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CAL.

revolvers Kin.- lor *m jmy. i. .r- i t M.iyi-
w o rk  st.srtm g tnsl-il. et.- S M A L L  S I Z E  4  in . Io n *
2 Se. M E D I U M  S IZ E  5 In . lo n e  S O c . L A R G E  S IZ E  
•  In . lo n e  S I . 0 0 . B L A N K  C A R T R I D G E S  S O c  p * r  _
t O O .  H O L S T E R  iC o w b o y  t y p a i  S O c . S h ip p e d  b y  E a p r a a a  o n ly  
n o t  p ro p o ld . r f •' d j , ,  g fc . i<-

BOYS! THROW YOUR VOICE
a  , . 7  /> I n t o  a  t r u n k ,  t in  J e r  th e  b e J  o r

0 %\  f t  f S f  a n y w h e r e  ! -o ta  o f  f u n  f - h o *  
t e a c h e r , p o l ic e m a n  o r  f r it -m is .

THE VENTRILO
n  l i t t i o  i n s t r u m e n t ,  fits  in  
t h e  m o u t h  o u t  >■( s u jrh t. u s e d  

w i t h  a  b u s  r  f< T 1 ' i r d  C a l l ' ,  e tc .
A n y o n e  c a n  u ? c  it N t v a r  
f a i l s .  A  16 - p a g e  c o u r s e  o n  

V e n t r i l o q u i s m  t o g e t h e r  w i t h  t h e  
V e n t r i l o .  A l l  f o r  10c  p o s t p a i d .

M A K E  Y O U R  O W N

RADIO RECEIVING SET
ths rea-

SILENT DEFENDER

porn i t-ing grasped In the fo 
u l In an c i i u t s m i c } 

n„-m they are Very li«M  
than 2 Oi iturt . l ig ht ly  f 
„ I a ays  ready for Instant ti" 
2Sc a a c h . 1 f o r  45c p o s t p a id

II 1S ll t w i»tc  l l -
lu i B  an .1 - ib e r a
as a  n i.-ati* o f
«• If-p r. t -T t io n
V . - y  t ( I i r t n r
I  -is i iy n ts  tb c
I-U ll.l, th e  fin -

m .r buleti. V «-ry
M s  In  o f a lu ti -
, u .-lg i m e  I r - i

JAPANESE ROSE BUSHES
The Wonder of the World
J*C»*nrte Rote Bushes b lo o m  off t h e  y e a r  r o u n d .  Ju*t 

It. S»* week* alter planting the seed, the plants will 
II b lo o m .  It may not teem possible, but we poll- 

Iv g u a r  an to o  I t  to  b o  o o .  T h e y  w ill b lo o m  e v o r y
t o n  w o o k o , Sum mer or W inter, sod when thrre yesri old the 
buth w ill t>e a m i l t  o f  r o o o a . b e a m *  from 6»e  hundred to 

thousand roses on each bush. T h e  flowers art In three shades 
— white, p in k , and e n n w o . T h e  plants will do well both la and 
Out door*. W e  guarantee at less- three bushes to grow liom each 

packet ol seed. f*r1c o .  1 0 c packet. J p its , lor 2 8 c postpaid

Weather Plant
M A T O R C a  W EATH ER PR OPH ET
B r mysterious changes that takO 
Discs, this remarkable plant area*

many t>o°r* In adewira. W ill
gri.w  aoj where all the year
s r ’ und. An interesting hous*
plant. Pears large, frsg rm t.
pink, butterfly shape flowsrs

. 18* racket, 3 for 40s. gosl#gl4

BIG EN TER TAIN ER

Subscribe to our Monthly Magazine

Fun, Magic and Mystery
W e  a ls o  p u b l i s h  a m o n t h l y  m a g a z in e  o f 
F U N .  M A G I C  A N D  M Y S T E R Y ,  E a t h  

n s  a b ig  c o l le c t i o n  o f  p a r l o r  
w i t h  c a r d s .  f o r t u n e  t e l l in g  

i .  a m u s in g  e a p e n m e n l  s. 
s e c r e ts ,  j o k e s .  r i d d l e * ,  

p a r  tu r a m u s e m e n t  9 . p u z z l e s ,  
e . m e t  h a r m  s e t«r. I n  a d d -  

a ll  th e  la te s t  n o v e lt ie s ,  
r t i  B e c a u s e  i t  is  r e a l ly  a 
i i t . i lo g  c o n ib t n e i l  w e  h a v e  
i p t t u n  p r u e  c t  O N L Y  Ju c  
s ns y o u  r e a d i l y  see d o e s  
ise s . le t  a lo n e  t h e  t o s t  o f  
is m a g a z in e  fo r  o n e  y e a r

nx. C C , t n k s  a
fu m y re “ d in g
rrv n r y m W ing
CO n u m r u m s pa

PV .b in n s si ten
it i >n it w 11 h s t
t n k s p u f r ie s .

i bti l g . i/ oe a n d  <
fix r . l  t ir u b s .-r

r a r s f o r 2 5i T h
o u r m m l n g e x p e r

IS O  Jf ik M -a n tT R ld c lIc s  34 M a g ic  T r ic k * .  
f .4 P a r lo r  ( i a m r i  73  T o a s t s .  IS  T r i c k s  
w it h  <’ .s*d9 . V )  M o n e y -m a k in g  F e rre ts  h i  
J u n n y  H e a d in g s  3 M o n o lo g u e * . 21 Ih iiz le a  
a n d  P ro b le m s . 5  C o n  ic  K e r lU t l o o s  C u t -  
o j t a  fo r C h e c k e r s  a n d  C h e s s . P o n d n o e -t . 
l o t  A n d  c e t-s e . 9  M e n  M o r r i s .  F p a iilsti 
T n s o n  P u t z le .  C a m e  o f  A L io g ra iu a , e tc. 
A l l  fo r  IS c  p o s t p a i d .

w o n d e r f u l  x - r a y  t u b e
i*. ______ % a  w o D a r r iu i  l i t t le  ln s t r i i -
l t \ 4— * w \ tn »-n t p ro d u c in g  o p tic a l 

1  lllu slcm a  b o th  a u rp rls ln g  
and startling. W ith It 

I y o u  c a n  e*■« w b a t  Is 
a i p a re t iiiy  trie  bone® o l  

•Mir finger*. th e  h .u l in a lea d  p e n c il, O e  
t e rlo r  o p e n in g  1»» a  p ip e  ste rn , a n d  m a n y  

:l ie r  s im ila r  I lh-*l - tie P r ic e  10c .  J f o r  25e.

GROUND ALMONDS %\
A m a iln g ly  P ro lH io — f u l l y  C ro w n  F ro m  S a ad

T h e  G r o u n d  A l m o n d  ha* a f la v o r  t h a t  is M O S T  
E X C E L L t l N T .  r e s e m b l la n  t h e  c o c o * o u t .  T h e  
m e a t is ttno«* w h ile ,  c o r e  re d  w it h  is s h e ll  o r  a k in  
o f  b ro w n  c o lo r .  I t  g ro w *  r ln o e  t o  th e  g iirfu . o 
e n d  a n y t h in g  f r o m  2 iX> t o  300  A lm o n d s  m a y  he
*tp*ct»-l from * smgls nut T n » r »  n  no troulilt * h » t o t r  
In gr-w ing  gn> « h » r »  in d  in in> k-ndof soil. M>rbrt<l 
• ny tim*. t n j  in n r h l  ,-r Irn  w -» k »  from time nftill 
— iu will h«»e  an K N O R M O U S  < Hi ,-f th. * •* *

.......... .. 3 YOU EVER TASTLLl.ilOUS ALMONDS ’

Chinese
N o v e lt y  f r o m C h i n a  
a o d  s b o u l O  b o  
g r o s v u  l a  e v e r y

g a r d e n . Ho e m s to 
he  a croaa b e tw e e n  
C e l e r y  a n d  Co* L e t 
tuce. F l a v o r  ta 
m o r e  m i l d  t h a n  a n y  i 

e t h e r  c a b b a g e . C m  b s  u r v i d  
• n  th w  t a b l«  a n d  e a te n  r a w  o r  1

•» time >-f c-la-t-ng 
’h . M <.pf i » n . r  
». S .w d . I J r  Pk*.

TREE OF HEAVEN
Sis s^Undld oe-i»-

G ro w a  v e r y  r a p i d l y ,  e a s y  t o  
tivsia. To o  can crest* quit* a asa- 
IOO by culUrsting U ilt rsmarksblo 

oovslty. tM d i.tU  N CUI, 3 pktl. for *C<

act from S lo t  (M l in snr l*P|th |i» 
ft • «'»n d  Nolkist o,.l.il*
lb* tropw* o n  n » » l  it for l**n ds-or*. 
liua Ls/(* pgnlrl** of bloom, foiloww] 
ia  ***wjo br grsn* *lo*i*», of >-oia'*4 
g**d pods, nsks ths Irs* s rontiaual 
(biag of bwutr. fa till. Ik ; 3 »U iri ld«

R E M A R K A B L E  FIREFLY PUNT B l o o m *  a t  N l t j h f
Fill* t h «  A fm o tp h s r s  w ith  Fragrant Arom aOngof th* most rspnj growing vm*s known Ursd*r fs»nr. ■b> conditions this »tn« hss b«rn known to grow OVER .’4 

K K E T  IN  A  S tN C L E  W t t .  *

mt°owWIN POKER
r IN  A  SI.VULE

Novelty French Photo Ring t h e  f a n  d a n c e  ThoGreatWonderberry
Ilrr» if a very g r n t  novelty 
In ltln (f, that ll Jrlllng In 
thousand*. It It » ni rty
tn. if ||»B. f tnhh'd n  lai • *-

a large lrr..ta ti n 
I t  lo< k i ju .t  like an 
nary t in g , but In  tfse $ 
c f th* r in g  is a '.n a il  m 
prcplc pi lure aim- ' l  l r 
tde to the naked ry e . ) 
m agnified to crel.t lf degr 
lorn •

e a ll t
•n as*

tie*.of 1-. 1 -r-s that i
Sr.me am pi. tii-e* of bathing girl  ficautli l. 
p n it y  Krrni ti A 'frt'e*. r'.- . other* are t l r « »  
pf p.*, r* . f  l.- ' r fed in Kr <■. J’anam* Cana 
Other* sh- 'c the l.« r I * l*'a>rf In t>i*e. »'*t;  
ran be r rad by reruns ssith n-rmal n . i U i i t  _ n . _ c 
e*tlnc Mltbnui bring in any "a y objn Gunablc P R I C E  25c. 
for 65t . or 32.25 per d o r. p ostpaid. 7 / < )p o .->c < a ta l , ■«; l ^ C-

REAL LIVE P ETW R TLES

ln<]*rd ths Vine has climbi-d to s great height and it co s rrsj 
with IM M E N S E  K LO W ER S, rrom 4 to 7 inches In .llametsr.
It  1s. Indeed, a great novel-* f .* unlike ..ther plant*, th*
flowers O P E N  IN  T H E  E V t N l N U .  and remain open until 
•bout nnor* th* Pillowing day In dull e rt 'h e r  the* will re
main open *11 d*r 11 I* a w a t  IN T E R E S T IN G  S IG H T  to 
w*t.-h th* opening and closing of th* flower* as th* clouds 
at'twar and disperse A* I he flowers op*n they » 1*« forth 
the most L lE lJ G H T E U u  A Kl)M A and th* wh.,1* *tm.<«fh«f* 
around It  full of scented fragrance It I* i .w a rt  th* ob|*ct 
Of faeorabl* comment, and much eurkwltf Is arnusod by peo
ple fas*lug at night tim* a* U> th* c*u*« of (h* « h ‘ 

ar»»mo^ frequently *topplng In  an *nd**eor to satisfy their emit 
» •  C C A T*  psekot, two p s «k * U  fM  3 )  C lA T S ,  P 04 TR A JO . Junklsiwnr

A  »*-y rrm t’ R h ii Be*, 
aairaj Curtoslty youths .Id 
hs*s. Though quite odor.

ssiil (tie* *iU askfJ,"5that tnsy 
o* grown and
rtpsnsd f r o m  
• • • d ie  i n r

* and 5
••tfng _ ____________________ _______ _
In a rj form. Th* fruit la blue-bikck M* 
color, and I as Las Ilk* a luscious, rich 
blueberry. On* bosh w ill pruduc* an 
enormous amount of frolt. yielding great 
trasses of ru b  frs lta ll Summer and Fall. 
Psck*t. 10c , 3 p k u . for 2 k .  postpiid.

»T^-m  T „ T p - . , i rbliwsuma Naim tun.-ig 
and winter. O* ' " t  rapidty kom seeJ 
U £ D <  l * «  »* L j 3 f*r *Oc. **«i*s 14.

Bdrttfu Musk M ol«a
Q-iits a lu-usi' y 
Locks snd sn>M s ,a* 

Fee ui is/ 
hsl.wstl

Umbrella Palm ttSSHa
C o o lly  G r o w n  F r o m  S * * d  W l n t * r  o r  S u m m e r
Th* Jspanes* IJttbrslla P*1™ *• • Semi #TU»tlc pIsflL

«t interesting mel 
» i  jard.nier. * 4 ‘
nf good g»

f the c
s to cultivi

Fortune Telling By Cards
. — Book shfYl how to  t e l l ‘ fortune*
F ▲ ▲ with c»rd«. dice, dominoes, crystal.

T A  ▼ etr Tell* the meaning «rd  ils -
nlfkstlon of ccery rsrd S ecrrsld lf- ; 
ferent m ethcl* eiplil.?M* snd fully 
liluitrated. Crittimf J full from cov
er to cover with complete Infcrma* 
lion on fortune-telling PRICE I Co 
postpaid. Stam ps accepted.

(food Luck 
R I N G

soil at the bo’ t- i 
. .  .  . .minat*. ond th* i 

r* feet high and rapidly a 
appearanc*. •* shown -

^hs t.ips of the stem* ars surmounte-i b r * whori of _ 
brel.» shaped leaves, of a wasy appear an--*. VV • will 
#*n.l a par cage of this seed, with full lOStr-lCtloftS for 
culture, fur wnlj ISs or throe pockou for 40c postoald.

Periume | CACTUS FROM SEED
D l  3  n 4 A  3  M’  *' W<’ Ver y eurlnoo, odd 
■ I d  I I  I W  linking, strongs ape--4 • e ,r .  pUnt*. Will

I f  y o u  w a n t a fa s c in a tin g  and  in terestin g  litt le  p et. ju s t  risk 
25c  and  w e w ill sen d  y o u  a real liv e  P E T  T U R T L E  b y  rna.l

fio s tp a id . T h o u sa n d s  s o ld a t  C h u  ag i-W orld s  F air. N o  tr<>ub 
e at all t o  keep . J u st g iv e  it  ti little  le t tu c e  o r  c a b b a g e  or let 

it seek its  o w n  f o o d . E x tre m e ly  g en tle , ea s ily  k e p t  and  liv e  
ftn yea rs  and  years . N e e d  less a tte n tio n  th a n  a n y  o th e r  pet 
G e t  on e  or m ore . S tu d y  th e ir  h a b its . Y o u  will fin d  th em  ex [ 
tre m e ly  in terestin g . Pric*  2 5c. SPECIAL TURTLE FOOD lG cpkg

Dsauty snd d*light- 
. . . . . . . . .  . . .  * ------- n w r i B L .  » - ■  fully rragrsnt Y -  a
adisunc* I aus*s E l K l g u O l S f  -,|| I ,  . . .  . 4 *|

•such enmmsnt. F or K-jubs or g»rd*n I.-.* , m*
Also vsluoDl* bjeaue* of ' Car d just sprouting Pack**. 10 cwwia, 
ia*d* from it. S l I O S .  tO* » Y L  l i s t  21S. |)(fM  g«ek*t« Isr 29 « **ta. gsstssiS.

;  GIGANTIC ou",*«. BUTTER BEAMS
^  T H E  NEW  EDI9LC VEOCTABLE WOWOER

jffl S to 6 fr* l long, snd weighing anything fr-irr» 
•#. One ll«-sn I* w f l r -------

P O S TP A ID  2 SC

10 l a b .  lb*, j

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

OEPT. 792 RACINE, WIS.
O v r  t * a H * i i  C a W g  sstsl an r*e*tpt cH lO e .. * r  «*• D* L tn a  Cloth B o und Idttte a  

Vwr Z l c .  * * cg«r a**d b*rt*r iha n  *v*r. Only booa o* Ns ainO in ••kgtvnco. N s*rty  
a o o  pegss *1 all IK* Latest trie ks In m a g ic . th* nwwwat f>©v• «!* » . gwxxlwa, garrvws, 
i* * r lk ig  g * s 4 s. rut>b«r i t s n m .  u s u w t l  and int srw .ting  b a o k i, c u A m RIw  In a » * 4 (  
m * d  plants, a te ., w nprocurabi* I s  i s k g i . Asm rt by Com  atonay O rd a r, C h o c k  M  
naaiasfl U . C angrtUn aod Foreign t u rn * *  tor all artlcUo Uslsd r ‘ ------

pcS.
Kudzu Vine

M o s t  r a n l t l  g r o w i n g  
v ic e  k n o w n . w i “

ssvrrai m*sl*. Very nalstabi* and 
h la nutritious materials. The  de'.lcat* Buttery 

T  la much appreoa'ed. Th* Vines are easily 
o. very prolific, and a moat w*leom# and 

uabl* sdyunrt tn your garden T rv  them: you will
~nd them to* m*at Sellclows v*gelsMe yw* M *a

-•rted d.r-t*et*4 . . . . . . . . . . . . ,  . - .. . -----  -
- t  Sample i-scksg* of S*e-!i with full dlfec- 

Ouoa for cu lL-st.og  and cooking. 29*. p*»t*sl4.

f i l l  g ro w  
VO feet IQ one week.
Luxuriant foliage, 
l o v e ly  p u r p l o  
flower*, very fra- 

{ grant N o t h i n g  
I to equal It for 
Ishade purposesAot)

__________» quick grow tij.
» N < |  I t s  y s H t l .  3 »•• 40*.
/tddruf OnUrt (g VOMHJOH SMITH ft CC., Psol.

Yard Long Bean
Prod or
er«p of Ion*. Hen.
def. f»un<l pods, cf

792. WACIKB. WIB;
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» iFVou Do Not Add Q  I N C H E S  T O  
at Least X  Y O U R  B K E P f

• # »it will cost you nothing!” — signed GEORGE F. JOWETT

Y ES Sift T w o solid inches o f  tough, Send for "Moulding a Mighty Arm" 
sinuous muscle added to your 
biceps...or itw on ’t cost you a penny!

That’s my unqualified agreement. , ,  ft means 
that I 'll take yon, whether you are pig or 
small, atrong * " '
you how t o i  
YOUR bicep
small, strong or weak, thin or fat. and show 

o add two full inches o f  muscle to
tepsl If I hadn’t accomplished this ----------------------------------- -— ------

for many others . . .  If I didn’t believe that you can still get this course for only 2 Sc. 
you, too, could do it . . .  I wouldn't date I will not limit you to the arm. Try 
make such a startling claim I any one o f my test courses listed below

You will not only increase your biceps, but at 25c. Or, try all six o f  them,for only 
every part o f  your body will be developed $1.00. P 
proportionately. too, can

A Special Course for ONLY 25c.
Youcan'e make a mistake. The assurance , 

o f the strongest armed man in the world 
stands behind this course. 1 give you 
my secret methods o f strength develop
ment illustrated and explained as you_________________  s  you
like them. Mail your order now. whileslyou 

tthis <

Ufs uy ui uiuu ivi uuijr
Prove co yourself chic you* 

□ get i  he-maa’* physique!

FREE BO O K  W IT H  PHOTOS OF F A M O U S  STRONG M E N !
RUSH TH X  COUPOM TODAY AND I W I U . 

INCLUDE A FREE COPY OF
"Nerves o f Steel...Muscles Like Iron" 
It is a priceless book co the strength fan 
and muscle builder. Pull o f  pictures of 
marvelous bodied men who tell you de
cisively how you can build symmetry and 
strength rhe Jowett way! Reach out— 
Grasp this Special Offer.

J O W E T T  IN S T I T U T E  o f  P H Y S I C A L  C U L T U R E
Dtps, H F i 4 2 2  Poplar S tre e t  Scranton, Pa.

Bend, b y  re t a in  m all, p rep aid , tb s  cou rses cheeked b elo w , f o r  
w hich  (  am  en rln ein v  S

O lfoald iac a Mu Mr Arm. ZSo □  Mouldioe a Wlzbtr Cheat. ISa 
DM oaiolas a Ulabtr Back, Me □  kf.vkiiDa Mixhtr Laea, zsc 
□ Hooldio* a Mlabtr Qrip. r s e n  Stivae Uaa S t u n  Madernm . «Se 

□  A U O B eekaiefSl.se ,

N m

A d a n a  _
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S E N D  O N L Y  T H E  C O U P O N  B E L O W
i i  n  ( i  :< <• ; t '  i i  i : .• ! t \ o  k  ii > i r  \ l )  !  r  ct ti </ 11 <i ( /  /  \ t o  —

W inllSO
o r  B u i c k  S e d a n  a n d  sl , 2 5 0 ° J  C a s h !
■  1st o f cash  for (o m « one. Would you like to 

■  ■ hare it? I am going to give it away. We want to advertise 
OUT business quickly and get wide distribution Tor our products. 
Someone, maybe you. will receive new Buick Sedan and 
$1,250.00 cash extra for promptness or if you win 1st prize 
and prefer all cash you get $2,250.00. Duplicate prize* paid 
In case of ties.

Surely you would like to  have this magnificent prize. Then 
Mil In Ih s coupon below and you can aasily qualify for
the opportunity to win as much ss $2,250.00.

Thu is our unique way of advertising. We want people 
everywhere to know us and to share in this great distribution

and many others. T h o u sa n d s  o f  d o lla rs  m ore  In  S p ec ia l 
C a sh  R ew ard s which we will tell you all about when we get 
your answer. This is your opportunity. Answer today — 
qualify for your share of this money that must be given awsy. 
No subscriptions to buy or sell. No more purzles to solve. 
There is nothing hard to do to qualify to win the Buick 
Sedan, but y o u  m u s t  a c t  q u ic k  to make the moat of this 
opportunity. Just mail the coupon if you find 5 of the hidden 
faces. D o It N O W !

5Can You Find
I t  is fun to look for the hidden faces in the trees, 

clouds, etc., in the picture at the right. Are your eyes 
sharp enough to find them? Some look straight at you, 
acme are upside down—others are sidewise. It is not 
as easy as some people may think, but don’t give up 
— keep looking and you may find them. W hen  y o u  
d a , m a r k  th e m  a n d  sand y o u r an sw er r ig h t  
• w a y .  Q u ick !

M an y people have received big cash prlres from 
companies with whom I have been associated. S om e 
have re ce iv ed  sev era l th o u sa n d  d o lla rs . Names 
gladly furnished on request. A n sw er to d a y  a n d  saa 
f a r  y o u rs e lf  If j o u  c a n  w in  th a  first p rize . Oh 
Boy! w h at you eodld do with $2,250.00 all in cash at 
one tim e. I will be glad to pay it to you if you are 
adjudged the winner.

Hurry— mark the 5 faces you find, send your answer 
quick. You may bo the one to receive the $2,250.00 
prize.

Faces?

Send No Money, Just Mail Coupon
foR

ii V .° ^ v s t
SX»A v***

oir f1
p r i«

Remember, sen d  n o t o n e  p on n y with this 
coupon—all you do now is to find 5 faces, if 
you can, and mail the coupon. We will answer 
you right away and tell you how you stand.

The money to pay every prize is on de
posit in a big  s tro n g  D ss M oin es b a n k . 
Get your share of $4,305.00 In cash prizes, 
besides thousands of dollars in Special 
Cash Rewards. Sixty grand prizes in all. 
All prizes will be paid promptly. Hnrryl 
Just mark the faces you find and send 
with coupon right away. Some one wins 
—maybe you. Send your answer and 
see for yourself if you win first prize. 
D O N 'T  D E L A Y I . . . M all y o u r  a n .  
sw er to d a y .

Q. F. STAYTON, President Dept. 110
1912 Grand Avenue,
Des Moines, Iowa.

I have found 5 faces In the enclosed picture and 
I want to win. Tell me how I stand.

My name.

Address.

City .State.



No House To House—
Experience Unnecessary— No Costly Machine to Buy
Ton can -work at home, chips come to you already 
made. A  few momenta work, put them In bags and 
they are ready to sell! No complicated work, no 
experience needed. No Buper-salesmnnship or house- 
to-house canvassing. Stores do your selling for you. 
Magic Cheese Chips are big, crispy, fluffy, giant-size 
chips, bigger than potato chips, l>elicious, tempting 
taste makes them act like an appetizer. Put a plateful 
on any store counter. People taste them and buy 
from clever “ Silent Salesman'’ display. Decidedly un
usual! Distributors ordering large quantities weekly!

A Tremendous Market Available
Here are the types of places where you may leave Magic 
Chip displays for the purpose of building up a good 
dealer business.
Bathing Benches
Excursion Steamers
Amusement Parks
Carnivals
Circuses
Fairs
Golf Courses
Roadstands
Ballgrounds
Soft Drink Blands
Grocers
B ak e rie s
Confectioneries
Drug Stores
Theatres

Deportment Stores 
Hotel I.obbles 
News Stands 
Bowling Alleys 
Billiard Halls 
Dance Halls 
Train and Railroad 

Stations
Five and Ten Cent 

Stores
Fruit Stands 
Churches 
Sandwich Shops 
Skating Rinks 
Restaurants

A Business of 
Great Promise

In Its Infancy now. but mak
ing exceptional progress. Wc 
are lining up distributor* rap
idly. Start now and grow 
with us 1

A delightful tidbit for pnr- 
ties, people munch them on 
the streets, at outdoor gamea, 
in restaurants, at the beaches 
In summer. Ideal Item for beer 
taverns. Hunrireda of open 
territories. Write today.

You Don’t Invest a Red Cent

Send for Full 
Information

Convince yourself first that this 
Is an unusual business with a 
real opportunity. No claims— 
you be the judge. Look Into 
this now. No obligation. Mail 
the coupon immediately—later 
may be too late.

MAIL  FO R  C O M P L E T E  D E T A I L S
nntil you hove sold youTself on tho possibilities. We let 
you sell yourself first before you Invest and our novel 
plan enables you to decide without paying for a single 
chip. Then you can start with $8.50 investment, put 
back your profits, building up without another penny 
Investment. If you wish 1 MONET-BACK GUARANTEE 
GOES W ITH  IN ITIAL PURCHASE!

Everything Furnished
We furnish everything— advertising, display stands, 
etc. Don't wait until it's too late I w rite at once and 
get the eicluBlve rights for your locality. Samples and 
particulars free.

F L U F F -0  MFG. CO.
Dept. 2023-N, :
St. Louis, Mo.

Without obligation to* me, rush full infor- I
motion at once nbout Magic Cheese Chips and 1
your proposition. J

N 1

A d  d r o s s

FLUFF-0 MFC. CO Dept 2023-N, St. Louis, No.



I’ll Send M y first l esson FREE
[t Shows How Easy it ii
to learn at Home

t o  f i l l  a

~PtCrCr£

i n . R a d i o
Clip the coupon and mail it. T m  bo sure 

that I can train you at home in your spare 
time for a good job in Radio that I'll send you 
my first lesson free. Examine it, read it, see 
how clear and easy  it is to understand. Then 
you will know why many men with less than 
a grammar school education and no technical 
experience have become Radio Experts and aro 
earning two to three times their former pay 01 
a result of my training.

C L E A R S  $4500 IN  IS  
M O N T H S

"Before taking your Ra
dio Courts I wgg making 
$18 a week. 1 came buns 
three years ago and In 
the past months I made 
about $4500 in Radio. I 
cannot say too much for 
the wonderful help I haro 
received from N. B. I . "  
NOEL W. BAY. 
American National Bank 
Bldg., OaUsdeu. Alabama.

S P A R E  T IM E  W O R K  
P A Y S  $18 A  W E E K

" I  only do spare time 
Radio work and average S18 a week. People who In good times would buy a 
now. Radio, now have the 
old obefixod." 8TEPHEN 
3. DRAPCHATY.
407 Wunrterllrh Avenue.
Barberton. Ohio.

C H IE F  O P E R A T O R  IN  
T H E A T E R

"When I enrolled with 
N. B. I .. I worked On a 
farm. I am now Chief 
Operator at the Majestic 
Theater. 1 hate all the 
Radio work I can do on 
the side. Your Course is 
tho boat 1 have ever seen. 
I t  Is no easy anyone can 
learn by i t ."
W . A. MARTIN,
Box 601, Axtesla, N. Mez

Many Radio Experts Make 
S4ii Mo, $74 a W eek

In leas than 15 yean, the Radio Industry haa grown
from a few million to hundreds of millions of dollars. 
Over 300,000 jobs have been created by this growth, 
and thousands more will be created by its continued 
development. Many men and young men with the 
right training—the kind of training I give you in the 
N. R. I. Course—have stepped Into Radio at two and 
three times their former salaries.

Get Ready Now fa r  Jobe Like These
Broadcasting stations uso engineers, operators, sta

tion managers and pay up to $5,000 a year. Manu
facturers continually employ testers, inspectors, fore
men, engineers, servicemen, buyers, for Jobs paying up 
to $7,500 a year. Radio operators cm ships enjoy life, 
**« the world, with board and lodging fres. and get 
good pay besides. Dealers and Jobbers employ scrrlee- 
men. salesmen, buyers, managers, and pay up to SI00 
a Week. My book tails you about these and many other 
Interesting Radio jobs.

Many Malta M , H M H  a W eak Extra 
In Spare Time Alm oit at One.

Tho day you enroll with mo, I send you instructions 
which you should master quickly for doing 28 Radio 
Jobs common in moat ovory neighborhood, for spare 
lime money. Throughout your training, I send you 
Information for servicing popular makes of seta I I 
give you the plans and Ideas that have made $200 
to $1,000 a year for N. R. I men in their spare time. 
My Course ia famous as the Course that pays for 
Itself I

Tele-.li Ion, Short V a n ,  le a d  Speaker 
Syitem* Included

There's opportunity for you In Radio. Ita future la 
certain. Television, ehort wave, loud speaker systems, 
police Radio, automobile Radio, aircraft Radio— in 
«Tory branch, developments and improvements are 
taking place- Here is a real future for thousands and 
thousands of men who really know Radio —  men with 
N. R. I. training. Get tho training that opens the 
road to good pay and success.
Toa Oct a Money Book Agreement

I am so sure that N. R. I. can train you 
satisfactorily that I will agrro In writing to 
refund every penny of your tuition If you are 
not satisfied with my Lessons and Instruction 
Service upon completion.

FUSE M-page Seek of Facta
Mall the ooupon now. in addition to the sam
ple loason. I send my book. "Rich Rewards In 
R adio." It tells you shout the opportunities In Radio; 
tells you Ibout my Course, what others who hare taken 
It are doing and making. Thla offer Is free to any 
ambltloua fellow over 15 years old. Find out what 
Radio offers you without the slightest obligation. 
ACT NOW! Mall coupon In an envelope or pssto It 
on a Ic post card.

J. E. SMITH, President
National Radi. Initltnt.. Oort. 4FH7. W uhlaeto*, D. 0 .

SPECIAL R a d io  E q u ip m en t 
for Broad Practical Experience 
{Given Without Extra Charge
My Course b  not an theory, m  a h o v  you

how to use my special Radio Equipment for 
conducting experiments and building circuits 
which illustrate important principles used in
such well-known seta as Westinghouae. General 
Electric. Phllco. R. 0. A.. Victor. Majeattc and 
others. You work out with your own hands 
many or the things you read In our lesson 
books. Thla 50-50 method of training makes learning at homo easy, interesting, fascinating, intensely prac

tical. You learn how seta work, why they work, how ta 
make them work when they are out of order. Training like this shows up In your pay 

envelope — whoa you graduate 
you hare had training amit experience—you're not simply looking for a Job where 

you can get experience.

With N’.R.T. equipment you team to  bulM and 
thoroughly understand set testing equipment —  you 
can use N.R.I. equipment In your vp&xo time ser
vice worts fur extra money.

I have doubled 
and tripled the,' 
salaries of mam 
Find out , 
this

National Radio Institute Dept. (FH 7 
Waahlnxton, D. C.

I  want to tak . adraotaire of r » i  offor. 
Without obltfiUnz mo, send to* tout Fre. 
Sample Lo«wn and roor book. "R ich  Bo- 
wards in R adio." (Please print plainly.)

n am e ........................................................

The Famous Course That Pays For Pseff
A D D R E SS . 

S O IT Y ............ •STATE. ‘R”



IllustrtUon

Attacks Stopped at Once
It tith a s  h it kept you guplng end mliweble, n i d  thli letter 
treat M n .W ll lC e ie , Home No, 1, Hubbard, N't brute .

April 10, 1831— f' l . wee tick over 15 jreara with eathme. I  
'da't get my breath and whit little ileep I  got wee had while 
Iped up In bed or In e chair. I  tried Nicer. By the time I had 
n  heir of my aecond bottle my eathme waa rone end tea not 
*»ed ."— U n . W ill Cete, Bout* N». J, Hubbard. Nebraska.

ntkcvm m m c i n i  co. 870 s u t t  U M  B id * . .  I n d U n a p o l k ,

LpNELY^«TsJoin our Club. World** 
Greatest Social E x .  

Bureau. Happineat'await* 
dent* everywhere, seeking congenial mates. 
Confidential service. Articular* FR O L  

STANDARD CLUB, Box 607-J, GRAYS LAKE, ILLINOIS

LEARN TO DRAW-

* l

y bem tiful girl*' head* and flrures for pleisura and 
I profit- Ba an artist and make big money. Amaz

ing NEW eaiy waj quickly start* you. No ex- 
! parlance noccisary.\ FIRST LESSON FREE

8*nd name and addreie today and only 10o t* 
oorer mailing ooet, TK T IT  FREE.

STUDIOS, Deal 30
III.

M A R R I F D  W O M T I U  S 
S e c r e t s  n j o w

S I  N D  ■ P O W  T R I A L  S I  71

_______ _________alarmed when
nature fall* you. Ton can now depend 
on our new O. J. O. BELIEF COM
POUND (a Periodic Regulator) double 
etrenrth. Often rellera  unnatural Ir
regularities dleeauraglM caeca of long- 
orerdu* delay*, generally relieved very

Don’t be dleoouraged 
til* you. T o

uulckly. Absolutely not daagereui. No 
t n o a u T e n t e n e * .  Highly i 
ueed by thousand* of <

recommended end
__________________ __ women for relief.

We guarantee to_ihlp orders same day recolred in pjata_ wrapper,

FBEH
Sand (2.00 box. doable strength: I  for $5.00.

strength, 35.00. Trial elae. 2So. Don't delay, eend o r d e r .______
Booklet. A personal meeaeae to you.
O. J. 0. MEDICAL CO., Dept, 221-0. 1434 N. Wells. Chlcajo

HOW MUCH DO YOU KNOW?
Knowledge Is power I The men and women who achieve moat in this world . . . the leader* In business . . . 
the folks who are looked up to and most respected in every community . . . are those who have armed them
selves with KNOWLEDGE I

It is a known fact that a good Encyclopedia . . . books which answer every question o f fact . . , la un 
absolute necessity In the home of all thinking people. And It's even more Important if there are children.

Give your youngsters the priceless advantage o f 
KNOWLEDGE! Remember, a grammar school educa
tion is not enough I

Probably every home would have an Encyclopedia If 
the cost wore not so high. Up to now n good act cost 
from $75 to $150. But TODAY, an amazing oppor
tunity faces you. The famous Popular Encyclopedia 
. , , complete in every way . . . has a limited number

CAN YOU 
A N S W E R  
T H E 8  E 

QUESTIONS? 
Whet la an Aero

lite?
Whet causes 

Cancer?
W h e t  e ra  th o  

rights of a V. 
_  8. cltlion r 
Whet U the right 

way to TentlUte 
e home?

What Is Contra * 
band of W erf 

Why do no 
merry?

Where Is Man
churia?

Ie Astrology a
Science ?

W h a t  e r e  the 
e y m tom e  o f  
eleeplng sick
ness?

Who Invented 
Movies I

Whet firm once 
employed 115, - 
000 men?

The answers to fket* end to ,000  
ether e u e e lio n s  
are revealed In 

POPULAR 
ENCYCLOPEDIA

These two great 
volumes contain 
8.358 pages. Also 
m a n y  o f f i c i a l  
maps. A college 
e d u ca tio n  con
densed I Easy to 
understand. You 
will be fascinated 
by the thousands 
o f facte It brings 
you. Never egain 
will you have an 
opportunity like 
t h i s .  Mall the 
Coupon today . 
Supply liailtedl

of spec i a l  editions 
which are b e in g  
d i s t r ib u te d  f o r  
tho " g i v e - a w a y "  
price of $2.001 To 
get your set. SEND 
NO MONEY . . .

Just use the coupon, 
toney refunded if 
not satisfied.

BETTER PUBLICATIONS. Itlo. { 
570 7th Ave.. New York. Dest. TA-8 t

Please rush................... sets of the {
POPULAR ENCYCLOPEDIA for ,
which 1 enclose $......... In D D - 8- Istamps (small dMiotn ) lj Money a 
Order, □  Check, □  Dollar Bill.- 4. O. D.'s.) :(No 4. 

N am e  ... 

Address 

City......- ............ State..



Recently we have received many letters

outlining problems sim ilar to the one 

you now face.

You had planned on stepping from high school into 
college. And your parents had planned on it too. 
But the economic upheaval of the past few years 
has played havoc with countless well-laid plans—  
and family budgets.

It’s tragic in a way, but life is an experience of 
constant changes. In the final analysis we are respon
sible for our own defeats— and our own victories. 
Ho man is ever licked who is still willing to fight. And 
with hope of a college career gone, you are still eager 
to fight for realization of your life’s dream. You have 
a spirit not to be denied t

You want to be an electrical engineer. You had 
planned on studying this subject at college. AU 
right, you C A H  be an electrical engineer.

Directed home study is the answer to your prob
lem. Maybe you are fortunate and have a job. The 
answer to your dream lies in the utilization of your 
spare time. Many of the world’s electrical engineers

got their starts by studying International Corre
spondence Schools Courses in their spare time. This 
is also true of leaders in a wide range of professions.

Our Electrical Engineering Course, as is true of 
the other 300 courses taught by these Schools suc
cessfully for over forty years, was prepared by out 
standing authorities on that subject— and is under 
constant revision. The hat of subjects below indi
cates the comprehensive service of this institution 
— a service that has been utilized by 4,000,000 
ambitious men!

Understand, we do not claim I. C. S. training is 
a complete substitute for a college career. Many 
college graduates, however, have found in it the 
additional help they needed to attain certain
objectives.

But we do claim that, in technical knowledge on 
a given subject made available, I. C. S. is the equity 
alent of college training. And the comparison is 
made with colleges of the highest rant

You are standing on the threshold of a new era 
in this nation’s economic and social lift Today, 
more than ever before, training is an essential to 
success. If you make the most of your talents and 
your opportunities, great things are in store for 
you. In your present situation, L C. S. training is 
a real opportunity for you. Talk the matter over 
with your father and mother. The cost of an I. C. 3. 
course is remarkably low, with the privilege of 
small monthly payments.

» v T C R N f l 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

“ The Universal University" BOX 3966.B, SCRANTON, PBNNA.
Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, “Who Wins 

and Why,”  and full particulars about the subject before which I have marked X !

□  Architect
p  Architectural Draftsman 
U  Bullilln* Estinuttlxil
□  W ood MUl working
□  Contractor and Builder
□  Structural Draftsman
§  Structural En*in<xrr 

Inveutlnjc and Patenting 
Electrical Engineer

8 H —trio Lighting
Welding. Else trio and G u  
Reading Shop Blueprint*

Boelotn Managrmrnt 
Office Management 
Industrial Management 
Traffic Management 

□ Accountancy 
3  Ooet Accountant

B Telegraph Engim 
Telephone Work 

P  Mechanical Engineer

§ Mechanical Draftsman 
Machinist Q  Toolmaker 
Patternmaker

Q  Heat Treatm ent o f Metals 
P  Bridge Engineer

T E C H N IC A L  A N D  IN D U S T R IA L  C O U R S E S
□  Plumbing □  Steam Fitting

Heating □  Ventilation
Sheet Metal Worker 
Steam Engineer 
Steam Electric Engineer 
Civil Engineer 
Surveying and M apping 
Refrigeration 
R. R . Locom otive*
R. R . Section Foreman

□  It. II. Bridge and Building 
Foreman

BU SIN ESS TR AIN IN G  COURSES
C. P. Accountant □  Service Station Saloamanahlp
Bookkeeping □  First Year College
Secretarial Work □  Bnaineaa Correspondence

J Bridge Engineer 
} Bridge ana Building Foreman 
] Gas Engines □  Diesel Lnginni 
} Aviation Engines 
] Autom obile Mechanic

York
] Spanish □  Free oh 

O  Saleamanahip 
□  Advertising

□  Let taring Show Cards □  
’  J Stenography and Typing 

q  Mail <] Civil Service Carrier

P  Air Brakes D R .  H  Signal maA
P  High way {Engineering 
P  Chemistry P  Pharmacy 
P  Coal M ining Engineer 
P  Navigation Q  A ir Conditioning

B Boilermaker
Textile Overseer  or  Supt.

P  Cotton M anufacturing 
□  Woolen M anufacturing 
P  Agriculture □  Fruit Q row ing_ 
P  Poultry Fanning □  Radio 
P  Marina Engineer

G  Railway Mall Clark 
P  Grade School Subject*
□  High School Subject*
P  College Preparatory 
□  Illustrating 
□  Cartooning

Namt..... - __Address......

City_______________ ____
II non in Canada, *md thU moron

........Stott........................................ Occupation.
(a tin Inim national Corrmaondonoo Btkeoli Canadian. Limited. UamtraoL Canada



HOTSYl - 
TOTSY \

THE FAN DANCE
H IT  of the C E N TU R Y  of PROGRESS 

W ho will forget the famous FAN  D AN CE episode o f  the Century o f 
Progress Exposition in Chicago? Here it is humorously, cleanly pre
sented in vest pocket form. You flip the pages and HOTSY TOTSY 
comes to life and whirls through her dance, provoking not a aly smile, 
but a wholesome laugh from all, even the most fastidious. It is a most 
innocent fun maker that will cause you and your friends no end o f fun 
and amusement. HOTSY TOTSY th* FAN DANCER measures only 
2 x 3  inches -  6 square inches o f  spicy, piquant entertainment for one 
and all. I f  you saw the original Fan Dance at the Century o f  Progress, 
you will want one as a reminder. I f  you didn’t, get it and see what you 
have missed. PRICE IOc postpaid. 710 page catalog o f novelties, 
jokes, tricks, puzzles, etc.; IOc. Johnson Smith Co., Dtp. 792, Racine, Wit.

MAKEY0UR0WNBAD10
j a i ir tw

oSl* »!5Vti>7.‘
MIDGET BIBLE

2j£Sfe® S S  SILENT DEFENDER
for park* or that aar*
* • . « *  do* Trick* «lt*

performed b y ___
Doauru of d u d  tricks tArabkrs.PrtsB,

sorporrs eggs

W w  W  » « ■  l a p  . . — .I*. a fo, 2S.

STAGE
MONEY

WlthftbmMi) 
of tbeoebUlo, 
It Is cssjr for escb person 

1 lim ited 
Bans to  appear  

prosperous

ose tin* 
I l b  e__ r o p o r

time and peeling OB a genuine Mil 
or two Horn the outside of tbe roil, 
tbe effect created wlU be found to 
be all that can be desired. Price*, 
PMtpaldi 40 BIIH 21c. 120 U r 10c, 
—  fa .» «  tbooeand poetpald.

NOSE FLUTE-  IM I lo lM .* !*' —H If.* •***»

p td M
—  -  — W illM  B  flu te . T h e r e

l SanTH *  co.

— surprise NATchB—
M ore fa s  than 
o a b tu g  w its pour 
wile. L oot lust 
l i k e  o r d i n a r y  
mateboe. A i  tbe 
victim trlea to light 
one be ceta Quite •
Mwltepw tab lla a  twtti.lHwTl pah. *TAB TOY MAKER

TTiad by police effloan, d*t*etlv*v, 
■berlffi. Hlfht watchmen andetbtra 
a* a menu of ielf-r>roUction. V*ry 
effective. Eailly flu  the b u d . tbs 
dnaert belay (TStped la  the feat 
b o le . Very uieful In u  emergen
cy. Kadeof elumlmim they ere very 
11*ht. weighing I n ,  thin 1 ounces. 

—̂ Pocket il*e elwty, ready fat lmtant But 
•a., 2ftr4bepe*tpald. n *  p .p  C— S* Me.

W o n d e rfu lInatranaant.

nb i m owaw la MA4MCT1
EUfMtlo ehaioLalM Rod 

rr.\*n  grrtnnisg utdls, Mil and 
*- bill clurbsT, ca*ti>«tlo fish, 

tap* motor, buebrUo bfflkrd bnll». many oTh*r 
a tm U , A2»o iotereetins Information obont
lodooto— , m m w Ki oUotrio tr, •««. H U MSOB' D-pd.
I O O K  (M ~ K > A t« .  b o w  to  W d  rov in g , 
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Knight and Bradley cut them

HARBOR
C H A P T E R  I 

Shark!

JA C K  K N IG H T  stood at the 
wheel of his battered little 
schooner, Sea Foam, and held 

her course steady through the gentle 
ground swells. His strong face was 
sunken and hollow-eyed, and his 
muscular body was burned almost to 
the shade of the Kanaka who sat on 
the deck house before him. He wore 
only a pareu, the dingy blue cloth

A Complete Book-
By ALLAN K.

Author of "White Ivory,"

with which the natives draped their 
hips. Straight ahead glistened a quiet 
harbor, with a low beach of snowy 
coral, behind which rose a sloping 
curtain of jungle green.

In the still waters of the harbor, 
protected from the rages of the

Cannibals and M ighty Monsters o f the Deep in
12
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tropical sea by a thin white line in
dicating a coral reef, native canoes 
floated idly. W ith the eye of a 
master, and a hand long accustomed 
to such dangers, Knight located a 
depression in the reef and steered 
his little craft into the harbor. There

he dropped his anchor and watched.
Natives were slipping over the 

sides of the canoes about him and 
disappearing into the water, to come 
up minutes later bearing the sym
metrical shells of oysters, some of 
them as large as two feet in diam
eter. Other natives in the boats re
lieved the divers of their catch and, 
after hanging to outriggers for a 
breathing spell, they continued their 
search for the valuable harvest.

This labor continued in all of the

a Gripping Novel o f Desperate South Sea Perils
13
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O’Leary

canoes, except one near K night’s 
vessel.

It was this canoe, not fifty  feet 
from his schooner, t h a t  caught 
his attention and held it w ith  the 
most unusual thing he had ever seen 
in the South Seas.

Here sat a white girl attended by 
a native! She was fishing with a 
pearl bonito hook.

K night stared at this strange ap
parition in amazement. The girl no 
more fitted into this scene, than one 
of the natives would have fitted into 
the dress circle at a grand opera 
given in a great city.

KN IG H T  had little time to specu
late upon s u c h  incongruity, 

however. He had hardly leaned over 
the rail to shout a greeting when 
the girl became occupied with an 
unexpected trouble.

A  fish, attracted by the gleam of 
the pearl hook, streaked through the 
water and took it in passing. The 
fish was not a bonito. Knight saw 
a pointed fin break the water, and 
then the sleek nose and elongated 
body as it cleared the water in snap
ping at the hook. A ten-foot shark!

w

The shark gave instant battle. The 
surprised girl held tightly  to her 
bamboo pole. T he shark dived deep 
and came up on the other side of the 
outrigger, entangling the girl with 
the line, and hauling the line com
pletely under the canoe at the same 
time.

He broke water and dived again. 
So fast and unexpected were his 
movements that, before the girl could 
realize the situation, he had jerked 
her completely out of the canoe and 
dragged her under the surface of the 
water.

KN IG H T  hesitated o n l y  l o n g  
enough to realize that the shark 

was headed in a direction that would 
take him under the .Sea Foam. Grasp
ing the knife that he carried at his 
waist, he mounted the taffrail of his 
schooner and jumped.

The weight of his body carried 
him down a dozen feet into the clear 
depths. From this point, heavy 
strokes of his muscular arms brought 
his head downward and propelled 
him deeper into the water toward 
the bottom. He could see, all about 
him, the multi-colored coral ferns 
and the brilliant fish which played 
among them.

A  great shadow crossed his path. 
The shark had turned to attack the 
source of his pain, but not before he 
had skirted the bottom, and had 
throughly entangled on the corals 
there the line attached to the hook 
in his mouth.

Out of the corner of his eye, 
Knight caught a glimpse of the white 
clothing of the helpless girl en
meshed on the very floor of the bay. 
He himself was between her and the 
oncoming shark.

T w o  well-directed strokes of arms 
and legs, and he met the tiger of 
the sea head on. His knife sank 
home in the white belly of the ani
mal.
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Stunned but not stopped, t h e  
shark flipped himself around with 
one flirt of h i s  powerful t a i l  
and gave all his attention to this 
new enemy. In the clear light un
der the water, Knight saw the open 
jaws lined with row after row of 
murderous teeth, sharp as needles.

TH E  shark came toward him with 
frightfu l speed. Knight flipped 

himself a bare inch out of the path 
of the open mouth. This time, he 
planted his knife with deadly accur
acy just back of the shark’s head.

The blade sank into living flesh 
and severed the spinal cord. A  shud
der passed the entire length of the 
shark’s great body, and it was out of 
the fight.

Gushing blood dyed the submarine 
battlefield a rosy red.

T he weight of the fifty feet of 
water above Knight, and the exer
tion of his terrific struggle, were be
ginning to tell on him. The pressure 
on his lungs was demanding instant 
relief, and he was on the verge of 
losing consciousness. Y et he could 
not return to the surface. W ith  eyes 
now smarting, and through which 
he could only see in a blurred fash
ion, he looked about until he saw 
the white mass which would be the 
helpless girl.

W ith  strokes that were rapidly 
becoming more difficult and pain
ful, he reached the point where 
her clothes held her fast in the 
jagged coral. He slashed furiously 
w ith his knife, and finally managed 
to free her. Then, clasping her tight
ly, he shot upward to the surface.

W ith  the help of his native, he 
gcft the girl aboard and stretched 
her out on the deck. Then came a 
battle for her life.

He worked a long time, almost 
frantically. He brought into use 
everything that he had ever known, 
everything he had ever heard, about

Jack Knight

handling drowned persons. He had 
almost abandoned hope when her 
eyelids fluttered weakly. W hen he 
saw that she would live, he felt in 
himself a surge of strange happi
ness.

The girl was fair and more beau
tiful than any girl he had ever 
seen in the South Pacific.

C H A P T E R  II

The K ing of Toiva

A  B O A T  rattled alongside the 
schooner and a white man 
came aboard. He greeted 

Jack Knight in English. The man 
was fat, and his round body was clad 
in immaculate white linen. His fleshy 
face was covered w i t h  a neatly 
trimmed, black Van Dyke beard.

It was his eyes, however, which 
held K night’s gaze longest. They 
were as blue as the still waters of 
the bay, and as hard and expression
less as the very coral rock which 
carpeted its floor.

The man stood and looked w ith
out emotion at the girl, who lay in 
the shade of the deck house where 
Knight was working over her. His
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The Cannibal Chief

interest in her condition seemed 
purely c a s u a l ,  as impersonal as 
though she were one of the shells 
the natives had brought up and not 
a living being.

Knight, still working on his knees 
beside the girl, looked up at the 
newcomer. "She was nearly drown
ed,” he said, “but I think she will 
live.”

TH E  man did not answer, but in
stead, shouted to the natives in 

his boat, who scrambled aboard. 
“ Take her to the house,” he ordered. 
A fter  watching them, as though they 
were transferring freight to the 
canoe, he turned back to Knight 
again.

" I ’m sorry the g irl’s foolishness 
has caused you this inconvenience,” 
he said. Thus he disposed of the 
matter.

The stranger was at least fifty 
years old, and he seemed to exude 
a kind of oily coarseness. Jack 
Knight was conscious that the man 
had a certain power; and he was con
scious, too, of an immediate and 
strong dislike for him, not unmin
gled with disappointment at learning

that he was somehow concerned 
with the girl.

He tried to cast off his dislike of 
the man. “ My Kanaka and I left 
Tahiti for the rahui, the pearling 
season, at Luova,” he said, after tell
ing the man his name. “ W e  ran into 
a typhoon less t h a n  twenty-four 
hours out, and w e’ve been running 
before it for ten days up until yes
terday. But where does this island 
lie? I ’ve never heard of it before.” 

A  cold smile lit the man’s face. 
“ Nor has anyone else. Toiva, I call 
it It is not on any chart, and it is 
out of the paths of both sail and 
steam.”

“ Then who does it belong to?” 
“ To Lucian Bradley, at your serv

ice. May I offer you the hospital
ity of my little home, such as it is?”

IN B radley’s big canoe, the natives 
quickly paddled them ashore. 

Despite i t s peaceful green-and- 
white beauty, there was a suggestion 
of something sinister about this love
ly place. Knight felt it, the minute 
he set foot on the beach. It was 
nothing tangible, nothing he could 
see. But it was there just the same, 
as surely as he himself was there. 
He noted it in the attitudes of the 
natives who clustered about t h e  
beach at their approach.

The Polynesian is a happy and 
carefree person, despite his sad his
tory at the hands of the whites. But 
this little handful of men were d if
ferent. Their movements and ges
tures, even their greetings, were 
marked with that spirit of oppres
sion which Knight felt. T hey la
bored under the heavy burden of 
some great fear.

Stately palm trees, slender and 
erect, dotted the snowy, coral beach. 
Under their scant shade huddled a 
village of native huts of dried palm 
leaves.

Looking to the hillside back of
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them and to the left, Knight saw the 
glistening white of a low, rambling, 
wooden house surrounded by a broad 
veranda. On the beach below the 
house, was a colorless wooden shed, 
from which ran a dock terminating 
in a lagoon which extended inward 
from the bay. A  small motor launch 
floated beside the dock, and out in 
the lagoon a schooner of at least 
twenty tons lay at anchor, her sticks 
bare and her gear stowed.

On the veranda of the house, a 
comely young native woman in a 
bright red pareu brought t h e m  
brandy and soda in answer to Brad
ley ’s shout.

“ So, you’re in the shell trade,” 
Bradley commented.

“ Yes.”
“ You only have one diver with 

yo u ?”
“ M y other two were washed over

board a week ago. However, I dive 
m yself,” K night added. “ I ’ve been 
in these waters for fifteen years, and 
I can go down about as far as any 
of the natives can.”

“ T hat’s a piece of luck,” Bradley 
Baid without enthusiasm. “ I could 
use some more good divers right 
now.”

“ H O R R Y , ” Knight returned, “ but
kJ I ’m not looking for a job. I 

go it on my own, all the time. I 
want to get away from here early 
in the morning and rush on to 
Luova. I t ’s just being opened after 
the government has had it closed for 
five years. There will be plenty of 
shell there, this time."

“ But not so many pearls,” Brad
ley observed.

“ Oh, occasionally someone finds a 
good one. There’s always the chance 
of picking up a fortune, you know. 
T h a t ’s the only thing that makes the 
game worth the hardships.”

Bradley’s immobile face did not 
change expresion. “ I t ’s unfortunate

Bradley

you don’t want to stay with me,” he 
said. “There are many pearls here, 
and there will be more.”

“ I ’m sorry,” K night returned, “but 
I ’m going to Luova. Can you give 
me sailing directions?”

“ N o."
K night looked at his fat host in 

surprise.
" W h a t? ” he exclaimed.
Lucian Bradley toyed with the 

glass in his hand and spoke softly. 
“ You see, it is imperative that no
body find this island and disturb me. 
If  I gave you sailing directions, my 
location would be a secret no longer. 
I ’m afraid you’ll have to accept my 
poor hospitality here on this island—  
indefinitely.”

JA C K  K N IG H T  laughed loudly at 
the man's presumptious statement. 

Then its serious import struck him 
and he sobered.

Realization came to him that he 
had not the slightest idea where this 
island lay. A fte r  the storm had 
blown his binnacle and compass 
overboard, he had drifted before the 
winds, completely lost.

Uncharted and unknown as this
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island was, Knight could have no 
possible means of knowing the di
rection or the distance to any kind 
of civilization. To all intents and 
purposes, he was at the complete 
mercy of the man before him; for 
so long as he was without knowledge 
of the island’s location, just so long 
would he be a prisoner here.

AS the import of the man’s words 
sank in, Knight fought down the 

frenzied anger which enwrapped him. 
He managed to hold in check an 
impulse to leap across the table and 
pound that stony face into a pulp.

A n interruption gave him the op
portunity to regain self-control for 
a moment. It was caused by the 
sight of a second white man, who 
had come around the house on the 
shell path and now stood on the 
veranda, his hat clutched in nervous 
hands.

The middle-aged fellow was gaunt 
and hollow-cheeked, and harried lines 
formed a network about his eyes and 
face. He stood waiting Bradley’s 
pleasure like a prisoner before the 
bar of justice. Bradley turned to 
him, with cold, questioning eyes.

“ I overheard this man say he was 
sailing in the morning. I ’m going 
with him.” The man’s body was 
palsied under the stress of some emo
tional struggle, and in his haunted 
eyes there flamed for a moment a 
feeble spark of defiance.

Bradley’s sensuous lips opened in 
a faint cynical smile. "Indeed, Doc
tor Michaels?”

“ Yes! I have stayed in this beast
ly  hell-hole as long as I can stand it. 
I ’m going back to civilization!” 

“ Well, Doctor? Regardless of all 
the dangers?”

"Regardless of everything! Re
gardless of death itse lf!”

“ Regardless of even the police, 
D octor?”

“ Yes! To be safely in the hands

of the police would be an undis
guised blessing to m e!”

Bradley tinkled the spoon in his 
glass casually.

“ But suppose Mr. Knight delays 
his sailing? You are determined to 
leave tomorrow?”

The pitiable man understood the 
significance of Bradley’s question, 
and his gaunt body drooped percep
tibly.

But once again the feeble spark 
of his manhood flamed up.

“ Then I ’ll go through the jungle 
and try to get a boat from the vil
lage on the other side!”

“ You are brave, Doctor Michaels. 
It takes genuine nerve for one to 
face those cannibals back there in 
the hills. I recall the fate of poor 
Desmond. He felt the same longing 
for civilization that you feel. Wanted 
to see the bright lights and feel the 
pavement under his feet. He set 
out through the jungle just as you 
are going to do.

“ Poor devil! The cannibals got 
him just in time to serve up at a 
feast to one of their more important 
gods. Quite an honor for him.” 
Bradley chuckled dryly. “ Roast leg 
of Desmond. W ell, I wish you a 
pleasant journey, Doctor. And give 
my regards to the people back 
home.”

BR A D L E Y  looked after the re
treating figure of the man until 

he had disappeared around the cor
ner of the house. Then he shook 
his head sadly.

“ Ah, the ingratitude of man. Poor 
fellow! Michaels is a great scien
tist. He had a great future in New 
York as a surgeon, but then the 
dope got him. He finally got so bad 
that he let a very important man die 
under the knife in a simple opera
tion. They kicked him out of the 
profession in disgrace, and he only 
escaped criminal prosecution by mak-
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He tired squarely at O'Leary

ing a run for it. These islands are 
full of such doctors.

“ I gave him refuge in return for 
certain scientific work he is doing 
for me. And now he is leaving me 
flat.” Bradley shrugged his shoul
ders hopelessly.

Once again, hatred of this cal
loused hypocrite surged up in 
K n igh t ’s breast, and he gripped the 
table with clenched hands. In a 
lifetime of contacts with the dregs 
of mankind which had drifted to 
these waters, with bullies who were 
little less than outright pirates, he 
had never come in contact with a 
creature of such icy cruelty. The

man seemed to derive positive pleas
ure from cold and merciless torture.

Bradley finished off his drink. His 
voice was oily. ‘ ‘Knight I am very 
happy that you are not going to 
leave before tomorrow. M y ward, 
poor helpless thing, would be heart
broken if you sailed before she had 
the full opportunity to express her 
appreciation to you for saving her.

“ Shall I show you to the room we 
have reserved for our much too rare 
guests? W e seldom are fortunate 
enough to have an intelligent person 
to talk to. M y ward particularly 
misses young people— like yourself.”

Jack Knight had great difficulty
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in restraining himself from doubling 
his fists and beating the leer off the 
man’s face. There came to his mind 
quickly the picture of the fragile 
girl, ly ing half drowned and help
less on his little schooner, and of 
Bradley’s cruel indifference to her 
condition.

‘ Thanks,” he said evenly. ‘‘I think 
I w ill accept your hospitality for a 
while.”

When darkness had come, Jack 
Knight lay sleepless in his bed, star
ing wide-eyed at the ceiling of his 
room. Before sleep came to him, he 
knew that he must see and talk to 
this girl and find out who she was—  
and what she was doing in the com
pany of Lucian Bradley.

C H A P T E R  III 

Haven of the Damned

KN IG H T  was awakened late 
the next morning by Kukoa, 
his Kanaka, who stood out- 

B id e  the open window, greatly agi
tated. “ The boat, the Sea Foam, she 
is sunk in the bay! Come quick!” 

Stunned at the news, Knight piled 
into the white trousers and shirt he 
had worn ashore and, followed by 
Kukoa, ran down to the beach. His 
heart sank. W here the Sea Foam 
had floated lightly last night he saw 
the still surface of the bay, from 
which protruded only the top of his 
mast.

“ Damn that frozen-faced pirate!” 
he exclaimed. “ I ’m going back there 
and strangle him to death with my 
own two hands!”

“ Kanakas say you can’t kill him,” 
Kukoa answered. “He just laugh and 
then beat you. Everybody afraid of 
him. Kanakas tell me plenty last 
night.”

“ Here’s one that’s not afraid of 
him,” Knight said blackly. "Come 
on.”

He found Bradley at the storeroom

on the beach, overseeing a handful 
of natives who were w eighing the 
shell brought in on the previous day. 
A  gun hung at his side.

“ I have already heard of your mis
fortune,” Bradley said with sadness. 
“ I know what it means to a man to 
lose his ship. And you wanted to 
sail today. Too bad, isn’t it? Oh, 
well, life is just full of disappoint
ments. W e must all try to bear up 
under them.”

Knight stood before the man with 
clenched fists, legs spread wide apart. 
“W h a t ’s the idea of sinking my 
schooner?”

One of the many pet monkeys, no 
larger than a cat, which Knight had 
seen playing around the native huts, 
was chattering away in the very top 
of a near-by cocoanut tree. Bradley 
looked up at it for a moment; then 
drew his gun and fired a bullet
through the harmless little creature 
without stopping to take aim. He 
replaced the weapon in its holster. 
The significance of this display of 
extraordinary marksmanship was not 
lost upon Knight.

Bradley continued the conversa
tion.

“A s I was saying, I ’m sorry
that your schooner went down. No 
doubt, it was more badly injured in 
the storm than you realized. But
don’t give up hope. Perhaps I can 
help you.

^ T ^ E S M O N D , who did some work
-Lc for me, was the only diver I had 

who worked in a suit. But he’s gone, 
poor devil. I could give you his job, 
and pay you in transportation back 
to Tahiti.”

Knight said grim ly: “ You dirty 
rat, I know you sunk my vessel to 
keep me here. W ell,  I had already 
decided to stay.”

“ I know the young lady w ill be 
very happy to learn that,”  the man 
interjected smoothly.
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K nigh t continued: “ I ’ll stay here,
and I ’ll even do some diving for you. 
B ut make no mistake, I don’t like 
you even a little bit. I think you 
are about the slimiest octopus I ever 
saw in these waters. I ’ll stay here 
until I am ready to go, and when 
that time comes, neither you nor 
those cannibals nor all hell is going 
to stop m e!”

Bradley smiled coldly.

V T O W  that we understand each 
N other,’’ he said, “ come along 

w ith me and I ’ll show you what I am 
doing here.” Together they set off 
down a path which led back into an 
obscure point of the woods on the 
hillside.

A s  they walked, Bradley explained: 
“ W ith  the valuable assistance of 
Doctor Michaels, whom you met yes
terday, I am cultivating pearls. Not 
artificial ones, but genuine, perfect 
pearls, raised in the oysters them
selves. W e have isolated the little 
parasite that gets into the oyster and 
which the oyster, in self-defense, 
surrounds with nacre. This nacre 
hardens into layer after layer, and 
builds up the pearl.

