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.  f t * ____________
u l h g  f l n r h  e l i m r a

iLARGE WAISTLINE 
HELD HEALTH PERIL
Middle-Aged Man Who Keeps j 
His Small Lives Longer, Gov- p 

eminent Bureau Says.

FIGURES SHOW DIRECT LINK

O v e r w e i g h t  P eo p le  H a v e  W o r s t  
o f  I t  in  M o r t a l i t y  T a b le s  

C o v e r in g  15  C auses.
WASHINGTON. A ur . 24 UP).- 

The man who keeps his waistline 
small when he reaches middle age 
is the most likely to win the race 
for health, is the conclusion drawn 
from a new study of the relation of ' 
weight to physical defects just pub
lished by the Public Health Service

"By the time that middle age is 
reached, these figures indicate, it Is 
a definite advantage to be under | 
the aveiage weight for height,” 
says the report.

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

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

I from 1909 to 1928. showing the ratio 
of actual deaths to expected mor
tality, according to different weight 

! groups. In the following table, fig-'
| vires below 100 Indicate less than 
the expected death rate: those
above 100 indicate more than the 

| expected death rate:
Age Group. 5a sr.»t

W eight C lam . 20 29. 30-39. <0 <9. Over
23 pounds or  more underw eight—

No Need to Endanger Your Health Any Longer
{ H U  . ID N f V l n  INOW

YOU . MOW 0 10 YOU I 
,vtn LOii
THAT HO
MOM As M 
T O J  M »c

II  HA 103 83 77
\\ 10 to 20 lb*. .101 94 70 63
1  5 lbs. under to $ lbs. overweight —
|  92 
P 10 to  20 pounds 
I overw eight . 99

84 87 92

M 94 90
I  23 to  43 pounds 
1  overw eight . 1 1 3  
13 0  lbs. or more

123 128 119

J  overw eight .^16.1 143 J 4 4 130

The W E I L  BELT will safely 
REDUCE your WAISTLINE!
DON'T W A IT ___ FAT IS DANGEROUS!

Fat is not onN. unbecoming, but it 
also endangers yd $ t  health. Insurance 
companies know the danger o f fat accu
mulations. The best medical authorities 
warn against obesity.
#  Many enthusiastic wearers write that the Weil 
Belt not only reduces fat but it also supports the 
abdominal walls and keeps the digestive organs in 
place—that they are no longer fatigued—and that 
it greatly increases their endurance and vigor!
#  “ I reduced my waist 8 inches', .. writes George 
Bailey. . ."I lost 50 pounds” , says \V. I Ander
son. "Felt like a new man” , claims Fred Wolf. 
"W ouldn’t sell my belt for a $ 100” , writes 
C .W . Higbcc.
#  So many of our customers are delighted with 
the wonderful results obtained with the Weil 
Belt that we want you to TRY IT FOR TEN 
DAYS AT OUR EXPENSE!
G REATLY IMPROVES YOUR A P P EA RA N C E!

The W ell Reducing Belt will make you appear 
many inches slimmer at once, and in 10 short days 
your waistline will actually be 3 Inches smaller —  
THREE INCHES O F FAT G O N E  — OR N O  CO ST I 

TH E  M A S S A G E -L IK E  A C TIO N  DOES I T !
• You will be completely comfortable and en
tirely unaware that its gentle pressure is working 
constantly while you walk, work or sit . . . its 
massage-like action gently but persistently elimi
nating fat with every move you make !
• Send for our 10 day free trial offer. We repeat- 
cither you take off 3 inches o f fat in ten days, or 
it won’t cost you one penny!

S I N D  F O R  FRIE l O  D A Y  T R IA L  OFFER

THE W EIL C O M P A N Y , INC.
1 5 3 HILL ST.. NEW HAVEN. CONN. 
Gentlemen: Send me FREE, your illustrated 

folder describing The Weil Belt and full details 
of your 10 DAY FREE TRIAL OFFER.
N am e_______________________________ ______
Address_ 
City_____ Jit a te_
U —  C o u p o n  o r  S an d  N a m *  an d  A d d raaa  on  p a n n y  p oa lca rd



FORMER IIO  POUND WEAKLING
- - - now wins strength contests!

I W I S H  you could see Larry in action today . . .  a per
fect example o f  my weight resistance method . . . the 

only method that gives” the true weight lifting muscles. 
I ’ve seen Larry lift more than 225 pounds overhead 
with one hand . . . and Larry is only one o f  hundreds o f  
my pupils who have excelled as strength athletes.

I want to tell you fellows . .' . there’s something about this 
"strong man’s business”  that gets you . . . thrills you! You’ll get 
a great kick out of it , . , you’ll fairly feel your muscles grow.

If YOU Do Not Add At Least. . .  
y  INCHES TO {% INCHES TO 
5  YOUR CHEST jL  YOUR BICEPS
.. .it won't cost you one cent! signed: george f. jowett

All I want is a chance to prove to you that I can add 3 
inches to Y O U R  chest and 2 inches to each of Y O U R  biceps. 
While my course is by no means infallible . . .  so many of my 
pupils have gained tremendous physical development that I am 
willing to stake my reputation that I can do the same for you.
. .  . Remember . . .  if I fail it will cost you nothing!

Those skinny fellows who are discouraged are the men I 
want to work with. Many an underweight weakling has come 
to me for help . . . completely discouraged . . .  I have developed 
a real he-man’s physique for them . . . covered their skinny 
bodies with layers of muscles . . . made them strong and proud 
. . . eager and ready to face the world with their new power! 
Don’t you, too, feel the urge for real genuine, invincible muscles 
that will make your men friends respect you and the women 
admire you?

Take my full course, if it docs not do all I say . . .  if you are 
not completely satisfied . . . and I will let you be the judge . . . 
then it won’t cost you one penny, even the postage you have 
spent will be refunded to you.

25c.
revelation to you. You can’t 

make a mistake. The assurance of the 
strongest armed man in the world stands 
behind this course. I give you the aecrets 

of strength illustrated and explained as you 
like them. I will not limit you to the chest. 
Try any one of my test courses listed in the 
coupon at 25c. Or, try all six of them for 
only $1.00.

Rush the Coupon TODAY!
Mail your order now and I will include 

a FREE COPY of “ NERVES OF STEEL. 
MUSCLES LIKE IRON.’* It ia a priceless 
book to the strength fan and muscle buildci. 
It describes my rise from a weak, puny boy 
to be one of the world’s strongest athletes 
with a chest measurement of 49 inches and 
an 18 inch bicep. Full of pictures of marvel
ous bodied men who tell you decisively how 
you can build symmetry and strength the 
Jowett Way! Reach out—Grasp this special 
offer!

GEORGE F. JOWETT 
bv PR YOU

“ Nerve* of Stool, 
Muscles like Iron”

SENT F REE I

J O W E T T  IN S  
Of P H Y S IC A L

Dept. 88-Ce, 422 Poplar 8 t  
Scranton, Pa.

George F. Jowett: Your propoel- 
tlon looks rood to me. Send, by 
return mall, prepaid tho course* 
checked below for which I am 
enclosing-------------

5 Moulding a Mighty Arm. 25c 
Moulding a Mighty Back, 25o. 
Moulding a Mighty Grip, 25c. 
Moulding a Mighty Cheat. 25c. 
Moulding Mighty Leva, 25c. 
Strong Man Stunts Made 

Eaay. 25c.
□  A il 6 Book* for $1.00.

LET THE MAN WITH THE STRONGEST ARMS 
IN THE WORLD SHOW  YOU THE WAY I

-AffC-Navie— 
Address
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f f ir O lt lD t C d r  w h en  o th e rs  w e re  f ir e d '
The Story, of LaSalle Student Shaw

“ Since the War I hare been book
keeper at $35 a week. Married, with 
one baby girl, I found It harder every 
month to make ends meet. I was 
desperate!

"L ast winter my wife brought me a 
LaSalle ad on Higher Accounting—  
showing how I could study In spare 
time for the Job ahead. I Investi
gated, and enrolled January 23. Just 
in time! For—

"Suddenly, orders came through to 
cut the force. I watched seven men 
in my department get tho bad news 
and leave. Then tho office boy tapped 
me, said I was ’ next.’ My heart sank 
as 1 followed him to the Front Office.

"Sm iling, the boss handed me a let
ter. It was from LaSalle to him, 
announcing my enrollment and my 
good work on the first lesson. 'W e  
are keeping you,’ he said, ’ because 
we like your spirit.’

"Naturally. I had more work to do. 
w+th the smaller force, but my train
ing made It casiar. I learned quickly, 
and when the Department Manager 
left, the boss moved me up.

" I  have since been promoted twice, 
and now carry the title of Chief 
Accountant— at a salary several 
tim es greater. T h e  fu tu re  looks 
bright. If  It had not been tor LaSalle, 
1 would be looking fox a Job right 
n o w ."

BIGGER PAY FOR YOU-,
thru LaSal/e Sparc-T/me Owning

T h a t ’ s  a  story  o f  w h a t sp a re -tim e  study 
has d on e  fo r  ju s t  on e  m a n . T h ere  are th o u 
s a n d s  o f  o t h e r s  l ik e  S h a w  w h o  f o u n d  
th em selves th rou g h  L aS alle . N ow — how  
a b o u t  you rse lf?  D o  you  w ant a b e tter  p os i- 
•tion a n d  h igh er  pay?

Y o u  ca n  w in  th e m , even  to d a y , i f  you  
can  d o  th e  w ork . L aS alle  experts w ill show  
y ou  h ow , person a lly  g u id e  y o u  step  by  
step  t o  su ccess. S im p ly  m ark  o n  th e  c o u 
p o n  th e  field  you  are in terested  in , a n d  we 
w ill send  y ou  F R E E , a  va lu ab le  b ook le t 
a b o u t it , te llin g  o f  o p p o rtu n itie s  open  to  
y ou . N o co s t  o r  ob lig a tio n — an d  w h a t you  
fin d  o u t  m ay  p u t  y ou  o n  th e  roa d  to  su c 
cess a n d  fin an cia l in d ep en d en ce .

T h e  o p p o r tu n ity  th a t  is op e n  today—  
r ig h t  note— m ay n o t  be  here tom orrow * 
D on ’ t p u t it  o ff—  b u t reach fo r  y ou r  p e n cil, 
fill o u t , a n d  m a il tod a y.

L A S A L L E  E X T E N S I O N  U N IV E R S I T Y
Dept. S329-R, Chicago
PIcaso tell mo how I  can toko full advantage— 
right now—of tho opportunities in tho business 
1 am checking below. And send along your froo 
booklet on that held.
□  Business □  Railway

M a n a g em en t A cco u n tin g
□  Traffic □  Business

M a n a gem en t C orresp on d  e nee
□  M o d e rn  □  P erson n el

S a le s m a n s h ip 1 M a n a gem en t
□  P aper S a lesm en 's  □  Lawi

T ra in in g  LL. B . Degree
□  R ailw a y  S ta tio n  □  C o m m e rc ia l

M a n a g e m e n t Law
□  In d u s tr ia l □  O ffice

M a n a g e m e n t M a n a gem en t
□  H igh er □  C h a in  G rocery

A cco u n ta n cy  M a n a gem en t
□  E xpert □  B usiness

B o ok k eep in g  E nglish
□  E ffe c t iv e  S p e a k in g  □  F o r c m n n a h ip

Namo...................................................................
Address................ . ....... ......................................
Position_____ . ____. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ------

LASALLE
a  i  s j l s  r a i ^ a i n i  r i  a  s . 1 1



Clean Out Your Kidneys
Win Back Your Pep

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

Nerves and Makes You Feel 10 Years Younger.
A  famous scientist and Kidney Specialist recently said: “ 60 per cent o f  men and women past 35, 
and many far younger, suffer from poorly functioning Kidneys, and this is often the real cause 
o f feeling tired, run-down, nervous, Getting Up Nights, Rheumatic pains and other troubles.”

If poor Kidney and Bladder functions cause you to suffer 
from any symptoms such as loss of Vitality. Getting Up Nights. 
Backache, Leg Pains, Nervousness. Lumbago. Stiffness, Neu
ralgia or Rheumatic Pains, Dizziness, Dark Circles Under 
Eyes, Headaches, Frequent Colds, Burning, Smarting or Itch
ing, Acidity, you can’t afford to waste a minute. You should 
start testing the Doctor's Prescription called Cygtox (pro
nounced Sis»-tex) at once.

Cystex is probably the most reliable and unfailingly suc
cessful prescription for poor Kidney and Bladder functions. 
It starts work in 16 minutes, but docs not contain any dopes, 
narcotics or habit-forming drugs. It is a gentle aid to the 
Kidneys in their work of cleaning out Acida 
and poisonous waste matter, and soothes 
and tones raw, sore, irritated bladder nnd 
urinary membranes.

Because of its amazing and almost world
wide success the Doctor's Prescription 
known as Cystex (pronounced Blas-tex) Is 
uttered to sufferers from Poor Kidney and 
Bladder functions under a fair*play guarantee 
to fix you up to your complete satisfaction 
or money back on return o f  empty package.
It 's  only 9 cents s dose. 80 ssk your drug- 
list for Cystex today and see for yourself 
how much younxer, strong or and better you 
can feel by simply cleaning out your Kidneys.
Cystex must do the work or cost you 
nothing.

New York Doctor 
Praises Cystex

Dr. N. T. ABDOU
New York Physician

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

" I t  has been my pleasure to mako a study o f  the 
Cystex formula. This prescription impresses me as a 
sound combination of Ingredients which should be o f  
benefit to men and women troubled with night rising, 
putrefaction o f the urlno, aching back In th# kidney 
region, painful Joints or stiffness— due to Insufficient ac
tivity of the kidneys or bladder. Such functional condi
tions often lead to indigestion, headaches, high blood 
pressure, rheumatic pains, lumbago and general exhaus
tion— and the use of Cystex In such cases should exert 
a very favorable Influence. Within 15 minutes after tak
ing Cystex the color o f the urine Is changed and the irri
tating excretions expelled."—Signed. N. T. Abdou, M.D.

HOW MUCH DO YOU KNOW?
Knowledge 1b power! The men and women who achieve most in thia world . . . the leaders In buaineaa . • • 
the folks who are looked up to and most respected in every community . . . are those who have armed them
selves with KNOWLEDGE!

It Is a known fact that a good Encyclopedia . . . books which answer every question of fact . . . Is an 
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 of 
KNOWLEDGE! Remember, a grammar school educa
tion is not enough /

Probably every home would have an Encyclopedia If 
the cost were not so high. Up to now a good set cost 
from $76 to $150. But TODAY, an amazing oppor
tunity faces you. The famous Popular Encyclopedia 
. . . complete In every way . . . has a limited number

of sp e c ia l editions 
w hich  are b e in g  
d is tr ib u te d  f o r  
the "g iv e -a w a y '*  
price of $2.00! To 
get your set. SEND 
NO MONEY

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

Q U E S TIO N S ?

What Is an Aero- mo?
What causes 

Cancer ?
W h a t  a re  th e  

lights of s U. 
8 . citizen? 

What is the right 
wav to ventilate 
a home?

What la Contra
band of War? 

Why do wo 
marry?

Where Is M an
churia?

Is Astrology a
science ?

What a r e  t h o  
s y m p t o m s  o f 
Bleeping s i c k 
ness?

Who Invented 
Movies ?

What ilrm once 
employed 115,- 
000 men?

The on a v e r t  to 
tkeae and 20.000 
other Q ueatlont 
ore r e to o le d  in 
POPULAR 

E N C Y C L O P E D IA

Those two groat 
volum es contain 
3,328 pages. Also 
m a n y  o f f l o l a 1, 
maps. A college 
ed  u c s t lo n  con
densed ! Easy to 
understand. You 
will bo fascinated 
by the thousands 
of facti It brings 
you. Never again 
will you have an 
opportunity l ik e  
t h is .  Mall the 
cou pon  t o d a y .  
Supply lim ited  I

just use the coupon. 
Money refunded 
not satisfied.

Order. □  Check. □  Dollar

Addroaa

S tateCity

It

B E T T E R  P U B L IC A T IO N S . Inc.
570 7th Ave., New York, Dept. T A -S

Pleaso rush ----- . . .  . s e t s  o f the
P O P U L A R  ENCYCLOPEDIA for
which I enclose $ ........... k j_P  U.
Htaraps (small aenom.) □  Money* . — .V  n  Tv_ii.fl jjf



e A  Ra d io  Ex p e r t

" S W * .  $ 1
h i; i

J. * . Smith. Pres.. Nat'l 
Radio Institute, directed 
B ane Study training of 
more men for Radio then 
any other m m  in America.

±l'II train you at home G
Spare Time and Full Time Radio Jobs

Radio la mak
ing flying tafer. 
Radio operators 
employed through 
C i v i l  S e r v i c e  
Ccrmm button earn
$1,620 to $2,800 
a year.

L o a d  S p e a k e r  
A f p a r t t u
Installation and 

service work Is 
another Browing, 
money -  making 
field for trained 
Radio men.

T e l e v i s i o n
The coming field 

. of many groat op
portunities Is cov
e r  o (1 b y  m y 
Course.

Sat Sarrlclag
S p a r e - t i m e  se t  

servicing pays many 
N. R. I. men $5, 
$10, $15 a week
extra. Full-time men 
make as much as $40. 
$00, $75 a week.

,  Employ mane 
tig  e ra . engineers, 
CDuratora. installa
tion and mainte
nance men for jobs 
paying up to $5,000 
o year. ______

Fact<
Employ testers, 

Inspectors, fore
m en , engineers, 
s e r v ic e m e n  for 
jobs paying up to 
$7,500 a rear.

I f  you are dissatisfied with your present job ; i f  you 
are struggling along in a rut with little or no prospect 
of anything better than a skinny pay envelope—clip the 
coupon NOW. Oet my big FREE book on the oppor
tunities tn Radio. Read how quickly you ran loam at 
home In your .spare time to be a Radio Export—what 
good jobs my graduates havo been gelling—real Jobs 
with real futures.

R e a l  O p p o r t u n i t i e s  A h e a d  l o r  T r a i n e d  M e n
It ’s hard to find a field with more opportunity await

ing the trained man. Why, in 1932— the worst year of 
the dopreealon—the Radio Industry sold $200,000,000 
worth of sots and parts! Manufacturers alone employed 
nearly 100.000 people! About 300.000 people worked In 
the industry. In 1982. broadcasting had it* most profit
able year. It's  a gigantic business, even In the wont 
business yearal And look what's ahead! Millions of 
nets becoming obsolete annually. 17.000,000 sets in 
opentlcm that need servicing from time to time! Over 
600 great broadcasting stations furnish Ing entertain
ment and news to 100,000,000 peoplo. These figures are 
so big that they are hard to grasp! Yet. they axe all 
true! Hero is a new industry that has grown quickly 
into a commercial giant.

G e t  I n t o  T h i s  F i e l d  W i t h  a  F u t u r e
There’s opportunity for you in Radio. Its future Is 

certain. Television, short wave, police Radio, automobile 
Radio, midget sets, loud speaker systems, aircraft Radio 
—In every branch, developments and Improvements are 
taking place. Here U a real future for thousands and 
thousands o f men who roally know Radio. Oet the 
training that opous the road to good pay and success I 
Rend the coupon now and got full particulars on bow easy

and Interesting I make learning at boms. Read the letters 
from graduates who ara today earning good ina&oy In 
this fascinating Industry.

M a n y  M a k e  M ,  • ! « ,  S IC  a  W e a k  K x t r a  
I n  S p a r e  T i m e  A l m o s t  a t  O n c e  

My book also tells how many of my students made $5, 
$10 and $15 a week extra servicing sets in spars time, 
soon after they enrollod I give you plans and ideas that 
hav® made goo<l spare-time money — $20® to $L,000 a 
year— for hundreds of fellows. My Course is famous as 
^'the ono that pays for Itself."

M o n e y  B e c k  I f  N o t  S a t i s f i e d  
I am so sure that N. R. I. can train you at home 

satisfactorily that I will agree In writing to refund 
every ponny o f your tuition if you are not satisfied with 
my Lessons and Instruction 8ervlce upon completion. 
You 'll get a copy of this Agreement with my book.

4 4 -p a g e  R o o k  o t  I n f o r m a t io n  F R E E
Oet your copy today. It 's  free to 
any ambitious fellow over 15 years . 
old. It tells you about Radio's j 
spare-time and full-time Job op
portunities; it tells you all about 
my Course; what others who 
have taken It are doing c~ ‘ 
making. Find out what Ra< 
offers YOU without the slight
est obligation. MAIL THE 
COUPON NOW.
J. E. SMITH. President 
National Radio Institute 
Dept. 4CH7 
Washington, D. 0 .

SPECIAL R adio Equipm ent 
for Broad Practical Experience 
;Gwen W ith o u t E x tra  Charge ®

My Course Is not all theory. I 'll show ■
you how to us© my special Radio •  
equipment for conducting experiments 
and building circuits which Uluatrato 
Important principles used in such well- 

;».v. known sets as WestinghouAe, Oen- 
wal Electric, Phllco. R.C.A., Vlc- 

5 tor. Majestic and others. You
ik work out with your own hands
7> ; • $  many of the tilings you read

. in our lesson books. This

T H I S  C O U P O N  IS G O ODJ br

ft*FREE«?™oSl/'
J. R. SMITH, President 
National Radio Institute, Dept. 4CH7
Washington, D. C.

Dear Mr. Smith: Without obligating me. 
fiend your free book about spare-time and 
full-time Radio opportunities and how I can 
train for them at home in my spare time.
( Please print plainly.)

Name...~  - ...... ........................«......Ape.— ....
Address....................................................... ....................... ...... ;

City------------------------------JitoU~



O H I G H  P R E S S U R E  S E L L IN G  
NO HOUSE-TO-HOUSE CANVASSING
INCOME EQUAL TO REQUIREMENTS 
OF THE HIGH-GRADE BUSINESS MAN
E. Lawson, o f Tenneaseo, dean  $108 profit hit flnt 8 day, In tUa 
business, lie  tops off these earnings with |1H profit on a tinglt 
deal a few days later. J. C. May, Conn., cleared $888.88 tht firtt 
nine days ht worked. J. E. Loomis, Oregon, earns $888 hit firtt 
nine dayt. A. W. Farnsworth, Utah, nets $88.18 hit firtt day, a 
Saturday. S. Clair, New York, writes he is clearing as high as $70 
a day. W. F. Main, Iowa, cleans up $891.80 in 9 dayt. B. V. Becton. 
Kansas, starts out with tSSO.SS net for 10 dayt work I These men 
are beginners. How could they enter a field totally new to yam  and 
earn such remarkable sums In these desperate times ? Read Via 
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*15 SALES DAILY PAY*280 WEEKLY
I N S T A L L I N G  N E W  B U S I N E S S  SPECIALTY ON 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 
One Kansas Store 
in Two Months
8an<J«rs Ridgeway of Kamai 
invest* $88.60 and saves 
41,707.00  between April 
BLh tod Juno 29 1 Bowiet 
Lumber and Feed Co., West 
Virginia, invests $16 , report 
tirlngs iceli over $1 000 .001 
Fox lea and Coal Co., Wis
consin. save 68 ,661 .001 
Baltimore Sporting Good*8 tore invests $$6. saves 
$1.6001  Safety Auto Lock 
Corporation, New York, in
vests $16. saves $686 .16 !
With these and scares of tivs- 
Uar results to display, our 
representatives interest every 
business man, from the very 
smallest to the very largest. No 
one can dispute the proof 
the photo-copies of actual lettera 
which our man ahow.
NO H IGH  PR E SSU R E  
SIM P L Y  I N S T A L L -  
SE L L S IT S E L F
Hers is a business offering an inven
tion so successful that we make it sell 
itself. Our representatives simply tell 
what they offer, show proof of sucres* In 
every line of business and every section of 
the country. Then install the specialty with
out a dollar down. It starts working at once, 
producing a cash saving that can be counted 
Juat like the cash register money. The customer 
sees with his own eyes a bio, immediate profit on his proposed investment. Usually he has the In
vestment and hit profit besides, before the repre
sentative returns. The representative calls back, 
eolleeti his money. OUT OF EVERY 175 BUSI
NESS THE REPRESENTATIVE DOES. NEARLY |60 IS HIS 
OWN PROFIT I THE SMALLEST HE MAKES 18 $5 ON A 97.50 
INSTALLATION. Our men are making sales running Into the hundreds. 
They are getting the attention of the largest concerns In the country and 
selling to the imaller buslnessea by the thousands. You can get exclusive 
rights. Business is GOOD, in this line, in small towns or big city  ofiJtef 
It's on the boom now. Qei in while the business is young f
P .  E. A R 3I8T B O N G , F ree., D ept. 4047.1,, M obile, Alabam a.

C O M P L E T E  
T R A I N I N G  
F U R N I S H E D
Every man with us today 
started at scratch, with
out previous experience, 
many coming out of 
clerking jobs, many out 
of small businesses, some 
out of large concerns.
We teach you e v e r y  
angle of the business.
\Ve hand you the big
gest money-making bnsl- 
nos* of ita kind in the 
country. Yon try out 
thl* bonincM. ABSO
LUTELY W ITHOUT 
R I S K I N G  A R E D  
C O P P E R  C E N T  OF 

YOUR OWN. Can’t pos
sibly tell you all in the 

limited space avail
able here. Mail the d 

coupon now for I 
full information— I 

nothing to risk. I 
everything to ■ 

gain, |

Bri l l iant  R ecord o f  Success(
America’ s foremost concerns are among our customers: \ 

Timken Silent Automatic Co.. Central 8tates Petroleum 
Corp.. Houghton Mifflin Co.. National Paper Co.. Interna- 

natlonal Coal. General Brake Service, National Radio, and 
scores of others nationally known. Thousands of small busi

nesses everywhere, professional bualnetsea, such ss schools, 
hospitals. Infirmaries, doctors, dentists buy largo installations 
and heavy repeat orders.

Customer Guaranteed Cash Profit
Customer gets signed certificate guaranteeing cosh profit on hl> 
investment. Vary few builneas men are so foolish to turn down 
a proposition guaranteed to pay o profit, with proof from leading 
concerns that It does pay. Protected by surety bonded neffenoi 
organisation.

Portfolio of References from 
America’s Leading Concerns

1> famished you. A handsome, Impressive portfolio that repre- ' 
senti every leading type of business and profession. You ahow 
Immediate positive proof of success. Immediately forestalls the 

argument, "Doesn't fit my business." Shows that U does ill. 
end does make good. Close the deal.

Mail Coupon for Information
Complett training furnished. You try out this 
business absolutely without risking a penny. I f  
you are looking tor a man-size business free from 
the worries of other overcrowded lines, ret In touch 
with ua at once. Use the coupon for eons enlensa. 
It will bring you our proposition immediately.

M A IL  F O R  F U L L  IN F O R M A T IO N
F . E. AR M STR O N G , Pr<».f 
l>ept. 4047-JL, Blobllo, Ala.

Without obligation to me. send me full Information 
on your propaltlon.

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

Street or Routo.

I 
I

Box No................................................................. ..............

City.............................................................................................. j



R A D S O :
HOME

■JfcJING

Leading Radio
Manufacturers
. . to their 40,000 
DISTRIBUTORS 
and DEALERS

throughout United States 
and Canada

AM ERICAN BOSCH  
AM ERICAN TELEV ISION  

A R C TU R U S  TU B E S  
B A LN EIT • BRUNSW ICK  

CAPEH AR T
CLOUGH.BRENGLE CO . 
CROSLEY • CLARION  
DAYRAD • DEFOREST 

E C H O P H O N E
PADA a GREBE • HOWARD  

HAM M ERLUND
KENNEDY • KOLSTER • LYRIC  

M AJESTIC • PHILCO  
9ANGAM O E LE C TR IC  

S EN TIN EL a SHELDON  
SILVER -M AR SHALL  

S TEW A R T RADIO 
S TEW A R T. WARNER  

STROM BERQ-CARLSON  
UN IVERSA L M ICROPHONE  

ZENITH  
•

TV* need  for M u ,  PROPERLY trolned, i l  c m  
* 1 the Radio industry's major problems, today.

I* fact, the very future of the Radio Indastry 
Is dspcndsitt on  tb « Industry hav in f  available, 
a t  a ll rimes, an  adequ ate supply of PROP- 
ERLY trobw d  men to  Install and service — 
not only the present-day highly com plicated 
R adio oa d  C*ect-onl« ecrulpeicnt — bat the still 
■  ora com plicated  equipm ent that w ill be 
brought oa t by  (be Industry, from time to time.

TVe above JO eronefacturen  realise this. 
They knew tkat under suck circem itan cei, no 
aedieory R adio Troininf Is f  oinq to fiv e  them 
■be type o l  " tr a in e d "  man they want. O nly  a 
Troininf that Is rlikt-op-to-the^m inute, and 
properly  prepared , highly practical, and prop
erly supervised, wiU answer their purpose.

R adio and Television Institute honc-trolnlng 
k e s  sscsessh rly  met their every  test. That's 
urby these manufacturers recom m end IL T. 1. 
Troininf, net only to  their own men, every- 
•Ante —  bat la  a ll men who want to pel some- 
•here 1st Madia.

 ̂T h is  m essed 0 a p p ro v e d  b y  ' t h o o b o r s  
t h ir ty  R a d io  M a n u f a c t u r e r «.
Copyright 1933 by R.T. I.

engineers

LET THESE ENGINEERS RIGHT 
FROM THE HEART OF THE BIG 
RADIO INDUSTRY
'IJcn c  cvb f/ow e  f o r

GOOD PAY RADIO WORK
To  tKc man who wants to make S3S to $75 a 
week and more— Here’s a Mots*go for You I

"Tilt greet R a dio  I n d u s t r y ,  today —  
more than ever b efore— it on the look- 
out for PROPERLY trained men to fill 
its more responsible fobs. These are 
the better-paying jobs In Radio . . .  
jobs which give steady work at good pay, 
as a starter;  and an early advancement 
to still better-paying Jobs,as a future/*

HERE, THEN, IS RIAL OPPORTUNITY
But to qualify for these better-paying jobs, 
men must be PROPERLY "trained"— they 
must know the theory of Radio, as well at 
the practical side, and be able to teach 
other men some of the things they know. 
The Radio Industry, itself, has vto time to 
train these men. That's why the Radio A Tele
vision Institute, ol Chicago, is doing the job. 
You'll be trained at home —  in your spare 
time —  easily and quickly, and at a cost of 
only a few cents a day. A n d  as you arc 
taught to "earn as you learn" —  R. T. I. 
Training need cost you nothing.

R.T.I. TRAINING IS "SHOP TRAINING”  
FOR THE HOME

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

ELECTRONICS— SOUND PICTURES 
P. A. SYSTEMS— PHOTO CELLS—  

TELEVISION— all Included
Radio service Is Just the starting point in R.T. I. 
Training. From there we take you up through 
the very latest developments in Radio, and

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

YOU GET ‘ ‘QUICK RESULTS”
C. E. Head, 431 Third St., Alexandria, La., 
Sayti " Made my first money 11 dayt after 
starting your training—cleared S14.25."
Frank E.Klcmann, Usle,HI.,'writes /'Doubled  
my pay In lass than six months
Harry L. Stark. F t  W ayne, Ind., writes: 
"N ow  malting three times at much money as 
I was making when I started your training."
So, if you want to get out o f  a small pay, no
future job, and into good pay, big-future 
work —  get into Radio. But let these big 
engineers direct your training.

MAIL COUPON FOR 
FREE BOOK

Let me tell you more 
about this amazing
ly  easy S h o p -T y p e  
h o m e - t r a i n i n g ,  
and more about the 
wonderful opportuni
t i es  f o r  t h c R. T. I. 
T R A IN E D  man in this 
— the world's fastest 

growing industry. Everything is fully explain
ed in my big, new booklet . . . "R A D IO 'S  
FUTURE, A N D  YO U R S ." Send today for 
your copy. The book is free.

Ray D. Smith, President,
RodJo and Television Inctitete, Chicago

I Ray D. SuUth. Preside**, 2
«  RADIO and TILE VISION INSTTTUTC, (1LT.LI.
J *1 JO Lawrence A vs., D ep t. 149, ChleaBO. III. | 
J Wlthou* ohilgatlon o4 a n y  Mad p leas* Sand n c  a I 
J cop y  ol "  R adio 's  future and Your*." I a n  Inter. I
■ c ite d  in your h on e  troininf and the opportunities I
■ you say csiet In the great field o f Radio far (he I 
«  LT4. Trained nan.

I  Naan—  ... ............................. ...........................   J
■ |
* Address ........................    |! i
I  City........................................ ... . V a t * . . . . . . . . . .  i



C H A P T E R  I

Pigs of Satan, get backf Do not

The Sultan
Street of Heavenly Light

F
R E D  T A N D E N  tu rn e d  d o w n  
the l i t t le  s tree t  that led  f r o m  
the P a g o la  S q u a re  in  K i r u c h u  
t o  th e  ju n g l e  s tream  f lo w in g  a lo n g  

th e  e d g e  o f  the  to w n .  H e  w a lk e d  
r a p id ly ,  h is  b o d y  le a n in g  f o r w a r d  
a l it t le ,  o n e  h an d  s h o v e d  in  th e  coa t  
p o c k e t  o f  h is  w h ite s .  D a rk n e s s —
g r a y ,  s u l le n  and  d a n k — sp rea d  a rou n d  
h im  as he e n te re d  the  a l l e y - l ik e  
t h o r o u g h fa r e .

I t  w a s  c a l le d  th e  S tr e e t  o f  H e a v e n -

A Complete Book-
By CAPT. KERRY

Author of “ Danger Trails,"

l y  L ig h t .  N a r r o w  and  w i n d i n g  and 
f i l th y ,  i t  w a s  o v e r h u n g  in  the  d a y 
t im e  b y  th e  m is t s  that  ro se  o f f  th e  
ju n g l e  r iver ,  and  at n ig h t  b y  the  
d a rk n e s s  that  f i l te red  t h r o u g h  th is  
m ist .  M u d ,  a n k le  d e e p  a n d  s lim y , 
sen t  u p  p u tr id ,  s i c k e n in g  w a v e s  o f  
s ten ch .

T a n d e n  h ad  tu r n e d  d o w n  th is

Singing Steel and Blazing Guns in a
10

Swift-M oving



use this place to kill a white man!

o f Hell
Length Novel
McROBERTS
“ Legion of the Frontier,” etc.

s tree t  f o r  n o  p a r t ic u la r  reason . A l l  
the  o th e r  s tree ts  that led  th r o u g h  the 
n at ive  q u a rte rs  had the sam e ank le  
d e e p  m u d ,  the sam e p u tr id  s ten ch , 
and  the same u n bea ra b le  heat.

T h e  nam e o f  th e  s tree t  ca u s e d  a 
gr im , c o l d  sm ile  t o  sp rea d  o v e r  h is  
sharp  fea tu res .  T o  T a n d e n ,  the  
t im e  h e  h ad  spen t  in  K ir u c h u  and

Novel o f Breathless Combat in Kiruchu and Borneo

B o r n e o  had fa i le d  to  d is c lo s e  a n y 
th in g  to h im  that a p p ro a ch e d  b e in g  
h eav en ly .

M u d  and  filth. A  d am n a b le  heat 
that c o v e r e d  e v e r y t h in g  l ik e  a s u f f o 
c a t in g  b la n k e t ;  f e v e r s  that cam e 
f r o m  th e  m is t  r i s in g  o f f  the  ju n g le  
stream , f r o m  th e  f e t id  and  hot  sm ells  
that  em a n ated  a lw a y s  f r o m  th e  ju n 
g le  a n d  the  m a n g r o v e  s w a m p s ;  su d 
d e n  d e a th  f r o m  the m u rd e r o u s  
D y a k s ;  l o n e l in e s s ,  m o r e  te r r ib le  
than  d e a th  o r  fe v e rs ,  b e ca u se  w ith  
it, s ta lk ed  the  con s ta n t  d rea d  o f  a 
c r a z e d  m in d .

T h a t  w a s  B o r n e o  f o r  y o u — and

11



12 THRILLING ADVENTURES

K ir u c h u .  H e l l  on  
earth, in  p e r f e c t  
r e p r o d u c t i o n .  
T a n d e n  k n e w  it 
and  hated  it, w ith  
a f u r y  based  on  
m o r e  t h a n  the 
h e a t  a n d  t h e  
s te n ch  and  filth. 

T h e  y e a r  b e fo r e  
he and an A m e r i c a n  e n g in e e r ,  F r e d  
M o r le y ,  w h o m  he m et  in  S in g a p o re ,  
had c o m e  to  B o r n e o  to  l o o k  f o r  g o ld .  
F ar  up  in  th e  m o u n ta in s ,  a f t e r  m o n th s  
o f  hard  w o r k ,  t h e y  had  f o u n d  it.

B u t  n e ith e r  o f  th e m  th en  re a l iz e d  
the p o w e r  and the  ru th le s sn e s s  o f  
the  g rea t  u n seen  h and  th a t  s t ru ck  
death  so  s w i f t l y  and  so  c e r t a in ly  t o  
all that o p p o s e d  it. T h e  h an d  o f  E l  
K a r im , the  b r o w n  M a la y  S u lta n  w h o  
ru led ,  th a n k s  to  the  D u tc h ,  the  t e r 
r i t o r y  a rou n d  K i r u c h u I

S m i l in g  and  c o u r t e o u s  and  f a w n 
in g ,  the  Su ltan  had  r e c e iv e d  th e m  in  
h is  p a lace  up  in  the  h i l ls  f r o m  K i r 
uchu . H e  ga ve  th em  e v e r y  a ss is tan ce  
— u n til  th e y  f o u n d  g o ld .

AF T E R  that M o r le y  had d ied  in the 
p a lace  f r o m  a s tra n g e  fe v e r .  

T a n d e n  had  e s ca p e d  f r o m  K ir u c h u  
m o r e  dead  than  a live , h is  b o d y  f il led  
w i t h  w o u n d s  and  the  d o c t o r s  g i v i n g  
h im  n o  ch a n ce  t o  l ive . F o r  five 
m o n th s  h e  lay  b e tw e e n  l i f e  and  
d eath  in  th e  h o s p i ta l  in  M a l la cca ,  
b e f o r e  h e  s tarted  to  ge t  w e l l .

A n d  n o w  he  w a s  b a c k  in  K ir u c h u ,  
f ig h t in g  s in g le -h a n d e d  a ga in st  the  
s h a d o w y  p o w e r  o f  E l  K arim . A  

h o p e le s s  s t r u g g le  
to  a n y o n e  w h o  
k n e w  B o r n e o ;  but 
to  T a n d e n  it was 
a g r im , s tu b b o rn  
b a tt le  to  a v en g e  
the  m u rd e r  o f  his 
f r i e n d  and to  re 
ga in  the  g o ld  c o n 
c e s s io n  w h i c h  E l

K a r im  h ad  s to le n  a w a y  f r o m  them.
A s  he w a lk e d  d o w n  the  l i t t le  

street ,  h is  lean fa c e  w as  tense . T h i n  
l in e s  ran a w a y  f r o m  the  c o r n e r s  o f  
h is  m o u th  and  lo s t  th e m s e lv e s  in  h is  
b o n y  face . H is  f in gers  w e r e  c lu t c h e d  
a ro u n d  the  a u to m a t ic  in  h is  c o a t  
p o c k e t .  A r o u n d  him , t h r o u g h  the  
m is t y  d arkn ess , fu r t iv e  f o r m s  m o v e d ,  
f o r m s  that w o u ld  g la d ly  s lash  h is  
th roa t  f o r  the  p r i c e  o f  a ch ea p  
drink .

B u t  th ose  w o r r i e d  h im  l itt le ,  and  
h e  c o n t in u e d  o n  ra p id ly .  H is  in 
te n t io n  w a s  t o  c r o s s  the  r iver ,  w h e r e  
he c o u l d  h id e  ou t  in h is  o ld  c o t t a g e  
u n t i l  su ch  a t im e  as he had g a th e re d  
e n o u g h  e v id e n c e  a ga in st  E l  K a r im  
t o  f o r c e  th e  D u t c h  a u th o r it ie s  to  
act.

A  c o l d  sm ile  ca m e  to  h is  l ip s  as 
h e  t h o u g h t  o f  the  w i ld n e s s  o f  th is  
la tter  h o p e .  I t  w a s  m o r e  p ro b a b le  
that the  f o r c e s  o f  E l  K a r im  w o u l d  
d is c o v e r  h is  p rese n ce .  W h e n  t h e y  
d id , it  w o u l d  be o n ly  a m a tte r  o f  
h ou rs  b e fo r e  a k n i f e  w o u l d  be sent  
th r o u g h  h is  heart.

S u d d e n ly  he s t o p p e d .  N o t  m o r e  
than  t w e n t y  f e e t  ahead  o f  h im , t w o  
fu r t iv e ,  in d is t in c t  s h a d o w s  m o v e d .  
F r o m  the  d ark n ess ,  a n o th e r  ca m e  to  
j o i n  the  tw o .

T h e  f ig u res  l o o k e d  g h o s t l ik e  in 
th e  n ig h t .  F r o m  th e ir  h an d s  l o n g  
kr is  k n iv e s  g le a m e d  d u l ly .  T h e y  
m o v e d  l ik e  anim als ,  th e ir  b o d ie s  
c r o u c h e d  l o w  as t h e y  c r e p t  t o w a r d  
the  w a ll  o f  an o ld  b u i ld in g .  T a n d e n  
c o u ld  see n o t h in g  a ga in st  the  w a ll ,  
bu t  he g u e s s e d  that a hum an  b e in g  
s to o d  there , w a it in g  f o r  the death  
that w a s  t o  s tr ik e  him .

A  n at ive  k i l l i n g !

AS T a n d e n ’ s e y e s  g r e w  a c c u s t o m e d  
to  the  g r a y  d arkn ess , he saw  

that th e  th ree  c r o u c h i n g  f ig u res  w e r e  
h a l f  n ak ed  D y a k s ,  w i t h  sarongs 
a ro u n d  th e ir  w a is ts .  S l o w ly ,  re 
le n t le s s ly ,  th e y  w e r e  e d g in g  th e ir

Tanden
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w a y  t o  the  w a ll ,  k n iv e s  g r ip p e d  
f ir m ly  in  th e ir  hands.

T h e r e  w a s  n o  h u rr y ,  n o  e x c i t e 
m en t , n o  n e r v o u s n e s s  in  th e ir  m a n 
ner. T h e i r  m o v e m e n t s  w e r e  c e r ta in  
a n d  re le n t le ss— a s lo w ,  d e a d ly  n a r 
r o w in g  o f  th e  s e m ic ir c le  a ro u n d  
th e ir  v ic t im .

In  a f e w  m in u te s  it w o u l d  all be  
over . A  s w i f t  m o v e m e n t  o f  a b la ck  
h an d — a scream  o f  d ea th  as th e  k n i f e  
f o u n d  the  heart  o f  the v ic t im .  A n d  
a f t e r  that the g r im , u n e a r th ly  s i 
le n c e  o f  the n ig h t ,  and the b o d y  o f  
a d ead  m an  l y in g  in  the  m u d . T h e  
g r i s l y  d ea th  tab leau  so  o f t e n  en acted  
o n  the  S tree t  o f  H e a v e n ly  L i g h t !

T h e n  s u d d e n ly  f r o m  th e  w a ll  
ca m e  a lo w ,  m u ffled  c r y .  A  gasp  
o f  s u rp r ise  a n d  s ta r t led  a larm .

It  b r o u g h t  T a n d e n ’ s g u n  f r o m  his  
p o c k e t  w i t h  a j e r k ;  it  sen t  h is  b o d y  
f o r w a r d  w ith  a f r a n t ic  leap . B u t  
even  as he l e a p e d  f o r w a r d  h is  m in d  
w a s  dazed , s tu n n ed , f o r  the c r y  h ad  
cu t  t h r o u g h  h is  sen ses  l ik e  a rap ier .

A g a in  th e  c r y  cam e. T a n d e n  
ca u g h t  a f le e t in g  g l im p s e  o f  s o m e 
t h in g  w h i te  m o v i n g  in  the  darkness , 
th e  en d  o f  a l o n g  robe . T h e  th ree  
D y a k s  had  c l o s e d  in  o n  th e ir  v i c 
tim . A  k n i f e  w e n t  u p  in  the  air.

A N D E N  fired  f r o m  the  h ip  as he 
d a sh ed  t o w a rd  the  s cen e  o f  the 

s t ru g g le .  A  lea p in g ,  d a r t in g  flame 
o f  o ra n g e  red  cu t  t h r o u g h  th e  d a r k 
ness. T h e n  the k n i fe  f e l l  w ith  a 
sp lash  in the m ud , and  the  tall, b la ck  
b o d y  o f  a D y a k  s w a y e d  a m om en t ,  
th en  c r u m p le d  in a l i f e le s s  heap.

B u t  b e fo r e  the b o d y  h it  the 
g r o u n d ,  T a n d e n  had c o l l id e d  w i t h  an 
o n r u s h in g  D y a k .  T h e r e  w a s  a flash 
o f  s tee l  o v e r  h is  head . T h e  k n i fe  
w a s  o n ly  in c h e s  f r o m  h is  th roa t .  In 
th e  s p l it  s e co n d  o f  a c t io n  that f o l 
l o w e d ,  he had  n o  ch a n ce  to  s w in g  
h is  g u n  again .

H e  saw  the le e r in g ,  sn a r l in g  fa ce  
near h is ;  he saw  the  r o w  o f  i v o r y

tee th  in  the b la ck  
m o u th ,  tee th  that 
g l is t e n e d  in  the  
n ig h t .

T a n d e n ’s h e a d  
d u c k e d .  T h e  k n i fe  
cu t  d o w n  a cross  
h is  s h o u ld e r ,  r i p 
p in g  h is  coat.  H is  
r ig h t  fist sh ot  o u t  
l ik e  a p is to n ,  c a u g h t  t h e  b la ck  
b o d y  fu l l  in the s tom a ch . T h e  m an 
d o u b le d  up  l ik e  a ball,  g r o a n e d  
w e a k ly ,  and  th en  c ra s h e d  b a c k w a r d  
a ga in st  th e  w all .

T a n d e n  m o v e d  w i t h  th e  s w i f t n e s s  
o f  a t ige r .  T h e r e  w a s  a swish o f  a 
k n i f e  near h im . H is  g u n  had  d r o p 
p e d  f r o m  h is  hand, b u t  even  i f  h e  
s t il l  h e ld  it, th ere  w o u l d  have  b een  
l i t t le  ch a n c e  to  use it.

TH E  th ird  D y a k  c lo s e d  in o n  h im , 
th e  lo n g ,  p o w e r f u l  arm s c r u s h 

in g  h im  to  th e  m u d . In  that  p o w 
e r fu l  g r ip ,  T a n d e n  w a s  c o m p l e t e ly  
h e lp less .

H is  fa c e  w e n t  in to  the s l im y  m u d ;  
the  sw ea t in g ,  s t in k in g  b o d y  o f  the  
h a l f -n a k e d  D y a k  w a s  o v e r  h is  head. 
H e lp le s s ly  he s t r u g g le d  to  g e t  h is  
breath , to  l i f t  h is  fa c e  ou t  o f  th e  
s u f f o c a t in g  m ire .

T h e  D y a k  m o m e n t a r i ly  re lea sed  
h is  p o w e r f u l  h o ld  a ro u n d  T a n d e n ’s 
b o d y ,  f in gers  s e e k in g  f o r  h is  v i c 
t im ’s th roa t . I n  that  f r a c t i o n  o f  a 
s e co n d ,  w h i le  th e  l o n g  b la c k  arm s 
m o v e d  s w i f t l y  f o r  a death  h o ld ,  
T a n d e n  ca m e  t o  l i fe .

H is  le g s  and  h is  b o d y  lu r ch e d  ou t  
in a v i o le n t  leap , 
b r e a k i n g  t h e  
a g o n iz i n g  g r i p .
I n  the  flash o f  a 
s e co n d ,  he w as  o n  
h is  fee t .  T h e  h u g e  
b o d y  w as  r is in g  
s l o w l y  to  g r a p p le  
a ga in  w i th  him .
B u t  as it cam e
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u p w a r d  in the d arkness— a gro tesq u e ,  
inh u m a n  l o o k i n g  th in g  in the n ig h t ,  
T a n d e n ’s r ig h t  sh ot  out. W i t h  e v e ry  
o u n c e  o f  s t re n g th  and w e ig h t  in  his  
b o d y  b e h in d  it, it t rave led  ahead  fo r  
th ree  or  f o u r  in ch es , and  c r a c k e d  
a ga in st  the ja w  o f  the r is in g  native.

T h e  D y a k  s lu m p ed , f e l l  fa c e  d o w n 
w a rd  in  the  m u d . H e  rem ain ed  
there , l im p  and u n c o n s c io u s .

F r o m  the w a l l  ca m e  a lo w ,  s o f t  
laugh . T a n d e n  s to o d  s w a y in g  in the 
darkness , h is  e y e s  f ixed  s tu p id ly  on  
w hat he saw.

AG A I N S T  the dark  w a ll  w a s  a 
g ir l .  In  the  darkn ess  T a n d e n  

c o u l d  o n ly  see the  w h i te  o u t l in e s  
o f  h er  d ress , the s i lh o u e t te  o f  a 
fa ce ,  ha ir  f a l l in g  d o w n  o v e r  the 
sh ou ld ers .

“ I am  s o r r y , ”  he h eard  h er  say 
q u ie t ly ,  “ that y o u  have  in te r fe re d .  
I t  w o u l d  have b een  m u c h  b e tte r  i f  
y o u  had  n o t . ”

T a n d e n  stared  tran s fixed  at the 
w h i t e  fa ce ,  p h a n to m lik e  in the 
darkness . H e  w e t  h is  l ip s  and s h o o k  
h is  head , as i f  t r y in g  to  d ism iss  an 
i l lu s ion .

T h e  v o i c e  he heard  w as  that o f  an 
A m e r ic a n  g ir l .  T h e  A m e r ic a n  tw a n g  
v/as so d is t in c t  and c le a r  that there  
w a s  r o o m  f o r  n o  p o s s ib le  d ou b t .

A n  A m e r i c a n  g i r l  o n  the  S treet  
o f  H e a v e n ly  L i g h t !  A n  A m e r ic a n  
g i r l  a n y w h e re  in K iru c h u ,  w a n d e r 
in g  a rou n d  a lon e  at n ig h t !  T h e  
idea  w a s  a lm ost  fan tast ic .

A  s o u n d  at h is  f e e t  b r o u g h t  T a n 
den  b a ck  to  h is  senses  w i t h  a snap. 
O n e  o f  th e  D y a k s  w a s  s t r u g g l in g  to  
g e t  up. T a n d e n  w h ir le d  q u ic k ly ,  
b u t  th e  m an  w a s  a lre a d y  o n  h is  fee t ,  
ru n n in g  m a d ly  d o w n  the street.

“ Q u i c k , ”  the g ir l  c r ie d ,  w i t h  a 
trace  o f  h y s te r ia  in  h er  v o i c e ,  “ Y o u  
m u st  ru n  also . Y o u  d o  n o t  u n d e r 
stand. Y o u — ”

T a n d e n  fa c e d  her, h is  th in  fa c e  
tense  and  gr im .

“ R u n n in g  is  s o m e t h in g  that w o n ’ t 
d o  m e m u c h  g o o d  n o w ,”  h e  said. 
“ I ’ ll  p u t  a l o t  o f  q u e s t io n s  in  on e ,  
to  m a k e  th in g s  b r ie f .  W h o  are y o u ,  
and w h a t  in  the  nam e o f  G o d  are 
y o u  d o in g  o n  th is  s t r e e t ? ”

T h e  g i r l  m o v e d  a w a y  f r o m  th e  
w a ll ,  t o o k  severa l s teps  t o w a r d  h im .

“ T h e y ’ ll be  b a ck  a n y  m in u t e ,”  she 
said  q u ie t ly .  “ Y o u  m ig h t  f ig h t  th re e  
— but y o u  ca n ’ t f igh t  a h u n d r e d .  S o  
p lease  leave  me. M y  ru n n in g  w o n ’t 
save m e n o w . N o t h in g  w i l l . ”

T h e  s u c k in g  o f  m u d  far  d o w n  the  
street  b r o k e  the  b la ck  s i len ce .  
V o i c e s ,  w i ld  and savage, ra n g  out, 
and  the n ig h t  w as  s u d d e n ly  f i l led  
w i t h  a h o r d e  o f  dark  fo rm s .

T a n d e n  re a ch e d  ou t ,  g ra b b e d  the 
g i r l ’s arm , and  started  up  the s tree t  
t o w a rd  the  P a g o d a  square. M a d ly  
he ra ced  a w a y  f r o m  the D y a k s  w h o  
w e r e  c o m in g  f r o m  the  o th e r  d i 
re c t ion .

C H A P T E R  I I  

A Desperate Game

W
H I T E S  s p a tte red  w ith  
m u d , fa c e  c o v e r e d  w i t h  
r iv u le ts  o f  p e rs p ira t io n ,  

T a n d e n  d a sh e d  a c ro s s  the  l it t le  
c o u r t  o f  L o y  S o n ’ s h o te l  at the  far 
en d  o f  the P a g o d a  square. H e  c la t 
te red  up  a s h o r t  f l igh t  o f  sta irs  and 
in to  a r o o m  that o v e r lo o k e d  the  
cou r t .

T h e  g ir l  w as  c lo s e  b e h in d  him , 
b r e a th in g  h e a v ily .  H e r  d ress  w as  
n o w  b la ck  w i t h  m u d , and her hair 
h u n g  o v e r  h er  s h o u ld e r s  in  a d is 
o rd e r e d  mass.

T a n d e n  c l o s e d  the  d o o r ,  l o c k e d  it, 
then  tu rn ed  re a l ly  to  l o o k  at the g ir l  
f o r  the  first t im e . W h e n  h e  had 
seen  that fa c e  in  the  S tree t  o f  
H e a v e n ly  L i g h t ,  s i lh o u e t te d  in  its  
g h o s t l y  w h i te n e s s  a ga in st  th e  w a ll  
o f  the  o l d  h o u se ,  the  th o u g h t  had 
o c c u r r e d  t o  h im  that th ere  w as  a
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There was a Bash of steel over his head

g ir l  f r o m  T a r  S o n k e n ’ s d ive , som e 
u n fo r tu n a te  c re a tu re  w h o  had w a n 
d e re d  in to  that street.

W h e n  he had  heard  the A m e r ica n  
v o i c e ,  he w a s  p re p a re d  f o r  a n y th in g  
— a n y t h in g  but  w h a t  he w a s  n o w  g a z 
in g  at, s tu p id ly  and  w ith  b e w i ld e r 
m ent. T h e  g ir l  was y o u n g ,  s t il l  in 
h er  ea r ly  tw en ties .  H e rs  w as a 
s tra n ge  beauty , a c o o ln e s s  that m ade 
o n e  th in k  o f  f low ers  and th in g s  fresh  
and  c lean , y e t  w as  at the  same t im e 
b a f f l in g  and  indefinable .

T h e  f a c e  w a s  thin, s h a rp ly  f e a 
tu red ,  w i t h  s o m e h o w  the t o u c h  o f  
th e  s p in s te r  a b o u t  it. T h e  w id e  set 
e y e s  w e r e  b lu e  a n d  v e r y  m u c h  a l i v e ;

the sk in , iv o r y  w h ite  and  p a le ;  the 
b o d y  slim , d e l i ca te  in  its  p e r f e c t  
grace .

She w a s  l o o k i n g  at h im  and  s m i l 
ing . A  v e r y  c h a r m in g  sm ile ,  ye t  
on e  that t o u c h e d  h er  l ip s  a lon e—  
n ot  her  eyes . T h e s e ,  in  con trast ,  
s eem ed  b a f f l in g  and  d ee p ,  l ik e  w in 
d o w s  l ig h t e d  b y  som e  far , unseen  
sou rce .  A  s tra n ge ,  b e w i ld e r in g  sm ile , 
all th e  m e r e  a t tra c t iv e  b e ca u se  o f  
the  i v o r y  ch e e k s  and  the  sh a rp ly  
fe a tu r e d  fa ce .

“ A m e r i c a n ? ”  she ask ed  q u ie t ly ,  as 
i f  n o t h in g  had  h a p p e n e d  to  ruffle 
h er  s o f t ,  p e r f e c t  c o m p o s u re .

T a n d e n  n o d d e d ,  l o o k e d  at her
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th r o u g h  e y e s  c o n tr a c te d  a l it t le .  H e  
w a lk e d  to  the w in d o w ,  l o o k e d  ou t  
o n  the  co u r t ,  then  sm iled  g r im l y  as 
he re tu rn ed  to  her  side.

“ T h e y  have f o l l o w e d  us h e re ,”  he 
a n n o u n ce d ,  “ and w e  w o n ’ t have m u ch  
t im e to  talk. P e r h a p s  I ca n  he lp  
y o u . ”

“ Y o u  c a n ’ t ,”  the g ir l  said  q u ie t ly ,  
p o s i t iv e ly .

T A N  D E N  s h r u g g e d  and said 
n o t h in g  fu r th e r .  H e  s tu d ie d  the 

fa c e  o f  the g ir l  c a r e f u l l y ,  s t il l  b e 
w i ld e r e d  at the  l o o k  he saw  in the 
b lu e  eyes.

“ It  w a s  k in d  o f  y o u , ”  she h a s ten ed  
to  say in h er  q u ie t ,  ca lm  v o i c e ,  “ to  
have  c o m e  to  m y  aid  in  that street. 
I should thank  y o u ,  bu t  rea l ly ,  it 
has p r o v e d  a b it  a n n o y in g . ”

“ I ’m  s o r r y , ”  T a n d e n  r e p l ie d  d r y 
ly .  “ B u t  y o u  see, it  is  the  cu s to m , 
w h e n — ”

“ I u n d ersta n d  a ll  th a t ,”  the  g ir l  
in te r ru p te d ,  “ but  I am g o i n g  to  ask 
y o u  n o t  to  in t e r fe r e  a n y  fu r th e r .  
T h e y  are w a it in g  f o r  m e  o u ts id e  
n o w , and in  a m o m e n t  I w i l l  g o  to  
them.

" I  p r e fe r  it that w a y . ”
I t  cam e to  T a n d e n  v e r y  s u d d e n ly ,  

w i t h  s o m e th in g  o f  a sh o ck ,  that the 
g i r l  m u st  be insane— that the  l o o k  in 
th o s e  d eep  b lu e  eyes ,  the  s tran ge  
sm ile  that p la y e d  o n  th e  l ips ,  the 
i v o r y  c o l o r  o f  the  fa c e — all w e r e  the 
r e su lts  o f  a d is o r d e r e d  m in d . Y e t  
w i t h  th is  t h o u g h t  ca m e  an o th er ,  
m o r e  c o m p e l l i n g  and m o r e  c o n 
v in c in g .

H e  f e l t  that th is  A m e r i c a n  g ir l  
w a s  g r im l y  and  h o p e le s s ly  p la y in g  
a d e sp era te  gam e, w a g i n g  a lo s in g  
f igh t ,  a ga in st  the lu r k in g ,  unseen  
p o w e r s  o f  K i r u c h u ;  and  that s o m e 
h o w  and  in  som e  w a y , she w a s  c o n 
n e c te d  w i t h  h is  d an ger .  A  fan ta st ic  
th o u g h t ,  he a d m itted ,  y e t  it  s tuck  
in  h is  m in d .

“ Y o u  k n o w  that g o i n g  ou t  there

m ea n s  y o u r  d ea th ,”  he p e rs is te d  
q u ie t ly .

T h e  g ir l  s h o o k  h er  h ea d  s lo w ly .
“ T h e y  d o  n o t  w a n t  to  k i l l  m e ,”  

she a n sw ered .  “ T h e y  w a n t  t o  take 
m e  w h e r e  I w a n t  to  go .  O h , I  k n o w  
it all s o u n d s  s i l ly — cra zy .  B u t  i t ’ s 
hard  to  e x p la in ,  b eca u se  th e re  is  so 
l it t le  o f  it  I  ca n  t e l l . ”

“ Y o u  are  an A m e r i c a n  and  so  am 
I , ”  T a n d e n  re p l ie d .  “ I  w a n t  to  h e lp  
y o u  i f  I ca n .”

T h e  g ir l  s m i le d — a ga in  w i t h  her 
l ip s  o n ly .

“ Y o u  can  h e lp , ”  she  said, “ b y  le a v 
in g  th is  r o o m  at o n ce .  Y o u  ca n  g o  
ou t  that rear d o o r  and  t h e y  w o n ’ t 
b o th e r  y o u — ”

“ A n d  leave  y o u  a lo n e  w i t h  these  
m u r d e r o u s  D y a k s ! ”  T a n d e n  s h o o k  
h is  head . “ T h a t ’ s a s k in g  t o o  m u c h . ”

“ A s k i n g  a s tra n g e r  n o t  t o  in te r 
f e r e  w i t h  y o u r  p r iv a te  a ffa irs  is 
h a r d ly  a s k in g  t o o  m u c h , ”  ca m e  back  
c o ld ly ,  s h a r p ly  at h im . “ A n d  that is 
all I  a sk .”

T a n d e n  f lushed  a n g r i ly ,  b i t  h is  
l ip s  to  h o ld  b a c k  the  f e e l i n g s  that 
s u d d e n ly  s u rg e d  o v e r  h im . I n  the  
c o u r t  he c o u l d  hear the  m uffled  v o i c e  
o f  s o m e o n e  t a lk in g  lo w ,  th en  o n  the  
s te p s  o u ts id e  cam e the  s o f t  s ou n d  
o f  a f o o t fa l l .

w o n ’ t have to  g o  out 
th e re ,”  he said  c u r t ly  to  the 

g ir l .  “ T h e y ’ ll c o m e  in  a f t e r  y o u ,  in 
a m o m e n t  o r  so. W h e n  t h e y  do, it 
w o n ’ t be t o  take y o u  a n y  p la c e . ”

“ I f  I  te l l  y o u  w h y  I ca m e  to  
K i r u c h u  and  w h e r e  I w a n t  to  g o , ”  
she q u e s t io n e d  ca lm ly ,  “ w i l l  y o u  
p r o m is e  to  leave  th is  r o o m — b e fo r e  
it is  t o o  l a t e ? ”

“ I t  w o u l d  be  in t e r e s t in g ,”  T a n d e n  
a cq u ie s ce d .

T h e  g ir l  l o o k e d  d i r e c t ly  at h im  
and  in  that  q u ie t ,  u n w a v e r in g  l o o k  
T a n d e n  sen sed  a w i l l  that w a s  
s t r o n g  and  s tu b b o rn — a w i l l  equal 
t o  h is.
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“ I ca m e  to  K i r u c h u , ”  she began , 
“ w i t h  o n ly  o n e  p u r p o s e !  T o n i g h t  I  
w e n t  to  th e  fa m o u s  d iv e  o f  th e  o ld  
M o h a m m e d a n ,  T a r  S on k en , and  ask ed  
h im  to  d o  w h a t  he c o u l d  f o r  me. I 
a sk ed  h im  to  ge t  m e  som e  k in d  o f  
w o r k  in  the  p a lace  o f  E l  K a r im — ” 

“ T h e  p a lace  o f  E l  K a r im ,”  T a n -  
d en  rep ea ted ,  in  a h oarse  w h isp e r .  
H e  s tared  b la n k ly  at the  g ir l .

“ r T I H A T  is w h e r e  I am  g o i n g , ”  
-L she said  d e te r m in e d ly .  “ T a r  

S o n k e n  w o u l d n ’ t send  m e, b u t  the  
m in u te  I s te p p e d  o u t  o f  h is  p la ce ,  I  
w a s  f o l l o w e d .  A t  first I w a s  f r i g h t 
en ed  and  th e n  I  rea l ized  that it 
w a s  E l  K a r im ’ s m en  f o l l o w i n g  m e.

“ In  the  S tre e t  o f  H e a v e n ly  L i g h t  
I  s to p p e d .  A l l  w o u l d  have  b een  
w e l l  i f  y o u  h ad  n o t  in t e r f e r e d . ”  

T a n d e n  l o o k e d  at her, a th in , 
h u m o r le s s  sm ile  o n  h is  l ip s .

“ T h e  p a la ce  o f  E l  K a r im ,”  he 
m u sed . “ F u n n y ,  that  is  w h a t  I cam e 
to  K i r u c h u  fo r .  B u t  w h e n  I go ,  I 
m u st  be  p re p a re d .  B e c a u s e  it w i l l  
be  h is  l i f e  o r  m in e . ”

T h e  g i r l ’s e y e s  o p e n e d  w id e .
“ Y o u ,  g o i n g  to  the p a l a c e ? ”  she 

ga sped .
“ Y e s ,  I  am g o i n g , ”  he said  s lo w ly ,  

f irm ly ,  “ b u t  y o u  are n o t .”
T h e  g ir l  w a s  o n  h er  fee t ,  h er  fa ce  

f lushed  w i t h  anger.
“ W h a t  d o  y o u  m e a n ? ”  she cr ied .
“ I  m ean  that  y o u  are n o t  g o i n g , ”  

T a n d e n  re p l ie d  q u ie t ly .  “ I d o n ’ t 
k n o w  w h a t  f o o l i s h — o r  ro m a n t ic—  
id e a  y o u  have  in  t r y in g  su ch  a 
th in g .  B u t  i f  y o u  w e n t  u p  there  
a lon e ,  y o u  w o u l d n ’ t w a n t  to  s tay  tw o  
h ou rs .  A n d  w h e n  y o u  w a n te d  to  
leave , t h e y  w o u ld  d r u g  y o u ,  a l itt le  
each  day, u n t il  y o u  d id n ’t k n o w  
w h a t  y o u  w e r e  d o in g .  Y o u ’d  w in d  
u p  b y  e i th e r  k i l l i n g  y o u r s e l f  o r  g o 
in g  c r a z y . ”

T h e  g i r l  la u g h e d  c o ld ly .
“ S o u n d s  v e r y  d ra m a t ic— and e x c i t 

i n g , ”  she said. " R e a l l y ,  y o u  m ust

th in k  I ’m  a f o o l ,  a m e r e  c h i ld ,  to  
ta lk  to  m e  l ik e  th a t .”

T a n d e n  s t r u g g le d  to  h o ld  b a c k  th e  
im p u ls iv e  a n g e r  that  w a s  fas t  g e t 
t i n g  p o s s e s s io n  o f  h im . I t  s t ru c k  
h im  that the  g i r l  s h o u ld  be ta ken  
o v e r  the  k n ee  and  g iv e n  a g o o d  
sp a n k in g .  She w a s  o b v io u s ly  a 
f o o l i s h  y o u n g  w o m a n ,  l e t t in g  h er  
s tu b b o rn n e s s  c a r r y  h er  o n  to  a 
s o r d id  d oo m .

B u t  m ix e d  w i t h  h is  a n g e r  w a s  th e  
th o u g h t  that all th is  s tra n ge  b lu f f  
and  f r o n t  on  the  part  o f  th e  g i r l  
w a s  n o t  b o rn  o f  s tu b b o r n n e s s ;  th a t  
th ose  eyes , b lu e  and  s i len t  and  
baffl ing , s eem ed  t o  h o ld  som e m e s 
sage  t h e y  w a n te d  to  te ll ,  y e t  
c o u l d n ’ t. W i t h  an e f fo r t  he c o n 
t r o l l e d  h is  r is in g  tem p er .

“ Y o u  are g o i n g  ou t  that rear d o o r  
w i t h  m e  n o w , ”  h e  said  in c is iv e ly .  
“ I f  w e  m a k e  o u r  e sca pe  and  l iv e  
u n til  t o m o r r o w ,  y o u  are b o a r d in g  a 
sh ip  and  r e t u r n in g  to  the States. 
Y o u ’ re not g o i n g  t o  th e  p a lace  o f  
E l  K a r im — n o t  w h i le  I  am h ere  and 
a l iv e . ”

T h e  g i r l  ga v e  a q u ick ,  sharp  
la u g h  and  tu rn ed . She m o v e d  w i t h  
a sp e e d  that w a s  a lm o s t  fa s te r  than  
th e  eye . B e f o r e  T a n d e n  c o u l d
ju m p  in to  m o t io n ,  she w as  at th e  
d o o r  o f  the  r o o m  and  ou t  in t o  th e  
n ig h t .  W i t h  a cu rse  he d ash ed  a fte r  
her.

OU T S I D E  that d o o r ,  o n  the  l it t le  
b a l c o n y  that  ro se  a f e w  fe e t  

a b ove  the  co u r t ,  he ll  b r o k e  a ro u n d  
T a n d e n !  H e l l  in the f o r m  o f  b la ck ,  
s n a r l in g  b o d ie s  and k r is  k n iv e s  that 
w h is t le d  th r o u g h  th e  air. H e  h eard  
the m uffled  scream  o f  the g ir l ,  f r o m  
so m e w h e re  in  the court .  T w o  b o d ie s  
crash ed  a ga in st  h im , th re w  h im  b a c k  
aga in st  the w a ll  o f  the h o te l .  K n iv e s  
g lea m ed  d u l ly  in the  n ig h t ,  o v e r  
his head , c u t t in g  the a ir in sharp  
slashes.

T w i c e  h is  g u n  roared . A  b la ck
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b o d y  c r u m p le d  to  the b a lc o n y  at h is  
fe e t .  A g a in  and aga in  h is  gun  
b e lc h e d  fire, s tra ig h t  in to  the s u r g 
i n g  m ass o f  D y a k s  c l o s in g  in o n  him .

T h e n  h is  g u n  c l i c k e d  on  an e m p ty  
barrel ,  and he let it  d r o p  to  the 
floor .  H e  d u c k e d  w i t h  l ig h t n in g  
speed ,  then  cam e u p  w ith  the  sam e 
ra p id ity .  H is  s h o u ld e rs  h it  th e  b la ck  
le g s  and  arm s c l o s i n g  a ro u n d  th em  
in  a v is e - l ik e  g r ip ,  and as his  b o d y  
tw is te d  u p w a rd , he b r o u g h t  the 
s t r u g g l in g ,  s c r e a m in g  D y a k  w ith  h im .

T a n d e n  s te p p e d  b a c k w a r d  a lo n g  
the  r ig h t  o f  the w a ll ,  w h i r l in g  on  
h is  toes ,  u s in g  th e  b i g  b o d y  o f  the  
h a l f  n aked  D y a k  as a hum an 
b lu d g e o n .  T h e  b o d y  c r a s h e d  in to  
the  b la ck  f o r m s  c l o s i n g  in  on  him .

T h e  n ig h t  w a s  f i l led  w i t h  cu rse s  
and h o w ls  o f  pain . A s  i f  b y  p r e 
a rra n g ed  s igna l,  the  D y a k s  m o v e d  
a w a y  f r o m  the  s w in g in g  b lu d g e o n  
and  d is a p p e a re d  d o w n w a r d  in to  the 
co u r t .

T h e  h u m an  c lu b  f e l l  f r o m  T a n -  
d e n ’s arm s w i th  a d u l l  g roan , and 
la y  inert  on  th e  b a lc o n y .  W i t h  a 
w i ld  leap  T a n d e n  w a s  o v e r  the 
b o d ie s  l y in g  in  f r o n t  o f  h im , d o w n  
the  steps  and a cro s s  the cou r t .

B u t  in  the c o u r t  a ll  w a s  s i len t ,  
save f o r  the  g ro a n s  o f  the  w o u n d e d  
D y a k s  a bove , o n  the  b a lc o n y .

T a n d e n  d ashed  ou t  in to  the  street ,  
bu t  the  same st il l ,  m is t y  d a rk n ess  
g r e e te d  h im . N o w h e r e  d id  a f o r m  
m o v e .  T h e r e  w a s  o n ly  s i le n ce  and  
the  g ra y  n ig h t ,  that had  s u d d e n ly  
and  c o m p le t e ly  s w a l lo w e d  u p  the  
A m e r i c a n  g i r l  w h o s e  b lu e  e y e s  had 
so  s t r a n g e ly  l o o k e d  at him .

C H A P T E R  I I I  

Dolores
A N D E N  d a r te d  b a ck  in  the 
s h a d o w s  o f  the  b u i ld in g s  
a lo n g  th e  street. O u t  o f  the 

m is t y  g r a y  that c o v e r e d  e v e r y th in g  
w i th  th e  s w e l t e r in g  b la n k e t  o f  heat

ca m e  the  sihk, th e  n a t ive  p o l i c e ,  
r u s h in g  to w a rd  the  h o te l  c o u r t  
w h e r e  the s h o o t in g  and  f ig h t in g  had  
ta ken  p lace .

T a n d e n  w a t c h e d  q u ie t ly ,  k n o w in g  
he had  l it t le  t o  f e a r  f r o m  them . 
T h e y  w o u l d  f ind  the  b o d ie s  o f  the  
d ea d  D y a k s  o n  the b a l c o n y ,  and ca rt  
th e m  a w a y . T h a t  w o u l d  b e  th e  en d  
o f  it all, as fa r  as th e  sihk w e r e  
c o n c e r n e d .

DE A T H  and  m u r d e r  w e r e  t o o  c o m 
m o n  o n  the  m u d d y  s t i f l in g  s tree ts  

o f  K i r u c h u  to  c o n c e r n  th e m  g r e a t ly .  
T h e  c u s t o m a r y  r e p o r t  w o u l d  be 
m a d e  to  the  D u t c h  a u t h o r it ie s  and  
the  D u tc h ,  r e a d in g  that severa l  
D y a k  k i l le r s  h ad  b e e n  f o u n d  d ead , 
w o u ld  file the  r e p o r t  and  p r o m p t l y  
f o r g e t  a b ou t  the  m atter .

B u t  as h e  s t o o d  in  th e  sh a d o w s ,  
T a n d e n  re a l iz e d  g r im l y  that  n o w  
th ere  w e r e  p le n t y  o f  o th e r  t h in g s  to  
w o r r y  about. F i r s t  a n d  f o r e m o s t  
w a s  the  fa c t  that, b y  n o w ,  E l  K a r im  
u n d o u b t e d ly  k n e w  o f  h is  p r e s e n c e  in  
K ir u c h u .  It  w o u l d  be  o n l y  a s h o r t  
t im e  b e fo r e  the  l u r k in g  p o w e r  o f  E l  
K a r im  w o u l d  re a ch  o u t  t h r o u g h  the 
d a rk n e ss  and  m o w  h im  d o w n .

T h e  t o t a l l y  u n e x p e c t e d  e n tra n ce  
o f  th e  g ir l  u p o n  the  s ce n e  w a s  the  
s e c o n d  s o u r c e  o f  w o r r y .  I f  E l  
K a r im  w e r e  ta k in g  h er  to  the  pa lace ,  
h er  p r e s e n c e  th e re  w o u l d  be o f  l i t t le  
a id  to  T a n d e n ,  s h o u ld  he be c o m 
p e l le d  to  p la y  the  d e sp e ra te  gam e o f  
s ta lk in g  the  S u ltan  in  h is  o w n  
quarters .

T a n d e n ’ s first  im p u ls e  had  b e e n  to  
dash  in t o  the  g r a y  n ig h t ,  s e a r ch in g  
a n y w h e re ,  e v e r y w h e r e ,  f o r  E l  K a r 
im ’s D y a k s  and  th e  g ir l .  B u t  c o m 
m on  sense  s h o w e d  h im  th e  u t te r  
fu t i l i t y  o f  t r y i n g  to  find th e m  in  the 
dark  m u d d y  s tree ts  o f  K i r u c h u ,  and  
r e lu c ta n t ly  h e  a b a n d o n e d  th e  idea.

T h e  s tra n ge  a c t io n s  o f  th e  g ir l  
m y s t i f ie d  h im . O n e  par t  o f  h is  b ra in  
s t i l l  saw  h er  as a f o o l i s h ,  s tu b b o rn
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g ir l  l o o k i n g  f o r  a d v e n t u r e ;  y e t  in 
a n o th e r  s e c t io n  o f  h is  m in d ,  he re- 
v is u a l iz e d  the  s tra n ge  b lu e  eyes ,  the  
h id d e n  se cre t  in  th em , and  th e  d e s 
pera te , h o p e le s s  l o o k  o n  th e  w h ite  
face .

T h e n  s u d d e n ly  h is  b o d y  s t i f fe n e d ,  
as i f  som e  p o w e r f u l ,  o v e r w h e lm in g  
t h o u g h t  had c o m e  to  h im . A  gasp  
o f  a s to n ish m e n t  e s ca p e d  h is  l ips .

T h e  n at ive  p o l i c e  had  l e f t  the 
stree t  and  T a n d e n  w a lk e d  o u t  o f  the 
darkn ess .  H e  tu rn ed  to  the  r ig h t  
and  p r o g r e s s e d  q u ic k ly ,  b o d y  a lert  
and  e v e r y  n e rv e  taut.

TE N  m in u te s  later  he s t o p p e d  in 
f r o n t  o f  the  t w o  s t o r y  f r a m e  b u i l d 

in g ,  w i t h  its  la t t i c e d  p o r c h  and  
q u e e r ly  s h a p e d  r o o f ,  that  h o u s e d  the 
n o t o r i o u s  d iv e  o f  T a r  S o n k e n .  In  a 
la n d  w h e r e  d iv e s  a b o u n d e d  in  e v e ry  
f o r m — w h e r e  th e  l o w e s t  s cu m  and  
r i f f - r a f f  o f  the  earth  fo r e g a t h e r e d  to 
ta lk  and  p la n  and  e x e c u t e  e v e r y  
k n o w n  c r im e  o n  th e  c a le n d a r — T a r  
S o n k e n ’ s p la ce  had  th e  re p u ta t io n  o f  
b e i n g  th e  l o w e s t  o f  th em  all, f r o m  
B o r n e o  to  W e n c h a u .

F o r  a m o m e n t  T a n d e n  s to o d  o u t 
s id e  o n  th e  s treet ,  g a z in g  at the  
b u i ld in g .  L i g h t s  ca m e  f r o m  th e  
o p e n  w in d o w s ,  and th e  w h in in g  
t h r u m p in g  o f  a n a t ive  o r c h e s t ra  
b r o k e  r u d e ly  o n  the s t i l ln e s s  o u t 
s id e . T h e n  he w a lk e d  up  the steps, 
a c r o s s  th e  p o r c h ,  and k i c k e d  o p e n  
th e  d o o r .

T h e  sw ee t ,  s i c k e n in g  s m e l l  o f  
o p iu m  g r e e te d  h im  as he s ta lk ed  in 
s ide . M i n g l e d  in e s c a p a b ly  w i t h  it, a 
par t  o f  th e  v e r y  a tm o s p h e re  he 
b re a th e d ,  w a s  the o d o r  o f  ran cid  
ghee and  stale  t o b a c c o ,  and the m a n y  
o t h e r  s m e lls  p e c u l ia r  to  the fa r  East.

A  haze  o f  s m o k e  rose  s l o w l y  to  
th e  c e i l in g  o f  tljp la rge  room . 
T h r o u g h  th e  f o g g in e s s ,  T a n d e n  re 
g a r d e d  the m o t l e y  g a t h e r in g  o f  
h u m a n it y  that sat a ro u n d  the  tables. 

M a la y s ,  b r o w n  o f  b o d y ,  n a k ed  to

th e  w a is ts ,  w i t h  th e i r  m u l t i - c o l o r e d  
sarongs s ta n d in g  o u t  v i v i d l y  against  
th e ir  b r o w n  sk ins , w e r e  th ere . 
D y a k s ,  ta ll  and  p o w e r f u l ,  w i th  sn ar l 
in g ,  m u r d e r o u s  fa ce s ,  squ a tted  o n  
the  ta b les  l ik e  b la c k  b u d d h a s ,  s m o k 
in g  o p iu m  p ip es .

T h e r e  w e r e  the  l i th e  S in g h a lese ,  
m o v i n g  l ik e  s n e a k in g  an im a ls  f r o m  
table  t o  ta b le ;  C h in ese ,  th e ir  fa c e s  
e x p re s s io n le s s ,  s m o k in g  th e  e v e r 
p re s e n t  o p iu m  p i p e s ;  J ap an ese  and 
L a s c a r s ;  r e n e g a d e  w h ite s ,  m o s t  o f  
th em  E u rasian s .

H u m a n it y  in  e v e r y  rac ia l  f o r m —  
w it h  a ll  that w a s  v i le  and  ev i l  in  it.

T a n d e n  w a lk e d  a c ro s s  th e  f loor ,  
past the  tables , h is  e y e s  d a r t in g  
k e e n ly  to  r ig h t  and  le f t .  H e  k n e w  
that  o f  a ll  p la c e s  in K ir u c h u ,  death  
w o u l d  s tr ik e  q u ic k e r  in T a r  S o n k e n ’ s 
d iv e  than  a n y w h e r e  else. It  w as  
here  that E l  K a r im  saw  and w a tch e d ,  
t h r o u g h  the e y e s  o f  h is  n u m e ro u s  
h e n c h m e n  a n d  k il le rs .

A t  the  rear, T a n d e n  sat d o w n  and 
o r d e r e d  a stengah. A t  a table  n ot  
fa r  f r o m  him , a M a la y  g o t  up and 
d is a p p e a r e d  in t o  th e  c r o w d .  A n 
o t h e r  s ig n a le d  to  s o m e o n e  in the  
f r o n t  o f  th e  r o o m  and  f o l l o w e d  a ft e r  
th e  first. T h e r e  w as a s u d d e n  m o v e 
m ent b e h in d  h im , a s h r i l l  laugh , and 
a w o m a n  s a id :  “Ze A m e r i c a n o !  Y o u  
w e e l  b u y  D o l o r e s  a d r in k ,  n'est- 
ce-pas?”

TA N D E N  tu rn e d  s lo w ly ,  g r in n e d  
m a l i c i o u s l y  as he l o o k e d  at the  

w o m a n  b e h in d  h im . H e r  t y p e  w a s  
to  be seen  in  e v e r y  d iv e  f r o m  
B o r n e o  t o  S h an gha i .  D a r k  and  
sw a r th y ,  w i t h  the  s la n t in g  e y e s  o f  
the  O r ie n ta l ,  h er  fa c e  w a s  that o f  
som e h a l f  caste  w h i t e  b reed .  H a ir  
l o n g  and b la ck  and  s tra ig h t ,  p a r ted  
in  the  m id d le  and c o m b e d  b a ck  o v e r  
th e  e a rs ;  tee th  i v o r y  w h i te  and  p e r 
f e c t ;  b la ck  e y e s  that ' f l a s h e d  w i t h  
v o l c a n o e s  o f  hate  and  p ass ion .

A  h u m a n  d y n a m o  o f  m i x e d  em o 
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t i o n s — s o m e t im e s  g o o d  but u su a lly  
e v i l— these  are the w o r s t  o f  a ll  
w om en .

In them  is the s l in k in g ,  subtle  
m in d  o f  the or ien ta l ,  c o m b in e d  w ith  
the  evil  there  is in the trace  o f  d e 
gen era te  w h ite  b lo o d .

She s l id  in to  a ch a ir  b e s id e  T a n -  
den, e a s i ly  and  g r a c e fu l ly ,  h er  dark  
e y e s  w a t c h in g  h im  c lo s e ly .

“ Z e  g o o d  Monsieur w i l l  b u y  m e a 
d r i n k ? ”  she inv ited .

TH E N  h er  b o d y  m o v e d  f o r w a r d  a 
l it t le ,  w i t h  the  a n g l in g  m o v e 

m en t  o f  a snake. T a n d e n  s t i f fen ed .  
H is  hand  sh o t  u n d e r  th e  table, 
c l o s e d  a ro u n d  the  w r is t  o f  the 
w o m a n  w i t h  a tw is t  that  sen t  her 
b o d y  o v e r  th e  tab le  w i t h  a m uffled  
groan . A  k n i f e  f e l l  to  th e  f loo r  and 
ra tt led  o m in o u s ly .

‘ ‘E l  K a r im ,”  T a n d e n  said  d r y ly ,  
‘ ‘has  m a n y  s tra n g e  w a y s  t o  k il l  
p e o p le ,  bu t  th is  is no t  a n e w  on e  to 
m e . ”

T h e  b o d y  o f  D o lo r e s  s t i l l  lay  
a cro s s  the  table, h er  r ig h t  arm  
p u l le d  d o w n  s tra ig h t  b y  th e  g r ip  
T a n d e n  re ta in ed  o n  h er  w r is t .  H e r  
e y e s  d ar ted  f lashes o f  b la ck  hate at 
h im , and  he la u g h e d  c o l d ly .  G r a d u 
a l ly  he r e lea sed  h is  h o ld  o n  her 
w r is t  and  a l lo w e d  her t o  s it  up.

T h e r e  w a s  a lu l l  in  the  babb le  o f  
v o i c e s  a ro u n d  them . T w o  D y a k s  
had  g o t t e n  t o  th e ir  fe e t  and w e re  
l o o k i n g  at h im  s u s p ic io u s ly .  T h e r e  
w a s  a sharp  o rd e r  in  M a la y  b eh in d  
him .

“ W h e r e  is T a r  S o n k e n ? ”  T a n d e n  
said  q u i c k l y  to  D o lo r e s .  ‘ ‘T a lk  
fast, o r  a b u l le t  w i l l  g o  th ro u g h  
y o u r  sw ee t  b o d y . ”

D o l o r e s  sat up, h er  e y e s  fil led  w ith  
th e  te r r o r  o f  an an im al that s tr ik es  
in  the  dark , fa i ls ,  and is c o r n e re d .  
H e r  w o r d s  ca m e  v i c i o u s ly ,  a lm os t  
c o n g e s t e d  w i t h  rage.

“ Y o u  are z c  f o o l , ”  she snarled . 
“ V e r y  soon , y o u  w i l l  be  d e a d .”

T a n d e n  w as  on  h is  fe e t  in  a th r ice ,  
h is  hand ja m m e d  in  h is  p o c k e t  as 
t h o u g h  g r a s p in g  a gun . T h e  lu ll ,  
o m in o u s  and  d e a d ly ,  c o n t in u e d  in 
the  r o o m . A  s u r g in g  m a ss  o f  
h u m a n ity  w as  s i l e n t ly  m o v i n g  t o 
w a rd  the table . T a n d e n  b a c k e d  to  
the w a ll ,  re m a in e d  th ere  g r im ly ,  as 
the  t e n s io n  w a s  s u d d e n ly  b r o k e n  b y  
the  c r ie s  o f  the s u r g in g  M a la y s  and 
D y a k s .

D o l o r e s  h ad  ju m p e d  to  h er  fee t .  
L o u d l y  she s c r e a m e d  that  she had 
b een  in s u lt e d  b y  the  w h i t e  m an , and 
h er  c r ie s  b r o u g h t  th e  b r o w n  fa c e d  
M a la y s  to  a p i t c h  o f  f r e n z ie d  a nger .

T a n d e n  s id le d  to  th e  r ig h t ,  m a k 
in g  f o r  a d o o r  that led  to  the  rear 
o f  th e  h ou se .  H e  m o v e d  s lo w ly ,  
s te a l th i ly ,  u n w i l l in g  t o  p r o v o k e  a 
ru s h in g  a ttack . A s  he p au sed  at the  
d o o r ,  a k r is  k n i f e  ca m e  h u r t l in g  
t h r o u g h  the air, s t r ik in g  the w o o d  
o v e r  h is  head . T h e  r o o m  b e ca m e  a 
v e r ita b le  b e d la m  o f  c r ie s  and  ru s h 
in g  b od ies .

A n d  th en  ou t  o f  the  d o o r  ca m e  a 
sh ort ,  fa t  m an, c lad  in a l o n g  w h ite  
robe .

“Peri Pehuimn," cam e s h r i l ly  f r o m  
the  m an. “ P i g s  o f  Satan, g e t  b a c k !  
D o  y o u  th in k  T a r  S o n k e n ’ s p la ce  is 
to  be  used  to  k i l l  a w h i t e  m a n ?  
B a c k ,  p ig s  o f  Satan, o r  I ’ ll  b la st  y o u  
t o  H a d e s .”

TH E  c r o w d  s to p p e d ,  g a s p e d  in 
fear , and  th en  f e l l  b ack . T a n 

den  d a r ted  t h r o u g h  the  d o o r  and 
ran d o w n  a n a r r o w  h a l lw a y . H e  
ca m e  to  a n o th e r  d o o r ,  o p e n e d  it, and 
d ashed  in to  a la r g e  r o o m . T h e  d o o r  
c l o s e d  b e h in d  h im  u p o n  the  e n te r 
in g  f o o t s t e p s  o f  a n o th e r  p erson .

“Mynheer T a n d e n , ”  a v o i c e  b e h in d  
h im  said, “ is l ik e  a ll  f o o l  w h i t e  m en  
•— w a lk in g  s tra ig h t  ahead  in t o  d e a th .”  

T a n d e n  tu rn e d  and  s m ile d  in to  the  
ro u n d ,  g r e a s y  fa c e  o f  T a r  S o n k e n .  
T h e  sm all  e y e s  o f  th e  M o h a m m e d a n  
lo o k e d  at h im  f r o m  b e h in d  la y e r s  o f
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fa t ,  w i t h  s o m e t h in g  l ik e  a t w in k le  o f  
h u m o r  in  them .

