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flmnzinc VALUES 
WORTHWHILE xmas Gifts/ 
America's Largest Mail Order Credit Jewelers 
bring to you for this Xinas the most sensational 
jewelry values ever offered New. low prices and liberul 
credit terms make worthwhile .Vmas glvlug easier 
than ever Our tremendous buying power, direct 
diamond Importations and direct sales methods defy 
local cash or credit competition anywhere. N«v«r 
b*for« valuta like t h « i * l 

10 Months to Pay—10 Days Free Trial 
All Dealings Strictly Confidential I 

We offer you credit without the slightest embarrass, 
ment.—no red tape— no delay, no interest, no extra 
charges. Simply send SI 00 and your name and 
address We ship prepaid on 10 Day« Fr»« 
Trial, No C. O. D. to pay u p o n arrival. After 
full examination and free trial, pay balance 
in 10 equal ^uontbly payment: 

Written Guarantee Bond 
accompanies every diamond ant 
watch purchased From start 
to flnlsD your satisfaction 
& assured. Order early 

Only a month 
GN-4 . . . Gentleman's massive. 
Initial ring of Solid White Gold 
Genuine black onyx set with iy' 
brilliant genuine diamond and / 
two initials In raised White / 
Gold. Specify Initials desired. / 
Sale Pnc• Only J16.95— / 
$1.59 a month. 

It's a B e a u t y / 
D I A M O N D LADIES ' R I N G 

Only 
S 2 6 5 a m o n t h 

GN-10 . l.x<|Ui-.itelv hand en-
urav^l, pierced and milurtiinod iK-K 
Solid White «;•»!•!. pr«»mr rim: Kierv, 
C •MIIII no blue-white di.tinond center, 
and 2 genuine diamond* oil each 
side. A most outstanding value! 
C a n n o t b e o q u a l i a d * n y w h » r i i t 
th i t pr lc« . $27.50 —on'u $2.65u mo. 

S A T I S F A C T I O N G U A R A N T E E D 

A Most Precious Gift! 
9-Diamotid Wadding Ring \ 

Only $ 1 M a month 
GN -6 . . Exquisite, newest style 

, wedding ring net with 9 fiery, gen-
uine diamonds. Beautifully band-

i engraved and daintily mllgralned 
18-K Solid White Gold mount I r 

' SaU Price Only » 19 .M —$1.1 
' a month. 

'22 
Friendship 

Ring 

Only >210 a month 

GN-12 . Fxquisltely 
hand p i e r ced , n e w e s t 
lace design 14-K Solid 
White ( .old King, set 
with 2 fiery, genuine 
blue - white diamonds 
a n d s q u a r e c u t 
simulated sapphire. 
D e f i e s d u p l i c a t i o n 
a n y w h e r e . Sale 
JTIcr. ftnlu 122 00 
—$2.10 a month. 

I 

If you can duplicate our values anywhere send 
back your purchase and we'll return your dollar. 

Send for latest 
catalogue 

fte« hundreds of special 
In genuine. blue-white 

diamonds: Bulova, Benrus. 
rn. Waltham. Hamilton, 

'ward. Illinois Watches, and 
ler standard makes from 

12.50 and upward; special 
bargains In modern Jewelry, 

silverware and cameras. Send 
for your copy today. 

GN-16 . . . Beautifully engrav 
ultra-modern case fitted with 
fully guaranteed movement. Open^ 
link bracelet to match. One of our 
greatest values) Sale Price Only 
617.50—$1 « 5 a month. 

An ELGINI 
Man - What a WatchI 

Only J l w a month 
GN-6 . . . Nationally famous. 
Elgin wrist watch, regularly $22.50. 
Now offered fur only S1695. 
Handsomely engraved, lifetime, 
new style chromium finish case. 
Absolutely dependable and fully 
guaranteed.—$1.59 a month. 

A D D R E S S D E P T . 1 4 1 - L 

170 B R O A D W A Y , N E W Y O R K 
ESTABL I SHED 1695 

*24» 
Only $ 2 " 
a month 

New BENRUS " J u m p - Watch" 
GN -16 . . . First great watch Improve-
ment in 70 years! Face Is metal; no 
more broken crystals — no more bent 
hands. Dials show hour, mluufe aod 
second at a glance. Reads like a 
Speedometer. Dust - proof aod Jar-
proof. Guaranteed accurate. B E N R U 8 
movement. Modern. lifetime case. 
Bracelet to match. Special Price Only 
124.50—12.35 a month. 
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The head engineer of a great auto-
mobile research laboratory said in a 
recent public statement that it is pes' 
sible to get 450 miles from one gallon 
of gas IF we can find some way to get 
ALL of the power from the gas! 

Just imagine-getting 77 miles from one 
gallon with a new gas saver like reported 
by G. W . Williams of Okla. Even one-
half of that is more than most of us 
are getting. 

Here is Good News for Auto Owners 
Everywhere 

'An Illinois Inventor has patented a new 
idea gas saver and engine oiler that will per-
haps prove the greatest MONEY'SAVER to 
car owners ever gotten out. It is a combina' 
tion gas saver and inside engine oiler. It is 
entirely NEW. There is nothing else like it. 
It SAVES gas. It SAVES oil. It gives the 
engine MORE power and FASTER speed. 
It is low priced. It is easy to attach. It fita 
all autos. Also all trucks, tractors, motor' 
cyfcies, taxis and aeroplanes. Also all station-
ary engines. 

New Fords report up to 40 miles on 
one gallon, old Fords 77, Chevrolets 32, 

Plymouths 34. Other Makes up to 35. It 
SAVES more than the new tax. 

It is guaranteed to save 10% to 50% every 
time you drive. The Inventor will allow you 
a 10 days trial on your own car with an un' 
qualified money-back guarantee. No risk to 
you. 

Agents, Salesmen, Dealers, 
Distributors Wanted 

He also wants NEW Users, Boosters, 
Agents, Salesmen, Dealers, Distributors, Gen-
eral Agents everywhere to make $100.00 to 
$1,000.00 a month introducing it. 100% to 
230% profits are allowed. 

Send in your name and address today for 
full and complete particulars free. No ob-
ligation to you. Use coupon below and mail 
in 3c envelope. Or just send your name and 
address on a lc postal card if you prefer. 
Either will do. He even offers to send one 
free to introduce. Hurry and write in today 
sure. Address 

NEW GAS SAVER-
ENGINE OILER PATENT 

B-157 Street—Next to City Hall 
WHEATON, ILLINOIS 

USE THIS COUPON TO WRITE IN WITH IF YOU WISH 

New Gas Saver—Engine Oiler Patent, 
B - 1 5 7 S t — N e x t T o G t y Hall, Wheaton, Illinois. 

Please send me full and complete particulars entirely free and your FREE Gas SaveT-
Engine Oiler offer. N o obligation to me. 

Name . 

Address _ Car 

Town..._ State 
M 



Vol. Ill , No. 3 J. S. WILLIAMS, Editor November, 1932 

COMPLETE BOOK-LENGTH NOVEL 
DANGER ISLAND... lack D"Arcy 8 

Breathless Adventure in the Fiji Islands on the Trail of 
a Castle of Pearls 

COMPLETE NOVELETTE 
BODYGUARD - G. Wayman Jones 51 

An A ction-Loving Soldier of Fortune Finds Thrills in an 
Undertaking Which Promised None 

THRILLING SHORT STORIES 
FAME OF ALBERT MUGGINS Malcolm Wheeler-Nicholson *1 

An Undersized British Private Asserts Himself 
LUCK OF THE ROAD - Wayne Rogers 68 

Eighteenth Century England—and Gentleman Dick 

SPIDER TONG — -Perley Poore Sheehan 92 
The Sword of Kubla Falls Into Unholy Hands 

A FACE IN THE FOG — John Easterly 107 
War-Time Buddies Meet Again in London 

THREE-PART SERIAL 
FROZEN FACE (PART II) Anthony M. Rud 78 

Continue This Exciting Novel of .Stirring Adventure 
Among Outlaws 

THRILLING FEATURES 
FAMOUS SOLDIERS OF FORTUNE ....Illustration 52 

The Epoch-Making Career of Lord Robert Clive 

THE GLOBE TROTTER „ A Department 128 
Where Readers, Writers and the Editor Meet 

Publ i«h« l monthly by METROPOLITAN MAGAZINES. INC., 570 Seventh A v c n i f t , N e w York , N . Y . 
M. A , Goldsmith. President ; N . L . Pines. Treasurer. Copyright . 1932. by Metropolitan Magaxinei , 
Inc. * Yearly, $ 1 . 2 0 ; single copies. 5 . 1 0 ; Foreign and Canadian, postage exTrn. Entered au second 
c l a £ matter at the Post Office at N e w York , N . Y „ on Oct. 16. 1931, under A c t of March 8. J879. 

Uonuaeripti i M < cceomvaniid b» telf addreiiid. ifmpnl nvelepn and art n t n U I r i at <»« atliter"! ritk. 

Read our companion magazines: Thrilling Detective and Thrilling Love. -



INSULT T M A ? A t H A H 
O U T OF k M A C ' 

"^HEY used to think there wasn't much hop© for me I weighed 
only 9 7 pounds I was a sickly scare-crow. Then I discovered Dynamic Tension It frare me the body that twice won the 

t it le , " T h e World » Most Perfectly Developed Man Now I make 
you this amarlng offer. At my oien rtifc. I ' l l give you PROOF 

In fust 7 <lnva that my same method can mako you over 
Into a NEW MAN of giant puwer and energy 

P R O V E You Caa Have a Body Like M i n t ! 
No " i f a " — " a n d a " — - o r "maybe* " Just tell me 

vrhere you want handsome, steel l ike muscles. Are 
you fat and flabby/ Or skLnny and gawky? Are 

you short-winded, pepless? Do you hold bark 
and let other* walk off with the prettiest girls, 
the best Jobs! Vice me fust 7 days ' I II prove 

i that Dynamic- Tmsion—without any pills, or 
k unnatural dieting nr apparatus that may strain 
' y o u r heart and other vital organ*—can make 

you a healthy, oonfldent. powerful H E - M A N ! 
I Juit a few minutes a day! 

Mall Coupon NOW for my Illustrated book. "Evorlastlng 
Health and Strength." Tells all about Dynamic-Tension. 
8how« actual photos. tt'» a valuable book! And It'a FREE. 

. m . - _ fiend for your copy today. Address me personally; Charlei 
CHARLES ATLAS Atla«. Dept. 7 T 3 . 133 East 23rd street. New York City 

t C H A R L E S A T L A S . Dept. 77-Z, 
I 133 Ea i t 23N Street. New York City. 
* I want the proof that your tytt«m of | Dynamic-Tension will make a New Man 
• of m e — g i v e me a hoalthy. husky body and 

big muscle development. Send me your free 
i book. "Everlasting Health and Strength." 
I 
I Name 
• (Please print er write plainly) 

, City 
<© 1932. C. A. Ltd., 



To those who think 
Learning Music is hard-
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PE R H A P S you think that 
taki/ig music lessons is like 

taking a dose of medicine. It 
isn 't any longer! 

A« far as you're concerned, the 
old days of long practice hour* with 
their horrid scales, hardwork exer-
cises, and expensive personal teacher 
fees are over and done with. 

You have no excuses - - n o alibis 
whatsoever for not making your start 
toward musical good times now! 

For, through a method that removes 
the boredom and extravagance from 
music lessons, you can now learn to 
play your favorite instrument entirely 
at home—without a private teacher— 
in half the usual timo—at a fraction 
of the usual cost. 

Just imagine . . . a method that 
has made the reading and playing of 
music so downright simple that you 
don't have to know one note from 
another to begin. 

Do you wonder that this remark-
able way of learning music has al-
ready been vouched for 
by over 600,000 people 
in all parts of the 
world 7 

Easy as Can Be 
The lessons come to 

you by mail from the 
famous U. S. School of 
Music. They consist of 
complete printed in-
structions. d i a g r a m s , 
and all the music you 
need. You study with a 
smile. One week you 
arc learning a dreamy 
waltz—the next you arc 
mastering a stirring 
march. As the lessons 
continue they prove 
easier and easier. For 
Instead of just scales 

PICK Y O U R 
I N S T R U M E N T 

Piano Violin 
Oman Clarinet 
Ukulele Flute 
Cornet Saxophone 
Trombone Harp 
Piccolo Mandolin 
Guitar 'Cello 

Hawaiian 8teel Guitar 
Slfiht Sl/iolno 

Piano Accordion 
Voice and Speech Culture 
Harmony asd Composition 

Drumi and Traps 
Automatic Finoer Control 

Banjo (Plectrum. 
6-Strlno or Tenor) 
Italian and Gorman 

Accordion 
JualorV Piano Court* 

you are always learning 
to piny by actual notett 
the classic favorites and 
the latest syncopations that formerly 
you only listened to. ^ 

And you're never in hot water. 
First you are told how a thing is 
done. Then a picture nhowa you how. 
then you do it yourself and hear it. 
No private teacher could make it 
clearer or easier. 

Soon when your friends say. "please 
play something," you can surprise 
and entertain them with pleasing 
melodies on your favorite instrument. 
You'll find yourself in the spotlight 
popular everywhere. Life at last will 
nave its silver lining and lonely 
hours will vanish as you play the 
"blues" away. 

New Friends — Better Times 
If you're tired of doing the heavy 

jooking on at parties—if always listen-
ing to others play has almost s p o i l t 
the pleasure of music for you—if 

envious because they 
could entertain their 
friends and family—if 
learning music has al-
ways been one of those 
n e v c r - t o - c o m e - t r u c 
dreams, let the time-
proven and tested home-
study method of the IT. 
S. School of Music come 
to your rescue. 

Don't be afraid to 
begin your lessons at 
once. Over 600.000 peo-
ple learned to play this 
modern way and found 
it easy aa A-B-C. For-
get that old-fashioned 
idea that you need spe-
cial "talent." Just read 
the list of instruments 
in the panel, decide 
which one you want to 
play and the U. S. 

you'vu been 

School will do the rest. And bear In 
mind no matter which instrument you 
choose, the cost in each case will aver-
age the same—just a few cents a day. 
No matter whether you are a mere 
beginner or already a good performer, 
you will be Interested in" learning 
about this new and wonderful method. 

Send for Our Free Book and 
Demonstration Lesson 

Our wonderful illustrated Free Book 
and our Free Demonstration Lesson 
explain all about this remarkable 
method. They prove just how anyone 
can learn to play his favorite instru-
ment by note in almost no time and 
for just a fraction of what old slow 
methods cost. The booklet will also 
tell you about the amazing new Auto-
matic Finger Control. 

Kvad the ll*t of Instruments to the left, 
decide which you want to play, and the U 8. 
School of Music will do the rest. Act NOW. 
Clip and mall thla coupon today, and the 
fanclnatlng Frre Book and Freo Demonstra-
tion Lesson will be sent to FOU at once. No 
obligation Instrument supplied when need-
ed. cash or credit. IJ. B School of Music, 
29411 Brunswick Bid*., New York City. 
V. 8. S C H O O L O F MUSIC 
29411 Brunswick Bldo.. New York City 

Please send me your free book, 
"How You Can Master Music in Your 
Own Home." with inspiring message, 
by Dr. Frank Crane. Free Demonstra-
tion Isesson and particulars of your 
easy payment plan. I am interested 
In the following course: 

Have You 
Instrument? 

Nome y-rr-,, 

Address 

City — .. State 
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Radio JobJ 
Free . B o o k 
Tel le H o w 

Mall C m p e a ! 

Ma«U $ u , « H More 
In Radio 

" I can safelr say that I 
ha'.e made $10,000 more 
In Radio than I would 
have raado If I had con-
tinued at my old job." 

VICTOR L. OSGOOD. 
St. Cloud Avs . 
West Orange. N. J. 

If you are dlseatlnflod 
with your present job. 1/ you 
aro struggling along In a 
rut with little or no pros-
pect of anything better than 
a aklnny pay envelope—clip 
the coupon NOW. Oet ray 
big FREE book on tho op-
portunities in Radio. Read 
how quickly you can learn 
at home in your spare time 
to bo a Radio Expert— 
what good Jobs my graduates hare bean got ting—real 
Jobs with real futures. 

Many Radio Exports Make 
ISe to l i o o a W e e k 

In about ten years the Radio Industry ha« crown from 
$2,010,000 to hundreds of millions of dollars. Over 
300.000 jobs have been created by this growth, and thou-
sand* more will bo created by Its contlnuod development. 
Many men and young in«n with the right training—the 
kind of training I icivo you In tho N R.I course—havo 
stepped Into Radio at two and threo tlmos their former salaries. 

Oet Ready N o w for Jo¥s Like Tkete 
ongineei 

pay up to $5,000 a year 
Broadcasting statlona use engineer*, operators, station 

managers, and pay up to $5,000 a year Manufacturer* 
continually employ tasters, inspectors, foremen, engineer*. 

Manufacturers 

j i i f i i t f — m 
t o i i e e a w e e k 

"Before I entered Radio 
I was making >35 a woek. 
X earned Slid In one week 
servicing and s e l l i n g 
Radios. I owe my success 
to N.R.I. Toil started mo 
off on the right foot . " 

J. A. VAUOTTN. 
Grand Radio A App Co. 
910.' 8 Grand Blvd.. 
8 t Louis. Mo. 

• S # o e x t r a l a * 

" In looking over my rec-
ords I And I made $5«0 
In my spare time in six 
months. My best week 
brought me *1A7 T have 
only one regret regarding 
your course — I should 
bars taken it long ago." 

HOYT MOORE. 
R. R. 3. Box 919. 
Indianapolis, Ind. 

serrico man. buyers, for jobs paying up to W.000 a year. 
Radio operator* on ship* enjoy life, see the world, with 
board and lodging free, and tret good pay besides. 
Dealers and Jobbers employ aerrlre men, salesmen. buy-
ers. managers, and pay up to $100 a we«k. My book tells 
you about theso and many other kinds of Interesting 
Radio Jobs 

Many Make I f , 111, U S a W e e k Kxtre 
la Spare Time Almost at Onee 

The day you enroll with me I send you material which 
you should master Quickly for doing 28 Jobs common In 
most every neighborhood, for spare-time money Through-
out your course I send you information on servicing 
popular makes of sets I crlve you the plans and Ideas that 
havo made $200 to $1,000 a year for N R I men in their 
spare time My course Is famous as the course that pays 
for itself 

Television, Short W a v e , Talking Movies— 
Money Back Agreement Included 

Special training In Talking Movies. Television, 
Home Television experiments Short-Wavo Radio. 
Radio's use In Aviation. Servicing and Merchan-
dising Bets. Broadcasting. Commercial and Ship 
Stations are Included I am so sure that 
N . R I can train you satisfactorily that I will 
agree in writing to refund every penny of your 
tuition tf you aro not satisfied with my Lesson 
and Instruction 8errice upon completion. 

1 4 -page Book of Information FRZK 
Get your copy today It's free to all residents 

of the United States and Canada over 15 years old ... 
tells you where Radio's good Jobs ar«. what they "pay 
tells you about my course, what others who havo taken 
it arc doing and maXlnt Find out what Radio offers 
you without the slightest obligation. ACT NOWl 

J . E . 8 M I T H , P r e s i d e n t 
Natlsaal Radio Instltuts. Dept. 2MH7 

W a s h i n g t o n , D . O. 

SPECIAL Radio l 
for Broad Practical Experience 
Given Without Extra Charge 

M y Course Is not all theory . I ' l l s h o w 
y o u how to use m y special R a d i o equip-
ment for c o n d u c t i n g experiments a n d 
b u i l d i n g circuits which i l lustrate Impor-
tant principles used in such w e l l - k n o w n 
sets as Westinghouse. General Electric, Phllco, 
R.C.A. Victor. Majestic, and othsrs. You work 
out with your own hands many of tho things you 
read in our lesson books. This 50-50 method of 
training makes learning at home easy. Interesting. 

fascinating. Intensely practical. 
You learn how seta work, why 
they work, how to make them 
work when they are out of order. 
Training like this shows up in 

your pay envelop® — when you 
graduate you hats had train-

ing and experience — you're 
not simply looking for a 

job where yoa can get 
expcrlcnco. 

WUh N.R.I. equipment you learn to build on J thoroughly understand set testing equipment—you 
can use .V fl.l. equipment <n your spare timo terviee 
work tor e*tra money. 

I have doubled 
and tripled the / 
salaries of rnanv 
Find out abou< 
this^tested1 
to 

. S M I T H . President 
National Radio Institute. Dept. 2 M H 7 
Wa.hin iftnn, n . C. 

B«nd mo your book "Rich Ko-
wird . In lU.llo " I und«mind thij ronuial 
dooo not obligate me 

Advanced Training Included No Fxlra Charge 

» 
J N A i l E . . 

A D D R E S S . . 

• o i T Y 
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The Moon Place 

IA R R Y T R A C Y waved a s i d e 
the bottle of gin which the 

_ J Chinaman offered him, and 
with characteristic directness, re-
verted to the matter which had 
brought him to Yan Lee's office. 

"It 's a fair price, Yan Lee," he 
said. "In fact, it's more than fair. 
There's no reason for haggling." 

The Chinaman shrugged his shoul-
ders and looked up at the bronzed 
white man with inscrutable eyes. 

A Complete 
By JACK 

Author of "Lake of Flaming 

"Bargaining is the pleasure of 
business'," he said softly. "In the 
Orient we do not conclude a deal in 
a single day. Indeed, a trivial pur-
chase may consume the greater part 
of a week." 

"This isn't the Orient," said 
Larry impatiently. "It 's the very 
unromantic island of Vitu Levu in 
the Fijis, and I'm offering you a 
sweet price for a shack in the hills 

Breathless Adventure in the Fiji Islands 



ISLAND 
Book-Length Novel 

D'ARCY 
Death," "The Sacred Scimitar," etc. 

that's in a terrible state of repair. 
Now will you take it or leave it?" 

"Haste," quoted Yan Lee in a sing-
song voice, "is the thief of wisdom. 
Let me deliberate a day as befits an 
old man." 

"Deliberation," rejoined Larry 
Tracy testily, "may be the thief of 
three thousand dollars in silver if 
you don't accept my proposition at 
once." 

For a full minute the old Chinese 
spoke no word. He sat in replete si-
lence, staring blankly at the paint-
less wall of his office. Larry watched 
him with a puzzled frown playing 
across his brow. Even allowing for 
the Oriental love of prolonging a 
business deal, it seemed absurd that 
the Chinaman should hesitate to 
make his decision in this case, where 
he was clearly the gainer. 

At last the slant eyes lifted them-
selves from their profitless contem-
plation of the wall and fixed them-
selves on Larry. 

"Very well," he said. "I shall sell 

on the Trail of a Castle of Pearls 



10 " THRILLING ADVENTURES 

the Moon place. We shall go at 
once to Mr. Oldham. He shall make 
out the necessary papers. You shall 
give mc the cash—and may Confu-
cius grant that neither of us regret 
the deal." 

EXULTANT at having concluded 
his business, I^arry paid scant 

attention to these strange words. 
Though, had he been more alert, he 
would have noticed an odd apprehen-
sive flicker cross the Oriental's usual-
ly impassive face as he rose from his 
desk and shuffled at Larry's side to-
ward the door. 

After Oldham, who had a smatter-
ing of law, had drawn up the bill 
of sale and Larry had handed the 
money over to Yan Lee, he returned 

his own bungalow with the air of 
a man who has just concluded a most 
satisfactory piece of business. 

In the five years that he had spent 
in the islands, Larry had amassed a 
comfortable fortune trading with the 
natives; enough, in fact, to permit 
him to return to the States and live 
in comfort for the rest of his life 
But although that had been his orig-
inal intention, he found now, that 
the magic spell of the South Seas, 
that inexplicable glamor, that gar-
ish beauty, had done something to 
him. 

He knew now that if he was to 
retire, he would do so in this very 
spot where he had made his money. 
Because of this he had purchased the 
Moon House. Uninhabited for three 
years, since the death of old man 
Moon who had rented the placc from 
the Chinaman, the cabin stood far 
inland in the foothills. 

It lay in the midst of a glorious 
unfrequented beauty spot, and it was 
there that Larry had decided to 
build a veritable island mansion for 
himself—a castle in the midst of a 
tropical fairyland. 

In his own bungalow, his boy had 

just cleared away the dishes of the 
evening meal, and Larry sat over his 
coffee, sketching with a deft pencil 
the Moon House as he remembered 
it, planning and drawing the im-
provements he intended making. 

A staccato rap on the outer door 
caused him to look up. 

"Come in!" he called. 
A frown crossed his brow as he 

recognized his visitor, but it van-
ished immediately, for the white' 
man's law of hospitality in the is-
lands is rigidly kept without regard 
for the host's opinion of his visitor. 

"Hello, Simmons," he said cordial-
ly. "Sit down. Smoke? Drink?" 

Simmons, a tall, dark, taciturn in-
dividual, declined both invitations 
curtly. Larry gazed at him curi-
ously and wondered what had 
brought the man to his bungalow. 

Simmons was not popular among 
the white men of the island. His 
trading was shady. His name had 
been connected more than once with 
business that hovered on the border 
line of the law. Heretofore, Larry's 
acquaintance with the man had been 
limited to polite greetings when they 
passed each other. 

But if Larry wondered at the 
other's visit now, he wondered still 
more when he heard Simmons' first 
words. The latter came to the point 
at once. 

"I hear you've bought the Moon," 
he said abruptly. 

LARRY dissembled his surprise. 

"Yes," he said. "I got it from 
Yan Lee this afternoon. I paid him a 
ridiculously good price for it, too." 

"So I heard," said Simmons, 
"What do you want for it—cash?" 

"It's not for sale," said Larry in a 
tone that matched the other's. His 
resentment of the visitor's manner 
became more apparent now. 

"Of course, it's for sale," said 
Simmons testily. "I don't mean to 
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offer you ten percent on your in-
vestment or anything like that. I'll 
offer you real money. Say three 
times what you paid for it. Is that 
fair enough?" 

"Too fair," said Larry. "Too fair 
entirely not to arouse my suspi-
cions." 

"Suspicions of what?" There was 
a defensive challenge in the tall 
man's tone. 

LARRY shrugged. "I don't know." 
he replied. "But in any event, 

it's not for sale, Simmons. Not at any 
price. That's final." 

Larry was utterly unprepared for 
the scene that followed. Simmons, 
with a murderous rage in his eyes, 
leaped from his chair and, rushing 
across the room, seized Larry's 
shoulders in his hands. 

"Listen," he said tensely, his voice 
vibrant with emotion. "You've got 
to 9ell. You've got to sell that place 
to me. You must. If you won't, I'll 
not be responsible for your life. You 
hear me?" 

Larry came slowly to his feet. He 
removed the clutching hands from 
his shoulders. Then he spoke coldly. 

"I'll thank you to leave this house, 
Simmons. I have no idea what your 
threats mean, but I refuse to be 
threatened hv any man. Now get 
out!" 

Simmons waiked slowly to the 
door. He was under control now, 
but his eyes still blazed with a ve-
hement hatred. He turned for a mo-
ment on the threshold 

"You'll hear some more of this," 
he snarled. Then the door slammed 
behind him and he was gone, leaving 
an angry and bewildered young man 
staring through the window into the 
purple tropical twilight. 

And in less than an hour, Larry 
realized the truth of Simmons' part-
ing words. 

Yan Lee stood impassively before 

him. A moment before the China-
man had come silently through the 
night to Larry's bungalow, the sec-
ond strange caller of the evening. 
Larry offered him a drink, then sat 
back expectantly awaiting to hear 
the object of the Oriental's call. 

Yan Lee cleared his throat softly, 
then spoke in his sing-song drawl. 

"Only the fool has a single 
thought. The wise man may change 
hi6 mind." 

"Which little gem of philosophy 
leads up to what?" asked Larry iron-
ically. 

But Yan Lee was not to be hur-
ried. 

"The wise man may think twice," 
he continued. "Then he may con-
clude that his second thought con-
tains more wisdom than his first." 

A sudden thought struck Larry. 
He remembered the object of his 
first visitor of the evening. He tried 
a stab in the dark. 

"By that," he said coolly, "I take 
it that you want to buy back the 
Moon House which you sold to me 
this afternoon?" 

AN almost imperceptible flicker 
crossed the Chinaman's face, but 

Larry knew that his shot had hit 
home. He pressed his advantage. 

"Listen, Yan Lee," he said in a 
grim hard tone. "Now what's it all 
about? What's all this fuss about 
the Moon House for? Simmons was 
here a while ago and he offered me 
too much money for it, now you've 
coine to buy it back. I suppose you'll 
offer more than I paid for it, too." 

"I offer you ten thousand dollars 
for it," said the Chinese undis-
turbed by Larry's tirade. 

" W h y ? " 
Yan Lee smiled blandly. "For the 

sake of both our lives," he said 
quietly. 

"Hooey," said Larry disdainfully. 
"You talk like Simmons. What have 
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our lives to do with it? Why 
should anyone want to kill for that 
old shack?" 

"Does it matter why?" asked Yan 
Lee. "I warn you it will happen. 
If I leave here without the deed to 
the Moon place neither of us will 
live very long." 

IT was then that Larry Tracy com-
pletely lost his temper. Normal-

ly, his disposition was even enough. 
But at the present moment he was 
thoroughly tired of the Chinaman's 
evasions, of all this wild talk about 
death and the Moon House. 

"Get out, Yan Lee," he said angri-
ly. "You can tell whoever sent you 
here that I'll never sell the Moon 
House. That's definite. Now get 
out!" 

Yan Lee turned to the door with 
all the impassiveness of his race. As 
he was about to cross the threshold 
into the night, he inclined his head 
slightly and uttered four simple 
words with so much sincerity in his 
tone, that despite himself Larry 
Tracy felt a shiver of apprehension 
tingling down his spine. 

"We shall die tonight," said Yan 
Lee softly. His slippers shuffled 
huskily on the veranda. And he was 
gone. 

Larry kicked an unoffending chair 
savagely, reached for a cigarette and 
contemplated the peculiar events of 
the evening. But rack his brain as 
he would, but one salient fact stood 
clearly in the maze of that night's 
occurrences. 

Quite obviously some mystery had 
its source at the Moon House. What 
it was, and how Simmons and Yan 
Lee were interested in it was be-
yond him. However, he decided to 
hit the trail for the old cabin as 
soon as possible. Perhaps he would 
find the key to the mystery there. 

For a long time he sat there smok-
ing in silent meditation. It was al-

most midnight when his third and 
most unpleasant visitor of the eve-
ning came a-calling. This time it 
was without the formality of a knock 
at the door, without the interchange 
of a social greeting before the in-
truder made his business known. 

Larry, intent on his own thoughts, 
his eyes staring at the drawing of 
the Moon House on his table, essay-
ing to unravel the mystery of the 
jungle cabin, neither saw nor heard 
the lithe brown figure which softly, 
silently appeared at the window. 

With such consummate skill that 
the woodwork never creaked, that 
the netting across the window made 
no sound as his knife bit a deep gash 
in it, the brown figure slowly drew 
itself over the sill. 

Without, a splendid silver moon 
threw its platinum rays down upon 
a gleaming world. The Southern 
Cross stood proudly in the sky— 
and in the brown man's hand some-
thing glittered silver in the reflec-
tion of the heavens. 

Two barefeet B t r u c k the floor of 
the bungalow noiselessly. 

CHAPTER II 
The Castle of Pearls 

TT W A S not sound which caused 
Larry to whirl suddenly in his 
seat. It was rather that sixth 

sense which is acquired by men who 
have faced death a number of times; 
that psychic warning which their 
nerves give, that peril is at hand. 

In the flickering light of the oil 
lamp, he saw an evil-faced Fiji, his 
black hair piled up on top of his 
head, moving swiftly toward him. A 
vicious curved knife, grasped firmly 
by a brown hand swung through the 
air. 

Larry moved with the speed of a 
cobra. His knee knocked over the 
table as he rose. A single swift step 
to the side took him out of the path 
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of that swishing piece of steel. 
For a second the native was bent 

forward, off balance, and in that sec-
ond Larry closed in. His left hand 
grasped the wrist that had wielded 
the knife, his right swung hard to-
ward the other's jaw. 

THE Fijian, knowing well the 
fighting methods of the white 

man, threw his head back and took 
the blow on the side of his neck. 
Then swinging his free arm about 
Larry's neck, he clinched. 

For a long moment they grappled 
there, the advantage going to neither. 
True, Larry was young, strong and 
accustomed to battle. But the Fiji 
seemed no less powerful. With Lar-
ry's neck in the crook of his arm, he 
Bqueezed with all his strength, apply-
ing a veritable strangle hold to the 
white man. 

Larry's left was useless. He dared 
not release the hand that held that 
murderous knife. Inasmuch as the 
native was on his left side his right 
hand was practically useless. Yet he 
swung it frantically toward the other 
as he tried with all his strength to 
break the grip of that brown arm 
about his throat. 

He found that these maneuvers 
were of no avail. They simply 
served to exhaust him. It was then 
that he staked every ounce of ener-
gy on one desperate move. With a 
tremendous jerk he threw his whole 
body forward and to the right. 

The Fiji, never losing ifis hold, 
went with him. The native's feet 
came clear of the floor and for a mo-
ment his whole weight rested on 
Larry's neck. 

Sweat dripped down the white's 
man's forehead, as he twisted lr's 
body further. Then seizing the 
other's left wrist he twisted it cruel-
ly. The sudden pain and the jerk 
opened the Fijian's arm. His body 
went hurtling over Larry's head. It 

hit the floor ahead with a dull thud. 
The knife clattered on the boards. 

Larry paused for a second to 
breathe, but the Fijian, realizing that 
his chance had flown, rose immedi-
ately and, running with all the speed 
and grace of his race, flung open the 
door and raced like a madman out 
into the night. 

Larry ran to the open door, then 
stopped dn the threshold. He real-
ized the futility of attempting to 
pursue the native through the brush. 
Slowly he turned back into the room. 
He picked up the knife from the 
floor and examined it closely. 

fie stared at the bright blade for 
a moment in mingled horror and 
alarm. For the tip of it was red— 
gory red. He touched it lightly 
with his finger, then examined it 
more closely. The deed verified his 
first suspicion. It was blood—and 
it was still wet! 

He lighted a fresh cigarette. His 
eyes narrowed. First Simmons, 
then Yan Lee—and now this, the 
death that Yan Lee had prophesied 
so short a time ago. Well, he had 
won the first scrimmage, but what 
now? What was the next move in 
this grim drama of the tropics, this 
strange mystery of the Moon House 
to which he had no clue? 

The answer came almost imme-
diately. Through his window he 
noticed the little valley outside was 
alive with moving lights. Despite 
the lateness of the hour, a single 
house below reflected yellow squares 
of illumination from every window. 
The moving lights traveled toward 
the house. 

HE crossed the room and looktd 
more closely. The house with 

all the lamps was undoubtedly Old-
ham's. The moving lights were 
torches evidently carried by men 
coming toward the bungalow. He 
waited just long enough to drop a 
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.38 into his pocket, then he raced 
down the hill toward the gathering 
below. 

WHEN he entered Oldham's bun-
galow he saw every white man 

of importance on the island was pres-
ent. Oldham, himself, a ruddy-faced 
individual of about forty, sat with his 
head bowed in his hands in a corner 
of the room. 

Every eye in the room looked up as 
Larry entered. 

"What's the matter?" he asked. 
Norwich, the skipper of a trading 

schooner, gave him the answer curtly, 
"Ruth. Oldham's daughter. She's 

missing." 
"Missing?" Larry was so startled 

that he could say nothing else. Old-
ham's daughter had lived with him 
for six years. Being the only young 
white woman on the island, she was 
a prime favorite with the men. To 
hear that she had disappeared was a 
shock which transcended even the 
other things which had happened to 
Larry that evening. 

"But how?" he asked the seamen. 
"Where could she be?" 

Norwich shrugged. "Who knows?" 
he said. "She was here a hour or so 
ago. Oldham left her sitting on the 
veranda. He suddenly heard a scream 
—her scream. But by the time he 
rushed out of the house there was 
no sign of her. We've searched the 
whole vicinity thoroughly." 

Larry's brow clouded. Perhaps, 
this somehow might tie up with some 
of the other mysterious events of the 
evening. He went over to the grief-
stricken father. 

Oldham raised his head as the 
younger man approached. 

"I'm taking it pretty hard, Larry," 
he said. "But she's the only thing 
I've got in the world. For God's 
sake help me find her." 

"I'll do all I can," said Larry 

gravely. "Do you suspect anyone? 
Have you any idea?" 

Oldham shook his head. "None at 
all," he replied. "It's been a tragic 
night. First Yan Lee, then this." 

Larry's nostrils quivered. His pulse 
picked up a beat. 

"Yan Lee?" he repeated trying to 
keep the excitement from his voicc. 
"What about Yan Lee?" 

"Haven't you heard?" asked Old-
ham. "He was found dead an hour 
ago. Knifed. Murdered." 

It was then that Larry's vague 
hunch of a few moments ago crystal-
lized in his brain. True, there was 
no logical reason for attributing the 
disappearance of Ruth Oldham with 
the xither odd events of the evening, 
but nevertheless, Larry was positive 
that they all tied up somehow. He 
was equally positive that the answer 
to all the mystery could be found at 
the Moon House. 

HE laid a friendly hand on the 
older man's shoulder. 

"I think perhaps, I can help you," 
he said. "I don t know. Anyway, 
I'm not sure enough to take anyone 
into my confidence. But I'm going 
to see what I can do at once. I'll re-
turn some time tomorrow. In the 
meantime, don't give up hope." 

Oldham looked up at him eagerly. 
"You mean you know something? 
You know where Ruth is?" 

Larry shook his head. "It's only a 
hunch, Mr. Oldham," he said. "But 
it's the strongest one I ever had in 
my life, and I'm going to play it 
through." 

Shaking the other's hand he turned 
and walked from the bungalow, but 
an observant eye would have noticed 
that he did not go in the direction of 
his own cabin. Instead he walked 
along the edge of the jungle to a 
spot where a faint trail crawled into 
the foliage. There he hesitated for 
a moment, thrust his hand into his 
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pocket, felt the reassuring butt of his 
revolver, then plunged into the brush 
where growth and the night con-
spired to make him invisible. 

For three hours he walked steadily 
through the tropical forest. He 
picked his way with the uncanny 
accuracy of a native. The night was 
cool and tranquil and a strange eeri-
ness seemed to envelop the jungle. 

HE realized full well that in all 
probability he was heading to-

ward peril and danger. It would have 
been easier had he known what to ex-
pect when he arrived at his destina-
tion, but as it was he had not the 
slightest idea what to expect at the 
Moon House—if indeed anything at 
all. 

It was dawn when he arrived. The 
small frame cabin stood at the foot 
of a range of hills whose tops were 
jagged silhouettes against the morn-
ing sky. He approached cautiously. 
The house showed no sign of life and 
yet, deep within him he sensed im-
minent danger. 

It came—and abruptly. As he 
mounted the steps of the veranda, the 
door of the house was suddenly flung 
open. Before he had a chance to 
reach for his revolver he found him-
self gazing into the implacable of a 
rifle. Behind the rifle stood Simmons. 

"You didn't obey my warning, 
Tracy," he said in a hard voice. "Now 
you must answer for the conse-
quences." 

The hardness in Larry's eyes 
matched the other's tone. Despite the 
rifle that drew a bead on his heart, 
his voice was calm. 

"I think it is you who must do the 
answering," he said. "I am the own-
er of this house. I'd like to know 
what you're doing in it. I'm entitled 
to an explanation." 

"You're entitled to a bullet in the 
guts," said Simmons harshly. "And 
when I'm ready, I'll give it to you. 

Until that time you'll obey my orders 
implicitly. Now, come inside." 

Larry had little choice but to obey. 
Checking his anger he entered the 
cabin, hoping that chance would pro-
vide him with an opportunity to turn 
the tables on his captor. 

His heart gave a sudden bound and 
in that instant he realized that his 
hunch had been correct. For the first 
person he saw in the room was Ruth 
Oldham. A man stood on each side 
of her holding her wrists. Larry rec-
ognized them as two of the beach-
combing gentry named Somers and 
Roche. He spoke to the girl coolly, 
as though meeting her were the most 
natural thing in the world. 

"I am glad to see you," he said. 
"I rather thought you'd be here." He 
turned abruptly to Simmons. "I think 
this has gone far enough," he said 
angrily. "You must release this girl 
at once, and then leave my house. I 
shall—" 

"You shall obey my orders," said 
Simmons. "You don't seem to real-
ize how close to death you are." 

"I was closer to death last night," 
said Larry, watching the other keen-
ly. But if he expected Simmons to 
be taken aback he was disappointed. 

"I don't know how you escaped last 
night," said Simmons coolly. "I ex-
pected you were dead by now. But 
I can promise you I'll do a better job 
next time. Now, sit down and shut 
up. I have some work to do." 

T ARRY sat down. Simmons, with-
-Li out moving his rifle from Larry's 
direction, spoke to the girl. 

"Now, Miss Oldham," he said. "It's 
your turn. Shall you tell me the 
whereabouts of the Castle of Pearls 
of your own volition or shall I force 
the information from you?" 

The girl returned* his gaze stead-
ily. Her little chin was held high 
and she wore an imperious air. 

"I've already told you that I don't 
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know, and if I did I should never be-
tray my father." 

Simmons leaned over the table and 
glared at her. 

"I give you warning," he said. 
"You must know. The British Resi-
dent Commissioner for the Fiji Is-
lands knows ; your father knows—in 
fact, he has a map. It is impossible 
that you have never heard him men-
tion it. Now you shall tell me or I 
shall torture the information out of 
you. I know how to make you talk." 

"Perhaps," she said quietly. "Any-
way you can try." 

SIMMONS swore a vile oath. He 
turned to his men. "Somers, Roche. 

Grab her. Let her have it easy at 
first. Then we'll try the hot irons." 

The two men advanced upon the 
girl. Each seized an arm and rough-
ly twisted it behind her back. She 
made no outcry, though Larry could 
see her little white teeth sinking 
deep into her lower lip. Perspira-
tion stood on her forehead. 

"Now," said Simmons. "Will you 
talk?" 

She did not dare to trust her voice. 
But she shook her head emphatically. 

"Al ' right," said Simmons. "Harder, 
boys." 

Somers and Roche twisted the frail 
arms viciously. A streak of blood 
showed as her teeth bit into the skin 
of her lip. A blind red rage swept 
over Larry Tracy. 

Like a tiger springing to the kill 
he leaped across the room in a single 
bound. Before the two torturers 
knew what was happening he was 
upon them. His swinging right fist 
caught Somers full on the point of 
the jaw. With a cry of pain he went 
down. Roche half turned as Larry 
attempted his second knockout blow. 
His knuckles rapped across the 
other's forehead, tearing the skin. 

With a roar of rage, Roche re-
leased the girl and clinched. For a 

moment it was anybody's battle. Sim-
mons stood behind the table shouting 
futile orders, his automatic in his 
hand. Yet he dared not shoot for 
fear of wounding his own men. 

For a moment, Larry felt his right 
arm free. With all his waning 
strength he swung. Roche reeled 
back. Larry followed up swiftly. His 
right hand drew back. His eye 
gauged the distance. The blow start-
ed on its knockout journey. But it 
never landed. 

At last Simmons had overcome his 
rage and excitement enough to take 
an active part in the battle. Swiftly 
he crossed the room, and at precisely 
the moment Larry prepared to de-
liver the coup de grace, he swung 
the barrel of his weapon through the 
air. It landed with a sickening thud 
on Larry's temple. His knees buckled 
and without a sound he fell to the 
floor, prostrate across the body of 
Somers which was just beginning to 
stir into regained consciousness. 

The girl came to her feet, her eyes 
snapping. 

"You cowards! You curs. How—" 
"Shut up," snapped Simmons. "All 

right. Roche. Drag him in the bed-
room. Take her in with him. Lock 
'em in. I've got a better idea than 
trying to get it out of her anyway." 

Roche, with the assistance to Som-
ers, who by now had come to his 
feet, dragged Larry into the next 
room The girl was pushed in also. 
The door closed, and the key turned. 
Simmons voice came faintly through 
the panel as he divulged to his asso-
ciates the new idea which had come 
to him. 

IT was midnight, when Larry Tracy 
opened his eyes. Mysterious noc-

turnal sounds from the jungle sound-
ed through the night. A golden moon 
flung its irridescence upon the earth. 
Lunar light streamed through the 
window. 
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Larry found himself lying upon his 
own bed looking up into a concerned 
feminine face. For a moment he 
thought that this, too, was a drunken 
dream. Then, in an instant, memory 
flooded his brain. He tried to sit up, 
but the thundering ache in his head 
was too much for him. He relaxed 
again, then spoke. 

"Are you all right?" 

SHE nodded. "I'm all" right. But 
what about you?" 

"A headache from that smack 
Simmons gave me. Otherwise okay. 
And now that we have a minute 
alone, I'd like to ask you what this 
is all about. All I've gathered is 
that Simmons seems vitally con-
cerned in something called the Cas-
tle of Pearls." 

"That's true," she said. "There's 
an uncharted island somewhere 
about here, peopled by pure Maoris. 
Thus far they're untouched by civi-
lization and are most warlike. They 
used to prey on the boats that came 
near their island. They had no wish 
to know the white man. The Brit-
ish Government interfered, and 
guaranteed them isolation in ex-
change for their promise that they 
would leave shipping alone and re-
frain from attacking the peaceful 
natives on the neighboring islands 
which are under British control. 

"In order to keep their bargain, 
the Government has kept the island 
unchartered. My father and the 
British Commissioner are the only 
white men that have ever seen the 
place. It was they who made the 
treaty for England. The island is 
reputed to be very wealthy, and 
upon it their Maori ruler lives in a 
castle made of huge pearls. Of 
course, those pearls are worth un-
told wealth. That's what Simmons 
is interested in." 

Larry nodded his head slowly. 

"But," he said questioningly, "where 
do you come in?" 

"Of course I have heard- my father 
speak of the place occasionally. But 
I have never seen the chart. How-
ever, Simmons believes that I have, 
and he is bent on forcing informa-
tion from me." 

Larry considered this for a silent 
moment. "There's trouble ahead," 
he said slowly, "and plenty of it. 
I judge that Simmons has planned 
this thing thoroughly. He'll let 
nothing stand in his way now." 

"You're right there," she told'him. 
"Since I've been here, I've noticed 
boxes of ammunition, machine guna 
and other arms. Simmons has staked 
a lot this time, and it's not going to 
be easy to stop him." 

Larry nodded. "Well ," he said, 
"it's a tough spot." 

Before they could discuss it 
further, a key rasped in the lock and 
the door was flung open. Simmons' 
voice rang harshly through the room. 

"Come out, you Tracy. Leave the 
girl there." 

CHAPTER III 
A Message for Oldham 

IARRY'S head pounded as he 
stood on his feet and walked 

—J from the room. The door waB 
closed and locked behind him. He 
noted as he approached the table 
where Simmons still sat that the au-
tomatic was in his hand. 

"You're lucky, Tracy," were Sim-
mons' first words. "You're damned 
lucky." 

Larry's eyes narrowed. " W h y ? " 
"You're lucky because you happen 

to be of more value to me alive than 
dead. Now listen carefully to me. 
Starting very shortly, you're going 
to trek back to the settlement. Your 
going to see Oldham and give him a 
message from me. Listen carefully to 
that message. On it depend a num-
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ber of lives, including that of the 
lady you so gallantly tried to res-
cue a little while ago." 

"All right, let's have it. I'm 
listening." 

YOU will go to Oldham. You will 
travel swiftly, for time is an im-

portant element and a lot depends on 
it. I will allow four hours for you to 
get there and four hours for Old-
ham's messenger to get back. You 
will tell him that I have his daugh-
ter in my possession. You will tell 
him further to send to me by mes-
senger that he can trust, a map of 
Pearl Island. He'll know what I 
mean. Tell him I mean to go there. 
When I return, I shall return his 
daughter. I'm holding her as hostage 
to prevent him from getting a war-
ship to prevent me from landing on 
Pearl Island." 

"If he attempts to trick me, I shall 
kill the girl. If his messenger is 
not here within eight hours I shall 
kill the girl. If he attempts to at-
tack me here with a picked-up force, 
I shall kill the girl and slaughter 
his force. For, before morning, I 
will have been reinforced by fifty of 
my own men, and I warn you they're 
the bloodiest gang of cut-throats in 
the South Seas. Now, repeat my 
message." 