“ O f course, many pearls have a 
grain of sand as the nucleus, but we 
discovered that the oysters could 
very often expel sand. So we cul
tivate these little microscopic tape 
worms, and plant them in the folds 
of the meat of the oyster. This is 
done in the laboratory. The oyster 
is not as easily able to eject these 
parasites as he is a grain of sand.

“ In the bay, which is protected, we 
gather the spat or baby oysters, and 
guard them carefully for three years 
in the shallow part of the lagoon. 
A t  that age, we infect them with the 
parasite, and plant them in deeper 
water. There we leave them until 
we are ready to gather the har
vest.

"B u t— and here is where we pride

ourselves on a discovery unknown to 
anybody but ourselves— we are abl» 
to anaesthetize the oysters at any 
time we like. Thus we are able to 
open them up and keep continuous 
check on the growth of the pearls, as 
well as harvest them. In this way, 
wc do not have to kill fine, large 
oysters.

“ You know, when once an oyster 
starts covering the parasite with 
nacre, he gets into the habit of it. 
And so he adds layer after layer to 
the pearl, just like the layers o f  an 
onion. T he pearls grow bigger year 
after year. And I get richer and 
richer.

“ W e are a rather exclusive group 
here. Each of us has his little his
tory. M y own story doesn’t matter. 
Y o u ’ve heard the story of Michaels. 
And as for the girl— she joined me 
very suddenly during one of my fly
ing visits to Tahiti. She was quite 
eager to leave there, on account of 
the inquisitiveness of the police. 
T hey wanted to ask her embarrassing 
questions about why she poisoned 
her sweetheart.”

KN IG H T  stopped dead in his 
tracks.

“ Bradley, you’re a damned liar,” 
he asserted.

Bradley shrugged his shoulders 
with a fine lack of concern. B y  this 
time they had reached a clearing, in 
the center of which was a large, low 
building constructed of black basalt 
rock. They were crossing the clear
ing when a man emerged from a trail 
on the other side. Knight had not 
seen him about the place before.

“ T h a t ’s O ’Leary, another one of 
my delightful companions. He is 
formerly of Queensland, where he 
carried on his business of sticking 
a knife between thf ribs of sailors 
who had the misfoitune to let him 
see that they were carrying money. 
A fine example of manhood, O ’L ear/
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is— absolutely without fear— which 
point he likes to advertise.

“ I send him up in the hills to 
trade with the cannibals. They don't 
seem to have any desire to feast on 
him. He's too tough and, I sus
pect, his flesh would taste too strong
ly of that stinking pipe he smokes. 
W hich proves that those black boys 
are not entirely without fastidious
ness.”

AS the man approached, Knight 
saw a burly Irishman, heavily 

bearded and wearing only a ragged 
pair of dungarees. Stripped to the 
waist, the hairy barrel chest and 
massive shoulders gleamed with pers
piration. He was carrying a rifle, 
and three natives followed him bear
ing heavy bundles on their backs.

There was something vaguely fa
miliar to K night about the man, as 
h e  approached them. He had seen 
this man somewhere before, of that 
h e  was certain. T he man cast one 
incurious glance at him and spoke 
to Bradley.

"Thim  natives is rearin’ up on 
their hind legs,”  he caid. “ T h a t ’s 
how come I hurried back. T h e y ’re 
squawkin’ because thim trade guns 
won’t work. One of the chiefs tried 
to shoot his gun and it blew up. He 
seen that the barrel was only a coiled 
wire covered over with solder, and 
he was fittin’ to be tied. He shore 
would like to see you roastin’ over 
his fire.”

Bradley smiled indifferently. “ The 
fools,” he said. “ Do they think I ’m 
going to give them guns that they 
could use against me?”

“I ’m only tellin’ you,” O ’Leary re
turned. “ Things is gettin’ bad up 
there. I could see it everywhere. 
Thim  blacks is gettin’ a bellyfull. 
W hat they need is a lesson.”

Bradley lit a cigarette calmly. 
“ You go back up there and don’t 
come down again until you have

traded the last one of those rifles. 
And tell them natives that if  they 
don't like the way I run my busi
ness, I ’ll round the whole bunch of 
them up and sell them to a labor 
ship.”

W ith  that dismissal, Bradley 
turned his back on the burly Irish
man and started toward the labora
tory building. O ’L ea ry ’s eyes fo l
lowed him with a murderous gleam, 
and his hand dropped to a knife in 
his belt. His rifle clattered to the 
ground. “ Damn you, Bradley,”  he 
muttered, “ you’ve sent me into thim 
hills for the last tim e!”

W ith  speed that was amazing in 
a man of his heavy build, he drew 
the knife and threw it.

T he gleaming weapon would have 
sunk into Bradley’s back squarely 
between the shoulders— except for 
one thing. Knight had seen O ’L eary ’s 
deadly intent and had dived, land
ing on him in time to upset his aim.

The point of the knife-blade struck 
the stone wall of the building and 
snapped, falling to the ground. 
O'Leary whirled and glared at his 
assailant.

Then recognition came to him and 
he shook with rage. "Y o u !”  he said. 
“Are you just following me around 
the world to meddle in my affairs? 
That night on the dock at T ah iti!  I 
told you I ’d get you, and now I ’m 
going to do i t !”

TH E  man’s horny fists closed spas
modically and the cords in his 

heavy neck bulged.
Knight, filled to choking with dis

gust at this back-stabber, answered 
him levelly.

“ Yes, still collecting the knives 
you like to play with, aren’t yo u ?” 

O ’Leary, in an overpowering rage, 
suddenly lost all control. Springing 
at Knight, he swung a massive fist 
at the latter's head.

Powerful and quick as the blow
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was, however, K night had little 
trouble in dodging it. And in turn, 
he landed two stinging blows of his 
own, one in the man’s midriff and 
the other on his hairy chin. He got 
in still a third one, and managed to 
duck the man’s other fa lling fist.

O’L E A R Y  let out a howl of rage 
and plowed in again, his sharp 

eyes gleaming w ith the lust to kill. 
Blood spurted from the lip Knight 
had broken with his first blow, and 
trickled down the dirty beard.

O ’Leary was trying to reach out 
and grasp Knight with his gorrilla 
arms. In them, K night well knew, 
he would be done for. But without 
shrinking back a step he met the 
hairy Irishman with a rain of fists.

O ’Leary was heavier by half than 
Knight, but the latter was not w ith
out some little scientific knowledge 
of boxing. It was a contest between 
brain and brawn, with sure death for 
K night if  he lost. He had only his 
little bit of knowledge with which 
to meet not only the man’s abnormal 
strength, but every dirty trick the 
dock rat might have concealed in 
that murderous brain of his.

On tiptoes, K night waited for the 
approach. As O 'Leary rushed in, 
K night sent a lightning fist to the 
point of his chin and escaped to the 
side. O ’Leary bellowed with pain 
and rage, and returned two wild 
blows.

K night sidestepped them neatly 
and dropped back to regain his 
breath.

He studied the distorted counte
nance of the murder-mad man before 
him carefully. And O ’Leary, too, 
had come to the conclusion that he 
had an antagonist worthy of more 
careful attention.

His next attack brought him in 
with a more respectful regard for 
the stinging and well placed punches 
K n igh t was delivering. His heavy

fist landed on K n igh t ’s jaw and spun 
him around. The blow knocked 
Knight groggy, and before he could 
clear his head, the Irishman’s fist 
caught him on the ear and knocked 
him to the ground.

O ’Leary let out a yell of mixed 
triumph and hatred and dived at 
Knight, landing with his full weight 
on the latter’s body. It knocked the 
wind out of the lighter man, and left 
him momentarily helpless.

The bully buried his chin in 
K nigh t’s neck, and his arms, strong 
as steel bands, encircled his victim’s 
ribs. T h ey  tightened about him like 
a clamp, with nutcracker force.

W eakly  now, Knight brought to 
bear his last remaining effort. Inter
lacing the fingers of his two hands, 
thus locking them together, he 
brought them down full force on the 
back of the man's neck at the base 
of his brain. The rabbit punch!

The big Irishman went limp,
The pressure of the encircling 

arms left K n igh t ’s agonized lungs, as 
the Irishman rolled over on the 
ground. He was knocked out cold.

KN IG H T  got to his feet weakly.
Lucian Bradley had been leaning 

against the laboratory, casually ob
serving the fight. Now he walked 
over and stood beside Knight, blank
ly observing the prostrate figure. ' 

“ You seem to have met before,” 
he observed.

“ Only once,”  Knight panted. “ I 
happened along a dock one night in 
Tahiti, while he was plying his trade. 
He doesn’t seem to have forgiven 
me for saving the life of a drunken 
sailor."

“ And I am afraid he w on’t,” Brad
ley commented. Then after a moment 
he added, “ I don’t think I quite un
derstand you, Knight. In the light 
of— a— the events during our short 
association— ”

“ O f course, you wouldn’t,” Knight
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said. “ But one of the reasons is 
simply that I wouldn't stand by and 
see anybody— even you— killed with
out a chance to defend himself. I ’ll 
let you be puzzling out that quirk 
of human nature, which is undoubt
edly strange to you, until I am ready 
to tell you the other reason. It will 
be just as foreign to your under
standing.”

That night, as he lay in the dark
ness of his room, wide-eyed, he lis
tened long to a new sound.

Tonga drums filled the air, their 
pulsating rhythm echoing back and 
forth in the vastness of the moun
tains.

C H A P T E R  IV  

Trouble

JA C K  K N IG H T  went out to the 
veranda the next morning. The 
girl was having breakfast at the

table.
She was clad in white silk, and a 

string of coral beads encircled her 
neck. This was the first time Knight 
had seen her since the natives had 
brought her ashore and had taken her 
to her room. She had recovered from 
the effects of the submersion, and 
now seemed far more sadly beautiful 
than ever.

Jack Knight joined her at the 
table, where she thanked him for 
having rescued her. T hey became 
well acquainted before the meal was 
over.

During the conversation, Tahiti 
was mentioned. “ M y father used to 
sail out of there," she said. “ He was 
Captain Bob Richards.”

Knight looked at her in surprise. 
“ W hy, old Captain Bob is as good 
a friend as I have anywhere. I 
haven’t seen him in years, though. 
Where is he now?"

“ He died two years ago. He was 
killed somewhere on these islands." 

The girl seemed disinclined to say

more about her father, and Knight 
did not press the matter. Instead, he 
seized the opportunity to tell her 
what he had on his mind, not know
ing at all how she would take it.

“ I intended to leave this island im
mediately, but when I saw the kind 
of brute Bradley is, I decided to wait 
and talk to you. I could see that 
the situation is one that must be 
terrible for you.

“ W hen I saw that the others were 
practically being held prisoners here, 
I decided to offer you the oppor
tunity to escape, to help you if you 
want to leave here. B radley knows 
what I think of him and I won’t be 
doing anything behind his back."

The girl looked frightened. “ But 
you shouldn’t take such a risk,” she 
objected. “ Bradley is a terrible man; 
he would kill us both before he 
would let me go. I wouldn’t let you 
risk it.”

“ Then you want to leave! And I 
am to take you. I f  nothing else, I 
owe at least that much to old Cap
tain Bob. You do want to go, don't 
you?”

TH E  girl looked about her nervous
ly. The native woman was not 

in sight.
“ Yes, after I do what I came here 

to do,” she admitted. "B ut I can’t 
go yet, even if  you do find a way. 
You see,” she added in a low voice, 
“ the man my father was in partner
ship with was Bradley. I know that 
my father’s share of the pearls was 
considerable, but when he died— or 
was killed— I couldn’t find any trace 
of them.

“ M y father was suspicious of his 
partner. I didn’t know, however, un
til later who my father was asso
ciated with.

“ Bradley got those pearls, I know, 
and he still has them hidden around 
here somewhere. He even taunts me 
with the fact. T hey are righ tfu lly
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mine. I want to find them before I 
leave, and prove that he was my 
father’s murderer.”

“ Then I ’ll help you,” K night prom
ised eagerly. “ W hen I get your 
pearls, you ’ll let me take you away 
from here, won't you?”

A gleam of hope flitted across the 
g ir l ’s face. “ Y es,” she answered.

SU D D E N L Y ,  K night recalled the 
words of Bradley when the man 

had been talking about his house
hold. He drove the thought from his 
mind.

He could not help asking a ques
tion, however. “ W h y  did you come 
here in the first place?”

The g ir l ’s face saddened again. “ I 
am afraid I could never make you 
understand,” she said. “ I can hard
ly  realize it myself, now that it is all 
over.

“ W hen my father died I was pen
niless. You  can’t possibly know how 
difficult it is for a white girl w ith
out money in these islands. There 
is nothing in the world she can do 
to live respectably.

“ There is no use telling you the 
details of the long struggle. But at 
last I was so heartsick and hopeless 
that I was ready for anything. Then 
I heard that Bradley was in Tahiti 
on one of his infrequent visits. I 
went down to the docks and stowed 
away on his boat. I was determined 
to get back the fortune he’d stolen.

"He found me before he sailed. He 
brought me along, however, just for 
the pleasure of torturing me, I ’m 
sure. But I decided to stick it out 
— it is at least a home, until I ac
complish my purpose.”

A  new voice joined the conversa
tion. Bradley strolled in casually, a 
bland smile on his face.

He sat down between the two at 
the table. “ Yes,” he said, “ a home is 
a wonderful thing. Food— beautiful 
clothes— loving friends— bushel* of

glowing pearls to let trickle through 
your fingers— if you can find them—  
and a handsome young man to make 
love to you over the breakfast table. 
Yes, life is beautiful, indeed, Sylvia.” 

“ Stop i t ! ” Knight slid his chair 
back and got to his feet with doubled 
fists. “ Bradley, you’ve tortured this 
girl as long as you’re going to. I ’m 
taking her away with me.”

Bradley calmly poured himself a 
cup of coffee. “ Before you find the 
pearls?" he asked.

The conversation was interrupted 
by the sudden appearance of a black. 
T he man was in a state of almost 
complete exhaustion. He spoke to 
Bradley excitedly in the native dia
lect. Bradley listened to him without 
change of expression.

A fte r  he had put several questions 
to the native, he turned and said to 
Knight, in his usual slow and cal
culating sp eech : "The blacks at the
other end of the island don’t seem 
to appreciate me. Last night they 
captured O ’Leary and all his car
riers. T his boy was the only one 
who escaped.”

“ That'll be the end of O 'Leary, I 
suppose,” observed Knight.

<<T’M rather glad it happened,”  
-*■  Bradley answered. “ It gives me 

just the opportunity I have been 
waiting for. I ’ve been needing more 
laborers for quite a while. So, by 
way of punishing them for capturing 
a white man, I ’ll just go get a ship
load of them and bring them back 
here and put them to work.” 

“ Blackbirding, eh?”
“ Call it what you will. Those na

tives have robbed me of a valuable 
man, so I ’m collecting damages. I'll 
be needing you along, so get ready 
— we’ ll sail in two hours.”

Bradley's trim schooner lifted her 
anchor and ran gracefully out of the 
lagoon, rounding the point of the 
island and skirting the shore line;
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she was a thing of beauty, with her 
snowy sails swelled by a stiff breeze 
and the sharp edge of her bow cut
ting the clear blue water with knife
like sharpness.

JA C K  K N IG H T  stood on the quarter 
deck beside Bradley, who was at 

the wheel. A ll  on board was activ
ity. A  dozen lean natives aloft piled 
on more canvas, while still others 
below stowed or spread out for in
spection boxes and bundles of trade 
goods.

The clean-washed decks were lined 
with bolts of cloth, figured with 
every color of the rainbow. Pack
ages of brass jew elry gleamed yellow 
in the sun. Shiny trade guns, which 
would do well to shoot a half a 
dozen rounds before blowing apart, 
lay stacked in long boxes. The deck 
was a storehouse of articles calcu
lated to arouse the cupidity of the 
simple natives.

Between shouted orders, Bradley 
talked to Knight. “ The fools,” he 
said, "they think they can get the 
best of me. Did you hear the drums 
last night?”

“ Yes, It sounded to me like they 
were spelling trouble.”

“ Trouble?” Bradley laughed harsh
ly. "These dumb blacks can’t make 
trouble for a smart man. They're  
just piling up trouble for themselves. 
T h e y ’ll find themselves working my 
copra, and they'll wish they had let 
well enough alone.”

“ I imagine you ’ll have a hard time 
arguing them into consenting to 
work for you.”

“ I don't need their consent. I take 
what I want. And that’s what I ’m 
going to do now. I'll show those 
fellows a stunt they haven’t seen 
worked before.”

A  little after daylight the fo llow 
ing morning, Bradley hove the ves
sel to in a quiet harbor, and dropped 
his anchor. Half a dozen native

canoes drifted idly about him, while 
their occupants fished.

Partially  loading a canoe with odds 
and ends of the trade goods, Brad
ley and K night went ashore. A  small 
crowd collected about them. Bradley 
sent word to their chief that he had 
a shipload of goods which he would 
dispose of, and asked that the chief 
come aboard with all the members of 
his tribe who wanted to trade.

He gave the messenger one of the 
rifles and a bolt of cloth to be handed 
to the chief as a present. He and 
K night then returned to the shooner 
and waited.

A  short time later, a canoe pushed 
off from the shore and pulled up 
alongside the boat. The chief and 
his two canoemen came aboard and 
greeted Bradley.

TH E  chief was tall and well 
formed. He wore a colored 

pareu about his hips, and his long 
hair, bleached yellow  with lime, was 
gathered in a huge knot on the top 
of his head. He wore heavy ear
rings of tortoise shell, which so dis
tended the lobes of his ears that the 
trinkets touched his shoulders. The 
septum of his nose was pierced and 
in it inserted a piece of pearl shell, 
polished and cut. He carried a long 
spear, finely carved and ornamented.

A fter  a long ceremonial greeting 
in the native dialect, Bradley took 
the chief about the ship and showed 
him the goods he had for disposal. 
The chief examined the things with 
a strong show of interest. W hen he 
had seen it all he a sk e d :

“ W hat do you want in exchange 
for these goods ?”

“ Pearls and shell, or cocoanuts. 
A nyth in g  you have that w ill be of 
value to me.”

The chief shook his head negative
ly. “ W e do not have much of either. 
Our people have been at war with 
our enemies in the hills, and have
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had no time to dive. W e have many 
prisoners, however, to work for us. 
W e  could give you the prisoners, 
they are all strong fellows, to work 
for you.”

D O N ’T  need them to work for 
-*■  me. T h ey  are of little value to 

me. But if you have enough of them 
I will give you some of the trade 
goods in exchange for them.”

The chief seemed satisfied. After 
long negotiations, he made arrange
ments to bring the prisoners aboard 
early the next morning. Carrying 
still another g ift  from Bradley, he 
went ashore to make his prepara
tions.

Bradley, in his white linen suit, 
leaned over the rail and watched the 
chief paddling ashore. "T hat was 
better luck than I expected,” he said 
to Knight. "I had intended getting 
the whole bunch of them aboard and 
sailing away with them. Now I will 
take not only them, but their pris
oners as well.”

"Y o u  dirty blackbirder!” Knight 
snapped. " I ’ve never in my life seen 
anyone quite as coldly brutal as you 
are. Y o u ’re a new type of person to 
me. Haven’t you any conscience at 
all?”

"None whatever,” Bradley smiled. 
" I  had one once, but circumstances 
soon made me get rid of it. The 
world has no place for a man with 
a conscience. It will trample him in 
the mud, and then throw him to the 
dogs. I know— because that’s what 
happened to me.

"B u t  I got away from both of ’em 
— the world and my conscience— and 
when I go back, it w ill  be I who 
trample the rest of them. I'll have 
the only thing that will keep you 
afloat in the world. Money! I ’m 
getting that at a pretty rapid rate.” 

Bradley laughed bitterly. “ K night,” 
he finished, “ it might interest you to 
know that twenty years ago I was

a respectable business man back in 
New Hampshire.”

Bradley started back toward his 
cabin, but after a couple of steps he 
turned and faced his companion. 
Knight leaned against the rail and 
watched him speculatively.

" I  know what you think of me,” 
the fat man said. “You hate me. 
W ell,  I like to be hated. It shows 
me that people are afraid of me.” 

Jack K night laughed at the man. 
Bradley continued: “ Go on hating 

me. I ’m glad you came here. Y o u ’re 
the first man that’s had guts enough 
to be even interesting. Michaels and 
O ’Leary, they’re just punks— no guts. 
W ell,  don’t you turn yellow  on me. 
Keep on fighting me. Your arrival 
is the first interesting thing that’s 
happened to me in years.”

“ Don’t worry,” Knight said. “ I ’ll 
be with you until I find that girl’s 
pearls for her. Then I ’m taking her 
back where she belongs— with white 
people I”

C H A P T E R  V

Cannibals

W H E N  the sun went down, 
Lucian Bradley started a 
lively activity aboard. A ll  

the trade goods that had originally 
been placed on deck for the inspec
tion of the chief were stored safely 
in the after hold, and the hatch 
battened down. From the forward 
holds the sailors brought great bun
dles of barbed wire, w ith  which 
Bradley built a fence across the deck 
of the ship, separating the stern from 
the forward end.

“ You can’t tell about those blacks,” 
Bradley said to Knight. “ Just when 
you think you are fooling them easi
est, they pull some kind of a dirty 
trick on you.”

During the night they saw canoes 
enter the cove and draw up on the 
beach. B y  daylight the beach was
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swarming with the blacks, and Brad
ley signaled to them that he was 
ready for them.

Led by a canoe containing the 
chief, the natives left the shore and 
started swarming toward the boat. 
Bradley watched them through the 
glasses he had glued to his eyes.

“ Most of ’em are armed,’’ he said. 
“ T hey shouldn’t be carrying weapons 
just on a trading expedition.”

Through another pair of glasses, 
K night studied the approaching 
boats carefully. It was true that 
at least half of the men in each 
canoe were carrying spears and bows 
and arrows.

Bradley gave an order to his black 
helpers and armed them with rifles 
from his own cabin— not trade rifles, 
but heavy, substantial weapons of 
modern design. “You can’t tell what 
those birds may have in their minds,” 
he explained to Knight.

WH E N  the chief's canoe had ap
proached to within a hundred 

feet of the schooner, Bradley sud
denly shouted at them to stop.

“ You can’t come aboard with those 
weapons,” he said. “ I f  you want to 
come aboard and trade peacefully, 
pass your weapons on back to the 
men in the other canoes. You can’t 
bring ’em up here.”

The chief stood up in his canoe 
and explained that they were bring
ing their prisoners aboard and that 
it was necessary that they have arms 
to keep the captives from escaping. 
B y  way of proving his point, he 
made one of them in the canoe stand 
up, so that those on board the 
schooner could see that he had his 
hands tied behind him.

The chief ’s explanation seemed 
plausible. Bradley, however, took the 
precaution of warning his own men 
to be ready for any kind of treach
ery. He made a quick examination 
of the network of barbed wire fenc

ing behind which the crew was 
stationed. It  was solid enough to 
withstand a strong attack. Then 
he signaled the chief of the natives 
to bring the men aboard, one canoe
ful at a time.

The chief ’s canoe came alongside 
and he and his two oarsmen clam
bered up, herding before them half 
a dozen blacks whose hands were 
bound behind them.

Bradley motioned to the open for
ward hatch. “ Put ’em down there,” 
he ordered. “ And don’t untie their 
hands.”

SIX boatloads of the savages and 
their prisoners had come aboard, 

and the water around the schooner 
was now black with other canoes and 
men. Jack Knight felt a distinct 
uneasiness.

A s friendly as the savages ap
peared to be, he was worried. But 
Bradley, on the other hand, with the 
indifferent self-assurance he always 
had, shouted his orders and appar
ently ignored any danger that the 
group of blacks might present. As 
much as he despised the man, Knight 
recognized the fact that he was ut
terly without fear.

Suddenly a commotion broke out 
on deck. It seemed to start with a 
quarrel among the savages them
selves. But it spread so quickly that 
K night had little or no time to dis
cover its origin.

The excitement and the shouting 
expanded like wildfire, from the 
deck of the ship to the surrounding 
canoes. The natives shouted and 
brandished their spears, and a black 
wave of them rolled up from the sea 
to the schooner’s deck.

Instantly K night knew that they 
had been tricked by the pagan devils, 
for the men whose wrists had been 
bound suddenly leaped up with their 
arms free and were supplied with 
weapons from the canoes.
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A s though it all had been prear
ranged, more blacks poured over the 
rails of the schooner to join the 
fracas.

K night and Bradley, standing near 
each other, whipped out their pistols 
and fired into the crowd. T hey were 
answered with a rain of spears.

Jack K night placed his bullets 
slowly and carefully, as he and Brad
ley retreated backward on the deck 
to a point behind the barbed wire en
tanglement. Lucian Bradley used his 
pistol with a brilliant show of marks
manship. For the first time since 
K night had set eyes on him, the 
man seemed in a joyous mood. As 
he triggered his weapon, Bradley 
laughed. It was cold and harsh, the 
laugh almost of a madman. And be
tween shots, he shouted insults at 
his black foemen.

TH E  little group of B radley ’s 
sailors stood under the break of 

the quarter deck, fearfu lly  watching 
the oncoming cannibals. Bradley 
and K night lined them just behind 
the protection of the barbed wire. 
There the men with their rifles knelt. 

Bradley gave the order to fire. 
The grim battle settled down to 

deadly earnest. B radley’s men poured 
a withering fire of lead into the 
shouting natives on deck while, 
flanking them on either side, Knight 
and Bradley picked off the new
comers as fast as they showed over 
the ship’s side.

A rrow s and spears rained on the 
little group. The cannibals were 
masters of the art of throwing their 
weapons and could hurl them in the 
air over the protection of the barbed 
wire in such a manner that they 
would fall point first among the de
fenders. Three of B radley’s men 
fell, pinned to the deck, by this 
deadly assault.

Their small success inspired the 
natives to more frenzied effort. Their

chief jumped in the air and shouted, 
his black face, with the pearl orna
ments in his nose, a hideous sight to 
behold. He charged forward, fo l
lowed by his warriors.

The whole black wave of them 
swept toward the quarter deck in 
an overwhelming mass. T h e y  brought 
up short against the barbed wire.

Surprised shouts of pain filled the 
air, mingling with the war cries of 
those behind them. This devilish 
wire was new to them. And the 
whole line was tom  and lacerated, 
and their black bodies painted red 
with their own blood as a result.

The defenders poured a constant 
stream of hot lead into the fore
most ranks of the cannibals. Their 
numbers piled up slowly before the 
barbed wire entanglement.

However, the defenders themselves 
were not without their serious 
wounds. The sharp point of a spear 
laid Jack K n igh t ’s scalp wide open, 
and blood trickled down into his 
eyes, almost blinding him. There 
was not one of them behind the 
wire who had not suffered at least 
one serious injury, except Bradley 
himself. That man seemed to live 
a charmed life.

Then a new shout came from the 
attackers, the native word for fire! 
Smoke suddenly billowed out of the 
forward hold of the schooner.

EA R L IE R , K night had glimpsed 
some of the tribesmen bringing 

cocoanut husks aboard. H e ’ had had 
no time to give it a second thought 
then, but now he knew what they 
had been up to. The natives’ method 
of carrying fire is to ignite the in
side of cocoanut husks, which will 
smolder for hours and break into a 
flame when blown upon. The blacks 
had set fire to the ship!

ThiB new peril lent the fury of 
desperation to the defenders and 
they fought with a renewed vigor;
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their increasing bullets slew so 
many of the attackers that the lines 
wavered back and forth momentarily, 
then broke in wild panic.

The cannibals dived over the side 
to escape death. T h ey  deserted the 
ship like rats and floundered in the 
water like great schools of black 
fish, until they could crawl into 
canoes and start paddling madly 
ashore.

Knight and Bradley lined their 
men up along the rail and poured 
lead into the retreating figures un
til the last of them were out of gun
shot range. Then, with buckets 
dipped into the bay, they swashed 
salt water into the hold of the 
schooner until they had the fire ex
tinguished.

V/ell nigh exhausted, and bleed
ing from half a dozen wounds, Jack 
K night dropped into a chair in Brad
le y ’s cabin. He poured a cupful of 
B radley’s rum and dribbled it on his 
cuts as an antiseptic.

“ This is one time, Bradley, when 
you didn’t just step up and take 
what you wanted. You just about 
got what was coming to you. I t ’s 
a damn’ shame that the chief didn’t 
pin you to the deck house with that 
spear of his. You would have de
served it. Take a couple of stitches 
in my scalp, will you?”

Bradley patched up the wounds on 
K nigh t’s head. “ This is only the 
first act,” he said. “Those blacks 
won’t rest a minute until they ’ve re
paid my_ little visit. Then, there’ll 
be a different story. W e ’ll be there 
to welcome them.”

C H A P T E R  V I  

Bloody Feast

LU C IA N  B R A D L E Y  now made 
as much haste as possible to 

-J  get his decks cleared and set 
sail for home. There, he knew, the 
savages would make another attack

on him. Stripped to the shirt, he 
drove his sailors relentlessly, casting 
overboard the dead bodies of the 
cannibals and dismantling and stow
ing the barbed wire barricade.

The water around the boat became 
animated with the sharp fins and 
white bellies of a host of sharks come 
to feast on the floating bodies. Brad
ley watched the grim banquet with 
relish; Jack K nigh t with cold re
vulsion.

TH E N  something on the distant 
beach caught Knight's eye and 

held him. A  white man burst out of 
the jungle thicket and ran toward the 
water’s edge, pursued by three na
tives. Knight recognized the burly 
figure of O ’Leary.

T he Irishman had almost reached 
the water’s edge, waving his hands 
frantically to attract the attention of 
the boat, when one of the natives 
overtook him. As the black pounced 
O 'Leary turned and grappled with 
him. T he other two caught up and 
joined the fray.

O ’L ea ry ’s massive hands and feet 
threshed out like the pistons of a 
steam engine. One of the natives 
had mounted his back and had an 
arm around his neck, gradually chok
ing him. Even with this handicap, 
O ’Leary knocked one of them down 
and stamped on his head with bared 
heel until the man was lifeless.

The savage on O ’L ea ry ’s back 
clung to him like an octopus. T r y  as 
he might, O ’Leary seemed unable to 
detach him. Then, as a last resort, 
the big Irishman deliberately fell 
over backward onto the ground, car
rying the native under him and pin
ning him down.

T he force of O ’L eary ’s heavy 
weight falling on him loosened the 
native’s hold. O ’Leary made quick 
work of him with a jagged coral 
stone.

Finishing the second man, O ’Leary
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heaved the stone at his last antag
onist and crushed the man’s skull. 
But now half a dozen more shouting 
cannibals broke out of the jungle.

O ’Leary ran to the water’s edge. 
In he dived, and swam with long 
powerful strokes toward the schooner. 
Bradley had joined K night in watch
ing O ’L ea ry ’s escape. K night heard 
the clank of the anchor chain as it 
was being hauled aboard. He looked 
sharply at Bradley.

“ W h y  aren't you getting a boat 
over the side to pick him up?”

“ I t ’s no use,”  Bradley answered in
differently. “ T he sharks would have 
him before we can get to him.”

KN IG H T  cursed the cold-blooded 
man under his breath, and 

shouted to the Kanakas, who got 
busy lowering away the dory from 
its davit over the stern.

Bradley looked at him with an 
amused smile. “ Y o u ’re using bad 
judgment,” he said. “ Y o u ’re trying 
to save a man who w ill kill you the 
first time your back is turned. Y o u ’d 
better let him go.”

K night did not bother to reply, 
but jumped into the dory and took 
the tiller. Under his verbal barrage 
the two sailors shoved the boat out 
through the shark-infested waters to 
meet O ’Leary.

The big Irishman was almost ex
hausted when K night gave him a 
hand into the boat. He was com
pletely bare of clothes, and his body 
was covered with cuts and bruises 
which bled freely. The man lay in 
the bottom of the boat, panting, as 
the Kanakas turned about and started 
toward the schooner.

The water all about them had be
come a seething marine battlefield. 
The smell of blood had attracted 
sharks without number, and other of 
the more formidable creatures of the 
bay. F igh ting  over the spoils, bar
racuda and sword fish preyed upon

each other in their furious battle for 
the dead bodies.

Far to the left, Knight had seen 
a school of mantas in their peculiar 
“ dance.” These gigantic rays, twenty 
feet square, were swimming single 
file in a hundred-foot circle, the 
outer edges of their great black 
wings cutting the water and waving 
like the wings of horrible bats of 
mammoth proportions.

These aquatic dragons had broken 
their “ dance” and were mingling 
freely with the other fish in search 
of prey. One of them broke the 
water just ahead of the dory. Its 
square body resembled a great black 
blanket with a white underside. Its 
cavernous mouth opened in flight, 
and it swallowed one of the dead 
bodies whole, a mere fraction of a 
second before the onrush of a vicious 
hammer-head shark. The shark’s ter
rific speed brought it into violent 
contact with the manta and his razor 
teeth locked in a death grip with 
this natural enemy.

TH E  water churned into a white 
froth, and the vicious lashes of 

the battlers carried them from the 
surface to the floor of the bay and 
back again, almost upsetting the lit
tle dory. One whip of the tail of 
either of them would have left the 
rowboat a mass of floating kindling 
wood, and its occupants more raw 
meat for the feast of the fishes.

O ’Leary raised up on his elbow 
and stared long at the schooner. 
“ L o o k !” he growled with a curse. 
“ B radley’s leaving us here, damn his 
dirty soul. H e’s sailin' without us.” 

The schooner was a full quarter 
of a mile distant. K night saw the 
sails going up on its mast. S low ly 
it was getting under way, with Brad
ley at its wheel.

The dory was nearer the narrow 
mouth of the bay than the schooner 
itself, and Knight figured that there
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was a possible chance of intercept
ing it.

Toward this end, he jammed his 
tiller hard to the right and snapped 
orders to the Kanakas to bear down 
on their oars.

O ’Leary lay in the bottom of the 
boat and gazed at the moving 
schooner with a venom-filled face. 
He cursed Bradley with all the elo
quence afforded by his life-time of 
practice. He shook his fist at the 
schooner and shouted his vitupera
tion at Bradley. “ I ’ll kill you, you 
damned scum, if i t ’s the last thing 
I ever d o!”

The schooner was gaining ground. 
K night saw that, as they were, they 
could not overtake it. “ Get up here 
and take this tiller, O ’Leary,” he or
dered. “ Y o u ’re rested enough to do 
that.”

WIT H  O ’Leary at the tiller, 
Knight grabbed a spare oar and 

lent his own efforts to those of the 
Kanakas. The little dory picked up 
6peed. Sweating and toiling, Knight 
urged the Kanakas to back-breaking 
labor.

He felt a ray of hope when he saw 
that they were beating the schooner 
to the channel in the mouth of the 
bay. A  hundred more strokes and 
they would meet.

The schooner bore down towards 
them and they shipped their oars to 
float alongside. The ship came to 
within half a dozen yards of them, 
when the Kanakas in the boat let 
out frightened yells.

Bradley had shouted an order, and 
the sails of the schooner had swung 
about to the other tack while Brad
ley had jammed his wheel over hard. 
Tb.e schooner answered by veering 
her course sharply to the right. B e
fore the men in the boat could get 
their oars in the water, the bow of 
the schooner hit them head on and 
ripped the dory apart. The blow

flung the four men into the water, 
floundering helplessly.

As K n igh t ’s head bobbed up to the 
surface, he saw the keen forms of 
sharks converging upon them. A t 
the same moment, one of the Kan
akas screamed in death agony, threw 
his hands high in the air, and dis
appeared under the surface, followed 
by the flipping tail of one of the 
great sea tigers.

Just beside Knight, O 'Leary 
splashed feebly. Overhead was the 
low bowsprit of the shconer with its 
fiddle strings almost within reach.

Knight saw all these things in
stantaneously. He reacted with as 
much promptness while the schooner 
had moved less than half a dozen 
feet in its slow progress.

He caught O ’Leary around the 
waist and shouted, “ Grab the fiddle- 
strings when I shove you up.”

Then with all his strength, he 
lifted O ’Leary. The latter’s hands 
clamped tightly  around the bow
sprit bracings.

This effort carried Knight far be
low the surface of the water. A  
shadow flashed through the blue be
fore him just as he hauled himself 
up and caught the ropes alongside 
O ’Leary. T he sleek head of a shark 
with open mouth missed his leg by 
inches.

r y iH E  two men pulled themselves 
J- aboard the schooner almost com

pletely exhausted. The second Kan
aka who had been thrown overboard 
was nowhere in sight.

The two dripping men made their 
way aft to face Bradley. The latter 
smiled at them.

“You almost missed the boat,” he 
said easily. “T hat would have been 
unfortunate.”

Knight stood before him, spraddle- 
legged and with doubled fists. “ I 
ought to kill you for that trick,”  he 
grated.
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“ But you won’t. You need me 
alive to tell you where the pearls 
are.”  Knight was breathing heavily. 
It was only the truth of B rad ley ’s as
sertion that kept him from throttling 
the man then and there. O ’Leary 
stood beside Knight, but so strong 
was the power of Bradley’s virulent 
personality that O ’Leary could only 
glare at him with hatred, not daring 
to attack him face to face.

Knight questioned, “ Bradley, what 
was the idea in your leaving us 
here?”

Bradley explained smilingly. “ I 
am expecting my home to be attacked 
and I am in a hurry to get back 
there. Under the circumstances, min
utes count, and I could not afford 
to wait for you. You must certainly 
realize that I have no desire to see 
my friends’ heads decorating the end 
of a cannibal’s lance."

Overcome with fury at the man’s 
gibe, Knight stamped off to his cabin 
without another word. He was even 
more eager than Bradley to be back 
to protect the girl.

C H A P T E R  V I I

The Hand of O'Leary

T H E  schooner ran along 
smoothly before a favorable 
wind. A mile off the port 

quarter, the low coastline of the 
island faded quickly as the sun dip
ped under the horizon and darkness 
blanketed them. Bradley was below, 
where he had gone after ordering 
Jack Knight to stand a trick at the 
wheel.

K night stood alone on the after
deck, enjoying the refreshing cool
ness, when a figure suddenly loomed 
up beside him in the darkness. B y  
the feeble light of the binnacle, 
Knight made out the form of 
O ’Leary, his husky body draped only 
in a native pareu. A t  the Irish
man’s side was a long knife and a

pistol. O ’Leary’s movements were 
stealthy and he looked around cau
tiously before speaking to Knight in 
an undertone.

“ I ’m goin’ to settle things with 
that human octopus. I hate him, 
and all the Kanakas are afraid of 
him. H e’d kill everyone of us as 
soon as look at us.”

“ So what?” Knight replied.
“ So w e ’ll beat him to it and get 

him first. I ’ve been talkin’ to tliim 
Kanakas and they’re ready to back 
me up. I ’ll go down to his cabin 
and put a crimp in him while he’s 
asleep. Then w e’ll go back and load 
up his copra and shell, and leave 
this damn island for good. You can 
navigate the ship. How about it?” 

‘ O ’Leary, without a knife and a 
dark night you’d be as helpless as 
a baby, wouldn’t you? Suppose I did 
let you kill him, which way would 
you sail to find civilization?”

“W e could find it somewhere. 
W e ’d keep sailing until we did.” 

“ Provided you had water and food 
enough, which you couldn’t be sure 
of. Nothing doing, O ’Leary. You  
don’t get to stick your knife in 
B radley’s back and we don't leave 
this island for a while yet. I ’ve got 
more business here.”

“ But, listen— ”
“ I'm not listening to any more of

that.”

O’L E A R Y  slunk away in the dark
ness, and K night kept his sta

tion at the wheel.
A ll  on board the ship was quiet—  

ominously so— except for the wind 
sailing through the rigging. Knight 
stood at his wheel with muscles 
tense. His nerves were on edge, his 
ears keen for the slightest significant 
sound. It was as though he were 
waiting expectantly for something 
to happen.

As the minutes dragged on and 
then multiplied themselves, this feel-
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ing grew on him. It was as much as 
he could do to keep from lashing 
the wheel and going forward to in
vestigate, so sure was he that this 
unnatural silence presaged trouble.

He had just about determined on 
this course of action when Kukoa, 
his own Kanaka, who was with the 
crew, came to him, whispering in the 
dark. Kukoa reported that, led by 
O ’Leary, the natives were going to 
kill Bradley and capture Knight.

“The Irishman say he make you 
steer the boat back to Tahiti, then 
he kill you. He not know I come 
this island with you.”

KN IG H T  turned the wheel over 
to Kukoa and went below. The 

passageway in the deck house lead
ing to B radley’s cabin was dark. 
K night gripped his knife and felt 
his way along with silent steps. His 
fingers groped in the darkness until 
he found the handle of the door. He 
turned it silently.

The interior of B rad ley ’s cabin 
was pitch black, except for a small 
circle of moonlight which shone 
through the porthole and made a 
splotch on the bunk upon which 
Bradley was sleeping. Groping 
about the room, K n igh t ’s hand came 
into contact with a pistol lying on 
B radley’s desk. He was about to 
pass on to awaken the man, when 
the yellow ray of moonlight was 
suddenly blotted out. Knight froze 
in his tracks.

Peering through the porthole was 
the ugly  face of O ’Leary, which 
even in the shadows was a malev
olent thing to see. O 'Leary could 
not see Knight, deeper in the dark
ness of the cabin.

O ’Leary got his head and one 
shoulder in the porthole and Knight 
caught the gleam of moonlight on 
an upraised knife.

K n igh t’s response was like the 
strike of a snake. He grasped the

pistol off the table and fired it 
squarely at O ’Leary. T he  explosion 
of the shell was deafening in the 
small cabin. A  yellow dagger of 
flame leapt from the weapon, fo l
lowed by the pungent smell of 
burned powder.

O ’Leary let out a wild yell of 
pain and the knife dropped from 
his nerveless fingers to fall thump 
on the bed. He tried to w riggle  his 
head and wounded shoulder out of 
the porthole.

Bradley sprung up and shot the 
gleam of a flashlight about the cabin, 
bringing it finally to rest on the 
agonized features of the Irishman. 
Then the light traveled back to 
Knight, who stood with smoking 
gun in hand, completing the tableau.

“ W h a t ’s this?" Bradley asked with 
amazing calm.

“Get on your feet in a hurry,” 
Knight said. “O ’Leary and the Kan
akas are trying to take over the 
ship.”

“ Mutiny, what?” Bradley said. 
“ W ell, we’ll take care of that mighty 
pronto.”

TH E  flashlight settled on a chest 
of pistols and belts of ammuni

tion, with which Bradley supplied 
himself and Knight. Bare to the 
waist, and w ith his lower body clad 
in flamboyant silk pajamas over 
which his weapons were strapped, 
B radley turned the door. “ Now let’s 
go talk to the black devils,” he said.

His hand had hardly touched the 
knob of the door when the sound of 
running footsteps filled the corridor. 
The two white men were blockaded 
in B radley’s cabin.

Instead of opening the door, Brad
ley bolted it from the inside. “ W e ’ll 
go out the porthole and meet ’em 
on deck,” he said.

Once outside, they came face to 
face with another bunch of the 
Kanakas who were rounding the
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deck house and headed aft. The 
blacks halted momentarily, then 
surged forward. Bradley blocked 
their way w ith arms crossed. He 
did not even draw his gun.

So great was the fear that Brad
ley had implanted in these men, that 
their line wavered. T h e y  came to 
a stop a full ten feet away from 
him.

B radley’s voice was low but 
fraught w ith sinister threat. “ Go 
forward, you black swine 1 Go down 
in that forward hold. I ’ll kill the 
first one that comes out. H u rry!”

T H E  Kanakas held their ground 
for a moment against him, but 

Bradley did not move or speak 
again. He merely stood, boring them 
with his cold eyes.

Gradually, the last ounce of their 
resistance drained out of them. 
S ingly  and by twos, they turned 
and herded themselves down the lad
der into the forward hold. W ith  a 
slight motion of his hand for 
K night to follow him, Bradley strode 
the length of the deck and clapped 
the hatch down on the blacks, mak
ing them prisoners.

“ That reduces the odds by half,” 
Bradley observed calmly. “ W e can 
handle the rest of ’em, including 
O ’Leary, just as easily.”

T he noise coming up from the cor
ridor now indicated that the other 
group had finally succeeded in 
bursting down the door to Bradley’s 
cabin. Finding it empty, they set up 
a great howl and started pouring 
back onto the deck.

O ’Leary led them. He was armed 
with a gun he had found in the 
cabin, as were several of his fol
lowers. The Kanakas lined up in
stinctively back of the hairy Irish
man, who stopped dead when within 
twenty paces of the two men who 
stood facing him and his little army. 

The yellow  moon shone down

upon them through the ship’s r ig
ging. The white leader of the 
mutiny was a picture to inspire ter
ror as he and his little band stood 
there. Half-naked, his hairy body 
was blood soaked, and his left arm 
hung useless by his side, the result 
of K n igh t ’s bullet. Under a head of 
tousled hair, his whiskered face was 
malignant.

Knight and Bradley awaited the 
next move with guns leveled.

O ’Leary growled at them. “ Do 
you want to surrender yourselves to 
us? Or do you want us to kill you 
and throw you overboard to feed the 
sharks?”

Knight stood tense and did not 
answer. Bradley laughed a cold, 
cackling laugh.

“ O ’Leary, put that gun down be
fore I kill you. You know you’re 
not man enough to touch me.”

“ A in ’t I, though?” O ’Leary an
swered. “ Y o u ’ve rubbed me the 
wrong way for the last time. I 
ain’t takin’ your orders any more. 
I ’m givin’ ’em now.”

KN IG H T  saw that there really 
had been a transition in the 

man. Bradley had driven him so 
hard that even the last thread of the 
man’s fear had snapped, and now 
he was fighting with the desperate 
bravery of a cornered rat. There 
would be no turning back now.

Suddenly an orange flame stabbed 
the night, as O ’L eary ’s gun roared. 
Bradley was spun around and 
knocked to the deck by the force 
of the bullet, but he scrambled to 
his knees and his own gun started 
belching a string of bullets.

The schooner became a hell ship. 
The deck swarmed with the advanc
ing mutineers, armed w ith guns and 
clubs. Knight and Bradley cut them 
down and thinned their numbers 
with a sheet of fire, but the re
mainder came on, goaded by their
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own maddened fury and the battle 
cries of O ’Leary.

Knight and Bradley retreated to 
the slight protection of the quarter 
deck, where Knight handed Kukoa 
his extra gun. The three settled 
down to defend themselves. From 
this point, they reloaded their hot 
weapons and laced the deck with 
their lead. Still the mutineers crept 
forward, darting behind masts and 
hatch coamings.

A  handful of the Kanakas, braver 
than the others, clasped their gleam
ing knives in their teeth and scur
ried up the ratlines to places high 
on the mast. From there they could 
throw their knives downward upon 
the unprotected heads of Knight and 
his partners.

The defenders picked them off one 
at a time with well directed shots, 
and they fell thumping to the deck 
or dropped over the side into the 
sea.

KU K O A  had left his place at the 
wheel without taking time to 

lash it fast, and now to K n igh t’s dis
may he caught a glimpse of the dark 
outline of the shore close at hand. 
The schooner would soon be aground 
and a hopeless wreck.

Knight risked the bullets of the 
mutineers and dashed across to the 
wheel, where he drew it hard over 
and lashed it with a grommet. The 
ship slowly answered and changed 
her course.

But O ’Leary, too, had seen the 
dark shore line. His mutiny had not 
been a complete surprise and the 
results were still in doubt. Over
come with his murderous intent, he 
saw a new opportunity to wreak 
vengeance on Bradley. He shouted 
in dialect to his men:

‘ Scuttle this old tub! T w o of you 
men go below and open the sea 
cocks! W e ’ll drown these devils 
like rats. W e ’re close enough to

swim ashore and reach the planta
tion.”

Knight responded to this new 
threat of calamity by concentrating 
his entire attention on the open door 
of the hatchway which led below. 
As fast as one of the natives was 
outlined against the white woodwork 
of the doorway, K night sent a care
fu lly  aimed bullet through him. If 
so much as one of these men suc
ceeded in getting below, he could 
easily open the valve which would 
allow sea water to rush in through 
the bilges and sink the ship. This 
would cut off all hope of his ever 
seeing civilization again.

W hile  his bullets carefully guard
ed the vital doorway, K n igh t’s mind 
raced in search of a quick way to 
put an end to this mutiny.

The answer lay in O 'Leary. It 
was he who inspired it and kept it 
alive. W ithout him, K night was 
confident, the Kanakas would soon 
lose hope.

O ’Leary was safely hidden behind 
one of the steel cargo winches, from 
which point of safety he was direct
ing his fire. K n igh t’s problem was 
to reach him, without first getting 
a bullet in himself for his trouble.

WIT H  this lead in view, he di
rected Bradley and Kukoa to 

keep O ’Leary engaged and also pro
tect the hatchway door until he re
turned. Then, refilling his gun and 
tucking it in his waist, he let him
self over the stern of the boat, hang
ing by his hands and with only his 
fingers in the gunnels carrying his 
weight. In this way, hanging out
side the hull of the boat, he worked 
his way forward to a point abreast 
of the anchor winch.

He suddenly heaved himself over 
the ship’s side, and with two quick 
steps had the muzzle of his gun in 
the surprised O ’L eary ’s back.

“ Drop your gun or I ’ll put a bul
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let through your dirty carcass!” 
K night ordered.

O ’Leary whirled around. Knight 
brought his weapon down full 
strength on the man's gun hand, and 
O ’Leary squatted before him dis
armed. "Now tell those Kanakas the 
little fracas is over.”

O ’Leary merely glared at him.
K night brought his weapon down 

sharply on the man’s head once, 
twice, and again, until O ’Leary gave 
in and shouted to the Kanakas.

It had only been the brutal domi
nation of O ’Leary which had kept 
them fighting after so many of their 
numbers had been killed. T hey were 
only too glad to drop their weapons.

“ Now you’re coming up to the 
quarter deck,” Knight ordered. “ I ’ll 
see that Bradley puts you in a place 
where you can’t hurt anybody for a 
while.”

T he ordeal of facing Bradley was 
too much for O ’Leary to stand. His 
old fear of the man returned and 
consumed him. Heedless of K n igh t ’s 
gun, he took three running steps and 
dived over the side into the water. 
K night watched him swim shoreward, 
while Bradley shouted orders to put 
a bullet through him.

K night stuck his gun in his belt 
without shooting and returned to the 
quarter deck alone. “ I'm not shoot
ing even him. while he’s helpless in 
the water,”  K night informed Brad
ley. “ W ith  that bullet in his shoul
der, he’ll be damned lucky if he gets 
ashore at all.”

BR A D L E Y  lit a cigarette as 
calmly as though he were on a 

hotel veranda. “ I can’t quite make you 
out,” he said to Knight. "Y o u  seem 
to have established yourself as my 
bodyguard. W hat are you doing—  
saving me so that you can kill me 
yourself as soon as you find out 
where I have those pearls hidden?” 

“ I don’t know a man in the world

I would rather kill than you,” 
Knight answered, taking a light from 
the match which Bradley offered. 
“ W hether I kill you or not, all de
pends upon the circumstances that 
may crop up later. Right now, w e ’ve 
got to get ready to meet the attack 
of those cannibals.”

“ W hat I ’ve wanted for a long time 
was an enemy worth fighting,” Brad
ley said. “ It was a lucky day for 
me when that hurricane blew you 
into my harbor.”

“ And for me, too,” Knight an
swered meditatively.

C H A P T E R  V I I I

Death Journey

IT  W A S  late in the afternoon 
when the schooner dropped an
chor in the lagoon before Brad

le y ’s house. Knight and Bradley 
stood at the rail, waiting for the 
sailors to lower the boat.

The beach was deserted. The 
copra lay spread on the mats sur
rounding the storehouse down by the 
dock— unattended. The place was de
serted around the Kanakas’ huts. No 
boats floated on the bay. The scene 
was lifeless— empty.

An ominous stillness pervaded the 
air, hung over the bay like a suffo
cating blanket. As if  even they had 
retired in terror, the monkeys no 
longer chattered in the cocoanut 
palms. Knight surveyed the lifeless 
scene with a sense of foreboding.

It affected the Kanakas, too. They 
trod the deck with hushed voices, 
nerves jumpy.

And it affected Lucian Bradley as 
well. He stood with massive hands 
clutching the rail, his hard eyes in 
an expressionless face glued to the 
silent white house buried in the trop
ical greenery. His orders came in 
subdued monosyllables, and his move
ments were jerky.

W ithout exchanging words, K night
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and he went ashore and approached 
the house with a common urge. 
Speech was unnecessary.

The door of the cottage was bar
ricaded with furniture when the girl 
let them in. Her face was drawn 
and her eyes restless. W hen Knight 
and Bradley entered and stacked the 
furniture back against the door be
hind them, the tension of her nerves 
snapped and she dropped into a chair 
and cried.

“ These drums!” she said. “ A ll  
night long they were pounding—  
pounding. And they were getting 
closer and closer— hemming me in. 
I thought I would go mad! Their 
eternal thumping and thumping!” A 
shudder ran through her body.

BR A D L E Y  looked at her without 
emotion. Knight placed a hand 

on her shoulder encouragingly.
“ Where are the Kanakas?” Brad

ley asked.
“ In the kitchen and the pantry. 

Michaels is there, too. I brought 
them all in so that we could defend 
ourselves. But we haven’t any guns. I 
sent one of the men down to the 
storehouse to bring back pineapple 
knives during the night. He didn’t 
come back.”

Knight stood with hands in his 
pocket, looking out of the window. 
T he clearing around the house ex
tended no more than a hundred yards 
to the very jungle itself. He watched 
it curiously.

No birds moved about in the tops 
of the trees. T o Knight that was 
a sign that something— somebody—  
lurked in the shadow below. He was 
sure he saw hideous painted faces 
peering from behind clumps of shrub
bery.

He turned to Bradley. “ That 
thicket is full of savages,” he said. 
“ And there will probably be more 
tonight.”

“They won’t dare attack us,” Brad
ley said, but for the first time Knight

noted that some of the man’s as
surance had deserted him.

“ They certainly w ill! T h e y ’ve 
reached a point where they’ll dare 
anything. You ’ve spilled too much 
of their blood for them to rest un
til they have your head.”

“ I tell you they won’t dare!” But 
Bradley was talking to convince him
self. His grip on his emotions was 
giving way.

“ W e ’re going to be ready for 
them,” Knight said, with sudden 
energy. “ It'll be dark in another half 
hour and we’ve got to have those 
guns off the boat. W e ’re going to 
get them.”

Bradley looked out the window 
and his face hardened. “ A ll  right,” 
he said. “ W e ’ll go get the weapons. 
Michaels will have to protect the 
house while w e ’re gone.”

“ W e ’re not leaving this house in 
charge of Michaels,” Knight an
swered heatedly. "He couldn’t be de
pended upon in a case like this. It 
needs somebody stronger.”

A ND it needs a strong man to 
make that trip to the boat. I t ’ll 

be dark before we can get back,” 
Bradley said. "So, I ’d better go and 
take Michaels with me. You can 
stay here and protect the house—  
and Sylvia.”

“ Y o u ’d like to get on that boat 
and put out to sea, wouldn’t you?” 
Knight said contemptuously. “ W ell, 
you started this show and you’re go
ing to stay here for the last act. I ’m 
taking Michaels with me to get those 
rifles! You’re staying here!”

A t  Knight's call, the doctor put 
in his appearance. W hen Knight ex
plained their task, he saw the feeble 
spark of the doctor’s manhood flame 
up for a moment. The gaunt shoul
ders squared and the weak chin took 
on a determined set.

Armed with pistols and knives, 
they left the cottage and shoved 
off to the schooner in the boat just
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as darkness settled over the bay with 
characteristic tropical suddenness.

Knight, followed by Michaels, en
tered the black hatchway and groped 
forward toward Bradley’s cabin, 
where the arms locker was. He 
turned the knob of the cabin door 
and snapped on his flashlight, flood
ing the cabin with its yellow glow.

Four savages were busily engaged 
in trying to pry open the door of 
the rifle cupboard. They whirled in 
surprise at his entrance.

The cannibals were of hideous as
pect. W hite  bones were strung 
through their noses, and their faces 
were painted in grotesque masks of 
red and white lines and splotches—  
typical v/ar paint. Their black
bodies glistened in the feeble light 
of the torch.

AL L  hands were startled by this 
sudden meeting, but instantly 

recovered. A groan of dismay came 
from Doctor Michaels.

Knight whipped out his gun, but 
quick as he was, the savages had 
sprung sooner. Threshing arms and 
legs filled the narrow confines of the 
cabin. K night’s weapon was knocked 
from his hand before he had a chance 
to use it.

Desperation came to Michaels and 
he fought viciously against the two 
natives who clutched at him.

Heaving bodies, black and white, 
tumbled, bounced against the narrow 
walls, and fell to the floor, inter
twined in struggling embrace. The 
spare furniture of the cabin crashed 
and splintered, and the sound of the 
rending wood and of the grunting 
and shouting contestants inter
mingled in the stuffy air with the 
smell of the rancid grease which the 
cannibals had applied to their bodies.

A ll  before Knight was a whirling 
and dizzy scene of fantastic fury. 
His head swam. The old scalp 
wound opened up to bleed afresh, 
when a resounding blow from a sav

age fist knocked his head against a 
corner of the demolished bunk.

Death waited patiently by to em
brace the losers.

New cuts and bruises appeared on 
K night’s body, and his side ached 
with the agony of a broken rib. His 
pounding fists felt heavier and 
heavier with each defensive blow.

HE fell to the floor, knocked flat 
by one of the blacks, but dragged 

himself up again armed with the 
splintered leg of a chair. Clubbing 
the stout wood, he brought it down 
heavily on one of the savage skulls. 
The cannibal thumped to the floor 
dead with a crushed skull, and 
Knight whirled in time to crash his 
weapon squarely into the face of an
other of the brutes, laying him down 
to join his brother on the floor.

Freed of his own attackers, K night 
came to the assistance of the doctor, 
who lay on the floor being pounded 
almost into insensibility by the other 
two blacks.

One of the natives had his arm 
raised to deliver a final blow, which 
would have inevitably finished the 
doctor. Knight brained him with his 
club and the man fell flat, atop the 
outstretched scientist. Then with 
almost his last sustaining energy, 
Knight caved in the skull of the 
final savage.

The flashlight which had fallen to 
the floor shone on the bloody scene 
of carnage. Knight picked it up and, 
aided by its light, got the nearly ex
hausted doctor to his feet. “ Good 
work, Michaels,” he said encourag
ingly. “ Keep it up! W e ’ve still got 
to get those guns back. Remember, 
the folks at the house are depending 
on us for their lives.”

Thus, with Michaels laboring 
weakly under K night’s constant en
couragement, they got half a dozen 
rifles and a case of ammunition 
loaded into the dory. The rest they 
were unable to carry, and so left
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in the locker which they barricaded 
with the broken furniture in the 
cabin. Not daring to use the flash
light, they unloaded the dory on the 
beach in the darkness and set out 
afoot toward the house.

Michaels staggered along under 
the weight of the cartridge case 
which he was carrying, trailing 
Knight by half a dozen paces. Knight 
heard him groan suddenly and turned 
to discover the trouble.

Mi c h a e l s  had sunk to the
ground. He l2y there panting, 

the fallen ammunition case beside 
him. “ It ’s— my heart— too much ex
ertion— couldn’t stand the strain."

Knight laid his armload of rifles 
down and knelt beside the fallen 
man. “ Sure, you can make it. You've 
got to, Michaels! Come on, try to 
get up. You can’t stay here.”

The feeble man tried to get to his 
feet, but fell back, clutching his 
chest. “ It was too much,” he gasped. 
“ I can’t go on.”

Suddenly three shots rang out in 
rapid succession from the house. 
Then came a pause. Then two more 
shots. “ T hey have attacked,” Michaels 
gasped. “ Go on and take the guns. 
I can’t follow you.”

“ But I can’t leave you here,” 
Knight insisted. “The savages— you ’ve 
got to try to make i t ! ”

“ I t ’s no use,” Michaels gasped 
feebly. “ Go on without me. T hey 
need you at the house. Take the 
guns.”

Knight stooped over and lifted the 
enfeebled man in his arms. “ I ’ll take 
you up there and come back for the 
weapons,” he said.

Michaels squirmed weakly in an 
effort to break away. “ I ’m finished,” 
he said. “ You can’t take me and 
leave the weapons here. T hey are 
more valuable than I am.”

And before Knight could divine 
his purpose, the tragic doctor clutched

the pistol out of K n igh t ’s holster 
and turned it on himself. W hile  
Knight held him, he put a bullet
through his own heart.

C H A P T E R  IX 

Escape

J A C K  K N IG H T  finally reached 
the cottage, staggering under 
the combined load of the rifles 

and ammunition. He dropped the 
weapons on the floor of the dark
ened room while he opened the car
tridge case.

“ W here is Michaels?” Bradley 
asked.

W hen Knight told him how the 
man had died so that the others 
might have a chance to escape, Brad
ley merely grunted.

But the old doctor’s death affected 
the girl more deeply. Knight heard 
her weeping softly in the darkness.

Bradley called four of the Kan
akas in from the kitchen and armed 
them with rifles. He and Knight 
kept two for themselves.

Outside, the drums which had set 
up their ominous thumping at night
fall were becoming louder and more 
terrifying. The very air of the room 
vibrated with their fear-inspiring 
rhythm.

“ I got three of the black devils 
that tried to crawl up to the house,” 
Bradley said. “ But more of ’em will 
be sneaking around.”

He had hardly spoken when the 
window glass suddenly crashed in, 
and a heavy object thumped and 
rolled across the floor. Knight lit a 
match and, holding it cupped in his 
hands, cast its light on the object. 
Bradley cursed. Sylvia screamed.

T hey were gazing at the gruesome 
and severed head of Doctor M ichaels!

The girl struggled to overcome her 
horror for a while and then sobbed, 
“ L e t ’s try to make it to the schooner. 
A nything would be better than stay
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ing here. Listen to the drums—  
th ey ’re getting louder.”

‘ ‘T h e y  just threw that head in here 
to break our nerve,”  Bradley ex
plained. “ I t ’s a regular trick of 
theirs. W e ’ll keep ’em off till day- 
H c h t”

‘‘But we can get away through the 
tunnel— ”

‘ ‘Shut u p !” Bradley snapped.
‘ ‘W hat tunnel are you talking 

about?” K night demanded.
‘ ‘W e ’re staying right here.” Brad

ley returned.

<*TF he won't tell you, I w ill ,” the
A girl answered defiantly. ‘ ‘There's 

» tunnel that runs from this house 
down to the warehouse at the water's 
edge. W e could go through it and 
get to the boat, to get on the 
schooner. He built it for just such 
an emergency as th is!”

‘ ‘This is not an emergency, you 
cowards,” Bradley snapped. ‘ ‘I t ’s 
just an ordinary situation that’s 
come up.”

Knight said grim ly: “ Bradley, you 
let Michaels die rather than tell us 
about that tunnel."

“ He’s better off dead. That tunnel 
is my business, and mine alone.”

3 efore the conversation had gone 
any further, one of the Kanakas 
shipped in from the kitchen. “ They 
make fire,” he said excitedly. “ Out
side, the kitchen she burn.”

Even while the native talked, 
K night smelled the pungent odor of 
burning cocoanut husks being wafted 
in through the broken window. L ook
ing out, he saw the tiny glow of half 
a dozen little fires set along the sides 
o f  the frame cottage. Soon the 
structure would be a roaring furnace.

“ Now you'll use that tunnel, Brad
ley. W e ’ll all be roasted alive, un
less we run out to meet the spears 
of those blacks. They've got us 
tra p p ed !”

Bradley looked at the fires himself,

and saw they were gaining headway. 
“ W e'll go down to the schooner,” 
he said. “ But I ’ll make those dirty 
savages pay for this, if  i t ’s the last 
thing I do.”

He and Knight rounded up the 
group of fear-inspired Kanakas who, 
with their few women, were huddled 
in the kitchen. In the bedroom of 
the house, he rolled the bed away 
and opened up a hidden trap door in 
the floor, from which steps led down.

The tunnel was cut in the porous 
coral, narrow, and high enough only 
to allow a person to walk upright. 
In its darkened interior dripped glis
tening drops of water.

