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The old man sprang at his tormentor 

Forbidden Valley 
All the rangeland knew the death sentence passed on any cowboy 

who ventured into the Valley of Old Men—but the mys-
terious young newcomer, Austin, would not listen 

By FRANK C. ROBERTSON 

CHAPTER I. 
OLD JUMBO. 

'O' gosh sakes, heah comes ole 
Jumbo Alvord hisself! Fust 
time lie's been in town fo' 

yeahs, I bet. If you wanta see some 
fun ask him to' a iob!" 

F 
In his astonishment at seeing the old 

man, Curly Lowe dropped the package 
he was tying on behind his saddle. 
Certainly the appearance of old Jumbo 
in Bennington was an event. But the 
cowboy he had addressed, though smil-
ingly refusing to accept the invitation 
to ask the huge-framed old man for a 
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FORBIDDEN VALLEY. 725 

job, betrayed far more interest than 
amazement as he watched the progress 
of the old man down the street to the 
courthouse. 

" So that's him," this second punch-
er breathed softly as the old man dis-
appeared from sight. 

" That's the old he-one," Curly nod-
ded. " I reckon him an' them other 
old buzzards who live in Old Man 
Valley are jest freaks, an' their devil-
ment is borned right into 'em." 

A slight flush stole over the face of 
the other puncher, but Curly did not 
observe it. Neither did he notice how 
eagerly Austin had watched the griz-
zled face and upright' body of the old 
man who had gone down the street. 

Jumbo Alvord was over seventy and 
for years he had been a notorious char-
acter in the country. His great frame, 
that had once been filled out with near 
two hundred and fifty pounds of meat, 
was now gaunt; his bronzed cheeks 

, were sunken and his iron-gray hair had 
thinned a bit, but still there was some-
thing of the majesty of an untamed 
old lion about him. 

Austin had been on the range not 
more than two' months, and though he 
had heard much of the strange "Val-
ley of Old Men " over which Jumbo * 
Alvord ruled with a despotic sway, this 
was the first time he had seen one of 
its denizens. His interest now was 
much greater than a stranger might be 
expected to have, but it was a deep, 
quiet interest which the haphazard 
Curly failed to notice. 

" Mebbe there's been another funeral 
in Old Man Valley," Curly suggested. 
" I remember when the last old man 
died up there that they jist buried him 
an' the county officers here raised the 
devil with 'em fer not reportin'. I 
'spect ole Jumbo has buried plenty like 
that in his time." 

" Yuh mean men—he's killed ?" 
Austin asked. 

" Sho', why not ? They been terrors 
•up thar, them-ole men. I got in thar 
myse'f once an' they sho' used a rifle 
to show me the way home," Curly said. 
" Good thing the ole devils are gittin' 
too stiff an' stove up to git around 
much any more." 

" f T * ^ 1 ^ ^ thing about men livin' 
that way," Austin remarked. 
" Whatever do yuh suppose is 

back of it all?" 
" One man's guess is good as an-

other's," Curly said. " Ole Jumbo he 
was said tuh be the first settler ever in 
here—him an' his brothers." 

" How many brothers ?" Austin 
asked quickly. 

" Well, the only ones I know is ole 
Rube, an' ole Hank. Ole Bill he died 
off some years back, an' they may've 
been others died off afore he did," 
Curly said. " A s I was remarkin', 
they's lots o' stories concemin' 'em. 
Some say they got a rich mine thar 
they wanta keep everybody away from, 
but that yarn's about petered out, 'cause 
they do hire ole men occasionally, 
though none of 'em are ever known to 
quit till they die. Cattle an' ranchin' 
is their main business all right, but they 
must 'a' got their start road agentin* 
or somethin' like that to make 'em so 
scary." 

" That old man didn't look scary." 
" No, an' he ain't," Curly admitted. 

" He's tough as a pine knot. But if they 
ain't a ole gang o' outlaws how come 
'em to keep ever'body outa their valley 
except a few ole men? *Tell me that. 
Not only thar ain't been a woman in 
Old Man Valley that anybody kin re-
member, but they don't 'low a man 
under sixty to come thar if they kin 
help it." 
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" There was a woman once—" Aus-
tin said, and then checked himself 
abruptly. 

"What was that?" Curly demand-
ed suspiciously. 

"Nothing; I was thinkin' of some-
thing else," Austin said hastily. 

Curly might have pursued his ques-
tioning further had not his attention 
been distracted by two men dismount-
ing in front of a saloon a few doors 
away. One was a tall, rather fine look-
ing man with a brown beard trimmed 
to a Vandyke, but with ice-blue eyes 
that were cunning and acquisitive. The 
other was only about five foot two and 
looked even shorter because of a pair 
of grotesquely bowed legs. Both wore 
woolly chaps and flannel shirts open at 
the neck. 

"There's Thorn Caldwell an' his 
eternal shadder, Banty Vogel," Curly 
remarked. " Can't say I think much 
o', them either. Caldwell bought the 
ole Riter outfit near two years ago an' 

.seems to be all right in some ways, but 
I jist don't like him." 

He would have entered into further 
details, but Austin was not greatly in-
terested in Caldwell. For just then 
old Jumbo Alvord emerged from the 
courthouse, and Austin stared at him. 

It was apparent that the old man was 
in a towering passion. Whoever he had 
interviewed inside the courthouse had 
certainly said or done something to 
ruffle his feathers. He was muttering 
angrily to himself as he strode along 
the board sidewalk toward the saloon. 
Suddenly he saw Caldwell and Vogel. 
The old man gave a snort that could 
be heard across the street. He left the 
sidewalk and strode directly up to the 
two men. Caldwell's face twisted into 
a sneer. 

" One o' my boys says he seen you 
snoopin' in our valley the other day," 

the old man rasped. " Don't ever let 
us ketch yuh in there again." 

" One of your ancient and decrepit 
fossils saw us in the old bums' valley? 
He must have mislaid his spectacles 
and thought a couple of trees were 
horsemen," Caldwell said with an in-
sulting laugh. 

" Nev' mind our age or our eye-"*' 
sight," the old man thundered. " We 
kin take care of ourselves. We been 
missin' a lotta stock lately, but we'll git 
'em back, an' won't ask no damn sher-
iff tuh help us neither." 

Caldwell's taunting manner changed 
abruptly to one of real or simulated 
rage—it seemed false to Austin. He 
advanced and shook a threatening-fin-
ger in the face of the gaunt old man. 
- " Look here, you poisonous old 
spider: I've stood just enough of your 
insinuations," he said loudly. " You've 
buffaloed this country for a good many 
years, but you don't look any more 
dangerous to me than a dyin' buzzard. 
One more crack out of you an' you'll 
be standing the other end up." 

WITHOUT an instant's hesita-
tion the old man sprang at his 
tormentor. In his prime he 

could doubtless have whipped Thorn 
Caldwell easily, though Caldwell was 
a big, well-set-up man. But now age 
had surely slowed up his movements 
as well as sapped much of his strength. 
Caldwell had no difficulty blocking his 
blow, and then the younger man, bal-
ancing himself on the balls of his feet,, 
sent a crashing blow to the old man's 
jaw that dropped him in the dirt road. 

Austin got to his feet protestingly. 
It was none of his business, but it did 
not look right to see an old man like 
this beaten up bv a man in the prime 
of life. 
, " Let 'em go," Curly said, pulling 
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him back by the sleeve. " Serves the 
old critter right." 

Austin subsided for a moment, but 
when the old man got up and was 
promptly knocked down again he could 
stand it no longer. 

" Ain't that about enough o' that, 
stranger?" he demanded of CaldwelL 
" There's a limit to what an old man 
can stand." 

" Keep out of this or you'll get some 
of the same medicine," the man gritted. 
He owned a deep, musical voice, yet 
one that was full of quiet menace. 

" It's none o' my business-—but 
don't hit the old man again," Austin 
said Ievelly. 

" Watch him, Bantv," Caldwell said 
curtly and turned his attention to old 
Alvord, who was again getting to his 
feet. 

Austin saw a wicked grin upon the 
ugly face of the small, bow-legged 
cowboy. Banty Vogel had his hand 
upon his gun and was inviting trouble. 

Again Jumbo Alvord rushed toward 
Caldwell. Again he was knocked down, 
and Caldwell turned to Austin with a 
nasty laugh. Then, as though purpose-
ly to challenge the cowboy, Caldwell 
kicked the old man twice in the ribs. 

It was too much for Austin. Had it 
not been for the attitude of Banty Vo-
gel he would have mixed with Caldwell 
without ceremony, but he sensed that 
if he did Vogel would likely shoot him 
before he could reach the other. He 
half turned away, as though nauseated 
by the sight, then whirled back with 
his six-gun in his hand. He caught 
them both off their guard. Banty Vo-
gel made a belated start to draw, but 
desisted at a command from his boss. 

" That's right," Austin approved. " I 
know yuh don't want him spoiled. 
Now git on yore horses, both o' you, 
an' beat it." 

" You'll find out, young fellow, that 
you're monkeying with dynamite be-
fore you're through with this," Thorn 
Caldwell threatened as he backed to-
ward his horse. 

" I'm young, an' I can still learn," 
Austin said. 

The two mounted their horses and 
turned back the way they had come. 
By that time Jumbo Alvord had got 
to his feet and was wiping the blood 
and dirt from his face with a trembly 
hand. 

" I've seen the day I could whip a 
carload like him," he .muttered bitterly, 
speaking to himself. He turned his 
faded but still hawk-like eyes hard 
upon Austin, and there was nothing 
of friendliness nor gratitude in them. 

" Mebbe yuh think—" the old man 
began irately, and then paused abrupt-
ly. He peered at Austin as though he 
were a bit near-sighted, wiped his eyes 
and peered again. Austin withstood 
the look steadily even when the old 
man's gaze seemed trying to wither 
him. 

" What's yore name ?" old Jumbo 
asked gratingly. 

" Alvord," Austin answered evenly. 
A variety of expressions chased 

over the old man's face—surprise, con-
viction, disgust and anger. But not 
disbelief. 

Jumbo Alvord stooped to pick up his 
hat. Then, without a backward glance 
he turned and strode rapidly away. 

CHAPTER II. 
INTO T H E LION'S M O U T H . 

FELLER, I never had you picked 
fo' a gunfighter," Curly Lowe 
said with ready admiration. 

" Yo' sho' did han'le them two wal-
lopers about right, but I kain't see that 
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it helped yore standin' in Old Man Val-
ley by the way ole Jumbo bit at yuh. 
Fo' a minute it looked like the ole cuss 
thought he knowed yuh." 

" Mebbe he did," Austin said laconi-
cally. 

" Well, he sho' never pinned no 
medals on yuh fo' bravery, did he? I 
bet he don't even come to the funeral 
when Caldwell gits through with yuh," 
Curly opined. 

" Yuh think Caldwell will be sore 
about what happened?" 

" Sore ? Boy, he'll be plumb festered 
bv the time he gits home. I'm sho' 
glad it was you mingled with him that 
way 'stead o' me." 

" He'll git over it," Austin said. 
" 'Fraid not, cowboy. Caldwell ain't 

that kind," Curly said seriously. " O' 
course yuh know I'll stay back o' yuh 
an' so'll the other boys o' the T. H., but 
I'd £tay clear o' Caldwell an' his range 
if I was you. He's the only man that 
ever dared buck old Jumbo Alvord, an' 
their affair ain't over with. If I was 
you I'd let 'em kill each other off." 

" It's good advice, but I got a kind 
of curiosity about that Valley of Old 
Men," Austin said. " I'd like to know 
that old codger better, an' I'm tempted 
to pay him a visit." 

It won't git yuh nothin', but I'll go 
with yuh," Curly offered. 

" Thanks; but when I call on 'em I 
want to go alone," Austin refused. 

" I wouldn't do it," Curly advised. 
" I'd ruther sleep all night in a ha'nted 
house with a congregation o' ghostuses 
than stay all night with all them ole 
men," 

Just then the sheriff came striding 
down the walk. 

" What's the matter o' him?" Curly 
demanded. " Exudin' dignity like a 
black washerwoman exudin' sweat." 

The official stopped in front of them 

and demanded pompously: " What's 
been the row here? Somebody just 
come in an' told me they seen a gun-
play an' a fist fight." 

" No harm done, sheriff. Both of 
'em was single action," Curly spoke 
up. " Thorn Caldwell laid ole Jumbo 
Alvord down in the dust a few times 
with his fist, an' my pawdner checked 
up on him. Banty Vogel looked like 
he wanted to use his iron so Austin 
here had to draw his hardware to 
scatter 'em, but it was all in the cause 
o' peace." 

" Stranger here, ain't you?" the 
sheriff frowned at young Austin. 

" I ain't been here long," Austin ad-
mitted. " You wouldn't expect me to 
stand by an' see an old man like that 
beat up, would you?" 

" It's the first time old Alvord got 
what was comin' to him," the sheriff 
growled. " Thorn Caldwell wouldn't 
'a' bothered him if he'd behaved." 

Curly Lowe, anxious to create a di-
version, spoke up eagerly. " Say, 
sheriff, what brought ole Jumbo to 
town anyway?" 

A triumphant, vindictive light came 
into the sheriff's eye. " He come 
beggin' me for help," he gloated. 
" Says he's losin' a lotta stock. Long 
as he was able to git about and steal 
other people's stuff he was all right. 
Set up there in that valley and lorded 
it over everybody. But when somebody 
gits after him he crawls down here and 
whines for help." 

" What did yuh tell him, sheriff?" 
Curly queried. 

" Told him to go home an' hire 
somebody young enough to straddle a 
horse to protect his stuff." Sheriff 
Harker replied. 

" I reckon that's what done made 
him so hot under the collar," Curly 
grinned. 
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It struck Austin that this was a 
peculiar way the official had of doing 
his duty, but he had had enough 
trouble for one day and wisely held his 
tongue. 

" I dunno but I ought to lock you 
up for a few days to learn you not to 
be so handy with that gun, but you 
bein' a stranger here I'll let it pass this 
time," the sheriff frowned at Austin. 

" If arrestin' me is in yore system 
yuh'd just as well git it out now an' 
have it over with, because I'd do the 
same thing again," Austin retorted. 

The sheriff glared at him for a mo-
ment. " I'll be watchin' you when yuh 
come to town again," he threatened, 
and walked away. 

" X T E V E R thought yuh could git 
|\J away with it," Curly said ad-

miringly. " Harker is gener-
ally purty hard-boiled an' likes tuh 
throw punchers into jail jist fo' the 
fun of it." 

I n d e e d , the curly-headed cow-
puncher had a new and profound re-
spect for the quiet, smoo'th-cheekecl 
stranger who until that day had failed 
•to impress any of the T. H. outfit for 
w ĥich he worked, and he was in great 
haste to get home and tell the other 
boys how Austin had run Thorn Cald-
well and Banty Vogel out of town and 
defied the sheriff to his face. 

Harker had never been popular with 
the cowboys, and Thorn Caldwell had 
quickly established himself as the big 
mogul of the range. In the two years 
that he had been in the country Cald-
well had had half a dozen fights, and 
from each one he had emerged the vic-
tor; with the result that his was the 
dominant voice on the range. The 
foreman of the T. H. had been one of 
his victims. 

Austin was to find his new role of 
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ranch hero a difficult one. He could 
see nothing heroic about what he had 
done. There had been no alternative. 
He hoped that he had heard the last 
of Thorn Caldwell and his bow-legged 
satellite. He did, however, give seri-
ous consideration to his foreman's ad-
vice that he be constantly on the alert. 

" They're bad all the way through, 
even though Caldwell does pretend to 
be a respectable cowman," Mike Earn-
shaw told him. 

" I'll be careful," Austin promised. 
Then he had a request to make. -

" I want to git off for a few days, 
Mike. Will it be all right?" 

" Well, the beef round-up will start 
next week, but I guess I can spare yuh 
until then," Mike answered. " Goin' 
any place in perticular?" 

" No-o—but I figgered tuh look over 
this here Old Man Valley. I'm on the 
lookout fer a homestead." 

" I wouldn't," Mike urged so"berly. 
" I don't say there ain't some good 
homesteads left in there. It's a right 
sizable valley if it is kinda narrow, an' 
there might be some good places up in 
the hills that old Jumbo Alvord and his 
brothers use for range. Nobody knows 
just how much of it is deeded land. But 
the trouble them old devils would cause 
yuh would make it a total loss, to say 
nothin' o' the personal danger yuh'd 
be in. Better look somewhere else." 

" I prob'ly will, but I'm curious to 
see that valley anyway," Austin said 
doggedly. 

" Well, them ole pepper-boxes shore 
do resent strangers pryin' around in 
there, an' they been known to take a 
shot at people just peacefully passin' 
through. But to give you some sort 
of an excuse I'll send a note to old 
Jumbo which you can deliver, tellin' 
him when we mean to start roundin' 
up," Mike offered. 
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" Yuh know," he went on, " at the 
head of the valley is a saddle-like divide 
that we call Exchange Summit. After 
the round-ups we take any cattle we 
find belongin' to the old men an' de-
liver 'em there, an' generally have a 
bunch of other people's to turn over 
tuh us." ' 

" That's leavin' a lot to other folks' 
honesty, ain't it?" Austin asked. 

" I reckon it's about an even break. 
Personally, I don't figger the T. H. has 
ever lost a head to 'em, but some folks 
has done a lotta kickin'. Caldwell has 
been threatening to take a crew in there 
an' round-up anyway, but it'll spell 
trouble when he does," Mike said. 

" I'll take the note," Austin said. 

CHAPTER III. 
THE RUNAWAY. 

THE next day Austin started on his 
lay-off. It was about twelve 
miles from the T. H. ranch to 

Old Man Valley, and a mountain range 
had to be crossed to get there. The 
T. H. range extended to the divide 
known as Exchange Summit. Direct-
ly below the T. H. and meeting that 
range at a line drawn east and west 
from the summit was the T Bench 
outfit of Thorn Caldwell. 

Thus far Austin's riding had been 
confined to his own range, but in order 
to explore Old Man Valley he would 
have to cross some of Caldwell's range 
if he followed the easiest route. 
Though recognizing the possibility of 
trouble if he met the man again he was 
not one to skulk along back trails to 
avoid a meeting. 

He had covered a good many miles 
along the lower part of the range and 
had started to climb a devious trail 
that led through Caldwell's holdings to 

Exchange Summit when he discerned 
some one in the trail ahead of him—on 
foot. 

Austin was riding his own pet horse, 
Vinegar Bally, and the little bald-faeed 
bay was feeling good from a prolonged 
rest. The eager, curious pricking of 
the horse's ears as he went around a 
bend was the only thing that warned 
Austin of the walker. A moment after 
he had caught a flashing glimpse of 
him the wayfarer darted into the bush. 

Austin touched Vinegar Bally light-
ly with the spurs. It was extremely un-
usual for any one in that country to 
travel on foot, and the one ahead was 
assuredly too small to be wandering 
around on a mountain alone. 

It took a swift but lively chase 
through the bush before -Austin was 
able to overhaul the small figure he had 
seen. 

Austin saw a small, tear-stained but 
defiant face. The boy, he judged, was 
about ten years old. He was dressed 
in old overalls and a checkered, faded 
shirt; but both garments t h o u g h 
patched were neat and clean. Not so 
much could be said for the hat and 
shoes. The former was. evidently some 
man's cast-off, and the hands that had 
mended the other garments had found 
the hard, coarse leather in the shoes too 
obstinate for repair work. His toes 
were upon the ground. 

" Well, Bub, ain't you a long way 
from home?" Austin asked. 

" I ain't never goin' home," the boy 
said stubbornly. " I'm rurinin' away." 

" Sho' f Whichever way yuh head in' 
for ?" Austin asked. " My horse 
carries double. Mebbe I kin give you 
a lift." 

" Yeah, I'll bet vouh'd take me back 
home," the boy said suspiciously. 

He had read Austin's mind correct-
ly. The puncher had his doubts about 
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the wisdom of small boys running 
away from home and hiding in the 
mountains. Austin scratched his chin 
with a finger of his buckskin glove. 

" Where yuh from, buddie ?" he 
asked. 

" Don't yuh know me?" the boy re-
torted. 

" Can't say I do." 
" Then I reckon I don't need to 

tell," said the boy cunningly. " Yuh 
won't be able to take me back if yuh 
don't know wdiere I belong." 

" Mebbe I wouldn't want to," Aus-
tin said diplomatically. " Did yore 
folks mistreat yuh?" 

" My dad treats me rotten. I 
wouldn't mind that so bad if he didn't 
let Banty Vogel beat up on me all the 
time," the lad said bitterly. 

" Say, is yore dad's name Thorn 
Caldwell ?" Austin demanded. 

A S the boy realized that he had un-
wittingly betrayed himself, a 
flush of annoyance stole across 

his cheeks. " Yes, he is," he admitted 
sullenly. 

" An' where was yuh goin' ?" Austin 
asked kindly. 

" Inta Old Man Valley, an' I don't 
know where from there," the boy said. 
" I figgered they wouldn't be so likely 
to look for me there." 

" Listen, son, tell me just what they 
do to yuh down to yore place," Austin 
requested as he left the saddle and 
flung himself on the grass by the boy. 

The boy dropped on his knees in the 
grass, and he seemed to lose some of 
his suspicion of the strange puncher. 
Reluctantly at first, and then heatedly 
as he called to mind" his wrongs, he told 
a story of brutality and neglect that 
made Austin see red. Thorn Caldwell, 
it appeared, was everything that a par-
ent should not be. 

" But can't yore mother do any-
thing?" Austin demanded. 

" My mother's dead," the boy said. 
" Edith is good tuh me, but dad gives 
her more heck than he does me." 

"Edith? Who's she?" 
" Just — E d i t h," the boy said 

wearily. 
" What's yore name, sonny ?" 
" Grant Caldwell." 
" An' yuh was thinkin' o' askin' for 

shelter of the old men in Old Man Val-
ley," Austin mused. " I reckon mebbe 
it wouldn't be a bad idee at that." 

After listening to the boy's story and 
making due allowance for youthful ex-
aggeration he could not bring himself 
to send the boy back to be mistreated. 
He had seen enough of Thorn Cald-
well to believe that the boy's punish-
ment would be dire if the man got his 
hands on him again. He knew, too, 
that he would get into trouble if he 
persisted in helping the boy run away. 
Yet he had resolved to do that very 
thing. Also, he wanted to try an ex-
periment upon the old men in the se-
cluded valley. 

" Set yore foot in the stirrup, sonny, 
an' climb on behind me," Austin in-
vited. " We're gonna see what Old 
Man Valley looks like." 

An hour or so later they passed over 
Exchange Summit and down into what 
Austin had been told was the forbidden 
land. Eor some reason or other a gust 
of emotion swept over the cow-punch-
er. It was the first time he had ever 
beheld the valley with his own eyes, 
and yet everything he saw seemed fa-
miliar to him. 

IT was a wonderfully beautiful little 
valley—the very cream of the whole 
country. The grass was longer and 

the timber taller than any he had yet 
seen. The cultivated part of the val-
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ley was a thick, green carpet of grow-
ing hay. There was something vital 
about it alL 

Yet there was an incongruous note 
somewhere; something askew about 
the picture — something to be felt 
rather than seen. It was the old men. 
Old men given up to decay, yet so per-
sistent in their deterioration that they 
could keep out the rejuvenating influ-
ence of youth • until everything in the 
valley withered and died as they were 
doing. 

Was there nothing that could move 
.them from that grim determination to 
-keep out fresh, invigorating blood 
which had dominated them for years? 
If there was anything, Austin felt that 
he had it with him there on his horse. 
If they could resist the appeal of the 
timid, brown-eyed boy behind him for 
succor and assistance then they were 
hard-hearted indeed. 

He stopped half a mile from the 
farm houses and lowered the boy to 
the ground. 

" You go in there, Grant, an' tell 
yore story. Yo're dirty enough to look 
like yuh'd walked all the way from 
home, so yuh might just as well let 'em 
think so. Don't make any mention o' 
me. If they won't take yuh in just go 
right on down the road an' I'll pick 
•yuh up. If they do, yuh just make 
yoreself at home, an' do what they 
want yuh to. I'll drop in to-morrow," 
he instructed. 

" Why can't I go on with you now?" 
the boy asked. 

" Because I ain't able to set up 
housekeepin'. I'll bet they take yuh in 
an' make yuh plumb welcome." 

" I like you," Grant said. " I wish 
I could live with you." 

It was hard for Austin to resist the-
boy's pleading, but he could not do 
otherwise. If the old men would take 

him in for the night, then steps might 
be taken to get the boy out of his 
father's hands legally and give him a 
decent home. 

Finally the boy went reluctantly 
along, and Austin watched his diffident 
approach to the door of the big old 
howse that was the home of the old 
hermits. Almost immediately Austin 
began to have doubts as to the wisdom 
of his course. Suppose those old fel-
lows were as bad as they were reputed 
to be and they harmed the boy?- If 
they did—well, they would answer to 
him. 

A more likely possibility was that 
old Jumbo Alvord might use the boy 
to get revenge upon Thorn Caldwell 
for his recent humiliation. 

Austin waited until it grew dusk, but 
Grant did not reappear. He concluded 
that they were at least willing to enter-
tain him for the night. He mounted 
Vinegar Bally and rode on toward the 
lower end of the valley, and here, in a 
quiet secluded gulch he made his 
meager camp for the night. 

THERE had, indeed, been a lively 
discussion at the home of the old 
men when the boy made his tim-

id appearance. Old Rube Alvord, bald-
headed, but still robust, happened to be 
the one to meet Grant at the door. Old 
Rube was fat, and so he had escaped 
much of the hard labor of the ranch, 
but had been designated as housekeeper 
instead. Perhaps because of his occu-
pation a few "kindly traits were still 
left in his nature. 

Still, the old man emitted a roar that 
made the small adventurer quake in his 
torn shoes. 

" Where'd you come from? What 
d'ye want?" thundered old Rube. 

" I—I'm hungry," stammered the 
boy. " I'm runnin' away from home." 
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" What home?" old Rube demanded 
gruffly. 

" My home. My dad beats me." 
Grant was almost in tears. 

" Well, yuh can't stay here," said 
the old man. The boy started to turn 
away, but old Rube called him back. 
" Here, youngster, I'll give ye a piece 
,o' pie," he offered gruffly. 

Grant was devouring the pie with 
the utmost zest when the third mem-
ber of the Alvord trio of old men 
opened the door of the kitchen and 
came in. This was old Hank, youngest 
of the living brothers, but looking older 
than either of them. He was lank and 
dyspeptic, and any milk of human 
kindness that might once have been in 
his make-up had long since dried up. 

"Who's that brat?" he snarled. 
" Didn't ask him his name, but he's 

runnin' away from home an' I fed 
him," old Rube answered. 

" Git outa here an' don't yuh dast 
stop runnin' till yo're outa this val-
ley," old Hank cried, with a threaten-
ing gesture. 

Grant stood his ground, with his pie 
in his hand, and looked at old Rube ex-
pectantly. 

" Let him alone, Hank, till he gits 
done eatin'," Rube said placatingly. 
And when the pie was gone old Rube 
contrived other excuses to keep the boy 
around until dark. Then he could not 
be sent away. 

CHAPTER IV. 
WALKING PAPERS. 

AUSTIN ALVORD had plenty to 
L occupy his mind that night be-

- • sides worrying over little Grant 
Caldwell; nevertheless he did worry, 
and with a guilty conscience. He should 
have taken the lad home, despite his 

resistance, he told himself: He had 
thought only of the boy's own desires 
and of the brutality of his father. Now 
he was beginning to realize that boys 
of ten are sometimes gifted with verv o > 

vivid imaginations, and in all probabil-
ity Grant's story had been greatly ex-

.aggerated. 
Then, too, there was another angle 

to the situation which had now oc-
curred to him. Grant had spoken of 
his sister, and said that she was good 
to him, and suffered equally as much 
as he did from the persecutions of their 
father. What must be her thoughts 
when her little brother failed to come 
home? By being soft-hearted toward, 
the boy he had probably caused this 
girl the most acute mental torture. She 
might even be blamed by Caldwell, and 
come in for a beating herself. 

He tried to visualize this girl— 
Edith, Grant had said was her name. 
Grant was about ten, so the girl was 
probably somewhere between twelve 
and fourteen. He pictured her as dark 
like Grant, spindle-legged, and with 
long, unruly hair hanging down her 
back. Living alone with such men as 
Caldwell and Bantj' Vogel her exist-
ence would be a hard one. Regardless 
of possible trouble with Caldwell and 
his crew he resolved to go back there 
the next morning and ease her mind. 
First he would try to take the boy back 
with him, but if he could not do that 
he would at least tell the girl what had 
happened to him. 

He had been in the country long 
enough to know that the secret of Old 
Man Valley was limited to its inhab-
itants—and probably to just three of 
them. The three old Alvords hired 
other old men to help with the work, 
but they were old fellows willing to 
serve their best and ask no questions 
for the assurance of a home in their 
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old age. It was not likely they would 
be taken into the confidence of the 
owners of the valley. Austin was rea-
sonably sure that he himself was the 
only other living person who shared 
that secret. 

It was a trivial enough thing to any 
average person, but not so to the AI-
vords with their tremendous capacity 
for emotion. They, or at least old 
Jumbo—John was his real name— 
could love and could hate as could no 
other men. 

Austin had learned that from the lips 
of his dying mother, who had told him 
a year before of the strange relation-
ship between himself and these old 
men. Into this section, years before, 
had come an unscrupulous capitalist 
named Caldwell, and with him was his 
pretty daughter. A romance sprang 
up between this girl and the youngest 
of the Alvord brothers. Both the girl's 
father and the man's brothers frowned 
upon the romance, for bad blood ex-
isted between the families. 

Old man Caldwell was the aggressor 
in the feud, for he wanted the land 
owned by the Alvords. Then, when 
the young lovers got married, they 
were disowned by both families. They 
left the valley, and soon after a son 
was born to them. That son was Aus-
tin Alvord. It was not long afterward 
that Austin's father died, leaving them 
penniless. 

" Your Uncle Jumbo loved your 
father," his mother told Austin, " and 
maybe you can make him like you. The 
brothers are getting old. Our son, I 
know, won't beg from them any more 
than we did, but you have a right to 
their money eventually. I want you to 
look them up, anyway." 

As a direct result of that conversa-
tion Austin had one day appeared in 
the cow town of Bennjpgton, some 

twenty miles from Old Man Valley, 
and soon afterward had hired out to 
Mike Earnshaw, foreman of the T. H. 
outfit. He had worked on cattle 
ranches before, and so had no difficulty 
in holding down his job. He gave the 
simple name of A. Austin, having 
merely transposed his two names, and 
giving no hint of what the A. stood'for. 

He would have given much to know 
just what old Jumbo thought of him. 
Did he guess that Austin was his 
nephew ? He had not asked when they 
met in Bennington; had not vouch-
safed a comment. On the whole he 
was inclined to think that his uncle 
would never acknowledge him, but he 
could not leave until he had called up-
on him and the others in their strong-
hold. 

He was aware, too, that in doing so 
he would be violating the rule of age 
that they had imposed. Would they es-
cort him over the divide as they had 
other young men? Finding Grant 
Caldwell had added an unexpected 
complication. 

HE was up soon after daylight, and 
without waiting to partake of the 
simple fare he had brought along 

he saddled Vinegar Bally and started 
for the valley ranch. 

The Alvord ranch house stood be-
side a gushing, icy spring, and it was 
surrounded by ancient cottonwoods. 
There had once been a front yard and 
a picket fence around it. Now the 
fence had fallen into decay, and there -
was not even a trail from the front 
gate to the house. 

The barns and corrals stood along a 
creek which bordered them on two 
sides, and ancient, mammoth cotton-
woods stood grim guard.over them 
also. The buildings were all of logs 
which were full of worm holes and 
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rotting slowly away. The impression 
of everything was of great age. Noth-
ing seemed ever to have been renewed. 

As Austin rode up he saw four or 
five old men moving slowly about the 
corrals. Two of them were milking 
cows. One, or * possibly two, were 
tinkering at some haying machinery in 
an open machine shed. Another was 
cleaning out a stable. Still another 
was getting his bent old legs astride a 
horse. 

There was something pitiful about 
their evident weakness; a sense of help-
lessness such as old Jumbo Alvord had 
shown against Thorn Caldwell. 

Austin looked about for old Jumbo 
or the Caldwell boy, but saw nothing 
of either of them. Then one of the old 
men who was milking glanced up and 
saw him. For a moment Austin had 
a glimpse of a vacant, rather than star-
tled old countenance, and then the old 
man put down his pail and hobbled 
quite rapidly toward the house. 

Austin rode on up to the cow corral 
and looked over at the other milker, 
who was now aware of his presence, 
but continued to strip away at the cow. 
Little could be seen of this man's face 
except a pair of little blue eyes, and a 
mere dot of a pug nose, and a tobacco-
stained mouth, on account of the mat 
of reddish whiskers, now turning to 
errav, which covered it. But Austin o - * 

thought that he detected a twinkle in 
the bright little eyes. 

" I wonder if I could git a bite of 
breakfast here," Austin said mildly. -

'' An' do ye now ?" grinned the milk-
er, the arrangement of his words rath-
er than the bit of brogue attesting that 
he wfas a son of the old sod. " What-
ever made ye think ye might git it?" 

Austin's reply was cut short by the 
appearance of old Jumbo Alvord in the 
kitchen door. As he strode out toward 

.the corral he was followed closely by 
two other bareheaded old men who re-
sembled him so much that Austin knew 
he was looking at two more of his 
uncles. A little behind them trailed 
Grant Caldwell. 

There was a lowering frown on the 
face of old Jumbo as he inspected Aus-
tin. In the weak and watery eyes of 
the other two brothers Austin saw no 
.spark of recognition, but there was 
nothing vague or uncertain in the 
glance of the older man. 

" Good fnornin'—gentlemen," Aus-
tin greeted. 

The expected outburst did not ma-
terialize—just then. 

Old Jumbo glared at him with cold 
hostility for a long moment; then he 
turned toward the others. " Scatter 
yoreselves," he said briefly. " An' take 
that brat back in the house with yuh." 

The old man hooked his thumb in 
the direction of the wide operf gate 
through which Austin had entered, and 
strode toward it. After a moment of 
hesitancy Austin turned his horse and 
followed. Old Jumbo stopped at the 
gate and rested his foot on a pole. 

" I thought you'd be showin' up in 
here, young feller," he said sardonical-
ly. " Now there's two roads outa here. 
Take yore choice as to which one yuh 
use gittin' away." 

CHAPTER V. 
AN EASY HOLDUP. 

AUSTIN looked down at his uncle 
^ with a pitying smile. The old 

man's brusqueness did not hurt 
him at all, since he really did not care 
whether they acknowledged him or not. 
He had come only because of his 
mother's request, and had not expected 
the outcome to be any different. If they 
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had driven away his father they cer-
tainly could not be expected to be any 
more lenient with him. 

"What about the kid in there?" 
Austin asked, with a nod toward the 
house. 

Old Jumbo glanced up with a look 
of cold suspicion. " You know any-
thing about him?" he demanded. 

" Yeah, 1 know who he is." Austin 
made mental note that Grant had ap-
parently refrained from making any 
mention of him. The boy had the right 
stuff in him. " 

" Thorn Caldwell sent htm in here 
to make trouble for us. That skunk 
has been tryin' every way to make us 
do somethin' to give him an excuse tuh 
break in here. I reckon yo're in with 
him, huh?" the old man sneered. 

" If I had been in with him do yuh 
suppose I'd have interfered when he 
•was beating you up the other day?" 
'Austin asked. 

An angry flush came over old 
Jumbo's leathery face. " 1 didn't ask 
fer none o' yore help," he ground out. 
" I'm capable o' fightin' my own 
battles." 

" Another time I'll try not to inter-
fere," Austin said coldly. The old 
man's pigheadedness was beginning to 
get on his nerves. " But I'll tell you 
one thing, old man: I butted in to save 
you any more punishment merely be-
cause you were a broken-down old 
man, and not because you are my 
uncle." 

Now came the explosion. Old 
Jumbo's foot came off the pole and he 
made a leap toward Austin with the 
palpable intention of jerking him off 
his horse. But Vinegar Bally was out 
of the way before Austin had a chance 
to use the spurs. 

"Broken-down!" the old man 
howled. " Git offen that horse, damn 

yuh, anT I'll show yuh how broken 
down I be." 

Austin kept Bally moving until the 
old man saw the uselessness of pursuit. 
" I don't care anything at all about 
you, old man," he said then, " but I 
brought that boy in -here last night be-
cause I didn't have any place to take 
him. Now I'm goin' to take him 
home." 

" An' I've decided that yuh won't," 
9ld Jumbo retorted. "Now I know 
yuh're in cahoots with Caldwell. It's 
a damn conspiracy to git this basin 
away from us, but it won't work. I 
know that damn mother o' yours is 
back o' it—" 

" Stop!" Austin's voice sounded like 
the crack of a whip, and his hand flew 
to the handle of his gun. " Don't make 
me kill you, old man," he breathed. 
" If you say one word about my mother 
I will." 

" Just as damn gallant about her as 
yore dad was, huh?" old Jumbo 
sneered. 

" Just exactly," Austin said coldly. 
" I've wondered why she didn't 

come back an* try to make us some 
trouble before," old Jumbo rasped. 
" Had to wait fer Thorn Caldwell to 
start it, I reckon." 

" Say what you please about Cald-
well, but leave my mother out of it," 
Austin warned again. 

THINK I don't -know all about 
this?" the old man raged. " I 
know who you are. No man 

could look as much like Jim Alvord an' 
not be his son—all except your eyes, 
an' they're the ones o' that—that— 
woman. Only one thing coulda brought 
yuh back here. She knew we were 

•gittiri' old, an' that we had no heirs. 
But she knew we would never will no 
property to any offspring o' hers, an' 

1 A 
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so she fixed it up with that 'dopted 
brother o' hers tuh try tuh rob us be-
fore we died an' willed it tuh somebody 
else." 

" Adopted brother ? What are you 
talking about?" Austin demanded. He 
was about to add that his mother had 
no adopted brother, and then he re-
called what she had said to him about 
her father having left his property to 
an adopted son. He remembered, too, 
that he did not even know the first 
name of this adopted son—but his 
mother's maiden name had been Cald-
well! 

His thoughts were chaotic, but out 
of them was coming an idea that 
Thorn Caldwell might be the man who 
had inherited the money that should 
have belonged to his mother—and to 
himself. 

" Don't plead innocence with me," 
old Jumbo sneered. " That little gun-
play in Bennington the other day was 
too thin. Caldwell or Vogel either one 
coulda drilled you if they'd wanted to. 
Thought yuh'd make me think yuh was 
enemies with 'em, an' then yuh'd come 
whinin' around in here as our poverty-
stricken nephew so yuh could git to spy 
on us." 

The unreasonableness of the old 
man was such that Austin was inclined 
to pity rather than anger. But if 
Thorn Caldwell was in truth his 
mother's adopted 'bfother—and he was 
beginning to believe that he was—then 
there was some justification for the 
old manNs suspicion, considering the 
biased condition of his mind. 

" I don't know a thing about Cald-
well, and neither do I care a great deal 
about you old men after the rotten way 
you treated my parents. But I am in-
terested in that little boy that stayed 
with you last night an' I'm goin' to 
take him home." 

2 A 

" You brought him in here, but I'll 
take him out—when I git damn good 
an' ready," old Jumbo boomed. " He 
won't be harmed none, but he'll be took 
to the top of Exchange Summit an' 
Caldwell kin git him there like any 
other stray dogey. But Caldwell can't 
come in here after him, an' neither will 
I turn the kid over to anybody but 
Caldwell hisself." 

Austin hesitated. He was beginning 
to think that all these old men were 
half mad. If old Jumbo carried out 
his purpose there was every reason to 
think there would be a clash when 
Caldwell came to claifti the boy, and 
Grant might get hurt; might even be 
killed, for it was certain that Caldwell 
had little consideration for his son. 

Austin wondered if he could take 
Grant away by force, but quickly gave 
up the idea. Every one of these old 
men was armed, and their eyes were 
not so dim that they couldn't see the 
sights on a gun. He knew that he 
would only be doing the boy harm by 
trying to interfere. 

/" Can I speak to Grant a minute?" 
he asked. 

" You cannot. Furthermore, I want 
yuh to be on yore way, an' don't never 
enter this valley again. I don't want 
ever to lay eyes on yuh again, d'yuh 
understand?" old Jumbo rumbled. 

Austin looked down at the old man 
with a gaze of unutterable contempt, 
but again pity was uppermost in his 
mind. Harsh and unrelenting though 
the old man pretended to be, his face 
was twisted into a grimace of pain. 

Austin had a flash of deep under-
standing. This grim old man wanted 
him to stay; wanted him to take the 
place in his heart that had been vacant 
since Austin's father had departed, 
but an obdurate pride would not per-
mit him to yield to his own better feel-, 
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ings and impulses. He knew that the 
old man would not hesitate to shoot 
him if he refused to go, though it 
would tear his heart out by the roots 
to have to do it. 

"TT 'LL be no fault of mine if you 
J[ ever have to see me again," Aus-

tin said quietly. " But there's one 
thing I want you to understand. You 
have no just cause for resentment 
against my mother. She loved my 
father, and they were happy together 
until- he died. Then she fought the 
worst kind of poverty in order to bring 
me up halfway decent. Not once did 
she ever ask either you or her own 
father for a cent. Do you think I'd be 
cur enough to try to git your money 
when I've had an example like that?" 

A peculiar, glazed look came over 
the old man's eyes for a minute or two. 
His great, gaunt form swayed uncer-
tainly. Then he seemed to gather up 
his wandering thoughts like a six-horse 
skinner collecting his reins, and the im-
placable look spread again over his 
face. 

" Git outa here," he ordered grimly. 
" Poor, misguided old man," Aus-

tin thought as he urged Vinegar Bally 
through the gate and rode away. He 
looked back toward the house, hoping 
to catch a glimpse of Grant Caldwell, 
but all he saw was the faces of his two 
other uncles watching him through the 
windows. 

He was heading back for Exchange 
Summit, but he was by no means cer-
tain what to do. 

If he had sized Caldwell up correct-
ly the man would come after the boy 
prepared for battle. More than likely 
if Grant was not at the divide the cow-
man would go down in the valley after 
htm. Austin decided that his sole con-
cern in the affair lay in seeing that no 

harm came to the boy. He would wait 
on Exchange Summit until the trans-
fer of the boy took place. 

Exchange Summit was a saddle-like 
pass a good three thousand feet above 
the floor of the two valleys it divided. 
A rough wagon road wound up to it 
from both sides through quite heavy 
timber. On the very top, where the 
cattle were exchanged, it was perfect-
ly bare save for a few scattering sage 
bushes. This little open space com-
prised about two acres, but surround-
ing it on all sides was thick timber. 

The rider experienced little diffi-
culty in finding a place close at hand 
in which to conceal his horse, and then 
he moved still closer to the.open space 
to await developments. 

It occurred to him that if Thorn 
Caldwell was his foster uncle then 
Grant would be his foster cousin. Of 
course there was no blood tie, but some-
how he felt that it gave him a right to 
look after the lad. 

Suddenly a horseman appeared in 
the clearing. Austin had been looking 
for one of the old men and had been 
watching their side of the summit the 
closest or he would have seen this rider 
from the other valley before. But that 
surprise was a mild one compared to 
the one he got a moment later when 
he saw that the new arrival was a 
girl. 

She stopped her horse and looked 
around slowly. Austin had a chance 
to study her with no fear of detection. 
She was slender and quite tall, and a 
circle of golden curls showed beneath 
the brim of her high-crowned, cowboy 
hat. She wore a khaki shirt and blue 
denim overalls. Her small feet were 
incased in tiny riding boots that had 
seen much service. He could not, of 
course, see what color her eyes were, 
but he had a very strong feeling that 
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they were blue. The same sort of sixth 
sense also informed him that her com-
plexion under the tan was creamy, and 
that in age she was eighteen or nine-
teen. 

Failing to see what she was look-
ing for, the girl got down gracefully 
and began to walk from one end of 
the clearing to the other in Z-shaped 
lines, crossing the road each time in-
stead of paralleling it; all the time 
studying the ground intently. 

Enlightenment suddenly flooded Aus-
tin's brain. She was looking for traclFs 
in the dirt, and the ones she was look-
ing for must be those of Grant Cald-
well! Was it possible, he wondered, 
that this could be his sister? She was 
certainly different from what he had 
pictured her from Grant's few com-
ments. 

SUDDENLY the girl saw him and 
stopped, her eyes wide. Then 
with no indication of consterna-

tion she hurried toward him. He con-
firmed his guess as to her eyes, her 
complexion, and her age. And he add-
ed another point to his catagory of her 
qualities: she looked intelligent. 

" Oh, I'm so glad to meet some one," 
she said frankly and without the slight-
est trace of fear. " Have you seen 
anything of a small boy around here?" 

" Yes, ma'am. Yuh mean Grant 
Caldwell?" he queried. 

" Yes. I'm his sister. Where is 
he?" she asked eagerly. 

" D o w n there in Old Man Valley," 
he told her casually. " An' he's per-
fectly safe." 

A look of vast relief swept across 
the girl's strained face. " I—I've been 
hunting for him ever since daybreak. 
I wondered if he could have gone that 
way, but I saw no tracks." 

" No; he didn't leave no tracks here 

because he was ridin' behind me on my 
horse," Austin said. 

For the first time a look of suspicion 
came into the girl's eyes. " Why did 
you do that? Why didn't you bring 
him home?" she demanded bluntly. 

" I wish now I had, but to tell the 
truth, miss, the little devil talked me 
out of it," Austin said frankly. 

A wisp of a smile crept over the 
girl's lips. " Is he all right ? Are yoti 
sure?" 

" I know he had food and a bed last 
night, an' he looked happy enough 
when I saw him this rnornitt\" 

" But why don't they" send him 
home?" 

" I fancy they will. But they intend 
to make Caldwell—I beg your pardon, 
your father—come here to this divide 
an' git him. In fact they seem to en-
tertain a suspicion that Grant was sent * 
down there purposely so your father 
could have an excuse to go down there, 
or have the law on them or something. 
Anyway, I'm expecting one of those 
old men to come along any minute on 
the way to tell your—say, what's the 
matter? Are you ill, or something?" 
he broke off abruptly. 

A startling change had come over 
the girl. Her cheeks had turned pale 
and she seemed to be shrinking as from 
an expected blow. 

" Oh, if only they hadn't done 
that," the girl moaned. " I know 
father wants to have trouble with those 
old men, but that .isn't what I'm wor-
rying about. I did so want to find 
Grant and get him home before his 
father got back. He stayed in town 
last night. But now he'll know that 
Grant ran away—and he'll beat him." 

" Yeah, Grant told me somethin' 
about them beatin's," Austin said dry-
ly. " But you misunderstood me about 
one particular. They ain't sent word 
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to yore father yet—they just intend 
to." " " 

"But what difference does that 
niake?" the girl queried. 

" It may make a lot," Austin said. 
" Come on, let's git yore horse out of 
.sight before the old fellow comes 
.along." 

" But what do you intend to do?" 
the girl insisted. 
- " Just stage a lil holdup," be replied. 
" If it '11 save that kid a lickin' I'm go-
in' fo see that the old 'men don't send 
no word to your dad.'' 

" I don't see how—" protested the 
girl. 

But Austin was already leading her 
horse into the timber. He had no more 
than got it out of sight when they heard 
a horse coming up the road from Old 
Man Valley. A couple of minutes later 
the old Irishman whom Austin had 
seen milking cows that morning ap-

' peared. The old range veteran was all 
unconscious of danger when Austin 
stepped from behind a bush by the side 
of the road, seized his bridle reins and 
menaced him with a gun. 

" Keep your hands right there on 
the saddle horn, uncle, because we're 
goin' to have a talk," Austin said. 

CHAPTER VI. 
FIVE GUNS TO ONE. 

THE old man who had been so rude-
ly stopped displayed a flash of 
temper by an angry oath and a 

quick grab toward his gun. Before his 
hand reached it, however, he compre-
hended the folly of resisting a man 
who already had him covered, and 
obediently brought his hand back to the 
saddle horn; 

" Whut foolishness is this, ye young 
divil ?" he demanded. 

" N o harm is goin' to come to yuh, 
pop—as long as you forgit about that 
artillery you're carryin'," Austin said. 
" In fact I think we'd better take it 
away from yuh, an' then yuh'll be able 
to resist temptation. Will you step 
around on the other side and git it, 
Miss Caldwell?" 

Quickly and deftly the girl did as 
he had bid. " Whut's the reason fer 
this damnable outrage ?" old Paddy de-
manded, but his tone fell a great deal 
short of anger, and Austin thought 
there was a bit of a twinkle in his eye. 

" You were on your way to the 
T Bench ranch to tell Thorn Caldwell 
to come up here an' git his son,, wasn't 
yuh?" Austin queried. 

" Yis, if it's any o' yore business." 
'^But it is," Austin answered. " Miss 

Caldwell here has been out lookin' for 
her brother. If she can git him home 
before her father knows he's run away 
the kid won't git licked. But if Cald-
well finds out Grant has run away he'll 
give him an awful lickin'. All we 
wanta do is keep Caldwell from know-
in' the boy run off." 

" An' did yez think I had 'im hid in 
me vest pocket perchance ?" Paddy 
asked sarcastically. 

" No. But I do figger that old 
Jumbo Alvord will be bringin' the boy 
up here about the time he figgers Cald-
well will arrive. When he comes we 
intend to take Grant so Miss Caldwell 
can take him home," Austin explained. 

"An ' is that all?" old Paddy de-
manded sardonically. " Thin hivin 
have mercy on ver souls when yez try 
to hold him up like ye did me." 

Austin looked at the old Irishman 
curiously. " How long before they'll 
be bringin' Grant up here?" he 
asked. 

" Oh, 'bout an hour," Padcly replied. 
" Then we'd just as well make our-
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selves comfortable/' Austin said. He 
led the way to where the horses were 
tethered. 

" What d'ye aim ter do with me 
while yez are gittin' yerself killed?" 
Paddy asked mildly, as he settled him-
self on the ground. 

" I did intend to tie you up to a tree 
until it was all over, but you're a good 
sport an' if you'll give your word not 
to interrupt an' make trouble we'll 
leave that part of it out." 

" I'd jist as soon," Paddy said 
promptly. " In fact I'm not hankerin' 
fer old Jumbo to find out how easy I 
was took." 

" Good. Then after we git the boy 
you'll be at liberty to ride on an' no-
body will ever know you met with any 
mishap," Austin said. 

" " W ' E ' D better till me the name o' 
J yer folks so I can notify 'em," 

Paddy said grimly. 
" Now, really, are those old men so 

bad ?" Austin asked. " You yourself 
don't look or act so bloodthirsty." 

" Young feller, I don't know much 
about 'em," Paddy replied. " I'm jist 
a newcomer, only been there six years. 
They're mighty queer, them old boys. 
Danged hard fer me to git used to 
'em. Sometimes I wish I'd never gone 
in there, but when an' old timer like 
me who don't know nothin' but 
punchin' cows—an' not too much o' 
that—begins to git crippled up he'd be 
a plumb fool to turn down a sure pro-
vision fer his old age." 

" But can't you leave ?" Austin in-
quired. 

" Leave ? For why should I be 
leavin'? Where would I be goin'?" 

" But the Alvords are gittin' old. 
What will happen to you other old men 
when they are dead ?" Austin asked. 

Old Paddy grinned. " The Alvords 

have no kin, an' neither have we old 
'uns. When they die, the last one of 
them, the propity is willed j'intly to all 
the ould min still on the ranch, but on 
condition that we 'low nobody but ither 
ould min to come in, an' when one av 
us dies one av the new ones takes our 
place. It becomes a perpitual home fer 
ould an' broken-down cow-punchers." 

Austin was sobered and- silent. He 
had led the old Irishman on more for 
amusement than anything else, but this 
w7as information that concerned him 
greatly. He was the lawful heir of 
the Alvords, but did he want to inter-
fere with the arrangements they had 
made? They might be eccentric and 
mean, but there was surely something 
fine and laudable about this, even 
though it had had its origin in hatred. 
His gaze shifted to the girl. 

