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CHAPTER 1
Barooingrg TFoahle

APTAIN RILEY of the Ben-
gal Lancers lounged easily
against the table and calmly

flidieed the ashes from the tip of his
cigarette.

But, despite his casual manner,
there was a stubbornm set to his de-
termined jaw, and his voice was
dangerously cool when he spoke.

“We are hardly well enough ac-
quainted,” he drawled, “to allow me
the privilege of calling you—a liar.
But I did hear a woman crying in

WHRIRILEY of th

A Compleie Book-

By LIEUT. SCOTT
AuwtHoor of “Mdomg the Doovir,"

that room which you have just left.”

The tall, swarthy individual to
whom the remark had been address-
ed, glared at the indolent, red-haired
officer who blocked his path. Fierce
black eyes bored into bold ones of
remarkable blue. The dark visage
scowled.

“I told you—you are mistaken,"” he
grated.

“Not when a woman is in ques-
tion,"” replied Riley, with an irritat-

A Thrill-PackeliNoed | of f Nt tvee Figdtttugy Mo iin Wil
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“Tigger Mem” efc.

ing smile. “My friend, I advise you
to learn the wisdom of the ggunus.
Permit me to quote from the Holy
Scriptures: ‘A lie, when it is un-
called for, is a double-edged sword.'
There is a white girl in that reom,
and she is crying. We heard her.
We thought, my friend and I=" he
indicated the uniformed figuse at the
table beside him—"we thought that
perhaps we could be of some assist-
ance.”

Riley's voice was too suave, too
polite. There was a biting lash to
his honied words and glinting devils

ot anger darted from his eyes. The
other, however, refused to back
water. He appraised Riley, coolly,

from head to feot, then Hhis lips
eurled 1A sedfA.

“I fling the lesson back in your
teeth, sir,"” he said insolently. “Surely
the excellent captain also knows the
proverb that ‘he who borrows trouble
shall receive more than he can re-

[ ART]

pay.
Riley smiled and bowed. “The
point is well taken, sir. But tem-

Chargiss, With Plunging Steeds amdl Zippiing Bulherss!
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peramentally, trouble is meat and
drink to me. I die without it.”

Tihe swarthy man looked at him
for a long moment without amswer-
ing. His eyes narrowed to vemomous
slits. “Did you ever stop to consider
that some day you might die of it,
my friend? I advise you not to in-
terfere with me or with any of my
delngs!”

“Alh, you wamm}”

Riley bowed ironically, reached in-
side his tunic and extracted a card,
He presented it to the other with a
flowtish.

“Captain Francis X. Riley, 17th
Cavalry, Bengal Lanesrs, at yeur
service."

E dark-visaged man snapped
himself erect to sharp military at-
tention.

“Homored! Alexis Petroff will
not forget the name or the captain.
We shall meet again.”

Though they had met and spoken
but a scant two minutes, a burning
animosity already existed between
the men. There in the cloistered in-
terior of the tavern run by that
Prince of Thiewes, Jamadar Hazrat
Gul, they faced each other, amrogant
and proud.

An electric tension strained the
silence of the room; a silence broken
only by the raucous buzz of a fly as
it battered its wings against the
jallossie that hung at the window
and the faint swish of a pumdedh that
essayed to dissipate the emervating
heat of Bannu. Then the two men
bowed stiffly to each other.

Wiith a sharp click of his heels,
Petroff turned and marched for the
door. Riley gazed after his retreat-
ing back till it was lost in the bustle
of the inn's courtyard. Then he
seated himself once more beside his
companion in arms.

“Nice fellow,” he said easily.

“Nice like a snake,” amswered

Lieutenant Jeffery Moore. He
scowled thoughtfully at the tall
frosted glass before him. “You've
made yourself an enemy who won’t
forget.”

“Am enemy,” mused Riley. “Do
you know, Jeff, I love them almost
as well as my friends. They make
life interesting, Jeff. If it weren’t
for a few enemies, a few raids, and
a little blood-letting, this country
would get the best of us.”

OORE shook his head sadly as

he surveyed his companion. The
sunlight sifting through the jisdausie
glinted on a thatch of flaming red
hair. Riley’s large and aggressive
nose, now buried in a tinkling glass,
was set above a wide and humereus
mouth,

Temperamentally, he was emdowed
with all the volatile qualities of his
Irish ancestors. He loved a fight
almost as well as a friend, and next
to those a bottle of good Irish whis-
key stood high in his estimation.