In a quiet voice Larry repeated 
the salient points of the message. 
Simmons nodded his head and stared 
steadily at the younger man. There 
was a terrible sincerity in his voice 
as he spoke. 

"All right, but before you go let 
me tell you that I am ruthless and 
relentless. I have gone too far to 
turn back now. I killed Yan Lee 
for his greed. I paid him a decent 
rent on this place but he was tempt-
ed too much by your offer. If you 
hadn't been lucky last night you 
would have been killed for your ob-
atinance. I still don't know how 

you escaped. I hold the whip hand 
as long as I have the girl. You 
know that and Oldham knows it. I 
will show her no mercy unless I 
am obeyed implicitly. Now, get go-
ing!" 

He drew a revolver from his hol-
ster and held it in a steady hand as 
Larry walked from the door, back 
into the jungle. He hit the trail 
through the luxuriant underbrush 
and set off toward Oldham's with 
his message. 

He well realized that Simmons 
had spoken the truth. He did hold 
the whip hand, and Larry had no 
doubt that he would carry out all 
his threats if his fantastic scheme 
was threatened. The preparation for 
Simmons' coup had undoubtedly con-
sumed both time and money, and he 
would certainly not let a human life 
more or less stand in his way. 

Larry plunged on through the 
jungle. He forgot that he waB tired, 
hungry and thirsty as his mind 
clicked on all cylinders, essaying to 
evolve a scheme which would prove 
the undoing of the unholy three 
back at the Moon house. 

To organize a posse in the settle-
ment was out of the question if 
Simmons had spoken the truth re-
garding his fifty cut-throats. There 
were less than thirty men in the set-
tlement and at least a third of them 
were too perennially drunk to bear 
arms, and it would take more time 
than he dared to wait to summon aid 
from the naval authorities. 

HE arrived breathless and weary 
at the settlement in Vitu Levu. 

Dirty and disheveled he made his 
way to Oldham's bungalow. A weary 
voice called "come in" as he knock-
ed at the door. Oldham rose eagerly 
to greet his visitor. His face was 
drawn and white. His eyes were 
haggard with worry. 

"What news, boy," he said, hoarse-
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ly and Larry noticed that his hands 
trembled. "Tell me, for God's sake, 
have you found her?" 

Larry put his hands on the dis-
traught man's shoulder and gently 
pushed him back into his chair. 

"Yes," he said quietly. "I have 
found her. But the battle is far 
from won yet." 

OLDHAM'S palsied fingers clutch-
ed his sleeve. "Tell me. Tell 

me quickly?" His voice was vibrant 
with excitement and apprehension. 
"Is she safe?" 

"Your daughter," said Larry 
gravely, "is at the present time, safe. 
Whether or not she remains so is 
up to you—and me." 

Oldham frowned. His eyes flash-
ed dangerously. He said harshly: 
"What does that mean? Blackmail?" 

"Of a sort. The price of your 
daughter's freedom is the chart 
locating Pearl Island, sent by spe 
cial and trusted messenger to the 
Moon house at once." 

Oldham's eyes widened. For a 
moment a terrible righteous wrath 
overcame his parental anxiety. 

"Pearl Island? What do you know 
of Pearl Island? What does any 
man know? What has that to do 
with my daughter?" 

"Everything." said Larry grimly. 
"I have just come from the men who 
are holding Ruth and that is what 
they demand of you." 

"Who are they?" 
"Simmons and two other worthies, 

Somers and Roche. If you'll calm 
yourself tor a moment, I'll give you 
all the details." 

"Go ahead," Oldham said huskily. 
Briefly. Larry told him the whole 

story of the day's occurrences at the 
cabin. When he finished his recital, 
Oldham picked up his glass with 
trembling hands, tossed down an-
other drink and groaned. 

"God! " he said, and his voice was 

an agonized supplication. "What 
shall I do? I must betray either 
my country or my daughter. I must 
be an unworthy father or else an 
unworthy citizen. If we send for 
help immediately, heaven knows 
what they'll do to Ruth. If we 
don't I must send them the chart 
and be called traitor." 

Larry's eyes filled with sympathy 
as he gazed at the old man. 

"I have something of an idea," he 
said. "It's incomplete and I can't 
guarantee that it'll work. First, 
though you must decide for your-
self. Do you want to send them the 
map? Not that I counsel it. You 
must remember that even if you do, 
you're gambling, for they intend to 
hold your daughter as a guarantee 
against your tipping off the govern-
ment until they've pilfered Pearl 
Island. And I don't trust Simmons. 
After he's got what he wants we've 
no guarantee that he'll return her." 

"You're right there. He's an un-
scrupulous customer. But suppose I 
don't comply with his demands?" 

"Tell me about Pearl Island," said 
Larry. "Let me commit the chart 
to memory. Let me lead them there. 
They won't dare touch your daugh-
ter or myself when they know that 
I have the knowledge they want. At 
least they won't touch us till they're 
at the island itself. In the mean-
time, I shall keep my eyes open. 
Perhaps, I can find a way to frus-
trate them before they consummate 
their plans." 

CHAPTER IV 
An Army of Thieves 

FOR a long time Oldham sat in 
silence considering this pro-
posal. Finally, he sighed and 

nodded his head. 
"Very well," he said at last. "As 

you say, the plan is quite incom-
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plete. But you leave me no alter-
native. I can do nothing else. I 
shall show you the map. After 
that, I am in your hands." 

HE rose and, going to a safe in 
the corner of the room, disin-

terred a chart from it. He spread it 
out on the tabic and Larry studied it 
keenly for a few minutes. 

"Okay," he said at last. "I've got 
it. I'll return at once to Simmons 
and tell him that I'm to lead him. 
Then, it's up to me. But 1 assure 
you that I'll do everything in my 
power to rescue your daughter and 
prevent Simmons from getting to 
the island." 

"But," objected Oldham. "Suppose 
you fail? Suppose he loots Pearl 
Island, suppose something happens 
to Ruth?" 

Larry considered this gravely for 
a moment. 

"Of course," he said at last, "I 
can guarantee nothing. However, 
give me a week. If you haven't 
heard from me by then, inform the 
Resident Commissioner. Get a man 
o' war over there right away. By 
that time it'll probably be too late 
for anything but direct action." 

Oldham nodded and came towards 
the other with an outstretched hand. 

"Shake," he said, a new courage 
in his tone. Then he turned, and, 
closing the door behind him, set out 
for the trail which led to his 
enemies. 

And if his brain had been wrack-
ing for ideas on the trip in, it was 
forced to work overtime on the re-
turn journey. He realized full well 
that most of his reassurances to 
Oldham were optimistic rather than 
practical. Simmons undoubtedly held 
the upper hand, and it was going to 
be no mean feat to evolve a scheme 
that would overcome the well-laid 
plans of the men who meant to loot 
Pearl Island 

Dawn screamed across the tropical 
sky in a half-dozen garish colors. 
Larry Tracy plodded onward, weary, 
hungry and thirsty, yet impervious 
to all physical hardship, as his 
fatigued mind grappled with his 
problem. So intent was he upon his 
own thoughts that he failed to see 
a number of figures silhouetted in 
the dawn, down on the trail ahead. 

A sharp challenge brought him 
out of his reverie. 

"Halt! Who are you?" 
He looked up quickly and found 

himself gazing into the implacable 
muzzle of a Springfield rifle. Back 
of the rifle stood a man, a Kanaka, 
2nd behind the Kanaka stood half a 
dozen of his fellows. They regard-
ed Larry with frank suspicion. 

"I have a message for your mas-
ter," he said. "Take me to him at 
once." 

THE natives jabbered for a mo-
ment in their own dialect, then 

beckoned to him to approach. Larry 
advanced down the trail. They sur-
rounded him and gave him a full 
escoit for the last mile's walk to 
the Moon House. 

Arrived once more into the clear-
ing before the house that he had 
called his own only a day ago, he 
was astounded to see the force that 
Simmons had collected. There were 
fully fifty armed men lounging be-
for the little cabin. 

Simmons had spoken truly when 
he had characterized his army as 
the bloodiest gang of cut-throats in 
the South Seas. They undoubtedly 
were. Kanakas, Samoans, and filthy 
renegade whites sat in little groups 
and chatted idly. A pile of empty 
bottles was in evidence and the high 
spirits of the men attested to the 
fact that they had been emptied 
quickly. 

At the door of the cabin, Larry's 
cscort stood aside to permit him to 
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enter. Simmons sat in the center of 
the room, apparently in close con-
ference with Somers and Roche. A 
shadow of amazement crossed his 
face as he looked up and saw who 
the messenger was. 

"What the hell —" he began 
abruptly. "What are you doing here? 
Are you sucker enough to come back 
after I gave you a chance for your 
l i fe?" 

LARRY smiled faint'y. I'm less 
afraid of you now. Simmons, 

than I was before," he said calmly. 
Simmons snarled and his auto-

matic was suddenly in his hand. 
"I told you once before," he said, 

"that I'd kill you when I didn't 
need you. Well, I don't need you 
now. Get ready!" 

The weapon jerked in his hand 
and his finger constrictcd on the 
trigger. 

"You're wrong." said Larry softly. 
"You're wrong. Simmons. You need 
me more than ever now." 

A vague suspicion shone from 
Simmons' eyes. " W h y ? " 

' Because." said Larry, more softly 
than ever. "1 am the only man who 
can guide you to Pearl Island. I 
know where it is." 

Simmons stared at him. Slowly 
he replaced the revolver in its hol-
ster. then his eyes narrowed. 

"Explain that." he said. "I'm 
listening." 

' You'd bettei listen," said Larry. 
"Oldham has told me where Pearl 
Island is. I've seen the map. I'm 
to take you there, and once you 
land, you're to send his daughter 
any myself back. It'll take a couple 
of days which should give you 
plenty of time to loot the place and 
make a get-away before a man o' 
war ends your career." 

Simmons listened to him in a re-
flective silence. A puzzled frown 

crawled over his brow when Larry 
stopped talking. 

"But you?" he queried. "Why did 
you come back? You were well out 
of it." 

"I came back," said Larry deliber-
ately. "For two reasons First, I 
want to see that your gang of thugs 
don't mistreat that girl, and second, 
to kill you, when and if the oppor-
tunity presents itself." 

Simmons stared at him with a 
rage-distorted face and a vile oath 
passed his lips. 

"All tight," he said at last. "You 
are safe now, and you know it. 
You are safe because you know the 
way to Pearl Island. But I advise 
you to be careful. That mob out-
side'd tear you apart for the sheer 
joy of it. Now you better go in 
and get some sleep, we're leaving 
here in two hours. And 1 want my 
guide to have a clear head." 

Larry Tracy awakened to the 
sound of staccato voices outside his 
window. He raised himself on an 
elbow and peered out into the blind-
ing light of the tropical day. 

There, lined up like an army at 
the side of the house, was the rag-
ged unkempt army that Simmons 
had recruited to loot Pearl Island. 
Aye, ragged and unkempt they were, 
but, nevertheless, they responded to 
Simmons' commands with alacrity. 
Evidently they knew the value of 
discipline. Larry listened to Sim-
mons' voice as it floated through the 
window. 

NOW, men, we start today. I've 
promised each one of you more 

money than you've ever had in your 
lives before. In return for that I 
expect absolute obedience. We prob-
ably will have to fight. To that end 
I have armed you. We shall be out-
numbered, but those Lewis guns 
should equalize any odds that we 
find against us. From now on it's 
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all for one and one for all. That's 
all. You may stand at ease. But 
be ready to march in half an hour." 

He swung sharply on his heel and 
Larry heard his footsteps coming up 
the veranda. He swung himself 
from the bed and met Simmons en-
tering the front room as he came 
out. Simmons nodded his head ap-
provingly as he saw him. 

"Good," he said. "You'ie up. 
We're leaving shortly. You'll march 
up front with me. If you behave 
yourself you might make some 
money. If not, you'll die." 

"May I have something to eat be-
fore you kill mc?" asked Larry with 
a grin. 

SIMMONS scowled. You'll lose 
your sense of humor before I'm 

through with you," he threatened. 
"There's a cook wagon at the back 
of the house." 

Larry walked around the cabin 
and was amazed by the consummate 
preparation that Simmons had made. 
The men were well-armed. In the 
rear of the building a roaring fire 
was being attended by three men, 
clad in cooks' aprons. Evidently 
the army had already been fed. 

Larry was given food and, retir-
ing to a shaded spot, partook of it 
with zest. As he ate he wondered 
what had become of Ruth. He had 
not seen her since his return from 
Oldham. He resolved that he would 
question Simmons about her before 
he essayed to lead the army to the 
Island of Pearls. 

Simmons was waiting impatiently 
on the veranda when he came up 

"All right, Tracy," he said testily. 
"I've been waiting for you. We're 
ready to go. I'll lead the way to 
the boats I have waiting. After 
that, it's up to you to pilot us." 

"There's one thing before we 
leave, though," said Larry. 

"And that is?" 

"Ruth Oldham. Where is she?" 
"What the hell's that to you?" 
"Plenty," said Larry coolly. "One 

of the reasons I'm here is to insure 
her safety. I must be assured that 
she's all right at this moment before 
I start. I haven't seen her since I 
returned." 

Simmons cursed, then yielded. He 
bellowed stcntorianly for Roche. 

"Get the girl out of the cellar," 
he said when his lieutenant had an-
swered his summons. "She marches 
in the rear with the cooks and the 
supplies." 

They waited in silence as Roche 
disappeared through the trap that 
had caused Larry so much conster-
nation on the day before. A moment 
later he reappeared with Ruth Old-
ham. She seemed surprised and re-
lieved when she saw Larry. She 
smiled at him bravely and offered 
her hand. 

Larry took it. "Are you all right?" 
he asked. 

She shot a venomous glance at 
Simmons. "As well as I can be 
while associating with vermin," she 
said in a tone of quiet contempt. 

Simmons stung by words turned 
to Larry. 

"Well , " he demanded. "Are you 
satisfied that she's all right? If so, 
we'll start." 

Larry nodded. And ten minutes 
later the army was under way 
marching through the dense foliage 
of the jungle where few white men 
had ever trod. For two long days 
Larry plodded along at Simmons' 
side, his head bowed and his back 
bent from the unaccustomed physical 
strain. 

IT was Simmons' shout of triumph 

which halted the little party and 
caused Larry to look up for the first 
time in hours. There some hundred 
yards before them glittered the azure 
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blue water of Oceania. Still and rip-
pleas, like a smooth infinite turquoise 
the Pacific, true to its name, stretch-
ed before them. 

Yet despite the beauty and tran-
quillity of the scene Larry was aware 
of a dull sinking sensation in his 
heart, as he gazed upon it. For there 
close to the beach were six schooners 
tugging at their anchors, their jibs 
billowing impatiently as they awaited 
the arrival of Simmons' army. 

CHAPTER V 
The Marked Map 

THE first impression that reg-
istered on Larry's mind when 
he saw the boats was the 

enormous cost all this preparation 
must have stood Simmons. The men, 
the arms, and now this miniature navy 
must have caused an expenditure of 
at least fifty thousand dollars. Per-
haps, he had underrated Simmons 
when he had gambled his life on the 
single chance of being able to come 
upon a scheme which would outwit 
the renegades. 

It seemed that Simmons had care-
fully planned every detail, and that 
he had invested a considerable sum 
of money, which he was determined 
to get back ten fold when his plans 
had been executed. 

The little army marched cheerful-
ly down to the beach. Simmons 
walked on ahead and held a brief con-
versation with a barefooted white in 
a sailor's cap who met him on the 
shore. Six dories were pulled up on 
the beach. 

With military dispatch, Simmons 
assigned the men to the dories and 
in a few moments they were being 
rowed out to the anchored schooners 
in the bay. 

Larry found himself seated in the 
stern of one of the smaller boats, 
Simmons at his side. 

He realized that if he was to pre-

vent this outfit from reaching Pearl 
Island, it was now that he must do 
something. This thought was cor-
roborated by Simmons a moment 
later. 

"The girl is coming on the same 
ship as us. She's coming out in the 
next load. When we get to the 
schooner, you'll go on the bridge 
with the skipper. You'll show him 
where Pearl Island is on the chart. 
And you'll stay at his side until we 
get there. Understand?" 

Larry nodded a b s e n t l y . H i a 
thoughts were in a turmoil. It was 
now twenty-four hours since he had 
left Oldham. When he had told the 
girl's father to allow a week before 
sending aid, it had been his inten-
tion merely to fall back on that as a 
last resort. 

BUT now he began to realize that 
perhaps the help which Oldham 

was to send was the only way out of 
the mess. 

He stood upon the small bridge of 
the schooner and watched the shore 
with narrowed eyes. The last boat 
was alicady heading out toward him. 
In it sat Somers, the girl and the 
crew at the oars. When they should 
arrive, Simmons would most certain-
ly give the order to put out to sea, 
and it was up to Larry Tracy to act 
as pilot-

Then suddenly an idea came to 
him. He had told Oldham to give 
him a week. Perhaps, he could stall 
that long. None of them had any idea 
where the island was. He could pre-
tend that it was quite some distance 
off, pilot them in circles for a time, 
then bring them up to the island in 
time to meet the British ship which 
Oldham was to send. 

As the dory pulled up alongside, 
and Ruth came aboard he decided 
that his last idea was his only hope. 
He turned to see Simmons and the 
skipper, a hard-faced, unshaven Irish-
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man, named Conners, thump up the 
companionway to the bridge. 

"Okay," said Simmons gruffly. 
"Anchors aweigh, Captain. Here's 
your pilot. Mark the spot on the 
chart, Tracy. Which way do we 
head?" 

"Well ," said Larry tentatively, 
putting his scheme into subtle ex-
ecution. "It's quite some distance, 
you know." 

"How far?" 

LARRY considered this for a mo-
ment. "Say ten days with good 

weather. More if we run into 
storms." 

Simmons eyed him suspiciously. 
Conners laughed aloud. 

"Yeah?" he said. "I can make 
Sydney in ten days, and I'm damned 
sure it's not that far." 

Simmons' gaze became even more 
suspicious. Larry cursed his lack 
of geographical knowledge, but said 
nothing. The three of them stood 
in silence for a moment. Then Sim-
mons gave vent to an unpleasant 
chuckle. 

"Maybe," he said. "Maybe it is 
ten days, Tracy. But until we get 
there neither you nor that girl eat 
or drink. Furthermore, you will 
mark the island on the chart now. If 
I find, after we arrive at the desig-
nated spot you've marked it falsely, 
I'll kill the girl and let rny kanaks 
put you to death. They have some 
original ideas in that regard." 

Larry admitted defeat. Once more 
Simmons had out-thought him. To 
stall was to endanger the girl's life 
and his own. True, he could die 
with the secret of Pearl Island 
locked in his own brain, but to keep 
that secret was not his sole motive. 

No. He wanted to return Ruth 
Oldham to her father, and more 
than anything else he wanted to 
even up his score with Simmons. 

This time he would yield again to 
Simmons, motivated by the hope that 
as long as he kept alive, the oppor-
tunity to outwit the looters might 
present itself. 

"Give me the chart," he said in a 
dull voice. 

With an ill-concealed grin of tri-
umph, Conners handed him the map. 
Larry bent over it with a pencil and 
drew a small circle some hundred 
odd miles to the southwest of the 
bay in which they were anchored. 

"A day's run," said Conners. 
"And a day's fighting, and a day's 

loot," added Simmons. / 'Another 
day to return and our fortunes are 
made. Shove o f f ! " 

Conners bellowed a gruff command 
to his crew below. Willing hands 
pulled up the anchor. The other 
vessels following the example of 
what apparently was the flagship, 
proceeded to get under way. 

Slowly the six schooners sailed 
through the glassy waters of the bay 
toward the open sea. Passing the 
cliffs that landlocked the indenta-
tion, a brisk breeze hurled itself into 
the sails, and the pirate fleet sped 
gracefully over the waves in the di-
rection of the island which had 
never known the white man's in-
fluence. 

For the remainder of the trip 
Larry was left pretty much to him-
self. Simmons, convinced that he 
had marked the map truly, permitted 
him to leave the bridge and wan-
der freely about the ship. He paced 
the decks hoping that perhaps he 
would catch a glimpse of Ruth, per-
haps even gain an opportunity to 
have a word with her. 

LARRY TRACY stood in the bow 
of the schooner watching the 

golden South Sea sun dipping slowly 
toward the western horizon. The trip 
had been uneventful, as placid as 
the seas through which they sailed. 
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A sudden shout by one of the 
crew startled him, and as he turned 
inquiringly, that single shout was 
taken up by a score of throats. It 
echoed and re-echoed as the remain-
der of the fleet took it up. Larry 
turned his gaze in the direction in 
which every other man on the ship 
was looking. Then suddenly he 
gasped with the splendor of the 
sight that met his eyes. 

THERE, off the port bow, some five 
miles away, rose to heaven a tre-

mendous gleaming tower. A tower 
of iridescence which reflected the 
golden rays of the waning sun. A 
miracle of opalescent beauty blinded 
the eyes of the onlookers. 

A rapt silence enveloped them as 
they were confronted with a sub-
lime sight that even reached the 
hearts of such Godless men as these. 
Then came Simmons' voice hoarse 
with triumph and avidity. 

"The Castle of Pearls! It's there, 
men! A fortune for us all!" 

Larry stared at the distant spec-
tacle for a moment, then his keen 
eyes perceived a number of small 
floating objects putting out from the 
shore of the green island which 
towered out of the sea before them. 

The others were too intent on the 
magnificent spectacle which rose up 
from the center of the island to take 
notice of the laden canoes which 
were shoving out from the shore. 

For a moment Larry stood hesi-
tant, wondering if he should give 
warning. But before he could come 
to a decision, the alert eyes of Sim-
mons had seen them also. HiB voice 
rang out from the bridge. 

"Stand by for action! Man the 
guns!" 

The crew and the cut-throat mem-
bers of Simmons' army broke sud-
denly from the trance which was 
upon them. Men rushed to and fro. 
A number of Lewis guns were hur-

riedly brought from the cabin and 
set up on their tripods by the port 
and starboard gunwales. 

Rifles appeared miraculously in 
men's hands. Boxes of ammunition 
were dumped on the deck. Eager 
fingers loaded the drums of the ma-
chine-guns. The click of maga-
zine springs was deafening. Larry 
saw that the same wailike activity 
was in progress on the remainder 
of their vessels. 

Now despite the fact that he had 
little sympathy for these invaders 
of Pearl Island, Larry was of no 
mind to stand supinely on deck and 
permit the oncoming Maoris to hurl 
spears at him. True, he was being 
forced into this battle, but the na-
tives would make no distinction be-
tween him and the rest of them. 

All that they would be aware of 
was the fact that white men were 
coming to their island in defiance of 
the treaty which protected them. 
Knowing something of the Maoris, 
Larry had little doubt that they 
would fight to the bitter end, even 
though the superior arms of Sim-
mons' men would more than equalize 
their numbers. 

He approached Simmons as the 
latter came from the bridge to in-
spect his men who were already 
lined up in battle array at the bul-
warks. 

"Do I get a rifle," he asked. "Or 
are you afraid I would turn it on 
you ?" 

Simmons glared at him. 
"If you turned it on me," he said 

harshly, "my men would tear you 
apart. Yet we can use all the man 
power we've got. Pick up one of 
those and post yourself at the port 
bow. There's ammunition lying all 
over the deck." 

LARRY helped himself to one of 
the indicated rifles eagerly. He 

jammed ten rounds in the magazine 
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and marched forward again. Back in 
hie mind there persisted some appre-
hension about the girl. 

Since they had set sail he had not 
seen her. He was morally certain 
that she was imprisoned in the poop 
cabin, but though he had strolled 
past the closed port three times he 
had seen no sign of her. 

At the bow he insinuated himself 
up against the rail between a tall 
well-built Samoan and a derelict 
white man. The obvious differences 
between the pair of them made him 
ashamed of his race. The white man 
grunted as Larry placed his rifle 
over the rail. 

"Mph," he said. "You the mug 
that's got the chart. Ain't you?" 

Larry nodded. He was in no mood 
for conversation. Already the laden 
canoes from the shore were within 
firing distance. The blue water was 
dotted with them. He tried to take 
count, bu,t there were too many for 
him. He estimated conservatively 
that there were at least two hundred 
of them. 

CHAPTER VI 
Hand-to-Hand 

THEY were advancing in com-
pact array when suddenly a 
number of them parted from 

the main body and moved out on the 
flanks. Evidently the plan was to 
surround the invading fleet. 

Spears and shields gleamed in the 
fading sun, and Larry noticed that 
some of the war canoes were occu-
pied solely by archers. 

They were close now. Larry won-
dered why Simmons did not give the 
order to fire. The battle was bound 
to be a massacre anyway. Those 
Lewis guns would mow the canoes 
down like so much paper. Still Sim-
mons gave no word. His motive, 
Larry reflected bitterly, was to lure 
the canoes in so close that his with-

ering fire would permit no sur-
vivors. 

Then suddenly one of the canoes 
containing the archers shot out in 
front of the others as though it was 
a live thing. Half a dozen superbly-
bodied natives rose to their feet. Six 
arrows were fitted to as many bows. 

A single twang sounded through 
the air. Six hurtling arrows shot 
forward. One aimed at the bridge 
of each of the invading vessels. Lar-
ry heard a scream of agony above 
him. He glanced about and saw 
Conners on his knees frantically es-
saying to jerk a bloody arrow from 
his shoulder. Simmons ran to the 
side of the bridge, ignoring the 
other's plight. 

"Fire!" he yelled "Give it to 
them. Don't let a man escape 
alive!" 

A crazy saddistic gleam came into 
his eyes as he issued the command, 
and his last words were lost in the 
terrific reverberations of the ma-
chine-guns. 

Larry squinted along the barrel 
of his rifle, but as yet made no move 
to fire. He had decided some time 
ago only to use his weapon as a 
means of self-defense. There was 
little point in furthering Simmons' 
ambitions by destroying his enemies 
for him. 

The tranquillity of the late after-
noon was suddenly shattered by 
the thundering of machine-guns. A 
score of rifles took up a crackling 
obligato. It seemed impossible that 
anything could live through that 
withering fire. 

WITH the enemy armed with the 
most primitive weapons, arrows, 

spears and shields, the white man 
must overwhelm them with their ma-
chine-guns and their rifles. 

But the Maori is an intelligent be-
ing. Despite the terrific havoc being 
wrought among their craft with 
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those devastating threads of fire 
from the invading fleet, the native 
leaders hastily essayed to cope with 
the situation. 

The canoes were paddled swiftly 
straight for the six schooners. Their 
casualties were heavy. The water 
was alive with black and red strug-
gling figures. Yet one canoe in five 
made its objective and came to a 
halt close up against the side of the 
schooner for which it was aimed. 

THIS maneuver rendered the ma-
chine-guns ineffective. Their long 

aluminum-covered barrels could not 
be directed at such an angle. Like 
cats, the natives gripped hold of the 
ship's sides and commenced to board. 

Simmons shouted an alarmed 
warning as he divined the purpose 
of the Maoris. True, seventy per-
cent of their canoes were overturned 
by now, seventy percent of their 
men were incapacitated. But yet there 
were the remainder alive to attack 
in a grim, desperate hand-to-hand 
encounter. 

Larry who had not fired his weap-
on yet, drew himself up and pre-
pared to give battle. The schooner 
trembled violently as the gallant 
brown men swarmed up her sides. 

A spear hurtled through the air 
from nowhere. Its blade embedded 
itself in the throat of the white man 
at Larry's side. With a horrible 
gurgle he fell forward, slumped on 
the rail. Blood mingled with clear 
salt water ran crazily down the 
scuppers. 

Then, when there was no other al-
ternative, Larry sprang into the fray. 
A tremendous brown-skinned giant 
leaped like a tiger from the rail to-
ward him. A spear gleamed in his 
powerful hands. Larry's fingers con-
stricted on the trigger. A single 
Btaccato report sounded. 

The brown man gasped suddenly, 
his neck pitched forward in midair. 

When he completed hi6 jump he was 
dead. He fell to the deck, his figure 
lying prostrate across that of the 
white man that his comrades had 
slain a minute before. 

The deck was a swirling mass of 
struggling humanity. The flagship 
seemed to be the focal point of the 
natives' attack. A hasty glance 
about showed Larry that the other 
five boats were dealing with but a 
handful of boarders. 

Simmons, who to give the devil his 
due, possessed the quality of cour-
age. He stood upon the bridge shout-
ing orders. The remainder of the 
fleet was closing in in an attempt to 
give aid to the flagship, but they 
withheld their fire, afraid of wound-
ing their own men. 

Larry Tracy found himself sud-
denly in the embrace of a huge na-
tive. A knife gleamed above him. 
With a tremendous effort he broke 
the steel grip which held him and, 
swinging his rifle butt, crashed it on 
the point of the other's jaw. 

The natives were putting up a des-
perate but losing fight. For every 
white man that lay with a spear 
through his heart, three Maoris were 
prone with bullets eating their very 
life-blood from them. 

Then, of a sudden, Larry heard a 
shrill scream which set his spine to 
tingling. He turned swiftly in 
time to see one of the huge Maoris 
leaping from the poop cabin with 
the figure of a struggling girl 
clasped to his breast. 

TN a single bound he sprang to the 
-1- rail and dropped like a plummet 
into the sea. his act appeared to be 
the signal to the natives to cease hos-
tilities. As though by some precon-
ceived signal they turned and fol-
lowing the example of the kidnaper, 
leaped from the rail into the placid 
water beneath. 

Simmons' army, seeing victory at 
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last, ran to the rail, their rifles 
poised to deliver the death blow to 
the fleeing natives. In the midst of 
the brown bobbing heads which 
swam toward the shore, Larry saw 
the golden hair of Ruth Oldham. 
His voice rang commandingly. 

"Stop! Don't fire!" 
There was something in his tone 

which stopped them. The huge na-
tive who had snatched Ruth from 
the cabin was swimming steadily 
B o m e distance behind the others. 

CHAPTER VII 
A Shark! 

LARRY'S emotions were drench 
ed with despair as he watched 
the girl he had promised to 

guard being borne away from him. He 
stood there for a moment, undecided. 
Then he heard Simmons' bellowing 
laugh from the bridge. 

"That's a good one!" he roared. 
"They're taking the girl to hold as 
hostage. They'll get a surprise when 
they find out that we don't give a 
damn what happens to her!" 

These mocking words spurred Lar-
ry to action. He knew full well 
that there was no chance of Sim-
mons sending his men to rescue the 
girl. Each powerful stroke of her 
captor took her nearer to the shore. 
Larry realized that once the brown 
man gained the land there would be 
little chance of Oldham ever seeing 
his daughter again. He saw but one 
gambling chancc—and he took it. 

His eyes swept the bloody deck. 
Lying there near him was a glit-
tering knife that had been the 
weapon of a Maori. Swiftly he 
stooped down and seized it, then, 
kicking off his shoes, he ran lightly 
to the rail. For a moment he poised 
there, a slim graceful figure, then 
putting the knife between his teeth, 
he achieved a perfect dive into the 
water. 

Putting every ounce of energy into 
his strokes, he swam strongly in 
pursuit of the kidnaper and his fair 
burden. 

He clenched his teeth grimly, for-
getting for a moment the weapon he 
carried in his mouth. His reward 
was a trickle of blood that ran down 
his face as the sharp steel bit into 
his lip. After that he was more 
careful. 

Gradually he was gaining on the 
moving black figure who pushed the 
girl along before him. His muscles 
ached and his breath came fast, but 
he did not lessen the terrific pace 
he was setting. Once the Maori 
reached the shore, the gamble he 
had taken was hopeless and his own 
life would hang in the balance. 

He thrust his head out of the 
water for a moment to see how much 
he had gained, then to his utter hor-
ror he saw a sight that caused the 
blood to run cold in his veins. 

Some twenty yards ahead of him 
a streaking silver triangle cut 
sharply through the water. It bore 
down swiftly on the Maori in front. 
For a moment Larry stopped and 
trod water. Then he raised his head 
and gave vent to a shout of alarm. 

The native turned his head and 
his eyes followed Larry's out-
stretched finger. He turned again 
and struck out for the shore with 
redoubled effort. For a moment 
Larry's eyes followed the silver 
wake that the shark was making in 
transfixed horror. At the rate the 
big fish was traveling it was evident 
that he would overtake the native 
and the girl ere they reached the 
shore. Larry Tracy took a deep 
breath and made a momentous de-
cision. 

LIKE a porpoise he rose in the 
water, lashed out and swam fran-

tically toward that silver fin. By 
now it was a scant ten yards from 
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the Maori who, swim as he would, 
was handicapped by his burden. Lar-
ry trod water again. He yelled 
loudly and splashed the sea with his 
hands. His heart stood still for a 
moment as he watched the shark. 
Would he succeed in attracting its 
attention, in drawing it away from 
a certain prey? 

Slowly the silver dorsal fin de-
scribed a semi-circle. It paused 
there a moment, then moved rapidly 
toward Larry. A strange mingled 
emotion of relief and fear swept 
over him. Relief that the girl was 
temporarily safe, and fear as he 
thought of what the outcome of this 
weird nautical battle would be. 

He saw the native turn his head 
and shout something unintelligible 
at him, and his brown hand waved 
some sort of signal. But Larry 
was too intent on that approaching 
silver flash to pay him much atten-
tion. 

HE realized under what a terrific 
handicap he was laboring. Even 

a native would have no better than an 
even chance tackling a shark in the 
water with no weapon save a knife. 
And despite the fact that he was a 
first-rate swimmer, Larry had had 
no close experience with these man-
eaters of the deep, and he was none 
too adept in the manipulation of his 
weapon. 

However, he kept his head. The 
greater the odds the cooler one must 
be. He trod water steadily and 
waited for the monster to charge. 
He remembered having read that in 
order to bite, a shark must turn over 
on its back. He resolved to wait 
until the beast started its turn, then 
to plunge. 

Through the clcar water he could 
see the ugly fish quite clearly now. 
Its sinister face reminded him odd-
ly of a vicious, chinless moron. As 

it neared him the protruding fin 
seemed to move more slowly through 
the water. 

He knew that in a second now he 
must plunge his knife in deep and 
hard; that in the next instant his 
life must be staked. He shot a swift 
glance over his shoulder toward the 
boats of Simmons. He expected no 
help from that quarter, but yet a 
vague hope sprang in his breast. 

The six vessels were becalmed in 
exactly the same spot that he had 
left them. The decks were lined 
with interested spectators to this 
weird battle between man and vora-
cious fish. 

The dorsal fin slowly sank beneath 
the water. The frontal came to 
view. Through the crystal sea, Lar-
ry saw that evil mouth open. Yel-
low teeth showed horribly in the 
beast's mouth. Swiftly the shark 
moved toward his kicking legs. 

Then with a silent prayer to 
heaven, Larry Tracy made his move. 
With a tremendous effort that took 
every ounce of his fast waning 
strength, he kicked his feet straight 
out behind him. His hand snatched 
the knife from his teeth, and as the 
upper part of his body came forward 
his arm shot out with all the power 
he could command behind it. 

And in that single eternal instant 
his life hung in the balance. He 
felt the blade strike something soft. 
It traveled f urther, up to the haft, 
until his fingers gripping the handle 
felt something soft and yielding at 
their tips. 

THEN and only then did he glance 
down. Ilis aim had been true 

enough. He jerked the knife swiftly 
from the animal's snout where it had 
entered, and hastily throwing him-
self on his back floated a few yards 
away. His wary eyes never left the 
wounded beast. 

That silver fin had disappeared for 
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a moment, but now it came to the 
surface again. Again it came slow-
ly toward Larry but this time its 
former speed was lacking. Labori-
ously it moved through the water. 
As Larry came once more into an 
upright position he saw the horrible 
gaping wound in the shark's snout. 

This time he did not wait for the 
attack, instead he carried it to the 
stricken fish. This time the knife 
ripped its way across the man-eater's 
belly as he half turned at the ap-
proach of his enemy. Hastily Larry 
withdrew again to watch the result 
of the damage he had inflicted. 

FOR a long time the fin remained 
out of sight. Then it slowly 

came to the surface, but for an in-
stant only. It moved over to the right 
and a moment later the man-eater 
floated belly up on top of the water. 

Larry Tracy, weary and spent, 
took a final look at his deceased 
enemy, then slowly and with the air 
of a man expending his last strength, 
he swam back to the flagship of Sim-
mons' fleet. 

As he slowly neared the ship it 
occurred to him that his welcome 
was a most uncertain thing. Sim-
mons had rid himself of Ruth and 
here was an excellent chance to lose 
Larry. Now that he had gained the 
island there was no further need for 
the man who had brought him here. 

Ten yards from the ship he was 
amazed to hear a reverberating cheer 
split the dusk. With an effort he 
raised his head. Simmons' cut-
throats were crowded about the rail 
and madly cheering—him! Their 
master's enemy. 

For, despite their caste, despite 
to what depths men have sunk, those 
who have often faced death are 
bound together by the virtue of cour-
age. It mattered little to these 
hard-faced men who Larry was, 
what he was or what he stood for. 

It mattered little at the moment 
whether he was friend or enemy. 
But what did matter a great deal 
was the fact that he had just over-
come a common enemy of all man-
kind, and they were but giving him 
his due. 

His clutching hand reached the 
Jacob's Ladder which had been 
dropped over the side, and, panting 
and spent, he climbed slowly to the 
top. As he gained the rail friendly 
hands pulled him on deck and a 
score of congratulatory palms slapped 
his back. He lay back on the deck 
exhausted, surrounded by an admir-
ing group. 

Simmons pushed his way abruptly 
through the crowd and for a moment 
regarded the prostrate figure of the 
man he had threatened to kill. 

"You've got guts, Tracy," he said 
impassively. "A lot of guts. Maybe 
I can find further use for you. I'll 
talk to you later." 

Larry Tracy made no answer for 
two excellent reasons. First, he had 
nothing to say, and second he had 
not the breath to say it, had he so 
desired. 

Night descended swiftly over Pearl 
Island. The moon had not yet risen 
and a deathly quiet pervaded the 
atmosphere. There was no sound 
save the montonous lapping of the 
waves against the wooden hulls of 
the ships. 

Larry lay where he was, the rest 
and relaxation slowly restoring the 
energy which he had burned up in 
the past few hours. Occasionally he 
heard an order shouted from the 
bridge. He was conscious of a 
gradual movement of the vessel. Ap-
parently, Simmons was about to 
land his men. 

AFTER a while he heard the rat-
tling of the anchor chains and 

the creaking of the stern davits as 
the dory was lowered. Men's voices 
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and the trample of men's feet told 
him that the army was landing. 

His muscles protested achingly as 
he came to his feet and made his 
way to the stern of the vessel. Sim-
mons stood against the rail and 
watched him approach. 

"Get in this boat load," he said. 
"And see me after we land. I want 
to talk to you." 

Larry nodded and took his place 
in the dory. The crew rowed them 
swiftly to the shore. 

MOST of them had already landed 
when Larry walked up the white 

beach from the dory. Already a 
tremendous fire was roaring and the 
cooks were preparing the evening 
meal for the men. This latter obser-
vation made him realize that he was 
hungry. 

Making his way toward the fire 
he stood at the end of a hastily-
formed line and gratefully received 
his rations from the cooks. He was 
eating alone under a palm tree when 
Simmons approached with a steam-
ing bowl of soup in his hand. With-
out waiting for an invitation he seat-
ed himself next to Larry and pro-
ceeded to open a casual conversa-
tion in the manner of a man who 
has suddenly come across a crony 
in his private club. 

"Nice scrap you put up this after-
noon," he said pleasantly. 

Larry looked at him quizzically. 
A strange smile flitted across his 
lips. 

"Yes," he said in a tone that 
matched the other's, though it con-
tained a subtle bantering quality. 
"You did a nice job against those 
natives yourself." 

"What the hell," said Simmons. 
"That was easy. I'm talking about 
the job you did on that shark." 

Larry shrugged, and then said 
what was in his mind. 

CHAPTER VII I 
A Proposition 

YOU didn't care a damn which 
one of us won that battle," he 
said grimly. "And I know it's 

hardly your idea of a good time to 
come over and engage me in a little 
social chat. Now what's the game, 
Simmons? What's on your mind this 
time ?" 

Simmons smiled without resent-
ment. 

"Of course, you're right," he said 
coolly. "This chat isn't entirely so-
cial as you have suspected. Now 
look here, Tracy, I'm willing to ad-
mit that I misjudged you originally." 

"That's more than I'm willing to 
admit about you," retorted Larry. " I 
put you down as a scoundrel the 
moment I laid eyes on you and noth-
ing has happened yet to make me 
revise that opinion." 

Simmons scowled for a moment, 
then forced a smile. He looked very 
much like a man who has resolved 
to keep his temper at any cost. 

"We'l l let that go for the mo-
ment," he said. 

Their eyes met for a moment. 
Simmons tried to read his man be-
fore he continued further, but Larry's 
gaze was impenetrable, unreadable. 

"Well ," he continued. "Here's 
what I'm driving at. There's over 
a million dollars' worth of pearls in 
that castle alone. God knows how 
much we'll knock off altogether. I've 
promised everybody a decent share, 
but of course I'm taking the bulk 
of it. I'm afraid, though, that when 
this ragged crew of mine sees how 
much there really is, there may be 
something of a revolution. They may 
want more than I've promised. You 
can see what sort of hell would break 
loose if they started scrapping among 
themselves, and they may do it." 

"They undoubtedly will," said Lar-
ry with unconccaled satisfaction in 
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his voice. ' They'll raise all sorts 
of hell before you're through. That's 
one thing you didn't plan, Simmons." 

Simmons nodded. "You're right, 
there." he said. "Now that's where 
you come in." 

"Yes," said Larry, and the scepti-
cal significance he put into the word 
gave the other a moment's pause. 

After a silent moment Simmons 
continued. "Two or three men with 
guts can easily dominate this rab-
ble. Somers is a good man. I'm 
not so sure of Roche. But if you'll 
join me. come in on my side in ease 
of trouble I'll guarantee you a mini-
mum share of twenty thousand ; more 
if the looting's good. Now what do 
you say?" 

LARRY TRACY sighed wearily. 

"No," he said calmly. 
Simmons sighed exasperatedly. 

"Don't be a fool," he said. "You 
were sore at me, and rightly, I ad-
mit that. But don't let it stand in 
the way of an alliance which can 
net you twenty thousand dollars." 

"I don't want twenty thousand dol-
lars," said Larry Tracy. 

"You fool. You think I'm lying 
to you. I'll guarantee you the 
money. I'll give you the first share 
of the loot. I'll—" 

"Wait a minute," said Larry. 
"What's the largest amount of money 
you've ever had in your life that 
was all your own. Not borrowed 
and not owed. Now how much?" 

Simmons considered for a moment. 
"About fifty thousand," he said at 
last. 

"All right," said Larry. "I'm 
worth four times that much and I 
made it all myself. Now are you 
beginning to understand why I'm not 
interested in your twenty thousand?" 

Simmons gave up. He rose to his 
feet and stared down at the placid 
Larry. 

"All right," he said. "You've had 

your chance. But fortunately money 
doesn't mean so little to most of us. 
To prove my point, I'm going to 
offer twenty silver dollars to the 
man whose knife is found in your 
ribs in the morning. Something tells 
me there'll be plenty of takers." 

He turned abruptly and walked 
away in the direction of the waning 
campfire. 

Larry lay at full length beneath 
the palm tree and meditated. The 
situation, it seemed was hopeless. 
He had bungled it horribly. First, 
the girl was gone, and it seemed that 
after Simmons made his generous 
offer to the Kanakas he would be 
gone, too. 

A faint but penetrating noise from 
the jungle thudded into his conscious-
ness. He stirred uneasily, paying no 
attention to it, but eventually it dis-
turbed his train of thought so thor-
oughly that he lifted himself on one 
elbow and listened intently. 

Rhythmically and softly from afar 
came the sound of the native torn torn 
sending its monotonous cry through 
the night. The moon had appeared 
over the fringe of the palm trees, and 
the eerie jungle night spread itself 
over the beach. 

THE Maoris were evidently embark-
ed on an important pow-wow to 

discuss ways and means of grappling 
with the powerful enemy that had 
raided their shores. Larry listened 
intently to the distant drums. Some-
where the Maoris were planning, just 
as Simmons and his councilors were 
doing out on the beach beyond. 

And somewhere, with the Maoris 
was Ruth Oldham. An utterly crazy 
idea crossed Larry's mind, an idea so 
ridiculous, so desperate that rill com-
mon sense dictated its immediate dis-
missal. But after all this was a des-
perate case. 

Larry was certain that Simmons' 
last words had been more than an 
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idle threat. The men had undoubt-
edly meant what he had said. And 
should Larry Tracy remain here to 
sleep, there were a dozen Kanakas 
who would fight for the privilege of 
earning the twenty silver dollars that 
Simmons would offer his murderer. 

Stealthily he rose to his feet and 
cast a swift glance around the beach. 
Luck was with him. He saw little 
groups of men sitting some distance 
away, but none of them paid any 
attention to I^arry. Cautiously he 
stole behind the palm tree and a mo-
ment later he had disappeared into 
the dark unfriendly cover of the 
thick foliage which bordered the 
white beach. 

CHAPTER IX 
Captured! 

HE SET out slowly, guided 
solely by the treacherous 
sound of the drums. Time 

and again he would find that the 
sound grew fainter, that he was walk-
ing away from them. Then he would 
resolutely retrace his steps and head 
cautiously back. 

He had still with him the revolver 
that Simmons had given him when 
he had been sent to Oldham. In ad-
dition the knife with which he had 
bested the shark was stuck in his 
belt. Somehow the possession of 
these gave him confidence. 

Th rough the darkness he made his 
way. Now the sound of those mad-
dening torn toms grew louder—and 
louder. They beat upon his ear-
drums with damning persistency. 

Through the lush growth he 
caught sight of a pin point of flick-
ering light. He slackened his pace 
and approached even more cautious-
ly than before. 

The pin point of light grew to a 
flaming fire which danced sinisterly 
between the drooping palm fronds. 
I^arry fell flat on his stomach and 

crawled slowly through the under-
brush. 

To his civilized ear it seemed that 
he was making no noise. He could 
hear a rattling jargon in some unin-
telligible tongue somewhere ahead, 
though he could see none of the 
natives. So intent was he on the 
enemy that he forgot that primitive 
cars can hear what the white man 
is unaware of. 

The first intimation he had that 
he was being observed was an in-
articulate guttural comment behind 
him. He turned swiftly and leaped 
to his feet, but too late! 

A brown arm gripped his throat 
like steel. He gasped for breath and 
groped in his belt for the knife. He 
whipped it out and his hand shot 
forward, but his captor was versed 
in such tactics. His throat was sud-
denly released and the brown man 
danced back out of range. 

He stopped for a moment, then ad-
vanced, and gleaming coldly and re-
lentlessly in his hand was a wicked 
looking curved blade. Larry thought 
of his revolver, but resolved not to 
use it unless it was absolutely neces-
sary. A single shot would arouse 
the whole tribe. He stood still and 
silent, his knife held grimly, await-
ing the attack. 

TI "1HE brown man moved in with a 
swift sudden rush, his blade held 

before him. For the second time that 
day Larry offered up a prayer to 
heaven to help him in a situation of 
which he was by no means confident 
of his ability to handle. 

And for the second time it seemed 
that his prayers were answered. 
When the Maori was almost upon 
him, when the wicked curved blade 
was within six inches of his heart, a 
loose root became the white man's 
unexpected ally. 

The Maori's advancing foot struck 
it. For a moment the man fought 
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to regain his balance, then he fell. 
Larry charged forward to throw him-
self on his enemy before he could 
regain his advantage. But at that 
moment the fallen native threw back 
his head and utter a piercing cry. 

The underbrush rattled violently 
and the sound of many pattering 
feet came through the jungle. Larry 
hurled himself upon the prostrate 
savage, knife in hand, but before he 
could deliver a blow reinforcements 
were upon him. 

Strong brown hands dragged him 
from his victim. The knife was 
wrenched from his hand. Roughly 
he was dragged through the palms 
toward the roaring camp fire. Be-
hind the Hames he saw something 
glitter and sparkle magnificently in 
the dancing light as the sublime 
castle of pearls towered up from its 
solid base. 