T a r  S o n k e n  wa6 n e ith e r  a n ob le  
n o r  a la w -a b id in g  c i t izen .  Y e t  w ith  
a ll  h is  c r im e s  and  h is  rep u ta t ion ,  
T a n d e n  h ad  a lw a y s  f e l t  a ce r ta in  a d 
m ir a t io n ,  a c e r ta in  f r ie n d l in e s s  fo r  
th e  o l d  M o h a m m e d a n .  C u n n in g ,  T a r  
S o n k e n  w as, p la y i n g  his  s t ru g g le  
w i t h  l i f e  c a r e f u l l y  and a stu te ly ,  ta k 
i n g  n o  m o r e  ch a n c e s  than  w e r e  
n ecessa ry .

BU T  he p o ss e s se d  on e  a ttr ibu te  
that w a s  rem ark a b le  in  a s o u l  so 

s t e e p e d  in  m u r d e r  and  lust. T h a t  
a t t r ib u te  w a s  h is  w o r d .

I n v io la te ,  h e  k e p t  it, g i v i n g  it  s e l 
d o m , b u t  w h e n  he d id ,  it  w a s  as 
g o o d  as a b o n d  o f  g o ld .  A n d  T a n 
d e n  k n e w  that  the  m in u te  T a r  
S o n k e n  had  r e f u s e d  to  sen d  the 
A m e r i c a n  g i r l  up  to  E l  K a r im  as a 
d a n ce r ,  so m e  cau se  la y  b e h in d  it that 
w o u l d  m a k e  th e  o l d  M o h a m m e d a n  a 
v a lu a b le  a lly .

“ I ca m e  to  see y o u , ”  T a n d e n  said 
t o  h im , “ and  the  r e c e p t io n  w a s  n o t  
v e r y  p le a sa n t .”

T a r  S o n k e n  sm ile d  t h in ly ,  w i t h o u t  
h u m or .

“ Y o u  are a f o o l ,  m y  f r i e n d , ”  he 
sa id , “ to  w a lk  in t o  m y  p lace . Y o u  
are a f o o l  to  re turn  to  K i r u c h u — ”  

“ W e ’ ll adm it  th a t ,”  T a n d e n  cu t  in 
q u i c k ly ,  “ bu t  I r i s k e d  m y  l i f e  to  ge t  
in t o  y o u r  p la ce .  I w a n t  to  find out, 
f r o m  y o u ,  w h y  that A m e r i c a n  g ir l  is 
so  a n x io u s  t o  ge t  to  the  p a lace  o f  
E l  K a r im .”

“ A h , ”  T a r  S o n k e n  said  s o f t l y ,  
“ y o u  are s p e a k in g  o f  the  on e  w i t h  
e y e s  o f  the  h eav en s  and  hair  o f  g o ld .  
C h a r m i n g — e x q u is ite .  A  je w e l  o f  
rare  b e a u t y .”

“ A l l  r ig h t— all r i g h t , ”  T a n d e n  
b r o k e  in  d r y ly .  “ W e  k n o w  all that. 
Y o u  h a v e n ’ t a n s w e r e d  m y  q u e s t io n . ”  

“ A l l a h  be p r a is e d ,”  T a r  S o n k e n  
ra ised  h is  h an d s  u p w a r d  in a w e a ry  
sh ru g .  “ I am  but a h u m b le  o ld  m an

w h o  w is h e s  to  h e lp  h is  f r i e n d s ,  but 
y o u  ask a q u e s t io n  that o n l y  a w is e  
m an  ca n  a n s w e r .”

“ Y o u ’ re the  w is e  m an, T a r  S o n 
k e n ,”  T a n d e n  la u g h e d  s h o r t ly .  
“ A n s w e r  that q u e s t io n  a n y  w a y  y o u  
w ish ,  and  I ’ ll u n d e r s ta n d .”

“ M y  a d v ic e  to  y o u ,  m y  f r i e n d , ’ * 
T a r  S o n k e n  sa id  s lo w ly ,  “ is  t o  f o r 
g e t  y o u r  f o o l i s h  idea  o f  r ev en g e .  
Y o u  are y o u n g ,  and  y o u t h  m u st  f o r 
g e t  som e th in g s .  T h e  l i t t le  w e a lth  
y o u  have  lo s t  is n o t h in g  c o m p a r e d  
w i t h  l i f e  and  the  p u rs u it  o f  real 
h a p p in e s s . ”

“ T h a n k s  f o r  y o u r  a d v i c e , ”  T a n d e n  
r e p l ie d ,  “ but  I am here. W h e n  I 
leave , E l  K a r im  and  h is  w h ite  a d 
v i s o r s  w i l l  have  pa id  f o r  the  m u rd e r  
o f  m y  f r i e n d — o r  I shall  be  dead. 
T h i s  q u e s t io n  is the  o n ly  fa v o r  I 
have  ask ed  y o u — and  I am q u ite  sure  
y o u  a lso  w i l l  n o t  m o u rn  the d o w n 
fa l l  o f  E l  K a r im .”

T a r  S o n k e n  s m ile d  c r a f t i ly ,  w ith  
a c u n n in g  that sp re a d  o v e r  h is  great  
fa ce .

“ I k n o w  n o  m o r e  than y o u ,  
M y n h e e rhe re p l ie d .  “ Y e t  A l la h  
ga v e  m e  e y e s  and  w i t h  th ose  e y e s  I  
h av e  l o o k e d ;  and A l l a h  gave  m e  a 
b ra in  and  a m e m o r y ,  and  w i t h  that 
m e m o r y  I h ave  g o n e  b a c k  o v e r  the 
years . A n d  I  have seen  that fa c e  
a g a in — the pale  ch e e k s ,  th e  sharp 
fe a tu re s  and the s tra n ge  b lu e  eyes .

“ " D E C A U S E  I have u sed  m y  m em - 
'  o ry ,  I k n o w  w h y  E l  K a r im  

w ish e s  to  g e t  the  g ir l  in h is  c lu tch e s .  
I f  y o u  w o u ld  d o  the same, y o u  a lso  
w o u l d  k n o w .”

T a n d e n  s tared  at T a r  S on k en , not  
a m u s c le  o f  h is  fa c e  m o v in g .  H is  
e y e s  w e r e  p a r t ly  c l o s e d  a n d  th e  
han ds  at h is  s id e s  c l e n c h e d  c o n 
v u ls iv e ly .  T h e n  he sm iled ,  a c o ld ,  
d e a d ly  sm ile .

“ T h e  same t h in g  cam e to  m e, a 
f e w  m in u te s  a g o  o n  th e  s tre e t .”  H is  
v o i c e  w a s  hard. “ B u t  I  had  t o  r isk
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c o m i n g  h e re  to  m a k e  sure. I had 
t o  k n o w  d e f in i t e ly . ”

“ I am v e r y  s o r r y  f o r  th e  g i r l , ”  T a r  
S o n k e n  said, “ but  th ere  is n o t h in g  I 
can  d o  to  save her. Y o u t h  is h e a d 
s t r o n g  and  f o o l i s h .  T h o s e  w h o  f o l 
l o w  its  im p u lse s  w a lk  q u i c k l y  to  a 
g r a v e .”

T a r  S o n k e n  g o t  up  s l o w l y  and  
w a lk e d  to  a red  c o v e r i n g  that h u n g  
o n  th e  w a ll .  H e  p u l le d  it b a ck  and 
d i s c l o s e d  a d o o r .

“ Y o u  are y o u n g ,  to o ,  m y  f r i e n d , ”  
th e  o l d  M o h a m m e d a n  said. “ A n d  I 
th in k  y o u ,  t o o ,  are  g o i n g  v e r y  q u i c k 
l y  to  y o u r  grave . B u t  d ep a rt  h e n ce  
f r o m  th is  d o o r ,  f o r  I d o  n o t  w ish  
y o u  to  leave  th is  w o r ld  in  m y  h o m e .”

T a n d e n  w a lk e d  to  th e  d oo r ,  
s t o p p e d  and  p a tte d  T a r  S o n k e n  on  
th e  s h o u ld e r ,  th en  lau gh ed .

“ T h a n k s  f o r  all y o u ’ve  t o ld  m e. 
I ’ l l  t r y  to  r e p a y  y o u r  k in d n e s s — by 
n o t  g e t t in g  k i l le d  in y o u r  p la c e . ”

C H A P T E R  I V  

The Rule Sinister

LA T E  in  the  a f t e r n o o n  T a n 
d en , o n  h o rs e b a c k ,  tu rn e d  a 

^  sharp  c u r v e  in  th e  n a r r o w  
m o u n ta in  tra i l  and ca m e  in fu l l  v ie w  

o f  the  p a la ce  o f  E l  K a r im . It  w a s  a 
c lu s te r  o f  w h i te  b u i ld in g s ,  w i t h  flags 
f ly in g  f r o m  the tu rre ts  and  so ld ie r s  
s ta n d in g  g u a rd  at the  gates.

I t  w a s  a p lea sa n t  p la c e — at least 
f o r  B o r n e o — w ith  its  g a rd en s ,  its 
a r t i f ic ia l  lakes , and th e  re s p le n d e n t  
lu x u r y  m ade  p o ss ib le  b y  the  D u t c h  
g o v e rn m e n t .  T h e  c h ie f  in te res t  o f  
th ese  w o r t h ie s  w a s  to  k eep  the  c o n 
q u e r e d  S u ltan s  satis fied  and  th e y  a c 
c o m p l i s h e d  th e ir  p u r p o s e  b y  a l l o w 
i n g  th e  n at ive  ru le rs  c o m p l e t e ly  to  
e n j o y  th em se lv es .

In  the  vast t e r r i t o r y  s u r r o u n d in g  
h is  pa lace , the  S u lta n ’ s w o r d  w as 
law . B e c a u s e  he w a s  iso la te d ,  and 
b e ca u se  the  D u t c h  d id  n o t  w a n t  to

in t e r fe r e ,  he w a s  ab le  to  ru le ,  w h e n  
he so ch o s e ,  w i t h  a s in is te r  hand  o f  
m u r d e r  and  death . A n d  E l  K a r im  
c o u l d  d o  that in  a w a y  that w as  
m o s t  neat and  e f fe c t iv e .

I s o la te d  in  a l it t le  v a l le y ,  su r 
ro u n d e d  b y  s c r a w n y  p eak s  o f  a g rea t  
m o u n ta in  ran ge , th e  p a la ce  l o o k e d  
reg a l  and  s ta te ly — f r o m  a d is ta n ce ,  
l ik e  a m in ia tu re  f o r t .  T h e  g r e e n  o f  
the  m o u n ta in s  ran d o w n  in t o  the 
d e e p e r  g r e e n  o f  the  j u n g l e ;  the  
b u i ld in g s  o f  the  p a lace  g le a m e d  v e r y  
w h i te  in  th is  s e t t in g  o f  b r i l l ia n t  
v e g e ta t io n .

B u t  the  b e a u ty  o f  the  p la ce  d id  
n o t  d e c e iv e  T a n d e n .  H e  w as  c o m 
p le t e ly  a w are  o f  w h a t  lay  h id d e n  
w i t h in  th o s e  c h a r m in g  b u i ld in g s .  
T o o  w e l l  h e  k n e w  the  p o w e r  o f  E l  
K a r im  and  the m u r d e r o u s  c u n n in g  
o f  the  b r o w n - fa c e d  M a la y  ru ler.

D e e p  and  dark  u n d e r g r o u n d  p a s 
s a g e w a y s  h o n e y c o m b e d  the  earth  
b en ea th  the b u i ld in g s .  D e a th  in  a 
h u n d r e d  f o r m s  lu rk e d  in the l u x u r i 
o u s ly  fu r n is h e d  r o o m s :  death  b y
p o is o n s ,  b y  fe v e rs ,  b y  h idden^  traps, 
b y  k n iv e s  t h r o w n  f r o m  c o n c e a le d  
p a n e ls  in th e  w a lls .  D e a th  in  e v e r y  
f o r m  im a g in a b le — and it s t ru c k  w ith  
the  s p e e d  o f  a cob ra .

In  g o i n g  to  the  pa lace , T a n d e n  
w a s  a c t in g  o n  an im p u lse .  It  w as  
m ad , i l l o g ic a l ,  p erh ap s ,  i f  s tu d ie d  
w i t h  c a r e fu l  s c r u t in y ;  b u t  n e v e r t h e 
less, u n d e r  th e  c i r c u m s ta n c e s ,  it  r e 
m a in e d  the  o n ly  p o s s ib le  w a y  f o r  
h im  n o w .

HE  re a l iz e d  that h is  o n ly  ch a n ce  
lay  in  a b o ld ,  a g g r e s s iv e  f r o n t ;  in 

d ir e c t ,  s w i f t  a c t io n .  A n y  ca u t io u s  
ta c t ic s ,  a n y  a t te m p t  at e v a s io n  o r  
s e c r e c y ,  w o u l d  be  u tte r  f o l l y .  T h e  
p o w e r  b e h in d  E l  K a r im  w a s  fa r  t o o  
g rea t  to  a l l o w  h im  to  f ig h t  that w a y .

T h e  sun  w a s  f a l l i n g  b en ea th  the  
saw  t o o t h e d  m o u n ta in  ra n g e  to  th e  
w e s t  w h e n  he ro d e  up  t o  the  gate 
and  ju m p e d  o f f  h is  horse . A  f lam ing
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tree , w i t h  a h u g e  fa n -sh a p e d  top ,  
th r e w  a h u n d r e d  d i f f e r e n t  c o l o r s  
o v e r  th e  ga te  and  ga ve  the  p la ce  an 
a ir  o f  e x o t i c  b r i l l ia n c y .

A  ta ll , h e a v i ly  d e c o r a t e d  g u a rd  
t o o k  h is  h orse ,  and  an o f f icer  o f  the 
S u lt a n ’ s c o u r t  ca m e  t h r o u g h  th e  gate  
t o  g r e e t  the v is ito r .  T h e  sm all  b r o w n  
fa c e d  M a lay ,  w a lk i n g  l ik e  a m o n k e y  
s ta n d in g  u p r ig h t ,  le d  T a n d e n  d i 
r e c t ly  a c ro s s  th e  c o u r t .  H e  se e m e d  
t o  have b e e n  e x p e c t in g  h im , and  to  
h ave  r e c e iv e d  o r d e r s  w h e r e  to  take 
him .

TA N D E N  k n e w  th e y  w e r e  h ea d ed  
f o r  the  ca rd  roo m , w h e r e  the  

S u lta n  w o u l d  be p a s s in g  th e  t im e  
w i t h  h is  t w o  w h i t e  a d v ise rs .  A  g r im  
sm ile  ca m e  o v e r  h is  fa c e  as he 
t h o u g h t  o f  th ese  t w o  w h i te  m en . 
T h e r e  w a s  m o r e  t o  f e a r  f r o m  th em , 
in  som e  w a y s ,  than  th e re  w a s  f r o m  
E l  K a rim .

V a n  D u re n ,  r e s id e n t  at the  pa lace , 
w a s  a h e a v y ,  f la b b ily  fa t  m an, w i t h  
th e  sou l  o f  a snake. A  m id d le  a g e d  
m an  w h o  la u g h e d  a g rea t  deal, b u t  
w h o s e  la u g h  h id  m u r d e r  as w e l l  as 
h u m or .

H e  w as in the  p a y  o f  the D u tc h  
g o v e r n m e n t ,  but  that w as o n ly  a 
sm all  part o f  the m o n e y  he re c e iv e d  
f o r  h is  w o r k  f o r  E l  K arim .

H is  ru n n in g  m ate  at the pa lace  
w a s  M u lta o ,  a h a l f  caste  P o r tu g u e s e ,  
a m an ev il  f r o m  a n y  s tandard . T h i s  
m a n  w a s  the  p r o fe s s i o n a l  h e n ch m a n  
and  k i l le r  f o r  E l  K a rim .

T h e  th ree  m en  w e r e  to g e t h e r  
w h e n  T a n d e n  w a s  u sh ered  in to  the 
r o o m . T h e  Su ltan , a sh ort  d is h - fa c e d  
M a la y ,  w i t h  sm all  f la sh in g  eyes , 
th re w  the  ca rd s  o n  the  tab le  and 
ru s h e d  to  g re e t  h is  v i s i t o r  w i t h  a 
g rea t  s h o w  o f  a f fa b i l i ty .  H e  w as  in 
e v e n in g  d ress  and  lo o k e d  v e r y  m u ch  
l ik e  a m o n k e y  d ressed  to  o rder .

“ W e l c o m e ,  Mynheer T a n d e n .”  H is  
v o i c e  w a s  th in  and b o y is h ,  o d d ly  
d isa g reea b le .  " I t  is g o o d  to  see y o u

again . I t  has  b een  a l o n g  t im e s in ce  
y o u  have  v i s i t e d  us .”

V a n  D u r e n  la u g h e d  h e a v i ly  and 
p r o f e r r e d  a h u g e  h and  t o  T a n d e n .

“ W e  have  ra th er  b e e n  e x p e c t in g  
y o u ,  T a n d e n , ”  he c h u c k le d .  “ Y es ,  
w e  ra th er  e x p e c t e d  y o u . ”

T a n d e n  l o o k e d  at h im , g r in n e d  
c o l d ly ,  and  s a id :  “ I thought y o u ’ d 
b e  w a n t in g  t o  see m e .”

H e  tu rn e d  to  the  Sultan .
“ Y o u r  H ig h n e s s ,  c o u l d  I  speak  

w i t h  y o u — a l o n e ? ”
T h e  M a la y  s h r u g g e d ,  l o o k e d  at 

V a n  D u r e n  and M fl ltao .
“ W h y ,  c e r t a in ly , ”  h e  r e p l ie d  to  

T a n d e n .  “ V a n  D u re n ,  y o u  w i l l  e x 
cu s e  us f o r  a m o m e n t .”

“ I ’ ll  dash  a lo n g ,  y o u r  H ig h n e s s , ”  
V a n  D u r e n  c h u c k le d ,  h is  eyes  on 
T a n d e n .  “ B e  ca r e fu l ,  T a n d e n ,  i f  he 
o f f e r s  a ru b b e r  o f  b r id g e .  H e ’ s a 
f ien d — a p e r f e c t  f ien d — w ith  ca rd s .”  

H e  w e n t  o u t  o f  the roo m . M u lta o  
r e m a in e d  s ta n d in g ,  h is  s h a r p ly  
p o in t e d  o l iv e  fa c e  e x p re s s io n le s s .  
H is  d ark  e y e s  s tared  at the  Su ltan , 
as he a w a ite d  o rd e rs .

“ I ’ ll see y o u  later , M u lt a o , ”  E l  
K a r im  said  s o f t l y .  “ In  a v e r y  l i t t le  
w h i l e . ”

M u lta o  n o d d e d  and  w a lk e d  o u t  o f  
the  room .

“ Y o u r  H ig h n e s s , ”  T a n d e n  b ega n  
q u ie t ly  w h e n  th e y  w e r e  a lone , “ I  in 
te n d  to  be y o u r  g u e s t  f o r  a l i t t le  
w h i le .  I t  m a y  be f o r  severa l  w e e k s ,  
o r  it m ig h t  even  be  f o r  o n ly  a d a y . ”

IF  there  w as  a ny  su rp r ise  b e 
h in d  E l  K a r im ’ s y e l l o w  m a sk l ik e  

fa c e  at th is  a n n o u n ce m e n t ,  he s h o w e d  
it n e ith e r  b y  w o r d  n o r  a ct ion .

“ Y o u  are a lw a y s  w e lc o m e ,  Mynheer 
T a n d e n ,”  he said. “ It  is a p lea su re  
to  have y o u r  c o m p a n y . ”

“ I th o u g h t  it w o u ld  b e ,”  T a n d e n  
r e t o r te d  d ry ly .

L i t t l e  lu m p s  o f  m u s c le s  rose  on  
h is  ja w s  and  h is  eyes  s tu d ie d  the  
Su ltan  c o l d ly .  E l  K a r im  d id  n o t
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r e p l y  f o r  a m o m e n t ,  and  the tw o  
m en  g a z e d  at each  o th e r  in  s i len ce .  
T h e  a ir  w a s  h e a v y  w i t h  co n f l ic t ,  b e 
tw e e n  t w o  m e n  w h o s e  w i l l s  w e re  
d ia m e t r i c a l ly  o p p o s e d .

O n e ,  th e  s i len t ,  m a s k fa c e d  M a la y  
Su ltan , d e a d ly  as a cob ra ,  sh rew d  
and  s in i s t e r ;  th e  o th e r  an A m e r ica n ,  
r o u g h ly  d re sse d ,  r e a d y  to  f igh t  his  
b a tt le s  in  th e  o p en , ca re le ss ly ,  al
m o s t  f o o l i s h l y  u n a fra id  o f  w hat 
m ig h t  h ap p en . T w o  m en  that r e p r e 
se n te d  th e  c o m p le t e  e x tr e m e  o f  
h u m a n  w i l l s .  N e ith e r  c o u ld  ever  
h o p e  to  u n d e rs ta n d  the o t h e r ;  there  
c o u l d  n ev er  be a n y  c o m m o n  g r o u n d  
f o r  m e e t in g .

IN  T a n d e n 's  eyes  sm o u ld e re d  a 
hot  fire— a fire o f  im p u ls iv e ,  u n 

c o n t r o l l e d  a n g e r ;  in  E l  K a r im ’ s eyes  
w a s  o n ly  im p e r tu rb a b i l i ty .  Y e t  each 
m an  k n e w  the  p o w e r  o f  the o t h e r ;  
each  g a u g e d  and  r e s p e c te d  the o th er  
w i t h o u t  i l lu s ion .

“ I  have  a v e r y  g rea t  and  v e r y  
p leasant su rp r ise  f o r  y o u ,  Mynheer 
T a n d e n ,”  E l  K a r im  said  w i t h  a co ld ,  
v a g u e  sm ile . “ O n e  o f  y o u r  c o u n t r y 
w o m e n — a m o s t  ch a rm in g ,  d e l i g h t 
fu l  g i r l— a M is s  C o n t i l lo — ”

“ I k n o w  all a bou t  h er ,”  T a n d e n  
b ro k e  in c u r t ly .  “ T h a t  is one  rea
son  that I c a m e .”

“ A n d  the  o t h e r  r e a s o n ? ”
“ W e  w i l l  w a it  u n t i l  the  g ir l  is 

6afe , b e fo r e  w e  d is cu s s  th a t ,”  T a n 
d e n  sn ap ped . " I  am  here  to  see that 
n o  harm  co m e s  to  h er— and  to  take 
h e r  a w a y  w h e n  she is r e a d y  to  
le a v e .”

T h e  Su ltan  m ade an im p a t ie n t  
gesture .

“ M y  f r i e n d , ”  he a n sw ered ,  “ y o u  
speak  v e r y  f o o l i s h l y  ind eed .  W h a t  
h arm  c o u ld  c o m e — ”

“ A s  a l ia r ,”  T a n d e n  said  ea s i ly ,  “ a 
y e l l o w  fa c e  is  d a m n ed  h ard  t o  b e a t .”  

T h e  Su ltan  sm iled ,  a w e a ry ,  f lee t 
in g  smile.

“ P e rh a p s  y o u  have n o t  d in ed ,  m y

f r i e n d , ”  he said  in  h is  th in ,  r e e d y  
v o i c e .  ‘Y o u  have r id d e n  fa r  and 
th is  a ir m a k es  on e  v e r y  h u n g r y . ”

“ I  w i l l  eat— later ,”  T a n d e n  cu t  in 
sh arp ly .

A g a in  the  Su ltan  m a d e  an im 
p at ien t  ges tu re .

“ Y o u  have s p o k e n  a bou t  the  g i r l , ”  
he said. “ P e r h a p s  y o u  can  in fo r m  
m e  ju s t  w h a t  y o u  m ean  to  d o ? ”  

T a n d e n  s m ile d  g r im l y  and seated  
h im s e l f  o n  th e  e d g e  o f  the  ca rd  
table.

“ She is  y o u n g , ”  he said, “ but that 
fa c t  w i l l  have  l it t le  in f luen ce  w i t h  
y o u .  She is an A m e r i c a n  g i r l  —  
h e a d s t r o n g  and  w i t h  the  f o o l i s h  idea  
that she can  o u t w i t  y o u .  T h a t ’ s w h y  
I cam e. It  w o u ld  be v e r y  sad i f  she 
w e r e  s tr ick e n  w i th  a s tra n ge  fe v e r  
— as m y  f r i e n d  was, last y e a r .”

“ A  v e r y  u n fo r tu n a te  c i r c u m 
s ta n ce ,”  the Su ltan  rep l ied .  “ T h e  
y o u n g  m an w a s  s ick  w h e n  he cam e 
here. W e  d id  e v e r y t h in g  p o ss ib le  
f o r  h im , y e t  he d ied . A  v e r y  sad—  
a t r u ly  u n fo r tu n a te — ca s e .”

“ T h e r e  w a s  a g o ld  c o n c e s s i o n , ’ 
T a n d e n  said d r y ly .  “ I  h a r d ly  b e l ie v e  
the D u t c h  g o v e r n m e n t  k n o w s  th e  
w h o le  tru th  a b o u t  that c o n c e s s i o n . ”  

" I s  that a t h r e a t ? ”
“ N o — n ot  e x a c t ly .  T h e  m a tte r  is 

s im p ly  th is, E l  K a r i m :  I  cam e back  
to  K ir u c h u  to  sett le  a s co r e  w i t h  
y o u ,  and d is c o v e r e d  an  A m e r ic a n  
g i r l  w h o  had c o m e  f o r  th e  same p u r 
p ose .  M y  first  d u t y  is to  see that 
n o t h in g  h a p p e n s  to  h e r .”

T h e  S u ltan  n o d d e d  and a sm ile  
spread  o v e r  h is  face .

^ " P E R H A P S , ”  he said, w i th  an o d d  
-L w i s t fu l  t w in g e  to  h is  v o ice ,  

“ p erh a p s ,  a f t e r  y o u  h av e  d in e d  and  
r e f r e s h e d  y o u r s e l f ,  y o u  w i l l  re tu rn  
and  h o n o r  m e  in  a gam e o f  ca rd s  or  
a s t r in g  o f  b i l l ia rd s .  I have  a lw a y s  
f o u n d  it v e r y  p lea sa n t  t o  dea l w i th  
an h o n e s t  m an, w h e th e r  he be  f r ie n d  
— o r  a d v e r s a r y .”



THE SULTAN OF HELL 25

T a n d e n  s lid  o f f  the  ca rd  ta b le  and 
s t o o d  up.

“ I t  w i l l  be a p lea su re ,  y o u r  H i g h 
n e s s ,”  he said. “ I  m a y  re tu rn  la ter .”

C H A P T E R  V  

Tense Moments

UP S T A I R S ,  a lo n g  a n a r ro w  
h a l lw a y  ca r p e te d  w i t h  a 
b l o o d  red  rug , T a n d e n  

m o v e d  s w i f t l y  and  s i l e n t ly  t h r o u g h  
th e  h a l f  d a r k e n e d  c o r r id o r .  H is  
b o d y  h u g g e d  th e  w a l l  and  h is  fin
g e r s  w e r e  c la s p e d  on  the  b u t t  o f  h is  
a u tom a t ic .

H e  k n e w  th e  S u lta n  w a s  in  the  
ca rd  r o o m  d o w n s t a ir s  w i t h  V a n  
D u r e n  and  M u lta o .  T a n d e n  w a s  
s t i l l  p l a y i n g  h is  ca rd s  on  the  a g 
g r e ss iv e ,  d i r e c t  a ttack . H e  k n e w  
that E l  K a r im  w o u l d  first c o n s u lt  
w i t h  h is  t w o  a d v is e rs  b e fo r e  m a k in g  
a n y  d e c i s i o n  t o w a r d  g e t t in g  h im  ou t  
o f  th e  w a y .

It  w o u l d n ’ t take  the  th ree  l o n g  to 
m a k e  that d e c i s io n ,  b u t  the  f e w  m in 
u tes  it  ga ve  T a n d e n  w e r e  m in u te s  o f  
l i f e  and  d eath  to  h im .

H e  ca m e  to  a tu rn  in  the h a l lw a y , 
s t o p p e d  q u i c k l y  and  th re w  h is  b o d y  
a ga in st  the  w a ll .  In  f r o n t  o f  h im  
w a s  the  d o o r  to  the  S u lta n 's  harem , 
and  t o  the  r ig h t  w e r e  th e  d o o r s  to  
th e  g u e s t  roo m s .  H is  b o d y  rem ain ed  
h ard  a ga in st  the  w a ll ,  bu t  his  hand 
sh o t  d o w n  to  h is  c o a t  p o c k e t  and 
je r k e d  o u t  the  a u tom atic .

F l e e t i n g  and  d a r t in g ,  a m ere  
s h a d o w  in  th e  sem i darkness , the 
b o d y  o f  a tall, p o w e r f u l l y  b u i lt  
M a la y ,  a syce in the  pa lace ,  had 
m o v e d  in  f r o n t  o f  h im  and  d is a p 
p eared  t h r o u g h  a d oo r .

T a n d e n  m o v e d  a w a y  f r o m  the w all, 
c r o u c h in g ,  h is  m u s c le s  b u n c h e d  
f o r  a s p r in g .  H e  a d v a n ce d  n o is e 
le ss ly ,  ra p id ly ,  o v e r  the  th ic k  c a r 
pet. H e  c o m p le t e d  the  tu rn  in  the 
c o r r id o r ,  m a k in g  it s lo w ly ,  h ead  and

s h o u ld e r s  l e a n in g  f o r w a r d  a l i t t le  to  
see w h a t  la y  b e y o n d .

T h e r e  w a s  a w h is h  o f  a ir  n ear  h is  
head. A  k n i f e  f e l l  t o  th e  f lo o r  b e 
h in d  him . H is  h ea d  d u c k e d  and 
f r o m  ou t  o f  the  d a rk n e ss  a lon g ,  
b r o w n  arm  m o v e d  and  th en  a b o d y .

T h e  g u n  w e n t  b a c k  in to  h is  coa t  
p o c k e t ;  a sh o t  n o w  w o u l d  b r in g  the  
w h o le  p a lace  d o w n  o n  h im . T a n d e n  
d id  the  o n ly  t h in g  he c o u l d  s a fe ly  
do .

H e  lu n g e d  f o r w a r d ,  s e n d in g  h is  
b o d y  t h r o u g h  th e  a ir  in  a p e r f e c t  
f ly in g  ta ck le .  H e  h ad  le a p e d  b l i n d 
ly ,  k n o w in g  o n ly  that s o m e w h e r e  in 
f r o n t  o f  h im , c l o s e  a ga in st  th e  w a ll ,  
the M a la y  k i l le r  w a ite d .  I t  seem ed  
to  h im  that  h is  b o d y  w as  f ly in g  f o r  
m a n y  l o n g  s e c o n d s  b e fo r e  h is  s h o u l 
d e rs  h it  th e  w a ll .  A 3 he lan d ed , he 
saw  the d a r t in g  s h a d o w  o f  the 
M a la y  m ov e .

B u t  the  m an  had  b een  a s p l it  s e c 
o n d  t o o  s low . T a n d e n  w a s  o n  him , 
p u l l in g  h im  to  the f loor ,  in  a th r ice .  
H e  h e ld  h is  r i g h t  hand  o v e r  the 
m a n ’ s m o u t h  to  p r e v e n t  h im  f r o m  
y e l l in g .

T h e  m an w as  p o w e r f u l  and  s l ip 
p e ry .  T a n d e n  c o u l d  n o t  use h is  
r ig h t  o r  l e f t  to  d e l iv e r  a p a r a ly z in g  
b lo w .  H e  c a u g h t  th e  m an  a ro u n d  the  
n e c k  w i t h  h is  f r e e  l e f t  arm  and 
crash ed  the  head  t o  the  f lo o r  w i t h  
all the p o w e r  in  h is  a rm  and back.

TH E  m an g r o a n e d  d u l ly  and g a sp e d  
f o r  breath . B e fo r e  the M a la y  

c o u ld  rea l ize  w h a t  had s t ru ck  h im , 
T a n d e n  had  ra ised  h im s e l f  to  h is  
fee t ,  s t i l l  h o ld i n g  h is  d eath  g r ip  
a ro u n d  th e  m a n ’ s n eck . H e  th re w  
the  y e l l o w  b o d y  a ga in st  the  w a ll  and 
th en  w i t h  a short ,  v i c i o u s  u p p e r cu t ,  
a b l o w  that t r a v e le d  w ith  the  sp e e d  
o f  l ig h tn in g ,  he sent the M a la y ’ s 
head  b a c k  w i th  a s n a p p in g  crack .

T h e r e  w as no  g r o a n  f r o m  the  
y e l l o w  m an th is  t i m e ; o n ly  a sa g 
g i n g  o f  the b o d y ,  a s tu p id ,  g la s s y
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stare  in  the  eyes . T h e  m a n ’ s knees 
b u c k le d  and  he w e n t  to  the f loor  in 
an in er t  heap.

T a n d e n  l o o k e d  up  and d o w n  the 
hall. N o  o th e r  s h a d o w s  m o v e d  in 
th e  sem i-d arkn ess .  W i t h  speed  and 
d e f tn e s s  he to re  the  inert  M a la y ’ s 
sarong, th en  t ied  and g a g g e d  the 
man.

H e  d r a g g e d  the b o d y  to  a small 
a lc o v e  in  th e  w a ll  o f  the h a l lw a y , 
th re w  it b a ck  in  the  darkness . 
S w i f t l y  he m o v e d  ahead, c r o u c h in g  
n o w  o n  hands and knees, until  he 
rea ch ed  a d oo r .  F o r  a tense m o m e n t  
h e  rem ained  stil l  and alert, ear 
a ga in st  the panel.

HE  c o u ld  hear so m e o n e  w a lk 
in g  b a ck  and  f o r t h  ins ide , 

w a lk in g  w i th  a s o ft ,  p a t te r in g  step . 
H is  arm re a ch e d  ou t  and o p e n e d  the 
d o o r  n o is e le ss ly ,  f r a c t i o n s  at a time. 
A  w a ll  o f  j e t  b la ck  d ark n ess  g re e te d  
him . W i t h  the  d e a d ly  s w if tn e s s  o f  
a t iger ,  T a n d e n  w as  ins ide  the d oor ,  
s t il l  c r o u c h in g  on  h is  h an d s  and 
knees.

T h e n  his  b o d y  rose , s w u n g  f o r 
w a rd  at the same tim e, arm s fla il ing . 
In  the d a rk n ess  a f o r m  s t i f fen ed ,  
w e n t  b a c k w a r d  w i t h  a w e a k  grunt , 
and  then  c r u m p le d  to  the  floor .  T a n 
d en  w as  o v e r  it. T h e  butt  o f  h is  gu n  
crash ed  d o w n  o n  the  head  o f  the 
dark  fo rm . T h e  u n c o n s c i o u s  man 
je r k e d  o n ce  and th en  lay  still .

T a n d e n  c o n t in u e d  on  t h r o u g h  the 
darkn ess , h is  o u ts t r e t c h e d  arm s g u i d 
in g  him . H e  cam e to  a s e co n d  d o o r ,  
p assed  th r o u g h  it, and f o u n d  h im s e l f  
in  a large  r oom , w ith  l o n g  w i n d o w s  
that  o v e r lo o k e d  the c o u r t  o f  the 
palace . T h r o u g h  these  w in d o w s  
ca m e  the s o ft ,  m is ty  l ig h t  o f  the 
n ig h t  that  had, b y  th is  t im e, fa l len  
ou ts id e .  In  the g r a y  m is t  that cam e 
in  the r o o m , e v e r y t h in g  l o o k e d  
g h o s t l ik e  and w e ird .

H e  saw  a great  bed , w ith  a d eep  
c a n o p y  o v e r  it. T h e  ever  p resen t

n e tt in g ,  u sed  to  k eep  o u t  the  in sec ts  
o f  the ju n g le ,  f e l l  f r o m  the  to p  o f  
th is  to  th e  f loor ,  g i v i n g  the  b e d  a 
w h ite ,  p h a n to m lik e  l o o k .  T a n d e n  
c r o s s e d  the ro o m  w ith  l o n g  str ides .

T h e r e  w as  a m o v e m e n t  in  the  b ed ,  
a sh ort ,  s tart led  c ry .  S o m e o n e  cam e 
to  a s i t t in g  p o s i t i o n ,  s tiff ly  and 
q u ic k ly .

“ M is s  M o r le y , ”  he said  in  a 
w h isp e r .

“ O h ,”  cam e w e a k ly  f r o m  her. “ I t ’s
y o u . ”

T a n d e n  th r e w  the  n e t t in g  back  
and  sat d o w n ,  l o o k i n g  c l o s e ly  at the 
g ir l .

“ Y o u  c e r ta in ly  g o t  y o u r  w is h , ”  he 
said  d ry ly .  “ H e re  y o u  are, in E l 
K a r im ’s p a la c e .”

W i t h  a s p r in g  she w as  ou t  o f  the  
bed , f u l l y  c lo th e d ,  w e a r in g  a b lue  
sp o r t  suit. S h e  s to o d  in  f r o n t  o f  
T a n d e n  and stared  at h im  in a m aze 
m ent.

“ Y o u — y o u , ”  she w h is p e r e d  h o a r s e 
ly , “ k n o w  m y  nam e. Y o u  k n o w  n o w  
w h y  I ca m e .”

T a n d e n  sm ile d  g r im l y  and re
m a in e d  seated  on  the bed.

“ B lu e  e y e s  that n ever  s m ile , ”  he 
said. “ I w a s  a f o o l  n o t  to  have 
u n d e r s t o o d  at first. It  cam e to  m e 
a ft e r  the  D y a k s  c a p tu re d  y o u ;  I  
w e n t  to  T a r  S o n k e n ’ s to  co n f ir m  it. 
It  w a s  b ra v e — f o o l i s h l y  brave  f o r  
y o u  to  have c o m e  here , but a g ir l  
t r y in g  to  o u tw i t  E l  K a r im  is a 
p a th e t ic  s ig h t . ”

“ F r e d  M o r l e y  w a s  m y  b r o t h e r , ”  
she said s o f t ly .

u A  N D  I was his  p a r tn e r ,”  T a n -  
den  rep l ie d .  “ H e  w a s  m u r 

d ered  b y  f e v e r — and  I w as  sh ot  fu l l  
o f  h o le s  in  K iru c h u .  L a s t  w e e k  I 
ca m e  b a ck  f r o m  tne h o s p i ta l  to  
sett le  the m a tte r  w i t h  E l  K a rim . It 
w o u ld  have  b e e n  m u c h  easier  f o r  us 
b o th  i f  w e  had  s t o p p e d  last n ig h t  to  
in t r o d u c e  o u r s e lv e s . ”

" Y o u — y o u — w e r e  F r e d ’ s p a r tn e r ,"
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Grace Morley gasped. “ The man he 
was working with—and you came 
back to avenge his death?”

"All of that,” Tanden said, jump
ing to his feet, “but we have little 
time to talk now. What did you 
come up here for?”

"To find evidence that Fred was 
murdered,” Miss Morley said. “ I 
know he was. If I can find a book 
I gave him just before he left home, 
the evidence will be in it.”

“ A book?” Tanden questioned. 
“You see, Fred was sentimental 

in many ways and a great lover of 
poetry,” she explained. “When he 
left, I bought him a fine copy of 
Keats, with a secret cover. I made 
him promise me that if anything 
happened, he would write it all out 
and put it in that secret cover.

“ That book is somewhere in this 
palace. I was waiting until every
thing got quiet, and then I was go
ing down to the library to look for 
it.”

“ El Karim and his white killers 
are down in the card room now,” 
Tanden said. "We have one chance 
in a hundred of getting down to the 
library. But we’ll have to take that 
chance.”

“ T HAVE it all located,” Grace 
explained. “ It is on the floor 

below. The side stairway leads to 
one of the doors.”

“ Okay,” Tanden said.
Quickly they quitted the room, 

walked through the little ante
room and out into the hallway. 
Grace led the way to a narrow cor
ridor that branched off the main one.

Silently and swiftly the two 
moved through th e  semi-darkness. 
They came to a stairs and went 
down it rapidly, coming out in a 
dark hall. They followed this for 
some distance, came to a door, and 
went through it into a long, narrow 
room.

Book shelves lined the walls. 
Elegant furniture—chairs and tables 
and smoking stands—filled the room. 
At the far end, French windows 
opened out on the court of the 
palace.

Tanden moved swiftly, on tiptoe, 
across the heavily carpeted floor to 
the large double doors that were the 
main entrance to the library. His 
body jerked back and his muscles 
bunched. Outside the door was the 
sound of someone walking.

THE footsteps came indistinct and 
subdued. Muscles tense, Tanden 

waited, but the footsteps died away. 
Strain his ears as he would, there 
was only a deadly, ominous silence.

He turned and saw Grace looking 
through the book shelves. Sudden
ly she stopped, reached up for a 
book. Tanden was at her side.

“Here it is,” she whispered weak
ly. “ It’s Fred’s book of Keats.” 

Her hands went for the cover 
frantically, nervously. She opened 
it, pulled out some papers, stared at 
the writing. For a moment her 
body swayed, but she caught herself 
and looked at Tanden, her face pale.

“ It is there,” she said. “ It’s his 
handwriting and I’ve read enough to 
know what it is. Evidence to hang 
the man that murdered him!”

“That is,” Tanden whispered, “ if 
we get out of this palace alive. Sneak
ing down to the library is one thing, 
and escaping is another. El Karim 
doesn’t care where we go inside the 
palace, but outside—”

He stopped abruptly and looked 
at the French windows. His face 
lightened as he moved across the 
floor. Opening one of them, he mo
tioned for Grace to go out on the 
little balcony.

“ If El Karim is still in the card 
room,” Tanden said, “we have a 
chance—a very slim chance.”

Out on the court the moon cast
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a soft light over the flower gardens 
and artificial lakes. Grace started 
out of the window, but suddenly she 
stopped.

Tanden’s body stiffened and he 
swerved around.

Somewhere behind there had been 
a muffled step. Someone was walk
ing in the library, walking noise
lessly, quickly.

Tanden stopped, facing the door, 
and his jaws locked with a snap. 
Coming toward them was Multao, 
his olive-skinned face expression
less—and his right hand on the gun 
in his pocket.

TANDEN started to move for his 
own gun, but halted the motion 

of his hand almost with the inten
tion. He looked at Multao with eyes 
grown cold and deadly. Common 
sense told him that the use of a gun 
now would inevitably mean his 
death and Miss Morley's; reluctant
ly his hand came away from the 
pocket of his coat, and hung mo
tionless at his side.

Multao's face in the shadowy 
darkness was immovable. Tanden 
searched it closely to see if there 
were any intimation that he had 
overheard any of the conversation; 
but on the thin, olive dark face was 
nothing save the blank, lifeless ex
pression that was habitually there.

“His Highness,” Multao said in 
French, “would see you in his pri
vate quarters, Monsieur Tanden.” 

Tanden balanced his body on his 
toes, looked at Multao for a moment 
before speaking. The muscles in his 
face contracted in thin ridges, and 
his jaws were locked so tightly that 
the muscles around them rose up in 
lumps. “AJors,” he answered also in 
French. “ I will see his Highness in 
his own quarters—in a few minutes.” 

Multao bowed and walked out of 
the room.

“ Running would be suicide now,”

Tanden said grimly to Grace Mor- 
ley. “ We’ll play their game and see 
what happens. Remain close to me 
and keep your eyes open. Say noth
ing, no matter what happens to me or 
what I say!"

CHAPTER VI 
A Conference

T ANDEN and Grace Morley 
walked out into the hall. A 
syce was waiting for them. 
Silently, with bows and motioning 

arms, he led them through the hall, 
up a flight of stairs, and then down 
a narrow, dark corridor. Their walk 
came to an abrupt end at a great 
teakwood door.

The door opened slowly and the 
two Americans entered a large room, 
furnished with a splendor and gran
deur that caught even their breaths. 
It was the Sultan’s private room. 
Silk pillows, of colors rare and 
startling, lay strewn over the room; 
hangings of gorgeous, exotic pat
terns covered the walls.

Teakwood chairs, hand carved and 
examples of an art found only in the 
East, stood around the walls, in com
pany with cabinets of the same 
wood; silken couches, blood-red and 
low, were set upon Oriental rugs of 
priceless value.

And with all this, the soft, be
witching odor of incense and per
fumes made the air scented and al
most hypnotic.

El Karim himself was seated on a 
large couch. At his side was Van 
Duren. The Sultan had discarded 
his evening clothes and was dressed 
in native robes of white, with a gold 
belt around his waist. Tucked in 
the belt was a curved scimitar, in a 
sheath of ebony.

El Karim rose quickly and walked 
forward to greet Grace and Tanden. 
His yellowish face was wreathed 
in a pleasant smile.
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“Ah!” His thin voice sounded 
nervous and a little more shrill than 
usual. “ You have brought Miss Mor- 
ley with you, Mynheer Tanden. That 
is excellent. Now we can all talk 
together.”

Van Duren remained on the couch. 
He wore clean whites; his round 
face was all abeam with smiles of 
friendship.

TANDEN looked at the Sultan 
coldly, a grim, bitter smile on his 

lips. He reached over, grasped a 
black teakwood chair and motioned 
for Grace to sit down in it. He 
saw that her face was pale and her 
body trembled as she looked at the 
face of El Karim; in those blue eyes 
flashed a light Tanden had not seen 
before.

The chin was up a little, but 
there was no false stubbornness, no 
cocksuredness in the American girl’s 
expression now. Coldly and calmly, 
with a hatred that sprang from every 
part of her being, she looked at the 
yellow-faced Sultan. Looked at him 
without a tremor of the eyelid. 
There was no panic, no threatened 
hysteria in that gaze.

El Karim was conscious of her 
eyes. The brown man’s face went 
mask-like, as if suddenly the look 
of the girl had frightened him, made 
him ill at ease.

Tanden took a chair near her and 
sat with his legs stretched out in 
front of him. His hand in his coat 
pocket gripped his automatic. The 
silence was oppressive, charged with 
a ton of high explosive, that seemed 
as if it might go off any minute.

Tanden saw that the eyes of El 
Karim were still on Grace and that 
Van Duren. too, was watching her 
closely.

Neither of the men was paying any 
attention to Tanden.

Suddenly the Sultan shrugged. 
“ We were about to have coffee,

Mynheer Van Duren and myself, 
Miss Morley,” he said, “certainly 
you and Mynheer Tanden will join 
us?”

“Thank you, I do not care for cof
fee.” The girl’s voice was so quiet, 
so calm, that it seemed to ring in 
that room of deadly tension.

Again the silence. Somewhere a 
clock ticked. Van Duren had 
reached his hand into the coat 
pocket. Tanden grinned at him and 
said nothing. The Sultan backed to 
a couch and sat down near Van 
Duren, fingering his sword hilt ner
vously.

“You wished to speak to me, your 
Highness,” Tanden interjected. His 
words broke the silence rudely.

“ Ah, yes,” El Karim replied softly. 
“ I thought it would be well—you 
understand—for us all to have a lit
tle understanding.”

“ I thought I had that understand
ing with you earlier this evening,” 
Tanden replied. “ I told you I was 
here to see that no harm came to 
Miss Morley. She has decided she 
wants to leave at once, and I am 
taking her back to Kiruchu.”

EL KARIM looked at him with 
eyes that gave no expression of 

his inner feelings or thoughts.
“Come, now, Tanden,” Van Duren 

said jovially, “we arc all grown peo
ple, the four of us. This little mat
ter can be adjusted in a friendly 
manner. Naturally, you understand 
we know all about the purpose of 
Miss Morley’s visit here.

“We knew she was coming be
fore she left Singapore. His High
ness thought it would be best to 
have her come to his palace, where 
we could discuss the matter in a 
friendly, quiet way. If it’s repara
tions—”

“We are quite willing to talk rep
arations,” Tanden broke in calmly. 
“We are willing to listen to any



30 THRILLING ADVENTURES

terms his Highness wishes to offer.”
A sharp gasp came from Grace. 

Her lips trembled and she started 
to speak, but Tanden gave her a 
quick look and then said: “You
must excuse Miss Morley, gentle
men. Naturally, she feels very keen
ly the unfortunate death of her 
brother.”

Grace wet her lips and sat back 
in her chair.

“ I can assure Miss Morley,” El 
Karim said, “ that that unfortunate 
death has been a source of great 
worry, great anguish to me. Natural
ly, I wish to make such amends that— 
er, well—are within reason. Though, 
of course, I feel in no way responsi
ble for her brother’s death.

“ TUTISS MORLEY, I believe, has
1VX assumed another name in com

ing here, but we will forget that 
name. Her brother stopped over 
one night, a very sick man. We did 
everything within our power to save 
his life, but the fever was too far 
advanced. There was nothing—”

“Your story,” Tanden broke in 
dryly, "doesn’t interest us, your 
Highness. How much are you will
ing to pay?”

The Sultan shrugged and looked 
at Van Duren.

“Really, now, Tanden,” Van Du
ren said good-naturedly, “a bit crude, 
the term, ‘willing to pay.’ His High
ness feels very much distracted that 
the young man should have died in 
his palace, but after all, everything 
within human power was done to 
save his life.

“ Of course, if you have any evi
dence that Fred Morley died of any
thing other than fever, we will be 
glad to hear it.”

Tanden’s face remained tense, ex
pressionless. He knew all this con
versation and delay was simply an 
effort on the part of Van Duren and 
the Sultan to find out if Miss Mor

ley had any damaging evidence 
against them.

“ Perhaps,” Tanden said coldly, 
“his Highness would be willing to 
pay, say—well, we’ll make it reason
able. Fifty thousand pounds, pay
able in gold!

“Not a big price, considering 
everything, Van Duren—the gold 
concession and the prospects of your 
necks hanging at the end of a rope. 
Rather cheap, I’d say.”

“Fifty thousand pounds,” Van Du
ren gasped. “ Let’s confine our talk 
to reason—”

“That,” Tanden cut in sharply, “ is 
our price. Take it or leave it.”

The Sultan gave Van Duren a 
quick, nervous nod. The fat man 
slapped his knees with his huge 
hands and laughed jovially.

“Well, well, Tanden,” he remarked, 
“ looks as though you get your price.”

“ It will be cheap all around,” 
Tanden drawled easily, his eyes on 
the automatic in Van Duren’s coat 
pocket. The Dutchman had not let 
his fingers wander once from it dur
ing the interview.

“Then it’s all settled,” Van Duren 
said, getting to his feet. “Have a 
smoke, Tanden. A smoke on the 
successful settlement of an unfor
tunate affair.”

HE handed Tanden a cheroot, a 
long, spindly-looking cigar, the 

kind smoked by the Sultan. Tanden 
grinned as he took it. His eyes 
wandered again to Van Duren’s gun 
and to the knife in the gold girdle 
around the Sultan’s waist.

“ Sure, we’ll smoke to our success,” 
Tanden laughed.

He lit the cigar, puffed weakly on 
it and blew the smoke up toward the 
ceiling.

“Not a bad cigar, your Highness,” 
he said. “ Import them from Hol
land ?”

“A special brand I furnish his
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Highness,” Van Duren put in. “ We 
Dutch, you know, have a knack 
about making cigars.”

Tanden looked at Grace. Her face 
was still pale, but she looked at 
Tanden and smiled.

Suddenly Tanden’s face twisted 
queerly. His eyes went glassy, and 
his fingers fumbled weakly at his 
throat.

For a second his body 8wayed 
crazily on the chair, then he toppled 
face forward to the floor.

Van Duren leaned back and 
laughed, heartily and very boister
ously.

“ The cigars, your Highness,” he 
said, “work very fast.”

ON the floor in front of them, the 
body of* Tanden stretched out on 

the face, limp and helpless.
Grace gave a startled scream and 

jumped to her feet. But with the 
speed of a cat, Van Duren was off 
the couch, his great hands grasping 
her slender shoulders.

“ No more foolishness, your High
ness,” he said. "W e can put the girl 
out of the way now without making 
a great mess. Before Tanden comes 
to, a knife can finish him.”

“ It is a very excellent idea,” El 
Karim said quietly. “These white 
men like Tanden make a great ado 
and kill many people—unless a lit
tle poison puts them out.”

Grace screamed again, weakly. She 
was utterly helpless in the power
ful grasp of Van Daren’s great 
hands. The Dutchman threw her on 
the couch, and brought his automatic 
out of his pocket. His full face 
was distorted with the insane lust 
of killing; his eyes gleamed wildly.

His fingers started to press the 
trigger of the automatic. And as 
they did, something hit him, hit 
with a resounding smack that car
ried to every part of the room. With 
a dull groan the killer slipped to the

floor; he rolled over on his face and 
lay hunched and still.

But before he did that, the body 
of Tanden had swerved to the right. 
Catching the brown-faced little Sul
tan in his two hands, he raised him 
high in the air, bringing the monkey
like body down on the floor with a 
crash that sent all consciousness 
from the Sultan’s brain.

Van Duren’s body moved and with 
a bellow of rage the huge man was 
on his feet. His eyes burned in a 
pale face. His right hand was still 
grasping the automatic; the gun 
came up with lightning speed and 
filled the room with a deafening 
roar.

Tanden had twisted to the left in 
the split second it took Van Duren 
to bring the gun up. The bullet 
nipped the side of his shoulder and 
bored into the wall.

He dropped to one knee, bringing 
his own gun up, but before he could 
pull the trigger he heard Van Du
ren’s gun click on an empty barrel. 
The huge body of the Dutchman 
sprawled over him, carrying him 
backward. There was a sickening, 
deadly crash against his jaw and 
the next thing he realized he was 
on the floor, against the wall.

Weakly, he pulled his knees un
der him, attempting to rise to his 
feet. His head was reeling insanely 
and every part of his body felt 
numb and half paralyzed. He heard 
a second bellow of rage, saw the 
body of Van Duren lunging toward 
him. He tried to raise his right, but 
the arm refused to respond.

TANDEN fell to the floor, face 
down. With a feeble lurch for

ward, he caught the ankles of Van 
Duren, jerked them toward him with 
the little strength left in his body. 
The Dutchman went to the floor, on 
his back, with a heavy thud.

Tanden struggled to his feet. His
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head was clearing rapidly from the 
effects of the blow to the jaw. Van 
Daren lay on his back, a pool of 
blood forming under his head where 
it had struck the floor. His eyes 
were closed and his breathing was 
heavy and jerky.

“Quick,” Tanden shouted to Grace, 
who stood pale and trembling in the 
center of the room. “ Tear enough 
of the Sultan’s clothes off to tie and 
gag him. I ’ll take care of Van 
Duren.”

A FEW minutes later Van Duren 
and the Sultan lay under the 

great couch, their hands and feet 
bound and their mouths gagged. 
Tanden looked down at Grace grim
ly, his steel-gray eyes cold and ex
pressionless.

His chest rose and fell with his 
still labored breathing.

The girl smiled at him weakly, 
questioningly.

“ You seem,” she said quietly, “to 
get over poison very quickly.” 

Tanden smiled humorlessly.
“ There are several ways of smok

ing a poisoned cigar,” he said. “ 1 
played them for just such a trick. 
The Sultan likes to do his murders 
quietly—without too much ado. It 
was safer to wait and let them play 
their hand, then catch them by sur
prise. Any more on my part, before, 
would have meant death before I got 
out of the chair.”

“All right,” Grace said quietly. 
“ That’s that. Now, what are we go
ing to do?”

“ Get out of this palace—alive,” 
Tanden replied.

He turned and walked to the black 
teakwood door, Grace close behind 
him. His hand went to the knob, 
turned it, and pulled the door open.

But as he did, he jumped back. 
Grace gave a muffled cry. Standing 
in the doorway, his dark face leer
ing and murderous, was Multao.

Massed behind him stood a dozen 
powerfully built syces.

CHAPTER VII 
M ultao

ANDEN’S shoulder went 
against the iron door with a 
bang, closing it in the face 

of Multao and his Malay killers. Be
fore the enraged group could hurl 
their bodies against it, Grace slip
ped the long bolt lock as Tanden 
held the door shut.

“That’s one way we won’t escape,” 
Tanden said grimly. “Take this gun 
of Van Duren’s. I’ve reloaded it, 
and don’t be afraid to use it.”

There was a violent pounding on 
the door, and the muffled cries of 
the men on the other side came 
through the teakwood. Tanden ran 
to the window, drew aside the heavy 
drape and looked out; then he let 
the drape fall back into place and 
returned to the center of the room.

“Sit down,” he said quietly to 
Grace.

She sat in the black teakwood 
chair she had used before. Tanden 
took out a package of cigarettes.

“Have one?” he asked.
Grace took one, tapped it on the 

back of her hand, and then leaned 
forward to light it from a match 
in Tanden’s hand.

“Sad but true,” he said with a 
hollow laugh. "It’s a good twenty 
feet to the ground from that win
dow. They’re waiting for us below, 
and the minute we show ourselves 
we’ll be dead. So that’s that!”

The pounding cn the door in
creased to a terrific din. Suddenly 
it stopped, and the heavy thud of 
some object being used as a batter
ing ram jarred the very ceiling.

“ It won’t take them long to break 
through the door,” Grace said. “ Per
haps there is a hidden door leading 
to the harem, or some such place.”
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Tanden shook his head.
"If there were such a door," he 

answered, “they wouldn’t be knock
ing that one down to get in here. A 
Sultan’s private quarters has only 
one entrance. It’s safer that way 
when he sleeps.”

Under the couch Van Duren or the 
Sultan was moving on the floor. The 
great scarlet covering waved a little.

“ We’d be safer if they were dead,” 
Tanden said grimly. “ If we have 
any chance it won’t amount to much 
if they are freed by Multao.”

Grace shook her head.
"I can’t do that,” she said softly. 

“ You understand.”

ANDEN nodded and looked at 
her. For a long time they gazed 

at each other without words, each 
realizing grimly the utter futility 
of their position.

Finally Tanden said: "There is 
one chance—and I’m taking it!”

He got up and approached the 
door. The heavy thud of the ram, 
which had stopped momentarily, 
now recommenced. He listened for 
a moment, then returned to Grace.

“We are only two,” he told her. 
"Two against a palace full of guards. 
If I were alone I’d try to fight my 
way out—but with you, it is dif
ferent.”

“ I’d rather fight than die—like 
this—”

“You’ll have plenty of chances to 
die,” Tanden interrupted. “Don’t 
let a little thing like that bother 
you.”

"It’s silly—and quite useless,” she 
whispered, "for me to say I am 
sorry to have gotten you into this
mess.”

He smiled down at her, this time 
with his eyes as well as his lips.

"This is no time for last regrets,” 
he said. “Now, listen to me. You 
are going to remain here, while I go 
out in the hallway.”

She looked at him rebelliously.
“You—alone—”
“There is only one chance,” he 

said. “ And that is—Multao.”
“Multao?”
“ Multao is a killer and everything 

else that can be called evil,” Tan
den explained, “but he has sense. He 
might listen to reason—”

“ Listen to reason?”
“You’ll have to let me handle this 

myself.” Tanden was firm. “We can’t 
kid ourselves. That door will break 
down in a few minutes—and then 
you know what will happen. I’m 
going out there alone.

“If you hear more than three 6hots 
when I am gone, you can take this 
pistol of Van Duren’s and do what 
you wish. I advise you to save one 
shot for yourself.”

He handed Grace the automatic 
he had taken from Van Duren.

She looked at it helplessly, turned 
it over, and then looked up at Tan
den.

“ Whatever you say is right with 
me,” she said. “ I realize this is no 
time to be silly, but—it isn’t easy 
to see you go out there—alone.”

“ If you went with me, it would 
only make matters worse,” he an
swered. “ I can handle the situation 
better alone.

“ But you have no chance, facing 
those killers.”

“The chance is slim—too damned 
slim, but it will be our last bold 
stroke. After that, well—”

THE heavy thudding on the door 
stopped again. Tanden darted 

across to it, with Grace at his side.
“When I get out, close the door 

behind me and throw the bolt lock,” 
he said. "I can stop the ram with 
my gun, long enough for you to do 
this.”

He drew the bolt, pulled the door 
open a few inches, and slipped out 
into the hall. He heard the door
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slam  b e h in d  h im , and the b o lt  g o  
b a c k  w i t h  a c l ick .

A n d  the n e x t  s e co n d  he w as  c o n 
s c io u s  that in f r o n t  "of h im  w a s  a 
sea o f  y e l l o w  faces .  T h e  s u d d en  
m a n eu v er  o f  a m an s l ip p in g  th r o u g h  
the d o o r  ca u sed  the  M a la y s  to  gasp  
in  su rp r ise  and w o n d e r .  It  r e q u ire d  
o n ly  that f r a c t i o n  o f  a s e c o n d  f o r  
T a n d e n  to  g e t  in to  a ct ion .

T e n  or  m o re  syces w e r e  c a r r y in g  
a l o g  up to  use as a b a t te r in g  ram. 
O n e  shot  f r o m  T a n d e n ’s a u tom atic ,  
a shot that cu t  the  c e i l in g  o v e r  th e ir  
heads , ca u sed  th em  to  s to p  dead . 
T h e y  s tared  in fe a r  and w o n d e r ,  
h o l d i n g  g r im ly  o n t o  the  g rea t  l o g  
that w as  ta x in g  e v e r y  o u n c e  o f  th e ir  
s trength .

FR O M  b eh in d  th em  cam e an ord er ,  
u t te red  in  a sharp , s h r i l l  v o ic e .  

T h e  l o g  w a s  l o w e r e d  to  the  f loor , 
and  M u lta o  a d v a n ce d  s w i f t l y ,  in  the 
s l in k in g  m a n n er  hab itua l  to  h im .

“ Entenclez, "  T a n d e n  c a l le d  o u t  to 
h im  in F r e n ch .  “ I ’m  g o i n g  to  g iv e  
y o u  y o u r  c h o i c e ,  M u lta o ,  o f  b e in g  
a dead  f o o l  o r  a l ive  h ero . E l  
K a r im  and V a n  D u r e n  are out. T h e i r  
l i t t le  p la y  is up and  the  r e c k o n in g  
w i t h  the D u t c h  a u th o r it ie s  is  n o t  far 
off.

“ Y o u  can  g o  the w a y  t h e y  have 
g o n e — o r  g e t  ou t  o f  th is  m ess  w i th  
a w h o le  skin. K e e p  th o s e  y e l l o w  
savages  o f f  m e f o r  five m in u t e s  and 
at the en d  o f  that  t im e  y o u  ca n  d o  
w h a t  y o u  w ish .  Y o u  k n o w  w e  c a n ’ t 
ge t  o u t  o f  h ere  a l iv e . ”

M u l t a o ’ s dark , o l iv e  fa c e  rem ain ed  
c o ld  and  e x p re s s io n le ss .

“ W h e r e  is the g i r l ? ”  he asked.
“ In  the  roo m . S h e ’ ll be sa fe  there  

f o r  five m in u t e s . ”
S ave  f o r  the  c r u e l  l in es  o f  b ru ta l 

i t y  that w e r e  a lw a y s  th ere , the  fa ce  
o f  the h a l f -c a s te  P o r t u g u e s e  d id  not  
s h o w  a f l i ck e r  o f  e x p re s s io n .  H e  
seem ed  to  p o n d e r  f o r  a m o m e n t ,  then 
h e  s m ile d  c r a f t i ly ,  s h ru g g e d .

“ F o o l , ”  he h issed .  H is  r ig h t  shot  
o u t  w i t h  l ig h t n i n g  s p e e d  f o r  T a n -  
d en 's  gun . T a n d e n  c a u g h t  th e  m o v e 
m e n t  in  the  s p l i t  s e c o n d  that  M u l 
ta o ’ s hand  sh ot  f o r w a r d .  H is  gun  
w e n t  up, a w a y  f r o m  M u l t a o ’ s b l o w  
and th en  the syces s u r g e d  f o r w a r d .

T A N D E N ’S g u n  roa red  o n ce .  A  
M a l a y  s cre a m e d ,  g ra b b ed  h is  

th roa t  and fe l l  fa ce  d o w n w a r d .  A  
sharp  b l o w  a cro s s  T a n d e n ’s w r is t  
k n o c k e d  the  gu n  ou t  o f  h is  h an d  
and  the sea o f  y e l l o w  fa c e s  and  y e l 
l o w  arm s w as  on  h im , s n a r l in g  and 
y e l l i n g  and  b it in g .

T a n d e n  d r o p p e d  to  h is  k nees . H e  
w a s  p u s h e d  a ga in st  the w all ,  bu t  h is  
r ig h t  and  l e f t  sh ot  ou t  w i t h  the 
sp e e d  and p r e c i s io n  o f  a steam  p is 
to n ,  l a n d in g  o n  y e l l o w  g r o in s  w ith  
lo u d  sm acks. Y e l l s  and  scream s  f o l 
l o w e d  and  y e l l o w  b o d ie s  d o u b le d  up  
and  r o l l e d  o v e r  o n  the  floor ,  h o l d 
in g  th e ir  s tom a ch s .

T a n d e n ’s fists c o n t in u e d  th e ir  
d e a d ly  b lo w s .  T h o u g h  m a n y  b o d ie s  
r o l l e d  a w a y  f r o m  h im , y e t  r e le n t le s s 
l y — lik e  a g rea t  s u r g in g  sea, s t il l  
o th e r s  ca m e  on. T a n d e n ’ s a rm s w e r e  
num b. H is  b a ck  w a s  n o w  t ig h t  
a g a in st  th e  w a ll .  Y e l l o w  h an d s  w e r e  
r e a c h in g  f o r  h is  th ro a t  and  s h o u l 
ders.

H is  b l o w s  w e r e  s t o p p e d  b y  the  
f lood  o f  o n r u s h in g  b o d ie s .  H is  arm s 
w e r e  p in n e d  to  h is  w a is t ,  and  s l o w 
l y  he w a s  b e in g  c r u s h e d  to  the floor .  
H e  s t r u g g le d  aga in st  the  o v e r p o w e r 
in g  w e i g h t  o v e r  h im , s t r u g g le d  
f ie r ce ly ,  th en  w i th  d e c l in i n g  p o w e rs .  
T h e  w e i g h t  o f  the b o d ie s  s u f fo c a te d  
h im  and  p in n e d  h im  t o  the  f loo r ,  
h e lp le ss  to  m o v e  so  m u c h  as a hand .

T h e n  the c r u s h in g  lo a d  l i f t e d ,  and  
he w as r o l l e d  o v e r  o n  h is  fa ce .  
B e r e f t  o f  all s t re n g th ,  T a n d e n  m a d e  
n o  fu r th e r  e f f o r t  to  resist . H is  m in d  
s t o p p e d  t h in k in g  at th is  p o in t .  H e  
w a s  c o n s c i o u s  th a t  h is  h an d s  w e r e  
b e in g  p u l le d  up a c ro s s  h is  b a c k  and
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ro p e s  w e re  t y in g  th em  t o g e t h e r ;  he 
f e l t  r o p e s  g o i n g  a ro u n d  h is  ankles.

A f t e r  that  he w as  l i f t e d  up and 
ca rr ie d  a lo n g  the d a rk e n e d  h a llw ay . 
H e  c o u ld  see the sarongs o f  the  
syces, w h o  w e re  c a r r y in g  h im , and 
that w a s  all. H e  heard  M u lt a o  g i v 
in g  o rd e r s  to  the M a la y s  a n d  he 
ca u g h t  e n o u g h  o f  the o rd e r s  to  k n o w  
that he w a s  b e in g  ca rr ie d  to  s om e  
k in d  o f  d u n g e o n .

T h e n  s u d d e n ly  the  a ir  g r e w  dam p. 
T h e  w a lk i n g  syces s to p p e d .  H e  h eard  
a d o o r  o p e n ,  and  the n e x t  t h in g  he 
k n e w  he had been  t h r o w n  in to  a 
dark  roo m , h is  b o d y  la n d in g  on  a 
c o ld ,  s ton e  f lo o r  as a d o o r  c lo s e d  
b e h in d  him .

C H A P T E R  V I I I  

Combat

T A N D E N  lay  on  th e  floor ,  
fa c e  d o w n w a r d ,  un ab le  to  
m o v e  a h an d  o r  a leg. H e  
lay  th ere  f o r  s o m e  t im e , and  th en  

s l o w l y  h is  b ra in  c lea red .  H e  f o u n d  
b y  a su p rem e  e f fo r t  he c o u ld  m o v e  
h is  h ip s  and w a ist ,  and  a f t e r  s e v 
eral fu t i l e  a t te m p ts  h e  m a n a g ed  to  
r o l l  o v e r  on  h is  back .

D a rk n e ss— je t  b la ck  and  d a n k —  
w a s  all he c o u ld  sec. T h e  a ir  w a s  
f o u l  and  s o g g y .  L y i n g  o n  h is  b a ck  
w i t h  h is  arm s d o u b le d  u n der  h im  
w a s  t o r t u o u s ;  he s u c c e e d e d  in r o l l 
in g  o v e r  on  h is  s ide  and lay  p a r t ly  
o n  h is  r ig h t  s h o u ld e r  and p a r t ly  on 
h is  face .

G r im ly  and b i t t e r ly  he r e v ie w e d  
w h a t  had h a p p en ed . T h e r e  w a s  n o  
t im e f o r  r e g re ts  n o w ;  n o  p o in t  in 
w o r r y i n g  about w h a t  m ig h t  have 
h ap p en ed . H e  had ta ken  the o n ly  
ch a n ce  l e f t — and had fa i led .  T o  
h im , the fa i lu re  w as  ig n o b le .

T a n d e n  w as  t o o  fa r  u n d e r g r o u n d  
b e lo w  the p a lace  to  hear a n y th in g  
o v e rh e a d ,  bu t  he k n e w  that b y  n o w  
the  t e a k w o o d  l o g  m ust have bat
te red  the i r o n  d o o r  d o w n .  G race

had  the r e v o lv e r ;  o n e  sh e ll  o f  it 
w o u ld  be f o r  h e rs e l f .

A  g roan , n o t  o f  fe a r  o r  pain , es 
ca p e d  h is  l ips ,  a g r o a n  o f  d esp era te  
a n g u ish  at th e  t h o u g h t  o f  th e  g ir l .  
W h a t  m ig h t  h a p p e n  to  h im  w a s  a 
s e c o n d a r y  m atter ,  m a k in g  l i t t le  d i f 
f e r e n c e  n o w ;  he ga ve  it  l i t t le  
th o u g h t .  T a n d e n  had l iv e d  t o o  l o n g  
w i th in  the s h a d o w  o f  d ea th  to  w o r r y  
g r e a t ly  a b o u t  i t  w h e n  it f ina lly  cam e. 
It  b r o u g h t  h im  n o w  a s u r p r is in g  
f e e l in g  o f  r e l ie f ,  a f e e l i n g  o f  c o m 
p le te  f o r g e t fu ln e s s .

H e  tw is te d  h is  b o d y  o v e r  on  h is  
s ide  a l it t le  m o re  and as he d id , 
he f e l t  h is  w r is t s  g iv e  a l it t le .  H e  
je r k e d  aga in st  the ropes . T h e y  w e r e  
l o o s e n in g  w i t h  each  je rk .  H e  r o l le d  
o v e r  on  his fa c e  to  g iv e  h is  hands  
m o r e  f r e e d o m ;  then  s lo w l y  he 
w o r k e d  h is  w r is t s  back  and fo r th .  
T h e  flesh tore  aw ay , but s lo w ly ,  
su re ly ,  h is  r ig h t  h and  w o r k e d  ou t  
f r o m  the  rope .

H e  s u c c e e d e d  in  g e t t in g  as fa r  as 
the  k n u ck les ,  and  th ere  it  s tuck . 
T h e  sk in  ca m e  o f f  as he p u l le d  
f r a n t ic a l ly .  F in a l ly  th e  hand  s l ip 
p e d  out.

T a n d e n ’s w e a r in e ss  s l ip p e d  a w a y  
w ith  r e t u r n in g  h op e .  H e  sat up and 
re a ch e d  d o w n  t o  h is  fee t ,  p u l l in g  
at the  c o r d s  w i th  h is  f r e e  hand. H is  
l e f t  arm  w as  s t il l  d o u b le d  up  a ga in st  
h is  back , m a k in g  m o v e m e n t s  o f  h is  
s h o u ld e rs  and  r ig h t  arm  d if f icu lt  and 
a w k w a rd . T h e  ro p e s  a rou n d  his  
a nk les  w e r e  t ied  t i g h t l y ;  so  he gave  
up t r y in g  to  l o o s e n  th em  and w en t  
to  w o r k  on  h is  l e f t  arm. H e  ro l le d  
o v e r  on  h is  s ide, u s in g  h is  f r e e  arm 
as best  he c o u ld .

FI N A L L Y  he tore  the r o p e s  a w ay  
f r o m  the  l e f t  w r is t  and used 

b o th  hands  o n  th e  t ies  a ro u n d  his  
feet .  H e  had  g o t t e n  th e m  h a l f  f ree , 
w h en  s u d d e n ly  the d o o r  to  the  ce l l  
op en ed .

T a n d e n  fe l l  o n  h is  b a ck  q u i c k ly ,
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w ith  h is  arras u n der  him. A  l ig h t  
b ro k e  in to  the  je t  b la ck  darkness , a 
l ig h t  f e e b le  and f l ick er in g ,  and in its 
g l o w  he saw  the fa ce  o f  M u lta o ,  
sneer ing , m o c k in g ,  v e r y  dark  in the 
y e l l o w  l igh t .  In  the h a l f - c a s te ’ s 
r ig h t  hand  w a s  an a u tom atic ,  and it 
w as  p o in te d  d ir e c t ly  at T a n d e n ’ s 
head.

“ T T H O U G H T , ”  M u lta o  said qu ie t -  
ly ,  " th a t  y o u  w o u ld  g e t  th ose  

r op es  loose .  I t ied  them  m y s e l f  and  
f ixed  them  so  y o u  c o u ld  escape  them  
in  t im e .”

T a n d e n  l o o k e d  at h im  and  said 
noth in g .

" F o o l , ”  M u lta o  said w ith  a snarl
in g  laugh . “ Y o u r  p r o p o s i t i o n  
s o u n d e d  fa i r l y  g o o d  to  me. B u t  
mon Dieu, su ch  p ig - l ik e  s tu p id i ty ,  
t o  y e l l  it o u t  in  f r o n t  o f  the  syces. 
S om e o f  them , mon ami, speak  and 
u n derstan d  F r e n c h . ”

“ W h a t ’ s h a p p e n e d  to  the  g i r l ? ” 
T a n d e n  ask ed  h oarse ly .

M u lta o  s h r u g g e d  and sm iled  c o ld ly .  
“ T h e  g i r l , ”  he said, " m i g h t  s t il l  be 

in  that r o o m — and she m ig h t  not. I  
have  said  that y o u r  p r o p o s i t i o n  in 
terested  me. S in ce  E l  K a r im  and 
V a n  D u r e n  are in that roo m , I am in 
co m m a n d  o f  th e  palace.

" I  have  seen  to  severa l th in g s  to  
enable  us to  ge t  a w a y — p r o v id in g ,  o f  
cou rse ,  that y o u  agree  to  m y  term s. 
B u t  w e  w i l l  have to  w o r k  fast. A s  
I cam e d o w n  here  I  heard  the syces 
b a tte r in g  on  the  d o o r  again.

“ T h e  d o o r  w i l l  h o ld  five m in u tes  
o r  ten— but n o  m ore . I have taken  
the  gu a rd s  a w a y  f r o m  the b o t to m  
o f  the  w i n d o w  o u t  in  the cou r t ,  and 
y o u  can  g e t  h er  d o w n  that w a y  n ow .
I  can  c o n t r o l  the  syces o n ly  so  lon g ,  
and u n less  y o u  agree  to  m y  term s, 
y o u  w i l l  b o th  be dead  in an hour. 
B u t  I th in k  y o u  w i l l  a gree  to  them.

" M y  p r i c e  f o r  all th is  is the g ir l .  
Y o u  can  have the  res t .”

M u lta o  la u g h e d  co a rse ly .  H is  b o d y

re la xed  and  he l o w e r e d  the  g u n  to  
h is  s ide. A n d  th en  T a n d e n  lu r c h e d  
fo rw a rd ,  h is  b o d y  re m a in in g  c l o s e  to  
the  g r o u n d .  H is  r ig h t  hand  sh o t  o u t  
w i th  the s p e e d  o f  l ig h t n in g  and  
ca u g h t  M u l t a o ’ s ankle . B e f o r e  the  
a s to n ish e d  h a l f -c a s te  re a l iz e d  w h a t  
w as h a p p e n in g ,  he tu rn e d  a b a c k 
w a rd  som ersa u lt  and  la n d e d  in  a 
c o r n e r  o f  the  d u n g e o n .

T h e  o l d  w i c k  lam p f e l l  t o  the 
floor ,  the g u n  f o l l o w i n g .  T a n d e n  
lu n g e d  f o r w a r d ,  h is b o u n d  fe e t  d r a g 
ing . H is  hand w e n t  f o r  the  a u t o 
m atic ,  s e cu re d  it b e tw e e n  h is  f o r e 
f in ger  and th u m b as M u lta o ,  s p r in g 
in g  to  h is  f e e t  w i t h  th e  a g i l i t y  o f  a 
cat, ca m e  p lu n g i n g  at him .

T h e  gu n  w as  sn a tch ed  a w a y  f r o m  
T a n d e n ’s fingers, b u t  M u lta o ,  unab le  
to  s top  h is  h e a d lo n g  p lu n g e ,  h it  the 
floor ,  c r a s h in g  w i th  h is  fu l l  w e ig h t  
a ga in st  T a n d e n ’s sh ou ld er .  T h e  
A m e r i c a n  g roa n ed , tw is te d  h is  s h o u l 
der , and  b a r e ly  m a n a g ed  to  p u l l  
a w a y  f r o m  u nder . T h e  h a l f - c a s te  w as  
on  h is  knees, the gu n  c o m i n g  up  to  
a lev e l  w i t h  T a n d e n ’s head.

I t  h ap p e n e d  in  th e  m a tte r  o f  a 
sp l it  s e co n d ,  and  it  w a s  the  d i f f e r 
en ce  b e tw e e n  l i f e  and d eath  f o r  T a n 
den. H e  p u l le d  h is  b o u n d  le g s  up  
u n d e r  him , b r o u g h t  h is  b o d y  t o  a 
k n e e l in g  p o s i t io n ,  and th en  s tru ck  
o u t  b l in d ly — d e s p e ra te ly  w i t h  h is  
r igh t .  A l l  th e  w e ig h t  o f  h is  b o d y  
w e n t  b e h in d  the  b lo w .

HE  heard  a c r u n c h in g  o f  b on es .
A  sharp  pain  sh ot  th r o u g h  h is  

fist, and  th en  M u lta o  fe l l  b a ck w a rd .  
T h e  h a l f -c a s te  w a s  u n c o n s c io u s  f r o m  
the  b l o w  that had ca u g h t  h im  u n d e r  
the ja w ,  flush on  the r ig h t  s id e  o f  
the  n eck .

T a n d e n  w r e n c h e d  th e  g u n  f r o m  
the  u n r e s is t in g  hand. H e  t o o k  a 
s t i le t to  k n i fe  f r o m  M u l t a o ’ s be lt , 
and  w ith  a s la sh in g  m o v e m e n t  c u t  
the r e m a in in g  ro p e s  f r o m  h is  an
kles . H e  s t r u g g le d  to  h is  feet ,
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re a ch e d  d o w n ,  ra ised  th e  o i l  w i c k  
lam p  a n d  s t o o d  o v e r  M u lta o .  H is  
a u to m a t ic  c o v e r e d  th e  dark , b est ia l  
f a c e  that  le e re d  even  in  u n c o n s c i o u s 
ness.

F in a l ly  M u lta o  m o v e d ,  o p e n e d  h is  
eyes ,  and  l o o k e d  u p  at T a n d e n  w ith  
a b l in k in g ,  d a zed  stare.

“ N o w ,  M u l t a o , ”  T a n d e n  said  d r y ly ,  
“ w e  w i l l  ta lk  b u s in ess .  Your te rm s 
d o  n o t  in te re s t  me."

“ S tu p id  p i g , ”  M u lta o  m u tte re d .  
“ H o w  l o n g  can  y o u  l ive ,  w i t h o u t  m y  
h e l p ? ”

^ r T T U R N  o v e r  o n  y o u r  s to m a c h ,”
J -  T a n d e n  o rd e r e d .  “ I ’m  g o i n g  to  

d o  y o u  the  sam e f a v o r  y o u  d id  m e. 
I ’m  g o i n g  t o  t ie  y o u  up , in  su ch  a 
w a y  that y o u  ca n  w o r k  y o u r  r o p e s  
l o o s e  in  t im e  to  m a k e  a g e ta w a y .  I 
t o l d  y o u  u p  in  the  ha l l  that the 
ga m e  w a s  u p  f o r  E l  K a r im  and  V a n  
D u r e n — and  f o r  you .

“ Y o u  d i d n ’ t k i l l  m e  u p  th e re  and  
y o u  m a d e  it p o s s ib le  f o r  m e to  w o r k  
th e  r o p e s  lo o s e ,  b u t  w h a t  y o u  i n 
t e n d e d  t o  d o  a f t e r  that  is  s o m e t h in g  
I  d o n ’ t l ik e . R o l l  o v e r  o n  y o u r  
s to m a ch .  A  shot  d o w n  here  w o n ’ t 
be h e a r d .”

M u lt a o  w e n t  o v e r  o n  h is  fa ce ,  and 
q u i c k ly ,  w i t h  ce r ta in  d e ftn e s s ,  T a n 
d e n  t ie d  h is  h an d s  and a nk les  w i th  
th e  r o p e s  ta ken  f r o m  h is  o w n  b o d y .

“ H o w  d o  I ge t  ou t  o f  here  w i t h 
o u t  g o i n g  u p  in t o  th e  p a l a c e ? ”  he 
a sk ed  M u lta o .

T h e  h a l f - c a s te  w a t c h e d  h im  th r o u g h  
c u n n in g ,  h a l f - c l o s e d  eyes .

“ G o  o u t  in  th e  c o r r id o r ,  f o l l o w  it 
to  a l i t t le  s ta irs  and  th en  tu rn  to  
y o u r  r igh t .  Y o u  w i l l  c o m e  o u t  in 
th e  c o u r t , ”  he said. “ I have  taken  
the  m e n  a w a y  f r o m  the  w in d o w .  
T h a t  is  a ll  I c o u ld  d o . ”

“ Y o u  can  w o r k  y o u r  h an d s  l o o s e  
in  t im e ,”  T a n d e n  said, “ and  b y  that 
t im e  I  m a y  be dead . I f  I  am, y o u r  
o w n  ch a n ce s  o f  l i v in g  w o n 't  be v e r y  
h ig h .  E l  K a r im  and  V a n  D u r e n  are

s t i l l  u n d e r  that  c o u c h ,  i f  th e  syces 
h a v e n ’ t b r o k e n  the  d o o r ;  y o u ’ d  b e t 
te r  g e t  ou t  o f  h ere  b e fo r e  th ose  
t w o  are r e le a se d .”

W i t h o u t  w a i t in g  f o r  M u l t a o ’ s a n 
sw er ,  T a n d e n  w a lk e d  o u t  o f  the 
d u n g e o n  d o o r  in to  th e  j e t  b la c k  c o r 
r id o r .  T h e  w i c k  lam p  ca st  a s h a d o w y  
l ig h t  b e fo r e  h im , f a l l i n g  o n  w a lls ,  
o l d  and  b la c k  w i t h  th e  m o l d  o f  
m a n y  years.

H e  w a lk e d  q u i c k ly .  H e  had  no  
c h o i c e  but  to  f o l l o w  M u l t a o ’ s in 
s t ru c t io n s ,  and  in t im e  ca m e  to  t h t  
sm all  stairs. H e  w e n t  u p  th e m  t o  a 
l a n d in g  and th en  tu rn e d  to  the  r ig h t  
U p  o t h e r  s tep s  he w e n t ,  t h r o u g h  a 
d a rk n e ss  that ev e n  th e  y e l l o w  l ig h t  
fa i le d  t o  p e n e tra te  d e e p ly .

A f t e r  w h a t  se e m e d  to  be h o u r s  o f  
w a lk i n g  u p w a rd ,  he f in a lly  cam e o u t  
in to  th e  o p e n  o n  the co u r t .  A  pa le  
m o o n l ig h t  cast  a g h o s t ly  haze  o v e r  
th e  g a rd e n  and  the  art i f ic ia l  lakes.

T a n d e n  s to o d  u n d e r  the  c o v e r  o f  
th e  v in e s  that h id  th e  o p e n i n g  o f  the 
u n d e r g r o u n d  p a s s a g e w a y ,  h is  b o d y  
ten se  and  e v e r y  n e rv e  a lert. T h e  
lam p  lay  at h is  fe e t ,  th e  flam e sn u ffe d  
out.

T h e n  f r o m  o v e r h e a d  ca m e  a shot, 
f o l l o w e d  b y  w i ld  y e l ls .  T h e  o u t 
burs t  em a n ated  f r o m  a w i n d o w  a bove  
h im — the w i n d o w  o f  the  S u lt a n ’s 
p r iva te  q u a rte rs— the r o o m  w h e r e  he 
had  l e f t  G race .

HE  h e a rd  G r a c e ’ s s crea m  p ie r ce  
the  n ig h t  a ir ;  a f t e r  that cam e 

th e  re c u r r e n t  th u d  o f  s o m e th in g  
c r a s h in g  a ga in st  th e  g rea t  i r o n  d oor .

T a n d e n  th re w  all ca u t io n  aside. 
F r a n t i c a l ly ,  th o u g h  w i t h o u t  h op e ,  he 
w e n t  up the  v in e s  that c r e p t  to  the 
s e c o n d  f lo o r  o f  the  pa lace . T h e  y e l l 
in g  a b o v e  h im  in c rea sed ,  bu t  he no  
l o n g e r  h ea rd  the  scream s  o f  G race .

T h e  g r e e n  la d d e r  p r o te s te d  u n d e r  
h is  w e ig h t .  H e  saw  f r o m  th e  c o r 
n ers  o f  h is  e y e s  that th e y  w e r e  r e 
m o v e d  so m e  f e e t  f r o m  th e  w i n d o w ,
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and  that th ere  w a s  n o t h in g  b u t  bare 
w a ll  b e tw e e n  the  w i n d o w  and  the 
vines. B u t  up  and  up he w en t ,  the 
v ines  b re a k in g  u n d e r  h is  w e ig h t ,  
s a g g in g  d o w n  r e b e l l io u s ly .  W h e n  
one  brok e ,  he g ra b b ed  an o th er ,  un til  
s l o w ly  he g o t  up  even  w i t h  the  w i n 
dow .

WI T H O U T  h e s ita t io n  he leap ed  
th r o u g h  the air , t h r o w in g  his  

hands ou t  f r a n t ic a l ly  f o r  th e  n a r ro w  
sill  o u ts id e  the w in d o w .  H is  fin
gers  to u c h e d  the  c o ld  stone , a lm ost  
s l ip p e d  as h is  b o d y  fe l l  u n d e r  them . 
H e  g r ip p e d  d e sp e ra te ly ,  w ith  an a l 
m o s t  insane fu r y .  A n d  th en  he w as  
h a n g in g  o n to  the l o w e r  part o f  the 
w in d o w .

W i t h  the  same insane fu r y ,  the 
same d esp era te  e n e rg y ,  he stra ined  
h is  b o d y  up.

H e  rested  his  w e ig h t  on  his r igh t  
h an d  a f t e r  he had risen  o v e r  the 
n a r ro w  led ge ,  and sm ashed  the glass 
w i th  h is  fre e  le ft .

T a n d e n  v i r tu a l ly  f e l l  in to  the 
room , h is  hands  and fa c e  b le e d in g  
f r o m  the b ro k e n  g lass, h is b o d y  
s p r a w le d  ou t  in  a heap  o n  the  f loor . 
F o r  a m o m e n t  it  s e e m e d  that  the  
su p e rh u m a n  e f fo r t  o f  p u l l in g  h im 
s e l f  up in to  th e  w i n d o w  had  ta x e d  
h is  last r e m a in in g  s t re n g t h  to  a 
b r e a k in g  p o in t .  H e  g r o a n e d  a l it t le .  
A l l  a ro u n d  h im  w a s  a b e d la m — a 
f u r y  o f  sounds .

H e  ca m e  to  h im s e l f  w i t h  a sp r in g  
and  w a s  o n  h is  fee t .  H e  h e ld  h is  
e y e s  p a r t ly  c lo s e d ,  as i f  a fr a id  t o  see 
w h a t  h ad  h a p p e n e d  to  G r a c e ;  but 
w h e n  h e  o p e n e d  them , he saw  her 
s ta n d in g  in  th e  c e n te r  o f  the room .

H e r  fa c e  w a s  p a le  and  her b o d y  
r ig id  as she stared  at the  iron  d oo r .  
S h e  h e ld  V a n  D u r e n ’ s a u to m a t ic  in 
h er  r ig h t  hand.

Thump! Thump\ T h e  great teak- 
w o o d  l o g  w a s  s la m m in g  against  the  
i r o n  d o o r .  I t  w as  f ina lly  b rea k in g .  
A l r e a d y  the  "hinges w e re  loo se ,  and

f r o m  the  o th e r  s ide  ca m e  w i ld ,  e x 
u ltan t  y e l ls  o f  th e  M alays .

In  th e  b e d la m  o f  n o is e  f i l l in g  the 
r o o m , G ra ce  had n o t  h eard  the 
b r e a k in g  o f  the w in d o w .  She k n ew  
n o t h in g  o f  T a n d e n ’s p re s e n ce  u n til  
h e  g ra b b e d  h er  a ro u n d  the  w a is t  and 
ca r r ie d  her t o  the w in d o w .