Bradley led the way, followed by 
the girl and next, Knight. The K an
akas trailed behind. The girl 
clutched Knight's hand nervously 
as they stumbled over the stones.

AT  last they came to the end of 
the tunnel, to steps which led up

ward into the warehouse. In com
plete darkness, they followed up the 
steps. One of the Kanakas got the 
boat alongside the dock and rowed 
the three of them out to the schooner, 
returning, trip after trip, until he 
had got the Kanaka women abroad. 
The men swam out.

Behind them B radley’s castle lit 
the sky with leaping red tongues of 
flame, v/hich outlined the hideous 
painted bodies of dancing and shout
ing savages armed with spears and 
clubs. Bradley looked at it grimly 
for a long moment, then dismissed it 
from his mind. He turned and or
dered the Kanakas to clear out the 
wreckage and dead bodies in his 
cabin.

Knight was busy on deck with 
Bradley, when he heard a light 
splashing in the v/ater. A  man 
crawled over the bow and stood 
dripping on deck. It was O ’Leary, 
haggard and exhausted.

Bradley turned and glared at the
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gigantic Irish figure. “ W e ll? ” he de
manded.

“ I couldn't stay out there in that 
jungle full of cannibals,” O ’Leary 
whined. “ T h e y ’d get me again and 
kill me. I been hidin’ out from ’em 
all day. You're sailin’ away from 
here, and I ’ve got to go with you. 
You can’t go and leave me here to 
be ate by them blacks.”

“ W h y  can't I ? ” Bradley asked 
coldly. “ The only thing I owe you 
is a bullet.”

“ No,” O ’Leary begged. “ Take me 
with you! I couldn’t stand to stay 
here.”

Bradley laughed harshly. “ Y o u ’ll 
stay here— just like the rest of us. 
W e ’re not leaving— yet.”

KN IG H T  spoke up. “ W hat do you 
mean, we’re not leaving here?” 

Bradley answered calmly: “ Do you 
think that I ’m going away and leave 
the results of all the years of hell 
that I have gone through? All the 
plans I ’ve made, all the work I ’ve 
done, all the loneliness and solitude 
I ’ve suffered to make myself a place 
among men— do you think that I'm 
going to leave here without taking 
with me the results of all these 
things? Just because a handful of 
dirty savages don’t like the way I do 
business?

“ Knight, you’re a fool. I told you 
I was a strong man. You don’t be
lieve me. W ell,  you ’ll see! W e 
don’t leave here until I have got one 
more job done, and that can’t be 
done until daylight. If those blacks 
want to attack us before that time, 
w e ’ll stay here and face them!” 

“ W h a t’s the other job you’ve got 
to do?” Knight demanded.

“ I ’ll show you as soon as the sun 
comes up. In the meantime, we’ll 
get the diving gear ready. I ’ve got 
two suits aboard, Knight, and you 
and I are going to use them. The 
job is on the bottom of the lagoon.”

C H A P T E R  X 

The Sunken Schooner

UN D E R  Bradley’s direction, 
the three men worked silent
ly and without lights. T hey 
brought the two diving suits and 

placed them on deck. Then they 
brought up the air pumps and coiled 
the long hoses and lines beside them. 
T hey stacked the heavy blocks of 
lead along the rail, to be attached to 
the suits when the divers were pre
pared to sink to the floor of the la
goon.

The little crescent moon had final
ly sunk behind the horizon. Their 
silence and the darkness had kept 
those on board from the immediate 
discovery of the natives. But with 
dawn, their security would end.

The sun finally burst over the hori
zon and lighted up the whole tragic 
point of the island.

“ W e ’ll have to work fast,” Brad
ley said. “A s  soon as the natives 
see the activity here, they’ll plan 
some kind of an attack. Knight, can 
your Kanaka handle the pumps?” 

“ Sure,” K night answered. “ I ’ll 
call him.”

O ’Leary spoke up. " I ’ll handle the 
pumps for you,” he said “ I ’ve han
dled plenty of ’em.”

Bradley greeted his offer with a 
harsh laugh. “ If you as much as 
lay a hand on one of those pump 
handles. I ’ll tear you to pieces and 
throw you to the sharks. Now, get 
busy and help us get into these 
suits.” A s  Bradley and Knight got 
into their rubberized coverings, Brad
ley said to K night:

“ Directly below us, at eight fath
oms, is the hulk of an old schooner. 
Just inside the deck-house door is 
an iron box. T h a t ’s my safety de
posit box. The two of us are going 
down to bring it up together. I t ’s 
too heavy for one man.”

“ One of us could do that job
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alone,” K night said. “ Take a line 
down and tie it on the box, and the 
other one haul it up.”

“ T W O U L D N ’T  send you down
A  alone to get your hands on that 

box. You coyld move it and hide it 
too easily. Neither would I go down 
there and send it up to you. You 
could leave me down there and es
cape with it. W e go down together.”

W ith  the aid of O ’Leary and Ku- 
koa, they got the brass helmets 
screwed over their heads and the 
diving suits tied tightly at their 
wrists, leaving their hands bare. 
Armed with long knives stuck under 
ropes tied around their v/aists, they 
descended into the clear water. 
Streams of bubbles traced a white 
line upward to the surface, as Kukoa 
pumped them fresh air.

T h e y  came to rest on the floor of 
the lagoon, which was carpeted with 
a gorgeous jungle of coral resem
bling nothing more than a great bed 
of flowers and shrubbery in a fan
tastic array of color.

Here and there were brilliant giant 
sponges and great oysters clinging 
to lumps of coral. Also, Knight ob
served, there were pahua, a giant 
clam whose innocent open shells 
would snap closed when anything 
touched them, with a force that 
meant death to whatever was caught 
between its edges.

Then to their left, Knight saw the 
moss and coral-coated hulk of the 
sunken vessel which they were to 
explore. It lay on its side, half 
buried by growth.

At this depth, K nigh t’s body felt 
light as an oyster shell, and he, to
gether with Bradley, easily made his 
way to the open door of its deck
house. T hey reached the door to
gether and peered into the interior.

Out of the darkness shone two ma
lignant phosphorescent eyes, larger 
than dinner plates. Both men jumped

back quickly, but they were too late.
T w o  long tentacles, larger in diam

eter than a man’s arm, shot outward 
from the submarine monster and en
circled them tightly. Knight slipped 
out his knife and slashed at the arm, 
endeavoring to sever it. The ten- 
acle, armed with two parallel row3 
of sucking disks large as a silver 
half-dollar, clamped him tightly.

It was as tough as sole leather, 
and even as he slashed, other ten
tacles protruded from the door and 
wrapped themselves about him and 
Bradley. They were in the grasp of 
a giant octopus.

The blurry eyes of the horrible 
monster gleamed with rage. K night 
got a glimpse of the great beak of 
the devil, and its monstrous circling 
lip. Helpless in its grasp, they would 
soon be devoured.

KN IG H T  struggled vainly and 
managed to sever one of the 

arms. This only infuriated the mon
ster the more, and other arms en
circled the men more tightly, drag
ging them slowly to within range of 
ist deadly beak.

T he men slashed furiously at the 
animal, but without much hope of 
success. T h e y  seemed doomed.

Then Knight bethought himself of 
an old Maori diver's story he had 
heard. He made a renewed effort.

He tugged hard in an effort to 
draw himself away from the body 
of the animal, resulting in the ani
mal’s stronger efforts to pull him 
closer. T aking advantage of this, 
Knight suddenly released his resis
tance and, aided by the pull of the 
fierce brute, flung himself upon the 
animal's body. W ith  all his strength 
and with flashing speed, he jabbed 
the long keen blade of his knife al
ternately into the animal’s two eyes.

This surprising move had an in
stantaneous effect on the octopus. 

As though struck by lightning, the
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great octopus suddenly relinquished 
its hold on the two men. Its arms 
writhed and twisted in intense agony.

A t the same time, it poured out 
great quantities of smoky fluid which 
darkened the water about it, the last 
admission of defeat. Behind this 
screen, the animal made its escape 
and disappeared.

Weakened by his struggle, Knight 
was for signaling to the surface to 
be taken up for a rest. But Bradley 
had other plans.

Knight felt B radley’s hand clutch 
his shoulder and lead him through 
the ink-stained water, to the iron 
chest just inside the door. Each 
gripping a ring on his side of the 
chest, they made their way out of 
the sunken boat and pulled the sig
nal cord. There was no response.

KN IG H T  pulled again more insist
ently, and, feeling a premonition 

of trouble, untied the extra lanyard 
which ran up to the ship, taking it 
from around his waist and tying it 
to his handle of the chest.

Still there was no answer to the 
signal.

The water was so blackened by the 
sepia left by the octopus that Knight 
could not see Bradley, who stood 
within three feet of him. But he 
felt movement of the chest, which 
indicated Bradley, too, knew some
thing was wrong.

K nigh t’s thoughts flashed to 
O'Leary. He dropped his end of the 
chest and tore the lead weights off 
his suit. Then he knew some terrible 
thing had happened on deck. The 
air pressure in his helmet suddenly 
began reducing!

His hands went to the air tube 
at the back of his helmet. The tube 
did not now run upward but hung 
so that part of its length had al
ready sunk to the floor of the la
goon. And more of it was coming 
down in coils.

The air tube was disconnected from 
the pump and was falling overboard!

He was trapped without air in a 
heavy diving suit, a hundred feet be
low the surface of the water.

Knight took many long breaths of 
his remaining air. A t  the same time, 
he ripped the rubber garment off his 
body with the blade of his knife.

Slashing it around the shoulder, 
he at last threw the brass head and 
shoulder plate off and was free, 
swimming under the pressure of this 
great depth and not able to see about 
him in the murky water.

He threshed about for a moment in 
an effort to find out if  Bradley had 
escaped from his own suit. His hand 
finally touched the man.

Bradley’s own air tube had fol
lowed his to the bottom, and the 
man was plunging about in a frantic 
effort to free himself. Knight tried 
to help him. Bradley, with the panic 
of a drowning man, caught hold of 
Knight and held him locked fast. He 
would have held on until they both 
were drowned.

And to save his own life, Knight 
hit him squarely in the pit of the 
stomach with all his strength. Brad
ley dropped to his hands and knees 
on the floor of the water.

Knight tried to get him on his 
feet, but the man kicked a moment 
and then became still.

K night ran his hands over the 
man’s body to find out the trouble. 
He knew that he himself could not 
stay under water much longer. The 
pressure in his lungs was crying for 
release.

T H E N  his hands came into con
tact with the mystery of Brad

ley ’s sudden cessation of movement. 
Bradley lay with the entire side of 
his body clamped permanently be
tween the massive shells of one of 
the giant clams. In falling, his body 
had come into contact with the great
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pahua, which had closed upon him 
in a grip that nothing but death 
would release.

It was thus that Lucian Bradley 
collected the reward for his labor at 
the bottom of his lagoon. The stolen 
pearls had been paid for.

Knight swam upward and emerged 
on the deck of the schooner bleed
ing and almost exhausted. W ithout 
benefit of a rest period after his sub
mersion, he dragged himself across 
the deck to where his Kanaka lay 
dead beside the pumps, with a knife 
wound in his back.

From the pumps extended about 
two feet of the air hoses. T h ey  had 
been squarely cut with a knife.

Grimly, K night made his way into 
the cabin. He stopped at the door 
when he heard O ’L eary ’s voice.

"You thought you was too good 
for me, young woman,”  the man was 
saying. "B u t now you ain’t got no
body but me to depend on. Them 
other two is at the bottom of the sea, 
where they belong. W e ’re goin’ to 
sail off and leave them here— just 
you and me and them Kanakas. I 
been waitin ’ for this a long time.”

Knight saw red. He kicked the 
door open and plunged into the 
room, gripping his knife with fury.

O’L E A R Y  saw him coming and 
whirled about, grabbing his own 

knife. He met K n igh t’s slashing at
tack murderously.

The two men fought silently and 
with all the stubbornness of those to 
whom defeat means death. The girl 
crouched back in the corner of the 
room. Bare body to body and face to 
face they struggled, the silence 
broken only by their heavy breath
ing and the clash of knives. A fter  
it seemed they would both fall from 
exhaustion, O ’Leary broke loose and 
dived at Knight with the scream of

a maniac. His blade ripped K n igh t’s 
shoulder down to his elbow.

KN IG H T  made a defensive lunge 
and his own blade buried itself 

squarely under the mad Irishman’s 
ribs. Its point penetrated the heart. 
O ’Leary stood quivering a moment. 
His weapon slipped from his hand 
and clattered to the floor. Then his 
knees buckled and he sank down, 
dead. W eakly, Knight turned to the 
girl. "Can you steer?” he asked.

"A nd me a sea captain’s daugh
ter?” the girl answered.

"Then come out on deck and take 
the wheel, please, while the Kanakas 
and I get up the anchor and canvas. 
W e ’re done with this hell hole for
ever.” On deck, Knight quickly 
hauled up the iron box tied to the 
lanyard and placed it at the girl's 
feet. “ Your pearls, miss,”  he said.

T he anchor was aboard and the 
white canvas of the schooner sparkled 
as it billowed out in the sun. The 
little boat cut the water through the 
mouth of the lagoon, while K night 
studied a chart he had found se
creted in Bradley’s cabin.

Behind them, canoes laden with 
cannibal warriors had put out from 
the shore, but the trim ship left 
them far astern. “ North-northeast, a 
quarter east,” K night said, "and we’ll 
be in Tahiti in ten days.”

T he girl spun the wheel. "North- 
northeast, a quarter east she is, sir,” 
she echoed, with the first of her 
smiles Knight had ever seen.

"Nov/ that you are rich, Miss Ship
owner Richards, maybe you ’ll give 
me a job as captain of this boat. I 
have none of my own now, you 
know.”

“ I am not Miss Ship-Owner.’ I 
am still Sylvia to you, and always 
will be— Jack.”

W hich she was— and more.

Aext M onth ’s N o v el: C U R S E  OF THE PHARAOHS, by Jackson Cols
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Trails o f Treachery
Indians on the Warpath in an Action-Packed Yarn of 

the Old Scouting Days in the Wyoming Territory

A Complete Novelette
By GEORGE FIELDING ELIOT

Author of “Men of Steel," “ Africa IVakes,” etc.

C H A P T E R  I 

The Challenge!

T HE ashes of the little cabin 
were cold— three days cold, 
Jerry Grainger thought, look
ing down from his saddle with nar

rowed eyes.
The bodies that lay just outside 

the door were cold, too. The rats and 
the insects had left enough flesh on 
the tortured faces to allow them still 
to be recognized, even though the 
sun of those three days was already 
beginning to whiten skulls from 
which the scalps had been torn by 
ruthless hands.

“Kendrick himself, ’ muttered red
faced Captain Holmes, stiff in his 
saddle at Grainger’s side, “ and that’ll 
be his wife. God!”

Behind them, the dozen bluc- 
shirted troopers of the scouting party 
from Fort MacDowell cursed help
lessly.

“ The murderin’ red devils!” 
growled old Sergeant O ’Hara, pull
ing his battered campaign hat farther 
down on his weather-beaten brow.

Jerry Grainger swung his lithe 
young body to the ground. He 
walked slowly around the charred 
rectangle which had been the home 
of the Kendrick family ever since 
Kendrick had taken up this isolated 
placer claim on the banks of the tur
bulent Red Paw River.

L ife  in old W yom ing Territory

was uncertain enough in those days, 
and Grainger had seen plenty of 
dead men— yes, and dead women. But 
there was something about this 
charnel house which set a cold hand 
of particular horror upon his heart. 
Completing his circuit of the cabin, 
he came back to Captain Holmes’ 
stirrup.

“ Well, Grainger! W hat d’you 
make of it? Cloud-in-the-Morning's 
outfit, of course?" the captain snap
ped impatiently.

He had never liked Grainger, al
ways claiming that he was too young 
to be chief scout at an important 
post like MacDowell. I f  he were in 
command, by Gad, he’d—

Grainger shook his head. His 
bronzed face was hard as iron; his 
muscles tensed beneath the sheath
like, fawn-colored buckskin of his 
hunting dress.

“ No Cheyennes evtfr did this job, 
Captain,”  he said, in a voice shaking 
with suppressed rage.

“ W hat the devil d’you mean, 
Grainger?” Captain Holmes’ face 
grew redder still, as he bellowed his 
astonished question.

“ It’s a hell of a thing to say, sir,” 
Grainger spat out the words like o f
fensive morsel, “ but this isn’t an In
jun job. I t ’s common knowledge 
that the Cheyennes at Juniper Creek 
are hungry most of the time, because 
that thieving agent. Griggs, keeps 
’em on starvation rations— and you’ll
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notice that there're several charred 
sides of bacon, the remains of a sack 
of beans, and some other grub in 
those ashes. No hungry Injuns 
would’ve burned the cabin until 
they’d ransacked it for grub.”  

‘‘Doesn’t prove anything,” the cap-
49

tain objected. “Young warriors get 
hot-headed and forget things like 
that, when they start killing and 
burning.”

“ Young warriors do. But not 
Cloud-in-the-Morning. He’s the 
smartest war-chief the Cheyenne na-
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tion ever produced,” Grainger an
swered steadily. ‘ ‘He overlooks 
nothing. And look here.”

He stabbed a finger toward the 
ground beside the three pitiful 
bodies. There in the soft earth was 
the distinct print of a foot.

‘T ’ve been here a dozen times,” 
Grainger remarked. “ I know K en
drick and his wife always wore moc
casins. And since when have Chey
ennes taken to wearing hob-nailed 
boots?”

The blood drained slowly from the 
captain’s face.

“You mean— ” He could not put 
the appalling thought into words.

**T M E A N  this job was done by 
white men, Captain. If  you 

can call ’em men. D irty skunks that 
were after Kendrick’s little cache of 
gold. T h e y  lifted those scalps to 
make it look like an Injun job. Hell, 
there’s a dozen signs it ain’t Injun 
doings.”

"Y o u ’re crazy, G rainger!” cried 
Holmes. "No white men could do a 
thing like this. W ho could they be, 
anyway, and where could they come 
from?”

"I've heard tell of some pretty bad 
eggs straying into these parts from 
up Montana way, Captain,” the scout 
answered. “ T here ’s lots o’ room here 
to hide up in.”  He swept an arm 
around the splendid panorama of 
rolling plains that stretched away to 
the blue haze above the distant 
mountains.

“I don’t believe it. I won’t be
lieve it,”  stormed the captain. "You 
don’t know what y o u ’re talking 
about, Grainger. I wish to God I had 
Laramie Jones here.”

Grainger’s lean face darkened.
" I ’m damn’ sick and tired of hear

ing about this Laramie Jones,” he 
snapped. "E ve ry  time I do anything, 
one o’ you old-timers says, ‘Yeah, 
that’s all right, but you should’ve

seen what Laramie Jones did over 
at Fort Fowler last spring.’

“E very time I can’t pick up a 
trail in five minutes, you crab about 
what Laramie Jones could do i f  he 
were here. I ’ve never seen this Jones, 
but I ’ll bet I ’ve forgot more about 
scouting ’n he’ll ever know !”

"Here comes the Injun agent now, 
sir,” called a trooper from the rear.

A  plumpish, unkempt man in bad
ly-fitting "butternut” clothes came 
riding slow ly along the trail from 
the west. Beside him trotted a half- 
naked Indian lad, barefoot and sw ay
ing with weariness. The noose of a 
rawhide lariat was about his neck; 
it was made fast to the plump man’s 
saddle. And the youth’s bare shoul
ders bore bloody witness that the 
quirt which dangled from the plump 
man’s wrist had had recent and fre
quent employment.

“ W ell,  Mr. G rig g s !” snapped 
Holmes, by way of greeting.

"Just roundin’ up a stray Injun 
that wandered off the reservation, 
Cap’n,” smiled Griggs, his pale eyes 
flickering from captain to scout and 
back again. "W h a t ’s happened here? 
K endrick’s cabin burned? M y God! 
It must have been Cloud-in-the 
Morning and his young men!

“ r T H E Y  said they were going 
J- huntin’— but I suspected 'em—  

you ’ll remember, Captain Holmes, I 
warned your colonel. I said I didn’t 
trust Cloud-in-the-Morning! Oh, this 
is terrible, terrib le! God knows it’s 
not my fault! I asked for troops— ” 

"Hold your tongue, G rig g s !” 
Holmes bade the agent. “ I f  you fed 
your Indians properly, instead of 
trying to get rich on the govern
ment ration funds, maybe they 
wouldn't go on the w ar-path! Now— ” 

" I ’ll report your words, s ir !” in
terrupted the agent, blustering.

"Report and be damned!” Holmes 
bade him. "Now then, Scout Grain
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ger here says this devil’s work was 
done by white men and not by 
Cheyennes. W hat do you think of 
that, G riggs?”

The agent’s eyes opened very 
wide.

“ Nonsense!” he exclaimed.
“ And nonsense I say, too," growled 

Holmes. “ I t ’s enough for me to know 
that Cloud-in-the-Morning’s on the 
war-path.”

Grainger’s mouth set in a hard 
line.

^ T ’M telling you, Captain,” he in-
-®- sisted, “ that white men did this 

killing. I ’m telling the colonel the 
same thing when I get back to the 
fort. But first, sir, I ’m asking your 
permission to lead this patrol on the 
trail of the low-down skunks. I can 
fo llow  it.”

“ Yes, till we run into a nice am
bush w ith a hundred redskins swarm
ing around us,” retorted Holmes. 
“ W e ’ll go back to the fort, turn out 
a troop and get after Cloud-in-the- 
Morning with sufficient force.

“ You can tell your fairy  stories to 
the colonel, Grainger. Sergeant, dis
mount the men and bury these 
bodies first; then we’ll be off.”

The sergeant barked an order; but 
his eyes were not on the troopers as 
they obeyed it. He was peering to 
the eastward, along the old Laramie 
trail.

“ Somebody else cornin’, sir,” he re
ported. “ Ridin ’ hell fer leather, 
looks like— yep— he’s a trooper, sir.”

“ Dispatch rider from Fort F ow 
ler, I expect,” the captain remarked.

The Indian agent grunted.
" I f  a dispatch rider’s safe, ridin’ 

alone, guess I am,” he observed. 
“ I ’ll be gettin’ back to the agency, 
Captain. Maybe I can get some word 
of Cloud-in-the-Morning’s where
abouts. Anyhow, I ’d better be there 
to look after things. M y Indian 
clerk ’s not much account.”

“ Suit yourself, mister,” replied 
Holmes. “ I ’m not responsible for 
your safety.”

The agent had already disappeared 
around the corner of a low sandstone 
bluff when the dispatch rider came 
galloping up. He fairly flung his 
sweating horse on its haunches, and 
shouted his news fron the midst of 
the resulting cloud of red dust: 

“ Injuns're up. Captain! Four set
tlers killed on minin’ claims ’tween 
here and Fort Fowler! I got dis
patches from General T erry  for the 
colonel at MacDowell, orderin’ all 
troops out after the redskins!”

“Listen to that, G rainger!" cried 
Holmes. “ Now yo u ’ll sing small, I 
guess! I t ’s Cloud-in-the-Morning’s 
band, isn't it, soldier?”

“ So Laramie Jones thinks, sir. H e’s 
out on a lone scout now.” The 
trooper glanced at the young scout 
curiously.

“ Say, are you Grainger?” he asked. 
“ T h a t ’s me. Jerry Grainger.”
The trooper’s hand went to his 

saddle-bag.
“Then I got a letter fer you,” he 

announced, fishing out an envelope. 
“ From your pal, Laramie Jones.”

GR A IN G E R  took the message. It 
was addressed in pencil, in a 

scrawling, ill-formed hand, to “ Jerrie 
Grainger, Cheif Scout, Fort M ac
Dowell.”

Inside was a single sheet of paper, 
with a penciled message in the same 
w r i t in g :

" I ’m shore sick of heerin about the 
grate scout Jerrie Grainger. W yom ing’s 
rjittin to small to hold the both o f us. 
I'm  ridin out on a lone scout an I 'll be 
at the Sugar Loaf hill on the Laramie 
trale today an hour after sundown. 
Meet me thar if you got the guts and 
well sec whose the best man. You ’ll 
know me— I'll be warin a red shirt. 
Yours truly, Larramey Jones Cheif 
Scout, Fort Fow ler.”

“W ell,  I ’ll be damned! The nerve
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of that blankety-blank!” snarled 
Grainger. It had never occurred to 
him that his own reputation as a 
scout might be as much gall and 
wormwood to Jones as was Jones' to 
him. He crumpled the challenge in 
a hard brown fist.

" I ’m ridin’ cast, C a p ta in ” he an
nounced. “ Got to follow this trail 
while it’s hot. You tell the colonel 
I ’ll have some report for him by 
morning.”

“ Y o u ’re doing nothing of the sort, 
Grainger,”  cried Holmes. “ Your 
place is at the fort. The colonel may 
need you.”

“ He won’t need me half as bad 
at the fort as he needs me trailing 
the devils that did this,”  Grainger 
retorted, jerking a thumb toward 
the remains of the cabin. He was 
mounting as he spoke.

“ Y o u ’re insubordinate, Grainger!”
“ Maybe. I ’ll take a chance on how 

the colonel’ll look at it, anyway. See 
you later, Captain.”

He slacked his rein and his pony 
broke into a steady lope from a 
standing start.

C H A P T E R  II 

Ambushed

G R A IN G E R  drew in a deep 
lungful of free air as he 
rode eastward. He was al

ways happier alone, away from the 
military restrictions of “ duty with 
troops.” Now he had two missions: 
to trail the scoundrelly bandits who 
had, he was certain, wiped out the 
Kendrick family, and to meet the 
challenge of this upstart, Laramie 
Jones.

“ W e ’ll see who’s the best man, 
will we, Mister Jones?” he muttered 
angrily. “ W e sure w ill! And then 
I ’ll prove to old man Holmes whether 
I can tell an Injun killing when I 
e : s one, or not!”

Late that afternoon, Jerry Grain

ger rode into a gap between two 
wooded bluffs. He reined his horse 
to a walk.

Beyond that gap, he knew, was 
Sugar Loaf Hill, a solitary, round- 
topped eminence alone in the midst 
of a wide valley. He meant to ap
proach the place with all due cau
tion.

“ I ’d better,” he reflected, “ work 
along through the woods apiece, and 
see if  I can get sight of Mister 
Laramie Jones. I f  he means to fight 
fair and open, all right. I f  not— ”

TH E  thought had scarcely passed 
through his head when there came 

a loud report from the forest on his 
right. Something tugged at his hat; 
beyond there came the loud spat of 
a bullet hitting a rock, and the whis
tling shriek of a ricochet.

Grainger flung himself from his 
horse and dived into the shelter of 
the underbrush.

“ W hy, the bushwhacking varm int!” 
he snarled, as he wriggled through 
the thicket and began dodging up 
the hill, zigzagging from tree to 
tree. “ I ’ll sure rub him out for 
that!"

The treachery of that shot from 
ambush filled his heart with fury. 
His hands tightened on the grip of 
his Springfield carbine.

“ Just let me get a bead on him !” 
he muttered.

His eyes searched the woods ahead 
with a fierce eagerness. But he saw 
nothing. No movement betrayed the 
whereabouts of his assailant. He 
reached the upper edge of the wood. 
Beyond was rocky ground— the top 
of the ridge, scattered with boulders 
and affording ideal cover for a lurk
ing enemy.

From behind a tree, Grainger 
lifted up his voice in challenge.

“ Jones!” he roared. "Laramie 
Jones! Come out here and fight like 
a m an !”



TRAILS OF TREACHERY 53

A  mocking laugh was his only an
swer. He caught a glimpse of a man 
in a red shirt scurrying between two 
great boulders. He fired, knowing 
that he was too late; an instant later 
a bullet ripped a long splinter from 
the tree behind which he stood.

HE saw the red-shirted figure 
dashing down the farther slope 

of the ridge toward a spot where a 
horse stood, with reins over his head, 
waiting patiently after the fashion 
of plains-bred ponies. B y  the time 
Grainger had reloaded, his enemy 
was in the saddle and riding away 
eastward toward Sugar Loaf Hill.

Grainger wasted no bullets at so 
fleeting and distant a target. In
stead, he went stumbling and plung
ing back down the wooded slope to 
his own horse, flung himself into the 
saddle and galloped in hot pursuit.

W hen he thundered out into the 
open valley, the red-shirted man was 
already half-way to Sugar Loaf, and 
it became immediately apparent to 
Grainger that his tired mount would 
never catch up with the fleet roan 
bestrode by the would-be assassin.

Y et he kept on, wary of possible 
ambush. This way, also, the trail 
of the marauders le d ; all afternoon 
Grainger had watched for possible 
signs of their turning off the trail, 
and had found none.

" I ’ll get ’em if I have to follow 'em 
to hell,” he growled between clenched 
teeth. “ Yes, and Laramie Jones, 
too. B y  God! I wouldn’t be much 
surprised if he turned out to be in 
cahoots with ’em— him always rid
ing out on his lone scouts!”

The thought came as a shock to 
his anger-filled mind, clearing it like 
a douche of cold water. If  Jones 
were in league with the murderers, 
it would explain much— their knowl
edge of the country, the ease with 
which they avoided the cavalry pa
trols— oh, many things.

Gold thieves and murderers! Fine 
pals for a government scout! It  be
gan to look to Grainger as i f  the 
honor of the service were involved 
in this mess.

W hen Grainger rounded Sugar 
Loaf Hill, the man he pursued was 
nowhere in sight. The farther side 
of the valley was broken with small 
coulees interspersed with clumps of 
trees; the man might be anywhere 
there.

Between Grainger and the nearest 
trees was perhaps a thousand yards 
of open grassland. He did not hesi
tate, but drove his tired horse at 
full gallop straight across the val
ley. He knew that a man on a gal
loping horse offers a poor enough 
target to the best of marksmen, and 
this rascal in the red shirt had al
ready missed him twice under far 
more favorable circumstances.

He reached the trees unscathed; 
not a shot broke the stillness of the 
valley. Riding through to the other 
side of the grove, he rcconnoitered 
again.

r p H I S  time he saw dust rising from 
-*- the trail. He was about to spur 

his pony in pursuit when he realized 
that the dust was approaching. A  
tinny clatter came to his ears; the 
next moment there appeared, wearily 
surmounting a small rise, a horse and 
wagon, driven by a heavy-set, bearded 
man whose shoulders drooped with 
fatigue.

The horse was a bony old crow- 
bait who appeared barely able to 
put one foot before the other. The 
rickety wagon was hung about with 
tinware, baskets, odds and ends of 
all sorts, and the wagon box was 
piled with similar oddments.

"A  peddler!” thought Grainger, 
and waited.

The bearded man was a stranger 
to the scout, but there was nothing 
suspicious in his appearance. He
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seemed just one of those itinerant 
peddlers who were a feature of life 
in the old West, traveling the 
wretched trails winter and summer, 
selling their wares to white man 
and red man alike and going unmo
lested by both because they were 
useful.

NO T  till the wagon had almost 
reached the clump of trees did 

Grainger move. Then he called out: 
“ Hi, stranger! See anything of a 

man in a red shirt?”
“ Whoa, B e ts y !” The peddler 

pulled in his decrepit horse. “ Lordy, 
man, yo ’ gimme a turn, yellin ’ sud
den-like thataway. Feller in a red 
shirt, says you? No, I ain’t seen no
body sense I left Fort Fowler. Not 
even Injuns. W h o ’re you, anyhow, 
stranger?”

“ Grainger, government scout from 
Fort MacDowell," Jerry answered. 
‘ ‘A ll  right, pardner. Get along: I ’m 
riding east.”

“ Y o ’ better be cairful,” the ped
dler warned. “ T hey do say as the 
Injuns are makin’ war-medicine.”

He was a neat-looking chap, this 
peddler. His beard and hair were 
carefully trimmed; his hands were 
clean; his clothing, though worn, was 
neatly patched. He had. indeed, al
most an air of faded gentility  about 
him, despite the rough W estern 
idiom of his speech.

Grainger looked after him curi
ously as the wagon creaked west
ward along the trail; then he shrug
ged his shoulders and rode on. He 
had other things to think about, be
sides the better days that some wan
dering peddler might have seen in 
the dim past.

He surmounted the small rise over 
which the wagon had appeared, 
reached a second clump of trees and 
again reconnoitered. Behind, the 
sun was sinking, was almost out of 
Bight, half-veiled already by the pur

ple mists which crowned the jagged 
peaks of the Monitor range.

The trail led up to a rock-strewn 
mesa, from whose eastern brink, he 
knew, it wound down again into an
other valley. Still there was no sign 
of Red Shirt. Grainger dismounted 
to examine the trail for “ sign.”

The horrid wail of a screech-owl 
sounded almost at his elbow; another 
answered it a hundred feet away. 
Grainger felt the hair rising on the 
back of his neck.

Those were no screech-owls; they 
were Indian signal-calls! H e’d heard 
the like before!

Before he could lift his carbine 
there came a rush of dark figures 
from the rocks and trees about him. 
A dozen sinewy hands tore the 
weapon from his grasp; a dozen rifle 
muzzles confronted him in the hands 
of exulting young Cheyenne war
riors, stripped to the waist and 
painted for war. The mesa, so life
less and silent an instant before, 
swarmed with painted, yelling red
skins !

TH E IR  dark eyes gleamed murder;
knives and tomahawks glittered 

as they pressed in. But above their 
heads Grainger saw the feathered 
headpiece of a war-chief, and he 
made no attempt to get out his six- 
shooter. Resistance would be hope
less in any case; talk might do much 
more.

For Grainger knew Cheyennes, and 
he knew very well this harsh-faced 
chief, Cloud-in-the-Morning, who 
now came forward, shoving his 
young men aside, to stand face to 
face with the white scout.

“ M y white brother is far from his 
fort,” said Cloud-in-the-Morning in 
grating tones. It was an ominous be
ginning, rendered more ominous by 
the red-and-black war paint which 
streaked the face and naked breast 
of the chief. It looked as though
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the Cheyennes were "up,” after all. 
And in that case—

“ I am searching for evil men, 
Cloud-in-the-Morning,” Grainger an
swered quietly. “ I am sorry to see 
that you are leading your young 
warriors on the war-path. W h y  is 
this?”

The chief’s eyes glared red.
‘‘Because all white men are e v il!” 

he snarled. “T he agent steals our 
food, our blankets, and leaves us 
hungry and cold. Then, when white 
thieves steal gold from the miners 
and kill them, the blame is placed 
on my people and the soldiers are 
sent out to kill us.

*<TTTH Y should we not die like
VV warriors, fighting, and not like 

dogs? W h y  should we not kill you, 
Grainger? You have come here 
searching for us, that you may lead 
the soldiers to kill us. Good. You 
have found the Cheyenne warriors, 
but you will guide no soldiers to 
their campfires! You die now.”

He lifted his hands. Instantly 
several of the young Indians fell 
upon Grainger. T hey twisted his 
hands behind his back and bound 
them cruelly tight, with strands of 
rawhide. This done, they began to 
drag him along between them, urg
ing him on with kicks and blows, 
dancing about him, promising him 
all sorts of torments.

Grainger felt the blood running 
cold in his veins. T his was more 
than he had bargained for. He had 
always been more or less friendly 
with Cloud-in-the-Morning, had in
deed done the war-chief one or two 
favors at the post; he had had lit
tle fear that the Cheyennes would do 
him any actual harm. But these In
dians mean to kill him. He could not 
doubt the deadly menace of their 
words and gestures.

‘ ‘W hat a fool I was not to shoot 
it out with ’em !” he thought.

C H A P T E R  III  

Injun Torture!

T T was plain that the chief be
lieved his people had a just 

J L  grievance— as indeed they had, 
as far as the agent was concerned. 
But how did they know of the re
ports that had reached General T erry  
at Fowler, regarding the supposed 
Indian responsibility for the killing 
of the isolated placer miners and the 
stealing of their gold caches?

It was this which had brought 
them to the pitch of desperation, 
this which had sent them on the 
warpath, on the ancient theory of 
being as well hanged for sheep as 
for lambs. So much was very plain 
to Grainger. And it seemed to the 
scout that there was some sinister 
purpose back of it all.

If the Indians took the warpath 
and did a few killings of their own, 
there would be little doubt that all 
the recent crimes along the old 
Laramie trail would be laid at their 
door. No one would stop to ask 
whether the Kendrick family or any 
of the others had been killed before 
the Cheyennes left the reservation, 
or afterward.

The slate would be wiped clean 
when the Cheyennes were finally 
rounded up by the troops— as they 
must be— to pay in blood for their 
defiance. It was therefore obvious 
enough to whose interest it would 
be to arouse the Indians.

The real murderers— the white men 
who, Grainger was certain, had per
petrated the Kendrick horror and 
probably all the others as well—  
must be behind this affair, somehow. 
T hey must have managed to convince 
Cloud-in-the-Morning that his people 
stood prejudged, convicted of crimes 
which were not theirs.

Could this be the work of Lara
mie Jones?

Certainly Jones k n e w  Indians;
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and just as certainly, Cloud-in-the 
Morning knew the truth. He knew 
who had put these mad thoughts 
into his head.

Grainger's heart began to beat a 
little faster. There was a chance 
yet.

If  only he could convince Cloud- 
in-the-Morning of his own sincerity, 
the chief might give him the clue 
that would enable him to unravel 
the whole bloody and terrible mys
tery.

IT  was in a little hidden pocket in 
the hills that Grainger captors at 

last halted; a little semicircular 
grassy glen, far from the trail, where 
some of the younger warriors 
watched the ponies of the war party. 
At a word from the sub-chief, 
Grainger was stripped to the waist 
and tied to a tree.

“ C a 1 1 Cloud - in - the - Morning,” 
Grainger requested in the Chey
enne tongue, looking about him in 
the gloom for the chief's feather 
headdress. The sub-chief laughed 
and struck the scout sharply in the 
face.

"He w ill be here soon,” he said. 
"He w ill come to watch you burn, 
white man. Gather wood, warriors, 
and bring fire. W e shall sec how 
bravely a white man can die.”

"Looks like my number’s up,” said 
Grainger to himself. "W here the 
hell can Cloud-in-the-Morning have 
got to?”

Enthusiastic hands were piling 
brush-wood about his feet. A war
rior was blowing the dull coals of 
the horse-herders’ fire into a blaze. 
Another was carefully cutting small 
pitch-pine splinters with his knife, 
grinning wickedly at Grainger the 
while.

"Soon there will be a hundred of 
those splinters burning in your hide, 
white dog!” snarled the sub-chief. 
"A nd that is only the beginning.”

"Here comes the chief,” called a 
warrior.

Cloud-in-the-Morning’s face was 
cold and expressionless in the fire
light, as he strode toward Grainger.

"Let the ceremony of death begin,” 
he ordered briefly.

"W a it  I” cried Grainger. "Cloud- 
in-the-Morning, listen to my words.” 

"You have no words fit for a 
chief's ears, Grainger,” said Cloud- 
in-the-Morning, grimly. “ A ll  white 
men speak w ith forked tongues.” 

"Have you ever known me to do 
so, Cloud-in-the-Morning?” demand
ed Grainger. “ Yet, not long ago, 
there has been someone who has 
spoken to you with a forked tongue. 
It is of that man that I would talk 
with the great war-chief of the 
Cheyenne nation, ere he lead his 
people over a precipice.”

"I do not listen to the white man 
any longer,” the chief answered 
angrily. "I have heard too many of 
those lying words. I have spoken.” 

He folded his arms.
A yell went up from the crowd of 

warriors, the yell of blood-hungry 
animals eager for the kill. The man 
who had been whittling the pine 
splinters sprang at the prisoner, three 
or four of the wicked little things 
in his fingers ready to thrust home 
in Grainger’s body.

AS he did so, the glen echoed to 
the whip-like crack of a rifle. 

The warrior plunged forward against 
Grainger, blood spouting from his 
bullet-torn throat. A s  he did so, the 
keen knife in his left hand ripped 
downward, tearing the skin of Grain
ger's right side and shearing through 
the rawhide thongs which bound his 
right wrist. Grainger bent instantly 
over, snatched the knife from the 
warrior’s relaxing hand, and cut the 
other thongs.

W ith  a howl, the sub-chief sprang 
at him. Again the mysterious rifle
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cracked ; the sub-chief stopped in 
full career, spun round and collapsed 
across the fire, scattering red em
bers in a dozen directions.

Grainger hurled himself to one 
side as a tomahawk whizzed through 
the air and buried itself in the tree 
just where his head had been. He 
grabbed the sub-chief’s tomahawk, 
flung it into the face of the nearest 
warrior. Leaping at another who 
came charging over the sub-chief's 
body, he bore the man backward by 
the sheer fury of his rush.

A  knife flickered toward his 
throat. He swung the painted body 
of his immediate foe to meet the 
deadly thrust, dropped the man 
amidst a shower of hot blood, and, 
stooping, dragged from beneath him 
the legs of one who came to the at
tack from behind. Something heavy 
flew from the Indian's hand and 
thudded to the ground. Grainger 
caught a glint of blue steel, pounced 
on the thing, found it was his own 
Colt.

HE shot down a big warrior who 
was just swinging a tomahawk 

in a killing blow, jammed the muzzle 
of the gun into a painted stomach at 
his left and pulled the trigger again. 
Then he was on his feet, running 
for dear life toward the hills above 
the glen of death.

A  hatchet flicked past him. Guns 
were exploding all over the glen, and 
bullets were whining all around him. 
But he was free, and armed, and his 
heart sang within him as he ran for 
the shelter of those wooded hills.

Above the frantic uproar of the 
warriors rose the voice of Cloud-in- 
the-M orning:

"The ponies! The ponies, you 
fools! Q u ick !”

"Y a y -e e !” yelled a voice in answer. 
“ Git along, you Injun cayuses! Scat
ter !”

Three or four pistol shots punc

tuated this yelling, and the ground 
was shaking with the hoof-beats of 
frightened ponies. One plunged past 
Grainger in the darkness, and with a 
single leap he had the animal by its 
beaded nose-stall, dragged it tremb
ling to a halt, and swung himself 
astride its bare back.

C H A P T E R  IV  

A n Account to Settle

KIC K IN G  his heels into the 
pony’s side, Grainger rode 
up the hill, away from the 

completely panic-stricken Indians, 
who were now thinking of nothing 
but recovering their all-important 
mounts.

A  shadow loomed at his side.
“ Hi yah, pardner!” said a laughing 

voice. "Guess we foxed them red
skins pretty neat that time.”

"You did, you mean!” replied 
Grainger, trying to see this stranger’s 
face in the darkness. " A l l  I can say 
is— thanks! And if  you ever want a 
man to do you a good turn, just 
come to Fort MacDowell and ask for 
Jerry Grainger. You sure saved my 
bacon for me.”

"Grainger! So yo u ’re the famous 
scout, eh?” There was a distinct 
sneer in the stranger’s tone, and all 
the laughter had left it.

"I reckon,” the man went on, “ that 
you and me got a little account to 
settle, Grainger, jest as soon’s we 
git far enough away from them red
skins to keep our hair from bein’ 
lifted. I'm Laramie Jones!”

A t  the same instant, the disc of 
the rising moon peeped above the 
crest of the distant hills. Its first 
silvery rays showed Grainger a lean, 
sinewy form riding beside him— and 
glinted on a red shirt.

Grainger fought down the first 
words that rose to his lips. This 
man might have tried to kill him 
that afternoon; but certainly he had
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saved him from a terrible death in 
the evening.

“ I think you’re right, Laramie 
Jones,” he said, in a voice which 
quivered with his efforts at self-re
straint. ‘'W e ’ll settle that account 
any way you say. Right now if you 
want to.”

“Yuh bushwackin’ murderer!” 
snarled Jones suddenly, and Grain
ger saw his teeth gleam between re
tracted lips. "Yuh low-down skunk! 
Sendin’ me a challenge to a fair 
fight, and then tryin’ to rub me out 
from behind a tree! W isht I ’d a 
known it was you them Injuns had! 
Y u h ’d be burnin’ now.”

^ T T T H A T  the hell do you mean?”
VV shouted Grainger. “ It was you 

that sent the challenge, you liar! 
And it was you that tried to ambush 
me! W hat sort of a bluff are you 
trying to pull on me, anyw ay?”

“W hy, yuh ornery, ly in ’— W hoa! 
W a it  a minute!” Jones checked his 
raging outburst in full career. “Yuh 
say yuh got a challenge from me? 
L e t ’s talk sensible an’ stop yellin ’. 
W e ’ll have the redskins atter us. 
W hat about this yere challenge, 
Grainger?”

“ You ought to know,” said Grain
ger sullenly. “ I got it this morning 
at Kendrick’s cabin— or what used to 
be Kendrick’s cabin before it was 
burned— ”

“Kendrick burned out?” interrupt
ed Laramie Jones. “ By God, that 
makes five miners burned out this 
week! I ’ll git the bloody - handed 
devils that are doin’ it, if it takes me 
a ye a r!”

Grainger’s mind fastened instantly 
on the implications of Jones’ words.

“ You don’t think it ’s redskins, 
then?” he demanded.

“ ’Course not,” replied Jones scorn
fully. "I seen three of the places. 
Not a sign o ’ redskins; not to me, 
anyhow. P lenty signs of low-down

white men that wanted to make it 
look like Injun doin’s. I f  yuh 
couldn't see the same, yuh shore ain’t 
got much right to call yerself a 
scout.”

"But the dispatch rider that 
brought your challenge said you 
thought it was Cloud-in-the-Morn- 
ing's war party,” Grainger exclaimed.

“ T h at’s what I give out. Didn’t 
want any word to git around that I 
suspicioned different,”  Jones ex
plained. “ I didn’t tell no one what 
I figgered on. ’cept ol’ Gin’ral Terry. 
I want to git these skunks dead to 
rights. But what about this chal
lenge yuh keep talkin’ about?”

“A  trooper from Fort Fowler gave 
it to me at Kendrick’s cabin. You 
know what it said, damn y o u !” 
Grainger’s self-restraint was slip
ping. “Challenged me to meet you 
an hour before sundown at Sugar 
Loaf H ill— to find out who was the 
better man. Said you’d be wearin’ 
a red shirt so's I ’d know you— ”

“ B y  God!” interrupted Jones in a 
tone of utter astonishment.

“— then you tried to bushwhack me 
on the way, as you damn’ well know,” 
Grainger wound up. “ Yes, and ran 
away like a coward, when I took 
after you through the brush.”

shore are an awful slick 
-L liar, Grainger,” said Jones 

slowly, “ or else— or else yuh’re fell
in’ the truth. In which case, boy, 
there is some of the dirtiest work 
a-goin' on in these parts that’s ever 
been heard of in W yom in ’ territory. 
The which is sayin’ a lot.”

“ Say, you saved my life and all 
that,” burst out Grainger, “but I ’m 
getting damn’ tired of being called 
names. W e're far enough away from 
the Injuns now. C ’mon, get off your 
horse and fight a man! I ’ ll teach 
you to call me a liar!”

“ Hold everything a minute, Grain
ger,”  said Laramie Jones, with per-
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feet calm. “ I ain’t afeerd to fight 
yuh. Jest wanta do a little thinkin’ 
first. See yere. I don’t suppose 
yuh ’ll believe me when I tell yuh* 
that I  got a challenge from you, at 
Fort Fowler last night.

dared me to meet yuh at
.-I- Sugar Loaf Hill, an hour be

fore sundown today. Y uh said yuh ’d 
be wearin’ buckskin huntin’ clothes, 
so’s I ’d know yuh. I went; and a 
feller in buckskin huntin’ clothes 
shore tried to bushwhack me. I 
chased him, but he got away. He 
shore had a fast-runnin’ roan hoss.”

“ Roan horse!’’ yelled Grainger. 
“ W h y, the man in a red shirt who 
tried to rub me out got away on a 
roan horse!”

There was a moment of grim si
lence as the two scouts rode on 
through the moonlit night, side by 
side.

Grainger’s thoughts were in a tur
moil. I f  Jones wasn’t ly ing— but, 
hell, he must be ly ing! T ry in g  to 
cover up, that was all. He was the 
man behind the murders. It all 
checked.

Even his rescue of Grainger— for 
he must have feared that Grainger, 
at the last minute, might induce 
Cloud-in-the-Morning to listen to 
reason. And Grainger’s appearance 
at Fort MacDowell with Cloud-in- 
the-Morning would mean the finish 
for whoever had deceived the chief 
into taking the warpath.

T he only thing Grainger couldn’t 
quite understand was w hy Jones 
hadn’t shot him dead as he came up 
the hill away from the Indian fires. 
There was plenty of chance to do it, 
and the Indians would have been 
blamed. I f  Jones feared Grainger on 
his trail so much that he went to all 
the trouble of an elaborate plan like 
this challenge business, then why not 
take so good a chance of getting rid 
o f  the man he feared?

Could it be possible that Jones was 
not lying? That there was some 
other, sinister mind behind all this 
business? Some scheming fiend who 
feared both scouts, and who planned 
to have them kill each other, or at 
least to have one killed and the other 
held for murder? Some devil who, 
not daring actual murder of a gov
ernment scout in broad daylight, had 
gone so far as to try to bushwhack 
each, thus inflaming each against the 
other to the point of shooting on 
sight ?

A  man can change his clothes 
sw iftly , reflected Grainger, but not 
the color of his horse. And he had 
already noted, in the moonlight, that 
Jones’ mount was a piebald pony of 
decidedly variegated hues.

But it was nonsense. W h o  in 
these parts had the brains to think 
up a plan like that? No one that 
Grainger could think o f;  certainly 
none of the thugs and road-agents 
occasionally encountered in trail- 
side rum-shops. No; Laramie Jones 
was his man. Grainger resolved to 
play safe, to watch and wait for the 
fe llow  to betray himself.

1 1 R A IN G E R ,” said Jones sudden- 
v T  ly, in a hard voice, “ I can’t 

figger out things no way, ’cept that 
y o ’re ly in ’. I f  yuh wanta fight— ” 

“ H oly snakes!” interrupted Grain
ger. “ Look at that!”

He pointed off to the northwest. A  
red glow throbbed against the hori
zon.

“ F ire !” cried Jones. “ Another pore 
devil gettin ’ wiped out— ”

“ Poor devil nothing!” snapped 
Grainger. “T here ’s only one house 
over that way, and that’s the Indian 
agency at Juniper Creek. Come on, 
Jones! I t ’s ten miles i f  it ’s an inch, 
but we’ve got to get there!”

I f  Laramie Jones hesitated, it was 
only for an instant.

“ A l l  right,” he cried. “ I’m with
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yuh, Grainger. W e ’ll ride together 
— till we see what’s goin’ on at the 
agency.”

“ Y o u ’re damned right w e ’ll ride 
together, Jones,”  muttered Grainger 
to himself. “ If  you think you ’re go
ing to get out of my reach, yo u ’re 
c ra z y !”

C H A P T E R  V  

Who Is “the Boss"?

T H E  red and sinister glare 
grew and throbbed like a liv
ing thing on the horizon as 
their ponies sped on, w ith the dis

tance-eating lope of the plains-bred 
horse.

There was no further speech be
tween the two scouts. Each rode 
in silence, nursing his own dark 
thoughts. But they were scouts first, 
and everything else afterward. Their 
instincts, stronger than any reason
ing, pulled them to a simultaneous 
halt.

“ I seen somethin’ ’gainst the sky
line,” muttered Jones.

“ On that ridge, right ahead there,” 
confirmed Grainger.

“ W hite man— saw his hat,” said 
Jones.

Grainger threw caution to the 
winds.

“ Scout to the left, will you? I ’ll 
go right, and we’ll close in on him 
as he comes down the hill,”  he sug
gested.

“ I ’m on my way,” agreed Jones, 
and faded into the night, his pony’s 
hoofs silent on the grass.

Grainger urged his Indian mount 
to the right, made a wide semicircle 
and halted, peering up at the ridge. 
He could see nothing; but his ears 
served him better than his eyes. He 
caught the low pad-pad of hoofs, and 
after that, came the faint echo of a 
human voice.

His pony threw up its head. 
Grainger's plunge to earth, his sw ift

snatch for its nostrils were not quick 
enough to stop a whinny that rang 
through the silent hills like a clap 
of thunder.

“ H i!” said a rough voice only 
about a hundred feet away. “ W hat 
the hell’s that?”

“ Jest a stray Injun pony, I reckon,” 
somebody else spoke up. “ Come on, 
Bill. W e got to hurry— I wanta git 
back. I don’t trust the boss, sendin’ 
us off thisaway. Looks as i f  he 
wanted to git rid of us. A n ’ he 
knows where the cache is.”

Grainger had remounted and was 
riding closer. Now he could see the 
two men, vague shadows in the moon
light.

“ Hands u p !”  he ordered sharply.
The shadows stopped moving.
“ W h o ’re yo u ?” a voice demanded.
“ Government scout,” Grainger an

nounced. “ W here are you men from, 
and where are you going?”

“ W hy, w e ’re trappers from up 
Montana way, scout,”  the voice an
swered. “ W e heard tell there was 
good trappin’ down in Colorado, so 
we thought w e ’d try our luck down 
thar. Yuh see— ”

HE was edging his horse nearer, 
and Grainger wasn’t at all sure 

both his hands were aloft.
“ Yuh see,” the man went on, "our 

trappin’ grounds up in the Smokies 
sorta give out— take that, yuh lousy 
s p y !”

The words were punctuated by the 
flash and cannon-like roar of an old 
frontier-model Colt. But Grainger 
had been ready. He rolled off his 
pony as the man’s movement betrayed 
his intent. From behind the pony 
the scout fired once; the would-be 
murderer gave a sort of gasping 
grunt and then he tumbled out of his 
saddle.

The other man gave a yell of rage 
and spurred forward, gun roaring. A  
bullet ripped through the pony’s
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neck, and the poor beast went to its 
knees.

From the darkness beyond, a rifle 
cracked once. The man screamed, 
lifted himself in his stirrups and 
plunged forward over his horse’s 
neck.

him !” exulted Laramie
V J  Jones, taking form in the 

vague light.
Grainger was bending over the man 

he had shot. T he fellow was a rough
looking scoundrel, with a villainous, 
stupid face.

He was quite d ead ; shot through 
the head.

“ L e t ’s have a look at yours, Jones,” 
suggested Grainger.

Jones lit a match.
The man he had shot lay beside 

his motionless horse.
In his fall he had pulled the reins 

down over the animal's head, and the 
beast had been trained to stand still 
under such conditions.

The second man was, if  possible, 
even more scoundrelly in appearance 
than his companion. Blood was 
spreading darkly on the breast of his 
mackinaw. But as the match flick
ered in his face, he slowly opened his 
eyes.

He tried to lift himself on one el
bow, his eyes glaring hate in the 
match flare.

“ Laramie Jones!” he gasped out. 
“ Damn yore liver! I ’ll— ”

But the effort of speech was too 
much for his punctured lung. Blood 
gushed from his twisted lips; he col
lapsed, dead.

“ You know him, eh?” Grainger 
said softly, trying to keep the edge 
of suspicion from his voice.

“ I know him, shore,” Jones agreed. 
“ Black Bill Fenton, his name is. 
H e’s from Montana, all right, an’ I 
reckon he’s wanted for about a dozen 
stage-coach robberies, to say nothing 
o f  a coupla murders.

“ I seen him when they had him in 
the guard house at ol’ Fort Keogh, 
’bout a year ago. He broke out one 
night an’ ain’t been heard of sence.”

“ I see,” Grainger remarked. "Guess 
we’d better search these two dead 
birds.”

T hey found nothing suspicious; 
no sign of gold dust, or loot of any 
kind.

“ You heard what was said about 
‘the boss’ sending these rascals off—  
about a cache?” Grainger demanded.

“ I shore did,” rejoined Jones. “ Say, 
we better be g ittin ’ on. That fire’s 
dyin’ down. Maybe we’ll find the 
answer to all this at the agency—  
an’ maybe not.”

Grainger possessed himself of the 
deceased Fenton’s horse.

^TV/TAYBE not,” he reflected as
•L’ J- they rode ahead. “ Maybe not 

is right. Looks to me as though 
Jones is ‘the boss’ ; and that Fenton 
was cursing him w ith his dying 
breath for a double-crossing traitor.

“ I ’m dead sure that a smart man 
who was working with skunks like 
those two would want to get rid of 
’em as soon as he’d finished using 
’em.

“ Dead men tell no tales. I ’m watch
ing Mr. Jones mighty careful from 
now on.”

It took them another hour of gruel
ing cross-country riding to reach the 
agency. A n  hour during which the 
glow of the burning building died 
lower and lower, until at last, when 
they drew rein at the foot of the hill 
on which the agency was located, 
there was nothing left but a great 
mass of glowing embers, out of which 
a log or two thrust up red arms as 
though in silent accusation to an 
unhearing Heaven.

“ Don’t seem to be nobody about,” 
Jones muttered.

“ Come on, then.” Grainger, stiff 
and sore from long riding, forgot hig
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aches as he urged his horse uphill. 
W hat would they find at the agency?

C H A P T E R  V I  

Scouts’ Honor

G R A IN G E R ’S Colt was in his 
hand as he dropped to the 
ground, as close to the 

smoldering building as he could get 
for the heat.

His eyes searched the gloom; 
Nothing. He walked slow ly around 
the building, aware of Jones moving 
silently at his side. His boot struck 
something soft. He halted, moving 
his foot a little.

“ Dead man here, Jones,”  he mut
tered. “ Got another match?”

A  blue flame spluttered in the 
other’s hand; both men bent lower. 

“ God!” breathed Jones softly.
The body was headless; the de

spoiled shoulders lay in a great pool 
o f  clotted blood.

It  was the body of a plump man, 
clad in a brown civilian suit with 
the tops of the trousers jammed into 
riding boots.

“ I t ’s Griggs— the Indian agent,” 
Grainger muttered. “ I know his 
duds. But who chopped off his head? 
T hat’s no Injun trick. Scalping, 
yes; but not cutting off heads. Never 
heard of an Injun doing such a 
thing.”

“ Neither’d I,”  said Jones, in an 
odd voice.

Both men straightened up; their 
eyes met. Instinct flashed a quick 
warning to Grainger— he had the 
feeling that Jones was about to whip 
out a gun. His fingers itched to 
level his own Colt and bid Jones 
"stick 'em up.”

Poor Griggs, lying there so foully 
murdered.

“ I reckon,”  said Jones slowly, 
“ that Griggs mought’s well be daid 
as breakin’ rock at Leavenworth. 
T h e y ’se a government inspector at

Fowler right now, headin’ out this 
way to check up on Griggs. Reckon 
Griggs couldn't stand no inspection.”

Grainger looked down at the body.
“The hell you say, Laramie Jones!” 

he muttered. “ Now that’s right 
queer! I ’m beginning to think—  
say! L e t ’s look around here for 
s ig n !

“ Look for wagon tracks! I ’ve got 
a hun ch!”

T h ey  found the wagon tracks, 
plainly visible close to the smolder
ing building.

“ Small wagon —  one-horse —  come 
on, Jones!” cried Grainger, swinging 
to saddle. “ The peddler! I ’d for
gotten the peddler!”

Side by side, they spurred out 
from the agency grounds.

“ The north tra il !” Grainger cried. 
“ This way— it’s his one chance. He’d 
not dare go south, to turn into the 
patrols that’ll be out all along the 
Laramie trail. H e’ll go north— no 
forts that w ay.”

T hey rode fast, keeping mostly on 
the grass at the trail’s side and halt
ing every now and then to listen.

"W h at yuh listenin’ fer, pardner?” 
Jones asked, after the fourth or fifth 
halt.

“ I hear what I ’m listening for, 
right now,”  Grainger answered. 
“ Listen— you hear it?”

FR O M  far ahead, borne on the 
wings of the mountain breeze, 

came a faint tinny clatter.
“ Somethin’ movin’ on the trail up 

there— it’s a w agon!” Jones an
nounced.

“ He’s seen us by now! Ride like 
hell— before he takes to the brush!” 
Grainger cried.

The two ponies thundered forward 
along the trail side by side. Sudden
ly  the wagon stopped. A  tongue of 
red flame licked backward from it; 
a bullet whined between the two 
horsemen.
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A gain  the rifle flashed from the 
wagon— again— again.

Grainger’s horse stumbled, recov
ered, kept gamely on.

T h e  wagon was very close now. 
Grainger saw a shadow dive from the 
front seat and run toward the brush. 
He drove his heels into the pony’s 
sides, hurled the little animal straight 
at the fugitive. T he man dodged 
back, saw Jones riding at him from 
the other side, whirled to run up the 
trail.

GR A I N G E R  flung his Colt straight 
and true. T he  heavy weapon hit 

the back of the runner’s head and 
down he went. T he next instant 
Grainger was on his back, pinning 
him to earth.

“ W anted to take him alive,”  he 
panted as Jones ran up. “ W anted to 
see the skunk hang. H e’s knocked 
out, but he’ll come to in a minute. 
Look at this poke o’ gold dust he 
was carrying! W e  got our man, all 
r ig h t!”

He stood up, Colt ready in his 
left  hand in case the unconscious 
prisoner should stir. His right went 
out to Laramie Jones.

“ Shake, pardner,” said Jerry Grain
ger. “ I sure owe you an apology 
for what I ’ve been thinking about 
you this past couple of hours.” 

Jones’ hand met his in a firm grip. 
“ The same to you, G rainger!” said 

he. “ I reckoned all the time it was 
you doin’ all the dirty work.”

“ M e !” Grainger was suddenly ap
palled at the realization that he had 
been as suspect to Jones as Jones 
had been to him.

“ But I ’d sure like to know,”  Jones 
went on, “ how this yere peddler 
worked his schemes. He ain’t been 
seen about till today.”

“ T h a t ’s no peddler,” Grainger said 
grimly. “T he peddler lies dead back 
there, beside the agency. T h is  bird 
figured he’d get rid of his pals and 
make his getaway— as he had to, 
pronto— and how could he do it bet
ter than as a peddler, with nobody 
looking for himself ’cause he was 
supposed to be dead?”

He rolled the unconscious man 
over as he spoke.

The plump face of Griggs, the In
dian agent, was bathed in the pitiless 
moonlight.

“ W ell,  I ’ll be— say, Grainger! 
H o w ’d yuh git wise so quick, back 
there? H ow ’d yuh know that wasn’t 
G rigg s ’ body?” demanded Jones 
sw iftly.

“ T he hands— they were clean— even 
the fingernails. Nobody ever heard 
of Griggs washing himself, much 
less cleaning his nails. And then I 
remembered the peddler— ’bout the 
same build— neat-looking. T he wagon 
tracks cinched it. It was G rigg s ’ 
big chance for a clean getaw ay.”

“ Shake, ag ’in, pardner,”  chuckled 
Laramie Jones, “ I takes my hat off 
to yuh. Y o ’re shore a number one 
scout!"
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C H A P T E R  I

The Voices in the Cabin

M ID N IG H T . A stifling,brood
ing mugginess hung over 
the Yellow  Sea. Close, 

tropical stars blazed their orange 
light overhead, reflected in the sul
len, oily waters hissing resentfully 
from the sharp bows of the American 
Oriental liner, President, cleaving her 
w ay toward Shanghai.

On the lofty starboard wing of 
the ship’s flying-bridge, Junior Offi
cer Jimmy Farquhar, long legs spread 
and braced, swayed as she lifted to 
the uneasy heave of a ground swell.

With desperate lury.

He had just come on watch. For a 
moment, he was held by the spell of 
the sea which was his heritage.. 
Leaning back against the rail, he 
filled deep lungs, oblivious to 2II but 
the night’s magic.

“ W h ere ’s t h a t  blasted f o u r t h  
mate?” The irritated growl of the 
watch officer, impatient for relief, 
aroused Jimmy to sudden conscious
ness of his surroundings— the odor 
of paint through stifling heat, the 
binnacle’s dim glow, and, throbbing 
like the return of his own bitter 
thoughts, the steady pulse of the 
dark ship under his feet.

“ He— ” Jimmy started to answer, 
t h e n  checked himself, painfully 
aware that the query was addressed, 
not to himself as it ordinarily would 
have been, but to the quartermaster. 
A hot flush spread over his tanned 
face. W ith  it, the Old Man’s words 
again rang in his ears.
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“ T here ’s no berth on this ship for 
an officer who gets drunk on w a tc h ! 
And in the mail hatch, of all places!” 
he had thundered. “ Y o u ’re through, 
mister! I ’d relieve you now, but I 
can’t replace you till we get back to 
San Francisco. Y o u ’ll have to serve 
till then!”

That had been at Kobe. Jimmy had 
not been drunk! He had been doped! 
He had taken one glass of Asahi beer 
furnished by his brother junior offi
cer, “ Blackie” Regan. Ten minutes 
later, he had gone out like a light.

