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* Intoatrunk, under thebed or
anywhere !x>ti of fun fooling
teacher, policeman or friends.

i THE VENTRIUO

a tittle instrument, tits in i
the mouth out of night. used
with above for Bird Calls, etc
Anyone can use it Nsvsr
falls. A Ib-page course on
Ventriloquism together with the
Ventrllo. All for 10c postpaid.

Subscribe to our Monthly Magazine
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un. Magic and Mystery

W cal»o publish a monthly magazine of
FUN.MAGIC AND MYSTERY. Each
issue contains a big collection of parlor
fortune-telling
experiments
riddles

Tiagic, tricks with cards,
funny readings, amusing
money making secrets, jokes,
conundrums, parloramusements
problems, science, mechanics, etc.
ition it will list all the latest noveltie

etc.

puzzle

per year, or 3 years for 25c
not even cover our mailing expenses.
getting up the mogTine
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In add
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Breaux it is really al
magazine and catalog combined, we have wrm«n by sc*ra
ed the subscription price at ONLY 10c PirsightVo»r?*Siudvo
This as you readily see does
let alone the cost oflp~y.i]
Try tins magazine for one year
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SILENT DEFENDyER
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atch-
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self-protection.

Very effective.
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an 3 ounce*. dy pocket rizo
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BIG ENTERTAINER
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1SO JokesramCTUddlea. 34 Magic Tricks.
54 Parlor Games. 73 Toasts. 15 Tricks
with Cards. 50 Money-making Peerets. 10
Funny Readings. 3 Monologues. 21 Puslies
roblems. 5 Comic Recitations. Cut-
outs for Checkers and ss. Dominoes,
ox and Geese. 9 Men Morris. Fpanlsh
Prison Puizle Came of Anagrams, etc.
All'h r ISc pwlipaid

tnrnt producing optical
llusions both surprizing
and startling. It

an

apparently the bones of
your fingers, the had In a lead pencil, the
nterior opening In a pipe stem, and many
other Slnrllarllluslm)s Frile* 10c, Jfsr 2Se.
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humorously.clearly,
prevented in vest
Docket form
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through her
voking.
75T aly amile, but
a wholésome  laugh
from all. No end of
fun and amusement
Spicy.piquant enter-
tainment for all_ Pocket sue 2x3 Inches
Price 10c ppd 710pagt iVoreflg Catalog X

REAL LIVE PET TURTLES  Fortune Telling By Cards

If you want a fascinating and interesting little pet. just n»k
25¢ and we will send you a real live PET TURTLE by mail
No troub
at all to keep. Just give it a little lettuce or cabbage or lei
it seek it* own food. Extremely gentle, easily kept and live
for year* and yeais. Need lev* attention than any other pet.
You will find them ex
tremely interesting. Pries 25c. SPECIAL TURTLE FOOD 10c Dkg

postpaid. Thousand* sold atChi.ngoWorlda Fair.

Get one or more. Study their habit*

Book *W * how to tell fortunes
with ctrdi. die*, domlnoei. crystal,
ate. Tell* the m**nin* and *I]-

nWeitlon or every exrd. BeTersldif-
ferent method* ciplsisse* »nd fully
lllustrated Crammed full from cov-
er t® cover wlih cnmplele_Informa-
tion on fortune-telling. PRICE 10%
BOitpald. Stam ps acfcflfrd.

GoodLuck
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COMPLETE COURSE
ON ARM BUILDING

ET AN ARM of micht with the

power and grip to oaey youirphy. O
sical desires. 1 have taken weakliogs £ O
whose arms were scrawny pieces of
skin and ibone and in a very short time de-
veloped them into men of powerful pro-
portions with bulging biceps and brawny
forearms. He-men with strong, solid armso fpower
that are respected by men ana admired by women 1
I don’t mean iust a 16-inch bicep but a 15-inch
forearm and a powerful 8-inch wrist.

PROVEN, SCIENTIFIC TRAINING!

This course is specially planned to build every
muscle in your arm! It has been scientifically
worked out for that purpose. Many of my pupils
have developed a pair of triceps shaped like a
horseshoe, and just as strong, and apairof biceps
that show their double head formation. The sin-
EWY cables between the biceps and elbow ere
deej> and thick with wire cable-like ligaments.
The forearm bellies with bulk, the great supina-
tor lifting muscles become « column of power,
and their wrists are alive and writhe with cordy
sinew. Why not start now to boild a he-man’s
arm? Send 25c for this coruse today.

THE SECRETS OF STRENGTH REVEALED

You caA't make a mistake. The reputation of
the -strongest armed man in tile world stands be-
hind this course. | give you my secret inethods

ONLY

H IS B O O K
SHOWS HOW TO BUILD
A MIGHTY ARM AND
A 16 INCH BICEP

pv of strength development illustrated and
t explained asyou like them. Mail your order
rc how while you can still get this course at my

introductory price of only 25c.

I will not limit yon to the arm. Try any one of m}/ test
counts listed below at33c. Or. tryall of thcmfoionlyS1.00.

RUSH COUPON TODAY I

Mail 700r order now and | will include a FREE COPY of
"NERVES OP STEEL, MUSCLES LIKE IRON". It E.ufl
priceless book to the atreoath fan and muscle builder.
of pictures of marvelous bodied men who tell you decisively
how you can build symmetry and strength the Jewett Way 1

Retcn Out... Grasp This Special Offer|

JOWETT INSTITUTE
OF PHYSICAL CULTURE

Dept.SS.Eo, 423 Poplar»t, Serantea, Fa.

George F. Jowett: Send, by return mail,
prepaid, tbe courses checked below for
which | am enclosing;

Moulding * Mighty Arm. 258

Moulding a Mighty Backs 214

Moulding a Mighty* Grip, iflo

Moulding a Might} “ “

Mauldin =~ —

St 1
Ail T Bookslor 1. OA,

Name -

Address
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OH! JIM, IT'S
WONDERFUL,
NOW VOURE
or* the way

Read how th
Graduate*

Qot Goad Job With
R. C. A. Victor
"1 am with U C. A.
Victor, | hate been
promoted reveral
times. My salar{
ranged from 130 to
$70 a week." Louis
r. Lyst, 277 Harvey
St., Philadelphia. Pa.

Owes Hit 8uccms to
. Itadlc  Training
"Since 1929 1 bate earned

my living In Radio.

owe my last three Jobs to
N. R."I. I am now in
the main control room of
one of the large broad-
casting  chains. Serge
A. Da Somov. 1518 Libra-
ry Avo., Now York City.

yes marv, and’
thereS a real
FUTURE FOR
US IN THIS
RADIO FIELD.

ese N.R. I.
Succeeded

Spare Tima Jobs Earn
$13 a Week
"l have no trouble
Jettlng Radio work.
hare the reputation
of being the best Ra-
dio man In town, and
average $13 to $20 a
wnek “for spare time
nly" G. Bernard
Grey, 110 N. Douglas,
Bronson. Michigan.

ILL TRAIN YOU AT HOME
In Your Spare Time For A

GOOD RADIO

Mall the coupon now. Get tho facts about Radio—the field
will) a future. N. li. Z. training fits you for jobs in connection
with the manufacture, sale and operation of Radio eaulpment.
It fits you to go In business far yourself, service sets, operate an
board ‘Ships, in broadoamtng. television, aircraft, polio® Radio
and man% other jobs. My FREE book tells how you Quickly
learn at home to be a Radio Expert.
Many Radio Exports Maks $40. $60. $79 i Week
Why struggle along to a dull job with low per and no future!
Start training now for the live-wire Radio held. I have dou-
bled and tripled salaries. Hundreds of men now in Radio got
their start through N. R. I. training.
Many Make $3. $10. $15 a Week Extra In Spars Time
Almovt at Once
Hold your lob. I'll not on(l;/ train you in a few hours of your
spare time a week, but the day you enroll I'll send you Instruc-
tions, which you should master uutckly, for doing 38 Radio Jobe
common In most every neighborhood. 1 give you Radio Equip-
ment for conducting experiments and making tests that teach
you to build and service [s)ractically every Expe of receiving Bet
tnado. Cleo T Retier, 30 W. Beechwood Av#, Dayton hio,
wrote: "Working only in spars time, 1 made about $1,500 while
taking the Course.**
Money Back If Mot Satisfied— Mall Coupon Now
My book has shown hundreds of tellowa how to maka more
money and win success It*B FREE to any ambitious fellow
over 15 yoara of age- Investigate. Find out what Radio offera
you. Read what my Employment Department does to help you k*1
into Radio after graduation, about raj Money Back Agreement,
anil the many other N R. I. feature*. Mail the ooupon In an
envelope, or paste it on a lo poet card, for your copy TODAXx

J. E. SMITH. President. Dept. 4EH7
N ational Radio Inatttute, Waalilnrttra, D. O.

J. F. SMITH.
National Radio

President,
Institute.

Dept. 4KH7

W ashington, D. C.

JO B

Iflfe

Dear Mr. Smith: Without obligating me. send your book which points «“*
spare time and full time Job opportunities In Radio and your 50-u0 method or train-

ing men at home in ap&ro time to become Radio Experts.
(Please print plainly.)

AGE

STATE

N



CleanOutYourKidneys

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 of men and women past 85,
and many far younger, suffer from poorly functioning Kidneys, and this is often the rest.cause
of feeling tired, run-down, nervous, Getting Up Nights, Rheumatic pains and other troubles.”

San Franeisco
Doctor Praises
Cystex

Doctors and druggists everywhere ap-

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 ltch-
ing, Acidity, you can't afford to waste a minute. You should
start testing the Doctor's Prescription called Cystex (pro- s
nounced SiBS-tex) at once. prove of the prescription Cystex because

of Its splendid ingredients and quick

Cystex Is probably the most reliable and unfailingly suc- action, ~For lInstance Dr, Charles Z,
cessful prescription "for poor Kidney and Bladder functions. encelle, san . Francisoo Pnysician -an

) ! ; Medical Examiner f N In-
It starts work in 15 minutes, but does not contain any dopes, Sufa:ﬁ;% céﬁ‘g‘;ﬂfgs °Ie§§r‘{${y'°‘ W?E%: tﬂe

narcotics_or habit-forming drugs. It is a gentle aid to the fo||owin8 letter; "flavin* made s study
Kidneys in their work of cleaning out Acids of the ystex formula, 1 am fully con-
Or. 0. Z. Rcoddle vinced that It is a prescription to be

and poisonous waste matter, and soothes Used by thousands or men and. women
and tones raw, sore, Irritated bladder and to, correct a frequent condition which is a source of much
urinary membranes. rlmser . Elnce the kldngys purlfg/ the blo?d,ﬂtheh %m?ons CCH-
. . ect In these organs end must be prompt ushed from the
Because of its amazing and almost world- system. Other_vwgse they re-enter thg blogd ystream, and create
wide success the Doctor's Prescription a toxic condition which breaks down health and may lead to
as Cystex (pronounced 8lm-tex) Is serious disorders. Cystex has the power of flushing the Kid-
offered to sufferers from Poor Kidney ~and ney and bladder organa, helping to keep them Sweet and
Bladder functions tinder s fair-play guaranies clean, free from irritating acids and poisons. Patients com-
to fix you u’l)< to your complete “satisfaction plaining of rheumatic pain, disturbed sleep, lose of energy,
or money back ou ‘return of empty package. dlz'zii headaches, weakness and nervousness. frequently show
It's only 8 cents a dose. So ask your drug- quick Improvement when the splendid diuretic action of Cystex
ist for Cyster today and see for yourself is employed. I can truthfully commend the use of Cystex.” and
ow much “younger, Stronger and better you gladly elve you permission "to use name and Statements
can feel by simply cleaning out your Kidnéys. abové for use in _advertising, together with my photo."—
Cystex must do the work or cost you (Signed) Charles Z. Bendelle, M_" D.

nothing.
HOW MUCH DO YOU KNOW:?
Knowledge Ig power | The men and women who achieve most In this world . . . the leaders In business . . .
the folks who are looked up to and most respected in every oommunity . . . are those who have armed them*

~elves 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 é/oun sters the priceless advantage of
KNOWLEDGE! Remember, a grammar school educa-
tion is not enoughl

CAN YOuUu
ANSWER Probably every home would have an Encyclopedia if
T H E 8 E the cost were not ao_high. Up to now a good set cost
QUESTIONS? from S?S to $160. TI?\Ut fTODAYf: nnlamiazzmg Ioppgr—
; tunity faces you. e famous Popular. Encyclopedia
Whatds an Agro . )c/ompleteyin every way . .. has o limited number
What causes of special editions
Cancer? which are being

What ars ths
rights of a U.
8. citizen?

distributed for
the "glve—awa**
What Is the right pries of $2,001 To
wav to ventilate get your set. SEND
wh nolma?c NO MONEY

hst 12 Sontra- Just use the coupon.
Why do wo Money refunded if

marry? not satisfied.
Where  la Man-

churia?

Is Astrology a These two greet

science 7

se/m ptoms of

sleeping sick-
ness?

Who Invented
Movim ?

What firm one®
employed 115,-
000 men?

Ths ansteers fo

these and 20.000

ether Questions

are revealed in

POPULAR
ENCYCLOPEDIA

volumes contain
8.828 pages. Also
many official
maps. A college
education con-
densedl Easy to
understand. You
will be fascinated
by ths thousands
of facia It brings
you. Never again
will you have an
opportunity like
this. Mall ths
coupon today.
Supply limited I

BETTER PUBLICATIONS. Ino. n
670 7th Ave.. New York, Dept TA-5

Please rush ... . _*ets of ths
POPULAR ENC LOPEDIA for
Which 1 enclose $. - U. B
mtamps (small de ) O Money
Order, O Check. O Dollar Bill.
(No C. O. D.'a)

frame
Address

City.



anis
X 18 NO LONGER amysterious
:Ssin, mentioned only in the

conversational miners —it is the

mostpowerful 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
far one momentof bliss. Science
now lights the path to knowledge
andllifelong sex happiness.

LOVE MAKING IS AN ASTI

A n you an awkard novice in the erf
of love-making or a matter of its difficult
technique? The artof lore-making takes
skill and knowledge. The sexualembrace
as practiced by those ignorantof its true
scientific importance is crude, awkward
end often terrifying to more sensitive

-natures. Normal sex-salted people are
tornapart because they lack the knowl-
edgethat makes for a happy sex life!

'640 PARING PAGES!

FREE!

tion of man and woman.

~ent without cost to all who
order "The New Eugenics’'at

ettcanJdSex

PHILOSOPHY OF LIFE

Thisastonishing book, tellin
frankly and dearly the differ
encein construction and func-

flLW. All about the thrilling
mystery of Sex | FREE |
PIONEER PUBLISHING CO.
Radio City n
1270 Sixth Avenue, NewYork

yitoronce ~r7orcfier/

Sex Facta for Men and Women

TwlUnfit Sleep— Easy Childbirth
Sex Excesses

The Crlsse of Abortion
Impotence and Sea Weakness
Secrets of the Honeymoon
Teaching Children Sex

The Dangers ol Petting

What Every Man Should Know
The Troth about Masturbation
Venereal Disseises

Tbs Sexual Embrace

How to Build VirliHy

How to Gain Greater Delight
What to Allow a Lover To Do
Birth Control Chart for Married W sM |

FACTS ABOUT

fl,X 7

I t TOULDyou liketoknowthe’
Y V whole truth about sex? All
o fthe startlingfacts thatcvmtho
fiankeitbook, have heretofore notdared
to printareny h Inrd in dear, scientific
menttoc. vividly Illustrated, fta the revo-
lutionary book = The New Boaeaics”.
Hereatlast, the nakedtroth standsforth,
strbipod o f all prudery and narrow pre-
judice. Old fashioned taboos arc discard*
cd and the subject Ofsex la hwmghf out
into the bright light at medical aoienco
by Dr. C. R Whitehead M.D. and Dr.
Charles A. Hoff, M.D., die authors!

SEX ATTRACTIONS

x appeal and sex satisfaction ere the 1
most powerful forcesin your life. To re-
main In Ignoranceistoremain in danger
of lifelong suffering. It la the purpose
of thisgreatbook to show sex-ignorant
men modwomen bow toenjoy safely the
thrilling experiences that ere their birth-
right. It not only tails you how to attract
the opposite sex, but also how to hold the
love of your mate throughout a blissful
married life*

DANGEROUSI
. *Unless you
knout the true
facts about sexl
Ignorancelends
to shame, dcs*
pair, worry and
remorse.

Do you know how to add variety Co
our love-making? The most innocent
iss may 1lead to tragedy if you aro
ignorant of sex relations.

Will FEAR
grip youonyour
wedding night?

. orwill it be
thetender, thril-
ling experience
that is your
Wrthrightil

SEND NO MONEYI

You send no money — Just fill out ths
coupon below and then when it arrives,
in plainwrapper, pay the postman $1.98.
Keep the book five days, then ifyou are
not satisfied send it back and we will
refund your money immediately and
without question. Thisbook NOT eold
to minors.

98 VIVID PICTURES!”®

PIONEER PUBLISHING COMPANY
Dept TGS 1270Sixth Ave.~wYor~N.Y.
Bend MBtto "The New Eugenios" la plain
wrapper. 1wil _ =~ —— a » MM (pins-post-
fa_g%)_(iﬂ*MItﬂy, iam notcompletelysatis-
1ed, Ic*n returntb« book within Ore daysand
the entire price will be refunded

atelt. Also_send me. FREB of C

your book “ The Philosophy of Life"™

Nome-

Address—. A *xo
Foreign Orders tMM >« advance



A NEW LIFETIME

NO HIGH PRESSURE SELLING
NO HOUSE-TO-HOUSE CANVASSING

INCOME EQUAL TO REQUIREMENTS
OF THE HIGH-GRADE BUSINESS MAN

E- Lawson, of Tennessee, clears $108 profit hla firat 9 days to tills
business- He tops off these earnings with 9113 profit on < tingle
deal a few days later. J. C. May, Conn., cleared $363.35 the firtt
nine days he worked, J. E. Loomis, Oregon, earns $$1T ot
nine days. A. W. Farnsworth, Utah, nets $6$.16 hie f

Saturday. S. Clair, New York, writes he is clearing as 1 _
o day. W. F. Main, lowa, cleans up $391.50 in 9 days. B. x. Becton,
Kansas, starts out with $630.35 net jor 40 days work| These men
are beginners. How could they enter a field totally new to them and
earn such remarkable sums in these desperate times? Read the
answer in this announcement. Read about a new business that
does away with the need for high pressure selling. A rich field that
is creating new money-making frontiers for wide-awake men.
Those who enter now will pioneer—to them will go the choicest
opportunities.

FOUR 115 SALES DAILY PAY*280 WEEKLY

INSTALLING NEW BUSINESS SPECIALTY ON FREE TRIAL-
MAKING TREMENDOUS CASH SAVINGS IN OPERATING COSTS FOR
THOUSANDS OF CONCERNS THROUGHOUT THE U.S. AND CANADA

,$4,707 Sayings For Brilliant Record of Success
One Kansas Store TSt Reiate G *MEanes] siatta “Berolcn

orp., ou on nrhn 0.. ational aper 0.. ntema-
In TWO Months natlgna! Cogl, General Brake 8errlce, Nat?onal Radio, and

icoree of othera nationally known. Thousands of amall busi-

Bandera Ridgeway of Kan?an nesses ererywhere, rofeialonal businesses, such aa aehoola,
3';!}_\167%3_038 -ggtweipld AS\ES\;?IS C O M P L E T E hospitali. Ir%/f\f\:’mariess doctor*. dantlita buy’ large Installations
mar stz ISRV SHED Customer Gt d Cash Profi
dmber and Feed Co., West ustomer uarantee as rofit
Virginia, invests 315, report
marings well over 31.000.00/ Every man with us today Customer get* signed certificate guaranteeing cash profit on hla
Pox fice and Coal Co., Wis- started at scratch, with- Investment.” Very few butineaa men are so foolish to turn
consin, ura 33,661.001 1 out revious ex érience proposition guaranteed to pay a profit, with proof from qudln?
Baltimore  Sportin Gooda manyp coming pout Of concerns that it does pay. Protected by surety bonded national
Store invests 316, saves A ) organisation.
$1,6001 Safety Auto Lock clerkin obs,” many out 9 - -
mcmgrreorgiign. New geoélélgri- of small businesses,” some Portfolio of References from 1
. saves . out of large concerns. icy’ H
Wil these and scores of sim- . America’'s Leading Concerns
ilar results to display, our X\fgmteagp 1 %u b?.l\sliﬁgsg Is furnished you. A handsome, Impressive portfolio that repre-
representatives interest every W hand ' the big sents every leading type of business and profession.  You show
easiness man, from the very € hand yov' the Dig- Immediate positive proof of success. Immediately forestalls the
smallest to the very largest. No |, gest money-making busi- argument, "Doesn't fit my business.” Shows that It does fit,
torr:ee E'ch«’::)r{o gé?)?:steoftggtug{t)l%fttelrrls ness of its Ykmd in the and does mako good. Close tho deal. .
4 5 country. ou try out H H
which our men show. i i Mail Coupon for Information
this “business. ABSO- p
NO HIGH PRESSURE LUTELY WITHOUT gom_plett E)railnin fu[nkishedA_ kYUu try out ih:Jf
usiness absolutely without risking a penny.
SIMPLY INSTALL— RCIS PI§II3NE% Cpé NRFE()DF you are looking for a man-size b_us%ness free from
SELLS ITSELF YOUR OWN. Can' the worries of other overcrowded line*, get in touch
Rare is a business offering an inven- YC . Can't pos- With ua at once. Use the coupon for convenience,
fion. so successtul that mrgmake i sell sibly_tell you all in_the it will bring you our proposition immediately.
i H i limited |
itself. Our representatives simply tell mE)Ileh Spacl?/l 'alvall"l_
what they offer, show proof of success In able here. ail tho
every line of business and every section of coupon now for
thf cméntliy dThen mlsttall tf';f Speckl_altyvznh- full information- MAIL FOR FULL INFORMATION
out a dollar down. start* working at once, i i
producing a cash soring that can be counted ngtf;:‘n%ﬁpnﬂsg F. E. ABMBTBONG, Pre*,
Ju*l IiI_<ehtL1_e caah registeg_money. d'_l'he cus}gmer v ygaling Deot. 4M3-L, Mobile, Ala,
seas with his own eyes a big. immediate profit on . i igati i
mis proposed invesln‘l’enn sually he haspthe In- onV‘}’,{}lﬂ‘r"L,'}n?,?i“ %ﬂ_on to me. send mo lull Information
vestment and hla profit besides, before the repre-
fvturns. = The representative calls back, NI e,

collects his money. OUT OF EVERY $73 BUSI-

WB88 THE REPRESENTATIVE DOES. NEARLY $00 IB HIS

OWN PBOFFn THE 8MALLES8T HE MAKES 18 $5 ON A $7.50 -

iNBTALLATION. Our men are making sales running into the hundreds.
* getting the attention of the largest concerns in the country and

wft?*@* the smaller businesses by the thousands. You can get exclusive .

~Jhtf. Business is GOOD, in this line, in small towns or big city aliket City.

sn the boom now. Oct in while the business is young/

V, B. ABMSTBONG, Prtt., Dept. 4047-L, Mobile, Alabama.

Street or lloute.



THE WORLD IS MOVING!

THESE DAYS IT TAKES A SPRINTER TO KEEP UP
N~ CRASH there goes a tradition.
N BAN G It’s the end of a regime.
* B OO M .. manother fallacy passes.

You can’t stand still today | Thinga
are happening. Old ways are losing
out. New methods are coming In.

And this applies to you— and your Job I

What are you doing about It— just standing still7

Wake up, get In action! Equip yourself today— in
spare time— for the sprint that leads to success—
to security— to a better job— to more money |

The race is on. Many of your competitors (they
may be close friends, too, but they’re earnest compet-
itors, don’t forget) ore In serious training— they’re
devoting every possible moment to the mastery of
International Correspondence SchoelsCourses. This
Is real training— It'snot for slow-pokeeand quitters |
Only men who mean businessin afast-moving world
need apply. 7110 coupon la your application Wank.

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

'The Universal University” BOX 3970, SCRANTON, PBNNA.
Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, “Who Wins

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

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES

rchitect O Telegraph Engineer O Plumbing Q Steam Fitting O Air Brakes_ O R. R. Signalman
architectural Draftsman O Telephone Work O Heatin O Ventilation O Highway”Engineering
-1 Building Estimating (J Mechanical Engineer O Sheet Metal Worker O Oherniatry O Pharmacy
O Wood Millworking O Mechanical Draftsman O Steam Engineer O Coal Mining Engineer ~
O Contractor and Builder O Machinist 0O Toolmaker O Steam Electric Engineer O Navigation " O Air Conditioning
O Structural Draftaman O Patternmaker D Civil Engineer O Boilermaker
O Structural Enginoer O Heat Treatment of Metal# O Surveying and Mapping O Textile Overseer or Supfe
O Inventing and Patenting D Bridge Engineer D Refrigeration O Cotton Manufacturing
O Electrical Engineer O Bridge and Building Foreman O R. R. Locomotive# O Woolen Manufacturing
O Electric Lighting Haa Engines 0O Diesel Engine# [ R. R. Section Foreman O Agriculture O FruitQn iwing
O Welding. Electric and Oaa viation Engines O R. R. Bridge and Building O Poultry Farming () Radio
O Heading Shop Blueprint# O Automobile Mechanic Foreman 0O Marine Engineer

BUSINESS TRAI

NING COURSES

O Business Management O C. P. Accountant O Service Station Salesmanship D Railway Mail Clerk

O Office Management C Bookkeeping O First Year Collage O Grade School Subject#
O Induetrial Management O Hncretarial Work O Business Correspondence O High School Subjects
O Tradio Management O Spanish G French O Lettering Show Cards O Signs O College I'repaastory
O Accountancy 0O Salesmanship O Stenography and Typing O Illustrating

O Coet Accountant 0O Advertising O Civil Service O Mail Carrier 0O Cartooning

Name L Att. LAAAIESS. .

CY et et e e StALE. oo s Occupation...........ccceee. ~

It jkx rsvidc 4# Canada,

rend tKU

to 1*e International Corroapandomo Brloolt Canadian.

Limited. Montreal. Canada



CHAPTER 1

Hours of Hell

IKE a huge snake, the thin
column of the Legion wound
its way across the hot floor of

the desert. No march formation now,
no military precision—simply sixty
fatigue-poisoned men dragging heavy
boots across the hot sand. Another
hundred yards, another, still another
—dumbly driving their aching bodies
on, though their minds were drugged
with weariness.

A Complete Book-

By CHARLES

Author of "Evidence,"

Even a wolf can feel fatigue: the
men had been marching for eight
consecutive hours now. Marching
over sand which burned through the
guarter-inch soles of their boots; be-
neath a desert sun which in a few
minutes could Kkill the man who de-
fied it without headgear; through

Deathless Valor andNefarious Treachery Side
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choking dust, blinding glare, stifling,
maddening heat. Eight hours of it
Eight hours of hell—all the more
maddening because necessity hadn't
prompted it. Lieutenant Colbert had
chosen to sleep astride his gray mule.
He was commanding officer of the
company. Until he deigned to awaken

and call a halt, the company marched.

Sergeant Bennet, walking abreast
of the column, wiped the caked sweat
and grime out of his eyes, and dis-
passionately cursed the officer. He
had been doing both for hours—and
one was as futile as the other. The
heat wrung fresh sweat out of his
system.

Colbert continued to sleep on the
gray mule which brought up the rear
of the column.

The squad on the sergeant's right
kept alive a steady stream of pro-
fanity—thus differing from the others,

by Side In the Ranks of the Foreign Legion!
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who walked with
the passive air of
driven cattle. The
siXx men cursed
Colbert openly, in
a half-dozen dif-
ferent languages.
And Bennet
made no effort to
check them. First,
because he knew the men; and sec-
ond, because they voiced only what
was in his own heart. He listened,
sometimes smiling grimly.

Bennet

T had been his own squad until
I recently, and Bennet had con-
tributed to the mad exploits which
had earned it its name—the Devil's
Squad. Appropriately named, too, for
the six men comprising it—Legion-
naires Saratof, Fernandez, Hender-
son, Hauser, Blitzky and Larson—had
reputations extending far beyond
their own outpost. Reputations for
sheer deviltry, for cold-blooded cour-
age, for ability to sneer in the face
of man, God or devil.

Only constant trouble with ma-
rauding Arabs had postponed court-
martial and Penal Battalions for
each. As fighters, the entire Legion
hadn’'t their equal; so the officers
cursed them, and with black optimism
shoved them into every expedition
where Arab bullets might do a more
final and efficient job than any court-
martial.

Bennet hung close to the squad
now, knowing full well that should
any trouble flare up, it would find

there its source.
L e g i o n
naire Fernandez
touched Bennet's
arm. He said
abruptly, through
heat-cracked lips,
jerking his thumb
over his shoul-

Colbert der:

“He sleeps, Sergeant. He sleeps
well. But even better shall he sleep
when my knife finds his throat some
night. By my patron Saint, | swear
it!”

It was a long speech for Legion-
naire Fernandez, a black-skinned
Spaniard who spoke rarely and then
only to spit a curse; a strange, silent
man who was wanted for murder in
Barcelona and for another in Mar-
seilles and a third in Palermo; but
who, nevertheless, carried a silver
crucifix in his knapsack and a tiny
gold cross around his neck, and mum-
bled, fingering a rosary, humble words
before going to bed each night.

"All right,” Bennet said curtly,
“enough of that!”

"Nevertheless,” the Spaniard insist-

ed, though deferentially, “lI have
sworn I’
Legionnaire Henderson, at his

right, growled—out of a twisted
mouth which was a souvenir of
Portsmouth Prison:

“No, you won't! And know why?

"Cause I'll bloody well beat you to
it.”

“l said,” Bennet repeated —
“enough!”

HE bragging, blustering little

Cockney, who feared nothing on
God’'s earth, would have told an-
other non-commissioned officer to go
to the devil. But he obeyed Bennet.
Something about the brown-faced
American—his quiet gray eyes, his
unhurried, even way of speaking—
commanded respect.

And so more minutes dragged, in-
terminably long. Bennet could feel
the heat now at his throat, like a
huge strangling hand. They could
not continue much longer without
rest. Already he could see men ahead
swaying, reeling as they drove their
bodies across the furnace-like floor
of the desert.

Even the grumbling and cursing
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ceased in the Devil's Squad. Breath
became precious to tortured lungs.
And whenever Bennet would look
back at the gray mule, Lieutenant
Colbert's body would still be in the
same position, slumped forward,
swaying slightly with the motion of
the animal.
“Damn him!” Bennet said aloud.
HERE came sudden confusion in
the ranks at his right. Bennet
jerked his body around. Legionnaire
Hauser, a blond German giant who
measured six-foot-five from the peak
of his kepi to the soles of his boots
—which the Government of France
had been forced to make to order for
him, and who weighed two hundred
and seventy pounds even after three
years in the Legion, stumbled sud-
denly. He fell flat on his face.
Bennet saw that the German had
stumbled over the body of a man in
the squad ahead who had fainted.
Hauser got up slowly. He picked

up the unconscious Legionnaire,
turned to Bennet.
"Cott im Himmel, Sergeant, how

much longer?”

The German spoke respectfully,
for his biggest interest in life was a
dog-like devotion to the American
sergeant. Nevertheless, his blue eyes
were blazing now. Other angry voices
joining his. Grimy fists shaking in
the air. Fierce, sweating faces.

"How much longer?”

Bennet shrugged. Abruptly, he
made up his mind.

“We halt here,”
He blew two shrill
whistle, then waved his arms.
minutes, menl”

The column disintegrated as men
dropped in their tracks. Ten min-
utes! Ten precious minutes of rest.
Bennet himself felt his knees trem-
bling suddenly. He dropped on the
hot sand. Legionnaire Saratof, a bur-
ly Russian, caught hia eyes. The

he said quietly.
blasts on his
"Ten

Russian leaned
forward.
“A Good Sa-

maritan act, my
friend,” he drawl-
ed, “but one that
will get you into

trouble, | fear.
There is nothing
the lieutenant

would love more than to have your
head.”

Bennet nodded grimly. He was
friendly with the Russian, respecting
the fact that Saratof had once worn
the uniform of the Imperial White
Army, with many decorations across
his broad chest and thousands of men
under his command. An intelligent
man in spite of brutish bulk, the
Russian was Bennet's companion
wheo/ memories became unbearable
and required many glasses of pinard,
the sour red wine of Algiers, to
drown their bitterness.

“l am perfectly aware of that,”
Bennet murmured.

He rolled a brown cigarette, light-
ed it, then glanced thoughtfully at
the rear of the column. He hdd had
no authority to call a halt, but the
mule had stopped of its own accord
and Colbert was still asleep. The
officer would not know of the inter-
mission in the march.

ENNET relaxed, and permitted
his mind the luxury of linger-
ing on the delicious coolness of the
estaminet at Tel-av-Ris. Cool and
dark. Beer! Foaming cold beer—
and old Jorrin’s
girl whose eyes
were pools of
light, to help one
drink it. . All
things, good or
bad, eventually
come to an end.
Only thirty Kkilo-
meters now to
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the outpost. Then—Saratof nudged
him, breaking the reverie.

“The little toad has opened his
eyes.” The Russian spoke out of the
corner of his mouth. “You're in for
a bit of hell, Sergeant."

BENNET turned carelessly. He
grinned. Saratof had made a
perfect simile. The man astride the
gray mule approaching them, crouch-
ing forward, his short, pudgy body
both swaying and bouncing with the
movements of the animal, did re-
semble a hopping toad. His round,
fleshy red face, with a loose, thick-
lipped mouth and bulging eyes, con-
tributed to the illusion. Lieutenant
Colbert, who lived in a world of hat-
red, and breathed only because the
Republic of France stood behind his
rank.

Abreast of the sergeant, he yanked
savagely on the reins. Bennet stood
up. As ever, he met Colbert's glare
calmly, coolly. They stared at each
other: Colbert breathing heavily,
poisonous hatred in his eyes; the tall,
brown;faced sergeant cool, relaxed,
contemptuously respectful.

He was the better man. He knew
it. The men knew it. And the soul
of Colbert suspected it.

Colbert slapped his hand on the
pommel. He yelled, leaning forward;
his voice, thick with anger, carried
in the desert stillness to the resting
men:

“Nom de nom, who is in command
of this company, Sergeant?”

“You are, mon Lieutenant!” Bennet
replied calmly.

“Then what is the meaning of
this?” Colbert waved his stump-like
arms. “Have | called a halt?”

Bennet shrugged. “The Lieutenant
waB asleep. The men had been
marching eight hours. It is hot.”

“And so you acted upon your own
authority.”

"l only anticipated,” Bennet said

“what, 1
the

was sure, would
Lieutenant's own

wearily,
have been
wishes."
Colbert lowered his voice. "It still
pleases you to take the initiative,
does it not, Sergeant? It brings back
memories perhaps, hein? Of a cer-
tain captain, perhaps, in the Ameri-
can army, who had got drunk once
too often and had been kicked out
because he disgraced the name of

officer? And so, while | sleep, you
imagine—" He laughed softly, his
eyes searching Bennet's face. “Yon
imagine!"

“] see,” Bennet drawled, “the Lieu-
tenant haB amused himself by tracing
my record. May | remind the Lieu-
tenant that one may fail as an officer
and still remain a man? And that
one may remain an officer and fail
as a man? Or—operhaps that's what's
worrying the Lieutenant—one may
fail at both?”

REDDISH purple, for which the
A sun was not responsible, crept
into Colbert's face. He opened his
mouth, closed it, his teeth clicking.

His body jerked forward. Blue steel
flashed in the sunlight.
With one tigerish leap, Bennet

crossed the six feet between them.
Arms outstretched, his right shoul-
der hit Colbert as the heavy auto-
matic cracked viciously, disturbing
the desert stillness. Steel fingers
closed on the officer’s wrist before he
had a chance to swing the gun
around.

A savage twist—and Colbert came
flying out of the saddle. He hit the
powdery sand, Bennet still holding
on to his gun, and writhed there
like a wounded snake. The Legion-
naires, now no longer numb with
fatigue, were figures of stone.

Bennet's left hand caught Colbert’s
free wrist as the officer attempted a
vicious blow to his groin. Cursing,
snarling like a wild beast, Colbert
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"l have sworn by my patron saint, | shall see your blood!"

tried to fight loose. He was a child
in the tall sergeant’s hands. His body
writhing on the fine sand whipped
up a thick cloud of dust. Both were
enveloped in it—a swirling gray
mantle, blotting out for them even
the white glare of the hellish sun
overhead.

Colbert relaxed suddenly. Slowly,
the dust settled. Again the pitiless
white glare. His eyes bloodshot,
saliva trickling down the side of his
mouth, Colbert stared at Sergeant
Bennet's brown, impassive face.

“You American scuml” he panted.
“Release my wrists!”

Bennet read Colbert's mind. It was

not difficult. He did not have to
look twice into the officer's blood-
shot eyes to know what would hap-
pen the instant the hand holding the
automatic was freed.

Colbert would kill him. Unhcsi-
tantly, instantly. Would jerk the trig-
ger of the big automatic, once, twice,
three times. Hot slugs tearing
through flesh. Then—a meal for the
desert vultures, and bones bleaching
under the sun. . ..

And Colbert would return to the
outpost with an eloquent story of
insubordination, attemped mutiny, as-
sault upon an officer. He'd get away
with it, too—though there were sixty
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witnesses to the murder. A Legion-
naire testifying against an officer -
Bennet smiled crookedly.

“Sacre de nom,” Colbert screamed,
fwill you release my wrists?”

Again Bennet thought of bones
bleaching under the hot sun. His
lower jaw bulged out stubbornly.

“Yes,” he said, “after 1 do—this!”

Swiftly, he let go Colbert's left
wrist, swung his hand around. He
wrenched the automatic from the
stubby fingers clutching it. Stepped
back, his long shadow sliding on the
sand, he waited quietly.

CHAPTER 11
Oath of the Squad

OR a moment, Colbert lay per-
fectly still, resting on his left
elbow, his fleshy face bestial in

chain of commands. The first eight
men in the column dropped out.
Formed a line, facing Bennet. An-
other command from Colbert—and
they unslung their short Lebel car-
bines. Eight rifle butts jerked to
eight shoulders.

"An execution,” thought Bennet.
“My own execution.”

His fingers tightened on the butt
of the automatic. Bennet knew every-
one of the eight men facing him.
Knew why they avoided meeting his
eyes. Knew that, while his chest was
in the sights of their rifles, they were
cursing themselves, cursing Colbert.
But—they would pull the triggers.
They would obey orders.

And then, quite calmly, Bennet
made up his mind. Nine shots would
follow the command to fire. Colbert
would order his own execution. For
Bennet meant to send him to hell a

its animal fury—distorted, twistgflit second before the eight rifles

glistening with sweat. He reminded
Bennet of a Gila sunning on a rock.

The officer controlled himself.
Stood up leisurely, brushed the dust
from his uniform. He faced the
Legionnaires resting on the hot sand.

“Attention!” he barked. "March
formation.”

He was obeyed instantly, for, hav-
ing snapped the order, he ceased to
be a personality; he became com-
manding officer of the detachment.
The men moved like puppets. In
thirty seconds, the company stood
as a unit—sixty men stiff at atten-
tion.

Bennet, looking at the long column
of twos, felt curiously detached. No
longer part of the unit now. He
stood alone. Sand, sky, heat, the vast
space of the desert and the incredible
stillness—it suddenly got under his
6kin. Seemed unreal, somehow—a hal-
lucination.

Colbert’s orders, barked rapidly one
after another, swiftly destroyed the
illusion. A grim significance in the

shuffled out his life. . . .

Colbert, who stood between the fir-
ing squad and Bennet, took three
steps to the left. He turned on his
heels, snapped his body to attention.

“Sergeant Bennet,” he said coldly,
“you will toss the automatic you're
holding at—my feet. Do so imme-
diately !I”

GAIN Bennet read the officer's

mind. The firing squad was
merely incidental — stage scenery.
Colbert intended it to be a one-man
execution. He hadn't for a moment
meant to forego the pleasure of per-
sonally Kkilling the brown-faced
American he hated—hated because he
could not break him.

“Now!" Bennet said to himself. “I
ought to let him have it now.”

And then both turned at the sound
of heavy boots swishing on the sand.
It was Hauser, the blond German
giant, who had detached himself
from the column and was now leis-
urely approaching Bennet. Hauser
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carried his rifle—a toy gun in his
big hands. At Bennet's side, he
turned. Grim defiance was in his
blue eyes as he faced the eight men
who formed the firing squad.

Colbert opened his mouth. He
never said what he meant to say. He
whirled at the sound of more foot-
steps on the sand. Another man had
left the ranks, followed by two more.
And then still two more. Saratof,
Henderson, Blitzky, Fernandez, Lar-
son—the Devil's Squad, leaving the
ranks to back their ex-member, put-
ting to test the oath they had sworn
in the rear room of the estaminet at
Tel-av-Ris.

NE by one, each of the five men
O joined Hauser and Bennet. None
spoke—and words weren’'t necessary.
It was open mutiny. And Bennet
felt a choking sensation in his throat.
The six men were risking their lives
to save his.

They weren’t defying Colbert, who
had ceased to matter as a personality.
They were defying his uniform, his
rank. The rank behind which stood
the terrible discipline of the Legion,
and was supported by the mailed fist
of all France. . . .

A new quality to the desert still-
ness now. Men charged it with hot
tenseness. Bennet looked up, and
Colbert, staring at him, unconscious-
ly followed suit. A black speck high
above them, almost stationary against
the hot blue of the sky. A desert
vulture, uncannily knowing somehow
and waiting up there—the envoy of
death.

Colbert tugged at the collar of his
tunic. He roared abruptly:

“What is the meaning of this, you
dogs? Return to your ranks!”-

His voice lacked conviction. Hen-
derson grinned openly. He was a
grenade man, and his left hand was
inside the canvas bag holding a dozen
of the deadly little bombs. For all

Colbert knew, the little Cockney’s
fingers might even then be withdraw-
ing the firing pin from one of them.
A matter of a fraction of a second to
toss the bomb at the officer’s feet.

Larson, a big, raw-boned Swede,
had his automatic rifle tilted at a sig-
nificant angle. He could swing it off
his shoulder and begin spraying steel-
jacketed bullets almost as quickly as
one could draw a revolver.

The rifle in Hauser's big hands, in
Blitzky’'s—the finest marksman of the
company—the automatic in Bennet's
right hand. And none of the men
was bluffing. They could—and would
—summon death with the touch of
their fingers.

All of which Colbert saw and
knew. And so did the eight men
whose rifles were still trained on

Bennet's chest.

SARATOF spoke—quietly, but his
voice carried. He addressed the
men of the squad facing them.

“Is it worth it, comrades? The
blood of many to please the whim of
one? If that one must have death,
let it be his own. And no mother
has given birth to anyone who more
deserved it.”

Again Colbert tugged at the collar
of his tunic. The burly Russian had
carried hi3 point. As the officer
looked from one wind-tanned face to
another, he read his doom. He had
made a sea of hatred; he would
drown in it now.

Fernandez nudged Bennet. Then
the Spaniard jerked his right hand
to his left sleeve.

“We,” he said, his black eyes glit-

tering, “have made camp for the
night. Lieutenant Colbert is asleep
in his tent. An Arab, crawling on

the floor of the desert, slips through
the sentries. He is holding a knife
—sol”

His fingers drew away from the
sleeve. They held something that
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.glittered in the sunlight—a long, thin
stiletto.

“The Arab—he crawls into Lieu-
tenant Colbert’'s tent. He raises his
knife—so!”

“No!" Colbert screamed.

BENNET caught the Spaniard's
wrist. He gave it a sharp twist.
Fernandez dropped the knife. There
was a film over his eyes now, and
his body trembled.

"Let me go, Sergeant!” he hissed.
“l have sworn by my patron Saint
I shall see his blood!”

Bennet began to 6hake him. Out
of the corner of his eyes, he saw
Henderson leap forward.

“Where are you going?”
snapped.

The Cockney showed his pointed
teeth.

“l said 1I'd bloody well beat him
to it. Hold on to the crazy Spick,
Sergeant—and watch a show you
ain't never goin’ to forget.”

“No!” Colbert screamed
“Mon Dieu—no!"

In Colbert’'s eyes now shone the
terror of a wild animal that has just
felt the steel jaws of a trap bite its
leg.

For Henderson was brandishing a
grenade. The Cockney held the
bomb high in his right hand, about
to throw it

Colbert turned suddenly. He be-
gan to run, wildly, madly, across the
sand. Henderson threw the bomb.
There came the dull detonation of
the explosion. A column of sand
leaped into the air. Lingered a mo-
ment, dissolved.

Henderson laughed shrilly. He
had deliberately thrown the bomb
wide.

Bennet shook off the paralyzing
inertia which had gripped him. He
released Fernandez, then ran toward
Henderson. The Cockney, seeing
him coming, stopped, whirled.

Bennet

again.

“Stop that, you crazy fool!” Ben-
net panted.

The Cockney crouched. He was
holding another grenade now.

“That's my party, Sergeant,” he
snarled. “Keep your blasted nose out
of it.”

“Put that grenade away!” Bennet
commanded levelly.

Henderson crooked his finger
through the Iron loop in the bomb.

“Another step, Sergeant, and, by
Blimey, I'll send you to hell with
him!”

Bennet's brown face did not change
expression. Walking slowly now, he
continued to advance upon Hender-
son.

“l warn you, Sergeant,” the Cock-
ney yelled. “Another step—"~

Bennet said nothing. With the
same measured, even pace he contin-
ued approaching Henderson. The
fifty feet between them were cut to
forty, thirty. A peculiar fascination
crept into Henderson's eyes as he
watched the tall Sergeant advancing
toward him.

Twenty feet from the Cockney,
Bennet threw quietly over his
shoulder;

“Never mind that, Hauser.”

HE big German, who had had hi6
carbine at his shoulder, lowered
it slowly, blank amazement on his
face. Bennet hadn't looked behind
him. It was simply a guess—
With the same unhurried air which
characterized his approach, Bennet
swung his body to the right when
he finally stood before Henderson.

His right fist whipped out. It
landed on the side of the Cockney’s
jaw

The little Englishman staggered
backward, sat down abruptly. He
stared np at Bennet, the grenade still
in his fist.

“l said,” Bennet repeated softly,
“put that grenade away!”
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Henderson obeyed instantly. He
looked up again, half-grinning.

“Yes, Gov'nor,” he said in English.
“And there ain't another man wot
could myke me do it, either.”

“Thanks,” said Bennet. “Now get
back to your ranks.” He turned, and
his gesture embraced the other mem-
bers of the Devil's Squad. “That
goes for you too, men. Back to your
ranks!”

And again
instantly.

Bennet was obeyed

LBERT approached him. The

officer's face was dull red, and
he was nervously rubbing together
the palms of his hands.

“Sergeant Bennet,” he said pom-
pously, though his voice was still
unsteady, “your coming to my as-
sistance as you have will speak well
for you at the—~

He checked himself abruptly, look-
ed around nervously.

“Is the Lieutenant,” Bennet asked
quietly, “thinking of court-martial
when we return to the outpost?”

“No,” Colbert replied quickly—
“certainly not.”
"l am glad,” said Bennet. “l am

glad that the Lieutenant realizes that
the sun sometimes can do strange
things to the minds of men, at which
time they are not responsible for
their actions. Does the Lieutenant
understand?”

A brief pause.

“Yes,” Colbert said slowly, “1 un-
derstand, Sergeant. There shall be no
court-martial.”

“Thank you, mon Lieutenant. You
have done me the honor of investi-
gating my record.” Bennet lowered
his voice. “Even to an ex-officer,
mutiny is a thing of much ugliness.
So the Lieutenant lives. But if |
am permitted to make a suggestion,
I would advise the Lieutenant to ask
for a transfer immediately upon the
return to the outpost.”

“Implying what, Sergeant?”

“Men affected by the sun very
often have a recurrence of the hal-
lucinations which render them dan-
gerous maniacs. | was only thinking
of the Lieutenant’'s safety when |
suggested—"

Another pause. Colbert stared at

his fingertips, looked up.

“Yes, Sergeant,” he said, “l see
what you mean. | shall follow your
suggestion.”

Bennet's eyes narrowed. There

was an expression on Colbert's face,
in his voice, in his eyes—

“An officer,” Bennet said softly,
“being human, may have many faults.
But his commission is a mockery and
his uniform a joke if he is not a man
of honor. The Lieutenant gives me
his word?”

Now Colbert did not hesitate.

“My word of honor, Sergeant, that
there shall be no court-martial and
that | shall ask for an immediate
transfer upon our return to the out-
post.”

But as Colbert’s eyes met his, again
Bennet caught that expression of sly

mockery, subtly intermingled with
that of treachery and hatred. Col-
bert could not, though he tried,

completely disguise it.

ENNET forced himself to say,
B “Thank you, mon Lieutenant.”

He handed Colbert his automatic
and walked away cursing himself for
a fool.

And, two minutes later, he was
startled when Saratof voiced his own
thoughts,

“A noble gesture, my friend,” the
burly Russian whispered, “but, never-

theless, you are a fool. You have
trusted a cobra. It will bite and
you shall die.”

Bennet shrugged. “Granted. But

I've been in the army too long,
Saratof; it's in my blood now. Col-
bert is an officer—even as you and |
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were, once. Somehow, one cant

forget.”

“Yet life

“True.”

“It still,” the Russian said signifi-
cantly, “isn't too late. A word to
Henderson, say, and Colbert dies.
Reconsider, my friend.”

Bennet grinned mirthlessly.

"A habit of mine,” he drawled, “al-
ways to play through my hand, as
we say in America. So far I've been
lucky.”

“You'll lose this hand,” said Sara-
tof. “Because the cards are stacked
against you, Sergeant.”

“T1 gamble,” Bennet said quietly.

is sweet.”

CHAPTER 111
Ambush

/IKGAIN the column snaked its
Z_ \ way across the hot floor of
A. jk. the desert. The men were
quiet now. The brief rest had tem-
porarily driven off the paralyzing
weariness; they now settled to the
grim business of covering the re-
maining thirty kilometers to the out-
post. Bennet walked mechanically.
From force of habit, his eyes con-
stantly combed the desert for any
sign of Abdul el Ras and his gang
of cut-throats who were supposed to
be somewhere in the vicinity.
Neither Bennet nor Captain Re-
noult, commanding officer of the
French outpost who had sent the
patrol out, expected the men to run
into the Arabs, who were as elusive
as the desert wind. But the inter-
ception of a caravan, with twenty-
three men butchered, including two
wealthy Englishmen, demanded some
action. Hence the three-day desert
patrol, over the last lap of which the
Legionnaires were now marching.
The head of the column slowed up.
It had reached the dividing line
where the plain of sand ended abrupt-
ly and the cliffs began—a mad forma-

tion of grotesquely-shaped rocks, al-
ways reminding Bennet of the toy-
land of giants. Some of the rocks
reared their heads seventy feet into
the air. They were interlaced with
deep canyons, gulches, ravines which
twisted crazily only to terminate at
the base of some huge cliff.

Bennet raised his hand, then swept
it to the left. To the men ahead his
message was perfectly clear. Two
ways of reaching the outpost from
where they now paused. One, to cut
straight through the rocks, follow-
ing one of the canyons; the other to
circumvent them completely, which
would add several hours to the
march. Bennet had chosen the latter.

The column swung into motion
again—and then halted abruptly at
two shrill whistles. Lieutenant Col-
bert, pounding the ribs of the mule
with the heels of his boots, galloped
up to Bennet.

“Again,” he said coldly, “you are
being presumptive, Sergeant. You
might have consulted me. We're go-
ing straight through.”

Bennet stared at him.

"Straight through?” he echoed.

"Yes.”

“DUT—but doea the Lieutenant

-** forget that the Arabs are
known to be in the vicinity? If they
have prepared an ambush along the
main canyon cutting through—and
chances are excellent that they might
have—the company will be massacred
to a man. Wiped out without even
having a chance to put up a fight.”

Colbert smiled slowly.

“I've thought of that, Sergeant. To
avoid the unpleasant possibility you
mention, | shall take the liberty of
risking your neck. You will head the
advance guard of one squad. | shall
hold the column ten minutes before
I follow you. If | hear gunfire, |
shall turn back and use the route you
have so kindly recommended. Pick
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your men, Sergeant—and | do not

wish you good luck!”

ITH a vicious jerk, Colbert
Wswung the head of the mule
around, returning to his place at the
rear of the column. Bonnet stared
after him until he heard Saratof’s
voice.

“l warned you, my friend. You
can't sit in a game where cards are
stacked against you—and win!”

“All right, Saratof,” Bennet re-
plied curtly. “Orders are orders;
you've been in the army long enough
to realize that.” He raised his voice.
“Volunteers! | want—"

The Devil’'s Squad stepped out be-
fore Bennet had a chance to com-
plete the sentence. A glance from
Hauser, the giant German—and the
men in the squads ahead who had
aspirations to join the sergeant sud-

denly changed their minds. Bennet
grinned.

“Let's go, men!"

Bennet in the lead, they skirted

the head of the column. The heat
struck them like a blow when they
descended into the first of the
ravines. No wind here. The sta-
tionary air, pregnant with heat, tore
at their lungs.

And yet here, among the hot rocks,
there was life. Brightly-colored liz-
ards detached themselves abruptly
from their hot perches, scurrying
away with incredible speed. Snakes,
some the thickness of a man’s finger,
others as wide across as a man's
thigh. And once Bennet stepped
aside to grind out with his heel a
bloated scorpion.

But he was conscious of other life,
more sinister, more deadly than the
scorpion he had just killed. Human
life. A purely intuitive feeling, yet
it strengthened with every step he
took. He felt certain that there
were men nearby. Many men. Crouch-
ing among the rocks, ready rifles

thrust forward. Awaiting their prey.

The ravine widened. Now it joined
the main canyon. Here the cliffs
were steeper, bolder. In places, they
were unbroken walls of granite,
throwing black shadows clear across
the canyon. So absolute was the si-
lence, Bennet could hear the breath-
ing of the men behind him. And
whenever he glanced over his shoul-
der, he could see that their faces,
too, were tense, grimly expectant.

Just short of an L turn in the
canyon, Bennet stopped. He turned,
waited a moment, rubbing thought-
fully the stubble of beard on his
chin.

“Saratof,” he said, unconsciously
speaking in a whisper, “there is a
little fable in America about a lost
mule. The village idiot succeeded in
finding it when everyone else failed.
He said he imagined he was a mule,
and then took a walk.”

The burly Russian’s eyes were very
bright.

“Yes?”

Bennet poked his forefinger in
Saratof's chest.

“Suppose you were Abdul el Ras.
You knew the infidel dogs would
follow this canyon on their return
to their outpost. What would you
do?”

“Make an ambush.”

“Where?” Bennet asked tersely.

"Where the canyon takes the shape
of a bottle-neck. It's an ideal place.”

“You, Hauser?"

“Same place, Sergeant."

“You, Henderson?"

“Same.”

ii A ND so would 1,” said Bennet.

N But one needn’t test whether
a gun is loaded by looking into the
barrel and pulling the trigger. There
are other ways. Come on!”

He veered off the left. Here was
a break in the rocky walls. A steep
incline, but possible to be ascended,;
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Bennet dug the heels of his boots
In the soft sand. They slid until

they reached the rock beneath, then

gripped. Foot by foot, he worked his

way up, the others following.
“Softly," he cautioned.

UT the continual little avalanche

of sand and pebbles could not be
helped. Reaching the top of the wall
which formed the side of the can-
yon, Bennet led them still higher—
up a second wall. Hot, hard work.
Here they had to climb on hands
and knees.

“All the way up, then to the right,"
Bennet panted to the men behind
him. “That'll bring us to the high-
est point over the bottle-neck in the
canyon. The highest point,” he re-
peated significantly.

Gritting their teeth, their clothes
soaked with perspiration, the men
continued to climb. In a few min-
utes, they reached the top of the
enormous cliff. It was as flat as a
table-top, and perhaps three hundred
yards across.

Bennet pointed at the far edge.

“That's where we want to go,” he
whispered. “But watch your feet,
men. No noise.”

They crossed the top of the cliff.
Ten feet from the edge, Bennet
dropped on his stomach. The others
followed his example. He crawled
to the very edge, looked over—and
caught his breath.

They were about fifty feet above
the section of the canyon which
narrowed like a bottle-neck—or the
middle part of an hour glass. The
rocky walls on either side at that
point were very low—fifteen feet or

And the ledge immediately below
Bennet, overlooking the canyon, was

white — white with the burnooses
of hundreds of men
The Arabs!

Lying on their bellies, perfectly

still, shoulder to shoulder, they re-
sembled so many corpses awaiting a
mass burial. The barrels of their
long rifles were trained over the edge
of the ledge. And so were the rifles
of the prone men on the opposite
ledge. Lying there on the hot rocks,
in the blazing hot sun—

And then Bennet's eyes widened
with horror. The column of Legion-
naires swung around the bend into
the bottle-neck. Swung around be-
neath those waiting rifles. Sixty men
marching to their doom, the tri-col-
ored flag of France fluttering gaily
at the head of the column—

“Grenades, Henderson!” Bennet
yelled hoarsely. “Quick, damn you!”

As he swung his rifle around and
down, his eyes lingered for a mo-
ment on his wrist watch. Colbert had
not waited ten minutes!

CHAPTER 1V

Desert Massacre

T was too late. The explosion

of Henderson's grenade was lost

in the first terrific volley from

Arab rifles. The air
sound. A huge, invisible scythe
seemed to have ripped across the col-
umn of the Legion. Men dropped,
clawing the sand.

Another volley. The column melted
completely. Three hundred rifles
pouring hot lead into a massed target
fifteen feet below!

“A massacre,” Bennet said to him-
self, his lips white.

Feverishly, he worked the bolt of
his rifle. Blitzky at his left, Hauser
at his right, also were working the
bolts and triggers of their hot rifles.
Anderson’s automatic rifle chattered
like a woodpecker gone mad.

But the Arabs ignored the hail of
lead from above. Drunk with vic-
tory, they suddenly rose as a mass.
Slid down the walls of the canyon to

rocked with
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finish with their long knives the
dozen men still on their feet.
"Illah Akbur!”

HE fierce Moslem battle cry

lingered for a drawn out second
in the still air. And then another
sound replaced it. A spine-tingling
blood cry from the throats of the
scores fighting with each other for
the privilege of burying their knives
into the skins of the dog infidels.
And even above that cry, rose Hen-
derson’s voice.

