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green, w hite-capped m ountains th a t 
tossed her in to  th e  a ir  and sm ashed 
her sickeningly  down in to  th e ir val
leys. T he w ind to re  a t the  rigg ing  
w ith  a thousand greedy fingers and 
tugged at her bare poles to make her 
jibe into onrush ing  seas.

W hatever else Bucko B irdge m ight 
be, he was a seaman. F or tw o days 
and n igh ts  he fought fo r the  life of 
his ship w ith  all the  sk ill a t h is com
mand.

W hen the storm  finally broke he 
had been blown a  hundred  m iles off 
h is course, b u t th e  Curieuse, while 
lim ping and battered , was still sound.

W hen  the black clouds had scudded 
aw ay over the horizon, and the noon
day sun shone dow n on a  s till heavy 
sea, he found h im self w ork ing  to  lee
w ard of a s trange group o f islands. 
He though t of stand ing  in  to  look for 
a sheltered  lagoon w here a b it  of re 
pair w ork  and overhauling  could be 
done, bu t h is greed prom pted him  to 
commence im m ediately the task  of 
beating  back to  R uru tu .

He was afra id  th a t w hile he had 
been figh ting  the storm , Jan e t, on the 
Kaeo, had discovered th e  gold  and 
w ould be gone w ith  i t  before he could 
arrive.

He was p reparing  to  come about 
when h is eye was caught by a  g lin t of 
w hite against the palm -green of the 
nearest of the m otus. W hen  he had 
tra ined  h is glasses on it, rage and de
lig h t stru g g led  fo r possession of him . 
T he w hite th in g  th a t had caught h is 
a tten tio n  was the  jib ’sl of the 
schooner K aeo!

E xu ltan tly , B irdge tu rned  h i s 
glasses on the  s tr ip  of coral beach. 
T he first th in g  th a t m et h is eye was 
the  Feathered Serpent. I t  was huge, 
nearly  as big as the m onoliths of E as
te r  Island.

T he head was the  open and fanged 
jaw s of a snake carved from  a single 
block of stone. T he body tow ered 
above it and was constructed  o f square 
blocks o f g ran ite piled on top of each 
o ther. T he tip  of the ta il had been

a rtis tica lly  grooved and fluted by 
crude tools to  resem ble feathers.

A ltogether, i t  p resen ted  an awe
some sigh t, th a t o f a g reat stone rep
tile  re s tin g  on its  lower jaw  and w ith  
its  ta il flung upw ard to the sky.

UCKO B IR D G E  trained  the 
glasses lower down. T here a t the 

base of the m onster he saw  a slim 
young g irl and th ree T ah itian  sea
men, hard  a t w ork lugg ing  yellow  in 
gots down to the two o u trig g er canoes 
th a t w ere pulled  up on the shore of 
the lagoon.

“I ’ll be b low ed!” B irdge m uttered  
to  him self. “ I f  she gets away w ith  
th a t gold I ’m  not Bucko B irdge. I ’ll 
have it below decks inside of an hour. 
T hen  I ’ll tend  to  her and to the yel
low headed liar below who told me 
she was on Apa.”

He roared orders to  the helm sm an 
to  pu t in  for the island. He shouted 
a t h is th ree  o ther Kanaka cu tth roa ts  
to  b rin g  up rifles and am m unition.

On the beach, Jan e t Coleman looked 
up to  see the  Curieuse  bearing down 
on the  island. I t  was no m ore than 
she had expected, and she was no t un
prepared for it. She had a  loyal na
tive T ah itian  for a captain. She had 
h ired  him  ju s t before leaving P a
peete.

“Oro,” she com m anded him, “bring 
th e  guns and get behind the F eath
ered Serpent. Bucko B irdge is com-
• „  Mmg.

Oro nodded gravely and ran  down 
to the canoes. W hen  he re tu rn ed  he 
was ca rry in g  four rifles. Jan e t se
lected one. S upporting  its  barrel 
against the w eather w orn g ran ite  of 
the Feathered Serpent she opened fire 
on the  Curieuse. I f  there had been 
any  w ords of p ro fan ity  in h er vocab
u lary , she w ould have em ployed them 
nil in  a sca th ing  denuncia tion  of 
young ladies’ board ing  schools which 
failed  to  include the  proper handling 
and firing of a rifle in  th e ir lis ts  of 
requ ired  studies.

Bucko B irdge, who had taken  the
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wheel of the  Curieuse, snarled  as a 
few sho ts thudded  in to  the h u ll of h is 
craft. M ore o f them  w ere singing 
harm lessly  overhead or ricochetting  
from  the surface of the w ater. H is 
beady eyes w ere cen tered  on the open
ing  in  the reef w here a  fresh-w ater 
stream  flowing o u t to  sea had stun ted  
the g row th  of the coral ring .

I t  was a n arrow  passage and ap t to 
be filled w ith  sharp  snags. B ut w here 
the  Kaeo  had gone, there  too could 
go the Curieuse. H e barked an order 
to  his m en who w ere hudd led  in  the 
bow, rifles ready.

T hey  began to  fire s tead ily  and 
w ith  deadly  accuracy at the  little  
group on the beach. A t the  first vol
ley, Oro dropped silen tly , a small 
round hole betw een his eyes and a 
gaping, jagged one in  the back of h is 
head.

Jan e t looked, shuddered, and re 
loaded her gun.

T he C urieuse  was close to  the pas
sage. C aught in  the  first break  of tne 
su rf  it raced faste r and faster.

Down in  the hold of the p ira te  ship, 
a man filed away at an iron  chain in 
m ad desperation. A g irl k n e lt beside 
him , ta lk in g  exc ited ly  in a m ix ture of 
T ahitian , F rench  and E nglish , u rg 
ing  him  to  hurry .

T he file was sm ooth and slippery  
w ith  sweat in  the m an’s hands. T here 
was s till h a lf the th ickness o f one 
side of a chain lin k  to  cu t through. 
A t last he flung i t  down and gave a 
m igh ty  jerk .

“A h !” he g ru n ted  as the  link 
snapped and his le ft arm  was free. He 
fastened both hands on the o ther chain 
and got to  his knees. H is back bent 
like a steel bow and the cords stood 
ou t on h is arm s as he slow ly exerted  
th e  fu ll s tren g th  of h is young g ian t’s 
body. T auna  w aited, lis ten in g  in 
fearfu l silence to  the m an’s heavy 
breath ing . Then, w ith  a sp lin te ring  
screech of sound the eye-bolt pulled 
ou t of the  p lank ing  th a t held  it.

So in ten t was Bucko on p ilo ting  
h is  ship in to  the lagoon a t fu ll speed

th a t he failed to  see the haggard, 
taw ny headed m an who suddenly  ap
peared on the deck. He d id  not see 
him  u n til it  was too late.

He clawed at h is gun but a flailing 
leng th  of chain w histled  th rough  the 
a ir  and  slashed across h is face, sp lit
tin g  the flesh of his jowls, sm ashing 
his tee th  out. W ith  an anim al scream 
of te rrib le  pain he staggered back. 
T he wheel, released from  his hands, 
spun crazily.

I t  was then  th a t the Curieuse 
s truck . F lu n g  forw ard by the su rf 
she leaped like a live th ing  onto the 
coral fangs of the reef. W ith  a can
non roar her m asts snapped and her 
canvas came down in a w hite shroud.

IE L S O N  was throw n, as from  a 
catapult, in to  the s till w aters of 

the lagoon. W hen  he came up from 
h is forced dive he swam w ith  pow er
fu l strokes for the shore, pulled  him 
self up onto the beach and ran  toward 
the  Feathered Serpent.

“Jan e t!  J a n e t!” he cried.
In  answ er to h is call a w hite faced 

but grim  lipped g irl stepped ou t from 
behind the stone image. T he rifle in 
her hands was steady and its  muzzle 
po in t a t h is chest.

“S tand w here you are, M ister N iel
son,” she commanded coolly. “One 
m ore step  and I shoot. P u t your hands 
up.”

He s ta rted  to raise his hands and 
then  she saw the iron  cuff on his w rist 
and the chain dang ling  from  it.

“O h !” she exclaimed. “Oh, C h ris!”
“ Bucko shanghaied me in to  the 

Curieuse,” N ielson said. “ I ju s t now 
got loose and piled him  up on the reef.
I don’t know w hether I k illed  him or 
not. I hope so. T he crew ’s done for 
anyway. T hey w ere all in  the path of 
the m ainm ’st w hen it w ent down.”

“ Drop th a t rifle!”
“B ucko!” Jan e t gasped as she 

w hirled  to  face the man who had 
spoken. C aught off guard, and m en
aced by the deadly p istol, she had no 
choice bu t to  obey. She allowed the
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gun to  slip from  her fingers as she 
sh rank  back from  the  apparition  of 
Bucko B irdge arisen  from  the sea.

He looked like some hideous m on
ster th a t had crawled up from  the 
dep ths of the  lagoon. H is face had 
been sp lit open by N ielson’s chain, 
and his repulsively  obese body dripped 
blood and sea w ater.

One of J a n e t’s seamen had stea lth 
ily sw ung his rifle around to cover 
Bucko, but before h is finger could 
con tract on the  trig g er, the revolver 
in  the hand of the  sea-raider flipped 
around and barked twice. B oth of 
the natives fell to  the beach, claw ing 
a t suddenly  gaping  abdomens.

B ucko’s laugh was the raucous 
croak of a vu lture. T he gun m uzzle 
tw itched  back like the head of a snake 
as N ielson s ta rted  to  step  forw ard.

“Now,” Bucko roared, “ lay to, the 
both of you, and finish loading those 
canoes. I ’m sailing  w ith  the Kaeo  and 
a cargo of gold in  an hour.”

“I ’ll see you in  Davy Jo n es’ locker 
f irs t!” N ielson shouted. H is very  help 
lessness in  the face of the  p isto l made 
him boil w ith  rage.

“Aye, there  we’ll meet, M atey,” 
Bucko agreed. “B u t a f te r  I ’m done 
w ith  you, it’ll be worse than  th a t for 
Old C opra’s b ra t if you don’t  change 
your tune and get to  w ork.”

He sat down on the head of the 
Feathered S erpen t to  w atch them  a t 
th e ir labors. T here  was no m istak ing  
the m eaning th a t lay behind th e  p i
ra te ’s dark  th rea t. N ielson could see 
no th ing  to  do bu t obey. He walked 
over to the pile of gold and picked 
up one of the yellow  ingots.

“Sorry, C hris,” Jan e t w hispered. 
“My fault. I should never have 
doubted you.”

Somehow, th rough  his anger, he 
m anaged to give her a w an sm ile th a t 
spoke his understanding .

T^TT W A S on the re tu rn  trip  from  the 
Sfi. canoes th a t N ielson spo tted  a 
movem ent of the brush in  back of the 
F eathered Serpent. H ope surged

w ith in  him . T auna! H e recognized 
a flash o f red  as the pareu she had 
worn. H e had fo rg o tten  the  native 
girl.

T hen  T auna was up and runn ing  
forw ard on silen t bare feet. Steel 
gleam ed in  her hand and buried  itse lf 
in  the flesh of B ucko’s shoulder as 
she hurled  herself upon him.

W ith  a squeal of pain he jum ped up 
and sw ung a backhand blow th a t 
caught the native g irl on the side of 
the head and knocked her spraw ling. 
He w hirled  again tow ard his captives, 
but, in  the  second or tw o th a t h is a t
ten tio n  had been d istracted , N ielson 
had leaped in close.

T he chain th a t hung from  his w rist 
curled  ou t like a w hip-lash and then  
slapped the gun from  B ucko’s hand. I t  
sw ished back again and thudded  into 
the p ira te ’s hair-covered chest. Bucko 
th rew  up both arm s to  cover h is face, 
and the  shaft o f the eye-bolt drew  a 
red  streak  across his stom ach.

W ith  a howl of agony, Bucko 
B irdge tu rned  to run. As he did so, 
h is foo t slipped on the crum bling 
edge of the  p it  J a n e t’s crew  had dug 
at the base of the  Serpent, the p it 
from  w hich they  had taken  the  gold. 
S tru g g lin g  to m aintain  h is balance he 
fe ll heavily  aga inst the head of the 
stone god.

I t  m oved under him. T he tunneling  
and d ig g in g  had loosened its  founda
tions. Jaw s agape, the evil th in g  slid 
forw ard as if  alive. I t  pushed Bucko 
before it. H is feet could find no hold 
in  the so ft sand. The great body and 
fluted ta il w rithed  in the a ir and tilted  
perilously  forw ard, poised fo r the 
death  blow. T hen  w ith  a g ra tin g  roar 
the whole th in g  tu rn ed  loose.

“N o ! N o !” Bucko B irdge scream ed 
above the bellow ing th u n d er of sound 
as the g reat stone s tru c tu re  plunged 
down about him  in an  avalanche of 
gray stone.

I t  filled the p it. O nly the feathered 
ta il rem ained above the level o f the 
beach, as if  re lu c tan t to su rrender its 
anc ien t task  of p o in tin g  skyw ard.
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T erro r coursed th rough  T auna’s 
h a lf native soul as she cringed  before 
the te rrib le  vengeance of the F eath
ered Serpent. B ut she knew  th a t 
som ewhere beneath  those tons of stone 
was all th a t was le ft of C aptain  Bucko 
B irdge, and she was glad.

L ater, as th ey  stood by the  new ly 
dug graves of the th ree  fa ith fu l T a 
h itian  seamen, Jan e t expressed  a be
lie f th a t all of the gold in  the  w orld 
was not w orth  the  lives of th ree  Kana
kas.

“B ut, C hris, I  had to  come and find 
it. I t  was m y fa th e r’s last w ish. He 
dream ed of some day bu ild ing  his fleet 
up again to  th e  g lory  it once knew 
here in  the  Islands. H e w anted  me to

do it  fo r him , and i t  took m oney.” 
“T hose m en knew O ld C opra,” Cap

ta in  N ielson rem inded her gravely. 
“I  knew  him  too. T h e re ’s n o t an  hon
est sailor, brown or w hite, in  all of 
O ceania who w ouldn’t have gladly 
fo u g h t and died for him. And you’re 
Old C opra’s d au g h ter.”

“T hank  you,” she said  sim ply. 
“W ith  T auna to  help, we th ree  can 

w ork  the Kaeo  in to  p o rt all righ t. 
Y ou’ll have the  gold and  a good ship 
to s ta r t  bu ild ing  the fleet again .” 

J a n e t leaned her rin g le ted  brown 
head aga inst h is shoulder and sighed 
w ith  w eary content.

“W e’ll build  it, C hris,” she cor
rected  him  gently .
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C H A P T E R  I
K n ig h t o f the  Golden Leopard

IT  W A S  F rid ay  the th ir te e n th  day 
o f O ctober in  the year 1066. 
T hree N orm an k n ig h ts  s tea lth ily  

scaled the battlem ents of the hostile  
Saxon castle. M oonlight g lin ted  on 
th e ir  conical iron  helm ets and mail 
hauberks as th ey  crouched low  behind 
the  crenelated  parapet.

G irard, M arquis de C lavaloux, the 
leader of the N orm an ra id ing  party ,
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peered dow n in to  the d ark  courtyard  
fa r below.

T he d in  of bo isterous voices, raised 
in  a lu s ty  barracks song, came up to 
them . G irard  spoke q u ie tly  to  the 
kn igh t n earest him.

“T he Saxons are blow ing th e ir  ale 
horns, S ir Am brose.”

S ir Am brose de Guissac leaned on 
the  ball of h is sw ord h ilt  and sm iled 
dark ly  at the sound of the braw ling 
m erry-m akers.

“W h ich  m ay account, m y L ord Mar-
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quis, fo r the lack of w atchers in  the 
tow er.”

T he th ird  kn ight, S ir R ichard  de 
Laval, was crouched down s ta rin g  ap
prehensively a t the dark  courtyard  
below.

“T his is m adness!” he w hispered 
hoarsely. “W e are bu t th ree against a 
castle fu ll of Saxons. W ould it not 
be w iser to su rrender to  them ?”

G irard made an im patien t gesture 
w ith  h is mail gauntlet.

“Silence, S ir R ichard .”

T he fo u rth  m em ber of the ra id ing  
party  was a Norm an archer. He was 
sw iftly  coiling  a long leng th  of s tou t 
rope, the rope on w hich the  kn igh ts 
and h im self had climbed the steep 
castle wall.

G irard ad justed  his huge k ite 
shaped shield carefu lly  on his le ft 
shoulder.

T he shield was a m asterpiece of 
defensive armam ent. T ough hide 
had been stre tched  over the face and 
pain ted  gray. In  the gray field was a

35
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ram pant golden leopard. T hen  G irard  
drew  his long Norm an sword.

“Follow  me, m y lo rds.” He cau
tiously  led the way down the steep 
stone steps on the inside of the for
tress wall. A t the en trance to the 
gate-house keep, he raised his shield 
in  silen t signal.

A deep, heavy snoring  came from 
w ith in  the gate room, w hich housed 
the w indlass for the draw bridge and 
portcullis. G irard pushed open the 
door w ith  his sword. A low-burning 
to rch  on th e  w all showed a sleeping 
Saxon kitchen  knave. An em pty jug  
lay on its  side near him. G irard  beck
oned the o thers into the room and 
closed the door. T hen  he prodded the 
snoring Saxon w ith  h is sword point.

T he knave came out of his drunken  
slum ber and stared  up the gleam ing 
leng th  of steel th a t lay against his 
th roat. H e tried  to talk , b u t w ords 
w ould not come.

G irard  spoke quietly.
“Your life, knave, depends upon 

your ready tongue. T ell me, how many 
m en-at-arm s are in  the castle?”

W hen the knave could summon 
w ords, he w h ined :

“Spare me, good knight, I am only a 
knave in  the k itchen  of my lord, the  
E a rl of D undervale.”

“How m any m en-at-arm s, knave?” 
“E ig h t of them , brave k n ig h t—fill

ing  th e ir gu lle ts  w ith  ale.”
G irard  glanced a t the  dark-brow ed 

S ir Am brose de Guissac, then a t the 
sm all-eyed S ir R ichard de Laval.

“ O nly eigh t Saxons, m y lords,” he 
said,

T H E  to rch lig h t in the keep showed 
th a t sand and seaweed clung to 

the m ail hauberks of G irard  and his 
two barons. T h a t sand and seaweed 
to ld  the grim  sto ry  of the  fate of the 
invading fleet of Duke W illiam  of 
Norm andy. F o r th a t g reat armada, 
carry ing  s ix ty  thousand  fighting men, 
had been tu rn ed  back by a storm  and 
hurled  against the  F rench  coast.

O nly one ship got near the Saxon

shore, but it had sunk, tak in g  its 
kn igh ts  and soldiers to  the bottom. 
T he only survivors were the 'th ree  
Norm an kn igh ts and the archer. T hey  
had d rifted  in a small boat for days 
before sigh ting  the Sussex coast and 
m aking a landing.

“O nly eigh t Saxons,” G irard  re 
peated, “which puzzles me greatly . 
T h in k  back, m y lords, to  w hen we 
landed on the beach. T here  was no t a 
single Saxon to  challenge us. Nor, 
in the m arch to th is  castle, did we en
counter any Saxon fighting men. 
Surely  the Saxons m ust have been ex
pec ting  Duke W illiam  — yet th e ir 
coast is undefended .” G irard  tu rn ed  
back to the knave. “W here is the E arl 
of D undervale?”

“M y m aster rode to Y orkshire w ith  
K ing H arold to  fight the N orw egians.”

“So the N orw egians, too, are invad
ing.” G irard ’s eyes sharpened. “Then, 
my lords, w hen Duke W illiam  reg a th 
ers his fleet, he w ill find no one to 
oppose his land ing  on th e  Sussex 
coast.”

S ir R ichard  de Laval shook his 
head, spoke vehem ently.

“ I t  is m y tho u g h t th a t D uke W il
liam perished  at sea w ith  h is host. W e 
are fools to  th in k  of succor from  him. 
W e m ight save our lives by an hon
orable su rrender to  the Saxons here.”

Ig n o rin g  him, G irard  tu rn ed  again 
to the  knave.

“W ho else is in D undervale C astle?”
“M y m istress, gracious kn igh t, the 

Countess of D undervale — and my 
m aster’s s ister, the L ady M uriel.”

G irard  sm iled to him self.
“W e w aste tim e here, my lords.” 

L eaving the archer to guard  the knave 
and the gate-house keep, G irard led 
the kn igh ts  down the stone steps to a 
corner of the dark  courtyard . T he 
moon was no t yet h igh  enough to 
lig h t the court.

H ere, the noise of b raw ling  was 
louder. T he d rink ing  m en-at-arm s 
were in  the barracks room  on the east 
side of the court. F lick erin g  to rch
ligh t stream ed from  the ta ll w indows
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of the barracks and lay in  quivering 
yellow  patches on the yard  stones. 
G irard  cau tiously  advanced to one of 
the windows and chanced a sw ift 
glance w ith in .

Jk  H A L F -D O Z E N  g u t t e r i n g  
torches showed a square room 

w ith  long, rough-hew n tables. E ig h t 
m en w ere lo lling  about in  d ifferent 
degrees of in toxication. H uge ale 
horns lay on the tables or were tilted  
to th irs ty  throats. A ll e igh t Saxons 
wore the green livery and w hite 
s tag ’s-head crest of Dundervale. T h e ir 
swords were stacked in  a rack on the 
wall. P ikes and battle-axes were also 
arranged in  racks.

G irard  rejo ined  his barons.
“T here are eight m en—w ith  a great 

assortm ent of arms. W e m igh t take 
them  by  force, but the risk  would 
sorely peril our ho ld ing  th is castle 
u n til Duke W illiam  comes to  our aid .” 
G irard  rested  his leopard shield on 
the ground. “T here m ust be another 
m ethod,” he said though tfu lly .

S ir R ichard  de Laval spoke in  a 
strained , b itte r voice.

“W e shall be throw ing  away our 
lives, my L ord M arquis. Duke W il
liam  and his host are a t the bottom  of 
the sea. Surely—”

G irard  paid S ir R ichard  no heed, 
continued  speaking h i s  thoughts 
aloud. I t  was the dark-brow ed Sir 
Ambrose who answered.

“ Sir R ichard, keep your m outh 
closed or the Saxons w ill hear the 
ch a tte rin g  of your tee th .”

Suddenly G irard broke his silence.
“I have a m ethod to take the Sax

ons. S ir Ambrose, fetch me the long 
cloak w orn by th a t knave in  the gate
house keep.”

S ir Ambrose soon re tu rn ed  w ith  the 
cloak. G irard took the garm ent, grim 
aced at the stench of it. He slipped 
it over his helm et and steel-sheathed 
body.

The cloak com pletely concealed his 
arm or and shield. He beckoned the 
two kn igh ts over to the barracks door.

T here he pulled the hooded cloak 
closer about him.

“W ait here, my lords, till I summon 
you. S ir Ambrose, you are to  keep 
the Saxons from  reaching the  pole 
arms. You, Sir R ichard, w ill see th a t 
none escape th rough  th is  door.” G ir
ard tu rned  and entered the Saxon bar
racks.

He bent low as he trudged  across 
the room. The Saxons had ceased 
th e ir sing ing  and seemed to be m ixing 
their ale w ith  differences of opinion. 
One of them, a deep-chested fellow 
w ith  a th ick  yellow  m ustache, was 
ta lk ing  as G irard  drew  near.

“I am for breaking down her door. 
W e are not m en if we sit here like 
sheep.”

“B u t the consequences, my cap ta in ,” 
ano ther cautioned.

“T he fiends take the consequences! 
Down w ith  the door!”

TH E Y  paid no heed to G irard. He 
kep t h is ears to  th e ir  argum ent, 

learned th a t five Saxons were of the 
cap ta in ’s opinion w hile th ree were 
against him. G irard  plodded tow ard 
a stack of logs, lifted  one and ex
p ertly  placed it on the roaring  fire.

No one noticed him  in his knave’s 
cloak, so he edged closer to the rack 
hold ing  the Saxons’ swords. Then, 
w ith  the m ost deliberate of move
m ents, he gathered  the swords in his 
arm s and tossed them  in to  the huge, 
blazing fireplace. T h at done, he 
tu rn ed  and calm ly faced the room ful 
of Saxons.

He casually dropped the hooded 
cloak from him. W ith  the same un 
hurried  ease he drew  his sword. H is 
voice reverberated  from the barracks 
w a lls :

“De Guissac, de Laval—to m e !” 
T he two barons plunged in to  the 

room. S ir Am brose covered the rack 
of pole arms, S ir R ichard  the door.

The Saxons staggered from their 
benches, stared  about in bew ildered 
alarm. T heir bleary eyes found the 
th ree knights. Never before had they
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seen fu lly ' arm ored N orm ans w ith  
th e ir haw klike, beaked helm ets and 
hoods o f mail. G irard  looked a t them  
over the top of his leopard shield. S ir 
Ambrose stood behind his shield, a 
w hite field emblazoned in  crim son 
w ith  the head of a bull. S ir R ichard 's 
had a black field w ith  a silver eagle 
perched on the shaft of a battle-axe.

G irard  called out.
“Do no t act rashly , m y Saxon 

friends. H ell is fu ll of heroes.”
One Saxon lunged tow ard the 

swords in the  fire. G irard struck  him 
sm artly  w ith  the flat of his blade. The 
Saxon dropped to the floor, stunned. 
W hile  G irard was dealing w ith  th is 
one, the yellow -m ustached captain 
darted  around them  to the fireplace 
and th ru s t h is  hand in to  the flames to 
draw  out a sword.

T he captain  got the ho t blade h a lf
way out, had to  drop it back in to  the  
blaze.

G irard  lig h tly  pricked him w ith  h is 
sw ord point, speeding his departu re 
from  the v ic in ity  of the  fireplace.

A big, red-bearded Saxon, seized a 
bench and s ta rted  for S ir R ichard  at 
the  door. S ir R ichard  gave ground 
before the red-bearded fellow. W ith  
h is shield and sword, Sir R ichard  
could have made sh o rt w ork of the  
bench.

Instead , he backed away from  the 
th rea ten in g  Saxon.

Q uick  anger storm ed in  G ira rd ’s 
taw ny eyes.

“H old fast, de L aval!”

BU T  Sir R ichard  had been m aneu
vered from  the door. Two Saxons 

bolted past him.
T he big, red-bearded Saxon hurled  

the bench at S ir R ichard, and raced 
to jo in  h is companions, h is harsh 
laugh of derision  boom ing across the 
courtyard . T hey  disappeared in to  the 
n ight.

S ir R ichard dodged the th row n 
bench, moved quickly  back to  cover 
the door.

.The yellow -m ustached c a p t a i n

seized a ponderous axe from  the  wall 
and rushed G irard, calling  out.

“A rm  yourselves, m en of D under- 
vale!”

From  the corner of his eye G irard  
saw two Saxons grasp benches and 
leap to  attack  S ir Ambrose de Guissac, 
who had placed him self in fro n t of 
the pole-arm  rack. T hen  the captain 
was upon G irard. The m arquis stepped 
in  under the descending axe and then  
sw ung his sword, not at the Saxon, 
but a t the shaft of the axe. T he N or
man blade sliced th rough  the shaft, 
leaving the captain  w ith  a s tick  of 
wood in his hand.

G irard  held h is po in t a t the  cap
ta in ’s chest, backed him  to the wall, 
then  glanced quickly  tow ard the 
B aron de Guissac. S ir Ambrose had 
s tru ck  the  benches from  the hands of 
both Saxons, and they  had re treated  a 
safe distance from  his lively blade. 
S ir R ichard  de Laval was now block
ing the door, p erm ittin g  no o thers to 
escape.

G irard  tu rned  back to  the captain, 
coolly looked him  over.

“Yield, and your lives w ill be 
spared .”

T he captain  exchanged glances w ith  
h is com panions, th en  nodded to G ir
ard.

“W e yield, S ir K n ig h t.”
G irard  beckoned to S ir Ambrose.
“B ind th e ir hands.” T hen  to  Sir 

R ich ard : “G ather all these pole arms, 
axes and bows and hu rl them  over the 
wall in to  the m oat.”

S ir Am brose spoke in  a cu tting  
voice.

“ Do not le t your th ree Saxon 
friends take them  away from  you, de 
Laval.”

T he small eyes of S ir R ichard  be
came tin y  po in ts of fury.

“ I shall rem em ber your w ords, de 
G uissac,” he choked.

G irard  called the Saxon captain  to 
the fa r side of the barracks room, out 
of earshot of the rest. G irard folded 
arm s across h is hauberk  and looked 
down at the captain.
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“Now you can te ll me all about th a t 
door you w ere so set on breaking 
down.”

F or a m om ent the Saxon was si
lent.

“T he cham ber holds a lady, S ir 
K n ig h t.”

G irard  m ade an im patien t gesture.
“C ertainly, a lady is in th a t cham

ber. W h o ?”
“T he Lady M uriel, s iste r to my 

good m aster. She is held  p risoner in 
the W est tower. I t  was m y plan to 
set her free.”

“A nd your p lan  requ ired  the en
couragem ent of the ale horn ,” said 
G irard  dryly . “Now te ll me who has

th e  pow er to  im prison the sis te r of 
L ord D undervale?”

“T he coun tess!” spat the captain. 
“O ur m istress, C ountess Gail of D un
dervale and w ife of the m aster. She 
is a black-headed w itch .”

GIR A R D  D E  C LA V A LO U X  re 
garded the cap ta in  coldly. 

“W hy is the L ady M uriel held p ris 
o n er?”

T he cap tain  suddenly  clamped his 
lips. M inutes m arched by before he 
spoke.

“B ut I have already said too m uch.” 
G irard ’s m ail g aun tle t caught a fist

fu l of the cap ta in ’s leather jacket.
“ I shall judge the leng th  of your 

tongue. Speak on.”
“K itchen talk  has it ,” began the 

captain , “th a t the m istress is p lo tting  
some foul deed. T h at is all I know.” 

G irard ’s taw ny eyes bored into the 
cap ta in ’s. F inally , he released the 
hold  on his jacket.

“Go back to the o thers now. If  you

have lied to  me, your yellow-roofed 
head w ill race the daw n across the 
courtyard .

“S ir Ambrose, you and S ir R ichard 
w ill lock these Saxons and that 
k itchen  knave in the donjon tower. 
O rder our archer to  m ount guard  at 
the draw bridge and drive an arrow  
into anyone approaching the gate
house keep. W arn  him  of the th ree 
escaped Saxons.

“T hen  find the Countess of D under
vale and have her aw ait me in the 
g reat hall. Apologize for the lateness 
of the night, bu t I w ant to take stock 
of the castle and its  people—and plan 
a defense till Duke W illiam  reaches 
these shores.”

G irard  took S ir R ichard  aside, 
spoke quietly.

“As a baron of N orm andy you gave 
a poor account of yourself when tha t 
clum sy Saxon attacked you w ith  a 
bench.”

S ir R ichard bowed.
“I t  was I  who was clumsy, my Lord 

M arquis. A nd it  shall not again hap
pen.”

G irard  nodded. H e took a torch 
from  the wall and crossed the court
yard  to the entrance to the W est 
tow er. T here, he clim bed the  narrow , 
w inding stone steps. In  the  g u tte r
ing to rch -ligh t his d isto rted  shadow 
dogged his heels.

N earing the top, G irard saw ano ther 
lig h t flickering above around a bend 
in  the stairw ay. G irard  laid  his to rch  
on the steps, drew  his sword and ad
vanced in sw ift silence. A t the top 
he saw the red-bearded Saxon who 
had escaped from  the barracks. Red- 
beard was try in g  to  pry  the chain 
loose from  a panel on the heavy oak 
door, and he was ta lk in g  to  the person 
w ith in  the chamber. H is words 
reached G ira rd :

“W ait ti ll  you feel my hands on 
your p re tty  th roat, m y lady. A full 
bag of gold is w hat I  get for so little  
effort. You w ill plead, my lady. But 
your cries w ill not be louder than the 
jangle of gold in  my pouch.”
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C H A P T E R  I I  
T he Conquerer’s Court

G I R A R D  laughed 
ou trigh t. “Now let us 
hear how loud your 
cries w ill be.”

T h e  red-bearded 
Saxon jerked  back 
from  the door, h is 
s ta rtled  eyes fasten 
ing  on G irard de Cla- 

valoux. He seized an iron-headed 
pole arm, advanced slowly on G irard.

“I can w ell use th a t m ail you are 
w earing .” T hen  he lunged viciously 
w ith  his long-shafted  weapon.

G irard  w aited  on the steps, waited 
un til the iron  head of the weapon was 
scant inches from his shield, then  he 
ro lled  the shield w ith  the th ru st. The 
pole arm  harm lessly  slid over his 
shoulder.

T he Saxon s tran g le r reached the 
top  step, lost h is balance when his 
weapon m issed G irard  and tum bled 
forw ard down the steps. G irard  raised 
h is sw ord and let Redbeard im pale 
h im self on the point. T he s tran g le r’s 
sh rill screech filled the narrow  s ta ir
case of the tower.

T he N orm an disengaged his blade 
and contem ptuously  booted the dead 
s tran g ler to one side of the steps. 
T hen  he approached the oak door. A 
small hole, the th ickness of a lance, 
was at eye level in the door. G irard 
looked in to  the hole, saw no th ing  save 
darkness.

From  th e  cham ber came a low-tim 
bered voice.

“W ho are you, S ir K n ig h t?”
G irard regarded  the door. He liked 

the  sound of th a t voice. T here  was 
no th ing  in its  tones to te ll tha t a 
s tran g ler had ju s t tr ied  to  force the 
door.

“You can see me, my lad y ?”
“Yes—b u t I do not recognize the 

sty le  of your arm s.”
“These arms, my lady, are common 

in N orm andy.”
A s ta rtled  exclam ation sounded

from  the chamber. T hen  w ords came 
in  a rush.

“Have the N orm ans fough t the Sax
ons? Do you know if  L ord  D under- 
vale lives?”

“I know not the rep lies to  your 
questions,” said G irard . “ B ut D under- 
vale Castle is a N orm an p rize .” He 
severed the chain on the door w ith  
one stroke of h is sword. T hen  he 
opened the door and looked upon her.

T he N orm an m arquis had  known 
Saracen m aidens in  the H oly  Land. 
T h eir dark  skin and p ierc ing  black 
eyes had held a tum ultuous challenge. 
The m aids of F lorence, w ith  their 
soft, caressing eyes and flashing w hite 
tee th  had s tirred  him  no t a little . 
T here had been F rench  dam sels, tem 
pestuous w ith  th e ir changing moods, 
T eutons, sto lid  and incred ib ly  te n 
der, N orm an m aidens, the fire of the 
V ik ings s till in th e ir  veins. A nd now 
there  was the Lady M uriel.

He saw her eyes first. T h ey  were 
blue, a very deep blue. T hen  the 
to rch -lig h t caught her hair, made it 
a foamy crest of golden spray. She 
looked up at him.

“To whom do I  owe my life , my re 
lease from  prison and my new Norm an 
bondage?”

“G irard, M arquis de Clavaloux at 
your service, my lady.”

LADY M U R IE L  inclined h er head, 
then  moved in to  the fu ll glow of 

the  torch. H er beau tifu lly  formed 
body was draped w ith  a long w hite 
gown. She looked very tin y  and fra 
gile s tand ing  before the tow ering, 
steel-clad Norman.

G irard  sh ifted  his shield to hang 
over h is back and offered his arm. 
N either w asted a glance on the dead 
strang ler, as G irard  guided her down 
the steps.

T h e ir shadows fled before them, 
m aking m onstrous figures on the 
bleak stone walls.

“W here are you tak ing  me, S ir 
K n ig h t?”

“To the g reat hall.”
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“W ill the Countess of D undervale 
be p resen t?”

"Aye, my lady. She aw aits me there 
now.”

Lady M uriel lapsed in to  deep si
lence. G irard  could not read her 
featu res w ith  the to rch  in  the wall 
behind them , but he could see the de
term ined  t i l t  of her chin.

T hey  rounded a bend in the s ta ir
way. G irard  took up the to rch  he had 
le ft there, and th ey  continued  the de
scent in silence. He escorted the gol
den m aid across the courtyard  and 
in to  the g rea t hall.

T he hall had h igh  stone w alls ris ing  
to  a lo fty  wooden ceiling. Crossed 
lances and swords relieved the bare
ness of the walls, and above them  
hung trian g u la r Saxon banners w ith  
green fields and the w hite  s tag ’s- 
head crest of D undervale. T orches 
burned in  sconces spaced about the 
walls. A t the fa r end of the g reat 
hall was a dais w ith  chairs set about 
in  courtly  fashion.

S ir Ambrose de Guissac, S ir R ich
ard  de Laval and a lady w ere seated 
on the dais. T he lady’s hair, under 
the  lig h t head-cloth she wore, was a 
b rig h t blue-black. T he black-headed 
w itch, tho u g h t G irard.

T he tw o N orm an barons rose from 
th e ir  chairs when they  saw G irard and 
the Lady M uriel advancing across the 
rush-strew n floor.

S ir Am brose bowed to  the dark
haired  Saxon lady.

“ Countess Gail, M istress of D un
dervale, I have the  honor to presen t 
m y lord, first noblem an of Duke W il
liam ’s cou rt—G irard, M arquis de Cla- 
valoux.”

T he countess inclined her head, not 
once tak ing  her b rig h t eyes from 
G irard ’s face.

G irard  bowed. He saw th a t her eyes 
were alm ost black, her s ligh tly  slan t
ing lids fringed  w ith  black lashes. H er 
nose was s tra ig h t, set above a w ell
shaped m outh. H er dark  bodice curved 
to  a s lender w aist. She never even 
glanced at the Lady M uriel, seemed

unaw are of her presence. G irard’s 
taw ny eyes flicked to the golden
haired maid. T he Lady M urie l’s chin 
was tilted , and she was s ta rin g  coolly 
a t the countess.

1

O F F E R IN G  his arm, G irard  de 
Clavaloux handed the Lady M u

riel up on the dais and in to  a chair 
beside S ir Ambrose. N ext to S ir Am 
brose was the countess, and on her 
far side was S ir R ichard de Laval. S ir 
R ichard  was faw ning over the coun
tess, lavishing her w ith  all the a tten 
tive courtesy  of a Norm an courtier.

G irard  laid his shield and mail 
gaun tlets on the dais. He unlaced his 
helm et, took it  off and pushed his 
Coif-de-M ailles back on his shoulders. 
H is face and head, exposed fo r the 
first time, held the eyes of the Lady 
M uriel. F o r G irard was s te rn ly  hand
some w ith  the rugged  features of the 
hardy  Norseman.

He lost no tim e in com ing to  the 
point. “My ladies, D undervale Castle 
is now a Norm an fief. A ll its  people 
are subjects of W illiam , Duke of N or
mandy. A ll w ill be trea ted  as friendly , 
loyal subjects t i l l  treachery  is shown. 
Do you, Countess Gail, give your word 
as a noblewoman not to  ham per us—” 

The Countess Gail laughed d isdain
fully .

“So D undervale fell to  th ree sh ip 
w recked Normans. T he Saxon kn igh ts 
w ill have a good laugh over th a t—be
fore th ey  pu t you to  death .” H er 
b righ t eyes traveled over G ira rd ’s tall, 
w ell-kn it figure. “W h at a shame it 
w ill be to  k ill so splendid a k n ig h t.” 

“Your ladyship ,” said G irard  dryly, 
"m ust not so concern herself on my 
behalf.” H is taw ny eyes sharpened. 
“Did you use the w ord ‘shipw recked,’ 
m y lady?”

T he countess nodded tow ard S ir 
R ichard.

“The B aron de Laval was so gallan t 
as to lam ent the seaweed and sand on 
his arm or while in  my presence.” 

G irard ’s gaze fastened on S ir R ich
ard.



42 T H R ILLIN G  ADVEN TU RES
%

"T he baron’s g reat ga llan try  is su r
passed only  by his g reat tongue.”

Sir R ichard  recoiled from  the stin g  
o f the m arquis’ words. H ot hatred  
flamed in  h is little  eyes, but he said 
nothing.

T he countess seemed to find a new 
in terest in  S ir R ichard, for her 
glances to  him  w ere w arm er and her 
voice lower. G irard did  not take heed 
of this, as he had tu rn ed  to  the L ady 
M uriel.

‘‘W hat is your stand, my lady?”
She answ ered in  a clear, quiet voice.
“ I am a Saxon and w ish for the re 

tu rn  of my countrym en—and I  am 
not fo rg e ttin g  my great debt to you, 
my lord. B u t I  do m arvel at the coun
tess for w ish ing  for the re tu rn  of my 
b ro ther and his Saxon k n igh ts .”

Countess Gail took notice of the 
Lady M uriel fo r the first tim e.

‘‘My dear L ady M uriel, w ould it  no t 
be m ore seem ly to  keep our personals 
to  ourselves, and not bore these N or
m an noblem en?”

I t  was G irard  who spoke up.
“A red-bearded strang ler, a fu ll bag 

of gold and a m aid’s w hite  th ro a t have 
never bored me, my lady .”

S ir Ambrose and S ir R ichard  stared  
at G irard, who explained.

‘‘One of the  th ree Saxons who fled 
the barracks has joined his ancestors.” 
G irard  saw the  blood d ra in  from  the 
face of the C ountess Gail, and he de
cided upon a bold move. T u rn in g  to  
the Lady M uriel, he spoke d irectly .

“U ntil your brother, L ord  D under- 
vale, stands before these castle gates, 
let there be a truce between us. In  
re tu rn  for your given word, my lady, 
I  shall m ake you m istress of Dunder- 
vale.”

T he countess leaped to  h e r feet.
“You w ill m ake th a t ch it m istress 

of D undervale?” she cried.

W  ADY M U R IE L  rose from  her 
chair, faced the countess.

“Deny th a t you and th a t toad, Lord 
Bradw ick, conspired to  k ill m y 
b ro ther and take th is castle. Deny

tha t you im prisoned me—tried  to  have 
me s tran g led !”

T he countess snatched  a dagger 
from  her bodice, lunged tow ard  Lady 
M uriel. G irard  moved sw iftly , seized 
the upraised  arm  and shook the dag
ger from  it. He found h im self w ith  
an arm fu l o f lithe , tigerish  fury. 
H old ing  the countess firm ly, he spoke 
over his shoulder to  the  B aron de 
Guissac.