She had not asked him his name, 
and he wondered if it would have any 
significance to her if she heard it. It 
was a peculiar situation. Here was 
he, a common cowpuncher, who, ex-
cept for a twist of fate,might now have 
been the owner of one big cattle outfit, 
and the sole heir to another. And all 
unaware that they might be infringing 
upon any rights of his were these two 
people, the old man and the young girl, 
who each had expectations of inherit-
ing some of this property. 

She was obviously unhappy on 
account of her brother, and Grant had 
said that her own treatment was no 
better. Did Thorn Caldwell actually 
dare to beat her? Somehow, he re-
solved he must tame this man Cald-
well. 

It was rapidly approaching the time 
when Jumbo Alvord and his old men 
should arrive with the boy. 

" You stay here with Paddy, Miss 
Caldwell," Austin directed. " I'll call 
you when it's all over." 
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" No," the girl flashed. " It's for 
my brother and I'm going with you. 
If there's going to be danger I'll share 
it." 
" " Yuh'd better both git some sense 
into yer heads an' let me go fer Cald-
well," old Paddy advised paternally. 
" Jumbo won't hurt the kid." 

" No; but Caldwell will," Austin 
said. " Will you promise not to butt 
into this if we leave you here alone?" 

" I never seen nothin' I wanted to 
mix into less," the old man said. " But 
gimme my shootin' iron." 

" Not till this is over," Edith de-
clared positively. 

" Then I'll jist have to wait." Paddy 
shrugged. 

WHEN the two young people 
rode out of sight old Paddy 
was sitting on the log they had 

just vacated, puffing away at his pipe. 
It would have been possible for him to 
have got on his horse and sneaked 
away through the brush and given the 
old men a warning, but Austin had 
faith that he would keep his word. 

" Miss Caldwell," Austin said ear-
nestly, " it'll be a great favor to me if 
you'll stay out of sight. Those old 
men think I am spying upon them for 
your father. If they see us together 
that false impression will be confirmed. 
Please stay back and leave it to me." 

"Why should they think that?" 
Edith demanded, but without waiting 
for an answer she continued. " If it 
might cause you trouble of course I'll 
stay behind. But if anything happens 
I'll take a hand. I—I hope nobody will 
get killed." 

" They won't. I wouldn't harm one 
of those old men for anything," Aus-
tin said with re&l sincerity. 

They both breathed a little faster as 
they heard horses coming up the road. 

" Stay here," Austin said curtly, 
crowding the girl's horse behind a 
huge clump of brush. He rode on a 
few rods farther and waited for the 
old men to come up. 

There were six old men in all, and 
they were riding two abreast. Grant 
Caldwell was on behind one of the old 
men in the middle rank. Old Jumbo, 
of course, was ahead, and by his side 
wras his brother Hank. 

Austin let them come out on the edge 
of the clearing, and then he rode out 
of the brush quietly. " Gentlemen!" 
he said, raising his right hand in an 
unconsciously graceful gesture. 

Every old man sawed back on his 
bridle reins, and they turned to face 
this rude young intruder. Old Jumbo, 
Austin noticed, had let his hand drop to 
his gun. 

" What're you doin' here?" old 
Jumbo rasped. 

"This is neutral territory, isn't it?" 
Austin asked. " You can't accuse me 
of trespass here, can you?" 

" No-o, but what d'ye want?" the 
old man snarled. 

" The boy," Austin answered suc-
cinctly. 

" Nobody'll git him but his own 
father," Jumbo gritted. 

" His father ain't comin'," Austin 
said tersely. " I know that the old 
man you sent this mornin' can't find 
him." 

" He don't git his kid till he does 
come, damn him," old Jumbo snarled. 
" He's gotta come to a show-down 
with us here an' now. We may be old, 
but that dam' outfit will find that we 
still kin fight." 

" Nobody doubts that, but don't 
make the kid suffer," Austin pleaded. 
" It ain't his fault that he tried to run 
away because his dad was mean to 
him—" 
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" He's a dratted little liar. Yuh can't that of three old men—his uncles. The 
poke that down me," Jumbo Alvord inevitable stiffness of age alone had 
cut in bitterly. " It was a dirty scheme prevented them from being just as fast 
to spy on us an' cause trouble." as he. The other old men reached for 

" That's a lie," Grant Caldwell piped their guns, but two of them were much 
up shrilly. slower than the itlvords, and the other 

Austin realized then the futility of did not get his gun at all, for the rea-
trying to make the Alvords believe the son that he found two small b-ut deter-
truth. mined hands grasping the handle of 

" Be still, Grant," he ordered curt- it ahead of him and he could not get 
ly. " Now, listen, uncle "—the word the boy loose from it without knocking 
had slipped out unconsciously, but no- him off the horse, 
body seemed to notice it— " I mean to Austin's face had gone pale, but he 
take this boy right here if I have to was conscious of intense excitement 
fight the whole bunch of you to do it. rather than fear. He had already lost 
Do I git him or don't I ?" the advantage his faster draw had 

His hand streaked to his gun and it given him, but not because he had lost 
came out and up as though by magic, his head. He deliberately held his fire, 

But smooth and perfect as had been with his gun pointed at Hank Alvord— 
his draw it was but little faster than and five guns pointed at him. 

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK. 

Novel House Moving 
" ^ f H E N the owner of a bamboo house in the Philippines wishes to move 

his residence he hires a band, or at least two or three musicians, and 
summons his friends and neighbors. The time for moving is always set for 
a holiday or Sunday in order that it may not interfere with regular occu-
pations. Bamboo houses are always built on stick-like uprights, and when 
the crowd has assembled long poles are thrust beneath it so as to protrude 
on either side. Beneath the poles stand the movers with brawny shoulders 
ready to receive the burden. Others work the uprights back and forth until 
first one side and then the other is eased down. 

There is much shouting and bellowing of orders. Then the house owner 
or his wife runs about distributing preliminary drinks of gin from a square-
faced bottle. The boss house mover gives a sharp command, " Lakad na!"— 
" Start walking!"—and the procession starts with the band tooting madly 
in the lead. Care is taken in maneuvering around corners, and sometimes 
the house rocks perilously and threatens to fall Then flankers armed with 
pike poles called tikhis jab the ridge pole and push the structure into place. 
More gin is issued, and the shouting grows louder. On arrival at the chosen 
place the house is lowered onto waiting uprights, and lashed fast with pliant 
strips of bejuco vine. The moving is over, and the movers rub their shoulders, 
wipe the sweat from their brows. They've done a neighbor a good turn 
and expect and receive—more gin. C. A. Freeman, 
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MOROCCAN CABARET. 

BURKE landed at Casablanca at 
two in the afternoon, from the 
Marseilles boat, and Merrit got 

him through the Sherifian customs 
and up to his apartment in the Aventte 
Kleber within half an hour. Merrit 
had the agency for the Goliath car in 
Morocco, a n d Detroit headquarters 
had cabled Burke in Paris to go down 
there and investigate. 

Merrit was friendly enough. He 
was s w a r t h y and looked capable. 
Going uptown in the taxicab, he looked 

at Burke and made a straight proposi-
tion. 

" I know why you're here, of course. 
Suppose we devote the afternoon and 
evening to getting settled and having 
a bit of fun? Then, in the morning, 
you can take over the office and the 
books, and go through everything." 

" Fair enough," said Burke cheer-
fully. He was blond, wide-shouldered, 
and with warm blue eves that could 
turn icy at times. He had a good idea 
that Merrit was crooked as a cork-
screw and he would have some nasty 
work, but there was no need to be un-
pleasant. " W e go to your quarters?" 

744 
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" For to-night, if you don't mind. 
You'll be more comfortable there, and 
to-morrow you can either stay on, or 
get a room at the hotel. We have a 
brand new one here," Merrit smiled 
evenly. Evidently he expected trouble, 
and meant to meet it like a man, with 
a shrug and a laugh. " Thought I'd 
take you down to the low quarter of 
town to-night—the new Arab town 
built by the S u l t a n . Some Berber 
dancers are in from the hills, and you 
will see something you won't often find 
around the corner." 

" Suits me," rejoined Burke. 
Casablanca, with the exception of 

the native town inside its walls, is 
a new, up-to-date French colonial city, 
and possesses nothing romantic or ap-
pealing, except the costumes and uni-
forms. It gets little tourist business, 
and consequently what it offers the 

* -

There came the crack o] a shot 

night wanderer is not showy or fake, 
but the real article, frankly immodest 
and without shame. 

Burke left the taxi with his com-
panion at the entrance to the part of 
town known as the New Medina^. Off 
to the left the ground fell sharply in a 
ravine, rising again to the palace; this 
hollow was a m a s s of roofs and 
adobes. The moon was high, flooding 
everything with silver. The signs on 
the high walls to which the two men 
turned gave clear indication that they 
were entering upon no Sunday school 
excursion. Besides affording l i v i n g 
quarters, this section of the city was 
a place of amusement for soldiers and 
hillmen, seamen from the port, for-
eigners from the town, Arabs from 
the old town and the open country. 
Women were muffled and veiled, men 
wore voluminous g a r m e n t s , with 
chechia or turban, or both—all of 
them looking rather shopworn, and all 
of them wearing yellow slippers. Many 
wore ragged jellabs of old sacking. 

" They distinctly lack romance," 
said Burke. 



.746 ARGOSY. 

Merrit laughed, but his tone came 
with a touch of eagerness. 

" You may find it ahead—who 
knows? We'll hit the carnival section 
pretty soon." 

They were walking along the nar-
row s i d e w a l k s now. Here were 
vendors of fruit and candy, women 
without veils, plenty of electric lights, 
and music on every hand. Presently 
Burke found himself dipping into a 
big room, half underground, with one 
main entrance and several exits; a 
cafe, in effect, with a regular cabaret. 
Along one end, on a shoulder-high 
•platform of solid beams, sat the Berber 
dancers, eight in number. Burke sidled 
into a place at a table beside Merrit, a 
long table, with a bench for seat, and 
met with a real surprise as two of the 
hillmen struck into a dance, drums and 
pipes making music. 

This was real dancing—a sort of 
clog and tap, mixed with a real buck-
and-wing. But there was no tap to it. 
Every touch of heel or toe was a rous-
ing wham! It was hard to see why the 
platform did not come down or why 
they did not smash their ankles. This 
was a real mountain breakdown, and 
was kept up without a pause for full 
fifteen minutes, when the hat was 
passed. 

BY this time, however, Burke's at-
tention had been diverted to those 
around him. A glass of strong 

mint tea was placed before him, and 
as he sipped it he used his eyes. About 
him were Arabs, Berbers, French— 
both soldiers and civilians—and girls 
galore. Brown girls with wild eyes and 
silken garments, B e r b e r girls with 
tribal tattoo marks on chin and cheeks, 
negroid girls with frizzled hair. 

And one other girl. 
Merrit had moved down to the end 

of the bench, and was talking with two 
of the Arab girls there in his rapid, 
fluent French; he did not see the other 
at all. This one sat under an arch with 
two French officers. She was looking 
straight at Burke and smiling; a girl 
in a rose-pink dress, a drooping leg-
horn straw hat, and a white coral 
necklace at her throat. A French girl? 
He f a n c i e d not; impossible to say, 
however. 

" Burke!" Merrit was leaning over 
toward him. " I'll be back in a minute; 
a chap outside wants to see me." 

He departed, shouldering aside the 
girls. Burke fancied that sorrie one had 
brought him a message. Looking again 
at the girl with the two officers, Burke 
caught one swift, startling look that 
jerked him upright. She glanced after 
Merrit, then looked directly at him 
with a most imperative gesture. The 
two officers were laughing with one of 
the Berbers and paid her no heed. 

Burke frowned, half s t a r t e d up, 
then resumed his seat. He had heard 
about the women in Morocco—how 
they had flocked in from all countries 
to make things lively for the troops. 
Yet this girl was not one of the sort. 
He looked at her again, and met an 
impatient grimace. Then she was talk-
ing with her companions again, gayly, 
quite ignoring him. 

One of the officers rose and left the 
place. The other, a burly man whose 
heavy black mustache partly concealed 
a purple scar at the right corner of his 
mouth, looked at Burke for a moment 
carelessly, then turned at a sharp out-
cry from outside. He leaped up and 
strode out. 

Swift as a flash, the girl slipped 
from her seat and in three quick 
strides was leaning over the table be-
fore Burke, her voice low, tense, strik-
ing at him. And she spoke English. 



THE CORAL OF IDRIS. 747 

" Get out of here quickly! Get him 
awav!"' 

"Eh? " Burke was startled. " Who 
do you mean?" 

" Merrit. Quickly! Don't you know 
he hasn't a chance in the world here? 
It may be too late even now. Get him 
away! Move!" 

Burke read the urgent anger in her 
eyes, and rose. 

" I don't know wrhat it's all about, 
but I'll get him away," he responded. 
" With whom am I speaking, if you 
please ?" 

She broke out in a passion of anger 
and despair. 

"Foo l ! To stand here talking that 
way—move ! He must have been mad 
to come here! Quickly, tell him to call 
me later to-night at this address—in 
an hour. Off with you!" 

Burke thrust into a pocket the card 
she handed him, and made his way 
out of the place. The hubbub had sub-
sided : it had been a fight between two 
women, he gathered. 

He stood out in the street, dimly 
lighted, and glanced around. At this 
instant, from some point not far away 
came the crack of a shot, then another. 
A burst of cries went up; in a moment 
the street was filled with rushing fig-
ures and wild voices. 

Burke stepped back into the dark-
ness beneath an arched entrance, wait-
ed there, listening. P r e s e n t l y two 
Frenchmen came past, stopped to light 
cigarettes; he caught the glint of uni-
forms. One of them spoke softly. 

" W h o was it? Why, t h a t fool 
American, Merrit. They did for him. 
He was crazy to come here to-night— 
but there you are. We knew he'd get it 
sooner or later." 

" There was another man with him," 
said the second voice. " Who"'" 

" Don't know. The Intelligence will 

know, of course. It doesn't matter; he 
is not involved. Better get back, mon 
ami. This means we'll be ordered up 
to Merrit's apartment presently, to 
search for the yellow box. Baraud is 
set on having it. Come along!" 

They disappeared. Burke remained 
motionless for a moment, stupefied by 
what he had just overheard; then, as 
a crowd surged past, he slipped in 
among the figures and made all haste 
to get out of the place. 

Two minutes later he stepped into 
one of the waiting taxicabs, gave Mer-
rit's addresS, and went whirling away 
at breakneck speed toward the French 
town. 

WITH the speed of the cab, his 
thoughts fell into some co-

herence. What it all meant, what 
it was about, he had not the faintest 
idea; but if Merrit were really dead, 
then it was a form of suicide. He knew 
perfectly well that Merrit, on the mor-
row, had faced exposure and disgrace 
for embezzlement and forgery. Merrit 
had known it, too. And Merrit had ap-
parently come here deliberately seeking 
death. Who had murdered him, and 
why? 

" No -use asking foolish questions," 
thought Burke, with a shrug. " The 
police or soldiers will be along soon 
enough. According to those French 
officers, I'm not under suspicion, and 
I'd better look up that yellow box my-
self and see what's in it. And where 
does the girl come in? She was a 
stunner!" 

He paid off the taxicab and mounted 
to Merrit's apartment. Luckily, he 
knew all his papers were in order, and 
he had nothing to fear from any one. 

Entering the apartment, he found it 
as they had left it, and went directly 
to Merrit's bedroom; here, if any-
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where, would be the mysterious yellow 
box, and he would not be likely to have 
much time. 

Glancing around, he went to the 
dresser and opened drawer after 
drawer, in vain Burke paused, asked 
himself what he would do if he had 
something to hide—and went to the 
closet, where a number of empty grips 
were placed high on a shelf. With a 
grunt of satisfaction he felt a rattle in 
one, as he got it down. It was un-
locked, and he opened it, to find a pack-
age wrapped in newspaper—a large, 
•square package. He stripped it open 
and disclosed a square box of yellow 
Morocco leather, locked. It had no 
key. 

For a moment, Burke hesitated. This 
was none of his business. It was very 
likely something illegal. The part of 
wisdom was to leave it alone. Yet 
Merrit had been murdered, and Burke 
meant to know why, and if possible to 
bring the killers to justice; curiosity, 
a slow anger, a sense of comradeship 
with the dead man, consumed him. 

He replaced the grips, and took the 
yellow box into his own room. It fitted 
inside his toilet case,.which he dumped 
out. Putting the leather Box inside the 
toilet case, he snapped it shut again and 
left it on his dresser, shaving materials 
on top of it. As he finished, there came 
a long and authoritative ring at the 
bell, followed by a sharp knocking on 
the door of the apartment. 

CHAPTER II. 
A SINISTER F R E N C H M A N . 

WITH the police, whose six-point-
ed stars proclaimed them civil 
servant?, were two officers, 

Frenchmen of a Sherifian regiment. 
One introduced himself to Burke as a 

Captain Lamarte; he was very polite 
and cordial. When he had inspected 
Burke's papers, he nodded and re-
turned them. 

" Entirely in order, m'sieu'. We 
know you only arrived to-day. You 
were with M'sieu' Merrit when he was 
killed to-night ?" 

" I was at the medinah with him, 
yes. I heard the shots, some one rushed 
past saying that he had been killed. I 
did not know what to do, and came 
back here." 

" Wisely. You know why he was in 
trouble?" 

Burke explained why he had come 
here, and the officer nodded again. 

" I am of the Intelligence, M'sieu'. 
Not only was M'sieu' Merrit in busi-
ness trouble, but he had become in-
volved with gamblers and worse. It is 
our duty to seal his rooms and inspect 
his belongings. May I suggest that 
you, being in no way involved, may 
find it more comfortable if you remove 
your own things to the hotel? We shall 
be glad to assist you." 

This was, obviously, the thing to do, 
and Burke jumped at the chance. 

Half an hour later he was installed 
at the Grand Hotel, with the comfort-
able knowledge that the gentlemen of 
the Intelligence had given his belong-
ings a good s e a r c h and had found 
nothing. The toilet case with its con-
tents had been passed-up. 

Once alone in his room—this spank-
ing new hotel was well equipped with 
telephones-—Burke went to the instru-
ment, took the girl's card from his 
pocket, and looked at it. Upon the 
blank card was scribbled a name, 
Marie, and a telephone number. He 
called the number, and a woman's voice 
responded. 

" I would like to speak to Made-
moiselle Marie," said Burke. 
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" One moment, m'sieu—she has just 

returned," was the answer. Then, 
after a moment, he heard the crisp, 
English voice of the girl he had seen 
that evening. 

" This is Miss Thornton. Well?" 
" This is Mr. Burke speaking—the 

gentleman to whom you gave a card—" 
" Oh !" Her voice leaped slightly in 

alarm. " Wait a minute—where are 
you?" 

" Room four twelve, Grand Hotel." 
" Mention no names," she said 

quickly. " However, I don't think you 
can do anything for me. I wanted our 
friend to call me up, as he has been 
keeping something for me—" 

" Something yellow ?" asked Burke. 
" O h ! You know?" 
" I have it here. Others have been 

looking for it. Is it yours?" 
" I'll have to tell you—it's fright-

fully dangerous! You can't possibly 
keep it! Where can I see you now, to-
night, at once? That thing must be 
taken to Fez immediately—" 

Burke intervened quietly. 
" Suppose you meet me at one of 

the cafes near here? It's still pretty 
early. Name the one, and I'll be there 
in ten or fifteen minutes." 

" The Marmontel, then. It's on the 
Place de France, close by you. Get an 
inside table if you arrive before me— 
not out in front, remember!" 

" Very good, miss," rejoined Burke 
with a laugh, and hung up. 

" O O!" He turned and regarded the 
^ yellow leather box. " This thing 

must go to Fez to-night, must 
it ? And dangerous. Hm! And Mer-
rit was in with gamblers and a bad 
crowd generally. And if it hadn't been 
for Jim Burke, the police or somebody 
would have had their paws on this long 
ere now. Hm! Taken all in all, looks 

to me like Jimmy Burke had better 
know what he's getting tangled into. If 
I'm any judge, that girl was straight 
as a die. But just the same, let's play 
safe." 

He picked up the box, perceived that 
the lock was some small but ingenious 
mechanism that probably held it fast 
all around by steei bars in the French 
fashion, and without h e s i t a t i o n 

\ 

dropped it on the floor and stamped 
hard. 

The top of the box was crushed in. 
Burke picked it up, tore aside the 

wood and leather, and revealed a mass 
of tightly packed pink cotton. When 
he had removed this, he brought to 
sight something that drew a low 
whistle from him as he eyed it. 

It was a necklace made from large 
disks of red coral. Each disk was 
carved intricately and mounted in gold, 
upon which were Arabic characters 
graven, and between each disk was. a 
little ball of gold, likewise engraved* 
The pendant, however, was what drew 
Burke's eyes—for it was an emerald 
full two inches long, with one flat sur-
face upon which was deeply cut the 
word- " Allah," a word so common in 
Arabic that even Burke recognized it. 

Then he perceived that this must be 
no necklace, but a Moslem rosary, each 
bead representing one of the hundred 
" ineffable names " of God. It was 
enormously long, and was very obri-
ously of great age and value, even 
apart from the huge emerald. Opening 
one of his long windows, Burke 
switched off the lights in the room, 
flung the fragments of the box from 
the window, careless where they fell, 
shoved the rosary into his pocket, and 
strode out. 

" What counts, evidently, is not the 
container but the thing contained," he 
reflected cheerfully, as he sought the 
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street and the big Place de France just 
around the corner, the center of life 
in Casablanca, with the walls of the 
older Arab town just opposite. " So 
we'll dispense with the box, which 
doesn't matter, and thereby get rid of 
danger also," 

In this eminently sensible frame of 
mind, he came to the Cafe Marmontel, 
one of the large cafes half bordering 
the square, and walking in, got a table 
inside, where there were few people. 
The outer terrace was well filled, as al-
ways, with French, officers and Arabs, 
but a private conversation might well 
be carried on here without eavesdrop-
ping. 

BURKE had no more than ordered 
a Rossi, when Marie Thornton 
entered, now wearing a warm 

evening cloak over her shoulders, and 
he held a chair for her. Then she ac-
cepted a cigarette, and as the match 
went out they looked for an instant 
into each other's eyes. Burke read in 
the cool- gray gaze that here was a 
girl straight as a die indeed, and una-
fraid. 

" Come clean,he said quietly. " If 
we're going to do business, as I think 
we are, I want to be in on the whole 
thing. You're a friend of Merrit?" 

She nodded slightly. " I knew him 
back home, yes. Hadn't seen him for 
years, until I came here a few months 
ago. I'm putting in a year here, paint-
ing." 

" Oh! You're an artist?" 
" Trying to be one. Before I do any 

confidential talking, however," and her 
cool eyes probed him, " suppose you 
tell me who you are and why." 

Burke laughed. Laughter became 
him, lightening his rather harsh fea-
tures and warming his blue eyes won-
drously. He obeyed her behest, tell-

ing her frankly about Merrit's trouble, 
and she appeared little surprised. 

" And you think he took you there 
to-night—on purpose ?" she said, when 
Burke had told her everything. 

" Yes," he rejoined. " You knew 
that he was in a bad crowd?" 

" He admitted it," she said. " Some 
of the Arabs are a bad lot—the young-
er generation, with money, no morals, 
and some position. Plenty like that! I 
think they got him in their grip, and 
when he saw a chance to break clear, 
he took it; and failed." 

The Rossis arrived. When the 
waiter had departed, Burke spurted 
water into the glasses and sipped the 
carmine drink. 

" Come clean," he repeated laconi-
cally. " Whefe does Baraud come into 
it?" 

He thought a swift pallor flashed 
across her face. 

" Baraud ? The man with me to-
night? You know him?" 

" Not at all. He was the chap with 
the scarred cheek,' eh ? An ugly brute. 
And he's after the rosary is he ?" 

She leaned forward, gripping the 
table edge, staring at him. 

" Are you—have you lied to me?" 
she demanded. Anger flashed in her 
eyes. " You said you knew nothing—" 

" Come clean," said Burke. " You 
first. Then I'll reciprocate." 

With an effort, she relaxed and 
assented. 

" All right. Baraud has been in the 
army here, with the Intelligence. He's 
made money, and has resigned. To-
night was his last night in uniform. 
I'm not fond of him by any means, but 
he's a gentleman, is very agreeable, and 
has influence. Also, he's intimate with 
many of the Arab chiefs and great 
men. Merrit has lost heavily to him 
at various kinds of gambling." 



THE CORAL OF IDRIS. 751 

She paused, sipped her drink, and 
then resumed. 

" Well, a week ago poor Merrit bet 
Baraud that he could steal the rosary 
of Idris from the tomb of Idris at Fez. 
Idris founded that city a thousand 
years ago and is buried there in the 
chief mosque. No Christian can even 
enter a mosque here, you know; the 
French uphold that law very strictly. 
This is supposed to be the rosary used 
by Idris, who is a saint among the 
Moslems, and was lavishly mounted in 
gold and jewels by one of the old Sul-
tans. No white man has ever seen it, 
even, unless he became a Moslem. Mer-
rit bet Baraud a hundred thousand 
francs that he could get away with it." 

Burke whistled. Marie Thornton 
leaned back in her chair and nodded. 

" He did. Presumably one of his 
disreputable Arab friends, Hussein, 
helped him do it. They figured that a 
huge reward would be offered; per-
haps Hussein stole it and Merrit took 
it over. I don't know. Anyway, Hus-
sein was found dead two days later, a 
knife in his back. They suspected 
Merrit was in on the robbery, but 
probably were not sure. Baraud, of 
course, fold the natives nothing about 
the bet—" 

" Are you sure of that?" interjected 
Burke, 

" N o ; but he wouldn't do it, any-
way," she returned with some indigna-
tion. " However, they suspected. A 
huge fuss was made about it. Baraud 
saw the necklace to-day, and paid Mer-
rit the amount of the bet, or at least 
told me he had paid him. The rosary 
was in a yellow box." 

" It's in my pocket now. The box 
was too dangerous, too easily recog-
nized," said Burke, and while her 
startled eyes dwelt upon him, told of 
smashing the box. Further, he told of 

the scrap of conversation he had caught 
abaut Baraud. " Looks to me like your 
friend Baraud wants that necklace. 
You think he's straight, do you ?" 

He was astonished by the sudden 
pallor that came into her face. 

" Oh!" she said in a low voice. " Oh! 
Then—then that explains it—" 

" Explains what?" said Burke. 
" A—a good deal." For some rea-

son she seemed badly shaken. " I— 
I never mistook Baraud for any angel, 
certainly. But I didn't think—" 

SHE fell silent for a moment, then 
looked up and met Burke's gaze. 

" Something happened there to-
night, and this explains it," she said in 
a low voice. " Would you—would you 
be very shocked—if I were to think 
that perhaps Merrit had not been killed 
by the natives, after all?" 

Burke's brows went up. " So! No, 
after sizing up your friend Baraud,'I'd 
not be surprised at anything he might 
do. He looks to me like a bad egg. You 
think he might have had some one do 
the trick, do you?" 

" I heard some one say, back there, 
that a Frenchman had done the shoot-
ing," she answered. " No one saw just 
who it was. Of course, there's no evi-
dence—but—" 

" But we don't need any more, just 
now," added Burke, with a short nod. 
" Want to see the rosary? There's a 
whopping big emerald on it—the thing 
must be worth a small fortune." 

He reached for his pocket, but she 
stopped him swiftly. 

" No, no—are you mad ? Not here, 
in public! If it were suspected that 
you had it, the natives would be after 
you in an hour's time! Valuable? It's 
worth a fortune, to the Arabs! And if 
it's as I think, if Baraud really wants 
to get hold of it—" 
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Burke grinned. " Then his secret 
service work would have him all set to 
get it, eh ? I see. Well, I've got the 
thing, and what am I to do with it? 
Turn it over to the police?" 

" Not unless you're anxious to see 
Baraud get away with it," she rejoined. 
A glow of color grew in her face, and 
her eyes hardened a little. " And that 
he shan't do! Poor Tom Merrit—I 
-don't hold any brief for him, and I cer-
tainly don't excuse him, but I hate to 
think of his having been murdered. 
And if Baraud really had it done or 
was behind it—" 

" Then he has something coming to 
him," said Burke quietly. I tell you 
what I'll do, Miss Thornton. I'll put 
this rosary into the proper hands— 
Arab hands—and bargain. I'll turn it 
over, on condition that Merrit's mur-
derer is brought to book. How'll that 
be?" 

" Excellent!" she exclaimed quickly. 
Burke nodded. 

" Right. Now, young lady, let's 
have a clean breast of it, and excuse 
me if I'm too personal. Were you and 
Merrit in love?" 

" Not in the least," she returned, 
with a slight smile. " I'm not in love 
at all. My whole interest in him was 
because we were friends years ago, 
back home." 
. " Good; no entanglements, then. 

You know this country better than I 
do. You said that the thing must go 
back to Fez at once. What would you 
suggest?" 

"Well, I intended to take it back 
there myself and turn it over to a man 
I know," she responded. " It would 
have to be very carefully done, of 
course. But since you have it, and 
since this other matter—about Baraud 
—has come-up, perhaps you'd better 
do it," 

"Why not do it together?" asked 
Burke. " There's no great rush about 
my business here; I can untangle Mer-
rit's affairs later. How far is Fez from 
here, by car?" 

" We could make it to-morrow, 
easily." Her gray eyes lighted up. 
"Good! I'll take you up on it, Mr. 
Burke! Have you a car?" 

" Three or four, unless Merrit's 
burned 'em up!" Burke laughed. " I'll 
have a Goliath eight ready any time 
you say, in the morning." 

" Here at your hotel, then, at eight." 
She rose. " We'd better not be seen 
together—let me leave alone, please. 
You've no idea how everybody in 
Morocco is a spy! And above all, be 
careful about letting a soul see that 
rosary. It's a safe bet that every na-
tive is on the lookout for it, and about 
half the French. You will?" 

" Naturally," said Burke, rising. 
" Run along then, and all good luck! 
Until to-morrow." 

With a wave of the hand, she de-
parted. Burke remained a few mo-
ments longer, finished his drink, and 
then sauntered back to his hotel. He 
was rather acutely conscious of his 
sagging coat pocket. He was still 
more conscious of it when he reached 
his own room, and opening the door, 
saw Captain Baraud, still in uniform, 
sitting there awaiting, him. 

CHAPTER III. 
CLASH OF WILLS. 

CAPTAIN BARAUD bowed and 
introduced h i m s e l f , cordially 
enough. 

" I must apologize for being in your 
room," he said in fluent English. " I 
am, however, of the Intelligence, and 
have a few questions to ask in regard 

2 A 
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to Mr. Merrit—a mere formality, of 
course. If it will not inconvenience 
you—" 

" Of course not. Make yourself at 
home," said Burke dryly. He did not 
need to be told that the Frenchman 
had made a thorough search of his 
room. As he dropped into a chair and 
met the probing dark eyes, he felt a 
flash of antagonism, but repressed it. 
Nothing had been found in Merrit's 
apartment, so the man had come here 
direct. 

" By whom was poor Merrit killed ?" 
asked Burke abruptly. 

" By a soldier, a Frenchman," said 
Baraud. " I must tell you that Mr. 
Merrit was under suspicion of smug-
gling or handling narcotics. He was 
stopped for search, and resisted. He 
even drew a pistol, upon which he was 
shot and killed. A large amount of 
morphia was found upon his body, I 
might say." 

Burke nodded. Very prettily cov-
ered up; the murder had been well 
planned. He did not believe for a mo-
ment that Merrit, whatever his faults, 
had been a narcotic peddler, but it 
would be rank folly to say so now. 

" I'm at your service, Captain 
Baraud," he answered. " I imagine 
that you know all about me?" 

" We are well informed, yes. I 
should say that you are in no way im-
plicated in this whole affair, fortu-
nately for you. I merely desire to ask 
a few questions." 

Burke relaxed and took a cigarette. 
" Shoot," he said briefly. 

" We are looking for a further sup-
ply of morphia, believed to have been 
kept in a box of yellow leather," said 
Baraud. " Did Merrit mention such a 
box, or did you see it, while you were 
in his apartment?" 

The American shook his head. 
3 A 

" Sorry I can't help you there," he 
rejoined. " I was at the apartment 
only for a couple of hours this after-
noon ; then Merrit took me for a drive, 
we had dinner, and went out to the 
niedinah. No, he never mentioned 
such a box, and I don't recall having 
seen the thing lying around. If he 
were in the dope business, he wouldn't 
want me to know it, naturally." 

" Of course," agreed the Frenchman 
smoothly. He was studying Burke as 
they talked. " Still, it is. rather odd 
that the very box we are seeking was 
found half an hour ago, crushed and 
broken, out here in the street—almost 
below this window." 

"Yes, that is rather odd," agreed 
Burke amiably. " By the way, did you 
say your name was Baraud ? I believe 
Merrit was speaking of you this after-
noon. You were friends?" 

Baraud's b l a c k eyes narrowed 
slightly. 

" Yes, in a way. He did not know 
that I was handling the investigation 
of his case?" 

" Apparently not," r e j o i n e d the 
American. " He said something about 
having won a large bet from you—I 
believe he was counting upon the 
money to help him out when I came to 
look over his accounts and books to-
morrow." 

The black brows shot up. " Yes? But 
I paid him the amount of the bet only 
this morning. A hundred thousand 
francs, quite a sum! In cash, also." 

Burke knew the other was lying. 
Merrit had cashed a check that evening 
at the restaurant where they had dined. 
He looked at Baraud with a slight 
smile, but changed the subject. 

" And what other information can 
I give you, captain ?" 

" None, at the present moment. You 
will be here for some days, no doubt?" 
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For several weeks, I imagine. I'm 
going to Fez in the morning, to check-
up matters with the local agency there, 
and shall be back here in a few days.'' 

BARAUD nodded carelessly and 
looked at the table by the wall. 
Upon it was heaped the pink cot-

ton that had come from the yellow 
box. 

" That looks like the stuff used by 
jewelers," he observed significantly. 

" It is/' said Burke. " Pretty, isn't 
it? By the way, I think Merrit said 
that you were out of the Intelligence 
Service now, didn't he? Or was I mis-
taken ?" 

In these words, the Frenchman 
sensed the antagonist who confronted 
him. The two men exchanged a level 
look, Burke smiling, Baraud keen-eyed 
and angry. It was a moment of sharp 
awakening for Baraud, who now per-
ceived that this American had been 
quietly having fun with him all the 
while, had pierced his lies, probably 
knew a good deal more than he let on. 

" Let me tell you something." said 
Baraud slowly. " Morocco can be 
either a friendly or a very dangerous 
coxintry, Mr. Burke. It is as you 
choose to make it." 
' In a flash, Burke took his decision. 
Already the fat was in the fire—that 
accursed pink cotton had exposed all. 

" Very well," he rejoined, his eyes 
suddenly icy cold. " And let me tell 
you something, my dear captain. I 
know very well that you are not in the 
Intelligence Service; I know that you 
are not in charge of any case against 
Merrit; I know that he had nothing to 
do with any narcotic handling; I know 
that you did not pay him a hundred 
thousand francs to-day: and what is 
more, I know who was behind his mur-
der and why he was murdered." 

Baraud's dark features t u r n e d 
darker, and the scar half-hidden by his 
mustache became an angry, flaming-
purple. Yet he kept himself well in 
hand. 

" It seems to me that you are a little 
out of your head/' he observed coldly. < 

Am I to construe your tone as a 
threat ?" 

" As you please, dnd be damned to 
you," said Burke, and smiled a little. 
" Do I make myself clear?" 

" You do." The Frenchman bowed 
slightly, mockingly. "An rez'oir! I 
shall make myself clear to you, in turn 
—before very long." 

He departed without more words. 
Burke smiled, and undressed m a 

bad humor. He was disappointed. He 
had hoped that his abrupt defiance 
would throw the Frenchman into a 
temper, get some impulsive admission 
out of him; but the other had been far 
too clever. It was that confounded 
pink cotton that had given the game 
away! Still, Baraud had undoubtedly 
searched everything in the room with 
great care, and would not be sure about 
the rosary. Burke got out the relic 
and looked it over. 

" You may be sacred, and worth a 
pile of money, but you're blamed dan-
gerous, alt right!" he addressed the 
string of coral. " I expect there'll be 
visitors to-night, and I heed my sleep 
—so we'll just take care of you right 
now." 

He filled his wash-basin, scrubbed 
his hands thoroughly, put the rosary 
plump into the soapy, dirty water— 
and left it there. Ten minutes later 
he was sound asleep, without even 
troubling to lock his door. He was 
dead tired, for the day had been long 
and eventful; not even the ray of an 
electric torch, falling on his face two 
hours later, awakened him. 
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• He had left an early call, and sent 
the native boy who summoned him 
with a note to the Goliath garage, to 
have an eight sent up for his use. Then 
he started dressing, and discovered im-
mediately that he had entertained call-
ers unawares during the night. Going 
to the wash bowl, he drew out the 
rosary, chuckled, and dried it off care-
fully before pocketing it. 

" Outsmarted 'em for once, any-
how!" he reflected cheerfully, and 
went down to breakfast. 

THE car arrived at seven thirty, 
and he arranged with the garage 
man to have Merrit's remaining 

stock taken care of until his return. He 
had packed a few things and had them 
fetched down, and was putting them in 
the car when a taxicab drew up and 
Marie Thornton alighted, bag in hand. 
She came directly to him, and he saw 
a glow of excitement in her face. 

" Can we get off quickly—this very 
minute?" she demanded breathlessly, 

- without so much as a " good morning." 
" Hop in," said Burke, and took his 

place under the wheel. With the slam 
of her door, the car was off. " What's 
the rush? Trouble? Better direct me, 
first." 

Across the square, and in five min-
utes they were on the Rabat Highway, 
which runs along the coast to the cap-
ital. 

" No trouble," she explained, " but 
I was followed here. Something's hap-
pened. What?" 

" Nothing much," said Burke ami-
ably, " except that you and I have met. 
Oh, yes—Baraud paid me a visit last 
night. He got nasty, and so did I, and 
he departed. He lied like a house afire, 
too. There isnrt a bit of doubt that he 
did in poor Merrit." 

Once out on the highway, with no 

speed laws to hold him back, he opened 
up the eight and an excited laugh broke 
from the girl. 

" Splendid! And you really had it 
out with him ? He's a bad man to have 
for an enemy." 

" And a worse for friend," said 
Burke. " I'm not worrying, so cheer 
up. If you see any one following us, 
let me know." 

She laughed again. " Small chance 
of that! They'll be ahead of us at 
Rabat, though." 

" Nonsense!" scoffed Burke. " Look 
here, young lady, be sensible! This is 
broad daylight and the Twentieth Cen-
tury. Baraud isn't going to have us 
pinched, believe me. That bird doesn't 
drag in any police—he's too wise! He 
might try banditry, I'll grant you. Let 
him! If we're going to Fez, can't we 
pass up Rabat?" 

" We'd have to stop at the hotel in 
Rabat to get some lunch," she rejoined 
dubiously^ " But it's only a two-hour 
drive with this car. Hm! We might 
stop at roadside hot-dog stands, or 
what passes for them here, and then 
skim the outskirts in Rabat and over 
to the Meknez and Fez road. But I'm 
afraid he'll be ahead of us, or will have 
telephoned." 

" Never be afraid," said Burke. " It 
doesn't pay. By the way, here's the 
rosary, in case you'd like to look it 
over." 

While she exclaimed in delight and 
wonder over the coral, the big eight 
purred on, past other cars, past busses 
loaded from running-boards to roof 
with Arabs, past donkeys and carts and 
fortified farms and ancient castles, 
with the Atlantic smiling to the left in 
the sunlight and the great Moroccan 
upland swelling and billowing off to 
the right. 

The better he became acquainted 
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with this American girl, the better 
Burke liked her. He even managed to 
pick up a mutual friend or two, thanks 
to having summered in the little Michi-
gan resort town whence she came, so 
that in no time at all they were on a 
very friendly basis. Then, abruptly, 
as they swung about a curve and 
pitched down into a deep ravine, she 
caught suddenly at his arm, in swift 
alarm. 

Burke had already seen the block-
ade, however—a cart overturned be-
low, a big bus drawn up waiting to 
pass, with a number of soldiers and 
Arabs from the bus helping to right 
the cart. Two French officers were 
standing to one side, watching. They 
looked at the approaching Goliath and 
exchanged a word. 

As Burke brought the car to a halt 
behind the bus, one, of the officers, very 
gay in his blue and scarlet and tan and 
gold, stepped up and saluted smartly. 

" Good morning." he said, " Am I 
by any chance addressing Monsieur 
Burke?" 

" Correct," said Burke. " What can 
I do for you? Give you a lift?" 

" Thanks, but it is not necessary,, 
monsieur." From his tunic pocket the' 
officer produced an envelope, and 
passed it over with a flourish. " I was 
asked to give you this, in case I met 
you on the road. Thank you." 

With another salute, he turned away 
and rejoined his companion. 

Burke tore open the envelope, which 
bore no address, and from it removed 
a single sheet of paper bearing a few-
lines of writing. He scanned it, gave a 
sniff, and passed it on to the girl be-
side him. The cart was just being 
swung' off the road, and the bus, taking 
on its load, resumed its way. Burke 
swung in behind, then opened up and 
passed it. 

" Our friend Baraud thinks he's be-
ing very durned impressive, eh?" he 
said. " That's the French of it for 
you!" 

- Marie Thornton held up the paper 
and read the brief epistle: 

M. BURKE: 
If you stopped at the Transat Hotel 

- in Rabat and asked for Captain 
d'F.strees, you would be able to turn 
over what you carry at a very good 

• profit. If you neglect the opportunity, 
it will be most unfortunate—for you. 

BARAUD. 

. A gasp escaped the girl. " Of all 
things! Delivered in this manner!" 

"Bah!" Burke chuckled. "We'll 
just call his bluff, savvy? That's us, 
comrade!"' 

CHAPTER IV. 
LAND OF SPIES. 

RABAT dropped behind, with only 
a pause for gas and oil to fill the 
maw of the Goliath. On up over 

the hills to the east, and a pause to-
ward noon at a roadside bus stop, with 
wine and sandwiches for refreshment, 
and luscious crimson pomegranates, 
dead ripe at this season, for dessert. 

Then on again, until the gigantic 
walls of Meknez came into view, the 
big car purring smoothly with the 
throttle wide open most of the way. 
The- afternoon was hot, sun-white, 
blinding. They wound along past those 
massive walls, into which were builded 
the bodies of Christian slaves by the 
thousand, down to the stream and 
on up the long slope beyond, leaving 
the ancient city behind, toward the new 
French town on the opposite hills. 

" This Baraud of yours," said 
Burke, as they hummed along, " is a 
(poor bluffer. If he's any good, he'll 
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have the description of this car, and 
will have telephoned ahead—he may-
even be ahead of us himself, for we've 
seen several airplanes this morning. 
But I think we'll stop in here, and do 
a little of the same work ourselves." 

He drew up before the imposing 
structure of the P. T. T.—Postes, 
Telephones and Telegraphs—and met 
the inquiring glance of his companion 
with a smile. 

" Who's the chap we're going to see' 
in Fez ? The one to work the deal for 
us?" 

" O h ! Of course." She swung open 
the door on her side, and alighted. 
" Come on. I'll get him on the line— 
he's the manager of a branch bank 
there and knows me. You can speak 
with him. His brother is one of the 
big lawyers here. They're French-Al-
gerian, and hate the military, and all 
the big natives are their firm friends. 
A lions!" 

Burke swung in at her side. " Does 
he kno# Baraud ?" 

" Of course. Ever}' one here does." 
In another ten minutes Marie Thorn-

ton got her connection and broke into 
smiling speech with one Monsieur 
Souzane. She introduced Burke, and 
handed him the receiver. 

"Hello!" he s a i d in French. 
" Mademoiselle Thornton is here with 
me in Meknez. We have something 
with us which most of the natives are 
looking for—something in a yellow 
box. Do you get me ? It was recently 
stolen—" 

"For the love of heaven, m'sieu'!" 
came the sharp response. " Are you in 
earnest?" 

" Entirely. So is a certain Captain 
Baraud, who is either ahead of us or 
behind us or somewhere on the trail. 
We want to turn this object over to 
you, for restitution, I've a large car̂  

a Goliath, and we're heading for Fez. 
I have every reason to think we may 
have trouble before getting there. 
What do you suggest?" 

" Does Baraud know your car ?"-
came the instant query. 

" He does." 
" Where are you now?" 
" At the Bureau des Postes." 
" Good. Stay there." The voice 

was curt, energetic, vibrant. Burke 
liked the unseen man at once. " Within 
fifteen minutes a Fiat car will come to 
pick you up; the driver will mention 
my name. Trust him. Good-by!" 

And M. Souzane hung up. 
Out on the sunlit steps of the build-

ing, Burke turned to regard the girl 
whimsically. 

"He's a fast worker, eh?" he ob-
served, telling her what Souzane had 
said. " Evidently he'll telephone some 
chap here—and we'll be relieved of the 
Goliath, I'd better arrange to have it 
taken care of here, then. Hop in. 
We'll apparently depart, but stop at 
that garage down the street and walk 
back here." 

Where's the rosary?" she asked. 
" Still in your pocket?" 

Burke nodded, as he swung the car 
about. " It bulges, too. Can't be 
helped." 

" Let me tell you something," she 
said gravely. " You take all this very 
lightly, Mr. Burke, but you don't know 
Morocco. Every man you meet may-
be a spy. Every native, every resident, 
has heard about the theft of that ro-
sary. Baraud may be out of the secret 
.service, but he has all the connections 
necessary; and human life is valued at 
less than n o t h i n g here. You must 
realize—" 

Burke grinned. " My dear girl," he 
intervened, " if we stopped to realize 
how serious every step of our daily 
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life might be, we'd go crazy! Now, 
forget it. Here's our garage." 

They turned in at a small garage. 
Inside the entrance, Burke halted the 
car, and the girl alighted, taking her 
hand bag. No one was visible here, 
and he drove on to the far end, where 
a m e c h a n i c was talking with two 
Arabs. 

" I want to store the car with you 
for a day or two," said Burke, as the 
mechanic came up. 

" Gladly, m'sieu'," was the smiling 
response. " It will be quite safe here." 

AS Burke got out, he was aware 
k that the two natives had come up 

and were watching him with a 
curiously intent expression, but with 
the cordial, friendly smile which he 
had noted upon the faces of all the 
Arabs in 'Morocco. Just what that 
smile meant, he had not yet learned. 

He glanced at the entrance, and saw 
that Marie Thornton had stepped out-
side and was waiting on the sidewalk. 
The mechanic saluted him. 

" One moment, m'sieu'—I will get a 
receipt card from the office." 

As the mechanic departed, Burke 
leaned into the car for the toilet case 
that carried his few personal belong-
ings. Some vague prescience—cer-
tainly no sound—caused him to glance 
around. Not three feet away, he saw 
the two Arabs darting upon him, one 
of them with knife plunging in for his 
side. 

Off balance as he was, unprepared, 
unarmed, Burke could do only one 
thing—but he did it like a flash. Shov-
ing against the car, he kicked up and 
backward. His boot, with all the 
weight of his shove behind it, slammed 
into the knife-wielder. The blow 
caught the Arab somewhere amidships 
with terrific force. The man uttered 

a startled g a s p , doubled up, and 
dropped to the cement floor. 

The second native, however, fell 
upon Burke, clawed him away from 
the car, and bore him to the floor, tear-
ing at the bulging coat pocket. Obvi-
ously the plan had been for one man 
to knife him while the other secured 
the coral. 

This scheme had already gone agley. 
Burke let the Arab claw, and got to 
one knee, then smashed in a hammer-
blow to the brown face. The man 
snarled, and erupted in a perfect furv 
of passionate rage. A knife gleamed 
in his hand. Forgetting the rosary, he 
was now at Burke's throat with a 
lightning blow. 

Somehow, Burke knocked the knife 
aside, and then came to his feet. His 
fists drove in, right and left; the Arab 
staggered, but recovered and leaped 
back at him. Burke met that leap with 
one smashing drive, accurately timed. 
It went straight to the angle of the 
jaw, and knocked the native off his 
feet. He stretched out with a spas-
modic jerk of his knee, and then lay 
still. The first Arab was drawn up 
in a groaning knot, clutching his stom-
ach. 

Burke leaned forward and explored 
the ragged garments of the senseless 
man. A grunt of satisfaction, broke 
from him as his fingers came upon a 
pistol. He jerked it out and thrust it 
into his pocket, then rose. 

The mechanic was returning, gap-
ing, staring at the scene. Burke 
chuckled. 

" These fellows tried to rob me. Are 
they friends of yours?" 

" But no, m'sieu'!" burst forth the 
mechanic. " They had but just come 
in when you arrived. They had begun 
to inquire after a car—yours, perhaps. 
I will call the police—-" 
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" Let them go," said Burke. " I'm 
in a hurry." 

He pocketed the car ticket, got his 
toilet kit, and a moment later was join-
ing the girl outside. She looked at him 
and uttered a sharp exclamation. 

" What's happened ? Y o u — o h ! 
Your hand!" 

Burke looked down and saw blood 
over his left hand. The knife had cut 
across the back of it, but he had not 
felt the hurt. With the grimace, he 
produced a handkerchief and wrapped 
it about his hand. 

" Come on, no time to waste," he 
said t" A couple of Baraud's men were 
in there, I got a gun off one of them, 
so now I'm fixed for business. Is that 
a Fiat in front of the bureau ?" ^ 

It was. They hurried along to the 
building, and were met by the driver 
of the Fiat, a bearded Arab in nonde-
script garments and a wretched jellab 
made of burlap sacking. He grinned 
and spoke in French. 

"(k>od morning! M. Souzane sent 
me—" 

" Then move quickly," said Burke. 
" In with you, young lady! Get going, 
my friend." 

BY the time they were in the back 
seat, the Arab was under the 
wheel, and the Fiat went away 

from there with a jump. 
" I have iodine here," and the girl 

opened her bag. " Give me your hand." 
" With pleasure," said Burke cheer-

fully. " Both of them, if you like!" 
The driver glanced around, saw the 

crimsoned hand, and grinned. Burke 
asked where he was taking them. 

" To Fez, m'sieu'. You have had 
trouble ?" 

" No," grunted Burke. " Others had 
trouble." 

The native laughed and sent the car 

forward at breakneck speed, with im-
perative honks of his horn at any one 
in the way. 

In ten minutes they were out of 
town, following railroad tracks across 
high ^gorges, winding through deep 
valleys, sweeping up again to the high-
lands. His hand bandaged, Burke lit a 
cigarette, met the anxious eyes of the 
girl beside him, and l a u g h e d . He 
hauled the rosary from his pocket and 
shoved it into her lap. 

" You take it—Marie is the name, I 
think? No use standing on formality. 
You see, I'm the one they're after, 
now, so you'll have more chance of 
getting through with the thing." 

She hastily put it out of sight, and 
with a nod leaned forward to the 
driver. 

" Where are we going in Fez ?" 
" To the Dar jamai, mademoiselle. 

M. Souzane said to take you there, as 
it is the closest to the gates, and he will 
meet you there. Thus you will not have 
to pass through the city. He said that 
he might meet us on the road, but was 
not certain." 

Marie turned. " Good! That's the 
Transat Hotel—an old palaee made 
over. I'm beginning to feel that we've 
pulled through, Mr. Burke!" 

" Eh ? Who's Mr. Burke ? My name's 
Jim." 

" Tim, then." Laughter rose in her 
eyes, then they sobered. " And to 
think that only last evening I was at 
that native cafe with Baraud, when 
everything began to happen!" 

" It sure began then, when I saw 
you," observed Burke. " No use blink-
ing the fact, Marie. And I noticed the 
way Baraud looked at you, too! That's 
why I didn't like him from the start." 

She met his gaze, and nodded. 
" I know; just the same, he's always 

been very polite. I was a little afraid of 
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him at limes, though he's really rather 
fascinating." 