" D U T little time was left him for 
' admiration. A hundred natives 

thronged eagerly around his captors, 
and though he could understand no 
word of their guttural mutterings he 
realized full well that the menacing 
glares of the savages boded him lit-
tle good. 

Hastily he was led toward the tre-
mendous gleaming portals of the 
castle of pearls. His captors escort-
ed him through a long corridor, 
through two more doors, and even-
tually into a room whose walls glit-
tered with inlaid pearls of a size 
Larry had never dreamed existed. 

Down a long teak floor they took 
him, to halt abruptly before an 
opalescent dais at the far end of the 
room. Seated upon the Carrara 
throne was the most perfect physical 
specimen Larry had ever seen. Stand-
ing behind him, in a group, were a 
number of warriors. 

Larry's captors bowed low before 
the dais, making signs of fealty and 
homage. Their chief, for such it ob-

viously was, waved them away and, 
glaring at Larry through relentless 
eyes, spoke rapidly in a dialect 
which the white man could not un-
derstand. 

Larry shrugged his shoulders and 
in none too lucid pantomime essayed 
to convey the impression that he was 
a friend. The chief, however, en-
raged by the wanton attack made 
upon his men, was in no mood for 
parley. 

He turned his head, spoke rapidly 
to one of the warriors behind him. 
A live brown figure sprang grace-
fully out of the group, spear in hand, 
and aimed the weapon directly at 
Larry's heart. 

LARRY breathed deeply, and fixing 
his potential executioner with a 

steady gaze resolved to die coura-
geously. His hands were clenched 
tightly at his side. His head was 
held erect, and his glance did not 
waver as he stared steadily at the 
weapon which was about to end his 
life. The native drew his wiry arm 
back. The spear gleamed dully in 
hiB hand. His muscles flexed. Larry 
Tracy stared eye to eye with death. 

Suddenly there was a wild commo-
tion behind the throne. An excited 
voice jabbered in Maori jargon. A 
figure detached itself from the 
chief's warriors and a powerful 
brown hand wrenched the spear from 
the executioner's grasp. A wail of 
shocked surprise went up from the 
warriors at this lese majesty. The 
chief rose to his feet and, with stark 
rage distorting his features, deliv-
ered a verbal barrage at the man who 
had dared to impede the execution of 
his orders. 

Larry Tracy was no less amazed 
by this sudden turn of events than 
were the Maori chief and his coun-
sels. The huge brown man who had 
literally snatched death away from 
Larry Tracy, fell to one knee and 
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spoke humbly and at great length 
to his master. 

LARRY watched the chief's face 
anxiously for a clue to this un-

expected occurrence. As the native 
spoke, the chief's face seemed to 
lose its expression of anger, and his 
eyes held an understanding light. 
Eventually Larry's savior stopped 
talking and rose to his feet. As he 
stood up Larry, for the first time, ob-
tained a good look at his face. Then 
he understood. 

For the man who had intervened 
and saved his life was the man who 
had kidnaped Ruth; the man who 
Larry had saved from that sinister 
silver fin of the man-eating shark. 

At the conclusion of his speech, 
the huge Maori turned to Larry and, 
coming close to him. put both hands 
on his shoulders, bent his face for-
ward and proceeded to rub his brown 
nose against Larry's sunburned one 
—the Maori gesture of fraternity and 
friendship. Larry realized that the 
savage was demonstrating his grati-
tude and he hoped that this native 
stood high enough in the chief's 
counsel to command enough influence 
to save him. 

Evidently he had. The chief barked 
a staccato order and Larry's origi-
nal captors, who had been standing 
at the rear of the room, returned, and 
seizing him, led him from the audi-
ence chamber. 

He was led through interminable 
corridors of the Castle of Pearls. 
They halted before a door at which 
stood a warrior on guard. After a 
short verbal interchange the door was 
opened and Larry was flung into a 
dimly lit chamber. The door slammed 
behind him. Before he could take 
stock of his new situation, he heard 
a voice which set his pulse to pound-
ing. 

"Thank God!" Mr. Tracy! But 
how did you get here?" 

He looked up to find the blue eyes 
of Ruth Oldham staring at him in 
mingled relief and surprise. Hastily 
he crossed the room and took her 
hand. 

"Thank God!" he echoed. "I have 
found you." 

"But how—? Why—?" She seemed 
bewildered. 

Larry, speaking in a low voice, told 
her everything that had occurred 
since she had been taken from the 
boat. She gave a little shudder when 
she heard the story of the shark. 

"I must have fainted when that 
native broke into the cabin," she said. 
"I'm glad I did now. I'm glad I 
knew nothing about the shark." 

"At the time," said Larry gravely, 
"I never thought I would live to 
thank God for that great white shark. 
But if it had not been for him, I 
most certainly would have been 
killed a few moments ago." 

"What does Simmons plan to do 
now?" she asked. 

Larry shrugged his shoulders. 
"He'll probably attack as soon as the 
sun comes up. The Maoris probably 
figure that with us held as hostages, 
the others will parley for our release 
before they do anything else. How-
ever, no one knows better than you 
and I what a mistake that is." 

"Yes," she said soberly. "I hadn't 
thought of that. The Maoris un-
doubtedly think that they can hold 
Simmons off while they have us as 
captives. That would also work in 
Simmons' favor." 

"He gets all the breaks," said Larry 
bitterly. "Everything I do seems to 
work out well for Simmons." 

FOR a moment they sat in silence, 
then the girl spoke abruptly. "Lis-

ten," she said. "You're exhausted. 
There's nothing we can do now. Per-
haps when dawn comes and Simmons 
with it, we may be able to plan some-
thing. But, whatever happens, there's 
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hardship and strain ahead and we 
must be rested and fresh to face the 
future. Let us sleep." 

Larry saw the common sense of 
her words. They stretched them-
selves out upon the fragrant pallet 
of palm frongs in the corner, and 
hand in hand, like the babes in the 
woods, they slept—peacefully and 
quietly in the midst of peril, jeopardy 
—and death. 

CHAPTER X 
A Desperate Attempt 

LARRY TRACY was awakened 
by a faint rattling noise. In 
his semi-conscious waking pe-

riod his mind failed to recognize the 
sound for what it was, but instinct, 
which never sleeps, sent a vague 
tremor of apprehension to his heart. 

He sat up and blinked. The rat-
tling sound grew louder. Excited 
voices rang through the castle. Larry 
seized Ruth's shoulder and shook her 
gently to wakefulness. 

"Machine guns," he said hoarsely. 
"Simmons is attacking." 

She sat up, fully awake and alert. 
When she spoke her voice held a 
vibrant, excited tremor. 

"Whatever we do," she said, "we 
must do quickly. If Simmons cap-
tures this place, and undoubtedly he 
will, we can expect little mercy." 

Larry's brow was corrugated as he 
concentrated on the perilous problem 
which confronted them. He turned 
to her suddenly. 

"They'll probably bring us food 
shortly," he said. "It is then that 
we must gamble. It's dangerous, but 
we must take a chance on their being 
too busy with Simmons' gang to no-
tice our getaway." 

"And if we get away," she asked, 
"what then?" 

"If we get away," said Larry, grim-
ly. " I have a plan which will finish 

Simmons. It may finish us, too, but 
it's our only chance." 

They sat there in a tense silence, 
awaiting their chance. Without, the 
din of battle grew louder. The stac-
cato stuttering of the machine-guns 
grew to a crescendo roar and the 
clatter of the rifles sang a devastat-
ing obligato. Evidently the Maoris 
were being forced back from their 
first line of defense. 

A slither of naked feet in the cor-
ridor outside brought the first ray of 
hope. The door of their prison moved 
slightly as someone fumbled with the 
lock outside. Slowly the heavy por-
tal swung inward and a native en-
tered bearing a dish filled with an 
unappetizing gray concoction. 

The native was armed with a spear 
and a curved blade was thrust in his 
loin cloth. He set the dish down be-
fore them, and as he bent over, Larry, 
summoning all of his strength to his 
weary muscles, sprang. 

HIS right hand caught the native 
on the side of the ear, slightly 

above the vulnerable point. The Maori 
staggeied back. Before he could make 
an outcry, Larry was upon him again. 
His left hand grasped the spear and 
once again he swung viciously with 
his right. 

This time his aim was true. The 
spear came free in his hand and the 
brown man fell silently on his back. 
Larry bent down and plucked the 
knife from the other's girdle. He 
turned to Ruth. 

"Quick now," he said. "The first 
part of it's done, but there's still 
plenty of trouble ahead." 

She joined him in the doorway and 
after a hasty glance which disclosed 
no sign of the Maoris, they tiptoed 
down the pearl-inlaid corridor. Larry 
Tracy was by no means sure in which 
direction an exit from the castle 
could be found. 

By good fortune they met no one. 
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In the distance the noise of rifle 
fire and the battle cry of the Maoris 
came harsh and discordant to their 
ears. Suddenly, ahead a shaft of 
daylight permeated the darkness of 
the corridor. Larry squeezed Ruth's 
hand in warning and they proceeded 
more cautiously than before. 

Ten feet ahead of them was a 
doorway. Larry could see that it was 
not the main portal through which 
he had been conducted some hours 
before. Holding the shaft of his 
spear tightly in his hand, he ap-
proached the adit on tiptoe. A 
cursory glance reassured him that no 
one was on guard at this door. 

"Quick," he whispered hoarsely. 
" W e must run for it." 

Hand in hand they sprang across 
the threshold and ran madly across 
the twenty-foot clearing toward the 
friendly cover of the jungle. They 
had almost gained their objective 
when Larry heard a wild cry at his 
side. 

TURNING, he saw a warrior, shield 
across his breast and spear poised 

for the kill, charging upon him at 
right angle. He did not decrease his 
pace. Carefully he gauged the point 
of intersection. 

Gaining that point, he stopped 
Bhort. The Maori was almost upon 
him. His shield covered his breast. 
His spear plunged forward at Larry's 
throat. Swift as lightning Larry 
ducked and plunged his own spear 
upward under the shield. The Maori's 
weapon hurtled harmlessly over his 
head, while his own ripped its way 
into the brown man's vitals. 

With a terrific jerk, he wrenched 
his spear clear of the falling body 
and then, grasping the girl again by 
the hand, resumed his interrupted 
race toward the thick foliage which 
would give him cover. 

Gaining the jungle, they paused 
for a moment to regain their breath. 

Larry gazed at the girl admiringly. 
She was standing up marvelously un-
der the terrific strain to which she 
had been subjected. But he knew 
full well that safety was not yet in 
sight. 

Before he could put the next part 
of his plan into execution he must 
make his way unseen through the 
Maoris and Simmons' battle line. The 
jungle was a bedlam of discord. 

THE devastating fire of Simmons' 
army, the wild cries of the natives, 

the agonized wails of the wounded 
and the roar and chatter of the fear-
crazed animals of the forest con-
spired to create a hellish symphony. 
Cautiously they moved forward. 

They spent the next hour in hell. 
Daring to move no more than a yard 
at a time, they made their way care-
fully through the Maori flank. Once, 
as they crouched trembling in a 
leafy cover, a trio of warriors almost 
stepped upon them as they ran 
swiftly through the forest. 

And their danger was not from 
man alone. Twice Larry's spear 
transfixed a snake as it was about 
to strike. Once they crept silently 
upon a single warrior who died with 
a knife in his back without even 
seeing his slayer. 

Fortunately the battle was being 
fought in open order; each side tak-
ing the fullest advantage of the 
ubiquitous cover. Larry realized 
that Simmons would spread his ma-
chine-guns far apart in order to 
cover the greatest area. Slipping 
through there should not be as dif-
ficult as piercing the natives' lines. 

He felt the hardest part of his 
task was over when he caught a 
glimpse of Roche changing the mag-
azine on a Lewis gun through the 
trees. They crept some fifty feet 
away from Simmons' lieutenant and 
then continued their forward march. 
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Some distance ahead they could see 
the white of the beach gleaming 
through the foliage. 

And yet, when it seemed that noth-
ing remained between them and their 
objective a bush suddenly rustled and 
the ugly face of Connors appeared, 
staring at them with less than six 
feet between them. 

The surprise on the sailor's face 
quickly gave way to an expression 
of cunning triumph. Abruptly the 
muzzle of his rifle emerged from the 
bush and trained itself on Larry's 
heart. 

WITH a swift flashing movement, 
Larry snatched the knife from 

his belt and hurled it. At the same 
moment he ducked, pushing the girl 
down with him. A bullet whizzed 
harmlessly over their heads, and 
Connors lurched forward, his blood 
spattering the vernal bush which had 
concealed him. Hastily Larry re-
trieved his knife and they continued 
on. 

At the edge of the jungle they 
paused and peered through the foli-
age toward the scene of Simmons' 
base. Two of the cooks tended a 
fire on the beach and made prepara-
tions for the victory feast. Larry 
turned to Ruth. 

"Take this spear," he said, press-
ing it upon her. "Don't hesitate to 
use it if necessary. I will rely upon 
the knife. Those two men are all 
that stand between us and the frus-
tration of Simmons' plans." 

She took the spear with a steady 
hand and looked at him inquiringly. 

"We're going to burn the boats," 
he explained. "They started that 
cook fire with kerosene. I remem-
ber them bringing it ashore. We'll 
take that and a brand with us. I'll 
row, and you are to pour kerosene 
on the hulls, then light it. That 
will be the end of Simmons. He'll 
be i^arooned here until help comes." 

"It may also be the end of us," 
she said gravely, but with no hint 
of fear in her voice. 

"It may be," said Larry, in a tone 
that matched her own. "And if it 
is, before we go I'd like to shake 
your hand and say that you're the 
bravest woman in the world." 

"And you," she said, simply, "are 
the bravest man." 

She ignored his outstretched hand, 
and leaning forward, kissed him full 
on the lips. For an eternal instant 
each of them took what he could 
from what might prove to be the last 
moment of life. 

Simmons' two cut-throat cooks died 
without ever knowing precisely what 
had happened to them. The pound-
ing of running feet on the sand 
caused them to turn simultaneously. 
They beheld the terrifying spectacle 
of a fierce, unkempt, unshaven man 
charging upon them, a wicked, glint-
ing blade in his hand; a relentless, 
blonde Amazon, hair streaming in 
the wind, and a spear held firmly 
and purposefully in her hand. 

Before either of the victims could 
reach for a weapon, before he could 
utter a cry for help, their murder-
ous ncmises were upon them. Larry's 
knife described a short glittering 
arc, then bit deep into the nearest 
man's heart. The spear, flung with 
amazing strength, pierced the other's 
jugular. 

They fell together by the crack-
ling fire they had been left to guard. 
The stench of burning flesh crackled 
into Larry's nostrils. 

HASTILY he lifted a five-gallon 
can of kerosene which stood 

near-by and, pouring a liberal portion 
on the end of a club-like log, plunged 
it into the fire. It ignited and, hold-
ing the brand overhead, he raced for 
the nearest dory. 

Ruth was already seated in the 
stern when he arrived. Handing her 



DANGER ISLAND 39 

the arsonist torch, he dropped the 
can to the bottom of the boat and, 
seizing the oars, rowed like a mad-
man to the nearest schooner. 

For once luck was with him. He 
had feared that Simmons might have 
left a guard upon the boats, but evi-
dently the renegade desirous of 
flinging his full strength in the bat-
tle, had considered that unnecessary. 
After all, it was impossible for the 
Maoris to pierce his battle line and 
gain the camp, and from whom else 
could he possibly fear attack? 

The dory came alongside the 
nearest vessel. With steady hands 
Ruth tossed a liberal dose of kero-
sene on the hull, then touched it 
with the flaming torch. The wood 
roared to flame. 

ROWING like a madman Larry 
skillfully maneuvered the small 

boat from hull to hull, until at last 
the six schooners that comprised 
Simmons' navy, the backbone of his 
costly and desperate venture, were 
alive with angry, crackling flames. 

Then, and only then, satisfied that 
at no matter what risk to come, he 
had effectively brought Simmons' 
evil green castles crashing about his 
ears, he turned the dory once more 
toward the beach. 

Already he heard shouts of alarm 
from the jungle as Simmons' men, 
observing the black smoke in the 
heavens, became apprehensive as to 
its portent. Even as he and Ruth 
beached the dory and alighted, he 
saw half a dozen men burst from the 
jungle and emerge upon the beach. 
With them stood Simmons, black 
rage and murder written on his face. 
Larry waited to see no more. The 
pair of them ran madly up the beach 
away from the camp. 

Simmons' angry bellow came to 
them, followed by a burst of rifle 
fire. Angry steel buried itself into 
the sand behind them. Something 

bit into Larry's shoulder. Blood 
trickled crazily down his shirt. 

He was spent and exhausted as 
they gained the palm trees. He sank 
to one knee, but the girl pulled him 
to his feet again. 

"We must go on," she said. 
And on they went. Despite the 

heat, the hunger, the weariness, the 
pain — on they went, and behind 
them, as relentless, as merciless as 
a wolf pack in full cry, came Sim-
mons and his cut-throats. 

It was high noon when they stop-
ped. For the past hour the sounds 
of pursuit had grown fainter, and 
now, at least temporarily, they had 
shaken off the hue and cry. A rip-
pling brook flowed past their halting 
place. Larry, weak from loss of 
blood, lay flat on his back and 
breathed heavily. Ruth bathed his 
wound with a piece of cloth torn 
from her dress and bandaged it care-
fully. 

NO word was spoken between 
them. First, theirs was now a 

friendship which transcended speech, 
and the fear that they would be over-
heard by Simmons' men stilled them. 

The sun descended from its zenith 
and swept off towards the west. The 
purling brook slaked their thirsts, 
but the pangs of hunger assailed 
them. At dusk Larry slept a little 
and awakened to find Ruth had 
gleaned a meal of overripe bananas 
and cocoanuts which had fallen from 
the tall palms. 

How they lived through the next 
six days of hell, neither of them 
ever knew. Larry fought the biting 
pain in his shoulder with all the 
courage and fortitude he could sum-
mon. They subsisted solely on what 
fruits they could glean from the 
jungle floor. The breadfruit, nause-
ous as it tastes to the whites, proved 
a veritable staff of life In this wild-
erness. 
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TIME and again, they heard the 
trample of feet in the under-

brush. Time and again they heard 
the harsh, cursing voices of Sim-
mons' army as they cowered to-
gether in the dark shadows of the 
jungle and prayed for their safety. 

Early on the morning of the 
seventh day an alien sound rammed 
itself into Larry's consciousncss—a 
dull thudding sound that was unlike 
any jungle noise to which he had 
become accustomed. He raised him-
self on one elbow and stared with 
burning eyes at Ruth's wan face. 

"Listen," he croaked hoarsely. 
"What's that?" 

They listened intently for a mo-
ment. "It sounds like a gun," she 
said. "A big gun." She spoke in 
such a low tone he had to watch 
her lips to understand a word. 

"It must be your father," he said. 
"It's help, thank God! Let us go 
to the beach." 

Slowly they stood up. Their ach-
ing muscles agonizedly protested 
each move they made. Their arms 
about each other for mutual support, 
they made their way pitifully and 
painfully toward the beach. 

Out there at anchor in the bay 
stood the solid gray hull of a British 
man-of-war. On the beach the blue 
jackets had already done their work. 
Disarmed and disparing, Simmons' 
ragged army stood lined up before 
a file of sailors. Dimly, as though 
through a hazy screen, Larry saw 
two men running toward them. 

His senses were so numb that he 
did not recognize Oldham until he 
saw Ruth sobbing in her father's 
arms. The other man threw a strong, 
friendly arm about his shoulders and 
helped him across the sand toward 
the sailors. As he came up to them 
he found himself looking into the 
face of Simmons. 

It seemed that the last six days 
had ravaged the man almost as much 
as they had Larry. The relentless am-
bitious light in his eyes had changed 
to sullen despair. 

Suddenly he moved. Like a hawk 
he bent forward and whipped a re-
volver from the holster of a young 
ensign who stood beside him. Before 
the man could move, he glared at 
Larry. 

"You dog," he snarled. "I 'll hang 
for this, but before I do I'll know 
that I've killed you. You! who've 
robbed me of millions." 

His finger constricted on the trig-
ger. Larry, summoning an incredible 
strength, a strength he did not at 
that moment poss6ss, a strength in-
spired, engendered by his bitter 
hatred of the man confronting him, 
whipped the knife from his belt 
and sprang even as Simmons fired. 
He felt the bullet hot on his cheek. 
He felt his knife meeting something 
soft and yielding. He felt an inert 
bloody figure beneath him as he lay 
gasping and prone upon the body of 
the man who had caused him to face 
death so often. 

Friendly hands lifted him up. As 
though in a mirage he saw Ruth 
smiling tremulously at him. Oldham 
was tendering him a flask. 

"Better have a shot," he said. "You 
need it." 

LARRY took the flask with a trem-
bling hand and raised it to his 

lips. 
"I guess I need it," he said husk-

ily. "I'n\ awfully sorry, but I think 
—I'm going—to—faint." 

He drank deeply. And then Larry 
Tracy, who had always prided him-
self on his strength and virility, col-
lapsed, an inert heap upon the sand. 

But he was never more of a man 
than at that moment. 



cTka Fame o f Albert 
Muggins 

An Undersized British Private in Hong-Kong 
Suddenly Asserts Himself— With 

Strange Results . . . . 

By MALCOLM WHEELER-NICHOLSON 
Author of "Fire and Sword," ' The Scourge of Islam," etc. 

A s H E crouched there behind the ment, had never been a particularly 
LmJk garbage cans there was noth- prepossessing figure, being somewhat 

X A - ing in his appearance which ratlike with a pinched face and nar-
could have justified the minute's ex- row, close-set eyes, the kind of man 
citement which echoed through the that naturally and instinctively finds 
barracks and courtyard above his himself in the bad graces of the 
head. sergeant. 

Muggins, Private Albert Muggins But above stairs, Muggins crouched 
of His Majesty's Bedfordshire Regi- behind his barrel of garbage, heard 
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much shouting and hurrying to and 
fro and it filled him with a certain 
amount of savage joy, a joy which 
rose above the fear which gripped 
him. 

Lor, blimey, but 'e 'ad made 'em 
stand about proper and no mistake. 
There was Sergeant Hughes who had 
ridden him week after week and 
month after month, dirty kit, unmili-
tary bearing, boots unshined, hair un-
cut, all the thousand and one things 
that a pestiferous sergeant can find 
wrong with an under-sized private, 
had Sergeant Hughes found wrong 
with him. 

And at last, Muggins had exploded. 
Seized with a blind and squeaking 
rage he had lifted his gun butt and 
bashed it full in the face of Sergeant 
Hughes. The horrified porter guard 
had gaped in amazement, but not so 
the officer, Lieutenant Newsome, the 
young fellow just out of Sandhurst. 

It was his hard luck to have step-
ped forward just as Muggins went 
Berserker. 

And he in turn received a blow 
from the gun butt that must have 
cracked a couple of his ribs. 

MUGGINS, crouched in the dark-
ness, grinned as he thought of 

those two good blows, the first he 
had ever rendered in his short life. 
And he grinned again as he thought 
of the horrified looks on the faces of 
the other men, seeing that unheard 
of thing, a soldier raising his hand 
to an officer. 

It was certain that Muggins had 
attracted some attention, and his 
starved soul expanded from the 
memory of that ecstatic moment in 
the limelight. No longer was the 
ratty little private a subject for 
ridicule and for heavy-handed bar-
rack horseplay. He flattered himself 
that they had seen the real Muggins, 
the implacable and fiercely combata-
tive individual who bore such an 

outward mask of mediocre insuffi-
ciency. 

That moment when all eyes were 
turned upon him in startled astonish-
ment was the greatest moment in 
Muggins' life, and he rolled the 
savor of it under the tongue of his 
memory as he crouchcd there in the 
darkness. 

For even now, as he well knew, 
the name of Muggins was on every-
one's lips, the whole battalion was 
speaking of him in that half deroga-
tory, half admiring way in which 
soldiers discuss the sudden and pub-
lic outbreak of any one of their 
comrades. 

PUNISHMENT was swift and cer-
tain, which made the deed more 

noteworthy. And Muggins had no 
illusions as to what would happen to 
him. He could in his mind's eye 
see the charges being read off, with 
himself standing beside a stern 
Sergeant Major, and stern officers 
judging him for that most heinous 
of military crimes, the striking of 
a superior. 

To have struck his sergeant was 
bad enough, but Muggins had gone 
the whole length and committed the 
unforgivable crime of raising his 
hand against his officer. 

In Muggins' slow working mental 
processes there was no very definite 
plan for escape. Like a rat he had 
buried his teeth and squealed and 
fought. And like a rat he had scut-
tered for shelter. His rush took 
him out of the courtyard towards 
the kitchen. He had collided into 
the portly paunch of a stout cook 
and from thence had fled down 
a corridor and dropped into a con-
venient stairway going to the cellar. 

The hue and cry above continued. 
The search was leading from barrack 
room to barrack room. It would be 
only a matter of time until the 
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questing guard made thorough search 
of the cellar. 

Crouching there, his ears strained 
for the slightest sound, he drew 
back in fright as an iron door swung 
open to his rear. The sing song 
notes of Chinese voices fell on his 
ears and he stopped trembling with 
almost a sob of relief as he saw 
that it was only the squad of Chinese 
coolies making their daily rounds to 
collect the garbage. 

The foremost ones had now seized 
the galvanized iron cans nearest the 
door. A sudden wild plan came to 
Muggins. Rising out of the gloom 
he betook himself to the boss Chino. 

BY DINT of pidgin English, many 
gestures and the display of a 

few copper cash, he soon secured 
the co-operation of the Chinese. 
They were accustomed to queer do-
ings from these queer white soldiers 
ir Hong-Kong and needed little per-
suasion to permit this particular 
specimen of a white man to climb 
into one of the half empty barrels 
and to cover him with odds and ends 
of filthy burlap. 

He was hauled out and placed 
aboard the cart just as the advance 
guard of his pursuers entered the 
cellar at the other end. 

There followed a day and a night 
of close contact with stinking gar-
bage in a yard and then a cautious 
survey, late at night, and a careful 
progress towards the docks. 

The coal passers were at work, 
handing up rattan bags of dusty coal 
and it was no trick to join them. 
Blackened by coal dust and unrec-
ognizable from the garbage that had 
adhered to his person it was a sim-
ple matter to work himself up the 
ramp and on board the ship, where 
he passed out through a coal hole 
and found cargo space. Here among 
bales and boxes, redolent of Oriental 
produce, he hid himsc'f and hoped 

to sustain life for days with various 
hunks of moldy bread retrieved from 
the garbage and secreted about his 
person. 

The ship hummed with coaling ac-
tivities. An occasional sailor went 
through the cargo hold in which he 
was stowed away and he gathered 
from their language that they were 
Spanish. That the police would be 
searching the cargo for him was 
a foregone conclusion and he listen-
ed and waited anxiously for the ap-
proach of his pursuers. 

The night wore through and he 
dozed, occasionally waking up with a 
start, instantly alert as any unex-
pected sound fell on his ears. It 
was after daylight, as near as he 
could determine, when the coaling 
ceased and he heard the welcome 
sounds that betokened preparations 
for sailing. 

HIS hopes were dashed when there 
came to his ears the disturbing 

tramp of armed men. They were 
in the cargo hold next his own and 
he quickly ascertained that there 
were two Sikh policemen, tall, thin-
legged, turbaned men with great 
curling beards in charge of a white 
police officer. 

To a certain extent he had pre-
pared for this eventuality, had shift-
ed bales and boxes to make himself 
a tiny cubby hole and into this he 
crawled as the measured tread of the 
policemen entered his cargo hold. 

The beam of an electric torch 
flashed h ither and yon stabbing the 
darkness with a finger of light. An 
errant ray penetrated through his 
haven and he cowered cO the bottom 
of his shelter, certain that he was 
discovered and expecting every sec-
ond to feel the stern hand of the 
law on his shoulder. 

There were some words exchanged 
between the policemen and what was 
evidently some ship's officer and the 
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search went on past. The nearness 
of that peril left him sweating with 
fright and he sat back listening in 
dread for a return of his searchers. 

At last the welcome sound of 
preparations for departure brought a 
gleam of hope and soon the ship was 
in motion. 

His sanctuary was none too se-
cure, even when he felt the heave 
and pitch of the ship nosing into the 
open sea. The problem of water re-
mained still to be faced. His work 
on the coal passing had made him 
thirsty and the problem became more 
and more vital in that stuffy cargo 
hold. 

Then with dread he heard a new 
sound from near-by, the sound of a 
gang of sailors busily restowing 
cargo and putting things in shape for 
the voyage. 

It was only a matter of half an 
hour until he was discovered and 
yanked out of his hiding place by a 
burly boatswain's mate. The fellow 
spoke no English, but made himself 
very clear as to his intentions by 
kicking the diminutive stowaway 
halfway across the cargo hold. 

THE sailors laughed with a great 
display of white teeth in dusky 

faces and laughed some more as the 
culprit was incontinently heaved and 
hauled above decks where he was 
confronted by an irate captain, a tall, 
thin Spaniard with great, drooping 
mustaches. 

The captain promptly kicked him 
down to the cook's galley where a par-
ticularly saturnine and evil-looking 
Calabrian officiated in greasy apron 
and dingy white coat. This individual 
promptly threatened him with a meat 
cleaver and upon Muggins' abject mo-
tion of surrender led him firmly and 
none too gently by the ear and point-
ed out a great pile of pots and pans. 

Thankful at least that he was not to 
be murdered outright, Muggins set to, 

sniffing occasionally at the intoxicat-
ing odor of the bubbling stew which 
the cook was engaged in concocting. 

After all, the situation was not so 
bad. At least he would be fed and 
be given a place to sleep and he was 
away and moving farther away every 
turn of the screw from that Hong-
Kong where the stern British Mili-
tary IJW waited to exact its meed of 
punishment. These cheerful reflec-
tions were not destined to continue 
very long. 

AFTER a gruelling day in the heat 
of the galley, fighting a paralyz-

ing sea sickness and dodging the toe 
of the cook's boot he was hailed again 
to the bridge where the tall captain 
stared down at him in high distaste. 

"So-o-o you have been escaping 
from the ejcrcito—from the armay iss 
it not? Verree good. But I will coom 
in mooch trouble if you escape on my 
ship. Therefore," the captain waved 
an admonitory forefinger at him, 
"when we coom to Manila you will be 
put in irons and back here you will 
coom with us when we return. Yes? 
You understand that." 

Muggins, as the import of this mes-
sage dawned on him understood it 
only too well. All his efforts to es-
cape was to be frustrated and brought 
to naught. Standing with lowered 
head before the captain. Muggins, one 
time private in His Majesty's bat-
talion of Bedfordshires, made up his 
mind then and there that he would 
escape from that unlucky ship at the 
first opportunity. 

"Oh-ho," grinned the captain ami-
ably, "you think you will break away, 
is it not? No, am/go, you will not 
break away for you will be in irons 
at every place we stop." 

And with this comforting assur-
ance Muggins returned to his galley 
and his implacably indignant cook 
who kicked him back to his table 
with scant ceremony and set him to 
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work polishing knives. And the cap-
tain's threat was no idle persiflage, 
for at their first port of call which 
happened to be Macao, the burly 
boatswain mate yanked him out of 
the galley, dragged him down to the 
hold, clamped a set of cumberous 
irons on to his wrists and locked 
him into an evil smelling dark cubby 
hole, as the ship entered the harbor. 

Thereafter he was released when 
they were in the open sea once 
more, but had a few days surcease 
from confinement. At times when 
the cook's cruelty became almost un-
bearable he found himself looking 
back with a certain amount of wist-
fulness on those quiet hours in the 
dark of the cubby hole. 

After several days they began to 
pass small islands from which float-
ed vaguely inviting tropical odors. 
Although he knew it not, the ship 
was passing close by the Tawi-Tawi 
group of the southernmost Philip-
pine Islands. 

THE cook was growing steadily 
worse. The fat Calabrian kept 

his huge meat cleaver in constant 
reach and threatened the perspiring 
stowaway at thirty-minute intervals, 
varying this procedure by reinforc-
ing the numerous commands with 
the toe of his ever ready boot. 

Bruised and battered, broken in 
spirit and gloomy as to the future, 
Muggins was slowly being driven 
to that same type of outburst which 
had resulted in his sudden disap-
pearance from the active rolls of the 
British Army. 

It was one night after supper that 
the cook in a special outburst of 
temper flung a sauce pan full of hot 
water at his assistant. Stung with 
the pain, Muggins suddenly went 
Berserker again. 

The nearest weapon was a butcher 
knife and with this in hand he leap-
ed at the startled cook and drove 

once and again at the fellow's stout 
form. The cook went down with a 
bellow of a wounded ox. There was 
a rush of feet along the deck. 

Muggins jumped out of the galley 
door and stood facing five or six 
sailors, the light of madness in his 
eyes and the bloody butcher knife in 
his hand. 

THE startled sailors came to a halt 
and drew back a little from this 

vengeful apparition. Their hesitancy 
and evident fear was as wine to the 
soul of the aroused Muggins. He 
tasted it to the full until he saw 
the tall form of the captain hurry-
ing aft, revolver in hand. 

And then Muggins became alive to 
his danger and leaped for the rail, 
slashing at the fastening of a life 
preserver hanging there. 

There was the bark of a shot and 
a bullet spatted into the deck, just 
as he flung himself overboard, his 
arm through the life preserver and 
his right hand still clinging to the 
knife. 

Man and life preserver hit the water 
with a resounding smack, and Mug-
gins clung frantically to both objects 
which he carried A shout went up 
from the ship behind him and there 
was another bark of a revolver, and 
another as the ship went by 

In a few minutes he was far astern, 
but across the water he could hear 
sounds as of the engine being stop-
ped and the shouts of men lower-
ing away a boat. Impelled by this 
new danger he struck out blindly, 
pushing and paddling, kicking like 
some puppy dog. 

A current set in here which aided 
his progress and after awhile he saw 
the lights of the ship diminish in 
the distance as the unsuccessful 
search was discontinued. As the tiny 
light faded out a cold fear settled 
down upon him and he found him-
self alone on the face of the waters. 
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Again, however, came that surge 
of exultation as he recalled the 
startled, frightened air of those 
sailors as he had bounded out among 
them. Truly, they would remember 
Muggins on that ship. There was 
no doubt in his mind that he had 
killed the cook and that now he was 
a marked man, an outlaw soon to be 
sought for by the combined efforts 
of several nations. 

Thinking these things, Muggins 
found some comfort therein. His 
starved soul warmed to the thought 
of the sudden importance of which 
he had invested himself in these last 
few days. The smell of land came 
out to gladden his nostrils and he 
heard the distant sound of surf break-
ing upon a beach. A great tropic 
moon rose benignly as though to light 
his progress and he made out the low, 
dim bulk of massed trees to his front. 

It was after the swift tropical day-
light had flushed the sea with molten 
gold that he fought his way through 
the mild surf and dragged himself up 
on to the warm sand of a beach. 

Fronting him was a thick, lush 
green of heavy jungle growth. A land 
crab scuttered away at sight of his 
tattered form. Two or three monkeys 
swung down a palm tree and stared at 
him, chattering and gesticulating. 

ABRILLIANTLY plumaged bird 
swooped from the upper tree-

tops and sped like a flash of scarlet 
across his field of vision. Tendrils 
and climbing vines, great heavy lid-
ded flowers and flashing birds made 
an unforgettable picture, a veritable 
fountain of color, a scene, however, 
which left Muggins unmoved. 

He was thinking of food and of 
water and of danger from savages. 
There was something foreboding 
about that jungle with all its riot of 
color, something cold and sinister 
that warned him to move carefully. 

A little recovered from his battle 
with the surf, he raised himself and 
stared about him. The beach extended 
for several hundred yards on either 
side, only to lose itself around jutting 
headlands. 

THERE was no doubt in his mind 
that he had marooned himself on 

a small island, but where he was, or 
how far from civilization he did not 
know. For weapons he had naught 
but his butcher knife and this he 
hugged close to him, glaring at the 
jungle indomitably, a personification 
of puny man daring the forces of 
nature. 

The monkeys continued to jabber 
and chatter at him and he found their 
ribald comment suddenly insubordi-
nate to his newly acquired dignity as 
a man among men. Cursing angrily 
he reached down and seized a smooth 
piece of heavy driftwood and hurled 
it at the offending monkeys. 

"Tkye that, ye narsty little hel-
lians!" he screamed up at them. 

There was an immediate and sur-
prising response. The monkeys chat-
tered angrily, leaping up and down 
in the palm tree, two of them swung 
themselves up among the leaves and 
suddenly some dark brown object 
sailed out into the air and dropped 
with a thud into the sand, rolling al-
most to Muggins' feet. 

It was followed by another and an-
other, the dull thud of their dropping 
punctuating the shrill chattering of 
the monkeys and the wash of the 
waves from behind him. 

''Cokernuts, s'help me !" he breathed. 
His rancor against the monkey was 

forgotten as he gathered up two or 
three of the rough coated objects, car-
rying them to a convenient rock 
where he proceeded to smash them, 
allowing most of the milk to escape 
on his first attempts, but greedily 
carving out tlje fresh white meat and 
eating it. A» ieast he wouldn't starve, 
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he reasoned and, caching the remain-
ing cocoannts he set about to explore 
the place. 

Moving warily down the beach he 
rounded the headland and continued 
along the edge of the jungle for 
nearly a mile until at last he came 
again to his starting place, having 
completely circled the small island. 

Fearful of meeting savages and 
filled with the dread of some chance 
encounter he yet found himself re-
turning to his starting point with 
something very akin to disappoint-
ment. Subconsciously he had hoped 
to meet some human being, 6ome fel-
low creature who would understand 
his lingo and to whom he could say: 

"Who am I? Matey, Hi'm h'Al-
bert Muggins! You'll be 'earin' that 
there nyme one 'er these yere diys 
an' no bloody fear maybe." For it 
was thus that he would have an-
nounced himself, hinting at his lurid 
past, but not disclosing the whole 
truth. 

He sat there dejected for a space, 
for it came over him that the glory 
of his name in the outer world was 
but an empty thing in this deserted 
island, for what good is glory unless 
there are present those who will do 
homage. His thoughts drifted back 
to a certain barmaid in a certain bar 
off the India dock. Millie, her name 
was, and she had seen fit to sniff at 
Private Albert Muggins as he drank 
his glass of half and half. 

"Hi sye!" she had commented, 
"will ye look at wot they're mykin' 
into soldiers now-a-dyes!" 

AND she had pointed a finger of 
scorn at Albert Muggins. Now, 

if he could only see that barmaid 
again, what he wouldn't tell her! A 
runt, she had called hini. He'd soon 
tell her what a runt could do, and his 
shoulders straightened out and a far-
away look came into his eyes as he 
thought of the effect his return 

would have upon her and the awed 
whispers around the bar as men 
pointed him out. 

"That's h'Albert Muggins," they'd 
whisper, " ' m wot knocked out the 
sergeant an' bashed the orficcr an' 
knifed a Spaniard! 'Es a fair des-
perate character, that's wot 'c is!" 

THEY would shake their heads and 
gaze at him in respect. Muggins 

breathed deeply, his chest expanding 
at the thought of that reception. 
Then his eye came back again to his 
immediate surroundings and he look-
ed about him, shaking his head with 
a faint sigh. 

But shelter must be sought and 
water must be found and for the 
moment these practical considera-
tions effaced his dreams and his re-
grets and he set about to establish 
some sort of a domicile. 

It was no easy task penetrating 
the outer fringe of jungle, but once 
through that he came into the outer 
holdings of a great banyan tree 
which covered a quarter of an acre 
in extent, for the tendrils let down 
from its huge limbs had taken root 
and sent out further limbs until the 
whole thing was like a great tent 
supported by innumerable columns. 

It looked like a shelter of sorts 
against the fury of tropical storms 
and continued to look so until Mug-
gins had penetrated farther into its 
depths when a huge, slowly flowing 
Scaly thing slid away into the dusk 
and he decided promptly against this 
place as a permanent home. 

There were snakes to be feared on 
this island and his outward progress 
became even more wary and cautious. 
The silence of the place was its most 
disturbing feature for there was no 
sound of beast nor bird, nor whir 
of insect life to lend some comfort-
ing note. It was this silence that 
redoubled the gloominess of Mug-
gins' thoughts and increased his 



48 " THRILLING ADVENTURES 

sense of danger by its uncanniness. 
As yet he did not know that tropi-

cal flowers are rarely perfumed and 
that brilliant tropical birds are rarely 
gifted with song, all that he knew 
was that the silence pressed upon 
him like a weight as he continued to 
move toward the center of the island. 

He soon hit rising ground and 
came to a hill at the foot of which he 
found a spring around which many 
birds strutted and preened. He 
sought above this and came at last to 
a small hole in the hillside, torn out 
by the fall of a great tree uprooted 
in some tropical typhoon. With lit-
tle work a rough sort of cave could 
be made and this he set about, using 
his butcher knife to loosen the soil. 

When he had at last sufficiently en-
larged it his loneliness returned upon 
him, brought back again by his ces-
sation of activity and the slight 
weariness induced by the unaccus-
tomed labor in the tropical sun. To 
occupy himself he returned to the 
beach and salvaged the halves of the 
cocoanut shells. Hollowing them out 
he made a pair of very fair contain-
ers for water and gazed at the cave 
with its sole furnishing of two cocoa-
nut shells and wondered how he was 
going to live in that deserted spot. 

But iive he did, his hunger im-
pelling him to test and try various 
fruits. One of these he found was 
especially palatable, a sort of melon 
which grew on a small tree. Its 
orange-colored flesh was faintly 
sweet and pleasing to the taste, nor 
did he know that he was eating the 
famous papaya melon and enriching 
his system by much pepsin thereby. 
Other fruits he found, some edible, 
and some so rank that they shrieked 
poison at him before he ever tasted 
them. 

BUT three or four days of fruit 
and cocoanuts left a faint, gnaw-

ing hunger in him, the hunger of the 

meat-eating animal for flesh. A 
species of mussels only temporarily 
assauged this and he cast about for 
other game, gazing enviously at the 
wild pigeons which flew about in 
graceful carelessness. 

In his boyhood days he had made 
bows and arrows and after some 
crude but effective work with the 
butcher knife he constructed a bow. 
For bow string he had nothing, but 
sought and found a creeper which, 
when scraped, rolled and pounded, 
yielded a sort of tough fibre which 
served the purpose. Arrows he made 
of reeds, tipped with pieces of shell 
and with feathers found after the 
feast of some night animal. 

With this crude outfit he stalked 
his game, finally bringing down a 
pigeon after shooting away some six 
arrows. 

AND then came the need of fire. 

Somewhere he had heard or seen 
a fire being made by friction and 
evolved a crude fireboard of a piece 
of drift wood, using his bow to hold 
a smaller stake. He drilled away at 
this, adjusting his equipment until 
at last the thing began to smoke and 
he fed it up with dry moss and 
shredded leaves until he had a tiny 
blaze going in front of his cave. 

His first essay at cooking was not a 
huge success for his crude spit on 
which he turned the bird, caught fire 
and his first taste of meat for many 
weeks was spoiled by wood ashes and 
charred flesh. But he persevered, 
nevertheless, and grew more adept. 

One day in walking along the 
beach several huge sea turtles scram-
bled into the water and he stumbled 
over a partially filled hole which con-
tained many eggs. These formed a 
welcome addition to his diet as did 
the fish. 

His first fish he caught in his bare 
hands, red fish that had been land 
locked in a small pool by the out-
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going tide. Later he devised a spear 
out of a bamboo shaft and sharpened 
fish bones and grew expert at spear-
ing his prey. 

The days were long and unevent-
ful. The jungle continued in its vast 
silence. The sea lapped ceaselessly 
against the beaches, making a dull, 
monotonous undertone sounding in 
his cars day and night. 

The occasional harsh cry of a bird 
would break the silence or the 
mournful notes of a gecko lizard 
would beat through a hot afternoon, 
unvarying and unchanging, a monoto-
nous repetition of the same full 
throated note hour after hour, until 
he went forth half maddened, fully 
intending to slay and of course could 
not even succeed in locating it. 

Loneliness weighted upon him 
more heavily and he began to talk 
aloud to himself as he paced bare-
headed and full bearded about his lit-
tle kingdom. Once he saw a faint 
smudge of smoke on the horizon and 
hastily put together a beacon, piling 
on green stuff until a cloud of smoke 
went aloft, but the faint smudge on 
the horizon dissolved and he saw 
nothing again but the unvarying 
monotony of sea and sky and a faint 
low lying shadow on the far horizon 
that betokened another island. 

Bitterness grew in his soul as he 
thought of that notoriety that was 
his in the outer world, thought of 
his name on men's lips and the vast 
forces of several governments mov-
ing to apprehend him. 

THERE beyond that far horizon he 
was an important personage and 

here on this little island was no one 
to whom he could talk, nor no one 
who would give him the meed of awe 
which he felt was his rightful due. 
He dreamed wistful dreams of re-
turning to London, his picture fea-
ured on the front pages of the illus-

ted dailies and the vast respect 

that would be paid him as a great 
criminal. 

Undoubtedly he would be impris-
oned, but as time went on and lone-
liness increased that had long since 
ceased to worry him. For even in 
prison there is the sound of human 
voices, and even in prison there is 
respect to be had from the lesser 
criminals for the greater. 

Albert Muggins visualized himself 
bowing and nodding affably to the 
common criminals and of being the 
object of a special carc on the part 
of wardens. 

"A desperate character 1" they'd 
whisper, pointing at him, "a very 
desperate character who'll take a lot 
of watching 1" 

HE closed his eyes and dreamed 
of these things, for there was 

little else to do, now that one or two 
hours' work would provide him with 
food. 

The nights were especially long, 
and he saw no beauty in those splen-
did tropical evenings with the great 
moon flooding the jungle with molten 
silver, variegated by shadows of solid 
ebony, the velvety dusk of twilight 
and the smashing splendor of dawn 
held no charms for him. The cloying 
scent of ylang-ylang brought no sur-
ccase to his melancholy. 

He had proven himself a man in 
a world of men and here was naught 
but sea and sky, fluttering pigeon and 
chattering monkey to be impressed 
by that fact. He would have traded 
the whole South Seas with his hopes 
of paradise to boot for a single eve-
ning in a steamy "pub" among his 
own kind, even did he have to pay 
for that one evening by spending the 
rest of his life in jail. 

One morning he awoke at dawn, a 
strange throbbing in his ears and 
rose up startled, wondering what the 
sound might be. It seemed to come 
from the sea and it was toward the 



50 " THRILLING ADVENTURES 

beach that he made his way, listening 
to the steady note pulsing across the 
waters. 

At first it sounded like the beat of 
his own heart, but even ears long 
accustomed to silence could make out 
that the sound was human in its 
origin for there was a steady, metal-
lic persistence about it that argued 
naught but human agency. 

He crashed through the jungle 
fringe in time to see six or eight 
great praus moving along abreast, 
far out on the waves. Great gayly 
colored sails carried them forward 
gently, sweeping them past the is-
land as he watched. 

From their decks came a flash of 
sun on steel and the glow of scarlet 
cloth. The throbbing note of tom-
tom beats across the face of the 
waters and men danced, brown-
skinned men in gay sarongs as the 
praus slowly passed on their way. 

That these craft were filled with 
savages Muggins well knew. That 
these savages might be cannibals or 
any bloodthirsty species of aborig-
ines he felt was almost a foregone 
conclusion. Yet so great was his 
hunger for human kind that he 
ripped off the remnants of his shirt 
and waved it madly, screaming and 
dancing on the sandy beach to at-
tract the attention of the natives. 

AS their craft eased off into the 
distance he became more frantic 

and waded out into the water con-
tinuing to leap and shout and wave 
his ragged shirt. Whether the keen 
eyes of the Moros actually saw him 
or whether, seeing that wild figure 
dancing crazily alone at the water's 
edge, they feared to investigate is 
something that cannot be determined. 

It was sufficient of evil to Muggins 
that they passed on, and faded away 
into the distance without the slight-
est indication that they even knew 
of his existence. 

It was a bitter blow. Muggins 
dragged himself up to his cave in 
dispirited fashion, feeling that the 
last hope of contact with his own 
kind had faded away. He had no 
doubt that the whole world was won-
dering what had become of Albert 
Muggins, but the world would never 
know that he perished miserably on 
a desert island, unknown and unhon-
ored. 