“ W e ’re  g o i n g  o u t  that  w i n d o w , ’ ’ 
he said g r im ly .  “ D o n ’ t ask m e any  
q u e s t io n s  n o w . ’ ’

H e  tu rn e d  and ran o v e r  to  a c o u c h ,  
p u l le d  th e  h u g e  red  c o v e r  o f f  it. H e  
th re w  the  c l o t h  ou t  o f  the  w in d o w ,  
a f t e r  t y i n g  o n e  en d  to  th e  m a ss ive  
t e a k w o o d  ca b in et .

“ G o  d o w n  th a t ,”  T a n d e n  in s tru cte d  
her. “ Y o u ’ ll have  to  d r o p  ten  feet .  
T h e n  ru n  as fas t  as y o u  can  f o r  the 
s tab les .”

T h e r e  w a s  a d e a fe n in g  crash  b e 
h in d  them , a s p l in t e r in g  o f  w o o d  
and  stee l  and  p la s te r  as th e  g rea t  
i r o n  d o o r  f e l l  t o  the floor .  T h e  m o b  
o f  in fu r ia t e d  syces, th e ir  f a c e s  
tw is te d  w i t h  h atred  and  fu r y ,  cam e 
r u s h in g  in to  the  room .

T w i c e  T a n d e n 's  a u to m a t ic  roared . 
T w o  o f  the  o n r u s h in g  syces c r u m 
p le d  to  the f loor .  T h e  o th e r s  h e s i 
tated , s ta r in g  w i t h  t e r r o r  at T a n 
d e n ’ s b e l c h i n g  gun .

“ F o r  G o d ’ s sak e ,”  he y e l l e d  to  
G race ,  “ g e t  o u t  o f  the  w i n d o w  and 
to  the  g r o u n d ! ”

TH E R E  w a s  a b e l l o w  o f  rage  f r o m  
the sea o f  y e l l o w  fa ces .  A  k r is  

k n i f e  ca m e  th r o u g h  the air , s t r ik in g  
the  w a l l  w i t h in  in c h e s  o f  G r a c e ’ s d is 
a p p e a r in g  f igure . T a n d e n ’s g u n  roa red  
again . T h e  m an  w h o  had  t h r o w n  the 
k n i fe  lu r c h e d  f o r w a r d ,  s t i f fe n e d ,  and 
th e n  w e n t  to  th e  f loor .

T a n d e n  w a s  ou t  o f  the  w in d o w ,  h is  
h an d s  g r ip p in g  the  sca r le t  red  cov er .  
B e l o w  h im  he saw  th e  b o d y  o f  G race  
h u rt le  th r o u g h  the  air , h it  th e  g r o u n d  
and  lay  th ere  in er t  and  still.

D o w n  the c o v e r  h is  b o d y  s l ip p e d .  
H e  cam e to  the  end , le t  g o  w i t h  his
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hands, and  f e l l  ten  f e e t  t h r o u g h  the  
air, la n d in g  c l o s e  to  th e  l im p  b o d y  o f  
G ra ce  M o r le y .

1

C H A P T E R  I X  

A Race With Death

T A N D E N  rose  to  h is  fe e t ,  m o 
m e n ta r i ly  s tu n n e d  b y  the  fa ll .  
G ra ce  s t ir red ,  g o t  w e a k ly  to  
h er  f e e t  and  s t o o d  s w a y in g  b e s id e  

h im . In  f r o n t  o f  th em  th e  b lu e  o f  
m o o n l ig h t  cast  the s o f t ,  f le e t in g  g l o w  
o f  a d rea m  o v e r  th e  co u r t .

A c r o s s  the  c o u r t ,  b e y o n d  the a r t i 
f ic ia l  lak es  and  h u g e  f lo w e r  b eds , 
s t o o d  a l o w ,  o n e -s t o r y  w h ite  b u i ld in g ,  
th e  s ta b les  o f  th e  S u lt a n ’s pa lace .

B u t  b e f o r e  T a n d e n  c o u l d  say a n y 
th in g ,  b e fo r e  h is  b ra in  c le a re d  and  the 
b l o o d  f lo o d e d  b a ck  t h r o u g h  h is  n u m b 
ed  b o d y ,  th e  a ir  a b o v e  th em  w a s  fil led  
w i t h  y e l l in g ,  s c r e a m in g  y e l l o w  fo rm s .  
T h e  syces w e r e  f o l l o w i n g  o u t  o f  the 
w i n d o w ,  s l id in g  d o w n  the  re d  s i lk en  
c o v e r .

A  b o o m in g  v o i c e  rose  a b o v e  the  
y e l l s  o f  the  M a la y s .  I t  w a s  V a n  D u -  
ren , y e l l i n g  o r d e r s  f r o m  th e  room . 
M i n g l i n g  w i t h  h is  d e e p e r  to n e s  ca m e  
the  th in , s h r i l l  v o i c e  o f  th e  Su ltan .

T a n d e n  g ra b b e d  G ra ce  b y  the  arm  
and  s tar ted  f o r  th e  stab les . I t  w a s  a 
w i ld ,  f r a n t ic  race  w i t h  d eath  f o r  b o th  
o f  them . T h e r e  w a s  n o  t im e  to  turn  
and  fight. E v e r y  f r a c t i o n  o f  a s e co n d  
m ea n t  e i th e r  l i f e  o r  d eath  to  them .

A r o u n d  th e  a r t i f ic ia l  lakes  th e y  
ra ced ,  f o l l o w i n g  the  w i n d i n g  s tone  
w a lk  that t o o k  th em  th r o u g h  th e  la b y 
r in th  o f  g a rd e n s  and  f lo w e r  beds . B e 
h in d  th em  ca m e th e  y e l l in g ,  s c r e a m 
in g  m o b  o f  y e l l o w  b o d ie s ,  k n iv e s  w a v 
i n g  a b ov e  th e ir  heads.

T a n d e n  saw the  d o o r  o f  the stable. 
T h e r e  w o u l d  be  gu a rd s  in  there . P e r 
h a p s  n o t  m o r e  than  tw o , bu t  t w o  m en 
in  f r o n t  o f  th em  w ith  the  y e l l in g ,  
s u r g in g  m o b  at hi3 b ack , c o u ld  easily  
h ave  th e  p o w e r  o f  a h u n d red .

H e  and  G race  cam e to  the  d o o r  o f

th e  stab les , g a s p in g  f o r  b rea th ,  s tu m 
b l i n g  h e lp l e s s ly  f o r w a r d ,  w i t h  th e  
syces c lo s e  o n  th e ir  hee ls .  A s  T a n d e n  
le a p e d  t h r o u g h  th e  d o o r  o f  th e  s tab les  
a f o r m  m o v e d  ou t  o f  th e  d arkn ess .

T h e r e  w a s  th e  c o l d  g le a m  o f  stee l  
as T a n d e n  b r o u g h t  h is  a u to m a t ic  up  
a n d  p u l le d  the  t r ig g e r .  H e  w a s  c o n 
s c io u s  o f  a s u d d e n  d u l l  pa in  in  h is  
arm, a p a in  that se e m e d  to  n u m b  h is  
r ig h t  s h o u ld e r  and  the  f in gers  o f  the  
h and  that g r ip p e d  th e  gun .

H e  k n e w  w h a t  it w a s ,  b u t  h e  d a red  
n o t  th in k  o f  it. T h e  k n i f e  h ad  b u r ie d  
i t s e l f  d e e p l y  in  the  f lesh  and  w a s  s t i l l  
s t i c k in g  th ere . A  y e l lo w ,  w r i t h i n g  
f o r m  w a s  at h is  feet .

G ra ce  s c r e a m e d  as she saw  the 
k n ife .

“Keep q u ie t  and pull the knife 
out!" T a n d e n  c r ie d  to  her.

H e r  fa c e  d is t o r t e d  w i t h  pa in  and 
a n g u ish ,  she g r a b b e d  the  k n i fe ,  p u l le d  
it o u t  and  let  it d r o p  to  the f loor .

B y  that  t im e  the  h o r d e  o f  c h a r g in g  
m en  b e h in d  th em  h ad  re a ch e d  th e  d o o r  
o f  the stab les . T a n d e n  k n e w  that h e  
w a s  w e a k ; he k n e w  that e v e r y  part  o f  
h is  b o d y  w a s  n u m b. H e  f e l t  the  w a r m  
f low  o f  b lo o d  as it d r ip p e d  out o f  
the  w o u n d .  B u t  he s te e le d  h im s e l f .

“ G e t  t w o  h o r s e s , ”  he said  to  G ra ce ,  
“ and i f  a ny  g u a rd s  a ppear , s h o o t  h e l l  
ou t  o f  them . I ’ ll  take  ca re  o f  the m en  
at the  d o o r . ”

GR A C E  m o v e d  a w a y  f r o m  h im  
s w i f t l y ,  w i t h o u t  a w o r d ,  w i t h o u t  

p ro te s t .  H e  h eard  th e  m o v e m e n t  o f  
h orses  b e h in d  h i m ;  th e n  all he w a s  
aw are  o f  w a s  th e  roa r  o f  h is  a u t o 
m a t ic ,  f i r in g  p o in t  b la n k  in  the  m ass  
o f  y e l l o w  b o d i e s  that w a s  c r o w d i n g  
to  g e t  in  the f r o n t  d o o r  o f  the 
stables.

T h e  syces d r o p p e d  b ack ,  as th e y  a l
w a y s  d id ,  in  th e  fa c e  o f  lead. T a n 
d en  h ea rd  the b e l l o w in g ,  r o a r in g  v o i c e  
o f  V a n  D u r e n  b e h in d  th em . H e  saw  
the  h u g e  f o r m  o f  the fa t  m an, h is  fa c e  
d is to r t e d  in s a n e ly  in  the  p a le  m o o n 
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l ig h t ,  p ush  h is  w a y  th r o u g h  the 
c r o w d .  T h e r e  w as a roar o f  rage  f r o m  
h im  and h is  gun  ju m p e d  in his hand.

T h e  b u l le t  cu t  w i th in  an in ch  o f  
T a n d e n ’s head . H is  o w n  gu n  roared . 
V a n  D u r e n  s tu m b led  f o r w a r d ,  as i f  
s o m e o n e  had s u d d e n ly  p u sh e d  h im  in 
the back, f e l l  to  h is  knees. H is  m o u th  
ga p e d  o p en , h is  r ig h t  hand  je r k e d  to  
h is  n eck .

T H E R E  w a s  a rattle  in h is  th ro a t—■ 
the  w e ird ,  g h a s t ly  ra ttle  o f  death. 

H e  t o p p le d  h ead  first to  th e  g rou n d , 
h is  j e r k i n g  b o d y  g r a d u a l ly  g o in g  
l im p.

B e h in d  T a n d e n ,  G ra ce  c a l le d  out. 
H e  s w e r v e d  and, th r o u g h  th e  g l o o m  
o f  the  stab les , saw  the  t w o  h o rs e s  she 
h ad  b r id le d .  T h e r e  had  b een  n o  t im e 
f o r  sa d d les— and  t h e y  w e r e n ’ t n e c e s 
sary.

In  f r o n t  o f  th em  the b r o w n - fa c e d  
M a la y s  w e r e  s ta r in g  d o w n  at th e  l i f e 
le ss  b o d y  o f  V a n  D u re n ,  u n ab le  to  
g rasp  f o r  th e  m o m e n t  w h a t  had h a p 
p ened . T a n d e n  b a c k e d  to  the  horses , 
p u t  h is  hand  o v e r  on e  o f  the  a n im a l ’ s 
n e ck ,  but f o u n d  h im s e l f  su d d e n ly  
h e lp less .  E v e r y  part o f  h is  b o d y  
seem ed  s u d d e n ly  c o l d  and  p ara lyzed  
f r o m  h is  w o u n d .

A  sh o u t  f r o m  the  d o o r  s tart led  him. 
T h e r e ,  s u r g in g  f o r w a r d  n o w , k n iv e s  
g le a m in g  in  th e ir  hands, w a s  th e  y e l 
l o w  h o rd e .  A t  th e ir  rear cam e the 
sh r i l l ,  th in  v o i c e  o f  the Sultan , s e n d 
in g  th em  fo r w a r d  w i t h  a n e w  f re n z y .

T a n d e n  g a th e re d  h im s e l f  to g e th e r ,  
s u m m o n e d  u p  e v e r y  f o r c e  in  his  
b o d y ,  and  c la m b e re d  to  th e  b a ck  o f  
the h orse . G ra ce  w a s  a lre a d y  astr ide  
h er  m ou n t .  A  k n i fe  cam e h u r t l in g  
th r o u g h  th e  air.

T a n d e n  p u t  h is  hands o n  the  s ide  
o f  h is  h o r s e ’ s b r id le ,  lean ed  f o r 
w a rd  o v e r  the  a n im a l ’s n eck , and, 
w i t h  a sharp  k ick ,  sent th e  p o n y  
t h r o u g h  the  d arkness  o f  the stable. 
G ra ce  ra ced  a lo n g  b e s id e  h im , h u g 
g i n g  her h o r s e ’s n e c k  and s e n d in g

h im  f o r w a r d  w i t h  s o f t  w o r d s  and  
p ats  on  th e  n eck .

T h e  h orses— fleet A r a b  p o n ie s —  
to o k  th em  t h r o u g h  the  d a rk n ess  at 
a terr i f ic  speed . S u d d e n ly  th e y  w e re  
o u ts id e  the  stab les , th e  h o rse s  s h o o t 
in g  th r o u g h  a d o o r  at the rear.

O u t  in to  the haze  o f  m o o n l ig h t  
t h e y  raced , l e a v in g  the  p a la c e  and 
the  c o u r t  b e h in d  them . T h e  h o r s e s ’ 
sharp  h o o f s  c la t te re d  on  th e  r o c k y  
g r o u n d  o f  a m o u n ta in  path. T a n 
den  had no  idea  in  w h a t  d ir e c t io n  
th e y  w e r e  g o in g .

H e  h u n g  o n  g r im ly ,  h is  l e f t  arm  
a ro u n d  the  n e c k  o f  th e  p o n y .  H is  
b ra in  r e e l e d ;  th ere  w a s  n o  sense  o f  
f e e l i n g  in  h is  b o d y .  H is  p o n y  
s w e p t  a rou n d  a cu r v e  and he re e le d  
d iz z i ly ,  a ll  b u t  g o i n g  o f f  h e a d lo n g .  
B u t  he f e l t  a l i t t le  b e t te r  and h is  
b ra in  c lea red .

O n  o v e r  the  n a r ro w  m ou n ta in  
pass, bathed  in  the s o f t  m o o n l ig h t ,  
the  h o rse s  raced . T h e y  cu t  a rou n d  
the  spu r  o f  the m o u n ta in  ra n ge  and 
started  d o w n  in to  the  v a l le y  that 
led  to  K iru c h u .  F ar  b e h in d  th em  
cam e the sou nd  o f  p u r s u in g  horses .

T h e n  s u d d e n ly  T a n d e n ’ s h orse  
s lo w e d  and b ro k e  in to  a l im p in g  
w alk . G r a c e ’ s p o n y  ra ced  o n  ahead 
and th en  it, t o o ,  s lo w e d  d o w n  and 
w a lk e d  w i t h  short, j e r k y  steps.

T A N D E N  w a s  o f f  h is  horse , f a l l 
in g  w e a k ly  to  the  g ro u n d .  W i t h  

d i f f i cu l ty  he ra ised  h im s e l f  s l o w l y ;  
h is  s h o u ld e r  w as s h o o t in g  sharp  
p a in s  t h r o u g h  h is  en t ire  b o d y .  
G ra ce  had  s p r u n g  o f f  h er  p o n y  and 
w a s  ru n n in g  b a c k  to  h im .

‘ ‘T h e  h o rs e s , ”  she ga sp e d ,  “ are 
lam e .”

“ M u l t a o ! ”  T a n d e n  r e p l ie d  g r im ly .  
“ H e  cu t  the m u s c le s  o f  th e ir  legs . 
H e  f ig u re d  w e  w o u ld  m ake  o u r  
e s ca p e  o n  th e  h orses , and p r e 
p a re d  a g a in st  that. A n d  b y  n o w  he 
is l o o s e ,  a n d  p erh ap s— ”

T a n d e n ’s w o r d s  ca m e  to  an abrup t
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stop .  H is  h an d  w e n t  w e a k ly  f o r  h is  
gun . D i r e c t l y  in  f r o n t  o f  them , 
s ta n d in g  in  th e  m id d le  o f  the  road , 
w a s  the  le e r in g ,  s n e e r in g  h a l f -c a s te  
h im s e l f ,  the  g u n  in  h is  hand p o in t 
i n g  at T a n d e n  and  G race .

“ I have been  w a it in g  f o r  y o u , ”  he 
sa id  w i t h  a sneer. “ I e x p e c t e d  y o u  
w o u l d  e sca pe  o n  h o r s e b a c k ; I  had 
th e  h o rs e s  f ixed  so  that th e y  w o u l d n ’ t 
g o  v e r y  fa r . ”

HE  la u g h e d  b ru ta l ly ,  h is  o l iv e  
fa c e  c o l d  and  rep e l len t .

“ Y o u  w e r e  v e r y  k in d ,  Monsieur 
T a n d e n , ”  he c o n t in u e d ,  “ to  t ie  m y  
h a n d s  so  l o o s e ly .  I w as  able to  f r e e  
m y s e l f  and  g e t  up  here , b y  ta k in g  a 
s e c r e t  path , even  b e fo r e  y o u  m ade  
your e scape .  A n d  n o w  I have  co m e  
t o  take m y  part o f  th e  b a r g a in .”  

T a n d e n ’s b o d y  s t i f fen ed .  T h e  
s h o o t in g  p a in s  had  abated  to  a dull  
ache. H e  l o o k e d  at M u lta o  and 
c l e n c h e d  h is  fists im p o te n t ly .

M u l t a o ’ s part  o f  the  b a r g a in !  It  
w a s  v e r y  s im p le  w h a t  that w o u l d  be. 
A  b u l le t  w o u ld  end  T a n d e n ’s l i fe ,  
and  th e n —

“ Y o u  n eed  n o t  fe a r  E l  K a r im ,”  
M u lt a o  sn eered .  ‘ ‘ I d id  n o t  w ant 
that m o n k e y - fa c e d  M a la y  t o  in te r 
f e r e  w i t h  m y  plans, and th e ir  h orses  
w e r e  f ixed  the  same as y ou rs .  I  w as  
d e s i r o u s  o f  c o m p l e t in g  m y  l it t le  part 
o f  the  b a r g a in  all a lo n e .”

‘ ‘A n d  the  first part o f  that b a r 
g a i n ? ”  T a n d e n  q u e s t io n e d .

“ A  b u l le t  th r o u g h  y o u r  heart, 
Monsieur T a n d e n ,”  M u lta o  sn ap ped  
at h im . " T h e r e  is n o  tim e t o  g lo s s  
t h in g s  over .  Y o u  are a m an  and 
y o u  u n d e r s ta n d .”

A  m uffled  s crea m  cam e f r o m  G ra ce  
M o r le y .  She s p ra n g  f o r w a r d  b e 
t w e e n  T a n d e n  and M u lta o ,  h er  w h ite  
fa c e  q u iv e r in g  and  h er  b lu e  eyes  
f lash ing .

T a n d e n ’s r ig h t  arm  w e n t  ou t  w ith  
th e  s p e e d  o f  l ig h t n in g ,  ca u g h t  G race  
a ro u n d  the  w a is t ,  and  th r e w  her

b a ck  as M u l t a o ’ s g u n  roa red .  T a n 
d e n ’ s b o d y  d o v e  f o r w a r d ,  in  a h e a d 
l o n g  p lu n ge .

T h e  b u l le t  cu t  o v e r  h is  head , 
w h in e d  d is m a lly  a m o n g  th e  trees. 
G ra ce  gave  a m uffled  scream . T a n 
d e n ’ s b o d y  h it  the  w a is t  o f  M u lta o ,  
d r iv in g  h im  to  the  g r o u n d  w i t h  the  
f u r y  o f  an e n ra g ed  beast.

T h e  gu n  f e l l  f r o m  M u l t a o ’ s hand, 
bu t  the  b o d y  o f  the  h a l f -b r e e d  
tw is te d ,  cam e up  w i t h  a q u ick ,  p o w 
e r fu l  heave, t h r o w in g  th e  w e a k e n e d  
b o d y  o f  T a n d e n  to  one  s ide. A  
k n i f e  g le a m e d  in  M u l t a o ’ s hand. It 
w e n t  up  in the  a ir  as T a n d e n  s t r u g 
g le d  to  h is  fee t ,  c o m in g  d o w n  t o 
w a rd  h is  throat.

T a n d e n  lau gh ed , a c o ld ,  d esp era te  
laugh .

H is  r ig h t  hand  w e n t  up, ca u g h t  
M u l t a o ’s w r is t ,  and th en  he rose  
to  h is  fee t ,  s e n d in g  e v e r y  o u n ce  
o f  w e ig h t  and  s t re n g th  o f  h is  b o d y  
a ga in st  the  k n i fe .

F o r  on e  tense , d e a d ly  s e c o n d  th e  
h an d  o f  M u lta o ,  g r ip p in g  th e  k n i fe ,  
h u n g  s u sp e n d e d  in  the  air. I n  that 
m o m e n t  the  s t re n g th  o f  t w o  m en  m et 
in  a g r im , b it te r  d eath  s t ru g g le .

T h e n  s lo w ly  th e  h and  and  arm  o f  
M u lta o  w e n t  b a ck w a rd ,  the  last 
o u n c e  o f  p o w e r  in  T a n d e n ’s b o d y  b e 
h in d  it.

T H E R E  w a s  a d u l l  c u t t in g  thud, a 
r i p p i n g  o f  c l o t h  and  th en  flesh. 

M u l t a o ’ s fa c e  w e n t  b lank , d a z e d ;  a 
film  cam e o v e r  h is  eyes . T h e n  he 
sank to  the  g r o u n d ,  b l o o d  g u sh in g  
f r o m  h is  m o u th ,  f in gers  rea ch in g  
f e e b l y  f o r  h is  th roa t  but c l o s in g  on  
air.

T a n d e n  s to o d  o v e r  h im , b o d y  s w a y 
in g  b a c k  and fo r th .  T h e  b lo o d y  
k n i f e  w as in  h is  hand. B e h in d  h im  
G ra ce  s ob b ed  w e a k ly  and  tu rn ed  her 
fa c e  a w a y  f r o m  the  last q u iv e r in g  
o f  M u l t a o ’ s d y in g  b o d y .

T a n d e n  stared  at M u lta o .  T h e  
h a l f -b re e d  c o u g h e d  w e a k ly  and  then
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h is  b o d y  s t i f fe n e d  and  re la x e d  in 
death .

“ Q u i c k , "  T a n d e n  c r ie d  to  G ra ce  as 
he sw e rv e d .  “ T h e  S u lt a n ’s m en  are 
c o m i n g . ”

D o w n  th e  road  ca m e  the  b e a t in g  
h o o f s  o f  horses .  T a n d e n  and  G race  
f e l l  in to  the b ru sh  as th e  h o rs e m e n  
ca m e  a ro u n d  the  turn  in  the  road , 
b r o u g h t  th e ir  p o n ie s  to  an a b ru p t  
s top ,  h o o f s  s k i d d i n g  o v e r  the  road .

“ C o m e  o n , ”  T a n d e n  w h is p e r e d  
w e a k ly  to  G race .  “ I  d o n ’t k n o w  
w h e r e  w e  are g o i n g  o r  h o w  l o n g  I 
ca n  last, b u t  w e  h ave  to  g e t  o u t  o f  
h e re .”

C H A P T E R  X  

Peace In Kiruchu

HE  C O U L D  h ear  the  s y c e s  
ja b b e r in g  and m o v i n g  
a ro u n d  e x c i t e d l y  on  the  

roa d ,  o v e r  the  b o d y  o f  M u lta o .  O v e r  
th is  d in  th e  m o v e m e n t  o f  T a n d e n  
a n d  G r a c e ’ s b o d ie s  t h r o u g h  the 
b ru s h  c o u l d  n o t  be heard.

T h e y  lu n g e d  o n  b l i n d l y  th ro u g h  
th e  darkness . T h e  b u sh  s lash ed  the ir  
fa c e s ,  to r e  at th e ir  c lo th e s ,  bu t  th e y  
w e n t  on. T a n d e n  led  the  w a y ,  t r y 
i n g  w e a k ly  t o  p u sh  the b ru sh  a w a y  
f r o m  G r a c e ’ s fa ce ,  h is  b o d y  and 
b ra in  num b.

B e h in d  them  the v o i c e s  o f  the 
syces had cea sed  and th e y  had 
sp re a d  ou t ,  fan  shape, and  w e r e  
c o m b i n g  the  w o o d s .  T a n d e n  s lo w e d  
d o w n .  H e  w as  fa r  ahead, b u t  any  
n o is e  n o w  w o u ld  lead  the o n c o m 
in g  M a la y s  to  them.

H e  and  G ra ce  cam e to  a l i t t le  v a l 
l e y  and  an o p e n  space . T h e y  raced  
a c ro s s  it and  b a c k  in to  th e  d ense  
u n d e r g r o w t h  again . T h e  syces cam e 
o n  re le n t le s s ly ,  d e a d ly  in  th e ir  p u r 
p o s e fu ln e s s .

T a n d e n  k n e w  that ru n n in g  w a s  
ou t  o f  the  q u e s t io n ,  that E l  K a r im ’ s 
m en  w o u ld  hear th e  n o is e  o f  th e ir  
b o d ie s  and it w o u ld  o n l y  be  a m a t

ter o f  t im e  un til  th e y  w e r e  su r 
r o u n d e d .

H e  s to p p e d ,  sat d o w n  near a l it t le  
stream , and  s t r u g g le d  to  k e e p  u n 
c o n s c i o u s n e s s  f r o m  o v e r c o m i n g  h im . 
E x h a u s t i o n  and  p a in — he h ad  f o u g h t  
th ese  f o r  a l o n g  t im e , and  s l o w l y  
t h e y  w e r e  o v e r p o w e r i n g  him .

“ W e ’ ll have  t o  take o u r  ch a n ce s  
h i d i n g , ”  he said  to  G race .  “ I f  w e  
run, t h e y ’ ll  hear u s .”

B e h in d  th em  ca m e  the  syces, c l o s 
in g  in o n  th em . T a n d e n  la y  flat on  
h is  s to m a ch ,  G r a c e  at h is  s ide. T h e  
b ru sh  m o v e d  and  c r a c k le d  a f e w  
f e e t  f r o m  th e ir  heads . M e n  m o v e d  
b e s id e  th em . A  f o o t  s c r a p e d  T a n -  
d e n ’ s arm .

A n d  th en  he r e m e m b e r e d  n o  m ore .  
L y i n g  d o w n ,  h is  sen ses  had  ree led  
and  he c o u l d  n o  l o n g e r  c o n t r o l  them . 
W h e n  that f o o t  t o u c h e d  h is  arm , the 
last th in  th rea d  o f  rea son  l e f t  him .

H e  ca m e  to  w i t h  the  f e e l i n g  o f  
s o m e t h in g  c o o l  on  h is  head . H e  
o p e n e d  h is  eyes . A r m s  w e r e  a ro u n d  
h im . H e  t r ie d  t o  s t r u g g le  f r e e  b u t  
c o n s c i o u s n e s s  l e f t  h im .

W h e n  he o p e n e d  h is  e y e s  again , 
h is  senses  had  c le a re d .  H e  h eard  
G r a c e ’ s v o i c e  and  h e  k n e w  th a t  6he 
w a s  b a th in g  h is  head  w i t h  w a ter .  
M o o n l ig h t  w a s  f l o o d in g  th e  g r o u n d  
a ro u n d  h im . A  f e w  fe e t  ahead  w as  
a l i t t le  stream .

T a n d e n  s m ile d  and  sat up.
“ Y o u  g o t  m e h e r e ? ”  he said  to  

G race .

“ r p H E  s y c e s  have l e f t , ”  she an-
J- sw e re d .  “ T h e y  w a lk e d  r ig h t  

o v e r  u s  and  th e n  I d r a g g e d  y o u  in 
a l i t t le  rav ine . W h e n  t h e y  ca m e  
b a c k  th e y  p a s s e d  th e  ra v in e  and 
w e n t  b a c k  to  th e ir  h o rs e s .  T h e  last 
I h ea rd  t h e y  w e r e  ta k in g  th e  b o d y  
o f  M u lt a o  b a c k  t o  th e  S u lta n .”

“ I see ,”  T a n d e n  r e p l ie d .  “ A n d  
n o w  w e  are in  th e  w o o d s — w it h o u t  
f o o d  and  w i t h  m e  w o u n d e d  and  a 
l o n g  w a y  f r o m  K ir u c h u .
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"It’s b^en so long since I have 
had food,” Grace laughed, “that I 
have forgotten all about it. I was 
afraid to eat in the palace for fear 
of being poisoned.”

Tanden had stood up and was 
peering through the moonlight.

“ It’s only fifteen miles and there 
are native huts along the way,” he 
said. “We can make it beck to 
Kiruchu if we take it slow.”

FIVE days later Tanden, shoulder 
bandaged and face pale, stood in 

the office of the Dutch Governor in 
Malacca. Grace Morley was at his 
side, her eyes flashing in her drawn 
face. Across from her, surrounded 
by guards, was El Karim, brown 
face expressionless and eyes fixed 
on the governor.

The governor, a short, fat man, 
with red cheeks and a tight smile, 
sat behind his desk. Grimly he read 
the papers that Tanden and Miss 
Morley had taken from the book of 
poetry found in the Sultan’s library.

He finished reading and looked at 
Tanden.

"These papers,” he said, “ give a 
complete story of a cold blooded 
murder. So complete, that there can 
be no question of what happened to 
young Morley, or of the real owner
ship of the gold concession.”

Tanden started to nod agreement. 
But in that moment, El Karim came 
to life with a snarl and leaped from 
his chair.

“This is an insult,” he cried. “ I, 
El Karim, Sultan of Kiruchu, ac
cused of murder. You have taken 
our lands and now—”

His hand went to his belt with a 
speed almost faster than sight. A 
curved blade flashed in the air, and 
before Tanden could lunge forward,

the knife was coming directly at his 
heart.

In that split second he could do 
nothing but swing around, placing 
his right side in front of the on
coming blade.

There was a swish of air, a tearing 
of cloth, and then Tanden felt a 
sharp, piercing pain in his right side, 
under his shoulder.

A gun roared, the thunderous ex
plosion filling the room. In the 
blinding haze of smoke Tanden saw 
the body of El Karim crumple to 
the floor, roll over on its back, and 
then lie still.

“Are you hurt?” the fat governor 
cried to Tanden.

T a n d e n  moved his arm and 
grinned weakly.

“The blade cut through my clothes 
and ripped some skin,” he said. 
“ Nothing more.”

The two men looked down at the 
lifeless form of El Karim. Over the 
erstwhile Sultan stood the guard 
who had fired the shot.

“ fTlHE best riddance the Dutch 
could hope for,” the governor 

said grimly. “Now that El Karim 
is no more, we may hope for some 
peace and prosperity in Kiruchu.”

“The only way you would ever 
have gotten it,” Tanden replied.

“And when you decide to work 
that gold concession, Mynheer Tan
den,” the governor smiled, “ you can 
expect the utmost cooperation from 
us. We feel under great obligation 
to you and Miss Morley for enabling 
us to get El Karim, a thing we tried 
for years.”

“ A job I don’t want to have to re
peat,” Tanden laughed.

He and Grace Morley walked hap
pily out of the room.
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______________________ _________ FIGHTING h i s  w a y
T H R O U p H  D IFF ICU LTIES WHEAT A  B O Y  W  M IS S O U R fj-  
G A I M E D  T H E  N A M E  O F  B E I N G  " A  B O R N  F I G H T E R ”  A N D  W O N  F O R  H IM S E L F  
A N  A P P O I N T M E N T  T O  W E S T  P O I N T  W H E R E  HE G R A D U A T E D  A S  L E A D E R  
O F  H I S  C L A S S .  H tS  C A R E E R  IS  THE M O S T  C O L O R F U L  A N D  A D V E N T U R O U S  
O F  A N Y  SOL D I E R  I N  T H E  H I S T O R Y  O F  A M E R I C A  —  F I G H T I N G  IN  THE APACHE 

- ~ * A M D  SIOUX I N D I A N  UPRISINGf IN  T H E  SPANISH A M E R IC AN  
W A R ;  C O N Q U E R IN G  t h e  F I E R C E  M O R O  T R I B E S '

V  JCHAS/N G  V I L L A  I N  N IF X IC O  A N D  C O M M A N D I N G  
t h e  A .E .'F . i  F O U R  M I L L I O N  i n  F R A N C E .

f p E P S W N G  HIRST GAINED N A T / O N -W / D B  
DISTINCTION A S  A  O A R I N G  L E A D E R  WITH H/SlOTtl 
C A V A L R Y  DURING THE S P A N IS H  - A M E R I C A N  
W A R .  O n c e  W H E N  U N D E R  H E A V Y  F I R E  A T  
S A N T I A G O  THE OFFICERS L E A D IN G  THE T R O O P  
F IG H T IN G  N E A R  H / S  T R O O P  W E R E  W O U N D E D  
—  PERSHING RUSHED F O R W A R D  A N D  L E D  BOTH  

T R O O P S  I N  A  C H A R G E  T O  V I C T O R Y .  F o r  THIS 
' PE R S H IN G  W A S  R E C O M M E N D E D  F O R  B R E V E T  

J  C O M M I S S I O N S  F O R  " P E R S O N A L  B R A V E R Y  A N D  
Jo a l l a n t r y  i n  a c t i o n ?  T h i s  g r e a t  m i l i t a r y

'L E A D E R  H A S  B E E N  C A L L E D "  THE C O O L E S T  M A N  
W H O  E V E R  S T O O D  U N D E R  F l R E *

t a m e q l X n e ^  f ig h t in g  a c h i e v e d  FOR 
H IM  THE U N R IV A LED  RECORD  
O F WINNING 2 7  D IF F E R E N T  
CROW NS FOR HIS HEAD '

HE G R E A T  T I M U R  -  T H E  
T AR T A R  C O N Q U E R O R  O F  
S O U T H  W E S T  A S I A  ('/336- 
i n - o s ’)  l e d  h /s  M o n g o l  
a r m i e s  t h r o u g h  t h e  
H E A R T  O F  A L L  O F  T H E
A siat ic  c o u n t r ies  ̂ g a i n i n g
F O R  H I M S E L F  THE U N R I V A L E D  
R E C O R D  O F  H A V I N G  H/S S U B D U E D  '
E N E M IE S  P L A C E  Z7 D IF F E R E N T  C R O W N S O N  H IS  H E A D .

This is the Original Illustrated Adventure
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WERO OF 800 AIR BATTLES
Ca p t a in

GEORGES
G U Y N E M E R

F IF T Y  FO U R  VICTORIES FOR ACE VJHO 
BROUGHT DOWN FOUR ENEMY P L A N E S  

IN  O N E  D A Y /
G & A P T A / N  G U Y N C M E R ,  A  D E S C E N D A N T  

O F  A  H I S T O R I C A L .  L I N S  O P  F A M O U S  
F I G H T E R S  D A T I N G  B A C K  T O  T H E  F I R S T  
C R U S A D E S  ,  W A S  F R A N C E S  G R E A T  H E R O  
A C E  O F  O V E R  B O O  A I R  C O M B A T S .

S e R V / N G  O / V  A L E  W E S T E R N  F R O N T S  
G U Y N E M E R  H A D  A  R E C O R D  O F  5 V  
V I C T O R I E S  A N D  I N  O N E  D A Y ' S  F I G H T I N G  
H E  S E N T  ^  E N E M Y  P L A N E S  C R A S H I N G

e a r t h w a r d .  F o r  h /s  s k i l l f u l  f i g h t i n g
H E  R E C E I V E D  E V E R Y  D E C O R A T I O N  T H AT  TH E  

A R M Y  C O U L D  A W A R D .

FIGHTINQ-DEV/L 
B L A C K B E A Q P -"  
THE G IA N T PIRATE

Q d w A R D  T E A C H ,  
ENGLISH ADVENTURER 
NAS 6  FEET, 9 INCHES
t a l l . Starting with
ONE SHIP, 1 6 5 7 ,  IN  
TWELVE M O N T H S h e  
TOOK  f - 6  SPANISH 
A N D  FRENCH PRIZES 
LADEN WITH G O LD .  ,  
THIS "KING O F PIRATE 

BURIED FIORE TREAS
U R E  T H A N  A N Y  
K N O W N  P I R A T E

N  A N C I E N T  G R E E C E  
T H E  C I T Y  O F  A M Y C L A E  
W A S  H A R A S S E D  B Y  S O  M A N Y  
F A L S E  R E P O R T S  O F I N V A S I O N  
T H A T  / T  P A  S S E D  A  L A W  P R O  -
H i e i T i r v G  a n y o n e  t o  m e n t i o n  
t h e  e n e m y . S o o n  w h e n  
N O  O N E  D A R E D  t o  G I V E  T H E  
A L A R M  T H E  E N E M Y  C A M E  
A N D  C A P T U R E D  A M Y C L A E .

T H U S  I T  B E C A M E ' K N O W N .  
A S  T H E  C i t y  D E S T F I O Y E P  

B Y  S I L E N C E .

Feature—the First to Appear in Any Magazine



QUICK
Triggers
Follow Eddie Kincade o f the 

Q -B  Ranch on H is 
Exciting Trail as 

an Outlaw 
Sleuth

A Complete Novelette
By RAY HUMPHREYS

Author of "The. Blue-Eyed Kid," “ Bantam 
Gets a Break," etc.

CHAPTER I 
Roaring Gunfire

EDDIE KINCADE, on his blue 
roan colt, knew as he rode 
swiftly into the mouth of 

Vine Creek gulch that something 
was wrong. The swarms of crows 
that infested the dense thickets of 
the gulch were beating the air, scold
ing at the interruption of their noon
time siesta, alarmed, it appeared, long 
before Eddie’s arrival.

The young Q-B puncher galloped 
rapidly down the trail, eyes nar
rowed, every nerve tensed. He had 
come, hunting for yearling strays 
from the Q-B herds. He was pre
pared now, however, for bigger 
game.

A smile flashed across his bronzed 
face as he rode.

‘ ‘A mountain lion, probably,” he 
muttered, a hand dropping quickly 
to one of a pair of twin holsters.

“ I’ll be ready!”
But he wasn’t prepared for what 

happened the next second.
A riderless horse, fiery-eyed, snort

ing, came thrashing up the trail, 
brushing Eddie’s roan aside. The 
next instant two shots, fired so close 
together that the reports almost 
blended into one blast, thundered in 
the gulch and two bullets flattened 
themselves agdinst a huge rock not 
more than five yards up the slope 
from Eddie.

The puncher fell from his roan 
as if he’d been hit.

He wasn’t hit, though, but he was 
thinking fast and acting according
ly. He leaped for the rock, made it, 
just as another bullet chipped a 
piece out of it.

Both guns out, hat off, a mumbled 
challenge on his lips, Eddie peered 
through a crevice, eager for a 
glimpse of his assailant. But an-
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o th er  s lug, s in g in g  p e r i lo u s ly  near, 
ca u sed  h im  to  duck.

“ O u c h ! ”  he gru nted , “ that hom bre 
is  g u n n in g  f o r  m e ! ”

C ro u ch in g ,  alert, E d d ie  s to le  an
o th er  g lance . W h a t  he saw caused  
h im  to  start in sp ite  o f  h im self .  
C o m in g  up out o f  a w i l l o w  th icket  
b e lo w  the trail, s tra ight  at him , a 
gu n  in e ither  hand, w as  o ld  J im  
T a re y ,  a va lley  rancher, fam ed  as 
one  o f  the crack  shots o f  C o lorad o .

B u t E d d ie  h im se l f  was equally  
fam ed  as a m arksman. H e  was 
am azed n ow , but not f r igh ten ed . He 
m ade a s w i f t  dec is ion .

“ T h e  o ld  c o o t ’ s gone  h a y w ir e ! ”  he 
d ec ided .  “ I f  he gets  m u ch  c loser  
h e ’ ll g e t  me. I ’ ll  fan  h im  to  c o v e r ! ”  

E d d ie  cam e up f r o m  b eh ind  the 
r o c k  l ike  a ja ck - in - th e -b o x ,  ex ce p t  
m ore  q u ick ly ,  and both  his  .45's 
b e lc h e d  flame. T h e  fus i l lade  was 
d ea fen in g .  T a r e y  d u ck ed , fired, s tag 
gered.

T h e  Q -B  c o w p u n c h  ca u gh t  his 
breath sh arp ly  at that.

" L o r d ! ”  he exc la im ed . “ I c o u ld n ’t 
have h it  h i m ! ”

It seem ed, th ou gh , that o ld  
T a r e y  w as  hit. T hat, o r  p la y in g  
’possum . H e  had sunk to  one  knee, 
s w a y in g  l ike  a d iz z y  man, s t il l  t r y 
in g  to  ge t  one  gun  up. B ut even  in 
the act he s lum ped, spraw led  over , 
p ar t ly  on his  back, p ar t ly  on  one 
side, and lay m otion less .

E dd ie ,  his heart p o u n d in g ,  a w ave  
o f  terrified  gu ilt  e n g u l f in g  him , 
s tepp ed  out f r o m  cover . H e  w as  
h o p e fu l— even  eager— to see the o ld  
rancher ga lvan ize  in to  a ct ion , leap 
up, take a p o t  shot at him. B u t  that 
d id n ’t happen. T a r e y  lay  still. 
E d d ie  th u d d ed  d o w n  the s lope , his 
h ot  guns  not even  c o v e r in g  the man 
he h o p e d  w as faking .

“ W h a t  i f  I ’ve  k i l led  h im ? ”  he 
th ou gh t , as he raced  tow a rd s  T a rey .

T h e  T a r e y  gu n s  d id n ’t  c o m e  up, as
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E d d i e  r e c k le s s ly  p r a y e d  t h e y  m ig h t ,  
as the c o w p u n c h e r  re a ch e d  the 
s p ra w le d  rancher . D r o p p i n g  h is  o w n  
,45's, E d d ie  s t o o p e d  o v e r  th e  fa l le n  
fo r m .  O n e  lo o k ,  o n e  t o u c h ,  and  th e  
b lo o d  seem ed  to  f r e e z e  in  E d d i e ’ s 
ve ins .

“ D e a d ! "  he c r ie d .  " D e a d ! "
T h e r e  w a s  a b u l le t  h o le  in  T a r e y ’ s 

fo re h e a d .  T h e  s t o r y  o f  the  t r a g e d y  
w as t o ld  m u t e ly  there . E d d ie ,  h o w 
ever , c o u l d  h a r d ly  b e l ie v e  h is  eyes . 
H e  g o t  up , p e r s p i r a t i o n  s ta r t in g  
f r o m  h is  fa ce .

“ I f ired  o n l y  t o  scare  h im — to  
d r iv e  h im  t o  c o v e r ! ”  he ga sp e d ,  “ I 
t h o u g h t  I w a s  f ir in g  o v e r  h im — he 
m u st  h av e  l e a p e d  h ig h  in  the  a ir  to  
ca t c h  o n e  o f  the  b u l le t s  in the  head. 
I — I ’ve m u r d e r e d  h i m ! ”

MU R D E R E D !  T h e  w o r d - t h e  
th o u g h t — ca u sed  E d d ie  to  sh iver .  

W h a t ,  he w o n d e r e d ,  c o u l d  he d o ?  
W h y  had o ld  T a r e y ,  a r e sp e c ta b le  
ra n ch er ,  t r ie d  to  “ g e t ”  h im ?  W h o  
w o u l d  b e l ie v e  th e  s to r y  that the  o ld  
ra n ch e r  had fired  o n  h im  and  that 
E d d i e  had  fired  in s e l f -d e fe n s e ,  and  
at that, n o t  d e l ib e r a te ly ,  f i r in g  o n ly  
t o  scare  th e  o ld  ra n c h e r ?  T h e y  
w o u l d  ca l l  th e  s t o r y  fa n ta st ic ,  w e ir d ,  
w i l d — a p la in ,  b a ld  l i e !

E d d ie  l o o k e d  a ro u n d  h e lp le s s ly ,  
h is  bra in  in  a w h ir l .  D o w n  the 
tra i l ,  re in s  a n c h o r in g  h im , w a ite d  
th e  b lu e  roan  co lt .  P a n ic  s e iz e d  the 
c o w p u n c h e r .  H e  ran m a d ly  f o r  the 
roan. H e  m o u n te d ,  sp u n  th e  c o l t  
e x p e r t ly ,  set spurs , and  w a s  o f f — at 
b r e a k n e c k  s p e e d — d o w n  the  trail.  H e  
ro d e  as a m u r d e r e r  m ig h t  be e x 
p e c t e d  to  r ide , e s c a p in g  f r o m  th e  
scen e  o f  h is  c r im e — he— E d d ie  K in -  
c a d e — w h o  h ad  so  r e c e n t ly  r id d e n  up  
that sam e tra il  as an in n o ce n t ,  c a r e 
f r e e  Q - B  ra n ch o  c o w p u n c h e r .

B u t  as he r o d e  h is  bra in  c lea red .  
T h e r e  w a s  ju s t  on e  th in g  to  d o ,  he 
rea l ized ,  a l th o u g h  th e  d o in g  o f  that 
p a r t ic u la r  th in g  m ig h t  m ea n  that he

w o u l d  s tre tch  h em p . H e  m u s t  r ide  
m a n fu l ly  in to  V i n e  C re e k  v i l la g e ,  
seek  o u t  S h e r i f f  J o e  D a ly  th ere , and 
su rre n d e r ,  e x p la in in g ,  as w e l l  as he 
c o u ld ,  th e  s la y in g  o f  o l d  T a r e y .

“ T h e y  w o n ’ t b e l i e v e  m e ! ”  he t o ld  
h im se l f ,  h is  e y e s  m isty .  “ W h o  w o u l d  
b e l ie v e  o ld  T a r e y  w o u l d  ru n  a m u ck , 
p o p p i n g  at m e w i t h o u t  w a r n i n g ?  
T h e y ’ ll w o n d e r  h o w  c o m e  w e  m e t  in  
th e  g u lch .  T h e y ’ ll  s u s p e c t  o l d  T a r e y  
c a u g h t  m e b r a n d in g  a c a l f  o f  h is—  
and that I p u t  a s lu g  in  h im  to  
s i le n ce  him . T h e y  k n o w  m y  r e c o r d  
f o r  m a rk s m a n s h ip — th e y  w o n ’ t u n d e r 
stand  h o w  I h it  h im  i f  I w a s  t r y i n g  
not to  h it  h im — a n y  m o r e  than  I 
u n d ers ta n d  i t !  I ’m  a g o n e  g o o s e ! ”

B u t  h e  d id n ’ t s la ck e n  speed . H e  
s p u r re d  on , q u ic k ly ,  d e te r m in e d ly .  
H e  s w u n g  o u t  o f  the  g u lch .  T h e  
s c o l d i n g  c r o w s ,  c i r c l i n g  lo w e r ,  
d r o p p e d  to  th e  g u l c h  to  resum e 
th e ir  in t e r r u p te d  siesta.

H e  s t ru c k  the V i n e  C re e k  road , 
the  roan  h ig h - t a i l in g  it, a l o n g  c l o u d  
o f  d u st  s t r e t c h in g  b a ck  b e h in d  the 
f ly in g  hee ls .  A  m i le — t w o  m ile s—  
th ree  m iles .

T h e  c r o s s r o a d s ,  f in a lly .  A  s w in g  
to  the  l e f t — and  E d d i e  p u l le d  the 
s w e a t in g ,  p a n t in g  roan  a lm o s t  to  its 
h au n ch es .

A G I R L  r id e r ,  b lu e  e y e s  w id e ,  
y e l l o w  hair  w i n d  w h ip p e d ,  

b a r re d  th e  w a y .  S h e  flashed  a sm ile  
o f  r e c o g n i t io n .

“ V a l e r i c ! ”  he ga sp ed .  “ W h e r e —  
h o w  c o m e  y o u  o u t  h e r e ? ”

“ I w a s  l o o k i n g  f o r  y o u ,  E d d i e ! ”  
c r ie d  th e  g ir l ,  u r g i n g  h er  b a y  c lo se r .  
“ I  had  t o  f ind  y o u .  T h e y  said  y o u  
w e r e n ’ t at the  Q - B .  I  w e n t  to  t o w n  
and n o  o n e  h ad  seen  y o u  th ere . I 
w a s  g o i n g  b a c k  t o  th e  Q - B  to  w a it  
f o r  y o u .  I — I ’m  t e r r ib ly  w o r r i e d — I 
— I  w a n t  y o u  t o  c o m e  o v e r  to  ou r  
p la ce .  T h e r e ’ s t r o u b le — ”

E d d i e  K in c a d e  n o d d e d  a w h ite ,  
d r a w n  fa ce .
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“ T h e r e  is  t r o u b le , ”  he a c k n o w l 
e d g e d ,  s o b e r ly .  “ I— y o u  see— ,”  but  
h e  c a u g h t  h im s e l f  a b r u p t ly .  H e  
h a d n ’t th e  heart  to  b rea k  the  n e w s  
o f  the  k i l l i n g  to  th is  y o u n g  g ir l ,  
the  g ir l  he l ik e d  b e s t  in  a ll  th e  v a l 
ley .

H e r  e y e s  w e r e  m is ty ,  h e  saw. 
S h e  w a s  e x c i t e d ,  t o o .  S h e  h ad  w o r 
r ies  o f  h er  o w n ,  a p p a r e n t ly .  H e  
ask ed  a h asty  q u e s t io n .  “ W h a t ’ s 
w r o n g  at y o u r  p la ce ,  V a l e r i e ? ”  H e  
p u t  a s t e a d y in g  h an d  on  the  g i r l ’ s 
s h a k in g  arm.

“ I t ’ s d a d ! ”  she a n s w e re d ,  h a rd ly  
a b o v e  a w h is p e r .  “ I  can 't  u n d e r 
stand , E d d i e !  H e  t o ld  m e  th is  
m o r n i n g  that he w a s  in  se r io u s  
d i f f i cu lt ie s— he l o o k e d  so  f r i g h t e n 
e d — so  o ld ,  b r o k e n — th ere  w e re  tears  
in  h is  e y e s— he said  s o m e t h in g  t e r 
r ib le  m ig h t  h a p p e n — it a la rm ed  m e 
so— I t r ie d  to  q u e s t io n  h im — but he 
w o u l d n ’t say m o r e — ”

T h e  g i r l  l i f t e d  p a th e t ic  e y e s  to  
E d d ie .

“ S o  I d e c i d e d  to  ge t  y o u — d ad  
l ik e s  y o u — a lw a y s  has, E d d i e — and 
I  t h o u g h t  m a y b e  h e ’ d c o n f id e  in y o u  
— te l l  y o u  w h a t  he w o n ’t te ll  m e—- 
so  that  y o u — w e — ca n  h e lp  h im !  Y o u  
see, E d d ie ,  I ju s t  had  t o  find y o u .  
W e  m u st  ge t  b a c k  t o  the  ranch  
q u i c k l y — ”

She s w u n g  h er  b ay , b u t  E d d ie  
p u t  o u t  a p r o t e s t in g  hand.

**"1” I S T E N ,  k id ,— I ’v e  g o t  to  g o  on  
 ̂ in t o  t o w n — I ’ve  g o t  to see 

S h e r i f f  D a ly  th ere—-or his d e p u t y — ”
V a le r i e  s h o o k  her h ead  s u d d e n ly .
“ I  t h o u g h t  o f  s e e in g  the  s h e r i f f , "  

she said. “ I  t r ie d  to— b u t  h e ’d g o n e  
o v e r  to  th e  T a r e y  ra n ch . T h e r e ’s 
t r o u b le  th ere , t o o  T h e  fo r e m a n  sent 
w o r d  in to  t o w n  that o ld  T a r e y  had 
o i l e d  up  h is  g u n s  and  g o n e  ou t  
ea r ly ,  s a y in g  he w a s  g o i n g  to  k i l l  a 
rat— and h e  h a d n ’ t r e tu rn e d — and 
t h e y  w e r e  a fr a id  he m ig h t  have been  
hurt, h im s e l f — ”

A feeling of hopelessness, of 
utter despair, settled on Eddie. 
So old Tarey had gone forth to kill 
a rat, eh?

And he’d been slain. Who’d now 
believe that Eddie, who had killed 
him, wasn’t the rat old Tarey had 
gone forth to seek? Eddie slumped 
wearily in his saddle.

“ Come on,” he said, hoarsely, to 
the girl.

The Hawkins rancho, Valerie’s 
home, nestled at the edge of the 
timber.

Valerie and Eddie had hardly en
tered the front door of the rambling 
old log house, however, before the 
roar of a sudden shot crashed and 
echoed around them.

T HEN came a moment of absolute 
silence while the girl and the 

puncher stood horrified, paralyzed. 
It was Eddie, starting forward, who 
broke the spell.

He ran down the long hall, thrust
ing open this door and that—finally 
halting, spellbound, on the threshold 
of a rear room.

A man lay on the floor. A six-gun 
lay near him.

“Father!” came Valerie’s agonized 
scream.

Eddie, advancing gingerly, bent 
over the still form. He lingered 
there only a second.

He sprang up, caught the swaying 
girl.

“ Steady, kid!” he pleaded, quietly, 
his eyes roving. “ He’s dead. You’d 
better send for the sheriff. I can’t 
stay now—much as I hate to desert 
you—they wouldn’t understand—you 
wouldn’t—I—”

Valerie, sobbing, went to her 
knees. Eddie, throwing up his head, 
drew a long breath. The sound of 
running feet came from the hallway. 
Eddie knew the house was full of 
servants, relatives. He crossed quick
ly to the open window. He stepped
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through it. lie ran, pellmell, for the 
timber.

CHAPTER II 
The Outlaw Sleuth

O NCE in the protecting tim
ber he didn’t linger there. 
All eyes, all ears, he skirted 

around the edge of the clearing, as 
if he was stalking some wary quarry. 
Finally, making a swift dash, he 
reached his roan, waiting at the 
hitching rail, and swung into the 
saddle. He was off, like a shot, just 
as several of the Hawkins hands 
tumbled out of the house. In a few 
minutes the pounding hoofs of the 
blue roan had carried him back deep 
into the timber.

It was not until then that Eddie 
drew an easy breath.

“Poor Valerie!” he exclaimed, 
pityingly. “ It’ll break her heart to 
lose her dad like that—they were 
such pals! And what could have 
happened, anyway? He may have 
killed himself. We were in the room 
a moment after the sound of the 
shot—and there was nobody there. 
And still—the window wide open— 
someone could have gone out as I 
did. If the hands get to thinking 
over the way I left there they’ll be
gin to figure I had a part in that 
tragedy!”

Eddie's eyes grew more troubled 
at that thought.

“ I couldn’t stay to face Sheriff 
Moore there—and get mixed up in a 
second killing case—after what hap
pened in the gulch!” he went on, 
worriedly. “ If Tarey went out to 
kill a rat and mistook me for said 
rat—”

The Q-B cowpuncher shook his 
head unhappily.

“The rat he was looking for must 
have resembled me! And if I’m 
ever going to clear myself of blame 
there I’ve got to find that rat, who
ever he is, and bring him in—”

Eddie swung his roan suddenly. 
He slipped down through a tiny, 
silent valley, splashed a crystal 
stream, went up the slope of a long 
hill. Working around the shoulder 
of the hill he brought the blue roan 
out on a heavily-traveled trail. It 
was the way to Conifer, the railroad 
shipping point for all the big cattle 
companies of the district. Conifer, 
a humming little town, would be 
safer for him, Eddie felt, than the 
county seat of Vine Creek.

“ I’ll get some supplies there— 
some tobacco, particularly—and pick 
up what news I can about Tarey,” 
he decided, as he pulled the roan 
down to a walk. There was no use 
in attracting too much attention by 
galloping into Conifer, he felt.

No one in Conifer paid him the 
slightest attention, however.

At the general store Eddie 
stocked up on tobacco, buying half 
a dozen different brands to the store
keeper’s mild astonishment.

“You trying out different kinds, 
bud?” asked the merchant.

“Yeah, trying to find one I like,” 
replied Eddie, complacently.

"I got a new brand just in,” vol
unteered the storekeeper. “ I get it 
special for a customer. Maybe you’d 
like to try it out, too?”

“Yeah, sure!”
The tobacco matter settled, Eddie 

purchased a supply of foodstuffs, a 
hatchet, matches, other things he 
would need for an extended stay in 
the timber. He rented a packhorse 
at the Conifer feed corrals. A few 
minutes later he rode out of town, 
leading the packhorse, outfitted for 
the time he figured he would have 
to hide away from Vine Creek.

ALMOST immediately he ran into 
trouble. A horseman, tearing in 

toward Conifer passed him, pulled 
up, and came back, with drawn 
pistol.
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“ H e y  there, K i n c a d e ! ”  b a w le d  the 
man. “ T h e y 'r e  l o o k i n g  f o r  y o u —  
the sh eri ff  w a n ts  y o u  f o r  m u rd e r—  
stick ’em up!"

“ S u r e ! ”  a greed  E d d ie ,  c o o l l y ,  as he 
ra ised  h is  hands. “ W h a t 's  that, a 
posse , c o m in g  d o w n  th e  r o a d ? ”

T h e  r id e r  f o o l i s h l y  g la n ce d  a w ay  
f o r  a secon d .

In that instant E d d i e ’ s tw in  guns 
had leaped  to his hands, a g r o w l  
ca m e  f r o m  se t  lips.

“ D r o p  that gun , f e l l o w  1”
T h e  g u n  d r o p p e d  at on ce .
“ Y o u  say the  sh eri ff  w a n ts  m e f o r  

m u r d e r ? ”  e x c la im e d  E d d ie ,  q u ic k ly .  
“ W h o  d id  I m u r d e r ?  W h o  says  I 
m u rd e r e d  a n y o n e ?  S p eak  u p — ”  

“ O ld  T a r e y  w a s  f o u n d  k i l l e d , ”  
said  the  o th e r  man, g a p in g .  “ A  g u y  
on  a b lu e  roa n  w as  seen  in  th e  gu lch .  
E v e r y b o d y  f ig u res  it to  be y o u ,  see 
in g  as h o w  y o u  g o t  th e  o n ly  h lue  
roan  h e re a b o u ts — ”

E d d ie  m o t i o n e d  w i t h  h is  guns. 
“ G o  a lo n g — b lo w  in to  C o n i f e r  and 

spread  the  new s , h o m b r e l ”  he o r d e r 
ed. “ A s  f o r  m e  I  g o t  s o m e  s le u th 
in g  to  do . I ’m  a— an o u t la w  s l e u t h ! ”

ED D I E  lost  n o  tim e a fter  he had 
sent his late ca p t iv e  s c u r r y in g  

on, b re a th le s s ly — and d isa rm e d — into  
C o n ife r .

A lm o s t  im m e d ia te ly  he s w u n g  o f f  
the trail  in to  the  t im ber . H e  d ro v e  
the p a c k h o r s e  ahead  o f  h im , u s in g  
the  en d  o f  h is  lariat as a m a k e s h i f t  
q u ir t  to  u rg e  it on. H e  a l lo w e d  the 
anim al to  p r a c t i c a l ly  c h o o s e  its  o w n  
w a y ,  f o r  the  rou te  n o w  m a d e  l i t t le  
d i f fe r e n ce ,  E d d ie  f igu red ,  so  l o n g  as 
the w a y  lay  th r o u g h  th e  w i ld e rn e s s ,  
a w a y  f r o m  C o n i fe r ,  a w a y  f r o m  V in e  
C reek , and t o w a r d s  the  h ig h e r  
ranges.

“ I ’ ll w o r k  a ro u n d  back  o f  S q u a w  
M o u n ta in ,”  he f ina lly  d e c id e d ,  g iv in g  
h is  d e c i s i o n  a lo u d  to  the  h orses , as 
i f  th e y  u n d e r s to o d .  “ I ’ l l  h o le  in  
so m e w h e re  th ere— in on e  o f  th o se

o ld  d e se r te d  m in e  sh acks— b e y o n d  
O ld  H e r m it  B i l l i n g s ’ sh a ck — y e s ,  
th a t ’ s the p la ce  f o r  m e !”

F in a l ly  h e  l o o k e d  a ro u n d  a t  the 
tall peaks, s e a r ch in g ly ,  h o p e f u l l y .

“ G u ess  that on e  is M o u n t  B a ld y , ”  
he m ade  up  h is  m in d , at len g th .  
“ A l t h o u g h  I n ev er  seen it f r o m  th is  
s id e — the C o t te r  b r o th e r s  have a 
su m m er sh eep  ran ch  ju 9 t  b e lo w  it—  
i f  i t ’ s B a ld y .  W e ’ ll g o  s e e ! ”

A n d  E d d i e ’ s g u ess  p r o v e d  r ig h t .  
T w o  m iles , and he saw a l o w  a d o b e  
b u i ld in g  ahead. T h e r e  w e r e  co rra ls .  
A n d  tw o  sheep  w a g o n s .  B u t  n o  
d o g s  h era ld ed  h is  a p p ro a ch  as he 
r od e  t o w a r d s  it, ca u t io u s ly .

T h e  s h e e p h e rd e rs ,  a p p a ren t ly ,  w e r e  
all o u t  w i th  the flocks.

B u t  that m ade  small d i f fe r e n c e  to  
the  Q - B  c o w p o k e .  W h a t  he had  in 
m in d  w a s  a horse . H is  b lu e  roan  
w o u ld  be r e c o g n iz e d .  A n d  th ere  
w e r e  severa l in the  corra l .  H e  l o o k e d  
th em  o v e r  w i t h  p r a c t i c e d  eye ,  then  
c h o s e  a b l o c k y  bay. T h e  shed  to  the 
fa r  s ide  o f  the  c o r r a l  y i e ld e d  a 
b r id le  and  saddle .

F iv e  m in u te s  later, stil l  u n d is 
tu rbed , E d d i e  s w u n g  in to  the  sadd le  
o n  the b a y  as c o o l l y ,  as ca lm ly ,  as 
i f  he w as s w in g in g  a board  a Q - B  
c o w h o r s e  in the  s e c u r i ty  o f  the  Q - B  
co rra l ,  e x c e p t — that a g o o d  o b se r v e r  
w o u ld  have n o t ic e d  that E d d i e ’ s 
eyes  r ov ed  co n s ta n t ly ,  a lert  f o r  
t r ou b le ,  and that he had  on e  gu n  
h o ls te r  u n b u tto n e d  at the flap. B u t  
he  had no  cause  t o  g o  f o r  th e  gun .

H e  d ro v e  the  p a c k h o r se  ahead, 
r od e  the  bay , led  the roan.

WE L L  back  in the t im ber , h o w 
ever, he d ism ou n ted ,  g r in n in g .  

A  n e w  idea  had c o m e  to  him . H e  
t ie d  up  his th ree  horses , s tepp ed  
a w a y  f r o m  them , and w a lk e d  th r o u g h  
the  b rush , a g u n  in h is  r ig h t  hand. 
I t  w as  a h aw k  he saw  first, and h is  
b u l le t  g o t  it  even  as i t  sp rea d  its 
w in g s  to  soar up  f r o m  the w i n d f a l l ;
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he p i c k e d  it up, re tra ced  h is  w a y  
t o  the horses.

T h e r e ,  c u t t in g  o f f  the b i r d ’s head  
w ith  h is  k n i fe ,  he he ld  the  dead  
f o w l  above  the ro a n ’s sad d le ,  so  that 
the scarle t  b lo o d  d r ip p e d  o n to  the 
leather, spa ttered  the b la nk et ,  sp la s h 
ed the skirts, s p e c k le d  the r o a n ’ s 
shou lders .

“ N o w , ”  he said, t o s s in g  the  h aw k  
aw ay and s l ip p in g  the b r id le  f r o m  
the roan, “ beat  it  h om e , b o y — to  the 
Q - B — and m ake  it s n a p p y  I”

BU T  the roan, b e w i ld e r e d ,  seem ed  
loathe  to  go . E d d ie  p i c k e d  u p  a 

rock ,  th re w  it. T h e  roan  sn orted ,  
w h e e le d ,  c rash ed  aw ay.

“ I f  th e y  b e l ie v e  c i r c u m s ta n t ia l  
e v id e n c e ,”  g r in n e d  E d d ie ,  “ that m a y  
s lack  up  the  hunt f o r  m e a l i t t l e —  
g iv e  m e  a l i t t le  t im e .”

T h e n  he p u s h e d  o n  d o g g e d ly .  T h e  
b ay  he had taken  f r o m  the  C o t te r  
b ro th e rs  sheep  ra n ch  p r o v e d  w o r th y .  
T h e r e  w ere  n o  s ig n s  o f  p u rsu it .  A n d  
s h o r t ly  b e fo r e  d u s k  E d d ie ,  s k i r t in g  
fa r  out a ro u n d  th e  w r e t c h e d  shack  
w h ere  O ld  H e r m it  B i l l in g s  h ib e r 
nated, cam e to  th e  s h o u ld e r  o f  
S q ua w  M ou n ta in .

H ere , o n ce ,  had f lo u r is h e d  m a n y  
fa r - f lu n g  s i lv e r  m ines. T h e  o ld  sh a ft  
houses , tunnels ,  m i l ls ,  o ffices ,  m in e r s ’ 
huts, w e re  r o t t in g  aw ay . B u t  E d d ie  
p i c k e d  a fa i r l y  w e l l  p r e s e r v e d  g r o u p  
o f  b u i ld in g s  fa r  up  th e  m o u n ta in 
side. H e  u n p a ck e d  h is  p r o v is io n s  
in to  a shack  that had o n c e  b e e n  th e  
m in e  su p e r in te n d e n t ’ s office. A b o v e  
the d o o r  a fa d in g  s ig n  read  “ G o o d  
L u c k  M in in g  C o . ”  E d d ie  g la n c in g  
around, sh u d d ered ,  gru nted .

“ I h o p e ,”  he m u rm u re d ,  “ m y  lu c k  
is b e t t e r ! ”

* * * * *
T h e  H a w k in 3  ra n ch o ,  n e s t l in g  at 

the  e d g e  o f  th e  t im b er ,  l o o k e d  
s t ra n g e ly  q u ie t  and d eser ted .  I t  w as  
the  day a fte r  th e  fu n era l .  E d d ie ,  
t y in g  up h is  b a y  in a p la ce  w h e r e  it

c o u ld  n o t  be seen  f r o m  th e  h ou se ,  
p r a y e d  that V a le r i e  m ig h t  be  h om e .

H e  had r is k e d  a l o t  to  see h e r ;  
d esp ite  h is  r o u n d a b o u t  t r ip  f r o m  
S q u a w  M o u n ta in  he had fe a r e d  
m e e t in g  so m e o n e ,  f e a r e d  e x c h a n g in g  
sh ots  w i t h  o n e  o r  m o r e  z e a lo u s  m a n - 
hunters .  B u t  he h ad  c o m e  th r o u g h  
so fa r  unseen .

N o w ,  h o w e v e r ,  the  real c r is is  w a s  
at hand.

E d d i e  s te p p e d  a w a y  f r o m  th e  t im 
ber, c r a w le d  th r o u g h  a b a rb ed  w ir e  
f e n c e ,  w a lk e d  s tead y ,  c o n f id e n t ly ,  
t o w a r d s  th e  r a m b lin g  barns . H e  
p assed  t h r o u g h  th em , h e a r in g  th e  
v o i c e s  o f  m en , b u t  a v o id i n g  the ir  
eyes.

T h e  w a lk  f r o m  the barn  to  the 
rear d o o r  o f  the  h o u s e  w as  m o re  
d a n g e r o u s .  B u t  E d d i e  d id  it, q u i c k 
l y — head  up, e y e s  n e it h e r  to  r ig h t  
n o r  to  le f t .  H e  l o o k e d  a n y t h in g  b u t  
l ik e  a h u n te d  m u rd e re r .

“Senor E d - d e e ! ”  ca m e  a f e m in in e  
ex c la m a t io n .

E d d ie  b o w e d ,  c o u r t ly ,  t o  th e  o ld  
M e x ic a n  w o m a n  c o o k .  B u t  he d id  
n o t  s to p  in  th e  k itch e n .  H e  p u s h e d  
t h r o u g h  t o  th e  f r o n t  par t  o f  th e  
h ou se ,  e x p e c t in g  to  f ind  th e  s u n n y -  
h a ired  V a le r i e  in  the b ig  s i t t in g  
roo m . H e  d id n ’ t. H e  m et  h er  
s o o n e r — in the l o n g  h a llw ay .

“ T 7 1 D D I E ! ”  V a le r ie  c r ie d ,  start-
J—  ̂ in g  back  as i f  she w e r e  s e e in g  

a g h o s t .  E d d i e  s m ile d  at her, 
rea ch ed  f o r  h er  hand.

“ I t ’ s m e, V a l e r i e ! ”  he said, s o o t h 
in g ly .  “ I t ’ s r e a l ly  m e ! ”

“ O h , t h e y  t o l d  m e  y o u  w e r e  d e a d ! ”  
the g ir l ,  h a l f  c r ie d ,  h a l f  so b b e d ,  as 
she c l u n g  to  h im . “ Y o u r  h o rs e  cam e 
b a c k  t o  th e  Q - B  w i t h  b lo o d s t a in s  
o n  th e  sa d d le  and  T e x  L e o n a rd ,  w h o  
w a s  w i t h  the  C o n i f e r  p o sse  that 
ch a sed  y o u ,  ca m e  in  w i t h  a s t o r y  
that h e  h ad  seen  y o u  and  f ired  o n  
y o u — e v e r y o n e  th o u g h t  h e ’ d k i l le d  
y o u ,  E d d i e  1"
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T h e  Q - B  c o w b o y  la u g h e d  m ir t h 
le ss ly .

“ T e x  a lw a y s  d id  have a g o o d  
im a g in a t io n ,”  he said, l ig h t ly .  “ H e  
p r o b a b ly  sh ot  at a s tu m p — o r  a 
steer . B u t  I d o n ’ t m in d  h is  s t o r y  1”  

T h e n  te r se ly ,  E d d i e  t o ld  V a le r ie  
o f  h is  f l igh t , h is  h id e o u t — and  w h y  
h e  had r is k e d  th e  tr ip  to  the  H a w 
k in s  ra n ch o .

“ I  had  to  see y o u ,  k id , ”  he said  
to  her, s o f t l y .  “ I  d id n ’t w a n t  y o u  
t o  w o r r y  a b o u t  m e b e in g  h urt ,  or 
d ead . T h e  m o r e  w h o  b e l ie v e  it f o r  
th e  p resen t ,  th o u g h ,  the  b e tter  o f f  I 
am. I f  I ’m  to  ge t  the d e v i l  w h o  
k i l le d  y o u r  fa th e r— ”

V a l e r i e ’s h ead  ca m e  up, eyes  
s p a rk l in g ,  l ip s  parted .

“ E d d i e !  Y o u  k n o w  w h o  it i s ? ”  
B u t  the  c o w p u n c h e r  s h o o k  his 

h ead  sad ly .
“ I  d o n ’t k n o w ,  V a l e r i e — I h av en 't  

th e  s l ig h te s t  id e a ,”  he  said , u n h a p 
p i l y .  “ T h a t  is  a n o th e r  rea son  I 
c a m e — h ave  y o u  n o  s u s p i c i o n s ? ”  

“ N o n e , ”  sa id  V a le r ie .
“ H as  S h e r i f f  J o e  D a l y ? ”

VA L E R I E  d id n ’ t a n sw er  at o n ce .
T h e n  she rea ch ed  u p  and  p u t  her  

h an d s  o n  E d d i e ’ s b ro a d  s h o u ld e rs .
“ I ’m  a fr a id  that  he has— and it ’ s 

w r o n g ! ”  she w h is p e re d .  “ Y o u  k n o w  
h o w  f o o l i s h  e x c i t e d  M e x ic a n  h e lp  
ca n  ta lk !  S o m e  o f  th e  h an d s  saw 
y o u  r u n n in g  f o r  the t im b e r  the o th e r  
d a y — ”

“ T h e y  t o ld  D a ly , ’ cu t  in E d d ie ,  
“ and  he f igu res  I ’m  th e— ”

“ Y e s , ”  said  the g ir l ,  n o d d in g ,  tears  
c o m i n g  to  h er  eyes .  " I  t r ie d  to  te ll  
h im  h o w  s i l ly  that w as, h o w  u t te r ly  
im p o s s ib le ,  h o w  y o u  h a p p e n e d  to  
c o m e  here , w i t h  m e, and that y o u  

_ w e r e  w i t h  m e — ”
“ B u t  he stil l  th in k s  I k i l le d  y o u r  

f a t h e r !”
“ H e  sa id ,”  w e n t  o n  V a le r ie ,  “ that 

y o u  w e r e  o n  a ra m p a g e — that is 
w h a t  he ca l le d  it. H e  a ccu s e d  y o u

of killing Tarey before I met you. 
And he insinuated that I was try
ing to shield you, to lie—”

“ I didn’t shoot Tarey—intention
ally,” said Eddie, awkwardly. “ You 
see, I—but I’ll have to tell you 
about that later. There’s a man 
in that case—I’ve got to get him 
first—and I want to try to get the 
man in this case, Valerie—I’ve got 
twin trails to follow if I can ever 
pick them up—murder trails, kid, 
even if one of them is all messed 
up with my tracks. You’re going to 
remain here— ?” The girl nodded 
slowly—her face going pale.

“ For a time,” she answered, brok
enly. “ I—oh, I might as well tell 
you, Eddie—the rancho is mortgaged, 
heavily. I don’t believe I can save 
it. Father died very, very poor—” 

“ Poor, Valerie?” asked Eddie, 
thunderstruck.

“Yes—I didn’t know, didn’t realize 
—how near poverty we were,” said 
Valerie, sadly. “The place is mort
gaged, the stock is, too. Father 
made a poor investment—he bought 
oil stock that didn’t turn out good 
—put every penny he could raise in 
it—and—and—”

“Oil stock!” echoed Eddie, amazed. 
“Yes, Eddie—oil stock—‘The Mil

lion Dollar Land and Oil Co.,’ it’s 
called!” Valerie smiled queerly. 
“The bank in Vine Creek says it’s 
quite worthless. I can’t understand 
father buying it!”

“ There’s a lot of things,” said 
Eddie, “that I don’t understand!”

CHAPTER III 
The Gulch Phantom

THERE was something "do
ing” in Vine Creek gulch, it 
was soon noised about. There 
was a man there, a stranger on a 

bay horse, who fled at the approach 
of anyone along the winding trail. 

“ It’s probably an outlaw wanted in
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the lower country, hiding out up 
there, living on berries and what his 
gun can drop,” said some.

‘‘It’s probably Kincade himself,’ 
said others, more canny.

If Sheriff Joe Daly thought it was 
Kincade he said nothing about it. 
He organized a posse, however, and 
swept the gulch again, just as he 
had after old Tarey’s riddled body 
had been found, and with as much 
luck. He realized, of course, that 
anyone hiding in the rugged gulch 
could easily elude pursuit.

THERE were too many untold miles 
of granite ledges, in steplike for

mations, along both slopes of the 
gulch; there were many natural 
caves, eroded through the ages and 
making ideal refuges; there were 
many fine lookout posts, from whence 
a smart man could detect others in 
the district—there was every chance, 
in other words—for an alert fellow 
to avoid capture indefinitely.

And that was one reason why Kin
cade was haunting the place.

But Eddie had a far graver rea
son, too. He wanted to find out, if 
it was humanly possible to discover, 
why old Tarey had been in the iso
lated gulch the morning of the 
shooting, amuck with two guns.

He wanted to find Tarey’s trail in 
the gulch, before Tarey’s progress 
had been halted—forever—by one of 
Eddie’s own slugs. Eddie always 
shuddered at that thought. But 
there must have been a reason, he 
knew, for Tarey first firing at him 
as he rode innocently along the 
trail. Tarey, of course, had mis
taken him for another.

But four days in the lonely gulch 
had brought the tireless Eddie no 
rewards. He had found nothing, ex
cept the unholy spot where he had 
felled the unfortunate Tarey. He 
could not trace Tarey’s back trail 
in the rugged territory.

The fifth day Eddie spent in hid
ing. It was that day that Sher
iff Joe Daly’s posse wormed this 
way and that through the gulch 
in vain. The sixth day, while it 
brought no alarms, brought no re
sults, either. The seventh day’s 
search was likewise fruitless. But 
on the eighth day the Q-B punch
er’s persistence was rewarded. 
Scrambling around, as nimble, as 
alert, as cautious as a chipmonk, 
Eddie, working over a ledge of 
granite near where Tarey had fallen, 
but on the opposite side of the 
gulch, came upon telltale evidence. 
Here, behind a rocky barrier, some
one, perhaps old Tarey himself, had 
sat and waited—for something—or 
someone, maybe for Eddie, to come 
up the trail!

There were six-gun shells, scatter
ed on the rock; burnt matches, too, 
and, in the crevices of the rock, 
tobacco ashes!

Eddie, stumbling upon that find, 
stood as if petrified.

“ I wonder,” he mused, in the long 
minute he stood thus motionless, “ if 
that old codger did wait here for 
me, saw me coming, slipped down 
quickly, crossed the trail, and came 
up the other side, firing as he came? 
What advantage would be his from 
below the trail that wasn’t his from 
this hideout spot? Maybe he ran for 
his horse, but it got away from him, 
meeting me as it tore up the trail!”

T HE silent rocks, however, could 
not answer Eddie's questions. The 

puncher, frowning, lingered over his 
find, examining the cartridges, the 
match stubs, the ashes, even, with 
the most painstaking care. Finally, 
with mounting hope, he circled out 
around the spot, trusting to find 
other evidence, but in that he was 
doomed to disappointment.

Then he came back to the car
tridges, the match stubs, the ashes.
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Slowly, deliberately, he picked up 
the cartridges, pocketing them. There 
were six—an extra load for a re
volver. He picked up the stubs of 
the burnt matches — many — and 
placed them carefully in one of the 
pockets of his cowhide vest. After 
that he spread out his handkerchief, 
and with his pocketknife and fin
gers, managed to recover a lot of 
the ashes from the crevices of the 
ledge. He knotted the handkerchief 
carefully.

CHAPTER IV 
Crossed Trails

O LD HERMIT BILLINGS, 
tilted back in his rickety

chair, began to shake his 
bearded head slowly as Eddie fin
ished his impassioned plea.

“ Nope, I kain’t do it!” announced 
Billings, positively, as the Q-B cow
poke finished his request. “ I kain’t 
go into Conifer asking no questions 
about tobacco!”

Great beads of perspiration stood 
out on Eddie’s forehead.

"I tell you, Billings, you got to 
go!” he insisted. “ I can’t go to 
Conifer—it’s far too hot there for 
an outlaw like me—oh, I’m an out
law in Conifer’s eyes, sure enough! 
I ’d be nailed pronto. I don’t know 
another soul I could send in—I 
don’t dare go near Valerie Hawkins, 
for her ranch is too risky. I don’t 
dare try the old Q-B, either, for the 
same reason. You’re the only one—” 

The old hermit brought his chair 
down to the floor with a bang.

“ But this tobacco—why in hades 
is it so important?”

“ I’ve told you!” cried Eddie, “but 
I’ll tell you again! Up the gulch, 
where Tarey was slain, I found a 
place where Tarey—or someone— 
sat and smoked and waited. I got 
some tobacco ash there. It compares 
with ash from a certain tobacco I

bought recently in Conifer—I bought 
a number of brands—but the brand 
which ashes compares to the ashes 
I found in the gulch is a special 
brand the Conifer storekeeper told 
me he got for a special customer— 
all I want you to find out is that 
customer’s name—Tarey, or whoever 
it was—get me?”

Old Billings blinked like an owl 
for a full minute.

“If it was Tarey— V’ he hazarded. 
“ I don’t think it will be,” said 

Eddie. “ If it isn’t I’m going to be 
mighty interested in the fellow it is 
—I’ll be wanting to ask him, per
sonal, what he was doing in Vine 
Creek gulch, behind that rock—”

The hermit got to his feet. He 
pulled his hat down over his eyes— 
they were twinkling eyes now, how
ever. He laid a hand on Eddie’s 
arm.

“Son, I’d go to Hades for you,” 
said Billings, warmly. “ So, of course, 
I can go to Conifer—easier.”

Eddie stuck out his hand im
pulsively.

“ You’re a friend, sure enough!” 
But Billings grinned and shook 

his head slowly.
“ Maybe I ’m just a selfish old 

coot,” he remarked, “but I got to 
thinking, while you were arguing, 
how easy it might have been for 
one of them murdering skunks to 
come up here and get me while 
they were getting old Tarey or old 
Hawkins. A lot of people think I ’m 
rich—one of them skunks might still 
come for me—so if I help you try to 
get ’em I help myself—I’m going to 
Conifer for you, son!”

EDDIE, galloping back towards 
S q u a w  Mountain, forty-eight 

hours later, was in high spirits. He 
had been to the metropolitan town 
of Gunnison, far to the southwest, 
and there, by careful questioning of 
several of the large town’s bankers
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had learned the answer to a question 
that had been sorely troubling him. 
He had found out who, in the Vine 
Creek country, had been promoting 
and selling stock in the Million 
Dollar Land and Oil company—the 
stock that old Hawkins had sunk his 
fortune in—and the information 
cheered him considerably.

EDDIE’S lips set in a hard, firm 
line. He had made up hia mind to 

call on the stock promoter.
After that he rode harder, but 

more watchfully. He was getting 
back in the Vine Creek territory 
now and he had to keep off the main 
trails.

“ Come on, boy—let’s go!” he 
urged, impatiently.

The bay responded eagerly. They 
sped along the lonesome trail. An 
hour, two hours—and the familiar 
outlines of Squaw Mountain loomed 
ahead. Eddie, relaxing, sighed with 
relief.

“ It’ll be easy from here—,” he be
gan, hopefully.

But at that second a rider filled 
the narrow trail ahead of him. In
stinctively, almost blindly, Eddie 
went for his guns—only to drop 
them back into their holsters with 
a grunt of mingled surprise and joy.

“ Billings! You scared me half to 
death!”

“Yeah,” said the old hermit, pull
ing his mule to one side. “ I figured 
to do just that—why, boy, you was 
riding in a trance! I thought may
be you was asleep in the saddle and 
that would be bad. You got to be 
wide awake around here, son! I 
never realized until I went to 
Conifer just how bad they want you 
for that Tarey killing—and some of 
’em are saying now that you killed 
Hawkins, too, and that the girl is 
lying to protect you—kid, you got 
to keep under plenty of cover—” 

But that was not news to Eddie.

“ I know,” he said, eagerly, “ but 
what about that special brand of 
tobacco, Billings—was it Tarey’s? 
Quick, I’m dying to know—”

“ It was not,” said the hermit, 
solemnly.

“Then who— ?”
“The Conifer storekeeper buys 

it special for a fellow named 
Brackett Sterling, a newcomer in 
Conifer,” said Billings, softly.

“Brackett Sterling!” exclaimed 
Eddie. He took a card from his 
breast pocket with trembling fingers. 
On it was the name of the oil stock 
promoter he had obtained in Gunni
son. He looked at his own scrawl 
on the card. The letters seemed to 
jump up at him—“ B-r-a-c-k-e-t-t 
S-t-e-r-l-i-n-g” — yes. B r a c k e t t  
Sterling!

CHAPTER V 
More Devilment!

T HE hermit’s spare clothes 
were illfitting — but they 
served their purpose well. 
Eddie got through Conifer without 

being recognized. He got to the 
second floor of the Conifer bank 
building safely.

There, just outside the door with 
the name “Brackett Sterling” on it, 
he hesitated long enough to pull a 
black mask down from under his 
hat, over his face. He adjusted it 
hastily, so he could see through the 
slits he had previously cut into it. 
Then he opened the door.

“ Allright!” he said, as he entered, 
"lift ’em up!”

The girl stenographer, busy at the 
front desk, did more—she screamed. 
But the heavy-set, slick looking man 
at the big mahogany desk made ho 
outcry. He lifted his hands—but 
very deliberately. Eddie, his heart 
pounding against his ribs, seemed to 
guess his thought.

“Don’t go for any gun,” he ad
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v is e d ,  w a r i ly ,  “ f o r  i f  y o u  d o  I ’ ll 
have  to  p lu g  y o u — and  y o u  w o u l d n ’ t 
l ik e  t h a t ! ”

T h e  b r o k e r  a sk ed  a q u e s t io n —  
s lo w ly ,  srfiooth ly.

“ W h a t  d o  y o u  w a n t ? ”
" A l l  y o u  g o t , ”  a n s w e r e d  E d d ie ,  

te r se ly .  “ T h i s  is a h o ld u p ,  in  case 
y o u  a in ’ t sure. G e t  b a c k  against 
that w a l l— b o th  o f  y o u ! ”

S T E R L I N G  g o t  u p  o u t  o f  h is  ch a ir  
O  w i t h o u t  a n y  s h o w  o f  n erv ou sn ess .  
H e  b a c k e d  to  the  w a ll ,  h is  fa c e  e x 
p re s s io n le s s ,  e x c e p t  f o r  the  eyes—  
th e  eyes , E d d i e  saw, w e r e  s m o u ld e r 
in g .  T h e  s te n o g ra p h e r ,  e x h ib i t in g  
n o  s u ch  p o is e ,  b a c k e d  to  the  w a ll  
h u r r ie d ly .

“ N o w  d o n ’t m o v e — p l e a s e ! ”  s u g 
g e s te d  E d d ie .

H e  je r k e d  o p e n  the  to p  d ra w e r  o f  
th e  m a h o g a n y  d esk . A  .38 ca l ib er  
r e v o lv e r  n e s t le d  th ere ,  as E d d ie  had 
s u sp e c te d .  H e  s tu ck  it  u n d e r  h is  
b e lt .  H e  ra n sa ck ed  the  o t h e r  d r a w 
ers, k e e p in g  an e y e  on  h is  p a ir  o f  
ca p t iv e s .  B u t  he f o u n d  n o t h in g  he 
w a n te d ,  a p p a re n t ly .

T h e n  he c r o s s e d  q u i c k l y  to  the 
sa fe ,  w h i c h  s to o d  op en . T h e r e  w a s  
m o n e y  in  a d ra w e r  th ere , s tack s  o f  
g re e n b a ck s ,  and he t o o k  th em , s tu f f 
in g  h is  p o ck e ts .  T h e r e  w e r e  p ackets  
o f  b o n d s ,  t o o ,  and  he la id  them  
aside , on  the  d e s k — and  a ll  the  tim e 
h e  c o u l d  hear the hard  b re a th in g  o f  
S te r l in g .

“ O n e  m o v e , ”  ca u t io n e d  E d d ie ,  
“ and  I ’ ll s h o o t ! ”

T h e  b ro k e r ,  w h o  had been  s iz in g  
u p  h is  v i s i t o r ,  seem ed  to  re lax , it 
a p p e a re d  to  th e  w a t c h f u l  E d d ie .  H e  
b eca m e  less  r ig id ,  less  tense , less  
l ik e ly  to  sp r in g ,  E d d ie  d e c id e d .

“ Y o u ’ve g o t  e v e r j - th in g ,”  said  the 
b ro k e r ,  finally .

“ M a y b e , ”  a d m it te d  E d d ie ,  s te p p in g  
a w a y  f r o m  the safe . “ T u r n  around, 
f a c e  to  th e  w a l l , ”  he o rd e re d .  “ I ’m 
l o o k i n g  y o u  over ,  b r o t h e r ! ”

B u t  the  b r o k e r ’ s p o c k e t s  y i e ld e d  
s l ig h t  h a rv es t— a f e w  d o l la rs ,  a 
fo u n ta in  pen , a w a tch ,  a sack  o f  
t o b a c c o ,  a p ip e — all o f  w h i c h  E d d ie  
c a r e f u l l y  e x tr a c te d  b y  re a ch in g  
a ro u n d  the  man.

“ N o w , ”  said E d d ie ,  ju m p in g  back , 
“ y o u  can  tu rn  arou n d  a g a i n ! ”

T h e  b r o k e r  s w u n g  a rou n d . T h e r e  
w a s  an u g ly  sm ile  o n  h is  face .

“ Y o u ’ ll p a y  f o r  th is, f e l l o w ! ”  he 
rem arked , q u ie t ly .

“ T h e  sh er i ff  h ere  ca n ’ t ca tch  m e ,”  
sa id  E d d ie ,  su ave ly ,  “ and  I ’d  l ik e  
to  see y o u  t r y — n o w , I ’m  g o i n g — but 
i f  y o u  so  m u c h  as s t ick  y o u r  nose  
ou t  o f  that d o o r  u n til  y o u  c o u n t  a 
h u n d r e d  I ’ ll  b l o w  y o u r  n ose  o f f  f o r  
y o u — u n d ersta n d  ? ”

T h e  b r o k e r  m a de  n o  r e p ly  as 
E d d ie  s c o o p e d  up  the  p a c k a g e s  o f  
b o n d s .  “ I ’m  s a y in g  adios,” sa id  E d d ie ,  
b a c k in g  t o w a r d  the  d oor .