The Arab glanced around at them. 
" Baraud, eh ?" he said in English, to 
the amazement of Burke. " You 
friends of Baraud?" 

" No, we're not," said B u r k e . 
" Where in the devil did you learn 
English ?" 

" In America," and the native 
laughed. " Ringling's circus two years, 
mister. With fine horses. Ismail my 
name." 

" Hurrah! Glad to meet you, Mr. 
Ismail," responded Burke. " Step on 
the gas, boy! I laid out two of Baraud's 
friends back yonder, and we're in a 
hurry." 

" You bet, damn' good," was the 
merry rejoinder, and the Fiat spurted 
down a long steep hill. Marie touched 
Burke's arm and spoke very softly. 

" You never know what you'll strike 
in Morocco, Jim! Be careful." 

He nodded. Five minutes later, her 
words were exemplified, when there 
came a drumming roar from overhead, 
and Burke looked out the side of the 
car to see a military airplane not a 
hundred feet above, sweeping along 
beside them and then zooming up with 
a roar and a leap, to swerve, away and 
vanish above the hills. 

CHAPTER V. 
AN ARAB STUMBLES. 

THE afternoon was more than 
half gone when Fez came into 
sight, their first glimpses of it 

beine the new French citv off to the o "" 
right, with sprawling brown walls on 
ahead. Here was Fez-Bali, or Old Fez, 
the so-called " new" city of Fez-
Djedid having been founded a hun-
dred years or so later. 

They turned abruptly from the gates 
of Fez-Bali, to follow the road along 
the walls and animal market toward 
the heights of Fort Chardonnier and 
the Merinide tombs of the twelfth 
century. Even the anxiety of the girl, 
caused by the sight of that hovering 
airplane, had now vanished, for the 
end of their road was in sight, and 
danger over. 

The cattle market behind, with its 
dust and herds and throngs of Arabs, 
they were winding up among the trees, 
when a native scurried out on the road 
ahead, to cross before them. The 
driver honked at him. The Arab gave 
the car a startled glance, tripped, and 
went down in the road square in front. 
The driver slammed on his brakes, 
missed going over the man by a few 
feet, and leaned out to pour a flood of 
invective upon him. The native rose, 
to show a negroid countenance and a 
forked black beard, and flew into a 
passion. He came up to the side of the 
car, shaking his fist and crying out 
furiously—then,- unexpectedly, seized 
the driver by the arm and half jerked 
him out over the side of the car. 

And at this instant a dozen men 
came running from the side of the 
road, closing about the car before 
Burke realized their presence. The 
hapless driver was hauled out into the 
road and hammered senseless. 

Burke leaped out, the pistol in his 
hand. Even as he did so, he sensed that 
it was a trap, that this was no hap-
hazard affair. The spot was isolated, 
with the vast city of Fez far below, to 
their right, stretched out across the 
valley in a blue haze. As he came to 
the ground, an Arab leaped upon him 
from behind, bringing him down, and 
iron hands seized his arms. 

He pressed the trigger blindly. A 
shot craoked out, and another. He 
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heard a cry from the girl in the car, 
then a harsh, imperative voice that he 
vaguely recognized. Something struck 
him heavily across the head. For the 
third time, he fired, weighted down by 
bodies, and heard a man scream in re-
sponse to the shot. Then a blow on 
the head iaid him out senseless. 

~ A second car came up beside the 
first. One of the Arabs flung back the 
"hood of his brown jellab and stepped 
up beside Marie Thornton, revealing 
the face of Captain Baraud. 

" Into my car. if you please," he 
commanded curtly. " No argument, I 
beg of you! Talk later. Or must I 
have you put in the car?" 

" You beast!" she returned heatedly. 
" And I took you for a gentleman—" 

" Put this woman into my car," he 
said in French, beckoning his men. 

" No need," said the girl angrily. 
She left the Fiat, whose bleeding 

driver had been lifted and flung sense-
less in among the brush, out of sight. 
Going to the other car, whose Arab 
driver held the door open for her, she 
got in. Baraud ordered in two of his 
men, then spoke to her again. 

" Your pardon, Miss Thornton. You 
will not be hurt unless you call out or 
endeavor to attract attention. In that 
event, you will suffer, and I shall be 
forced to kill your friend here. Re-
member!" 

Burke, fast bound, was flung into 
the Fiat. The group dispersed and 
vanished, leaving Baraud and two 
other men beside the Fiat. They 
searched this car swiftly and diligent-
ly, having already gone over Burke's 
bod}. Then Baraud nodded and 
climbed in. 

" All right, Emile. You know where. 
Thev have hidden it, or she has it. Go 
ahead!" 

The Fiat was turned about and 

driven away rapidly, following Ba-
raud's car. 

WHEN Burke came to himself, he 
was lying upon a couch in a 
handsomely furnished room 

with tiled walls and floor. His head 
ached painfully, but he was unbound. 
A trickle of water came from a wall 
fountain at one side, and rising, he 
repressed a groan and bathed his head. 
The high window's admitted level sun-
set light, and he looked around in 
quick interest. There was one massive 
door to the room, and it was fast 
barred or locked. 

Except for his lost pistol, none of 
his belongings had been disturbed. He 
sank down on the edge of the couch, 
wondering at it all. 

" Baraud was too smart for us, eh?" 
he reflected savagely. " And now he's 
probably got what he was after. He's 
got me as well, blast him! But he's not 
through with me, that's certain." 

A moment later he looked up, at a 
sound from the door. It was opened 
by a native, and into the room stepped 
an officer in uniform, the same Captain 
Lamarte who had come to search the 
apartment of Merrit. He gave Burke 
a smiling greeting. 

" So we meet again, mon ami!" he 
said pleasantly. " Sorry to find you in 
this fix. My friend Baraud will see you 
hi half an hour or so. Make yourself 
comfortable. I'll have some food and 
wine brought to you. Mile. Thornton 
is quite safe, so be at ease." 

" Very kind of you, captain," said 
Burke. He rose and glanced at the 
open door and the native there. " You 
didn't find what you wanted at Mer-
rit's rooms, eh ?" 

" No, but it's al! right now,'" and 
Captain Lamarte laughed. 

" Probablv. You and Baraud are in 
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on the game together, eh?" Burke ficer, his dark eyes gleaming eagerly 
shrugged and broke into a laugh, as he scented the chance to grab off 
" Well, you've won the big stake, any- something rich on his own account, 
how; and as you can't get the emerald " Then," and Burke leaned forward, 
necklace without my help, I suppose " I'll tell you—" 
you'll be satisfied." His right came up. It was a short, 

" E h ? " Lamarte's countenance lost snappy uppercut, but he was balanced 
its good-humored negligence. His eyes to get full weight into it. Lamarte's 
narrowed greedily, and he gave Burke head rocked back, then he sagged for-
an intent look. " What necklace is ward as his knees loosened; Burke 
that?" caught him, laughing a little, and low-

With an air of surprise, Burke ered him to the cOuch. 
glanced at him and then at the door. " That was a mean crack, but you 

"But I thought you knew! Well, deserved it!" murmured the American, 
since you don't, there's no more to be He removed the Sam Browne belt, 
said." unsnapped the shoulder strap, and with 

Lamarte turned, went to the door, the two bits of leather bound Lamarte 
shot a few words at the native, and very effectually, pocketing the pistol 
then slammed the door and came back from its holster. Over the recumbent, 
to Burke. senseless figure he drew two thick 

" Now, my friend, just what is this Shleu rugs from the floor, 
about an emerald necklace?" he said " Quite as good as any gag!" he ob-
quietly. " Baraud knows nothing of served cheerfully. " Ta-ta, my dear 
it; he need not know. I can befriend Lamarte—pleasant dreams! And now, 
you, if you make it worth while." let's see your friend Baraud, a little 

"Yes?" said Burke, hesitant. "But before he's ready." 
why am I a prisoner here?" 

Lamarte waved his hand. "Oh, J J E went to the door and flung it 
Baraud merely wants some informa- £ £ open. As he had expected, the 
tion from you. He has the rosary, native had departed. Stepping 
we're in his house in Eez-Djedid, and out, Burke closed and barred the door 
if you play up a bit, there'll be no more again. 
trouble. About the emeralds, now! He found himself at one end of a 
You left.them in Casablanca? Trust long corridor, closed on the left, with 
me, and in half an hour you'll be out doors-opening off. On the right were 
of here and on your way to safety." arches, opening on a huge tiled court, 

Lamarte made the unlucky error of with a fountain in the center. Oppo-
thinking that the American wanted to site, across the court, were the usual 
get out of here at any cost. Burke native rooms, opening full upon the 
wanted no such thing. central square, without doors in their 

" I suppose you're right," said open arched walls. Baraud was cer-
Burke, lowering his voice and glancing tainly not over there, and since the 
around. " Merrit may have been doors down the corridor were closed, 
wrong, of course, in saying the neck- with no natives loafing outside, he 
lace was worth a million francs—but would not be in any of those rooms 
if you'll promise to help me—" either. The daylight was now rapidly 

" Gladly, gladly!" exclaimed the of- failing. 



THE CORAL OF IDRIS. 
45 

To his right, Burke saw a circular 
staircase, and went to it. He descend-
ed halfway, and paused. Below was a 
glare of electric light, and two Arabs 
were talking idly and smoking, before 
a closed door. This was probably a 
hillside house, he reflected, and Ba-
raud's private rooms would be on the 
first floor, below. 

As Burke paused, a bell jangled. 
One of the two Arabs jerked open the 
door, and Baraud's voice came in Ara-
bic. The two men responded. One of 
them disappeared. The other closed 
the door and came to the staircase, 
starting upward. 

Burke crouched down behind the 
three-foot inner wall of the staircase, 
waiting. In the obscurity, the native 
did not see him until too late. One 
startled cry burst from the Arab, 
checked midway as he was hurled 
against the outer wall; then, before he 
could cry out again, Burke's boot drove 
into him and he lay sprawled and mo-
tionless. 

A moment later, Burke was at the 
door below. No one was in sight. 
Carefully grasping the knob, Burke 
drew open the door a crack, and heard 
Baraud's voice. 

" You see, my dear Miss Thornton," 
the man was saying in English, " it was 
really very foolish of you and this man 
to combine against me. I gave him full 
warning, and he ignored it. You ask 
me for his life—well, what can I do? 
I will grant your request. I will let 
him go free from here, on one condi-
tion." 

" And what is that ?" came the voice 
of Marie Thornton. 

" It is, that you will give me your 
company for the evening. We shall 
dine with El Mokri, whose house not 
half a dozen Christians have ever seen. 
He is the wealthiest man in Morocco. 

And later, you shall go to the Dar 
Jamai or where you will. Come! This 
is a little price to ask, eh?" 

" Far too little," she made answer 
angrily. " What is behind it?" 

" You shall see there is nothing be- f 
hind it," said Baraud, with a silky, 
laugh. " I have sent for Lamarte— 
you remember him? He obeys me. 
You will hear my orders regarding this 
foolish American; you comprehend, I 
must keep the man in my power, even 
if I let him go free. You shall see! I 
will have a million francs in cash to-
night from El Mokri for this little 
bauble on.the table. A million? Two 
million at least! These dogs of Arabs 
are wealthy men, many of them, and 
they can afford to pay for their relics. 
What do you siiy? Do you agree?" 

" I must," came the girl's voice. 
" Y o u must not harm Mr. Burke. If 
you merely want to have my company 
for the evening, very well. If there's 
anything behind it, then look out!" 

Burke smiled grimly, having a fair-
ly good idea of what might lie behind 
it, for he had seen Baraud's eyes when 
the man looked at Marie Thornton, 
and he knew what thoughts bred such 
a look. 

Then, straightening up, he knocked 
at the door. 

."Enter," came Baraud's voice. 
Pistol in hand, Burke walked into 

the room and closed the door behind 
him. 

CHAPTER VI. 
A FIGHTING ATTEMPT. 

THE room was magnificent—the 
floor thick with Berber rugs, the 
walls half tile and half the an-

cient carved plaster work which is now 
a lost art, the ceiling of inlaid woods, 
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a superb fountain plashing softly down 
one wall, old mosque lanterns filled 
with the soft glow of electric bulbs. 

Upon a divan against the far wall 
sat Marie Thornton. In an easy chair, 
facing her, his back to the door, was 
Baraud. The rosary of Mulai Idris 
lay on a tabouret beside him. He was 
just lighting a cigarette, and did not 
turn as the door opened. 

" Enter, enter, Lamarte!" he repeat-
ed. " I want to speak with you about 
the American upstairs. Give him a 
stronge dose of narcotics and take him 
to-night to the Dar Jamai. Plant some 
morphia in his belongings, and have 
the police seize it, while he sleeps. Then 
leave the rest in my hands. You un-
derstand ?" 

Burke stepped forward. 
He came to the side of Baraud's 

chair and his pistol-butt tapped down. 
The Frenchman never knew what hit 
him. He slumped in his chair and the 
cigarette fell from his fingers to the 
rug. Burke stepped on it calmly, and 
looked at Marie Thornton. 

She had fainted. 
Oh, heck!" muttered Burke dis-

gustedly. " If I—hello! Why, the poor 
kid—" 

Swift revulsion of feeling seized up-
on him. One of the girl's arms was 
outthrust, and upon the exposed wrist 
he saw the marks of bruises, fast turn-
ing black. He seized her other hand 
and found more marks. He realized 
now how Baraud had gained that 
rosary beside him, and cursed the 
precious thing as he glanced down at 
it, the coral and gold and emerald 
gaudy in the shimmer of light. 

Striding to the door, he locked it and 
then brought water from the fountain 
in an ash tray. After a moment, Marie 
opened her eyes, and her fingers closed 
on his hand. 

" You—it's really you!" she mur-
mured, and sighed as he helped her to 
sit up. " I thought it wasn't real!" 

" Real enough," Burke said, and her 
eyes dilated upon the slumped figure in 
the chair. 

" The women!" she murmured, and 
shivered. " Those women—they hurt 
me, and then they found it—those 
black women—" 

" Forget it," said Burke. " Snap 
-out of it, Marie. Do you know your 
way out of here?" 

" I—I think so," she returned, with 
a puzzled frown. " I'm not certain. 
Is he hurt?" 

" Not as badly as he should be," said 
Burke, and leaned over the French-
man. His fingers went through the 
man's pockets swiftly, and he thrust a 
number of papers into his own pocket, 
then produced a second automatic, 
which he handed to Marie. " Can you 
use it?" 

- " S o m e . " ' 
" Know your way around this 

burg?" 
She nodded. " Pretty well. I was 

here for a month, sketching." 
" Then let's get out. Feel able?" He 

inspected her critically, and his blue 
eyes lighted up with his warm smile. 
" Marie, you're a peach! I don't 
winder this bird wanted to take you 
along for the evening! It wouldn't 
have been a healthy visit, though. He 
figured on making me out a dope 
handler, and you'd have gone to sleep 
at this Arab's house, and so forth. The 
more I think about it, the sorrier I am 
I didn't hit our friend harder! Feeling 
fit again ?" 

She smiled and rose. 
Quite, thanks." Her hand came out 

and touched his bandaged hand. " Jim, 
you're wonderful! I don't know how 
you did it, but—well, when you 



THE CORAL OF IDRIS. 765 

showed up I was thinking of grabbing 
one of those weapons on the wall and 
going for him." 

Burke glanced at the wall above her, 
which was decorated with all manner 
of ancient weapons, most of them in-
laid with ivory and silver and stones. 
"He ran his eyes over them, and then 
stepped to the divan. 

" That's quite an idea, young lady," 
he said, and caught down a heavy whip 
of woven thongs inter meshed with 
gold wire and having a handle of bar-
baric silver workmanship. " I'll just 
take this along. You'd better be pre-
pared for a scrimmage. We'll not get 
out of here very easily." 

Ripping the bandage from his left 
hand, he shifted his automatic, and 
swung the heavy whip. Its lash hissed 
and cracked sharply. 

AQUICK rap sounded at the door, 
and Burke swung around. 

"Ready for it, Marie?" he 
said, and lifted his vdice. " Enter!" 

The door swung open, to reveal an 
Arab who started into the room. He 
checked himself, in amazement at sight 
of-them. Then the long lash flicked 
out at him. With a shriek, he turned 
and fled, holding his hands to his face. 

" Clumsy." said Burke, striding for-
ward. " Come on. Start shooting if 
you see any one—it's noise we need 
now! The sooner the police show up, 
the better." 

" You don't know Fez," she re-
sponded, and laughed shakily. " Turn 
right outside—I know that much— 
we'll get to the gardens that way." 

Burke swung down the corridor in 
which he found himself, obeying her 
direction. Ahead of him flitted sev-
eral figures. He flung up the automat-
ic and fired, the shot reechoing with a 
roar through the place. 

His bullet missed its mark, but the 
figures vanished. Shrill voices, the 
pounding of feet, resounded on every 
hand. A trim figure appeared running 
toward them, an officer in uniform, 
flourishing his pistol and calling sharp-
ly at them to halt. Burke laughed and 
fired, and the officer pitched sidevvise 
and was gone from sight. A moment 
later appeared a wide archway, with 
gardens beyond, dimly lighted by oc-
casional electric bulbs. 

"This way, Jim!" The girl's voice 
came, clear and cool, to guide him. 
" We came in across these gardens 
from the gates." 

" Right," he said, and swung toward 
the arch. Then his whip curled up. 
" Look out—stay b e h i n d me! The 
fools are rushing us." 

A burst of voices, a mass of Arab 
figures a h e a d , suddenly massed to 
block their passage. Careless now of 
the outcome, Burke fired into the midst 
of them, and with the shot his pistol 
jammed. A growl, a savage animal 
snarl, and the Arabs leaped at him, 
knives agleam in the light. A shot 
rang out, and the bullet sang past his 
ear. 

Burke hurled himself full at the lot 
of them, his eyes aflame with the lust 
of fight. The whip curled and cracked 
among them, battered at them, lashed 
across arms and faces like a golden 
snake. One native plunged forward, 
screaming, flinging himself at Burke's 
throat, but the whip butt crashed over 
his head and he went down. At his 
elbow, Burke h e a r d the girl's gun 
crack out, and then the throng broke 
and he was through, striding along a 
graveled path among the trees. 
- "Hurt?" exclaimed Marie, panting. 
She was running now, to keep up with 
his fast stride. 

"Not a bit." 
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Sharp while it lasted—a swift, 
deadly ten seconds of cruel work, but 
they were through, and yells leaped up 
behind them. They passed under a 
light, and rushing shapes came hur-
tling at them from ahead, voices yelp-
ing in shrill excitement. The whip 
cracked and bit out, the yelps changed 
to wild shrieks. An Arab rolled at their 
feet, blinded; the others screamed and 
vanished. 

Burke laughed as he strode, a fierce 
wild note in his voice. 

" There'll be a great clean-up of this 
rats' nest when the authorities get 
busy!" he exclaimed. "Baraud and 
his gang staked everything—and lost. 
Officers in uniform, eh? Courts-mar-
tial by wholesale on that head alone— 
Look out! Damnation—" 

They came suddenly, leaping from 
the trees and bushes on either hand, 
three or four of them. Marie fired 
twice, as Burke lashed out, but it was 
a near thing. One Arab bore Burke 
backward, gripping for the throat, and 
was stabbing desperately w h e n the 
whip butt cracked his skull. Burke 
straightened up, unhurt. 

" Get to the gates, quickly!" he ex-
claimed. " We can't keep this up." 

He could see only bushes, trees, 
fountains, a dark mass of high walls, 
the lights of the building behind. If 
they were in the city, it was invisible. 
Burke felt something dragging at his 
pocket, and felt for it. A chuckle came 
to his lips, as he felt the rosary of 
Idris. He must have caught it up as 
he left the room, stuffing it into his 
pocket. 

Just ahead showed another light, a 
bulb hanging in a tree. As they came 
to it, two rapid shots cracked out some-
where. 

Burke halted. The whip dropped 
from his hand. He half started to pick 

it up, then checked himself, repressed 
a groan. 

" Marie! Give me your gun. Go on 
ahead, reach the gates, get through— 
somehow—" 

Startled by his voice, she caught at 
his arm, clung to him. 

" You're hurt, Jim—oh, where is it? 
Come on with me, you must! It's not 
far now—" 

He swung around a little, grimacing 
with pain. He got his back to the trees, 
snarled at her fiercely, almost inco-
herentlv. • 

"Damn it, let go of me! Go on, I 
tell you—yes, they've got xjie, all 
right. Go on, will you ? Get out of 
here—damn it all, get out! Move! Run 
for it!" 

The desperate urge of his voice 
compelled her. With a half-strangled 
so.b she shoved the gun into his hand, 
pushed on past him, disappeared, run-
ning in the darkness. Burke knew that 
her pistol could have only a shot or 
two left. A groan broke from him. He 
put a hand to his back, felt the warm 
sticky blood. , 

Above the uproar sweeping through 
the gardens he caught the voice of 
Baraud. The weight dragged at his 
pocket; he jerked out the rosary, and . 
with grim bravado flung the thing 
about his neck. A dark mist came over 
his eyes; only with an effort did he, 
keep himself from falling. He stood 
there, a swaying, hurt figure, awaiting 
the end. 

IT came swiftly enough. As the dark 
mist cleared away, he saw them 
there fronting him, a half circle of 

savage faces staring at him, eyes roll-
ing wild, weapons glittering. They 
were pointing at him, pointing at the 
coral of Idris about his neck. He 
laughed grimly as he looked at them. 
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them. " Finish it, finish it! And the 
first of you will go down the road to 
hell ahead of me. Come along! Where 
is your master? Where's Baraud?" 

The Arab voices broke into a fu-
rious snarl of hatred and rage. The 
circle started forward, then broke. 
Baraud came bursting through them, 
pistol in hand. He saw the American, 
and halted. 

" You dog!" he cried out. " So it 
was you, eh? Take it, damn you!" 

He fired. Burke felt the shock of the 
impact, then stared c u r i o u s l y as 
Baraud toppled forward on his face. 
A man who falls that way is done for. 
He realized that his own pistol had 
spoken. Then he saw them closing in, 
saw the steel flashing in the light. This 
was the end. 

Burke laughed as they yelled at him 
in a surging wave of hatred. His auto-
matic c r a c k e d , and again. They 
wavered—another shot would break 
them. But his last shot was gone now. 
The hammer clicked. One fierce yell of 
exultation, and they surged forward. 
Burke hurled the empty weapon in 
their very faces as the dark mist closed 
down. 

About him was a furious, swaying, 
fighting mass of figures. His eyes 
cleared. A dark shape rushed at him, 
and Burke's hand went out, gripped a 
throat, clung tight. Voices were at his 

T H E 

ears, he heard Marie Thornton crying 
at him, pulling at his arm. She was 
there indeed, her face a blaze of ex-
citement. 

"Let him go, let him go! Jim! 
Wake up!" 

His grip relaxed". The man before 
him was no Arab, but a bareheaded 
Frenchman, trying to uphold him. 
Burke tottered. 

" It's all right, my friend!" came the 
man's voice. " I'm Souzane—thank the 
good God we got here in time! My 
driver brought us word. You're all 
right now. Ma'm'selle, get that cursed 
rosarv out of sight! Quickly, hide the 
thing"!" 

Burke tried to realize it all, and suc-
ceeded dimly. The tide of figures had 
ebbed and broken and left them there 
alone, Baraud dead on the ground. Po-
lice whistles were shrilling. Souzane 
patted his arm, after a moment. 

" All right, my friend, take it easy! 
Two bullets, but neither of them vital. 
We'll have you bandaged in a jiffv and 
taken care of—and there's a million 
francs waiting in Arab hands for a re-
ward." 

" Reward be damned!" said Burke, 
and laughed a little as his hand closed 
on that of Marie. " I've a better one— 
eh, my dear?" 

Her fingers pressed his in response, 
and lie was still laughing gayly as 
darkness closed over him. 
END. 
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Flaherty, a tough private detective, 
who had met Helena on the road with 
a letter from her father and had forced 
his company on her. Flaherty disap-
pears after the attack. Larry and Ara-
mis decide to go to the Hopkins home 
at Burlingame to interview Helena, as 
Aramis does not believe Hopkins was a 
suicide. 

He tells Larry of another recent 
case of supposed suicide, w h e r e 
wealthy Jimmy Trelawney and his 
bride were found burned to death in a 
mountain cabin. 

On the darkened grounds of the 
Hopkins estate Larry and Aramis meet 
Thor Larson, Star reporter, and find 
the house surrounded by gunmen. The 
three fight their way free, and decide 
to join forces, like the Three Musket-
eers. They see Flaherty drive up and 
enter the estate. Larry, worried for 
Helena's safety, decides to enter the 
house while his two companions wait 
outside. 

CHAPTER V. 
T H E MYSTERY HOUSE. 

¥ ARRY s t r o d e off confidently 
I enough, albeit conscious of a 

vague tenseness and an element 
of thrill. 

His heels clicked briskly on the stone 
steps of the mansion, and he pulled the 
doorbell vigorously. It seemed to him, 
though, that some one was at the door, 
and that from somewhere hidden eyes 
inspected him carefully before it finally 
swung open. 

A young maid, with a rather pale 
face and exceedingly bright eyes, 
looked questioningly out at him. 

" I'd like to see Miss Hopkins," 
Larry said. 

" I'm sorry, sir. She's—not receiv-
4 A 

ing to-night. My mistress has suffered 
a great loss, and—" 

" I know," Larry nodded sympa-
thetically. " But she'll see me, I'm 
sure. In fact she asked me to call. My 
name is Bellew. Please tell her I'm 
here." 

The maid hesitated, then suddenly 
stepped aside to let him enter. The big 
hallway, he noted, was illuminated by 
only a single globe, which scarcely dis-
pelled the deep shadows at its farther 
end. 

" Wait here, please," the girl told 
him. " 111 inform the mispress." 

She started swiftly up the steps. 
Now there had been nothing unusual 

in her brief statement or actions, yet 
Larry felt a sensation of uneasiness 
that sent him lunging impulsively after 
her. 

" Just a minute!" he exclaimed, with 
a gruffness he didn't himself under-
stand. " It's all right. I'm so sure of 
it, I'll just go on up with you." 

" No!" The maid's exclamation 
was startled and shrill. " Why, Miss 
Hopkins is in her private apartment! 
I never heard of such a thing!" 

" Well, there always has to be a first 
time." Larry grinned reassuringly but 
firmly. " And I'm an informal cuss. 
Miss Hopkins knows me well enough 
to forgive it. Trot right along, my 
child." 

The maid wrenched from his grasp, 
as though to bolt for it, then changed 
her mind. 

" Very well, sir," she said, with a 
look of queer intensity. " Since you 
insist—" 

With no further demur she led him 
to the second story, and along a broad, 
gloomy corridor. A door showed in the 
serni-darkness. The maid jerked it 
open, slipped through, and fairly 
slammed it in Larry's face. But an in-
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stant later the door reopened, and he 
saw her arm beckoning. 

" Come in, sir." 

THE light within the chamber was 
so brilliant, in contrast with the 
corridor, it blinded Larry for an 

instant. Vaguely, then, he made out 
the. costly silks and furnishings of a 
luxurious boudoir. A soft but pleasing 
fragrance cloyed the atmosphere. 

" Miss Hopkins—" began Larry 
hesitantly, advancing a few steps into 
the room. 

He felt, rather than saw a blur of 
motion as a tall, slim figure arose from 
a distant chair. A voice, clear, cultured, 
but etched with coldness, came to him. 

" Well?" 
Larry blinked constrainedly at the 

white, oval face of the girl in the vivid, 
crimson dressing-gown, who stood so 
coldly and stiffly there. 

" I—why it's Miss Hopkins I want 
to see—" 

The girl's eyes didn't waver. 
" Well, what do you want of me ?" 
" You?" Larry all but gasped. 

" Why, nothing whatever, ma'am! 
There must be some mistake! You're 
not—" 

The girl smiled. " The mistake, my 
poor, deluded intruder, is all yours, I 
assure you!" 

Her lips closed in a thin, hard line, 
and she made a curious motion with 
her hand. 

That motion, and a vague flurry of 
sound just behind him, were Larry's 
last clear impressions for some time. 

Mouth opening for a startled excla-
mation, he half whirled around—too 
late to save himself. A strong hand 
clamped like a vise over his parted lips. 
Another closed viciously on his wind-
pipe. 
- In a last, desperate effort to break 

loose from his unseen assailant, Larry 
dropped to his knees, and then jerked 
sidewise. 

He heard a hoarse and savage grunt. • 
The weight upon his shoulders shifted 
an instant. 

There was a whir and muffled im-
pact as a round, heavy object descend-
ed brutally on Larry's bowed skull. 

With that he slid into unfathomable 
blackness. 

DESPITE his calm assurance, 
Ramy had looked after Larry 
dubiously as the latter's broad 

shoulders vanished up the drive. 
" Hanged if I know whether we 

should have let him do it," he mur-
mured to Thor. "That Flaherty af-
fects my psychic nerve. An aura of 
poison hangs about him. And the 
kid—" 

" Aw, he's a live wire. Don't worry 
about him," Thor grunted. " There 
goes the door—he's in, Ramy! Hot 
dog!" 

They began their vigil patiently 
enough in the deep shadows beside the 
gate. After the thud of the door upon 
Ramy, a mantle of silence again fell 
over The Castle, so complete that it 
was almost oppressive. Occasionally 
there was a flash of headlights on the 
highway, and a car snorted past the 
watchers, but the great mansion of the 
dead steel king loomed before them 
aloof, detached, with no sign of life 
about it. Indeed, so dark, so still, so 
frigid did- it stand there, it gave the 
impression of a deserted house. 

" Ten minutes," said Ramy, glanc-
ing at his wrist watch. His voice was 
husky. " Gosh, it seems like an hour." 

" Uhr!" mumbled Thor vaguely, and 
they fell silent again. 

Another ten minutes dragged past. 
Ramy's eyes were smarting from their 
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fixed stare at the gloom-shrouded man-
sion. 

" He ought to have made some sign 
or something, confound it!" he burst 
out. " He must know we're palpitating 
out here!" 

" Ye-ah," agreed Thor. " The girl 
sure wouldn't chew the fat with him 
all night, under the circumstances . . . 
Hanged if I can figure it." 

They had begun to step to and fro, 
peer about, shift their weight restless-
ly. As the delay lengthened, Ramy's 
expression grew tense. He appeared 
laboring more and more in the grip of 
an unwonted anxiety. 

But at the end it was Thor, the slow, 
phlegmatic Thor, who blew up com-
pletely. He swung and dropped his 
hand cm Ramy's shoulder with a grip 
that made the young man wince. 

"My skin's crawlin', old - timer. 
Dunno why, but somethin' tells me 
we've tossed that kid into a lion's den." 

" Same here." 
" Then, demmit, Ramy—let's call 

the cops!" 
" On - what grounds ? We haven't 

any, that's the rub of it. We don't 
know that there.'s anything actually 
wrong." 

" But, gosh, he's been gone half an 
hour—yes, more'n that, man! We 
goin' to stand here like a couple of 
boobs all night?" 

" We'd be bigger boobs if we called 
the cops—right now, anyway. We 
need something more substantial than 
dark suspicions." 

" All right. Then how'll we go about 
getting it?" 

" It means getting into that house— 
and not by the front door, either. If 
anybody has knocked over Larry, they 
would do the same for us." 

" But you said that gang of strong-
arm men was still in the shrubbery!" 

" Yes. Very probably. Well have to 
take a chance on outguessing 'em—if 
we go after Larry. Are you game?" 

Thor snorted indignantly. " I'll 
tackle the whole darned troop of Car-
dinal's guardsmen—an' be there fight-
ing after you're done for, friend 
Aramis! Lead on." 

RAMY darted through the gate. 
Instead of going on up the drive, 
though, he turned sharp right and 

closely followed the thick, high hedge 
that bounded the estate. 

For some moments they hurried 
along. At l e n g t h Ramy halted, 
crouched low, and motioned Thor be-
side him. 

" Hey—we've just been circling. 
We're no nearer the house," the giant 
grumbled. 

" Correct. I did my scouting on this 
side a while back, you'll remember. 
We1 re now directly opposite the big 
balcony at the end of the right wing. 
It's twenty feet above ground level, 
but I spotted an oak tree that grows 
beside it close enough for—us. See It; 
that dark blur a hundred yards dead 
ahead, there? All right. I think we're 
set if we can reach it, but from here 
to the tree is no-man's land, £o watch 
your step!" 

He dropped flat on his stomach and 
wriggled out of the hedge shadow to-
ward the objective. It was hard, slow 
work, that Indian crawl—even more 
grievous for the great-framed and 
ponderous Thor; but in due course 
they made it without attracting the at-
tention of the mysterious watchers 
Ramy felt sure were roundabout. 

He halted at the tree base and emit-
ted a sigh of relief as Thor wormed 
safely up. Then: 

"Lend me your shoulder," he whis-
pered. " I'll see if the tree leans near 
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enough the balcony. If you hear me 
snap my fingers, shinny up after me." 

It was a six-foot drop from the near-
est limb to the stone balustrade, Ramy 
discovered, but it was negotiable. He 
landed lightly, and presently, albeit 
with a heavier thud, Thor followed 
him. 

A row of tall French windows gave 
upon the balcony. One after another 
Ramy tried them. All were locked. But 
the one at the far end moved inward 
slightly at his pressure. A bent or par-
tially weakened catch, Ramy decided. 
" After some moments of futile wres-
tling, Thor whispered. " A job for 
Porthos, my friend." He pushed Ramy 
aside and placed his massive shoulder 
against the wooden casing where the 
two windows joined. There was a 
sharp, tearing squeak, and the windows 
parted—violently. 

" Good night!" thought Ramy. But 
Thor calmly pushed aside the velvet 
drapes which overhung the opening, 
and only blackness showed. The room 
was unlit and unoccupied. 

The two comrades slipped inside it, 
Ramy first. Which way? The murk 
was far deeper and blacker than the 
outer gloom of night. 

HE tried to visualize the probable 
location of the main hallway. 
This, judging from the row of 

windows, was a chamber of princely 
proportions; a sun parlor, doubtless, 
or perhaps the library. 

On his knees he moved out, straight 
across it. Blind going. Hair-raising. 
Eerie. He suddenly realized that he 
was a foolhardy idiot; worse yet, to 
all practical intents a house-breaker— 
a criminal. Gosh! The life was a blood-
tingling, none too pleasant one! 

He blundered against some massive 
piece of furniture, tried to work 

around it, and barked his shins against 
another one. 

A jarring thud, which set the floor 
trembling, sent Ramy back' on his 
haunches, startled. He heard a hoarse, 
muffled exclamation, then a protesting 
rumble from Thor: 

" S-ay! Slow up, will you? Want 
to get lost in this damn quagmire ?" 

" Shut up!" hissed Ramy. 
" Aw' right. But wait for a fellow. 

It's black as ink in here." 
Again Ramy crawled forward. Al-

ready it seemed they had been groping 
for an eternity in a Stygian pit, vast, 
ruthless, menacing. Menacing; yes, 
that was it. Even the faint, elusive fra-
grance which cloyed the heavy air was 
oppressive; etched with evil . . . that 
house. Hang it, he didn't like that at-
mosphere ! 
. He bumped his head against a wall, 
groped awkwardly along it. Eventually 
his fingers felt the Wooden surface of 
a door. 

He reached up for the knob; turned 
it; eased the door open, inch by inch. 
Blackness again . . . dense, crushing 
blackness. Yet this must be the main 
hallway; it smelled like it, felt like it. 
And from the hallway there certainly 
had shone a light. 

He felt Thor's body brush against 
him. " I'd never make a good burglar, 
Ramy. Boy, ain't this a mess?" 

It was. No coward, Ramy, but every 
instinct was shrieking at him to give up 
this illegal adventure. Deep in his con-
sciousness a still, small voice cried 
steadily: "Turn back! You fool, turn 
back!" 

r' must have been the atmosphere of 
that black, cavernous mansion. He 
fought against it. He thought of the 

hapless Larry—D'Artagnan . . . 
As though the name of their young * 
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pal upon his lips had been a signal, the 
pall of silence was splintered. An 
atom of sound trickled to him vaguely 
from the upper reaches of the house. 
Yes, somewhere up there a door had 
opened. 

Came a soft, unintelligible murmur 
of voices, then a distinct click as the 
door shut again. 

" We're in the hall all right," Ramy 
whispered. " Hear that noise upstairs? 
You sit tight until I can locate the 
staircase. No use two of us barging 
around like blind mice. I'll come back 
after you. In the meantime, don't 
sound off—under any circumstances— 
for the love of Pete!" 

He took Thor's mumble for assent, 
and moved off. 

Thor listened to the rustle of his 
withdrawing body, a quizzical grin 
upon his own big face. Lord! He 
wished he could emulate the slithery 
Indian that way! Five feet, ten, fif-
teen maybe.. .already his strained ears 
could scarcely catch the tiniest sound 
of Ramy's progress. 

And then, an jnstant later, Thor 
snapped amazedly erect. Gone was the 
noiseless stealth that he had been ad-
miring. What the devil, he thought, 
staring into the wall of blackness— 
Ramy must have risen boldly to his 
feet—started off some place in a wild, 
idiotic dash! 

From far in the dense murk boiled 
a wave of even clearer, of grimly con-
vulsive sound—the spat of flesh smit-
ing solidly on flesh, one heavy body 
plunging upon another! There was a 
reverberating thud; a biting exclama-
tion, which cut off abruptly in a 
wheezy, gurgling groan.. .then silence 
once more, absolute, pregnant, threat-
ening. 

Thor leaped wildly to his feet, for 
he had reconized that voice, that groan; 

it had been torn from Ramy! Great 
Jupiter! 

CHAPTER VI. 
S O S 

AFLAMING second Thor poise'd 
in the doorway, lips open for a 
bellowing challenge, body trem-

bling for a galvanic leap. 
Ware's admonition recurred to him: 

" No matter what happens, don't sound 
off!" 

His muscles bulged; blue veins stood 
out on his forehead from the terrific 
effort as he restrained himself. Whatj 
after all, could he accomplish in the 
pitch-blackness, save stumble into the 
ambush which had engulfed his friend ? 

As he hesitated a voice cut the murk 
in a husky whisper: 

" All right, Dope?" 
Another a n s w e r e d gloatingly 

" Ye-ah. Got him, plenty. Let's have 
your light, Barney—-see who the devil 
it is." 

Thor lunged back; pressed his body 
against the wall behind the doorway as 
in the corridor a light-beam stabbed 
out. 

" Well, I'll be damned!" grunted one 
of the voices. " I never seen this duck 
before!" 

" How'd he get in?" 
" Damfino!" 
" You sure he was alone ?" 
" Yep. Heard him movin' a minute 

afore I jumped him. He was alone, 
aw'right." 

" Good. I better hop up an' tell the 
boss, though." 

" Okay, Barney. I'll haul this crit-
ter to the garbage-heap." 

The light-beam danced about as the 
man holding it picked his way up the 
stairs. There was a dragging sound as 
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the other tugged at Ramy's inert body. 
An instant later, from farther down 
the hallway, came the slap of a closing 
door. 

Thor didn't wait to think. He acted 
instinctively. Out into the hallway he 
lunged, and crept down it, one hand 
sliding along the near wall. The sound 
Of that closing door hadn't been dis-
tant. 

In a few seconds his groping fingers 
touched the jamb. Unhesitatingly, 
though slowly, he pulled the door open, 
then shut it again abruptly. He had 
glimpsed a narrow, dim-lit stairway 
leading downward, and near the bot-
tom, the black form of a man stooping 
under a heavy burden. 

Thor was on the right trail. Hot on 
it. He gave the quarry time to vanish, 
padded down the stairs, and eased open 
another door, at their foot. Again pale 
radiance, revealing a vast expanse of 
concrete flooring with white-plaster 
walls—part of The Castle cellars, since' 
a massive oil-burning furnace loomed 
up at one end of it. 

The man and his burden once more 
came briefly into view as they van-
ished about a distant corner. Then 
click! The lights, which the fellow 
apparently had switched 'on to facili-
tate his progress, snapped out, and a 
pall of blackness redescended. 

Thor groaned. For a moment he 
blinked helplessly. But then, as his 
eyes adjusted, he beheld a faint glow 
in the direction where the man had 
vanished. He started for it, rounded 
the corner, and found himself in an-
other expanse of granite and plaster. 
It was empty. But from the farther 
opening the light sheen still beckoned. 
It was stronger, too. 

The cellars seemed interminable ; a 
land of their own. But eventually the 
trailing giant reached what must be one 

end of them, and at the same time 
found the source of the guiding light. 
It shone brightly through the open door 
of a small chamber—perhaps a jan-
itor's room—built against the retaining 
wall. Trail's end! 

THOR slid like a great shadow to 
the wall beside the door, then 
edged along inch by inch until he 

could peer through it. 
The room was roughly furnished; a 

cot, a long wooden table, and a couple 
of unpainted chairs. A strong, un-
shielded light-globe dangled from the 
ceiling above the table. Upon the table 
lay sprawled the slender form of his 
unconscious friend. 

For an instant Thor focused on 
Ramy's face. It was pale. The young 
man's cap had fallen off, and on his 
dark, tousled hair showed an even 
darker splotch—of blood, some of 
which was trickling down his forehead. 

Thor %ucked in a deep, furious 
breath. His body tensed as his glance 
roved to the second man in the room, 
a squat, sturdy,, roughly dressed fel-
low. He was tending over Ramy, his 
back to Thor, binding Ramy's wrists 
securely with a length of rope. Occa-
sionally he grunted from the force with 
which he jerked the cruel knots into 
place. Tossed carelessly on the table 
beside him was a stout wooden bludg-
eon, like a billy, blood-spotted, obvi-
ously the weapon with which he'd 
struck his victim down. 

Ramy's head was sagging limply, 
face toward Thor. The eyes were 
closed. But as Thor moved into the 
doorway, they flickered open, and the 
blond giant could have sworn that 
Ram}7 briefly winked at him ! 

He almost cried out with relief as 
his stout legs bent, then snapped stiff 
once more like a released spring, and 
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propelled His mighty body forward in 
a plunging dive. 

Like a battering ram the full force 
of Thor's body smote Ramv's captor 
betwen the shoulder-blades. He crashed 
forward, against the side of the table, 
then crumpled to the floor, with Thor's 
muscular legs firmly clamped about his 
middle. 

He had been knocked cold then. But 
Thor, angered by the sight of Ramy's 
blood, was taking no chances. He 
caught up the wooden billy from the 
table, and swung in a short arc but 
with neat accuracy. It clicked sharp-
ly on the skull of the fallen man. 

" Won't need to worry about you 
for quite a while," Thor rumbled, turn-
ing him over on his back. " Well, I'll 
be jig-gered if it ain't Dope Thomp-
son !" 

"Who?" queried a voice weakly 
from the table. 
- " Dope Thompson!" 

The yegg and gunman?" 
" The same!" Thor hauled a wicked-

looking .45 automatic out of the gang-
ster's pocket. " Boy, you're lucky he 
only used a stick on you. Look at that 
cannon!" 

"Ow-w!" groaned Ramy. ""The 
Stick was bad enough. Turn me loose, 
will you? But first shut that door. We 
don't want any one else dropping in 
the way you did." 

"How you makin' it?" his friend 
queried, after obeying both behests, 
and giving Ramy crude first-aid by 
means of a big, albeit none too clean 
handkerchief. " That was another 
close one. It's sure lucky those bozos 
didn't guess I was around." 

Ramy nodded. "The old bean's 
still buzzing a trifle. Outside of that, 
though, I'm all okay. Let's tie the bad 
egg up and gag him, then go into con-
ference. Something tells me we'd bet-

ter locate our young Larry in a hurry, 
after this." 

" P O R Pete's sake! If you think 
|P we're going to do any more 

slithering around this joint on 
our own, you're crazy!" growled Thor 
as they set to work. " With birds like 
Dope around, packing gats and sleep-
sticks, it's getting a bit thick f 

" But—" 
" But nothing! I know our duty to-

ward our fellow Musketeer, but that 
don't mean we can't use some discre-
tion. There's something mighty rotten 
afoot upon these dear old premises 
to-night. We know that now. It's no 
longer a matter of suspicion. So us 
for the cops!" 

" Maybe you're right, Thor. But 
we've got to take along our evidence." 

"Who—Thompson? How in blazes 
we goin' to get him out of here ?" 

" Same way we get out ourselves— 
if any." 

" Okay, Ramy, if you insist. But 
for the love of Pete let's get a wiggle 
on! -This Barney-baby may come 
breezing down at any minute to see his 
little playmate, Dope." 

He vanished from the room, but 
shortly thereafter reappeared on the 
threshold. 

" Spotted a door just around the 
corner. Stairs behind it And they 
lead somewhere outside, thank the 
Lord! Both doors were bolted. But 
they aren't now . . . Come on." He 
moved to switch off the light. 

" Leave it going," directed Ramy. 
" We're not cats. It'll light us up the 
stairway, anyhow." 

It was hard, slow going with the 
dead weight of their prisoner, and 
their route around the big garage, be-
hind the main structure, after they got 
safely out of that, proved to be both 
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tortuous and peril-filled. Indeed, twice 
they had to drop flat in clumps of 
greenery and hold their breath, while 
dark shadows flitted past them, dan-
gerously close. 

But eventually they made their es-
cape without further mishap, emerg-
ing to a deserted, dirt cross-road via a 
postern-gate at the extreme rear of 
the far-stretching Hopkins grounds. 

A N hour later—well toward mid-
X"^, night—three automobiles swung 

into the main driveway of The 
Castle, and throbbed up to the portico. 
They were filled with men. 

As the leading machine halted, a 
firm crisp voice sang out: " Every man 
to his assignment. Snap into it!" 

Six men in uniform darted around 
the right wing of the big house, six 
others around the left. A few mo-
ments later a whistle shrilled in the dis-
tance. 

"Right!" cried the brisk voice 
again. " The cordon's out, and I don't 
think anything will get through it . . . 
Our move. Bill, Tom, and the rest 
of you come with me. You news-men 
come too, if you care to." 

He strode up to the front door and 
jammed his finger on the bell Those 
behind him could hear its imperative 
jangle. But no one answered its sum-
mons, though the bell pealed like a 
tocsin throughout the house time after 
time. 

"What!" cried the sturdy Bur-
lingame police chief. A heavy brass 
knocker ornamented the right door 
panel. "They want noise, do they?" 
His left hand began to work the 
knocker, the while -his right pounded 
away with the butt of his service pis-
tol, until it seemed the panel must 
give. • 

But even this bedlam was unpro-

ductive. It was not until the chief 
had paused to deliberate harsher 
methods that a woman's voice fluttered 
tremulously from behind the heavy 
door: 

" Wha—•what's wanted ?" 
" Police!" the chief cried. "Open 

up at once!" 
There was a gasp, and the rattle of 

bolts being drawn. The door moved 
slightly, and a white, frightened face 
appeared in the crack. 

Instantly the chief thrust the door 
wider and pushed inside. He saw be-
fore him a patently terrified young 
woman in the sober dress and white 
apron of a maid. 

"What do you want, sir?" she 
gasped oyt, round-eyed. 

" We understand there are burglars 
in this house," the chief said. 

" Oh, no, sir.'.I'm sure not—at least, 
I don't think so!" 

" Where's the butler? Why did it 
take you so long to answer the door?" 

" Why, we're alone, sir, the mistress 
and I. We were 'way upstairs. You 
see, there—there aren't any other serv-
ants here now. They all left this after-
noon." 

"They did, huh? That's a funny 
one!" exclaimed the chief. " I'll have 
a little talk with Miss Hopkins, I 
reckon." 

"Oh, no, sir! Not to-night! She's 
just getting ready for bed! Search the 
house, if you want to, but—" 

" I'll do that," averred the chief 
curtly, " and I'll have a talk with Miss 
Hopkins too . . . You fellows scatter 
and search the lower stories. Keep 
your eyes peeled." He grasped the 
maid's arm, by the elbow. " You lead 
the way, upstairs, my girl!" 

" Oh, sir! Let me go and tell the 
mistress. She'll want to get dressed! 
She'll come down-—" 
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"Nothing doing! I'm going up—• 
right now!" 

THE maid began to whimper, but 
turned on the stair lights and 
guided him upward and far back, 

to the door of Miss Hopkins's apart-
ment. Thor, Ramy, and one of the 
policemen followed close at their heels. 

Still holding the maid, the chief 
rapped loudly on the door. In a mo-
ment a cool, melodious voice called 
with a touch of impatience: "AVell, 
Therese, why don't you come on in?" 

" I told them—" the maid began to 
whimper. 

" Chief of police, ma'am!" that in-
dividual cut in. " Come to the door, 
please." 

" One moment." 
Shortly the door opened, revealing a 

tall, handsome girl wrapped in a lux-
urious and richly embroidered crimson 
dressing-gown. Her face, oval and 
aristocratic, reflected no whit of per-
turbation or timidity; indignation, 
rather. She spoke, however, with 
composed hauteur: 

" What does this mean, gentlemen ?" 
The chief flushed a little at her in-

tense, proud gaze. 
" We were informed that something 

was wrong here, Miss Hopkins. Bur-
glars—" 

" Who told you? Not I. Not 
Therese. And we are the sole occu-
pants, at present, of the house. No, 
that is a weak excuse, my man. How-
dare you come bursting into my house, 
at midnight—and on this night o f— 
sorrow?" 

She bit her lip. The chief looked 
sheepish but stuck bravely to his guns. 

" I'm sorry, Miss Hopkins. Never-
theless I-must ask for a few words in 
private with you." 

She hesitated a moment, then with 

a gesture of impatience flung wide the 
door. 

" Thank you. Come on, you fel-
lows," he added to Thor and Ramy, 

They followed into a luxurious and 
exquisite boudoir. Miss H o p k i n s 
seated herself and looked at them con-
temptuously, with flashing eyes. 

"Wel l?" 
The chief, for the first time, ap-

peared frankly flustered. It was Ramy 
who spoke. 

" Isn't it rather unusual, ma'am, for 
you to be without servants?" 

" And "who are you—well, never" 
mind. It's immaterial. Let's get this 
unpardonable cross-examination over 
with . . . I dismissed the servants—the 
whole pack of them—as soon as I 
arrived this afternoon from Sacra-
mento. The fools may well have been 
r e s p o n s i b l e for my—my father's 
death. They knew he was—missing. 
And for seven days they didn't notify 
me, the police—any one. Oh, can't 
you understand ?" 

Again her lip trembled. Ramy felt 
a wave of sympathy. 

" I ' M sorry, Miss Hopkins. But you 
£ have been entertaining—o t h e r 

visitors this e v e n i n g , haven't 
you?" 

" One only. I suppose you mean 
Mr. Keefe Flaherty. Yes, he was here 
for a few moments. I have employed 
him for—well, for reasons connected 
with my fadier. Surely I don't have 
to go into them?" 

" No. But haven't you forgotten a 
second caller—Larry Bellew?" 

" W h o ? " Her eyes opened wider. 
" Why, that's the name of the young 
reporter I—I met this afternoon." 

" Yes, on the Sacramento highway." 
" But why do you mention him ? He 

hasn't been here to-night!" 
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" You're wrong there," said Ramy 
quietly. " Perhaps you didn't see him, 
but he entered the house all right. 
That's fact. Also that you entertained 
other visitors—several of 'em—albeit 
unawares. I know, because I was in 
the house myself, Miss Hopkins." 

" And what were you doing here ?" 
" Looking for Larry. I'm a news-

paper man. So's Mr. Larson, yonder. 
Larry is our friend. And it may in-
terest you to know this bump on my 
cranium was inflicted by another of 
your callers, a fellow named Thomp-
son—a notorious gunman and crimi-
nal." 

" Good heavens!" exclaimed Miss 
Hopkins. "One of us must be crazy! 
I—" 

The strain of the interview appar-
ently had proved too much for her. 
Her head drooped. Her pallor height-
ened. But she had won the battle for 
self-mastery, at least temporarily, when 
she looked up again. 