Moore surveyed his rugged, fight-
ing face and shook his head again.

“Tihe Scriptures say something
about loving one's enemies, I'll ad-
mit,” he stated, “but they say noth-
ing about trusting them. Beware the
Russian!”

Riley grinned broadly and with
an airy gesture waved the counsel
aside. For the next few minutes
they discussed the Russian in ami-
mated tones, speculated vainly on
the identity of the white girl and
the reason for her crying.

Jamadar Hazrut Gul replenished
their glasses, and as he was leaving,
Riley flung a rupee at him.

“Yes, Hiizaon?"’

“Ihe Russian, Jamadar—and the
gicl. Wy does she cry?*

Jamadar Hazrut Gul shrugged ex-
pressive shoulders. "Wty ask a low-
caste Indian to explain why a white
girl cries?” he replied evasively.
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“Wtere are they bound for?”?

“Peshawar and beyond that?*

“Amd from where do they come??

Jamadar tried to hide the smirk
on his face. ‘thfasogr, it is not fit-
ting that an inn-keeper know t00
much about the comings and goings
of his guests. The Russian has hon-
ored my house several times in the
past six months. He pays well, and
I see nothing and hear mothimg.”

“Amd does he always bring the
woman with him?” persisted Riley.

“Amd does she always cry?” put in
Mooire.

“A woman travels with him—yes,”*
replied Jamadar with an oily smile.
“Omly Allah knows whether it is the
same one. Even now my boys are
preparing the tomga. The Russian
sahib leaves in a few minutes.”

RTHER conversation was made
impossible by a din and commo-
tion in the courtyard. Jamadar Haz-
rat Gul shuffled over to the deor,
leeked eut, and an evil curse rolled
otf his lips. Riley and Moore pushed
baek their echalrs and followed after
Rifm.

A sudden wave of hot color man-
tled Riley’s cheeks. The breath
whistled sharply from his mostrils,
and his teeth clicked together, ac-
centing the hard outline of his jaw.

There, in the center of the court-
yard, surrounded by a group of sul-
len Affighans stood the Russian, Pe-
troff. He was holding a racy-look-
ing Kathiawari mare by the halter,
while he beat her ummercifully
across her velvety muzzle with a
heavy leather quirt.

Tihe mare reared and plunged. Her
eyes rolled back wildly in her head.
Her dainty forelegs struck out vi-
ciously in a mad attempt to strike
down her tormentor. But the more
she struggled, the heavier became
the hand on the stinging lash.

Riley stiffened. “A man who would

beat a horse like that would beat
a woman,” he spat out.

Moore laid a restraining hand on
his arm, but Riley shook it off im-
patiently. Tie lazy inertia of a few
minutes before was gone. He leaped
through the inn door and in three
long strides crossed the courtyard.

Just in time he caught the wup-
raised arm of Petroff as it was about
to descend in another blow. He
wrenched it down, yanked the Rus-
sian about to face him,

“Stop beating that horse,
swine,” he grated.

Riley’s face was red with amger.
In turn, Petroff’'s turned a livid
white. Riley’s fists were clenched
into hard knots at his side; the Rus-
sian's hands trembled slightly. But
not from fear. He was struggling
violently to keep control of his voice
and nerves. He succeeded at last.

“So you interfere again, ein?”

“Hit that mare again, and I won't
borrow trouble—I’ll make itl" shot
back Riley.

you

THE horse ceased its frantic
plunging. All activity in the
courtyard stopped as the tweo men
faced each other. Tiere was a long
silence, ominous, pregnant with ex-
plosive danger. Twin devils looked
out of Petrofi's eyes and bored into
Riley. Thin flecks of foam collected
at the corners of his thin lips.

Suddenly the iron restraint he had
willed upon himself was shattered.
He tore his whip hand free from
Riley’s clutch, flung it back and
lashed out viciously with the quirt
for Riley’s head.

Riley ducked, side-stepped and
caught the stinging lash across his
shoulder., Wiith a bellow, he closed
in, rushed Petroff, grabbed the lash
and tore it from the Russian’s hand.
Wiith one conwvulsive moverent of
his fimmgers, he snapped it to bits and
flung it from him,
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Tihe Russian was on him. They
closed in a clinch, fought savagely
out of it. Riley bore in again. All
his explosive anger of a moment be-
fore was dissipated. He was cool,
calm, efficient—a perfect fifiditimg
machine.