The fourth officer had just been 
hospitalized and Regan got the pro
motion for which Jimmy had been 
slated. Jimmy was sentenced to what 
amounted to banishment from posts 
of command on the sea. And he was 
only twenty-five.

W ith  a quick stride, he crossed the 
bridge. He had a deep regard for 
truth and frankness. The angry sug

gestion that rose to his lips— that 
Regan might be framing the third 
officer to get himself another promo
tion— would only provoke m o r e  
trouble. So he choked it back. Clear, 
blue eyes smoldering with resent
ment, he went about the first duty 
of his watch— to retard the clocks 
one hour to China time.

A  lithe, white uniformed figure, he 
swung down the ladder and stepped 
into the shaded light of the chart 
room. He checked his watch with a 
chronometer, descended to “ B ” deck.

At the entrance to the dining sa
loon, he opened the clock over the 
big mirror. He set the hands back 
from twelve-ten to eleven-ten. The 
slight click as he closed the front of 
the clock sounded curiously loud in 
the oppressive stillness pervading the 
dimly lighted passageways.

A  sense of isolation, heightened 
by the moaning creak of timbers,
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stole over Jimmy. He turned about 
to hurry away and came to a sud
den stop. His ears had caught a 
voice; a dead voice— oily, toneless, 
sinister— scarcely above a whisper, 
drifting thinly from a stateroom door 
a few feet distant. Into the gloom 
of the passageway, a band of yellow 
light shot from the crack of the door 
standing slightly ajar on its ventila
tion hook.

JIM M Y  had heard that unforget
table voice before. Back in San 

Francisco, during the rush of last 
minute cargo loading when he had 
been supervising the stowage on the 
poop of a Chinese coffin, it had 
reached his ears for a mere instant 
during a sharp lull in the pounding 
din of steamwinches. He had glanced 
around and had caught a brief 
glimpse of the back of a scrawny 
Chinese talking to Blackie Regan.

Jimmy shrugged his shoulders and 
was about to go on, when that thin 
whisper pronounced his own name!

Startled, Jimmy faced the door, 
straining forward rigidly. He heard 
the mumbling of an indistinct Am er
ican voice within the stateroom. His 
mind again flashed back to San Fran
cisco and the scrawny Chinese, with 
the warped hand, talking to Blackie 
Regan.

“ You und’stand,” the dead voice 
went on. “ This other and you are 
finish.”

There was a mumbled question in 
reply.

“ No money!” There was a harsh 
note in the voice. “ T il l  these— ” the 
crisp rustle of paper came to Jimmy 
“— an’— the— ah— goods are deliver to 
proper han’s !”

Jimmy’s thoughts were in a tur
moil. W as this why Regan was late 
on watch? W as he in that state
room? I f  so, then his own name 
linked with that whispered, "T h is  
other an’ you are finish,”  hinted at

something, behind that doped glass 
of beer, deeper than a promotion to 
fourth officer! But first he had to 
make sure that the American in the 
stateroom was Regan.

Cautiously Jimmy tip-toed to the 
door. In his eagerness he forgot the 
flashlight he held in his hand until 
he knocked it sharply against the 
bulkhead.

An ominous silence fell on the 
occupants of the stateroom fo l
lowing the flashlight’s clatter. Silent
ly cursing his clumsiness, Jimmy 
darted a glance at the room number 
and dodged back into the darkened 
dining saloon. A s  he whisked around 
a protecting corner he glimpsed a 
withered, claw-like hand stealthily 
reaching for the hook on the state
room door.

Jimmy immediately got a safe dis
tance aft. Regan wouldn’t dare ab
sent himself from the bridge any 
longer. Much as Jimmy wanted to 
wait and see who came out of that 
cabin door, i f  he were seen in the 
vicinity he would instantly be con
nected with that rap on the bulk
head. He could not afford to fall un
der suspicion until he knew more 
about that conference.

A S he went about setting the rest 
of the clocks, every detail of his 

experience revolved sw iftly  in his 
mind. W hat were Regan— if it was 
Regan— and the scrawny Chinese 
plotting? There had been mention 
of goods. Guns? Not on Captain 
M cH eltie ’s ship! W hat then? There 
did not seem to be any answer, es
pecially one that required Regan to 
be promoted to fourth officer.

Suddenly Jimmy remembered that 
rustle of papers and the words that 
seemed to refer to them. The an
swer would be there. I f  he could 
only get a look at those papers— !

W ith  discharge and disgrace mov
ing inexorably minute by minute to
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meet him, Jimmy had been in des
pair. Now, with a faint shadow of 
hope that he might clear himself, he 
underwent, with the quick resiliency 
of youth, a complete change of spirit. 
His clean cut face lighted. He un
consciously straightened his shoul
ders and a gleam of determination 
replaced the resentment in his eyes.

C H A P T E R  II

The W ithered Hand

W H E N  he had finished be
low, he returned to the 
bridge. Blackie Regan, a 

lean, swarthy fellow of medium 
height with a sneering gash of a 
mouth, was at his post. He looked 
at Jimmy suspiciously from close-set, 
sh ifty  gray eyes.

“T ook you a helluva long time to 
set those clocks!" he growled.

Jimmy looked down from his mus
cular six feet. “ Yeah?” he grinned.

He didn’t know he was grinning. 
Most people glare and snarl when 
aroused to fighting pitch. Jimmy 
grinned. It was the sort of grin he 
had worn the night he rescued W o n g 
Koo, the ship’s interpreter, from the 
murderous knives of thieving L as
cars on the docks of Hong Kong.

His expression did not change at 
Regan’s question. But he watched 
Regan with narrowed eyes as he 
added evenly: “ And it took you a 
helluva long time to get on w atch!” 

There was a flash of apprehension 
in Regan’s eyes. It was instantly 
gone. Jimmy could feel him tighten.

“ I t ’s none of yer dam’ business 
when I come on w atch!” he grated 
tensely.

“ Yes, s ir !” replied Jimmy blandly, 
and gazed thoughtfully after Regan 
as the fourth officer strode stiffly to 
the ladder and went down to the 
bridge-deck. As brief as the play of 
words had been, coupled with R e
gan’s nervous anxiety, it was enough

to convince Jimmy that he had been 
right in assuming Regan to have 
been the man with the Chinese in 
stateroom seventeen.

Growing more sure of his ground 
every minute, he laid his plans to at
tempt to re-establish himself. Shortly 
before noon, he summoned to his 
quarters the ship’s interpreter. Seated 
on the transom seat of his cabin, 
he mopped the perspiration from his 
face.

The m uggy heat had just forced 
him to loosen the collar of his uni
form jacket when W ong Koo, a well 
built young Cantonese with the face 
of a scholar and the heart of a war
rior, appeared in the doorway, his 
teeth gleaming in a vast grin. Jim
my motioned him inside and closed 
the door. “ W o n g Koo,” he said, “ I 
need your help.”

“ I am most humbly yours to com
mand,” replied W o n g Koo, instantly 
serious, alert. Jimmy was his hero. 
Jimmy had saved his life. His life 
was Jim m y’s to use.

JIM M Y  briefly sketched the situa
tion. “ W hat I want you to do,”  he 

concluded, “ is to get that man with 
a withered hand away from his cabin 
at ten minutes to twelve, and keep 
him away as long as you can.”

“ It will be easy to get him out of 
his cabin,” nodded W o n g Koo. “ He 
is of the northern Chinese and dis
embarks at Shanghai tomorrow. I 
will get him to identify his baggage 
in the baggage room. I do not know 
how long I can keep him.”

“ T hat’s all right," said Jimmy. 
" W e ’ll just have to take a chance 
that I have time to find what I want.” 

It lacked only a few minutes of 
the time Jimmy had set when W o n g 
Koo hurried away. Jimmy waited in 
his quarters until he had just time to 
arrive at the cabin below at the ap
pointed minute.

W hen he reached “ B ” deck pass
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ageway, no one was in sight. Sw iftly  
he stepped to the door of cabin 
seventeen and entered. W ong Koo 
had made good.

The man with the withered hand 
was absent.

Jimmy glanced quickly around the 
small room, which even at midday 
reflected something of the sinister 
nature of its occupant. Squatting in 
one corner, ever the symbol of trav
eling China, leaned a red-splotched 
basket of Chinese provisions. A  small 
leather trunk beneath one bed and a 
suitcase on the transom seat caught 
Jimmy’s eye.

W ith  a stride he crossed the gray 
carpet. A  quick search through the 
suitcase revealed nothing. He was 
turning towards the trunk when his 
eye fell on a briefcase, in a corner 
of the seat almost concealed by a 
spread newspaper.

Jimmy snatched up the newspaper. 
The briefcase was empty. But under 
it, in a pile of other papers, as 
though the briefcase and newspaper 
had been hurriedly thrown over all 
to conceal them, was a radiogram 
clipped to several sheets of letter- 
size paper that were covered with 
Chinese characters.

TH E  radiogram was coded, with the 
translation beneath the code 

groups. Among the words, Regan’s 
name leaped out at him!

Before he had a chance to read the 
rest of the radiogram, footsteps 
sounded in the passageway outside. 
Jimmy stood tense. He heard W ong 
K oo ’s voice shouting a question 
meant to warn him. The footsteps 
paused. An answer went back in that 
dead voice.

The man whose cabin Jimmy had 
illegally entered had come back soon 
enough to cut off his escape. De
terminedly, he 6tuffed the papers 
into his pocket. He shot a desperate 
glance about the room.

There was no place to hide. H e’d 
have to knock the man out. That 
wouldn’t do, either. The door knob 
was turning. W ith  sudden impulse, 
Jimmy flattened himself against the 
bulkhead next the door. It swung 
open, concealing him for the mo
ment.

The man with the withered hand 
must have instantly dicovered that 
the newspaper and the briefcase had 
been moved. For a second there was 
complete silence. Then, with a hoarse 
cry of rage, he hurled himself toward 
the transom.

JIM M Y , while the man was w ild ly  
pawing through his papers, slip

ped from behind the door, darted 
into the passageway. There was an
other cry behind him. He had had 
no hope of escaping observation. But 
come what might, he was grim ly de
termined to hide those papers until 
he could find out what they con
tained.

In close pursuit, the man with the 
withered hand mouthed shrill whis
perings. A t  the end of the passage
way, W o n g Koo gave Jimmy a blank 
stare; then, with his eyes on Jimmy’s 
back, he stepped sk illfu lly  in front 
of his pursuer. Down they went to 
the deck with a crash.

Jimmy threw a glance back. W ong 
Koo was scrambling to his feet, full 
of apologies. A  barrage of invectives 
was pouring from the man he had 
tripped as the Chinese rose and 
plunged on after Jimmy.

But with W o n g K oo ’s crafty 
aid, Jimmy had a good lead. He 
spurted headlong across the empty 
dining saloon, up the midship com
panion to “ A ” deck. He would lose 
his pursuer aft and below, then 
double back to his quarters to hide 
his prize. He dashed through a door
w ay onto the after deck beneath the 
promenade overhang, only to bring 
up short. D irectly in his line of
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flight, their backs toward him, stood 
the Old Man and the chief mate!

C H A P T E R  III 

Spawn o i Darkness

D E S P E R A T E ,  Jimmy turned: 
to be caught with those 
papers on his person would 

be disastrous. Visions of federal 
prison flashed across his mind.

The weather door to the hospital 
at his right was secured. He dared 
not risk fumbling with its clumsy 
fastenings. Trapped by a deck house 
on his le ft  and his pursuer to the 
rear, Jimmy glanced quickly about.

Fortunately, except for the Old 
Man and the mate, the deck was 
deserted. A Chinese coffin stood just 
outside the hospital, its roughly 
hewn, dark-stained planks contrasting 
sharply with the clean whiteness of 
the deck. A  loose, disarranged cover 
half  revealed its gruesome contents.

W ith  a flash of inspiration Jimmy 
raised the lid of the coffin. Beneath 
the shoulder of its occupant he slip
ped the folded papers.

S w ift  footsteps were tapping down 
the passageway. He struggled with 
the hospital door. It swung open 
just as his pursuer reached the deck. 
A  quick look back as he slipped 
through the entrance filled him with 
a vivid impression of grotesque un
reality.

A  Chinese in European dress, his 
mummy-like head thrust forward on 
a scrawny neck, stood near the coffin, 
half raising a withered, claw-like 
hand. His baffled eyes, malevolent, 
hypnotic glowing bits of black jade, 
darted about like the eyes of a snake.

W ith  a shiver, Jimmy secured the 
door behind him. He hurried through 
the hospital and the doctor’s office. 
Soon he was breathing the clean air 
o f  the boat deck and a moment later 
had made the bridge, ten minutes 
late for the afternoon watch.

“ Y o u ’re a passenger now, eh?” 
greeted Regan with a sneer. ‘‘Doesn’t 
make any difference when you come 
on watch!”

Jimmy smothered the sharp retort 
that flared to his lips. He had to get 
permission to leave the bridge be
fore the bos’n and his crew finished 
their noon meal and sealed that 
coffin. Being late on watch was not 
going to make that easy.

W ith  the possession of those papers 
had come a sense of imminent peril, 
vague, intangible, seeping through 
him like a chill fog. He paced the 
bridge, still shaky inside.

The voice of a quartermaster 
sounded at his elbow: “ Captain wants 
to see you, sir.” He looked at Jimmy 
curiously.

JI M M Y ’S heart contracted. It had 
come, he thought. W ell, he’d 

stick to his guns. He squared his 
shoulders, went into the chart rocm.

Captain McHeltie, a man of slight
ly more than medium height and of 
quick, athletic build, was pacing the 
deck. His grim uprightness, topped 
with a hardbitten face beneath a 
shaggy, gray mane, reminded Jimmy 
o f case-hardened steel. He swung 
bleak eyes on Jimmy, lips tighten
ing:

“W e ll,  mister!” he snapped. “ I 
have a report that you were hanging 
around the passenger quarters and 
couldn’t get to the bridge on time 
for your watch! W hat about it?” 

“ Yes, sir.” Jimmy’s quiet voice was 
firm, despite the apprehension clutch
ing his insides.

“ You know the regulations, Mis
ter! A n y  more of this and you’ll 
be dealt with accordingly! That’s 
a l l ! ” He glared a dismissal.

“Yes, sir,” said Jimmy. Surprised, 
intensely relieved, he turned on his 
heel, stumbled out the door. It was 
highly significant that the man with 
the withered hand had raised no out
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cry about those papers. Significant 
and sinister. Then he groaned. W ith  
the Old Man still in a cold rage 
over that mail hatch business, this 
latest development precluded any 
possible chance of leaving the bridge 
before his watch below. That coffin 
would be sealed and stowed on the 
poop for Hong Kong discharge 
alongside the one loaded at San 
Francisco.

AS he trod the bridge in the sticky 
heat, an awful, expectant stillness 

hung in the air, as though the whole 
universe were holding its breath. 
Even thinking was difficult. The 
voice o f  the Old Man came to him 
for an instant as he passed the wheel, 
“— typhoon to south’ard.” Typhoon 
or no typhoon, thought Jimmy, to
night at midnight would be his only 
chance to get those papers— when he 
made his regular trip through the 
steerage.

A t  four o’clock, just relieved, he 
stood on the threshold of his room, 
lips pursed in a silent, amazed whis
tle. The tiny cabin had been thor
oughly ransacked.

He surveyed the wreckage for an 
instant, then reached for an electric 
button to summon the room boy to 
straighten things about. A  single 
sheet of note paper pinned to the 
pillow on his bunk caught his eye. 
S low ly he picked it up, reading the 
message written in a sprawling 
hand:

“ I f  those papers are not returned 
before eight tonight, you w ill 
never reach Shanghai."

In the lower right hand corner, 
stamped in red ink, glared a peculiar 
Chinese chop; to Jimmy, the red ink 
looked like blood.

There was a sound behind him. 
W hitefaced, he swung around. It was 
only the bell-boy. He changed his 
mind about having the room squared

away. The explaining of that chop 
was more important.

“T ell  interpreter come this side,” 
he instructed.

“ Yes, sah,”  grunted the boy and 
glided away.

“Mustn’t get the jitters,” muttered 
Jimmy. T akin g  a firm grip on him
self, he started replacing the gear 
strewn about the room. He had near
ly  finished when W o n g  Koo ap
peared. Silently Jimmy handed him 
the death threat. W o n g  Koo read it, 
then stared w ith fascinated eyes at 
the lower right hand corner.

U T T  is the- chop of H ’sin T u n g !”
-*• he whispered tensely. Then, at 

the question in Jimmy’s eyes, he be
trayed his deep concern by the slight 
native ornateness that always colored 
his speech when under stress of 
emotion:

“ Return the papers,” he entreated 
earnestly. “ Throughout the empire 
of my fathers, he is known as the 
Black Dragon. Spawn of the W orld 
of Darkness— trafficker in opium, 
slave girls, all that is evil. His 
talons, red with blood of his victims, 
extend to the far corners of the 
earth! None escape— mercy is un
known to his black h eart! It is 
death to those who cross h im !”

“ The man with the withered 
hand— ?” questioned Jimmy sharply. 
He stood tensed forward, feet slightly 
apart, mentally noting that W ong 
K o o ’s outburst was inspired, not of 
fear, but of regard for Jimmy’s 
safety.

“No— ,” answered W o n g  Koo, dark 
eyes glowing fiercely. “ He is an un
derling. The Black Dragon moves 
only in secret, under shelter of dark
ness.”

And when, after offering his hum
ble aid, W o n g  Koo had gone, Jimmy 
finished stowing his gear. He had no 
thought of returning those papers 
until the contents were known to
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him. The prospect of physical danger 
put him on edge, keyed almost to a 
point of exhilaration. He shoved in 
the last drawer, then went into the 
officers’ mess for dinner.

A fte r  dinner, he returned to his 
room. The gloom of the deserted 
passageway made him cautious. In 
spite of the heat, he locked the door 
and across the open port in the for
ward bulkhead drew a curtain.

Throwing his jacket on his bunk, 
he lit a cigarette. For the sake of 
what little coolness he could derive 
from the smooth leather upholster
ing, he lay down on the transom 
seat opposite his bunk.

The ship would arrive at Fairway 
Buoy pilot station at exactly mid
night. Regan would receive the pilot, 
as he came aboard, through one of 
the side ports forward. For those 
few minutes, all eyes would be on the 
pilot— all but Jimmy’s. That would 
be when he would make his trip to 
the steerage.

I f  he timed it to the minute, he 
could make the poop and have sev
eral minutes to work, with practi
cally no chance of being observed. He 
revolved every detail, every possible 
chance of a slip, over and over in his 
mind. Loose articles bumped softly 
to the uneasy motion of the ship as 
she alternately rose to a swell and 
slid into the trough. . . . The faint 
whine of turbine gears came to him 
soothingly . . . drowsiness stole over 
him . . .  he closed his eyes.............

C H A P T E R  IV  

The Chinese Junk

HE W A S  next conscious of 
what seemed to be a horrible 
nightmare. O f glittering, 
black jade eyes peering from an evil 

yellow face— of his own breath com
ing in great gasps and a numbness 
creeping over his limbs. He strug
gled, striving to cry out— to pierce,

from beneath leaden eyelids, the 
thick darkness.

W ith  a mighty effort, choking and 
gagging, he struggled to his feet—  
half sensed a face vanishing from 
the port. Something filling his lungs 
from the m uggy air sapped his 
strength. His knees buckled under 
him. But he managed to grab the 
door knob and turn the key. The 
door came open. Fresh air immedi
ately revived him and he realized 
that there’d been no nightmare.

HE dashed down the short passage
way and onto the boat deck. Not 

a sight or sound of anyone. Slipping 
quickly forward to where he would 
have a view athwartship, his gaze 
encountered the same absence of any 
human movement. From the bridge 
four bells suddenly rang, with star
tling clearness across the night, the 
hour of ten.

Raising his eyes, Jimmy saw the 
bulky figure of the watch officer as 
he paced slow ly back and forth, to 
be pilhouetted for an instant against 
a sk> where scattered clouds had 
begun to scurry across the face of a 
pale moon. Eerie, blue streaks of 
lightning periodically flared across 
the horizon. A  soft, weird moaning 
played in the rigging.

Jimmy hurried back to his room, 
snapped on the light. A t  once his 
eye caught the glitter, on the inboard 
edge of his bunk, of several bits of 
thin, curved glass. Lips tightening 
in understanding, he swept them into 
his hand, dropped them into a waste
basket. “ Gas bomb!” he grunted.

A  grim seriousness came into his 
eyes. Like the king cobra, H ’sin 
T u n g ’s murderous agent had struck 
with deadly intent, sw iftly  and si
lently. His cunning attack brought 
home with compelling force to Jim
my the ruthless strategy of this de
formed Chinese.

True, Jimmy had escaped this time,
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but he had yet to regain those papers. 
Again, with renewed caution, he 
ticked of? every detail of his plan 
to open that sealed coffin.

The deep-throated bellowing of 
the ship’s whistle, a jangling of bells, 
the silence that fell over her as she 
lost way, announced arrival two 
hours later at the pilot station. 
Armed with a screw-driver to raise 
the coffin lid, Jimmy slipped aft. 
Every sense was alert to a possible 
ambush from the man with the w ith
ered hand.

TH E after deck was deserted of 
passengers or crew. Close air 

stirred fitfully to sudden gusts of hot 
wind. Grotesque, bleak-eyed junks 
like monstrous phantom ships slipped 
past, heeling to the freshening 
breeze. A huge one was standing just 
astern.

Making the poop, Jimmy stole 
soundlessly to the two coffins. They 
rested just forward of the looming 
white bulk of the canvas hooded 
hand-steering-gear. The near one, he 
was sure, was the one he wanted. He 
knelt beside it—

“ Don’t m ove!” hissed a tense, oily 
voice.

A  galvanic reflex started Jimmy 
upright.

“ W h u p l” The cold nose of a gun 
jammed against his neck at the base 
of his brain. “ Put up your han’s !” 
hissed the voice. The potential death 
in that tone of command sent his 
hands unhesitatingly above his head. 
“Now, stan’ up, s lo w ly !”

Jimmy complied.
“ Over here!” came the order, in the 

unmistakable tones of the man with 
the withered hand. Jimmy was 
shoved to a place in back of the 
steering gear.

“ You— ” he started to protest. 
“ Silence!” hissed the Chinese. 

“ One move or soun’ will be your 
last 1”

Quick, soft footsteps came from the 
direction of the poop ladder. A  vague 
bulk resolved itself from out the dark
ness.

“ W hat in hell!” snarled Regan’s 
voice. Jimmy started. The gun pressed 
tighter against his neck.

“ Get busy!” snapped the Chinese. 
“ I take care of this one."

Regan sprang to the coffins. He 
stared at the two of them for a frac
tion of an instant, then dragged one 
to the side.

A patter of rain swept across the 
deck. Lightning flared. W ith  the cold 
steel of a gun holding him powerless, 
Jimmy’s amazed eyes beheld a weird 
burial at sea. W ithout flag or bible, 
with only an oath from the struggling 
Regan as burial service, the coffin 
teetered for an instant over the leap
ing welcome of the tenebrous waters 
below.

Then, to the sighing dirge of wind 
wailing its muted keen through the 
rigging, the coffin slid over side. A  
minute later, the other followed.

Seeing what he believed to be his 
last hope of vindication snatched 
from his very fingers, an involuntary 
cry burst from Jimmy’s lips: 

“ I ’ll— !”
Regan sprang across the interven

ing space. “Y o u ’Ll keep yer mouth 
shut! T h a t ’s what you’ll do!” he 
snapped. “N obdy’d believe you any
w a y !” He thrust his face close to 
Jimmy’s. A  sardonic grin bared his 
teeth.

H A D  to leave my post to stop a 
fight in the steerage,” he sug

gested maliciously. “You couldn’t be 
found.

“ Probably up here dumping those 
stiffs over the side!”

The unassailable logic of Regan’s 
sly  deduction, together with the in
stantaneous thought of that illegally 
entered room, flared through Jimmy. 
A  great surge o f  rage hurled him
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into physical activity. He leaped for 
Regan’s throat!

But even as he moved, something 
crashed down on his head! There 
was a blinding flash of light. A  
dull, sharp pain. Then complete dark
ness.

His next impression, coming sharp
ly through the haze of returning 
consciousness, was of the low hum of 
the ship’s turbines gradually rising 
to a high pitched sing. The ship was 
just getting under way!

Recollection lifted him to his feet 
in a dizzy scramble. He staggered aft 
to the poop ladder, placed a hand 
on the rail to steady himself. A  sud
den squall struck the ship. Rigging 
shrieked. Dark clouds blotted out the 
moon. Boat covers whipped, bellied 
with loud reports—

A L U R I D  flash of lightning lit up 
the sea astern. Jimmy stared 

with distended, unbelieving eyes at 
what the light revealed. About cnc 
hundred yards distant— weird, gro
tesque, fantastic— stood a huge C h i
nese junk, battened sails slatting, her 
hull spectral-like against the storm. 
Mounted on her port quarterdeck 
squatted a snub-nosed brass cannon. 
Gnome-like figures aboard her were 
hauling from the sea two dripping 
Chinese coffins!

Braced to the heave of the deck, 
Jimmy tried vainly to pierce the 
blind darkness aft. But the next 
flash revealed only the dim lines of 
the junk dropping rapidly astern.

Following the first shock of amaze
ment, Jimmy’s mind raced to this 
new turn of affairs. O f one thing he 
was certain, the man with the with
ered hand believed him to have con
cealed somewhere the missing papers. 
Otherwise his life would not have 
been spared. But his only possible 
hope to prove his own innocence had 
disappeared in the storm.

Then, as he started to hurry back

to the bridge, an idea occurred to 
him.

He at last knew Regan to be im
plicated in some sinister racket of 
crafty H ’sin Tung. H ’sin T u n g ’s 
agent was due to disembark at 
Shanghai. That junk must have been 
standing by purposely to pick up 
those coffins. W ould she not put in 
to that port to deliver her gruesome 
cargo?

In his intense concentration, there 
flashed across his mind the conver
sation he had overheard in cabin sev
enteen. That oily, toneless voice: 
"N o money! T il l  these— ” the crisp 
rustle of paper—  ‘‘an’ the, ah—  
goods, arc deliver to proper han’s !”

The "goods” then, would be the 
coffins. The crisp rustle he had heard, 
the missing papers! Jimmy suddenly 
seethed with renewed hope. There 
was a possibility of being in at the 
pay-off. Then he would have Regan 
dead to rights.

TH E  junk, i f  she were Shanghai 
bound, would without a doubt 

put in at that great junk anchorage 
just off the Old City.

On the bridge, Regan met him 
with a surly grow l: “ The Old Man 
wants you at once!” He inclined his 
head toward the chartroom, turned 
immediately from Jimmy into the 
darkness. Jimmy stared after him.

“ Got his dirty work in already,” he 
thought. He could see the handwrit
ing on the wall. There was nothing 
to be gained by waiting. He stepped 
into the chartroom.

Captain M cH eltie ’s mouth was a 
hard, thin line.

“W ell, mister!” he snapped. ‘T v e  
had just about enough of you! 
W here were you when the fourth 
officer had to leave his station and 
stop a fight in the steerage?” He 
whitened with anger. “Had to lock 
up two members of the Chinese 
crew! Might have had serious con
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sequences! W hat the blazes is the 
matter with you, anyw ay?”

Strangely enough, there was a faint 
flicker of sympathy in the Old Man’s 
eyes, as though he were anxious for 
Jimmy to vindicate himself. Jimmy 
flushed. The truth sprang to his lips: 

“ I— ” he began unsteadily, then 
caught himself. Reason told him that 
his chances of convincing the Old 
Man of any such wild tale were ab
solutely nil. Regan was right. His 
lips were sealed. He cleared his 
throat, stood in grim silence.

‘ ‘Nothing to say, eh?” said Cap
tain McHeltie thoughtfully. Then he 
crashed a fist down on the chartroom 
table. “A ll  r igh t!” he roared. "B ut 
get this! Y ou ’re restricted to ship 
in Shanghai, and if  you cut up any 
more monkeyshines I ’ll take care of 
you properly! T h at’s a l l !”

C H A P T E R  V  

H ’sin Tung

A  M O M E N T  later, Jimmy found 
himself on the wing of the 

. bridge. The force of the 
storm whipped his face with spin
drift. Restricted to ship! The alter
native of defying the skipper fought 
fiercely with his long sea training to 
obey orders.

And then, while they waited for 
the tide at W oosung a few hours 
later, the absence of the coffins was 
discovered. To the ships officers, as
sembled by order in his oak-panelled 
quarters, the skipper covered the sit
uation in no uncertain terms.

“ I ’m going to get to the bottom 
of this th ing!” he roared. A ll  eyes 
flicked toward Jimmy. But he was 
not otherwise singled out. “ The com
pany is now wide open to a boycott 
on Chinese traffic amounting to hun
dreds of thousands of dollars year
l y ! ” rasped the skipper in conclusion. 
“ You all know the inviolable rules 
regarding Chinese burial!”

He turned to the mate: “ I ’ll hold 
you responsible for a thorough in
vestigation, mister! Y o u ’ll have a lot 
of explaining to do!”

Afterward, accusing glances were 
cast at Jimmy. He knew what they 
were thinking; that he had thrown 
the coffins over the side in petty 
revenge. On Regan’s face there was 
that sardonic, knowing smile. Jim
m y’s first fierce rage gave w ay to 
cool determination. Orders or no 
orders, he was going ashore in 
Shanghai.

During the trip up the yellow 
W hang Poo, teeming with the color
ful traffic of the East, he kept a 
sharp lookout. T he junk he sought 
might have passed in while the Pres
ident lay at W oosung anchorage. 
W ith  the aid of a pair of powerful 
binoculars, he scanned the maze of 
junks constantly tacking with their 
patched lugsails and staring hideous 
eyes across the ships bows.

Just abeam the Yangtse Poo mills, 
his heart gave a sudden leap. A  huge 
junk lay over on a starboard tack. 
That snub-nosed brass cannon squat
ted on her port quarterdeck!

Jim m y’s hopes flared high. But he 
still had to get off the ship— unob
served, if  possible. Too, he was sure 
that, once ashore, H ’sin T u n g ’s agent 
would watch his every move. And 
the black maws of those tortuous, 
narrow streets that yawned to the 
river front were fitting spots for a 
knife to be slipped between the ribs 
of the unwary. He did not think the 
man with the withered hand would 
hesitate a second time.

AT  eight o’clock that night, Jim
my slipped down the after gang

way. So far the coast was clear. 
W o n g Koo, whose dismay at the 
prospect of actually entering the 
stronghold of the dread H ’sin T un g 
was indicated only by a slight broad
ening of his speech, waited with a
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launch near a small kiosk  at the end 
o f the jetty.

Jimmy shouldered his way quickly 
through a mass of noisy coolies. 
Then he became conscious of a 
familiar, grotesque figure lurking a 
short distance behind him in the 
shadows of a go-down.

Jim m y’s lips tightened in determi
nation. There was a dark space be
tween two squat buildings just ahead. 
He increased his pace, slipped into 
the sheltering darkness of a narrow 
alley. Just inside, he flattened him
self  against a building.

IT  was a deserted spot. His ear 
caught the sound of stealthy foot

steps. Then H ’sin T u n g ’s agent, gun 
in hand, so close Jimmy could hear 
him breathe, peered cautiously into 
the darkness—

W ith  a lightning move, Jimmy 
caught the wrist that held the gun, 
W ith  a powerful upward tw ist he 
sent the gun spinning from the 
other’s grasp. A  sharp cry of pain 
burst from the lips of the Chinese: 
“ U gh-h!”

B ut he showed amazing strength 
and agility. He broke his arm free. 
A  knife blade flashed, came down! 
Jimmy twisted his body clear just 
in time. Then, with a short, vicious 
jab, he caught the Chinese with his 
ham-like fist flush on the jaw! The 
fe llow  staggered and dropped w ith
out a sound.

Jimmy dashed for the launch. He 
rounded a pile of packing cases, 
crashed into a hurrying figure!

“W h at in blazes!” came the bel
lowing tones of Captain McHeltie.

Jimmy recovered, leaped for the 
launch.

“ H ey! Y o u! W ait  there— !” roared 
after him. The shrill scream of a tug
boat’s whistle drowned further words. 
Jimmy was aboard the launch. A 
moment later she was speeding 
through the muddy water for the

Shanghai side of the river. There 
was no turning back at this time. 
Success had to be his or it would 
mean the beach. The beach in Shang
hai! Jimmy shuddered. He had seen 
such fellows. Ragged, haunted look
ing specimens hanging around the 
Consulate, begging. Flotsam of the 
China Coast.

The primitive chant of dock coolies 
floated, distant and eerie, in ancient 
chorus from Pootungs go-down. 
Junks slipped past. F lickering oil 
lights winked on sampans.

Presently, they glided between two 
rows of great, sea-going junks an
chored in a brooding solitude off the 
front reach of the Old City. T h ey  
circled through twice and the second 
time, in the up-river end of the 
fleet, Jimmy spotted the junk with 
the brass cannon.

Scraping against the side of a 
scarred black hull a short distance 
inshore, the launch came to astop. 
T o  W o n g  Koo, Jimmy whispered:

“ Keep the launch over near that 
jetty. Stay in the shadows and watch 
for my flashlight signal.” W o n g  Koo 
nodded understanding. He attempted 
a reassuring grin, but it was uncon
vincing.

JIM M Y  disappeared silently over 
the side of the junk. S w ift ly  

crossing the three intervening ships, 
he dropped to the deck of the fourth. 
He listened. A ll was ominously quiet. 
O f  a sudden, the clear, exotic notes 
of a beggar's flute drifted across the 
water from somewhere in the tortu
ous maze of the Old City. Again  
silence oppressive, all enveloping.

Jimmy could see a companionway 
forward and a partly covered hatch 
amidships. Keeping in the shadows 
as much as possible, he slipped si
lently aft. T w o  narrow lines o f  light 
shot from beneath the doors of the 
great cabin under the poop. Listen
ing closely, he could detect the in
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distinguishable jargon of Chinese 
voices. From beside the cannon he 
could see the launch, barely percep
tible, crouched in the shadows of the 
jetty. He imagined he saw W ong 
Koo watching. As he turned, he knew 
he must have been silhouetted against 
the sky now bright with moonlight.

A  swift, stealthy search of the for
ward compartment revealed only the 
dirty, tumbled bunks of a forecastle. 
He tried the midship hatch, cautious
ly descending a bamboo ladder into 
yawning blackness. W ith  a soft thud 
he dropped to the lower deck. V ile  
odors of bilge, dried fish and musti
ness choked the m uggy air.

HIS light flashed about the small 
compartment. A  pile of native 

wicker baskets bulked in one corner; 
cobwebs, dust, bits of filth, ropes and 
rags cluttered the place. Inch by 
inch, his light searched the black 
hole. Disappointment stabbed him.

Then he started eagerly. Just to 
his left, not three feet away, rested 
the two coffins. In an instant, he was 
beside the nearest one.

A  sound from above jerked him 
upright, rigid! Repeated, it resolved 
itself into a slithering chorus of 
slipper-shod feet. A  guttural jargon, 
subdued, earnest, reached his ears. 
Like a flash he was across the com
partment and had dropped to the 
deck, sheltered by the wicker bas
kets. Figures gathered about the 
hatch opening. The pale, yellow flare 
of an oil light appeared. A  slipper- 
clad foot felt for the ladder, followed 
by the floppy pantalooned leg of a 
Chinese. He desecended. The light 
was handed down. T w o others tum
bled in, waited for a fourth.

In the flickering, dim light, the 
last Chinese to drop into the hold 
seemed gigantic. Dwarfing his evil- 
visaged companions to insignificance, 
his presence filled the room with a 
malign force. A thin, ascetic counte

nance contrasted sharply with eyes 
that Jimmy could feel, rather than 
see, were luminescent with an evil 
fire. Turned full in his direction for 
an instant, they chilled his flesh as 
though an icy wind had swept him. 
Some sixth sense informed him that 
this huge Chinaman was H ’sin Tung.

C H A P T E R  V I  

The Cannon’s Mouth

A V O I C E  from the hatch open
ing, rising above the guttural 

l intoning of the Chinese, held 
Jimmy with bated breath. An Am eri

can voice, its identity lost as it re
verberated hollowly into the h o ld : 

“ Snap out of it down there!” it 
snarled. “The stiff’s inside, all right. 
I want’a get out of this dam’ grave
yard!” It trailed off into vague mut- 
terings. Regan— ?

The Chinese were prying off the 
coffin lids. T he atmosphere was sti
fling. A  large insect scuttled across 
Jimmy’s hand. The scene was in
credibly weird, macabre. Crouching, 
yellow  ghouls; the pale rays from 
the smoky lamp casting their shad
ows in grotesque, leaping blotches 
against the stained bulkhead in back 
of the coffins. Darkness blotted out 
the rest of the hold.

A s  the covers came off, a furry 
body brushed past J im m y’s face. 
Small, clammy feet pattered across 
his hand. W ith  a shudder he involu- 
tarily jerked the hand back, dislodg
ing a basket.

The Chinese became ominously 
still. Jimmy’s heart pounded. A  huge 
rat scurried across the circle of dim 
light, shot over the coffins, disap
peared in the shadows. A  half re
laxed chattering filled the hold. But 
H ’sin T u n g still stood motionless, 
those terrible eyes peering toward 
the baskets behind which Jimmy 
crouched.

A  sudden clatter of running feet
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sounded on the deck above. A  coolie 
leaned over the hatch, jabbered ex
citedly. The Chinese all scrambled 
up the ladder, H ’sin T ung in the 
lead.

IN an instant Jimmy crossed to the 
coffins. A  sw ift search of one 

proved fruitless. He tried the other. 
A  smothered cry. He held the papers 
up triumphantly. Elation flooded him. 
Five more minutes—  Scrambling up 
the ladder, he dashed to the brass 
cannon, fumbled with the flashlight—  

A t  that instant the door of the 
great cabin burst open. H alf a dozen 
figures spilled into the bright moon
light. Jimmy glimpsed the gaunt 
form of the man with the withered 
hand pointing—  He placed a hand on 
the muzzle of the cannon to lean over 
the side. But before he had time to 
clear the deck, they were upon him 
in a rush.

W ith  desperate fury, he flung ye l
low figures from him; smashed others 
down with m ightly blows. His cloth
ing was torn to ribbons. Someone got 
him from behind. Yellow, talon-like 
fingers encircled his throat! He 
struggled furiously, weakly, futilely. 
O f  a sudden all became dark.

Consciousness returned to the con
fused murmur of voices. His tongue 
felt twice its normal size. His throat 
ached. He tried to move and realized 
that he was bound hand and foot.

A s  his head cleared, the voices be
came louder, one rising sharply 
above the others. Jimmy’s every 
nerve tautened. W ith  a tremendous 
effort he lay immobile, controlling an 
impulse to open his eyes. The voice 
v/as Blackie Regan’s!

“ I f  he’s got those papers, lie's wise 
to this deal! He knows I threw those 
coffins over the side!’’

“ I f  he does know,” cut in H ’sin 
T u n g  in an icy, deliberate tone, “ it 
is because of your fumbling. You 
were instructed to keep him away

from the poop deck. I f  we are ap
prehended— you will be held respon
sible! W e do not countenance fum
bling !”

Jimmy’s mind flashed back to Kobe. 
Things were beginning to clear up. 
Regan had doped him, expecting him 
to be broken in rank, but the unfor- 
seen illness of the fourth mate had 
blocked his little game by leaving a 
shortage in the crew.

That San Francisco coffin was the 
one they were after. This junk had 
been standing by at Fairway to pick 
it up. Both coffins had been jetti
soned because Regan had had no time 
to identify the proper one. For some 
reason, Regan had never known until 
now of the missing papers. Jimmy 
opened his eyes.

A S M O K Y , oil lamp on the far 
side of the room, hanging from 

the low deckhead, cast a narrow cir
cle of yellow light upon the speakers. 
Looming behind a teakwood table, 
like a carven idol against a back
ground of paneling polished black 
with age, H ’sin T u n g  faced Regan.

Jimmy was but vaguely conscious 
of the rest of his surroundings. 
Moldy, Oriental smells. B ulky blobs 
of furnishings, indistinct in the shad
ows. Incredible, unreal. The man 
with the withered hand stood in an 
entrance to an adjoining room. E v i
dently, this was the great cabin of 
the junk.

The full import of H ’sin T u n g ’s 
words, slowly sinking into Blackie 
Regan’s consciousness, drained the 
color from his face. His bold eyes 
became agate beads of fear. He step
ped back, whispered: “ I— I— ” half 
raising a hand, dropping it again 
slowly. Jimmy stirred. H ’sin Tung 
made a warning gesture.

Huge, indistinct, he crossed to 
where Jimmy lay, stretched upon a 
low blackwood couch. For a moment, 
through slitted eyes, he studied
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Jimmy’s face, then said: "W h y  you 
came on board here, we do not know. 
But— !” He paused, eyes glittering 
evilly. "It  will be well for you to re
turn those papers!”

A  H O A R S E  voice answered from 
Jimmy’s bruised throat: "Y eah ?” 

He eyed H ’sin Tung coolly. "I don’t 
know what you’re talking about!” 

Bribery, cajolery, threats followed. 
H ’sin T u n g ’s face hardened. M alig
nancy tinged his softly  hissed w o rd s: 

"Possibly you would prefer the 
‘T w o  Bamboo Sticks’— lips slowly 
tapped to a jellied mass— ? O r— per
haps Ling C hi’ih  ‘The Death of Ten 
Thousand Slices’— ?”

"You yellow devil!” breathed Jim
my. He struggled futilely with his 
bonds.

Regan suddenly broke. His voice 
crashed hoarsely into the charged 
atmosphere: “He hasn’t got any
damn papers— he'd have used them 
before this! He can’t have— ! do y ’ 
hear!” He snarled like a frightened 
animal.

Impassively, H ’sin T ung turned 
smoldering eyes upon him. “ It will 
be well for you to keep silent!” He 
spat the last word.

"Silent, he ll!” babbled Regan. "Put 
him away— he’ll Bqueal! H e’ll spill 
his guts to the Old Man. I ’ll do time! 
W e ’ll all do time! He’s a thieving 
spy, I tell y o u !”

“ Silence!” hissed H ’sin Tung. R e
gan fell back. He ran the tip of his 
tongue over dry lips. A  furtive, cun
ning gleam entered his eyes.

H ’sin T u n g turned again to Jim
m y: "You— !”

The man with the withered hand 
interrupted with a staccato burst of 
excited chattering. He gestured to
ward Jimmy, hissed the word ling  
chiu. W ith  H ’sin Tung, he hurriedly 
left the cabin.

Jimmy wondered. O f the few Chi
nese words in his vocabulary, ling

chiu  was outstanding. Literally, it 
meant “ coffin of the spirit”. T h e y  
had just become aware then that the 
papers might have been concealed in 
one of the coffins.

W aiting  until they were well 
clear, Bl^tkie Regan crept stealthily 
to Jimmy’s side. Infinite cunning 
shone from his eyes. “ I ’m your 
friend I” he whispered hoarsely. I had 
to pull that stuff so they wouldn’t 
get wise. That yellow rat will get 
both of us— kill us!” He shuddered.

HE  glanced sly ly  about. ‘T ’ve got a 
gun. W hen I get the light—  

make for that door!” He pointed to 
a door near the couch, opening on 
deck. Then, stooping, with a pocket 
knife he sw iftly  cut Jimmy’s bonds.

E very faculty on edge, Jimmy’s 
mind functioned with exquisite clar
ity. Blackie Regan was yellow, des
perate— the typical cornered rat fight
ing for his life. Jimmy’s eyes flashed 
about the murky cabin. T hey rested 
for a moment on a small chair near 
the couch.

H ’sin T ung and the man with the 
withered hand re-entered, crossed to 
the table. Regan, with a sw ift glance 
at Jimmy, turned after them. There 
was a crash of broken glass, brutish 
cries—  the room was plunged into 
darkness!

W ith  a lightning-like move, Jimmy 
grabbed the chair. He clattered it 
against the door Regan had pointed 
out to him. Instantly two wicked 
tongues of flame belched toward the 
sound in quick succession! T w o  stac
cato reports ripped and tore through 
the small cabin! Jimmy dove silently, 
blindly, at Regan, located by the gun 
fire. He got him low with his full 
weight, smashing him breathless 
against the bulkhead. A t  the same 
time he grabbed for the gun, got it 
by the muzzle. W ith  a sw ift jerk it 
was his. He brought it down on Re
gan’s skull. There was a dull thud,
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a moan— a heavy fall. The light came 
on. Jimmy stood with Regan’s gun 
leveled at H ’sin T u n g!

<<T)UT ’em up!” he snapped.
-*■  “ H ig h !” A ll  hands stretched to

ward the deckhand. “ One move out 
of any of these rats and you’re going 
to get i t !” rasped Jimmy to H ’sin 
Tung. H ’sin Tung was impassive. A  
smoldering, red glow fired his eyes. 
Jimmy started slow ly backward to
ward the door.

T he slightest of sounds came from 
behind him. For an instant, his hor
rified eyes caught the gleam of a 
knife blade reflected in the polished 
paneling behind H ’sin T u n g ! W h ir l
ing, jerking to one side, he crashed 
a bullet into the body of a coolie 
whose knife grazed Jim m y’s shoulder 
as he f e l l !

Even as he turned, the rest leaped 
upon h im ! A  heavy blow on the wrist 
of his gun arm paralyzed his fingers. 
He dropped the gun. He drove a 
smashing left into an evil, yellow  
face. A  heavy weapon struck a glanc
ing blow on the side of his head. 
His knees bent—  he felt himself slip
ping— the pack closed in, a writhing, 
snarling mass—

A  sudden thunder of heavily shod 
feet pounded across the deck out
side! The doors burst open. Gleam
ing turbans, rifles, flashing teeth—  
the stalwart forms of fiercely bearded 
Sikh police filled the murky cabin. 
Above the bedlam that followed, Cap
tain M cH eltie ’s sharp commands rang 
out. Jimmy struggled painfully to his 
feet. He did not seem to be seriously 
damaged. A  firm arm was about his 
shoulders; the unsteady voice of 
W o n g  Koo spoke in his ear: “ Slowly 
— the Gods have smiled, you have 
escaped the place of death.”

Jim m y’s throat tightened. He grip
ped W o n g K o o ’s hand in silent 
thanks. W o n g K oo ’s eyes glowed; hi3 
debt had been paid.

Suddenly J i m m y  remembered. 
“ W ait here— !” he whispered. Cap
tain McHeltie and the police were 
lining up the prisoners. Slipping un
noticed through the door, Jimmy 
silently crossed the deck to the an
cient brass cannon.

Reaching into its black muzzle, 
where he had dropped them just as 
he was attacked, Jimmy drew from it 
the folded papers. He was beginning 
to have an attachment Jor the brass 
cannon. Thrice it had served him.

TH E  Old Man was going through 
the papers found in the drawer 

of H ’sin T u n g ’s table when his J. O. 
returned. Jimmy threw the packet 
upon the table. The Old Man looked 
up at him, then picked the batch up 
and called for W ong Koo. Explana
tions could come later.

W hen the smoke had cleared away, 
Captain McHeltie, a look of grim sat
isfaction on his face, said to Jimmy: 

“ Good work, Mr. Farquhar! W e 
have evidence here that one of those 
coffins was stolen as part of a plot to 
defraud the company of a huge sum 
by suit for its disappearance. T h e y ’d 
have paid, too. Too much revenue in
volved. Those two steerage crewmen 
confessed that this beauty— ”

He paused for an instant, gestured 
toward the abject figure of Blackie 
Regan.

“This beauty paid them to stage 
that fight. But they hadn’t bargained 
to be locked up. W e  found incrim
inating evidence in Regan’s room 
that cleared you completely. But by 
that time, you both had disappeared!

“ W hen W o n g came with the in
formation that you had located the 
coffins and were in danger of your 
life, I began to have some idea of 
what was going on!”

T urning to the Number One 
policeman, the Old Man barked: 
“ W ell,  round them up and let’s get 
go in g!”



DEVIL’S BREW
Jim Ballard Bucks a Tribal Tabu on the Dangerous 

Trail o f a White Panther in the Depths 
of the Jungle

By HAL FIELD LESLIE
Author of "Jungle Justice,

T H E  moon-drenched jungles 
surrounding the ’Ndorobo 
village were aquiver to the 

sinister throbbing of great skin drums. 
A  savage, rhythmic pulsation in the 
night, which by the sheer force of 
endless repetition, had become an 
integral part of the quickened ham
mering of Jim Ballard’s pounding 
heartbeats.

Under different circumstances, B al
lard might have thrilled— as he had 
thrilled on countless lonely African 
nights before— to the compelling sav
agery of the sound. But on this 
night, those w ild ly  throbbing drums 
had for Jim Ballard a blood chilling 
significance. For he was ly ing  naked 
on the floor of one of those ’Ndorobo 
huts, a helpless prisoner, bound se
curely with cutting ropes of twisted 
fiber. Those throbbing drums were 
the sinister heralds of his own doom !

W renching desperately at his 
bonds, his ears tortured by the cease
less, ominous promise of those 
drums, Jim Ballard’s mind drove 
sharply back to the moment of his 
fateful trail-side meeting with big 
Ben Clymer—

It was the day before yesterday, 
and mid-afternoon. Ballard, lead
ing his safari with a sweat-pulling 
length of stride, that had the naked 
torsos of hi3 twelve Swahili porters 
glistening like drenched ebony, was 
making on toward the 'Ndorobo v il
lage that was his objective. Round
ing a bend of the trail, he came

“ The Ten-Year Bullet,”  etc.

abruptly face to face with Ben 
Clymer.

Clymer was just emerging from 
the jungle, by w ay of a narrow game 
path that joined with the broader 
trail which Ballard and his blacks 
were following. Clymer was carry
ing a double-barreled shotgun in the 
crook of his a rm ; and behind him 
were two of his black boys, bearing 
a score of brightly plumaged birds 
which he had shot. Clymer, among 
other things, was something of a 
naturalist.

Clym er’s red-bearded countenance 
darkened when he saw Ballard, tall 
and lean and tanned mahogany 
brown, swing toward him. And B al
lard’s muscular hand hovered a bit 
closer to the holstered automatic on 
his thigh. Ballard was taking no 
chances with a man’s known hatred.

BE N  C L Y M E R  did hate Ballard—  
hated him with all the bitterness 

that can be distilled from the dregs 
of what once was friendship.

Until a year ago, these two had 
been partners in the dangerous game 
of taking rare and savage specimens 
of jungle beasts alive. And Ballard 
had trusted Clym er; trusted him so 
implicitly, that he had left  practic
ally all the business end in Clym er’s 
hands. T heir partnership had lasted 
until the day of Ballard’s chance dis
covery, that Clymer had been con
sistently double-crossing him in the 
sale of their hard-won trophies.
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Ballard, with a directness that was 
characteristic of him in all matters, 
had promptly gone to the mat with 
Clym er; and he had managed, des
pite Ben Clym er’s greater bulk, to 
administer a righteous manhandling 
that Clymer never would forget.

Since that explosive day, the two 
had gone their separate ways. A l 
though they were engaged in the 
same profession, their paths had 
never chanced to cross— until now. 
And the lure that had drawn them 
here, was a white black panther—  
a rare .albino of that most savage 
beast, pounds and size considered, 
of any that roam the jungles. The 
brute, alive and in good condition, 
would bring at least five thousand 
dollars in any market.

Ballard’s feelings toward Ben C ly
mer, was the contempt of a square 
man for a crooked one. A n d  
Clym er’s regard for Ballard, was the 
characteristic hatred of a dishonest 
man for the one who has unmasked 
him. Given these ingredients, and a 
sinister pot like the African jungles 
to stew them in, and almost any sort 
of devil’s brew is likely to result.

However, Clymer seemed disposed 
to make no hostile move. W ith  an 
inscrutable expression in the depths 
of the pale green eyes shadowed by 
his sun helmet, he quietly waited 
Ballard’s approach. Q uietly— but 
there was no concealing the annoy
ance that twitched at his heavy 
upper lip.

Ballard was the first to break the
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silence that lay heavily between the 
two.

"I  rather expected to run into you, 
Clymer. T hey told me, back in 
Nimule, that you’d had the rumor 
concerning the existence of a white 
panther hereabouts. Have you got 
your traps out ye t? ”

Clymer's red brows lifted. "W h ite  
panther?” he repeated softly. “ I 
don’t know what you’re talking 
about, Ballard.”

"Come, come,” said Ballard impa
tiently. "No use beating around the 
bush with me. Y ou ’re here after 
that albino.”

"So you say,” retorted Clymer. 
“ But I ’m not hunting any albino 
panther— if there is  such a thing. 
I ’m merely getting together a col
lection of birds, and expecting to do 
a little trading for ivory on the 
side.”

can’t throw me off with
-L that chaff, so why bother try

ing,” said Ballard evenly. “ I t ’s an 
open game, Clymer— and if  you can 
take the beast first, that's your good 
fortune. But my traps are going 
out.”

“ I ’m wishing you luck,” said C ly 
mer— and there was a ghost of a 
grim smile behind his red beard. “ Go 
to it.”

“ I intend to,”  declared Ballard 
crisply “ I’m— ”

He was interrupted by an urgent 
tuggin g at the sleeve of his khaki 
shirt. It was the hand of his w iry 
little headman, Juma, seeking his 
attention. The blacks, w ith no quar
rel between them, had been frater
nizing unnoticed while their masters 
talked.

And from Clymer’s boys, Juma 
had learned something that had set 
his eyes to rolling whitely.

“ Bwana Makuba! Great Master—  
listen! W hite  panther is tabu!”

Clymer’s face went livid with sud

den fury. Three great strides brought 
him within reach of his tale-bearing 
blacks. W ith  two sweeps of his 
big arm, he sent them spinning away 
from Ballard’s porters. And the 
stinging lash of his tongue drove 
them cowering back into the narrow 
trail.

“ So that’s the game,” observed 
Ballard quietly. “ A  tribal tabu, and 
you wanted me to walk into it with 
my eyes shut. Thanks.”

“ It was up to you to find it out 
for yourself,” retorted Clymer sur
lily. “ I had to.”

“ And now that the beans are 
spilled,” said Ballard thinly, “ I sup
pose you’d advise me to take a leaf 
out of your book— masquerade as a 
trader and watch my chance to take 
the panther and get away with it.”

Clymer growled in his throat. “ I ’m 
advising you to face about and forget 
that white cat. And if you’re too 
pig-headed to see it that way— well, 
a word to the village chief, as to 
what you ’re after, should do the 
trick. Tribal vengeance isn’t a pretty 
thing.”

“ Y o u ’re tossing a fuse that’s 
lighted at both ends,”  said Ballard 
steadily. “ W h a t’s to prevent me from 
passing the same word about your 
real purpose here?”

CL Y M E R  lipped a tailored ciga
rette, set it going with a flip 

of his silver pocket lighter, and 
blew an insolent cloud in Ballard’s 
direction.

“ T ry  it,” he sneered, “and see how 
far it gets you. The chief is con
vinced I ’m a trader.”

“ You needn’t lose any sleep over 
it,”  said Ballard rockily. “ I don’t 
play your sort of game, Clymer— not 
either way. I ’m a hunter, straight 
out, and I don’t care who knows it.”  

So declaring, Ballard swung and 
issued a crisp order to Juma. The 
w iry little headman snapped to; and
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a moment later Ballard’s porters were 
follow ing his determined stride along 
the trail to the native village.

Had Ballard troubled to glance 
back across his swinging shoulder, 
he would have seen big Ben Clymer 
standing spread-legged in the path, 
with ominous flames of hatred flick
ering in his pale green eyes.

It was near sundown when Jim 
Ballard emerged from the thickening 
shadows of the trail, and saw before 
him the native village that was its 
end. Beyond the thatched huts un
der the mahogos, the two tents of 
Ben Clym er’s outfit were twin gray 
splotches against the far jungle wall.

A s  Ballard entered the clearing, 
he became aware of a stir of activity 
among the mahogos. His lifted  hand 
halted the safari; and to his ears 
came the sound of small drums 
beaten in quick tempo. “ Someone 
die,”  said Juma quickly at his elbow. 
“ That is funeral dance.”

BA L L A R D  nodded. “ I'll wait here 
with the boys. You go find 

out what it ’s all about.”
Juma trotted on toward the ma

hogos. A t Ballard’s quiet word, the 
porters thankfully put down their 
burdens to rest. Ballard rolled him
self a cigarette.

The little headman was quickly 
back with the information he had 
sought. A nd  his eyes were rolling 
whitely, as they had rolled back there 
on the trail.

“ The white panther, Bwana! In 
the quiet of today’s high sun, the 
beast came like a white spirit from 
the jungle. The first born son of 
Mel-ell-ek, the chief, was asleep un
der a tree. T he son of Mel-ell-ek is 
no more.”

Ballard whistled with soft con
cern. “ Did they trail the killer?” 

Juma shook his head vehemently. 
“ The white panther is tabu, Bwana. 
V e ry  bad things happen i f— ”

“ Oh, hold your old woman’s 
tongue,”  interrupted Ballard good- 
naturedly. “ Get the tents pitched 
and a tea-fire going— w e’ve got to be 
ready to receive His Royal Nibs. 
And if  I can’t convince him he’s a 
fool to hold a killer in tabu— well, 
we’ll go ahead with a try for the 
beast, anyway.”

Darkness was beginning to enfold 
the clearing, when at last Ballard 
saw the ’Ndorobo chief and half a 
dozen of his followers coming toward 
his fire, whereon a small pail of tea 
was simmering. More for its possible 
effect on the savage mind, than from 
any particular feeling of superiority, 
Ballard remained seated beside the 
fire. He lifted his right hand in 
silent jungle greeting.

Mel-ell-ek was a stalwart black, 
w ith a corporation that would have 
done credit to a bank director. His 
badge of authority was a scepter of 
short thorn-wood, tipped with a curi
ously carved ball of solid ivory. 
And he wore, quite proudly, an an
cient Sam Browne belt, from which 
depended a long-bladed knife in a 
skin sheath.

Five of his followers were husky, 
naked spearmen— splendid specimens 
of the deep jungle, elephant hunting 
'Ndorobo. The sixth was a wrinkled 
old black with a hideously painted 
face, who wore a monkey-skin bag 
suspended from his skinny neck by 
a crimson cord of twisted fiber. Bal
lard’s alert eye marked this old one 
down as the tribal witch doctor with 
his bag of heathen tricks.

GR A V E L Y  returning Ballard’s 
wordless salutation, the chief 

squatted down beside the fire. Bal
lard spoke quietly across his shoul
der to Juma, ordered a dipper and 
sugar brought from the tent. Then 
he addressed the ’Ndorobo chief in 
his own tongue.

" I  sorrow with a strong man over
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the death of his first born son.” 
“Ayee. The heart of the white 

man is good,” responded the chief.
“ And the heart of the white man's 

friend, Mel-ell-ek, shall be warmed 
by the white man’s hospitality,” said 
Ballard promptly.

L it by fire-glow, the eyes of the 
'Ndorobo gleamed with anticipation, 
as Ballard dumped a generous hand
ful of sugar into the dipper, and 
poured atop it the golden tea. It 
would have been a sickening draught 
for a white man’s palate— but Ballard 
knew his ’Ndorobo. He gravely 
stomached three swallows, to show 
the chief that it was good, then 
handed over the dipper.

WH IL E  the black chief was gust
ily  enjoying the mess, Ballard 

rolled himself a cigarette. And as he 
mechanically struck a safety match 
to light the smoke, he became aware 
of the old witch doctor’s eyes fixed 
upon him from the shadows. Or, 
rather, they were fixed upon the lit
tle box from which the magic fire- 
stick had come. And those eyes 
were filled with cupidity.

The chief finished his tea, stirred 
the dregs with his fingers, licked 
them clean, and put down the dipper.

‘‘W hat brings the white man to the 
village of Mel-ell-ek? Does he come, 
like his brother of the red beard, to 
hunt for little birds and to make 
trade with Mel-ell-ek for the tusks 
of the elephant?”

“ No,”  said Ballard steadily. “ I 
come to capture the white panther."

I f  Ballard had struck the ’Ndorobo 
a blow in their collective faces, the 
result could not have been a quicker 
flare of hostility in savage eyes.

‘ ‘The white panther is of the 
Gods,” declared Mcl-ell-ek heavily. 
"The white panther is tabu.”

‘ ‘The white panther,” said Ballard 
calmly, ‘‘ is a beast no different from 
his black brothers, except that his

hair happened to be white when he 
was born. And once the taste of 
’Ndorobo blood is hot in his throat, 
he w ill thirst again. Does Mel-ell-ek 
sire his children to feed the killer 
of the jungles?”

For a moment the ’Ndorobo chief 
stared fixedly at Ballard; then he 
threw across his shoulder at the old 
witch doctor, a look of mingled per
plexity and appeal. The response was 
immediate. T he old fe llow  strode to 
the fire, leaned over Ballard and 
thumped his skinny chest.

“ The white panther is of the 
Gods!” he croaked harshly. “ The 
Gods have spoken to Mali. B y  the 
word of Mali, the white panther is 
tabu!”

“ Then by the word of Mali,” 
countered Ballard firmly, “ the tabu 
shall be lifted. It is not good that 
the white panther be allowed to 
roam the jungles and feast upon the 
blood of the ’Ndorobo.”

“ Nor is it good to molest a crea
ture of the Gods,”  cut in a heavy 
voice from the darkness beyond the 
nimbus of the fire— Ben Clymer’s 
voice. “The wrath of the Gods will 
fall sw iftly  upon the ’Ndorobo, if 
they permit the white panther to be 
harmed.”

TH E  blacks stirred uneasily. Bal
lard came sw iftly  to his feet, 

boiling with repressed anger. No 
doubt Clymer had been eavesdrop
ping for several minutes, watching, 
waiting his chance to throw that 
word of warning to the superstitious 
blacks. Ballard itched to knuckle 
that word back between Clymer’s 
te e th ; but he was not foolhardy 
enough to disregard a shotgun in the 
hands of a man concealed by dark
ness. “ The red-bearded one speaks 
with the tongue of a child,”  he said 
severely. “T he 'Ndorobo arc not chil
dren. The word of Mali shall lift  
the ta bu”
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For perhaps ten seconds the old 
w itch  doctor endured Ballard’s com
manding gray gaze. Then his eyes 
dropped and he began to fumble at 
his bag of charms.

“ Tonight, when the moon looks 
upon the jungle,” he mumbled, “ Mali 
makes talk w ith the Gods.”

So saying, the old w itch doctor 
turned and stalked away toward the 
village. And after a brief moment, 
Mel-ell-ek rose— a bit reluctantly, 
Ballard fancied. However, the pull 
of tribal superstition was at the mo
ment stronger than the growth of the 
seed Ballard had planted in his 
mind. W ithout further talk, the 
’Ndorobo chief and his five spear
men follow ed old Mali into the dark
ness.

AN D  out of its velvet thickness 
came Ben Clym er’s voice again, 

speaking softly.
“ I noticed the way old devil-face 

looked at your match box, Ballard. 
A nd  I ’m wondering if  he wouldn’t 
just about give his right eye to pos
sess my silver lighter. I think I ’ll 
make him a present of it.”

“ Bribe him, and be damned!” said 
Ballard curtly.

A  malicious chuckle drifted back 
above the heaviness of Clymer’s arro
gant departing tread. It dispelled 
any doubt in Ballard’s mind, as to 
just how the Gods were going to 
talk this night to Mali.

Ballard slept with the certainty 
that his pursuit of the white panther 
would have to be carried on in open
defiance of the tabu.

*  *  *  *  *

Jim Ballard and his Swahilis were 
breaking out the gear when Mel-ell- 
ek, his spearmen and the old witch 
doctor appeared on the scene. Also 
came Ben Clymer, shotgun cradled 
on his arm, to view the proceedings.

T he 'Ndorobo chief set the ball 
rolling, by asking Ballard the mean

ing of his early morning activities. 
V e ry  directly, Ballard told him that 
he was preparing to take the white 
panther.

“ But the Gods have spoken again 
to Mali. The white panther must not 
be taken.”

Ballard didn’t miss the gleam of 
satisfaction in Ben Clym er’s green 
eyes at these words of Mel-ell-ek. 
Ballard started to speak, thought 
better of it, turned his lean back 
upon his visitors, and b y  a sharp 
word gave added snap to the lagging 
moves of his Swahilis. A s  far as he 
was concerned, the matter of the 
tabu was closed. He was going ahead'.