“ Sir Ambrose, you w ill take the 
countess to  h er cham ber and secure 
the door.”

U nseen by the o thers, the  countess 
made a m ute en trea ty  to  S ir R ichard. 
He caught the m eaning and spoke to 
G irard.

“My L ord M arquis, perm it me the 
honor o f serving you by allow ing me 
to  escort th is  w ild Saxon to  her cham 
ber.”

“De Guissac has been ordered to do 
so,” said G irard  flatly.

T he countess w rigg led  in  G irard ’s 
grasp, tw isted  her head to  look up at 
him. H er eyelids w ere so narrow ed 
th a t her eyes w ere no t visible.

“Y our ind ign ities , S ir K night, w ill 
be doubly avenged w hen L ord B rad
wick storm s th is  castle. You and th a t 
yellow -haired ch it w ill die together.”

G irard chuckled.
“Your ladyship  suggests P aradise. 

I  can th in k  of no p leasan ter a death .”
Sir Am brose was am usedly w atch

ing  the countess w ork h erself in to  a 
fury . H e touched her arm. “W ill 
you w alk or be carried  to your cham 
ber, m y lad y ?”

T he countess tw isted  to  face him. 
H er eyes peered ou t over the crook of 
G irard ’s m ail elbow.

“And you, L ord of the Red B ull— 
you shall hang from  m y chamber w in
dow.”

G irard  released her, and she sw ept 
from  the g reat hall.

T he L ady M uriel squarely faced 
G irard.

“ I agree to your term s, S ir K night. 
I  shall no t conspire against you w ith 
ou t first g iv ing  you w arn ing .”
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“Agreed, Lady M uriel, M istress of 
Dundervale. Now, I shall escort you 
to your chamber. S ir R ichard, you 
w ill stand watch in th is  hall.”

W hen S ir Ambrose re turned , G irard  
shook his head.

“F ind  a cham ber and rest. Keep a 
sharp ear for our archer on the draw 
bridge.”

G irard  and the Lady M uriel w ent 
to her chamber. He carefu lly  exam
ined the w indows and the archer’s 
slits, then  looked to the stou t bar on 
the door.

A sudden clanking and ra ttlin g  of 
chains broke the stillness of the n ight.

“T he draw bridge!” G irard hastily  
laced on his helm et. H is long Norm an 
sword flashed from  its  scabbard as he 
ran  from  the chamber, te llin g  Lady 
M uriel to  securely bar her door. On 
reaching the courtyard , he raised his 
voice in a thunderous roar.

“De Guissac! De Laval! T o the 
d raw bridge!”

C H A P T E R  I I I  
T he Saxon Siege

T H E  rum bling of the 
chains w a s  louder, 
faster. T h e  great 
wooden bridge was 
descending. W h e n  
G irard reached the 
steps leading up to 
the gate-room , h i s 
runn ing  feet stum 

bled in to  a soft hulk. As his mail- 
clad body clanked down on the stone 
steps, h is s ta rtled  eyes saw the vague 
silhouette of a m an flick in fron t of 
the dull lig h t from  the keep. T h is 
b lu rry , unrecognizable figure sw iftly  
disappeared behind a stone w all ad
jo in ing  the battlem ents.

As G irard regained his feet, he saw 
th a t the so ft hu lk  beneath him  was his 
Norm an archer—dead w ith  a slashed 
throat. T he m arquis m outhed a b it
te r oath, raced up the sta irs  and threw  
open the gate-house door.

T he Countess Gail defiantly placed

herself in  fro n t of the g rind ing  w ind
lass. G irard brushed her aside, knock
ing her to  the stone floor. T hen  he 
th rew  in the brake on the windlass. 
T he heavy draw bridge came to a rasp
ing, ja rr in g  halt. He stepped over to  
the m achicolations and looked down 
th rough the holes which were used 
for pouring  m olten metal. In  the 
b righ t m oonlight he saw th a t the 
bridge had stopped about six feet 
from  the level of the rim  of the h ill 
across the  steep rocky moat.

On th is h ill he saw five Saxon 
kn igh ts  in  fu ll m ail and some fifty 
men-at-arms. The knights had num er
ous devices painted  on th e ir shields. 
B ut all of the m en-at-arm s wore the 
green livery  and w hite stag ’s-head 
crest of Dundervale.

The draw bridge was m uch too h igh  
for the k n ig h ts’ horses to reach. B ut 
a num ber of men-at-arms had leaped 
up, caught hold of the bridge and 
were clam bering over.

G irard dropped his sword, tripped  
the release of the spike-fanged p o rt
cullis, sending the  grilled  wooden 
gate crashing down to seal the castle 
entrance. B ut the clang of swords be
low told him  he had not been fast 
enough to  shut out some of the Sax
ons.

S ir Am brose’s voice rang out in  the 
courtyard .

“W e are here, my Lord M arquis!”
G irard pu t both hands to  the w ind

lass, and started  the  ponderous bridge 
on its  upw ard climb. Hoarse cries 
of te rro r told of the Saxons who were 
losing th e ir handholds on the edge of 
the ascending bridge and were h u r
tlin g  down into the rocky, d ry  moat. 
G irard saw th a t the bridge was now 
at a safe enough angle and out of 
reach of the Saxons. He locked the 
w indlass and strode over to the coun
tess. She s till lay where he had throw n 
her. He stared  down at her.

“W ho was the man I saw leaving 
here?”

H er black eyes were burn ing  w ith 
hate and defiance. I t  seemed th a t she
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was not going to  answ er, bu t she 
changed her m ind.

“One of my tru s ted  Saxons.” 
G irard  made no gen tle  cerem ony of 

ty in g  her securely  w ith  a leng th  of 
rope. T hen  he le ft the keep.

TH E  clash of steel in  the yard  was 
louder now, m ore furious. Sword 

in  hand, G irard  sw iftly  descended the 
steps to  the gateyard . He saw th a t his 
tw o barons w ere pressed  by seven 
Saxon m en-at-arm s. Two o ther Sax
ons lay on the stone yards w ith  th e ir 
heads sp lit open.

S ir R ichard  was in fu ll m ail w ith  
shield and using a spiked mace. B ut 
S ir Am brose was w ithou t h is hauberk  
and shield, and was defending  him 
se lf w ith  sword and helm et. S ir Am 
brose was at a disadvantage, for all of 
the Saxons w ere garbed in  tough  
leather arm or and th ick  wooden hel
mets. T hey  all w ore the crest of Dun- 
dervale.

G irard  shouted.
“ De C lavaloux! De C lavaloux!”
He lunged  at a Saxon who was 

th rea ten in g  S ir R ichard ’s flank. G ir
a rd ’s long sw ord cracked open the 
Saxon’s helm et like the shell of a nut, 
sp litt in g  wood and bone together. 
T he N orm an m arquis called h ea rtily  
to  his barons.

“Forg ive me fo r in tru d in g  upon 
your fun, my lo rds.”

Sir Am brose shouted  above the 
clashing rin g  of h is  steel blade.

“A w ell-tim ed in trusion , by the 
G lo ry !”

Yells of encouragem ent came from 
the Saxon com pany ou t on the h ill 
across the moat. T hey  w ere helpless 
to  aid the  trapped  Saxons. All they  
could do was yell.

S ir R ichard  u tte red  a deep g ru n t as 
h is spiked mace b it in to  a w ooden hel
m et and lodged there . T he stunned  
Saxon w ent down, carry ing  the em 
bedded mace w ith  him . S ir R ich ard ’s 
sw ord was sheathed a t his side. In 
stead of using his big shield  as a 
cover to  draw  his sword, S ir R ichard

tu rn ed  ta il and ran  some ten  paces to 
the rear.

G irard  swore a b lis te rin g  N orm an 
oath. F o r S ir R ich ard ’s h asty  re trea t 
had le ft S ir A m brose’s unpro tec ted  
side open to a Saxon a ttack—and Sir 
Am brose was fighting w ith o u t shield 
or hauberk.

A n a le r t Saxon saw the o p p o rtu n ity  
to s trik e  a death  blow and made a 
sw ift th ru s t a t S ir Ambrose.

G irard  lunged sidew ays and took 
the fu ll b ru n t o f the Saxon’s th ru s t 
on his hauberk. F au lty  links in  the 
m ail w ould have sen t the Saxon’s 
po in t in to  G ira rd ’s chest. B u t the 
links held, and the  life  of S ir Am brose 
de Guissac was saved. G irard  then  
b rough t h is blade up, cleaving the 
bone of the Saxon’s forearm . T he fe l
low stum bled b lin d ly  in to  the de
scending  sw ord o f ano ther Saxon. S ir 
Am brose, a t th a t m om ent, cu t the legs 
from  under another. T he Saxons be
came confused, panicky.

“B y the Splendor of G od!” G irard  
shouted, using  Duke W illiam ’s fav
o rite  oath. “I have no stom ach for 
this. E ven lack ing  fu ll arm or we could 
slay them  all! Saxons! You can y ield  
w ith  honor — for it is n o t to  our 
k n ig h tly  cred it to  slay needlessly 
sto u t m en-at-arm s.”

T h e  Saxons drew  together, m ur
m ured  am ong them selves. One of 
them  spoke up.

“W e yield, on condition  th a t I  be 
p erm itted  to  deliver a m essage to  my 
m istress, th e  C ountess of D under- 
vale.”

G irard  considered a m om ent.
“W here  is your m aster, the E arl of 

D undervale?”
“In  London, S ir K night, w ith  K ing 

H aro ld .”

IR A R D ’S taw ny  eyes w idened, 
slow ly became th o u g h tfu l slits. 

F or K ing H aro ld ’s presence in Lon
don m eant th a t the Saxon m onarch 
had re trea ted  from  the N orw egians in 
Y orkshire , or th a t he had crushed 
them .
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“T he condition of su rrender is 
g ran ted—and I, too, shall hear the 
m essage to  the  countess.”

“ I t  is agreed, S ir K n igh t,” said the 
Saxon spokesm an.

S ir R ichard  de Laval had been do
ing  some th in k in g  of h is own. H e sud
denly  addressed the  Saxon.

“ How did  your k ing  fare a t Y ork
sh ire  w ith  th e  N orw egians?”

“K ing H aro ld  won a glorious vic
to ry ,” bragged the Saxon.

G irard  was irked  by S ir R ichard ’s 
in te rru p tio n .

“I f  you were as sw ift w ith  your 
sw ord as you are w ith  your tongue, 
you w ould n o t have pu t S ir A m brose’s 
life in jeopardy .”

S ir R ichard ’s l i tt le  eyes were ven
omous, bu t he bowed.

“A thousand pardons, my Lord 
M arquis.”

L eaving the kn igh ts  to  w atch the 
Saxons, G irard  conducted the spokes
m an to the gate-house keep. F rom  out 
on the h ill came a sudden clamor, 
shouted questions as to  the fate of the 
Saxons in  th e  yard .

T he C ountess Gail was s till bound 
and ly ing  on the floor of the  keep. The 
Saxon bent to  help her. G irard  put 
h is sw ord betw een the two.

“I t  is u n fo rtu n a te—b ut her L ady
ship  b rough t i t  upon herself. Proceed 
w ith  the m essage.”

T he Saxon addressed him self to  the 
countess.

“Your L adyship, I  b ring  greetings 
from  my m aster. H e bade me te ll you 
th a t K ing H aro ld  was victorious over 
the Norw egians. A nd th a t he was 
wounded and unable to  ride  to  H ast
ings w ith  K ing H arold . T he wound 
is no t a serious one.”

“W hy H astin g s?” asked the coun
tess. “H as the Duke of N orm andy 
landed his h o st?”

T he Saxon glanced tow ard G irard, 
bu t the countess urged  him  on.

“I t  w ill do no harm  to tell. These 
th ree  fool Norm ans could not leave 
here if  th ey  desired  to .”

“Yes,” continued  the Saxon. “T he

N orm ans have landed and are ra id in g  
the coun tryside near H astings. K ing 
H arold  sent us back to D undervale to  
re-garrison  the castle  so th a t it w ould 
not fa ll in to  N orm an hands.”

G irard smiled.
“Your king is a trifle ta rd y .”
T he Saxon tu rn ed  on G irard.
“B u t K ing  H arold w ill take the 

N orm ans by su rp rise  a t H astings.” 
T hen  he added in  a bragg ing  tone, 
“K ing H aro ld  has assembled his fleet 
off the Sussex coast. T he N orm ans 
are trapped  at H astings—by land and 
sea.”

C H A P T E R  IV
Traitor-Baron

D A W N  was streak 
ing  the east w hen 
G irard  and S ir Am
brose w earily  seated 
them selves on t h e  
castle wall w ith  th e ir 
backs against the b a t
tlem ents. T he Saxons 
had gone off to th e ir  

camp on the h illside. Countess Gail 
was in  her chamber, and S ir Ambrose 
had secured the door w ith  a s tou t 
chain. S ir R ichard  was p a tro llin g  the 
castle.

Suddenly a great din  came from  the 
h illside. T he increased volume of 
noise told of new num bers added to  
the Saxon forces. G irard moved to 
the parapet, took a quick look and 
sprang  back. A shower of Saxon a r
rows w histled  past the spot w here h is 
head had been. B ut he had seen 
enough to know th a t close to a th o u 
sand Saxons were advancing on the 
castle.

“T h is  s tronger force puzzles me,” 
said G irard. “ I w onder how Duke 
W illiam  fared at H astings. T he o u t
look was not so favorable.”

“W e can hope,” said the dark- 
browed S ir Ambrose. “B ut S ir R ich
ard does not even hope. He showed 
no heartiness when you to ld  him  th a t 
Duke W illiam  had landed.”
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G irard  nodded.
“Sir R ichard  has been at odds w ith  

our plans since we first saw th is castle. 
He m ust have the Saxon fever. B e
cause they have fierce m ustaches and 
pu t horns on th e ir helm ets, he th inks 
they  are invincible. Yet, Sir R ichard  
comes from  an old and honored N or
man line.”

“H is noble blood did not help us 
m uch,” said S ir Am brose, “when he a l
lowed th ree  Saxons to escape from  
the barracks. B ut we are free of them , 
now.”

“H ow  so, m y frien d ?” asked G irard 
quickly.

“ I t  goes back before the battle  in 
the courtyard . I  heard  the draw bridge 
s ta rt to descend and rushed from  my 
chamber. Two arm ed Saxons set upon 
me.”

“T w o?”
“Aye, m y L ord M arquis. Two. I  

slew them  both .”
G irard  stood up stra igh t, bu t ducked 

back in to  a crouch as a Saxon arrow  
sang past h is helm et.

“ S ir A m brose,” he said, “only th ree  
Saxons escaped from  the barracks. I 
slew the red-bearded one in  the w est 
tower. You slew tw o of them . T h a t 
accounts for them  all.” G irard ges
tu red  up tow ard the donjon tower. 
“ Before com ing down here, I counted 
all the Saxon prisoners. T he ta lly  is 
rig h t, even to the k itchen  knave.”

S IR  A M B R O SE  D E  G U ISSA C  
scowled in th o u g h tfu l silence. 

G irard  w ent on.
“As I  re la ted  to  you before I came 

upon our poor archer w ith  his th ro a t 
cut. A nd as I stum bled upon his body, 
I saw a m an ru n  from  the gate-house 
keep. T he lig h t was bad and I  could 
not d istin g u ish  any th in g  about him. 
B ut the Countess Gail said he was one 
of her tru s ted  Saxons.”

“A ye,” said S ir Ambrose. “ I t  is 
sorely puzzling. B ut neither of the 
Saxons I slew  could have been he lp 
ing  the countess lower the draw 
bridge. T hey  could no t have been at

the gate-house keep and figh ting  me 
at the same tim e.”

G irard  nodded in  agreem ent.
“Also, my lord, someone m ust have 

opened the countess’ cham ber for her 
a fte r you secured it—and then  low
ered the draw bridge for h er.”

“O ur loyal a rcher,” p u t in  S ir Am
brose. “T hey w ould have had to  pass 
him. He w ould have driven  a shaft 
in to  any Saxon who set foot near the 
keep—and he w ould not have allowed 
the countess to  approach the keep 
alone.” A black scowl was form ing 
like a th u n d er cloud on S ir A m brose’s 
face. “T he archer could not have be
trayed  us—he was already  dead when 
you saw the vague figure flee from  the 
keep.”

A steely g lin t crep t in to  G irard ’s 
taw ny eyes. H is m ail g au n tle t clasped 
the h ilt of his sword.

“T he puzzle is no longer a puzzle, 
friend  Ambrose. F o r only a Norm an 
could have approached our archer 
close enough to  deal a cow ardly 
blow.” G irard  drew  his long sword. 
“O ur betrayer is — S ir R ichard  de 
Laval. And I  am ce rta in  now, Sir 
Ambrose, tha t he planned to  le t you 
be k illed  in the courtyard  fight when 
he suddenly  m oved back from  your 
side.”

G irard  de Clavaloux strode to  the 
stone steps. Saxon arrow s w ere fa ll
ing  in  the castleyard  by the hundreds. 
G irard  held his huge sh ield  over his 
head and made his w ay down the wall 
and across the courtyard . He entered 
the castle and w ent s tra ig h t to  the 
C ountess Gail’s chamber. He found 
th a t the s tou t chain S ir Am brose had 
pu t there  was broken. G irard  kicked 
open the door.

Countess Gail was fu lly  clothed, re
c lin ing  on her couch. W hen  she saw 
G irard, she called out reprovingly .

“To frig h ten  a lady so—”
G irard  w ent to  her side and stared 

down at her.
“W here  is the B aron de L aval?”
H er black eyes w ere very  bright. 

She waved a gracefu l hand for him  to
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seat h im self beside her. A smile came 
to  her lips.

“T h is  is the first chance, my lord, 
th a t we have had to  be together. I 
have m uch to say to  you.” She pulled 
on G ira rd ’s arm  till  he was seated on 
the  couch. “T here, th a t is be tte r.” She 
leaned very  close to  him.

G irard  spoke evenly. “ My dear 
countess, you are very  beautifu l, very  
desirable, men w ould trade th e ir souls 
fo r your favors—b ut I am seeking 
the  B aron de Laval.”

TH E  sm ile froze on the Countess 
G ail’s face. F o r a m om ent G ir

ard  though t she was going to  rake his 
face w ith  her fingernails. B ut the 
frig id  sm ile thaw ed, com pletely 
m elted and was m ore fr ien d ly  than  be
fore. She leaned forw ard, pressed her 
m outh  firm ly aga inst his, entw ined 
h e r arm s around his neck.

I t  was then  th a t G irard  saw the 
shadow  on the w all o f her cham ber— 
th e  shadow  of a m an w ith  an upraised 
sword.

G irard  pushed the  countess over 
backw ards, ro lled  to  the floor, ca rry 
ing his leopard  shield around and over 
him . A terrific blow  stru ck  the shield, 
nearly  tearin g  it  from  his grasp. 
S tand ing  over G irard  loomed the 
fu lly  arm ored S ir R ichard  de Laval. 
S ir R ichard ’s face was a m alignant, 
savage m ask, as he stru ck  ano ther 
blow, w renching  the shield  from  G ir
a rd ’s hand.

Instead  o f try in g  to hold  the  shield, 
G irard  pushed it fa rth e r from  him  and 
in to  S ir R ichard ’s legs. S ir R ichard, 
fearing  it m igh t tr ip  him , backed off 
several paces.

G irard  sprang  to his feet. S ir R ich
ard  stood facing him , his li tt le  eyes 
show ing above the top  of his k ite 
shaped shield. O nly  the eyes showed, 
for his nasal guard  and iron  helm et 
covered the rest of h is face. H is sw ord 
was draw n back fo r a quick th rust.

“ A t last, de Laval,” said G irard, “ I 
see your tru e  eyes. Craven eyes, th ey  
are, of a man who betrays his com

rades for the slim  chance of saving his 
own life. A nd slim  chance it is, my 
tra ito r-baron .” He suddenly  slashed, 
h is sword s tr ik in g  w ith  the speed of 
a lig h tn in g  bolt.

T he blow  w ould have cu t th rough  
the trunk  of a young tree. I t  cleaved 
across S ir R ichard ’s shield, shearing 
off the top. G irard ’s po int flashed 
w ith in  inches of the baron’s eyes. 
N ever had S ir R ichard  fe lt such a 
stroke.

He leaped back from  the blade tha t 
came so close to tearing  the eyes from  
his head. T hen  S ir R ichard  set him 
se lf and struck . B oth sw ords m et in 
m idair, and the castle rang  w ith  th e ir  
clash. G irard  pressed the fight, s tr iv 
ing  fo r a blow  at the baron’s helm et.

B ut G irard  had not reckoned on the 
Countess Gail. She was seeing all of 
her carefu lly  laid  plans tum bling  
down about her. Seizing a sm all bench, 
she set it behind G irard  on the  floor.

S ir R ichard  saw her place it there. 
In  a sudden bu rst of desperation, he 
lunged forw ard. B ut he was too anx
ious to press w hat he tho u g h t was 
an advantage.

G irard  saw an opening. H e stepped 
back to set him self for the pow erful 
stroke. H is foot encountered the 
bench. He lost h is balance, stum bled 
to  th e  side bu t recovered his feet.

SIR  R IC H A R D  then  got h is 
chance, the chance he had been 

fran tica lly  aw aiting. He took it—ran 
from  the cham ber. He ran as if  all the 
dev ils in hell w ere snapping at his 
heels. D arting  th ro u g h  the doorway, 
he  flung the s tou t panel shu t behind 
him.

G irard  recovered his shield and 
grasped the Countess G ail’s arm. He 
took  her from  the chamber, qu ickly  
crossed the cou rtyard  under the p ro 
tection  of his shield and clim bed the 
w all to w here S ir Ambrose was w atch
ing  the Saxon onslaught on the castle.

S ir Am brose tu rned  at th e ir ap
proach.

“De L aval?” he asked.
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“He is h id ing ,” said G irard, then 
to ld  S ir Ambrose of the encounter 
w ith  S ir R ichard.

“Allow me to seek out the craven,” 
begged S ir Ambrose de Guissac.

“He w ill be forced to come to us. 
He is convinced th a t the Saxons w ill 
take the castle. And it is the Coun
tess Gail’s word alone th a t w ill save 
him  from them. Secure her in  the 
gate house, then re jo in  me.”

Sir Ambrose took her into the keep, 
and gently  bound her. She heaped 
abuse on him  as fast as her tongue 
could form  the words. B ut the baron 
only sm iled in am usem ent at her fu ri
ous fru stra tion . As he was leaving 
her, he laughed.

“W hen th is business of battle is 
over, I believe I shall claim you as 
conqueror’s loot.”

H er reply was so savage she choked 
on it. Sir Ambrose chuckled, and re
joined G irard  on the battlem ents. G ir
ard spoke.

“The Saxons m ust be in  some des
perate need to take the castle. Look 
at the m anner in  w hich they  waste 
arrows. One rock from  a catapult 
would do more damage th an  a thou
sand shafts. I t  is my tho u g h t tha t 
the Saxons were forced to travel fast 
—and had not the tim e to haul engines 
of w ar.” G irard then  w ent to the 
courtyard  steps. “ I have one th ing  
m ore to  do.”

He again en tered  the castle. T here 
was no sign of S ir R ichard . G irard 
w ent s tra ig h t to  Lady M uriel’s cham
ber. He knocked on the door w ith  his 
mail gauntlet. P resen tly  he heard that 
low voice of hers.

“W ho is th e re?”
“G irard  de Clavaloux.”
The bolt was in stan tly  shot back, 

and the door swung open. Lady 
M uriel stood there in a long blue 
sleeping gown w hich made sapphire 
stars of her eyes. H er golden hair 
fell about her shoulders.

“Come in, my lo rd .”
G irard stepped into her chamber.
“I  came to w arn you, my lady. The

Baron de Laval is a tra ito r  to  both 
Norm ans and Saxons. See tha t your 
door is securely  bolted. A nd now 
there is w ord of your noble brother. 
He is in London, w ith  a w ound that 
is no t serious. He w ill soon be well 
again .”

F or long m inutes the Lady M uriel 
looked stead ily  at G irard.

“W hat a friend ly  enemy you are, 
fa ir k n ig h t.”

IR A R D  took a coin from  the 
pouch at h is belt. T he coin was 

struck  by R icardus I of N orm andy in 
the year 960. T hen  G irard  drew  his 
dagger and cut the coin th rough  the 
center. One h a lf he placed in  her 
hand, the o ther he slipped back into 
his pouch.

“ I t  is a Norm an custom ,” he told 
her, “to consider only  a N orm an vic
tory . Duke W illiam  is a t H astings. 
And it is my though t th a t he w ill con
quer and advance upon th is castle. 
Should a Saxon arrow  pierce m y hau
berk—then  keep th is  coin till  Duke 
W illiam  h im self is a t the gates. T ell 
him  th a t I gave it to you, and you w ill 
be under his p ro tec tion .”

T he Lady M uriel held the coin 
tig h tly  in  her hand. G irard bowed and 
quickly w ithdrew  from  the chamber.

Back on the battlem ents, S ir Am
brose greeted him.

“ I  have ju s t been up in the tower, 
my Lord M arquis, and saw a heavy 
cloud of dust beyond the forest. I 
could no t tell if i t  were made by 
horsem en or no t.”

“L et us go up,” began G irard.
A heavy thum p sounded below. 

G irard  stepped to the parapet and 
looked over the wall. T he Saxons had 
fashioned a huge scaling ladder and 
were try in g  to lay it against the castle 
wall to  bridge the rocky moat. T h eir 
first effort had fallen  short of the gate 
ram part, and they  were ra ising  the 
ladder for a second try . G irard  spoke 
quickly.

“Stand by the  w indlass in readiness 
to lower the draw bridge when I call.”
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C H A P T E R  V 
L o o t fo r  the Lords

S IR  A M B R O S E
looked strangely  at 
G irard, b u t the  m ar
quis said no more. In  
silence S ir Ambrose 
w ent to  the gate
house keep.

G irard  kicked ar
rows off the ram part 

to  insure a firm  foo ting  fo r him self. 
T he Saxons’ ladder again  banged 
against the w all, its  two u p rig h ts  ju t 
tin g  over the parapet. T h en  the  lad 
der quivered w ith  the w eight of 
Saxons scram bling up its  rungs. A 
deluge of arrow s sailed over the para
p e t to p ro tec t the clim bers’ advance.

S till in  a crouch, G irard  unsheathed 
his sword, and  drew  back his arm. He 
moved closer to  the ladder, then  he 
sw ung his heavy blade. In  one pow
e rfu l stroke he cu t off both  uprigh ts, 
leaving none of the  ladder showing 
above the parapet. Now he w ould have 
a  clear sweep for h is sword, and the 
Saxons w ould have no hand-holds.

A fresh  flight o f arrow s came over 
the  wall. T h e ir num ber was doubled 
and redoubled till  the  a ir fa irly  sang 
w ith  them . G irard  kep t h is crouch, for 
a s tra igh t-on  arrow  at th a t d istance 
w ould pierce h is m ail hauberk.

Suddenly th e  arrow s ceased. T h is 
m eant th a t th e  Saxons were nearing  
the top of the  ladder. G irard  quickly 
rose to  h is feet, heavy leopard shield 
in  fro n t of him . O nly his eyes showed 
in  the narrow  slit betw een helm et and 
the top of h is shield.

A m ighty  shout came up from  the 
Saxons. B u t they  could chance no 
arrow s now, for the  first Saxon kn igh t 
had reached the parapet. He was a 
th ick-set g ian t thane w ith  a flowing 
beard of straw  color. H is iron-pot 
helm et reached his blond brows. A 
collar and shawl of mail were fitted 
over a coat of s tou t leather armor. On 
his left arm  was a th ick  shield. H is 
r ig h t was raised aloft, sw inging a

great long-handled axe w ith  an edge 
fu lly  a foot across.

G irard struck  sw iftly , engaging the 
axe before it  could gain the ponder
ous m om entum  of a dow nw ard slash. 
He tu rned  aside the blow w hich w ould 
have had the pow er to  cleave th ro u g h  
shield, hauberk  and bone. T he Saxon 
g ian t thundered  an oath  and again 
raised the axe. T h is time there was 
no stopping  its  descent.

T he foot-long edge sw ished down 
at G irard ’s helm et. T he Norm an fe ll 
into a crouch, le ttin g  the weapon pass 
over h is head. T he force of the  sw ing 
carried  the upper part of the Saxon’s 
body flat across the  parapet.

G irard ’s sw ord cu t down, c rush ing  
the thane’s shoulder and breaking  h is 
backbone. T he dead Saxon spraw led 
grotesquely over the parapet.

A N O T H E R  thane coming up the 
ladder fast caught G irard  w ith  

h is sword s till in the g ian t’s body. 
G irard  could not disengage it in  tim e 
to deal a blow. H e sw ept h is shield 
aloft, w ard ing  off the Saxon’s sword. 
Thus, G irard ’s le ft arm was upraised 
hold ing  off the thane’s blade. H is 
rig h t was tug g in g  the sword from  the  
g ian t’s body.

A hoarse shout of trium ph  escaped 
th is second Saxon. For he carried  no 
shield in h is le ft  hand. Instead, he 
clutched a long dagger. And G irard ’s 
hauberk was an open target. T he Sax
on’s th ru s t was quick, short, hurried , 
so inflamed was he w ith  success. G ir
ard ’s rich, finely m eshed coat of mail 
tu rned  the th ru st. T he thane drew  
his arm  back for a hard, vicious blow.

G irard saw the blade coming, knew 
tha t even his m asterpiece of Norm an 
arm orer’s a rt could not w ithstand  its 
force. He w renched m igh tily  at h is 
long sword. I t  came free. He slanted 
the po int upw ard and drove w ith  all 
the power in his rig h t arm. T he cross 
h ilt of h is sword ran  flat against the 
Saxon’s chest, the red length  of blade 
sp rou ting  from  his back. G irard w ith 
drew  sw iftly  as the dead thane turn-
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bled out of sight. T hen  G irard  raised 
his voice in a lusty  shout.

“Lower the draw bridge, S ir Am
brose !”

T he th ird  Saxon was now at the top 
of the ladder.

A great rum bling  of chains was 
heard, and the heavy draw bridge 
lurched  free of the castle wall. The 
Saxon at the top of the ladder grasped 
fran tically  a t the parapet.

G irard  w anted a captive—a captive 
to  answ er questions. He dropped his 
sword and seized the s ta rtled  Saxon 
by the shoulders. W ith  a prodigious 
heave he sw ung him  over the parapet. 
And he le t the force of the sw ing 
ca rry  the Saxon across the ram part 
ledge. T here, G irard  loosened his 
hold and le t the man drop down to 
the courtyard  below.

T he fall was a long one, and the 
Saxon landed w ith  a ja rr in g  thud. He 
crum pled to the ground, all conscious
ness ja rred  from  him.

W ith  a deeper rum bling of chains, 
the draw bridge s tarted  on its  down
w ard sweep. S tartled  cries of horro r 
came from  the Saxons on the  ladder. 
F o r the descending draw bridge had 
th ru s t the ladder out from  the wall. 
And, as the bridge w ent lower, the 
ladder was sw ept backward. Saxons, 
shaken from  th e ir p recarious hold, 
w ent p lung ing  down in to  the steep 
d ry  m oat below.

G irard  chanced a look over the 
parapet, saw th a t the bridge was about 
halfw ay low ered and th a t the Saxons’ 
ladder had broken and carried  all the 
so ld iers on i t  to  the rocks. H e called 
out.

“Hold, S ir Am brose! Raise the 
b ridge.”

T he huge bridge was checked and 
s ta rted  back on its  lum bering ascent. 
T he angry  d in  of the Saxons on the 
h illside  swallowed the stra in in g  and 
g rind ing  of the bridge.

“W ell done, noble A m brose!” said 
G irard. He quickly w ent down the 
steps to  the courtyard . T he Saxon was 
ju s t com ing to  his senses, reaching in 

stinctive ly  for h is sword on the stones 
near him. G irard ’s foot pressed on 
his back, and he placed his sw ord 
po in t a t the Saxon’s th ro a t.

“ S ir K n ig h t,” said G irard, “your life  
hangs upon one word. Speak it t ru th 
fu lly , and you w ill live to  a  good old 
age.” W hen  the thane stared  up at 
him , G irard asked : “ Did W illiam  of 
N orm andy defeat the Saxon k in g ?”

FOR m om ents the Saxon stared  
dully  a t G irard. T h e n  he 

shrugged. W hen  he spoke his voice 
was hoarse, b itter.

“Yes, S ir K night. W e w ere tricked  
by the Norm ans at H astings. W e fell 
in to  the same trap  in  w hich we de
feated  the N orw egians in  the  n o rth .” 

G irard clenched his m ail gauntlet 
in silence. He then  helped the Saxon 
to his feet, saw th a t one of the m an’s 
legs was broken by the fa ll from  the 
ram part. Up to the gate-house keep 
G irard assisted  the stricken  knight.

W hen the Countess Gail saw the 
thane, a s ta rtled  cry  came from  her.

“Lord B radw ick!” she gasped, and 
fought to  free herself of her bonds. 

G irard  gave S ir Am brose the news. 
“ Duke W illiam  has conquered—” 
“De C lavaloux!” the call came from  

the courtyard . I t  was the voice of S ir 
R ichard  de Laval.

G irard, sw ord t ig h tly  gripped, 
darted  to  the head of the stone steps. 
Down in  the  cou rtyard  w ere S ir R ich
ard  and the Lady M uriel. He was 
ho lding a dagger a t the sm all of her 
back. H er face was w hite, b u t no 
w ords escaped her tig h tly  clenched 
teeth . S ir R ichard  called out.

“T. forced your dam sel’s chamber 
and now offer a bargain. I w ill ex
change captives, de Clavaloux—the 
countess for the Lady M uriel.”

B efore G irard  could answer, the 
Lady M uriel th rew  a g litte r in g  object 
w hich landed on the steps a t his feet. 
He looked down and recognized tha t 
gleam ing sem icircle.

S ir Am brose de Guissac strode 
sw iftly  to  the doorway of the gate-



ARROWS OF INVASION 51

house keep when he heard Sir R ich
a rd ’s words. T he in stan t his back was 
tu rned  the C ountess Gail quickly held 
out her bound hands to Lord B rad- 
wick. T he thane slipped out a short 
knife and severed the rope.

T hen  the Countess Gail slyly moved 
up behind S ir Ambrose. She braced 
her hands on each side of the door
way, sw iftly  raised her rig h t leg, 
placed the  sole of her foot in the 
small of S ir Am brose’s back — and 
pushed. S ir Ambrose fell flat on his 
face outside the gate-house keep.

W ith  a tau n tin g  laugh of trium ph, 
Countess Gail slammed the door of 
the keep and barred it from  inside.

From  w ith in  came a rasp ing  noise, 
followed by a thundering  clatter. The 
draw bridge was being lowered, and 
the portcu llis  raised.

S ir Ambrose roared a b liste ring  
Norm an oath and attacked  the door 
w ith  his heavy sword. H is strokes 
w ere m ighty, and great chunks 
chipped from  the door. He redoubled 
his efforts, struck  w ith  the streng th  
of ten fiends. And he chopped clear 
th rough  the panel, reached in  and 
throw ing  aside the bolt, k icked the 
door open. B u t the harm  had already 
been done. Lord B radw ick was lock
ing the portcu llis  w indlass. He was 
sw aying on his good leg, supported  
by the Countess Gail.

A roar of trium ph  came from the 
h illside across the moat. Saxon yells 
filled the air. T here was the tram p of 
m any feet on the draw bridge and the 
thud  of k n ig h ts’ horses.

O W N  in the courtyard , Sir R ich
ard de Laval was too surprised, 

too stunned  to move. Facing  him was 
a score of Saxon archers. He was a 
Norm an baron, th e ir enemy—and his 
dagger was m enacing a Saxon lady of 
noble b irth . A score o f bow strings 
tw anged on the air. S ir R ichard’s cry 
of alarm  was choked off by the heavy 
thud  of arrow s pierc ing  his hauberk. 
T he Baron de Laval died by Saxon 
hands.

Saxon archers and knigh ts swarmed 
in to  the castle yard, and quickly su r
rounded the Lady M uriel to p ro tect 
her fu r th e r from  the Normans. I t  was 
then  th a t they  espied G irard at the 
head of the stone steps. H e stood 
there  alone, h is g reat shield before 
him, his long Norm an sword in  his 
hand. A tum ultuous cry arose from  
the Saxon ranks.

In  the  gate-house keep, S ir Ambrose 
de Guissac balled his m ail fist and 
struck  Lord Bradw ick squarely on the 
chin. T he Saxon collapsed like an 
em pty sack. S ir Ambrose tu rned  to  
the Countess Gail w ith  a tig h t grin , 
grabbed her by the w rists. T hen  he 
heard the cool voice of the marquis.

“Sir Ambrose, sever the draw bridge 
chains, so th a t it may not be raised 
again. And jam  the w indlass of the 
portcullis, so tha t it  may not be low
ered .”

Strange orders they  were, coming 
from  a lone Norm an in the m idst of 
hundreds of Saxon enemies, but S ir 
Ambrose knew that G irard de Clava- 
loux did strange th ings for s till 
s tranger reasons. H e th rew  the Coun
tess Gail from  his path, and ra ising  
his sword, b rough t it down in a 
m igh ty  two-handed stroke upon the 
draw bridge chains.

The links separated and s l i d  
th rough  th e ir conduits to  clank down 
on the rocks in  the moat. T hat draw 
bridge would not be raised again th a t 
day. T hen S ir Ambrose crippled the 
m achinery of the portcullis, so that 
it  would take at least a week’s w ork to 
repair the damage. The Countess Gail 
stood aghast a t h is suicidal work.

G irard ’s voice called out.
“Ho, my good Saxons! You know 

well tha t the draw bridge is down to 
stay, and you know well tha t the N or
man host of Duke W illiam  is w ith in  
a league of the castle g a tes!”

A lone figure in  w hite w riggled 
from  the press of the Saxons in the 
courtyard , and quickly climbed the 
stone steps to stand at G irard ’s side.

“T h at coin—I though t throw ing  it
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would prevent bloodshed and save the 
lives of my countrym en.”

The Norman sw iftly  drew  her to  
him, and sw ung his huge leopard- 
emblazoned shield to cover her small 
body, but no Saxon arrow s thudded 
against tha t shield. Instead, there was 
a stunned silence in th e ir ranks. T hen  
G irard ’s words rang out across the 
courtyard .

“Saxons! You can choose between 
an honorable death and an equally 
honorable surrender. The choice is 
yours—and either choice w ill be the 
fancy of the Norman knights now ap
proaching  the gates.”

A t G irard ’s m ention of Duke W il
liam, S ir Ambrose ran to a narrow  
archer’s slit in the gate-house wall. 
T he sigh t th a t m et his eyes m ust have 
gladdened his heart, for a w ild N or
man cry came from  his throat.

“ By the G lory! I t  is Duke W illiam  
and his noble barons!”

Countess Gail came to h is side for 
a look out the slit. S ir Ambrose gaily 
lifted  her so th a t she m ight see better. 
H er choked sob of fru stra tio n  brought 
an amused chuckle to his lips. Then 
he set her down. M ail gaun tlets on 
hips, he looked in to  her black eyes.

“My lady, you, too, have a sim ple 
choice to  make. Shall I  declare you 
under the pro tection  of the Baron de 
Guissac—or shall I let you be free 
booty for yonder kn igh ts of N or
m andy?”

H ate g litte red  in the countess’ eyes, 
but she moved silen tly  to h is side. S ir 
Am brose sm iled very slowly.

G irard called down to the  Saxons. 
“T here is no h u rry  in m aking your 

choice, my Saxon friends. T ake all 
the tim e you wish, and w eigh its 
values carefully . It is tru ly  the choice 
of a lifetim e. Should you decide upon 
an honorable surrender, you have the 
k n ig h tly  word o f the M arquis de Cla- 
valoux th a t your lives w ill be spared, 
and th a t you w ill be free men to  go 
back to  your fields.”

A t th a t mom ent a thousand  m artial

horns blasted across the countryside. 
T hey  were the w ar horns of the N or
mans hu rling  a challenge a t the castle.

Lady M uriel moved from  the pro
tection  of G irard ’s shield, and faced 
her countrym en.

“My lords and soldiers, all of you 
know tha t I am a true  Saxon. I w ill 
not influence your choice of life or 
death—save to say th a t the w ord of 
the M arquis de Clavaloux is a  ju s t 
and honorable one.”

T here was a great m um bling down 
in the courtyard . T hen  one thane 
stood in  h is s tirrups, and became the 
spokesm an fo r the Saxons. He was 
a tall, gaunt w arrio r w ith  horns ju t
tin g  from  his helm et. A g reat axe lay 
across his saddle. He raised the  axe 
tow ard G irard.

“W e have made our choice, Lord of 
Norm andy. W e doubt no t your 
kn igh tly  word, b u t we w ill take our 
chance w ith  the Norm ans. W h irlin g  
his horse, he led the Saxons out of 
the courtyard , back across the draw 
bridge and down the hillside.

G irard, Lady M uriel, S ir Ambrose 
and the Countess Gail stepped  to the 
battlem ents to watch the Saxons’ 
heroic charge.

T he Norm an host had reached the 
hillside. T here w ere thousands upon 
thousands of them. And against their 
steel ranks, the valiant Saxons hurled  
them selves. T he Norm an wave rolled 
over the Saxons, engulfed  them.

G irard raised his sword in salute to 
the Saxons.

“T ru ly , hell is fu ll of heroes.”

TH E N  G irard  and S ir Ambrose 
lifted  their huge shields and 

rested them  on the ram parts. The ad
vance guard  of the N orm an host saw 
those shields, and a w ild shout w ent 
up w hen they  recognized the golden 
leopard of de Clavaloux and the crim 
son bull of de Guissac. T hey  spurred  
th e ir m ounts into a gallop.

G irard  spoke to Sir Ambrose. 
“T h ere’s S ir H ugh  de M altro it w ith
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his black falcon stream er. A nd th ere ’s 
the royal standard  of D uke W illiam !” 

S ir Ambrose spoke up.
“ I t  puzzles me how you knew th a t 

Duke W illiam  and no t a Saxon arm y 
was advancing on the castle .”