He chewed the cud of bitter reflec-
tion, realizing that it would be only 
a matter of time until his very name 
faded into oblivion and there would 
be none to remember his great cour-
age and his great daring. 

Days passed in which he found 
himself with scarcely enough energy 
to find food, he had lost his grip. 
Hope had departed from his life. 
More weeks passed. 

TN the outer world beyond his ken 
J- things had been moving without 
the presence of Albert Muggins. A 
certain determined Serbian student 
had shot a certain rather plump and 
none too brilliant arch duke at a 
place called Saravejo. 

Thereafter things had moved swift-
ly to their pointed ends. Millions 
of men were massed in Russia and in 
Germany and in France. Great fleets 
of warships scoured the Seven Seas. 
German raiders reported in the Pa-
cific and lithe, lean British cruisers 
hurried forth to apprehend them with 
instructions to search sea and bay, 
inlet and island until the enemy 
should be found. 

Thus it was that a boat crew from 
H. M. S. Watersprite pulled ashore on 
a certain small island close to Borneo 
and stared in amazement as a bearded 
white man, clad in rags, advanced 
yelling upon them. 

They drew back in amazement as 
the fellow stopped before them, wav-
ing his arms and shouting something 
incomprehensible. 
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"Who might you be?" asked the 
petty officer, and opened his eyes a s 
the dilapidated bea«h comber drew 
himself up in strange dignity. 

" W h o might I be?" returned the 
apparition, "Gor blimey, h'l'm the 
man that you're lookin' for," and the 
weird-looking beachcomber drew 
himself up to his full five feet four 
inches, "h'l 'm the man you're alook-
in* for." 

He waited until silence fell upon 
the little group of men before him, 
waited, purposely withholding his 
smashing climax, purposely delaying 
the announcement of his name so 
that he might taste to the full the 
savor of that awe and respect for 
which he had waited so long. 

"Mates," he announced at last, 
"h'l am h'Albert Muggins!" 

The ruddy-faced sailors blinked at 
him and waited. A little note of 
doubt crept into Muggins' voice as 
he repeated: 

"H' l 'm h'Albert Muggins wot de-
serted from the Bedfordshires at 
Hong-Kong!" and he waited for this 
shot to hit home. 

The sailors continued to blink at 
him in owlish fashion. Finally the 
petty officer cleared his throat. 

"That's all past and done with, my 
man," he said in kindly fashion, "the 
King's amnesty pardons all deserters 
and offenders against military law." 

MugginB stared at the ring of curi-
ous faces about him. Still he did not 
comprehend and there was something 
pathetic as he tried to convince these 
men of his innate depravity. 

"But hTm tellin' ye, hTtn h'Albert 
Muggins, 'im wot deserted from the 
Bedfordshires at Hong-Kong h'aftex 
a-bashin' Sergeant Hughes with a 
gun butt and pastin' an orficer in the 
ribs!" and he gazed about apprehen-
sively, waiting for that dawning rec-
ognition for which he hoped. 

Again there was a silence and 
again the petty officer cleared his 
throat. 

"Never heard tell of you," respond-
ed that individual, "and besides all 
that is past and done with. The 
King's amnesty pardons all military 
offenders." 

"But, h'l—h'l—knifed a cook 
aboard a Spanish ship," pled Mug-
gins almost tearfully. 

The petty officer laughed. 
"Let the Spanish worry about 

that," he grunted, "meantime you bet-
ter come aboard and find a suit of 
slackB and get a good solid meal into 
your gizzard. . . ." 

" 'Strewth A'mighty," mumbled Al-
bert Muggins and collapsed like a de-
flated balloon. 

"And the funny thing, sir," ex-
plained the petty officer to a spruce 
naval lieutenant who commanded the 
ship, "this here bird looks at us like 
a dyin' calf. All of a sudden he gives 
a kind of a bleat and turns around 
and streaks it back into the brush 
and that's the last of him we see. 
Queer way for a man to act I says, 
Sir." 

"Very queer," echoed the lieu-
tenant and promptly forgot Albert 
Muggins. 

Watch for More Stories by Malcolm 
Wheeler-Nicholson 
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An Action-Loving Soldier of Fortune Finds Thrills 
and Excitement in an Undertaking 

Which Promised None 

A Complete Novelette 
By G. WAYMAN JONES 

Author of "Alias Mr. Death," "The House of Hooded Death," etc. 

WALDON PRESTON looked 
at Bristol coldly from a 
great easy chair before the 

fire in his study. He remained seat-
ed; didn't ask Bristol to sit down, 
but appraised him with narrowed 
smoky eyes. 

Bristol drew himself erect, tall and 
lean and wirey, automatically coming 
to attention. His steel gray eyes met 
Preston's steadily. 

The millionaire extended his hand, 
not in greeting but with palm up-
turned. Bristol proffered his creden-
tials. x 

Preston singled out a letter from 
the mutual acquaintance who had 
broOght them together; nodded. 

"I'm satisfied," he said, as if that 
settled the matter. "I ' l l pay you four 
hundred dollars a month and ex-
penses. You'll live in the house. 
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That's all. I f youll ring for Cum-
mings, he'll show you to your rooms." 

"You mean," said Bristol, "that 
you'll tell me later what I'm sup-
posed to do? Why not tell me now 
so that I can start right in with an 
understanding—" 

"The first thing you want to un-
derstand," said Preston incisively, "is 
that you are not to ask questions. If 
that isn't agreeable—" He motioned 
toward the door. 

"Anything is agreeable to me," said 
Bristol, mindful of the four-hundred-
a-month-plus, "—anything short of 
murder." 

The millionaire glanced at him 
quickly, sardonically. 

"All you need know at present is 
that you are being paid to guard my 
life. Are you armed now?" 

Bristol's hand flicked under his 
coat and out again holding an auto-
matic. 

Preston nodded approvingly. He 
returned to his book with a curt 
"Good night." 

Bristol's "good-night" was just as 
short. He wasn't favorably impressed 
by his new boss, but that didn't mat-
ter. He wasn't expected to fall in 
love with the man. 

The butler conducted him to a 
suite on the third floor which made 
his eyes pop. He sighed. He seemed 
to have fallen into a remarkably soft 
spot—too good to last. 

THE Great War had left him at 
loose ends with only a craving for 

further action to guide his steps. 
Since then he had been through half 
a dozen South American revolutions. 
Had dipped here and there into the 
endless warfare in China—a soldier 
of fortune. Till, weary of all that, 
he had come to find himself still a 
loose end; a man-at-arms adrift in 
the humdrum life of the city without 
trade or profession to which he could 
anchor. 

A soldier of fortune surfeited with 
strife, but forced by circumstances to 
take a job as a glorified gunman! 

And soft it was. As the days grew 
into weeks he leaned more and more 
to the conclusion that the necessity 
for a bodyguard existed only in Pres-
ton's mind. 

Nothing happened; no hint of 
menace. He accompanied Prestcn to 
private libraries and sales of rare 
books; to clubs; to dinner here and 
there; to the theatre and the opera. 
Preston treated him all right, civil 
in his overbearing way; more as a 
guest than an employee. 

An easy life, luxurious, with every-
thing he wanted to be had for the 
asking, but it began to bore him. The 
change was too sudden from his 
years of campaigning in petty wftrs; 
like jumping straight from a flop-
house and slum to a feather bed and 
caviar. 

IF anything was going to happen he 
wished to heaven it would hurry 

up. And he wanted to know what 
danger threatened Preston—if any. 

To that end he enticed Preston's 
secretary into a mild drinking bout 
and tried to pump him. 

"Is book collecting Mr. Preston's 
only occupation?" he asked off-
handedly when Moore seemed mel-
low. 

Book collectin'?" Moore winked 
slyly. "Ummm. Books an' manu-
script. That's it, sure. Sure"—he 
winked again—"but the ol' boy's 
deep, see? That's it, deep. T'ell 
with him." 

"What's Preston leery of? persist-
ed Bristol. "Who's after him?" 

The secretary winked again, owl-
ishly. 

"You'd like to know, wouldn't 
you? Sure, you would. And may-
be I would, too." He laughed, tossed 
off another drink, mumbled: "I tell 
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you what—" He stopped, shook his 
head. 

Bristol gave up, largely convinced 
that the secretary knew no more 
than he did himself. 

They moved presently to Preston's 
estate in Westchester. 

Time hung more heavily on Bris-
tol's hands. He motored, rode horse-
back, walked, among the rolling hills ; 
played lonesome golf on the private 
links. 

But there came an evening when 
Preston rushed into the house breath-
less, obviously frightened. He 
pointed a trembling finger at the 
hat he held crushed in his hand. A 
bullet had penetrated its crown. 

Snapping out his gun, Bristol 
stepped quickly toward the door. 

"No, nol" Preston caught him by 
the shoulder, drew him back. "It's 
nothing 1 I'm not hurt!" 

Bristol looked at him with amaze-
ment. 

"True," said Bristol dryly, "you're 
not hurt, but I wouldn't give any-
body any credit for that. If that 
bullet had been a couple of inches 
lower you wouldn't have anything 
more to worry over." 

"I'm not worrying," said Preston 
coldly, his poise returning. "I 
shouldn't have gone out alone, that's 
all." 

He turned and walked away. 
Moore came softly forward. 
"What's the trouble?" he asked. 
"Nothing," said Bristol. 
"No?" Tfie secretary winked 

knowingly, grinned. "Oh, no, not a 
thing except that somebody took a 
shot at the old man. Who was it?" 

BRISTOL'S eyes bored into him. 

There was a shiftiness about 
Moore which he didn't like. 

"How do you know somebody shot 
at him?" 

"I heard you say so. Who was 
i t?" 

"You 'd like to know, wouldn't 
you?" said Bristol. "That's what 
you told me a while ago when I 
asked you for information." 

Things settled down again to dull 
routine. So dull that Bristol enter-
tained a suspicion that Preston had 
himself fired the bullet through his 
hat. 

Why? Oh, just to steam up the 
idea that his life was in danger. The 
whole business looked like, bunk— 
but Bristol couldn't bring himself to 
the point of quarreling with such a 
soft job. 

Then reality stepped in most un-
mistakably. 

They were returning from the city 
at dusk. Preston was driving his 
fast open car. As they whirled up 
the driveway to the house he stopped 
with a jarring suddenness which left 
the brakes smoking and almost threw 
Bristol through the windshield. -

CLOSE!" said Preston through 
tight lips. "Close! Another few 

yards and—" 
Bristol saw it then. Drawn taut 

across the road at a height with 
their heads, a wire was stretched 
from tree to tree! 

More than that he saw. Among 
the trees not twenty yards away a 
figure was darting down the path to 
a bridge across Preston's trout 
stream. 

Gun in hand, he dashed in pur-
suit. The trees and the darkness 
were against a clear shot. He held 
his fire and put on all his speed 
to overtake the fugitive. 

Preston shouted for him to return 
but he paid no heed. 

Anger lent wings to his feet. He 
gained steadily. The bridge was only 
a few paces distant when he gathered 
himself for the final effort. As he 
leaped his arms flew out and wrapped 
about his prisoner. 

"Got youl" he puffed—and lmme-
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diately was made aware that he had 
taken on a lively handful. 

Blows rained on his face and head 
but the fists delivering them were 
small and lacked strength. He knew 
that victory was his, provided the 
other did not bring a weapon into 
play. 

Because of that possibility, he 
raised his gun to end the conflict 
with a blow. It was descending when 
his brain registered that his pris-
oner was slim and soft—as a girl! 
He dropped the gun and proceeded 
to pinion the slender flailing arms. 

Back and forth they reeled on 
the narrow bridge, his captive fight-
ing desperately to escape. A wild 
surge carried Bristol against the 
railing. Hearing it crack, he heaved 
unavailingly to regain his balance. 
The railing gave way and sent them 
both into the stream. 

Promptly he became engaged in 
another battle—this time to free him-
self from the panicky hold which 
threatened to drown them both. He 
was being dragged under when the 
strangling arms about his neck went 
limp. 

HALF-DROWNED himself, he 

paddled ashore with his appa-
rently unconscious burden. 

"I ought to smack you," he was 
saying breathlessly when the fact 
was forced upon him that his cap-
tive was indeed a girl. 

"I'll be damned!" he muttered, 
turning her over and starting to 
shake the water out of her, "damned 
and double-damned! What the—" 

"Please!" she gasped. "Please! 
You're shaking me—all apart! I'm 
all right—if you'll let me—catch my 
breath!" 

Recollection of the deadly wire 
stretched across the road hardened 
him. He gripped her shoulder. 

"What have you got to say for 
yourself?" 

"Let me go home," she said. " I ' m 
tired!" 

Bristol laughed derisively. 
"You can't get away a s eaBy a s 

that. You've got some explaining to 
do. You're going to Waldon Pres-
ton's house. After that—we'll see." 

"No ! " She shrank from him. "I 'm 
not going there t I won't!" 

"Oh, yes, you are!" He cursed to 
himself. Now that he was able to 
get a true picture of her, to realize 
how slight and frail she was, and 
how alluring, he found it difficult to 
be hard-boiled. "You're going with 
me," he said, "right now. You're go-
ing to explain why you tried to cut 
off my head and Preston's. You 
strung that wire, didn't you?" 

She nodded wearily. 

WH A T did you do it for?" he 

demanded harshly. "Who helped 
you?" 

"Nobody," she replied more firmly. 
"I didn't mean to hurt anybody. I 
only wanted to frighten Waldon 
Preston—that was all. I thought the 
windshield would break the wire. 
I didn't mean—" 

"Tell it to Preston." Bristol 
grasped her arm and lifted her to 
her feet. "Are you going to walk 
or have I got to carry you?" 

Her chin rose defiantly. 
"I'll walk." 
Keeping hold of her arm, he took 

her back up the path to the drive-
way, expecting to find Preston there. 
But Preston had removed the ob-
struction and gone on. 

It occurred then to Bristol to hear 
what she had to say before turning 
her over to his employer. Preston 
probably would exclude him from 
the interview. So why not learn 
what he could from her? He was 
entitled to know the reason for the 
attack since his own life had been 
endangered. 

"I 'm going to give you a break," 
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he said. "If you can show me any 
good reason for trying to behead 
Preston I'll let you go. What do 
you say to that?" 

"I didn't try to behead him," she 
replied evenly, "but if that had hap-
pened he would have deserved it." 

"Make good on that," said Bristol, 
"and you can go on your way. But 
we'll have to go to the house. You 
must be cold. I know I am and I've 
no hankering for pneumonia." 

"My car is down the road, not far 
away," she countered. "We can talk 
there." 

"You've got to have dry clothes." 
Amusement kindled in her eyes. 
"Why be so concerned about me if 

you think I tried to kill you?" 
"I'll be damned if I know," said 

Bristol bluntly; "but—never mind. 
I'm giving you my word, understand, 
that if your story sounds good to 
me you can walk out without seeing 
Preston. I'll tell him I fell in the 
creek and that you got away." 

"I'll take your word," she nodded, 
"as you'll have to take mine for 
what I'm going to tell you." 

"Okay," he said, "let's go." 
Ciroling the house, they entered 

by a side door, went up a rear stair-
way and reached his rooms on the 
second floor without seeing anyone. 

Locking the door to his sitting-
room, he pointed to the bedroom. 

"You'll find clothes in there," he 
said. "The key is in the lock if you 
feel nervous." 

A FRIENDLY glint came again to 
her big blue eyes. 

"How about yourself?" she said. 
"You're wet, too." 

"I'm tough," he grinned, frankly 
admiring her. "Go ahead and be 
sensible." 

Without further objection she 
went in to change. 

Taking a drink, he frowned, chid-
ing.himself for fraternizing with the 

enemy. Yes—and there wasn't a 
thing to prevent her walking out on 
him! His windows overlooked the 
roof of the verandfi. She could 
scramble to the ground— 

But she didn't. Within a couple 
of minutes she emerged, bundled in 
his bathrobe and shuffling in his 
slippers. He chuckled. Looking 
herself over, she laughed softly. 

"You're next," she said. "I won't 
say a word until you get into dry 
clothes. Not a word!" 

"I'm glad," he blurted, "that you 
didn't run away. Out the window, I 
mean." . 

"But why?" she asked. "You said 
you'll believe me. Why should I 
run away?" 

SHAKING his head, absurdly em-
barrassed, he retired to change his 

clothes. 
Away from her he swore, remind-

ing himself that she was a potential 
murderer. With that fixed thought 
he returned to her. 

"What's your name?" he demanded 
brusquely. 

She smiled uncertainly, noticing 
his changed tone. 

"Mary Wilson." 
"Does Preston know you?" 
Her eyes snapped: "He does." 
"And why did you try to kill 

him?" 
"I didn't. I told you I only 

meant—" 
"What about the shot you took at 

him a week or so ago? Was that 
just another little joke?" 

"It wasn't exactly a joke—no." 
"You admit shooting at him?" 
"Not at him," she corrected. "I 

admit it, of course, because you 
asked me to tell you the truth." 

"But, good Lord!" He stared at 
her, speechless. 

"I didn't shoot at him," she said. 
"The bullet didn't go anywhere near 
him. I only wanted—" 
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"Nowhere near him!" Bristol 
laughed. "It went so near that you 
came nearer to a murder charge than 
you did tonight. It went through 
his hat!" 

HER dismay was so genuine that 
he couldn't doubt it. 

"How about yourself?" she said, 
at him levelly. "I want you to listen 
to me before we go any further. 
I'm going to believe that you'll be-
lieve all I'm going to say." 

Bristol nodded uncomfortably. 
"My sister," she went on, the red 

of anger coming and going in her 
cheeks, "thought she was in love 
with Waldon Preston a long time 
ago. She's been paying for that 
mistake—she's paying now. When 
she broke with him she fell really 
in love with the man she married. 

""And she would be happy, tre-
mendously happy, but for Preston— 
that monster who is driving her in-
sane !" 

"But," said Bristol as she paused, 
"I don't see how Preston can hurt 
her if she doesn't care for him and 
never did." 

"There are letters that Jean wrote 
Preston. He won't give them back." 

"What of it? Your sister's hus-
band isn't going to get excited about 
some old love letters, is he?" 

"You still don't understand," said 
the girl. "These letters are undated. 
Any one of them might have been 
written only yesterday I" 

"All right," said Bristol, "but I 
still don't see any justification for 
murder." 

"I haven't attempted murder yet, 
but" — her small teeth gritted — "I 
will if he doesn't give them up. Jean 
has begged him on her knees to give 
them back, to stop persecuting her. 

"There isn't enough money in the 
world to buy them from Preston. He 
laughs at her and gives them back 
one by one—on his own terms. He's 

taking a vicious psychological re-
venge, humiliating her, torturing her 
on the rack of hideous suspense." 

It was still far from being clear 
to Bristol, but he nodded sympa-
thetically. She was so passionately 
earnest. 

"How do you mean?" 
"This way! Whenever Ben is 

away, Preston knows it. Then he 
gets in touch with Jean and makes 
her meet him at some notorious 
roadhouse. Don't misunderstand me, 
please. He never puts even a finger 
on her. That isn't Preston's way. 
It is her peace of mind that he 
wants to hurt. He wants to have 
her constantly in fear that Ben will 
find out she has been out with him. 

"She doesn't dare refuse to go. He 
holds her letters over her head. 
Under the bargain he drove with 
her, she gets one letter back each 
time they meet. For that she has 
to endure dinner* with him and sit 
with him in a public place at risk 
of being seen by someone who will 
tell her husband. 

DO "ĵ ou understand now why I 
have gone to extremes to help 

her? There are only six more letters 
and he has hinted that before the last 
of them is delivered to her his price 
—will increase!" 

"I get the idea." Bristol frowned: 
"The only payment that he has 
asked so far is that she dine with 
him, but before he gets through— 
um. He is a rotter, isn't he?" 

"A fiend! For even if he—if he 
never actually raises his price, there 
is always the threat — a double 
threat—bearing down on Jean. It is 
unbearable!" 

"Yes," said Bristol thoughtfully, 
"yes. But you aren't accomplishing 
anything. You haven't succeeded in 
scaring him into giving up. I doubt 
that you can. I f you ask me, I'd 
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say you're only heading yourself up 
the prison road." 

"I don't care! Suppose Preston 
should put a date on one of these 
letters—date it today!—and send it 
to Ben Carson! There would be 
murder then I As it is, my sister's 
happiness and health are being 
ruined—and that's bad enough. 

I W A N T you to believe me," she 
finished quietly, "and I want you 

especially to believe that I never in-
tended to kill Preston—or anyone 
else. I only wanted to scare him so 
that he would stop—" 

"He almost stopped breathing a 
couple of times," said Bristol stern-
ly, recalling that it was his job to 
protect Preston. /'Your scares come 
too close to reality. No more of 
them. You've got to make me a 
promise." 

"What is that?" 
"To let Preston alone. If I let 

you go now without seeing him, will 
you promise that?" 

Her glance drooped and she 
nodded. 

"I promise," she said. "I guess I 
haven't any choice." 

"That's the girl," applauded Bris-
tol. "Let nature take its course for 
a while and maybe things will work 
out all right. Maybe we can think 
of something. Right now, the trick 
is to get you out of the house. I'll 
dig up something for you to wear." 

The golf B u i t he provided was 
miles too big for her. They laughed 
together over it; and, safely away 
from the house, they parted laugh-
ing—anything but enemies. 

Bristol went frowning to his em-
ployer to report failure—and move 
for a showdown. 

"So," said Preston with his dry 
smile that was a bit awry, "you 
didn't catch the joker. I didn't 
think you would." 

" I t was no joke," said Bristol. 

"Somebody's got it in for you good 
and plenty. There's a woman in it. 
I saw her footprints." 

Preston gave him a quick look, 
assumed an air of frankness. 

"You're only partly right," he said. 
"There are two women. An old 
flame of mine and her sister—with 
a husband to back them up. It's an 
old story. I should have told you 
about it, I suppose, but a man hates 
to admit his own foolishness. That 
much being out," he smiled wryly, 
"I might as well tell you the rest. 
But first let me show you some-
thing." 

HE took a letter from his desk 
and handed it to Bristol. It was 

dated years ago and Preston grinned 
as he read the inane outpourings. 
Addressed to "Jean Darling," it was 
signed "Your Ever Adoring Wal-
don." 

"I have quite a package of these 
letters," said Preston, "and every one 
of them cost me five thousand dol-
lars. You can imagine how such 
mush would look in the tabloids! 
Yes, I think they are worth five 
thousand apiece." 

Observing the bewilderment on 
Bristol's face and not knowing ex-
actly what to make of it, he added: 
"I can show you the cancelled 
checks, if you like." 

Bristol shook his head. 
"I'm not permitted to ask ques-

tions, of course, but since you've 
raised the subject, I'll chance one. 
You say the woman 4s now married. 
Was she married when you wrote 
the letters?" 

"No," said Preston, watching him. 
"Why do you ask?" 

"Because, that being the case, how 
could the letters get into the tab-
loids? How could she get them 
printed? She couldn't sue you for 
breach of promise at this late date. 
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Her husband couldn't sue you for 
alienation. What then?" 

"You don't even begin to cover the 
possibilities," replied Preston. "It's 
very simple to file a suit that has 
no merit just to get publicity for a 
lot of slush like this or other scur-
rilous matter. She might, for ex-
ample, claim the existence of a main-
tenance contract and say that I 
agreed to keep her for life. That, 
in fact, has been suggested to me 
whenever any of the letters have 
been offered — at five thousand 
apiece." 

" I t there any such contract?" 
"There isn't and never was. But 

documents can be forged. So, as I 
remarked, I figured the letters cheap 
at the price. I did, that is, until a 
couple of months ago, when I de-
cided not to buy the last six letters." 

SIX letters," said Bristol, involun-
tarily. 

"Six," said Preston, eyeing him 
keenly. "You seem surprised. What's 
surprising about it?" 

"Why, nothing," said Bristol, re-
covering his wits. "It simply struck 
me as odd that you should balk on 
the last few letters after buying so 
many of them." 

"A man can be pressed too far," 
returned Preston, "but we won't go 
into that. The point is that the at-
tacks on my life started soon after I 
refused to pay any more. Thinking 
they would stop if I were constantly 
guarded, I employed you. Still they 
continue." He sighed. "Ultimately, 
I suppose, I'll have to buy the re-
maining letters." 

He took up the book he had been 
reading, signifying that the conver-
sation was at an end. 

Bristol, his loyalty divided, was on 
the verge of repeating what Mary 
Wilson had told him, but held his 
tongue. He didn't know what to be-
lieve—but he did know that Pres-

ton's recital left him cold. There 
seemed to be something lacking in 
it—the ring of truth, perhaps. 

GOING to his rooms, Bristol 
seemed to see the girl sitting there 

with his faded old bathrobe huddled 
about her. Her eyes—deep, earnest, 
azure, bewilderingly beautiful—seem-
ed to plead again with him for 
belief. 

Against their appeal he placed the 
evidence which Preston had offered. 
He set it up and at once knocked it 
down with the fact that Preston had 
shown him only an old love letter 
which Jean Carson might voluntarily 
have returned to him when their af-
fair ended. Preston might have been 
bluffing when he offered to show 
cancelled checks in corroboration of 
his statement. ~ 

Cursing himself for a sentimental 
fool, Bristol decided to sit down with 
his pipe and a book and forget it all. 

Making himself comfortable, he 
got into his bathrobe. Something 
weighty caused a pocket to sag. 

He swore again as his exploring 
hand closed on an automatic—Mary 
Wilson's! 

"But," he argued in her favor, 
"why didn't she use it? Why didn't 
she stick me up and get away? I'll 
be damned if I can figure it out. To 
hell with it!" 

But he couldn't forget. Particu-
larly, he couldn't erase Mary Wilson 
from his memory. He found himself 
increasingly prejudiced in her be-
half; and in direct ratio he liked 
Preston the less. He wanted to meet 
Mary Wilson again. 

"I'm quitting," he told Preston 
next day. 

"Indeed?" Preston regarded him 
scarchingly. " W h y ? " 

"J'm fed up. I'm sick of the job; 
that's all." 

"There are cures for all kinds of 
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sickness," said Preston. "Money is 
very effective in certain cases. Am 
I wrong in surmising that you have 
gone over to the enemy?" 

"You are," retorted Bristol. "Just 
whom do you mean by the enemy?" 

Preston laughed. "You're not al-
lowed to ask questions." 

"But there's nothing to prevent my 
telling you something. You don't 
need a bodyguard any more than I 
do. That's the plain truth." 

"How do you know?" 
"I know," said Bristol, putting 

faith in the promise the girl had 
given him. "You couldn't be any 
safer in a bank vault." 

"Perhaps; How much have you 
been offered to leave my service?" 

Bristol flushed angrily, moved a 
step nearer. 

"Listen, Preston—" 
"I'll take that back," smiled Pres-

ton. "We'll put it another way. Will 
you remain with me for the next two 
months for ten thousand dollars? 
That's a simple question requiring 
only a simple answer. And it's my 
top figure." 

Bristol considered him speculative-

Ten thousand dollars was worth 
having in any kind of money. There 
was the question, of course, as to 
what he would have to do to earn 
the money but that could be met 
when it arose. 

"You've bought something," said 
Bristol. "I'll stick." 

BUT not even the thought of ten 
thousand dollars could quiet his 

dissatisfaction. He spent a restless 
evening trying to reconcile the irrec-
oncilable—Mary Wilson's and Pres-
ton's versions of the six love letters. 
At midnight he started out to take 
a walk. 

Halfway down the stairs he saw 
Preston and Moore in the lower hall. 

Moore's voiee was loud but his words 
were slurred and incomprehensible 
to Bristol. 

Catching sight of Bristol, Preston 
shook Moore and spoke sharply to 
him, Moore subsided, mumbling. He 
was drunk. 

"Come and give me a hand, Bris-
tol," Preston called. "Put him to 
bed, will you?" 

With difficulty, Bristol did so. 
Moore kept muttering, apparently 
under the impression that he was 
talking to Preston. 

"Thish th' lasht call, see," he said 
repeatedly. '"Sa ultimatum, see. 
Lasht call, I'm tellin' you, see." 

Bristol was about to go when the 
secretary recognized him. 

"Oh," grinned Moore, rising pre-
cariously on an elbow, "so's you, ol* 
gun-toter. 'At's funny—funnier'n'ell! 
Whatcha doin' here, huh?" 

"Helping you to bed," said Bristol. 
"Can I get you anything before I 
go—ice-water or something?" 

Moore lay back, laughing boister-
ously. 

"Always puttin' somebody to bed," 
he gurgled, "ain't you! Shmart guy, 
huh! But not shmart as Moore. Uh-
uh I Don't know walls got ears, huht 
Don't know windows got ears, huhf 
Shmart guy, huh, but not shmart as 
Moore 1" 

Bristol's brows clouded. Taken in 
conjunction with the fact that his 
own windows looked out on the ve-
randa roof, the assertion that win-
dows have ears and eyes was signifi-
cant. 

"I don't get you," he said, disarm-
ingly mild. "Tell me what you 
mean." 

MOORE raised himself on his el-
bow again, snickered. 

"Foxy ol' gun-toter, huh! Shmart, 
huh! Not shmart enough to know 
Moore was on v'randa roof when you 
had girlie heret Uh-huh! Not shmart 
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enough"—he winked and chuckled 
obscenely—"to know Moore got an 
eyeful of girlie when she—" 

Bristol slapped him on the mouth 
and ran from the room to avoid com-
mitting further violence. He couldn't 
thrash a man so helplessly drunk. 

Assuming that Moore had in-
formed Preston of the girl's visit, 
Bristol had something more to puzzle 
over. Why, in that event, had Pres-
ton retained him in his employ? Why 
had Preston raised his pay from four 
hundred to five thousand dollars a 
month? Bristol couldn't figure it 
out although he kept at it till his 
head ached. 

He fell asleep at last with the de-
termination to shake the truth out of 
Moore, to beat him within an inch of 
his life for having peeped at Mary 
Wilson. But morning brought calmer 
counsel. He did nothing, waiting 
for affairs to shape themselves. 

Moore, with a swollen lip to re-
mind him that his tongue had wag-
ged, kept out of his way. In the 
afternoon the secretary left for New 
York on an errand. 

"I'm dining out," said Preston that 
evening, "with the lady we spoke 
about the other night. I want you to 
stand by in case there's any trouble. 
We'll leave at seven." 

TftE rendezvous was an inr on the 
Sawmill River Road, a place 

known for its- riotousness and the 
looseness of its frequenters. 

As they drew up at their destina-
tion Bristol received his instructions. 

"I want you to remain in the en-
trance hall. I'll arrange that with 
the manager. If a certain young wo-
man appears—you know who I mean 
—keep her from entering. I don't 
care how you do it, but keep her 
out." 

"So Moore told you," said Bristol. 
"Yes." Preston smiled crookedly; 

"Moore told me. If you're wonder-

ing why I didn't fire you, I'll tell 
you. From my viewpoint, your use-
fulness to me was immensely in-
creased through your meeting with 
her. From what Moore said, I gath-
ered that you have—shall we say— 
considerable influence over her. I'm 
counting on that—" 

"Hold on a minute," said Bristol 
brittlely. "I don't like that crack. 
What did that skunk Moore 6ay?" 

"Why go into details," smiled 
Preston. "The fact that she spent 
some time in your rooms and that 
she stripped—" 

"That'll be all of that," flared 
Preston. "Moore knows damned well 
why she stripped. If you don't hap-
pen to know, I'm telling you now 
that she and I both fell into the 
creek. And listen here—as soon as I 
get within reach of Moore you're 
going to need a new secretary. I'll 
break his back. As for you Pres-
ton—" 

"I apologize," said Preston smooth-
ly. "If you wish I'll make further 
apology later. I have to go now. 
There's my charming dinner part-
ner." 

LEAVING Bristol raging, he 
stepped forward to meet the wo-

man who had just driven up alone in 
a coupe. There was mockery in his 
apparent gallantry as he bowed her 
out of her machine and into the inn. 

Through the mask of her smile, in 
the cringing of her flesh as she 
walked beside her tormenter, Bristol 
6aw stark fear and tragedy. He knew 
then who had told the truth, on 
which side he belonged. 

Taking his post in the doorway, he 
nodded grimly. For Mary Wilson's 
own sake, and her sister's, he would 
keep her out of the inn but not on 
Preston's account. To hell with Pres-
ton and his ten thousand dollars 1 

A car swung recklessly in from 
the highway. It scraped a concrete 
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pillar, careened across the lawn, side-
swiped a parked car. While it 
skidded to a stop, Mary Wilson 
abandoned the wheel and jumped 
out. 

Bristol intercepted her as she set 
foot on the veranda. 

"You! " she flung at him con-
temptuously. "Out of my way! You 
can't stop me I" 

He caught her by the arms when 
she tried to push past him; held her 
firmly. 

"Help me!" She appealed to the 
only person in sight, the doorman. 
Under orders not to interfere with 
Bristol, he remained passive. 

"I'll scream!" 
"That won't get you in," said Bris-

tol, "and if you do I'll carry you 
away. Listen to me a moment. Your 
sister is in there with Preston. If 
you start anything what good is it 
going to do her? Don't lose your 
head entirely, girl. If you attack 
Preston here, God Almighty himself 
couldn't keep it out of the papers." 

She stopped her futile struggling. 
"I'm not going to attack him. Let 

me in!" 
"Listen," he begged, "I'm doing 

what is best for everybody. I'm not 
working for Preston. I'm working 
with you." 

"With me?" she said wonderingly. 

RI G H T ! " He started to maneuver 
her down the steps. "Let's get 

into your car and—" 
"But I've got to get in there!" 

she cried, resisting. "Oh, won't you 
understand! I've got to get in! Ben 
is coming here—my sister's husband! 
Somebody sent him word that she 
would be with Preston tonight. He 
got home an hour ago. He's on his 
way here now! Let me go ! " 

Bristol's grip on her tightened. 
"Is this the truth?" 
"Yes, yes, yes!" Her words tumbled 

one on another: "A man was waiting 

for Ben—the man who told him. Ben 
was raging, fearfully angry, cursing 
him. The man wanted ten thousand 
dollars before he'd tell where to find 
her. Ben was giving him a check 
when I ran out. 

"Let me in!" Her voice rose hys-
terically. "Ben has a gun! The man 
gave it to him. She's got to get away 
from here before Ben arrives or he'll 
murder her!" 

"Come on," said Bristol, "we'll 
both go in. Let me handle Preston." 

JEAN CARSON wilted with de-
spair when she saw Mary ap-

proaching. She laid her head on her 
arms, sobbed, foreseeing that finis was 
about to be written to all she cher-
ished. Mary bent over her, comfort-
ing, whispering. 

Preston got to his feet, seething, 
heedless of the attention he attracted. 

"Hold it," said Bristol—and told 
it all pithily. 

"I suppose," said Preston with one 
eye on the door, "I've got that hel-
lion to thank for this. I f—" his lips 
pursed skeptically—"it isn't a trick 
of some sort. How do I know—" 

"You've got her to thank for sav-
ing your life," cut in Bristol. "It's 
on the level, Preston. You can take 
my word for it—and that word is 
costing me ten thousand dollars. I'm 
through with you, of course." 

"I'm inclined to believe you," said 
Preston calmly. "A man doesn't 
throw away ten thousaqd dollars for 
nothing. Come, Jean. This seems to 
be our exit cue. I'll run you into 
town—" 

She gave him a look of hatred. 
"I'd rather stay and be killed than 

go a step with you!" 
"You're going," said Mary emphat-

ically. "When Ben arrives he's go-
ing to find me and Mr. Preston. Take 
her home, please, Mr. Bristol—and 
please come back for me." 
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"That's real inspiration," said Bris-
tol. 

" I t may be," said Preston, "but I 'm 
afraid you'll have to get along with-
out me. I'm going." 

BRISTOL gripped the gun in his 
coat pocket. He moved close. 

Preston felt the weapon prodding. 
"I'm afraid," said Bristol icily, 

"you haven't much to say about it. 
If you can't see things our way, 
Preston, so help me heaven, I'll kill 
you myself! Sit down!" 

"I've always believed," remarked 
Preston as he obeyed, "that every 
man ha9"his price. This young hell-
cat seems to have found yours." 

"We'll debate that later," said 
Bristol. "Right now there's another 
matter to be adjusted and time is 
short. Y o u have some letters belong-
ing to Mrs. Carson. Hand them over. 
Quick!" 

"I'll be damned if I will !" 
"You'll be dead if you don't!" 
Prodded by the gun, Preston sur-

rendered. 
"Once more, Bristol, I'm inclined 

to believe you. I have one letter 
with me. The others are in my safe. 
If you in turn are willing to believe 
me, I'll give them to you when you 
get home tonight." 

"And in the meantime," Bristol 
stipulated, "Miss Wilson will get 
from you a signed statement making 
clear when these letters were writ-
ten. That will wind up the whole 
affair regardless of whether you give 
up the other letters. Are you ready, 
Mrs. Carson?" 

New life in her face, now flushed 
with gratitude, she got up to go with 
him. 

Mary looked at him with fascina-
tion, awe. He grinned at her. 

"I'll be back for you faster than 
the law allows!" 

Preston's glance followed them to 
the door. He made a droll face. 

"Wouldn't it be unfortunate if 
they were to walk into the embattled 
husband! The chivalrous Bristol 
would more than earn his pay, but 
I doubt that he'd live to enjoy it." 

Mary regarded him distastefully 
across the table. 

Preston laughed, albeit his gaze 
ranged a trifle nervously to the door. 
He ordered food; and a drink, which 
the girl declined. 

Without being urged, he had the 
waiter bring a plain sheet of sta-
tionery on which he wrote the state-
ment demanded by Bristol regarding 
the antiquity of Jean Carson's love-
letters. 

Mary read it and tucked it away. 
"You're a spunky little devil," said 

Preston amiably. 

HE looked up inquiringly as the 
head waiter stopped beside him. 

The waiter had. his lines all pat. 
Having witnessed the conference 
which resulted in the substitution of 
Mary Wilson for her 9ister, he was 
able to draw a pertinent conclusion. 

"A gentleman, sir," he related con-
fidentially, "was here a moment ago 
asking for you. I—er—was on the 
lookout for him, having noticed, you 
understand—" 

"Make it short," said Preston. 
"Yes, sir. I told him you weren't 

here but he insisted upon looking 
in. When he first saw the young 
lady he started to pull a gun. I— 
uh—we try to be as diplomatic as 
possible, you understand, sir. 

"I persuaded him not to be too 
hasty and when he got a better look 
at the young lady, he said something 
about making a mistake and went 
out. He got back into his taxi and 
headed for New York." 

Preston handed him a fifty-dollar-
bill and waved him away. 

"T think," said Mary, her nerves 
relaxing, "I'll go and sit in my car. 
It will be a shade sweeter out there." 
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"Sorry," said Preston, a queer little 
smile turning the corners of his 
mouth. "You're going to wait for 
Bristol?" She nodded. 

"Tell him he still has a bed at my 
house. Tell him to come and get the 
letters even if he doesn't care to 
stay. They haven't much flavor for 
me now." 

He took her out to her car; got 
into his own and rolled away In 
every way he found the evening un-
satisfactory. Most of all, he regretted 
Mary Wilson's refusal to dine with 
him. A spunky little devil . . . 

* * * 

HAVING broken several speed rec-
ords in getting Jean Carson home 

to the city in her coupe, Bristol sub-
sidized a taxi driver to break several 
more in getting him back to the irm. 

"We'll go to Preston's now and get 
the letters," he said to Mary. "You 
give them to your sister tonight and 
take the last of the load off her 
mind. What do you think?" 

"I think it would be wonderful," 
said she—which was more than just 
an answer to his question. 

Their acquaintance ripened rapid-
ly. Long before they entered the 
Preston estate they had been friends 
for a thousand years and more! 

Not far from the house they en-
countered Moore. He was slouching 
along, head bent, steps unsteady; 
outward bound. 

Within ten feet of him Bristol 
stopped; swung the headlights on 
him. Moore looked up, halted, his 
expression ugly. 

"That's the man," cried Mary, 
"who got ten thousand dollars from 
Ben for telling where Jean was!" 

Moore mouthed a curse. He had 
a check for ten thousand dollars— 
a worthless scrap of paper on which 
payment would be stopped. 

"That's the man I want to see," 
aaid Bristol. 

He gently removed her detaining 
hands and got out. 

Moore spat an oath. 
"Talk while you can," said Bristol, 

"because when I get through with 
you your throat will be so full of 
teeth you won't be able to talk. 
Drunk or sober, Moore, you're go-
ing to get it now!" 

Moore snatched a gun from his 
pocket. Bristol sprang forward, 
stumbled as Moore fired. The top of 
his head seemed to have been ripped 
off but he kept going. 

Blinking in the glare of the head-
lights, Moore fired wildly. The wind-
shield shattered. 

The girl screamed. She tried to 
get out of the car to help Bristol but 
her legs wouldn't carry her. 

Bristol, his consciousness fading, 
tottered another step, reached blind-
ly, fell. Panic whelmed Moore. 
Sobered, fearful that he had killed 
both Bristol and the girl, he threw 
down his gun and fted. 

* * * 

BRISTOL recovered consciousness 
in his room in Preston's house. 

Bright sunshine beat against the 
drawn shades. His head thumped 
abominably. He raised his hand to feel 
the bandages. A nurse smiled at him. 

He moved dry lips. She gave him 
water. He closed his eyes, cleared 
his memory. 

Afraid to put the question direct, 
he asked it obliquely: 

"Did anyone else—get shot?" 
"Only you," said the nurse, "and 

you'll be on your feet pretty soon. 
Do you know who shot you ?" 

He thought it over, considering 
what was best for all concerned. 

"No. How long have I been out?" 
"Three days. You'll have to be 

quiet now. See if you can sleep." 
"Sleep!" he protested. "After three 

days of it! I'm all right—only 
groggy. Can't I sit up?" 
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"You certainly can't." The nurse 
exerted pressure: "The girl who was 
with you will be here shortly. I 
had to send her away to get some 
sleep. If you won't rest I won't let 
you see her." 

"I'll rest," he said docilely. 
Mary Wilson came in so quietly 

that he didn't know she was there 
until she laid her hand caressingly 
on his. 

THE nurse left them together. 

"Did you tell," he asked, "who 
shot me?" 

"No, I didn't," she said slowly, un-
certain as to how he would receive 
it. "I didn't want him to be caught 
and involve everybody. Waldon Pres-
ton thought that was best too. 

"He heard the shooting and came 
right away. He had just discharged 
Moore. W e said it was a holdup. 
But—but if you want him captured 
and punished—" 

"Let him go." Bristol grinned: "I 
could have told him he was only 
wasting lead. This isn't the first 
time I've been shot. It never takes." 

"Thank God for that," said Mary. 
"Poor devil," said Bristol. "I sup-

pose he blamed me for his scheme 
going wrong." 

"Yes. He heard us talking that 
night and tried to blackmail Pres-
ton,!, threatening to tell my sister's 
husband. Moore knew he was going 
to meet Jean and sent word to her 
husband, expecting that Ben would 
shoot Preston. And, of course, if 
that had happened Moore would have 
collected Ben's check for ten thou-
sand dollars." 

"Ten thousand dollars," murmured 
Bristol. He looked at her regret-
fully, snapped out of his dream. But 
for Moore, he would have earned ten 
thousand dollars and— 

The nurse came in with a sealed 
envelope. 

"Mr. Preston left this for you. I 

guess you're strong enough to read 
it now." 

He asked Mary to read it to him. 
He had no great interest in anything 
Preston might have to say. He liked 
to hear her voice. 

" Y o u can take my word for it, 
Bristol'," she read, " 'that revenge 
may be sweet—but in the end it will 
do ravaging things to you. 

" ' I am, however enclosing for you 
some slight reward for your service 
in making me see the error of my 
ways. Part is your salary, of course. 

" ' I want you to get this imme-
diately you come to. It should make 
you feel a lot better if you are giv-
i n g » " 
I ng— 

She stopped reading, said "Oh I" 
and flushed a rosy red. 

"What's the matter?" asked Bris-
tol. "Have you run into some 
language ?" 

Shaking her head, she drew a deep 
breath and went on: 

" '—i f you are giving as much 
thought as I suspect to that delight-
ful little hellion, Mary Wilson. Be-
lieve it or not, I once loved her 
sister—and I am not sure that I 
don't love her now'." 

Bristol chuckled but couldn't catch 
her eye. 

SHE held the check in front of 
him. 

"Twenty thousand dollars I" he ex-
claimed, again trying to get her eye. 
"What in the world will I do with 
it?" 

She looked demurely away. 
"I think Mr. Preston is a little 

insane," she said, "but doesn't he 
make a suggestion?" 

Bristol reached for her. The nurse 
held him down. 

So Mary Wilson bent over and 
kissed him—not solely because he 
couldn't get up to kiss her but also 
because she thought it a most de-
lightful thing to do. 



Luck of the RoacJ 

A Story of Eighteenth Century England — 
and the Revenge of Gentleman Dick 

By WAYNE ROGERS 
Anther o/ "The Rolling Road," "The Winding Trail," "Long Oddn," etc. 

THE long, low, diamond-paned 
windows had been left bare 
and uncurtained, and from 

the corner where he sat, with his 
chair tilted back against the wall, 
O'Toole could see the huge bulk of 
the mail coach drawn up at the door; 
could distinguish the figures of the 
holsters, and once the burly yellow-
coated guard of the mail. 

And far away in the distance he 
idly traced the long, straight, un-
ending London Road, lying in the 
silver moonlight like a white scar 

between the dark stretches of field 
and common. 

The inn parlor was deserted ex-
cept for a couple of farmers, tired 
by the day's work and lulled by 
the warm comfort of the fire, now 
all but asleep in either corner of 
the wide bench. Except, also, for a 
little group of three travelers who 
had come by the mail and were go-
ing on by it to London, when the 
horses had been changed and the 
guard and driver were sufficiently 
refreshed. 
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O'Toole's lazy eyes took in all the 
scene, and his thin mouth smiled 
as he observed the smug satisfac-
tion on the travelers' faces. Idly 
he wondered with what degree of 
rapidity that same smugness and sat-
isfaction would turn to abject fear 
if they knew who he was, or if they 
glanced at the face, and then from 
his face to that likeness of it so 
boldly done in black chalk and 
adorning the center of a printed no-
tice hanging on the wall at the far 
end of the room. The lettering—at 
least all that part of it which 
O'Toole could read from where he 
sat—ran: 

One Hundred Guineas Reward! 
Dead or Alive! 

RICHARD O'TOOLE 
(Gentleman Dick) 

"A hundred guineas!" he mut-
tered, thrusting his hands deeper 
into his breeches' pockets and tilt-
ing his chair to and fro on its hind 
legs. "Faith, a hundred guineas 
would be divilish good company for 
a man tonight. I'd do much for 
such a sum with such an empty 
stomach as I've the honor to possess 
this moment! What cursed misfor-
tune was it, at all, overtook me that 
night last month on Richmond Com-
mon? If ever a man was the butt 
of fate I was that one." 

HIS mouth twisted into a wry 
smile as he remembered with 

grim bitterness that night. It was a 
month back, and the moon then had 
been at the full, but the night was 
dark and stormy. All that was de-
sirable for gentlemen of his profes-
sion. He had set out on his nightly 
adventure in merry mood. 

On the best authority he had heard 
that a king's messenger was a trav-
eler by the London mail, and that 
he carried with him a box described 

as old and brown and deeply, carved 
in grotesque African fashion, and 
possessing a false bottom, beneath 
which were secreted three of the 
largest, finest diamonds the eye of 
man had ever beheld. 

As only one man in England bo-
side his Majesty was known to have 
any knowledge of the precious con-
signment, it was thought unneces-
sary for the messenger to ride un-
der escort. The only precaution 
taken was doubling the guard. 

TRULY it would have been a good-
ly haul! But in the very moment 

of success—the guards turned cow-
ards, the passengers abject with fear, 
and nothing left for O'Toole to do 
but reap the reward of victory—Fate 
gave a sudden turn to fortune'6 
wheel and poor O'Toole was nearly 
broken on it. 

Fate was disguised as a king's mes-
senger, who had the temerity to haz-
ard a couple of shots from his re-
serve pistol with such good aim that 
one found a lodging in O'Toole's arm 
and the other in the heart of his beau-
tiful chestnut mare; but that only 
had the effect of adding insult to in-
jury in O'Toole's eyes, and roused 
undying, passionate hate in his tem-
pestuous soul. 