The light of battle was in his eye
and a happy smile on his lips as he
blocked the Russian’s blows., His
own were short, swift, traveling ne
more than six inches. But so per-
fectly timed were they, so perfectly
co-ordimated with the bulging mus-
cles of his back that they carried
dynamite.

He feinted with his left, get in-
side Petroff’'s guard, and then
crossed his right. Am iren fist eel-
lided with an iron jaw. Petroff
staggered back on his heels, elawed
wildly at the empty air for sup-
port, then his knees buckiled, and he
pitched headlong to the offal littered
dirt of the courtyard.

Back at his table in the tavern,
Riley had many tall rickeys be-
fore he succeeded in drowning the
lust for battle within him. Lieuten-
ant Moore, with wisdom beyond his
years, called a halt at last.

“For,” said he, “if ever a man had
the look of a killer in his eye, it
was Petroff. And it's a much more
simple matter to kill a drunken man
than a sober one.”

CHAPTER 11
Thiee AAmbush

HE sun was setting at last
behind the Kush Mountains.
A half hour after the de-

parture of Petroff, with his handful
of armed Sikhs surrounding the
closed tonga, Moore convinced Riley
that it was time to start for quar-
ters—if they intended to get there
in time for mess.

The regiment was quartered some

half mile from the walled city on a
grassy upland and after giving their
mounts a quart of barley water, they
mounted and cantered slowly out of
the inn’s courtyard.

Few words were said between them
as they threaded their way through
the narrow streets of Bannu. But
each knew of what the other was
thinking. Petroff and the crying
girlt

AT could he be doing with the
girl?” said Riley abruptly, when
the city’s walls were behind him.

Moore had heard that eager note
in his companion’s voice before, and
he knew what it usually portended.
Trouble, nine times out of ten. It
wasn’t anything new for Riley to be
overcome by a Quixotic urge and go
on a one-man crusade for the rescue
of a fair damsel in distress.

So he answered soberly, “His wife,
probably.”

“No,” replied Riley with econvie-
tion. "I don"t know why, but I'd
swear it wasn't his wite, Semething
in the way she eried. Did you ne-
tice, Jeff—a weaty, helpless, despair:
ing ery. I wender="

Tihe statement was never fifivistned.
Riley's horse suddenly snorted, shied
to one side on four mineing feet,
then reared up. A split seeend be:-
hind this action the staceate erack
of a rifle rent the still air.

Something whined vemomously
past Riley's ear. He clapped spurs
to his mount, gave him free rein,
urged him off the trail up a short
embankment. Moote came charging
after him.

The embankment was topped by a
lush growth of wild sugar cane. It
afforded perfect cover for an am-
bush. And such being the case, Ri-
ley preferred by far to charge into
death than to sit supinely and wait
for it.

There was no question in his mind
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but that the bullet had been intend-
ed for him. If it hadn’t been for
the keen instincts of his horse, it
would have drilled him.

Riley patted his charger afffec-
tionately and drove her through the
rank tangle and came out onto the
grassy plateau beyond.

A horse’s hooves thundered to his
left. Riley wheeled, spurred again
and took up the pursuit of the cloud
of dust that marked the escape of
his attacker.

His revolver was out, and he rode
high on his horse’s neck, urging her
on to greater and even greater speed.
The imminent death of a moment
before was gone clean from his
mind. It was a game now—a match
—his horse against the other’s.

Little did it matter to him that if
his gallant four-legs closed up the
intervening distance, the death of
himself or his quarry would end the
chase.

He whooped joyously, flung a
hasty glance back over his shoulder
and grinned appreciatively as he saw
Moore cut off at right angles to pre-
vent their quarry from taking the
trail again.

He was charging now in the dust
cloud of his foe. Twim explosions
rent the air above the thunder of
the horses’ hoowes. Lead whined
over his head. Riley only grinned
and saved his fire.

“Keep it up, laddie,” he urged in
his horse’s ears. “The more lead he
wastes, the more time he loses.”

HUNDRED yards, eighty, sev-

enty! The earth leaped back inte
the distance in great lunging strides.
The distance between the two riders
narrowed but mighty four-legs never
once shortened his stride.

