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Good Writing

"17 NOWLEDGE,” remarked Horace, “is the foundation and
source of all good writing.”

The old Roman said something—something that still holds
true: the best stories, as a rule, are written by the men who
know the most.

William Makin, for instance, who comes back to you this
month with another of his fascinating Red Wolf of Arabia
stories, has been and is a great traveler; and his first books
were colorful travel-records like “Red Sea Nights” and “South
of Suez.” Sowhen he tells a story of adventure in far Arabia
or the blazing Sahara or the dust-swept Red Sea, he is able to
picture his scenes vividly because he himself has seen them,
and can make his picturesque characters real and living be-
cause they are real and living to him. And when you turn to
his “Jerusalem Express” on another page of this issue, he takes
you with him on a weird journey he himself has experienced,
and enables you to witness a terrific drama among people such
as he himself knows.

Edwin Balmer and Philip Wylie, of course, have not jour-
neyed to Bronson Beta. But they are both men of wide knowl-
edge; they have consulted the foremost scientists of our day
for their data; and they have been at great pains to check up
the facts and figures they have used. Their cosmic collision is
possible enough, astronomically speaking; granting them, then,
the one remote possibility of their Space Ship, the rest of
their story is based upon the best knowledge obtainable.

For another example, Percival Christopher Wren, whose
stories like “Beau Geste,” “Beau Sabreur” and “Valiant Dust”
have won him world-wide fame, and whose Foreign Legion
series in this magazine has evoked immediate enthusiasm: He
has himself served in the Foreign Legion as well as in the
British army. He has himself known Spanish Maine, and Me-
Snorrt and Tant de Soif and all the rest of that valiant, pathetic,
admirable and sorry company; He is able to make them real
in your mind because they live vivid in his own.

So on through the magazine: the stories are good, we be-
lieve, primarily because they are based on knowledge. And
the stories of real experience likewise, though they are mostly
contributed by people with little or no technical training in the
fine art of writing, are attractive because they deal with events

through which the writer has himself lived.
—The Editor



The Soldier’s
Scrapbook

I11— Dice of Destiny

By Captain R. E. Dupuy

T is ten-thirty-five a.m. August 4,
1914. The British battle cruisers In-
domitable and Indefatigable, com-

manded by Captain Kennedy in the

former, are proceeding at a twenty-knot
clip through the Mediterranean, bound
for Gibraltar. France and Germany are at
war. England is hesitating. Coming on,
abone in her teeth as she tears through the
glassy sea, a big warship appears, her sil-
houette unmistakable—the battle cruiser
Goeben, Imperial German Navy, Admiral
Souchon commanding. Behind the Goe-
ben is a smaller vessel, the light cruiser
Breslau. The Germans are bound east,
the British west. The British ships
make a wide counter-march and follow the
Germans. But the Goeben is making
twenty-five knots, while the Britishers
have difficulty in logging twenty-three.
The Indomitable, needing overhauling,
soon drops astern. Indefatigable hangs
on, steadily losing ground, until at four
p.m. she loses sight of the quarry.

Captain Kennedy had on August 2 re-
ceived this Admiralty warning:

To Commanders-in-chief, all stations.
Today, August 2, at 2:20 the following
note was handed to the French and Ger-
man Ambassadors (Begins). The Brit-
ish Government would not allow the
passage of German ship%through the Eng-
lish Channel or the North Sea to attack
the coasts or shipping of France (Ends).
Be prepared to meet surprise attacks.

Kennedy further knew that the Goeben
and Breslau had just finished bombarding
the French port of Philippeville in Algeria
and were now fleeing from the combined
French Mediterranean fleet. He knew
that France was preparing to ship troops
across the Mediterranean and that this
shipment would be endangered by the
presence of the Goeben and Breslau.

What should Kennedy have done un-
der these circumstances? He had, as
we now know, in his hands that sunny

(Continued on page 4)

nt you sitting on the anxious bench wondering what will
happen to you if business slacks up? Are you one of

the many small-salaried, untrained workers who are always

the fir"t to go when employers start cutting the salary list?
Why have this spectre’ of unemployment hanging over you
all the time? Why not decide today that you are going to
make yourself so valuable to your employer that he cant get
along without you? . i
_You can do it if you really want to, right at home in spare
time, through the ‘International Correspondence Schools. In
just an hour a day you can get the special training that vou
must have if 'Y‘OU are ever gom%to get—and keep—a real_job.
You're ambitious, aren't you? ‘And you want to get ahead? Then
don't turn thU palge until you have clipped the coupon, marked the
line of work you like, and "mailed It to Scranton.
Surely it Is worth at least a three-cent stamp to And
out all about the 1. C. 8. and what It con do for you.
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A Remarkable Novel
After Worlds Collide By Edwin Balmer and Philip Wylie

Even more enthralling than its immensely popular predecessor “When Worlds Collide.”

Fascinating Short Stones

e Jerusdlem Express By William J. Makin
Acolorful advertture of the Intelligence officer known as the Red Wolf of Arabia.
Tho first of a new series.
Blues By Arthur K. Akers

This Darktown band was due to broadcast at eight, but hell and high water interfered.

Pilot's Holicky By William F. Sturm and Charles E. Cox
An airplane journey with a machine-gun accompaniment.

The Spanish Prisoner By Percival Christopher Wren
A brilliant story by the distinguished author of “Beau Geste.”

The Master Killer By Bigelow Neal
This wilderness drama introduces a little-known but very interesting animal.

Flotsam By Richard Howells Watkins
A fine tale of Caribbean seafaring by the author of “Outrageous O’Smith.”

Mr. Whimple Rebels By William C. Ford
Wherein Mr. Ordinary Citizen turns homicidal in dealing with a racketeer.

The Passing of an Angel By Clarence Herbert New
A murder mystery by the author of “Free Lances in Diplomacy.”

The Iron Horse of Hanover By Herbert McNary

He tried to avoid being a one-man team, but was elected just the same.

A Deeply Interesting Novelette
The Wild Man of Wolf Head By Robert Mill

The Mounted and the State Police cooperate to handle strange trouble on the border.

Prize Stories of Real Experience

The Wrong Cowboy By Thomas N. Hickey
It’s a real jolt for an honest cowpuncher to be arrested as a horsethief.

Buried Alive By John J. (Happy) Mahoney
He read the newspaper story of the accident before he was rescued.

Cockney Joe By Guy Earle
A death-duel with an alligator that had swamped their boat.

Wild Horses By Mrs. F. F. Huntley
They crippled her husband—and ran away while she was taking him to a doctor.
Ashore in Patagonia By Willem Molkenboer

An interned German sailor goes exploring in wild country.
The Soldier’s Scrapbook By Captain R. E. Dupuy
Cover Design By Joseph Chenoweth
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Stories of

Real Experience

A PRIZE OFFER

E truth that u stranger than fic-
tion; the hour so crowded with
excitement that it shines bright

before all others in memory— these are
tremendously interesting to everyone.
For this reason The Blue Book Magazine
prints each month in our Real Experi-
ence Department (beginning on Page
148 of this issue) a group of true stories
contributed by our readers. And for this
department we are glad to receive true
stories of real experience, told in about
2,000 words; and for each of the five
best of these we will pay fifty dollars.

In theme the stories may deal with
adventure, mystery, sport, humor,—
especially humor!— war or business. Sex
is barred. Manuscripts should be ad-
dressed to the Real Experience Editor,
the Blue Book Magazine, 230 Park Ave.,
New York, N. Y. ‘Preferably but not
necessarily they should be typewritten,
and should be accompanied by a stamped
and self-addressed envelope for use in
case the story is unavailable.

A pen name may be used if desired,
but in all cases the writer’sreal name and
permanent address should accompany the
manuscript. Be sure to write your name
and correct address in the upper left-
hand corner of the first page of your
story, and keep a copy as insurance
against loss of the original; for while we
handle manuscripts with great care, we
cannot accept responsibility for their
return. As this is a monthly contest,
from one to two months may elapse be-
fore you receive a report on your story.

Sells to Magazines

“After the good foundation
the N. I. A. has given me |
should have enough backbone
to get out now and make
some use of my training. And
I am. in a way. | have sold
ten children’s stories and two
short articles to magazines.”

Mrs. E. Gladys Stone,
R. R. 6, Muscatine, lowa.

What makes
WRITING ability GROW?

For a number of years, the Newspaper Institute
of America has been giving free Writing Aptitude
Tests to men and women with literary ambitions.

Sometimes it seems half the people in America
who are fired with the desire to write have taken
advantage of this offer to measure their ability.

What the tests show

Up to date, no one that could be called a “born
writer” has filled out our Writing Aptitude Test.
We have not yet discovered a single individual
miraculously endowed by nature with all the

qualities that go to make up a successful author.
One aspirant has interesting ideas—and a dull, uninter-
esting style. Another has great creative imagination but
ii wofuI?/ weak on structure and technique. A third has
a natural knack for stringing words together—yet lacks
judgment and knowledge of human behavior. " In each
case, success can come only after the missing links have
been forged in._ o
_ Here, then, is the principal reason why so many prom-
ising writers fail to go ahead. Their talént is one-sided—
incomplete. It needs rounding out.

Learn to write by writing

Newspaper Institute training is based on journal-
ism—continuous writing—the sort of training that turns out
more successful writers than any other experience. .

One advantage of our New York™ Copy-Desk Method Is that it
starts you wrifing and keeps you writing in your own home, on
your own time. Week by week, you receive actual assignments, just
as if you were right at work on a great metropolitan dalla/.

All"your writing is individually corrected and criticized by vet-
eran New York newspaper men—editors who have had years of
experience “breaking In"* new writers. They will point out those
faults of style, structure or viewpoint that keep you from pro-
gressing. At the <ame time, they will give you constructive sug-
gestions, for bl_JIIdlntg up and_déveloping your natural aptitudes.

In fact, so stimulafing Is thi sociation that 9tudent members
often begin to sell their work before they finish the cour9. We
do not mean to insinuate that they sky-rocket Into the "big mon-
ey,” or become prominent overnight. Most beginnings are
with earnings of . $100. or more, for material that takes
little time to write—stories, articles on business, fads, travels,
sports, recipes, etc. -things that can easily be turned out In leisure
hours, and’ often on the Impulse of the moment.

For those who want to know

If you really want to know the_truth about your
writing ambifions, send for our interesting Writ-
ing. Aptitude Test. This searching_test of your
native abilities is free—entirely without obliga-
ion. Fill in and send the coupon. Newspaper
Institute of America. 1776 Broadway, New York.

Newspaper Institute of America
1776 Broadway, New York

Send me. without cost or obligation, your Writing
Aptitude Test and further information about writing
for profit, as promised in Blue Book, December.

Mr.

Mrs.