“Colbert,” he screamed—“he got
away, blast his bloody hide!”

“What!” Bennet leaped to his feet.
He suddenly realized, as Henderson
did, that the gray mule hadn’'t fol-
lowed the column around the bend.
Colbert, probably half anticipating an
ambush at that point, had lingered
behind. When he heard the Arab
rifles, he'd turned back.

A berserk fury suddenly possessed
Bennet. Colbert hadn't held the col-
umn ten minutes as he promised. And
so the blood of those sixty men was
on his head. He had murdered them,
and now he was the only one to es-
cape the massacre—

“No, by God!” Bennet shouted.
"I'll get that little rat if it's the last
thing | do on this earth.”

“Get him?” Saratof drawled softly.

“Yes,” Bennet replied savagely.
“But not the way you're thinking.
I'll manhandle him, to use an old
American term  Give him the beat-
ing of his life. And | don’'t give a
damn if | stand court-martial for it
The blood of sixty men demands
some retribution.”

“I'm with you. Sergeant,” Saratof
grunted.

The expressions on the faces of the
others were sufficient evidence of
their agreement.

“Come on!” Bennet snapped.

He ran to the other edge of the
cliff. Slid down to the ledge below

itt And to the one below that. A
tooth-like projection in the rock,
sharp as a knife, ripped the sleeve of
his tunic. Hot blood now dissolved
the caked sweat and grime. Bennet
was not even aware of the wound.

Down he climbed, always edging to
the right, recklessly taking suicidal
chances on the sharp rocks. And
then he saw something which spurred
him to even greater effort.

“Easy, Sergeant!” Saratoff yelled
when Bennet leaped six feet to a
nine-inch ledge, a slip from which
would have meant instant death on
the rocks below. “You'll make it!”

“Yes.” Bennet said grimly, “I'll
make it!”

They were now over a section of
the canyon some distance away from
the L turn where the ambush had
taken place. Sounds of fighting still
drifted from there—yells, screams, an
occasional shot. And from there, un-
hurriedly, came Lieutenant Colbert
on his gray mule. He had obviously
lingered several minutes, out of tin
reach of the Arab rifle fire, and only
now had decided to turn back.

ENNET slid down a ten-foot

drop to another narrow ledge.
He was now only a dozen feet above
the bed of the canyon. He hugged
the granite wall, waiting. Colbert
continued coming, closer, closer. In
a few seconds now he would pass be-
low Bennet.

Bennet turned away from the wall.
Crouched, ready for a leap. And
then Colbert looked up suddenly. He
saw Bennet, saw the expression on
the tall sergeant’s face—and desper-
ately yanked on the reins of the
mule, trying to veer away from the
wall.

Bennet hurled his body forward.
One hundred and eighty pounds of
bone and muscle hit Colbert. Bor*
him off the saddle. The two mea
hit the powdery sand. They rolled,
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over and over, until they were
brought up short by the opposite wall.

Colbert fought desperately, claw-
ing, scratching. Whimpering sounds
came from his throat. Bennet ig-
nored the blows rained on his face.
He did not try to shake loose when
Colbert sank his teeth in the loose
skin at the base of his skull. Did
not even feel the vicious knee jab
to his groin. He knew what he
wanted—and found it when his fin-
gers closed around Colbert's thick
neck.

IS fingers tightened, thumbs
burying themselves into the
officer’s windpipe. A hoarse scream
burst from Colbert's lips, followed
by a throaty gurgle. His eyes
bulged out still further.
“You murdered sixty men,” Bennet

panted. “All right, damn you—"
The steel fingers tightened even
more. Colbert’s struggling became
feebler. And then, warned by pure
instinct, Bennet jerked away his
hands. He swung his body to the
right. A lightning-like movement,

unconsciously timed to a fraction of
a second. Colbert had jerked out his
automatic. The heavy slug, which
now ricocheted with a vicious whin-
ing sound off the granite wall,
missed Bennet's heart by three inches.

And then death put her bony claw
on Bennet's shoulder. Colbert was
still only three feet away, but now
there was that heavy automatic be-
tween them. Steady in Colbert’s
right hand, the little black hole cen-
tered on Bennet's chest. Fierce tri-
umph gleamed in the officer’'s blood-
shot eyes. He could command death
with the touch of his finger.

"l should, Sergeant, give you time
to say your prayers, but—"

Desperately, Bennet lunged for-
ward. The automatic barked, spurt-
ing flame almost full in his face.
Something hot—Ilike the glowing tip

of a cigarette—touched the lobe of
his left ear. His left hand caught
the nose of the automatic. Swung it
away as it belched flame for the third
time.

And in that split second, Bennet
caught a glimpse of a moving long
shadow on the sand. He jerked up
his head. Saratof stood three feet
away. His both hands were gripping
the barrel of his riflee. He had it
raised over his head, about to crash
the heavy butt on Colbert’s skull.

"No!” Bennet yelled hoarsely. "I'll
handle this, Saratof.”

The Russian shrugged, lowered the
rifle.

“Very well. Sergeant!”

Bennet bore the weight of his body
on Colbert’s shoulder, pinning him
down. Then the muscles of his left
forearm tensed, veins standing out

like cords. Slowly, he began twist-
ing Colbert's right wrist. Another
inch, another, still another. The nose

of the automatic swung around.

Now Bennet heard the sounds of
running feet. Loud cries in shrill
Arabic. The staccato sound of Lar-
son’s automatic rifle swinging into
action. He did not even look up. In
another second he knew Colbert
would be forced to drop the auto-
matic. Then Bennet meant to give
him a savage, cold-blooded beating,
The hungry hot sand had soaked the
blood of sixty men—Bennet could
still see the red horror of that
massacre.

LBERT, reading Bennet's inten-
tion in his eyes, began to scream
incoherently, his eyes rolling until
the whites showed, saliva trickling
down the side of his loose mouth.
He threw his body upward and to
the left. He almost succeeded in
tearing free his gun wrist, but the
violence of the sudden jerk dis-
charged the big blue automatic.
Bennet barely heard the shot. It
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was lost in the bedlam of sound sur-
rounding him, of which only now he
became conscious, Colbert's body
jerked convulsively upward from the
sand, then relaxed.

Bennet stared at the little black
hole, burned around the edges, in the
officer’'s blue tunic.

ND then a heavy body crashed
A on top of him. Bennet swung
out blindly. He checked his blow.
The burly Arab, Ilying half-way
across him, had the top of his head
shot away. His burnoose was no
longer white.

Bennet struggled up to a sitting
position. The Arab was sprawled
across his thighs, a dead, limp weight.
Bennet tried to push him away—and
then jerked his own body to the
right, fingers clawing desperately on
the sand for the automatic he had
dropped. For another Arab towered
over him, an immense scimitar in his
right hand raised high over his head,
the sun setting aflame its polished
blue surface.

“1 won't make it!” flashed through
Bennet's mind.

And the Arab, seeming to read his
thoughts, grinned through his black
beard. The curved blade jerked up-
ward still higher. Bennet, helpless,
pinned down by the other Arab’s
burly body, anticipated the down-
ward swoop of the heavy sword. He
ceased clawing for the automatic, re-
turned the Arab’s grin.

And then the sun glittered on an-
other blade of steel—a thin, long
blade which flashed through the air
like a living thing. It buried itself
in the Arab’s throat. Bennet twisted
out of the way as the scimitar
thudded on the sand, and again as
the Arab toppled forward.

Legionnaire Fernandez pounced
upon the dead man like a hungry dog
upon a meat bone. He jerked out
his ten-inch stiletto. The long, thin

blade now no longer reflected sun-
light.

Only then Bennet dared to look
down for the automatic. He saw it
half-buried in the sand, three inches
from Colbert’'s right hand. He
squirmed out from beneath the Arab
across his thighs, picked up the gun.
He and the tall Arab who had sud-
denly loomed over him fired almost
simultaneously. The Arab missed—
at ten feet. He spun around as the
slug from Bennet's automatic smash-
ed his shoulder.

Bennet's second shot was wasted,
though the bullet had found the
Arab’s heart. Fernandez had leaped
forward a split second earlier. Again
his stiletto sank hungrily into yield-
ing flesh. Into the throat, just
beneath the left ear. So had died
the other Arab, and so have died the
shopkeeper in Barcelona, the fat
Frenchman in Marseilles and the
policeman in Palermo.

ND then, as now, Fernandez had

had a film over his eyes, and
his fingers twitched crazily. Bennet,
watching the Spaniard, felt a chill go
down his spine.

“Illah Akbur!

The madness of victory rang now
in the shrill Moslem battle cry. A
wolf pack leaping in with slashing
white fangs to complete the kill!

Bennet looked to the left, from
where the shouting came, and leaped
to his feet. Only now he became
fully aware of what was taking
place.

And the trained officer in him re-
sponded instantly.

It was a case of quick thinking or
—extermination! For already the
narrow canyon was choked with Arab

tribesmen. And more were coming
from the bottle-neck further up.
Fierce, black-bearded devils, bran-

dishing their long rifles, their curved
knives as they ran. Razor-edged
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knives, one stroke from which could
disembowel a man.

CHAPTER V
Fight and Run

HE men, tramping heavily

on the powdery sand, sent up

a thick cloud of dust; it took
Bennet a dozen seconds, straining his
eyes, before he could make out pre-
cisely what was happening.

At his left came an incessant, mad
chatter of the automatic rifle. A
rock there, and Bennet could just
make out Larson’s kepi and left
shoulder. The Swede was crouching
behind the rock, firing the rifle as
quickly as he could press the trigger
and feed fresh clips of cartridges.

Blitzky was flat on his stomach
to the right of Larson. He worked
the bolt and trigger of his rifle with
an unhurried deliberation character-
istic of the man. His rifle cracked

with almost clock-like regularity.
Precisely as if he were on target
practice. But each time he pressed

the trigger, death enfolded another
mortal to his bony chest.

Fernandez prowled about with his
stiletto—a madman on a blood ram-
page. And to Bennet's right, their
backs against the wall, fighting with
savage abandon, were Hauser, Sara-
tof and Henderson. At least a score
of Arabs hemmed them in a vicious
semi-circle, charging constantly with
long knives, their rifles useless at
such close quarters.

Each time they were beaten back.
Beaten back by Hauser, who, in the
thick cloud of dust, seemed colossal
—a giant from some other planet.
The German used his rifle as a club,
swinging it by the barrel over his
head, and death reaped a harvest each
time the heavy butt whistled through
the air.

Beaten back by Saratof, who held

a bloody Arab knife in one hand and
the broken remains of a rifle in the

other; and who shook his shaggy
head like a great Russian bear at
each inflow of the attacking Arabs

and leaped forward to meet it
gorilla-like arms flailing.

Beaten back by little Henderson,
who had a bayonet at the end of his
rifle. A fixed smile on his crooked
mouth, the Cockney was a melody of
grace as he leaped in and out with
the deadly bayonet. He looked like
a dancing master—or a fox-terrier
nipping at the hind quarters of a
grizzly.

No wasted motion. A thrust with
the bayonet, a leap out of the way
of a slashing knife, again a deadly
lunge with the bayonet.

But no man could buck for long
the odds of twenty to one and live.
Saratof went down suddenly. Hauser
leaped forward, the rifle whirling
over his head. Standing astride of
the Russian’s body, he drove back
the dozen men who were ready to
sink their knives into the dog in-
fidel's body.

AND Bennet found himself yell-
ing, although Hauser could not
possibly have heard him.

“Carry on for another minute. Just
one minute longer!”

Blitzky, at the sound of Bennet's
running footsteps, rolled on his side,
swinging the rifle around.

“Get up!” Bennet panted.
too. Larson. Now follow me!”

An Arab slashed at Bennet with a
scimitar—a tremendous blow which
would have beheaded the American
had it reached its mark. Bennet
ducked. The huge blade passed over
his head. He straightened and jerked
forward the automatic. The firing
pin clicked on an empty cartridge.

Bennet threw the gun away with a
curse, escaped by a fraction of an
inch another slash from the scimitar.

"You
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His right fist clenched, he leaped in
beneath the knife to meet the Arab.

Putting his full weight behind the
blow, Bennet drove his fist to the
Arab’s chin. The burnoosed figure
collapsed. Another Arab, about to
bury a knife in Bennet's back,
checked himself with an exclamation
of amazement. It was a form of
fighting the desert bandit had never
seen before. And his mouth still
open, he died a split second later as
Blitzky tossed up his rifle, firing
from the hip.

“Around this way!” Bennet shouted.

HE led the two Legionnaires to a
natural series of steps up the
wall of the canyon.

"I'm joining the others. You two
get above us—and let them have it
Quick now!”

He bent down, swooped up a rifle,
clubbed it. Then, his lower jaw
bulging out grimly, he charged the
Arab semi-circle around Hauser and
Henderson. He came in the nick of
time, too. For great beads of sweat
stood out now on the German’s fore-
head—and a terribly strained look
was in his eyes. Henderson's face
was gray beneath its tan.

Like a catapult, Bennet's one hun-
dred and eighty pounds of bone and
muscle struck the Arabs. Head
down, his body hunched forward like
that of a football back carrying the
ball through the enemy’s line, he
cut through to the clearing in the
center which Hauser had succeeded
in keeping open with the bloody
butt of the riflee. The German
grinned his welcome.

Bennet smashed out madly with
his rifle, beating down the knives,
cracking skulls with the iron-shod
butt.

He saw he had gained his ob-
ject.  Merely joining Hauser and
Henderson would not have helped
much. Would have only prolonged

the agony. Simply another
against scores.

But Bennet banked on the con-
fusion that his sudden attack from
the rear would cause among the
Arabs. For a dozen seconds or so,
they had no ways of knowing
whether one man had attacked them
or a fresh company of the Legion.
Bennet wanted those dozen seconds
of breathing space.

And he got it. The Arabs milled

man

about like startled cattle. And then
a hail of lead came from above.
Larson’'s automatic rifle pouring

death into the compact mass of the
Arabs. Blitzky’'s rifle, emptied al-
most with the rapidity of a machine-
gun. And both men now in position
to fire at the line of Arabs immedi-
ately facing the men at the wall.

The first line melted like wax fig-
ures before an acetylene torch. Then
those behind it. Shouts of terror
now intermingled with the screams
of the wounded and dying. Nothing
could withstand that deadly spray of
lead.

Like scurrying rats, the Arabs ran
for cover.

BENNET stooped for a moment

over Saratof. ihere was an
ugly gash on the left side of the
Russian's forehead. Blood  still
trickled from it. But, unless his

skull were fractured, it was not a
serious wound; he had been struck
more with the flat side of the sword
than the sharp edge.

“Help me get him on my shoulder,”
Bennet snapped to Hauser.

“l can carry him, Sergeant!”

“You heard what | said I’

Saratof sprawling over his right
shoulder, with long arms and legs
dangling, Bennet half ran to the nat-
ural steps which provided an easy
ascent out of the canyon. Veins
stood out on his forehead, and he
breathed with a whistling sound;
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Saratof weighed over two hundred
pounds.

He suddenly saw Fernandez, run-
ning at his side, the bloody stiletto
still clutched in his fist. There was
a deep gash across the Spaniard’s
cheek, and he bled like a stuck pig.

"All right, Sergeant, hand him up
to me!”

Hauser’'s voice. He had reached
the top of the embankment ahead of
Bennet, and was now reaching down
for Saratof. Bennet passed the Rus-
sian up to him, scrambled up himself.
Henderson followed, with the agility
of a monkey.

"Get down, you fool!” Bennet
shouted. "How the hell could any-
body miss you?”

Hauser, after lowering Saratof, had
straightened and was wiping the
sweat off his face—while hundreds
of bullets whined by like angry hor-
nets. The German obeyed, grinning.

f*T'M lucky, Sergeant, when it comes
< to bullets. That's for being so
big. The bullets—they are ashamed—"
"Never mind that!” Bennet cut in

curtly. "Let's have your canteen.
And you, Fernandez—bandage your
cheek. You'll bleed to death in a

couple of minutes.”

The Spaniard touched his cheek,
then looked with blank amazement
at the blood on his hand. He hadn't
known he was wounded. Bennet be-
gan to unscrew the cap on Hauser's
canteen, when Saratof opened his
eyes.

With a grunt, Bennet tossed the
canteen back to Hauser.

“How do you feel?”
to the Russian.

Saratof sat up. He shook stub-
bornly his shaggy head.

"Well enough. Just a scratch, eh?”

Bennet nodded. “Now listen to
m2, men,” he said quietly. "We're
safe here for maybe two minutes:
then they’ll be all over us. It's fight

he snapped

and run from now on. Our chances
of getting back to the outpost are
probably about one in a thousand, but
we may as well gamble it.

"l needn’t point out to you, of
course, that a bullet from your own
gun is a damn sight more preferable
—more pleasant—than to be taken
prisoner by those devils. And now
—let's go!"

CHAPTER VI
Thirty Minutes' Start

ENNET led at a pace which

would be a madness and an

impossibility long to maintain.
Up an apparently unscalable wall,
over a flat plateau, down a deep
gulch—his tall, lithe body moving
with the sure-footedness of a moun-
tain goat.

He hadn't allowed himself to think
as he crossed on the run ledges
which should have been crawled over.
Ledges, fifty, sixty feet above spear-
like rocks.

Only one of the men had voiced
an objection—Saratof, who had fully
recovered from his wound and was
sticking close behind Bennet.

"Men,” the Russian panted, "are
adaptive animals, my friend. But
tight-rope walking takes practice,
and one can't instantly transform
oneself into a cat. Simple laws of
averages will tell you one can’'t take
long the chances you are taking—
and live.”

Bennet grimly jerked his thumb
over his shoulder.

“Listen! And now figure out your
chances if they should catch up with
us.”

Saratof shrugged and made no
more complaints. For plainly, with a
sinister clarity, they could hear the
cry of the wolf pack behind them—
the Arabs pursuing their escaping
prey. Shrill shouts, in which the
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blood cry was predominant, foolish
emptying of rifles. The pack on the
trail!

And slowly but surely the Arabs
were drawing closer. Look-outs, who
had climbed the peaks of the high-
est cliffs from where they could get
occasional glimpses of the fugitives,
were directing the pursuit through
a code of signal shots. The Arabs
had the advantage of being strung
out in a long line—which meant that
Bennet lost distance each time he
was forced to veer to the right or

to the left.

FLAT white rock caught hi6
A eyes. It was at the top of a
gentle yet comparatively long in-
cline, and afforded a natural breast-
work of a sort. When they reached
it, Bennet scurried around it and
dropped, panting, on the sand. In a
few seconds, all of the others joined
him.

No one spoke for a few minutes.

All were passionately grateful for
the respite to their tortured lungs,
to aching, sweating, hot bodies.

Hauser lifted himself up on one el-
bow. He swore under his breath,
then said aloud:

“Mein Gott, Sergeant, but they're
getting close! We fight it out here?”

Bennet smiled crookedly.

“No. But we’ll slow them up.
The boys are too impetuous. We
want to teach them to treat with
more respect each innocent-looking
rock, each descent into a possible
place for ambush. How many car-
tridges have you left, Larson?”

The Swede shook his head.

"Not many, Sergeant. Two rounds.”

“Besides the one in the rifle now?”

“Including that one.”

Bennet frowned. The automatic
rifle fired thirty shots. Altogether,
then, Larson, had sixty cartridges at
his disposal. Exhausting those, he
could throw away the clumsy-looking

yet deadly efficient rifle; it would no
longer be of any use.

“You told me,” the Swede added
apologetically, “to let them have it.
So—~

“All right,” Bennet interrupted.
“1I’'m not accusing you. Where’'s your
rifle, Fernandez?”

The Spaniard rolled his eyes.

“1 threw it away. | don't like it.
I prefer—” He caressed the blood-
stained blade of his stiletto, and
again Bennet felt a chill go down his
spine.

“Give your cartridges to Blitzky.
How many clips have you?”

“Fifteen.”

“Good! Give them to Blitzky. If
Blitzky is hit,” Bennet added quiet-
ly, "you take his rifle, Saratof, and
the cartridges. And you, Hauser, are
next in line.”

The Russian and the German
nodded, their faces expressionless.

“Just one other suggestion,” Sara-
tof said. “Make sure your comrade
is dead before you leave him. A bul-
let through the heart would not harm
any. | do not care to wriggle on
the stake.”

Hauser bowed his head pompously.

“T SHALL do you that little favor,
friend, if you promise me the

same.”

“It's a promise,” said Saratof.

They shook hands gravely.

“They’'re here, blast 'em|” Hender-
son snarled, unslinging his rifle. The
Cockney rested the rifle on top of
the rock and placed his cheek against
the butt. Bennet gripped his ankle.
He pulled the Cockney off the rock.

Henderson whirled with a snarl,
fists clenched. Bennet looked at him
quietly.

"l give orders around here, Hen-
derson.”

The Cockney lowered his arms.

“Yes, Guv’'nor,” he muttered.

"We haven't any ammunition to
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waste. When | give command, Lar-
son and Blitzky will open fire.
Larson will empty his rifle, and cease
firing. Blitzky will continue. You,
Henderson, will stick close to him,
your job merely reloading. Hand
him your rifle when he empties his,
and so on.

“Remove the bayonet from your
rifle. If they should get close
enough for you to use it, you'll die
anyway. And all of you stay down
out of sight until 1 give further
orders.”

HE looked around quietly, waited a
moment, then began crawling on
his belly around the rock. He looked
down the long, white incline, at the
smooth sand pitted with their own
footprints. The Arabs were in the
next gulch, so close that Bennet
could make out their voices as they
called to one another. A matter of
seconds now before they would be

running up the incline. Bennet
waited.
The sun, still high in the sky,

burnt the back of his neck; he felt
as if he were covered by a compress
of a towel dipped in boiling hot
water. His tongue was dry, his
throat and nostrils choked with the
fine dust. His water canteen was
full; but the Legionnaire’'s first
desert lesson is to distinguish and
ignore the mere “mouth” thirst.

In thirty minutes or so, Bennet
and the others would permit them-
selves one long drink—and another,
two hours later. But none until
then, and none in between. Con-
servation of -water—the one stern law
of the desert; and death struck
quickly him who ignored it.

A cloud of dust rose abruptly at
the foot of the incline. It came
from the gulch which terminated it.
And then the first of the Arabs
scrambled over the top. He glanced
at the footprints plain in the sand,

brandished his long rifle. He shout-
ed something in rapid Arabic.

More men came out of the gulch.
Dozens, scores. Bennet hadn't
dreamt there were so many of them
—and his heart sank at the thought
of the odds his men were facing. A
hundred to one, probably. Hopeless
odds—even for the Devil's Squad.

Sooner or later— He stifled the
thought.

Swiftly, he crawled back around
the rock.

“Larson! Get up there, quick!

And you, Blitzky. Careful, though.
Don’'t show any more of yourselves
than absolutely necessary. And hold
your fire until 1 give orders.”

HE two men on either side of

him, Bennet crawled up the
sloping side of the ten-foot rock.
Cautiously, he looked over the top.
The Arabs were now fifty vyards
away, and coming quickly. Their
very number reminded Bennet of a

tidal wave—irresistible, impossible
to check.
“Not,” he whispered out of the

corner of his mouth, “until | give
command to fire.”

“Yes, Sergeant,” said Larson.

The big, raw-boned, leather-faced
Swede had been kicked out of the
armies of three nations, and had
wound up in the Legion simply be-
cause soldiering was in his blood as
the sea had been in the blood of his
Viking ancestors. His eyes were
flaming as he looked down through
the sights of his automatic rifle.

Blitzky’s face, hugging the butt of
his rifle, was as expressionless as
that of a Chinese idol. He was an
Armenian with a pale oval face, the
delicate ivory coloring of which even
the desert sun could not affect, and
extraordinarily beautiful soft black
eyes.

A quiet little man, yet there was
a Croix de Guerre pinned to his



THE DEVIL'S SQUAD 31

tunic, and he had a reputation for
cold-blooded courage among men
with whom courage was common vir-

tue. His skill with the rifle was
uncanny.
LOSER, closer swept the tidal

wave. Forty yards, thirty, twenty.
Larson began to squirm on the rock.
And still Bennet waited.
Then—*“Fire! From left to right!”
He had shouted the command when
the Arabs suddenly discovered the
three heads over the top of the rock,
the two barrels of the rifles. And
then invisible death ran amuck
among the first line of the enemy,

like a mad grizzly let loose in a
sheep pen.
Larson’s automatic rifle ripped

great holes in the line, and Blitzky's
rifle, fired with a rapidity Bennet
hadn’'t dreamt was possible, rang the
death knell of some son of Allah
each time it spurted flame.

But did not the Prophet promise
paradise, the land of milk and honey
where soft-eyed houris lived, to the
true believer who fell in battle?

“Illah Akbur!”
They kept coming, the living leap-
ing over the twisting, screaming

bodies of the wounded and dying.
No stopping them now. In a mo-
ment, they would overrun the rock.
And then death would be mercifully
swift.

Bennet jerked around.

“Grenades,” he shouted to Hender-
son, working feverishly reloading the
rifles Blitzky emptied. “Toss one up
to me. Quick, damn you!”

Bennet had the firing pin out of
the bomb almost as soon as he caught
it An Arab had just died three feet
away from the rock. And dozens of
others were almost as close. Close
together. The bomb, to which Ben-
net had held on before throwing it
until sweat stood out on his fore-
head and his heart hammered madly,

exploded in the midst of them. Yell-
ing men one moment; bloody sham-
bles when the column of sand settled.

Bennet felt another bomb being
pressed into his hand. He took it
jerked out the pin, threw the grenade
—and more bloody shambles caked
the fine sand.

Henderson’s shrill
one left, Sergeant.”

Bennet reached out for it, but it
wasn't needed. The devil rocks of the
dog unbelievers had been too much
for the Arabs. Allah could make
well the bullet wounds, so that the
true believer might enjoy the houris
in the land of milk and honey; but
how could even Allah put together
him who was only a bloody patch on
the sand?

They retreated, running madly
down the incline. And continually
Blitzky worked the bolts and trig-
gers of the two hot rifles, sending
death nipping at the flanks of the
fleeing Arabs.

“All right,”
“cease firing!”

voice, “Only

Bennet said quietly,

E looked down the incline. The

losses suffered by the Arabs
were terrific. At least a hundred
men lay dead and dying on the
seventy-five-yard stretch of sandy
slope. Many were groaning; some
screamed. And high overhead, the
vultures gathered. Later, they would
descend lower and lower, to land
finally and wait, cruel beak and claws
ready, for the death rattle of the
last man to die—

Bennet turned and slid off the
rock. He motioned the other two
men to join him. Henderson, catch-
ing the tall sergeant’'s eyes, said tri-
umphantly :

“We showed them bloody heathens
what's what, eh ?”

Bennet checked him with an
patient gesture.

“Well, men,” he

im-

said quietly.
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“we've accomplished our object,
which was simply to slow up the pur-
suit. Otherwise, we have gained
nothing.

“They've had a costly lesson; but
if they have brains enough to profit
by it, we're through.”

“Meaning precisely what?” asked
Saratof.

“They’ll try to surround us now.
Block us ahead, flank us—give us a
taste of our own medicine. If they
manage to get above on some of those
cliffs, one volley and—" His voice
trailed away significantly.

Silence for a moment.

“Well, what do you propose, Ser-
geant?”

Bennet stood up.

“We have one chance,” he said
evenly—*“and one only. That's to get
out of these damn rocks. Get back
on the plain. Lose ourselves there,
which is easy enough since foot-
prints disappear in a few minutes on
that ever shifting sand.”

“And once we're out there—what?”
Hauser asked gutturally.

<\rES, Sergeant,” Saratof added

-I- thoughtfully, “what then? We
have enough water for perhaps four
days. Surely they’ll anticipate the fact
that our only chance is to get back
to the outpost. They’'ll follow the
general route toward it, and, of
course, are bound to overtake us. As
I see it, it's only prolonging the
agony.”

“Yes,” 6aid Bennet. “as you see it.
No offense meant,” he added quick-
ly, as the burly Russian flushed be-
neath his tan. “My plan is this. In-
stead of cutting directly across to

the outpost, we’ll make a great
circle. A circle wide enough to fool
them.”

Saratof shook his head skeptically.

"I'll concede it's our only chance,
my friend, but—"

“l1 know,” Bennet said impatiently;

“it's a thousand to one gamble, but
I'm taking it. You men with me?”
“To hell and back,” Hauser grinned.
Bennet returned his grin with a
crooked smile.

“l don’t promise the return trip,
but a taste of hell you will get.
We've got to have at least a thirty-
minute start on them—which means
mighty fast traveling. Come on!”

CHAPTER VII
The Laugh Of A Madman

PEED! Driving weary bodies

to their saturation point of en-

durance, and then still further.
Ignoring tortured lungs which seem-
ed on the point of bursting. Ignor-
ing the blinding sweat. Ignoring the
shrieking complaints of every muscle
in their bodies. A red horror of
speed.

For close to an hour now, Bennet
hadn’'t for a moment ceased running.
He himself did not know how he
managed it, nor did the others, who
somehow succeeded in sticking close
to him.

He’'d conceived a grim game, which
seemed to help. He would determine
on some landmark—some oddly-
shaped rock; and run toward it at

full speed, grimly determined to
make it. Make it if he dropped dead
when he did!

And he always would make it,
somehow, though every step he took
seemed sure to be his last. Then,
without giving himself a chance to
think, he would instantly pick out
another landmark. From what source
he drew that bit of extra energy
when it seemed inconceivable that
he should manage to remain on his
feet another minute, he did not
know; and he marvelled at it.

As he ran, there was one thought
ever present with him. They must
gain a thirty-minute start on the
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Arabs. They must—if they were to
live. Enough time to be swallowed
up by the vast space of the desert
before the Arabs themselves reached
the edge of the great plain of sand.

HEY must—and sometimes his
T swollen heat-cracked lips formed
the words, although minutes must
pass before he would be able to speak
again.

With a stupid sort of amazement,
Bennet suddenly recognized the low
ridge up the slanted bank of which
he was now struggling. It was the
last before the plains began again.
They'd made it! Three-four minutes

longer, and they would leave the
rocks. The smooth, hot bed of the
desert awaited them—and a fighting
chance for life.

His knees trembling, he finally
made his way to the top. He paused,
swaying on his feet, and waited for
the others to join him. Something

whined past his left ear. Bennet paid
no attention to it

And then he heard Henderson
screaming— heard it as if the little
Cockney were far, far away. Actu-

Henderson was two feet away
He was pointing down
the other side of the ridge which
blended smoothly, three hundred
yards further, with the level floor of
the desert.

ally,
from him.

The paralyzing, brain-numbing
weariness relaxed its strangle hold
on Bennet. He could see now. Fol-

lowing the direction of Henderson’s
outstretched arm, he saw horsemen.
Perhaps a dozen of them, strung out
in a long line. Several of them were
firing their long rifles, the graceful,
nervous animals beneath them Kkick-
ing up fine puffs of dust with their
sharp little hooves.

Bennet dropped on the sand. Not
as a precaution against the Arab bul-
lets whining past him, for somehow
they did not matter; but simply be-

cause he could afford now to give his
body the rest it so desperately need-
ed. No longer necessary to drive it.
The horsemen below had eliminated
their only chance of escapel
Sprawled on the hot sand, arms
and legs outstretched, Bennet rested.
It was a delightful luxury. He could
hear the panting of the others, at his
right and left, sucking air into their

bursting lungs.

Gradually, he felt his heart cease
its mad tattoo against his ribs.
Strength seeped back into his limbs.

He rolled over, lifted himself up on
his elbows. He looked down the
sloping bank of the ridge.

UR men were approaching them.

All had white horses. The Arabs
were lashing the magnificent animals
to a mad gallop. Through the thick
cloud of dust raised by the hooves
of the horses, Bennet could see the
sun glinting on the huge curved
scimitars.

The four horsemen were still quite
some distance away, but closing in
with the speed of a tornado. Bennet
stared at them apathetically. In two
minutes, the Arabs would be upon
them. Was it worth making a fuss
over? A swift slash from those heavy
scimitars—and all would be over.
They'd be forever free from heat and
dust and weariness.

"Blitzky!” he said quietly.

The Legionnaire looked up wearily.
Bennet pointed at the approaching
horsemen. No alarm in the gesture,
nor was there any in the quiet way
Blitzky had picked up his rifle. Ben-
net might have been pointing to an
exciting moment in a polo match,
and Blitzky might have been lifting
his glasses for a better look.

Blitzky began firing, unhurriedly,
impersonally. The Arab in the lead
threw up his arms. Held them that
way for a moment. He looked like
a trick circus rider showing off b*
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fore an admiring audience. He top-
pled off the back of the horse.

The horse of the Arab behind him
shied. It reared itself up on its
haunches, front hooves pawing the
air. Crack! Blitzky's rifle spoke
again. The Arab slid out of the
saddle. His right foot caught in the
stirrup, and the terrified animal
dragged him in a huge circle over
the hot floor of the desert.

Bennet felt as if he were in the
front seat of a theatre, watching a
melodrama. Not a particularly in-
teresting melodrama, and one the pre-
cise ending of which he knew in ad-

vance. Yet it was good to look it,
for it helped pass the time away.
The others felt the same way. They

watched passively, in dead silence.

OR the third time, Blitzky fired.
FThe only emotional response it
aroused in Bennet was a vague curi-
osity as to which of the two remain-
ing Arabs would fall. It was the one
on the right. Bennet waited for the
fourth and last shot, which would
drop the curtain on the scene unfold-
ing before him.

It was a melodrama with a surprise
twist on the end. The remaining
Arab only fifty yards away, Blitzky
for the fourth time brought the rifle
butt to his shoulder. There was faint
boredom on his pale face. He touched

the trigger. The hammer fell on a
deficient cartridge. It was the last
in the clip!

And then, like some mythical fig-

ure of vengeance, the Arab on his
magnificent white charger was among
them. A fierce, bearded black face;
the huge scimitar, set aflame by the
sun, sweeping downward like a thun-
derbolt.

So certain were the Legionnaires
of the death shot from Blitzky'a
rifle—the man who never missed—
that, for a split second, they were
figures of stone. The front hooves

of the horse flashed for a moment
over Bennet. Then the animal, spe-
cially trained for that, struck out. A
vicious, lightning-like downward jab
with the sharp hooves, which would
have crushed Bennet's chest like an
egg beneath a sledge hammer had
they found their mark.

Somehow, Bennet evaded the
hooves, though he wasn't sure how.
He'd thrown himself backwards,
twisting his body to the left. The
hooves half-buried themselves in the
sand two inches from his body.

HEY were withdrawn instantly.

The Arab’s left hand tugged
viciously on the reins. The white
charger sat back, hurling its front
legs straight up in the air. Higher,
higher, until it stood straight up on
its hind legs.

And then Bennet saw the Arab’s
bearded face jerk around the neck of
the horse. He was standing in his
stirrups, about to slash out again with
the curved sword. And now he would
could not miss, with Ben-
in the path of

not miss,
net’'s body directly
that sweeping arc.

A big body crossed between Ben-
net and the sun. Crossed in one
tigerish leap. A huge hand caught
the bridle of the horse. Hauser jerk-
ed up his both knees. Two hundred
and eighty pounds hung for a split
second onto the head of the animal.
Trembling, its eyes rolling wildly,
the big white charger stood still, its
four legs now on the ground.

And Bennet wondered why the
Arab did not strike out with the
scimitar. Why he sat there, motion-
less, the curved sword still raised
over his head. Then he heard Fer-
nandez’ soft laughter— the laugh of a
madman—and he understood.

When the Arab suddenly toppled
forward, Bennet saw the hilt of the
stiletto sticking out like a huge wart
on the tribesman’s neck.
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Bennet rose to his feet. With the
back of his sleeve, he wiped the sweat
out of his eyes.

"That,” he drawled, “one might call
a close shave.”

“Are you quite sure,” Saratof ask-

ed quietly, "that our friends Hauser
and Fernandez have done you a
favor, Sergeant?”

Bennet appraised the Russian
thoughtfully. He nodded.

“1 have a hunch | know what

you're driving at, Saratof.”

“1f you look behind you,” the Rus-
sian continued evenly, "your—er—
hunch will be a certainty.”

Bennet turned slowly. He shrugged.

"Yes,” he said simply.

A white figure stood in bold relief
on top of a parallel ridge, a quarter
of a mile away. Stood there, motion-
less, watching them. And even as
Bennet looked, other figures joined
him. The first of the pursuing Arabs,
finally in sight of their prey. Wait-
ing there for the rest of the pack
to catch up.

ENNET looked

direction. As so many ghosts,
men and animals motionless against
the background of gray sand, the
Arab horsemen awaited them there.
Trapped!

“You see, my friend, a stroke from
that scimitar would have been sure
and final. Effort in this heat is un-
pleasant. and another twenty minutes
of life isn't quite worth it.” Saratof
laughed softly. “Herr Hauser and
Senor Fernandez, you owe our Amer-
ican friend an apology.”

"On the contrary,” Bennet grin-
ned, "I would have been denied the
pleasure of dying in such excellent
company. The Devil's Squad shall
march to hell together, gentlemen.”

“Well said, by Blimey!” Hender-
son shouted. "We'll march to hell
together, and raise the devil with the
devil!”

in the opposite

He threw back his head and
laughed until tears came to his eyes.
Larson dropped on his knees and
calmly reloaded his automatic rifle.
Saratof rolled himself a brown cig-
arette, lighted it, puffed on it quiet-
ly. Occasionally, he would glance in-
differently at the parallel ridge which
was now white with the advancing
line of the Arabs.

Hauser unhooked his canteen.

"You know, Sergeant,” he said,
“here’'s something I've wanted to do
ever since | joined the Legion: to
empty my canteen on a desert patrol.
Take ten drinks, twenty drinks. Fill
my belly with water until it feels like
a hogshead, then throw the canteen
away. And, Gotteswillen, I'm going
to do it!”

He raised the canteen to his lips.
Bennet stared at him—stared at him

with such fixed intensity that the
German, catching his eyes, lowered
the canteen with a grunt.

“What's wrong, Sergeant?”

An idea had flashed to Bennet. He
seized upon it, turned it over in his

mind. The idea expanded, took root,

flourished. He whirled to Saratof.
“We still have a chance,” he said

tensely—*“if my reasoning is sound.

The water hole is two hundred yards
up this ridge, isn't it?”

“True, but—"

“Come on!" Bennet shouted ex-
ultantly. “We might lick them yet.
Anyway, it's a fighting chance for
life.”

“My friend, are you—"

Bennet laughed. “No, | haven't
gone mad! Follow me, men!”

CHAPTER VIII
Water Is Life
ENNET led them on the run

along the length of the short
ridge. He slid down, in a
cloud of choking dust,

to a natural
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rocky basin of a sort, fringed on all
sides by steep granite walls. In the
center of the bowl-like clearing was
a pool of what at first seemed like
slimy mud. But many a desert trav-
eler who had run out of water had
found life on the edge of that pool.

Bennet gripped Saratof's sleeve,
Bwung the Russian around.

“See?” he said triumphantly. “No
tracks. They haven’'t been here yet.”

The Russian stared at him.

“Who?”

“Those devils after us.
man, don’'t you understand?”

“1 don't,” Saratof replied bluntly.

Damn it,

Bennet shrugged. He turned to
Henderson.

“Got a grenade left? No, | am not
crazy! Come on, let's have it!”

Without a word, the Cockney hand-
ed Bennet a grenade.

“All right,” Bennet said tersely,
"stand back, everybody! I'm going
to try to blow up this water hole—
and you men better pray | do the
trick.”

“One grenade won't do it,” Saratof
drawled.

“Maybe not,” Bennet agreed quiet-
ly—*“in which case we die, gentlemen.
Stand back, Fernandez!”

TH slow deliberation, he drew
Wout the firing pin. He counted
aloud, “One, two, three—” The bomb
left his hand. And then a geyser of
mud leaped twenty feet into the air.

When it dissolved, the pool was
no more. Simply a black pit. The
grenade had torn a hole in the gran-
ite cup into which the tiny subter-
ranean spring had emptied. The dry
powdery sand beneath it soaked up
hungrily every bit of the moisture.

“Well, Sergeant,” Saratof murmur-
ed, “you did it. But why? Water-
holes are scarce enough in this God-
forsaken country.”

“Which is one of the reasons |
did it,” Bennet drawled. “I'll explain

We've got to get up on that

now—and get up there in a
hurry. Come on!”

It was a tortuous
almost perpendicular wall.
cended a few inches at a time, tak-
ing advantage of every niche, every
crevice in the rocky wall. Long be-
fore he had reached the top, Ben-
net's hands were slippery with the
blood trickling from beneath his torn
finger-nails.

And a dozen feet
Arab bullets began to
ciously against the wall, ricocheting
off with metallic whines. But the
Arabs were still too far away for ac-
curate shooting.

later.
cliff

climb, up an
They as-

from the top,
splatter vi-

ENNET swung himself over the
B top of the cliff. On his feet
now, he turned and helped Fernandez
up. The Spaniard’s face was so gray
and drawn that, for a moment, Ben-
net thought he'd been hit by one of
the bullets. Fernandez snarled a curse
when Bennet asked him. He shook
his head and dropped flat on his face.

The loss of blood he had suffered
from the wound in his cheek hadn't
helped him in the nerve-racking
climb.

One by one, the others joined Ben-
net.

“What now, Sergeant?” panted
Hauser, who was the last to reach
the top of the cliff.

"Nothing.”

“What!"

“Exactly what | said,” Bennet re-
peated. “We sit back and take it
easy. Only one way to get up on

this cliff—the way we came. A cat
couldn’t climb the other three walls.
Here we can defy an army.”
“True,” said Saratof, “but for how
long? Our supply of water will run
out in a few days. That sun is hot.
In a week, we'll be screaming mani-
acs. All they have to do is to sit
back on their haunches and wait. Per-
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sonally, 1I'd much prefer to go down
fighting, as we might have, there be-
low. It's quicker—and cleaner. Why
prolong the agony?”

“That's what | say,” Henderson
cried fiercely. “I tore my guts out
on that bloody climb—and for what?
To fry in the sun and die of thirst
on a bloomin’ rock?”

The others made no comment,
Bennet read the accusations
eyes.

“Saratof,” he asked quietly, “where
is the next watcrhole from here?”

“Tel-av-Ris—thirty kilometers from
here."

“Could Abdul el Ras and his wolves
replenish their water supply there?”

but
in their

—I—HE Russian stared at him. “Are
you joking, my friend? Of course

not. That waterhole is in th . shadow
of the fort.”

“Exactly,"” said Bennet. “Where,
then, is the next nearest waterhole?”

Saratof rubbed thoughtfully his big
chin.

“There is greatness in you, my
friend. | am beginning to see light.
The next nearest waterhole from
here is ninety kilometers.”

“1t is natural to assume, is it not,
that the Arabs have nor been too
sparing with their water, knowing
that there was a waterhole below
here ?"

“Yes.”

“And when they find the waterhole
is no more—"

Saratof sighed. “Sometimes | am
guilty of much stupidity.”

“T hey find,” Bennet continued
quietly, “that they cannot replenish
their water supply here—upon which
contingency they certainly did not
count. Abdul el Ras is an intelligent
devil. Ninety kilometers is a consid-
erable distance to travel. Every hour

they linger here is dangerous, for
water is life on the desert. And
Abdul el Ras will certainly consider

the rather important fact that a
strong searching party will undoubt-
edly be sent out from the outpost,
when our company fails to show up
within the next twenty-four hours.

“Place yourself in the Arabs posi-
tion, Saratof; what would you do?”

“Sergeant Bennet,” the Russian
said gravely, "I bow before superior
intelligence."

Bennet grinned. “It may be only
an interesting theory—and the Arabs
may have a card up their sleeve that
I have overlooked. But it does give
us a fighting chance.”

He crawled to the edge of the cliff,
looked over. The advancing line of
the Arabs was now hidden behind
the ridge. Only a question of sev-
eral minutes before they swept over.
Bennet waited.

E grinned again when he saw the
first of the white-clad figures.
The Arabs had profited by the costly
lesson given them two hours earlier.
The first dozen men crawled over the
ridge on their bellies, sliding their
rifles before them.
“Open fire, Sergeant?” Blitzky ask-

ed casually, crawling to Bennet's
side.

“Not yet.”

The Arabs advanced warily, ob-

viously amazed at, and suspicious of,
the unnatural quiet. Many were star-
ing up at the top of the cliff, shad-
ing their eyes from the sun.

“All right, Blitzky,” Bennet said
calmly—"three shots. We may as well
inform them that we're up here to
stay, and don't want visitors.”

Blitzky nodded, thrust the barrel
of his rifle over the edge, He looked
down through the sights, then gently

touched the trigger. The shrill
screaming curse of a man mortally
wounded followed the echo of the
shot.

Blitzky fired again. Another Arab
writhed convulsively on the sand. At
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the third shot, the Arabs retreated. It
was madness to advance in the face
of such deadly marksmanship, and
the sun glaring in their eyes pro-
hibited any effective return fire.

Blitzky yawned. He looked up at
Bennet for further orders.

“We'll take two-hour sentry shifts,
raising his voice

men,” Bennet said,

so that all might hear him. You
take the first shift, Blitzky, for the
damn fools might try to rush us.

I'll relieve you. You follow me, Sara-
tof.

“Hauser will relieve you, and Hen-
derson and Fernandez are next in
At the first sign of trouble, |

line.

am to be awakened—and | want that
understood clearly. Do nothing on
your own initiative.”

He looked at Blitzky. The Legion-

naire nodded.
“1 understand, Sergeant.”

ENNET stretched himself out at

full length on the hot rock. His
body, grateful for the desperately
needed relaxation, scarcely noticed
the furnace-like heat. He was asleep
almost instantly.

And only several minutes later, it
seemed to him, he was being awak-
ened. Blitzky was leaning over him.

“Two hours, Sergeant, as close as
I was able to judge.”

Bennet sighed. “Very well.
me your rifle.”

He crawled to the edge. The others
were asleep, Hauser and Saratof snor-
ing with a curious synchronization.
Bennet grinned at the two men; then
his body grew taut.

He had heard a foreign sound from
below somewhere. He crawled closer
to the edge, looked down.

The black pit which marked the
place where the waterhole had been
was fifty feet below him. An Arab
had detached himself from the
shadow of the wall and was crossing
quickly to the pit. He was carrying

Give

a huge skin gourd which might hold
as many as ten gallons of water. At
the edge of the pit, he stiffened and
stood perfectly still. Bennet smiled
grimly when he thought what must
be passing through the tribesman's
mind.

“Probably doesn’'t believe his eyes,”
he said to himself. “That waterhole
has been there for Lord knows how
many generations.”

ENNET touched the trigger of
B the rifle. He deliberately fired

wide, for he wanted the Arab to de-
liver the message. Like a startled
deer, the man leaped away from the

edge of the pit, dropping the gourd
in his haste. He disappeared for a
moment around the cliff, then Ben-
net saw him running wildly up the
incline leading up to the ridge.

Out of the corner of his eyes, Ben-
net noticed Henderson, down on one

knee, a rifle butt at his shoulder.
Saratof, leaping in, threw up the bar-
rel of the rifle as the Cockney
squeezed the trigger.

“Fool!” he said fiercely.

“Quick thinking, Saratof,” Bennet
added quietly. “Although it was

nothing that | might not have ex-
pected from you.”

The Russian extended his hand.
“My gratitude for a very fine compli-
ment, my friend.”

Bennet accepted his hand, gripped
it.

“The past ever creeps up,” he said
simply. “We understand each other.”

Henderson opened his mouth bel-
ligerently, changed his mind, and
wiped his nose with the back of his

hand. Bennet watched the running
Arab disappear over the ridge. Si-
lence for a moment. Then fierce

shouting pierced the desert stillness.
It grew louder, gathering volume, as
more and more men joined in.

“He is spreading the good news,”
Saratof drawled sarcastically.
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They waited in silence for a few
minutes, rolling brown cigarettes,
dragging the blue smoke deep into
their lungs. An ominous quiet had
for several minutes now displaced
the shouting. It worried Bennet. The
Arabs were up to something.

A yell from Fernandez brought
Bennet running to the other edge of
the bluff. He dropped on his stom-
ach as a terrific volley rocked the
still air. But it was only a final
spiteful gesture from the retreating
Arabs, now strung out in a long
white line across the great plain of
sand.

"Their supply of water was even
less than | imagined,” Bennet said
slowly. “Gentlemen, we live!”

CHAPTER 1IX

Under Arrest

GAIN the Devil's Squad march-

L\ ed across the hot sand, but
X J 1L the demon of speed did not
lash its whip now over the six men.
Death no longer yapped at their
heels. Fifty minutes of steady
marching, then ten minutes of rest.
So hour after hour.

The blazing sun sank lower and
lower, disappearing finally over the
mountains of Morocco. A great yel-
low moon now bathed the great plain

of sand. The sky was alive with
stars — blue-black velvet sprinkled
with diamonds. In the south blazed

the gorgeous Southern Cross. And

still the Devil's Squad marched.

And then, abruptly, the walls of
the outpost loomed before them. One
of the scores which the French have
stationed throughout West Morocco
and Algiers, and for eight hundred
miles south from EI Harib to the
sluggish waters of the Niger. The
stark, harsh outlines of the stone
fort clashed with the serene beauty
of the night. Moonlight failed to

soften them. The iron, mailed fist of
France upon the desert; an arrogant
symbol of possession.

A six-foot wall, looped at two-foot
intervals for the defending rifles,
squared the roof of the outpost. Si-
lent yet grimly eloquent, the black

snouts of swivel-mounted machine-
guns at each of the four corner*
looked out into the night—a stern

warning to the sons of Allah who
might covet the strong post of the
dog unbelievers.

“Well,” Bennet sighed, “we’re here,
men!”

A sharp voice rang out from the
rectangular roof : “Who goes there?"

The sentry’s face, his rifle thrust

out ahead of him, was framed in one
of the loopholes.
Bennet raised his voice. He said

bitterly, “Company C returning from

patrol duty. Sergeant Bennet speak-
ing.”

He smiled crookedly at the in-
credulity on the sentry’'s face. The

Thirty sec-
doors below

man withdrew his head.
onds later, the great
swung open.

“But, Sergeant,”
curiously, staring at Bennet,
is the company?”

the sentry asked
“where

uow,” Bennet
“Take me be-
Have him

“"WVTOU see

-L  replied shortly.
fore Captain Renoult.
awakened, if necessary.”

“1t shall not be necessary, Ser-
geant,” said a quiet voice. Lieuten-
ant Ravel, fully dressed, came down
the stone steps. “Captain Renoult
will see you immediately. Follow me!”

“Yes. mon Lieutenant.”

Captain Renoult, his powerful, mas-
sive body clad in silk pajamas, await-

ed them behind his huge desk, Ben-
net jerked his body to attention,
saluted. He repeated, parrot-like:

“Company C reporting from patrol
duty.”
For the first time in the years he’'d
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Bennet saw some sem-
blance of emotion on Captain Re-
noult’'s beefy face. Slowly, he ap-
praised the six men, then his fingers

known him,

began to drum on the top of the
desk.

Sixty men had marched out of
the outpost; six scarecrows in torn

uniforms, covered from head to foot
with dust and dried blood, returned.
"The others?” Captain Renoult
asked quietly.
"Dead, mon Capitan. Because, if |
am permitted to say so, of the crim-

inal negligence of Lieutenant Col-
bert. I had warned the lieutenant.
He refused to listen to me. He did

not hold the column ten minutes as
he said he would, when | and the
Legionnaires present here had gone
ahead to investigate a possible and
probable ambush.” Bennet shrugged.
“So— fifty lives were lost, mon Capi-
tan.”

"Including that of Lieutenant Col-
bert?”

BENNET looked the captain
straight in the eyes.
“Yes,” he said evenly.

Captain Renoult continued to drum
his fingers on the table. Bennet sud-
denly became conscious of a certain
tenseness in the air.

He said nothing, standing stiffly at
attention.

Renoult
up.

“That was not a fair
had asked you before,
sorry. Sometimes, | realize, there is
justification for any action. | have
had my eyes on you for some time
now. Sergeant Bennet. You're a fine
soldier, and you're a gentleman. The
War Department has now my recom-
mendation for the Government of
France to commission you.

"In view of that, | regret what has
happened fully as much as the crim-
inally stupid loss of those fifty lives.”

spoke abruptly, looking
question |

and | am

“l don't quite wunderstand, mon
Capitan,” Bennet said slowly.

"You shall in a moment,” said Cap-
tain Renoult. He motioned to the
youthful lieutenant. “Have him come
in here.”

Bennet caught the edge of the desk
for support. For strolling nonchal-
antly through the door came Lieu-
tenant Colbert, a half-smile on his
loose mouth. He shut the door be-
hind him, turned to Bennet.

“Surprised, Sergeant?” he sneered.
"You should have made sure | was
dead. As it is, you rather bungled
the job. Not that it was your fault;
you tried hard enough to kill me.
But | happen to carry a silver cigar-
ette case in the inside pocket of my
tunic, which quite nicely deflected
the bullet. Too bad, eh, Sergeant?”

ENNET straightened, now in full
B command of himself. But Cap-
tain Renoult’s cold, emotionless voice
cut in before he had a chance to
answer.

“Sergeant Bennet, right now | am
forced to place you under arrest. You
are charged with a murderous assault
upon an officer. At present you need
say nothing in your defense. You
shall be granted full opportunity to-

morrow when | shall hold a formal
court-martial.”
Bennet nodded. "Yes, mon Capi-

tan.

"l want you to bear three things
in mind, Sergeant,” Captain Renoult
continued, looking steadily up at
Bennet. “First, that I am fully aware
of the circumstances involved. Sec-
ond. that Lieutenant Colbert shall
face you—unofficially, at least—as a
private citizen, for | have in my desk
now his written resignation from the
French Foreign Legion.

“Third, that if a defendant pleads
innocent of the crime with which he
is charged, evidence must be pre-
sented by the accuser before a con-
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viction is possible. Have | made my-
self perfectly clear, Sergeant?”

Colbert stepped forward, his face
flushed.

“That's not quite fair, Captain Re-
noult,” he said angrily.

Renoult looked at him coldly. “And
why not, Lieutenant?”

LBERT hesitated. "Very well,
C)Captain; I have spoken hastily.
However, 1 shall waive my charges
against Sergeant Bennet if he looks
in my eyes right now and denies the
fact that he is guilty of attempting
to murder me. This is certainly fair,
is it not? Perhaps,” he added with
a sneer, “1 am laboring under a hal-
lucination, brought about by the sun

out in the desert there.”

Captain Renoult silenced Bennet
with a curt gesture as he was about
to speak.

“You will keep quiet, Sergeant, and
say nothing unless you are spoken
to.”

He turned to Colbert. *“I sec,
Lieutenant, that you too recognize a
gentleman when you see one. | fear
that you will successfully capitalize
upon that knowledge. It is too bad.
Nevertheless, the incident is closed
for tonight.

“We shall reopen it when we hold
the court-martial tomorrow afternoon,
when you may formally make your
accusation. That's all! Lieutenant
Ravel, you shall see personally that
Sergeant Bennet is placed under lock
and key.”

The blond young lieutenant mur-
mured, “Yes, Captain.”

He motioned to Bennet, and the
two of them walked out of the office.
In silence they proceeded down the
long corridor. Several times Bennet
caught the young lieutenant glancing
at him out of the corner of his eyes.
A b Bennet entered the small, hot cell
Ravel spoke impulsively, leaning for-
ward.

“l1 do hope,
be a fool.”

Bennet turned.
youngster.

Sergeant, you will not

He smiled at the

“What would you do if you were
in my position, Lieutenant?” he ask-
ed quietly. “Would you give the
thing of slime that Colbert is, the
satisfaction he wants? All heroism
and idealism aside, could you face
Colbert at the court-martial tomor-
row and watch him smile while you
lied, to evade a long sentence to the
Penal Battalions? Could you do that
—and still keep your self-respect,
Lieutenant ?"

Lieutenant Ravel turned his head

away.

“lIsn’t it a pity, Sergeant, that duel-
ing has been prohibited?” he said
slowly.

He walked away without waiting
for an answer. The Legionnaire who
had come with him slammed shut the

metal door.

Bennet heard the receding foot-
steps. He felt his way in the dark-
ness to the iron cot, sat on it and

placed his head on his hands. He
rocked quietly in the darkness. The
silence in the stuffy little room was
that of a tomb.

CHAPTER X

Payment for Blood

ET, strangely enough, Bennet
found that it wasn't of himself
that he was thinking as he sat
there in the hot blackness of the
cell. His mind re-enacted the scene
in the canyon. Colbert’'s body leap-
ing upward convulsively when the
trigger of the automatic had been
squeezed. If he weren't wounded, the
officer at least had been stunned.
Then that surge of Arabs had
swept over all of them. An officer’s
uniform is conspicuous. Would it
have been ignored? Wouldn't the
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Arabs have surely ascertained
whether the commanding officer of
the hated foreign devils were dead?
“And even if he was, they'd have
hacked him to bits—just for the hell
of it!” Bennet said to himself.
“Something damn funny here.”

OLBERT'S story, of course, was
that the Arabs had left him for
dead, giving him a chance to escape.
But Bennet refused to accept it,
somehow. It was neither probable nor
logical. Colbert would have never
got out of that canyon alive—unless
they had deliberately permitted him
to go!

Bennet sat up straighter on the cot,
his body hunched forward tensely,
his eyes straining at the darkness.
Like the cogs of a smoothly running
piece of machinery, certain facts be-
gan to fit in. Those hundreds of
Arabs waiting there on the hot rocks.
They knew that the column of the
Legion was coming through there.

Bennet recalled the scene vividly.
He recalled now what had vaguely
struck him before, registering upon
his subconscious mind—the grim air
of expectancy breathing from those
hundreds of prone men on the two
ledges overlooking the canyon.

They weren't merely hoping that
the column of the Legion would walk
into the death trap; they knew that
would happen. Knew with a positive,
definite certainty. Knew because it
had been previously arranged,

“The dirty little rat had sold out,”
Bennet said through clenched teeth.
"Sold the lives of fifty men!”

Bennet hadn’'t meant the words lit-
erally at first, but he did a moment
later as another thought flashed to

his mind. And because he himself
had been an officer once, a nausea
gripped him.

"Of course,” he said aloud. "Oh,
of course. God!”