“ Y o u ’ ll p a y , ”  ca m e  the  b r o k e r ’ s 
p a r t in g  sh ot  as E d d ie  s la m m ed  the 
d oo r .  A  s e c o n d  later, m a k in g  f o r  
th e  stairs , E d d i e  r ip p e d  o f f  his 
m ask, h o ls te r e d  h is  gu n , n o d d e d  
g r im ly  at a ta ll  a p p a r it io n  w a it in g .

" G o  a h e a d ! ”  he w h is p e r e d .  “ K e e p  
h im  a w a y  f r o m  th e  w i n d o w s ! ”

MR. B I L L I N G S  w e n t  ahead, as 
n im b ly  as a cat. A s  E d d i e  

s t ru c k  the s ta irs  in  fu l l  s tr id e  he 
h eard  the o ld  h e r m it ’B b o o m in g  
v o ice .

“ W h a t ’ s g o i n g  on  h ere , a n y h o w ? ”  
“ W h a t ’ s g o i n g  o n ? ”  rep ea ted  

B ra ck e t t  S te r l in g ,  a n g r i ly ,  as he 
g la re d  at the n e w c o m e r .  “ W h a t ’ s it 
t o  y o u — w h o  are y o u ,  a n y w a y ? ”  

“ N o b o d y — m u c h ,”  said  B i l l in g s ,  
la z i ly .  “ I ’m  ju s t  an o ld  h erm it  
f r o m  the h il ls ,  but I  th o u g h t  y o u  
m ig h t  be in tr o u b le ,  s e e in g  I  ju s t  
h a p p e n  to  see the  l o w e s t ,  m eanest ,  
ch e a p e s t  o u t la w  I ever  k n o w e d  c o m e  
b a c k in g  ou t  o f  y o u r  d o o r  w i t h  a 
gu n  in  h is  h an d — ”

“ Y o u  k n e w  that f e l l o w ? ”  c r ie d  the
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b ro k e r ,  h o p e fu l l y .  B i l l in g s  g r in n e d .
’“ K n e w  h i m ? ”  he e c h o e d  w ith  

a c h u c k le  as he sa w  that the 
start led  b ro k e r  h a d n ’ t t h o u g h t  o f  the 
w i n d o w s  yet. “ Sure  I k n e w  h im —  
he w as  m a sk e d — but I k n o w  them  
h an d s  o f  his, th em  l o n g  leg s— the 
w a y  he ca r r ie s  h im s e l f— and  he k n e w  
m e— f o r  he w a v e d  a gun  at m e as 
m u ch  as to  say  h e ’d p lu g  m e  i f  I 
t r ied  to  s to p  h im — so I n e v e r ! ”

" W h o  is h e ? ”
“ N a m e ’ s C u r t is , ”  l ied  B i l l in g s ,  s o l 

em n ly .  " I  k n o w  h is  h id e o u t ,  t o o —  
h e ’ s ju s t  a ch e a p  c r o o k ,  a b lu f fe r — ”  

T h e  b r o k e r  m a de  a w r y  face . 
“ H e  isn ’ t so  v e r y  ch e a p ,”  he c o n 

t ra d ic te d ,  m ir th le s s ly .  “ H e g o t  
a ro u n d  $3,000 in c u r r e n c y  o u t  o f  th e  
sa fe  y o n d e r ,  n o t  to  m e n t io n  a sm all 
f o r t u n e  in  b o n d s — ”

“ Y o u  s h o u ld n ’ t k e e p  so  m u c h  in 
y o u r  sa fe ,  b r o t h e r ! ”

“ W e l l ,  I had  it th e re ,”  sn ap p ed  
th e  b r o k e r ,  p e e v is h ly .

T h e n  he seem ed  to  re m e m b e r  
s o m e th in g .  H e  ju m p e d  f o r  th e  w i n 
d o w s ,  w h e n c e  he c o u l d  ge t  a g o o d  
v i e w  o f  the  s tree t  b e lo w .  B u t  he 
saw  n o  s ig n  o f  h is  late v i s i t o r  th ere . 
E d d ie ,  l o s in g  n o  tim e, had a lr e a d y  
d isa p p e a re d  a ro u n d  the near co rn e r .  
T h e  b r o k e r  l o o k e d  at h is  v i s i t o r  
again .

' ‘W e ’ ll g o  to  the sh er i f f  w i th  th is. 
M is t e r , ”  he said, s m o o t h ly .  “ Y o u  
ca n  te l l  the  sh er i ff  w h o  th is  m i " '  
w a s  and  w h e r e — ”

M r. B i l l in g s  h e ld  up a hand.

TV /T E  and the sh er i f f  here  are not  
f r i e n d s ,”  he l ied  again , s m il 

ing . “ W e  b e lo n g  to  d i f fe r e n t  p o l i t ic a l  
p a r t ie s— and  b es ides ,  h e ’ s no g o o d .  
A n d  b e s id e s  again , I th in k  I o u g h t  
t o  ge t  a rew ard  i f — ”

“ I ’ l l  p a y  y o u  a r e w a r d ! ”  t h u n d e r 
ed  S te r l in g ,  e x c i t e d ly .

“ I ’l l  te l l  y o u  w h a t ! ”  e x c la im e d  
B i l l in g s ,  w i th  a great  s h o w  o f  en 
th u s iasm . " Y o u  and  m e  can  c a t c h

that c r o o k ,  M i s t e r !  S u re  w e  ca n l  
H e ’s a b lu f f .  I  k n o w  w h e r e  he h ides . 
I ’ ll h e lp  y o u  ca t c h  him . W e  can  
s h o w  up  that sh e r i f f  and g e t  y o u r  
m an  and  y o u r  m o n e y —^ p rov id ed  
y o u ’ll p a y  m e— oh, say— a b o u t  $10 
rew ard .  I s  that t o o  m u c h ? ”

T h e  b r o k e r  c o u l d n ’ t c o n c e a l  h is  
sa t is fa c t io n .

“ Y o u  h e lp  m e  ge t  h im ,”  he said, 
“ and I ’ ll p a y  y o u  $50— it ’ ll be  w o r t h  
that  m u c h  f o r  m e t o  p u t  a b u l le t  
t h r o u g h  h is  th ic k  head. I l ik e  y o u r  
s u g g e s t io n .  I f  the  s h e r i f f  w a s  a lo n g  
I c o u l d n ’ t s h o o t  h im — so w e  w o n ’ t 
take the sh er i f f .  Y o u  and I w i l l  
g o  ju s t  as s o o n  as I b o r r o w  a gu n  
— b u t  w e  w o n ’t b r in g  any  p r is o n e r  
b a c k ! ”

“ Y o u ’re  sure r igh t ,  b r o t h e r ! ”  
a g r e e d  M r. B i l l in g s .

C H A P T E R  V I

Trapped!

IF  B I L L I N G S ,  the o ld  h e rm it  o f  
S q u a w  M o u n ta in ,  had  e x p e c t e d  
B r a c k e t t  S te r l in g ,  the  b ro k e r ,  to  

s h o w  s ig n s  o f  d is t re s s  on  the  l o n g  
h o rs e b a c k  ch a se  a f t e r  E d d ie ,  B i l 
l in g s  w as  b i t t e r ly  d is a p p o in te d .  T h e  
b ro k e r ,  r e n t in g  a h o rs e  at th e  
C o n i f e r  f e e d  stab les , had  set th e  
pace , a lm ost ,  o v e r  e v e r y  in c h  o f  th e  
p u rsu it ,  c o n s t a n t ly  u r g in g  B i l l i n g s  
to  g r e a te r  s p e e d — d e sp ite  the fa c t  
th a t  B i l l i n g s  r o d e  an o ld  m ule .

B u t  it w a s  a l o n g  tr ip , ju s t  the 
same. B i l l in g s ,  o n  p re te n se  o f  ta k 
i n g  severa l  s h o r tc u ts ,  le d  the un 
s u s p ic io u s  b r o k e r  o f f  on  d im , h a z y  
t ra i ls  w h e r e  it w a s  im p o s s ib le  to  
m ake  g o o d  tim e. T h e r e  w a s  n o  use 
in  g e t t in g  M r . S t e r l in g  t o  S q u a w  
M o u n t a in  b e fo r e  E d d i e  c o u l d  be 
all se t  t o  r e c e iv e  h im , B i l l in g s  rea
so n e d .

H e  led  the  b r o k e r  o f f  on  a n o th e r  
ra m b lin g ,  m o u n t a in o u s  tra i l ,  and  
f in a lly ,  p r e t e n d in g  an e x c i t e m e n t  he 
d id n ’ t f e e l  a t  all ,  he d r e w  r e in  at
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the  to p  o f  a l o n g  g rad e  and p o in te d  
w i t h  a s h a k in g  f in ger .

" T h a t ’ s S q u a w  M o u n t a in  y o n d e r , ”  
he said, t r e m b l in g ly .  “ Y o u  see 
th o s e  sh ack s  on  the s lo p e  there , 
b r o t h e r ? ”

" I  see som e  o ld  m in in g  p r o p e r 
t i e s ! ”

" W e l l ,  in one  o f  th em  w e ’ ll find 
that r o b b e r  g u y ! ”

BU T  i f  B i l l in g s  th o u g h t  the b ro k e r  
w o u ld  s h o w  m o re  p ru d e n ce ,  m o re  

c a u t io n  n o w , h e  w a s  w r o n g .  S te r l in g  
w a s  e a g e r  to  g o  s tra ig h t  f o r  the 
shacks , b u t  B i l l i n g s  led  h im  d o w n  
in to  a g u lch ,  o v e r  a cre e k ,  and  in to  
a p a tc h  o f  t im b er .  T h e r e  th e y  le f t  
th e ir  m o u n ts ,  and, w i t h  the  h e rm it  
in  th e  lead, p r o c e e d e d  o n  f o o t  a lo n g  
a g r a n ite  le d g e ,  un t il ,  at len g th ,  
B i l l i n g s  s t o p p e d  a ga in  and  put h is  
f in g er  to  h is  l ips .

" S s h h ! ”  he w h is p e r e d .  “ I see h im  
— in that re d  sh a c k — ”

“ Y e s ! ”  sa id  the  b ro k e r ,  n o d d in g  
g r im ly .  " I  see h is  o ld  hat— I ’d k n o w  
that hat in  h a d es— it ’ s h im , sure 
e n o u g h ! ”

" H e  sets w i th  h is  b a c k  to  the  w a ll  
rea d in g ,  o f t e n , ”  s u p p l ie d  B i l l in g s ,  
c o n f id in g ly .  “ H is  hat ju s t  sh o w s  
a b o v e  th e  w i n d o w  s i l l— ”

S te r l in g ,  l i f t in g  a gun  he h ad  b o r 
r o w e d  in C o n i f e r ,  g ru n ted .

“ S a y .”  p r o t e s t e d  B i l l in g s ,  “ y o u 'r e  
g o i n g  to  g iv e  h im  a ch a n ce  f o r  h is  
l i f e ,  a in ’ t y o u ?  Y o u  d o n ’ t m ean  to 
s h o o t  h im — ”

S t e r l in g  let  the  gu n  a n sw er  f o r  
h im .

Bang— c a m e  the crash  o f  the .45 
and the hat in the w i n d o w  w a vered ,  
f e l l  ou t  o f  s ight .  B u t  it  w as  o ld  
B i l l i n g s  w h o  let  o u t  the  t r iu m p h a n t  
s h o u t  a lm os t  instan tly .

“ B ro th e r ,  y o u  n a iled  h im — y o u  
n a i le d  h i m ! ”

"“ O f  c o u r s e  I n a i led  the  d o g ! ”  said  
S te r l in g ,  w i t h  som e  heat . “ I can 
use  firearm s. N o w  I w o n d e r — ”

B i l l i n g s  h a s te n e d  to  p u t  in  a 
q u ic k  w o r d  o f  a d v ice .

“ R u n  f o r  the  w i n d o w ! ”  he u rg ed .  
“ I ’ ll  be r ig h t  b e h in d  y o u — I figu re  
y o u  k n o c k e d  h im  h a l f -w a y  a cro s s  
the sh ack — y o u ’ ll l ik e ly  find h im  
fa ce  d o w n ,  dead— but it m ig h t  be 
w ise  to  p u m p  a n o th e r  s lu g  o r  tw o  
in to  h im — I ’ ll c o v e r  the d o o r  i f  y o u  
w a n t— ”

“ C o m e  o n ! ”  c r ie d  the b rok er ,  sav
age ly .

B i l l i n g s  w e n t ,  r ig h t  on  S te r l in g ’ s 
heels . T h e r e  w a s n ’ t a so u n d  f r o m  
the shack  as the p a ir  ra ced  o v e r  the  
r o u g h  g r o u n d  t o w a r d s  it. B i l l in g s  
s w u n g  to  on e  s ide, ru s h in g  the  
c l o s e d  d o o r ,  bu t  S te r l in g ,  as B i l l in g s  
had h o p e d ,  w e n t  s tra ig h t  f o r  the  
w in d o w ,  h is  gu n  ahead  o f  him .

W h a t  h a p p e n e d  w h e n  S te r l in g  
rea ch ed  the w i n d o w  and started  to  
p o k e  h is  gu n  th r o u g h  the  g lass less  
o p e n in g ,  B i l l in g s ,  q u ic k  as he was, 
d id n ’ t see. T h e r e  w as  a shout, a 
cu rse ,  and  the  .45 w a s  l i te ra l ly  
w r e n c h e d  f r o m  S t e r l in g  a n d  a n 
o th e r  .45, n o t  S t e r l i n g ’ s, cam e in to  
v i e w — p o in t e d  s tra ig h t  at the s tart led  
b r o k e r ’ s g a p in g  m ou th .

“ D o n ’ t m o v e — y o u  i d i o t ! ”  ca m e  the 
sharp  co m m a n d .

S t e r l in g  d id n ’ t m o v e .  H e  s to o d  
as i f  r o o t e d  to  the  s p o t  f o r  w h a t  
seem ed  to  B i l l in g s  a f u l l  m in ute . 
T h e n ,  as i f  s u d d e n ly  r e a l iz in g  h is  
p re d ic a m e n t ,  he p u t  h is  h an d s  up 
s l o w l y  in  a g es tu re  o f  su rren d er .

BU T  at that m o m e n t  the  o ld  h e r 
m it  a w o k e  to  the  fa c t  that he 

had m iss e d  h is  cue . H e  s te p p e d  f o r 
w a rd  h im s e l f  n o w , n im b ly  f o r  an o ld  
man, and  p o k e d  S te r l in g  in the  ribs, 
n on e  to o  g e n t ly ,  e ither , w ith  the 
m u z z le  o f  h is  l o n g  b la ck  p is to l .

“ S tep  in to  the  shack , b r o t h e r ! ”  he 
in v ited ,  c o ld ly .

E d d ie ,  in  th e  w in d o w ,  saw  the  
l o o k  o f  c o n s te r n a t io n  o n  the  b r o k e r ’ s 
fa ce  at B i l l i n g s ’ o r d e r — the b ro k e r ,
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a p p a re n t ly ,  w as  ju s t  a w a k e n in g  to  
th e  fa c t  that he had b een  f o o le d ,  led  
to  s lau gh ter , b y  the o ld  h erm it .

“ So— y o u  so ld  m e out ,  e h ? ” snar led  
S ter l in g ,  r e c o v e r in g  h is  w its .

<<T N E V E R  so ld  y o u  n o t h in g — n or
-I- b o u g h t  a n y  fake  o i l  s t o c k  f r o m  

y o u ,  e i t h e r ! ”  said  B i l l in g s ,  d a rk ly .  
“ S tep  in to  th e  shack , b r o t h e r ! ”

S te r l in g  s te p p e d ,  s e e in g  th ere  w as  
n o t h in g  e lse  he c o u l d  do.

In s id e  he w a s  ra ther  r u d e ly  th ru st  
in t o  a ch a ir  b y  E d d i e  h im se l f .  
E d d ie ,  w i th  a g la n c e  at B i l l in g s ,  
h o ls te r e d  h is  .45. T h e  h erm it ,  h is  
p is to l  rea d y ,  g la re d  at S te r l in g .

“ H e  can  r id e— w e l l , ”  sa id  B i l l in g s ,  
e n ig m a t ic a l ly ,  t o  E d d ie ,  “ and  o f  
co u rse ,  y o u  saw  w h a t  he  d id  to  the  
hat— ”

E d d ie  n o d d e d  s lo w ly .
“ H e  w a s  e a g e r  to  b u m p  y o u  o f f  

w i t h o u t  a n y  u r g in g  f r o m  m e ,”  w e n t  
on  the  h erm it .  “ I ’d say  he a in ’ t g o t  
n o  h u m an  b lo o d  in  h is  v e in s— ”

“ K e e p  y o u r  c o y o t e  ra v in g s  to  
y o u r s e l f ,  y o u  d o u b l e - c r o s s e r !”  flared 
u p  the  b rok er ,  s u d d e n ly .  “ I ’m  n o t  a 
rob b er ,  a n y w a y — o r  a r o b b e r ’ s as
sistant. N o w  that y o u  t w o  b u z z a r d s  
have m e  here , at y o u r  m e r c y ,  w h a t  
is  it  y o u  w a n t— a ransom , I  s u p 
p o s e ! ”

E d d i e  K in c a d e  s h o o k  h is  head  
s o le m n ly .

“ F o r  a m an w h o  m a k es  h is  l iv i n g  
b y  s k in n in g  o th e rs  y o u  a re n ’t even  
h a l f  sm art ,”  c h a rg e d  E d d ie ,  w i t h  a 
lau gh . “ W e  ro b b e d  y o u — w e  g o t  a 
l o t  o f  y o u r  i l l -g o t t e n  ga ins , S te r l in g .  
B u t  w e  w a n te d  y o u — w e  w a n te d  y o u  
o u t  h e re  o n  l o n e ly  S q u a w  M o u n ta in  
w h e r e  w e  can  have a fu n e r a l  w i t h 
o u t  a n y o n e  b u t t in g  in— w h e r e  w e  
ca n  b u r y  a rat w i t h o u t  w itn e sse s— ”

“ W h a t  d o  y o u  m e a n ? ”  c r ie d  S te r l 
in g ,  s ta r t in g  to  h is  fee t .

B u t  B i l l i n g s ’ o ld  p is t o l  w a v e d  
h im  b a c k  in to  the  ch a ir .

“ I  m e a n ,”  sa id  E d d ie ,  " th a t  there

is  a lo t  in  that o ld  s a y in g  a b o u t  se t 
t in g  a c r o o k  t o  ca t c h  a c r o o k .  I ’m 
s u p p o s e d  to  be  a first c la ss  c r o o k ,  
a t w o - t im e  m u rd e r e r .  Y o u r  re p u ta 
t io n  is s o m e w h a t  s im ilar ,  I b e l ie v e .  
I ’ve  c a u g h t  y o u  and  ju s t i c e  is g o in g  
t o  have  h er  f l in g  n o w . I ’m  g o i n g  t o  
k i l l  y o u ,  S t e r l in g — k il l  y o u  as I 
w o u l d  a n y  o th e r  v e n e m o u s  sn ak e—  
e x c e p t  w e ’ ll d o  y o u  the  k in d n e s s  o f  
b u r y i n g  y o u  l a t e r ! ”

T h e  w h i t e - f a c e d  b r o k e r  l i c k e d  h is  
p a r ch e d  l ips.

“ Y o u ’ re k id d in g  m e , ”  he said, h e s i 
ta n t ly .  “ Y o u ’ re j o k i n g — ”

E d d i e  d r e w  a .45 f r o m  a h o ls te r  
w i t h  ta n ta l iz in g  s low n ess .

“ Y o u  w e r e  e a g e r  to  k i l l  m e — and 
tr ie d  t o , ”  he said, g r im ly .  “ I ’m  
e a g e r  to  k il l  y o u — and  I ’m  g o i n g  to  
— say y o u r  p r a y e r s ! ”

B u t  th e  b r o k e r  had  n o  t im e  f o r  
p ra y ers .  In s tead ,  h e  d r o p p e d  to  the 
f loor ,  p le a d in g ,  b e g g in g ,  w h in in g ,  
w h i le  E d d ie  and B i l l i n g s  e x c h a n g e d  
g la n ces .  T h e n ,  t o u c h in g  h im  w ith  
the  to e  o f  a d u s ty  b o o t ,  E d d ie  
to s s e d  a p a p e r  to  S t e r l i n g ’ s knees.

“ R e a d  th at— and s ig n  it— i f  i t ’ s 
r ig h t— and i f  y o u  w a n t  to  l i v e ! ”  he 
d ir e c te d .  “ I ’ ll  g iv e  y o u  th re e  m in 
u tes  in  w h i c h  t o  d o  i t ! ”

B u t  in  le ss  than  a m in u te ,  i t  
s e em ed , the  b ro k e r ,  g a s p in g ,  p e r 
s p i r in g ,  w a s  f u m b l i n g  in  a p o c k e t  
f o r  a p e n c i l !

C H A P T E R  V I I  

Hands Up!

ED D I E  ro d e  u p  to  the ram 
b l i n g  H a w k in s  ra n ch  h o u s e  
as b o ld ly  as i f  he d id n ’ t 

k n o w  it w a s n ’t b e in g  w a t c h e d — f o r  
him . T h e  w h i t e - f a c e d  V a le r i e  m e t  
h im  at th e  d o o r ,  w i s t fu l ,  te rr i f ied ,  
too .

“ O h , E d d ie ,  y o u  s h o u ld n ’t have  
c o m e ! ”  she c r ie d .  “ T h e y ’v e  b een  
h ere  —  s e a r c h in g  f o r  y o u  —  I th in k  
t h e y ’re  near— ”
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B u t  E d d i e  s w u n g  o f f  h is  h o rse  
w i t h  le isu re  and  c o n f id e n ce .

“ L is te n ,  V a l e r i e , ”  he said , s m il in g  
in to  h er  t r o u b le d  fa ce ,  “ I had  to  
c o m e — I ’ve g o t  s o m e t h in g  f o r  y o u —  
a b o u t  $3,000 in  c o l d  ca sh — and 
a ro u n d  $5,000 in g o o d  b o n d s — ”

T h e  g ir l  s tared  in  a s to n ish m e n t .
“ C a s h !  B o n d s ! ”
“ Y e s , ”  sa id  E d d ie ,  s o f t l y .  “ I g o t  

th e  ca sh  and  th e  b o n d s  f r o m  a M r. 
B r a c k e t t  S te r l in g ,  a b r o k e r  in  C o n i 
f e r — the g e n t le m a n  w h o  s w in d le d  
y o u r  fa th e r  ou t  o f  a b o u t  $10,000—  
I ’m  s o r r y  I  o n ly  g o t  b a ck  a ro u n d  
$8,000— b u t  it  s h o u ld  h e l p ;  S te r l in g ,  
f o r t u n a t e ly ,  had the  Stuff in  h is  safe , 
r e a d y  to  ju m p  o u t  w i t h  it  at the 
s l ig h te s t  scare , I g u ess— a n d  I  t o o k  
it  f r o m  h im — b eca u se  i t ’ s y o u r  
m o n e y !”

T h e  g i r l  t r ie d  to  speak, fa i led .  
T e a r s  ca m e  to  h er  eyes .

“ I f o u n d  o u t  in  G u n n is o n  that he 
w a s  the  g e n t  s e l l in g  that M i l l i o n  
D o l la r  L a n d  and  O i l  C o m p a n y  
s t o c k , ”  w e n t  o n  E d d ie ,  sm o o th ly -  
“ S o  I ca l le d  o n  h im , t o o k  b a c k  w h a t  
he t o o k  f r o m  y o u ,  k id , and — "

H e  sa w  th e  g i r l ’ s e x p r e s s io n  
ch a n g e ,  heard  the s tep  b e h in d  him .

“ H a n d s  up, K i n c a d e ! ”  ca m e  the 
terse  ord er .

ED D I E  o b e y e d  and s w u n g  a rou n d  
w i t h  a q u e e r  sm ile  on  h is  tanned  

fa c e ,  to  c o n f r o n t  S h e r i f f  J oe  D a ly  
o f  V in e  C reek .

“ H e l l o ,  S h e r i f f— y o u  w ant m e ? ”  
“ Y o u  k n o w  I w a n t  y o u ,  K i n c a d e ! ” 

ca m e  the  s h e r i f f ’ s q u ic k  answ er . 
E d d i e  saw  o th e r  m e n  s w a r m in g  up. 
“ T h e  sh er i f f  at C o n i f e r  w a n ts  y o u ,  
t o o — th ere  w a s  som e  f u n n y  d o in g s  
o v e r  th ere , a r o b b e r y — and  a f e l l o w  
d is a p p e a r e d — and  y o u  w e r e  r e c o g 
n iz e d  f le e in g  o u t  o f  t o w n ;  b u t  th e y  
ca n  w h is t le  f o r  y o u  o v e r  th ere , see 
i n g  w e  w a n t  y o u  in V in e  C re e k  f o r  
th e  m u r d e r  o f  T a r e y  and  p o s s ib ly  
f o r  the  m u r d e r  o f — ”

B u t  E d d i e  s h o o k  h is  h ead  h a s t i ly .  
“ D o n ’ t s a y  it, S h e r i f f  —  it i s n ’t 

t r u e ! ”  he in t e r r u p te d .  " T h a t  r o b 
b e r y  w as o n  th e  le v e l— I ju s t  t o o k  
b a ck  s tu ff  b e l o n g i n g  to  M is s  H a w 
k in s  here— and  as f o r  the  m a n  w h o  
d is a p p e a r e d — h e ’ s safe . A l s o ,  th is  
p a p e r  s t i c k in g  ou t  o f  m y  b rea st  
p o c k e t  m ig h t  be in t e r e s t in g — ”

T H E  sh er i f f  sn a tch e d  the  p ap er ,  
c a u t io u s ly ,  s u s p ic io u s ly .

“ R e a d  it a lo u d  to  th e  b o y s , ”  
p r o m p t e d  E d d ie ,  “ and to  V a l e r i e ! ”  

B u t  the sh e r i f f  read  it to  h im s e l f  
first.

T h e n ,  w ith  an am azed  lo o k ,  he d id  
as E d d ie  s u g g e s te d  —  he r e a d  it 
a l o u d :

“ I h e r e b y  c o n f e s s  th a t  I  s h o t  a n d  
k i l l e d  O l d  M a n  T a r e y  in  V i n e  C r e e k  
g u l c h  a n d  a l s o  s h o t  a n d  k i l l e d  H a w k i n s  
a t  h i s  r a n c h  a s  th e  r e s u l t  o f  s o m e  d e a l s  
I  h a d  w i t h  t h e m  in  o i l  s t o c k .

S i g n e d ,
B r a c k e t t  S t e r l i n g . ”

“ Y e s , ”  said  E d d ie ,  n o d d in g ,  and 
n o t  w a i t in g  f o r  a n y  o f  the h u n d r e d  
and o n e  q u e s t io n s  he k n e w  w o u l d  be 
sh o t  at h im .

“ W h e n  I heard  I w as  a c c u s e d  o f  
k i l l in g  T a r e y  I k n e w  I ’d have to  g e t  
the m an w h o  d id  it to  c le a r  m y 3 e l f .  
I was in  the g u lch .  I sh ot  at T a r e y  
a f t e r  he sh ot  at m e, bu t  I d id n 't  
s h o o t  to  h it  h im . B u t  I saw  h im  
d ro p .  I saw  h im  dead . T h e  m an 
w h o  k i l le d  h im  d id  so  ju s t  as I fired 
at him .

“ W e l l ,  b e fo r e  I c o u l d  start I 
f o u n d  ou t  f r o m  V a le r i e  here  that 
her  fa th e r  w a s  in  tr o u b le .  I  ca m e  
here , ju s t  as he w a s  k i l le d .  B u t  
I s m e l le d  t o b a c c o  s m o k e  in  the 
r o o m  —  to b a c c o  s m o k e  —  n o t  gu n  
s m o k e — and it w a s  a f u n n y ,  sw ee t  
o d o r .  I ’ ll  pass up  a lo t  o f  d e 
tails . I  g o t  som e t o b a c c o  in C o n i 
f e r — tes ted  o u t  a n u m b e r  o f  b ra n d s  
— fo u n d  the b ra n d  that  ga v e  o f f  the  
a rom a  s im ila r  to  that I  h ad  s m e l le d
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in the room here just after Hawkins 
was shot—and I knew Hawkins 
didn’t smoke!

“Meantime, searching the gulch, I 
found out where someone had sat 
and waited. There were shells 
there, burnt matches, tobacco ashes 
—and the ashes compared to the 
ashes from the same special brand 
of tobacco whose aroma I had no
ticed here. I raided the Tarey 
ranch for samples of his cartridges, 
matches, tobacco— I got the first 
two and they didn’t compare. I 
didn’t get any of Tarey’s tobacco, 
however.

“Then I found out who had sold 
Hawkins some fake oil stock. I had 
a friend find out who was buying 
the special kind of tobacco in Coni
fer. It was the same bird in both 
cases—Brackett Sterling, a broker. 
I called on him—stuck him up—got 
his money, gun, papers, tobacco— 
and found in the papers that he had 
had dealings not only with Hawkins, 
but with Tarey as well—and his to
bacco was, in truth, the kind I had 
found in ashes in the gulch, smelled 
here.

<(T HAD my friend lure Sterling to 
Squaw Mountain, where I was 

hiding, even if I was a sleuth—I was 
an outlaw sleuth, having to do it all 
on my own and keep out of sight, 
too. On the way out Sterling 
proved to my friend that he could 
ride well, shoot well, and had no 
scruples against cold-blooded kill
ing. We tricked him, caught him, 
got the signed confession—so I am 
not guilty of murder, nor of rob
bery, seeing he won’t press the

charge—and the horse I stole from 
the Cotter brothers is here, to be re
turned to them.”

Sheriff Joe Daly spoke up in a 
hushed tone.

“ Your story sounds right, Eddie,” 
he said, “but where is Sterling—and 
who is this friend you mention— 
who can substantiate—”

EDDIE, dropping his hands with
out asking permission, put his 

fingers to his lips, whistled loudly. 
An answering whistle came back 
from the timber. A second later old 
Billings appeared, with the bound 
Sterling. They came walking over 
towards the house.

“ This guy here is sure repentant, 
Sheriff,” was Billings’ offhand 
greetings. “ He’s sorry he murdered 
those two men when they got sore 
after finding out he bilked them in 
the oil stock—ain’t you, Sterling?” 

The wan, utterly broken Sterling 
nodded miserably.

“ I got a quick temper,” he mut
tered. “I’m sorry I did it!”

The sheriff, satisfied with the one 
look at Sterling that he was indeed 
guilty, turned to Eddie with an 
apology.

“ Eddie, I’m sorry I was so rough 
—I regret I ordered you to put 
your hands up—I offer my deepest 
regrets right this minute!”

But Eddie, with a satisfied smile, 
was looking hard at Valerie.

“ There is only one person can 
rightly tell me to put my hands 
up,” he laughed, “and that’s Dan 
Cupid—how about it, Valerie?”

The girl blushed, and the crowd 
understood.

Read THE WHIRLWIND’S RED TRAIL, a Fast-Moving, Swashbuckling 
Novelette by Johnston McCulley in Next Month’s 
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D ogs of  Shallajai

The dogs came out of the shadows, circled the fighters

A Pulse-Stirring Drama o f Flailing Fists and Savage 
Foes in the Peril-Packed Wastelands o f  the Gobi

A Larry Weston Novelette
LIEUT. SCOTT MORGAN

Author of “ W’ i n p s  of War,”

CHAPTER I 
Sinister Warning

THE Chinese general who 
commanded the Peiping gar
rison was visibly trembling. 
And there was plenty of reason. For 

he looked down into the stark dead 
face of the general to whom he had 
intended reporting. The dead man’s 
throat had been cut from ear to ear. 
On his chest was a piece of thin rice

‘Avenger of Lo Chang,” etc.

paper upon which Chinese characters 
had been done in red paint.

General Hsa Lo Pe had just trans
lated those characters for the benefit 
of the languid appearing young 
American adventurer to whom he in
tended entrusting the most important 
—to the general—-mission of his 
career. The general’s life hung on 
the success of that mission. He had 
just told Larry Weston, free lance 
of fortune, the meaning of the char-
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acters: “This is the Ta Kuei’s venge
ance. Let all other tyrants beware!” 

Larry Weston flicked his trousers 
leg with his cane—inside which was 
a razor sharp sword.

“And you were saying what, about 
the Ta Kuei, that it can have no real 
connection with this murder?”

"Just that. Our enemies, whom all 
the world knows, are using other 
means to bring China to their feet 
—a reign of terror. General Ya 
Che is the first to be murdered.

^rpH ERE will be many others, of 
J- that I am sure. The warning 

shows it. I may be next. High 
officials at Nanking may be next. 
We may all go at once, as this 
officer went. And not even the bold
est newspaper in the world would 
dare lay the blame at the doors of 
our enemy. Why? Because it is so 
obviously the work of the Ta Kuei.” 

“Just what, may I ask, is or are 
the Ta Kuei?”

Hsa Lo Pe shrugged.
“ Nothing more than a Mongolian 

religious dance! How can a dance 
have anything to do with this?” 

“ Maybe little, maybe much,” said 
Larry Weston softly. “ The dancers 
in this particular ceremony, if I 
know anything of your more un
civilized compatriots, v/ill all be 
masked ?”

“ Of course.”
“ And anybody can hide behind a 

mask 1”
“ Quite right. You can’t tell Mon

gol women from men. Matter of fact, 
they are often stronger, greater 
fighters than men. And they are big 
people.

“ Whoever hides behind their masks, 
to take part in the ceremony, must 
be big, too. Smaller men would be 
instantly discovered. The dance this 
year, as usual, will be held in the 
very shadow of Bogdo-Ulla, near 
Urga—and for an outsider even

to look at the ceremony may mean 
death.”

Weston leaned toward the fright
ened general.

"You have your suspicions? You 
have some idea of the identity of 
the man or men who did this?”

Hsa Lo Pe looked around as 
though he feared that the walls had 
ears. Then he whispered to Larry 
Weston.

“ I know of a professional killer, 
who understands all the arts of the 
dacoits of India. Nobody knows the 
number of his kills. He is highly 
paid, and he commits murder as other 
men take on an ordinary task for 
pay. The identity of his victims 
mean nothing.

“He would even slay his most re
cent employer if another were found 
who would pay him more.

“ T KNOW all this because Ya Che
A left me a note. I found it in a 

desk. He expected something like this, 
which is why he sent for me, in
structing me to bring you with me 
if you were in Peking. In the note 
was a name, and a description. The 
name means nothing. The killer may 
have many names. But his descrip
tion is something else again. He has 
saber scars on his face, relics I think, 
of Heidelberg, but the name he is 
last known to have used scarcely 
suggests Heidelberg. It is—Sergei 
Popov.”

Larry Weston sucked in his breath 
at the sound of the name. He had 
heard it several times in his life. 
He had heard it whispered in the 
secret councils of the Lo Chang of 
Tibet. He had heard it among the 
Goloks of the high plateaus, in Man
churia and Korea, wherever in the 
Orient his adventurous feet had led 
him. A dread name. The name of 
a man no single man could destroy, 
a man who had outwitted a myriad 
of would-be Nemesis.
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“ The use of the name of the Ta 
Kuei is a challenge,” said Weston. 
“At least that’s my hunch, and I al
ways play my hunches. I’m taking 
on the job of getting this Popov. 
Tell me more about him.”

Hsa Lo Pe complied, ending with 
the ominous statement:

**TF he has taken up with the Mon- 
gols, which he might well do 

since he is known to have a weak
ness for Oriental women, he will 
have their power behind him. And 
that can be terrible. Have you ever 
heard of the dogs of Shallajai?” 

Weston nodded grimly.
“ They are tough to handle if a man 

is thrown to them, bound and 
gagged, with broken arms and legs, 
or even if he is merely turned loose 
on the desert among them.”

“ I’ll take my chances,” said Wes
ton. “You will deposit ten thousand 
dollars to my credit in the Bank of 
Taiwan at Shanghai?”

“ Of course.”
“Thanks,” said Weston, grinning, 

“ it won’t be necessary. I just wanted 
to see if you would haggle. That you 
don’t proves your sincerity. I don’t 
do this sort of thing for money. I 
do it because I like adventure—and 
hate cold blooded murderers. Be
sides, I have a crow to pick with 
this Sergei Popov. I’ll be on my 
way. Keep your nose clean!”

From the shadows at the foot of 
Bogdo-Ulla, Larry Weston, whom not 
even his friend would have recog
nized as Weston, stared out at the 
weird dance of the Ta Kuei, where 
Mongol men and women moved 
slowly and sinuously, not particularly 
gracefully or beautifully, to the 
strains of weird Mongolian music.

There was hell in the strange 
dance—hell and death and murder, 
though on the surface the dance was 
one which honored the Living God, 
the Dalai Lama, worshiped in the

flesh by the Mongols of Urga and 
the surrounding desert.

During the day outsiders had been 
admitted to the dance, but they had 
gone with the setting of the sun 
and the real orgy began. Over the 
place of the dance rose the stench of 
unwashed bodies, of skin clothing— 
for the Mongol seldom bathed and 
wore his clothing until it rotted from 
his body. When this last occurred 
he merely donned a new robe over 
the old one and waited for the old 
one to fall apart inside the new one.

Weston tried to distinguish men 
from women, but found it impossible. 
He knew that the average Mongol 
woman was the match for almost any 
man at rough and tumble, that they 
were without fear in the usual sense, 
without morals of any kind, and even 
looked like men when their faces 
were exposed—hard, cruel women 
who asked no odds of any man they 
didn't make themselves.

IF Larry were discovered here he 
would be torn to pieces. He knew 

that he walked close to death. But 
he wasn’t afraid. A thrill of antic
ipatory excitement we n t  through 
him.

Hell would doubtless break loose 
if he were discovered; but some
where among all the dancers, he was 
sure, was the man known as Sergei 
Popov—for the man followed such 
rituals as these for a purpose: such 
dances always brought to view the 
wealth, in jewels and precious 
stones, of the dancers. And Mongol 
women—all Mongols were rich— 
wore their wealth upon their per
sons. It would take a man with 
courage to try to steal from the Mon
gols, but Sergei Popov, by reputation 
at least, had no fear in him.

Larry Weston, his last work com
pleted on his Mongol dress, straight
ened. One could never have told 
him from a Mongol woman, from a
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T a  K u e i  dancer . T h e r e  w as one 
th in g .  H e  d id  n ot  k n o w  the ritual 
or the responses , and f e w  w o r d s  o f  
th e ir  d ia lect .  B u t  there  w o u ld  be 
w a y s  o f  g e t t in g  a rou n d  that, he was 
sure. H e  never d o u b te d  the su rety  
o f  h is  o w n  n at ive  w it .

H e  rose , sau n tered  to w a rd  the  p la ce  
o f  the d ance , d o w n  a n a r ro w  path 
w h ich  led  f r o m  s o m e w h e re  in the 
heart o f  B o g d o -U l la .  I t  w as  n o  d i f 
f icu lt  m atter  to  g e t  in to  the p lace , 
f o r  c o u p le s  w e r e  c o n s ta n t ly  en ter in g  
and leav in g .

T h e  ju n g le s  all abou t the d e p r e s 
s ion  in w h ic h  the d an ce  w as he ld  
w e r e  g iv e n  o v e r  to  s e cre ts  at w h ic h  
he c o u ld  gu ess  w i th  l i t t le  troub le .  
A  h aven  o f  o p p o r t u n i t y  f o r  a m an 
l ik e  S e r g e i  P o p o v .

A  m an cam e o u t  o f  the  w o o d s  to  
L a r r y ’s r igh t ,  s tu m b le d  d o w n  the 
trail  as on e  far  g o n e  in  l iquor .  H e  
w as  a lone . L a r r y  dar ted  as ide , in to  
the w o o d s  w h e n c e  the m an  had co m e  
. . . and fo u n d ,  ju s t  o f f  the trail,  a 
M o n g o l  w om a n , s t r ip p e d  o f  her  
w ea lth , dead , w ith  her throat cu t  
f r o m  ear to  ear.

S e rg e i  P o p o v  was busy , it  s e e m e d !  
A n d  he had ju s t  seen  his  quarry . 
Q u i c k ly  L a rr y  re tra ced  h is  steps, 
k n o w in g  there  was n o th in g  he c o u ld  
d o  f o r  the w o m a n ;  that i f  he w e re  
ca u g h t  near her, h e  w o u ld  be  a c 
cu sed  and d e s t r o y e d  w i th o u t  a h ear
ing.

H e  all but o v e r t o o k  the tall m an 
at the e d g e  o f  the  d a n c in g  space , 
w as  so  c lo se  to  h im  that it w o u ld  
seem  the t w o  had re tu rn ed  t o g e th e r  
to  the dance.

LO U D  o v e r  the p la ce  rose  the 
w a ils  and cr ie s  o f  the dancers , 

w h i c h  so u n d e d  l ik e  th ose  o f  sou ls  in 
torm en t .  T o r s o s  and h ip s  m o v e d  to  
the stra ins  o f  h e l l ish  m u sic .  F a ce s  
w e re  c o v e r e d  b y  h id e o u s  m asks set 
in  satan ic  sm ile s  that n ever  ch a n g e d  
— h u g e  h eads , b u lb o u s  noses , earless

h o rr o rs ,  the fa c e s  o f  an im als  su ch  
as had n e v e r  w a lk e d  o n  the fa c e  o f  
the earth, fa ces  b o rn  o f  the  n ig h t 
m ares  o f  m a sk -m a k in g  artisans w h o s e  
bra ins  m ust have c r a w le d  w i t h  the 
m a g g o t s  o f  insan ity .

W e s t o n ’s o w n  m a sk  w as a d e v i l ’s 
head, w ith  short  h o rn s  and  a f ixed  
leer  m ean t  f o r  a sm ile . H e  had  a t 
ta ined  it  in P e k in g ,  f r o m  a  te m p le  
at the f o o t  o f  the W e s t e r n  H il ls ,  
in the s h a d o w  o f  the T e m p le  o f  
A z u r e  C lo u d s .  T h e r e  w e r e  o th ers  
h ere  so  n ear ly  l ik e  it that h e  k n e w  
it w o u ld  pass m uster .

BU T  he m u st m ake  n o  m istak e . H e  
m u st unm ask  h is  m an and  g e t  h im  

a w a y  a live , k i l l in g  h im  o n ly  i f  it 
w ere  a b s o lu te ly  n ecessary .  H e  had  
no  c o m p u n c t io n  a bou t  k i l l in g  th e  
man, n one  w h a tev er .  H e  w as so  m a n y  
t im es  a m u rd e r e r  that d eath  c o n s t i 
tu ted  but s l ig h t  p u n ish m en t .

I f  f o r  n o th in g  m ore  than h is  la tes t  
k i l l in g ,  d on e  in c o l d  b lo o d  o n  a 
w om a n  w h o  had b een  t o o  k in d  and 
ca re less  and f o r  the sake o f  h er  t r in 
kets , S e r g e i  P o p o v  m e r ite d  to r tu re  
and death. W e s t o n  d id n ’ t g o  in f o r  
tor tu re , but  i f  he w e re  to  take th e  
m an  back  to  the te n d e r  m e r c ie s  o f  
H sa  L o  P e —

H e tr ied  to  im ita te  the  m o v e m e n ts  
o f  the  d an ce ,  th a n k fu l  f o r  a p h o t o 
g r a p h ic  m e m o r y .  B u t  th r o u g h  the 
eye  s lits  in his  m ask  he k e p t  h is  
gaze  on  the m an he had f o l l o w e d  ou t  
o f  the  s h a d o w s  u n d e r  B o g d o -U l la .

H e  e d g e d  his  w a y  th ro u g h  the h a l f  
c razed  d e v o tees ,  in c h in g  h is  w a y  
to w a rd  the k i l le r  w h o  w as  on e  w ith  
the d an cers  o f  T a  K u e i .  C lo s e r  and  
c lo s e r  h e  cam e, m a k in g  p la n s  as he 
w ent.

O n e  s w i f t  b lo w  to  the b u t ton ,  a n d  
he w o u ld  grab  h is  m an and t r y  to  
get a w a y  w ith  h im , t r u s t in g  t o  the 
su d d e n n e ss  o f  h is  a c t io n  t o  stun  the 
d an cers  and  g iv e  h im  a f e w  s e co n d s  
o f  g race .
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T h e  k i l le r ’s fa c e  w a s  c o v e r e d  b y  
th e  usual d e v i l ’ s m ask , and  he 
w as ta k in g  a ch a n ce  that the m an  
u p o n  w h o m  h is  a t te n t io n s  w e r e  c e n 
t e r e d  w as  n ot  the r ig h t  m an — but 
even  as h e  rea ch ed  h im , the m an 
l i f t e d  his  hand , m o v e d  a s ide  h is  m ask  
— and L a r r y  W e s t o n  saw  a w h ite  
fa c e  u n dern eath ,  s c o r e d  b y  saber 
s cars— the fa ce  o f  S e r g e i  P o p o v !

C H A P T E R  I I  

Terror by Night

T H E N  L a r r y  W e s t o n  m o v e d .
H e  never  b e l ie v e d  in  w a it in g .  
T h e r e  seem ed  n o  p o s s ib i l i t y  

that he c o u l d  lose . H is  n e x t  m o v e  
w o u ld  be d ic ta te d  e n t ir e ly  b y  w hat 
tr a n s p ire d  a ft e r  the b l o w  w as struck . 
H e  k n e w  it w o u l d  have to  be a t e r 
rif ic  b lo w ,  f o r  S e r g e i  P o p o v  was s u p 
p o s e d  to  have  a ja w  o f  iron ,  h ad  in 
fa c t  o n ce  been  a f ig h te r  o f  so m e  note . 
B u t  even  th e  h a r d e s t - ja w e d  m an 
w o u l d  d r o p  i f  b e lte d  b y  L a rr y  W e s 
ton ,  w h e n  he d id  n o t  e x p e c t  a b lo w .  
T h e  en d  ju s t i f ied  the m eans.

S o  L a r r y  fa c e d  his q u a rry  and 
s w u n g  a w i c k e d  r ig h t  to  the  m an 's  
ja w ,  a im in g  to  s tr ik e  ju s t  b e lo w  the 
d e v i l  m ask. H is  a im  w a s  true. H is  
fist sp a tted  aga in st  the flesh, and  in
s ta n t ly  he k n e w  that he had m ade  a 
m istake . F is t  aga in st  flesh d id  not 
s o u n d  or fee l  l ik e  fist a ga in st  flesh.

T h e  m an d r o p p e d  w ith  a s ig h —  
h is  d e v i l  m ask  ro l le d  o f f .  T h e  face  
o f  “ S e r g e i  P o p o v ”  a lso  r o l le d  o f f ,  to 
d is c lo s e  i t s e l f  as a flesh m ask  in  the 
f o r m  and  fa s h io n  o f  the m an  W e s t o n  
s o u g h t ,  w h i le  u n d e r  it w as  the b r o w n  
sk in  o f  a M o n g o l !

T h e  m u s ic  s t o p p e d  w ith  a w e ird  
sh r ie k in g .  T h e  d a n ce rs  p a u sed  in 
w h a te v e r  p o s tu r e s  the h a p p e n in g  

i i f o u n d  them . A  w om a n , in  the m id s t  
o f  th e  dance , had s t r u c k  a m an w ith  
h er  fist and  k n o c k e d  h im  out. 

M o n g o l s  d id  not, n e ce s s a r i ly ,  use

th e ir  fists. T h e y  w r e s t le d  th e ir  o p 
p o n e n ts  d o w n ,  b r o k e  th e ir  b a ck s ,  
r ip p e d  ou t  th e ir  eyes ,  o r  m a n g le d  
th em  in  o th e r  w a ys .

S o  the sav age  b l o w  w a s  in  i t s e l f  
a g iv e -a w a y .  A n d  a m a n ’s v o i c e  l i f t e d  
in a s u d d e n  burs t  o f  d ia le c t .  L a r r y  
c o u ld  u n d ers ta n d  n o  w o r d — but w h e n ,  
im m e d ia te ly  a f t e r  the w o r d s  w e r e  
s p o k e n ,  th e y  cam e in  E n g l i s h ,  h e  
k n e w  that he had  been  u n m a sk ed .

“ I t  is n o t  a w o m a n ,  but  a m an, a 
f o r e ig n e r — and a s p y !  T a k e  h i m ! ”  

F o r  a b r i e f  m o m e n t  L a r r y  w as  b e 
w i ld e re d .  I t  flashed a cross  h is  m in d  
that the m an  h e  h ad  k n o c k e d  o u t  
had som e  c o n n e c t io n  w i th  S e r g e i  
P o p o v .  P o p o v ,  e x p e c t in g  p u rsu it ,  h ad  
laid  his p lans  ca r e fu l ly .

H e  m u st  have gu essed  that s o m e 
on e  w o u ld  be  sent a ga in st  h im , w h o  
w o u ld  seek  h im  out a m o n g  the  d a n c 
ers, and so had  m e r e ly  u sed  a k i l le r ,  
in s tru cted  h im  in his o w n  m e th o d s —  
and an in n o c e n t  M o n g o l  w o m a n ,  a v id  
f o r  f o r b id d e n  a d v en tu re— o n ly  it  w as  
n o t  f o r b id d e n  a m o n g  M o n g o l s — had 
pa id  f o r  c u r i o s i t y  anent a s ta lw a rt  
s tran ger . L a r r y  w as o n ly  s o r r y  that 
h is  b lo w  had n ot  b een  bruta l e n o u g h  
to  cause  death.

HIS  hands  w e n t  to  h is  g a rm en ts ,  
w h ic h  had been  c o n s t r u c t e d  f o r  

ju s t  th is  e m e r g e n c y .  In  a th r ic e  th e  
c l o t h in g  o f  M o n g o l i a  s l ip p e d  f r o m  
him , le a v in g  h im  in  n o n d e s c r ip t  
khaki, w ith  the  rem na n ts  o f  “ T a  
K u e i ”  in f o ld s  a bou t  h is  fee t .

H is  d e v i l  m ask  he d id  n o t  r e m o v e  
fo r  a m om en t .  A s  w e l l  k e e p  h is  
id e n t i ty  s e cre t  f o r  a t im e. T h e y  
a lre a d y  k n e w  he w a s  a f o r e i g n e r  
and that c o u l d  n o t  be h id d e n .

A n d  n o w  a h ig h  c r y  rose  f r o m  the 
M o n g o ls .  H e  u n d e r s t o o d  no  w o r d ,  
but m en a ce  has a to n e  w h ic h  is u n 
m istakab le , n o  m a tte r  in  w h a t  la n 
gu a ge  it be  c o u c h e d .

T h e r e  w as a s u r g in g  a m o n g  th e
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dancers . T h e  v o i c e  rose  again , even  
as W e s t o n  h es ita ted  f o r  a m o m e n t ,  
s e e k in g  a m o n g  the M o n g o l s  f o r  the 
m an w h o  had s h o u te d  in E n g l i s h —  
w h ic h  not  on e  in  a h u n d r e d  o f  the 
M o n g o ls  w o u ld  u n d ersta n d .

T h e  sh ou ter  had  d e p e n d e d  on  the 
dram a a bou t  L a r r y  W e s t o n  to  h id e  
the fa c t  that h e  t o o  w as  a f o r e ig n e r .  
B e s id e s ,  he p r o b a b ly  h ad  p r iv i l e g e s  
a m o n g  the M o n g o l s .  S e r g e i  P o p o v  
had, and the  spea k er  had  p r o b a b ly  
b e e n  the s la y e r  L a r r y  W e s t o n  w is h e d  
to  lay  b y  the heels .

T h e y  h u r le d  th em se lv es  at h im  
then , as th o u g h  a c o m m a n d  had  b een  
g iv e n — w h ic h  it h a d — as th o u g h  all 
h ad  b een  p u p p e ts  p u l le d  b y  s tr in g s  
in  the  hands  o f  a s in g le  p ro m p te r .  
T h e r e  w as  n o  fe a r  in  them .

G le a m in g  b la d es  a p p ea red  f r o m  u n 
d er  the w e ir d  ga rm en ts  o f  the d e 
vo tees ,  ea ger  a ll  o f  th em  to  w ip e  out 
the sa c r i le g e  w h ic h  the p re s e n ce  o f  
L a r r y  W e s t o n  had  b r o u g h t  to B o g -  
d o -U lla ,  the sacred  m ou n ta in .

L a r r y  d a rted  a w a y , k n o w in g  that 
h is  ch a n ces  w e r e  v e r y  s l igh t .  O u t  
h ere  in the o p e n  e v e r y  M o n g o l  k n e w  
the lay  o f  the land  b e tte r  than W e s 
ton  c o u ld  p o s s ib ly  k n o w  it. H e  w o u ld  
be tr a c k e d  d o w n .  T h e y  w e r e  to o  
m a n y  f o r  h im , w o u l d  tear h im  l im b  
f r o m  lim b . B u t  b a ck  a m o n g  the 
b u i ld in g s  o f  U r g a —

TH A T  w as  the  p la ce .  It  w a s  a 
l o n g  race , in  w h ic h  he w o u ld  

c o m p e te  w i t h  ru n n in g  m e n  and  m en  
o n  fleet M o n g o l  p o n ie s ,  bu t  f o r  the 
m o m e n t  he  had  h is  f r e e d o m  and  fe lt  
re a s o n a b ly  sure  o f  k e e p in g  it.

H e  p lu n g e d  in to  the w o o d s ,  w h i le  
the  c r a s h in g  o f  b ru sh  b e h in d  h im  
to ld  h im  that the  M o n g o l s  w e r e  in 
s w i f t  p u rsu it ,  th e ir  k n iv e s  ea g er  f o r  
the taste  o f  h is  b lo o d .

H e  d id  n o t  th in k  o f  h im s e l f  as ru n 
n in g  aw ay , b u t  o n l y  as p i c k i n g  the 
p la ce  o f  com ba t .  H e  w as  th a n k fu l  
b e y o n d  m easu re  f o r  the  fa c t  that he

a lw a y s  k e p t  h im s e l f  in  the  best p o s 
s ib le  p h y s i c a l  c o n d it io n .

H e  ran w ith  the f leetness  o f  a deer . 
T h e  sh ou t  rose  again . H e  d id n ’t u n 
d ers tan d , bu t  the  resu lta n t  sou nd s ,  
the  c r ie s  o f  the d e v o te e s  t o ld  h im  
w h a t  w as  h a p p e n in g .  W h i l e  the first 
p u rsu ers  w e r e  b e a t in g  the bush es  f o r  
h im , r id e rs  w e r e  ra c in g  f o r  th e ir  
h orses  to  s u r r o u n d  th e  w o o d s  and 
ca tch  h im  i f  he ca m e  out.

HE  tu rn e d  aside , d e te rm in e d  to 
k eep  to  the e d g e  o f  the w o o d s ,  to  

b rea k  f r o m  c o v e r  at the  first o p p o r 
tu n ity . H is  h an d s  w e r e  b e fo r e  h is  
face , so  that  he s h o u ld  n o t  k n o c k  h is  
bra ins  ou t  a ga in st  the  harsh  b o l l s  o f  
trees. H e  h u r le d  a s ide  the  d e v i l  m ask  
w ith  a s ig h  o f  r e l ie f .

A  h u g e  f o r m  ca m e  at h im  s u d d e n ly  
— t w o  o f  th e m — he k n e w  that one  
w as  a m an, o n e  a w o m a n ,  w h o m  he 
had  all but s u rp r ise d  in  the sh ad ow s . 
T h e y  had u n d e r s t o o d  the c r ie s  f r o m  
the  c le a r in g ,  k n e w  that a d e fi le r  had  
been  u n m a sk ed  in  th e  s h a d o w  o f  B o g -  
d o -U lla .

W e s t o n  s c a r c e ly  p a u se d  in  h is  ru n 
n in g .  H is  l e f t  w e n t  to  the fa c e  o f  
one .

H e  c r o s s e d  h is  r ig h t  even  as the 
on e  f e l l— and he d id n ’ t k n o w  w h e t h e r  
it  w a s  the  m an  o r  the  w o m a n .  T h e  
s e c o n d  o n e — h ere  h e  d id  n o t  pause  
e ith er .

H e  l o w e r e d  h is  h ead  and  sm ash ed  
w i th  all h is  w e ig h t ,  s t ra ig h t  in to  
m id r i f f  o f  h is  en em y . B o th  w e r e  
d o w n ,  g r o a n in g .  O n e  w a s  u n c o n 
s c io u s  f r o m  h is  b lo w s .  A n d  n o w  a 
v o i c e  p u rsu ed  him , a ga in  in  E n g l i s h .  
H e  a p p r e c ia te d  the  g u i le  o f  the  m an  
— w h o s e  w o r d s  c o u ld  w e l l  be ta ken  
f o r  th o s e  o f  the  m an  th e y  p u rsu ed .

“ H sa  L o  P e  c h o o s e s  h is  m en  w i th  
l i t t le  c a r e !  Y o u  m u st  k n o w  that th ere  
is n o  ch a n ce  f o r  y o u ! ”

L a r r y  W e s t o n  d id  n o t  answ er .  
T h e r e  w e r e  t o o  m a n y  b ea ters  b a ck  
w h e n c e  the  v o i c e  had  c o m e  f o r  h im
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to  a w a it  the  arriva l  o f  th e  sh outer .  
B e t te r  t r y  th e  o ld  R o m a n  t r ic k  o f  
s ca t te r in g  h is  en em ies  and  d e fe a t in g  
th em  in  deta il .

H e  ran on. L o u d  n o w  o v e r  the 
o th e r  sou n d s ,  ro se  the  s ta m p e d in g  
n o is e  o f  r a c in g  horses .  T h e  r id ers  
o f  M o n g o l ia  w e r e  o n  the w a y . S c o r e s  
o f  h orses  w e r e  in  p u rsu it ,  s c o u r in g  
th e  e d g e  o f  the w o o d s .

L a r r y  k e p t  c lo s e  to  the f r in g e ,  rac
in g  in  th e  gen era l  d i r e c t i o n  o f  U rga .  
H o r s e s  passed  h im , so  c lo s e  he c o u ld  
h ave  seen , a lm o s t  t o u c h e d  them , had 
it  n o t  been  f o r  th e  w o o d s .  H e  m u st  
d is ta n c e  h is  p u rs u e rs  o n  f o o t  a b it  
fu r t h e r  b e fo r e  he m a de  h is  n e x t  
m o v e .

H e  in c re a s e d  h is  s tr id e ,  h e ld  h is  
r a c in g  s p e e d  f o r  five m in utes . H e  
g u e s s e d  th at  he  had t r a v e le d  all o f  
a m ile .  T o  h is  l e f t  w e r e  s t il l  the  
s o u n d s  o f  m a n y  h orses ,  the s h o u ts  o f  
m en  and w o m e n  w h o  t h o u g h t  th e y  
had  d is c o v e r e d  h im  a m o n g  the sh a 
d o w s .

H e  b r o k e  f r o m  c o v e r t ,  h id i n g  in  
the  d arkn ess . O u t  a cro s s  a p la in  he 
c o u l d  see the  h o rse m e n ,  fa n ta s t ic  f ig 
ures  u n d e r  a pa le  m o o n .  M a n y  d ash ed  
back  and fo r th ,  c o v e r i n g  e v e r y  in ch  
o f  the w o o d s .  O n e  m u st  e v e n tu a l ly  
c o m e  c lo s e  to  the e d g e  o f  the  w o o d s  
w h e r e  he s to o d .

A  h o rs e  s h ie d  aw ay, s m e l l in g  him . 
T h e  r id er ,  u n d e r s t a n d in g  that s o m e 
t h in g  w as  am iss, w h ir le d  the anim al 
o n  a d im e , l i f t e d  a g le a m in g  w e a p o n  
to  s tr ik e  ou t  a m o n g  the  shadow s. 
A n d  L a r r y  W e s t o n  m o v e d .

IT  w a s n ’t easy  to  reach  a M o n g o l i 
an p o n y ,  but the  anim al w as h e ld  

in  t ig h t  re in  b y  its r ider ,  w h ic h  gave  
L a r r y  W e s t o n  his ch a n ce .  W i t h  a 
s in g le  leap, arm s f lu n g  w id e ,  he g o t  
h is  hands on  the r ider ,  u sed  the m an  
— or w o m a n — as a lever  b y  w h ic h  to  
v a u lt  a to p  the anim al b e h in d  the  
r ider .

T h i s  d o n e ,  so  q u i c k l y  that n o n e  o f

th e  o th e r  r id ers  c o u ld  have  seen  e x 
a c t ly  w h a t  had h a p p e n e d ,  L a r r y  d id  
tw o  th in g s— h e s n a tch e d  the  w e a p o n ,  
a g le a m in g  sh ort  s w o r d ,  f r o m  the 
hand  o f  h is  adversary ,  and  k n o c k e d  
that on e  f r o m  the h orse  w i th  a sav
a ge  b lo w  b e h in d  the ear.

T h e n  he set h im s e l f  the  task  o f  
h a n d l in g  the horse . F o r tu n a te ly  it 
w as  a lre a d y  h ea d ed  t o w a rd  U rga ,  and 
in  its m a d d e n e d  fe a r  it had  the  
w in g e d  fe e t  o f  P eg asu s .  I t  w as  a w a y  
l ik e  the  w in d ,  ru n n in g  l o w  w i th  its 
b e l l y  t o  the  g rou n d .

L a r r y  lean ed  o v e r  the a n im a l ’s 
n eck ,  u r g in g  it t o  s p e e d  and  m o r e  
sp eed .  B e h in d  h im  rose  a th in  w a i l 
in g  c r y ,  and  he k n e w  that h is  r e c e n t  
a d v e rs a ry  had  g iv e n  the  alarm.

H e  l o o k e d  back . S h o u ts  f o l l o w e d  
h im , s h o u ts  w h ic h  the h orse  u n d e r 
s to o d ,  f o r  it h es ita ted  a m o m e n t  in 
its  s tr id e ,  as th o u g h  to  s lo w  d o w n ,  
o r  tu rn  b a ck  in answ er .

LA R R Y  hated  to  d o  w h a t  he n ext  
d id ,  but b e tw e e n  c r u e l t y  to  an 

anim al and  his o w n  l i f e  th ere  c o u l d  
be n o  h e s ita t io n  as to  c h o i c e .  K c  
p re s se d  the p o in t  o f  h is  s w o r d  
a g a in st  th e  a n im a l ’s rum p . T h e  bru te  
sq u ea led  w i th  pa in  and  s u rp r ise —  
and w as  a ga in  in  h e a d lo n g  g a l lo p  
t o w a rd  U rga .

H is  pursuers ,  s om e  o f  them , w e re  
b u n c h e d  b e h in d  h im  and  c o m in g  on  
l ike  the  w in d .  O th e rs ,  o n  fleeter  
horses ,  w e r e  s w in g in g  a w a y  t o  the  
le f t ,  as t h o u g h  to  pass and  h ead  h im  
off.

G r im ly  he set h is  tee th . H is  l ip s  
w e r e  a firm  s tra ig h t  l ine , h is  eyes  
g l o w i n g  w i th  e x c it e m e n t .  H e  h e ld  
the s w o r d  p o in t  a ga in st  the anim al, 
and  th e  l i t t le  b ru te  r e s p o n d e d  w ith  
a la cr i ty .  S p e e d  —  s p e e d  —  the sa n d y  
p la in  r o l l e d  b e h in d  h im  l ike  a g ra y  
sea.

T h e  p u rsu ers  w e r e  n o t  g a in in g ,  he 
n o t i c e d  w h e n  h e  l o o k e d  b a c k — but 
th e  s w i f t  o u t r id e r s  w e r e  d is ta n c in g
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him . I f  th ey  c losed  b e fo r e  he rea ch ed  
the  d o o rs  o f  U rga , he w as d o n e ; but 
th e y  w o u ld n ’t, he p ro m ise d  h im s e l f  
that.

R if les  sp ok e  b eh in d  h im  and f r o m  
the flank, but the ir  n o ise  o n ly  se rved  
to  m ake the horse  travel faster ,  w h e n  
a lread y  it seem ed  s tra in ed  to  the l im 
it o f  its en durance .

N o w  ahead he c o u ld  see the  su llen  
l ig h ts  o f  U rga , o b s c u r e d  b y  a s tran ge  
sort o f  haze. H is  heart  ju m p e d ,  f o r  
he k n e w  the m e a n in g  o f  that h a ze —  
that the w in d s  a cross  the  G o b i  had  
tu rn ed  in th e  d ir e c t i o n  o f  U rga ,  l i f t 
in g  sand f r o m  the  fa c e  o f  the a n c ie n t  
desert.

In  a m atter  o f  h o u rs  a sa n d storm  
c o u ld  rise w h i c h  w o u ld  b lo t  out the 
h eavens  and the stars, and lash the 
sk in  f r o m  the b o d ie s  o f  m en. B u t  
su ch  a s to rm  w o u ld  be a g o d s e n d  
to  L a rry  W e s t o n .  H e  w as g la d  that 
th e y  w e re  a fr e q u e n t  o c c u r r e n c e  at 
U rga .

C lo s e r  and c lo s e r  cam e the h ou ses  
o f  U rga . C lo se r  cam e h is  p ursuers  
and the r iders  on  the flank. H e  c o u ld  
see that th e y  w o u ld  all reach  the 
to w n 's  o u tsk ir ts  at a lm ost  the  same 
tim e.

A n d  severa l t im es  he had heard  
a sh out  in E n g l i s h  w h ic h  t o ld  h im  
that S e r g e i  P o p o v  was a m o n g  his 
pursuers .

T h a t  was as it s h o u ld  be, e x a c t ly  
w hat he w an ted ,  so that even ts  m ig h t  
shape th em se lv es ,  o r  be shaped  b y  
him , to  h is  advantage . N o t h in g  
p lea sed  h im  m ore  than to  m a tch  w its  
and  b raw n  w ith  real f ighters .

JU S T  as he w o u ld  have s w u n g  in to  
the  first stree t  w h i c h  ca m e  u n d er  

h is  e y e s ;  ju s t  as his  h o rse  s ta g g e re d  
w i th  fa t ig u e ,  the M o n g o l s  c lo s e d  on  
h im  f r o m  the s id e — and  h is  sh ort -  
s w o r d  s w u n g  a lo f t  in h is  hard  hand, 
s w u n g  up— and d o w n ,  and  a m an  t o p 
p le d  f r o m  a h orse  w i th  a th in  cry .  

A n o t h e r  ch a rg e d  in.

A g a in  L a r r y  tr ied  to  use h i 3 s w o rd ,  
but it w a s  k n o c k e d  f r o m  his  hand. 
T h e  hand b eca m e  a fist o n  the instant 
to  d r iv e  fu l l  and  true  to  the  ja w  o f  
h is  enem y. T h e n  L a r r y  w as up, ru n 
n ing .

H e  w e n t  th r o u g h  the  first d o o r  he 
e n co u n te r e d .  S h r iek s  g r e e te d  h im  as 
s leep ers  a w ak en ed . B u t  he d id n ’t 
pause. H e  w e n t  th r o u g h  a w i n d o w —  
th en  th r o u g h  a s e c o n d  w i n d o w  in to  
a n o th er  h ou se ,  w h i le  b e h in d  h is  p u r 
su ers  h a m m ered  at the d o o r  he had 
entered .

C H A P T E R  I I I

The Closing Jaws

LA R R Y  W E S T O N  le f t  the s e c 
o n d  h ouse , fo u n d  h im s e l f  in 
a n a r ro w  a lley . T h e r e  w as 

l it t le  d i f fe r e n ce  b e tw e e n  a lleys  and 
s tree ts  in  U rga .  B o th  w e re  dark, 
u su a lly  u n to u c h e d  b y  the g l o w  o f  
l ig h t  f r o m  w i n d o w s  p e r p e tu a l ly  s h u t 
tered  a ga in st  the b ite  o f  w in d -d r iv e n  
sand.

T h r o u g h  the  s e c o n d  h ou se  L a r r y  
ra ced  aw ay , t r y in g  to  k eep  h is  sense  
o f  d ir e c t io n ,  u n t il  he s h o u ld  lo ca te  
th e  d w e l l in g  w h e r e  f o r  tw o  days  and 
n ig h ts  he had  h id d e n ,  m a k in g  h is  
p lans  f o r  the ca p tu re  o f  S e r g e i  
P o p o v .

H e  fe l t  re a so n a b ly  sure that his 
p re s e n ce  th ere  had  n ever  b e e n  d is 
c o v e r e d .  T h e  h ou se  b e lo n g e d  to  the 
dead  Y a  Che, w h o  w e n t  there  at c e r 
ta in  p e r io d s  to  be  near h is  m in es  
b e y o n d  B o g d o -U l la ,  near the S ib er ia n  
b o r d e r  v i l la g e  o f  A lta n  B u lo c ,  “ C i t y  
o f  the  G o ld e n  K e y . ”

Y a  C he  m ust have  s t o o d  in  w e l l  
w i th  the  S ov ie ts ,  f o r  h is  re s id e n c e  
had  not  b een  m o le s te d .  H sa  L o  P e  
had t o ld  h im  w h e re  to  find it, that 
th ere  he m ig h t  l ive  w h i le  he s o u g h t  
f o r  n ew s  o f  S e r g e i  P o p o v .

T h a t  he had  d on e ,  w i t h  n ot  even  
a servan t— he d id n ’ t trust  even  th ose
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w h o m  H sa  L o  P e  t ru s te d  w ith  his  
l i f e — to  k eep  h im  co m p a n y .  T h r o u g h  
the sh utters  he h ad  w a tc h e d  the l i fe  
o f  U rga .  I f  he c o u l d  g e t  back  
th ere—

H e  had  the  sense  o f  d ir e c t io n  o f  
the b orn  f lyer , th o u g h  he had  n ev er  
g o n e  in f o r  f ly in g ,  b e l i e v in g  that the 
grea tes t  e x c i t e m e n t  w as to  be f o u n d  
on  the g r o u n d — and he h a d n ’t the 
s l ig h te s t  d o u b t  that h e  w o u ld  be able  
to  find h is  h o u se  again , g iv e n  h a l f  
an o p p o r t u n it y .

HE  dash ed  a ro u n d  the co rn e r ,  and 
a lm os t  in to  the arm s o f  a man 

c o m in g  in the o p p o s i t e  d ir e c t io n ,  
w ith  h ead  l o w e r e d  aga in st  the  d r i f t 
in g  sand w h ic h  w as  g a in in g  in v e l o c 
i ty  as th e  w in d  g r e w  s tro n g e r .  T h e  
m an lo o k e d  up, u t te r in g  an e ja c u la 
t io n — H is  m o u th  o p e n e d  w id e ,  and 
h is  eyes  b u lg e d  as he n o te d  the w h ite  
sk in  o f  L a r r y  W e s t o n .  T h e  m an was 
a M o n g o l .

L a r r y  d r o v e  out w ith  a savage 
r igh t .  It  c r a c k e d  w ith  tr ip h am m er  
f o r c e  aga in st  the m a n ’s u n p r o te c t e d  
jaw . L a r r y  h a d n ’t t im e  f o r  the n ic e 
ties  o f  sp o r tsm a n sh ip .

T h e  m an fe l l ,  r o l l e d  to  h is  back, 
h is  h an d s  l i f t e d  l u d i c r o u s ly ,  as 
th o u g h  in h is  u n c o n s c io u s n e s s  the 
M o n g o l  a ssu m e d — to o  la te— an a t t i 
tu d e  o f  d e fen se .

T h e n  L a r r y  ra ced  on. B e h in d  h im  
his e n em ies  w e r e  s h o u t in g ,  g o i n g  in 
to  and ou t  o f  h ou ses , r o u s in g  the 
inm ates . T h e  w h o le  v i l la g e  w o u ld  
be at h is  h ee ls  in  a m a tter  o f  m o 
m ents . I t  w as  a race  a ga in st  t im e—  
and the r is in g  s to rm  w o u ld  p la y  its 
part, too .

A n d  then, ou t  o f  the n ig h t ,  a w ay  
to  the w es t  and sou th ,  ca m e  a l o n g -  
d ra w n  h o w l ,  r is in g  in to  the w in d ,  b e 
c o m in g  a part o f  it —  and L a rr y  
W e s t o n  s h u d d e re d ,  r e c o g n i z i n g  the 
sou nd .

T h e  d o g s  o f  the desert ,  th ose  sav
age  s ca v e n g e r s  w h ic h  so m e  p e o p le

c la im e d  w e r e  h y b r id s  ca u s e d  b y  in 
t e r b r e e d in g  w i ld  d o g s  and  bears, 
w e r e  a p r o w l  in  the  sa n d storm , s e e k 
in g  th e ir  g r i s ly  feas ts  o f  w h o m s o e v e r  
the s to rm  m ig h t  d ra g  d o w n .

M o n g o l s  f e d  th e ir  dead  to  these  
an im a ls— and  th re w  to  th e ir  s la v e r 
in g  ja w s  th e  l iv in g  b o d ie s  o f  th e ir  
en em ies .

I f  L a r r y  w e r e  ca u g h t  th ose  d o g s  
w o u ld  h o w l  f o r  h im , to o .  B u t  he 
g r it te d  h is  tee th  g r im ly — he w o u l d n ’ t 
be ca u gh t .

H e  ran w i th  the s p e e d  o f  a great  
a th lete , th a n k fu l  b e y o n d  s a y in g  that 
he was a lw a y s  in top  c o n d i t io n ,  as 
h is  h a za rd ou s  c a l l in g  m ade  n e c e s 
sary.

T h e  s o u n d s  o f  p u r s u it  d ie d  aw ay , 
but th e y  w e r e  s t il l  f o l l o w i n g  him . 
H e  k n e w  th en  that h e  w o u ld  never 
be able  to  h id e  f o r  a ny  great  le n g th  
o f  t im e  in the  h o u se  o f  Y a  Che.

SE R G E I  P O P O V  w o u ld  k n o w  o f  
it, c e r ta in ly ,  and in the  end , even  

i f  it w e r e  d o n e  at th e  en d  o f  a h ou se  
to  h ou se  search , the  M o n g o l s  w o u ld  
find him , d ra g  h im  f o r t h  and tear 
h im  l im b  f r o m  lim b . It w as  to  the 
best in terests  o f  S e rg e i  P o p o v  that 
this s h o u ld  h a p p e n  to  him .

H e  w as  g a in in g  o n  his  pursuers , 
and n o w  w as  ou t  in  a n a r ro w  street, 
ra c in g  s tra ig h t  t o w a rd  h is  o b je c t iv e .  
R e a l iz in g  that i f  th ey  g u essed  w h e r e  
he w as g o in g ,  t h e y  w o u ld  g o  d i r e c t ly  
to  the  h o u se  o f  Y a  Che, he s u d d e n ly  
tu rn ed  aside  and ran to  h is r ig h t  f o r  
all o f  a m in ute ,  th en  cu t  back  to w a rd  
the re s id e n c e  o f  Y a  Che.

Severa l  p e o p le  m et  and  passed  him , 
saw  h is  fa ce ,  but n e x t  m o m e n t  he 
v a n ish ed  in to  the  sh ad ow s , o r  in to  
the t h i c k e n in g  h o r r o r  o f  the r is in g  
sand— and th e ir  sh outs  rose  a fte r  
h im , d i r e c t in g  the pursu it ,  as he d e 
sired .

N o w  he f e l t  that w i t h  h is  en em ies  
l o o k i n g  f o r  h im  in on e  s e c t io n  o f  
to w n ,  he dared  to  g o  to  h is  o w n  h id e 
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ou t ,  and a c c o r d in g ly ,  ta k in g  m o r e  
ca re  n o w  that n on e  -see h im , he 
h ead ed  d ir e c t ly  f o r  the p lace .

ON C E  he m et a m an fa c e  to  fa c e —  
a M o n g o l .  T h i s  o n e  he d r o p p e d  

w ith  a savage b lo w .  F r o m  the  m a n ’s 
to r so  L a r r y  W e s t o n  y a n k e d  h is  
h e a v y  garm en ts , ev il  w ith  th e  o d o r  
o f  p o o r l y  cu r e d  sk in s  and  the s ten ch  
o f  an u n w a sh ed  b o d y .  H e  d ra p e d  it 
o v e r  hi3 o w n  s h o u ld e r s  as a p o ss ib le  
d isg u ise ,  bu t  had  g o n e  n o  m ore  than 
a c o u p le  o f  b lo c k s  b e fo r e  he c o u ld  
6tand the o d o r  n o  l o n g e r — and  h u r led  
the ga rm en t  as ide  w i th  a sn or t  o f  
d isgu st .

N o w ,  ahead  in  the  g l o o m ,  d im ly  
d is ce r n ib le  th r o u g h  the s cre e n  o f  
sand, he c o u l d  m a k e  o u t  the ou t l in e  
o f  the h o u se  w h ic h  had sh e lte red  
h im , m u st  sh e lte r  h im  a ga in  f o r  a 
l i t t le  t im e. T h e r e  w e r e  no  l igh ts ,  
na tura l ly .  T h e  f r o n t  o f  the h ou se  
ga v e  o n  a b u s y  street. F o r  w e e k s  
n o  h u m an  b e in g  in  U rg a  had  seen 
a n y o n e  en ter  that p lace .

L a r r y  W e s t o n  had g o n e  in at 
n ig h t ,  f r o m  the  back  w a y  —  and 
h a d n ’t even  o p e n e d  the  w in d o w s .  I t  
w as  stale  and  m u s ty  f r o m  d isuse , 
but it had se rv ed ,  m ust  serve  again .

L a r r y  c i r c le d  th e  h ou se ,  l o o k i n g  
c a r e fu l l y  at three  s id e s  o f  it, k n o w 
in g  that n o n e  w o u l d  have e n tered  it 
f r o m  the  f r o n t ,  e lse  r ig h t  n o w  the  
s tree t  b e y o n d  the h o u se  w o u l d  be 
p a c k e d  w i th  the cu r iou s .

T h e n  W e s t o n  m o v e d  u p  to  the 
w i n d o w  b y  w h i c h  he a lw a y s  en tered  
th e  p lace . I t  w as  ju s t  as he had 
l e f t  it on  h is  j o u r n e y  t o  the c e r e 
m o n y  o f  T a  K u e i .  A s  far  as he 
c o u l d  te ll  n o b o d y  had m e d d le d  w ith  
the  fas ten in g s .  H e  l i f t e d  h is  hands  
to  th e m — cr a w le d  th r o u g h  the w i n 
d o w  w i t h o u t  so u n d ,  and  b rea th ed  a 
s ig h  o f  re l ie f .

T o  his  l e f t  as he en tered  w as a 
b e d r o o m , but he w o u ld  have no 
n eed  f o r  that. H e  w o u ld  n o t  s leep

a ga in  un til  h is  q uest  en ded . H e r e  
he  w o u ld  rest f o r  a m o m e n t  b e fo r e  
g o i n g  ou t  again , l o n g  e n o u g h  o n ly  to  
a l l o w  the  fe v e r  o f  p u rsu it  to  abate 
s o m e w h a t ,  i f  e v e r  r e l ig io u s  f e v e r  
abated  in  the hearts  o f  w o r s h ip e r s  
o f  the L i v i n g  G od .

T h e n  L a r r y  W e s t o n  ca m e  to  pause. 
T h e r e  had b een  n o  s o u n d  w h i le  he 
s t r o d e  f o r w a r d  to  the  c e n te r  o f  w h a t  
h e  k n e w  to  be a large  r o o m ;  but  h is  
s c a lp  p r i c k le d  o d d ly .  H e  d is t in c t ly  
s en sed  th e  p re s e n ce  o f  a n o th er  h u 
m an  b e in g .  H e  l is ten ed  w i th  s tra in 
in g  ears f o r  the  s o u n d  o f  b rea th in g .

B u t  the  s o u n d  d id  n o t  c om e . W h o 
ever  w a s  h ere  h e ld  h is— o r  h er—  
breath , o r  b rea th ed  w ith  the s o ftn e s s  
o f  a s ta lk in g  cat. L a r r y  s w u n g  h is  
arm s w id e .  T h e y  e n c o u n te r e d  o n ly  
e m p ty  space .

A g a in  he w as  sa fe , f o r  i f  the 
s k u lk e r  w e r e  b e y o n d  the le n g th  o f  
h is arm s, he was n o t  a m en ace . L a rr y  
s te p p e d  q u i c k l y  as ide  to  m ake  a b s o 
lu t e ly  sure  that he w as  n o t  o u t l in e d  
a ga in st  the  w in d o w ,  and  thus an a d 
m ira b le  ta rg e t  f o r  a th r o w n  k n i fe  o r  
a p is to l  bu llet .

H e  l is ten ed .
D a red  he l i f t  h is  v o i c e ?  H e  d e 

c id e d  to  r isk  it, h o p i n g  f o r  so m e  
r e p ly  that w o u l d  g iv e  h im  the  l o c a 
t io n  o f  th e  on e  w h o  lay  in  w a it ,  o r  
w o u ld  p r o v e  t o  h im  that h is  senses, 
th is  o n ce ,  w e r e  w r o n g .

“ W h o 's  t h e r e ? ”

HIS  v o i c e ,  lo w ,  tense , s o u n d e d  h o l 
l o w  in the sp a rse ly  fu r n is h e d  

b ig  room . H e  w a ite d  —  w h i le  the 
d arkn ess  o f  the w o r ld  seem ed  to  
c r e e p  u p o n  h im  l ik e  a ta n g ib le  th in g ,  
and sand h a m m ered  a ga in st  the s h u t 
ters  o u ts id e ,  a ga in st  th e  w a l ls  and  
the r o o f ,  l ik e  the  s o u n d  o f  hard, 
sm all, s c a m p e r in g  feet .

T h e r e  w a s n ’ t a n y o n e  then. H e  
s tarted  m o v in g  fo r w a r d  again , c o n f i 
dent he had b e e n  m istak en , d e sp it e  
the  fa c t  that his  h u n c h  s t i l l  h e ld
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th e  f e e l in g  that he  w as n o t  a lone . 
A n d  then , th e  a n sw e r  cam e, in  su r 
p r i s i n g l y  g o o d  E n g l i s h ,  w i t h  the  
s ta r t l in g  su d d e n n e s s  o f  a th u n d e r c la p  
o n  a d a y  o f  su nsh in e .

“ Y o u  are l o o k i n g  f o r  S e r g e i  P o 
p o v ?  I h eard  so. I  am  here , w a i t 
i n g . ”

T h e  v o i c e  w as  harsh, savage, w i t h  
n o t h in g  hum an  in  it. T h e r e  in  the  
d arkn ess , L a r r y  k n e w  e i th e r  c lo s e  to  
h im  o r  fa r  a w a y , bu t  n e v e r  b e y o n d  
the  c o m p a r a t iv e ly  n a r r o w  l im its  o f  
the r o o m , w as  the  m an  he h ad  c o m e  
f o r — the m an w h o  had  m u rd e r e d  Y a  
C h e  f o r  so m e  p e rs o n  o r  p e rso n s  n o t  
y e t  d is c o v e r e d  —  the m an  w h o  had 
m u rd e r e d  m a n y  o th ers ,  w h o  had p r o 
cu r e d  the m u r d e r  o f  the w o m a n  u n 
d e r  B o g d o - U l l a  w i t h o u t  the  s l ig h te s t  
s ig n  o f  m e r c y .

“ G o o d , ”  sa id  L a r r y  W e s t o n  s o f t l y ,  
“ th en  y o u  are r e a d y  to  g o  b a ck  w i th  
m e, P o p o v ? ”

A  l o w  c h u c k le  w a s  th e  answ er .
“ T h a t  d e p e n d s , ”  sa id  P o p o v .
“ O n  w h a t ? ”
“ O n  w h e th e r  y o u  can  take m e ! ”
“ T h a t ’s w h a t  I ca m e  f o r . ”
“ I m e r e ly  w a ite d  f o r  c o n f ir m a t io n  

o f  that. Y o u  c a n ’t d o  it .”

S I L E N C E  again . T h e  f loor  creak ed .
L a r r y  s te p p e d  s w i f t l y  a s ide— and 

s o m e t h in g  sp a tted  in to  the  w a ll  far 
b e h in d  him .

H e  had  s t e p p e d  aside  ju s t  in  tim e 
to  a v o id  a k n i f e  th r o w n  b y  h is  en 
e m y . A n d  W e s t o n  ca rr ie d  n o  w e a 
p on s .  H e  d id  n o t  b e l ie v e  in  k i l l in g  
e x c e p t  to  save his  l i fe ,  and  th en  o n ly  
w h e n  he w a s  su re  that h is  l i fe  d id  
d e p e n d  u p o n  the l i f e  o f  an en em y.

T h e  a ffa ir  in  the  h ou se  o f  Y a  C he, 
in  the  heart  o f  U rg a ,  b eca m e  a 
s t ra n g e  gam e o f  s ta lk in g .  T w i c e  
aga in ,  w i t h in  ten  m in u tes ,  k n iv e s  
z ip p e d  past the fa c e  o f  L a r r y  W e s 
t o n ,  on e  o f  th em  c o m in g  so  c lo s e  that 
i t  b a r e ly  t o u c h e d  the  lo b e  o f  h is  
r ig h t  ear.

T h e n  he  d r o p p e d  to  h is  h a u n ch es ,  
w a it in g  —  w a it in g  f o r  th e  k i l le r  t o  
find h im , w o n d e r i n g  i f  he w o u l d  be 
able  to  reach  the  m a n ’s k n i f e  h an d  
b e fo r e  h is  th roa t  w a s  s l i t  f r o m  ear 
to  ear. P o p o v  w o u l d  seek  h im  o u t  
w i t h o u t  fear , w h e th e r  he m o v e d  o r  
rem a in ed  s t i l l .  P o p o v  had  ca u t io n ,  
but n o  fear  w h a tever .

TH E N ,  as th o u g h  h u r le d  at h im  
f r o m  a ca ta p u lt— m a k in g  W e s t o n  

th in k  f o r  a m o m e n t  that  h is  o p p o n 
ent had  the eyes  o f  a ca t— a h u g e  
b o d y  cra sh e d  aga in st  L a r r y  W e s t o n ,  
b o w l in g  h im  over .

H e  r o l le d  a s ide  as he s t ru c k  on  
h is  b ack , but  w as up  in a flash. H e  
h u r le d  h im s e l f  at w h e r e  he n o w  
k n e w  h is  a d v e r s a r y  to  be.

H is  le f t  h an d  to u c h e d  c lo th ,  the 
c lo t h  o f  a h um an  to rso .  H is  
l e f t  h an d  m o v e d  w ith  u n e rr in g  a c 
c u r a c y ,  g ra sp e d  a m ig h t y  w r is t  that 
w a s  c o v e r e d  w ith  hair— lik e  that o f  
a g rea t  ape.

In s ta n t ly  he s w u n g  in to  a d is a rm 
in g  h o ld ,  s w in g in g  h is  r ig h t  arm  u n 
d e r  the m a n ’s e lb o w ,  o v e r  to  g rasp  
the w r is t  w i t h  h is  r ig h t  hand.

U s u a l ly  on e  c o u l d  b rea k  a m a n ’s 
arm  w ith  th is  h o ld — but the b est  that 
even  L a rry ,  p o w e r f u l  t h o u g h  he w as, 
c o u l d  d o ,  w a s  to  m a k e  P o p o v  d r o p  
th e  k n i fe .  It  c la t te re d  to  the  f loor ,  
and  th en  L a r r y  W e s t o n  w a s  l o c k e d  
in  a b a c k -b r e a k in g  h u g .  H is  e y e s  
b u lg e d .  B lo o d  ru sh ed  to  h is  head . 
H e  had  to  w o r k  fast.

H e  b u t ted  w i th  the  t o p  f o r w a r d  
part o f  h is  head , a t r i c k  he had  
le a rn e d  f r o m  d a rk ies  in  the  S o u th —  
and  the  arm s a b o u t  h im  l o o s e n e d  f o r  
a m o m e n t .

T h e n  he f o u g h t  free , d r iv in g  
r ig h ts  and l e f t s  to  the  fa c e  and  b o d y  
o f  h is  e n em y , s t r ik in g  o f f  the f la i l in g  
arm s, b a t te r in g  aw ay , k n o w in g  that 
h e  r isk e d  b r o k e n  b o n e s  in h is  h an d s  
i f  h is  b lo w s  d id  n o t  g o  true.

T h e  b ig  m an  s ta g g e re d .  T h e n  W e s 
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t o n  h im s e l f  a lm o s t  w e n t  d o w n  f r o m  
a p i l e d r iv e r  r ig h t ,  w h i c h  d id  n ot  
b rea k  h is  n e ck  o n ly  b eca u se  it w as  
a g la n c in g  b lo w .  H e  s ta g g e r e d  back . 
H is  l ip s  w e re  t ig h ts e t ,  h is  eyes  
s t ra in in g  to  see the  o u t l in e  o f  his 
e n e m y  w i t h o u t  avail.

H is  fists w e r e  b l o o d y ,  the sk in  o f  
the  k n u c k le s  b ro k e n ,  bu t  he seem ed  
to  be m a k in g  l i t t le  h e a d w a y  aga in st  
the  b ig  m u rd erer .