G irard  sm iled at the golden m aid at 
h is side.

“ I t  was the  L ady M uriel who told 
me of th is. She saw the Norm ans from  
her cham ber, before S ir R ichard  
forced her door w ith  an  axe.”

“B u t she spoke no w ord in the 
co u rty a rd ,” said S ir Ambrose.

G irard  held h a lf of a Norm an coin 
in his hand.

“Lady M uriel th rew  th is coin to  me. 
I had told her to  keep it ti ll  Duke 
W illiam  him self was a t the castle 
gates.”

S ir Ambrose looked in to  the sm ol
dering  eyes of the  Countess Gail.

“T here is som ething about these 
Saxon m aids.”

T hen  G irard, M arquis de Clavaloux, 
spoke in  a very  low voice.

“ In  yonder castle yard lies S ir 
R ichard  de Laval—who bore a proud 
N orm an name. H is body is filled w ith  
Saxon arrows. He died a noble 
death .”

“A ye,” said S ir Ambrose de Guissac.
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HALIBUT N A VY
By G. H. GILROY-MOORE

Author of “Good Bait,” Black Cargo,” etc.

" Typhoon." Barney Iverson, of the Fisherman's Naval Reserve, Baits His
Hooks for a Catch More Deadly

TH E  door of the w ate rfro n t 
tavern  was sw ung open by a 
heavy hand, and “T yphoon” 
B arney Iverson stood for an in stan t 

on the th reshold . A deep-chested, 
pow erful figure, clad in the uniform

Than the Denizens of the Deep!

of the F isherm an’s Naval Reserve, h is 
keen eyes probed th rough  the m urk of 
tobacco smoke to find the m en he 
sought—K ellner, h is new radio man, 
and Abbet, h is sh ip ’s cook.

“S parks!” he rapped out.
54
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H e strode pu rposefu lly  tow ard a 
grim y, slop-covered table at which 
th ree  men w ere s ittin g —tw o in naval 
uniform , the  th ird  in civvies.

K ellner saw him  com ing, and his 
sh ifty  eyes flickered apprehensively. 
T hen  his th in , foxy face sp lit in to  a 
forced grin.

“Hello, S k ip p e r!” he said in g ra tia t
ingly- “Ju s t in  tim e for a little  one, 
before we go aboard!”

B arney Iverson tow ered above them, 
grim -jawed, h is eyes g lin tin g  frostily .

“L isten , you tw o !” he snapped. 
“T h ere ’s been tim es w hen I ’ve drug 
the whole crew  of the Carmanah out 
of every darned b lind-p ig  on V an
couver w ate rfron t. B ut th a t was in 
the days when we was h a lib u ttin ’, and 
the boys was blow in’ th e ir wads a fte r 
a lucky spell offshore. T h is  here job’s 
d ifferent, even if  you two slobs don’t 
realize it. I ’ll le t it  pass th is  time, be
cause you’re new. Get outa here—and 
get aboard!”

K ellner moved to  obey, bu t Abbet, 
the cook, had taken  on enough liquor 
to make him  stubborn.

“J u s t  a m inute, Skipper, ju s t a m in
u te! W e’ll have a l’il’ one before we 
go. Hey, y ou”—he waved to  the owner 
of the jo in t—“b ring  th ree—no, bring 
four m o re !”

W ith o u t a word, B arney bent over. 
One massive hand fell on A bbet’s col
lar. Abbet strugg led , m outhing ob
scenity . B arney shook him  like a rat, 
then  heaved him, gasping, against the 
wall.

“Sober up, you bum, and get 
aboard !”

O ther occupants of the place were 
w atching w ith  in terest. One of them, 
obviously a fisherman, broke in to  a 
delighted chuckle.

“ I f  it ain’t T yphoon Iverson h isself 
—all dolled up and in th e  N avy! A tta 
boy, T yphoon—clean ’er u p !”

Abbet heard  it, and his eyes ligh ted  
w ith  alcoholic belligerence.

“You a in ’t go in’ to do th is  to me, 
Iv erso n !” he snarled. “No sir, you—”

B ut the man in  civilians, who had

been s ittin g  w ith  them , in terposed 
quickly. He stepped up  to  Abbet, 
s tra igh tened  his collar.

“Get sobered up, you fool, and get 
o u t!” T he low tones seemed somehow 
to carry  a rin g  of h idden  au th o rity , 
and B arney stared  hard  at the man.

TH E  civilian was tall, blond, well- 
dressed, clean-looking. Somehow, 

he looked over-clean, and in th a t dump 
he ju s t d idn’t belong. B ut he had an 
a ir of com plete self-confidence, alm ost 
of arrogance.

B arney’s m ind w orked at top speed, 
searching the filing-record of memory. 
He looked hard  in to  th e  porcelain- 
blue eyes th a t were now sta ring  in to  
his.

“W ell, M ister,” he said quizzically, 
“who m igh t you be? You don’t seem 
the  so rt th a t belongs in  a jo in t like 
this. A in’t you got more sense than  to  
feed th is  ro t-g u t to boys in uniform ? 
A nd I ’ve seen you before, haven’t  I?  
E ver been in  S ea ttle?”

T he m an’s rep ly  was contem ptu
ously indifferent.

“No. I  ju s t m et these fellows here. 
I happen to  like sailors, and I bought 
them  a drink. Does th a t call for a fo r
mal in troduction? I f  so, my name’s 
R edard—and I ’ve never seen you be
fore !”

B arney ignored the sarcasm. T here 
was a sudden tensing of his square 
jaws. H is big, m uscular frame moved 
ligh t-foo ted ly  to a position  tha t would 
bar the o ther from  reaching  the door. 
For th a t elusive file of m em ory had 
clicked, opening to him  the page he 
sought.

Somebody suddenly cried, "C ops!"  
B arney held  his ground. A man in 

lig h t overcoat and soft cap had en
tered  the room.

“I ’m a police officer!” announced 
the newcomer, loudly. “S it still, every
body! W h ere’d you fe llers get all the 
liquor?” T hen  he noticed B arney’s 
uniform . “Hello, Skipper. R oundin’ 
up some of the  boys?”

“Y eah!” boomed B arney. “A nd I
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rounded up som ething else, too! If  
you’re an officer, ju s t step over h e re !” 
T hen , ind ica ting  the s tran g e r: “Ask 
th is  guy for h is papers—if he’s got 
a n y !”

The police officer looked puzzled. 
“W h a t’s the id ea?” he asked.

B ut the civilian had quickly  pro
duced a paper, w hich w ith  elaborate 
d ig n ity  he handed the crack ling  sheet 
to  the officer.

“As you w ill see, Officer,” he said, 
“ I ’m Swiss born, bu t I  came to  th is 
country  ten  years ago !”

The officer looked at the paper c r iti
cally, then  at B arney.

“ Seems all r ig h t to me,” he said. 
“ I t ’s a natu ra lization  certificate, taken 
ou t r ig h t here in  V ancouver.”

“T akes five years residence to get 
one of those th ings, doesn’t i t? ” asked 
Barney.

“Yes.”
“W ell, I ’m no t saying i t ’s not okay,” 

said B arney slowly, “bu t i t  w ouldn’t 
h u rt to check up on it a bit. I ’ll te ll 
you why. F o u r years ago, I  was do in’ 
a spell of longshorin ’ in Seattle. Once 
or tw ice I was in gangs th a t w orked 
the Portland, H am burg-A m erican line. 
And at tha t tim e, M ister, th is  here guy 
—or his dead rin g er—was her first 
officer!”

B arney had w atched the s tran g e r’s 
eyes as he spoke. For a m om ent they  
had held a fleeting, s trained  look. Now 
R edard calm ly reached over for h is 
glass, w hich s till  stood upon the table. 
He laughed derisively  as he raised it 
tow ard his lips.

“You’re c razy !” he said.
B arney tu rn ed  to the police officer, 

who stood looking  at the  stranger 
doubtfu lly . T hen  suddenly  the de
tective’s hand grabbed fran tica lly  be
neath  his coat.

B arney tu rned , a sp lit second too 
late. He fe lt the cu ttin g  im pact of the 
glass th a t s tru ck  his forehead. Blood 
spurted , m ing ling  w ith  the deluge of 
rank  sp irit th a t s tung  h is eyes b lin d 
ingly. T hrough  a fog he glim psed the 
flash th a t came from  the gun in  the

suddenly  raised hand of R edard. T he 
crash of the gun was follow ed by  the 
sound of runn ing  feet. T h ere  came an 
in stan t of silence, then  an up roar of 
voices, as B arney staggered  backward, 
s triv in g  fran tica lly  to  mop the rank 
and burn ing  sp irits  from  his eyes.

W hen he could see p roperly , half 
the occupants of the place had gone. 
O thers w ere in an excited  group, 
Abbet stand ing  dazedly am ong them. 
K ellner was so licitously  offering a 
handkerch ief, steeped in  w ater. T he 
civ ilian  was gone, and the  detective 
lay crum pled on the floor. H is coat 
was open, revealing the  b u tt of the 
ho lstered  gun he had fa iled  to draw in 
time.

A man was shou ting  exc ited ly  into 
a wall telephone. He hung  up and 
tu rn ed  to  Barney.

“Okay, Skipper—th ey ’ll get him ! 
H alf the boys is a f te r  him, and the 
cops’ll be here any m in u te !”

B arney sped to the door of the jo in t. 
Over the fa in t hum  of n ig h t traffic 
came the d is tan t rep o rt of a shot. For 
B arney the chase had gone too far. He 
re tu rned  to the room  to w ait the com
ing of the police. A fte r  giv ing them  
the story, he w ent to  h is ship.

W  A T E R  th a t day, the eigh ty  feet of 
the Carmanah s lipped  sm oothly 

in to  the unruffled S tra it of Ju an  de 
Fuca. M usingly, B arney  stood at her 
wheel. He sw ung h er head deftly , 
avoiding contact w ith  a  g ian t cedar 
th a t w ent floating id ly  by, to rn  from  
its  age-old bed by sp rin g  freshets and 
spewed from  the  m outh  of some d is
ta n t in le t to  become a source of po ten
tia l danger to sm all craft. He sw ung 
her again, and the d is tan t peak of 
M ount Baker, w hich had sp rung  into 
w hite, g litte r in g  m ajesty  ahead of 
him , now fell slowly astern .

H is eyes roved the m isty  shores of 
the O lym pic P en insu la  and the P u g et 
Sound country . T h is  was h is country , 
a ll r ig h t—God’s and his. I t  was going 
to  sta y  h is country , too—if  B arney 
and his k ind  could do any th in g  to th a t
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end. Yes, s ir—it was going to  stay a 
free  country!

He listened to the sm ooth hum m ing 
of the Carmanah’s D iesels, fe lt the 
th rill of ow nership surge through him. 
She was his, and he loved her—loved 
every plank, line and bolt of her. To 
him she was a sen tien t th ing. I t  had 
taken six teen  years of arduous wooing 
to  win her. Sixteen years, half his 
lifetim e, spent in b a ttlin g  the grim  
N orthw est Pacific, from  Cape F la tte ry  
to B risto l Bay. S ixteen years at the 
toughest of all callings up here in  the 
N orthw est—a halibut fisherm an’s.

B ut she was his at last—excepting, 
of course, th a t the Canuck Navy now 
had some so rt of a claim on her. He 
d idn’t reg re t th a t either. He grinned 
inw ardly a t though t of the airy  subter
fuges, the ju g g lin g  w ith  tru th , th a t 
had pu t him, Seattle born and bred, in 
the Royal Canadian Navy. B ut those 
Naval brass hats hadn’t been too fussy 
—good men and good boats were too 
badly wanted.

W hy had B arney Iverson done it? 
Not for profit, no. T here was a lot 
more m oney in  fishing.

A V ik ing  s tra in  ran  th rough  the 
veins of Barney Iverson. Now his face 
clouded, as he though t of Norw ay and 
her betrayal to the Hun. He though t 
of the politicians. Keep A m erica out 
of war, huh? W ell, politicians had to 
talk, to  keep th e ir jobs. Those old 
guys, the V ikings, d id n ’t bo ther about 
politicians—didn’t  have any, maybe, 
in those days. No, sir, they  d idn’t 
bother w ith  th a t s tu f f : if the fe ller on 
the o ther side of the pond started  
m aking trouble, those old guys ju st 
pu t on those funny  square battle-hats 
they  w ore—th a t’s howcome they 
called ’em Squareheads—grabbed th e ir 
boats, and w ent over and settled  it.

He was getting  a b it fed up w ith  th is 
m onotonous patro l job, though. W il
liam Head to Cape S cott and back, 
then  report to Esquim alt. The Car- 
manah was capable of b e tte r work 
than  that. O ther and sm aller c raft had 
dodged the subs in  the A tlantic, were

now at grim m er work on the o ther 
side. W ell, his chance w ould come— 
his and the Carmanah’s.

A Vancouver new spaper lay in  fron t 
of him, d isp lay ing  a bold headline:

NAZI SPY SLAYS P O L IC E  O F F IC E R

H e’d read the th in g  a dozen times, 
bu t it was m ainly a repetition  of h is 
account of the affair to  the police. 
K ellner and Abbet denied any form er 
knowledge of the man, said he’d come 
in the b lind-pig casually, and bought 
them  drinks. B arney frowned. He 
hadn’t  m uch time for those two bums. 
T hey  w eren’t seamen anyway, and had 
been wished on him by the recru iting  
depot at Esquim alt.

K E L L N E R  entered the pilot-house 
w ith  a radio message. T here was 

a smugness about his thin, foxy face, 
and his sh ifty  eyes looked up at B ar
ney appraisingly.

“M essage for you—S ir !” he said, 
em phasizing the courtesy title  w ith  
veiled insolence. B arney redoubled 
his resolve to  get rid  of him,

“W ho from —w hat’s i t  about?” he 
demanded.

“Japanese freigh ter, N ish i Maru. 
Skipper says he’s got a sick passenger 
—a Canadian—and th inks i t ’s appen
dicitis. W an ts him  taken off and 
rushed to  hospital in  V ictoria .”

“N ish i M aru—why, she passed us at 
daybreak. W h a t’s her position?” 

“ F ifteen  m iles west of San Juan. 
Skipper says he’s standing  by, calling 
all coastal and inbound vessels.” 

“H e’s rig h t on our course,” said 
Barney. “W hy the devil can’t he lose 
a little  time and run into V ictoria him 
self.” He looked at the chronom eter. 
“All rig h t, tell him  we’re heading for 
him, and repeat his call to all vessels 
in the vicin ity . Somebody m ay get 
there before we do.”

B arney cursed the prospect. S tric tly  
speaking, th is was outside the line of 
h is duty, bu t it was a call no m ariner 
w ould ignore. So he signaled his en
g ineer to cram  on all speed.
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T he Carmanah responded w ith  a 
gracefu l curtsey of her bows, then  
bent to it in dead earnest, took the 
lazy Pacific sw ells in her teeth , and 
hurled  them  from  her prow  in a 
steady, snow-white cascade.

A so litary , venturesom e tro ller, 
whose boat lay w ith  poles outflung to 
the heaving swells, hauled in a fifty- 
pound Chinook salm on and yelled a 
sa lty  fisherm en’s g reeting  to Typhoon 
Iverson as he passed at cable's length. 
B arney rep lied  in kind. T h is was the 
life he knew and understood. T h is was 
the real “ freedom  of the seas,” and it 
was w hat he was going back to, once 
the d ir ty  mess in  E urope was cleaned 
up.

T he Japanese fre ig h te r lay hove to, 
a d ir ty  sm udge in the heat haze ahead. 
B arney headed d irec tly  for her, slow
ing down as he saw the name N ish i 
M aru  daubed in w hite pain t on her 
bows. He swung the wheel, and deftly  
b rough t the Carmanah alongside the 
ru sty  hull.

So far there had been no appearance 
of life on the steam er, and B arney 
yelled up to the seem ingly deserted 
bridge.

“A hoy there, Cap’n—w here’s your 
m an? A ny doctor aboard?”

A so lita ry  head, w earing  a seaman's 
cap, appeared over the steam er’s rail.

“ Sorry, Skipper—there 's  no doctor 
aboard, and th is m an’s very sick. H aul 
in  a b it closer, and we’ll lower him 
aw ay !”

B arney yelled an o rder for fenders, 
and ran in as closely as safety  p e r
m itted  to  the  gen tly  sw aying hull of 
the fre igh ter.

Came the ra ttle  of a w inch, and the 
man at the steam er’s ra il seemed to be 
d irec tin g  operations. B arney stood on 
his foredeck, w aiting. N earby stood 
Abbet. T he rem ainder of the crew 
clustered  in  idle cu rio sity  near the 
forepeak.

OV E R S ID E  the fre ig h te r came a 
cargo-tray, sw ung from  the der

rick . Lashed to i t  was a stre tcher,

carry ing  a blanketed, inanim ate form. 
F o r a fu ll m inute the cargo-tray  and 
its  burden sw ung dizzily  over the 
oily  w ater th a t surged  betw een the 
two vessels, and B arney cursed at the 
callous hand ling  of a sick man. W hy 
couldn’t  the useless swabs have low
ered away a boat? T he w inch ra ttled  
again, the tray  descended sw iftly , and 
h it the deck of the Carmanah.

B arney moved a step tow ard the 
head of the s tre tch er. T hen he backed 
in sheer aston ishm ent—Abbet was 
ho ld ing  a gun on him.

For a bare m om ent, B arney stood in 
open-m outhed amazem ent. T hen  he 
bore down on A bbet w ith  a roar.

“W h at the— You greasy, hash- 
s lin g in ’—”

B ut Abbet crouched th rea ten ing ly . 
H is oily, flabby face w orked w ith  m in
gled fear and hatred , his eyes gleam ed 
w ith  m urderous in ten t.

“Back, y o u !” he snarled, “and get 
your hands u p !”

Sheer aston ishm ent held B arney for 
a moment. Then, d isregard ing  the 
gun, he made for Abbet.

B ut the man on the s tre tch e r came 
to life  like an uncoiling  snake, shot to 
his feet. B arney, aghast, recognized 
the spy of the V ancouver speakeasy! 
B ut his dash tow ard Abbet pu t th is 
second enemy behind  him. T he cold 
m uzzle of a gun pressed to  the base of 
his skull b rough t B arney to a s tand
still.

“Easy now, m y fr ie n d !” T he voice 
of the man had lost its  form er sm ooth 
enunciation, now sounded th ick  and 
gu ttu ra l. "E asy—or your bra ins w ill 
sp a tte r the deck !”

B arney w ent rig id , bu t h is m ind was 
racing, seeking the sm allest loophole 
of escape from  those two th rea ten in g  
guns. He fe lt the h o t b reath  of the 
Nazi fann ing  his neck, knew  th a t a t 
the sligh test move the fellow  w ould 
make good his th rea t. T h rough  the 
corner of an eye, he saw H olger, his 
engineer, dive for the scu ttle  th a t led 
from  the foredeck. T he re st of the 
crew vanished w ith  him.
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B arney sparred  for time. H olger, he 
knew, and the th ree o ther m embers of 
his old crew who were w ith  him, 
w ould come back—and come back fast 
—and shooting.

“W h a t’s the gam e?” he asked, fe ig n 
ing ignorance of who was behind him. 
“You, Abbet—you suddenly  gone 
crazy—or have I ? ”

“You w ill be crazy, my friend—if 
you re s is t !” said the voice behind him. 
“You are a prisoner—a prisoner of the 
Reich! Raise your hands, and walk 
before me to the cabin. And you, 
Abbet, hold the deck! W here is K ell
n e r?”

Abbet lowered his gun, stood look
ing  at his superior. H is rep ly  was in 
German, w hich B arney could not fo l
low. T hen B arney saw w hat he had 
been w aiting  for—H olger leaping 
from  the scu ttle, a rifle in  his hand ; 
behind him  three others.

H olger dropped to  his knee, aimed 
carefully . Abbet saw him, shouted a 
w arning. B ehind H olger crouched the 
others, aim ing upw ard at the bridge.

B arney glanced upw ard, saw some
th in g  far m ore deadly than  the gun 
th a t pressed against h is skull. K ell
ner was up on the  bridge there, 
w ith  the Carmanah’s Lew is gun. He 
was depressing the muzzle, b ring ing  
the gun to bear on the foredeck.

T hen  T yphoon Iverson w ent into 
reckless, fu rious action. He crouched 
sw iftly , drove backward w ith  a kick 
th a t sent the Nazi reeling to the deck. 
H o lg er’s rifle cracked, and  Abbet’s 
gun blazed. B ut the bu llet sped harm 
lessly, fo r B arney’s fist had smashed 
in to  the flabby face as Abbet pulled  
the trigger.

T hen  B arney saw K ellner, crouch
ing  over the Lew is gun. A crash of 
rifle fire came from  the deck, and ill- 
aim ed shots sen t sp lin te red  glass in 
showers across the bridge. T he Lewis 
flamed into a hacking, bark ing  roar.

I t  roared fo r b rie f seconds and 
jammed. B ut th a t sh o rt b u rst of fire 
had been hellish, deadly. I t  le ft four 
prone figures on the foredeck—H olger

and the th ree others. On the bridge, 
K ellner strove to clear the gun.

The Nazi was stru g g lin g  painfu lly  
to  get upon his feet again, a t the same 
tim e reaching for h is fallen gun. Like 
a tow ering, berserk V iking, B arney 
Iverson alone stood up rig h t upon the 
deck. He bent forw ard, grabbed the 
half-conscious Abbet by the ankles, 
sw ung him as easily as a boy would a 
sling-shot. He heard the w inch of the 
fre ig h te r ra ttle  again as he swung 
Abbet around his head, then  sent him 
h u rtlin g  th rough  the air a t the Ger
man. T he Nazi crashed again, w ith 
Abbet on top of him.

Barney dived for the gun th a t had 
fallen from  A bbet’s hand. T he cargo- 
tray  had risen  from  the deck, swung 
dizzily  above his head as he reached 
fo r the gun. As Barney rose, the tray  
descended sw iftly , and crashed to his 
skull.

BA R N EY  I V E R S O N  em erged 
from oblivion to  find him self in 

h is bunk, h is w rists bound tig h tly  be
hind him  w ith  stou t fishing line. The 
Germ an stood there w atching him, a 
m ocking smile upon his face.

“You damned, m urdering  H u n !” 
B arney’s w ords shot between clenched 
teeth . The horro r of th a t scene on 
deck swam before h is dizzy eyes.

The porcelain-blue eyes regarded 
him  w ith  callous contem pt.

“Fool! I to ld  you tha t to  resist was 
m adness! Those o ther fools—your 
crew—are gone! W iped  out, every 
man of them ! Such, my friend, is the 
fate of those who resist the R eich!” 

“Then why spare m e?” H is crew ’s 
bloody fate s tung  B arney to  u tte r 
recklessness.

The cold eyes bored into him  before 
the Nazi answered.

“ For one th ing, m y friend, you are 
a prisoner of war, and the Reich re
spects the usages of w ar! F or another 
th ing, you w ill be useful. I have a 
great task before me. You know the 
w aters around here, and in th a t task 
you shall help m e ! Oh, yes you w ill!”
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he w ent on, as B arney shot a scornfu l 
and contem ptuous refusal. “F or I have 
ways of com pelling you—painfu l 
ways—and H einrich  R edard  knows no 
scruples when the in te re sts  of the 
Reich are a t stake! ”

He stalked from  the cabin, sm iling 
grim ly. As he w ent, B arney’s eyes 
shone th e ir  u tte r  loath ing  and con
tem pt. God save A m erica — and 
Canada—from  a  creed th a t bred men 
like th a t!

F or some m inutes B arney lay there , 
lis ten in g  to an in d is tin c t flow of g u t
tu ra l conversation th a t came from  the 
w heel-house. Seem ingly K ellner had 
been a t the wheel, and R edard relieved 
him, for shortly  the g rinn ing , foxy 
face of K ellner appeared at the cabin 
door.

“W ell, Iverson, you nearly  spoiled 
it  for us a t Vancouver, d id n ’t you? 
B ut no t quite. A nd you’re no t quite as 
sm art as you think. You spotted  the 
ch ief as first m ate of the Portland, b u t 
you d id n ’t know I was h er second 
w ireless, did you? O r th a t Abbet was 
in  the galley? I ’m from  D usseldorf 
m yself, Iverson, bu t I  know every 
w a te rfro n t on the Pacific Coast, from  
San Diego to  Vancouver, B. C. I know 
you, too, and th a t’s w hy I w orked it 
for Abbet and me to  ship along w ith  
you when we got out of the depot at 
Esquim alt. B ut I ’m going on the a ir 
now, Iverson. L isten  in, and you’ll 
hear a good p rog ram !’’

A few  m om ents la te r B arney heard  
K ellner a t the radiophone, sending out 
a call. H is voice came loud and s t r i 
den t th ro u g h  the  bulkhead from  the 
radio shack.

“ C alling Q X D ! C alling Q X D !” he 
shouted. “T his is N VR, the patro l 
boat Carmanah, calling  QXD and 
stand ing  b y !”

Q X D —w hat code signal was th a t?  
W ho was Q X D ? T he le tte rs  seemed 
fam iliar, b u t B arney vainly  racked his 
b ra ins for th e ir significance. T here  
was silence for a few  m inutes, then  
K ellner w ent at it again.

“Q X D —QXD—th is  is the patro l

boat Carmanah—N V R  calling  Q X D ! 
Come in, Q X D !’’

I t  w ent on in te rm itten tly  for fifteen 
m inutes or so, w ithou t resu lt. T hen  
K ellner seemed to abandon the effort 
fo r awhile, and le ft the radio shack to  
go to  the p ilo t house. I t  seemed th a t 
A bbet was a t the wheel now, fo r B ar
ney heard him  ta lk ing  to K ellner.

TH E R E  were tw o lig h ts  to  the 
cabin, one to  port, and one th a t 

looked out on the a f te r  deck. Sounds 
of the tapp ing  of a hammer came from  
the a f te r  deck, and B arney craned to 
the port and looked through. R edard 
was there, w ork ing  ca refu lly  w ith  a 
ham m er and chisel a t a large wooden 
case—som ething, no doubt, th a t had 
come off the N ish i Maru.

Now K ellner was back a t the rad io 
phone, calling  loudly  again. T h is  time 
he picked up an answer, in d is tin c t to 
B arney’s ears. B ut he heard  K ellner’s 
message all rig h t.

“T his is N VR, back to  QXD. One 
of our crew is badly  hurt, needs a doc
to r u rgently . Can you help? Give us 
your p o sitio n !’’

Back came the in d is tin c t reply , in 
audible to  Barney, b u t K ellner’s an 
sw er was clear enough.

“N V R back to  Q X D —all rig h t, 
Q X D —we should m eet up w ith  you in 
a couple of hours. T h is  is N VR, clear 
and off the  a ir .”

B arney heard  K ellner go ou t on 
deck. F o r a few m om ents B arney lay 
back in the bunk. He w orked his fin
gers in a fu tile  effort to get a t the 
s tro n g  fishing tw ine th a t bound his 
w rists  crossw ise behind his back. B ut 
whoever had done the w ork had made 
a seaman’s job of it—his fingers could 
reach the cords, bu t could make no 
headw ay w ith  the knots th a t tied  them.

A fte r a few  m inutes he desisted, and 
re tu rned  to the puzzle of the code 
call—QXD. A nd w hat did  they  mean 
by a sick m an? W as tha t one of his 
crew  who s till survived, and w ere 
they  showing enough hum anity  to  try  
and get help fo r him?
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No, th a t couldn’t be it! He had the 
whole th in g  in a flash now! QX D  was 
the aux iliary  cru iser P rince A lbert. 
She had recen tly  brough t a prize to 
Vancouver, a German liner, cap tured  
off the coast of Chile, and was now no 
doubt patro ling  the northw est.

And why were they  calling  her? 
T h at th in g  th a t R edard  was w orking 
on, out on deck! B arney craned fo r
w ard again to look at it once more. 
R edard was stooping over a round, 
black object he had taken from  the 
packing case. T hat was it, all r ig h t— 
a m ine! Those devils were decoying 
the P rince A lb ert by the same trick  
they  had used on him, and m eant to 
get close enough to  her to launch the 
in fernal th in g !

Then, to dispel a ll doubt, the foxy 
face of K ellner again appeared a t the 
cabin door, leering savagely. H is voice 
was hoarse w ith  exu ltan t blood-lust.

“You heard  tha t call, Iverson? T hat 
was the P rince A lb ert, in case you 
don’t know! Oh, we Germ ans are 
clever people, Iverson! W e’re g e tting  
h e r by the same tr ick  we got you. 
W e’ll be up w ith  her in an hour or so. 
T he ch ief’s a clever man, Iverson— 
one of the c lev e re s t! B efore he’s 
through, he’ll play havoc w ith  your 
sh ipping  in  the northw est. You never 
saw a big ship alm ost blown out of the 
w ater, then  go down w ith  all hands, 
did you, Iverson? T h a t's  w hat’s going 
to  happen to your bloody c ru ise r!”

K ellner’s face was contorted  w ith  an 
insane, savage g loating  as he walked 
away. B arney cursed silen tly , and 
strained  fu tile ly  a t his bonds.

T hen  a deadly, cold resolve settled  
over him. He w ould defeat these m ur
derous verm in, come w hat m ay! H is 
b ra in  began to w ork in  cold, o rderly  
fashion, seeking the sm allest chance 
of escape.

H E  S L ID  noiselessly  to  h is feet, 
looked in ten tly  th rough  each of 

the portholes in  tu rn . R edard was still 
a t work on his hellish  weapon, K ellner 
now helping him. T he mine w ould be

one of those m agnetic things. 
Launched a little  ahead of a heavy 
steam er under way, she w ould have 
small chance of escaping it. And it 
w ould need no great sk ill of seaman
ship to m aneuver the little  Carmanah 
beyond the im m ediate zone of im pend
ing devastation.

Far to the w estw ard the receding 
sun was tu rn in g  the ocean in to  a rim 
of living fire. O utlined  against it 
B arney saw a d is tan t p ilchard  seiner, 
the net ro lling  off her s te rn  in prep
aration  fo r a “set.” Too fa r away to  
be of any help to him  in any  case. Nor 
was there any com fort in the grim  
peaks of V ancouver Island  th a t rose 
forb iddingly  astern.

The seconds th a t made up the hour 
betw een him  and a fearfu l im pending 
tragedy  ticked off rem orselessly. Bar
ney heard the creak ing  of the winch 
th a t would launch the m ine on its  er
rand  of death. He strove against a 
feeling  of hopelessness tha t began to 
possess him.

T here was no knife or o ther im ple
m ent in the cabin by w hich he m ight 
sever h is bonds, and to  reach the gal
ley and get one he m ust needs run the 
g aun tle t of his th ree enemies. He 
m ight do that, a fte r dark—but tha t 
would be too late.

Then, on the skyline, he saw a fa in t 
tra il of smoke. T h a t wrnuld be the 
P rince A lbert. H er captain, bound as 
he though t upon an errand  of mercy, 
was rush ing  his ship to her doom.

W hat chance w ould there be for 
B arney to give w arning? None. Re
dard  w ould take damned good care 
th a t he d idn’t.

T hey hadn’t locked him in, it was 
tru e—for the very  good reason that 
there  was no lock on the door. F ish e r
m en—at least, the kind the Carmanah 
carried—scorned those th ings. T here 
was no th ing  locked, excep ting  the 
m ain deck-house doors when they 
were in p o rt and everybody ashore.

B arney heard the creaking of the 
w inch again. K ellner was hauling  on 
a rope, and R edard  was carefu lly
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steady ing  the engine of death as it 
rose slowly from  the deck. I t  swung 
from  the boom, w hich w ould be sw ung 
outboard to launch it, once they  were 
w ith in  the r ig h t distance, and a little  
ahead of the P rince A lbert. And 
then—

Suddenly T yphoon Iverson’s eyes 
ligh ted  on som ething—a large halibu t 
hook, hanging on a nail on the bu lk
head. How it  came there he d idn’t  re 
member, bu t he knocked it from  the 
wall w ith  h is head, and w ith  difficulty 
picked it up.

H is fingers grasped it aw kw ardly, 
behind his back. I t  was a vicious and 
deadly thing, w ith  a shank alm ost four 
inches long, and a savage barb tha t 
sheared down over an inch below the 
po in t of the hook. B arney ran  the tip  
of a finger over the sharp edge of the 
barb. T hen  patien tly  he w ent to w ork, 
using the barb as a m in ia ture knife. 
One by one, he began to sever the 
strands of the cords tha t bound his 
w rists.

I t  was slow work, and painful. A 
dozen tim es the w icked point of the 
hook jabbed in to  his flesh, and he felt 
the warm  blood tha t trick led  from  his 
hands. As he w orked his m ind tu rn ed  
over a dozen expedien ts for obtain ing 
a weapon.

T here  were rifles—but they  were in 
the after-cabin. He w ould have to pass 
R edard  and K ellner to  get to them. 
He m ight, w ith  luck, reach the galley 
and get a bu tcher-knife, bu t th a t 
would be alm ost hopeless against 
these devils and th e ir guns.

T H E R E  was one last resort, final 
and desperate—the mine itself. No 

doubt it  could be detonated by con
tact. He w ould hurl h im self upon it, 
in  one final, mad rush— T hey  w ouldn’t 
dare shoot, once he reached it. He 
could blow them , the Carmanah and 
him self to hell, before he w ould let 
them  w reak th e ir  devilish w ills on the 
gallant ship th a t was approaching, and 
send hundreds of brave men to a te r 
rible death. F or he could see the slim,

gray shape of the c ru iser now, heading 
tow ard them  out of the  gathering  tw i
light.

T he strands parted , one by one. He 
cursed h im self for a fool, th a t he 
hadn’t tho u g h t of the hook before. 
Hook? W hy, there were scores of 
them, in his locker in  the cabin there 
—hooks and lines, all made up, suffi
cien t fo r a com plete “skate of gear.’’ 
T hen, in a flash, there came to  him  a 
possible way ou t—a fisherman’s  way 
out.

He heard R edard pass to  the p ilo t
house, speak rap id ly  to  Abbet, who 
apparen tly  was at the wheel. T he Car
manah changed her course very 
sligh tly , m oving into position tha t 
would la ter give her leeway to  sw ing 
across the bows o f the  oncom ing 
cruiser- T hen  R edard w ent on deck 
again, and there was a creaking of 
block and tackle.

The last s tran d  parted , and B arney 
stood for a m oment, flexing his aching 
hands. T hen he sw iftly  bent to  the 
locker, and took out a neatly-coiled, 
fifty-fathom  leng th  of “ground line,” 
from  w hich hung scores of • those 
deadly hooks, suspended on their 
three-and-a-half foot leng ths of 
“ganging lines.”

Tim e m eant every th ing  now. He 
laid the hooks and lines upon the 
cabin deck. H is practiced  fingers, sup
ple as a wom an’s, w ent sw iftly  to 
work. He dispensed w ith  the unneces
sary lengths of hook-line, by draw ing 
up the hooks and h itch ing  them  by 
th e ir beckets to  the m ain or “ground 
line,” neatly  coiling the line again as 
he worked. W hen he had finished, 
th ree hundred  feet of neatly  coiled 
line lay on the deck, w ith  one of those 
deadly hooks hitched  onto every dozen 
feet of its  length.

He had w orked silen tly  and sw iftly . 
He saw R edard and K ellner, standing  
to g eth er beneath  the mine, now sus
pended high above the deck, and ready 
for launching. Abbet, no doubt, was 
in ten t upon his steering. The cru iser 
was closer now, very  m uch closer. F ive
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m inutes m ore—three m inutes, perhaps 
—then  the Carmanah w ould sw ing 
across her bows.

S w iftly  B arney divided the coiled 
line into two portions, a dozen feet of 
free line betw een them . T hen  he took 
a coil in each hand, and sped for the 
after-deck.

Abbet saw him  go, shouted a w ild 
w arning. B arney rounded  the corner 
of the deck-house, saw the blank looks 
on the faces of R edard  and K ellner, as 
they  stood there together. B ut R edard  
w ent for h is gun—and fast.

B ut B arney Iverson could rope a 
dock bollard w ith  any man. W ith  the 
ease and skill of a cowboy rop ing  a 
steer, he heaved his line. I t  fell nea tly  
over the shoulders of both  R edard  and 
K ellner, and settled  about th e ir bodies.

R E D A R D ’S gun was out, and it 
flamed. B ut B arney tugged  v i

ciously at the line. He saw the blood 
sp u rt from  K ellner’s neck as a savage 
hook tore in to  the y ie ld ing  flesh. K ell
n e r scream ed and w ent to  the deck, 
d ragg ing  R edard w ith  him. T hey  lay 
there, w rith in g  in the toils, and B ar
ney picked up R edard’s gun.

B ut there was Abbet to be dealt 
w ith, and Abbet came round the deck
house, shooting. F o r a m om ent B arney 
took shelter behind the m ast, and fin
gered R edard’s gun. B u t he scorned 
the unfam iliar weapon, and hurled  it 
to  the deck. The o ther coil of rope 
snaked at lig h tn in g  speed th ro u g h  the  
air, and Abbet too was in the toils. 

K ellner was scream ing hysterically . 
“ Iverson—oh, fo r God’s sake, stop— 

stop i t !”
B ut B arney, grim -visaged, com

pleted  his job. He gathered in the 
slack of h is lines, and tugged vi
ciously, snarling  them  hopelessly in 
h is te rrib le  trap.

“T h a t,” he said, je rk in g  savagely at 
the lines, “is fo r H olger! A nd th a t— 
and th a t—and th a t—you m urdering  
sw ine—th a t’s for the rest of my 
crew !”

T hey  scream ed madly, as the vicious 
hooks tore th rough  clo th ing , and 
ripped  the qu ivering  flesh from  th e ir 
bodies. T hen  B arney picked up R e
dard’s gun again.

“On your feet,” he roared. “Back 
aft, you vile scum !”

He drove them  astern , and tied  the 
slack of his lines to  a ring-bolt. T hen 
he tu rned , and w alked aw ay contem p
tuously . F o r he had no fear of them  
break ing  loose—any one of those 
deadly  hooks w ould hold a tw o-hun
dred-pound, fighting halibu t. And 
there  w ere o ther th ings to  a tten d  to— 
sounds of fa in t voices came up from  
the hold, w here seem ingly H olger and 
the o thers had been throw n, and some 
of them  were s till alive.

S ignals were com ing from  the 
cru iser, w hich B arney answ ered by a 
call th a t b rough t the docto r and a 
boarding officer. W hen the  wounded 
had received a tten tion , th e  officer 
looked grim ly a t B arney’s prisoners.

“You’ve got a neat job ahead of you 
there , Doc,” he said. “G etting  those 
aw ful hooks out of them —before we 
p u t them  in fron t of a firing  squad. 
And you, S kipper,” tu rn in g  to Barney. 
“ I guess you’ve been off the a ir  all 
afternoon, b u t Naval H eadquarters 
have been try in g  to contact you—a job 
on the o ther side, I  shouldn’t w onder!”
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Leinsdorf crashed into the brush, his flashlight 
pointing the way

C H A P T E R  I 

Son o f Siva

P ACK elephants, laden w ith  sup
plies for the five w hite  m en and 
lone g irl, w aited  fo r the sun to  
,, / drop beyond the R ajm ahal H ills  be

fore tru m p etin g  th e ir version of taps. 
As n ig h t closed in, tu rn in g  the jungle 
fastness from  vivid green  to  u tte r  
blackness, native beaters drew  back to 
the campfires. T here  th ey  huddled in 
nervous, apprehensive groups, m um 
bling incan ta tions to appease pagan 
gods.

“T h ey ’re g e ttin g  j i t te ry ,” m u tte red  
g ian t Dave K erry , dark  eyes darting  
tow ard the natives.

“Don’t le t o n !”
P ow erfu lly  bu ilt, a veteran  ex

p lorer, K erry  understood  the Ind ian  
aborigines. P rec ise ly  fo r th a t reason

Far More Dangerous Wolf Lurked Closer!
65
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he had been chosen as guide. He 
leaned forw ard, spoke again to  the 
others, voice guarded.

“W e’re in R anigan te rr ito ry  now.”
T he g irl’s eyes flashed.
“T hen  we m ust be near h im l”
Lips parted  and s ligh tly  m oistened, 

she stood up, head tilted  as though 
she were harkening  to  a voice none of 
the o thers could hear. Clad in jod 
hpurs, open-collared linen sh irt and 
jacket, she appeared more allu ring , 
lovelier than  ever to  B ruce Jordan .

He sprang  to her side, ignoring  the 
skeptical glances of his th ree col
leagues. T h eir cold, factual eyes fo l
lowed him  as he pu t his hand on her 
shoulder.

“Jo an !” I t  was an adm onition. He 
d idn’t w ant to  heigh ten  the uneasiness 
of the natives. But the g irl w asn’t lis
tening.

“The natives m ust know we’re near 
him ,” she declared in a s trained  voice. 
She looked tow ard the huddled 
groups. “Bruce, ask them. I ’ve got 
to know !”

Jo rd an  hesitated. T hough he had 
organized the safr, he depended upon 
K erry  for advice. T he explorer shook 
his head cur.tly, gestu ring  for Bruce to 
get Joan  Chandler to  sit down again. 
Bruce nodded, urged her to the camp- 
chair, then  crouched at her side, ho ld
ing  her small hand reassuringly .

“L isten ,” w hispered Dave Kerry. 
“Those natives go prim itive at a m in
u te ’s notice. R igh t now th ey ’ve got 
th e ir  ears to the ground. Shirsi, our 
N um ber One boy, will te ll us why 
la ter.” H is tone grew  stern . “W h a t
ever we do we m ust go along m aking 
them  th in k  w e’re ju s t on a h u n tin g  ex
p ed itio n !”

“A ren’t we, though ,” laughed Carl 
L einsdorf, “a new kind of h u n t?” He 
sounded amused.

PR O F E S S O R  H E N R I P E N S O N  
frowned, h is chubby face w rea th 

ing. U sually  a talkative Frenchm an, 
ha now kept mum. H is books on an
th ropo logy  were required  reading at

leading universities. A short, pudgy 
man, the trek  th rough  the dense fo r
ests had taxed  him  more th an  it had 
the o thers. He had grow n less con
genial as tim e w ent on, especially  to 
w ard K erry, whose endurance and 
physical prow ess he envied and re 
sented.