He recalled now a furtive conver-

sation Colbert had had with a Per-
sian trader in the rear room of old
Jorrin’s estaminet — a conversation
abruptly terminated when Bennet had
walked in. This had taken place ex-
actly one week ago. And two days
before that, two Englishmen had been
butchered when Abdul el Ras’ men
had ambushed a caravan.

HE two Englishmen had been

members of a British firm in El
Harib. The firm had reported to Cap-
tain Renoult that the two men had
carried with them the small fortune
of ten thousand pounds in British
banknotes.  Useless paper to the
Arabs, who couldn’t possibly spend
it; a negotiable fortune to a man re-
turning to the continent.

But one thing the Arabs could use
—and it was worth its weight in
gold to them. Rifles and ammuni-
tion !

"Yes!” Bennet said savagely.
the filthy swine!”

He could not sit still. He stood
up and tigerishly, ever bumping into
the stone walls, began pacing the tiny
cell. He felt ill.

Abruptly, there came a scraping
sound at his door. Bennet paused,
whirled. A metallic clang as the
heavy bolt was drawn aside, then the
massive door swung open. A cautious
whisper;

“Sergeant! Come out.”

Bennet walked out unhurriedly.
The Devil's Squad stood in the nar-
row corridor. Saratof pressed for-
ward.

“Now listen to me, my friend—and
don't give me an argument. | know
precisely what you will say at the
court-martial tomorrow. You'll plead
guilty. Captain Renoult will be
forced to sentence you to ten years
in the Penal Battalions. That's the
very least he can give you.”

Bennet looked quietly at the burly
Russian. He said nothing.

"Oh,
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“Very well,” Saratof continued.
“HciV$ a rifle and ammunition. In
thia bap you'll find food. And here’s
a double canteen of water. You
should have no trouble reaching the

coaBt. We have spoken to the sen-
tries; they’ll look the other way.
Good luck, my friend!”

He stuck out his hand. Bennet
gripped it
“Better hurry, Sergeant,” Hauser

whispered. “They’ll be changing sen-
tries in a few minutes.”

“Thank you, comrades,” Bennet
said slowly, “but—I have other plans.
Follow me!”

HE ran down the length of the
short corridor. Thirty seconds
in the courtyard.
above,
then

later he was out
The sentry, pacing the wall
looked down for a moment,
walked away stolidly.

His iron-shod boots echoed hollow-
ly on the stone.

Bennet crossed the courtyard to
the stone steps, bathed softly by the
moonlight. He took the steps three
at the time, but he made no noise.
Higher, higher, he climbed. He
paused before a door near the top.

It was the entrance to Colbert's
quarters.
Saratof touched Bennet's shoulder.
“1f you plan to Kkill him, my
friend, |l—wouldn’t. Isn’t worth it.”
Bennet's lips twisted in a grim
smile. 'l won't kill him, but he'll
wish | had.”

Softly, like a huge cat, he padded
into the dark room. Colbert was
asleep, snoring loudly. Bennet bent
over the bed. His hands shot out,
gripped Colbert's shoulders. Lifted
him out of the bed. Slammed him
against the wall. He yelled at the
top of his lungs:

"Where's the money?
you do with the money?”

Colbert, still half asleep but fright-
ened out of his wits, jerked hi*

What did

hands to his stomach. It was all Ben-
net needed.

He threw the officer back on the
bed. With one jerk of his hand, he
ripped the top of Colbert's pajamas.
A six-inch-wide money belt was

strapped around Colbert's waist.

“Lie still, you rat,” Bennet said
quietly, “or I'll kill you.”
Colbert fell back, trembling, al-

most paralyzed with fear. Bennet un-
hooked one of the many pockets in
the belt. His fingers withdrew a thin
sheath of bills. He struck a match,
and the tiny flare revealed the price
of treachery. Notes drawn upon the
Bank of England, in twenty-pound-
sterling denominations.

"You swine!” Bennet panted.

A cold voice came from the door-
way :

"What's going on here?”

Captain Renoult, bare-footed and
in his pajamas, stood outlined there
in the semi-darkness. He was hold-
ing a big blue revolver.

“May | suggest that you shut the
door, mon Capitan,” Bennet said
evenly.

ENOULT stared at him a mo-
ment. He nodded curtly, swung
the door shut with his foot. Bennet
crossed the room to an oil lamp
bracketed to the wall and lighted it.
He approached Renoult.
“l have taken this from Lieuten-
ant Colbert’s money belt, mon Cap-

itan” he reported quietly. “British
banknotes. There are many more
where | found these. 1 venture to

say the total amounts to ten thou-
sand pounds—the exact amount taken
from the two Englishmen by Abdul
el Ras. It is payment for the blood
of fifty men.”

“Sergeant Bennet,” Renoult com-
manded softly, “you will remove the
belt from Lieutenant Colbert's body
and bring it here.”

Bennet obeyed.

Renoult began
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opening the pockets. Sheath after
sheath of crisp new banknotes lin-
gered for a moment in the captain’s
left hand before he dropped them on
the table.

Renoult’'s face was now a granite
mask. He dropped the belt.

“Have you anything to say, Lieu-
tenant Colbert?”

OLBERT squirmed on the bed.
He opened his mouth, but words
refused to come forth.
"Perhaps,” Renoult added, his face
still expressionless, “you had better

not say anything, Lieutenant. Per-
haps, | had better leave you alone
for two minutes. | may impress

upon you before | leave that you
are still wearing the uniform of a
commissioned officer; your resigna-
tion does not take effect until it is

approved by the War Department.
So—1 leave you alone. Lieutenant,
with this!”

He tossed his revolver on Col-
bert's bed.

‘“Let us go, Sergeant.”

They waited outside the door. A
minute passed. Another. A single
shot rang out from within the room.

"l feared,” Renoult said quietly,
"he might not have had the courage.

You were an officer once, weren’t
you, Sergeant?”

“United States Army, mon Capitan.
Captain, field artillery.”

"Good. You will understand. You
will understand, Sergeant, that Lieu-
tenant Colbert has committed sui-
cide. An officer is a man of honor
—ever. Lieutenant Colbert has com-
mitted suicide when his mind tempo-
rarily became deranged as the result

of too many hours in the sun.”

Bennet saluted. “Yes, mon Cap-
itan.”
“And since Lieutenant Colbert's

mind had obviously been deranged,

we may ignore his accusations

against you. Good night, Sergeant.”
“Good night, sir!”

ii TUST one more thing, Sergeant.

0 The night is still young, and the
estaminet should still be open. Com-
pany C has twenty-four hours leave
of absence.” He glanced bitterly at
the closed door.

“Thank you, mon Capitan.”

Again the Devil's Squad marched
out into the night. Hauser raised
his huge arms overhead and laughed
deep in his throat.

“To hell and back, Sergeant—and
it wasn't such a bad trip.”
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Red was firing at the approaching horde

Big Jim Kenton and Red McCoy, Buddies, Mix It With
Savage Quechtia Indians in this Thrill-Packed

Story of the Peruvian Andes

By JOHiIS SCOTT DOUGLAS
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I1G, blondly handsome Jim the bubbling of the Urubamba River
Kenton, awoke with a start, a dozen feet away and the slight
his nerves taut and quivering. whirring of a vampire bat overhead.
Instinctively he grasped his ColtThhe skyward-rearing peaks cast long
fore throwing some scrub sticks onto shadows across the floor of the val-

the ruby embers of last night's fire. ley, and Jim tried to penetrate their
His rough-hewn body tensed, Jim inky depths.
strained to catch a repetition of that The second blanketed figure stirred,

sound. Nothing disturbed the silence sat up, rubbing sleep from blue eyes.
of the Peruvian Andes, however, save The stocky, red-necked Texan, “Red”
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McCoy, stared at Kenton's strong,
grim face for a moment before ask-
ing, "What’s the matter, Jim?”

“Thought | heard something, Red.
Maybe | dreamed it.”

Distinctly, then, came the sharp
patter of sandalled feet, another
scream. Jim caught the word,
"Senor!”

They were both on their feet, Colts
in hand. Jim started at a run toward
the eastern crags when a figure
emerged from the shadows—a lean,
lithe figure in typical Quechua In-
dian garb.

imultaneously, other fig-
S ures materialized from the gloom.
Stocky, powerfully-built Indians
with gleaming machetes raised as
they ran.

"Amando!” Jim cried hoarsely, as
he stopped firing.

A poncho-mantled Indian stag-
gered, fell. From the shadows came
a blinding flash; then the whistle and
whine of speeding lead. Ducking,
Jim heard the rifle bullet sing close
to his ear.

Red McCoy’'s blue eyes gleamed
with a dare-devil light as he began
popping at the pursuing score of fig-
ures. A second Indian twisted around
crazily, to fall sidewards. A third
ran uncertainly several steps and fell
face forward.

The pursuers hesitated, then turned
and fled. But the spitting rifle con-
tinued to send lead whistling and
whining around them, Kkicking up
ugly spurts of earth, ricocheting
from rocks and boulders with sharp,
pinging sounds.

The lithe Indian in tattered rags
joined them. White teeth contrasted
sharply with his coppery skin as he
flashed an infectious smile. He was
a good looking young man, despite
his ragged raiment, tall for his race,
with midnight hair above a high,
intelligent forehead.

The three men returned to the
campfire, where jutting rocks and a
rise in ground protected them from
the rifle bullets.

“Be on your guard,” warned
Amando, smiling again. ‘‘Before day
comes, you will be attacked, senor!"

“Attacked?” Red exploded, his
wide humorous mouth tightening
slightly. “What for?”

“You do not know you have
camped at the base of the trail to
Huaynu Picchu?” Amando asked,
speaking in Spanish.

“No!” Jim exclaimed incredulously.
“l1 don’t believe it!”

“It's true, senor"

Jim’s jaw muscles showed white
and strained under his tan.

“So that's it? Ed Roggen thinks
I'm trying to grab those golden gods
those drunken Indians were dream-
ing about night before last.”

“They were drunk,” said Amando.
"But they spoke truly, senor.”

“Yeah?” Red inquired. “And we
pitched camp accidently at the base
of the trail. What do you think of
that, Jim?”

Jim turned to Amando. “Why arc
they pursuing you, Amando?”

“To kill me,” he returned, shrug-
ging. “l object to Scar-Face show-
ing Roggen where the treasures of
golden gods are hidden on Huaynu
Picchu unless we are given money.
Roggen promises only to give us all
the liquor we can drink. It is not
fair, and | would not agree,

“TT7E had camped under the crags

" Vfor the night when you and
Senor Red came along the trail. Rog-
gen ordered us to put out our fires
and keep hidden. Finally 1 guessed
the reason. They thought you in-
tended to ascend the trail tomorrow
to recover those treasures. When |
came to warn you, | awoke Scar-
Face. He and other Indians followed
to kill me for being a traitor. Am |
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that, seaor, when you were always
good to us?”

“So we're to be attacked tonight?”
Jim asked grimly.

“Verdad, tonight,” said Amando.

Red’'s wide, humorous mouth quirk-
ed with a broad grin.

“Jim, what do you say we turn the
tables on Roggen? He deserted us,
took most of our food and our rifles,
and is now planning to wipe us out.
W hy not go after these golden gods
ourselves?”

“My idea, exactly,” said Jim.
“Amando, would you lead us up the
trail? We'll give you a share of

anything we find.”

Amando’'s coppery face shadowed.
“1 will lead you,” he promised, "if
we are alive tomorrow.”

Jim forced a twisted smile to his
lips. “1 guess we can take care of
that! Now you two get some rest.
I'm going to stand first watch.”

“Let me,” Amando said eagerly.

IM'S gray eyes narrowed a little.

What was this—treachery? It
occurred to him that the pursuit
across the valley might have been
staged for their benefit.

Jim had once saved Amando from
drowning in the Urubamba. His grat-
itude had always seemed real. Better
find out on which side he stood.

“Yes, you take first watch,” Jim
told Amando curtly. "But Red and

I will keep the guns. Agreeable?”
Amando nodded. “At the first
sound, | will awaken you.”

Jim and Red piled into their blan-

kets. But Jim did not sleep for a
long time. From time to time he
watched Amando’s straight, supple

back, trying to discover whether the
young Indian was making signals.
Apparently he was not, for he started
at the slightest sound, peering about
anxiously in the darkness.

Fatigue finally claimed
spite his determination to

Jim, de-
keep

Amando under observation. The trek
on foot along the Urubamba had been
a hard one, and he was tired.

His first realization of his own
lapse from vigilance came when he
heard a sharp, thudding sound.
Springing to his feet, gun in hand,

he cried sharply, “Amando!”

Something swished by his head—
a machete. Jim fired, heard a cry
of agony. An arrow swished out of
the darkness, passing over his head
with a thin, high-pitched wail.

Jim dropped behind the rocks, and
Red was beside him in an instant.

“Treachery?” Red inquired, as his

gun lanced the darkness with flashes
of flame.

“Don’'t know,” Jim snapped. "1
should have kept my eye on
Amando!”

They banged away, emptying their
guns. Reloading, Jim said:

“Hold it, Red! We may need it if
they attack again. And we only have
the shells in our belts, thanks to Ed
Roggen.”

They sat waiting for a renewal of
the attack, stiff with cold at that ten
thousand foot altitude but unwilling
to build up the fire which would out-
line them to their enemies. And as
they waited, Jim’s mind went back
to the events of two nights previous.

NGINEERS for an American
company building a trans-An-
dean railroad, Jim Kenton, Red Mc-
Coy and Ed Roggen found them-
selves the only white men in a group
of sullen Quechua Indians laying out
a right-of-way on the eastern slopes
of the Andes of Peru.

Big Jim, not yet
but with a remarkable record of
achievement behind him, was in
charge of the job. And likable Red
McCoy was Jim’s man Friday. Where
Jim went, Red went. They were in-
separable—a convenient arrangement
for Red, who would have gotten into

in his thirties
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trouble under any other chief than
Jim.

Red, when on occasional sprees,
felt capable of licking the world with
his fists. Only Jim's cool resource-
fulness in such emergencies kept
Red from having a knife in his back.

Ed Roggen was a different sort.
A thin, tall, scrawny-necked man
with pinched features and eyes which
slid past you without meeting your
gaze directly. But he was an engi-
neer, too, and an American, so Jim
and Red tried to make the best of
him and hide their dislike.

Two nights previous, that had been
hard. Work had ceased because of
the Peruvian revolution and the ques-
tion of whether the new government
would pay for the railroad if it were
built. Funds failed to arrive, due to
military activities. Jim had to dole
out what little food he had, to keep
the Indians fed.

chose to divide his whisky
among the sullen natives. There was

Q ND this was the time Ed Roggen

system in his madness, however, as
Amando pointed out when he told
Jim what was taking place. Roggen

was trying to learn the truth about
an ancient Inca fortress on the pre-
cipitous crags of Huaynu Picchu.

Amando, more intelligent than the
other Indians, was the only one who
would talk of the ancient fortress
when he was sober. And he wouldn’t
talk to Roggen at any time. Roggen
had once beaten him without reason.
So the bullying engineer plied the
Indians with drink to loosen tongues.
They were superstitious about Huay-
nu Picchu. Not one of them dared
touch the fabulous treasures which
were reputed to be found there.
Superstition said that whoever touch-
ed those treasures would lose that
which he held most dear, and ill for-
tune would forever follow him. They
were taking no chances.

But lead someone else there? That
was different! Especially if that
other person promised them whisky
—all the whisky they could drink for

days. And that was what Ed Rog-
gen promised, greed in his black
eyes.

Jim sailed into him at that point,
speaking in English. He pointed out
that their position was already suffi-
ciently precarious—a thousand miles

from the nearest American consul,
without funds, with little food and
in a barren country, and among a

group of Indians to whom murder
of a white man was something not to
be thought of a second time. Why,
Jim asked sarcastically, commit sui-
cide by giving them whisky? And

why, he added, if they revealed the
hiding place of such treasures,
shouldn’'t they have fair share of
money as a reward, if they were
afraid to accept a portion of the
treasure? Roggen became nasty, and

it was all Jim could do to keep from
knocking him down, even among In-
dians who would have realized the
significance of dividing the white
man's forces. One, at least, would
have realized his advantage. A brutal,
savage-looking Indian whose swarthy
face had been laid open at one time
by a machete, giving him the nick-
name. “Scar-Face.”

HE morning after that quarrel,

Jim and Red found themselves de-
serted. Ed Roggen and the Indians
had absconded with everything mov-
able— the food, rifles, ammunition;
everything but the tent in which the
two men had slept, their blankets,
their revolvers, and a scant amount
of provisions which happened to be
in their tent.

Stranded, it was necessary to strike

out for Cuzco or starve. And strike
out they had, pushing along the
Urubamba with all the speed they

could muster. Unwittingly, they had
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camped the second night at the base
of the trail to Huayhu Picchu, all
unconscious that there was a trail or
that Roggen’s party was in the same
valley.

Sunlight finally tinted the rugged
crags to the eastward with pinks and
saffrons. And by its first radiance,
Jim and Red saw something causing
their throats to tighten. Outside
their barrier of rocks lay two dead
Indians. One was the Indian Jim
had shot. The other was Amando.

E lay motionless, a supine figure
H with limp, outstretched arms. A
machete protruded from his heart
like a lean tombstone.

“Those murderers!” Jim said husk-
ily. “They killed him while he slept,
poor kid.”

“And we thought he was respon-
sible for that attack last night.”

“Not him!” Jim muttered grimly.
“He saved our lives.”

Jim’s gray eyes were bleak as he
swept the floor of the valley. No
sign of life visible. But the ground
was rugged and broken to east and
south—hundreds of men could hide
in those arroyos.

"Least we can do, Red, is give him
a decent burial.”

“What | was thinking, Jim.”

Quietly they scooped out the
ground as best they could with a
machete, laying Amando in the cav-
ity. Then they filled it with earth,
and laid a rock on top. They re-
moved their hats, and stood with
working faces for a moment. Hard

men both, superficially, both were
deeply touched by the loyalty which
had cost the ragged Indian his life.

“Damn that treasure!” Jim said at
length, a little bitterly. “If 1'd known
it would have cost Amando his life, |
wouldn’'t have touched it, even
though we are stranded.”

Red’'s freckled fists clenched and
his blue eyes became hard and grim.

"But I'll get it now,” he said
fiercely, “if it's the last thing | ever
do. Let Ed Roggen have it after

what he did to Amando? Not much!”
“He has a bunch of hostile Que-

chuas backing him,” Jim reminded
him.

The red-necked Texan snorted.
“What of it? Ain't I got you?”

“You have.” Jim’s rugged, bronzed
face relaxed in a faint smile. "I'm
going after those gods of gold if for
no other reason than to keep Ed
Roggen from getting them. Murder
us for that treasure, will he?”

Glancing down at the river, on

whose brink they had pitched camp,

Jim saw an old, twig-rung bridge
spanning the boiling current. A
vague trail led up a sheer, rocky

pinnacle on the opposite bank. Dimly
visible on the top of the pinnacle was
a series of stone dwellings. This,
Amando had told them, was an an-
cient Inca fortress which held the
Urubamba against barbarians, for the
river curved around the pinnacle in a
hairpin turn.

“They thought we were
the bridge,” Jim mused.

“And we are,” Red retorted grim-
ly. “Against Roggen, anyway.”

They ate breakfast in silence, war-
ily watching for an attack. None
came. But as they shouldered their
knapsacks, the floor of the valley
seethed with Indians who leaped
from cover.

holding

RIFLE barked. Bullets pinged
from rocks. Arrows wailed
around them as the Indians ap-i
proached, firing as they ran. Machetes
gleamed blindingly in the sunlight.

"Make for the bridge!” Jim cried
hoarsely.

Red was firing at the approaching
horde. His shots dropped Indians but
did not stop the advancing Iline.
Their cries rose in a crescendo.

Jim dragged Red away, toward the
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bridge. Bullets would not stop that
swarm! They were drunk. Either
drunk or drugged with cocal!

Arrows swirled about them as they
plunged down the bank. Several
clinked against pans in Jim's knap-
sack. Shoving Red ahead, he tried
to maintain balance on the swinging
bridge. The corded liana vines creak-
ed with their combined weight. Icy
water tugged at their feet. Red
splashed through the water, slipped
on a damp run, and fell.

Jim grasped Red’'s hand as the
raging water poured over him,
threatening to carry him away. Brac-
ing himself on the slippery bridge,
he swung the gasping Texan to his
feet. The thunder of tormented
waters drowned out all sound of the
Indians’ approach. But, as they
started forward again, the liana vines
began to vibrate violently. The frail
structure wabbled. Jim knew with-
out looking back that rising and fall-
ing machetes hacked away the vines
supporting the bridge.

IS attempt to force the red-neck-
H ed engineer ahead the few re-
maining feet failed. For the bridge
suddenly sagged, listed precariously
and then sank in the maelstrom. The
swift arms of the current seemed de-
termined to rip Jim’'s hand away
from the vine he still gripped. Red
had been flung free, but Jim had
grasped his friend’'s belt. The pull
of turbulent waters on Red’'s body,
however, almost tore his arm from its
socket.

Mountains of water pounded him

down, down, down—rocks beat the
breath from his body. He kicked
like a burro, fighting his way to the
surface to fill bursting lungs. He saw
the Texan's red head.

Jim’s leg caught in a vine. In this

position, he worked his hand upward
on the vine he held. His head was
battered against a rock. A flash of

lightning streaked across his vision.

Bulldog tenacity enabled him to
cling to Red’'s belt until his be-
numbed head cleared.

His hand climbed upward again.

Fresh air! A diapason of sound. The
satanic bellow of the gorge. Another
inch on the vine! Something solid
gathered wunder his feet. A rocky
ledge! He dragged Red out of the
eddying current, shoving him up
onto the bank. Then he clambered
after him.

A machete clattered against rock
just below Jim's rising leg, and
bounced back into the water. Thrown
accurately, it would have cleanly sev-
ered his leg!

"This way!” Jim gasped, breaking
into a run.

Red, half drowned and still sput-
tering for breath, followed as Jim
raced for a huge boulder. If they
could reach it, they'd be protected
from the opposite shore. Bows were
raised hastily. Arrows thudded
against the bank, bobbing their feath-
ered tails after they were buried in
the dirt. The Indians screamed like
vultures over a Kill.

Ed Roggen, running across the val-

ley, raised his rifle, firing point-
blank. Two bullets whined close,
plopping into the bank.

AINING the shelter of the big
X boulder, Jim glanced out Sev-
eral of the men fished for the cut

vines of the bridge with machetes,
leaning far over the water. The en-
gineer seized a large, granite rock,
hurling it. One Indian plunged into
the water, swallowed almost instant-
ly by the angry torrent. A fusil-
lade of arrows rattled on the rocky
face of the cliff.

“Got your gun?” Red gasped.

Jim shook his blond head. "Lost
it when the bridge went down.”

Red patted his own gun in its hol-
ster, groaning.
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“We’'re sunk then, Jim. One Bowie
knife of yours and my Colt against
machetes, bows and arrows and Rog-
gen’s rifle.”

Jim didn't answer. He continued
throwing rocks. But the Quechuas
warily dodged them, drawing back
farther from the river. They were
trapped on one side of the water; the
sullen Indians seemed <content
enough to wait on the other.

But Ed Roggen wasn't content
they should be on the same side of
the river as the treasure. He was
trying, from the shelter of a rock,
to urge the Indians to recover the
bridge before it was too late.

Red grimaced. “Maybe if we're
careful, we could climb a little
higher. Altitude wouldn't be any dis-
advantage !”

Jim nodded somberly. They hur-
ried along the steep trail zig-zagging
up the pinnacle, leaning low as they
trod exposed portions. An occasional
arrow sailed by them. Bullets occa-

sionally dusted them with dirt. But
the chief attention of those below
was in repairing the bridge which

they had Ashed from the river.
TREMOR of apprehension raced
down Jim's spine. Carelessness,
letting them recover that bridge!
They scurried up the slippery path,
sending a shower of rocks splashing
down the bank. From time to time,
they had to stop to drive Roggen to
cover when his shots sang too close.
Whooping, the Indians raced across
the repaired structure.
“Hurry!” Jim cried.
gen for a minute, Red.”
The stocky engineer looked down,
instantly grasping the wisdom of this
advice. Quechuas climbed like moun-
tain goats. Red unloosened a huge
granite boulder, poised it above his
red head until one man stood directly
below him, then flung it downward.
Even from that altitude, they heard

"Forget Rog-

the striking rock. The Indian top-
pled for an instant on the brink of
the chasm, then dropped like a plum-
met, a great splash of water blotting
him from view.

The Indians paused, shouting vo-
ciferously. They raised their weap-
ons—arrows spattered the rocky
wall.

Splinters of rock struck both en-
gineers crouching for protection
against the bank. Jim kicked a huge
rock off with his foot; then another.
The arrows abruptly ceased whistling
about their heads.

Jim and Red bounded along the
trail again, leaning low, Indian-fash-
ion. Jim seized a huge rock as he
ran. Blue and yellow and red wing-
ed arrows sped around them, chipping
off bits of granite. The medley of
discordant voices below grew more
intense.

Looking down, Jim saw Roggen.
But the renegade vanished from sight
around a turn. The brutal looking
Indian with the red scar across his
face was fleet of foot, despite his
large size. A long-bladed machete
gleamed wickedly in the fierce sun-
light as he advanced almost at a run.
Jim poised his rock, and sent it spin-
ning through space.

Its slight swish proved warning to
Scar-Face, however, for he checked
his stride, and the rock missed him.

HE Urubamba became a snake-like
T thread as they ascended the al-
most invisible trail. Fear was ab-
sent from the faces of both men,
though they knew death lay close be-
hind.

Suddenly a dizzying throb of pain
in his arm caused Jim to stagger. He
dimly saw the inverted blue bowl of
the sky through a sea of dancing
black specks. His knees shook like
aspen leaves. He was vaguely con-
scious of exclamations of anxiety, of
the crack of an arrow, of something
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tightening on his right arm. Red
shook his senses back.

“Quickly, Jim!” Red begged ap-
prehensively. “Can you walk?”

Jim staggered to his feet, his knees
still wabbling incredibly. “I'm all
right,” he pronounced huskily, glanc-
ing at the piece of his shirt with
which Red had bound his wrist.

“That arrow gave me a shock!”

rpHE Indians climbed the second
J- tier. Red worked a boulder loose
from the bank, poising it on the
brink. The missile careened down-
ward, and bounced off a jutting
tongue of rock. Flying twigs pep-

pered the air. There was a powerful
beating of wings, terrified screams,
and two great birds circled their
ruined nest and dead baby birds for
a moment, and then soared upward.

“What did you do?" Jim asked
thickly.
“Plenty!” Red's freckled face was

pale. “Missed the Indians and struck

a condor’s nest. We’'ll have to run
for it Think you can make it,
Jim?”
Jim nodded grimly. “Have to,
now!”

Knowing a little of these largest of
birds, Jim could appreciate the In-
dians’ terror. His own heart had
grown slightly cold as the condors
circled upward. He struggled along
behind Red until the trail abruptly
vanished at a blank wall.

Red turned widening eyes on the
huge, screaming birds circling closer
and closer. Then he removed his
shoes, slinging them around his
neck, and dug in toes and fingers to
ascend the niches in the rocky face
of the cliff. Jim did likewise, fol-
lowing close behind.

But half way up the cliff, scream-
ing knife-blades seemed to descend
on his shoulders. Huge talons clawed
at his face, wings beat his head to
Instant numbness. He clung to the

rock with aching fingers while his
hand flashed for his Bowie knife. But
as it gleamed silver in the sun, his
wounded arm was laid open with a
razor blade. Red flowed before his
pain-filled eyes— then black, as the
sun was blotted out by the great,
ebony wings which were everywhere
at once.

He was stabbing at space, wrench-
ing his left hand until he nearly lost
his balance. Talons ripped his knap-
sack to ribbons. The knife sank into
yielding flesh, and a great clawing
weight descended on his shoulders.
Pain swept over his body in dizzying
waves.

The pulse in his throat throbbed
as he glimpsed Scar-Face climbing
up the sheer rocky precipice like a
monkey. His coca-stained teeth held
a machete, and there was a drug-
crazed look in his black eyes. Noth-
ing but a silver thread of water and
crags below! Jim’s heart sank like
a stone dropped into a bottomless

abyss. If he succeeded in fighting
off the condors, there was that scar-
faced Indian with his gleaming
blade—

The stabbing agony in his shoul-
ders was unbearable. His knifed hand
cut the wounded condor loose, and
the beating of its crippled wings was
like hail-stones on a roof. One gash-
ing talon slashed at his cheek, and
he was momentarily blind with pain.
His finger-tips were loosening—

AST experience told him Red was
Ptrying to get a shot. But what
could he do? Firing at Scar-Face or
the condors, he might hit Jim!

Jim thrust out his knife desper-
ately. It brought forth a mighty cry
of terror and pain from the second
great bird. Blood gushed over Jim's
face. A great weight hung on his
knife, drawing him backward into
nothingness. He released the knife,
clutching the rocks, swaying—
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“Jim! Jim!" Red cried, his voice
seemingly coming from distance.

Jim saw the ugly-looking Indian
through a red haze. Somehow he
summoned sufficient strength to drag
himself up the cliff, his torn body
throbbing with dancing agony. Half-
dead, Red pulled him up.

Red stared at him in glassy-eyed
disbelief. He seemed frozen with
inertia, as though he looked at a
ghost.

Jim, in agony though he was, re-

covered first. As Scar-Face’s brutal
head appeared, he seized Red’s gun,
blazing away twice. The ugly mouth
opened in pain. Then Scar-Face
swayed, his hands clutching space,
and a gaudily-clothed body sailed
through the air like a stricken red

parrot in the throes of death. Jim
stood transfixed, staring, horrified.
ED was staring downward, now'.

Quechuas swarmed up the side
of the cliff like marching ants. Jim
pried a rock loose with his torn hand,
turning it over until it reached the
brink. One kick, and it bore down
two of the climbing ants. But he
couldn’'t move any of the other rocks
—nor could Red.

The Texan reloaded the revolver
with his last four shells. Four more
Indians toppled into space. He flung
the useless weapon at another In-
dian, striking him on the head. But,

apparently, the coca-inflamcd brains
knew no fear, for they came on,
climbing.

Red gripped Jim's arm. "See! The
fortress of Huaynu Picchu! We will
be safer there!”

Jim limped after Red across a

rocky field that rose to a formidable
fortress of gray stone—the fortress
they had viewed from the valley.
But, before they had half-crossed the
field, singing arrows hummed in their
ears, speeding them on their way.
Jim stumbled and fell. Red ran to

forward
that he

his side, and pulled him
though he protested thickly
could reach security alone.

A huge, flat rock barred their way
into the small doorway of the ground
floor. Red shoved at it, but could
not budge it. Jim leaned against it
with his bleeding shoulder, assisting
him. The balancing rock tottered
on its narrow base sufficiently so
they could pass into a shadowy
chamber.

Jim could see dimly. Gray rock
met his eyes on every hand. But,
examining a row of ollas in niches

in the wall, he found one extremely
heavy.

“Gold!” he breathed softly, lifting
it.

It broke from age in his hand, a
shower of shining idols scattering
about his feet. Little Inca gods of

gold! The Indians had spoken truly I
They were ensnared in a golden
prison! Wonderingly, he and Red

removed other ollas from their niches.
A small one broke in Red's hands,
and a greenish fire played on the
walls from the gleam of crudely-cut
emeralds. Of the other ollas, only
one contained golden idols. But they
were rich—rich beyond the dreams
of Croesus.

IM'S lips twisted in a pallid smile
J as he turned to Red McCoy.

“Enough wealth here to command
legions, Red. And what will it buy
us? Death! Death at the hands of a
bunch of savages directed by Ed
Roggen!”

Red's stocky body stiffened. “Net
so much as a knife to protect our-
selves! Doesn’'t look so good, Jim.”

A tumult called them back to the
balancing rock as Indians surrounded
their barriered chamber. The bar-
rier began to move as Roggen shout-
ed orders. Jim grasped a small stone,
and waited. A head crowded quickly
through the small opening— the stone
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descended and a machete clattered
on the rocky floor.

Jim seized it, his heart bounding.

The block regained its position,
while the outcry grew more turbu-
lent.

The rock moved again, a few
inches. Desperately, Jim slashed
with the machete. Two Indians fell,

screaming in death agony. Red duck-
ed low, seizing a machete before the
rock regained its position.

The effort almost cost him his life.
Ed Roggen fired the rifle which he
had brought up on his back. The
bullet whistled close to Red's ear.

“Go after them!” Roggen screamed
in Spanish. “There are only two of
them. Once the rock is moved, | can
finish them with the rifle.”

OR several minutes the party out-
Fside argued. Then the rock
started to move again. Jim and Red
parried as though with a saber, and
three |Indians screamed with pain.
Again the rock rolled back into posi-
tion.

Although Roggen cursed and bul-
lied them, none wanted to try again.
Sullenly they answered Roggen s or-
ders, adamant in refusal.

Darkness fell, after endless hours
of waiting. Still the boulder was un-
disturbed, for Jim and Red 6tood
weary vigil. They knew by the voices
outside that their prison was well
guarded.

They suspected that Roggen plan-
ned to starve them out. Their thirst
was becoming vicious.

At last Jim turned to Red. "Won-
der if there's any other way out of
this trap?” he whispered.

“Guard the door and I'll try to find
out,” Red answered.

Probing at the close-fitting gray
blocks, having little but hope to
guide him. Red tried to slip his
machete into cracks in the wall.
After half an hour of persistent ef-

fort, he whistled softly as the ma-
chete loosened one of the stones.
By an hour’s determined effort, Red
removed that huge block. Space met
the thrusts of his blade.

Fresh air flowed through the open
tunnelway.

“Escape!” Red exulted, his dare-
devil blue eyes lighting. “At least,
we can lose nothing by trying it.”

Jim nodded. He emptied the non-
essentials from his knapsack, and
Red did the same. Enough provi-
sions to see them through to Cuzco,
if they should escape, they Kkept.
Then they divided the emeralds into
the two sacks, adding as many of the
golden images as they could carry.
A fortune—if they reached civiliza-
tion with it!

Red slipped through the opening
first, and Jim heard him crawling
along the dusty passage. He squeez-
ed through, worming his way after
him.

Jim judged this dusty old passage-
way led to some legendary trail
down the pinnacle known as Huaynu
Picchu.

Faint light shone through the end
of the tunnel. “Come on,” Red
hissed; “it's okay!”

spoken when a
Red’'s fiery head
seemed to

ED had hardly
R bullet whined.

disappeared. Something

explode in Jim's brain.

Roggen!

He leaped through the opening,
and saw the pinched-faced engineer

lowering a smoking rifle. Red lay
still, motionless.

A fury of desperation, of rage,
blinded Jim to the fact that Roggen
was hastily leveling the rifle for an-

other shot.

Roggen, looking for another way
to reach them, had come just in
time to kill Red McCoy. Light-

hearted, genial-natured Red McCoy!
He hadn’'t had a chance! Badly torn
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by those condors, weak from loss of
blood, Jim Kenton didn't have a
chance, either—but he didn’'t know
itt

All he knew at the moment was
that Roggen had Kkilled the whitest
man he’d ever known.

Roggen’s pinched features swam
through a red haze as Jim flung for-
ward, sobbing with fury.

A bullet sent a shock of pain
through his shoulder, but Jim scarce-
ly noticed it.

Shaking with rage, his machete
rose and fell and fell again, even
after Roggen was long dead.

Indians appeared to investigate the
shots. Arrows swirled about Jim.
But in that white-hot fury, he
scarcely realized his danger. He
loaded the rifle from Roggen's belt,

his hands shaking with anger, and
fired.

Indians dropped, retreated. The
slope above was dotted with color-
ful ponchos when Jim ceased firing.

Then he dropped on his knees

beside the stocky Texan. Red
opened blue eyes, blinking dazedly.
“Did 1| fall?” he wanted to know.

Jim uttered a choked cry; then he
laughed. Red had only been creased,
as the crimson line in his flaming
hair showed.

EY bandaged <each other’s

wounds. Darkness had fallen over
the forbidding crests of the Andes.
But, despite the risk, they did some-
thing no Indian would have attempt-
ed in darkness—they followed the
forgotten trail down the peak, and

reached the Urubamba.

There they found Roggen’s camp,
unguarded — the ammunition, rifles
and provisions he had stolen from
them.

Jim grinned in relief. “We have

nearly a day’s start on those Que-
chuas. We’'ll reach Cuzco yet with
our treasure, you old fire-eater!”

“Hell!” Red laughed. “You don't
strike me as such a peacemaker,
yourself, Jim!”
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CHAPTER |
Stranded
UT of the sea it loomed, a
purple green mass of im-

penetrable jungle, topped by
the brown cone of an ancient vol-
cano crater. Silent, sinister, it seemed
to frown at the intrusion of the trim
white schooner that dropped her
hook in the translucent waters of
the blue lagoon.
The Island of Magic Death!
Steve Vance, standing at the bul-
wark, felt the spell of the island,
sensed the grimness of it. The trades
roaring through the swaying palms
seemed to hiss a warning to him to
stay aboard the Island Trader and
leave in eternal peace the mystery
that was here.
The young American was not alone
in feeling the ominous atmosphere

58

Vance fired, and the Malay
of the small isle. It was communi-
cated to the Kanakas. They moved
about their business under the lash-
ing voice of Captain Anton Roober,
but they cast apprehensive glances
toward the forbidding littoral. They
would be glad to leave this spot of
death, and they showed it in every
move.

Roober himself was worried. When
the small boat was dropped along-
side the schooner’s hull, he came for-
ward and his big hand fell gently
on Vance's shoulder.

“Don’'t be a fool, lad,” he rumbled.
“You were tricked, the same as the
others. If you go ashore you’'ll never
leave alive.”

He stared at the somber contours
of the island. “By God. I've brought



fell back with a screech of death

four poor devils to that island—and
they're all dead. I'd give a lot to
know how and why they died, but I
wouldn’'t spend twenty-four hours
ashore there to find out.”

It was for that purpose that Vance
had come to the island. A special
agent, he had been sent there by Sir
John Pctry, head of the British East

India secret police, to investigate
those four mysterious deaths.

“Yes, | have heard about those
four men," said Vance. “The first
was a man named George Barnard,
wasn't it?”

“1t was," the captain nodded. “He

sailed with me after he had bought
the so-called rubber plantation from
an American of doubtful repute—
Manhard Johnson was his name. 1

left Barnard here with a Malay ser-
vant. When | returned a month later
I ~ound the Malay had vanished and
Barnard’'s decomposed body was in
the go-down. There was no sign
of murder or foul play.”

“And later Johnson sold the plan-
tation to Simon Mortar. Johnson
claimed that as long as Barnard was
dead and had no family, the property
reverted to him,” said Vance. “You
found Mortar dead, not a mark on
him. Then Johnson sold the place
to Ellison Carver, who also died, af-
ter which Johnson claimed it again
and sold it to Henry Osgood, who
also joined the list of the mysteri-
ously dead.”

“That's right,” Roober
“And now you have bought

nodded.
it from
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Johnson. Ah, well, it's getting on
to sundown. Better get ashore.”
Wong Fu, Vance's faithful Chi-
nese servant, piled baggage in the
boat and sat atop it, grinning at
Vance like some yellow ape. The

American poised himself and dropped
into the stern sheets of the small
boat. He forced a smile, waved his
hand. "See you next month. Skipper.”

The small boat moved through the
clear water of the lagoon, smashing
the blue mirror of it, distorting the
white bottom that was visible fifteen
fathoms down.

The trip was made in silence. The
Kanaka rower was uneasy and Wong
Fu, who had been with Vance for
seven years, recognized the silent
mood of his master. The bow of the
boat grated on the sand and the Kan-

aka began heaving the baggage
ashore.
He worked swiftly, and rowed

with unnatural energy back to the
schooner.

Vance turned his back to the grad-
ually deepening shadows of the
jungle and took his last look at the
ship. Through his mind passed the
memory of one thing he had not told
Roober. The deal with Johnson had
hardly been completed before a Ma-
lay knife had flashed through the
open window of Vance's hotel room.
The blade had plunged into John-
son’'s back, Kkilling him instantly.
Vance had searched the vicinity of
the hotel, but had been wunable to
find any trace of the murderer.

CROSS the still, clear water came
A the creak of blocks, the hoarse
rumble of Roober’s voice. And pres-
ently with the main sail up and the
auxiliary engine giving her way, the
Island Trader put about and stood
for the channel through the coral
reef where the tidal currents boiled
in seething torment. The schooner
dipped to the heaving swells and,

with canvas drawing, bore away be-

fore the humming trades.
Vance watched her until she was
nearly hull down. Then he shrugged

flung away the cigarette. The
decision was made. He was stranded
for at least a month on an island
twenty miles in diameter, a thousand
miles south of Singapore. An island
where four white men and four ser-
vants had met strange death.
“Come along, Wong,” he tried to
inject a cheerful note in his voice.

and

EFORE him on a slight rise
B loomed the unpainted bungalow.
The fading sun reflecting in its few
windows seemed to make of them
yellow eyes that smouldered at him.
The hot, fetid jungle pressed upon
it almost with physical force. He
was glad enough to lay down his
gun-case and go back and help Wong
Fu with the rest of the baggage.
Vance himself handled the bedding
roll.

The sun was sliding into the sea
when they had finished the job. In
silence Vance pulled out the Kkey
that had come from the murdered
Johnson’s effects.

He went to insert it in the pad-
lock—and stopped, frozen by what
he saw.

The padlock was not closed; the

hasp hung back. The door was not
locked!

“And Johnson said
tered Vance uneasily.

Instinctively he moved silently,
alertly, when he thrust open the door
and strode into the great living room.
His eyes sought a human form, but
there was none. But what he saw
was almost as surprising.

On the large round table that sup-
ported the kerosene lamp was food.
Rice crumbs. And when he touched
them they were soft and fresh. An
empty beer bottle, when lifted, re-
vealed a rim of wet.

it was,” mut-
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“Somebody’'s been here—and re-
cently,” he said.

“Aie, Tuan, mebby Dyak.”

"Dyaks do
don’t think
shrugged

ANCE smiled grimly.
Vnot drink beer; and |
they eat fish curry.” He
angrily.

“Dammit, I'm letting this thing
get my goat. Break open that box
of canned stuff and get supper,
Wong. There's the kitchen.”

Wong Fu’s slippers slap-slapped
about the job. Vance followed him
to the kitchen and was somehow
glad that he was not alone in this
bungalow. The Chinese had it a
bracketed kerosene lamp with a re-
flector and he moved around in the
saffron radiance, casting a long black
shadow that climbed the wall beyond.

Vance suddenly bethought himself
of his bedding roll and what it con-
tained. He returned to the living
room and unfastened the straps. Out
of the center he removed ten dry-

cell batteries, one small wet battery
and a portable, small radio sending
set. He carried these articles to a
big bedroom, and there, with ex-
perienced fingers, hooked wires to

terminals and prepared the set for
instant use.

Once a grim smile curved his lips.
“I've an idea it'll be handy,” he
muttered.

He covered the set with a canvas
ground sheet and returned to the
living room and lit the lamp. Here
he occupied himself for fifteen min-
utes, setting up his cot, getting out
his blankets and checking his am-
munition. Wong's voice came to him
from the kitchen. The Chinese al-

ways sang as he worked. Vance
could tell how nearly supper was
ready by the number of verses sung.
The big Kkerosene Ilamp sent a
ruddy glow over the room. Vance
sat down and began to think. He

smelled danger on this island—deep

peril—and he
alone.

He brooded there in the chair, his
ruddy, bronzed face revealed in saf-
fron light and black shadow from
the lamp. A strong face, and a
puzzled one. To his unhearing ears
came the boom of the surf, the hiss
of the wind in the palm fronds.

Suddenly he came bolt upright,
his heart pounding like mad. From
the kitchen echoed a shrill scream.
A vyell of horror, of pure terror.

“Tuan—tu—" the sobbing shriek
rose, cutting like a knife blade, then
stopped as if pinched off at the
throat. An instant later there was
a smash of broken pottery, followed
by the thud of a fallen body. Vance
bounded to his feet, snatched at his
Webley and raced to the kitchen.

“Wong!” he yelled. “Wong Fu!”

was practically all

rpHE heavy silence mocked his cry.

J- The kitchen door was ajar; so he
did not have to reveal himself as a
target for a possible intruder when
he peered cautiously through the
opening.

“My God!” he cried in a low voice.

The slack figure of Wong Fu was
stretched on the floor near the steel
sink. And it took but one look at
the flat, punctured appearance to tell
Vance the man was dead.

Vance's next move was purely in-
stinctive. He crouched low and cir-
cled until he was able to see into
every portion of the kitchen. No one
was there. A glance at the rear
door showed it locked and bolted.
None had come that way. And the

screening in the single window was
intact.

“And no one passed me to enter
from the Iliving room.” He mused
aloud, as if his own voice were a
comfort in this dread silence.

He went at last to Wong Fu’s
body. The light from the kerosene

lamp picked it out as in a spotlight’s
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lay at the base of
the steel sink, legs drawn up, arms
outspread and fists clenched. The
eyes were open, revealing a terror
that made Vance glance away and

glow. The body

suck in his breath. The brown lips
were peeled back from the black
teeth.

Vance's first examination revealed

no sign of how the Chinese had met
his death. He searched for a wound,
and did not find it

“Strange,” he muttered, and fell to
stripping the lean body. The silence
was so oppressive that the rasp of
the dead man’s clothing was audible

for yards. Carefully Vance searched.
The head, the torso, the arms and
then the legs.

"By God!” he marveled, “not a
mark on him.”

The brown skin was without a
blemish. In utter bewilderment he

finally examined the dead man's feet,
for Dyaks were known to leave splin-
ters around with ipoh poison on
them. There was no mark on the
calloused soles.

Vance straightened, stood up. He
couldn’'t believe what his eyes told
him. He stood against the door
jamb, staring upon the scene. The
silence struck at him like a physical
force, the silence out of which death
had smote so savagely, so mysteri-
ously. What kind of death? What
had murdered poor Wong?

“Island of Magic Death!” he heard
himself say. “God, what a swell
name I’

CHAPTER I

The Mysterious Chinese

HE monkeys racketing in the
false dawn woke Vance from
his last cat-nap. lie put aside

the Cordite rifle that had lain alosdy awake. He

removed the chairs
balance

his lap all night,
that he had placed on the

before the doors, and got breakfast.
Cautiously he recovered canned stuff

from the kitchen and wolfed cold
food on the veranda. The rotted
go-down yielded a rusty shovel and

he buried Wong Fu on the edge of

the jungle.

Anger shook him, for Wong had
been faithful and loyal. “There’ll be
a reckoning, you poor devil, I prom-
ise.”

And those were the only words
of the burial service.

Vance spent the greater part of the
day walking up and down the sandy
beach examining his island prison,
looking for a break in the jungle, a
trail.

But he found none.

It was possible, he discovered, to
work inland by following the small
river that poured into the lagoon;
and he determined to investigate it
on the morrow. Somewhere on this
island men were alive—dangerous
men, Killers.

He returned to the bungalow at
dusk, made another meal on the ver-
anda and prepared himself for the

night. With darkness a tenseness
gripped the place. He was alone, as
if in solitary confinement, and he

found himself talking aloud frequent-
ly just to hear the sound of his own
voice.

GAIN he cocked chairs on the
A balance against the doors. Pie
strewed papers around his cot so
their rustling would notify him of
an intruder. He saw to his weapons.
Despite himself the thought kept re-

curring: "They got Wong. Am |
next?”
Finally he dozed, and actually
slept—

Moonlight streamed palely through
the windows when he came suddenly,
listened intently.
The night wind soughed in the trees;
the dull boom of the surf thundered
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in his ears. But presently he heard
another sound.

Human sounds!

Silently he came to his feet and
stole to the veranda. The moonlight
reflected from the white sand of the
beach, painted it like snow. Plainly,
indeed, he could make out a praa,
see black silhouettes moving on the
beach.

“What the devil
he muttered.

Black shadows on the white beach

does this mean?"

moved; the prau shoved off and
turned south in the lagoon. He
heard the creak of blocks, the rattle
of a lateen sail.

UT not all of the shadows had
B gone. One remained. This one
stood for a second watching the
vessel. Then, placing a bundle on
his back, this man turned and walked

up the beach toward the river.
Within a few moments the prau

melted into the blue-white of the
lagoon. But Vance perceived one
thing; the boat did not stand out
through the channel to the sea, but
continued down the lagoon, skirting

the shore. He was to remember that
fact later.

He crept off the porch, hid himself
on the edge of the beach in some
bougainvillea. The moon’s rays were
like pale daylight and he could see
that the plodding bent figure ap-
proaching him was that of a Chinese.

As he came closer, Vance per-
ceived in surprise that he wore a
richly brocaded gown. This was no
coolie, no Straits Settlement Chi-
nese, but a high-class Oriental, per-
haps one of mandarin rank.

The Chinese went on past, his felt
slippers hissing in the sand. Vance

glanced at the illuminated dial of
his wrist watch.
Four o'clock! Daylight would

soon come.

Six-gun in hand, he stole up the

beach in pursuit. Keeping always
fifty yards behind the plodding fig-
ure, Vance did not find his task
difficult, for the Chinese did not look
back.

They had covered some five miles
by Vance's reckoning when the
American heard a heavy sullen roar.
The trail had zig-zagged and moved
definitely away from the river. Grad-
ually the sound grew louder. A
waterfall.

He had lost sight of his quarry
now, and so was surprised when the
trail burst suddenly out onto a
narrow stream coursing furiously
down over shelving limestone ledges.
Vance took cover in the edge of
the foliage and looked up-stream.
Then he looked down-stream.

“The hell!” he muttered, gazing at
the foaming falls just ahead.

The water cascaded down from a

height of fifty feet. It was not
thirty yards from him, this water-
fall.

But the Chinese had vanished!

ANCE hesitated in bewilder-

ment. Then he went forward,
so close that the spray soaked him.
He scanned the cascade with narrow
eyes and perceived that the limestone
edge on either side started to curve
inward so as to make a hollow
behind the sheet of falling v/ater.
He did not hesitate. Gulping a big
breath he deliberately dove through
the curtain of water.

He found himself in a cavity be-
hind the falls that was yards deep
and that worked upward in a series
of jumps like a terrace. Twenty-
five feet above him. scarcely visible
in the greenish light, was a large
black orifice that seemed to lead into
the bowels of the earth. A small
stream gushed from this and added
its water to the main falls.

Vance climbed up to it, found
utter blackness within. What lay
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Or beyond?
"That guy
he mut-

within that dark shaft?

Vance's teeth clicked.
must have come this way,"
tered and plunged within.

It was a blind groping advance;
he caromed off rocky outgrowths,
fell headlong into holes in the floor-
ing. On occasion the noise of his
advance reverberated weirdly and he
knew he was in some sort of cavern.
Blackness lay on him, but he never
ceased his forward movement.

As he went on, there came to his
ears a steady moaning drone that
grew gradually louder. He was al-
most to the sound itself when it
stopped as suddenly as it had begun.
There was utter silence. What was
that moaning drone? Vance shrugged
—just another of the mysteries he
must solve.

E felt as though he had been in
H the shaft for hours before he
saw a round, white spot ahead that
marked its end. As he approached
the opening, he saw sunshine be-
yond. It suddenly came to him where
he was.

“That's the crater of the volcanic
peak | saw from the Inland Trader
lie muttered.

Evidently the shaft through which
he had approached was the ancient
bed of a stream. Some volcanic con-
vulsion had closed it and shifted the
stream’s bed. Looking out through
the opening, he could see the ancient
crater walls looming a hundred feet
and more high, making this valley
the bottom of a cup.

These walls surrounded a plateau
at least a half mile square. To the
right was a small lake, or rather,
pond; to the left was a mass of green
foliage. And peering out of it was
a red bungalow. This bungalow sat
on a rise of ground, and was half-
buried in palms, mimosa and waist-
high bougainvillea.

Vance stared at it, bewildered.

How did this house come here? Who
had chosen this empty island for an
abode ?

While he stood debating his next

step he heard singing. The next
instant a girl came down a path to
the veranda of the bungalow. She

wore a native sarong pulled tightly
around a slender figure. But what
made Vance bite down on an ex-
clamation was her face. It was pinkly
white, with a mass of blonde hair
above it. The girl was white; more,
she was beautiful. She went into the
bungalow in acarefree happy manner.

A vast curiosity as to the house
engulfed Vance. The Chinese he
had followed was no longer in sight;
presumably he had gone in. On the
impulse Vance dropped to his stom-
ach and began a careful crawl
through the thick vegetation. In
this manner he circled the bungalow
and reached some lava outcroppings
in the back. Here he hid himself
and peered at the house.

He was within twenty-five feet of
what apparently was the living room,

for it was almost open to the air
with its several windows and French
doors.

At the moment it held no occu-

pant, but Vance had barely screwed
himself down when tragedy came
into the room.

T was as if he held a front seat
I at a stark drama, with death the
master of ceremonies.

A tall, brown man with an imperi-
ous carriage was the first to enter.
He was wrapped in a gaudily colored
native sarong, and he walked like a
monarch. Six feet in height, with
slim torso, he had a magnificent head
that caught and held Vance's eyes.
Black hair swept away from a high
forehead. Flashing dark eyes looked
out from wunder overhanging brows.
A Dblack, curled beard and mustache
hid the lower part of the face and
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added to his splendid appearance.

This man seated himself in a red
lacquered chair. Almost at once the
same Chinese whom Vance had fol-
lowed entered and made a slight bow.

For a moment there was silence.
Then the Chinese spoke:

“You have caught me, El Falaky,”
he said quietly. “1 have brought the
price of my life.” He reached under
his brocaded gown and produced a
bamboo joint. This he opened, and
there tumbled into his hand three
magnificent pearls and a ruby that
glowed like a drop of living blood.

He extended them to the man
called EI Falaky.

I'IHE latter took the jewels care-
m lessly, closed his fingers around
them as one would a pair of dice.
‘These cannot buy your life,
Chang, nor ten thousand like them.

You have betrayed me. You would
have ruined my life's work.” The
voice was beautiful; low, truly

pitched like the plucked string of a
bass ’'cello.

“You would wreck my country,”
shrugged Chang, showing no emo-
tion at the other's words. “I did not
understand, when 1 first accepted
your—"

“Do not lie. You know what I
planned, what | have worked eight
years to accomplish. And now, when
I am on the verge of striking, you
would destroy all. Your life is cheap
revenge for that, Chang.”

The Chinese shrugged fatalistical-
ly. “Better my life than a hundred
thousand of my people.”

“So to save others you would have
gone to Petry of the British?"

Vance’'s eyes widened. What was
this about Petry?

“Yes, | would have gone to Petry.
Only he can prevent your ruin of
mine and other countries.”

“And you went to this Johnson
to demand he join you,” went on El

Falaky implacably. “After 1 had
warned him to stop selling his plan-
tation to stupid English, you go
to him to get his help to charge
their murders against me. You might
be interested to know | had John-
son killed that very night.”

“l1 know it,” said the
calmly.

“That leaves nothing more to say,”
murmured EI Falaky. “Meantime,
let us consider something beautiful.
Do you see that chased silver box
on the table?”

The Chinese turned to a pearl-in-
laid teakwood table upon which re-
posed a beautiful silver-chased box.
He walked toward it. The way he
walked brought Vance a premonition
of disaster. He walked as a man to
the gallows.

He stood there, head turned to El
Falaky

“Pick it up, examine it,” invited
the latter. “Not many more perfect
examples of carving are to be found.”

Frozen, eyes staring, Vance
watched. The Chinese bent forward,

Chinese

placed his hands on the box, lifted
it perhaps an inch.
ND then he stiffened, reared

backward until he made an arch
of his body. His knees slackened.
He went forward, plunged against

the teakwood table and dropped
slackly, like an empty suit to the
ground. Vance knew the Chinese

was dead—murdered by the magic
death.
El Falaky stood up, clapped his

hands. Two Malays entered and
carried the body from the room.
Then the imperious man with the

Arabic name strolled casually from
the room.

Ten minutes later Vance saw the
two Malays spading a hole fox the
Chinese’s grave.

“What the hell!” he muttered. For
the second time in thirty-six hours
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murder had been done on this sin-
ister island.

CHAPTER 111
Fight in the Shaft

ANCE realized during' the
V next few minutes that he had

stumbled upon something co-
lossal, a mystery that had world
connotations. Petry was right. This
was no longer a matter of who had
killed four duped Britons. Behind
this red bungalow, in that strange
man called El Falaky, was a malig-
nant evil.

Vance, wriggling along in the un-
derbrush toward the shaft, felt like
a wild animal escaping the net. Mov-
ing forward at the rate of a yard
a minute he had the tense feeling
that someone was watching him, or
for him, from the bungalow. But
there was no sound, no outcry to
break the unnatural quiet. He drew
a huge breath of relief when, at
last, he was able to straighten within
the darkness of the shaft.

He had made up his mind what to
do, but time was the essence of the
plan.

The plush-thick blackness of the
shaft closed about him. Once he
gave a terrible start, for that same
odd, droning sound seemed to come
from beneath his very feet. But it
did not last thirty seconds; then
all was ghastly silence as before. His
feet clicked on rocks; his breathing
sounded in his own ears. The dark-
ness seemed blacker than ever.

He had gone possibly a half-mile
toward the falls, could, indeed, hear
the steady roar of them, when he
heard voices.

He shrank against the wall, stif-
fened into immobility. Around the
corner of a rocky outcropping ahead
a flashlight glowed. Several voices
mingled together. He made out at

least four, but the echoes prevented
an accurate estimate.

It was the light that spelled
Vance's end. He could not hope to
evade the oncoming men in this part
of the passage, which was only ten
feet wide. Retreat to the bungalow
was impossible. His hand hovered
on his gun.

It was pure fortune that the leader
of the approaching men stumbled
over a rock at this juncture and
dropped the flashlight. He cursed—
cursed in English! Vance knew it
immediately for an American voice.

The flashlight winked out; the
shaft was again gripped by black-
ness. Instantly Vance sprang into
motion. Hugging the wall he worked
forward to get past these men before
the light flicked on.

The chattering in Malaysian served
to cover what noise he made. He
came opposite to them. His hopes
began to rise. In another second he
would be past and the men, blinded
by their own flashlight, could not
see back of them unless they hap-
pened to swing the light.