H e  w as  g r o w i n g  w ea k er  w ith  the 
e x tr e m e  e f fo r t — w h i le  S e r g e i  P o p o v  
se e m e d  m o m e n ta r i ly  to  be g r o w i n g  
s t ro n g e r .  H e  put all he had in to  a 
savage  r igh t .  S erg e i  s cream ed , m ade  
f o r  th e  w i n d o w  and w as g o n e — w ith  
L a r r y  in pursuit .

C H A P T E R  I V  

Gobi Judgment

TH A T  th ere  m ig h t  be som e  
t r i c k  b e h in d  the rou t  o f  S e r 
ge i  P o p o v ,  L a r r y  W e s t o n  
d id n 't  d o u b t ,  but that d id  not  keep  

h im  f r o m  f o l l o w in g .  H e  had co m e  
to  U rg a  to  g e t  the m u rd e re r ,  and 
th ere  h e  was, v a n is h in g  th ro u g h  the 
w in d o w .

H e  c a u g h t  but  the barest  g l im p s e  
o f  the  m a n ’s fa c e — as t h o u g h  f o r  a 
m o m e n t  the  m o o n  h ad  m a n a g e d  to 
p eer  th r o u g h  a r i f t  in the s to rm  o f  
sand, and  then  the m u r d e r e r  had 
d r o p p e d  to  the  g r o u n d .

L a r r y  w as ou t  and aw ay , a f t e r  h im , 
c a r r y i n g  n o  w e a p o n  but  h is  fists. I f  
th e  M o n g o l s  w e re  s t il l  s e a r ch in g  f o r  
h im  he c o u ld  n o t  te l l  b y  the sou nd , 
f o r  b y  n o w  the s o u n d  o f  the 6and, 
d r iv e n  in a b r o w n  w a l l— w h ic h  was 
b la ck  in the g l o o m — b e fo r e  a m ig h t y  
w in d ,  had risen  to  a sh ri l l  w h ine .

Sand  h a m m ered  l ike  hail  aga in st  
the  r o o f s  o f  houses . N o t  even  r e l i g 
io u s  f r e n z y  c o u ld  have k e p t  the M o n 
g o ls  ou ts id e  in th is  b l i s t e r in g  s m o th 
er  o f  sand.

T h e  p a r t ic le s  sm ash ed  a ga in st  the 
fa c e  l ike  n e e d le p o in ts .  L a r r y  W e s 

ton  k n e w  that h is  fa c e  w o u ld  be 
p o u n d e d  to  the c o n s i s t e n c y  o f  b e e f  
steak  in a m a tter  o f  m in utes .  B u t  he 
lo w e r e d  h is  h ead  a ga in st  it, m a de  o u t  
the r e tre a t in g  fo r m  o f  S e r g e i  P o p o v  
th ro u g h  the s m o th e r  and  w as a w ay  
a fte r  h im , fleet as a deer.

S erg e i ,  f o r  som e  s tra n g e  reason , 
w as  h e a d in g  s tra ig h t  ou t  in to  the  d e s 
ert.

M a y b e  he had b een  d r iv e n  m ad  
b y  the p o u n d in g  he had s u f fe re d  at 
the h an d s  o f  W e s t o n .  M a y b e  he, t o o ,  
w as  a fu g i t i v e  f r o m  the w ra th  o f  the 
d e v o te e s  o f  T a  K u e i .

M a y b e — L a r r y  V /e s t o n  k n e w  that 
one  gu ess  w as  as g o o d  as a nother , 
that but one  th in g  w as ce r ta in — S e r 
ge i  P o p o v  w as h e a d in g  s tra ig h t  ou t  
in to  the G o b i— ou t  o f  w h ic h ,  r is in g  
w ith  its  shreik , part o f  the  n o ise  o f  
the  s to rm , cam e the u lu la t in g  b a y in g  
o f  th e  d o g -b e a r  s ca v e n g e r s  o f  the 
waste.

L a r r y  s h iv e r e d  a l it t le ,  th in k in g  o f  
the f o o d  w h i c h  w a s  c u s to m a r y  f o r  
the evil  b ru tes  that ran in  p a ck s  
a cross  the fa ce  o f  the  G ob i.

In his t im e he had  seen  th em  d ra g  
d o w n  and d e v o u r  w e a ry  p i lg r im s  
a cross  the sands. H e  had  seen  h a l f  
d e s t r o y e d  ca rcasses  o f  M o n g o l s  on  
the  ev i l  s u r fa c e  o f  G o b i ,  v i c t im s  o f  
the sn a r l in g ,  r o v in g  p a ck s— and  n o w  
S e rg e i  P o p o v ,  f o r  s o m e  c r a z y  reason  
k n o w n  o n ly  to  h im s e l f ,  w a s  le a d in g  
L a r r y  W e s t o n  d i r e c t ly  in to  the d e s 
ert , in to  the s torm , in to  the land  o f  
th e  d o g -b e a rs .

WA S  it a trap  o f  som e  k in d ?
W e r e  there  M o n g o l s  o u t  there  

w a it in g  to  take L a r r y  W e s t o n  and 
t h r o w  h im  to  the b la ck  b ru te s ?  H e  
s h o o k  h is  head  as he ran.

H e  w a s  sure  o f  h is  b e l i e f  that the 
M o n g o l s  w o u l d  not  n o w  be a broad  
in the s to rm . T h e y  in th e ir  turn , 
c e a s in g  t o  h u n t  f o r  h im , w o u l d  b e 
l ie v e  that he to o  w o u ld  rem ain  u n 
d e r  c o v e r  d u r in g  the  s torm , and  that
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the hunt could be resumed when the 
storm was over.

No, there was only Sergei Popov 
and Larry Weston, pursued and pur
suer, heading into the waste.

Larry wondered what he would do 
when he overtook Sergei, if he were 
so fortunate as to subdue him and 
make him captive.

But there would be only one thing 
to do—knock him out, or punch him 
dizzy, bring him back to Urga, and 
then find some means of getting him 
to Peiping and the justice due him 
for the slaying of General Ya Che.

He speeded up, his eyes peering 
from under his lowered brows at the 
broad retreating back of the murder
er. Sergei Popov ran with ease al
most as effortless as that of Larry 
Weston himself. His back was vis
ible through the curtain of sand, 
never dimming, never becoming more 
distinct.

It was as though Popov intended 
for Larry to keep him in sight, to 
follow him, into that trap which 
Larry's fancy had made him think 
might await him out in the desert 
wastes—had not reason told him that 
such a trap was impossible.

OF course there were the dogs, but 
they would no more be allies of 

Sergei Popov—or any other man— 
than they would of Larry Weston. 
The animals would drag down any
one, white or yellow or black, and 
devour their flesh with equal gusto.

But a strong man could keep them 
off—as long as he remained on his 
feet and guarded his throat against 
their slashing fangs. They were 
somewhat like Alaskan huskies, 
which devoured the falling loser of 
a fight among their own kind.

Larry Weston feared the dogs, but 
he wouldn't turn back from his pur
suit of Sergei Popov for all the dogs 
in Gobi—or for all the gold in Chris- 
tiandom.

He speeded up. He could not tell 
whether Sergei looked back, or knew 
that he had increased his stride, 
but the fact remained that Popov 
speeded up, too, keeping just beyond 
Larry’s reach.

Larry began to have a sneaking ad
miration for the endurance of the 
murderer—as Urga dropped behind 
them and the desert grew into being 
under their feet.

On and on raced Sergei Popov, 
while now the baying of the dog- 
bears came from all sides. Sergei 
must have heard them, but if he 
feared their warnings he gave no 
sign.

LARRY all but stopped as a sha
dow—two shadows—three, sud

denly appeared to the very edge of 
his semi-circle of visibility. Black 
animals, almost bear-size, they were 
visible for a second, then were gone.

But like roving wolves they paral
leled the way which Sergei and Larry 
took into the desert. They would 
not come close to powerful men, but 
they would trail them tirelessly, un
til the men staggered. Then they 
would close in—and when a man fell 
—their fangs would be buried in his 
soft flesh.

That was their method of attack, 
as Larry Weston knew. Strange, the 
pass to which his hunt for the mur
derer had come. To follow him in
to the waste, both of them running 
like crazy men, their way guarded 
by the racing packs of the Gobi. 
Larry laughed into the teeth of the 
storm.

He glanced back over his shoulder. 
The sand hammered at his briefly un
protected neck. Urga had vanished 
into the wilderness of the sandstorm 
whose crest might have been miles 
above the desert floor.

This sand, Larry knew, when it 
traveled toward Peking, often cov
ered the floors of houses in the an
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cient capital to the depth of an inch 
or more in a few hours. There it 
was known as Peking dust.

HE’D often heard of dust settling 
on the decks of vessels, a hun

dred miles at sea, and countless scores 
of miles from the desert, yet borne 
on the wings of the wind from the 
heart of Gobi. Down the centuries 
Gobi had scattered her harsh dust 
to the winds of the world, and al
most to its uttermost corners.

He judged they were at least two 
miles outside Urga. For a moment 
his heart sank as he thought of what 
it would be like to retrace his steps. 
Only a man with his sense of direc
tion could ever hope to return to 
Urga alive.

He couldn’t backtrack, for the 
wind had erased his tracks as fast 
as he made them. The same with 
those of Sergei Popov.

But even that could not be con
sidered until he had had a settlement 
with the arch murderer. Now he 
raised his voice in a shout to the 
killer—but the wind caught at his 
words, jammed them back down his 
throat—and he tasted the gritty sand 
on his teeth.

But Sergei, though he could not 
have heard the shout of his pursuer, 
suddenly stopped. Never once had 
he been out of Larry’s sight. Larry 
had not been duped once, knowing 
all the time that Sergei Popov had 
some purpose in leading him into the 
desert, even though the purpose 
might be a crazy one.

Larry slowed to a walk, glad of 
the chance because the sand had 
been dragging at his feet as he ran— 
and approached Sergei Popov warily. 
The noise of the storm was higher 
than ever. Again and again Larry 
saw those skulking black shapes of 
the dog-bears.

Sergei stood with his legs far apart 
as Larry approached him. And Larry

saw, when he finally stopped, within 
a stride or two of the murderer, that 
Sergei Popov was grinning.

Moreover, his chest scarcely rose 
and fell with his breathing. He had 
made the long run, into the teeth of 
the gale, without causing him to 
breathe faster than normal. And 
Larry Weston, powerful as he was, 
in such marvelous physical condition, 
was breathing with difficulty. He 
stared at his enemy, noting through 
the awful gloom the livid saber scars 
on the man’s right cheek, noting the 
huge bulk of him.

“Well, Popov?” he shouted, to be 
heard above the storm. “Just what 
is the big idea?”

Popov raised his hand, signaling 
for silence—a strange gesture in the 
storm that could never have been 
silenced save with the power of the 
Almighty.

"Listen!” he cried.
Through the storm came the bay

ing of the dogs—a myriad of them by 
the sound, close in, just beyond the 
curtain of the walls of sand.

"Get the picture?” asked Sergei 
Popov. “Get it, Weston? Oh, I 
know your name. I make it my busi
ness to check back thoroughly on 
any of my little jobs. General Hsa 
Lo Pe told me before I killed him!”

IF Popov spoke truth, then he had 
moved with greater speed than 

Larry Weston, to kill Hsa Lo Pe af
ter Larry had left Peiping, then to 
have reached Urga — but no, Larry 
had spent two days in hiding before 
venturing forth.

“What are you driving at, Popov?” 
asked Larry Weston.

“Just this, gullible fool! Do you 
think you could possibly beat me 
with your fists? I could have killed 
you any time I liked, with nothing 
but my bare hands. I intended to do 
that, but the baying of the dogs gave 
me a different idea. I like my little
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jests, Weston. Here it is—I shall 
whip you within an inch of your life, 
until you cannot stand on your feet— 
and then I shall leave you here, to 
the tender mercies of the scavengers 
of the Mongols!”

Larry laughed, even though the 
thought gave him a moment’s pause. 
What Popov stated was not only pos
sible, but a sure result if he were 
beaten and left behind. But he was 
not afraid, even though this man had 
proved himself of vast endurance and 
durability.

“ I ’m ready,” he said, “when do we 
start?”

Popov answered by hurling himself 
forward, his hands in an attitude of 
attack and defense, the sure stance 
of the boxer. His fists were huge, 
twice the size of those of Larry 
Weston. Weston’s eyes narrowed. 
He must beat this man with speed 
of movement, or lose—and fall to the 
fangs of the dogs.

He ducked as Popov sent in a pile 
driver right—and even as he did so 
he spoke.

“I'm not going to do you that way, 
Popov,” said Larry. “ I’m going to 
prove to you that I can beat you— 
and then I ’m taking you back to 
Peiping, if I have to start from here, 
without food or water, and carry you 
all the way on my back.”

But Larry did not believe in his 
own words. He knew that the whole 
thing would be settled, here and now, 
within the next few minutes—and 
that only one of them, if either, 
would go anywhere from this place.

HE sent a straight left to the nose 
of the killer. Sergei’s head 

snapped back—and quick as a flash 
Larry darted in and smashed a sav
age right to Popov’s jaw.

The man sagged, tottered, started 
to fall—and Larry struck again, 
eager for the kill. Popov dropped 
to his knees—and out of the gloom

came two black shapes, hurling them
selves at the body of the fallen man. 
Larry jumped in, yanked Popov to 
his feet, laughed in his face.

“Who do you think now will be 
fed to the dogs?” he shouted.

Popov straightened, fought out, 
sending in blows from all angles, try
ing to land a laming blow to the 
groin with his knees—and Larry 
smashed him again. It came to him 
then that this was fit punishment for 
the murderer, if he could bring it 
off.

THIS beat even torture Hsa Lo Pe 
might have devised—and Sergei 

Popov had set the trap for himself.
Even as Larry thought this, a 

numbing blow struck him on the 
chin and he fell as though pole-axed. 
Even as he fell, with the roaring 
world spinning about him, flooded 
with darkness deeper than dark, Ser
gei Popov roared with satanic laugh
ter—and several shadows leaped out 
of the storm at Larry Weston.

As he covered his throat with his 
forearms, fangs bit into his clothing. 
He hoped that the cloth would pre
vent the teeth from touching his 
flesh. Even that might mean death 
for him eventually.

Popov jumped in, to give him the 
boots—and Larry Weston rolled 
aside, scrambled to his feet, groggy, 
swaying, fighting with all the desper
ate fury of the man who hates his 
prospective conquerer and refuses to 
be beaten. His fists became mallets 
at the ends of his arms that grew 
weary with punching.

And now, as both men staggered 
from blows that both were too 
tired to guard against, when blows 
that were hurled hurt more to land 
than to receive, the dogs came out of 
the shadows and did not go back 
again.

They circled the fighters, their 
mouths open, red tongues lolling,
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and now and again, their eyes glis
tening with hellish fires, they lifted 
their noses and bayed at the storm. 
They were beasts out of some aw
ful nightmare — and Larry Weston 
fought like a madman, as did Popov, 
to cheat them of their prey.

Once Larry even considered a 
truce with Popov, so that both might 
fight their way back to Urga through 
the storm, each helping the other 
against the dogs. But he refused to 
more than consider it. Popov had 
started this horror, and here it must 
end, one way or the other.

They met, chest to chest, their 
breath coming in sobs through lips 
that were mashed and bleeding—and 
their fists working tiredly, but work
ing—on and on.

The dogs were close enough to 
touch, darting about them. Larry felt 
a pain in his thigh. The dogs were 
bolder, knew their meal was ready 
for serving, and were impatient.

Larry redoubled his speed—and 
Sergei Popov did a foolish thing. He 
started to cut out of the fight, to 
race past Larry toward Urga. Larry 
struck him again and again.

T HE man’s eyes, in the midst of a 
face which had been chopped to 

pieces by Larry’s fists, as Popov’s 
fists in turn had battered the face of 
Larry Weston, were wild. He chat
tered with an access of fear, pushed 
Larry aside when Larry would have 
grappled with him—got past.

He fell! The dogs charged in. 
Larry jumped into the midst of them, 
reaching to jerk Sergei Popov to 
his feet. He managed it. Popov 
staggered. The dogs drew back. 
Larry struck the big man again. 
Again Popov turned, tried to flee— 
and again he fell.

This time Larry was no longer 
fighting off the dogs. He knew he 
dared not weaken himself too much, 
fighting the dogs off Popov, for he

would need all his strength to escape 
the beasts himself.

AGAIN he opened his mouth to 
suggest an alliance—and dropped 

in his tracks as Popov smashed him 
on the temple. He rolled to his stom
ach, hoping that his clothing would 
keep off the dogs until he could get 
some breath into his body.

Popov did not jump on him, as he 
expected. Larry whirled again, 
scrambled to his feet, struck out at 
twin shadows which rose through 
the air toward his throat—and 6aw 
Popov, twenty feet away, in the di
rection of Urga—flat on his face, 
motionless. Larry raced to him, 
turned Popov over.

What he saw reminded him of the 
throat of General Ya Che as he had 
last seen it. A dog, emboldened by 
the man’s apparent weakness, must 
have jumped at Popov just before 
he had fallen—and the animal’s fangs 
had ripped his life away.

Larry stooped, searched for a wea
pon in the clothing of the dead man, 
found none. Of course, if Sergei had 
retained a weapon he would long 
since have used it himself.

As Larry Weston stumbled back 
toward Urga, his strength return
ing swiftly now that his fight with 
Popov—the most brutal he had ever 
had with man or animal—was over.

“Trouble with my business is— 
there’s no excitement in it—”

But when at last he saw the out
line of Urga ahead, and the dogs 
were drifting away, howling their 
disappointment, he regained control of 
himself, became ready for any even
tualities—for the world would have 
need, he knew, of the wit and the 
strength of its Larry Westons in the 
years to come—and he wouldn’t have 
changed his occupation, even then, 
for all the wealth the world could 
offer.
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The lithe body lunged forward

The Last Remaining White Man in Oma-Laong Falls 
Into Savage Hands in this Gripping Story 

of Hideous Native Rites

By HUGH B. CAVE
Author of ‘‘The Watcher in the Green Room,” etc.

Li e u t e n a n t  d a v i s  t r e n t ,
B.F.S., sat motionless in a 
broken-backed chair on the 

Residency veranda, staring straight 
ahead of him into the sinister dark 
of the near-by jungle. A huge white 
moth fluttered erratically against the 
glowing oil-lamp on the table beside 
him. In the river reeds, a hundred 
yards distant, an unseen tok-tok bird 
shrilled its midnight crescendo.

Trent’s moist lips curled into a 
scowl. His hands clenched stiff and 
rigid on the chair arms. For eight 
hours he had been thinking, wonder
ing, and now he was positive that 
grave danger threatened the lives of 
the two white men in Oma-Laong.

In eight hours no sign of hostility 
had stirred the oppressive stillness 
of the kampong. The sun had risen 
flame-red into a sultry sky, dropped
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again w i t h  typical sluggishness; 
night had fallen, sucking a milk- 
thick mist out of the river. Yet none 
of Oma-Laong’s Dyaks had invaded 
the Residency, moaning their usual 
petty complaints. There had been no 
fuak-drinking, no superstitious chant
ing, no anything.

Instead, a vicious, death-like si
lence had taken possession of the vil
lage—a silence intensified tenfold by 
the brooding menace of the surround
ing jungle and the whispering mut
ter of river-water in high lallang 
reeds.

EVEN now, at midnight, that grim 
silence still prevailed. And it 

was hellishly significant.
Scowling, Trent leaned over the 

table, mixed himself a tall gin-sling 
from the stuff his native house-boy 
brought out half an hour ago. Inside 
the Residency, a light was burning 
dully. He stared, wondering if Major 
Anderton had finally sobered up and 
gone to bed. All day long the major 
had been nursing a thick-necked bot
tle of strong whisky, mixing the 
stuff with gamuti-juice.

No sound came from the inner 
room. With a shrug, Trent paced to 
the screen door, opened it, and step
ped over the threshold, closing the 
door behind him quickly, lest the 
Residency be invaded by a horde of 
buzzing insects. Then he stood very 
still, and his eyes opened wide. A 
thick, guttural sound came from his 
throat.

The room was a small one, boasting 
a table, half a dozen home-made 
chairs, an ugly oil-lamp. The lamp 
was smoking now, because it needed 
refilling. Beside it, on the table, lay 
the empty bottle from which Major 
Anderton had been drinking. And 
there was something else.

Trent stared, horrified. S t a r e d  
straight into the expressionless face 
of the major. A mop of shaggy hair,

reddish-brown, masked those bulging 
eyes; the thick lips were open, allow
ing a bloated tongue to protrude. 
And the face, the head, stood alone 
on the table.

There was nothing else. No shoul
ders, no body supported that ghastly 
gargoyle. Only the head lay there, 
in a lake of gleaming crimson. Seem
ingly alive even in death, the hideous 
face returned Trent’s fascinated gaze 
as Trent paced forward with mechan
ical strides.

Half an hour ago Major James An
derton, Britisher in charge of Kam- 
pong Oma-Laong, had been alive. 
Drunk, yes, but very much alive 
nevertheless. Now murder stalked 
the room; horror lurked in every 
shadowed corner. The major’s chair 
was empty. The major’s body was 
gone, carried away by the unseen 
spectres who had slain him.

His severed head squatted there on 
the table in a ghastly pool of un
dried blood—as a grim warning to 
the lone remaining white man in 
Oma-Laong.

Trent’s horror was slow in leaving 
him. For a long time he stood rigid 
near the table, breathing heavily, 
noisily. The death’s-head mocked 
him, reached out unseen fingers to 
clutch at his pounding heart.

HE had never exactly liked the 
major, but that did not matter 

now. Anderton and he had at least 
been on good terms, even though the 
Britisher's matter-of-fact stolidity 
had never harmonized with Trent’s 
Yankee determination to do things. 
But now—

Slowly, and somewhat dazed, Trent 
examined the room, seeking some 
clue to the identity of the murderer. 
Finding none, he paced into the ad
joining room and then into the sep
arate sleeping-chambers. Finally, tak
ing his solar-topi from its peg on the 
wall, he strode to the door and
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walked out into the brooding kam- 
pong.

If he knew anything about these 
black-hearted Dyaks, they would not 
be apt to let such a murder-achieve
ment go untalked about. There would 
be mutterings and whisperings in 
some of the native huts. And per
haps Monikoa, the Residency house- 
boy, who slept in a small hut at the 
end of the village, would know some
thing.

COWLING again now, Trent 
strode across the darkened am

phitheater to Monikoa’s hut. On all 
sides of him the significant silence 
was more intense than ever. If na
tive eyes were watching him, and 
they probably were, there was no 
open evidence of the fact. Murder 
had struck once. In all probability 
it would strike again. When it did, 
Trent would be the logical next vic- 
him. Then—

Reaching his destination, he 
climbed the tree-trunk ladder and 
thrust aside the hanging atap mat at 
the top. Darkness shrouded the in
terior of the hut. Standing on the 
threshold, Trent said quietly:

‘ Monikoa! You there?”
No answer greeted him. Fumbling 

for a match, he made a light and held 
the glowing stick high. The hut was 
empty.

That was unusual. Monikoa, the 
little Penihing house-boy was one of 
the few Oma-Laong Dyaks who 
could be trusted. Invariably, after 
leaving the Residency, Monikoa went 
straight to his own dwelling and re
tired; never did he go to other native 
huts to exchange gossip and get 
drunk on tuak. Yet he was not here.

Bewildered, and not a little uneasy, 
Trent descended the notched ladder 
and stood at its base, wondering 
which way to turn next. He was sure 
now that native eyes were watching 
him, sure that his every movement

was being scrutinized. He shuddered 
involuntarily at the thought of his 
absolute helplessness, and cursed him
self for leaving the protection of the 
Residency.

It would be a simple matter, hell
ishly simple, for some unseen devil 
to raise an ebony sumpitan, aim it, 
and send a feather-tipped poisoned 
messenger of death whirling into the 
white man’s throat.

Trent was trembling when he re
entered the Residency ten minutes 
later.

Removing his solar-topi, he flung it 
nervously onto the table where Major 
Anderton’s head still sat upright in 
bloody horror. Then he paced slow
ly into the next room, carrying the 
lamp with him.

Just inside the threshold he stop
ped, stood motionless. The hand hold
ing the lamp began to shake violent
ly, so violently that the lamp-globe 
teetered on its pedestal and would 
have fallen had he not leaned back 
against the wall to steady himself.

The ocher glow leaped ahead of 
him. In the center of the room a 
chair had been placed alone on the 
circular sampur mat. The chair had 
not been there before; it had been 
pushed against the wall, and it had 
been empty. Now it was occupied.

A GORY human head sat upon it, 
staring into Trent’s colorless 

countenance. Fresh blood, dripping 
from that unholy stump of flesh 
through the cane seat of the chair, 
was forming a sinister pool on the 
mat beneath. The head itself, like 
Major Anderton's, had been chopped 
at the neck, severed crudely from its 
body.

It was the head of Monikoa, the 
house-boy.

Monikoa, who had been so faithful 
in serving the two white men of 
Oma-Laong, had paid the price for 
his faithfulness. Again, under cover
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of the brooding jungle night, murder 
had stalked abroad.

Trent, pacing the murder room 
with sluggish strides, and staring 
wide-eyed at the bloody thing on the 
chair, began to realize, then, the 
enormity of what was transpiring. 
Murder, as mere murder without ad
ditional complications, would not 
have affected him so deeply; he had 
seen more than one kind of it since 
leaving the States, five years ago, and 
trekking the danger-trails of the Far 
East. Here in Borneo, in particular, 
murder was a fine art.

BUT this was something more. It 
was a deliberate, cold-blooded 

wiping out of white men, and every
thing even remotely connected with 
white men. It would end in the over
throw of Government control and the 
destruction of British authority on 
the Merasi. Oma-Laong, despite its 
isolation and apparent unimportance, 
was the key-garrison of a black- 
souled district encompassing more 
than a hundred miles of vicious "in
land.”

Now, unless word of this new and 
subtle uprising could be sent down
river immediately, the thin veneer of 
Government supervision would be 
wiped out utterly, and the entire 
Merasi region would become a ter
rain of murder and madness.

But how—how could one lone 
white man, living in the very shadow 
of death, send word down-river? He 
could not go himself, without play
ing directly into the hands of the 
brown-skinned fiends who sought to 
exterminate him. He could not send 
a substitute, because there was no 
substitute to send. How, then— 

Trent strode into the front room. 
Grimly he pulled open the table 
drawer, took out a brace of loaded 
Lugers, and strapped them around 
him. There was no time now to be 
thinking about the future, even about

the immediate future. Time had to 
be measured now in seconds. Even 
before the cheap alarm-clock on the 
mantle ticked away its next brief 
interval, murder might strike again. 
Murder, or something worse.

But it did not come. Not then. 
For an hour Trent waited, positive 
that the unknown menace would 
strike a third time before the advent 
of dawn. Back and forth he walked 
across the room, sometimes pacing 
through the rest of the shadowed 
house with the same slow, mechani
cal strides. He had no stomach for 
moving the two leering death’s-heads 
which kept him company. The alarm- 
clock thumped on relentlessly, jan
gling its way into his morbid 
thoughts.

Then he heard something.

nHHE sound was almost no sound 
at all, yet it stiffened him, made 

him stand motionless waiting for a 
repetition. Somewhere at the rear of 
the house, in one of the sleeping- 
chambers, a window-screen had been 
pushed up in its grooves. Now, as 
Trent stood listening, an almost in
audible rustling sound came from the 
same direction, as if an intruder were 
clambering cautiously through the 
opened aperture.

Trent’s right hand dropped to one 
of the Lugers at his belt. Slowly he 
cat-footed through the room where 
Monikoa’s head sat hideously on its 
chair. The bedrooms lay just beyond, 
between there and the small kitchen 
at the rear. Even before Trent reach
ed the first bedroom door, he stood 
stock-still again, every muscle tensed 
to the sound of cautious footsteps be
yond the closed barrier.

He stepped back then, and stood flat 
against the wall, waiting for the door 
to open. The lamp still burned smok- 
ily behind him, casting his shadow 
grotesquely over the floor. Hia face 
was empty of color, his shoulders
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hunched forward, stiff. Then realiz
ing the danger of standing in a room 
with two doorways, where he could 
be attacked from two directions at 
once, he retreated slowly, step by 
step, holding one of the twin Lugers 
in readiness.

The bedroom door opened before he 
had traversed half the room’s length. 
Opened slowly, significantly. He stop
ped again, holding his breath an in
stant in anticipation of what was 
about to happen. Then it did happen, 
with such amazing abruptness that his 
over-wrought nerves were unable to 
keep pace.

IN front of him, a dozen paces 
distant, a half-naked figure leaped 

through the widening aperture. For 
a split second the dim lamplight 
gleamed on a rigid, brown-skinned 
shape, as the intruder stiffened with 
cat-like quickness and gazed into 
Trent’s face. Then the lithe body 
lunged forward; the countenance 
above it was suddenly transformed 
into a mask of vicious triumph. An 
upraised parang, with curved, gleam
ing blade, flashed toward Trent’s 
throat, hurled by hellishly expert 
fingers.

Only Trent’s knowledge of native 
methods saved him. Instinctively he 
spun sideways and down, as the 
butcher-knife whined from the Dyak’s 
hand. The weapon buried itself in 
the wall, point first, and quivered 
there within an inch of Trent’s head.

The Luger leaped upward in Trent’s 
fist. Once, twice, he applied pressure 
to the trigger, aiming the heavy gun 
point-blank at the murdering devil 
who surged upon him. The oncoming 
native stopped short, as if struck by 
a battering ram. Walls and floor 
trembled to the roar of the twin ex
plosions.

A lurid shriek jangled from the 
native’s lips. Drunkenly he swayed 
backwards, clawing at his naked chest

with both hands. The hands were 
bloody when they came away, reveal
ing the butchery done by steel-jack
eted bullets. Dead on his feet, the 
Dyak fell against the chair which 
supported Monikoa’s severed head.

The chair slid away from him, and 
Monikoa's head, squatting there, 
danced drunkenly as if alive. The 
Dyak sprawled backwards to the floor 
in a contorted heap, his dead eyes 
gaping sightlessly at the ceiling.

TRENT, lowering the Luger, paced 
forward slowly and stiffly, as if 

the blood in his veins had congealed 
during the ordeal. Death, whether 
necessary or not, was not pretty. In 
this case it had come suddenly and 
hideously, and Trent’s face was still 
colorless as he gazed down on his 
victim.

He stared longer than was wise. 
Too late he heard the abrupt slap 
of naked feet on the threshold be
hind him. Too late he realized that 
the Dyaks of Oma-Laong had sent 
more than one of their number to 
murder him.

He spun jerkily, sucking a deep 
breath through his dry lips. Desper
ately he strove to lunge backwards, 
to avoid the sinister shapes that hur
tled toward him. The Luger leaped 
level, roared its thundering challenge. 
A naked body crashed into Trent’s 
legs, lay there screaming, with one 
shoulder horribly broken by the bul
let. Other naked shapes closed in. 
The Luger, gripped bludgeon-wise in 
Trent’s fist, rose and fell furiously, 
taking toll with every downward 
sweep.

But the odds were too great. One 
moment Trent was erect on braced 
legs, fighting with reckless abandon 
for his life. Next moment he was 
hurled backward by the weight of 
his lunging assailants. Hia stum
bling feet tangled in the taphang 
legs of Monikoa’s chair. He went
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down, writhing. The Luger leaped 
from his grasp.

Even then he gave the best that 
was in him. His clenched fists beat 
a pile-driver tattoo on the gleaming 
brown bodies which weighed him 
down. He got to his knees, made a 
desperate effort to regain his feet. 
Brown arms encircled his throat, 
dragging him down again.

Something hard, solid—the carved 
hilt of a Dyak parang — descended 
mightily into Trent’s face. He saw 
it coming, was unable to dodge it. 
It struck with a sickening crunch, 
squarely across his forehead.

Groaning in his throat, Trent went 
suddenly limp.

HIS head was on fire when he re
gained consciousness. From 

somewhere near-by, came a low chant
ing sound, deep and guttural; but he 
could see nothing. For a moment he 
wondered fearfully whether the dark
ness was real, or whether the Dyak’s 
knife-hilt had blinded him. His body 
ached. Vicious hammers were beat
ing a relentless tattoo inside his 
skull.

He lay still then, breathing slowly 
and deeply in an effort to regain his 
strength. After a while he tried to 
sit up, and discovered, with a groan, 
that the process caused more pain 
than it was worth. His hands were 
bound behind him, with a grass rope 
that cut sharply into the flesh of his 
wrists. Other ropes encircled his 
ankles, inflicting excruciating pain 
when he attempted to shift position.

He wondered where he was, and 
decided presently that he had been 
removed to one of the Dyak huts. 
One thing was certain: he was a 
prisoner. But why? Why had they 
not murdered him outright, as they 
had done to Anderton and Monikoa?

He knew the answer. That near-by 
sound of chanting, interspersed now 
with occasional shrill screams from

blood-hungry throats, told him all he 
needed to know. A prolonged shud
der shook him. Again he strove 
desperately to stand erect, only to 
fall back a second time, sick with 
pain.

Then, hearing approaching foot
steps very close by, he lay motion
less and waited.

The wait was of short duration. 
In a moment a tentacle of light in
vaded the prison-room, and Trent 
stared through the enveloping glare 
into a face hideous beyond belief. He 
knew the face was a mask, yet he 
cringed from it.

Slowly it came toward him. The 
light, emanating from an uplifted 
torch of tou wood, revealed the room 
in which he lay—a small room, empty 
except for an ancient red carpet and 
piles of accumulated refuse on the 
floor. The light revealed his captor, 
too, disclosing a lean, emaciated 
brown body set atop crooked legs.

Trent stared at the hideous head
dress, and into the snakelike eyes 
which studied him from behind it. 
He shuddered. More than ever he 
knew the meaning of the increasing
ly loud chanting sound from outside.

THE man before him was Tenagai 
Zokalu, the village blian, witch

doctor. Not in a long time had 
Zokalu shown any active interest in 
the affairs of the kampong. He had 
been content to sit in the bowels of 
his incredibly dirty hut and direct 
the religious life of his people.

The fact that he was here now, 
staring down at the prisoner hun
grily, while his people went through 
the first stages of the dance of death 
in the village outside—that fact was 
more sinister and significant than 
anything which had yet happened.

And Zokalu had not come alone. 
After staring a moment, he turned 
abruptly and spoke a guttural com
mand to someone behind him. Dark
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skinned Dyaks stepped forward into 
the torch-glare. Trent looked up 
into evil, triumphant faces, and 
cursed his helplessness. Then his 
arms and legs were seized by un
gentle hands and he was lifted quick
ly from the floor.

AND Zokalu, holding the torch 
directly above the prisoner’s 

face and peering down with nar
rowed eyes, said mockingly:

“Now, Tuan, you find out what 
happen when jungle Dyaks make 
celebrate for the spirit-gods. You 
find out very quick, Tuan. Yes!” 

Outside, in the kampong clearing, 
crimson flames leaped skyward from 
the community fire-pit. Huge berus 
and tengar logs blazed noisily, add
ing their crackling din to the chant
ing dirge of the assembled Dyaks. 
The dirge became a wild cacophony 
of triumph as Zokalu’s men carried 
their victim from the prison hut.

Ordinarily, the fire-pit was used 
for cooking purposes. Now it had a 
different significance, and Trent’s 
face became chalk-hued as he stared 
at the flame. Yet they would not 
burn him, he was positive. Crema
tion was not a Dyak custom. There 
were other methods more horrible, 
affording more entertainment for the 
onlookers.

His guess was correct. As if at a 
given signal, the dirge ceased. Zo
kalu’s people crowded forward, form
ing a grim and silent procession as 
the prisoner was borne across the 
kampong. Torches blazed in upraised 
fists, lighting the way. Eager faces, 
full of animal lust and anticipation, 
glowed in the ocher torch-glare.

To the far end of the village Trent 
was carried, then past the last of the 
straggling nipa huts and into the 
narrow jungle trail which led up
river. Once again the Dyaks began 
their strange chant, this time in the 
belief that the discordant din would

drive away evil spirits of the jungle. 
Helpless in the grip of his captors, 
Trent wondered how far they would 
take him, and what hellish fate 
awaited him.

Then a moment later he ceased 
wondering, and shrank back in hor
ror. He knew then that this thing had 
been planned days in advance of its 
execution. Before him, in the flick
ering glare of uplifted torches, the 
trail came to an abrupt end. A huge 
pit had been dug there, in prepara
tion. How deep it was, and what lay 
in the bowels of it, he could not be 
sure. He did not want to be sure.

His gaze traveled upwards, taking 
in the rest of the infernal death- 
device. Above the pit’s yawning 
mouth, a heavy shaft of timber over
hung the trail, its ends lashed hori
zontally in the tangled upper limbs 
of a giant meraka tree. From the 
center of it, a thick grass rope hung 
down, dangling suggestively above 
the pit’s maw. No hangman’s rope 
could have been more portentous!

TRENT licked his lips, staring up, 
then down. In order that he 

might miss nothing of what awaited 
him, one of the Dyaks pushed him 
forward to the pit’s edge and held a  
blazing torch in front of him. One 
glance was enough.

The pit was a horror trap. Its 
floor, far below, gleamed dully in the 
torchlight, and Trent shuddered at 
sight of the sharpened bamboo stakes 
awaiting him. No report of this mad 
orgy would ever go down-river to 
civilization. No report would ever 
leave Oma-Laong. Later, perhaps, the 
Government would become alarmed 
and send men to investigate; and 
those men, too, would send no re
port. From this time on, the Merasi 
region would become a land of death 
and horror for all whites who en
tered it—

Strong hands gripped Trent’s
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bound arms and dragged him away 
from the pit’s edge. On all sides, 
triumphant faces leered at him, wait
ing for the plea for mercy which 
should have jangled from his lips. 
But no plea was forthcoming. He 
stood rigid. Zokalu, the blian, paced 
forward to confront him.

“The white Tuan have no words to 
speak?” Zokalu demanded.

THERE was no answer. Trent’s 
lips were tight-pressed, bloodless. 

With a shrug, Zokalu stepped back, 
nodded to some of the watching 
Dyaks beside him.

Eagerly the savages set about their 
work.

Holding Trent helpless, they un
bound his wrists, jerked his hands 
up and over his head, and made the 
wrists secure again. Grimly they 
pushed him forward, so that the rope 
dangling from above could be lashed 
securely to the cruel handcuffs. 
Again Trent looked down into the 
pit’s depths, and closed his eyes, 
shuddering. Yet even in the face of 
certain and hideous death, he refused 
to plead for mercy. Pleading would 
do no good now—

His captors stepped back, staring 
at Zokalu. Absolute silence took pos
session of the unholy gathering then, 
while the Dyaks awaited Zokalu’s 
signal. The blian gazed straight at 
Trent and said softly:

“The white Tuan even yet have no 
words to speak?”

Trent glared, muttered an oath un
der his breath, but made no audible 
reply. With a casual shrug, the 
witch-doctor paced forward. A knife 
gleamed against the bonds which 
held Trent’s ankles. The ropes fell 
away. He stared down, bewildered. 
Then he dragged a deep breath, as 
cruel hands took hold of him and 
pushed him forward.

The pit yawned before him, wait
ing for him. His stumbling feet

hung back, fighting every inch, dig
ging deeply into the black earth. 
Then his feet encountered empty 
space: he lunged out and down. A 
sudden excruciating pain stabbed 
through his shoulders as the rope 
above him went taut, dragging his 
upfiung arms rigid.

Dangling above the very center of 
the horror-trap, he looked down and 
choked back the cry of fear that 
welled in his throat. His struggles, 
brought on by his close proximity 
to death, called forth triumphant 
howls and shrieks of delight from 
the murder-mad natives who crowded 
the pit’s edge, staring at him with 
avid eyes.

Then Zokalu advanced again, to 
place a blazing torch at the very rim 
of the trap, where the sputtering 
glare would reveal every detail be
low.

“ In a little while, Tuan, after you 
hang here alone by yourself,” the 
blian murmured, “we come back. 
Then—”

HE drew a knife and made a sig
nificant gesture with it, as if 

cutting the taut rope above Trent’s 
wrists, to let the white man plunge 
down upon the sharpened bamboo 
stakes beneath. Then, still peering 
into Trent's face, as if knowing that 
the victim’s tight lips would soon be 
pleading wildly for mercy, the blian 
retreated. Curtly he spoke to his fol
lowers, ordering them to follow him 
back to the village.

Reluctantly the Dyaks obeyed him. 
Slowly they turned from the pris
oner, abandoning him to his torment. 
Like ghosts they moved away into 
the dark of the jungle.

Hideous thoughts took possession 
of Trent’s mind then. Hanging there 
above the torture pit, he suffered 
from an overdose of hellish imagina
tion. Yet his thoughts were based 
on grim certainties.
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H e  k n e w  w h a t  a w a ited  h im . F o r  
an h ou r ,  p erh ap s  l o n g e r ,  he w o u l d  be 
l e f t  c o m p le t e ly  a lon e ,  w h i le  h is  b o d y  
b eca m e  n u m b  and his b ra in  w o r k e d  
on  e v e ry  t in y  deta i l  o f  the h o rr ib le  
d eath  c o n f r o n t i n g  him . D u r in g  that 
in te r lu d e ,  the p e o p le  o f  O m a -L a o n g  
w o u ld  h o ld  th e ir  o b sc e n e  d an ce  o f  
death  in the v i l la g e ,  im b ib in g  great 
q u a n tit ie s  o f  tuak and w o r k i n g  th e m 
se lves  in  to  a f r e n 2y. T h e n  th ey  
w o u ld  return .

T h e y  w o u ld  m o c k  him , taunt him , 
u s in g  e v e r y  ava ilab le  m eans  to  tra n s 
f o r m  h im  in to  a g ib b e r in g  m adm an. 
T h e n  th e y  w o u l d  slash the rop e  
w h ic h  h e ld  h im  s u sp en d ed . H is  h e lp 
less  b o d y  w o u l d  h u rt le  d o w n  in to  the 
p it , w h e r e  the stakes  a w a ited  it. N o  
m a tter  h o w  it fe l l ,  h o w  it la n d ed , it 
w o u ld  be im p a le d  in  a d o z e n  p laces , 
s tabbed  t h r o u g h  b y  the s w o r d l ik e  
sh a fts  o f  b a m b oo .

D ea th  w o u l d  c o m e  s lo w ly .  B e fo r e  
it f in a lly  c la im e d  h im , s o m e t h in g  else 
w o u l d  c o m e  to  a dd  to  the a g o n y  o f  
h is m u t i la te d  b o d y .  H u n d r e d s  o f  t in y  
b la ck  te rm ites  w o u l d  d is c o v e r  him , 
and fe e d  u p o n  h im , c r a w l in g  o v e r  
e v e ry  in c h  o f  h is flesh, f ig h t in g  
a m o n g  th em se lv es  f o r  the r ig h t  to  d e 
v o u r  him . T h e r e  c o u ld  be n o  death  
m ore  h o rr ib le ,  m o re  p r o l o n g e d —

T r e n t  l o o k e d  d o w n  at the s p u t te r 
in g  t o r c h  b e lo w  h im . F r o m  far  aw ay, 
n o w , cam e s o u n d s  o f  s in g in g  and 
s h o u t in g  ; and  l is t e n in g  to  the sounds , 
he k n e w  that the v i l la g e  o r g y  had b e 
gun . H o w  l o n g  it  w o u ld  con t in u e ,  
he c o u ld  not  guess . T im e  m eant 
n o th in g .  H o u r s  o r  days , the final re 
su lt  w o u ld  be the same.

BU T  w o u ld  i t ?  S l o w ly  he raised 
his  head to  p eer  up at h is  b o u n d  

w rists .  F o r  above  them , the u p p er  
end  o f  the taut r op e  was t ied  s e c u r e 
ly  to  the h o r iz o n ta l  cross-bar . A  w i ld  
s ch em e  f o u n d  its w a y  in to  T r e n t ’s 
m in d  as he stared  up. T h e n  he c lo s e d  
his eyes , k n o w in g  that i f  the schem e

fa i led ,  as it  a lm o s t  c e r t a in ly  w o u ld ,  
the end w o u l d  be  ev e n  m o r e  h o r r ib le .

B u t  it  w as  the o n ly  w a y .  D e l ib e r 
a te ly  he w o r k e d  his  le g s  b a c k  and 
f o r th  in  an e f fo r t  to  start h is  b o d y  
sw a y in g .  E v e r y  m o v e m e n t  in c re a se d  
the a g o n y  in  his arm s and  sh ou ld ers ,  
y e t  he c o n t in u e d  the g r im  p ro c e ss ,  
s te e l in g  h im s e l f  a ga in st  the  pain. 
S lo w ly  his tw is t in g  b o d y  b e g a n  to  
s w in g  p e n d u lu m -l ik e  at the r o p e ’ s 
end. H ig h  a b ov e  him , the p r o p e r  l o o p  
m ade a s u ck in g ,  m u t te r in g  s o u n d  as 
the w o v e n  strands c h a fe d  aga in st  the 
h o r iz o n ta l  bar.

IT  w as a m ad plan. B y  tu r n in g  and 
tw is t in g  h is  b o d y  at the en d  o f  

ev ery  s w in g ,  he w o u ld  s o o n  g a in  a 
m o m e n tu m  w h ic h  w o u ld  ca rry  h im  
b a ck  and  f o r th  in  s i c k e n in g  arcs. 
E v e n tu a l ly  the r op e  a bove  w o u ld  
w ea r  i t s e l f  th ro u g h .  T h e n ,  i f  h is  
s w a y in g  b o d y  ch a n ce d  to  be at the 
e x tre m e  en d  o f  on e  o f  its w i ld  
sw eep s ,  th ere  wa3 a rem ote  p o s s ib i l 
i ty — te r r ib ly  r e m o te — that the m o 
m e n tu m  w o u l d  ca rry  h im  c lea r  o f  the 
p i t ’s e d g e  w h e n  the ro p e  b rok e .  I f  
no t—

B e l o w  h im , as he s w u n g  b a ck  and  
f o r th  in  ev er  in c r e a s in g  arcs , the 
to r ch  s p u t te r e d  d ism a lly ,  l i g h t i n g  up 
the scen e  a ro u n d  him . A b o v e ,  the 
r op e  g r o a n e d  p r o t e s t in g ly  u n d e r  his  
w e ig h t .  F r o m  far  aw ay , in  the  d i r e c 
t ion  o f  the k a m p o n g ,  ca m e  sou n d s  
w h ic h  ga ve  g r im  in d ic a t io n  o f  the 
m ad ce le b ra t io n  w h ic h  w a s  g o i n g  on  
there. D e s p e r a te ly  T r e n t  c o n t in u e d  
his  e x e r t io n s .  A g o n y  w e l le d  th r o u g h  
him , r e a c h in g  to  e v e ry  part o f  h is 
s w a y in g  b o d y .  H is  arm s w ere  in  
d a n g er  o f  b e in g  torn  f r o m  th e ir  
s ock ets .  H is  head  th ro b b e d  v i c i o u s ly .  
W a v e s  o f  b la ck n ess  cam e and  w e n t ,  
f i l l in g  h im  w ith  s ickn ess ,  th re a te n in g  
to d e s t r o y  h is  p o w e r  to  th ink .

T h e n  s u d d e n ly  he saw  so m e th in g ,  
and ceased  h is  e f fo r ts .

A t  the e d g e  o f  the t o r c h -g la r e



88 THRILLING ADVENTURES

stood Tenegai Zokalu, the blian of 
Oma-Laong, watching him.

Zokalu came forward slowly. With
out doubt the man had come back to 
gloat, to watch the agony-struggles 
of his victim. Alone and unobserved, 
he had slipped away from the fes
tivities in the village and returned 
along the jungle trail, for the express 
purpose of feasting his near-sighted 
gaze on the doomed man's struggles.

He advanced leisurely, and squat
ted at the very edge of the pit, be
side the burning fire-brand. Triumph
antly he gazed up at Trent's still- 
swaying body. He said nothing, but 
the very expression of his face told 
more than mere words could have 
conveyed.

To Trent, that leering grin was 
like a red rag to a bull, firing all the 
rage and hate within him.

Alone, the two men stared at each 
other, Trent still swinging slowly at 
the rope’s end, Zokalu squatting com
fortably on the ground at the pit’s 
rim.

The torch-glare p l a y e d  upon 
Trent’s chalk-colored face, upon the 
near-naked flesh of the witch-doctor. 
Then Zokalu leaned forward, drew 
the long-bladed parang from his 
breech-clout, and grinned tauntingly.

Trent knew what was coming, 
steeled himself against it. He knew 
something else, too, which the blian 
did not know. Above him, the upper 
end of the rope was nearly worn 
through. The constant friction caused 
by his swaying weight had cut into 
it, eating it away strand by strand. 
At any moment now it would give 
way. Any sudden lunge would snap 
it—

ZOKALU stood erect on the pit’s 
edge, holding the long knife in 

curled fingers. His intent was ob
vious. Waiting for Trent’s swinging 
body to come within reach of the 
sharp-pointed blade, he made a short

stabbing movement with his extend
ed arm.

The sharp steel ate into Trent’s 
leg, inflicting agony. Trent cursed 
bitterly, blindly. The witch-doctor 
stood motionless, grinning, waiting 
for his victim to come within reach 
again.

Again and again the vicious parang 
scored Trent’s flesh, leaving crimson 
gashes on his body, filling his tor
mentor with huge delight. With 
every new stab, Trent’s rage in
creased tenfold, driving all reason 
out of his mind. Then, in company 
with the madness which took pos
session of him, came a desperate plan 
of escape—a plan hinging upon the 
wearing away of the rope above him.

HE looked up, set himself for the 
attempt. The knife raked his 

leg as he came within reach of 
Zokalu’s outthrust arm; then his 
body swung clear again, toward the 
far side of the pit.

The next moment, the next move
ment, would mean life or death. 
Violently he swung the entire lower 
portion of his body, giving an added 
impetus to the return swing. Then, 
twisting in mid-air, as he swung to
ward the blian’s waiting figure, he 
literally hurled himself out and 
down.

The rope went taut with a whip
like crack, as the entire weight of his 
outflung body fell upon it. Up above, 
the weakened strands yielded with a 
sudden protesting screech. Zokalu 
lunged backward too late.

Trent’s legs, extended like ram
rods before his hurtling body, closed 
in a vicious scissor-grip around the 
blian’s throat. The soft ground at 
the pit’s edge stopped his fall, sent 
a shock of intense pain through his 
bound arms. White man and Dyak 
rolled together in a writhing tangle, 
as the torture-knife flew from Zo
kalu’s hand.
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Trent’s rage flared to the surface 
then in full force. He was fighting 
for his life, and knew it. More im
portant than that, he was fighting the 
fiend who had inflicted hideous tor
ment upon him. Except for his bound 
wrists, the odds were evened.

Savagely he maintained his scissor- 
grip on the blian’s writhing body. 
Cruel hands sought his throat, locked 
there, seeking to strangle him. Bared 
teeth, sharp as filed nails, buried 
themselves in his leg, tearing the 
flesh. Zokalu, old as he was, never
theless possessed the strength and 
viciousness of an ape.

Yet Trent’s grip did not loosen. 
Deliberately he wormed toward the 
yawning brink of the death-pit, drag
ging the blian’s snarling form with 
him. Every inch of the way brought 
torture, hellish, hideous agony inten
sified a thousandfold by the witch
doctor’s gouging teeth and fingers. 
But there was no other way, no other 
hope.

And the blian realized his purpose. 
Staring down into the pit, almost 
directly beneath, Zokalu uttered a 
lurid scream of terror and redoubled 
his frenzied efforts to free himself. 
His hands tore at Trent’s legs, striv
ing desperately to loosen them. Fail
ing in that, he beat a furious tattoo 
against the white man’s face with 
his clenched fists.

Then, suddenly, Trent acted.

ONE moment the blian was locked 
in the relentless embrace of 

Trent’s legs, shrieking in horror. 
Next instant the legs opened. Trent’s 
head ground viciously into the Dyak’s 
chest, hurling him backward. For 
a single sickening second Zokalu 
clawed wildly at the pit’s edge, rak
ing the black earth with his hooked 
fingers.

Then, mad with terror, he toppled 
over the brink and shot headlong 
into the depths below. His wild

screaming ended abruptly, hurled 
back into his throat by the knife-like 
stab of a sharpened stake. The only 
remaining sound was the low sob of 
Trent’s breathing, as Trent lay limp 
on the pit’s edge, sick and exhausted 
from the effort which had brought 
victory.

A long moment passed before 
Trent moved again. Inching forward 
then, he peered down and shuddered, 
One glance was sufficient. White
faced and trembling, he groped erect 
and stumbled away, seeking the 
parang which had fallen from the 
witch-doctor’s fingers.

EVEN after he had found the 
knife and cut loose the bonds 

which held his wrists, he did not re
turn again to the pit. He had no 
stomach for what lay there. He him
self had been too close to the same 
awful end.

Slowly he limped away, down the 
trail which led to the village, where 
sounds of the Dyak celebration were 
still audible.

The sounds were louder now. They 
beat their way into Trent’s brain 
long before he reached the end of 
the narrow trail, and more than once 
he stood still, listening. The Dyak’s 
weird chanting had become a dis
cordant bellowing, filling the dark 
with its wild din. At uneven inter
vals, shrill screams jangled into the 
night, uncanny and significant.

Then Trent reached the trail’s end, 
stood there at the edge of the kam- 
pong clearing, and stared.

A huge fire blazed in the commu
nity fire-pit, hurling great towers of 
scarlet flame into a spark-filled sky. 
Around it danced an unending line 
of leaping figures, their naked bodies 
gleaming in the firelight. Zokalu’s 
Dyaks had thrown aside the last thin 
veneer of civilization. Their emo
tions had bested them. The empty 
tuak-gourds, lying on the ground un
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der their frenzied feet, gave mute 
proof that they had drunk themselves 
into a state of near-madness.

A scowl twisted Trent’s lips as he 
watched them. For a moment he con
sidered the several lines of advance 
open to him; then he made up his 
mind and turned back again into the 
jungle. Five minutes later, after 
prowling along the river shore under 
cover of darkness, he crept silently, 
cautiously, toward the rear door of 
the Residency. The door opened 
soundlessly, closed behind him as he 
slipped over the threshold.

Still scowling, he paced into the 
room where Monikoa’s head squatted 
on its death-chair. From there he 
strode into the adjoining room, 
where Anderton’s head sat on the 
table.

When he left the Residency a mo
ment later, as swiftly and silently as 
he had entered it, he carried two 
grim objects in his hands. They 
were the heads of his former com
panions.

When he returned, more than half 
an hour after leaving, his hands were 
empty.

He looked about him then, delib
erating on the last and most danger
ous stage of his wild scheme. Stiffly 
he strode into one of the bedrooms, 
ripped a white sheet from the bunk 
there, and carried the sheet into the 
living room. Then he went to work, 
listening all the while to the unceas
ing clamor in the village outside.

BY the time he had finished, the 
night was an inferno. Pacing 

to the front door, he opened it and 
stood there, studying the scene be
fore him. Fresh tengar logs had been 
hurled upon the fire. Mighty towers 
of scarlet leaped skyward. Every 
man, woman and child of Oma-Laong 
was taking part in the savage orgy.

Trent licked his lips, hesitated. 
For an instant his confidence desert

ed him; he realized the full peril of 
the thing he was about to attempt. 
Then he shrugged, walked forward 
with long, ground-eating strides, 
straight toward the fire-pit.

The Dyaks did not see him until 
he was almost upon him. Then sud
denly a woman gaped with widening 
eyes, stood stiff, pointed with a rigid 
hand. A shriek of terror jangled 
from her mouth. The others, be
wildered by her abrupt transforma
tion, turned to stare.

They, too, gaped in terror. As if 
by magic, the wild orgy ended. The 
shrill screams became whispers of 
fear. Every pair of horrified eyes 
stared straight at Trent, as if seeing 
a ghost.

TRENT was a strange figure. Great 
rings of black paint marred his 

face, making sunken death-tubes of 
his eyes, transforming his features 
into a mask of corpse-like horror. 
His body was encased in a grotesque 
white winding-sheet, with significant 
Dyak symbols painted upon it. He 
advanced slowly, stiffly, his arms 
folded on his chest, his feet carry
ing him forward with mechanical 
strides.

Even before he reached the fire- 
glow, he knew his danger was past. 
The Dyaks, retreating from him, 
were muttering words of utter terror. 
Again and again he caught the half- 
audible name, Nagah-Besar—god of 
the spirits.

Then he spoke. In a booming 
monotone he addressed them, drag
ging the words from deep down in 
his throat, hurling them forth with 
sufficient force to drown the hissing 
crackle of the fire. The words were 
Dyak, and carried a message which 
put fear into the heart of every lis
tening native.

“The white man is dead, and he i3 
not dead. Do you understand that? 
He can not die. The great Nagah-
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Bcsar released him from the death
trap on the river trail, and put an
other victim in his place. Go there 
and look I”

The Dyaks stared at him, afraid to 
move.

“ Go there and look!” Trent bel
lowed again. “ Go now!”

And they obeyed him. Slowly they 
backed away from him, and turned, 
and vanished into the dark beyond 
the fire. In less than a minute they 
had left him entirely alone. Then he 
relaxed, exhaled slowly through dry 
lips, and reached a trembling hand 
to his forehead to wipe away the 
beads of sweat which had gathered 
there.

He knew what they would find 
when they reached the death-trap. 
He himself had prepared it for their 
benefit. First they would stare up 
at the broken rope which had held 
his own helpless body. Then they 
would peer down into the pit and see 
the impaled body of their witch
doctor, the man who was supposedly 
immune from death.

Then they would see something 
else. Horrified, they would gaze at 
the severed heads of Monikoa and 
Major Anderton, squatting there at 
the edge of the pit. They would 
wonder how those heads had come 
there. And they would know, then, 
that the white man was truly a con
sort of the gods of death.

TRENT was right. Long later, 
long after he had returned alone 

to the Residency and posted himself 
at a window to watch proceedings, 
the people of Oma-Laong returned to 
the kampong. There was no scream
ing then, no celebrating. In absolute 
silence the Dyaks dispersed to their 
own huts, leaving the central fire to

burn itself out. Only one man, the 
village kapala, came to the Resi
dency, and he came slowly, faltering- 
ly, terribly afraid for his life. 

Ascending the Residency steps, he 
knocked timidly on the door. When 
Trent opened the door, the native 
shrank back, trembling in every 
muscle. Brokenly he said:

“ Me—me come make peace, Tuan! 
Dem people Oma-Laong, dem never 
make trouble again. Dem never again 
do wrong—”

“Come inside,” Trent said quietly. 
“You’re going to deliver a message 
down-river for me.”

THE kapala entered and sat down, 
still trembling, staring fearfully. 

Casually Trent took pencil, paper 
and envelope from the table drawer 
and composed a letter. The letter 
was addressed to the C. O. at Long 
Tjuo. It said simply, in part:

“ . . . Right now the danger is over, 
but I am in the peculiar position of 
being forced to masquerade as a resur
rected corpse. For that reason, I sug
gest that you send relief up here at 
your very earliest convenience. I as
sure you it is no joke to go around 
looking like a ghost, wearing a home
made winding-sheet, which is too large, 
and a face streaked with paint. Yours 
sincerely . . .”

Trent sealed the letter, handed it 
to the kapala, and spoke quiet words 
of instruction. The letter would be 
delivered: he had no fear of that. 
The frightened kapala was only too 
eager to clutch it and get out.

Quietly Trent closed the door 
again. Mechanically he stuck a ciga
rette in his lips, lit it, and paced to 
the table. Then, without any display 
of emotion whatever, he began to 
play solitaire.
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THE W ATER TEST

The spectators watched in astonishment

A  Colorful Story o f  Swashing Blades and Stout Hearts 
in the Glamorous Colonial Days

By RALPH R. FLEMING
Author of “ Military Heels," “ The Eye of Siva "  etc.

A CURIOUS tension held sway 
over the crowd in Beadle’s 
tavern on the break of the 

hill overlooking the harbor of Sa
lem. Village louts and idlers clad 
in leather jerkins and homespun 
breeches huddled over the rough oak 
tables, sipping ale and talking among 
themselves, low-voiced, with many a 
sidelong glance at the double doors 
leading to the council chamber be
yond.

At a table in the rear of the room 
Mr. Thomas Beadle, portly, bald and
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asthmatic, leaned toward the guest 
who sat beside him.

“That be John Corey over there,” 
he wheezed, pointing out a pale- 
faced youth who was hunched over a 
table in the corner opposite. “ Com
mon talk has it that his sister will 
swing on the gibbet ere long.”

The guest shaded his eyes from 
the glare of the sperm lamps over
head and flicked a keen look across 
the room.

“ Aye,” he growled, “and a pity it 
is. He seems a likely lad, and I ’ve
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heard that the lass is all the kin he 
has this side of the water.”

The jnn-keeper shrugged cal
lously. "True enough. But the 
court has proof that Martha Corey 
be guilty of practicing witchcraft. 
Within the past fortnight three 
children have come under her spell, 
and do be carrying on as if bereft of 
their senses.”

'“Sink me!” the other exclaimed, 
amazed. “Are ye meaning that the 
court would condemn a lass because 
of the fool gibberish of a child? I’ve 
seen the like among the blacks of 
Barbados, but never thought to hear 
of it in the Colonies.”

BEADLE glanced at his guest 
askance. It was not his habit to 

antagonize a patron, especially one 
whose dress and bearing proclaimed 
him to be of the gentry.

Lace fell at the stranger’s throat 
and wrists, lending a dandified 
touch to his well-tailored suit of 
blue velvet.

Across his knees lay a sheathed 
rapier which was suspended from the 
silver-studded belt that encircled his 
waist, and from the garter that held 
his breeches snug at the knee, the 
jeweled handle of a dirk glinted 
wickedly.

But the characteristic that fasci
nated the inn-keeper most was the 
piercing intensity of the fellow’s 
eyes; deep-set gray eyes boring out 
above a thin-lipped mouth, the whole 
topped by a wealth of raven black 
hair that fell half to his shoulders. 
Not a man to be crossed lightly. 
Indeed, no!

Beadle shrugged again, almost 
apologetically, and waved an arm 
toward the closed doors opposite. 
“ ’Tis in the hands of the Court,” he 
murmured, and rolled his eyes 
piously. “The Lord’s will be done.” 

Abruptly the double doors creaked 
and swung open. A hush fell on the

crowd, and all heads turned expec
tantly as a little knot of men in the 
somber attire of the clergy came 
slowly out into the tap-room. Fol
lowing came a number of prominent 
citizens of Salem and of towns sur
rounding. At once a clamor went 
up;

“ The news! The news!”
The leader of the clergy, one Sam

uel Parris, held up his hand for 
silence.

“ It has been agreed,” he said sol
emnly, “ that Martha Corey be given 
the water test in Dykes’ pond at 
noon of the morrow.”

The pale-faced lad at the table in 
the corner struggled to his feet, 
trembling.

“ No I” he cried. “She isn’t guilty! 
I ’ll see ye in hell before I'll let—” 
He broke off and pulled a flintlock 
pistol from beneath his jerkin and 
leveled it at the clergyman.

A gasp went up, and from some
where in the crowd a well-aimed ale 
mug went hurtling toward the lad. 
There was a thud followed by a 
roar as the pistol exploded, and the 
ball tore into the floor harmlessly. 
The mob closed in with angry cries 
of “ Down ’em! Kill the blasted mur
derer !”

There was an agonized shriek as 
a burly lout sprang forward and 
drove his fist into the lad’s ribs. 
Eager hands joined in the fray, and 
John Corey went down under a rain 
of blows.

UDDENLY a wiry figure hit the 
crowd from the rear with the 

force of a battering-ram. A channel 
opened up before the smashing drive 
of his fists until the velvet-clad 
stranger stood astraddle of the boy 
on the floor.

He gripped the lad’s jerkin and 
flung him to the wall behind. Next 
instant his long rapier fairly leaped 
from the scabbard and flicked out in
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a ser ies  o f  lu n g e s  a lm os t  to o  fas t  f o r  
the eye  to  f o l l o w .

H o w ls  o f  pa in  ra n g  ou t  as the  
n eed le -sh a rp  p o in t  p r i c k e d  arm  and  
throat. T h e  c r o w d  f e l l  a w a y  u n d e r  
the  f r a n t ic  u rg e  o f  th o s e  w i t h in  
range  o f  the  steel.

T h e  s w o rd s m a n  l o w e r e d  the p o in t  
o f  h is  w e a p o n ,  and  g la n c e d  d o w n  at 
the b ru is e d  fa c e  o f  the  b o y .

“ F e t c h  a n o g g i n  o f  ru m ,”  h e  sn a p 
p e d  at the  g a p i n g  s e r v i t o r  b e h in d  
the bar. “ A n d  q u ic k  a bou t  i t ;  the 
la d ’s sore  in  n e e d ! ”

WI T H  the a u t h o r it iv e  r in g  o f  the 
s t r a n g e r ’s v o i c e  th e  m o b  f e l l  s i 

len t ,  and  y e t  m o r e  so  as he tu rn ed  
h is  h o t  e y e s  f u l l  u p o n  the g r o u p  
s t il l  h u d d le d  a bou t  the e n tra n ce  to  
th e  c o u n c i l  ch a m b er .

“ W h a t  m a n n e r  o f  m en  are y o u ? ”  
he ro a re d .  “ W o u l d  y e  stand  b y  and 
see the lad  t r a m p le d  d o w n ? ”

T h e  g r o u p  o f  c l e r g y m e n  and c iv i c  
lead ers  s t o o d  s i len t ,  n o  on e  a m o n g  
th em  b e in g  able  to  l o o s e n  h is  to n g u e .

“ A y e ! ”  th e  s tra n g e r  g r o w le d ,  l ip  
cu r l in g .  “ M e m b e r s  o f  the c l o t h !  A 
c o u r t  o f  ju s t i c e !  C h r is t ia n  g e n t l e 
m en , a l l !”

A t  th is  a b u z z in g  s w e p t  th r o u g h  
the c r o w d .  A  b u l l -n e c k e d  f e l l o w  
f r o m  th e  c i v i c  g r o u p  s t e p p e d  f o r 
w a rd  and c la p p e d  a hand  to  the  h i l t  
o f  h is  rap ier .

“ T h e  m a n ’s a h e r e t i c ! ”  he sh o u te d .  
“ A  d a m n ed  r e n e g a d e !  L a y  to ,  m en , 
and c lu b  ’ im  d o w n ! ”

H e  w h i p p e d  ou t  M b b la d e  and  
le a p ed  fo r w a r d  a p ace  as i f  to  lead  
the a ttack . B u t  the  m o b  s t o o d  r o o t e d ,  
w a r y  o f  the g l i t t e r in g  ra p ier  aga in  
m e n a c in g .

T h e  m an  in  the  v e l v e t  su it  
c h u c k le d ,  and , f e e l i n g  the  lad  at h is  
f e e t  s t i r r in g  b a c k  t o  c o n s c io u s n e s s ,  
rea ch ed  o u t  w i t h  h is  f r e e  h and  and  
t o o k  th e  n o g g i n  o f  ru m  s t a n d in g  on  
th e  bar.

F o r  a m o m e n t  he l o w e r e d  h is  e y e s
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as he h a n d e d  the  g la ss  d o w n  to  the  
y o u t h  w i t h  a m u t te r e d  “ D r in k  it , 
lad .”  In  that instant h eH sen sed  
ra th er  than  saw  the  flash o f  s tee l.

I n s t in c t iv e ly  he s w a y e d  as ide  and  
p a rr ied  the  th ru st  o f  the  b u l l -n e c k e d  
f e l l o w  w i th  a d e f t  flip  o f  h is  o w n  
b lade. A s  the ra p ie r s  l o c k e d  in  m i d 
air, a g le a m  a p p e a re d  in  the 
s t r a n g e r ’s d e e p -s e t  eyes . I n  the  
ten se  s i le n ce  that g r ip p e d  th e  m o b  
h is  w o r d s  cam e c l e a r l y :

“ A y e ,  r e n e g a d e ! ”  he h issed .  “ A n d  
h e r e t i c !  B u t  n e v e r  a m a n  h av e  I  
run  t h r o u g h  w i t h o u t  w a r n i n g ! "

T o  the s p e c ta to rs  it  s e e m e d  that 
the t w o  b la d e s  had  b e ca m e  w e l d e d  
t o g e t h e r  and  that n e i t h e r  co m b a ta n t  
c o u ld  d ra w  th e m  apart .  B u t  p r e s 
e n t ly  the  b u l l -n e c k e d  f e l l o w  f e l l  to  
p a n t in g .  G reat  bead s  o f  p e r s p ir a 
t io n  b ro k e  ou t  o n  h is  f o re h e a d .

S u d d e n ly  the  s t r a n g e r ’s b lade  
seem ed  to  t r em b le  and  lo se  g r ip .  
L i k e  a flash the  p o in t  d r o p p e d  and  
p assed  u n d e r  th e  q u i l l o n  o f  th e  
o t h e r ’s gu ard ,  d e f t l y  p r i c k e d  h is  
hand , c a u s in g  a m o m e n ta r y  re la x a 
t io n  o f  th e  m u sc le s .

N e x t  in s ta n t  th e  b u l l -n e c k e d  f e l 
l o w ’s s w o r d  w e n t  w h i r l i n g  t h r o u g h  
th e  a ir  and  s tu ck  in  the  t im b e r e d  
c e i l in g ,  the  h i l t  s w a y in g  to  and  f r o  
l ik e  a p e n d u lu m .

A G A S P  o f  a s to n is h m e n t  w e n t  up, 
and  w h e n  th e  s t ra n g e r  l o w e r e d  

h is  b la de ,  s e e m in g  n o t  t o  n o t i c e  th e  
c r a v e n  re t re a t  o f  h is  o p p o n e n t ,  the  
s p o r ts m a n s h ip  o f  h is  a ct  t o o k  the 
m o b  b y  th e  th roa t ,  th e y  k n o w in g  
fu l l  w e l l  that he m ig h t  have run  h is  
a d v e r s a r y  t h r o u g h  in  r e ta l ia t io n  f o r  
that  first f o u l  thrust .

“ G o r  b last  m e !”  r o a re d  a b u r ly  
seam an  w h o  w a s  p e r c h e d  a to p  o f  a 
tab le .  “ A  p r e t t y  p l a y !  A  ga l lan t  
p l a y ! ”

“ A y e  1”  the  m o b  a ss e n te d  i n  on e  
v o i c e .  A m i d  the s u d d e n  h u b b u b  o f  
sh ou ts  a c r y  ra n g  ou t  and  q u i c k l y
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swelled to the roar of a hundred 
throats:

"His name! The stranger’s name!”
The man in blue swept the sea 

of faces appraisingly. Then he 
coolly sheathed his rapier and flung 
a gold-piece on the bar. "Drinks 
for the house on Roscoe Chard,” he 
bawled, and turned to raise up the 
lad at his feet with no heed of the 
commotion that mention of his name 
had aroused.

"Roscoe Chard!” the burly seaman 
muttered, awed. “ Bloody Capt’n 
Chard!”

NOT a man there but had heard 
of Captain Roscoe Chard and his 

forty-gun privateer, Black Swan. 
The tales of his exploits had rung 
throughout the Colonies these four 
years past. Breath-taking tales of 
blood and gallantry from the icy 
coast of Acadia to the Caribbean.

Bloody Chard! The victor of a 
hundred battles; the scourge of pi
rates and French alike; a name to 
strike terror in the hearts of better 
men than these who now pledged his 
health in good red rum.

Captain Chard gripped the youth 
by the arm. “ Come, lad,” he said 
kindly, and steadied the other as 
they walked the few paces to the 
waiting clergy. He eyed the group 
coolly and picked out the Reverend 
Samuel Parris, the gaunt leader at 
whom the boy had attempted to 
shoot.

“Ye’ll have something to say?” he 
challenged.

Parris glared at the sea captain. 
"Aye. ’Tis a grievous insult ye 
have offered the cause of justice this 
night.”

Chard continued to stare at the 
other, face mask-like, silent.

"Do ye realize,” the clergyman 
continued, with a spot of color 
mounting his cheeks, “do ye realize 
that this court has been authorized

by His Excellency, Governor Phipps; 
that we can brook no interference 
in the way of—of—” He broke off 
angrily and pointed a bony forefinger 
at the lad.

Captain Chard tightened an arm 
about his shrinking charge. “Aye, I 
realize all that, and more,” he said 
quietly, “but I ’ve no doubt the lad 
had grave cause.”

Parris’ mouth tightened. “ Enough 
of this bickering,” he snapped. 
“ John Corey must be committed to 
jail on a charge of attempted mur
der. A hanging offense! And look 
you, sir, it will brook ye well to 
heed the laws of a Christian com
munity.” Chard bowed gravely. " ’Tis 
good advice,” he murmured, “and I’ll 
profit by it, mayhap.”

BEFORE anyone could grasp his 
purpose, he turned abruptly and 

strode to the doorway, fairly carry
ing the lad along on his arm. His 
move took the group completely by 
surprise, and the door had banged 
shut after the pair, before an as
tonished shout rose behind.

“ Quick, lad!” Chard whispered. 
“Run for it! But come back to the 
stables, here, within the hour. I’ll 
be waiting.”

With a gasping “God bless ye, 
sir!” the lad sprang around the cor
ner of the building and sped off 
into the darkness like a frightened 
hare. Chard spun on his heel in 
time to meet the first of the mob 
spewing out of the doorway. At 
sight of him, alone, they hesitated 
in confusion.

“Who’ll have a drink with Roscoe 
Chard?” the captain roared out, and 
coolly pushed his way back into the 
tavern. He sent a coin spinning 
across the room toward the bar. “ Set 
up for the house!” he roared again, 
and the mob turned at heel and fol
lowed meekly.

With a rolling swagger the cap
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tain passed by the members of the 
Court, glancing neither to right nor 
left.

As he raised his glass in re
sponse to the clamor of toasts from 
the crowd, he chuckled, watching 
out of the corner of his eye as Par
ris and his colleagues stalked out 
of the inn, buzzing among them
selves angrily.

But in spite of his swaggering air 
and apparent mastery of the situa
tion, Captain Chard was fully alive 
to the danger of his position. He 
knew that Parris’ warning had been 
no idle threat.

Governor Phipps had in truth en
dowed this group with judicial pow
ers above the ordinary. And while 
persecution of witchcraft was the 
prime purpose of their organization, 
they were also authorized to mete 
out justice in more common cases of 
felony.

A HALF hour later Chard was 
frowning to himself as he 

mounted the stairway to his room 
on the second floor of the tavern. 
Almost he regretted having told 
John Corey to come back to the 
stables.

His defense of the lad had been 
wholly impulsive—but what reason 
had he to believe that the boy’s cause 
was just? Excitement was an excel
lent thing in itself—aye, the spice of 
life!—but was there any need of 
running his head into a noose 
blindly?

New England law was both harsh 
and narrow, he reflected, and the 
willful transgressor was apt to fare 
ill. This was especially so now that 
the Colonies were aflame with weird 
tales of witchcraft.

A man had but to look at his 
neighbor cross-eyed, and lo! he was 
likely to be clapped into jail as a sor
cerer. And the accounts of the ju
dicial activities at Salem, the seat of

the disturbance, were spectacular al
most beyond belief.

Chard grinned. That was the rea
son he had immediately set out on 
horseback from Boston, the port at 
which his frigate had put in for re
pairs on the evening previous. The 
lure of excitement was a thing he 
never could resist, be it ashore or 
afloat.

The captain entered his room and 
barred the door. His eyes ran over 
the bare furnishings revealed by the 
light of a sperm lamp in a wall 
bracket, and came to rest on a coil 
of rope beneath the washstand. It 
was placed there, he knew, as a 
means of escape in case of fire. This 
had been in his mind when he had 
slipped out of the tap-room unob
served a minute previous.

At once he set about securing the 
rope to the solid bar of the door, 
thence out through the window and 
to the ground below.

A rope as a stairway is no novelty 
to a sailor, hence it was but a mat
ter of seconds 'til Chard was strid
ing through the darkness toward the 
stables in the rear of the tavern. It 
would do no harm, he reflected, to 
hear the boy’s story.

“ Hist, lad, are ye there?”
In the stable a horse stomped, 

frightened. Chard stood motionless, 
listening. He fumbled for the door 
and opened it noiselessly, peering 
into the blackness.

“ Corey, lad, are ye there?”
There was a muffled grunt from 

within the stable as of someone try
ing to cry out through sealed lips.

CHARD stiffened, suddenly alert, 
and whirled at sound of a cau

tious footfall behind. Too late! Some
thing crashed atop his head with 
terrific force. He caught one glimpse 
of a face, blurred but familiar, even 
as he struggled to draw his rapier. 
Then, oblivion.
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Out of a flashing, crimson-shot 
chaos, Captain Chard grew increas
ingly conscious of a pounding in his 
head. He blinked a moment and 
regained his senses with a rush. He 
started as a voice out of the dark
ness said:

“ Be ye all right, sir?”
The captain flung out an arm in 

the direction of the voice and caught 
hold of a leather jerkin. He strug
gled to a sitting position, shaky. 
"Aye, right enough,” he muttered, 
confused, feeling of the egg-like 
lump on his head. Then, leaning 
forward, following the arm that still 
contacted with the jerkin, trying 
to see the other’s features: “Who
are ye, and what manner of place is 
this?”

^ T T ’S John Corey, sir, and we be in 
the jail-house.”

“Humph, so that’s it? A pretty 
pickle! Roscoe Chard in a land
lubber’s brig! Was it that red-faced 
swab who put us here? I glimpsed 
the dog’s face just before—”

“Aye, sir, if ye mean Sir Dudley 
Hathway, the man ye fought for me. 
He and Barry Bruce, the sheriff, 
caught me creepin’ into the stable. 
Bruce had a warrant for your ar
rest, but they were afeard to go into 
the tavern after ye. While they 
were binding me, Sir Dudley caught 
sight of ye climbing out the win
dow.”

“ Sink me!” Chard broke in dis
gustedly. “ With the light behind 
me like a beacon! A fool’s trick!” 

“ I tried to cry out,” Corey added, 
“but Bruce clapped his hand over 
my mouth and carried me into the 
stable. And then—”

“ And then, a clout on the head,” 
Chard finished dryly.

“Aye, sir, and it’s sorry I am.” 
“Sir Dudley Hathway,” Chard mut

tered. “ ’Tis a pity I didn’t run the 
beggar through. But now, lad, what’s

all this ado about a water test? 
What manner of foolishness is that?” 

In the darkness the captain could 
feel the lad trembling.

“ It be the final test of guilt, sir. 
Tomorrow they will bring my sister 
from the jail-house at Ipswich. She 
will be bound hand and foot and 
tossed into Dykes’ pond. If she 
floats, she will be adjudged guilty, 
and be”—Corey’s voice sank to a 
husky whisper—“be sentenced to 
hang. If she sinks, she will be ac
quitted, but—but—”

“Blast me for a damned pirate!” 
the captain growled. “ If the lass 
sinks, she'll drown! And if she 
floats, she’ll grace the gibbet!”

The lad fell to blubbering quietly. 
Chard rose in the darkness and 

stretched his cramped muscles. He 
ran an exploring hand over his per
son and paused, incredulous, as he 
felt the handle of a dirk still pro
truding from the garter at his knee. 
His captors had relieved him of the 
silver-studded belt and rapier, but 
the dagger had been overlooked.

At once the captain began seeking 
a means of escape. He groped for
ward with hands outstretched until 
he encountered a rough stone wall. 
Following this abound he found that 
the cell was some ten feet square, 
with the only means of egress a 
close-barred door leading to a cor
ridor beyond.

HERE, then, lay their one hope of 
success. Chard ran his hands 

over the door from top to bottom 
and paused as he felt a small hinged 
section near the base.

This, he reasoned, was the means 
of serving the prisoners with food 
and water. For some minutes he 
crouched motionless, thinking. Then 
abruptly, he groped back to his cell
mate.

“ Hist, lad, is there a guard posted 
here at night?”
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“ A y e , ”  C o r e y  r e s p o n d e d  l is t le s s ly .  
“ I t  be  J o n a th a n  B a r lo w .  H e  s leep s  
in the c u b b y -h o le  at the  f o o t  o f  the
c o r r i d o r . ”

“ D e v i l  d a m m e ! ” the ca p ta in  e x 
p lo d e d ,  g r in n in g  to h im s e l f  in  the 
darkness . “ H o ,  t h e r e ’s lu c k  f o r  us, 
lad. H e e d ,  n ow , and m a y h a p  w e  be 
fre e  m en  in  a t w in k l in g . "  A n d  f o r  
the n e x t  f e w  m in u te s  the  ca p ta in  
w h is p e r e d  to  h is  c o m p a n io n  e x 
c i t e d ly .

S o o n  a th u d  s o u n d e d  as o f  fist o n  
flesh, f o l l o w e d  b y  a r e a l is t ic  g ro a n  
f r o m  the lad. C h ard  f e l t  o f  the b o y ’ s 
n ose  and  b r o u g h t  h is  h and  a w a y  w e t  
w i th  b lo o d .  “ S m ea r  it  a b o u t , ”  he 
w h is p e re d ,  and  s p r a n g  to  the  c e l l  
d o o r  w i t h  a g re a t  ra t t l in g  o f  the  
bars.

“ H o ,  th ere ,  th e  g u a r d ! ”  he b e l 
l o w e d .  “ T h e  g u a r d ! ”

TH E R E  w a s  a c o m m o t io n  d o w n  at 
the en d  o f  th e  c o r r i d o r ,  f o l l o w e d  

b y  a s u d d e n  flare o f  l i g h t  as th e  
d o o r  o f  the c u b b y -h o le  f le w  op en .

T h e  ja i l e r  ca m e  p a d d in g  d o w n  th e  
hall  in  h is  c o a r s e  s o ck s ,  f a c e  and  
h a ir  g r o te s q u e  in  the f l i c k e r in g  ra ys  
o f  the s p e r m  la n te rn  h e  ca r r ie d  in 
o n e  hand.

“ W h a t ’s w r o n g  h e r e ? ”  he g r u m 
b led , h a l t in g  o p p o s i t e  the ce l l  d o o r  
and  e y e in g  the  ca p ta in  s le e p i ly .

“ Q u ic k ,  m an , ’ tis w a te r  w e  n eed . 
T h e  lad  be h u rt  and b le e d in g  bad .”  

A s  i f  to  p r o v e  h is  w o r d s ,  a m o a n  
b r o k e n  b y  a c h o k i n g  c o u g h  s o u n d e d  
f r o m  th e  ce ll .  T h e  ja i l e r  ra ised  h is  
la n te rn  and  p e e re d  th r o u g h  the bars.

H e  sa w  that J o h n  C o r e y  lay  
s t r e t c h e d  o n  the  s to n e  f loor ,  b o th  
h an d s  g r ip p in g  h is  s t o m a c h  c o n v u l 
s iv e ly ,  b l o o d  w e l l i n g  f r o m  m o u th  
a n d  n o s e  and  f r o t h i n g  o v e r  h is  
m o a n in g  l ip s . H e  s t o o d  f o r  a m o 
m en t, ja w  s a g g in g ,  hes itant.  T h e n  
h is  eyes  n a r r o w e d  w i t h  s u d d e n  su s 
p i c io n .

“ H o w  d id  it c o m e  a b o u t ? ”

“ F o o l ! ”  the  ca p ta in  s n o r te d .  “ ’T i s  
a h e m o r r h a g e  th e  lad  has. H i s  v i ta ls  
have b een  s o re  in ju r e d  in  the  f igh t  
at th e  tavern . W o u l d  y e  see h im  
d ie  f o r  lack  o f  w a t e r ? ”

W i t h o u t  a n o t h e r  w o r d ,  the  ja i l e r  
tu rn e d  and  p a d d e d  o f f  d o w n  th e  
h a l lw a y .  T h e  ca p ta in  f l i ck e d  a s ly  
g la n c e  at the s t r in g  o f  k e y s  j i n g l i n g  
at the f e l l o w ’s be lt .

A f t e r  a m o m e n t  the  g u a rd  r e t u r n 
ed w i t h  a j u g  o f  w a te r .  H e  set th e  
la n te rn  o n  the  f lo o r  and  k n e l t  to  
th ru st  th e  j u g  t h r o u g h  th e  h in g e d  
s e c t i o n  o f  th e  d o o r .

L i k e  a flash, C h a rd  s w o o p e d  d o w n  
and  s e iz e d  the  e x t e n d e d  w r is t  w i t h  
s t e e ly  f in gers ,  j e r k i n g  th e  arm  in 
w a r d  u n t i l  its  o w n e r  lay  flat a ga in st  
the bars. I n  th e  sam e in s ta n t  he 
p lu c k e d  th e  d ir k  f r o m  h is  g a r te r  and 
set i t  a g a in st  the  o t h e r ’ s th roa t .

“ O n e  s t r u g g le , ”  he h is sed ,  “ and 
I ’ ll s li t  y o u r  g u l l e t !  R e a c h  up, n ow , 
a n d  u n lo c k  the  d o o r . ”

T h e  ja i l e r  g u lp e d  and  h a s te n e d  to  
f o l l o w  i n s t r u c t i o n s  w i t h  h is  f r e e  
hand. A s  the  l o c k  c l i c k e d  o p e n ,  the  
ca p ta in  s w u n g  th e  d o o r  in w a r d  and  
c a l le d  to  th e  lad  to  h o ld  th e  d a g g e r  
a g a in st  the  j a i l e r ’s th ro a t  w h i le  he 
l o o s e d  h is  h o ld  o f  th e  f e l l o w ’s arm. 
I n  a t r ic e  the  p a ir  s t o o d  f r e e  in  th e  
c o r r i d o r ,  l o o k i n g  in  at th e  g u a rd  
s e cu re  b e h in d  h is  o w n  bars.

IN  h ig h  g o o d  h u m o r  th e  ca p ta in  
c a u g h t  up  the  la n te rn  f r o m  the 

f lo o r  and  f lung  a last g la n c e  at th e  
p r is o n e r ,  k n o w in g  th at  the t h i c k  
w a l ls  o f  the  b u i ld i n g  w o u l d  d e a d e n  
a n y  o u t c r y  h e  m i g h t  m ake . “ C o m e ,  
lad ,”  he sa id ,  “ w e ’ve p le n t y  t o  d o  
th is  d a y .”

In  the c u b b y -h o le  C h ard  s o u g h t  in  
va in  f o r  h is  r a p ie r  and  p e rs o n a l  p o s 
sess ion s .  T h e  p la ce  w a s  bare  o f  
e v e r y t h in g  e x c e p t in g  the j a i l e r ’s  p e r 
son a l  c o m fo r t s .  T r u e ,  a f l in t lo c k  
p is t o l  h u n g  u p o n  a p e g  o n  the  w a ll ,  
b u t  th is  he p assed  o v e r  d i s d a i n f u l l y ;
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a g o o d  r a p ie r  w a s  w o r t h  a d o z e n  o f  
th o s e  m in ia tu r e  ca rron a d es .

T h e n ,  t o o ,  th e  lo s s  o f  h is  p r iz e d  
D a m a s c u s  b la d e  w a s  a h u rt  that 
r a n k le d  ev en  d e e p e r  th a n  th e  m e m 
o r y  o f  h is  i g n o m in i o u s  ca p tu re  at 
th e  stab les . C o u ld  he re tu rn  to  the  
Black Swan m in u s  h is  s w o r d ,  and 
n u r s in g  a c r a c k e d  p a te  b e s id e s ?

C h a rd  g r im a c e d  at the  p ic tu r e  c o n 
ju r e d  up  b y  th e  th o u g h t .  H e  w as in 
th is  a ffa ir  w i th  a v e n g e a n ce  n ow . 
I t  had  b e c o m e  a m a t te r  o f  p e r s o n a l  
v a n ity .  H e  w a s  b o u n d  to  c h a m p io n  
the  la d ’ s cau se  t h r o u g h  t o  a fin ish , 
and , m a y h a p ,  te a ch  th ese  la n d lu b b e rs  
that  R o s c o e  C h a rd  w a s  n o t  a m an  
to  be b a n d ie d  a b o u t  l ig h t ly .

TH E  ca p ta in  cu t  h is  r e f le c t io n s  
s h o r t  as a  c l o c k  i r  th e  v i l la g e  

s t ru c k  the  h ou r .  F o u r  A .  M . A n 
o t h e r  h o u r  w o u l d  see  d a y l ig h t .  H e  
tu r n e d  a n d  e y e d  J o h n  C o r e y  ap 
p r a is in g ly .  T h e  lad  w a s  w e l l  g r o w n  
in  s p ite  o f  h is  fra i l  a p p ea ra n ce ,  tall 
and  b ro a d  o f  s h o u ld e r ,  a lb e it  a b it  
s c r a w n y .

“ S tr ip  o f f  th o s e  c l o t h e s , ”  he o r 
d e r e d  s u d d e n ly .  “ I ’ve  a m in d  to 
p la y  th e  v i l l a g e  lo u t  w h i le  y e ’ re 
a w a y  to  B o s t o n . ”

C o r e y  g a p e d  at h is  c o m p a n io n ,  as
t o n is h e d .

“ A y e ,  B o s t o n , ”  the ca p ta in  g r in 
ned , b e g i n n i n g  to  sh ed  h is  su it  o f  
b lu e  v e lv e t .  “ I ’ve a h ir e d  beast  
s ta b le d  at the  ta v ern  and  ’ tw i l l  be 
n o  t h ie v e r y  t o  m a k e  use  o f  i t .”  