He tu rned  to R alph M erely, e thno l
ogist, who spoke sharply  to L eins
dorf.

“T his i s  n o  laughing  m atter, 
C a rl!”

“N ot the way those blackguards are 
behaving,” m u tte red  K erry. “ I f  they  
so m uch as guessed w hat we really  are 
a fte r—” he jerked  his thum b m ean
ing ly—“th ey ’d scoot.”

P ro fesso r Penson  spoke scornfu lly .
“ I  zought M ’sieur K erry  could 

handle dose natives like z a t!” He 
snapped his fingers.

“Cut it ou t,” o rdered  Bruce Jo rdan  
suddenly. A p sy ch ia tris t w ith  a b ril
lian t fu ture , he could appreciate the 
tension g ird in g  his safr. “K erry  
knows w hat to do. I f  those pagans 
caught on to  our game th ey ’d panic 
—leave us flat.”

A grim  smile tugged  at K erry ’s lips. 
He glanced appreciatively  a t the tall, 
w ell-built Jo rdan .

“ I  had another reason for p laying 
it  ou t th is  way.”

“Ah-h, I begin to see,” exclaimed 
L einsdorf, one of the best known so
ciologists in  Am erica. “You’re w ait
ing for th e  natives to confirm Miss 
C handler’s — er — prem onition. You 
w ant them  to  w arn  us when we have 
reached the stam ping grounds of the 
alleged phantom  creatu re  who behaves 
like a w olf and is said to  resem ble a 
m an.”

H is blue eyes tw inkled in  am use
m ent. A realist, he had no tru ck  w ith  
any th ing  sm acking of the su p ersti
tious. He had jo ined the expedition 
prim arily  to disprove Joan  C handler’s 
claims. B ut his hum or had become 
irksome.

“A true  sc ien tis t has a to leran t 
m ind, n ’est-ce pas?" asked P rofessor
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Penson caustically  of nobody in par
ticular.

L einsdorf was ready w ith  a re to rt, 
but Jo rdan  rose. “W e seem on edge,” 
he said reproachfully . “So le t’s fo r
get personalities.”

K erry  glared at the professor.
“H e’s got the jitte rs . H e’s half- 

scared we’ll m eet up w ith  th is phan
tom  w olf and half-scared we w on’t.” 

“T h a t’s enough, K erry ,” Jo rdan  said 
sternly , a g lin t in his eye. N early as 
ta ll as K erry, he possessed trim m er 
lines. H is chin boasted a firmness tha t 
could be backed up by his a th letic  
fram e should an occasion w arrant. 

R alph M orely broke the tenseness. 
“A n ig h t’s rest is best fo r w hat ails 

us. L e t’s tu rn  in .”

U R IN G  the in terval, they  had ig 
nored Joan. Jo rdan  looked at 

her. She sat rig id ly , eyes unw inking, 
her delicate features set in a serene

mask. She appeared com pletely ob
livious of the ragging  about her. T he 
lu ll suddenly tu rned  all eyes to her.

“Jo an !” hoarsely from  Bruce J o r
dan.

She answ ered hollowly.
“He is  near. I fe lt i t ! ”
L einsdorf snorted.
.“ Come, come, Miss Chandler. T his 

w ill never d o !” H is unsw erving stand, 
re fusing  to  accept her reactions in a 
scientific ligh t, was based purely  on 
his sociological studies. “You m ust 
be fa ir .”

Jo rdan  whirled.
“Listen, Carl. Are you try in g  to re

fu te  all m edical and psychiatric 
science? Are you going to continue

to d isregard  the accepted fact tha t 
te lepa thy  does ex ist?” H is w ords 
stung. “You’re the one who is un 
fa ir.”

“I ’m no t re fu tin g  telepathy. I know 
it does exist. I ’ve had chances to study  
its  phenomena. M iss C handler’s case 
is d ifferen t.”

M orely spoke quietly.
“Science supports her, even to the 

psychic attractions. W e all adm itted  
th a t at the start, except you. No m at
te r how im plausible it sounds there 
are actual records w hich prove th a t 
two people, however d istan t from  one 
another, have had telepath ic  com m uni
cations.”

“Oui,” added P rofessor Penson. 
“Not only zat, Carl, it is an established 
fact zat such com m unications are 
m ore frequently  found between un i
dentical tw ins. Bruce, here, can quote 
you any num ber of ausoorities from 
F reud  down in support of h is zeory.”

L einsdorf scowled, stuck stubbornly 
to his point.

“I ’m not arguing  against F reud, 
A dler and Jung . I ’m tack ling  Miss 
C handler’s case from the negative 
side. She m ust prove herself or I 
w on’t take any stock in her s to ry !”

H is statem ent was abrup tly  p unctu 
ated by a p e trify in g  howl from the 
jungle blackness. Joan  jum ped to 
her feet a t once. T he men were rooted, 
m otionless. T he howl grew  more 
piercing, louder. Blood drained from 
L einsdorf’s chunky face.

The cry  was like the yap of a w olf 
—yet d ifferent!

I t was higher-pitched. More th rob
bing, articulate . B ut it was undeni
ably wolfish. I t  rose poignantly  to a 
crescendo, then  as though in anger, 
it  tra iled  off to a growl th a t le ft the 
jungle stillness ting ling .

“L o rd !” gasped M orely. “ I ’d swear 
it couldn’t be a w o lf!”

Dave K erry  rasped in a low voice.
“No w olf I ever heard howled tha t 

way.”
Carl L einsdorf stared in the direc

tion  of the cry. In  his analytical way,
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he spoke audibly, try in g  to fathom  
w hat he had heard.

“T he tem po, the  u n d erly in g  ca
dence, certa in ly  was anim alistic. Y et 
it had a hum an quality . W as it the  
howl of a frigh tened  beast, or was it 
u tte red  to in still fear in  u s?”

“Q u ie t!” ordered K erry, looking to 
w ard the natives. “T hey m ust have 
heard y o u !”

He wheeled, hu rried  to the natives, 
who groveled, heads touching  the 
damp soil. K erry  barged in to  th e ir  
m idst, shou ting  in H indu, bu t they  
continued  to  lam ent. T he explorer 
beckoned to  the N um ber One boy, 
Shirsi, took him  aside.

B ruce p u t an arm about Joan, 
w atch ing  K erry, the natives. She laid 
her head on his chest, quivering. He 
was aware suddenly  th a t he, too, had 
not w holly  believed her. A ll those 
m onths he had been hum oring her, 
finally decid ing  to investigate her 
s trange story . B u t it had been as a 
doctor of p sych iatry  tha t he had 
financed the expedition.

JOAN had come to him  for p ro fes
sional help, had to ld  of her am az

ing  background. She was one of tw ins 
born in  the teakw ood forests near the 
foo th ills  of the H im alayas, w here her 
fa th e r m anaged a mill. W hen  she and 
her b ro ther w ere tw o years old, her 
paren ts s ta rted  on a journey  to  Cal
cu tta. D uring  a v io len t storm, natives 
deserted  the  party . O nly the ayah, 
the H indu  governess, stayed.

“One n ig h t the camp was attacked  
by wolves. F a th er and m other w ere 
killed. M y ayah  fled for safety , and 
w hen she re tu rn ed  w ith  native Sentals 
at daybreak, she found me—my 
b ro ther was gone!”

“He m igh t have been overlooked,” 
Bruce had suggested.

Joan  denied it.
“The Sentals had been thorough  in  

th e ir search. In  C alcu tta  the ayah  
to ld  w hat had happened, and it 
b rough t to  m ind legends of ch ildren  
being raised by wolves. W hen  m y

grandparen ts  arrived  from  A m erica to 
get me, they  investigated  rum ors of a 
ghost-w olf scam pering  in the wake 
of a h u n g ry  pack. B ut they  never 
found it.”

B ruce had listened, h is in te re st 
fired. He knew  of one au th en tic  case 
h is to ry  in w hich two native Ind ian  
ch ildren  had lived w ith  wolves. These 
ch ild ren  had been discovered by a 
M indapore m issionary  who rescued 
them . T hen  there  was the o th er rum or 
of baboons suck ling  a child  in  South 
Am erica.

“ I ’ve come to you,” Joan  explained, 
“because I ’m  being plagued by n ig h t
m ares. I  seem back in Ind ia  w ith — 
w ith  my b ro th e r!” H er voice had fal
tered .

“You m ean as a tw o-year-o ld?”
“No! As I  am. And my b ro ther is 

leader of a pack o f ferocious w olves!” 
Sheer horro r held Joan  tau t. She w ent 
on, ashen but determ ined. “ I t  began 
six m onths ago, and has been recu r
rin g  m ore frequen tly .”

“I t  may be a flashback of your ear
lie r m em ories.”

She sm iled wanly.
“T h ere ’s m ore to  it, I ’m afraid . I ’ve 

checked w ith  sources in  Ind ia. N orth  
of the D em ondar R iver and in the 
R anigan coun try  th e re ’s a dense 
jungle. N atives keep away from  it. 
T hey  say th e  pagan god, Siva, the de
stroyer, has a son there , who is part 
man, p a r t w olf—a phantom  w o lf !” 

“Do you th in k —” B ruce Jo rdan  
stud ied  her critica lly .

“ I don’t tru ly  know  w hat I  think. 
B u t I  do know one th ing . M y paren ts 
w ere killed  in  th a t forest, and my gov
erness found me th e re !”

P rofessional cu rio sity  first com
pelled Jo rd an  to  delve in to  Jo an ’s 
story . Soon the  reason became per
sonal. She had begun to  m ean happ i
ness to him. B ut her ow n peace o f 
m ind was rooted beyond the veil of 
India. He made inqu iries at responsi
ble sources, gathered  data  u n til little  
by litt le  h is in fo rm ation  assum ed fac
tu a l p roportions.



DOOM STALKS T H E  JUNGLE 69

C H A P T E R  I I

H um an Fangs

B R U C E  enlisted 
the aid of H enri 
Penson whose an
thropological stud
ies w ould be help 
ful. M orely had 
been H enri P enson’s 
choice. T he F rench
man described him 
as level-headed, a 
balance for Bruce, 

who was em otionally involved, and a 
check to P enson’s im pulsiveness. 
T hen  it was decided to  get another 
m an who brooked no ideas such as 
Jo an ’s story  suggested. L einsdorf was 
tha t man.

“W e need a guide, a man who knows 
In d ia  and whom we can tru s t,” Bruce 
to ld  them. And L einsdorf m entioned 
Dave K erry, noted explorer.

“H e’s flat broke. H is exhibits died, 
or the jaded public was tired  of w hat 
he ‘brought-back-alive.’ H e’ll w ant 
good money, though.”

As soon as he learned the  details, 
K erry  was eager to join. He was ready 
to  take along a com plete movie outfit, 
but the o thers w ouldn’t  hear of it. He 
drew  a flat salary.

“T his is s tr ic tly  a scientific venture 
—w ith  a personal possib ility ,” Jo rdan  
to ld  him  b luntly . “No pub licity  at 
all. T h a t’s ethical. I f  we do locate 
th is  W olf-M an, we w ill trea t him  as a 
hum an phenomenom, and if he is  
M iss C handler’s tw in  brother, w e’ll do 
our best to fit him  in to  the social pic
tu re  w here he belongs.”

“T hen  you’d b e tte r let me handle 
th is,” said Kerry. “W e’ve got to  keep 
th is  W olf-M an business a secret. The 
H indus w on’t help otherw ise. For all 
in ten ts  and purposes w e’re ju st on an 
ordinary  sa /r  — big game hunters. 
R ig h t?”

The o thers agreed, and K erry  im 
m ediately  began to  supervise the ex
pedition. U ntil the unholy  howl, he 
had done rem arkably well. H is talk

w ith  Shirsi was brief. H e hustled  
back to Joan  and the others, spoke 
crisp ly  to the girl.

“Seems as if you’ve got som ething 
on your side.”

L einsdorf in te rru p ted  hotly.
“Speak up, m an!”
“W e’re in  W olf-M an te rrito ry . 

Those natives swear the howl came 
from  the W olf-M an him self. T hey  say 
he’s Siva’s son, th a t the person who 
looks upon him  dies a horrib le d e a th !” 

“B osh!” cried Leinsdorf. “A nd I ’m 
going to prove i t ! ”

He raced to  his ten t, picked up his 
autom atic, a pack of clips for the gun 
and his flashlight. B efore anyone real
ized w hat he had in  m ind L einsdorf 
was streak ing  in the d irection  of the 
howl. K erry  shouted to him.

“Hey, you! Don’t go in th e re !” 
L einsdorf d idn’t answer. He ran 

to  the brush, crashed through, his 
lig h t po in ting  the way. Bruce Jo rd an  
spun around to  face M orely and the 
explorer.

“A fte r him. H e’ll get lo st!”
K erry  cursed under his breath, piv

oted, going to  the supply pack. He 
seized a flood-lantern, tested  it. A tu r 
moil a t the native end of camp caused 
him  to halt, look there. He handed 
the lan tern  to M orely, yelled  to Shirsi. 
T he boy hu rried  over.

“T hey  go ’way, Sahib.”
“I ’ll take care of them ,” K erry  

barked. “You go w ith  Sw am i M orely. 
F ind  L einsdorf!” He ran tow ard the 
fleeing natives.

Shirsi and R alph M orely headed 
in to  the maze of bamboo, m ango and 
blackwood. Joan  started  to go a fte r 
them. Jo rd an  lunged, grasped her by 
the w rist, held her firmly.

A w ild gleam shone in  her eyes. S i
len tly , she struggled . Bruce Jo rd an  
realized he w asn’t fighting Joan. He 
was battling  an overw helm ing im pulse 
which had m astered the g irl—an im 
pulse u rg ing  her to find out the tru th  
for herself.

He succeeded in  g e ttin g  her to her 
cot. As he seated her there, s till hold
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ing her, the jung le tu rn ed  into a  pan
demonium.

E L E P H A N T S  roared, ripp ing  free 
of th e ir  stakes and thun d erin g  

off. A tiger grow led nearby. F r ig h t
ened sam burs and swamp deer dashed 
th rough  the forests. Jackals awoke, 
snarling  as they re trea ted  deeper into 
the darkness. Ju n g le  fowl, flushed 
from  th e ir roosts, flu ttered  a n d  
squealed in confusion.

Jo rd an  called to  P rofessor Penson, 
who had rem ained near the campfire. 
A t every noise and sound he tw isted  
his head nervously to look and listen. 
Owl-eyed, he came to Jo an ’s ten t, 
glanced at her.

“M on D ieu !” he said. “Ze is d is
tra u g h t!”

“Don’t let her out of here,” said J o r 
dan. “Tie her to the cot if  you have 
to !”

She was trem bling, having con
quered the w ild im pulse. She lay on 
the blankets, her slim  form  w racked 
by convulsive sobs. Jo rd an  was w or
ried about her, but was also concerned 
w ith  the native desertion and w hat 
it was likely  to mean.

He sped to  the edge of the camp 
clearing. K erry  was re tu rn ing , sweat 
g listen ing  on his face and brow. He 
spat an oath.

“Those black heathens ran  out on 
us, Jordan. A nd we’ve got L einsdorf 
to  thank  for it.”

Bruce Jo rd an  ignored the accusa
tion. H is main job was to get the 
ethnologist back to camp.

“M orely and Shirsi are liable to  
miss him ,” he said. “ I t ’s up to us, 
K e rry !”

“O k a y .  W e’d be tte r separate, 
then ,” advised the explorer. “ I f  e ither 
of us runs in to  him, fire two rounds. 
Shirsi w ill understand and bring  
M orely in w ith  him .”

He snatched up a flashlight, s tarted  
off, m u tte rin g  in rage. H is beam of 
ligh t raked the ground in fron t of 
him. Jo rdan  set off a t an angle. The 
m ushy ground squashed under h is

heavy boots. B ranches lashed a t his 
face, chest and legs. T w igs crackled 
like gun-shots as he broke them  off. 
A w ild pheasant zoomed up, flittered  
across his path like a banshee.

P lodd ing  along, he heard the o thers 
fain tly . Once his foot snagged on ex
posed roo ts of a g ian t rhododendron 
plant. He teetered for a fraction  of a 
second, regained his balance. A nause
ating  stench struck  his nostrils. He 
stopped, his lig h t beam fa lling  on 
brackish w ater in  a stagnan t pool. 
A voiding it, he kept on.

A grotesque shape reared up at him. 
He w hirled  by in stinc t. A claw  tagged 
his shoulder, sp inning  him  half- 
around. H is sh irt  was ripped. Sharp 
nails stroked his flesh, s ting ing  like 
liquid fire.

H is lig h t blinded the w ildcat. I t  
snarled, cow ered, grow led once, then  
slunk off into th e  brush. Jo rd an  fe lt 
blood trick lin g  down his arm, bu t paid 
no a tten tio n  to it. Head lowered, he 
ploughed forw ard. He glanced back 
tow ard th e  camp. Dense vegetation 
hid  it  from  him.

T hen  the unm istakable grow l of a 
w olf chilled  him. H is h eart thum ped 
against h is ribs, his b reath  came 
faster. H e scoured the space in fron t 
of him. Som ething was slipp ing  off 
in to  the darkness. H is m uscles h ard 
ened. W hatever it was it seemed to 
be craw ling on all fours like a hum an 
b e in g !

He bounded forward, hoping  to 
corner the th ing. B ut fast as he moved 
he was pathetica lly  slow  com pared to 
h is quarry. I t  vanished alm ost under 
the beam of his light. B ut the uncanny 
know ledge of having seen a hum an 
form  crouched anim al-fashion burned 
th rough  his mind.

He exam ined the ground w here the 
th in g  had been. T he soil was m arred 
as though  a body had slithered  along. 
Jo rd an  tra iled  it, scarcely daring  to 
think.

T he tra il  led him  to a swamp. 
H is boots sank in to  the mud as he 
stepped in to  it. A g rating , clacking
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noise froze him. He w hipped his flash
lig h t around. A long, narrow  snout, 
its  upper jaw  knobbled, oozed out 
from  the  slime and muck, clacking 
hungrily .

J O RD A N  recognized In d ia ’s man- 
eating crocodile, the gavial. I ts  

dull orbs were p artia lly  shut, reflect
ing the glare of ligh t. B ut it came for
ward, in ten t on him.

S pring ing  back, h is boots m aking 
a sucking noise, Jo rdan  crashed 
th rough  the tangled  web of low-hang
ing  branches. He hacked w ith  his 
arm, d riv ing  hard  w ith  h is legs. H is 
lungs fe lt afire as he lunged through  
to  a clearing.

T here a cool breeze soothed the 
pounding of h is blood at the temples. 
He fanned his flashlight in a circle. 
He was about to push tow ard the 
fringe of trees ahead when a te rr ify 
ing  shriek  congealed him.

T he cry  reached an agonizing pitch 
before dy ing  to  a choking, gasping 
gurgle. I t  stopped as abruptly  as it 
had begun.

Jo rd an  stood stock-still, jud g in g  
the d irection  of the cry. In  the two 
weeks of travel th rough  the jungle, he

had learned how trick y  sounds could 
be. T he breeze, the clearing in  which 
he found him self, could pick up a 
sound and am plify  it m any times.

N evertheless, he judged  the d irec
tion of the breeze, then  jogged 
through  the knee-high grass. H ard ly  
had he taken a dozen strides when an 
ungodly screech of vengeance rose 
sh rilly  from the same place the shriek 
had come from.

He halted, his bra in  reeling. W as 
it  his im agination, or had he actually  
detected  a hum an quality  in  th a t 
g loating  howl of glee?

I t  was repeated, m ore forcefu lly  
than  before. Jo rd an ’s m outh w ent 
dry. No doubt lingered  in  h is mind 
now. T he notes had been fully  a rtic 
ulated, had been made by hum an vo
cal chords!

B ut the shriek—w hat had it m eant? 
Jo rd an  propelled him self in to  the 
densely w ooded sector. As he neared 
it, he had the insidious sensation of 
being spied upon. He w hirled, heard 
the crash of the o thers heading for 
the same place.

B ounding forw ard, he saw the cone 
of light. I t  served as a beacon, guid
ing  him . H e approached w arily , every 
fibre taut. The how ling creature m ight 
be lu rk ing  behind the screen of fo li
age. T he cone of lig h t came from  a 
flashlight stuck  in a clum p of berry 
tw igs.

He sprang to  it, tense, ready to  m eet 
any challenge, be it from  m an or beast 
—or a com bination of b o th !

A fallen branch, evidently  yanked 
down during  the brief struggle, lay 
near the up tu rned  flashlight. Jo rdan  
glanced at it, stiffened.

The branch leaves p artia lly  covered 
a body. He directed  his own beam at 
the head and shoulders of the man. 
He recoiled, aghast.

I t  was Carl L einsdorf!
T he sociologist’s eyes bulged from 

th e ir sockets, as though the last th ing  
they  had seen had provoked aston ish
m ent. H is m outh was agape, lower 
jaw  tw isted  grotesquely.

Jo rdan  dropped to  his knees, revul
sion churn ing  his stomach. Blood 
poured from  a ho rrid  gash on the  dead 
m an’s throat. T he jugu lar vein was 
m ascerated, the flesh around it was 
gouged. T he w indpipe, too, had been 
severed. Now he knew why the shriek  
had ended in  a choking, gasping 
g u rg le !

He bent down closer, scru tin ized  
the wound. W h at he saw caused his
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pulse to  hammer. No w olf’s fangs 
were responsible for th a t outrage. 
T eeth  m arks were d istinc t, the con
tou r unm istakably hum an!

Jordan  drew  uprigh t, revolted by 
the gruesome thought. L einsdorf had 
been set upon by a hum an being gone 
cann iba lis tic !

He tu rned  as the o thers came nearer. 
He shouted to them. Dave K erry  broke 
through  first. From  another d irection  
M orely and the native boy arrived. 
The boy stayed back, frightened.

“ It 's  C a rl!” cried M orely, staring.
T he explorer sucked in a deep 

breath, w ent down to one knee. He 
examined the wound, got up a few 
seconds later, his face betray ing  the 
rush ing  though ts he dared not voice. 
He began to scour the soil, m outh 
compressed to a th in  line.

F inally , he stopped. He pointed his 
flashlight at a depression in the 
ground a short distance from L eins
d o rf’s body. K erry  barked curtly  for 
Shirsi. The native showed the w hites 
of his eyes as he obeyed K erry ’s com
mand.

T hey  gabbled in H indi for a mo
ment. The boy nodded vigorously 
afte r a prolonged study of the m ark 
in the soil.

“W hat is i t? ” dem anded Morely.
K erry  glanced at him, then  at Bruce 

Jordan. W hen the explorer spoke, 
h is voice was harsh.

“You m ight as w ell know it now,” 
he said. “T he wound is typ ical of 
those le ft by a wolf. B ut no w olf, 
as far as I know, ripped  L einsdorf’s 
th roat like that. And th is  p rin t Shirsi 
and I have exam ined is patterned  like 
tha t of a hum an fo o t!”

Jo rdan  had deliberately  waited fo r 
K erry to substan tiate  w hat he him 
self had thought. Now tha t it had 
been verified, he w ondered how he 
could te ll Joan Chandler tha t the 
M an-W olf was a k ille r!

K erry  w ent on speaking.
“W hatever it is, it showed p len ty  

of anim al cunning. Yeah, I know you 
w ant me to say i t ’s the M an-W olf.

W ell, I  won’t u n til I ’m sure. But I ’ll 
say this. T he reasoning power behind 
th is  trap  was alm ost hum an in  its  
cleverness.”

Jo rd an  frowned.
“ Cleverness—how ?”
“Look here.” K erry  jabbed his fore

finger at the fallen  branch. “T he—■ 
the th in g  baited L einsdorf as you and 
I  w ould bait a fish or set a trap. See, 
th is branch was yanked down to make 
a noise to  draw  atten tio n  here. L eins
dorf probably w ent to  see w hat it was 
all about. As soon as he got close 
enough, he was ripe for the attack. 
He d idn’t  have a chance to use his 
autom atic.”

The gun lay alm ost a t the tips of 
L einsdorf’s ou tstretched  fingers. J o r
dan got down on his haunches to study  
the p rin t a yard away from  the gun. 
To his critica l eye it appeared as 
though the creature who made the de
pression had overdeveloped bones in 
the toes and in itia l arch of the foot. 
The m etatarsal ridge and three rows 
of phalanges rem inded him  of a go
rilla.

R ising, he spoke m editatively.
“ I f  th a t creature has the ab ility  to 

reason, to plan—” He stopped short, 
shaken by his own thought. “L e t’s get 
back to camp.”

M orely stared  at him  in surprise.
“ Bruce, you don’t for a m inute 

th ink  he—w hatever it was—decoyed 
us from  the camp to get a t Jo an ?” H is 
voice was strained, cracking a t the 
finish.

K erry  cut in before Bruce Jo rdan  
could reply.

“One way to find out is to get back. 
W ait though—” He tu rn ed  to Shirsi. 
“You carry  Sw am i L e insdorf’s body.”

T hey turned, K erry  leading them  
tow ard the camp. Jo rd an  was at his 
heels. W ith  the natives gone, L eins
dorf dead, and m urder on the loose 
around them, any th ing  was likely  to  
happen. H ard ly  had the idea germ i
nated in  his m ind when an unearth ly  
series of how ls and cries filled the 
n igh t air.
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Jung le  Trap

T H E N  came t h e  
sporadic crack-crack 
of exploding bu l
lets. O nly the p ro 
fessor had a gun. 
T he w h i t e  m en 
halted. Above the 
hideous screeching 
was the yelp they  
had heard w h e n  
L e i n s d o r f  w a s  

struck . I t  cleaved the ominous howls, 
reached them  d istinc tly . T hey  stared  
a t one another, le ttin g  each know th a t 
they identified the horrib le whar-r-rr, 
w hurr  of the phantom  w olf!

Sweat oiled Jo rd a n ’s face, rolled 
down his neck. He urged K erry  along 
faster. M orely, behind them, stum 
bled, fell headlong. Jo rdan  tu rned  
but M orely jum ped up at once, said 
he was all rig h t, fo r them  to keep 
going.

An eon seemed to  pass. Jo rd an ’s 
legs felt tons heavier as he th ru s t 
them  forw ard. A prayer tu rn ed  his 
lips. He w anted to  reach camp be
fore it was too late.

I t was no more than  a few m inutes 
later, actually , when they  came in 
sigh t of the line of th ree ten ts, the 
pile of stores and the flickering fire. 
The scene was shot w ith  fleeting dark 
streaks. O m inously absent was the 
gunfire.

K erry  yelped suddenly.
“Look—they got at the s to res!”
T he foodstuffs were scattered  over 

the whole clearing. W olves were yap
ping at the preserved meats, nosying 
in to  boxes of dried  fish, crackers, m ar
malade, spreading them  helter-skelter.

Jo rdan  looked tow ard Jo an ’s tent, 
concerned only w ith  her safety. A t 
h is side, M orely b lurted , extended his 
arm  ju s t as Jo rdan  him self spied it.

“Good L o rd !” came hoarsely from 
M orely. “ I t ’s—it ’s th a t th in g !”

The skin at the back of Jo rd a n ’s 
scalp crawled. H is eyeballs th rea t

ened to  pop from  th e ir sockets. By 
the ligh t of the fire he made out the 
hum an form, crouched like any of the 
wolves. T he body was hairy  in  spots, 
blo tchy w here mud covered the tanned 
but undeniably once-white flesh.

“T h a t’s a m an!” croaked Kerry. “ I 
swear it is !”

“Jo a n !” burst from  Bruce Jordan, 
“H e’s at her te n t!”

He ran as he had never run  before. 
He yanked a t h is autom atic, th en  fired 
squarely into the m idst of the vora
cious pack. The M an-W olf spun, h a lf
sitting , tee th  unsheathed in a baffled 
snarl. L ig h t from  the campfire re
vealed e y e s  defy ing  description. 
B rig h t and piercing, like g lin tin g  
agates, they  were w idely spaced under 
a high, broad forehead.

A cu rt yap from  its  d rooling m outh 
spat a t the trio  of w hite men. The 
wolves tensed, as though  to a given 
signal. A nother sharp cry caused them  
to  herd  together into a pack. W edge- 
form ed they  sped tow ard the Man- 
W olf. Instan tly , the wolfish creature 
assum ed leadership!

T hey  vacated the camp in an amaz
ing  short tim e — scurry ing  into the 
blackness of the  jungle like so many 
spectres.

Jo rdan  blasted a volley at th e ir tails, 
bu t only the resounding  echo of the 
gunfire re tu rned  his fire. T hey  raced 
to  the cen ter tent. Jo rd an  th ru s t aside 
the flap, h is heart m issing a beat.

J OA N  lay on the cot, death ly  pale.
H is hand flew to her w rist, found 

the  pulse. T he rhy thm ic sp u rt of life 
reassured him. T he g irl s tirred , 
m oaned fitfully , then sat bolt uprigh t, 
a low cry  of te rro r bu rstin g  from  her 
lips.

Seeing Bruce Jordan , she threw  
h erself into his arms, trem bling. He 
spoke com fortingly.

“You’re all righ t, Joan .”
She sobbed brokenly.
“Bruce—B ruce! H e  was here. I  

had dozed off when shots awoke me.” 
A shudder raked her from  head to
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foot. “A nd I saw him —running  am ong 
a m illing  pack of wolves. I—m ust 
have fa in te d !”

“W e saw  him  too,” said Jo rdan . 
H is tee th  ground together. He was 
w ondering w here the  p rofessor could 
be.

From  the outside, K erry  rasped an 
oath. T hey  w ent ou t of the ten t. 
M orely jum ped tow ard them, blocking 
the way. H e jerked  his head for Joan  
to stay  back.

“ I t ’s H en ri,” he m anaged to te ll 
Jo rdan . "H orrib le!”

“Stay here, Joan ,” Jo rd an  snapped.
He released her, moved sw iftly  to 

w ard the rear of the next ten t, w here 
he had last seen the m annish creature. 
Dave K erry  was crouching a t the side 
of the spraw led body of P ro fesso r 
Penson. A ny personal differences he 
m ay have had w ith  the professor were 
gone.

“I f  I d id n ’t see th is  w ith  my own 
eyes,” he said to Jo rdan , “ I w ouldn’t 
believe i t ! ”

B r u c e  Jo rd an  steeled him self, 
looked down at the second victim . A 
more thorough  job had been done on 
the professor. Face, head and neck 
were m utilated . Blood d ripped  from  
raw  chunks of to rn  flesh. One eye was 
gouged out. Deep grooves in  the cheek 
below it h in ted  th a t the  wolfish th in g  
was equipped w ith  long nails w hich 
he used as talons.

“He m ust have been doing i t  about 
the tim e we spo tted  him ,” exclaim ed 
K erry. “ I f  I d idn’t know better, I ’d 
say the native superstition  about Siva 
seeking revenge is w orking out. F irs t 
L e insdorf saw the th ing , th en  the  p ro 
fessor.”

Jo rd a n ’s voice crackled.
“ B ut you do  know better. O th e r

wise w e’d all be m arked. W e saw the 
M an-W olf ourselves.”

K erry  shrugged , stood up.
“T h a t’s w hat I m ean.” He faced J o r 

dan squarely, asking. “ Do you sup 
pose any of your shots h it hom e?”

“No. N ot from  the way he scam
pered away. E asy  about th is  to  M iss

C handler,” he w arned. “She’s p len ty  
upset.”

K erry  swore softly .
“ I don’t like th is  business, Jordan . 

I f  th a t science talk  about te lepa thy  
and psychic phenom ena holds good, 
M iss C handler is like a m agnet. You 
saw how close th a t th in g  was to  her 
ten t. Maybe we ought to pu ll up 
stakes.”

H e was in te rru p ted  by Jo an  rush in g  
up, breathless. H er hand flew to her 
lips as a cry broke invo lun ta rily  from  
her. She had to  look away from  the 
p ro fesso r’s featues.

M orely came up behind her, sh ru g 
ging. H is efforts to save her the  hor
ro r of seeing w hat had happened had 
been unavailing. He spoke to the  two 
men.

“ I had to te ll her about L einsdorf, 
too. She had every r ig h t to know .”

Joan  spoke hastily .
“A nd I  heard  w hat K erry  w ants to 

do. I don’t in tend  to  leave. W e came 
for a specific purpose, and I ’ll stay 
u n til I get m y answ er one way or an
o th er.” She tilte d  her head deter
m inedly.

Bruce tried  to persuade her to 
change her m ind. B ut she shook her 
head in sisten tly  again, appealed to 
him.

“Don’t you see, Bruce, I cou ldn ’t go 
on liv ing w ith  th is  hang ing  over me. 
You m ust help me—you m u st!”

TH E  courage she displayed h eart
ened Jo rdan . H e took her hands, 

pressed them, nodding. H is only 
tho u g h t had been about her safe ty  and 
w elfare. He knew  how m uch the tru th  
m eant to  her.

“W e’ll s tay ,” he to ld  Dave Kerry. 
T he explorer shook his head.
“T hen  I ’m n o t tak in g  any more 

chances. I ’m going to  bu ild  a trap  
for M r. M an-W olf. W ith  S h irsi’s 
help, I ought to  have it ready  in short 
o rder.”

“A tra p ? ” Joan  appeared shocked, 
m ystified. “How—how—”

“Leave it to me,” sm iled K erry  con
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fidently. “M eanwhile, I  th ink  some
one should stand guard .”

“ I ’ll take care of th a t,” exclaim ed 
, Jordan .

“F ine! W e ’ll beat old m an Siva and 
his native bugaboo. A t the same tim e 
w e’ll bag us a M an-W olf de luxe.” H is 
eyes gdittered as he sw ung around, 
shouted to  Shirsi to get the machetes. 
“W e’ll s ta r t  chopping  some bamboo 
sta lk s.”

As he strode off Jo rd an  tu rn ed  to  
R alph M orely. T he ethno log ist was 
s tand ing  apart from  them , concen tra t
ing his a tten tio n  on the  p ro fessor’s 
body. T he peculiar expression on 
M orely’s face caused Jo rd a n ’s eyes to 
narrow .

“You m ust be dead tired , R alph,” he 
said. “B ette r get some sleep w hile 
you can.”

M orely half-heard  him. He had n ’t 
been listen ing . H e came to w ith  a 
s lig h t s tart.

“E h? Oh, all r ig h t.” He glanced 
hesita tin g ly  at Jo an  C handler, th en  he 
patted  her on the shoulder. “Good 
g ir l!” W ith  th a t he shuffled off to  his 
ten t, head lowered.

Joan  w hispered.
“ Did you see h is face?” She shiv

ered. “ I t  made my flesh crawl. B ruce, 
he’s got som ething on his m ind.”

“H e’s ju s t fagged o u t,” said Jo rd an  
to  allay  her fears. “P erhaps you ought 
to  get some shut-eye, too.” He es
corted  h er to her ten t, p u t his hand 
on her chin, lif ted  it, w inking  w ith  
approval. “Keep it up, Jo an .” T hen  
he urged  her inside and drew  the flap 
closed.

Jo rd an  frow ned as he wheeled, 
looked speculatively  a t M orely’s ten t. 
He could see the e th n o lo g is t’s shadow 
on the canvas. T he lamp inside was 
ex tingu ished  alm ost a t once.

R ousing  him self w ith  a shrug, J o r 
dan tried  to understand  the abrupt 
change in  M orely’s a ttitu d e . M orely 
had been the cool, level-headed man 
H enri P enson  had recom m ended u n til 
Jo an  had insisted  upon staying. W as 
M orely crack ing  under the s tra in?

T he jab  of prem onition dug deeper 
in to  Jo rd an ’s consciousness as he 
strode to the fire. H e stooped to pile 
more wood on it. A cy lindrical object 
caught h is eye. I t  gleam ed from the 
sm oldering ashes. Jo rd an  quickly  
plucked the object out, let i t  fall on 
the ground at his feet.

Sweat dam pened his brow, pebbled 
his upper lip. W hen  the m etal cooled, 
Jo rd an  inspected it. H is heart som
ersaulted. T he cy linder was an em pty 
cartridge shell. A fte r a quick look 
about him  Jo rd an  pocketed it.

He stra igh tened  up, his brain  gear
ing  to high. G oing to the p ro fessor’s 
body, he knelt over him. T hanks to 
his medical tra in ing , he was able to 
check his hunches. T hen he began a 
system atic search of the ground near 
the body.

H is toe snubbed som ething. He 
stooped, picked up a slab of preserved 
m eat. A sem i-circle at its  edge drew  
h is gaze, held it. W hat he was th in k 
ing appeared fan tastic , incredible!

He ran a shaky hand th rough  his 
m oist hair. I f  the line of h is reason
ing  were correct, i t  explained R alph  
M orely’s changed attitude . R epugnant 
as the tru th  appeared to be, Jo rd an  
was forced to  adm it the logic of it.

D ropping  the slab of meat, he p iv 
oted, going to M orely’s ten t. In s tin c 
tively , h is hand dropped to  the b u tt 
of h is autom atic. He called so ftly  to  
M orely, w aited , b u t received no an
swer.

Jo rd a n ’s scalp tigh tened . He then  
poin ted  his flashlight at the camp cot 
inside the ten t. I t  was vacant!

E n tering , he looked around. A t the  
head of the  cot on an overturned  box 
was a tin  dish filled w ith  a w hite 
liquid. Jo rd an  dabbed at it, d id n ’t 
have to be to ld  w hat it was.

TH E  p a tte rn  of events began to  un 
fold in  h is m ind. T he m ilk in  the 

dish defin itely  bolstered his theories. 
T ak ing  the dish ou t he dashed its  con
ten ts  into the  fire. T he sizzling seemed 
to  go rig h t th ro u g h  him, was a pre
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lude to the  anguished plea h u rtlin g  
from  the darkness.

“Jo rd an ! Jo rd an —h elp !”
I t  was Dave K erry. T he shouting  

stopped. Jo rd an  cast a harried  glance 
a t Jo an ’s tent. T he cry of help had 
no t awakened her. He darted  for the 
spot w here K erry  was erecting  the 
trap . Ju s t  then  the blood-curdling 
howl sh rilled  again eerily.

He plunged th rough  the brush, 
caugh t the unm istakable pan ting  and 
scuffling of a b itte r  strugg le. H is lig h t 
beam coned through  the darkness to 
w ard the  ravine. A t the bottom, near 
the p artia lly  bu ilt trap , he discerned 
tw o figures locked in savage embrace. 
Even as he w atched, they  fell to the 
ground, rolling, k icking, each try in g  
to get the upper hand.

Jo rd a n ’s ligh t d rilled  at R alph 
M orely’s back. K erry  was th ru s tin g  
him  off w ith  a boot p lan ted  aga inst 
the e thno log ist’s chest. A gun in the 
exp lo rer’s hand spouted an orange- 
red flame. M orely seemed to  hang 
suspended in air. T hen  he crum pled, 
body tw itch in g  as life  ebbed.

I t  happened so fast B ruce Jo rd an  
had had no chance to in terfe re . He 
slid  down into the gulley. K erry  
scram bled up, blood gushing from  a 
head w ound. H is voice was th ick  w ith  
em otion.

“He alm ost got m e!”
He yanked ou t a handkerchief, pu t 

i t  to h is wound, stem m ing the blood. 
H e glanced at Jordan , who was b link 
ing  down at the th ird  m an to  die th a t 
n igh t. K erry  s ta rted  to explain.

“ I  was w orking  on the trap  when 
suddenly  I fe lt somebody nearby. I 
saw M orely. He said he’d come to help 
me. B efore I could say any th ing  he 
slugged  me w ith  h is gun bu tt. I 
w ent down, yelling  for you. I t  was 
th en  th a t M orely howled like a w olf 
—came at me w ith  som ething in  h is 
hand .”

“W h ere’s S h irs i?” cut in  Jordan.
“O ut g e tting  some bamboo stalks. 

T he howl m ust’ve scared him off. 
M orely probably figured th a t ou t.”

“W hat did he come a t you w ith ?” 
Dave K erry  brushed the ground 

w ith  his boots. T hey  struck  an in s tru 
m ent no t un like a pair o f p liers.

The jaw s were serrated  w ith  teeth  
sim ilar in  contour to those found in 
the hum an m outh. Dried blood shone 
on the m etal.

“H oly H a rry !” cried the explorer. 
“D on’t you see it, Jo rd an ?  T h is  looks 
like a m an’s set of teeth . A nd th a t 
howl. M orely w anted it to  seem as 
though I  had been finished off by the 
M an-W olf, to o !”

Br u c e  J o r d a n  leveled his gun
steadily , shook his head.

“I t  won’t  w ork, K erry. I know  w hy 
M orely came here. He suspected you 
w ere behind L einsdorf’s and the pro
fessor’s deaths. T h at m ilk you p u t in 
his ten t to  lu re a cobra there  was the 
last clue he needed.”

Dave K e rry ’s lids drooped.
“You’re crazy, m an!”
“Don’t try  th a t,” re to rted  Jo rd an  

icily. “T h ings stand  up too paten tly . 
O nly you w ere capable of track ing  
down L einsdorf, k illing  him, h u stling  
back to camp and tossing  around  the 
m eats to  entice the wolves.

“You fixed the fire so th a t two 
shells w ould explode when the wood 
burned through. W hen I found the 
em pty shell in the  sm oldering ashes 
I  got the whole p icture . You m ur
dered the p rofessor as you planned to 
m urder every one of u s !”

Bruce Jo rd a n ’s finger tig h ten ed  on 
the trig g er as K erry  lurched. B ut it  
had been a trick . A padded step 
sounding behind Jo rd an  w arned him  
—too late.

T he back of h is head seemed to  
burst. A vicious clout to  the base of 
the brain toppled him. H e heard  
K erry ’s g loating  voice as he h it the 
ground.

“Nice work, S h irs i,” it  said. “Now 
get M em-sahib  Chandler. W e ’ve got 
to  w ork fast.”

T here  was a sib ilan t reply . T hen  
Jo rd an  lost consciousness.
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C H A P T E R  IV  

M a n -W o lf

H E  CAM E to w ith  
h is head feeling the 
size of a d iv ing bell. 
He groaned as shafts 
of pain drove agoniz
ingly  th rough  h i s  
skull. He tried  to 
budge, found him self 
unable to  do any
th ing. He pried  his 
l i d s  apart. T h e  

jung le  blackness was fading as dawn 
stroked  the eastern  horizon.