"May I meet him again one day, 
that's all! Meet him and master him 
and make him crawl stomach to earth 
as I did! . . . I'd know his ugly, port-
soddened face again if 'twas a hun-
dred years hence, bad luck and curses 
on him!" 

He was a small man, and hiB three-
caped coat looked almost absurdly 
imposing on his little body. His 
high cheek-bones were covered with 
tightly stretched, sun-tanned skin, 
and the bushy eyebrows shaded eyes 
one never forgot, once having looked 
into them. 

Those eyes! Were they blue or 
black or brown? No two persona 
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ever agreed. They were hidden by 
lids that scarcely ever opened wide, 
and shrouded in the blackest lashes 
eyes ever possessed. The man had 
a way of being but vaguely seen and 
vaguely remembered—unless he per-
mitted pne to look into his eyes, 
full of a strange power; and then 
one never forgot! 

Now he tipped his chair down on 
to its four legs and rose to his feet, 
straightening his cravat and tilting 
his beaver to a more comfortable 
angle. 

A little smothered sound had ar-
rested his attention, and he turned 
on his heel like lightning, his fin-
gers flying to his holster. Then he 
laughed softly to himself, for the 
cause of his sudden alarm was a 
woman, and a very young woman at 
that, though, to be sure he could not 
see her very plainly because of the 
long, gray cloak enveloping her from 
head to foot. The sound which had 
reached his sharp ear was the echo 
of a sob. 

She had seated herself at a little 
table directly facing the notice which 
proclaimed that an injured and in-
dignant government would be pleased 
to pay orte hundred guineas for in-
formation concerning his humble 
B e l f . 

0'TOOLE stood stock still, debat-
ing whether he should offer her 

assistance and perhaps earn the price 
of a meal, yet fearing that proximi-
ty might bring recognition. Femi-
nine eyes were always inconvenient-
ly sttarp and discerning, and woman 
had such an uncomfortable habit of 
jumping to conclusions which were 
generally within an ace of the truth. 

But he was Irish and chivalrous, 
and the wound of a woman's tears 
ever appealed to him—even though 
occasionally they did not deter him 
from gently offering her the choice 
of money or her life. The sight of 

the slender little figure in the gray 
cloak vastly touched his susceptible 
heart, and he found himself walking 
down the room toward her before he 
quite realized his intention, though 
he knew that should she recognize 
him she might scream out and de-
nounce him. 

He came upon her so quietly that 
he stood beside her for a full min-
ute, looking at her, before she turned 
her eyes and saw him. 

SHE was very young and her blue 
eyes were full of tears as she 

looked up at him from beneath the 
frill of the gray hood which all but 
hid her face. 

"You are in trouble, madam?" he 
asked in the voice which had won 
for him so many friends and the 
title of "Gentleman Dick" among his 
brothers of the road. 

"Oh!" she murmured, drawing 
away from him and yet attracted to 
him by the marvelous sweetness of 
his voice. "Oh! who are you?" she 
asked. 

O'Toole shrugged his shoulders as 
he answered her. 

"A passer-by, madam; nothing 
more. But I chanced to overhear 
yer distress and, thinks I, seeing ye 
unattended, 'tis a busy man I'd be 
if I could not find time to offer y« 
me poor services." 

"I came to meet a friend here, but 
he has not arrived—he is not here, 
and I do not know what to do! Oh, 
I was afraid of this. I might have 
known—I might have guessed he 
would be too cowardly to come! I 
might have known it, and yet I 
hoped! I hoped!" ^ 

She spoke the words aloud, though 
possibly unaware of the fact. She 
had forgotten the stranger beside 
her, too distraught to be conscious 
of him. She flung back the gray 
hood and leaned her elbows on the 
table, sinking her chin in her hands. 
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Her eyes, misty with tears, looked 
straight in front of her. 

AND straight in front of her was 
the king's proclamation which 

so intimately concerned O'Toole. 
Suddenly she smote her little 

hands together, and with bitter scorn 
in her voice she pointed to the no-
tice on the wall. 

"Oh, for a man with a courage such 
as he must have!" she cried. "For a 
man with a heart of steel such as 
his must be! A brave, brave man! 
And the King values him at one 
hundred guineas! Why, for such a 
man—for such a man—" 

"Yes, madam? For such a man— 
what?" O'Toole's voice vibrated in 
spite of himself. 

"For such a man I'd give twice 
one hundred guineas—ney! Twice 
that sum again!" she answered 
earnestly. 

"What if I were to tell you that 
he—that such a man as he, aye, 
madam, a man with just such a 
heart of steel as he ye speak of, and 
with his courage—what if I were to 
be after telling ye that such a man 
as he was here at yer elbow, ready 
an' all to do yer bidding? What 
then, faith?" 

"You?" she asked, turning to gaze 
at him. "You?" 

"Sure, madam, an' who else? I've 
a mind to earn that sum ye spoke 
of just now—four times one hun-
dred guineas, to be precise." 

"But what do I know of you? 
How do I know I can trust you? 
There is danger, perhaps very great 
danger, in the thing I want done. 
How do I know I can trust you? 
You are a stranger to me, sir, and 
not—not—" 

She broke off, looking at him in 
embarrassment. 

"Yet 'tis but a minute since ye 
wera extolling me to the skies!" 

" I was? . . . You? What do you 

mean? . . . Oh!—" And she gave a 
quick glance at the picture on the 
wall. 

"At your service, madam." 
The girl stared at him long and 

wonderingly. Then, pulling her 
cloak around her and shading her 
face with her hood, she stood and 
looked at O'Toole. 

"Follow me," she said, and led the 
way out of the inn. 

A narrow lane ran behind the 
inn, connecting with the high road, 
and as O'Toole and his guide en-
tered it from the inn yard they 
saw the yellow lamps of a carriage 
gleaming pale in the white moon-
light. 

"It waits for us," said the girl, 
walking toward the carriage. "We 
have three miles to drive." 

The first part of the journey was 
traversed in silence. O'Toole sat in 
one corner, gazing out upon the 
moonlit country through half-shut 
eyes, apparently almost asleep, but 
in reality noting every turn of the 
road, picking up landmarks and reg-
istering them in his nimble brain. 

The lady in the opposite corner 
was silent, too; white-faced and agi-
tated, her hands clenched in her lap 
and a score of emotions expressioned 
in her face. O'Toole could read the 
doubt and indecision lurking in the 
blue depths of her eyes, and a vague, 
pitying irritation swept over him. 
He turned to her suddenly with a 
gesture of impaticnce. 

IF I may make so bold as to re-
mind you, madam, I think it is 

time ye should tell me all I should 
know. If I am but a soldier of for-
tune, I am a man of honor, and ye 
can trust me with your commission 
as well or better than ye could have 
trusted that other whom ye came 
to the inn this night to meet, an' 
that's the truth!" 

"Patience, patience, sir! I ought 



72 " THRILLING ADVENTURES 

to know my brother'6 mind before 
I tell you all that is in my own! . . . 
And yet time presses, and it is es-
sential that you start on your jour-
ney tonight!" 

"A journey?" 
"Yes, to London. You must be 

away by twelve of the clock. With 
a good horse, how soon do you 
think you could reach Whitehall? 
At eight?" 

AT seven, madam, the saints with 
me! For a wager I would put 

the hour at six, and with a price on 
me head and the enemy at me tail, 
sure I'd dare swear to be having an 
audience with his most gracious maj-
esty at five! 'Tis all but a matter 
of circumstances. A month back I 
would have staked my life and clat-
tered into Whitehall at four! But 
that was a month ago and 'twas I 
possessed the finest horse in the 
world then—poor Mavrone !" 

"Where is she now? Could 
you—" 

"She is dead, madam, dead. Mur-
dered by a black-hearted villain a 
month ago! Shot through the heart 
that was beat for beat in time with 
mine! Dead and the best of the bad 
blood in me went with her; shot 
through the heart as I hope one day 
to serve him, please Heaven! 

"I'm living but for the hour in 
which he'll feel the hand of him he 
so cruelly injured smite him as 
sorely, the dirty blackguard. . . . 
Oh! your pardon, madam! Faith, in 
airing me own woes I have forgot-
ten yours! But command me now!" 

The girl looked at him across the 
flickering, wavering dimness of the 
coach, a searching question in her 
anxious eyes, a telltale quivering on 
her pale lips, but with a new gentle-
ness for him sounding in her voice. 

"You ask me to command you, 
when to command- you means to 
trust you with something which 

meanB a woman's honor and a man's 
life! Oh, shall I do right to so trust 
you? You, a man whom I have 
never set eyes on before an hour 
agone, a cut-throat—for that is how 
they style you!—a highway thief, a 
man whose printed description hangs 
in every hostelry and is nailed on 
every gibbet at every crossroad in 
England—am I to trust such a 
man ?" 

O'Toole, a red flush staining his 
cheeks, leaned out from the shadows 
of his corner so that the light of 
the moon fell full on his face. His 
eyes, with the heavy lids wide open, 
were level with her own—and after-
wards it seemed to her that for the 
space of a long, long moment she 
remembered nothing—until his voice, 
speaking to her, aroused her. 

"Your description of me is so true, 
madam, that it alarms me! And one 
day this poor body of mine may 
flutter from one of those same gib-
bets, who knows? But there is one 
other qualification I possess that you 
—forgot to mention." 

"And that?" the girl asked, but 
half aware that the question had 
passed her lips. 

"A heart of steel!" 
The girl's flower-blue eyes were 

filled suddenly with quick tears, and 
her voice was a whisper of gentle-
ness and remorse when she spoke. 

"And that heart is at my service 
for tonight?" she asked humbly, lay-
ing a soft little hand on his lean 
brown one. 

"Faith, little lady, 'tis yours for 
tonight and for all nights for ever 
and ever till it beats no more!" 

HE spoke in the voice that brought 
the atmosphere of a royal Court 

into the lumbering, jolting carriage, 
and with the grace of a king he 
bowed over the snow-white fingers. 

"Oh, how can I thank you?" cried 
the girl, a wave of relief sweeping 
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"o^er her at the strong confidence of 
his tone. "How can I thank you?" 

"Faith, madam, you forget the four 
hundred guineas! 'Tis them will be 
all the reward I'm needing!" said he, 
a glint of laughter underlying the 
words. "And now, if I am to make 
Whitehall by cockcrow—" 

"You are right. Listen. I went to 
the inn tonight to meet my cousin to 
whom I had sent a message imploring 
him to come. But in my heart I 
must have realized he would be too 
cowardly to undertake that which I 
would have had him do. 

"Still I hoped against hope until I 
saw the last passenger descend from 
the mail and knew that he had failed 
us! I was in despair. Then it was 
that you offered your services and I, 
like a drowning man clutching at 
straws, felt that Heaven must have 
sent you at a moment when I was so 
distraught as to be almost out of my 
wits. That much you know. 

"The rest—all that part of it which 
will concern you—is this: my brother 
met with an accident this afternoon 
which has rendered him incapable of 
carrying out a mission which honor 
and friendship compelled him to un-
dertake. He was to have ridden to 
London tonight with a message—a 
letter—for a great lady, a very great 
lady indeed, sir—the greatest lady in 
the land—" 

"Her Majesty?" asked O'Toole, his 
voice instinctively dropping to a 
whisper. 

AND in a whisper, as though fear-
ful lest the shadows lurking 

round the coach windows should 
overhear, the lady answered him: 

"Yes, the Queen. The letter means 
her honor and a man's life if it be 
not delivered to my Lord Hampden 
tomorrow morning before the clocks 
tell the hour of nine! And into his 
hands alone! Let no one persuade 
you, no matter how fair they speak. 

Always remember that you hold a 
man's life in that letter—the life of 
a man I love." 

Her voice sank to the veriest 
breath of a whisper and the tears 
welled again in her eyes. 

"I will permit nothing to delay the 
delivery of that letter, dear lady. I'll 
take me oath on it," he said gently. 

"Oh, I thank you for that promise! 
But be ever on your guard, for there 
are those who will try and intercept 
that preciouB missive, and they will 
stop at nothing. 

I SAID just now that my brother 
had met with an accident? It was 

no accident! It was attempted mur-
der, and but for a chance, they would 
have succeeded in their villainy, and 
two hearts—the great lady's and a 
young girl's—would have died under 
the same blow!" 

"Faith, madam, but I begin to think 
you could not have found a man bet-
ter fitted to the part than myself! 
The venture has a spice in it, and I 
was ever fond of spice!—Ha! 'tis 
here your brother is?" 

The coach had stopped before a 
long, low house, and the hall lights 
shed a yellow brilliancy into the 
night. 

Upstairs a man swathed in blood-
stained bandages, his eyes strained 
with anxiety, driven almost into de-
lirium by his helplessness, lay toss-
ing on a bed. 

He looked at O'Toole long and 
earnestly. 

"You swear to succeed if it's in the 
power of man to do so?" he ques-
tioned, a nervous agony making his 
voice ring metallically. 

"Faith I do, sir," replied O'Toole 
cheerfully. " 'Tis a lump of lead in 
me heart here 'twill be the only thing 
that'll be stopping me. I'm the vil-
lain to go when once I get started, 
and the sooner that start begins the 
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better, I think, if I may make to 
bold ?" 

"Yes, yes. Betsy, do you go and 
get Blade to saddle Black Patrick 
and send Hawkins here to me. Tell 
him to bring my riding clothes and 
jackboots with him. Mr. O'Toole, 
my Bister and I are placing our very 
lives in your hands, and also the 
life's peace of another who must not 
be named too freely in a place where 
even the walls seem to have ears. My 
sister has told you nearly all. It but 
now remains for you to dress your-
self in clothes befitting a visit to 
Whitehall. 

"There's not so much difference be-
tween your size and mine that it will 
be noticeable. That black wig of 
mine yonder will be an excellent dis-
guise in case you should happen upon 
any of the gentlemen who have been 
reluctantly generous to you in the 
past—and I think also that this hat 
of mine, and this cloak, have a more 
aristocratic appearance than your 
own, so accept them with my regards. 

A RING or two I think would be 
suitable to adorn your hands af-

ter you have scoured them well, and 
you'll find a purse a convenience, I 
dare swear? The four hundred 
guineas I will lodge with a friend, 
Sir Fordyce Hollington, at Brook 
House, Richmond, where you will 
call for them at a time suitable to 
yourself after nine o'clock tomorrow 
morning. 

"You see, I'm trusting you abso-
lutely, as I could not trust any of 
the white-livered cowards here who 
call themselves my friends! 

"Now I think I've told you every-
thing. Remember, you have naught 
to do save deliver this packet into 
the hands of Lord Hampden before 
nine o'clock tomorrow morning. 

"There will be no answer, no rec-
ognitions whatever, but I shall know 
within the day of either your success 

or failure. And ride, man! Ride as 
though all the hounds of Hades were 
after you, and remember that danger 
lurks behind each shadow, that the 
country is full of spies waiting and 
watching to trap the messenger who 
carries thi6 little packet! 

"Do not count yourself safe until 
you are within the palace, and even 
then be on your guard! To gain an 
entry and an audience say that you 
come from Henri Deschamps—do not 
forget the name. Now go." 

TW E L V E was just striking from 
the clock over the stables when 

O'Toole rode out of the yard, mount-
ed on the huge Black Patrick, and 
dressed as a gentleman of fashion, 
booted and spurred and gloved like 
any dandy. A modish gold-laced hat 
perched rakishly on the curled, full-
bottomed wig. 

For the first time in four weeks he 
felt in love with all the world. He 
had had an excellent dinner, the ad-
venture was well to his liking, and 
last, but not least, he was once more 
astride as fine a horse as the heart 
of man could desire. 

" 'Tis I would be the happy man 
tonight if I could but have had me 
own old coat with its convenient 
pockets! Faith, an' 'tis me mother, 
too, would be the proud woman could 
she see me this minute! 

"And the colleens—sure they'd 
look at me, now—Arrah! Ye divil, 
ye! Ye're beginning as early as this, 
are ye? Ho, ho, they told me to 
count every shadow as a man; but, 
faith, I didn't expect to have to 
reckon on the very gate-stone as a 
dirty scoundrel!" 

For out of the darkness of a tree 
the black, quivering shadow of a 
man's head was projected flatly on 
the white earth. The sight sent a 
thrill of pure joy through O'Toole, 
and he licked his lips with fervent 
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pleasure as he steadied his pistol in 
deliberate aim. 

As the rest of the man's body fol-
lowed the reflected head, he fired 
sure and, he hoped, straight. Then 
he dug his spurs into his horse and 
was safe round the curve in the road 
before the spy's belated bullet came 
singing after him. 

Once was always enough for 
O'Toole, and the by-ways and the 
woods were after all more familiar 
to him than the open road, and vastly 
more to his liking when there hap-
pened to be a hundred guineas on his 
head! He realized, too, that the car-
rier ôf the secret letter would be 
looked for on the open London Road 
and in the approaches to Whitehall. 

They would not dream of his pas-
sage through the woods and dales, 
swimming the intervening rivers, 
scaling the chalky Wiltshire hills 
and galloping at break-neck speed 
over the trackless downs! 

They were allowing for a hot-
headed youth, ignorant of intrigues, 
riding straight for the goal with a 
fine loyalty in his heart and an 
Englishman's scorn for shirking dan-
ger swelling his head. They could 
not know that when they succeeded 
in disabling one messenger his place 
would be taken by one who lived in 
the backwaters; a man who could in-
terpret the., twittering of the leaves 
and the rustling of the grasses in the 
thickest forest as easily as the travel-
er reads the milestones on the open 
highway, and to whom a tuft of 
rushes in the swamps was as sure a 
landmark as a signpost at a cross-
roads. 

SO once clear of the avenue, lie 
headed his colossal steed for the 

high thorn hedge. He cleared it like 
a swallow skimming water and 
O'Toole's heart swelled with pride. 
Then away, tearing like the wind in 
a break for the open downs. 

On—on—the speed ever increasing, 
the light fading as the morning 
waned, the sense of danger ever in-
creasing, London ever drawing nearer 
and nearer. On—on—the speed a 
steady gallop now, the little modish 
hat long since lost, the gloves long 
since in ribbons. 

On—on—a township sighted in the 
distance, then its night-watchman 
shuffling out of the way of those 
ringing hoofs. On—on—the speed 
failing a little in spite of the spurs. 

On—on—till the night melted into 
dawn, till the foam flying from Black 
Patrick's massive jaws was flccked 
with red, till the golden splendor of 
the eastern sky faded to sober gray. 
Then far away on the horizon a cloud 
no bigger than a man's hand hung 
low in the heavens, and under that 
cloud O'Toole knew that London 
slept. 

MY Lord of Hampden rang hia 
bell for the fortieth time within 

an hour. 
"The messenger—" he asked the 

servant who answered the summons 
—"is there no sign of him yet? Have 
you sent to meet him? Why do you 
not bring me—Hark! What was that? 
A shot?" 

"The guards, my lord, have not 
sighted any messenger, as yet, but 
they are posted. Aye, my lord, that 
surely was a shot! And there's an-
other! Shall I—" 

"Haste, haste and learn what they 
mean! S'death! But they can mean 
but one thing! God ha' mercy if 
they've got him—Oh I" 

He broke off suddenly at the 
sound of rushing feet upon the 
oaken stair, and his face, naturally 
bloated and coarse, went white as 
paper. He had spent the night pacing 
up and down his room and the strain 
was beginning to tell upon him. As 
he listened to the noise without, his 
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eyes blazed and alternate hope and 
fear swelled in his brain. 

The 3tepa on the stairs came rapid-
ly near. There was a sound of a 
heavy body being flung out of the 
way, the sound of labored breathing. 
Then the door opened with scant 
ceremony, and O'Toole flung into the 
room. 

HE was haggard and spent with 
his seven hours' ride, bespat-

tered with red clay, shrouded in 
white dust and bleeding profusely 
from a wound in the ear, where a 
ball from an enemy's blunderbuss 
had caught him in the very moment 
of his triumphant dash down White-
hall. 

"I am the messenger from Henri 
Deschamps, my Lord Hampden. I 
have the letter safe. I have the great 
good fortune to hand it to yer 
honor!" 

He held out the little packet—dec-
orated now with two or three sig-
nificant crimson stains—and Hamp-
den sprang forward to take it. 

"In the name of the State I thank 
you!" he said, with more reverence 
in his voice than one would have be-
lieved possible to look at his coarse 
face. "If ever there comes a time in 
your life when you need a friend, 
then turn you to Lord Hampden and 
he will help you, though every law 
forbids! Gad! You've ridden hard, 
Bir! And wounded, too? Badly?" 

It was then, as he stepped out of 
a patch of shadow into the streaming 
morning sunshine, that O'Toole rec-
ognized him! Recognized the man 
whom he had sworn never to forget! 
The man he had been hungering to 
meet. 

The man who had killed his be-
loved mare! He was face to face 
with the man whom he had vowed 
he would make crawl as he had 
crawled that night on Richmond 
Common a month before. 

Weak and hysterical, the wound in 
his arm like a hot iron searing the 
flesh, he lunged at his enemy, his fin-
gers twitching to be at Hampden's 
neck, an inarticulate cry sobbing in 
his throat. 

Mistaking his excitement for ill-
ness, Hampden turned quickly to the 
side table and poured some brandy 
into a glass, then brought it to the 
messenger's side and held it to his 
lips. 

The spirit, trickling down his 
throat, revived O'Toole and the red 
anger in his excited brain gave way 
to his usual cunning. He realized 
suddenly his weakness and laughed 
bitterly at himself. What match was 
he for even the most puny of enemies 
in his present enfeebled state—with 
the blood still flowing from his 
wounded arm? There were a dozen 
lackeys beyond the door, ready to 
rush to their master's assistance at 
the faintest call! No, no—cunning! 
Cunning was always the weakest 
dog's best suite! Craft! 

One of the lackeys had already 
been summoned. He was directed 
to bring water and bandages, and 
Hampden bared O'Toole's wounded 
arm with his own jewel-covered fin-
gers. All the while O'Toole was 
torn with desire to bury his thick 
white teeth in the noble's bull-neck 
and hang on like a ferret till one 
or the other of them conqueredl 
But his increasing faintness warned 
him to be meek, and he lay back 
in his chair, an apparently exhausted 
man, with eyes almost closed and 
teeth all but meeting in the under 
lip. 

BUT the eyes from under the 
heavy, lowered lids were sweep-

ing the room, imprinting each detail 
of it in the wonderful, retentive 
mind; storing it all up on the chance 
that some day in the future it might 
prove useful. 
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Then suddenly the eyelids quiv-

ered and the roving eyes grew fixed. 
A small writing table stood al-

most beneath the window and the 
sun was shining on it in all its 
brilliancy, marking out everything 
on it with startling exactness. 

It was upon this table that 
O'Toole's eyes had fallen. 

For there, with the sunshine riot-
ing around it, lay a little brown box, 
strangely carved in foreign gro-
tesqueness, and O'Toole's memory 
leaped as he saw it. It was the box 
in which the diamonds had been 
brought from Hull to London a 
month ago. The box which he had 
tried to capture by holding up the 
mail on Richmond Common, and 
which had so nearly caused his 
death at the hands of that velvet-
coated aristocrat who was so assidu-
ously dosing him with brandy. 

HIS quick brain worked rapidly. 

Ten to one the diamonds were 
still in the box, else what did it do 
gracing a lord's table in his private 
chamber? It was a dirty, inelegant 
box, and there were scores of better 
carved boxes in London to be had 
if one fancied such curiosities. Ten 
to one the diamonds were still hid-
den in the secret drawer. 

He lay quite still in the chair, 
planning, planning, in that cunning 
brain. Oh! 'twould be a sweet re-
venge ! 'Twas almost as good as 
squeezing the life out of his lord-
ship's fat throat, as putting a ball 
through the villain's heart, black 
with the stain of his mare's murder! 
Almost as good? Nay, 'twere better, 
for 'twould last longer! 

A sweet revenge! He sucked his 
breath in through his teeth in his 
tense excitement, and Hampden in-
terpreted the action as a sign of 
pain. 

"The man is in much pain," he 
said to his lackey. "Go and fetch 

Mr. Townley, and see also that the»e 
is a bed got ready for him immedi-
ately. He is too weak to leave the 
palace." 

It was the moment O'Toole had 
been praying might be given to himl 

The instant he was alone with his 
enemy, O'Toole sprang to his feet. 

"My Lord Hampden," he said 
slowly and softly, with his strange 
eyes bent on the man before him, 
"I am a man who once swore to 
have the honor of killing ye. Ye 
once murdered something I loved 
and I've sworn to be avenged. But 
'tis not with blood I'll soil me 
hands, 'tis with something far and 
away more precious, I'm thinking, 
and something I've been wanting for 
a month past." 

All the while he had been speaking 
O'Toole had kept his eyes wide 
open and fixed on Hampden with an 
intensity that made the latter's mind 
drift in spite of his struggle to pre-
vent it. The strange mesmeric 
power of the messenger's eyes was 
unhuman, and the noble had an idea 
he had met that look before—where, 
when? He tried to think, but was 
conscious only of a pair of eyes 
staring wildly into his through a 
mist, and he lost himself in a dream, 
a trance. 

NO one stopped the messenger as 
he walked out of the palace 

yard into Whitehall, and no one 
noticed the bulk of the carved box 
under the capes of his coat. 

It was exactly six hours later that 
his lordship remembered with a sud-
den flash of inspiration where and 
when he had met the messenger from 
Henri Deschamps before and where 
those strange eyes had looked into 
his—and then the flash of inspira-
tion was only brought about by the 
discovery that the carved box, with 
the diamonds still concealed in its 
secret drawer, was missing! 
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Joe Bardeen, crazed with jealousy, pre-
pares to blow up a gold prospect owned by 
Kerry Lassiter, his successful rival for the 
hand of Belle Bennett. But accident, in the 
guise of a snooping gray pack rat, sends 
the dynamite off too soon und Joe Bardeen 
is deformed for life. 

After surgical treatment he assumes vari-
ous names, finally calling himself Rufc An-
derson. 

Kerry hears of the accident at the mine, 
but bravely looks elsewhere for what he 
can find; and returning once from a three-
week prospecting trip, finds his wife, Belle, 
gone, the elder Bennetts stabbed in bed. All 
that is left is his three-year old, frail son, 
Jimmy. 

Five years later he goes with Jimmy— 
and Jimmy's uncle Ding—to the Armar-
gosa desert. Here he meets Rufe Ander-
son, who is starving. They feed him and 
make him a partner in a new prospecting 
venture, not connecting him in the least 
with Joe Bardeen. The thirst for revenge 
is alive in Rufe Anderson, but he waits 
patiently. . . . 

Years later Jimmy, who is a mechani-
cally inclined student, is working in Illinois 
on a new model automobile. One day he 
finds his model and tools dynamited, and 

connects the calamity with several mysteri-
ous messages he has received. 

He shows these messages to his friend, 
Corns Kemble, whose life he saved during 
the World War. 

They read: Poverty, Disillusionment, 
Failure, Death. Each message is mailed 
from a different place and in each another 
word is ringed. 

Jimmy tells Corns all he knows of his 
past history and that of his father. He 
shows a letter from Uncle Ding about th« 
disappearance of Rufe Anderson, whom 
they call Frozen Face. The letter also says 
that Kerry has left the mine and cannot 
be traced. 

As Corns Kemble and Jimmy speak about 
all this, at the boarding house where Jimmy 
lives and plan to get to the bottom of it, 
a bomb suddenly comes into the window. 
Jimmy luckily catches it and flings it away. 
The downstairs windows of the house are 
shattered to fragments. 

Corns and Jimmy take guns and start 
out— 

"Let's get him!" shouts Jimmy. 
Now On On with ths Story. 
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X . 

C H A P T E R V 

Billed Through 

THERE was no need of pur-
suit. But there on the little 
patch of lawn in front of 

the old rooming house, lay a groan-
ing, half-unconscious f i g u r e — a 
heavy-set man wearing beard and 
mustache, whose clothes fitted him 
crudely, as if they had been bought 
from a mail-order catalogue. 

He was terribly mutilated—one 
leg blown off at the knee, and with 
evident internal injuries. Men had 
come running from other houses. 
The landlady was staring, wringing 
her hands. 

"Quick! Ambulance! Phone the 
Garfield Park Hospital!" cried Jim-
my, dropping to one knee. Instant-
ly he saw the spurting blood, and 
began to rip off his shoes. From 
the laces and the barrel of his .45 

six-shooter, he fashioned a rude but 
effective tourniquet. 

"Must have thrown the egg too 
quick—and then waited to hear it go 
off ." commented Corns Kemble, with-
out sympathy. 

Later he repeated this to the po-
lice, who were harshly inquisitive 
and suspicious at first—deeming it 
likely that this returned officer him-
self had brought and thrown the 
grenade. 

Still later, in spite of the fact 
that the would-be assassin died at 
the hospital without regaining con-
sciousness, Corns and Jimmy were 
cleared. The dead man carried a 
gun, without a permit such as Jim-
my had. 

And the bomb-thrower hailed from 
a part of town just then beginnihg 
to attain notoriety—Cicero. He was 
known as an ex-bouncer, a strong-
arm man, with convictions for as-



80 " THRILLING ADVENTURES 

sault on his record, not to mention 
one acquittal for robbery. . . . 

Five days later, with some reluc-
tance,1 the comrades were allowed to 
take the Overland Limited from the 
Northwestern Station. They were 
bound back to Nevada, where Corns 
asserted the truth of all these puz-
zles must lie. 

"That Cicero tough guy couldn't 
be the brainB of the bunch that's 
been after your happy family," he 
stated with conviction. "Nope. 
We'll find him out somewhere near 
the sugar." 

"Eh?" Jimmy was settling himself 
in the club car, pouring out ginger 
ale with a suspicious brownish fluid 
he had brought in a flask. 

"That gold mine's the crux of it 
all!" stated Corns flatly—and was 
entirely wrong in the surmise. But 
then he had been used to the wick-
edness of sane men, and could hardly 
be blamed. 

DURING ensuing hours the two 
talked over various aspects of 

the singular puzzle, without arriving 
at any definite conclusions. Out of 
all the talk came just a firmer friend-
ship—and one item which made 
Kemble arch his brows but say noth-
ing. 

"Why did your folks call that 
mine the Yellow Eye? Sounds more 
like a mysterious diamond, rather 
than gold," Corns asked. 

That led to a fuller description 
of the missing Frozen Face, as Jim-
my had seen him that first time out 
in the gulch of the Belted Range. 
Corns was thoughtful for a while 
thereafter. 

There might be some connection 
between a Yellow Eye mine, a part-
ner with yellow eyes, and this yel-
low ink on the correspondence cards: 
but for life of him it seemed like 
stretching coincidence to the break-
ing point. 

"I'll bet there aren't more'n a 
hundred bottles of yellow ink sold 
a year," he said after a time. 
"Reckon I'll look into that one of 
these days. It might give us a 
clue." 

There was a rush in the club car 
for a time that evening, and then 
later it became almost deserted 
again. Jimmy and Corns had been 
out to the diner, back to their Pull-
man, and then returned to the club 
car for a drink and smoke before re-
tiring. 

THEY found the end seats, those 
arranged with tables, unoccupied 

on one side. Across the aisle was a 
single individual, a man dressed 
quietly, almost funereally in black. 
He might have been a Protestant 
minister, viewed from the rear. 

But as he glanced up at the two, 
Corns realized that if this man ever 
had been a minister, he had been 
unfrocked ages ago. He was busy 
with a deck of cards which he had 
arranged before him in clock soli-
taire ; and both the shoulder hunch 
and the manner in which agile fin-
gers handled the pasteboards be-
spoke the habitual—if not profes-
sional—gambler. 

Corns, who had spent most of his 
years in wide-open Nevada, knew 
the type. Another glance revealed 
long, carefully-tended fingernails, a 
cold, flytrap mouth, and a diamond 
little-finger ring of exactly the type 
often used by cruder professionals 
to camouflage a tiny palm mirror. 

The ex-captain set the stranger 
down as one of those cold-blooded 
harpies which infest club cars and 
steamship smoking rooms, making 
a sordid living from unsuspecting 
travelers. 

Right there for the second time in 
a short interval, Kemble's judgment 
was in error. The stranger once 
had been the house man behind a 
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faro layout in Goldfield, it was true. 
But he had risen in the world. 

For several years now he had 
acted as the first lieutenant to a 
very rich criminal—a man who 
planned and carried out operations 
through much of the west and south-
west, occasionally branching out still 
further. 

FROZEN FACE RUFE ANDER-
SON, during his numerous peri-

ods of absence from the Yellow Eye 
Mine, had started and was carrying 
on a great organization doing busi-
ness far more to his liking—since it 
almost inevitably called for murder, 
and sometimes torture as well. His 
specialty was abduction, ransom, tor-
ture—and then the final double-
cross, usually of the distressed 
family who had paid the ransom. 

Once a ransom was paid, it was 
much better simply to kill a pris-
oner and dispose of the body. That 
minimized risk, and also appealed 
strongly to the basic instincts of 
Frozen Face lust for killing which 
he possessed even back in the days 
when he rode as express guard with 
Cussemout Crandall. 

Jimmy no doubt was a more re-
ceptive and sensitive person than 
his hard-boiled ex-captain comrade. 
His glances at the man across left 
him restless. He took a long time 
over his nightcap drink, trying to 
discover if he had ever seen that 
black-garbed individual before. 

Years in the army are apt to leave 
any man with confused impres-
sions of familiarity where any con-
ceivable cast of human countenance 
is concerned, however. Jimmy re-
luctantly decided that this must be 
the case here. 

At this moment the card-player 
swept up his solitaire layout. He 
turned once, flashing a strange, leer-
ing smile that seemed caustic, biting. 
Then he got up and stalked down 

the aisle to the writing desk at the 
other end of the car. There he 
sat down, a pad of yellow Western 
Union blanks in front of him. 

A few minutes later he rang for 
the porter, gave him a message and 
a bill. Then he arose, and walked 
out of the club car. 

Jimmy felt a queer hunch stir. 
"Wait a second, Corns!" he whis-

pered. 
Then he arose, and went to the 

writing desk. After a single search-
ing glance he tore off the top blank 
and came back. Then for several 
minutes he bent down close, tracing 
carefully with a pencil the slight in-
dentations in the paper. 

"Looks like he used a hard pen-
cil," proffered Corns, who had be-
come interested. 

"Uh-huh," agreed Jimmy in an ab-
sent tone. "Sa-ay, what the hell 
d'you s'pose this means?" he went 
on, looking up with a scowl. "I— 
well, I sorta felt that we—that this 
message might—" He broke off, 
scratching his chin. "Take a look 
at it!" He held out the paper. 

This is what Kemble read: 

Bildad Claeys 
AJo, Nevada 

Guinea pig and salty razorback de-
livery Thursday four. C & 0 & D incon-
venient for packing. 

G R A N T . 

KEMBLE no more than looked at 
it when he started to laugh, 

changed his mind, and held it down 
to a snort. "Good Lord, you sure had 
a hunch—guinea pig!" he chuckled. 
"Oh, don't you see, Jimmy? I'm 
the razorback! The letter C. O. and 
D. mean Chicago, Omaha and Den-
ver! We change at Denver—and I'll 
bet our obvipus train to Ajo is one 
that gets there Thursday at four 
P. M!" 

"Oh, the damn—" Jimmy red-
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dened and began to sputter. He had 
been insulted lots of times because 
of his stature, but being likened t<J 
a guinea pig was the unkindest cut 
of all. "I'll work over that guy till 
he knows he's—" 

"Sh-h, mind!" cautioned Corns, 
serious again. "He didn't know you 
like I do, little man. But d'you get 
the rest of this message? Packing 
—that means killing and hiding our 
bodies, I suppose—inconvenient at 
those places. They failed in Chi-
cago, so they'll probably try to do it 
in A j o ! 

"Well, that means we can sleep in 
peace a couple of nights, anyhow. 
I'm glad to know that much. No, 
we won't go after that gambolier. 
He's a friend of Bildad Claeys, the 
slimiest critter in Southern Nevada. 
You know, he used to hang out near 
Clear Creek Valley, where my fami-
ly has its ranch. I remember Claeys. 
I'll be mighty glad for a legitimate 
chance to break his neck!" 

CHAPTER VI 
Headquarters in Hell! 

THE crust of southeastern 
Nevada—through the Belted 
Range, the Desert Range, 

Emigrant Valley, and even Indian 
Spring Valley—is so ash-dry that 
even the carrion crow avoids it. Yet 
all over this immense land there is 
water available within less than a 
mile. Except where freak mountain 
formations produce a narrow, iso-
lated oasis of fertility, like Clear 
Creek Valley, however, the water 
flowing generally south and east to 
the Colorado River, or its tributary, 
the Virgin, lies deep underground. 

Some of the deep caves on the 
eastern side of the Belted Range 
have access to it: and it is in the 
bowels of one of these immense 
basalt and granite caverns that 
Frozen Face Rufe Anderson had 

headquarters wherein many of his 
important captives had been con-
fined in times past. 

But never had he enjoyed the cus-
tody of men he hated as terribly as 
those who now shivered in the dank 
gloom of his natural dungeon! 

Four hundred feet below the high 
granite arch that supported a shell 
of rock and desert alkali above, lay 
chambers and corridors worn smooth 
in dim, past eons, by the bare feet 
of men who vanished long ages be-
fore a Star shone over Bethlehem, 
leaving no record of themselves or 
their civilization. It was in one of 
these silent vaults of black— 

FOR hours at a time there had 
been no sound save the monot-

onous st-st-st of water seepage from 
the high walls. But now in the solid 
darkness sounded the clank of a 
dragging chain. 

It came from what once probably 
had been a buried niche in this vast 
catacomb, for there were other 
niches just like it all along the wall 
—rounded bays, each with a sort of 
dais chiseled from the solid rock. 

There was a muttering, tired voice. 
Then a low, hopeless groan. 

"Are you awake, Ding?" 
The hoarse voice boomed in the 

vault, but its resonance deadened as 
it reached the further immensities 
of the cavern. One sensed it was no 
more than the involuntary protest 
of a strong man who long since had 
given up hope, yet who could not 
die till the last vestige of strength 
had been sapped from his great 
body. 

He was Kerry Lassiter, who at 
that very moment was being sought 
by his son and Corns Kemble. 

There was no reply for half a 
minute. That in itself was an ap-
palling thing to one who ever had 
known the swift smile, snappy 
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comebacks, and general jollity of the 
Other man there in the dungeon. 

"Oh, yeah, I s'pose I am," came 
the moody reply at last. "I ain't 
even able to sleep, Kerry. Good God, 
that devil's gone plumb loco, ain't 
he, Kerry?" 

The last was a sort of explosion, 
as the incredible horror of it all 
burst once again through the dead-
ened shell of Ding's apathy. 

Now there was no answer at all, 
except a muffled sigh. That was 
worse than if the other denizen of 
the darkness had burst forth with 
the vilest invective. 

"Oh, Christ, Kerry!" came a sud-
den terror-stricken wail. "Say some-
thing, old man! Anything! I got 
to hear a voice! I been here eight 
days—tell it by my luminous watch, 
and that grub they bring us. I'm—" 

"And I've been here since—the 
Monday following that cowboy 
shooting out at Clear Creek Valley!" 
came the solemn answer. Again 
there sounded the ominous clank of 
shifting chains. 

"Oh-h—" 

THE voice of Ding faded in ut-
ter horror. His brother had been 

chained here for nearly seven 
months! To him it was inconceivable. 

"But even at that I—oh, Kerry," 
he began again incoherently. "Don't 
think I don't guess what you've been 
through! But—but I s'pose some-
times when we were all out there, 
and only wondering what them cards 
that come to us in the mail really 
meant, you thought a lot about what 
I—I was doing. Eh, Kerry?" 

There was no answer. Probably 
the elder brother did not grasp 
w o r d s any more, unless he w a s 

B h o c k e d into giving thern especial 
attention. 

Ding started again. He found it 
hard to explain, this secret he had 
kept from his brother-partner. But 

the truth was that for a long time 
there had been a gathering load of 
dread on Ding's mind. 

He had not known what it was he 
feared; but that only made it worse. 
Then when those anonymous cards 
had started to come, promising him 
and Kerry CHAINS, TORTURE, 
DEATH—well, Ding had made his 
arrangements for living under a dif-
ferent name. 

IN brief, while away from the 
mine, as he had been much of the 

time now for three years, he had 
married—under another name than 
Lassiter. There was nothing crimi-
nal or even wrong about the decep-
tion. If something awful was going 
to happen to Kerry and himself— 
and Frozen Face, who admitted also 
getting the queer warnings—why 
Ding meant to shield the girl he 
married. Now— 

"Lord above, the doctor must be 
with her now, Kerry, old man!" he 
breathed in mental agony. "I sent 
to Rosewell for him a week ago yes-
terday—no, day before yesterday." 

A sigh was all the sound from the 
other. 

"Kerry, what in God's name did 
we ever do to him?" 

There was still no answer. The 
two prisoners had been over this 
ground of conjecture many times. In 
all truth, Kerry himself had a sus-
picion now, though it was not 
grounded in knowledge at all— 
merely a sort of dead reckoning of 
elimination. 

In all the world he knew of only 
one man who might wish him harm! 
And that one was the creature who 
already had done him the worst in-
jury a man can do another of his 
kind. 

If the partner they knew as 
Frozen Face really were that fiend, 
then Kerry Lassiter simply had to 
live long enough to close the terrible 



84 " THRILLING ADVENTURES 

account I The thought was all that 
had sustained him through the grim, 
lonely hours. 

Ding spoke again. 
"There—there's an empty place be-

tween us!" he said, with a catch in 
his voice. "D'you s'posc he's keep-
ing that for Jimmy?" 

TrIAT g o a d e d t h e invisible m a n , 

w h o c h o k e d o u t a C u r s e t h a t 

trailed despairingly. But then Kerry 
seemed to c a t c h hold of himself. 

"I wish you'd sing, old-timer," he 
said. "I—I used to lay here and 
wish—" The rest of the sentence was 
left unfinished. 

Ding was game. He cleared his 
throat, and then launched into an 
old vaudeville song. 

"1 just received a cable 'fepatch 
From my ancestral home. 
It tells me I'm the great Gazoo, 
Successor to the throne! 
My throne will he a bungalow, 
Away up in the trees, 
Where I'll be ruling mon 

A dull crash from far up a corri-
dor interrupted him. Both prisoners 
knew that this was caused by the 
lifting away of a wooden door— 
hingeless. It was not time for food. 

They waited, tense, hoping that it 
might mean something, anything! 
Death even would be welcome as a 
period to their suffering! 

They both should have known bet-
ter. Frozen Face was coming, but 
not to relieve suffering. This was 
part of his program of refined cruel-
ty, the vengeance against a whole 
family which his twisted brain 
deemed necessary. 

It was emblematic of his particu-
lar obsession, too, that he wished to 
have all three members of the hated 
Lassiteis present when he started 
the final screaming horror of tor-
ture and death. 

One member still walked free. But 

the last message which had come 
through from Bildad Claeys at A j o 
said that the boy was on his way 
west. Oh, he would walk nicely into 
the web of the spider! 

Slow, measured footfalls sounded. 
They approached. No glimmer of 
light showed. But unconsciously the 
two chained men straightened, star-
ing into the blackness, expecting 
they knew not what. This was some 
new horror prepared for them by 
their diabolical captor, both knew 
with chilling certainty. 

The steps ceased. Of a sudden the 
blinding glare of a powerful electric 
torch illuminated the two niches 
where the prisoners were chained, 
and the empty space between, which 
waited for Jimmy Lassiter. Neither 
of the two men who strained to see 
past that blinding light caught a 
glimpse now of their captor, how-
ever. He remained motionless, voice-
less. 

"Anderson!" cried out Kerry, his 
voice hoarse with agony and the 
strain his enfeebled body had put 
against the unyielding chains. 

No answer. The unseen man re-
garded his new prisoner without 
any particular interest, then looked 
at the unkempt, pitiful figure of 
Kerry. 

It would have been hard to dis-
cern a trace of the superb physical 
being who had been one of the part-
ners in the Yellow Eye Mine. 
Wasted, dirty, white of hair and 
beard, clothes rotted away, and his 
figure no more than a caricature of 
manhood now, Kerry Lassiter sank 
back, understanding full well that 
there could be no mercy from this 
pitiless fiend. 

TI1HEN came the horrid climax. 
J- The great searchlight blinked 

out. Instantly Kerry and Ding found 
their voices, clamoring for mercy. 
There was no immediate answer. 
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Neither of the prisoners was sure, 
after all that noise, that Anderson 
had not silently departed, leaving 
them to scream at the blankness of 
the cavern. It seemed so, at any rate. 
After a time they subsided, Ding 
groaning, his head between his man-
acled hands. 

"Heh-heh-heh!" 
A grisly chuckle came from where 

Anderson must have stood. But 
now a small light Hashed on. It 
illuminated only the head and shoul-
ders of the insane scoundrel, and it 
stayed on no more than five minutes. 

But those were long seconds of 
crawling repulsion! This was not 
Frozen Face Anderson! Or if it 
was he, something more gruesome 
even than the scars had happened to 
his countenance! 

The face there in the light was 
vermilion of lips, chalk white of 
cheeks, hairless, appalling in some 
unearthly fashion which neither 
prisoner could guess. 

The light disappeared, leaving 
them screaming with a momentary 
madness which well might become 
chronic. That awful face! 

In actuality this was an ingenious 
mask, made of chalk-white vici kid. 
It fitted the scarred face of Ander-
son as closely as a fine dress glove. 

But ne knew, as he went back with 
slow, measured tread the same way 
he had come, that neither of the 
victims chained there in the dark-
ness would know, or even guess with 
surety. He chuckled gloatingly 

CHAPTER VII 
A Desert Skeleton 

SOMETIME during that first 
night on the train. Corns Kem-
ble and Jimmy Lassiter lost 

their gambler-shadow, the man who 
had signed his name to the telegram 
concerning, a guinea pig and a razor-
btrk hog. 

Grant, as he had signed himself, 
left the train and caught another 
bound back to Chicago. Everything 
had not gone perfectly smoothly. But 
he consoled himself with the last 
message from the chief. 

Frozen Face had changed his mind. 
He was glad to have them coming 
back to Nevada, where he could deal 
with Jimmy Lassiter in person. 

SO, uncertain whether or not they 
had another watcher, the com-

rades came to the last stage of their 
journey back to southern Nevada, 
acting as if they had suspected noth-
ing. 

"We'll fool 'em now," said Corns 
grimly. "They expect us in Ajo. 
Well, we'll go there—but by a back-
door route. Next station, guinea 
Pig '" 

He chuckled. For some reason the 
total inappropriateness of this name, 
where Jimmy was concerned, tickled 
an obscure sense of humor. 

"You said something about Clear 
Creek Valley?" asked Jimmy, redden-
ing at the nickname, but ignoring it. 

"Yeah. My home stamping grounds. 
We'll pass through. Get your blue-
prints and your toothbrush. We're 
dropping off sight unseen. Hope we 
can get mules or hosses. It's one 
hell of a long tramp." 

Taking advantage of his knowledge 
of how the railway made a big loop 
here, Corns planned to visit his home 
for a night before pushing on unex-
pectedly to Ajo—and the Yellow Eye 
Mine which lay in the Belted Range 
beyond. 

According to anything they could 
tell, they succeeded in descending 
from the train unseen. It was a tank 
station named Beatrice; and the en-
gine filled up with water. 

When it started to pull away from 
the station they dropped off with the 
two bags. The trunk belonging to 
Corns would be put off at Ajo, and 



86 " THRILLING ADVENTURES 

would have to take care of itself for 
the time being. 

Corns departed, leaving Jimmy 
Lassiter alone on the platform: The 
smell of hot sage was in his nostrils, 
and his face looked oddly pale. Back 
again ii^the land which had judged 
him undersized and unlikely! But 
this was his country, just the 8ame. 
Somehow he'd win through, this 
time! 

THE ex-captain did a little shop-
ping, and put across a dicker for 

mules. He returned bearing a pack 
age, and with two broad-brimmed hats, 
one on top of the other, on his head. 
They were straw sombreros, cheap 
but well ventilated and comfortable. 
He rode one mule, and led two others. 
The third animal would carry their 
bags, and also the extra gallon can-
teens. 