" My mind is all a jumble. I hope 
you'll forgive me, but it's so," she said 
dully. " If you think there are bur-
glars in The Castle—please search for 
them. Begin with my rooms...yes, 
chief, I insist. Find anything? Then 
please leave me—at least for to-night. 
Oh, God! I just can't stand any 
more!" 

She buried her face in her hands. 
And it was so the three men left her, 
filing into the hallway crestfallen and 
sheepish. 

There various officers were waiting 
to report to Chief Hale. 

" Nobody hiding on this ranch, 
chief!" announced the sergeant 'who 
had ransacked the main level. And a 
corporal added: 

" The cellars are clean as a hound's 
tooth." 

" And Clancy checked in to say 

there's not a darned thing moving—or 
hiding either—on the grounds. Not 
anywheres," concluded the sergeant. 

" Ye-ah, I suppose so," muttered the 
chief. " Well, let's get out of this." 

It was not until they emerged upon 
the portico that he spoke again. There 
he swung angrily on Thor and Ramy : 

" Know what I think? I think you 
two young mutts have gone absolutely 
bughouse!" 

" How a b o u t Dope Thompson, 
chief?" asked Ramy mildly. 

" Aw, he's a burglar. He could just 
have been playing around as usual, 
couldn't he? If you birds hadn't 
brought him in, I'd toss you both into 
the calaboso—by gad, so I would! As 
for the rest of that cock-and-bull yarn 
—you've been hitting the pipe, that's 
what. Or else you thought because I 
was a hick policeman you could pull 
your city wisenheimer stuff on me. . . 
Oh, blank-blank-blank, and double-
blank it! What a fine mess I'm in!" 

CHAPTER VII. 
FRAMED! 

CHIEF HALE was slow to anger, 
but held it once he got that way. 
The reporters were unable to con-

vince him that he hadn't been made the 
butt of some practical joke. He even 
became skeptical of their claim that 
Larry had vanished. 

" I've met all the San Francisco 
boys, one time or another, but I never 
heard of any Bellew," he said coldly. 
" I don't believe there is such a guy!" 

"Well, at all events don't let the 
story leak out to the local papers, will 
you?" begged Ramy. 

The chief glared at him. " Ahr-r! 
Think I want to broadcast that I pas 
crazy enough to fall for you?" 
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"Okay." Ramy tried to grin pleas-
antly, although he didn't feel like it, 
" And now to send Dope Thompson 
to the city. Chief Ryan wants him 
worse than you do." 

" He's sure welcome!" grunted Hale. 
" I'll trot him in first thing in the 
morning." 

Ramy and Thor let it go at that, 
withdrawing tactfully. They were a 
tired and worried pair as Ramy tooled 
his roadster back to town. 

" Deep business. But there's no use 
beating our brains out about it any 
more right now," he murmured. 
" Wherever Larry may be, it isn't at 
The Castle. That's certain. We-ell, 
let's sleep over it. You'd better put up 
with me, Thor." 

The result of their deliberation next 
morning was that each called up his 
paper and requested free rein for the 
day. 

" All right up to two o'clock," agreed 
Ramy's city editor. " But then you hop 
it to the Episcopal cathedral." 

" What's doing there ?" 
" The Hopkins funeral. We were 

just notified. Want you to cover it." 
Thor met with even less success. 

. " I've got to beat it across the bay 
this noontime," he reported dolefully. 
. But anyway they had the morning 

free. And at ten sharp they were lean-
ing on the door of District Attorney 
Matt Gordon at the Hall of Justice. 

It opened unexpectedly to permit 
egress of a rotund caller, at sight of 
whom Ramv ducked back, then prod-
ded Thor vigorously in the ribs. 

" Did you see what I saw?" 
" The Honorable Joseph Winship ? 

Uh-huh. Up kinda early for him, ain't 
he?" 

" Too ea l̂y | Entirely too early, old 
pal!" was Ramy's significant comment. 
" I don't like it a little bit. Something 

tells me we'd better handle old Matt 
with gloves on. . .after this." 

Nevertheless, there was nothing un-
usual in their comportment as they en-
tered and hailed the district attorney 
with the flippant freedom of the fourth 
estate. 

WE caught a skunk for you last 
night," R a m y announced. 
" Dope Thompson." 

" Well, well! Turned sleuths, have 
you?" smiled the portly D. A. " Tell 
me all about it." 

They dfd—except about Larry. Aft-
er their experience with Chief Hale 
they had decided not to unburden them-
selves on this matter to authority, any 
further, until they could produce more 
facts. Hence their interest in Dope 
Thompson. The gangster knew the 
truth, undoubtedly, and he was now 
their only chance. 

" He's upstairs in the prison now. 
We want you to get him down and 
sweat the blazes out of him," Ramy 
concluded. 

" You're pretty sure that there were 
others at the Hopkins place ?". Gordon 
inquired.. 

" Absolutely!" 
- " All right then. I'll go after him. 
You boys can stand by if you want to." 

" Not me!" said Thor decisively. 
" He doesn't know I was the lad who 
clouted him, and I don't want him to." 

So the two Musketeers waited in an-
other office for an hour, while Thomp-
son was put through the mill. They 
looked up hopefully when at last the 
district attorney came in to them. 

Gordon was flushed, and mopping 
his wet brow. He shook his head. 

" Sorry, boys. Nothing doing. Can't 
get a squeak out of him. He's even 
willing to plead guilty to felonious en-
try. Yep. The rat fairly asked to be 
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sent over the road—and what I mean, 
he's going to get it. If he isn't on his 
way to Folsom by to-morrow noon, I'll 
eat my hat!" 

And that was that. 
In due course Ramy and Thor sepa-

rated gloomily, each to answer duty's 
call. 

The atmosphere of the funeral of 
poor Cadwallader did nothing to chirp 
up the former. It was a big and im-
pressive one, for such short notice, and 
most of the leaders in bay region so-
ciety and business attended. But the 
eyes of young Mr. Ware remained dull, 
and his nose drooped perceptibly. 

It was only at the last rites, by the 
grave-site at the great cemetery, that 
he appeared to snap a little out of his 
moodiness. There his glance moved 
not infrequently to Helena Hopkins, 
standing stiffly a bit aloof from all 
others, and dwelt on her reflectively. 
She wore a heavy veil of mourning, 
but through it he could glimpse the 
outline of her white, oval face. 

Her long absence from San Fran-
cisco had dimmed the embers of earlier 
friendships. That was evident to 
Ramy after the ceremony. None of 
the younger generation approached 
her, at parting. Just a few of Cad-
wallader's older friends walked over 
to exchange a few low words and re-
ceive her grave nod. 

Truly, the poor child was lonely, 
now, as well as alone! 

Again Ramy felt that twinge of in-
stinctive sympathy. But he shook it 
off, and moved through the crowd to 
intercept her deftly at the door of her 
machine. 

" Miss Hopkins," he said gently and 
quickly, " Larry Bellew has disap-
peared." 

She halted. He could feel the force 
of her eyes upon him. 

" I'm sorry. But you must leave me 
to my own—sorrow, now," 

" I appreciate it. Indeed I do. I 
knew your father. And liked him. . . . 
But it might prove of inestimable help 
if you'd answer a few brief questions. 
Why, in mentioning Keefe Flaherty to 
Larry, did you call him—James Bar-
ton? And why have you employed 
this man?" 

The girl moved slightly. It seemed 
to Ramy she hesitated; was on the 
point of answering. But speak she did 
not. Instead, abruptly, she drew her-
self to her full height and stepped past 
him into the car. 

It rolled away swiftly. 
Ramy felt as though a whip had 

struck him. 
" I'm a rude puppy!" he murmured 

apologetically. " But all the same, if 
Larry really had got under her skin—" 

He stared after the machine rue-
fully. 

LARRY was absent and unaccounted 
i for. That fact remained—unless 

the young adventurer had seen 
fit, for reasons of his own, ingenious-
ly and abruptly to ditch the whole 
country. Ramy eliminated that pos-
sibility—indeed, it was almost a wish 
nowr—by calling up the garage at Be-
nicia. Yes, Mr. Bellew's car was still 
there. And ready for him. When 
would he come for it? 

" Pretty soon, I hope," sighed 
Ramy, and meant it. 

He ground out-the Hopkins funeral 
story automatically, left the shop and 
walked over to the States. It was un-
usual for Ramy to feel baffled, and 
deucedly uncomfortable. He waited 
impatiently for Thor to help him map 
out a fresh line of attack. , But Thor 
didn't show up. 

When the big boy was an hour over-
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due he phoned the Star office. Mr. 
Earson? Not in. Hadn't been in all day. 

His assignment had stretched out, 
probably. Darn! 

Eventually Ramy betook himself to 
his flat and bed, there to toss and turn 
fitfully. 

For the next two days Jim Ingalls 
kept Ramy humping. After all he had 
to earn his salary, which was a good 
one, or quit his job. Each day, how-
ever, he tried to get in touch with Thor. 
To no avail. The blond giant seemed 
to be permanently " out "—a useful 
word in newspaperdom, since it is fac-
tual yet conveys no useful information 
whatsoever. 

Confound Thor! One for all and all 
for one! Bologny! He might at least 
have called up, Ramy thought. 

The next day, Friday, drifting into 
the press room at the city hall during 
recess of a nasty divorce case, Ramy 
heard a Chronicle man phoning in an 
item that brought him sharply up, all 
ears. 

" Here's a squib on the Hopkins es-
tate, Joe,. . . Aw, old Cadwalfader J., 
the steel millionaire that took a swim 
the other day . . . Yeah, a long one . . . 
Well, his sole heir an' beauteous 
daughter, Helena, appeared before 
Judge Samuels to petition for letters 
of administration, this P.M. . . . Nope, 
wasn't any will. 

" The lawyers say he never made 
one. Maybe he didn't expect to stay in 
the bay so long, ha ha! . . . Well, any-
way, at her request the court's ap-
pointed an administrator. Yup. The 
Honorable Joseph Winship. Yup. 
Some more gravy for that lucky stiff! 
. . . How much in it? For him, or for 
her when he gets through with it? . . . 
Whaddaya think I am, you dumb ape, 
a mind-reader? They don't hand out 
definite figures. But she's over forty 

millions, anyway. F-o-r-t-y! Read it 
an' weep!" 

The Honorable Joseph Winship! 
The name blazoned itself in letters of 
fire upon Ramy's brain. He was still 
tingling when he reached the Times, 
tore out his copy, then grabbed a 
phone. 

"Mr. Earson? Out . . . Wait a 
minute. No, we don't know where." 

That was too much. A few mo-
ments later Ramy barged into the Star 
office—and almost collided head-on 
with the honorable gentleman who 
was taking such a place in his feverish 
thoughts. Winship had just come out 
of the door of the publisher's private 
sanctum. He looked at Ramy un-
blinkingly a moment—the Honorable 
Joseph Winship's eyes never seemed to 
wink—nodded calmly, and continued 
on his way. 

The wheels in Ramy's brain were 
clicking still more energetically as'he 
charged up to the city desk. 

HOWDY, George. Say, what's 
happened' to Thor Larson any-
way?" 

The bespectacled editor looked mild-
ly up at him. " Huh ? Thor ? Off some-
where, I suspect." 

" Don't stall me, George. It's seri-
ous." 

" Yeh? Well, Ramy, are you asking 
officially, or is it for your private in-
formation ?" 

" Private. Positively." 
" Um-ra. All right, then. I don't 

know where the heck he is. I sent him 
over to Oakland Tuesday afternoon. 
He phoned in his story—and that was 
the last of him." 

" You mean—" 
" I mean that lets him out with me! 

He used to go off on an occasional bat. 
Thought he'd got over the habit,_ 



.782 ARGOSY. 

kit—" The editor waved his hand ex-
pressively. " I haven't seen hide nor 
hair of him since Monday. And I 
don't ever want to see him again— 
row. He doesn't work here any 
longer." 

" Gosh, George, did it ever occur to 
you he might have got hurt, or some-
thing?" 

The city editor grinned. " Well, he 
hasn't been treated at an emergency 
hospital. And we compile death notices 
every day. Nay, nay. He's whooping 
it up with the boys in the Malemute 
saloon—and you can have his job if 
you want it." 

" No. Thanks just the same," said 
Ramy, and departed slowly. 

One for all and all for one! Wras it 
last Monday night they'd given the call 
so gallantly? Just last Monday? Y ês. 
Four short days ago. And now, of the 
three sworn comrades, Ramy alone re-
mained ! 

He stumbled from the Star office, 
bewildered. But underneath that emo-
tion, and more demoralizing still was 
the acute presentiment of tragedy, of 
stalking evil, that welled up in him. 

For the first time in his life, indeed, 
the capable and composed Aramis felt 
utterly heart-sick, helpless, utterly im-
potent. 

He paced his rooms that night until 
the people below rapped angrily. A 
visit to the little hotel where Thor 
lived had cast no light upon the situa-
tion. Nobody there had seen the re-
porter that week. The clerk had con-
cluded he was off on some extended 
mission for his paper. ^ 

Ramy was up against another blank 
wall. But this time sheer anxiety 
compelled some action. He felt that 
Thor's disappearance was tied up with 
Larry's somehow; tingled with the in-
creasing conviction that both his com-

rades were in grave peril—if not 
worse. 

He decided to break the whole story 
to Jim Ingalls, seek the aid of that 
shrewd individual. 

The Times being an evening paper, 
Ingalls generally hit the shop at seven 
sharp. But Ramy, next morning, was 
there before him. The big room, in 
fact, was deserted, save for the cub 
delegated to clip the morning dailies 
for rewrite and follow:ups, and a shab-
bily dressed, pock-marked and ratty-
faced individual loitering restlessly by 
the phone-board. 

"There he is!" chirped the cub as 
Ramy entered. 

The pock-marked individual sidled 
up to him. " Your name Ware ?" 
Ramy nodded. " Front name Air-
ram-miss, er somethin' like it? Uh ! 
Then I got this fer you." 

He produced a begrimed and folded 
bit of paper. Curiously Ramy opened 
it, to behold a brief, penciled scrawl: 

I've been framed. For God's sake get 
me out of here! Don't trust Matt Gor-
d o n f PORTHOS. 

RAMY'S jaw clamped with the 
click of a steel trap. Body tensed, 
eyes boring into the shabby-look-

ing messenger, he snapped: 
" Where'd you get this ?" 
The other shifted uneasily. 
" Up the line," he said in a hoarse 

whisper. 
- " I don't get you." 

" I guess yuh ain't never done time, 
then. Cripes, I mean the big house, 
the pen—prison." 

" Folsom? Great Scott! Who gave 
you the note?" 

The fellow moved closer; peered 
about him furtively. 

"Number forty-nine, see? Number 
forty-nine. I'm due to get out yesttiday, 
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an' the boys knows it—so some guy 
slips this into me mitt on the q. t., 
see?" 

" Was it a big, light-haired man ?" 
. " Heck, naw! A small, dark fella. 

But he didn't write it. He got it from 
a big bimbo, to pass along, see ? Num-
ber forty-nine... I gets in las' night, 
but you've left, see, so here'm I, wait-
in' again this mawnin' at two g. m . . . . 
An' sajr, gttv'nor—I'm told the guy I 
give the paper to will slip me a ten-
spot fer me trouble—see ?" 

Ramy produced a ten-spot, which the 
ex-convict seized with a grunt of sat-
isfaction. He turned to go. 

"Wait a minute!" bade Ramy. 
" What's No. 49 up for?" 

" Ain't got a thought, boss. I told 
you everything I know. I'm just a 
messenger-boy—an' that lets me out." 

"Sure of it? Sure you can forget 
what was in the note?" 

" Say—d'you think I wanta get in 
Dutch with the cops some more? Huh! 
Inside uh two minutes I'll have forgot 
what you look like, or that I ever was 
here. So long, cocky!" 

He vanished. For a moment Ramy 
stood motionless, striving to grasp the 
full significance of the message. 

Deep business, he'd said once. Well, 
it was fathomless now! 

Don't trust Matt Gordon! 
If the district attorney wasn't to be 

trusted, neither was his office, the police 
—any one. 

Out of the fantastic possibilities the 
note had created, one salient thought 
struck home. Thor must at once be ex-
tricated from the snare which had en-
meshed him. 

It Avas up to Ramy to stage a rescue 
—and do it playing a lone hand. One 
for all! 

Young Mr. Ware returned to his 
surroundings with a jerk, raced for a 

typewriter, and pounded out a hasty 
note to Ingalls: 

Have just received grave news, 
which makes it imperative to request 
leave o f absence—perhaps for several 
days. Tell you about it later. Sorry. 

W A R E . 

This he placed on the city editor's 
desk, then swung to the busy cub. 

" How much cash you got, kid ?" 
" Oh, quite a bit, Ramy. I got lucky 

in a poker game last night." 
"Pass over fifty, will you? I'll 

make you out 'a check for it . . . Here 
y'are. Thanks. If Ingalls asks about 
me, tell him I've left town." 

The cub stared at him wonderingly. 
His mouth opened, framing a question 
which remained unuttered, for Ramy 
was long-gone. 

CHAPTER VIII. 
O U T S I D E T H E L A W . 

A T ten o'clock on the night of Sun-
£ - \ day, October 13, two young men 

leisurely descended the steps, 
from the direction of the warden's of-
fice, and approached the main entrance 
of Folsom prison. Both wore ordinary 
street clothes. One had a light-weight 
" duster " tossed over his arm. 

The guard on duty at the main gate 
looked up at their approach. One he 
recognized as a San Francisco news-
paper man who had entered the prison 
a short time before. But he had en-
tered unaccompanied. The guard's 
forehead puckered slightly at sight of 
the second man. 

" It's all right, boss," smiled the 
newspaper man. " Here's an okay from 
the warden." 

The guard examined the paper he 
extended, and nodded. 
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" Right, Jim. Pass them out." 
His mate swung open the heavy 

door, and the two young men stepped 
through it to the well-lighted stone 
steps which led from the prison stoop. 

From somewhere inside the prison, 
suddenly, came a muffled shout. The 
newspaper man, who with his compan-
ion was already halfway down the 
steps, darted a glance over his shoul-
der and then increased his pace. 

There was another shout. The heavy 
prison gate swung open again, and the 
two uniformed guards rushed out. 

" Hey, you!" one of them bawled 
at the departing men. 

" She's busted!" the smaller of these 
muttered. " Thor—cut for it!" 

They broke into a run. 
" Stand where you are!" the guard 

bawled. 
Instead they plunged onward, bend-

ing low. 
The guard snatched out his pistol, 

crying, " Let 'em have it, Jim!" and 
set a zealous example. Almost at the 
same time a machine gun began to stut-
ter ominously from an angle of the 
prison wall near by. 

Bullets whistled about the two young 
men. They had penetrated beyond the 
immediate radiance of the entrance 
lights and become elusive targets. 
Nevertheless, as the fusillade height-
ened, the larger of the pair flung out his 
arms and sprawled headlong. 

Instantly his comrade, who had 
been leading, swung and darted back to 
him. 

" Hit hard, Thor?" 
" Na-aw!" came an indignant rum-

ble. " Stubbed my toe, dog-gone it! 
Keep a goin', Musketeer. I'm right 
with you!" 

The gate guards dashed after the 
fugitives, shooting as they ran, and the 
prison frothed reen for cements; but the 

quarry was now under complete cover 
of the darkness. 

" This way!" gasped Ramy, in a mo-
ment. Turning sharp left he hurdled 
the road ditch and led the way across 
an open field. 

FROM the prison numerous search-
lights began to stab deep into the 

• night, but the fugitives won 
through the network of dancing light 
beams to a thick clump of bushes. 
Here was hidden a dilapidated but 
powerful touring car. Ramy jumped 
into the driver's seat, and, as Thor 
landed beside him, started the motor 
and swung the machine out into a dirt 
side-road. An instant later they were 
zipping along this at sixty miles an 
hour. 

"Oh, my!" Thor's exclamation of 
relief topped the droning motor. " This 
is the life! You're a ring-tailed snorter, 
Ramy, boy! How in heck d'vou work 
it?" 

" Dirty pool," said Ramy shortly. 
" I'm not a damned bit proud—" 

The wail of a dying banshee split 
the air; seemed to rack and sear the 
shivering countryside. It was the pris-
on siren, telling the world in no un-
certain tones a prisoner had escaped. 
Its blood-curdling din made conversa-
tion impossible, which just then suited 
Ramy excellently. Indeed he never of-
fered another 'word of explanation— 
and we'll respect his reticence, save to 
admit he'd engineered the rescue by 
using his paper's influence most wan-
tonly-—by .shameless lies, bribery, and, 
finally by assaulting the good-natured 
warden in his office after he had in-
duced that unsuspecting officer to send 
for Prisoner 49. 

Every step of the daring plot, how-
ever, had been carefully planned, with 
particular emphasis on the get-away. 

4 A 
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Now, careening along the dirt road like 
a black tornado, the fugitives piled up 
a good mile of lead. 

But they didn't add to that rapidly. 
It had been imperative to switch on 
the headlights. And those twin beams 
gave the two cars which had roared out 
of the prison courtyard the necessary 
clew. These vehicles clung to the wake 
of the quarry like bloodhounds on a 
scent. 

Ramy, though, hadn't played all his 
aces yet. He made no effort to swing 
into a main highway, speeding along 
one by-road after another with unhesi-
tating assurance—the result of careful 
study. He worked in a big circle north 
of Sacramento, until at last he reached 
the Sacramento River. Near the banks 
of this stream he slowed up, peering 
over his shoulder. He fancied that 
he caught a glimpse of the prison-cars, 
but they were far beliind. 

He halted the car. "Al l ashore, 
Thor." 

"Huh? Why?" 
" Because they got a look at this bus, 

back yonder, and every cop in Cali-
fornia is probably on the watch for it 
by now." 

" But—" 
" Oh, get out—and watch papa per-

form," smiled Ramy. " I've become a 
hardened criminal. Steeped in the 
blackest vice." 

He swung the machine toward the 
river, set the hand-throttle forward, 
let in the clutch, then hopped out 
nimbly. The car gathered momentum, 
plunged over the bank and vanished in 
the river. 

THOR stared aghast. " Well, I'll 
be— What do we do now, walk ?" 

" Not on your life. Look in 
that bunch of trees ten yards behind 
you, and vou'll find an old friend." 

5 A " 

Thor plowed heavily through the 
underbrush, and presently grunted 
with surprise. There was Mr. Ware's 
blue roadster, tucked away as prettily 
as you please. 

" And just yonder," averred Ramy, 
" is the main stem to Sacramento and 
all points west. Hop in, friend 
Porthos." 

The giant rumbled exclamations of 
admiration, but Ramy wasn't listening. 
Down the incline behind thein trickled 
the beams of headlights, much nearer 
than before. The switch of cars had 
been made expeditiously, but none too 
soon. Even now it was doubtful if 
they could slip away unnoticed. The 
thing was to keep the pursuers from 
getting a good look at the roadster and 
license plates. 

Ramy flipped on the ignition and 
slapped his foot upon the starter. 
There was a brisk, lively grind, but the 
motor didn't catch. Cold, Ramy con-
cluded, pulling out the choke. Again 
the starter rasped briskly, but after one 
wheezing cough the motor remained 
obstinate. 

" Who's 'at coming ?" inquired Thor 
suddenly. 

" The law." 
" Then for Pete's sake get a wiggle 

oni" 
Time after time Ramy's foot bore 

down tipon the starter heavily. To no 
avail. Racking his brains for a solu-
tion, Ramy realized he'd used the 
choke too much—flooded the carbure-
tor. The only remedy was to keep 
turning the motor over; grind away 
the surplus gasoline. 

Such a simple little setback to nul-
lify his shrewdly laid plans, to precipi-
tate a grim climax upon them, with 
success beckoning at their very finger-
tips! Yet that was what it amounted 
to. Even Thor had become aware of 
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the gravity of the situation, with the 
prison cars drumming nearer at every 
precious heartbeat. 

They were helpless: their fate de-
pendent upon a mass of inert and in-
tractable machinery. 

A scant two hundred yards distant, 
now, the pursuing furies. A hun-
dred . . . 

" Sit tight!" Thor grunted. " May-
be they won't see us. It's our only 
chance!" 

And at that instant the motor 
caught; caught with a roar and series 
of spluttering explosions, as though to 
make amends for past errors. 

"Wait nothing!" Ramy cried. 
He rammed the car in gear and all 

but flung it into the roadway. As its 
light beams lanced at a sharp right 
angle athwart the vision of the driver 
of the leading prison car, he abruptly 
applied his brakes to avoid collision. 
Squarely into his path plunged the 
roadster, skidded perilously into the 
main highway, and leaped along it like 
a frightened deer. 

To Ramy and Thor drifted a flurry 
of confused shouts, oaths, exclama-
tions, topped by a spray of crackling 
gunshots. There was a tinkle of 
breaking glass as a bullet whined be-
tween them, splintering the windshield. 
But the momentary slowing of the pur-
suit cars and Ramy's burst of speed 
had averted disaster for the present. 
Again they had won clear. The open 
road beckoned. 

YOUNG Mr. Ware, always a dar-
ing driver, stayed not on the 
order of his going. Indeed, he 

held the accelerator to the floorboard, 
so that the wheels of the light, swift 
car seemed to hit paving only occa-
sionally. There being no traffic to 
speak of at that late hour, the head-

lights of the heavier burdened prison 
cars once more dropped behind. 

"Saved again!" T h o r breathed 
thankfully. 

" Forthe moment. But all my en-
ergy and alleged cunning's gone to 
pot,'' lamented Ramy. " They spotted 
us. And with this busted windshield— 
oh, well. No sense worrying until we 
have to. Say, Thor, while we've got a 
little leisure—" 

" Call this eighty-mile-an-hour vol-
planing ' leisure ' ?" boomed the giant. 
" Holy mackerel!" 

" Well, it's as near it as we're likelv 7 ¥ 

to be until the Lord knows when . . . 
So tell me how the dickens you got 
yourself all mixed up with Folsom, 
will you?" 

" It's a short, sweet story!" growled 
Thor. " I was railroaded! . . . Across 
the bay, after I left you on Tuesday, I 
got a brilliant idea. Dope Thompson 
is our one bet to find out what hap-
pened to Larry Bellew. So, thinks I, 
why not occupy the prison cell beside 
him, get chummy, and eventually pump 
the guy ? No sooner thought than done. 
I hike it back to our estimable district 
attorney and lay bare the plot to him. 
Wouldn't he like to get the dope on 
Thompson's gang, I query? Sure! If 
I'm game, so's he. Thompson has been 
sentenced and he's being sent off that 
very night. The D. A. is willin' to 
charge me with some nominal offense, 
an' pack me right off with him. Only 
we've got to hustle. I leave a note for 
you with Gordon—" 

" Which I never got," Ramy in-
jected. 

" O f course not! Oh, the damned 
polecat!" Thor burst out. " Listen! ! 
leave this note telling you what's hap-
pened, and to square me somehow with 
my sheet, an' a few hours later I'm 
tucked snug an' comfy in Folsom. 
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wearing a striped suit and number 
forty-nine. 

" Here comes the kick. The minute 
, I start in on Thompson he gives a 

horse laugh an' spits right in my face! 
Somebody's wised him up to me 
aplenty. Well, I see that angle is use-
less, and I may as well get out, so I 
holler for the warden—and zowie! I 
get it in the neck again! . . . An 
arrangement with the San Francisco 
district attorney? Warden Neale also 
gives me a nice, quiet horse laugh. He 
thinks I'm lying or absolutely nutty. 
I've been duly convicted of carrying 
concealed weapons, sentenced to a 
three year stretch, and so far as he's 
concerned I'm going to serve every 
blessed day of it . . . That Gordon is 
crooked as a corkscrew, Ramy! He just 
naturally framed me to a fare-thee-
well!" 

" He used pretty crude methods," 
Ramy murmured. " I should think 
he'd be afraid to take a chance on 
them." 

" Chance ? What chances was he 
taking?" Thor shouted. " I f I stay 
in—all hunky-dory. If by some mir-
acle I make a get-away, well, it was all 
just an unfortunate mistake. He didn't 
dream that I was ready to want out. 
Oh, no! As for the note—he's a busy 
man, apt to forget little things like 
that. There y'are! And what can I do? 
The whole thing was sub rosa any-
way!" 

"But why should Gordon be so 
anxious to get rid of you, I wonder?" 

" H o ho!" Thor trumpeted. " Y o u 
should ask that—Monsieur Aramis! 
Well, your guess is quite as good 
as—" 

They wrere whirling through the 
suburbs of a city. He broke off, to 
grunt amazedly: " Hey! You've went 
and gone right plumb, into Sacra-

mento! Terusalem! What's the big 
idea?" 

RAMY glanced over his shoulder. 
" Those fellows have been cling-
ing to us like leeches. We'll have 

a better chance to shake 'em off in 
town." 

Thor stared. " You're crazy, an' you 
know it! You can't breeze through 
Sacramento like lightning. Slow down! 
Slow down! Boy, you've ruined us!" 

" Maybe," said Ramy coolly. " Wait 
and see." 

It was imperative to check their mad 
speed, however, and in' so doing the 
prison cars, which never quite had lost 
sight of their quarry, began to catch up 
steadily. Indeed, it seemed that Thor 
was right; that Ramy for the first time 
had bungled sadly. 

On the main streets of the city the 
traffic lights were still functioning. 
Ramy, not daring to flout them, was 
held up twice. The prison cars, in no 
fear of police complications, rocketed 
up within a short block of the roadster. 
At 4,he last it was only by dodging 
through a maze of side streets that 
Ramy shook them off long enough to 
pass over the river bridge, at the far 
end of the city, in safety, and gain 
open country again. But there, almost 
instantly, the lights of the prison cars 
once more licked out, almost to the 
back wheels of the roadster. 

Even so Ramy appeared subtly re-
lieved. One, two, three more miles 
flowed beneath their throbbing cyclone. 
In that time it had increased its lead 
only to a scant half mile, but Ramy 
didn't seem to mind. Indeed, suddenly 
he chuckled. And, as Thor glanced at 
him in wonder, he observed quietly: 

" It won't be long now. I had to get 
on this road, Thor. It's not the San 
Francisco highway. You see—" 
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An eye-flicker later Thor did see 
something, albeit not quite what Ramy 
had intended. For just then a rear 
tire burst asunder with the crashing 
report of a field piece, and the roadster, 
streaking along at high speed, went in-
stantly out of control. 

After a series of breath-taking gy-
rations, with Ramy wrestling futilelv 
at the wheel, the little car hurtled 
mightily into the right hand road ditch. 
There was a muffled crash, a spit of 
flying glass as it rolled over. Then it 
plowed to a standstill, its wheels still 
spinning whimsically. 

From under it a voice spoke : 
"Thor! Thor! Are vou still with 

me?" 
" Ow-w!. . . Mamma! I reckon so." 
" Then lend us your shoulder. It's 

kind of crowded here." 
The roadster quivered; then, under 

the heave of Thor's massive shoulders, 
feH over on its side. The fugitives 
crawled out from under, sorely bruised 
but in possession of all their members. 

"That's that!" rumbled the giant 
ruefully. " An' now we've got about 
fifteen seconds before our friends pile 
in—" 

" Don't w a s t e 'em star-gazing, 
then!" Ramy cut in. " Save your wind 
and use your legs. This way!" 

He darted into the open fields. Thor 
panted after him, granting: " Aw, 
what's the use? They've got us where 
they want us now, old topper!" 

" Have they ? I deny it." Ramy 
countered. " Yea, bo! We're pretty 
lucky, although you don't appreciate it 
yet. I'll show you." 

THE shouts which, in a moment, 
welled up behind told that their 
p u r s u e r s had discovered the 

wrecked roadster, and that the game 
of hare-and-hounds was on, but Ramy 

didn't so much as turn his head. He 
kept going, with a sense of confidence 
that somehow conveyed familiarity 
with the gloomy terrain. 

" I—wish—you would—show me!" 
Thor panted presently. " Boy—I've 
had a hard night—an' I've gotta—lot 
of weight to pull!" 

"Bear up, my Porthos!" bade 
Ramy. " See that radiance ahead 
there? It's a beacon—a beacon of hope 
for us. Mather Field!" 

" What good '11 that do us?" 
" It happens I know a young lieu-

tenant there. His house isn't a mile 
away. Keep plugging, big boy. If we 
can reach it—" 

" Aw, it's after midnight. He'll be 
asleep!" 

" Gee, you're a doubting Thomas!" 
rebuked Ramy. " Now me, I shouldn't 
wonder—if he was waiting up for 
us." 

And indeed, when by a furtive and 
devious route they reached a row of 
officers' bungalows, situated in the 
open country close by the army flying 
field, and Ramy knocked softly at the 
door of the farthest, it was opened 
promptly by a slim young man in uni-
form. 

"Hello! So it's you, Ware!" he 
greeted with a calm nod. " I didn't 
hear your car." 

" We wrecked it, Dan," said Ramy. 
" Meet Thor Larson—late of the San 
Francisco Star. Thor, this is Dan 
Widener, a Stanford buddy of mine. 
And now, Dan, as the hounds of law 
are baying at our heels—carry on 
swiftly, for the love of Mike!" 

" Righto, Ramy. Step in, boys. 
Right through the house; out the back 
door . . . Here's the old Lizzie. We're 
off!" 

The main entrance of the army field 
was scarcely a stone's throw distant. 
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As the car sped for it, however, a 
group of black figures emerged from 
the field beyond the bungalows, and a 
hoarse shout fang out,. 

"Don't stop!" cried Ramy, as he 
and Thor dropped to the floor of the 
tonneau. 

"Never fear. I won't!" promised 
the officer—and they went by the 
waving figures like a flash. " You fel-
lows hold that—uh—genuflection till 
I'm through the gate, will you? Don't 
want the guard to know I've got pas-
sengers." 

Presently the car halted. R a m y 
heard the young officer say: " All 
right, soldier. I'm Lieutenant Wide-
ner." Then it moved on again. 

" Right!" announced their driver, 
presently, " Here we are boys. There's 
the hangar, ship, an' everything. All 
aboard." 

Events had been transpiring a bit 
too fast for Thorf He was slightly 
dazed. It was only when a roar of cold 
air swept the beads of perspiration 
from his fevered brow that he could 
actually bring himself to realize that 
he was crouching in the cockpit of a 
trim airplane, with Ramy beside him— 
that they were soaring through the un-
obstructed ether, with the lights of 
Mather Field fading out of view rap-
idly. 

" Well, I'll be durned!" he exploded 
then. 

Ramy didn't hear the exclamation, 
but glimpsed the expression of bewil-
derment on Thor's face, and nodded 
cheerfully. 

IN less than an hour the lights of the 

bay region were glimmering be-
neath them. Presently their pilot 

brought his ship in a long, easy glide 
to earth in San. Francisco's municipal 
airport. 

" Don't tarry," smiled Lieutenant 
Widener from the cockpit. " I crave 
to hop off again, before the airport 
boys perceive this to be an army plane, 
and maybe get too curious." 

" You know how I feel about what 
you've done for us, Danny!" cried 
Ramy, shaking his hand. 

" Same to you, and many of 'em— 
you old crook!" grinned Widener. 
" I'm here to say I wouldn't have lent 
myself to your nefarious schemes, 
though, if I wasn't pulling out this 
mornin' for the Philippines . . . Tod-
dle along now—an' the best of luck to 
you!" 

With a wave of his hand and crash-
ing exhaust-roar he was gone. 

A moment later, so were Thor and 
Ramy. Thor being still almost speech-
less from the abrupt and amazing cul-
mination of their get-away, it was 
Ramy who rounded up a cruising 
night hawk taxi, piled his companion 
into it, and murmured an address. 

" Well!" gulped Thor. And " Well! 
Well!" 

He repeated the inane yet expressive 
grunt at intervals until the taxi hailed 
atop Grant Avenue hill, far within 
Chinatown. Mechanically he descend-
ed after Ramv, and followed that coot 
individual around the corner, past one 
of the quarter's big tourist stores, into 
a gloomy alley, and down this into an-
other and even gloomier one. 

At last Ramy halted before an un-
assuming, narrow, wooden door, and 
rapped softly—thrice, and again thrice. 

As at the bungalow by Mather 
Field, the door opened with surprising 
promptness. This time, however, was 
revealed only a patch of gloom darker 
than the street. Into this Ramy spoke, 
low and gently: 

" Tell Wong Tai it is Aramis Ware 
—and a friend." 
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He led Thor into the yawning black-
ness, and when the door closed with 
mysterious smoothness behind them, 
leaned against it with a contented 
sigh. 

" Wong Tai, huh ?" Thor rumbled. 
" So you know the old bov, too?" 

" Quite well," smiled Ramy. " He's 
under obligations to me, and should 
give us shelter." 

" Yeah . . . I suppose so. But what 
good will that do, in the long run? 
Gee, Ramv—we're up against it, 
proper-!-We've lost D'Artagnan, our 
jobs—and now we're fugitives from 
justice. Heck, yes! Outside the law!" 

" My poor Porthos, you're develop-
ing a regular case of sour-apples," 
averred Ramy mildly. " Ah, well . . . 
perhaps, under the circumstances, 'tis 
natural. But cheer up! We've found 
safety, anyway, and that's something 
—after our vicissitudes this night." 

fhere was a faint, indistinct sound. 
A pallid radiance issued from some-
where in the distance, and a calm, dry 
voice said: 

" Yes, you have found safety, my 
good friends. And, I think, more than 
that . . . The whims of the gods are 
inexplicable. It may be they have led. 
you to trail's end." 

CHAPTER IX. 
ACTION FRONT! 

AMAN appeared at the end of the 
long corridor. A Chinese. He 
was small in stature, wore an 

ordinary business suit, and his iron-
gray hair was close-cropped, but for 
all that his wrinkled, kindly face con-
veyed the clear, level eyes of a phil-
osopher. 

" Hello, Wong Tai!" exclaimed 
Ramy. " Don't you ever sleep ?" 

~ " Not to-night. I was expecting 
you." 

" Expecting us?" 
" Expecting something, let us say, 

then. I did not know just what . . . But 
come upstairs, young gentlemen. You 
look weary." 

In silence they followed him up a 
narrow stair-flight and through sev eral 
passageways to a long, brightly lighted 
chamber. Ramy had been there before, 
but Thor grunted amazedly at the con-
trast between its richly colorful orien-
tal hangings and comfortable occi-
dental furniture. Wong Tai motioned 
them tD a deeply cushioned lounge, 
seated himself near by, and clapped his 
hands. Promptly a servant—in Chinese 
blouse, pantaloons and slippers, this 
individual—appeared from an inner 
door bearing a teapot, cups, and a 
square, black bottle. 

" This will refresh you," smiled 
their host. " Especially if you spike 
your tea with Ng Ga Py." He extend-
ed the black bottle to Ramy. " Its taste 
is obnoxious to European palates, but 
the effect is—ah—grand . . . Now, at 
your leisure, I shall be pleased to learn 
what my friends seek of me." 

"Since our visit doesn't surprise 
you," observed Ramy, " I suspect you 
know that too. Hang it, Wong Tai—-
"why didn't I think to look you up in 
the first place? However . . ." 

Beginning with Larry Bellew on the 
Sacramento highway, briefly but viv-
idly Ramy sketched the whole strange 
story. The eyes of the old Chinese 
seemed fixed on distance, and not a 
muscle of his face or body moved. 
And vet, somehow, he gave an impres-
sion of keen interest. 

" Your experiences," said he quietly, 
when Ramy ended, " seem incredible 
in this prosaic, law-abiding land . . . 
The method of extricating your com-
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rade from the prison was unfortunate. 
There must have been a better way— 
but, ah! I suppose recklessness must 
ever go hand in hand with youth! . . . 
Well, now, what is your plan ?" 

" Haven't any. We're up against it," 
Ramy admitted. " With the police 
after us, all we can hope to do is find 
a funk-hole, at least until the storm 
blows over. That's why we came to 
you." 

WONG TAI leaned over, placed 
his hand on Ramy's shoulder, 
and looked gravely into his 

eyes. " The house of the Hip Sing tong 
is yours so long as you have need of it. 
It is a small return upon the debt I 
owe him who cleared me of the mur-
der charge, lodged falsely by the Wing 
Leong knife-men to cover their own 
slaying . . . But perhaps I can do more 
than furnish shelter." 

" Good hearing!" cried Ramy grate-
fully. " I know that you've got eyes 
and ears everywhere, Wong Tai—that 
there's no whisper in San Francisco so 
soft but that it comes to you . . . but 
say! If you had helpful information, 
why didn't you look me up? Why did 
vou let me fly completely off the han-
dle?'1 

" Because I knew that eventually 
you would come to me," replied the 
Chinese calmly. 

" How?" 
" These things are ordered. The ul-

timate is a fixed pattern to which all 
stray acts must definitely conform. 
These acts, however in themselves con-

TO BE CONCLUE 

fusing, are but the swiftly leaping 
shuttles of the loom." 

With grave finality Wong Tai, sage 
of fatalism, pronounced his ukase. 

" What did you mean, down in the 
passage, by saying we'd reached trail's 
end ?" pressed Ramy. 

" Ah, it was not so forthright. I 
said maybe . . . But enough talk for 
the present. You are weary. Sleep is a 
precious remedy. And a new day may 
also cast new light upon your prob-
lems." Wong Tai smiled and clapped 
his hands. The servant reappeared. 
" T'a Li will show you to a resting 
place. And he will also cleanse and 
dress that wound of -vours—friend 
Porthos." 

Porthos! Ramy shot an amazed look 
at him. How could Wong Tai possibly 
know—had he talked with Larry? 

Then the import of his last sentence, 
striking home, impelled Ramy's head 
to twist from the Chinese to an incred-
ulous stare at Thor. Plainly enough, 
in that bright light, he saw a dark 
blood-stain dyeing the right shoulder 
of the giant's coat. 

" A w , just a scratch!" Thor mut-
tered uncomfortably. 

" So that was why you stumbled, 
back there in the prison yard-!" ex-
claimed Ramy. " Stubbed your toe, 
huh? And afterward, with that plugged 
shoulder, you heaved the car off us . . . 
Well, you're a man, my son!" 

" You are both men," remarked 
Wong Tai composedly. " Good night, 
and may you sleep well to gain strength 
for what is to come—very soon." 

ED NEXT WEEK. 



Doggy Baseball 
By LIEUT. JOHN HOPPER 

The star of the second platoon was making 
a spectacular catch when— 

Private Sam Jones, awkward but good-natured center fielder of the first platoon, 
collided with the first baseman and trouble at the same time; but trouble 

was Sam's specialty—he was an expert at getting into it 

F)R seven and a half innings the 
second game of the annual three-
game series to determine the base-

ball champions of Company B, United 
States Regular Infantry, had been bit-
terly contested. The score stood three 
to two, in favor of the fifst platoon. 

In the field, the members of the sec-
ond platoon team directed a steady 
Stream of encouraging words at their 
pitcher. There was one man on third 
base, and two out. The game was far 
from lost. If the next man up to bat 
for the first platoon could be put out 
before the runner on third scored, there 
wras still a good chance for the second 
platoon to overcome the one run lead, 
and win the game. And in winning this 
game they would win the series, for 
they had captured the first game to the 
tune of nine to five. 

From the players' bench a short and 
stocky young soldier advanced timidly 
upon home plate, carrying his bat with 
the technique of a coal heaver carrying 
a shovel. 

The voice of First Sergeant Top-
ping, coach and leader of the first pla-
toon team, followed the batter from 
the bench. 

" Make it good, now, Jones! Stand 
up to the plate, and hit the old pill like 
a man." 

" Yes, sir," mumbled Private Sam-
uel Jones from force of habit. The 
thought of the ordeal before him 
caused him to quake in his baseball 
shoes, caused his heart to thump in ter-
ror, and large beads of perspiration to 
break out on his broad, good-humored 
face. He had never done anything to 
the pitcher, yet according to Private 
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Jones's worried eyes, that normally 
peaceable and harmless soldier seemed 
transformed into a fiend on the pitch-
er's mound, and seemed to take unholy 
delight in hurling balls burning with 
speed in the direction of Private Sam's 
generous and tender middle. 

The crowd of soldiers in the ancient, 
wooden grand stand behind home plate 
sensed Private Jones's distaste for 
baseball and accordingly greeted his 
appearance with sarcastic comments 
which ranged from his resemblance to 
a grandmother down to comparing his 
playing ability with that of a new-born 
babe. 

Even on the players' bench he had 
just quitted, dissatisfaction was audible 
and bitter. 

" Aw," said Corporal Hogan, the 
catcher, disgustedly, " what chance 
have we got to win the championship 
with that guy playing on our team?" 

" Shut up!" commanded First Ser-
geant Topping tersely. " I t ain't my 
fault that he's playing. The captain 
thought some athletic exercise would 
do him good—take some of that fat 
off of him—so he orders me to put 
him on my team. I don't even dare to 
bench him. 

" Anyway," Topping concluded, for 
he was a just man, otherwise he would 
not have risen to his exalted position 
as first sergeant of Company B, " you 
can't blame Jones so much. He's from 
the backwoods, way back, and he ain't 
never seen a baseball game before, 
much less played in one." 

" I don't see, just the same," insisted 
Corporal Hogan, " why we're the ones 
who have to play him. Why didn't the 
captain make the second platoon take 
him ? They had the best of it anyhow 
with that bird Bottomly on their side. 
He's one of the best baseball players 
we've ever had in the company." 

" Aw, stop your yelling!" said First 
Sergeant Topping exasperatedly. " If 
we lose this series, the supply ser-
geant '11 take more money away from 
me than the rest of you earn in six 
months!" 

THE second platoon hailed Private 
Jones's arrival at the plate with 
visible and audible manifestations 

of joy. Easy meat! Wide-open way 
out of a tight place. Two outs, and 
the third one as good as chalked up on 
the board. 

The pitcher grinned ferociously at 
Private Jones who, in return, waved 
his bat in uncertain friendliness at him. 
The southpaw proceeded to give him-
self a terrific fear-inspiring wind-up, 
out of which the horsehide suddenly 
emerged with all the speed of a bullet. 

The pellet sliced across the inside of 
the plate, causing Jones to dodge 
whole-heartedly, and plunked into th£ 
catcher's mitt. 

" Stri-i:ike one!" announced the um-
pire solemnly. 

The first platoon player marooned on 
third base squatted on his heels hope-
lessly. 

" Stri-i-ike two-ah!" said the umpire, 
as the second ball, thrown intentionally 
and preposterously wide, managed to 
entice Private Sam to swing like the 
old barn door. 

Broad grins decorated the faces of 
the second platoon players. 

Again the pitcher wound up into an 
exaggerated pose for the third strike. 

Private Jones saw the ball hurtling 
directly at him. His frantic brain fu-
tilely telegraphed his muscles to get his 
bulky body away from the danger zone. 
But the muscles suddenly seemed para-
lyzed. They refused to respond. He 
could not move. 

The ball was almost upon him when 
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at last, by a supreme effort of will, he 
broke the bonds of fear that chained 
him. 

He was successful in getting his 
body out of the way, but his bat, in fol-
lowing his awkward movements, col-
lided with the ball. 

" Run! Run! You darn fool!" yelled 
First Sergeant Topping. 

The ball struck the ground in front 
of home plate and started to roll slow-
ly toward the surprised pitcher. 

Private Sam Jones recovered his 
balance, shot a bewildered look at the 
shouting, gesticulating first sergeant, 
another at the rolling ball and at last 
dropped his bat and started galloping 
along the line to first base like an old 
and fat fire horse. 

"Here! Here!" yelled the first 
baseman, Private Bottomly, to the flus-
tered pitcher, who had scooped up the 
ball and was about to hurl it to the 
catcher despite the fact that the runner 
from third had already crossed the 
rubber. 

The pitcher whirled, and let fly at 
Bottomly, who was waiting anxiously 
at the bag. 

The ball and Private Sam seemed 
to arrive at about the same instant. 
Bottomly made a spectacular catch, but 
the next thing he knew something with 
the non-stoppable momentum of an ex-
press train struck him squarely on the 
chest, and then the ground rose tip to 
slap him forcibly on the back of the 
head. The ball spilled out of his mitt. 

The umpire calmly spread his hands 
and said, "Safe ! " ' 

PRIVATE BOTTOMLY brought 
his tall and slender form erect. 
His face which, normally, was ex-

ceptionally good-looking for a man, 
was now contorted by fury. His blue 
eyes blazed angrily. 

" Y o u big hog!" he cried, charging 
on the puffing Jones, who stood on first 
base as solidly as the Rock of Gibral-
tar stands on the toe of Spain. " Knock 
me down, will you ? Take that!" 

His fist shot out and rang the bell 
against Private Jones's generous but 
tender olfactory organ. 

Baseball was one thing, but this was 
s o m e t h i n g else again; something 
which Private Jones knew a little 
more about He recovered his breath 
and his startled wits about the same 
time. Then his avoirdupois followed 
liis punch, and the earth slapped the 
back of Private Bottomly'^ classical 
head again. 

The members of both teams rushed 
to the spot to interfere, but by the time 
they arrived Private Jones had recov-
ered his usual good humor and was 
gazing mildly down at Private Bot-
tomly, who was lurching groggily to 
his feet. 

"I ' l l get you for this!" Bottomly 
ground out. 

" Pipe down, Bott!" said Supply 
Sergeant Eskridge of the second pla-
toon, who had come up running. " You 
had no business to take a poke at him. 
Lie didn't knock you down purposely." 

It took a great deal of persuasion 
and not a few threats and warnings 
from the sergeant to induce Bottomly 
to take up his position again. When 
he finally yielded, after casting vicious 
looks at the phlegmatic Jones, both 
teams returned to their places and the 
game proceeded. 

The next man up for the first platoon 
struck out, which retired the side with-
out Jones advancing from first base 

The next two innings proved fruit-
less ones for the valiantly striving sec-
ond platoon, and the game finally end-
ed with the score four to two in favor 
of the first platoon. 
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The great yearly series was tied, and 
it was decided there and then that the 
crucial game would be played on Sat-
urday, immediately f o l l o w i n g the 
weekly inspection. 

" Better tell Captain Davidson to 
buy some more baseballs," said First 
Sergeant Topping to the supply ser-
geant. " What we got are pretty well 
battered up, and besides we're liable to 
run out of them." 

Then the first sergeant turned away 
and called: 

"Bottomlv! Jones!" 
When the tall and the short soldier 

were standing side by side in front of 
him Sergeant Topping bent a stern 
gaze on them. 
- " Ain't you ashamed of yourselves?" 
he said. " Fighting like that, and near-
ly breaking up the game! For that, you 
two guys beat it over to barracks right 
away and get dressed and cleaned up. 
The captain wants a detail of two men 
for some special job. Now shut up and 
beat it!" 

" Aw, sarge—" began Private Bot-
tom! y, casting a bitter look- at the 
phlegmatic Jones. 

." Shut up, I said!" ordered the first 
sergeant ominously. " I hope it's a 
dirty job. You two guys deserve it. 
Now beat it!" 

Private Sam Jones was accustomed 
to obeying orders without complaining, 
so he immediately made an about face 
and lumbered obediently away, un-
aware of Bottomly's hate-filled glance 
following his broad and sturdy back. 

CAPTAIN DAVIDSON, com-
mander of " B " Company, was 
at his desk in the barracks or-

derly room when Privates Bottomly 
and Jones entered after the customary 
rap on the door. 

They saluted and stood stiffly at at-

tention, awaiting the captain's pleas-
ure. All traces of the baseball game 
had been removed from their faces 
and hands. Their skins gleamed from 
vigorous application of soap and wa-
ter. Private Bottomly's silk}', yellow 
hair was plastered close to his well-
shaped head. With his dark hair, Pri-
vate Sam Jones had clone his best, but 
it still looked like a lawn cut by a dull 
lawn mower. 

The captain looked up and ran an 
appraising eye over their neatly pressed 
uniforms. His glance registered ap-
proval when it rested upon Private 
Bottomly, who was, indeed, a living 
fashion plate of a smart, well-dressed 
soldier. The officer's eyebrows, how-
ever, lifted a little when he turned to 
Private Jones. 