LINDLY, groping, he flung his
hand ahead to feel along the
shaft wall. Too late he tried to draw
it back.
Ilis
punched squarely
flesh of a man!
A wild vyell roared in his very
ears. A lunging body crashed into
him; hands reached out and clawed
at his clothing.

out-stretched fingers had
into the yielding

"Tuan!" screamed the voice. “The
magic light. Tuan!"
In a twinkling the flashlight

glowed; the oval of radiance snared
Vance and held him in its spotlight.
A Malay, eyes flashing, mouth con-
torted and white teeth shining,
bounded at him with a kris flashing.
Vance fired and the reverberations
of the explosion were like the roar
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of many cannons. The Malay fell
back with a screech of pain.
Another came forward. Vance was

delayed only a second, but it was
enough. A huge form lunged at
him. A hand knocked aside the

Webley, seized his gun wrist, while
the other hand grabbed him around
the waist and swung him free of
the ground. Struggling, kicking, he
was flung down to land with a ter-
rific crash that knocked the wind
completely out of him. The body
fell upon him, literally, and pinned
him helpless.

“Do you quit?” growled a voice,
“or do you want to lose your breath
for good?”

HERE were barked commands in

Malaysian and Vance found him-
self bound hand and foot with a
rpeed that seemed impossible. Only
then did the huge form that held him
fast rise, and a veritable giant
loomed in the weird light.

“Who are you?” this man asked,
still in English.

“What difference does
you?” growled Vance.

“Not a hell of a lot,” replied the

it make to

man. "But it may make some differ-
ence to you. Anyway, we'll get you
out in the light and see what this
is all about. Ali!”

He roared a command and two of
the Malays stood Vance upright. The
cords on his feet were loosened suf-
ficiently for him to take short minc-
ing steps. Driven by the giant, he
was forced back the way he had
come. Vance moved in angry silence,
and the big man had nothing to say

until they stood once again in the
brilliant yellow sunlight of the
crater.

“You can talk to me,” he said,

“and you'd better. EI Falaky has a
way of making people talk, but it's
not pleasant.”

Vance stared at him. The man

was a giant. He was six feet five if
he was an inch, and built in pro-
portion. He must have weighed two
hundred and forty pounds, yet he did
not look to have a spare ounce of
flesh on him. He returned Vance's
stare with mild curiosity.

“l bought the bungalow on the
beach,” said Vance finally, pretend-
ing an angry innocence. “l was wan-
dering around trying to find the
man that tricked me and saw you. |

followed you and got lost in the
shaft.”
"Hm!" muttered the man. “If you

don’t lose yourself permanently, then
my name ain’'t Corcoran.”

He left out a bellow of sound that
was answered by a shout from the
red bungalow. He thrust Vance be-
fore him up the pathway. As they
approached a figure came out on the
veranda. Vance saw it was the girl
of the sarong. But she no longer
wore the native garb; instead her
slender grace was clothed in a sum-
mer frock that was Parisian and ex-
pensive.

Her blue eyes widened in amaze-
ment as the man who called himself
Corcoran cuffed Vance up the steps.

“What is this, Mr. Corcoran?” she
gasped.

“Where's your father?" asked the
man.

“He’s inside—here he comes now.
But why do you tie him, Mr. Corco-

ran?" She smiled in friendly fashion
at Vance. "He doesn't look like a
criminal."”

ANCE smiled back, but his mind

was busy. Could this girl be the
daughter of the man called El Fa-
laky? Before he had time to think
on the point the tall, bearded man
he had seen earlier in the day, en-
tered. He, too, had shifted to Euro-
pean habiliments, and wore a white
drill suit, silk shirt and white suede
slippers. The European clothes
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served to enhance his arrogant dig-
nity.

His flashing, dark eyes darted from
Vance to Corcoran.

“What is it, comrade?” he asked
easily.

Corcoran explained what had oc-
curred. "So0,” he concluded, “1
brought him back.”

"And you?" the flashing eyes

shifted to Vance and pinned his gaze.

"My name's Vance,” was the reply.
"l bought a plantation down on the
shore—from a crook named Johnson.
I came to see how badly | was
rooked. My native servant was
killed-—or murdered—by something,
and when | saw a Chinese come up
the beach earlier this morning, |
followed. | got lost. Then | saw
this man and the natives and fol-
lowed. | got lost again in the
shaft.”

OVERTLY he watched ElI Fa-
laky's face to see how the ex-
planation was received.

“Surely,” cried the girl, “he is not
a criminal. Please unfasten his hands.
He should be a guest here—the only
other whi—er—stranger on the is-
land.”

“1f he means us no harm, Udine,”
replied El Falaky evenly, "we cer-
tainly mean him none. You had best
go to your room. If Mr. Vance is
all he says he is, you will see him
again at dinner time.”

For a moment the girl seemed
about to protest; then EI Falaky
transfixed her with his blazing eyes,
and Vance saw the will go out of her.
Obediently she turned and left the
veranda. Vance recognized in her
actions a case of pronounced hyp-
notic influence.

With a knife ElI Falaky struck
loose the cords. “That's all, Cor-
coran.” He spoke in flawless English.
“Many thanks. You remember, of
course, Thursday.”

“Sure, Chief, sure,” said Corcoran,
and departed.

“Come with me, Mr. Vance,” EI
Falaky gestured toward the sitting
room. He followed Vance in and
saw him seated in a chair opposite
to the red lacquer one in which he
himself sat.

“Explain everything,” he ordered
peremptorily. “Tell me everything
about yourself.”

For the next fifteen minutes Vance
underwent an ordeal that had him
sweating. He told his story, and was
taken over it with savagely asked
guestions that had the skill of a
prosecuting attorney in them. It was
a cross-examination such as he had
never encountered before. With
those flashing eyes on him, he dared
not hesitate a second in a reply;
dared not wet his lips, let his eyes
fall away from those blazing ones.
He knew his life hung in the balance
of plausible, quick replies.

When EI Falaky finally had no
guestions left to ask, Vance did not
dare even wipe the perspiration from
his forehead. Suddenly the man
stood up, smiled and came over with
outstretched hand.

~T'M deeply sorry, Mr. Vance,” he

J- said winningly, “to have been so
rude to you. But this is a lonely
island and we dare not take chances
with strangers. 1 hope you will con-
sider yourself our honored guest.”

Vance murmured something about
its being all right and successfully
concealed his relief. EI Falaky gave
him a cigarette and a light from a
regulation box of matches. Then
the man began to discourse of sun-
dry things. Vance listened, tense,
suspicious. Then out of a clear sky
El Falaky asked:

“Would you mind looking at that
chased box on the table? The one
in silver. I've been told its rare
workmanship makes it valuable. Per-
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haps you could give me your judg-
ment.”

Vance
table.
fear.

The silver box was the one he had
seen the Chinese start to pick up
when he dropped dead.

“Very interesting,” he managed to
murmur.

“Pick it up,” suggested El Falaky
cordially. “Examine it closely. |
think it is a beauty.”

Vance got to his feet and went
to the table. He was glad hi6
back was to El Falaky, for his lower
lip was caught in his teeth and the
sweat beaded on his forehead. To
pick the box up might be instant
death; not to pick it up was to dis-
close the tissue of lies he had spun.
Was EIl Falaky deliberately Killing
him?  Should he turn, fight, or—?
His body was rigid.

He forced his hand to the box and
picked it up. He turned it over, ex-
amined the interior and then placed
it back where he had found it. “Good
example of Malayan workmanship,”
he said and coolly swung to face El
Falaky. The man’s eyes found his;
Vance stared back boldly.

For a second or so their glances
locked. Then EI Falaky got up and
thrust his arm through Vance's.
"Come look at my place,” he invited.
“We've just about time before tiffin.”

Had Vance silenced his suspicion?
He hoped, yet he dared not believe.
The man’s face was a blank as he led
Vance from the room.

looked at the teakwood
He fought down the chill of

CHAPTER IV

The Red Bungalow

INNER that afternoon went
off well enough. Udine—her
last name was Griffith, she

said—made no secret of her intodber.

in Vance.
“You're the first person aside from

Sojr and Mr. Corcoran that I've seen
for seven years,” she explained.

“You mean you've been on this
island seven years?” Vance was pre*
tending successfully to be an excit-
able young man vastly interested in
a pretty girl.  Amiably he chatted
with her.

“Seven years,” she nodded. “I was
eleven when mother died, and w#
came here at once. Didn't we, Sojr?”"

EL FALAKY obviously didn't lik*
the trend of the conversation.
He nodded, however, and said: “Yout
sainted mother would have lovei
this island.”

Udine was as naive as a child of
ten; and Vance talked of general
things with her. Though he wanted
to question her, this was not the

place. So he was overjoyed when,
after dinner, she suggested a stroll
outside.

El Falaky opened his mouth as if
to protest, and Corcoran’s face was
blacker than a thunder cloud. But
they made no objection, and this
proved to Vance a point he had de-
cided earlier in the day. Namely,
that this girl was not privy to what
went on in the bungalow. And these
two were making strenuous efforts
to prevent her from learning.

Out of earshot of the house, Vance
turned his mind to the mystery of
this place.

“It seems strange that you should
be spending seven years here, with
the great world dead to you.”

“Strange?” she repeated. “It's not
strange. Sojr's work is so much more
important. He is a great patriot!”

“Indeed,” remarked Vance non-
committally. “And he is your father?”

“Gracious, no,” she laughed. “Mr.
Corcoran always calls him that be-
cause he was married to my step-
It was her second marriage,”
she explained. “I'm the daughter of
Colonel Griffith of the Punjab Rifles;
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after he died ElI Falaky, who was
always a friend of ours, took such
good care of us that my step-mother
married him. He works now for the
British.”

She spoke innocently enough, but
Vance sensed drama beneath. The
widow of a colonel of British troops
does not marry a native, no matter
his friendliness.

HE rather surmised that the step-
mother had fallen victim to EIl
Falaky’'s hypnotic eyes no less than
the daughter. Vance’s curiosity as
to the man's actual work grew. He
was beginning to have a dreadful
suspicion of what it might be: and
already his mind was beginning to
turn to methods of escape.

He would have need of that radio
presently.

He was about to ask her where
Corcoran fitted into the scheme of
things when he suddenly heard the
crackle of grass behind him.

‘T think,” he said loudly, “that if
I can get your father to give me a
guide, I'll go down and get some
change of clothing.”

“l know every inch of the shore
down there,” she replied gaily. "May
I not qualify as a guide?”

“With pleasure,” assented Vance.
Casually he swung, and saw El Fa-
laky standing not ten feet away.
“Ah,” said Vance coolly. “1 was

just going to find you. | believe
I'l need some clothes, and Miss
Udine has offered to guide me.”
“Impossible,” decided the man
calmly. “In the first place, | can
send a servant in the morning. And
tonight the tunnel is closed. We

close it at night—in case of trouble,
you understand. Wandering Dyaks
or the like.”

Vance nodded. A
there were no Dyaks.
oner. For how long?

He forced a smile.

lie, of course;
He was a pris-

“So long as

I get them tomorrow, it doesn't
matter.”

“You were outrageously swindled,”
said ElI Falaky, conversationally.
Walking between them, he guided
them toward the bungalow. “That
man Johnson was a crook of the first
water. | understand he is dead now,
and no others will be cheated.”

"I hope not.” sighed Vance. “All
my life savings are tied up in that
bungalow and jungle.”

“Why not take our bungalow?"
cried Udine eagerly. “We're leaving
here about the twentieth. Sojr has

when
White

“We can discuss that later
we know Mr. Vance better,
Dove,” said El Falaky.

They reached the bungalow, cheer-
fully lit by several kerosene lamps.
Corcoran was not to be seen, but a
couple of Malays glided silently
about. Sojr El Falaky and Udine
bade Vance good-night.

HE was led by a Malay servant
to his bedroom, a large airy
place in one of the several additions
to the bungalow. For a half hour
he lay awake, wide-eyed, listening.
It was nearly three-quarters of an
hour, however, before he heard a
faint slap-slap as of bared feet walk-
ing away. He nodded; he had known
they would watch him.

Silently then he got out of bed.
A stillness was over the house, a
brooding quiet that seemed charged
with evil. He put on his shirt, socks
and trousers. Silently, he opened the
door. He heard no sound. He tip-
toed softly out of the room.

In the hallway all was dark and
quiet. His objective was what he
called El Falaky’'s throne-room, for
he had certain ideas about the magic

death, and a careful investigation
might prove fruitful. He moved to
the left.

He was in the left wing of the
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halfway to the room when
an oblong of saffron light brought
him to a quick halt. Abruptly EI
Falaky emerged into the hall, closing
the door after him. Vance's heart
pounded. Had EIl Falaky seen him?
But the man turned toward the liv-
ing room, where, a moment later a
lamp glowed.

A sudden fierce anger gripped
Vance. EIl Falaky seemed suddenly
an evil beast, revealed in all his ma-
lignity. What deviltry was he up to
now?

house,

N a sudden the droning sound
Vance had first heard in the
tunnel cut through the sharp silence.
The whine was not so loud here, but
it permeated the night. Vance lis-
tened intently for a moment, then
nodded in affirmation of a secret
thought. Cautiously, hugging the
wall, he made his way toward the
living room.
He was standing near the library

entrance when Corcoran came in
through the other door.
Sojr El Falaky sat in the red

lacquer chair, arms folded; he stared
at Corcoran without speaking. The
latter sat down, fished for a cigarette
and lit it.

“The ship will come day after to-
morrow,” he offered. “What are you
going to do about this Vance?”

“Leave him here," replied El Fa-
laky. “Nothing must happen to him
until Udine is aboard the ship. She
must not lose faith in me."

Corcoran frowned. "So long as
he’s dead when we leave, | don't
care. But we mustn't gum the game
now.

“How many times must | tell you
that | am in command?” El Falaky's
voice contained a calm arrogance.
“It is my will, to be obeyed. He can
be left to me."

Vance, watching Corcoran, saw the
small eyes narrow, the mouth tighten;

”

but a second later a jovial smile
returned.

“Of course, sure, Chief. But after
we're started | don't see how you
can keep her in ignorance. She can't
be hypnotized permanently. That's

why her mother killed herself—when
she found out what she’d done.”

“Corcoran, you prod too much into
my affairs.” El Falaky resembled a
coiled black cobra. "I took you into
this because you have the American
ability to organize. But there you
must stop.”

“Sure,” Corcoran shrugged. “Only
I've seen big things go to pot over
a woman—a girl—and I'd hate to see
you flop here.” He fell silent for a
moment. Then: "Is all the money
where it's instantly available?”

“Yes.”

“Twelve million pounds sterling,”
murmured Corcoran, regarding the
end of his cigarette. “That's almost
sixty million American dollars. A
lot to accumulate in seven years,
Sojr. That last batch of pearls and
rubies must be here.”

<VTO,” replied El Falaky, “I ship-

-LN ped them to Amsterdam; the
drafts will come back on Barclay's
at Singapore. The money will be
there when we arrive in Singapore
next week.”

“1 see,” Corcoran scrubbed out the
butt and rose. "Well, I'll turn in."
He raised his hand to his brow. “In
the cause, comrade. Good-night.”

El Falaky’'s head went back; his
Bashing eye6 glowed as if fire were
in them. His hand came up. “In
the cause, comrade. Good-night.”

In his brilliant eyes was the look
of a fanatic; his whole body seemed
to emanate an energy, a tremendous
enthusiasm held in check by his will
alone. Corcoran went out and El
Falaky lit one of his long cigarettes.
The smoke, drifting into the hall,
reached Vance's nostrils and his lips
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tightened. That pungent odor was
hashish. Once again the man seemed
a strange eastern god, He sat there
minutes, as immovable as a bronze
statue.

Presently he got up and took hold
of the molding on a panel in the wall.
An orifice opened and he went with-
in. He came out almost at once, but
the droning sound had stopped. Then
he blew out the kerosene lamp and
Vance heard his footsteps retreating
toward his chambers.

Silence came again over the red
bungalow.

Ten minutes later Vance stole
from the house and wormed his way
through the dank, dew-laden vegeta-
tion. He reached the shaft entrance.
There was no guard. But there was
no need of one. To his consterna-
tion, Vance found a heavy steel gate
across the shaft entrance, its sides
countersunk in solid rock. Thick
chains held by deeply driven staples
and a heavy modern lock made the
barrier impregnable.

Vance's single avenue of escape
was closed.

CHAPTER V
A Bid for Freedom

HE next morning at break-

fast Vance and Udine Griffith

were alone. During the night

Vance had weighed
carefully and had reached one con-
clusion—he would have to have the
girl's aid.

So, now, finding her naive gaze
on him with unconcealed interest, he
decided to gamble all on the single
chance.

However, before he had a chance
to speak, Corcoran thrust his tre-
mendous bulk into the breakfast
room and El Falaky came a moment
later.

Vance crushed out the coal of his
cigarette.

“1 wonder,” he suggested, “‘if you'd
care to show me your garden?”

The girl nodded. “Gladly. Let us
go now.”

As they arose, Vance felt El Fa-
laky’s eyes on him, and Corcoran’s
too. But he avoided returning the
glances and carelessly sauntered out
the door and so across to the west
side of the crater. Here Udine Grif-
fith had her flower garden. But
Vance was not interested in mari-
golds.

A quick look around showed them
to be alone, in a cleared spot where
none could approach without being
seen.

E stared at her, weighing her
H character, deciding on this one
irrevocable step. There was no other
way.

“1 wonder," he asked abruptly, “if
I can place my life in your hands?”

Her genuine puzzlement definitely
convinced him she was no party to
the scheme formulated in El Falaky’s
brain. “What do you mean?” she
asked fearfully, as he made no effort
to continue.

“El Falaky intends to murder me.”
Vance laid his cards down, without
further parley. “El Falaky knows,”
he snapped, "that | am aware of the
spell he puts on you. He intends
to marry you. He suspects | know

the situatheonhe is, and will kill me to pre-

vent my interfering with his plans.”

"What!" Her balled fist pressed
against her teeth. “He wouldn't.
He—"

“He will. Listen.” Vance came

close, clutched her arm. “El Falaky
docs not work for the British raj.
He has lied to you. He is known
throughout the East as the Liberator.
He works for the yellow race, the
brown race. He is the relentless
enemy of white domination, He has,
with Corcoran, erected a thieves’ or-
ganization and stolen twelve million
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pounds worth of loot to finance re-
volts.

“There will be war in Cambodia,
in China, in India—everywhere that
the white nations hold colonies.
When he leaves with you in two
days, he goes to launch that world
revolt. Thousands upon thousands
of people will die—butchered—un-
less warning of his purpose can be
sent out. That's why | want—must
have—your help.”

ER face had drained of all color.
“He told me,” she muttered, “he
was for peace.”

“He lied. He will kill me, as he
killed four white men at the bunga-
low on the porch. He is mad. Right
now he is disposing of part of the
loot stolen from the Rajah of Curja-
pore and will get the money in
Singapore. | must get away and give
warning, and you must help me.”

“How can you give warning?” the
girl asked. She was trembling,
stunned by his revelation.

Once again Vance gambled the
stake on a single throw. “At the
beach bungalow I've got a wireless
sending set. Within a few hundred
miles of here are regular British
destroyer patrols. The Hampton is
the closest. Under forced draft it
can reach here within sixteen hours
—possibly twelve.”

Her face was bleached.

Pretending to point to some yel-
low roses, Vance took her arm,
squeezed it tightly.

“He has been hypnotizing you,”
he muttered. “You must resist that
spell.  You must fight it off with
your will.  Tonight you must get
me a key to the gate across the
shaft and we'll go to the beach
bungalow. I've weapons there and
we can hold out until the destroyer
comes.” She said nothing. Vance
asked: “Do you know where the key
is kept?”

"There are only two. EI
has one, Corcoran the other.”
“And you can get it?”
She turned and regarded him
squarely, dull horror in the depths
of her eyes. “I'll get it,” she prom-
ised. “And—oh, you must take me
away from here. | can't stand—to—

to—think of him—"

The appearance of El Falaky pre-
vented further conversation.

He stared quickly at both their
faces, and Vance feared that in the
girl's the man might find suspicion
of the truth. But if he did so, EI
Falaky made no comment. He ac-
companied them back to the bunga-
low, discoursing on flowers with
courteous ease. But as soon as the
veranda was reached he quickly
took Udine Griffith away and, return-
ing, said to Vance, “You'll find your
clothing in your room, Mr. Vance.”

Vance followed the man to his
room, and as he entered and saw
his baggage piled neatly on teakwood
rests, a sudden tremor attacked his
heart. EI Falaky had stripped the
beach bungalow. Had he then dis-
covered the wireless set? By no
intimation did the Liberator indicate
that he had. But Vance perceived
his rifles and small arms were not
included in the shift. EIl Falaky had,
then, seized those.

Falaky

ERE was another complication.

Of what use was the beach
bungalow now, if there were no
weapons there with which to defend
it?

The tall Hindu withdrew and
Vance pretended to busy himself
with laying out his things. But his
brain was busy. If El Falaky had
smashed the wireless, robbed him of
his weapons, then he had rendered
Vance absolutely helpless. More
than ever, now, Vance must place
his reliance on the girl.

During the day he twice tried to
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get her alone and explain the ab-
solute necessity of weapons, but each
time, before he could speak, El Fa-
laky’s sudden appearance startled
them into silence. Afternoon and
siesta came, and Vance's nonchalant
strolling revealed to him six Malays
busily engaged in packing. Vance
thought of the piau that had gone
south on the lagoon. There was,
quite evidently, a landing place down
there, and it would be in that prau
that ElI Falaky would depart.

URING the afternoon the Ma-
D lays made frequent trips, heav-
ily loaded, through the shaft. Vance
remained close to the bungalow, and
tried not to get too far from Udine
Griffith’'s side. In his own appar-
ently careless wanderings within the
house he tried to locate weapons,
but he found none. He felt closely
caught within the jaws of a steel
trap.

It was after dinner that evening
that Vance's opportunity came. He
stood smoking a cigarette on the
path leading down from the veranda
when Udine Griffith deliberately left
the others within and joined him.

“Pretend to be admiring the sky,”
whispered Vance, “and then tell me
where the weapons—guns—are kept.”

“In El Falaky’'s chamber,” she re-
plied. "The key to the shaft gate
is in the same place—in a box on
the chifferobe. What do you plan?”

“Leave tonight,” he replied suc-
cinctly. “Tomorrow will be too late.’

Rapidly he reflected on the situa-
tion.

El Falaky's room was at the far
end of the bungalow. To invade
it was risking instant discovery. Yet
it offered the only possibility.

He stretched out his arms as if
pointing to Venus, glowing like a
pulsing heart in the blue-black sky.
“Pretend to vant El Falaky's com-
pany,” he said softly. “Get him out

of the house for fifteen minutes.
Then go to your room and stay there
for a half hour. Come out and walk
down the path toward the pond. I'll
meet you there.”

“I'm afraid—he—might—you un-
derstand—"
Vance did. He quickly cut in.

“You must steel your mind against
his power,” he whispered. “He can-
not make you do what you will not
do.”

She acquiesced with a nod of the
head. Both of them strolled casually
back to the veranda. Vance made
an excuse and went to his room.

He shrank back silently as he saw
the huge body of Corcoran going
along the hallway. The man en-
tered his own room. Vance waited a
moment and then, silently hoping
Corcoran stayed there, stole past the
door and into El Falaky’'s room.

It was dark in there, and he had
to grope blindly. But presently, on
the chifferobe, his anxious fingers
discovered a small rosewood box.
Reaching within he encountered cold
metal—a key. He searched in the
chifferobe top and possessed himself
of two guns, a Wehley six-gun, prob-
ably his own, he decided, and a Lu-
ger eight-shot automatic. A press
of the clip button showed him it was
fully loaded. So was the Webley.

HE two heavy guns gave him a
Tsense of comfort as he tip-toed
back to the hallway. At least, he
thought, he now could put up a fight
for his life. He was halfway on
the return trip when the door to
Corcoran’s room opened. Vance
froze. There was no time to hide;
all he could do was to flatten himself
against the wall and hope Corcoran
went the other way.

He listened for Corcoran’'s foot-
steps. At first he heard nothing;
then, presently, he heard the man

stealthily moving along, hugging the
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opposite wall. What could he be up
to? Vance waited for a full three
minutes without moving. And, look-
ing down the hallway, he was as-
tonished to see Corcoran faintly sil-
houetted against the opened door of
El Falaky’'s room. He vanished with-
in; the door clicked after him.

Vance did not stop to ponder this
puzzling action. He took advantage
of the opportunity and hastened to
the veranda.

Here he paused a moment to lo-
cate EIl Falaky. He saw the coal of
the Hindu’'s cigar glowing out there
in the darkness.

Udine Griffith was keeping him oc-
cupied. Vance decided he had a mo-
ment or two when he would be un-
disturbed; and on the impulse he
turned quickly and retraced his steps
to the living room. A kerosene lamp,

turned low, illuminated the room.
By its radiance Vance stole to
the wall where he had seen EI

Falaky pressing the molding. His
own fingers moved sensitively up and
down and presently he suppressed
an exclamation of satisfaction when
the hidden panel slid silently open.
Vance vanished within, and remained
possibly a moment.

HEN he came out he possessed
Wthe secret of El Falaky’'s magic
death.

More, he had decided how this
magic death mystery could be turned
to his own advantage in the desper-
ate adventure which was now to
come.

When EI Falaky and Udine Grif-
fith came back up the path to the
veranda, they found Vance seated
in a wicker chair, calmly consum-
ing a cigarette.

“You are up
courteously.

late,” said EIl Falaky

“The night is beautiful.”
“We retire early in this house,”
said EIl Falaky. “Perhaps—"~

“1 always obey the host’'s wishes,”
cut in Vance, chuckling.

He stood up and followed EI Fa-
laky into the house. Beside him was
Udine Griffith. He touched her arm,

pressed it warningly. She dropped
behind.

Vance chanced EIl Falaky's oppor-
tunity of turning and surprising
him and leaned close.

“The gate—five minutes,” Vance
mouthed into her ear.

ER hand touched his significant-

ly, and then with Iloud good-
nights they separated. But Vance
did not go to his room. He dawdled
until he saw EI Falaky go into the
living room, then he turned swiftly
and darted out to the veranda, down
the path and so toward the shaft
entrance.

He had been standing there a min-
ute or so, cloaked in the shadows of
the stone entrance, when Udine
Griffith flitted down the path, like
a white ghost.

“You have the key?” Her voice,
despite her attempts to be calm, was
shaky.

“Yes,” he took her hand and they
glided noiselessly to the barred en-

trance. Quickly Vance inserted the
key and it whined slightly in the
lock. A slight grating noise follow-

ed the opening of the iron door.
Vance thrust Udine Griffith through.
A sudden exaltation gripped him as

he saw freedom ahead. He had
thrust his head into the noose and
was taking it out.

He was about to stoop through

himself and lock the gate behind him
when there came a stentorian shout
from the bungalow.

Lights flickered suddenly.
rang out.

Then another blasted the silence.
There came to Vance's ears the thud
of running feet.

Desperate feet

A shot

racing with every



76 THRILLING ADVENTURES

atom of power. Footsteps racing to-

ward Vance.

CHAPTER VI

In the Shaft

ANCE did not understand the
reason for this sudden alarm.
But the rapid pound of foot-

steps toward the shaft told him his
escape was jeopardized. Swiftly he
yanked the gate shut. A click, and
the heavy padlock snapped home. He

pulled back into the blackness of
the shaft. Gazing out into the light-
er darkness he saw Corcoran draw
to a panting halt. Behind him came
El Falaky. “l1 believe you lie,"
gasped El Falaky. “You did not see
him. You took those jewels.”

crazy!” vyelled Corcoran.
He's a spy. He stole
saw him running, and

“You're
“1t was Vance.
the jewels. |
fired at him.”

“He couldn’'t get through here,”
El Falaky pounded the lock. "The
door is locked. He couldn’t.”

“The girl!” snapped Corcoran.
“She gave him the key. Maybe she
went with him. Where is she?”

That much Vance heard as he
raced along the black shaft. It was
enough to tell him the reason why
Corcoran had entered EI Falaky's
room. EI Falaky had lied; he had
not shipped the jewels to Amster-
dam. Instead, they had been in his
room. Corcoran had stolen them and,
caught probably trying to get away,
was trying to shift the blame.

Out of this, one fact rose starkly.
El Falaky had caught the trail too
soon. It would be a fight now and
a desperate one.

Vance held tightly to Udine Grif-
fith’'s arm and hurried her along the
shaft. They plunged into a wall, fell
into holes. They ran without speech,
because they had no breath to spare.
They came to the falls, and plunged
through the screen of water. Here

Vance began to use his slim supply
of matches until he had found the
trail.

His brain schemed rapidly, as they
ran along the sand toward the beach

bungalow.

What chance of defending the
building had he? P'or defend it he
must, until help arrived. The odds

two against eight.
he asked Udine.

were enormous,
“Can you shoot?”

"Fairly well,” she replied.
“You'll need to be better than
that,” he muttered.

Suspense gripped him as they

raced up the porch of the bungalow.

Had the small radio broadcasting
outfit been found and destroyed?
Upon that hinged both their lives.

He wished now for his Cordite rifle;
revolvers meant close action. But he
had no recourse except to play the
cards as they fell.

Within the house Vance paused
for a moment to listen. He heard
nothing to indicate close pursuit.

He judged that he lad five, possibly
ten minutes to spare.

He thrust the Luger automatic into
the girl’'s hand. "Watch this door,”
he commanded. “Fire at any move-
ment. Be careful of the gun; it's
a filed trigger and it works at slight
pressure.”

He turned and darted swiftly to
the small bedroom where he had con-

cealed the radio. A flaring match
showed him that the ground sheet
was apparently undisturbed. Lifting

it, he saw the instrument.
"Man!” he muttered. “It's the one
chance.”

HE thrust home the knife switch

and opened the key. A spark
leaped in the crystal. The radio
worked. A second more and his

fingers pounded out the urgent call:
“S0OS, SOS—HSS—HSS,” the special
Hampton call. He had no way of
knowing whether it was received,
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but Petry had said a listener would

be waiting all the time. So he put
through the call five times, at three
second intervals, and then raced into

the message:

“COME QUICKLY BJAR BARU
—EAST SHORE—NOTIFY PETRY

WATCH ouT REVOLT IN
SHANGHAI CALCUTTA BOM -
BAY SAIGON—LIBERATOR

FOUND HERE.”

Twice he pounded out the message.
At the end of the second re-
peat he added grimly: “BESIEGED
AND OUTNUMBERED PLEASE
HURRY.”

He pulled
some small
returned to the girl.
he asked.

S
“No

afraid.
noise.”

“Hold on another
counseled cheerfully. “The message
is through. Right now the Hamp-
ton is making forty miles an hour
toward us.”

He strode into the Kkitchen;
at the door he hesitated, and con-
ducted himself thereafter with ex-
treme caution. Carefully he went to
work with his tools. Finally, he
looked to the screen, and the screen-

the switch, picked up
tools from the radio and
“Any noise?”

looked up at him,
That’s
can come

frightened.
why I'm
without

noise.
I'hey

moment,” he

but

ed door. Tight.

"Good,” he nodded. “Don’'t try to
come in this way, El Falaky.”

A moment later and he was re-
lieving Udine at the door. He took
a position that gave him a sweep

of three sides. He told her to watch

the fourth.

“But what about the rear en-
trance,” she asked, looking back.
“Can’t they— ?"

“Not if EIl Falaky’'s magic death
is working well,” replied Vance
grimly. “And 1| think it is.”

He had made a search of his rifle
cases, but, as he had expected, they
were empty. Ten minutes passed in
silence. He wondered at the reason
for this delay in attack. "Funny,”
he muttered to the girl. “They were
at the gate. Corcoran had a key.”

“l am afraid,” she murmured in
a small voice. “He is a dreadful
man.”

Another five minutes passed. And
then suddenly Vance thought he saw
a stirring in the bougainvillea bushes.

Vance took a last look around his
position. He controlled the four ap-
proaches to the front entrance. He

had two guns and ammunition. Only
two men at a time could crowd
through the door, and Vance was
enough of a shot to think he could
stop them. The real danger lay in
being taken from behind, and hers
he depended wupon Falaky’'s magic
death.

He raised the Webley. He took
careful aim, then smashed a slug

through the bougainvillea two feet to
the right of where the movement had

been. There came a yell, not one of
pain, but of fright. Vance grinned.
“More careful, next time,” he mut-
tered.

Rifles suddenly started to crack,
and slugs hammered their way
through the flimsy walls of the
bunglow. But none of them came

near the two defenders.

ND then, suddenly, there was no
more firing, and Vance heard EI
Falaky’'s voice cursing.

A moment or so afterward, it

cried aloud: “Sahib Vance! Sahib
Vance!”

Vance debated answering, for his
voice might offer a target for the
rifles. Again came the call, per-
sistent.

“What does the Liberator want?”
he finally asked.

The knowledge that Vance had
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shocked
reply

recognized him must have
El Falaky, for there was no
for a full minute.
When his voice came,
charged with rage.
“It is unfortunate you said that,
Sahib Vance. | cannot spare your

it was sur-

life. But | do not wish my men to
attack while Udine is there. Release
her, let her come to me, and |
promise you an easy death. Refuse

and you’'ll be staked to an anthill.”

Vance's reply was unhesitating.
“She belongs here. Try and get her."
Again silence. Then: "So be it
Sahib. | shall come and take you
both.”

SECOND later two rifles split
Athe silence with roars and two
slugs came dangerously near Vance's
head. He crouched down, Udine be-
side him as they peered out to watch
for the attack. It did not come at
the moment because of a diversion.

There was a heavy crashing in
the jungle to the left. At the same
time a voice cried out in Malaysian :
"Tuan Corcoran escaped, Tuan, and
he has come toward this bungalow.”

El Falaky cursed aloud, bitterly.
Vance grinned. He was not surprised
shortly after the interrruption when
a low voice called to him from the

rear, near the Kkitchen.

“Vance,” it said, “let me in. 1 got
a gat. We’'ll fight it out together.”
Corcoran’s voice barely carried to
Vance.

The latter shook his head. “Play
your own hand, Corcoran. I'm play-

ing this alone.”

The man swore,
he did not try to
low kitchen and grinned.
evidently knew about
death.

When the attack did come, it was
entirely frontal. Five Malays came
out of the bougainvillea, racing like
the wind, waving ribbon-like Kkrisses.

but Vance noticed
invade the bunga-

Corcoran
the magic

As they galloped to the veranda
two rifles began to pump slugs at the
door, as swiftly as the owners could
pull the trigger.

The covering fire did well enough.
Vance dared not raise himself to re-
ply. He waited until the foremost
two Malays pounded up the stairs,
yelling shrilly. The rifle fire had
to cease now lest the Malays be hit.
Resting the Webley muzzle on his
left wrist, Vance took careful aim.
Three explosions roared: three jets
of saffron came from the Webley.
One Malay fell as if struck by a
thunderbolt, the other gave a dismal
backward off

yell, wheeled and fell
the steps. The other three, seeing
what had happened, screamed in
fright, turned and raced back the
way they had come.

Vance chuckled. "He won't try
that again.”

Nonetheless he was worried about
the steady rifle fire, and thrust
Udine behind a flimsy shelter built
of his bags. Then, as he had ex-

pected, while the rifle fire continued
sporadically from the front, there
came a movement and voices from
the rear. El Falaky was going to try
and take him front and rear simul-
taneously.

E took a deep breath and his
Hteeth clicked together.

“Now,” he muttered, “we’ll
the magic death hunch is
Quietly he waited.

Presently came EI Falaky's voice
in Malay—high, commanding, threat-

see if
good.”

ening. “1 am the god of magic death,
and | say you are charmed: none
may hurt you. Go in and Kkill the

white devil.” He was talking to his
men.

There followed a scream
the thud of a struck blow
other cry.

Five more

Suddenly came

of pain,
and an-

minutes of
the patter

waiting.
of slap-
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ping bare feet.
veranda, appeared
face of a Malay. Vance ripped off
three quick shots. The face vanished,
and the owner did not re-appear.

Over the edge of the
the monkey-like

Vance turned his gaze in time to
see a Malay slash with a kris
through the screen of the kitchen
door, firing blindly with a revolver

as he came.

ARELY had the man’'s bare feet
Bcrossed the threshold than he
seemed to trip.

"Tuan—mag—" the yell died on
his lips. He plunged headlong and
slid for several feet like a baseball
runner stealing a base. He did not
move again, and those Malays who
had followed—three of them, Vance
saw—shrank back and quickly van-
ished from sight.

Vance heard EI Falaky tongue-
lashing them. The man seemed sud-
denly to have gone berserk—utterly
mad. “Follow me," he screamed. “The
god of magic death makes all power-
less before him.”

He came in sight, yelling. “The
day of the downfall of the white
race is herel!”

He howled again, and as if this

were the signal, Malays came out of
the bougainvillea and charged the
veranda. Vance, conserving ammu-
nition, did not fire until they were
within twenty yards. That gave
them terrific impetus, and though he
blazed away madly at their legs and
stomachs, three reached the very
door to hack at it with Kkrisses.

One carried a six-gun and blasted
fairly into Vance's face. A burning
bit of iron ate into his left side.
Then Udine Griffith’s gun roared in
his ear and the man who had shot
him dropped, clutching at his belly.
The other two, hacking away at the
door, Vance wa« able to get in an
instant.

A slug whining by from the rear

made him turn, heart leaping into his
mouth. He saw a Malay with a rifle,
firing through the rear door. He saw
more. He saw EI Falaky hacking
away the screen with a Kkris.

Then the Hindu came in and be-
hind him, but not close, came two
more men. Vance's heart leaped; he
had quelled the charge at the ve-
randa, and the survivors were hang-
ing back to see what EIl Falaky’'s rear
guard action would accomplish. Did
the Hindu know of some way to
cross that threshold of death unhurt?

Sparks flew where steel met steel
as the kris hacked a passage. Then
without pausing the Hindu rushed
across the doorway, yelling: “Down
with the white race."

He was mad, in a frenzy. He step-

ped onto the floor. Udine Griffith
gave a little moan. Vance watched,
fascinated. He saw the Hindu’s form

jerk to its uttermost height, then the
man went down.

The Malays let out a scream: “The
god strikes!”

To Vance's amazement EI
wriggled forward.
torted in agony,
like searchlights.

“The god fails!” The words were
wrenched from his lips by will alone.

Falaky
His face was con-
and his eyes blazed

E came on, was through the
H kitchen now, half-way into the
living room. The left hand, holding
a Luger automatic, advanced in front
of him. Vance could see the finger
curling convulsively on the trigger,
but the gun did not explode.

“Vishnu curse yout” came the
man’s words.
He reared halfway up, and then

the gun clattered from his hand, the
kris fell to the floor, and the strength
went out of his body as the life went
out of his soul. He crashed to the
floor—dead.

A split second of utter silence fell.
Then the Malays howled in terror
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and their bodies could be heard

crashing through the vegetation.
What had occurred had startled

Vance as he had never been startled

before. And now happened what he
always called the miracle.

The bearded head on the floor
raised a fraction of an inch. The
dulled eyes looked blindly, as if
Beeking something. A voice came,
strange, weird, inhuman: “White
Dove, 1| love—" That was all, but

Vance never forgot it.

the
the
marines

ANCE sat

floor, keeping guard
sleeping girl, when the
and sailors of the destroyer Hamp-
came surging up the beach.
Americans encountered no re-
sistance; the jungle seemed as dead
as the wunburied corpses that sur-
rounded the bungalow.

cross-legged on
over

ton
The

After Udine had been carried to
the small boat in a stretcher made
of an overcoat slung between two

rifles, the young lieutenant in charge
listened to Vance's story.

When he had heard it through he
shook his head in bewilderment.
"But he had enough men to take you
front and rear! What killed him at
the door?”

“The magic death!” Vance replied.

And as the lieutenant stared he
went on: “EIl Falaky had been here
* long time—seven years. He had ar-
ranged, on that waterfall, a neat
electric generator that gave him
plenty of current. Because he had to
keep the natives in subjection by
pretended magic, he continued to use

kerosene lamps, but he wired the
rear of this house and the under-
ground shaft with man-killing cur-

rent.

“That's the way he killed the poor
devils that preceded me. That's the
way he killed my servant—electrocu-
tion.

"You'll find the sink wired with
a steel plate on the floor beneath.
When | left the red bungalow, |
threw in the switch that galvanized

the kitchen door.”

He paused and gratefully lit the
cigarette that the |lieutenant had
given him. “That part is simple.
What will puzzle me all the days of
my life is how EIl Falaky, with five
thousand volts of juice in him, could
crawl across that kitchen floor and
almost reach the living room. He
had been dead thirty seconds, but he
talked, and crawled, and tried to
shoot me.

“And after he's been stone dead a

minute, he talks. Try and figure that
one out.”

“A miracle,” muttered the lieuten-
ant.

"Of will power,” assented Vance.

"lI've heard of men running with a
bullet in the heart—but electricity”
—he shrugged.

Corcoran’s body
at the edge of
him were the

HEY found

hacked to pieces,
the jungle, and on
jewels that had been stolen from
India. At the hidden quai at the
south end of the island was the prau
on which EI Falaky would have

escaped. Its crew were taken prison-
ers.
The red bungalow was fired, the

entrance to the crater blown up with
a dynamite shot.

And that night the Hampton sailed
away from the Island of Magic
Death and put a period to Vance's
greatest case.

Next Month: Don’'t Miss TRAILS OF TREACHERY, An Exciting
Novelette of Marauding Indians, by Major George Fielding Eliot



Too Much Liberty

Snig Lewis' scrawny arm shot out and clutched Morgan just as he dropped

You 'll Get A Kick out of this Rip-Roaring Yarn of a
Tough Gob and a Quick-Witted Rookie

By SYE MacDOWELL
Author of “Gobs Can't Shoot," “Below the Line,” etc.

The engineers, wards a rousing, roaring, hell-raisin]
They have no fears. ) liberty.
They v b s s Two long_months since Morgan,
When the bugler blows. machinist first class on the battleship
And shoot at him with rifles!” Texarkana, just up from Guantanamo
Bay, Cuba, had enjoyed a liberty.
RON MORGAN'S below-decks Two months' pay was burning a hole
ditty rumbled like a man-o’-war in his starboard midships pocket, as
blowing boilers as he swaggered he reached the brink of No. 1dry dock.
across Brooklyn Navy Yard. To- No. 1 dry dock was a yawning
wards the Sands Street gate. To- chasm, one hundred feet wide and
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nearly as deep. Ordinarily, it was
an impassable barrier. But the dry
dock was empty now. A  narrow

monkey-bridge spanned it, to accom-
modate footbound traffic to and from
the East River berths. The Texar-
kana lay alongside in one of those
berths, her clean, gray sides contrast-
ing sharply, and with due credit to
Navy spotlessness, against the dim,
smoky mass of Manhattan’s towering
sky-line.

TILL roaring his salty song, Mor-
S gan started across the monkey-
bridge.

Under his two hundred pounds of
black-gang beef, the planks sagged
and creaked complainingly.

"The engineers,
They have no tears . .

"lron” Morgan wasn’t much on har-
mony, but his deep, bass voice had
volume enough to drown out a ship’s

band. Midway across, however, his
song subsided to a low, throaty
growl. He halted. Unbelievingly, he
drew his thick hands out of his

jacket pockets and plopped them de-
cisively on the railing on each side
of him.

He stared dead ahead, slightly pop-
eyed.

And then a slow, crocodile
widened his mail-slot mouth.

At the other end of the monkey-
bridge, another bluejacket came,
headed towards him. This other
specimen was nothing like Iron Mor-
gan. He looked like a slim destroyer
bearing down on a broad-beamed bat-
tle-wagon.

He was struggling under the bur-
den of a dunnage bag and hammock

grin

roll, which half-hid him. His sleeves
were bare of rating or hash-marks.
Across his skinny right shoulder,

where the sleeve hem met his baggy,
untailored blouse, was sewn the tell-

tale white strip of an apprentice sea-
man.

A rookie sailor! A rubber boot, re-
porting for his first shipboard duty!

Only a boot would be ignorant of
the fact, the traditional, time-honored
fact, that the first man to set foot on
a gang-plank had right-of-way.

Iron Morgan waited until the bur-
dened blunderer was close under his

bows. Then he emitted a blast like
a fog-siren.
“Gangway, shoal water! Make way

for a sailor!”

So startled was the other that he
nearly dropped his topheavy burden
into the barnacled depths of the dry
dock. He tottered, and the dunnage
bag balanced precariously on the rail-

ing. He peered up at Morgan, from
beneath colorless eyebrows. Except
for its splattered freckles, his face
was white. Not the respectable pal-
lor of a hot engine room. It was a
training station pallor.

He grinned placatingly.

“Sho, ah most ski-hooted ovah-
board !” he returned mildly. “Reckon

yo Kkin squeeze past, suh?”
He pressed his sardine-like frame
aside to let the big bluejacket pass.
“l said gangway, Yya pea-green
swab-pusher! Ya hear?”

HE little apprentice wriggled,
Tshifting himself free of his ham-
mock roll, and squinted a measuring
eye at the narrow passage room. Then
at the looming bulk of Iron Morgan.

“This heah's a sho-nuff problem in
navigation, hain't it, now? Where
Ah come from.” he suggested, “the
team with the load has courtesy o’
the road. Empties back up, suh.”

Iron Morgan's lips bulged from
high steam pressure within. His
chest swelled and his coal-scoop
hands lifted from the railing. He
scooped out, seizing the other by the
neckerchief.

“Call me a empty?

Huh? Now
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pipe down and
he bellowed.
overside!”

The apprentice regarded Morgan's
crumpling grasp on his neckerchief
with displeasure. Then, without any
warning, a scrawny, freckled fist shot
suddenly out. It wasn't much of a
punch, but it caught Morgan by sur-
prise, right in the softest part of his
rounded-out blouse front.

“Ooomph!” said Morgan,
off and clutching his belly.

But he recovered his breath quick-
ly. His face was red as boot-topping
as he howled :

reverse yer screw!”
“Before | heave ya

casting

“W-why, ya damn little turnip-
puller! I'm gonna learn ya sumthin’
that ain’'t in the bluejacket’'s bible,
ya— 1"

E whacked out lustily. But
I I “Snig” Lewis was as elusive as

the piney squirrel of his native Ken-

tucky hills. He ducked. And as
Morgan swung at him again, he
scrambled over the railing. In the
next instant, he was perched out on

a cross-brace.

Iron Morgan mumbled and violent-
ly flung a thick thigh over the rail-
ing in pursuit.

"Where Ah
Snig Lewis.

"l don't know where ya come from,
ya pie-faced monkey!” boomed Mor-
gan, “but | sure as heck know where
yer gonna drop to!”

He kicked at Snig Lewis’ freckled
But Snig managed to be just
out of range. Mooring himself un-
certainly to the railing with one
hand, Iron Morgan sent his No. 11
whizzing out again.

He kicked just seven-eighths of an
inch too far. His stubby fingers tore
loose from the railing. He clawed
for support. He tottered and gave a
whoop of terror.

For a fraction of a second it looked
like lron Morgan was going to spend

come from—" began

nose.

his liberty, a longer liberty than he
expected, in the Navy Yard Hospital.
But Snig Lewis’ scrawny arm shot
out again, and he clutched Morgan’s
jacket collar just as he dropped. It
nearly tore Snig loose from his perch
on the cross-brace, but the act ar-
rested the big bluejacket's plunge
enough to allow him to flip a frantic
leg over the railing.

His smartly-stitched white hat sail-
ed into the abyss, down towards the
slimy bottom of the dry dock. His
jacket collar flopped over hi3 head.
From under its smothering folds
came desperate, muffled cries, as Iron
Morgan suspended by one leg, upside
down.

“Hey, I'm slippin’! Help!”

Snig Lewis skittered back onto the
monkey-bridge. He grabbed Iron
Morgan’'s ankle and gave a well-mean-
ing yank.

“Ow!” shrieked Morgan.

RESHENING the nip on Mor-
Fgan’s shin, Snig set himself for
another heroic heave when somebody
suddenly appeared at his side. There
was an astonished gasp, then a hand
joined his own.

The sleeve above the hand, Snig
became aware, was adorned with a
broad gold stripe and narrow, bright
band.

Even had he turned his head, Snig
would not yet have been able to rec-

ognize that the broad-striper was
none other than Henry Howell
O'Houlihan, commander-in-chief of

the United States Fleet. The big boss
of Uncle Sam’s forces afloat!

But Snig recognized admiral’s
stripes. And that was enough. He
knew what to do when an admiral
was around. He cast off from Mor-
gan’s leg, saluted, and stood smartly
at attention.

This brought renewed howls from
Morgan. Admiral O’'Houlihan, in-
stead of answering Snig's salute,
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dropped the heavy handbag he was
carrying and laid hold of Morgan's
leg with both hands.

Perhaps no other emergency could
possibly have caused Admiral O'Houl-
ihan to release his grasp for one in-
stant on that precious hand-bag,
which he was carrying from his flag-
ship, the Texarkana, to the taxicab
stand at the Sands Street gate. He
had gripped it like a treasure of gold
and jewels.

ROPPED recklessly, the hand-

bag struck the planks with a
sickening crunch. The planks right
away turned moist. A small pool ap-
peared around the bottom of the bag
and widened ominously. Then a thin,
golden stream of rum—choice Cuban
rum—trickled over the edge of the
monkey-bridge, over Iron Morgan’'s
dangling, inverted form.

Came another agonized yelp from
Morgan.

"Hey, ya half-witted
Yer bustin’ my leg!”

“Bear a hand!” ordered Admiral
O'Houlihan. "Lively!”

Together, admiral and rubber boot
hauled hard. Iron Morgan was fetch-
ed up over the rail. Admiral O'Houli-
han was blowing as though he had
taken in a spritsail sheet in a gale.
Morgan, recognizing the admiral, fell
back helplessly. His stern overhang
plopped into the rum puddle.

Admiral O’'Houlihan, who had not
yet perceived the misfortune that had
befallen the hand-bag, speared Snig
and Morgan each with a frosty blue
eye. He was dead set against liber-
ties, anyhow.

"What is this, a confounded cir-
cus?” he demanded crisply. "My
socks and stars! What do you men
think this is? A trapeze?”

Morgan simply gazed. A lord of
language in ordinary circumstances—
bad language—he was speechless now.

Snig thought fast. It was up to

cockroach!

him to answer. And if he was ever
going to amount to anything on the
deck-force, he had to give the right
answer now.

An inspiration flashed into his
brain.
“Why, suh!” he spoke up, "this

heah friend o’ mine, he let on as how

he could hang by his toes! By his
toes. Yessuh!”
In this tragic instant, Admiral

O'Houlihan beheld the wet planks,
the flowing rum, with Iron Morgan
seated in the middle of it

A groan escaped him. He forgot
what he was going to do to the two
sailors. He lifted the bag tenderly,
clambered over Morgan, and rushed
towards the taxicab stand, where he
could find the necessary seclusion in
which to calculate his losses and
mourn over them.

This unexpected deliverance left
Snig and Iron Morgan facing one an-
other, and the latter was not in a
merry mood. What might have en-
sued would have given the pharma-
cist’s mate on duty at the Navy Yard
Hospital a nasty little job after all,
had not Morgan’'s wide smear of a
nose suddenly detected a vaguely
familiar and exceedingly attractive
odor.

He sniffed. He dabbed his wet
blues with his finger-tips. He hoisted
a leg and smelled at a wet streak that
extended from pockets to socks.

He took a deep inhale, and the sav-
age expression faded from his face.

"Ah-hhh I’ he said.

HE powerful aroma of Bacardi
1873 revived him sufficiently to
get to his feet. He did not know how
his person had come to be so deli-
ciously drenched, but the smell re-
minded him of the liberty before him.
And of his intention to saturate
his condensers to make up for two
dry, dry months on shipboard.
But he delayed long enough to
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glower at Snig and utter a parting
threat.

“Don’'t ever let me cross yer wake
again, ya damn little spider monkey,”

he said. “If ya do, I'll sock ya so
hard yer ears'll stick out like wind-
scoops !I”

Snig Lewis properly decided that
he had run afoul of enough heavy
weather for one day. He didn’t want
his ears to stick out like windscoops,
and he didn’'t want to get court-mar-
tialed out of the Navy before he got
into it

So he was prudently silent. He
re-shouldered his load, and scuttled
across the monkey-bridge, to report
without further delay to his ship.

His ship, of course, was Admiral
O’'Houlihan’s.  And Iron Morgan's.
The flagship Texarkana.

NIG found that his division officer

was a kindly lieutenant. The
battleship was shoving off at mid-
night for the West Coast. Every
bluejacket in the crew, excepting a
skeleton watch and a work party
loading stores, was enjoying a fare-
well liberty in New York.

So the division officer. Lieutenant
Varney, handed Snig a liberty ticket
and ordered him to report back on
board at ten p. m. Snig left the ship,
crossed Dry Dock No. 1 again, and
emerged from the Sands Street gate.

Never before in his nineteen years
had Snig Lewis been out of Ken-
tucky, save during his brief sojourn
at the naval training station at New-
port. Consequently, the distant sky-
scrapers of New York were strange
and vastly impressive to his wonder-
ing eyes. He flagged a passing street
car, got off at Brooklyn Bridge, and
following the crowd into the sub-
way, he wound up not long after at
the spot where seafarers inevitably
are drawn.

Battery Park.

He sat on a park bench and gazed

in awe at the majestic heights of
lower Manhattan, a-flutter with curi-
ous little plumes of steam like com-
mission pennants. He was enchanted
by the spectacle, but preferred to
take no chances on missing his ship
by straying into the canyon-like
streets and getting lost.

He had heard of folks getting lost
in the big city. Moreover, he might
encounter that bloodthirsty, toe-
hanging Iron Morgan.

So when he saw an excursion boat
about to depart from the Battery
wall for the Statute of Liberty, he
paused to take on stores of peanuts,
pink popcorn balls and candy at a
refreshment stand, bought a ticket,
and went on board.

Snig Lewis had no way of know-
ing that as the excursion boat tooted
her whistle, cast off, and threaded
a course through the busy harbor,
he was being carried into exact-
ly the danger that he was most par-
ticularly anxious to avoid.

HE did not know that Iron Mor-
gan, very shortly after embark-
ing from the Sands Street gate, had
made the unhappy discovery that
most of his two months’ pay had
spilled from his pockets whilst he
was suspended over Dry Dock No. 1
Morgan might have returned to
search for his losses. But the mem-
ory of that deep pit, with its bottom
of broken barnacle scrapings, made
him shudder. Iron Morgan had the
engineer’s dread of high places.

Nor did Snig Lewis know that
Iron Morgan, on counting his re-
maining capital, found that he had
left on his person just enough for
one quart of Manhattan’s ambrosial
liquor output, together with the
means to go to some economical
place to consume it.

But when Snig ascended the zig-
zag iron stairs inside the Statue of
Liberty, and reached the topmost



86 THRILLING ADVENTURES

landing, his eyes fell on a suit of
Navy blues that was altogether too
familiar.

It was the toe-hanging gentleman
of recent acquaintance. Iron Mor-
gan had chosen, for a quiet rendez-

vous to imbibe, the place where lib-
erty ought to have been the most
abundant. The coppery interior of

the Goddess of Liberty.
It was also plain that Morgan
himself should have had a coppery

interior before attempting to slake
his sea-going thirst on Battery Park
whisky. He was asleep on the iron
grating, where visitors ascend to
peek from the eyeports in the stat-
ue's torch arm. He was snoring
loudly.

IG had intended to enjoy this
SNpanoramic view of New York
harbor, but now he suddenly changed
his mind. He turned and began to
tip-toe down the zig-zag stairs.

But the cruel Fate that had drawn
them together, out of the million and
one places that a sailor might go in
New York, added now another dirty
dig. Iron Morgan, slumbering heav-
ily, was visited by a bad dream.
Probably a dream that he was hang-
ing by his toes on the edge of a
precipice, and that a lion was gnaw-
ing at his leg.

He grunted, muttered, and stirred.

And then he woke up.

He felt bad. His head ached.
Memory of the stuff he had bought
and drunk sickened him. It certainly
didn’'t compare with the mellow per-

fume that still saturated his best
blues. The Battery Park stuff tasted
more like boiler compound.

He sat up, and his eyes sought
some outlet for his ugly mood. He

heard the cautious step on the stairs
below. He looked down, then rubbed
his eyes. He shook his head, hauled
himself uncertainly to his feet, and
looked again.

Sure enough! There was the runt
of a rookie that had been the cause
of all his trouble!

His fists doubled into togglehead
knots, his chest swelled, and he emit-
ted a walrus-like roar:

“Belay there, boot!”

Snig halted unhappily, as Morgan
started down the stairs in pursuit
of him. A pain romped around in-
side the big sailor’'s thick skull as
he emitted another roar that made
the first one seem like the gentle
swish of tropic surf cn coral strands.

“Hey, vya spindle - legged little
pumpkin-roller! Ya rat-eyed minnow!
Ya dirty little squirt o’ green bilge!
I told ya—!”

He charged down on Snig, who
looked about him desperately, then
turned and heaved an unfinished pop-

corn ball into his oncoming enemy’s
face.

The popcorn ball crashed like a
fragmentation shell. Iron Morgan
paused to claw the sticky Kkernels
from his face, then sputtering an-

other salvo of blood-curdling threats,
he charged on.

Snig rounded a landing, then
leaped nimbly onto the slick, metal
railing and slid to the land below.

But Iron Morgan's feet were accus-
tomed to ladder rungs. He clattered
down in pursuit.

‘I gotcha now!” he bellowed.

eaching Snig, he
R crushing fist.

Snig relied again on his squirrel-
like ability to be some place else at
the critical instant that Morgan's
bunch of fives whizzed past his ear.
The force of the blow carried Mor-
gan half around. He lost his uncer-
tain footing and sat down with a
thump.

Snig leaped over him and ran up
the stairs. Morgan arose and pur-
sued. But he was never quite fast
enough to catch up with the little

swung a
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rookie. Snig seemed to be every-
where at once. On the stairs one
moment, on the railing the next,

sometimes under them, but never in
reach of the menacing fists.

The chase presently began to tell
on Morgan’s condition. He was not
built for speed anyhow. His roars
became less and less violent, until
they were reduced to a gurgling
gasp.

Finally he flopped on the stairs—
panting, sweating—and wishing that
he had a boathook to aid him in
bringing his prey within fistic range.

S he paused, with Snig roosting
A above him, munching popcorn,
the glow of the later afternoon sun
stole through the eyeports above,
casting a cathedral-like radiance
through the shadowy interior of the
statue. For it was growing close
onto five o’clock. And, unbeknownst
to either Morgan or Snig Vance, the
excursion boat, at the landing far
below, was about to shove off on her
last return trip of the day for the
Battery.