T w e n t y  m in u t e s  la ter  tw o  s h a d o w y  
f o r m s  c r e p t  in t o  the  s tab les  at the  
rear o f  B e a d le ’ s tavern . P r e s e n t ly  
th e y  a p p e a re d  in the o p e n  again , 
bu t  n o w  the  sm a l le r  o f  the tw o  sat 
a s tr id e  a s a d d le d  m a re .  H is  c o m 
p a n io n  led  the  a n im a l ou t  in t o  the 
r o a d w a y  and  a w a y  f r o m  the  tavern .

“ M in d ,  lad ,”  he sa id  w h e n  th ey  
w e r e  a sa fe  d is ta n c e  f r o m  the  inn. 
“ L ie u t e n a n t  J o c k  S u th e r la n d  is the 
m an y e ’re to  see. T h e  v e lv e t  suit

w i l l  be  p r o o f  e n o u g h  o f  y o u r  s to ry .  
N o w ,  o f f  w i ’ y e ! ”

T h e  lad  c la p p e d  h ee ls  to  the  
m a re ’s flanks and  w a s  o f f  l ik e  a sh o t .

S o m e  five h o u rs  la te r  a w i r y  f igu re  
r o l l e d  o u t  o f  a th i c k e t  o n  the  o u t 
s k ir ts  o f  Sa lem . H e  rose ,  y a w n in g ,  
and  sh a d ed  h is  e y e s  f o r  a l o o k  at 
the c l o c k  on  a s te e p le  in the d is 
tance . W i t h  a satis f ied  gru n t ,  h e  
h i t c h e d  u p  h is  h o m e s p u n  b re e ch e s ,  
and w r i g g l e d  d e e p e r  in to  the  le a th e r  
je r k in  w h i c h  w a s  p a t e n t ly  t o o  sm all  
f o r  h is  b ro a d  s h o u ld e rs .  N e x t  h e  
s h i f t e d  the  d irk  in  h is  b e lt  s o  that  
its  h a n d le  w a s  w e l l  c o n c e a le d .

B e t h in k in g  o f  the te l l - ta le  ha ir  
that h u n g  h a l f  to  h is  s h o u ld e rs ,  h e  
ca u g h t  it  up  at the t o p  o f  h is  c r o w n  
and  ja m m e d  h is  ca p  d o w n  o v e r  it ,  
t u c k i n g  the  s tra y  w is p s  u n der .  W h e n  
th ese  s im p le  p re p a r a t io n s  h ad  b e e n  
c o m p le t e d ,  C a p ta in  R o s c o e  C hard  
set o u t  f o r  the v i l la g e  in quest o f  
f o o d  and n ew s .

T h e  t o w n  w a s  a l iv e  w i t h  all m a n 
n er  o f  h o rs e -ca r ts ,  and  f o lk  c o m e  
a f o o t  f r o m  the  o u t l y i n g  d is t r i c t s  to  
w i tn e s s  th e  test  a t  D y k e s ’ p o n d .  
S tra n g ers  and v i l la g e r s  a like  s t o o d  
a b o u t  in l i t t l e  g r o u p s  d is c u s s in g  the  
c o m i n g  event.

C h a rd  s lo u c h e d  a l o n g  w i t h  ca p  
p u l le d  d o w n  o v e r  h is  fa ce ,  eyes  and  
ears a lert ,  c o n f id e n t  th a t  it  w o u l d  
take m o r e  than p a s s in g  n o t i c e  to  
i d e n t i f y  h im  as th e  s w a s h -b u c k l in g  
s w o rd s m a n  o f  the ta vern  braw l.

AT  a b a k e r ’ s s h o p  h e  p u r c h a s e d  a 
l o a f  o f  b rea d  w i t h  on e  o f  the 

tw o  g o l d - p i e c e s  w h i c h  had b e e n  
s t i t c h e d  in t o  th e  w a is tb a n d  o f  h is  
v e lv e t  b re e ch e s ,  the lad  h a v in g  
taken  the o th e r  to  use in  case o f  
e m e r g e n c y .

H e  d r o p p e d  in t o  an ale h o u se  and  
e s ta b l is h e d  h im s e l f  at an o b s c u r e  
table  w i t h  a ta n ka rd  o f  b r e w  to  
w ash  the  co a rse  b rea d  d o w n .  A t  
th e  bar a b u r ly  f igu re  w as  h o l d i n g
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f o r t h  l o u d -v o ic e d ,  t o n g u e  w e l l  l o o s 
e n e d  w i t h  ale.

“ A y e ,  lads,”  he c r ie d ,  “ J o h n  C o r e y  
has w o n  h im s e l f  a s to u t  c h a m p io n . ”

C hard  g la n c e d  up at th e  sp e a k e r  
and h a s t i ly  bent  o v e r  h is  ale again . 
I t  w as  the seam an w h o  had  s to o d  
a top  o f  the tab le  at B e a d le ’s tavern .

“ W h e r e  is  B l o o d y  C h a rd  th is  m in 
u t e ? ”  the  seam a n  f lu n g  at h is  a u d i 
e n ce  t r iu m p h a n t ly .  " T h e  ja i l -h o u s e  
s ta n d s  e m p ty .  H is  h o r s e  is m is s in g  
f r o m  the s tab le  at B e a d le ’s .”  H e  
l o w e r e d  h is  v o i c e  o m i n o u s l y — “ ’T i s  
m y  o p i n i o n  w e ’ve  n o t  s een  th e  last 
o f  C a p t ’n R o s c o e  C h a r d .”

A S I L E N C E  fe l l  at th is, and the 
b o o m  o f  a c l o c k  s t r ik in g  e leven  

r a n g  c lear . T h e  seam a n  to s s e d  his  
e m p ty  m u g  to  th e  bar. “ T i m e  to  be 
o f f , ”  he g r u n te d ,  and  tu rn e d  t o  the 
d o o r .  T h e  c r o w d  f e l l  in  b e h in d  and 
m o v e d  o u t  in t o  th e  r o a d w a y .

C h a r d  s tu f fe d  th e  r e m a in d e r  o f  
the  l o a f  in to  th e  p o c k e t s  o f  h is  j e r 
k in ,  a n d  ro se  to  f o l l o w  a f e w  p a ces  
in  th e  rear.

A t  D y k e s ’ P o n d ,  w h i c h  w as  in rea l
i t y  a f lo o d e d  q u a rry ,  th e  ca p ta in  
m a rv e le d  at the  n u m b e r  o f  p e o p le  
assem b led .  A n d  a s t e a d y  s trea m  c o n 
t in u e d  t o  p o u r  in as the  h o u r  o f  
t r ia l  d r e w  near.

H e  p u s h e d  t h r o u g h  th e  c r o w d  u n 
t i l  bu t  a r o w  o r  t w o  s e p a ra te d  h im  
f r o m  th e  g r o u p  o f  o f f ic ia ls  w h o  w e r e  
sea ted  o n  a r o u g h - h e w n  b e n c h  near 
th e  w a t e r ’s ed ge .  H is  e y e s  d a r te d  
o v e r  th e i r  fa ces—

T h e r e  w a s  the R e v e r e n d  P a rr is ,  
g l o o m y  v is a g e d ,  and a y e !  C o t t o n  
M a t h e r  f r o m  B o s t o n ,  a w e l l  k n o w n  
m a n  o f  le t te r s ,  b u t  o n e  w h o  w a s  a 
b i t  s t u p id  t o  the  c a p t a in ’s m in d ,  es 
p e c i a l l y  o n  s u ch  s u b je c t s  as w i t c h 
c r a f t ,  s o r c e r y  a n d  the  l ik e .  T h e  
re s t  o f  th e  g r o u p  he  p a s s e d  o v e r  
l ig h t l y ,  r e c o g n i z i n g  h e re  and  th e re  
a fa c e  he h ad  s e e n  at B e a d le ’s. 

T h e n ,  s u d d e n ly ,  C h a r d ’s eyes

f lam ed  as t h e y  f a s t e n e d  o n  a s i lv e r -  
s tu d d e d  b e lt  and  ra p ie r  w o r n  b y  a 
t h i c k -n e c k e d  d a n d y  w h o  w a s  s ta n d 
i n g  a l i t t le  a p a rt  f r o m  th e  ju d g e s .

S ir  D u d le y  H a t h w a y !
T h e  c a p ta in  g r o w l e d  d e e p  in  h is  

th ro a t  so  th a t  th o s e  n e a re s t  h im  
g la n c e d  at h is  g r im  fa c e  a sk a n ce .

A b r u p t l y  a r o a r  w e n t  u p  f r o m  th e  
c r o w d ,  and a p a th  o p e n e d  f o r  a 
h ig h -w h e e le d  ca r t  t o  pass. C h a r d  
f l i c k e d  a g la n c e  at the  d r iv e r — th e  
s h e r i f f  l ik e  as n o t — a n d  p a s s e d  t o  
the s l im  f igu re  o f  a g ir l  c l i n g i n g  t o  
the  s w a y in g  bars b e h in d .  A  th r i l l  
o f  a d m ir a t io n  s h o t  t h r o u g h  h im .

A  c o m e ly  la s s !  A n d  m e t t l e s o m e ,  
t o o !  N o  h in t  o f  fe a r  s tared  o u t  o f  
th ose  d ark  e y e s  in  sp ite  o f  the  
d e a th ly  p a l lo r  o f  h er  fa c e .  A m i d  
th e  c h o r u s  o f  j e e r s  a n d  ca t -ca l ls ,  th e  
c a p t a in ’ s “ C o u r a g e ,  l a s s ! ”  b o o m e d  
o u t  c le a r ly .

F o r  an in s ta n t  M a r th a  C o r e y ’s 
e y e s  c lu n g  to  h e r  u n k n o w n  ch a m 
p i o n ’s fa ce .  T h e n  a sm ile  p a r te d  
h er  t i g h t -p r e s s e d  l ip s  a n d  h er  h ead  
w e n t  up  w i t h  r e n e w e d  sp ir i t .

C h a rd  p u s h e d  h is  w a y  t o  th e  f r o n t  
ra n k  as th e  s h e r i f f  h a u le d  the  g i r l  
o u t  o f  th e  p r i s o n  ca rt  and  s t o o d  h er  
b e f o r e  th e  ju d g e s .

T h e  R e v e r e n d  S a m u e l  P a rr is ,  p r e 
s id in g  m a g is t r a t e ,  ro se  a n d  t o w e r e d  
o v e r  th e  p r i s o n e r  l ik e  a ga u n t ,  b la c k -  
g a rb e d  s p e c t e r  o f  death .

“ M a rth a  C o r e y , ”  he sa id  p o n d e r 
o u s ly ,  “ d o  y e  s t i l l  d e n y  that  y e  be  
p o s s e s s e d  o f  S a t a n ? ”

B R E A T H L E S S  s i le n ce  h e ld  the 
c r o w d  e x p e c t a n t .  E v e r y  e y e  

f o c u s e d  o n  th e  s l im  f ig u re  b e fo r e  
th e  b en ch .

S h e  s t i f f e n e d ,  h ead  erec t ,  e y e s  leve l  
and u n f l in c h in g —

“ I  d o ! ”
A  f lu tter  s w e p t  th e  m o b ,  a n d  f r o m  

s o m e w h e r e  w e l l  b a c k  a c r y  w e n t  up. 
I n s t a n t ly  i t  s w e l l e d  t o  an  in s is t e n t  
roar.
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“ T h e  t e s t !  O n  w i t h  the  t e s t ! ”
T h e  p r e s id in g  m a g is tr a t e  s ig n a le d  

to  the s h e r i f f ,  and  at o n c e  that 
w o r t h y  b e g a n  to  b in d  th e  p r i s o n e r ’s 
h a n d s  and  f e e t  p r e p a r a t o r y  to  t o s s 
i n g  h e r  i n t o  the  p o n d .

I n  the  f r o n t  rank  o f  th e  c r o w d ,  
R o s c o e  C h a rd  tu rn e d  to  stare  a n x 
i o u s ly  o u t  o v e r  th e  sea  o f  h eads , 
o v e r  the  l o w - l y i n g  h i l ls  t o w a r d  the  
h a r b o r  o f  Sa lem .

A  d o z e n  t im e s  w i t h in  the  h a l f -  
h o u r  had he s ta red  so, b u t  n o w  h is  
h ear t  l e a p e d  in  s u d d e n  r e l i e f  at 
s ig h t  o f  a f r i g a t e  s t a n d in g  in  f o r  
th e  h a r b o r  u n d e r  f u l l  sail.

WI T H  n o  s o u n d  o f  w a r n in g ,  the  
ca p ta in  h u r le d  h im s e l f  f o r w a r d  

a n d  d e a lt  th e  s h e r i f f  a p o w e r f u l ,  
s l i c i n g  b l o w  at the  base  o f  h is  
th ro a t ,  u s in g  th e  e d g e  o f  h is  hand.

T h e  la w  o f f ice r  g a s p e d ,  s t r i c k e n ,  
a n d  s a g g e d  at the  k n ees .  A l m o s t  in 
th e  sa m e  in s ta n t  C h a rd  t o r e  at th e  
b i n d i n g s  o n  the  p r i s o n e r ’s h ands , 
s t i l l  u n fa s t e n e d ,  and  w h i r l e d  t o  f a c e  
th e  a s t o n i s h e d  ju d g e s .

H i s  e y e s  ra k ed  the  l in e  s c o r n f u l l y  
and  fa s t e n e d  o n  th e  l iv id  f a c e  o f  
S ir  D u d le y  H a th w a y .  T h e  d a n d y  
a lo n e  se e m e d  to  r e c o g n i z e  th e  g r im  
f a c e  b e n e a th  the m a d m a n ’s cap . H e  
m o u t h e d  a s in g le  w o r d ,  s t i f f - l ip p e d .

“ A y e ,  i t ’s R o s c o e  C h a rd ,”  the  c a p 
ta in  ro a re d .  “ U n b u c k le  th a t  s w o r d ,  
y o u  t h i e v in g  d o g ! ”

F o r  a l o n g  m o m e n t  the  e y e s  o f  
th e  c r o w d  h e ld  o n  th e  t w o  m en , the 
o n e  s e e m in g ly  u n d e r  the s p e l l  o f  
th e  o th er .  T h e n ,  w i t h  a v is ib le  e f 
f o r t ,  H a t h w a y  to r e  h is  eyes  free . 
H e  w h i p p e d  o u t  the  ra p ie r  and  
lu n g e d  f o r w a r d ,  m o u t h i n g  a f o u l  
oath .

C h a r d 's  r i g h t  h an d  d a r te d  to  h is  
b e lt .  T h e r e  w a s  a l i g h t n i n g - l i k e  
sn a p  o f  h is  w r i s t ;  a m o m e n t a r y  flash 
o f  s u n l ig h t  o n  stee l.  S ir  D u d le y  
H a t h w a y  s t a g g e r e d  and  d r o p p e d  the 
r a p ie r  to  c lu t c h  at th e  j e w e le d

h a n d le  o f  a d i r k  p r o t r u d i n g  f r o m  
h is  th roa t .

T h e  ca p ta in  s w o o p e d  t o  re tr iev e  
th e  fa l le n  b la d e ,  and  w i t h  th e  f e e l  
o f  l iv e  s tee l ,  th e  lu s t  o f  b a t t le  
s u r g e d  y e t  h o t t e r  in  h is  ve ins .

“ H o ! ”  he c h a l le n g e d ,  e y e s  f lam ing . 
“ Y e 'v e  b e e n  c la m o r in g  f o r  the b l o o d  
o f  th e  lass, bu t  w h o  a m o n g  y e  w i l l  
be  the first  to  t r y  a n d  s p i l l  i t ? ”

I t  w a s  a m a g n i f i c e n t  s t a n d ;  a d e s 
p e ra te  p la y  f o r  t i m e ;  and  n o t  o n e  
a m o n g  that c r o w d ,  save the R e v 
e re n d  P a rr is ,  had  c o u r a g e  to  m e e t  
it.

“ C i t i z e n s  o f  S a l e m !”  he th u n d e r e d .  
“ T h i s  m a d m a n , aye , m u r d e r e r !  d ares  
d e f y  th e  m a je s t y  o f  the  la w  w i t h  
h is  p u n y  s w o r d ! A r e  y e  c o w a r d s  
and  w e a k l i n g s ?  A r e  th e re  n o  s t i c k s  
and  s to n e s  w i t h in  r e a c h ? ”

U n d e r  the  lash  o f  P a r r is ’ s co rn ,  
th e  m o b  t o o k  heart .  T h e r e  w a s  a 
s u d d e n  b e d la m  o f  s h o u t s ;  a s c ra m 
b l in g  a bou t  f o r  s to n e s  to  cast.

C h a r d  f lu n g  a q u i c k  g la n c e  o v e r  
h is  s h o u l d e r  at the  lass. H is  b lu f f  
w a s  c a l le d .  N o w  in d e e d  w e r e  th e y  
in  a t i g h t  c o r n e r .  S o  l o n g  as t h e y  
re m a in e d  in  th e  o p e n ,  a r a p ie r  w o u l d  
be u se le ss .  T h e y  w o u l d  g o  d o w n  
q u i c k l y  u n d e r  a ra in  o f  h u r le d  
s ton es .  T h e i r  on e  h o p e  o f  su rv iva l  
la y  in  c l o s e  f ig h t in g ,  in  g i v i n g  th e  
m o b  n o  o p p o r t u n i t y  to  cast th e ir  
m iss i le s .

l y r A R T H A  C O R E Y  m et  h is  g la n ce  
w i t h  s t e a d y  e y e s ,  u n a fra id ,  

r e a d y  to  f o l l o w  h im  t h r o u g h  h e l l  
i t se l f .  C h a rd  th r i l le d  to  th e  quiet  
c o u r a g e  o f  h e r  sm ile .

“ F o l l o w  m e, l a s s ! ”  he c r ie d ,  and  
s e i z i n g  h er  b y  th e  hand , s p r a n g  at 
th e  t h i c k  o f  the  c r o w d .

A t  o n c e  th e  f r o n t  ran ks  b e l l i e d  
in w a r d  b e fo r e  the ch a rg e ,  f ra n t ic .  
T h e  ca p ta in  l e a p e d  in t o  th e  g a p  and  
the  ra p ie r  s e e m e d  a t h i n g  a l iv e  in  
h is  hand .

S w a y in g ,  w h i r l in g ,  l u n g in g  w i t h  a
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b e w i l d e r i n g  ch a n g e  o f  p a c e ,  he 
p r i c k e d  a th ro a t  here , ran t h r o u g h  a 
t h r e a te n in g  arm  th ere , c o n t r o l l i n g  
h is  thrusts  p r e c i s e ly ,  d i s p l a y in g  the 
su p erb  sk i l l  o f  a m aster  sw ord sm a n . 
T h e  f la sh in g  b lade  se e m e d  to  be in 
a d o z e n  p la ce s  at o n ce ,  but  w i th  
n ev er  a fata l  thrust.

S te a d i ly  the m o b  ga ve  w a y  b e fo r e  
the re le n t le ss  d r iv e  o f  the  ra p ie r .  
A n d  as s te a d i ly ,  C h ard  p re s s e d  f o r 
w a rd  on  th e ir  h ee ls ,  e v e r  r e t a in in g  
h is  g r ip  o n  the  h a n d  o f  the lass.

B u t  n o w  h is  b rea th  w a s  c o m in g  in 
g rea t  gasps . T h e  arm  that  w ie ld e d  
the 9 w ord  w a s  fas t  l o s in g  its  sp r in g .  
T h e  c i r c le  a b o u t  th e m  w a s  g r a d u a l ly  
w i d e n i n g ;  the  s to n e s  b e g i n n i n g  to  
fly t h r o u g h  th e  air.

A b r u p t l y  a g r e a t  s h o u t  w e n t  up 
o n  the  o u t e r  f r i n g e  o f  the  c r o w d .  
A b o v e  th e  sea  o f  h e a d s  C h ard  
c a u g h t  th e  flash o f  s u n l ig h t  on  
n ak ed  s tee l .  A  h oa rse  b e l l o w  o f  
t r iu m p h  b r o k e  f r o m  h is  l ip s .

" T h i s  w a y ,  h e a r t i e s ! ”  he ro a re d ,  
a n d  f e l l  to  the a t ta ck  w i t h  r e n e w e d  
s tren g th .

BU T  th e  m o b  had  n o  m o r e  
s t o m a c h  f o r  s t r i fe .  P a n ic  sw e p t  

th e m  l ik e  w i n d  r i p p l in g  o v e r  w h ea t .  
T h e y  b ro k e ,  s h o u t in g  w i t h  te r ro r ,  
t r a m p lin g  o n e  a n o th er  in  haste  to  
e s ca p e  the s o l id  l ine  o f  sea m en  w h o  
ca m e  c h a r g in g  in  w i t h  s w in g in g  
cu tlasses .

‘ ‘A v a s t ! ”  the ca p ta in  r o a re d  ou t  
h a s t i l y :

“ N o  s la u gh ter ,  l a d s ! ”
In  a t w in k l in g  the  c r o w d  had  

s c a t t e r e d  to  the  f o u r  w in d s ,  le a v in g

the b u r ly  c r e w  o f  the  Black Swan 
in  p o s s e s s i o n  o f  the  f ie ld . A  v e lv e t -  
c la d  y o u t h  le a p e d  f r o m  a m o n g  th em  
and f lung  h im s e l f  at the c a p ta in ’s
fee t .

C h a rd  f lushed , a n d  ra ised  the  b o y  
up  w i t h  n o  g e n t l e  hand . “ T u s h ,  
lad ,”  he g r o w le d .  " H a v e  y e  n o  w o r d  
o f  g r e e t in g  f o r  y o u r  s i s t e r ? ”

A R T H A  C O R E Y  stared  at the  
pair, b e w i ld e r e d ,  but as h e r  

b r o th e r  g a s p e d  ou t  h is  s to ry ,  she 
tu rn ed  to  h er  r e s c u e r  w i th  a l ig h t  in  
h er  eyes  that s h o o k  h im  s tra n g e ly .

“ Y e ’v e  the  l ik e n e s s  o f  C h r is t , ”  she 
sa id  s im p ly .

B l o o d y  C h a rd  g a s p e d ,  ta ken  aback . 
" T h a t  be s a c r i l e g e , ”  he m u t t e r e d ,  
a n d  s u d d e n ly  he k n e w  th at  th is  w o 
m an h ad  p ie r c e d  t h r o u g h  h is  o u t e r  
sh e l l  o f  b l o o d  and  b lu s te r ,  that the  
q u iv e r in g ,  k in d ly  sou l  o f  h im  s t o o d  
rev ea led .  I m p u ls iv e ly  he d r o p p e d  to  
o n e  knee  b e fo r e  h er  a n d  to r e  o f f  
h is  ca p —

“ W i l l  y e  c o m e  w i t h  m e, la ss?  
T h e r e ’s n e v e r  a h o m e  f o r  y e  in  
S a le m  a f t e r  th is  a ffa ir .  I ’ ve a s is te r  
in  V i r g i n i a  w h o  w i l l  w e l c o m e  y e  
w i t h  o p e n  arm s. A y e ,  and  the  lad  
t o o .  W i l l  y e  c o m e ? ”

F o r  a l o n g  m o m e n t  M a rt h a  C o r e y  
s m ile d  d o w n  in t o  h is  e a g e r  eyes .  
T h e n —

“ A y e ,  C a p ta in ,”  sh e  w h is p e r e d ,  
“ I ’ l l  c o m e .”

R o s c o e  C h a r d  ro se  u p  w i t h  a j u b i 
la n t  sh out .

“ B a c k  to  the  f r i g a t e ,  la d s ,”  he b e l 
l o w e d .  “ U p  a n c h o r  and  s o u th w a r d
h o !”
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" Now you get over in that comer and keep still”

An Action-Packed Story of Desperate Struggle in 
Famine-Swept South Africa

A Complete Novelette
By FERDINAND BERTHOUD

Author of “ Black Mamba,"

RE C E N T L Y  su bd u ed  reb e l l ion  
had seared M atabe le lan d . Far 
to  the s a w -to o th e d  h il ls  on 

e v e r y  h o r iz o n ,  the v e ld  w as burn ed  
o f f  the  b lack . O n l y  the gaunt sk e le 
ton s  o f  b u c k  and cattle  b rok e  the 
m o n o t o n y  o f  the scene . F r o m  Z a m 
bezi  to  the Cape, e v e r y  o x  had been 
taken  b y  the p la gu e  o f  r in d e r p e s t ;

‘ ‘Diamond Cut Diamond," etc.

f r o m  the In d ian  O cea n  to  A n g o la  
m u ch  o f  the gam e had b een  sw ep t  
away. T w e n t y - o n e  m o n th s  ru n n in g  n o  
rain had fa l len ,  and s tarvat ion  h e ld  
native S ou th  A f r i c a  in  its m aw . E v e n  
the vu ltu res  had le ft ,  and  the d r ie d  
b o d ie s  o f  Kaffirs lay  u n m o le s te d  and 
m um m ified  in the paths.

T h e  huge , bearded , su n-tan ned  man
103
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in  g ra y -b a ck  sh irt  and r i d in g  b r e e c h e s  
b an ged  a bo tt le  on  the e m p ty  b eer-  
case -bu ilt  cou n ter .  T h e  a ir  in  the 
w attle  and daub  tr a d in g  s tore  re ek ed  
o f  d ry  rot. F in e  d u st  f r o m  w o o d -  
b orers  s i f te d  f r o m  p o le s  in the  grass-  
tha tched  r o o f .

“ W h is k y ,  M a c ! ”  M u s te r s  la u g h e d  
ra sp in g ly .  ‘ ‘ Y o u ,  to o ,  B e n s o n ? ”

T h e  m an  ca l le d  M a c  p o u r e d  a 
g o o d  f o u r  f in gers  o f  b l o o d -h o t  l iq u or ,  
he ld  it up  and  p e e re d  g r im ly  th r o u g h  
it. P o n d e r in g ,  he rea ch ed  f o r  a 
s w e a t in g ,  s t e a m -c o v e r e d  s ton e  w a ter  
p itch er .

“ B e t te r  to  take it  neat, eh, M u s 
t e r s ? ”  h6 said. “ S ay , B e n so n ,  y o u ’ re 
a m e d ic a l  m iss io n a ry ,  and o u g h t  to  
k n o w .  S h o u ld n ’t w h i s k y  k i l l  the 
g e rm s  in  th is  f i l th y  g r e e n -s c u m -c o v 
e re d  w a t e r ? ”

TH E  h u g e  b e a rd e d  m an, h a lf  
d ru n k , je r k e d  a th u m b  o v e r  his 

s h o u ld e r .  A t  o n e  en d  o f  the s tore  
w a s  a d o o r le s s  d o o r w a y  and m ud- 
b u i l t  a lc o v e .  “ N o ,  M a c .  H e a r  h im  
s i n g i n g ? ”  d e m a n d e d  M u sters .  “ T h a t ’s 
w h a t ’s g o t  T o m p k in s  in  there. F i l l e d  
h im  u p  w i th  raw  l iq u o r  to  k il l  b la ck -  
w a te r  fev er ,  and h e ’s s in g in g  h im se l f  
g a i ly  t o  he ll .

" D a m n  qu iet ,  a ren ’t y o u ,  B e n s o n ? ” 
M u s te r s  leered . “ A f r a id  to  d r i n k ? ”  

“ N o , ”  the l it t le  m an q u ie t ly  d en ied . 
“ I ’m  n o t  scared  to  d rink , and I  never  
w as. A  l i t t le  l iq u o r ’s g o o d  f o r  a n y 
on e  in  th is  in to le ra b le  c l im ate , but it 
d o e s n ’t fit t o d a y .”

“ W h y ? ”  M u s te r s  asked.
“ B eca u se  it  d o e s n ’t seem  r ig h t  to 

be l iq u o r in g  u p  and g e t t in g  h a l f  shot 
and  m e r ry ,  M u sters ,  w ith  all the 
th ou san d s  o f  p o o r  d ev ils  a rou n d  us 
s ta r v in g  and s u f fe r in g  the tor tu res  o f  
the  dam n ed . B eca u se  w h e n  p o o r  
T o m p k in s  in there fin ishes his  s in g 
i n g  h e ’ ll g o  to  s leep  and n ever  w ake  
u p  a ga in .”

“ T o r t u r e s  be h a n g e d ! ”  the b ig  m an 
s c o f fe d .  “ T o m p k in s  d y i n g ?  W h a t

the he ll  d o e s  on e  dead  m an  c o u n t ?  
Y o u ’re squ eam ish , B e n so n ,  ju s t  as 
y o u  w ere  back  h om e  at s c h o o l  b e fo r e  
y o u  w e n t  to  C h r is t c h u r c h  C o l l e g e . ”  

“ N o ,  I ’m  n o t , ”  the  m e d ic a l  m is s io n 
a ry  asserted . “ F a r  f r o m  it. B u t  take 
a l o o k  ou ts id e ,  M u sters .  T h e r e  are 
h u n d re d s  o f  p a ir  o f  e y e s  o n  t o p  o f  
s t i l l  l i v i n g  s k e le to n s  g a th e r in g  a b o u t  
o u t  there, and m en  d y i n g  f r o m  h u n 
g e r  have l itt le  c o n s c ie n c e .  A  m ass 
o f  l iv in g  co rp se s  s t il l  has so m e  
s tren gth .  T h e r e  are n o t  m o r e  than 
h a l f  a d o ze n  o r  so  o f  us  w h ite s  le f t  
in the d is tr ic t .  S om e  o f  us have g o t  
to  k eep  o u r  h eads .”

U t te r ly  u n ca r in g ,  the h u g e  m an 
lo o k e d  past the ra m sh ack le  d o o r w a y .  
H is  lo n g ,  p re m a tu re ly  g ra y -s tre a k e d  
p u g n a c io u s  beard  s h o u te d  defiance.

G lo w e r in g ,  ca v e rn o u s  eyes  o f  sco res  
o f  k n i f e - r ib b e d  Kaffirs stared c o v e 
t o u s ly  in at the a lm os t  e m p ty  shelves  
and  the scant p r o v is io n s  th e y  carr ied . 
S o  s ca rce  w as  f o o d  that w e l l  th ey  
k n e w  n o t h in g  p o ss e s se d  b y  a n y  K a f 
fir c o u ld  b u y  fu r th e r  m eans  to  keep  
h im  a live .

OU T S I D E  tw o  l iv in g  b la ck  w ra ith s  
w ere  d r a g g in g  a dead  M atabe le  

m an aw ay.
“ L u c k y  b e g g a r ,”  said  B e n so n  as he 

s to o d  g a z in g  ou t .
M u s te r s  f r o w n e d  as he ga zed  at the 

sm aller  man.
“ L u c k y  b e g g a r ? ”  he co g ita te d .  

“ W h a t  d o  y o u  m ean, B e n s o n ? ”
B e n s o n ’s eyes  b o re d  in to  M u s te r s ’ . 

“ I  m eant it w as  fa r  lu c k ie r  to  be 
dead , M u ste rs  than to  be so ld  in to  
l i f e l o n g  s la v e ry  ju s t  f o r  the sake o f  
im m ed ia te  f o o d . ”

In s ta n t ly  the b earded  m a n ’s face  
w as  fu r io u s .  “ W h a t  in  h e l l  are y o u  
d r iv in g  at, B e n s o n ?  T r y i n g  to  start 
s o m e t h in g ?  Y o u  l o u s y  in t e r fe r in g  
m e d ic a l  m iss io n a r ie s  are the cu rse  o f  
A f r i c a !”

“ I a dm it  it ,”  B e n s o n  agreed .  “ B ut 
m y  cu rses  ca n ’t d o  e v e r y th in g .  I f  I
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had the p o w e r ,  M u sters ,  I ’d  s to p  y o u  
r e c r u i t in g  g a n gs  o f  M a ta b e le  and  
B a ro tse  natives , and ru n n in g  th em  
o v e r  in to  P o r t u g u e s e  A n g o l a  w h e r e  
ou r  law s c a n ’ t h e lp  them  o r  g e t  them  
out.

“ Y o u ’ re c o l l e c t i n g  the p o o r  s tarv 
in g  d e v i ls  u n d er  p r o m is e  o f  f o o d ,  
and s e l l in g  them  in to  in d e n te d  labor  
f o r  l i f e  in an a lien  c o l o n y .  T h e r e ’s 
o n ly  on e  d i c t io n a r y  term  f o r  that. 
I t ’s c o m m o n  slave d e a l in g .”

“ S lave  d e a l in g ? ”  the h u g e  m an 
squea led . “ Y o u  dare to  te l l  m e  t h a t ? ”

ST O L I D L Y  in f r o n t  o f  h im  the l i t 
tle  m an s to o d .  “ Y es ,  M u sters .  

W h a t e v e r  o th e r  sw ee t  nam e y o u  care 
to  ca ll  it  b y , y o u ’re a s lave  dealer. 
I ’ve  n o  reason  to  m in ce  m a tters  w i th  
y o u ;  I cam e o v e r  here f o r  T o m p k in s ,  
n o t  to  flatter y o u .  Y o u ’ re ju s t  the  
sam e d o m in e e r in g ,  u n g a in ly  b ru te  
that y o u  w e re  w h e n  y o u  and I  w e re  
at s c h o o l ,  M u sters ,  bu t  that d o e s n ’t 
scare  me. J ust  on e  o f  E n g la n d ’s a r is 
t o c r a t ic  natural w asters .  B e ca u se  I 
w as  the sm alles t  b o y  at s c h o o l  y o u  
tr ied  to  m ake a slave o f  m e then. 
I ’ ve n ever  f o r g o t t e n  it .”

“ W h e - e - e ! ”  M u s te r s  a b r u p t ly  r o a r 
ed, and s t o o p e d  and  c h u c k e d  the  
o th e r  u n d e r  the ch in . “ L i t t l e  G u l l iv e r ,  
w e used  to  call  h im . U se d  to  put  h is  
l it t le  fists up  and  w a n t  to  fight. D o e s  
he r e c o l l e c t  t a k in g  b o x i n g  lessons, 
and  the in s tr u c to r  w a n t in g  to  put  
h im  in  the g i r l s ’ c l a s s ? ”

B e n s o n ’s arm s f o ld e d ,  and his fin 
gers  fe lt  m u sc le s  that A f r i c a  had 
tu rn ed  to  steel. “ Y e s , ”  he m e e k ly  
agreed .  " A n d  n o w  f o r  the ten yea rs  
I ’ ve b een  m e d ic a l  m is s io n a r y  I ’m 
s o r r y  to  say the e th ics  o f  m y  p r o 
f e s s io n  h a v e n ’ t a l lo w e d  m e to  f igh t ,  
even  had I  w a n te d  to. B u t , M u sters ,  
b e f o r e  I d ie  I  w o u ld  l ike  to  g e t  suffi
c ie n t  e x c u se  to  take on e  g o o d  c r a c k  
at y ou .  J u s t  f o r  the sake o f  som e  o f  
the  n a t ives  y o u ’ve so ld  in to  pena l 
s e rv i tu d e .”

“ C ra ck  at m e ? ”  M u s te r s  b e l lo w e d .  
“ I c o u l d n ’t ta ck le  y o u .  I ’d be a c 
cu sed  o f  a ssa u lt in g  c h i ld r e n . ”

T h e  m an  in  the  a lc o v e  h o w le d ,  and 
the m e d ica l  m is s io n a r y  d o d g e d  past 
M u s te r s  and  to  h im . T o m p k i n s ’ 
c r a c k e d  l ip s  s la vered  b l o o d  that 
d r ip p e d  o n to  f ilthy  b la n k ets  that a l 
m o s t  steam ed. B e n s o n  l i f t e d  his head  
and  w ip e d  it and tr ied  to s o o th e  him . 
B o t t le  in hand, M u ste rs  f o l l o w e d  
h im . B e n s o n  m o t io n e d ,  and w a v e d  
h im  back . “ G iv e  h im  p eace ,  M u s 
ters .”

M a c ,  a lm ost  as d ru n k , g r ip p e d  
M u s te r s  to  restra in  him , but  M u sters  
cam e on.

“ G et a w a y  f r o m  him , B e n s o n ,”  he 
rasped , la u g h in g .  “ I  k n o w  o l ’ T o m 
m y. I k n o w  h o w  h e ’ d l ike to  die. 
L e t ’ s g iv e  h im  a n oth er  d r in k .”

“ T a k e  that aw ay , y o u  f o o l ! ”  B e n 
son  d issu a d ed . “ T h i s  m a n ’s y o u r  
partner, no t  a s w il l  tank. H e ’s b u rn ed  
ou t  as it is. I t ’s o n ly  a m atter  o f  a 
d a y  or  s o . ”

“ I k n o w , ”  M u s te r s  s t i l l  laughed . 
“ B u t  d ’y o u  th in k  T o m m y ’d w a n t  to 
g o  to  he ll  th i r s t y ?  G et  ou t  o f  the
w a y  I”

U R I O U S L Y  he th re w  B e n so n  to 
on e  s ide, and let T o m p k in s ’ head 

fa ll .  A r m  a ro u n d  the m a n ’s n eck ,  he 
s t o o p e d  and  l i f t e d  the head  again . 
T h e  n e c k  o f  th e  b o t t le  c l i c k e d  on  
T o m p k i n s ’ teeth  as it  t ip p e d  to  his 
m ou th .

“ Just  a w ee  D e o c h -a n -D o r is , ”  he 
co a x e d .  “ T h e n — ”

A b r u p t ly ,  sav age ly ,  B e n so n  re 
b o u n d e d .  H is  l e f t  hand  p u sh e d  the 
b o t t le  aside, then  sent it  h u rt l in g .  
H is  r ig h t  s lid  b e h in d  M u s te r s  and 
j e r k e d  a w a y  h is  gun . A  sh ove  w ith  
the  h ip  sent the b ea rd ed  m an s p r a w l 
ing .

“ N o w  y o u  get  o v e r  in t o  that c o r 
n er  and k eep  s t i l l ! ”  B e n s o n  ord ered ,  
“ I w o n ’t k il l  y o u  i f  y o u  ju m p  me, 
M u sters ,  bu t  I ’ ll  m a im  y o u !  I ’m  g o 
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i n g  to  d o  m y  best  to  ease T o m p k in s ,  
th en  I ’ve g o t  to  g o  on  to  attend  
som e  natives. M a c ,  I ’ ll  leave som e 
m e d ic in e ,  and y o u  s tay  here, i f  y o u  
w i l l ,  and see he ge ts  i t .”

In  the ba ttered  d o o r w a y  the m o u n 
ta in ou s  M u s te r s  s t o o d  f r o th in g .  M e n 
a c in g  h im  w it h  the gu n , the l itt le  
m e d ic a l  m is s io n a r y  b a c k e d  a w a y  over  
the sand.

S ta n d in g  near, a tall, w e l l - f le sh ed ,  
l iz a r d -s k in  and  p o t io n -b e d e c k e d  na 
tive , w h o  s h o u ld  have b een  s m o o t h 
fa c e d ,  p u l le d  at r ib b o n -t r im m e d  
p la its  o f  beard  and lo o k e d  f r o m  m an 
to  man. H is  p re s e n ce  there , and  the 
c r in g in g  aw e o f  the  K affirs  abou t 
h im , c o u l d n ’ t b o d e  a n y  g o o d .

A  h u n d re d  y a rd s  aw ay , and  the l i t 
tle  m an tu rned . T h e  gun , e m p t ie d  o f  
she lls ,  f lew  b a ck  tw is t in g  and t w i r l 
ing . " I f  y o u  need  m e again , M u s 
ters, ju s t  send  f o r  m e ,”  he ca l led .

S t a g g e r in g ,  M u s te r s  t r o t te d  f o r 
w a rd  and  re tr ie v e d  the w e a p o n  and 
v e n o m o u s ly  s h o o k  it. " Y e  l o u s y  r a t ! ”  
he ca lled . " G u l l i v e r  1 W h a t  I d o  to  
y e  w h e n  I g e t  y e ’ll  m ake w hat h a p 
p e n e d  at s ch o o l  l o o k  l ike  a s i l ly  
f o o l ! ”

I I

FR O M  a neat r o u n d  hut b e h in d  
the  c o r r u g a te d  i r o n  m iss io n  
B e n s o n  cam e ru n n in g .  T h e  d e 
je c t e d ,  s w e a t in g  s k in -c o v e r e d  fra m es  

that w e re  m ules  a ttach ed  to  the 
C a p e ca rt  sh iv ered .  T h e  l in e d  fa c e  o f  
the m an  s i t t in g  n e x t  the em a cia ted  
C ape  h a l f  caste  d r iv e r  g r im a ced .

" M e t  y o u  a ga in  a lread y , eh, G u l 
l i v e r ? ”  he greeted .  “ B e t  y o u ’re 
p le a se d  to  see m e .”

T h e  m e d ic a l  m is s io n a r y  sw erv ed  
b a c k  t o w a rd  the hut. T h e r e  w as n o  
n e e d  f o r  a n y  co m m e n t .  " W h a t  tim e 
d id  he d ie , M u s t e r s ? ”

“ D a y b r e a k ,”  th e  b i g  m an  t o ld  him . 
“ F l o p p e d  c u r s in g  y o u  ’ cause  y o u ’d 
s to p p e d  h is  d r in k .”

S ta n d in g  in  the m a t -h u n g  d o o r w a y ,  
f o r  o n c e  p u t t in g  o n  a co l la r ,  B e n s o n  
q u e r ie d :  “ G o t  a g rav e  d u g ? ”

" Y e s ,  B en son . B la s ted  a h o le  in  
the r o c k  u n d e r  the sand w i t h  d y n a 
m ite . H e r d e d  som e  o f  th ose  d am n ed  
Kaffirs to  c lear  it. M a d e  a co ffin  o u t  
o f  tw o  or  three  e m p ty  b eer  cases. I ’ ll  
ga m b le  t h e y ’ ll bust  w h e n  w e  ca rry  
h im  out.

« T Y / T A C  and f o u r  o th e r  m e n  are
-i-'-L there , and w e 'v e  g o t  to  m ake  

som e  sort  o f  a stab  at m a k in g  the  
m o t io n s .  Y o u ’ve  g o t  to  c o m e  o v e r  and  
w a n g le  a p rayer .

" G e t  a m o v e  o n !  M a k e  h a s t e ! ”  
M u s te r s  a d m o n ish e d ,  as B e n s o n  d is 
a pp eared .

F r o m  o u ts id e  o f  a s u d d en  cam e the 
snap  o f  a gun . A  lo u d  g u f fa w ,  then  
f o u r  fu r th e r  q u ick  rep or ts .  N o w  f u l l y  
d ressed ,  the m e d ic a l  m an cam e ou t  
leap in g .

" S t o p  i t ! ”  he b it , as he hit the 
sand. " P u t  that g u n  d o w n ! ”

S ta n d in g  up  in the C ap eca rt ,  
c h o r t l in g ,  M u s te r s  t o o k  m o re  ca r e fu l  
aim. H is  g u n  p o in te d  to w a rd  the en d  
o f  the m iss io n  b u i ld in g .  " T h r e e  sh ies  
a p e n n y ! ”  he sh r i l le d  l ike  a m is 
c h ie v o u s  b o y .

U p  a lo n g s id e  h im  q u ic k  as a m o n 
k e y ,  B e n s o n  ca u g h t  the m a n ’s w r is t .  
A l r e a d y  on e  s ide  o f  the f o o t  o f  the 
tin  c r o s s  o n  the r o o f  w a s  s h o t  aw ay .

" Y o u  s to p  that m adn ess , M u s t e r s ! ”  
B e n s o n  d e m a n d e d .  “ I b u i l t  th is  p la ce  
ten y e a rs  a g o !  I t ’s m in e !  I w o n 't  
have t h i s ! ”

S ta rt led  a live , the C a p e b o y  d r o p p e d  
ou t  o f  the w a y  to  the g r o u n d .  M u s 
te r s ’ r ig h t  e lb o w  b u t ted  B e n so n ,  and 
his  l e f t  fist th u d d e d  h im  and tr ied  to 
hu rl  h im  b a ck w a rd s .

" Y o u r s  be d a m n e d ! ”  he m ou th ed . 
" S i t  d o w n  and be g o o d ,  B e n s o n !  
W a n t  to  s p o i l  the f u n ? ”

O f  a s u d d e n  he ca u g h t  B e n s o n  and 
je r k e d  h im  t o w a rd  him , tw is te d  h im  
a b o u t  and g o t  h is b a ck  bent  o v e r  the
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driver’s seat. Benson’s hands loosed 
and but wildly clutched for a throat 
that was out of reach. Fist and one 
knee holding him, Musters raised the 
gun once more. ‘‘Three shiest” he 
piped a vapid jeer.

In the sand at the foot of the wall 
the tin cross tinkled. Benson writhed 
free and wriggled out and struck the 
earth.

Lips tight, face set, he picked 
the battered thing up. Still not 
speaking, he stepped round to the 
back of the building. The ladder he 
produced was of his own making.

“ Musters,” he called, very serious
ly, and beckoned with a finger, “ come 
down here and climb up and tie this 
cross back on again. Fix it so that 
it’ll stay there until I can get home 
again and solder it firm.”

THE big man jammed shells into 
the gun, then brought the weapon 

down pointing. “Not me!” he spat. 
“Drop the messing junk, Benson! 
Don’t be a cry-baby. What in hell’s 
a bit of tin to make a fuss about? 
Come on ! Get aboard !”

A taunting bullet zipped close to 
the medical man, and bored through 
the tin wall. Benson laid down the 
ladder, and stepped into the hut and 
hid the cross away. Unflustered, he 
came out again and climbed into the 
Capecart.

“Musters,” he began with grim cer
tainty, as he took his scat beside the 
big man and they started, “you’re 
half drunk today, and not worth 
arguing with. It’s waste of breath.” 

Of a sudden his calm reserve broke 
and momentarily went into the dis
card.

His brows lowered.
“ Arguing with? Not you! Damn 

you! you lout, you’re hopeless! But 
I will tell you this. Musters. I’m 
open to bet my whole life that you’ll 
eventually be the man who puts that 
cross back up! You wait and sec!”

I ll

LOWERING, hollow - eyed 
brown - black m en s t o o d  
around in silent knots. On 

every slight mound or rise in the 
sand squatted groups of sullen ox
hide-blanketed, shaven-headed Mata- 
bele. All about the veld was dotted 
with hundreds more. Against the di
lapidated rough pole fence around 
the store, and close to the door, loll
ed a well-fed Kaffir, who toyed with 
his ribbon-trimmed beard. The semi
circle of living skeletons before him 
watched his every move with the en
vying, admiring awe of abysmal fear.

Out through the door swayed a 
procession of six men of uneven 
height, the pathetic makeshift coffin 
on their shoulders slewed and canted. 
The huge man at its head abruptly 
let the coffin down into the crook of 
his arm.

“ Can’t you be more careful, you 
damned fool, Mac?” he snarled back. 
“Want to bust the beer cases and 
empty him out?”

The smaller man behind him 
fumbled for the support of the rot
ting doorpost. The eyes of the beard
ed Kaffir gleamed derisively.

“ I’m doing my best, Musters,” Mac 
snapped. “ I ain’t such a professional 
at toting corpses.”

“Corpses?” Musters bitterly scof
fed, and cackled at his own wit. 
“You've made corpses of many a 
thousand drinks and toted them!”

Swinging, zigzagging, the little 
band left the now unoccupied store. 
The medical missionary drew up and 
walked alongside it. As it passed 
him the bearded Kaffir moved round 
it, as if to get out of its way, then 
drew back in again. Hundreds of 
pairs of famished eyes kept stead
fastly on him.

At the edge of a shallow hoe fifty 
yards away the seven men stopped. 
Benson kicked away fragments of



108 T H R I L L I N G  A D V E N T U R E S

blasted rock for a level place for the 
coffin.

“ Put him down gently, Musters,” 
he cautioned. “Tough life like this 
in the Back of Beyond in Africa 
brings out all our bad spots, but 
Tompkins had some good traits. We 
can never do anything more for him. 
Be decent with him.”

Musters dropped his end with a 
thud, a man lurched sideways, and 
to save himself, sat on the coffin. The 
big man commenced knotting to
gether three or four halters for ropes.

“ Decent be damned!” he jeered. 
“Let's shoot him in, and get the ashes 
to ashes stuff over and get done, 
Benson. Fred, here, and I need an
other drink.”

“When you get him lowered I ’ll 
be ready enough,” Benson advised. 
“ You won't have to wait so very 
long.”

BOOK in hand, waiting, Benson 
glanced swiftly around. On the 

thin air and in that African silence 
which can be heard he noted whis
pering footfalls. Natives crouching 
near him had risen, as if out of curi
osity, and were closing in about 
them.

Groups of Kaffirs at the far side 
of the store and everywhere were 
pressing in and becoming a solid 
mass.

Before the store door stood the 
Kaffir with the ribbon-trimmed beard. 
That man fondled his prized adorn
ment, and stared straight at the eerie 
proceedings.

Sloping, sliding, the beer-case cof
fin bumped and rattled to the uneven 
bottom of the grave. As it came to a 
stop nails in the strained lid gave 
way, and through a gaping crack a 
wide-eyed, ghastly set face stared 
stolidly up. A man next to Benson 
gasped and teetered and lost his bal
ance, and clutched at the medical 
man’s arm.

Musters jerked and tugged at the 
ropes to get them cleared. “Ye’re 
down there for good, Tommy,” he 
grimaced, as they stuck. “ It’s no use 
holding on.”

“He's acting natural,” Mac shud
dered. “Like him, we none of us 
want to let go at the very end.”

In the middle of the vast, rolling, 
lonely desolate veld Benson read a 
prayer. Spoke over a grave that from 
then on would be unmarked and lost 
forever. The mourning of the six 
bearers was a pitiful farce, the 
strange quiet of the horde of natives 
was but a doleful part of the scheme.

The medical missionary closed the 
book over a finger, and reached down 
and picked up a pinch of sand. 
“ Ashes to ashes,” he solemnly com
menced, and began to sprinkle.

Reeling, Musters checked him, and 
stooped forward. As he came up, 
both Musters’ hands held wedges of 
rock.

“T ’hcll with sand!” he hissed, and 
hurled a rock down on the flimsy 
coffin. “T ’hell with ol’ Tommy, too! 
Let’s send him off with a kind of 
whang!”

Instantly, with a bound, Ben6on 
was round the grave to him. His 
hands gripped the wrist of a still 
filled fist.

“ Drop it, Musters!” he ordered. 
“ Don’t you dare throw that! If you 
do— !”

IV

FROM the store came a whoop
ing shout from a lusty lunged 
man. Fluttering ox-hide blan

kets, all rushing in on one point, 
made a whirr as the wings of a 
plague of vampires. From beneath 
the blankets came shortened stabbing 
assegais, native-made battle-axes and 
iron-hard knobkerries. Bellowing 
orders, distinctly inspiring and goad
ing them, was the man with the rib
bon-trimmed beard.
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Musters jabbed the missionary 
aside with the fist holding the rock. 
Almost lightning-like, the huge man 
was sober.

“Raiding me?” he gasped, already 
moving off. “In after my stock?”

In a bunch the six charged for the 
tiny back door. Benson, clearly 
fathoming it all, ran with the rest.

“Don't do any shooting yet, Mus
ters,” he counselled as they ran. “It's 
that Witch Doctor who's started it. 
First time they ever found the store 
with no one in it. Perhaps we can 
get them away by argument.”

Musters’ gun sent a couple of bul
lets over the heads of the section of 
the ring of men nearest him. Milling 
about, the men divided.

“No killing yet!” Musters hissing- 
ly agreed, as he passed between them 
and hurled himself through the door
way. “ But we’ll have to kill soon. 
Or shoot ourselves.”

STOLEN whisky bottle held high, 
the bearded Kaffir dodged out 

through the front as they came in. 
Behind the counter was a muddle of 
armed men snatching at foodstuffs. 
Plunging into them, snapping up a 
hippopotamus-hide whip, Musters 
laid about him; the other five whites 
came on.

From outside came the clink of a 
broken bottle neck and the gurgling 
of swallowing, then a rasping bel
lowed order. The Kaffirs inside, 
backing, suddenly stood still. The 
crude weapons in their hands me
chanically worked with the panto
mime of stabbing and tearing. The 
famished eyes alone spelled murder.

Benson pushed himself in past the 
other whites. Six revolvers now were 
visible and threatening. Pressing the 
foremost whites back, he addressed 
Musters over his shoulder.

“Hold on a minute,” he urged. 
“For God's sake, don’t fire into them 
and start them, Musters! We never

can tackle and lick all this mob. Let 
me talk to them. A show of blank 
disdain may surprise and cow the 
poor devils.”

The mountainous Musters, cursing, 
brought his gun up. Benson’s hand 
closed over the muzzle. “Quiet, you 
fool!” the missionary snapped.

Right against them, Benson peered 
over the shoulders of a smaller man 
next him. Waving one hand to the 
vast crowd outside and the other to 
the almost non-exisient remaining 
stock, he vigorously explained that 
the whole wouldn’t form one single 
meal for a tenth of the ravenous 
host. Some who knew him, some who 
had heard of him, listened, but with 
obvious sullen disbelief.

Musters’ twitching lips presently, 
impatiently stopped him. “ You cow 
’em?” he jeered. “Like cowing charg
ing buffalo, isn’t it?”

Of a sudden those just inside the 
door were soughed on in. The head 
of the bearded native, leering, peered 
past the doorpost. In savage, viru
lent Matabele he cursed.

“ Crush the white dogs who fatten 
and let us starve 1” he slavered. 
“ Make carrion of the white sons of 
snakes who sell us into slavery!”

THE tense lapse broke with a yell.
A heavy wooden knobkerrie jabbed 

Benson in the chest, and he careened 
and doubled up sideways. Bare feet 
walked right on over him.

A thrown knobkerrie caught the 
man behind him in the forehead, and 
split his skull evenly as with a saw. 
A solid, evil-smelling black mass 
pressed in so tightly that friend and 
foe soon were wedged and unable to 
strike.

Edging away, jabbing at faces with 
the gun butt, Musters backed toward 
the alcove. The bearded Kaffir’s head 
again appeared, and he fired at ran
dom and seared an ear-ringed ear. 
The man squealed shrilly. The in
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furiated crowd hissed. Sensing the 
calamity of it, instantly the other 
whites opened out together, and 
blazed at men so near them that the 
firing scorched their flesh.

At the door a man collapsed with 
a hole through his brain. A thrown, 
twirling battle-axe caught Mac in the 
gullet, and blood coughed up as he 
fell. Before the remaining whites 
grew a pile of writhing corpses, and 
the famished attackers sprawled over 
them as they staggered on to charge.

Of a sudden the bearded Kaffir 
screamed again. As one man, for an 
instant the Kaffirs halted, rigid. Ab
ruptly, as one they broke and once 
more came on. One white man whim
pered, one sighed, one whined his 
life out, drooling as he crumpled and 
limply sagged.

Alone, gun empty, Musters leaned 
against the post of the alcove door
way. Beaten, for the moment his 
mind almost ceased functioning, and 
he dropped the gun. His huge fists 
hopelessly clenched and opened and 
clenched.

BY his side was the crowbar he 
levered lids off cases with. Hardly 

knowing it, he gripped it and dived 
ahead again. Bleeding from half a 
dozen skin scratches, he once more 
weakly sagged back against the post. 
This was the end, he felt. This was 
the last.

The beard-trimmed man abruptly 
emitted another scream. Suddenly as 
scared rabbits, swift as scurrying 
baboons, the fierce mob turned about. 
Scrambling over the counter, dodg
ing round it, shoving, the rabble 
turned tail. In only one brief mo
ment the store was empty of men.

Dumbfounded, Musters looked to 
the seething crowd beyond the door. 
The rasping screams of the liquor- 
crazed Witch Doctor drilled in to 
him. Terror-stricken, his gaze drop
ped to the faintly twitching muddle

of slashed, bleeding whites and na
tives that slopped over onto his feet. 
Somehow, it presently seemed, he 
saw the heap writhe like a mass of 
uncoiling snakes.

Then right before him the whole 
heap quivered. The two uppermost 
dead natives slid wriggling. The 
limp body of Mac pushed over. From 
the bottom of the pile slowly emerg
ed a shaky little white man. But for 
his clothing, the blood from his head 
to his feet formed a full disguise. 
Rocking, Benson levered himself to 
his feet and peered about him.

Blood-blinded eyes at last made 
out the big man by him. “Musters," 
the little man came to and, puzzled, 
asked him, “what happened? What’s 
the mob doing now? Do you think 
we’ll still be able to fight ourselves 
out?”

Musters’ fist indicated the mound 
of corpses, his mind saw only coming 
hideous torture. “ I might,” he acidly 
jeered. “You don’t stand an earthly 
chance. You’d better get back where 
you were, Gulliver, and bury your
self beneath dead men.”

V

T HE wall at back of the store 
suddenly shivered. Fr o n t ,  
sides and all about its walls 
jarred and cracked. Broad, gleam

ing, assegai blades stabbed through 
the mouldering wattle and daub plas
ter, battle-axes hacked at the rotted 
timbers and wedged them apart.

For just one instant, bewildered. 
Musters watched the attack in a score 
of vulnerable places, then leaped for
ward. A hand snatched up one of 
the few remaining hidden bottles of 
whisky, and he knocked off its neck.

“Take some of this, Benson,” he 
hissed between ponderous gulps. 
“Bust a bottle. Better to die howling 
mad from this stuff than howling in 
fire. The devils are going to get in
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in every direction. In the temper 
they’re in, if they get us there’ll be 
worse than hell itself. Lots of good 
your ‘blank disdain’ did, didn’t it?”

Benson reached for a bottle and 
broke its neck and, shuddering, took 
a drink. Well knowing its futility, 
he strove to express a morsel of 
hope.

“ Somehow I fancy I can stop them 
yet, Musters,” he muttered. “I ’ve 
often attended some of these very 
men before this.”

Benson put down the bottle and, 
puzzling, unconsciously doubled his 
right arm and felt the muscles Africa 
had so toughened. The action caught 
Musters’ eye, and he continued to 
jeer. ‘ ‘Suppose you taught ’em 
shadow boxing, eh? Your boxing 
prowess is useful now, isn't it?”

THROUGH the crumbling plaster 
came an arm, and a hand grappled 

along an empty shelf. From under 
the counter Musters produced more 
cartridges, then picked up the gun 
and, grimacing, loaded. A bullet 
drilled through the arm, and a native 
howled. Furious, Musters leaped at 
the widening hole, and blazed into 
the crowd.

“You crawling rats!” he called. 
“You’ll come along if I go!”

Vast gaps broadened out, natives 
were visible everywhere beyond 
them. Assegais rained through the 
holes and stuck quivering in the 
counter and floor. Musters kept bus
ily firing, then knelt behind the dead 
and pulled empty boxes and bags 
about him. Among the pile of slain 
a half-filled revolver showed, and 
Benson worked it out and pulled 
himself alongside Musters. It could 
only be one last useless dash now, 
and a final bullet for himself.

The beard-trimmed man, shrieking 
and dancing, of a sudden flashed past 
a hole. At his rear a band of living 
skeletons raced with him. Abjectly

obeying him, the band rushed to the 
outspanned heavy Capecart, turned 
it about and manned either side its 
disselboom; its pole. Propelling it 
as a battering ram, they charged and 
hurled its weight against the front 
wall.

Time and again the ram pulled off 
and hurled back at it again. Gradu
ally, the entire native-built store shiv
ered. Soon its walls trembled. Slowly 
it canted backwards and started to 
give.

Pulling apart, the grass roof shift
ed. Tottering, the four walls crum
bled. Flat on the sand beneath it all, 
Musters and Benson stretched, pin
ned out and inert.

All over the wreck chased a hun
ger-excited mob of searching men. 
At a shout from the Witch Doctor, 
who’d carefully watched, they halted 
above the prisoners. Viciously they 
tore away the thatch of the roof and 
dragged the two stifling white men 
out.

Bound, sweating, hatless, clothing 
half torn from them, Musters and 
Benson stood out in the open. The 
Witch Doctor, drunk till venomous, 
lurched around them and prodded 
them and gloated.

“Sons of snakes!” he hissed and 
yammered. “Palsied white hyenas I”

Laughing men rose up from the 
mess with alluring bottles and paltry 
foodstuffs, and he autocratically 
beckoned them and took their bottles.

“ Dogs!” he finished. “When the 
sun sets the ants shall eat them, as 
the white men have eaten all the 
food left in the land!”

VI

BLACK boulders edged in the 
kraal at the top of the kopje. 
The jagged rocks formed the 

lip of a bowl, and shielded the huts 
of the village. Flat on their backs, 
eyes seared by the blinding sun,
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lashed viciously, cruelly, hand and 
foot, lay storekeeper and medical 
missionary.

Half-jackal Kaffir dogs came tim
idly and sniffed at them, and howled 
and showed yellow teeth. About the 
wide flat yard squatted and crouched 
hundreds of disappointed, hungry na
tives. Topknotted women worked 
gaily at a smouldering fire, and with 
the setting out of pegs.

The sun had but an hour to go, the 
Witch Doctor, slavering, tripped and 
saved himself as he came over. Nudg
ing the huge Musters with a foot, he 
spat on him, then lunged a kick at 
the man close at his side.

**QONS of dogs!” he jeered in Kaf- 
kJ fir. “ Even the jackal dogs which 

eat carrion won’t eat their own kind.” 
Cackling, he waved an empty bot

tle, and pointed to chattering, glory
ing women clearing the rubbish away 
from the foot of two blackened posts, 
and unknotting strips of ox-hide.

“Yes, as the sun goes down, the 
ants shall feast, but first the fire and 
the lash cut from the river-cow shall 
work.”

Many wondering eyes looked ques- 
tioningly to Benson, but the fear of 
the Witch Doctor held them. Grim
acing, that man called to several of 
the squatting men.

Musters’ horrified gaze went to the 
approaching men, then to an un
guarded gap in the rocks at the side 
of the hill. There, he sensed, the 
way they had come up called and was 
open, if he but got the chance.

At command, the natives undid the 
tight lashings about hands and 
ankles. With knives and assegai 
points, they goaded the two whites 
up onto their feet. Staggering, reach
ing for non-existent support, the 
whites found their legs refused to 
carry them.

The Witch Doctor seized a hippo- 
hide whip from a native. Hissing, he

flogged at the backs of the unhappy 
men. A line of blood oozed across 
the shoulders of each. From by one 
of the fires an old hag dared repri
mand.

“No, Father!" she shrieked, and her 
wrinkled features spoke fear of the 
loss of fiendish sport. “ If the Father 
draws too much blood, the white 
dogs will go out before the sun!”

The Witch Doctor snarled and 
threw down the whip. Kaffirs beside 
them gripped the whites and hurried 
them, stumbling on. At the fire- 
blackened posts they separated them. 
Ropes round their necks and ankles, 
arms about either post, they fastened 
them so firmly they couldn’t so much 
as squirm.

Two more muscular natives threw 
the blankets they were wearing to 
the ground. Huge hippo-hide sjam
boks in hand, they measured their 
distance to strike. As the whips 
whirled in the air, Benson held his 
breath and shut his eyes. Musters 
groaned, and sweat dripped from the 
end of his beard.

Amazed, terrified, Benson’s eyes 
opened. Again the sjamboks whirred 
about to lash. Whistling, the stripB 
of hippo-hide flashed round to tear 
them. An inch from their skin, and 
the lashes were jerked away.

THEN the medical missionary saw 
it. Then Musters realized it. As 

cats playing with mice, the Kaffirs 
were enjoying the torture of hideous 
suggestion. Meting out long-drawn 
horror worse than any ten thousand 
real deaths.

Gabbling like an idiot, of a sudden 
the Witch Doctor dodged round the 
post before Benson. His eyes came 
close to the white’s as the post would 
allow. Right there was the end of 
hope already gone.

“ Rat! Snake!” the drunken savage 
hissed, and in his anger he screamed 
out his jealousy. Benson’s vagrant
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efforts to discredit Witch Doctors to 
his colored patients flashed home to 
him. “Does the white rat who tries 
to take my people from me and make 
them disbelieve me and scoff at me 
like the death dealt out to vipers?” 

At a word the torturers unknotted 
the strips of hide. Pushing them, 
jerking them up as they fell, they 
trotted the two men over to the wo
men with the pegs. Tripping them, 
they stretched each man’s hands and 
feet out to the driven stakes. In his 
agony Benson noted the anthill close 
by him, the teeming ants not far 
from Musters’ head.

Shrieking, laughing, the women 
ran honey from each white’s mouth 
over to an anthill. Squealing, they 
brought tiny boxes with warrior ants, 
and dropped the ants onto each man’s 
naked chest.

Gradually the ants in the hills 
crawled further and further along 
the lines of the honey till they bit 
the white men’s chins. Benson’s brain 
froze. Musters piped a piercing wail.

Abruptly men tore the lashings 
away. Knowing from experience, they 
lifted the fear-paralyzed men up and 
carted them off. In the centre of the 
yard of the kraal, right opposite the 
way up the hill into it, they dropped 
them crashing. Bandying taunts, they 
again tied them hand and foot.

VII

^HE rocks on the edge of the 
k r a a l  t h r e w  lengthening 

J L .  shadows. Musters stirred and 
looked to the calling pathway, and 
his dry tongue found rasping words.

“Why the silence of the Kaffirs, 
Benson?” he queried in a whisper. 
“ Benson, are you alive?”

The medical man opened his eyes, 
and moved a frame that seemed petri
fied. “ I don’t know what it means, 
Musters. I dread to think. It seems 
hours that we’ve been here.”

“Wish to God I could release my 
hands and finish myself,” the big man 
whined under his breath. "I ’m going 
to try. There are two or three dis
carded weapons lying about.”

All around the hundreds, now 
strangely silent, sat watching. The 
concerted inaction was ominous. Mus
ters, now working at his lashings, of 
a sudden gave an extra tug. "Am I 
loose?” he burst, then tugged again.

Wide-eyed, Musters felt the knots 
slowly give. Careful to hide every 
sign of exertion, he worked on at 
them. The hands came free, and his 
feet jerked and he felt their loose
ness. Bit by bit he rose the feet 
beside him until he could touch them. 
The knots came undone.

ITIOR just one-thousandth part of a 
second, Musters stood upright and 

still. The feet throbbed and burned, 
but he scarcely knew it. One swift 
glance at the little man lashed prone 
and helpless short yards from him, 
one look at the Kaffirs rising lazily 
about him, then at the open road. 
Then, weapons forgotten, he was 
o f f .

Staggering, stumbling, he dashed 
for the pass through the rocks at the 
edge of the hill. Dodging odd na
tives who made gestures of stopping 
him, ducking, guarding his head and 
face, he was to it. A leap, and he 
was over the brow and bounding 
down the path.

A dozen yards down, howling, 
bitterly laughing, starving natives 
charged up and met him. Sticks, 
thongs, whips lashed him and thud
ded him up again. Squealing, shriek
ing to Heaven at the joke of it, the 
women and the huge waiting mob 
greeted him. Flogging him, the mob 
drove him across the yard, and crash
ed him down and tied him where he 
had been.

Sick at heart, Benson saw him 
come in again. The thought of the
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trap of the apparently loose knotting 
to enable him to get away and be 
caught again nauseated him. But the 
knowledge that Musters had sought 
to escape without helping him, and 
had left him to suffer hell alone, 
saved him whispering a compassion
ate word.

AND now Benson felt his own 
bonds were loosening! Little by 

little as he worked them, he found 
them slowly giving. The same hid
eous trick had been played on him. 
Presently, still holding them as if 
lashed together, Benson knew that 
his hands were free.

Working cautiously, soon his feet, 
too, were undone and separate! Not 
a thing held him prisoner. Only the 
crowd of hungry human jackals, he 
sensed, waiting to drive him back to 
more of the doom of the accursed.

Loose, free, for a whole minute the 
medical missionary lay still. The 
blood in his feet tingled, but ran 
again. Almost all the worst of the 
torture had been mental and he felt 
his physical being yet held reserve 
strength. Soon, by nearly impercep
tible degrees, he moved his head so 
as to see the waiting Witch Doctor 
and the exulting crowd.

Then he more fully saw Musters. 
At once his gorge rose again. Full 
escape was impossible. In ten min
utes both he and the big man would 
be dying in agony. Musters, it came 
to him, would be going out before he 
ever had had the satisfaction of pun
ishing him for so many despicable 
personal things. And two yards from 
where Musters was lying was a drop
ped, neglected blood-stained assegai 
blade!

Could he do it? He hesitated and 
breathlessly pondered. Could he give 
Musters that thrashing now, and at 
the same time perhaps put the fear 
of God into the relentless gang of 
native vultures? Could he perhaps

get himself and Musters away before 
the Kaffirs regained their wits and 
went on with their devilment? Would 
they be so cowed by his supposed 
audacity and disdain for them that 
they wouldn’t interfere?

Like a flash, Benson was on his 
feet. A jump, and he had the ugly 
blade. Deftly as a butcher, he slashed 
away Musters’ bonds and had him 
unbound. His strong little hands and 
shoulders helped jerk him up so that 
he stood.

A sough of arrested movement ran 
through the host of waiting, expec
tant Kaffirs like muffled thunder, but 
Benson never heard it. The gap in 
the rocks behind him called, but he 
never listened to it.

Before him now stood a huge man 
who’d always bullied him, and who’d 
just sneaked off to save his own car
cass, and had left him to fend for 
himself. He’d die happier if he gave 
him a couple of long-owed cracks!

Benson pulled Musters about, so 
that he squarely faced him. The tip 
of Musters’ beard touched the little 
man’s forehead. Roughly he pushed 
the big man from him.

“Here’s a bit off the old account!” 
was all he said.

LIKE a little bantam, the medical 
missionary jabbed up a fist and 

jumped with it. The huge man caught 
it on the jaw, and tottered back a 
pace in dismayed wonder. Two sav
age, piston-rod fists followed after 
him and caught him everywhere like 
steel-filled boxing gloves. Then Mus
ters came to.

Wild as a bull, the huge Musters 
came in. Clumsy, strong as a gorilla, 
he flailed and slashed. A swinging 
punch caught Benson on the side of 
the neck and staggered him, but he 
bounded back.

Vicious, suddenly furious to mad
ness, Benson dived at him. Rained 
blows at Musters’ stomach, dodged
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under his fists, jabbed into his ribs. 
A crack over Benson’s heart made 
him cough, but he bored back again.

The flowing blood in his before 
numbed feet seemed to have set the 
man on springs.

A sliding punch twisted Benson 
half round. Head down, the big man 
came on. Whizzing, the little man 
swung about again. The jab under 
Musters’ whiskered chin made two 
teeth crack, and sand spurted in a 
cloud as he rolled.

CRAZED, venomous, the Witch 
Doctor recovered from his para

lyzing surprise and broke from the 
vast ring of bewildered watching 
Kaffirs. Howling, cursing, he charged 
at the busy Benson. That man, fists 
still working back and forth mechan
ically, was standing over Musters 
and waiting for him to rise.

Battleaxe in hand, shrieking, the 
drunken beard-trimmed man dashed 
toward him. The axe swirled round 
and round like a flaming sword. 
Blood mad, for a faint instant Ben
son hardly noticed him. Then ab
ruptly he raced backwards, stooping 
and shoulders hunched as cowed.

Swift as a striking cobra, the little 
man reversed and came forward. The 
battle-axe cut circles high over his 
head. An iron fist shot up under the 
muddled Witch Doctor’s chin and 
collided with his whiskers. The man 
left the earth, and landed back on it 
flat and out.

Snorting, audibly hissing through 
their noses, the utterly thunderstruck 
Kaffirs pressed closer in in a wall ten 
deep. Spitting, the big Musters rose 
again. Fierce as a trodden-on adder, 
he barged forward. A couple of Ben
son’s annoying, jigging steps, some 
irritating feinting, a dance away 
once more, and he was fuming.

“ Cissy again?” he slavered through 
bleeding gums, and followed. “Gulli
ver! Learning to dance?”

Finished, instantly Benson’s mind 
shot off the job. The Witch Doctor 
hadn’t been reckoned on as part of 
the fight, and he boded certain ca
lamity. Horrified, back to himself, of 
a sudden sensing it all, the medical 
man looked around at the mystified 
natives, expecting instant annihila
tion. Utterly at a loss, just as he, 
hundreds of pairs of eyes but stared 
at the miracle of bearded white man 
and bearded Kaffir laying stiff and 
asleep side by side.

Dreading worse than ever, Benson 
glanced at the closest bunch of 
watchers. Taunting, bluffing, he 
asked them, “Why don’t you pick up 
your maker of spells and wonders 
and tend to him?” But the lopsided 
fight had possessed them. All else 
momentarily had gone out in a mist.

To his amazement, not one native 
m o v e d  towards th e  vanquished 
Witch Doctor. Instead, myriads of 
closed hands went up to dusky fore
heads in abject salutation. Nodding 
heads indicated veneration for a man 
more unexpectedly powerful and 
fearsome than any they’d ever known. 
The Witch Doctor might have been 
out of the picture for all the atten
tion he received.

“Inkoos! Chief!” rose a murmur of 
awed respect which echoed right over 
the kraal.

USTERS’ arms and feet twitch
ed, and Benson stooped over him 

and lifted his head. In a moment the 
man was squatting, then he was up, 
though in a trance.

“ Come on while the coming’s good, 
Musters,” Benson whispered as he 
straightened. “Don’t make any fuss. 
Do just as I tell you. Let’s saunter 
off. I think we can make it now. 
This fake contempt for ’em has got 
’em puzzled.”

Scarcely understanding, Musters 
looked around expecting fresh devil
ment. A couple of groggy steps, and
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he half turned and shot a jumpy 
glance behind him.

“What d’you mean, Benson? What 
has happened? Am I crazy?”

“Come on, Musters!” Benson in
sisted. “ Don’t argue!” Natives close 
in pressed back as Musters lurched 
dizzily toward them, Benson clutched 
his arm and commenced steering him. 
“Play the part,” the medical man 
went on. “We’re going to make a 
break for it, if you keep your nerve.”

MUSTERS’ limp lips hardly had 
strength to come together. “Keep 

it? I haven’t got any nerve to lose.” 
Together, feigning contempt, the 

pair started deliberately. Arm in arm 
they walked through a lane of men 
who cringed out of reach as Benson 
got nfear them. Quite obviously none 
of them yet was sufficiently collected 
to dare risk touching a man who 
might do any terrible, marvellous 
}hing.

Holding their distance, to the gap 
in the rocks the abashed, hunger- 
stupefied horde kept pace with them. 
As losing something they didn’t un
derstand, yet valued, they watched 
them fade away. Half way down the 
hill Benson stopped and looked back 
up the unhappy path. From every 
rock and stone heads thick as flies 
stared in semi-worshiping preplex- 
ity after them.

“God!” Benson presently burst, as 
they went further. “We did it! It’s 
real! That was getting out of hell 
all right, Musters, wasn’t it?”

On the level both shaking, nerve- 
wrecked men halted. Sores and welts 
burned and ached in every direction. 
Musters reached out a hand and 
stroked Benson as if to make sure 
he was a living being.

“ TT seems real, right enough, Ben- 
son. It must be. That certainly 

was a miracle, if ever there was one.”
For an instant he stopped and 

struggled to organize himself, then 
peered away to the empty veld about 
him and back behind him. "Flopped 
that blasted Witch Doctor, too, didn’t 
you?” he took up, still shuddering. 
“That was a good one. The boxing 
lessons at school didn’t do you any 
harm, Benson. But what’s the next 
move going to be? That’s what I 
want to know. No store to go to 
now. I wonder what I’d better get 
at?”

Over years of bullying and indig
nities the little man’s mind shot back, 
then over the last fierce minutes. 
There was small need for argument 
or discussion, or to waste any time 
thinking out a trifling matter like 
that. Benson took the lead and hur
ried on.

“ Come on before they wake up,” 
he said. “ I can soon settle that. You 
needn’t let that worry you. First 
thing you’re going to do is to put 
that cross back up, Musters. That’s 
what you’re going to get at. D’you 
follow me?

“What’s more, you’re going to sol
der it on!”
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O LD  S T E V E  B A I N E Y  
stumbled in the hard-packed 
sand and fell on his face to 

the ground. Bart Cardigan, who had 
been carrying both their packs and 
canteens for the past twenty-four 
hours, unslung the heavy burden and 
leaned over the older man.

“ Come on, Steve," he begged. “ Get 
up. It's only a few more miles.” 

The old man shook his head. 
“ No,” he replied. “ I ’ll never get 

up. I know it, but I'm not afraid. ' 
Bart Cardigan unscrewed the cap

of his canteen and put the mouth of 
it to the old man’s white and trem
bling lips.

“No, save it for yourself,” old 
Steve mumbled. “ I don’t need 
water where I'm going.”

Hi3 hands shook as he pushed the 
canteen away. His whole frame 
shook in the grips of a muscular 
paroxysm. He gasped for breath. 
With one trembling hand he felt for 
something that was tucked in his 
pocket.

“ I ain’t told you about this, Bart,”
117
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he muttered. “ I ain’t been holding 
out on you, though. I been saving 
something for an ace in the hole.”

The old man’s eyes grew glassy. 
They blinked and filmed over sud
denly.

‘ ‘What—what you talking about, 
Steve?” Bart asked anxiously.

The old man pulled a piece of 
white paper from his inner shirt 
pocket.

“ rpH E Big Sandy licked us,” he 
said. “We didn’t find any yellow 

stuff there. We lost out in our 
search for the remote island where 
the Bird of Paradise nests. We got 
licked twice, Bart. But I always 
kept an ace in the hole. Here— 
here it is.”

He^handed the paper over to his 
younger companion. It was a worn 
envelope, doubly sealed with wax. 
Bart started to tear it open. The 
old man grasped his hand.

“No, no,” he said. “Not here. You 
can’t open it until you get to Bali, 
and you got to get there before the 
twenty-first day of March. That’s 
why I was rushing you along so, 
Steve. There’s only one boat leaves 
Port Darwin, and it leaves on the 
fourteenth. I had to make it or 
lose a whole year. I knew I wouldn’t 
last another year.”

The old man was getting excited. 
Talking frantically, excitedly, be
tween hectic gasps for infrequent 
breaths. Bart smoothed his brow 
and tried to press the canteen be
tween his lips. Old Steve pushed it 
away again.

“Now I know I won’t last to get 
to Darwin. You take the envelope 
and carry on. You’ve got to catch 
that boat. It’s my heritage, son. 
You’ve been good to me. I ’m leaving 
it all to you.” Old Steve’s brow be
came feverish, then suddenly cold. 
He went limp in Bart’s arms.

“ But remember,” he said with his

last breath. “Don’t open the envelope 
until you get to Bali.”

That was all. •
Bart buried him there in the Big 

Sandy Desert, and then shoved on 
toward Port Darwin.

He managed to stagger into the 
coast town just in time to catch the 
little inter-island steamer that would 
carry him to Bali—one thousand 
miles and five days away from Dar
win.

But the boat never reached Bali. 
Four and a half days out of Darwin 
the slow-moving tramp was struck by 
one of those swirling hurricanes that 
sweep up without warning from the 
Indian Ocean.

The plates of the aged vessel were 
none too tight and they were loos
ened by the first mighty surge of 
the typhoon. They buckled and 
ripped with the second surge of the 
cyclonic wind. They fell sheer apart 
when the mountainous wave swept 
over the bridge deck and engulfed 
the whole ship.

Bart Cardigan found refuge on a 
convenient chicken * coop, and the 
wave that swept over the vessel car
ried him off. Night fell at the same 
moment with the dramatic sudden
ness of a dropped curtain—like night 
falls in the tropics. Light one min
ute and pitch black the next.

HE hung on grimly to the fragile 
chicken coop while the wild 

seas tried to hurl him to oblivion. 
Bart Cardigan was a fighter to the 
full extent of the one hundred and 
ninety pounds of hard flesh and 
muscle that was draped on his 
square, raw-boned frame.

He held on all through that night 
and the next day, while the angry 
and free-running seas broke in bil
lowing white caps around his perch.

Night came again and he held on 
until consciousness fled.

The next morning he lifted him
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self from the bit of shingle that was 
so hard and inhospitable. The sea 
had calmed during the night. And 
now a rising sun hunched its red 
shoulder over a mountain headland 
to the east, flooding the dreary sea 
with warming, welcome light.

Bart Cardigan rose on his haunches 
and surveyed the unusual scene. He 
sv/ayed as he stared, for the surging 
waves were still lifting up and down. 
A stave of the chicken coop was still 
in his hand. He unfolded his other 
hand. A wadded, white and water- 
soaked paper lay exposed in his 
palm.

HE looked at the paper, then he 
looked at the surf breaking on 

the shingle. The sea further out 
appeared motionless and glassy. He 
turned about again and stared at a 
jagged high reaching pinnacle that 
trisected the blowzy arc of the rising 
tropic sun.

"Humph,” he mumbled. “ This is 
a mountainous land. It must be 
Bali!"

The last was uttered with some
what of a gasp, as though the evi
dence had just filtered through his 
numbed and aching mind.

He shook his head despondently. 
Water and seaweed tumbled down 
on the barren shingle. He looked 
down again at the paper in his 
hand. Hopeless!

Bart Cardigan mumbled something 
inaudible under his breath, and 
swung about on his heels in a slow 
circle. His probing eyes ranged the 
headlands and the jagged minarets 
beyond, over which the rising sun 
cast a brilliant aura.

“ Lombo and Sumbawa are compar
atively flat,” he said, half aloud to 
himself.

He referred to the islands lying 
east of Bali toward the Timor Sea.

“ And it can’t be Java. I’m cer
tain I couldn’t have floated that far.

It’s Bali.”  He grasped the sealed 
paper between thumb and forefinger 
of each hand. “ Anyway, I ’m tak
ing a chance.”

He broke the seal and spread the 
paper out flat.

There was writing on the inside, 
a message in faded, antique script— 
but in English. He read it slowly, 
carefully:

He who would solve this cryptic 
riddle

Must begin at day’s end and not 
the middle.

Just when the sun swallows the 
highest peak,

Where the shadow lingers last is 
what you seek.

There the treasure lies, if you 
look

With vernal eyes.
But he who reads this riddle 

wrong,
Dies—d i es—d ies!

Bart Cardigan blinked when he 
finished reading the odd doggerel. 
A puzzled cleft appeared in his bul
bous brow. He read it again and 
again '.ntil the lilting chant became 
fixed in his mind. Then he began 
to check up on his fingers the num
ber of days it had been since he had 
left Port Darwin.

FOUR and a half days on the 
tramp. One and a half days on 

the floating chicken coop—making 
six in all. For the first time since 
the hurricane struck he smiled.

“ Yes, I’m in time,” he said.
The smile broke into a chuckle.
“ I left Darwin on the fourteenth,” 

he laughed. “And made the last 
lap under my own power. Vernal 
eyes, eh?” He chuckled again and 
blinked. It was evident he was re
gaining his confidence. “ Cinch for a
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wise guy. March twenty-first is the 
vernal equinox. No wonder Old 
Steve said I would have to hurry— 
or wait a whole year to try it again.” 

He folded the paper and put it in 
the one pocket that remained at
tached to his water-soaked and rag
ged trousers. The other had been 
ripped off with the left trouser leg 
when he had been torn from the 
floating chicken coop.

THE tide was running close to 
the land by this time. Bart Car

digan slipped off the shingle now, 
climbed up a trailing arum vine that 
hung from a ledge above, to find 
himself on a grassy plateau. Fifty 
or sixty feet from the ledge a dense 
forest began. Banyan and mangrove 
trees, heavily interlaced across the 
tops with climbing vines.

Cardigan stood for a moment gaz
ing into the depths of the matted 
forest and then at the high moun
tain peak beyond. Then, coming to 
a decision, he started toward the 
woods. He halted a few feet from 
the edge of the trees when monkeys 
dropped down from the branches 
and ran out on the grass to chatter 
and spit at him.

He whirled his chicken coop stave 
right and left and sent them scurry
ing, then approached the woods 
again.

He was about to part the matted 
growth of underbrush with h i s 
hands and push through when a 
voice called over his shoulder.

“You go somewhere, Tuan? Where 
you go?”

Bart wheeled, startled, and looked 
back the way he had come. The 
stave was clenched tight in his hand. 
His knuckles showed white. His 
lips were tight.

He saw no one. But unerringly 
he sensed the presence of something 
or somebody. He walked back to
ward the shingle, peered down from

the ledge. A bird fluttered overhead, 
but no human was in sight. He 
turned back to the woods again, and 
instead of trying to push through 
this time, he trekked along the edge 
of the trees.

“You go somewhere, Tuan? Where 
you go?” came the same, hoarse, 
rasping voice from behind his back. 
It was an odd voice, distinct enough 
but with a strong accent.

Cardigan turned again—and still 
saw nothing.

“ What in hell do you want!” he 
shouted, in sudden anger, partially 
because he had to do something to 
break the tenseness of the moment.

“ Damn! Hell ‘Sacre’ . . .” broke 
in bold expletive, right against his 
ear, and something brushed him on 
the cheek.

Cardigan jerked around with his 
stave upright in his uplifted arm, 
ready to send in a paralyzing blow. 
A gaudy colored bird with a hooked 
bill flapped over his head and perched 
on a near-by branch.

It was a parrot.
Cardigan relaxed, wiped cold 

sweat from his brow.
The monkeys came out again and 

spit at him. He threatened them 
with the stick. They scampered 
away, chattering.

“ V T O  do, Tuan," he heard in a soft 
voice, and looked up at the par

rot, but the bird was motionless. It 
hadn’t spoken.

He turned around—gasped!
A snake, or something that looked 

like a snake, coiled around a long 
stick, was exposing its fangs right 
under his chin. He threw his head 
back.

A strange man, whom he hadn’t 
seen before, an oddly attired native 
with a hideous mask over his head 
from which dangled four separate 
strings of dried human ears, cackled 
raucously and shoved the menacing
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stick further forward. Cardigan re
treated in fear.

Another native who had sprung 
like magic out of the woods, mut
tered something in native dialect, 
appeared to interfere. The man with 
the hideous mask turned swiftly on 
his heel and thrust the fang-pointed 
stick into the interfering native’s 
face.

The native shrieked, clenched his 
jowls, then sank inert to the ground, 
the deadly poison on the fangs of 
the wooden snake having acted in
stantly.

THE brown man with the mask 
cackled again, weirdly, unpleas

antly.
Cardigan stood transfixed, staring 

at the unusual deadly weapon that 
was shoved under his chin again.

“You come just right,” the man 
in the mask said in beche-de-mer ac
cent. “ Sea god, him send you for 
sacrifice to eternal Bali gods of 
mountain peaks. Him send me white 
man ’cause he no want me sacrifice 
on burning pyre, Bali maiden who 
not yet been marry or spoil.

“Me good to Bali gods. Bali gods 
good to me. They send me you, 
white man, so I have Bali maiden 
for self. In lone temple on moun
tain peak where live Auruk of All- 
Seeing One Eye.”

The gaudy parrot on the near-by 
branch preened its wing feathers 
proudly, then squawked :

“You go somewhere, Tuan? Where 
you go?”

Cardigan acted almost without 
thinking. The ironic retort mad
dened him, The chicken coop stave 
hurled in arrow-like flight from his 
hand. It caught the talking parrot 
flush on the head, and the bird top
pled off the tree limb to fall dead 
at his feet.

The brown man in the big mask 
put a long, thin flute to his lips,

blew it shrilly. The whistle was 
sharp and piercing. It made the 
short hairs on Cardigan’s n e c k  
stand on end. He whirled with his 
fist poised, ready to annihilate his 
tormentor, but drew back sharply 
when the native flashed the striking 
serpent stick within inches of his 
head.

The brown man with the weird 
mask was shouting sharp commands 
in his native tongue, and almost in
stantly there came from the depths 
of the woods a multitude of natives, 
all armed with the deadly sticks. 
They formed a ring around Cardi
gan. Their sticks were extended 
like lances, with the snakes’ heads to 
the fore and the tails dangling like 
pennants.

There was another sharp command 
from the brown man in the hideous 
mask. Several natives broke from 
the rear of the fixed ring around 
Cardigan and leaped upon him. Car
digan’s fists went back and forth 
like pistons, as he heaved and 
plunged.

But the natives were too many and 
too powerful. He finally sank to the 
ground, overpowered b y superior 
numbers.

Within a few minutes they had 
him bound hand and foot. Then 
they lashed him to a stretcher made 
of poles and covered with the skin 
of a water buffalo.

ANOTHER sharp command issued 
from the throat of the brown 

man in the macabre mask. The 
stretcher was lifted to the shoul
ders of four husky stalwarts. At 
the same moment a drum began to 
beat in slow, marching rhythm.

The natives formed in a double 
column. The brown man with the 
big mask took his place at the head 
of the column. The four stretcher 
bearers fell in behind him. Then 
the men with carved snakes on the
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sticks took their places at both sides 
and to the rear.

The distant drum-beats increased 
in cadence.

Then another command. The group 
moved off along the edge of the 
woods in a slow dog-trot until they 
came to a clearing in the trees. Here 
an open path had been cut through 
the forest, extending in a straight 
line to the base of the high moun
tain that Bart Cardigan had glimpsed 
earlier on that eventful day.

T H E Y  marched all morning, 
through the woods and around 

the base of the high mountain, un
til they came out at last into a 
broad valley. Then they halted when 
the sun was almost directly over- 

. head. Cardigan’s stretcher was low
ered to the ground by the four stal
warts. The natives with the striking 
serpents ringed around him. The 
man in the big mask broke through 
the ring carrying a goat skin filled 
with water.