Miss

AAreSS ... .o - ————
~ (A1l correspondence confidential. No salesmen will call on you.)
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Statement of the Ownership, Management,
Circulation, Etc., required by the Act
of Congress of August 24, 1912

of The Blue Book Magazine published monthly at Dayton. Ohio,
for October 1sf, 1933,
State_of New York. County of New York. m. X

Before me, a Notary in and fur the State and County aforesaid, per-
sonally appeared Louis I'. Boiler, who. having been dul¥ sworn- ac-
cordinig to law. depose; and sa(vJs that he Is theAssistant Treasurer of
The McCall Company, publDUtr of The Blue Bock Magazine, and
that the following is, to the best of his knowledge and_belief, a true
statement of the ownership, management, etc., of the aforesaid publi-
cation for the date shown in the above caption, required by the Act of
August 24, 1912, embodied in section 411. Postal Laws and Regula-
tions Rnnted on the reverse of this form, to wit: . )

1. ‘That the names and addresses of the publisher, editor, managing
editor, and _business managers are: 3
Publisher: The McCall Company. 230 Park Avenue, New York City.
Editor: Donald Kcnnleott, 230 Park Avenue, New York City. Managing
Editor: None. Busiuess Managers: None. o

2. That the owners are: The New Publishing Company, Wilmington,
Delaware, McCall Corporation. Wilmington. Delaware. (Owner of
The New Publishin 0. stock.) The following are the names and
addresses of stockholders holding 1 per cent of more of the capital

stock of McCall Corporation; )
Atwell & Co., 43 Wall St., N. Y. City: Brown Bros. & Co.. 59
t., N. Y. City; Oliver B. Capon. Chase Nat | Bank. 45th St.
& Madison Ave.. NI Y. City; Irving M. DaP/,_
Co., 140 Broadway, N. Y. City; Louis Ecksfein, 3d So. Slate St..
Fisher, g/o United Stales Trust Co. of N. Y

go. |I1.; Henry J. .
all St.. N. Y Bank & Trust

Chica
45 Wall St.. N. Y. City; Hamilton Glbsup, e/o State
Co., Evanston. 111 Blanche S. Gidd ¢

N. Y. City; Stephen Hexter,” 202 So. Sratc
Corporation. 230 Park Ave.. N. Y. Cllg; Benjamin J.
So. State St.. Chicago, IllI.; Sitied & Co.. 1 Exchange Place, Jers'e;y
City, N. J.: John R.”Simpson, 29 Broadway, N. 1ty; Th .
Stuart, 19 Nassau St., N. Y. City:

wood Ave., Pelham, N. Y.; Mr
Co., 1 Wall St., N. Y. Ci
Co,, 1 Wall St., N. Y. City. X

3. That the known bond holders, mortgagees, and other security
holders owning or bolding 1 per cent or more of total amount of bonds,
mortgages or other securities are: None.

4. That the two paragraphs next above, giving the names of the own-
ers. stockholders, ‘and “security holders, it any, contain not onlyé the
i<t of stockholders and security holders as they appear upon the books
of the company but a:>0. In casts where the” stockholder or security
holder _a(Ppe_ars upon the books of the company uo trustee or in any
other fiduciary relation, the name of the person or corporation for
whom .such trustee Is acting, is given; also that the said two para-
graphs contain statements embracing affiant's full knowledge and belief
as to_the cimnu-lances and conditions under which stockholders and
security holders who do not apP_ear_upon the books of the company as
trustees, hold stock and securities in a capacity other than that of a
bona fide owner; ami this affiant has no lea-on to believe that any other
person, association, or corporation has_any interest direct or indirect
1u the said stock, bonds, or other securities than as so stated by him.

) Louis F. Boiler, Assistant Treasurer,

Sworn to_and subscribed hd’ote me this 15th day of September 1933.
Joseph F. For, Notary Public, New York County Clerk’s No. 136. New
York County Reg. No. 4F29S. My commission expires March 30. 1934.

: Mrs. "Ada Bell Wilson, e/o ’Irving Trus-t
ty; Robert Cade Wilson, c/o Irving Trust
A

Big opportunities. Learn quickly. 23 years experience
training men and women for successful careers in Photog-
raphy (commercial, news, portrait, motion picture). Per-
sonal attendance or Home Study. Free Booklet, How to
Succeed in Photography.

NEW YORK INSTITUTE OF PHOTOGRAPHY
10 West 33 St. (Dept. S2B> New York City

Next Month!

“Wildcat™

A complete novel of
the West today

By ROLLIN BROWN

(Continued from page 1)
morning of August 4, 1914, the power to
prevent an active Turko-German alliance.
Following this line of conjecture, had he
sunk the Goeben there would have been
no Gallipoli holocaust, no Mesopotamian
campaign, no Palestine campaign. Over-
awed by Allied superiority Turkey would
have opened the Dardanelles to troop-
ships and supply vessels. Russia would
have been supplied from the Black Sea.
And the Central Powers would have gone
down to decisive defeat two years earlier.
There would have been no A. E. F.!

At seven p.m. Kennedy got this radio:

To All Ships, August 4, 2:50 p.m. The
British ultimatum to Germany will ex-
pire at midnight, Greenwich Mean Time,
August 4. No act of war should be com-
mitted before that hour, at which time
the telegram to commence hostilities
against Germany will be dispatched from
the Admiralty. Special addition to Medi-
terranean, Indomitable and Indefatigable.

Goeben and Breslau had disappeared.
With war declared at midnight August 4,
it became imperative for both French and
British naval authorities to know their
whereabouts.

The dice of destiny rattle once more.
On board a merchantman lying in the
harbor of Messina on August 5 was a
British midshipman, coming home on
sick leave. This youngster took a keen
look at something in the harbor and filed
the following message to Malta:

Two ships all-same likee Lion and Wey-
mouth taking black diamonds here.

Admiral Milne’s intelligence officer,
studying this innocent dispatch, read be-
tween the lines that a battle cruiser like
the Lion and a light cruiser like the Wey-
mouth were coaling at Messina. , The
Goeben was the only battle cruiser not
British in the Mediterranean. Ergo, the
lost was found.

At six p.m., August 6, their twenty-
four hours of neutral privilege expiring,
the Goeben and Breslau cleared for ac-
tion, steamed from Messina—and turned
south! North, east and west, lurked
Allied ships; here, the only sentinel
was the little cruiser Gloucester. But
the Gloucester had an Irishman for com-
mander—Captain W. A. Howard Kelly,
who when he sighted the Germans at seven
p.m. felt that his big day had arrived.



Breslau altered course to pinch Glou-
cester against the land. Kelly slowed
down; Breslau crossed his bows at four
thousand yards. But they were in Italian
territorial waters, so no shots were fired.
Breslau disappeared, scouting for Goeben
to the southeastward, and Gloucester
carried on in pursuit of the bigger vessel.

At five-thirty the next morning Glou-
cester was still doggedly trailing the Ger-
mans. Admiral Milne, apprehensive lest
the little ship be destroyed, radioed Kelly
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to give up the chase. Kelly was deaf—
like all Irishmen looking for a fight. Noon
found Goeben, with Breslau, rejoined,
making at a twenty-knot clip for the
Greek archipelago. And right behind was
Gloucester—a terrier chasing an elephant.

The Breslau began to slow down, and
the two ships clashed. Admiral Souchon
turned Goeben, to crush this annoying
opponent. Kelly, knowing that one salvo
from Goeben would tear his ship apart,
felt the time had come to obey orders.
He hauled off, with one gun out of action
and several men Killed. Breslau, a shot
through her hull, was glad to break away.
Souchon gathered up his lighter consort
and the Germans continued their flight.

But the Gloucester, keeping discreetly
out of range, kept following the Germans,
broadcasting their whereabouts, until at
4:40 p.m. with Cape Matapan abreast
and his bunkers sdmost empty, Kelly
received peremptory instruction from Ad-
miral Milne to halt. Goeben and Bres-
lau arrived without further molestation
in the Dardanelles. The rest is history.
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~ Ifyouare interested—
—to develop the ability to speak
effectively inpublic rineveryday
conversation—toforgeaheadtwice
as fast as you are now doing, read
lloloto Work Wonders With
now sent free.
_ This new booklet, recently ﬁub—
lished, points the road that thou-
sands have followed to increase
quickly their earning power and
popularity.
It also explains how you can, b% a
_new, easy home study method, be-
come an outstandm_lg speaker and conquer stage frlght,
timidity and fear. To read this booklet will prove to be
an evening well sgent." K
S|mgly send name and address and this valuable free
booklet will be sent at once. No obligation.
NORTH AMERICAN INSTITUTE =
3601 Michigan Ave., Dept. 2419, Chicago, Illinois
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SUPPRESSED
KNOWLEDGE
OF THE AGEfJ

W hat ttranga powers did Ike ai*cL *
f ents possets? Where was tke source
of knowledge that made it possible for them te
perform miracles ? Were these profound secrets
burned with ancient libraries, or are they buried
beneath crumbling Temple waBs 7
These wise men of the pest knew the mysteries
of life, and personal power. This wisdom it eot
lost.— it is withheld from the mass. H is offered
freely TO YOU if with an open mind, you
wish to step out of the rut of monotonous
existence and MASTER YOUR UFE.

THIS FREE BOOK.

Man's intolerance has at times swept hit
achievements from the face of the earth, yet se-
cret brotherheods have preserved this sacred
wisdom #f the ages. The Rosicruciant. one of
these enciaet brotherhoods. INVITE YOU to
write end secure a free copy of the "Wisdom
of the Sages.” It witf point out how you may
receivo age-old truths. You can learn te MAKE
YOUR UFE ANEW — the fulfillment
of your ideals awaits yew. Address: (

i Friar L.C.C.
ROSICRUCIAN BROTHERHOOD
5 SAN JOSE (AMORC) CALIFORNIA

mey i YiLWWARHmiiVwAt

BE A DETECTIVE

Work home or travel. Experience unnecessary.
DETECTIVE Particulars FREE. Write NOW to

GEORGE BOB. WAGNER, 2640 Broadw»y, N. Y.



Illustrated by
John F. Clymer

Just before they reached the restaurant-
car the young Arab in the hooded burnous
passed them. It seemed to the man who
was accom(fanying the Jewess that a
brown hand stretched out for a moment
frnm thp hnmmia nnd ratidht hf*rc



The Jerusalem express

A tensely dramatic adventure of the Anglo-Amer-
ican Intelligence officer known to the natives as
the Red Wolf of Arabia.

By Wirttiam J. Makin

BELL clanged loudly in the dark-
ness of the desert.

.“Take your seats, gentlemen,
please. For Jerusalem. Yes, sair. Your
seats, gentlemen, if you please,”

The uniformed man with the mixed
blood of four nationalities in him—part
English, Arab, Ethiopian and low-caste
Indian—pleaded desperately in six lan-
guages with the passengers who seemed
loath to board the train for Jerusalem.
He was a ticket-collector. He moaned in
despair as he realized from one prelim-
inary glimpse of his cosmopolitan crew
that he would spend most of the night
haggling with Arabs and Syrians and
Egyptians, all of whom would do their
best to cheat him of the legitimate fare.

“Imshi, you misbegotten child of
doubtful parents!”

He fell back upon Arabic, the most
eloquent of all his six languages, and
bestowed an unofficial kick upon one
lingering passenger.

The Arab youth, in white burnous, let
a brown hand steal toward the curved
knife at his belt. Then thinking better
of it, he pulled the hood of the burnous
over his head and slid away into the
darkness.

It wanted twenty minutes to midnight.

A sizzling arc lamp showed a gray sea
which was really the desert beyond. A
hissing, oil-smeared monster in the dark-
ness was the locomotive. This strip of
sand-strewn planking was the station El
Kantara East from which the train
bound for Jerusalem started at a quarter
to twelve every night. The Suez Canal,
a broad black ribbon in the gray sand,
gurgled softly a few yards away.