" Who told you to join this detail ?" 
" The f-first sergeant, sir," stam-

mered Private Jones, shifting his 
weight uneasily on his ponderous feet. 

The captain grunted. " Well, it's 
too late now to make a change," he 
said, eying Private Jones distasteful-
ly. " Sergeant Topping should have 
known better. I told him distinctly 
that I wanted two good-looking and 
alert soldiers for this job." 

Sam Jones blushed behind his wide 
ears. It did not take any feat of su-
perhuman intelligence to comprehend 
the captain's meaning. Private Jones 
was the odd stick of the pair. His am-
ple build, his plain face, made him any-
thing but a good-looking soldier. As 
for alertness, it was axiomatic in the 
company that Private Jones was the 
best man for doing the right thing 
wrongly, and the wrong thing rightly. 

" However," continued the captain, 
" you will have to do, I suppose." He 
leaned forward and stabbed a pencil at 
them. " What do you know about eti-
quette ?" 
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" Etiquette!" They stared at him. 
" Yes, etiquette! Table serving. To-

night I am going to have guests in the 
mess hall for supper. Very particular 
guests. And you two men are going to 
wait on the table occupied by these 
guests and myself. I want you to be 
very, very careful." 

He paused to allow the full meaning 
of his last sentence to sink in. 

" If anything goes wrong," he added 
significantly, his eye on Private Jones, 
" it '11 be just too bad—for you. Get 
it ? Now here is what I want you to 
do." 

Whereupon Captain Davidson pro-
ceeded for a full fifteen minutes to in-
struct his soldiers how to be waiters 
according to the best rules of etiquette. 

Private Jones faithfully endeavored 
to follow his captain, but all these 
manners were new and strange to him. 
His brain was whirling with the nu-
merous things he was told. He had 
never known before that such cere-
mony could be attached to the simple 
and natural act of eating. 

Private Bottomly, on the other hand, 
seemed to take to the idea of things 
as a duck takes to water. 

When the captain had finished his 
discourse, had given his last warning, 
had uttered his last threat, he reward-
ed Bottomly with an approving glance. 
The look which he turned on Jones, 
however, was dark and doubting. 

SUDDENLY there came to the ears 
of the three in the orderly room 
the musical notes of a deep-toned 

automobile horn. The captain's guests 
were arriving. A look of rapturous 
anticipation mingled with nervous 
apprehension spread over his face. He 
reached for his cap on the desk, and 
started for the door. 

At the same moment a tenant that 

had been occupying the space beneath 
the captain's desk unknown to that offi-
cer, startled by the commotion, also 
decided to move. The captain and this 
creature, in moving toward the door, 
arrived on the same spot at the same 
time. The officer's polished boots and 
clinking spurs struck forcibly and be-
came entangled with a small, lively 
body. A yelp of surprise and pain 
fractured the peace of the orderly 
room. It was followed by a series of 
lesser yelps, which finally tapered off to 
a plaintive whimper or two. Four paws 
scratched the floor desperately, and the 
clog scooted for Private Jones, who had 
been watching the scene with horrified 
gaze. 

Meanwhile Captain Davidson, sud-
denly, unexpectedly, and very undig-
nifiedly—not to say painfully—arrived 
on the floor in a sitting position. The 
officer had spent some time in the 
Army, and accordingly knew the best 
oaths for use on such occasions as this. 
When he had vigorously proceeded 
through about half his repertory he re-
membered, with a gulp, his arriving 
guests who, by now, had doubtless de-
scended from their limousine and were 
approaching the barracks steps. 

He east a murderous glance at the 
dog, which had gratefully accepted the 
haven of Private Jones's broad arms, 
and was frantically engaged in wash-
ing with his tongue the private's sober 
features. 

"Your dog?" roared the captain, 
getting to his feet and futilely brush-
ing at the dirt which desecrated the 
seat of his once immaculate " pink 
tea " breeches. 

Private Jones nodded his head 
dumbly, admitting his guilt. His 
tongue had become too thick to form 
words. 

" All right!" snapped the captain. • 
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" Get rid of him immediately! Do you 
hear? If I catch that mutt around here 
again, I'll have him shot. And," added 
the officer for good measure, " I'll put 
you in the guardhouse. Understand ?" 

The captain went out to greet his 
guests. Private Bottomly lingered long 
enough to give vent to a long, sarcastic 
laugh. Then Sam Jones was alone 
with his dog. 

His sorrowful and perturbed gaze 
looked down into the eager, worship-
ful, brown eyes of the small animal, 
whose fur of irregular and misplaced 
black and white markings, long, edge-
chewed ears and stubby tail proclaimed 
him a dog in whose presence the word 
pedigree had never even been thought 
of. much less mentioned. 

Private Jones's heart was lead 
within his breast, and it hurt. The one 
bright spot in his military life, his 
truest friend, was his dog. Ever since 
the day the stout, ungainly, good-hu-
mored soldier had rescued the shiver-
ing mongrel from the baiting of a gang 
of street urchins they had been bosom 
Companions and loyal friends/ Now 
the animal must be banished, or suffer 
death. 

Private Jones sighed heartbrokenlv 
and left the orderly room still carrying 
the dog in his arms. 

THE captain's guests proved to be 
two ladies, apparently mother 
and daughter. Such astonishing 

and unusual company in the mess hall 
was enough to keep the men subdued 
in actions and practically silent. Their 
eyes, however, did double duty. There 
was not a soldier in the company who 
did not steal all the looks he felt he 
could get away with at the young lady 
sitting beside the captain. 

Indeed, Miss Gladys Bradly was 
certainly well worth looking at. De-

mure. of blond perfection, she sat be-
side Captain Davidson, conversing po-
litely with him. 

Across from her was her mother at 
whom, by the way, no one cast a second 
glance. Mrs. Bradly, when she was not 
surveying the two young people oppo-
site her with a hawklike gaze, spent her 
time in raising her lorgnette from her 
ample bosom and training it curiously 
On the soldiers who sat at the long 
tables around her. 

Once, while the good lady wras en-
gaged in doing so, she was suddenly 
startled by a huge arm sneaking past 
her ear and depositing a meat platter 
on the table. In retrieving the arm, a 
massive shoulder gently jostled her 
bare and powdered one, knocking the 
lorgnette a good foot or two from its 
proper position. 

Captain Davidson drew in his breath 
sharply and shot a vicious glance at the 
trembling Private Sam Jones, whose 
mind was more on his dog than on the 
niceties of proper serving as illustrated 
in the book of etiquette. The daughter 
glanced apprehensively at her formid-
able parent. 

" Ha! Ha!" laughed Captain David-
son with false good-humor, looking at 
Mrs. Bradly. " These men are really 
soldiers, you know. They are apt to 
be a little clumsy when waiting on such 
unusual and charming company." he 
concluded bravely, stealing an instant 
to throw another murderous glance at 
Private Jones who was now stolidly 
lumbering off to the kitchen. 

" Oh, that's quite all right, captain!" 
gushed Mrs. Bradly in a thin, affected 
voice. She favored him with a vine-
gary smile. " I understand, really. It 
was so nice of you to invite us here," 
she continued. " It is so—interesting. 
Don't you think so, Gladys?" 

" Yes, mother," replied the charm-
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ing daughter obediently. She pressed 
Captain Davidson's hand under the 
cover of the table. 

" Yes, indeed," the dowager went 
on. " So interesting. They all look 
so quiet and peaceable—almost like 
ordinary human beings. I hadn't im-
agined !" 

"What, Mrs. Bradly?" asked Cap-
tain Davidson, puzzled. 

The dowager mother waved her 
lorgnette serenely. It seemed to indi-
cate that Mrs. Bradly's opinions on any 
subject were as right as that two and 
two equal four. 

" It surprises me, captain, to see so 
many bright, young, and quite honest 
looking faces among these men of 
yours. I am further surprised that so 
many of them can dine quietly together 
in peace. I had been given to under-
stand that a hired soldier is always a 
crude, boisterous, rough creature, who 
is quite ready at any time to kill and 
rob poor, helpless people." 

" Oh, Mrs. Bradly!" smiled Captain 
Davidson. " I'm afraid you do our 
soldiers an injustice!" 

" Perhaps so," she admitted. Then 
she expanded visibly like a pouter 
pigeon. " As you know, my dear cap-
tain, I am the chairwoman of the 
W. P. C. A. W.—Women's Preventive 
Crusade Against War—our litde home 
organization that is doing its bit," she 
said with modesty as false as store 
teeth, " to put an end to all war. I 
have always been a most ardent pac-
ifist, and that is why, of course, I hesi-
tated so much in giving Gladys to one 
whose profession is avowedly that of 
war. 

" However," she sighed like a horse, 
" love cannot be denied. And I must 
confess, captain, that I am a little more 
reconciled to the idea after seeing these 
men here this evening." 

Meanwhile, Private Jones was re-
turning from the kitchen. He bore 
with both hands a platter containing a 
large strawberry shortcake which, 
with true Army hospitality, was run-
ning over with rich whipped cream and 
red, ripe, juicy strawberries. 

The captain was too good a soldier 
to argue with his superiors, so he sub-
mitted to Mrs. Bradly's spoutings 
without comment, 

" And further," continued that solid 
lady, who knew what was 'right, " I 
know that if all these young gentlemen 
here knew the truth of things, the hor-
rible devastation caused by'war, the 
cheap glory and tinsel of bands and 
uniforms, they would . . ." 

Her enthusiasm was carrying her 
away. The silver lorgnette was slash-
ing the air decisively, emphasizing the 
inexorable truth of her words. It 
slashed into Private Jones's arms as 
he was straining himself to place the 
gorgeous piece of pastry on the table. 

The platter tipped and, greased by 
the cream beneath it, the white and red 
mass slid off swiftly, suddenly, and un-
expectedly. 

Plop! 

IT would be putting it mildly to say 
that the ensuing scene was horrible. 
The mushy cake disintegrated im-

mediately and, sprayed Mrs. Bradly's 
broad bosom lavishly with whipped 
cream and strawberries. Indeed, with 
the red streams staining the fluffy 
white, Mrs. Bradly looked as if she 
herself had just returned from the 
battle-front. 

For an awful moment there was not 
a sound in the mess hall. But soldiers, 
no matter how nice they may look, are 
only human underneath, and no dis-
cipline has ever been devised that can 
curb sudden laughter. 
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For an instant the men stifled it for 
their captain's sake. But the sight of 
the dowager rising out of the wreck 
of the strawberry shortcake, filled with 
rage like a toy balloon is filled with air, 
was too much even for trained soldiers. 
A tremendous gale of uncontrollable 
laughter swept through the mess hall. 

Captain Davidson was beside him-
self. He rushed to Mrs. Bradly's aid, 
and in his distraction attempted to 
wipe awaj- the cream and the straw-
berries with his napkin. The irate lady, 
however, snatched the cloth viciously 
from his hands and began to dab fu-
tilely at her dress, assisted by her flut-
tering, anxious daughter. 

The captain backed away, and looked 
about him with blood in his eye. 

As broad as Private Sam Jones was, 
not a pound of him was in sight. He 
had not lingered after the fateful 
crash. His sole desire had been to put 
distance between himself and the dis-
astrous spot. In the confusion im-
mediately following the catastrophe he 
had made good his escape, his big, flat 
feet carrying him along with'a speed 
that was nothing short of remarkable. 
.Where he was now was a matter of 
conjecture, but it was a good thing he 
was missing, for certainly if the cap-
tain could have put hands on him at 

-that moment. Private Sam Jones's dog-
would have been without a stepfather. 

" Where did he go?" Captain David-
son hissed at Private Bottomly, who 
had stood his ground and was busily 
engaged in feeding the mess hall's 
scanty supply of napkins to Mrs. 
Bradly. 

" I don't know, sir. But he'll show 
Up some time," said Bottomly, who 
was having difficulty in keeping his joy 
from sparkling in his eyes. 

A shriek, high and hair-raising, split 
the confusion. Captain Davidson's 

heart turned colder than forty below 
zero, and he hastened to Mrs. Bradly's 
side. 

" Oh!" she cried. " Oh, my diamond 
pendant! It's gone! Some one has 
taken it!" 

" My dear Mrs. Bradly!" said Cap-
tain Davidson, trying to be calm. 
" What damned—I mean, diamond— 
pendant? What happened to it?" 

" W h a t happened to it?" she 
shrieked at him. " You fool! What 
do you suppose happened to it? It has 
been stolen—right from my very neck 
—as I sat at this table. Oh!" she 
moaned, " The very last thing my 
dear, dead Horace gave me!" . 

" Mother! Mother!" a p p e a l e d 
Gladys frantically. 

Mrs. Bradly collected herself. She 
pursed her lips, and transfixed the 
perspiring captain with a grim and 
baleful glare. 

"That settles it!" she said, hiring 
short her words. " Gladys, you will 
marry this man, this leader of hood-
lums, thieves, and murderers, only over 
my dead body. Come!" 

With that, she seized her daughter's 
hand, jerked her from the mess hall, 
from the barracks, and into the shiny 
limousine, which presently moved off 
with a sarcastic roar, casting exhaust 
backward into the face of the bare-
headed Captain Davidson standing 
wretchedly in the middle of the road. 

Finally the captain pulled himself to-
gether. A terrible look crossed his face 
as he thought of Private Samuel Jones. 

ilf 

FROM that day on, Private Jones 
became a fixture in the company 
kitchen. The hardest and dirtiest 

tasks were his. The cooks, acting up-
on the captain's orders, kept the moun-
tainous soldier on the jump from day-
break until dark. 



.800 ARGOSY. 

One would have thought that such 
long and arduous labor would have 
wasted Sam to a scarecrow. Far from 
it. He waxed stronger and fatter than 
ever. 

His mien, however,, was sad. He 
pined for the joyous and ever loving 
companionship of Spotty, his dog, 
whose bounding, wriggling, playful 
presence had vanished from the bar-
racks as completely as a recruit's first 
pay in the company poker game. 

Private Jones suffered the most, yet 
he was not alone in his suffering. The 
entire company sweated and swore un-
der the harsh discipline of a captain 
suddenly gone moody and irritable. 
Despite all the investigations, company 
punishment, third degrees and searches, 
the diamond pendant still remained 
among the missing. Coincident with 
the bursting of the shortcake bomb, it 
had vanished. No leaves were granted, 
and the camp was combed—in vain. 
That was queer, too, for there were 
few places in which the closely-guarded 
soldiers could have hid it. 

The longer it remained missing the 
worse grew the captain's temper. Life 
for his men, was made bearable only 
by the thought of the approaching 
baseball game, which would decide the 
much-argued championship of the 
company. 

The day of the big game finally 
came, and it was inspection day as 
well. In the morning Captain David-
son, followed respectfully by First 
Sergeant Topping and Supply Ser-
geant Eskridge, entered the huge 
squad-room of the company. An im-
mediate silence fell over the place. 

Soldiers, with u n i f o r m s fresh-
ly pressed and hair wetly combed, stood 
beside their bunks and shivered in an-
ticipation. The captain had been hard-
boiled all week. If his mood had not 

changed this was going to be a whiz 
of an inspection, and woe betide the 
man who had a single article in his 
trunk locker misplaced, or who had 
the slightest speck of dust beneath his 
bed. 

*r 

The captain had not gone far when 
he paused. 

" Get me a man with a paper and 
a pencil!" he barked at First Sergeant 
Topping. " These trunk lockers are in 
filthy condition! I'll have the name of 
every man who owns one, and there'll 
be a lot of extra fatigue duty done 
around here next week." 

The first man upon whom the eyes 
of Sergeant Topping fell was Private 
Samuel Jones. 

" Get a piece of paper and a pencil, 
Jones," he ordered, " and go with the 
captain. Take down all the names he 
gives you." 

In his eagerness to be of service, 
Private Jones stumbled against his 
trunk locker with his big feet, and sent 
its cover down with a magnificent 
crash. The captain looked up and 
frowned, but as his mind was busy with 
his inspecting, he saw only some 
clumsy individual, and not Private 
Jones. 

The inspecting party arrived before 
the trunk locker of Private Bottomly. 

" Ah," said the captain to the sol-
dier who had become his favorite, 
" very neat, Bottomly!" 

The trunk, in fact, was no neater 
than others which the captain had de-
scribed as " filthy," " disgusting," and 
" degrading." A superior smile spread 
across the handsome features of Pri-
vate Bottomly. 

" Thank you, sir!" he dared to say. 
At that moment the supply sergeant 

noticed a battered baseball reposing in 
the tray of the trunk. It jogged his 
memory. 

5 A 
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" Captain, sir," he asked, " did you 
get the new baseballs for the game this 
afternoon ?" 

" I did not!" snorted the captain, 
who had forgotten to do so. " What 
do you men think the company fund 
is—a bank ? Use the baseballs you 
have." 

" But," murmured the supply ser-
geant, " there ain't enough for the 
game." 

Captain Davidson did not choose to 
hear him, and the inspecting party 
moved along to the next bunk. 

WITH excitement running high 
the entire regiment turned 
out to witness the great cham-

pionship game that afternoon. The 
soldiers quickly separated into rival 
factions, and each supported its team 
generously with sarcastic remarks con-
cerning the playing ability of the op-
position. Partisanship was as bitter as 
in a World Series. 

Despite the fact that the first pla-
toon wras playing with only eight men 
—nobody counted Private Jones at 
center field—it managed to hold the 
second platoon to a tie score, four and 
four, until the unlucky seventh inning, 
when Bottomly hit a home run. 

The first half of the ninth began 
with the second platoon still one run 
in the lead, and Supply S e r g e a n t 
Eskridge's smile grew broader as he 
thought of the money he would win 
from the first sergeant. 

However, his smile faded to a wor-
ried frown as the first three men up to 
bat for the first platoon followed one 
another to first base—that terrifying 
predicament of three men on and no 
outs. 

When the next two men walked up 
to home plate, and walked right back 
disgustedly to the bench again, Ser-

6 A 

geant Eskridge's face began to relax 
a little. His pitcher was fighting hard 
and nobly lifting himself out of the 
hole by his own bootstraps. 

The supply sergeant's frown became 
a grin at the sight of the player now 
timidly approaching the home plate, 
holding his bat as if it were a strange 
woman's baby. 

Cold sweat oozed from every pore 
of Private Jones's chunky body as he 
took his stance beside the base. His 
left foot was awkwardly placed to en-
able him to beat a hasty retreat if the 
ball came too fast or too close. 

The first one whizzed by him like a 
streak of lightning. 

" Stri-i-ike one!" boomed the um-
pire. 

Spectators groaned loudly. 
" Stri-i-ike two-uh!" said the um-

pire, as Sam recoiled from one that 
perilously grazed his generous middle. 

Jeers, hisses, and razzberries com-
pelled him to stand up to the plate 
again. He waved his bat unconvinc-
ingly. 

Plunk! 
"Ugh!" grunted Private Jones, 

dropping his bat and doubling over 
agonizedly to clutch his midriff, which 
the pitched ball had tried unsuccess-
fully to penetrate. 

" I knew," muttered First Sergeant 
Topping grimly, albeit w-ith satisfac-
tion, " that that was bound to happen 
sooner or later. And I had a hunch 
that this would be the time." 

According to the rules of baseball, 
all players moved around a base. One 
came home, making the score five to 
five, and Private Jones went to first 
still tenderly rubbing his bruised stom-
ach. 

The next man up smacked a single. 
Unfortunately it was so placed that 
only one man was able to get home on 



.802 ARGOSY. 

it. And, for a miracle, Jones knew 
enough to scramble to second base and 
stay there. 

The next play was a vicious line 
drive, which came straight at the 
pitcher's head, and that surprised in-
dividual, in putting up his hands to 
protect himself, caught the ball, thus 
ending the disastrous first half of the 
ninth inning. 

The team of the first platoon now 
went into the field and picked up their 
gloves with grim, do-or-die expres-
sions on their faces. The score stood 
six to five in their favor, and they in-
tended that it should remain that way. 
It would—if Supply Sergeant Esk-
ridge's team could be held scoreless for 
the last half inning. 

The outfield situation, made preca-
rious by the awkward and hefty Pri-
vate Sam Jones playing center field, 
had been adjusted nicely, and had 
w o r k e d successfully so far. All 
through the game Sam had not put his 
hand on a ball. The right fielder and 
the left fielder, acting under instruc-
tions of Sergeant Topping, played 
closer to center field than was usual, 
and thus managed to cover between 
them that territory in addition to their 
own. 

With grim expressions not unlike 
those worn by the team in the field, the 
second platoon went to bat. 

THE first man up smacked a bounc-
ing grounder to third, which was 
juggled sufficiently to allow him 

time to reach first base safely. The 
second man died hard, going out on 
the third strike after three balls in suc-
cession had been called 011 him. 

The next player hit a long, high fly 
to the outfield, purposely directed at 
the t e r r i t o r y guarded by Private 
Jones. The direction, however, was a 

little off, and the ball veered sufficient-
ly to the left to enable the left fielder 
to make a magnificent running catch. 
The runner on first started for second, 
but suddenly changed his mind and re-
turned to first. 

There was a man on first base, and 
two outs, when Private Bottomly rose 
from the bench. The cheers of the 
crowd followed him as lie confidently 
advanced to home plate, his slender 
arms swinging three bats. 

" Make it good, Bott!" pleaded Sup-
ply Sergeant Eskridge. " Two outs, 
you know." 

" Don't worry !" replied * Bottomly, 
tossing the extra bats away. " I'm due 
for another home run—and I'm going 
to collect it now!" 

Sergeant Topping motioned his out-
fielders farther back. Private Jones, 
always anxious to please, went so far 
back that if one did not know it, he 
would have been surprised to learn that 
he was in the game at all. 

Bottomly took a firm grip on his 
club, smacked the rubber plate once 
with it, and dared the pitcher to put 
one over to him. 

There was no doubt that the pitcher 
was worried. The first ball he threw 
went wild, and it was only by a des-
perate leap that the catcher snared it. 

Bottomly grinned like a cat that has 
a mouse cornered, and waved his bat 
forward and back a couple of times. 

The pitcher took a chance, and with 
all his speed hurled the ball squarely 
across the plate. 

" Stri-i-ike one!" said the umpire. 
Bottomly only grinned and took a 

tighter grip on his bat. 
The next ball also was going to cut 

the plate, straight as a bullet, no curve, 
no drop. 

Bottomly swung viciously, but suc-
ceeded only in nicking the ball, which 
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rose over the grand stand and, soaring 
still higher, disappeared from sight 
over the top of Headquarters Build-
ing across the road. 

" No more balls," said the umpire 
in answer to the pitcher's questioning 
look. " We'll have to wait while some-
body chases after that one." 

" I knew it!" fumed Supply Ser-
geant Eskridge. " And this the cham-
pionship game, too!" 

While all were waiting impatient-
ly for the lost ball to be recovered, 
P r i v a t e Jones came galloping in 
breathlessly from his lonely center field 
position. 

" I got a ball!" he announced, tug-
ging at his hip pocket and finally pro-
ducing a battered but usable baseball. 

" Okay," said the umpire, taking it. 
" We'll use this. It's better than none, 
and m a y b e they'll never find the 
other." 

"Hey ! Just a minute!'' Private 
Bottomly hastened to the pitcher's 
mound. 

He snatched the baseball from the 
umpire's hand and then turned fu-
riously upon Jones. 

"Where did you get this ball?" he 
demanded. 

" Out of your locker," said Private 
Sam unconcernedly. " I saw it there 
this morning when the captain was in-
specting. I heard the supply sergeant 
say that we were likely to be short of 
balls, so I thought I'd pick it up and 
bring it along." 

" Oh, you did!" snarled Bottomly. 
He swung his bat as though he would 
have liked to annihilate the soldier be-
fore him. But a glint in Sam's eye 
stopped him in time. 

" What's wrong with the ball ?" de-
manded the umpire. " It isn't quite as 
good as what we've been using, but as 
far as I can see it's all right." 

He retrieved the ball -from Bottom-
ly's unwilling fingers and tossed it to 
the pitcher. 

" Play ball!" he commanded. 

WHICH left nothing for Bot-
tomly to do butTeturn to home 
plate, where he waited for the 

next ball to be served to him. 
It was not long in coming. There 

was a resounding crack as the speedy 
horsehide met wood. For an instant 
Bottomly stood beside the plate, sur-
prise mingled with apprehension on 
his face. It was as if hitting the ball 
had astonished him—as 'if he had 
meant to miss it. The next instant, 
however, he was tearing toward first 
base. 

The white sphere mounted higher 
into the blue sky, until it became a 
speck over center field. 

The right fielder and the left fielder, 
having judged the probable course of 
it, now turned about and began racing 
madly to the rear. However, it was 
plain to all on the field that their efforts 
were hopeless. 

There was one man who was back 
far enough to get under that ball— 
P r i v a t e Sam Jones—but his team-
mates knew that even if he were 
equipped with a bushel basket he 
would not catch it. 

Down, down dropped the ball. Bot-
tomly had rounded first and was kick-
ing up the dust on his way to second. 
His comrade on bases was almost to 
third. 

Manfully Private Jones stood his 
ground. Lijce one who knows fully 
that he is about to touch a high tension 
wire, he raised his big hands toward 
the ball, which was looming bigger 
than a balloon and rushing earthward 
with terrifying speed. 

He muffed it. The baseball went 
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through his hands like water through a 
sieve. 

The ball struck the ground, bounced 
high, came down again, and then went 
bounding vigorously along. 

Private Jones valiantly gathered his 
pounds together to give chase. Sud-
denly he heard a sound that chilled his 
blood. Barking joyously, a black and 
white dog, stubby tail erect, long ears 
flapping like flags, streaked past the 
center fielder, almost upsetting him. A 
frayed rope, streaming behind his ca-
nine friend like'a triumphant banner, 
told Private Sam the sad story. 

Ecstatic at his new-found freedom 
and doubtless thinking that the ball 
bounding a l o n g through the green 
grass was doing it for his especial 
benefit, the mutt seized it in his mouth. 

"Spotty! Go home!" shouted Pri-
vate Jones. 

For him, the game was forgotten. 
He thought only of his dog, his one 
true friend, appearing before the eyes 
of the world again—an appearance 
that meant death, according to the 
captain's orders. 

The dog sensed from the tone of his 
master's v o i c e that something was 
amiss. But what it was he did not dally 
to discover. As fast as his four short 
legs could carry him he lit out across 
the field and disappeared from sight. 
He neglected, however, to leave the 
ball behind him. 

Meanwhile, back in the infield, the 
umpire was m o t i o n i n g a cloudy-
visaged Bottomly back to second base, 
and a volubly objecting player from 
home to third. 

" Interfered-with ball," said the um-
pire. " I rule onlv two bases on the 
hit." 

After much vociferous argument on 
both sides, the game at last proceeded 
with the ball that had been recovered 

by that time from behind Headquar-
ters Building. 

And the next man up to bat for the 
second platoon struck out. 

" Gosh!" said First Sergeant Top-
ping shakily, wiping the perspiration 
from his forehead. " We'd have lost 
the game for sure if it hadn't been for 
that darned dog! If I ever saw a 
homer, that clout of Bottomly's was 
one!" 

A FTER the game Private Bottomly 
ended his vigorous, curse-filled 
search for Private Jones when 

he found that large individual, the un-
sung hero of the baseball series, sitting 
sadly and apprehensively on the steps 
of the tool shed behind the company 
barracks. •-

" Where," began Bottomly, suggest-
ively shaking the baseball bat he held 
in his hand, " is my ball?" 

Private Jones was too miserable to 
fight. But before he could make an an-
swer the screen d o o r of barracks 
opened to let out Captain Davidson 
and First Sergeant Topping. 

" Ha!" said the captain as he ap-
proached, He had caught a glimpse of 
Bottomly's threatening attitude, and 
the baseball bat. "What is the trouble 
here?" 

" I'm looking for a baseball I lost," 
said Bottomly, with obvious reluc-
tance. 

" Aw, forget it!" said the first ser-
geant. " You'll never find it again 
And by the time that dog gets through 
wi th it, it won't be no good no more 
anyhow." 

"Dog? Dog?" said Captain David-
son, pricking up his ears, " What dog ? 
Whose dog?" 

No one answered him right away. 
The officer finally snapped out testily, 
"What about the dog, I say?" 
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" Private Jones's dog, sir," said the 
first sergeant dutifully. 

The captain eyed Jones ominously. 
" I thought I told you to get rid of 

that animal!" 
" Y-yes, sir. I did, sir," replied Sam 

Jones, but his eyes failed to meet the 
captain's. 

Suddenly, from beneath the tool 
shed came a series of short,, eager 
barks. 

Private Jones's face paled. His own 
dog was calling him a liar! 

" Ha!" exclaimed the captain, bend-
ing a black look upon Jones. " Release 
the animal, sergeant." 

After much untying of weird knots 
and much pulling on the intricate sys-
tem of ropes Private Jones had used 
to secure Spotty once more, the first 
sergeant was at last able to seize the 
impatient animal by the scruff of the 
neck and drag him out. 

When Spotty came into light he was 
nonchalantly holding between his jaws 
a baseball, from which the cover had 
already been partially ripped. 

" Ha!" s a i d Captain Davidson. 
"Here is your ball, Bottomly!" He 
bent forward to take the damaged ar-
ticle from the dog's mouth. 

Bottomly extended an eager hand. 
Suddenly Captain Davidson exclaimed 
aloud and jerked the ball back. 

He pulled back the chewed and 
ripped horsehide cover. In a small 
cavity, which had been gouged out of 
the tightly wound twine, sparkled a 
diamond and a thin chain of platinum. 

The officer extracted the pendant 
and shook from it some pieces of 
putty-like substance, which had evi-
dently been used to wad the jewelry 
tightly into the baseball. 

" Your ball?" he snapped at the sul-
len Bottomly. 

T H E 

First Sergeant Topping was quick 
to nod his head. " His ball, captain," 
he answered for the scowling soldier. 

Meanwhile Spotty, not knowing 
that by revealing his hiding place he 
had sentenced himself to death, for-
gave the captain for stumbling over 
him that day in the orderly room and 
was jumping up on the captain's 
breeches in appealing overtures of 
friendship. 

The officer looked down silently at 
the animal and made no effort to pre-
vent the mutt from pawing his breech-
es, although the paws left definite and 
ineffaceable marks. Then the captain 
looked at Private Jones. 

The recovery of the diamond pen-
dant meant little to Sam. His thoughts 
were of Spotty, at whom he stared with 
sad eyes. 

" Private Jones," said the captain, 
" there is a corporal's vacancy in the 
company—which I think you'll just 
about fit." 

The officer turned to the first ser-
geant. 

" Topping, put this valuable pup on 
Company B's roster. Hereafter he will 
be k n o w n as Private Mutt—and 
respected as such. Give him a perma-
nent assignment to Corporal Jones's 
squad." 

"Yes, sir!" grinned the first ser-
geant. 

Captain Davidson glanced briefly at 
Private Bottomly. 

" Guardhouse," he said laconically. 
Then the captain strode into bar-

racks to prepare himself for a call at 
the Bradly home. 

The first sergeant marched his mut-
tering prisoner away, leaving behind 
the newly. created corporal happily 
hugging the only four-footed private 
in his squad. 
END. 
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Jan swung himself up on the ichthyosaur's scaly neck 

L E A D I N G U P T O T H I S I N S T A L L M E N T 

TALL, strong, and auburn-haired, 
the sixteen-year-old youth Jan 
had never seen a human being 

other than his kidnaper and evil genius, 
Dr. Bracken. That half-mad fiend, 
having been jilted by Jan's titian-
haired mother, Georgia Trevor, had 
stolen the boy shortly after birth. By 
sewing him in the skin of a baby chim-
panzee, Dr. Bracken had succeeded in 
getting a captive chimpanzee-mother, 
Chicma, to adopt the child as her own. 
A human being with an ape's mind— 
that was the revenge Dr. Bracken 
planned. 

But Jan and Chicma escaped from 
the menagerie in the Florida Ever-
glades and were picked up by a Vene 
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zuelan trading schooner just before 
the enraged and disappointed Dr. 
Bracken caught up with them. During 
a hurricane Jan, his chimpanzee foster-
mother, and a kindly Negro named 
Borno were washed ashore on the 
South American coast. Separated 
from Borno, Jan and Chicma struck 
into the jungle, where they lived for 
two years in a tree hut which Jan built 
near a waterfall. One day Jan wan-
dered near a rubber plantation just in 
time to rescue beautiful R a m o n a 
Suarez—the first girl he had ever seen 
—from a gigantic puma. They became 
good friends, and Ramona taught Jan 
the rudiments of English and natural 
history. Tan was especially fond of 
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pictures of animals, modern and pre-
historic, and liked to copy them. One 
day while using a pen and blue India 
ink, he discovered a way to tattoo on 
the palm of his hand an exact duplicate 
of a flower tattooed on Ramona's. 

Ramona was sent away to school in 
the United States. The disconsolate 
Jan spent his time exploring a great 
closed valley, a secret entrance to which 
he had found behind the waterfall near 
his hut. One day he and Chicma were 
captured there by a strange band of 
white men in golden armor, men of the 
Sect of Re. Jan escaped, but he was 
soon taken again, this time by a black-
robed fisherman, member of the Sat-
urn-worshiping Sect of Set, and was 
thrown into a black-walled enclosure 
with several hundred other prisoners. 

As weeks passed Jan struck up a 
warm friendship with a captive youth 
named Koh Kan, prince of a tribe of 
yellow-skinned w o r s h i p e r s of the 
Feathered Serpent, who told him that 
they were being held as a sacrifice to 
Sebek, a huge water-monster revered 
by their captors. A few days later a 
guard notified them that their time had 
come. 

Meanwhile the v e n g e f u l Dr. 
Bracken had picked up the trail of Jan 
and Chicma, and with Jan's parents 
had organized a party to comb the 
jungles for the missing pair—hoping 
in that way to hasten his revenge on 
the mother of Jan. 

CHAPTER XVII. 
A W A R M T R A I L . 

ON one of the long wooden docks 
that projected over the river in 
front of the Suarez hacienda, 

Don Fernando and Doha Isabella, as 
well as a score of their Indian servants, 

stood gazing intently downstream. To-
day Ramona was expected home from 
her first year of school in the United 
States. A servant had just come dash-
ing up to the house to announce that 
the boats were coming. 

After gazing for a brief interval, 
Don Fernando removed his slim cigar 
from between his lips and said to his 
wife: 

" The mozo was wrong. Those are 
not our canoes." 

" But they must be," insisted Dona 
Isabella. " Who else could be coming 
this way with so many boats?" 

The don shrugged. 
" Explorers, perhaps, or a party of 

hunters. We'll soon see." 
There were six canoes in all, most 

of them smaller than the six sent out 
by Don Fernando in charge of Felipe 
Fuez, his foreman, with orders to meet 
and bring Ramona and her governess. 

As the first canoe drew near to the 
dock, the don carefully scanned the 
faces of its occupants. Besides the four 
Indian paddlers it contained two white 
men—one a swarthy Venezuelan with 
a small, pointed mustache, the other a 
lean, bearded man wearing a pith hel-
met and khaki, who might be an 
American or an Englishman. In the 
second boat rode two more people with 
pith helmets and khaki clothing. One 
was a broad-shouldered, clean-shaven, 
athletic-looking fellow who appeared 
to be in his middle thirties; the other 
was a woman, somewrhat younger and 
quite comely, whose curls glinted au-
burn in the reflected sunbeams that 
danced up from the river. The other 
four boats contained Indian paddlers 
and luggage. 

The first canoe came up beside the 
dock. Its gunwale was seized by will-
ing hands, steadied. 

The don and dona were smiling and 
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gracious now, masking their disap-
pointment at not seeing Ramona, that 
they might welcome the strangers with 
fitting cordiality. 

When the first two stood on the dock 
the bearded man took the initiative. 

" I am Dr. Bracken, Don Fernando," 
he said in Spanish. 

" I am honored, sctior," replied the 
don, " Dona Isabella, may I present 
Dr. Bracken?" 

" An honor and a pleasure," mur-
mured the doctor, when the dona had 
acknowledged the introduction. " May 
I present Captain Santos? 

" My other companions speak very 
little Spanish," he added then. " Per-
mit me to translate for you." 

" Hardly necessary," smiled the 
don. " I'm a Harvard man, and the 
doha attended Lake Forest University. 
.We first met in the States at a football 
game." 

'"Splendid!" replied the doctor. 
" Then the introductions will be in 
English." 

And so they were. Dona Isabella 
and Mrs. Trevor soon found much in 
common, due to the former's residence 
in the States. 

SUDDENLY there came a cry from 
an Indian at the end of the dock. 

" More canoes coming!" 
Don Fernando looked down the 
river. Two had rounded the bend. A 
third was just nosing into sight. 

" Vila!" he cried. " Our boats!" 
" It's our daughter, Ramona," ex-

plained Dona Isabella. 
The first canoe came on swiftly, out-

distancing the others. It glided toward 
the pier, propelled by the don's best 
paddlers, and steered by Ruiz himself, 
a big fellow with a snow-white mus-
tache and goatee. He deftly guided it 
to the clock amid shouts of welcome. 

As many willing hands steadied the 
boat, Ramona stood up, leaped lightly 
out, ran into the arms of Dona Isa-
bella, kissed and hugged Don Fer-
nando. There were tears of joy in the 
eyes of all three. The don held her 
away from him, admiring her proudly. 

" How you have grown, my little 
one! And how stunning you look in 
those ' flapper ' clothes!" 

Many other pairs of eyes also ad-
mired the trim little figure, the lustrous 
dark eyes and hair, and the skin of milk 
and roses. The usually half-closed orbs 
of Captain Santos opened wide and 
he gasped involuntarily. As his eyes 
drank in Ramona's youthful loveliness, 
passion flamed suddenly in his breast, 
was reflected in the flush that mounted 
to his' throbbing temples. Suddenly 
self-conscious and fearful lest he had 
been noticed, he tore his eyes away 
and fumbled for a cigarette. Not until 
he had lighted it did he cast a furtive 
glance around him. No one, it seemed, 
had observed him. With a sigh of re-
lief, he exhaled a cloud of blue smoke. 

But there was one who had seen, 
and understood fully. Dr. Bracken, 
outwardly unmoved, was imvardlv 
gloating. For many days he had been 
looking for a rope with which to bind 
Santos to his cause. Now it was re-
vealed to him as plainly as if the cap-
tain had spoken his thoughts aloud. 

Fussing like a brooding hen, the 
short and rotund duenna, Senora Sole-
dade, was on the dock now. 

Dona Isabella was introducing Ra-
mona and Georgia Trevor. The girl 
started perceptibly as she clasped the 
hand of the auburn-haired woman and 
for the first time had a good look at 
her features. 

"What is wrong?" asked the older 
woman. 

" It's—it's nothing at all. You look 
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wonderful. You remind me strangely 
of some one else." 

Don Fernando gave some crisp 
orders about the luggage. The Indians 
scrambled to obey, and the party 
moved toward the house. 

According to Don Fernando's code, 
it would have been very bad taste to 
ask the purpose of his guests' expedi-
tion. _ The subject did not come up un-
til all had gathered for dinner. 

" I'm curious to know," said Georgia 
Trevor to Ramona, " about this person 
who so greatly resembles me." 

" His name is Jan," replied Ramona, 
" and he is only a little older than I. 
He once rescued me from a puma." 

The effect of this statement on the 
four guests was electric. The eyes of 
Santos narrowed slightly. Dr. Bracken 
retained perfect control of his fea-
tures, but he could not prevent the sud-
den pallor that spread over them at the 
mention of Jan's name. Harry 
Trevor's face showed his intense in-
terest; that of his wife, sudden hope. 

" Slightly o l d e r than you—re-
sembling me!" she cried. " Harry, it 
must be our boy! He would be nine-
teen now. Tell me more about him, 
my dear—tell me all about him!" 

With flashing eyes, Ramona related 
the story of her rescue. Her descrip-
tion of Jan was so favorable that her 
hero worship was obvious to all. She 
said nothing about her frequent meet-
ings with him, although she hoped to 
resume them. Don Fernando had 
given his opinion of Jan quite plainly. 

"For Dios!" exclaimed the captain. 
" That ees him, all right! Ees wan 
dangerous hombre, too. I tai' you. Me, 
I rather meet the hongry puma, any 
time." 

" He's dangerous only to those who 
would harm him," flashed Ramona. 
" I am not afraid to meet him." 

" I feel," interposed Harry Trevor, 
" that we owe our host and hostess an 
explanation. If you don't mind, my 
dear "—with a look at his wife—" I'll 
begin at the beginning and tell them 
why we have come into the South 
American jungles." 

She nodded assent, and while all 
listened in rapt attention, and with 
varying emotions, he related the entire 
tale. The don and dona were sympa-
thetic, eager to help. Ramona hoped 
that these people, whom she had begun 
to like very much, would really prove 
to be Jan's'parents. 

After dinner coffee, liqueurs and 
cigars were served on the terrace that 
overlooked the patio, and quite early 
every one retired. 

THE rooms of Dr. Bracken and the 
captain were opposite each other. 
As they walked down the hall to-

gether, the doctor invited Santos in for 
a chat. Santos sat xlown and lit a cig-
arette while the doctor softly closed 
the door. After listening for a mo-
ment, he returned and flung himself 
into a chair. 

" It's about time, captain," the doc-
tor said evenly, " that you and I came 
to a complete understanding. I'm not 
going to beat around the bush. You 
want to make money, don't you ?" 

" Si," 
" And to-day you saw something 

which you want even more than 
money." 
, " I don't gat you." ; 

" Yes you do. I wasn't blind to-
day, Santos, when we stood on the pier 
as a certain party arrived. Now, sup-
pose I am willing to help you realize 
your desire. Would you be willing to 
help me realize a certain wish of my 
own? To work with me and keep 
your mouth shut ?" 
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" Si, sen or. I work to beat haP and 
keep the mouth shut tight." 

" Fine! Now what do you suppose 
would happen if you were to go to Don 
Fernando and propose marriage with 
his young daughter?" 

" Planty!" 
" Yes. He'd kick you out of the 

house. Now suppose you were to ap-
proach the daughter and suggest that 
she elope with you?" 

The captain shrugged. 
" Who knows what a woman will 

jlo, sciior?" 
" You know and I know that she is 

not likely to consider the plea of a 
stranger twice her age when she is in 
love with a handsome youth." 

" So I theenk you right. She's craz' 
about that keed, for sure." 

" Now where do you come in ? What 
are your plans? You probably intend 
to steal that child, run away with her 
at the first opportunity. You will try 
to force marriage upon her—break 
down her will. If you succeed you will 
be the husband of the heiress to the 
Suarez millions. Sooner or later her 
people would take her back, and you 
with her. Suppose, on the other hand, 
that she would not marry you under 
any consideration. You could demand, 
and probably get a princely ransom. 
Failing in this, you would still have 
the girl—and to you, she herself would 
be worth the ransom of a grandee. Am 
I right?" 

" If so, what then?" 
" Simply this: I want to find Jan at 

once and keep him away from this 
house, until it fits certain plans that I 
have to bring him here. I don't want 
his parents or their friends to hear of 
his capture. If you are willing to help 
me and say nothing, I'll be glad to do 
the same for you. Well, what do you 
say?" 

" I say, ' O. K.,' amigo. I'm weeth 
you till the cow7 goes home." 

CHAPTER XVIII. 
A D E A T H H O L I D A Y . 

AGREAT crowd filled the open-air 
Temple of Sebek, a circular 
amphitheater near the g r e a t 

black Temple of Set. Word had gone 
forth that two unusual sacrifices would 
go into the capacious maw of the great 
fish-reptile Sebek this day—a prince of 
the House of Kan, and a strange white 

c 

savage. 
Not only were many black-robed 

priests present, and black-armored 
warriors, but there were also nobles of 
the order of Set, with their black 
cloaks, in special seats reserved for 
them. In other sections were trades-
men, artisans, artists, scribes, musi-
cians and - laborers. Although their 
costumes varied greatly in pattern and 
richness, all wore black, which iden-
tified them as the followers of Set. No 
women or children were present. 

On a raised platform of black 
marble stood Samsu, High Priest of 
Set and cousin of the Emperor Mena, 
in his sacrificial robes and ornaments. 
His p a s t y , skull-like countenance 
turned slowly from side to side, and 
his small snaky eyes sparkled with sat-
isfaction as he noted how vast an audi-
ence had gathered to view this special 
sacrifice. 

The feeding of Sebek was a daily 
rite at the sun's zenith, and was there-
fore so common that when ordinary 
prisoners were sacrificed no one at-
tended except those priests and war-
riors whose presence was commanded. 
But it was not often that Sebek feasted 
on royalty, and the white savage was a 
distinct novelty. 
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The High Priest looked down at the 
monster, a gigantic ichthyosaur, swim-
ming back and forth in the deep pool, 
the surface of which was about ten feet 
below the bottom tier of seats. Sebek 
was always hungry, and unusually ac-
tive whenever his feeding time drew 
near. The jewel-studded gold rings in 
his ears and nostrils clattered as he 
reared his monstrous head from the 
water, snorting and snapping his jaws, 
which bristled with sharp teeth and 
were large enough to take in a grown 
man at a single gulp. 

Then Samsu looked over at the two 
youths who stood on a slab of black-
stone opposite him. that hung out over 
the pool. The white man, whose sole 
"garment was a ragged piece of jaguar 
skin, was gazing down into the pool, 
watching the movements of the mon-
ster with apparent interest, but with no 
"signs of fear. The yellow prince, who 
wore the royal red of the House of 
Kan. stood stiffly erect, his gaze 
haughty, fearless. Behind them was a 
closed door, fitted snugly flush with the 
edges of the smooth wall. At a signal 
from the High Priest, the polished slab 
on which they stood would tilt straight 
downward. 

Jan looked up from his examination 
"of the creature in the pool. 

" A mighty monster, this Sebek," he 
said to Koh. 

" And terrible," replied Koh, speak-
ing softly so he would not be over-
heard. " Think of the number of people 
that slimy monster has eaten in its long 
lifetime! And we, too, now go to our 
destiny by way of that filthy maw. See 
how the Black Ones have gathered, like 
buzzards around the dead! It will soon 
be over, friend Jan. Samsu has taken 
the mallet, and is squinting at the sun. 
At the third stroke of the gong, we 
drop." 

" Then listen to me, and act quick-
ly," replied Jan. " The pool has an in-
let and an outlet.̂  The inlet is at our 
right, the outlet at our left. Look down 
at the outlet now. Fix its position in 
your mind. Don't wait for the third 
stroke of the gong. Dive as soon as 
you hear the first, straight toward that 
outlet. Remain under water and swim 
into it. The monster has made the pool 
turbid with its movements, so you will 
not be seen. When you are deep in the 
outlet so no one can see you, rise and 
turn on your back. Thus you may 
breathe in the narrow air space at the 
top and swim out to freedom. The 
monster is too large to follow you 
through the opening." 

" But what of you?" questioned 
Koh. " Will you come with me?" 

" Later," replied Jan. 
" I refuse to go if you intend to sac-

rifice yourself to save me," said Koh. 
" Do as I say!" insisted Jan. " It is 

the only hope for both of us. Get 
ready. The High Priest is about to 
strike." 

SAMSU struck the great gong that 
hung behind him. It responded 
with a booming, metallic note. To 

the surprise of all present, the bodies 
of the two youths flashed outward 
from the slab in a simultaneous, grace-
ful dive. Before the second note had 
boomed forth, both were under water. 

As Jan and Koh had dived in oppo-
site directions, the monster was con-
fused for a moment, not knowing 
which way to turn. Koh, in accordance 
with his instructions, swam straight 
for the outlet, remaining beneath the 
surface. But Jan, who had dived be-
neath the monster's belly, came up be-
side it, and to the intense amazement 
of the spectators, grasped one of the 
bejeweled rings that hung from the 
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rim of Sebek's short ear. Then he 
swung himself up on its scaly back, 
just behind the head. 

This unexpected trick was greeted 
with cries of astonishment from the 
spectators, and with frantic efforts on 
the part of the ichthyosaur to unseat 
its rider. But as it threshed about, 
Jan gripped the immense neck with his 
thighs and clung to an earring with 
each hand. 

The spectators were getting far 
more entertainment than they had ex-
pected. 

Presently the monster dived. In a 
few moments it emerged, riderless, 
with blood streaming from its eye 
sockets, dyeing the water a pale crim-
son. As the multitude cried out in hor-
ror at this sacrilege, it began swim-
ming blindly in a circle. Of the two 
intended victims they could see no 
trace. 

As soon as the great fish-lizard had 
plunged beneath the water with Jan, 
he had put into effect the plan which 
had come to him when he saw its great 
resemblance to an alligator. He had 
plunged his fingers into its eyes. 

Then he kicked himself away from 
the great bulk and swam toward the 
south wall. Following this, he ex-
plored with his hands until he came to 
the mouth of the outlet. Into this he 
plunged. After a tew swift strokes, he 
rose to the surface, turned on his back, 
and drew great sobbing breaths of air 
into his aching lungs. 

He swam in total darkness for a 
long time, despite the fact that the 
swift current and his own efforts were 
carrying him rapidly forward. It was 
with great relief that he finally saw a 
faint light ahead. Increasing his ef-
forts, Jan shot out of the culvert into 
the sluggish current of a broad river. 
Quickly turning over, he gained the 

bank with half a dozen stout strokes 
and, seizing an overhanging root, drew 
himself up, dripping and triumphant. 

IN front of him the bushes parted and 

Koh emerged, his finger to his lips. 
Faintly Jan heard the sound of 

voices, the clank of armor and weap-
ons, and the thunderous tread of great 
beasts, mingled with their occasional 
hoarse bellowings. Together, the two 
fugitives crouched in the shelter of the 
bushes. 

" A hunting party of the Golden 
Ones," whispered Koh. " They will 
soon pass." 

They crouched there breathlessly 
while the sounds grew alarmingly 
louder. Presently, however, they be-
gan to recede, and were lost in the dis-
tance. 

" They've gone," said Jan. " And 
now7, friend Koh, our paths lie in dif-
ferent directions. You will want to 
get back to Temukan as soon as pos-
sible. I go to Satmu to rescue Chicma." 

" Come to Temukan with me, my 
friend," pleaded Koh. " You can't 
hope to rescue Chicma from the very 
palace of the Emperor. First there is 
the river to cross. The bridges are 
guarded night and day. You have no 
boat, and if you swim there are man-
eating monsters in the stream which 
can't be eluded so easily as the clumsy 
Sebek. 

" Even if you succeed in reaching 
the island, so well guarded are the city 
walls and the palace itself that you 
can't hope to penetrate both without 
being either killed or captured. And 
you might as well be killed outright as 
captured, because if they take you 
alive, your death will only be a matter 
of a few days. Besides, if Samsu 
learns of your capture, he is sure to 
demand you from his imperial cousin, 
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Mena, so he may torture and slay you 
as a punishment for what you have 
done to-day. He would probably give 
half his wealth to have you in his pow-
er right now. 

" But even if you are captured and 
Samsu does not hear of it, you can't 
expect a much kinder fate from the 
Emperor. He will have you entered in 
the games, where human prisoners are-
forced to fight each other or huge and 
terrible beasts, some of which have 
been brought in from that place of hor-
rors, the pit of mud. Not one prison-
er in a hundred escapes the games 
alive. Come with me to the city of 
my father, the city which I will some 
day rule. Wealth, power, lands, slaves 
—everything you could wish shall be 
yours/' 

" I would like to go with you, my 
comrade," replied Jan. " But my duty 
calls me to Satmu, and that is where I 
am going." 

" Well, then," said Koh. "I ' l l go 
with you." 

" To meet all those dangers for a 
cause that does not concern you? I 
can't permit it!" 

" I owe you my life," replied Koh. 
" Surely you will allow me to pay part 
of the debt! Besides, I will enjoy the 
adventure. With my knowledge of the 
country and people you will have a 
much better chance for success, too." 

" As you will," said Jan, reluctantly. 
" Now," said Koh, " if we swim the 

river the chances are ten to one that we 
will not get across alive. If we should 
elude the monsters that live in it, we 
would be seen and captured by boat-
men. But if we search along the bank 
we are very likely to find a boat which 
we can steal under cover of darkness, 
and which will take us across in safety. 
While we are looking for the boat we 
may find something to eat." 