"Don't suppose there's much gun-
toting any more," said Corns, un-
doing the package and bringing forth 
two filled cartridge belts, with hol-
sters for the weapons they had car-
ried concealed. "But where we're 
bound nobody's apt to do much ques-
tioning." 

Both strapped on the belts. Jimmy 
tried the sombrero, and found that it 
fitted fairly well. He had no use for 
the chin strap, so cut it off. 

Corns watched the little man from 
the corner of his eye. What he saw 
evidently pleased, for he was grin-
ning to himself as they started the 
mules, riding the mules first to the 
water tank to fill their cantcens, then 
starting the animals westward into 
the sage and glimmering playas. 

In the far distance the barren peaks 
of the Belted Range showed above 
the broken hills and smaller ranges 
nearer to hand. 

In one of these ranges, totally sur-
rounded by desert, lay Clear Creek 
Valley, practically the only cattle 

range in this sector of the state. 
On and on. Corns said nothing, 

but through the afternoon, instead of 
steering directly for his home, he 
kept a little to the north, winding in 
and out among valleys and below 
ridgea which kept the full glare of 
the sun, much of the time, from the 
skin of them both. 

It would take days in the open be-
fore the first menace of the 6un was 
overcome; and Corns recalled Jim-
my's early trouble with nausea, sun-
induced. 

There was no sign of it now. Jim-
my's blue eyes were shining, but he 
was very thoughtful when they came 
to a sheltered spot behind a buttc and 
made night camp. Corns had bronght 
rations for supper and breakfast only. 
He said that with any luck they 
would reach Clear Creek Valley in 
time for noon dinner next day. 

Next morning they were in the 
foothills of the Snake Range. Half 
an hour after the start, Corns, lead-
ing, came to a stop at the foot of a 
crumbling cliff. He pointed down-
ward grimly, then dismounted. 

"Some poor devil's cashed in all 
alone out here," he said as Jimmy 
reined his mule. There was a jumble 
of ill-assorted bones there, buzzard-
picked, with some fragments of leath-
er and cloth. Among the bones lay 
a jawless human skull, with some 
tufts of yellowish hair still adhering 
to the dried scalp. 

A NY mystery of the desert such 
as this, nowadays devolves a 

duty upon travelers in this region. 
Time was when life was cheap, and 
the desert could have her dead un-
questioned. But that has changed. 

"A horse, too," commented Jimmy 
laconically, dismounting to squat on 
his heels and lift away parts of the 
grisly exhibit. 

Corns nodded, his serious expres-
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sion deepening. A horse meant that 
this stranger, probably dead no more 
than a week or thereabouts, had been 
of the range rather than the desert— 
a cowman, perhaps. And except for 
the fifty-by-ten mile grass in Clear 
Creek Valley, there was no other cow 
country for many a league! 

SH O T ! " suddenly ejaculated Corns. 

He poked a finger through a hole 
in the frontal bone. He shook the 
skull, and it rattled. After a moment 
he succeeded in retrieving a battered 
lump of lead, when it fell out of an 
eye-socket. 

"A .38, or maybe a .45, judging by 
the weight," he said, hefting the 
shapeless bullet. 

"Do you s'pose he was murdered?" 
asked Jimmy, frowning. 

"Huh, cowpokes don't commit sui-
cide. They ain't got enough sense to 
be that foolish," answered Corns dry-
ly. "Those shotgun chaps look kinda 
funny, though. Prob'ly a stranger, 
because there ain't enough thick 
brush in this country to make 'em 
anything but a nuisance." 

Two hours later, carrying only a 
nondescript pocket knife and three 
silver dollars as the possessions of 
the unknown dead man, they came to 
the pass into Clear Creek Valley, the 
way through which cattle had to be 
driven across the desert miles to the 
railroad. Here Corns drew up short, 
with a hissed warning. 

"Horsemen!" he said. In the back 
of his mind all along had been a sus-
picion of the ease with which they 
had seemed to slip the watchers who 
had followed them at least part of 
the way from Chicago. 

But then he grunted reassurance. 
These were cowboys from the valley. 
They came forward, shifting direc-
tion, and trotting their horses. Car-
bines were carried unsheathed across 
their saddles, and it was plain that 

they were on stern business, ready to 
be suspicious of strangers. 

Shouts of recognition followed. 
Corns Kemble knew three of the rid-
ers, and they remembered him well. 
General handshaking ensued, with 
Jimmy getting vociferous welcomes 
—along with considerable good-
natured joshing in respect to their 
mounts. (While mules were far bet-
ter than horses for any distance 
across the real desert, there never 
was a cowpuncher who would admit 
the fact.) 

Greetings finished, there was a 
speedy return to a former grimness 
of manner. A tall rider with a twist-
ed mouth, answering to the name of 
Harkins, revealed himself as the lead-
er of the party. 

A week before this, Bert Long, one 
of the three well-to-do ranch owners 
of the closed valley, had ridden away 
with only one of his own tophands— 
a new man known as Arizony—and 
had not eturned. 

"Long got a note one night, set-
tin' down t' supper," explained Har-
kins, rolling himself a wheatstraw 
smoke as he talked. "He got Arizony 
an' rid away, not takin' nothin'—not 
saying nothin'. He ain't showed 
since." 

An exclamation came from CornB 
Kemble. "What!" he said. "Who 
brought the note? Anyone you 
knew ?" 

"Nope. A Mex on a mule. He 
rode off—didn't stay even the night." 

"And this hombre you call Ari-
zony," continued Corns. "Did he 
wear chaps?" 

"Yeah, the durned fool! Was used 
to 'em, he said, an' felt nakid ef he 
didn't—" 

SHOTGUN chaps? And is this his 
knife?" Corns held out the pocket 

knife he had salvaged from the pile 
of bones. 

A chorus of assent came. There 
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could be no doubt whatever about the 
circumstantial identification. Corns 

\ pointed out that there had been only 
one skull in the heap, however. He 
told them all about the discovery he 
and Jimmy had made. To verify it, 
all they would have to do would be 
back-trail thi mules about five miles. 

"H'm," said Harkins. "Well, Long 
didn't shoot Arizony. Long's sorta 
new, but he's a good fella down to 
the roots. He goes an' comes—got 
business outside. But we know darn 
well he wouldn't be goin' away now. 
His wife's sorta expectin'. An' then, 
too, Long didn't take as much as a 
blanket. He's a kinda sporty cuss, 
when it comes to clo'es. No, he wasn't 
aimin' to be away right now. Shucks, 
he's got the doc in f'um Rosewell. 
stayin' with Miz Ixmg. 

"Yore kid sister's stayin' there. 
Corns, sorta helpin' out. Well, reckon 
we'll be foggin' along. On account of 
things, don't let Miz Ixing know we 
got this sorta clue. It mebbe ain't 
bad with Bert, so we don't want the 
lady worryin' jest yet." 

"I'm glad you told us," said Corns. 
"We'll see she isn't bothered. So 
long!" And with waves of the hands, 
the riders—nearly the whole force of 
men from Clear Creek Valley, where 
cowboys led an easy life—went on 
their way. 

Though neither Jimmy nor Corns 
suspected, their errand was to link 
up almost immediately and in pecu-
liar fashion, with Jimmy's guest. 

CHAPTER V I I I 
Banjo-mandolin 

NOW take yourself a deep 
breath, fella!" bade Corns 
Kemble. "This here's the 

ridge of the pass. Now you're going 
to look down into a part of Nevada 
I'll bet you've never seen!" 

Grinning, the cx-captain snatched 

off his straw sombrero, whooped, and 
dug his heels into the flank of his 
mule. That creature, astonished, 
broke into a next-to-vertical gallop, 
a gait really slower than its side-
kinder trot. 

But at the drop-off of the trail, 
Corns reined sharply. "There—look 
at that, fella!" he waved his arm. A 
trifle of the dramatic effect was spoil-
ed by the fact that his mule, feeling 
outraged, nearly unseated him. 

JIMMY Lassiter had seen, and 
grinned in sympathetic apprecia-

tion. The valley- was green and 
beautiful. Between widening bul-
warks of striped yellow, gray and 
red rock, a watered valley widened 
as it opened into the far horizon. 

Through it all flowed a small river. 
Clear Creek, a stream that came from 
one subterranean channel fifty miles 
to the west, and disappeared into an-
other just below and to the north of 
the pass. On its slow course through 
the almost level valley, however, it 
crcated a luxuriance of verdure sub-
tropical in character. 

"I don't wonder you wanted to 
come home!" said Jimmy. "It's— 
well, it looks like home! Are those 
red and white animals down there, 
your cows?" 

Corns shook his head. "Maybe 
some of 'em," he answered. "The 
whole valley is owned, you know, and 
it's a common range for Dad, Apache 
Tupper, and Bert Long. They let 
their herds range wherever, seeing as 
the cows can't get out unless they 
sprout wings. Right below here the 
land is owned by Long, the fella 
who's turned up missing. He's new, 
so to speak—just came in this last 
year, buying out old John Rhodes. I 
haven't met Long, though I know his 
wife. She used to be Kate Sommers." 

They descended, neither speaking 
till they reached the level floor of 
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the valley. Then Corns grinned, 
shaking his head. 

"I'll have to take Luce back home," 
he remarked. "Luce is my kid sister. 
She's a long-legged, freckle-faced 
tomboy; but still and all, I can't fig-
ure how Dad come to let her stay 
with Kate a time like this. . . ." 

"Oh, girls are pretty educated now-
adays," said Jimmy with a wry gri-
mace at the past. "How old is Luce?" 

"Seven—hell no, she must be nine-
teen now! I'm forgetting how the 
time flies. Yeah, nearly twenty. I 
reckon. Maybe she won't be turn-
ing somersaults in the yard, after all. 
Wouldn't s'prise me if she had her 
hair up. . . ." 

HE straightened, and then a cry 
of recognition c a m e from 

Kcmble's lips. Two horsemen had 
ridden out from the corrals of the 
Long ranch. Corns galloped for-
ward, reined his mule and leaped 
off, running forward to seize the 
hands of the chunkier of the two 
horsemen. This was Stan Kemble, 
father of Corns, a man who was still 
a little stiff in the saddle owing to 
an injury of the previous year. 

His companion was a famous char-
actet of the Southwest, Apache Tup-
per—scout, Indian fighter, sheriff, 
marshal, gunman; come to compara-
tive peace and quiet in the twilight 
of his years He owned the middle 
ranch in the valley. He had very 
few cows, but that did not matter. 
Here were companions after his own 
heait. 

"It's good to see yuh, boy! Now I 
can quit cussin', an' get a night's 
sleep!" boomed Stan Kemble in a 
sonorous voice. ' Yuh—" 

"I heard about Long, and about 
Luce being here," said Corns hastily. 
"Dad, I want to make you used to 
Jimmy Lassiter. I wrote you once 
about him . . . he picked me off the 

wire and carried me back to a dress-
ing station, once. . . . 

"Jimmy, shake with Stan Kemble'. 
And now, meet the toughest old 
buzzard-cheater in Nevada, this-hyar 
specimen, Apache Tupper. He's hu-
man, though he don't look it!" 

Jimmy grinned. He knew at once 
that he would idolize these two old-
timers; and hoped with all his heart 
they would not prejudge him ad-
versely because of his lack of height. 

He needed not have worried about 
Stan Kemble. Any man who had 
saved the life of his only son, could 
have carried the Seven Plagues of 
Egypt in his bosom, and been wel-
come. 

As for Apache Tupper, he was only 
five feet six himself, though he look-
ed taller in the saddle. And he knew, 
too, that there is a lot more kick in 
a nine-inch stick of dynamite than 
in the biggest bologna sausage ever 
stuffed. . . . 

Speedily the news, or lack of news, 
rather, concerning Bert Long, was re-
lated. Under promise of secrecy. 
Corns told about the bones in the 
desert—probably those of the punch-
er called Arizona. 

Nothing more was said just at the 
moment. A girl in a white frock ap-
peared in the doorway of the ranch-
house. She was tall, bobbed of hair, 
hazel-eyed, smiling. . . . 

"Corny!" she cried with gladness, 
and came running to throw her arms 
about her brother. 

LUCE! Good gracious how you've 
grown! Why—let's look at you! 

Oh, I forgot 1 Luce—" Corns looked 
about, and grabbed Jimmy uncere-
moniously. "Here's the Big Little 
Man I wrote you about, Jimmy Las-
siter! Shake—and I hope you don't 
make faces at him, Sis, because he's 
really my best friend." 

"Shush, Corny!" she stopped him. 
coming straight to Jimmy with a 
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smile, and holding out her hand. "I 
feel as though I've known you a long 
time, Jimmy. If you can stand 
freckles and a snub nose, we'll be 
friends, y'betcha!" 

Still smiling, but with a glint of 
meaning in her hazel eyes—a real ac-
ceptance without criticism, of the 
man to whom she owed her brother's 
return—Luce Kemble did an aston-
ishing thing. She kissed Jimmy 
squarely on the lips! 

" W o w ! " said the astonished Apache 
Tupper. He and Stan looked at each 
other, then down across the necks of 
their horses. A horned toad sat 
there. It was evident from the atti-
tude of these old-timers that neither 
of them before had ever set eyes 
upon this notable and extremely rare 
curiosity. . . . 

AS for that jilted and confirmed 
misogynist, Jimmy Lassiter— 

a youth who would have consigned 
women and all their wiles to some 
far-distant planet, only ten minutes 
before—well, he found that his brain 
had started to stammer, as well as 
his tongue! 

He blushed as sweetly as a maiden 
of thirteen, or whatever age it is at 
which modern girls still do blush. 
And of course his burning cheeks 
made him begin to be angry with 
himself, down inside. 

But luckily Luce was not trying to 
plague him. Not right then, anyhow. 
She talked to her brother, giving 
Jimmy a chance. And he took it—an 
eyeful of the girl. Long-legged? 
We-e-1-1, yes, perhaps. But not too 
long. Freckled? Surely; but what 
darned wholesome aids to beauty 

- freckles were! He had never thought 
of that before. Snub nose? Decided-
ly not! Her nose did tilt just the 
teeniest bit, just enough to be per-
fect! 

Somehow or other, leaving two old 

men to chuckle and wag their heads 
about the inexplicable ways of young 
people, Luce, Corns and Jimmy en-
tered the ranch-house. 

They came direct into a pleasant 
living room of the old Nevada sort, 
a room meant to hold all the guests 
who wished to come. It was over 
forty feet long, and more than half 
that wide, furnished with homely 
solidity rather than beauty—though 
there were many costly pieces, too. 

"Don't mind if we leave you a 
sec," said Corns. "I want to see 
Kate." 

Jimmy nodded. He turned away, 
examining the bear pelts, deer skins 
and heads, and other trophies of the 
outdoors which formed a major part 
of the decorations. Over in one cor-
ner was a gigantic rosewood piano 
of the old-fashioned box shape. 
Bringing this thousand pounds of 
wood and wire and ivory across the 
desert surely must have taxed the 
ingenuity of some pioneer. 

Jimmy touched a key, but did not 
make it sound. His eyes had fallen 
upon something which looked oddly 
familiar to him. It was a battered 
old banjo-mandolin, lying on top 
of the piano. He reached over and 
picked it up. 

"Why,^ this—" he began aloud, 
stepping back toward the better 
light. There was an almost scared 
look in his blue eyes. 

BREATHING a little faster, he 
looked at the frets, at the 

scratched metal—and a pent breath 
escaped in a thrilled exclamation. 
There, where the black frets were 
the widest, he read a monogram in 
mother-of-pearl, one that he re-
membered! 

B. D. L. 

Bert Dingley Lassiter—his uncle, 
Ding Lassiter! 
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How had this come here? Could 
Ding be this missing ranchman, 
known as Bert Long? The initials 
were the same. . . . 

With a lump of excitement in his 
throat Jimmy held the instrument 
in position. With one preliminary 
chord to test the tune of the instru-
ment—which was nearly perfect— 
he played. 

AND as he played the accompani-
ment of a song he remembered 

Ding Lassiter liked, Jimmy sang. 
His slightly husky, not unpleasant 
baritone filled the room. 

"Good-by my Bluebell, 

Farewell to you! 

One last fond look into. 

Your eyes of blue. 

Mid camp-fires burning, 

Mid shot and shell— 

I will be dreaming of 

My own Bluebel l ! " 

At the first words of the song a 
young woman in the adjoining cham-
ber looked up, startled. She sat up 
in bed, waving a long white arm for 
silence. 

Then a choked, half-hystcrical cry 
came from her lips. 

"Bert! Oh, Bert! He's back!" 
She tried to get out of bed; but 

a doctor who was putting in what 
amounted to a fortnight's vacation, 
came hurrying in and prevented her. 

Corns ran out, scowling. "Say, 
what the hell!" he whispered harshly. 

But behind him a girl whose hazel 
eyes were round, was staring at Jim-
my, who still clutched the banjo-
mandolin. 

"Wait, Corny !" she bade. "There's 
something — funny — here 1 That 
piece—" 

Jimmy Lassiter was pale. 
"Yes, it looks funny. I, too, want 

to know I" he said simply. "You 
see, that instrument belongs to my 
uncle, Ding Lassiter I" 

"Oh, then—" 

THEN it seems that Ding is here, 
U6ing another name!" he finished. 

"I can guess why—and the reason is 
nothing at all against him. But if 
it's true, then he was captured like 
my father! We'll—" 

"H'm!" said Corns, interrupting. 
"Bet you re right, at that! Fella, we 
start right now!" His black eyes 
flashed. 
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In Which Kuhla's Sword, the Scepter of the 
Grand Mogul, Falls into Unholy 

Hands . . . . 

Another Captain Trouble Story 
By PERLEY POORE SHEEHAN 

Author of "The Leopard Man." "Three etc 

I 

IT W A S while he was still far 
back in the Gorge of the Grasp-
ing Fist—one of the old passes 

leading from China into Tibet—that 
Captain Trouble first heard of the 
Spider Tong. 

The man who told him about it 
was a Chinese gentleman named Mr. 
Wang. An elderly gentleman dressed 

in a long coat of gray silk, with 
purple-black silk trousers neatly tied 
at the ankles over spotless white 
socks. Then the long cue, and a 
mandarin cap. 

"A tsung-ping," the captain re-
marked to himself—meaning a "red 
button." It took nerve on the part 
of a Chinaman nowadays to wear the 
regalia of the old empire, no matter 
where he was. And Mr. Wang not 



SPIDER TONG 93 

only wore the mandarin cap with the 
red button on it; there Was a cere-
monial fan sticking from the back 
of his neck. 

He himself, Captain Trouble, in 
such a presence, felt like a tramp. 
He was just returning from the wild 
Hou-Shan—"the Country Back of 
the Mountains," meaning this end of 
Tibet, where, as successor to Kubla 
Khan, he was establishing another 
capital. It had been rough going— 
and fighting—more or less all the 
way. He was dressed in nondescript 
riding clothes. 

EXCEPT to bathe and shave, 
which he did every morning, hot 

or cold, safe or not safe, he'd hardly 
been out of his boots for a month. 

Captain Trouble, Shadak Khan, the 
Fighting Fool; otherwise, Pelham 
Rutledge Shattuck, of the U. S. A. 
the rising war-lord of China and 
perhaps the world. 

Except for the long clean sword 
across his knees, there was no sign 
of royalty about him at all. Mr. 
Wang kept looking at the sword— 
first at Shattuck, then at the sword. 

Kubla's sword! Scepter of the 
Grand Mogul! All Asia was begin-
ning to whisper and sing about it. 

"You risk your life to save mine," 
said Shattuck. "Why?" 

"The Spider Tong has already be-
reft me of family and fortune," Mr. 
Wang explained. 

They were speaking the Mandarin 
dialect, rich in various compliments 
unnecessary to report. 

"There was a Spider Tong I knew 
of as a boy," said Shattuck. "The 
members of it put up bamboo scaf-
folding when my father was build-
ing his warehouses at Shanghai." 

Mr. Wang's face gave the hint of 
a smile. It was like a face carved 
from old ivory; and some of its 
tone, Shattuck guessed, had been 
given it by opium. 

"These Spiders," said Mr. Wang, 
"are different. They also build. But 
a web. In which they catch all who 
are not spiders. And drain their 
victims to an empty husk." 

The interview was taking placo 
near the entrance of the Fur Girl 
Cave, a vast grotto containing, 
among other wonders, a boiling 
spring. The place, largely on ac-
count of that flow of hot water, was 
becoming more and more like home 
to Shattuck. A home that was huge 
and still, remote from the filth and 
blood of battle; and also with secret 
roads in the Seven Directions—East 
and West, North and South, Down 
and Up, and Nowhere, the direction 
you take when you die. 

Shattuck was sitting crosslegged 
on a pile of saddle-blankets. 

From where he sat he could look 
out of the opening of the cave—as 
high and wide as a triumphal arch—• 
to a filmy waterfall beyond the 
gorge, less than a quarter of a mile 
away. Only when he listened could 
he hear the murmur of the falling 
water. It was like the hum of a 
great wheel. Long before the water 
reached the bottom of the gorge it 
had turned to mist. 

To the left and right of the water-
fall, wherever there was footing, 
there were dancing sheets of green 
where vines and ferns were swing-
ing in the breeze. 

CHINA, hard hit in a thousand 
places, was still beautiful. This 

after all, was his second Father-
land. He loved it. 

"Now they are talking of forming 
the One Great Tong," said Mr. 
Wang. "The Tong of the Spiders, 
who will web the Empire back into 
a single fabric again. If that should 
come to pass, he who rules the 
Spider Tong may rule the world." 

Shattuck, seated on his throne of 
saddle blankets, didn't know whether 



94 " THRILLING ADVENTURES 

he should dismiss the old gentle-
man or let him go on with his talk. 
He was so tired he could scarcely 
keep himself awake. Yet he had to 
be tireless. Discipline had made him 
nearly so. Discipline and something 
else. 

There were times when he felt 
as a ship might feel, with all sails 
set and a favoring wind, bound for 
some port still beyond the horizon 
—a city of shining domes and min-
arets—a new capital in a new world 
—ruled by the Maitreya. 

HE looked at Mr. Wang and saw 
that the old gentleman was 

again looking at the sword that lay 
across his knees. 

"No one will rule the world except 
with this for a scepter," Shattuck 
said. 

"The sword of Kubla," said Mr. 
Wang. "Is it the real one?" 

Shattuck stared. "It is." The old 
man was foolish. 

While he was still back in the 
Blue Lake country—country of the 
Kokonor — whispers had reached 
Shattuck in various ways that fresh 
trouble was brewing in Minchow. 

A wandering lama of the Red Cult, 
they who are magicians to a man, 
had cast a handful of finger-bones 
into the air one night at the side of 
the campfire, then informed him that 
"the Cloudy Garden," as the wide 
Minchow Valley was called before 
the Great Sorrow hit it, was again 
fast becoming "Feng-ti-Yu," which 
is to say, the Valley of Hell. 

To that Captain Trouble, Khan 
Shadak, had replied, that most of 
China was a Valley of Hell and that 
Tibet was even worse. There'd been 
work to do in Tibet. There were 
ten thousand men up there now 
working to restore the ancient capi-
tal of Kubla Khan. 

The dream of empire was taking 
on reality. 

But as soon as he could, he'd 
started back again for Minchow, 
leaving Juma, the old Kirghiz ban-
dit, who was to be his Minister of 
War, in the new dispensation, and 
Champcla, the half-American Tibe-
tan mystic, who was to be Minister 
of Peace, when there would be peace, 
to see that the work went along and 
that the workers were fed. 

Shattuck had a hundred Arghati 
with him. 

The Arghati themselves were ma-
gicians to some extent. Their long 
life of seclusion in the depths of the 
Gobi had made them so. Dwellers 
in the dark, as they'd called them-
selves. Developing in themselves, or 
keeping alive at any rate, the facul-
ties that all men had when the world 
began but which now most of the 
world had forgotten. 

The world, the Arghati said, was 
swinging around to another dawn— 
another cycle; and he who carried 
the sword of Kubla Khan would use 
that sword to smooth the way for 
the new King of the World, the 
King of Peace. The Maitreya! Mi 
Leh Fu, as the Chinese called Him. 
In Tibetan Rigden-jyepo. 

Shattuck brought his attention 
back to the fine old Chinese gentle-
man in front of him. 

It occurred to him that the Ar-
ghati had warned him to be careful 
about one who would appear before 
him in the guise of a friend during 
the third phase of the moon. 

BUT Shattuck had lost track of 
time. He had too much else to 

think about, too much to do. When 
he did take note of time, it was gen-
erally in terms of split seconds— 
everything happening so fast. 

He was thinking about that mys-
terious scientific magic of the Ar-
ghati. They had a way of saying 
that there was no future and no 
past. Not in the usual sense of the 
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word. Past and Future were "part 
of the same landscape"—a sort of 
East and West of time, so to speak 
—and you could see in one direction 
as easily as you could in another. 

There were not many Arghati in 
the world. Strange how that proph-
ecy of theirs about the Maitreya had 
spread through the world. The com-
ing Buddha! 

Something like that. 
And Shattuck motioned the nice 

old Mr. Wang to come near anil 
make himself comfortable. 

Mr. Wang, he had been informed, 
had been carried up into the Gorge 
of the Grasping Fist in an elegant 
sedan chair. There were a dozen 
bearers who spelled each other, six 
on and six off, because the climb 
was steep. 

Besides the chair-porters, there 
had been about twenty other coolies; 
altogether a good deal of style for 
a man who claimed that he'd been 
ruined. 

But all millionaires, Shattuck re-
flected, were like that—claiming that 
they were paupers if they had only 
one million left. 

MR. WANG had a light step for a 
man of his apparent age. 

Shattuck vaguely reflected that he 
would have been more comfortable 
if he'd kept a bodyguard near him. 
But his men were tired, after travel-
ing all night. He'd ordered them 
into another part of the cave where 
they could sleep in peace. 

"Ai-ya!" breathed Mr. Wang. "The 
Spider Tong. The new one. Has 
not my lord, Shadak Khan, heard 
that the world is in for a fresh deal 
of some sort ?" 

He tittered a little, and drew the 
ceremonial fan from the back of his 
neck. As Mr. Wang opened the 
fan, with a graceful and ceremonial 
movement, it seemed to Shattuck 
that he saw a glint of bright steel. 

I I 
T H E thing was impossible, 

and he dismissed it from his 
mind. He'd been mixed up 

in so much fighting for the past 
many months that he was seeing 
death and the threat of death every 
way he looked. Besides, he was 
tired. He felt as if he could go to 
sleep and sleep for a month. 

Mr. Wang had remained standing. 
He appeared to have a doubt in his 
mind as to how he should act in the 
presence of this great one. The 
great one was not only a foreigner, 
a man with pale eyes. He was a 
great war lord. 

There were very few in China, 
now, even among the educated 
classes, who hadn't heard that Kubla 
Khan was back on earth in the per-
son of a white man. 

"The Spiders," Mr. Wang mur-
mured, apologetically, "declare that 
even my lord, the successor of 
Kubla Khan, is back of their move-
ment." 

"Hell's in their belly, and they're 
belching lies," said Shattuck. 

"So I was certain," Mr. Wang de-
clared. "Else why should they be 
taking council to have you mur-
dered before you get back to Min-
chow? They have entered Minchow. 
They arc worse than the bandit 
known as General Jade—Yu, the 
Green Shiver—he whom you killed. 
The Spiders say, 'Why should any-
one go hungry when there is so 
much meat walking about?'" 

"You mean—" 
Mr. Wang nodded, with his ivory 

smile. 
"Women and children," he mur-

mured. "To each lodge of the 
opider Tong a feast every night. 
And in these times of want, the 
Tong grows swiftly." 

As Shattuck listened, with a grow-
ing rage and horror, to the story 
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that Mr. Wang was telling him, a 
number of the Arghati came ghost-
ing into the far part of the cave. 

The soft voice of one of them 
came to Shattuck. 

"Pardon, Great One; but we have 
a feeling that you are running into 
danger." 

"Be at peace," said Shattuck. "I 
have just been warned." 

IT was queer that these people 
should have got word of the mur-

der plot against him. But he was 
accustomed to the mysteries of the 
Arghati by this time. He'd given 
them but a glance. He'd given them 
a gesture of dismissal. 

For a time they still lingered 
there, lean and dark. They looked 
like neither Mongols nor Chinese. 
They might have belonged to some 
e«rly Aryan tribe—the noble race, 
as they were called in India; fore-
runners of all the white people in 
the world. 

"How'd you know where to find 
me?" Shattuck asked Mr. Wang. 

He'd been keeping his movements 
secret to some extent. There were 
enough enemies on his trail, with-
out advertising for more. Russians, 
Japanese, Chinese Communists, the 
Nationalists also; then any number 
of independent bandit chiefs who 
knew that they were doomed unless 
Shadak Khan met his own doom 
first. 

"Prince," said Mr. Wang, "I may 
be merely old-fashioned and a little 
crazy. But I went daily to the Sub-
lime Mount and there questioned the 
Goddess of the Wind." 

"Go on," said Shattuck. "But 
suppose the Spiders did the same. 
Then they would know that I was 
on my way. As no doubt they do, 
if they're planning to kill me." 

"May the Lord of the Sky protect 
you." 

The Arghati, Shattuck reflected, 

could foresee a man's fate; but not 
even they could prevent that fate 
being carried out. 

Mr. Wang was kneeling now, com-
fortably enough, on another saddle-
blanket just in front of him. 

"By what sign," Shattuck asked, 
"are these Spiders known?" 

"By the sign of the Bite," said 
Mr. Wang. "But many of us have 
taken the Bite merely to save our 
lives. May I show you what it 
looks like, O Lord of the World?" 

And the fine old Chinese gentle-
man drew back the overhang of one 
of his silk gray sleeves exposing an 
ivory wrist. The wrist was encircled 
with a bracelet of pure green jade, 
so tight that it must have been put 
th ere while the slender hand was 
smaller yet. Then, just above the 
bracelet, three curious red marks. 

Mr. Wang leaned forward. So did 
Shattuck. 

As Shattuck did so, it was as if 
he'd been struck at by a striking 
snake. And the snake was Mr. 
Wang. Then, with the sting of 
fangs still in his shoulder, Shattuck 
felt as if the snake had thrown a 
coil about his neck. 

Nowhere! Meaning Death! That 
also was one of the directions of the 
roads leading off from the Fur Girl 
Cave—a tradition so old that the 
place had been left deserted practi-
cally since the original Kubla Khan 
had passed this way. 

INSTEAD of being the fine old 
gentleman he'd appeared to be, 

Mr. Wang was showing himself to 
be a first-class demon. He wasn't 
ivory any more. He was red-hot 
steel. 

He'd aimed a blow with a razor 
at Shattuck's jugular. Missing that 
by inches, he'd slipped his arm 
about Shattuck's throat and was try-
ing to sever his windpipe. 

At the same moment, a clamor 
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had filled the cavern—multiplied by 
ten thousand echoes. Shattuck 
thought of the hundred faithful who 
were his only escort when he'd 
reached this place. He'd led them—• 
and himself—into an ambush. Were 
they also being murdered? 

I l l 

EVEN as Shattuck struggled, 
with that sense of a nearness 
of death upon him, his fight-

ing mind was telling him pretty 
clearly what had happened. 

The Red Sect lama who'd thrown 
the finger-bones for him across the 
divide in Tibet was a part of the 
plot, putting into his mind the 
thought that he was needed back in 
Minchow. The plotters would have 
guessed that he would leave the bulk 
of his growing army at Kokonor, 
there where he planned to make his 
headquarters for the conquest of 
Tibet. 

Minchow was to have been another 
center. From Minchow as a capital, 
he'd bring this wild province of 
Kansu into line. He'd organize the 
untamed brigands into the best sol-
diers in the world, make their coun-
try—with its piled-up mountains and 
fertile valleys—into another Switzer-
land. 

With Kansu and Tibet back of 
him, he'd be ready to overrun Mon-
golia and free Manchuria. . . . 

All this while he was fighting— 
fighting to free his sword arm, fight-
ing to keep that razor from his 
throat, fighting for air. 

At the same time, his ears were 
bringing him evidence of what was 
happening elsewhere. The corridor 
into the inner cave, where the Ar-
ghati had established their quarters, 
must have been blocked. Above and 
below the main entrance to the cave, 
through which he had looked just 
now, there had been sentinels posted. 

They must have been ambushed 
immediately following the arrival of 
their chief. Mr. Wang was their 
chief. His arrival in state, his old" 
fashioned manner, had been a blind. 
Room in the cave to have concealed 
a thousand—or ten thousand—men. 

Now at their bloody work of 
slaughter. 

The Arghati had warned him. 
They would be dying now on his 
account. 

Whether they were or not, their 
strength came thrilling into him. 
Up from the sword in his hand there 
came a shock of mysterious elec-
tricity at high tension. He had 
freed himself. 

Bleeding! He knew the feeL 
There was still a riot of noise and 
echoes about him as if the cave 
were filled with thunders trying to 
cscape. 

"You die anyway," shrilled a voice. 
The bite of the Spider is poisoned." 

And there stood the enemy who'd 
passed himself off as the fine old 
Mr. Wang. The mandarin cap and 
the cue of long hair were gone—the 
polished head looked like a skull. 
Gone also the gray silk coat, re-
vealing a sinewy torso and wiry slim 
arms. 

On the breast of the fellow Shat-
tuck saw a repetition of those red 
marks he'd seen on the wrist—mag-
nified now, and recognizable; a skull 
and bones, tatooed in red. 

"Tzuren!" 
The word meant "poison-doctor." 
"One of the greatest," came the 

sneering reply. "Head of the Spider 
Tong ! " 

AND the Spider Chief made a 
sliding jump to one side, swift 

as a shadow, when Shattuck lunged. 
Swift as a hunting spider. He'd 
bitten—as he himself would have 
said; he had only to wait for the 
poison to take effect. 



98 " THRILLING ADVENTURES 

Shattuck's knees went limp. With 
an obvious effort to right himself he 
went into a reeling fall. This time 
the Spider Chief was taken off his 
guard. The sword of Kubla flashed 
and the poison knife went spinning, 
taking a hand along 

At the loss of his hand, the Poison 
Chief went into a sort of delirium— 
cursing, dancing, staring. 

Shattuck felt no slightest touch of 
pity. 

"Ai-ya!" he shrilled softly, in imi-
tation of one of the cries the tzuren 
had uttered. 

And with his left hand he snatched 
at the amputated wrist and gave it 
a twist that brought the poison doc-
tor to the floor of the cave. It was 
a twist of pa-shih, the old Chinese 
system from which the Japanese 
took their jiu-jitsu. 

The man was on his back and 
Shattuck was read to flay his breast 
of that poison brand. 

"Quick," said Shattuck. "Death 
—or stop the action of your men!" 

"I lack the breath," said the poison 
doctor. 

"Then tell me the word!" 
And it was like that that Shattuck 

came into knowledge of the pass-
word and various other gems of wis-
dom concerning the Spider Tong. 

IV 

SH A T T U C K had shouted 
"Dzuk I"—a camel-word, really 
used by camel-drivers when 

they want their beasts to lie down. 
A hiss and a click that carried as 
no other word might have carried; 
and he was conscious that it had 
been heard and understood. 

He'd dragged his victim next to 
the stream that flowed away from 
the hot spring. The water was hot, 
all right; but it wasn't boiling. And 
there were salts in it worth a for-
tune to a man with an open wound 

and in danger of bleeding to death. 
He threw the Spider Chief face 

down and knelt on him. He laved 
his own wound. The shock of that 
hot and salt-impregnated water was 
like a fresh stab—only worse—as it 
struck his open ,wound. Sometimes 
—often—pain was good. 

He jerked the bleeding wrist of 
the Spider Man forward and thrust 
it into the healing stream. 

He listened. There was less 
noise. From his own shirt he 
ripped a linen strip and made a 
tourniquet for his enemy's severed 
wrist. 

T R I L L I N G an enemy in a fight was 
one thing; leaving him to bleed 

to death was another. 
But the act of mercy was one of 

those that cause some men to for-
swear good actions for the rest of 
their lives. As he turned from his 
task of tightening the makeshift 
bandage, he discovered that his pre-
cious sword was gone—the sword of 
Kubla Khan—the hope of Asia—the 
hope of the world! 

But if someone had been bold 
enough, and deft enough, to steal 
the weapon from his side during the 
minute or so that his back was 
turned, laving his own wound and 
that of the Spider Chief, why hadn't 
the thief killed him with it? 

He'd been unarmed. He'd been 
kneeling as if predestined to exe-
cution. 

He guessed the answer—all this in 
the racing time of thought. The 
man who'd taken the sword had be-
lieved that he and the Spider Chief 
had struck up an understanding. The 
man hadn't dared kill them both, nor 
yet kill one without the other. 

There'd been that cry to cease ac-
tion. Yet here the thief had seen 
the head of the Spider Tong, the 
enemy, and the sword of Kubla 
Khan. 
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He had taken the sword and fled. 
For a reeling second, while the 

nightmare truth of this flared in his 
brain, Shattuck longed for death. 
Then in a frenzy of action, he was 
his fighting self again. He'd scram-
bled toward the pile of blankets 
where he'd eased himself of hiB belt 
and holster when preparing to rest. 

BEFORE he could cover a tenth 
of the distance, he saw a dozen 

strangers lurch into the cave through 
the arched entrance. Blind instinct 
was all that could have made him 
stoop and seize the thing that lay 
on the floor of the cave at his feet 
—a dead hand still gripping the 
razor-edged knife with his own blood 
on the blade. 

"Dzukl Dzuk!" he howled at them. 
"Kneel, you camel spawn I" 

And as he howled this at them he 
rushed at them with that ghastly 
weapon raised. 

They were bandits of the sort now 
swarming over China, especially in 
wild Kansu—two or three of them 
almost naked, here and there a uni-
form, a general flutter of rags, all 
sorts, but all of them armed with 
rifles, even a bayonet or two in 
place. And all of them quick of 
eye, as with animals long used to 
hunt or starve. 

There was a clatter and a falling 
back as they saw what must have 
appeared a devil bearing down on 
them with a dead man's hand as a 
weapon, and that hand armed. 

"Dzuk!" Shattuck howled. "I'm 
your new chief! I'm the Dragon 
Spider!" 

There was one who doubted this 
—a thick-set man, pock-marked and 
military. He uttered something in-
coherent. He lifted his rifle with 
its fixed bayonet and made a lunge. 
As he did so, Shattuck flung hand 
and knife into his face. 

The man let out a stifled yelp and 
tilted back. 

On the instant, Shattuck was on 
him and had his rifle. With a side-
swipe he knocked the fellow the 
rest of the way. 

But that show of resistance on the 
part of their leader had been enough, 
brief and weak as it had been, to 
set the others in action. There was 
a shot that went wild. 

Shattuck stabbed the man who 
fired, and the bayonet held. There 
was no time now for parley. A mo-
ment more and he would have been 
surrounded, unarmed. He was al-
most surrounded as it was, but his 
fighting eye had shown him a possi-
ble hole—a recruit just to the side 
of him, still so goggle-eyed at what 
he had seen—was seeing still—that 
he'd forgotten what his gun was for. 

Shattuck jumped sideways, as he 
had seen the Spider Chief leap, and 
brought the recruit a jolt with his 
shoulder. 

They went down together; but of 
the two of them Shattuck alone 
knowing what it was all about. 

Before either the recruit he'd 
bowled over or anyone else divined 
his purpose, he'd scrambled to the 
pile of blankets and thrown himself 
behind it. 

Safe harbor, this was. In another 
fraction of time he'd jerked out his 
gun. 

V 

THIS part of the battle was 
over. In quick succession, 
Shattuck fired three shots. 

The pock-marked man had come up 
with a screaming curse—practically 
from the moment he'd touched the 
floor, events had been racing so fast. 
He was the first to drop. There'd 
come an echo of the screaming curse 
from the far side of the cave, and 
there was the Spider Chief frothing 
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forward telling his men to kill this 
foreign devil—this yang-kwei-tzu, 
with trimmings about the foreign 
devil's mother. He was the next to 
drop. Then a third, who made the 
mistake of taking too much time to 
aim his rifle. 

"Chiu rning!" 
And that was a cry from the re-

cruit Shattuck had bowled over, ask-
ing Shattuck to save his life. It was 
no more than the chirp of a sparrow 
in the blood and thunder of this hole 
in the hills, but Shattuck heard it. 

"So be it 1" he called. 

IT looked like more war as a dozen 
more bandits came stampeding 

into the cave from the outer trail. 
But they were on the run and 
brought panic with them. 

Shattuck caught the message they 
were trying to tell even before their 
comrades did. The Arghati were 
coming. 

Coming they were, in fact, from 
two directions—from the outer trail 
and from the back of the cave. 

That cry Shattuck had let out a 
while ago—the one he'd bled from 
the Spider Chief—had done its work, 
after all. It had checked the rush of 
the Spiders, given a chance the 
Arghati needed to get away by an 
inner passage and come to Shattuck's 
relief from another direction 

Shattuck took his chance. He 
clambered from cover, with his auto-
matic ready for action. 

"Down guns and up hands I" he 
said. 

There was a herding backward, and 
Shattuck followed up. But guns be-
gan to drop and hands went up. 
There were three dead men on the 
floor, each with a bullet through the 
center of his forehead. 

That wasn't a detail to escape these 
hunter-eyed bandits either. Brave as 
starving tigers in their way. But 
superstitious. 

The Arghati came in. They looked 
like an army, although a dozen of 
them had been killed or wounded in 
their first attempt to rush the cor-
ridor that separated them from Shat-
tuck—Shadak Khan to them, the 
Trouble Khan, heir of Kubla. 

Shattuck singled out the recruit 
who'd asked for quarter. 

"What's your name?" he asked, 
while the Arghati troops were round-
ing the bandits up against the wall. 

"They call me," the boy answered, 
" 'the One-Eyed Cat.' " 

One eye was missing. 
But he had a "do" name also. Some 

fond mother had suggested it prob-
ably in a past that now must have 
seemed remote. The name was 
Meisun, the only possible translation 
of which was Sweet Gentleness. 

"Meisun," Shattuck asked, "are you 
a Spider?" 

There was fright in the boy's eye 
as he showed the marks of the "bite" 
on his arm. 

Shattuck clapped him lightly on 
the shoulder. "You belong to me," 
he said, and he had the melancholy 
comfort of seeing the fright fade 
from Meisun's single eye. 

VI 

IT was what the people of Kansu 
called the Season of Greater 

. Heat, about the middle of July. 
But the night was cool enough as 
Shattuck and the boy, Meisun, found 
their way down the dark gorge to a 
cove where the bandits had herded 
their ponies. 

Luck was with them. An attempt 
had been made to stampede the herd 
—what was left after the bulk of the 
Spiders had made their getaway. 
Four ponies were left in the dark. 
Shattuck and Meisun were mounted 
and each with a pony to spare for 
the long gallop across the plain to 
Minchow. 
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Shattuck knew why the Spiders 
had left. It wasn't because they'd 
been routed. It was because they'd 
got what they'd come for. His own 
life also would have been acceptable 
to them. Perhaps they would have 
liked to use him at one of their 
"feasts." He might have furnished 
them amusement, at any rate, as he 
squirmed under torture. 

BUT the real object of their am-
bush had been the sword of 

Kubla Khan. 
Shattuck tried to master his mel-

ancholy, his despair. He was bereft. 
Something had been taken from his 
life—the purpose of his life—all his 
dreams. Life had stopped. Not 
stopped but had gone blind and 
crazy, like a rudderless ship in a 
gale. 

He must regain the treasure else 
he die. 

The Big Dipper was low in the 
sky—the "Bushel" it was called, here 
in China: the Tou. The North Star 
was a goddess: Tou Mu. 

Good enough to pray to, anyway— 
that star he'd looked at as a kid, here 
in China, over there in the United 
States. Tou Mou was on their left. 
They were headed East, the Blue 
Dragon direction. 

It was very late. The plain was 
dark. 

Shattuck had given orders. To 
Paspa, his Arghati captain, he had 
explained what he intended to do. 
And Paspa, at least, had made no 
objection. There was a grain of hope 
in that. 

Meisun, the One-Eyed Cat, was go-
ing to be useful. The gallop, the 
night, and perhaps some animal or 
juvenile intuition for Shattuck's 
friendliness, was helping the boy to 
talk. 

Wang was the real name of the 
Spider Chief—Wang Chung, as one 
might almost say Mr. Faithful King. 

But in the Dragon Tong, of course, 
he'd always been known as the Num-
ber One Dragon Spider. 

The Wangs lived in a large house 
in the Tung Ma Lou, otherwise East 
Horse Street. And Meisun knew the 
house well and could get Shadak 
Khan into it—if they weren't shot 
before they could pass the city gates 
—because Meisun had a sister who 
was a "forked-head" working in the 
place. 

"What's that, a forked-head?'" 
Shattuck asked. 

It was, Meisun explained, another 
word for a servant gitl, because ser-
vant girls wore their hair in two cues 
instead of one. 

The thing that interested Shattuck 
most was that the Spider Chief had 
left an heir, a youth named Kien-
chang, who would be the nominal 
head of the Spider Tong, now that 
his father was dead, until a new 
Dragon, or chief, should be elected. 

Shattuck hadn't changed his clothes 
nor made any attempt to disguise 
himself. This was a desperate ad-
venture on which he was engaged. 
He was staking his life on it. If he 
failed, he might as well die anyway. 

And he cast another look at the 
goddess Tou Mu as she began to 
fade from sight in the early dawn. 

Early dawn, and already such 
market people of the Cloudy Valley 
as hadn't been frightened to death by 
bandits or otherwise killed, were 
making their fatalistic way to Min-
chow to sell what they had to sell. 

Shattuck bought a melon and split 
it with Meisun. 

IN the dawnlight, he led the way, 
still mounted, and Meisun follow-

ing close with the two lead ponies, 
under the high walls of the ancient 
city and into the crowded slime of 
the main gateway. Here a couple of 
tax-collectors were for stopping 
them. But Shattuck gave them a 
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glare and whispered a Spider word 
that turned them polite and almost 
white. 

The same thing happened when 
they came to the large black gateway 
of the big house in East Horse Street. 
When a sleepy major-domo finally 
opened. 

Shattuck, followed by the now thoi-
oughly frightened Meisun, slanged 
the fellow and pushed on in. 

"I would see the master of the 
house," said Shattuck. 

"He is not here," the steward an-
swered. 

"Are you sure you know to whom 
I refer?" Shattuck asked. 

"My lord Wang Chung." 
"Wrong," said Shattuck. "The old 

man is flying now with the Yellow 
Stork. I would see your new master, 
Kienchang." 

VII 

THE big house was coming 
visibly to life as Shattuck 
followed the steward through 

court after court. Servants every-
where, men and women, and all of 
them, even the women, looking as if 
they'd be quick to murder if they 
got the signal. 

But this was no ordinary Foreign 
Devil. Devil, maybe. He had killed 
a bandit king. Was he bent on an-
other killing now? Shadak Khan. 
Captain Trouble. King Trouble. They 
knew him. But evidently in league 
with the Spiders. 

The word had gone round. Shada!: 
Khan had sent in a word by the stew-
ard that had caused a reply to be 
sent back at oncc that the visitor be 
admitted. 

Kienchang was the young master's 
name. It was also a word that meant 
"luxuriant." Shattuck recalled this 
as he surveyed the man he'd come to 
see. 

Kienchang hadn't left his couch. 

He was dressed in white silk. There 
was a bright red kerchief about his 
head, also silk; and the front of this 
was drawn into a turban effect by an 
emerald the size of a pigeon's egg. 

Shattuck walked straight toward 
him. 

Kienchang quailed and made a 
movement to protest, to express a 
sense of outrage. Shattuck stopped 
him, speaking softly. 

"Keep quiet. Don't move. Life 
may still be sweet for you." 

They were about of an age, Shat-
tuck surmised. There were two ways 
of looking at this thing called luck, 
it flashed upon him. To be born 
lucky—rich and handsome, for ex-
ample—might not be so good. 

"Send the steward away," Shattuck 
ordered. "Tell him to see that my 
man and horses arc fed." 

There was a heartbreaking mirth 
in that. Shadak Khan, he who was 
to be the fighting lord of the new 
dispensation, reduced to a one-eyed 
boy and four stolen Mongol ponies. 

In any case he had the whip-hand 
over the master of this palace—all 
gilt and lacquer, mirrors and carvcd 
blackwood. 