This reminder came to them when
the call of a watchman sounded down
in the base of the statue.

“All out?” came the shout.

Snig felt that something was about
to go wrong again. For the first
time during his seige, he spoke.

“Reckon we might go down and
talk this hcah ovah outside?” he
suggested plaintively.

“No!" roared Morgan. “When I'm
finished with vya, there won't be
nuthin’ left to talk over!”

The warning toot of the excursion
boat floated up to them. Morgan
mopped his beaded brow. Snig lapsed
into meditative silence and*-switchcd
from popcorn to peanuts.

And then a door banged shut down
below. Down in the base of the
statue.

The excursion boat gave a double

toot. Morgan knew that two toots
meant shoving off.

“Say!” he sputtered. A gradual
dismay was spreading over lris warm
countenance. “Say, wot the—!”

He got up and galloped up the
stairs. But not in pursuit of his
bantam-sized prey this time. He
ignored Snig entirely. He ascended
to the eyeports. One look was
enough.

The excursion boat was writing
her wake in the soup-green of the
harbor, already on her way Battery-
wards !

Iron Morgan groaned and collapsed
onto the topmost step. So this was
the end of his roaring, hell-raising
liberty! Locked up in the Statue
of Liberty! AIll on account of this
measly little cockroach of a rookie!

Then another thought seeped into
his armor-plated cranium. Just when
might he expect to be freed from
this improvised brig? He had some
faint recollection that the statue
would not re-open until eight o’clock
next morning. And by eight bells
on the morrow, the Texarkana would
be steaming down the Atlantic sea-
board, past Hattera6, probably.

HE looked up to see Snig stand-
ing accusingly in front of him.

“Now see what yuh done!” said
Snig. “Mah liberty expires at ten
o'clock!”

Morgan sighed deeply.

“Well, how about my liberty?” he

demanded, “Ya shrimp!”

“All'll be over-leave!” mourned
Snig.

“Over-leave, hell 1 In ten days

we'll be deserters!” Morgan had lost
all desire now to exterminate his

companion in misery, He satisfied
himself with a growled threat:

“l oughta twist yer couplin’s
loose!”

“That won't git neither of us no-
where,” Snig reminded him. “Reckon
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we better declare a armistice, suh?”
Morgan lowered his face into his
hands and did not reply. Out in

the harbor came a short toot from a
passing merchantman, then the dis-

tant striking of two bells. Five
o’clock. The bells sounded like a
funeral dirge.
IG contemplated his shipmate

SNsympathetically.

“Doan’ give up,” he piped cheer-
fully. “We'll git out!”

“How?” snarled Morgan, lifting

his face from his hands.

“Somehow! We plum got to!”

“Well, hgger it out, worm,” re-
sponded Morgan. He sadly lit a
cigarette and settled on the step.
“G’'wan, git busyl My patience ain't
gonna las.t fer always! And,” he add-
ed, “lemme tell ya sumthin’ else. If
ya don't get us outa here, there’ll
only be one sailor left in the morn-
ing!”

Snig considered this proposition as

he delved into his pocket for more
peanuts.

“Hev a goober?” he offered very
politely.

“No!” bellowed Morgan. The

thought of a peanut made him sea-
sick.

Snig turned then and descended
the zig-zag stairs. To the bottom.
Morgan heard him shake the door,
which was securely bolted. He heard
Snig foraging around down there,
and wondered dully how many future
liberties this A. W. O. L. was going
to cost him. He could sec his name
on the watch-list, with a sinister
red mark opposite it. His past rec-
ord was not altogether spotless, and
he could imagine the look on the
chief engineer’'s face should he try
to explain that he missed his ship
on account of being locked up in the
Statue of Liberty.

The chief had once told him that
the only legitimate excuse for an

over-leave was sudden death. And
in Morgan’'s case, he would demand
a sworn affidavit and a good look
at the corpse to believe that.
Snig returned presently. As he
panted to the Ilofty perch where
Morgan mourned, Morgan greeted

him with a scowl.
“Wotcha got there, worm?”
Snig held up a coil of rope.
“Found hit in a paint locker down

theah,” he said cheerily.

"Yah? Wotcha figger on doin’
with it? Hangin’ yerself?”

“Ah figgered as how we mought

bust out one o' them peek-holes.”

“An eyeport, ya mean? Wot fer?”

“Well, yuh see, Ah’'m sort o’ small-
like. | kin wriggle out. Yore big
and husky, so if yuh’'ll lower me
down, Ah’ll git somebody to unlock
that doah. An’ then take us ashore!”

Iron Morgan meditated. He took
a final drag at a cigarette, then flung
it into the gloomy depths below.
He got to his feet and pressed his
face to the thick plate glass of an
eyeport.

AR below, he did not know how

many hundred feet, was the in-
significant speck of Liberty Island,
with a watchman’'s shack at one cor-
ner of it, some distance from the
statue. The spread of the harbor
was a dizzy distance. It nauseated
him to gaze upon it. His experience
of the morning had not in any way
abolished his deep-seated dread of
high places.

When he turned and again faced
Snig, his face was as green as the
harbor water.

“Ya mean,” he breathed, "that yer
willin’ ta let me dangle ya outa this

here—” He suppressed a shudder.
“Sho’ thing! Our only chanct,
hain’t it?”
Morgan swallowed hard and took

rope from Snig’'s hand.
it critically.

the coil of
He inspected
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“The it ain't

he said.

“Yessuh, hit is! Ah allow that
when Ah’'m at the rope’s end, Ah'll
grab hold down theah and make mah
end fast. Then sling down yore
end. Thataway Ah kin make it to
the ground!”

line, long enough,”

ORGAN eyed the little gob with

grudging admiration stealing
into his eyes. He took another look
from the eyeport. The distant lights
of Manhattan and Jersey City were
beginning to send thin glimmers of
light across the water. Beacons
blinked. Red and green riding lights
swam to and fro along the busy
road-stead. Ferries, like lighted dra-
gons, plied in the maze of other
craft. To his ears came the medley
of harbor sound.

He shivered and then leaned back
against the iron railing.

“Here goes, then,” he said, raising
one foot, and removing therefrom
his heavy No. 11 shoe. He raised it
over his shoulder and struck the
eyeport a smart blow.

The glass cracked. He smashed
again. It broke. Shattered particles
dropped downward, against the cop-
per sides of the statue. A cool, eve-
ning wind swept in.

He stuck his face out.

“Mebbe 1| can raise help by hol-
lerin’,” he said.

“Too much noise from ships,” said
Snig.

Nevertheless, Morgan tried a few
“yahoos” and “ahoy below” signals.
But even his great voice was
drowned in that steady flow of sound
that rose from the world's busiest
port.

He finally gave up hopes in this
direction.

"Awright, then,” he grunted. He
lashed one end of the coil of rope
around Snig’s skinny chest, while
Snig squirmed out of the broken

eyeport, one hand gripping the slack
of the rope, the other clutching his
last popcorn ball.

“Ready?” said Morgan, hoarsely.

“Lower away, suh,” came Snig's
cheerful voice from the outside,
where he clung.

Morgan wrapped the rope around
one hand, and gave the little gob one
long, shuddery gaze. His scalp puck-
ered uncomfortably.

“Hey, worm!” he gurgled. “Do me
a favor! Please lay off that damn
popcorn ball!l Woncha?”

Snig obligingly dropped the un-
devoured portion of it inside his
blouse front. Morgan braced his feet
and began paying out rope, foot by
foot. The scraping of Snig’s feet on
the outer surface of the statue di-
minished until the sound ceased al-
together.

Iron felt exceedingly sick and faint.

“Musta been that lousy likker,” ha
complained to himself, shakily.

HE coil at his feet writhed and

twisted. It grew smaller until
the last coil crept up into his hands.
He took a hitch then around his
arm with the last fathom, while he
secured the end of the rope to the
iron railing at his back.

It was black-dark inside the statue
now, and he sat down to wait for
Snig, as he had suggested, to make
fast his own end, down below. Then
to untie the upper end from the
railing and cast it outside.

He had barely seated himself,
when a rasping sound came up to
him, out of the darkness, He listened
alertly. He heard the door open.
The door that had slammed shut
some two hours or more before!

“Hello! What's goin’ on up
there?”

It was the same voice that had
called up at them before! The gruff
voice of the statue watchman 1

Morgan jumped to his feet with a
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yell that echoed against the walls
of his prison.

“Hold on, down there!” he yowled.
“I'm cornin’!”

He felt his way down the
lighted steps, down one zig-zag flight
and another, until he reached the
bottom, breathless. There the watch-
man turned the beam of a flashlight

on him.

un-

"l thought so!” he grunted. “A
sailor! Why,” he asked himself,
“can't the Navy stay out on the
ocean? Way out!”

“Take me ashore, mister,” pleaded
Morgan.

HE watchman considered. He

bent a mercenary eye on the big
sailor.

“Hm-mm,” he reflected. “I might
lend you a rowboat. But first you
gotta dig up. two dollars.”

“Two bucks? What for?”
“For busting out a eyeport. Aw,
don’'t deny it! The glass fell on my

shack down there, and doggone near

scared the daylights out o' me! |1
thought the old girl was tumblin’
down!”

Morgan sadly delved into his star-
board midships pocket. He counted
out a crumpled dollar bill and eighty-
five cents in small silver.

“There’'s my last penny, mister,”
said Morgan.
“1t’'ll have to do, then, | suppose,”

said the watchman heartlessly. He
reached out and pocketed the money.
“C’'mon, now.”

They went outside and the watch-
man slammed and locked the door.

It did not occur to slow-witted Iron
Morgan, until they were half-way
across to the boat landing, that the

runt rookie was perched somewhere
up there on the Goddess of Liberty,
helpless either to ascend or descend.

Not knowing how well the wupper
end of the rope was secured.
Slowly, then, the crocodile smile

returned to Morgan’s mouth. His re-
venge! He had accomplished it af-
ter all, in a singularly neat and ar-
tistic manner.

“It won’'t hurt the little half-pint
none to perch up there fer awhile,”
he argued to himself. “He’s got it
cornin’ to him?!”

“There's the skiff,” said the watch-

man, “tied to the piling, there. I f
you don't get run down by passin’
steamers, you might reach the Bat-
tery in a coupla hours.”

“Lend me a dime, mister,” begged
Morgan. “1 gotta have carfare ta
reach Brooklyn.”

“Be off with ya!” said the watch-

ain't havin’

man, “and be thankful |
you arrested for destruction o' public
propitty! Leave the skiff at the

fireboat station, mind you!”

Morgan climbed down a slippery
ladder, dropped into the small boat,
untied the painter and took up the
oars. A hard tussle with wind and
tide and other hazards was ahead of
him, but as he looked up at the pin-
point of electric light in the goddess’
torch, and her diadem of other lights,
he thought he could see something
huddled on a coppery hump that was

the Goddess of Liberty’'s portside
hip.
he grinned with evil satisfac-
tion as rapid oar dips carried

him away from the boat landing.

“The engineers.
They have no fears . . .

”

Morgan paused in his endless
chanty as he thought he heard a
faint, despairing yell. He heard it
again, and his grin widened.

“Mebbe the watchman’ll hear the
little wart,” he chortled. “But one
thing sure, they ain't no more row-
boatsl”

... They never balk at trifles.
They hang by their toes . . .”
pulled heartily, in

Iron Morgan
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time to the tune. He was happily
oblivious of the perils ahead of him.

T was nearly an hour past mid-
I night as the Texarkana steamed
at quarter-speed down the channel
towards Ambrose light. In the bat-
tleship’'s wardroom sat Lieutenant
Varney, checking over his muster
sheet. ‘““All present and accounted
for,” he remarked to the chief en-
gineer, who had just entered the
wardroom on his way below, “except
that rookie who reported aboard at
noon. Didn’'t figure he'd go over the
hill on his first liberty!”

“Navy's goin’ to the dogs,”
marked the chief engineer. "l lost
a man in the big town, too. Big lug
named Morgan. Good riddance,
though. Hey, pantry! Bring me a
cup o' coffee! Chop-chop!”

Lieutenant Varney closed his mus-

re-

ter sheet, got up from the ward-
room table, and started up on deck.

“l want a good-by look at the
Goddess of Liberty,” he said. “Lord
knows when I'll see her again.” Var-
ney was an Atlantic Fleet officer

and he didn’'t relish the West Coast
cruise. As he ascended the compan-
ionway to the deck, he saw the statue
off the Texarkana's starboard beam.
Also, off the starboard bow was a
freight-car barge, under tow, crossing

the tide towards the Jersey City
channel.

For some reason not immediately
apparent, the barge had laid to, and
was drifting onto the Texarkana’'s
course, with scant seaway to spare.

The skipper of the Texarkana, up
on the bridge, was having a case
of the nervous jitters.

He yanked the whistle-cord and
tooted a sharp warning to the un-
wieldly barge. The little tug, in
charge of the barge tow, puffed val-
iantly to stem the current. The Tex-
arkana skipper went to the voice-
tube.

“Officer of the deck!” he called in-
to the tube. “Man the searchlight
over the galley! Help that dod-
rotted scow to stand clear 1’

“Aye, aye, sir!” sang the officer
of the deck. He passed the order
and in prompt time the midships
searchlight bathed the channel with

its powerful beam.
“The barge seems to be picking
up some knothead adrift in a row-

boat,” the skipper remarked to the
bridge officer. “Now what the— ?”
In the background of the search-
light's brilliant finger of light loomed
the Statue of Liberty. Lieutenant
Varney saluted her gravely. Then
his seagoing eye was arrested by a
speck that adorned a bulge on her
coppery robe. He blinked and stared,
fixedly. With rapid strides, then,
he made way to the quarter-deck.

“Here, Quartermaster!” he barked.
“Pass me your long-glass for a mo-
ment— !”

CUSING the long-glass on the
thatue, he stared transfixedly. He
lowered the glass, then, and returned
it to the quartermaster of the watch.
Then he raced forward, and ran up
the ladder leading to the bridge.

It was probably the first time in
naval history that a man-o’-war stood
by to rescue a sailor eating peanuts,
not on a burning deck but on a lofty

bump on a mighty statue. The mo-
tor launch from the Texarkana
reached Liberty Island in a streak

of foamy wake. Lieutenant Varney
aroused the now bewildered watch-
mman, and tore into the statue with
the watchman and the rescue party
from the ship at his heels.

“But | tell you there ain’'t no
sailor in there!” the watchman was
vociferating for the tenth time. *“I
know, because | already got one
out— 1’

But when Lieutenant Varney and
his work party hauled in a long rope
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and produced a dangling rookie, the

watchman swore a large, round oath

to the large, round moon.
“Migosh!” he demanded once more.

"Why don’'t the Navy stay out in
the ocean! In the middle!”
“Well, Lewis,” was Lieutenant

Varney's exasperated greeting of the
unusual over-leave, “1 hope you got
fresh air enough to last you awhile!”
“Why-so, suh?” Snig inquired.
“Because it sure looks like you're
going to make your first Navy cruise
in the brig!”

HE skipper of the Texarkana was
Tinclined to the same view when
Snig was haled before him a little
later. “1'm going to put you on bread
and water till we reach Panamal!” he
vowed. “But before you're locked
up, tell me how in the name of seven-

teen sins did you happen to be
perched up there?”

“Well, suh,” began Snig, “it was
thisaway—"

Just then Admiral O'Houlihan,

learning that the culprit responsible
for the flagship's delay was on board,
stormed onto the bridge.
“Captain!” he interrupted. “Bread
and water is too good for this man!

.What is the Navy coming to, any-
how? Nothing but hell-raising now-
adays! Too much liberty— !”

Snig Lewis turned towards the
angry speaker. The overhead light
revealed his face to Admiral O'Hou-
lihan. The face of the little gob
who had witnessed his tragic loss on
the monkey-bridge, over Dry Dock
No. 1 Thunderation! A horrible

thought hit the admiral square be-
tween the eyes. What if this under-
sized rookie should make some pain-
ful, embarrassing allusion to that!
Why, In tlo time at all, he, Admiral
O'Houlihan would be known through-

out the entire Navy as the rum-
swizzling commander-in-chief!
No, sir! It wouldn’'t do! Not in

these times! “It was thisaway, suh,”
Snig began again. “Ah was—!”
“Hold on, hold on!” broke in Ad-

miral O'Houlihan. He had the ability
to think fast on his feet, O’Houlihan
did. That is how he had put the
broad stripe on his sleeve.

His temper underwent a remark-
able change. Like a simmering kettle

when a chunk of ice is dropped into
it. “Ahem!” he began again, more
mildly. “Ahem! Come to think it
over, Captain, there's nothing in the
book of regulations that pertains to
this— this offense. Am 1 right?”
“Yes, Admiral, you're right,” the

skipper prudently answered.

“1t was thisaway,” Snig began for
the third time.

“Shut up!” roared Admiral O'Hou-
lihan. Then he continued :

ISTEN here, Captain,” he sug-
i gested charitably, “suppose you
let this— this man off with a repri-

mand. A mild reprimand.”

“Very well, Admiral,” agreed the
skipper. Then to Snig:

“Lewis, go below and turn in!”

“Yessuh,” said Snig, vastly re-
lieved.

“Just another case of too much
liberty,” said the admiral. “Am |
right ?”

“Yes, Admiral,” said the skipper,

“you're right.”
Snig, paused in the emergency ca-
bin doorway, heard the words.
"Yo sho-enough are right, suh!”
he piped up. “Ah’ve had moah Lib-
erty than Ah knowed what ter do

with!”

“Say!” demanded Admiral O'Hou-
lihan, “didn’t | tell you to shut up?
And,” he added meaningly, “to stay
shut up?”

“Yes suh!" said Snig.

Whereupon he flitted from the

bridge, and vanished down the lad-
der towards the berth-deck with the
agility of a squirrel.
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T WAS a black night of howling
wind and raging storm.

stroyer Canute flung onward

The de-

centered on the rhythmic throb of his
beloved engines, while the other half
was concentrated on the damning cir-

through the tempest at a slow twentgumstances that had caused his incar-

knots per hour, rolling and plunging
as only a destroyer can roll, shipping
tons of water over her bow and for-
ward decks.

In the brig, Lieutenant Terry Mec-
Lane crouched on a bunk, his face
twisted into deep lines of dejection
and anxiety. Half his attention was

93

ceration in the brig.

The fleet had started its winter
cruise to Guantanamo Bay, but the
Canute had been left behind because
of a defective boiler discovered at the
last moment. When she finally put to
sea the defect again became apparent,
but the skipper had held her on her
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course, fearing that she would be
cheated out of the cruise altogether
if he again put back for repairs.

Terry McLane muttered wrathfully
under his breath at the folly of it.
“Risk blowing her gut3 out to save a
few days,” he growled to himself,
with the born engineer’s disgust for
a faulty power-plant, then shrugged
his shoulders. The engines of the
Canute were no longer any affair of
his.

EY had been no affair of his
T:ince the night before when Lieu-
tenant Boyd, chief navigator, had
been discovered in his cabin with a
knife driven to the hilt in his back.

This would have concerned the
chief engineer but little, except for
the fact that it had been his knife
which had killed Boyd.

It was unavoidable evidence against

McLane, although there was no ap-
parent motive, and the skipper, fol-
lowing the hard path of duty, had

consequently arrested the chief on
suspicion.

Terry shook his red head and snort-
ed ragingly. “ 'Tis likely 1'd have left
my knife in him if 1I'd killed him, now
ain’'t it?” he growled to himself.
“’'Twas a clever trick to throw the
blame on me, and they'll stick me for
it sure as hell unless—"

He paused, considering the matter
thoughtfully. He had his own ideas
of who had committed the murder.
He knew that Halliday, chief ma-
chinist’s mate, had hated Boyd with
an abiding hatred, although he didn't
know the reason for it.

He had also discovered Halliday
washing a red stain from his cuff on
the night of the murder. It was a
slender enough thread on which to
base suspicion, but he clutched at it
as eagerly as a drowning man is said
to clutch at a straw. It might mean
the difference between life and a de-
grading and shameful death to him.

For in Terry's own Irish heart, he
believed that his assistant was just
the type to drive a knife into the back
of a man he hated, given the oppor-
tunity. Yet he had no proof that
would offset the damning evidence of
that knife.

“Thunder!” groaned the chief,
doubling his big battle-scarred fist
into an iron ball, “if 1I'd had it in for
Boyd, 1'd have smashed the face of
him, and maybe give him the boot as
is the proper way to deal with an
enemy, but a knife in the back—
wurra I’

He shook his head dismally, feeling
the noose already tightening around
his neck. The helplessness of his
situation was what depressed him
most. There was nothing subtle about
the chief of the Canute.

He was a smashing, fighting Irish-
man who was afraid of nothing that
he could face with doubled fists, but
this was something he could not fight.
He could only wait for what was to
happen—wait in hopeless misery.

ET even this could not quite hold

his attention from his crippled
engines. Feeling the long, narrow
ship hesitate and quiver to the buffet-
ing of the waves, he knew that the
wind was now blowing a hurricane.

He could picture the gigantic black
waves cascading over the slender bow,
smashing against the pilot house and
the four stubby stacks of the Canute,
smothering her in flying spume. And
Halliday was in charge of the engine
room with that defective boiler to
contend with.

Halliday was a good engineer, but
he was apt to lose his head in an
emergency, and besides, Terry was
convinced that he was the Killer of
Lieutenant Boyd.

The chief gritted his teeth, his fin-
itching for the throttle of his
He knew those engines as a
loved

gers
engines.
mother knows her child. He
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them, and he thought that they knew
and loved him, responding to the
touch of his hands with a human in-
telligence, as they would respond to
no other man.

He glanced up as the master-at-
arms flung open the door of the brig,
and the skipper entered, to stand star-
ing down upon him, his face strange-
ly gray under the swaying electric
light.

"Terry,” said Commander Lewis at
last, his lips twitching in a way that
was foreign to his usual grim stoicism,
"l want you to take command of the
engine-room again.”

R an instant the Irishman's face
F(:Iamed with elation, then he
scowled and shook his head.

"I'm suspected of murder, sir,” he

said bitterly, “and as long as I'm un-
der suspicion | will not touch the en-

gines. No. not if Halliday runs her
nose into the bottom. God knows |
never used a weapon besides my own
two fists against any man—1 never
needed to,” he added simply.

The commander’'s lips tightened.
"Terry,” he said tensely, “with the

evidence against you, | was only do-
ing my duty in putting you under ar-

rest, and you know it. What else
could | do?

"But I've just had an SOS from
the Mavis. She carries passengers—

women and children-—and she’s sink-
ing by the head about fifty miles to
the north of us. Her boats are de-
stroyed and the message states that

she can’'t live two hours in this
storm.”

He paused, the strained lines in
his face deepening. "We're only
making twenty knots and Halliday is
afraid to put more steam in that
boiler. We’ll never make it in time

at this rate. Terry, you're the only
man on God’s seas who can get the
most out of those engines without
blowing us all to hell.”
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As he listened, the chief knew in
his heart that he was going down to
the engine-room and fight those en-
gines as he had never fought before,
but his stubborn Irish pride would

not let him give in easily. Again he
shook his head.

"I will not,” he stated savagely.
"I'm practically convicted of murder
just because the actual Kkiller was
smart enough to steal my knife to
do his murdering with. I'm locked

up without having a chance, while
the Killer is laughing up his sleeve.

To hell with you all! 'Tis all | have
to say.”
The commander’s face contracted

in a spasm of pain and anger. He
hesitated a moment, started to turn

away, then swung back again.
"Terry,” he cried hoarsely, “my
wife is on board the Mavis. | haven’t

any right to think of that now—it's
a personal matter, but you are the
only one who can get us there in

time. Terry, if I beg you as a per-
sonal favor—"

CURIOUS light gleamed in the
A Irishman’s eyes and he felt a

tug at his heart.
"Sir,” he said softly, "if | take the

Canute through in time, will you
squash this murder charge against
me ?”

He watched intently the conflict-
ing emotion on the skipper’s drawn
face. It was the hardest decision a
man was ever called upon to make.
For an instant Lewis slumped wear-
ily against the bulkhead, then he
snapped himself erect.

"McLane,” he said with cold delib-
eration, "you are not a man—you are

a fiend. | am a sailor first and last
and | know what my duty is. You
may stay here and rot, but I'll Bee
you hanged for murder if it's the
last thing | ever dol”

He whirled jerkily on his heel, his
face twisted in grim passion, but be-
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fore the door could clang shut, Terry
was on his feet and scrambling up
the ladder, a warm admiration for
the skipper in his heart. For Terry
was a sailor, too.

When McLane's feet hit the en-
gine-room deck, Halliday looked at
him with a sigh of relief, although
the two had never liked each other.
But the responsibility of his position
had been too much for him and he
was glad to shift the weight to Mc-
Lane’'s capable shoulders.

HE rest of the engine-room crew
Treacted to the chief's presence.
They knew he was under suspicion
of murder, but they had loved the
roaring, fighting Irishman and they
had supreme faith in his ability to
handle any emergency.

Terry cast one glance at the steam
gauge, saw that it registered a scant
two hundred and fifty pounds, and
sneered openly.

"Afraid of her, huh?” he jeered,
tugging the turbine throttle wide
open, his hands caressing the shining

brass work with loving touch, his
practiced eyes vroving over instru-
ments and gauges in swift, darting
glances.

"Yes, I'm afraid of her—as any
sensible man would be,” Halliday
growled back sullenly. “ ‘Push her
to the danger-point,” the skipper
says. Hell! How can | tell what that
boiler will stand? Another twenty-

five pounds might blow the bottom
out of her.”

"S0-0?” crooned the chief softly.
“Well, Halliday, we'll just see how
much she’'ll stand. The Mavis is al-
most fifty miles to the north. That
means the old girl will have to get
up and paw the air—boiler or no
boiler. And, Halliday, | can tell you
exactly when she has too much pres-
sure.”

"How?” questioned
disbelievingly.

the assistant

“When she blows us to hell I'* re-
torted the chief succinctly, and grin-
ned maliciously as the other's face
whitened.

He whirled suddenly to the fire
room and roared orders that caused
the firemen to spring to their jobs,
putting on the big burner tips that
would spray hundreds of gallons of
oil an hour into the combustion
chambers.

With the added fuel, the fire boxes
began to roar ominously, with angry
tongues of flame shooting out around
the edges, and slowly the throb of
the engine took on a swifter note—a
smooth but challenging clatter and
clang that caused the slim greyhound

of the seas to leap forward like a
live thing.
Terry McLane glanced at the

speed indicator and shook his head.
Only twenty-five knots. They were
picking up speed too slowly to suit
their need for haste. He turned to

his assistant.
"Get those safety valves fastened

down. Chain ’em. | need that steam,”
he snapped. Halliday gasped. Chain
the safety valves down with the

steam pressure at two hundred and

eighty, and a weakened boiler that
would, if it exploded, turn the en-
gine-room into a hell of scalding
steam?

<<'V7'OU'RE crazy!” he shouted back,

1 the perspiration streaming down
his white face—perspiration that was
not entirely caused by the reeking
heat of the room.

McLane turned slowly upon him
and realized again with a fresh shock
that the man was a shivering coward.
Yellowness, in the chief's rough and
tumble code of morals, was the cardi-
nal sin.

“And sticking a knife in a man’s
back is a coward’'s way of fighting,”
was his fleeting thought before he
forgot everything else but the fact
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that he must crowd his engines to
the danger-point—aye, and beyond 1
—if he were to reach the Mavis in
time. "Halliday,” he said with decep-
tive gentleness, but with cold deadli-
ness in his voice, "crazy or not, I'm
in charge of this engine-room. You'll
obey my orders, or you'll wish that
knife had been in your back instead
of Boyd's!”

R an instant the gaze of the two
FSﬁen locked in a battle of wills;
then Halliday backed away, cowed,
and gave the order in ashaking voice.
Instantly men were swarming over
the boilers, chaining down the safety
valves which were already giving
forth their warning jets of steam.

Terry McLane continued to fondle
the turbine throttle, his every sense
alert. His face was calm, but there
was a dancing battle light in the
depths of his blue eyes.

His ears were strained for any
break in the rhythmic throb of the
engines. He crooned softly to them
in a soft Irish brogue and was con-
vinced that they heard and under-
stood. Beneath his expert guidance
they responded as intelligently as
might a high-bred horse.

"Darlin’s, ye wouldn't fail me
now,” he sang confidently.
He glanced at the boiler from

which the danger could be expected,
and knew with some instinct which
is possessed only by the born engi-
neer, that the pressure had not yet
reached the danger-point. Just how
much pressure it would stand, no man
could tell by reason alone, but Terry
McLane's sure instinct was guiding
him now, and he relied upon it fully.

The steam gauge was indicating
three hundred and twenty pounds of
pressure now, and the ship was rock-
eting along through the storm at a
full thirty-six knots and steadily in-
creasing her speed.

As she raced along, fighting her

gallant battle against time and im-
pending death, the Canute was lift-
ing her bows and showing her bot-
tom like a racing boat, while the
flames from her stacks lighted the
storm-driven waves with a red glare
that was nerve-shaking to those far
up in the little pilot house.

Commander Lewis glanced at the
speed indicator and gasped. That
weakened boiler could never stand
the strain, and again he fought a
fierce battle between love and duty
to his men and his ship.

Every instinct within him urged
him to drive ahead to the rescue of
his wife, regardless of all risks, but
grim duty, the ancient tradition of
men who go down to the sea in ships,
held him in its grip. When he finally
caught up the speaking tube, he was
limp and shaken, but his voice was
firm and decided when McLane an-
swered his ring.

<<fTIERRY,” he shouted down the
J- tube, "remember that no matter
what happens, our duty is to the
crew and the ship. Don’t push her
beyond her endurance. It won't help
matters to send her to the bottom.”
McLane’'s voice was lilting with
Irish impudence. He had nothing to
lose now, and for once in his turbu-
lent life he found himself in a posi-
tion where he could “talk back” to
his skipper.
"Do you take
sir,” he chanted
engines to me.

care of your bridge,
back, "and leave my

They're speaking
sweetly, and if 'tis more speed you
want, ’'tis more speed I'll give you.”

"Terry,” the skipper’'s voice was
shaken with emotion, “I'm sorry for
what | said down in the brig. You're
a white man, and I'm proud of you,
whether you killed Boyd or not.
Push her hard, but forget the per-
sonal element and don’t take unnec-
essary risks.”

"Divil a risk, sir,” chirped Terry,
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and hung up the tube. The engines

were beginning to vibrate unpleas-
antly now, racking the whole ship
with their thundering clamor, while

the forced draft roared viciously.

“My God, sir,” Halliday yelled in
his ear, “look at that indicator— she’s
doing two knots better than she ever
did in her speed tests—and with a
rotten boiler! Three hundred and
fifty pounds pressure. | tell you it's
suicide!”

cLANE grinned at him calmly,
Mbut his pulses were beginning
to race under the hammering throb
of his heart which seemed to keep
time to the beat of the engines, and
every nerve was strained in expecta-
tion of the tell-tale hiss of steam
that would betoken the beginning of
the end.

He eyed his white-faced assistant
with jeering contempt.

“Don’t yell before you're hurt,” he
snapped. “I'll make an honest-to-
God engineer out of you before this
cruise is finished.”

“You’'ll blow me to hell!” the other
shrilled back at him, and Terry
shrugged his shoulders. “ 'Twould be
no more than you deserve,” he mut-
tered to himself, and as he eyed the
boiler anxiously, he was not sure but
what the assistant was right.

Steam pressure was nearing the
three hundred and sixty pound mark,
but he couldn’'t slacken speed now.
Every minute, every second even,
was precious.

His vivid imagination pictured the
disabled steamer, her boats gone, wal-
lowing and plunging in the trough
of the sea, the waves washing over
her, threatening to send her to the
bottom, and his lips tightened in
grim resolve.

And then he saw a new menace.
Every man in the engine- and fire-
room crews knew about that weak-
ened boiler.

They knew only too well the dan-
ger they were in.

But they were working with the
steady efficiency of trained Navy
men, nerves under control, enduring
the menace stoically. Yet MclLane
knew how little it took to start a
panic sometimes. He could not afford
that now.

He called an oiler to him, a young-
ster he had noted often for his cool
courage, and spoke in his ear.

“Are ye with me, lad?” he ques-
tioned.

The oiler wiped his sweaty, grimy
face and shot him a comprehensive

glance. "To the Ilimit, sir,” he re-
plied simply.

Terry grinned. “'Tis an Irishman
you are, sure,” he murmured. “Now,
listen, lad. I want you to batten

down all the escapes from the engine-
room and the fire-room. Understand?
Go about it quietly, but fasten ’'em
securely. | don't like the looks of
things entirely.”

HE oiler nodded and glanced
Tacross to where Halliday stood,
his face white and strained. “There's
where the trouble will come from,”
he said grimly, with a side jerk of
his head. “Got a gun, sir?”

Terry laughed and held up his two
knotted fists, the muscles in his fore-
arms twisting and writhing power-

fully. “They are better than a gun,
lad,” he grinned, “and they never
miss firel!”

The oiler nodded and began his

work of battening down the escapes.
The men began to shift about and
mutter uneasily as they saw them-
selves trapped, but they were Navy

men, trained to endure, and they
stuck grimly to their posts. And
whether they knew it or not, it was

the placid calm of their chief's face,
the quizzical twist of his smiling
Irish mouth that gave them renewed
courage.



NO RISK 99

But Terry knew that from now on
it was a question of blind luck
whether that boiler held together or
not. Hide it as he would, he was
growing unsure of himself under the
strain, no longer able to trust his in-
stinct. He knew it must be nearly
daylight now, and he was waiting
tensely for a hail down the speaking
tube that would tell him that the
Mavis had been sighted.

UT no man knew that beneath his
B air of calm indifference, his sure
certainty, he had grown horribly
afraid. Yet, being afraid, he merely
braced his legs more sturdily against
the plunging roll of the ship, grin-
ned, and tugged again at the already
open throttle.

Once, years before, he had seen the
results of a boiler explosion; the
shrieking hiss of escaping steam that
stripped men’s skin to the raw and
quivering flesh and drove them into
screaming insanity, before it merci-
fully killed them.

Brave as he was, it was a thing
that McLane could not contemplate
without an inward shiver of sheer
horror. Yet he stood, swaying easily
to the lurch of the Canute, his eyes
smiling and serene as if no danger
menaced them.

He turned on his heel
shrill with panic, reached his ears.
It was Halliday, hailing the bridge
through the speaking tube.

“He has us imprisoned like rats in
a trap, with all hatches battened
down,” the man was babbling to the
commander. “1 think he’s insane. We
haven't got a chance— the boilers will
go at any moment and—"

But that was as far as he got.
With a savage, cat-like leap, the
chief drove his big fist squarely be-
tween Halliday's eyes, and the man
reeled back and crashed to the floor.

Terry McLane stood above him,
the mad lust to kill raging behind

as a voice,

his blue eyes, then he spat with su-
preme contempt and turned away,

But Halliday was crazed with fear.
He crawled to his feet, the blood
streaming down his face, and stag-
gered over to where Terry stood at
the throttle.

“Damn you!” he screamed, “it's
murder— that’'s what it is—murder!
You know you're going to hang any-
way, and you don’'t care what hap-
pens. You shunt the steam and shunt
it quick, or I'll kill you!”

Terry drew back his big fist to
strike again, then hesitated. For the
moment he had forgotten the murder
charge that hung over him, but the
assistant’'s words brought it forcibly
to his mind again.

A sudden wild thought struck him
and caused his heart to leap fiercely.
The man’s nerve wa3 breaking, and
here was a chance that might turn
their desperate situation to his own

advantage. Eagerly, cunningly, he
grasped it instantly.
“Right you are, Halliday,” he

shouted grimly. “1I'm not a murderer
but I'll hang for it just the same. |
don’t give a damn what happens. If |
blow the ship to hell, at least it will
be a cleaner death than hanging!”

T that tense moment, cold water,
A dangerous but necessary, was
pumped into the boilers and they
responded with a roaring clang and
clamor that almost burst the ear
drums. The glass of steam gauges
shivered out and struck the floor
with a tinkle, and the steel deck of
the engine-room vibrated with a force
that stung men’s feet through thick
soles.

With a wild shriek, Halliday cow-
ered away, throwing his arms before
his face in a shielding gesture, and
McLane held his breath, awed by the
unholy thunder of mighty power
held under leash.

But Halliday was beyond reason;
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from beneath his coveralls he snatch-
ed an automatic pistol, thumbed the
safety and pressed the trigger.

The heavy slug seared across the
chief'sred head, leaving a long bloody
streak, clanged sharply against metal,
and ricocheted against the far bulk-
head. Before Halliday could fire
again, McLane was upon him in a
panther-like leap, roaring in mighty,
savage rage.

UT his knotted fist did not fall.
B Instead he grasped the weapon,
gave it a quick twist and wrenched
it from the assistant’s nerveless hand.
Then a slow, terrible grin overspread
his face as his eyes bored into Halli-
day's.

He leaned close to the cowering
man, his voice vibrant, deadly. “I'm
going to drive this bumboat to hell,
Halliday,” he yelled. "What do |
care what happens as long as I'm to
hang anyway? But it isn't a pleasant
way to die, is it, man?”

Breathlessly he watched the other’s
face as he clawed the air in frantic
gestures and struggled to speak. If,
as he was convinced, the man was
guilty of Boyd’s murder, now was
the best chance he would ever have
to force a confession from him. He
was working his hunch to the limit.

But while he waited, there came
the sudden shrill scream of escaping
steam. “There she goes!” yelled a
voice, and every man stood rooted in

his tracks. There was nothing they
could do now to avert the catas-
trophe.

Tense and grim, Terry McLane

peered through the mist and breathed
a great sigh of relief as he saw what
had happened. One of the chains
had loosened and a safety valve was
popping off, filling the room with
hot, reeking steam that would do no
damage. But he saw his chance and
he took it without hesitation.

His hand shot out to a lever, then
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he looked Halliday straight in the
eyes and laughed aloud. “Our only
chance is to shunt the steam,” he
yelled, "but 1'd rather be blown to
hell than hang. Let her go!”

But Halliday had reached the
breaking point. His face was a yel-
low mask from which his eyes

gleamed with a red, insane light, and
he raised his shaking, claw-like
hands.

"I killed him,” he screamed sud-
denly. "l stole your knife to throw
suspicion on you, and Kkilled Boyd
with itl Now for God’s sake shunt
that steam— 1 can’t die like this!”

Terry drew himself up to his full

height, filled with a surging relief
and unexpected triumph, and looked
around. A dozen men, held spell-

bound by the tense drama enacted
there in the over-heated engine-room,
with death thundering about them,
had heard the confession.

E nodded his head in silent satis-

faction and stepped forward,
measuring Halliday with calculating
eyes. Grim, implacable, his fist drew
slowly back, then it shot forward
with a hundred and eighty pounds
of brawn behind it, caught Halliday

on the point of the chin and lifted
him clear of the floor.

His body struck in a corner, roll-
ing limply to the heave and lurch
of the destroyer.

McLane turned away just in time

to meet the wild rush of men from
the fire-room. The sudden hiss of
escaping steam had snapped their al-
ready overstrained nerves, and -the
fact that they found the fire-room es-
capes effectively closed, merely added
to their panic.

Convinced that the chief was a
mad-man bent on their destruction,
they charged wildly, but the engine-
room crew remained loyal and met
the rush fiercely.

A wild-eyed fireman snatched up
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Halliday’'s pistol which had skidded

across the floor, firing wildly. But
Terry McLane, now thoroughly
aroused, burst through and caught

the man’s wrist in a paralyzing grip.
The automatic dropped into his
hand as the bone in the fireman’s arm
snapped, but scorning to use it, he
hurled it over a boiler and swung
his mighty fists in smashing blows.
In an instant the engine-room was

a turmoil of frenzied, shouting and
fighting men. Locked together be-
tween steel bulkheads, with hide-
ous death thundering about them,

they fought with the fierce savagery
of ravening beasts.

Once McLane went down under
the glancing blow of a hurled
wrench, felt feet that trampled him
heedlessly, and scrambled up again,
his voice roaring defiance above the
clamor of the engines.

N the hot, vitiated air of the
I room, such fury could not last
long. The firemen were being slowly
r'-iven back, their panic subsiding
somewhat as there was no immediate
explosion.

And then came the signal which
Terry had long awaited. Slow speed
ahead! It meant that the Mavis had
been sighted, beyond a doubt. It
meant that the battle was won.

Fearing now that the boiler might
let go on the very verge of success,
he fought his way frantically for-
ward, hurling men to left and right.
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to shut down the
power now with such a head of
steam, but the emergency trips
shunted it, and instantly the speed of
the destroyer diminished.

Stunned by the sudden release
from danger, the men stood panting,
dripping with sweat. The stop sig-
nal came, Terry closed the throttle
slowly, and the Canute rose and fell
in the trough of the sea, but appar-

It would be fatal

ently the fury of the storm had

abated.

AFTER what seemed hours of
waiting, Commander Lewis’

voice came down the speaking tube.

“McLane?” he questioned, his voice
shaking with relief, “we arrived just
in time to save the passengers. We're
bringing them off in the boats now.
It was a record run, Terry.”

“Sure, sir,” retorted the chief with
wicked nonchalance, “ 'tis nothing to
what she could do if | pushed her.
And by the way, Halliday very kind-
ly confessed to murdering Boyd.”

“Great! | didn't think you were
the kind to knife a man in the back.
And Terry—you drove her hard, but
I suppose )ou took no unnecessary
risks?"

“No, sir—never a risk,” said Terry
McLane innocently. Then he hung
up the tube, mopped his haggard
face, and grinned weakly to himself.

“’'Twas a good lie—I1 hope the
skipper believed it!” he muttered, as
he turned wearily back to his engine.

Something Entirely Different! New!

An Air Magazine Featuring a Full
Book-Length Novel Based
on the Adventures of

JOHN MASTERS
the World’s Greatest Sky Fighter!

THE FASTEST FICTION CRATE THAT EVER FLEW ONTO A NEWSSTAND

And It'} only Ten Cents

EVERYW'HERE i-:

Get Your Copy Todayl



RED
FOG

Fellow Allan Strang on the
Perilous Sky Trail of a
Crimson Secret of
Dread

A Complete Novelette

By ARTHUR J. BERKS

Author of “The Black Falcon,"” “Bare
Fists," etc.

CHAPTER 1

Abysmal Silence

TRANGLING fingers of numb-
ing terror clutched at the
throat of Allan Strang as the

awful silence settled over the dozen
Spads, the squadron of Fokkers, the
Vickers and the Spandaus.

One second and the sky had been
filled with the smashing diapason of

roaring motors full out, on ships
which spun and dived like chips in
a maelstrom. Bees which were bul-
lets that had hummed across his
cockpit, no longer hummed. The
chattering of guns had died away
into the abysmal silence.

Yet, save for the lack of sound,
nothing had changed.

The Ninth Squadron was still in

there with the Germans, fighting like
the sky bulldogs they were. Strang
could still see the tendrils of smoke
about a score of spinner caps. By
the blurs of many propellers he knew
that all the motors still were full
out.
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But he heard nothing.

His lips twisted wryly as he real-
ized what had happened.

“Well,” he told himself harshly,
“1 asked for it, I guess.”

He was thinking of his hobby, be-
gun way back when he had been a
child. His father had been totally
deaf and had filled his son with fear
of deafness—so that, since his gram-
mar school days, Allan Strang had
experimented with lip reading.

“Yes,” he said again, “l asked for
it.”

A Fokker darted across in front
of his Spad. It hung between earth
and sky, plastered against the blue
like a bat nailed to a screen, directly
ahead of him.

Of course, no ship hung like that,
for automatically, as the Fokker
flashed across, he had shunted the
nose of his Spad to follow, so that



it seemed the Fokker did not move
at all.

Strang’s slim strong fingers drop-
ped swiftly, surely, to the triggers
of his Vickers. He saw them bounce
and jump on their mounts. He felt
them grow hot under his hands. He
saw the tracers smash out at the
enemy cockpit—but he heard nothing
at all.

The Fokker dipped away, with a
head lolling on the cockpit coaming.
For a split second after he saw his

bullets go home, Strang looked into
the white face of the enemy, up-
turned to glare into the muzzles of
his death-dealing Vickers. He was

so close he saw the lips of the enemy
move—but no, he found he could not

read them. It was too far, and the
Fokker traveled too fast, falling
away, dropping in deadly, appalling

silence down the sky.

Gone for the moment was the ne-
cessity of savage combat, the attack
and retreat of bitter dog-fight.
Strang’'s hand went to his forehead
and came away wet—and red. He
jerked off his gauntlet and ran his
hand through his hair, following a
queer bleeding wound which angled
down over his temple past his right
ear. “That's what did it,” he said to
himself. “My God! Never again to
hear! Birds; music; voices of friends
and loved ones. Not even my own
voice. But there is one thing that
makes it bearable—now. | can’t hear
the maddening drumming of gun-
fire, the roaring of motors gone mad,
nor the smashing of bullets!”

Since he could not hear, his vision
must serve now both as ears and as
eyes—and that would not be easy.
His lips became a firm straight line.

He realized if ever his injury were

103
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or rather the result of it,
read out of the air

discovered,
he would be
service.

The service needed men who could
hear.

His superiors must not know. He
must begin to lie; in a way, cheat.
But he could not well be criticized
for it

He looked at his reddened hand
before he placed it back on the stick.
It did not tremble. He smiled to
himself, and the smile had something
in it that no German would have
relished. It was a death’s-head smile,
a grim twisting of the lips that was
somehow other-worldly. Some great
change had come to him in the
silence.

like the numbing ef-
One had a don’t-
give-a-damnish feeling about it all,
as if nothing mattered in the least.
And when nothing mattered, a
weight lifted from the soul.
Strang saw a string of holes begin
to eat a way across his instrument
board, coming in from his right. He
slipped away with the speed of light,
before the bullets could push his
backbone through his belly.
Hitherto, such a happening would
have made his stomach taut as a
washboard, his lips brittle and cold,

T was oddly
fects of alcohol.

and turned his heart to stone. Now
—he merely slipped away.
He cork-screwed down swiftly,

getting out of range, while he looked
back at the Fokker whose pilot had
almost ended the new experience he
was enjoying. He saw a hooded fal-
con’'s head through the propeller blur,
a white face set in grim lines, a
crouching body behind twin Spandau

guns.
There, but for a bit of luck, rode
the man who would have cut his
back to ribbons, banding it with

streamers of crimson—and the nose
of Strang's Spad was coming up to
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wreak vengeance for what might
have been.

The Fokker flung itself like a stiff
red mantle against the sky as its
pilot divined Strang’s intention. But
Strang set his lips grimly, cast swift
glances around to make sure he flew
into no trap, and brought his nose
slewing over to cover the fuselage
of the Fokker.

The German was tenacious. He
was also a fine flyer, but just now
Strang felt that nobody could hold
him. The Fokker whipped away as
Strang’s tracers started eating their
way forward from its tail. Strang
shifted his feet and his hands, forc-
ing the Spad to his will, and his
hands dropped to his triggers as
his feet bit into the rudder bar and
his knees held the stick steady.

He watched his Vickers do their
grim, awful duty, and was at peace.
Sound had always emphasized the
fact that he sought to slay. Now,
when one sought to do murder in
silence, it did not somehow seem so
bad.

His guns buck-jumped on their
mounts. His eyes were glued to his
ring-sights and he was forcing the
Fokker’'s pilot into his line of sights.

The man was looking back, moving
from side to side in his pit as Strang
swept onto his tail, as though he
were trying to rock his Fokker out

of line.

E shook a savage fist at Strang,
H and it was the last time his
hand ever closed into a fist.

Maybe he tried to shake it in a
fist when Strang's bullets hammered
into his back, but the gesture
changed instead to the defeated fly-
er's salute, as the hand with fingers
that trembled in the last convulsive
effort of the doomed—touched the
falcon’s hood of the flyer.

Black smoke poured from
the Fokker’'s motor housing,

under
even as
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the pilot's body slid out of sight,
and was shrouded by evil tongues
of flame that swept back over the
pit.

Strang shuddered a little. Smoke
and flame in such a silence—so com-
plete and absolute—was a little aw-

ful. But even then there was peace
in it, as though the man who had
shook his fist was really untrou-

bled about dying. The Boche ship
went down, spinning.

And then three Fokkers were try-
ing to box him in and Strang forgot

the two he had sent down in a des-
perate, savage attempt to save his
own life and get back to his drome

to work out his new dilemma.

OW he fought out did not mat-
H ter; that his wing fabric was
in shreds and his struts were splin-
ters; that his wings sagged fearfully
when he pulled out of even, shallow
dives, did not matter—the ship hung
together. That was enough.

He felt no special relief when the
Germans finally pulled out of the
fray and cut for home as a dozen
Nieuports came barging into the
fight without being asked.

The American flight leader, Cap-
tain Hines, signaled for formation,
and waved his flyers home. Strang
looked about him as he fell in to the
right rear of the retreating V. Two
Spads had paid toll to the Germans.

He grinned a little. He himself
had paid for those two, though he
had come close to paying in his own
turn.

The flight circled the home drome.
Hines signaled the flyers down in
proper order. Strang dropped down,
easing his ship in, feeling his way
in with a Spad that might go to
pieces when the wheels struck the
earth. It would be a poor way to
die, coming home.

His Spad’'s wheels touched. The
ship rolled swiftly and easily toward
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the tented hangars. Strang grinned
to himself. He seemed even to fly
with more surety. This was a strange
kind of drunkenness. Perhaps the
others, if they knew, would envy
him this thing which had been given
him.

He climbed from the pit when the

ship stopped rolling, and shook his
head as he noticed that his right
wing dragged the ground. The
ground crew took it in hand, the
sergeant in charge shrugging his

shoulders and looking at Strang with
awed wonder in his eyes.

The squadron commander, Major
Howes, came striding across the
tarmac, his glance playing over the

ships which had come home. His
black eyes missed nothing whatever.
He stopped dead still when he saw
the wreck of a Spad which Strang
had brought sdfely in. He stared
at Strang for a moment. Then he
moved aside and spoke with Captain
Hines.

Strang watched their lips, but the
officers were sidewise to him—and
he was a little out of practice. That
made him afraid for a moment, but
only for a moment, because just then
Hines turned full toward him, point-
ing out something to the Major on
Strang’'s Spad—and Strang saw the
words on his lips:

“Not another one of us could have
gone through the box he was caught
in, let alone bring that ship home."

TVITAJOR HOWES nodded curtly
d-V-L and strode toward Strang.
Strang waited,
riddled fuselage.
the ship again,
before Strang.

leaning against his
Howes looked at
then stood directly

“You get the job,” his tense lips
said, “provided you want it |
wouldn’'t order anyone to do it. But
if you'd volunteer—"

He left it hanging in the air.

Strang hoped he had not misread the
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moving lips of the squadron s master.
He wondered what the job was, but
whatever it was he felt hirpself able

to cope with it.
“Whatever it is, Skipper,” he said,

“1'll do it.”

“It’s lone wolf stuff, fifteen miles
behind the lines, Strang,” said Skip-
per Howes. “You haven't got as

much chance of pulling it off as a
celluloid dog has of catching the
hellcat; but the others have even less
and someone has to go.”

“I've said I'd do it, Skipper,” said
Strang. “What is it, sir?”
“It’s night stuff. Wait until every-

body is in the mess hall tonight.”
CHAPTER 11
The Mission

HEN supper call sounded

nobody had yet discovered

the thing which had hap-

pened to Allan Strang. One man,

Lieutenant Gabriel, had almost dis-
covered. Strang had nearly jumped
out of his skin when, crossing the
tarmac, a heavy hand had slapped
him on the shoulder, spun him about.

“What's the idea of day-dreaming,
Allan? | swear I've yelled my head
off right in your ear.”

Gabriel had a big mouth that was
easy to read.

“Sorry, Gabe,” said Strang. “1
must have been thinking. Used to
be that way in school. Sometimes

my mind went wool-gathering and
the prof had to paste me to make
me snap out of it.”

“And what's wrong with your
voice? Something queer about you
since today’'s fight. You're batty!
The others have noticed it, too. Why
whisper at me? Afraid of some-
thing?”

Gabriel was grinning and Strang
realized he had made a slight mis-
take. He remembered that most deaf
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people talked louder than was neces-
sary. Knowing this he had leaned
over backward and spoken too softly.

Gabriel had noticed.
“No,” said Strang. “l guess | was
startled. I was thinking of that

buzzard who creased me today, think-
ing how 1I'd like to have him at close
quarters, where | could put my hands
on him. When you batted me, |
thought he'd got the jump on me.
Kinda nervous, | guess.”

Gabriel looked at him queerly, but
when Strang vouchsafed no further
explanation, shrugged his shoulders.

“Let’'s get in. The OIld Man’s got
something up his sleeve. Must be
tough, too. His face looked as though
he'd either swallowed bitter gall or
had seen a ghost.”

Strang wondered if the facial ex-
pression to which Gabriel referred
had anything to do with what Howes
had said to him. He'd soon know.

They ate supper. Major Howes
rose from his place, straight and
stern—a fine figure of a soldier. No
desk officer, this man, but a driving
disciplinarian, who could fly and
fight with the best of his buzzards.

IS black eyes bored
H of his men.

“We've got a job, fellows,” he said
grimly. “It's been handed to us by
Intelligence. | confess | don’'t like
it. The Air Service's got no busi-
ness picking up the pieces Intelli-
gence can't hold, but this order
comes directly from headquarters, so
it's up to us—"

Howes paused for a moment, tak-
ing a deep breath. Unknown to
himself, Strang was shaping with his
own lips the words of his command-
ing officer. But none noticed be-
cause all eyes were on the OIld Man.

"It's our job,” went on Howes, “be-
cause it lies nearest to us— and be-
cause they do us the honor to believe
we've got men who can handle it.

into those
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Here it is: Fourteen miles directly
east of Masmunster—that’'s seventeen
miles behind the lines—is an area of
wild swamp land.

“No troops could march through it.
It’s as bad as the region of the Ma-
surian Lakes where Hindenburg trap-
ped the Russians. It has no military
value, or so headquarters has believed
until the last two weeks. However,
two agents got to wondering about
things they had heard— parts of a
queer story about—about—"

Again the Old Man hesitated and

Strang saw that look in his face
which Gabriel had noticed and won-
dered about—the look of a man

whose soul is haunted by some dread
nameless thing. But Howes gave his
dread a name.

“—the story about, well, I might
as well say it: Red fog!”

ERE was something so odd

about it that Gabriel burst out,

repeating the two words:
“Red fog! What the hell— ?”
Then he bit his words short off,
teeth down on them.
on him, making
Strang saw the

clamping his
Eyes were turned
him self-conscious.
major glance toward Gabriel, but
didn’'t see the words on the lips of
his wing-mate. He'd missed some-

thing, but he knew about what it
was.

Red fog! Hell's bells! The OlId
Man was speaking in parables—or

had he, Strang, misread the taut lips
of the skipper?

“Did you say red fog?” he asked.

It was an allowable question even
to a man who could hear.

Howes nodded his head.

“Yes. Intelligence got word back
to the two agents. They were to go
into the swamps and find out what
was behind the queer stories. In-
telligence agents have to do things
like that—run down everything.

"The red fog might be—nobody
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knew what. It might spell disaster,
might mean anything or nothing.

The first agent went in. The second
waited for him a week beyond the
time agreed upon, at the rendezvous
they had arranged. Then he went in,
in his turn, after contacting still a

third man and instructing him to
stand by. Well—the second agent
came back—"

Again that pregnant pause before
going on. Now lines, fresh lines, or

old ones that were suddenly deeper
and therefore more noticeable, etched
themselves in Howes' cheeks.

“Yes, the second agent came back.
God knows how he knew enough to
come back to the rendezvous, but he
did. You see, the man was stark
raving mad.

“He babbled of things he had seen
and heard—of strange high, piercing
sounds in the woods which masked
the swamp land, of sounds that ham-
mered against the eardrums, contin-
uous and monotonous like the never-
ending beating of tom-toms, until
the noise thrummed against the very
soul and turned it craven. And he
had found the first agent, half-naked
and babbling of red fog.

lay
could

“rpHE
J- hands on

second agent tried to
the first—but

not. The first agent, in the end, after
a long chase, led the second one
deeper into the swamp, waiting for

him at last on the edge of a bubbling
pool of mud. There he turned, grin-
ing, and said: ‘It can't get me herel’
Then he dropped in and the mud
swallowed him.

“The agent who came back was
still sane then, but traveling through
the woods, always in danger of
quicksands, and listening to the
sounds, thinking of a mysterious red

fog—well, I've told you how he came
back.

“Now, gentlemen, it's up to us. In-
telligence thinks it’s a job for a
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flyer. W e've got to find out about the

red fog. |If it's a new kind of gas—
God Almighty, men, can't you im-
agine it!

“Suppose a red fog were to sweep

over our trenches that would turn
our men into maniacs, who would
turn on one another with ripping
bayonets, trench knives, automatics,
hand grenades! You see, we've got
to find out about the red fog! Who
will go?”

OWES looked directly at Allan

Strang.

Strang, expecting this, jumped to

his feet.

“1'll take it, sir,” he said.

Gabriel leaped up, and Hines, and
Everman, and Johannes. But Howes
waved them down.

“Strang spoke first,” he said grim-
ly. “1 know any or all of you would
go. Nobody has a chance, but if a
plane could be landed close enough
—so that a flyer could get in and
find out things before the swamp,
and the sound, and the red fog ter-
ror could break his nerve—you see?”

Strang nodded curtly. The job
was made to order for him. He
couldn’t hear. If he didn’'t hear the
sounds it was as though there were
no sounds. And yet—was it not
the things one did not understand,

that existed yet could neither be
seen nor heard, that turned men’s
hearts to water?

“When do | start, Major?” he
snapped.

Howes shivered a little. Outside
the far guns rolled. Machine-guns
chattered along the Front, just a

few miles away.

Strang did not
he had a vivid
tinctly he could

hear the guns, but
imagination. Dis-
see red fog creep-
ing in under the door. But he real-
ized it was only the shadow of the
light, where it touched the darkness
of the night on the tarmac.

THRILLING ADVENTURES

Was this menace, merely hinted
at, some new Schrecklichkeit? Often
there had been whispers of atrocities.
Strang had never believed them. He
hated the Germans, but he gave them
credit for honor and manhood—if
either were worth anything in a war
in which men ripped one another to
bits for some cause which few of
them understood, or asked about.