" There is wisdom in your words," 
said Jan. " Let us search for food and 
a boat." 

CHAPTER XIX. 
T H E R I V E R O F M O N S T E R S . 

A T fir st .1 they w e r e undecided 
whether to go up the river to the 
west, or down the river to the 

east. Behind them to the north was 
the Temple of Set, with its cluster of 
buildings and its background of pyra-
mid-shaped mausoleums. The main 
temple housed the High Priest, his 
black-robed assistants and attendants, 
and his black-armored warriors. 

In a group of smaller buildings lived 
the tradesmen, artisans and laborers, 
comprising a small village with its 
market place. And in a tiny cluster of 
hovels near the Temple of Sebek were 
the despised handlers of the dea'd—the 
embalmers, who spent their lives 
segregated from other men. They had 
no intercourse with others except to 
receive the bodies intended for the 
burial grounds of Set, and to return 
the embalmed mummies to the temple 
attendants, who placed them in the 
caskets. 

The nobles of Set lived in baronial 
castles scattered about the country 
north of the temple, where peasants 
toiled in fields and tended flocks. Koh 
had explained these things to Jan, so 
both knew that it would be extremely 
dangerous for them to venture north, 
away from the river. 

Across the river to the south was the 
magnificent City of Satmu, capital of 
the empire. It was in the center of an 
island about five miles by ten, rimmed 
by marshes and a circle of rolling, 
partly wooded areas. Four immense 
arch bridges connected the island with 
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the mainland to the north, south, east 
and west, each bridge guarded by a 
small fortress. The city itself was 
circular, and about three miles in 
diameter. From where they stood on 
the river bank the two fugitives could 
see its north wall, and beyond that its 
gayly colored roof tops, its towers, 
domes and minarets. 

Standing in the center of the city, 
and dominating the scene with its 
great size and magnificence was the 
Imperial Palace, its central dome of 
polished gold reflecting the rays of the 
afternoon sun with dazzling brilliance, 

SINCE the north bridge lay only a 
mile to the east of them, Koh and 
Jan decided to go toward the 

west. They had not gone far when the 
jungle-trained Jan suddenly caught his 
companion by the arm and cautioned 
silence. Koh could hear or see nothing 
at first, but presently he heard the 
rustle of small animals through the 
undergrowth and the patter of their 
little feet. Jan had not heard them 
much sooner than his friend, but his 
delicately attuned nostrils had caught 
their scent long before the sound was 
audible. 

Motioning to Koh to remain where 
he was, Jan swiftly and noiselessly 
swung himself up into the tangle of 
branches and lianas above. In less 
than a minute he was directly above a 
herd of small, spotted animals, none of 
them much bigger than a full-grown 
fox, and bearing a singular resem-
blance to the horses which he had seen 
on some of the plantations that fringed 
his jungle. Their scent, too, was singu-
larly like that of horses. He remem-
bered having seen a picture of one of 
these creatures in Ramona's book of 
extinct animals. It was called an 
eohippus, and she had told him it was 

the earliest known ancestor of the 
horse. 

Jan knew at a glance that the little 
beasts were not so dangerous as car-
nivorous beasts their size might have 
been, t>ut still they might attack in mass 
if he should drop among them. Pcc-
caries had done that several tunes, 
wounding him severely with their 
sharp teeth and hoofs and forcing him 
to take refuge in the trees, despite the 
fact that he was armed. And now he 
had no weapons whatever. But they 
must have meat. 

Singling out his intended victim, Jan 
suddenly launched himself through the 
air with a throaty roar like that of an 
attacking puma, a sound which usually 
paralyzes the prey for an instant. As 
he alighted beside the little beast, Jan 
clutched it around the neck, while the 
rest of the herd, squealing with fright, 
splashed up the bank and plunged into 
the undergrowth. 

With a deft twist, Jan broke the neck 
of the prize. Then he swung it over 
his shoulder and walked back to where 
Koh waited for him. 

" Here's our meat," he said, and 
proudly displayed his kill. 

" But we have no knife to cut it 
with, and no fire," objected Koh. 

" What of that?" asked Jan. " W e 
haye our teeth and hands. The meat 
is fresh and good. Cooking would 
only spoil it." 

He tore off a foreleg and handed it, 
still dripping with warm blood, to his 
companion. Then he tore off another, 
and peeling back the hide as an ape 
peels a banana, began devouring the 
tender flesh with gusto. Koh, the deli-
cately nurtured prince of an ancient 
civilization, held the gory portion 
handed him as if it had been a burning: 
brand, and watched Jan with wonder 
and a tinge of horror. 
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" By the long red feathers of Kan!" 
he exclaimed. " I have heard that the 
hairy ones, the man-apes who live in 
the caves, so devour their meat, but 
never have I seen nor heard of a man 
eating it thus." 

" And never," said Jan, " have I 
tasted such sweet and delicious meat. 
Try it." 

" I'll starve first," said Koh, and 
flung his portion to the ground. 

JAN made no reply, but continued 
eating, squatting on his haunches 
and gazing out over the river to-

ward the distant golden dome where 
he hoped to find and rescue Chicma. 
Presently a small sailing vessel hove 
into view. It had a single, lateen sail 
of golden yellow hue, in the center of 
which was painted a coat of arms. 
There were three men in the boat, and 
a pile of recently slain water birds. 

" The emperor's fowlers," whis-
pered Koh. " That is one of the boats 
that supplies the imperial table with 
the birds that inhabit the marshes." 

" How do they kill them ?" asked 
Jan. seeing no weapons in evidence. 

" With throwing sticks," replied 
Koh. " See, each man has a small pile 
of curved sticks beside him. I have 
heard that the emperor himself some-
times hunts thus, for the sport of the 
thing." 

As Koh watched Jan, eating with 
apparent relish, his hunger increased. 
Finally it overcame his scruples, and 
he picked up the leg which he had cast 
away so disdainfully. Following Jan's 
example, he first peeled back a portion 
of the skin. Then he shut his eyes, 
and tearing off a bite, quickly chewed 
and swallowed it. Much to his sur-
prise, he really liked it. 

By this time Jan had devoured most 
of the meat on his portion, and was 

gnawing the gristly parts of the joints, 
which he swallowed with relish. Then 
he cracked the bones between his 
strong teeth and ate the marrow for 
dessert. These things he had learned 
to do by watching the carnivores of 
the jungle, and having once tried them, 
had found them to his liking. 

Having satisfied his hunger, Jan 
went down to the river to wash his face 
and hands, and to drink. Then he re-
turned, and with that feeling of con-
tentment which follows a satisfying 
and tasty meal, lay down to doze in 
the speckled shade and to wait for Koh 
to finish. For the first'time since his 
capture by the black-robes, life was 
once more worth living. 

Koh was not long about finishing his 
meal. When he had washed and drunk 
at the river, Jan sprang to his feet and 
slung the remains of his kill over his 
shoulder. They started off along the 
river bank to the west. 

The sloping, jungle-draped shore 
gradually gave way to a steeper and 
more rocky formation, where the veg-
etation, except for a narrow fringe of 
willows and oleanders at the water's 
edge, was quite sparse. Soon they were 
picking their way among fallen bowl-
ders and rock fragments at the base of 
a steep bluff. 

Suddenly Jan, who was in the lead, 
stopped and sniffed the air apprehen-
sively. Koh came to a halt behind 
him, peering around his shoulder in an 
attempt to learn the cause for his un-
easiness. 

But the cause announced itself with 
unexpected and terrifying suddenness. 
For, with a terrific roar that rolled 
across the river valley, a great shaggy 
creature crept from a cave mouth 
about ten feet above Jan's head, and 
with its claws a-spread and white teeth 
gleaming, tensed to launch its mighty 
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bulk through the air straight for the 
startled youths. 

CHAPTER XX. 
M A N - H U N T . 

THE morning after his arrival at 
the hacienda, Dr. Bracken was 
astir bright and early. After 

drinking a cup of coffee and declining 
all items of breakfast which the ob-
sequious butler suggested, he lighted 
a black stogie and strolled outdoors. 
The sun was rising with a blaze of 
glory, swiftly dissipating the mists that 
hung over the river, and promising an 
exceptionally warm day. 

As the doctor made his way toward 
the huts where his Indians were quar-
tered, he caugdit sight of a familiar 
figure standing on the dock and gazing 
out over the river—Captain Santos. 
He immediately turned his steps in that 
direction. 

Santos looked around as a board 
creaked beneath the doctor's tread. 

" Ah, g o o d morning, captain!" 
•greeting the doctor. " Up early, I see." 

" St. Eet was no use to stay in bed. 
I could not sleep wan weenk all night. 
I 'ave fall' een love to beat hal'. I can't 
sleep, I can't eat, for theenk about that 
keed." 

" The best thing you can do," said 
the doctor, " is to snap out of it muy 
pronto, and work with me. Now— 
how many of our Indians can we trust 
with this work, provided they are well 
paid?" 

Santos grinned. " W e can trust any 
of them—eef well paid." 

" Then here's the plan: We have 
thirty Indians, all told. I gather that 
this wild boy is somewhere in the 
jungles to the south of here. I think I 
know where to find him and how to 

capture him. After he is caught, I 
must have a place to keep him until I 
am ready to bring him here. 

" So we'll split into three searching 
' parties. We'll allot ten men to Trevor, 
and let him go to the north, where he'll 
be quite sure not to find Jan. You will 
take ten men and head east, while I go 
south with the other ten. Instead of 
continuing east, however, you will 
circle southward until you strike my 
trail. I'll wait for you at my first 
camp. Then I'll show you where I 
want you to build my little prison. 
We'll make a secret base camp on the 
spot, and we'll take Jan there." ; 

" Your plans, sefior, are good for 
your own ends. What about mine?" 

" I was coming to that. Once we 
get Jan we'll see that a message from 
him reaches the girl, asking her to meet 
him at a certain place. She'll go. We'll 
have two Indians there to persuade her 
to go the rest of the way—to our camp. 
If something goes wrong with our 
plans, we'll kill the Indians for at-
tempted abduction. Their comrades 
will not knpw they have been paid to 
do this work, and dead men tell no 
tales." 

" Senor," said Santos, admiringly, 
" you 'ave wan damn' good head. 
What you say, I do." 

" Good! Get your three parties or-
ganized, and I'll go and fix things with 
Trevor." 

DR. BRACKEN found the Trevors 
breakfasting with the don and 
dona. He outlined his plan to 

them, and all were in hearty accord 
with it. Don Fernando offered to take 
ten of his own men and search the 
country to the west, across the river, 
though Jan had never been known to 
Hunt in that part of the jungle, and 
that was agreed -upon. 

6 A 
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By ten o'clock the four bands were appear. A " hypo " bullet in the arm 

ready to march. Farewells wTere being or leg would put him to sleep for sev-
said. The two women were saying eral hours. When he awakened he 
good-by to their husbands, while the would be in the doctor's power, 
doctor and Ramona stood a little way As for abducting Ramona, Dr. 
off. Bracken had no intention of carrying 

Suddenly, to Dr. Bracken's surprise, out this part of the bargain with his 
she turned to him and said in a low confederates. He could easily dispose 
voice: of Santos in the jungle, and return to 

" I'll tell you something, doctor, if the hacienda with the report that the 
you will promise not to tell any one." captain had been killed by a native's 

1' Eh? Of course I'll promise, blow-gun dart. 
scnorita." The doctor was in an excellent hu-

She came closer. " It's about Jan. mor when* about an hour before sun-
I believe I can tell you where to find set, he bade his Indians halt and make 
him. You see, my father and mother camp. He had finished his evening 
don't know that he came to see me meal and lighted a stogie when Santos 
many times after he saved me from the and his Indians marched into camp, 
puma. But I do so want you to find The two bands camped together that 
him and bring him back 1" night, and together went forward on 

" I'll find him, never fear," replied the following day, and for two days 
the doctor, " even if I have to devote thereafter. Then, as night was draw-
my whole life to it. What was it you ing near, Dr. Bracken heard the roar 
were going to say?" of a waterfall. Bidding the Indians 

" He told me," said Ramona, " that stop where they were and make camp, 
he lived in a tree hut, four days' jour- lie took Santos forward with him. Be-
ney to the south. It is beside a deep fore he left, he loaded his rifle with a 
pool that is beneath a waterfall. Your hypo cartridge and ordered the captain 
chimpanzee is there, also. That is all to do the same. 
I know, but it may help." 

" I t will help a lot" the doctor as- ' T ' H E Y located the waterfall about 
sured her, " and I am deeply grateful J[ a half mile away. Looking up-
to you for confiding in me. You may ward, the doctor, with a grin of 
rest assured that your confidence has triumph, saw Jan's tree house, 
not been misplaced. And now the " Wait here and keep out of sight," 
others are ready, so I will say good- ordered the doctor, " while I go for-
by." ward to investigate. If the man or the 

The doctor smiled grimly to himself ape shows up, shoot for an arm or leg." 
as he led his band of Indians away. He handed the captain several extra 
This was going to be easier than he hypo cartridges and walked over he-
had anticipated. In one of his packs neath Jan's tree. Beneath it he found 
was a case of hypodermic needle car- many nutshells, the dried remains of 
tridges, such as he had used for cap- orange, pineapple and banana skins, 
turing wild animals in Africa. After and a number of gnawed bones. The 
finding Jan's tree, all he would need to appearance of these remains convinced 
do would be to camp near it, out of him that neither Jan nor the ape had 
sight, and wait for the young man to been in the tree for several months. 

1 A 
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He accordingly laid his rifle on the 
grass, and climbed the tree. Perspiring 
in every pore and breathing heavily, he 
presently reached the lowest limb and 
drew himself up on it. 

A single glance into the interior of 
the hut convinced him that it had not 
been used for some time. With great 
curiosity, he examined Jan's collection 
of native weapons, ornaments, clothing 
and hides. Careful woodsman that he 
was, he looked also for evidence that 
would convince him beyond any doubt 
that this was Jan's hut. With the aid 
of his flash light he found it, clinging 
to the bark of the tree trunk—chim-
panzee hair, auburn human hair, and 
the hair rubbed from the jaguar skin 
garments with which Borno had 
clothed both of them. 

He was about to leave when he no-
ticed something else—a piece of note-

' book paper projecting from beneath a 
badly cured jaguar skin. Quickly lift-
ing the pelt, he saw many more pieces 
of paper and a stubby, much-chewed 
pencil. The papers were covered with 
pencil drawings, crude but showing 
marks of talent, and with much child-
ish printing, all in capital letters. In it 
he found many names aqd descriptions 
of animals, both prehistoric and ex-
isting, evidently copied from natural 
histories. He also found the sentence 
written over and over: " Jan likes 
Ramona." 

Pocketing one of the papers and 
replacing the skin over the others, the 
doctor, quite satisfied with his discov-
eries, c l i m b e d down the tree once 
more. Picking up his rifle, he walked 
over to where Santos awaited him. 

" I've found his lair," he said. 
" Some day, if he is alive, he is sure to 
return to it. We'll build a blind, here 
at the edge of the jungle, and post a 
good marksman in it night and day, 

with a rifle and plenty of hypo car-
tridges. While we're waiting for the 
lad to return we can be building our 
cell and our permanent camp." 

" You are sure this ees the right 
place?" 

" Positive. Look here." The doctor 
extracted the folded note paper from 
his pocket and handed it to Santos. 

" So! What ees this? A beeg homp-
backed lizard weeth teeth on his back 
and horns on his tail. ' Stegosaurus,' 
eet say onderneath." 

" A prehistoric reptile," said the 
doctor. " Jan must have copied it from 
one of Ramona's books." 

" Mil demoniosl You theenk he steal 
her book? Eet say here, too, ' Jan likes 
Ramona.' Carramba! I geeve him a 
real bullet if I catch him fool around 
her!" 

" If you give him anything but a 
hypo bullet before I'm through with 
him, it will be just too bad for you," 
warned the doctor, snatching the paper 
from his hand. " When I have finished 
with him you can chop him in little 
pieces, for all I care, but not before. 
Sabcf 

" Si, scrior, I onderstand. But after 
that he better look out, I tai' you." 

Darkness came on with the sudden-
ness common to the tropics just as they 
got to camp, so nothing more could be 
done that day. 

EARLY the next morning the doc-
tor left minute instructions with 
Santos for the construction of the 

jail cell and permanent camp, and took 
two Indians with him to build the blind 
near the tree hut. 

Having finished the blind, the doc-
tor left the two Indians on guard 
there, promising to send two more that 
night to relieve them. Each was armed 
with a rifle containing a hypo car-
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tridge, and ordered to shoot only for 
the arm or leg. 

A week later the permanent camp 
was completed. There wras a cabin for 
the doctor and Santos, in one end of 
which a small room was partitioned 
off by means of stout wooden bars. 
This the doctor called his carcel, or 
jail, and it-was here that he intended 
to imprison Jan until he should be 
ready to take part in the terrible cli-
max to his revenge which he had 
planned and toward which end his life, 
since the birth of the boy, had been 
devoted with a fervor worthy of a bet-
ter cause. 

There was also a bunk house and 
cook shack for the Indians. 

But while all this was taking place, 
Santos was doing a certain amount of 
planning in the furtherance of his own 
ends. It was not necessary, he thought, 
to capture Jan in order to entice Ra-
mona away from the hacienda. This 
could easily be done by sending'her a 
short note imitating Jan's writing. 

Without broaching his plan to the 
doctor, whom he knew would frown 
on it because it might interfere with 
his own scheme, Santos took two of 
his Indians into his confidence, offer-
ing each an immense sum of money 
for his part in the crime. Soon it would 
be necessary to send some one back to 
the hacienda for supplies, and when 
this time came he meant to detail his 
two accomplices for the work. 

CHAPTER XXI. 
F O R B I D D E N G R O U N D . 

A T the thunderous roar of the beast 
just above their heads, about to 
spring, Jan and Koh both leaped 

forward as if propelled by a powerful 
springboard, and ran as fast as they 

could. There was the thud of an im-
mense body on the spot they had just 
vacated, followed by the gallop of 
huge pads and the rattle of long claws 
on the stones. 

They had not gone far when Jan 
knew, by the increasing proximity of 
the sounds from behind, that the great 
beast was rapidly gaining on them. He 
threw a quick glance over his shoulder, 
and recognized it instantly from a pic-
ture he had seen in Ramona's book—a 
giant cave bear. 

Knowing that further flight was 
useless, and that unarmed as fie was he 
would be quickly pulled down and de-
voured, he decided to stake everything 
on the chance that he might lie able to 
outwit this terrible enemy. Suddenly 
halting in his tracks, he turned and 
faced his pursuer. 

The bear instantly came to a sliding 
halt, alert for a trap or ambush. When 
it appeared to have satisfied itself that 
no hunters lurked near by, and that it 
was confronted only by a single un-
armed man—for Koh had continued 
his running, not knowing that Jan had 
stopped—it reared up on its hind legs, 
head and shoulders taller than a tall 
man, and advanced, roaring thunder-
ously. 

Jan raised the carcass of the little 
eohippus over his head, then hurled it 
straight at the oncoming beast. It just 
grazed one f u r r y ear and alighted 
some ten feet behind the bear. But in 
the instant of its passing the monster 
had got a whiff of its favorite food, 
the elusive but toothsome little dawn 
horse. 

Suddenly dropping to all fours^ the 
bear turned and started - toward the 
carcass. Jan took advantage of this by 
adding to the distance between himself 
and the monster. The beast heard him 
and swung about again, undecided 
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whether to take the game already 
killed or pursue that which was still 
alive. 

But the bear was not the only car-
nivore in the vicinity that had scented 
freshly killed eohippus. A slinking, 
dog-like beast came trotting down the 
trail, sniffing hungrily, and keeping a 
wary eye on the bear. The latter did 
not hear it until it loosened a small 
stone. Then it swung about with a 
snarl. 

The presence of the new brute, 
which Jan recognized as a hysenodon, 
decided the issue. With a fierce roar 
of rage, the bear sprang for the in-
truder just as it was about to seize the 
prize. The hysenodon leaped back out 
of reach of the great, flailing claws, 
and squatted on its haunches. It could 
not hope to get a full meal now, but 
it would wait with dog-like patience 
until the bear had finished, hoping that 
the lordly beast might leave a few edi-
ble scraps. 

Jan did not wait to see more, but 
hurried on after his companion. He 
found Koh coming toward him a few 
hundred feet down the trail. 

" I missed you," said the prince, 
" and so came back, fearing the bear 
had caught you." 
- " There is still danger," said Jan. 
" I gave it the eohippus, but that will 
only be a mouthful for such a big 
brute. Come on." 

rlEY set off at a stiff trot, which 
either of the youths was capable 
of keeping up for hours, Pres-

ently Koh stopped and caught his com-
panion's arm. 

" Look!" he cried, excitedly. " A 
boat!" 

The sun was dropping behind the 
tree-clothed river bluffs, as they hur-
ried down the bank to examine their 

prize. It was only a crude dugout 
canoe with one paddle and a barbed, 
three-pronged fishing spear lying in 
the bottom. But to these two it was as 
welcome as the most luxurious and 
palatial yacht. 

" Get in the other end," said Koh. 
" I'll push off." 

Jan did as he was bidden. He had 
had no experience with canoes except 
as a passenger, and bowed to his 
friend's superior knowledge and skill. 

Koh lifted the anchor, a stone with 
a rope around it, into the boat. Then 
he pushed off, scrambled aboard, and 
seized the paddle. 

He had not taken two strokes when 
there came an angry shout from the 
river bank. A bearded, sun-bronzed 
white man, naked save for breech-clout 
and sandals, ran down to the water's 
edge and launched a long spear at 
them. It flew high, but Jan stood up 
and caught it. 

"Come back, thieves!" shouted the 
man on the bank. " Come back, 
cowards, and I will kill you with my 
bare hands!" 

Koh was using the paddle with con-
siderable dexterity. 

" Too bad to take his boat," he said. 
" Evidently he is a fisherman, and this 
is his means of livelihood." He 
shouted over his shoulder to the raging 
man on the bank. " We'll leave your 
boat on the island for you—straight 
across. Come over the bridge and 
get it." 

In reply, the man hurled after them 
a choice collection of Satmuan curses. 
Then the darkness descended suddenly, 
and he faded from view. 

Koh was an expert with the paddle, 
and it did not take him long to reach 
the opposite shore. The prow grounded 
among some rushes, and Jan, leaping 
out, dragged it up until more than half 
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of the boat was out Of the water. He 
retained the spear which the bearded 
man had cast at him, and Koh fol-
lowed with the fishing spear. 

For some time"they splashed through 
a. grassy marsh. Presently they struck 
higher ground, and entered a thick, 
dark wood. Here were many strange 
smells and sounds. Great beasts 
crashed through, the scents of which 
were totally unfamiliar to Jan. Weird 
cries, shrieks, bellows and roars re-
sounded in the darkness, unlike any-
thing he had ever heard in his own 
jungle. These made him cautious/ so 
he progressed but slowly. 

Koh had never been in the jungle at 
night before, and though he was a 
brave youth his nerves were constant-
ly on edge at each new noise. He was 
following Jan, holding onto the butt of 
his spear, so they would not become 
separated in the inky darkness. 

There were mighty, flesh-eating kill-
ers abroad in the jungle. No mistake 
about that. From time to time they 
heard the plaintive death cries of help-
less creatures dragged down by car-
nivores, and-the struggles of others. 

WITH i m m e n s e relief they 
emerged from the jungle about 
midnight. The moon had risen, 

and they saw through a ten-foot bar-
ricade of heavy posts, set about four 
inches apart, a rolling plain covered 
with short grass. Busily cropping this 
grass with their parrot-like beaks, 
singly and in scattered groups, were 
several hundred of the terrible, three-
horned mounts of the Satmuans. 

One triceratops grazing near them 
evidently heard them or caught their 
scent, for it lowered its immense head 
and charged belligerently, clear up to 
the paling. There it stopped, snorting 
and pawing the earth. 

" It looks as if we will have to go 
around this pasture," said Koh. " I 'd 
rather go back into that dark jungle 
than climb in there with those brutes." 

" If they are so fierce, how is it that 
the soldiers and hunters can ride 
them?" asked Jan. 

" They learn to know their masters 
and their masters' people," replied 
Koh. " They are fighting beasts, you 
know, ridden by fighting men, and to 
them all strangers are enemies. Un-
less restrained by their riders, they will 
attack any strangers they meet. These 
beasts are quite docile among Satmu-
ans, but they attack strangers, and will 
even attack other beasts of their own 
kind belonging to strangers." 

As they circled the pasture near the 
paling, the immense brute inside kept 
pace with their progress. But present-
ly tiring of this, or perhaps convinced 
that they were not going to enter, it 
left diem with a contemptuous snort, 
to return to its feeding. 

At last Jan and Koh drew near to a 
long row of low sheds, near which 
were a number of small, round build-
ings with lights shining from their 
windows. 

" The stables," said Koh, " and the 
houses of the keepers." 

They circled once more, this time 
through a grove of orange trees 
planted in straight rows. This brought 
them up against the northwest wall of 
the city—a wall fifty feet high, smooth 
and unscalable. At intervals of five 
hundred feet along this wall were 
guard towers, in each of which was a 
sentinel. 

" Well, here we are," whispered 
Koh. " This is as far as I can guide 
you. I don't knowr of any way we can 
get into the city except as prisoners." 

" There must be some way," said 
Jan. "Let us look." 
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They circled to the left, keeping to 
the shadow of the wall so they would 
not be seen from above, until they were 
scarcely a quarter of a mile from the 
great, arched north gate. This, Koh 
assured Jan, had been closed for the 
night, and would be guarded by not 
less than fifty men. 

CHAPTER XXII. 
A P E R I L O U S V I S I T . 

AS they stood there talking, Jan 
took hold of a thick creeper 
which had grown up the side of 

the wall, and pulled it to throw it out 
of his way. To his surprise, it clung to 
the wall. He pulled harder, but it 
would not budge. Then he stepped 
away from the wall and looked up-
ward. Half a dozen creepers like this 
ope had climbed side by side, almost to 
the summit. 

"Come!" he whispered to Koh. 
" Here is a way into the city." 

Tearing off a branch of the vine, he 
made both ends fast to the hunting 
spear and slung it over his back that 
he might have the use of both hands. 
Koh did likewise with the fishing spear. 
Then Jan sprang up the vine with ape-
like agility, and the prince, after wait-
ing until they were about twenty feet 
apart in order that their combined 
weight would not be on the same ten-
drils at the same time, followed. 

When he reached the top of the 
wall, Jan moved with extreme caution. 
His position was about halfway be-
tween two sentry towers. The sentry 
on his left was standing in front of 
the tower, leaning on his longbow and 
looking out toward the bridge. At first 
he could not see the one on his right, 
but he presently made out his huddled 
form leaning against the tower, asleep. 

Very carefully, Jan drew himself 
up, and flattening, wormed across the 
edge of the wall. It was about three 
feet thick at the upper edge. Just be-
hind it was a row of terraces, each 
three feet wide, and with a drop of the 
same distance to the next, reaching 
clear to the ground. He crawled down 
onto the first terrace, and unslinging 
his spear, waited. In a moment he was 
joined by Koh, and the two noiselessly 
descended the terraces until t h e y 
reached the ground. 

The part of the city in which they 
found themselves was a residence sec-
tion of flat-roofed buildings set closely 
together, their fronts level with'the 
paved street. Lights showed in a few 
of the houses, but most of them were 
dark, showing that their occupants had 
retired. 

After following the wall for some 
distance, they came to a narrow street, 
lighted only by the rays of the moon, 
and now nearly deserted. 

" This street must lead to the pal-
ace," said Koh, " for I have heard that 
the city is laid out like the web of a 
spider, with streets branching out in 
all directions, but all centered at the 
Imperial Palace. The palace, with its 
gold dome, represents the sun, and the 
streets branching out from it, the rays. 
There are concentric circles of nar-
rower streets connecting the ray 
streets." 

" Then let us follow this street," 
said Jan. 

" Dressed as we are," replied Koh, 
" that would be an impossibility. The 
streets are constantly patrolled, and we 
would be seen and captured." 

" And where would we be taken ?" 
" Probably to the palace for judg-

ment. Ordinary prisoners would be 
taken before a magistrate, but because 
I am of royal blood and you are a 
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stranger ih the valley we would prob-
ably be taken before the emperor, 
himself." 

" After all," mused Jan, " it would 
be the easiest way to get there." 

" What do you mean ?" 
" Leave your spear here and follow 

me." 

JAN discarded his hunting spear and 
started down the street. Koh 
dropped the fishing spear and fol-

lowed. The first person they passed 
wore the garb of a merchant. He stared 
at them as if he could not believe his 
eyes, but they walked on, ignoring 
him. 

They saw two more men approach-
ing. Moonlight glinted from their pol-
ished armor and the tips of their 
spears. 

" The patrol!" whispered Koh. 
"Good!" replied Jan, 
He swaggered straight toward the 

oncoming figures. Koh followed his 
example. Soon the clank of armor and 
weapons was audible. It grew louder. 
Jan thought the two would pass them 
by, unnoticed, but suddenly as they 
were abreast, one turned. 

" Halt!" he commanded. 
Jan and Koh stopped in their tracks. 

The two in armor sauntered over, 
peering at them. 

" A strange pair," said the first, 
staring beneath his raised visor. 

"-By the long slim beak of Tehuti!" 
exclaimed the other. " A savage 
dressed in the skin of an animal!" 

"And this other!" said the first. 
"Pierce me through, if he wears not 
the scarlet of the royal house of Kan! 
Who are you two?" he demanded. 

" I am Koh of Temukan," said the 
prince. 

" And. I am Jan." 
" Jan of where? Of what?" 

The youth hesitated for a moment, 
"Jan of the jungle," he replied. 
" Of the jungle? You look the part. 

Where are you going?" 
• " W e were on our way to the pal-

ace," 
" To the palace! You hear him, 

Batau? They were going to the pal-
ace—a jungle savage and a yellow 
prince! No doubt they intended call-
ing on his imperial majesty, the em-
peror." 

" No doubt, Pebek. They are visiting 
royalty—a prince of Temukan and a 
prince of the jungle, i t would be dis-
courteous to let them go unattended." 

" They should have a guard of hon-
or. We will go with them to the pal-
ace." Pcbek bowed ironically to the 
two youths. ""You will permit us to 
escort you. Proceed." 

The two youths moved forwapd, 
each with a spear point at his back. 

On their way to the palace they met 
a few straggling townsmen. These 
stared, but made no comment. Soon 
they stood before the great arched gate 
of the palace grounds. Here were 
fully fifty golden-armored warriors on 
guard. Jan began to realize the mag-
nitude of the task he had undertaken. 

At a word from their captors the 
gates swung open, and they were al-
lowed to pass. 

" This place is easier gotten into than 
out of," muttered Koh. 

" So it seems," replied Jan, " but we 
are not ready to leave, yet." 

" Silence, you two," growled Batau, 
and prodded Jan with his spear point, 

WITH the pain of that wound, 
Jan's carefully thought out 
plan was forgotten. ' It trans-

formed him, in an instant, to a raging 
jungle creature. 

He whirled with a snarl of rage and. 
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seizing the shaft of the spear, snapped 
it off. Balancing it for a moment, he 
hurled the resulting three-foot javelin 
with all his might. It struck Batau in 
the left eye and entered his brain, kill-
ing him instantly. 

Pebek had attempted to come to the 
rescue of his comrade, but he had im-
mediately been set upon by Koh. His 
movements impeded by the weight of 
his armor, the warrior was far too 
slow for his agile adversary. He had 
dropped his long spear, useless at such 
close quarters, and was drawing his 
sword, when Koh snatched his dagger 
from his belt and struck for his neck, 
just above the rim of his breast plate. 
The slim blade went home to the jugu-
lar, and Pebek, after staggering blind-
ly for a moment, slumped to the 
ground, blood oozing from between the 
joints of his armor. 

" Quick I" panted Koh. " Let us get 
them out of sight. If they are discov-
ered the whole palace guard will be 
after us." 

They swiftly dragged the two fallen 
warriors into the shrubbery that bor-
dered the path. Then they returned 
and picked up the weapons that had 
been dropped, returning into the shrub-
bery with these. 

Scarcely had they reached their place 
of concealment when they heard the 
march of approaching warriors. 

" They heard, and are after us," said 
Jan. 

" I think not," replied Koh. " It is 
probably a squad from the palace to 
relieve the watch at the gate. They 
keep step, and are not hurrying. But 
when they reach the gate, look out." 

Koh's surmise was proved correct, 
when a few moments later fifty spear-
men filed past, looking neither to the 
right nor left. As soon as they had 
passed, each youth armed himself with 

the sword and dagger of his fallen foe-
man. Then they hurried away toward 
the palace. 

" How do you expect to find Chicma 
in that great building?" asked Koh, as 
they stood in a little clum^ of tall trees, 
looking up at the massive structure 
with its towers, turrets and balconies. 

" By her scent, if she is there," re-
plied Jan. He was looking up at the 
tall tree beneath which they were 
standing. Its branches brushed the rail-
ing of an upper balcony. 

AT this moment there came a shout 
^ from the gate—the sound of 

armed men running through the 
shrubbery. 

- " Follow me," said Jan. " I see a 
way into the palace, where they will 
least expect to find us." 

He sprang up into the tree, and 
climbed rapidly. The prince followed 
more slowly, unable to compete with 
the ape-like agility of his companion. 
When he reached the limb that brushed 
the balcony, Jan swung out on it, 
caught the railing, and drew himself 
up. At the rear of the balcony a hinged 
window stood open. The room behind 
it was in darkness. 

Creeping over to the opening, Jan 
investigated the room with twitching, 
sensitive nostrils. His nose told him 
that people had been there recently, but 
that it was unoccupied now. Koh came 
silently over the railing. 

Excited shouts came up to them 
from the ground, cries of rage. The 
two bodies had been discovered. 

Jan led the way into the darkened 
room. At the far end, he saw a faint 
blur of light, and went directly toward 
this. It came from behind a heavy 
curtain which draped a doorway. Cau-
tiously he moved the curtain a little 
way. Outside was a narrow hall, 
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lighted at intervals by lamps hung on 
wall brackets. The oil burning in them 
gave off a mild, sweet aroma that re-
minded Jan of flowers. 

A quick survey showed him that 
there was no one in the hall. He 
stepped out, followed by Koh, his nos-
trils twitching as he endeavored to 
catch Chicma's scent. The perfume 
from the lamps confused him. 

Presently he turned to the left and 
like a hound on a trail, went straight 
to a door about fifty feet away. Here 
he halted, sniffing for a moment, then 
lifted the curtain and peered in. 

He saw Chicma, but she was not in 
a cage, and she was not alone. She 
was lolling on a cushioned divan, 
daintily nibbling a sweetmeat from a 
dish piled high on a taboret beside her. 
Her ragged jaguar-skin garment was 
gone._ In its place was a gaudily col-
ored jacket of the softest silk. There 
was a jewel-studded gold collar around 
her neck, and jewels blazed from 
golden settings on her finger and toe 
rings. Beside her stood a slender yel-
low slave girl, who was brushing her 
fur-. 

Jan turned to Koh. 
" Seize the slave," he whispered. 

" We'll bind and gag her. Then Chic-
ma can come away with us," 

Together they rushed in. Koh 
clapped his hand over the girl's mouth 
before she could cry out. Startled by 
their abrupt entrance,. Chicma leaped 
down from the divan and started to 
run. Then she recognized Jan, and 
stopped. 

" What do you want?" she clucked, 
in her guttural chimpanzee tongue. 

" I've come to take you away," he 
said. 

" I like it here," she replied. " I 
won't go away. You do not need me. 

TO BE CONTINUE 

You are grown, and can care for your-
self. Go away and don't bother me." 

JAN was dumfounded. To think that 
he had risked his life needlessly, — 
passed through countless perils to 

save Chicma from her captors, only to 
find that she actually liked her captiv-
ity! All this he could not tell to Chic-
ma. There was no chimpanzee way 
of expressing it. 

" I will go," he clucked to her. To 
Koh: " She wron't go. We must go 
without her. First I'll help you bind 
the girL" 

He tore a strip of cloth from the 
curtain. But before he could use it, the 
girl suddenly wrenched her mouth free 
from Koh's hand, and shrieked loudly. 

There was an answering shout from 
the hallway, the clank of armored men 
running. 

" No use to bind her now." said Tan. 
"Come." 

He dashed out the window, onto the 
balcony. Koh flung the girl from him 
and followed, just as a host of war-
riors rushed into the room. One of 
the guards, searching the shrubbery be-
neath, spied the two figures on the bal-
cony and shouting to his fellows, 
pointed upward. 

The nearest tree stood about twenty 
feet from the balcony. Jan stepped up 
on the rail, and shouting, " Follow 
me!" plunged across the dizzy height. 
For him it was not much of a jump. 
Many times he had leaped this far, 
from tree to tree, in the jungle. His 
sure hands gripped the lowest branch, 
clung there. But the branch cracked, 
sagged, then tore loose from the trunk. 
Jan's body, under the impetus of his 
leap, swung out to the horizontal and 
dropped. He struck on his back with 
terrific force. Then came oblivion. 
> NE*T WEEK. 



Second-Hand Glory 
Drifters Bill and Jim were more likely to attempt to keep one jump 

ahead of the law than to help enforce it—but they were 
Willing to try most anything once if it Would help a pal 

By JOHN H. THOMPSON 
" TOV can't judge by the glitter have you giving me that patter about 

Y of gold buttons," remarked my soft job," growled Gus. " I've been 
* Gus sadly, as he scraped at a a tent man, a ballyhoo artist, a wild 

speck on the sleeve of his uniform, man and a bearded lady, and I know 
" You . , jobs, so you can take it as expert tes-

He paused to nod absently to a timony when I tell you that this isn't 
classy-looking little dame, who in no soft job. If a guy could get to be 
passing had given him a sweet and sergeant it might be all right, but from 
confiding smile. Bill and I nodded, too, the vvay I've been getting the breaks, 
but all we got in return was a cold I have as much chance of ever being 
stare. ~ promoted to sergeant on this police 

" Pretty soft," ventured Bill en- force as an ambitious cornet soloist 
viously. has of receiving a silver loving cup 

" I f you say 'pretty soft ' to me from the nervous wrecks in his neigh-
again I'll run the two of you in as borhood. 
vagrants, or for interfering with an " Every time I try to pull off some-
officer," snapped Gus impatiently. thing big I get tangled up in the wrong 

" You wouldn't do that to two old ropes, and instead of earning a credit 
carnival pals," grinned Bill reprov- mark toward promotion I receive an*' 
ingly. . other w a r n i n g from the chief that 

" Just the same, it gets my goat to there's a long string of intelligent men 
826 



SECOND-HAND GLORY. 827 

waiting to grab my job. Just now I 
am on probation for handing a ticket 
and some stern remarks to a speeding 
dame who happened to be the police 
commissioner's w i f e . I didn't even 
know the police commissioner was 
married. It's up to me to do something 
in a big way to square myself or else 
one of those brainy applicants is going 
to be covering my beat." 

" I see that Beary's carnival is 
playing over at Cornwall this week," 
remarked Bill in an effort to steer the 
conversation into more cheerful chan-
nels. This was the first time we had 
seen Gus in several years, and we did 
not want the chance reunion to de-
generate into a lodge of sorrow. 

"Beary's? O v e r at Cornwall?" 
There was a hungry look in Gus's eyes. 
" The same old bunch of roughnecks 
still in the company, I suppose?" 

His tone was wistful. In spite of 
the uniform and the brass buttons and 
other regalia, poor old Gus, after all, 
was still a carnival man. A burglar 
may become a philanthropist, and a 
philanthropist may become a burglar 
and still be happy, but a leopard can't 
change its spots. If Gus ever got to 
be a sergeant he probably would make 
more money and have a far better job 
than he could land on a carnival lot, 
but he would be happier driving tent 
stakes or ballyhooing for a third-rate 
sideshow in a one-horse town. Bill and 
I had been in the carnival business our-
selves and had been drifting aimlessly 
about the country long enough to know 
this. 

YET in spite of what we knew 
about Gus, we were hustling back 
into town in a car half an hour 

later, when we had expected to be 
shaking the dust of Goshen from our 
feet. We were going to give him a 

boost t o w a r d the sergeantcy which 
might forever wean him definitely 
from the old life that he loved. 

We had been ambling along the 
road when Bill happened to spot a car 
parked well up on a side road. It was 
such an unusual place for a car that 
we stopped to investigate. The car was 
not locked. It apparently had been run 
up the side road and abandoned in a 
hurry. On the back seat was a kit of 
tools, and one glance was sufficient to 
identify them. They were b u r g l a r 
tools—the complete kit from skeleton 
keys and a jimmy to a revolver and a 
sawed-off shotgun. Bill and I have 
been on the road long enough to know 
burglar tools when we see them, so 
there was no question about it. 

" A stolen car, a burglar's kit and 
a portable arsenal—if Gus turns up 
at Police Headquarters with a capture 
like this, the sergeant's badge will be 
pinned on him at public exercises in 
City Hall," declared Bill as soon as 
we realized the nature of our unex-
pected find. " It's easy to figure out the 
dope—the gunmen either feared de-
tection and abandoned the outfit, or 
else they hid it up here in this side road 
and will come back after dark to get 
it. Probably they are planning to pull 
off some big job in Goshen to-night. 
Gol-ding it, Jim, I ought to be a detec-
tive!" 

" You don't have to be a detective 
to figure that out," I retorted. " It 
would be clear to a child." 

" Oh, well, we won't argue about 
that," said Bill airily. "Here's the 
idea: We've made a big haul here. If 
we tell the police ourselves we won't 
get nothing out of it except perhaps a 
pair of subpoenas to appear as wit-
nesses. But if we tip off Gus, our old 
side-kick is going to get the big break 

of his career as a policeman." 



.828 ARGOSY. 

We debated as to what would be the 
best course to pursue. If we left the 
car there and walked back to town, 
the burglars might return and drive 
it away before Gus could get back. 

" The only thing to do is to take 
the car with its contents, drive it into 
town, and turn it over to Gus," de-
clared Bill. " He'd have exhibits A, B, 
C, and right down to Z, and in them 
he probably would find enough clews 
to pick up the trail of the burglars." 

I agreed with him; and without fur-
ther ado-we hopped into the car and, 
with Bill at the wheel, sped back to 
Goshen. Arriving there, however, we 
were unable to find any trace of Gus. 
VVe drove back and forth on Main 
Street several times, but he had dis-
appeared. Nor was any other cop in 
sight. 

We began to be a bit nervous. If it 
were a stolen car, the alarm might be 
given any m i n u t e , and if we were 
stopped we might find ourselves in an 
embarrassing position. It would be 
just as embarrassing, of course, if we 
were stopped for any other reason, and 
the burglar's kit and portable arsenal 
were discovered, along wfth the minor 
detail that Bill had no driver's license. 

" We've got to find Gus and find 
him quick," said Bill in desperation. 
" If we don't we're going to be in the 
devil of a mess." 

WE finally parked the car on a 
side street off the main stem 
and hiked around the corner to 

the police station. The desk sergeant 
eyed us suspiciously as we approached 
the railing, 

" Is Officer Gus Gisselbrecht on duty 
now?" asked Bill. 

The sergeant glanced at a card on 
his desk. 

"Officer Gisselbrecht went off a 

q u a r t e r of an hour ago," he said. 
" He— Just a minute." 

The ringing of the telephone had in-
terrupted him. 

" Hello! Sergeant Booth speaking." 
A pause. The person on the other end 
of the wire was t a l k i n g . Then: 
" Stolen, eh? I'll give the alarm imme-
diately and notify Winsted, Water-
bury and other towns around here. 
We'll get it. Sure thing. Good-by." He 
banged up the receiver, pressed a but-
ton at his elbow, and hurriedly thumbed 
the pages of a telephone book. 

" Holy mackerel, Bill, we've got. to 
work quick or somebody else besides 
Gus will be grabbing all the glory J" I 
whispered. 

" Where can we find Officer Gissel-
brecht, sergeant?" asked BilL 

"He's probably at Bill's Lunch 
Room on Water Street," snapped the 
sergeant. " Don't bother me. I'm busy 
now. This is important." 

Bill and I didn't wait for any fur-
ther information. We hastened from 
Headquarters, Inquired the direction 
to Water Street, located Bill's Lunch 
Room, and within the brief space of a 
few minutes had dragged Gus away 
from a steaming mug. of coffee. 

" Gus, old man, before we get down 
to business Jim and I want to con-
gratulate you—you're going to be the 
next sergeant of police in this burg," 
said Bill as we escorted him outside. 

" You saw the mayor ?" queried 
Gus in pleased astonishment. 

" We haven't seen anybody—yet," 
said Bill. . 

Gus looked disappointed. " I thought 
that for once I was going to get a 
lucky break," he said. " Not that I 
give a hoot. I've about made up my 
mind to chuck up this pavement pound-
ing b u s i n e s s and go over and see 
Beary. He'll—" 
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" Forget about Beary," snapped Bill. 
" You're going to get a sip of glory. 
Your two old carnival pals are going 
to put you on the track of the biggest 
break you ever got." 

" My coffee is in there getting cold," 
grumbled Gus. 

" He's just like you, Bill, always 
thinking of his stomach," I inter-
posed. 

Bill gave me a dirty look. 
" Here's the dope, Gus," he said im-

patiently. " Suppose you were to re-
port at police station that you have 
recovered a stolen car, picked up a kit 
of burglar's tools, including guns and 
so forth, and that you have hot clews 
leading to the trail of the fugitives— 
what would it mean?" 

" It would mean probably that I 
would be dismissed for lying." 

" But supposing it were true, and 
you had the car, the kit and the guns 
outside, what would it mean ?" persist-
ed Bill. 

" It would mean that your old pal, 
Gus Gisselbrecht, would be in so solid 
with the department that the mayor 
would personally pin the sergeant's 
badge on him. The only fly in the mo-
lasses would be that the chief might 
get jealous—he's been on the trail of 
the Costa gang for forty-eight hours 
and hasn't reported back with a single 
thing," chuckled Gus. 

" Come on, old man," directed Bill, 
and without further ado he grabbed 
Gus by the arm and led him toward 
the side street where we had parked the 
car. 

A T the foot of the street Bill paused 
dramatically and pointed toward 
the car. 

" See that, Gus?" he demanded. 
" Yeh, what about it?" 

THE 

" In that car is a kit of burglar's 
tools, a revolver, and a sawed-off shot-
gun," said Bill. " The car probably was 
stolen—in fact the sergeant at Head-
quarters has just been all stirred up by 
word of a stolen car, and this probably 
is the one. Jim and I found it parked 
on an old wood road about two miles 
from town." 

" Where are the prisoners?" queried 
Gus. 

"Listen to that, Jim, will you? 
Here we've turned over the car and 
kit and everything to Gus, and he's ask-
ing us why we haven't got the prison-
ers, too. He— Hey, what you doing?'* 

Bill and I gazed in astonishment as 
Gus unpinned the badges from his coat; 
and hat. 

" I 'm through as a cop," said Gus 
emphatically. " I 'm g o i n g over to 
Beary's and get a job." 

" What—what—" sputtered Bill. 
" The boys in the restaurant and a 

lot of people on the street have seen 
me going along with you two, and a 
lot of people probably saw you in the 
car," said Gus. " And I figure I'll have 
a better chance getting back into the 
carnival game with Matt Beary than I 
would have trying to explain things to 
a lot of superior officers who are al-
ready convinced that as a policeman 
I'm not so hot." 

Gus calmly tossed his badges into 
the car. 

" The chief himself has been work-
ing on this burglary case," he contin-
ued. " He has been watching an old 
shack down near that wood road. Ap-
parently he found the kit and guns. 
Probably by this time he has his men, 
and is burning the wires to Headquar-
ters. 

" You see," he added, " this happens 
to be the chief's car." 
END. 



Captain Judas 
Sacrificing his honor and his very 
hopes of heaven in a last mad effort 
to save an American girl from the 
horrors of the Sultan's harem, Cap-
tain Amos Trent pits himself against . 
the might of the Tripolitan pirates 

" JudasV' howled the wretched slaves, 
cursed Captain Judas I" 

By F. V, W. MASON • 
Author of " Captain Nemesis, " " The Tiger of Pnom Kha," etc* 

L E A D I N G U P T O T H I S I N S T A L L M E N T 

CA P T A I N AMOS TRENT, 
young master of the fleet brig 
Medea, sets sail from New York 

in. the days when Mediterranean trad-
ers were in constant danger from 
marauding Barbary Coast pirates. A 
passenger on his ship is his sweetheart, 
the lovely, patrician heiress, Dorothea 
Sayles. 

The Medea is taken by corsairs out 
of Tripoli under a Scottish renegade, 
Gregory Lisle, who is admiral of the 
bashaw's fleet. In the Tripolitan slave 
market, Dorothea is sold to Lisle for a 
fabulous sum to be held for a million 

dollars ransom from her wealthy father 
in New York. Amos suggested this 
to Lisle to save her from a far worse 
fate at the hands of other purchasers, 
l ie, himself, is sold to a Moorish boat 
builder, and for many terrible weeks 
leads the life of a Christian slave 
among Moslems, But always he plans 
to escape and to rescue Dorothea. 

At last the time comes. Amos leads 
a party of slaves in a raid on the ad-
miral's palace where Dorothea is im-
prisoned. Some of the fugitives make 
good their escape in a stolen galley, 
but the affair is disastrous for Amos 

This story began in the Argosy for April 4. 
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who, after a terrific battle against over-
whelming odds, is cast into a dungeon 
that is in reality a fiendish instrument 
of torture. This is the punishment 
meted out by Admiral Lisle, whom 
Amos called a " perjured renegade" 
for adopting the Moslem faith. The 
Scotsman is determined to tempt the 
Yankee skipper into doing likewise, 
for the bashaw offers a commission in 
his navy for able sea captains from 
America who will renounce Christ. 
Driven half mad by torture and in-
formed by Lisle that Dorothea is to be 
sent to the Sultan's harem, regardless 
of her ransom, Amos accepts Lisle's 
offer with a certain secret purpose in 
mind. The bashaw presents Amos with 
three lovely handmaidens, in whom 
Amos has no interest, and a modest 
palace. Soon after, clad in the Moslem 
robes and captain's uniform, he meets 
Dorothea on a battlement and she re-
nounces her love for the " perjured 
traitor" and christens him Captain 
Judas. 

CHAPTER XXIII. 
T H E F L E E T S A I L S . 

FOR a long while after the depar-
ture of Dorothea Sayles, Amos 
Trent, the newly christened Mo-

hammed el Ivebir of the bashaw's 
navy, stood on the edge of the worn 
stone battlements staring seaward, 
while the scathing epithet hurled at 
him by the girl he loved continued to 
ring in his ears. 

" Captain Judas! Captain Judas! A 
cowrardly renegade!" In an agony of 
despair he repeated the words again 
and again. 

His miserable reverie was finally 
terminated by the swift patter of bare 
feet coming toward him. Drawing a 

deep breath, he turned to face a beetle-
browed, black-haired janizary who sa-
luted and stood in silence, waiting per-
mission to speak. 

" A message, O mighty captain. 
Even now the final orders for thy ex-
cellency's galley are being sent to thy 
palace. Mirant Lisle bids me say that 
the fleet which is to escort the Me-
shouda will sail for Istambul on the 
morrow. Our gracious bashaw— 
whom Allah protect—has so decreed." 

Amos- dismissed the swarthy soldier 
with a nod, and strode off in deep si-
lence from that embittering spot where 
his last hope of happiness had perished. 

" So the fleet's to sail to-morrow ? 
'Tis the devil's own iron}'," he mut-
tered with a wry smile, " that I should 
guard the ship that will bear my Dor-
othea to the infamous sultan's harem. 
Dear God, was there ever such an evil, 
iest? What can I do—alone among 
Moslems and traitors?" 

Arriving before his modest palace he 
paused, listening to a series of soft 
heartbroken wails arising from within 
the walls. 