Quivering with anger at Ballard’s 
disregard of his word, the old witch 
doctor confronted Mel-ell-ek, voicing 
dire prophecies of evil to come, if  
the white man be not restrained 
from his sacreligious purpose. And 
the spearmen, catching the spirit of 
the old man’s frenzy, began to edge 
menacingly toward Ballard.

B ut Mel-ell-ek restrained them 
with a word o f command. The ’Ndor
obo chief had given much thought 
during the dark hours to the loss of 
his first born— and perhaps he se
cretly hoped that the white man 
would succeed in snaring the white 
panther. A t any rate, he issued a 
decree that was not entirely without 
a certain cunning logic.

“ The white man shall do as he 
wills. The white panther is of the 
Gods. Surely the Gods w ill  take 
care of their own.”

TH E  old witch doctor all but 
screamed his anger. But the chief 

had spoken, and there was nothing 
Mali could do about it. He stalked 
away toward his hut, muttering 
vengefully.

Ballard threw something like a 
grin at Ben Clymer. And the big 
man moved away, cursing. 

Throughout that steaming dayr
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Ballard worked industriously in the 
jungles surrounding the ’Ndorobo 
village. W ith  the practiced aid of 
his black boys, he constructed five 
traps for the white panther. T w o of 
them were deep, cleverly covered pit- 
falls in narrow game trails; and 
three were cages of strong poles, 
with drop-slide doors, each baited 
enticingly with fresh meat.

A t  sundown Ballard returned 
wearily from his labors. And at the 
clearing’s edge he was met by the 
’Ndorobo chief and at least a score 
of spearmen. In the background hov
ered old Mali, an unholy gleam of 
triumph in his eyes.

BA L L A R D  had a flashing hunch 
that all was not as it should be. 

It was confirmed by the ominous si
lence with which Mel-ell-ek con
fronted him, and with which the 
spearmen closed around him and his 
blacks.

“The words of Mali and the red- 
bearded one were true words,” said 
Mel-ell-ek gravely. “ The wrath of 
the Gods has fallen sw iftly  upon us. 
Not an hour ago, the mightiest of 
m y hunters was stricken with sud
den and painful death.”

“ Every man must die,” said B al
lard quietly, "when the time has 
come.”

“ Ayee. But Kasuma was strong 
with youth,” said Mel-ell-ek heavily. 
“ He fell to the ground and died like 
a sick dog. That was surely the 
wrath of the Gods. The Gods must 
be appeased.”

Ballard felt the short hairs at the 
back of his neck begin to crawl. 
W ithin the circle of gleaming spear- 
points, his Swahili boys were cower
ing in abject terror. The eyes of the 
'Ndorobo chief took them in, and he 
spoke reassuringly.

“ You are but tools of the white 
one’s will. Tonight you lie guarded, 
but with the coming of the sun, your

feet shall be set upon the homeward 
trail. Be without fear, for only the 
white one shall be given to the 
Gods.”

Ballard saw death riding in the 
eyes of the ’Ndorobo. And of a sud
den he resolved to put as dear a 
price upon his life  as he could. His 
hand darted toward his holstered 
automatic. But before his fingers 
could touch his weapon, the thorn- 
wood scepter of the 'Ndorobo chief 
swept out and upward; a vicious 
forehand swing that drove the heavy 
ivory ball smashing w ickedly against 
his jaw. W ith  it, came the blackness 
of utter insensibility.

W hen Jim Ballard regained con
sciousness, he was ly ing naked and 
bound on the dirt floor of one of 
those ’Ndorobo huts. The moon was 
up, and across the threshold lay the 
sinister shadows of spears. And 
those hellish drums were talking in 
the night.

Ballard could only guess at the 
exact manner of his ultimate e n d ; 
but he had been long enough in con
tact with jungle savagery to be cer
tain of its extreme unpleasantness. 
Skin crawling with the horror of it, 
he fought furiously against his 
bonds. But they held fast against 
the mightiest of his struggles, and 
the twisted fibers cut cruelly into 
his flesh.

Exhausted and beaten, he lay still. 
He had been in many a tight squeeze 
before, but this one topped them all. 
And he knew that he could not hope 
for any help from Ben Clymer. 
Clymcr would be only too glad to 
see him die!

LY IN G  there in the moon-shot 
darkness of the hut, panting like 

a trapped animal, Ballard became 
aware of a sudden, ominous pause in 
the hollow thudding of the drums. 
A  moment later two brawn 'Ndorobo 
burst into the hut, seized him and
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dragged him roughly out into the 
open.

A  w ild  cry of triumph from a hun
dred savage throats greeted his ap
pearance, and the drums began again 
their devilish song of doom. It was 
a sound to curdle the blood of any 
man; and Jim Ballard was no more 
than human. However, by a muster
ing of sheer grit, he battled down 
the horror that was in him; resolved 
to meet his end as a white man 
should, without visible flinching.

ON a clear space among the ma- 
hogos, a leaping fire was ablaze. 

It  illumined redly the tree trunks, 
sent their shadows dancing w eirdly  
into the night. In its ruddy light, 
the white eyeballs of the frenzied 
blacks gleamed wickedly. And the 
quivering spears that hemmed B al
lard in were tipped with glistening 
death.

Some tw enty yards away from the 
fire, two stout green stakes had been 
firmly planted in the ground. T h e y  
were hardly two feet apart, and each 
was taller than a man. S w ift ly  the 
blacks stood Ballard against one of 
these stakes and bound him tigh tly  
there, facing the other.

Then, to the quickened beat of 
drums, came four men bearing the 
body of Kasuma, the hunter who had 
died by the wrath of the Gods. They 
lashed him upright to the second 
stake, face to face with Ballard. And 
with small tw igs they propped the 
dead man’s eyelids wide, so that his 
sightless orbs might silently accuse 
the white man, to the end.

Nor was Ballard left  long in sus
pense as to what that end was going 
to be. For sw ift ly  came the bearers 
of wood, heaping dry sticks and brit
tle fronds of sun-bleached palm 
around his legs.

Burned alive 1 No sane man could 
have withstood that certainty w ith
out cracking. Ballard did crack. His

agonized eyes swept the ring o f  sav
ages surrounding him. He saw the 
hideous face of old Mali, the w itch  
doctor; he saw Mel-ell-ek, the chief; 
and at the rear he saw the red- 
bearded countenance of Ben Clymer. 
Clymer, with his shotgun on his 
arm.

“ B e n i” he screamed. “ For God’s 
sake, let me have itl Both barrels!”

For a moment Ben Clymer looked 
over the heads of the savages w ith 
an inscrutable expression in his pale 
green eyes. Then his lip twisted in 
a sneer and he deliberately turned 
his back.

That gesture of utter abandonment 
was enough to snap Jim Ballard 
back to himself. He hurled a bitter 
curse at Clymer, and began to 
wrench desperately at his bonds. 
Great beads of sweat stippled his 
forehead, and the straining muscles 
of his lean, hard body stood out in 
knots. But it was no use; the bonds 
that held him for the sacrifice were 
unyielding.

There came then to Jim Ballard 
that terrible calm which often comes 
to men who know they are about to 
die. Beaten, helpless, doomed, he 
stood quietly at the stake, watching 
— almost as if  this thing were hap
pening to an effigy instead of him
self.

Around him now the naked sav
ages began to whirl and leap and 
shake their gleaming spears. And 
over all was the beat of drums.

AL T H O U G H  Jim Ballard didn’t 
realize it, those drums were do

ing queer things to his brain; when 
of a sudden old Mali uttered a wild 
cry and plucked a blazing brand 
from the big fire and started toward 
him at a crab-like run, Ballard 
laughed aloud. The whole thing was 
a ghastly joke. He tore his eyes 
from the old witch doctor’s deadly 
advance, and took his first fair look
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at the face of his grim companion of 
the stakes— just to see how the poor 
devil might be taking it.

Jim Ballard had one steady look 
at that rigid ly  contorted countenance 
so close to his own; one deep look 
into the muddy balls of those wide 
and staring eyes. Then sanity swept 
back upon him like the rush of a 
clean wind. For he had seen enough 
to convince him that the death of 
Kasuma had been no mere gesture of 
fate, happening in coincidence with 
the breaking of the tabu!

BA L L A R D ’S head snapped sharp 
around, and he saw old Mali 

standing before him on spread legs. 
The look of a fiend was the old 
witch doctor’s painted face. W ith  a 
savage cry, he swung the flaming 
brand in a hissing arc past Ballard’s 
face— so close that Ballard’s sharp 
intake of breath drew deeply of its 
trail of acrid smoke.

Ballard expected to see the flaming 
brand plunge into the rubble at his 
feet. Instead, old Mali sent it hur
tling end over end back to the big 
fire. Then his claw-like hand darted 
into his monkey-skin bag, came out 
with a bright glint of metal— Ben 
Clym er’s silver pocket lighter. A 
small click, and the old witch doctor 
had magic flame in his hand— a small 
flame, but potent enough to unleash 
for Jim Ballard the tortures of hell!

Through straining eyeballs, Jim 
Ballard saw old Mali stoop to touch 
his small flame to the fire-stuff. The 
tendons of his throat seemed on the 
point of bursting with his frantic 
effort to cry out. Then, just as the 
silver lighter was about to make con
tact, speech did break through. A  
single, almost inarticulate cry, but so 
commanding and so surprising, that 
the old witch doctor recoiled.

Ballard could talk now; and he 
seized upon the moment of reprieve 
with a voice that cut sharp and clear

above the thudding of the drums.
"I speak for the ears of Mel-ell-ek! 

Kasuma did not die by the anger of 
the Gods! H e died by the hand of a 
man!”

Snarling, the old witch doctor 
lunged forward with his flame. But 
Mel-ell-ek leaped and shouldered 
him away. W ith  upraised hand the 
’Ndorobo chief commanded the 
drums to silence. T o  Ballard’s sharp
ened senses, the bearing of Mel-ell- 
ek revealed no great unwillingness 
to believe that astounding assertion 
he had made. A t  least, he was to be 
given the opportunity to speak.

“ In the face of death, I speak to 
Mel-ell-ek with a straight tongue. 
M ali’s tabu of the white panther is 
not good. Nor have the Gods angered 
at the ’Ndorobo for allowing me to 
violate it.

“ Kasuma died as did the countless 
animals of the jungle struck by his 
poisoned arrows— only Kasuma died 
from being given, in food or drink, 
the kind of poison used by white 
men to preserve the skins of birds!”

TH E  countenance of the ’Ndorobo 
chief betrayed his quickened in

terest. And old Mali— perhaps sens
ing the turn events might take, and 
wishing above all things to save his 
reputation by disclosing a knowledge 
that was already his by virtue of an 
observant eye— began suddenly to 
roll his head and beat upon his 
skinny breast.

“ The Gods are whispering to 
M ali!”  he cried. “ T h ey  tell Mali 
that Kasuma drank much sweet tea, 
a little while before he died, in the 
camp of the Bwana who hunts the 
little birds!”

“ And that tea was poisoned by a 
man who hates me as the ’Ndorobo 
hate the vipers of the ju n gle!” de
clared Ballard vigorously. “ I f  Mel- 
ell-ek w ill search the belongings of 
the red-bearded one— ”
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“ Damn you, B allard!” That was 
the voice of Clym er; Ben Clymer, 
betrayed by the rage that was in 
him. The click  of twin gun hammers 
was sharp in the night. Up came the 
weapon, gleaming dull in firelight.

BU T  before Clymer could trigger 
the weapon, a wiry, head-down 

figure catapulted from the outer 
shadows and rammed him squarely in 
the short ribs. The breath le ft  his 
body in an explosive grunt, and the 
shotgun flew from his grasp as he 
and his tackier went down.

L ittle  Juma— for it was he who 
had seized upon the moment when 
all the ’Ndorobo were intent upon 
the sacrifice, to steal from the hut 
and linger fearfu lly  among the tree- 
shadows— was knocked senseless by 
the vigor of his butting charge. 
Clymer, however, struggled dazedly 
to hands and knees and began to 
grope for his fallen gun.

Mel-ell-ek moved with the wisdom 
and decisiveness that becomes a 
chief. Out flashed his knife and the 
blade bit viciously at the twisted 
fibers that bound Ballard to the 
stake. And as Ballard struggled 
free, the ’Ndorobo chief pressed the 
haft of the knife into his hand.

Ballard, fired with grim fury by 
the treachery that had brought him 
so close to a horrible death, needed 
no urging. The startled blacks gave 
w ay before his plunging rush.

Out of the tail of his eye, Clymer 
caught Ballard’s naked charge of 
fury. Terror filled him. And with 
no thought except escape from the 
vengeance of that gleaming steel, he 
lunged to his feet and fled blindly 
for the sanctuary of the jungles.

And Ballard, left  alone to his 
chase of retribution by Mel-ell-ek’s 
sharp command, plunged w ild ly  after 
Clymer. However, because of those 
w ings of terror that were liftin g  
C lym er’s legs across the moonlit

clearing, he failed to overtake the 
man before the jungle wall received 
him. Here the odds were heavily 
with Clym er; for he was clothed, and 
there were shoes upon his feet. B ut 
Ballard, almost heedless of the rip 
of thorns and the scourge of rasping 
vines, hung grimly to the crashing 
sounds of his quarry’s headlong 
flight.

Clymer twisted, turned and gained 
considerable headway. Then all at 
once his crashing ceased. Listening, 
breathing heavily, Ballard suspected 
Clymer might be ly ing  low, in hopes 
he’d be passed by. So Ballard 
thought— until his ears caught the 
faint, receding thud of leathered 
footfalls. He knew, then, that Clymer 
had crashed through to some jungle 
trail, and was making desperate haste 
along the clear path it afforded.

FIG H T IN G  vine and thorn and 
creeper, Ballard himself drove to 

the trail. And with redoubled speed 
he plunged along in hot pursuit. He 
was making time, gaining leap by 
leap as fallen tree trunks here and 
there obstructed the way, when o f a 
sudden the night ahead was rent by 
the squall of a jungle cat, and the 
scream of a man in mortal terror.

Ballard drove his flying legs. And 
shortly he came panting to the rag
ged rim of one of those deep pit- 
falls that he and his blacks had dug 
for the white panther. A  shaft of 
high moonlight, l a n c i n g  down 
through an opening in the laced 
branches overhead, illumined the bot
tom of the pit. And it disclosed to 
Jim Ballard a surprising sight.

The white panther had been taken. 
And in his headlong flight, Ben 
Clymer had blundered in upon the 
savage beast. Now Clymer was ly in g  
on his back, big arms feebly flailing 
at the white devil that was atop him, 
worrying him with fang and claw. 

That first hurried glance filled
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Ballard with s u c h  exultation as 
might have been felt, in like circum
stance, by any savage of the jungles. 
But a quick revulsion shook him. 
Although Ben Clymer deserved no 
other fate than death, it went against 
Ballard’s grain to see him ly ing help
less at the mercy of the killer cat.

WI T H O U T  thought of the risk 
that he himself was running, 

Ballard tightened his grip on the 
haft of Mel-ell-ek’s knife and slid 
down across the lip of the pitfall.

A s  he struck the bottom, crouch
ing, the big white killer of the 
jungles whirled in sw ift attack. B al
lard met the creature’s snarling leap 
with an upward lunge of the blade. 
The big cat screamed fiendishly as 
the steel ripped home.

Ballard, knocked violently against 
the wall of the pit by the creature’s 
flying weight, instinctively threw up 
his le ft  arm to protect his throat, 
and lunged again with the knife. 
T he big cat twisted like a snake, and 
under the flash of a streaking paw 
the knife went spinning. Perhaps 
sensing that this bright thing was 
the instrument of its hurts, the 
white panther whirled and fell upon 
it, tooth and claw.

Ballard knew that another moment 
would see renewal of the big cat’s 
attack upon himself. Desperately he 
threw his weight upon the snarling 
creature’s back. His long legs tw ist
ed in a crushing scissors hold around 
the panther’s loins. W ith  his left 
hand he got an iron grip on one fore
leg. And the sinewy fingers of his 
right hand dug mercilessly into the 
fu rry  throat for a strangle hold.

He got it. But had the big cat not 
been fast weakening from those two 
thrusts of the knife, the threshing 
struggle that followed would have 
ended disastrously for Jim Ballard. 
A s  it was, he was nearly spent when 
at last the snaky muscles of the

big white panther ceased to ripple.
W ith  his lean ribs heaving like a 

bellows, Ballard got slow ly to hia 
feet and looked down at Ben Clymer. 
Clymer, with his bearded throat half 
torn away, was dead.

Leaning against the wall of the pit, 
looking grim ly down upon the man 
whom he probably would have killed 
had he come upon him fairly, Jim 
Ballard was suddenly struck by the 
twisted irony of the situation. In his 
effort to save the life  of the man 
who had so nearly cost him the loss 
of his own, he had destroyed the 
creature for which he had hazarded 
so greatly!

HO W E V E R ,  there was no use re
gretting spilled m ilk— or dead 

albino panthers, e i t h e r .  Ballard 
shrugged away the thought of five 
thousand dollars lost, and considered 
how he was going to get himself out 
of the deep pitfall. L ooking upward, 
he was surprised to see a ring of 
awed ’Ndorobo faces surrounding the 
rim. Mel-ell-ek and his spearmen, 
guided by the screams of the pan
ther, had arrived in time to witness 
the end of Ballard’s hand-to-claw en
counter with the beast. W ill in g  arms 
reached down and pulled him from 
the pit.

“ It is true that the Gods take care 
of their own,” said the ’Ndorobo 
chief gravely. “ T he Bwana Makuba 
is a brave man. He has delivered the 
people of Mel-ell-ek from the fangs 
of the white devil. And that he may 
not go unrewarded, he shall return 
from the village of Mel-ell-ek with 
as many tusks of the elephant as his 
Swahili men can carry on their 
shoulders. Mel-ell-ek has Bpoken.” 

And hearing him, Jim Ballard 
thought no more upon his loss of the 
white panther. For, w ith  the single 
exception of loyal little Juma, the 
shoulders of his black boys were 
broad and strong.



House of Lost Faces

Rusty felt himself being forced through the window

Follow “R usty”  Cameron on H is Exciting Pursuit o f a 
W anted Man in the Mountainous Regions of Tibet

By WILLIAM E. POINDEXTER
Author of "Murder Ship,’’ "Xo Risk," etc.

“R"| U S T Y ” C A M E R O N , hunter 
of men in the far places 
of the earth, toiled sturdily 

up the narrow trail that had been 
worn deep and smooth by generations 
of plodding feet. He paused for a 
moment to fill his short brier pipe, 
and stood, hands in the pockets of 
his leather coat, to gaze out across 
the chaos of snow-capped mountain

peaks of the Himalayas. Bleak and 
menacing, they seemed to crowd 
about him as i f  warning him to turn 
back while there was yet time.

He stood utterly at ease, puffing 
placidly at his pipe, apparently un
mindful of the fact that one step 
would send him hurtling to a crash
ing death upon the rocks below. Men 
who knew him best had said that
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Cameron did not know the meaning 
of fear, but then— no one ever knew 
just what went on behind that smil
ing, rugged mask which was his fa c e ; 
behind him his burro grunted and 
groaned her pleasure at resting.

SO M E W H E R E  in that vast up
heaval of nature, was the cun

ning and desperate murderer whom 
the police of more than one coun
try had sought without success. But 
Cameron felt that he was now near
ing the end of the trail.

T w o  months before, in Rangoon, 
he had sat at the bedside of Jean 
de Fouchette, who was dying.

“ I ’ve trailed that devil half around 
the world,” de Fouchette had said 
weakly, “ but now I ’m finished. The 
Home Office wants you to take my 
place, as you are the only one of our 
men now in India. I have reliable 
information that A lexis  Criel has 
taken refuge in the monastery of St. 
Sebastian up yonder in the mountains 
of Tibet. I ’ve drawn you a map in
dicating how to reach it after you 
get into the mountains. You will 
carry on?”

“ O f  course,”  R usty  Cameron had 
responded simply.

“ You have heard of the man,” de 
Fouchette had gone on in a voice 
growing Bteadily weaker, “ but you 
will find a photograph among my 
papers. In any event he will prob
ably be the only visitor at St. Sebas
tian within the last two months, so 
you can make no mistake.

“ I need not warn you to be careful, 
Criel is a vicious and desperate man. 
He has killed several times, but he 
kills without bloodshed whenever 
possible. He has an uncontrollable 
horror of the sight o f  blood— a com
plex shared by many men.”

Rusty nodded. He had heard that 
peculiarity of Criel’s discussed on 
more than one occasion, and had 
often wondered at the nature of a

man who could k ill  without a tremor, 
yet who shrank in horror from the 
sight of a little blood.

“ Father Anselm is the head of the 
religious order at St. Sebastian,”  de 
Fouchette continued. "Most o f  those 
monasteries are devoted to Lamaism, 
but I have heard strange tales con
cerning this one. T he  natives have a 
term for the place which means, 
roughly translated, ‘The House of 
Lost Faces’. You w ill find Father 
Anselm a very  kind and gentle old 
man. He may not help you to get 
Criel, but neither w ill he put any 
obstacles in your way.”

Upon the death of de Fouchette, 
Rusty Cameron had immediately set 
out from Rangoon, crossing the Up
per Burma country until he came to 
the Brahmaputra River. There he 
had outfitted, and guided by the 
rough map, pushed his way deeper 
and deeper into the mountains.

IT  was not until a week later that 
he looked among du Fouchette’s 

papers and found to his dismay that 
the photograph of A lexis  Criel was 
missing. He had but a general de
scription of the man, a description 
that would fit thousands of others, 
but then, as de Fouchette had said, 
he could hardly make a mistake. V is i
tors in that far land would be few.

W ith  a final glance at the white 
mountain tops which were being 
painted blood-red by the setting sun, 
Cameron turned on his heel. The 
trail grew steadily steeper, and a half 
hour later Cameron paused in bewil
derment. The trail seemed to end 
squarely against the face of the cliff, 
but peering through the gloom he 
saw that it was merely the black 
walls of a massive stone building.

He had no doubt but what he had 
reached his destination. The monas
tery was built on the very  edge of 
the precipice which fell sheer for a 
thousand feet. It stood black and
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forbidding, and Rusty felt a momen
tary sense of dread. There was no 
reason for it and he shook the feel
ing from him impatiently and strode 
briskly forward, loosening the re
volver in his holster.

He raised the brass knocker and 
sent a clatter echoing back from the 
face of the mountain. A fte r  a wait 
of several minutes, the door swung 
slowly open, and a monk stood be
fore him, garbed in a black hood and 
robe made from some coarse material.

GL A N C IN G  at the man’s face, 
Rusty was conscious of a shock 

of surprise. The monk’s countenance 
was like old, yellow parchment, but 
there was not a line upon it, and not 
a trace of emotion crossed its serene 
smoothness.

“ Enter, my son,’’ said the monk 
quietly. “ You are quite welcome.” 

“ That is kind of you, Father," 
Rusty replied, and stepped through 
the door. He had noted that the man 
seemed to speak without a movement 
of the lips. O nly the eyes seemed 
alive. He entered a long, bare room, 
lighted by candles, the lo fty  ceiling 
of which was lost in the darkness 
above. The walls were of bare stone, 
as was the floor, and the room was 
furnished only with a few rough 
benches. At the far end was a small 
blaze in a fire-place, made necessary 
by the extreme cold of the nights.

A  group of five monks standing by 
the fire turned as Rusty entered. All 
of them were clad in the disguising 
black hoods and robes, and as Rusty 
glanced indifferently at their faces, 
he almost gasped aloud. Each one 
of those faces seemed made of yel
low parchment and without a line of 
expression on any of them. Feature 
by feature they were exactly the 
same. Not a trace of difference could 
he discover in them.

Then suddenly he laughed within 
himself. The reason was obvious.

Each of the men wore skin masks, all 
made from the same cast, which e f
fectually hid their identities. A s  he 
turned back to the monk who had 
bade him welcome, he thought he saw 
a trace of amusement in the man’s 
eyes. “ You observe,” he said quietly, 
“ that all of the brothers who take the 
vow, lose their own identities and 
merge themselves with our Holy Or
der.”

Rusty nodded. He understood now 
why the natives called it “ The House 
of Lost Faces.” They had drawn near 
the fire and Rusty seated himself on 
one of the benches. “ I am Father 
Anselm,” volunteered the monk.

“ I have heard of you,”  returned 
Rusty. “ M y name is Cameron. Now, 
I ’m going to tell you my business 
here without delay. I am in search 
of a man who came here sometime 
within the last two months. This 
man is a black murderer and I have 
authority to take him back with me.”

He thought that he felt Father A n
selm start suddenly, but he was not 
sure. “ There are three men who have 
come here within the last two 
months,”  the monk said after a mo
ment.

RU S T Y  looked at him thoughtfully.
“ The man I want is named Alexis 

Criel,”  he pursued.
Father Anselm made a slight ges

ture with his hand. “Names that the 
world outside knows are never men
tioned here.”

Rusty raised a quizzical eyebrow. 
“ This man,” he went on determined
ly, “has dark hair and eyes, is about 
five feet ten, and weighs something 
like a hundred and seventy pounds. 
Recognize him now?”

Rusty was watching the man’s eyes 
closely without appearing to do so, 
and thought he caught a gleam of 
mingled amusement and malice in 
them.

“ Probably a dozen of the brothers
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would answer to that general descrip
tion,”  he said dryly. ‘ ‘And odd as it 
may seem, the three newcomers who 
have identified themselves with us, 
likewise answer the description in a 
general way.

“ Do you realize that you have just 
described what would be called the 
‘average man’ ?”

“ W ould you mind letting me inter
view these three men at once?” 
Cameron asked quietly.

FA T H E R  A N S E L M  bowed and 
left the room. A  few  minutes 

later he returned, three of the black- 
robed brethren with him. There was 
not a trace of difference in any of 
them, and the skin masks effectively 
hid any expression of their faces. 
Rusty surveyed them with an inward 
sense of dismay as he arose to his 
feet.

“ Alexis Criel,”  he said slowly and 
impressively, “ I want you for mur
der. I have the authority to take you 
back to America with me, and I in
tend to do so at once.”  None of the 
three moved or replied.

"I  suppose none of you are Alexis 
Crie l?” he said sharply.

T hey shook their heads in denial, 
and Rusty shrugged his shoulders. “ I 
know that Criel came here during the 
last ten weeks. One of you is the 
man I want. Now, I ’m going to lay 
my cards on the table,”  he said with 
an air of complete candor. He did 
not say that he was laying all o f  his 
cards on the table. He still had one 
up his sleeve, but he wasn’t quite 
sure whether it was an ace of trumps, 
or a deuce.

“ I have only a general description 
of Alexis  Criel, and Father Anselm 
tells me that all three of you answer 
to that description. Apparently that 
places me in rather a hole, eh? I 
can’t take you all back. W ell,  I ’m 
going to drop it for the moment, but 
let me tell you this. I ’m leaving here

inside o f  two days, and when I  leave, 
Criel is going with me. Get it? ”

He watched the three men closely 
for any betraying glance or gesture, 
but there was none. He knew he 
could strip those masks from their 
faces, but that would help him little. 
He determined to wait his chance, 
and play his hidden card at the 
proper moment.

“ Criel,”  he spoke again, “ you ’re a 
cunning devil, and you think you’ve 
got me stumped. A ll  right, but re
member, I ’m going to take you back 
with me. There’s no use trying to 
escape from here either,”  he added as 
an afterthought. “ The only trail out 
is through the pass, and my men are 
guarding it night and day. T h at’s 
all.”

TH IS was untrue but a lie more or 
less in the line of duty meant lit

tle to Rusty. He dismissed the men 
with a short gesture and turned to 
Father Anselm.

Although his glance had appeared 
casual, he would know those three 
men when he saw them again, by a 
curiously frayed place on the sleeve 
of one, a broken finger-nail of an
other, and a tiny scar on the back of 
the third’s hand. He could identify 
Father Anselm by a mole on his 
throat which the mask did not quite 
cover.

“ Father,”  he said, “ if  you’ll give me 
something to eat now, and a place to 
sleep, I ’ll appreciate it. Climbing 
these mountains all day gives one an 
appetite.”

The monk turned and led the way 
from the room. He went down a long 
stairs, lighting the way with a candle, 
and hesitated in front of a door.

“ W hile  we are here, my son,”  he 
said, “ there is a room that might in
terest you. It is something that few 
have seen.” He pushed open the door 
and held the candle high above his 
head.
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Rusty stepped through the door 
and looked about the room uncom- 
prebendingly, then swore softly  to 
himself at what he saw. The place 
was fitted up as a torture chamber, 
and would have done credit to any 
used during the Spanish Inquisition. 
There were wheel and rack, the 
thumb screw and a devilish machine 
that, placed over the victim’s head, 
would slow ly crush out his brains.

Cameron had seen such things be
fore in various parts of the world, 
but there was a difference about 
these that for a moment escaped him.

TH E N  he remembered. Those other 
torture machines he had seen 

were rusted almost beyond use, while 
these seemed to have been oiled re
cently.

“ Good God, man,” he said harshly, 
“ you don’t mean to tell me these 
damnable things are used now?” 

“ T o be sure not,” Father Anselm 
replied composedly. "These are mere
ly interesting relics of a medieval 
age, and are never used. They— ” 

“ W h at’s that?” Cameron cut in 
sharply, holding up his hand for si
lence, From beyond a closed door 
there came the faint sound of moan
ing. It was steady, continuous, ter
rible, and it sent a sudden chill of 
horror over Cameron.

“ Ah, that!” said Father Anselm, 
and Rusty would have sworn that 
the man was smiling behind his yel
low mask. “ That is one of the broth
ers whom we have found necessary to 
punish for breaking certain of our 
regulations. But the brother is not 
in physical pain. W e  punish only by 
solitary confinement, and he moans be
cause his sins lie heavily upon his 
soul.”

“ Father Anselm, you’re a ruddy old 
liar!” said Cameron, but he said it to 
himself and no trace o f  the thought 
appeared on his smiling face. Rusty 
had observed too many injured men

not to know that that moan was one 
of extreme physical suffering, but he 
said nothing further concerning it.

As the monk turned about to leave 
the room, Rusty stuck close to his 
side. He was not minded to take the 
risk of being locked in that room of 
horrors. He was aware of a growing 
distrust of Father Anselm, although 
the man had been represented to him 
as a model of gentleness.

"A s  gentle as a mad dog, and I ’ll 
gamble my soul on it,”  he muttered 
grimly to himself. The monk led 
him first to a room where he was 
served with black bread, a hot, savory 
soup, and what he thought was goat’s 
milk. He ate hungrily, and was then 
led up the stairs to a dark, cold room 
in which was nothing but a rough 
wooden bench and a cot.

WH E N  the monk had departed on 
noiseless feet, Rusty caught up 

the candle and examined the room 
and the door carefully. There was 
no key in the lock. He took a car
tridge from his belt, twisted the bul
let from its case with his teeth, and 
deliberately hammered the lead into 
the key-hole.

He was taking no chances of be
ing locked in while he was asleep. 
He pushed the bench against the 
door so that it could not be opened 
without making a noise. Then he 
blew out the candle, lay down on the 
cot, and drew the blankets over him.

But tired as he was, he could not 
sleep. A  subtle air of danger and 
treachery seemed to pervade the grim 
old monastery, and for some reason 
which he could not quite fathom, he 
distrusted Father Anselm more than 
any of the rest.

He was not certain how he was go
ing to identify Alexis  Criel, but he 
was confident that the matter would 
work itself out in time. He was 
equally sure that Criel would make 
an attempt to kill him, i f  the chance
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presented itself, rather than ris l pos
sible detection and capture.

But what troubled him more than 
anything else was that low piteous 
moaning he had heard while he was 
in the torture chamber. The more 
he thought about it, the more uneasy 
he grew.

“ A gony of soul, my e ye !” he mut
tered wrathfully. "T hat old buzzard 
was lying to me, and I know it. W h o 
ever was doing that moaning was suf
fering agony o f the body, and I ’ll bet 
it was caused by torture. They 
wouldn’t oil those devices just to 
make ’em look pretty.”

AF T E R  a long time during which 
he could not sleep, Rusty sat 

up in sudden determination. He felt 
that he had to find out about that 
moaning he had heard. Perhaps it 
was no affair of his, and then again 
perhaps it was.

He slipped off his boots, made sure 
that his Colt was ready in the hol
ster, and thrust his candle into his 
pocket. Noiselessly he moved the 
bench from in front o f  his door and 
stepped out into the corridor. The 
darkness was intense and for several 
minutes he stood listening but he 
could hear no sound.

W ith  his hand on the wall he crept 
quietly along until he reached the 
6tairs. He stole down them and pro
ceeded carefully until he found the 
door o f  the torture chamber. T o his 
intense relief he found it unlocked 
and went in. Closing the door be
hind him he paused to listen.

A gain  he heard the low, monoto
nous moaning and he made his way 
around the room until he came to the 
door on the other side.

Q uietly  he opened it, but found 
another door of bars on the other 
side of it, which was locked. The 
moaning came to him clearer now. 

"H ello there,”  he said softly. 
Instantly the moaning ceased. "Ah,

you have come to torture me again,’* 
said a gentle, patient voice.

Rusty ’s mouth tightened grimly. 
" I ’m not going to torture you, p a rt
ner,” he said gently. "I  rather think 
I ’m a friend of yours.”

“ W ho are you? How came you 
here?” There was a faint note of 
hope in the other’s voice.

“ Cameron’s my name, and I arrived 
this evening. W ho are you and what 
have they been doing to you?”

"M y name is Father Anselm,” 
came the surprising answer. “ A t  in
tervals during the past two months, 
three men have come here. A s  is our 
custom, we gave them welcome, and 
they have w oefully  abused it. I am 
sure they are all criminals and they 
are in league with each other. You 
are sure you are not one of them?”

“ C E R T A I N L Y  not, I'm your friend
y y  and an officer of the law,” Cam

eron answered. “ Then this bird who 
calls himself Father Anselm is an im
poster, eh?”

" I f  there is one such who calls 
himself by that name, he is. He may 
be one of the members of our order 
whom they have forced to enact the 
role. I have been imprisoned for more 
than ten days, I think, and I do not 
know what may have taken place 
during that time. You see, they had 
heard the rumor that we have great 
treasures of gold and jewels hidden 
here, and they think I know where 
it is hidden. That is not true, of 
course. W e dwell always in holy 
poverty.

“ But they have imprisoned me 
and each day t h e y  torture me 
to make me tell. They have terror
ized the brothers and they dare not 
aid me under threat of death. In 
fact I have told them that they must 
not interfere with these wicked men, 
and they obey me. But— feel m y 
hands and arms if  you do not believe 
how I have been tortured.”
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The sweet, patient voice stopped 
and there was a shuffling sound in 
the darkness. An instant later bony 
hands were thrust into his and he re
pressed a savage curse as he felt how 
the joints had been wracked and 
twisted and crushed.

A F U R Y  of passionate rage shook 
him and left him hard and cold. 

For a moment he said nothing as he 
stood there in the darkness holding 
the mangled hands of the old man.

“ Father,” he said at last, “ do you 
know which one of these men is 
named A lexis  Criel?”

“ I do not know,” replied the other. 
" A ll  right— I ’ll find out. Now lis

ten, Father, they won’t torture you 
tonight, and I promise that I ’ll have 
you out of here some time tomorrow.” 

“ M y son,” quavered the other, 
“ God’s blessing on you, but you must 
do nothing rash. These be desperate 
men and you are one against three.” 

“ Now don’t worry, Father. Just 
leave everything to me, and I ’ll have 
you out of here in the morning.” 

Cameron slipped quietly away. In 
the dark corridors outside he met no 
one and a few minutes later he had 
reached his room. He crawled im
mediately beneath the blankets, fu lly  
dressed, as he was chilled with cold. 
He realized now that he had three, 
perhaps four, enemies to contend 
with instead of one, and he could ex
pect little or no help from the 
brethren.

He grinned faintly to himself in 
the darkness. He had a full day’s 
work cut out for him on the morrow. 
He had to release Father Anselm 
from the dungeon, destroy those en
gines of torture, which he vowed 
should never be used again, and to 
discover which of the men was Alexis 
Criel.

A s  the oblivion of sleep crept upon 
him, he was muttering to himself. 
“ Funny that a hard-boiled guy like

that should have a horror of a little 
blood. Now I wonder— ”

He started wide awake as he fan
cied he heard a faint sound at the 
door. He remembered then that he 
had forgotten to push the bench 
against it when he came in. W ith  a 
premonition of danger ringing clear 
within him, he arose on noiseless 
feet, a revolver in his hand.

CR O U C H IN G  there, tense a n d  
deadly, he waited with his finger 

on the trigger. Suddenly he was 
aware of a presence at his side and 
he ducked instinctively. A s he did so 
a heavy object swished past his ear 
and crashed upon his left shoulder. 
I f  he had been less quick it would 
have crushed his head. W ith  a gasp 
of pain he dropped his weapon from 
his nerveless hand, but before his 
assailant could strike again he had 
grappled with him, although his arm 
was almost useless.

A s  they stood locked for an instant 
in a straining grasp, Rusty realized 
at once that this was a powerful man, 
and not a monk who had spent his 
life within doors in religious study 
and sedentary pursuits. It was A lexis  
Criel without a doubt, and Rusty put 
forth all his strength in an effort to 
throw the man.

Panting, silent and deadly, they 
struggled there in the darkness, and 
each knew that life and death hung 
in the balance. T h e y  whirled about 
and R u sty ’s shoulder struck t h e  
heavy wooden shutter that barred the 
only window in the room. The shut
ter crashed from its hinges and he 
felt himself bent backward over the 
wide stone ledge.

He remembered then that the mon
astery was set on the edge of a preci
pice and he knew that Criel was at
tempting to throw him into the aw
ful depths below. It was characteris
tic of Cameron that in the face of 
deadly peril he should become cool
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and calculating. One moment of
panic and indecision now, and it 
would be his last.

FO R an instant the two men rested, 
clutching each other tigh tly , their 

breath rasping in their throats. Then 
without warning, Criel shifted his 
grip, caught R usty by the legs and 
attempted to lift him bodily. Cam
eron struggled violently, released his 
own grip and crashed both fists into 
the other man’s face.

Bone-crushing blows they were, but 
he fe lt him self being forced further 
and further through the window. In 
imagination he could visualize the 
brief, hurtling descent, then t h e  
smashing impact on the rocks more 
than a thousand feet below that 
would blot him out forever. And 
Father Anselm would be left for 
these devils to torture.

In sudden blinding fury, Rusty 
risked everything in one last convul
sive effort. Throw ing his arms wide, 
he caught the window on either side, 
jerked one o f his legs free and 
kicked m ightily. H is foot landed 
against O riel’s chest and the man 
staggered back and crashed against 
the opposite wall. R usty barely saved 
him self from falling by a w rithing 
tw ist of his body, and dropped to the 
floor.

The other was upon him instantly, 
but Cameron met him w ith a smash
ing blow that landed high on the 
head and almost broke his hand. For 
a moment they stood toe to toe, 
sw inging w ild ly, sometimes missing, 
sometimes landing with crushing im
pacts.

W ith  a rising sense of elation, 
R usty realized that he was slow ly 
driving Criel back, breaking down 
his defense. He hurled him self for
ward, determined to end the struggle 
at once, when his foot struck the 
wooden bench and he fell headlong 
to the stone floor.

He was up instantly, but Criel had 
had enough. The man had vanished. 
W ith  his breath coming in sobbing 
gasps, Rusty felt about for the door, 
but by the time he found it the cor
ridor was silent and deserted. Criel 
had escaped him, after all. So great 
was his rage that for a moment 
R usty was tempted to go in search 
o f Criel, but reason prevailed and he 
turned back reluctantly. It would be 
suicide to prowl about those dark 
corridors now. He closed the door 
and tipped the bench against it.

“ W ell, she was a good fight,” he 
murmured philosophically a s  h e  
crawled beneath the blankets, "but 
there’s going to be a better one in 
the m orning!” And ten minutes later, 
despite the throb of his wounded 
shoulder, he was sleeping as peace
fu lly  as a baby.

W hen he awoke the sun was 
streaming in through the broken 
shutters, and he arose to peer out 
curiously. A s far as he could see, 
the tumbled, snow-capped summits 
of the Himalayas stretched in awe
inspiring grandeur. A s if  to accen
tuate the loneliness, an eagle rode the 
wind on motionless wings. He looked 
below and drew back w ith an invol
untary gasp. Then he laughed w ry
ly. The death he had missed by 
inches last night was not a pleasant 
thing to contemplate.

HE  drew on his boots, then knead
ed the muscles of his arm and 

shoulder anxiously. There was a 
great black bruise where C riel’s 
heavy club had descended, but for
tunately the bone had not been 
broken. M aking sure that his revol
ver was loose in the holster, he pass
ed down the corridor without seeing 
any of the inmates of the monastery, 
and descended the stairs.

He came abruptly upon the man 
who called him self Father Anselm, 
who was on the point of entering the
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torture chamber, and the two men 
faced each other for a moment in 
silence.

“ I hope you slept well, my son?” 
said the man, his eyes gleam ing 
oddly.

“ L ike a baby, F ath er!” R usty lied 
cheerfully. “ Never woke up after I 
h it the bed until a moment ago. Now 
listen, Father,”  he went on w ith  sud
den decision, “ I want to talk w ith 
those three new-comers again. Bring 
them here to the torture room if  
you ’ll be so kind.” He pushed open 
the door and went in. The monk 
hesitated almost im perceptibly, then 
vanished w ith a gesture of his hand.

IN S T A N T L Y  Rusty stepped across 
the room, jerked open the other 

door and peered through the bars. 
He gritted his teeth in fury as he 
saw the old man’s inflamed and tw ist
ed joints, but forgot them in the 
sweet serenity of Father Anselm ’s 
face.

“ Father, this is a showdown,” he 
whispered quickly. “ 1 ’rp out for blood 
now, and w e’ll wind this business up 
in a few minutes.”  W ith  a reassur
ing nod to the old man, he closed 
the door, crossed the room and seated 
him self on a bench. “ Out for blood 
is r ig h t!” he muttered to him self, and 
laughed grim ly.

T en minutes later the four men re
turned and he was struck afresh by 
the sim ilarity produced by the skin 
masks, the black robes and hoods, 
but he identified them without diffi
culty. “The House of Lost Faces—  
it’s the proper name,” he murmured.

“ I have decided to start the trek 
back to Rangoon this m orning,” he 
stated without preamble.

"Then you have given up the idea 
of discovering which one of these 
men is— ah— A lex is  C rie l?” inquired 
the monk who called him self Father 
Anselm.

“ Oh, not at a ll!”  R u sty ’s face reg

istered surprise. “ You sec, I ’m going 
to take Criel back w ith me,” he fin
ished blandly.

“ But first, before we get down to 
business, I want to show you a lit 
tle trick  I learned some years ago.” 
A s he spoke, he drew a sharp skin
ning knife from beneath his leather 
coat and held it out on the palm of 
his hand. T he four black-robed fig
ures drew back a little  at the sight 
of the gleaming steel, and R usty 
laughed.

“T h is is a good trick— if I do it,” 
he assured them gravely. Then he 
drove the knife into the bench and 
rolled up hi9 sleeve. “ I can do it 
better w ith my sleeve up,” he ex
plained. “ Now then, watch this 
closely.”  T h ey watched him, obvious
ly  bewildered.

“ I take my knife in my le ft hand 
like this. Then I— ”  He broke off 
with a sharp exclam ation as the knife 
appeared to slip. The point entered 
his forearm, cutting a deep gash from 
which the blood spurted in a crimson 
stream and trickled down upon the 
floor.

Tense and expectant, he watched 
those three men before him w ith the 
eyes of an eagle, and a sudden dread 
clutched at his heart and seemed to 
choke him, as none of them showed 
any signs of emotion. He had been 
wrong, then, after all, and his last 
card had failed him.

E ither none of the men before him 
was A lexis Criel, or the report of 
the man’s uncontrollable horror of 
blood was false.

WIT H  a muttered exclamation of 
disappointment, he turned about 

and stared blankly as he saw “ Father 
Anselm ” crouched back against the 
wall, his eyes seeming to bulge from 
the holes in his mask. The man re
covered almost instantly, but it was 
enough.

“ A lexis  Criel, I want y o u l” Cam
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eron shouted triumphantly, and leap
ed forward.

Before Criel could move, Rusty 
had snapped the handcuffs upon his 
wrists and the man was helpless. One 
of the other men sprang forward. 
The butt of R u sty ’s revolver was 
sticking out of the holster invitingly, 
and the man snatched it forth and 
jerked it up, his finger on the trigger.

There was a deafening report, but 
it came from a small automatic in 
Cameron’s left hand. He crouched 
tensely, a wisp o f blue smoke curl
ing from the weapon. The revolver 
dropped from the other’s nerveless 
fingers, his eyes went blank and he 
slumped to the floor w ith a gaping

hole in the center of his forehead.
Rusty menaced the others w ith the 

pistol, but they stood quietly w ith 
their hands above their heads.

“ T A I D N ’T  know I was left-handed, 
- L ' did you?” he queried in a mat

ter-of-fact voice. “ I unloaded that 
revolver I carry in the holster before 
I came down, anyway. Sometimes it’a 
safer. Just another little  trick  that 
you birds haven’t learned y e t !”

He glanced at A le x is  Criel who 
slumped against the w all, com pletely 
dejected and beaten. Then he looked 
at his still bleeding arm and grinned.

“ I told you it was a good trick—  
if  it w orked !” he said simply.
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outer end of the plane’s wing, 

looked downward and fe lt his heart 
pounding w ild ly .

A  mile below, Starcross A irport 
was tw istin g  around beneath him as 
the plane circled over the line of 
hangars and packed grandstand. In

less than a minute he would have to 
jump.

He fingered his parachute ring as 
dozens of torturing doubts rose up 
before his eyes. W ould the chute 
work? W ould the wind carry him 
out to sea? W ould that sarcastic op
ponent of his, Norbert Yardley, have 
had time to monkey w ith his para-
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chute harness or its slender cord rig 
ging? Nothing that Yard ley had a 
hand in could be assumed to be safe. 
Now his life  depended upon his 
chute, and his chute depended upon 
Yardly.

T h ey were clinging to the outer 
bay struts; two men swathed in 
bulky khaki flying suits and further 
trammeled by wide webbing straps of 
their parachute harnesses. T h eir fur- 
lined helmets were securely buckled 
tigh t under their chins.

T h ey  wore no goggles— a bad land
ing would hammer splinters of glass 
into their eyes and faces. A  para
chute race is a reckless thing to at
tempt, even w ith all the odds favor
able. Ahead o f the first slight error 
lay a horrible, mangled death.

IT  wouldn’t have been so bad if 
that slinking, cunning Yard ley 

hadn’t been the parachute man at 
Starcross Airport. Y ard ley was his 
enemy, and Jimmy H azlitt knew it.

How could Yard ley pass up this 
perfect opportunity to eliminate 
H azlitt at no risk to him self? It 
would be just another o f those re
grettable happenings. T h ey  would 
tell the coroner that the parachute 
failed to open.

H azlitt’s eyes took in the w h irling 
scene below him w ith quick decisive
ness. Starcross A irport was on the 
edge of a long Florida shore line. 
Beyond, the blue sea stretched away 
into lim itless space.

The wind, he saw, was due north 
along the shore. He looked at the 
pilot, who was raising his arm for 
the signal. Beyond him, on the other 
wing-tip, Yard ley nodded in calm as
surance.

Jimmy H azlitt gripped his para
chute ring w ith one hand, hugged the 
strut w ith the other and nodded, too.

The pilot's arm flashed down. Both 
men yanked their harness rings. A  
rasp of cable, a brief crackle as the

pilot chute caught, and a dull boom 
as the great silk  parachute snapped 
open. In a split second, H azlitt 
found him self far out in space, feet 
swung up higher than his head, ribs 
aching from the jerk, and the plane 
vanishing into the distance.

The tw enty-foot circle that was his 
goal was a mere dot on the distant 
airport. T hey were supposed to land 
inside that circle— if  they could I I f  
not, no prize money would be award
ed. T he man landing closest to the 
center won the fifty-dollar prize.

It was one of the events on the 
afternoon’s race program, and that 
fifty  dollars had lured Jimmy H az
litt to take the breathless risk. He 
must have money— quickly!

H is parachute, bobbing and spin
ning, fluttered strangely. It was fa ll
ing fast— too fa sti He passed Yard- 
ley like an express w histling past a 
slow local freight. H is hands were 
clammy on his harness. Suppose— !

Som ething pulled his eyes up to 
the expanse of silk above his head. 
H is heart burned w ith a convulsive 
gasp. He went limp w ith  terror. It 
had happened! Yard ley had doctored 
the chute!

TH E R E  was a tw o-foot hole cut 
out of the very top, and air was 

shooting through it w ith  nothing to 
hold it back. No wonder he was fa ll
ing! The sandy airport beneath his 
feet seemed to leap upward, carrying 
sure death w ith it.

He could see Y a rd ley ’s bright idea 
— it was almost fool-proof. H azlitt 
would strike the sod at express-train 
speed; the chute w ould collapse 
around him, horrified observers would 
rush to his aid, and cut away the 
chute to release him.

It would be too late, then. Haz
litt  would be ju st another of those 
sickening sights that every airman 
dreads to see.

But in the excitem ent the chute
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would be cut up and no marks of the 
slashing would ever be found. Yard- 
le y  would win tw ice— the small prize 
money, and the greater prize o f get
tin g  H azlitt out of the way. H azlitt 
looked down at the onrushing earth, 
and groaned.

B lin d ly he gripped his shroud
lines and hauled in, sp illin g  wind 
from  a corner of his chute. He fe ll 
even faster, but in a different direc
tion. He veered out toward the 
beach.

He held his grip on the cord lines, 
even w hile he could see the scene 
hurling its bulk up at him. He shut 
his eyes, then opened them.

HE  had less than a thousand feet 
left. S till more of a pull, and 

he was out over water. He relaxed, 
looked downward again, and then 
braced him self.

Down he came in a slanting line, 
spinning somewhat, the chute hang
ing out stiffly behind him. He saw 
the deep solid mass of water, broken 
by a few  lazy w hite combers close to 
the shore. He crossed his legs and 
drew them up beneath him. He un
buckled the chute, hanging to the 
harness w ith icy, clammy hands.

He took a deep breath—
S L A P ! It dazed him, but the shock 

of cold water brought his arms and 
legs into action. Somehow he made 
his w ay to the surface. He shook 
his head to clear it, pulled off his 
helmet and grasped an edge of the 
floating circle  of silk. Shore was a 
quarter of a mile away.

T h ey  had seen him. A lread y a 
speedboat was throw ing up a high 
plume behind its square stern. Stran
gers pulled him up to the rounded 
foredeck and stripped off his soggy 
flying suit. Then he lay in the aft 
cubby, dripping water on the red- 
leather upholstery, w hile the boat 
roared toward the landing pier. 

“ Save the chute! Save the chute!”

he murmured, half drow sily to them.
“ Sure . . . sure. I t ’s righ t here,”  

said one of the two men in the boat 
w ith him. “ W ant us to call an am
bulance? A n y  bones broken?”

“ Gosh, no," H azlitt grunted. “ Just 
a bellyfu l of water, that’s all. I saw 
it com ing and hit for the bay. Good 
thing I did— I'd have been smeared 
all over the field i f  I hadn’t been able 
to steer out to sea.”

The speedboat growled its w ay 
alongside the dock, where excited 
watchers mauled H azlitt in frantic 
welcome. He fought his w ay free 
and limped out toward the line of 
hangars, dragging the chute behind 
him.

Y ard ley was standing in the m id
dle of the white circle, receiving his 
prize money from the official judge 
sent down by the national associa
tion.

“ H e y!”  barked H azlitt. “Just a 
moment, Judge. I want to show 
you— ”

“ W h at’s the matter, M ister H az
litt? ”  sneered Yardley. “ W ant to 
collect the prize money fo r takin’ a 
bath? T hat was very clever o f you, 
makin’ a high-dive into the bay that 
way. N ever saw anybody who could 
do tricks like that w ith a chute ex
cept— Brice W agstaff. Know him ?”

HA Z L I T T  advanced toward Yard- 
ley, dragging the folds o f the 

chute. He picked it up to show the 
judge the hole cut in the top. Yard- 
ley snickered again.

“ O f course,”  he said, “ B rice W ag- 
staff was the greatest speed pilot in 
the country until he took to hidin’ 
out from the Department of Justice. 
He was the only piiot who ever mas
tered that trick of steering a para
chute the way you did. But, since 
there’s a price on W agstaff’s head, 
you couldn’t possibly be him. Could 
you, now?”

“ I don’t know what you ’re tryin g
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to put over,” H azlitt bit off, gripping 
Yard ley’s w rist and spinning him 
around, “but I got something here 
that maybe you can explain. H ow ’d 
this hole get in my chute?”

" I ’m sure I don’t know,”  Yard ley 
returned, easily. “ I just took a 
couple off the pile when this spot
landing contest was announced. I 
can’t see how a hole could have got
ten in it.”

“ L et’s see that,” ordered the judge. 
He examined the dripping silk. 
“ Cut out, all righ t,” he pronounced. 

“Y o u ’re the man who takes care of 
the chutes on this field, aren’t you? 
Nobody else could have had access 
to them.

“ r p H E Y  were each packed and 
sealed. I think you ’d better 

make knots per hour getting away 
from here. I ’ll give you a half- 
hour’s start, then announce my find
ings to the committee.”

“ W hat about the p rize?” gulped 
Yardley.

“ Y o u ’ve forfeited  all claim to it. 
H azlitt wins by default.”

Yard ley swung about and glanced 
at H azlitt sourly. He stood there, 
glaring hard at H azlitt’s dripping 
figure. Then he spoke.

“ W ell, I ’ll be seein’ y u h,” he 
smirked. “ M ister B rice W agstaff I” 

He strolled toward the hangar. 
Another stranger, a rather bulky 

man in a soft gray hat, touched Haz
litt on the shoulder. The stranger 
had a hard, flat face and his eyes 
were two pieces of slate in the rock
like expanse o f his expression. He 
gave H azlitt a calm once-over and 
drawled a question. “ W hat you got 
to say about that, k id ?”

“ About the chute? Can’t you see 
the hole in it? ”

“ Don’t stall,”  the stranger inter
rupted. “ You know what I mean. 
W hat about this charge that you ’re 
B rice W agstaff?”

“ Don’t be fu n n y!” snapped H azlitt. 
“ Do I look like a speed pilot? W h y, 
I ’m just another mechanic w orking 
at this airport. I can’t even fly. Go 
scare somebody else.”

“ W ell, just thought I ’d a6 k, that’s 
all,”  remarked the man. “ H ow ’d you 
learn how to do tricks w ith a para
chute? Is that part o f a mechanic’s 
job?”

"F eller,” barked H azlitt, “ when 
you ’re up there cornin’ down w ith a 
no-good parachute, and the ground’s 
cornin’ up, you can do lots of things 
you never knew about. T ry  it some 
tim e.”

“ Yeah,”  agreed the stranger. “ I 
guess I w ill. W ell, s’long.”

A s he walked through the mob sur
rounding the judge, Jim m y H azlitt 
was seen to shudder. He was stand
ing in the midst of a widening pool 
of water. L ittle  trick les ran down 
his skin. He laid back his head, took 
a deep breath, and sneezed.

“ Come inside, kid,”  commanded 
H azlitt’s boss, T aylor Jordan. “ You 
ought not to hang around in that 
breeze w ith those wet clothes. Come 
in and change.”

II

HE  led H azlitt into his new 
brick and steel hangar, and 
shut the wide panelled doors 

across the front. Over the doors 
there was a new sign:

"Starcross F lyin g  Service. Charter 
F lights. Instruction. Sightseeing. 
Storage Space. Repair. T aylor Jor
dan, President.”

Jordan leaned against the high sec
tional doors, listening to the m illing 
mob outside. H azlitt waddled across 
the dusty concrete floor to the locker 
room, leaving m uddy tracks behind. 
He looked over his shoulder, half- 
fearing Jordan would fo llow  him to 
the lockers and demand a show
down.
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Jordan, however, watched H azlitt 
peeling off his wet clothes in silence. 
He never asked questions. H azlitt 
had come to him three months be
fore, asking for a grease-m onkey’s 
job. He knew his business; his touch 
on a balky nine-cylinder radial had 
a positive genius about it.

There were five ships in the Jor
dan hangar; one huge F okker F -X II 
trimotor, two small school biplanes, 
T a y lo r ’s private speedster a n d  a 
cabin monoplane for charter flights. 
H azlitt kept the whole fleet in top- 
notch trim, doing the work o f three 
men and doing it perfectly.

BE S ID E , Jordan meditated as he 
watched the ripple of muscle un

der H azlitt’s tanned skin, he had a 
deep fondness for the kid. H azlitt’s 
blue eyes always held a twinkle. H is 
w ork was a pleasure to him.

He kept rather quiet, but the sight 
o f his sun-bleached head and russet 
features alw ays made Jordan feel 
more optim istic, somehow. T aylo r 
Jordan liked H azlitt— respected him ; 
fe lt sorry for him.

He was not the man to ask H az
litt  any pointed questions, but he 
wanted to know just the same. He 
stalked about the dimness of the sil- 
lent hangar, wondering— wondering 
how to break the news.

That detective was pestering him 
for a show-down. He had been there 
four days, now, haunting the hangar 
like a spook, saying nothing, but 
w atching —  watching, eyeing every 
move H azlitt made.

Today the detective had come to 
Jordan and demanded that the air
man provide some test which would 
prove whether H azlitt was the rene
gade air sm uggler B rice W agstaff or 
not.

Jordan had refused, bluntly. But 
he couldn’t hold out long. Some day 
the detective would find out. W hat 
would Jordan do then?

Suddenly Jordan stopped, inspired 
by an idea. It would only postpone 
matters, but it m ight relieve the ten
sion. He invaded the locker room 
and sat down, as H azlitt put the fin
ishing touches on a dry outfit.

“ Jim m y,” he began, “ understand I 
don’t want you to talk to me if  you’d 
rather not. But you know that de
tective is going to hang on until he 
finds out— one w ay or another. I t ’s 
getting my goat. I ’m going bugs. 
L e t’s get away from here for a few  
days. L e t’s enter the big race next 
month down at Miami. You know—  
the Conniston Cup race.”

H azlitt’s blond head raised slow ly. 
He grinned.

“ W h y, sure, if you want to, T a y 
lor. Have you got a ship that’ll make 
the speed? Have to do better’n two- 
fifty  to win, you know.”

" I ’ve been thinking,” T aylo r Jor
dan gazed absently at the white wall. 
“ I think we can get that Comet I I I ,  
that won the Internationals at Los 
A ngeles last year. I t ’s up at F loyd  
Bennett F ie ld  now.”

“ Bascom say he’d lend it to yo u ?” 
H azlitt asked.

JO R D A N ’S eyes fell. H is mechanic 
certainly knew who was who in 

the aviation world. Jordan decided 
to improve on this clue.

“ W ell, i f  you ’d ask him, maybe he 
m ight— ”

“ A w  bu gs!” grunted H azlitt. “He 
doesn’t know me from Adam. But 
I ’ll give you a hint. Don’t ask him 
directly, understand. Y o u ’ve got to 
be diplom atic about approaching that 
guy. See A rt Delehanty at Roose
velt Field. A rt is Bascom’s outside 
man. He can get in touch w ith him 
right away. I— er— used to work on 
motors for A rt.”

That was enough for T aylo r Jor
dan. There were not a half-dozen 
pilots in the country who knew how 
to get through the w elter o f red tape
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that surrounded M ajor Bob Bascom, 
king o f all Am erican pilots.

Bascom was such an international 
celebrity that he was harder to see 
than the President. He never gave 
interviews or attended flying club 
meetings.

Now here was a complete plan for 
getting the famous Comet III . Jor
dan really hadn’t believed he could 
get near the ship. But thanks to 
H azlitt’s tip, he decided to take a 
chance. But now he xnew Jimmy 
H azlitt’s secret. It would be safe 
enough w ith him.

“ T hat’s a good idea,” he answered. 
“ I ’ll do it. And if  I get the ship, 
w ill you tune it up for the Conniston 
Cup race?’’

“ B oy,” grinned H azlitt, “ if  you get 
that old Comet, I ’ll show you a speed 
plane as is a speed plane.”

“ Y o u ’re on!” agreed Jordan, im
pulsively.

T H E  follow ing week saw the Jor
dan hangar nearly deserted. W ith  

the boss out of town to attempt the 
difficult job o f promoting the fastest 
racing plane in the east, no instruc
tion flights were made and no charter 
hops scheduled.

H azlitt spent the weary hours g iv
ing the big F okker’s three W asps a 
top overhaul apiece. Tw o m orning3 

after Jordan’s departure, the detec
tive appeared for his usual shadow 
work.

The F okker’s nose motor was off, 
and hung suspended by a big chain- 
fa ll from a roof truss. H azlitt was 
all but buried in a maze of w iring 
and copper tubing. He looked like a 
surgeon perform ing a delicate opera
tion among muscles, organs, nerves 
and arteries.

He was perched atop a stepladder, 
head and shoulders inside the com
plicated cavity in the Fokker's nose.

"Can you fly me over to Miami ?” 
inquired the detective. " I ’ll give you

a hundred bucks for the round trip, 
H azlitt. E asy m oney.”

“ I ’d like to, gum-shoe,” responded 
H azlitt. “ But I ’m not a pilot. I told 
you that. I f  I had a license I ’d do 
it in a m inute.”

“ Ummm. W ell, all right. Sorry. 
W hen’ll the boss be back?”

“ D ay after tomorrow."
“ Thanks, kid. W ell, another day 

gone, ain’t it? Guess I ’ll go.” 
“ Don’t hurry back on m y account,” 

H azlitt mumbled to him self.
“ Oh, by the w ay,”  the detective 

erupted. “ Did you know your old 
friend Norbert Y ard ley is going to 
enter the Conniston Cup race? Fact. 
Just heard this morning. He’s got 
that M ystery B ullet— the hot job 
from the A irm aster shop.

“ Paper says the winner o f the Cup 
gets the chance to fly the new Super- 
X in the European Grand Prix. Go
ing to break every speed record in 
the world. The pilot that flies that 
baby w ill have the most sensational 
career since Lindbergh. Yep, it’s too 
bad you ’re not a pilot. S'long. See 
you soon.”

He ambled out into the sunshine 
and disappeared. H azlitt came down 
off the stepladder and sank into a 
limp attitude on the floor. He felt 
numb— sort of paralyzed. News like 
that was a bombshell.

NO T  only was Yard ley going to 
have a very fast ship in the Con

niston Cup race to threaten Jordan, 
but the greatest speed freak ever 
built was w aiting for the Conniston 
winner to fly it.

That was a plum that would in
spire the best flying ever seen in 
Florida. It would excite the compet
ing pilots to everything short o f 
murder. It was a chance that would 
never come again.

H azlitt couldn’t remember h o w  
long he sat there, day-dreaming, but 
suddenly it was purple night and the
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airport lay, a blank desert, sleeping 
beneath the stars. Stiffly he arose, 
closed the hangar doors and walked 
silen tly  homeward, head bent.

T a ylo r Jordan appeared over Star- 
cross A irport like a scream ing shell. 
H is stubby-winged plane veered wide 
in a lazy curve, swooped down close 
over the hangar and zoomed skyward 
again. Jordan sent it spinning ex
u ltan tly  around on its tail, whip- 
stalled down and plunked into the 
field at better than eighty miles an 
hour.

He braked fast, and the w ings 
tipped dangerously. His momentum 
carried him right to the doors of the 
Jordan hangar, and w ith a snort from 
the motor he coasted the ship inside. 
Im m ediately he jumped out a n d  
closed the doors.

« T T  worked, Jimmie 1” he roared.
J- "B o y, what a fixer you are! 

Look her over. The m ajor gave in 
without a struggle. W ants it to win 
the Conniston. Know w hy? So the 
pilot who flies her w ill be the one 
to carry the Stars and Stripes on the 
new Super-X. And w e’re going to 
do it? W e ’re going to w in !"

"W here do you get that ‘w e’ stuff, 
L indbergh?" scowled H azlitt. “ Y o u ’re 
gonna win. I ’m just a— a dumb me
chanic.”

"Is that so?" blurted Jordan, watch
ing H a zlitt’s drawn face. "W e ll, lis
ten. M ajor Bascom doesn’t think so. 
He doesn’t think you ’re either dumb 
or a mechanic. How soon can we hop 
for M iam i?”