“You care drink, Tuan?” he spoke 
in a husky, cracked voice.

Cardigan curtly refused, knocking 
the goat skin container from the 
other’s hand with a sudden jerk of 
his head.

The brown man cackled, put his 
reed flute to his lips and blew 
shrilly three times.

The bearers came and lifted Car
digan again. The rolling drum, 
which still seemed far distant, began 
to beat once more in a monotonous, 
fearful cadence.

The eerie procession continued at 
a dog-trot across the broad valley. 
They came to another dense forest, 
plunged into it. Though it was just 
after midday, the heavy trees and 
clinging foliage cast a gloom dark 
as evening.

Here their course abruptly took an 
upward turn, for Cardigan felt his 
head being lifted higher than his

feet, while the litter he was strap* 
ped on jounced on the heaving shoul
ders of his native bearers.

Hour after hour they trotted on 
and up through this dense growth. 
It seemed to Cardigan as though 
they would never arrive at their re
mote destination. But they broke 
out suddenly upon a sunlit plain, 
from which he could look far across 
and down at the distant sea below.

And as soon as they broke out on 
the plain, the drum beats, loud and 
booming now, surged into greater 
intensity. The sun, round and full 
as a bronze disc, was sinking low in 
the western sky and casting a length
ening shadow that swept slowly 
across the plain just slightly in the 
rear of the marching band.

The bit of doggerel went chiming 
through his mind.

" —when the sun swallows the 
highest peak,

Where the shadow lingers last is 
what you seek.”

He groaned, then struggled to 
burst his bonds. They held.

“Hot chance,” he mumbled. Then: 
“ But he who reads this riddle 
wrong—Dies—dies—dies!”

He groaned again, and sneered in 
the face of one of the snake bearers 
to show his angry scorn. The snake 
bearer shoved his forked stick for
ward. The fangs of the striking ser
pent almost sank its poison fluid in 
Cardigan’s cheek, when an abrupt 
command from the masked leader 
brought the native up short.

THE mountain road led up a steep 
winding incline. The stretcher 

bearers grunted as they scrambled 
up. The rough jouncing and weight 
of Cardigan’s body against the lash
ings loosened his bonds, but he was 
careful not to indicate the fact by 
any expression or action.
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Once up the last steep incline the 
entourage emerged into a flat, nar
row shelf in front of a grotesque, 
temple-like structure. The booming 
drums roared into a rising, piercing 
crescendo, then stilled abruptly.

The brown man in the hideous 
mask uttered a sharp command. Car
digan’s stretcher was lowered to the 
ground and two oddly attired natives 
leaped over to it and released his 
bonds.

“Up, Tuan. Dog of a white man 
who kills the holy bird of Auruk, 
the All-Seeing One.”

THE brown man bent over him and 
pursed his red, betel-stained lips. 

Then he hissed and Bart felt the 
warm breath on his face. He re
acted instinctively, leaped up in an 
impulsive movement and lashed out 
with his swinging fist. It thudded 
flush on the brown man’s jaw. He 
sank to the ground. The hideous 
mask rolled from his shaved head, 
exposing the face of a wizened old 
man with only one eye—a white 
man!

The snake bearers swept in, their 
forked sticks with dangling snakes 
thrust forward. Cardigan r a c e d  
madly toward the grotesque temple 
set against the mountain side. A 
low wall of human skulls encircled 
a huge green carved statue just in 
front of it. The head and shoulders 
were bright and glistening in the 
light of the setting sun. The torso 
was in a shadow. Cardigan hurdled 
the wall and emerged inside the 
temple garden—the sacred plot of 
Auruk, the All-Seeing One.

A woman, young and beautiful, 
and bound hand and foot to the base 
of the statue, screamed.

The natives stopped in a dead line 
at the skull wall, stared with amaze
ment at Cardigan as he swept across 
the sacred spot—still alive. It was 
beyond belief that such a thing could

happen; unless the one who stepped 
across that tabu line was a young 
maiden to be offered up for sacrifice, 
or the high priest of Auruk—the 
little old man who writhed on the 
ground now.

“ Get him. Kill him. Let your 
snake sticks sting him ear to ear!” 
the high priest cried in native dia
lect.

But the snake bearers hesitated. 
Fear showed in their brown faces 
and gripped at the tendrils of their 
hearts.

To break a sacred tabu? No! Not 
even at command of the high priest 
himself. Death could be their only 
store. Yet, the white man lived! 
The natives were plainly puzzled.

The little man rose and climbed 
the skull wall. The menace of sud
den death showed in his single 
flashing eye. His thick red lips 
were snarled. The woman screamed 
again, then whispered something in 
a beseeching tone in native dialect. 
It sounded like a prayer.

Cardigan hurled himself at the 
base of the statue to where the girl 
lay bound, and ripped her bonds 
loose. She fell with clasped hands 
at his feet. The old man leaped, 
with a heavy, jeweled, beheading 
sword whirling about his shaved 
head. Cardigan twisted about just 
in time to confront him, and ducked. 
The blade clattered against the stone 
base of the green statue and was 
snapped in two.

THE little man whined, then leaped 
again. Cardigan lashed out with a 

murderous straight left. It caught 
the high priest square on the jaw. 
He slumped to the ground inert. 
Cardigan picked him up bodily and 
hurled him over the skull wall.

A young native, a snake bearer, 
taller and handsomer than the others 
and haughty in mien, stepped over 
the body of the unconscious priest
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and hissed in his ugly face. An 
audible sigh escaped from the other 
natives. The handsome youngster 
strode up to the skull wall. He 
spoke to Bart.

“You great one, Tuan! You prove 
it at risk your own life. High priest 
of Auruk, he fake, I know. I tell 
others. They no believe. They see 
now. You High Priest now. They 
accept. Look!” He pointed at his 
fellow snake bearers.

THEY had dashed on the wizened 
old man and were stabbing their 

striking serpents at his head. Al
ready the ugly face was swelling 
with the venom. The muscles jerked 
impulsively once or twice, then re
mained still. Other natives came up, 
lifted him between them, and hurled 
the body over the cliff. It went 
crashing down just as the sun was 
about to sink behind the high moun
tain peak in the west.

The girl was crouched at Bart’s 
feet, sobbing brokenly. He stood 
puzzled for a moment, then looked 
around at the awed natives. The 
huge green statue was behind him. 
The pointed shadow of the setting 
sun was gradually creeping up the 
chest to one side of the face. Then 
the wretched bit of doggerel came 
flashing back to his mind—the cryp
tic riddle:

“Just when the sun swallows the 
highest peak,

V/heie the shadow lingers last 
is what you seek.”

A sudden light seemed to dawn on 
Bart in that instant. At the precise 
moment the light of day began to 
fade, he watched the creeping shadow 
as it swept up the idol’s face, jaw, 
cheek, ruby-red eye. How it glit
tered in the fading light!

Now the sunlight went suddenly 
out. The idol’s eye was deep in

shadow—as was the whole mountain 
side. The last trace of direct sun
light had faded from sight.

Bart scrambled up the face of the 
idol, stood with his feet in the idol’s 
mouth as he reached for the ruby- 
red eye. That was the spot where 
the shadow lingered last. He 
reached up and wrenched it out. 
Then his heart sank. It was only 
glass—the bottom of a cheap red 
bottle. He threw it to the ground 
and climbed dejectedly down.

The girl pointed with her finger 
at the empty eye-socket from which 
Bart had wrenched the bottle bot
tom. The young native snake bearer 
just outside the skull wall made 
probing gestures with his fingers and 
clenched and unclenched his hands.

“ Reach in,” he said. “Reach in, 
Tuan."

The girl nodded her head affirm
atively.

With renewed hope Bart climbed 
up the idol’s face again. He stood 
on the lower lip and reached his 
left arm far into the empty eye- 
socket. It came out grasping a 
green lacquer box.

The young native was smiling, so 
was the girl, but there was a haunt
ing sadness about her face. She 
kept looking from Bart to the young 
native on the other side of the skull 
wall.

BART opened the lacquer box 
when he stepped down on the 

ground again. It was filled with 
perfect red rubies, pigeon-blood in 
hue, gleaming—a vast fortune in 
gems.

The smile faded from the young 
native’s face, and a look of subdued 
resignation showed in his flashing 
black eyes.

“They yours,” he said to Bart. 
“ She, too, she yours, Tuan." He in
dicated the girl, again suppliant at 
Bart’s feet. “You save my people
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from fake priest. He rob us all time 
for self. He made us poor. He 
make self rich. He steal our jewels. 
He steal our woman.

“He say for sacrifice, but he no 
sacrifice for god who is Auruk. He 
take for self first, then sacrifice 
after he through. That no satisfy 
Auruk. It satisfy only him, the 
false priest. He take my girl, too. 
There, that she.”

He pointed again. “ But she yours 
now. All yours. You, high priest 
of Auruk. Me, I chief, after high 
priest. Me, my people obey you. 
You take everything.”

He made a gesture.
"Ullah! All yours. Take.”

BART CARDIGAN stood trans
fixed for an instant. He looked 

at the rubies in his hand. He looked 
at the man kneeling against the skull 
wall. At the beautiful girl at his 
feet.

"The hell you say!” he snorted 
finally. “ Come and take her your
self. She’s yours. She isn’t mine. 
And these, too.” He thrust out his 
hand holding the green lacquer box 
of finest pigeon-blood rubies.

The young native appeared sur
prised. He shrugged.

“ Me, no. I no can cross tabu line. 
Death come to Balinese who do. 
Auruk, true god, but high priest 
false prophet. I good Balinese. I 
believer in own god, Auruk. You 
take all. Stay. Be prophet.”

Bart lifted the girl and swung her 
over the skull wall.

“Take her,” he said, and his voice 
held the power of command. "We 
split fifty-fifty. You take the girl. 
I take the rubies. Okay, eh?”

The young native nodded.
But a ripple of apprehension was 

apparent in the eager faces of the 
other natives. Their eyes ranged 
from the young chieftain holding 
the girl to Bart and the green lac

quer box of pigeon-blood rubies in 
his hand.

They began to whisper, and the 
tom-tom which had been silent be
gan to beat again—slowly and mo
notonously in a dreary, death-like 
cadence. Bart felt the short hairs 
at the base of his skull begin to 
stiffen again.

The drum beats worked up grad
ually to a staccato tempo. The na
tives began to dance and chant. The 
poison snake bearers started to ad
vance on the skull wall.

The young native chieftain put 
the girl down and held up his hand, 
said something in native dialect.

The snake bearers ignored him. 
One of them leaped over the skull 
wall and climbed up the face of the 
idol. He stood on the protruding 
lip and reached his arm in the eye 
socket from which Bart had ex
tracted the pigeon-blood rubies.

He brought it out empty. Glared 
down at Bart menacingly.

"Tabu! Tabu!" the young chief
tain cried out, as more of the snake 
bearers made to leap over the skull 
wall. They paid him no attention.

The man standing on the lower lip 
of the idol moved over and stuck his 
hand in the other eye-socket. There 
was a quick hissing sound. A stick 
carved like a snake’s head with 
fangs on it shot out and caught the 
native right in the throat.

HE shrieked, clenched at his gul
let, then fell off the idol’s lips 

to die in agony on the ground.
Sudden pandemonium seemed to 

grip the natives then.
They went berserk. The young 

chieftain could not control them. 
As one man they leaped over the 
skull wall and dashed at Bart, their 
snake sticks probing eagerly for his 
face.

But Bart didn’t wait to meet their 
attack. He ran, ran with all his
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speed directly toward them. But 
just at the instant he would have 
been jabbed by their murderous 
weapons if he had remained upright, 
he dived. Dived under their prob
ing snake sticks and came clear on 
their rear, knocking the attacking 
natives over like ten pins, and com
pleting a complete somersault to 
come up on his feet in sprinter’s po
sition when he landed.

Two, three strides, and he was at 
the cliff's edge. The astounded na
tives hadn’t yet recovered from the 
surprise of his daring feat. They 
stood immobile—indecisive.

Another stride and jump, and he 
went sliding down the face of the 
cliff. One hand gripped the green 
lacquer box tenaciously. With the 
other he tried to protect his exposed 
face and eyes as his falling body 
plunged through vines and creepers.

A convenient bamboo bush soft
ened his fall at the bottom. He 
scrambled out hurriedly and con

tinued right down the mountain side.
Three hours later, panting for 

breath and tortured with muscle 
cramps, he pulled up on the shore 
of the sea. And just off shore was 
a welcome sight. The lights of a 
yacht were shimmering through the 
night. As he plunged into the welter 
of surf to swim through it to safety, 
the last lines of the doggerel cryp
togram Old Steve had given him 
came back to his mind vividly.

“But he who reads this riddle 
wrong

Dies—Dies—Dies!"
He was thinking of what would 

have happened to him if he had read 
the shadow falsely, and thrust his 
hand into the wrong eye-socket.

“ Well, anyway,” he said, thresh
ing out with bold overarm strokes 
and still clasping the box of rubies 
in one hand, “ I read it right and 
won—at last! The heritage of Old 
Steve.”
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Crooked Vengeance

The sharp, menacing hatchet was slowly rising

“ Skid”  Pedler, Ventriloquist, Strikes Cold— and then 
Things Start Hum m ing

By SAMUEL TAYLOR
Author of "A tom ’s Eve," ‘ ‘That Heel Achilles," etc.

UNDER THE FORCE of the 
grizzled veteran’s hammer, 
the sizzling steam point 

nosed through the frozen gravel. 
“ Skid” Pedler tossed the sledge
hammer aside, poked the fire under 
the boiler, then took off his mitten 
and filled and lighted his pipe. He 
squatted on his heels, groaning a 
trifle with the acute bend to his knee 
joints, then he carefully unwrapped 
a small soft arctic-hare skin blanket, 
and disclosed a battered but care
fully kept mechanical doll.

“ ike, we'll hit that strike some
127

day,” Skid said. “Then we’ll up and 
leave this dog-goned country.” 

“Right, Mr. Pedler,” came back the 
nasal whine. Underneath the tiny 
fur parka of the doll, old Skid’s hand 
manipulated from the back the lever 
which made the manikin’s huge red- 
painted mouth move with the words. 
“Yes, sir, Mr. Pedler! But don't 
let your hopes get too high.”

“You’re right, Ike, but ain’t no 
harm hopin’. An’ how long’ve I been 
a-waitin’ fer just sich a break?” 

“ Didn’t we both come here in the 
fall of ’99 when you got the gold
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fever and quit the entertainment 
troupe? Such a choice!"

Anyone watching the dialogue 
would have been forced to admit that 
old Skid knew his stuff. When the 
manikin was supposed to be talking 
Skid's withered old mouth was ab
solutely motionless, and every ges
ture of his eyes and head was cal
culated to throw attention to the 
doll. It was good stage business.

Skid sat the doll on the hare- 
skin blanket and grinned. Talking to 
the manikin had helped pass many 
a long lonely arctic night. And the 
grizzled old fellow was proud of his 
ability to mimic and to “ throw" his 
voice, with lips stationary and im
mobile.

His shovel bit into the area of soil 
thawed by the steam point. He 
tossed the gravel into his crude 
cradle. On the next bite his shovel 
upturned a yellow mass of gold nug
gets, packed thick.

Skid’s withered lips half parted 
and his breath came fast. "Gad!" 
he breathed. A pocket at last. The 
dream of the prospector!

THE two men heard the jingle of 
the lead-dog bells and they were 

standing in the door of their cabin 
as Skid pulled up.

"Hello, gents!” roared Skid hearti
ly. “Howdy!”

The pair stared at him suspicious
ly. Finally, “Outta grub?” grunted 
the smaller of the two.

Skid’s wrinkled face wreathed in 
a tolerant smile. “Danged if ya’ 
ain’t the cordialist cusses! No. I 
don’t want nothin’. I’m payin’ a 
farewell call on all m’ friends. You 
two bein’ the furthest, I ’m here last. 
In the mornin’ I hit fer the outside.” 

“ What’s th’ matter?” rumbled the 
bigger of the pair. He was a mas
sive creature, with hulking shoulders 
and a heavy black steel-wire beard. 
The smaller of the two kept his

sharp eyes darting over Skid’s outfit.
“ Yeah, why you goin’ out now?” 

Fox Wilson said sharply.
"Jist got tired o’ it all, boyB,” re

marked Skid guardedly. This pair 
appealed less and less to the old 
miner. He changed his mind about 
prolonged farewells and: “I reckon 
I’m sort of anxious t’ git out, too, 
now I’m started. Guess I’ll jist 
mosey along,” he told them. “ Better 
be puttin’ miles under my runners 
right now.”

"Hell no!” snapped Fox, and re
vealed sharp white teeth in a forced 
grimace of his thin lips. "Tend to 
them dogs o’ his’n, Biff! You’re a 
fine sort of a neighbor, Skid. Why, 
you’ve lived three hundred mile 
away an’ ain’t seen us in nigh a year! 
Course you’ll stay t’night!”

AS the night wore on Skid more 
and more had a feeling that 

everything was not what it should 
be. During supper the shifty black 
eyes of Fox Wilson darted restlessly, 
searchingly. Biff's brooding orbs 
kept a steady watch.

Skid unrolled his sleeping bag on 
the floor in a corner of the cabin. 
He had traveled forty-seven miles 
behind his sledge and his old legs 
were tired enough. He fell asleep 
immediately.

It was pitch black inside when he 
sat bolt upright. Something had 
touched him.

“Sorry,” mumbled the high voice 
of Fox through the darkness. ‘ ‘Gettin’ 
a drink an’ kicked you, Skid.”

The veteran grunted and lay down 
again. But not for sleep. He knew 
a hand had touched him, not a foot. 
A hand had traveled inside the sleep
ing bag carefully enough that only 
haste in pulling it out had awakened 
Pedler. The hand perhaps had found 
time to feel the two heavy, bulging 
caribou-hide money belts around his 
middle. Skid cursed the fact he had
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no revolver, and his rifle was in the 
lashings of the sledge.

His straining ears heard Fox 
shuffle noisily to the other side 
of the room and climb into the bunk. 
Eyes wide open, Skid controlled his 
breathing, gradually lengthened it 
until the breath was a regular, 
rumbling snore.

Perhaps an hour passed, then from 
the other side came the faintest of 
rustles, a slight scare, a muted hiss. 
Skid wormed out of his sleeping bag 
and got to his feet. Two heads, 
forming a dark silhouette against the 
dim whiteness of the small oil-paper 
window at the front of the cabin. 
Then came the creak of hinges and 
Skid saw a rectangular white patch 
as the door opened. The lithe 
wiry shadow of Fox Wilson passed 
through, followed by the hulk of 
Biff, then the door was carefully 
closed. Footsteps sounded in the 
snow crust, hushed.

Skid stood in his position for fully 
five minutes, then he groped for his 
mukluks, pulled them over his heavy 
socks, rolled his sleeping bag. One 
thing he was decided upon: he was 
leaving, regardless.

THE bite of the cold air outside hit 
his lungs like smoke. A slight 

haziness was over the sky, covering 
the stars, but everything was illumi
nated icily. Skid made his way 
through the shapeless dim haze to
wards the shed where his sledge out
fit was. His footsteps creaked slight
ly with each step. He stopped dead 
at the sound of voices emerging 
through the slab walls.

“ Oughta kill ’im now, Fox,” came 
Biff’s rumbling voice. "Then we’re 
sure.”

"N o!” piped Fox. "You’re a fool 
and a dumb one. What happens if 
we kill him, huh? Ever’body knows 
he was leavin’, headin’ our way—” 

"Hide the body.”

“Ye-ahl Hide the body! Y ’ don’t 
know them Redcoats well enough 
—an’ what with your experience 
with ’em, too! How do we know but 
somebudy knows he stayed here 
t’night. An’ then he jist won’t be 
seen again. They’d—”

"But hell, this way—”

“ T T ’S the best, I tell you! It’s a
-L safe bet nobody knows about 

Skid’s strike. He’s too cautious t’ go 
tellin’ it around. They’ll jist find him 
and his outfit out there, stiff, with no 
signs of foul play. And we’ll leave 
him a little gold on his body, t’ look 
right. C’mon, let’s git back ’fore the 
old fool wakes up again an’ finds us 
gone.”

Skid sprawled in the snow by the 
shack wall as the two emerged and 
made their way cautiously to the 
cabin. As the door closed behind 
them Skid got to his feet and slipped 
inside the shed.

"Goin’ t’ find me dead an’ with no 
signs o’ foul play, huh?” he mut
tered to himself. "Well, fer two 
cents I ’d go in there an’ clean them 
two out, hang ’em up in the air an’ 
dry ’em fer jerked dog-meat!”

But he had everything to lose and 
nothing but a certain satisfaction to 
gain by such an act. He checked 
the impulse and examined the sledge 
load.

In the dim reflected light he 
could see the pack had been molested, 
perhaps by a thorough search. But 
dog-fish and man-grub were there.

He pulled the sledge out of the 
shed, then made his way to where his 
dogs were chained. He silenced 
growls with hissed orders and har
nessed in silence.

"Mush!”
His voice cracked sharply through 

the cold air and the dog whip 
snapped like a rifle shot. The dogs 
leaped against the breast straps, bells 
jingled, sledge runners cracked out
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over the hard, granulated snow-crust.
Looking back, Skid saw the cabin 

door swing open and the two men 
rush out. The bigger bulk stopped, 
then the smaller leaped toward him 
and apparently knocked a rifle down, 
for a flash drove into the ground at 
their feet, then sounded a report. 
The two figures struggled together, 
floundering in the snow.

“ That’s one thing I always noticed,’’ 
Skid grinned. “Crooks never can 
agree ’mongst theirselves.”

His dogs rounded a low hill and 
cut the cabin from sight, then they 
straightened into a racing line, the 
hairy backs bobbing rhythmically. 
The temperature was the arctic ideal 
of thirty below, when sledges glide 
easiest.

Miles slipped beneath the runners. 
Skid hugged the ravines, swinging 
with each step ever nearer his ob
jective, seven hundred miles away, 
where there would be entertainment 
and liquor to last until the ships 
broke out in the spring.

DAYLIGHT came, then the sun, 
showing pale and clear near the 

southern horizon. Skid did not stop, 
but pushed on without rest during 
the whole day. It was dark before 
he brought his team to a stop at a 
clump of spruce, and prepared camp.

He unharnessed his team, tossed 
each dog a good sized fish, then built 
a fire and erected a canvas fly. Spruce 
branches covered the snow under the 
fly, and while his pot of grub was 
heating over the fire Skid sat in the 
reflected warmth with his manikin- 
doll. “ Well, Ike, did we show a 
coupla ugly mugs a trick or two 
about gittin’ out while the gittin’ 
was good?’’

“ We did, Mr. Pedler, we did,” 
came back the nasal whine, with 
Skid’s hand at the back manipulating 
the lips in perfect unison. “But 
what do you think about them

getting real sore and following us?” 
“Let ’em, Ike. If they want to 

race with me they got a lief t’ try.”  
“Then what do you think, Mr. 

Pedler?”
“I think we’re lucky as hell, but 

safe. They might be far behind, 
but—”

Skid stopped short and leaped 
erect as the air was knifed by a wild 
frenzied howl from one of the 
chained dogs.

“Meg!”
It was the lead dog, big and 

strong. Now she was writhing, 
snarling, snapping the air with froth
ing mouth.

SKID ran to the sledge and jerked 
his rifle. His hands trembled 

slightly as he raised the weapon. 
Meg was his favorite of the team.

He shrugged, drew a bead, pulled 
the trigger. The hammer hit with 
an empty click. He pumped the 
mechanism, pulled the trigger again. 
Another click. Skid shoved his 
thumb on the magazine feed and in 
the starlight examined the gun. 
There were no bullets; the magazine 
was empty.

Another dog shivered, yelped fran
tically against the chain leash. Yet 
another followed suit. Soon the en
tire string were lying prone, twitch
ing, the spasmodic jerking of tor
tured flesh gradually getting slower— 

Sk i d  blinked moisture from 
wrinkle-encased eyes, then turned to
ward the north. His jaws jutted out 
like a rocky cliff on the skyline.

“You lousy, dirty, dog-poisonin’ 
wolverines!” he gritted. “ So that’s 
yer game, huh? Well, I’ll git you- 
all if I hafta come back after I ’m 
dead an’ ha’nt you!”

The food over the fire was bubbling. 
The odor rose maddeningly to his 
hungry nostrils. He kicked the pot 
off the stick above the fire and 
watched the hot stew splatter to the
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snow and sink through it, leaving a 
brown coloration.

“Can’t risk it,” he mumbled. “Ten 
t’ one they poisoned my grub too. 
Ye-ah. That’s what they meant when 
they talked o’ me bein’ found dead 
without evidence o’ foul play.”

He slumped on the spruce branches 
under the canvas fly and stared into 
the fire embers. Mechanically he 
picked up the doll and fumbled his 
hand beneath the tiny fur parka.

‘'Well, Ike, looks like we’re in a 
hell of a fix.”

“Right enough, Mr. Pedler. A man 
can’t live long in this country with
out gun or provisions.”

“ Yeah. And if my guess’s right 
we’ll soon be havin’ visitors.”

THE second dog-team was follow
ing in the runner tracks made 

the night before by Skid’s sledge. 
The small wiry Fox held the handles, 
while Biff lumbered after like a bear.

“Hell’ve a chance that slow pair’d 
have tryin’ to ketch me, if they 
hadn’t spiked the dog-fish," Skid 
grunted. He carefully made his way 
down from the tree he was in, 
descended the hill and surveyed his 
camp.

“Uh, huh. They don’t want me. 
They want my gold. So if I leave 
it—they’ll figger I ’ll die anyhow—” 

He jerked up his parka and the 
skin undershirt beneath it, then un
did the thongs binding the two heavy 
gold-laden belts. There was a lot of 
heavy red metal in those two fat 
pouches. Skid shrugged and tossed 
them both to the bough-covering be
neath the canvas fly. He picked up 
his sleeping bag and the doll mani
kin, then tossed the doll back upon 
the two gold pouches.

“Sorry, Ike. But ever’ ounce counts 
now.”

He cut through the timber up the 
rise of the hill, then stopped in the 
underbrush some hundred yards

away and burrowed in the snow. The 
two men would be able to see his 
footprints leading awa> from camp, 
but Skid hardly thought they would 
follow, when the gold was at the 
camp. From his position on the hill
side he could see the camp through 
a space between the trees.

It was a half hour before he heard 
Fox’s sharp voice, then the little man 
came into view by the campfire. Fox 
held his rifle in readiness and the 
sharp black eyes looked at the over
turned pot of stew, the huskies 
frozen stiff beyond. Then attention 
riveted on the two gold pouches, 
lying half hidden by the doll 
manikin.

“ It's a gift!” Fox said joyously. 
His voice carried sharp and clear 
in the cold. The hulking bulk of Biff 
had come into view between the 
trees.

“Don’t!” Biff bellowed, and jerked 
the little man away when in the act 
of stooping for the gold.

"Leggo me, do you hear, you lunk- 
headed bear!”

BIFF retained his grip on the 
other’s arm. “Don’t fool with 

that! Yuh see that jinx?”
Fox jerked away impatiently. 

“Hell! That doll!”
“ Indian sign, that’s what! We 

can’t move it and take the gold until 
we go through the ceremony—”

Fox kicked the manikin and 
scooped up the gold pouches before 
the slower man could stop him again.

“There's yer ceremony, Biff. An’ 
fer all the dog-goned superstitious 
caribous, you’re it!”

“ Bad luck,” mumbled Biff. “Wait 
an’ see.”

“Git dinner an’ shut up that ugly 
face!”

“ We ain’t lettin’ old Skid go 
loose?”

“He’s prob'ly runnin’ as fur as he 
can away from this place. No use
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wastin’ good time huntin’ him. An’ 
he’ll never come back around here.” 

Biff went about gathering wood 
for a fire, while Fox hefted the two 
gold filled pouches into a corner. 

‘‘Cut cards, Biff. All or nothin’.” 
“No.”
‘‘This’s some pile fer jist one man 

—how about shootin’ dice?”
Biff tossed his armful of wood be

side the ashes of the fire. ‘‘Say, ya’ 
tryin’ to grab all that gold? I ’d tear 
yer guts out with m’ bare hands!”

Fox stiffened. “Listen, feller. 
How long since you got makin’ 
threats to me? Huh? You been 
gettin’ entirely too fresh lately. Now 
you git a-makin’ that fire an’ do it 
plenty dam’ quick!”

Biff stooped surlily and began 
making the fire. It was plain to the 
watching Skid that the little man 
controlled his huge companion. But 
those deep brooding eyes, their sub
merged smothered gleam—Skid won
dered when it would flare out in a 
wild, animal-like frenzy.

OCCASIONALLY a wafted scent 
from the cooking meal assailed 

Skid’s nostrils, sending 6harp pangs 
to his shrunken stomach. It was 
now noon and he had not eaten since 
the previous day. He watched Biff 
heap two tin plates, then Fox handed 
tin cups across the fire.

“They’s a creek down there. Chop 
through the ice an’ git some good 
water fer a spell. This melted 
snow’s flat as hell.”

Biff made no sign he had heard; 
Fox spoke sharply again, then leaped 
to his feet.

“You go git some water, savvy?” 
The big man shrank from the 

other’s wrath. He held out a hand 
for the cups and plodded through the 
trees to the bottom of the ravine. 
Soon there came the sharp sound of 
his hatchet hacking through the ice 
of the creek.

The hulking figure had hardly 
disappeared when Fox fumbled in
side his skin clothing and drew out 
a small tin can. He pulled off the 
lid, leaned across the fire and 
sprinkled his partner’s food plenti
fully with a white powder. When 
Biff returned with the water Fox 
was casually eating.

Biff squatted cross-legged and 
scooped a spoonful of food from his 
tin plate. Then the hand holding 
the heaped spoon stopped an inch 
from the black matted beard. Biff 
sniffed, hesitated, sniffed again, then 
lowered the spoon.

“Here, Fox”—he extended his plate 
across the fire—“let’s trade!”

THE small man was on his feet, 
fumbling under his parka. Biff 

leaped at the same time, the hatchet 
in his huge hair-covered hand. Fox’s 
revolver glinted.

“I ’ll put you—”
The hatchet crunched into wrist 

joint. Fox dropped to the snow and 
fumbled for the gun with his left 
hand. Biff’s big mukluk stomped on 
the hand.

“Don’t do it, Biff!” Terror in that 
shriek. Groveling, pleading fear.

Biff hesitated, then finished his job 
with a careless sweep of the hatchet. 
Skid watched curiously from his po
sition on the hillside while Biff care
fully slid a stick beneath one of the 
gold pouches, took hold of the stick 
on each end with the gold poke 
hanging between and tossed it on the 
sledge. He handled the other in like 
manner.

“Well, I’ll be a froze-footed In
dian!” Skid muttered. “ If that big 
moose ain’t no-foolin’ a-scairt they’s 
a jinx on that gold ’cause Ike was 
a-lyin’ on top it! Prob’ly got the 
idea that’s why Fox was kilt— 
touchin’ it.”

Biff did not stop to finish his meal. 
He left Fox lying there and turned
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the dog outfit about. As the sound 
of the sledge became dimmer old 
Skid straightened up, stamped his 
cramped legs, descended the hillside 
to camp.

He picked up his ventriloquist’s 
doll in passing. “ Dunno but what 
you’ll be worth somethin’, feller,” he 
mused. ‘ ‘Seem’ as how you’re In
dian sign to that black Biff.”

Old Skid had no intentions of 
letting Biff get away with that gold. 
And the poisoning of his dogs caused 
the grizzled veteran to boil. He 
trotted along the backtrail after the 
jingle of Biff’s sledge bells. The 
fact that he, Skid, was unarmed, and 
that his old stomach had been a 
stranger to grub for forty hours, did 
not enter his head as a disadvantage.

HE felt his knees twinge like 
rusty hinges with each step. His 

shoulders seemed to have become 
heavy weights dragging on his chest. 
It was hunger biting through the 
marrow of his bones. The exertion 
of jogging along the crusted trail 
made him slightly sick, light headed.

It was dark and Skid was reeling 
groggily when he became conscious 
that ahead of him the rhythmic 
metallic tinkle had stopped. Skid 
continued cautiously. Soon he round
ed the curve of a hill to see Biff’s 
black blot of a form hunched over 
a starting fire.

‘ ‘Huh! Lets his dogs wait while 
he gits warm,” grunted Skid in con
tempt. Biff set food on to cook, then 
unhitched his dogs and chained them 
to separate saplings. He stacked an 
armload of frozen fish from the 
sledge and tossed two fish to each 
husky.

‘‘Holiday t’day,” he rumbled to the 
animals. “ Double eats.”

He went back to his fire. Skid 
watched the dogs tearing at the 
frozen fish. The animal nearest him 
was a big black and gray brute, show

ing wolf blood. Skid began edging 
towards the husky—

The dog did not notice him until 
he was six feet away. Then it 
snarled, the long white canine teeth 
showing in the darkness.

“ Shut up!” growled Biff from the 
fire. Skid crouched low on the snow 
crust, but Biff did not turn around 
nor come to investigate. In the 
brightness of the fire glare he could 
not have seen far through the sap
lings in the darkness anyway.

The dog was getting onto the last 
of one of its fish and soon would 
start on the other. Skid retreated 
a few paces, then straightened and 
walked casually so as to pass, near 
the dog. It stopped eating and
raised the hair on its neck in a low 
rumbling growl but Skid apparently 
paid no attention.

THE husky bent again to its meal.
At the same time Skid stooped, 

snatched the untouched fish and flung 
himself backward. The dog leaped, 
snapping, and ripped a chunk out of 
Skid's parka sleeve before it was 
brought up short by the chain around 
its neck. Skid scurried out of sight 
while the animal strained at the 
chain, rumbling vicious growls. Then 
Skid heard the dogs yelping as Biff 
wielded a whip.

Skid munched at the frozen fish 
while he crept up the hillside and 
looked down on the camp from the 
low summit. Biff finished his meal, 
then crawled into the sleeping bag. 
In one huge hand he grasped the 
revolver he had taken from Fox’s 
body.

There would be no chance of 
creeping up on him in the night. 
Nerves on edge, the big fellow would 
sleep lightly. He kept turning his 
head this way and that, peering into 
the darkness outside the fire’s glare 
from the top of his sleeping bag. 
Then finally as the form relaxed and
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Btarted to doze off, Skid pursed his 
withered lips and:

"Don’t do it, Biff!" he called 
sharply. But the voice he mimicked 
was the high cracked terror-stricken 
squeak that Fox had used to plead 
for his life.

Biff stiffened as though he had 
been stabbed, scrambled to a sitting 
position and glared nervously around, 
revolver gripped tightly. Behind a 
bush on the hill above, Skid grinned. 
Biff had been thinking about those 
last frenzied words of the man he 
had killed. And coming sharp and 
clear when he was on the borderland 
of sleep—

BIFF shook his matted black head, 
then edged into his sleeping bag 

like a child getting under the bed 
covers after reading a ghost story. 
It was some time before the shoul
ders and neck relaxed again. Then: 

“ Don’t do it, Biff!” came Fox’s 
tone again.

Biff leaped to his feet, peered 
wildly into the darkness, shot twice, 
blindly, at shadows outside the rim 
of light. Then with the revolver in 
one hand and the hatchet in the other 
he advanced cautiously into the 
trees.

Skid could hear the heavy blows 
of the hatchet. Biff reappeared with 
a huge armful of wood, which he 
dumped on the fire. As the flame 
crackled high Biff sat with his back 
to it and with the revolver in his 
hand, nervously peering into the en
circling darkness. The big man 
feared the dark.

Skid grinned to himself, burrowed 
out of the cold into his sleeping bag 
and watched. Only once during the 
night did Biff’s shaggy head drop to 
his chest, and at that instant again 
came the last pleading words of the 
murdered Fox.

Biff was red eyed and shaky by 
dawn. Skid munched the remains of

his frozen fish in his hideout on the 
hilltop and watched the big man 
pack up. He was warm and com
fortable inside the sleeping bag, 
drowsy with a well filled stomach of 
raw frozen salmon. A pleasant lazi
ness suffused his old limbs. Skid 
heard the low growls of the dogs as 
Biff began harnessing them.

Full belly—warm—drowsy and 
contented—Skid chuckled softly at 
thought of the terrified Biff—sleepy—

SKID awakened with a start, every 
nerve-end tingling, warning. The 

force of his subconscious shock 
brought him to a sitting position.

Towering above him was the fur 
clad hulk of Biff. The sharp hatchet 
dangled in one unmittened ham-like 
hand. Mechanically, Skid squirmed 
half out of the sleeping bag and 
stood up. Without realizing it he 
grasped in one hand his doll-manikin. 
Then he noticed that Biff’s eyes 
were on the doll.

“Ya’ wus here all night,” growled 
Biff. Almost without thinking, Skid 
slipped his hand up beneath the 
manikin’s small fur p^rka to the 
mouth lever.

“ It wus you which was a-scarin’ 
me! But I follered yer track up 
here!” The big fellow was close 
to Skid, and he towered above on 
the snow crust while the veteran 
stood in the soft snow around the 
bush.

Skid’s mind clutched at anything 
to stave off that menacing hatchet 
that was slowly rising. His eyes 
glanced at the doll; his lips were 
motionless as he spoke from his 
diaphragm:

“You stole my gold, Biff!” came 
the nasal whine, apparently from the 
doll’s moving painted mouth. Biff 
tensed, low forehead wrinkling. Ap
parently he had never encountered a 
ventriloquist before.

“Give me back that gold, Biff! Put
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down that hatchet and give me back 
my gold!"

Sweat pearled on Biff’s forehead. 
The lips showing through the black 
whiskers twitched, making the matted 
beard writhe. He took a half step 
backward, then something seemed to 
snap. He bellowed savagely and 
flung back the hand with the hatchet.

"Don’t do it, Biff!"
The high terror-stricken tones of 

the dead Fox cut through the still 
air like a whistling scythe.

Skid Pedler put forty years of 
practice into that mimicry. He stiff
ened to attention, opened his eyes in 
a darting look over Biff’s shoulder, 
recoiled slightly as if seeing some
thing surprising.

That is all anyone can do. The 
actual “ throwing” of the voice is 
a myth. It is all done by well-timed 
suggestion of body movements from 
where the voice is supposed to come.

Biff whirled. In the instant Skid 
swung his arm holding the manikin 
with all his might. Biff lurched back 
again in time to catch the hard 
wooden head of the doll square in 
his whiskered face. Skid leaped 
aside at the blind swoop of the 
hatchet. Then Biff rolled in agony 
with a wide-split knee. The hatchet 
slithered from his relaxed grasp. He

fumbled under his fur parka for the 
revolver. Skid made a dive for the 
hatchet—

<rVT7ELL, Ike, did we git outta a 
VV close shave?” grinned Skid 

Pedler to the doll on his knee. He 
was forty miles of the seven hun
dred down the trail. The dogs were 
growling over their fish and meat 
bubbled in a pot over the fire. “We 
did, Mr. Pedler, we did,” came the 
thin whine of the manikin. “But 
you sure cracked my head on Biff’s 
big nose.”

“Fixed ’er though, Ike. Fixed ’er 
up good as new. An’ now with this 
gold we’ll git outta this dam’ country 
to the outside!”

“We-ell, Mr. Pedler—”
“Huh?”
“ I was thinking. Maybe this coun

try isn’t so bad—”
“ You tryin’ to talk me into stayin’ 

here, dog-gone you, Ike? I’m tired 
of workin’.”

“Well, Mr. Pedler, we could take 
a little vacation, stoppin’ in at Mac
Donald's for a spree—The country’s 
not so bad, Mr. Pedler. You’re not 
so old, at that.”

“Mebbe you’re right, Ike,” grinned 
the grizzled veteran. “ Mebbe you’re 
right!”
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E X T R A  F R E IG H T

Ken caught a slug in his left shoulder that spun him around

Ken Harlan Was Tired of Railroading in Alaska—And  
Decided to Quit, But . . . .

By JOHN A. THOMPSON
Author of “ That Gilsum Guy,”  “ The New England Angel,”  etc.

W ITH a practised hand Ken 
Harlan eased the air a lit
tle, rolling his short ten- 

car freight drag to a perfect stop 
in the yards at Shelton. Climbing 
off his seat, he stepped to the deck 
of the puffing, sturdy low-wheeled 
mogul.

“Take ’er, Ed,” he said to the fire
man. “ I’m through.”

Ed Gardner raised his eyebrows. 
“ Quittin’, you mean?”

“Nothin’ else but.”
Harlan fished his lunch box from 

under the seat. Without a glance 
behind him he descended from his 
engine and started to go across the 
tracks.

Gardner stood in the gangway and 
stared at the retreating broad-shoul
dered figure moving briskly away. 
Harlan was hatless, but the shimmer
ing thatch of tightly curled red hair 
surmounting his bullet head bobbed

13 6
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up and down like a halo of fire as 
he disappeared in the distance.

“Him a red-head, too,” muttered 
Gardner sadly.

Ken cut straight across the yards, 
heading for town. He meant what 
he told his fireman. After a season 
of Alaskan railroading he was 
through.

He liked the north country, liked 
the adventurous, hard-bitten bunch 
of he-rails he worked with. But hell, 
a fellow had his future to think of. 
Ken knew he could never afford to 
get married while he was still buck
ing the extra board on a wooden axle 
frontier pike a million miles from 
nowhere.

A  GIRL—the girl—was waiting for 
him back in the States. And a 

steady job on the P. N. and K., his 
old road. Mary’s father was road 
foreman of engines of the Merkle 
Division.

Deciding to go home was one 
thing. Getting there presented a 
problem. Ken knew to a dollar how 
woefully short he was of the amount 
needed to take him back to the 
States.

He knew that within two or three 
days at most the last boat of the 
season would steam out of the open 
roadstead at Nome. After that the 
slush ice in the Bering Sea would 
freeze solid and it would be late in 
the following spring before steamer 
traffic with the outside could be re
sumed.

Ken smiled to himself. It was like 
him to make his decisions first and 
devise a means of carrying them out 
later.

Even as he smiled he had thought 
of an idea.

Shelton was the northern terminus 
of the Nome and Kougarok railroad, 
a single track line that pushed its 
way valiantly a hundred miles across 
♦he tundra from the bleak shores of

the Bering Sea to the busy gold 
camps inland.

A mining town, a rip-roaring young 
Helldorado of the North, Shelton. 
Drinking, gun-fighting, fist frays 
were considered prime amusement. 
Gambling was wide open. And Ken 
knew he could play an astute game 
of poker when he had a mind to.

Picking out the first brightly 
lighted spot, Harlan bought a drink 
at the bar, then sauntered over to 
the gaming tables. He hung around 
until there was an empty chair at a 
poker table.

He nodded affably to the solemn 
group as he sat down. Chips pur
chased, coat removed, shirt sleeves 
rolled up, he concentrated on some 
really constructive work with the 
pasteboards.

“Right here,” he mumbled to him
self as he glanced at his first five 
cards, “ is where the great Harlan 
Refinance Plan gets into operation.” 
He discarded two little ones, hold
ing out a brace of jacks and a bul
let.

Throughout the evening Ken played 
his cards closely. By midnight he 
was doing nicely. Far too nicely 
to suit Skagway Dan at whose table 
he was playing. Skagway centered 
all his attention on the railroader, 
and mysteriously Ken’s pile of hard- 
won chips began to dwindle.

A NEW tenseness gripped Ken, a 
look of cold steel crept into his 

usually mild blue eyes. Finally he 
caught the professional gambler red- 
handed, slipping himself a pair of 
kings from the bottom of the deck. 
Jumping to his feet, the hogger 
shouted a direct accusation. The 
gambler’s eyes flashed.

"You’re a damned liar!” he 
snarled.

Ken lunged forward, overturning 
the table.

Skagway made a swift motion hip-
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ward. There was a spurt of flame, the 
bark of a six-gun. Wood splintered 
from the table top. General pande
monium broke loose.

“The railroader started it!” some
one shouted. Everybody’s venom 
seemed to center on Ken. A dozen 
men lunged for him at once. Ken 
felt the stinging impact of his 
knotted fist against the nearest jaw, 
heard a bone crunch, saw a figure go 
sprawling to the floor.

L IKE every other boomer who 
worked on the Nome and Koug- 

arok, Ken v/as aware of the fact that 
the townspeople were not partial to 
railroad men. Buck Howard, the 
marshal, was their open enemy.

Harlan realized that unless he 
made a swift escape, he would most 
likely wind up in the local hoosegow, 
charged, regardless of facts, with be
ing a disturber of the peace.

His great Harlan Refinance Plan 
had suddenly gone a-glimmering. It 
was a cinch he would never make the 
last boat out for the States locked 
in an iron-barred jail house.

He looked about him hurriedly. 
The nearest means of egress was a 
window boarded up with thin wood
en slats. Without a moment’s hesi
tation the hogger plunged through 
it, head first, shattering the thin 
barrier like a circus horse diving 
through a paper hoop. He landed 
face first on the ground outside.

As he picked himself up, shots 
and sounds of hastily organized pur
suit impinged upon his ringing ears. 
He darted around the back of the 
building. Sheer instinct directed his 
feet toward the tracks of the Nome 
and Kougarok Railroad.

“There he goes!” cried a pursuer 
eagerly. Several guns spat in rapid 
succession. A bullet whistled by Ken’s 
head, and he redoubled his speed.

Harlan contacted the N. and K. at 
the outer yard limits. Luck was

with him. A freight came thunder
ing up the tracks, gathering mo
mentum rapidly for a running start 
at the steep grade outside of Shel
ton by means of which the little 
railroad climbed the tortuous de
files of Posthole Canyon to the crest 
of the rugged Kougarok divide.

Ken risked a single glance behind 
him. The next moment he was sprint
ing up the roadbed parallel to the 
string of freight cars, and feeling 
frantically for a handy grab iren. 
He let a box car slide by. Behind 
it was a locomotive coupled “dead” 
in the middle of the train. Leaping 
for the steps, Ken pulled himself 
into the gangway.

Panting heavily, he peered out the 
side window of the engine cab and 
a slow grin crept over his features 
as he watched his baffled pursuers 
shake irate fists at the receding cars 
before they turned back toward town.

Within a half mile the freight 
slowed down perceptibly as it struck 
the first rise of the divide. Looking 
about him, Ken immediately recog
nized the locomotive in which he 
had sought refuge.

She was the old 544, a hog built 
with low drivers and a boiler head 
that seemed out of proportion to the 
rest of the engine.

It filled the cab almost to the roof. 
Boiler and firebox were both empty 
now, of course.

THE jack intended for hard work 
on mountain grades had thrown 

a side rod on a former trip to Shel
ton and was being hauled back to 
have the necessary repairs made at 
Nome, where the road's machine 
shops were. Both side rods had been 
removed so she would roll freely. 
Ken saw them, noticing particularly 
the broken one, lashed securely to 
the deck in the coal space on the 
tender.

Moving over to the right-hand scat
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box, he leaned out of the cab and 
for a while he watched the road 
ahead. He was quite comfortable. 
Later would be time enough to drop 
in on the boys back in the crummy 
and announce his presence. There was 
no hurry since he had decided to ac
cept Fate and ride the freight clear 
into Nome anyhow.

His final pay check, a meager one, 
was waiting for him at the main 
office. With that shoestring for a 
financial start he still had to solve 
the problem of making the last boat 
out for the States. His first try 
had boomeranged disastrously. Ken 
smiled ruefully.

The freight climbed steadily, mak
ing the rock walls of Posthole Can
yon ring with the booming exhaust 
of the engine. Up ahead the glare 
from the firebox alternately illumi
nated the beetling crags of the nar
row gorge with a dull red glow, then 
dropped them into darkness again as 
the tallowpot worked and sweated 
over his fires. Unconsciously Ken 
found himself critici2 ing the han
dling of the train by the hogger on 
the front end.

HE listened to the timing of the 
exhaust beats. “ Ought to drop 

his Johnson bar a notch and get a 
longer stroke,” he muttered to him
self. "He’ll slip his drivers on Van
adium Cut if he ain’t careful.”

However, the train continued to 
pull up the grade. Ken felt tired. 
He had had a hard run up to Shel
ton. Then the excitement following 
his unfortunate card game. And no 
rest. He slipped off the seat box 
onto the deck, propped his head 
against the seat cushion, braced him
self against the jar and sway of the 
train’s motion, and dozed off.

When he opened his eyes again 
the freight had stopped. He heard 
voices outside the cab window. 

“ Droppin’ down the mountains is

a hell of a place for a freight drag 
to make time, if you ask me. Speed- 
in’ on them short radius turns is dan
gerous.”

“ Brother,” rasped a second voice, 
“ I only work for this road the same 
as you. Those are the orders, and 
you can do what you like with ’em.”

a /^\KAY, upl” A pause. Then,
V./ "What’s the idea? Despatcher 

gone daffy?”
“They’re all nuts.” The second 

voice lowered. “There’s an important 
extra freight behind you tonight. A 
dummy drag. Ten box cars. Nine 
of ’em empty, and the tenth carrying 
enough gold to make you and all 
your relatives rich. About a quar
ter million in yellow metal from the 
mines around Shelton racing to the 
coast to catch the last boat out. It’s 
being shipped to the United States 
Mint at ’Frisco.”

“ A fine way to ship gold,” mum
bled the first man whom Ken guessed 
correctly to be the conductor of the 
train on which he was riding.

“Not so dumb. They got the last 
shipment that went through when 
Con Kelly was wrecked on th e  
Nome flyer.” Again the voice was 
lowered. “Between you and me and 
the lamp post, Lane, the same gang 
might make a try for this stuff, if 
they knew when and how it was 
moving. Anyhow, that extra’s crowd
ing you, and it’s your job to keep 
ahead of her all the way in.”

Ken started to his feet. Might as 
well announce himself now as later. 
The train began to take up slack 
with a clatter of banging drawbars. 
As he rose the “dead” engine took 
the strain with a jerk that nearly 
threw him to the floor plates. He 
clutched for a hand rail to steady 
himself, but by the time he reached 
the gangway the freight was already 
in motion.

Directly in front of Ken a light
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shone in the little bay window of the 
isolated telegraph shack at the crest 
of the Kougarok divide. The operator 
whom he had been listening to was 
just entering the door.

Ken glanced down the track. Lane, 
with his back toward the front of 
the train and his lantern swinging in 
the crook of his elbow, was hurrying 
past the rolling cars. A moment 
later he swung himself aboard the 
crummy.

“Well, I'll go back later,” , mused 
Ken. He resumed his place on the 
seat box of the crippled 544, and 
settled himself for a swift descent 
on the far side of the mountains up 
which the freight had so laboriously 
climbed. The train gained speed 
rapidly.

K EN felt a hard lunge as the 
"dead” engine was whipped 

around, the first bad curve. Instinc
tively his hand reached out for the 
air valve.

Then he laughed to himself. After 
all this wasn’t his train.

Still he didn’t approve of the reck
less way the engineer up ahead was 
taking the drop. “ Better give her an 
air application, big boy, or you’ll 
have this string in the ditch,” he 
muttered to himself.

Nevertheless, the freight negotiated 
the next turn, and several successive 
ones.

In a way Ken was forced to ad
mire the steel nerves of the hog- 
ger on the head end. The man was 
certainly' carrying out his orders. 
Neither the gold train nor any other 
would have much chance of crowd
ing him the way he was dropping 
down the grades.

Suddenly above the roar and clang 
and bang of the racing train Ken 
heard an insistent humming over
head. He leaned out of the cab win
dow and looked up. Like pin points 
in the distance the night lights of a

plane passed overhead and disap
peared.

“Mountains don't mean a thing to 
those birds,” muttered Ken.

Harlan braced himself for the next 
violent swing. And he did so barely 
in time. As the car ahead of the 
“dead” locomotive swung around, it 
whipped the drawbar after it, and the 
sudden tug on the heavy engine 
proved a greater strain than the 
metal could bear. There was a snap, 
a hiss as the air hose parted. The 
freight had broken in two.

For a moment Harlan thought the 
old 544 would climb the rails and 
pitch headlong off the tracks. Miracu
lously the jack hung to the steel 
ribbons, lurching madly.

Ken was on his feet now, scram
bling back over the tender and onto 
the top of the box cars behind him. 
Regardless of his own safety he ran 
rearward the length of the train, 
hopping the perilous, swaying dark 
gaps between cars with a sure-foot
edness that came from a lifetime of 
railroading.

He burst into the caboose as the 
rear brakeman was coming out.

“ We’re broke in two!” he shouted 
at the astonished shack. “Gimme a 
brake club. We gotta tie these cars 
down, or we'll crash into the first 
half—if we don't turn over on a 
curve.”

Inside the crummy, Lane, the con
ductor stood white as a sheet. His 
mouth opened wide, his lower jaw 
hung slack and unhinged as he gazed 
saucer-eyed at Ken Harlan. He was 
too scared to comment on Ken’s sud
den appearance.

‘ ‘TTTE’LL never get ’em tied down.”
* » he babbled. “ Can’t hold the 

544 when she gets to rollin’.” The 
conductor brushed past Ken, who had 
already snatched up a brake club.

“ Where you goin’ ?” Ken’s hand 
reached out for Lane’s arm.
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Lane tore loose from the grasp. 
“You can be your own dead hero,” 
he snarled. “Me—I’m going to jump 
while there’s still a chance. Before 
we hit the lower gorge.”

"Don’t be a fool! You’ll kill your
self,” snapped Ken. He made an
other grab for Lane, but the man 
eluded him.

With a frightened scream the ter
ror-stricken conductor dashed onto 
the rear platform and leaped into the 
night. Ken heard the dull impact, 
saw a huddled form roll sickeningly 
in the red glow of the swiftly re
ceding marker lights.

THE brakeman was two cars ahead 
of Ken as the latter reached the 

top of the train again.
“Where’s Lane?” he asked.
“ Bailed out,” said Ken laconically. 

“ Go up forward and tie ’em down, 
working back. I’ll work toward you 
from here.”

The brakeman nodded, and moved 
off. Ken inserted his brake club 
between the spokes of the nearest 
hand wheel. He began tightening up 
on the brake chains. One car as tight 
as he could make it, he moved ahead 
to the next.

In spite of the efforts of Ken and 
the brakeman, the runaway still 
raced on. The two men were work
ing closer together now, both pant
ing, exhausted from straining every 
ounce of muscle they possessed in 
their desperate efforts to bear down 
on the hand brakes.

Suddenly the train gave a lurch 
around a steeply banked bend. For 
a moment the car on which Ken was 
riding seemed to float through space. 
Its spinning wheels lifted from the 
rails. Then it settled with a jar and 
a screech as the wheel flanges bit 
into the steel ribbons again.

Ken heard a shout. Though the 
cold wind stung his cheeks and bit 
into the marrow of his bones, sweat

broke out in great beads on his fore
head. The brakeman, thrown off 
balance, was sprawled on the car 
roof, clutching wildly at empty air, 
clawing for a hand-hold he couldn’t 
find. Ken rushed forward, though 
even as he did so, he knew he would 
be too late.

With a final cry, the brakeman 
rolled off the swaying car. Ken 
shuddered. Then he looked about 
him at the dark pines hurtling past 
on the high side of the cliff, at the 
menacing black void on his right. 
When he listened he could hear the 
dull roar of surging water far be
low mingled with the thunder of the 
flying cars. The runaway was in the 
lower gorge.

If he could only slow those cars 
down enough to make the next bad 
curve, Ken felt he would have a 
chance to finish his wild ride all in 
one piece. Beyond the next turn the 
grade diminished and the tracks left 
the gorge to run down the lower 
slope of the mountains in a straight 
line.

Ken worked frantically at the 
brakes. Grinding, slid:ng, bumping, 
the runaway gradually slackened its 
speed. Ken could see it was no 
longer right on the tail of the front 
half of the train.

There was a wild jerk as the 544 
took the final bend, careened madly. 
But she held to the rails. The run
away straightened out. As the grade 
flattened it bucked and rocked, fight
ing the increasing grip of the brakes. 
Ken saw the sparks from the engine 
on the forward half of the train pull 
away swiftly. He gave a long sigh 
of relief, and crept back to the cab 
of the 544.

“ P H E W !” he muttered. “Talk 
about your Casey Jones!”

The next instant there was a 
crash. The front end of the old 544 
lifted, the cab swayed dizzily, and
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the jack dropped over on her side. 
Behind her piled up splintered box 
cars in a jumbled heap. Ken’s world 
went suddenly blank.

When Ken came to, his first in
stinct was to reach for his Brother
hood card and present it to the 
Keeper of the Pearly Gates.

There was a throbbing lump the 
size of a hen’s egg on his head. 
Matted blood where the scalp had 
been cut. He was badly bruised in 
numerous places. But he was still 
in the land of the living. And his 
first superficial examination dis
closed no broken bones.

MOTION was painful. Climbing 
out of his iron prison was not 

going to be easy. He roused himself 
for the effort. Snatches of the con
versation he had overheard back at 
the crest of the divide ribboned them
selves across his memory.

The gold extra—nine dummy cars 
and one treasure-laden—was close be
hind. Up to him to flag that train 
before it crashed into the wreck al
ready strewn across the rails. Lane 
had jumped. The brakeman had 
fallen. He alone was left to flag that 
extra. Ken scrambled to his feet and 
thrust his head through the broken 
cab window above him. He saw red 
flames licking the timbers of the 
crummy, ignited from the stove that 
had been in the car. He heard the 
crackling of dry wood.

Harlan started to pull his aching 
body through the broken window. 
Half way out he froze and listened 
—tense.

Figures were moving about the 
wreckage. In the light from the 
blazing caboose he could make out 
three men, masked and heavily 
armed. Their raised voices were 
clearly audible. “ Sure, it’s the gold 
train. Followin’ right behind that 
freight, wasn’t she?”

“ It don’t look right to me. No

headlight on the engine. We just 
get the n ties on the track when we 
hear her coming around the bend.” 

“ Start workin’ on them box cars, 
and stop arguin'. I’m goin’ to take 
a look-see around the engine. Find 
out what happened to the crew.” 

Ken dropped back into the dark 
recesses of the overturned cab. That 
last voice had a familiar ring to it. 
He searched around for the brake 
club he had been using, but failed to 
find it.

He barked his shins on the fire
box door which had slammed open 
when the 544 overturned. Plenty of 
room inside the firebox. A safe 
refuge in which a man might hide. 
But those were not Ken’s thoughts. 
Hiding was not in his make up.

Another question raced through his 
whirling brain. How about the real 
gold train thundering down the 
mountain? It wouldn’t be very far 
away now. Would the hogger see 
the flames of the wreck soon enough 
to stop in time? Not likely. The 
bend above the wreck was a rock 
wall against his vision. He would 
be rolling fast—on a down grade.

K EN set his lips grimly. It was 
his job to fight through the 

bandits and flag that train. On the 
other hand that would immediately 
warn the gold thieves that they were 
wasting time on the wrong cars.

“Hell,” muttered Ken, “ whatever I 
do is goin' to be wrong. If I hold 
them crooks here, the gold train’ll 
be wrecked sure as shootin’. If I 
flag the train, the bandits’ll get it.” 
Another thought came to him. “Yeah, 
and maybe the crew’ll get suspicious 
and plug me for tryin’ to flag ’em 
down."

The problem was taken out of 
Ken's hands by the sound of some
one walking around the overturned 
cab. A fist, gripping an automatic 
was thrust through the broken cab
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window directly over Ken’s head. 
Ken crouched. A head and shoulders 
filled the broken window.

"If there’s anybody in here, stick 
’em up and climb out,” commanded 
a voice that Ken would have sworn 
he recognized.

K EN lunged upward, one hand 
grabbed the gun wrist. He caught 

the bandit’s head in the crook of his 
free arm, pressed it close against his 
chest to prevent any warning out
cry and pulled the struggling gold 
thief into the cab. The revolver 
clattered into a dark corner.

Ken tried to find solid footing on 
the lower cab window frame. The 
thief jerked a hand free. In the 
narrow beam of moonlight that 
streaked into the cab, Ken saw the 
flash of glistening steel. He tried to 
parry the first swift knife thrust, but 
the blade bit viciously into the fleshy 
part of his forearm.

For a moment Ken loosed his hold. 
The next instant all his strength was 
behind the short, stiff uppercut he 
whipped to the bandit’s face. With a 
moan, the man went limp.

Ken stumbled on the firebox door 
again. He cursed, then smiled as an 
idea struck him. “Reckon he'd keep 
safe enough in there ” he muttered.

The next moment he was uncere
moniously stuffing his captive into 
the empty firebox. He closed the 
door, fastened the heavy iron dog. 
‘ ‘That’ll hold him,” he murmured, 
looking for the bandit’s revolver. 
After a while he found it, a heavy 
caliber, short-barreled automatic.

The knife gash on his arm burned 
like fire, but he had not time to at
tend to it now. The gun, gripped 
firmly in his right hand, felt reas
suring. He thrust his head through 
the broken cab window.

The blaze from the crummy had 
spread to the nearest box car. 
Tongues of flame shot skyward, to

lose themselves in billows of thick, 
rolling smoke. There was an acrid 
tang in the air.

Ken was startled to see his pris
oner’s two confederates almost di
rectly below him. A brawny, bulky, 
bull-necked giant of a man looked 
up suddenly.

"I told you this wasn’t the train,” 
he began querulously. Then he 
jerked his head toward his partner. 
“ Cripes! That ain’t Dan.”

His gun flashed. A bullet sang 
past Ken’s head. Another. Ken fired. 
With a horrible curse the bull
necked man’s partner staggered, fell 
backward and lay still. More bullets 
were coming at Ken. But he had to 
get out of that cab, or be trapped 
there like a rat in a hole.

He fired twice at the big bandit. 
Then heedless of everything, pulled 
himself through the broken window 
and jumped to the ground. He 
landed not ten feet from his assail
ant—a point blank target. He 
crouched, and squeezed the trigger. 
There was a dull, metallic click. The 
automatic had jammed.

AN orange dagger of death flashed 
from the muzzle cf the giant’s 

revolver. Ken caught the slug in his 
left shoulder with a wallow that spun 
him around, nearly knocked him over. 
But somehow he managed to keep 
coming toward his enemy. Momen
tarily he expected another shot— 
the bullet that would be his last. 
But it didn't come.

In the fitful glare of the burning 
wreckage, Ken saw that the man had 
paused to reload. And at that in
stant he jumped. His hunched good 
shoulder caught the huge bandit 
square in the chest, knocked the 
wind out of him. Together the two 
men crashed to the ground.

Kicking and clawing, the bandit 
tried to roll out from under that 
single fist that hammered with such
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telling effect on his coarse, unshaven 
face.

If he could just get out from un
der that rain of blows. With a tre
mendous effort he heaved up on his 
elbows, rolled over. He w’as on top 
now, and he sent a smashing blow 
to Ken’s face.

The bandit knelt over Ken, his 
heavy fists seeking the hogger's 
stomach. Pain shot along Ken’s 
nerves with excruciating persistence.

DULLY in the back of his brain he 
seemed to hear the roar of a 

train coming through the lower 
gorge.* He exerted all his strength 
in a last effort. His right fist landed 
with the force of a pile driver on 
the leering face above him, caught 
the big man a stunning blow behind 
the ear. The huge fellow gave an as
tonished squawk, his upraised fists 
dropped limply to his side and he 
rolled, inert—out like the proverbial 
herring.

Ken staggered to his feet. He was 
sure of the sound of the oncoming 
train now. He circled around the 
flaming box cars, located the rails, 
ran up them twenty yards, staggered 
and fell.

When he came to, Ken found a 
group of men hovering over him. 
Railroaders, armed guards. And he 
recognized, kneeling beside him, the 
grim, gaunt form of Superintendent 
Slawson. “The first thing we’ve got 
to do,” Slawson was addressing the 
conductor of the gold special, “ is get 
this man into Nome and get him 
proper medical attention.”

“ That's Ken Harlan, sir,” said a 
grimy-overalled fireman. “He said 
he was quittin’ to go back to the 
States.”

The super snorted. “ I know who 
he is, Gardner. We haven’t many 
red-headed hoggers on this line, but 
by gad, we need all we’ve got.”

Ken tried to raise his head. “Ed's

right, Mister Slawson. I ’m through 
—if I can just catch that last boat 
out for the States.” He tried to sit 
up and look around. “ Is the extra 
freight all right?” he asked.

“ Safe and sound.” Slawson’s voice 
was crisp. “We picked up the brake- 
man that jumped from the runaway. 
He warned us, so we came down the 
grade carefully.

“ Got here, found a wreck, a fire, 
one fellow that has already been 
identified as a member of Skagway 
Dan's gang, dead, and a n o t h e r  
knocked out.” Slawson paused. “ If 
you had only gotten Skagway him
self, it would have been a perfect 
job. Skagway was here—his plane’s 
on the tundra about a quarter of a 
mile away behind the woods. That 
was evidently his getaway scheme, 
but something must have gone hay
wire.”

Wheels were beginning to whirl 
in Ken’s head. “ Skagway Dan,” 
he muttered. Hell, that was the bird 
that skinned him out of his win
nings in the gambling hall at Shel
ton. Suddenly he burst into laugh
ter. No wonder that first bandit's 
voice had sounded so familiar. Skag
way Dan, huh! He chuckled again.

“ Off his nut, I guess.” Ed Gard
ner shook his head sadly.

“ Shut up,” snapped the super. 
“What’s so funny, Harlan?”

Ken told him. “Skagway’s shut up 
in the firebox of the old 544.”

THE superintendent whistled. He 
detailed some of the armed guards 

to bring back the man. A deputy 
marshal who had been riding the 
gold train went with them.

The super turned to Harlan again. 
“The front end crew of the freight 
is here, just ahead of the wreck. A f
ter they got clear down to Iron 
Creek and found the runaway wasn’t 
behind them, they backed up. I ’m 

( Concluded on page 161)
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Then one day I read about a new way 
to learn muslo that had made popular 
musloi&ns of thousand!.

I received fewer and fewer Invitations. 
Only long, dreary evenings seemed to be 
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Then came Janet's party. A ll were flab
bergasted when I offered to play . . . and 
aotually d ldl
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menL
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T HE interesting story told above 
is not just one unusual case. 

It is typical of the experience of 
more than 600,000 other folks who 
have learned music— who have be
come socially popular— this quick, 
modern, easy as A -B -C  way.

You, too, can learn to play—to enter
tain others—to pep up any party—just
a s  these thousands of ________
others are doing. And 
beat of all you can ac
complish this without 
the expense of a private 
teacher. You’ll practical
ly  teach yourself—right 
In the quiet of your own 
home—in a much short
er time—and at only a 
fraction of the cost of 
the old fashioned way.

You don’t need 
to be talented
Don’t get the idea 

that you have to bo a 
musical genius--that you 
have to be talented—or 
that you need previous 
musical training to learn
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by this method. And unlike the old 
fashioned way, with this modern 
method you don’t have to spend hours 
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tunes almost from the very start. 
Gradually you master more and more 
difficult ones until—sooner than you 
ever expected—you find yourself enter
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A  NOTHER mo nt h ,  another 
l—A  dollar,” so the old saying

■L- J l goes. But Ye Olde Globe 
Trotter has to change that saying a 
bit. It should be another month, an
other deluge of applications for mem
bership in the Globe Trotters Club, 
recently announced in the columns of 
this department.

Sorting and listing the various ap
plications has taken so much time 
that it is impossible to begin print
ing the lists of charter members un
til a later issue. But, that doesn’t 
mean that you fellows who haven't 
signed up yet, shouldn’t do so im
mediately.

We want all of you, fellow adven
turers, young and old, to join up. So 
far the oldest member to enroll is a 
man 61 years of age, and the young
est is a young junior high school 
student in California, aged 12.

AND THERE’S NO DUES!
Whatever your age, whatever your 

nationality or religion makes no dif
ference. We have members of all 
creeds and all nations. The only 
requirement for membership is a 
longing for adventure and the desire 
for fellowship in a great world-wide 
organization of kindred souls, the 
central clearing house of which shall 
be this department in THRILLING 
ADVENTURES. Remember there 
are no obligations and no dues!

Sign the membership application 
appearing on page 154 of this maga
zine, send it into Headquarters here,

and your membership card, entitling 
you to all the rights and privileges 
of the Globe Trotters Club, will be 
forwarded to you at the earliest pos
sible moment.

So many suggestions and proposals 
have come in from the various mem
bers already, that I am going to turn 
over the columns of this department 
this month to a discussion o f those 
suggestions and proposals.

A TIME-OLD ARGUMENT

ONE member, A. W. Davis, writes 
in and asks that Ye Olde Globe ' 

Trotter settle once for all the time- 
old argument as to whether wolves 
travel in packs or alone. I am going 
to disagree with Davis, who admits, 
however, that he is no authority on 
the habits of the wild wolf, but gets 
his information from others who 
claim to know from personal exper
iences just what they were talking 
about.

Davis’ letter appears later on, but 
I ’m diving into the controversy right 
here and now, giving my high and 
weighty opinions, then ducking out 
until next month when I will have / 
to come back and answer all the 
brickbats and rotten vegetables that 
dissenters have hurled at me. So, 
here it is, fellow adventurers. If I ’m 
wrong, why not shoot me and put me 
out of my misery? It may be fun 
to be foqled, as one of the clever 
cigarette manufacturers ballyhoos in 
his advertisements throughout the 
nation, but Ye Olde Globe Trotter

1 4 6
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“ H e WAS trying to figure out a way to 
speed up the machines. I could see he 
was stumped and I asked him if he would 
let me try my hand at it.

“  ‘Go ahead,’ he said, ‘but I don’ t 
believe you can help much. Looks like 
an outside job to me.’

“ So I started right in and pretty soon 
I had the whole thing worked out. The 
boss was watching me and I could see 
he was surprised.

‘ “ How did you learn all that?’ he 
asked in that quiet way of his. And then 
1 told him I ’d been studying at home 
nights through the International Corre
spondence Schools.

“ He didn’t say anything more and I 
thought he had forgotten all about it 
until he called me in his office a few weeks 
later and said he was going to make me 
foreman and increase my salary $75 a 
month.

“  ‘Keep on studying,’ he told me, ‘and 
you’ ll get another promotion soon. You 
can’t beat those International Corre
spondence Schools text-books for good, 
pound, practical knowledge.’ ”

That’s a true story of what spare-time study 
has done for just one man. There are thou
sands of others. Why don’t you take up a 
home-study course with the International 
Correspondence Schools and prepare yourself 
to earn more money? At least get the facts.
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personally believes it is a whole lot 
wiser to be right, especially where 
wild animals are concerned.

And right here and now, let me 
remind you fellow adventurers that 
there was only one big, bad wolf 
who was worrying the three little 
pigs—and not a whole pack of them. 
Walt Disney knows his onions, as 
well as his silly symphonies. So—
IS THE WOLF PACK, FICTION 

OR TRUTH?

SINCE time immemorial the wolf 
pack has figured in story and 

song, and there has been an eternal 
argument between the romanticists 
who wish to believe there is such a 
thing, and the realists who believe 
there isn’t̂  that the wolf, like most 
predatory animals of its type, travels 
alone.

Who is right?
A. W. Davis, who occasioned this 

discussion, strings along with the 
romanticists and believes that wolves 
do travel in packs. Lambert Fair- 
child, who occasioned his ire, says 
the wolf pack is just so much 
boloney; that wolves travel and hunt 
alone, or at most in twos or threes 
at specific seasons of the year, but 
never in a pack, such as a herd of 
caribou, a band of sheep, or a pack 
of wild dogs.

I am no great shakes as a hunter, 
but I was born and raised in the 
north country where there were 
plenty of wolves, and although I 
have killed a great many of them, 
I have never seen more than three 
of them together. Nor have I ever 
talked to any hunter or trapper who 
has ever seen a pack of them hunt
ing or stalking together.

The wolf is a colossal egotist, a 
great individualist; every instinct he 
has is against his traveling with a 
pack. The only time, what may re
motely resemble a wolf pack may be 
seen, is when one has brought down

a deer and others who scent the kill 
with their keen nostrils come in to 
partake of the feast. I have talked 
with hunters and trappers who have 
seen as many as twelve wolves gath
ered around the carcass of a single 
deer. But, even then, they show 
none of the characteristics of the 
pack.

Each wolf looks for himself and 
snips and grabs as much of the car
cass as he can, then gulps it down 
greedily, so that he may get another 
tid-bit before the others have taken 
it all.

Even so, with fresh raw meat in 
front of them, most of the wolves 
at the carcass spent most of their 
time snapping and growling at one 
another.
^When the carcass is stripped bare, 

the wolves leave, never in a pack, 
but each one going his separate way, 
and that usually as far away from 
the next as he is able to do.

THE LONE WOLF

PRACTICALLY every wolf is a 
lone wolf. During the mating sea

son male and female travel together 
in a pair for a short time. When the 
pups are born, the vixen is through 
with the male and sends him on his 
way alone. When the vixen has 
taught the young pups to fend for 
themselves she sneaks away and 
leaves them to their own resources. 
The pups remain together for a short 
while, until their individual egos 
bloom, then they too, go on their 
separate ways.

One wolf, sitting on its haunches 
and baying at the rising moon, can 
give the impression of a whole pack 
of demons, wolves, ghouls and what 
not rolled into one. And to a per
son hearing a wolf’s howl for the 
first time, there is no doubt that 
the unearthly, blood curdling howl 
is made by a pack.

When another single wolf sitting
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sent without cost to all who 
order "T h e  New Eugenics" at 
91.98. All about the thrilling 
mystery o f Sex I FREE I
PIONEER PUBLISHING CO.

Rodio City
1270 Sixth Avenue, NewYork

P IO N E E R  P U B L IS H IN G  C O M P A N Y
Dept TG31870 Sixth Ave./NawYorlcN.y.
Bend me the "The New Eugenics”  In plain 
wrnpper. 1 will pay postman $1.98 (plus poet- 
age) on delivery. If 1 am not completelyaatis- 
fied. I can return the book within five days and 
the entire prtee will be refunded immedi
ately. Also send me. FREE of CHARGE, 
your book "T bo Philosophy of L ife".

Name-
Addrtu.

Fo re ign  O rdtrm  ti.SS in  advance

Sox Fact! for Mon and W om en
Twilight Sleep— Easy Childbirth 
Sex Excesse*
The Crime of Abortion
Impotence and Sex Weakness
Secrets of the Honeymoon
Teaching Children Sex
The Dangers of Petting
W hat Every Man Should Know
The Truth about Masturbation
Venereal Dlseaics
The Sexual Embrace
How to Build Virility
How to Gain Greater Delight
W hat to Allow a Lover To Do
Birth Control Chart for Married Women

S E X  7
W OULD YOU like to know the 

whole truth about sex? A ll 
o f the startling facts that even the
frankest book# have heretofore not dared 
to print are explained in dear, scientific 
manner, vividly illustrated, In the revo
lutionary book—’ “ The New Eugenics". 
Here at last, the naked truth stands forth, 
stripped o f all prudery and narrow pre
judice. Old fashioned taboos are discard 
cd and the subject o f  sex is brought our 
into the bright light o f medical science 
by Dr. C. S. Whitehead M.D. and Dr. 
Charles A. Hoff, M. D., the authors!

SEX A TTR A C TIO N !
Sex appeal and sex satisfaction are the 

most p ow erfu l fo rces  in your life. To re
main in ignorance is to remain in danger 
o f  lifelong suffering. It is the purpose 
o f this great book to show sex-ignorant 
men and women how to enjoy safely the 
thrilling experiences that are their birth
right. It not only tells you how to a ttra ct  
the opposite sex, but also bow to hold  the  
love  o f  you r m ate  throughout a blissful 
m a rried  life,

DANGEROUSI
. .  . U nless you  
k n o w  th e  true  
fa cts  a b ou t s ex l  
ig n o ra n ce  lea d s  
to  sham e, d es
pair, w orry  a n d  
rem orse.

Do you know how to add variety to 
your love-making? The most innocent 
kiss may lead to tragedy if you arc 
ignorant o f sex relations.

W il l  FEAR
grip you  on your 
w ed d in g  n ig h t /
. . .  or trill it b e  
th e lender, thrill 
ling exp er ien ce  
t h a t  is y o u r  
birthright !i j

SEND N O  M O N EYI
You send no money — just fill out the 
coupon below and then when it arrives, 
in plain wrapper, pay the postman $ 1.98. 
Keep the book five days, then if you nre 
not satisfied send it back and we will 
refund your money immediately and 
without question. Inis book NOT sold 
to minors.

V I V I D  P U T U H E I !6 4 0  P A R  I N O  P

S EX IS NO LONGER a mysterious 
sin, mentioned only in the 

conversational gutters — it is the 
most powerful force in the world 
and can be made the most beau
tiful. Thanks to this bravely 
written book, it is no longer 
necessary to pay the awful price 
for one m om ent of bliss. Science 
nowlights the path to knowledge 
and lifelong sex happiness.

LOVE MAKING IS AN ARTI
Are you an a w k a rd  n ov ice  in the art 

o f  love-making or a master of its difficult 
technique? The art o f love-making takes 
skill and k n o w led g e .  The sexual embrace 
as practiced by Chose ignorant of its true 
scientific importance Is crude, awkward 
and o ften  terr ify in g  to more sensitive 
natures. Normal sex-suited people are 
torn apart because they lack the knowl
edge that makes for a happy sex life !
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on another hilltop some several miles 
away takes up and answers the first 
howl, the uninitiated will swear that 
the universe is dotted with wolves, 
one for every square foot.

A SOURCE OF INSPIRATION

THAT'S probably where the poets 
and authors got their inspiration 

for the wolf pack—also the painters, 
I must not leave them out.

For one of my most distinct child
hood impressions is of gazing at a 
picture in our schoolroom, a picture 
depicting a R u s s i a n  three-horse 
sleigh racing across the Siberian 
tundra in a blinding snowstorm.

Mother, father and child are in the 
sleigh. The mother is hugging the 
child to her breasts in abject fear.

The father is lashing at the pur
suing pack of wolves with his long 
whip while the horses with distended 
eyes and fear trembling nostrils run 
their hearts out in feeble effort to 
escape the ravening wolves.

I don’t remember who the artist 
was that painted that picture, but he 
was one famous in his day, but I will 
wager that he never even saw a lone 
wolf, let alone a pack of them.

A wolf pack makes for drama, 
that’s why the story writers use it 
so frequently.

If you back them up against the 
wall and ask them the real facts of 
the case they’ll usually admit them; 
that they never saw a wolf pack, nor 
ever talked to anyone who actually 
had. Carl Lomen, in charge of the 
government's Alaska reindeer herd, 
who ought to know as much about 
wolves as the next man, simply be
cause his wards are their common 
prey, says that he has never seen or 
heard of a pack of wolves, or of 
wolves running or hunting together.

Harry Green, a famous Alaskan 
guide, says the same thing. But he 
admitted to me once when I talked 
to him that the opposite belief is a

popular fallacy and generally ac
cepted by most people.

So, take the above as fact, fellow 
adventurers. If any of you have con
trary opinions and the facts to back 
them up, Ye Olde Globe Trotter will 
be more than glad to publish them 
in this department.

Maybe wolves have changed since 
my days in the north, but I doubt it.

Now, on to the next topic.
It isn’t often that we get letters 

like the one following. But this 
reader actually found his name in 
one of the stories printed in an 
earlier issue of THRILLING AD
VENTURES. What is more he found 
out he was a hero. As the late Clare 
Briggs oft depicted, it is a “ thrill 
that comes but once in a lifetime.” 
We are publishing the reader’s let
ter, also the author’s reply.

DARK DAYS IN THE 
DOMINICAN REPUBLIC

Y e  O l d e  G l o b e  T r o t t e r :
A  f e w  d a y s  a g o  I  h a d  t h e  p l e a s u r e  o f  

r e a d i n g  in  th e  J a n u a r y  i s s u e  o f  T H R I L L 
I N G  A D V E N T U R E S  a s t o r y  b y  A r t h u r  
J .  B u r k s  e n t i t l e d :  "‘ With Lead and
Steel.”

I  e n j o y e d  t h i s  s t o r y  f o r  s e v e r a l  r e a 
s o n s ;  o n e  b e i n g  th a t  I  s e r v e d  w i t h  A r t h u r  
J .  B u r k s  w h e n  h e  w a s  a l i e u t e n a n t  in  th e  
U .  S. M a r i n e  C o r p s  o n  d u t y  a s  B r i g a d e  
I n t e l l i g e n c e  O f f i c e r  in  t h e  D o m i n i c a n  
R e p u b l i c ,  w h e n  t h e  e v e n t s  r e l a t e d  in  th e  
s t o r y  t o o k  p l a c e .  T h e  s e c o n d  r e a s o n  b e 
in g  th a t  t h e  a u t h o r  f e a t u r e d  m e  as  o n e  o f  
th e  l e a d i n g  c h a r a c t e r s  o f  th e  s t o r y .

T h i s  i s  j u s t  o n e  o f  th e  m a n y  l i k e  
t a l e s  I  k n o w  h e  c o u l d  w r i t e ,  b a s e d  o n  a c 
tu a l  a c c o m p l i s h m e n t s  o f  B u r k s  h i m s e l f ,  
a n d  o t h e r s  o f  " B r i g a d e  I n t e l l i g e n c e . ”

I n  th e  h o p e s  th a t  h e  m a y  s e e  t h i s  l e t 
t e r  I  w i l l  a s k  h im  to  w r i t e  a y a r n  a b o u t  
th e  n ig h t  he  a n d  I la y  u n d e r  a h o u s e  in  
S a n t o  D o m i n g o  C i t y  w a i t i n g  t o  c a p t u r e  
an  e s c a p e d  m u r d e r e r  n a m e d  J u a n  d e  la  
R o s a ,  a l s o  t e l l i n g  w h a t  h a p p e n e d  w h e n  
th e  f o l k s  c a m e  h o m e  a b o u t  3 .00  a. m . 
W h a t  a b o u t  i t ,  A r t u r o ?

Y o u r s  f o r  a d v e n t u r e ,
D a n i e l  E .  S h im e l .

D e t r o i t ,  M i c h i g a n .

( Continued on page 152)



saved J'z by 
buying direct 

from the 
M i d w e s t

I n n o r n + n r i ^ c

Yes, and it 
gives you

W O R L D - W I D E
I

>EFORE you buy Anv radio, write for 
this big new FREE M id west catalog.., 
printed in four colors. It has helped 

thousands of satisfied customers save from 
V$ to * $ on thrir radios . . .  by buying direct 
from the Midwest Lal>oralories. You, too, 
can make a positive saving of 30% to 50% 
by buying a Midwest 10-tube de luxe ALL 
WAVE radio at sensationally low dircct- 
from-lal>oratory prices. You'll be amazed 
and delighted with its super perform
ance! Broadcasts from stations 10,000 
miles and more away arc brought in . . . 
“ clear as locals” . You get complete wave 
length coverage of 0 to 2,000 meters (33 
mcgocycles to 150 KC). Now, you can enjoy 
the new DX-ing hobby.. and secure veri
fications from world's most distant stations.

wave bands: ultra-short, short, medium, 
broadcast and long . , , nutting tho whole 
world of radio at your ringer tips. Now 
listen in on all U. S. programs . . . Cana
dian, police, amateur, commercial, airplane 
and ship broadcasts . . . and programs from 
the four corners of the earth. Thrill to 
the chimea of Big Ben from GSB, at 
Daventry, England—tune in on the 
“ M arseillaise” from FYA, Pointoise, 
France—hear sparkling music from EAQ, 
Madrid, Spain—listen to the call of the Koo
kaburra bird fromVK2ME, Sydney, Austra
lia—etc. Never before so much radio for »o 
little money I Write for FREE catalog.

. . .  4 0  NEW 1 9 3 4  FEATURES
Try this Midwest radio . in your own home .. for thirty da vs before you decide. Sec for 
yourself the 40 new 1931 features that insure amazing performance. Other features in
clude: Automatic Solect-O-Band, Amplified Automatic Volume Control, 16 New Type
Tubes, Balanced Unit Superheterodyne Circuit 

Class "A..............
A W A Z IN Q

f o r e i g n  R e c e p t i o n
O il (O— 

M y  M i l . n l -  
IS  it a rn»l ■ »  lMlf( tot dk-
t .  no.. Knn—Ivntl 306 lU tlo n i  on 
r . j u l . r  w » * .  
l.«o-l . lnrlu<|. 
In* U  H.. Can
adian. M n .* n .  
C u l* n  *n<l I I .  

v»ii»B slatiooe. AUo many i-niionrynrl ind"kui"iUlmtu ■
ff©B»allov#rih»enuotry. Hava Io**m1 KofUnd, Franco. (S.r- | many, M a>1r.1. H«m.. on I WO OMUr baod. Kouih Aro-rvao ■Uljona in cl ml. Veoetoeta. 
Colombia. Bra Ml. Yncalaa.-- 
LH Moillii.TUN SoolkSu

Velvety Action Tuning, SupOupli
High Mu Pentode Tubes, No-Image Heterodynes, Full Rubber

ity Action Tuning, Super-Power 
Amplifier, 29 Tuned Circuits, New Duplex-Diode-

Floated Chassis, V'ariablo Tone Blender, Centralized Tuning, 7 
KC Selectivity, Now Thermionic Rectifier, Automatic Tune 
Compensation, Auditorium Typo Speaker, etc. These fea
tures arc usually found only iu sets selling from $100 to $150.
DiJU DIRECT WITH 1ABORATORIES
Inrreaain* coat* are rurv to mult In higher radio 
prires aooo. Uuy before the bi* advance ..NOW,___  - __' . . L . __ I___. ___ .1  k< -

NEW 3 TY L E  CONSOLES
Write qalekir for your FREE copy of thf new Mid wm cataloe. It pictures a complete lino of beautiful, artistic de lux* coa-■oleo and eh awls . .
Aim ahowi perform in ct nirrn Chat prove —  ■ ■ Midweat radloo out-perfons moat of the150 art*. You cad order your MldweM radio u ia  rom this catAlof with U mach certainty of HI la- faction m  |f you were u> select K personally at R T  

.....................  “  “ TDAYIlaboratortra. Write TODAY I

MAIL COUPON TODAY'

/̂mVE TS*;while you cad take advantars of Midwest's 
amarmgly low prices. No middlemen’* profits 
to pay I You anve from 30% to 50% -when yoq 
buy direct from Midwest Laboratories ..you 
*et 30 daya FREE I rial—aa little aa 15 00 down 
puts a Midweat radio in your home-Satiafaclioo 
Guaranteed or your money back! FREE catalog 
abowa aenaational radio values. Write TODAY I ?£5 0 %

MIDWEST R A D I O  CORP
DEPT. EBJ-C IN C IN N A TI, OHIO. U. S. A.

Ei+itdiih>>d !920 C.ith Mir.tCO. ABC 5th Ed-*’C'*

JSA . OM».
m l  obligation c. jewFREKlftfr_____ _______

* Diets detalla of y o u r liberal 30-day
]  yaeE vM cn v, Tu,t*.NVTasv4w.

A O f M T t  I 
Make ( n r  !  Tatra Mewry •
Cheek Here *

□ 1
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p . S . — A m  n o w  a P a t r o l m a n ,  D e t r o i t  
P o l i c e  D e p a r t m e n t .  F o r m e r l y  S e a m a n ,  
U .  S. N a v y ;  G u n n e r y  S e r g e a n t ,  U .  S. M .  
C . ;  L i e u t e n a n t ,  D o m i n i c a n  N a t i o n a l  P o 
l i c e ;  F e d e r a l  P r o h i b i t i o n  A g e n t ,  a n d  L i e u 
ten a n t ,  U .  S. C u s t o m s  B o r d e r  P a t r o l .

We managed to catch Arthur J. 
Burks with a few moments to spare, 
and tried to get him to tell us the 
story Shimel hints about in his let
ter. But—no go !

ARTHUR BURKS ANSWERS 
AN OLD FRIEND

D e a r  D a n :
C a r e  o f  Y e  O l d e  G l o b e  T r o t t e r .

I  h a v e  o f t e n  w o n d e r e d  w h a t  b e c a m e  
o f  y o u ,  a n d  w h e t h e r  y o u  s t i l l  s t r e t c h  
y o u r  u g l y  m u g  a l l  o u t  o f  s h a p e  b y  f i l l in g  
it  w i t h  th e  v i l e s t  c h e w i n g  t o b a c c o  t o  b e  
f o u n d  a n y w h e r e — t h is  s i d e  o f  H a d e s  o r  
b e y o n d !  A n y  g u y  w h o  c a n  c h e w  anduga 
a n d  l i k e  i f  o u g h t  t o  h a v e  p l e n t y  o f  h a i r  
o n  h is  c h e s t !

I  h a v e  a b l a c k  c r o w  t o  p i c k  w i t h  y o u  
f o r  p u t t i n g  m e  o n  t h e  s p o t .  Y o u  k n o w  
d a r n e d  w e l l  th a t  I  c a n ' t  w r i t e  th a t  s t o r y .  
Y o u  k n o w  I  h a v e  t o  c o n s i d e r  w h a t  th e  
e d i t o r  w i l l  p r i n t  a n d  w h a t  h e  w i l l  n o t .  
T h e r e  a r e  c e r t a i n  t h in g s  th a t  o n e  c a n 't  
w r i t e  a b o u t — e v e n  in  th is  d a y  o f  f r e e d o m  
a n d  f r a n k  e x p r e s s i o n .