" Now, what the devil are those 
wenches crying about?" Amos halted 
in the doorway, a sorely puzzled man. 

They can't have been mistreated." 
Tfie cries were instantly stilled when 

his voice bade the door slave unbar, 
and when he caught a glimpse of the 
girls they were smiling shyly from a 
corner of the porch. But the somber 
gleam in their indifferent master's eye 
caused the little seraglio to lower dark-
haired heads and draw back in affright. 

Amos, wholly unaware that the wails 
of the full-bosomed, olive-skinned 
beauties were a tribute occasioned by 
his imminent departure, continued his 
interrupted march toward his own 
quarters. Once in the cool dusk, he un-
bound the white turban from his 
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aching head, heaved a weary sigh, and 
fell to absently rumpling the hot, damp 
hair he had managed tcrkeep for all 
that, as a good Moslem, he should have 
had it shaved oft". 

After a moment's thought he clapped 
his hands sharply and when a slave ap-
peared, he directed in halting Arabic 
that an ink horn and pen be brought. 
Then, writing steadily, he covered 
sheet after sheet of ivory wrhite vellum 
with his strong flowing script until at 
last the light faded completely. 

Then only did lie pause long enough 
to devour a few mouthfuls of succu-
lent cous-cous—lamb stew, prepared 
and brought in by one whom Dorerame 
described as his " first and most beau-
tiful concubine." Clad in a pair of 
chiffon pantaloons designed to reveal 
the symmetry of her limbs and a tight 
little bodice that glittered with many 
golden buttons, she drew near to bow 
low and set the dish before her master. 

Purely out of human kindness the 
impassive El Kebir murmured some 
words.of praise, which though few in 
number and utterly perfunctory, never-
theless brought tremulous smiles to the 
trembling creature's countenance. 

"Is—is my lord pleased?" she 
asked, as amid an aura of delicate per-
fume she sank to the floor at his knee 
to gaze wistfully upward from huge 
black eyes. 

" Aye, Miriam," he replied in his 
clumsy Arabic, " the stew is savory— 
and—and very well cooked indeed. 
When I, return from this voyage, I'll 
bring thee a bracelet worthy to grace 
even thy slender wrist." 

HE lay back smiling at her, for the 
first time wondering if . . . 
Perhaps Lisle wasn't such a 

fool after all. This new life was not 
altogether bad—far from it, in fact. 

Here he had good food, a palatial 
house, efficient servants, and three 
lovely maidens to heed with loving care 
his least whim. 

To his amazement the child, for she 
could be scarcely more than fifteen, 
suddenly burst into tears and, mur-
muring breathless, heart-broken pleas 
and endearments, timidly kissed the 
pointed red slipper covering the stal-
wart captain's foot. Confused, startled 
at the trend his thoughts had been tak-
ing and uncertain what to do, Amos 
awkwardly bent to pat the sleek black 
hair in much the same manner as he 
would to calm a frightened puppy. 
Then, after a few labored reassur-
ances, he gently raised the: quivering 
girl to her feet and sent her off to the 
women's quarters. 

By the orange-red light of several 
sputtering mutton-fat lamps he re-
sumed his writing and so labored late 
into the night. 

At last he straightened, cast sand 
over the final page of the manuscript, 
then sought a small brass-bound chest 
set against the opposite wall. From 
this he drew forth a small cylinder of 
curiously carved ivory perhaps six 
inches long. 

"' Ah, here it is—" He seized one 
end and, with a strong, twisting mo-
tion, unscrewed a skillfully concealed 
joint. With great care he rolled his 
manuscript into a tight little scroll and 
inserted it into the hollow interior, 
screwing the cap back in place with 
supple brown fingers. 

" And so 'tis done," he sighed. One 
by one he extinguished the smoldering 
lamps, then wandered to the elaborate 
grille of wrought iron that guarded his 
window against intrusion, and stood 
looking out into the African night. 

" Ah, Dorothea, my lovely Doro-
thea, only you could rack my heart 

7 A 
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so!" Spasmodically the convert's pow-
erful fingers laced themselves around 
the cold, rusted ironwork. " 'Twas 
folly to expect you to have such faith, 
but—but I had hoped." 

His eyes, burning in their sockets, 
wandered from the moonlit garden 
outside to the indistinct whitish out-
line of the ivory scroll lying on his 
desk. " Perhaps some kindly fate will 
guide it to her hands; then she'll know 
and perhaps hold my memory more 
kindly." 

Wearied to the point of exhaustion, 
he crossed to the couch and, flinging 
himself upon it, sank into the dream-
less sleep of one who has been con-
demned beyond hope of reprieve. 

THE respectful knocking of one of 
his house slaves was the first 
sound to arouse Captain el Ivebir. 

For all his sleep, Amos arose but lead-
enly, freshened his face with cold rose 
water, then donned his shirt of fine 
chain mail, a present from the fierce 
old Scot who was his superior. 

He was surprised at the strange 
new power which was in his arms, and 
at the indescribable steel-like hardness 
that had crept into his nature. Noth-
ing, no matter what, could hurt or pain 
him now, he felt. 

" Well ?" A thin, joyless smile was 
on his lips when he beckoned in an of-
ficer who waited on the threshold. 

"Salaam Aleikoum, O captain!" the 
lieutenant murmured, his steel casque 
glittering as he b o w e d . " May the 
lucky hand of the holy Fatima guide 
thy galley. His excellency, the mirant 
—whom Allah protect—awaits you." 

The dark, falcon-featured officer 
then spoke of further news while 
Amos partook of the thick Turkish 
coffee and delicately brown rice cakes 
which composed his breakfast. 

8 A 

" We set sail early then?" remarked 
the c a p t a i n , setting down his tiny 
porcelain cup. " See, the mists have 
not yet raised from the harbor." 

The other nodded enthusiastically, 
" Ya, the admiral is impatient to be 
off. Was there ever such a favorite 
child of the Prophet?" 

" No," grimly smiled Amos, as he 
buckled to his waist a heavy scimitar 
with a worn black leather scabbard. 
" He is favored with an uncommon 
lack of fear. Come now, we'll be on 
our way." 

Amid the high-pitched* heart-rend-
ing wails of the household he was 
about to desert, El Kebir directed that 
the coffer containing his effects be im-
mediately sent aboard the Nsoura now 
lying at the naval mole. 

Well out into the street the lamenta-
tions of El Kebir's dusky handmaid-
ens followed him, together with their 
sobbing pleas that Mohammed and all 
of his guardian angels should watch 
well o v e r El Kebir, the Lion, the 
mighty in battle and the smiter of the 
unbelievers. 

Hardly had he quitted the threshold 
when a fiercely resonant cry hailed 
him like the voice of an angry nemesis. 
" Hail! Captain Judas! May God blast 
yer traitor's soul!" 

As though an asp had stung him, 
El Kebir half drew his scimitar and 
whirled about to behold the speaker, 
an old man, who tottered along chained 
to a native donkey cart. 

" Aye, Captain Judas, ye look very 
fine, I warrant—I suppose ye'll murder 
a good number o' Christians this voy-
age?" 

Under the sting of the old slave's 
vitriolic attack, El Kebir paused glow-
ering, watching the unhappy creature's 
wrinkled features writhe into an ex-
pression of unspeakable contempt. 
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Encouraged by the convert's silence, 
the old man straightened and actually 
shook a shriveled fist. 

" Bad luck to ye and yer cruise, 
Captain Judas!" he snarled. " I hope 
ye cook in Hades a thousand years!" 

COMPLETELY outraged at the 
audacity of a slave berating a 
captain of the bashaw's navy, the 

lieutenant stood paralyzed in mingled 
astonishment and indignation. But the 
slave's owner, a brutal-looking team-
ster, twice lashed the shrill old man 
across the face, then groveled before 
El Kebir, imploring forgiveness for 
his slave's offense. 

Amos, however, took no notice, only 
strode by with a face of death, pausing 
just long enough to c o m m a n d the 
teamster to spare the slave a further 
punishment. 

" Bid him beat me," quavered the 
old man. " I want none of yer pity, 
Captain Judas. I'll gladly take my 
punishment now, but you'll endure 
yours for eternity!" 

El Kebir was still quivering men-
tally from this first shock when he 
received another. 

" Captain Judas!" A slave tottering 
tinder a huge square of sail cloth pant-
ed the accusation. " May ye rot in 
Hades with yer brother Iscariot!" 

" Captain Judas!" The name rose 
in chorus from a group of sweat-
bathed slaves laboring on the break-
water. In some mysterious way evi-
dently all Tripoli had learned Doro-
thea's epithet. 
" Bitterly El Kebir realized that his 

shrift would indeed be a short one if 
chance should ever throw him into the 
power of those savage scarecrows. 

When he appeared aboard the 
Nsoura the mass of slaves on the 
rowing benches raised the cry of 

"- Captain Judas! Captain Judas!" and 
kept it up, until the cursing janizaries 
s i l e n c e d them with cracking whip 
blows. 

Dazed and crushed at the complete-
ness of his damnation, El Kebir made 
his way directly to the spacious cap-
tain's cabin and, curtly bidding the 
officers to wait, closed the door. 

For some m o m e n t s he fiercely 
resisted an almost uncontrollable im-
pulse to seize a pistol from his belt 
and put a finish to an e x i s t e n c e 
become too miserable to be endured. 
In the end, however, that indomitable 
strain in his nature came to his rescue. 
- " I deliberately chose this course, 

and, by God, I'll go through with it," 
he told himself dully. " No use play-
ing the conscience-stricken rogue." So 
saying, he got up, strode across the 
cabin and, forcing a welcoming smile 
on his lightly bearded lips, beckoned in 
the three officers waiting there. 

"Allahu Akbar!" he cried, his right 
hand fluttering in the Mohammedan 
salute from brow to heart. " I see ye 
are as eager as I to be off." 

AS the bowing, respectful officers 
. stepped into the low-ceilinged 

cabin, the captain summed them 
up narrowly, mentally fitting each one 
into his proper niche. 

For second in command he had one 
Ibn Madhkur, a stalwart, muscular 
Berber from Morocco whose finely 
modeled features were almost noble in 
expression and always alert. He stood 
easily, small hands resting without 
motion on the jeweled hilt of a power-
ful yataghan and dark eyes intently 
trained on the speaker. 

. Shorter in stature was Abul al Har, 
a burly Turkish adventurer with a 
huge hooked nose jutting above a mag-
nificent black beard. A long, irregular 
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red scar traversed one side of this vet-
eran's warlike visage, and the other 
was pitted with powder burns acquired 
in some ancient fray. 

" Capable, resourceful fighters, both 
of them," decided El Kebir. " It would 
be hard to fool them—" 

His gaze moved to the third and last 
of his subordinates. This was Jahalul 
Pasha, head of . the janizary force 
aboard the Nsoura and direct emissary 
of the Sublime Porte. Though nomi-
nally under El Kebir's orders, this 
Pasha received authority from the Sul-
tan himself. Shrewdest of all and 
somewhat younger, he reminded the 
captain of a restless jaguar, seemingly 
sleepy, but in reality ready to strike 
out at any moment. 

Jahalul Pasha, it appeared, corre-
sponded to the officer in command of 
marines in Christian navies, for his 
janizaries were a separate entity of 
fighters, obeying only the commands of 
their leader. This copper-hued fighter, 
in distinction to the other officers, wore 
a green cape and a red, tasseled fez. 

His mental summary completed, 
Captain el Kebir commenced a final 
check up. " Are all the supplies 
aboard?" he inquired of the Berber. 

Ibn Madhkur nodded, and his strong 
white teeth flashed in the morning sun-
light. " Ya, all is in readiness." 

" And the water, too?" 
" Ya, that also." 
The brooding eyes of the renegade 

then shifted to the Turkish veteran. 
" How many number the sailors ?" 

" Twenty sailors from Tripoli," re-
plied that worthy without hesitation. 
" All sound men. Then there are thirty 
galley slaves, all stubborn, unbelieving 
dogs from the new nation across the 
seas." 

Abul al Har announced this last un-
blinkingly, although fully conscious 

that El Kebir himself came from that 
same new nation. If he had expected 
a change in the captain's expression, he 
was sorely disappointed, for El Kebir 
remained immobile. 

" And for fighters ?" Amos demand-
ed of Jahalul Pasha. Much depended 
on the number of the janizary detach-
ment. Their force, he confidently esti-
mated, did not exceed thirty. If there 
were more of these incorruptible, reck-
less marines— 

" Forty fighters, captain," grunted 
the Sultan's officer, " forty of the best. 
Tried men who know how to handle 
the perjured Nazarenes." 

Had Pasha put an unnecessary em-
phasis on the last few words of his 
reply? El Kebir wondered, but held 
his peace. 

Meanwhile he was mentally calculat-
ing. *' Twenty sailors and forty jan-
izaries make sixty in all, and that's 
not counting the officers. Add to that 
thirty galley slaves and the total is 
ninety or thereabouts. A full crew and 
a few over." 

AT that moment the distant boom of 
^ a signal gun interrupted the 

council. 
" Ha!" exulted Ibn Madhkur. " It is 

the warning signal—" 
" AIIaim Akbarl" cried Abul al Har, 

grinning crookedly. " May we return 
home deep in the water with spoils and 
slaves.". 

" Fear not, we shall take a ship be-
fore all others of the fleet," El Kebir 
assured him as he turned to go. " I feel 
we shall gain that honor. Are ye 
ready?" 

Donning a glittering steel helmet 
and winding his turban about its base, 
El Kebir smiled thinly at his lieuten-
ant's impatience to be off. " Let each 
man perform his duties carefully and 
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thus show the mirant we know how to 
smite hard for the glory of Allah and 
his true prophet, Mohammed!" 

So saying Amos caught up his heavy 
scimitar and, followed at a respectful 
distance by his subordinates, made his 
way on deck into the splendor of a 
golden sunrise that lit the sails of the 
rakish warships clustered at the base 
of the castle. 

Forward, he beheld lean, half-naked 
sailors hauling up the anchor. 

Already the yellow-shafted oars 
were thrust out, held dripping and hor-
izontal to the breathless water of the 
Tripoli harbor. At the sight a surge of 
hot blood flowed into El Kebirs face; 
gripping the handles of those same oars 
below decks sat his countrymen, thirty 
of them—gaunt, chained and hungry. 
Here was he, commander of the ship, 
with a soft couch in the cabin, slaves 
fo obey his every wish, rich, nourish-
ing food to eat, yet deep in his being he 
would gladly have changed places with 
the most ragged, starving wretch on 
the rowing benches. 

Then, through an open hatchway, 
one of the slaves spied that stalwart 
figure in flowing white robes, standing 
immobile on the quarter-deck. 

Instantly a hideous clamor rose once 
more. " 'Tis Captain Judas! There 
he is! Traitor! Faint heart!" 

Amid the whistle and snap of whip 
lashes, the outcries died to hollow 
groans and anguished curses. But 
Abul al Har looked serious. 
' " A bad omen," he muttered, jerking 

at his beard. " These American dogs 
are forever insolent!" 

El Kebir laughed, however, turning 
aside with a shrug and a light remark 
to Ibn Madhkur. 

" Thou seest how my late brethren 
love me?" He waved a broad hand at 
the open hatchway. " The unbeliev-

ing dogs would tear me to shreds had 
they the opportunity." 

The Berber grinned wolfishly. "Ah, 
captain, have no fear of further in-
sults; the sharp tongues of the whips 
will soon teach them respect." He 
paused as though struck by an idea. 
" But it is ill fortune that thou shouldst 
find so many Americans among thy 
slaves—one might almost call it 
strange." 

Amos nodded as he turned away 
from the stern. " Aye, but their backs 
are stronger than most; I have found 
that an Englishman or an American 
takes near twice as much killing as any 
other nationality. But, look! Is not 
the mirant's barque getting under 
way ?" 

SURE enough, amid the intermittent 
thunder of saluting cannon, the 
barque Kaaba, shaking out sail 

after sail, moved grandly across the 
harbor.' Then, one after another, the 
various ships of the fleet thrust out 
their oars or raised sail according to 
their type. 

" One barque," murmured Amos, 
standing by his helmsman, " two brigs 
and six of the polaccas, galleys and 
xebecs—not c o u n t i n g ourselves." 
Deeply impressed, his eyes wandered 
over that martial array, for until that 
moment he had not realized the genuine 
power of the Tripolitan navy. Sudden-
ly his heart stopped and he stiffened 
involuntarily as around the end of the 
mole appeared a brig—a ship familiar 
in every line and spar. 

" By God! It's the Medea!" With 
the sight of her, a host of torturing 
memories flooded his brain. Could it 
be that he had once been her master? 
He, " El Kebir " ? 

"That is the Meshouda," chuckled 
Jahalul Pasha with a lingering side-
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wise glance. " A beautiful gift from 
America to God's caliph on earth. In 
her are all those treasures sent by Yus-
suf Karamanti—whom Allah make 
prosperous — to please his magnifi-
cence, Selim III, at Istambul." The 
janizary officer's g 1 i 11 e r i n g eyes 
searched his commander's lean fea-
tures. 

" Ya, she bears chests groaning with 
two hundred thousand British pounds 
in heavy red gold, as well as emeralds, 
rubies, and other rich stones, not to 
mention twenty b e a u t e o u s female 
slaves. A sultan's ransom, eh, captain? 
Is it not—er—well, tempting?" 

A long moment El Kebir permitted 
his gaze to rest on the Turk's brutal 
features. An untrustworthy adven-
turer, he decided. 

Through discreet questions careless-
ly asked, El Kebir discovered that the 
unhappy creatures occupied a luxu-
rious cabin aboard the refitted Medea 
and that their every wish, saving the 
right to liberty, was granted. But he 
had scant time to meditate on these 
things, for the deep voice of Ibn 
Madhkur addressed him. 

" Look, O captain! Our signal flut-
ters from the mirant's yardarm." 

A new animation suddenly gripped 
the man known as El Kebir. At his 
orders the long oars began' to flash 
smoothly over the sunlit water, and the 
corsair galley set off on her cruise of 
rapine and murder. 

CHAPTER XXIV. 
E L K E B I R T A K E S A P R I Z E . 

DAWN found the Meshouda cruis-
ing along under easy canvas, for 
a full spread of the brig's sail 

would have left her slower guardians 
!far behind. Three vessels had been de-

tailed to escort the treasure ship—the 
beautiful Kaaba and one other galley 
b e s i d e s the American renegade's 
Nsoura. The balance of the corsair 
squadron had separated to their vari-
ous cruising stations during the night. 

In the morning El Kebir, coming on 
deck, became increasingly aware that 
his officers, particularly Jahalul Pasha, 
were wary to the point of mistrust. 
Over every important part of the gal-
ley the thin-lipped Pasha had posted 
an impassive janizary who moved not 
an inch from his appointed station, 
and, singularly enough, albaccess to the 
slave hold was especially well guarded. 

Though the commander of the jani-
zaries was invariably respectful and 
subservient, it was not until the third 
day out of Tripoli that El Kebir was 
able to shake that copper-visaged offi-
cer's suspicions. 

It was about noon when the lookout 
reported the glimmer of a sail just ris-
ing above the horizon off the starboard 
bow. Instantly El Kebir, with every 
manifestation of eagerness, climbed to 
the rail and eagerly scanned the 
strange speck of canvas with a spy-
glass. About him, grimly impatient, 
clustered his officers. 

" Now Allah be praised," exulted 
the convert. " 'Tis a fat brigantine! 
Fatima send she's not an English ship. 
Look thou well, Jahalul Pasha!" 

There was no trace of false eager-
ness in El Kebir's deep voice and his 
face was lit with a strange excitement. 
"Make haste!" he shouted to the 
second in command. " Out oars! See 
to it, Ibn Madhkur! Haste, ye lazy 
dogs! Would ye have the mirant or 
Captain Sadiqua snatch the prize from 
under our very noses ? Ibrahim! Swing 
the yard about, ye hamstrung, camel-
sired rascals!" 

Moving with an energy that as-
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lounded his dark-skinned subordinates, 
EI Kebir changed course and swiftly 
headed his galley for that distant sail, 
while Kaaba and the other galley were 
yet hesitating. 

" By Allah," chuckled Abul al Har 
to the Berber. " What said I ? Our 
captain is of a truth famished for bat-
tle and spoil!" 

Animated with a fierce, deep ear-
nestness, El Kebir cried for speed and 
more speed when the two other corsair 
cruisers swung about post haste and 
joined in the race for that distant sail 
which might prove to be a deep-laden 
Frenchman or an American full of 
cargo. 

SLOWLY and surely the Nsoura 
was gaining ground, but El Kebir 
ground his teeth in a frenzy of im-

patience. At last he himself strode be-
low to the slave deck. 

" Pull, ye dogs!" he ordered coldly. 
"Boatswain! Lay on harder!" 

As the order was carried out a gale 
of panting curses arose from the 
slaves. " Damn you, Judas ; We'll tear 
you apart some day—Oh! God! Stop 
the whips!" 

But the renegade captain was relent-
less. With naked scimitar in hand, he 
strode back and forth along the gang-
way running between the crowded 
rowing benches, heartlessly pointing 
out the laggards for a taste of the 
slave driver's lead-tipped lash of dis-
cipline. 

Groaning and gasping, the brawny 
American galley slaves heaved until 
the stout oars cracked and buckled. It 
seemed as though El Kebir's very life 
depended on reaching that distant ves-
sel first, and though the other corsair 
galley was larger and her crew strove 
their best, yet the gap between the two 
grew wider and wider. 

" Be my tongue split in two,'* 
growled Abul al Har to the leader of 
the janizaries, as they once more stood 
upon the quarter-deck. " This convert 
proves himself a lion indeed. See how 
he grips his sword handle! Mark how 
he peers at the cursed Nazarene ship. 
Shabat! He looks as does a lion on a 
strayed camel colt." 

Relentless, the Nsoura bore down 
on the now terrified and fast fleeing 
brigantine. When but half a mile of 
blue water separated the galley from 
her intended victim, El Kebir ordered 
every free man on deck, and with no 
little eloquence exhorted them to shout 
and make a great display of their 
arms; not that the injunction needed 
much encouragement. 

In a terrifying chorus the dark-
skinned corsairs raised a deep cry that 
must have stricken fear into the hearts 
aboard the brigantine. 

" Her name, El Kebir—is she 
American?" cried Ibn Madhkur. 

The renegade nodded in what 
seemed like grim joy. " Aye, a Yankee 
ship. 'Tis the Swan of New Bedford! 

" Fire a gun," he suddenly com-
manded Jahalul Pasha. 

"But, captain, the range is too 
long," protested the other in amaze-
ment. " No gun aboard can carry half 
the distance." 

When El Kebir bent a furious look 
on him, he carried out the instructions. 

With a curious, detached sense of 
excitement, the Nsoura's commander 
watched the spurt of flame, and the 
lazy, gray cloud of smoke that ap-
peared under the galley's counter. A 
fleeting smile twisted his lips when the 
shot, as Jahalul Pasha had predicted, 
fell short a good two hundred yards. 

Nevertheless, it had effect, for 
alongside the Swan appeared small 
splashes as, from the waist of the ship, 



CAPTAIN JUDAS. 839 

her crew began throwing overboard 
ballast, cargo, anything that would 
lighten the brigantine and so increase 
her speed a fraction of a knot. 

From his heaving poop deck, EI 
Kebir witnessed, with growing trepida-
tion the dogged approach of the 
Kaaba, Lisle's ship, as, propelled by a 
favoring slant of wind, she spread all 
her canvas, eager to outstrip her 
smaller consort and thus gain the glory 
and profit of taking the prize. * 

" Faster, oars!" roared El Kebir, his 
face drawn and tense beneath the 
orthodox turban.. " The Kaaba gains. 
Oars! Make those lazy slaves put their 
backs to it!" 
- Below decks the chained wretches 

tugged and heaved like madmen, gasp-
ing fearful imprecations on the merci-
less renegade whose demands exacted 
every ounce of their strength. 

AS the American ship beheld her 
^ doom in the shape of that fleet 

galley coming ever nearer, her 
captain, in a brave, if futile gesture, 
opened fire with four of his guns, but 
unfortunately for him, the Swan car-
ried only short -carronades of so limited 
a range that they could not hurt the 
pirate vessel until she drew very close. 

" Open fire" snapped El Kebir to 
Abul al Har. " Shoot and cripple the 
rigging of these unbelieving dogs, for 
once their ship loses speed they are 
ours. Hurry now, ye. misbegotten 
dogs! Five golden pounds to the gun 
crew that brings me down the brig-
antine's mainmast." 

While the brown corsairs, grimly 
picturesque in their miscellaneous 
array of side arms, tugged and sweat-
ed at the gun tackles, Amos strode 
among them, shouting encourage-
ment. 

When the galley was but a hundred 

yards from the fugitive vessel, Ibn 
Madhkur prepared for battle by strip-
ping to the waist and strapping on a 
light cuirass of glittering steel. 

" These will do for at least two of 
the Christian swine!" he gloated fierce-
ly, adding a brace of long-barreled 
pistols to his arsenal. 

As El Kebir passed on his return to 
the poop, the Berber's eyes narrowed. 
" Why dost thou carry that ivory stick 
in thy belt, O captain? Would not a 
pistol be more useful?" 

" It contains a certain precious 
writing," replied El Kebir shortly. " l£ 
I should chance to fall in the battle— 
see that it reaches the mirant." 

Jahalul Pasha, meanwhile, had mus-
tered his veteran janizaries on the 
galley's prow, where they now waited 
in restless, serried ranks, impatiently 
eying the doomed brigantine. 

During this last phase of the chase 
the galley's nine starboard guns spoke, 
one after the other, while El Kebir 
stamped and cursed in furious anger 
at the poor shooting. Only two of the 
shots hulled the fleeing merchantman, 
and the others either fell short or 
passed harmlessly through her rig-
ging-

While the guns were being reloaded 
the Nsoura's captain anxiously glanced 
over his shoulder to perceive that the 
powerful Kaaba had gained incredibly 
and was rapidly drawing in range. He 
could almost read the triumphant smile 
on the Scot's face at the prospect of 
carrying off the prize after all. There 
was 110 doubt now that the Swan would 
faH to the Kaaba if her flight was not 
immediately halted. 

" Stand away, ye blind, fumbling 
dogs," El Kebir roared at the crew of 
a freshly loaded gun. " Ye awkward 
clowns, ye could not hit an ox with 
an oar!" 
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Roughly he drove away the shamed the g r i n n i n g , powder-grimed El 
and apologetic gunners, then snatched Kebir. 
up the aiming mallet and a couple of " By the stone of the Kaaba," he 
quoins. At once a deep silence reigned shouted, " thou art well fitted to follow 
amid the near-by corsairs, while El the victorious crescent of Mohammed! 
Kebir, with a rare skill, fell to sighting Surely, the hand of Fatima guided that 
the heavy cannon. shot." 

" What madness is this ? El Kebir When the heavy white billow of 
can never hit the mast," gasped Abul s m o k e cleared away, the Nsoura's 
al Har. " 'Twould be the work of a master beheld, with sadly conflicting 
jinni if he does." emotions, the results of his uncanny 

Jahalul Pasha grinned sourly and gunnery. The Swan now lay helpless, 
tested his sword point on a broad, pow- not over fifty yards away, with the 
erful thumb. " Aye, surely this time wreck of her mainmast depressing her 
our captain has overreached himself, left rail in such a manner that her 
He is an empty braggart." frantic crew could not bring their guns 

Nevertheless, the mail-clad com- to bear. She had, moreover, lost- all 
mander calmly pursued his prepara- steerageway, and now wallowed com-
tions; then, rising to his feet, he seized pletely,. defenseless, waiting the on-
the firing lanyard and braced his bare slaught of her three pursuers, 
feet on the deck. As hounds on the trail of a faltering 

Though the sea was fairly calm, the buck, the Kaaba and her running mate 
lightly ballasted galley rolled heavily, came storming up, but they were too 
forcing Amos to judge the motion to late to share in the victory, for the 
a nicety. At that precise instant, while Nsoura's b o a r d e r s were already 
the Nsoura hovered on an even keel, swarming in a dark cloud over the 
his hand darted back and a tiny, ver- brigantine's green-painted stern, and 
tical puff of white smoke shot up, at their head the watchers recognized 
presaging the thunderous explosion, the stalwart, white-clad figure of Cap-
Like a wounded beast the gun carriage tain el Kebir. 
leaped back on its ponderous wooden 1 " Surrender!" shouted El Kebir in 
wheels, rumbling and straining vi- English. " Surrender at once, ye 
dously at the tackle ropes under force Christian dogs, and mayhap your lives 
of the recoil. will be spared." 

The brigantine's captain, a tall bony 

MOMENTARILY blinded by the man in a ragged pea-jacket, turned 

bitter fumes of burnt powder, aside in evident despair to confer with 
the tensed, sweat-bathed El his mates. El Kebir saw the others 

Kebir heard a ringing, triumphant urge surrender, saw the captain's thin, 
shout from the prow of the galley. anguished face lifted to glance at the 

"Allahu Akbar! 'Tis a miracle! See, red, white and blue flag that yet flut-
the American's mast sways! It totters! tered from the brigantine's foretop. 
It falls!" "Quick!" growled Jahalul Pasha, 

Ibn Madhkur was shouting incredu- starting forward. " See, they defy us! 
lous, delighted oaths, and Jahalul Slay them, slay them all!" 
Pasha, impassive veteran of twoscore But El Kebir sprang before the 
engagements, flung both arms about janizary officer, with hand raised. 
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" Peace!" he cried. " Thou dost for-
get thyself. I give orders here. Fool! 
Why murder the Christian dogs ? 
Every one left alive means more gold 
for us in the slave mart, Plave pa-
tience, comrade, they'll surrender im-
mediately." 

But the brigantine's lanky master 
still demurred. Suddenly he snatched 
a long musket from a near-by sailor 
and, taking quick aim, fired full at the 
calm white-clad figure on the brigan-
tine's stern. 

" Take that, you murdering infidel!" 
he roared hoarsely. 

The bullet sang by a scant inch or 
so from the golden ring in El Kebir's 
ear to stretch a stalwart janizary 
writhing on the deck. 

In an instant a dozen corsair mus-
kets had cracked, and when the smoke 
drifted away the foolhardy skipper, 
one of his mates and two seamen lay 
dead on the deck. 

" Stop! For God's sake! We surren-
der!" 

The plea for quarter rose, from all 
sides as the remaining officers raised 
empty, imploring hands. 

" Then drop your arms, all of you!" 
rasped El Kebir. " And haul down that 
rag of a flag!" 

FEARFULLY obedient, the Swan's 
crew cast their weapons clattering 
to the deck and sullenly lowered 

the Stars and Stripes. 
When the Nsoura, after shipping her 

oars, was run alongside, it was El 
Kebir himself who superintended the 
chaining of twenty-two sullen and un-
cowed American seamen. 

" Lusty rogues," he commented 
carelessly to his second in command. 
" They'll do well at the oars." 

" Ya, sidi, it is a goodly haul," 
chuckled Abul al Har. " And the 

Christian dogs are loaded with spices 
and wine." 

Unconsciously repeating Lisle's first 
words aboard the Medea, El Kebir ad-
dressed the surviving mate, a tall, 
black-haired fellow. 

"Where's you* manifest?" 
At the familiar accents the Amer-

ican's jaw dropped almost to his chest. 
He stared, then grated harshly; " A 
renegade, by God!" Turning to another 
prisoner he contemptuously jerked his 
head in El Kebir's direction. 

" Damn my eyes, Harry, look at 
that thirfg in infidel clothes. Who'd 
think a Yankee skipper could fall so 
low?" 

El Kebir, his soul for once tortured 
beyond endurance, vented a growl of 
rage and struck the offending mate 
senseless to the deck with a crashing 
blow that won a murmur of approval 
from the onlookers and a thin smile 
from Ibn Madhkur. 

" So much for that insolent dog,'" 
remarked El Kebir, calmly spurning 
the fallen mate. " Jahalul Pasha, sta-
tion thy janizaries aboard the prize at 
once. I'll then make report to the 
mirant." He grinned. " By Allah, the 
old Scot '11 be in a fine fury, too." 

Jahalul Pasha inclined his head, but 
spread eloquent hands in protest. " I 
regret, illustrious captain, I can spare 
but ten men. Do thou make up the 
greater part of the prize crew from 
among thy sailors." 

But Amos firmly shook his head. 
Fixing the other with a stony eve, he 
insisted. " See how large and helpless 
is this vessel. Ibn Madhkur has but 
twenty sailors, while thou hast twice 
as many janizaries." 

Grumbling and very reluctantly, 
Jahalul Pasha finally assented to the 
placing of fifteen of his savage follow-
ers aboard the Swan. To these El 
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Kebir soon added ten sailors under the 
able command of Abul al Har. 

SHORTLY afterward the victorious 
captain caused himself to be rowed 
over the sparkling blue rollers to 

the Kaaba where, after an exchange of 
civilities, he made due report to the 
half-admiring, half-disgrunted mirant. 

" Ye're a plaguey keen commander," 
commented the Scot sourly. " Ye did 
me oot o' a fat prize; but 'twas weel 
done, laddie." Losing his spite he 
clasped Hi Kebir's hand warmly. " It's 
gr-r-rand tae have anither white mon 
by me. It's fair lonely wi' all these 
black rogues for mates, Amos, boy— 
ye'll make a great name yet. I'll admit 
ye fair surprised me wi' your eagerness 
to-day. I'd feared ye'd be none sae 
keen tae prey on yer late countrymen." 

The ring in Amos's ear flashed 
brightly as he chuckled convincingly. 

" Nonsense, Lisle! 'Twas you taught 
me sense. I've had small cause to love 
certain of my ex-countrymen—the late 
Mr. Estes, for instance. Besides, hav-
ing made my bed, it's only reasonable 
to wish to lie as comfortably in it as 
may be." 

The Scot's leathery features relaxed 
in a smile. 

" Ah'm thinking ye're no mean phi-
losopher, Trent. I have always found 
it wiser tae risk my neck for a sover-
eign than for a groat. I am well 
pleased wi' ye. What have ye done wi' 
the prisoners of warr-r-r?" 

" Taken them to my own ship," re-
plied El Kebir easily. " I've still some 
vacant benches, and the other galley 
has none. What are your orders now, 
sir?" 

Solemnly, Gregory Lisle, mirant of 
all the bashaw's navy, winked his blue 
right eye and laid an affectionate hand 
on his subordinate's arm. 

" My immediate orders, Captain el 
Kebir, are tae come below whaur I've 
a" wee drappie o' something our dear 
Prophet ne'er properly appreciated. 
Come doon and we wull drink tae your 
successful cruise." 

Smothering a weary sigh, El Kebir 
nodded, then followed the wiry, white-
robed figure down the companionway. 

CHAPTER XXV. 
N I C I I T O F S T O R M . 

IT was the third day following the 
capture of the Swan that the first 
warnings of an impending storm ap-

peared. From the Nsoura's poop, El 
K e b i r watched ragged, low-flying 
clouds come scudding up over the 
horizon, paling the bright blue water 
to a dirty gray. 

All day the weather grew worse, 
forcing the Kaaba and the Meshouda 
to reduce sail and causing the galleys 
to draw their wildly threshing oars in-
board. 

Steadily' the gale increased to a 
howling blast, and by nightfall the sea 
was white and all four ships plunged 
madly, content merely to hold their 
own against the storm. 

Only El Kebir seemed at ease 
aboard his rolling galley. The jan-
izaries off duty crouched shivering and 
cursing in their quarters, mumbling 
prayers that the storm might not in-
crease, while the thirteen remaining 
sailors traveled the wave-washed deck 
in peril of their lives and ventured 
forth only on command. 

In the fetid slave hold there was no 
sound save the groaning of timbers and 
the dull thunder of waves beating out̂  
side, for all save a single slave driver 
on duty had sunk into a weary slumber. 

Darker and darker grew the night, 
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until it was only with difficulty that 
El Kebir, drenched and shivering, 
could distinguish the lights on the 
Kaaba and the Meshouda as he stood 
beside the great oaken tiller. 'Already 
the other galley was lost to view. 

" I shouldn't wonder if they've come 
into the w i n d," he conjectured. 
" Would to God we could—it's a cruel 
buffeting the Nsoura is taking." 

Dodging a cloud of spray, lie turned 
to the quartermaster, who, with feet 
braced wide on the cleated deck, shout-
ed directions to two assistants strug-
gling with the ponderous tiller handle. 

" Ali, I am going forward to test 
the cordage; do thou keep the Nsoura's 
prow in line with the red lantern on 
the Meshouda's stern. Lose it and I 
promise thee thy head will pay for the 
error." 

The steersman's eyes, wide with 
alarm, shone dully in the darkness. 

" Ya, sidi. It is difficult, but I will do 
my best. What if the others—" 

" Peace," growled El Kebir, tight-
ening the broad belt which restrained 
his robe against the fierce blasts of the 
gale. " I have spoken. Remember thy 
life depends upon keeping the Me-
shouda in sight." 

So saying he bent against the wind 
and staggered off, clutching the rail for 
support and instinctively shielding his 
eyes against the torrents of stinging 
spray with his free hand. 

HAD some watcher been abroad 
that stormy night he might have 
noticed a curious, set expression 

on El Kebir's gleaming features as he 
fought his way forward—inch by inch 
and foot by foot—toward a certain 
solidly-built companionway that led 
below. 

Minutes later, drenched and panting, 
the venturesome captain found himself 

on a staircase illuminated by a single 
smoking lantern. He paused to exam-
ine with critical eye an object seized 
during his progress along the deck. It 
was one of those leaded mallets em-
ployed to regulate the quoin guns. 

" God knows," he muttered, " it 
should do the trick." His fingers 
gripped the handle with almost spas-
modic tightness as the mallet vanished 
once more beneath his dripping robes. 

Outside the crew's quarters he hesi-
tated just long enough to glance inside 
and to make sure of the number of 
huddled outlines'present. Then, walk-
ing on the balls of his bare feet, the 
renegade silently turned toward the 
slave hold, instinctively wrinkling his 
nostrils against the stench that assailed 
him from the narrow black passage 
ahead. 

True to the rigid discipline that had 
built the empire of the Sublime Porte, , 
the two janizaries on guard were not 
only awake, but alert as well. They 
stood talking in lowr tones, their cal-
loused feet braced on the swaying floor 
of the passage. Upon Catching sight 
of the commander, their yellow-clad 
bodies stiffened awkwardly and in 
unison they presented naked scimitars 
in salute. 

El Kebir inclined his head as he ad-
vanced and smiled. " Ye are good 
watchmen," he commended them. " It 
is an ill night to stand guard." 

The two scarred faces relaxed, 
hugely pleased by the praise of a mas-
ter known to be exacting. How gi-
gantic seemed the two in that half 
light; why, they nearly filled the nar-
row passage. 

,r Ya, captain, as thou sayest, it is—" 
Suddenly one of the silver-mounted 
pistols from El Kebir's wide girdle 
clattered at his feet. Immediately the 
nearest janizary uttered an exclama-
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tion and stooped swiftly to recover the 
weapon, thus presenting for an instant 
the back of his shaven skull. 

He never straightened, for with the 
speed of a leopard's blow, the heavy 
quoin mallet flashed out from beneath 
El Kebir's sodden robes and descended 
with all the force of the captain's pow-
erful frame. The stricken soldier col-
lapsed without a sound to lie quivering 
like a stunned ox. 

During a fraction of a moment the 
other guard gaped incredulous, para-
lyzed with surprise, but recovering as 
swiftly, leaped forward in a tigerish 
assault. 

El Kebir sprang back and jabbed 
hard with his left fist to gain time to 
raise the mallet once again. But 
though his hard, bony fist landed 
squarely on the point of the Turkish 
soldier's jaw, it bothered that tough 
veteran not at all. He merely grunted, 
shook his head and whipped up his 
scimitar with a lightning speed that 
seemed to spell El Kebir's doom. But 
at the apex of its arc the scimitar's 
point inadvertently crashed into the 
single lantern illuminating the dis-
puted passage. Came the high tinkle 
of shattered glass, a spray of hot, 
rancid smelling oil, and a turmoil 
filled the blackness, for the door to the 
slave hold was swung shut. 

It was fantastic, unreal, the duel that 
followed there in the swaying passage, 
with Death waiting to strike the incau-
tious. El Kebir, quicker in his reac-
tions than the janizary, twisted sinu-
ously sidewise and instantly flattened 
himself against the wall. He heard the 
grunt of the invisible swordsman as he 
struck and found nothing. 

Then, calculating the probable posi-
tion of his opponent, the captain once 
more brought down the mallet, putting 
ail of his strength into the blow, Luck 

favored him this time, for a dull crunch 
sounded hollowly in the blackness and 
something warm and yielding slithered 
against his knees. 

PERHAPS ten minutes later a 
sleepy slave driver on duty in the 
hold started up at hearing a soft 

step behind him, turned to see the cause 
and sprang to attention, for El Kebir, 
himself, was quietly making his way 
down the long, narrow gangway sep-
arating the rowing benches. 

" Judas!" cried a wakeful slave with 
a sudden jangle of fetters. " By God, 
boys, 'tis the bloody Captain Judas 
himself!" 

In one brief instant the slave hold 
became an indescribable bedlam as 
some forty-five frenzied slaves awoke 
and, spying the object of their almost 
fanatic hatred, strained desperately at 
their chains and fought with writhing 
fingers to catch hold of the unmoved 
renegade. 

" Judas!" a voice howled madly. 
" Judas! He's the damned traitor 
whose hand brought down our main-
mast. He's the one to thank we're 
here!" 

Knowing from past experience that 
the roar of wind and wave would 
drown out the outcry, El Kebir stood 
impassive while the Negro slave 
driver, growling angry oaths, caught 
up his lead-tipped lash and commenced 
to beat back the yammering slaves. 

Progressing steadily down the gang-
way the huge black plied his whistling 
whip, moving straight toward El 
Kebir. The driver left in his wake a 
dozen moaning, writhing figures, then 
prepared to pass the motionless com-
mander who stood clutching a deck 
beam for support and watching the 
slave driver's efforts with smoldering 
eyes. 
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At that precise moment, when the 
bandy-legged driver was directly beside 
him, El Kebir's foot shot out with the 
speed of a cat's paw, dexterously 
throwing the Moor off balance. In a 
twinkle the slave driver reeled, clawed 
wildly at the air, then plunged among 
the benches to vanish under a pack of 
screaming, raging slaves who quickly 
and horribly put an end to the black's 
career of brutality. 

" And now, we'll have you, Captain 
Judas!" they shrieked. But, calm and 
commanding, El Kebir raised a hand 
for attention. A few who had noted the 
reason for the slave driver's fatal fall 
silenced the others. They seemed 
struck by an idea, those gaunt, filthy 
wretches, and waited breathless. 

" Hearken," cried the renegade 
known as Captain Judas. " D'ye see 
these keys? They fit your fetters. 
Would ye be free?" 

In dull incomprehension the red-
eyed slaves gaped at that tall, master-
ful figure beneath the lantern. 

"Bah!" snarled a black-haired sea-
man down whose chest ran a trickle of 
blood. "We'll have none of you, 
Judas. 'Once a traitor, always a 
traitor! What new game is this?" 

" The game of Life and Death, 
fool!" replied El Kebir in loud, bitter 
tones. " A costly game. Ye all know 
that everything in this world must be 
bought at a price. I've tried to buy 
your liberty and that of another—at a 
price." There was something infinite-
ly tragic in the ruddy bearded face, 
and the gray eyes sweeping the slave 
benches wrere veiled with an indescrib-
able sadness. " That price is the name 
of ' Captain Judas.' D'ye understand? 
To get you free—I perjured myself. 
I'm branded as Judas now—and will 
be till I die." He waited for an out-
cry, but none came, so he went on, rais-

ing his voice above the groaning of the 
storm-tossed galley. " But I've only 
bought half your freedom—the other 
half must be bought by you!" 

" What's the price ?" A d o z e n 
strained and breathless voices chorused 
the query. 

EL KEBIR held the great key ring 
up to the light. " Here are the 
keys. Now, mark my words. In 

ten minutes you can all be free—in ten 
minutes you can slay these pirate 
devils who have imprisoned you—if, 
mind you, you will but promise to obey 
me 111 all things!" 

" You ask us to trust and obey you," 
cried an old man, " and 'twas your own 
hand that crippled the Swan." 

Deliberately, almost contemptuously, 
the captain's turbaned head turned to 
the speaker. 

" Yes,"' he answered in fierce im-
patience. " 'Twas my hand! Thank 
God for it, too! Don't you see. witless 
fool, that had I not captured you, one 
of the other vessels would have? I 
strove to be first—deliberately lashed 
the backs off some of you, didn't I? 
Why? Because I wanted every Ameri-
can I could get, aboard this vessel. 
Now, will you believe me ?" 

Something in El Kebir's poignant 
appeal must have brought conviction. 
The nearest slaves hesitated, turned 
aside and communed hastily in under-
tones while the captain waited on the 
gangway, his heart drumming violent-
ly. Everything hinged on this critical 
moment. The other slaves were waver-
ing—some pro and some con. 

Master of diplomacy that he was, 
he instantly gave them one final word. 
" Decide," he rasped, and his jaw shut 
with an ominous click, " Decide, you 
wavering fools, or I'll go aloft and 
send down the janizaries!" 
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It was the needed impetus—they 
knew his threat was genuine. As one 
man they arose. " Captain Judas!" 
they shouted—quite forgetful of the 
implication—" wre'll follow! That we 
will! Show us the way and we'll 
follow." 

Instantly El Kebir s p r a n g down 
from the gangway to the benches and 
distributed a key ring to either side. 
A period of feverish activity followed, 
at the end of which some forty-five 
desperate, shivering wretches, bearing 
iron balls on wrist and ankle, lined up 
on the gangway. 

"Lead on, captain," cried the fore-
most, and the gleam in his sunken eyes 
boded ill for the corsairs sleeping in 
fancied security aboard the Nsoura. 
In a long, shaggy column the freed 
slaves commenced to move forward, 
bending low to miss the deck beams. 

" Quietly now," cautioned El Kebir. 
" You, mister red-head, take charge 
of the distribution of arms—I've 
opened a chest of pikes at the far end 
of this passage. There are a brace of 
dead janizaries out there," he added 
grimly. " Don't trip on them or cry 
out. When you're armed, follow me, 
and for God's sake strike hard and 
true." 

A grisly, ominous laugh echoing 
through the semi-darkness was his 
reply. 

LATER, El Kebir recalled the vision 

a of twenty grimly eager men 
poised outside the Tripolitan 

crew's quarters—of a hand trying the 
latch, a sudden influx, squeals, shrieks, 
thudding blows, groans, then silence. 

For over half an hour terror, mur-
der and sudden death reigned on the 
storm-assailed Nsoura. A good half 
of the janizaries were stricken down 
before they could rub sleep from their 

eyes; the others fought gamely, but 
died just as surely. 

Jahalul Pasha awoke to find his 
quarters full of naked, apelike figures. 
He went down after a terrific struggle, 
cursing El Kebir until a boarding ax 
sank deep into his brain. 

Of all the crew, only Ibn Madhkur, 
the quartermaster and his two assist-
ants were spared. Very efficiently they 
were seized, bound and imprisoned 
below. 

And while Death raged in a carnival 
of revenge, the wave-lashed galley con-
tinued to follow the dim red beacon on 
the Meshouda's stern as though noth-
ing had happened. About that El Kebir 
was very careful. 

CHAPTER XXVI. 
THE FIGHT ON THE MESHOUDA. 

WHEN the discouraged gray light 
of early morning finally pene-
trated the storm clouds, there 

remained p i the original convoy only 
two vessels cruising in company. 
They were the brig Meshouda and a 
single, grimly tenacious galley which, 
with a few of her oars thrust out, 
crept suddenly over the surging seas. 

" By Allah! What a sea eagle is this 
El Kebir! He alone lost us not during 
the night." On the treasure ship's 
quarter-deck Captain Albu Moham-
med clutched the taffrail and peered 
anxiously out o v e r the tumultuous 
gray waves. " Mark thou, Fahkri," 
he observed to his mate, " how badly 
the galley has suffered!" 

" Aye," answered the other. " See 
how low she sits in the water. Ibn 
Madhkur's rogues must be breaking 
their backs at the pumps. By the beard 
of the Prophet, I think I see her dis-
tress signal even now," 
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" Fetch my glasses," commanded 
Albu Mohammed, " and send the of-
ficer of the watch to me at once. .We 
may have to stand by for a rescue. 
'Tis Shaitan's own luck that the Kaaba 
was blown away or she'd do it." 

Through the glass the master of the 
Meshouda studied the laboring galley 
and noticed with apprehension how 
wave after wave raced foaming and 
unchecked across her decks. A frown 
appeared on his dark brow when he 
discovered how badly the Nsoura's. 
bulwarks were shattered and broken, 
and how the triple-reefed sail tugged 
and threshed, momentarily threaten-
ing to break loose. 
. At that moment the officer of the 

watch came up. 
" Here," commanded Albu Mo-

hammed, "take this glass and tell me 
what thou seest." 

Steadying the glass against the 
brig's violent lurching, the officer 
obeyed. 

" I see the water pouring into a 
broken hatch. I see several of the 
slaves pumping like mad. On the deck 
stands El Kebir, and close by him Ibn 
Madhkur." Suddenly the w a t c h e r 
stiffened. "Quick, captain!" he cried.1' 
" There flies the red flag of distress." 

He turned questioning eyes on his 
superior—would he turn back? 

" We must," reluctantly growled 
Albu Mohammed in reply to the un-
spoken query. " 'Tis the bashaw's own 
order- Prepare to wear the ship. Ten 
thousand curses on our fate to have 
to creep along at a galley's speed!" 

RUMBLING angry oaths in his 
Seard, the lieutenant strode off; 
and before long the Meshouda 

commenced to swing in a wide arc 
back toward the apparently sinking 
hulk of the Nsoura. 

In another ten minutes two of the 
brig's whaleboats, e a c h capable of 
carrying forty souls, set out from the 
Meshouda's lee and, by dint of hard 
pulling, were rowed over to the far 
side of the sinking galley. 

Agile as cats, two of the seamen 
from each of the whaleboats sprang 
to the wave-lashed deck. Then one of 
them, more astute than his mate, start-
ed back with a sharp cry of astonish-
ment, for the hatch which was admit-
ting water had been unmistakably-
chopped, not broken open. In increas-
ing trepidatiori he noticed several ropes 
which also had been cut, not broken. 
He whirled to give an alarm, but a 
powerful brown-faced man in a jani-
zary's uniform n e a t l y knocked the 
breath from the corsair's lungs. 

Watchers crowding the rail of the 
Meshouda then witnessed a perfect ex-
ample of marine discipline. In orderly, 
files the doomed galley's whole force 
of janizaries lined up across the wave-
lashed deck, while from the slave 
hatch appeared some twenty - five 
s l a v e s , momentarily freed of their 
shackles. These were handed or 
thrown bodily over the side into the 
waiting boats which, being on the far 
side of the Nsoura, were invisible from 
the brig. 

" El Kebir must be leaving some of 
his slaves to drown," observed Albu . 
Mohammed, with a sour laugh. " Evi-
dently the galley sinks too fast. See, 
there is El Kebir himself, going over 
the side." 

Even as he spoke, the first of the 
returning whaleboats appeared, rid-
ing heavily over the waves, her rowers 
reenforced by slaves from the founder-
ing g a l l e y . They rowed eagerly 
enough, for about them squatted num-
bers of janizaries in whose hands 
gleamed ready blades, f 
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" Aye," nodded the officer of the 
watch, " El Kebir may have left some 
slaves, but he has saved all of his arms. 
Seest thou the heap of pikes, pistols 
and cutlasses in the stern of each 
boat?" 

" A good leader is El Kebir," agreed 
Albu. " He thinks of everything." 

A shout of excitement rose from the 
handful of sailors on watch on the 
Meshouda's deck. 

"Look, by the Rock of the Kaaba! 
The galley sinks!" 

It was so. That long, sinister hull 
was settling lower and lower into the 
water, until suddenly the Nsoura gave 
a final heave and completely vanished, 
her passing marked only by a litter of 
scattered wreckage. 