A frantic burst of fire from alhead!!
Riley crouched low in his saddle,
leveled his revolver, took careful aim
and squeezed the trigger once.

The figure ahead lurched in the
saddle, the hand loosened on the
reins. The horse faltered, stumbled.
Riley’s fimger constricted on the
trigger twice and suddenly the horse
was free, its rider a limp and still
figuee in the dust.

ILEY pulled up his mount, de-
scended. Wiith the revolver
thrust before him, ready for instant
action, he warily approached the
crumpled figure in the dirt. Moore
reigned up a momemnt later and to-
gether they rolled the body over.
Death had been sudden, swift and
sure. Both men had seen it manmy
times before, in many guises, and it
left them unmoved. From his dress
and his features, the man was a Sikh.
Riley stared for a long moment at
the bloodless face, and a faint mem-
ory stirred in the back of his brain.
“I've seen our friend before,” he
said to Moore.

“Yes,” replied the other dryly, “an
hour ago in the courtyard of Jama-
dar's Inn. He’s one of the Russian's
men."”

A low whistle escaped Riley’s lips.
“Petroff, eh? So he means business.
I'm sorry I didn’t use the whip on
him."

Riley stooped down and went
through the Sikh’s pockets. In one
he found a little chamois bag,
heavy and full. He shook it—and it
clinked.

“The price of my murder,” he
grinned up at Moore. Then he
turned back to the dead man. “Never
mind, old fellew. I'll repay the
money to Petroff with lnterest.” He
went through the other peckets.
There was the usual miseellany of
artieles, a few prayer papers, an 6dd
eoin or twe, a eraeked Miffef.

Riley was about to give up the
search when a bit of feminine lace
attracted his attention. He pulled it
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out from the Sikh’s darkest pocket,
shook it and held it up for the in-
spection of Lieutemant Moore.

It was a woman’s handkerchief, a
fragile bit of flimsy lace. And
both Riley and Moote knew that In-
dian women had no use for such
finery.

“Now what in the devil was he do-
ing with this?” demanded Riley of
the world in general.

He examined the hamdkerchief
carefully. In one cormer twin ini-
tials were neatly embroidered. He
studied them for a moment.

“C. W.” he said to Moore. "“That
explodes your wife theory, Jeff.”

“You mean it belongs to the girl
with Petrofff?"

“I do that,” answered Riley sol-
emnly. He sniffed the delicate per-
fume emanating from the lace, then
stowed it away carefully in his cum-
mathund. “Amd I mean more than
that,” he went on. “Unless I miss
my guess our lady fair gave her ker-
chief to the Sikh on purpose.”

“Om purpose of what.”

“So it would fall into our hands.
It’'s a cry for helipt"

“Rot!” snorted Lieutemant Moore.

ILEY was not perturbed by this

blunt statement. He grinned at
his companion. *Whrme's your sen-
tient, your romance?” he demanded.
"“C. W.,” he mused. “Cathleen, may-
be, or Carmen of Carwlll—"

“Forget it,"” broke in Moore. “Be-
fore you know it, you’ll be saying
that Petroff kidnapped her with the
intention of selling her into bend-
age to one of the Mad Mullahs of
the Powindahs.”

“Nhat’s just what I do believe,”
answered Riley soberly, and there
was no smile to his words, no laugh-
ter in his voice when he said them.

For the next twe days Riley
thought of little else but three
things: namely, Petroff the Russian,

the mysterious crying girl and the
scented handkerchief bearing the ini-
tials, C. W.

Amidst the litter and offal of
stable inspection, the delicate scent
tickled his nostrils. At Company
Inspection on parade, the sound of
that Jow and persistent weeping he
had heard at the inn drowmed out
the bellowed orders of his colonel.
At night in his cot, beneath a faintly
stirring pumidedfs, the wind breathed
the twin initials over and over
again.

Riley became a man of destiny; a
man with an obsession. He felt that
he had received the call, that the
mantle had fallen upon him to res-
cue the unknown owner of the ker-
chief from whatever dire peril hung
over her.

In his romantic soul he knew that
she was fair; knew that she looked
to him for succor and salvage. And
Riley was Irish, if nothing else. He
couldm't resist the call.

By the time a weary dawn had ar-
rived on the third day, he had made
up his mind. He would apply to the
colomell for leave. Any reason but
the real one would do. Then Hhe
would