H is eyes riveted  on the trap  tw en ty  
yards from him. A lump clogged his 
th roat, and he tried  to speak. T he gag 
stuffed in his m outh alm ost suffocated 
him. He realized suddenly  th a t he 
was tied  to  a mango tree trunk , ju st 
as Joan  C handler was lashed to the 
bamboo poles inside the trap  K erry  
had b u i l t !

T he diabolical scheme was appar
ent. K erry  was try in g  to lure the 
M an-W olf to Joan. W hen the creature 
en tered  the ten t, the trap  w ould be 
s p ru n g !

Jo an ’s .blouse was torn, exposing 
her tanned shoulder. She had fought 
K erry, obviously. Mud streaked her 
jodhpurs, and her boots were caked 
w ith  slime. She faced a criss-crossed 
gate made of ra ttan  strips and re in 
forced w ith  bamboo. H er back was to  
B ruce Jordan .

He could see her, but she couldn’t 
see him !

Rage hardened the m uscles in  J o r 
dan’s body. K erry  had been p re tty  
clever. B ut he had not counted on 
M orely, then Jo rdan , d iscovering him 
to be the cu lp rit. T he tee th  m arks in 
the slab of preserved m eat had been 
enough to convince M orely and J o r 
dan th a t the  teeth  m arks on L einsdorf 
and the professor were d ifferent.

K erry ’s final act, though, was even 
more devilish. He w asn’t going to 
k ill Joan  and Jo rd an  him self. H e in
tended to have the pack of wolves do

that, once th e ir leader was cap tu red!
No w onder K erry  had im pressed 

them  w ith  the need for s tric t secrecy! 
I t  had been part of his game. T he 
w orld outside knew  the expedition  
had been on a hu n t for w ild animals. 
K erry  w ould explain th a t the  native 
desertion  had p u t them  at the m ercy 
of the jungle. The hun g ry  w olf pack 
had killed off the inexperienced 
am ong them, and only  K erry  him self, 
explorer th a t he was, had been able 
to come ou t alive—w ith  a p r iz e !

Jo rd an  had no doubt th a t every 
move in the plan had been w ell calcu
lated. In  order to  cap ture and bring  
back the M an-W olf to  Am erica as his 
own, K erry  had to  elim inate the o thers 
especially Joan. She, above all, m ight 
have claim  to the M an-W olf!

Bruce Jo rdan  tugged  on the raw ra t
tan holding him prisoner. He had to 
get free. He w ondered where K erry  
and his accom plice, Shirsi, were h id 
ing.

He followed a length  of ra ttan  w ith  
his eyes. I t  was connected to  the gate 
release five feet from  Joan. I t led 
th rough  the crotch  of a neighboring 
tree, back to a camouflaged clump of 
bushes. N ot u n til tha t moment was 
Jo rdan  aware he too had been camou
flaged in order not to frigh ten  off the 
M an-W olf.

“T he stage is set, Jo rd an ,” crowed 
K erry. “A ll actors are on the set ex
cept one. H e’ll be along shortly , I ’m 
b e ttin g .”

He was re ferring , of course, to the 
wolfish creature. H is previous experi
ence had tau g h t him  how to induce 
anim als to walk into a trap. Confi
dence flavored K erry ’s statem ent.

“You and your eth ics,” he snick
ered. “I ’ll get in terna tional pub licity  
from  the deaths of Leinsdorf, Penson, 
M orely and you. Jo an ’s value lies in 
the d irec tion  you can see now.”

H is voice was low, gloating. He 
w ent on boastingly.

“You fools w ere going to  make a 
laboratory specim en of the  M an-W olf, 
get all the credit. I ’d get a few  thou

T h e
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sand bucks .only for m y trouble. You 
d idn’t  th ink  I  was th a t stup id , I 
h o p e !”

B ruce Jo rd an  couldn’t  answer, 
tjhough he stra ined  to  shove the gag 
out of his m outh. K erry  kept talking, 
g e ttin g  a vicarious th r ill  out of the 
situation.

“No, s ire e ! I  had a few ideas of 
my own. T he M an-W olf w ill b ring  
me m illions. Can’t you see every man, 
woman and child  flocking to see th is 
unusual creature. M ovies w ill pay big 
for a chance to photograph him. Sci
en tists, if  they  w ant to study  him, 
w ill kick th rough  plenty. You and 
your n a rro w -m in d ed  eth ics,” he 
laughed, “w ould keep him  penned up 
in  a private cell for observation and 
study. I ’ll  give him  to the w orld at 
a p rice—and w hat a p rice !”

K erry  stopped talk ing. Jo rd an  also 
heard  the ru s tlin g  of foliage. He and 
K erry  were down-wind, the  creature 
m aking the noise couldn’t detect 
them . A heavy silence ensued.

T hen  came a grow ling sound, like 
the first time. Bruce Jo rdan  heard 
the M an-W olf howl. K erry ’s trap  was 
going to w ork!

T w isting  , his body, Bruce Jo rd an  
succeeded in g e ttin g  his fingers on 
the em pty cartridge shell. I ts  sharp 
rim  gave him  new hope. He contorted 
him self, began to  rub the sharp rim  
against one of the ra ttan  strands.

V E IN S  stood out on his forehead 
as he labored noiselessly. He 

knew  K erry  was too absorbed w atch
ing the trap  to pay any heed to him. 
S tealthy  sounds reached Jo rdan . The 
brush some fo rty  yards away parted. 
A hideous face leered out at Joan.

She stirred , w rith ing . T hen  she 
grew rig id , stared  at the creature as 
he craw led tow ard her on all fours. 
A grow l came from  the drooling 
m outh. W hen Joan  rem ained m otion
less the creature took courage, ad
vanced, sniffing suspiciously.

R eassured, it came to the brink  of 
the ravine, jum ped down to  the trap !

In  spite of the  peril to Joan, o f h is 
own predicam ent, B ruce Jo rd an  found 
him self s taring , fascinated  by the 
wolfish creature. I t  was hum an, all 
r ig h t!  T he h airy  portions of its  body 
gave it an apish appearance, but it 
d id  not stand erect.

I t  snarled, one hand claw ing the 
earth . I t  seemed tim id, undecided, its 
behavior typ ically  lupine. C ertain  it 
had n o th in g  to  fear, it  launched itse lf 
inside the trap , a yard  from  Joan!

T here was a tw ang ing  sound, a 
snap. T he ra ttan  release functioned 
perfectly . T he gate w inged shut. In 
stan tly  K erry  and the  native Shirsi 
sprang  from  cover. Shirsi w hirled  
around the trap  from  the em bankm ent 
above, fasten ing  the gate.

T he caged creature howled in  d is
may, pinw heeled grotesquely. I t  u t
tered  a draw n-out howl, bucked at the 
gate w ith  its  slop ing  shoulders, its  
head.

Bruce Jo rd an  w orked feverish ly  on 
the ra ttan  strand , tak ing  his eyes off 
the yow ling creatu re  for a few  sec
onds. T he ra ttan  fibers sp lit suddenly. 
Jo rd an  flung the strand  aside, h u r
ried ly  began to ex tricate  him self. He 
was positive K erry  was too absorbed 
w ith  his captive to heed an y th in g  he 
was doing.

In  less than  a m inute Jo rd an  was 
free. He looked a t the trap. The 
M an-W olf was crouching as though 
to lunge a t Joan. W ith  a m ighty  
sp ring  Bruce Jo rd an  catapulted  him 
self a t the trap . Bamboo supports 
crashed as he h it  them.

A blasphem ous oath spat from  the 
explorer. “Don’t  touch him  or I ’ll 
sh o o t!”

T he frigh tened  creatu re  m istook 
Jo rd an ’s appearance as a danger to  i t 
self. R oaring w ra th fu lly , it hu rtled  
itse lf  a t Jo rdan . K erry  fired at the 
same time.

Jo rd an  heard  the report as he 
jum ped aside to  avoid the M an-W olf’s 
clutches. In  doing th a t the bullet 
labeled for Jo rd an  struck  the lunging 
creature in the chest. I t  shrieked.
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Clawing at its  chest it  tried  to  tear 
out the bu rn ing  slug. T hen  it  slum ped 
to the ground, its  p ierc ing  eyes tu rn 
ing glassy in  death.

Jo rd an  looked up at K erry. The 
explorer stood there, dazed, smoke 
cu rling  from  the gun snout. He lifted  
it slowly, tra in in g  it  on Jordan . A 
m aniacal gleam  shone in K erry ’s eyes. 
B ut he never got the chance to  yank 
the trigger.

Snarls and howls hem m ed in Kerry. 
Shirsi screamed. I t  took Bruce J o r 
dan a half-second to  understand  w hat 
was happening.

T he trap  was a boom erang for 
K erry. The expression on his fear- 
lined face showed it.

From  all sides came the pack of

I t  was then  th a t Jo rd an  w ent in to  
action. On im pulse, he dragged the 
M an-W olf out of the trap , laid it 
some yards away. Q uickly  stepp ing  
back to th e  trap, Jo rd an  rig h ted  the 
bamboo poles. They w ould be a bar
rie r against any attack  from  the 
wolves.

T h a t done, he w heeled to Joan. She 
had fain ted , and he thanked  God she 
had been spared the s igh t of the te r 
rible onslaught. H e removed the  gag, 
freed her, and began to  revive her. 
She came to, stared  around her, slow
ly understand ing  w hat had happened.

A t th a t m om ent the pack cascaded 
into the ravine. T hey  prow led around 
the trap , yapping and snarling, th en  
huddled around th e ir dead leader.
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wolves the m annish creature had led. 
I ts  cries had been a summons for them  
to  rally  ’round to the rescue.

W hirling , K erry  fired at them  as 
rap id ly  as he could. B u t the beasts 
gave no quarter. K erry  re treated . 
Shirsi raced from  the spot. B ut he 
d id n ’t  get far before his scream  h er
alded the  end.

A LO N E , now, K erry  backed to a 
tree, tr ied  to climb it. H is gun 

clicked on an em pty cylinder. A 
brown shape sprang  viciously a t him. 
He flung his autom atic. Fangs to re 
into K erry ’s arm. From  another side, 
a second w olf leaped at him, bore him  
to  the ground.

Jo rd an  had to  look away. A te r r i
fy ing  screech from-Dave K erry  faded 
in to  silence as the  wolves p iled  on 
him.

Jo rdan  had about given up hope of 
g e tting  out alive when a volley of 
gunfire thundered  through  the forest. 
Jo rd an  rose, shouted as loud as he 
could. T he wolves slunk off imme
diately. From  a d istance came an an
swer in O xonian accents.

“W here are you, m an?”
A short time afterw ards a w hite 

m an in a p ith  helm et came up w ith  a 
squad of native troops. Jo rd an  helped 
Joan  out of the ravine. The man in 
troduced him self as the Com missioner 
of the d istric t.

“W h a t’s been going on?” he de
m anded brusquely. “T he natives sent 
w ord you were being attacked  by the 
so-called phantom  w olf. T hey said 
Sahib  K erry  w anted help .”

“ So th a t’s how th e  natives de
serted ,” m urm ured Jo rdan . “K erry  
d id n ’t overlook any th in g  except how
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the wolves w ould take to his trap .” 
Sw iftly , Bruce re la ted  w hat had 

been going on. T he E nglishm an’s eyes 
w idened w ith  incredu lity . He turned , 
w ent down into the ravine to  inspect 
the body of the M an-W olf.

Jo rd an  led the g irl back to camp. 
N either cared to  talk. T hey  w aited 
for the com m issioner to  re tu rn . He 
was ten  m inutes in coming. He looked 
at Joan, cleared his th roat, frowning.

“Your Mr. K erry  certain ly  w ould 
have had a fine prize,” he adm itted. 
“T h at creature is human, no question. 
K erry  gam bled for h igh  stakes — a 
w orld repu ta tion  th a t w ould last as 
long as civilization does and a hand
some fortune. B ut he lost.”

T he com m issioner couldn’t repress 
a shudder as he rem em bered the havoc 
done by the  wolves. B ruce Jo rdan  
nodded.

“T he native scouts m ust have re 
ported  seeing signs of the M an-W olf, 
and K erry  scared them  w ith  the super
s titio n  about Siva, the destroyer. He 
urged them  to get help from  you as a 
verification th a t we were being a t
tacked by the wolves. T he pair of

p liers w ith  the teeth  was a device to 
throw  us into a panic—and he suc
ceeded for a tim e.”

T he com m issioner nodded gravely. 
He hesitated  for a moment, then 
spoke to Joan.

“M iss C handler—er suppose that 
creature was your brother. I t ’s been 
so long since he was lost, and you 
were far too young to  remember w hat 
he looked like.” H e stopped, then  
came to the po in t b lun tly . “W hat I 
w ant to know is th is—had you any 
positive m eans of identification?” 

“Yes,” Joan asserted. “T here was 
a scar le ft by a snake bite on his rig h t 
foot above the ankle. My F ath er had 
cut the wound and sucked out the 
venom.”

“W ell,” the E nglishm an answ ered 
quietly , “there is a scar on the rig h t 
foot above th e  ankle, M iss C hand ler!” 

Joan  quivered. Bruce Jo rd an  circled 
her w ith  h is arm. I t  was all over 
now. He was tak ing  her home. N ever 
again w ould she be haunted by the 
doubt concerning her brother. Jo rdan  
vowed th a t silen tly  as he pressed her 
closer, pro tecting ly .
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Blood Was on the Sun and Death in the Wind When the Giant Smith 
MacThane Rode the Desert Trails to Avenge the Murder of Silver Jack !

SIL V E R  JA C K  B IN E Y  was 
p re tty  sm art, even if he was 
our sheriff and died before his 

tim e. He said, am ong the hundred 
o ther th in g s th a t folks still jaw  
around, th a t the most peculiar th ing  
about a man is w hat he is. S ilver Jack
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said tha t the funniest th in g  about a 
m erchant is th a t he likes to trade, a 
gam bler likes to gamble and a k iller 
likes to kill. He said, too, tha t if a 
man is good at his calling, he is a good 
man.

Silver Jack  was righ t, sure as shoot-
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ing, sure as death. T he M acThane 
was a sm ithy because he liked to 
sm ith. He was a ra ttlin g  good sm ith, 
too. T h at was reason enough for folks 
to call him  “T h e” M acThane. B ut 
there w ere other, b igger reasons. O ut 
of the fierce loyalty  of his Scot nature 
there  grew  a legend w hich the m en of 
our town still te ll th e ir kids. You can 
believe it or not, as you w ish, but some 
folks claim  th a t you can s till hear the 
M acT hane’s anvil rin g in g  th rough  the 
dark  of a n igh t w henever m en like 
Yavapai Ben and his devilish consorts 
come to  town.

T h is m igh t be a story  about Silver 
Jack  alone or the M acThane alone, 
bu t it isn ’t. I t  is a sto ry  about the two 
together, because they  couldn’t be 
parted  w hile they  lived, and they can’t  
be parted  in death. T hey  came W est 
to g e th er on the same bucking seat of 
the  same high-sided Conestoga. T hey  
lived the best p a rt of th e ir lives to 
gether, bound w ith  an unbreakable 
bond of m utual respect and u nder
s tand ing  between them. B ut they  
d id n ’t die together, and th a t is w hy 
there  is a sto ry  to  tell.

S ilver Jack  was sm art, but there 
were m en he m et w hile he lived who 
were sm arter. T hey  w ere sm arter in  
the way th a t a trapped  fox or a badger 
in a barrel is sm arter than  his scot- 
free brothers. T hey  w ere deadly- 
sm art. S ilver Jack  was too m uch of 
a to le ran t man to  cope w ith  th e ir 
weasel cunning.

W hen  Yavapai Ben and his pack of 
m urder-m ean hellions rode in on the 
lash ing  ta il of a dust blow that had 
been claw ing the A rroyo for th ree un 
holy days, they  came like the H orse
m en of the Apocalypse, rid in g  ou t of 
the gloom of hell. T hey  were four 
evil men on four bleeding, brush- 
scarred  horses, rid in g  th rough  the 
sw irling  yellow  fog of dust.

S ilver Jack  saw them  as they  passed 
the  C ounty Sheriff’s Office and knew 
them  in stan tly  for w hat they  were. 
He noted the set of th e ir guns, the 
w ay each man tu rn ed  his head fu r

tively  as though  expecting  to be shot 
at. T he silver-haired , silver-m us- 
tached sheriff saw them  as four bad 
m en who w ould some day grace a gal
lows if fate let them  live so long.

T he M acThane saw them  when they  
passed the door of his sm ithy. He 
paused in his w ork long enough to 
notice th a t th e ir  horses w ere badly in 
need of shoes, th a t one had a broken 
cinch rin g  and ano ther a bent b it 
shank.

IT  W A S typ ica l of Yavapai Ben and 
his crew  th a t they  le ft th e ir d roop

ing, th irs ty  horses to huddle ta ils  to 
the  w ind w hile they  washed the dust 
from  th e ir own th roats  at Donovan’s 
saloon. W h a t the  M acThane did was 
ju s t as typ ical. He laid  down his 
sledge and le t h is iron  grow cold while 
he w ent ou t in to  the in ferno  of dust 
and w atered the  horses, one by one, at 
the livery  stable trough.

S ilver Jack  paused on his way into 
the  saloon.

“You’ve done a kindness, D ouglas,” 
he shouted above the how ling wind.

T h e  M acThane crashed h is huge 
r ig h t fist in to  h is palm  and roared.

“T h ey ’re u n fee lin ’ brutes, leavin’ 
the  beasties suffer w hile they  carouse. 
You’d b e tte r beware o’ such men, 
Jo ck .”

“Stick to your forge an’ leave sher- 
ifin’ to m e!” S ilver Jack  said w ith  a 
chuckle.

T he M acThane w ent back to  his 
w ork, but h is m ind was uneasy. As 
the m ight of his arm s forged glow ing 
m etal in to  usefu l shapes, he couldn’t 
help  but th in k  how desolate life  
w ould be w ith o u t Silver Jack. He 
tho u g h t of th e ir years together, of the 
hardsh ips they  had faced, of how S il
ver Jack  had taken  to enforcing  the 
law  not because he liked the work, 
bu t because, in th a t w ild tim e, no 
other man was w illing.

He thought, too, of Yavapai Ben and 
his ilk—the hum an drones whose id le
ness led them  in to  deviltry . T he M ac
T hane believed th a t a m an’s m ission
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on earth  was useful work, that there 
w ould be tim e enough in e te rn ity  for 
resting. L ike the strong  men of all 
eras, his philosophy was sim ple be
cause he had no fears. He was a sm ith, 
th rough  and th rough, even to  his hair 
w hich was the color of golden-hot 
metal, and the hue of h is eyes was the 
blue of well-tem pered gun steel. Yet 
he was no autom aton, the M acThane. 
T he w arm th of his heart and his dry 
Scottish  hum or made him  the best 
loved man in our town.

T h at evening, when Silver Jack  
came to the M acThane’s house for 
th e ir n ig h tly  game of checkers, he did 
not lay his guns aside as usual. In  
answ er to the question in the Scot’s 
blue eyes, he spoke softly .

“Stacey ju s t rode in from down 
Arroyo. Says he found P lacer Sam 
W illoughby m urdered in his cabin. 
T he k ille rs took every ounce of dust 
the old man had, then  s lit his th ro a t 
w ith  a sk inning  knife .”

M acThane’s rugged face tu rned  
stern  as judgem ent in  the pooling 
yellow  lam plight. He let h is hand 
fall on the checker board, sca tte ring  
the pieces.

“T he m u rd erers!” he m uttered. 
“T he storm  has covered the k ille rs’ 

sign .” S ilver Jack  w ent on as he re
arranged the board. “T here’s no proof, 
and they  know it.”

“P ro o f!” M acThane snorted. “W hat 
more d ’ye need, m on? No one of us 
w ould do such a bloody th in g .”

“I ’m  a sheriff, and I need proof. 
I ’ll get it, too .”

“How, Jo ck ?”

SIL V E R  JA C K  sighed though t
fu lly  and crowned a black king. 

“ I f  I know th e ir kind, and I do, they  
w on’t be happy unless th ey ’re gam
bling. I f  I know Donovan’s games, 
w hich I do, th ey ’ll lose. Now if  they 
pay off in dust, I ’ll have my proof, 
because Sam’s d iggings are the only 
place in a hundred  m iles where a man 
could get placer gold and p len ty  of 
it.”

“ B ut th ey ’re four, an’ you’re one, 
Jock. Ye’ll be needin’ help .”

“P lay  and keep shut, you muscle- 
bound Scot.” Silver Jack  said w ith  a 
grin . “W h at I  need m ost is your help 
in k illing  time. T h ey ’ll be well- 
liquored in  another hour, and unless 
I ’m w rong th ey ’ll be gam bling their 
filthy sh irts  away. P lay, D ouglas!” 

“T hey’ll no escape, Jo ck ?” Mac
T hane asked anxiously.

“Not while the dust keeps blowing. 
T hey  w ouldn’t  get tw enty  m iles.” 

“T hen I ’ll play, an’ no doubt I ’ll 
beat you as usual.”

T hey played for an hour to a six- 
game draw, and though they  usually 
played ten rounds, S ilver Jack  pushed 
away from  the table. He looked at his 
watch.

“ I t ’s tim e I was going. T hey’ll be 
liquored up by now.”

M acThane stood h u rried ly  and 
reached fo r his cap.

“I could do w i’ a wee drap, m ysel’,” 
he said.

“No, Douglas. T h is  is my job ju st 
as yours is sm ith ing .”

T he Scot snorted noisily.
“W hoosh, now !” he said, “I f  you 

were as good a mon at your job as I a t 
m ine, I w ouldn’t worry. L et’s go.” 

Yavapai Ben and his dark-skinned 
breed consorts were liquor-ugly and 
inflamed w ith  the bad fortune they 
were having at cards when the M ac
T hane and Silver Jack  came in. The 
saloon was crowded w ith men w aiting 
out the storm . T he floor was thick 
w ith  powdery dust so th a t when a man 
walked he was enveloped knee-high in 
a cloud of it. T here was w hite dust 
on the bartop, and on the brass lan
terns tha t swung from  the ceiling 
beams.

D ust trick led  in to  every fold of 
clo thing and clung to sw eaty skin like 
a plague of the itch. Tem pers were 
sho rt because of it, and men drank 
incessantly  to wash their raw  throats 
clean. To top all was the stench of 
the place, for the windows were shut 
tig h t against the storm. I t  smelled, as
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the M acThane rem arked to  S ilver 
Jack  when the two bellied up to  the 
bar, like a w hiskey barrel fu ll of un
washed sox.

S ilver Jack  nursed his d rink  and 
w atched the pile of chips in fron t of 
Yavapai Ben shrink , w atched the 
house dea ler’s fingers trem ble a little  
each tim e he spun the cards across the 
table. Yavapai Ben was chunky as a 
fa ttened  beef. T he flush of In d ian  red 
on his featu res had deepened to a 
livid, sw eaty hue. H is m ashed nose 
and crow-black hair w hich dropped 
in  long, s tra ig h t braids from  behind 
each ear, gave him  the appearance of 
a fat, p redato ry  vu ltu re.

T he beady Apache eyes of his men 
follow ed his every move as hawk 
nestlings w atch th e ir m other, w aiting  
for a carrion  m orsel to  be crammed 
down th e ir maws. T hey  were not 
handsom e, as breeds often  are, but only 
evil. The dark  and the lig h t blood th a t 
m ingled in th e ir  veins was the m urk i
est d regs of two g reat racial pools. 
T hey  were bad, not because of the 
color of th e ir skins, bu t because they  
lacked souls.

“I dunna like the look of them .” 
M acThane w hispered. “A nd they  care 
no t a hoot w hether you’re here or 
gone.”

“T hey  know the storm  has covered 
th e ir sign ,” S ilver Jack  explained. 
"T h ey ’re nervy scoundrels, and the 
sooner th ey ’re jugged  the b e tte r—if 
th ey ’re the ones.”

“ Can ye, doubt it, m on?”
S ilver Jack  shook his head. I t  was 

easy to  im agine blood on th e ir  sw arthy 
hands.

A  F E W  m inutes la ter an oath 
cracked from  Yavapai B en’s lips. 

T he saloon grew  still, and you could 
hear the howl of the w ind and the 
sw ish of sand in  the eaves outside. 
Yavapai Ben came to his feet and 
giow ered down at Donovan’s w h ite 
faced dealer. H is th ree o u triders sat 
tense, thum bs hooked in th e ir beaded 
ca rtrid g e  belts. Yavapai B en’s voice

had in it  the sp ine-ting ling  yelp of the 
Apache w ar cry.

“O ur dust, all of it, aga inst your 
whole s tin k in ’ b a n k !” he yelled. “W e 
cu t once w ith  a new deck. H igh  card 
takes a ll.”

T he dea ler’s face was ghastly  in the 
green glow  of h is eye shade. H is 
glance flickered to  w here old man 
Donovan stood. Donovan, who owned 
the  saloon, raised a finger in assent. 
Yavapai Ben dug a raw hide poke from  
inside his sh irt  and p lunked  it down.

“T his is i t ! ” S ilver Jack  w hispered 
to the Scot. “T h ey ’re gam bling w ith  
a dead m an’s d u s t !”

T he dealer broke the seal on a fresh  
deck. Yavapai Ben snatched it  from  
his hands, riffled the cards a few times, 
th en  slammed the deck down.

“ C u t!” he snarled.
T he dea ler’s supple w hite  fingers 

reached ou t and hesita ted  over the 
pack. T ension  became a tangible, elec
tr ify in g  th ing  in the crowded saloon. 
M en shrank  away from  the table or 
hunched deep in  th e ir chairs. Some of 
them  h u rried  out the door, p re fe rrin g  
the lash of gale-driven dust to  the 
em inent risk  of lead.

S ilver Jack  moved in  easily  w ith  the 
M acThane not far behind. W ith  a 
jerky , nervous gesture, the dealer cut. 
Yavapai B en’s breath  h issed in his 
tee th  -when he saw the card. No one 
doubted, from  the cu rd lin g  rage th a t 
con to rted  his face, th a t Donovan’s 
dealer had draw n an ace.

Yavapai B en’s chunky  paws dropped 
tow ard his guns, th en  hesitated . He 
seemed for the first tim e to  become 
aw are of the sheriff’s presence. S il
ver Jack  chose th a t m om ent to  speak.

“Keep ’em high, Ben. You’re under 
a r r e s t !”

Ben w hirled , h is red-shot eyes nar
row. He held h is hands stiffly away 
from  his sides.

“W h a t fo r?” he growled.
“M urder.” S ilver Jack  to ld  him  as 

he drew  a gun, “You slit P lacer Sam’s 
th ro a t and stole h is d u st.”

“T h a t’s a l ie !” Yavapai Ben snarled.
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“You’re in  on th is  crooked game, you 
tw o-bit law m an!”

Silver Jack  sm iled th in ly .
“I ’ll ta lk  to Donovan about his 

games later. R igh t now th ere ’s m ur
der on my mind. A re you coming 
peacefu l?”

Yavapai Ben hesitated , his eyes 
sw eeping the room. H is th ree long- 
riders sat rig id  in th e ir  seats. T hen 
Ben seemed to make up his m ind. He 
raised his hands high but close to his 
ears.

“I t ’s a d irty  frame, bu t I ’ll come,” he 
snarled.

“Drop your guns and kick ’em over 
here ,” S ilver Jack  ordered.

Ben obeyed, keeping his m ovem ents 
slow and cautious. F irs t one gun, then  
the o ther h it the sawdust. He toed 
them  over to  Silver Jack.

“T he rest of you do the sam e,” Jack 
said.

For one tiny  in stan t h is glance 
strayed  from the big b reed’s face. B ut 
th a t was time enough. B en’s hand 
darted  to the back of his neck, then 
flipped tow ard the sheriff. The swish 
o f the flying knife was a fa in t echo of 
the how ling w ind outside. The blade 
took Silver Jack  in the base of his 
chest.

He knelt in the dust, re tched, then 
pitched forw ard on his face.

A  S IG H  w ent th rough  the room.
No one moved except the breeds, 

who leaped to th e ir leader’s side w ith  
guns drawn. M acThane stood rig id , 
h is unbelieving eyes on Silver Jac k ’s 
body. A mom ent ago the man had 
breathed, had moved and talked. Now 
he lay in pooling blood—not a man 
any more, but a charnel thing, fit only 
for the grave.

The Scot dropped to his knees by 
the dead m an’s side. He opened his 
m outh and tilted  back his head. T he 
sound that poured from  his th roa t was 
never heard in Donovan’s saloon be
fore or since. I t  swelled fo rth  in a 
ris ing  wail and had in it the how ling 
loneliness of the coyote, the trum pet

ing anguish of a wounded moose and 
the death cry of a w olf-slashed an
telope. I t  struck  the chill of the tomb 
into the very souls of those who heard 
it, and they  shuddered, try in g  to im 
agine w hat horrib le vengeance could 
ever s till a g rie f so big, so elem ental.

Yavapai Ben snatched up his guns 
and cowered back. O ut of the very 
w ildness of his own savage nature, 
he understood the m eaning of that 
cry. He knew th a t there was no longer 
room enough under the same sun for 
him self and the terrib le  Scot. Yet, 
know ing this, he dared not k ill the 
M acThane. He sensed th a t no grave 
was deep enough to bury th is  m an’s 
grief. I t  w ould reach out from  be
yond death and drive him mad in the 
lonely hours on the trail. So Yavapai 
Ben bolted like a bushed deer, his 
th ree dark imps of H ades crowding 
his heels.

T here  was not a man in  the saloon 
who dared follow, for some say tha t 
Satan him self took a hand in th ings 
then. You can believe it or not, as you 
wish, bu t the in stan t Yavapai Ben 
stepped out in to  the n ight, the gale 
wind dw indled to a sullen w hisper.

W hen the sound of their galloping 
horses had died away, a few of the 
more daring ranchers tried  to follow, 
but the storm  lashed up in th e ir faces 
and drove them  back again. The devil 
was rid ing  the wind tha t night.

Yavapai Ben and his m urderous 
crew were long gone when the Mac
Thane rose to his feet, and w ith  his 
eyes s till on Silver Jack ’s body, swore 
in a terrib le , choked voice.

“T hey’ll no live ta  ken an ither sun
set, Jock! I vow i t ! ”

Yet th rough all the dark n igh t 
hours, the M cThane could do noth ing  
but s it in his sm ithy and beat his huge 
fists on the unfeeling  iron of his anvil. 
T here was m ockery in the sand that 
hissed th rough  the open door and set
tled like snow on his head and shoul
ders. Each passing m inute saw Ben 
and his bunch g e ttin g  fu rth e r away, 
w hile M acThane did nothing to stop
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them . H is vow seemed only an em pty 
boast.

As the sand storm  dw indled tow ard 
dawn, the storm  in M acT hane’s breast 
w axed till he was h a lf m ad w ith  the 
pain  of it. T he best years of his best 
fr ie n d ’s life had been stolen from  him, 
and a m an’s years w ere h is m ost 
precious possessions. H ow  could the 
M acThane avenge such a terrib le  
crim e? S ilver Jack  him self had said 
th a t a m an is w hat he is. T he Mac- 
T hane was only a sm ithy  w hile Ben 
and his bunch were professional k ill
ers. T hey  were as expert in  th e ir in
fam ous calling  as M acThane was in 
h is peaceful one. Yavapai Ben, no 
doubt, could never have sm ithed a 
stroke if h is w orth less life  depended 
upon it. B y the same token, M ac
T hane couldn’t w ield firearms.

H e looked down at h is huge hands 
w ith  loathing. T hey  w ere capable 
hands for honest w ork—m uscular, 
broad and th ick  in  the fingers.

“ B ut w hat good are ye now, when I 
need ye m ost?” he choked. “Ye’d 
break a gun to bits. Ye’d tear a t r ig 
ger off its  pivot. Ye canna avenge the 
dea th  of a friend, ye useless, beasty 
th in g s !”

TH E  pisto l was not fo r the m igh ty  
hands of the M acThane, nor was 

th e  m ore delicate a rt of the  knife. 
Y et, w ith  the com ing of dawn, one 
th in g  was clear to the g rief-stricken  
Scot—he could never sm ith  another 
stroke u n til Silver Jack  was avenged. 
A nd sm ith ing  was the M acT hane’s 
w hole life. W ith o u t it, he was no 
good on earth .

“ I ’m a sim ple sm ith  ju s t as Davy of 
the  Good Book was a sim ple shep
herd ,” the M acThane to ld  h im self 
b itte rly . “P uny  little  Davy th a t 
keeled G oliath w i’ a rock no bigger 
th an  his fist. H e was a good mon, 
th a t Davy. I f  only I was as good a 
sm ith  as Davy was a shepherd—”

As M acThane m utte red  the words, 
a blood-red shaft of dawn sun ligh t 
th ru s t  th rough  the m urk  of c irc ling

dust in the sm ithy. I t  s tru ck  th rough  
the  dust, shattered  on the far wall 
w here hung  a coiled lariat, and bits of 
it trick led  down upon a sledge th a t 
leaned in a rack. T he daw ning sun 
bathed the rope and the sledge and a 
coil of heavy iron trace-chain  in 
bloody light.

Slowly, the  M acThane rose to  his 
feet. T he blood-red dawn sun ligh t 
bathed the g reat bu lk  of him  from  
head to toe. He was a fearsom e figure, 
like the A venging A ngel h im self. The 
tim bers of the sm ithy  shuddered  as 
M acThane thundered .

“Guns! G uns! I ’ll ha’ no need o’ the 
devilish  in s tru m en ts!”

A short tim e later, M acThane rode 
out of town on the back of a pow erful, 
th ick-w ithered  stallion  th a t could bear 
the great w eigh t of him. T he hoof- 
beats of h is h u rry in g  anim al were 
muffled in the dead-w hite sand th a t 
carpeted  the  valley, and the lig h t of 
the blood-red sun c lo tted  and ran, 
s ta in ing  the h illsides and touch ing  the 
dust-w hitened  foliage w ith  gory color. 
A nd as he rode, the M acThane sang, 
rum bling out a w ar song th a t his 
m ailed and m ounted ancestors had 
chanted on th e ir w ay to  battle  in old 
Scotland.

Before it died, the storm  had clawed 
from  the earth  every sign of the tra il 
le ft by  Yavapai Ben and his m urder
ing  riders. B ut M acThane knew  the 
valley  as w ell as he knew  h is own 
anvil. T here  was one way in to  Sha
m an’s A rroyo and tw o ways out. One 
led steeply  over the rocky h ills  to 
green grass range in the  north .

T he other, en tic ing ly  easy, was a 
te rrib le  m an-trap. T he verdant valley 
tw isted  and tu rn ed  u n til i t  finally 
ended in a steep canyon. T he canyon 
gave on a hundred  m ile s tre tch  of the 
dreariest, deadliest alkali desert that 
ever man had seen. A few had crossed 
it, but m ore had le ft a heat-cooked 
vu ltu re  feast of th e ir bones on the 
g litte r in g  borax flats.

M acThane breathed  his m ount a t 
the fo rk  of the tra il. He stud ied  the
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ripp led  dust w ith  a hopefu l eye, w on
derin g  w hich w ay Yavapai Ben had 
chosen. I f  the forces of evil had 
re igned  in  the n igh t, the  pow er of 
good were suprem e by day. H is glance 
caught the  g litte r  of polished iron  in 
the dust of the canyon trail.

I t  proved to be p art of a cinch rin g  
th a t a freak  of the storm  had le ft un 
covered. M acThane recalled  th a t one 
of B en’s rid ers  had been trave ling  
w ith  a  broken  cinch ring , and he w his
pered  a p rayer of thanks. Yavapai 
Ben and his hellions had  chosen the 
w rong w ay out of Sham an’s A rroyo. 
U nless th ey  w ere fools, they  w ould 
tu rn  back, and if  they  tu rn ed  back, 
M acThane w ould be ce rta in  to  m eet 
them  on the narrow  canyon trail.

MTT W A S noon, or near it, when he 
sigh ted  the four. T hey  w ere p lod

d ing  up the tra il w ith  Yavapai Ben 
leading. T h e ir horses w ere half dead 
w ith  th irs t, barely able to shuffle one 
hoof ahead of the other. M acThane 
re ined  in and w aited. T hey  had not 
seen him  yet because th e ir  heads w ere 
low ered against the  g larin g  sun.

T he iron-m uscled Scot m ust have 
made an awesome appearance, s ittin g  
his horse athw art the tra il as rig id ly  
as though  both  w ere made of granite . 
H e bore no visible weapon save a 
short-handled  sledge th a t was tied  to 
a la ria t w hich hu n g  from  his saddle 
horn. Y et when Yavapai Ben saw 
him, a scant dozen feet away, his 
m outh  slacked open and his black eyes 
bulged. He and h is men looked as 
though  the A venging A ngel him self 
w ere blocking th e ir  tra il.

In  a sudden agony of haste, Ben 
snatched both guns from  th e ir ho lsters 
and leveled them  at the M acThane.

“Get ou t of the w ay !” he snarled, 
h is voice p itched  h igh  w ith  terror.

M acThane d idn’t answer. He lifted  
the sledge from  his pommel, and tied  
the free end of the h ide laria t to his 
le ft w rist. T hen  he balanced the 
s trange weapon in  his r ig h t hand as

though it  w eighed less than  a feather. 
T he breeds w atched w ith  com plete 
fascination, bu t all four held  their 
guns ready.

“Get gone, you crazy S cotchm an!” 
Yavapai Ben snarled again, tak ing  
courage from  the  knowledge th a t h is 
bullets w ere faste r and deadlier than  
the Scot’s sledge.

M acThane spoke in a voice th a t 
rum bled like the crack of doom.

“T here’s no th in g  of m ercy in  the 
heart of me now, b u t in the name of 
dead Jock  B iney—w ill ye re tu rn  an’ 
stand  tria l like m en?”

Yavapai B en’s dark eyes slitted . 
He sensed th a t he m ust k ill or be 
k illed  here in the sw eltering  canyon. 
H is fear of M acT hane’s ghost was less 
than  his fear of the man, now th a t the 
red  sun was shining. He fired tw ice, 
carefully . As his shots cracked out, 
there came the sp la ttin g  o f lead as it 
struck. T w o black holes blossomed 
in  M acT hane’s p laid  sh irt, both  of 
them  over his heart. B u t the man 
him self seemed com pletely unhurt. 
H is boom ing laugh  shook rubble down 
from  the canyon walls.

Yavapai Ben backed away, m oaning 
in terro r. H is trem bling fingers t r ig 
gered lead w hile M acThane slowly 
lifted  the ham m er over h is head.

“ Die now, ye black-souled im ps o’ 
the A n ti-C h ris t!” the Scot thundered .

T he sledge flew from  his m igh ty  fist, 
tra ilin g  the rope behind it. B en’s ho r
rified yell died on h is lips. H is horse 
w hinnied, then  bolted a t the sudden 
s igh t of a bodyless head crim soning 
the dust near its  hoofs. A nd the  sledge 
was a gory and gruesom e th in g  as it 
re tu rned  to  M acT hane’s hand, obe
d ien t to h is tug  on the hide lariat.

T he th ree  k ille rs p ivoted and 
spu rred  down the echoing canyon, 
shooting as they  rode. M acThane 
followed, sp inn ing  the sledge in a 
w idening  arc u n til it was a tw enty- 
foo t circle of hum m ing death. I t 
w histled  down like a g igantic  scythe 
as his g reat horse overtook the h in d 
m ost breed. T here was a hollow
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sound, like the plop of a ripe m elon 
breaking, and w hat had been a m an a 
mom ent before was only a lump of 
qu ivering  flesh.

Yet as he thundered  along th rough  
the scorching hail of th e ir lead, Mac- 
T hane was not en tire ly  invulnerable. 
A bullet had opened his cheek, from  
m outh to  ear. A nother had ripped  
the cap from  his head. H is neck was 
gashed, h is le ft hand bloody. By the 
tim e his terrib le  sledge had to lled  off 
ano ther of the two fleeing killers, he 
swayed in the saddle like a gale-blown 
oak.

T he last of them  stopped at a bend 
in  the canyon, tu rn in g  to  make a des
perate stand. M acT hane’s relen tless 
charge d id n ’t fa lter, bu t ju s t as he sent 
h is sledge w inging  tow ard its  final 
m ark, the breed aim ed a careful shot 
over the crook of h is arm. T he sledge 
caved his chest, and he flew from  the 
saddle, dead before touching  the 
ground. T he bullet s tru ck  M acThane 
h igh  on the forehead. Blood gushed 
down into his eyes, and the great bulk 
of him  to tte red , then  slid  to earth  
w here it  lay w ithou t m oving.

IT  W A S two hours la te r when a 
posse set out from  town. W e fol

lowed the M acThane by the w heeling 
gray  buzzards, and m any of us tu rned  
from  the sigh ts  we saw—the four 
g risly  th in g s on the clean canyon tra il.

W hen  we found M acThane we w ere 
sure he was dead from  the way his 
sh irt was ridd led  and torn . B ut the 
great pulse of him  throbbed in  h is 
w rists, and we found th a t a bu llet had 
furrow ed his scalp. M acThane was 
unconscious, but not dead.

W e gave him  a quart of Donovan’s

best, then th ree  of us tried  to lif t  him, 
bu t failed. T hree  grown m en couldn’t 
l if t  the M acThane!

I t  was beyond understand ing  how 
even my fa ther could w eigh so m uch 
u n til we th o u g h t to open his sh irt. 
A round his w aist, around his chest, 
com pletely covering the pow erfu l 
torso  of him  was yard  upon yard  of 
heavy trace-chain. I t  covered him  
snug ly  in a th ree-fo ld  th ickness and 
only my fa th e r could have borne the 
w eight of so m uch w ell-forged iron.

W e unw ound the chain, and bu llets 
dropped out of the close-fitting  links. 
T here can be no doubt th a t the slugs 
w ere fired by Yavapai Ben and his 
m urdering  spawns of evil.