“ R ight n o w ,"  H azlitt reported. 
"Load all the stuff in the big baby, 
fly down there, unload, fly back, and 
then fly the Cornet down alone. H ey, 
what did Bascom say about m e?”

"H e says you’d better lay off para
chute spot-landing contests,”  Jordan 
giggled . "H e got a kick out o f that. 
Load ’er up. W e ’ll hop this after
noon.”

It was a picnic for Jordan, but 
H azlitt suddenly hated every move 
he made D elicate propellers, car
buretors, tw in magnetoes, motor sup
plies, cans o f oil and various other 
things were ca refu lly  stowed into 
the trim otor’s giant fuselage. H az
litt coupled on the tractor and 
towed the trim otor outside. Jordan 
closed the doors.

H azlitt sat in the co-pilot’s seat 
while Jordan held the wheel.

"R ead y?" Jordan yelled over the 
m otors’ roar.

H azlitt nodded, his eyes roaming 
the maze of instruments. The three 
motors rumbled into fu ll power. The 
great ship fled along the runway and 
lifted  into the air. Jordan eased the 
wheel back, banked over for a turn 
and then set the nose toward M iam i 
a hundred miles down the coast.

“ She’s tail-h eavy!” he barked, sud
denly alert. “ Take the wheel. I ’ll 
go back and take a look.”

I l l

HE  got up and opened the 
door leading to the piled-up 
cabin. H azlitt’s oil-stained 

hands closed fondly around the light 
wheel. H is feet fitted into the rud
der stirrups. In stinctively his eyes 
flew from one instrument to the 
next, checking every detail.

She was tail-heavy. V e ry  much so. 
He kept the wheel w ell forward, but 
when he took his hands off, the 
whole control column sagged back 
into his lap. He swung around and 
looked through the window.

Suddenly he fe lt som ething in that 
wheel that every pilot knows by in
stinct. Im possible to describe, but it 
can be fe lt! Som ething or somebody 
had changed position back there, 
m oving farther aft.

Jordan was pawing over cans of 
oil and m oving aside some crates. 
H azlitt gave the wheel a sharp
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wrench, back and forth. Jordan look
ed up questioningly.

H azlitt pointed at the rear cabin 
wall, making motions to indicate the 
inspection panel. Jordan’s eyebrows 
raised. He walked back to the wall, 
yanked open the panel and reached 
inside. The ship’s balance changed 
gradually to normal. O ut of the dark 
space behind the cabin, jammed w ith 
framework tubing and control cables, 
came a heavy-set figure.

HA Z L I T T  heaved a sigh of annoy
ance. H is friend the detective 

was taking up the stow away profes
sion. He grinned sheepishly at Jor
dan, and then caught sight o f H azlitt 
at the controls. Then he stalked up 
the passage and into the control com
partment. “ Oh, yeah?” he barked. 
“ Can’t fly, eh? It sure looks it.” 

Out of his pocket came a fat palm, 
enclosing a small gold badge. On it 
were the government seal and the 
words “ United States of Am erica. 
Department o f Justice.”

“ Set her down, W a g sta ff!”  he bel
lowed. “ Y ou ’ll have to go back w ith 
m e!”

“ L et me see your w arrant!”  T aylor 
Jordan demanded.

T he detective produced a folded 
paper, but Jordan interrupted before 
he could say anything.

"T h at’s made out for Brice W ag- 
sta ff!” he pointed out. “ Y ou ’ll have 
to prove that H azlitt is W agstaff, 
first. H ow ’re you gonna do it? ”

“ Oh, that’s easy,” the detective 
barked. W ith  surprising suddenness 
he yanked out a pair of handcuffs 
and snapped one over Jordan’s wrist. 
The other cuff was locked around the 
framework tubing beside the cabin 
door. Jordan was hooked, but Haz
litt was free.

“ Now you ’re flyin’, see?” he yelled 
at H azlitt. “ I f  you’re W agstaff, 
you’ll set this crate down right-side 
up. I f  you ’re not, you ’ll sure let

me know it in a hurry. I  can fly 
enough to grab the wheel and put 
her down on the beach. Now let’s see 
you do your stuff.”

“You crazy flatfoot!” H azlitt bel
lowed. “T h at’s not true. I can fly 
enough to make a landing. W atch 
me. I ’ll show y o u !”

The detective eased his body war
ily  into the opposite p ilot’s seat. H az
litt threw his w eight on the wheel 
and the nose dropped sickeningly.

“ A nybody can hold a ship level in 
the a ir!”  he said. The ship yawed 
w ith a jerk, nosed down again, bank
ed into a tight turn almost flat and 
skidded broadside about fifty  feet.

" I ’ll show you I can land a plane!” 
he yelled, grim ly.

JO R D A N , locked to the heavy steel 
tube, braced him self for the crash. 

I t ’s risky enough for a novice to 
hold the stick on his first student 
landing, but a trim otor’s wheel is a 
different thing.

For a mechanic to try  to land a 
seven-ton airliner on a narrow beach 
without flying training is certain sui
cide. Y et deep in his heart, Jordan 
knew H azlitt could do it. W hether 
or not he was the missing W agstaff, 
he knew H azlitt would come through.

"T h at landing w ill tell me once 
and for all whether or not you ’re 
W a g sta ff!” barked the detective. “ I f  
you are, okay. I f  not, there’s a gov
ernment hospital d o w n  there at 
Miami. H eh! H eh !”

“ I think you ’re g o o fy !” Jordan 
growled. “ Unlock these cu ffs!”  

H azlitt, tight-lipped, was w rench
ing the wheel this w ay and that, pull
ing and tugging, kicking the rudder 
pedals furiously. Opposite, the de
tective stretched out his hands to 
take the wheel any instant.

T he great plane bucked, jerked and 
trembled. It dove, pulled up, skid
ded off on one wing, lurched drunk- 
enly downward again. Below  them,
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the beach was now on one side, now 
on the other. It leaped nearer—

“ H e y ,  Jordan!” H azlitt yelled. 
“ H ow do you get the tail down? She 
w on’t level off! She’s fa llin g !”

“ Shut your throttles, id io t!”  how l
ed Jordan. “ Y o u ’re diving her noBe- 
first into the beach! H oly suffering 
m ackerel! Gimme that handcuff k e y !”

"Oh, that’s it. Thanks,” H azlitt 
breathed.

He grabbed a handful of throttles 
and pushed them far ahead, opening 
the motors full out, then quickly 
pulled them to the closed position, 
blushing.

Cold sweat was running down the 
detective’s face. K icking back and 
forth on the rudder, H azlitt threw 
the tail around in an awkward zig 
zag.

The detective half-rose in his seat. 
Just at the last split-second the tail- 
wheel settled neatly and the F okker’s 
b ig front tires bit into the sand. The 
trimotor rolled up the beach, and 
stopped.

“ Told  you I could do i t ! ” H azlitt 
exulted, turning to the detective.

BU T  the limb of the law was up a 
stump. He was leaning half-out 

o f the pilot window, heaving spas
m odically. His hands hung limp, 
then suddenly clenched. Presently 
his white-lipped face came inside 
again.

“ Get the key and unlock this,” 
Jordan yelled. “ It ’s gone far enough.” 

A s the detective was bending over 
the lock, Jordan leaned forward to 
place his lips against H azlitt’s ear.

“ Not bad for a cross-wind landing, 
kid ,” he whispered, “but you didn’t 
have to put all that circus stuff in.” 

“ Grab the brass ring for a free 
ride,” H azlitt said.

A  snap and the handcuffs fell free. 
Jordan replaced H azlitt at the con
trols and the huge monoplane soared 
into the air again. The detective

had only partially recovered when 
Jordan set the wheels down on the 
b r o a d  runways of Pan-American 
Field, Miami.

The grandstands were being erect
ed for the forthcom ing race. A ll the 
arched-roof hangars showed furious 
activity. The finish pylon for the 
race was being erected in front of the 
grandstand. W orkm en were painting 
huge black-and-white checks on its 
forty-foot sides.

Queer ships stood lazily  before the 
sun-drenched hangars, surrounded by 
groups of busy mechanics. The race 
atmosphere was in their blood al
ready, with the big day still a week 
away. Jordan’s big Fokker nestled 
up between two smaller ships. He cut 
his motors and prodded the detective 
with his elbows.

“T h is is as far as we go, m ister,” 
he pointed out.

“ Far enough for me,” breathed the 
officer, lurching to his feet. “ I ’m go
ing back. He couldn’t be W agstaff. 
No pilot could make a landing like 
that on purpose.”

“ Maybe you ’re right,”  J o r d a n  
agreed.

“ But I ’d better stay around a 
w hile,” added the detective. “ M y 
man may show up. Beside, I like to 
watch air races.”

HE stumbled out o f the cabin door 
and fell into the sand. Jordan 

helped him up. A s they staggered 
toward the yaw ning cavern of the 
hangar, Jordan winked at H azlitt.

“ H e’s here again,” he said, inclin
ing his head.

Facing them, feet spread wide 
apart and eyes half-closed in scorn, 
stood Norbert Yardley.

Three days o f intensive work thin
ned out the mob of strangers into 
recognizable faces. Famous pilots, 
most o f them, from all corners of the 
country. W etzel, from Los A n geles; 
Teddy Blair, from the Curtiss experi
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mental field on Long Islan d ; Paul 
Anderson from Boston w ith his slow  
drawl and his lightning-quick brain.

Names that were blazoned across 
newspaper front pages; faces that 
smiled m odestly from newsreels after 
thrilling speed flights. Some of them 
stared unbelievably at H azlitt and 
then dropped their eyes. None of 
them gave him a word or a second 
glance.

The only pilot who talked much 
was Yardley.

“ W h at’d you come down here 
for?”  he demanded while H azlitt was 
watching Jordan give the Comet I I I  
a fast workout. “ You know i f  you 
enter this race you ’ll be arrested in
stantly. You run an aw ful risk of 
having somebody turn you over to 
that cop. H e’ll find you out.”

H azlitt walked out to catch Jor
dan’s w ing-tip as he came in.

“ W orries you, doesn't it? ” his quiet 
voice asked Yardley.

Y ard ley stalked away. H azlitt 
went through the motions of his job 
on the racing plane’s motor, reflect
ing on Y ard ley ’s hatred o f him. Or 
was it fear? Y ard ley either hated him 
or feared him. W h y?

HE took off the distributor head 
and massaged the breaker points 

with a soft rubber. He drained the 
oil pump and refilled it. He pulled 
the knife-edged prop over slow ly, 
watching t h e  carburetor butterfly 
valves fill the manifold evenly for 
each cylinder. But all the time he 
was thinking about Yardley.

Tim e was getting short, and all the 
eight contestants had run through 
their qualifying laps with wide mar
gins to spare. It looked as i f  the 
land-plane record of 258 miles an 
hour, made in Cleveland, was going 
glimmering in the Conniston Cup 
grind.

Teddy B lair had a green baby bi
plane w ith short stub w ings that

clocked w ell over 250 in the time 
trials. W e tze l’s craft was a center
w ing job w ith a slim inverted V - 
type engine, streamlined like a shark. 
It landed fast, but in the air it shot 
ahead w ith an easy rumble o f power.

Y ard ley ’s M ystery B ullet was a 
gigantic radial motor streamlined in
to the smallest possible all-metal bi
plane. He always went through his 
workouts several miles from the field, 
in order to keep his performance se
cret. But the borrowed Comet I I I  
entered by Jordan was still around 
the cellar position, according to the 
averages turned in.

The newspaper scribes gave it no 
chance at all with Y ard ley and Ted 
Blair, although w riting long sob- 
stories about its glorious performance 
in the past under the m asterly hand 
of M ajor Bascom.

JO R D A N  read these accounts w ith 
worried eyes. He pointed them 

out to H azlitt.
“ Just as a favor,” he asked, “ w ill 

you watch me take that pylon and 
tell me how it looks to you?”

“ W h y ask m e?” H azlitt sighed. 
“ But I ’ll watch it if  you say so.” 

He sat on the grandstand fence as 
Jordan’s plane shot out of the sky 
and drummed downward toward the 
pylon. T he pylon was just a forty- 
foot steel tower covered with paint
ed airplane fabric, m arking the cor
ner o f the rectangular race course. 
T akin g the turns, as in automobile 
racing, was the secret o f the whole 
business. It looked easy.

Jordan aimed his ship at the p y
lon and shot down in a gentle 
dive. A  few  hundred feet ahead of 
it he began to pull the ship up into 
a vertical bank. He skidded wide—  
a hundred y a rd s ; then righted and 
pulled up in an easy climb. He 
rounded the pylon five times this way 
as H azlitt clocked him w ith a stop
watch.
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H a zlitt’s heart was m issing beats. 
He bit his under-lip, punched the 
Btop-watch and scowled at its dial.

A s he walked out to meet the land
ing plane he was shaking his head 
sadly. There was a conference be
tween the two that afternoon in the 
back recesses of the hangar. The ship 
was tuned up like a fiddle, but they 
had no further time for practice. The 
race was to start the next day. It 
must have been six hours that the 
pair stayed there, talking in low 
tones. W hen they came out, they 
were sm iling.

IV

T H A T  night, H azlitt's mind 
deserted the details of the 
ship and centered on Yard- 
le y  again.

Jimmy H azlitt tossed fitfu lly  all 
night, unable to sleep or to puzzle 
out Y a rd ley ’s hostility.

Y ard ley had tried to kill him once, 
and almost succeeded. Men don’t at
tempt murder except under the stress 
o f a pow erful emotion, such as fear 
o f their own lives, for instance.

He was still thinking about it when 
the eight ships were lined up on the 
field for the start. It was noon, and 
the race was scheduled for one-thirty 
p. m. P ilots and mechanics were 
drawn up along the fence next the 
grandstand, which was slow ly absorb
ing a flood of crowd.

‘ ‘I ’d give ten years of my life  to be 
in this race,” remarked a mechanic at 
H a zlitt’s elbow. “ It means the great
est chance of these p ilot’s lives. The 
M ystery B ullet’s got a good chance. 
So ’s W etzel. W h o ’s going to fly the 
Super-X? T h at’s what we want to 
know.”

H azlitt nodded.
“ Boy, th ey’ll k ill each other to win 

this thing,” the mechanic went on. 
“ A n yth in g goes. I t ’s five hundred 
miles— that’s twenty-five laps around

this course. T h ey go so fast you can 
hardly see ’em.

“ I f  one of ’em noses another into 
the ground, who can accuse him? 
There won’t be enough le ft of the 
guy to tell what happened. And from 
what I hear, Y ard ley’s got it all fixed 
to win.”

“ Better pipe down,” H azlitt sug
gested. “ Here he comes.”

Yardley, helmeted and goggled, 
with his parachute harness buckled in 
place, strode toward H azlitt.

“ Going to try  to beat me, are you, 
Jordan?” he asked. “ I f  you know 
what I know, you ’d back out now. 
I ’m going to win this race, see? 
N either you nor your jailbird me
chanic can stop me.”

“ T h a t’s pow erful language, Yard- 
ley ,” snapped Jordan.

“ L et him talk,” grunted H azlitt.
“ Don’t think I can prove it, do 

you ?” Y ardley s h o u t e d  angrily. 
“ W ell, I can. T his bird H azlitt has 
been bluffing you. H e’s really Brice 
W agstaff, the dope-sm uggling ex
speed pilot. A fte r  the race I ’m gonna 
spill what I know. He came here to 
spy on me and he’s gonna regret it. 
I t ’s back to Atlanta for you, you 
outlaw I”

“ T here’s the detective,”  suggested 
H azlitt. “ T e ll it to him.”

U T  H E A R D  it,” nodded the officer.
“ Go on. I ’m listening.”

“ W ell, get th is!” Y ardley yelled. 
“ W agstaff’s picture was in a locket 
he gave his girl. I saw it. I t ’s Haz
litt all right.”

H azlitt stiffened. His eyes flashed. 
He lunged toward Yardley.

“ P la ces!” roared the officials. “ Snap 
into it I”

“ I t ’s all right, Jordan,”  snarled 
H azlitt. “ I ’ll fly.”

Snatching Jordan’s helmet a n d  
parachute, H azlitt vaulted the rail 
and ran to the Comet I l l ’s  cockpit. 
Yardley, still calling on the law fo l
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lowed. T hey climbed into their ships 
and faced the starting flag.

"G o !”
The eight ships rolled away and 

lifted  into the air. Around the course, 
then a flying start at fu ll speed! 
Y ardley and H azlitt were w ing to 
w ing as the squadron flashed across 
the starting line.

Five hundred miles is a long dis
tance on the ground, but in the air 
it ’s a mere jump. The eight planes 
roared toward the horizon at better 
than five m iles a minute.

H azlitt peered cautiously through 
the windshield that ran parallel to 
his cheek. It was framed in steel. 
It had to be. That horrible moan of 
air past his face meant a man-made 
gale of better than two hundred and 
fifty  miles an hour.

To stretch out a hand into that in
ferno meant crushed bones. T o  take 
a blow like that on the head would 
mean instant death.

The twenty-m ile course was d ivid
ed into five-mile "leg s”, roughly 
square. H azlitt saw W etzel, in the 
lead, whip around the first pylon and 
zoom upward, follow ed by Teddy 
B lair. Y ard ley ’s black biplane shot 
in front, cutting him off. H azlitt 
grunted. “ Not so fast! T h is isn’t a 
horse race!”

He had smacked top rudder, liftin g  
his nose out of danger. He was in 
a vertical bank three m iles ahead of 
the pylon, allow ing plenty of room. 
He shot in close, yanked back his 
stick and kicked bottom rudder. That 
hurled him around the pylon like a 
boomerang.

-p iV E R Y T H IN G  went black before 
his eyes— that was blood being 

drained out of his head by centri
fugal force. He knew from experi
ence what to do. He had taken a 
bearing as he came out of the turn. 
Now he opened his mouth, closed 
his eyes and hung on. In less than

a minute he could see again, and be
fore him was another pylon.

W ith in  five laps, his heart had ac
cepted the challenge. In the turns 
he put his head hard against the 
head-rest back of him, and held his 
breath. There would be a hard slam. 
That was all.

Yard ley swept past W etzel in the 
eighth lap, w inging ahead w ith a 
wide lead. H azlitt, in the Comet I I I ,  
kept plenty o f space between it and 
the other ships that flitted near, pre
pared for anything.

He began overhauling T eddy B lair 
and rushed past him. W etzel hung 
between him self and Yardley. W ith  
the race now in its tenth lap, the five 
hundred m iles looked like a trip 
around the block.

HE kept increasing his distance 
from the others. No crowded 

turns for him. Not in a speed-mad 
gang like this. Y ard ley must have 
about a mile lead, he estimated. 
Shaving the pylons closer, he battled 
to cut down that lead.

H azlitt knew, and most race pilots 
also know, that the human body can 
adjust itse lf to almost any form of 
torture, provided it is taken gradual
ly. F ive miles a minute and quick, 
whipping turns means torture, and 
plenty of it. H azlitt saved his stunt 
stuff until his body had become ac
climated to the job.

His brain was clearing. His eyes 
were beginning to focus once more. 
Before this, he had had to listen to 
his motor. N ow he could read his 
dials. He knew that motor the w ay 
a surgeon knows his anatomy.

He had given it all he had— now 
the motor was doing the same for 
him. A t nineteen hundred on the 
tachometer the air-speed dial showed 
tw o-seventy; fuel was w histling into 
the carburetor at an appalling rate.

He eyed this air-speed meter all 
through the lightning turns. On the
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straightaw ays the needle s w u n g  
around to the unbelievable figure of 
280 —  then reluctantly screwed back 
again as he swung over for a pylon.

H is dial gave him courage to at
tempt a stunt he had always dreamed 
o f doing. He’d never had the power 
to work with, before. It m ight work! 
It would have to, if  he were going to 
w hittle down that lead of Y a rd ley ’s.

“ A ll or nothin’,”  he told him self. 
“ Here goes!”

He held his breath, swung over for 
a turn and fe lt the seat ram his 
spine up into his helmet. B ut he 
didn’t right the ship. He held her 
in a forty-degree bank, flying half 
on its side.

Now he could dive for the pylon 
without feeling that tw inge of nausea 
— that claw ing stab against his chest 
as his blood-stream reversed its di
rection. W ould the ship hold it3 

speed? He blinked his eyes until he 
could make out the figures on the 
dial. He saw 255-260-265. Then back 
to 250.

TA K IN G  a turn at two hundred 
and fifty  miles an hour has al

ways been a favorite dream o f race 
pilots. The ships would do it, but 
the pilot always fainted. T his forty- 
degree bank m ight reduce the strain 
on his heart just enough to make the 
stunt possible.

He saw the checked pylon three 
miles away. He dove, still in the 
bank, and held his head flat back 
against the padded headrest. No slip 
ping back now. He was in for it! 
Back came the control stick.

W hack! H is body slammed against 
the side of the cockpit; his head 
seemed numb, but he had done it! 
W etzel’s monoplane slid backward as 
he swept past it. Up ahead was 
Yardley, and the race half-over.

Y ard ley ’s ship was newer, more 
pow erful and cleaner-lined than the 
old Comet III .  B ut Y ard ley  lacked

one thing H azlitt gloried in— six 
years of high-speed flying. Race- 
pilots are not made overnight.

H azlitt and the Com et I I I  were 
gradually cutting down the lead. 
Y ardley was forcing and straining 
his ship to the utmost, but H azlitt 
kept coming. A t five miles a min
ute, a battle for the lead is lik e ly  to 
be a hair-raising affair.

TH E  massed thousands in the 
stands sensed it. T h ey  saw the 

two hurtling racers for just a few 
seconds at a time, but when they did, 
it was the thrill of a lifetim e. Just 
a far-off roar, two flashes of color, a 
howl, and they were gone. Vanished!

“ Look at him !” yelled  Jordan to 
the detective. “ That gu y’s got guts! 
W atch him plow into that turn! 
W o w ! I know what it means to take 
a turn like that. H is face must be 
purple, but he’s stickin ’.”

“Alm ost up on Y ard ley now,” was 
the rejoinder. “ Probably take him 
next time around.”

“W h y  did he do it? ” barked Jor
dan. “ He knows he’s going to get 
pinched. He knows i t ’s Atlanta for 
him. Y e t he’s risking his neck to 
win. Even if  he wins, he loses, 
seems like.”

“ W ould seem that w ay,” comment
ed the detective.

“ He told me last night he could 
see I was no race pilot,” Jordan said. 
“ Told me I didn’t have a chance. He 
is doing it for me! I told him he’d 
be exposed if  he flew this race. W hat 
do you supose he said?”

“ Said it was worth going to ja il to 
find out w hy Y ard ley hated him.”

“ I reckon he’s found out by now,” 
remarked the detective.

Both men leaped to their feet. 
Y ard ley and H azlitt were side by 
side, roaring out o f the distant sky 
like two angry eagles. Jordan, w ith 
a cry, grabbed the detective’s arm. 

“ L o o k !” he croaked. "Y a rd le y ’s go
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ing to pocket him! Going to smash 
him against the pylon! Yeow-w-w!”  

Hazlitt saw it at the same time. 
Yardley was on the outside, diving 
down for a sharp turn. He had timed 
it so that he could dart in close, and 
flatten Hazlitt against the big steel 
tower. It took a lightning-like brain 
and reckless determination. Hazlitt 
was quicker.

“Kid stuff!” he thought. "That’s 
his way of rubbing me out, is it?” 

Gripping the stick tighter, he gave 
bottom rudder a steady shove. Then 
the topmost side. His racer’s nose 
gave a sudden lurch downward, then 
zoomed skyward. He was in the 
lead.

HA ZL IT T  had ducked underneath 
Yardley’s craft, almost scraping 

his wing-tip in the sand. While 
Yardley was taking the turn, Haz
litt whipped around him and climbed, 
well in the lead.

Yardley flattened out close to the 
ground and shot away in pursuit. But 
Hazlitt, still in that queer lop-sided 
position, had a hundred-yard lead. 
On the next pylon he jumped it to 
a quarter-mile. Rounding the final 
turn into the last straightaway, Haz
litt had nearly half a lap.

All alone he zipped across the line 
while thousands of parked cars blared 
applause. He slipped over into a 
vertical bank, did a beautiful slow- 
roll over the stand by way of ac
knowledgement, and came in for a 
landing upside down.

Fifty feet off the ground he flung 
the ship upright and slid in for a 
neat three-point in front of the 
stand. The stands thundered a wel
come as he arose stiffly from his 
cockpit.

Yardley landed right behind, and 
was abreast by the time he had

reached the ground with his feet. 
Yardley beckoned to the officer.

“ Now will you believe me?” he 
roared. “ That’s Wagstaff, I say!” 

“ Guess you’re right,” the detective 
admitted, “how about it?”

“ Sure I am!” Hazlitt agreed. “ I ’m 
Wagstaff all right. I don’t care who 
knows it now. This pup just spilled 
the works before we started the race. 
Go on and serve your warrant. I’m 
innocent.”

“ Why, this ain’t no warrant, son,” 
protested the detective. “ It's a sum
mons. You’ve got to appear in Fed
eral Court as a witness in that smug
gling case. What about your proof?” 

“That double-crossing lummox,” 
roared Hazlitt, shaking a fist at Yard- 
ley, “ convicted himself. He told you 
that he had seen a picture of me in 
a locket belonging to my girl. Now, 
listen to this!

“ rp H A T  locket was in my plane 
-I- when it was stolen from me in 

Los Angeles. Nobody but the thief, 
who ferried that stuff across the 
border could have known about it! 
Yardley’s the thief!”

“ Kinda thought something like that 
would turn up,”  grinned the detec
tive, “ so I brung along a John Doe 
warrant. I knew that if you ever 
admitted you were Wagstaff, you’d 
be able to tell us who the real crook 
was. That winds up this case, I 
gather. Put out your hands, Yard- 
ley.”

“ And you put out your hands, too, 
kid,” laughed Jordan. “ The judge 
wants to put a nice thin green check 
into your mitt. When you fly the 
great Super-X next year and get to 
be a hero, don’t forget m e!”

“ How could I? ” demanded Hazlitt. 
“ Why, you’re the guy who taught me 
how to land a Fokker trimotor!”



The DEATH TRAP

His Sst caught Hon hoy on the tip o f the chin

Flailing Fists and Flashing Knives as Two Daring 
Americans Face Desperate Foes on a 

Chinese funk

By GEORGE ALLAN MOFFATT
Author of “ The Devil From Devil’s Island,” “ Pirate Gold," etc.

IN S ID E  the cabin of the Chinese 
junk the air was stifling and 
hot; the fetid  smell of the jungle 

seeped through a port hole, a sick
ening, humid stench that made the 
little  room insufferable.

A  silver lamp hung from the ceil
ing, sw aying back and forth slow ly 
as the junk rose and fell on the 
gentle swell of the China Sea. The 
ligh t from the lamp was flickering
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and yellow. In this ligh t the face of 
Hon Loy looked like a malicious, 
grinning, u g ly  god. The skin over the 
high cheek bones was yellow  and d ry ; 
small eyes glowed darkly, beadlike; 
the mouth, a thin slit in the yellow  
face, added a brutality and cunning 
that bespoke power.

He looked at the two Am ericans 
in front of him, his black eyes flash
ing a mocking, dangerous smile. A
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black silk robe covered his heavy 
body; on his head was the usual 
Chinese skull cap of black.

Bill Hallard returned the mocking 
look, with eyes narrowed and lanky 
body slumped easily in the bamboo 
chair. Jack T u lly , his friend and 
partner, sat at his right and fingered 
idly the butt of the automatic in his 
pocket.

“A hundred dollars in Am erican 
gold,” Hallard said to Hon Loy in 
an easy drawl, “ if  you’ll let us be 
passengers on this lawless old junk 
until the police at H ongkong get 
tired looking for us.”

HON L O Y  smiled a lifeless, hu
morless little  smile that twisted 

the end of his thin mouth queerly.
“A  wise man,” he said softly, in 

perfect E nglish, "o f my race, chooses 
better than the white man when— ” 

"M y poor brain,” Hallard inter
rupted w earily, "can’t d ig  deep 
enough in the yellow  soil of China 
to understand your chatter about 
wisdom. T alk  plain E nglish and I ’ll 
understand.”

"V e ry  w ell,” Hon L o y said with a 
shrug. “ You and your friend are very 
poor liars.”

The knots of m uscles rising and 
falling on H allard’s jaw tw itched a 
little ; there was a hardly perceptible 
hardening of the muscles around his 
eyes.

Jack T u lly ’s fingers closed around 
the butt of the automatic and his 
lean face contracted.

“ Sa-ay,” Hallard drawled, "you get 
some funny ideas in that yellow  head 
of yours, Hon Loy. W hat are you 
getting at?”

Hon L oy smiled coldly.
"I  have heard,” he answered quiet

ly, "that the young son of Sir Pres
ton Mowrey, of the E nglish Secret 
Service, is being held as a hostage. 
There is, I believe, a reward of ten 
thousand pounds for his recovery. It

is possible that you are endeavoring 
to collect that reward and that you 
w rongly suspect the boy is on board 
my boat.”

B ill Hallard laughed loudly and 
good naturedly.

“ You got imagination, Hon L oy,” 
he said. "I  have to hand it to you 
Chinks for figuring things out in fine 
detail. Sir M ow rey’s son is being 
held because the Hon. Sir Preston is 
pushing an opium ring pretty close. 
That ring has been shipping high ex
plosive shells— via China— into India, 
to give the natives there a chance to 
blow dear old England somewhere in 
the direction o f hell— ”

“ You are correct in those details,” 
Hon L oy agreed in his soft, deadly 
voice. “ For some strange reason I 
have heard it said that I, a poor 
humble merchant, am behind that 
ring.”

“ W ell, I ’ll be damned,” Hallard 
said. “ T akin ’ poor old Hon L oy for 
a dishonest man. T h at’s the bloomin’ 
E nglish for you. A lw ays getting 
suspicious of honest men.”

H allard’s body had leaned forward 
a little  as he spoke. Behind the 
squint, his eyes were cold and hard. 
Jack T u lly  had tw isted his body 
around so that his right arm was 
free to use the automatic.

NO N E  of these moves missed the 
eyes of Hon Loy, but he remained 

w ith his arms folded under the robe 
in front of him and his yellow  face 
expressionless —  save for the queer 
little  smile that played on his thin 
lips.

“ I think I can speak fran kly to 
you and your friend, Mr. H allard,” 
Hon L oy said. “ It is very improb
able that either of you w ill ever have 
a chance to disclose any information 
I m ight give you.

“ M y system extends to the Secret 
Service office of the E nglish  Gov
ernment in Hongkong, and I was in-
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form ed when you and Mr. T u lly  
w ent to the Secret Service w ith the 
proposition o f tryin g  to recover 
P h ilip  M owrey, the son of S ir Pres
ton. Both you and Mr. T u lly  have 
been in China five years. Those five 
years were not profitable to you. 
M any times you have been hungry.

“ You are both brave men. Your 
exp lo its have been known to me. 
N aturally, it did not surprise me 
greatly when I heard that you had 
conceived the brilliant plan of get
tin g  yourself thrown into ja il for 
one night, and then escaping. You 
planned to  have it appear that you 
•were fu g itive s  from  the police. The 
plan had several good points, but my 
spy system gave me all that infor
mation and I was accordingly pre
pared to receive you.

<r\ 7 'O U  escaped the prison, and
-L looked for someone who could 

give you inform ation as to my w here
abouts. I saw to it that this infor
mation was easily obtained, knowing 
that the E nglish would not interfere 
w ith your work and fo llo w  you to 
m y junk. I arranged for you to get 
here so quickly that you had no 
chance to get inform ation to them.”

E very muscle in H allard’s body 
had gone taut and hard during this 
recital. Jack T u lly  had the gun half 
out of his coat pocket.

“ And I thought I could be smarter 
than you,” H allard groaned.

The arms of Hon L oy moved un
der the robe, moved with the speed 
o f a cobra striking. But B ill Hallard 
moved a split second more sw iftly .

H is body went up as i f  standing 
up, and his right came up w ith it. 
He lunged forward, his fist catching 
Hon L oy orx the tip of the chin, 
sending him spraw ling backward off 
the chair.

The heavy body of Hon L oy 
jerked and then lay still. Hallard 
was over him, tearing the black robe

into strips, ty in g  the Chinaman’s 
w rists and ankles and gagging his 
mouth. Then he threw him into a 
corner of the little  cabin and stood 
up.

T u lly  was standing near the center 
of the room, the automatic in his 
right hand. He shook his head slow ly 
and disgustedly.

“ W hat a bright idea that was about 
foolin g Hon L oy,”  he said to Hallard, 
“ and collecting the ten thousand 
pounds. You said Hon L oy wouldn’t 
suspect that our night in ja il in 
H ongkong was faked. He’d be glad 
to have two outlaw Am ericans on 
his junk. He got us aboard, and 
cracking him in the jaw  won’t save 
our lives now.”

H allard’s bony face was puzzled. 
He looked at his friend w ith a help
less smile on his lips.

“ I t ’s fifty  grand in our money,” he 
protested, “ and the k id ’s on board 
somewhere— ”

“ Yeah, he’s on board,” T u lly  broke 
in angrily, "and so are fifty  evil
faced coolies who have spent their 
lives practicing knife throwing. T h ey 
are just w aiting for that supreme 
moment when they can slit a white 
man’s throat. W e ’re only two— and 
in case you haven’t noticed, w e’re 
going out to sea with the tide too 
fast for com fort.”

HA L L A R D  jumped across the cab
in and looked out of the port 

hole. A  moon high in the skies cast 
a soft light over the sea. The boat 
had been m oving rapidly, and land 
was no longer in sigh t; all Hallard 
saw was the sea bathed in the bluish 
ligh t of the moon.

“ Tw o palookas who thought they 
could outwit a Chinaman,” T u lly  said 
bitterly. “ On Hon L o y ’s junk out 
in the China Sea. T h at’s melodrama 
that ought to bring tears to your 
grandm other’s eyes.”

From  somewhere behind the walla
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of the cabin came a low, muffled 
groan. It rose into a shrill scream 
and the two Am ericans jumped as 
the voice of a young boy wailed, in 
E n glish : “ Help— h elp !”

“ The kid,” H allard muttered. 
“ T h e y ’ve got him locked in the room 
next to the stern.”

A  sharp pounding on the door of 
the cabin caused H allard to swerve 
quickly. A  voice in Chinese called 
out something. Hon L oy rolled over 
on his back. He had regained con
sciousness and his little  black eyes 
were leering at the Americans.

II

T H E  pounding on the door was 
resumed w ith increased vio 
lence. B odies were banging 
against the wooden panel.

“ Let ’em have it,” H allard said 
grim ly, pulling his autom atic. “ W e 
walked into a trap, but we won’t 
be the only rats to die.”

The guns o f the two Am ericans 
roared sim ultaneously. T he bullets 
crashed through the door. There 
was a piercing scream outside. The 
pounding stopped abruptly.

T u lly  was on his feet, looking 
around the room.

"T h e y ’ll be back in a second,” H al
lard said. "A n d  there isn’t any place 
to run. W e can’t craw l through 
portholes. W e can k ill a bunch of 
Chinamen before a knife gets us—  
that’s all, but it ’s som ething.”

“ It was the Chinese guard in the 
prison,” T u lly  suggested venomously, 
“that tipped Hon L oy off we were 
com ing.”

"W h at difference who— ”
H allard’s words were drowned out 

by a renewed thum ping on the door 
to the cabin. It had a hollow  sound 
and the door creaked and cracked 
w ith every blow.

"Save your ammunition,” Hallard 
said. “T h ey  are at the end of a

battering ram and our bullets m ight 
miss them.”

T he door splintered and broke. 
The battering ram went back for a 
final blow. H allard rushed to the 
far side of the cabin and picked 
up a belaying pin.

“ W e ’ll save our ammunition for the 
finishing touches,” he said. “ I ’ll 
crown the first ambitious killers be
fore they get through the door.”

W ith  a leap, he was at the le ft of 
the door. There was a terrific crash 
and the panel fe ll in. T he first 
tw o half-naked coolies into the room 
crashed to the floor w ith  muffled 
groans as the belaying pin in H al
lard’s hand descended unerringly on 
their heads.

T he third ducked the pin and came 
under H allard w ith a long knife 
aimed at his throat. A  bullet from 
T u lly ’s gun sent the coolie to the 
floor w ith  blood trick lin g  from his 
temple. The fourth  attacker came 
lunging into the room, tripped over 
the bodies in the doorw ay and fell. 
A  blow from the belaying pin crush
ed his skull.

And then suddenly the little  cabin 
was filled w ith how ling, ye llow  de
mons. K nives flashed in the sha
dowy lights. H eavy, brutal faces, 
covered w ith perspiration, leered at 
the two Am ericans. Shrill Chinese 
curses filled the room.

HA L L A R D  and T u lly  had backed, 
in crouching positions, to the 

farther corners of the room. Their 
autom atics belched a deadly, careful 
fire, the darting, leaping flames cut
ting the thick air in flashes of orange- 
red.

Y ello w  bodies crashed to the floor 
and others fe ll over them. The coo
lies were a m illing, scream ing mob. 
Then H allard’s gun clicked on an 
em pty chamber. He had no chance 
to reload. He grabbed the barrel, 
and hammered and battered and
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slashed out at the half-naked bodies 
like an insane man. T u lly  was doing 
the same.

It was a hopeless fight. Ballard 
realized that as he fought and ham
mered away w ith his revolver. He 
had known the utter fu tility  of it 
the moment Hon L oy had smiled at 
his and T u lly ’B story o f escaping 
from  an E nglish  prison and wanting 
to hide.

FRO M  the start it had been a 
daring, desperate plan to rescue 

the tw elve-year-old son of Sir Pres
ton M owrey. Hallard and T u lly  had 
offered to take the chance fo r the 
reward. F ifty  thousand dollars! 
Enough to start them in some kind 
of business; the end of five years 
o f beachcombing and starving.

The irony of their fate flashed on 
H allard as he fought like an enraged 
animal cornered. It had been worth 
it, even if  they had failed. He 
lashed out w ith his le ft at a yellow  
body near him. It connected w ith 
the man’s groin and he went to the 
floor how ling w ith pain. H allard's 
mouth was dry. T he small room was 
thick w ith the acrid gun powder 
smoke. It burned his eyes and parch
ed his throat. He had no idea what 
had happened to T u lly . A  film had 
formed over his eyes.

Then through the mist he saw two 
coolies closing in on him. One car
ried a large autom atic; the other a 
knife. The gun roared. H allard 
lunged forward desperately and felt 
as if  someone had struck him against 
the cheek w ith a red hot iron. He 
heard the bullet crash into the wood
en wall after it had creased his face.

H is lunge sent him through the 
air, shoulders crashing against the 
chest of the man w ith the gun. T hey 
went to the floor in a heap, H allard’s 
fingers going for the automatic. He 
touched it and then rolled over 
q u ick ly , know ing that the Chinaman

behind him would be striking for his 
back w ith the knife.

The coolie had done just that, but 
H allard’s body moved out o f the w ay 
o f the knife. It went plunging in
stead, hilt-deep, into the chest of the 
Chinaman who had carried the auto
matic. In H allard’s hand the auto
matic roared. The half-naked body 
o f the knife man slanted forward 
and then crumpled in death over the 
man he had stabbed.

Hallard rolled backward to the 
w all just in time to escape the point 
of a knife that had come through the 
a ir at him from another direction. 
Y e llo w  faces were relentlessly clos
ing in on him now. The gun in his 
hand roared twice. Tw o of them fell, 
but there were still others who came 
on. H allard raised the gun to fire 
again. He could get one or two more 
and after that—

A S H R IL L  voice rose over the din 
o f curses and yells. The noise 

stopped w ith a suddenness that was 
uncanny. Hallard sat up w eakly, 
stared around the room. He saw 
Hon L o y standing w ith his back to 
the w all, his w rists and ankles re
leased from the tattered silken cords 
torn from his black robe.

He stood there, his little  black 
eyes flashing a murderous hatred; 
his yellow  face distorted hideously. 
H allard’s eyes dropped from him to 
the floor, searching for T u lly . He 
lay in the far corner, his body cov
ered w ith  blood. In his right hand 
was a bloody knife. Even as H al
lard watched, he crawled to one knee 
and stood staring in amazement at 
Hon Loy.

In that small room were crowded 
at least tw enty coolies; on the floor 
lay the bodies of six or seven mo&e. 
Hallard started to raise the automa
tic. H is eyes went to Hon Loy. 
One well directed shot would bring 
the yellow  leader down. It was the
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last decent thing on this earth Hal- 
lard figured he could do— and his 
finger started to close on the trigger.

But it stopped suddenly. H is body 
stiffened and his eyes opened wide 
— in a wild, helpless fear. Standing 
in the doorway was a tall, pow erfully 
built Chinaman and in his arms was 
a small twelve-year-old boy, who was 
kicking w eakly against the yellow  
arms.

Hallard saw the flaxen hair of 
an E nglish boy, the clear blue eyes 
and w ell featured face. The auto
matic dropped at his side. He knew 
too w ell what a shot at Hon L oy 
would mean to that boy’s life . The 
face of the boy turned and the blue 
eyes looked at him pleadingly, help
lessly. H allard fe lt a tightening of 
the muscles over his heart, and a 
muffled oath escaped his lips.

Sharp, shrill words o f command 
came from Hon Loy. H allard under
stood them and his muscles bunched 
under him for the final struggle. But 
that struggle was short-lived. Some
thing crashed against the side of his 
head. He knew it had come through 
the air, but consciousness slipped 
away from him too rapidly to figure 
out what it had been. He was fa ll
ing face forward to the floor. E very
thing was going black, and slow ly 
the sound of voices faded indistinct
ly  in the distance.

I l l

^ ^ T IG H T  pulling on his right leg
A - \  brought Hallard back to con- 

X  -1L sciousness. H is eyes snapped 
open. He was looking up at the 
sky, at countless stars and a fu ll 
moon.

He blinked his eyes and tried to 
collect his thoughts. T h ey were irra
tional and scattered. A ll he knew 
was that som ething pow erful was 
pullin g on his right leg.

He tw isted his head around. He

was in the forepart o f the old junk 
and near him lay T u lly .

"Hon L oy doesn’t believe in letting 
an enemy die a peaceful death,” 
T u lly  said dryly. "I  thought you ’d 
be out forever, listening to the 
birds.”

The pullin g on H allard’s legs con
tinued. He moved his arms, but 
around the w rists were leather bands. 
H is eyes follow ed the leather cords 
attached to the bands. T h eir ends 
were tied to a ring fastened on the 
deck. He looked at his legs. Leather 
bands were around the ankles and 
leather cords fastened to rungs were 
attached to the bands.

A G R IM , bitter smile came to H al
lard’s lips. The Bending Death 1 

One of the oldest forms of Chinese 
torture. The leather cords had been 
soaked in water until they had 
stretched three times their length. 
Out in the air they would dry in a 
matter of several hours, and would 
in the process revert back to their 
original length. T he posts were lo
cated far enough from H allard’s body 
to insure his legs and arms being 
pulled out of their sockets.

A  specially  treated leather was 
used for this death, a leather that 
would shrink to its original length 
yet retain power enough to pull a 
human body apart. A lread y the strap 
on H allard’s right leg was shrinking 
and his leg was being pulled back.

"W h en you sock a yellow  guy in 
the jaw ,” Hallard said to T u lly , “ you 
can figure you ’re not going to die 
very pleasantly. T he old snake was 
afraid his coolies would k ill us be
fore he could inflict the proper tor
ture for our disrespect to his person.” 

" I t ’s a beautiful moon,” T u lly  said 
dryly.

"E xquisite, sweetheart,”  H allard 
answered. "Say, where did the kid 
come from ?”

"H e came through the door during
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the fight,” T u lly  explained. “Guess 
he busted out of his prison to see 
what the excitem ent was about.”

“A  nice lookin’ little  shaver to be 
in the clutches of a devil like Hon 
L o y ,"  Hallard said regretfu lly.

“ H e’s got his old man to blame,” 
T u lly  retorted. “A nd his old man 
has something to do w ith our being 
out here staring at the beautiful 
moon and w ondering how i t ’s going 
to  feel having our legs and arms 
torn out by the sockets.”

“ I t ’ll hurt like hell at first and 
then I guess w e’ll pass out,” Hallard 
suggested.

“ You make it so easy.”

A L L A R D  had tw isted his body 
around. T he leather thongs 

holding his arms to the rings in the 
deck had not shrunk a great deal 
and he could still move his hands.

“ Listen, you half-w itted  idiot,” he 
whispered. “ T here’s a coolie guard
ing us over there and don’t talk 
so loud. In the sleeve of m y coat 
is a small knife I brought along for 
an emergency. I f  I can get my fin
gers on that, w e’ll be free.”

“ W o n ’t that be nice,” T u lly  snap
ped back in a whisper. “ F ree on 
Hon L o y ’s junk w ith  fifty  coolies 
to cut our throats. W e ’re w ell out 
at sea now and I ’m too tired to 
swim fo rty  m iles or more to shore.” 

“ W e can die w ithout having our 
arms and legs pulled out,”  Hallard 
replied. “A nd that’s som ething.”

H is head tw isted over to his wrist, 
his teeth tearing at the cloth of his 
coat. Som ething flashed in his teeth 
and then his head was going back 
and forth. The Chinese guard, sit
tin g  several yards from them, turned 
around and looked at the two v ic
tims. H allard stopped m oving his 
head at a whispered warning from 
T u lly .

T he guard got up and walked over 
to  H allard and T u lly . He stared

down at them, his yellow  face leering 
and anim al-like in the soft m oonlight. 
Hallard lay on the side of his face, 
the knife resting under his cheek 
on the deck. T he guard gave a low, 
guttural laugh, muttered som ething 
in Chinese, and then walked back 
and sat down beside the mast.

H allard’s head, w ith the small 
creese knife between his teeth, went 
back to his wrist. He sawed fran
tica lly . S low ly the leather ripped 
and then fe ll to the deck. W ith  
his free hand he ripped the tighten
ing straps from his articles and then 
freed his other hand. A fte r  that he 
made quick w ork o f T u lly ’s leather 
thongs, and the two sat on their 
haunches, staring at the guard near 
the mast.

Slow ly, like a great black snake, 
H allard crawled forward. He got 
w ithin  a foot of the guard, who was 
squatting w ith his back to them. 
Then his foot slipped on the deck.

The guard swerved, but quick as a 
flash H allard leaped forward, his 
right arm closing around the yellow  
neck. T he head was bent backward. 
A  muffled groan died in the coolie's 
throat and then som ething snapped 
in his neck. H allard tossed the limp 
body to the foot of the mast.

TU L L Y  was at H allard’s side. T he 
two lay on their stomachs and 

stared at the cabin of the junk. B e
hind it was the man at the w heel; 
in their position they were invisible 
to him. T he ju n k rose and fe ll w ith 
the waves as it plowed through the 
China Sea, the square sails half 
filled w ith the light breeze.

“ W e ’re free,”  T u lly  whispered. 
“ Shall we start on those coolie6 be
low  deck and get this damned n ight
mare over?”  H allard had pulled a 
revolver from the dead guard’s belt. 
A  long rifle lay at the man’s side and 
T u lly  had grabbed this.

Then out from  behind the for®-
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hatch a dark, slithering form moved. 
It came across the deck on hands 
and knees, a small black object in 
the night, that came d irectly for 
Mallard and T u lly  w ith  the speed 
of a scurrying cat.

Hallard raised his body to a kneel
ing position. The automatic went up 
in his right hand, but before he 
could press the trigger T u lly  knock
ed it to one side.

TH E twelve-year-old son of Sir 
Preston M owrey lay in front of 

the two Americans, his face pale and 
every part o f his body trembling.

“ I— I— sneaked out of my room be
low the cabin,’' he gasped. “ T h ey 
had a guard at the door, but he was 
sleeping. I knew they had you tied 
up here and I knew you were going 
to die —  and —  and —  I— wanted to—  
save you— or anyway be w ith you.” 

B ill Hallard picked the little  body 
up tenderly and threw his arms 
across the boy’s shoulders. The blue 
eyes looked up at him and tried to 
smile bravely.

“ Thanks, P hilip ,” Hallard said in 
a low whisper. “ W e managed to cut 
those straps, but tell me— how many 
guards are on deck and what are the 
men doing below.”

“ T hey— they have three guards on 
deck,” Philip  stammered, his eyes 
opening w ith a new horror as he 
stared down at the dead form of 
the guard near the mast. “ The other 
two are behind the cabin and they’ll 
come up here soon. Hon L oy is in 
his quarters and the rest of the men 
are sleeping below, except the ma;; 
le ft to guard me.

"Y o u  see, they didn’t lock me in 
the room when we were out at sea. 
I was allowed to go on deck in the 
daytime because they knew I could 
not escape. I heard you talking to 
Hon L o y when you first came and 
I knew you came to save me. I 
wanted to run to you, but the guard

threw me back in my room and I 
called for help. Then I heard shoot
ing and the guard le ft the door and 
I ran into the cabin and saw them 
capture you.

“ A fte r  that I heard them talking 
about how they were going to k ill 
you. I understand Chinese. Hon 
L oy was terrib ly angry at you for 
striking him and that is the reason 
he had you tied out here to die the 
most terrible of all deaths. Hon L oy 
ordered the guard to throw your 
bodies in the ocean when you were 
dead. I— I— wanted— to help you.”

H allard patted the boy affection
ately and a broad grin came to his 
lean, bony face.

“ W e came here to save you,” he 
said, “ and if  you do what I tell you, 
we have a remote chance. You are 
to go w ith Mr. T u lly  in that boat 
on the side of the junk. I f  we can 
get that in the w ater before those 
guards see us, we may make it.”

“ Another bright idea,” T u lly  
groaned. “ W e ’l’ .last about five sec
onds out there in that boat. T h ey ’ll 
see us and then they can do any 
number of things. Shoot us like rats, 
run us down w ith the junk, or let us 
float out in the ocean to our death. 
No, thanks! I prefer my fadeout in 
a tussle w ith these Chinks.”

<<'V T O  one is w orrying about your
-1- ’  fadeout,” Hallard growled. " I ’m 

thinking about this kid here. I f  you 
get the boat in the water and get 
away from this junk, we have a 
chance.”

“ And what about yo u ?” T u lly  
asked.

“ M e?” H allard replied. “ W ell, I ’m 
staying on this junk to perform  a 
certain duty. W hen that is done, I ’ll 
jump overboard and try  to swim out 
to you.

“ Don’t w orry about me, T u lly . 
W o rry  about the kid. I ’m not letting 
him do any fadeout if  I can help it.”
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ON each side of the junk, near 
the prow, a small lifeboat 
hung. A s the junk dipped in

to the sw ell of the calm sea, the 
bottom of the boats would hit the 
water.

Craw ling and squirm ing across the 
deck, keeping their bodies hidden 
behind old boxes and coils of rope, 
H allard and T u lly  and the boy reach
ed the life  boat. Hallard lifted  Philip 
into it and then placed the rifle 
alongside him.

T u lly  loosened the rope at the 
front of the life  boat and Hallard 
the ropes at the rear. The boat low 
ered easily and T u lly  let him self 
over the side of the jun k into it.

“ Row  away from the junk as fast 
as you can,” H allard ordered. "Y o u ’re 
got to be a hundred yards away 
when I jump in and swim to you. 
These Chinks are the w orld ’s worst 
shots, and in the darkness we can 
get away from them.”

“ You damn fool,” T u lly  growled, 
"T h e y ’ll k ill you before you ’re five 
feet from the jun k.”

"T h a t’s my w orry,” Hallard replied. 
"G et going.”

The life  boat slipped away from 
the junk. From the rear of the cab
in came a cry of alarm. The cry 
was taken up by someone below 
and the next moment the old junk 
came to life. Y ello w  men poured 
out of the aft hatch and the cabin, 
knives and guns w aving in their 
hands.

B ut none of them came quick 
enough to see the body of Hallard 
disappear down the forehatch. He 
slid down an old ladder and landed 
on the floor of a room dark as a 
dungeon. He crawled to his hands 
and knees, his hands groping.

H is fingers touched a large box. 
F ran tically  he tried to tear one of 
the boards loose, but none came. He

IV moved on through the darkness until 
his hands touched another smaller 
box. One of the boards on the top 
was loose. H is fingers dove inside, 
touched a small round package cov
ered w ith a thin paper.

H is hand came out and he stood 
up, liftin g  the box on his shoulder. 
He staggered through the dark pit 
until he came to the ladder. O ver
head, on deck, a bedlam of noise 
had broken loose. Men ran across 
the deck. Shots cracked on the night 
air w ith a monotonous regularity.

Up the ladder B ill H allard went, 
w ith the heavy box on his right 
shoulder. The din on deck increased 
to a deafening roar as he neared the 
opening of the hatch. His head and 
shoulders came out. T he deck was 
a m illing mass of half-naked coolies, 
and above the roar of curses and 
ye lls  and shots, the voice of Hon 
L oy came shrill and piercing.

H allard grinned as he slid the box 
off his shoulder to the deck along
side the hatch, one end of it resting 
on the side of the hatch. In the 
excitem ent no one had seen him.

TH E N  he was out of the hatch, his 
right hand gripping the automa

tic. T w o coolies near the front of 
the junk saw him. W ith  a snarling 
ye ll they leaped for him, knives over 
their shoulders, fingers ready to send 
their weapons through the air.

H allard’s gun roared tw ice. One of 
the coolies slumped to the deck. The 
other clutched his arm and yelled 
w ith pain.

T heir ye lls  brought the mass of 
yellow  faces after H allard, but w ith 
a long springing leap, he was at the 
side of the junk, his body balancing 
there for a second as he started to 
dive into the water.

H is eyes searched the sea for T u lly  
and the boy, but a low  m ist hung 
over the water now and he saw noth
ing. And then in that second as
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he stood balancing him self for a 
dive that would carry his body far 
below the surface, a gun roared be
hind him.

A  searing, burning pain shot 
through his shoulder and he fe ll face 
forward in a crumpled heap toward 
the water. B ullets cut the water 
around him.

HE dove down under the surface, 
but his side was numb. Nausea 

spread over him. He struck out w ith 
his right hand, but despite his e f
forts his body slow ly rose to the top. 
He forced his numbed le ft arm out 
in front of him. It moved, but he 
fe lt nothing in it. H is right was 
working overtime.

H is lungs were bursting for air. 
Hallard struggled to keep under the 
water, but his body rose and he 
rolled over on his back, lettin g his 
face go above the water. He breathed 
in the fresh air avidly. H is senses 
were reeling and a feelin g  of un
consciousness was com ing over him. 
He let his body sink and then he 
rolled over on his stomach and start
ed to swim again.

How long he swam under the water, 
he had no w ay of knowing. It was 
all a blank to him. B ullets cutting 
around him was the next thing he 
remembered and he was swim m ing on 
the surface, fran tically  and hope
lessly, not know ing in what direc
tion he was going, or where.

In the mist that had settled over 
the sea, he could see nothing. But 
the fogginess protected his swim
ming body from the bullets, and, 
finally, they ceased clipping the w a
ter around him.

On and on he swam, blindly. 
E verything was turning crazily  in 
his head. H is whole body was numb 
now, and he fe lt him self sinking 
slow ly. He struggled to keep to the 
top. H is face fe lt the cool night 
air. And then someone near him

c r ie d : "Here, H allard— over here.”
He swam for the voice. T w o pow 

erful arms reached out and grabbed 
him. He was being pulled over the 
side o f the life  boat and T u lly  was 
talking to him.

“ T h e y ’ve spotted us,” T u lly  said. 
“ T h e y ’re sending the junk down on 
our boat and they have a flashlight 
on us.”

H allard raised him self and shook 
his head violently. H is senses clear
ed suddenly, something dazzlingly 
bright was in his face. He opened 
his eyes.

A  hundred yards away, the junk 
was bearing down on them. A  pow
erful flashlight shone from the boat 
and the auxiliary motor Hon L oy 
had for em ergencies was chugging 
loudly. “ I t ’s all over but the burials 
now,” T u lly  said. “ But, you fool, 
you ’re wounded.”

H allard’s head was swimming again. 
He looked down and saw the pale, 
frightened face of the boy.

“ Please —  please —  don’t let them 
capture us,”  the boy sobbed. “ T o 
morrow or the next day, th ey’re go
ing to torture me. I know they 
w ill. T h e y ’ll k ill me like they tried 
to k ill you and send my body to 
father.”

<<T IK E  hell they w ill,”  Hallard 
growled.

He grabbed the rifle and stood up. 
For a moment he swayed in the little 
life  boat. The junk was chugging 
steadily toward them and H allard 
could see the yellow  bodies on the 
deck. T h ey were staring at the life 
boat, m aking no attempt to fire now. 
T h eir reason was obvious. T he son 
o f Preston M ow rey was too impor
tant to Hon Loy to be sent to the 
bottom of the sea.

A  harsh, dry laugh came from the 
fevered lips of Hallard. S low ly he 
raised the rifle to his right shoulder. 
He took careful, accurate aim. The
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rifle jumped in his arms as it roared. 
T he flash o f orange red darted 
toward the oncoming junk.

Hallard crumpled to the bottom of 
the life  boat. From the junk a great 
leaping flame of red shot upward, 
follow ed by an explosion that shook 
the sea and made the little  life  boat 
tremble as i f  it were paper. A n 
other leaping flash of red spewed 
skyward from the junk. Another 
deafening roar.

And when T u lly  and the boy 
opened their eyes, the junk of Hon 
L oy was nowhere to be seen. W reck
age filled the water, and limp, l ife 
less, yellow  bodies were floating 
around. The two stared at the w reck
age in amazement, not knowing what 
had happened; but Hallard saw noth
ing. He had fainted, from pain and 
loss of blood.

TH E  next m orning an E nglish  cut
ter picked up the life  boat along 

the China coast, not far from where 
Hon L o y ’s junk had been moored 
when Hallard and T u lly  had boarded 
it. D uring the night T u lly , taking 
his directions from the stars, had 
doggedly, grim ly rowed for shore.

Sir Preston M owrey was on the 
cutter, and the first thing he did 
was to see that H allard’s wound was 
dressed and that he was made com
fortable. On the side of the Am er
ican’s white iron bed, P hilip  M owrey 
sat and looked at Hallard with eyes 
opened wide w ith admiration.

“ W e did it, kid,” Hallard said 
weakly. ‘‘I told T u lly  I would get 
back safe.”  The boy nodded.

“ But what happened?” T u lly  de
manded. “ Y o u ’ve been crazy as a 
loon since you fired that rifle, and 
when you weren't raving, you were 
unconscious.”

Hallard grinned at his partner 
and patted P h ilip ’s hand.

“ Don’t ever let that palooka there 
tell you I’m not smart. P h ilip ,” H al

lard laughed. “ I blew Mr. Hon L oy 
and his gang o f cut-throats to the 
land of their ancestors w ith Hon 
L o y ’s own explosives. I figured he 
was carrying some ammunition to be 
sm uggled into India, and I got a 
box of high explosive and sat it 
up in the hatch so I could send a 
steel jacket bullet through it. I did, 
and you both witnessed the fire
works. I missed them.”

Sir Preston entered the room w ith 
several high ranking E nglish naval 
officers.

“ Mr. H allard,” Sir Preston said 
w ith a smile, “ you earned the ten 
thousand pound reward for saving 
my son, but there is another reward 
you ’re not aware of. T here’s ten 
thousand for the capture of Hon 
Loy, as the head of the ring that 
was sm uggling ammunition into In
dia. T h ey carried it to a port in 
Siam, then had it carted overland 
from there.

“ You didn’t capture Hon Loy, but 
you did a better job than that. You 
blew him and his gang off the face 
of the earth, and the E nglish  govern
ment is very glad to pay you the 
reward. It w ill be a nice sum to 
start you and Mr. T u lly  off in some 
good business here.”

HA L L A R D  looked at T u lly  and 
shook his head.

"T h ere ’s only one place my share 
is going to be invested,” he said, 
“and that is back in the good old 
U. S. A. I ’m buying a ranch in 
some nice peaceful valley, where the 
birds sing and there won’t be any 
shooting.”

“ You— you’re going to be a cow
boy?” young Philip  cried. “Y o u ’re 
going to have a ranch?”

“T h at’s it, P h ilip ,”  Hallard replied. 
“ And you ’re coming to v isit me as 
soon as I get the ranch house built.” 

“ O kay,” P hilip  said w ith a laugh. 
“ I ’ll be there.”



SHACK-SORE

A Tense Man-to-Man Fight of Two Partners in the 
Desolate Reaches of the North Woods

By CLEE WOODS
Author of “ Cowboy's L a n ce.cte .

7 H I T E Y ” M O N R O E  
\ / % /  brought h i s  well-knit 

▼  ▼  young body to a halt
over the sluice box and opened his 
mouth to make a protest.

But he caught himself before he 
gave his thought utterance.

His pard, Newt Kincaid, happened 
to glance up and see the effort of
restraint.

“ W hat’s the matter, ” Newt de
manded belligerently, “ don’t yuh like 
the w ay I ’m a-doin’ i t? ”

W h itey  knew trouble was on hand
126
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again. T hat is, another quarrel.. He 
and N ew t had been like this for 
many weeks. N othing one did pleased 
the other. W h itey  had hoped that 
this February thaw would let them 
get so busy w ith shovels and pans 
that they would not have time to 
dispute and disagree. The sight of 
new flakes and nuggets would dis
pel grudges m ighty quick, too.

N ew t was all right. H e’d been a 
m ighty square pard, and a hard
w orking one. Snow and sub-zero 
weather had kept them cooped up 
together too long, here in their one- 
room log hut on the headwaters of 
Goodbye River. “ B a w ley” Flynn, a 
fu r trapper had been the only other 
man in the river-head basin, but he 
had developed rheumatism and gone 
out in the late fall.

“ I was only thinkin ’,” W h itey  re
plied to the w arlike challenge, "that 
we already had decided not to put in 
boulder riffles. H ungarian riffles 
would do all the w ay up to the block 
riffles."

“ Listen, kid ,”  New t snapped at 
him, “when a tw enty-year-old up
start tells me how to lay a sluice 
box, it’ll be one a heap smarter than 
you, see!"

"Good enough.” W h itey  gave in, 
turning off for the pick.

WH IL E  N ew t glowered after him, 
W h itey  drove the pick deep 

into the gravel which they had thaw
ed out w ith a log fire. T his "over
burden” lay above the bedrock of 
what had been the channel once of 
Larkspur Creek. T h ey had wintered 
here together. T heir claim beside 
the creek was too prom ising to leave, 
even when w inter stopped all placer 
work and shut them off from the 
outside world. It seemed more than 
ironical that they at first had chris
tened their mine the "Pard to Pard,” 
as a symbol of their regard for each 
other.

W h itey  had not been faultless by 
any means. But he had taken a good 
deal from Newt. His pard was ten 
years older than he. In other gold 
fields, Newt Kincaid was known for 
two things especially. One was that 
he would tell the truth no matter 
whom it hurt. The other was that 
he was a m ighty good man to let 
alone. He gave ground to no man, 
and held tenaciously to quickly 
formed opinions. Stubbornness and 
pugnacity were w ritten all over his 
blocky, seamed face. A  shock of 
sandy hair showed in front, for he 
usually wore his woolen cap w ell 
back on his head.

WH I T E Y  took his nickname from 
the color of his thin, curly  hair. 

He was inches taller than Newt, but 
both would have weighed around a 
hundred and seventy pounds. H is 
face was good-natured and w ell-fill
ed, though quite weather-worn for 
one so young.

N ew t had taken a fancy to him as 
a mere kid five years before, up in 
the K londike. He had made him self 
more than a brother to W h itey. T o 
gether they had drifted  from  D aw 
son to Nome, from Nome to M exico. 
More than once N ew t had fought 
fist and skull for W h itey. O n ly once 
had they been separated. T hat w a9 

the previous summer. D uring that 
time, W h itey  had killed  a rich P h ila
delphian’s son in a gun fight in 
Tonopah, Nevada. The fight had been 
fair enough. B ut W h itey  had no 
proof that his fast triggerin g  was 
justified. T he rich man had turned 
heaven and earth almost to find 
W h itey  and bring him to trial.

The law had been closing in on 
the penniless W h itey, when N ew t 
heard about it and came to the 
youth’s rescue. He had slipped 
W h itey  out of the south country 
and hid him away up here for the 
winter. But nothing of this devo-
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tion was in N ew t’s stare at the mo
ment they faced each other again 
there across the sluice box.