“For Jerusalem? By all the jinn of
Arabia, I have told you so a thousand
times 1”

Once again the ticket-collector lost his
temper in a spate of Arabic. In the flick-

ering gleam of oil lamps, groups of
shrouded figures trailed past him to the
train. With dirty white robes swathing
their brown bodies they resembled at tins
time of night a procession of ghouls!

A match flared in the darkness. A man
was lighting a cigarette. For a second
there was revealed a thin, keen face which
regarded the scene about him with quiet
enjoyment. Then a flip of his fingers and
the match was trailing into the darkness.

“Oh, and | was just going to ask you
for a light!”

The feminine voice startled him. He
swung round. Dimly he discerned a slim
white figure standing near to him. A
cigarette, unlighted, was between her lips.

“Sosorry! Allow me.”

He struck another match. As the flame
flared at the touch of her cigarette he saw
a face of cool, white beauty such as always
catches the breath, east of Suez. The
whiteness of her skin was almost unearth-
ly. But the dark somber eyes, the full red
lips and the nose told her nationality at
once: a Jewess.

A beautiful woman. As the match was
tossed aside and a breath of smoke masked
her face, the man was left with the impres-
sion that some modern Sheba was travel-
ing to dazzle a Solomon in the ancient city.
For in the brief glimpse he had of her he
sensed that she was garbed and scented in
the most expensive Rue de la Paix manner.

"V /’OU are going to Jerusalem ?” he
1 asked indolently, and she nodded.
“Yes. When do we start?”

“In three minutes.”

“Then I must find my compartment.
| booked a sleeping-berth.”

“It ees all right, quite O. K., lady,” sud-
denly burst in the harassed voice of the
ticket-collector. “I ‘ave seen your bag-
gage placed aboard myself. And the com-
partment, it ees all to yourself.”
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She laughed, a low attractive laugh with
a passionate virility in it. She gave a few
piasters to the ticket-collector which he
accepted with magnificent dignity. Then
he turned away to harry a little group of
Syrians who seemed helplessly lost.

“As your baggage and compartment are
settled, may | suggest a drink in the res-
taurant-car?” said the man with the thin
keen face.

She flashed a smile at him.

“I should love it.”

EY walked a few yards along the
platform. Just before they reached

“Oh, but why?”
pouted delightfully.

“Because most of them are untrue, some
are quite improbable, and, of course, all
are wildly exaggerated.”

“Well,” she said, her beautiful face pro-
vocatively near to him, “you have at least
proved this evening that one of the stories
| heard about you is untrue."

Her rich red lips

the restaurant-car the young Arab in the “And thatis?”

hooded burnous passed them. It seemed
to the man who was accompanying the
Jewess that a brown hand stretched out
for a moment from the burnous and
caught hers. But the dim light might
have deceived him. Then the young Arab
glided silently toward the rear of the
train.

The Jewess climbed aboard, revealing
high-heeled shoes of an expensive char-
acter and shapely ankles that justified
them. The man followed her, and they
seated themselves at one of the tables.

Only then did the man remove his soft
felt hat. He revealed a carefully brushed
head of bright red hair. The Jewess set-
tled herself with a contented sigh and
placing her elbows on the table, stared
into his gray quizzical eyes.

“I’ve been wanting to meet you for ever
so long a time—Paul Rodgers, Red Wolf
of Arabia!” she murmured.

The man betrayed no surprise.
smiled imperturbably.

“I’'m charmed,” he replied.

And then a series of shrill, hysterical
whistles sounded. There was a shouting
and babble of voices. The locomotive
spurted with steam. The dim oil lamps
began to flicker past and, in a few seconds,
were replaced by the desert. The Jerusa-
lem Express had started on its nightly
run.

“Then let us say, to our better acquaint-
ance 1” smiled Rodgers, raising his glass.

She smiled back eagerly at him.

“Till this moment,” she said, “you
have always been a legend to me. | had
heard of your adventures—who has not?
—of your strange wanderings and your
equally strange disguises. Is it true
that you were once a leader of Arab
brigands ?”

‘T)o not believe any story you hear of
me,” said the Intelligence officer, lighting
another cigarette.

He

“That you had left the desert and gone
back to civilization in Europe.”

He laughed, and drained his glass.

“It was partly true. | have been in
Europe. But let us say that | have now
left civilization and am going back to the
desert.”

Instinctively his eyes sought the win-
dow where the black emptiness beyond
told of the Arabian Desert. In his un-
flinching gray eyes was the suspiciously
sentimental gleam of a man who is near-
ing his real home.

“So you didn’t like the lands that lie
beyond the desert?” she asked.

Still in a reverie, Paul Rodgers shook
his head.

“l heard good music, but also bad,” he
murmured. “I couldn’t understand what
was wrong with me until, one day in Ber-
lin, 1 heard a very modern piece of ca-
cophony by a very modern composer. It
was a racketing, tin-can symphony. Then
| suddenly realized it was right. Modern
civilization is a racketing, tin-can affair.
That composer had captured its robot
soul. And I discovered at the same time
that | didn’t belong, | was as alien as an
Arab. | was homesick for the desert. |
went and hired a room and a piano. |
played Chopin for four hours on end just
to myself. 1t was no use. | had to come
back.”

“What a strange orgy,” she said, “play-
ing Chopin for four hours.”

“Yes,” he nodded. “But it was my own
funeral march. | died that day in Berlin
and my soul has carried me back here.
This is my first night in the desert.”

“And still a civilized one,” she mur-
mured, looking round at the comfortable
restaurant-car with its electric lights and
shining tables. “May | have another
drink?”

“l was about to suggest one,” he said.
He nodded to the waiter, and then turned
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toward her. She faced the keen gaze of
his gray eyes smilingly.

“Incidentally,” he went on, “I’'m curi-
ous about one thing.”

“Yes?”

“Who told you | was Paul Rodgers?”

She was startled for a moment.

“Oh, an Arab,” she faltered.

He waited.

Her tone gained confidence.

“An Arab porter who placed my bag-
gage aboard the ferry across the canal
pointed you out.”

“l see. I'm sorry about that.”

“Sorry! Why?”

“Because otherwise we might have been
introduced and | should know your
name.”

She laughed softly at this.

“My name is Kober—Judith Kober.
You may have heard of my father, Sholom
Kober.”

“Who has not ?” replied Rodgers.

In the Near East, the name of Sholom
Kober was one to conjure with. A great
Jewish commercial magnate, he lived in
Cairo in the style of a pasha while his
ramifications extended from the Medi-
terranean to Bagdad. It was admitted
openly that Sholom Kober and his mil-
lions had done more for the Zionist move-
ment in Palestine than any other Jew.
He believed passionately in the destiny of
the Jewish race, and perhaps because of
that hated the Arabs with an unreasoning
hereditary impulse which caused him to
spurn all those with whom he came in
contact.

“Yes, my father is a queer mixture of
likes and dislikes,” nodded the Jewess, as
though sensing the thoughts that flashed
through the mind of the Intelligence of-
ficer. For the moment her expression
seemed troubled. She turned her face to-
ward the desert that was flashing past.
“But he does believe that the Jews can
transform Palestine.”

Rodgers nodded.

“And so you go to Jerusalem at the hot-
test and most uncomfortable time of the
year,” he said slowly.

“There is always work for Jews in Jeru-
salem,” she replied simply.

But as she said it she shivered slightly
despite the hot wind that came in from
the desert. Then, abruptly, she rose.

“l think I'll go along to my compart-
ment now,” she said. She gave a final
glance at the window. “I hate this desert
which you seem to like.”

Rodgers shrugged his shoulders.

“The Arabs call this the Country of
Mirages—Fata Morgana,” he said. “I
think | shall turn in, too.”

They passed out of the dining-car,
crossed the swaying steel plates through
which came pellets of sand whipped by
the passing of the train, and entered the
sleeping-car. The coaches swayed and
jolted over a narrow track. The Jewess
stumbled and would have fallen had not
Rodgers caught her arm. For a moment
her cool arm rested in his hand.

“Thank you,” she smiled. They had
reached her compartment. “l suppose we
shall meet again in the morning.”

“Sure to,” smiled Rodgers in return.
“For | also have work to do in Jerusalem.”

“Good night, then.”

“Good night.”

He was left alone in the corridor of the
sleeping-car.

“A queer woman,” he mused, lighting
another cigarette, and swaying slightly as
he stood in the corridor. “Very sure of
herself. Yet she managed that lie about
the Arab servant very badly.”

Then he stiffened to attention. Cau-
tiously, ever so cautiously, the door of the
next compartment was sliding open. A
brown hand appeared. It was followed
by a brown, wrinkled and bearded face
surmounted with the Arab headdress. As
soon as the peering face caught sight of
Rodgers, it drew away and quickly the
door slid to again. .Yet in the brief
glimpse he had, the Intelligence officer
saw terror stamped on the face. The old
Arab was haunted by some fear.

DGERS stepped forward. But only
. a blank wooden door and windows

with blinds carefully drawn confronted

him. He heard a slight click within as
the latch was let down.

“Queer!” he muttered once again, and
passed on to his own sleeping-compart-
ment, which was the next one along the
corridor. There he found that his bed was
already prepared for the night.

He considered it for a moment, and sat
down. He did not feel sleepy. This was
his return to the desert, and a strange ex-
citement possessed this queer adventurer
whom the natives called the Red Wolf of
Arabia. He flicked up the blind and
stared out of the window at the empty,
sand-strewn expanse through which the
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train was churning a rapid progress. But
the darkness revealed nothing. A med-
ley of stars glittered in the sky and a few
pellets of $and were thrown against his
face.

The kiss of the desert! To the Red
Wolf it was more alluring than any wom-
an. The call had never left him, even in
the closest confines of the cities. And
now he was back. The Jerusalem Express
was thundering along a desert route that
had known history. Moses had led the
children of lIsrael along this path. Not
many years ago another great general,
Allenby, had led avictorious British army.

E road to Jerusalem! The words of
the old Hebrew prophet came to
Rodgers: “And in Jerusalem shall ye

comforted.” He gave a little sigh of con-
tentment and pressed the button of the
electric bell. . . .

“Oh, yes sair, a very strange sheik.”

The uniformed ticket-collector of four
nationalities swayed in the compartment
and gossiped to Rodgers of the old Arab
whom only a thin partition of wood di-
vided from them.

“What is his tribe?” asked Rodgers,
lapsing into Arabic.

The ticket-collector responded loqua-
ciously in the same language.

“l would say he was a hillman, one of
the Druses.”

One of the Druses! Rodgers knew that
fighting tribe well. So did the authori-
ties in Palestine, and the French in Syria.
They were Arabs who refused to be con-
quered. Even tanks and machine-guns
had failed to drive them from their moun-
tain fastnesses. They hated the white
men, whom they regarded as interlopers.
Above all, they hated the Jews whom they
regarded as their enemies from the his-
toric past.

“You have seen him before ?”

“Often,” replied the ticket-collector.
“He comes and goes between Cairo and
Jerusalem. He has business, much busi-
ness in Jerusalem.”

Apparently there were many aboard the
Jerusalem Express who had business in
the holiest of holy cities.

“A wealthy man, then,” suggested the
Intelligence officer, “of many camels and
herds ?”

“It would seem so,” was the reply. “For
always he travels first-class. And he must
be a holy sheik, one descended from Ma-
homet, the greatest of all—Allah O Akbar
—for he insists and pays for the compart-
ment to himself.”
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Paul Rodgers shook his head.