M y fa ther lived to  an age of n inety , 
and some folks say he d id n ’t  die a t 
all. W hen Q uincey’s L ivery  burned 
at m idnight, they  claim to have seen 
S ilver Jack  stand ing  in the flames 
w ith  his checker board under his arm. 
M acThane w ent in to rescue the 
horses, and he never was seen again. 
Some folks claim  they  heard him  talk, 
w hile the fire was w rapping  him  
around.

“I ’ll play, S ilver Jock, an ’ I ’ll beat 
you again as I  used to .”

T he fire raged the w hole n ig h t 
th rough, and w hen the  blood-red ligh t 
of the daw ning sun lit  up the  sm oul
derin g  ash, the only trace th ey  could 
find of my fa ther was a broken cinch 
rin g  th a t he hab itually  w ore on the fob 
of h is watch.

T here are fo lks who claim —and you 
can believe it or n o t—th a t w henever 
the ilk  of Yavapai Ben ride in to  our 
town, the M acT hane’s sledge rings 
th rough  the n ig h t u n til the m urdering  
son is gone.
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Doren swung the gun like a blackjack against the Lam a 's skull
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V engeance At the Roof of the World Cuts the Ground Out 
From Under Two A dventurers Who Invade a  Sacred  Temple!

IC K  E N V E R S  had been dead 
ten years, alm ost eleven. Of 
th a t m uch Doren was certain , 

bu t all the same he was horrib ly  
afraid  of the dead man. Enver's, alive, 
had not been m uch to reckon w ith —

undersized, inclined to be consum p
tive, sligh tly  crack-brained ever since 
his head had been broken like an egg
shell in a brawl in the F rench  Q uarter 
of New Orleans.

H is life had been saved by a quick
89
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trep h in in g  operation th a t le ft him 
w ith  a silver plate the size of a half- 
dollar in his skull. B ut a fte r th a t he 
had grow n erratic , unpred ictab le and 
often  vicious. W hen his b rittle  tem 
per broke, he was a nasty  custom er 
w ith  a knife or pistol, yet Doren 
w ould have laughed if anybody had 
suggested  th a t he w ould ever be afraid 
of the crazy run t.

Envers, dead, was ano ther m atter, 
though. D oren’s m ateria listic  a tti
tude tow ard life was underla id  w ith  
all a gam bler’s blind, unreasoning 
fa ith  in chance and hunches. He had 
a hunch th a t somewhere, somehow, in 
some way, E nvers w ould even up the 
score. In  the language of h is un re
generate earlier days—a language he 
was now careful to avoid—E nvers’ 
m em ory “had the Ind ian  sign on him .”

“I ’ll get you for th is, you cheat, 
ju s t w ait and see if I don’t ! ” E nvers 
had scream ed in  hysterical farew ell.

Of late D oren had developed a 
sligh t facial tic, an uncontro lled  and 
irrepressib le tw itch ing  of h is left 
cheek underneath  the eye. Now, when 
the frig h ten in g  m em ory of th a t 
ghastly  th rea t came to him, h is whole 
face jerked  and quivered. H is pulses 
jum ped like frigh tened  rabbits w ith  
each breath. H is th ro a t closed w ith  
ungovernable fear and he trem bled 
like a helpless b ird  th a t sees a snake 
approaching.

“Poor chap,” his business friends 
said sym pathetically , “it m ust have 
taken som ething out of him, th a t long 
stay in the O rient. O f course he made 
his pile, b u t—w ith  a half-envious, 
half-resigned  sh rug—“I ’d ra ther sweat 
for mine r ig h t here in God’s great 
coun try .”

“Poor Mr. D oren,” sym pathized the 
nice old ladies of the church of which 
he was a leading member, and to w hich 
he m ade large contribu tions regularly , 
“he m ust have had a dreadful tim e in 
the E ast. Perhaps he had a trag ic  
love affair, like tha t one K ip ling  tells  
about. You know, the  one w here the 
E nglishm an fell in love w ith  a native

and when her fa th e r found out, he cut 
off both her hands? A shock like tha t 
w ould be enough to cripp le anybody’s 
nerves forever.”

IT  H A D  begun in M ysophur, near 
the Nepal border. T here had been 

a woman m ixed up in it, though Doren 
had seen her less than  half a dozen 
tim es and had never spoken to her. 
She was E nvers’ girl, a sixteen-year- 
old E urasian , sloe-eyed, sooty-haired, 
w ith  pinchbeck jew elry  sh in ing  in her 
ears and c link ing  on her arm s and 
w ris ts  and ankles. An ivory-skinned, 
lithe  dancer who looked like a Ma
donna, she was fam iliar w ith  all seven 
of the Seven Deadly Sins. H er name 
was L uli-Jan .

E nvers had been m ad about her, 
lavished m oney on her as if  he w ere a 
m aharajah. He bought rings of solid 
gold to replace th e  brass hoops in her 
ears. Bangles of pure precious m etal 
he hung  upon her w rists, in  place of 
the cheap im itation  silver th a t had 
clanked every tim e she moved a slim  
henna-tin ted  hand. T he little  silver 
bells he gave her chim ed m usically 
upon the slender ankles above the high- 
arched, narrow , henna-painted  feet.

T he woman was a leech. T he more 
he gave, the m ore she asked. W hen 
he had spent h is w hole stake on her 
and as m uch as he could borrow, she 
was s till dem anding m ore. A w ealthy 
P arsi coveted her and offered her a 
diam ond nose-stud.

“You geeve L u li-Jan ?” she had 
asked Envers. “N ot m ak’ her take 
eet from  P hiroze th a t old fa t peeg?” 

“W here the devil w ould I find the 
m oney for a th ree-caret sto n e?” he de
m anded angrily .

She shrugged  her cream y shoulders 
t i l l  the gold hoops in  her ears touched 
them . A t the same tim e she spread 
her pale-saffron hands w ith  a gesture 
th a t set all the bracelets he had given 
her to chim ing mellowly.

“L u li-Jan  m us’ be m ade hap-py,” she 
rep lied  in  her so ft sing-song voice. 
“I f  you not geeve her di-a-mond,
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P hiroze sahib  do so. You geeve her 
di-a-mond and piche—afte rw ard —”

H er sloe-eyes prom ised d e ligh t un- 
guessably. H er pandanus-red m outh  
was m oist and dewy w ith  a rich 
pledge. T he touch of her tin y  henna- 
tin ted  hands sw ept away all resistance.

“ I ’ll find the m oney somehow, some
w h ere!” he groaned. “ I ’ll get the d ia
mond for you, little  lovely L uli-Jan , 
if  I have to die for i t ! ”

W here  he could raise a hundred  
guineas, he had no fa in te st idea. B or
row ? No chance. H is friends w ere all 
as near the borderline  of bankruptcy  
as he was, and not likely  to advance 
five hundred  dollars on his unsecured 
note. S teal? B ritish  Ind ian  jails  
were fa r from  com fortable. B ut pos
sib ly  he could do a little  “p rospect
ing .” J im  D oren was in  town. E nvers 
had seen him  at the bar in  C elestes’ 
place the o ther n igh t. D oren was the 
so rt of chap who w ould  be ready to  go 
shares on an y th in g  th a t prom ised 
profit, and hang  the eth ics of it.

E nvers called a rickshaw .
“Madame C eleste’s,” he ordered. 

“ C hop-chop!”
T he usual crowd was at the n o to ri

ous saloon. F lies clustered  m urm ur- 
ously about the  taw dry  chandeliers. 
E lec tric  fans buzzed w heezily  be
nea th  the cobwebbed beams of the ceil
ing, s tirr in g  up but not cooling the 
superheated , su ltry  air.

A t the bar and the sm all tables, set 
along the fa rth e r wall, the  polyglo t 
c lien tele  of the place took w hiskey- 
sodas, gin and b itte rs , s tra ig h t brandy 
or absinthe, for they  came from  every 
race and every nation. C eleste’s cus
tom ers w ere m en whose occupations 
were s tr ic tly  th e ir  own business, but 
one and all th ey  could be bought fo r a 
price. T he p rice was also th e ir  own 
business.

J IM  D O R E N  sat alone at a small 
table. He was a lean, brown man, 

already  g ray in g  at the tem ples, w ith  
the  stam p of the sun and w ind upon 
him, and a shrew dness in  h is gray eyes

th a t revealed the seasoned gambler. 
H e m igh t have been fo rty , but his 
years, however m any they  were, had 
not so m uch aged as hardened him. 
T he few w rinkles he had were deep 
ones.

“H ullo, D oren,” E nvers greeted 
w ith  unnecessary  co rd ia lity . “H ow ’s 
tr ic k s? ”

D oren looked up from  his Scotch 
and soda w ith  the d ispassionate stare  
of one accustom ed to w eighing  h u 
m anity.

“Broke ?” he asked w ith  acid brevity.
“A lm ost.” E nvers tr ied  to cover his 

em barrassm ent w ith  a laugh. “B roke 
and disgusted . I ’m fed up w ith  th is  
ro tten  place. Been th in k in g  of tak in ’ 
a trip  up-country . Know  any th ing  
good?”

“ Do you?” Doren gave out little  
inform ation. He p re fe rred  to listen, 
ra th e r than to talk.

“W ell,” E nvers hedged, “ they  say 
th e re ’s a chance to p ick up—”

T he approach of the stran g er cut 
sho rt his fa lte rin g  words. T he stranger 
had obviously been a big m an, w ith  the 
h igh  cheekbones and ash-colored eyes 
th a t proclaim ed him  a W h ite  R ussian. 
B ut w hat he had been was en tire ly  
b lo tted  out by w hat he was—a p itiable 
cripple.

He dragged one foot as though it 
were encum bered by a ball and chain. 
H is body was em aciated. And his 
hands, once large and pow erfu l to 
judge by the size of the bones, were 
now litt le  more than  w ith ered  claws. 
A cross his face, from  brow  to chin, 
zigzagged a d read fu l leprous-w hite 
scar th a t ob lite ra ted  his r ig h t eye and 
pulled  down the corner of h is m outh 
a fu ll inch. T hough the n ig h t was 
ho t and stifling as an overheated 
greenhouse, he trem bled as if w ith  a 
v io len t chill.

"Pardon, m essieurs,” he said to E n 
vers and Doren, “but do you m ind if 
I sit here? I am a litt le  tired .”

T hey  made room  for him  at the 
table, s tudy ing  him  w ith  covert 
glances. F in a lly  E nvers, who never
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could keep h is m outh sh u t long, 
coughed deprecatingly .

“You R ussian?” he asked ten ta 
tively, though w hat rem ained of the 
m an’s countenance and the glass of 
vodka in his hand were sufficient an
swer to  his question.

“Yes,” their new com panion an
swered absently. Then, as if echoing 
the question he repeated : “R ussian.” 

He bolted half his d rink  of vodka. 
W hen he set the glass back on the 
table, his hand was som ewhat steadier. 
B ut his one good eye rem ained ex
pressionless and the w rinkled  flesh 
w here cheeks m et chin s till trem bled 
p itifu lly .

E nvers fa irly  squirm ed w ith  curios
ity . W om en and o ther people’s busi
ness held an irresistib le  fascination 
fo r him.

“The R evo lu tion ists,” he hazarded. 
“T hey  did tha t to you?”

The R ussian’s maimed face tw isted 
in  the parody of a smile, m aking the 
g reat scar tha t forked across his cheek 
do a grotesque m acaber dance

“T ibetans,” he responded in  a flat, 
accentless voice. “Lam as.”

“ Great heavens, man, you mean—” 
T he Russian w ent on speaking, ap

paren tly  unaw are of the in te rrup tion .
“Yet, if I had succeeded, I should 

have had a treasure beside w hich the 
fabled hoards of M onte C risto  and the 
M ines of Solomon are no th ing . Less 
than  nothing. W ealth—the word
seemed to  hypnotize him, fo r he re 
peated it slowly, as though savoring 
its  tas te—“as m uch w ealth  as was 
ever fou g h t for or sto len .”

D oren’s gray eyes flickered a w arn
ing at E nvers w ith  the quick, adm oni
to ry  look of the a le rt gam bler who 
signals an accomplice.

“T ell us about it, old scout,” he 
asked sym pathetically  as he raised a 
finger to the hovering Goanese waiter. 
“Chop-chop, boy. A bottle of vodka 
fo r th is  gentlem an. A nd leave it 
here.”

The big  clock in its fly-specked 
case ticked  off the hours. One by

one C eleste’s patrons left, some stag 
gering, some w alking w ith  the 
stately , carefu l s trid e  of m en far gone. 
Some w ere bent on round ing  out the 
n igh t w ith  opium  or hasheesh in the 
little  houses w ith  the blue-tiled  fron ts  
tha t gleamed on F rang ipan i Road, 
w here heavy, cloying scents and b it
ter, caustic stenches m ingled in  a 
s tupefy ing , anesthe tic  reek, and laugh
te r  sharp and b itte r  as sm ashed glass 
fell tin k lin g  from  the barred windows 
of upper-story  rooms.

BU T  E nvers and Doren and the 
maimed R ussian kept th e ir places 

at the table. T he first bo ttle  of vodka 
was replaced by a second and a third. 
The cripp led  m an’s fa in t, stam m ering 
w hispers grew  stronger as the potent 
liquor fum ed in to  his brain. He 
leaned consp ira to rially  across the 
table, and the scar tha t zigzagged 
down his face seemed to grow  w hiter 
against the flush in h is slashed cheeks.

“Da, da!” he rasped excitedly. “Yes, 
yes, the hoard is boundless, w ithout 
lim it, g reater than  the riches of the 
F o rty  T hieves’ cave. B ut ah, mes 
amis, he who tries  fo r it runs greater 
risks than  he who braves the depths of 
H ades to steal the fiery rubies out of 
Satan’s th rone! B o zh e  m oy—my God 
—do not I know it?  Look at me, my 
friends. Behold these w ithered  limbs, 
th is so rry  rem nant of a face.

“T hey  did th a t to me, those lamas! 
And because I scream ed and w hined 
and begged for m ercy like a beaten 
dog, they  released me, for I had not 
gone in to  th e ir sanctuary . I had not 
profaned th e ir shrine. I did but stand 
outside and watch. Those who had 
gone in and laid hands on their 
heathen idols”—he broke in to  a croak
ing laugh—“were not so fo rtu n a te .” 

“A nd w here’s th is  b leedin’ lam asery 
w ith  its  b link in ’ pot of go ld?” urged 
Envers. He had grown a little  thick- 
tongued and his eyes were showing 
bloodshot, but his covetousness had 
m erely grown w ith  his drunkenness. 
“D ’ye know how to get back th e re?”
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T he R ussian recoiled as from  the 
th rea t of a bared knife.

“T en t h o u s a n d  nevers,” he 
screamed. “N ot for all the In d ies’ 
riches! N ot though I knew  I could 
come back safely, w ould I  go near 
th a t accursed place again. W h a t good 
w ould w ealth  do to  a creature such as 
I?  Could women love me for it, I 
whose face is f r ig h tfu l as a skull? 
Could I buy the confidence of little  
ch ild ren  or the friendsh ip  of men, the 
to lerance of my neighbors? You 
know th a t I  could not. Everyone 
w ould fly from  me, or tu rn  away th e ir 
heads in  horror. No, m y friends, I 
cannot be tem pted .’’

Doren shoved the vodka bottle  to 
w ard him.

“T ake it easy, old m an,” he soothed. 
“W e’re not ask in’ you to go there  w ith  
us. Ju s t  draw  a map to  chart the 
course for us and we’ll a ttend  to every
th ing. You can rest safe in Nepal 
and if we succeed, w e’ll cu t you in 
fo r a th ird . T h a t’s fa ir enough, a in ’t 
it?  W h a t’s there for you to  be afraid  
o f?”

The R ussian looked away for a long 
time. He tried  w ith  all h is m eager 
s tren g th  to re s is t the tem ptation, but 
in  the end the lure of gold was too 
strong. He nodded m iserably and 
quick ly  hurled  ano ther d rink  down 
h is skinny th roat.

FOR DAYS th ey  had strugg led  up
w ard through  the tach-davans, the 

sharp-edged m ountain  passes in  the 
flinty ridges of the ever-rising hills. 
T h eir six B hotia bearers and the two 
sm all shaggy ponies were rebelling  at 
the enforced speed, b u t E nvers and 
Doren drove them  m ercilessly. Now, 
according to  the R ussian’s chart, they 
had reached the treasure throne, the 
ug ly  yellow  stone bu ild ing  th a t clung 
precariously  to  the very  edge of an 
enorm ous cliff.

“You, boy, makee talk -p idg in  ’long- 
side lama feller, can do?” Doren asked 
th e ir head bearer as they  drew  up be
fore the low gate of the lam asery.

“W hy, you can talk  th e ir lingo, Do
ren ,” E nvers protested.

He was silenced by a furtive kick. 
“Q uiet, you fool! D ’ye w ant ’em to 

catch w ise? W e’re ju st a couple of 
E ng lish  Johnn ies out here, h u n tin ’, 
got caught by n ig h tfa ll in the  passes. 
Savvy? Keep your big m outh shu t 
and your eyes open.”

T he broad, benevolent, ra th e r stup id  
face of a lama peered through  a w icket 
in  the gate. I t  opened and they  
trooped into the lam asery courtyard . 
T he ta-lama, or abbot, m et them  w ith  
h a lting  Russian.

“Chileb sol—be welcome.”
W hen they  smiled and bowed and 

shook th e ir heads, he tr ied  slu rred  
M ongolian and a few slow w ords of 
Cantonese w ith  no better resu lt. A fte r 
th a t the conversation w ent on in  sign- 
language.

T hey w ere shown to a small cell 
w ith  w indow s overlooking the g reat 
chasm. W olf and bearskins were 
p iled  alm ost knee-deep on the floor. 
E nvers com plained when they  had 
made a c ircu it of the lam asery’s cor
rid o rs:

"H e sold us a pup, the filthy sw ine! 
Gold, me eye. I ’ll bet there a in ’t  a 
gra in  of it w ith in  five hundred  miles. 
J u s t  look at the poor beggars, Doren. 
T h ey ’re so poverty-stricken, th ey ’d 
crawl a mile on th e ir  bare knees fo r 
a handfu l of copper cash.”

“Maybe,” D oren said. “Maybe not. 
I ’m goin’ to  have a look around when 
everybody’s gone to bed. A re those 
flashlight batteries w ork in’?”

T hey  lay upon the pile of skins on 
th e ir cell floor ti ll  the lum inous dial 
of D oren’s w rist-w atch showed m id
n ight. T he stra in  told heavily on E n 
vers, who never could keep silen t long. 
H alf a dozen tim es he s ta rted  to speak, 
and each time D oren sh u t him  off.

“Keep th a t blasted tongue of yours 
between your teeth. Snore if  you have 
to make a noise, but don’t ta lk .”

At last he w hispered : “Okay, Dick, 
tim e to start. Keep your m outh shut 
and step  softly . L et me have the
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flashlight. I  can’t tru s t you w ith  it.” 
A cross the courtyard , w here the 

bearers lay aga inst the ponies for 
w arm th, he led the w ay to  the small 
door of a passage cu t in the v irg in  
rock.

“I noticed one of ’em was always 
stan d in ’ here,” he w hispered. E very  
tim e a bearer s ta rted  tow ard th is door, 
th ey  tu rn ed  him  back. Maybe i t ’s 
no thing, b u t I ’ve got a hunch.”

T he door led to  a tunnel, and the 
tunnel tw isted  like a snake in agony, 
d ropp ing  from  one level to  another 
w ith  bew ildering  suddenness. F ina lly  
it ended at a doorway hung w ith  yak 
hide, beside w hich a fat, shaven
headed lama squatted  like a Buddha, 
sound asleep, w ith  a M annlicher rifle 
propped incongruously  across h is 
knees. T h eir felt-soled  underboots 
made no sound as they  crep t past him  
and pushed aside the yakskin  curtain .

BE Y O N D  the cu rta in  was a vaulted  
room some twenty-five feet w ide 

by fo r ty  long, p artly  hollowed from  
the liv ing  rock, p a rtly  a natu ra l cav
ern. M ulticolored h a tyks—long silk  
banners—hung from  the low, vaulted  
ceiling, each em broidered w ith  B ud
dh istic  p rayers in  Chinese characters, 
or pa in ted  w ith  the effigies of Lam aite 
saints. W ide bands of blue and y e l
low silk, stiff w ith  gold em broidery, 
ripp led  down the walls. On each side 
of the doorway w ere p rayer w heels 
w a itin g  to  be tu rned .

A p late  of beaten gold, on w hich 
the signs of the Chinese zodiac w ere 
carved, was set above the curving lin 
te l of the entrance. Before the altar 
were red  lacquer benches fo r the lamas 
and the choir, set in sections like the 
pews of a church, w ith  a center aisle 
between. A t the fa rth e r end of the 
chapel was a great cu rta in  of im perial 
yellow  silk, inscribed w ith  T ibetan  
m ottoes w orked out in  rubies, dia
monds and em eralds. Small lamps 
w ith  tin y  flickering flames th rew  a 
subdued ligh t upon gem -encrusted 
vessels and tall gold candlesticks.

D oren’s breath  rasped as he viewed 
the lush w ealth  of the cavern.

“Poor, are th ey ?” he grunted. 
“Crawl a m ile on bare knees for a 
copper cash, eh? W hat d ’ye say to 
th is? ”

E nvers’ eyes w ere b rig h t w ith  avar
ice and the fever of incip ien t tu b er
culosis.

“G old!” he alm ost bleated , hypno
tized  by the s igh t of the  treasure. 
“Gold, diam onds, rubies—”

D oren’s w arn ing  hiss sh u t him  off.
“ L is te n !”
Muffled, as if  com ing from  a d is

tance and th ro u g h  m any closed doors, 
they  heard  the w hispering  shuffle of 
feet on the stone floor of the  co rrido rs 
and the soft, sw eet chim ing of little  
bells.

“Q u ick !” D oren ordered. “W e’ve 
got to take cover. I f  they  catch us 
here, L ord knows w hat’ll happen.”

He ran on tip to e  to  the door, b u t it 
was too late. T h e  lama at the en
trance had aw akened. D oren could 
see the gleam  of approaching  candles 
sh in ing  on the  passage wall a t the far 
tu rn . He drew  the  heavy B row ning 
p isto l from  h is belt, w eighed it for 
an in stan t in h is palm, then  sw ung it 
like a blackjack. T he m onk collapsed 
w ithou t a sound.

Doren caught him  in h is arms, 
dragged him  inside the chapel. He 
stripped  the yellow  cassock from  the 
stunned  man, th ru s t the in e rt body 
behind a cu rta in , then  slipped the 
gown over h is own head.

“ On the floor w ith  y o u !” he or
dered Envers. “Lie flat behind those 
benches. I f  you make a sound or 
move, our goose is cooked!”

N ext in stan t he was sq uatting  by 
the prayer wheel, the cowl of the 
m onk’s cassock draw n about h is ears, 
h is head bent as in supp lication  w hile 
he spun the disk of the p rayer m a
chine. S oftly  he m urm ured the 
B uddhist invocation :

“Oom m ani padm i hong. H ail, thou 
Jew el of the L o tus.”

T he long procession filed in to  the
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chapel. F irs t came the ta-lama, hands 
crossed upon his bosom, head bent 
reverently . A fter him, in double file, 
paraded the monks of the commu
nity , robed in yellow, bearing staffs of 
bells, candles, or small saucerlike 
dishes of fine gold, from w hich sp ir
aled up th in  stream s of incense.

Two of them  pulled back the silken 
curta in  of the sanctuary . In  the half- 
lig h t of the flickering candles and the 
ceiling  lam ps there seemed to emerge 
a life-sized effigy of the Lord Gotama 
Buddha, seated in the Golden Lotus, 
one hand upon his navel, the other 
raised palm forw ard, as in benediction. 
Grouped about the great image were a 
hundred  sm aller ones, ranging  from 
the size of chessmen to  a height of 
two or th ree  feet, and they all ap
peared to  be of solid gold.

O R EN  fa irly  shuddered w ith  cu
p id ity  as he glanced at the sanc

tu a ry  while he spun the p rayer wheel. 
T he great image of Buddha was pure, 
solid gold. The robe tha t draped it had 
been cunningly  devised to  sim ulate 
brocade, w ith  the p a tte rn  picked out 
in  enorm ous yellow diamonds. There 
m ust have been a m illion  dollars’ 
w orth  of gold and gems in it, he esti
m ated breathlessly.

T he ta-lama s truck  a golden gong 
w ith  a padded drum stick  to call the 
B uddha’s a tten tio n  to h is prayer. 
T hen  he closed his eyes and p u t his 
hands before h is face as he prayed. 
T he other lamas bent th e ir foreheads 
to  the floor, w hile th e ir abbot prayed 
u p rig h t before the face of Buddha.

M eticulously they  kept in rank ac
cording to im portance. T he yellow- 
robed h u tu k tu s , or h ighest monks, 
knelt in  fron t. B ehind them  were 
the gelongs, whose rank en titled  them 
to  offer sacrifices of incense before the 
sanctuary. Last of all were the getuls, 
the lowest order, scarcely w orthy  to 
be know n as monks at all, who occu
pied a position  roughly  corresponding 
to  th a t of lay b re th ren  in  m edieval 
C hristian  m onasteries.

"Oom mani padm i hong—hail, thou 
Jew el of the L o tus.”

The invocation began in a m uted 
whisper, slowly, w ith  each syllable 
spaced carefully . T hen by degrees its  
tempo quickened and its volume rose. 
Louder, faste r it came, till  a t last it 
was a rum bling wave of never-ceasing 
sound th a t seemed to shake the carved 
rock walls of the cavern and m ake the 
candle flames burn  higher. The prayer 
wheels spun. T he incense spiraled 
upw ard in  a cloud so th ick  th a t it ob
scured the ligh ts before the sanctuary. 
T he a ir  was heavy, choked and satu
rated w ith  it.

Doren felt his senses reeling and 
his w ill slowly oozing from  him. He 
was numbed and alm ost physically 
battered  by the  continuously  shouted 
invocation, half-anesthetized by the 
incense. In  a mom ent he would have 
to rise and tear the d isguising  cassock 
off, w hile he scream ed in  self-accusa
tion  :

“H ere we are, the vandals who 
would loot your shrine and commit 
sac rileg e! Take us, k ill us, to rtu re  us. 
Do w ith  us as you w il l!”

Only the booming of the great gong 
by the a lta r saved his sanity . I t  
echoed like a peal of sonorous music 
in  the litt le  vaulted chapel. The 
echoes of its echoes seemed to hang 
in m id-air, r e v e r b e r a t i n g  second 
a fte r endless second, till  Doren could 
no t say if  he still heard  it  or only 
im agined th a t he did, and would 
continue to im agine its  resonance 
forever.

T he prayer-service was concluded. 
Led by the ta-lama, the monks filed 
slowly from the chapel.

Doren le t h is breath out w ith  a jerk. 
T hough he hadn’t realized it, for some 
tim e he’d been hold ing  i t  deep in  his 
lungs, striv ing  to keep ou t the reek of 
paralyzing incense and re ta in  the 
m astery  of h is will.

“W hew !” he breathed. “T hat was 
a near thing. T h ir ty  seconds more 
and I ’d have given the whole bloody 
show away. A re you there, Dick ?”
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E nvers crep t out from  the shelter 
of the bench behind w hich he had 
lain.

“G aw d!” he gasped. “I tho u g h t 
they  had us dead to rig h ts  th a t tim e.” 
He stood before the gem -encrusted 
curta ins of the sanctuary  and tears 
stream ed down his cheeks. “W e’ve 
found it!  T he R ussian  d idn’t lie !”

HE S E IZ E D  a little  golden image, 
another, a th ird , and th ru s t 

them  in his pockets.
“W h a t the devil are you do in ’?” 

D oren asked.
“ I ’m go in ’ to take as m uch of th is  as 

I  can, of course.”
“You poor fathead, don’t bo ther 

w ith  th a t junk . You couldn’t carry  
m ore th an  fifty  pounds of it a t most. 
I f  you load yourself down, you w on’t 
have a chance. H ere, help me w ith  
th is .”

Like a farm er shelling  corn, he ran 
his kn ife blade down the sanctuary  
curtain , rip p in g  diam onds and rubies 
off in  handfuls. H e crammed his 
pockets w ith  the g litte rin g  stones, 
then tu rn ed  to  gouge great yellow  
diam onds from  the B uddha’s golden 
robe w ith  his kn ife  point.

T he lam a he had stunned s tirred  
weakly, w him pering  like a sick child.

“T ie th a t fellow  up ,” he ordered. 
“P u t a gag in h is m outh .”

“T ie h im ?” E nvers’ voice was high 
and squeaking, alm ost m ouselike in 
its  nervous shrillness.

T here  was a scuffling sound, then  
a noise like a man choking, and a g u r
gling as of w ater runn ing  so ftly  down 
a drain. E nvers came back to the 
altar, w ip ing  his K urk ri knife on his 
breeches.

“ Stand c lea r!” he commanded. “L et 
me at those diam onds! She w anted 
one for her nose, did she? By the 
Lord H arry , she’ll have one for every 
toe and finger and both ears as w ell.” 
Like a m an possessed, he gouged and 
dug and picked at the great yellow  
stones, stuffing pockets and sh irt fron t 
w ith  them. “ I ’ll make her love me.

I ’ll make her craw l to  me and beg for 
diam onds like a puppy  begging  for a 
lum p of sugar.”

* * * * * *

T he bearers s till lay huddled by the 
ponies when the two w hite  men came 
out again into the courtyard . Doren 
bent above the nearest m an and 
stru ck  him ru th lessly  upon the head 
w ith  his pistol. S tr ip p in g  off the 
fe llow ’s sheepskin coat, he drew  it 
over h is own shoulders. E nvers served 
a second po rter the same way.

In  a m om ent, muffled to  the ears, 
they  led the ponies th rough  the gate
way of the lam asery. T h ey  paused a 
m om ent to make sure th e ir g irth s  were 
tigh tened , secured th e ir  coats against 
the wind that w histled  past the peak, 
then  fled down the long, w inding 
trail.

T he w ay was all dow nhill and fear 
s tru ck  spurs to them , for the m em ory 
of the cripp led  R ussian’s face was be
fore them  as they  fled. F ive miles, 
seven, ten  they  raced, flogging their 
m ounts m ercilessly . T he ponies 
slipped and stum bled on the rough 
tra il, but they jerked  them  up again 
w ith  savage tugs at th e ir bridles, then 
lashed them  on to g rea ter speed.

By dawn they  passed the th ird  tach- 
davan. T hey lost s igh t of the peak on 
w hich the lam asery stood. I f  they 
could hold the g rue ling  pace six hours 
more, th ey ’d be free.

T hen  they  heard  it. S oftly  a t first, 
scarcely louder than  a sum m er zephyr 
sigh ing  th rough  the trees, b u t grow
ing louder and closer every moment, 
the shrieking, scream ing w ar-cry  of 
a w ind tha t tore th rough  the m oun
ta in  passes. I t  was one of those sud
den, fierce w ind-storm s of the upper 
H im alayas th a t come sw ooping down 
from  the roof of the w orld, gathering  
s tren g th  and m om entum  like crashing 
avalanches as they  advance, leaving 
death and desolation in  th e ir wake.

T he brooding m ountains were sud
denly  alive w ith  its  sh rill scream ing. 
A nd yet it was no t quite a w ind sound.

&

*T*
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M ixed w ith  it seemed to  be a devilish 
laugh tha t echoed out of the im men
sity  of the hard  sky. I t  roared and 
sw irled about them  like a m ountain 
to rren t at fu ll flood, tw isting , tearing  
at th e ir clothes and forcing  them  
against the cliff-walls as if  th ey  had 
been d ry  leaves caught in an  autum n 
gale.

IS M O U N T IN G  h urried ly , they  
fough t th e ir way to a c le ft in the 

rocks and crouched there, breathless 
and afraid. T hey  clung to the sharp, 
uneven stones w ith  hands th a t were 
bloody ribbons on the flinty edges, 
w edging them selves tig h te r  in  the fis
sure, b racing feet and legs aga inst the 
suction of the vengeful, shouting, 
laugh ing  hurricane.

T hen silence, u tte r  and abysmal, 
fell. A fte r the tu m u lt of the tearing  
w ind, it was like a g reat w eight 
dropped on them . T he a ir was still, 
bu t th ick  and dark  w ith  brooding 
menace.

T hey  craw led out of th e ir  refuge 
and  looked around. One of the ponies 
huddled  close against an overhanging 
rock. Its  flanks were sw elling  and 
con trac ting  like the folds o f a bellows 
as it fought to regain  its  breath. T he 
o ther lay upon its  side. W hen  they 
forced it to  its  feet, its  le ft foreleg  
hu n g  helpless from  the knee.

“B last the lu ck !” E nvers swore. 
“ Its  leg is broken. I t ’ll be no good to  
us— Hey, w ha t’re you do in ’?” he 
yelled  as D oren led the sound beast 
ou t in to  the tra il and sw ung it around 
to m ount it. “T h at ain’t your horse. 
You can’t do th a t to me.”

D oren shut him  off w ith  an im pa
tien t gesture.

“No use crabbin’, Dick. These little  
horses can’t  take two riders and 
th e re ’s ju s t one of ’em. One of us 
goes on him. T he other takes his 
chances w ith  the lamas. W h at say we 
m atch for i t? ”

E nvers eyed him  speculatively. 
H e’d been a gam bler all his adu lt life 
and in the m ain he had been lucky.

T he only gods he knew  or tru sted  in 
w ere those of chance.

"H ow ’ll we manage i t? ” he asked. 
“W e haven’t got a deck of cards, and 
I  th rew  all my coins aw ay to make 
room  for th is  bloody bunch of Lama 
jew els.”

“Shoot craps?” D oren broke in. 
“ I ’ve got a pair of d ice.”

“Roll ’em,” E nvers said tersely.
T he dice w ere souvenirs of earlier 

days. Doren had always found them  
dependable. He shook them  gen tly  
and blew on them  for luck before he 
made his cast. T hey  tu rn ed  up five 
and one.

“Six is your p o in t!” cried  Envers, 
d ropp ing  to his knees beside the ivory 
cubes. “Come on, you little  honey of 
a seven!”

Doren th rew  a second time, neglect
ing to  shake the dice before the cast. 
Two fours tu rn ed  up and Envers 
snapped his fingers in  deligh t.

“ I knew you couldn’t make it. Come 
on, dice, tu rn  up a seven.”

D oren had cast once more. A th ree  
and six tu rn ed  up. E n v ers’ flushed 
face w ent a ghastly  gray.

“ Come on, seven!” he im plored as 
D oren scooped the cubes up from  the 
stony  tra il, ra ttled  them  beside his 
ear and threw . A four and a two 
tu rn ed  up. E nvers snatched at the 
dice. “No, you don’t! I t ’s best two 
ou t of three. Give me my tu rn !”

Jim  Doren was already  in  the sad
dle.

“N ot on your life, sucker. I  won 
th is  nag and I ’m tak in ’ him .” He 
s tru ck  his heels against the pony’s 
sides. Then, as the unshod hoofs 
struck  on the bare rock of the trail, he 
said : “Here, take the bones and amuse 
yourself. I w on’t be seein’ you again, 
m ost likely .”

He threw  the dice a t E nvers’ feet 
and drove ano ther vicious kick into 
the pony’s flanks. H e’d gone perhaps 
a hundred  yards when the sh rill yell 
came to him  from  the tra il above.

“ I ’ll get you for th is, you cheat, 
ju s t w ait and see if  I  don’t 1”
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He half-tu rned  in  the saddle and 
waved a hand ironically.

“So long, sucker!” T he fusillade 
of shots came like a hail-storm . “W on
der how long it  took him  to find out 
the bones were loaded?” he asked him 
self as he bent low above his pony’s 
neck.

E nvers was em ptying h is B row ning 
at him. Rage spoiled his aim and all 
the shots flew wide, though  one or 
two struck  close enough to make 
D oren flinch.

T he end w ould have been easier if 
Envers had not quite em ptied his clip. 
H ard ly  had he fired his last shot than 
he saw five husky lamas, m oving w ith  
the practiced ease of hillm en down 
the pass above him. T h e ir faces were 
im passive, but th e ir eyes w ere not, 
and the m orning  sunshine g lin ted  on 
the barrels of th e ir M annlicher rifles.

E nvers flung his em pty p isto l from 
him. B ent alm ost double, he raced 
along the downward path, slipping, 
stum bling, falling, then scram bling up 
and rush ing  on again. A lama leaned 
against a ju ttin g  rock and braced his 
elbow on it, steadying  his aim. The 
rep o rt of h is rifle was like the snap
ping of a w hiplash  in  the cold, s till 
m ountain  air.

E nvers slid face-forw ard on the 
smooth stone of the tra il as a steel
nosed bullet, scored across its tip  w ith 
a knife-cut, smashed the bone of his 
le ft th igh. He lay s till for a moment, 
w him pering w ith  the agony of his 
wound, then  dragged at the knife 
hanging  from  his belt. H is w eignt 
was on it and he couldn’t seem to tu rn  
him self. F inally , though, he had it out, 
raised the  keen blade to h is th ro a t and 
made a fu tile , ineffective slash. He 
couldn’t do it. The will to live was 
too strong  in  him.

T hen  the lamas were upon him, 
binding his hands to his sides w ith  
s trip s  of fresh  yak hide, pu lling  a fe lt 
bag over h is head.

“ C heat!” he shouted as they  p u t the 
sack over his head. “D irty  cheat! I ’ll 
get him  for th a t ro tten  trick . . -

D o re n  c o u ld  n e v e r  t e l l  w h a t 
made him pause before the glass- 
shelved window of the antique shop 
on T h ird  Avenue. He w asn’t in te r
ested in  antiques, w hether fu rn itu re , 
rugs or jew elry. H is house in  the 
fashionable W estchester suburb was 
furn ished  s tric tly  in  the m odern 
mode, glass and chrom ium  and b righ t, 
con trasting  leathers, m odern rugs 
loomed in Am erican factories, p ic
tures tha t w ere pain ted  w ith in  the last 
two decades. In  all the place there 
was no h in t of background of ances
tra l fu rn itu re  or silverw are. Most 
especially was there no h in t of the 
O rient.

He had become respectable, conser
vative, an average citizen of a commu
n ity  th a t was composed of people in 
the upper brackets of the income tax, 
a regu lar a tten d an t at businessm en’s 
luncheon clubs, a solid, though not 
very active member of the local golf 
and coun try  club. He was a liberal 
con tribu to r to  the m ost respectably 
conservative church in the commu
nity . He d id n ’t believe in  God, but 
w ith  a gam bler’s inconsistency he 
though t d isbelief was no reason to 
prevent his try in g  to bargain  w ith  
Him.

W ith  the proceeds of the jewels 
he'd taken from the lamasery, h e ’d 
bought into an old, conservative in 
surance business in  M aiden Lane. I t 
was in p u rsu it of business—looking at 
a bu ild ing  p ro jec t on w hich they  had 
been asked to w rite an indem nity  bond 
—th a t he found h im self in  T h ird  A ve
nue w here it  bounds old M urray H ill 
upon the east.

T he shop was typ ical of its kind. 
In  the w indow was a m iscellany of 
old glass, old china and old silver, 
w ith here and there a curio  to dram a
tize the display. A n A fghan tulwar 
lay beside a T urk ish  w ater-pipe w ith 
red glass globe and snakelike stems 
of verdigris-discolored brass. T h is in 
tu rn  was flanked by a long-barreled 
M oorish m usket w ith  a short stock 
th ick ly  in laid  w ith  shell-pearl.
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A t the very  bottom  of the w indow, 
picked out by a stray  ray  of sunshine, 
a skull g rinned  w ith  sardonic hum or 
at the lum bering red  tro lleys and 
green buses bum ping on the cobble
stones beneath the El.

D oren couldn’t take h is eyes from  
it. Some sk ilfu l craftsm an had tran s
form ed it  in to  a tom-tom, stopped the 
nose and eye openings w ith  sm all in 
lays of flat, polished bone, w ired  the 
jaw s to g eth er w ith  th in  strands of sil
ver thread, pierced the low bridge of 
the nose and set a rin g  in it, then  
hung  a cord and tassel from  the hoop.

I t  was a trick  of ligh t, of course, a 
sudden shadow cast by  an E l tra in  or 
passing vehicle. B ut as D oren looked 
upon the g risly  re lic  of m ortality , it 
seemed th a t the dea th ’s head w inked 
at him  w ith  one of its  blank eyes.

Before he realized it, ce rta in ly  be
fore he was aware of any such in ten 
tion, he was in  the shop.

“W h a t’s th a t th in g ? ” he dem anded 
of the proprie to r.

“T h a t? ” the man responded. “Oh, 
I don’t know. Some so rt of drum , I 
th ink . W e got it from  the W ade col
lection. O ld Cyrus W ade was a great 
one for stuff from  the F a r E ast. W an t 
to look at i t? ”

D oren d idn’t w ant to  look at it, bu t 
in a m om ent it was on the counter be
fore him. He saw th a t the skull-vault 
had a silver plate in it. C ircular, 
s lig h tly  ragged at the edges w here the 
periostium  had made attem pts at bone- 
repair, it was darkened like an aged 
coin, but en tire ly  recognizable as a 
trep h in in g  p late  about the size of a 
half-dollar.

IM  D O R E N  looked at it more 
closely. Down the r ig h t tem ple 

and cheek, clear to  the ju ttin g  chin 
and alm ost to the silver hoop th a t held 
the parchm ent drum head to the open 
bottom  of the skull, there  ran  a zig
zagged, w avering scratch. I t  looked as 
though  a kn ife  had slashed the flesh 
r ig h t down to the bone.

A scene stood ou t in D oren’s m ind

like the after-im age of a flash of 
dazzling lig h t upon the re tin a  of a 
closed eye. M adame C eleste’s that 
n igh t, ten  years and more ago. The 
cripp led  R ussian had had a scar like 
th a t across h is face.

“H ow  m uch?” he asked the  shop
keeper. Then, before the o ther had a 
chance to  name a p rice : “ I ’ll take it.”

H ere was the proof. E nvers was not 
on ly  dead, th ey  had dism em bered 
him. T h ey ’d made a drum  out of his 
head. W ell, he was alw ays sounding 
off in  life, so th a t seemed appropriate.