"A n ybod y w ith any gumption 
a-tall,” N ew t grow led on, “knows 
that boulders are nature’s riffles, and 
that th ey’re the best for heavy nug
gets like ourn.”

For a moment W h itey  returned 
N ew t’s quarrelsome glare. Then he 
dropped the pick and stepped over 
to face N ew t at close quarters.

“ Pard,” he began slow ly, in the 
soothing voice he so often had re
sorted to of late to restore peace, 
“ the trouble w ith me and you is we 
are shack-sore. Been four-walled up 
together too long. Y u h ’ve heard 
how unreasonable that makes men 
g it  sometimes, ain’t yuh, Newt? 
T h ey  cain’t be reasonable. Even go 
loco. W hy, right now yuh’ve purty 
nigh got cabin fever and— ”

“ Yeah, blame it all on me,” Newt 
flared back. "Y ou  got brain fever, 
see? And me, I ’ll maul that punkin 
o’ yourn into a state o’ good health 
i f  yuh don’t quit g iv in ’ me so much 
o’ that lip. H ereafter, when I say 
boulder riffles, why, it ’s boulder r if
fles, see, and if  I say a patch o’ 
ground don’t carry enough color to 
fool with, we let it alone!”

WH IT E Y  cast a practiced eye at 
the clouds beginning to scud 

close down to the jagged mountain 
rims w hich lined their retreat on 
three sides. The fourth side had no 
such sky-raking mountains. B ut 
Goodbye River cut through such a 
deep, rough gorge it was easier to 
cross one of the high passes than 
try  to come up the river.

"T h e warm spell’ s over; w e’re get- 
tin ’ another big snow,” W h itey  com
mented.

"T o o  bad,” N ew t returned sarcasti
cally, "that yuh ’ll have to stand my 
company in the shack another few  
w eeks.”

“Newt, I ’m not standin’ it,” W h itey  
declared regretfu lly . “ W e ’re through. 
I ’m hittin ’ out through Doehide Pass 
before this new snow makes the go- 
in’ any worse.”

"M ore b lu ff!” N ew t scoffed. "Y o u  
know you’d never make it through 
that drifted  pass, even if  no more 
snow falls. B ut this new storm w ill 
ketch yuh, fool, before yuh ’re half 
w ay up.”

**T ’M aimin’ to see how near yuh’re
JL right, anyhow,” W h itey  told him.
"D on’t think,” N ew t hastened to 

say, "that I ’ll work this claim  and 
send you yore share. You got to have 
the guts to stick here and work if  
yuh git any gold."

“ I don’t want gold that comes this- 
aw ay,” W h itey  Replied. "T ake the 
Pard to Pard, name and all, and w el
come !”

That made N ew t K incaid angry in
deed. To him, such an offer was an 
attack upon his honesty. He feared 
it suggested that he wanted to run 
W h itey  off and steal his half of the 
claim. He flew into a rage at W h itey  
for the mere indirect suggestion of 
such a thing.

“ Y o u ’ll stay here and shovel pay 
d irt,” he roared, “and not go rushin’ 
off into no mountain to freeze yore- 
self to death! Not that I ’d give a 
damn, only some durn sheriff would 
claim  I tricked you to yore death 
jis t  to g it yore claim .”

W h ite y  refused to hurl vain words 
back at his aroused pard. Instead, he 
strode silen tly  toward the cabin. 
N ew t came grow lin g up the snow 
trail after him. W h ite y  went inside 
and began throw ing a few  things into 
a gunny sack. W h ile  he took his 
“ bearpaw” snowshoes from the wall 
and looked to their condition, Newt 
stamped into the room. The offended 
partner made straight for a buck
skin bag w hich stood on a shelf in 
the corner.
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The bag held the gold which they 
had taken before w inter froze up 
their first small sluice box. There 
was not less than tw elve thousand 
dollars in the bag, m aking it weigh 
between thirty-five and fo rty  pounds 
avoirdupois. Y et the pow erful Newt 
raised it up in both hands and hurled 
it at the younger man w ith savage 
intensity.

“ Don’t you accuse me of w antin’ 
to steal yore yeller filth!” he cried. 
“ Take this and make much of it. 
The color is liable to play out any 
day and leave me little , but I ’ ll call 
it good riddance!”

W h itey  stepped aside and le i the 
bag fall heavily on the floor behind 
him. He could see that N ew t was in 
too great a rage for the slightest 
reasoning. Even then W h itey  was in
clined to take more of the blame on 
him self than was his due. N ew t’s 
nerves had been tried all winter, he 
reasoned, because Newt had kept 
fearing to see some deputy sheriff 
come “webbing” it in after W h itey 
himself.

No officer would have been so fool
ish as to have tried either of the 
passes before A pril, no matter if 
B aw ley Flynn, the trapper, had told 
a sheriff that a white-haired young 
man was over on the head of Good
bye River. But Newt had been over
ly  concerned about keeping his pard 
safe from the legal wrath he did not 
deserve. A t this moment W h itey 
remembered all N ew t’s past affection. 
He had to remember it to keep from 
flying at the furious Newt.

“ /T 1A K E  half of everything we got
J- in partnership,” Newt snarled. 

“ H alf the grub, half the dishes, half 
of everything— even half the cabin. 
I give you my word to share fifty- 
fifty  and that still goes, hear?”

“ A ll right, N ew t,” W h itey replied 
in conciliatory voice, “ that’s okay 
all around, except I reckon I ’ll leave

my half of the cabin stand w ith 
yours.”

“ Don’t try  to joke at m e!” Newt 
raved, altogether beside him self. Sud
denly he squared off and flung his 
M ackinaw aside.

“W h y don’t you fight me, any
w ay?” he cried. “ Come on, if yuh’ve 
got the gu ts!”

“ If I thought it ’d take the poison 
out of our skins,” W h itey  replied, 
“ I ’d plough into you, hombre. But 
yuh’ve been too good a pard, Newt, 
for us to go at it like dogs.”

“ L ike men then— w ith guns!” 
Newt cried.

He jerked W h ite y ’s Colt from the 
wall and tossed it at him. Then he 
grabbed his own six-shooter. But 
W h itey ignored the challenge and 
ignored, too, N ew t’s harsh invectives 
that branded him a coward. Sw allow 
ing it all, he went on collecting the 
few things he meant to take with 
him.

BI T T E R L Y  he regretted this dis
graceful end to his friendship 

w ith Newt. He would have given any
thing in the world to redeem the lost 
comradeship. For he still did not 
blame Newt so much. He was wise 
enough to understand that this shack- 
soreness comes on a man like a dis
ease, especially i f  he has nerves. The 
disease m ight be checked by their 
getting out in other company. But 
that would not have restored the 
old bond that had meant more to 
W h itey than anything else he had 
ever known.

Suddenly a startling thought 
struck W h itey. It was almost mad
ness itself. But W h itey  was desper
ate enough to try  anything. T hey 
would have to suffer together to heal 
the old wounds. N othing else would 
do it. And it must be the bitterest 
of suffering to set N ew t’s once loyal 
heart right again. Further life  here 
under present conditions was unen-
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durable. To leave Newt snug in the 
cabin would be only for him to nurse 
his hatred. But there was one other 
way.

W h itey  waited until Newt stamped 
angry feet out to the woodpile. Then 
he snatched a glowing coal from the 
fireplace and tossed it over into the 
corner woodbox. Onto this he drop
ped a crumpled piece of paper.

Newt returned and threw his arm
ful of wood into the box without 
discovering the slight smoke wisp 
beginning to curl up from the box. 
W h itey  left his gunny sack and bear- 
paws on his bunk and moved out to 
the sluice box. He had a panicky 
feeling sweep over him as he le ft  the 
rounded snowshoes and the few pro
visions behind. B ut to have taken 
them would have lessened the peril 
of death by starvation or freezing 
that he was voluntarily bringing on 
himself and Newt. Nothing but the 
bitterest experience together would 
purge their hearts of this shack-sore 
malady.

Newt followed him outside, evi
dently in the belief that W h ite y  
meant to repent and stay with him. 
W h itey  stopped by the sluice box, 
to strengthen that belief.

Newt hurried, as though to start 
the quarrel all over again if W h ite y  
tried to substitute Hungarian riffles 
for boulder riffles up next to the 
blocks.

WH I T E Y  moved on up the creek, 
however, much to N ew t’s puz
zlement. He even trailed after 

W h itey  a short distance, though he 
was careful to keep behind trees and 
rocks.

But all at once he broke back 
toward the cabin. W h itey  had to 
come back around a bend before he 
saw smoke boiling up from the cabin. 
Newt was racing for the cabin. He 
shouted back frantically to W hitey. 
W h ite y  broke into a run, as though

the fire caused him as much conster
nation as it gave Newt. It did, in 
fact.

The roof was made of “ shakes," or 
split pine boards. Before Newt reach
ed the place, the fire was boiling out 
from all sides of this roof. Neverthe
less, the desperate Newt rushed in
side. W h ite y  shouted at him to stay 
back, but Newt apparently realized 
the extreme desperateness of being 
trapped in this basin without food, 
bedding or shelter.

WH I T E Y  hoped every second to 
see Newt come back out o f  the 
burning cabin. But the seconds drag

ged out without the partner’s coming 
into view. W h ite y  still running, 
stumbled over a rock and fell. But 
he scrambled up without ever taking 
his eyes off the one door of the cabin.

A  quick, terrible fear was gripping 
at his heart. It was the fear that his 
trick had caused Newt to rush in 
there and be burned alive. He yelled 
again for Newt, and his voice went 
to a pitch of frenzy.

Just then Newt came staggering 
from the cabin. W h ite y  gave forth a 
shout of joy. Newt fell over, gasping 
for fresh air. He had got out with 
his life, but nothing more. A t  sight 
of W h itey, he sat up. The frown on 
his face went as dark as the angry 
roll of smoke belching from all sides 
of the cabin.

“ You  done it— on purpose!" he 
cried.

His voice seemed broken as much 
from rage as it was by efforts to 
get back his breath. He jerked his 
six-shooter from his breeches waist
band and waved it menacingly at 
W hitey. W h ite y  kept running to
ward him. Newt sprang up. The 
gun came down to a deadly level.

“ Yuh thought,”  Newt shouted in 
new rage, “ that yuh ’d burn me out 
and leave me to die like a sick cow, 
huh? W ell,  I ’ll git you firstl”
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W h ite y  saw that the man was 
going to shoot him. He had no gun 
himself, nor would he have fired on 
Newt if he had had one. He was too 
far away to hope to rush in and 
clinch Newt before the latter could 
riddle him with bullets. Newt was 
thumbing back the hammer. His eyes 
blazed with the resolve to kill.

W h ite y  had only one chance. He 
whirled his back onto Newt and 
started walking away. Newt would 
have to be crazed beyond all control 
to shoot him in the back.

"T urn  around,” Newt~cried, “and 
take it— if yuh’re half a man!” 

W h ite y  kept going. He expected 
Newt to pour after him a volley of 
bitter epithets. But ro t  a single ugly 
word did Newt utter. Long seconds 
of silence marked W h ite y ’s deliber
ate retreat. He thought any instant 
the gun would bark and mow him 
down. But he dared not look around.

“ W h itey,” Newt called hoarsely, “ I 
said turn around and take it in the 
belly. For I ’m shootin’ at the count 
of three ! One— ”

W h itey  knew Newt meant this. He 
could hardly keep from breaking 
into panicky flight. But he forced 
his feet to hold their even tread. 

“ Two— ” came Newt’s count.

WH I T E Y  felt a cold chill run 
down his spine. But he still did 
not run nor look around.

“T h re e!”
The count ended in the hoarsest 

word of all. W h itey  could almost 
feel the sting of the bullet. But no 
bullet came. He kept going. He 
knew without looking around just 
what sort of disgust and thwarted 
rage were still on N ew t’s blocky 
face. Suddenly he did turn around 
and walk back toward Newt.

“ Yuh didn’t have the guts to pull 
the trigger, did yuh?” he clipped out.

Newt looked startled at the dar
ing taunt. W h itey  went on, “A ll

right, with that settled, let ’s think 
up some w ay to get out o f  here 
alive— together! I can’t lose time 
with no arguments, though. I ’m 
headin’ hard for Doehide Pass. But 
I ’ll be lookin’ for yuh to overtake 
me most any time, Newt.”

A G A IN  W h itey  was the first to 
give ground. Newt retained his 

dark looks and sat down to run a 
forefinger through the colt trigger 
guard and twist the weapon around 
and around his hand. W h itey  bore 
on toward Doehide Pass. He kept 
glancing back, in the hope of seeing 
Newt accept the inevitable and fo l
low after him.

But snow shut off his view before 
he had gone a mile. It began with 
big flakes that ballooned along on a 
light wind. Soon, however, the wind 
grew stronger and the snow thicker. 
W h ite y  wanted to hasten his steps 
and try  to fight his way through 
Doehide Pass before the fresh snow 
made such an attempt even more un
thinkable than it now was. But he 
would not hurry on until Newt came 
too. I f  Newt did not come, W h ite y  
feared his pard would die of starva
tion and exposure. Newt had his six- 
shooter, it was true. But the game 
had gone to lower country w ith the 
first big snows the previous fall. He 
could get neither food nor bedding 
from the deer and elk. The bear were 
in hibernation.

W h itey  climbed slower and slower 
up the tortuous trail. The air became 
bitterly cold. Snow was whipping 
about him in more ominous warning. 
He was wading through old snow 
now more than a foot deep. He still 
thought, though, that he might make 
the pass and get out. But Newt could 
not make it i f  he were not at this 
point very soon. W h itey  went back to 
meet him, to hurry him along.

Newt was only a short distance 
behind. W h ite y  said not a word
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in greeting. But he held out his 
hand in token of peacemaking. Newt 
ignored it and pushed around him, 
stubborn as ever. W h ite y  let him 
break trail for a short time, then 
shoved around him and started break
ing the way himself.

But this task became more and 
more arduous. A t  last they came to 
drifts that no man could negotiate 
without snowshoes. Even with snow- 
shoes, they would have found the 
mountainside too precipitous for safe 
going.

“ Newt,” W h itey  said, facing his 
pard squarely, “we’re not goin’ to 
get out, that’s certain. I know where 
a big grizzly is holed up. L et ’s take 
yore Colt and go spoil his winter 
nap if  we can dig ’ im out.”

Newt looked him coldly in the eye. 
“ M y gun, huh?” he laughed mock- 
ingly. “ I smashed it up with an axe 
— to keep from killin ’ you with it 
when I caught up with yo u !”

WH I T E Y  knew that his pard 
spoke the absolute truth. The 
glare in N ew t’s eyes told him, also, 

that Newt had no intention of ever 
forgiving him.

“ Even if  it is my fault, Newt,” he 
said regretfully, “w e’re trapped now 
and ’ve got to make the best of it. 
Rank as he’ll be, that old grizzly  
is the only critter between us and 
starvation. His hide’ll make a bed, 
too. His den is over on the north 
side of the mountain, not half a mile 
from our claim.

Newt made no answer. He was 
staring stubbornly up the trail, as 
though he meant to push on in the 
face of almost certain death. W h ite y  
hastened to change his mind.

“ I left my huntin’ knife stickin’ 
in the red fir out by the cabin 
spring,” he went on. “ T he fire didn’t 
get that nor the axe that yuh used. 
The pick is out by the sluice box, 
too. W e can dig the grizzly  out and

work on 'im with the axe and knife 
before he comes clean awake.”

NE W T  gave him a disdainful look, 
as much as to say that a green 

kid didn’t know enough about grizz
lies to talk of them intelligently. 
W hitey, though, would not be hushed 
by mere hard looks. “ O f  course,” he 
added with a little sarcasm of his 
own, “ I t ’ll take guts aplenty.”

“ Such gall— from a coward like 
y o u !” Newt returned scornfully. 
“ Kid, it ’s you that ain’t got the 
guts. W e ’re doomed anyway, and 
I ’d jest as lief  die fightin* a grizz ly  
as freeze to death. Especially when 
it ’ll show you up. Yuh cain’t  turn 
yore back on a grizzly  bear and git 
mercy, yuh know!”

W h ite y  let the conversation rest 
there, and turned back down the 
mountain. W ith  the trail already 
broken, the downward trudge proved 
hard enough. Neither uttered an
other word. T h ey  reached the ashes 
of their cabin, secured the axe, pick 
and knife, and set out up the moun
tain. The fresh snow was inches 
deep, but they took turns at breaking 
trail up the mountain to the slight 
bench where the g r izz ly  had holed in 
below a big spruce log.

W h ite y  had found this den before 
hibernation time in the fall. T his 
was not the bear’s first winter in the 
cozy place. I f  there was even a slight 
opening, the snow had covered it 
over. But earth was piled out plenti
fully. W h ite y  drove the pick into 
the frozen ground.

“ No,” Newt ruled, in the first 
words he had spoken, “ it ’ll be easier 
to thaw ’im out. Besides, we can be 
ready for ’ im w ith axe and knife 
when he wakes up and bolts it.” 

T h ey  dragged in dead spruce, fir 
and aspen, to build a rousing big 
fire a few feet away from the in
dented spot that betrayed the closed 
opening. W h ite y  supposed that it
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would take hours to thaw the hard 
earth enough to arouse the grizzly. 
B ut Newt picked up the axe and 
walked over to the point where frost 
crystals marked a slight rift through 
the snow in the indentation of earth. 
Here he rammed his feet down 
through the snow to get them well 
set on solid earth.

A s  he did so, there came a dull, 
metallic click. A slight expression 
o f  pain crossed N ew t’s face. W h itey  
saw him bend down and brush snow 
away from his right leg hastily. This 
revealed the jagged jaws of a huge 
bear trap biting into N ew t’s leg 
from both sides. Probably only the 
snow and frozen bits of earth had 
prevented the heavy jaws from 
breaking his leg. W h ite y  knew at 
once that the trap had been left  by 
B aw ley  Flynn when the trapper got 
sick and went out in the fall.

“ Quick, git  a pry,’’ Newt called to 
W h itey. "I  don’t want to be caught 
like this when that grizz ly  comes 
tearin’ out.”

W h ite y  hastened to chop down an 
aspen for a green pry. Grabbing this 
up, he started to Newt’s rescue.

“ Keep that axe with yu h !” Newt 
warned.

H I T E Y  fetched the axe with 
the pole and tried to set the 

larger end under the lower edge of 
the spruce log, to make a pry. He 
needed scotches, though, and stepped 
out for a dead pole. W hile  his back 
was turned, he heard a loud snarl. 
W hirling, he saw the grizzly come 
rushing from his lair.

T he bear was a monster of his 
kind, though he was gaunted by his 
long fast. He sprang up onto his 
hind feet and opened his terrible 
red mouth. T his was only bluff, 
though, for the grizz ly  was trying 
to make a quick getaway. Because 
o f  the fire, however, he had to rush 
close by the spot where Newt was

held by the trap set for the animal. 
W h ite y ’s heart froze until he saw 
that the bear was not going to rush 
upon Newt.

HA R D L Y  had a feeling of relief 
shot through him when he was 

gripped with horror again. Instead of 
allowing the bear to continue its 
flight, Newt Kincaid took a step to
ward it and swung the axe in a 
vicious circle over his head. Newt 
was showing the fighting stuff he was 
made of. He had come out here to 
get this bear to save his life and 
W h ite y ’s too. No increased peril to 
himself was going to make him turn 
aside from his task. He brought the 
axe down hard for the bear’s skull.

T he utter daring of the thing 
flamed W h ite y ’s heart with admira
tion. But the horror of a face to face 
fight with that great, gaunt beast 
still froze him in his tracks. That 
horror was intensified when N ew t’s 
reach proved so short that the axe 
only wounded the bear in the shoul
der. For the grizz ly  whirled about 
and charged at Newt.

Again  Newt swung the axe. This 
time, though, the bear slapped the 
axe aside and bore in upon the trap
ped man. N ew t’s terrible peril fa irly  
petrified W h ite y ’s every nerve. But 
by sheer w ill  power alone his 
muscles moved like machine-driven 
things. His right hand flashed to the 
knife handle in his belt. His feet 
took hard jabs into the snow, bearing 
toward where the bear was closing 
in on Newt with a horrible roar 
coming from his awful red mouth. 
One great paw was flying out, to 
clutch Newt about the neck. The 
mouth was closing down upon Newt.

W h ite y ’s cold body lunged out 
for the blood-chilling sight. His 
knife blade gleamed sw ift ly  upward, 
then cut a lightning-like half circle 
through the air. W h ite y  forgot the 
awful snarl and the still more awful
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red mouth with its yellow  fangs. 
He saw only a w oolly black spot 
which he thought marked the beast’s 
heart. The point of his knife dug 
straight for that spot. He put every 
ounce of his strength into that one 
desperate blow.

The knife drove deep into its tar
get. But there was so much animal 
intensity in the grizz ly  that even 
after the knife dug home the grizzly 
brought a huge forepaw crashing 
into the side of W h ite y ’s head.

A  doctor later called it concussion 
of the brain. Not until weeks later 
did W h itey  know what was going 
on around him. He awoke from a 
long, restful sleep, with a faint recol
lection of having seen Newt moving 
about him.

But now Newt was gone. W h itey  
sat up and found himself in a little 
dugout where their cabin had stood. 
For a bed he had pine boughs and a 
big grizzly  bcarhide. He ran his fin
ger through a two-inch hole that the 
knife had made into the bear’s heart.

TH E R E  was a crude fireplace in one 
corner of the dugout but the fire 

was only dead embers. He hardly 
needed a fire, though, for a warm 
Chinook wind was blowing. The 
wind had carried most of the snow 
away. W h ite y  could only guess the 
torture Newt had suffered while he 
pried his own foot out of the trap, 
then carried him down here and 
cared for him during his long re
covery.

W h ite y  had only begun to get his 
legs back and move around a little, 
when Bawley Flynn came trekking 
in. Bawley bore on his back a pack- 
board laden with supplies that he 
could not quite bring through the 
north side of Doehide Pass on the 
mule that he had left staked there. 
T he trapper seemed amazed to find 
.Whitey alive.

“ Newt told me to hurry in, as they

was lots of good trappin’ yet,”  he 
explained.

“ Did yuh tell the sheriff about me 
bein’ here?’’ W h itey  inquired. “ I 
had to,” Flynn admitted. “ W hen 
the sheriff cornered me and said he 
good as knowed you was over here. 
B ut Newt Kincaid fixed that. He just 
come out yesterday and told the 
sheriff how a grizz ly  had put you to 
sleep for good. W h y, he even shed 
tears when he related how he had 
put you away in a hole in the 
ground, with no preacher to say any
thing and him too wicked even to 
whisper a prayer. The sheriff knowed 
N ew t’s rep for tellin’ the truth and 
sent word to Tonopah you was dead.”

OF  course Newt had had a good 
foundation for saying the bear 

put W h ite y  to sleep and also that he 
himself had put the wanted young 
man away in a hole in the ground. 
But W h itey  knew that it had 
wrenched his pard’s loyal soul to 
come that near to telling a lie. Newt 
would have done that only for a man 
he still believed innocent.

W h ite y ’s next surprise was to find 
a buckskin bag of gold beside him. 
There was a folded note on top of 
the flakes and nuggets. It said:

"W hitey, you’re about O. K. and I ’m 
senden Flynn in. The Pard to Pard 
played out and here’s your half. I ’m 
hitten for the Peace River in Canady. 
They’re finden plenty color up there. 
But I reckon it’ll be lonesome up that- 
away. Newt.
P. S. Don’t mess around too close to 
the sheriff on your way to wherever 
you ’re aimin’ to go to & I understand 
about the cabben aketchcn fire.”
W h ite y ’s thin hand trembled a lit

tle. “ Yuh old stubborn cuss,” he said 
to himself, "yuh won’t come out and 
say yuh’re cured of shack-soreness 
and all that. But darned if  yuh ain’t 
worth a whole cabinful of most guys. 
W e ’ll know better how to take Peace 
River lonesomeness together any
how.”



Jungle Diamonds

A knife came through the air— Malion’s gun roared

B ill Mallon Gets into Action to Avenge the Death of 

His Buddy— Coming to Grips With the 

River Bandit, E l Feurtao

By JACKSON COLE
Author of “ Valley of Giants,” ‘ ‘Pyramid of Gold,’ etc.

T H E  white man lay dead, body 
twisted grotesquely on the 
grass of the jungle clearing, 
showing that he had died slowly. A 

knife had ripped through the hack, 
below the right shoulder blade, leav
ing a gaping wound; with morning, 
the pool of blood under him had 
caked a black purple, and was cov
ered with a dark swarm of mos
quitoes and piume flies.

W hile dying, the man had crawled
135

forward a few feet. A  trail of blood 
lay behind him, and the grass was 
broken in a narrow swath where he 
had dragged himself toward the old 
shack. His right arm was out
stretched, fingers reaching in a small 
opening of the wall, near the ground.

Death had then struck suddenly. 
The fingers had removed a small 
board at the bottom of the wall and 
had started through the opening. An 
inch inside, they had fallen to the
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earth as the last spasm of life had 
passed through the body.

When dawn broke, the body still 
lay there, twisted and stiff, right 
hand in the opening under the floor. 
Near it lay one shining, glittering 
stone. In the first rays of the rising 
sun, this stone gleamed ominously 
and mockingly, the sole thing of life 
and animation in that dreary solitude 
of death.

A ll  this had happened two hundred 
miles south of Ciudad Bolivai, along 
a small tributary of the Orinoco 
River, with Venezuela to the north 
and the jagged peaks of the Sierra 
Pacaraima Mountains to the south.

LA T E R  the same day, when the 
sun had passed over the clearing 

and was sinking below the matted 
green of the jungle to the west, Bill 
Mallon rounded the sharp turn in the 
narrow river flowing in front of the 
clearing. He ran his canoe up on the 
bank, jumped out, and walked hur
riedly for the old shack.

Halfway to it, he stopped. His 
tall body stiffened. The muscles in 
his lean face contracted, tightening 
around the mouth in thin ridges. Into 
his eyes came a look of pain, slowly 
changing to anger that smoldered 
like dark fires.

He was staring at the side of the 
shack, not twenty feet away, where 
the dead body of his partner, Phil 
Richards, lay on the grass.

Mallon’s right hand slipped down 
to the butt of the automatic in his 
belt. It rested there for a moment, 
and then fell away weakly. From 
where he stood, he could see that 
Richards had been dead many hours; 
the hand in the hole under the shack 
told Mallon that the murderer had 
gotten what he wanted.

W ith  long, nervous strides, Mallon 
walked up to the shack. He stood 
over his partner, eyes riveted on the 
gaping knife wound in his back. The

steel gray of Mallon’s eyes softened; 
he w e t  his lips, as i f  try ing  to stifle 
an emotion that was surging upward 
to his eyes and throat.

For three years, he and Richards 
had fought and struggled together 
in the vast, desolate wilderness of the 
jungle in Venezuela; had searched 
for the elusive fortune that always 
seemed at their finger tips, along the 
shallow jungle streams where placer 
diamonds could be found.

A t this jungle clearing they had 
struck a find that meant wealth to 
both of them. During the past four 
months they had worked the river 
bed, tearing up every inch of it and 
working it over and over again. In 
the rock and the gravel and the dirt, 
they had found a fortune of the rare 
stones.

BU T  now, Richards was dead I 
Richards was dead and the work 

of four months gone! Mallon’s eyes 
went to the hole where the dead 
man’s hand lay. He saw the lone 
glittering diamond, ly ing  in the dirt. 
His mouth twisted strangely in grim, 
humorless smile.

It wasn’t hard for Mallon to pic
ture what had happened. Stabbed in 
the back, Richards had crawled, 
while dying, to the secret hiding 
place of the diamonds under the 
shack, hoping to get them before the 
murderer did. His fingers had torn 
the board away, his hand had darted 
for the leather bag; but life  had left 
him before he could touch the dia
monds.

The murderer had followed, had 
seen the dying man take the board 
away. A fte r  that, it had been a 
simple matter for this person to steal 
the sack of diamonds— the fortune 
Mallon and Richards had finally 
found after their three years of 
searching.

Mallon’s eyes went to the side of 
the shack and then to the bushes
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behind it. Suddenly his body stiffened 
and his jaws locked with a snap. 
Hanging on a bush that bordered the 
green of the jungle was a piece of 
white cloth, a thin strip torn from 
the clothes of someone fleeing through 
the underbrush.

He walked over to it, pulled it off 
the bush and examined it carefully. 
A  piece of soft white silk, heavy 
enough to have come from a coat of 
a suit o f  whites.

MA L L O N ’S eyes flashed and the 
cold, lifeless smile continued to 

play at the corners of his mouth. He 
walked back to the body of Richards 
and said, grim ly: “ W e were fools, 
Phil, simple fools who couldn’t see 
our hands before us."

T he words were lost in the deadly 
silence of the jungle around him. He 
looked down at the river. T he dredg
ing platform was there— everything 
was as he had left  it, two days before, 
when he had gone down the river for 
more help.

T w o  days before, their crew of In
dian workers had disappeared w ith
out warning; slipping away into the 
jungles, they had been absent when 
morning came. Mallon knew even 
then that, behind this disappearance, 
there was something sinister. When 
he had gone down the river, he had 
stopped at the camp o f El Fcurtao, 
a half-caste Portuguese who made a 
pretense of hunting diamonds.

A  strange man was this half-caste, 
tall and thin of body, with a dark 
face that had the pointed features of 
an Indian and the heavy, cruel lips 
of a white man. In dress and man
ner, he was utterly removed from the 
jungles. He wore, always, clean and 
immaculate whites of a heavy silk.

Mallon stared now at the piece of 
white silk. It could have come from 
no one save the fastidious Portu
guese. E yes hard, face tense, Mallon 
folded the shred and slipped it into

his pocket. S low ly he walked into 
the shack that had been his and 
Richards’ home. He brought out a 
sheet and wrapped the body of his 
dead friend in it.

He worked slowly, carefully. From 
the platform he got a spade. His 
first duty was to bury his friend.

The second duty would come after 
that. As Mallon dug into the soft 
earth to make a grave for his part
ner, his mind worked clearly and 
logically on that second problem.

And when he had thrown the last 
spade-full of dirt over the body of 
his friend, and the grave had been 
piled high with rocks to protect it 
from roving animals, Mallon dropped 
the spade, gathered a few supplies 
and walked down to his canoe.

Night had fallen as he pushed it 
away from the bank and started down 
the river.

II

EL  F E U R T A O ’S camp lay back 
in the dense jungle, a quarter 
o f  a mile from the river. A  

hastily constructed shack had been 
thrown up to serve as his personal 
quarters. His British Guiana negroes, 
numbering about twenty, lived in two 
tents a little to the right of the 
shack.

Inside his house, El Fcurtao sat at 
a table and sipped from a glass of 
native liquor. His sharply featured 
face was hard and cold, but his black 
eyes looked greedily at the leather 
bag of diamonds in front of him.

A soft footstep sounded behind 
him. He swerved, his right hand go
ing for his automatic, but shrugged 
and smiled as he saw the large, burly 
negro who had entered the room.

“ He is coming,”  the big negro said. 
“ The men stationed down the river 
report his canoe passed them a few 
minutes ago."

E l  Feurtao smiled coldly. He
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picked up the bag of diamonds and 
slipped them into his pocket.

“ And you have made all arrange
ments for his reception, T o to ?” he 
asked the negro. “ W e are leaving to
morrow and we would not want him 
trailing behind us. W e  have had 
enough trouble with the Indian River 
Police. Dead men neither suspect 
nor tell anything.”

“ He will die, Senor,” Toto replied 
in his low, guttural voice, “when he 
comes up the trail. W e  have men 
who are waiting at different points 
for him.”

DO W N  near the river, Mallon 
crawled over the jungle path, 

squirming along the ground like a 
great snake. His hand went out, 
pushed a liana vine back; suddenly 
he stopped, hugged the ground tight
ly, ears strained to detect any un
natural sound that might come out 
of the jungle.

Around him, the insect life of the 
jungle roared drowsily. In the dis
tance could be heard the mournful 
cry of a jaguar; from the river came 
the splash o f  alligators as they 
churned the sluggish water. O ver
head a macaw flew among the limbs 
of the trees, sending out its weird 
nightly call.

W here he lay was only darkness, 
black and impenetrable; along the 
path, moonlight broke through the 
trees, casting splotches o f  streaked 
light on the ground.

He moved forward again, groping 
out with his hands to push the vines 
and brush away. A  dark, crouching 
figure darted across a spot of moon
light.

Mallon stopped, pulling his knees 
up under him, muscles tensed and 
bunched for a spring.

A  low, guttural human voice broke 
through the ceaseless chatter of the 
jungle. From another part of the 
path came an answering voice. There

was a rustle of brush; then, only the 
noise of the jungle life.

M allon’s automatic was in his belt, 
but he did not reach for it. A  shot 
would bring the half-caste’s gang 
down on him; he would be killed be
fore he even got near E l Feurtao 
and the diamonds.

Instead, he fell on his stomach. 
Inch by inch, he squirmed up the 
path toward the spot of moonlight 
where El Feurtao’s men were wait
ing for him. Noiselessly, like a great 
snake sliding forward, he advanced 
up the path. I f  he could get by 
these two or three men, there might 
be a chance.

He smiled at the thought of that 
lone chance. Surrounded by his gang 
of killers, E l Feurtao had little to 
fear from one hostile man.

T he dense jungle growth along 
each side of the path prevented Mal
lon from circling the men guarding 
the path. In that undergrowth he 
would flounder aimlessly, losing his 
w ay; the narrow trail was his only 
hope to get to the shack where, he 
knew, he would find El Feurtao.

Mallon was near enough to see the 
crouching forms o f  two negroes, one 
on each side of the path. He rolled 
over on his back. S low ly and noise
lessly he slipped his coat off, taking 
a long time for each movement.

H E N  he finally had it off, he 
rolled back on his stomach. Un

der the coat he stuck a stick; then he 
rose on his knees, his right hand 
slipping the revolver from his belt. 
In his left hand was the stick that 
held the coat far in front of him.

He moved forward quickly, push
ing the coat ahead of him, with no 
great attempt at silence. W hen the 
coat came to the edge o f  the moon
light part of the path, he stopped. 
His foot kicked at a vine. It rustled 
the trees. He coughed twice.

There was no sound from the
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negroes, but their shining bodies rose 
up with the swiftness of animals. 
T w o  knives cut the air with sharp 
zips, burying themselves in the coat 
and pinning it to the earth.

Mallon’s body lunged forward, fa ll
ing over it. He groaned weakly, his 
voice dying away in a guttural moan 
o f death. Three tall, blacks walked 
up to him. In the darkness they 
could see only the dim outlines of 
his inert, limp body. One of them 
kicked him.

His body received the kick in the 
same manner as would a sack of sand. 
No groan came from him; no sign of 
life. T he negroes grunted something 
to each other, turned quickly and dis
appeared up the path.

For many minutes Mallon lay 
there, soundless as if  in death. The 
departing footsteps died away. Only 
the jungle roared about him.

Five minutes longer Mallon lay 
th ere ;  then slow ly he raised himself 
up. The automatic was still gripped 
in his 'ight hand, as it had been when 
the negroes stood over him.

HE S L I P P E D  his coat on and 
picked up the two knives, study

ing them for a moment. T h ey  would 
only be in the w ay; he tossed them 
aside as he started up the path for 
the camp of El Feurtao.

He came to the edge of the small 
clearing of the camp. L ights were 
burning from the two windows of 
E l  Fcurtao’s house. T he twin tents 
of the British Guiana Negroes 
loomed up, phantom-like in the pale 
moonlight.

Three Negroes, led by a tall, go
rilla-like one, were crossing the 
clearing. T h e y  went up on the little 
porch along the front of the house, 
followed the leader inside the door.

Mallon darted around the edge of 
the clearing, hugging the wall of 
green foliage closely. A t  the rear 
of the shack, he fell to his hands and

knees and crawled up to the nearest 
window.

He saw E l Feurtao sitting at a 
table, drinking native whisky. Stand
ing near him was the tall black.

“ You are sure, T c to ? ” Mallon 
heard El Feurtao ask.

“ His body, Senor,” Toto  answered, 
“ is ly ing  in the path. Shall we get 
it?”

Mallon saw E l Feurtao shake his 
head. “ The jungle w ill  take care of 
the body. Get things ready to leave 
tomorrow.”

Mallon dropped down from the 
window. M oving on his hands and 
knees, he reached the corner of the 
house as Toto and the three Negroes 
walked down from the porch and 
across the clearing.

H ugging the wall tightly, he 
moved along the front of the build
ing, ducking under the two windows. 
A t  the steps, he slipped his auto
matic out. He was smiling grimly 
as he kicked open the door and en
tered the room.

“ You left  something at our camp, 
E l Feurtao,” he said coldly. "I  
brought it back to you— but keep 
your hands off your gun! I ’ll send 
a bullet through your head, the first 
move you make in that direction.”

I l l

M A L L O N ’S foot kicked the 
door shut as he spoke. E l 
Feurtao had turned slowly, 
keeping his hands away from his 

gun.
For a passing second, something 

like terror, the terror of seeing a 
ghost, passed across the man’s face. 
But that look was gone in a flash 
and a cold, deadly smile narrowed 
his dark eyes.

Mallon walked up to the table. He 
placed the piece of silk cloth in 
front of E l Feurtao, and said: “ You 
left that on a bush after you mur
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dered Richards. I thought you might 
want it back.”

E l Feurtao looked at the silk cloth 
and shrugged.

“ That was kind of you, Mallon,” he 
said softly. “ It really has put you 
to a lot of trouble, returning this, 
because you will never leave from 
this camp alive.”

“ I rather figured you would think 
that way,” Mallon replied dryly. “ In 
fact, you took some precautions to 
see that I didn’t even get here 
alive.”

"Y o u  seem to have been lucky,” 
El Feurtao said quietly.

THE half-caste’s eyes were riveted 
on the automatic that was now 

less than a foot from his face. His 
body had tensed, like the body of an 
animal ready for a death spring.

“ I ’ll play my luck,” Mallon an- 
iwered, “ and it will be as good as 
yours. The minute I hear the foot
steps coming up on that porch, you 
will die with me.”

El Feurtao smiled coldly.
"I  see,” he said softly, “ you are 

brave enough to be a first class fool.” 
“ I have returned your property,”  

Mallon answered. “ Now, you are go
ing to return mine.”

“ Your property?”
“The diamonds you stole from 

Richards,” Mallon said.
E l Feurtao laughed aloud.
“ You are a fool, Mallon,” he 

sneered. “ I have tw enty men here, 
tnd you couldn’t get a foot from this 
house alive.”

Mallon’s eyes flashed. His body 
shot forward.

“ W e ’ll take care of that with this,” 
he said.

His left came up in a short, jab
bing uppercut, carrying the weight 
of his body behind the blow. It 
caught El Feurtao flush on the jaw, 
sending him backward off his chair, 
an unconscious heap on the floor.

Mallon was over him, his hands 
going through the pockets. He pulled 
a folded paper from inside the coat. 
W ith  the fingers of his left hand, 
he unfolded the paper. There was 
the picture of a man on it, and large 
type underneath the photograph.

W ithout looking at it closely, he 
stuffed it into his coat pocket. His 
right hand continued to grip the au
tomatic, while his left went through 
the pockets of El Feurtao’s clothes. 
He found the leather bag of dia
monds, slipped it into his waterproof 
money belt. He had hardly com
pleted this when his body stiffened 
and he whirled around.

Behind him, a window creaked in 
rising. Mallon ducked, spinning 
around on his heels. A  knife came 
through the air, cutting over his 
head. It hit the far wall of the 
room with a loud ring. Mallon’s gun 
roared. A  black face dropped away 
from the window with a piercing 
scream.

MA L L O N  leaped to his feet. Out
side, the camp became a bedlam 

of yells and running men. Mallon 
dashed through the door, landing on 

the porch as two of E l Feurtao’s 
men came dashing up the steps. Mal
lon’s gun jumped in his hand as he 
fired from the hip.

One of the Negroes crumpled to 
the floor of the porch in a quivering 
h e a p ; the other howled with pain as 
he grabbed his stomach. Others were 
coming toward Mallon from the op
posite direction. W ith  a leap he was 
off the porch, rolling over on the 
ground.

Knives cut the air around him as 
he zigzagged across the clearing, his 
body twisting and turning, moving 
forward on hands and knees. From 
the house, long, leaping flames of 
orange red came from rifles, but the 
bullets went wild, hitting the earth 
several feet around him.



JU N G L E  D IA M O N D S 141

Then he heard a shrill voice g iv
ing commands. He recognized it as 
E l  Feurtao's voice. A n  automatic 
cracked on the porch. A  bullet clip
ped the air within an inch o f Mal- 
lon’s head.

He was now only a few  feet from 
the edge of the jungle, a little to the 
right of the path that led to the 
river. He had no time to try  for 
the path. He was making for the 
matted green foliage in front of him.

From his right came a charging 
man. Mallon had only a chance to 
get a sideway view of him. It was 
Toto. T he huge Negro was leaping 
through the air, trying to beat Mal
lon to the edge of the clearing. In 
his raised right hand was a knife.

Fingers twisted hard against the 
blade. Mallon ducked. He knew Toto 
would never miss at that distance. 
Behind him, a horde of Negroes were 
racing toward the edge of the clear
ing from the porch. E l Feurtao’s 
shrill voice rose above the bedlam.

Mallon fell over on his back. He 
fired from that position, fired up
ward at the face of Toto. Mallon 
saw the bullet crash above the nose 
of the huge Negro; he saw T o to ’s 
body crumple to the ground.

And in the next second, Mallon 
had made a frantic headlong dive 
into the sea of green foliage in front 
of him.

IV

H E L A N D E D  in a mass of 
vines and grass and under
brush. T he grass cut his 
face; the vines tore his coat from 

his shoulders. He rolled over on his 
back, bringing his body up to a sit
ting position as three Negroes came 
crashing through the foliage.

Mallon fired carefully, making each 
bullet take its toll. T w o  of the 
Negroes fell. The other, in the face 
of lead, retreated back to the clear

ing. There torches were appearing, 
and E l Feurtao was ye ll in g  orders. 
But no more men attempted to face 
Mallon’s automatic.

He threw himself to the right, 
plunging and wading and fighting 
desperately to get to the path that 
led to the river.

W hen he finally came out on it, 
few of his clothes remained on his 
back. His skin was covered with 
blood, raw from the lacing which 
the grass and underbrush had given 
him.

HE  L O O K E D  back. The tall form 
of El Feurtao was visible, him

self leading his men to the path. A  
smile came to Mallon’s lips. He 
sprang forward, dashing for the 
river with every ounce of speed he 
could put in his legs.

T w ice  he tripped, falling head first 
to the ground; but each time he 
bounced up like a rubber ball and 
dashed onward. W hen he got to the 
river, he was far ahead o f his pur
suers. He turned to the right, run
ning up the shore.

On the other side o f  a small sand 
bar, his canoe was moored. He 
reached the sand bar as E l Feurtao 
and his men came out on the river 
bank. Mallon untied the canoe and 
gave it a shove out into the river.

A gray fo g  was rising off the 
water, hiding it from view. The 
boat floated lazily  away, losing itself 
in the mist.

Then Mallon jumped into the 
brush. He remained there in a 
crouching position, every muscle in 
his body tense and taut. E l  Feurtao 
was dividing his men into small 
searching parties. Some went down 
the river; other spread out along the 
shore, searching in the underbrush.

The Portuguese himself, with 
three men, came up the river for 
Mallon’s boat. One of the NegroeB 
led the way, as i f  he knew the exact
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location of the canoe. Back in the 
bush, a grin came to the bloody face 
of Mallon.

He raised himself higher on his 
toes. E l Feurtao and his men were 
close now. T h ey  would pass within 
two feet of him, the distance from 
the brush to the edge of the river 
was not more than four feet.

The Negro leading the way passed 
Mallon. Then came El Feurtao, au
tomatic in his right hand, his dark 
face brutal in the red light that came 
from the torch carried by the man in 
the rear.

AN D  in the next split second, M al
lon leaped. His body came out 
of the brush, a long, slithering flash 

of brown. His shoulders hit El 
Feurtao above the knees, and the two 
men went crashing over the bank 
into the river.

It happened so quickly, with such 
phantom-like speed, that the Negroes, 
for the moment, stood on the bank 
dazed and bewildered. Mallon knew 
that the success of his plan depend
ed on two things. F irst was the mat
ter of speed, getting El Feurtao to 
the boat before the Negroes could 
come to his assistance; the second 
thing was to get to the boat.

But hardly had Mallon hit the 
water, with El Feurtao held firmly 
in his arms, than he realized that the 
first part of his plan was not going 
to work out with precision.

He and El Feurtao sank under the 
muddy water, but under the surface 
El Feurtao came to life  with snarl
ing vengeance. His body lashed 
around, breaking Mallon’s hold on 
his legs; then, with the ease and 
speed of a fish swimming under 
water, his arms went around M al
lon’s neck in a death grip.

Down and down Mallon sank, with 
E l Feurtao’s arms holding him like 
a powerful steel vise. His lungs ex
panded until it seemed that they

would burst. He struggled desper
ately against the k illing  hold. Then, 
suddenly, his body went limp.

El Feurtao’s arms released their 
grip. He rose quickly to the surface, 
leaving the limp, almost lifeless body 
of Mallon at the bottom, in the belief 
that Mallon was too far gone to rise 
to the top.

But Mallon came to, with a thresh
ing movement of his legs and arms. 
It seemed that every part of his body 
was bursting. Up and up he went. 
He struggled frantically to keep 
from opening his mouth.

His head went above the surface. 
He drank in air hungrily, greedily. 
The dizziness left  his head. Then, 
suddenly, he heard splashes behind 
him. He turned, swimming on his 
right side.

Out of the darkness came dark 
bodies, closing in on him in a tight
ening circle. B lack and brutal the 
Negroes looked; in the misty gray 
darkness he saw the gleam of their 
white teeth. He heard a sharp com
mand from E l Feurtao, who was still 
nearby in the water.

NE A R  the bank Mallon saw a large 
mounterais being boarded by 

other Negroes. He looked around 
wildly, trying to locate his canoe. It  
was nowhere in sight.

The circle of swimming Negroes 
was on him. Long, black hands 
reached out for his body. He dove, 
turning his body around and swim
ming for the middle of the river.

He realized the move to be futile. 
I f  he could find his boat, there might 
be a remote chance. But now he had 
little time to do that.

He came to the surface, his lungs 
screaming for air. He had evaded 
the first circle, but the Negroes, w ith 
the uncanny ability of cats to see at 
night, spotted him rapidly.

He dove again, but this time they 
( Continued on page 144)
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(Continued from page 142) 
went down with him, surrounding 
him in a circle. The water held a 
churning, snarling mass of human 
flesh— black flesh that closed in on 
the lone white man, like beasts in the 
jungle.

Mallon kicked and fought franti
cally. He shot to the top, bringing 
his right around with all the strength 
and weight of his body behind it. 
His fist cracked against a N egro’s 
head, knocking it back.

The fury of his attack gave him 
one valuable second; and in this sec
ond, he struck out for the far shore, 
realizing now that his only hope of 
escape lay in speed, swimming on 
the surface.

TH E  Negroes followed after him.
Mallon threw every ounce of his 

remaining strength into his overhand 
strokes. Once he had held a swim
ming record. He swam now as he 
had swam in races long ago— head 
partly submerged, body on the right 
side, arms flying out in vicious, swift 
overhand strokes.

He fa irly  flew through the water. 
Behind him the Negroes came, but 
their swimming was awkward, lack
ing  the speed of their victim.

Y e t  Mallon realized that the far 
shore offered him little hope of es
cape. In the jungle, the Negroes 
could trace him with ease. His gun 
was somewhere in the bottom of the 
river.

He wondered what had happened to 
E l Feurtao.

He came to the bank, pulled him
self up into the jungle foliage as the 
first Negro hit the 6hore and went 

'up the bank after him. The others 
were only a few feet behind.

Mallon lay flat on his stomach, 
near the edge of the bank. He knew 
that running would do no good now. 
There was a chance of hiding from 
the first onrush of the Negroes.

Later, they would find him, but he 
was letting future events take care 
of themselves.

The Negroes plunged by him, their 
feet missing his face and body by 
inches, and disappeared in the forest. 
Mallon crawled to his hands and 
knees. His heart gave a wild leap.

Not fifteen yards down the river 
bank, snagged on a piece of drift
wood, was his canoe. He started to 
crawl down the b a n k ; but as he did, 
a body pulled itself out of the water 
and came up on the bank.

It was El Feurtao, fo llow ing up 
the Negroes to see that his orders 
were properly executed.

Mallon was on his feet; then his 
body hurled through the air, striking 
E l Feurtao before the half-caste real
ized what had happened. The force 
of Mallon’s lunge sent them both 
to the ground.

B ringing himself up, Mallon let 
loose w ith  a vicious short, jabbing 
uppercut. It caught El Feurtao flush 
on the chin.

Bthind them came the crash of the 
jungle underbrush as the Negroes 
returned. Mallon moved sw iftly. He 
grabbed E l Feurtao’s legs and drag
ged the man down the river bank, 
to the canoe.

TH E  Negroes came out of the 
jungle a few yards away from 

Mallon. He fell flat on his stomach. 
The blacks scattered, and two of 
them advanced in his direction.

Mallon wasted no time. He and 
the inert form of E l Feurtao went 
into the river. T h ey  landed within 
three yards of the canoe. A  Negro 
on the bank gave a cry  of alarm.

The others bunched around him. 
T h e y  argued for a moment; and in 
that time Mallon had pulled the limp 
body o f  El Feurtao over the side of 
the canoe and jumped in after him. 

He grabbed the paddle, pushed th- 
(Concluded on page 146)
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( Concluded from page 144) 
canoe off the drift-wood and, with 
the last remaining strength in his 
arms, sent the craft down the river.

He heard the splash of bodies as 
the Negroes leaped into the water 
after him. On the far shore, he saw 
the great mounterais, a grim, ghostly 
outline in the dark, pull away from 
shore.

EL  F E U R T A O  stirred in the bot
tom of the canoe. Mallon paid 

no attention to him. He threw his 
weight behind the paddle. T h e  light 
canoe fairly flew over the water. He 
came to a sharp turn in the river, 
went around at fast speed and hit a 
long stretch of still water.

He brought the canoe close to the 
bank in the veil of darkness that 
hung there, sending it down the 
river as fast as he could paddle. A  
mile from the bend in the river, he 
gave his attention to El Feurtao. 
W ith  some pissaba rope, he tied the 
half breed's hands and legs.

Then he looked back. There was 
no sign of the big mounterais or the 
Negroes.

W hen dawn broke several hours 
later, El Feurtao was ly ing  in the 
bottom of Mallon’s canoe, hands and 
feet tied. Mallon’s face was pale 
from exhaustion and his clothes 
hung over his body in tatters, but 
he had the leather bag of diamonds 
in his belt.

He sent the boat down the river 
easily. He had little  fear now of be
ing followed. W ith  T oto  dead and 
E l Feurtao in the bottom of the boat, 
the gang o f  British Guiana Negroes 
were leaderless; and in this condi
tion they would wander around in 
the forest aimlessly, their slow brains 
unable to grasp just what had hap
pened.

E l Feurtao lay on his back, his 
dark face twisted with hatred and his

eyes flashing the light of murder.
“ And now, E l Feurtao," Mallon 

said grimly, “ you are on your way 
to Ciudad Bolivai, where the author
ities w ill  take proper care o f  you.” 

“ You swine,”  E l Feurtao sneered, 
“ I w ill  make a fool out of you. Y o u  
have no proof that I  murdered R ich
ards. I w ill  swear that the diamonds 
are mine and that you attacked my 
camp and stole them.”

Mallon grinned and reached in his 
pocket. He slow ly pulled out the 
paper he had found on the body of 
E l Feurtao.

“ T he authorities at Ciudad B o li
vai,”  he said w ith a dry laugh, “ are 
so anxious to get their hands on you 
that they have offered a reward of 
five thousand pesos for anyone that 
can bring you to them. I t  was very  
kind of you to carry this notice o f  a 
reward for E l Feurtao, the river pi
rate. W ith o u t it, I m ight have been 
w ill in g  simply to get my diamonds 
back, realizing I would have diffi
cu lty  in proving murder.”

Mallon unfolded the paper. T he  
greater part of it was taken up with 
a picture of E l Feurtao. Under the 
picture was the notice of a reward, 
printed in Spanish.

<fT  S U P P O S E  they have enough 
murders on you to put your 

head in a noose,”  Mallon said. “ I f  
they haven't, they w ill be only too 
w ill in g  to believe m y story of your 
murdering Richards. E ither way, 
that neck o f  yours w ill  land in the 
noose that has been waiting for it a 
good many years.”

The color le ft  E l Feurtao’s face. 
His eyes went dead. He w et his lips 
and pulled against the ropes on his 
hands and feet.

"T h e  reward,”  Mallon explained, 
“w ill be my pay for the trouble of 
capturing you alive. And don’t kid 
yourself  that I  didn’t earn it.”
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COMPLETE COURSE 
O N ARM  BUILDING O N L Y

H I f  B O O K
SHOW S H O W  TO BUILD 
A  M I G H T Y  A R M  A N D  
A  16 I N C H  B I C E P

GE T  A N  A R M  o f  might with the 
power and

night with the w r  of
obey your phy-
iken weaklings J ^  ?°________ mt

• to l
sical desires. I  have taken _
whose arms were scrawny pieces o f  
skin and bone and in a very short time de
veloped them into men o f  powerful pro-

5>orticms with bulging biceps and brawny 
orearms. He-men with strong, solid arms o f  power 
that are respected by men and admired by women! 
I don't mean just a 16-inch bicep but a 15-inch 
forearm and a powerful 8 -inch wrist

PROVEN, SCIENTIFIC TRAINING!
This course is specially planned to build every 

muscle in your arm! It has beeQ scientifically 
worked out for that purpose. Many o f  my pupils 
have developed a pair o f  triceps shaped like a 
horseshoe, and just as strong, and fl pair o f  biceps 
that show their double head formation. The sin
ewy cables between the biceps and elbow are 
deep and thick with wire cable-like ligaments. 
The forearm bellies with bulk, the great supina
tor lifting muscles become a column o f  power, 
and their wrists are alive and writhe with cordy 
sinew. W hy not start now to build a he-man’s 
arm? Send 25c for this course today.

THE SECRETS OF STRENGTH REVEALED 
Y ou  can’t make a mistake. The reputation o f  

the strongest armed man in the world stands be-

strength development illustrated and 
explained as you like them. Mail your order 
now while you can still get this course at my 

troductory price o f  only 25c.
I will not limit yon to the arm. Tty any one o f  mv test 

courses listed below at 2 Sc. Or, try all o f  them foronly $ 1.00.
RUSH THE COUPON TODAY!

Mall your order now and 1 will Include a FREE C O P Y  o f------------------  MUSCl----------------------- -
_____  renpth  f
o f pictures o f  marvelous bodied men who tell you decisively
•h e r J e ^ o f  s t e e l , m u s c l e s  l i k e  i r o h

priceless book to the strei
_____ ____________ It is a
th fan and muscle builder. Full

h o w  y o u  can  b u ild  sym m etry  an d  strength  the J o w e t tW a y i! 
R e a ch  O u t . . .  G ra sp  T h is  S p e c ia l O ffer]

FREE BOOK W ITH  PHOTOS 
OF FAMOUS STRONG MEN

J O W E T T  I N S T I T U T E  
OF PHYSICAL CULTURE
O w h t iF F t  422Poplar Sb, Scranton, Pa.
George F. Jowett: Send, by return mail, 
prepaid '* *
w hich
prepaid, the  courses "ch eck ed  b e lo w  for 

hiehl i

“ Narva* o !  Steal. 
M utciM  Rk« Iron’ * 

mmt r u n

am enclosing.
Moulding a Mighty Arm* 2M 
Moulding a  Mighty Back, 25o 
Moulding A Mighty Grip, 25o 
Moulding a Mighty Chest, 25o 
Moulding Mighty Legs. 25o 
Strong Man Stunts Made Easy# 2
All 0 Books for 12.00.

Name ■ Age.

hind this course. I give you my secret methods Address-
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« \ T 7  H A T  a stunt it would 
% / % /  be if we could get this 

▼  T gang of ours all *o- 
gether in one place for a giant round 
table meeting,” writes Larry Regan, 
of old Santa Fe, New Mexico. That 
would be a pow-wow worth trotting 
halfway around the globe to at
tend!”

Right you are, Larry. That crowd 
would make the Yale Bowl look like 
an egg-cup. And let me tell you, 
it would be one of the snappiest live- 
wire, he-man outfits that ever rubbed 
elbows and swapped yarns.

W ell, even if we can’t quite man
age that, we can gather round here 
and have our pow-wow. That’s what 
this department i3 for— to give you 
adventurers from all corners of the 
globe a chance to have your say.

This month I ’m betting that some 
of our gang are doing their gather
ing ’round in strange and unfamiliar 
places.

The call of adventure is in all of 
u s ! When it starts to bubble and 
gets out of hand we kick over the 
traces and then— well, then you get 
the sort of red-blooded action that 
provides the basis for the swell 
yarns in this magazine.

The call of adventure is dying? 
Bunk! That stirring call has lured 
man irresistibly since time began.

Treasure Trove
Buried treasure! There’s a mag

net that always calls to the true 
adventurer. Buried treasure— the very 
words smack of adventure and ro
mance !

Buried treasure! Locked in sunken 
holds at the bottom of the sea—  
hidden away in lost caves— buried

deep in the ground on barren islets I 
Rich treasure worth a k in g ’s ransom! 
Treasure stained red with blood!

T o  hunt in far-off places, to brave 
unknown dangers, to unearth gold 
and jewels that were hidden away 
by stalwart adventurers of another 
day— who doesn’t get a kick out of 
that prospect?

Cocos Island

TH E  trouble with treasure hunting 
iB that those pirate gents picked 
out such distant and inaccessible 
places to stow away swag.

Probably the most famous of these 
is Cocos Island, the legendary hiding 
place of fabulous amounts o f  pirate 
loot and golden treasure. Located in 
Lat. 5° 32' 57" N. and Long. 86° 59' 
17" W., this little dot in the Pacific 
Ocean has attracted more than thirty 
treasure-hunting expeditions.

Have they all failed? W h o can 
say? Buried treasure seekers, i f  
they’re lucky enough to uncover 
what they’re after, aren’t likely to go 
broadcasting the news. Too many 
people ready to muscle in. Perhaps 
some of these expeditions found 
more than they admitted, but, so far 
as is known, the bulk of the treasure 
still lies somewhere on Cocos.

It’s a cinch that most of the 
treasure hunters went away empty- 
handed, and some never returned at 
all. A t  least once, rival expeditions 
fought it out on the island, and there 
are black tales of mutiny and mur
der in other outfits.

Maps and Directions 
Some of the ambitious treasure 

seekers who swarmed over C ocob 
(Continued on page 150)



TH IS A M A Z IN G  NEW  CERTIFICATE 
P R O V ID ES  DEATH  .. ACC IDENT  A N D  
O LD  A G E  BENEFITS Up to $1,000 and...
DO YOU want to GUARANTEE greater happinees and security to your loved ones? Do 

vou want to apart) them from an unkind late in the event that ever-present death or 
possible maiming aecidont should strike unexpectedly, as it so often does? Every man owes 

it to his wife and ohildren or mother, father, sisters and brothers to make certain of the future 
by protecting them NOW! Don't gamble with fate for another single day! For a cost of about 
4o daily per each $1000.00 protection you want, you can obtain an amazing new TBACcrtificate 
that pays a benefit of up to $1000.00, $2000.00 or $5000.00 in event you Bhould meet 
with death, permanently disabling accident or, when you roach tno old age speci
fied, PAYS YOU aa much aa $1000.00, $2000.00 or $5000.00 IN CASHI
TB A  ORG AN IZATION 

HAS PAID OVER 
$1,500,000.00 IN CLAIMS
You can obtain the amazing pro
tection contained in this remark
able, new TBA Certificate at so 
small a oost because this Associa
tion is a non-profit organization, 
operated solely for the benefit of 
its members. The TBA is one of 
the OLDEST, LARGEST, and 
roost SUCCESSFUL organiza
tions of its kind in the entire 
world. In lees than 13 years we 
have paid over $1,500,000.00 IN 
CLAIMS. Never, in our entire 
existence, have we failed to pay a 
just claim promptly. We nave, 
now, 'thousands of members 
throughout the United States.

F p r C  COM PLETE 
n  L  L  INFORM ATION

MAIL THE COUPON TODAY 
•.. take advantage of this oppor
tunity to obtain TBA Protection 
*., why put off until tomorrow an 
important thing you can do 
today? Or, if you wish Family 
Group Protection or information 
on other forms of TBA Protec
tion for individuals, write for full 
facts on TBA Certificates paying 
benefits up to $1,000.00 and up 
to $5,000.00.
TBA NAT. PROTECTIVE ASSN.

Dudley ]. LeBlanc, Prcu 
Dept. 201

Lafayette, Louisiana, U. 5. A.

NO MEDICAL 
EXAMINATION REQUIRED

You can easily obtain TBA protection for 
yourself or any member of your family with
out poing through “red tape” of any kind. 
Positively no medical examination is 
required. Bo liberal are its provisions, and 
SO LOW is its cost that thousands of per
sons throughout America are receiving TBA 
protection with open arms. Grasp this . . .  
YOUR OPPORTUNITY . . .  to secure for 
just a few pennies a day, the full Life. 
Accident and Old Age Protection provided 
for by the wonderful TBA plan!

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
No Agent Will Call .

You act as your own agent and pocket the 
savings. Fill la the coupon below. Give us your 
name. age. address and the name of your bene
ficiary. Send the coupon with only $1.00, $2.00 
or $5-00, depending upon the amount of pro
tection you want. There la nothing more for you 
to do to obtain the protection of this marvelous 
TBA Ceriincate. Then, each month. If you have 
the $1,000.00 Certificate, you pay only $1.25 to 
keep It in force or. If you have the $2,000.00 
Certificate, you pay but $2.00 monthly and, on 
the $5,000.00 Certificate, $5.00 monthly. Look 
the future squarely In the face I YO U  GET 
YO U R M ONEY B A C K  P R O M P T L Y  If. 
after receiving your TB A  Certificate, you are 
not completely satisfied with It. YO U  TAKE 
NO R ISK . D o not hesitate— do not wait— 
one day lost may be disastrous. PLA Y 8AFEI 
Fill in and mall the coupon this very hour)

r  APPL ICAT IO N  FOR TBA CERTIFICATE 1
TBA NATIONAL PROTECTIVE ASSOCIATION, D*p*. 201, Lofav»ll», Lonlilana

enclose one dollar (SI.00) to pay the first month’s Ternium on a TBA Certificate providing up to $1,000.00 
.lfe, Accident and Old Age protection for the under

signed. I hereby warrant that I am In good health, and 
free from chronic or constitutional disease. T o  keep It in force
□  bl— l Blj
It 1« understood that I am to pay *1.25 per month, each month 
thereafter. Unless I am perfectly satisfied with the provisions o f 
my TBA Certificate, you ogre* to refund my *1,00 promptly
when 1 return my certificate to you.

My Non* ..

My Addrsu

Town---------

My B*fl*Aciafy‘i 
Nan* Is..

..............My As*...

...StfMl

Slat*

If You Want Up To

a $2,000.00
PROTECTION 

Send $2 With Coupon 
Pay S2 Each Month

If You Want Up To
□  $5,000.00

PROTECTION 
Send S5 With Coupon 
Pay $5 Each Month

(Chtek ths Amount ol 
Protection You Want)
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(Continued from page 148) 
came equipped with maps and de
tailed directions for unearthing the 
caches. They fell down as badly as 
those who just took a blind chance.

How come, i f  the treasure story 
isn’t pure bunk?

W ell, if  you could get a look at 
Cocos you’d be able to savvy that. 
Picture a tropical island, with moun
tains and valleys, and almost every 
square foot of it covered with nearly 
impenetrable jungle vegetation. T alk  
about your needle in the haystack!

Besides, old Mother Nature has 
scant respect for man’s carefully 
drawn maps. A  tropical storm sweeps 
over Cocos, and the landmarks set 
down carefully are all changed or 
disappear. And where are you? In 
fact, the island itself is gradually 
disappearing. In 1874 it was nearly 
twenty miles in circumference. Now 
it ’s less than twelve.

So, you adventurers, if you’re go
ing to get that treasure off Cocos 
you’ll have to do it soon. In another 
couple hundred years the island may 
not be there at a l l !

Fact or Fable

WH A T ’S that? You fellows want 
to know whether there actually 
is a treasure there before you start 
out on a wild goose chase?