Howes led the way to his office.
Strang felt that he talked as he
walked, but all he could see was the
broad back of the major. If he were
called to task he could say his
thoughts had been occupied with the
red fog, and what he intended to do
about it. But the major either was
not talking or didn't care whether
the flyer answered.

Howes brought out a map.

“We know damn’ little about this
area, Strang," he said, looking up in-
to Strang’'s face as he spoke. “But
Intelligence says that here, accord-
ing to aerial photographs taken from
a great height, is a group of camou-
flaged buildings— that here may be a
spot where a plane can land.

“Understand, Strang, you may be
able to land, but you may never have
a chance to take off again—and will
have to work your way out of the
swamp, on foot, and back here the
best way you know how.”

“l wunderstand, sir,” said Strang
grimly. “Take off or no, I'll land—
and that's the first necessity. If the
government doesn’'t mind the loss of

a Spad—"

“They lose Spads every day!”
snapped Howes. “Spads can be re-
placed.”

“So can men,” said Strang to him-
self grimly.

E strode across the tarmac after
H a swift shake of the major’s
hand and a grave, “Good luck!”
snapped at his back, which he had
not heard. And that was lucky—
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you wished men luck and they didn't
come back. It was well he hadn’t
heard.

A Spad was turning over at the
deadline. Strang tested his instru-
ments, noting that the Spad was the
major’'s own, a trim gray fighting

machine, perfect in every detail. He
whistled softly to himself.

"It must be important,” he de-
cided.

He climbed in, goosed the throttle,
waved the chocks out, slammed down
the field and pushed the ground away
with his wheels and his tail-skid.

E rose to five thousand and head-
H ed eastward. Somewhere ahead,
seventeen miles away, was a horror
which had taken the very souls of
at least two men. He wondered
what sort of brain had devised the
devilish whatever-it-was that had
caused the havoc.

His altimeter said twelve thousand

as he throttled down and coasted
over pencils of flame which came
from countless rifles and machine-
guns— cables of flame from bigger

guns—and was glad for the silence
which might prove his salvation.

Who could say that the Fates
which held the schemes of the war-
gods in their hands had not decreed
that he lose his hearing for the pur-
poses of this very task?

He shrugged and scanned the night
sky for German planes. He knew
he must have been seen or heard,
that telephones jangled a warning
back of the lines—a warning to watch
for a high flying Spad, going east-
ward alone.

It seemed crazy, unreal, that he
felt so peacefully unconcerned about
what lay ahead—where reason told
him that Hell would be his portion.

"Picking up the pieces for Intel-
ligence—,” he caught himself mut-
tering. "W e can’'t give them a chance
to laugh at us.”
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And then he saw the exhaust
flames of ships that rose in the night,
ahead, to the north, to the south.
He brought the stick back into
his belly, rising swiftly to the ceiling
of his ship—then held to his course.

CHAPTER 111

"Naught Shall Sway This Courier”

E set his lips firmly. Let
those Germans come. Maybe

they guessed his mission.
Maybe they didn’'t. It didn’'t matter.
They couldn’'t stop him. He’'d been

given a job. He'd do it or bust a gut
or something. No heroics about it.
You did your job or got Killed.

He watched the ships come up,
bullet fast. He could feel the de-
termination of the Germans who

came to meet him. They wouldn’t
let him past. One ahead, one to the
left, one to the right, still several
miles away— mere minutes as ships
flew.

That told him something. No flight
of squadrons were being sent to stop
him, but picked men, probably the
best from three different ’staffels.
The Germans were methodical, thor-
ough. Three picked flyers, probably
men with record descendus.

He tested out his Vickers, sending
the bullets through his prop arc. He
couldn’'t hear the chattering of his
guns, but he could feel the trembling
of them. He was ready.

He let his gun out a notch, aiming
at the plane dead ahead. Some sixth
sense told him it was a Fokker,
fastest flyer that rode the skies. The
Germans would have it on him in
everything—except that he couldn’t
hear; that he could close out every-
thing except his mission; what lay
ahead, what lay behind.

He whirled at the last thought and

looked back. There were no ship*
behind or under him.
The Germans must feel sure of



110

the three they were sending. That
meant if he lived that he would
reach his objective with frazzled

nerves, a bullet-riddled crate and a
tired body—cold meat for the terrors
of the swamp of mystery. He only
shrugged.

All in the night's work.

The Fokker came up with a rush.
The pilot was over-eager. Pencils
of flame spurted from his guns while
he was still out of range. Strang
studied his crate, seeking for bullet
holes.

He didn't even zig-zag, knowing
that only chance would send a bullet
into a vital spot at such a range.
The enemy was almost dead ahead,
but several hundred feet below.

Strang nosed over and slanted
down, letting his motor full out. This
business he knew. His knees gripped
his stick with savage intensity.

IS thumbs went to the triggers.

His eyes were glued to the sha-
dowed ring-sights. The Fokker bulk-
ed larger and larger. Strang swore
softly, giving grudging admiration
to the German who flew straight into
the muzzles of his guns.

The German was sure of himself
or did not believe in the expertness
of his enemy. Now Strang’'s guns
began to tremble again, under his
hands.

His tracers spurted into the night
and he knew he was shooting high.
He saw that it was to be a test of

nerve. He wouldn’'t give ground.
Neither, apparently, would the Ger-
man. But in the end the German
would. They were not fools. Only

the Yankees were that—fools for per-
sonal pride. But it got them through.

The Fokker faltered, then swung
back on her course. Strang could
feel his ship lose vitality somehow,
as a man you are fighting wilts when
he has taken a blow that saps his
strength.
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What had gone? A strut? No,
they were all there. Maybe his land-
ing gear. It didn't matter, for he
still flew and his prop ticked over,
a black blur against the night.

His Vickers purred and did not
stop.

Again the Fokker hesitated. Strang
dived like a shot, aiming directly at
the enemy cockpit. That hesitation,
while the German made up his mind
whether to maneuver for position or
to make an issue of this headlong-
meeting engagement, was the Boche’'s
undoing. Strang could almost read
his thoughts. If he hesitated the
other two would come up, help to
rob him of a personal victory.

The German swung back into line,
Spandaus penciling the night with
orange.

But he was too late. Strang knew
that his bullets were smashing into
the Fokker cockpit, into the pilot—
and he kicked his nose to the left a
bit, feeling for the motor of the
enemy. In a swift sudden puff the
Fokker burst into flames.

In a smashing tableau the Fokker
became all red, a ball of fire in the
night—and limned against it Strang
saw the pilot stand up. The man’s
right arm hung useless at his side.
His left lifted in salute for a brief
moment.

EN the German stepped out of
T:he flaming ball, with his clothing
smoking redly, and the night swal-
lowed him, while the wind of his
fall erased the flames he had jumped
to escape.

“Stout fellow!” said Strang in spite
of himself, using the words the Brit-
ish used when they admired a man.

Now Strang looked to right and
left, as the Fokker he had destroyed
rolled drunkenly, in a red haze of

madness, over the sky. He watched
embers drop from it—then bigger
pieces. A wing detached itself and
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fluttered down like a leaf,
streamers of red.

Then Strang was over the place
where the Fokker had died, or start-
ed to die—heading for his objec-
tive. He had scarcely swerved from
his course, nor would he. The other
two were still two miles away, angl-
ing in to cut him off. His altimeter
said ten thousand feet. He kept his
nose down slightly, for greater speed
—and held his throttle wide.

The Spad’s speed increased. Not
knowing how much he had been dam-
aged, he knew his speed was suicidal,
but he must hold it. Those two
could destroy him.

trailing

UCK must ride his wings. And
L there was the future. Suppose
he accomplished his purpose, how
could he win back with a crippled
ship, even if he could take off from
the heart of the swamp?

Half an hour, passed. Ahead, al-
most under him, he could make out
the vast wooded area. He thought
he could see moonlight glittering on
water, but wasn't sure. The two
Fokkers were closing on him from
behind.

But he didn’'t turn back. His fly-
er's sense told him where to look
for the spot which Howes had shown
him on the map. He dived for it,
putting his nose down as the Fok-

kers opened fire. He looked back to
see pencils of orange from their
guns, snapping at him like rubber
bands of flame.

He rocked his ship from side to
side, making himself a hard target.

He looked back to the Front. Down
under him he saw something he had

not seen before, flowing, floating,
across the treetops— a red something,
like an emanation from some evil

tarn made visible.
His lips shaped the words of fear:
“Red fog!”

He could sense the bullets snap-
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ping about his ears when he saw the
spots of light suddenly show below
and knew that flashlights were sig-
naling. Not to him, he knew, but
to the two on his tail.

He looked back. The two Fokkers
were edging away to either hand.
Those dots and dashes had signaled
them to cease firing. Grimly he
stared back as the Fokker pilots gave
the guns to their crates.

The Fokkers, while he
watched them, eased up on either
side of him, but well away, so that
they could slip to safety from his
guns if he turned on them.

warily

That told him something, too. They
were chary of him because, while
they were now under orders not to
fire, he was not. He could fire upon
them without return.

Strang wondered what was in the
woods down there. Why had the
two ceased firing? Why had the

three been sent after him at all if he
were to be allowed to fly free in the
end? There was fear in what the
questions suggested. He thought
again of the two agents— the suicide
and the lunatic—and shivered.

HERE would be a reception com-

mittee waiting for him. They
would be on hand when he landed.
They would know his altitude, how
long it would take to set his wheels
down. He picked out his spot for
landing. Split seconds would count.
He must land before they expected
him.

He aimed his nose at the spot in
the darkness where he knew he must
touch his wheels—and went down in
a flashing, roaring power dive.

But in spite of everything, in spite
of the fact that he flew in a vast,
abysmal silence, fear rode his flash-
ing, quivering wings. What sort of
a horror awaited him down there?

It did not fear him, that he knew,
else it would have left him to the
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mercy of the two who would have
surely slain him—for he had realized,
in the brief period when they had
fired upon him, that both were mas-
ters of their Fokkers.

Those flashing dots
must have said:

“Leave him to us. There
ing we fear from him.”

He saw the landing place under
him, looked back and saw the two
Fokkers circling.

They would be waiting—just in
case he did not land, or having
landed, took off again.

and dashes

is noth-

CHAPTER 1V

Souls in Torment
HE American realized what a
task he had set himself! To
go into the darkness of the
swamp, where he must depend on his
feet and his eyes and his fingers to

lead him—without his ears. With his
ears there was madness; without
them he might well be lost. Roaring
monsters could descend on him in

the darkness and he would not hear.
He was between the devil and the
deep sea and he knew it.

Down he went, drawing speed and
more speed from his crate. They
wouldn’'t expect him to land so fast.
They would time him and he must
beat their time, land, and escape
from the landing place to do what-
ever seemed necessary about the red
fog.

Already he was reconciled to the
loss of his Spad. That it would re-
main undiscovered was unbelievable.
He had been spotted and whoever
ran things in the swamp knew why
he was here now, diving down with
the speed of a falling star to a prob-
lematical landing.

Now, staring through the gloom,
he could make out a white scar in
the face of the swamp. That was the
6pot, he realized. Whether there were
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tree stumps on it, or it was pock-
marked with holes, there was no way
of knowing. He must run the risk.

He'd go down wunder full power,
pull his nose up, pray to keep his
wings, and go down in as flat a pan-
cake as he could. One thing he must
be able to do when he landed: Walk
away from his crate.

The wind of his dive pushed him
back against the rear of his pit. The

wind felt like a hard wall against
which he pushed his face. Now he
could see the creeping stuff down
there, moving into the clearing
where he must land.

If the red fog were the brain-
destroying stuff he had been led to

believe, the enemy was trying to de-
stroy him without the slightest dan-
ger to themselves, by sending the
crimson terror to meet his landing
Spad. Could he hold his breath until
he could quit the pit and escape?

Down with a sweeping roar, then
up and over. His wings all but left
their sockets, but somehow held, cod-
dled by his sure hands at the stick,
his sure feet on the rudder-bar.
Strang himself knew that probably
not a flying member of the Ninth
could have pulled that ship out after
such a dive.

P and over, a short, snappy loop
U —a wriggling twist, a flapping
of the rudder to cut air speed, and
his wheels struck. The plane bound-
ed— straight into the advancing wall
of red, which looked red even in the
darkness, as though its heart were
infinite particles of crimson light.

The plane bounced again, slewed
around. Strang held his breath. A
coolness touched his forehead as he
dived into the red fog. He expected
to feel the bite of some awful gas,
but his body seemed unharmed by
it.

Loom-
of trees.

The plane stopped at last.
ing dead ahead was a wall
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He was out of the ship, hesitating
a moment as to whether to fire it.
But he decided not to take the time.

He cut the motor—to discover
something that filled him at once
with terror: The awful speed of his
dive had righted the evil a stray

bullet had done to him in this morn-

ing's dog-fight, and he could hear

again!

IT was blurred, crazy hearing, but
sounds were audible. And he

blamed the indistinct quality of his
hearing on the fact that he had been
flying, that the pressure of his dive
had done something to his eardrums.

“1I'm like the two agents,” he mused
—and without rhyme or reason he
burst into wild, savage laughter. The
laughter was joyous, yet he did not
know at what he laughed.

He thrust out his hands, trying to
lay hold of the impalpable red
stuff that rolled over the clearing in
a sullen crimson blanket. He had
an absurd desire to go running about
in it, like a child dashing about in
the first snowstorm, grabbing at the
drifting white flakes.

“Those two must have experienced
that, too,” he told himself.

It took all his will-power to force
his legs to carry him away to the
left. But when he once started,

laughing and choking, he ran swiftly,
surely.

In a minute or two he left the
fog, entered the darkness—and oddly
enough it was as though he traveled
from darkness into light. Ten feet
beyond the red fog he stopped, gasp-
ing, and looked back.

He could not see his plane. He
could see only a portion of the clear-
ing. The red fog seemed to have
cut the clearing squarely in two.
Here where he was it was black—
yonder that Btrange, awful red.

“1f | hadn’'t been warned,” he sup-
pressed a desire to laugh again, “I
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would say | had already gone mad—
and that way madness does lie.”

Back over him flooded all the
horror he had known during the past
ghastly weeks, when every chattering
Vickers and Spandau had been like
fire against his raw nerves; when
every distant booming big gun had
been a monster approaching to de-
stroy him.

“Howes must have guessed,” he
thought, “yet he chose me. Maybe
he knew, and chose me, hoping |
would whip it. If my ears hadn’t
betrayed me a second time maybe |
would have. Now—well— 1 must any-
how.”

What direction must he take to
find the source of the fog? What
must he do when he found it? If
one desired to know whence a stream
of water came, one followed it to its
source—and the same must apply to
the red fog, he reasoned.

A tentacle of the red fog whipped
out at him as though it had been a
sentient being; but he fought it off

and dashed aside to escape the red
stuff—to find himself in darkness
again, laughing and sobbing.

Never, if he ever returned to the
front on his own side of the lines,
would any noise of battle so affect
him as all this. If he escaped this,
sane, the war would be a picnic af-
terward.

E moved to the very edge of the
H clearing and paralleled the red
fog, and against his eardrums, as
though it had been tiny hammers
pounding, sounded the Noise.

It was a queer noise that at first
did not seem annoying. It was like
the monotonous thumping of a piston
on a locomotive, but the danger of
listening to it lay in the fact that its
sound was a measured, never-varying
tempo. Coupled with the horror of
the red fog, the effect was madden-
ing—and he knew that not yet had
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he experienced all that this evil sec-
tor had to show him.

Now he came to the edge of the
clearing, and ahead of him stretched
the black appalling blanket of the
woods. In those woods who could
tell what terrors lurked? In them,
one man had gone to his doom in a
quagmire. In it another man had lost
his reason, but had escaped in the
end— babbling of the sound and the
red fog.

TRANG'S nerve stiffened. When
S he wished to laugh, he strangled
the laughter in his throat, knowing
it the effect of faint fingers of the
red fog in his brain-—for inside his
head he could feel the fingers quest-
ing, wrapping themselves about his
brain's convolutions like tiny ser-
pents.

He plunged into the woods. He
must take care to parallel the fiat
column of red fog. By the map,
those camouflaged buildings to which
Howes had referred were some two
miles away.

Why hadn’'t Intelligence ordered

the place destroyed by direct at-
tack from the air with bombs? He
knew the answer to that. This place
must be protected as nothing else
in Germany was protected, for if
the red fog were turned on the
Allies it would mean the end of the

war.
So squadrons and squadrons of
planes must surround the swamp to

protect the crimson secret. That
was the answer. And the pilots
would never be sure that all the

paraphernalia had been destroyed.
The destruction must be complete,
together with—

He gasped.

“The brains behind the horror must
be removed from ability to work
harm I" he decided. “So I'm here on

a mission of murder, too!”
But when he weighed the murder
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of one German in cold blood, or
even a hundred, against the lives of
thousands of American, British and

French soldiers, he did not mind. It

would not lie heavily on his con-
science.

And, he must learn how the red
fog was controlled.

Still the beating, beating, of that
sound against his eardrums. It re-

minded him somewhat of the sullen
sound of sirens on a fog-bound river.
It reminded him of tom-toms. It
reminded him of muffled drumbeats
in a funeral cortege. Yet it was like
none of these, though it possessed
a little of them all.

Branches of trees tore at his face
and his clothing. His hands were
scratched and bleeding. He squinted
his eyes to protect them.

Now and again his feet seemed to
hover over nothingness. Now and
again they touched something soft,
and sticky, while his nostrils were
assailed by the odor of quagmires.

When he sensed the presence of
sure death ahead of him, under him,
below his feet, he had a wild desire
to rise in a great leap ahead, to clear
obstruction.

UT reason guided him and he
B stepped back instead, so as not
to plunge into the quicksands he
knew were directly ahead. Care-
fully, he circled such quicksands,
tearing his clothing on the branches
and twigs. He felt blood trickling
down his cheeks.

He fought off the desire to laugh
when, having circled some hidden
danger, sensed rather than seen, he
again approached the floating area of
red fog.

The further he penetrated the
woods, the louder and more insistent
became the Noise— that indeterminate
sound which he could not character-
ize, save that its tempo and its sub-
stance never changed. He felt like
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ripping at his hair and his cheeks
with tearing fingernails, but he set
his teeth against his desire and hur-
ried toward the sound.

Strange, he thought, that no one
came for him. Why were they not
scouring the woods for him? Maybe
they thought the red fog had got
him when he landed. Maybe they
knew that the swamp would claim
him, or the sound drive him mad.

He stopped in surprise.

NDER his feet was a corduroy
U road leading to the west. He
had broken out upon it unexpectedly,
in the midst of darkness deeper than
any yet experienced in this hell—
for above the narrow road which
bridged the swamp, the limbs of trees
were a matted, impenetrable growth.
Not even the moon could thrust her
silver fingers through. Not even the
sun could have managed to peer
through—save in tiny spots—during
the day.

It was no wonder that no aerial
photographs had shown this road.
Yet Intelligence must have guessed
its existence. That explained why
the camouflaged buildings had not
been bombed. The ' orkers in them
would be warned long before the
bombers arrived— and escape for all
hands was possible by this road.

such
down on

Besides, a bombing might
bring the heads of the
Allies the very horror they wished
to avert, by forcing the hands of
the enemy

No wonder only one man had been
given the task!

The very fear of Allied
gence had been, so far,
protection of the
swamp.

And now, even as Strang pondered
his next move, two monster eyes
glowed suddenly in the darkness
ahead— and to his ears came the slow
beating of truck motors, on

Intelli-
the greatest
buildings in the

huge
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vehicles traveling as slowly as pos-
sible to keep down the noise.

As a further aid in the silent move-
ment of the two-eyed monsters, the
Noise grew in volume, dead ahead.

Strang stepped into the darkness
off the road and watched the truck
move past. He noted that the body
of the truck was a huge drum which
looked like a mighty, evilly distended
toad. It required little imagination
to know what that drum contained.

The red fog, imprisoned like some
awful beast, was on the move to
the Front!

How many of the drums were
traveling?

There was no way of telling—but
now, back down the road, stretching
away and away to the north, he saw
many other eyes, two by two, coming
out of the gloom to the sound of
the Noise—in ghastly black single
file.

Here was the red fog!

The next move must be Strang's—e
and he found himself helpless in the
grip of terror such as he had never
known before.

CHAPTER V

The Lone Destroyer
HO would not have been
held in the grip of unimag-
inable terror? Even the
angels would have been terror-
stricken, watching those two-eyed
monsters go rolling through the
abysmal depths of the evil swamp,
realizing whither they went.

There in those squat toad-like
drums went madness for thousands,
maybe millions of men, who could
thus be turned on one another to
their mutual destruction.

Only one man's hands held the re-
motest chance of doing anything to
prevent it. But how?

On that first truck to roll past there
had been three men in pickelhaube
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helmets, one who drove and two
grim ones who held bayoneted rifles
in their hands.

Strang knew what would happen
to him if he were seen. The head-
lights had failed to pick him out,
else right now he would have been
dead, riddled with bullets.

ET if he were to do anything

with all this trundling destruction
he must not only subdue the three
on that first truck, but the threes
which rode the long convoy that
stretched back and back—to the
place where the red fog was made.

Now came the second truck, but
he must avoid it. He stepped back
into the woods, taking the greatest
risks he had ever taken so far. He
ran, paralleling the road, taking tall
chances on the quagmires, to over-
take that first truck. What he would
do when he encountered it he did
not know.

The circumstances themselves must
look after that.

He stepped into mudholes but trav-
eled too rapidly through them for
them to grip and hold him fast.

He saw that first truck ahead and
laid his plans. He was in uniform,
the uniform of an American flyer.
If he showed himself he would be
shot. If he used the automatic which
he carried the sound would carry to
the others; might arouse unknown
numbers of guardians of the red fog
scattered through the swamp
dreamed of coigns of vantage.

He reached the truck and clung to

in un-

hand holds he could find on the
squat drum of red fog—which he
now knew to be merely the Ilatest
gas invention, possessed of neither
mystery or surprise to him. It would
be a mystery and surprise to the
Allies, though, until it was too late

to do anything about it.
By the same token it would have
the same effect on Germans who
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were not somehow protected against
it.

And then the solution came.

He pulled himself up on the drum,
eyes glued to the three broad backs
ahead of him. He drew his auto-
matic. He slipped off his flying
jacket as best he could, praying
that no overhanging tree limb throw
him from the tank. The second
truck was far back, where its lights
would not be likely to pick him out.

This was his chance if ever he
were to have one. He slipped the
automatic into the folds of his coat,
making a hole for it big enough to
prevent any fouling of the slide
when it jumped to throw out empty
cartridge cases and to hur! fresh
ones into the breech.

Now he was right over the three
men when one of them, sensing his
presence, half turned—and the auto-
matic spoke so softly he never heard
it nor knew what hit him. He top-
pled sidewise against the man in the
center, who commented gruffly in
German:

“Stay awake, Jacob. We haven't
really started yet. If the comman-
dant knew you slept so much—"

UT the speaker got no further,

for the automatic spoke again.
It was awful, this shooting men in
the back, but it was worse to turn
friends against one another to make
them destroy each other and them-
selves. No, these men must die, and
Strang must live, which meant he
must slay with as little danger to
himself as humanly possible.

His automatic spoke a third time
before the muffled report of the sec-
ond shot had died away—so quickly
that the two shots came almost as
one. and the driver dived off the seat
and vanished into the swamp, his legs
and arms asprawl.

Then Strang automatically sen-
tenced himself to a German firing
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squad by slipping into the wupper
coat of one of the dead men—doing
this even as he slid behind the wheel
of the monster and braked it to a
stop. Now he jumped down and hur-
ried to the rear of the truck. He
knew he had but a few minutes. He
must work the very fastest he knew
how. Events were shaping themselves
to his ends.

IS guess, however, must be cor-
H rect, or he was a fugitive who
could expect nothing whatever but
the bullets of the firing squad. Sup-
pose the trucks did not contain the
red fog, then what?

But he was so sure on that point.
He was sorry he had not listened for
speech on the part of the truck’s
crew. They might have given him
a hint.

Now he ran his fingers over the
rear end of the great drum. There
was a flaring nozzle spout, with a
stopcock attached. His fingers told
him that he could turn it by a touch.
He glanced back down the road,
where the eyes, two by two, were
beginning to appear.

Much depended on what those in
the rear did about things. He studied
the road. By dint of great care two
trucks might pass on it. The trucks
were powerful things, capable of
gTeat speed—and that was in his
favor in its turn.

Now he was ready.
German were better.

The truck in the rear slowed down,
stopped, and a voice yelled at him.
Now Strang was busy with the
wheels of the truck, as though seek-
ing to see what had made it stop.

He wished his

Here was the usual reason for a con-
voy; that all crews could help one
truck in case it stalled.

Strang had counted on this.

“What's wrong? Can you manage
it yourself?”

He yelled back for the others to go
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to hell, that he would be rolling
again in a matter of seconds. As
he expected, and hoped for, no one

jumped down from that second truck
to come to his aid. One by one, the
trucks next in the rear came sliding
up, breaking to a stop behind the
second, and on back and back, until
it seemed the eyes stretched to infin-
ity through the leafy tunnel.

From either side came the odors
of the swamp, dank and palpable,
like emanations from some evil mau-

soleum. The fog of the swamp, the
gray-white stuff, rolled across the
road between the trucks — ghost

shrouds of sorts, suggesting all man-
ner of evil things. It masked in some
small measure the half-uniform of
Allan Strang, lieutenant in Uncle
Sam’s air forces, Men in this swamp,
it seemed, needed all sorts of masks
for their deeds of terror.

Looking back, he knew that all the
trucks in this convoy had come to a
stop, radiator to tailgate. He esti-
mated that there were fully a score
of them.

E darted behind the truck and
his hand went to the stopcock.

It spun swiftly under his fingers,
even as the three on the next truck
back, suddenly suspecting something,
and knowing the meaning of the
opening of that grim stopcock,
shouted at Strang.

A rifle was swung up to a shoul-
der and a bullet sped into the night.

But there was only one bullet, for
now the red fog hosed from the
nozzle, spreading out into a fan be-
cause of the funnel shape of the
faucet, constructed to fit this very
purpose, and in an instant the truck
back there was covered, inundated,
by the red fog.

“Pray God my self-control is better
than theirs,” said Allan Strang fer-
vently.

He stood beside that awful nozzle
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whence came the red fog, roaring,
and the sound of its going was the
Noise he had heard—as though inside
the squat drum a monster stirred and
stirred, fighting his imprisonment
within the tank.

T was as though the monster had

feet that were shod with iron that
kept knocking against the sides of
the tank—and out of it poured the
horrid crimson which took the Ger-
mans by surprise.

And to Strang's ears came
sounds— the sounds of choked, cruel,
maniacal laughter, together with the
sound of blows struck savagely. He
heard bodies thud to the corduroy,
but could not see them—and knew
that the tendrils of red fog he had
experienced were penetrating the
brains of the Germans.

He knew that now the diabolical
red gas poured back over all the
trucks.

He heard the yelling,
choked—in the midst of laughter—
of men in mortal, crazed combat.
God, how this stuff worked! If it
had been turned against the Allies!

Dimly, at intervals, he could see
those eyes, two by two. Now and
again he could see blurred, reddish
figures, against the lights. Some
fought hand to hand—some battled
with bayonets, ripping at bodies, at
throats and faces.

Horror possessed him, but he was
not yet through.

He hurried to the seat of his own
truck, started the motor. He backed
swiftly, a foot or two; backed again,
straightened his wheels, backed, went
forward, doing the impossible—im-
possible save to a flyer who could
send a Spad through a needle’s eye,
or land it in a swamp.

Now he was facing back the way
the truck had come.

And there the madmen still fought.

He smashed toward the Germans

evil

muffled and
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at top speed. If only there were
time to drop off and turn the nozzle
on each truck, but he dared not
wait. The whole organization of the
convoy would be on him.

It was a mad drive, for now he was
in the red fog he had released,
though mercifully he rode high above
it and it was thinning—but its evil-
ness possessed him just the same,
and he laughed wildly, and when
men, fighting men, got in his way,
he rode them down, laughing.

But he laughed through tears for
the horror of it, the necessity for
such behavior—and drove on.

last of
the trucks—and traveling at top
speed through the thinning red fog,
heading back to the place whence
all of it had come—and he fought
to stay his mad laughter, to defeat
the creeping tendrils of the crimson
gas which moved into his nostrils in
spite of his attempts to keep from
breathing it in.
He left the fighting Germans be-

Q ND now he was past the

hind. They had killed many of their
own kind. Some would stay sane,
but it would be some time before

they could follow him.

He came to a quadrangle of build-
ings. The garages for the trucks he
recognized at once. Near the far end
he saw a Fokker pursuit plane, with
idle motor. He marked it, hoping it
held gas. Then his eyes sought among
the other buildings for the one which
might be that which he must find.

It wasn’t difficult to find—for the
building was made of some gray-
white substance, like thick glass,
through which he could see the red-
dish glow of the fog. There was the
master container.

Scores of men were racing toward
him, shouting, when he headed the
truck for that building and gave her
full gun.

He waited until

the last second.
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The running Germans raced for
the truck, to head it off. To them
he was just a German gone berserk.
They didn't see his disguise in the
excitement. He hit the ground run-
ning toward the Fokker, just as the

truck smashed into the glass-like
building at full speed.
It was a mighty crash, and then

the billowing red fog, and the Noise
of its escape, possessed the quad-
rangle—and out of the red smother
rose the shouts and curses, and then
the laughter, of fighting men.
Strang reached the Fokker, hold-
ing his breath, and spun the prop

after looking swiftly, madly, at the
instruments. The propeller caught.

He gained the pit with a great
bound just as the red fog rolled
over the ship. He knew his direc-
tion as he fed the crate the gun. His
longs were close to bursting from
holding his breath. He dared not
wait for the motor to warm. Only
up above the red fog was there
safety, and sanity.

E almost jumped the Fokker off
the quadrangle, missing one of
the garages by the merest accident.
Then his breath went from him in
a great explosion and he looked
down on a vast growing mushroom
which spread and spread, and rose—
and billowed out in all directions
over the swamp.

The stream of red gas which had
poured out toward his plane was
broken off when his truck crashed
the master container. But that didn't
matter now, for in an hour all the
swamp would be possessed by the

red death.
And, so brief had been his journey
through red hell, the two Fokkers

who had drawn away from him when
he dived in, still circled the place—
and now were edging toward him to
investigate this Fokker from out of
the crimson mushroom.
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He laughed. He leaned forward.
His teeth were bared. He pushed
against the front of the pit, as he
tested out his Spandaus, as though
to urge his Fokker to greater and
greater speed.

CHAPTER VI
The Peace of Battle

T WAS as though he awakened

from a nightmare, gloriously
happy to find it untrue. But now
he could look down into the red
mushroom which was still growing,

and see that it had been true after
all. In a few minutes he would be
free of the crimson incubus—and a
fight with two of the enemy, in the
approved fashion, would help blow
away the shreds and remnants of the
nightmare.

Those two pilots knew him for
what he was by the simple process
of reasoning it out. They had seen,
him go down. They had looked
down wupon the destruction of the
plant of red gas—and then had seen
the Fokker come wup through the
mushroom. It was almost as though
the Fokker had been placed just
there for his use.

He wondered about the Fokker,
how it came to be there, and peered
over the side, staring at the insignia

on the fuselage—and gasped. On
the sides of the Fokker were the
Imperial Crowns of Germany.

Some member of a German royal

family had come to the quadrangle
to watch the departure of the grim
convoy—and to fly over the lines af-

terward, perhaps, to see what re-
sulted among the Allies when the
red fog was released.

Now, the owner of this Fokker,

who ever he was,
in his own trap. He had been swal-
lowed by the stuff as he had ex-
pected to see others swallowed by it.

Allan Strang straightened in hia

had been caught
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pit. His Spandaus chattered in a
test burst—and the sound of the

guns was music to his ears.

He dashed straight at the two Fok-
kers whose pilots were not loath to
come to combat. They could do noth-
ing now about what he had done to
keep Germany from winning the war.

The most they could do was to slay
the man who had foiled the terror
of the red fog.

LLAN STRANG knew that he
faced the two most desperate
flyers in all Germany, for they were
pilots who would gladly give their
lives for one burst through his back.
The three sets of Spandaus began
chattering together as three flyers
plunged at one another like three
men gone mad with the lust to slay.
Allan Strang saw one pilot in his
ring-sights, and he rode the man’s
taut back until bullets from the
Spandaus of the second were whip-
ping all about him—rode him until
he knew that his bullets were going
home.

The Fokker nosed up, spinning on
the axis of its own fuselage by some
frantic twist given to the controls
by the feet and hands of a flyer al-
ready dead. Then the Fokker fell
away and went plunging down the
sky, motor revving up to the limit—
and Allan Strang turned on the last
of his enemies as the red fog swal-
lowed the Fokker, hugging it close,
taking it down to the evil bosom of
the swamp.

It took two minutes for him to
blast the second Fokker down, and
when he had dorre it his own ship
was a wreck and he had no landing
gear—for as a last desperate lesort,
he had dragged his landing gear
through the tail assembly of the
enemy.

Now he banked for home, know-
ing that the hand of every en-
emy would be against him, and the
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hand of every friend because he flew
a German plane.

Archies flowered for him over the
lines. Nieuports and Spads plunged
at him and he avoided them, laugh-
ing, with all his consummate skill.

Above his own drome, where planes
at the deadline were running out to
come up and engage him, he turned
his nose down and plunged for the
Feld. He had no wheels. It didn't
matter in the least that he hadn't

Spinning down, while the ground
crews hurled lead at him from brack-
eted Brownings, he grinned to him-
self, foreseeing the mess he would

make when he landed.

He leveled off, stalled, fish-tailed,
cut his switch to keep from burn-
ing, and tried to Blide his Fokker
along the ground.

It struck—and he regained con-

sciousness to see the squadron me-
dico bending over him. When Strang
opened his eyes the medico shook his
head.

<'\7'0U came through fairly well,

J- Strang,” he said, "But there's
a wound on your head— I'm afraid it
will affect your hearing—"

Strang grinned.

Two days later he reported at the
deadline, to Major Howes.

“You don’'t really have to go up,
Strang,” said the major. "You've
done enough for two wars twice as
long as this one. The whole world
knows what you did—and every flyer
in Germany will be after your scalp.”

Strang did not answer for a mo-
ment. He looked away toward the
east, toward Germany. Then he met
the eyes of Major Howes, his own
very grave.

"l don’'t mind, sir,” he said, quietly.
“Let them come—for they will come

with clean bullets, to the glorious
chattering of Spandaus. There,
sir, is a man’'s way to die, and |
don’'t fear it in the least.”



Rublber Comes High

A shriek burst from Salazar as his shoulder snapped, and the gun
fell from his nerveless fingers

A Swift-Moving Story of Pulse-Stirring Combat in the
Rubber Jungles of the Amazon Valley

By L. P. HOLMES
Author of “Christmas Comes to Big Muddy," etc.

T WAS the fitful light, thrown was not a split second away from
by the smelly, soot-blackened death.

kerosene lamp that hung from The lamp was above and behind
the murky ceiling of the cantina, Cleve and now much of its light was
which told Cleve Morley that he121blocked out by a dark shadow which
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table at which
Distorted though

spread across the
Cleve was eating.

the shadow was, Cleve identified it.
It was the shadow of a man, a man
with arm upraised, an arm tipped
with eighteen inches of poised
steel.

Ten years spent in the rubber
camps of the Amazon Valley had

Morley one sure rule
Act first and
lived up to that

taught Cleve
of self-preservation.
explain later. He
rule now.

The cup of scalding hot coffee he
was in the act of sipping was flung
over his left shoulder as he threw
himself out of his chair to the right.

On hands and knees Cleve scut-
tled across the damp, earthen floor
of the place, to where another chair
stood empty. Here he jerked him-
self erect, whirling—at the same
time swinging the chair high.

RAWLED half across the table
SPCIeve had just quitted, was the
bulky figure of an up-river Indian,
stringy black hair fringed above an
evil, snarling face.

Beady, hate-filled
through the dregs of the coffee
Cleve had thrown, and one dirty,
claw-like hand wrestled with the haft
of the knife that had been intended
for Cleve’s heart. For the blade of
the knife, driven hard, had buried
half its length in the table top.

With one hand the would-be as-
sassin wiped his eyes clear, and a
savage jerk of the other freed the
knife. Then, snarling a guttural
curse, the Indian circled the table
and advanced toward Cleve.

He was a powerful simian-like
brute, very dark, with long, gorilla
arms that swung almost to his flexed
knees. His only garment was a pair
of filthy, tattered <cotton pants,
above the waist-line of which bulked
his hairy torso.

In that flashing moment of inspec-

eyes blinked

tion, Cleve identified him as being
at least part Minari, with some evi-<
dence of Negro blood in his make-
up. A breed—and a dangerous one.

“Far enough,” barked Cleve in
river dialect, a combination of Span-

ish, Portuguese and Indian. “Back
up, before | knock you back.”

The knife-wielder’'s answer was a
swift, slithering leap, which carried
him within striking distance. The
fellow had the deceptive speed of
movement of one of the cat tribe.
He crouched low, dodging to the
side, while whipping his  knife

around in a flat, gleaming circle.
Had Cleve stayed put, that vicious

blade would have ripped his body

wide open. But Cleve had witnessed

knife duels in the squalid river
towns before, and he knew some of
the tactics to expect. On at least

one occasion he had seen that rip-
ping, circling, slash stroke literally
disembowel an unfortunate.

Now, as he saw his assailant duck
his bullet head as a first involun-
tary move, Cleve side-stepped swift-
ly. At that, the incredible length
of the fellow’s arm proved near dis-

aster, for the point of the reaching
blade slit the loose folds of Cleve's
khaki shirt and burned its way

across the skin.

HE bite of the steel unleashed a

wave of savagery in Cleve him-
self. Balanced on his toes, he swung
the heavy, rattan chair with all his
strength. It crashed down across the
head and shoulders of the knife-
wielder, sending the brute to the
floor in a heap.

At this, a tense, menacing
filled the smoky, dirty little
Edging in through the open doorway
came several more river rats, de-
praved off-scourings of a thousand
stagnant back-waters.

The rubber jungles of the Amazon
Valley spawn many evil things—e

snarl
room.
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poison plants, poison snakes and
vicious men, men who would Kkill
and kill again for a few miserable
milreis. In those lowering visages,
in the guttural, feral snarl they
voiced, Cleve Morley read an ani-
mal-like hunger for his life.

His lean, hardship toughened body
grew taut and poised, his gray eyes
chill. There was no fear in his mind,
but there was lightning thought, a
cold balancing of his chances.

NE thing he knew. To win free
O he had to act quickly, before any
coherent plan of offense could come
to the threatening crowd. And at
that, utter darkness offered his only
chance of freedom. In the light,
no matter how valiantly he battled,
he could not avoid all of the knife
thrusts which would be directed his
way.

So he stepped forward and swung
the chair again, smashing the hang-
ing lamp to a thousand fragments.

Blackness, like a thick, stifling
blanket, filled the place, Through
it, thrown with all Cleve's power,
the chair went hurtling, crashing
into the crowd that choked the door.
And after it, swinging both fists,
went Cleve Morley.

He went low, in a driving run
reminiscent of a full-back bucking
a football line. His reaching arms
found a pair of thighs, and he swung
the squalling, bewildered peon up
and over his back, where the fellow
hung as a partial shield. Cleve held
him there, while he kicked and
butted his way along.

The place was a bedlam. Howls
of anger, curses, shrieks of agony
and fear arose. Cleve knew well
the psychology of the river peon.
As one of a group, with light to aid
him, and with a common object of
attack, the peon was adeadly, vicious
fighter. But he was easily subject
to panic and bewilderment.
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So it was now. In the black,
cloying darkness, with everything a
wild, moiling tangle, not knowing
who was friend or who was foe,
what had threatened to become a
group charge changed in a twinkling

to an individual brawl, wi :re each
one struck out blindly, thinking only
of saving his own worthless skin.

Knives were at work, and men
died there in the hot, fetid night,
with the dank river air biting in
their panting throats.

Cleve wasted neither time nor
strength in aimless conflict. He had
but one objective, to win free be-

yond the confines of the door. So
he still held his crouch, burrowing
through the stinking, sweating press
of bodies.

He still clung to the legs of the
man who flopped and writhed across

his back and shoulders. In a brawl
of this kind, where knives were
swinging, it was good to have the

thickness of another body to act as
a buffer to one’s own.

Suddenly Cleve’'s burden shrieked
wildly, then quieted to a choking
gurgle, and hung limp and supine.
A knife that would have found
Cleve’'s vitals had taken the fel-
low’s life.

EVE let go of the lifeless
Cand put all his strength into a
final lunge. It practically cleared him,
but there was something just ahead
that spat fury and invective like an
enraged cat. Cleve put his shoulder
behind a driving punch, his fist dug
home, and the something fell away.
Cleve was free.

Down the narrow, evil-smelling
street Cleve loped, hailing with re-
lief the pale, twisting, miasmatic
river mists as they closed about
him. He was panting with effort
and sweat stung his eyes, but a grim
laugh of satisfaction came from him.

There was a peculiar gratification

legs
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in having pitted one’s strength and
swift thinking against death and
danger and to have won from both.

For there was no pursuit and
there would be none. At least not
for that night.

E mass spirit of the river rats

was broken and there would be
a dozen personal conflicts among
themselves as an outcome to that
wild shambles about the doorway of
the cantina.

By the time these were settled,
Cleve Morley would be miles away
up-river.

The river town of
small, and Cleve soon reached the
limits of it He had slowed his
pace to a walk and his alert eyes

Correia was

stabbed the night. On his right
loomed the low rounded outline of
a mud and wattle hut. Before the

open door Cleve paused and whis-
tled softly, a cadence of three notes,
high, than low, then high again.

There was a stir from within and
an eager voice sounded. "Senor
Cleve. What is it?”

““We leave for camp immediately,
Luis. Salazar did not show up and
I'm not going to wait for him.
Something is rotten in Denmark. A
bunch of peons just tried their best
to cut my throat. Why, | haven't
the least idea. But I'm not giving
them a second chance—not this trip

anyhow. Did you get the petrol on
board ?”

A figure emerged from the hut.
"Si. Senor. All is ready.”

Together they went down a slop-
ing path to where the waters of the
mighty Amazon lapped restlessly at
the mud bank. Here was a tiny,
rickety landing stage built of poles
and to the outer end of it was tied
Cleve’s launch. They got aboard
and, while Cleve bent over the
motor, Luis cast off.

Overhead a night bird screamed

THRILLING ADVENTURES

with shrill discordance. Somewhere
out along the river sounded the bel-

lowing challenge of a lurking ja-
care. Insect life droned about.
Then the motor of the launch
surged into life, muddy foam
churned about the stern and the
craft nosed its way out until the
push of the current struck it fair-
ly. Cleve spun the wheel until the

sturdy bow met the current head-on,
and the dim lights of Correia fell

astern.
Daylight found Cleve Morley and
Luis, his faithful henchman, far up-

river from Correia. They had stood
watch and watch, one steering while
the other slept. Now, as the gray
light of day filtered down through
the river mists, Cleve had the wheel

and Luis, a lithe, swarthy, intelli-
gent looking native, was preparing
a frugal breakfast.

During his watches at the wheel,

Cleve had done a lot of thinking.
There was something behind that
unprovoked attack in the cantina.

Cleve knew his river people and had
little trouble in getting along with
them in the past.

E knew when to be stem and
when to be cheerful and the
important knack of holding their re-

spect. Many times before had he
been in Correia, for his business as
rubber buyer took him to all the

river towns.

A score of times he had eaten in
the identical cantina, with never
any trouble beyond the subduing of
an occasional native who had im-
bibed too heavily of the cheap and
fiery aguardiente.

But that attack of the night be-
fore had been a concerted one, with
a score of men apparently intent on
sticking a knife into his Vvitals.
Someone had planned that thing—
given orders, probably offered a re-
ward, for money talks in the river
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dives of the Amazon Valley as it
does in dives the world over.
Cleve was sensible enough to real-
ize that in the ten years he had put
in along the river he had made some

enemies. This was inevitable. Cleve
had been more than passably suc-
cessful in his business and this suc-

cess had caused envy among men of
lesser energy and ability. And envy
is but a step away from dislike and
dislike but a palm spread from hate.

T the 6ame time, murder, espe-
A cially hired murder, generally
calls for some deeper motive than
mere dislike, or even hate. Money
was the actuating force possessing
the greatest potency. Who would
benefit financially from his death?

Cleve mulled this question at
length over his frugal breakfast of

scalding, syrupy coffee, hard biscuit
and jam. But no satisfactory con-
clusion came of it.

His thoughts turned to Salazar.

Why had Salazar failed to show up?
It was the powerful up-river rubber
dealer who had suggested the meet-

ing. They had met before, Cleve
and Salazar, to talk over business
deals.

Sometimes, from such conferences,
would come a hot tip of a supply of
high grade, smoke cured rubber in
some distant Indian camp, the se-
curing of which would reap both of
them a handsome profit. Not that
Cleve and Salazar were partners in
any sense of the word. But their

business interests were more or less
mutual.

Salazar seldom left the river him-
self. With his little, creaky, bat-
tered old power scow, he trans-
ported most of the up-river rubber

down to Manaos, where it was trans-
ferred to the warehouses or the
holds of the ocean-going freighters.
But inside the bullet-head of the
man was a certain cunning when it
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came to making money, and he over-
looked few bets.

Then there was Trenholm, an
Englishman, whose business activi-
ties were a great deal like Cleve’s.
They were field men, the ones who
delved deep into the trackless jun-
gle forests, seeking out the campB
of shy and often more or less hostile
Indian tribes to trade with them for
rubber.

Cleve knew Trenholm well, and
liked him. A quiet, tanned, level-
eyed man—a good companion and a
square shooter. It was impossible to
attach any suspicion on Trenholm.

He simply wasn’'t that type of indi-
vidual.

Cleve shook his head. The ques-
tion was beyond him.

At sunup, the launch nosed into

the confluence of the Rio Purus with
the parent stream. Some ten leagues
up the Rio Purus was Cleve’'s per-
manent camp. He'd go back to his
regular business of gathering rub-
ber and let the future answer the
present riddle. Salazar would show
up in a week or two and tell why
he had not kept the rendezvous at
Correia.

ITH the rising of the sun, the
Wsmoking mists were gone and
sweltering heat bathed the river and
jungle. Roused by the mutter of the
launch's exhaust, ducks lifted and
whipped away. Long-legged cranes
launched themselves from mud flats
and drifted off on ungainly wings.
Parokeets and toucans twittered and

shrieked discordantly. A howler
monkey boomed from some distant
jungle retreat. The turgid water

coiled past like molten copper.

Luis, perched on the bow, ex-
claimed suddenly: "Seaoi—a canoe
adrift. And, Dios! There is some-
one in it—asleep or dead!”

Cleve stood up, shading his eyes
against the glare of the waters. The
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canoe, a crude dugout, showed al-
most straight ahead, turning slowly
and aimlessly with the whip of the
current. And hanging limply over
one gunwale was a human forearm.

Cleve spun the wheel slightly.
“We'll go alongside and have a
look,” he said. "Grab hold as we
come up to it.”

HE launch slid smoothly up and
T Luis leaned out and caught the
trailing painter of twisted
he straightened up, he

liana. As
gasped.

“Jesus Maria Santissimal! It is
Senor Trenholm. He lies in his
blood like a dead man!”

Cleve stiffened and something
caught at his throat. Trenholm—

good old Trenholm—dead! He Ileft
the wheel, leaped to Luis’ side.
“Take the wheel,” he snapped.
“1'll handle this.”
Muttering, crossing himself, pat-

tering a prayer, Luis handed Cleve

the painter and scrambled back to
the wheel. Cleve looked into the
canoe and his heart sank. It was
Trenholm, right enough.

The trader lay, his face to the
sky, his right arm outflung across

the gunwale and trailing limply. His
khakis were torn, covered with mud
and blood. Seeping out below the
point of his right shoulder a pool
of carmine was slowly blackening
under the glare of the sun.

Yet, even as Cleve looked down
at him, Trenholm moaned very
softly and his body twitched.

Cleve caught his breath in a gasp
of relief. He rasped swift orders
at Luis. “Cut off the motor. Come
here and help me. He's alive—
thank God!”

Between them they got Trenholm
into the launch and onto the narrow
bunk in the tiny cabin, where Cleve
stripped off the tattered shirt and
sent Luis scuttling about for clean
water and bandages.
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Trenholm’s torso showed several
wounds, the most serious of which
was a bullet hole through his right
shoulder. There were several sur-
face wounds, but none of these were
deep enough to cause anything but

some loss of blood.

Carefully Cleve worked, washing,
smearing with antiseptic ointment
from his medicine kit, and finally
bandaging firmly. This done, he
bathed Trenholm’'s face and edged
first water, then a sip or two of

brandy between the unconscious
lips.

The brandy soon had its
Trenholm’s eyelids fluttered and
lifted. For a moment he stared
about him blankly. Then his eyes
cleared of their vague mists. He
smiled crookedly.

“This amazes
murmured. “1
was done for.
use ?”

“Rather,” answered Cleve heart-
ily. “You're due for a siege in the
hospital at Manaos, but you’ll pull
through handily. How did it hap-
pen?”

“Salazar— the

effect.

me,
rather
Tell

old top,” he
imagined |
me, is it any

murdering, double-
crossing scum. He tied up at my
camp last night. I had him in to
tiffin. While he held my attention,
one of his thugs came up behind me
and tried to stick a knife in me.

«T DUCKED far enough aside so

he did not get me squarely.
Then we had a devil of a brawl.
Both Salazar and his man came for
me with knives. | finally beat them
off and made a run for it. Salazar
pulled a gun and shot me.

"l went down, and, using my head,
stayed quiet. | suppose they thought
they had done for me. Anyway,
they left me where | fell. Then
Salazar and his crowd raided my
warehouse. Several of my boys put
up a fight and were wiped out like
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rats. They took every pound of my
rubber and then touched a match to
the whole layout.

“As soon as they were gone |
managed to crawl to the river. |
found an old dugout there and set
out. Somewhere along the line |
passed out—and—here | am. | was
coming down to your place for help.
I must have drifted past.”

RENHOLM'S eyes closed, and
T lines of weariness and pain fur-
high-bred features.
“Might as well have died, | guess,”
he whispered. “I'm wiped out.
Haven’'t a milreis to my name.”

“1 have,” said Cleve quickly. “And
it is all yours to call on, Jack. Now
forget everything and try for some

rowed his fine,

sleep. Salazar will wish he’'d died
at birth before | get done with him,
the dirty swine. We’'ll make him
pay you back, ten for one. So quit
worrying, old man.”

Trenholm smiled faintly and grew
quiet. Cleve, his lean, brown jaw
set like iron, tiptoed out of the
cabin. He nodded to the waiting
Luis. “Cast off the canoe and start

the motor,” he ordered.

Long before he came in sight of
his own Headquarters, Cleve Morley
knew what he was going to see.
Therefore he was not surprised when
the clearing came in view to disclose

nothing but piles of black embers
from which a few stray wisps of
smoke were still curling. Luis was

too stunned and frightened to say a
word.

The tiny wharf alone was left in-
tact and, when the launch nosed up
to it, Cleve took his rifle from the
rack in the launch cabin and stepped
ashore.

“Keep the motor turning and be
ready to run,” he told Luis briefly.

There was no need of such cau-
tion, however. Not an atom of life
of any kind existed in the clearing.

Cleve counted twelve bodies. Ten
of them he recognized as his own
caucheros, including Alcides, his
faithful old major domo. Marks of
treacherous bullets and terrible ma-
chete slashes were on all of them. The
other two were evidently Salazar’'s
men, who had fallen in the attack,

There was nothing Cleve could do.
Everything was gone, his men, the

buildings, his stores of petrol and
supplies, and, lastly, his season’s
gather of rubber.

Cleve Morley had lived the past

ten years of his life in ahard school.
Danger and hardship had been his
constant companions. As far as he
knew, he had played the game for
all it was worth, but had played it
fairly. He had bargained, but never
cheated. He had built for the fu-
ture, but now, at his feet, lay the
literal ashes of his dreams.

E wunderstood clearly now why
H Salazar had not met him at Cor-
reia. The renegade had never meant
to from the firstt He had maneu-
vered to get Cleve down there and
had paid a crowd of river scum to
see that he never came back. He
had planned from the beginning to
wipe out both Cleve and Trenholm
and to steal their store of rubber, the

combined wvalue of which would
easily approximate thirty thousand
dollars.

It would avail little to report the
matter to the authorities down river.
Notoriously corrupt and with greedy
palms always outstretched, they
would easily be silenced by Salazar.
A few hundred milreis, judiciously
spread about by the renegade, would
put him in the clear.

Cleve realized perfectly that any
satisfaction, both physical and finan-
cial, gotten from Salazar, would
have to come through his own in-
dividual efforts.

The light in Cleve’s

gray eyes
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grew colder and colder, the set of
his jaw more grim. There in the

midst of the bland, mocking jungle,
surrounded by the dead bodies of
men who had been faithful unto#
death, he took a silent vow. Salazar
would pay!

He went swiftly
launch, where he gauged the con-
tents of the fuel tank. He wrote
rapidly on a page of his notebook,

back to the

tore it out, and gave it to Luis.

“TT7I1TH the current to help, you
V'V have enough petrol to reach

Manaos,” he told Luis. “It is neces-

sary that Senor Trenholm be placed
under expert medical care as soon
as possible.

“When you have seen him safely
to the hospital you will take that
note to the British merchant, Senor
Willoughby. He will give you sup-
plies and men who are faithful. You
will then return to Silva Simoes and
wait for word from me. | take to
the jungle trails to %'isit friends.”

Luis pocketed the note carefully,
nodding his understanding. But his
honest face was doleful. “Senor, you
go after Salazar alone—and it is not
safe. Luis would go with you—to
fight by your side—and die there if

the good God wills it so.”
The Dbitterness in Cleve's eyes
softened slightly. His hand went

out and rested for a moment on the

faithful servant’s shoulder.

“It is well to have known such as
you, Luis. It saves my faith in hu-
man nature. But rest your worry.
I go after Salazar, but not alone.
We will live to see happier days,
you and I. Take good care of Senor
Trenholm.”

Swiftly Cleve made up a frugal
pack of food and extra ammunition
for his rifle. About his lean waist
he belted a heavy revolver. Then,
with a canteen of water slung over
his shoulder and a trail cutting
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machete swinging from its thong at
his wrist, he stepped again ashore.

Luis cast off, started the motor,
and swung the launch about. Coupled
with the push of the current, the
smooth, surging power of the launch
soon put it beyond sight down river.
And as it vanished into the brassy
glare of the sun's reflection, Cleve
Morley strode into the jungle, head-
ing north and east.

All through the long, torrid hours
of the afternoon, Cleve Morley
fought the jungle. Though in a per-

petual half-twilight,
arching foliage overhead, there was
no coolness anywhere. Lean and
hardened of body as he was, Cleve
was bathed in sweat.

The air was close, damp— foul with
the breath of decay and rot, as fallen
tree and branch and leaf underwent
swift transition back to the fester-
ing soil. Mosquitos formed a vicious,
humming cloud about him, and the
almost invisible pium fly stung and
burrowed.

In places there existed the faint
markings of a trail, but for hours at
a time the subdued flash of the hard-
swung machete blade cut and slashed
to open a way through the tangled
lianas and riotous vegetation.

caused by the

T Cleve broke
A the last leafy barrier, to step
into a long narrow clearing. Here
was a line of huts, low and thatched,
with a number of brown, nearly
naked figures moving among them.

sunset through

At Cleve's appearance, a long
quavering cry rang out and there
was a scurry of excitement among
the Indians. But Cleve advanced
steadily, announcing himself in na-
tive tongue.

Recognition was swift and war-

riors who had caught up bow and
arrow, spear and blow-gun, put aside
the weapons and crowded forward,
grunting their pleasure,
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Of all the tribes with whom he
had traded, Cleve knew that these
Witotos bore him the deepest and
most permanent friendship. Two
years before it had been Cleve's
good fortune to save the chief's only
son from what would have been cer-
tain death at the claws of a wounded
jaguar. And for that act the old
chief Baiga had sworn undying fealty
to him.

URROUNDED by the Indians,
SCIeve made his way to Baiga’'s
hut, where the old man squatted
cross-legged beside a tiny, smudgy
fire.

“Ubeshi— friend,” said Cleve.
“Ubeshi,” answered Baiga, signing
Cleve to sit and rest.

"l come in weariness and trouble,”
said Cleve quietly in the Witoto
dialect. "And | would ask a favor

of my friend, Baiga.”

The old chief made a simple ges-
ture with his hand. “The favor is
granted,” he answered. "Name what
you will.”

"With the rising of the sun | re-
turned from down river,” explained
Cleve. “1I found my friend, Senor
Trenholm near death. | found his
men and my own, all dead. 1| found
our homes burned, our rubber stolen.
It was Salazar who did this wrong.
I have come to Baiga and his people
for help.”

The old chieftain’s black eyes
flashed. "That is great wickedness
of which you speak. Baiga and his
people will help you gladly. Tell
us what we shall do.”

“1 would locate Salazar and his
men first,” said Cleve. “It is in my
mind that they have taken the la-
go on crossing between Florencao
and Silva Simoes. Somewhere along

there they will land and wait for
the world to forget their wicked-
ness.

“l1 would ask Baiga to send out

129

runners to locate them. When that
is done, | would take Baiga's war-
riors and creep upon him, to punish
them and regain that which is mine
and Senor Trenholm’s.”
"Tchipat—good,” grunted Baiga.

“It shall be as you wish.”

The chief |lifted his head and
barked a guttural order. Three of
his warriors immediately caught up
their weapons and loped like drift-

ing shadows into the jungle.

The chief signed to the women
hovering shyly in the background,
who scurried into immediate in-
dustry. “We shall feast and rest
and talk until my runners return,”
he said.

The night passed and dawn fought
its way into the jungle coverts be-
fore the scouts returned, to report
immediately to Baiga. The chief dis-
missed them and sent for Cleve, who

had slept like a dead man, drugged
with weariness from his battle with
the jungle.

"The quarry has been found,”

stated Baiga.
my friend.

"It was as you said,
They rest beside their

boat on the lagoon, My warriors are
ready to go with you to the attack.”