"What if 1 refuse," Kienchang pro-
posed without much spirit. 

Shattuck's eyes danced. 
"Then," he said, "I'll be forced to 

kill you as I have just killed your 
father." 

Kienchang paled. 
"You killed my father?" 

BECAUSE he almost killed me 
first. Bccause he came to me dis-

guised and struck me unawares. You 
see this surgical dressing about my 
neck. Yet I would have spared him. 
Even while I was taking care of 
him, one of his men—one of your 
men now—since you are the Dragon 
—stole my sword." 

Kienchang gave a start. 
"Hold on," said Shattuck. "I see 
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that you are happy, that this was 
something that you counted on. Are 
you your father's only son?" 

"Yes!" 
"Then, that accounts for it. The 

sword was meant for you. And I am 
justified in what I intend to do." 

"What do you intend to do?" 
"Kill you at the setting of the sun 

unless the sword is in my hand." 
There was a long pause. Then 

Kienchang found breath and courage 
to ask: "And in the meantime?" 

"I hold you hostage." 
"Where?" 
"Here in your own house. In this 

room." 
"Where do you get the authority 

for this?" 
"I carry it with me," Shattuck said, 

putting the flat of his hand on his 
holster. 

"I'll have to send out word," said 
Kienchang. 

"As maiSy as you wish," said Shat-
tuck. "I'm in as great a hurry to 
leave you as you are to have me go." 

He knew when he said this—he 
could read it through the shallow 
transparency of Kienchang's face— 
that the heir of Wang would use 
this means to have him killed. It 
merely made him smile—gave him a 
feeling of exaltation. There is an 
exaltation in daring, when heart and 
soul are in charge, that thrills like 
music 

VIII 

KIENCHANG, with a hand 
that shook, struck a gong 
that hung near the head of 

his couch with a metal hammer. The 
steward appeared. 

Kienchang ordered three things: 
Breakfast, writing materials, and his 
opium. 

Shattuck let him do the ordering. 
But his ears and eyes were alert. So 
far there was nothing wrong. He 

studied the room. From now on he 
would see that Kienchang would be 
between himself and any possible 
sniper. That wouldn't be so hard. 
The couch was set in a deep niche. 
He himself would lie down and rest, 
in a little while, with the heir of 
Wang in front of him. 

Not much after dawn, and the day 
was going to be long. He'd have to 
watch himself as well as this prison-
er of his. The earlier fatigue that 
had plagued hrm in the Cave of the 
Fur Girl had left him. All his nerves 
were taut, as if he would never sleep 
again. 

THE steward returned with a wide 
tray. On the tray were tea and 

rice, fruit and sweetmeats, seeded 
cakes and pao-tzu—steamed tarts, 
theBe were filled with chopped meat 
and vegetables. 

Manifestly, there was no famine 
in the house of Wang 

But Shattuck would neither drink 
nor eat. He'd had his half a melon. 
That would have to do him until 
the sun went down, if the vigil had 
to last that long. 

His last day on earth, perhaps. 
There were better men whose death-
hour was striking now. Around the 
world, the souls of the known and 
the unknown would be going up like 
morning mist. Then it would be the 
turn of Shadak— 

Before he could complete the 
thought, there was a muffled explo-
sion, a shattering of glass, and a bul-
let whined sharply as it passed his 
ear. He'd been fired at through a 
mirror. 

There were many Chinese mirrors 
arranged like that, arranged for the 
convenience of an unseen watcher. 

Before the whine of the bullet was 
silent, it seemed, Shattuck had shot 
out a hand and drawn Kienchang to-
ward him, a hand on hiB collar. Kien-
chang must have thought that this 
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was death, for he let out a sharp 
high cry, then, with an unexpected 
Savagery had flung himself at Shat-
tuck and was fighting. 

Kienchang wasn't fighting like a 
man. He was fighting like a wild-
cat, clawing, trying to bite. His 
dark eyes seemed to have taken a 
greenish tinge. 

Shattuck gasped with disgust. 
Would he have to kill this fool, too, 
as he'd killed the elder Wang? For 
now, with a ferocity and cunning 
generally attributed only to the in-
sane, Kienchang was clawing at the 
bandages about Shattuck's neck and 
shoulders. 

ANOTHER shot banged through— 
very wild this time. It wasn't 

likely that the marksman, whoever 
he was, would take a chance of 
wounding the new master of the 
house. 

But neither was Shattuck willing 
to take a chance. He tilted an arm 
under Kienchang's chin and nearly 
broke his neck. 

Now Kienchang was trying to 
speak. But when he did speak, it 
was a squeaking command to the 
hidden marksman to fire!—fire! 

A bullet came in from another di-
rection. Another mirror had been 
shattered. Then another! 

Still the marksmen were wild. But 
this couldn't go on very long. If 
they killed the son of Wang it would 
be as bad for Shattuck as if he him-
self stopped the bullet. 

Shattuck could have wept. He 
could have cursed. If he could only 
fight!—fight for what he wanted!— 
like a man!—against men, whatever 
the odds!—if he could only have the 
great sword again in his hand!—the 
sword of Kubla Khan! 

He was panting to control the hu-
man wildcat in his arms—this Spider 
Man, Even as he did so, his thought 

shot out and upward to the North 
Star goddess. 

He brought his prisoner over with 
him onto the couch where Kien-
chang had been lying at the moment 
of his arrival. Kienchang was fight-
ing still. 

A satin coverlet was scuffled aside, 
and there, before his eyes, Shattuck 
saw the sword of Kubla. His sword! 
The world-saver! 

IX 

I^ V l i N so, the discovery was al-
^ most the end of him. He was 

dazed, stricken. He let out a 
shout. In an instant he had re-
leased his hold on the squirming, 
cursing, punishing heir of Wang and 
seized this heirloom of the great 
Kubla instead. He was thrilled 
through by a pang of gratitude that 
was almost an ache, an ache to drive 
his soul from his body, give it 
wings. 

But freed, Kienchang had seized 
the teapot and hurled it at him. 
Shattuck didn't know until later that 
he'd been scalded on the hand. 

Having hurled the teapot, Kien-
chang, screaming orders all but in-
coherent, made a dash to leave the 
room. For a moment, Shattuck stood 
exposed to fire from all directions. 
From all directions, it seemed, came 
the fire. At pointblank range, it » 
must have been. 

Yet the hurry and the confusion 
must have gone to the heads of the 
marksman. That, or fear. 

Suddenly Shattuck had jerked his 
gun and fired—twice, right and left. 
In each direction he'd seen a gust 
of smoke, 

He caught Kienchang still fum-
bling at the door, and kicked--him 
aside. 

"You're lucky," said Shattuck, "I'm 
not wasting a bullet on you—yet 1" 

There was a sling on the sword, 
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like that on a polo mallet, and he 
•lipped this over his arm. His arm 
would be cut off, as he'd amputated 
Wang, before he lost that sword 
again. Or arm and sword would go 
together. 

He seized Kienchang and made 
him lead the way, holding him, 
meantime, by his white silk collar. 

From an inner court a little serv-
ing maid ran out. There was an ex-
pression in her face. She had two 
pigtails instead of one. "Fork 
Head!" The boy Meisun's sister. 

She ignored her master. She made 
a signal to Shattuck. He followed 
her. She led him through mean 
ways of the big house, and, finally, 
through a small heavily timbered 
door, that opened on a public alley. 

MEISUN was there with the four 
ponies, excitement shining in 

his single eye. 
"Meisun," said Shattuck. "suppose 

you stay here. I'm headed for stormy 
weather." 

"Duke," said Meisun, "you said 
that I was your man." 

"You are," Shattuck decided. "Can 
you handle an automatic?" 

"Yes." 
"Then take it," said Shattuck. "and 

get away with the ponies through 
the gate. If they try to stop you, 
abandon two of the ponies. If they 
try to stop you after that, shoot. But 
not unless you have to. Under-
stand ?" 

"Yes." 
"Then meet me outside the wall 

where the big gingko tree leans over. 
Know where?" 

"Yes." 
"There's a mob assembling. They're 

looking for me. not you. Good luck. 
So-long." 

They exchanged a swift hand-
skake. Meisun was on his way, tak-
ing his four ponies along. 

All this time he'd been holding 

the son of Wang by the collar. Sud-
denly Kienchang slipped out of his 
upper garment and started to run. 
He ran like a hare. As he ran he 
screeched, and Shattuck heard him 
calling on the members of the Spider 
Tong. This was the new leader of 
the Spider Tong. His word was 
law. 
'Ki l l ! Kill !" he shouted. 'Kill! 

Kill !" 
Shattuck wouldn't have followed 

him, but there was no other way to 
go. He'd have to move quickly, else 
he was trapped. 

Other voices were taking up the 
cry. The excitement at the Wang 
house had already assembled a mob 
in front of the house. Around an 
angle of the compound men began 
to appear, some with knives, some 
with clubs. 

There was a responsive shout. 
There were words of the Spider 
Tong that reached Shattuck as ha 
ran. He appeared to be running to 
certain death. 

But now he had the sword in his 
hand. The crowd fell back. But a 
club came hurtling through the air, 
then a stone. 

Kienchang, stripped to the waist 
and screaming his call for murder, 
turned, shouting for his men to kill. 
On his breast Shattuck saw the red 
skull and bones that had been on 
the breast of the elder Wang. 

Someone passed Kienchang a 
heavy chopping knife. He whirled 
this up to throw it at Shattuck's 
breast. It was a movement never 
completed. 

X 

SHATTUCK had lashed in with 
a backhanded stroke, and 
Kienchang's head rocked as if 

jumped from its body. The body re-
mained there curved, but upright for 
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what seemed like a long moment, a 
fountain of blood, before it collapsed. 

At sight of the blood, the mob 
surged and rocked like a single be-
ing, drunk on its own excitement. 

With a swift movement, Shattuck 
stooped and picked up the head by 
the hair, and burled it into the 
thick of the mob. "There'll be 110 
more Spider Tong," he roared. 

He saw his chance, where a cart 
was placed against the interior of 
the wall. He wasn't far now from 
the leaning gingko that he'd counted 
on to escalade the wall. This was 
better. He leaped to the cart. In 
a moment he had vaulted to the top 
of the wall. 

The mob roared and surged closer 
—such a surf of sound as no man 
can ever hear and forget. 

A broken old wall, with crevices 
and loose rocks sagging at a 
treacherous pitch, where he had to 
watch his footing eveiy step he 
took. 

BUT it looked like death now in 
one way or other. 

The mob was bolder, growing 
larger with every passing second. 
Rocks and cfubs were coming over 
in a steady, deadly flight. 

Shattuck was struck. Once or 
twice he staggered. At each blow 
that struck him, the gale of mob-
voices went an octave higher. 

Meisun hadn't appeared. Would 
he ever appear. 

Others had divined his purpose 
and were now running ahead and 
fighting for a chance to scale the 
wall by means of the gingko tree. 

There wasn't much chance now 
even should he drop "to the plain 
outside. The mob would follow him. 

He stopped for a moment or so 
and threw rocks that he loosened 
from the wall. This helped a little. 

There were two shots fired at him 

in quick succession. But this didn't 
suit the crowd so well. Who would 
try to spoil the sport by killing the 
quarry outright. 

Now, all at once, as if the mob 
had a single -brain as it had but a 
single voice, a dozen ladders were 
being raised against the wall. And 
the more couiageous members of the 
mob, or the better armed, ex-soldiers 
among them—or soldiers of the tong, 
with bayonets on their rifles—were 
pushing up to stop him, maim him. 

Swiftly as this occurred, there had 
come to Shattuck another thrill that 
was the joy of life. After all, he'd 
always been a Fighting Fool. An-
other Fighting P"ool had told him so, 
another day of battle, in far Afghan-
istan. He charged the nearest enemy 
swinging his sword. 

He fought with perfect nerve, per-
fect precision. 

He was bleeding, bruised. But he 
had the sword of the great Kubla in 
his hand. 

Just as he was beginning to be 
conscious that he was at the end of 
his powers, that at any moment now, 
some chance blow might send him 
into oblivion and allow the sword of 
Kubla to fall once more into unholy 
hands, he heard a shout behind him, 
and there was that One Eyed Cat, 
Meisun, with the four ponies below. 
Not only that, but Meisun had the 
automatic in his hand, and in his 
side of the wall the field was clear. 

Q H A T T U C K spat at the crowd, 
U and his voice rose even above 
that terrific surf of a mob bent on 
murder. 

"I'll sec you again," he said. "I'U 
be coming back." 

He put a hand to the coping and 
dropped to the freedom of the plain. 

He was headed for the Gorge of 
the Grasping Fist, for the Fur Girl 
Cave, where there was work to do. 



A Face in the Fog 

Wartime Buddies Meet Again in the Midst of 
Stirring London Adventure 

By JOHN EASTERLY 
Author oj "The I)e\~U Dancers,'' "Shen of the Seven Sea*," etc. 

DONNIE C O R B E T T cursed 
himself for a sentimental 
fool as he plodded and 

B t u m b l e d over the deep depressions 
and large bumps of the crooked, nar-
row, cobbled street. He was telling 
himself that only an imaginative kid 
or a lunatic would have started out 
on such a quest. 

He cursed the London fog which, 
laden with soot and smoke, was as 
heavy to breathe as the dust of a 
desert storm. Finally, he stopped in 
uncertainty, looking about him and 
trying to hear sounds which would 
identify for him his location. 

Only faint, distant, ghost-like foot-
steps and the faint halo surrounding 
a yellow street light rewarded his 
search. An occasional voice, heard 
as though through a door, merely 
served to accentuate the ghost-like 
character of the place. 

He cursed himself again for going 
out on this impossible quest. He had 
seen a face, a face as dimly seen a3 
though it had come out of the dim 
memories of the past. So fieetingly 
had he seen the face, so faintly, that 
he was not at this moment certain 
that it had not come out as a vision 
of the past. 

107 
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Donnie was in London on his semi-
annual visit for his firm in Phila-
delphia. He had met on board ship a 
young woman who was going abroad 
for the first time. Because acquaint-
ance ripens quickly on board ship, 
he soon learned that the young wo-
man was going to London and Paris 
on the same business that brought 
him there. 

He had chivalrously offered to 
show her the sights of London and 
Paris, which he prided himself he 
knew quite well. On their first night 
in the British capital after a satis-
factory dinner in one of those se-
questered little, intimate places that 
he knew so well, he offered to show 
her London's Chinatown and the 
waterfront. 

SHE was thrilled with this offer, 
recalling romantic tales which a 

personal visit would enable her to re-
capture. Besides, it would give her 
something to talk about when she got 
home, something that was out of the 
ken of the average tourist and occa-
sional visitor. 

It had been an extremely interest-
ing and satisfactory jaunt. The 
young woman had shivered appropri-
ately in the right places and had 
given Donnie's vanity plenty of 
material to feed upon, making him 
feel like a veritable Galahad, when 
he imagined what he would do if 
some Chink or London thug would 
try to molest this young woman. 

It was as they were homeward 
bound in the rickety taxi that Donnie 
had seen the face, a facc that recalled 
vividly a hectic, vivid past. 

The face was seen in a window 
above a pub as he passed. There 
was no light in the room behind the 
face, but the glaring light that illum-
inated the entrance and sign of the 
pub brought out all the details of 
the features so seen as clearly as a 
cameo. 

At the first glance the face had not 
registered on Donnie's mind. It was 
only after they had traveled several 
blocks that the facc came back to 
him with the vivid scenes of the past. 

As his taxi bumped its way toward 
the part of London with which 
tourists are more familiar, the face 
seen in the window came back to him 
as does the meaning of words that 
one hears without understanding, 
when one is in an absent-minded 
mood. 

So suddenly did it come back to 
him that the features seen in that 
window above the pub were bound 
up with his intimate past, that he 
straightened up with a jerk, eliciting 
from the young woman by his side a 
startled exclamation. 

He was on the point of ordering 
the chauffeur to drive back but he 
changed his mind. He could not 
bring this young woman into contact 
with that part of his past of which 
he no longer spoke. 

Out of a crowded memory there 
came back the scene vividly. He was 
high up in the air on observation, 
when he met two German fighting 
planes, part of a circus that had 
gained fame during the war. He felt 
that his time was up. His slow ob-
servation plane stood no chance 
against those two hawks. 

MORE by luck than skill he had 
brought one of them down. But 

the other was on his tail and he 
considered himself gone. He tried a 
desperate maneuver which would en-
able him to ram the other and bring 
him to earth with him but it had 
failed; he was no match for the 
speedy adversary. 

He had almost resigned himself to 
his fate, steeling himself against the 
shock of the tracer bullets, when 
something happened that changed 
the complexion of the fight. 

There came roaring from the 
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cloctds; with everything wide open, 
a plane of one of his British allies. 
The fight was over in a few minutes, 
but not before Donnie had almost 
paid the price. His German ad-
versary had begun shooting just as 
help came. 

Donnie had felt the impact of the 
bullet in his shoulder. It was more 
by instinct that he had managed to 
land his plane 6afely behind the 
German lines. 

But the other plane followed him. 
It was the work of a moment to land 
and drag the wounded Donnie out of 
his own plane and into the other. 
With bullets whistling about their 
ears and archies exploding near 
them later when they had Reached 
sufficient height, his British comrade 
had succeeded in bringing him back 
safely to their own territory. 

THEY were later invalided to-
gether and both sent on the same 

transport to London, where Donnie 
completed his convalescence at the 
home of his rescuer. 

It was the face of this rescuer that 
Donnie had seen in the window above 
the pub. But what a change there 
had come over those features! 

He remembered him as a repre-
sentative of the best of his type. 
Fine Nordic features, cool gray eyes 
that could smile engagingly even in 
the face of great danger, or turn to 
frosty ice. when their owner was an-
gered, the best type of the British 
sportsman. 

But the face that Donnie saw in 
the window above the pub was merely 
a caricature of the features he re-
membered so clearly. It seemed as 
though all the elements that had 
gone to make something fine had 
been removed. 

Donnie had marked mentally the 
place where he had seen the face of 
his comrade, Eugene Nelson, and he 

was now determined to find him. 

Now, as Donnie stood there uncer-
tainly straining his ears and his eyes, 
he began to doubt that it was his 
comrade in arms that he had seen. 
After all it was merely a fleeting 
glimpse; he had not seen Nelson for 
thirteen years; the face was—per-
haps it was merely his imagination. 

He bent his head toward his 
cupped palms trying to light a 
cigarette, when a new sound obtruded 
itself on his consciousness. 

There was a choking gasping 
sound, as of a person in acute agony 
a few feet to Donnie's right. He 
dropped his match and stared in that 
direction. He could not see any-
thing, so thick was the fog although 
he was certain from the sounds that 
it was very close to him. When the 
sound was repeated, he took a few 
wary strides in that direction. 

He hastened his steps when he 
made out what seemed like a strug-
gling mass, only dimly seen. At the 
sound of his footsteps the mas3 re-
solved itself into three persons. 
Two of them made off quickly leav-
ing one on the ground. 

As he stooped over the figure, it 
stirred and a pair of bleary eyes were 
staring up at him. 

" 'Elp me guv'nor, 'elp me, I think 
they done me in. But fer 'eavin'a 
syke don' tyke me in there!" 

His head jerked weakly in the di-
rection of a ramshackle building near 
which he was lying. 

DONNIE glanced at the building 
the other indicated. Once more 

he saw under the flaring yellow light 
the name, The Rabbit," which was 
the name of the pub above which he 
had seen the face of Eugene Nelson. 

At this moment there came a new 
sound. A Chinaman loomed out of 
the fog, his steps sounding like the 
pads of an animal. He stopped be-
fore the two, looking with inscrutable 
eyes at Donnie and his companion. 
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Donnie could see new alarm spring 
into the eyes of the man who had 
asked him for help. He tried to get 
up as if to flee, but he seemed frozen 
in his posture, paralyzed, incapable 
of action. 

The Chinaman looked at Donnie, 
saying: 

"YouMelican? Melican man betteh 
not botheh with lat like him." 

He turned a malevolent glare on 
the cockney who was now writhing 
in fear. Donnie shivered. He was 
unpleasantly affected by the yellow 
nicker in the almond-shaped, slanting 
eyes of the Oriental. 

ALTHOUGH there was nothing 
living of which Donnie was 

afraid, he could understand that he 
too might feel uneasy if that feral 
glare were turned on him. 

He stood there hesitating, wonder-
ing what to do, when the decision 
for action was taken from him. The 
door of the pub flew open. Out of 
it there came a lithe figure he re-
membered so well. 

He had no time to see the face, 
before the young man, who came out 
of the pub, was at the Cockney 
prone on the pavement. He had him 
by the throat and was shaking him 
like a rat. 

This had taken place so quickly 
that Donnie stood rooted there for a 
moment, too surprised to think or act. 

Finally he came to himself. Years 
of training and environment impelled 
action. He moved forward and 
touched the other on the arm: 

"Oh, I say now, the chap's hurt 
pretty bad, hardly the sporting thing 
to do." 

He had fallen unconsciously into 
the idiom and even the inflection of 
his English cousins. He was not 
certain for a moment that this wild 
man who was assaulting a wounded 
man, incapable of helping or defend-

ing himself, was Nelson. But he had 
no time to think of this. 

He saw out of the corner of his 
eye the flicker of light on steel. He 
moved aside just in time to avoid the 
deadly thrust aimed at him by the 
Chinaman. 

Donnie's reflexes worked with the 
speed of light. As the Oriental's 
squat body shot forward after his 
lunging dagger, Donnie's hard fist 
shot out and landed on the side of 
his head. 

If Donnie had been armed then, the 
Chinaman would have gone to the 
permanent resting place of his an-
cestors, but Donnie had come out on 
a peaceful mission. 

But the Chinaman was not out of 
the fight, far from it. He was sent 
staggering with the blow but he re-
turned to the encounter. He came 
toward Donnie, with a sliding, side-
long motion, not raising hiB eyes from 
Donnie's shoes, his gleaming dagger 
held in readiness. 

Donnie was stepping back warily 
looking for a chance to disarm the 
other, when the Oriental's threaten-
ing advance was stopped, by a wel-
comed interruption. 

There was a sharp word from Nel-
son at which the threatening figure 
with the dagger halted, the Chinaman 
meanwhile not taking his eyes from 
Donnie's feet. Then there were a 
few sharp words in a language that 
Donnie did not know. 

He judged they were spoken in a 
Chinese dialect although they did not 
sound like the Chinese spoken by the 
Oriental. 

THE Chinaman, with a muttered 
monosyllabic reply, turned his 

back and was swallowed up in the 
fog. Donnie was surprised to see 
that during the minute or 30 that he 
had been engaged with the China-
man, the man who had asked him 
for his help had vanished. 
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Now (or the first time Donnie had 
a good look at the features that had 
come back to him like a vision out of 
the past. The young American was 
surprised, shocked at what he saw. 

Whereas the young man who had 
saved his life behind the German 
lines at risk of his own, thirteen 
years before, was a fine, clean, whole-
some fun Iovirjg young Englishman 
of the very best type, the person 
whom Donnie now confronted was a 
different person altogether. 

He would have doiibted his senses, 
if Nelson had not by a perfunctory 
nod shown his recognition. There 
was no effusive greeting. The other 
merely stared at him, saying : 

"Corbett, isn't it ?" 
Donnie had put his hand out in 

glad greeting, but he dropped his 
arm to his side. He stared wonder-
ingly at Nelson. There was some-
thing bleak, hard about the other that 
Donnie had never seen in the days he 
remembered so well. 

NELSON, by a slight nod in the 
direction of the pub, turned his 

back. Corbett flushed in a mixed 
emotion made up of half anger, half 
of a peculiar kind of embarrassment. 
But he followed. 

Donnie was certain he saw a sig-
nificant look exchanged between Nel-
son and a big beefy man behind the 
bar. They walked into a sitting rooin 
curtained off from the bar where they 
found themselves alone. 

Here without a word being uttered, 
a bottle of rye and one of soda was 
brought with glasses and put on the 
table between them. Nelson sat for a 
long time staring in fixed silence at 
the floor. Finally he looked up; his 
eyes were hard: 

"After you have your drink, Cor-
bett, better get out of here. No 
decent person should be here at this 
time of night or any time for that 
matter," 

Once more Donnie flushed with 
that strange mixture of embarrass-
ment and anger. He slopped whisky 
into his tumbler and he drank it off 
at a gulp, without diluting it or fol-
lowing it with a chaser. He said : 

"Having saved my life, you can 
talk that way, Captain Nelson. Other-
wise—" 

A SLOW flush crept under the 
other's skin. His eyes left the 

floor and looked at his former friend. 
His eyes were bleak, bitter, hard. A 
retort was on his lips, but he closed 
his fist in effort at self-restraint. 

Donnie could sec the white of his 
knuckles. He purposely pretended to 
misunderstand the gesture: 

"If you think of trying on me what 
you did on that poor devil out there, 
go ahead and damned to you. But 
I'm not a cripple." 

Donnie went on whipping his 
anger. He was determined to make 
the other talk, say something that 
would furnish a clue to his strange 
behavior. 

"This is a hell of a show of hos-
pitality a man's buddy gets in a 
strange land. Is this a new brand of 
English hospitality or—" 

"See here, Corbett. Don't carry 
this too far. I'll stand a lot from 
you but—" 

"Betcher life you'll stand a lot 
from me—and like it. I see you in a 
window up here the other night. 
When I come back to hunt you up 
this is the reception I get." 

"You came back here to look mc 
up—in friendship?" 

"Yes, I did, and what do 1 find? 
You, a man I thought of as a sports-
man of the finest type, attacking a 
little rat of a Cockney who was un-
able to defend himself and then ap-
parently in cahoots with a Chink. 
And then you treat me as though I 
were a beggar or something—" 

Donnie stopped. The bleak eyes in 
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front of him became less hard. 
There was even a note of appeal in 
them. Donnie felt an irresistible 
urge to grasp the hand of the other, 
but he restrained himself. 

H E had to find out the reason for 
this strange behavior. The other 

spoke. At first the words came 
slowly, haltingly, then they came 
with a rush. 

"If it were anyone but you, Cor-
bett, talking to me that way, I'd send 
you out to the river there, feet first 
but—" 

He paused drawing his forefinger 
around the ring of moisture left on 
the dark wood of the table by the 
glass. Then he looked up once more. 

"When the war ended and I came 
home, I was a hero, you know, there 
were several million heroes then. 
When we came marching home we 
were acclaimed, there were demon-
strations, banquets, speeches. I never 
liked that sort of thing much as you 
know. I didn't feel I ought to be 
paid that way for what I had done 
'over there.' 

"Then I tried to get my old job 
back; it had been promised when I 
enlisted; I was one of the early vol-
unteers you know. But I couldn't 
get it back. Someone was filling the 
job at two thirds of what I was will-
ing to take; and I couldn't get it 
back anyway. 

"I looked for other jobs, without 
success. A feeling had spread abroad 
that the men who had enlisted were 
not fit for much other than fighting. 
My father and older brother were 
dead. My father had died while I 
was abroad and my brother in the 
trenches. There was just I and a 
little sister with nothing to live on. 

"Then I heard a speech by a man 
on the demoralizing effect on the 
young men of the war. This was a 
man who had grown rich in making 
and selling war material. He said 
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that he was willing to give any ex-
service man a job and pay him in 
accordance with his deserts. 

"I took him at his word and went 
to his office on the following day. I 
waited four hours before I could see 
him. When I finally saw him, he 
gave me a lecture on thrift and asked 
me what I could do and what I was 
willing to do. You know, I was an 
expert motor mechanic before the 
war. He finally offered me a job at 
wages that would not keep a Chinese 
coolie alive. He was very severe with 
me for not accepting it. Then he 
had the effrontery to offer me a 
crown. 

"My sister and I had not eaten for 
two days then. I left him, but 
that night, I met him not far from 
his home, changed his face consid-
erably and took what money he had 
on him. And since then—" 

"And your sister," broke in Donnie. 
"My sister? I carried on collecting 

money that way for five years until 
her education was completed. When 
I saw her safely installed in a job as 
a teacher, I stopped seeing her. Then 
I went in for it on a bigger scale 
and I'm now collecting what the 
world owes me. 

"And—" he made an expressive 
gesture with his hands. "That's that." 
He twisted his features into a smile 
that contorted it into a sneering cari-
cature of his former self. 

DONNIE nodded. There was no 
indecision in his demeanor now. 

He leaned forward across the table, 
the lines of his jaw clearly defined. 

"So that's that, eh? Well, that's 
not that by a long shot. I don't 
know whether the man whose life is 
saved owes his savior something or 
the other way about. But I'm going 
to pay my debt by talking right out 
in plain English. 

"You say you enlisted, that's right, 
isn't it. Well, if you enlisted be-
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cause of what you expected to get 
out of it you're not the man I re-
member. You enlisted because you 
thought it was your duty to your 
country and because you were a kid 
and the excitement appealed to you. 

"And then when you came back 
and a couple of bloated war profiteers 
made a few speeches and things 
didn't go the way you liked you just 
lay down on the job like a slacker 
and quit, didn't you?" 

"See here, Corbett—" The other 
leaned forward and the two men with 
their eyes close together looked like 
a couple of jungle cats. 

"That's right, isn't it?" insisted 
Donnie. 

"You're talking like a bally ass or 
a profiteer," said the other weakly. 

"That's better," nodded Donnie 
with satisfaction. "That's the way 
my old friend Nelson used to talk. Is 
it less your patriotic duty now to be 
a good citizen and help your coun-
try rid itself of all the post-war evils 
than it was in 1914 to go over there? 
If you don't think it is, then I will 
be justified in saying that in 1914 it 
wasn't patriotism, but just plain per-
sonal desire for excitement that took 
you to the recruiting office." 

Donnie, through shielded lids 
watched keenly for the effect of 
these words on his old friend and 
comrade. 

He went on more calmly. 
"There is the obligations of citi-

zenship, which a man like you, or 
the man I used to know does not 
hold lightly. There is the obliga-
tion of honor. There is the obliga-
tion of family—how about your sis-
ter? You used to love her." 

THE other answered slowly, the 
light in his eyes being what Don-

nie used to know. 
"You don't know what you're talk-

ing about, Corbett—" 
"I 'm Donnie to my friends." 

"Donnie," the other said it with 
some difficulty, gulpingly. 

"You don't know what you're talk-
ing about. You didn't go through 
what I did. And then if I wanted 
to quit, I couldn't. Once you tie 
yourself up with this kind of—kind 
o f—" 

"You mean, that men like that 
Chink out there are going to dictate 
to Gene Nelson what he should do, 
how he should live for the rest of 
his l i fe?" 

"Yes, Cor—Donnie, I mean just 
that. Once you get into this kind 
of thing, you're in it, there's no out." 

"And if you decide to quit?" 
"Then my life isn't worth a 

ha'penny." 
"Well, I don't know about that. 

We're pal6, aren't we, we were over 
there. We got the best of the best 
the Heinies could send against us 
and if we can't do the same to a 
couple of Cockney—" 

AT this moment there was an in-
terruption. A big, beefy, red-

faced individual slid into the alcove 
hidden from the bar by a screen. He 
might have been taken for a replica 
of the person Donnie had seen be-
hind the bar. 

He was dressed in nondescript 
clothes, in this respect forming a con-
trast to Nelson who had retained 
from his old life his passion for 
cleanliness and good clothes. The 
intruder stood at the entrance, with 
his thumbs hooked into the belt 
girdling his enormous girth. 

"Ho," he sneered, "you'll tell 'im 
wot to. A bleedin' Yankee comes 
hover 'ere to tell hus wot to do, hus 
wot—" he stopped in speechless 
wrath. 

He went on: 
"Lissen young feller, me lad. Go 

orn 'ome w'ere ye b'longs an' don't 
tell yer betters wot to do. Or Gor 
Blime if Hi don't tyke yer neck in 
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me two fingers and squeeze yer 
bleedin' gizzard hout. Hif Hi gits 
me— 

Nelson spoke up: 
"That's enough, Tad. I'm here 

talkin' with a friend." 
"With a friend his hit? An" don't 

Hi 'ear with me hown 'ears wot this 
nice friend hadvizes ye r about 
quittin' hus wot 'ave gave—" 

A dull red suffused his features, as 
Nelson stood up to end this painful 
interview. His eyes were now the 
color of cloudy ice. 

He was going to say something, but 
Donnie interrupted. He also stood 
up. There was a smile on his face, 
which just barely reached the eyes. 
His eyes now had a glint that his 
friends knew presaged trouble for 
someone. 

He spoke softly, pressing Nelson 
down in his seat: 

"Just a minute, Gene. This is my 
party; I started and I always finish 
what I start. We were talking about 
doing something. This is as good a 
place to begin as any. This gentle-
man seems to object to my—" 

"Yas," the beefy individual said 
with broad sarcasm, "this gentleman 
certainly hobjects to a bleedin' 
Yankee—" 

He was advancing during this 
speech but he did not go far. Donnie 
met him half way. Nelson had stood 
up again, but a violent push from 
Donnie sent him spinning into a cor-
ner while Donnie went into action. 

HE neatly sidestepped a broad, 
swinging, ham-like fist at the 

end of a beefy arm, at the same time 
dodging into the other's guard and 
planting both fists solidly above the 
other's belt buckle. 

At this point Donnie was due for 
a surprise. What he thought would 
be soft yielding flesh, he found to be 
hard, solid muscle. His fists met the 
firm, hard flesh of the trained athlete. 

He later learned that this man was a 
trained professional wrestler. 

He learned this fact quickly. He 
did not get away fast enough and 
he found himself in a vice-like grip 
that only a trained wrestler could 
know how to apply. 

It took all his strength and skill to 
tear himself away from this danger-
ous, damaging hold. He quickly re-
cast his opinion of his adversary. 
What he thought was a big, beefy 
fat individual he found to be an 
extremely dangerous opponent. 

He heard Nelson call out but he 
was too busy to pay attention. Keep-
ing at a distance, he tried, unsuccess-
fully for a time, to confuse the other 
with long swift jabs. 

HE received one or two blows in 
exchange that added—to his re-

spect for the big man. They did no 
special damage even though they 
rocked him slightly. 

Finally he saw his opening. With 
a quick shift he planted his fist sol-
idly into the other's plexus. The man 
did not go down as would the 
ordinary man from such a punch, but 
he dropped his guard. 

With the speed of light, Donnie 
straightened up and let the man have 
it, a long swinging hook on the side 
of the neck. 

The man dropped his guard com-
pletely and then Donnie risked a 
broken hand by landing square on 
the other's jaw. The bruiser went 
down like a poled ox. 

Donnie turned to his friend, who 
had stood in the corner with a sar-
donic smile, watching the conflict. 
Nelson did not say anything but 
there was a dancing light in his eyes 
with which Donnie was familiar. 

Donnie staggered to his chair, 
and dropped into it. He blew 
on his bruised knuckles and was 
about td reach for his drink, when 
the man he had knocked out stirred. 

(Continued on page 116) 
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The big beefy man sat up and 
stared with glazed eyes at the young 
American. He rose. Standing there 
swaying and reeling, he brushed his 
hand across his eyes, to clear them 
of the haze, then he made a i ush to-
ward Donnie 

Donnie was just in time to slip 
sideways out of his chair to prevent 
being caught at a disadvantage. He 
knew that the man was doubly dan-
gerous now; he was like a wounded 
animal of the jungle. That this mere 
stripling of a Yankee should upset 
him, the pride of I-imehouse, was a 
hurt to vanity that only severe pun-
ishment would wipe out. 

Donnie saw that the other had just 
enough boxing skill to guard his vul-
nerable jaw. Donnie had realized the 
futility of trying to stop the other 
by body blows. Donnie was not in 
condition now to penetrate with his 
punches, the iron muscles that lined 
the other's stomach. 

Disregarding Donnie's long range 
jabs, the Englishman made a de-
termined effort to get Donnie within 
reach of his mighty arms. Donnie 
saw this; he knew that once clasped 
in those gorilla-like arms it would be 
finis for him. 

For the first time in the fight and 
perhaps for the first time in his life, 
he felt real apprehension. It did not 
occur to him for a moment to look 
for help from his old comrade in 
arms. Nelson was an unknown quan-
tity to him and he did not know 
what he would do. 

The narrow confines of the room, 
with its tables and chairs did not 
permit the footwork of which Donnie 
was capable, even in his present un-
trained condition. 

A SMASHING staggering blow 
from the huge ham-like fist 

caught Donnie high up on the temple 
and sent him spinning into a corner, 

adversary followed him up and 

Donnie was now in the bear-like em-
brace of the other. 

Donnie let himself go limp, in the 
hope that his adversary would re-
lax his hold, but the wrestler was not 
to be caught that way. His hold 
merely tightened and Donnie knew 
himself to be in a tough spot. Slowly 
the other's grip was shifting. 

Donnie knew that the old wrestler 
was seeking a damaging, crippling 
hold with which he would leave the 
young American writhing helpless-on 
the floor. 

DONNIE felt himself tiring with-
out being conscious of a lessen-

ing of vigor on the part of the beefy 
man. Both stood there straining and 
panting. Donnie put forth one last 
desperate effort and the fates were 
kind to him. 

In the lunge which sent them both 
out of the corner, his adversary's leg 
caught on a chair and he stumbled 
backward with Donnie on top. 

There was a sickening""crunch as 
the big man's head struck the stone 
corncr of the wide open fire-place. 
Donnie heard a groan and the vice-
like grasp which was squeezing his 
breath from his body was released. 

He stood up panting, a wild, gory 
spectacle. He crouched, panting, 
ready for action if the other moved. 
But the fight was over. A broaden-
ing scarlet stain spread over the bare 
floor from the big man's head. 

The soft drawl of the cultured 
Englishman, which must not be con-
fused with the speech of the Cock-
ney, brought Donnie to himself. His 
friend was standing there with a 
glint of amusement and admiration 
in his eyes. 

"A bally good fight; well done. A 
swell scrap as you Yankees would 
say, but what now?" 

"What—" Donnie stared at him 
uncomprehendingly. 

"Yes," the other nodded. His eyea 
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were once more hard, bleak, with the 
joy of life washed from them. 

Nelson continued in a weary voice: 

TO return to the thing we were 
discussing, when 'I'ad there inter-

rupted Even were your powers of 
persuasion sufficient to make me give 
up the life I've chosen for myself, 1 
couldn't give it up if I wanted to. 
In the first place, I like the life I've 
chosen. 

"But what is more important, he," 
jerking his head in the direction of 
the prone figure, "and several hun-
dred like him would object to my 
giving this up. You put up a fine 
fight, but this is only against one 
man. What could you and I do 
against a gang, the most dangerous 
gang in England?" 

Just then a fact that had been dis-
turbing Donnie, became crystallized 
in his mind. He gave it voice: 

"Say, how comes that with ail this 
racket in here, no one came in here 
to see what was going on?" 

Nelson waved a thin aristocratic 
hand negligently: 

"They don't bother me in here. No 
one comes in here unless he—or she 
is callcd. Tad, there, is one of the 
trusted lieutenants and hearing what 
you had to say. he felt callcd on 
to—" 

At this moment there was an in-
terruption to contradict what he was 
saying. The screen was edged aside 
and gave entrance to a young woman 
who stood on the threshold with 
hands on hips surveying the scene 
with faintly curling lips. Her skin 
was in vivid contrast to her jet-black 
hair. Only her brightly rouged lips 
and heavily shaded deep black eyes 
relieved the startling whiteness of 
her skin. 

She looked slowly at the figure on 
the floor, then at Donnie Corbett and 
last at Eugene Nelson. She was an 
arresting figure as she stood there. 

Then she spoke, in a slow, super-
cilious drawl. Donnie was at once 
conscious that she spoke with an 
American accent. While he was un-
certain of her nationality he was cer-
tain that she had learned her English 
on the western side of the Atlantic. 

"So an old buddy comes along and 
preaches that this ain't the life for 
a decent citizen like Gene Nelson? 
And this mamma's boy hero tells how 
he's goin' to get his old buddy out 
of it. An' he's a reg'lar honest to 
Gawd hero too. He knocks out Tad 
there an'—" 

She dropped her air of lightness 
and turned flaming eyes on the 
young Englishman. 

"You got a lot of us in this thing. 
Think we're goin' to stand secin' you 
run out and leavin' us flat? You're 
mistaken if you think we are. 
Spcakiii' for myself, I ain't goin' to 
take it layin' down if you quit us." 

Then she continued in a quieter 
tone. 

"The gang meets tomorrow night 
as you know. If you want to quit, 
you can put it up to them then—if 
you've got the nerve. And your boy 
friend here," she turned a sneering 
face toward Donnie, "can come along 
with you to the meeting if he likes 
and explain to the gang that it is 
your duty as a good Englishman to 
leave us and lead a decent life." 

WITH another scornful glance 
that took in everything in the 

room she turned with a cat-like 
movement and left the room. 

Nelson looked grim. 
"See, Donnie? You've heard from 

two of 'em. and they're not the vorst. 
Would you like to hear from the 
gang, from the executive members of 
the gang?" 

"You mean the meeting she spoke 
o f ? " 

"Yes." 
(Continued on page 120) 
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article of aueh hi*h qnal 
Ity ami utility c « r aold 
a t i n c h i» n\A r I ng I y low 
prices 1'H c f ijT»ot»d aro 
ea#h with ord««c or oar 
fourth c*ah, b • 1a nc • 
O. U. n ft^ndeliack or 
mnoey order; p r o m p t 
• hlptn-nt m»«l<» In Dkata 
•tronj l>ox .ml* txni 
rr w>>rtb haviu£ L 
Catalog Fr»« . 

HOME MANUFAC-TURING CO. 
D e p t . 4.18 10 E. Klnilo St 

C h i c a g o , I l l i n o i s 

Art you ahaav* Excited T Fatigued ? Worried 7 
I Woomy T BaanfuJ7 Poaa lml« t ic7 Constipation fa-

auraatlm, al*«pl«aroAe> cold i w m U i n j dl«ay fpal'a 
era w r y often eaua^d br NERVE EXHAUSTION, f /ru^.. <an»c# tm-tn^ynrw o/iw>*» A«lp w«ak n'r-ws / I J,«rn 
how to r«rfa»n V»»or. Health and CAi«»n..a C«ed 2S c t « . for my 

N«>w N f r » o » For Old. 1 rontalrln* full oartlrolara 
Richard Blackatone. N - I O l l Flatlron Bldo . N. Y City 

nd fool your tr lendi with hoax pro-
Erama thru your radio . Cut Into station 

road casts with wisecracks and comica l 
remark ! Juit attach a W O R L D M I K E 
to your set and you oan talk from a n -
other room n nd make your vole* c o m e 
out of tha loud speaker . Juit Ifko 
part of the regular program. A wonder -
ful atuot for parlies and c l u b meoflnoa. 
You oan mvi t l fy everyone A da luxe 
n o d e * — H O T A T O Y ; a real microphone 
Attached In a Jiffy Cort only $1 00. 
Postpaid. C O D 22c extra. Get It 
sow and doub le your radio p 'ensure. 
W O R L D M I C R O P H O N E CO Dept 1064 
7 ' 8 Mitalon 8 t San Franelsco . Ca l i f . 
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QUIT 
TOBACCO 

N o m a n o r w o m a n c a n e s c a p e t h o 
h a r m f u l e f f e c t s of t o b a c c o D o n ' t t r y 
t o banlab u n a i d e d t h e h o l d t o b a c c o 
haa u p o n y o u J o i n the t h o u s a n d s o f 
I n v e t e r a t e t o b a c c o uaer* t h a t h a v o _ 
f o u n d It eaay t o q u i t w i t h t h o a i d o l t h o K o c l c y T r e a t m e n t . 

T r e a t m e n t For 
Tobacco Habit 
S u c c e s s f u l For 

r- — — - Over SO Yea r s 
y u l c k l y banLihre all c r a v i n g ror t o b a c c o W r i t e t o d a y f o r F r e e 
B o o k te l l ing h o w t o q u i c k l y I Y e o yuurael l f r o m t h o t o b a o o o 
b a b l t a n d o u r M o n e y B a c k G u a r a n t e e . 

fca •'<•>« (•»<«>• T . ~ t m . o l tm Uqn,,, D r . , . . 
Booklet 8*ot oo Rrooaot CorT.»pofi<VMe Buirt ! . < „(,f\-,.t,tf.l 

T H E K E E L E Y I N S T I T U T E D. j l t . P -507 Dwlaht , l l l l n o l . 

KEELEY 

"Betcher life I would." 
"Have you got the nerve, Donnie?" 
Donnie looked at him without an-

swering. The other spoke hastily. 
"Yes, I know you've got the nerve." 

He paused in indccision. Then he 
j looked up. Once more his eyes were 
'bleak, grim. 

"All right, our meeting is tomor-
row night. Come here if you wish." 

Donnie asked: 
"What was the little scrap out-

, side ?" 
"That little rat was what you 

; Americans call a stool-pigeon. He—" 
"Oh, I understand. And Gene Nel-

son, the eagle of the air, the Ace, 
'attacks a little rat like that who Is 
nearly dead and can't help himself—" 

Once more the slow red suffused 
the features of the Englishman. Don-
nie stopped. lie stood up abruptly. 

"Be seein' you tomorrow night." 
Donnie rose early the following 

morning and spent a very busy day. 
He began to fear toward nightfall 
that he would not get what he was 
seeking, but late in the afternoon he 
found it. He also visited the Ameri-
can consulate. 

At that place they tried to dissuade 
him from what he proposed to do, 
without success. 

(Continued un jHiye 122) 

Ihs Truth about 

V 
No longer can conventional 
taboos suppress a subject 10 
vital to every thinking man and 
woman. Nol Thii It a new era of 
l e i the age for Intelligent 
control. W H I C H S H A L L IT BE? Hap -
hazard over -breeding with It, Inevitable 
• qua lor and misery or . . . Intelligent 
control with consequent happiness and 
family progress? This, and more . . . much wore Is answered in our newest volume "THE TRUTH 
A B O U T BIRTH C O N T R O L . " Clearly and courageoutly 
It deals with The Meaning of Birth Cont ro l—Var ioy l 
Methods of Birth Contro l—Per iodic Probabilities o ' 
Concept ion—Wanted and Unwanted Offspr ing—Scien-
tific Birth Control , etc., etc. 
Mai led prepaid, In plain wrapper, on receipt of II.7J 
per copy. O r send 50c with order, and balance, plus 
postage to postman on delivery. 

A T H O R O U G H TREATISE O N A VITAL SUBJECT 

HEALTH AND LIFE PUBLICATIONS 
D„tB.33,70 BULKLEY AVE.. SAUSALITO, C A L I F 
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— / o r Larger Success in BUSINESS 
' T o t h o man w h o would ri.se 

t o a c o m m a n d i n g posit ion 
i n b u s i n e s s , a s o u n d 
and practical k n o w l -

edge of Law in exceed -
ingly ra l oah lo . A m o n r tbe larger business enter -
prise*, the law-trainea man is o f ten preferred for 
the higher execut ive posit ions. M a n y great corpora -
t i o n s — t h e C . & N . W . Hy . , f o r example , the I n -
ternat ional Paper C o . , the Packard M o t o r C o . , the 
M u t u a l Li fe Insurance C o . , the Standard Oil C o . of 
N . J . , the A n a c o n d a C o p p e r Mining C o . , the C o n -
so l idated Gas C o . of N . —-are headed by men of 
legal training. In the smaller corporat ions or in one ' s 
o w n business, a knowledge of law spella larger success. 

F o r the who le intricate 
s tructure of business is 
baaed on L A W . 

" I n l ook ing o v e r the 
field." writes a p rominent 
Eastern manufac turer , " I lind that nearly all tho 
posit ions c o m m a n d i n g a sa lary of $10,000 or m o r e 
nre filled b y men w h o nave s tudied l a w . " Fit yoursel f 
at h o m e , in y o u r spare t ime , f o r larger success in 
business. Full l aw course leading t o degree of L I ^ B . , 
or shorter Business L a w counte. I^aSalle will gu ido 
y o u s t e p b y s tep . W o furnish all text material , 
including 14-vo lumo I>aw Library . L o w cost , easy 
terms. G e t our valuable 64-page "I>aw G u i d e ' 
and " E v i d e n c e " b o o k s free. Send for them n o w . 

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY, Dept. L-273 CHICAGO 
T h o W o r l d ' s Largest liuaineas Training Institution 

en/ Mo Need to Lose. 
Natural Power/ After 35.' 