STEADILY, the returning whale-
boats pulled for the patch of quiet-
er water in the brig's lee. Appar-

ently sick and cowed, the rescued jan-
izaries crouched in the boat bottoms, 
not one of them so much as turning his 
head in the direction of the Meshouda. 

El Kebir, however, stood with Ibn 
Madhkur in the stern' of the foremost 
whaleboat and shouted in a voice of 
thunder that lines should be cast over 
the side, a command which was 
promptly carried out. 

Then, as the whaleboat plunged 
alongside, the janizaries awoke to a 
strange and sudden activity. Their 
belts bulging with pistols and holding-
bright bladed scimitars between their 
teeth, they caught the trailing rope 
ends and came swarming up the side 
like so many yellow-clad apes. 

"Captain!" There was a note of 
poignant alarm in the voice of an of-
ficer who stood beside Albu Moham-
med. " See those janizaries! Treach-
ery! They are not the same which 
shipped aboard the Nsoura!" 

He darted across the quarter-deck 
bellowing for the guards, while the 
Meshouda's captain, in belated alarm, 
jerked the lanyard of a signal gun that 
was always charged and ready to fire. 
He had scarce time to discharge the 
warning shot before a raving, howling 
mob of ex-galley slaves, grotesquely 
attired in janizary uniforms, came 
bounding up to the quarter-deck, bran-
dishing their weapons. 

At their head rushed El Kebir, scim-
itar in hand. With admirable pres-
ence of mind, he flung himself upon 
the dismayed captain of the Meshouda 
and disarmed him, then shielded the 
captive against the freed Americans. 

" Back!" he roared when the attack-
ers sought to kill Albu. " Back, leave 
him alone, he'll be useful soon." Crisp-
ly he issued orders. " You, Jones, take 
ten men and clean out the forecastle; 
Henniger, take charge of the wheel, 
and the rest of you bully boys, follow 
me!" 

" Ave, that we will! Lead on, Cap'n 
Judas!" 

All o v e r the Meshouda they 
swarmed, a fierce, resistless, all-con-
quering tide. Neither side asked nor 
gave quarter, and the avenging board-
ers slaughtered the Tripolitan crew and 
guard of janizaries to a man. The 
negro slaves and eunuchs who made no 
resistance were spared and herded, 
squealing with fear, into the lazarette. 

rl was only when the despairing 
shrieks of the last doomed corsairs 
had faded away that El Kebir al-

lowed himself to think on that sub-
ject which had burned steadily ifi the 
back of his brain since that fateful, 
soul-crushing interview on the battle-
ments—that interview when she whom 
he adored had christened him " Cap-
tain Judas!" 

8 A 
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" I allow they're all dead now, sir." 

Eben Jones, a stocky little Rhode 
Islander, saluted wearily. " Lawks, but 
you should ha' heard the pretty girl 
slaves a squealing with fright when 
we broke open the door. Thought their 
last hour'd come, I allow." 

Slaves? El Kebir struggled to sup-
press a quiver in his beard. Among 
those slaves must be Dorothea! Doro-
thea ! The name beat like a tiny tocsin 
in his brain. 

In a brief, precise gesture he 
sheathed his clouded scimitar and 
looked at the speaker. " I would view 
these slaves," he directed in a voice de-
void of inflection. " Lead me—show 
me where they are.'' 

But before he could move, Hen-
niger, black-haired mate of the Swan 
and one whom El Kebir had selected 
as second in command, rushed up, eyes 
starting from his head. 

" Look, sir! We—we're rich—rich 
as Crcesus! I just came from the cap-
tain's cabin. Why—why—•" he stut-
tered and held out a handful of coins, 
" there's chest on chest o' gold, kegs of 
fancy perfumes and all manner o' out-
landish trinkets. They'll fetch a pretty 
penny in Marseilles or Naples. That 
they will, sir." 

To the exultant speaker's surprise, 
the tall captain's sole reaction was a 
brief, disinterested nod. " G o o d 
enough," he c o m m e n t e d , " good 
enough. See that a guard's posted at 
once." 

Henniger's blue eyes widened ludi-
crously. "Good enough, say ye? Is 
that all ve say to nigh onto a—a "—at 
mentioning the sum he choked—" a 
million dollars worth o' loot?" 

But the tall man in blood-splotched 
Moorish robes thrust a curious ivory 
baton more firmly into his belt and 
acted as though the mate's awed state-

9 A 

ment had been a remark upon the 
weather. 

" Yes, yes. Step aside, man. You, 
Jones, lead me to the quarters of these 
women slaves." Yet taken aback at 
El Kebir's indifference, Henniger 
grinned in sudden, though mistaken, 
comprehension. 

" To the women, eh ? Well, I don't 
blame him. One gets damned hungry 
for the sight o' one in the years of 
slavery." . 

EL KEBIR followed Jones in si-
lence down a passage leading to 
the cabin where were housed the 

fairest of thos;e damsels intended for 
the harem of Selim III, God's Caliph 
on Earth and Defender of the True 
Faith. 

With each stride he took down the 
low, gloomy passage, the hammering of 
El Kebir's heart increased. In another 
few moments he would again stand 
face to face with her whom he still 
loved beyond power of expression. In 
another few seconds he and Dorothea 
Sayles would meet—free and equal for 
the first time in many weary months— 
and very possibly encounter each other 
for the last time. 

At last Jones halted before a low 
door secured with a snap lock. " There 
ye be, sir. In this room is the prettiest 
slave wenches ye ever set yer eye on!" 

Strangely taut, El Kebir stepped for-
ward over a limply sprawled janizary. 
" All right," he replied in brief, metal-
lic accents. " Wait for me here." 

The touch of the cold knob on his 
fingers steadied him; it brought reality 
home. Drawing a deep breath, he 
snapped back the lock and, gripping 
the ivory cylinder, slowly opened the 
portal. 

A series of piercing, throbbing 
screams of animal terror assailed his 



.850 ARGOSY. 

.cars, as the unfortunate maidens cried 
out—expecting an instant d e a t h . 
.Strangely incongruous, a scent of jas-
mine perfume rushed out into the 
death-littered passage. 
- For a moment he could see nothing. 
.The cabin was dark and the light of 
the clouded sky was further restrained 
from entering by a brace of heavy 
silken curtains drawn across the port-
hole. Then his staring eyes gradually 
distinguished a number of slender 
figures pressed in terror to the far wall. 
- "Dorothea!" The man called Cap-
tain Judas choked out the name. 
" Dorothea, where are you?" 

In the uncertain half light he could 
tell nothing, could see naught save sev-
eral crouching figures sobbing upon 
gaudy pillows. There was no reply. 

Perhaps she was below? He half 
turned, but checked himself as he 
descried a solitary upright form that 
looked fixedly at the doorway. 

"Dorothea! Dorothea!" A great 
gladness for her safety welled up like 
a cool spring in an arid plain. Some 
of the women slaves checked their 
lamentations to peer curiously at the 
tall, military figure in the doorway. 

" Dorothea!" Hoarsely he called her 
name a third time, but still she neither 
moved nor shifted her accusing eyes. 

"Get thee gone, Captain Judas." 
Her voice came to him at last, toneless, 
deadly calm. " Even now your hands 
are red with slaughter. Has it suited 
you to turn your coat yet again?" 

IT was as though a corsair pike had 
pierced his heart. Pie felt sick— 
deathly sick—as he clutched the 

door frame for support. "Captain 
Judas!" She had called him that again! 
Her love, then, was quite dead. No 
woman could have said that to the man 
she loved. 

Suddenly become savage at her in-
justice, he was about to burst inside, 
to take her in his arms, to tell her, by 
force to make her see the truth, when 
there sounded the pounding of hurried 
feet and a voice calling his name. 

" Captain! Captain!" There wTas an 
unmistakable note of alarm in the 
shouts of the unseen speaker. Amos 
paused as though turned to stone. Every 
nerve alert, he wondered what fresh 
calamity had befallen. 

Dimly, he heard Eben Jones on 
guard outside of the door hail the 
newcomer. " What's up ?" 

" Man, don't delay me!" gasped the . 
other angrily, " Where's Judas? God 
help us, the Kaaba's come back! She's 
bearing down like mad." 

Instantly Amos was El Kebir once 
again—the lonely, granite-browed El 
Kebir. "What of it?" he rasped from 
the doorway. " Don't yell so—there's 
no need for Lisle to suspect aught amiss 
for a long while." 

" Rut there is," gasped the seaman. 
" Some fool, with a misbegotten sense 
of victory, hoisted some American 
colors that he found nailed up as a 
trophy in the captain's cabin. Hurry, 
sir, the Kaaba's coming up hand over 
fist, with her guns out and her crew 
at quarters." 

One long moment El Kebir strug-
gled to readjust himself to this final 
blow. 

" Get on deck," he ordered. " Break 
out the ammunition, cast the tarpaulins 
off the guns and open the magazine. 
We will make such a fight as they'll talk 
of in Tripoli for years. Ha! ha! ha!" 
He felt his overstrained nerves snap-
ping. " Yes, we'll fight—get out, you 
two! I'll be on deck directly." 

The two men stared, but turned and 
obediently dashed off to summon the 
dismayed crew, while El Kebir spun 
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about once more to fix terrible eyes 
upon the motionless girl across the 
cabin. 

" I regret," he began unsteadily, and 
his voice told of infinite weariness, 
" that you hold so little faith in me. 
This I promise—I will not survive the 
engagement we are about to begin. I 
have striven greatly and 'tis time for 
a long rest. Should the Medea "—he 
unconsciously employed the brig's true 
name—" win free, you will be at lib-
erty to go where you will." 

His hand gripped the ivory cylinder 
and' pulled it from his belt. With a 
stiff, jerky gesture he cast the case at 
her feet, where it fell with a dull 
thump. 

" There's a scroll in there—my fare-
well to—to one I loved. I pray you 
read it sometime." His eyes, infinite-
ly yearning, sought hers, and a fleeting 
smile parted his lips. " Farewell— 
Dorothea!" 

He bowed gravely, then, with a swirl 
of robes, turned and stalked out, shut-
ting the door a fraction of an instant 
before Dorothea Sayles sprang for-
ward to dash sobbing toward the spot 
where he had stood. 

" Amos! Amos! Come back, be-
loved ! Oh, I do believe t" 

But the heavy door was shut and 
was secured by a spring lock that could 
not be opened from the inside. Wildly, 
she stared about the cabin—lips 
a-quiver and bosom heaving. 

CHAPTER XXVII. 
EL KEBIR'S LAST BATTLE. 

THE enormous difficulties con-
fronting the defenders of the 
Medea struck Amos with full 

force when he gained the brig's deck. 
The KaaBa, under reduced canvas, 

was rushing down on her late consort, 
ominously prepared, her starboard bat-
tery of seventeen guns ready, though 
not run out, for the wild rolling of the 
barque dashed quantities of water into 
the open gun ports. Quite clearly, the 
harassed commander of the Medea 
could distinguish the grim, relentless 
figure of Lisle, standing like a white 
statue on the quarter-deck, coolly di-
recting the preparations for taking the 
recaptured brig. What were the dour ^ 
old Scot's thoughts at that moment ? 

The American captain's momentary 
paralysis of despair vanished and in an 
instant he was among the cannon. 
" Jones! Henniger! Manning! Drop 
what you're doing—come here!" 

There was no denying the authority 
in that leonine voice. They came. 
Panting from their efforts at clearing 
the guns and wild-eyed with fear at 
being recaptured, the three lieutenants 
crowded close about the calm, steely-
eyed captain. 

" Now, listen." Amos spoke in de-
cisive, clipped fashion. " One mistake 
on your parts and by nightfall we'll be 
hanging at yonder yardarm." He 
jerked an eloquent thumb toward the 
onrushing Kaaba. " Each of you 
select six men that have served guns 
before. You, Manning," he snapped 
to a tall Maine seaman, " run below 
and drive on deck all the eunuchs and 
slaves that served the women prisoners 
—they can act as powder monkeys and 
swabbers. _ You, Henniger, set two re-
liable men in the magazine to deal out 
powder and shot. Hurry now, damn 
your eyes!" 

From that moment Amos was every-
where, superintending the opening of 
the familiar magazine, reapportioning 
the crew, and driving the black serv-
ants and the eunuchs to a swift com-
pletion of their simple tasks. Grad-
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ually, miraculously, a semblance of 
order arose from the chaos. Hoarse, 
all-seeing, Trent raged back and forth, 
until six " long eighteens" of the 
Medea's starboard b a t t e r y were 
manned by a crew of rag-clad' men, 
desperately clutching at bulwarks, 
ropes and tackle lines, in an effort to 
keep their positions. 

" Awful —• hopeless — but order at 
least," thought the Medea's master. 
What a ghastly jest! What pitiful folly 
to dream of beating off the attack of 
Lisle's well-trained crew with such a 
miserable handful of men. Subcon-
sciously he realized that he did not 
care greatly as to the outcome; life 
held little interest for him now that 
Dorothea had for the last time refused 
to hear or to believe. 

" Sheer, rank lunacy," he muttered. 
" Here's hoping a roundshot cuts this 
damn' business short." 
- For all his personal despair, the 

naval officer in him urged as persistent 
and skillful a defense as he was capa-
ble of making. A moment more he 
waited, glanced aloft to catch a glimpse 
of the American colors and felt a sud-
den wave of relief to be fighting once 
more beneath the flag of his country. 

He felt cleansed and free once more, 
if only for a few hours. 

THE Kaaba, meanwhile, came 
charging down like some great 
monster, outraged on seeing its 

authority challenged by a lesser rival. 
The barque's black hull, reared high on 
a roller, revealing a coppered bottom, 
then the prow dipped and the hull was 
lost to sight in a smother of lacy foam. 

"This sea will tax their shooting 
powers," reflected Amos, at the same 
time wondering how astute the Tripol-
itans would be in gauging the mad 
plunges of their vessel. " Only two 

hundred yards away—it '11 begin in a 
minute now." 

At that moment he beheld half a 
dozen ports aboard the barque swing 
up and simultaneously a row of men-
acing, black muzzles a p p e a r e d —• 
muzzles which almost dipped into the 
water on the Kaaba's next dizzying 
plunge. Then, as the barque's side 
commenced to rise she fired,, the roar 
of the reports half lost in the thunder 
of the waves. 

From the Tripoli tan's first broadside 
Amos's ship suffered not at all, because 
the upward roll suddenly elevated the 
muzzles of the enemy guns and all the 
shots passed high over the Medea's 
swaying topmasts. 

" Hope those gun captains I chose 
will keep their blessed heads." Glancing 
down at the main deck, Amos was con-
scious of many drawn faces peering up 
at him in eager expectancy. He shook 
his head, and caught up his speaking 
trumpet. " No, we'll wait until they 
get in pistol shot. With this sea run-
ning, 'tis folly to attempt fine shoot-
ing!" # 

Again the Kaaba's guns spouted 
flame and smoke. This time the aim 
was better, for some of the shot struck 
among the Medea's rigging, one tear-
ing a clean round hole through the low-
er fore topsail. 

A cry of mingled impatience and ap-
prehension arose from the inexperi-
enced gun crews. After an instant's 
hesitation Amos deemed it wise to 
yield in allowing a single broadside to 
be fired. 

But the result was worse than he 
feared^ the untrained men were woe-
fully ignorant of more than the rudi-
ments of gunnery. Quite distinctly he 
could see the shot slash into the angry 
waters, some short and some over their 
objective. Abandoning the wheel to 
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the Swan's quartermaster he hurried 
to the lower deck. 

" Here!" he shouted to the nearest 
gun captain. "Stand aside! Watch 
close, now—see—you must fire on the 
downward roll of our ship!" 

DODGING a shower of spindrift, 
he went on to the next piece; 
there he halted to glance through 

its gun port and catch a brief vision of 
the Kaaba's copper under side, momen-
tarily exposed as she wallowed free. 
The sight engendered a sudden inspi-
ration. 

" Look, ye," he cried to the drenched 
and shivering gun crews, " mark the 
barque's water line! It needs but two 
or three good shots there to send-more 
water into her hull than she can well 
handle. If you value your lives re-
member to shoot only on the downward 
roll. Try to gauge that moment when 
the barque's water line is exposed." 

Snatching at the suggestion, the men 
did their best; but unfamiliarity with 
the guns they handled, added to the 
frantic plunging of the smaller ship, 
made the shooting terribly erratic. 

Amos groaned aloud, for now the 
Kaaba had ranged closer, her green 
and yellow battle flags snapping in the 
wind. In steady, damaging broadsides 
that bespoke Lisle's masterful control, 
the Tripolitan shot commenced to take 
effect. One roundshot hulled the 
Medea just aft of the foremast, com-
pletely wiping out the crew of Number 
Three gun. Another ball tore through 
a number of the weather shrouds of 
the foremast, and a third, hissing over 
the bulwarks, neatly decapitated one of 
the Nubian eunuchs engaged in bring-
ing leather budges of powder from the 
magazine and thereby threw his fel-
lows into a maddened panic. 

Above the unceasing hum of wind 

in the rigging came the hoarse, panting 
shouts of the remaining gun crews, 
their hair hung in wild strands over 
their shoulders as they tugged and 
strained at the whining gun tackles. 
Ever and anon a whole gun crew would 
lose its footing in some unexpected 
lurch and roll in a struggling heap to 
the scuppers. 

" God help us!" sobbed a frantic gun 
captain. " We're missing them nigh 
every shot, and they're finding us." 

The situation was unmistakably be-
coming critical. The Kaaba poured in 
her broadsides with cool deliberation, 
riddling the Medea at will from stem, 
to stern, though she herself remained 
scarcely touched. 

Henniger was crouching like a huge 
hairy ape behind his gun and sighting 
with savage deliberation while blood 
from a splinter wound dripped over his 
bearded cheeks. 

" Steady, man," shouted Amos, who 
was watching him. " Hold—not yet! 
Wait till we commence the down roll." 

Tense and with the lanyard clutched, 
in his talonlike hand, the Rhode. 
Islander waited until the Medea, quiv-
ering in every timber, changed the mo-
tion of her roll. Across an expanse of 
gray water, some fifty yards away, the 
Kaaba, too, was rolling. Magically, 
her reddish water line came clear of 
the hissing, bubbling foam, to expose 
for a brief instant a wet, gleaming sec-
tion of her bilge. 

" Now!" roared Amos. 
Henniger's hand shot back, there 

was a deafening explosion, and the long 
eighteen hurled its projectile squarely 
into the bottom of the towering barque. 
The desperate men aboard the Medea 
yelled like mad. They had had just 
time to catch a glimpse of the round, 
black hole that sprang into being full 
in the reddish section of the bottom. 
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: "One in the bilge! Bully boy!" 
Then the Kaaba rolled back, firing 

her broadside and hiding the shot hole. 
Coincidentally came a resounding 
crack! directly overhead: the gun crews 
cowered, as the Medea's main yard, 
cut squarely in two by a passing round-
shot from the Tripolitan's broadside, 
parted at the standard to come crash-
ing down to the deck, smothering an-
other of the brig's pitiful battery be-
neath a wildly threshing pall of can-
vas and serpentiike rope ends. 

DOGGEDLY, the gunners aboard 
the Medea reopened fire, for they 
seemed to be finding the range 

after a fashion at last. Presently an-
other shot, fired a fraction of a second 
too soon, penetrated the barque's side 
squarely on the water line, opening a 
new' gap into which swirling water 
eagerly poured. 

" That's better, lads," roared Amos, 
taking charge of a gun whose captain 
had been disabled by a broken leg. As 
he worked at the priming, he kept an 
eye on the others. 

" Come, Manning," he called sud-
denly. "Fire, man! Now's your 
chance! See? There's that hole 
again!" 

But Manning was incapable of re-
ply. Another vicious broadside from 
the Kaaba had struck with devastating 
effect at that section of bulwark which 
shielded Manning's piece, and hurled a 
cloud of jagged splinters among the 
gun crew to stretch a good half their 
number in helpless agony upon the 
deck. 

In the moment of victory a stampede 
seized the undisciplined crews, and all 
save those at Amos's own gun fled pre-
cipitately to shelter below decks. 

Cursing-.and appalled at the panic, 
Amos struggled with the strength of 

two men to train his piece. Abandon-
ing his recently found hope, he grimly 
judged the sway of the two vessels and 
finally succeeded in sending a double 
charge of roundshot crashing straight 
into the Kaaba's coppered bottom. 

" Take charge of this gun," he raved 
to Henniger. " Keep firing as long as 
you can and aim at their bottom!" 

Then began a heartbreaking attempt 
on Amos's part to rebuild the morale 
of the shaken ex-galley slaves. 

" Back to your stations! 'Tis your 
only chance," he told them. " If you 
don't fight, you'll be skinned alive and 
rubbed with salt when Lisle gets you. 
Throw it into them! See, the barque's 
a bit down by the head already." 

" Aye," growled one, " but look at 
us." He waved a grimy paw from the 
reddened deck to the litter of fallen 
spars, ropes and canvas. 

Amos ignored the obvious truth 
that the Medea had become a badly 
stricken ship. " I know," he shouted, 
" but go back! Serve your guns! Serve 
them until the end." 

As though to thwrart his purpose, 
the Kaaba from short range fired an 
especially effective broadside. Every 
man on the Medea felt the shots strike. 
Two of the long boats vanished in 
clouds of splinters. One shot severed 
the signal gaff h a l y a r d s , and the 
heavy spar fell with crushing force, 
glanced and hit Amos like a giant fist, 
hurling him sidewise. There wras a 
searing, exquisite pain in his chest, and 
for an instant he tottered on the brink 
of oblivion. Then, a trifle recovered, 
he somehow staggered to the uncon-
trolled wheel in a heroic effort to hold 
his ship steady. 

Twice more the Medea's depleted 
battery fired. Then Amos dizzily real-
ized a great silence had fallen. Mus-
tering his strength, he raised his head, 
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looked to the gun deck and saw the 
crews standing idle about their pieces. 

" Fight on, you cowardly dogs!" he 
gasped while the red spray flew from 
his ashen lips. " Fight on!" 

But the begrimed Americans were 
standing at the bulwarks, gesticulating 
and pointing out over the sea. 

To the stricken man at the wheel it 
seemed that the Medea was leaping to 
and fro like a tree shaken in a storm. 
In failing consciousness he tightened 
his grasp on the spokes and looked 
across the water to discover with dull 
amazement that the Kaaba had fallen 
well astern, her batteries silent and her 
bowsprit curiously close to the waves. 

" Full o' water," he gasped. " Lisle's 
—got to—come into—the wind or 
sink. Can't keep up—we've—we've—" 
The word " won " simply would not 
be articulated. The others had won, 
but had he? As though mesmerized, 
Amos watched the Kaaba recede, con-
scious that each breath he drew was 
like a searing iron in his lungs. 

Lower and lower settled the barque ̂  
into the water, while her crew 
pumped and struggled furiously to 
pull canvas shields over the gaping 
holes in her b i l g e s . There was no 
doubt she had abandoned the strug-
gle and was now battling to remain 
afloat. Soon she was but a dim black 
hulk on the horizon. 

Faintness, all conquering, swept 
over Amos. He snatched at a stay, 
missed, reeled, then tumbled headlong 
to the shot-scarred planking. 

" Better finish the job," some inner 
voice suggested. " She . hates you— 
there's a pistol in your belt. Use that 
—before you faint." Feebly his blood-
stained fingers fumbled for the butts 
of his silver-mounted pistols—found 
one—closed over the s m o o t h cold 
surface—he tugged—tried again—the 

pistol was loose. With the last of his 
waning consciousness he raised the 
barrel to his head and his finger crept 
over the trigger. 

CHAPTER XXVIII. 
V I C T O R Y ! 

IN the flush of their wholly unfore-
seen and astonishing victory, the 
decimated crew of the Medea were 

aware of nothing save that at last they 
were unmistakably f r e e from the 
loathsome shadow of slavery. On the 
battered deck they danced a wild, ex-
ultant carmagnole. That bearded lot 
of scarecrows tossed their rag-covered 
arms to the stormy sky and capered 
like schoolboys released for the sum-
mer v a c a t i o n . Some wept, others 
laughed, and a few offered fervent 
thanks to God. 

Not one of them had noticed what 
had happened on the quarter-deck. 
For some moments they also failed to 
see a slender, breathless girl in azure 
blue robes whose frantic poundings on 
a certain cabin door had at last brought 
one of the cowering eunuchs out of 
hiding to release her. As she sprang 
from a companionway, one small white 
hand flew to her mouth to smother an 
anguished cry at the ghastly scene of 
carnage and destruction. 

Like darting birds her horrified eyes 
sought one fallen figure after another, 
then she stumbled forward to catch 
one of the ecstatically cavorting sea-
men by the arm. 

"Stop!" she commanded. " Stofft 
Where is Captain Trent?" 

Checked in mid-career, the fellow 
stared at her as at a vision, blinked, 
and s e e m e d not to comprehend. 
" Trent, mistress ? Why, there's no 
Captain Trent here." 
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A steely icicle seemed to have trans-
fixed her heart, and the whole scene 
suddenly wavered before her eyes. 

"Hey, you!" The man at her side 
beckoned one of the calmer spirits. 
" Know ye aught of any Trent?" 

"Trent?" The giant eyed Doro-
thea's warm beauty, frankly, inquir-
ingly, while scratching at a tangled 
mop of straw-colored hair. " Why, 
mistress, there's no man called Trent 
among us. If there was, he's dead." 

Suddenly illumination broke in upon 
Dorothea's tortured consciousness and 
with a hot flush she conjectured he 
was only known by his Arab name and 
by that title of infamy she herself had 
created. 

" Rut—but—" she stammered, and 
her eyes, suddenly moist, sought the 
bespattered deck, " I look for El Kebir 
—otherwise c a l l e d Judas—Captain 
Judas." 

" Ah, so that's it ?" cried the blond 
giant. " That's who you mean, mis-
tress—Captain Judas, eh? Well, here's 
an end to that name for him. A soul 
with the brains of a booby would 
know that to call such a man by so foul 
a name is a damned misnomer." 

" Yes, yes," gasped Dorothea impa-
tiently, all the devils of uncertainty 
racking her nerves. " But where is he? 
I must find him." 

In their faces she could read sudden 
alarm. For the first time they realized 
that he who had brought them victory 
was nowhere to be seen. 

"Here! Stop this nonsense!" The 
big man strode among the breathless 
dancers: " Any of you seen the cap-
tain?" P u r p o s e l y he omitted the 
shameful name. 

" Why, yes," a shrill voice answered 
from the far side of a group. " But 
you've come too late." He thrust a 
powder-blackened hand toward the 

quarter-deck. " Captain Judas is up 
there, dead. I seen him all covered wi' 
blood and ly ing in the quarter-deck 
scuppers a piece back. He's dead all 
right—and a mighty shame it is he 
couldn't have seen—" 

But like a ray of light thrown across 
a d a r k room, Dorothea was already 
hurrying across the littered deck, an 
indescribable, lead - heavy oppression 
crushing her soul, while infernal voices 
yelled, " Too late! You're too late—it's 
all your fault that he's dead!" 

Trembling but tearless, she started 
up the ladder. On her face, as she 
climbed step by step, was an expres-
sion such as might have shown on the 
countenance of a doomed aristocrat 
climbing to meet the knife of the guil-
lotine. Her breath seemed halted in 
her lungs, and from below an array of 
faces tensely watched her progress. 

Her robes whipping about her, she 
gained the quarter-deck at last and 
saw what she f e a r e d most, while 
Amos's words came back to her with 
terrible force: "—that you hold so lit-
tle faith in me—I promise you I will 
not survive this engagement!" 

Shaken to the depths of her soul, 
the realization came home that he had 
kept his word. The body of Amos 
Trent lay face down a few feet away 
in the port scuppers, his b l o o d i e d 
Moorish robes looking very strange 
on his broad frame. In his nerveless 
hand was yet clutched a silver-mount-
ed pistot. 

A CRY that must have been torn 
from her soul pierced the air, 
whereat the fierce men below 

gazed uneasily at one another and ad-
vanced hesitantly. In an instant she 
was at his side. 

" Amos," she sobbed, " Amos, be-
fore God, I believe in you! I—I never 
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even looked at your scroll—I knew— 
ah, beloved, don't punish my lack of 
faith so terribly!" 

With a gesture of despair she tore 
the heavy mail coat aside, easing his 
motionless chest of the weight. Gaunt-
ly handsome, he lay wTith his short 
golden beard gleaming in the subdued 
light and his pain - refined features 
composed, like a splendid leaden image. 

Then, while the universe reeled 
about, Dorothea was aware of a soft-
spoken man beside her. " One moment, 
mistress. I have some skill in medicine. 
Perhaps I can find the wounds." 

Lifting eyes glittering with unshed 
tears, she whispered: " Do not dare to 
give me hope—I think such happiness 
would kill me." 

Gently the ministering seaman re-
moved the undischarged pistol from 
the senseless captain's hand and drew 
aside the smoke-grimed robes. Pres-
ently he raised a grave, impassive face. 

" He'll live. Something struck his 
side with terrible force. Offhand I'd 
venture he's broken a minor blood 
vessel as well as two or three ribs. 
But he's strong as an ox. Barring ac-
cidents, he'll pull through. Come, we'd 
best get him below. Now if you—" 

He paused, thrust out a quick hand, 
but it was too late. " Send Mr. Hen-
niger here," he said to a ragged fellow 
who stood gaping. " Don't stand there 
staring like a damn' fool; haven't you 
ever seen a lady faint?" 

STRONG, golden sunlight stream-
ing in the stern port was the first 
thing Amos Trent became con-

scious of. The second was a vision of 
one who, supremely beautiful, stood 
motionless in the path of the sunlight, 
her features soft in an expression of 
infinite longing and tenderness. 

- - - T H E 

Amos blinked. " Surely I am dead," 
he told himself, " and must be in 
heaven." He broke off his musing 
while his sunken eye took in the fa-
miliar cabin. " Surely," he thought, 
" I never knew7 they had ships in 
heaven." 

While the vision looked silently on, 
he raised his hand, wasted and thin 
from the long delirium and consequent 
fever. Slowly the hand crept upward 
in the old gesture toward the ring of 
red gold in his left ear. As his fingers 
closed upon the cold, hard surface, he 
realized the scene was not a figment 
of imagination and his pale lips parted 
to form the word " Dorothea." 

In an instant she was by his side, 
murmuring a torrent of foolish en-
dearments, showering w a r m , light 
kisses on his eager lips. He had no 
need to seek complete understanding. 

" You loved fne, then, all the time," , 
he whispered as she nestled in his 
arms. She nodded; the dark fringe of 
her lashes swayed toward her cheek 
like a Spanish fan of black lace. 

" Always, A m o s , always," she 
sighed, and let her small, bright head 
sink on his shoulder. " I loved you even 
when I doubted most; I think that's 
what made me so bitter." 

A few moments later the cabin door 
was swung silently open, and Hen-
niger's brown, cragged face peered in. 
From the passage behind him came 
Jones's eager whisper. " How is he ?" 

As silently as it had appeared Hen-
niger's head was withdrawn, and when 
the door was softly shut he turned, 
smiling, to eye the other, a twinkle in 
his blue eyes. 

"Yes, Mr. Jones," he replied, " I 
allow it's safe to say Capt'n Trent has 
recovered. Recovered everything, that 
he has!" 
E N D . 



At the Feet of Inam 

Yankee Jim Talman was shrewd, daring 
and determined—determined io recover his 
grandfather's pearl hoard though every 
murderous priest in India stood in his path 

By 
BERTRAND L. SHURTLEFF 

The howling priests were al his keels 

JIM TALMAN tried three times to 
enter the temple of Inam to remove 
the pearls that legend placed be-

neath the left foot of the idol—a 
legend which Jim had a special reason 
for believing true. The first time he 
bribed a brown-skinned maiden, who 
mistook his jewel-hunger for sincere 
admiration. He managed to get as far 
as the second door before they spotted 
him. 
j It was a long sprint to safety, with 
the howling priests at his heels, and 
Jim bore away two long scars from the 
knives that had been thrown after him 
as he disappeared into the night. 

The second effort came after long 
planning, for Jim was as resourceful 
as he was determined. Greed, he rea-

soned, was as universal as any other 
motivating influence, so he prepared a 
gift for the priests. 

The sedan chair that he chose was a 
costly creation, heavily ornamented 
and gayly decorated. It cost a pretty 
penny, but Jim was after those gems, 
well aware that one of them would 
repay him for all of his expenditures 
and more. 

The chair was heavy on the shoul-
ders of the bearers, which convinced 
the priests that the yellow metal that 
had been used so profusely was solid 
gold instead of the gilded metal or 
wood so frequently used in cheap im-
itations of the true thing. They could 
not know that a full one hundred and 
eighty pounds of that weight was the 
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body of one James Talman, stowed 
cunningly away in the canopy. At 
least they did not know it until the 
chair was within the inner holy of 
holies, where the sharp eyes of the high 
priest detected a too eager Jim in the 
act of peering forth between tw?o folds 
of the purple draperies. 

This time he was too hampered to 
run. It was a case of stand up and 
account for his presence the best way 
he could. 

Jim Talman was capable of making 
a good showing with his tongue as well 
as his heels. He faced the scowling 
high priest without a tremor and told 
the whole story. He was a grandson 
of Captain Israel Talman out of New 
Bedford who had amassed those jewels 
in all far corners of the Orient forty 
years before, only to be despoiled of 
them here by the priests of Inam. 
Accepting the story of their confisca-
tion and burial from his father, who 
had it in turn from old Captain Israel, 
he had set his mind upon recovering 
the family treasiire. 

His speech availed him little. The 
priests were determined that he should 
not leave the temple alive. Further-
more, for his audacity in thus attempt-
ing to gain entrance, he wras to be in-
troduced to some of the refined 
methods of extermination that the 
East had developed through the ages. 

All of this he heard without flinch-
ing, for he had known the price of 
failure only too well before venturing 
on such a mission. But, knowing the 
price, he had not come as unprepared 
as his easy capture would indicate. As 
they closed in upon him menacingly, 
after sneering openly at his story, Jim 
turned and yanked at one of the silken 
cords that hung down from the canopy. 
At the same instant he clapped some-
thing from his breast over his nose and 

ducked in the direction of the stolid 
figure of Inam. 

The released tear gas filled the 
chamber and incapacitated the priests. 
Jim dug frantically at the flagstone 
that hid the jewels, his labors aided 
none at all by the stifling influence of 
his mask. 

Seconds ticked away as he pried. 
The gasping, choking victims of his 
gas attack milled about in their pain. 
He heard a sharp cry of anger above 
his head and felt a strong wind whistle 
past him. • 

Instinctively he knew what it meant. 
Other priests were in hiding, had 
opened some secret means of ventila-
tion in order to remove the gas. 

The stone which lay over the jewel 
compartment came loose, and he 
caught a glimpse of the teakwood box 
his father had described. Then some-
thing descended upon him from above 
and the stone fell into place again. 

He fought and rolled about on the 
stone floor. A knife dug into his thigh,, 
sending a moist rivulet down his leg. 
Another pricked his shoulder. A third 
bit at his neck, near the jugular. 

Somehow he tore away and fled. 
The mazes of the inner halls confused 
him and his loss of blood weakened 
him. He could hear those padding feet 
going up and down the many corri-
dors, could sense the creeping advance 
of his stealthy pursuers. Then for-
tune favored him again and a narrow 
door let him into the street writh just 
enough strength left to reach the 
second and more humble sedan chair 
that he had ordered to wait for him. 

' " V / ' O U ' D better leave these parts," 
J said the doctor who sewed up 

the wounds. " I'm not punning 
at all when I say that you appear to be 
a marked man. I've been here three 
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years and never had a knife wound, 
yet you collect half a dozen within a 
fortnight of arrival. I'm afraid they 
don't care for you here, Talman." 

" They'll care a lot less before 
they're through with me," Jim de-
clared in his quiet way. 

" You don't mean to say— ?" 
" I do mean to say that I'm not 

through yet. I came out here to do a 
specific thing. It isn't done yet. I've 
tried twice. The next time will be the 
third and last." 

But the third attempt was. long de-
layed, The loss of blood had weakened 
him more than he realized, and fever 
took a whack at him before he was 
back on his feet. For weeks Jim lolled 
about the little infirmary, scowling, 
planning, scheming. 

" Dirty bunch of superstitious beg-
gars !" he ejaculated f r e q u e n t l y . 
" Think all the pearls in the world are 
the tears of that dratted idol of theirs. 
Think a full peck of them, buried at 
his feet, will bring life back into his 
stony figure. That's why they stole 
grandfather's buy and tucked it away 
there. Hope to get enough to work 
the miracle before the ' Fire-Monster ' 
returns." 

" I f you keep on boiling you'll be 
able to impersonate that fire-monster 
yourself, Talman," c h u c k l e d the 
doctor. 

" How in heck can a man imper-
sonate a fire-monster?" Jim retorted. 

" Keep calm," the doctor pleaded. 
" You're too weak to excite yourself 
this way." But after the doctor left, 
Jim remained there, tensely staring oft 
through the heat haze. A slow grin 
spread across his face at last. He got 
up weakly and made his way to the 
cable office. 

It took considerable pencil chewing 
before he finally decided on the word-

ing. The operator gulped, stared at 
him in puzzled wonderment, and finally 
sent off the odd message. 

He tried to appear nonchalant dur-
ing the period of waiting, tried to con-
sole himself with the knowledge that it 
would take time to find the things he 
had requested of that friend in the 
States. 

The answer came at last. He read it 
and chuckled with glee. By the time 
his goods arrived he would have his 
strength back again. This would be 
his third and, he hoped, last invasion 
of the temple of Inam. * 

The packing cases were huge and 
weighty when they were at last lowered 
to the sampans and brought ashore. 
Refusing to accept any aid in opening 
them, he retired into the vast building 
he had hired for the purpose and set 
about his task. 

It was well that the strength had 
come back into his body, for the job 
was not an easy one. He toiled in the 
heat, glad to be doing something, 
exulting in his idea, thankful for the 
inventive genius of certain Yankees. 

At last he was done and his handi-
work pleased him. He looked out of 
the door and down the short stretch of 
street that separated him from the 
temple of Inam. Fervently he shook 
his fist at the walls that had so nearly 
seen the end of him. 

" At midnight I'm coming," he 
breathed softly. " This time is the third 
and last." 

A T fifteen minutes before twelve the 
short street was deserted. In the 
darkness the great door opened 

softly. Something huge and ungainly 
moved awkwardly forth and down the 
uneven paving. 

The nameless thing heaved and 
rolled and waddled along in a manner 
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unknown to any living creature of the 
modern age. Three times the bulk of 
an elephant, elongated of neck and 
heavy of tail, it resembled nothing 
more than the prehistoric exhibition at 
a museum, or the dream of some 
hunter after buried fossils. 

The thing hummed and clicked in a 
strangely mechanical way as two red 
eyes started to roll about in the tiny 
head as though in quest of the door-
way of the temple of Inam. 

A guard shrieked in terror as it ap-
proached. His cry brought forth a 
group of angry priests who sought to 
chastise him for disturbing their slum-
bers. Then they, too, caught sight of 
the thing and added their cries to the 
wails of the guard. 

At that precise instant the nostrils 
of the advancing beast .shot forth twin 
jets of bluish flame that roared and 
hissed like a mighty blow-torch. 

The wailing increased about the 
door. There was distinct terror in the 
cry as the priests fell back. 

The thing came on irresistibly. It 
mounted the steps slowly, rocking and 
rolling, long neck thrust forward. The 
flames darted forth again as the head 
priest stood defiantly in the doorway. 
The blast scorched his robes,, sending 
him precipitously back upon his hench-
men. Slowly he gave ground. 

At the last door the head priest tried 
to rally his men for a fervent prayer, 
but his followers were gone. With a 
cry of despair he too turned and fled, 
scampering past the stone image that 
had failed him and on into the night. 

From under the body of the teeter-
ing monster Jim Talman darted forth. 
The stone lifted easier this time. The 
teakwood box came away without 
effort. Clutching it to his chest, he 
disappeared again under the belly of 

T H E 

the thing that had protected him, 
seemed to become a part of it as the 
cumbersome body slowly wheeled and 
retreated. 

" Yes, doctor, I'm going," he smiled 
the next morning. " Time to be head-
ing home." 

" Then you're giving up that foolish 
idea of trying to get into the temple 
again ?" 

" Gave it up last night—upon com-
pletion of my little plan." 

" You don't mean that you got in ?" 
Jim rolled half a dozen pearls across 

the smooth surface of the table. They 
wrobbled about like so many marbles, 
pink glories on the black wood. 

" Keep 'em for your trouble and in-
spiration," he grinned, as the doctor 
picked them up with trembling fingers. 
" I've got a quart or so like 'em." 

" But—how ? What do you mea'n by 
inspiration? I don't see what I did." 

" You suggested that I impersonate 
their fire monster, which I did. Wired 
a friend in the States to have those 
boys who build the prehistoric mon-
sters for the movies create one for me. 
Cost just about all the money I had 
left, but it was worth it. I'd give you 
a glimpse at it but I didn't dare leave 
the thing around. Ran it off the dock 
last night, as soon as I was through 
with it. A real humdinger, with a 
motor to manipulate it and gas blowers 
to shoot fire from the nose. They'll 
be careful how they rob Yankees after 
this, the browrn heathens!" 

The doctor nodded solemnly after 
him as he swayed away toward the 
ship that would bear him home. 

" I'll hand it to him," he declared. 
" C o u r a g e and determination and 
Yankee ingenuity. No wonder they 
couldn't stop him." 

END. 



DO YOU READ DETECTIVE FICTION ? 

The Hidden Hand 
Cloudy Melhorne Has a Battle on His Hands When He Enlists 
to Protect a Millionaire from the Sinister Man Called Morte 

By Richard Howells Watkins 

CHAPTER I 

The First Murder 

IN the shadow of a big rock near the 
shelving bottom of the cliff a man 
was lying sprawled out on his back 

in a grotesque posture of sleep. But 
he was not sleeping". He was dead. 

Cloudy Melhorne dropped to his 
knees beside the still figure. 

" Waterbury—Dale's secretary," he 
said tersely, after an instant of inspec-
tion. " The back of his skull is crushed 
in. The body is still warm." 

Read DETECTIVE FICTION W E E K L Y - lOc 
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Cloudy gave the cliff no more than 
a glance. Then he returned to the 
body and lifted one of the dead man's 
hands, and then the other. The fingers 
and palms were white and unmarred. 
He stared curiously at those unscarred 
hands. 

Those hands told Cloudy a story—a 
story of murder, the first in a series of 
ferocious and mysterious crimes that 
keep you on edge reading this thrilling 
serial. Don't miss it in DETECTIVE 
FICTION W E E K L Y , formerly F L Y N N ' S 
•—May 16 issue. 



Y^/E'RE almost afraid to print 
" kicks " ; it boosts our daily mail 

so much. For instance, to pick one 
reply: 

Philadelphia, Pa. 
I've never written before, but I'm mad, rip-

roaring mad and I simply have to write. In 
reference to the March 14 number A. J. B. from 
Pittsburgh certainly is a pessimist. If he doesn't 
like ARGOSY teli him for me that there are thou-
sands who do and will he please stop knocking 
a magazine that brings joy to so many people. 
I've read ARGOSY for six years and although at 
times there are stories that I don't care much 
about I know that there are some people who 
do like them, so why should I kick. There proba-
bly are stories I like that other folks don't like. 
In the end everything is even and I'm not kicking. 

More Jimmie Cordie and Gillian Hazeltine and 
Bill and Jim. 

Best wishes from an ardent fan. 
R. J. H. 

^ W H E E L B A R R O W full of 
bricks: 

Los Angeles, Cal. 
I have been reading ARGOSY for years, off and 

on. Read it more now than ever, in fact, every 
night. Now and then perhaps once in six months 
I cast a glance over remarks of your readers. I 
note that they are mostly, if not all, bouquets 
and no brickbats. 

Well, here is a wheelbarrow full of bricks. 
I note one reader says—and maybe more than 

one—they read every story and article in the 
book and enjoyed it. He certainly must be living 
on the desert alone and no other reading matter 
to be had, or easy to please, for the magazine 
is full of bum stuff. I read perhaps one continued 
story in a book, one or two novelettes and per-
haps two short stories. That's all. I never read 
stories where the location is in foreign countries 
except England, the desert, or Alaska. You have 
one writer who is in a class by himself, and that 
is Fred Maclsaac. He doesn't write a column 
to show off his knowledge of English, or have 
his characters light cigarettes every ten seconds 
or pipe or whatever it may be just to stretch 

his copy. Oh, sometimes he prolongs his descrip-
tive remarks. Most of the time he confines him-
self to the narrative and it's interesting most of 
the time from start to finish. And unlike most 
stories in which there is only one dry climax, his 
have three and four climaxes. For instance, there 
is his " Run, Dan, Run V' 

C. E . CARTER. 

J^OSCOE'S recent novelettes made a 
hit with this reader from a famous 

Illinois town. (Watch for his East-
of-Suez mystery serial this month!) 

Cicero, 111. 
"Nightmare Island" and " T h e Blade of Don 

Beltram," by Theodore Roscoe, sure hit the spot. 
My favorite author is Theodore Roscoe, with Fred 
Maclsaac running a close second. After them 
come all your other authors; there are too many 
to name them all. 

The stories I liked best were " Balata," " A 
Great Man's Shoes," " The Phantom in the Rain-
bow," " Gone North," " Maza of the Moon," 
"Looters' Luck," " T h e Hawk of Hazard," etc. 
I liked all of the Bellow Bill stories by Ralph 
Perry, all the Bill and Jim stories by John H. 
Thompson, and a countless number of other 
stories. 

Here's hoping you keep the ARGOSY the way 
it is and pay no attention to the "knockers." 

CHESTER LECKI. 

JT won't be so long till John Solo-
mon's newest intrigue is told you: 

Dallas, Texas. 
I am sending ten coupons for my drawing, and 

am hoping it will be an illustration from some 
story by one of my favorite authors, who are 
W. Wirt, Theodore Roscoe, H. Bedford-Jones, 
Hulbert Footner, William Corcoran, Talbot 
Mundy and F. V. W. Mason. 

I do not care for Fred Maclsaac much, though 
his stories make interesting reading to pass the 
time; but they are too reminiscent of Horatio 
Alger grown up to really intrigue me. How-
ever, nearly all your readers do like him, and 
ARGOSY suits me fine just " as is," except for 
my one pet " peeve." That is, Kenneth Perkins 
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.864 ARGOSY. 

with his southwestern Indians using northwestern 
Indian words and phrases, and his impossibly 
overdrawn characters. If be knows the West, 
then I 've never been in it, and I was born and 
raised in this part of the country and farther 
west. 

ARGOSY is, to rae, the best magazine I have 
ever read, and I read a great many of them. 
Hard times come, and other magazines more ex-
pensive, ted a few less so, go, but somehow I 
always managed to get ARGOSY even when sick 
and out of work. 

I have been reading it ever since 1905 and 
hope to continue for as many more years. But, 
oh! Do, please, somebody, resurrect H. Bedford-
Jones and the incomparable John Solomon. 

Wishing a long life and prosperous voyage to 
o u r ARGOSY. 

MRS. IDA W . JAMES. 

'J'HREE fantastic novels are out-
standing to this fan: 

Fair view, N. J. 
I think ARGOSY is the greatest little magazine 

I have ever read, bar none. The serials are usually 
the best stories in the whole book. Say, how 
about more fantastic stories like " The Snake 
Mother," " T a m a of the Light Country" and 
" Caves of Ocean " ? These are my favorites. 

DANIEL PUGLIS. 

Looking Ahead! 
Pirate of Wall Street 

YOUNG Reggie Blake is robbed and orphaned 
by the " Black Devil of Wall Street "—but his 

crusade to smash his father's murderer enlists a 
strange ally in Aristides the Pitch Man, uncrowned 
king of the street hawkers 

By FRED M A C I S A A C 

The Dagger of LI Haran 
A "different" Foreign Legion novelette, where the finest warriors 
of two civilizations, Western and Arab, battle gallantly for mastery 

By ROBE.RT CAR5L 

COMING TO YOU IN THE ARGOSY OF MA Y 16th 

9 A 

Y O U R CHOICE C O U P O N 

Editor, ARGOSY, 
280 Broadway, N. Y. C„ N. Y. 
The stories I like best in this issue of the 

magazine are as follows: 

1 

S— 
Name 

Stmt 

City State 

Fill out coupons from 10 consecutive is-
sues and get an ARGOSY drawing (not the 
cover painting) for framing. 

This coupon not good after August i . 
5-9 



ALL-STORY 
COMBINED W'TH MUNSEY 

Love Stories Modern Girl 
your newsdealer cannot supply you, send 20c to Frank A. Munsey Co., 28U Broadway, New York 

. : 7 

RUBY M. A Y R E S 
Presents 

Ex-Fi lancee 
"I love you, love you," he 

said unsteadily. "And you 
must care for . me. when I 
love you so! Priscilla, let the 
dream co'me true! I've got a 
wonderful job out there in 

the tropics, and I want to take 
you with me and begin life anew. 

Will you come, my darling? Would 
you like to go?" 

Her tortured heart was crying: "Oh, 
yes, yes! Anywhere, any part of the 

world, if only ^you are there!" But she 
could not, voice the words. 

This is the theme of Ruby M. Ay res' appeal-
ing serial, "Ex-Fiancee," the story of a broken engagement and 
three broken hearts. The story of the greatest tragedy that can 
come into a woman's life—a forced marriage with one man while 
with her whole heart and soul she loves another. 

"Ex-Fiancee" has only just started; if you missed the first 
installment, there is a complete synopsis to enable you to pick 
up the threads. Now running in the May 2nd ALL-STORY, 

on sale at all newsstands until May 1 3th. 



Win a Studebaker 
or 93,000.00 in Cash 

COMEONB who answers this ad will receive, absolutely free, a latest model 8 cylinder 
Studebaker President Sedan or its full value in cash ($2,000.00). In addition to the 

Studebaker Sedan we are also giving away six Ford Sedans, a General Electric Refriger-
ator, a Shetland Pony, an Eastman Moving Picture Outfit, Leather Goods, Silverware, 
Jewelry and many other valuable gifts—besides Hundreds of Dollars in Cash. Already 
we have given away more than $150,000.00 in cash and valuable merchandise to advertise 
our business. A. H. Jones received $3,050.00, John Burroughs $3,795.00, Mrs. M. Iverson 
$2,320.00, W. R. Eddington $3,050.00, Mrs. Kate L Needham $3,150.00 and E. J. Cullen 
$2,220.00. This offer is open to anyone living in the United States, outside of Chicago, and 
is guaranteed by an old reliable company of many years standing. 

Draw 3 Straight Lines 
There are seven ears In the circle above. By drawing 3 straight lines you can put 

each car in a space by itself. See if you can do this. Aa soon as you are able to put each 
car in a space by itself by drawing 3 straight lines, tear out the puzzle, fill in your name 
and address on the coupon below and send both puzzle and coupon to me right away. 

$1,000.00 Cash Given for Promptness 
If you act quickly and win the Studebaker Sedan I will also give you $1,000.00 in cash 

just for being prompt—making a total of $3,000.00 you may win. Altogether there are a 
total of $7,500.00 worth of prizes to be given and the money to pay the prizes is now on 
deposit at one of Chicago's largest banks ready to be paid to the prize winners. In case 
of ties duplicate prizes will be paid each one tying, and any winner may have cash instead 
of the prize won, if so preferred. Get busy right away Solve the puzzle, fill in the coupon 
below and send it to me just as soon as possible to qualify for an opportunity to. share 
in the $7,500.00 worth of prizes. EVERYBODY PROFITS. Who knows but that you may 
be the Lucky First Prize Winner? 
It pays to act promptly. 

James Armstrong, Mgr., Dept. H-574 
323 S. Peoria St., Chicago, 111. 

I have solved the puzzle and am anxious tcv -©-
celve a prize. 

\ 
Name -e. - a . . 

Mall Today 
Address. 

City. State. 