A nd Doren had bought E nvers’ 
skull. I t  was his. He could do any
th in g  he w anted w ith  it, k ick it, curse 
it, fling it out the w indow, sink it in 
the river. A nd it couldn’t  answ er back 
or do a th in g  to  stop him.

I t  had all been an em pty boast, tha t 
p a rtin g  th rea t of E nvers’, hollow  as 
the skull-drum  in his hands. He 
couldn’t come back now. T he dead 
can’t  act. T he dead can’t th ink. The 
dead cannot even remember.

D oren stood upon the high em bank
m ent overlooking the H udson. A 
m otorboat’s lam ps flashed as it sped 
up the river. From  a passing tug  a 
ray  of orange lig h t fell sp lash ing  on 
the night-dim m ed w ater. F rom  far 
away the lonely, m elancholy hooting 
of a sh ip ’s w histle sounded.

“ I ’ve got you dead to r ig h ts ,” he 
w hispered  to the skull as he undid  its 
w rappings. “Goin’ to  get even w ith  
me, w ere you? G oin’ to  square th ings 
for those loaded dice? D on’t be a fool, 
Dick. You’d have done the same to me 
if  you had had the chance. You know 
it. Now I ’m goin’ to roll the bones 
once more. See w hat you th in k  of th is 
throw , pal. Good-by, Dick. Good-by 
for keeps.”

He drew  his arm back like a p itcher 
about to throw  a curve, raised one foot 
from  the ground, tu rn ed  halfw ay 
around to  give more force to his 
throw . And he scream ed in sudden 
pain and horror.

T he force w ith  w hich he had draw n 
back the skull had snapped the silver
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lashings of the jaw. In  some way he’d 
caught his finger in the gaping  m outh. 
He fe lt the rasp of long-dead teeth  
aga inst h is forefinger. In  te rro r he 
hurled  the  skull from  him.

W ind  w histled  th rough  the gaping, 
unlashed m outh and beat upon the 
parchm ent drum head as it flew 
th rough  the air. A t first it hummed 
and rum bled w ith  a satisfied, low, 
chuckling  sound. Then, as its  force 
increased, the chuckle rose to a sh riek 
ing, laughing  scream.

T he skull fell in the river w ith  a 
soft splash. T here  was a m om ent’s 
bubbling gurgle, then  silence.

“H eart fa ilu re ,’’ Dr. W ilkes w rote 
in the blank th a t follow ed “P rim ary  
Cause of D eath” on the  certificate. 
“ Septicem ia” re su ltin g  from  in fec
tio n  of a small incised wound of the 
r ig h t forefinger,” he w rote in the blank 
reserved for “ Im m ediate Cause.”

“F unny  th in g  about the vagaries of 
delirium , D octor,” the nurse said chat
tily  as Dr. W ilkes replaced the cap on 
his foun tain  pen. “T ake Mr. Doren, 
for instance. He seemed to th in k  he 
was in a crap game. Im agine a solid 
citizen  like him  ro llin g  dice! Ju s t 
before he died, he sat up s tra ig h t in 
bed and shou ted : ‘A ll rig h t, Dick, are 
you satisfied now? I lost the last 
th row  of the bones. You w in !’ ”
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THE GLOBE TROTTER
(C ontinued from  page 10)

my English colleague. Then we called the 
captain.

“W e want to pay you,” I  told him. “A fter 
all, you’ve had to feed your men, and 
they’ve come miles out of the ir way. Just 
how much, do you think, will reim burse 
you?”

I  was holding a handful of American 
dollar bills, and my B ritish  friend held a 
sheaf of pound notes. The captain took 
one of the American dollars and looked 
curiously at the engraved picture.

“W ho is th is?” he asked then.
“T hat’s George W ashington,” I  told him. 

“The Father of O ur Country.”
“W ashington. Ah yes, we have heard of 

him. And these are American dollars? W e 
will take one of them for each of the 
men.”

There were sixteen men in the patrol, 
and w ithout delay I  shelled out the six
teen dollars. I t  was the cheapest two days 
towing I  had ever heard of.

Three or four years la ter I  met the 
same captain at Bandar Shapur on the 
Persian  Gulf. I recognized him imme
diately, and he proudly displayed his dol
lar bill. He had kept it as a good luck 
token, he told me, and his men had kept 
their bills for the same reason. Volubly 
he assured me that the Am erican dollars 
had brought good luck.

I wondered then—I have often  wondered 
since—whether that plain adm iration for 
George W ashington on the part of that 
Persian captain was because, in a way, 
W ashington had a Persian parallel.

In  many respects, the career of the re
cent Shah Riza Khan Pahlavi—who has 
been succeeded by his son, Mohammed 
Riza, since the B ritish-R ussian occupation 
—was like that of George W ashington. 
T here are differences, of course, generally 
prom pted by the demands of the Persian 
or Iranian people, but the general features 
of the careers of both g reat leaders are the 
same.

The B ritish  and American officials in 
Teheran arranged for us to v isit the Shah’s 
palace, and we m et Riza Khan amid all the 
O riental pageantry and color that are 
famed in h isto ry  and legend. The pomp in 
which we were received began when an 
automobile was sent to  our hotel on the 
Khaiban-i-Dawlat, a short distance from  
the Maidan Tupkhaneh, or A rtille ry  Square.

I t  may have been that they figured that 
our sand-scarred, battered, rather d ilapi
dated-looking machines were not the 
proper vehicles fo r a regal visit. I quite 
agree that they would not have been s trik 
ing adjuncts of beauty to  the scene when 
we reached the M aidan where we were 
met by a mounted escort of gaily capari
soned troops. Personally, however, we be
lieved we fitted quite well into the setting, 
in our new tropical linens, and with th i  
polished, chalked whiteness of our topis 
set off by the m orning sun.

Pomp and Ceremony
The drive to the palace was a com para

tively short one—only about three or four
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city blocks. Nevertheless the populace 
turned out to  watch us go by. The P e r
sians are always interested in a spectacle, 
and love pomp and ceremony.

The approach to the palace is a scene 
long to be remembered. The old citadel, 
part of Teheran’s defense works, form erly 
stood on the site, but was to rn  down in 
1869. There is a splendid collection of 
gardens, riotous w ith gay flowers and 
bright green shrubs and bushes. Facing 
these gardens are courtyards of polished 
and colorful stone, and buildings that rise 
above the surroundings in monarchical 
splendor.

Officers carrying golden swords led the 
way from  the car into the Talar or throne 
room. The throne of gleaming white m ar
ble, was brought from  Shiraz by Karim  
Khan Zand.

Riza Khan Pahlevi first greeted us while 
he rem ained sitting. Then he cast aside 
regal rights and came down to shake hands 
w ith us dem ocratically. This was a particu
lar honor—one we duly appreciated.

W hen some of the officers and retainers 
had withdrawn, the Shah strolled with us 
into the adjoining council chamber. H ere 
we were treated  to a sight of the famous 
Peacock Throne of F ath  Ali Shah.

Even in his relaxed moments, R iza Khan 
gave me the impression of being a man 
heavily burdened w ith responsibilities, a 
man who must make im portant decisions, 
and is constantly wondering whether they 
are the right ones. Because of the position 
of Iran  between B ritish  India and Soviet
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Frow the 'Angel** Kiss" to the "Zombie"— here'* practi
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M kln Unnovl R u s h  n a m e  a n d  a d d r e s s  f o r  
n u  MUh c j ! b ig  A s s o r tm e n t  o f  FO O D S. 

G R O C E R IE S , S O A P S , E tc .—fu ll  s i z e  p a c k a g e !  
w o r th  $ 5 . 0 0 .  Y o u rs  A B SO L U T E L Y  F R E E ! 
S h o w  t h e s e  p ro d u c t*  t o  f r ie n d s ,  n e ig h b o r s .  
T a k e  o r d e r s  f o r  s e n s a t io n a l  v a lu e s ,  m o re  
th a n  2 0 0  q u a l i t y  p r o d u c ts  u s e d  i n  e v e ry  
h o m e . E a r n  b iff  p r o f i ts ,  f u l l  o r  s p a r e  t im e .
N o  e x p e r ie n c e  n e c e s s a r y .  W r i te  f o r  F R E E  
$ 5 . 0 0  A s s o r tm e n t  o f  P r o d u c ts  N O W . 
ZA N O L, 3 8 9 1  M o n m o u th ,  C in c in n a t i ,  O.

How do you KNOW you can’t WRITE?
Had  N e v e r  Written a Line—

Sells Article Before Completing 
Course

"Before completing the N.I.A. course, I  
B old a  feature to Screen land Magazine for 
$50. That resulted in  an immediate as
signment to  do another for the same maga
zine. After gaining confidence with succes
sive feature stories, I  am now working into 
the fiction field. Previous to enrolling in the 
N.I.A. I had never written a line for pub
lication, nor seriously expected to do so."

—GENE E. LEVANT.
116 West Ave 28, L0 3  Angeles, Calif.

H AVE you ever tried? Have you ever a t
tempted even the least bit of train ing, un

der competent guidance?
Or have you been sitting  back, as i t  is so 

easy to do, w aiting fo r the day to  come when 
you will awaken all of a  sudden to the  dis
covery “I am  a  w riter” ?

I f  the  la tte r  course is  th e  one of your choosing, you 
p robab ly  never w ill write. L aw yers m ust be law  clerks. 
E ng ineers m ust be draftsm en. W e all know  th a t, in 
Jour tim es, the  egg does come before th e  chicken.

I t  is seldom th a t  anyone becomes a w rite r  un til he 
(or Bhe) h as been w ritin g  fo r some tim e. T hat is  w hy 
so m any au th o rs  and w rite rs  sp rin g  up out of the  
new spaper business. T he day-to -day  necessity of 
w ritin g —of gathering  m aterial about which to  w rite 
—develops th e ir  ta len t, th e ir  in sigh t, th e ir  back
ground and th e ir  confidence as no th ing  else could.

T h a t is why th e  N ew spaper In s titu te  of America 
bases its  w ritin g  in struction  on journalism —continu
ous w riting—th e  tra in in g  th a t has produced so m any 
successful authors.

Learn to write b y  w ritin g
N EWSPAPER Institute training is based on the New York Copy 

Desk Method. I t starts and keeps you writing in your own 
home, on your own time. Week by week you receive actual assign
ments, Just as if you were right at work on a great metropolitan 
daily. Your writing is individually corrected and constructively criti
cized by veteran writers. You w ill find that (instead of vainly trying 
to copy someone else’s writing tricks) you are rapidly developing your 
own distinctive, self-flavored style—under
going an experience tha t has a  thrill to it 
and which a t the same time developes in 
you the power to make your feelings articu
late.

Many people who shonld be writing be
come awe-struck by fabulous stories about 
millionaire authors and give little  thought 
to the $25, $50 and $100 or more that can 
often be earned for material tha t takes little 
time to write —  stories, articles on busi
ness, fads, travels, sports, recipes —  things 
that can easily be turned out in leisure 
hours, and often on the impulse of the 
moment.

Let us help you test your native abilities.
Our interesting Writing Aptitude Test will 
do it. It's  free— entirely without obliga
tion. Send the coupon today. Newspaper 
Institute of America, One Paris Avenue,
New York. (Founded 1925)

NO TICE
Men of Draft Age 

No need to hesitate 
to test your writing 
ability, even though 
you are of conscrip
tion age. N.I.A. 
agrees to refund in 
full the tuition of 
anyone accepted as 
a smdent, who is 
subsequently called 
for military service. 
Special terms and 
privileges for men 
in U. S . Armed 
Force*.

|  N e w sp a p er I n s t i tu te  o f A m erica

(O ne P a r k  A venue, N ew  Y o rk
S end  m e, w ith o u t cost o r  o b lig a tio n , y o u r  W r itin g

• A p t i tu d e  T e s t  a n d  fu r th e r  in fo rm a tio n  ab o u t w r it in g  
I f o r  pro fit.

I A d d ress  ................................................................................................

I (All correspondence confidential. No salesman will call on you.)
9 4 A 3 (£

CnDvrifirht 1942 Newspaper Institute of America
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T I G H T E N S

F A L S E  T E E T H
o r  N o Cos f !

fat ASK BO*. HOW 1 CINCH I A 
HIM FOR DO YOU lSOOCQEOF 

MIS KEEP YOUR I CROWN 
MCHCTyl KATE FROMlREUNER 

iUP*»ING?/KlIF* ‘IN
1t*HTL

OUR AMAZING OFFER
D o n ’t  s u f f e r  e m b a r r a s s m e n t  a n d  d is c o m f o r t  c a u s e d  b y  lo o s e  

_ . n t a l  p l a t e s .  A p p ly  C R O W N  R E L IN E R . I n  a  J if fy  y o u r  p l a t e  f lta  
like n e w  a n d  s t a y s  t h a t  w a y  u p  t o  4  m o n th s .  N o  o ld  f a s h io n e d
h e a t in g  to  b u r n  y o u r  m o u th .  Jv ia t s q u e e z e  C RO W N  f r o m  tu b e  a n d  
p u t  y o u r  t e e t h  b a c k  in .  T h e y 'l l  f i t  a s  s n u g l y  a s  e v e r .  I n v e n to r  
I s  a  r e c o g n iz e d  a u t h o r i t y  in  d e n ta l  f ie ld .  A  p a t e n t  h a s  b e e n  a p 
p l ie d  f o r  CROW N R E L IN E R  to  p r o t e c t  y o u  f ro m  i m i t a to r s .  A fte r  
y o u  r e l i n e  y o u r  p l a t e  w i th  CR O W N , ta k e  y o u r  f a l s e  t e e th  o u t  fo r  
c le a n in g  w i th o u t  a f f e c t in g  t h e  C R O W N  R E L IN E R . CROW N R E - 
L IN E R  I s  g u a r a n t e e d  . . . i t ' s  h a r m le s s .  N O T A PO W D ER OR 
P A S T E  I I f  n o t  s a t i s f ie d ,  e v e n  a f t e r  4  m o n th s ,  r e t u r n  p a r t l y  u s e d  
t u b e  f o r  f u l l  r e f u n d .

J .  C le m e n ts  o f  A lg o n a c  w r i t e s :  “ M y p la te s  
w e re  so  b a d  th e y  r a t t l e d  w h e n  I t a l k e d . ’’ 
“ N o w  I c a n  e a t  s te a k s  o r  c o r e  o n  th e  c o b ."  
R e l ln e  y o u r  p l a t e  w i th  C R O W N . I t ’s t a s t e 
le s s .  H a s  t h a t  n a tu r a l  p in k  c o lo r .  O rd e r  a  
tub®  Of C R O W N  R E L IN E R  to d a y  . . . e n o u g h  
to  l a s t  a  y e a r .  W e in c lu d e  F R E E  a  tu b e  
o f  C R O W N  p l a t e  c l e a n e r .  SE N D  NO M ONEY. 
J u s t  s e n d  n a m e  a n d  a d d r e s s .  P a y  p o s tm a n  
$ 1 . 0 0  f o r  c o m b in a t io n ,  p l u s  p o s ta g e ,  o r  
s e n d  c a s h  a n d  w e  p a y  p o s t a g e .  A c t a t  o n c e  
a n d  e n jo y  t h i s  n e w  h a p p in e s s .
CROWN PLASTICS CO., Dept. 2301
4358 W. Philadelphia Ave., Detroit, Mich.

Choice of the LATEST STYLES—remarktbly LOW PRICES. SATIS
FACTION GUARANTEED or your money back. If you are not satisfied 
—they will not cost you a cent.

SEND NO MONEY w *"showing all of
aur many stylts and LOW prices!

ADVANCE SPECTACLE CO.
537 ■$. Dearborn S*-223EDDB ^icago, IN. ,S 8 si

Quit Using Tobacco!
Write for Free Booklet and Learn How. 
Results Guaranteed or Money Refunded.

T H E  N E W E L L  C O M P A N Y
152 Clayton Station S t  Louis, Mo.

1 0 0 ,0 0 0
Satisfied
Users

FA C TO R Y -TO -Y O U
b T n ¥

COW 6 DIAl SCALES)

TRADE-IN
WRITE for big FREE catalog. New 1942 
model* inc lude  Radio*, Radio-Phono*, 
Home Recorder*. S e n sa tio n a lly  low 
fx to ry-to-you prices: $12.95 to $212.50. 
?S 1 6 T U B g g f User-Agent* Wanted).

20 TIMES BETTER fCREISI W ill* 
w> SUPER BUI! SPREAD RA0I9!
PUT THiS CHASSIS

£•2 Tffi/HS' v X $ g s j ® i $ m

r v f R M  a  *  3 3  B E D  a S B B S l I E E

Russia, and w ith Turkey on her western 
border, the diplom atic situation in Iran  is 
one tha t requires extrem ely deft balance— 
and always has.

Riza Khan likes nothing b e tte r than to 
recall his youth. H is father was an officer 
in the Persian Army, and Riza Khan was 
accustomed to riding the fiery chargers of 
the cavalry regim ents alm ost before he 
was old enough to  walk. A t the age of 
twelve, he enlisted in the famous Persian 
Cossack Division. One of his commanding 
officers was Taim ur Khan.

W hen later, his m ilitary successes dur
ing and afte r the W orld W ar I indicated 
that he was destined for a b rillian t future, 
he m arried the daughter of Taim ur Khan. 
And when the old Shah departed in 1924, 
and the M ajliss or Persian Cabinet selected 
a new Shah, it was the son of the army 
officer and the daughter of the cavalry 
commander who ascended to  the throne.

N ew  Days— N ew  W ays
During the past sixteen years there have 

been extensive changes in Teheran and 
throughout Persia. The city  has well over 
a quarter of a million people, and would 
probably be much larger, were it not for 
the fact that all the w ater must be brought 
in through kanats o r pipelines running out 
to the Shimran slopes of the E lburz moun
tains. There are no reservoirs or lakes 
close to the city, which naturally  means 
that the w ater m ust come from under
ground sources that are entirely  dependent 
upon snow and rainfall.

In  speaking of snowfall for a city sup
posed to be in the tropics, it must be re
called that Teheran is actually about as 
far north  as our own city of Richmond, 
Virginia. Over a ten-year period, the aver
age maximum shade tem perature of T ehe
ran was 104.6 degrees Fahrenheit, while 
the average minimum was 14.7 degrees 
Fahrenheit. You can ju st about name the 
sort of weather you want there—and get it.

Ancient and M odern
I t  is impressive, and curious, to note and 

compare the ancient and the modern dur
ing a stro ll through Teheran. Age-old 
buildings are there, buildings which have 
known the tragedies, the lightness and 
grandeur of life through the ages. The city 
has a state-owned electric plant which 
provides street lights from  sunset to  11 
p. m. The additional lighting  provided by 
the m unicipality is of the ancient variety 
and consists of old-time wick lamps. And 
a sturdy lam p-lighter still makes his eve
ning rounds to  kindle them, and drops 
around each m orning to snuff them out.

Teheran is in the center of another 
W orld W ar. I t  is a quaint city a t a cross
road over which has already rumbled the 
power and might of two w arring countries. 
I t  still is a focal point of the world’s in te r
est. The country’s wealth of oil, and its 
transport route for the goods of battle are 
vital in Dem ocracy’s struggle, and are well 
w orth fighting for.

But now, let us put that Europe-Asia 
auto jaunt back into our memory book, and
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look at the business on hand for th is  day 
and month.

Our A uthors Speak
W e have a most in teresting  collection of 

le tte rs  th is  m onth from  our w riters and 
readers, and I  know you’re going to  get 
a big kick out of them. F irs t of all, we’ve 
asked H arry  W idm er to  tell us a few 
things about his novelet of the Norm an 
Conquest, “A rrow s of Invasion.” He 
w rites:
D ear Globe T ro tte r :

By a sk in g  me to  te ll you som eth ing  abo u t the  
background  of “A rrow s of Invasion , you m ay 
have left yo u rse lf w ide open. T he early  h is to ry  of 
E ng land  an d  F rance  is one sub jec t th a t  I  like to 
p lay  w ith, both in m y sto ry  w ritin g  and  as re 
laxation . I 've  gone behind the  scenes from  the  
tim e of C harlem agne r ig h t down to  the  defeat of 
th e  Spanish  A rm ada, and  some of th e  inc iden ts 
th a t  I ’ve dug  up m ake really  exciting  m aterial.

N atu ra lly , w ith  G reat B rita in  as the  m other 
country , I ’ve alw ays been in terested  in th e  early  
doings in th e  Isles. W e’ve h ea rd  a good deal 
abo u t th e  position  of th e  N orw egians in th e  d is
covery of V ineland an d  N orth  Am erica, an d  i t  is 
in te re stin g  to note th a t  the N orm ans of F rance 
w ere also descendan ts of these V ikings who roam ed 
from  th e ir  N orthern  coun tries to th e  M editerranean 
and  the  w est coast of Africa, an d  p en e tra ted  as 
fa r  eastw ard  as Syria , P ales tine  an d  ancien t Phoe
nicia.

W illiam  th e  C onqueror is  the  personalized  figure 
in th e  fo re fro n t of th e  N orm an Conquest p ictu re , 
and  se lecting  some of h is men as m y heroes, gave 
me a know ledge of in d iv iduals based on m y re a d 
ing, th a t  seem s to  have stood me in good stead  in 
“A rrow s of Invasion .”

I ’ve tr ie d  to m ake th e  castle background  look and 
read  au then tic . I ’ve striven  to  have my characters 
ac t as th ey  m ight d u rin g  the  period . I ’ve tried  
to  d ram atize  and  Actionize people th a t a re  real, 
liv ing  b rea th in g  ind iv iduals to  ine. I hope I  suc
ceeded, and  I  hope you like the  s to ry .

Sincerely,
H a rry  W idm er.

Thanks for the in teresting  discussion, 
H arry , and we’ll be looking forw ard to 
m ore m aterial from  your facile pen. Charles 
S toddard’s sto ry  takes us around another 
half of the world, and he’s certainly go tten  
behind the scenes in digging up th is m ate
rial. H ere’s what he says:
D ear G lobe T ro tte r :

U ntil six  m onths ago th a t y a rn  abo u t Rom ulus 
and  Rem us, those  tw o kids who w ere supposedly  
ra ised  by a m am a-w olf and w ho la te r  founded 
Rome, w as ju s t  an o th e r  legend to  me. Im agine, 
a w olf p lay in g  nursem aid  to a p a ir  of yo u n g ste rs! 
Then, like th ey  say  in stories, i t  happened.

F rom  th e  no rthw est w ilds of In d ia  an A nglican 
m issionary , Reverend J .  A. L. Singh, was rep o rtin g  
a true-life  d ram a th a t  not only knocked th e  p rops 
o u t from  u n d er my belief, bu t gave science in 
general a sw ift boot in th e  in tellect. You see, those 
fac tual gentlem en, w ho use a  m icrom eter fo r a 
y a rd stick , a re  loathe to  take  an y th in g  fo r g ran ted , 
especially  if  it  sm acks of th e  fan tastic .

P roo f is th e ir  weapon ag a in s t th a t, and  they  
w hipped o u t th a t weapon to  silence th e  repo rt 
em anating  from  th e  l i t t le  o rp h an ag e  in M idnapore. 
A rm ed w ith  skeptic ism  and  notebooks, rep u tab le  
sc ien tis ts  invaded the  Rev. S ingh 's dom ain in 
search  of proof. T hey got p len ty —sufficient to  
w ipe ou t th e  skepticism  and  fill th e ir  notebooks. 
W h a t’s m ore, they  in itia ted  a rum pus th a t is  s till 
rev e rb e ra tin g  w here sc ien tis t m eets sc ien tist.

Some a rg u e  th a t th e  A m ala-K am ala s to ry  is 
au then tic , b u t they  w an t to know  w here tho se  two 
n a tiv e  children  who w ere rescued from  a w olves’ 
den, cam e from . T hey are  an x ious to  lea rn  how 
th o se  ch ild ren  got “ lo st,” to whom they  belonged,

IT urn  page]

" H a v e n ’ t  g o t  

w h a t  i t  t a k e s ?

Who? ME?"
Yes, i t  often is a shock to  discover what 
others really think about you. And while 
they may be completely wrong, still . . .

Why not prove th a t you’re going plaeea 
—why not make more money?

Do you dare say you lack the oppor
tun ity  when thousands are winning raises, 
promotion, through LaSalle’s new home- 
study training?

Let us send you free th a t fascinating 
book: “Ten Years’ Promotion in One.” 
Write for it todayl There’s no obligation— 
nothing bu t a  challenge, an inspiration, 
that can make money for you!

LaSalle Extension University
A  Correspondence Institution

Dept. 1329-R Chicago
Please send me, without cost or obligation, “Ten 

Years’ Promotion in One” and also the book on the 
business field checked below:

B Accountancy □  Law □  Traffic Mgt. 
Business Mgt. P  Modern Salesmanship

N am e____________________ _____ _ . . . ________ ____ . . .

Address___________________________________________ _

Citv.........—.........................................State---------- —.
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Is Your Rupture

H E R E ?
Why continue to suffer with rupture?1 
Stop your worries and fears. Send fo r1 
the facts about my perfected truss 
invention—the Brooks Appliance for 
reducible rupture —with the auto
matic AIR-CUSHION support that 
Civet Nature a chance to close 
the opening. Thousands bought by 
doctors for themselves and patients.

Y f/af—Made-to-measnre, individual fitting for man, woman
o r child. Low-priced, sanitary, durable. No obnoxious springs or hard 
pads; no metal girdle to rust. Safe and comfortable. Helps N ature get 
results. N ot Bold through s to res—beware of imitations. Write today 
lo r  full Information sent free in  plain sealed envelope.

BROOKS APPLIANCE CO. fifarsftall^ANdiJ

PATENTS s e c u r e d
Little ideas often have big oommerolal poesiblMtlen. Two 
▼aluaole, advisory books—FREE. Also Important "Evldoncs 

' 'o™ -. Write today. Victor J. Evans & Com- 
paivy, 607-A Victor Building. Washington. D. 0 .

FA LS E T E E T H
As Low As $ 7 " ^

,  ■  Per Pla*ft
M ade in o u r m odern lab o ra to ry  
from  your m outh im pression. Sat- 
Infraction o r  m oney back. SAVE 
M O N ET — O RD ER BY MAIL.

write today tor tuD SO Days' Trial]
particulars. FREE ira- -------------------1
pression material, and illustrated folder 
showing our many styles of dental plates.

_ _______  MARVEL DENTAL COMPANY
VEND NO MONEY! Dept. 59-J, 343 S. Dearborn St.. Chicago

THOUGHTS HAV€ WINGS
Y O U  C A N  influence others with 
y o u r thinking I L earn  to impress 
o thers favorably— across your 
ideas. Let the Rosicrucians show 
you how to use the pow er of mind. 
F o r  free  book w rite  Scribe N .k .b . 
T il ROSICRUCIANS (AMORC) 

San Jose. California

m U S IL E S  A C H E ?
Feet “Killing You” ? Do You Feel All-In 

After a Hard Day’s Work?
Don’t suffer unnecessarily  from  th e  torture Of 
stiff, sore, t ire d  m uscles . . .  o r burn ing , ach ing  
feet . . . due to  w ork  or exercise. G et soothing, 
refresh ing  relief, quick ly  and easily ! J u s t  give 
y ourse lf a  b risk  ru b  w ith  ANDY LOTSHAW  All- 
P u rp o se  BODY RUB. Let th is  secret fo rm ula of 
A ndy L otshaw , fam ous a th le tic  tra in e r  of th e  C hi
cago Cubs Baseball Team  and Chicago B ears 
Football Team , b rin g  new  p leasures into your life! 
Soothing oils enab le  your fingers to w ork  deep 
down to  pain fu l areas in your tire d , ach ing  back, 
shoulders, legs, a rm s and feet — easing  m uscu la r 
discom fort due to  h a rd  w ork o r  exercise, speeding 
circu lation  th a t  ca rrie s  aw ay p ain -causing  fa tigue  
acids faster. Get welcome relief th e  way thou san d s 
upon th o u san d s do—m assage w ith  ANDY LOT- 
SHAW  A ll-P u rp o se  BODY RUB. Mail a do llar b ill 
($1.00) fo r  la rg e  bo ttle  today  to  Andy. A ddress 
him  AN D Y LO TSH AW

Dept. K, 230 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago
Money back if  n o t satisfied!

w hat m ade th a t m other-w olf care for them  as she 
cared fo r her cubs. If  you have any im agination, 
y our guess is as. good as theirs.

O ther sc ien tis ts are stew ing in a  hot-tw o-sided 
dilemma, each side stick ing  ou t like the  proverbial 
horn. One group of sc ien tis ts contends env iron
m ent m olds the hum an being while the  o ther group 
says its heredity . The answ er, ju d g in g  from  the 
case h isto ry  of the  M idnapore child ren  seems to 
be a com bination of both theories.

If  you haven’t read  abo u t Amaia and Kam ala, 
here’s the  g ist of w hat occurred.

On October 10, 1920, Itev. S ingh and some com 
panions investigated a rum or about “g h osts” in- 
h ah ita tin g  an an t hill, common in th a t  region of 
India. A fter bu ild ing  a tig e r-h u n tin g  p latfo rm  
the  men w aited for the  “g h o sts” to  appear. They 
d idn’t  have to w ait long. A wolf em erged from a 
hole, followed by two other a d u lt wolves, then 
two cubs. A t the  heels of the  cubs came two 
crea tu res shaped like hum an beings.

Rev. S ingh w as satisfied they  were hum an 
beings and, with the  aid of native d iggers, even
tu a lly  broke into the  clean, neat den. H uddled  in a 
corner were the  two hum an c rea tu res and the  cubs. 
A fter a tu ss le  the  cubs w ere separa ted  from  the 
hum ans, w'ho fough t m ore ferociously th an  the 
wolves. One of th e  children  w as eight, the  other 
abou t a year and a ha lf old—both g irls . Rev. Singh 
nam ed the older Ivamala, th e  younger, Amaia.

Then a case h isto ry , th e  equal of w hich science 
had never known, w as in au g u ra ted  by the. S inghs. 
They trea ted  the children  as in fan ts, a ttem p tin g  to 
m ake them  civilized. I t  w as tough going, because 
the children were in rea lity  no th ing  m ore than  an i
mals, possessing the  in stin c ts  of anim als. A t cer
ta in  tim es each n ig h t they  howled like wolves. 
They scam pered abou t on all fours, lapped m ilk 
like dogs, shunned day lig h t and hum an contact. 
B ut Rev. Singh and his wife were patien t. They 
realized w hat a job  they  had undertaken.

J u s t  when the p a ir  appeared  to get a foothold 
on civilization A m aia took sick and died. Then 
th e  first word of th e  w olf-children penetra ted  to 
th e  ou tside w orld, causing  a s t i r  th a t  had  never 
been an tic ipated  by the  Rev. Singh. S till, lie re
fused to  let the w orld in on his secret, p re fe rrin g  
to  handle th e  delicate task  of rem olding Ivam ala to 
hum an s ta n d a rd s  w ith  the  a id  of h is wife.

Ten years after he had found the  tw o “ghosts” 
K am ala died, but she had  succeeded to a certain  
ex ten t in learn ing  m uch about her fellow beings, 
an d  un learn in g  a g rea t deal about wolves. I t  m ust 
be said, however, th a t  Rev. S ingh did no t com
pletely change K am ala from  tin* anim al he had 
rescued to  a b lushing g irl of eighteen. She could 
do e rra n d s  and  speak about fifty w ords, b u t if she 
had to do som ething quickly  she reverted  to the 
wolf, loping on all fours, o r ac ting  in ch aracteristic  
w olf fashion.

G athering  the fac ts from  the  h isto ry  w ritten  by 
Rev. Singh, science in terp re ted  them  according to 
its  set dogm as. T he scales of science jockeyed 
back and fo rth  like a seesaw, bow ing firs t to  en
vironm ent. then  g iving the  nod to hered ity . B ut 
the  case h isto ry  of th e  M idnapore g ir ls  spoke 
b lun tly . H ered ity  and  environm ent can ’t  be taken 
alone. T hey a re  so in teg ra ted  th a t  they  un ite  to 
develop the  crea tu re  we know  as the  hum an being.

T h a t w as the  am azing case th a t gave me the 
incentive to w rite, “Doom S ta lks the  Ju n g le .” In 
it I tr ie d  to depict ano ther m ystery  frow ned upon 
by science because it  doesn’t fit in to  th e  bracket 
of sta tis tics . IVlien Amaia died, som eth ing  vital 
appeared  to snap in K am ala—som ething no t w olf
ish, and  yet it  doesn’t  come in to  th e  hum an ken. 
I t  w as as if a com plete circu it had  been brokeu, 
a c ircu it of te lepathy  th a t  appeared  to have existed 
between th e  g irls , te lling  one w h at th e  o ther was 
doing or th in k in g —yes, a s ix th  sense, th a t  quality  
supposedly  inheren t to us, bu t do rm an t now.

Science does no t countenance an y th in g  less than  
a  theory  based on facts. P erhaps, though , the tim e 
is no t too rem ote when ano ther phenom enon like 
the w olf-children of M idnapore w ill shake the con
servatism  ou t of science, and  d arin g  though t will 
unravel m ysteries beyond our reach today. H ere 
then , Globe T ro tter, is th e  reason for the  m y sti
cism in my sto ry . May the  fu tu re  give us the  righ t 
answ er—soon.

Y ours tru ly ,
C harles S toddard .

T h at’s sure an in teresting  story, Charles. 
B ut now it’s the turn  of our readers to 
have the ir say. L e t’s open the mail bag a
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bit wider and see what we can dig out of it.
H ere’s one from  a member out in Utah. 

A t least she’s in Utah for the moment, but 
as you can see from her letter, she takes 
her globe-trotting seriously, and will prob
ably be on the way when this hits prin t:
D ear Globe T ro tte r :

G reetings from  one of your m em bers. Been a 
long tim e since I  w rote you for m em bership but. 
man, since then I ’ve “ been places am i done th ings.

Aud have m ade several good friends th rough
y °Hope to  heaven I 'm  not through  going ju s t 
yet. A t leas t not un til tim e to make the  last trek .

Am p lann ing  on seeing tkc  extrem e N orthw est of 
th e  States. Have m anaged to  m iss them  somehow, 
hu t as long as I ’m th is  far W est perhaps th a t can 
be remedied In the  near fu ture. .

I en joy all your stories, and especially  those of 
H arold  Cruickshank. IJut then I've alw ays had a 
yen fo r th ings O riental.

So keep up the good work and th e  next tim e I m 
in New York I ’ll stop in and see you.

R uth  Bonaehea.

Now that the women have taken the 
floor, here’s a missive from an air-minded 
young lady:
D ear Globe T ro tte r :

I road in your October issue of T H R IL L IN G  
ADVENTURES, which I enjoy reading, th a t you 
would also like to  have g irls  in your club. I am 
glad of th a t  for I like to correspond w ith people 
and I  would enjoy having pen pals from  all pa rts  
of the globe.

I am tw enty-tw o years old and work in the  office 
of a construction  concern. I like all outdoor sports, 
and have several hobbies. 1 am especially in te r
ested in aviation.

I w ill enjoy hearing  from  anyone who cares to 
w rite  me and I prom ise to answer.

t Turn page]
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BLUEPRINT 
I  READING I

A M A Z IN G  
NEW INVENTION

Makes Blueprint Reading 
Easy as Seeing a Movie

NOW. at laJrt an Amazing New In
vention has been perfected by Out
standing Experts exclusively for Austin 
Technical Institute—an invention that 
makes Blueprint Reading easy as 

A.B.C. Better Jobs and Bigger Pay ore now waiting for 
men who ean read Blueprints. If you can read English. 
YOU, 1oo, can learn to read Blueprints EASILY, QUICKLY 
— RIGHT AT HOME—IN SPARE TIME at an amazingly 
low cost—through this Shortcut, Inexpensive, Sensational 
New “Shadowgraph” Method.

THOUSANDS O F MEN W A N T E D -A T  ONCE
Every day—thousands of factories engaged In National De
fense work call for men of ALL ages, who are qualified to 
work from Blueprints. “Must be able to work from Blue
prints”—that’s the way WANT ADS read these days. It 
doesn’t matter whether you are a machinist, mechanic, car
penter, plumber, steamfitter, truck driver, student, office 
worker—whatever your occupation—Blueprint Reading opens 
up for you the quickest, surest way to win a Better Job and 
Bigger Pay. Write today for our FREE Illustrated Book 
and full details.

FREE B O O K
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AUSTIN TECHNICAL INSTITUTE Dlv. X.G.-l ■
BUS Broad Street, Div. T.G.-I, Nowarfc, New Jersey §
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MOUTH INFECTIONS
Bad enough In themselves but some

of them may lead to other infections, 
such as:

PVOPBHEA
'■

If  you are a sufferer from any of these mouth infections, 
why not try PY-RO, a simple home remedy which has been 
used with beneficial results many times.

If your gums bleed . . .  if there is evidence of pus . . .  or 
your teeth are loose, give PY-RO a trial and see for yourself 
if it  does not give you the aid you are seeking.

We have on file numerous letters from grateful persons who 
have used PY-RO, evidencing the improvement of gum infec
tions and of the satisfactory results obtained.

(hdafL-hdeui -  5lavu£-ko

USE PY-RO ! We believe that PY-RO 
will quickly convince you of 
its ability to help correct 

any of the above conditions from which you believe you are 
suffering. I>0 NOT DELAY! Send $2.00 ami we pay postage, 
or pay postman $2.00 plus C.O.D. charges. Use PY-RO as d i
rected and if not entirely satisfied with the results, we will 
gladly refund the purchase price in full,

ORALENE, INC., Dept. 801
501 West 139th Street New York City, N. Y.

W R I T E R S :
Send us your original poem. 
Mother. Home, Love, Sacred, 
Patriotic, Comic or any sub

ject, for our plan and FREE Rhyming Dictionary a t once. 
RICHARD BROS., 74 Woods Building, Chicago, Illinois

SONG POEM

SUCCESS OPPORTUNITIES
DO YOU W A N T  TO GET AHEAD?

NOW is the time to get a better job, better pay, 
knovvlodgo and culture that spell happiness, suc
cess. See big 1942 illustrated catalog of authori
tative, simplified books on aviation, accounting, 
engineering, English, drafting, radio, history, 
typewriting, machine shop work, Spanish, secre
tarial practice, and a hundred other subjects. 
Many slightly used, as low as 49c, postpaid. 
Money back if not satisfied. W rite for FREE 
catalog NOW. HOME STUDY BOOK CO.
Dept. 712, 1251 S- Wabash Ave., Chicago, III.

* F R E E

CATALOG
HOM E

STUDY
b o o k s

FLASH THIS SPARKLER!
No nood fo r ,$1000 d iam onds •  
when these fiery B L U -B IU TE  # 
m ined Zircons dazzle everyone ( 

CD CCI Write for special catalog 9  
of Zircon diamonds that f  

cut glass: stand acid—98 % cheaper 
than diamonds. •

KIMBERLY GEM CO.. Ine. *
503 5th Ave., N. Y. C. Dept. 31 •

FREE One 25c Size Sample. Enclose 
3c Stamp to Cover Mailing. FOR

S T O M A C H  U L C E R
P a i n ,  H e a r t b u r n ,  G a s  a n d  O t h e r  
Distress Due to Gastric Hyperacidity
Learn all about this remarkable, inexpensive home treat
ment. Pain often relieved promptly. No rigid or liquid diet. 
We will also send you, FR EE with this sample, an informa
tive booklet on this simple home treatm ent. Send for sample.
TWIN CITY VON CO.. Dept. G-209, Minneapolis. Minn.

H oping  th is  w ill b r in g  me m any  new friends, I 
rem ain,

Bebe Lee Sawyer.
P. O. Box 64, A llap a ttah  Station, M iami, F la.

H ere’s a young fellow out in Pennsylva
nia w ith something of a squawk for you pen 
pals. He's living ra ther an in teresting  life 
as you can see. Tell us about it, S teve:
D ear Globe T ro tte r :

I  have read your m agazine fo r som e tim e and 
alw ays m eant to jo in  your club, b u t w as alw ays 
delayed.

I have a good m any pen pals th a t  I  m et th ro u g h  
your column. One th in g  I  notice is th a t  the fo r
eign boys answ er my le tte rs  w hile th e  boys in the 
U.S.A. don’t. W h at's  th e  m atte r w ith  them  ? I 
have th ir ty  friends in fo reign  countries all ob 
ta ined  from  your column. Of all th e  le tte rs I  have 
sen t ab road  only one has n o t been answ ered.

My hobbies can be classed as every th ing  under 
the  sun—coins, stam ps, books, curios, Ind ian  relies, 
fossils, gems, sem i-precious stones, postcards, and 
m any o th er th in g s  too num erous to  m ention.

By jo in ing  your club  I  hope to  get m any more 
pen pals. W ith  so m any hobbies I find it  easy to 
be pals with anybody.

I was over the  P ennsy lvan ia  T urn p ik e  th e  o ther 
Sunday and I sincerely w ish th a t  a ll of the  read 
ers of yo u r column could see it. T h is is  one of the  
m ost m odern h ighw ays in the  w orld. I doubt if 
the re  is ano ther one like it  anyw here.

T h is h ighw ay stre tches from  H a rrisb u rg  to 
P ittsb u rg h  w ith  no sha rp  curves, no in tersections, 
no red ligh ts, no steep grades, a lth o u g h  it travels 
th ro u g h  th e  beau tifu l A ppalachian  M ountains. I t 
has less th an  a th ree-percen t rise  because of th e  
tunnels bu ilt for th e  h ighw ay. I could w rite on 
and on about the  highw ay, b u t I  would probab ly  
bore you. If you th in k  the  readers of your column 
would be in terested  I  could w rite  a  le tte r  to each 
and every one of them  th ro u g h  your colum n about 
th is  exam ple of m odern  engineering.

S tephen P . B. Pavlina.
318 E ig h th  Street,
New K ensington, Pennsylvania .