B u t  I  h a v e n ’ t f o r g o t t e n  y o u r  s i l e n t  
l a u g h t e r  as  y o u  f l o p p e d  a b o u t  u n d e r  th a t  
h o u s e ,  n o t  d a r i n g  t o  g u f f a w ,  b e c a u s e  i f  w e  
h a d  g o t  c a u g h t ,  w e ’d  h a v e  h a d  s o m e  e x 
p l a i n i n g  t o  d o ,  w h i l e  I  w a s  w o n d e r i n g  
w h a t  th e  d i c k e n s  t o  d o  w i t h  a r u in e d  s t r a w  
hat.  T h e  h at  w a s  b a d  e n o u g h  b e f o r e  that 
h a p p e n e d ,  b u t  a f t e r w a r d  ! ! ! ! ! ! ! !  
N o ,  D a n ’l , it c a n ’ t b e  d o n e .  Y o u  se e ,  f a c t s  
s e l d o m  s o u n d  a u t h e n t i c  in  f i c t i o n ,  a n d  i f  I 
w r o t e  th a t  u p ,  r e a d e r s  w o u l d  sa y  th a t  it 
c o u l d n ’ t b e  t r u e .

I f  th e  s a m e  t h in g  h a p p e n e d  t o  th e m ,  
t h o u g h ,  t h e y  w o u l d  h a v e  b u r n e d  th e  
b l a s t e d  h o u s e  d o w n .

I ’ l l  b e  w r i t i n g  y o u  d i r e c t  e r e  l o n g .  I 
th in k  t h e r e  a r e  o t h e r  s t o r i e s  a b o u t  y o u  in 
th e  w o r k s ,  p r o b a b l y  a s e r i e s  w i t h  y o u  as  
s o r t  o f  a l e a d  c h a r a c t e r .  B u t  g e t  t h i s !

I  d o n ’t m a in t a in  th a t  y o u  d id  e v e r y 
t h i n g  I  sa y  y o u  d o  in  th e  s t o r i e s ,  s o  d o n ’ t 
g e t  t o  i m a g i n i n g  y o u  a c t u a l l y  d i d  t h e m  
a ll .  A f t e r  a l l ,  th e s e  a re  f i c t i o n  s t o r i e s ,  
y o u  k n o w .  B u t  L o r d  k n o w s ,  y o u  h a d  y o u r  
s h a r e  o f  a d v e n t u r e s  b e f o r e  w e  m e t ,  a n d  
w e  h a d  a f e w  i n t e r e s t i n g  o n e s  a f t e r w a r d .

S o ,
W i t h  k in d e s t  r e m e m b r a n c e s ,

A r t h u r  J .  B u r k s .

Even though we haven’t yet had 
time to list and print the names of 
those members who have already 
joined the Globe Trotters Club, let
ters and suggestions concerning 
same come in in every mail. A char
ter member of the club has made a 
suggestion which sounds interesting. 
Time and the response of other 
members will tell whether it is prac
ticable or not. Nevertheless, we're 
giving you Kersch’s letter below.

A GLOBE TROTTER'S 
EXPEDITION (?)

D e a r  G l o b e  T r o t t e r :
I  b o u g h t  m y  f ir s t  i s s u e  o f  T H R I L L I N G  

A D V E N T U R E S  a n  e v e n i n g  o r  s o  a g o ,  
a n d  l i k e d  it s o  w e l l  I  r e a d  it  c o m p l e t e l y  
t h r o u g h  in  o n e  s i t t in g .

A n d  n o w  I  h a v e  a  s u g g e s t i o n  t o  m a k e  
t o  y o u  a n d  H a r r y  P a l m e r  in  r e g a r d s  t o  
h i s  p la n n e d  t r i p  t o  S o u t h  A m e r i c a .  W h y  
d o e s n ’ t  h e  r a i s e  m e m b e r s  f r o m  t h e  Globe 
Trotters Club a n d  f o r m  a n  e x p e d i t i o n  
th a t  c a n  g o  d o w n  t h e r e  a n d  m a k e  s o m e 
t h in g  o f  i t ?  I n  m y  o p i n i o n  t h e r e  a r e  
p l e n t y  o f  f e l l o w s ,  g o o d  f e l l o w s ,  th a t  
w o u l d  b e  g la d  t o  g o .  T h o s e  w h o  a r e  a b l o  
c o u l d  c o n t r i b u t e  w h a t  t h e y  c o u l d  a n d  
o t h e r s  c o u l d  s o l i c i t  a id  f r o m  s o m e  o n e  
e ls e ,  p o s s i b l y .

S i n c e r e l y ,
L i n c o l n  K e r s c h .

Well, I am going to leave it up to 
Mr. Palmer and the other members of 
the Globe Trotters Club. Ye Olde 
Globe Trotter will lend his aid in any 
manner possible. Members who are in
terested are invited to use this office 
as a central information bureau. So, 
up and at ’em, fellow Globe Trotters. 
Has Kersch got the right idea, or is 
he all wet? A. W. Davis of New 
York City is another who sings the 
praises of the newly formed Globe 
Trotters. His hobbies are boats and 
wild animals, and he has plenty to 
say about the latter.

AN ENTHUSIASTIC MEMBER
D e a r  G l o b e  T r o t t e r :

C o u n t  m e  in  a s  a c h a r t e r  m e m b e r  o f  
th e  Globe Trotters Club. I n  o r d e r  t o  

(Continued on page 154)



P a g «  fry  P a g e
this

FREE BOOK
Tells YOU How to Get a
Government J ob

ARTHUR R. PATTERSON

G ET ready for a government position. 
Prepare yourself NOYV! 1 have shown 
thousands of fellows like you the way 

to get the well-paid Civil Service jobs. And 
the very FIRST step they took was to send 
for this FREE BOOK of mine. Get y o u r  
copy! It tells you exactly what /  would, if 
you came to sec me here in Rochester.

Pago 'Ey page this book 10110 you 
EVERYTHING you want to know about 
getting a Government Position . . . .  tells 
you all about the different departments,4 
what they pay, vacations, and pensions. 
But that'a only a part o f  the good news, 
pet my book and get the whole story. 
Here are a few “ high spots":

6 —Tails W hat U ncle Sefirf>aye
H e'i the finest. iquareat bora in the 
world. Ill* people get »n averago of
£100 a year more than other worker*.

allway Postal Clerka *Urt at SI.8T>0 
a year— can work up to higher paid 
Job*. My hook gives salaries of every 
branch.

P a g e  1 1 —How You Pick Your Job

Select NOW the job you want. 1*11 
help you to l>« READY for openings 
when they an* announced. You can 
work In your home town, travel, or 
work in Washington. D. C.

P * * »  2 0 —H ow  I P rop er*  Y ou
For eight years I wav Official Exam
iner of tho Civil Service Commission, 
•o I know the kind ami class of ques
tions that are asked You can depend 
upon mo to coach you to help you paas 
HIGH, end be offered on® of the 
FII13T Jobs open.

P age 2 7 —About R a tio*  Every Your
You don't have to take tho boss's 
r i p e  promise of a raise— and never 
sot It. You can depend on getting 
whatever increase Uncle Ham provides 
for. The minute you start with him 
you hate a definite future fur your
self. Read all about tills BIO AD 
VANTAGE in my FREE BOOK.

P age 7 —About V acation* with Pay
In some branches of the Cirll HcrvJeo 
you get up to 80 days’ vacation with 
full p»y every year, and up to 30 days' 
alrk leave (also with pay). Not like 
some other Jobs- -where 5’ou‘ ro lUOYy 
If you got a week off. and then have 
to lake that at your own expense!

P ago 12 —A bout Civil S orv lco  P en sion * 
Uncle Ham doesn't chuck you out 
when you’ re "too o ld ." Ho doesn't 
forget you when you've passed your 
prime—or make you shift for yourself, 
or fall hark on relatives. Ho retires 1 
you on whatever generous pension I* 
set aside for your branch of service 
lndepend«nt. happy, contented. (Jet my 
book and read all about this.

BE READY!
W h en  o p en in g s  in th e s e

b ra n ch es  a re an n ou n ced  f
R A ILW A Y PO STAL CLERK

SIB50 to $3700 a year. Extra travel

PO STOFFICE CLERK
$1700 to $3100 a year. Special clerks 
nt $2200 and $2300. Eligible to pru. 
motion to hioher paid positions.

C IT Y  M A IL  CARRIER
$1700 to $2100 a year. Promotion® to 
bigger pay.

R. F. D. M A IL CARRIER
$1800 to $2300 a year. F I no Job for 
men In rural districts.

POSTM ASTER
$1200 to $2300 a yerr.

IN TER N A L REVENUE AND  
CUSTOM  HOUSE POSITIONS
SI 140. $1880 to $3000 and up a year. 
Extra pay for overtime.

D E P A R TM E N TA L CLERKS
$1440 to $I820-$I880 a year and up 
to $3000 a year. Work la Washington.

They Mailed This Coupon— Now YOU Mail It!

New Making 
$2833 a Year 

“ After two promotions, 
salary now $2,833 a year. 
I get paid vacation, sick 
leave with pay. lime oft 
for Sundays and holidays, 
work only 44 hours a 
week. Oood pay. clean 
work, protection against 
old age— your help cer
tainly has paid me divi
dends!" MAXWELL C. 
KIEI>. 4552 Baltimore 
Ave Phils.. Pa.

Doublei Salary 
with Government

"On Juno 22nd. aft*r 
getting your help, was n>-
ftoltiled to regular position 
n Hallway Mall Hervlc® 

— and how roy pay for 1 
week equals 2 weeks' earn 
Inga at local factory be
fore Felt like a King on 
parade when I gave notice 
I wai leaving!”  A. I*. 
GREGORY, 22 Starr 8l.. 
New Britain, Coun.

I f  y o u ’ re an A m erican  
citizen , 18 to  50, let m e 
tell you  h o w  to be 
H E A D Y  w hen  the a n 
n oun cem en t is g iv en  out 
o f  new  jo b s  in tho Civil 
Service— jo b s  as R ailw ay  
Postal C lerk, P ostm aster, 
Customs Service Man, Po3t 
Office Clerk. City Mail Clerk, 
or nny o f  the other position* 
described in my book. Send for 
it NOW a n d  find out how I 
help you . Get ready NOW. Be 
prepared for the j o b  you want! 
Mail the coupon todiy l PAT
TERSON SCHOOL 90-3 Win
ner Building, R ochester, N . Y .

I
I
I
I
I
I
IIi
i
8

Arthur K. Patterson, 
PATTERSON SCHOOL.
90-3 Wlsner Bldg., Rochester. N. Y.

Send mo your big PIUTE BOOK telling 
how I can get ready for a position wUh 
the I*. H. Government paying from $1850 
to $3300 a year, with excellent chance* for 
advancement. Tills doesn't obligate me In 
any way.

Name

Address

City State.
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P A T E N T S ^
TIME COUNTS IN APPLYING for .A  
patents. Send sketch or model for 
instructions or write for free book.
“ How to Obtain a Patent” and "Record of invention” 
form. No charge for information on how to proceed.

CLARENCE A .  O'BRLEN, l l c g .  Patent Attorney 
6342 Adams Building_____________Washington, D. C.

FREE PW>PS° RUPTURE
A  rem ed ia l  fa c to r  in  s y s te m  -  S tu a r t ’ s  P la p a o -P a d s  
— th a t  has p r o v e n  a m a z in g ly  ef fect ive .  P a te n ta -  
b l y  d if ferent f r o m  trusses. N o  straps, b u c k les  o r  
springs a tta ch ed .  E a s y  t o  a p p ly  —  inexpensive . 
P la p a o  C o . ,  73 S tu a r t  Bu ild ing , S t .  L ou is ,  M o . ,  
i s  s end ing  F R E E  P la p a o  t o  all w h o  w rite  n ow .

T a l l i n  a m i ]  M a n  M a rti, anil Jljga, Dumb Dor*. Ho«» 
' I l i t  d i l l ]  111H I. Uhl Bubble*. Fetches end Browning, a u u v  u u u  n f u v  f ^ nch tUenoerapher. A Bachelor's 

Dream. A Model's U#e. Adam and Ere. Kip and Allco, Harold 
Teen and Llllunw, Toots and Casper, Tho (Jumps, Winnie Winkle. 
Qua and Ousslc, Harney (Joogle and Spark-Plug, Hoob McNutt an<l 
Pearl, Tittle the Toller, Care-men Love; Chorus Olrl Lore; Turkish 
Lore; Apache Lore: Old Maid’ s Lore; Papa Lore; Sailors on Shore; 
What Tom Saw Through the Keyhole; When Hubby Comes Home; 
What the Window Washer Saw; Mabel and the Iceman; A Turkish 
Harem; Mexican Lore: and 80 Snappy French Olrl Poses. 5 full 
t lie  French Lorn* Pictures, French Men and Women In Passionate 
Lore Poses. Also Hula-Hula Dancing Olrl. All the abore will be 
sent you prepaid for only 11.00. 8EA-BREEZE NOVELTY HOUSE. 
P . 0. Box I4W, New Haven, Conn., Oept. G9-I-TC.

FROM OUR SANCTUM
Our c o m p a n io n  m a g a z in e s  f o r  M arch  are  
p a ck e d  f r o m  start  to  finish w i th  ex c i t in g ,  
w o r t h - w h i l e  fiction.

<T J u s t  p i c k  up  T H R I L L I N G  D E T E C T I V E  
and rend T H E  T R A I L  O F  B L O O D ,  b y  
R o b e r t  W al la ce ,  one  o f  the  m o s t  g r i p p i n g  
detect ive  n ove ls  In years .  A lso ,  J o h n s t o n  
M eC ulley  starts  a n e w  series  o f  s to r ie s  o f  
D a n n y  B la n ey ,  f r e e - la n c e  a v e n g e r  o f  cr im e, 
full  o f  tense  thri l ls . S h o r t  s to r ie s  b y  fn- 
mouR w r it e r s  nnd u n u su al  features .  10c at 
all  s tands .

<T In T H E  L O N E  E A G L E ,  read  M E N A C E  O P  
T H E  S K I E S ,  b y  Lieut . Sco t t  M o r g a n ,  a n 
o th er  z o o m i n g  fu l l  b o o k - l e n g t h  nove l  o f  the 
r ip - r o a r in g ,  h e l l -b u s t in g  a ir  a d ve n tu r e s  o f  
J o h n  M usters ,  Secret  S erv ice  Ace . O ther  
s tor ies  and  fea tu res ,  the  best  to  be  fo u n d  
In a n y  a ir  m ag a z in e .  10c at all  s tands .

r  S K Y  F I G H T E R S  f o r  M arch  fea tu res  G A N G -  
W A Y  T O  H E L L ,  b y  O w en  A tk in so n ,  a fu l l  
h o o k - l e n g t h  nove l  w ith  a i r - w a r  th r i l ls  on 
ever y  page .  A ls o  F A L C O N  F U R Y ,  b y  
A r t h u r  J. B u rk s ,  a novelette ,  an d  o th er  
e x c i t in g  stor ies .  M a n y  u n u su al  features . 10c.

H  T H E  T H A N T O M  D E T E C T I V E  c o n ta in s  a n 
o th er  e x c i t i n g  fu l l  b o o k - l e n g t h  n ove l  front 
the c a s e -b o o k  o f  R ic h a r d  C u rt is  Van Loan , 
T H E  T I C K - T A C K - T O E  M U R D E R S .  Also 
short  s tor ies  un d  features .  10c.

D o n 't  m is s  T H R I L L I N G  R A N C H  STORIES. 
F e a tu r in g  a c o m p le te  b o o k - le n g th  novel in- 
F o r b e s  P a r k h l l l— C O I. O N E L  C O L T ' S  
D A U G H T E R — th is  m ag a z in e  Is p a ck ed  w ith  
act ion  nnd r o m a n t ic  love  s tor ies  of the  
W est .  15c at all s tands .

<T F o r  s is  an d  m o m  : B r in g  h o m e  T H R I L L I N G  
L O V E — t h e y ’ ll love  it. T h i s  m o n t h 's  f e a 
tu red  c o m p l e t e  b o o k - l e n g t h  nove l  Is 
H E A R T S  F O R  S A L E ,  by  R u th  A n d e rso n .

( Continued from page 152) 
a v o i d  th e  r u s h  I  a m  s e n d i n g  a l o n g  m y  
f i l l e d - i n  c o u p o n  a n d  s e l f - a d d r e s s e d  e n 
v e l o p e  f o r  m y  m e m b e r s h i p  c a r d ,  w h i c h  I  
k n o w  I  w i l l  c h e r i s h  a n d  v a lu e  v e r y  m u c h .

I  a m  g o i n g  t o  a s k  y o u  i f  y o u  w i l l  
g i v e  s o m e  l i t t l e  c o m m e n t  o n  A i d e r -  
m a n  F a i r c h i l d ’ s l e t t e r  t o  th e  New York 
Sun o n  w o l f  p a c k s .  P e r s o n a l l y ,  I  t h in k  
h e  is  a l l  w e t .  W h i l e  m y  a d v e n t u r e s  
h a v e  a l l  b e e n  la id  in  t r ip s  t o  w a r m  
a n d  h o t  c l i m e s ,  a n d  t h e r e f o r e  p r e c l u d e  
m y  k n o w l e d g e  o f  th e  b ig  b a d  w o l f  b e i n g  
e x t e n s i v e ,  I  h a v e  f r e q u e n t l y  m e t  u p  w i t h  
o t h e r  m e n  o f  th e  o p e n  w h o  h a v e  t o l d  o f  
e n c o u n t e r i n g  w o l f  p a c k s .

I  b e l i e v e  i t  w o u l d  b e  o f  i n t e r e s t  t o  
m a n y  o f  u s  i f  y o u  w i l l  j u s t  s k e t c h  c u t  
th e  f a c t s  a b o u t  th e  h a b i t s  o f  th e  w o l f ,  
e s p e c i a l l y  t o  p r o v e  o r  d i s p r o v e  th e  s t a t e 
m e n t  o f  F a i r c h i l d ’ s, th a t  w o l v e s  d o  n o t  
h u n t  o r  r o a m  in  a  p a c k .

Y o u r s  v e r y  t r u ly ,
A .  W .  D a v i s .

N e w  Y o r k  C i t y .

QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS

D e a r  G l o b e  T r o t t e r :
W h e r e  is  t h e  b e s t  s p o t  f o r  p l a c e r  m i n 

i n g ?  A n d  is  it  t r u e  th a t  th e  g o v e r n m e n t  
(Continued on page 158)

LONELY HEARTStension Burea

Join our Club. World '* 
G r e a t e s t  S o c i a l  E x -  

,  Bureau. HappinessTawaita
you. correspondenta everywhere, seeking congenial mates. 
Quick results. Confidential service. Particulars FR EE. 
STANDARD CLUB. Box 6 0 7 -1 ,  GRAYSLAKE. ILLINOIS

Application for Membership
T h e  G l o b e  T r o t t e r ,
T H R I L L I N G  A D V E N T U R E S ,
570 S e v e n t h  A v e . ,
N e w  Y o r k  C i t y .

I  w i s h  t o  b e  e n r o l l e d  as  a m e m b e r  
o f  th e  Globe Trotters Club. I  a m  in 
t e r e s t e d  in  a d v e n t u r e  a n d  w i l l  e n 
d e a v o r  t o  a n s w e r  a l l  q u e s t i o n s  a s k e d  
m e  b y  o t h e r  m e m b e r s  r e g a r d i n g  th e  
p l a c e s  w i t h  w h i c h  I  a m  f a m i l i a r .

( P r i n t  n a m e  p l a i n l y )

A d d r e s s  ..........................................................

C i t y ................................................. S t a t e . .

M y  h o b b i e s  a r c .....................................

.........................................  Age
T H E  P U B L I S H E R To obtain a membership card, enclose 

» self-addressed stamped envelope.



"MY FIER C E FO O T  P A IN S  
S T O P P ED ... A N D  I T H R E W  

A W A Y  O LD  FASHIONED ARCH 
SUPPORTS THAT I W ORE FOR. 

1 5  MUMS”, says MSCH£&m

s a Hew Guaranteed Way 
to Banish Foot Troubles forever

H e r e ’s  a  n e w  p r i n c i p l e  f o r  c o r r e c t i n g  f la t  f e e t  a n d  fa l l e n  
a r c h e s  . . . j u s t  a  c o m m o n  s e n s e  a p p l i c a t i o n  c r e a t e d  o n  th e  
f a c t  t h a t  a b r i d g e  is  o n l y  a s  s t r o n g  a s  i t s  f o u n d a t i o n .  W i t h  
th e  n e w  O R T H O - T R E D  s y s t e m  q u i c k  r e l i e f  is  o f f e r e d  to  y o u  
. . .  y o u  m a y  e n j o y  t h e  s a m e  h a p p in e s s  o f  M .  S c h e u e r  a n d  

o t h e r s  w h o  s u f f e r e d  b e c a u s e  o f  t h e  m a n y  p a in s  c a u s e d  b y  
f a l l e n  a r c h e s  u n t i l  t h e y  f o u n d  r e l i e f  t h r o u g h  O R T H O - T R E D .

t t t f t
P A IN *  TMRCUCM 
L I6 H N l  | 'MICH 
MIPS A N P  PAt 

T W I N G f S  \  
TMUOubM IN ST I  P f  "*• 

PAIN S t i l l !  HOT )
CON JU S T til MIND >>,

TOr*. AMO IN  t U t ' '  -

Quick Relief from Pain Nothing to Wear
Y o u  r ig h t fu l ly  ask, " W h a t  Is O r th o -T r a d  1”  . . .  I  w i l l  tell  y o u .  It  Is a sc ient if ic  dev ice  w h ic h  
p e r m its  p r o p e r  e xe r c ise  o f  fa llen arch es  and  flat feet  . . . w h ic h  r e b u i ld s  the  m u sc les  and  the 
b o n y  stru ctu re .  T h r o u g h  an a b s o lu t e ly  n e w  p r in c ip le ,  O r th o -T r e d  rem oves  l im e  o r  ch a lk y
d e p o s i t s  ga th ered  on  the  M etatarsa l,  the  p h a la n g e s  a n d  the b o n e s  a d jo i n i n g  the  S c a p h o id  
c u n e i f o r m  . . . r e s h a p in g  arch  ns n a tu re  Intended It, c o r r e c t in g  p o s t u r e  an d  c a r r ia g e  o f  b o d y .  
R e m o v e s  p in ch ed  effect  u p o n  the T lb la l  N erve  and Its b ran ch es ,  g i v in g  y o u  full  re l ie f  f rom

BEFORE
that t ired, w o r n  an d  d e p re sse d  fee l in g  . . . ch a s in g  a w a y  f o r e v e r  th o se  tierce, h ot  p o k e r - l ik e  
pa in s  that  m ak e  f o o t  sufferers  cross ,  i r r i ta b le  and  u n h a p p y  arul all o f  this  is don e  w i th o u t  
w e a r in g  a n y  t y p e  o f  d ev ice  w h atso e ve r .

Many Pains in Hips, Thighs, Back, Knees, Legs Are Caused by 
Foot Troubles . . .  Correct All with Ortho-Tred. . .  Or N o Cost
Even If y o u  h a ve  tr ied  d ozens  o f  d i f ferent  m e th o d s  and  treatm ents ,  such as s u p p o r t 
ers, nrches, braces ,  ban ds ,  spec ia l  shoes,  etc., w i th o u t  re lief , I w an t  to im p r ess  upon  
y o u  that  there  is n o t h in g  else on the m arket  l ike O R T H O - T R E D .  Y ou  o w e  It 
to  y o u r  health  and  to  y o u r  d lsp oa lt lon  and  to  y o u r  o w n  p erson a l  c o m fo r t  to  try 
O r th o - T r e d  . . . y o u  will  find that  O r th o - T r o d  gets  to  the  bo ttom  o f  y o u r  
t r o u b l e s . . . rebu i ld s ,  n o t  t e m p o r a r i l y ,  n ot  Just a r e l i e f . . . b u t  P E R M A N E N T L Y .

10-Day Offer!
D o n ’ t  g o  o n  s u f f e r i n g !  
H e r e ’ s  a n  e a s y  a n d  s u r e  

r id  y o u r s e l f  o f  f o o t  p a in s  
S E N D  N O  M O N E Y .  S ig n  

y o u r  n a m e  a n d  a d d r e s s  t o  c o u p o n  
a n d  s e n d  it  to  us .  W e  w i l l  s h ip  y o u r  
O R T H O - T R E D  b y  r e t u r n  in s u r e d  
m a i l .  D e p o s i t  $ 2 .95 ,  p lu s  p o s t a g e ,  
w i th  p o s t m a n .  I f  n o t  e n t i r e l y  p le a s e d  
a f t e r  10 d a y s ’ t r ia l ,  y o u  m a y  re tu r n  
O R T H O - T R E D  a n d  g e t  y o u r  m o n e y  
b a c k .  If you. prefer to send post 
office money order with coupon. We 
will ship by return mail and prepay 
all charges.

KX-CENTRO, Inc.,
Dept. r>08, 120 \V. 42nd 8t.
New York, N. Y.

Send 1 O R T H O - T R E D  and fu l l  in s tru ct ion s  fo r  
u s in g  by  return mail . 1 w il l  pay  postm a n  $2.95, plus 
p ostage .  I f  not  ent ire ly  satisf ied, I may return a fter  
10 d a y s  and get  m y  $2.95 back. ( □  I f  you  enc lose  
m on ey  o rd e r  f o r  $2.95 ju s t  ch eek  here  and send  n am e  
and uddress  be low .)

N a m e ..................................................................................................

Street......................................................................................
C ity............................................... State...............................

N O T E :  I f  von  live ou ts id e  o f  the  U nited  States, 
p r i ce  is $3.50, cash with  order .
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CALIFORNIA REDWOOD BURLS
T N s  Hurl is  a g ro w th  o f  th o  fa m o u s  C A L IF O R N IA

G IA N T  R E D W O O D  T R E E  and w hen rem oved  from  tho 
treo and  p l v e d  in  a  how l, in a b o u t  0110-h a lf  inoh^ o f  
w ater, it starts  g ro w in g  am i sem is fo rth  thi* H K A C T I- 
F l -L  R E D W O O D  T R E E  F O L IA G E  and brin g* th o  
F K A O R A N t 'R  O F TI1K  WOODH in to  y o u r  h om e. 1’ hauK- 
irw  th o  w a ter  o n «o  a  w enk and  be in g  ca re fu l th«»y d o  
n o t  d ry  o u t  is  all th o  a tton tion  thuy need. Y o u  w il l  
e n jo y  watc:hinsr th em  g ro w . A s  a  h o iw e  p la n t th e y  
h a v o  n o  eq u a l. T h e y  » r o  ex trem e ly  h ardy  am i w ill  
r r o w  l o r  yea rs  an yw h om . T h ey  «lo n o t  nctsd a n y  bull.
T h e  o n o  illu stra ted  is tw o  yea rs  o ld .

T h o  Burin are gr.vhxl and so ld  a cco rd in g  to  o ize  
and th ick n r«8 . T h o  sn m ll«»t  a l io  Is a lx m t *’  in ch es  
lon g , w «ig h e  a b o u t  4  ou n ce s  and  ecdls fo r  2.*»r. 'I’h o  
n o t  Biz* se lls  fo r  A 0 « and  is  so m e w h a t larirer and  
th ick er. T h e  n ex t s ize  is  s t ill  l«rgt*r and  sH ls fo r  * 1 .0 0 .
T h e  L eryeht size  a t  * 1 .5 0  is  q u ite  th ick  and h ea v y , is 0  t o  8  in d ie s  
long b y  a b o u t  /> inches th ick  and a v on iges  a b o u t  '-J p ou n d s  in  w nurht. ■ 
W o ca n n o t  irive cx:i<-t m^N'isiiromeTits aa n o  tw o  a re  e x a c t ly  a lik e  in • 
s ize  o r  sh a p e . S h ip p ed  p repa id . Johnson Smith & Co.. Dept. 730. Racine, Wis.

A  V e r y  C h a rm in g  H orticu ltu ra l N o v e lty

P U C E  IT IN WATER
W i l l  grow  fo r  y ea rs .
-W A T C H  IT  CROW

M A K E Y O U R O W N R A D I O

O I  K iN  T  RADIO 6ET8" tLowi tow to m»ka u d  
o p t n U  IneipeaM w  R ad io  Be**. tb a  rsa> 
tar a l l  for which  o » a  ba ptimhiwed for a  m m  
trifl* . A lso  tell* how  to  build • *bort~w*va 
B « w l w f  lo r  In lo r » lm  itA t io o i ,
p o lk *  oaAa, »klp# a t  s c * , e tc . ONLY I 5 «  p -p d -

2 5 0  M A G IC  T R IC K S
A d  • xm l 1m l UttU b o o k  

con ta in io*  M ir  17 300 tr ick ! 
fo r  parlor or Starr that a n y - 
o n *  c m  d o . Trick* w ith  
earda, o o h x , h ar .lk rrch k ls*  
I a n * .  bottO a , atrinc, ate . 
A lso  S t o o d B lx h t . f lh a d o w  
•raphy, ate. Profusely ll* 

lO ftratsd . lO o  p ostp a id .
1 2 1  C A R O  T R IC K S  a n d  lU t ih t  o f  hand. 
C ontain* a ll th o  lataat and  L**t card U k k *  a* 
perform**! b y  eeU bratoS  m aiician*. w ith  • « -  
posura o f  card  trick* ua»d b y  pro fn a lon a l 
aam bfcr*. P r ic o  2 5 c o o a lp * ld -  C cto  orataxspa.

SILENT DEFENDER
Used hy police officers. detectives,
■her Iff a. night watchmen and other* 
aa a mean* of self -protection. Very 
effective. Easily fils the hand, the 
flngen being grasped In the four 
holes. Very useful in an emergen
cy. Madeof aluminum they are vory

__ light, weighing less than2ouncea.
Handy pocket size always ready for lnatant use. 

f  Price25e ea., 2 for 45e postpaid. 770 pog» CaiaUg to*.

M ID G E T BIBLE

--------------------------------  2  for 4 0 a * ______
S I . 3 * .  tOO fo* S 7 .S O . A W c -t U r a -M i  in 
Laalbar B O dla c w hh co ld  * in W  P r ic a  BOc 
Mkah. 3  f o r  t lT ltS . S 4 .B O  p a r  d o r . M »* « .!-  
fylMC G ia a a fc#  d m  v lth  M Ideal ttlbl* IS o

S E R P E N T 'S  E G G S
fiTaath a i

d«-»y hal__
. - » ! •  aevarai 

f *•< Ion*. vh W b
BOH* and t * k l i
about In a  a o t l

> p a r  b o a , t o o  »* * to * 4 4 . 3  f o r  2 S v

STAGE
MONEY

W lthabuncb 
o f  tlieou bills. 
It la easy for 
each  person 

^  o f  lim ited 
^ m c d D fl  to  

l a p p o a r  
prosperous 
by flushing 

i n r o i l  o f  
«tbeeo bills 
ta t t h o  
Jp r o  p o  r 

tim e and peeling ofl a genuine Mil 
or  two from tho outside of tho roll, 
the effect created will be found to 
bo all that can bo desired. P rices, 
p ostp a id ! 40 BIIN 20c. 120 for  50c, 
DC $1 .50  th o u c e n d  p ostp a id .

N O S E  F L U T E
Tfa* M a*lo N ow  D o t* . Of H o - 
m ansion*. >• a uniqu* and 
d o m I inatramant tLal
i* plavad with noaa and mouth 
eom bm *d . Tbara b  ta*a a 

lllU a knark la c^aytri* 
“  which, whan oor*  *o> 

uirad » f lcr  a litli* prao* 
ioa. w il aoaU * you to 

p r o d o e *  v a r y  * w * * t  
mnalo th a t aocnavhat 
raaerohlsa a (lut*. Th*-r* 

I* s o  floxarln*. and onefl r o u  hartt ma*u>rr<j 
Ik y o n  can play all kjn.i* o f  m oaio w ith  fa c ility

XJKKROVf SM IT H  A  C O .

SURPRISE M A TC H ES
M ore fun than ^  
nghttiic with y o u r (  ,*  
wile. Look Just ‘ 
l i k e  o r d i n a r y  
matches. Ae  tbo 
victim tries to light 
one he gets quite o  
surprise. _
Prica 10a ptf be. 1 tati lot 25c. 12 for 75 canla.

S TA R  T O Y  M AKER
G raa taa t b  o  y  a '  b o o k  

w r it  tan. Ta lia  b o w  to  m a k « 
•  F lD h o le O * m * r * ,*  C *n u * . 
n o d a l  K a ilroad . a  TeOJ 
p b o n a , B oom era xw . Tab* 
—rapb In a tro m e n t. D o f  

ita . T a lk in g  M a o h l n a ,  
IcTOBcopa. E  I e  o  t  r  I o

. ___ . „ M o t o r .  E irc tr le  U o o r  H all,
W a ta r  W h o o l ,  P a d d le  K a /t ,  a  p a ir  o f  B kU . 
a D o c  8 la d . B ird  l lo o * a .  R a b b it  Y a rd , e tc  
64paRwa. 160 llioa traU ooa . P R IC E  tOa.
BOY S  OW N TO YBIAKER. A n r *  book 
*1 all* bow  to mitka cbam iral toy* . *l*ctrioal 
toy*, ca l ran lo toy* , rnechaalral toy* , pajwi 
ioy*. cardboard  toy* , boat*, trop*. * tc . 300 
Hlu»tration*. P rice  2 S o  p o s tp a id .
PUN WITH M A Q N r t lS M . 60 n o r d  kod 
um qu* experim ent* In M A O S F n B M  that 

y ou  e*n p » ( » r m  with tha 
aid o f  a a  ordiuary m t tM t : 
m acnetio  cha in , norm * and

at tints. A la o  ln t*r«*tin * in form al i o n a b o u t  
I kW iow s, m agna tia m .e lecU io  t y .  e tc . P R IC E
Khap-pd. ______ __
B O O K  OH B O A T S . "  i l o w  to  b u .ld  row m *. 
aaiiln* boat*. E ra ryth ln *  pertalrvinx t o  boate 
rip la in* ‘  ‘  *ftand*
B -  M INUTE iU R M O M C T 'iC O U R S E , 

eaey a*lf-taachta* m ethod . Taachai

W o n d e r f u l  
In s t r u m e n t *

Greatestthing 
yet.Ntos 
bo pa rate 
A rtic les
In o n o .  

Everybody de
lighted With II.

____ _ Carious and interest-
^  Jng. Lota of pleasure as well

.  useful. It  is a double M loroscope for ex-
__nmlning the wonders of nature. It  Is also an

. Glass, a  etoreoeoope, a  Burning Lens a Reading 
Gloss, a  Telescope, a  Compose, a  pockot Mirror, and a 
Laryngoscope— ror examining eye. ear. noeo and throat. It 
Ifl worth all the cost to  locate even ono painful cinder in tho 
oye. Folds flat and fits tho pocket. Something great— you  
r— A —  Doo’ t mfaa ft. Soot by mall. Oott 3So or S for SI.OO.

_ play, t o  ua* l  Ua tonxua. tra ioo lo , fuUy 111u*tr*i-d. Prlco 1Sc postpaid.
M ONEY M AKING S E C R E T S . Ooldaa nppor- 
tunl.iaa for c re r y c n * . 64  pa«a eop yri*h u d  
b  >*■ k rbock full of fnonlT -m ak in* idea*, facipaa. 
form ula*, vrrinkl**, trad* M crnt*. r la . iluxi- 
neaaaa tli*t can ba atarted with littia or no 
capital at bom * In rpara tim *. 10 a  pow tpald. 
T ftICK G  A  SOCTAL C IO K R T a INER. C on 
tain* hundred* o f  aim pla trick*, illusion*, d i- 
n r i i o u  that anyone can  d o . A lso  axplairv* 

at o f  aaaond *t*ht. P r ic a  2 5 o  pwwtpald.

W O N D E R F U L X - R A Y  T U B E
A wonderful little 
Instrument pro
d u c in g  o p t lo h l 
Illu sion s both  
su rp risin g  and 
etartilng. With It

I of

•Imitar tlloaiona. • tO e . 3  tot 2 B o .

JOHNSON SM ITH & CO.
Dept. 730 RACINE* WIS.
A copy o f our NEW C AT A100  maUpd ortYecolpf ef lOe. or the Oo- 
t 1” ? -J®**0.'1’ clotfibtndinr3ac.Bkn*r r.ndtvwttwr ttun over. Only 

P*1** ot a" ,h«  '*<•** tricks kt msslo,  B * t**w*«t novnltlw*. pazzl**, comes, sporting coo  da rubber stamps, unusual and Interwstknc books, curiosities In seedt 
•nd plants, etc., unprocurable elsewhere. Remit by Coin. Monet Ord y ,  CSecjt or unused U. A. Po«tago Stamps, for on articles Mated shove. Canadian money, stamps and Postal Notes accapted at current rato of ecchansg.

AH P*rti Nk <
tiwry lor Only 
Runt

E L E C T R IC  M O T O R
An Electric Motor for Only lO

~ e n t s .  Sou n d*  a lm ost u n h «- 
ia T a b le , b u t  It la p e r fe c t ly  

t r u e . For o N l . Y l O c e n t s  
o e o d  you  all tb a  parts  rparkedIn a neatbo« with
____p rin ted  a n d tl lu e tT a te d d l-
rertlona for aNnembling. No
trou b l e a t  e l 1 t  o  t t ln c  th  ep a r ta  

^  tcarwchcr In fa c t  It U  P U N . 
R -w  jg a t f o l l o w  a fe w ir im c le  
’  lxu rU n cU on ea n d ln e

fe w  m ln a tce  th e  
motor la ready 
t o  n m .

Tell Your Own Fortune
W ith  th e  eM  o f  
th i* d r e a m  book  
an d  fo r tu n e 
te lle r. T h e  koy 
to  y ou r  fu tu re . 
W i l l  f o i l  b a  
lu ck y  l a  Inver 
B o o  c e * a f a l  In 
banineeaT W ill 
r o u  b e  w ea lth  y 7 
C o m p le te  w ith  
d ic t io n a r y  °  f 
d rea m *  w  Ith  

d e s cr ip t io n s  a n d  c o r r e c t  in te rp re ta 
t io n s . w ith  lu c k y  n u m b ers , f o r ta -  
n ate  day  a. ormcl aa , d iv in a tio n , palm - 
ia try . e t c .  A ls o  te ll s  b o w  t o  tell 
fo rtu n e #  h y  v a r io u s  m e th o d * , by 
irroa p d *  o f  c o f f e e  o r  t e a . b y  d o m in 
o e s , b y  m a rk s, s c a r s  o r  mc-lea mis
ce lla n e o u s  ( M i n i  w ith  c a r d * , lu ck y  
d a y *  w e e k s  . m on th s  y e a r s : h o w to  
re ce iv e  o r a c le*  b y  d re a m s , f in g e r  
nail o b s e rv a t io n * , e t c .  P R IC E  l ^ c

LEARN to 
Hypnotize

This remarfcabla 
book tells how. 
E x p la in s  all 
about nypno- 
tlim. how to 
hypnotize, how 

to produco sleep, how to 
awaken a subject, how tofiyp- 
notlzo animals, hypnotism In 
diseases, hypnotism forsclen- 
tlflc practice, illusions and 
baluclnatlnna. personal mag-

FORTUNE TE L L IN G  B Y  CARDS
Book shows how to tell fortunes 
with card*, dice, domlnoci. crystal, 
etc. Tells th« meaning and sig
nification of every card. Several dif
ferent methods explalxdd and fully 
Illustrated. Crsramod full from cov
er to oover with complete Informa
tion oo fortune telling. PRICE 10c 
postpaid. Stomps accepted.

A d dress orders for all goods on about and on foliounng page to JO H ^SO]S[ SM ITH  &  CO., Dept. 7TO Racine, W u,
156



REAL LIVE PET TURTLES
Sent by Mail for 

Only

Blank Cartridge Pistol
25c

A  Fascinating 
and

Interesting Pet
I f  you went n fascinating ond Interesting lltilo’ pet, just risk a quarter and wo 
will *ond you a real llvo PET TURTLE by mall postpaid to any part of tho 
U.8.A. Now all tho rage. Thousands upon thousands of these Turtles woro 
•old at tho World's Fair In Chicago. No trouble at all to keep. Just give It 
• llttlo lettuco or cabbago or lot it seek It* own food. They oro extremely 
goalie, easily kept and llvo for years and year*. Needs less attention than any 
other pot, Qet ono or two. Study their habits. You will find them intensely 
U urutlng. ONLY 23* caNi —ot by m»ll. Safe, llvo delivery guaranteed.

Electric Telegraph Set
ss ehown in tho directions, for TWOWAY MES
SAGES (Bending and receiving). No trouble at all 
to operate with tho eimplo instructions that ao- 
company each oot. Operates on any •
etandard dry battery obtainable every- * Tr P 
where. With this outfit you can learn to 
transmit and receive messages by 
the Morse International Code, and 
In a very short timo become an ex
pert operator. Mounted on wooden 
Base measuring 4 x 3 in., first claee 
construction throughout, comploto 
with key. sounder, magnet, min
iature Western Union blanks,
Kicked in neat box with full 

uatrated instructions —■
A L L  F O R  1 5 c  (without 
b a tte ry ) p o s t p a id  
(Canada and Foreign 20c.)
7/1 page catalog ot novelties,  Joke*, 
t r l c k i . p u z z l e s ,  
books, at*. 10c.

K>K**Of« B M rm  a  CO.

REVOLVER STYLE
.22

CAL.

SIZES
Three new models now 
2 5 c ,  5 0 c  a n d  $ 1 . 0 0 .  W e ll 
made and elTectivz*. Mod- 
oiled on pattern o f latest
type o f Revolver. Appear- -----
once alone enough to Bcnre a burglar. Takes 22 Cal.
Blank Cartridges obtainable everywhere. Great 
jrotcction againat burglars, tramps, dogs. Have it 
ying around without tho danger attached to other 

revolvers. Fine for 4th July. New Years, for stage 
work, starting pistol, etc. S M A L L  S IZ E  4  in . l o n g  
2 5 c .  M E D IU M  S IZ E  S  in . l o n g  5 0 c .  L A R G E  S IZ E
d in .  l o n g  5 1 . 0 0 .  B L A N K  C A R T R ID G E S  S O c  p a r  ______
lOO. HOLSTER (Cow boy typo) »O c. Shlppod by Expreas only, 
not prepaid* 710 page catalog o f  other pistols, sporting goods* 4tc,10c

Novelty French Photo Ring

Bay 
Electrician
•M«5AzSzl KVj fc» «4 p*xo book all about auclxlcity written ipaoUlly for boy*. Toll* bow to make baitaxlaa.dy 

M o o . ,  motor*, radio*. t«U,T*ch appaxatua, - Jepbonee.lJxhU.eUetrki belle, tkrro, poflj. electrlo
prics  lOopoa.----

NEW
V A M P I N G

C A R D
N O  T E A C H E R  N E E D E D — S U R P R IS IN G L Y  S IM P LE  S Y S TE M
Persons having neglected their Musical Education need not despair, for with 
the aid or our new VAMPING CARD (placing tho card upright over tho 
piano key*), you cao Vamp away to thousand* of Bongs, Ballads, Waltzes, 
Rag Time, etc., etc. No knowlcdgo of music Is required. After using It a 
few times, you will bo able to dDpenjo with tho aid of tho Vamping 
Card entirely. Tho prlco of thla very clover Invention la only I 5o postpaid.

B IG  E N T E R T A IN E R
F U N , M A G IC  and M Y S T E R Y

326 Jokes and Riddles, 25 Magic Tricks,
10 Parlor Gam.o. 78 Toasts, 13 Fairy 
Tales. 106 Money-making Secrets, 22 
Monologue*, 21 Puzzles and Problems,
6 Comic Kecitations, 10 Funny Headings.
11 Parlor Pustimes, 13 Flirtations, 1110 
Girls and Boys Names and their Mean
ings, 10 Picture Puzzles, 69 Amusing 
Rhymes. 87 Amusing Experiment^ Deaf and Dumb Alphabet, Shfldowgrnphy. 
Gypey Fortune Teller. H<»w to tell Fortune* with Cards, Dice' Dominoes. Crystal. 
Coffee Cup, etc.. Hypnotism, Ventriloquism. Cut-outs for Checkers and Czicss. 
Dominoea, Fox nnu Geese, 9 Men Morris. Spanish Prison Pozzle. Game o f Ann*
Bams, 26Card Tricks, Crystal Gazing etc. A L L  F O R  1 5  C E N T S  P O S T P A ID  

ammo (A 710 page Catalog o f  novelties, jokes, trieks, puzzles, etc., 10 Cents

JOHNSON SMITH & CO.
Dept 730 R A C IN E , W IS .

, A totn of omr NEW CATALOG u M  om rw*l»« ot 10*..of tt«p *
Uik«  EdHIOfi «Hll Cloth MnOlfic 2Se. Ola*r and b*tl*r th** *v*r. OaJ» boo* of It* kind In ailaUnc*. N**r1v 800 p*«M ot *11 »*• UlMl *" n***»c. tb* n**t*l novalilea, puul**, p a w ,  aportbtf good*. nrbb*r • tamp*. mommI im ) tat area tin* book*, oe»rto*JtL*a In ae*da *nd plant*. •**.. unprocurable alaowbora. Ramil by Coin, Moot* Onto*. Cb*«k or uu«*d U. 5. Ptmtasa Stamp*, far aH article* lUtad (Sow. CMadin

Ilcre Is a very great novelty 
In Bings, that la selling In 
thousands. It Is s nicely 
made ring, finished In Imita
tion platinum, and act with , 
aslargo imitation diamond.
It looks Ju t like an ordi
nary ring, but In tho shank 
or tho ring Is a small micro- 
•coplo plcluro almost Inviil- 
Llo to tiio naked eye. yet 1a 
m grlfied  to an nlmo*t ln- 
credlblo degree and with as- 
, toolihlng clearness. There Is Quito on SI* 
sortment of pictures that should suit all tastes.

^ om o  aro pictures of bathing girl beauties, 
pretty French Actresses, etc,, others oro views —

>cf places of Interest In Franco, Panama Canal and clsewherA;
others show tho Lord's PTayer In type, every word of which 

1 can bo read by perjons with normal eyesight. They are tntor- 
' esllng without being In any way objectionable. PRICE 25e, 5 

tor 65e, or I2.2S per do?, postpaid, 7 /Opage Catalog 10c.

BOVS! THROW  YOUR VOICE
Into a trunk, under the bod or 
anywhexo. Lota of fun fooling 
teacher, policeman or friends,
T H E  V E N TR IL O
n littlo instrument, fits in 
tho mouth out of eight, used 

with above for Bird Calls, eto.
Anyone can use it. Never 
falls. A  lG-page course on  

Ven trilo quhm  together w ith  the  
Vesitrllo. A ll for 10c postpaid.

PISTOL CIGARETTE CASE
I t  looks like a deadly weapon, but It Is merely a 

novel Cigarette Case. This clever contrivance 
has proved Itscll better than the real thing In 

many an awkward encounter. Great fun 
"sticking u p "  your friends. They squirm 
and protect it might be loaded. Pull tho 

trigger and the elldo filed 
open disclosing the clga- 
rottes. Well made, light 
and com pact, w eigh t 
only 2 ounces.

PO ST P A ID  25c
SEX IN D ICATO R A n ■muainrt'cjJ rnlertAlninc novalty. Hold 

It Ovex *  wotnaii'a hand and it ia ruppceed 
t o  detcrib* a com plete axul 
to n titu ou i circle. Hold II 
o * w  a man'* bond  and * » U h  
U  m ove back and forth like a 
pendulum . W a have mad* 
innumerable tee**, and while 
we have never been able to  
fiauxa out how It'a done, w # 
have never m en it faiL M any 
Dove] and i&toxee'inx experi
ment* may bo p«Hcra>e<l w ithH. Tr7 It for taatlng IK* *ex of animals, eat*, dog*, fab bill, buflerflio*. *l*-8z>ld 

I r « l« ‘  « a  twur in Europe. PRICE 10c, 3 for 25c, ‘, 75c par dor. p-p.^

torn. Tel
P l c r f r i r i a n  with 75 illustrations for l L l C t l l  IL Ia ll jng  Batteries, DynamosL M< 

pparatus. Telephone, Lights, Bell 
irelesa" Current Itcvereer,

-'elzyrnph qpi 
Alarms, Coils,"Wi:

Engine, Radio, etc. iiy clectxicnicxpcrtpsothat onyonozanunder
stand it. 64 pages. PRICK ONLY lO  CENTS POSTPAID.

HOW TO PITCH CURVES S S L W *

Address orders for «II goods on above and on preview page to JOHNfaOH SMITH &  C0n Dept, 730, Roane, Wu,
1 n".



158 THRILLING ADVENTURES

WANT A STEADY JOB
Work for “ Uncle Sam”

$1J60 to $2,100 Year
MEN WOMEN IS to 50. Common Educa
tion luutlljr sum.-lent Many early exam I - 
nation* »x(wte.|. Write immediately for 
fme 32-pace hook, n ub  llj*t of positions and , 
full pnrtliulara telling how to get them.

F R A N K L I N  I N S T I T U T E  
I>ep t. W -3 8 1  B o ch e a t© p , N . Y .

Write today for FItEJQ 
Mull Order price list of 
Sanitary Necessities of 

nil kinds for men nnd women. (Joods sent In plain 
sealed envelope, postage paid h y  us 
P . O . H O Y  91. D e p t . D - l l .  H a m il t o n .  O n ta r io .

LADIES ONLY!
n n  n v r n ?  L'se f**non» time-tested H X MONTHLY RELIEF 
U L L H T L U . CO ^fl'O I' NT) when nature fall.*! STARTS W ORK
ING 1NSTAN1LV Brings soothing, satisfying relief In some of 
the lotre.t. stubborn. unnatural delay* »t>ry qulckly^-ln only a 
few hour* In mitnr ca-*e« Very powerful, vet sbaolutily nafo! GUAR
ANTEE D— P U RE— HA RM LESS. No I>aln. lnconvanienrr. or Inter
ference with duties! CourtItuenI* atrongly rrcnramtnded hy famous 
doctor*! I >ed & pial*ed hy thousand* nf grateful women! Double 
Strength. |2 00 A M AZINGL V PROMPT SHIPMENT! Rushsd Mt 
cla*^ mall plain sealed wrapper, within 1 hour of receipt of order 
B X LABORATORIES, 1515 E 60th St . N-3. CHICAGO ^

Get the Lon -Don n on Modern Youth! 
Read

SNAPPY  —  BREEZY —  PEPPY

COLLEGE LIFE
100  P a g e s  o f  A m e r i c a ’s B e s t  W i t  a n d  H u m o r  
—  R e a l i s t i c ,  F a s t - M o v i n g  S h o r t  S t o r i e s  —  
C O L L E G E  L I F E  is  th e  la s t  w o r d  in  s o p h i s 
t i c a t io n  a n d  th e  b e s t  q u a r t e r ’s  w o r t h  on  
th e  s t a n d s  t o d a y !

Don't Mis> the Gala Football Number!

DON’ T  BE CUT
Until You T r y  Th is  

Wonderful Tre a tm e nt

f o r  p i lo  s u f f e r in g  If  y o u  h a v e  p iles  In 
a n y  f o r m  w r ite  f o r  a F R E E  s n in p le  o f  

Page’s Pile Tab lets  and y o u  will hies* 
the  d a y  that  y o u  re a d  this  W r i t e  today. E R. 
Page Co., 2343-A ,  Page Bldg.,  Marshall,  Mich.

TILLIE and MAC
(NEW STUFFi Pcftrlir-t anil Browning. Dumb Dora. Maggie and . 
Jlggi. Bos* and llinride* The fJuinj--. Fretuh Stenographer. A 
Bachelor * Dream. Adam and Fee. Kip and Alice A Muilel’ l 
Life. Original —  ' Night in Fail*." Tw ts arid < asper. A Coach- 
nian'i* DaughU-r. and over 100 mure \l*o over 70 Bare and 
Daring French tvpo ; teture*. inrl H A.-tbu Photo* Montmartre 
type of M»n and Women In various pn«r« Alio Incl. Women 
Alone In different po-lMnn*. n r ., iprilal fr.*- with order ' Advice 
on llow to Win at Card* ”  also “ The Night I.ifo of rarla”  and 
*ome short rare French unrlr*'.. ofr . d r  flood* amt «mled In 
plain wrapt* r You uMl r» cKe all <f ti c above. You may h< n.l 
cnh. money order or stamp*.

SPECIAL: ALL FOR £1.00
PARIS IMPORT CO.

4166  P a r k  A v e .  D e p t ,  T H A  N e w  Y o r k  C i t y  !

(Continued horn page 154) 
s u p p l i e s  la n d  a n d  e q u i p m e n t  t o  th e  u n e m 
p l o y e d ?  I s  t h e r e  a c h a n c e  f o r  m a k i n g  
m u c h  m o n e y  in  th e  g a m e ?

I w i l l  g r e a t l y  a p p r e c i a t e  a n  a n s w e r  
f r o m  y o u  r e g a r d i n g  th e s e  q u e s t i o n s ,  f o r  I  
w a n t  t o  g e t  s t a r t e d  o n  th e  j o b  a s  s o o n  
a s  p o s s i b l e .  I  a m  25 y e a r s  o l d ,  a n d  a b l e  
t o  ta k e  c a r e  o f  m y s e l f  a n y w h e r e .

R e s p e c t f u l l y ,
E .  D e L u r y .

B r o o k l y n ,  N .  Y .

/ 4 / m v e r  :

Well, DeLury, I am not going to 
try and tell you the best spot for 
individual placer mining. That is 
almost impossible to ascertain in ad
vance, but the best opportunities for 
making money now are found in the 
western states, namely: California,
Washington, Idaho, Montana and 
Colorado.

The government does not furnish 
equipment, but all government lands 
are open to prospectors. Mineral 
rights do not go with the soil, and 
if you discover gold and stake out 
and file your claim properly, all gold 
taken from it is legal.
D e a r  G l o b e  T r o t t e r :

I h a v e  b e e n  in  i l l  h e a l t h  f o r  t w o  y e a r s ,  
h a v e  b e e n  l y i n g  u p  h e r e  in  S a r a n a c  a ll  
th at  t im e  w i t h  n o t h i n g  m u c h  t o  d o  bu t  
d r e a m  a n d  p la n  w h a t  I a m  g o i n g  to  d o  
w h e n  I g e t  o u t  o f  h e r e  n e x t  s p r in g .

M y  t r o u b l e  h a s  p r e t t y  w e l l  c l e a r e d  up, 
b u t  e v e n  a f t e r  I  g e t  a w a y  f r o m  h e r e ,  m y  
d o c t o r s  s a y  th a t  I w i l l  h a v e  t o  l i v e  an 
o u t d o o r  l i f e ,  s o  I  h a v e  b e e n  p la n n in g  a 
c a n o e  t r ip  a c r o s s  th e  U n i t e d  S t a t e s .  I 
a m  w o n d e r i n g  i f  th a t  h a s  e v e r  b e e n  d o n e  
b e f o r e ?  1 m e a n  in  an  e a s t  t o  w e s t  d i r e c 
t i o n .  O f  c o u r s e ,  i t  is  s i m p l e  e n o u g h  to  
g o  f r o m  n o r t h  t o  s o u t h .  I f  it is  p o s s i b l e ,  
w h i c h  is  th e  b e s t  r o u t e ,  i f  t h e r e  is  a n y  
at a l l ?

Y o u r s  v e r y  s i n c e r e l y ,
D a n  B u t t e r i c k .

S a r a n a c ,  N .  Y .

A nswer :
That’s quite an idea, Dan. But it 

has been done before. Way back in 
1916 some lone adventurer made a 

(Concluded on page 160)



Try Some of These Remarkable Seed Novelties ^ §3 ]
JAPANESE ROSE BUSHES
Th e  W o nd er of the W orld
J a p a n ese  R o s e  B u sh es b l o o m  a l l  t h o  y e a r  r o u n d .  Just
th in k  o i  it. S ix  w eek s  otter p U n tin e  th e  se e d , th e  p  Lints w ill 
b e  la  f u l l  b l o o m .  It m a y  n o t  seem  p o ss ib le , bu t w e  p o s l-  

9  t iv e ly  g u a r a n t e e  I t  t o  b o  » o .  T h e y  w il l  b l o o m  e v e r y
t o n  w o o k a *  S u m m er  o r  W in te r , a n d  w h en  th ree  years o ld  the 
b u s h  w il l b e  a m a s *  o f  r o s o o »  b e a rin g  Irom  f ire  h u n d red  t o  
a th o u sa n d  roses  o n  ea ch  bu sh . T h e  f low ers  are  in  three shade* 
— w h ite , p in k , a n d  c r im s o n . T h e  p lants w ill d o  w e ll b o th  In a n d  
Out d o o r s . W c  gu a ra n tee  at least three b u s h ts  t o  g r o w  Irom  ea ch  

p a c k e t  o i  s e e d . P r i c e ,  1 0 c  p a c k e t . 3 p k ts . for  2 5 c  p o s tp a id .

Chbiesa Fragrant Treo Fern W eather Plant
J u s t  Introdu ced : n oted  fo r  
it s  rap id  g row th . A n  e x 
ceptionally  p r e t t y  orua -RMnUlplant. Foliage iarich
dark r r » * o .  Forma tr a n d  
pyram ida l bushes a b ou t 
6  fea t  h igh . B ranches very  
dacirab lo  f o r  d ecorative

GROUND ALM ONDS
__Asaiingiy Pronto— Cully trawn Fran Bed
T h e (Wound Almond ha* a flavor that I* MOST 
KXOBJLLENT. resembling tho ooooanut. The 
m oat 1* mow white, corerod with a shell o r  akin 
ox  brown ooJor. It  grow* close to the surface 
m id anything from  200 to 300 Almonds may be 
* K p * c t«d  from  a  atngle n u t. T h era  la no trou b le  w h a tever  
Id  g row in g  an vw h ere  and In a a y  kind o f  s o il. M a y b e  p lanted

-----A L M O K G a  V 0 U  E V E R  T A S T E D . | - - v -T tT i  m

Perfume

, B y m yeterloaa cha n ges th at taka 
p la ce ,th is  rem arkable  p lant a ccu - 

j ra te ly  forocaa ta  tho w ea ther
I m any bourn In advance. W ill 
' arrow a a n yw here  all L ie  yea r  

•••tiny h ou se
---------  ------- — .y e , f ra g ra n t .
pink, butterfly shape flower*.

.  Ike packet. 3  far 4 0 a. postpaid

Plant
B l o o m  a on ly  a t  

, n la b t .r iv tn a  forth  
th# m oat de ligh t- 
f o l  s ca n te d  fra -  

, g ra n c*  fa r  qu ite  
'  *  a  dia tanaa. C auses 

■HMD oom raant. i F o r  h ou se  o r  ga rd en . 
A k o  valuab le  b e ca u se  o f  ra re  perfu m e  
B a d e  from  It. I U M ,  lO e  pfct.. S fo v  2 S *

Calabesb or Pip* Gourds
A  luxuriant and  rapid 

W  T o w l p ^ d i m b . r

S E N S IT IV E  
P L A N T

M a r v e l o f  th e  P h il ip 
p in e s . L e a v e s  cu rl, 
( r o o d s  d r o o p  w h en  
to u c h e d . A p p a ren tly  

r esen ts  In terferen ce. 
A  h a n d s o m e  sh ru b  fo r  h o u s e  o r  
g a r d e n ; v e r y  c u r io u s  an d  in terest, 
l o g .  S D O d a ,  X S c  p k t . ,  a  f o r  4 0 c .
Japan*:* Hart Egg Gourd

r ivaaanj 
w h e r e
P rodu ces 
th e  om a - 
m a n t a l  ( o o r d i  
f r o m  
vblehtb* 
f a m o u s  
A fr ic a n

tp kiaa a re  m a d e . O row  th is In
te restin g  vine and m aka your ow n . S e e d * , 
w ith  Instru ction s, 1 5 *  p i ( t ,  3  fo e  AO*.

Mammoth Peanuts
Peanut* can bo ©sully cultivated. T h eir culture is 
very simple and oxoeodlngly interesting. Mammoth 
Peonata grow to an astonishing site. ItT* a good nro- 
dooer. verv prolific. and tho giant nuts havo a thick, 
heavily ribbed protecting snoll. The plant i* very 
attractive, tho leaves being o f  odd *hape and 
*  handsome green shade, t i n t e d  through the
M o t o r  w ith  w h ite . Y o u  w ill d er iv e  m uch p leasure cu ltivatin g  
th is  Interesting  sp e c ie s . SeeA o IS #  pfct.. 3  » k t » . far  A O e.

P rod o c a s  fru it  
sam e ■  I s o .  
■ b a p a  a n d
c o lo r  o f  n e a t  

i.M atured

Musk Plant
A universally ad
m ired  fa v o r it e  
for house, flower

K dau or r m n -  
i*e. A vary 

fine house plant.
Lives (or year*. 
Is o f  th* 
Scented variety, 
g i v i n g  ( o r t b  

aoh fragrance. A lso valuable on  *«■ 
un» of the perfum e that ran be mads 
a* It- l ea d s  IB o  pfct... 3  fo r  A O o.

Japan are Climbing Cucumber
U n a s a i l l r  
strung and v ig 
orou s  g ro w in g  
y i n  e  . A  tta ins 
tw ice  th e  s ite  
o f  ordinary  va
r ie t ie s . G row *
/  • a  d 11 y  o  o  

s n re s , p o le s , 
tre llises , e t c  . 
O ne b i l l  w ill 
k een  an en tire  
fam ily  supplied

_  a ll s u m m e r -
S e e d s  15* pack*. 3  f o r  A O e. p o s tp a id .

G IGAN TIC  cumu
THE NEW EDIBLE VEGETABLE WONOCR

-G ro w n  to  an aston ish in g  s it e ,  the Beans m easuring  
“ fro m  8 to  6  f e e t  lo n g , and  w e ig h in g  anything from  

10 t o  16 Iba. and  e v en  m ore . O n e  (lean  la au(Sclent 
to r m fam ily  f o r  sev era l m ea ls . V ery  p a la ta b le  andr . r  —  -

s J E L  B U TTE R  BEANS

rltiou s in a. T h e
i V in es a

------------------------ —  m ateria l a. T h e  cfe lie* te  B uttery
a v o r  la m uch  ap p recia ted . T h e  V in es  are easily  
•own. v e ry  p ro lific , and a m oa t w elcom e and val- 
tbla ad ju n ct  t o  you r  g a rd en . T ry  them ; yor 

Ind them  tb s  e io a t  deU cJoes v eg e ta b le  you 
e v e r  ta s te d . Im ported  d ire ct. U nobtainable e lse 
w h ere . Sam ple p a ck a g e  o f  S eed s  w ith  fu ll d irec 
tion* f o r  cu ltivatin g  an d  e o ok in g . X 5 « , p ostpa id .

Kudzu Vine
M ost rapid  grow ing 
vlnejknown. Will grow 

20 feet in one week. 
Luxuriant foliage, 
lo v e ly  p u r n lo  
flowers, very fra
grant. N o th in g  
to equal it for 
shado purposoaand 
quick growth.

I S o  o e c k e t .  3  f o r  A O o.

Yard Long Bean
Prodi-----------------------
crop of long. Blan
der, round pods, of 
• x c* ll*n t  q u a lity
f r snap beans.

oda *row from 3 
to 0 fsst in lsoctb . 
Very tender and 
flna flavor. The 
vines am rampant 
grow an ; an in tar-

TH E  
R EM A R K AB LE

A  Vino that
Blooms at NlshtFIREFLY PLANT _...............

F il l*  t h o  A t m o s p h e r o  w it h  F r a g r a n t  A r o m a
Q do o f  th o  m oat rapid  g ro w in g  v in es  k n ow n . U nder fa v o r 

ab le  cond ition s this vine has been  know n  to  g ro w  O V E R  25 
FEETf IN  A  MINGLE W E K K . In a  vary sh o r t  sp aco  o f  tim e 
in deed  th e  V in e  has c lim b ed  to  a g roa t  h e ig h t, and la c o v e r e d  
w ith  IM M E N SE  F L O W K E S , from  6 to  7 in ches In d la roeU r, 
I t la , lo d * * d , a g rea t o o v e lty , f o r .  un lik e  o th er  p la n ts , the 
C ow ers O P E N  IN T H E  E V E N IN G , an d  rem ain  o p e n  until 
ab ou t noon  th e  fo llow in g  d a y . In dull w ea th er  they  will

op en  they g iv e  fo rth
oetng o f

a ppea r  and d isperse .  A s  th e  f low ers  t „ ----------- ,  -------------------
th e  m oat D E L IG H T F U L  A R O M A  and th e  w hole  a tm osp h ere  
arou n d  Is fu ll  o f  scen ted  fra g ra n ce . I t  la a lw ays the o b je c t  
o f  fa v ora b le  com m en t, and  m qeh c a r io s ity  Is arous 
p lo  passin g  a t  n lg b t tim e as to  the ca u se  o f  the 

s rom a . fre q u e n t ly  s to p p in g  In an  en d ea vor  t o  sa tis fy  th slr_cnrloail 
1 ®  C E N TS p a ck e t , tw o  peak at*  fo r  3 9  C C N T S, P O S T P A ID . JOhRStil

hey w ill r«
) MIGHT I

TheGreatWonderberry

e a t fn g  raw , c o o k e d , canned  or p reserved  
In any fo rm . T h e  fru it  la b lu e -b lack  In 
C olor, an d  ta stes  Ilka a  lu sc iou s, r ich  
b la e b e rr y . O n* b o s h  w ill p rod u ce  an 
en orm ou s  am ount o f  f ru it , y ie ld in g  g rea t  
m aaeoe o f  r ich  f r u it  all Sum m er and  F a il. 
P a c k e t . 1 0 a . 9  p k t* . f o r  2 k ,  p — tp s ld .

TfeGrut

Shoo Fly Plant
A  w r y  remarkable Bot
anical ruriceity you  should 
h »v « . Though quite odor- 
Iras it la aaid flies will not 
rvm ainin a room where Itia

_ (• H im i, unxiin, ^ u n u n
and winter. G row s rapidly from  seed. 
K I D S  15* pfci-i 3  fo r  A O e. poe t s  aid .

Bwuiu Mutk Melon
Quit* a curiosity, 
Looks and amelia Ilka

_____ a banana. Peculiar
hape and its dsllaious flavor m sks it weO

p/i/we ar# obtained In ehol os alty mar kata, 
aa blah as a dollar aometime# bain* de
manded for  ooa sinala spaelmaa. S e e d s

Umbrella Palm CoflMtYibry h in t
Easily Grown From S asd  W lntar or Sununsr
T b s  Japan*** U m b rella  P a lm  la  a  aem J-sqtw tic p lant.
I t  la eas ily  g row n  fr o m  seed  e ith er  In a bow l o f  w a ter o r  
in  v ery  dam p so il. P robably  th o  m oat usual, aa w e ll aa- o  vary  dam p a 
th *  m oa t in ter** t in g  i to  cu ltivate th e  plant In
p  b ow l o r  ja rd in ie re  filled w ith  w a te r , w ith  tw o  o r  th ree  
Inch es o f  g o o d  g a rd en  so li a t  th e  bo t tom . T h e  aaeda 
s o o n  com m en ce  t o  g* rm tn *to , an d  th *  p lant sh oots  up  
sterna t w o  to  th r e e  f e e t  h igh  and  rapidly assum es a m ost 
p re t ty  palm -Ilk* a p p e a ra n ce , aa sh ow n  In tb s  en gra v in g . 
T h e  top *  o f  th e  s te m s  a r *  su rm oun ted  b y  a  w horl o f  um 
b re lla -sha p ed  le a v e s , o f  a  w a x y  appearance. W # w il l 
aend  a  p ack a ge  o f  th is  s e e d , w ith  fu ll Instructions fo r  
cu ltu re , f o r  o a ly  1 5 c  o r  th r e e  p a ck e ts  f a r  A O o postp a id .

Butterfly’ s Own Bush
— — —  —  '■  p la nt la ■

I ta b le  r e fu g *
T h is  p la nt la ■  
v erita b le  r e fu g *  
o r  h aven  f o r  bu t
ter flies . *  n d  11 
a ttra ct*  a ll th *  
m o a t  b e a a d fu l 
ty p e *  o f  b u tte r- 
f lic*  to  th e  n e igh 
b o r h o o d . B ee* , 
to o , a r *  v e r y  
f o n d  o f  It. I t  Is 
a  p r e t t y  Plant 
b ea rin g  p e r fe c t ly  

* if.—,----------ers. r a n g in g  from  w hite
r ich  crim son , d e e p  red  and  p in k . Ill 
an d  Other d e lica te  sh ades. PsoS

doable flowers, ranglr
-* e r im sc-  —  ~
----- o t h e r -------------- ----- ------- - --------- -
1 0  o e a t s , 3  f o r  3 0  sea t*  p o s tp a id .

CACTUS FROM SEED
V ery cm fe o a , oddrcsi* ̂ r,

th rive  a n vw bcre  w ith  
little  o r  n o  ca r e . F low 
e r*  are  o f  ex q u is ite  
bea u ty  and de ligh t
fu lly  fra g ra n t . T o o  
w ill b e  astonished a t  
th e  odd  looks o f  th e  

C a cti Just ■ fro n tin g .' 'P e c L e t . lO  c — te. 
tk r*  s p a ck ets  f o r  2 5  c oa ts , p ostp a id -

FERN SEED
F erns' can !b# grow n 

from  seed. T ry  your 
luck growing thesn hnsu- 

i  plant* for indoors
_ outdoor*. Choicest
m ixed variutirs. P a ck e t  
lOc., 3 for 25*.

FAMOUS MEXICAN 
FIREFLY PLANT

B eautifu l b a d g e  
Dlan t^ g T ow j 2 to  2 4

bting a e loeely  c lip 
p e d  ornam ental e v 
e rgreen . The g lob e - 
shaped  o r  pyram idal 
busbee ar* c lo se  and 
com p act, and  o f  ■  

n  co lo r . M ay .b *
______ ___ _______b *  fo rm  o f  a  I

o r  ba ck grou n d . In early  aut
w h ole  bush b ec o m e s  c a r m in e ____
r e d , b e  nee the nem o o f  M exican  
r ia n t , o r  '  fra m in g  B o s h ,"  aa i t _  
aocna a maa c a lle d . Selected SkpA *. IQ *

Asparagus
Sprengeri

The beat plant 
for h a n g i n g  
baakota Mas- 
•ee o f  r i c h ,  
g l o a m i n g  fo li
age droop Inn
▼ary g r a c e f u l  

m anner. T h *  fo 
lia g e  whan c u t  

o e c *  w ill laat f o r  
w e e * a  in w a ter. T h #  aaed p ods a re  vary 
p re t ty  red  b err ie s  add ing  to  its  bea u ty . 

P a c k e t ,  2 5 * ,  3  p k t* . to r  M o  p o s tp a id

Chl'nesa Cabbage TREE OF HEAVEN
N ovelty from China 
a n d  sh ou ld  bo 
g ro w n  In e v e r y  
arden. Boom a to 
o  a crosa botwoen 

Colory and Cos Let- 
tuco. F I  a v o  r  is 
more mild than any 

other cabbage. Can b e to rv a d  
on  th » tabio and eaton raw or 
cooked like cabbage, cpinach or 
l o t t u c o  or mono into salad. 
Grow* very  rapidly, o n n y  to 
cultivate. Yoq cm create quit* n s«r>- 
aa-J'-o by cultivating this rrmarkablo 
oovoity. Sgsds.ISc psdit, 3 pkla. fw 40c.

m *oU l 
astJvs o f  China, 
and is eallsd tbs 
Tr*s of n*av*n. on 
account o f Its rresl 
b s s u t v ,  Vary 
hardy, thrrvss In
Cy soil, no matter 

w poor, and 
w i from  6 to 10

tloa .
In saaron by treat eluatsrs of oolon
seed pod*, r isk* the tree a eoutinu__
thing o f  beauty. FiO M , 16c; S pidUU 40«

SURPRISE FLOWER GARDEN
MANY RARE AND CURIOUS NOVELTIES 

An Abundance o f  Flower* Assured Throughout the Season
A  m ix tu re  o f  easily  g row n  annual* that b loom  v e ry  soon  a fte r  *ow (i 

'  loom in ‘  -th e  a * « d ; oth er*  vary  in their  tim e  o f  b loom in g .
r finely

VIId F low er  <

Thoee wl 
red flower

SS^Johnson Smith & Co. ̂  RACINE, WIS.

\ continua l lorprij**  and p lea su re , aa new  varieties 
la n d  the o ld  ga rd en  fsvoriU ta flow er su ccess ive ly  
th rough ou t th e  sea son . T h ere  a r*  o v e r  ■  b u » -  
d rod  varieti**  o f  seed s . M any o f  tb s  p la nts  m ay 
b e  taken  Inside aa h ouse p la nts  and  w ill b loom  
d a r in g  the w in ter . F ine fo r  ch ild ren , alao tea ch 
e r *  f o r  sch oo l gard en s. P s « k e t .  IB  s e a ts -  ttw ** 
p a c k e ts  fo r  4 0  o e a ts . P o s tp a id . J . ft. *  C O .

Sand lOc for big 710  
pag* novalty catlaoe



160 THRILLING ADVENTURES

ANY PHOTO ENLARGED
S i n  8x10 Inehai or smaller If ds- 
alred. Same prior for full length or 
bast form, croup#, landscape*, pvt 
animals, etc., or enlargement# of anjr 
part of group picture Safe return of 
original photo guaranteed.

SEND NO M ONEYJSSSIS& S
nnd within ft week you will rrreive your beautiful 
|Lf«-lik» M l t r p n 'n i .  ,u »r »n t«x < i F * r  port 47o
ptaa DQ«tac« — ot trn d  4»s  w ith  order and wm p a r  portaaa. B ta 
Ia< 20 -tn e> i M t  C . O I">. 78c p lw  p o r t « c »  o» *»b3
M i  and  wm pmf p o « iA f«  T a in  a d r n n l* t»  of iht* a iaam iagoflir  
M V /  taad  ro a r  photo* Lod*v B p ecK j «l>e r t a u d .

Standard Art Studios. 908 W. Lake St.. Dtp!. 394-C. Chicago. III.

LONESOME?
, let me arrange a romantio correspondence for 

.  j-oo. Find yourself a sweetheart thru Americas 
r foremost select social correspondence club. A friend- 

~—. . . .  -mj chip letter society for lonely ladies and gentlemen 
Member* everywhere; CX1NF1J0ENTUL introductions bj- letter; 
efficient, dignified and continuois serrice I have made thotuuds cl 

i?2ppy—whJ.jet^ou? Write for FREE sealed particulars 
EVA« MOORE BOX 908 JACKSONVILLE. FLORIDA

NEW STUFF!
W i n n i e  W i n k l e
For men only. Tlllle A Mac. lo o ts  A Ca*per. Com A Bubble*. 
Fannie Hill Only a Boy Harold Teen A Llllums Boob McNutt A 
Pearl. The Vampire. The End of Helen What Tommy Saw Under 
the Parlor Door. Twelve Gay Love Letters Bead Two Ways, (lay 
Life In Pari#; also SO Bare and During French typo pictures. 
(K ind mon like ) Also DO Montmartre type pictures of beautiful 
rirU  in thrilling, snappy artistic potm# with their fellows. Wo fill 
orders the same day we receive them All for only $1 00. Send 
Oftsh, stamps or money order.

IMPERIAL NOVELTY CO.
175 F IF T H  A V E N U E  N E W  Y O R K  C IT Y

D on’ t b® discouraged or alarmed when 
nature falls you. You can now depend 
on our new O J. O. RELIEF UOM- 
POUND la Periodic Regulator) double 
strength Often relieves unnatural ir- 
rrgularltl®*. discouraging cases of long 
overdue delays, generally relieved very 
quickly Absolutely not dangerous. No 
Inconvenience Highly recommended and 
used by thousands of women for relief. 

Wa guarantee to ship orders surer day received in plain wrapper, 
sealed. Send >2 00 box, double strength: 3 for 85 00. Triple 
strength 85 00. Trial alr.e. 25c. Don’t delay, tend order. FllEE 
Booklet. A personal mes#age to you.
O. J. 0 . MEDICAL CO.. Dept 221 L, UJ4 N. Wells. Chicago.

( Concluded from page 158) 
trip from the Pacific Coast to New 
York.

He followed the Columbia River 
from Astoria to where the Spokane 
empties into it, then he paddled up 
the Spokane through the Couer’d 
A ’lene lakes to the St. Joe River, 
which he followed to the source. 
Then he had a portage of some 
twenty or thirty miles across the 
Continental divide until he came to 
the headwaters of one of the streams 
forming the Missouri River.

Thence it was a simple trip down 
the Missouri, up the Mississippi, 
through the Chicago drainage canal, 
thence across the Great Lakes and 
into the Erie Canal and then down 
the Hudson to New York. You could 
reverse the directions, but let me 
warn you here, it is not any job for 
a sick man. unless you take it very 
slowly.

The portages are tough, and canoe
ing through the Great Lakes is no 
simple task.

Now, Adventurers, don't miss next 
month’s gala issue featuring a great 
complete book-length novel, MORO 
ARMS, by Anson Hard. 160 pages 
of smashing fiction—including stories 
by such writers as Johnston McCul- 
1 e y, Jaclund Marmur, Arthur J. 
Burks, Oscar Schisgall and others. 
I'll be seeing you!

—THE GLOBE TROTTER.________________________ \_____________

en/Stim ulate Energy,Pep, 
P h y s iccU P o w ers? _
This Safe, Quick and Easy Way!

For 
Pep

Vitality 
Physical 
Powers

DORAL DISTRIBU1

W HY suffer from loss of l ’ ep? Why be depressed by thl# annoying problem *hen you ran 
ao easily revitalize ebbing energy DORAL VIGOR TA BS  ar® anfo and quick In UiMr action. 

A Glandular Stimulant for falling Physical Powers. Worry, overwork, m rveatraln. Build up perre. 
force, and vigor Top up your ontlre ayatem. A normally healthy body »  naturally full or pep. 
vigor ami energy Thousands of men have found the answer In DORAL VIGOR TABS. Why not 
you? Send for a box today. Regular Large sire Box (50-tlma treatment) only $I.M. TH R E C 
BOXES, 85.00. S U P E R -S TR E N G T H ,  only $2.85. TWO BOXES. 95.00. Send Caah or Mocar 
Order C O D . 15c -xtra ORDER NOW I

ORS, Inc., Dept. C -ll, 303 West 42nd St., New York City
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(Concluded from page 144)

sending them in with orders to rush 
out a wrecker—then they are to race 
you right into Nome—to the hospi
tal. Think you can stand the trip?” 

Ken was certain he could. New 
strength of the spirit rather than 
the flesh seemed to suffuse his weary 
body. “Maybe I can make the boat 
for the States yet. Mr. Slawson.” 

“We’ll talk about that later,” snap
ped the super. “Here, some of you, 
give me a hand and we’ll carry him 
over to the train.”

Ken was swathed in clean band
ages, resting comfortably in a white 
hospital bed, paid for by the N. and 
K. The super had offered him a 
steady run, even promised to find a 
job for Mary. The N. and K. needed 
reliable brass pounders.

A pioneer pike like the Nome and 
Kougarok, though largely a boomer 
road, needed a leaven of home guard, 
of steady workers to keep it func
tioning smoothly, pleaded the super. 
He had taken a personal interest in 
the case. He wanted Ken to stay.

Ken was willing. But there was 
one thing that worried him.

“With no boats in till next spring, 
it’ll be a long time before Mary can 
get here.”

The superintendent smiled. “ Hell, 
the reward money you’ll draw down 
for the capture of the Skagway gang 
will make it easy enough for you to 
have her come up by plane.”

"Say, that’s an idea!” Ken reached 
his right hand over the crisp sheets, 
gripped the superintendent's hand 
enthusiastically. “ Will—will you at
tend to the details for me, Mr. Slaw
son?” The superintendent nodded, 
and rose to go. But Ken didn’t see 
him. He was looking toward the south 
through the window that opened on 
the Bering Sea, and a slow smile 
spread over his tired face.

A BABY FOR YOU?
I f  y o u  nre dcnlei l  the  b l e s s in g  o f  «  b a b y  nil y h u l  

o w n  a n d  ye a rn  f o r  a bnby'B  arm s  a n d  a b a b y 's  sm ile ,  
d o  n ot  Rive up hope. J u s t  w r it e  In eon l ldenre  to  M r* .  
M i ld r e d  O w en s ,  1(132 C oates  H ou se ,  K a n s a s  C ity ,  Mo.« 
and she will tell y o u  a b o u t  a s im p le  h o m e  m e th o d  
that  h e lp e d  her a f te r  b e in g  den ied  15 years .  M a n y  
o th ers  s a y  this  has  h e lp e d  bless  the ir  l ives. W r i te  
n o w  an d  t r y  f o r  th is  w o n d e r f u l  h app in ess .

IOVE-EUGENICS-BIRTH CONTROL]
C o u n s e l ** fea r less ly  bares a ll s e x  Bccreta. 

A b a n d on  fa lse  m odesty  1 L ea rn  th e  tru th  1 L O V E  
15 N O  S IN  1 U t "  SAFE COUNSEL”  take you by the 
hand and guide you safely through life. Learn the aes 
truths before It Is too late. *‘ SAFT^ COUNSEL”  is writ
ten In plain, understandable language. N O T H I N Q  I S  
L E F T  O U T —  every subject thoroughly discussed. 5 1 2  
daring pages —  over 1 2 5  thrilling Ulastrations. ||

Send No Money! T5T
name and address, and our regular $5.00 editionj  
will be sent you by return mall. Pay postman t 
only 11.69, plus few  cents postage. Address 
M O D E R N  P U B L I S H I N G  C O .
5 S o . W ells S t ., D ept. I l l ,  C h icago

BRAND NEW TEAR GAS 
F O U N TA IN  PEN

Fast Selling Sensation 1 Evrryono buys this harmless, mod
em device which provides positive protection agaliMt criminals, 
Uiorons, vicious doss. etc. A one-minute demonstration brings 
orders from motorists. police departments stores, banks and all 
classes ryt bualnr-a

It's Easy to Sell as high as two dozen dally Large margin of 
profit enables you to make up to $ 100 per month. You take orders 
and collect your pay every day Write now for exclusive terri
tory. ATLAS CO Chesterfield Station, Dept. IGII, Chicago, III.

W O W  t wINM * 'V1NKLE:T fV J Y V  . WIDOW! Tlllle & Mac; Maggie 4f Jlgga- Kip
lier's DSUghtS

FRENCH 8TF.NOO; MEBBT

Alice; Poaches A Brownie; Mabel's Letters; The Farmer's 1̂  Slighter; 
12 l»ay I-ovn Letters; 11 Pictures of Couple Before A After Marriage; 
How to Kl*e A Hug; 100 Miniature Pictures of Olrls; 24 Peppy 
Pictures of Men A Women. A Lots Morel ONLY 50o (Send 
money order .
3. M WINKLER, SSI— Nth St.f Brooklyn, N. Y.
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Ihî ihiddm Secidh o|Szx cmTfminĉ  (leveole&l
jflVAY with false modesty! At last a lam- 
*»■ ou* doctxw has told all the secrets of 
5cx in frank, daring language. No prudish 
Heating about the busn, no veiled hints, 
i>ut TRUTH, blazing through 576 pages 
o f  straightforward facts.

Love is the most magnifUent testacy in 
(he world . . . know how to hold your 
ioved one ... don't glean half-truths from 
unreliable sources . . .  let Dr. H. H. Rubio 
Kell you what to do and bow lo da it.

MORE THAN 100 VIVID P IC TURES
The 106 illustrations leave nothing to 

the imagination . . . know how to over* 
<ome physical mismating . . . know what 
(o do on your wedding night to avoid the 
torturing results of ignorance.

Everything pertaining to sex Is discussed 
In daring language. All the things you 
have wanted to know about your sex life, 
information about which other books only 
vaguely hint, is yours at last.

Some will be offended by the amazing 
(frankness of this book and its vivid illus* 
(rations, but the world has no longer any 
aise 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  
DIVORCES ARE CAUSED 
BY SEX IG N O RAH CEI 

N o rm a l, sex-su ited  
young people are lorn 
•part became (bey leek 
acx knowledge.

SEND N O  M ON EY E 2 E S E Z 5
P I O N E E R  P U B L I S H I N G  C O .
Dept. 824 1270SixthAva.,NewYork,N.Y.

Please send me FREE booklet in plain 
wrapper, describing in complete detail 
the contents of your book'Sex Harmony 
and Eugenics."

'A d d rtu___

jjCity and Sla ft _

W H A T
The S«KMal Embrace 
S « c r « t s  of « h «  H o n e  v 1*0* ft 
Mistakes ol Early M orris#* 
Hortoiaxualltv 
V enereal Dlsaosas

H ow to R ejoin  Vlrllhy 
S c«uol Starvation 
Glands and Sex Instinct 
To Gain G reater Deliflil 
The Troth A bou t Abuee

EVERY MAN SHOULD KNOW Don’t be a slat* to ignorance and fclf.
Enjoy the rapturous delights Of the per* 
feet physicci love!

Lost love . ..  scandal. * . divorce .. . can 
often be prevented by knowledge. Only 
the ignorant pay the awful benalties o f 
wrong sex practices. Read the facts, clearly, 
startlingly told . . . study these illustra* 
tions ana grope in darkness no longer.

You want to know . . . and you should 
know every thing about sex. Sex is no longer 
a sin . . .  a mystery . . .  it is your greatest 

the basis *6f the perfect, power for happiness.You owo it to yourself 
'  * ...to the one you love, to tear aside the cur*

ness loco the sunlight . end ignorance, taia of hypocrisy and learn the naked truth!

W H A T  EVERY W O M A N  S H O U L D  K N O W
Jor* oJ P* rfaet Mariftf 
VTnal I* AJtow a t o v c i  

10 do
Intimate F«wlnhv« H yjicna  
ProilMdkn 
Birth Centro! Chart

H ow  to Attract and H old 
Men

Sexual Slavery ol W om an 
Ejton'.iali of H appy

M a r r lo f li
Tha St* O rfofti

IsKnowledge
satisfying love-life. Step out o f the dark* 

s into '
fear and danger today) Money back at once 
if you arc nor completely satisfied!

5 7 6  d a r i n g  p a g e s
106 V I V I D  
P I C T U R E S

-

A T T R A C T  T HE O P P O S I T E  SEXI
Know how to enjoy the thrilling expert* 

ences that are your birthright . . - know 
bow to attract the opposite sex . . . hoW 
CO hold love.

There is no longer any need to pay tho 
awful grice for one moment of bliss. KeatJ 
the acientific pathological facts told so 
bravely by Dr. Rubin. The chapters oo 
venereal disease are alone worth the prico 
of the book.
IS SEX IG N O R A N C E  
D IV IN G  THE ONE YOU 
LOVE INTO THE ARMS 

O F  A N O T H E R  7 
Let " S e x  H arm ony**

tra ck  tom  h o w  easy it j j  
to win ai<J hold your 
lo v e d  o n e !

I - R E E 9  N E W  B O O K
*  "W HY BIRTH CONTROL?"

'"This startling b ook  discusses 
A birth control in an entirely 

new way —  T elit you many 
thinjtl about a muen discussed 
subject. "W h y  Birch Control" 
— will boa revelation to  you — 
Scm I recto all those w bo order 
J  Sex Harmony and Eugenics"

PIONEER PUBLISHING CO. .
Radio City \

1870 Sixth A xa.. New York, N .V, 1
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I N ) 1U h  1  O U T  O F  " M A C "

C I I A R L F S  A T T . A S  
Holder of the title: "The  
World'* Most Perfectly De
veloped man" won In open 
competition in the only Na
tional and international 
Contest* held durino the 
past fifteen year*.

N o * W — " a n d * " —o r "n t iy h e n ."  Just 
tell me where you want handsome, steel- 

\ like muscles Are you fat ami flabby* 
Ur skinny and itawky? Are you short- 
winded. pepless ? I to you hold hark and 

let others v\ulk ofT with the prettiest srlrl 
the best jobs? G irr m>- fu»t 7 dau* ' I 'll 

PItOVK that Dynam ic-Tcnninn  —without any 
p ill -  or unnatural dieting or machines and pulley* 
that may strain your heart or other vital orcan «—  
ecu make you a healthy, confident, powerful H U 
M A N ' In lust a few m inutes a -lay ' M ad <"ou 
|i..n N'O'.V for mv illustrated hook "Kverlastlnir 
Health and Strength "  T ells  all about Dynamic 
7Vn*i<m Shows actual photos It 's  a valuable hook' 
And It's FHKE Send for your copy today. 
Address me perwnally: Charles Atlas. Dept. 109-C, 
133 East 23rd Street. New York City.

FREE BOOK

C IIA K L K H  A T I.A S , D ept. 109-C 
133 Fust 23rd S treet, N ew  Y ork  C ity

I want the proof that your system of 
Dynamic-Tension will make a New Man 
of mo—give me a healthy, husky body 
and biff muscle development. Send me 
your free book. "Everlasting Health and 
Strength."

N am e..
(Please print or write plainly!

Address.............................................
City............ ...............State..

©  1933 C. A. Ltd.
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