“Holy—but unlike an Arab,” he com-
mented. “And is the Koran his only com-
panion of voyage?”

“That, and a tin box, tied with rope,
and a phonograph.”

“A phonograph!”

The ticket-collector nodded,

“Often | hear him on the journey, play-
ing the phonograph. He has many sad
songs of the desert. Arab songs.”

Red Rodgers yawned. He had begun
to lose interest in the train-traveling
Sheik. The ticket-collector took the hint
and edged toward the door.

“Well, I go, sair,” he said, lapsing once
again into English. “I must fight that
scum of the third-class who would cheat

beheir way even into Paradise. Perhaps to-
morrow morning when at half-past six we
change at Lydda, | will have the honor of
introducing you to the Sheik Sonieda.”

“Maybe,” nodded Rodgers.

“For the Jewish lady, Miss Kober, is
also interested in the Sheik Sonieda, and
has asked that she might meet him in the
morning.... Good night, sair 1”

And the door of the compartment slid
to, leaving the Red Wolf alone. ... He
shrugged his shoulders and prepared him-
self for a few hours of sleep.

An hour went by, and the train rushed
along the track that led through the desert
known as the Country of Mirages. It
must have been three olock in the
morning when the Red Wolf stirred. His
head jerked itself from the pillow in an
attitude of listening.

A strange sound, or series of sounds
came from the next compartment. Above
the rumble of the train he could hear it.
The shrill singing of an Arab woman. The
musical sense of Paul Rodgers began to
follow its queer leveling rhythm in quar-
ter-tones. It was a song of love and pas-
sion in the desert.

MOMENT?’S silence; then the same
A song again. Of course—the phono-
graph. Rodgers glanced at his watch and
muttered a curse upon this Sheik who
amused himself by playing the phono-
graph in the Jerusalem Express at three
o’clock in the morning.

Fifteen minutes of it. Cursing again,
Rodgers slid out of his bunk. He was de-
termined to visit the musically inclined
Sheik and insist upon silence for the re-
mainder of the night. He flicked on the
electric light. The windows merely re-
flected his own compartment. A strange,
unreal interior for a man used to sleeping
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As the train sped on toward Lydda, the
body swayed like a dangling puppet. . . .
The ticket-collector was almost

state of collapse.



12 THE BLUE BOOK MAGAZINE

Even as he was about to knock for the
third time, the music ceased. Or rather,
there wa9 a slurring noise that was lost in
the rumble of the train. Rodgers stood
there for a minute, waiting to hear the rec-
ord begin again. But it did not. The
Sheik had apparently sated himself on
that song for the night.

Slowly the Red Wolf paced the corri-
dor and regained his compartment. Now
that the phonograph had ceased, the si-
lence seemed to be a queer hiatus in that
symphonic progress of the Jerusalem Ex-
press. But as he closed his door and
slipped into his bunk, his mind was pon-
dering that queer vision of a Jewish girl
in a white satin dressing-gown, stealing
away from the Sheik’s compartment.

The gray eyes had narrowed. The jaw
was set. It was in the attitude of thought
that he at last fell into slumber.

T six o'clock next morning, when the

kJerusalem Express, steaming through
a countryside of orange plantations, was
approaching the junction at Lydda, a
scared and hysterical ticket-collector
burst in upon Paul Rodgers.

“Sair! The Sheik Sonieda 1”

“Yes?”

Rodgers had completed his toilet and
was smoothing that rebellious red hair.

“The Sheik is dead. He is hanging.
Horrible—"

With a few swift strides Red Rodgers
was in the corridor and standing in the
doorway of the next compartment. It
was a ghastly spectacle upon which he
narrowed his keen eyes.

The Sheik Sonieda, an elderly bearded
man, dangled with a rope at his neck from
the baggage-rack near the roof. As the
train sped on toward Lydda and the en-
gine hooted warningly, the body swayed
like a dangling puppet in the progress.
Blackened by strangulation, the face was
not nice to look upon. The sandaled feet
pointed down toward the floor.

Rodgers heard gasping noises behind
him; the ticket-collector was almost in a
state of collapse. But already Rodgers
had produced a sharp knife, climbed a
bunk, and cut the rope. His strong brown
hand lowered the body to the floor.

“Quick! Get me some water!” he com-
manded the ticket-collector.

With a sob of relief at being ordered to
do something, the ticket-collector padded
along the corridor. He did not hear Paul
Rodgers slide Ihe door to and ignore the
body for a swift examination of the com-
partment.

The phonograph was there, the needle
buried in the record. It had played itself
to a finish. It must have been playing
while the Sheik was gasping his life away
at the end of the rope. Had he played
that song of desert love in a last sentimen-
tality before taking his life? Had he,
while the phonograph churned its sad
music, looped the rope, inserted his power-
ful neck and launched himself to death?

There was the tin box of which the
ticket-collector had spoken, and the rope
of course had been used—

Rodgers’ jaw squared. Instinctively
his hand stroked the back of his fiery crop.
Something was wrong. When the ticket-
collector returned with a glass of water in
his hand, the Intelligence officer was
bending over the body of the Sheik.

“No use,” he said briefly. “He’s been
dead some hours.”

“It is suicide, sair?”

Rodgers hesitated.

“It seems so0,” he said then. “You will
advise the station police as soon as the
train arrives at Lydda.”

“Certainly, sair.”

Instinctively the ticket-collector ac-
cepted the commands of this slim figure
whose brown face and gray eyes were
concentrated in thought.

“Keep the door closed, and don’t let
anyone in until you advise the police.”

“Yes sair.”

Rodgers stopped in the doorway.

“Was the door of this compartment
locked when you came to call the Sheik
this morning?”

“Yessair. | had to use my key.”

“l see.”

And with an unconcerned nod Rodgers
strolled away.

E walked along the corridor, passing
the next compartment. The door
was open, and the Jewess, Judith Kober,
was seated fully dressed on her bunk. She
looked up, and he stopped. The face of
cool, white beauty which he had admired
in that chance meeting of the night was
now drawn and haggard. The dark eyes
had a gleam of fear in them.
“ls—is anything the matter?” she
asked; her vibrant voice seemed hushed.
“Anything the matter!” His eyebrows
were raised in surprise. “Why should
there be? We shall be at Lydda in five
minutes. We change there for Jeru-
salem.”
There was all the nostalgia of centuries
of exile in her sigh. When she looked up
again, Rodgers had disappeared.
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The next moment the mud huts and
white walls of Lydda began to flit past the
window like a jerky cinematograph film.
The engine shrieked demoniacally. . . .

Few people realized, in the confusion
and hustle of changing trains at Lydda,
that a tragedy had occurred in the first-
class sleeping-car. White Arabs and Jews
scrambled and cursed among their bag-
gage, while the engine panted like an
exhausted steel beast, four native police-
men and two British officers in khaki
supervised the unloading from the train
of what appeared to be a bundle of soiled
linen. The bundle was placed on a truck
and trundled away through a doorway
marked Stationmaster.

For a quarter of an hour, Paul Rodgers
was seen there talking diffidently to the

“By the camels of my father, but you speak like a police spy.”
“And why should you fear a police spy?” demanded the man
in the blue burnous.
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Their leader was murdered. That, in it-
self, has frightened them. And they know
also that certain documents relating to
their secret activities are in the hands of
the police.”

“Thanks to you, Rodgers,” nodded the
Governor.

“No. The real thanks should go to the
Jewish girl, Judith Kober. Her father
had heard of the premeditated massacre.

A Syrian woman, her veil dangling,

swayed into their midst. “He threw

himself from the train—over the preci-
pice—" she gabbled.

He determined to prevent it. It was the
beautiful Jewess who offered to do the
job. And she did it in feminine fashion.”

“How?”

“By emulating the Judith of the Bible.
You remember the story ? The people of
the beleaguered city besought Judith to
go to the tent of the conquering general,
Holofernes, and give herself for the sake
of the starving men, women and children.
She did, and returned with the head of
Holofernes.”

“And Judith Kober—”

“She went among the Arabs in Cairo,
the enemies of the Jews*in Palestine.
There she captivated, not the leader but
his son. And when the Sheik Sonieda set
out in the Jerusalem Express to lead the
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Jug

This dark jus band was due an the air
at eight— but conspiracy, collision,
and high water fought against them.

hell

BacBluss

By Arthur K. A kers

OM the offices of the Columbus
Collins Detective Agency (for Col-

ored) there issued uncouth and un-

Columbus accommodated him. The
rhythmic uproar within suddenly ceased
as the gangling Mr. Collins, hitherto

sleuthlike sounds, as of a thousangusied with blowing sonorously and with

overfed bottle-flies in a well, in anguish,
and with banjo accompaniment.

These sounds wrote upon the face of a
five-foot pedestrian shuffling the littered
length of Hogan’s Alley toward them a
larger and more visible woe than even
the combination of his immediate past
and future had already imprinted there.
For to “Bugwine” Breck the disturbance
meant that the Dunn and Collins “jug
band” was rehearsing again. And while
music—if the output of a jug band could
be called such—might tame the savage
breast, the big thing now for Bugwine
was, could it tame Columbus when he
got the report his aide was fixing to ren-
der to him? . ... Fearfully Bugwine
“cracked” the agency door, and braced
himself fdf the worst.

the above-mentioned bottle-fly effect into
the neck of an empty jug, paused in mid-
note. So did the two shorter and sadder
darkies similarly equipped, and a length-
ier one who had been practically tearing
his banjo limb from limb in his musical
madness.

“Dat you, Bugwine?” His chief glared
at the aperture created by Mr. Breck.

“Here me,” admitted that knob-eyed
subordinate unhappily. One of the other
jug-artists within was Asbestos Dunn.
And Asbestos was mixed up in what
Bugwine had to confess too.

“Well, is you recover back dat stole
car of Asbestos’?” the question Mr.
Breck dreaded most followed instantly.

“Uh—spectin’ ’pohtant developments
widin forty-eight hours, and—"
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“Point yo’ car towards detec-

tin’-headquarters, Skilletface,”

Pugwine directed. “Us’ll get a

boy what can read, to look at
dat policy of your’n.”

“Quit lyin’!” cut in his superior test-
ily. “You aint ’spectin’ nothin’ but a
kick in de pants—which you is fixin’ to
git! Says, is you git dat car back ?”

“Aint sniff out no good clues to work
wid yit,” the truth sounded as feeble as
Bugwine felt.

“You got de description and license-
plate number, aint you?”

“Yeah, but half de flivvers in town
looks and sounds jest like Asbestos’ do.
Besides, cain’t read numbers gwine away
from me fast enough, and Alabama aint
use no front plate; cain’t never tell who
gwine to run over you—jest who is.”

“And another reason you is got to git
dat car back quick,” continued Mr. Col-
lins harshly, “is de jug band needs it.”

“Needs it for what?” Mr. Breck eyed
the assembled musical misfits morosely.

“To fill a rad-dio broadcastin’ engage-
ment wid, dat what.”

Bugwine’s mouth opened, to help his
brains; but it failed signally.

“Up in Bumin’ham,” elaborated Co-
lumbus caustically, for the benefit of any
mental defectives in the audience, “us

done hired out to broadcast de jug band
for one night only. Got to git dar to fill
it. / blows “first-jug’ noble in de band.”