"Good,” answered Cleve, his eyes
flashing. "Baiga and his people are
faithful friends. They shall be re-
warded. | would leave immediately.”

WENTY of his men Baiga called

before him, to harangue them
with gleaming eyes and swift sug-
gestive gestures. A subtle excite-
ment grew upon the warriors. They
were eager, unafraid, and as they
filed into the jungle, they chanted a
soft, guttural cadence.

For the bigger part of another day
Cleve Morley tramped the jungle.
But now the going was easier, for

the bronzed, gliding figures before
him traversed cunningly hidden
trails.

Two hours before sundown, the
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line before Cleve came to an abrupt
halt. Scouts who had gone ahead
reported Salazar and his men not
half a league distant. Cleve took
command.
“We will eat.” he told
the warriors. “We will need
strength for the battle. And we
shall use the darkness as a shield."”

rest and

LEVE made the attack just before

midnight. An hour before, he and
the Indians had crept upon the un-
suspecting camp of Salazar and his
The camp was a drunken bed-
lam, for visions of the easy profits
to come from the results of their
murderous forays on Cleve's and
Trenholm’s camps, seemed to have
unleashed the animalism in the
raiders.

They Ilurched about a great fire,
singing, cursing, yelling, until with
wits completely addled and brain
stupefied by the amounts of aguar-
diente consumed, they slumped like
logs into bestial sleep, a sleep from
which, in their case at least, there
would be no waking.

Salazar alone appeared to be the
only sober one. He sat apart, his
heavy, brutal, scheming features a
shadowy blur in the fitful light.

Sight of the man did strange
things to Cleve Morley. An atavistic
urge engulfed him as his thoughts
swept back over Jack Trenholm,
wounded and beaten near to death—

men.

of faithful, gentle Alcides and the
rest of his murdered men, of the
dead embers of the little kingdom

he had established with such sacri-
fice and toil.

There was little to choose be-
tween Cleve Morley and the motion-
less, wraith-like Indians grouped be-

hind him, in his present state of
mind.
He knew a feral hunger, a cold,

a wild desire to come
This was thv

killing rage,
to grips with Salazar.
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jungle, and the law of the jungle
laid its implacable grip on Cleve.
The survival of the fittest! No

mercy had been shown—none would
be.

Many of Cleve’'s past theories were
thrown aside and forgotten at that

moment. He had trusted Salazar—
to what cost and sorrow! Ruthless-
ness begets ruthlessness. The old,

law—an eye for an eye!
Cleve stirred slightly and sent a

whispered order circulating. The

man sitting against the tree yonder

primal

was his. None other was to inter-
fere.

The mournful cry of the night
bittern broke from Cleve's lips. It

was the signal of attack!

A deep, harsh humming sounded,
the twang of bowstrings. Arrows
whispered unseen through the murk,
to end up with muffled thuds.

Figures stretched in drunken
slumber by the fading fire, jerked
and twitched. One of them Ilurched

half to his feet,
row driven deeply in

plucking at an ar-
his side, a

shriek of fear on his drooling lips.
Another arrow sped, striking him
fairly in the throat. The shriek

died to a gurgle and he pitched limp-
ly forward.

The next moment the little clear-
ing wa3 alive with the flitting forms
of the Indians, while knife and war-
club rose and fell.

R the moment Salazar sat im-
I:r?mvable, like a man peering in
on some dreadful nightmare. Then
he came to his feet, roaring curses,

dragging at the revolver swinging to
his belt.

Before he could free it, Cleve
Morley launched himself to the at-
tack. He forgot his own gun—
scorned any other weapon but his
bare hands. He lashed a terrific
blow into Salazar’s face, driving the
burly renegade half to his knees.
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Then they were at locked
chest to chest.

Wild with fear and pain, Salazar’s
strength was terrific, beast-like. He
clawed blindly at Cleve, tearing his
shirt from his back as though it were
a wisp of tissue paper, and his
talon fingers furrowed the flesh and
brought blood leaping in their path.

grips,

UT the lean, tawny-headed man

who fought him was a rapier of
livid steel who drew upon wells of
hidden power and poured it out in
a devastating flood.

He ripped himself from Salazar’s
clawing grasp and hammered leaden
fists home with deadly accuracy. It
was impossible for flesh and blood
to stand up before such punishment,
and Salazar gave way, grunting,
panting and bellowing his hoarse
agony and hate. Round and round
the dimming circle of the fire they
moved.

The Witotos, their work finished

with dispatch and thoroughness,
stood and watched with hot, savage
eyes the incomprehensible ways of

the white man. Here, they recognized,
was an antagonism which would be
satisfied only by the death of one or

the other, yet, instead of finishing
the affair by a blow of a machete,
the thrust of a knife, or a bullet
from a “thunder-stick,” these two

men beat and clawed at each other
like animals from the jungle.

It was Salazar who broke. Sud-
denly he seemed to remember the
gun swinging at his hip. He gave

ground in a clumsy
ped out the weapon.
Like a panther Cleve Morley was
upon him, whirling him and snap-
ping a steely hand upon his wrist.
With a lunging continuation of
the same move, Cleve swept Sala-
zar's hand behind his back and up.
It was the hammer-lock, and Cleve
drove all his weight and strength to

leap and whip-
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a finishing heave. A
shriek burst from
shoulder went out,

blubbering
Salazar as his
and the gun fell

from his nerveless fingers.

Salazar went to the trampled
earth, where he wallowed like some
stricken porcine animal.

Cleve stepped back, sweeping the

sweat from his eyes. And at the
same moment Salazar snapped erect,
whirling high a machete which his
sound hand had happened to fall on.

Cleve went in under the vicious
blade, throwing all he had into one
last blow, with Salazar's jaw a full
and open target. The punch landed
with an impact that jarred Cleve to
his very heels.

Salazar gasped and spun slowly
around. His arms and shoulders
fell into a hunch, the machete drop-
ping to the ground, where it seemed
to rebound with malignant cunning.

For a fractional second it bal-
anced on its heavy hilt, its deadly
point upright. As though his legs

were suddenly cut from under him,
Salazar fell forward, and the gleam-

ing blade of the machete sank into
his body.
N the gray mists of dawn, Cleve
Morley roused himself. He was

naked to the waist, and his torso was
a mass of dried blood, bruises and
long, scarlet welts where Salazar's
mad fingers had clawed. He was
frozen with stiffness and it was with
difficulty he spoke to the stoically
waiting Witotos. Salazai and his
men lay where they had fallen, and
Cleve indicated them with his hand.
“These,” he ordered, "will go into
the lagoon, where the jacare will
feed.” While this order was being car-
ried out, Cleve made his slow, pain-
ful way aboard Salazar's big power
scow, which was tied to the bank.
The scow was packed with rubber,
loaded to the last available inch.
(Concluded on page 160)
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MOKE ENGEL shook a vio-
lent finger wunder the yellow
nose of Chan-tso Lan, the
money lender, giving the greasy fat
Chinaman the full benefit of enraged
giay eyes beneath unruly, straw-col-
ored hair.
“You thief!”
knew damned well
going down in price! That was why
you were so fast to lend me money
on the Witch. You think you can
get away with anything down here

cried Smoke. “You
that copra was

in the Coral Sea, don't you? You
think you can hang onto those loan
papers, don’'t you? Cancel that debt,

yellow-belly, or I'll make putty out
of your greasy hulk T

But Chan-tso Lan was bland and
unmoved—he seemed round and in-
offensive in spite of the evil glit-
ter in his brown pig-eyes. The
Chinaman merely clapped his hands
together and gazed about the room
of his house above the lagoon.

“You will not pay, Mr. Engel?”

The chattering death song of the

The Oriental
sinister.
“No!” shouted Smoke. “And I'm
not going to turn my schooner over
to your thieving business, either!”
“Then,” shrugged Chan, “perhaps
you need a little persuasion.” And
he nodded toward the bulging cur-
tains at the far side of the room.

voice was heavy and

Smoke stepped back and stared
at the silken wall, and the move
saved him a nasty wound in his side.

A vyellow arm shot out and flipped
a deadly white streak of steel to-
ward the American, and Smoke
heard the twang of the vicious pas-
sage.

But before he could move to re-
taliate with the gun at his side, he
felt the bite of steel in his arm and
knew that another knife had been
thrown at him from behind.

Chan smiled unconcernedly and
retreated away from his desk out of
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range—and this, too, seemed to con-
stitute a signal.

Yellow bodies, quicker than the
eye, seemed to boil through the door
toward Smoke Engel, and the fero-

city of evil yellow faces coiled about

him with hard black eyes and
jagged yellow teeth. Knives glit-
tered with terrible light which
seemed as alive and writhing as

intent on a Kill.

with a terrific
the
that
This

poisonous snakes

Smoke struck out
right to a yellow jaw and saw
man reel back, senseless. In
moment he knew two things.
was no mere “persuasion.”

Chan fully intended to have him
killed outright, for then, who would
there remain to question the rightful
ownership of the trim schooner
which Smoke had long sailed about
the South Seas?

Chan was not the only one who
wanted possession of the Witch,
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but none so far had dared to face the
strength and agility of the tall, lithe

American. And death was a small
thing here in this forgotten British
outpost in the Coral Sea.

As he fought, the heat of the

tropics coiled about Smoke as swift
and deadly as the yellow opponents,
for a man could not long exert him-
self with the thermometer hovering
around a hundred and ten—and the
stench of unwashed Oriental bodies
was sickening.

Chan’s men were striving to hold
Smoke’'s arms so that one of their

number could deal a fatal knife
thrust to the American's heart, but
Smoke had other ideas. His steel

hands crashed into bone and flesh as
swiftly and fatally as iron hammers.

With the sweat of exertion mak-
ing his clothes sodden about him,
Smoke brought one after another of
the yellow men close to him with
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one arm while he lashed out with a

fist.

In the close quarters of the room
it was difficult to find enough
space to fight, and Smoke was afraid
to back against the treacherous dra-
peries which alone might have of-
fered him some reprieve.

He was fighting now as he had
never fought before, and the toll of
his fists writhed upon the grass mat
floor, grim warnings to the others.

A knife sank deep into Smoke's
wrist, bringing forth a gush of scar-
let blood which was not long in
mingling with the blood drawn from
the opponents. Red, splattered dots
stood out weirdly against sweating,
yellow faces.

A man Smoke had knocked down
now crept along the floor toward the
weaving legs of the white man—and
the intent expression on the battered
yellow face boded no good to Smoke
— for once down on the grass mats,
there would be little hope of victory
for the white man.

MOKE heaved a body backward
S across the room with the speed
and harshness of a pile driver, send-
ing the Chinaman crashing down
into a rattan chair beside Chan, who
dodged without changing expression.

The Oriental on the floor came
closer, hitching himself forward
painfully, to shoot out an arm as
sinister as that of the slimy octopus.
The yellow hand sought a hold on
the white man’s ankle, that Smoke’s
balance might be destroyed and the
fight ended.

But the hand never reached its
destination. A pistol shot from the
doorway cut into the melee like a
knife, instantly silencing all com-
bat.

Smoke whirled toward the open-
ing, expecting to see 6ne of his
Chamorro sailors—but tlje man he
»aw was heralded to bring no suc-
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cor. Smoke’s gray eyes widened as
recognition flashed across his face.

The hulk of dark flesh and matted
black hair who held a smoking pis-
tol silhouetted against the white-
ness outside was a figure well calcu-
lated to strike terror into the heart
of any Coral Sea trader or merchant.
The infamy of Portuguese Joe Her-
rero, pearl pirate, lay as heavy and
black upon the southern seas as a blot

of ink upon paper.

HE pearl pirate grinned thickly
Tinto the surprised faces before
him and then shifted the pistol sug-
gestively toward the yellow victim
of his announcing shot who sprawled
hideously in a pool of red on the
mat floor.

“Good afternoon, gentlemen,” said
Portuguese Joe in a silky voice. *“I

hope | have not interrupted vyour
sport. Ah, yes, and Mr. Engel, |1
believe.

“You know, Mr. Engel, | have yet

to thank you for the wonderful cargo
of shell which you so kindly gave me
last year. | did rather well with the
shipment.”

Smoke wiped a bloody hand across
his mouth, leaving a dark smear and
a salty taste against his lips. He
opened his tight mouth to speak but
snapped his jaws shut with a vicious
click. The gray eyes had lost the
light of battle and were now filled
with a deadly hate which Portuguese
Joe feigned to ignore.

Chan’s expressionless face had sud-
denly become a blasted ruin of
greasy terror and the Chinaman’s
heavy poise slid from him to leave a
quivering, ugly, hateful being who
groveled beside the desk.

Portuguese Joe cleared his throat
noisily and spat upon the mats. "But
there is little use in wasting time
and effort upon ceremony. You, Mr.
Chan-tso Lan, will please favor me
with your bag of black pearls about
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which you were foolish enough to
brag. And quickly!”
The Chinaman cast a sweeping

look of despair at his frozen war-
riors and then began to babble that
he had no black pearls.

UT he had no more than men-

tioned the fact once when Por-
tuguese Joe calmly sighted the chest
of a stricken yellow warrior and
squeezed down on the trigger of his
pistol. The shot blasted a gaping
hole in the saffron chest of the man,
knocking the lifeless body back with
a hammer-like viciousness.

Those in the room cringed back
and Smoke took an involuntary step
toward Portuguese Joe. He thought
better of the move and stopped.

Chan dived into a makeshift safe
and brought forth a small white
box which he threw fiercely at the

pearl pirate—showing just once that
he had some atom of defiance in his
shriveled soul.

Portuguese Joe caught the box

deftly and grinned, taking his eyes
away from the room just long enough
to see the eight black pellets which

lay snugly in the cotton in the white
box.
The pearl pirate gave the assem-

blage a brief bow and slowly backed
away, deliberately turning about and
showing them his back as he went
down the road toward the harbor.

No one in the room moved, for
they knew that unseen riflemen had
the entire room covered—otherwise
the pirate would never have been
so brave as to show his back to foe-
men.

Smoke grinned mirthlessly at the
prostrate Chan.

“You never can tell,” he
“when old Lady Fate is
swap tables on you, Chad. And now
that that is over with,”—he drew
his pistol slowly out of its flap hol-
ster and leveled it on the Chinaman,

intoned,
going to
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able to do so for the first time, “how
about finishing our little game?”
Chan’s head came up with a jerk
and the pig-eyes stared into the muz-
zle of the pistol. “Mr. Engel, | have
something to ask of you.” The voice
was steady and expressionless, once
more coming from the bland mask.

“You are a fighting man and | have
need of one just now.”

“No trickst” commanded Smoke
with a brief gesture at the still mo-
tionless yellow warrior.

“No,” said Chan, "no tricks! If

you will get back those black pearls,

I will give you the papers to the
Witch.”
“Huh!” sniffed Smoke. “You can

fight your own battles, yellow-belly.
I might have a score of my own to
settle with Portuguese Joe, but that

has nothing to do with you. Get
me?"
Chan was disconcerted, but only

for a moment. A greedy flame could

be seen licking up in back of the
brown eyes. “All right, Mr. Engel.
I will give you ten thousand dollars

cash on your return.”
“Put it in writing!”
Smoke.

snapped

ITH a scrap of paper jam-
med into his dirty ducks,
Smoke ran out of the hut

into the whitely molten sunlight an

poised for a brief instant to stare out
across the blue lagoon.

He saw two ships anchored there—
one of them the trim white Witch,

swinging gently in an offshore
breeze, the other a strange black
craft, heavy under jet canvas above

jet hull, which flew no flag and knew
no law. Smoke started to run again
when he heard the rattle of anchor
chains aboard the Negrito. He knew
that the pirate ship would not be
long in getting under way.

The Chamorro sailors of the Witch
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watched the approaching longboat
which carried their captain, and

black faces mirrored the singleness
of knowledge which was theirs as
soon as they saw the determined ex-
pression on Smoke's face.

As one man the sailors turned
about and stared after the departing
Negrito and then without further
expression the crew ran to the hal-
yards.

Smoke came
of hysterically
chains.

With a strong brown hand on the
heavy wheel, Smoke stood on the
poop deck and watched the beach
swing past the Witch's bows as the
trim craft came around to head for
the open sea. A Chamorro came up
on deck with an arm load of machetes
and rifles and Smoke nodded with
approval as he watched the fellow
distribute the arms to an eager crew.

HERE was no mystery in this
Tavidity of the Chamorros for a
fight. In the first place, they were
some of the toughest specimens of
the brown race ever assembled on a
deck, and in the second place, the
crew of the Negrito consisted of
black Melanesians—men from the
Solomon Islands. And between the
brown and the black lay an age-old
hatred which was forever fanning up
with fangs of warfare.

The Witch lunged out into the sea
swell as though she, too, were anx-
ious to close with the black ship, and
as the white bowrs clove the running
sea the tenseness of taut booms and
concentration and expectancy of bat-
tle fell over the entire assemblage
like a cloud of red.

The Negrito had a lead of a full
thousand yards, but the Negrito's
bottom was as foul as her crew and
owner, and her heels were leaden
when compared to the fleetness of
her pursuer.

aboard to the
rattling booms

tune
and
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As soon as the two ships came in
sight of each other, more canvas was
seen to slither up the black ship’s
masts and the white froth of smashed
seas boiled up higher under the
black bowsprit.

Yard by yard the distance between
the two ships lessened until from
either the men on the other’s decks

were easy targets in spite of plung-
ing, crazily-canted decks.

A mad, hate-filled smash of rifle
fire flickered up from both decks al-
most at the same time. Smoke
turned over his wheel to a brown

sailor to give a hand at the marks-
manship.

He had no sooner quitted the post
than the new helmsman tautened like
a struck sword, driven lifelessly back
by the cruel impact of a bullet in
his side.

Smoke’s expression did not change
as he turned and waved another sea-
man to the helm.

Chamorros in the scuppers were
methodically loading and firing at
the fleeing black vessel and now and
again a reeling dark figure on the
Negrito's decks proved that some of
the shots were taking effect.

Smoke turned and gave a swift
order to his helmsman and the Witch
darted away on a new course which
would eventually bring her directly
abreast of the Negrito.

The sniping went on, more slowly
now as the men settled to the busi-
ness, and the two ships came to-
gether as the white schooner relent-
lessly closed the distance.

HAMORROS broke out grappling
Chooks and huddled ready with
them in the scuppers while Smoke
calmly counted the odds against him
and sent brief cautions and orders
along the gunwale.

The tactics he was about to em-
ploy had not been seen on the high
seas since the days of Henry Mor-
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gan and Drake, and Smoke prayed
that he might be at least a portion
as successful as those two gentlemen
rovers had been.

With a crashing grind of wood
scraping wood, the two schoon-
ers slammed together. Grappling

hooks clinked home to bite the two
ships firmly together in an embrace
which would only be broken by the
death of either or both.

Machetes waved viciously wunder
the gunwales as black arose to re-
pulse a charging brown wave.

Dark faces were hideous in their
hates and white discs of fight-wid-
ened eyes stared straight into filed
fangs as two races closed with each
other to continue the battle which
had gone on for thousands of years.

Smoke leaped up on a bit and
emptied his pistol into the howling
black mob below him—and as he
fired his last shot before hastily re-
loading he knew that the odds were
clearly against him.

T was too late to turn back now—
I and turning back had never found
a place
went

in Smoke’s creed. And so he
on, though in rushing forth
he was trodding close up on the por-
tals of death.

Machetes crashed on machetes and
the spiteful barks of pistols and
rifles blended into the terrific melee
of shouting, screaming men. Hate,
blood and death were as one on the
deck of the Negrito as the scuppers
began to widen out into a thick gush
of red fluid.

Arms hung by narrow threads as

machetes found their marks— hung
or existed no longer. A head rolled
away from the twitching, bleeding

body of a Melanesian to come to rest
against Smoke’'s leg as he stood and
exchanged shot for shot with armed
men on the black ship's quarterdeck.

Bullets whined off the bits or
cracked into suddenly collapsing
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bodies. The shrieks of hate were
now intermingled with screams of

pain as the deck became littered with
wounded and dying. Now and then
bodies slipped away into the sea,
the slight gulf which still intervened
between the clasped ships.

With his last cartridge gone, un-
able to attract the attention of his

men for a direction of the attack,
Smoke wrapped steel fingers about
the head of a belaying pin and

crashed his way aft toward the deck
house where he knew Portuguese
Joe must be.

So far in the fight he had seen
nothing of the dark hulk and the
battle would be over with the death
of one of the commanders. Smoke
swiftly cut away a path through
milling, death-locked bodies toward
the short ladder which would surely
lead to the cessation of the fight.

Bullets fanned close to his tan
cheeks and powder stung his skin
where it was exposed through his

ripped clothing. The poop deck was
a hot bed of powder flame where the
hate-mad blacks were firing into
friend and foe with appalling im-
partiality.

Smoke skirted an open hatch be-
hind the mast and leaped up to the
raised deck, his belaying pin held on
high. A snaggle-tooth black, his
breath terrible in the face of the
white man, pressed a hot pistol muz-
zle into Smoke's ribs and jerked
back on the trigger.

HE white man darted to one side
Tand brought the pin down with
a force which carried it half through
the black face of his assailant. Fail-
ing to notice the bullet crease in his
side he leaped up to the top of the
deck house and ran across black tar-
paulins toward the wheel.

There was no thought now given
to navigation and the wheel spun
unattended before tire open compan-
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ionway which led down into the

cabins.
For a brief instant Smoke stopped

tensely above the wheel, a bloody
scarecrow of a man, his muscled
torso half-bare through the bloody

strip which remained of his shirt, the
red-dyed brass of the belaying pin
held in his stained hand, a wild, sav-
age glare of battle making an awe-
some mask of his tanned face.

Oblivious to the snarls of hastily
directed bullets which snapped about
him, he threw back his shoulders,
hefted the pin, and dived down
through the companionway in quest
of Portuguese Joe.

4 s HE reached the end of the
ZJW  passageway, Smoke plunged
A. jL into the main salon utterly

unheedful of the danger which might
be coiling up to spring upon him in
the dusky interior. It was only the
swiftness of his motion which saved
his life.

He had no more than bulked
through the door than a chattering
death song of a machine-gun licked
out at him to send churning splin-
ters away from the bulkhead he had
just passed.

Without hesitation Smoke threw
himself at full length on the floor
of the cabin, clawing at the rug un-
der his flattened hands in an attempt
to heave himself forward toward the
gun and to one side out of range.

A bullet hammered into his shoul-
der, sending him backward across
the saloon deck. Smoke glanced up
to see the hideous, vengeful blotch
against the skylight which was the
contorted face of Portuguese Joe.

In that same glance Smoke saw
the muzzle of the water-cooled ma-
chine-gun dip down at him, saw the
belt jerk as it fed the gun, saw brass
cartridges spill out of the breech.
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reached out with hot metal
fingers to rip out the white man’s
heart, but Smoke rolled aside with
the swiftness of a panther—a frac-
tion of an inch ahead of the racing
bullets which snapped a quick path
across the rug, biting out gashes
of fabric and wood at the rate of six
hundred a minute.

Slugs

A LL sounds within and upon these
£ fight maddened ships were sud-
denly concentrated in the crashing of
the machine-gun and Smoke knew
that his life depended upon getting
past the arc limit of the tripod before
Portuguese Joe, crouching wolfishly
a few feet away, could swing the
muzzle directly at the conspicuous,
rolling target.

A scant arms’ length away from
Smoke the gun’s muzzle was searing
him with powder in its attempt to
stab him with lead. Though the
odds were long against the success
of the move, Smoke shot out a hand
to grasp the crimson-hot barrel to
stay the arc before it reached its
fatal limit.

Though the steel burned the flesh
from the bones of his fingers, Smoke
held on and savagely thrust the bar-
rel away from him.

Portuguese Joe, intent upon his
marksmanship, was caught off guard
and his ugly fac was suddenly un-
masked to show mingled terror and

surprise.
He had been so confident that
Smoke would at least attempt to

bring him out of the salon and that
the vicious weapon would do its work
with appalling swiftness, that he had
not once considered the possibility
of defeat. And now that the thought
sank down into him it momentarily
robbed him of his strength.

An instant's inaction allowed
Smoke to reach the pearl pirate’s
throat with a steel hand, allowed
him to lurch up into a crouching
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posture which suddenly uncoiled into
a spring bearing Portuguese Joe
back with the sheer ferocity of sud-
denly tripled revenge.

Disregarding his burns and wounds,
Smoke held the black throat in his
strong hand and drove a sledge-
hammer fist into the dark features
of the pearl pirate.

The blow would have been suffi-
cient to kill any ordinary being, but
the hard skull of Portuguese Joe
only bruised the knuckles of Smoke.

Again the fist drove forward in a
terrific punch and Smoke felt a bone
snap in his hand. Before him he
saw the blurred ugliness of the pearl
pirate lurch upward, bringing Smoke
with him.

Forgotten were the machine-gun
and clubs, for here was all the wild
ferocity of beasts suddenly un-
leashed. Neither holds nor blows of
any description were barred as the
two swayed out into the center of
the salon, locked in a savage clinch
which did not restrain them from
striking and gouging each other at
the closest possible quarters.

They stumbled over the machine-
gun and were oblivious to it as it
banged over on its side and lay dis-
mantled on the floor.

Smoke pressed his thumbs into the
other's eyes and with a roar of agony
Portuguese Joe wrapped powerful
arms about the other's slim body in
an attempt to break Smoke's back.

N the musty dimness Smoke saw
I one of his thumbs sink home and

felt, simultaneously, an agonizing
twinge as he was relentlessly bent
backward.

His senses reeled and he felt the
other's evil breath against his cheek,
saw a blur of bared teeth and snarl-
ing features.

Marshaling all his energy
swift drive, Smoke doubled
knee and sent the cap crashing

in one
up a
into
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the dark one's groin. There was an
instant of silence into which the
howls from the deck came as a far
away nightmare. Then Portuguese
Joe staggered back, doubling up, for
an instant utterly helpless.

Smoke failed to recognize the
strength of his enemy in that brief
moment and he was caught off guard
as his opponent straightened sud-
denly and crashed all his weight di-
rectly against Smoke.

ITH a shout of rage the white

man gave ground, attempting to
summon his strength quickly for an-
other attack. But he was driven back-
ward until he felt the door of the
salon at either hand and knew that
the bare wood of the passageway was
under his feet.

Like an enraged bull, Portuguese
Joe pressed his advantage with a
force that was not to be denied and
the thick, hairy arms strove to encir-
cle Smoke for a clinch that would
mean the white man’s finish.

Smoke felt the ladder at his
and stepped up, fighting off the
one step at a time, until the clear
sky and the gathering night were
all that remained behind him. He
felt the wheel at his back and un-
wittingly stepped aside.

However enraged the pearl pirate
might be, he was quick to conceive
a plan which would mean a quick
end to his assailant. Behind Smoke
there now lay only a low rail and
the terrible depths of the sea, and
as he was forced rapidly back, Smoke
realized his fate.

There was no escape now and he
could only deal out blows and evade
the clinging arms. Slowly he gave
way toward the rail.

Smoke knew that within a minute'g
time he would trip over the rail,
plunge backward, to be swallowed up
by the waves. Even if he regained
the surface it was improbable that

heels
arms,
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lie would escape the vicious jaws of
barracudas and sharks.

Over the shoulder of the charging
Portuguese Joe, he could see the
milling mob on the deck forward and
knew that the battle there was as
terrific as when it started. No eyes
were turned aft for all men were too
busy parrying off blows and dealing
death to their enemies.

Shots echoed through the ship and
splinters splattered out where bul-
lets bit into bulwarks and masts. The
Witch still clung to the Negrito with
iron hooks and Smoke knew that he
would be victorious if be could only
melude his assailant.

But getting away from Portuguese
Joe was impossible and the flick of
a second seemed an age when Smoke's
heel touched the lower part of the
rail and he felt it pressing against
him, unbalancing him. In an instant
he would plunge backward into the
dark, greedy sea to vanish forever
from the world of men.

In one
Smoke

last gesture of
smashed a broken

defiance,
fist into

the dark blur before him and saw
blood spurt from the thick mouth.
But however heartening it might

have been to smash the pearl pirate’s
face, the move was fatal. With re-
doubled strength, Portuguese Joe
drove Smoke up and over the rail.

v

MPTY space flashed about
E Smoke as he fell and though

it was only a few feet down
to the waves, he felt that the dis-
tance was infinite. Green-black froth
curled about him as he plunged into
the water which tore into his eyes
and mouth, driving the life-breath
from him, strangling him.

With mighty thrashings of arms
and legs, Smoke broke his plunge
downward and began to come back
up to the surface. Hours seemed to
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pass before he again was able to
fill his air-starved lungs on the sur-
face.

Above him was the dark hulk of
the black ship and beside that was
the Witch’s stern, but between both
ships and Smoke were things which
writhed through the water with the
ferocity of wolves ready to pounce
viciously upon whatever the battle
might offer.

RIANGULAR fins were there by
T the dozen, attracted by the many
dead bodies which already drifted
about the bobbing, fight-racked ships.
It was not the abundance of fins
which caused Smoke to experience a
twinge of terror. He knew what lay
beneath the surface of the waves—
barracudas with unseen death were
waiting there ready to strike with
the speed of light.

But Smoke did not wait for death
to overtake him. He counted upon
the presence of much meat to allow
his safe passage to the rudder chains
of the Negrito. A shark fin brushed
by him and he kicked out in the
water with one foot meeting slimy
resistance as the sea-beast shot away
to come back to attack.

Smoke struck out as calmly as
possible for the rudder but he was
unable to compel himself to forget
the danger which swirled all about
him. He felt a tug at his pants-leg
and knew that something had struck
at him. He shot out his arms in a
long stroke and scissor-kicked, try-

ing to ward off death as well as
swim.

Then above him he could feel the
waves hitting at the rudder and
knew that if he could survive an

instant longer he would be partially
safe.
His hand caught hold of a chain

and with a movement which was
strengthened by the horror which
surrounded him on every side, he
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swung himself up between the rud-
der and the ship, hastily dragging
his entire length out of the water.

Teeth ripped at his trousers just
as his legs left the water and he
glanced back to see the swirl caused
by a six-foot barracuda whose two
feet of teeth had barely missed
dragging Smoke back into the sea.

Smoke saw that the rope of a
longboat trailed over the stern into
the sea and that, when the Negrito
pitched, the rope swung toward him.

He stretched out and took three
passes at the line before he could
capture it Then, with the rope
held firmly, he looked again at the
sea which licked at him. To swing
away from the rudder meant placing
his legs back in the water.

With set jaws and a tense motion
of his body, Smoke swung out on
the rope, feeling the water beat at
his shoes and expecting every instant
that he would be pulled away from
the line. As rapidly as possible he
pulled himself up the rope, hand
over hand, to breathe a sigh of relief
when he was, at last, clear of the
waves once and for all.

rail and down forward. The bat-
tle was quieter now, and the quar-
terdeck was deserted save for the
dead.

The hulk of Portuguese Joe was
moving toward two Chamorro .sea-
men who stood back and hacked fu-
tilely into thin air with machetes,
their strength robbed by the terror
which had gripped them at their
first sight of this apparition.

Smoke heaved himself over the
rail and dropped to the sticky deck
with cat-like stillness. Weaving in
and out between bits and the wheel,
he came to the top of the passage-
way which led down into the salon
he had been forced to quit but a
few moments before.

CAUTIOUSLY he peered over the
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His face was a savage mask of
determination as he ran down the
ladder and into the cabin.

Wasting no time, he stooped over
the sprawled machine-gun and
swiftly reloaded his cargo of po-
tential death, making sure that the

weapon was in readiness for the last
scene of the fight aboard the Negrito.

Hugging the heavy gun to him,
Smoke ran forward through the
cabins and found himself ascending
a ladder which must lead to amid-
ships and whose door must command
the entire deck and furnish protec-
tion at the same time.

ITH a kick he sent the door
Wslamming open, and spreading

the tripod with almost the same mo-

tion, he set the machine-gun down
on the deck and quickly squatted be-
hind its grim length.

Between clenched teeth he called
out in the Chamorro he knew the
Melanesians could not wunderstand,
“Lie down! Get to the port side
of the ship. I'm going to fire!”

With the alien words whipping

about them, the Melanesians dropped
all holds and suddenly jumped stu-
pidly back to stare at the after-
deck, They had understood no word
that had been spoken and were not
quick-witted enough to follow the

example so swiftly set by Smoke’'s
sailors.
Portuguese Joe whirled around

and stared at Smoke as though his
late assailant must surely be a ghost.
But then the fighting energy within
the dark hulk was too strong long to
listen to the superstitious voice with-
in him and he followed his animal
impulse to charge.

Smoke saw the pearl pirate lung-
ing forward and called out in Eng-
lish, “Stop! Another step and I'll
fire!”

But the other paid no heed to the
words. Brutality flicked savagely
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out of the pig-brown eyes and the
arms swung greeedily at the man’s
sides. His steps were certain and
unfaltering as he walked upon the
gun.

"Stop!” shouted Smoke, and then
saw that Portuguese Joe was S0 con-
fident of his own strength and prow-
ess that he thought himself invin-
cible.

The chattering death song of the
machine-gun lashed out across the
deck, seeming to come from between
the strong hands of Smoke.

Portuguese Joe. twenty feet away
stopped, a startled expression grad-
ually creeping up over his face. The
thick legs buckled, the hands broke
at the wrists, the head came forward
with a limp jerk, and the man who
had been known over the South Pa-
cific as a pirate tripped forward and
sprawled in death.

Smoke released the trigger and re-
laxed slowly. His words were low
as he said, “Well, you asked for it.”

\%
W O weary ships came back to
T the island's harbor, shrouded
in the lurid softness of the
tropical night, to drop anchors side
by side in the quietness of the Ila-

goon as though they were now as
companionable as they had been hate-
ful before.

In the cabin of the Witch, Smoke
was taking care of the last wounded
man aboard the ships— himself. Be-
neath the soft yellow light which
spread out from the gimballed hurri-
cane lantern above him, he carefully
adjusted bandages over his battered
shoulders and patted adhesive tape
into place with a gesture that was
both weary and triumphant.

A smile crept across his tired face
as he heard the purr of a motor-
boat coming toward the ships from
the slip below the house of Chan-
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tso Lan and he glanced at the chart-
ing table where a white, wooden box

sat in all serenity.
The swish of felt slippers ap-
proached the passageway leading to

Smoke’s cabin, to stop at the door-
way and be replaced by a smooth,
controlled voice.

"Good evening, Mr. Engel,” said
Chan, his eyes flickering over the
room and finally coming to rest upon
the white box. “I1 see that your mis-
sion has been successful.”

“Yeah,” agreed Smoke. “Almost.
All 1 want now, Chan, is the cash
in hand and the loan papers on the
Witch.”

into the circle of

AN stepped
light and the

beams reflected
upon the greasy, hairless skull. The
Chinaman’s robes fell about him

and swirled voluminously upon the
planking, giving the impression of
enormous size to the fat bulk they
enclosed.

Chan drew forth a sheaf of papers
and a packet of green slips which
were surmounted by a hundred-dol-
lar bill. The bank wrapping of this
last gave to understand that the
packet was worth ten thousand dol-
lars.

Smoke glanced at the papers, saw
seemingly unlimited typewriting,
then took the bills.

He glanced at the marking and at
the green sides of the packet and
then nodded his head toward the
white box.

With the swiftness of an wuncoil-
ing snake, Chan reached out and
snatched up his pearls to thrust the

box into the sash about his waist.
Then he whirled to the door and
vanished, leaving the sound of hur-
ried steps in his wake.

Smoke looked at the packets he
held in his hand and then smiled

toward the fresh sound of the start-
ing motor. But his smile was short-
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lived. His lips shot into a straight,
hard line as he eyed the papers.

“Phony!” he bellowed. “The dirty
yellow rat!” Quickly he stripped
off the wrappings from the bills and
found that the entire sheaf con-
tained but one hundred dollars sur-
mounting green paper. And there
were no signatures on the loan
papers.

All tiredness vanished
as he sprang to the
thundered across the

from him
door and
deck to the

rail, staring out into the blackness
toward the sound of a sputtering
motor. A cry from his tense lips

brought a bandaged Chamorro sailor
to his side with a flashlight and rifle
and Smoke grasped the items with a
savage wrench.

The powerful beams of the five-
cell torch shot out whitely across
the black lagoon, hovered over the

water, and then stabbed straight into
the grinning face of Chan as he gave
the Witch a triumphant look.

Though the retreating boat was
over two hundred yards away, the
sound of Chan’s voice purred clearly
back to Smoke.

"He who laughs!" jeered
And then the words slid off
crackle of Chinese.

Chan.
into a

OKE was slow in turning off
S\Athe light, for his bandaged hands
rendered his fingers clumsy. He
threw himself flat down in the scup-
per and dragged the startled brown
sailor with him. Rifle bullets
smashed into the timber and whined
viciously out into the blackness.

Somewhere in all the darkness
Chan had riflemen stationed to cover
his swift retreat, and the beam of
the light had given the key to
Smoke s whereabouts.

Outrigger canoes were bobbing on
the quiet water ready to smash hot
death into the Witch should any at-
tempt be made to pursue Chan. The
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strategy of the move was apparent
for even the bravest of men would
think twice before following Chan
into his house ashore.

But Smoke gave little thought to
the riflemen a6 he plunged aft to-
ward the longboat which hung in the
davits. Two Chamorros lowered
away on the blocks and then slid
down to the launched craft to pick
up ready oars and look to Smoke for
orders.

rpHE motorboat was still purring

and, though far away, Smoke knew
that he had a very good chance of
catching up with the man who had
played him traitor. For the boat used
by Chan did well to log off four
knots while the longboat could lunge
ahead at six.

Tense against the tiller, Smoke
barked his stroke orders and the
dim hulk of the Witch fell rapidly
away. Phosphorous gleamed in
pools where the oars bit into the
water, twice on either side of the

craft each time the straining brown
backs gave the sweeps a lusty pull.

Smoke counted them in rhythm
and tried to pick out his direction
without giving his exact location.
He knew that yellow men were lis-
tening to the creak of oarlocks and
he knew that one streak of light
would garner a leaden hurricane from
the waiting rifles.

Far ahead Smoke saw the white
stern of the motorboat growing more
distinct with each passing minute.
Chan, too, heard the pursuit and was
not long in attempting to avoid ap-
prehension.

A flashlight beam streaked and
darted about the lagoon until it final-
ly came to rest squarely upon the
body of Smoke who stood upright,

dressed in telltale whites, in the
stern.

The instant the light hit him,
Smoke heard the joyous bark of
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hungry rifles as -the yellow men
squeezed down upon a perfect tar-
get.

The only sign Smoke gave that he
understood and heard the whin-
ing snaps about him was to increase
the stroke tempo. The longboat was
now within a few feet of Chan and
the bullets ceased as Chinamen laid
down their guns to take up paddles.

Close beside the motorboat, Smoke
could see five men on the other’s
thwarts. He jerked out the pistol

at his side and, holding the weapon
aloft, jumped the remaining dis-
tance of a yard to land solidly in
the motorboat.

A Chinaman raised a rifle and shot.
But before the yellow finger could

release the trigger, Smoke ham-
mered the man down with lead and
6aw the body topple back into the

dark water, where it would soon be
torn to bits by barracudas.

RMS and hands sought to pull
A the white man down, sought to
push him over the side, sought to
batter him with oars and gun stocks.

Cries from across the water told
Smoke that reinforcements would
60on arrive for Chan, and he knew
that he must work fast if he wished
to live out the night.

The two Chamorros were now in
the fight and their war cries were
ehrill and awful in the darkness. The
motorboat lurched drunkenly, spill-
ing water over the gunwales as the
impact of blows and bodies smashed
against the frail sides.

Chan in the stern crowded back as
far as possible, hugging the white
box in his sash, seeing the fight as
a dark blur before him. His right
hand brought out a pistol which he
leveled at the bodies before him in
the hope that he would be able to
distinguish Smoke.

Smoke smashed a Chinaman in the
face and knocked him over the side
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into the water which was already
beginning to boil with expectant and
feasting sea-beasts. As he drew back
his fist, the white man felt himself
struck in the nniddle and hit a
thwart at his legs which unbalanced
him, making him stumble back peril-
ously close to the gunwale.

One of the Chamorros was struck
down to the bottom of the boat and
as Smoke passed over him, the brown
sailor reached up with a feeble hand
and caught hold of Smoke’s ankle to
save him from plunging down to in-
stant death in the water.

Smoke came back to the remaining
three yellow men with fists which
hammered a tattoo of destruction.
He sent one of his assailants reeling
back toward Chan in the stern and
was quick to follow up his advant-
age against the remaining two.

Of his second Chamorro seaman,
Smoke could see or hear nothing and
he surmised that the man was either
knocked out in the boat or was be-
ing torn to bits by the savage fish in
the water.

Jumping over a thwart, the white
man lunged aft where be knew Chan
must be, only to be struck from be-
hind by a glancing blow from a rifle
butt. He staggered back, threw out
an arm, and found that he had caught
hold of one of the men.

The scream which split the air was
one of sheer terror, for Smoke swung
the Oriental clear from the planks
and held him aloft to send him aft
as a human projectile.

The crash of the body was fol-
lowed by another scream—that of
Chan, and Smoke stopped to try to see
the swindler.

IHAT moment of inaction was fa-
tal. Men from the outrigger
canoes were now arriving and their
medley of howls rose to the stars as
they scrambled out of their small
boats into the craft.
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The hard press of bodies bore
Smoke down to the bottom of the
motorboat and though he struck out

with all the strength at his com-
mand, his blows seemed to have no
effect upon his immediate circum-
stance.

He heard splashes and knew that
he was knocking Chinamen into the

lagoon, but he knew that two would
spring upon him for every one he
knocked away.

At last strong hands held him fast
and motionless in the bottom, and
though he cursed and tried to move,

Smoke was sure that his last day
on earth had arrived.
\A|

ITAN lighted his electric

torch and played the beam

before him, letting it come

to rest squarely on Smoke’'s face.

Though the white man could see

nothing of the swindler's counte-

nance he knew the expression which
must be there. It required no im-
agination to visualize the savage
glare of triumph which overrode the
yellow features.

A pistol jutted out from behind
the torch and the light played evilly

upon the glinting blue barrel. A
yellow finger tensed on the trigger
as the muzzle pointed straight be-
tween Smoke’s eyes.

“Now,” purred Chan, "before |1
send you to your doubtful reward,
permit me to properly thank you for
your favors. You have given me
back the black pearls, worth half

a million dollars; you have presented
me with the Witch, which | have al-
ways wanted; and in addition to this,
my friend, you have given me the
Negrito, which 1 can most certainly

use.

“And now, with your permission,
Mr. Engel, | take your life as swift-
ly as possible.” Chan laughed
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harshly and the yellow finger
slowly back.

Smoke stared at the muzzle with
a hypnotic fascination, knowing that
he would never see the face which
would send a hot metal slug boring
into his brain. And until that mo-
ment Smoke had never realized how
terribly much he wanted to live.

came

Chan suddenly screamed with ter-
ror and Smoke looked up beyond the
gun to see the felt slippers cant up
into the beam. The gun pointed up

and flamed, sending the shot in-
tended for Smoke straight into the
heavens.

Scream after scream held the en-
tire group in the boat motionless
with horror. The felt slippers slid
back and the light crashed into the

boat to reverse its beam and point
straight up into the writhing body
of Chan.

Slowly the hulk of yellow flesh
slid back over the stern, and then,
with one last cry which ended in a
sob, splashed into the water to be
dragged far down into the black
depths. Only a swirl of phosphor-
escent water marked the grave of

Chan-tso Lan.

The men about Smoke were sud-
denly released from the awful ter-
ror which had held them and they

now jumped aft to look down, com-
pletely forgetting Smoke. With a
lunge back, Smoke snatched up a

rifle which lay forgotten beneath the
thwarts and slammed a cartridge into
the chamber.

UT there was now no fight in the
yellow followers of Chan. With-
out a leader they were as docile as

sheep, and after a brief moment's
hesitation, Smoke commanded them
to return to their outrigger canoes

and push off for shore.

When the men had gone, Smoke
stepped back to the stern and looked
at the spot where Chan had disap-
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peared, to see the answer to the Ori-
ental's death.

A barracuda, its teeth glistening in
the light of the torch Smoke held,
came to the surface for a brief in-
stant and then shot back into the
bloody water. Smoke realized then
what had happened.

One of Chan’s robes had dangled
into the water, giving the sea-beast
a target at which to strike. And
when the barracuda had hit the robe,
its teeth had become imbedded in the
cloth and by trying to get away it
had pulled down Chan. Upon him
it was now feasting.

Smoke shuddered and started to
turn away, the thought in his
mind that all he had gained by the
encounter was the Negrito and the
ownership of the witch once more.
But then, Chan had promised ten
thousand dollars, and—-

The beam licked greenly down
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into the waves and caught a glimmer
of white floating on the water. It
was only idle curiosity which made
Smoke turn and look more closely at
the splotch.

ITH an oar he reached out and

brought the object closer in to-
ward the motorboat, to finally realize
that it was what he had guessed it to
be.

In his hand he held the wooden
box which contained a half million
dollars in black pearls!

Smoke smiled slowly and then
looked back at the water as the irony
of fate came home to him. By play-
ing traitor, Chan had not only lost
his pearls to the white trader, but
had also lost his life.

The two Chamorros shook their
battered heads and grinned as they
rowed Smoke back to the waiting
Witch.
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/iIFRI1C A — Far trails through the

ZJt Dbrush. Heat stifling and in-
1 % tense rising from the dense
growth of the jungle. A saffari
plodding along. Blacks loaded with
the possession of the white men.
Adventure!

India— Beaters seeking out man-
eating tigers. Massive, lumbering

elephants part of the hunt. Big game

hunters riding in the howdah on the

elephant's back. Adventure!
Alaska— Ice floes in the far north.

Spring and the crash and roar
of the bergs drifting south. Dog
teams mushing over long miles of

6now. Biting winds. Adventure!

Spring beckoning with the call
of far places. We can't all go, but
we can follow those distant trails,
know the excitement and dangers
in the pages of THRILLING AD-
VENTURES!

There has been adventure during

the long cold winter, too, Plenty of
it all over the world. From the hot
countries to the South Pole men
have gone right on facing death in
their efforts to aid the cause of
science. It's winter in Brazil—but

seasons make little difference in that
part of Brazil just under the equator
known as Amazona, the home of the
Jivaro Indians, the fierce headhunters
of the upper Amazon,

All Indians Are Not Hostile

Frederick Murdock has written Ye
Olde Globe Trotter requesting in-
formation concerning the different
Indian tribes of the Amazon River

and its tributaries.
Murdock wants to make a trip to
the upper Amazon and cross over

1*7

the jungle and come out by way of
the Orinoco in Venzuela. What is
more, he wants to make the trip
alone with only native Indians as
guides, a seemingly very hazardous
trip to undertake alone.

But, oddly, it is not nearly as
dangerous in the Amazon jungle as
some adventurers would have us be-
lieve. While there are many fierce
Indian tribes in Brazil, there are
also many tribes of friendly ones.

The Fierce Headhunters

In fact, those that are friendly
outnumber the hostile ones consider-
ably. But Murdock’s letter had a

catch in it. He wanted to make the
trip alone, but he also wanted to
look in upon the fierce headhunters,
the Jivaros, and learn just what proc-
ess they used in shrinking the sev-
ered heads of their enemies to
such perfect miniature replicas of
the originals.

RANKLY, he expected too much.
FGoing to the upper reaches of
the Amazon to learn the Jivaro proc-
ess for shrinking human heads is
one thing. Making a solo expedition
alone up the Amazon and Rio Negro

rivers, crossing the small bit of in-
tervening jungle, and going down
the Orinoco to its mouth is another.

In that Murdock will probably

choose to make the solo trip without
going near the Jivaros, | am going
to tell him how the Jivaros process
the human heads of their enemies,
as well as saying a little regarding
the poison darts they use in their
blow guns.

All  of readers of

you regular
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THRILLING ADVENTURES learn-
ed a great deal about the ruthless
Jivaros in that exciting novel by-
Allan K. Echols, THE SERPENT
OF MOPOI, that appeared in the
December issue, but even so Ye Olde
Globe Trotter is going right ahead
and tell you more.

An Art and a Science

art as it is a science, and while
it is somewhat repulsive to think
we in the United States must remem-
ber that the native Indians of our
own country used to go in for scalp-
ing of their enemies in a big way.
Her.-! shrinking is just a further
development of scalping. Whereas
our North American Indians took
only the scalp of his enemies as a
trophy, the Jivaros of Brazil take
his entire head. But in order to keep
the mementoes of victory as per-
petual tokens of their prowess, it is
necessary to preserve them. Therein
comes the science—and the art.
The North American Indian tanned
his scalp just like he did an animal

HEAD shrinking is as much of an

skin, by removing all the flesh and
fatty tissue clinging to the skin, and
then letting it dry. They shrank
them to about a third their former
size.

In the Amazon region directly

under the equator it is much warmer
and far more humid. To preserve an
entire head by that method would
be impossible, so the Jivaros have
developed a very scientific method,
scientific, despite the fact that they
are a very primitive people other-
wise.

The head is severed at the neck.
Then the Jivaro grasps it by the
hair and runs as fast as he can to
his own maloca, where his squaw is
waiting for him with a pot of boil-
ing water.

Hot Water, Hot Stones, Hot Sand!

With the pot of boiling water
ready and waiting for him, the vic-
torious Jivaro warrior takes his head,
parts the hair very carefully down
the middle, then with his knife (for

ofure.
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which he has traded something usu-
ally a hundred times more valuable
to some white trader) he incises the
scalp from a point at the forehead,
clean across the occipital to a point
below the hair line at back of the

neck.
This done, he grasps the hair on
one side and carefully peels the

scalp away with the point of his
knife, pulling at the same time on
the hair and applying a steady pres-
When one side is finished he
r’epeats the process on the other.
Now the entire skull is exposed and
he starts to work on the face proper,
carefully excising the ears and the
points around the nose and mouth.

With all tendons and ligaments
thus severed, the skull lifts out very
simply through the spread scalp in-
cision, and the Jivaro has left only
the flesh and hair.

The incision on top is sewed up
now, tightly. The nostrils are plug-
ged up, the eyelids are propped
open with little sticks. The opening
of the mouth is closed, then the in-
side is filled with hot pebbles and
coarse sand.

Thus far, we have described the
scientific part of the job. Now comes
the art. The Jivaro now shapes up
the face and head as he remembers
itt. The sand and pebbles inside give
body and substance to the stuffed
head, and they afford malleability.
Like

Works a Sculptor

HE Jivaro pushes, pulls, pinches,
much as a sculptor would, work-

ing on clay until he gets the like-
ness he desires. Usually he adds
somewhat to the real likeness by
puffing out the nostrils, stretching
the lips, etc., to make the resem-

blance more hideous and fierce look-
ing. Thus he will have more pride
when showing the finished product
to his fellows, for the man he van-
quished was very fierce and tough
looking, thus proving his prowess in
a greater degree. Yes, even the Jivaros
have gone in for hokum.

With the face modeled up to his

(Continued on page 150)
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(Continued {row page 148)
satisfaction, he next closes the hole
at the neck. Then taking the head
by the hair of the head he drops it
in the boiling water and lets it sim-
mer for a matter of hours. This is
to work out all the fat remaining in
the flesh.

The hot pebbles and sand
Bcrve the same purpose.

inside
Yes; Cannibals!

S the fat gathers on the surface
A of the water, the squaw skims it

They're

off with a palm ladle. You readers
can guess what it is used for. It
gives Ye Olde Glode Trotter the
shivers to write about it. (Yes; the

Jivaros are cannibals.)

This process goes on for several
days. The prepared head simmers for
awhile, the fat exudes. And ever so
often the head is taken out, and
fresh hot sand and hot pebbles are
put back inside.

When no more fat gathers, the
stewing part of the operation is fin-
ished. The head is then removed,

refilled with more hot sand and peb-
bles, and then buried in the sand out
where the sand is exposed to the hot
tropical sun.

This is when the actual curing of
the head really begins, and the shrink-
ing. The water bath is just to get
the fat out. The heat bath serves to
do the curing. After several days of
sand bathing, it comes time for the
finishing touches.

The Jivaro then takes the head
from the sand. By now it has begun
to get hard. When the sand and
pebbles inside are poured out it re-
tains its form. The whole thing has
become a dark brown color. More
real hot pebbles are prepared now,

and these are poured into the in-
verted head through the neck open-
not enough however to fill the

ing,
head, just about one-quarter full.
The Jivaro then rolls these hot

pebbles around inside like loose peas
in a pod. The movement is to keep
the pebbles from burning the drying
flesh. This goes on for several hourly
periods each day. Shrinking taking
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place continually as it is dried more
and more.

The Result

Finally, at the end of two weeks,
the finished product is the result. A
perfect miniature replica of the orig-
inal, only about one-third the original
size.

The Jivaro then usually mounts it
on a stick, and after proudly display-
ing it to his fellow warriors, it goes
to join the other trophies like it in
his quarter of the tribal maloca.

1 hat s all about the Jivaro head-
hunters !

Oh, no! I promised one more
secret. Here goes. I'll eat all the
poison the Jivaros use to tip the
darts of their blow gun arrows, and
get up and walk away from the
feast. Yet, the poison is supposed to
be the most deadly ever concocted
by man.

It is! Killing instantly—but, only
when it comes directly in contact

with the blood stream. Anyone can
eat it without harm. Only don't let
it touch your lips if you have what
the advertisers call “pink tooth-
brush.”

No Pain Is Felt

T is a peculiar poison, bringing
I on complete anaesthesia as soon
as it touches an open wound. The
dart, of course, makes that. Immedi-
ate'sleep and death follows. No pain,
no worry, no nothing.

So, it doesn’'t make much differ-
ence what the Jivaros do with your
head afterward.

You don’'t know about it. anyway.

On page 152 you'll find another
list of names of some of the charter
members of the Globe Trotters Club
—next month [I'll print more. So
that you’'ll know just who and where
your fellow members are.

Join At Once
You readers of THRILLING AD-

VENTURES who haven't sent in
your applications for membership
should do so at once. Clip the ap-

(Continued on page 152)
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NO EXPERIENCE NEEDED—IWILL GIVE YOU
WHAT UTTLE TRAINING NECESSARY—NO
RED TAPE—EARNINGS START AT ONCE

The future welfare of thou-

sands of deserving men who
heed this announcement may
be vitally affected. Many who

have been beset with financial
distress can find prompt and
permanent relief from their
money worries.

FOR YEAR 'ROUND INCOME
Stop mid think how wonderful
it would be to liuv *= income
every week in the year. No more
tramping around looking for work.
No more “penny pinching'. Have
money to help pay your nagging

bills — huy
mortgage

clothing pay off the
-- buy yourself a home

put money In the bunk—or what-
ever your heart desires That's
the kin«! of n business opportunity
I am offering you

TEA AND COFFEE
HOITEM PAY REST

Everybody knows there Is noth-
ing letter than h good weekly route
for n lill™ steady

income These Tea

and ColTe.* Routes

pay far bettor tlinn
most because you
supply nearly 3u0
products - lhlings
people use daily in

order to live. You
simply take
can* of cus-

tomers’orders

on the route
in your lo-
cality. Y ou

collet all the
Cash and keep
n big share of
It Just for
looking after the or

dors, delivering the*
goods, and taking care of the busi-
ness. I furnish you with hun-
dreds of fine premiums and special
bargain offers—premiums to give
away with lea. Coffee. Spices. E x-
tract*. Unking Powder and other
fine products. Hundreds are now
waiting to be served in many lo-
calities. Hally and weekly earn-
ings mount steadily where 3*iu cull

pu your route regularly.

YOUR OWN FOOD PRODUCTS
AT WHOLESALE PRICES
When |
making
hood Tea and
also give you
prices on your
household necessities.

instructions for
money on my new neighbor-
Coffee Route Plan |
rock-bottom wholesale
own groceries and
This la in addi-

send you

tion to your rcffular daily earnings,
no you make bif? money in cash and
pave bit? money on the things you use
in your home.

GO TO WORK AT ONCE

My new plan provides immediate
cash earnings. As long as you arc
honest and reliable you are eligible
for one of these routes. 1 want some

one in every territory because 1| have
opener! up my big plant to full capac-
ity 1 am going to help a lot more
people earn more money at once. You
can have one of these good paying
routes right in your own locality right
near where you live. Better send

name today.

EXPERIENCE OR TRAINING
UNNECESSARY

am nut nearly m much Interested In

your past expiTSMiP* a* | am In_your will-

ingness_t» follow a few plain instructions

that will tell yon tho Inside working* of

I11.ti profitable ~ business. I will explain
Jirx about placing Tea.

Coffee. Wpl

Extracts and

Household Prod-

ucts  with  tho

customers on your

route | furnish

everything Thera

la no slock to

carry - you fill

v <r orders from

air big factory

aw eeh . e

UNUSUAL EARNINGS

1L am receiving glowing report* from both
men and women who are already handling

some of these route*. M. Mitchell. Cal.,
reported profit* of 175.00 In air daya m.
E. Berkhlraor, Pa., cleared $20.00 la one

day and $90.00 In a week. Win. H. New-
comb. N. Y., made $24.00 In one day. Win.
E. Iker. . de $68.00 ~ during
spare time In three days. | bare many
more report* like these exceptional earnings.
1 now offer you an even better opportunity
than | gave to them.

FACTORY-FRESH FOODS

NOW IN GREAT DEMAND
My Tea. Coffee and
other Food Product* are

fresh from m&_big. modern
Pure Food itchens — all
have been tested and ap-

roved by the American
esting Institute — a very
high authori on quality.

It's no wonder people in-

sist on haring my brand

In  preference” to~ others.

I'll explain all of this more

fully 'In the big booklet

I will send you freo lust as soon a*
1 rgtet our name.. M¥ goods_ have been ad <
vert*u*d nationwide to millions of people
There Is nothing new or untried about any
of my plan*.