T hat Pennsylvania Turnpike sure is a 
beauty. I t 's  going to mean a lo t to  people 
who want to see the w estern part of your 
state, and the sights along the Appalachian 
and the Blue Ridge M ountains. O ur next 
swing of the geography book and the mail 
bag takes us up to Fall R iver, M assachu
setts. Jack C arroll is a new member from 
that bailiwick, and w e're glad to  hear from 
him.
D ear Globe T ro tte r :

As a  new reader of yo u r m agazine allow  me to 
p ra ise  you on your fine stories, (artic les and  de
p artm en ts  which a re  both in te restin g  and in fo rm 
ing. I  am send ing  along th e  application  fo r m em 
bersh ip  in your w orld-w ide Globe T ro tte rs  Club 
and  I would like to  get le tte rs from  m em bers of 
the  club in  fo reign  countries.

I am  seventeen years old and  m y favorite  hob
bies a re  correspondence, travel, read ing , lan 
guages (French, Gaelic, and G erm an, a little ), 
lite ra tu re , cu rren t events, p h o tog raphy  and radio. 
W hile my favorite  sp o rts  a re  baseball, football, 
and  h ik in g  and bow ling.

So. hoping th a t  foreign  pen pals keep th e  m ail
men busy,

Ja c k  Carroll.
766 Locust S treet, 
F a ll River, Mass.

And here 's another long le tte r  from  one 
of the girls in  our club. F ern  is really 
getting  a big kick out of life, and she 
wants to  tell you about it.
D ear Globe T ro tte r :

May I come in fo r a  ch a t?  I ’ve been an a rden t 
reader of T H R IL L IN G  ADVENTU RES for quite  a 
long w hile and my th ir s t  fo r adven ture  is m o
m entarily  quenched in the  episodes of th e  charac
te rs  therein . Some ind iv iduals shun th e  idea of 
women ad v en tu rers bu t h isto ry  gives p roof of
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m any brave and  adven tu rous women. Women 
who have changed th e  destin ies of n a tions th em 
selves.

Men have th e  shoulders, b read th  and streng th , 
b u t i t 's  a  w om an’s su s ta in in g  and  end u rin g  love 
th a t w aters th e  roots of m an 's am bitions. So 
I  feel justified  in claim ing a p a r t of T H R IL L IN G  
ADVENTU RES for my very  own. S tories to ld  of 
legends of old a re  especially in te restin g  to  me and 
in O ctober's issue of said book, “Don R oberto ’s 
R ig h t A rm ,” by Jo n a th an  McCulley, w as w orth 
double the  p rice of the  m agazine.

I ’ve been in New Mexico only a  sh o rt w hile, bu t 
th is  country  is  an adven ture  in itself. Many 
s ig h ts  of in te re s t to en te rta in  one’s im agination. 
T he “C arlsbad Caverns” a re  one of the  w orld ’s 
g rea test a ttrac tio n s  and people travel here from 
all over th e  w orld to go th ro u g h  them . T ru ly  a 
m iracle of scenic a ttrac tio n . B eing a typ ical o u t
door g irl I love N ature and  all she has to  offer 
us. Too, I give heed to th e  law s of N ature in all 
respects. I  love life, I love adventure, b u t m ost of 
all I love s tren g th . S tren g th  to overcome te m p ta 
tions and  troubles. I have w ritten  a sh o rt poem 
and w ill send it along, hop ing  you enjoy it. And 
m any th an k s  for a  “T h rillin g  A dventure.”

★  Th is  brand new cyclopedia “ A V IA T IO N ”  la 
just off the press and ia the finest, best Illustrated 
and most complete cyclopedia on th is  subject wo 
haveeverpublished. Beautifu lly bound In modern
istic washable cloth. Covers the whole field from 
first principles o f flight through latest types o f en
gines, meteorology, aircraft instruments and how 

to  read them, gliding, parachute packs, etc. E very  man Interested in 
flying, whether amateur o r expert, should have these hooka; sea* 
for free examination, no money down, no deposit.

Life is  short, bu t pain  is  long ;
T em pta tions lead from  r ig h t to w rong.
W e pay  too much fo r p leasu re’s song,
W e look for life, then  find i t  gone.

Adios , am igos ,
F ern  H endrickson.

110% S. Main Street,
C arlsbad , New Mexico.

Your idea about having woman adven
tu rers sounds like a good one, but I ’m

[Turn page]

S t r a n g e r  t h a n  

F i c t i o n !

For stories that are 

amazingly, startlingly 

different read
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Wonderful New  Field
National Defense lias opened up tremendous opportunities In  A v ia 
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being built. G et into this field now. Send the coupon fo r free exami
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H e lp  K i d n e y s  

I f  B a c k  A c h e s
Do you feel older than you are or suffer from Getting Up Nights, 

Backache. Nervousness, Leg Pains, Dizziness, Swollen Ankles, Rheu
matic Pains, Burning, scanty or frequent passages? I f  so, remember 
Pint your Kidneys are vital to your health and tha t these symptoms 
may he duo to non-organic ami non-systemic Kidney and Bladder 
troubles- in such cases CYSTEX (a pliysician’s prescription) usually 
givvs prompt and joyous relief by helping the Kidneys flush oat 
poisonous excess acids and wastes. You have everything to gain and 
nothing to lose in trying Cystex. An iron-clad guarantee wrapped 
around each package assures a  refund of your money on return of 
empty package unless fully satisfied. Don’t take chances on any 

Kidney medicine that is not guaran- 
—y. teed. Don’t delay. Get Cystex 

* (Siss-tex) from your druggist Unlay.
„ 7 , Only 35e. Tito guarantee protects
Kidneys you.

ASTHMA TR EA TM EN T m ailed on 
F re e  T rial. I f  satisfied 
send $1; if not, i t ’s  Free. 
W rite  me fo r your treat* 

: n ien t today.
W. K. STERLINE, 830 Ohio Ave., Sidney, Ohio

s e c r e t  s e r v i c e  B o o k

No Money D o w n —Actual C ....... .................
I f  ioM  A c t  Q u ick / —W o wilt sen d  you  th is  s t i r r in g  
book on  C rim e D e te c tio n , S o e ro t S erv ice  a n d  Id e n 
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S I . 0 0 .  I f  n o t ,  r e t u r n  i t .  W R IT E  T O P  AY. l i t e r 
a t u r e  c e n t  o n ly  t o  p e r s o n s  s t a t i n s '  t h e i r  a g e .

D îit. 79S1. 1920 Sunnyside Aye., Chicago, IH.
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P ile  Su ffering F R E E  
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or Toronto (5) Ontario, Can.

<8 8 5 * 5 8 ?
Complete home-study courses

t a i l s  a n d  I l l u s t r a t e d  7 2 - p a g e  b a r 
g a i n  c a t a lo g  F R E E . W r i te  to d a y !  

NELSON CO.
SOOSherman, Dept. N-227, Chicago

O LD  L A P S E D
LIFE INSURANCE POLICIES

Have an A  dua l Cash Value
' NEW MANUAL TELLS  YOU H O W TO  
CO LLECT. O u r files a re  filled w ith  cash  

co llec tio n s m ad e  on OLD LAPSED LIFE INSURANCE/ 
POLICIES. A ll th e  sim p le  In s tru c tio n s  fo r  co llection  
o n  L apsed  In su ra n c e  a r e  em bodied  la o u r“  O ld L a p se d j  
P o lic y  R ecovery  M a n u a l .”  N o th ing  l l k e i t .  S lp s tp d ,  
M oney Back i f  n o t d e lig h te d . POLICY HOLDERS 
BUREAU, P. o .  B ox  717, Dept. 20, Chicago

afraid we’re going to have some trouble 
convincing our w riters about that. A fter 
all, if the villain has a spark of gentlem anly 
feeling, he isn’t going to take a whack at 
the heroine, or gun her down at the cli
max. Or would he? Your Carlsbad Caverns 
are w orth going a long way to  see—unless 
you happen to be afraid of bats.

And here’s a brief note from  one of our 
C.C.C. boys.
Dear Globe T ro tte r :

I have alw ays been in te rested  in adventure, and 
when I  read  your m agazine I  found th a t  I m ay 
really  have th e  chance to  correspond w ith  real 
adven turers. I t  would in te rest me trem endously  to 
correspond w ith  a m an w ho does a g reat deal of 
sa iling  and w rites stories. I  w ould also like to  
hear from  some person who has been a round  the  
South Sea Islands. All m ail w ritten  to  me will 
be answ ered p rom ptly . So come on, som e of you 
sa ilo rs an d  w rite rs . L e t’s  hear from  you.

Alton Tvedt.
CCC Camp Co. 1722-S-95,
Effie, M innesota.

Thanks fo r  the note, A lton. I ’m sure 
some of our real globe tro tte rs  will be 
glad to correspond w ith you. Our n e x t  
n e w  member comes from  Indianapolis. And 
he has a couple of pets th a t ought to be 
novel in anyone’s menagerie.
D ear Globe T ro tte r :

Enclosed is my app lication  for m em bership in 
your club. A lthough I am only nineteen, I  have 
m anaged to  travel about a  little . The longest tr ip  
1 have m ade w as in 1939. My fa th er re tired  from  
business th a t  year and he decided to take a tr ip  to 
a country  he had  alw ays w anted  to see. W hen the 
fre ig h te r sailed, I w as on it w ith  him.

I  especially w ant to con tac t m em bers and read 
ers who live in th e  C aribbean or near it, and  South 
America. I  expect to head th a t  w ay nex t sp ring  
and  personal contacts w ith  a co u n try  help to  in 
su re  th e  success of a tr ip . Correspondence w ith 
A.Y.H. A ssociation m em bers is also desired.

As fo r hobbies, I like everyth ing. A thletics are 
my favorites, though , and  I  enjoy such sp o rts  as 
sk iing  and sailing , down to  ju s t row ing a boat. I 
am not above average in any of them  bu t I will 
t ry  an y th in g  once.

I have a  pe t lem ur from  M adagascar, and a 
South A m erican p arro t. T heir actions supply  
p lenty  of in te restin g  w ritin g  m aterial, so come on, 
some of you felluw m em bers, le t’s m ake th e  p o st
men earn  th e ir  w ages!

Yours tru ly ,
M aurice B arker.

2930 G uildford Avenue,
Ind ianapolis, Indiana.

Before closing the mail bag this month, 
we have a note from  a youngster in Lon
don. H e’s anxious to have some pen pals, 
and I ’m  sure he’ll get his wish through 
th is departm ent.
D ear Globe T ro tte r :

I  hope th is  le tte r  reaches you qu ite  safely. I 
th in k  X shall en joy  being a mom her of your club. 
I know m ost of th is  little  E n g la n d  of ou rs quite 
well, and w ill be only too g lad  to answ er any 
questions th a t  are  p u t to  me by o ther m em bers, 
provided they  a re  discreet, and no t liable to be 
blue-penciled by th e  censor.

My hobby covers a la rg e  g round  of pho tography, 
electrical sciences and engineering. I am also an 
a rden t s tu d en t of all m edical sciences, and can ob-

O LD  LEG T R O U B L E
Easy to use Viscose Method heals many old 
leg sores caused by leg congestion,varicose veins, 
swollen legs and injuries or no cost for TRIAL. 
Describe your trouble and get FREE BOOK. 

T. G. VISCOSE METHOD COMPANY 
140 N. Dearborn Street, Chicago, Illinois

A  Lot of N ew  M em bers of
T H E  G L O B E  T R O T T E R S ’ C L U B

w ill appear in next month's issue

no



ta in  any inform ation  you m ay req u ire  concernini 
hosp ital w ork. I  also speak F rench , German, a 
L atin . H oping  my application  fo r m einbershi 
w ill m eet w ith  approval, I  rem ain.

St. B artholom ew 's H osp ita l, 
London, E. C. 1, E ngland .

Oar N ex t Issue
The editorial wheels have been grinding, 

as usual, and we feel tha t for the next issue 
w e’ve assem bled a group of stories that 
will be a delight to  all of you readers. As 
usual, we’ve reached out and tapped the 
backgrounds from  all parts  of the world 
to  lend variety  and appeal both to the long 
stories and to the shorter ones.

W ith  the little  disturbance in Panama, 
and the in terest of the American people 
in the defense of the Canal, the area on 
the Isthm us is particularly  intriguing at 
the present time. T h a t’s why the leading 
novelet in the February issue will be “Guns 
for Gatun,” a top-notch yarn of the U. S. 
Defense forces at the Canal Zone. You’re 
going to like the way the U nited States 
M arines handle a situation that is a radical 
departure from  ordinary m ilitary strategy, 
and which puts a new tw ist on jungle 
warfare.

The sto ry  is by A rthur J. Burks, an ex
leatherneck himself, and he ought to be 
able to give the boys that patrol from  the 
H alls of M ontezum a to the Shores of 
T ripo li the sort of action story to  which 
they’re entitled. W e liked this story, and 
felt that it was extrem ely tim ely. H ere’s 
hoping it rings the bell w ith you.

[Turn page]

W ill you help her . . .  
against her w orst enemy ?

T-TEK 'w o r s e  
e n e m y ?  

T u b e r c u l o s i s  ! 
M o r e  p e o p le  b e 
tw e e n  15 a n d  45 
d ie  fr o n t  tu b e r 
c u lo s is  th a n  fr o m  
a n y  o th e r  d ise a se  /

Yet tuberculo
sis can  be wiped 
away. Since 1907 
your Local T u 
berculosis Asso
ciation has helped 
reduce the annual 
death toll from 
179 to  4 7  p e r  
100,000.

Join this l ig h t! From now till 
Christmas send no letter, no card, 
no package w ithout the Christmas 
Seal that fights Tuberculosis l

Buy
CHRISTMAS

SEALS

TO MAKE THIS UN/QU£
GAS SAVING TEST

Will you permit U3 to send you a t our risk 
the Vacu-matic, a device which autoowners 
everywhere are praising:? Install it on your 
car. Test it at oar risk. Unless it trims dollars o J 
your gas bills by saving up to 30% on gasoline con- 

M sumption, gives more power, quicker pickup and 
faster aoceleration, the test will cost you nothing.

, Automatic Supercharge Principle
Vacu-matic fa entirely different! It operates on 
the supercharge principle by automatically add- 
Inga charge ofextra oxygen, drawn free from tho
the supercharge principle by automatically add 
Inga charge ofextra oxygen, drawn free from th f 
outer air into the heart of the gas mixture. It is
e n tire ly  an to m a tJc  a n d  a llo w s th e  m o to r  t o  “ b re a th e ”  a t  
th e  c o r re c t  t im e ,  o p e n in g  a n d  clo sing  hs r e q u ire d .  Savoa 
o n to  8 0 %  on  g a n  c o s ts ,  w ith  b e t te r  m o to rp e r fe rm a n c a .

FITS ALL CARS
C o n stT o cted o f (d x p a rta  
f u s e d  in to  a s in g le  u n i t ,  
a d ju s te d  and  etxilsd  afl _  
the fa c to r y .  E asily  a n d  i,  
q u ick ly  In sta lled  by an y - *ne in  a fe w  m in u te s .
FOR INTRODUCING. Here’a a Bplendid opportunity for unusual sales 
and profits. Every car, truck, tractor owner a prospect. Send name and 
address now for big monev making offer and how you can get yonrs Free. 
The Vacu-matic C o., 7617-619  W. S ta te  S treet, Wauwatosa/eVia*

H i g h  S c h o o l  C o u r s e
at Home Many Finish in 2 Years

Go as rapidly as your time and abilities permit. Course
' ' ‘ ‘ isid • ' * * ----------*

[
equivalent to resident school work— prepares for college 
entrance exams. Standard H .S . texts supplied. Diploma.

C re d it  fo r Q . S . su b je c ts  a lre a d y  com p le ted . S ingle  su b je c ts  if d e 
s ire d . H igh  school e d u ca tio n  is ve ry  im p o rta n t fo r  a d v an cem en t lu  
b n s in ess  a n d  in d u stry  a n d  so c ia lly . D on’t  b e  h an d icapped  all y o u r  
life  He a  H igh  School g ra d u a te .  S ta r t  y o u r t r a in in g  now . E reo  
B u lle tin  on  re q u e s t .  N o  o b liga tion .
A m erican S ch oo l, D p t. H -158. Drexel a t  58th , C h icago

HEAD COLDS
C A T A R R HS IN U S

TRY THIS FOR RELIEF OF THE NASAL CONGESTION
To ease such nasal congestion symptoms as sniffling, 
sneezing, hawking, stuffed-up feeling, watery eyes, 
roaring ears and pounding pressure, FLUSH the nasal 
passage with SINASIPTEC. Based on a physician's 
successful prescription. S IN A SIPT EC  washes out 
thick, crusty, sticky, old mucous as it soothes and re
duces swollen, irritated tissue. Ask your druggists.
Send Today for An Amazing 25c Test
Just mail 25c with name, address todav for new special com
plete S in a sip tec  and N a sa l Douche package forthoroughtrial 
to American Drug Corp., Dept. B12.6000 Maple, St. Louis, Mo.

FALSER TEET H M)w cuff 6  §5
9 0  DAYS TRIAL

TEST  THEM  
E X A M IN E  THEF4

SEND 
NO

MONEY

Wo make FALSE  TEETH  for you B Y  M A IL  
from your m ou th -im press ion !
Money-Back GU ARANTEE  of 
Satisfaction. FREE impression 
material, directions. Booklet of 
New Stylos and Information.
W rite today to

FREE
PARKER DENTAL LAB., 127 N, Dearborn St., Pept 17, Chicago, 111.

7 3 0 SHAVES FROM 1  BLADE
A M A Z IN G  N E W  

B L A D E  SH A R P E N E R
New sharpener for ail makes of 

double-edge razor blades performs / 
miracles! “ Not necessary to change(i 
blades," writes one user. Another says,

"H ave Used 1 blade over 730 times." 
k RAZOItOLL really sharpens 
4  blades because it strops on leather. Give* 

keen, smooth shaving edges. No guess-work. 
Blade held at correct angle and proper pressure 

i — automatically. Just turn crank to sharpen 
1 blade. No gears. Well made. Handsome— - 

compact— in attractivo case. Weighs few ounces. 
W ill last years. Makes ideal g ift. «
NO M O N EY ! W rite today. P ay post- s i v  m v i i b i .  mail only $1.00 plus few

cents postage. Use Razoroll for 5 days and i f  you're not 
delighted with smooth, velvet shaves you get. return RAZOKOL.'. 
and we'll return your dollar. Hurry— order today.
RAZOROLL CO., G20 N. Michigan, Dept. 201, Chicaft, l!L

i n



in  90 Days at Home
Hundreds of men and women of all ages 18-50 make $10.00 to 
$20.00 In a single day giving scientific Swedish Massage and 
Hydro-Therapy treatments. There is a big demand from 
Hospitals, Sanitariums, Clubs, Doctors and private patients as 
well as opportunities for establishing your own office.
Learn this interesting money-making profession in your own home 
by mail, through our home study course. Same instructors 
as in our NATIONALLY KNOWN resident school. A diploma 
Is awarded upon completion of Ahe course. Course can be 

completed in  3 to 4 months. High School train
ing Is not necessary. Many cam big money while 
learning.

Anatomy Charts & Booklet FREE
Enroll now and we will include uniform coat, 
medical dictionary, patented reducing roller and 
Hydro-Therapy supplies without extra coat. The 
reducing course alone may be worth many times 
the modest tuition fee.
Send coupon now for Anatomy Charts and booklet 
containing photographs and letters from successful 
graduates. These will all be sent postpaid—FREE.

THE
Dept. 163—30 E. Adams
You may send me FREE and postpaid, Anatomy Charts, booklet con
taining photographs and letters from graduates, and complete details 
of your offer.

Address 
City . . .

■  ■ # U  S T O P P E D
I  I  %  H  -o/M oney^Back
For quick relief from itching of eczema, pimples, athlete’s foot, 
scales, scabies, rashesand other externally caused skin troubles, 
use world-famous, cooling, antiseptic, liquid D. D. D. Prescrip
tion. Greascless, stainless. Soothes irritation and quickly stops 
the most intense itching. 35c trial bottle proves it, or money 
back. Ask your druggist today for D. D. D. PR ESC RIPTIO N.

EE PREPARED! LEARN TO SHOOT WITH BENJAMIN
tt a

F o r  T a r g e t —S m a l l  G am e—C a m p in g —G u a r a n 
te e d —A c c u ra te —P r a c t i c a l—E c o n o m ic a l—S a fe —C le a n —Jr 
Q u ie t .  A d ju s ta b le  F o r c e —A m a z in g  M a x im u m  V e lo c i ty .  \
N o S m o k e  o r  F u m e s .  B o lt  A c tio n  — H a m m e r  F i r e —.
H a ir  T r ig g e r —S a f e ty  L o ck —H a n d  P u m p . S in g le  S h o t  BB 
w i t h  I  lb .  s h o t  $ 8 . 5 0 ;  S in g le  S h o t  e a l .  1 7 7  o r  2 2  R IF L E S  
w i th  5 0 0  P e l l e t s  $ 1 0 . 0 0 ;  H o l s t e r  $ 2 . 0 0 .  A lso  a  c o m p le te  
l i n e  o f  D e n ja m in  G e n u in e  C o m p re s s e d  A ir  R ifle s  f o r  B B  a n d  
cal. 1 7 7  o r  2 2 .  N o  l i c e n s e  r e q u i r e d  f r o m  d e a l e r  or f a c to r y .  W rite 
to d a y  f o r  c o m p le te  s p e c i f ic a t io n s  a n d  free targets.
B E N JAM IN  A IR  R IF L E  C O .. 8 80  Marion St.. St. Louie. M o.. U . 8 . A*

F A L S E  
T EET H
•SLOW AS S7.9S

I Per Plate. Dental plates are  
made in our own laboratory

______________ _____ 1 from yonr personal impres-
eion. WORKMANSHIP and Material G U A R A N T E E D  or PURCHASE 
PR IC E  R E F U N D E D . We take this risk on our 60-Day Trial Offer, 
iltfi U a t  C r u n  AlJV l l n u c v  Mail post card for FREE material 
liO  n O T  a t N U  « N T  W SU R tl and catalog o f  our LOW PRICES. 
DON'T PUT IT  O FF — Write ua today 1
Brighton-Thom as Dental Laboratory
DEPT. 946 6217 S. HALSTED STREET, CHICAGO. ILL.

Best Action S t o r i e s  of British S'llols in

R A F  ACES
N o w  o n  S a l e  l O c  A t  A i l  S t a n d s

W hat w ith rodeo sta rs riding through 
the streets ju st below our office window, 
and Madison Square Garden echoing to 
roars of the Brahm a bulls, the whinnying 
of bucking horses and the laughter of nice- 
looking cowgirls, even your Globe T ro tte r 
s ta rts  thinking about the W est and the 
great open spaces. W e know a lo t of you 
readers have your hearts in the rangeland, 
too. T hat’s why we think Ed E arl Repp’s 
“Law of the Range” is really  going to 
th rill you.

You’ve read Repp before, and you know 
that when it comes to  drawing W estern 
story characters w ith the real bronze of 
the plains, p icturing  quick-trigger, fa s t
riding cowboys, he’s right in his element. 
And the sagebrush, sahuaro and cactus 
seem to bob right up before your eyes. 
“Law of the Range” is one of the better 
W estern  stories to  come to  our desk, and 
we’re passing it on to  you in the next issue 
of T H R IL L IN G  A D V E N T U R E S.

F or our short stories, we’re dipping for 
background into some of the m ore exotic 
countries of Europe, Asia and Africa. 
You’ll find them up to the high standard 
we’ve tried  to m aintain in the past.

Join Our Club
And so we tu rn  over the diary for this 

month to the last page, and invite you to 
join hands w ith our arm chair and real-life 
adventurers. The membership lis t of the 
G lobe-tro tter’ Club is always open to you 
readers. If  you’d like to  jo in  up, ju st fill 
out and mail the coupon below.

W hen you send in the application, you 
might tell us a bit about yourself. I f  you’re 
one of those lucky gents or gals who have 
been able to  do a b it of tram ping or tou r
ing around this old planet of ours, we’d 
like to know about it. I f  you’re still hop
ing for the first jaunt over the horizon, by 
all means let us know about your plans and * I

The Globe T ro tte r,
T H R IL L IN G  A D V E N T U R E S,
10 E ast 40th S treet,
New York City.

I  wish to be enrolled as a member of 
the Globe T ro tters’ Club. I  am in ter
ested in adventure and will endeavor to 
answer all questions asked me by other 
members regarding the places with 
which I  am fam iliar.

Name ...............................................................

Address ...........................................................

City .................................................S ta te . . . .

.........................................................Age .........

My hobbies a re ..............................................
T o o b ta in  a  m e m b e rsh ip  c a rd , enclo se  

a  se lf -a d d re sse d  s ta m p e d  envelope.
Foreign readers are required to send International Reply 

Coupon or American Stamps
1-42
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ambitions in this direction. As soon as we 
receive your coupon, we’ll mail your mem
bership card w ithout delay.

There are no dues or fees required for 
membership. W e are chiefly interested in 
banding together, in a fraternal circle, those 
Americans, young and old, who have a 
healthy and pleasing outlook on life, and 
are more than willing to live and let live. 
A bunch of real sports and good scouts. 
Now and then we hope you’ll drop us a 
line, telling us just how the magazine 
strikes you, and making any comments on 
your preference regarding book-length 
novels, novelets o r short stories. Always 
remember that this is your magazine.

Address your le tters—or postcards if you 
prefer—to The Globe T ro tter, T H R IL L 
ING A D V EN TU R ES, 10 E ast 40th Street, 
New York, N. Y. And now, until the next 
tim e we jo in  hands over the editorial desk, 
good-by.

—T H E  G LO B E T R O T T E R

M Y S TE R Y  THR ILLS
In Our Companion Magazines of 

Baffling Crime Fiction!

THRILLING DETECTIVE

POPULAR DETECTIVE

THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE
DETECTIVE NOVELS MAGAZINE

THRILLING MYSTERY

BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE

G-MEN DETECTIVE

EXCITING DETECTIVE

THE MASKED DETECTIVE
•

Each IOC At All Stands

s i 1

Before Rubber Goes Higher J 
GOODYEAR-FIRESTONE1 
G O O DR ICH -F ISK -U .S.;

A n d  O th e r  S ta n d a rd  M a k e s
N a tio n a l D e fe n s e  ca lls  fo r  ru b b e r  c o n - ',  
s e rv a tio n f  C ru d e  ru b b e r  p r ic e s  a r e  up! X 
T ire s  a r e  s e t t i n g  s c a r c e r  d a ily . O u r *  
S ta n d a rd  B ra n d  re c o n d it io n e d  t i r e 3 , /  
s e rv ic e a b ly  r e p a i r e d  b y  e x p e r t s  w i th e  
BALLOON TIRES

Size Tires Tubes
29x4.40-21 $2.25 $1.05 
29x4.50-20 2.35 1.05 
30x4.50-21 2.40  1.15 
28x4.75-19 2.45  1.25 
29x4.75-20 2.50 1.25 
29x5.00-19 2.85 1.25 
80x6.00-20 2.85 1.25 

5.25-17 2.90  1.35 
28x5.25-18 2.90  1.35 
29x5.25-19 2.95 1.35 
30x5.25-20 2.95 1.35 
31x5.25-21 3 .2 5  1.85 

5.50-17 3.35  1.4<r 
28x5.60-18 3.35  1.40 
29x5.50-19 3.35  1.45

8 .00- 16 3 . 7 S  1.45
8 .00- 17 3 .4 0  1.40 

80x6.00-18 3 .4 0  1.40 
81x6.00-19 3.40 1.45 
82x6.00-20 3.45  1.55 
83x6.00-21 3.65  1.55 
82x6.50-20 3.7 S  1.76

r i a l s ,  w il l  so lv e
th e  t i r e  p ro b lem  f o r  you. O nly o u r  
2 6  y e a rs ' e x p erie n ce  an d  vol
u m e  sa les  m a k e  th e s e  lo w  prices  
possible. Talc* advantage of them today. 
Don’t  delay. ORDER NOW . 
U N C O N D IT IO N A L  G U A R A N T E E  
Our Guarantee Bond agrees to  replace 
at half price tires  failing for any rea
son whatsoever, to  give full 9 tnonths’ 
service. Replacements f .o .b .  Chicago. 

T R U C K  H E A V Y  D U T Y  
B A L L O O N S  T R U C K  T IR E S  

Size Tires Tubes Size Tires Tubes
6.00- 20 $ 4.25  $1.65 80x6 $4.25 $1.96
6.50- 20 4 .4 5  1.95 32x6 7.95 2.95
7.00- 20 5.95  2.95 34x7 1 0 .9  5 4.65
7.50- 20 6.95  8.75 38x7 10.95 4.65 
8.25-20 9.9  5 6.6R 36x8 11.4S 4.95
9.00- 20 1 0.9 5 6.95 40x3 13.25 4.96

ORDER TODAY ALL OTHER SIZES
S E N D  O N L Y  S 1 .0 0  D E P O S IT  o n  ea c h  t i r e  o rd e re d . 
($3.00 o n  e a c h  T ru c k  T ire .)  W e s h ip  b a la n c e  C . O . D . 
D e d u c t S  p e r  c e n t i f  c a sh  la  s e n t  in  fu l l  w ith  o rd e r .  To 
fill o rd e r  p ro m p tly  w e  m ay  s u b s t i tu te  b ra n d s  i f  n e c e s 
s a r y .  A L L  TUBES B R A N D  N E W — G U A R A N T E E D —  

P E R R Y -F IE L D  T I R E  &  R U B B E R  C O . 
1 7 2 0  S .  M ic h ig a n  A v o ., D e p t. T F -5 0 , C h ica g o

SONG POEMS WANTED
TO BE SET TO MUSIC 

Free Examination. Send Your Poems to 
J .  CHAS. M cNEIE, M ASTER O F MUSIC 

510-TF So. A lexandria Eos Angeles. Calif.

Free for Asthma 
During Winter

IP you Buffer w ith  th o se  te r r ib le  attacks of A sth m a w hen I t  Ls 
cold  a n d  d a m p ;  i f  ra w . W in try  w in d s  m a k e  you  choke ns i f  each  
g a sp  fo r b r e a th  w a s th e  very l a s t ;  i f  r e s tf u l  s le e p  i s  im possib le  
because of t h e  s tru g g le  to  b re a th e ;  i f  y ou  fee l th e  d ise a se  L$ 
elaw ly w e arin g  y o u r l ife  aw ay, d on’t  f a i l  to  3end a t  once to  th e  
F ro n t ie r  A sth m a Co. fo r a free trial o f a re m a rk a b le  m ethod. No 
m a t te r  w here y ou  liv e  o r w h e th e r y ou  have a n y  fa i th  in  a n y  rem edy 
u n d e r th e  S u n . se n d  fo r th i s  fre e  triaL If you h av e  su ffere d  fo r a 
l i fe t im e  a n d  t r i e d  e v e ry th in g  you cou ld  le a rn  of w ith o u t r e l ie f ;  even 
if you a re  u t te r ly  d isco u ra g ed , d o  n o t a b a n d o n  hope b u t se n d  to d ay  
fo r t h i s  free  t r i a l .  I t  w ill co s t y ou  n o th in g . A d d ress  
Frontier A sth m a Co. 41-J Frontier Bld|.
462 Niagara St. Buffalo. N. Y.

>STUDY AT HOME
L e g a lly  t r a in e d  m e n  w in  h ig h 

e r  p o s i t io n s  a n d  b ig g e r  su c 
c e s s  In  b u s in e s s  a n d  p u b lio

l i fe .  G re a te r  o p p o rtu n itie s  now  th a a  
e v e r  b e fo re .  B ig  co rp o ra tio n s a re  

_______  _ h o adod  by  m en  w ith  legal tra in in g .
. More Ability: More Prestige: More Money
' W e  g u id e  y o u  s t e p  by  s te p .  You can  t r a in  a t  homo 

d u r in g  s p a rs  t im e .  D eg ree  o f  LL. B . S u ccessfu l 
g ra d u a te s  in  e v e ry  sec tio n  o f  th e  U . S . W e fu rn ish  

All t e x t  m a te r ia l,  inc lud ing  14-volum e I,*w  L ib ra ry . Low  c o s t,  easy

LaSalle Extension University, Dept 1329*1,
A Correspondence Institution

Chicago

ANY PHOTO ENLARGED

1 4 7

Size 8 x 1 0  inches or smaller if de
sired. S a m e  p r ic e  fo r  fu ll le n g th  o r  , 
b u s t  fo rm , g ro u p s ,  l a n d s c a p e s ,  p e t  J  
a n im a ls ,  e tc . ,  o r  e n la rg e m e n t*  o f any™  
part o f g ro u p  p ic tu re .  S a fe  return of 
o r ig in a l  p h o to  g u a r a n te e d .  3 for >1.00

SEND NO M O N E Y S S 5 S
and w i th in  a  w e e k  y o u  w ill r e c e iv e  y o u r  b e a u t if u l  
e n la rg e m e n t, g u a ra n te e d  fa d e le s s . P ay  postm an  47c p lus 
p o s ta g e —o r  sen d  49c w ith  o rd e r  a n d  w e  p ay  p o s ta g e . Big 
16x20-inch enlargement s e n t  C . O . D. 78c p lus  p o s ta g e  
p rse n d 8 0 c  a n d  w e  p ay  p o s ta g e .  T a k e  ad v a n ta g e  o f  th is  a m a z 
in g  o ffer n o w . S end  y our p h o to s  to d ay . S p ec ify  s ize  w a n te d .
STANDARD ART STUDIOS, II3S. Jefferson SI.. Deot.402-A.Clin



“The 7 Keys to Power alleges to teach,” the author says, “All the Mysteries of Life from 
the Cradle to the Grave—and Beyond. It claims to tell you the particular day and hour to 
do anything you desire, whether it be in the light of the moon, sun, or in total darkness.”

TTe claims, “ The power to get what you want revealed at 
last, fot the first time since the dawn of creation. The very 
same power which the ancient Chaldeans, Cuthie, Egyptians, 
Babylonians and Sumerians used is a t our disposal today."

He says. “Follow the simple directions, and you can do 
anything you desire. No one can tell how these Master 
Forces are used without knowing about this book, but with i t  
you can mold anyone to your will."

From this book, he says, “You can learn the arts of an 
old Science as practiced by the Ancient Orders. Their marvels

were almost beyond belief. You, too, can learn to do them 
all with the instructions written in this Book," Lewis de 
Claremont claims. " I t  would be a shame if these things could 
all be yours and you failed to grasp them."

He claims, " I t  is every man’s birthright to have these things 
of life: MONEY! GOOD HEALTH! HAPPINESS! If you lack 
any of these, then this book has an important message for 
you. No m atter what you need, there exists a spiritual power 
which is abundantly able to bring you whatever things you 
need."

OVERCOME ALL EN EM IES. O B STA CLES^!O D EN  FEARS
ARE YOU CROSSED IN AN Y W A Y ?

The Seven Keys to Power, Lewis de Claremont says, shows you 
how to remove and cast it back.

The Book P urports to Tell You How to—
Gain affection and admiration. 
Adjust disputes.
Obtain property.
Make people tlo your bidding. 
Make any person respect you. 
Make people bring back stolen 

goods.
Make anyone lucky in  any 

games.

Feel strong and fit.
Get any job you want. 
Understand mental telepathy.;1 
Help people in trouble.
Banish all misery.
Gain the mastery of all things. 
Jlestore your ambition.
Choose words according to ancient, 

holy methods.

THE ONLY TRUE BOOK OF SUPREME MASTERSHIP'
This is the Power, he says, from which the old masters gained their 

knowledge and from which they sold limitless poriions to certain favored 
Kings and others at high prices, but never to be revealed under a  vow, 
the violation of which entailed severe punishment.

THE VOW HAS NOW BEEN BROKEN
Tin's book, he claims, shows you the secrets of old which when prop

erly applied make* you able to control the will of all without their know
ing it. If you have a problem and you wish to solve it, he says, don’t 
hesitate. Advertisements cannot describe nor do this wonderful book jus
tice. You must read it and digest its meaning to really appreciate its 
worth.

GUARANTEED TO SATISFY OR YOUR MONEY REFUNDED
Only a limited number available for sale, so don't wait.

I t  is worth many times its price. If you are wise, you will 
rush your order for this book NOW.

MR. LUCK’S CURIO CO., Dept 518
800 N. Clark Street.,
Chicago. Illinois.
Tliis coupon is worth $1.00 to you. Attach a  Money Order for $1 
to tliis coupon and we will send you your copy of Tho Seven Keys to 
Power—Regularly $2 for only $1.

< 1
m
P
9

Name ........................................................................................................................   p
■

Address ...................................................................................................    <■
*

City .....................................................................................  S tate ..........................  JJ
SEND NO MONEY! •

If you wish we Trust You. . . . Pay Postman $1 on delivery plus a  •  
few pennies Postage. Check hero ( ). «m m m.m « « « ■ ■ ■ ■ ■  m-m mm ■mm m m wM

%
*



W O R L D ’S L A R G E S T  D E N T A L  P L A T E  MA K F P *

FALSE TEETH
-B Y  MAIL—

$■795
to $35

SEND NO MONEY!

Mrs. Elsie Boland of Norton, Kansas, writes:
“ Enclosed find two pictures.

O ne shows how I  looked b e 
fore I go t m y te e th :  th e  o ther 
one afte rw ards. Y our tee th  
are  ce rta in ly  b ea u tifu l. I  have 
no t hail m ine ou t since th e  
day l  got them , except to 
clean  th e m ."

H a rry  W illoughby, A d a ir- 
ville, Kentucky, w rites:

" I  have received m y  te e th  
a n d  am  P R O U D  O F T H E M ."

M rs. Geo. G . Conklin, 
Bridgeport, Connecti
cut, w rites:

“I received m y se t of 
tee th . I  w ear them  day  
and  n ig h t. I  have good 
reason  to be w ell pleased 
w ith  them . T h an k  you very 
much."

The foregoing are a few of thousands of unsolicited 
letters. We do not imply th a t you will obtain 
the same results. W hat is im portant to you is WE 
GUARANTEE YOUR MONEY BACK IF  YOU 
ARE NOT 100% SATISFIED.

M ADE - TO - M EASU RE  
DENTAL PLATES D I
RECT FROM OUR LAB
O R A T O R Y  TO Y OU!

We make to measure for you 
individually—BY MAIL—Dental 
P lates for men and women — 
from an impression of your own 
mouth taken by you a t your 
home. We have thousands of 
customers all over the  country 
wearing teeth we made by mail 
a t sensible prices.

ON 60 D AYS’ TR IAL
Make us prove every word we 

say. W ear our teeth on tria l for 
as long as 00 days. Then, if you 
are not perfectly satisfied with 
them, they will not cost you a 
cent.

W ITH  M O N E Y - B A C K  
GUARANTEE OF 
SATISFACTION

We take th is risk. W e g u a r
antee th a t if you are not com
pletely satisfied with the teeth 
we make for you, then any time 
within 00 days we will immedi
ately refund every cent you have 
paid us for them. We take your 
word. You are the judge. KUUFLIiHS

EXPERTH IGH-GRADE M ATER IAL  AND  
W O R K M A N SH IP

TRAVSTTTr?KWT?Ĉ L . Unn rea^ able E(>OFLESS, PARTIAL and IRA.NsLUCEAr plates. Our dentures are eet w ith pearly-white, 
genuine, porcelain teeth; constructed from high-grade material*, 
with expert workmanship. We make all styles of plates. A dentist 
supervises the making of each plate. . . .

BEFORE AFTER

AT ROCK-BOTTOM  
PR ICES

If you find out w hat others 
have paid for theirs, you will be 
astounded when you see how 
little ours will cost you? By 
reading our catalog, you will 
learn liow to save half or more 
on dental plates for yourself. 
Monthly paym ents possible.

HANll-CABVED SET

FREE IM P R E S S IO N  M A TER IA L. C atalog w ith  o u r new low 
p rices  and  info rm ation . D on’t  p u t th is  off. D o i t  
TO D A Y ! C L IP  CO U PO N  OR W R IT E . A one cent 
p o stcard  w ith  nam e and  ad d ress  p la in ly  w r it te n  i s  a ll 
th a t  is  necessary.

W e also Repair or Reproduce Old Plates— 48-hour Service

UNITED STATES DENTAL COMPANY
*355 Milwaukee Ave.. Dept. 1-82, Chicago, III.

----------- M AIL t h i s  c

F R E E  d e J. V
* bU lT O K  NOW 

E D  S T A T E S  
A  L C O M P A N Y

Dept. 1-82, 1555 Milwaukee Ave.,
CHICAGO, ILLINOIS.
Send, w ithout obligation, your FR EE impression 
material, catalog, and information.
N A M E..............................................

ADDRESS ...........................
(F rin t Clearly)



V IG ILA N T
Hi^etUne Feather, 
touch Ensemble 

(Military Clip), $12.1. 
Other Ensembles 
(Military Clip),

S h e a f f e i c S

75.

»«c | f u  S PAI Off

GIFTS THAT LIVE
You’re trying to say,lfM y feeling for you is genuine and lasting.” 

want to be in your life while life endures.” But— how to say 
it so that it can’t be forgotten? Will you express your feeling 
wifh a gift that’s soon worn out;or a gift that’s merely expen
sive? NO ! Give a Sheaffer’s JliJjetime*. ft is the finest gift of 
lU kind, and it is guaranteed for the life of its owner, as 
enduring and fine as your own sentiment. When you say it with" 
a Sheaffer’s Î etane, you say it for a# time! W .A. Sheaffer 
Pen Co., Fort Madison, Iowa; Toronto, .Ontario, Canada*

*Arl J lije tu  pens are unconditionally guaranteed for the life of the owner except against 
loss an<l willful dam age—when serviced, if complete pen is returned, subject only to insur
ance, postage, handling charge—35c. ^  *

SHEAFFER PENS, ALL COLORS, $2.75 TQS20. PENCILS, $1 UP. 
ENSEMBLES^ $3.95 UP. DRYPROOF DESK SETS, $5 UP.

-iM *  *
C opyright,
1941, W. A. Sheaffer Pen Co.
*  Trademark Reg. U. S. Pat. Off.

CRAFTSMAN
£ns© m Lle, $5

*7
LADY SHEAFFER

X ifetim e Feathertouch 
Ensemble, $12.25

Sfcup
IN THIS TOUGH, SAFE, 
PLASTIC CONTAINER
Safe in yojur pocket; kit or 
traveling bag, and would be 
a bargain, unfilled, at 50c; 
you get your SKRIP Free.

50c