“Rad-dio, huh?” blinked Bugwine.
“When you-all gwine up dar?”

“Got to be on de air at eight tonight.
So do yo’ stuff, shawt-boy, do yo’ stuff!”

“How-come ‘my stuff’?” still puzzled
Mr. Breck.

“Recoverin’ back Asbestos’ car, so de
jug band can ride to Bumin’ham in it,
dat what. Else us got to soak eve’ything
but de jugs to git up enough money to
hire a taxi for de trip. Too busted to
bus it. So, boy, find dat car!”

Bugwine Breck belonged to that nu-
merous race of employees whose work
is more visibly and vigorously done if
the foreman is looking. Stimulated now
by both the words and implications of
his chief, the harried and hurried little
detective broke into a veritable frenzy of
sleuthing. Bear-trap handcuffs clinking
and vyardstick clattering against the
lenseless magnifying-glass at his belt, he
galloped up one alley and dog-trotted
down another. He measured footprints,
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Squarely amidships the skidding car
of Messrs. Breck and Bronson struck
the flivver with its own back end.
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BYEdwin Balmer andPhilip Wylie

The terrific adventure of the daring men and women who
left this earth before the cosmic collision which destroyed
it, and became pioneers beyond the sun on a new planet.

Illustrated by Joseph Franke

Tony took hold of a heavy metal ring fitted
in the end of a lever in a slot at the side
of the gate. He pulled it—and to his aston-
ishment the two gates quietly and swiftly
separated. . . . They walked through.
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As days passed—the long slow days of Bronson Beta—the camp was roused

!
g
3
E
%
:
]
3
z
3
g
:
5
:

its s tre d suvmrg thrauh rear-
rditéc:%*etasla'vws&%miﬁ A dgenajdardgm acir?ft
sla’—am!eleglrtdl mmr!s'ga'ry %’Gd: th spaﬁra dadnillcn tg niI%?’EtB
ng(/\sggm oHer- ay o you bkdiee

ke HesaqEs yom aud e b net by tre
Psvmw%eeadﬂe% Bﬁrﬁ%qﬂas rere%asmgﬁngt%hs
dne e chle T "W e e

e 0

paedi Trerewald pdd Dﬁgrev\rth t
mqjliglgmveobrrttelle\emw g(n fal%mlbl they nacke
athrg an a nagificat £ Wen ve fird
Jpuoahd adher sandoe O temvewll fird hgeadidiee—
cn.rtaa'& isondtradian ted- tre nethod o the -
tracian m%r%ﬁm yan ths m§1p; ”
dadt, ad yon Hey Catnstood Lp Se avays

Adra
“Thresus—tredars—etledetvean  noved with an dnost larguid valuoiLr
trenshes frgn nillios ad prigs ases Now Intree B nonats,

adias vae dody ca-

%
=
=
Q,
3
5
)
q




AFTER WORLDS COLLIDE 33

to a feverish activity. Lumber was still being brought in from the forest.
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S 1]
As they flew, they were able to see what ty ﬂ.em
sne togt

was within the bubble. Inside was a city—
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“Where will we find them, then?”

“We won't find them—any of them
here, | think,” Tony said.
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Ahead of them a single finger of light

pointed upward to the sky—the only light,
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the surface of the planet.
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This thrilling account of the marvels encountered by the emigrants from earth in

this new world continues with mounting interest in the next, the January, issue.



“More exciting than war!*
decided the man behind the
gun while the fight was on.

Illustrated by Joseph Franks

e?William

F. Sturm

andC harles E. C ox

AN CHICKERING taxied the
plane he had flown all the long,
tiring Sunday over to the con-

crete apron for anothej load of pas-
sengers. Rebellion was in his heart. He
felt as though he wanted to take the old
crate ten thousand feet up, put it into
a power dive and welcome the oblivion
such action would speedily bring.

Two men got out of his ship and a
woman and her daughter got in. “I
might as well be a squirrel in a cage-
flying round and round this old field!”
Dan mused bitterly.

He taxied away from the surging crowd
and turned into the wind. Ships landed
to the left of him and to the right, but
he picked a hole and gave het the gun.
“One thing about it,” he communed with
himself, “when 1 get off the ground I
don’t have to talk or smile—no silly
guestions to answer.”

But, oh, for a vacation—to get away
from it all, even for a week! Not simply
to get away, either, but to fly for hours,
without coming to earth every fifteen
minutes! To feel the rush of clear
cold air, ten thousand feet up, instead
of the dust-filled, day-in-and-day-out of
passenger-hopping—to fly by map and
compass once again—really to fly some
place, somewhere with a real mission,
instead of this squirrel-cage business of
round and round, which any rookie pilot
could do as well as he.

The future held no outlook for him.
He was a Prometheus of the air, chained

to a Middle States Airways port, doomed
forever and ever to hop passengers off
the ground, whirl them about for a brief
interval and then bring them back again.

Back on earth again, he cleared hfs
ship of mother and daughter. A gan-
gling ticket-boy in a red sweater came
running up. He fumbled at his trousers
pocket and produced a telegram. “Just
come!” he blurted, jerking his head
backward toward the operations office.

“l’ve been expecting it,” Dan told
him sourly. “From Admiral Byrd, no
doubt. Wants me as chief pilot on his
next Polar expedition.”

“Aw, honest ?”” the boy asked.

Dan tore open the envelope and read:

“Can you see me at the Lincoln Hotel
tonight, on a matter that may interest
you ?”

The signature, John Stone, meant noth-
ing to Dan. Neither did the wire, for
that matter, but he would go.

O hours later he knocked at the
door of the downtown hotel room.
“I’'m Chickering,” he announced.

The young man who had opened the
door said cordially: “I’'m Stone. Come
in, won’t you?”

The two were quite in contrast as
they clasped hands. Chickering, still
in his knickers, stood out strongly, his
body expanding from a small waist to
a good pair of shoulders. The full pillar
of his neck held a large head crowned
with harsh, curly hair.
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The other seemed taller, but it was
the slimness of his figure, clad in well-
tailored tweeds, that caused the illusion.
Their eyes were keenly alike—grayish-
blue and sharply clear. Both faces pos-
sessed a certain quality that suggested
sunbright horizons.

EATED, Stone spread a map care-
fully across the writing-desk. As he
did, he glanced at his watch. “It is eight-
thirty now,” he said. “If you go with
me, we take the eleven-o’clock train for
Chicago, so I'll have to talk fast, since
you’ll wish to make some provisions for
going. You don’t know me from Adam’s
off ox, but I am a friend of Tom Ben-
netts. Tom said he flew with you in
France, and with the mail, and that you
were the man | needed. First, my fa-
ther is Randolph Stone, of Stone and
Company, Chicago—that’s not to brag,
but to identify myself.”
“Never heard of him,” Chickering said
crisply. “But that doesn’t matter.”
“Here’s the story, briefly,” the other
began, as though he had not heard the
interruption. “Two little children are
held prisoner in a camp up in the wilds
of Ontario. Kidnaped. Their father in
Chicago is one of my best friends, and
I’'m sort of godfather to the youngsters.
He has been directed to have a hundred
thousand in cash, to be paid on demand
to some one who will get in touch with
him in Chicago. If he makes an appeal
to the police, the children will be Kkilled;
there is no doubt of that. If he pays
the money to these thugs, there is no
assurance they wont be Kkilled, either.
There have been cases like that. The
messenger will approach him for the
money in four days. My plan is to res-
cue them. We just must, that’s all.
“It so happens that in the camp where
the children are held, there is a pilot
friend of mine. The circumstances un-
der which he got there are of his own
making. He got mixed up with the
booze racket. Can’t live without thrills,
and running booze by plane gave him
the proper ones. He is apt to act first
and think afterward. If not, he never
would have got into the racket. I'm
not so concerned about him—that is,
how or why he is where he is—but we
must get the children away safely, and
he has made it possible for us to do it.
“The outfit for which he has been run-
ning booze flew to Chicago, abducted
the children, and returned to camp with
them. | gather he protested that booze-
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running was 0. K. with him but that
kidnaping was not. The big boss there-
upon made him virtually a prisoner in
the camp. He’'ll be killed, without any
doubt, to keep him quiet, if the ransom
goes through successfully.

“l have a plane at Chicago, ready to
leave on a moment’s notice. | am not
experienced enough as a pilot to go up
there and handle the plane in the way it
will have to be handled. | want you to
take complete charge of the expedition.
It will take not over three days; if we’re
lucky, maybe only two. If we are not
lucky, we may stay up there forever—
full of bullet-holes. How Ted McGarry
got this letter out to me, | don’t know,
but here it is.”

“That would not be hard, if it came
out by plane. The booze racket turns
up funnier things than that,” Dan said,
as he reached for the letter. He ran
through the first page, and then focused
his mind on the last one:

“Get a provincial air-map of Jack-
fish section 21-J. Draw a line course—
but don’t fly that course— 125 miles out
of the Soo at 38 degrees on the compass,
variation counted. The line will go
through alarge unnamed narrow L-shaped
lake. To the north of this lake is another
unnamed one, like a spraddled-out W.
The arm of this W lake close to the L
lake is just over the ridge of land from
the camp. Sketch will help.”

Dan stopped reading long enough to
look at the cleverly drawn map. - Then
he resumed reading: _

“We have several cabins. I'm in"the
smallest one at night. Children in one
near by. Get here on the 3d. Fly over
at noon and I'll have a white cloth
panel on the roof of my cabin—my shirt
out to dry. Fly a line between Lorham
and Woman rivers, and they’ll think
you’re the Ranger patrol, which goes over
about that time. Study far end of W
lake as you go over. Come back at
dusk and glide into lake, so they won’t
hear you. Unless I'm dead, I’ll meet,
you on the lake shore near camp at 3
a. m. next day.”

AN stood silent as he finished the
D letter. A breath of night wind came
through the open window and tugged at
the draperies with eager, restless pulls.
The stars were shining in the black sky
and the noise of traffic came up in sub-
dued tones from the street. Dan shut
his eyes for a moment, as he visioned
flying over cool forests and misty lakes.
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PILOT’S HOLIDAY
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“The police got angry; we

placated them with water

and wine—in bottles and
carafes."

The distinguished author of
“Beau Geste” * Valiant
Dustand “Blades of the
Legion” here gives us an-
other story of the Legionnaire
known as Spanish Maine.
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The Spanish

By PERCIVAL CHRISTOPHER WREN
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“Lola played her part well; she never gave
the diamond another glance, but simply
made up to me for all she was worth—told
me how she had yearned for a true heart’s
love. Oh. a very good line of patter!”
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memorable stories.