DON'T SEND MONEY -
JUST YOUR NAME

Don't confuse thU with anything you have
ever read before. | don't néed your mone
—1 need people to operate
good paying routes Send
me your name so | can
lay the facts before you,
then you can decide If the

earning  possibilities
are satisfactory. Don't
ex?_eqt me to wait In-
definitely t? hoar
from you. If you act
promptly It will indi-
cate vow are the right
erson for tho route

slock  Vou hat) FORD SEDAN FURNISHED TO erson dor tho route
crittrn charge of PRODUCERS AS AN EXTRA BONUS or penn postcardpfor
everything NOT A CONTEST OB A PRIZE free fact*. Do it today
RE "PENNY PINCHING”
fiave b.-en working fur a bos* and T H I N G S TO DO
has been limited and you are
Cinching _and strrilving to“ exril_st, .
opportunity tp change all this,
route (dan you can atop lime- Mall Coupon
Read Facts
Start Making Money
at once.
edock  punching
forever If you .
want earnings ALBERT MILLS. President
FIAaE 5r0unapreetl(<) 5016 Monmouth Ave.. Cincinnati. Ohio
{P]u can avn
em our fiend mo full particular* of Tea and Coffea
\"eekly Incme la Route Flan, showing how 1 can get started
tutted only by earning ug to $1250 a week at one*. This y
the lima you give without obligation to me.
to the buslni-Jt*.
Tho mure tiro*
you devote to my
wonderful Route
Plan, the more

money you make
for “yourself.
That's tho kind
of an off«r I ana
making to you.

(Please Print or Write Plainly )
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WHY MEN GO

Science Finds New Way to Remove
Germ Cause and Activate Dormant
Roots to Grow New Hair
(Read Free Offer)

A germ railed “ Flask Bacilla of Unna” tret* deep Into
thn scalp akin in many casts of abnormal hair deficiency,
causing a most dangerous type of dandruff. 1t clogs up
pores and hair follicles, causing itchy scalp, falling hair
and prevents dormant hair roots (papilla) from growing
Pew hair. The germ is seldom suspected. V*'ashing and
shampooing und us« of tonics, ointments and lotions
don’'t remove the cause. They merely cleanse and treat
the surface and roll off the outer skin like water rolls off

the back of a duck. No wonder baldness is increasing.
Now a new discovery enables people who have dandruff,

falling hair, thin hair ami buldness to harmlessly remove
the congested, thin outer layer of scalp ekin. This per-
mits opened pores to breathe in air, sunshine and absorb
a penetrating, stimulating scalp-food to activate the
smothered dormant hair roots and grow new hair. It Is
the most sensational discovery In the history of falling
hair and baldness. It Is nil explained In a new treatise
called "GROW HAIR," showing "anatomy of your hair"
and tells what to do. This treatise Is now being mailed
FREE to all who writs for it. Send no money, just
name and address to Dermolav Lab.. Desk 616, No 1700
Broadway, New York, N. Y., and you get it by return
mail fres and postpaid. Lf pleased, tell your friends
about it

LADIES ONLY!

DEU\YED? ox
POUND when nstur* fsikr STARTS WORKIHO K-

STAMTLY! Bricft tooLhlaw. atUrfyinj r«(Mf la too* of Lhi loom*, nxwt stubborn,
unnatanl daiars nrr quickly — la cmif , few bourn to KCtia o m ! Very powerful, yet
«twoJutely **(«! CUA*ANTttD — MARWLESS. No peio. tnrooveniemoe, or
h>tsrtsrseo, with duties! CooetitweoU etroadr rrcomaimded by fumw dortonldeed wad
fm tm i bj tbnumi.rU of yrafMu! r a w IDoubU SLnm*IX. r. GO AMATINGLY MOHIST

per witfcia 1 tvixr g§ recap<of nfrfw

IMIPMINTI Rubied la due mail, pl leij
B-X LABORATORIES. KE St, N=

LONESOME?

Let me arrange a romantic correspondence for

you. Find yourself a sweetheart thru Americas

/foremost select social correspondence club, A friend-

ihip letter sticinty for lonely ladies and jrentlenk'O.

Members everywhere; CONFIDENTIAL Introductions by letter;
efficient, dknlfiod and continuous sendee. | have made thousands of
lonely people happy—whv not you? Write for FREE scaled particulars.
EVAN MOORE P. 0. BOX 98* JACKSONVILLE, FLORIDA

DON'T BE CUT

MONTHLY KKUKK COM-

Until You Try This

~Wonderful Treatment

for ptlo suffering If you have piles la

any form writ* for a FREE sample of

. _ Page’'s Pilo Tablets and you will blean
the day that you raad this. Write today. E R.
Pago Co-, 8343-0, P«flo Bldg., Marshall, Mich.

Chlce<

THRILLING ADVENTURES

(Continued from page ISO)
plication blank appearing on page
156 of this magazine, sign it, en-
close with it a stamped self-addressed
envelope and mail it if you want a
handsome membership card entitling
you to all the rights and privileges
of a charter member in this unique,
world-wide organization with mem-
bers all over the earth.

There are no obligations, no dues,
no qualifications necessary for mem-
bership except a whole-hearted inter-
est in adventure and a willingness to
exchange information with fellow
members.

One of our authors was down in
South Africa when that big diamond
you read about in the papers was
found by a poor Dutch farmhand
and his Kaffir helper. He writes to
us concerning same.

Dear Globe Trotter:— Say, boy, the ex-
citement in this neck of the African woods

(Continued on page 154)
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Coast-to-Coast Success!]
OPPORTUNITY TO MAKE

HOME

a t

NO HOUSE-TO-HOUSE CANVASSING

Experience Unnecessary—No Costly Machine to Bay

The new coast-to-coast food hit. You work at home,
chips come to you already made. Simply drop into hot
grease and they're ready to eat! No complicated work,
ao experience, no failures! Opportunity to make up
to $30 first day, and high as $60 to $300 aweek dear!
Not a machine: No need to buy special equipment.
Stores do your selling for you. A phenomenal success!
Sells faster than potato chips, do-nuts. Magic Cheese
Chips are bip, fluffy, giant-size chips, bigger than potato
chips. Irresistible taste makes them act like an appe-
tizer. The more you eat, the more you want to eat, and
you never get filled up! It'sarevelation! Crowds, Maine
to California, devouring thousands of pounds weekly!

Pays Distributors Tremendous Profits

An enormous profit on a small investment! Everyone
likes this tasty tidbit any time of the day. 3 and 10 cent
bags of Magic Cheese Chips sell like wildfirei

MEN, WOMEN EVERYWHERE
Start at Scratch, Build Up
to 1,000 Pound a Month Businesses

Men »Nd wWomen succeed *like— no super-salesrn*nshij>— no skill—
no canvassing. E. Wciler, California, starts with 10 pouads. USES
profits to build up to 30 pounds, then 60 pounds, then places stand*
ing order for 1 50pounds EVERY THREE DAYS!.ALL PAID FOR
OUT OF PROFITS! One of the largest bakery chain systems inthe
U. S. bids for exclusive rights in LOO cities, but we had already
allowed exclusive rights to others, except in 9 cities, which they
grmb eagerl Buy 130 pounds at aclip for each store! T F. Knud-
som, living in asmall New York city, wnres "RUSH ONE HUN-
DRBD TWENTY POUNDS. OUR TRADE WILL REQUIRE
UPWARD OF FIVE HUNDRED POUNDS MONTHLY."
Large Pacific Coast concern wires, "INCREASE STANDING
ORDER TO ONE HUNDRED FIFTY POUNDS WEEKLY.
SHIP TODAY SURE THIRTY POUNDS ADDITIONAL
EXPRESS." Long distance calls, telegrams flooding in from
everywhere—we've had our plant working] overtime to meet
the demand! No hard rimes for MAGIC CHEESE CHIPS!
~

YOU DON'T MIWEST A RED CENT

until rou have acid rovrttlf on the possibilities. You mun icll rounelf firsi
twfor* we permit you to Invest, and our novel plan enable* you to decide
without cost! Then you can ftan with g«.50 iovestment, put back (ha enormous
profits, bulldiOX up withOof another penny investment if you wishl

EVERYTHING FURNISHED

V t furnilti everyth]'aa— advertising. diipiey stands a*C. Don't wail aocQ ifa
loo lata to get tha FIRST BIG PROFITS io yuarr locality. Mail the coupos H
Pore lor complete detail* tod share the eoorooai profit* uumudUtely)

euvr-o MFG. CO, ' Dept, 2023-N 6L Louis, Me,

ir,3

NEW NOW!

The Smash Hit of the day! The
big fad at parties, outdoor
games. People everywhere
munching 'em on the streets!
Takes instantly. Biggest food
novelty boom in years!

VIRGIN TERRITORY
EVERYWHERE

Hundreds of successful businesses
now operating. Thousands ofopen
territories. Hundreds of cities open
— thousands of small towns. Imme-
diate success possible anywhere.
Write today.

SEND for ACTUAL
PHOTO-COPIES
of ORDERS from
MAGIC CHIP DEALERS

Donafidc Proof of Profits!

See the actual orders with which mea and
woicmo with small capital atari, then sea tba-
orders they send out of pmfltsl No Claim
Ve let the facts speak foa themselves. Loo
Into (his now while you have FIRST CHANG*
at the profits in your locality. No obliaanoo.
MallI the coupon imoediaicj/—later ary ha
coo lata.

MAIL FOR COMPLETE DETAILS

1

FLUFF-O MFG. CO.
Dept 2023 N
c.
***Loul* Mo*

Without obligation to me, nuh full information at 1
once about Magic Cheese Chips and your proposition,

. ———




14 THRILLING ADVENTURES
ANY PHOTO ENLARGED (Continued from page 152)

e Tor Pl Yot ar (only there aren’t any WoodsL is something
bust form, groups. Landscape, pet to write home about. Another huge dia-
animals, fitc.. or ©nl&rgcmortfl of any d h - b f d i h I ial
part of group plcturo. Baro return of mon as just been found In the alluvia
original photo guaranteed. . . wash of the Transvaal. While | haven't
SEND NO MONEYfISSSEE!fE’, seen the thing, | hear that it is almost
K S ok foscct”® YRy oodA as big &9 the Cullinan and worth between
5&.SZO,I»C.TQZM’??».Ekf"nﬁhul"é;i‘!“éi’;?;"j‘&@?«mi p,kwlm?."ﬁg a quarter and a half-million dollars.

o " an ot toaag ooty ol wanted 1Yt As soon as word of its discovery got
Standard Art Studio*. f(M S. Jefferson St.. Dept. 824-E. Chicago. .. bruited about everyone in this town, in-

WANT $158-$225 MONTH? cluding me, made a dash for the new fields.
Work for “Uncle Sam"” " When | got there the desert was thick as
flypaper with all manner of humans.
MEN WMOMEN 15 o 50 cemmen | spent three days in the wash and got
ucation usually sufficient. Many .
early examinations expmetl. Write nothlng but a headache al’]d sore f_eet, but
'ivmheTAiatelfv for free 32 l!»nfifc”bookv some of the diamond pickers did pick
wit ist o pOSI[IOnS an u par- H
ticulars telling how to get them Up Sma" speCImens' .
FRANKLIN INSTITUTE However, what they were all searching
Dept. B-812 rRochester, N. v. fOr was the other half of the big diamond
the Dutchman and the «affir found. It
FR,EII\ICH | VIIAd fTéBSa seems that it was split in half, or rather
are simply marvelous. se or yenr H
by millions of men who Bought youthful the part found was JUSt half Of What was
rigor, pep and energy. "Don't mperl, ONCE @ stone even larger than the Cullinan.
A5 ima package. tripie Poencth 1 -~ 1IN that no stone with the definite cleavage
Tfhree Boxes. 13. SPEBCIA%- 9TEE|§0T13M of the one found has ever been uncovered,
O i 356 iain wragper. Mony  S€€kers have naturally assumed that the
Bock Il mot preatea. (Agents Wanted)  other half lies somewhere in the area of
170 w4 RSe R DeRt Ry, this wash which extends for several thou-
sand square miles. ) )
I would like to kick it up, but three

days looking in the blazing heat just about
FROM OUR SANCTU M ruined me. Besides, | was never lucky in

The May Issues of our companion maga- flndlng thlngs _an_ ay. SO, I haVe decided

zine are brimful of the best novels, stories to leave the fin Ing of the other half to

and features to be found anywhere. Somebody else | dld however get a
- ) )

A Just pick up T1IRILLIXU DETECTIVE- knockout idea for a story out of said ex-
and thrill to Norman A. Danicls great perience. And soon as | get back to
MURDERS  Albe DEATH CHECKS 1N Johannesburg, | will start pounding it out.
nn notion-packed novelette by (Jeorgo Allan Hope t_O See you some time this summer.
Kr;llfozfrf?;eanlilk*many distinctive short stories | arn go|ng up to Madagascar’ Stay the-re

) : awhile, then hope to get a tramp that will
In the PHANTOM DETECTIVE, the ex- deposit me. bag and baggage' and type-
e o e S s writer all in one shipment right at’ the
KILLER. a full book-length novel parked docks of Manhattan without a Stop.
with Bix**d and Buspeuso from btart to Captain Kerry McRoberts
finish. 10c at all stands. Johannesburg, South Africa. '

(T SKY FIGHTERS for May features WINGS
OF CHIVALRY, n novel-length yarn by
Jack Slraley—novelettes and stories by

Tinlph Oppenhelm, Artimr J. Lurks and QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS

others— and the most profuse array of fea-
tures to be found Iu any air magazine

10c.

) : Dear Globe Trotter:— In a late issue of

<T For the air minded: THUNDERING

WINGS by Lieut. Scott Morgan, 1m tlie fea- THRILLING ADVENTURES N ! r?ad
tured full book-length novel in THE your article about cold weather including
LONE EAGLE — a magazine devoted to statistics. | also saw in an Almanac an
the adventures of John Masters. Fighting . .
Are of the Secret Service. Zooming fea- account of cold weather, which to my mind
tures and stories. 10c. seems the more reasonable.

/T For love stories of the ranch and range, The Almaniac referred tO quS that at
read THRILLING RANCH STORIES. Verkhoyansk in Northern Siberia, on Jan-
BRANDED HEARTS, u novel by Law- uary 15, 1885, the mercury dropped to 90.4
rence A. Keating, tops a list of exciting, .
rip-roaring stories with a real Western deQreeS Fahrenhelt bEIOW Zero.
romantic thrill Iu every line. 13c at nil Your record shows a temperature of 186
Btanda. degrees Fahrenheit below zero. .

C For 8is nnd mom: Bring homo THIUI.L* NOW, Mr. Globe TrOtter, Somebody IS
INO LOVE— they'll love it. This month's Wrong Clarence W Arrington
featured book-length novel Is BRIDE K ID - - . - : :
NAPPED, by Marcello Lathrop. 10c at all PIIOt Mountalnv N C
stands

—THE I'UHLISHER. Answer:—Well, Clarence, both are
(Continued on page 156)
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BEFORE USING
SEW-NO-MORE
Here 1# an actual photo-
graph of a dainty dr<*M
that practically
ruined by a Itnrn If
mended by the old nee-
dle and thread method
It would nu longer he lit

for good wear

Here™
Gcw No-More save, time
and motley arid the nio-L
wonderful part h that
the rnenda don't show
there are no atUrh<u
be seen. It launders }ju*t
like you sav Hattie M

White. ?n < A<ademy
Way. l)Inuba Calif
You're right, Sew No

More tir** away wUh the
old needle ard thread
It * a wonderful product

In every way. Mr* lehri
Mlehalskl. I lttk-llel |
Are . Huffaln. N Y

For quick neat mends
that I*«t. Sew N< Mure
can t he brat Fabric. |
repaired with it have

been washed and In-n.-d
=—even rubbed haid <m
a wash board, and the,
ditfi't come off Mt
Henry richer, 132 John
St . Hudson Kalb N h

EN
TH
W
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SEW-NO-MORE

-
St

=

-NO-MORE
AYS AGENTS

2.00 an HOUR

is the amazing product with which a hole, rip or tear in any cotton#

wool or silk fabric can be mended bo perfectly that you can hardly find the mended

place.
in fact, anything made of cloth
eye-straining work of mending or darning with needle and
Simply spread a little Sew-No-More around the edges of the hole
place a piece of the same material over the Sew-No-More and
In a few seconds the Sew-No-More dries and the

the tedious,
thread.
or tear,
press together lightly.
mend is complete—it becomes a part of the article
ing. iromng won t hurt it.

Housewives- .-specially mothers-

Stockings. dromes. shirts, underwear, overalls, draperies, linens_ -
can be kept

In perfect repair without

itself. Boiling, wash-

find in Sew-

No-More jUfit thf thing to keep the children's clothes neatly mended—

and without the hard work. It

in a boon to bachelors because

It allows

them to make their own repairs without troublesomeaewing 6F outside hely.

AFTER UBINO
SEW-NO-MORE
Here Is a photograph of
the same dress mended
with Sew-.\n-More. See
how neat the repair I
No need now to lay Ibis
drcs.-. aside. because you
can't tell that a repair

ha. been made,

How Uatn Tatk About 8ew-No Mora

Sow No More Is a fine
Indention It does every-
thing v.u claim f<r It
It Is a pleasure (= tw
ornmend It to m> friends
and neighbors tharles
li Uixon. ItulT dale. Ps.

HBf tised Sew No Mon*
on tSuny different ar
title* and it ha« proved
to I* boll fast waahahl*
and i*n he Ironed MU*
Lmrean Essenpr

AYaha.b Ave . Belleville

Row No M»re Is great
li Mire does wonders |
like It because It moVt-i
such smooth, unnotlce
iblo mengs. and bes-ati'
It mv Ir  ™Mr. E
Mayhuslier. 1*1* 1

hinc St Reefdv N Y

MAIL COUPON FOR FREE SAMPLE
Rush your name and addle** fur FREE sample

to prove all claim*,

offer

and ‘p.-rlal
1 will show you how other men and women

agent's territory

without eiperlenre are making up In t'l DO In an
hour with this amazing product that sell* to nine

out of ever
217*3, profit

ter prospect*
Wonderful

and pays you up to
FREE emonstration

Outfit and FI RE SALES PLANS that (JI'ARANII

TEE your success
coupon today.

SEW-NO-MORE COMPANY I

Cincinnati, Ohio

No Investment necessary Mal
R H. Bullman,

President

Dept. T-786, Madison Rd.

Repairs made with Hew No More wear as
ik as the rout of the garment.
wan be laundered hundreds of times. They
can
will npt come of!

Repairs Don't Show

6 EW -NO- MO RE It a iclantlflc. ttninleaa
cream with powerful adhesive qualltlei.
It Is easy to use Anyone can make repairs
that are neat permanent practically In-
visible Kv«n alLrtped material or material
with checks or pattern* can be mm tot «o
that the repair dueali'l h'kjw Kvi-ry tube
is sold under a MONEY HACK <JLA.il-
ANTEE OF SATISFACTION

BOIL ITI WASH

Saves Fine Garments

SEW-NO-MORE aavei money because
It mends fine garments ami other val-
uable article* that would otherwise be
mined through a rip, tear or burn
whirh could not be danml or mended
by the old fashioned, ugly way in
stockings and .socks a Sew-No More
fmelnd is Bmooth—no lumps to hurt the
eet.

ITI IRON ITI

MENDS WILL NOT COME OFF

They

boiled. Mushed and Ironed— they

$>i>0d it Year
For
Thin 8ulcv>man

Good

rious towns I have
set thy K'»l a* J5.0ono
a year PROFT ami |

Sew No-More
LOOK SETTER and are STRONGER than
mends made with needle ami thread
family mending can be dune with Sew-No-
More i

For FREE SAMPLE

Intorostod in

milking up to $2.00

repairs are PERMANENT
The

In one tenth the usual time

PresidoTit

SCW sNO-MORK Coinpanv

ModiNon Hoad,

REW-N'O-MORF

FRRK Snmplo to prove

FRKR out lit nnd territory offer.

B N It. It. Itoltman,
"Thi* confirms my
telegram ror another |>¢ist. T-786
3k dozen 8sw =No- P s h
Mure | should be Cincinnati, Ohio.
able soon to dispose Yor, I nm
of at least Jort dozen S¢ir(l mu* at otuv
aweek j am starting your <kstmes.
out sales crew* in va- Also, fell mi'

how other mpn nnd women are
in an hour.

am after that f5.00n = Nilme

0 N Waterhouse, Pa,
Address
City

State.

| Territory
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PROSPERITY

BE OUR REPRESENTATIVE

EARN UP TO $40 A WEEK
No «Xpurltocc retil#*! to act bs our r- present-
biltb for Ma*trr Work (lannent* Kvery buM-
n»u eoaccrii prospect. Y<iu recHvt' pay timly
in e*M nmiralmton*. Advertising ctnbruJd*
errd on earnim!* Is s blf sales feature. Writs
»t onr«i for FREE ccmglete ssllinc outfit  Geo.
Matter Carmsat Co pft. 480. Llgenier. liHJ.

FOREST JOBS

Easily available. $12B— $200 per month. Per-
manent. Cabin, hunt, trap, patrol. Get details
immediately.

RAYSON SERVICE BUREAU
Dept. K-56 Denver, Colo.

A BABY FOR YOU?

If you arc dunk'd tho MohrInif of ft baby nil your
own ami yearn for n baby's arms and n baby a aniile,
do not Rive up hope. Just write In confidence to Mrs.
Mildred Owens, 1G32 Coates House, Kansaa City, Mo.,
mill she will tell you about a nimplu home inetbod
that helped her ufler being denied 15 years Many
others say ihia has helped bIPBfl their lives. Write
now and fry for this wonderful happiness

Men71W)men7Rttta|n th«l )oa pep that eml*arti you in the
opposite «=* Ou I.LKU PEP TUMQt'E TAPS will
help you tn rp]tlfenste vnur nexus] wmwmb tired, worn out nerv*«.
mtrenctli. etc. Tim wonderful results from uhliiz tin** inwill
murnrise you. P«nt Rraltl. pUtn wmiipiu. pirpnul. $2 00 reh or
12.15 I' O 1* Special sitmu:Ui rontBUUUK n ».Innl prochicl for u»o
In eavere case*. $3 00 Hitldfactinn (rtiaranlced or money refunded. |

PRINCKHW ANNE MFfl. CO.

V. 0. Ifox 69:5 Dept. TA-21 Baltimore, Md.

TIME COUNTS IN APPLYING for

patents. Send *ketch or model for

instructions or write for free I>ook.

"How to Obtain n Patent” and “Record of invention”
form. No charge for information on how to proceed.
CLAKKXCE A. (mm E X, lItcg. Patent Attorney
6S44 AdnniM Itmlilm;; \\nahington,

THRILLING ADVENTURES

(Continued from page 154)
right, Ye Olde Globe Trotter and the
Almanac. Only we wused different
languages, so to speak. | gave the
temperature in degrees Centigrade,
and the Almanac gave it in degrees
Fahrenheit. You overlooked that
salient difference | am afraid, and
there is a big difference in the scale.
Both figures work out to the same
degree of actual cold. It all depends
on what scale you use. The Centi-
grade scale is used in Siberia and
for all scientific purposes.

Dear Globe Trotter:— From reading
your columns in THRILLING ADVEN-
TURES | see that you are somewhat of
an expert on weather phenomena. Well, |
ran into a funny sight in Boston Harbor
this winter that put me to guessing. It
was a sort of fog. but differing from fog,

it rose up from the harbor waters in sort
of twisting spirals like smoke weaving up

Gel the Low-Down on MoJem "Youth!
Read

SNAPPY —

COLLEGE LIFE

100 Pages of America’s Best Wit and Humor
— Realistic, Fast-Moving Short Stories —
COLLEGE LIFE is the last word in sophis-
tication and the best quarter’s worth on
tlie stands today!

BREEZY — PEPPY

A remedial factorinsystem- Stuart's Plapoo-Pada
— that has proven amazingly effective. Patenta-
bly different from tmsses No straps, buckles or
springs attached. Easy to apply — inexpensive.
Plapao Co., 73 Stuart Building, St. Louis, Mo.,

is sending 'FREE to_all ite

o

BLASSES

*Natural Eyesight
System Makes Them Unnecessary

7Now Used in ovor 30 Countries
Send for FREE information telling how
Revolutionary Invention makes it easy to
correct Nearsight, Farsight, Astigmatism
Eyestrain, Weak Eyes, Failing Vision,
Old Age Sight, Eye Muscle Trouble,
Etc., at home without glasses.
NATURAL EYBSICHT INSTITUTE Inc.

D*»L 45.A Sants Horde*. Calif.

The Globe Trotter,
THRILLING ADVENTURES,
570 Seventh Ave.,

New York City.

I wish to be enrolled as a member
of the Globe Trotters Club. | am in-
terested in adventure and will en-
deavor to answer all questions asked
me by other members regarding the
places with which | am familiar.

(Print name plainly)

AdAress ......occoceiieenieiieee e
[OF 1 4R State-----
My hobbies are........cccccocveriiennnnn.
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into the sky where it cuts off abruptly like
it was sheared with a knife.

| have never seen such a sight before,
and people | talked with who also saw
it, said it was the first time for them,
also.

Could you explain the reason for it?

Chester Morris.
Lawrence, Mass.

Answer:—Well, Chester, you saw
something that perhaps you won't
see again for many a year—unless

you make a trip to the polar regions.
That strange fog you saw was what
the Arctic and Antarctic explorers
call frost mist. It is caused by cold
air above meeting warm water below.
This frost mist is very common in
the polar regions, but seldom seen
in the temperate zones.

This winter it was especially cold
for short periods along the Atlantic
seaboard, and the cold came so sud-
denly that the water didn’'t have a
chance to warm in its usual ratio.
This caused the frost mist to rise up
from the surface of the water like
steam. It was cut off abruptly at a
certain height because of the atmos-
pheric pressure.

The frost mist is so thick in
Arctic climes that it is impossible
to travel for days at a time. Even

so, it is one of the most beautiful
of Arctic sights, especially just when

the sun is rising. Then it waves and
undulates like a thin, gossamer cur-
tain, fairy-like in the extreme.
Hope the explanation sets you
clear, Chester. But you were not the
only one that noticed that peculiar
fog this year. It extended clear
down to the Virginian capes thi3

last winter, the first time it was ever
noticed there.

This next fellow has an entirely
different question. It's a far cry from
frost mist to the old highwaymen
of Merrie England, but Ye O 1de
Globe Trotter covers lots of ter-
ritory and no questions are barred.

Dear Globe Trotter:— 1 have a short
simple question to ask you. | have read
a lot about one Dick Turpin, who was
supposed to be the King of Bandits. |
am wondering if he was a real chatacter
or just a legendary figure like Robin

(Concluded on page 158)
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Stomach Disorders
Threatened His Life

Says N.Y. Patrolman

"l tried everything," saYs Officer David R.
Cafdwel, 9U) Jennings St.,
New York City. “I suffered
from gas in the stomach
and heartburn so bad that T
could hardls’ stand it. My
case was diagnosed by one
doctor as ulcers. | suffered
much agony and lost weight
until one day | saw an ad-
vertisement in the New
York Daily News, by the
Udga Co,, St. Paul, Minn.
I wrote for their treatment
and thanks be to God | did,
for today | am a different
man. | have no pain, can
eat anything and | am get-
ting back to my normal weight.”

Acid Stomach Afflicts Millions

ns every physician
It Is the most com -
ulcers ns well aa
nnd there nre com™*

David a. caidweti.

Dypernrldlty (ncid stomach), is,
enn tell you, the curse of millions
mon cause of stomach or gastric
tunny other distressing conditions,
pnrntlvely few adults who cun truly any It has never
troubled them In addition to stomach wulcers, acid
stomach |Is often the direct cause of pas pains, dys-
pepsia poor digestion, pains after eating, bloating,
belching. gnawing pains, heartburn, sour stomach,
constipation, etc.

Double Acting Treatment Needed

To combat these conditions you need a treatment
that will first counteract or neutralize the excess acid
secretions and then protect, soothe and tone the mem-
branes or stomach lining In order that the process of
healing may take place. This Is the function of tho
Udgn Treatment nnd tlie excellent results It has pro-
ducer! In so ninny thousands of cl/ibos nre due to this
double noting feature For stomach ulcer victims, tho

Udga treatment Includes n dirt list prepared by %
world-famous clinical hospital.
Offered On

15 DAYS TRIAL

And nuw that the meritB of this splendid treatment
have been so conclusively Indicated, the distributors
invito all sufferers to try It at their risk nnd nro will-
ing to send a full 15-DAY TREATMENT ON TRIAL.

Ho If you can believe what your own stomach tells
you—if yon agree thnt freedom from stomach pains,
distress mid misery are the surest proof of results,

accept tlila liberal trial offer aud see for yourself what
the Udgn Treatment enn do.
------------------------------- MA1l1 COUPON TODAY
UDGA. Inc., Foot-Bchulze Bldg.,
Ht. Paul, MInncMotn.

PVm* send me your JS-DAY TRIAL OFFER on the rTrira Treat*
nr|l._ Also free coir of your hook on stomach trouhle*. (MtimonUls,

affMarlt of foiiijinrneas and 11.000 00 Itaward Offer to badt It up.
This dues not oliligala me In any way

Ntrue

No. tnd turret

city

Btat*
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NEW STUFF!
W innie W inkle

For mon rnly TiHIr A Mar. Toota A Ca-iicr. Bus* A Hubble*.
Kauny JIlIl. Only * Hoy. Jiaruld Ti-en A Lllum*. Boob MoXutl A
Joarl Thr Vani[rlre, The Hint of Helen. What Tommy Haw I'mler
the i'arlur I>*r. Twrtx (,*/ lov« letters Keail Two IY»jr*. Cia>
Lift In rarl*. also 60 kara a™l I>arhut Frmch Wpa pit Sum*

IKind tn-n iiki» ) Alio 5i» ftlonuunrtra type picture* of boaxitlftil '

CtfU In tliiiUInx. snappy, xriHtio P wilh their follows. Wo Oil
©rtleri  tiilo Mm* day we receive them. All for ouly }I 00. £*nj
cadh, alarupi or money order.

IMPERIAL NOVELTY CO.

173 FIFTH AVENUE NEW YORK CITY

BALD NO LONGER

Hr. A.S. R. of New York City write*:
"1 had 3 bald apota the xIxo ofa hill, JIE
dollar. | uiad Japanese Oil for 3 months

nd now my bald tpots are entirely
covered with hair.” FREE/

JAPANESE OIL. tbeantti Hrttstoc Scofa
jaM ty thounxmik for ta THE TftIfTH
ToruxKtalB', ABOUT THE
Xmom titan to., mw «», 9 01.111«.,. HAIR’
WITH ran nnw depend or our row 8. I*
rvp* aVQ 14KLIKK I'OilP(IL'M). Use them

* * when nature falls you. Often »uc-
rcsafully relieves aome of the rooet distressing,
loncpAt unusual unnatural casm, In 2 to 5 clays.
Not dangerous, no Inoinrenlenr* or interference
with work. Thousands of women hare received re*
markahla result® It la a superior product war-
ranted to bo according to Il. 8 P Standard*.
Gtre the 8 P. COMPOUND a fair trial, you'll
never bo without U. It Is hard to beat. All orders
shipped rushed In plain wrapper. Mall >2 a fmx;
2 for $3. Double strength. 43. 2 tor $3. Trial

Sir# 25c Free Booklet. Write

SNYDER PROD. CO.. .'léng Wells. Dept. &4Q, Chicago.

(Concluded from page 157)

Hood? Can you set me straight on this?

Bob Priest.

Arlington, Oregon.

Answer:—Well, Bob, you can bet
your last shilling that Bad Dick
Turpin was a real he-man and no
legendary figure at all. If the ghosts

the many rich merchants and

travelers he used to lay in wait for
around the bend of the old English
roads could talk, they would give
you plenty of proof as to his reality.

He and his famous horse, Black
Bess, roamed the English country-
side and wreaked havoc on all rich
travelers. Turpin was the man who
was responsible for the word high-
wayman creeping into our language.

He was the first road bandit, and
was very real, but did have many
Robin Hood qualities. He robbed the
rich and gave to the poor, and for
that reason in many regions of Eng-
land and Wales, his name is oft
revered even in this day.

So much for that, Bob. It's too
bad we don't have more bandits like
Dick Turpin now. We have plenty
of bandits, but none of them seem to
share their ill-gotten gains with the
'poor, spending it all on themselves.

More T. N. T. and concentrated,
smashing yarns are coming up in the

issue. If you liked this month’s

THRILLING ADVENTURES, as
you certainly must have, don't miss
buying the next issue the minute it
appears on the stands.

You'll thrill with the hard-fighting,
valiant hero of Allan K. Echols’
great book-length novel —-HARBOR
OF PEARLS. Besides this exciting
story, there'll be TRAILS OF
TREACHERY, a complete novelette
by Major George Fielding Eliot.
Other novelettes and stories by fa-
mous authors — 160 action-packed
pages of fiction with a thrill in every
line!

And—don’'t forget to clip the ap-
plication blank and sign up as a
member of the Globe Trotters Club.
The club is going to do things, and
you fellows who haven’t joined up
yet had better get in soon. What say?

THE GLOBE TROTTER.



IRED o r DRUDGERY

WOULD YOU LIKE TO BE
A MILLIONAIRE?

Why remain “just one of the crowd?” Become “one
of the winners1” Now is the time to start. A new
day of prosperity is dawning! Be prepared to take
advantage of the golden opportunity that will come
your way. Out of the depths of the depression into
glorious success and Tichesl

Millions nre storting their business lives all over again—
and starting from the bottom too. The same chances are
within the grasp of all. But remember “many aro called,
but few are chosen.” Only a handful will come through te
the top of the ladder. Most will forever remain a part of
the struggling crowd—drifting—plodding— striving— always
hopeful, but always just missing the mark.

Which would you rather be? Rich and successful— with
your own car and home and the chance to travel and se» tin-
world—or poor and n failure— living the same humdrum
existence from day to day!

The Millionaire of Tomorrow may be out or n job Today 1
The “new deal” is waiting for men to take positions In high

places— Wealth— Position— Power are ready for the mmn who
Is prepared— and that man CAN HE YOU
It h not a college education—or momey—or luck that will

bring you success. Many millionaires never went to gram -
mar school—were penniless and achieved success despite
“bad breaks " The secret of success in Business Knowledge.

You may not know geography or algebra or history, but
YOU MUST KNOW THE A BC 'S of BUSINESS—and only
one man in five thousand knows them 1

MAKE YOUR OWN FUTURE

Take your fate into your own hands! Don't leave anything
to chance. Learn the Secrets of Success In Business os ex-
plained in this series of 18 folios, called National Success
Course

his course has been written by a man who la president

of a $2,000,000 corporation man who Btarted out In
life without health

.without educa

A FEW TOPICS tlon . . . without a
) | penny! He tells
First SIr[.« Id Busi- you his secrets of
ness Efficiency. making money,
How to do Bualneoa and ho tolli tlimu n
with Banks, clearly, bo simply,

How tc Develop Your -\/ O N jO 0 2?Z¥yt0 ;g‘zﬁ{fg&?d éh;nt
Memory- cmn® grasp _them and
The Factors ot Dual- MAKE THEM WORK!

ntsa Success.

M i M f M Profi
Tt?enal\gllonngey \?anllu(e)rof g;gtemr.o " D O N ’T D E LA Y !

Ilow to Advertise Successfully. Maay smart business men paid
How to Close Bales Completely. 00" for the National Success
How to Collect Money Course  Hut we're arranged a spe-

cial edition —absolutely complete in

Premium and Sales Plans to In- every way-so that “thousands of

¢rease B usUilhs . ambitious men rould take advantage
Psychology of Salesmanship. of It today - If you're anxious to
The Power of Illaht Thought lift yourself above the crowd |H
A Retail System ot Accounts out of the rut—and steer yourself

to financial security—wo urjo you
Fundamentals of Manufacturers to mall tho coupon NOW.
Cost System

Points of Law Every Business BEVERLY HOUSE Inc.
Man Stkould Know 570 7th Ave.. N. Y.. Dept. TA-5
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for onlu

floo
YOU

CAN LEARN
THE SECRET
OF SUCCESS!

ENJOY OCEAN TRAVEL1

BEVERLY HOUSE INC. Dept.
570 Seventh Avo., N. Y.
Gentlemen
Please rush ---—-- seta of the National Success Course.

I enclose $— In O cash. C chock. O money order.
O S. Fusla»e stamps tsmall denominational.

No C. 0. V'a
NAM*

ADDRESS
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Hypnotize at a glancel

NO ONE CAN RESIST
TOUR COLOSSAL POWER!

YOU CAN KNOW THE
INNERMOST SECRETS
OF OTHERS!

Know what the one you love really
thinks of you. Fuller your control,

your subject must say anythin* .. . tell any-
thin>* do anythin* that you command I
Now. you. loo. cm learn this. ancient, nostlfilug art this n#w.

¥t Pmfi*avir Ynunr teach you the see-old

ea«y
liuuw tho wonderful

icientifle way!
in ulalu under&la{nhlbla lodkujui::
ve

in
power that Hypnotism wil

A FEW OF THE SUBJECTS

Mind Reading Mesmerism
Post-Hypnotic Suggestion Will Concentration
Personal Magnetism Cataleps
Hypnotizing by Telephone Somnambulism
Animal = Magnetism Curint Bad Habits

Magnetic Healing Croat Hypnotism

la 59 clear, complete levaons contained in tlu* book.
master the mystery of HYPNOTIC POWKUI

CO.VQUKK FEAR. BASIIFULVKfiH AXl)

anyone can

HURRY!

WA)Fn’Otlsm ran be your create*! aid t* TAME FORTUNE an-l j

S!' You ‘will Irs tnnied tu ell the social functions Il
will blaae a way to eui'ceas In bustuess.
I>ON*T WAIT...FOB A LIMITED TIME ONLY...!1.00

Obey that liinv*e voice that Is lillino ymi tu sen | f« 1)®* mar-
Toluue bonk. “25 Lessons in liyjitiotiain." by Profeaeor Young.
TODAY | Lay [>Unan $1 nO when it arrives, jlus a few cents
postage, or If you prefer actil $1.00 and wo will #<nd the book
jtostpald.

PIONEER PUBLISHING COMPANY
1270 Oth Ave. (Radi* City) Oepl. 524H. New York. N. Y.
reatest Social Ex-

l E: [ ELX Happiness T-awaiti

u,’correspondents everywhere seeklng congenial mates.
ick results. Confidential service. Particulars FREE.
STANDARD CLUB, Box 607-J GRAYSLAKE. HIINOIS

L Joinour Club. World's

I>on‘t be discouraged or alarmed when
nature falls you You can now dm-n
on our new O J 0 RKLIRF
)*"1 NI» \i Piiliidir R.gulaf.n duuhlo
strength Often relieves unnatural Ir-
regularities, discouraging ease# of long
overdue delays, gonerally relieved very
quickly. ~Absolutely not dangerous. No
inconvenience. Highly recommended and
used by thousands of women for relief
Wo guarantee to ship order* same day received In plain wrapper,

pealed. Bend $2.00 box. double strnogUi; 3 for $5 00 Triple
=trancth. $5.00. Trial site, 25c. Dont delay send order. FIIEB
Booklet. A personal massage Lo y

0. J. O.

“Brand New Stuff”

TILLIE & MAC

Boaa and nubbles Tenches and Browning.
FRENCH STENOGRAPHER A
A Model™** Life,
TouU and

MEDICAL CO . Dept 271N (434 N Wells Chicago

Andy (lump and Min,
Dumb Dura Maggie atnl Jigm.

Bachelor's Dream, Adam mi | Eve.
etc. Original—Night In Paris A Coachman's Daughter,
Casper, and over 100 more
AND In addition 30 Photoa Thrilling and 1Jarlng Montmartre typo
including 1 sot mnweti anti women in various love poses, Also Women
alons In different posmon -*, dear and bright glossy fInISh As a
Special free with order “Advice How to Win at Cards," also "Night
Life In Paris" and some short atorle*. etc. You will receive all the
above. Bend caah. money order or stamps.

Kly and Alice,

Immediate shipment.

SPECIAL—AIl for $1.00
FRENCH IMPORT CO.

4158 Park Ave. New York City Dept. THA

AHo 72 snappy French type pictures :raCked-

THRILLING ADVENTURES

RUBBER COMES I1I1IGII
(Concluded from page 131)

It would take several men to
manage the craft, to bring it and its
cargo safely out of the lagoon and
down to Manaos. But those needed
men would come to Silva Simoes
with Luis. Cleve had foreseen just
such an emergency and had planned
for it in his order to Willoughby.

From a storeroom, Cleve unearthed
a shirt to cover his body. He washed
himself and ate a frugal breakfast.
Then he called the Witotos about
him. “This,” he said, indicating the
scow—*“and all it contains is mine. |
go by canoe to Silva Simoes. Soon

I will return. Until then you will
guard all closely. And for that, and
what you did for me last night,
there will be presents, many rich
presents for all in your tribe. And
there will be salt—much salt.”

At this the Witotos stirred and
their black eyes gleamed. Salt was
the greatest treasure in the world
to them. Cleve knew that when he
returned, the scow and its contents
would be exactly as he left them.

He got into a small dugout teth-
ered at the stern of the scow, pushed
off and lifted the paddle. His
glance went over the scow, over the
circle on the shore, where death had
stalked savagely but a few hours
before. There was nothing there now
but the patch of dead ashes where
the fire had burned.

Yet it seemed to Cleve that he
could still see the bodies of Sala-
zar and his men, twisted and silent.
It seemed he could also see Jack
Trenholm. his face white and pain-
And there was Alcides and
the rest who had died, faithful to
their trust.

He swept a gaunt hand across his

eyes, turned away and dug in the
paddle. He spoke, harshly, bitterly.
“Rubber,” he said—“costs like
hell.”



If asthma ha» Kept you rasping and miserable, read this letter
from Mrs, Will Case. "Itoute >>. 2, Hubbard, Nebraska.

April 19, 1931 "I was gick nrer 15 years with asthma. |
couldn't got my breath and what little sleep | got was had whil<
Propped uP In bed or In a chair, | tried Nacor. by the time | had
aken half of my second bottle my asthma was dgone and has not
returned."—Mrs.” Will Case, Route No. 2, Hubbard, Nsfora>ka
FREt-No n**d to *nff*r aathma tortnr* whan bl****d r*It*f e*n b*

V*ar* Nacor baa b*Ip*d thoaaanda Wrltn for latter* aod booblol of balprui laior-
tnallon about relief of aathma and bronchial cooahs
NACOR MEDICINE CO. 370 LMk Bid*.. IndUiwspolla. Indiana

Greater
Success In
BUSINESS!

To the man who would rb» to a commandin
osition In business, a sound and practica
nowledge of law Is exceedingly valuablo.

Among the larger business enterprises, the law-trained man.
Is often preferreel for the higher executlvo positions. Many
freat corporations—the C.'/A N. W. Ry .ror example, tho
ntematlonal Paper Co., the Packard Motor Co., tl

Mutual Life Insurance Co., the Standard Oil Co. 0f N.»,
J.. the Anaconda Copper Mining Co., the Consolidated
Cna Co. of N Y.—are headed by men of lIcgul training.
In the amaller corporations. or In one's own business, a
knowledge of law spells_larger success. For the whole
Intricate structure of business la based on LAW.

Fit Yourself for the Top Positions

“In lookliwr trcT tho field.” write* w prominent Eastern msnnfas-
tnrsr. "1 find that nearly all tho poslUona commanding a aalary of

§10.000 or more ar* (lliad u\{ man who bar* atodied law. FH yoar-
aalf at horn*, to yoor *p»fo Urn*, for liyfw auccaaa In boifam .
Full law couraa laadIn* to darraa of L1.- B, or abortar Ruainaaa Law

couraa. LaSalla will *uida you *t*t> by eirp. Wo (umUh all U It
malarial, iocludIn* fourtean-Tohim*

term* Get our ralnaMe 64-pajro

pooka free. Send for them NOW

mmmw "F ind Yourself Thru Lasaflcf*"" “
La Salle Extension University
Tht World's LargeJt Uurtncjj Training Instltutiom
Dcpt.5S82-L Chicago
1 would appreciate free copy
of - American Law and Pro- /
cedure"—also your free book.
"Evidence."

l am more Interested in the
training checked below:
O Businas* Management
O Modern Salesmanship
O Higher Accountancy
O Traffic Management

Name.......coou.

Present Position..

Address.

LATEST GIRL RACKETS EXPOSED!

Here are true stories of gold-diggers— a sensational expose Of today's conditions

that will astound you—things
is: "Never Give a Sucker an
Get the real Inside story of many
facts never before divulged!

feminine racketeers, read —

never knew before about the women whose motto
Break."
famous scandals— this book teemB with startling

Fascinating, shocking reading! For the low-down ®©u

“GIRL RACKETS” ok and “Botton  “huthor or°"+ what

By Virginia Hudson Brightman

Happens to Innocent Girls,” "How Girls
Go Wrong." etc.

Thli Book Include! in Up to-Data Dictionary of Broadway Slanguaao Ui«d by Girl Raekataara

PARTIAL TABLE OF CONTENTS

RACKET IS AS OLD AS HISTORY AND CHAPTER VI
ALWAYS GETS THEM CREEP JANE'S _PRO6 RE83 — WHAT
f AAFTER IV RACKETEERING THE AP RhRet" 0N
THE QOLD DIOGER— TH E BROADWAY -
CHAPTER | BUTTERFLY— GIRLS WHO "NEVER FINED TO BAQQINQ FREE MEALS.
LADIES MUST LIVE— HOW 00 THEY GIVE A SUCKER AN EVEN BREAK." CHAPTER VIII
GET THAT WAY—AND WHY? THEY CHAPTER V SWINDLING AND BLAC KMAIL— SEN-
EVEN 00 IT IN OLD JAPAN GIRL AUTOMOBILE GYPS — GIRLS SATIONAL STORIES OF VULTURES
CHAPTER 11 WHO ASK_ FOR A HITCH — WITH IN HUMAN FORM WHO PREY ON THE
THE VIRTUOUS GIRL RACKET— AN STRANGE CONSEQUENCES— ANO THE EMOTIONS OF INNOCENT VICTIMS.
EXTRAORDINARY 8TORY OF CHASTE GAMBLING RACKET CHAPTER  IX
AND UNCHASTE GIRLS WHO WORK
: CHAPTER VI JUST OOWN FROM COLLEGE— A COL-
MEN FOR ALL THEY'RE WORTH THE_NOBILITY RACKET — THE BIG LEGIATE MANNER. AN AIR OF NON-

CHAPTER 11l GEST MONEY PRIZES GO TO THE CHALANCE AND PLENTY OF NERVE
THE LOVE RACKETEERS— THE “MAR- BRAINY TYPES— THE MOST DANGER- ARe THE STOCK-IN-TRADE OF CER-
RY 'EM AND MAKE 'EM — PAY** OUS OF ALL TAIN UNSCRUPULOUS RACKETEERS

[CASH, L. 8. STAMPS, EXPRESS OR POSTAL MONEY ORDERS ACCEPTED]

Mailed in Plain Wrapper. Postage Prepaid. 1
Inc.

BETTER PUBLICATIONS.
Dept. TA-5A, 510 7th Ave., New York City

I enclose 25c. Please rush my copy of GIRL
RACKETS to

Address

City State ...
[N* C.0.D.'’k—No Order. 7tlled In C*n»d» .Itr Fomin ]
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SPECIAL VALUE

A S2.S0 Book for 9 ASTONISHING

.CHAPTERS
PROFUSELY
ILLUSTRATED
- AND AN
2 5 f UP-TO-DATE

SLANG DICTIONARY
Page Size 9" x 12"



Aketim Um Swieth eft Sex ane”*Danino&j Qeveolledil

wltb false modesty! At last a raui-
= ous doctor has told all the secrcts of
in frank, daring language. No prudish
about the busn, no veiled hint},
TRUTH, blaring through 576 page’
<§f straightforward facts.
ove is thr most magnificent testacy in
‘the world ... know how to hold vour
loved one ... don't glean half-truths from
unreliable sources.. .let Dr. H. li. Rubio
Cell you lih.tl to do aod bow to da it.

MORE THAN TOO VIVID PICTURES

The 106 illustrations leave nothing to
the imagination ... know how to over*
come physical mismating ... know what
to do on your wedding night to avoid the
torturing results of ignorance.

Eftrytbine 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
waguely hint, is yours at last.
' Some will be offended by the amazing
frankness of this book and its vivid illus-
trations, but the world has no longer any
Use for prudery and false modesty.

A FAMOUS 1U0O0 E
SAYS THAT MOST
DIVORCES ARE CAUSED
BY SEX tONOKANCEI

Normal, lex-iuited
rouna people are tor*
-pan because (bey lack
~ex knowledge.

SHOULD KNOW
How to Revolt Virility
Sexual Starvation
Oland* and See InetincT
To Gain Greater Dell*ht
The Truth About Abuie

WHAT EVERY MAN
Tke Sexual Embrace
Secrets of the Honey moon
Mistake! of EaNy Mo/Maye
HomocesaaM iy

Venereal DUeaiee

WHAT EVERY WOMAN SHOULD KNOW

foy* cl Perfect Morin* Mow to Atiroci and Hold

What to Altow a Cover
to do

Intinatc Feminine Hyjiene

Prertltblioit

Olrtdi Control Chart
Knowledge is the basis of the perfect,

«Satisfying love-life. Step out of the dark*

/tiess into the sunlight . end ignorance,

fear and danger today) Money back atouco

kfyou arc nor completely satisfied!

576 DARING pages
106 VIV ID

PICTURES

Seeeal Slavery of Woaifp
Ewritlal] ol Happy
orrlape

The See O»*ar*

SLND NO MONEY e==MAIL COUPON TODAY

PIONEER PUBLISHING

Lett S24. 1570 Sixth Ay...

New York, N.V )

plcaae aend me. "SA Harmony anil hugenies” In plain

Wrapper
delivery. If
th* book ami the entire purvI’H'w i
immediately. Al»o pend-me. t-'RKt
book on “Why lilrlh Coutrui;"

Name_
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1 will pay the postman fci 34 (plus postage) on
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rwill be refunde«d
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Don't be a slave to ignorance and fear.
f.a\oy the rapturous delight* of the per*
feet physical love!

Lost love ... scandal... divorce .,. can
often be prevented by knowledge. Only
the ignorant pay the awful penalisei of
wrong sex practices. Read the facts, clearly,
startlingly cold . Jtudy these illustra*
tions and grope in darkness no longer,

You want to know ... and you should
lynow aery thing about sex. Sex is no longer
a sin ... g mystery ... it is your greatest
pow er for happiness.Youow e it to yourself
... to the one you love, to tear aside the cur*
buu of hypocrisy and learn the naked truth!

ATTRACT THE OPPOSITE SEXf

Know how to enjoy the thrilling experi-
ences that are your birthright ... know
bow to attract the opposite sex ... ho~f
to hold love.

There i« no longer any need to pay the
ftu-ful price for one moment of bliss. Head
the scientific pathological facts told sa
bravely by Dr. Rubin. The chapters on
venereal disease arc alone worth the prico
of the book.

IS SEX IGNORANCE
DRIVING THE ONE YOU
COVE INTO THE ARMS

OF ANOTHER ?

Let "Sex Harmony”
teach you how eaay it'is
to wm and bold your
loved onel

THIS BOOK NOT SOLD TO MINORS

C BB G NEW BOOK
"WHY BIRTH CONTROL?"

#T°hi* Timlin* hook discuise*
tirtliconrrol in an entirely
new way — Tells you many
linn** about a much due uued
subicii "W hy Birth Control '
— will be arevelation 10 you —
Seni free tu all thoic u ho order
Harmony and Eugenic*"

at the reduced price Si 98

FIONEER PUBLISHING CO

. Radio City
| P OSixth Axe., NewYar™ N.7.



“My husband meant to insure his life. It was
uppermost in his mind that when things got a little
better he would take out insurance to protect us
somehow he just never got around to it.

"And now we have only a few hundred dollars.
W hen that's gone | don't know what | shall do."

Tragic— yet it represents n common occurrence
in hundred of homes every day all over the United
Stntes.

More than sixty per cent,
families leave no insurance when they die.

Stop and think right now of the danger of delay.
"1'll take care of it tomorrow.” you say—what if
there should be no tomorrow? Your wife, your chil-
dren— your loved ones, protect them this very minute
A dollar will do it.

“Old Line” Legal Reserve Policy

Designed for the thousands who. like yourself, want
the fullest possible insurance protection at the lowest
price, this Postal Dollar Policy meets the needs of
these times perfectly. Only the Postal Life Insurance
Co.'s PIRECT-HY-MA1L method of selling could give
you an Insurance value like this.

A Dollar a Month

(sec the Table at Right)

Note What
Just n dollar a month will

buy this "modified whole life" $1.00 a month Boys
policy V\{Ilh full cash values, Age Amt. Age Amt. I
and paid up and extended $1275

insurance privileges. Note 19 1248 35 $813
how much protection you 20 1221 36 786 |
can buy at this trifling cost. 2 1194 37 759

22 1167 38 734

of the heads of 4

POSTAI, 1.1Fk
Dept. COO, 511 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y.

My exact date of

has sold $70,000,000 of insurance through the United
State Mails by its economical direct selling plan. Postal
Life does business under the strict supervision of the New
York State Insurance Dept, and is subject to the ITnit<-«l
States postal authorities- a double assurance of safety.

Apply Today With Coupon Below

No matter what age. from 18 to F0 years, one dollar »
month is all you pay for this special policy. The amount
of insurance that a dollar a month will buy, however,
varies with the age. At age 21. it will buy $1,194 worth
and at age 30 $938. Turn to the table just below and you
will find listed there the amount of insurance a dollar buys
at your age. Two dollars will buy twice as much : three
dollars three times ns much and so on.

Decide how much insurance you should have to make
the future safe for your family. Then fill in the coupon
below and semi it with your first month's premium to the
Postal Life Insurance Company. That's nil you have to do.

Mail Coupon—We Have No Agents

Thousands have already taken advantage of this won-
derful dollar policy and can look the future squarely in
the face, knowing that they have done their duty by their
loved ones. You get your money back if your application
is not accepted. You take no risk.

INSURANCE CO.. Arthur toritnn. I'rr.. |

I wish to apply for a life Insurance policy In accordance with your offer. |

birth was

During the first five years 53 1140 39 708 | Place of birth Nationality 1
you only pay $1.00 a month 24 1112 40 682
(or half the permanent pre- 25 1085 4 657 | My occupation is I wish to pay a |
mium). Starting with the 26 1057 42 632
sixth year the permanent 2r 1030 43 807 | premium of fill- [1wW. D $3. OS- per month. This entitles |
. . 28 1003 44 583
premiums begin (only $2.00 29 976 45 559
a month) and these are re- 30 948 46 535 me to worth ofinsurance I am enclosingthe first |
duced by the dividends that 3L 21 47 512 month's premium which will bereturned tome if my application it not 1|
Postal pays you as earned. 32 8% 48 489 | accepted. |
A Safe Company 3 %0 | ;

FOR JUNIORS
(10 yrs. to 20 yrs.)

\Vn also Issue n
$1 pulicy fur Juniors

For the past 28 years Pos-
tal Life Insurance Company
has been providing insurance
dircct-by-mail to thousands

upon thousands of thrifty, Write [loiit. exex for
sensible people in every State free Information
in the Union. Postal Lib 1 r

Street and Number



Hundreds Have

or Buick Sedan & $1,000.00?

O YOU want money? — a small fortune? —
$2,500.00 in real Cash? Here's your oppor-
tunity I And not one cent of your money is required
now or ever to win it. This is our sensational new
way to advertise. We want people everywhere talk-
ing about our company quick. So we are giving
away thousands of Dollars — real fortunes — 100
cash prizes totaling over $5,000.00 — besides
thousands of dollars in Extra cash rewards. Every-
body can share in these cash rewards. Wouldn't
you, too, like to win a brand new Buick Sedan and
$1,000.00 (or $2,500.00 all cash)?

Can YOU Find 4 Dogs
in Picture at Right?

Some are upside down. Some sidewise. Can you
find 4 dogs? Mark the dogs you find, clip picture and
mail quick. Hundred* of people have won thousands of
dollars in cash rewards in other advertising campaigns con-
ducted by men in this big company. Above are a few. Now
comes vnur chance. Maybe this great opportunity sounds
like a efrram to you, but I'll be happy to send you the $2,500
orBuick and $1,000.00 the minuteyou win It*

Not a Penny
oS Your Money Needed

All these prizes arc being given outright to win-
ners. Not a penny of your money needed to buy
anything. Not alottery* No luck or skill needed. Nothing
to write. Imagine thejoy of receiving a letter from me with
$2,500.00in it! Oh. boy, what a thrilll Hurry — getstarted
quick by finding 4 dogs. Nothing foe yoU to lose.

Yon Are SURE to Win

a Cash Reward if You D0 as | Ask

You are absolutely GUARANTEED to win a
cash reward if you take an active part. But hurryl
First active, first rewardedl Think of all the happiness
$2,500.00 can bring you! We are reliable! 1 invite you to
look ua up through any credit agency, any bank in Dea
Moines, any business house, railroad, express company, maga-
zine, newspaper. . . .W e arewell known national advertiser!.

X 0o We will pay $10,000.00

forfeit to any worthy
10'000 REWARD charity if anyone can
prove that we do not really give away all tbcac thouaandaof
dollar, in prizes— or that all this prizel money la not in the

bank waiting to
promptly pay ev-
eryprize winner—
or thatwe will not
fulfill every guar-
antee we make.
We are a big, re-

ALL PRIZE MONET
NOW IN BANK

All the thouaanda of dollars to pay
every prize winner ia now in the big,

strong Banker, Trust Co. bank in
sponsible firm.

Dea Moinea.
1,000 .00 EXTRA
FOR PROMPTNESS

I will pay First Grand Prize winner $1,000.00 extra
just for promptneM— a Buick and $1,000.00 (or
$2,500.00 if all cash ia preferred). Do you want it? Then
hurry. Not only one person, but hundreds will win cssh
rewards. In case of ties duplicate prises will be given

MAIL COUPON QUICK
Just mark the dogs you find, clip picture and mail
quick with coupon below — or write on a penny
"ad. Don’t send a cent. For

— , ___may share in thousands of
TRA cash rewards and win $2,500.00, too. An-

swertoday. £!'EEEEEEESEEEEEEEEEEEEEEENEN
Tell me BMerrold JoiuoD, Priw Mauser,

which you = Dept. 1250. Dos Moines. lowa.

desire to a I have found 4 buntins doss la your picture sad 1
win—$2,500 gam anxious to via.

all cash or 1

Buick and BNiMS.....i s
$1,000.00?

M errold B Address

Johnson,

Prize Mgr.,

LBut*... ...

Dept. 1280, m C,(fcark in'Sitowhich jioli ol O&E?e?to Wit

DeaMoinea = a.Buick end $1,000.00.or O $3.6004)0 All Ceeh.
lowa raal