Regain Lost Vitality This Easy W a y ! 
• \ \ T I T anITer from prem.tun. low of p , p vigor and TnuLU/ul Energy any longer! Why be de-

™ „ " * - h e n roe .'«n no ea.lly res.In 1 hi N . t t m l Poweral 
Thouaand, < I,.re „ . , , „ DORAL VIGOR TABS! You. too. r .n help yourMlf to lirallMul »Uri»r will, .murine icr.Mllr rilandular .1! DORAL VIGOR TABS are r-eom-
men.UM by pbŷ lrt.li. i " poaltlr. »nd beneficial. with Ion* luting rosulm Tim I. jour 
opportunity to regain lite Tlgnr nf rral roune manhood' 
Send for DORAL VIGOR TABS taLy Heu'ilar Large »lx« boi ISO tlm. tro.traemi only J195 
THREE BOXES J5 00. SUPER 8TREN0TH only J2.93. TWO BOXES »5 00 8,-nd ('luh or 
Mubey unl«r C O U 15c eltrA. ORDER NOW! 

Dept. !•"-14. 303 West 12nd St., New York City 

Pep 
Vitality 
Natural 

DORAL LABORAlY)RIES 

LATEST GIRL RACKETS EXPOSED! 
H e r e a n 1 t r u e s t o r i e s o f K o l d d i g g e r s - a s e n s a t i o n a l e x p o s e o f t o d a y ' s c o n d i t i o n s 
f l i a t w i 11 a s t o u n d y o u — t h i n g s y o u n e v e r k n e w t w f o r e aliout t h e w o m e n w h o s e m o t t o If. "Never ( l i v e n S u c k e r an Even I t r e a U . " tiit the real inside story on many famous scandals—this hook teems with stnrtlint-faets never tiefore divulged) Kasciuating. shocking reading! For the low-down on feminine racketeers. read -
' T ' T D T n A P V C T C " former Polic* 7?<-por(«r in Chicago. Wem VJIIVL rV/AV^IVL/ X |3 York and Boston. Author of "What _ , . . . „ , „ • , , Happens to Innocent Girlt," "How Girti 

Uy Virginia Hudson liriRntman Co IV rong." etc. 
TfcU Book Includes an Up-to-Oate Dictionary of 6road»sy 8lnnouaps Used by Girl Racketeers. 

PARTIAL TABLE OF CONTENTS 
CHAPTER VTI 

CTTAPTTB I 
LADIES MUST LIVE—MOW 0 0 THEY 
GET THAT WAV—AND WHY? THEY 

EVEN 0 0 IT IN OLD 1APAW 
CHAPTER II 

THE VIRTUOU8 GIRL RACKET — AN 
EXTRAORDINARY STORY Of CHASTE 
AND U NCHASTE GIRLS WHO WORK 
MEN FOR ALL THEY'RE WORTH 

. ("HATTER III 
THE LOVE RACKETEERS—THE "MAR 
RY 'EM AND MAKE ' E H I — P A Y " ! 

RACKET IS AS OLD AS HISTORY AND 
ALWAYS GETS THEM 

CHAPTER IV 
THE G0LD-DI0GER—THE BROADWAY 
BUTTERFLY — 0 I R L 8 WHO NEVER 
GIVE A SUCKER AN EVEN BREAK ' 

CHAPTER V 
GIRL AUTOMOBILE GYPS — GIRLS 
WHO ASK FOR A HITCH — WITH 
STRANGE CONSEQUENCES—AND THE 

GAMBLING RACKET C !IA PTFTH VI 
THE NOBILITY RACKET—THE BIG-
GEST MONEY PRIZES GO TO THE 
BRAINY TYPE8—THE M08T DANGER-

OUS OF ALL 

CREEP JANE'S PR0G RE8S — WHAT 
HAPPENS TO THE GIRLS WHOSE 
RACKETEERING 18 AT FIR8T CON-
FINED TO DAGGING FREE MEALS. 

CHAPTER V] II 
SWINDLING AND B L AC K M A I L—SEN -
8 ATI ON A L STORIES OF VULTURES 
IN HUMAN FORM WHO PREY ON THE 
EM0TI0N9 OF INNOCENT VICTIMS. 

CHAPTER IX 
JUST DOWN FROM COLLEGE—A COL-
LEGIATE MANNER AN AIR OF N0N-
CHALANCE AND PLENTY OF NERVE 
ARE THE STOCK-IN TRADE OF CER-
TAIN UNSCRUPULOUS RACKETEERS. 

(CASH, U. S. STAMPS. EXPRESS OH POSTAL MONEY ORDERS ACCEPTED) 
itiLaxt} Propal.1 Malli'tl ui Plain Wrapper 

B E T T E R P I B L I C A T I O N S , I n c . . 
I>ei»t. TA-ll. 5t» 7tli Ave.. New York City 
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Address 
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Brand New Instant Protec -
tion without in jury to any-
one. Agenta c&n make op t o 
$400.00 monthly. One agent 
a o l d l doxen In B hours. One 
minute demonstration 
the order everytlma. Sella 
on sight P r o t e c t i o n f o r 
everybody agsinat robbers, 
crlminsia. morons , vieioui 
dogs , etc Every sato is t . 
atpre, bank, theatre and every home prospect 
A G E N T S : Grab This Money Maker 
St«*p Into thifl n o w . unlimited, m o n e y - m a k i n g 
field. Y o n t a k e o r d e r s . Collect vour big p a y 
daily. Devote part or fal l t ime. Exclusive ter-
ritory ntill open Write quick f o r tv*-»rting o f fer . 

ATLAS CO., Chesterfield Station,OS*T I«I I Chicago 

ISTiPATION 
DISAPPEARS LIKE MAGIC 
IF YOU CORRECT IT NATURE S W A Y REMOVE CAUSE — RESTORE REGULAR HASH 
Oon't rvin your K»«'lh witk kj'lK Ui«<ry«l and rrt«k*. 
«K»lf| Profit by Dr Govkf » ywrt of • in re 
bwJdn<J men and FormvU No 7 will you ol 
(o*»F.p«t.«n «rvd ill cewtei—In N«»vr«'» W«y> Prwmpfi -jentW 

•o*. e*t«btriKet re^uUrrty: tl um* fan*. K««l» «nd 
No O'uqt <w fitrnwi M(«U4'y Wrwj |Q<> 

<<K < 
w<7» o» •«••<. i 

• tr.«l Or. Gould . 
de^%l booil«t M<xJ«>A Ho.-J »o HeaHK." Jf'» 

S OBT̂ FAOEI. 
A- R GOULD. M 0 . De,» 1023 

FREE 
BOOKLET 

LADIES 
' i v t - i 3 K u a r a n t t ' v m y ^ r f n ( s u r 

" I t c l i r f C o m p o u n d " S n f c l y r r -
s o m e o f t h e l u n K i ' a t . u t u l m o r n 

I p o s i t i v e l y g u a r a n t e e m y 
r o s u f u l 
HPVCB e o t n 
a n d u n u v u a l casra In t h r o - t o I Ivc d a y s For Over it Quarter of i» Century 
women frtrm all oral the country ha i r uemt Oil" 
compound with rrniarkAt.il> r<**ulm Tretlmonlals No harm. t»alji or Interference «tUi wurk h 
atreoclb. J3 Booklet Free Write today 
OR H. 0 . S O U T H I N G T O N B E M t D V CO KAN 

tiuinlirr Doubt. 
SAS C I T Y . MO 

, It was an awe-inspiring gathering 
of twenty-five persons who were 
seated about the oblong table at the 
meeting of crookdom's aristocracy 

• that night. His friend, Nelson, was 
seated at the head of the table and 
Donnie was seated at his side. There 
were two women in the gathering, 
one of them, the young woman he 
had seen the night before. 

It was this young woman who 
stood up and in a few fiery scorn-
ful sentences introduced the young 
American. As if in response to the 
introduction, Donnie stood up at the 
head of the table, a bulky object cov-
ered with a rubber cloth in his hands. 
He spoke quietly. 

"Nelson is a friend of mine. We 
were in the flying scrvice together 
and he saved my life once. Nelson 
has a sister and is probably sorry 
that he is doing this kind of thing, 
but he is loyal to all of you and he 
doesn't want to let you down. 

"I am an American. Before I came 
here I told them at the Consulate 
that 1 was coming here and what I 
was going to do. Your police, like 
our American police, may be a Httle 
lax about criminal activities, but if 

: an American is bumped off, some-
thing is sure to be done about it. 

"If I am not back at my hotel in 
(Continued on page 124) 

My system makes it easy and lileasant for you 
to QU IT T H E T O B A C C O H A B I T . It conta ins ' 
no dangerous or in jur ious drugs, but consists 
of a mild and pleasant herbal substitute that is | 
not habit forming, but which satisfies, and 
which also takes away the craving for tobacco, 
together with certain specific instructions that 
wil l amaze you by their effectiveness. C. M. L. 
writes: " Y o u r method certainly takes away the 
need and craving for \ 

TOBACCO 
makes it easy and pleasant to quit , and im-
proves one's health a hundred percent." Send 
N O W $5, which pays for everything needed and 
the supplies wil l be sent to you prepaid by re-
turn mai l in plain wrapper , and I refund every 
cent of your money for the asking, if you are 
not more than satisfied. L>r. L. Ft. Holmes, 
413 Howard Bldg„ Dept. 13, San Francisco, 
California. 

NEW LOW PRICES 
COODRICH-GOOD/VEAR 

Tirestotic - U.S. AND OTHER TIRES 
Lowest PrleM on Kartkl 
Tboaaende of eatiaAed tfre ossn all ore* 
tbo U.fl.A Onr 16 y««r» of bueinaea apeaka 
for itaelf.Thia big reaponafbln company will 
•npp'y yon with raconatraeted atandara 
meietlrea at lowaet pricea in htatory— 
Guaranteed to gtvs 12 months ' service 

CORD Tires 
Don't Delay—Order Today 

/ - n o n r . ' OOH TVe« 

IETIOSTS 
I f i i ll 8oû  ar„_ . .. flu 2 99 1 16 

S2x» 2 93 1.1ft stii a oa i it Mil S.so t ie 82x4t4 > 20 1 46 U<|V{ 3.20 1 46 B4x4V{ 3.4$ I 16 80x6 1«0 I 76 Mii i.eo l 76 4.48 1 76 
t l . O O 

BALLOON 1 
( t i e r £9.4.401 29x4.60 80x4.60 Kit U 28x6 26 80x6 28 81x6.28 80«8 71 Slrt.00 88x8.00 
8 2 x 8 . 8 0 

AH Other » t t ee 

lit 1:11 S.IO 1.83 
f:lo 1:2 
lis 1:3 

WANTED haŜ fc' olf Kjjrti 
YORK TIRE «. RUBBER COMPANY. DeM- MI.A, MM Curtate 0r»»8 An. Chicago, lUlMti 



Agents Shoes Repaired at Home 
' S A V A S O L E 

jfor as little as t Cent 
% 

't&uwrth 
SAVASOLE 

Mail Coupon for F ree Sample 
W e ' l l Bend y o u a fr««- s a m p l e o f S a v a s o l c o n b a t h e r a n d s p e c i a l 
a g e n t s ofT«-r. \V. wi l l s h o w y o u h o w t o m a k e q u i c k c o n v i n c i n g 
d e m o n s t r a t i o n s that ama/.<- c u s l o m n - s , g e t s th«- o r d e r s a n d p a y * 
y o u u p t o $42 a d a y . WV'll a l so s h o w y o u t o start a b i g p a y i n g 
r e p a i r b u s i n e s s r ight in y o u r o w n hom« . E v e r y f a m i l y n e e d s 
Savaao le f o r shot- r e p a i r i n g a n d h u n d r e d s o f oth»-r us«-s in th«-
t o m e . S c h o o l s , p o l i c e d e p n r t m r n t s . p u b l i c i n s t i t u t i o n s b u y in biff 
BUantities. G o o d t e r r i t o r i e s b e i n g " s n a p p e d u p " by hust lers . PW-nty 
t e r r i t o r i e s still o p e n . S i g n y o u r s u p at onc«-. R u s h c o u p o n n o w 
f o r F r u e S a m p l e o n l e a t h e r a n d s p e c i a l s t a r t i n g o f f e r . 

Q A V A C O I F P n D-yught Bid* 
V U . C i n c i n n a t i , O h i o 

12fi 

K . R . H o l l m n n . P r i x . 
S A V A S O L E C O M P A N Y . 
I . - 1 2 7 D u j l i s h t H i d * . C i n c i n n a t i , O h i o . 
|i»ar Mr nollmart. rlraao send Hi" FIUvE Sample 
nf HA V A SUI.K .in It'ftUuT. your Knierouit Btarllnjt 
offer, and explain liow 1 ran earn up to a day 
on your eirlu*lr« territory plan Ben ! .'Verythlng 
FIIK1- anil *lilii>ut olili>;atliin 

NAME 

AlHlllESS 

TERRITORY r i lEFERREI l 

AGENTS 

Everybody is a customer for this 
amazing invention. Agents and Dis-
tributors cleaning up. Big profit 
and quick sales assures BIG earn-
ings. Smith made over $100 in a 
week. Kimura got $.'>00 cash bonus 
in addition to his generous earnings. 
h c u r e o f o t h e r s m a k i n g n i u r e m o n e y w i t h 
S a v a s o l . - t h a n t h e y e v e r m a r i e b e f o r e in 
t h e i r l i f e . S a v a w o l e in a m a r v e l o u s h a r d 
t i m e s p r o d u c t t h a i p e o p l e n e e d a n d b u y 
(in p I k u I n o w I 

An Amazing Plastic 
Spreads Like Butter 
Hardens Overnight 

Wears Like 
Leather 

Ends costly shoe repairs. 
Saves buying new shoes. 
Spreads on worn soles and 
heels like spreading butter 
on bread. Hardens over-
night. Makes "worn-out" 
shoes like new - makes them 
wear for months and months. 
-Fills in all holes, cuts, cracks, 
forming a smooth, flexible 
waterproof, non-skid sur-
face. Cannot crack or peel 
Off. M e n d s a h o l e o r s t r a i g h t e n s 
a h e e l f o r 1 c e n t . C o v e r s a c o m -
p l e t e B o l e f o r a s l o w a s 
c e n t s . O n e M K q u a r t c a n o r 
B n v a s o l c w i l l k e e p a f a m i l y o f 
five in s h u c B f o r a y e a r . 
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J u s t a s w e l l a s a M O O or WOO Oil hUTIOT 
without elertru-l ty or i u Blmply turu one 
valve and you havo all tho heat 

and I Gleaner 
WAD l. 

CTflltttll. 
- — — you 

belter (or headnit anil <n 
Approved by Nat iona l Underwriter** l .M.cr-
stories and engineers. Over 150.000 Inumi. 

3 0 DAYS TRIAL OFFER 

Tta stftt 

T r y this wontlcrrul burner r t r t t I o your own 
home a t our risk. Act quloxly nnd set otxr 
speetal low Introductory price Sola undor 
abealutc m o n c y - b a o t cuarnntee Write at 
onee tor F R E E booklet on homo h e a t l m 
m d F R E E burner otter 

Ag»nts—Dealers-Distributors 
O a r n t E E tmmer Oder Htnrte you ID buitineflft. 
BUpntmey tobeinartt) Demand ta onormoua. 
W o a t e o wmntepnToor mil Un>« work nrwhnni orn-
ately. I f ffiOO a month and morotntcrwsta you , 
writ© or wtro lor our protoctad territory afler. 

—Clip _ 
I N T B R N A T T O N A X O I L H E A T I N G C O 

3800-10 P a r k A » « . . S t . L o u t * . M o . . D e p t . 532 N 
Bond your free booklet and free details on home heating 
for s ieve • lurnaoe Q . Also tnsetmrnor off or. 
Name 
A d draw 

Check If Interacted In making m o n e y aa an Inter-
national rGpreeenULlve «lLh proiooted territory. 

T i l l s C o u p o n -

_ Defend Yourself *nd Friends ^ 
^tcack, f r om hulhat or by gun. k rule or club, Su 

¥ith ease person* ttrorrger than yourself. c 

£nt persons. A complete (.ourst on approved 

AMERICAN POLICE JIU-jFtSU 
ternationelly known j>olii* instructor 151 ill, 
tna, detailed in i truct iom, pocket lire I J knoc 

than Coal 
and no dirt 

D o e w t y f o r a a with tho drudgery at 
wood or coal T b e moot a m p l e end e m -

nemloAl Invention on tbe market In now s t r -
ing perlectsattnlactlon toenthuslastlr tierrn o r -
ery where. T h i s n e w Invention le a new type oil 
burner that tnkee tho plane of wood or coal and 
automatical lyBndsl lenUyehnngw! cheap o l l l n -
t o o n e o f tbe aulekest and hottest D m known 

Burnt 96% Air—4% Cheap Oil 
T b e International Oil Burner (Its In tho lire 
b o i o f a n y ran fe . e tove or Iurnn<-,. innaUcfl 
tn a Jew mtnutea N o noisy motor or oomplk* sated parts. 10 year guarantee 

(Wi Only a Fete Dollar a 

Wash. 

o n e h o u r f r o m n o w , t h e American 
consulate will get b u s y . 

"Nelson doesn't want to leave you 
tonight, but he is going to leave you 
just the same and he is going to look 
up his sister and we're all going to 
America. 

"This thing I have in my hand 
here," he quickly threw off the cover 
and Btepped back from the table, a 
grim menacing figure, "is what 
American gangsters call a 'tommy', a 
sub-machine gun. 

"If one of you makes a false move 
I'll press the trigger, and get at least 
half of you, if not all of you. 

"Nelson is going to get up from 
his ^eat and leave; he is going to my 
hotel. Wc will give him twenty 
minutes start. After that I leave." 

Nelson got up impulsively :• 
"See here Donnie—" 
"Sit down!" the order came like a 

rifle shot. Then more quietly: 
"Nelson, I'm going to count ten. 

If by the last count you're not on 
you're way, I start shooting. If you 
want to be responsible for the death 
of your friends just stay there." 

HE stepped a little further back 
from the head of the table and 

began counting. 
At the count of five several of the 

assembled m e n b e g a n looking 
anxiously toward Nelson. 

At the count of eight. Nelson with-
out a word or backward look started 
toward the door. Donnie stopped 
counting and said: 

"Twenty minutes 6tart, Gene and 
then—" 

(Concluded on pagt 12S) 

IT COSTS YOU NOTHING 

»JJ»S IT GMWS YOUR HAIR 
EbwiattM Dtslrsfl tl#> HlM« la* 
Si rrfand rrtry ant of y<>ur nonr? 11 jmu in 

V |u<lx»«* to thai Yo., natfaMI to Urn "My 
] hair M rannf Uat A VA <J nrm lulr lui &vm n 

r ^ j »~> trxil. aa.1 I nr «W*a I njfe K M r 
tttrrm m pttmir i»nri rrxmtmt TWiodpi 
rot lUrh any mors uxl tSe Kxirt < 

. _ , U r w all (•!•«. " « n U i F M-, 
jack Slavln ^^ *0w r«R FRKE 

Betors jOju- er̂ oJ . . M h f rtW 
Traahneat OIIVIMCO., 

209 Poit St.. San Fraoelico. California. Treat neat 



BILL,I'D NEVER. KNOW 
YOU ...HOW DID YOU. 
I EVER. LOSE ^ g g S 
i t h a t big i B ; 

{ STOMACH ^ • • N 
J VOU HAD ? m w ^ r ^ 

I SENT IN A COUPON J 
i.^QOT A WEIL BELT 
I A'NO BOYS, IT'S GREAT 
I I REDUCED MY WAIST 
1 FROM 4 4 INCHES TO 
I 1 3 6 INCHES ' J 

jJ ME FOR.A 
] W E I L B E L T 

IT CERTAINLY 
HAS WORKED 
I WONDERS 4 
I FOR. YOU I 

•Gentlemen: 
1 feel sure that 7011 

will be 1 ntrrv.t .0 to 
know that I wore one 
of yoor belt, for seven 
month, ami riMjoeed 
from 44 to 86 Inehee. 

Yoor* very troly 

TJes Sir! QYe absolutely G U A R A N T E E 
to R E D U C E if our W A I S T I I N C H E S / 1 0 D A Y S 

or LI wont cost you a penny J 

YOU will appear much slimmer at once, 
and in 10 short days your waistline will 

actually be 3 inches smaller—three inches 
of fat gone — or it won't cost you one cent. 
For 12 years the Weil Belt has been ac-
cepted as ideal for reducing by moo in all 
walks of life.. .from businessmen and office 
workers who find that it removes cumber-
some fat with every movement...to active 
outdoor men who like the feeling of pro-
tection it gives. 
IT IS THE MASSAGE-LIKE ACTION 

THAT DOES IT I 
Now there is an easy way to rctluce with-
out exercise, diet or drugs. The Wei l 
Health Belt exerts a massage-like action 
that removes fat with every move you 
make. 

N O Druss 

N O Diets 

N O Exercises 

It supports the sagging muscles o f the abdomen 
and quickly gives you an erect, athletic carriage. 
Many enthusiastic wearers write that it not only 
reduces fat but it also supports the abdominal 
walls and keeps the digestive organs in p l a c e -
that they are no longer fa t igued—and that it 
greatly increases their endurance. Y o u will be 
more than delighted with the great improvement 
in your appcarance. 

DON'T WAIT—FAT IS DANGEROUS I 
Fat is not only unbecoming, but it also endangers 

yourhealth. Insurancecompaniesknow 
the danger o f fat accummulations. The 
best medical authorities warn against 
obesity, so don't wait any longer. 

You Can't l ose — Either you take of f 
3 inchcs o f fat in 10 days or it won't 
cost one penny ! Even the postage you 
pay to return the package will be re-
funded ! 

Send T O - D A y for details of TEN D A Y T R I A L OFFER 
THE WEIL COMPANY, 10311 HILL STREET, N E W HAVEN, CONN. 

Gentlemen: Send me FREE, your illustrated folder describing 
The Wei l Belt and full details o f your 10 day FREE trial offer. 

J^ame-
City—• 

- i_Address-
• State 
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126 THEILUNG ADVENTURES 

Stopped 
His Whiskey 
Drinking 

Try It FREE 

Sia 
The Happy Reunion 

Wive*, moth era, 
sisters, it is you 
that the mnn who 
drinks Whisker. 
Wine or Beer to ex-
cess must depend 
upon to help save 
him from a rained 
life and o drunk 
nrd's grave. Take 
heed from the 

thousands of men going to ruin daily through 
vile bootlegger's Whiskey, and the honible stuff 
called home brew from Private stills. Onoe he eit in his system he Unds it difficult to atop— 

you can help him. Whnt it has done for 
otbers Is an e x a m p l e of what It should d o f o r 
you . A l l y o u have t o d o is to send your n n m e 
and address and we will send nbsolntely FREE 
in plain wrapper, a trial package of GOLDEN' 
T R E A T M E N T . You will be thankful as long 
as y o u live that y o u did it. A d d r e s s DR. J. W. HAINES CO. 

9 8 2 Glenn Boil dins Ckuann»u. O h i o 

I, t m b a m u t I •• M M or Y o u l " Are you nervoui. 
I p r l h a t e e a e T Stopbetnsrtw M s M a w n . 
' braihloa and tbe terrible (MF of your IW 

cbeerf ul aad ooafldent t Your feaita ''*•• / m n o m n 
Top (M enjoy life to til. falteet. H.od I S c i l . tec mr book. i M h -

lllfha'd S i c i l i a n «. B • 10™ PTatlron Dido N Y City 

SEX! 
Nature traps the ignorant, penalizes 
the innocent. It is ignorance alone 
that snares hundreds of thousands of 
Innocent Victims of Sex. Avoid need-
leas pitfalls. Know and understand 
them. Read about First Love Call-
ings, Sex Desires, Effect of Secret 
Habits, Diseases, Birth Control, Preg-
nancy, Self-Disinfection, TTie First 
Nuptial Night, Gaining Liove and Con-
fidence of Opposite Sex, Fears, Per-

iu„t versions, Ignorant Couples, 

To PerwniB ctl"' K n o w t h e T r n t h ' ®end 
today for The Book of Sex 

U l 2 e r Knowledge. 

C. 0 . D. plus postage; 
or $2.75 prepaid. 

HEALTH & LIFE PUBLICATIONS 
TOT Batter BMj., Itept. B-S4, S » Frurtcipco 

Nelson was out of the door and 
did not hear the rest of this sentence. 

Twenty minutes later, after the 
tensest, most dramatic twenty min-
utes in his carcer, Donnie backed 
warily out of the door. Two blocks 
from the "Rabbit" a smaller shadow 
separated itself fr«m the larger 
shadow of the building and advanced 
toward Donnie. 

"You damn fool ! " Both men said 
this simultaneously. They gripped 
hands and a friendship sealed in 
blood on Flanders field thirteen yeara 
before was re-cemented. 

"What now?" asked Nelson. 
"Now? We'll now look up that 

nice sister of yours and in a short 
time you'll both be darn good Ameri-
can citizens. I 've attended to all the 
legal f o r m a l i t i e s about passportB and 
so forth." 

Once more the hand of the English-
man clasped that of Donnie, with a 
painful grip. Once more Nelson ut-
tered fervently: 'You damn fool!" 

S t o p w o r r y i n g a b o u t 
? e o n a i U o n of y o a r h a i r . 

S'o m a t t e r w h a t y o u m a y h a v e 
used b e f o r e , d o n ' t g ive up h o p e , 
n o w v o u can s top a b n o r m a l loss 

of hair a n d baldtit-HS b y u s i n g O L B A 
-the scientific d i s c o v e r y of t h e l l a l r 

R e s e a r c h L a b o r a t o r i e s 
L o s s of Hn1r In u s u a l l y t h e r e s u l t 

of a b a d l y f u n c t i o n i n g srnlp O L K A 
— m i x t u r e of v e g e t a b l e OIIB a n d other 
litgredieuts to Impregnate the hair 
fibre—Is a scalp treatment and sham-
p o o In one. OLKA normal i zes the 
aiiUi.o nf the icalD. removtAI tbe rauaee of 
t>al(lne»« and prenuors ID abondam rrowth 
Df healthy hair At the aa me time O l j A 
oHTrila dry mil brittle belt. ellmlntlM 
dandruff and reduoea eiceaalve nlUnats. 

H a i r s p e c i a l i s t s t h e w o r l d over tes-
t i f y to its w o n d e r f u l r e s u l t s f o r 
y o u r o w n B a k e put 0 1 . E A to the test . 
Ju«t sand II for a 6-ounce bottlB of OLBA. 
arinlr It u directed and note the remarkable 

ImuroTomnit Toor money will be re-
funded If not aatlaflad 

n A I R R E S E A R C H 
L A B O R A T O R I E S 

11 W e s t 4£nil S t . . 
S u i t e 816, N e w Y o r k , N . T . 



TWO FAMOUS DOCTORS HAVE DARED 
kTOWRITE THIS 6 4 0 PAGE BOOK! 

P A R I N G S E X F A C T S R E V E A I J S D 
T h o t r u t h a b o u t T,ov»> a n d 8«-x now f r a n k l y Knd 
f e a r l e s s l y to ld P l a i n f a r m a b o u t secre t s ins t o ld 
In p l a i n lantruagc S t a r t l i n g d y n a m i c hones t N o 
" H e a t l n * a b o u t t h o b u a h ' — c a d i fu< t t o ld s t r a i g h t 
f r o m tho s h o u l d e r . 

SEX IS NO SIN 
B i t t e r t e a r s a n d yettrs o f r e g r e t c a n n e v e r w i p e 
ou t t h e g r e a t e s t BIN. 1M o n e m o m e n t ' s h a p p i n e s s 
w o r t h t h o t e r r i b l e p r i c e to any w o m a n ? R u i n e d 
h o m e s l o v e r s S e p a r a t e d - m a r r i e d l i f e w r e c k e d 
d i v o r c e - Hcandal -alns o f the p a r e n t s I n h e r i t e d 
by t h e i r c h i l d r e n - a l l tli.« h o r r i b l e r e su l t s o f HJ-
N O H A N C K o f l i f e ' s m o s t I m p o r t a n t t h i n g — H K X ! 
I^»arn tho t r u t h a b o u t - the h u m a n b o d y 

ta f u n c t i o n s . Ills, r e m e d i e s Itoth p a r t s o f this 
640 pug». b o o k , f u l l y I l l u s t r a t e d , r - d u c c l t<» $2 93. 
f o r m e r l y $5 00 

BANISH FEAR AND IGNORANCE J 
N e v e r b e f o r e h a v o t h e fu« is o f sex , t h e r e v e l a -
t i o n s o f Be x. t h o m a r v e l s o f the h u m a n b o d y 
b e e n d i s c u s s e d s o f r a n k l y , h o n e s t l y n n d f e a r l e s s l y 
E v e r y t h i n g y o u w a n t to k n o w a n d s h o u l d k n o w , 
la to ld p l a i n l y In s i m p l e l a n g u a g e , a n y o n e c a n 
u n d e r t s a n d In " T i l K N E W K l J t t K N K - S " N o ono 
s h o u l d bo w i t h o u t t h i s v a l u a b l e hook l i e a r n all 
a b o u t t h e M a l e a n d F e m a l e O r g a n s . tho F a t a l 
M i s t a k e s <<f W i v e s a n d H u s b a n d s etc . Tak<- a d v a n -
t a g e o f t h e s p e c i a l o f f e r Mall t h o c o u p o n ut o u c o l 

PIONEER r n n . I S I I I N G CO. 

— This book tells-
about 

T w i l i g h t S l e e p — E a s y Child-
b i r th 

S» x JOxceases 
T h o C r l m o o f A b o r t i o n 
I m p o t e n c e a n d S e x W e a k n e s s 
H o w Mubles a r o Horn 
T e a c h i n g C h i l d r e n Hex 
T h e D a n g e r s o f P e t t i n g 
W h a t E v e r y M a n S h o u l d K n o w 
I n t l m a t o P e r s o n a l H y g i e n e 
V e n e r e a l D i s e a s e s 
T h e S e x u a l E m b r a c e 
H o w T o I lu i ld V i r i l i t y 
H o w T o G a i n G r e a t e r Delight 
< rulde tu L o v o 
H l r t h C o n t r o l C h a r t F o r 

M a r r i e d W o m e n 
Rex A t t r a c t i o n 
S e c r e t s o f t h e H o n e y m o o n 
f l o w T o P i c k a Huslwind 
D a n g e r s o f I / i v « M a k i n g 
T h e T r u t h a b o u t M a s t u r b a t i o n 
J o y s o f P e r f e c t M a t i n g 
W h a t T o A l l o w a L o v e r T o D o 

mother 
special FREE offer— 

110 W . 40 81, Dept . 4 1 0 , N o w Y o r k , N - X. 

tloufA 

formerly 
sold 
for 

No\a~this book, 
will not be s ulci 

to minors* 
Orer 4 0 0 , 0 0 0 copies 
of this djring 
book sold, ^ 

, .Edition 
Ii/niteci 

Thtfl outai>oki>n 
b o o k B I V K N 

F K K hi. in all w lio 
OrJ*l " T U K N E W B i : u t s n ' S ' 111 

s » I . ear l ! a b o u t 
til*' <-iniMrui:lton ftn.l 
f u n c t i o n a o f t H h 
malt* a n d fouit t lo 
b o d y ! F H K E ! 

I. m . ' K l ' .KK o f I ' l l A H O K , " T b e P i i l l o n o p h y I I 
|J o f I . l f o " I 
l! N AM R 

A D D R E S S ' <*| 
I A G E f I I 

Outnuli* o f t! a 13 15 In a d v a n c e . 
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L O B E T R O T T C K 

A FRICA! 
/ % A world of meaning. A mys-

X -M. tic land—glamorous, fantas-
tic, weird, wild and unfathomable. 

The land of high adventure—the 
land of sagas down the ages. From 
Rider Haggard to Edgar Rice Bur-
roughs—wondrous tales have been 
told to an ever thrill-hungry civi-
lized world. Incredible tales of an 
incredible continent — legendary, 
mythical—believable only because 
the source is Africa. 

And no greater legend exists than 
that of the graveyard of the ele-
phants. The place where the great 
elephants of Africa have gone for 
centuries to die—the fabled region 
where the greatest of the world's 
wealth in ivory can be found. 

Well, adventurers, THRILLING 
ADVENTURES has taken you all 
over—we've even been to Africa be-
fore. In our short and exciting life 
we've given you every imaginable 
thrill in all the far corners of the 
world. And next month we are go-
ing to take you back to Africa—let 
you follow the adventurous career 
of Baas Hardy who seeks the grave-
yard of the elephants. 

It's a great big adventure novel 
and it is called W H I T E IVORY 
and is by the popular Allan K. 
Echols. You can't afford to miss it, 
for it breathes the very spirit of 
Africa—leads you into the inmost re-
cesses of that strange country. 

By a curious coincidence we re-
ceived an interesting letter from one 
of our readers. It has to do with the 
legend of the graveyard of the ele-
phants and was sent to us by Frank 

G. Hamilton, of Lincoln, Nebraska: 
I)ul you hear of what is known as the 

elephant burying ground? There are 

several such places in all parts of Afri-
ca. One was discovered by an English-
man in It was a huge cave back in 
the mountains several miles from the 
usual haunts of the elephant herds. It 
contained the remains of countless ele-
phants who had come to spend their 
last huurs on earth amid the bones of 
their kindred. 

Tlie first thought of an elephant when 
wounded is to get to his herd's burial 
ground, and he seems to be endowed 
with a )>eculiar ability to cling to life 
until he gets there. 

In addition to W H I T E IVORY, 
the gala December issue will con-
tain the last and most exciting in-
stalment of Anthony M. Rud's un-
usual serial novel, FROZEN FACE, 
with a bang-up conclusion you can't 
afford to missl 

Then there'll be another great 
Captain Trouble story by Perley 
Poore Sheehan. And the usual se-
lection of the best short stories 
published in any adventure maga-
zine. by Arthur J. Burks, Mal-
colm Wheeler-Nicholson and Wayne 
Rogers. And, to top it all, there'll 
be a great novelette, T H E FEATH-
ERED SERPENT, by one of the 
best adventure writers—Thomson 
Burtis—a newcomer to our pages, 
but known to you all, through his 
famous books and magazine stories. 

And don't forget—all this is pos-
sible only bccause of the marvelous 
co-operation we receive from you 
read ers. It s the letters you write 
us that guide us in the selection of 
our fiction. So keep writing—we 
sure do appreciate them. 
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A R E A L 
O P P O R T U N I T Y 

TO E A R N 

$100 
W E E K L Y 

REPRESENTING 

PUBLIC 
SERVICE 

MILLS 

i o t idruicenMoL 

$ 2 to * 7 d u l y — r 
• t e a d y — WIge cot» — lay 
o f f < — ( l o o n y future. 

N E W S T Y L E S 
S E N S A T I O N A L 

(H If THE JOB FOR you? 
If you are ambitious—wide-awake-
eager to break into the big money 
class—this is your golden opportu-
nity. You can start earning daily 
cash profits immediately. We can 
employ additional representatives 
throughout the United States. Ex-
perience or money is unnecessary. 
Tie up with Public Service and laugh 
at the day when you worried about 
getting or holding a small pay job. 

— N E W G A R M E N T S — N E W L O W P R I C E S ! 
B A R G A I N B A S E M E N T IN N E W S A L E S K \ T m 

Public Service representatives are now earning more money than ever, 
as the entire line has been redesigned—with a huge selection of new fabrics 
in Shirts, Ties, Hosiery and Underwear, new garments such as Lumber 
Jackets, Suede Coats and Sheepskin lined Coats, all priced below store 
prices. Every Public Service garment is guaranteed to give satisfaction. 

All this is assembled in a sensational sales outfit. The "Bargain Base-
ment" is a successful idea borrowed from the big department stores. It is 
new and exclusive with Public Service, the most amazing order-getter ever 
put into a salesman's outfit. 

Liberal cash commissions—in advance! Write your order and pocket 
your profit. No waiting—no delays. One hour after you start you've got 
c a s h e a r n In kh In v o u r p o c k e t . In a d d i t i o n , y o u a r e p a i d a f a t c a s h b o n u s . A n d y o u 

a r c iiIH n% n w e l l d r e s s e d . l i e c m i K c o u r l l o n u a I ' l a n a l s o B u p p l l e a y o u w i t h your o w n 
B h l r t e a n d t i e s A I I S O I . C T K 1 . Y l - ' i tKK 

T h e I ' u l . l i c S e r v i c e l i n e 1h s c u t t o y o l l A H N O 1 , 1 ' T K I . Y F R E E . If you've s o t t h o 
s t u l i . " a l l } o u n e e d Is t h e o p p o r t u n i t y . T a k e l t — t l i l a m i n u t e . U s e t h o coupon̂  

PUBLIC SERVICE MILLS, Inc. 

k.*r" 
ki 

Dept K 1 West New York, H. J. 

P U B L I C S K R V I l ' E M I L L S . 
D e p t . K - l , W e n t N e w Y o r k , 

I n c . 
N . J . 

Scientific 
Selling 
Outfit 
FREE 

I am anxious to op«Tato my own big saying FTMrt. Tlo, Under-
wear and Hoftlrry Hunlnrfw by artlnc a-, a I 'uhllc Rorvlco IU»pr«AoniA-
Uto. I'lraso ruah oompiolo BvUUifi Outfit FHKB 

» 

8 U t o 

In Cinxda write: 110 Duiidaa 8tr»et, London, UnUrlo. 
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^ ' ' If you tcouid enjoy exciting and unbeliev-able adventures as vcru plunge from tho bright world the West into th§ dubious underworld of the East— tend r your free examination eet while thxe offer i» still open! 

W IF YOU ACT NOW! ' 
A fortunate elrcumstanro onAblra us to offer you free. as a premium for prompt-ness, this beautiful lft-lueh Karamaneh necklace of fine Imported Mmnlateri light green JADE and small moonstones. JADE la tbe serol-preolous stoue orl<v bra ted by poets and the delight of Chinese emperors. The retail value of this lovely necklace Is J3.00—but you get It tree If you accept our ofler now I 

Take me away 
from him!" 

"Lock me up so I cannot cscape—beat 
me if you like — and I will tell you all I 
k n o w . B a t wh i l e H E is m y m a s t e r 1 wil l n o t 
b e t r a y H I M ! " 

T e r r i f i e d , t r e m b l i n g , she c r o u c h e d t h e r e — 
an exotic vision from tho Orlontr— pleading wit.li tho 
•tarn faced detect! vo to save her from tlio Ootid she 
called " M u t e r r 

"Who waa thla gtrl—whose rare lowliness »too<1 nut 
BO richly against iua hotting of murder and duviltry? 

Who was this Yelluw Monster whu plucked mun from Ufe and left no cluu behind? 
What wore the strange bonds that mado 

her his slave? 
If you woald join London '$ j m i / . 

at detectives in unwinding this and 
many other equally baffling Ori- l 

mtital Mysteries — if you would 

match your wit« against the 

most diabolical Oriental cun 

sung ever conceived — then 

by all means send at once 

for Your Free Exam-

ination Set of 

MASTERPIECES of ORIENTAL MYSTERY 
11 Volumes of Matchless Thrills by SAX ROHMER 
NO ORDINARY m y s t e r y s t o r i e s a r e these , but 

t he h idden s e c r e t s , m y s t e r i e s a n d i n t r i g u e s 
o f the Orient Itself! 
Before your very oyoa spreads a swiftly mnvtng pano-
rama that takes you breathless from tho huih placro 
o f society—from homes of refinement aod luxury ui 

sinister under-
world* of Lon-
don and tho 
F a r E a s t -
from Piccadil-
ly and Hroad-
way to incred-
ible scenes he-
ll 1 B d I d o l 

temples in far off China—to tho jungles of Malay ; 
along strange paths to the very seat of Hindu sorcery. 

PACKED WITH THRIUS FROM COVER TO COVER 
Be the first In ynttr community to own theso, the mosti 
wonderful Oriental mystery stories over published— 
books that, have sold by tho hundred thousand at much 
higher prices l**>ks y m will enjoy reading over and 
over again Handsomely bound In substantial cloth 
covors, a proud adornment for your tablo or shelf. 
These are the sort of stori.iu that famous statesmen: 
flnamiers and other groat men read to holp them relax 
—to forget their burdens. T o read these absorbing 
tales of the mysterious East is to cast your wor-
ries into obl ivion—to increase your efficiency. 

' I 
P r i c e d f o r Q u i c k S a l e 

Cutting royalties to the honeand printing these 
volumes by the hundred thousand when paper 
was cheaj*. makes this low price possible, llut 
the number is limited; so mail coupon today I 
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Jit Last! Secrets of Sex and 

LOVE or LUST— 
Ho» Could She Tell? 

So many young p e o p l e mls< 
love a l t o g e t h e r — o r fa l l t<» 
r e c o g n i z e It when It come*. 

What i-i the subt le «ecre? 
that lead* «ome g i r l s 

tl»« a l t a r , w h i l e other* 
e q u a l l y c h a r m i n g . f a c e 

d i s a p p o i n t m e n t and de-
s p a i r * ' ^ e e p a g e > 

Marriage Revealed 
T h e answers to Questions you w o u l d l ike to ask your own doc to r and D A R E not 
T h e Itl'iHT m e t h o d s to f o l l ow lor sane sex e x p e r i e n c e s — m a r r i a g e that wi l l remain 
.. lasting h o n e y m o o n — a love l i f e that will grow morr c o m p l e t e with the >i-»r» 
u n a s h a m e d and u n f e t t e r e d by doubt* and f ears N o » in a revo lu t i onary new 
book i busy f a m i l y p h y s i c i a n c o m e s to your f i res ide and bares A L L the m y i t e r i e i 

I n s i d e " of l i f e and love, g a i n e d f r o m years of pr ivate practisi 
stories , h i ther to h i d d e n b e h i n d office door> 

- i n c l u d i n g m a n y 

' I ^ H o r S A N D S nj b o o k - o n ev ami m a r r i a g e 
I b u s * I r i i wr i t ten tint h a r d l j one morn 

outspoken . and yef ^tlll tenderly -dncer.-
S»x ami M a r r i a g e . by It J L a m b e r t . M U 

)U.»T I i u l i l b h r t l - instant ly w i p e - .*u' all the 
•ttrty *eitt Inieid and m i s i n f o r m a t i o n M a n k r t l r . / 
•he «uhjer i and rcveul - -e\ mid love lnr M'la1 

they H E A L I . Y ar.- beaut i fu l and -a c red when 
proper ly u n d e r s t o o d ' T h l - brand new h.x.l. 
It Hi- Into thi* hear* if l b * p r . ' d e m - f e a r i e ^ l v 

•.•Hi vou every th ing > - u •h"»il'l krwwv a b - r 
•.our .l<-«lrr, - g i v e - you e ta - " In-trticth.n f - ' 
'•appy m a r r i a g e ami rontented 11v Iri»r S o <•..», 
. s s l . n r•> Pruder* J• J • In format ion r . 

p l a i n l a n g u a g e ' 
I ' Ignnrance i-r f a l se in- - le - '\ r >Mdng you 

f the J«n • >! normal r e l a t i o n s h i p . - I» i 
u want the N A K E D T l t l ' T H m •••«»-

•he s s r l d es-aO.-. ' W i l l v..nr m a r r i a g e I..-
happy- or wrecked hs ind l f f . retire. repre--|.n\ 
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Only a Doctor Can Tell II! 
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From a Doctors 
Private Office! 

M a r r i a g e " rnntalns true tforle -f l i v e - made 
wretrhed l.tfiuf th4tdn't fcMtf. M M K * 
what h a p p . n - when ><»u d lM.hej N a t u r e ' . Iaw>. 
Te l l * oetTeU o f b«»« 'O fit..I l ine . ||OW ti» pre 
-••rve -e\nal atiraotiiHL E x p U I n * every une-
. apnl-le p e r p l e x i t y - Hum the awakening uf 
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tituttilftbe.* b e t w e e n l a f r and 
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i .n l lghtenlng d l - « I o - u r e . ^ 
e\. r\ .ne m a r r i e d or s i n g l e 
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Ite T o l d ; Structure and l ' - e 
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I - I .M in-nr . - H a r m f u l : : 
Sexual Magnet I»m : Tru . 
I,.,v.- ver^.i- Sensual : 
Ml • al • •>• the Itrl l e g r o o m : 

I m m o r a l i t y In M a r r i a g e ; P r e g n a n c y ; D e f e r 
ndi 'Mtl.ti .-t S . -x ; lleirtlutis and M l . c a r r i a g e : 
iSlt'li r m t m l ; H e r e . l l t v ; E u g e n i c - ; Ster l l l lv 
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S E N D N O M O N E Y 
Pimply "mall c. up. n W h e n pos tman b r i n g * 
' \ and Marr iage di-puslt wi th h im * l «>s 
( p l u s a few r e m p o s t a g e . . Then g o over 
the i.ook t h o r o u g h ^ F i n d the solutions f-i 
In t imate |.rob|em- that worry you. If you 
don ' t ln - i - i - n keep ing t i l l - bonk for Its sane 
advice and f o r va luable re ference , return It 
w i th in 5 - lav- and w e ' l l r e fund vnur inonev 
c l . i i lh Hut d o n ' t d . U y O f t e n * t h e price* o f 
neglect |« cost ly - e t mis takes , broken health 
lost vlfal jt ; . ' S e n d . o u p o n T O D A Y and fa. • 
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Sensational Automatic Combination 

OPENER and SEALER 
Just a Twist of the Wrist Opens or Seals 

JAR-BOTTLE-GLASS! A N Y T Y P E 
OR SIZE OF 

AGENTS !r A K E $5 I U P T O 

OO IN AN 
H O U R ! 

What a wealth of 
steady profits full or 
spare time! No com-
petition. Nationwide 
market. No Wonder 
Speedo people enjoy 
profits up to $5 in an 
hour. Send no money. 
Simply mail coupon 
for full details and 
unique 4-Profit Plan. 
Also liberal 
No-Risk Test Offer! 

AT last—thi" news all America 
ha.- played for! No longer 

need anyone endure the hateful, 
dangerous job of opening jars by 
hand! No more twisting, prying, 
pounding and struggling! No 
more broken jars and cuts! Now, 
thanks to a revolutionary new in-
vention, you can open all types of 
containers instantly and automat-
ically — like magic! Banishes 
drudgery forever — save- time, 
work and food! 

Entirely N e w — different 
Nothing like the Speedo Jar 
Opener and Sealer ever before! 
Imagine a machine that hangs on 
the wall. Molds the jar or bottle 
for you. Just push the handle and 
even the toughest an-
chor vacuum top- are 
removed, without bend-
ing them out of shape! 
Automatically adjusts 
itself to any container 
—jam, olives, catsup, 
preserves, dried beef, 
pop—everything! Ends 
broken jars and cuts. 
Great also for screwing 
on, tightening and seal-
ing lids during preserv-

ing. Saves food from spoiling and 
|>ay> for it.-elf in a short time. 

Needed in Every Home 
What a chance for big, steady 
profits in full or spare time for 
a m b i t i o u s people everywhere? 
Itich or poor alike—every home 
needs this new marvel. House-
wives are amazed when they see how easily tool .safely it opens till I ' I I I I -tuiiiers ami souls Jnrs iignlu. Ami how the.* Inly! No wonder Speedo ugonts are ulreiidy iiiiikinfr the money of their li\i--! Act «|tilck lo rush In mi the .Tilr Opener llixl Senior Willie it's selllltK like wildlirc! Coupon tirlngs you full details of this and :t other Brest inven-lious needed ill ov»-r 'J.'l llliilloll hollies. Also III,end N'tl-IIISK Test offers. Tor rltory Koine fust so write today. 
IViitrul stui,.. Mi, |'o„ Ilrpl. P-RSed. I Mm >lur> \t.imi-, St. I.ouls. Mo. 

CENTRAL 8TATKS MFG. CO., Kepi. F-HS8S. 4000 .Mary Ave., St. Louis. Mo. 
Rush full details of the new Speedo Jnr Opener 
ind Healer. Also uuliitie PROFIT l 'l.AN nnd VO-ltlSK TKST OFKKR. 
Jame ...., 
Vddress 

I Stale 3 Check li.r,- if ml..-.,led only iL1 one for yotlf hoo». 