By Bigelow N eal

The story of a little known but specially

interesting American animal by the author of
“The Passing of the Thunder Herd”* and other

The zJIfTaster Killer
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Without warning, the great
tail of the beaver swept
over the little otter and
struck the mink, hurling
him end over end



THE BLUE BQQK MAGAZINE

76

o L
m.hm‘d mW&%@ﬁM@mmm — B2 _mnmam § m mmm | mwm.m Big mm mmm
%%&W%énﬁﬁwﬁﬁﬁﬁ&%mm%ﬁ%
m mmmmm mmmmwmm%dm dmdmm.mn_m.mmwm@ mm_ mmnmwM@ mmmTwmﬁ
_umwmmm mmm%.m mmM mm .mm %.m%mm nmm mﬂ@ m mmwm
mmmm 5 Mmm mmm.am mmmmm m mmmmmmmmma mmm mmmmmmwm

m mmp%mmmmmmmw mrm d m m o mm%wmmm m m@m 3 mm
® Depbdtpaicade m md mmn_ o203 am m g mmmmm 3
5 Bopaeo £5 m.@m mm o mmm _mmmmmmmmmmmm : mmmm : mm_-ﬁm ®
m mmm % mwm mn mMm mwmww nmwmmwmmm mmmmmmw mhwmummm mmm mmmnmnmmm nm
sLEIR e s
B mm mmm %M o i g mmmwm Bt mm L 4 mm.m



77

THE MASTER KILLER

m m.mm m mwm m.mw mm MWM mmmmm%mmwﬁ = “@ mmmm% Mﬁm mwm.mmm i mwm m,m
mn% memv mMm mmmmmemm m g o mm d@m%@d g mm
e m_mm@mmmmwmm ﬂmmm e
mwmwwmmmmmmmmmmmmmW Mdmwmmwmm m mmmmm@ _mmm mmmmmmmmmmmm
e mmmwwm@ L MNwmmuﬂmmmmmmmm SBechnbe e

mm,nhd udmmwwmmmmmﬁm mmmm memmmn 8EE wm wmmmm awmmm

: belasnead mmmmm, e

@mm £ prei e 2855 £E§ m

4 m@ e - mm 5

ammm m m@m o mw mmm,wmmm mmmmwmw am. mmmm w |m
mmwmwﬂ Earoen ﬁ%@wmmm%@m%% L mmmdwu Aw@mmm mm mBm




THE BLUE BOOK MAGAZINE

78

£
e
Bae
Hiem il
£ .@ 2 i e o] o) e

mmmm nm mmmamwmmmwmw mndnmmMmﬁmm mm o2 mmm

wmmnemmnmmmm £apes
M@WMM e mmm am
2

Ele

As the gray projectile
hurtled downward, a black
one rose to meet it. The
terrible teeth of Midapoka
drove into the shaggy
throat of the wolf.
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The engineer flung himself head-first
into the sea.
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The cruiser broke out her anchor and headed southward, jiving the reefs
along the coast a wide clearance.
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A plain citizen turns homicidal—to the sorrow
of Blood the Bump and his fellow-gangsters.
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Lances in Diplomacy.

A detective story by
the author of the Free
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The Wild Man of Wolf

This unusual and tensely dramatic novelette by
the author of “Hands” and“ The Island Murder”
shows the State Police and the Mounted fighting
shoulder-to-shoulder against enemies of peace.

By Robert Mill
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“The masked man
started up Wolf’s
Head, reaching
the summit just
before daybreak.
There he entered
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THE WILD MAN OF WOLF HEAD

“Ti Menvireg, Idd Q erinieg:
hosevwnleledsrouts”
favad

was anautihorityan naas
in tre snedas with tre dd nan”’

VISIBLEreIief dthsaToue
nat Then n AHdd aainb
‘Tmmm%aygﬂeng

s ho=e o te
es ad hae it a god

Cgatain Hed seged favad with
Fard edackd,  “Aad to s yau

his
S.%rterdert

red donvan tre face o the nan
bdfae hmadsaced.
Cyanhfdd” He

The two difics’s retired to the private
diie, . Apss wae ligted_ The s dH
anaties vae deenad | Then S
inacht Duhemput aackhisppead
leered fovad

“Crarley,

Ioded‘jh@ . .

an Held rodted. “l doit like
ather;” readitted )

Herdflledhispe

ben Tdd’aml
nae

pep e Tl
rgaLof a®

e “l dxit like tre
m%:crder” “

led thret navker St AN |
" aobed

111

“Ladofmre Geddm-hitof

anass, bu nearsvdl—nssdminghone

Tthe fracss thisnomirgwenabd-

let nigoed the rediatar of S, reet s

Y gy tregtrer
t_o'ﬁgdfg

(11 .ﬂ,-i
nomirg”’ cedared d “Rdgt
A [(gosy JstrTEH%_a
: Sdhigis
trae I’dkaetrmm_vﬁj%d
%%@MIMK oljust
The Garedian dficar was Saxirg ino

“Crarey, this ddwirddisgdk The
Miat is inthe gnp of sareh
then aotd v, Most
ol ad rd
were tre

‘Tod< it WmAmnﬁqgeckgaaj
oLt it te’tta‘if%l\e%

Lsardkeisdlrf(c}pw Hesatvwadtret

veaetowakthrgsatinauronnvway.”

aataniy



112

THE BLUE BOOK MAGAZINE

i

“Climb in,” ordered Tiny
David. “Like hunting a
needle in a haystack, to
go after that guy. But
we’ll be back, Sergeant1”

“Idaaxtdfliketohaetietladoyaurs
wows Lpantre lire tre arer nam
Iy %bwsaed! farhm Bitds
reg , ot e snkes ness asaurd
adadedy”

%Qzﬁd&j{lqgm Butyouhaehm

“l dorit kowvarything | wodd rather
dh ar;”rergdied 0



THE WILD MAN OF WOLF HEAD

nﬁ‘l&eq&dﬂe@r&iaﬁdﬁce’vere
“It may ke nme thenjust ather

licee’lad. Tee isjsmnatﬁ c%

tehird) 2l this | It you reed Al

wWerelhah
df the trad
bt

s%n‘dy_irtoﬁesaoble
‘ hurting led” e called edk s
Fe rack rarth

113
“Inwet 7’ aded Tiny Davd
‘Al sily% ae sa:rryeu\e aot
fomery tekedao e .
mrraIermNmmaPPJ K

)

rosthey
You se D N3

aoout the invade bodlr ad
naisa 2N ar an An@ican

fore s begr

3

tH‘%\V“Etszlzarteditall?"l‘lryDA/idot}
naoed

“Thet's justwet vecarit irdadt, ar.
Axdve cnit fird ot Wet iskegarg it

gu% ,
‘E\I?\ep?sodedgiligfa tret firgt thirg sir

dENot atrace of anagitatar

ne‘gretv\onmdqatajdanaslyvn’-

Twodhslaer Tiny Davidstioodantie
nm of atar be=ck ( N
Hi:lr%d Wes g hisfirtvisit tothe
. “Howisitgarng?’ adedtrecomad
iy dhc-

rg\/\ear'eﬁt irg ofirt e Ti
wamﬁn%mﬁsmrg

“tre tradeinatiry
nanasdontre bacd
retias”’



114

Later, tre two nan tdd Lieueart
Daidaotit . . o
“Itwes asadl girdigwhile it lested
ar’sadSatDaas
addimedktodenadly. “Didtetan
afl vesydlingtret heaoud
lick Yaks.

Hmm”
Tiny Davids amle\a
“Youlbathddasndl jdo,” e dedarad
“But I'dgive a narthis pay if it hedhit
Sateat Davas ageed “I’'m
efrag?iﬂstfmrrwmq thinsaregay
o hgpon i .
Thefirst Fof his carein
trefomdldgdoedistraet Cotined
thraguat te ngt The dis @ae
framrevggas dl oa bah ]
t(()jg’a’doeragﬂn Lieuterat Davd
“Di %rttoaryﬂirg Justalit-
tletrade ina ttese. TWO nenvere
dde o hade it They ae
ad 3 dh&mmﬂa&ﬁe New
e e oo e it o
atayreees VW ddit gt edted
aoot it, 01 drit ssewny yaudoudd”
TI—_E et ean \rl%;lt‘lry Davidsst &
his gk with s e aadd
ddain greed aut lbdfae hm
“Riot In Border T heater !” screamed
one glaring headline.
“Yanks Battle Canadians !” read an-
other.
Tre tirlding of tre tdedoetdl
caLEedliy i 10 dUEch 2 Tiry Dar

THE BLUE BOOK MAGAZINE

Tiny David eedd tre gestian |

a
Dont youwary, Ms. La e
e&l,r,edr%?"l“l’ll ke ngt oar 1 %5




THE WILD MAN OF WOLF HEAD

Ms. La redaly geaddticd
P e o 10 La
\ares gae [ mgcfeied there
dmrsd tines”

Oge rgeated the staenet o ad

Thentre soothirgvaice of Tiny David
Selgecel

“Donit youwary, V\ewill takeann
%,mﬂe%eard&emmmecmﬁrd

I o tre &l dl
g Trey

nanias
, Anencas ad Gredas,
hed heard of this revcbdgat,
wn without adhs, hed ndsd ©©

My hoge

s N St et o hy LB
IS 1IN ISIN
vae S

adwsdaeetshrdhm Hekew
nNan W A

Syt Daas hsla
gcmﬂ‘e heart Senedtoessealat because
Tmﬁkewasﬁa‘d_ rgggﬁehobled

“Tde nire Segaart
Tiny David aodl [
onnvde Qrenaetreligt



116

h.oded In tre cater of Trogoer
WHtais | e was a gl
rardide The ngt mrdhsdggf%%%j]

j hed sasd ad

THE BLUE BOOK MAGAZINE

WL they want LBTOCD”
framite Moty
te d Mt Tiny Daud

“Your job is to
mingle with the
people on both sides
of the line,” Tiny
David told his men.
“While you are do-
ing it, keep your
eyes and ears open.”

Wtol’ism Auadicaly fe

tre camirg inaig:ita_ Ino tre
Fﬁﬂae af his greatiCet. it wes to
beenvating afenfest bedkan tre tral.
%astarglrgsnsterdfﬁrge ane
The tragars ware huoded in
aelittde o ateacked tre tal.
eswae inadie: axok




THE WILD MAN OF WOLF HEAD

“l vat acHal tocary Trogeer Win
un_totﬁshue here isropart in
leai miar”
gon R R el foreg e
intre dae mmmm frama
coan asl'ilgrls

“Cosetade Catey . .. Rr- saw
Krs... (Irﬂd:ie\/\ilsl*ire%e

Hankirs.”
_ Hdldat trerangss asscad =)
ife dedevath

\a %mm“d"_% favard Hs fiss

“Dont yau thirk ge o your nan
SjfIII‘Jdngba//i\(/z\llthfahg'tmob/\nﬂr?,1he'Iurrp1hat
i
“Yryinhsﬁrca;d v
ou ae ae nen You
' Trcqa\/\rrtc;lry i
nanintte cetal o rgat beckkhae”

Theguestion muth Iilr("a:%cfdlerge,
ane fram a avlian Tiny Daad
wedadyantre .

tﬂ:ﬂaj

Ilwat treater h

“Wewill fird Garstelde Billings. You
your nmuthdat”

bae tre iInire o thre firrogan
_ﬁwmn%éipmj ﬁerrgé%\a’ ino
'%%’%mmgwm
E tned to domn tre tougis thet
Ve raary hsnird This
. wes nades |t aoddit
it red The ll famat hs WS
mie edicie ttet It led BU trae
it_hed hm codeady
I m
ﬁem(}(armm t tramhisomn
Fosy rd s S loas ot e reccliecd
a bt o advice Cgaain Hdd hed ae

g-\ﬁnbhm “%%i%ubt stall.”

m
“This thirglads Heds” Fe tdd trem
s rglods dede

adtiond it _ Gy

I
nae sne uatific tests_ ot ngt
rowl krovthey warit Flpalait™

Hepaused )
“dH tresoe dl tregp innetdls
nesnahrgiswayg  This thimgwes




118

crggt;mmwmﬁteygsrtoﬂy
dha‘sﬂmas”! ] )
“'I'roqw\/\irtotﬁ/\aso%qd‘ nan
Heistrefirt nanl earlcs, arrgtﬁw
Fewill ketrelest.  Doyauthirk |

%dsa’dh

nt’

H sidad thar faoss savsaad o
tremradin asstrefaed tte
aognat hoe Hedsaaddtosake
_rl_lsall o tte nen of tte Hadk Hase
“I\lel\/\iIIsrn/va

ad
eh

e LEr

n

ag‘a"lhenmdﬂe Wil renanwith

ne Al we auvlias wil oo to trar
trae for rtetdae o

nuche o o ey

330

i
3'2

E

Iyl

=

trey ae HHIl wil
O
toa

niyrereard Davas rday treadyr
et U e

Tiny Davids heedldeared ad

e sawhs nan (}araiarc%rstﬁa"da,\tg] ]

. 9k by ace with Anan
hsadhs . ..