W ell, authentic records say there 
is no question about its having been 
hidden away on the island. The yarn 
packed enough authenticity to cause 
men to spend millions of dollars 
on expeditions. It  was convincing 
enough to make August Giessler, the 
“ K ing of Cocos Island,” spend more 
than twenty-five years of his life 
on the island in a vain hunt.

T he amount of this treasure has 
been variously estimated at $10 0 ,0 0 0 ,- 
000 and more. Most of it is supposed 
to be stored in a cave.

Was In the Cave
Some years ago Ye Olde Globe 

Trotter talked to an old-timer who 
had no doubt whatever about the 
existence of the Cocos treasure. 
He had seen it!

According to his story, he was on

the island in 1874 and found the cave 
in which the treasure is hidden. Out 
of it he took a large, heavily loaded 
cash-box, a load of expensive gold 
watches, heavy gold chains and seals, 
jewels and other precious objects. 
These he hid in a new cache far up 
in the mountains half a mile or more 
above the cave.

They’re S till W aiting

IN the cave were gold statuettes, 
gold in bars, in nuggets, in dust, 

in circlets studded with jewels. There 
was also more than 150 tons of gold, 

formerly the property of Peru. That 
gold was loaded on the Mary D ie, of 
New Bedford, and taken to Cocos 
for safety at a time when the 
Peruvians feared that their capitol, 
Lima, would fall into the hands of 
the invading Chileans. The bones of 
the Mary D ie  still lie on the shore 
of Cocos.

“ I can take $5,000, leaving here 
with one man, and get that treasure 
all the costly expeditions have failed 
to find!” this old-timer swore. “ I can 
locate that cache I made in the 
mountains and empty it in less than 
an hour’s work.”

But Y e  Olde Globe Trotter didn’t 
have $5,000, so the cache and the 
treasure are probably still waiting 
there for someone to dig them up.

South American Adventurers
There’s a thought for Harry Pal

mer and Lincoln Kersch and the 
rest of you fellows who are turn
ing longing eyes toward South 
America. But maybe w e’d better get 
a bit more expert testimony before 
we start loading up the schooner.

A n y  of you gents who have first, 
second or even fortieth hand infor
mation on the Cocos Island treasure, 
step up and let’s have your spiel. 
W e ’re all ears.

For that matter, we won’t tie our
selves down to Cocos Island. L e t ’s 
have the dope on buried treasure 
anywhere. Ye  Olde Globe Trotter 
has chased enough rainbows in his 
day to know better, I suppose, but 

(Continued on page 152)



Secure A
ovem  merit Position

HowTo
Govern n
S TOP W ORRYING about business depressions and job 

hunting. Work for Uncle Sam. N o special experience 
needed to get one of these attractive positions. It’ s my busi
ness to help you prepare for it and to help you get it! For 
eight years I was a Secretary Examiner. I have helped thou
sands into well-paid Government positions, and I can help 
you get the job you pick. I know how to train you to get 
high rating in Civil Service Examinations, which wilt qualify 
you for early appointment.

New Examinations to Be Held
Establishment of the N.R.A., A.A.A. and numerous other 

new government branches, plus the general improvement in 
business has made many good government jobs available. 
Word has been received that old registers over three years old 
are to be destroyed, and new examinations are to be held. 
This means that it is now possible to get the government 
job  you want ahead o f hundreds who have waited for months! 
Providing you can pass your examination with sufficiently 
high rating!

Good P a y— Short Hours — 
Steady Work

Get rid of the bugaboo® of “ hard times, *' etrikei and layoffs that you 
mu it always worry about in ordinary jobs. Don’t stick in the low-pay 
job* that start you off in e rut and keep you there. Work for Unde 
Sam in a fine position you can't lose for any religious, political or per- 

tonal reasons. Get • Government position that's safe— that pays you 
from $1,700 to $3,300 a year—o “ sure berth" where there are no 

strikes or lockouts, where you get vacation with pay, re
tirement pensions, 8 hour day, automatic yearly 

ealary raises, opportunities for quick advance
ment and many other advantages you 

can't get anywhere else.

R A IL W A Y  P O ST A L C LE R K

$1,850, $1,900 to $2,700 a Year
W ert 6 diyt, then d day, off. Paid ,11 

ihe tlmo Opportunity ror trtvol. 15 d iy i ' raca- 
Mon and 10 day,’  side lea»« every year with 
full pay.

PO ST  O F F IC E  C LE R K  j
$1,700 to $2,100 a Year

BpccUl clerks at $2,200 to $2,300. 15 davs’ 
Taxation and 1 0  days' .irk In to  every year with lull pay. Promotion, to posltloni paying up to 
$4,200 a year.

C IT Y  M A IL  C A R R IE R

$1,700 to $2,100 a Year
15 day,’ racatlon and 10 day,* sick lear. every 

year with full pay. Good chinco for rapid promotion to bigger pay.
R . F . D . M A IL  C A R R IE R

$1,800 to $2,300 a Year
13 dny#’ vicitloQ and 10 cUvb' »lck leave every 

yesr with Tull ?*y. A flee poflttoo for men In 
rural districts.

C U STO M  H OUSE PO SITIO N S
$1,100, $1,680 to $3,000 a Year
and up. Extra pay for overtime.

PO ST M A ST E R  

$1,200 to $2,500 a Year
Thla I, a position of great imparlance In 

small town,.
FIL E  C LE R K

$1,440 to $1,620 a Year and up
Work In Washington or near borne.

G et m y
d a a k  r b r r f  s l £ pC r
C f U l f l m  I  S I L L '  I  PATTERSON SCHOOL

906 Wianer Building,
If you are a citizen, eighteen or over, you may get the Civil S Rochester, N. Y.
Service Position you want. W rite today for  m y new free H Send me your FREE BOOK about the 
book  that tells all about the Civil Service— g ood  Positions, I  h"“pd mo*land a°Go™°r“ -
how you can get yowr job , the pay, the vacation and all the I  ment position paying- from J1.700 to 
b ig  advantages o f  Governm ent Positions. Find out just how • ?3,300 u year. This costa me nothing.
I  can help you land a steady, good-paying position in the ■
Civil Service in Washington, traveling or near your home. N A M E . ............................ .. .................................................
Mail the coupon or a postal TO D A Y. ■

A. R. Patterson, Civil Service Expert f  a d d r e s s .............................................................

PATTERSON SCHOOL I  C IT I .............................................. STATE........
906 Wisner Building Rochester, N. Y. m (You mu»t bo 18 or our to bo eligible for * petition)
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(Continued from page ISO) 
this lost treasure thing hits him 
where he lives.

A  hundred and fifty tons of pure 
gold— M an !

The Globe Trotters Club
Applications continue to roll in at 

a merry clip for the Globe Trotters 
Club, but there’s room for lots more. 
I f  you haven’t gotten in line with 
the rest of the crowd clip the ap
plication blank on page 156 and send 
it along.

Remember, there are no dues or 
initiation fees. No charges of any 
kind. A ll you have to do is clip the 
coupon, fill it in with your name and 
address, enclose with it a stamped, 
self-addressed envelope, and shoot it 
in to the Globe Trotter. Pronto  we’ll 
enter your name on the club roll and 
send you a handsome membership 
card entitling you to all the rights 
and privileges of a charter member 
in this world-wide organization.

I am printing another batch of 
charter members in this issue. I f  
you haven’t joined yet, i t ’s time 
you got moving and lined up with a 
peppy bunch of two-fisted gents who 
are going to do things.

W e ’ve got a fine gang of live-wires 
signed up already and suggestions 
for the organization and its activities 
are coming in thick and fast.

Fellow  Members

AM O N G  the first-rate suggestions 
which have already come in is 

one from Harry A. Dashnir, of 
Mount Vernon, Washington:

Dear Globe Trotter:
Enclosed is my application blank for 

membership and here is a suggestion.
M ost organizations o f this sort have 

some kind of insignia so that members can 
recognize each other on the far flung trails 
o f the world. Generally it is a small lapel 
button, but I want to suggest something 
different.

Suppose we adopt a flag or pennant—  
say one about four inches by six— to be 
attached to the equipment o f a member 
while out on a trip; and a larger one—  
about three feet by five— to be flown over 
the camp o f any group of members.

Harry A. Dashnir. 
Mount Vernon, Washington.
There you are, fellow members of

the Globe Trotters. How does that 
idea hit you? Hop to it and let me 
know!

Sea M onsters ( ? )
A  couple of months ago I went 

on record as doubting the exist
ence of sea monsters, and I ’m stand
ing by that statement insofar as I 
never saw a sea monster m yself and 
haven’t met anyone who saw one. 
But here’s a letter from a rolling 
stone we all know. W hen Jackson 
Cole gets het up this much over sea 
critters— well, read his letter:

Dear Globe Trotter:
Think I ’d gone into retirement or some

thing? W ell, I  didn’t; I went into Scot
land— though, I ’ll admit, the quiet little 
village from  which I am writing this is 
as close to retirement as I ever hope to 
be I

No, I haven’t gone back to the soil, and 
I'm  not going in for Highland research. 
W rong on both counts. I ’m here on some
thing a lot more fascinating.

A  while ago when the papers were full 
o f accounts o f sea monsters I got inter
ested. W here there is so much smoke 
there must be at least some fire, says I. 
So I started out to investigate.

The Scottish sea serpent was the first 
o f these monsters reported and the story 
had all the earmarks o f authenticity, so 
this is where I came— to Loch Ness. I ’ve 
been here more than a month now and 
I ’ve been squinting over the Loch, by day 
and by night, until I know every square 
foot o f it by heart.

Have I seen the sea serpent? W ell, I 
don’t know. I saw something; I know 
that. It was on a moonlight night. I was 
looking out over the Loch from the shore 
when something started dipping out o f the 
water near the opposite shore. The moon 
flashed on its shiny sides. It was more 
like a black streak skimming over the 
water than anything else.

Several o f  the townspeople were with 
me and we launched a boat. The thing 
was still flashing in the moonlight as we 
set out from  shore, but by the time we 
reached the point at which it had appeared 
all sign o f it was gone.

W as it a sea serpent? I don’t know, but 
I ’m inclined to think it was. I ’ve talked 
with dozens o f people here who saw the 
creature at other times— saw it clearly 
and distinctly. They claim it has an eel
like head, a long neck, and measures 
twenty-five feet or more.

The point about this thing that gets me 
is that these people are substantial citi
zens. They aren’t dreamers, and they 
aren’t liars. They saw something, and

(Continued on page 154)



N O  H I G H  P R E S S U R E  S E L L I N G  
N O  H O U S E - T O - H O U S E  C A N V A S S I N G

IN CO M E  E Q U A L  TO  R E Q U I R E M E N T S  
O F  T H E  H I G H - G R A D E  B U S IN E S S  M A N
E . "Lawson, of Tennessee, clears flOS profit his first S dans In this 
business. He tops oS these earnings with f l i t  profit on a single 
deal a few days later. J. C. May, Conn., cleared t te t .s s  the first 
nine days he worked. J. E. Loomis. Oregon, earns $SiS his first 
nine days. A. W. Farnsworth, Utah, nets (S i.13 his first day, a 
Saturday. S. Clair, New York, writes he is clearing as nigh as tTO 
a day. W. F. Main, Iowa, cleans lip ftSl.SO  in 9 days. B. Y. Becton, 
Kansas, starts out with tSSO.JS net for iO days w orkl These men 
are beginners. How could they enter a Held totally new to them and 
earn such remarkable sums in these desperate times? Read the 
answer in this announcement. Read about a new business that 
does away with the need for high pressure selling. A rich field that 
is creating new money-making frontiers for wide-awake men. 
Those who enter now will pioneer—to them will go the choicest 
opportunities.

FOUR rl5 SALES DAILY PAY*280 WEEKLY

A NEW LIFETIME B1ISIW

I N S T A L L I N G  N E W  B U S I N E S S  SPECIALTY O N  F R E E  T R I A L —  
MAKING TREMENDOUS CASH SAVINGS IN OPERATING COSTS FOR 
THOUSANDS OF CONCERNS THROUGHOUT THE U .S. AND CANADA
$4,707 Savings For ^  B r i l l i a n t  Record of Success
One Kansas Store A m or toe* i foremost eonoomo arc among on r customers:

m  M  Timken Silent Automatic Co., Central States Petroleum
111 I W O  M o n t h s  K M  M  Corp.. Houghton Mifflin Co.. National Paper Co.. Interna-

v  m  ngtlonai coal. General Duke Service, N«tlon*l B id lo. and
o lm i , p. i i id e ,* . .  rst tr-  m v  __  m  icorel of others nationally known. Thousands of small buel-
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»<J proposed investment. Uiually he has tbe In- Z on you, propeitlon
vestment and his profh besides, before the repre-
■erttatlre returns. The representatlre call* back, I  Name
coDeeta his money. OUT OF EVERY 175 BU8I- ........................................................................ ............
E M ?  r e p r e s e n t a t i v e  d o e b , n e a r l t  l t d  i s  m s  I  ntroM or
OWN PROFIT I THE SMALLEST HE MAKES IS IS ON A J T .S f l^ H  ,  “ « » < < "  m>ute.........................................................................  I
XN5TAIaLATION. Our men are making sales running Into the hundreds. I  v»_,T 2
Thflr are getting the attention of the largest concerns In the country end ■ 1  r<0.............................        I
aeiitng to the smaller buMncnsec by tho thousands. Tou can g «  exclusive I  nib- I
right, business is OOOD. in this tine, in small towns or Wfl Cifv M « e °  I  C1W............................................................................................
Irr on the boom now. Oot in while tho business is young l I n . ,
W. * .  ARMSTRONG, Pre*., Dept. 4<M?-L, Mobile, AUkun*. | _ •-: - y ..............— |!

153



154 T H R IL L IN G  A D V E N T U R E S

LIQUOR HABIT
Send for FREE TRIAL of Noxalco, a guaranteed harmless 
home treatment Can be given secretly in food or drink to 
anyone who drinks or craves Whiskey, Beer, Gin, Home Brew, 
Wme, Moonshine, etc Your request for Preo Trial brings 
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you may try under a 30 day refund guarantee. Try Noxalco 
at our nsk. ARLEE CO. Dept. 202. BALTIMORE, MD.'
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(Continued from page 152)
from their description o f it I have a hunch 
it may have been a sea monster.

Maybe if I get a break I ’ll have a bet
ter look at the creature myself, but 
whether I do or not the time spent here 
won’t be wasted.

Jackson Cole.
Loch Ness, Scotland.

Speaking o i W olves
W hether or not wolves travel in 

packs, Ye Olde Globe Trotter knows 
now that wolf arguments bring in 
letters by the packs! Here is the 
latest contribution to the wolf dis
cussion from an old animal trainer 
and hunter:

Dear Globe Trotter:
Away back when I was a little fellow, 

fifty-five years ago, I lived in what was 
then a timber belt which was supposed to 
extend in various degrees o f density from 
Canada to New Orleans.

I lived in Illinois near the Rock River 
bottoms.

Among the settlers there was a man 
who lived down the valley from us and 
helped his neighbors with the butchering. 
As he was passing our house at dusk one 
evening, father asked him to stay for the 
night as the Wolves were howling and he 
might be attacked, but he went on. T o  
this day, I can hear the wolves killing that 
man, and we with no way to help him.

The next day we found only his boots 
— and twenty-one dead wolves he had 
killed with his knife I

Years later I hunted and killed several 
wolves thereabouts, but I never saw more 
than four or five together, generally only 
one or two, unless they were pups.

Another time I went along with some 
friends to hunt up near Duluth, Minnesota. 
While my partner was fixing up camp I 
went to gather wood. I soon ran into a 
wolf, but having an axe was not alarmed. 
Soon I saw several more, and, boy, did I 
hunt a tree I I had to stay there until help 
came.

Now, Globe Trotters, were these packs 
or just individuals all on the same scent? 
I leave it to you.

Tom Brown.
New York City, N. Y.

Q U E S T IO N S  A N D  A N S W E R S

The Question Box this month has 
the tang of the outdoors to it! 
First of all here’s a letter from a 
lad who is turning his eyes long-
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ingly toward these islands where the 
palm trees grow.

Coconut Palms
Dear Globe Trotter:

I ’ve been reading plenty in TH R ILL
ING ADVENTURES about coconut plan
tations. So far as I can make out, raising 
coconuts should be a pleasant and profit
able occupation, if it does not take too 
much capital to get started.

Can you tell me where is the best place 
to start such a plantation, how the groves 
are set out, what sort of labor could be 
hired— and, generally, whether one can 
make a go of it?

Frank Wintano.
St. Charles, Missouri.

Answer:
Well, Frank, that’s a pretty large 

sized order. First of all, the coconut 
palm grows almost everywhere in 
the South Sea Islands, but what you 
need for the best results is an island 
with plenty of sandy or coral land. 
Generally speaking, the trees do best 
near the water.

Plantations are seeded by setting 
out sprouted nuts in shallow holes, 
leaving them uncovered for about a 
year. Scrap iron is also placed in 
the holes as iron rust is beneficial 
for the young trees.

No, there isn’t a great deal of 
work attached to the plantation, but 
what there is will give you plenty 
headaches. In the first place, the 
native South Sea Islanders are all 
confirmed I.W .W .’s. They can’t see 
work at all. Some planters import 
Oriental labor, but this is costly.

In fact, capital is the toughest part 
of coconut raising. You can’t swing 
it on a shoestring.

Once your trees are in production 
you can sell the copra, the oil, the 
glycerine, the fiber, and other by
products— but don’t forget that it 
takes nearly seven years for a tree 
to begin to bear, and a grove would 
not be self-supporting until the 
eighth or ninth year.

Floating Treasure
Dear Globe Trotter:

The newspapers have been full o f stories 
about the people of Bolinas Beach, Cali
fornia, who have been gathering fortunes 
in ambergris that washed up on their 
beach. What is this ambergris? Where 
can it be found regularly? I f  it is so val- 

(Continued on page 156)

that Hypnotism will Give You!

A RB y ou  aware that h yp n otic  pow er lies dor- 
. rnant in all o f  us...in >ou? Y ou  have complete 

control over anyone under your hypnotic pow er... 
they mutt to y  anything. . .  tell anything. . .  do anything 
that you command Think what that means!
•  The ancient, astounding art of hypnotism is no longer a 
mystery conquered only by a few. It is NOW in your power 
to draw people to you. . .  to hold them spellbound by your 
magnetism . .  to make them obey your every wish t

HYPNOTIZE AT A GLANCE I
•  Hypnotism is surprisingly simple as described In this 
scientific text book. You learn how to hold an audience 
enthralled.. .ho w to influence difficult business associates... 
how to apply hypnotic suggestion to the art of selling... how 
to become a leader among men, a social success.
•  Would you like to read the innermost thoughts of your 
loved onc...to influence those thoughts ? You can, with a little 
practice and the knowledge contained in Dr. Cook’s book.

A FEW OF THE SUBJECTS 
Sslf-Anacsthcsla
Affairs of the Heart 
Animal Magnetism 
Hypnotism a Disease 
Popularity I  Success

Auto-Suggestion 1 Selling 
Changing Others' Opinions 
Mind Reading 
Overpowering Enemies 
Fascination 
Clairvoyance 
Post-Hypnotic Suggestion

Overcoming Bad Habits 
Betraying the Emotions

F R E E !  That startling aid to hypnotism “TheHypnotic Eye’* included F R E E1 
•  Mail the coupon today, to Pioneer Publishing Co„ 
1270 Sixth Ave., N. Y. C. Money back if not satisfied.

PIONEER PUBLISHING CO.
Dept *?4-H 1870 Sixth Avenue

Radio CHy, New York, N.Y. 
Gentlemen: Send me your book “ Practical

Lessons in Hypnotism" by return mail. In
clude FREE copy o f the "Hypnotic Eye*’ . 
I have Indicated by check below how 1 wish 
shipment made.
□  Enclosed find 11.00. Q  Send C.O.D. X will 

Send me book all pay postman |1.00
charges prepaiad plus pottage.

N a m e ______________________________ ______

Address________________________________
_______ Order* from Foreign Counerin $1.25 in Advance
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STAR T $1260 TO  $2100 YEAR
MEN—WOMEN 18 to *0. Com- 
mon Education usually sufficient. 
Many early examination* expected. 
Write immediately for free S 2-page 

book, with list, of positions 
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FRANKLIN INSTITUTE 
Dipt. C-313 Rochester, N.' V.
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ILEX LABORATORIES. 40 W. Mfd 8t.. Dept. K, New York City

LONESOME?
Let me arrange a romantic oorrcepondcncc for 

r you. Find yourself a sweetheart thru America's 
/foremost select social correspondence chib. A fricad- 
ihlp letter society for lonely ladles and gentlemen. 

Members everywhere; CONFIDENTIAL Introductions by letter; 
efficient, dignified and continuous service. I have made thousands of 
lonely people happy—why not you? Write for FREE waled particulars. 
EVAN MOORE P. 6. BOX OAR JACKSONVILLE. FLORIDA

A  BABY FOR YOU?
I f  you are denied the blessing of a babv nil your 

Own and yearn for a baby's arms and a baby's smile, 
do not give np hope. Just write In confidence to Mtb. 
Mildred Owens, 1632 CoateB House. Kansas City, Mo., 
and she will tell you about a simple home method 
that helped her after being denied 16 yeara. Many 
others say this has helped bless their lives. Write 
now and try for this wonderful happiness.

HANDS YOU A
L IG H T E D  Cigarette
Tnko a beautifully enameled Caao 
from your rest pocket. Press a 
maeic button! Automatically there la a spark 
a name Your favorite brand or Cigarette Is 
ered lighted right to your lips. You TUFF 
and SMOKE.

15-DAY TRIAL OFFER 
A new. revolutionary Invention . . .  perfected 
. . . guaranteed . . . amazingly low priced, 
flay the word and we'll send you a Magic 
Case for 15 days' Trial at our risk- Get 
details of this ofTer.
MAGIC CASE MFRS.. 4234 Cozens Avenue, 
Dept. G-4745 8t. Louie, Mo.

dellf-
A O E X T 8 !  

Millions in 
It for sales
men. The 
facts fairly 
scream Biff 
Profits. Get 
trial offer.

NEW STUFF!
W i n n i e  W i n k l e
Tor m«n only. TilUe & Msc. Tool, & Casper. Bom & Bubbles, 
ru ra l. Hill. Only • Boy, Harold Two & Llltumi, Boob McNutt *  
Petri. The Vampire. The End of Helen. What Tommy Saw Under 
the Parlor Door. Twclte Oay Loie Letters Bead Two Ways. Gay 
Life in Paris, also 50 Rare and Darina French typo pictures. 
(Kind men like.) Also 50 Montmartre type pictures ot beautiful 
ftrls In thrilling, enappy artistic po« m  with their fellows. We nil 
•rdere the time day we recelre them. All for only <1.00. Send 
cash, stamps or money order.

IMPERIAL NOVELTY CO.
175 FIFTH AVENUE NEW YORK CITY

(Continued from page 155)
uable why wouldn’t an expedition to hunt 
for it be a good idea?

Herbert Macdonald.
Eastlakc, Tennessee.

Answer:
You aren’t the only one who is in

vestigating ambergris these days, 
Herbert. It is a substance that very 
few people know anything about—  
which those Bolinas Beach hunters 
have learned to their sorrow. The 
stuff they were gathering up wasn’t 
ambergris at all, but a hardened 
chemical used in cleaning San Fran
cisco’s sewers.

Ambergris is mighty valuable stuff. 
It is a dull gray, fatty secretion 
which forms inside of ailing sperm 
whales. It is found in lumps, some
times small and sometimes large, in
side dead whales, floating on the 
sea, or drifted onto beaches.

Although it is used in making per
fumes, strange to say, it has a most 
unpleasant odor. A strong earthy 
smell, some mariners describe it. A t 
that, whalers are always mighty glad 
to tolerate it. To locate a large lump 
of ambergris means a fortune.

Ambergris never was plentiful. At 
the height of the whaling industry 
the whole American fleet brought in 
less than forty pounds a year, on the 
average. Now, with sperm whales be-

Application for Membership

The Globe Trotter,
T H R IL L IN G  A D V E N TU R E S,
570 Seventh Ave.,
New York City.

I wish to be enrolled as a member 
of the Globe Trotters Club. I am in
terested in adventure and will en
deavor to answer all questions asked 
me by other members regarding the 
places with which I am familiar.

(Print name plainly)
Address ..........................................................
C ity ......................................  State...............
My hobbies are..........................................

..................................................... A ge ...........
To obtain a membership card, enclose 

6-34 a self-addressed stamped envelope.
----------------------------------- -------- —_1

5.10 .»*»»•'-
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coming scarcer, you can see why the 
stuff brings $27 an ounce.

But an ambergris expedition? You 
might sail the seas for years without 
locating a pound of the stu ff!

Leatherneck Prospectors
Dear Globe Trotter:

W e are a couple o f Marines serving 
with Marine Aviation here in San Diego 
and are to be discharged in September. 
W e both have about four years tropical 
duty to our credit, most of which was 
served with the Marines in Nicaragua. 
A fter being discharged we intend return
ing to Nicaragua on a prospecting trip to 
be extended over a period of at least six 
months.

Could you give us some information 
about canoes? What size and type would 
be best for river use of three men and 
three hundred to four hundred pounds of 
supplies? What would be the approxi
mate price and the best place to buy such 
a canoe? It doesn’t have to be new; in 
fact, we’d rather have a good second-hand 
one. W e are very much interested in the let
ters o f Harry Palmer and Lincoln Kcrsch 
in regards to the proposed South Ameri
can trip and would like to have more in
formation about it.

Corporal N. H. Milstead, 
Corporal J. L. Stone.

San Diego, California.
Answ er:

Begins to look as if Palmer and 
Kersch will have a fully enlisted ex
pedition of Globe Trotters for their 
South American jaunt!

W ell, meanwhile, Leathernecks, 
(Continued on page 158)

PARTIAL LIST OF 
MEMBERS

The Globe Trotters Club
E. H. Simmons, 846 South III. St., Indianapolis, Ind. 
Charles Cadman, 8091 Kiwatha Road, Youngstown, O. 
Anthony Gustaitus, 18 Electric St., Scranton, Penn. 
Raymond L. Domagall, 1810 State St., Peru, III. 
Edward Hurdel, 1915 Fulton Avo.. Baltimore, Md. 
Frank H. Ulmer, 31 West 40th St., Bayonne, N. J. 
Donald Foy. Jr., 3024 S. Broad St., Trenton. N. J. 
Harry A. Dashnier, R.R.5, Box 378, Mount Vernon, 

Wash.
George L. Krom, Jr., 227 N. W. lBt St., Miami. Fla. 
James E. Hayes, Box 290, Sea Breeze, New York.
Roy C. Wilson, Fort Hancock. N. J.
Albert E. Brandt, 510 North Water St,, Sheboygan, 

Wise.
Charles Storm. 1245 So. 28th St., Philadelphia. Pa. 
Charlton F. Mills, U. S. C. G. Institute, New I/ondon, 

Conn.
Donald McKibben, 637 W. Cushing. Decatur, III.
John S. Budd, 4433 N. 3rd St.. Philadelphia. Pa.
Cundc Pedersen, Box 193, Clinton, Nebraska.
William Hunk Yost, Myrabarne Avenue, Pikeville, Ky. 
John Shimanek, Jr., 8455 Odell Ave., Chicago., 111. 
Leonard Eggen, Box P, Kellihea. Minn.
Robert N. Downs, 13414 Sparling Ave., Detroit, Mich. 
George Day, Medical Dept., Fort Humphreys, Va.
T. M. Lamberth. 1015 Washington 8t.. Corinth, Mias. 
Jerry L. Borek, 611 Hiland Ave., Coraopolis, Pa.
Carlo Pyhaluoto, 2366 San Pablo Ave., W. Berkeley, 

Calll.

PINCHES OF MUSCLE 
PUT ON TOUR ARMS 

w it h  th e
GERMAN IRON SHOE 

MUSCLE BUILDER
Here Is tho grenteet exerciser ever 
made to build ginnt-ltke arms, 
wide, powerful shoulders, a brawny 
back and a tremendous chest! John 
Filipone added five inches to his 
arms; E. Peter added one Inch to 
each bicep the first week I What 
they have done, you can do I
Now You Can Have Strength and 

Physique the Equal of the 
Strongest Professional I

Become the center of attraction 
wherever you go I Decide now 
that you are going to have 
muscles that not only look good 
but are good I Get sinews of steel I 
The iron shoe will develop them 
to the super-state that cannot be 
equalled. Some of our pupils have 
put four inches on their biceps 
and Increased their shoulder 
spread six inches.

New Strength Register Attached 
The new register always shows you the exact strength 
you iro exerting . . . you can aee your day-by-day 
improvement I

SPECIAL FREE OFFER 1
The Iron Man's Famous 00 day illustrated Picture 
Course of Instruction la Included FREE! This Is the 
greatest body-building offer ever presented. Bing in 
now for the lowest priced and biggest result-getting 
exerciser under the sun I
Send today . . NOW . f o r  FREE Illustrated In
formation. No obligation.

SEND f O t t S / l£ l ĵCL̂ ~ FREE ° FFER
American Athletic Appliance Company.
4324 Paul 8t., Dept. TO-fl, Philadelphia, Pa.

Gentlemen: Without obligation and without cost, send 
particulars about jour Iron Shoe Strength builder and 
Special FREE offer.
Name .......................................................................................... .
Address ............ ... .......................... ............................................ .
City.................................................................... Slats..................
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FOREST JOBS
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manent. Cabin, hunt, trap, patrol. Get details 
immediately.
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ViforeUe Tablets, by their powerful tonic effect*, hare 
proveJ a ere ;t help to every user. Why not have plenty 
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Doctors They pick you rlfht up. Improvement* noticed 
In 3 to 5 daya ror Men or Women. Beni for one 
•upply or $1 (C.O.D. If preferred).—Trial aunp 
Plain wrapper, sealed. SNYDER PRODUCTS

.. .  Men or Women. Send for one month'» 
(C.O.D. if preferred^. —Trlftl_ tugply. 25c.

CO.»
1434 N WelU 8t.. Oept. 454. Chlcapo, 111.

FROM OUR SANCTUM
C  O u r  co m p a n io n  m a g a z in e s  f o r  J u n o  are  

filled  to  th e  b r im  w ith  e x c e p t io n a l ,  w o r t h 
w h ile  s to r ie s , n o v e ls  n n d  fe a tu re s  p a ck e d  
w ith  t h r il ls  a n d  a c t io n .

C B e a d  o u r  z o o m in g  a ir  m a g a z in e , S K Y  
F I G H T E R S  T h e  J u n e  is s u e  fe a tu re s  
C L A W S  O F  T H E  F A L C O N , n c o m p le te  
b o o k - le n g th  n o v e l b y  A r th u r  J . B u rk s . S to 
r ie s  b y  R a lp h  O p p o n h e lm , H a ro ld  F . 
C ru tck 8 h a n k  nnd  o th e rs . 10c at a ll Btands.

c .  D o n ’ t B liss T H E  L O N E  E A G L E — bringing 
y o u  th e  further a ir  e x p lo i t s  of J o h n  M a ste rs  
In a rip -roaring novel by L ie u t . S c o t t  M o r 
g a n . T H E  D E A T H  P A T R O L . O th e r  s to r ie s  
a n d  fe a tu re s . 10c.

c  A n d  Just p ic k  u p  T H R I L L I N G  D E T E C 
T I V E — t h e  b ig g e s t  d im e ’ s w o r th  en  th e  
n e w s s ta n d s  to d a y . C L A W S  O F  M U R D E R , 
b y  A lla n  K . E c h o ls , is  th e  c o m p le te  b o o k -  
le n g th  n o v e l— an d  It’s  a rea l t h r i l l e r !  A ls o  
n o v e le t te s  a n d  s to r ie s  b y  C. K . M . S ca n lo n , 
J o h n s to n  M cC u lle y , n n d  o th ers .

I t  In  T H E  P H A N T O M  D E T E C T I V E , f o l l o w  
th e  fu r t h e r  a d v e n tu r e s  o f  R ic h a r d  C u rt is  
V a n  L o a n , th e  w o r ld ’ s g re a te s t  s le u th . In 
D IA M O N D S  O F  D E A T H , a fu l l  h o o k - le n g th  
n o v e l o f  th r il ls , c h i l ls ,  su sp e n se  a n d  m y s 
te ry . S m a s h in g  sh o r t  s t o r ie s  o f  c r im e . 10c.

C  T H R I L L I N G  W E S T E R N  is  fu l l  o f  r ip .  
r o a r in g , b a n g -u p  y a r n s  o f  th e  re a l W e s t —  
w ith  a p u n ch  on e v e ry  p a g e . T h is  m o n th 's  
fe a tu re d  n o v e l Is T H E  O U T L A W  B R A N D , 
b y  O s c a r  S c h ls g a ll . 10c a t  a ll s ta n d s .

41 A n d  f o r  t h r i l l in g  lo v e  s t o r ie s  o f  th e  ra n ch  
nnd r a n g e  read  T H R I L L I N G  R A N C H  
S T O R IE S , 144 p a g e s — 15c at a ll s ta n d s .

— T H E  P U B L I S H E R S .

(Continued from page 157) 
here is my advice on canoes that 
would suit your requirements in 
Nicaragua. I f  I were running the ex
pedition I wouldn’t fool with a canoe 
at all. It would have to be a pretty big 
baby to take three men and all that 
luggage. W h y not get a motor sailer 
instead ?

Yeah, the sort the Navy and the 
Marine Corps use. These boats are 
extremely light draught and are at 
the same time sturdy.

Where can you get one of them? 
Well, that’s a problem. However, 
when the Marine Corps cleared out 
of Nicaragua they no doubt sold off 
a load of equipment. Unless I miss 
my bet it would not be difficult to 
pick up a good motor sailer along 
the banks of Lake Nicaragua.

The price? That all depends. I f  
you fellows pile in there and try to 
buy one, you’ll pay plenty for it. 
On the other hand, if you make 
friends with a native and let him 
engineer the deal for you it will be 
quite another matter.

Finally, of course, your best bet 
for first-hand information on local 
conditions is the American Consul at 
Managua.

Tax Sale Land
Dear Globe Trotter:

For a very small investment a fellow  
can get quite a chunk o f land in Canada 
if he buys in one o f those tax sale pieces. 
What do you think of them as an invest
ment? I ’ve heard that there are plenty to 
be had around the Parry Sound district 
and that muskrat farming goes well in 
that region. Can you give me any infor
mation on this?

Marshall LeTellier.
Plainfield, N. J.

A nswer:
Tax sale land i9 one of those 

things that looks great from a dis
tance, Marshall, but close up the 
story often changes considerably.

Understand, I ’m not saying that 
you can’t get good buys this way, 
but you’re not likely to find rich 
plums ready to fall into your lap,

(Concluded on page 160)
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I RED OF DRUDGERY

YOU
CAN LEARN  
THE SECRET 
OF SUCCESS!

WOULD YOU LIKE TO  BE 
A MILLIONAIRE?

W hy remain “ Just one o f the crowd?”  Become “ one 
of the winners I”  Now is the time to start. A  new 
day of prosperity is dawning! Be prepared to take 
advantage o f the golden opportunity that will come 
your way. Out of the depths o f the depression into 
glorious success and riches 1

M il l io n s  a re  s t a r t in g  t h e ir  b u s in e s s  l iv e s  a l l  o v e r  a g a in —  
a n d  s t a r t in g  f r o m  th e  b o t t o m  t o o .  T h e  s a m e  c h a n c e s  a r e  
w it h in  t h e  g r a s p  o f  a ll .  B u t  r e m e m b e r  " m a n y  a r e  c a l le d , 
b u t  fe w  o r e  c h o s e n ."  O n ly  a h a n d fu l  w i l l  c o m e  t h r o u g h  t o  
t h e  t o p  o f  t h e  la d d e r .  M o s t  w i l l  f o r e v e r  r e m a in  a  p a r t  o f  
t h e  s t r u g g l i n g  c r o w d — d r i f t i n g — p lo d d in g — s t r iv in g — a lw a y s  
h o p e fu l ,  b u t  a lw a y s  J u st  m is s in g  th e  m a r k .

W h ic h  w o u ld  y o u  r a t h e r  b e ?  R ic h  a n d  s u c c e s s f u l— w ith  
y o u r  o w n  e a r  a n d  h o m e  a n d  t h e  c h a n c e  t o  t ra v e l a n d  se e  t h e  
w o r l d — o r  p o o r  a n d  a fa i lu r e — l iv in g  th e  s a m e  h u m d r u m  
e x is t e n c e  f r o m  d a y  t o  d a y  1

T h e  M il l io n a ir e  o f  T o m o r r o w  m a y  b e  o u t  o f  a  J ob  T o d a y !  
T h e  “ n e w  d e a l”  Is w a i t in g  f o r  m en  t o  t a k e  p o s i t i o n s  In h ig h  
p la c e s — W e a lt h — P o s i t i o n — P o w e r  a re  r e a d y  f o r  th e  m a n  w h o  
Is  p r e p a r e d — a n d  th a t  m a n  C A N  B E  Y O U .

I t ’ s n o t  a c o l l e g e  e d u c a t io n — o r  m o n e y — o r  lu c k  t h a t  w i l l  
b r in g  y o u  s u c c e s s . M a n y  m il l io n a ir e s  n e v e r  w e n t  t o  g r a m 
m a r  s c h o o l— w e r e  p e n n i le s s  a n d  a c h ie v e d  s u c c e s s  d e s p it e  
" b a d  b r e a k s .”  T h e  s e c r e t  o f  s u c c e s s  Is B u s in e s s  K n o w le d g e .  
Y o u  m a y  n o t  k n o w  g e o g r a p h y  o r  a lg e b r a  o r  h is t o r y ,  b u t  
Y O U  M U S T  K N O W  T H E  A .B .C . ’S  o f  B U S I N E S S — a n d  o n ly  
o n e  m a n  In f iv e  t h o u s a n d  k n o w s  th e m  I

MAKE YOUR OWN FUTURE
T a k e  y o u r  fa te  In to  y o u r  o w n  h a n d s  1 D o n ’t  le a v e  a n y th in g  

t o  c h a n c e . L e a r n  th e  S e c re ts  o f  S u ccesB  In B u s in e s s  as e x 
p la in e d  In  t h is  s e r ie s  o f  IS  f o l i o s ,  c a l le d  N a t io n a l  S u cce s s  
C o u r s e .

^ T h ls  c o u r s e  h a s  b e e n  w r it t e n  b y  a m a n  w h o  Is p r e s id e n t
a' m a n  w h o  s t a r te d  o u t  In 

l i f e  w i t h o u t  h e a lth  
. . .  w i t h o u t  e d u c a 
t io n  . . . w it h o u t  a  
p e n n y  I H e  t e l ls  
y o n  h is  s e c r e ts  o f  
m a k i n g  m o n e y ,
irnl h» telfi them so 
clearly, bo simply, so 
stay to understand, that 
•Tcry ambitious man 
cin  grasp them and 
MAKE THEM WORK I

o f  a  $2,000,000 c o r p o r a t io n

A FEW TOPICS
First Steps in Busi

ness Efficiency.
How to do Business 

with Banks.
How to Develop Your 

Memory.
The Factors of Busi

ness 8ucress,
Managing Men for More Profit.
The Money Value of System.
How to Advertise Successfully.
How to Close Bales Completely.
How to Collect Money.
Premium and Sales Plans to lu 

cre sae Business.
Psychology of Salesmanship.
The Power of Right Thought.
A Retail System of Accounts.
Fundamentals of Manufacturers 

Cost System.
Points of Law Every Business 

Man Should Know.

ENJOY OCEAN TRAVEL'
DON’T  DELAY!
Many smart business men paid 

124.00 for the National Bucceas 
Course. But we‘vs arranged a spe
cial edition— absolutely complete In 
evory way—so that thousands of 
ambitious men could take advantage 
of it today.— If you’re analous to 
lift yourself above the crowd—get 
out of the rut— and steer yourself 
to financial security—we urge you 
to mail the coupon NOW.
BEVERLY HOUSE Inc.
870 7th Ave.. H. Y .. D e ft  TA-6

> BEVERLY HOUSE INC. Dept. TA-fl
| 070 Seventh A  vs.. N. Y.

I Gentlemen:
Please rush ------  seta o f ths National Success Course.

I I enclose $------  In □  cash. □  check, □  money order,
□  U. 8. Postage stamps (small denominations).

No C. O. D .’ s.
N A M E

CITY............................................................. STATE.
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WOMEN TR O UBLED
W I T H  can now depend on our new 8 P. 
n r .  RELIEF COMPOUND. Use thrro

1 3  when nature falls you. Often suc
cessfully relieves some of tl)« most distressing, 
longest unusual unnatural cases, la 2 to 5 days. 
Not dangerous, no inconvenience or lnterferenre 
with work. Thousands of women hate received re
markable results It Is a superior product war
ranted to be according to U. 8. P. Standards. 
Olve the 8. P. COMPOUND a fair trial, you'll 
never be without It. It la hard to beat. AH orders 
shipped rushed In plain wrapper. Mai! $2 a box: 
2 for IS. Douhle strength 13; 2 for $5. Trial 

lae, 25c Free Booklet. Write
SNYDER PROD. CO.. 1434 N. Wells. Dept. S4-R. Chicago.

FIND GOLD BURIED TREASURE
I T R P P  M I N E R A L  
"  R O D S

Given with our *rr  rrlxe boos • HOW AND WHERE TO FIND 
BOLD.”  Most ootnplrt# treatise on jfbld hunting ever published. 
Telia prospectors, miners and treasure hunters the secrets of finding 
gold Quickest; how to prospect; what to look Tor; gold rocks and 
minerals. Olv- n..v rich locations where fortnne9 may be found. 
Join the thousands that hare benefited by this Information and 
send $2.50 for this book today. To get the It  gold detector* FREE, 
•end names of 3 interested pc nous with jour order. C. 0. D. prders 
filled. G. L. GUGGENHEIM CO.
Dept. 47-F. 112 Butter St. San Franelseo

“Brand New Stuff"
TILLIE & MAC
Andy Ourop and Min, Boss and Bubbles, Peaches and Drowning, 
Dumb Dora. Maggie and Jiggs. FRENCH STENOGRAPHER. A 
Bachelor's Dream. Adam ind Eve. Kip and Alice, A Model's Life, 
etc. Orlgluil—Night in Paris A Coachmen'* Daughter, Toota and 
Casper, and over 100 more. Al»o 72 snappy French type picturee 
AND In addition 80 Pholos Thrilling and Daxlng Montmartre type 
Including 1 set men and women In various love poses. Also Women 
alone In different positions, clear and bright glossy finish. As a 
■Pedal free with order ''Advice Ilnw to Win at Cards,"  alto "Night 
Life In Paris”  and some short stories, etc. You will receive all the 
above. Immediate shipment. Send cash, money order or stamps.

SPECIAL—All for $1.00
FRENCH IMPORT CO.

Dept. THA 4158 Park Are. New York City,

(Concluded from page 158) '
Remember that tax sale land presup
poses that someone else tried to make 
a living on the land and gave it up as 
a bad job.

In most cases land of this sort is 
too poor for farming and the worth
while timber has been stripped from 
it. However, you have the right 
steer in considering muskrat farm
ing, There is a real opportunity 
here for a fellow with little capital. 
The cost of setting up your estab
lishment is small and your business 
gets under way rapidly. Under 
proper care muskrats will produce 
three to five litters a year, with six 
to ten in each litter. The increase 
of a pair may be as high as 1,200 
percent in a year.

One acre of good marshy land will 
sustain from fifty to seventy-five rats 
and their offspring.

Tax sale on land is being used 
quite extensively for this industry in 
the Parry Sound district, and the 
Canadian governments encourage it. 
The Game Department of Ontario, 
House of Assembly, Ontario, Canada, 
will be glad to give you all the dope 
you need if you write to them.

Coming Up!

LA S T  month we told you that 
this issue was going to be a 

wow— but wait until you see what 
Y e  Editor is dishing up in the next 
one! First of all, leading the parade 
of sure-fire, knock-out fiction, will 
be C U R SE  O F  T H E  PHARAOHS, 
by Jackson Cole.

It’s a complete book-length novel 
of Egyptian adventure with a thrill 
in every line.

Then there’ll be a novelette by 
Charles Green, packed with action—  
H E L L ’S IS L A N D — that transports 
you to the South Seas. Also a W hirl
wind yarn by Johnston McCulley—  
and other great stories. A ll in all, 
160 pages of fast-moving fiction that 
takes you to every part of the world. 
Be on hand for next month’s gala 
trip on the good ship T H R IL L IN G  
A D V E N T U R E S !

— T H E  G L O B E  T R O T T E R .



SUCCESS thru LAW
' I  find that nearly all positions com
manding a salary o f $10,000.00 a  year 
or more are filled by  men who have Btudied 
law,” , writes a prominent Eastern manu
facturer. Whether you ever intend to prac
tice law or not, spend your spare time at 
home training your mind to  deal with 
problems from the sound, practical stand
point of the trained attorney. The lawyer 
is a leader o f  men—in and out of business. 

)il<Standard Oil o f N. J., Packard Motor Co.,
Mutual Life Ins. Co., hundreds of cor
porations are headed by  legally trained
LA SALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY, Dept. 6332-1, Chicago. III.

men. Law is the basis o f  all business—  
large or small. A  full law course leading 
to the degree o f LL. B. or shorter business 
law course under LaSalle guidance is avail
able for your home study.
Full and up-to-date texts 
and modem law library.
Cost low — terms easy.
Write today for our free 
but valuable books 
“ Law Guide’ ’  and 
"E viden ce .’ ’  A ct 
Now.

Get the Low-Down on Modern Youth! 
Read

SNAPPY —  BREEZY —  PEPPY

COLLEGE LIFE
100 Pages o f America’s Best W it and Humor 
— Realistic, Fast-M oving Short Stories —  
COLLEGE LIFE is the last word in sophis
tication and the best quarter’s worth on 
the stands today!

BRAND NEW FOUNTAIN PEN
SALESMEN I Sell Teir Gas Fountain Pent. Every Home. Store. 
Bank, etc. proepect. Sample furnished.
A T L A S  CO.. Cfietltrfltld S to lon . Dept. 6201, Chletpt

BALD NO LONGER

* r .

L A T E S T  GIRL RACKETS EXPOSED!
H e r e  a r e  t r u e  s t o r ie s  o f  g o l d - d i g g e r s — a  s e n s a t io n a l  e x p o s e  o f  t o d a y 's  c o n d i t io n s  
t i ia t  w i l l  a s t o u n d  y o u — t i l in g s  y o u  n e v e r  k n e w  b e f o r e  a b o n t  th e  w o m e n  w h o s o  m o t t o  
I s :  " N e v e r  G iv e  •  S u c k e r  a n  E v e n  B r e a k ."
G et th e  r e a l  in s id e  s t o r y  o f  m a n y  fa m o u s  s c a n d a ls — t h is  b o o k  te e m s  w it h  s t a r t l in g  
fa c t a  n e v e r  b e f o r e  d iv u lg e d  I F a s c in a t in g ,  s h o c k in g  r e a d in g  I F o r  t h e  l o w - d o w u  on  
f e m in in e  r a c k e te e r s , r e a d —

« / ” , T D T  D  A  l y  I  Form er Police Reporter in  C h ica g o , N e wI j l K - L  Jtv/\vjlV_Li A Y o rk  a n d  Boston. A u th or o f “ What
„  . ,  . H a p p e n s  to Innocent G ir ls, " "H o w  G irlsBy Virginia Hudson Bnghtman Go W ro n g ," eto.

Thlt B « k  Includes tn Up-to-Date Dletloaary <1 Broadway Slanguage Uwd by Girt Racket**-*

CHAPTBB I
L A D IE S  M U S T  L IV E — HOW DO T H E Y  
G E T  T H A T  W A Y — A N D  W H Y ?  T H E Y  

E V E N  DO IT  IN  O LD  JA P A N
CHAPTER II

T H E  V IR T U O U S  G IR L  R A C K E T — AN 
E X T R A O R D IN A R Y  ST O R Y  OF C H A 8 T E  
A N D  U N C H A S T E  G IR L S  W H O  W O R K  
M E N  FO R  A L L  T H E Y ’R E  W O RTH

C H A P T E R  I I I
T H E  L O V E  R A C K E T E E R S — T H E  " M A R 
R Y  'E M  A N D  M A K E  ’EM  -  P A Y "

PA R TIAL TABLE OF CONTENTS
R A C K E T  IB  A S  O LD  A S  H IS T O R Y  A N D  

A L W A Y S  G ET S  T H EM .
C H A P T E R  IV

T H E  G O L D -D IG G E R — T H E  B R O A D W A Y  
B U T T E R F L Y — G IR L 8  W H O  "N E V E R  
G IV E  A  S U C K E R  A N  E V E N  B R E A K .” 

C H A P T E R  V
G IR L  A U T O M O B IL E  G Y P S  —  G IR L S  
W HO A S K  FO R  A  H IT C H — W IT H  
S T R A N G E  C O N S E Q U E N C E S — A N D  T H E  

G A M B L IN G  R A C K E T
CHAPTER VI

T H E  N O B IL IT Y  R A C K E T  —  T H E  B IC .
G EST  M O N EY  P R IZ E S  GO TO T H E  
B H A IN T  T Y P E S — T H E  M O ST  D A N G E R 

O U S OF A L L

CHAPTER VII
C R E E P  J A N E ’S  P R O G R E S S  —  W H A T  
H A P P E N S  T A  T H E  G IR L S  W H O SE  
R A C K E T E E R IN G  IS  AT  F IR S T  0O N. 
F IN E D  TO B A G G IN G  F R E E  M E A L S .

C H A P T E R  V IT I
S W IN D L IN G  A N D  B L A C K M A IL — S E N 
S A T IO N A L  S T O R IE S  OF V U L T U R E S  
IN H U M A N  FO R M  W H O  P R E Y  ON T H E  
E M O T IO N S  O F IN N O C E N T  V IC T IM S .

C H A P T E R  IX
JU ST  DOW N F R O M  C O L L E G E — A C O L
L E G IA T E  M A N N E R .  A N  A IR  OF N O N 
C H A L A N C E  A N D  P L E N T Y  OF N E R V E  
A R E  T H E  S T O C K - IN -T R A D E  O F C E R 
T A IN  U N S C R U P U L O U S  R A C K E T E E R S

[ C A S H ,  U. 8. 8TAMPB, EXPRESS OR POSTAL MONEY ORDERS ACCEPTED]

Mailoil In Pl«ln Wrapper. Pottage Prepaid. 
BETTER PUBLICATIONS. Inc.
Dept. TA-OA. 070 7lh Ave., New York City

I  e n c lo s e  25c. P le a s e  r u s h  m y  c o p y  o f  G I R L  
R A C K E T S  to

1

N a m e  . .

A d d r e s s

C i t y ............................................................................  S ta te . I
[No C O D ’ a— No Orders Pilled la Canada. Flic Foreign !

A $2.50 Book for

2 5

SPECIAL VALUE

9 ASTONISHING 
CHAPTERS 
PROFUSELY 

ILLUSTRATED 
AN D  AN 

UP-TO-DATE 
SLANG DICTIONARY 

Page Size 9" X  12’
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SENL< NO MONEY • - • MAIL COUPON
PIONEER PUBLISHING
» e p t .  621. 1 S T 0 Sixth A ve ., NewYork, N .Y .

"*T* and Euetnlu”  in pills
fStSES* J P*y *he poBirean 12.98 <pius postage) on 
f t l  L ,m  n° l completely latiified lean return

purchase price will be refunded
W V * 0F CHA*0E-
Nam.----------------------------------------------------

eJ\w%i\nddm Secneti cfjSex oieDiwwicjCif ileneoSeil
AY with false modesty! At last a fam
ous doctor has cold *// the secrets of

•mtx in frank, daring language. No prudish 
.treating about the bush, no veiled hints, 
mat TRUTH, blaring through 576 pages 
t€)f straightforward facts.

1 Low is the most mogntjutnt teittcy in 
'div world . •. know bow to hold vour 
loved one...don't glean half-truths from 
unreliable sources. Now you can know how 

tCO end ignorance...fear...and self denial!
MORI THAN 1 0 0  VIVID PICTURES
r The 106 illustrations leave nothing to 
ebe imagination . . .  know bow to over
come physical animating . .  , know what 
to do on your-wedding night to avoid tha 
torturing results o f ignorance.

Everything pertaining to sex is discussed 
In daring language. All the things you 
(have wanted to know about your sex life,

Tha S«aual Enbroee Hew  le  Retain Virfltty
Secret* at the Honeymoon Sexuoi Starvation 
Mktalteaof EarfyM a/rlo»a Gland* and Sax Instinct 
‘ laaioMvaahty Ta  Gain Graetar Daiigki

Tha Tm th About Abaae

W HAT EVERT MAH SHOULD KNOW Don’t be * slave to ignorance and ftRA’
Enjoy the rapturous delight, t f  the pet.
feet physical love"---------------------------------------------- iuomi nan matt innnin « - i

6
W H A T EVERY W O M AN  SHOULD KNOW
Java ef Parfact Matin* H ow  to Attract and Hold 
W a a l to AMow a lo v e r  Moo

M d o  Sexual Slavery e/ WoMCO
Inti mala Feminity* Hyflcee  £**«ntial* » I Happy 
n u U l S l B M a rr ld f*
Birth Control Chart The Sex Organ*

HOMOS IXUALITY... SIX ABNORMALITIES
Do you know .bout the astounding world 
o f  "half sexes"? Th ey crave the companion, 
ship of their own sex...their practices are 
unbelievable to the normal mind...yet you 
should Understand them.
Money b a c k  at once If you arc not satisfied!
8 7 *  CAUNO PAGES

information about which other books only 
vaguely hint, is yours at last.

Some will be offended by the amazing 
frankness of this book and its vivid illus
trations, but the world has no longer any 
use for prudery and false modesty.

A  F A M O U S  J U D G E  
S A Y S  T H A T  M O S T  
O lVO SCtS  A l t  CAUSED 
> 7  SEX IG N O R A N C E  I 

N o r m a l ,  le x o a l t c d  
youne people are torn  
aparr became they lack 
a t .  kno w lcdsc.

feet physical love I
Lost love, . .  scandal. . .  divorce •. - cats 

often be prevented by knowledge. Only 
the ignorant pay the awful penalties o f 
wrong sex practices. Read the lacu.cleetjy. 
startlingly told . . . study these illustra
tions and grope in darkness no longer.

You want to know . . .  and you shemlA 
know everything about sex. Sex is no longer 

,a sin . . .  a mystery . . .  it is your greatest 
power for happioess.Youowe it to yourself 
... to the one you love, to tear aside the cur
tain of hypocrisy and learn the naked Irutil

ATTRACT THI OPPOSITE SIXI
Koow heiv to enjey the thrilling experi

ences that are your birthright . . .  know 
bow to attract the opposite sex . hour 
to hold love

There Is no longer any need to par the 
awful price for one moment of bliss. Retd 
the scientific pathological facts told to 
bravely by Dr. Rubin. Tbe chapters os 
venereal disease arc alone worth the price 
of tbe book.
IS  SCX I G N O R A N C E  
DRIVING T H E  O N E  
L O V E  IN T O  TH E  ARM S

O f ANOTHER 7 
Let "Sex Harmony”  

teach you how easy it la «o win and bold your loved One]

Aide* *.u — ______ ___________
O rd * rt  from . F o r t i n  C 'o vn frire  «n  udrane*

FREE!
BOOK NOT SOLD IO  MINORS

NEW BOOK 
"WHY IHtTH CONTROl?
T ’ hi* tteftlin* book d iic viM  
* btf th control in an entire! 

new w ay —  T e li t  you nun  
(rungs about ■ much discussc 
jubrecr. " W h y  Birth C ontro l 
— w ill be a revelation to you -  
Sen. free to a ll those w h o  ordf 

Sc* H arm o ny and Eugenic* 
« f  the reduced price $2.99,
P IO N E E R  P U B L IS H IN G  CC 

Radla City
• T 7P Slash A te .. Naw Verb, N.T
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you CA N -EA SILY. 
I’LL TELL YOU HOW  

TO GAIN POUNDS /  
QUICKLY. L IS T E N - /

A  SKINNY FELLOW  
HASN’T A  CHANCE. 
I WISH I COULD 
GAIN SOME FLESH

Skinny! New way adds
pounds—double quick!

Astonishing gains with sensational new double tonic. 
Richest yeast known, imported brewers' ale yeast, now 
concentrated 7 times and combined with energizing 

iron. Gives 5 to 15 lbs. in a few weeks
j o r  years doctors have 
prescribed yeast for 

skinny, run-down men and 
women who want to put 
on flesh. But now, thanks 
to a remarkable new sci
entific discovery, you can 
Ket even better results — 
put on firmer, healthier 
flesh than with ordinary 

yeast—and in a far shorter time.
Not only are thousands quickly gaining pounds 

o f solid, beauty-bringing flesh—but other benefits 
as well. Muddy, blemished skin changes to a fresh, 
glowing, radiantly clear complexion. Constipation, 
poor appetite, lack of pep and 
energy vanish. Life becomes a 
thrilling adventure.

Concentrated 7 times
This amazing new product, called 
Ironized Yeast, is in pleasant tab
let form. It is made from specially 
cultured brewers' ate yeast imported 
from Europe — the richest yeast ever 
known—which by a new process has 
been concentrated 7 times—made 
7 times more powerful.

12 Lbs. in 3 Weeks
"A ft e r  talcing Iron ized  Y f l * t  
three went* I gained 12 pounds.**
Frank Fieeunat, (>355 S. Hash* 
tenate ,4ve.t Chicago, III.

14 Lbs. in 21 Days
"B e fore  21 days were up I Had 
gained 14 pounds. M y com plex
ion was m uddy and is now per
fect.”  Yvonne Murray, 906 Dixie 
Overland Blvd., Shreveport, La.

But that is not all! This marvelous, health
building yeast concentrate is then ironized with 
three special kinds of iron which strengthen and en
rich the blood— add abounding new energy and pep.

D a y  a fte r  d a y , as y o u  ta k e  I ro n ize d  Y e a s t , w a tch  u g ly , 
g a w k y  a n g les  fill o u t . H o llo w  ch e s ts  d e v e lo p  a n d  p ip e -s tem  
arm s anti legs  ro u n d  o u t . C o m p le x io n  b e c o m e s  c lea r  — in d i
gestion  d is a p p e a rs — y o u 'l l  h a v e  n ew , su rg in g  v ita li ty , new  
se lf-co n fid e n ce .

Results guaranteed
N o  m a tter  h ow  s k in n y  a n d  w eak  y o u  m a y  b e , th is  m a r
ve lou s  new  Iron ized  Y e a s t  sh ou ld  bu ild  y o u  u p  in a few  
sh ort  w eeks as  it has th o u sa n d s  o f  o th e rs . I f n o t  d e lig h te d  
w ith  th e  resu lts o f  th e  v e r y  first p a ck a g e , y o u r  m o n e y  
in s ta n t ly  re fu n d ed .

O n ly  b o  sure y o u  g e t  genuine I r o n iz e d  Y e a s t , n o t  s o m e  
im ita t io n  th a t  c a n n o t  g iv e  sa m e  resu lts . In s ist  o n  th o  

gin nine, w ith  " I Y "  s ta m p e d  o n  ea ch  
ta b le t .

Special FREE offer!
T o  start y o u  b u ild in g  u p  y o u r  h ea lth  
right away, w e m a k e  th is  a b s o lu te ly  
F R E E  o ffe r . P u rch a se  a  p a ck a g e  o f  
Iron ized  Y ea st a t  o n c e ,  c u t  ou t  th e  seal 
o n  th e  b o x  a n d  m ail it t o  u s  w ith  a c lip 
p in g  o f  th is p a ra g ra p h . W e  w ill sen d  
y o u  a  fa s c in a tin g  new  b o o k  on  h ea lth , 
" N e w  F a cts  A b o u t  Y o u r  B o d y " ,  b y  a 
w e ll-k n o w n  a u th o r ity . R e m e m b e r , r e 
su lts  are g u a ra n te e d  w ith  th o  y e ry  first 
p a c k a g e — or money refunded. A t  all 
d ru gg ists . I r o n iz e d  Y e a s t  C o . ,  D e p t .  
776 , A t la n ta , G a .



S T O P your Rupture
Worries/

Learn About My Perfected 
Unique Rupture Invention!
Why worry and suffer with that rup
ture any longer? Learn now about my 
perfected rupture invention. It has 
brought case, comfort, and happiness 
to thousands by assisting Nature in re
lieving and curing many cases o f re
ducible hernia! You can imagine how 
happy these thousands o f rupture suf
ferers were when they wrote me to 
report relief, comfort and cures! H ow  
would Y O U  like to be able to feel 
that same happiness— to sit down and 
write me such a message— a few months 
from today? Hurry —  send coupon 
quick for Free Rupture Book, PROOF 
of results and invention revelation!

Mysterious-Acting Device 
Binds and Draws the Broken 
Parts Together as You Would 

a Broken Limb!
Surprisingly —  continually —  my per
fected Automatic A ir Cushions draw 
the broken parts together, allowing 
Nature, the Great Healer, to swing into 
action! All the while you should ex
perience the most heavenly comfort 
and security. Look! N o obnoxious 
springs or pads or metal girdles! N o 
salves or plasters! M y complete ap
pliance is fcather-lite, durable, invisible, 
sanitary and CHEAP IN  PRICE! 
Wouldn’ t Y O U  like to say "good-bye”  
to rupture worries and "hello”  to 
NEW  freedom . , . NEW  glory in 
living . . . NEW  happiness— with the 
help of M o t h e r  N a t u r e  and m y  
m y s t e r i o u s - a c t i n g  Air Cushion 
Appliances?

C. E. BROOKS, Inventor of Brooks Appliance

S h o w s  ru ptu re  
b e f o  tcold-ftylc 
truss w as ap 
p lie d .

S h  O WS o l d - s t y l e  
truss in  p la ce . T h e  
w a lls  o f  w o u n d  ca n 
n o t  c o m e  tog e th e r . 
A c u r c  is im p rob a b le .

S h o w s  rupture 
b e f o r e  A u t o 
m a tic  A ir  C u s h 
io n  is  in  p la ce .

i FIG.4

Show 's p e r fe cte d  in - 
v e n t i o n  in  p l a c e .  
N ote  h o w  ed ges  are 
d ra w n  tog e th er  in  
normal position.

Sent On Trial!
My invention is never sold in stores 
nor by agents. Be wareof imitations! 
You can get it only from my U. S. 
factories or from my 33 foreign 
offices! And I'll send it to you on trial 
It you don’t like it — if it doesn’t 
“ work” —it costs you NOTHING. 
But don’t buy now. Get the facts 
about it FIRST! Write me today. I’ll 
answer in plain, sealed envelope 
withamazinginformation/ree. Stop 
Yout RuptureWoniesjsendcoupon!
BROOKS APPLIANCE CO.
610-B State St. Marshall, Mich.

r  PROOF! ^
Reports on Reducible 

Rupture Cases 
“ LIFTS 400 LBS.!”

"H ave do further use for yoor Appli
ance as I'm  O. K . Wore it a year. I 
dow can lift 400 lbs., without any 
fea r."—John L.HclgC8,<35W. Locust 
St,. York, Pa.

“CAN RUN UP HILL”
"1  had a rupturo about 14 years, then 
wore your Appliance for  3. It is about 
a year since I threw it away. I feel 
fine, gaining weight nicely. 1 can run 
op  and down hill which 1 never could 
before." — U r. J. Soedorstroin, ZiW XrowbrWgo A?e.i Cioveioo 0,0.

Rupture Book FREE!
C O N F I D E N T I A L  C O U P O N  
for R U P T U R E  S U F F ER ER S

■ H.C. BROOKS 61*-BSuieSl..M.nl>dl,Mich. [
J R u sh  m e  y o u r  n e w  F ree  B o o k ,  am azing rup* | 
J tu re  m e th o d  re v e la tio n , p r o o f  o f  results, a ll  | 
J tv ich oue o b l ig a t io n ,  a n d  in  p la in , sea led  on - | 
J v e lo p e .
■ Nome |

Street

C/cy.............................................. ........ State___
$Ute whether for Mm ’67W o w D  ’  or* Child'ST* ■■ ■■ IB ■■ ■■ ■■ ■■ ■■ IB «■ ■■ ■■ ■■ Mi ■■ ■, ■■ ■■ •» ■■ ■