Less thenan hour after tre fird
\Witon ad

I

[ didary ooy

THE BLUE BOOK MAGAZINE

Lnmusto Ustatinadoupost
in tte e quities Edled by tte
Hadk Hre Troqp Bdis | ao
natic tyeartars d uLeH
dncayy. 9 _deais hestared
oflaahte chg?ﬁe
ral:

aery

EMERGENCY ORDER.
ALL AVAILABLE OFFICERS AND
MEN PROCEED AT ONCE TO NEAR-
EST BORDER STATION. UPON AR-
RIVAL USE OWN DISCRETION IN
QUELLING ANY OUTBREAK, BUT
MAKE EVERY EFFORT TO ESTAB-
LISH QUICK CONTACT WITH AMER-
ICAN OR CANADIAN OFFICER IN
CHARGE OF YOUR SECTOR.
REPEAT. REPEAT. REPEAT ON
EMERGENCY ORDER.

But befare the nessscp codd ke re
peeted trenandr the HaokHr=2 Trg R
vwaeatrarnay. 'I‘raruupca?wt
9198 rareddaytelad
reeckaftre ry. In'm Bl
ing boura -
e b feir DA g strared farverd in
atiapation of wat was deed In the
fmﬁlh&y left behird tremarly adddmn

. InCGarech tre se sat of ndaliza
tionws tad e

ars I
el iy
QRdEY ports_ Rsenesvare




THE WILD MAN OF WOLF HEAD 119

e Thee hwea, vae imly  Butretdgdoevsssratdyslat
tured bedk by pards hedtily tronn_Tiny Davd rawlhmelfv_\nha%
aooss tren@inrack diat” Hs luos vae umig

H

Itves vl toradnomimwensme  wadwvesaanful jda .
snidae of athrwes didared _The llirpg ad Wt . . .
firss hed bumed ot trer fury. Thae GAl Dr: ae ... Bt nan
red o frshadyeds fd enfor. in Mo, . . Inpartid.”

More then a sae o arests hed e Bt nan in Motred would ke O
nack The d bahreticd- Adwe;” sad Daas “Ill dl ttam
ries hed bean herokd ino andd sdod tnlfésr.” .

buldrgaot a o traqas seied hingdlf bdfae tte dgdoe
ad Munties W apn TinyDaddzed Thenbewss

71
ﬁ.r L 1 hspdetaddeanat

becktotrediie AbtaryadWehingy amsdgmnlecnllet Hs faesdit
anr Hedoedls ran . “Bulet ttet killedWiton  HHll of a
trem_a?&(all ttemday lieto b jdod 'r_lt;itaidtrﬁtfrczengurd
apthing— nae kep I it a.gt to gowith the adlec

He a the nanbdfae imun  __ Qrogy daosd e bullet an the ok
crtanly, Tal{'jy[n/lcﬁnh_edlnhsommdet

: sanach. Youherng Tiny?’ ad prodleed Bllis echer ad e

Tiny David ued nedencdly, 'He it o dahwith e buffdobeed irg
S T B T Lol ooy PRk

. a I

adouthsdolddas ) trewdela aut \

“Seedy, 9’ cane trevaee of Sa= - “Thaet waldit Felp S, vanred Sa-
gatDaas “Ill ane” gatBaas

Thentreyvareladkintredhice ada | ]
s m%tﬂlvmnrgrgﬁn%l—% CAY,” vat an Saggat Qo “it
vaded Saggat DBas Noe (€ O suewasaﬁndt! Ingoadars
tre intrun@’t, wak ttehodk funady  ad Idfterants a ne ndt, tm
arp‘ctltlmq:&i«rtgtrelrstnmrt ) mﬂwmw

VB [0S WY vee wap it
vaed Bdishvace &Hﬂlgadie, ctine. Hes dlto tre

8

The Mou i aE

ack Hsrteldadasdfaertwsted sad aevasit adae d ¢ttirg in
INnasmle . ] ardaidlfegme ne Fl?#;%rg
“‘Nowvwe ae inforit, syaudgs aou thet! As lrecamed e dd g

vwoudsay.” at, ke vwas srgig anay like a sdd-




THE BLUE BOOK MAGAZINE

120

BRI R 1 e e
e s
dmm_ Mmmm : mwm mm%mmm_mmn_m mmw mmmmmmmmnu_ tMmmmm .mn mm mm ;
mummmmm_m.m@mmim@ mmm mmmmmm WWMWMW mmmmmmmm.am %@m m m w m 12 .rm @mm

E08x280 Sugnyess THSgpEogRLS S
e
¢ = EEsne 7 %%f@m 87 469 sEmeee
Mwm @m,w.mw m mm MMAWQ m m.m m.m mmm mﬂWm mﬂﬁm m mmmmm an_me
Edt fim rf bl e 2R
-sfspene ¥ of g2t e b e e e
mmm £EY m mem d.%mm wmmmlm% 2 _mmd mwm,anm@ _mmm s mo_mmmw
L et _mma mmrmmmmmmm wwmmmmmmmmm 520
e 5 mmmmm@@ _mmmm%wm Wm@m@mm% Er a@“m%m _wmm_mm i
nmmmmw m i e mnmmgmm bt g




THE WILD MAN OF WOLF HEAD 121

trae tnfj'trrm’iiqﬂr, adthet
itwsesytoid tral. ]
nan | the Uit

T Here

'I‘lr'k//Di/iddOeo’ehgpﬁstirtoa’\
eq Hly lagepdm .,

Thiswde thirg isgodly;” Fe raaed
“It strewakd aluetic” Hsvwvage
Itnczar_re m '\/\ége to%hs
:Iaelf(l:’ts%e&nm ‘I‘rehedqayt_

st
Tre ligt of antidpation distiered in
mt%\uﬁ%%r%\doem
adH, en
“Quiranily | woid dl_te wde

- 5 Sergeant Devons’ hand located the jagged
Elrg %rmmmdan Bt | kow hole where the insignia had been. “God!”

< breathed Tiny David.
T'Dém’id “I'mgdd” HIGH an the summit of Waif's Hed
tured a e Hadk figure lay flaa antre
Q. Yoaie flar o ardy ae | Two doodHot

He harod Daas tre nok noad eoot with
[iz0058 Yeuss at a g, %mcﬁr&j
“Letsgol’ reaied camats fedhiaed e



22 THE BLUE BOOK MAGAZINE

=

:
:
45
-
:
:
G
5
:
2
z

3
:
g |
:
=hs

4
g
.
.
e
5

i
5
=)
§

2
53
i

2
33

=3
#2983
-

o

:

%
o
i

gé

tﬁlrgggs_Aahm e hsfadsd wes essa rov. Hsnoe-
e wthlongae nats vae hdar as he dindoed back
Ariﬂgz Sl’dg(,fn T tolifla?keq:ajvud treficad
a nore anmu- yamn oM
Ir of e Sopdos doesaf ﬁeﬂmcﬁt&jmﬁevﬁsdm
diseny readva;, widy e Hetokadter bodcframtresdf, ad
INnsne fdddf his piaﬁjltL%mﬁewe He putwitirg
naends esck 1t Then e st coan
agvdl onedtrado  adbegntored

dds Li rls'gemm
bcae irtelligjy%gje ITWVB@@% ned inLl:%]a
djn flU'nﬂ’E | I “Empire Wreclgerrr:, Inc.”

o EEARE
3 ;Q@:m
e
5%

.
P

%g%
s
@%
343
-
‘2;—;3
§§%
-
B
e,
2

Rez |
R oy S b O Ny e &fm'a‘“t‘?omg”“ '
onrae ae
ardterrigeys_erlsgdee'ts ‘I*r19|crqc9;J o Nnarehes |, withagift

iy thet wWhite Irstnoars nar-

gypdasath  The rado s \dajrga;sla\réyvhleﬂﬁvﬁtem
wess glat I—Elajgﬂgzeldan Itwesa fland fedbynypegde Iaditgom
e e A T e T O e e
Tre dd ey s LTy I anErgian . Lehesana

ROMa ddf doeaauk tde e  catly,
?ﬁmajlﬁ caried('rjtnum
an
tre ligx thronn 1
un'l-gﬁizngas %/dlm%‘
g

pAN aofratsd fim Os?& ma sehmagan 1 gae hmny ad

in
trey red ben dessates hl\sbg//\mile aes
ttemas dratps Ben [ aadtion steedily wae
r;&,V\’;]IId'\ dh d e 'ITEW a—pn‘l‘%mny iFh/SI
tar athlete an onor student,” -
ot tre fanest flider of reqgiian dan A
I thraw the ok aack™ Then anaeaddaqes life? I'doldd
vdlkedtoaeadd trecae addi o= anay. It ne
arenmovgairg Qusick a ne_to
Ypmagsovoadddf drok Wy dd | say e resantdes an Bdl
It intre ddane e savfarnt na? e < dfae tre qon irae
d wie syue Tre nmithes | adhevesdl Sav. Hesas treydioy
?n_Hs 20,4 ad Hak racss me nde tre warld
dd dief agairdt tre witeaags as e Arg, trewnte racssmustweeke
hS\DCEIﬂSI]’%Eri an byfidtimeschater. He
ltvesasrateaiaicndady,. Tre sagneasrate Wil




123

THE WILD MAN OF WOLF HEAD

e
8 %mmmdmw%mmnw mmmnmmmmm @mmm £g mmemmand £y mmmwm £
o e L F
mmmm mm iz m,-m mt Mywq @-mmg @ wm m mmmm% £ MMMW@W mw .
e Mmm@m e mm =
Eie pEos = mm v mmd m%mmm mmmmm w@mmm £ o
25T m@mmm mmm@m mm,mmm BE, Cohoie mmmm%mﬁawwmw%
£ gEE m wsmnn 2iaB BRERRES SUREEGREA BOGLES EuRaN
SEe L R
pephmal o n e B o
e i _%_@m Sl stroa GE
%%%%dmw%%wﬁﬁﬂﬁﬁ%
S BapfEapefy s SEBRSHE AeEau G
B Lol m%mmmmm?mm et




124

THE BLUE BOOK MAGAZINE

eed
“ cadd Ieae%dl (]
Cavid admtted

g e vl

Flﬂ%md mmno‘rt Aslfeladlnlhe
tothar addartd
mﬁwﬁl&g g Ti %ﬂdV\&SIn
1ha|ead [BUBV\aset nﬁ%tarda
bhird Qody, Iy herd
%r?g It, V\dlomjd(rg intrarwde
ao=cHadEy nadig
rswssﬁe
HAU:V\A By Helted
ad%mmsﬁ%hs “t]lS ish
“Wid nan Hmﬂ’%e L
. They ggzed e rtai Qu-
Ilrladlntddrellel“ﬁ rEtAgrt cr%
sawva hue fidure i
Hgmfmn
“Hmgot desss” eqdared tre tra
e aaan ot when T s soodvadhing trefi
saidythere wasn’t a chance of getting in \mmmesm g gre
and out alivet “Wl,” said Tiny David, &s tre dind
V\asmﬂmnl ‘lhe enanisa he”
‘Ywae%eﬁn wo flaudces = “Rdin”’sa Daas “Ad
d@ bdhid Irarerfarwkespwrgawdome
caned tre fouth cartricte heed  farls.
withanddorate ks The dearirg atbd. They ate
“You aefa trelitle fod wonoes dasewvwoods InWnidh it wWes i gde
tl‘ru%lha sovwitiot diat You tosetreammit noadingrge
mst )urvukwall, litlebdlet H  fileron The trgqeerviet first, lddirg
konstte V\QTG trehlisweretregos hardfeske%meaobso
ddl. H beadtoklll,m > woddma flylcedk ad dnke the feass
RHeleecedtregn Hedaedapled hsaonpenas
ammnthmntheﬂcu: Trenwth  Qoadatteydinied Theanbed
tregnaadadinhisang lketokhs  disgyoeaed leecn twiligt of a
sta*dreartfeqca&g( @ae lae Winter hug oa tre
Wsssrgg Te d nadiregus noutan reedredagatwere
intre %‘e I intlgrg}jr’l\ Tre
IERREL E BEAUNDEd te DAas tradaed
SoAVWIth an essy, tirdess cat thet veaeeyrermon Wen
trelaedﬂem%/ghdﬂeheedﬁcasw\e dt framthisthide, trereisro
wm reedredad ustash]t Davas pasd
dslart@é%‘r‘m el "Ihswll beauddlsh jdg ar”

Vr\'zt S/\Lr?‘srto adian
fdwsrd



THE WILD MAN OF WOLF HEAD

d tredexrirg. He trevhingdf flatin
tre sow seEdg ddter kehird te
dginpdafdienties

E\gﬁﬁm doe itvxasslgtﬂi%
ded'irg ?lm‘mnls
trae” Fehdealagwgfraralgh
el Rt ate
het=aroan gyoeared tre suip
Therewssargr sstre nadire: B}n

i
‘O'% gt Ay o

g rkKyouanhteaeaein
“Not adarme, dr;” sid Sageart De-
\as i

125

SRR A
noe Then tre Mounty ad
desssd Tiny David




%
.

&
s
g
3
Bs
S
:
-]

fu~ded i
of tre rak 9l It
bouorg framriak o ik iteaneto
anay rayware Sy-

THE BLUE BOOK MAGAZINE

. Hs ees veare dosd
dhig ws essy, regdar. Qoudsd
ek himsat Tiny Devid ad Sargeart

“The Heading hes dqqeed” sad tre

: mmanh

rredh  are d treae waetrebuky fam




THE WILD MAN OF WOLF HEAD

He sudied tte ddogygah of a rego
yauh Bdowit was tre caatian

Boyd Wilson
Star athlete and honor student.

Trewnte iInboetrepaaledro
t=on: nag b

“When 1 was a fool, without race-con-
sciousness. Later 1 acquired it, and be-

came a god.”

Tiny David tossedtrebodk o Sageart
%crrys,v\mggktitinaﬁemtm
. “Tret patidlyasnars trequestioncf
icetity,  Gves (ssonathirg tostart an

ng&leastat, Tip)éDl/id ane

anan ) Thet nay
anay mt ke andiss”
trel—bsaNtrg%oclrterestmm
I_Slbav iny David coredsd
jl‘%@’keardhrrf?’
‘TN, ﬁ%paoelferme Ayt

sm.elm? .

“¥es.” Tiny Davidgetot trevads

‘IfHa isa Jav; ot e resanfdes an B
H sawv Daas real ssif

frana Hom_ Netther nan

gde Anicy bamer ssvad o sHtle

eveen tem Gaoe mad

isacbil. Heen hisfamet will.
Arst leisa Sav. lreis e By
lidnan witharene thet befflesna Nowv
iy W%U h r[‘:,IK)OE
droy a ansrne hmmlate:
W im | doddbae

Tiny David reed thet lire againt < He
is Ser (&Brovak in I%ncoit&er[&orm.” Ha
sge Ad yet— IGTr

“1 wold rather mt have you Sittirg
besick Sageat Qody,’ e sad

e
H sawtre i gain tte fae o the
Mounty, vadedhmatehislip



35?1% e sod He fum
Heda his vast Hscarlhp 6]
vndh hs mdver wes ataded, |1l to
“Wil youaooyt the,

. QU
slartedt)nsatkmd%/jgetjﬁrrl%
sf. Tiny Davd waked to the Sce
tre woutld nan Bt Qoaby's ees
vaedasd adheves bresthig ecglly,
orerdumedtohsdaeby tretdde

CRE mnues pesed Then S

V\ﬁt Daaos gde
: caeif | takalodkat thet
bodk?’ Hefided

‘il I.],!nnu,cl
o oo | wil mﬂer%\ggrrlntoob
droyit” Hela tterly. ” ““Wardd
d oo soudh Sraoe aorg frama
naninny peation .
Ti d haokd it o The
I\Al%medrtm Hsfacevwssex

dles Qlvate Cad

%%15 | oreyau ttet. Bi—feds ae
agit ey, 9r?’ lecaduckd

Biae Tiny Cavidcoddarsne, trere
vwssadl frarousce Therevaetrgs

THE BLUE BOOK MAGAZINE

tragears ad a youg dodar, Wo
\;l\.;s? rg fromtre dinia
“ANaeistrepaiat?’ dnacdtte




THE WILD MAN OF WOLF HEAD 129

e
dteB

Hx==Trag

id fecedf recomaclr— Tiny Davids eart_legoed with joy.
g%n BJ:%F&SHEC 'aﬂoj

m"\/\?ﬁt in =l hes I‘Hp:xH’Hj Tiny?’

cenaroed
Tiny Daid sndloned bard. “SHl
ve inotredhe ar?’ readed

"\Y/HAT is tre vardd, sir?’ Tiry
W pead et

Davd bodsaace
ad leared aoss tre o tre ek
gmﬁeld, wohed isiered toevery

‘gﬁfg%ydﬁadem%jaga
Ga0d g1

igdhcer o tte Hadk Hxe T IS
et tre lavof aerass hes §'e]
W% Youvaeoade”

‘ _obﬁwmmsﬂ’
HS(%gdan dd tgqced the pipe acairst

krn/\lrgmqmbm gpe%]%%mg(]j
trenan hewartedrtg dear-

ilrym/idaiermjmdcjaﬁmwm
rdudae

“Mayle e ddit wat © leae ne
dae in trte cae util re k'evwet
wadbefoud

“Al ndt, but ke nack mp dfat ©
sathttedae He was willing to let

Yaom

:
:
:
%



130

o PR e e
syuae Hkendl yaudd
H kew thare was a nass o éache
agalnst hm Buklehedtre
He kew

o& yal e vaait Boek™
keT %camdl V\asllth’-IHTiE(lg’i?/
mNamItkelastemylnﬁe
ajanﬁeldmadeaduk sud
“Ananecwaetet He itata

tine of dran Hewss mirg
1I)tung$t teg

Iast dlfetucla’lvxassll
ny Davd redaenare

DE\U'B hae redizd thet
cid1tha|cnrt itattone? Whyd
heatteat ar}/ satdfedardian? If|
aa'saﬁ/\%@QJ tynan Devarsladedad

pat’

iNnAddp.t the aack
R mepmreum o
Lwargit In

&—

sa\mlamlfu Ioed mp%%ﬁe
tradtias of sanvie

haeslmkhn'illearak Itls scrt
dm%mﬁfgmctesﬁtldkdni

?Dg%at P ey e

© id Ti
mndsloﬁi?mrg 5" sd Try

LD:EI\LYI‘EV\BBthfH, hs

G’HE He pouokd the cesk

=§

ﬁ

thingisasessy ssitean

Darxgrsat tetne Blllrgsard\/\m

vaeklled?’
I—EsazajhskEtardhjtcrajhscrﬂ;

‘| s vwaiti
wneww%(mwfl)%tvm o

e Cm“r;'re ; e d ki quFe T

THE BLUE BOOK MAGAZINE

)%Jny)ai It’scrlytheﬁrst gestian

1hal%l&‘lr‘ry Da\/ldvxzasmhsvwm/\ad
JmOosk:y has tre asner torajm

.’a

CyanFAdddazdat it
anoet; ﬁqﬁdammgn trecar-

.
g

=
e
383"
2=

3728
-

%é

3
3
]
Ta
i)
i
B¢

;
%
H>E

‘g .

ﬁéﬁ%
83

35
Besle
%E
g
e




THE WILD MAN OF WOLF HEAD

7" se tre Gredian O Fe
giled “D%cad'},aslsa/vdlsadw
id trebit inhisteth
“Hadly.  Youge trelirdvwegat bed
an ie Srme thrgs we ]
Irpre. Iwnmeﬂmré’slgrl[rjtestohs
Daas” ! I

The aniraclaslagh
“M/m%fvmmw
tos gt ddDaas?’

Tiny Davidsae ds=retodbjLstice to

Deva's casdhimto adirdly.
1 haenit moh o andil.

hrdwe vare
s an

ws  typddly Bitish rovvae

o but of asenvie mad\a.

n
Bu e

131

Chesholm was upon him
again; a rain of blows, which
in his dazed condition he
was unable to block, drove
him steadily backward.

I-Iahded’fidtrd‘ly,pnﬁrpm
e \egLe vamig of croe- Ch%/
hdnsfaevwsaatatdwithrae The
m:amhdnarrrueta‘aemdteend
neost kaaic. Gesddns ngt had
was yrasd | Init there was tre heawy
i T e
vasanedat tre dtrenmslfg%
I teclib;a\r/l‘(rjnm It
[ rngtamp
nettrryeomfrd amdaamteful
faweo ttedoy 01ys|nlg‘
redver but aaded aa
H "thskesseg adabadk hee
faned befae his /&,

s
:
7
)
;
d
7




132 THE BLUE BOOK MAGAZINE

shctbdaaostre icadeanetorest in INY DAVID fH’EdO”e
adkpnt ] ) ) mrtgglfargtkepursse)g
Now e wss figtirg far his ey life ae dadbsd it He
ad hs was anachanl He et am Thet pared too He
swditdnty, Notnetohestaeqa te n Thet woldit noe
i Tl Gines phmalily
= A osawtretFewsinabed Near
ws.a sad
| Lp -

ﬁ' mt&jaar&jﬁs(rm
! mddrgadgafrltfe mas?agathms
Ehm_toﬂo%ewtoaesi Dirrly %%//Dmdgmred m%%ﬁs%

i

hs

I3

=

.
e o et He trebodkasace ad
e ws pu o da,

(14 m 77
Tin/ Daid threw s by foverd Quaby.-if o fees Fan o
o Pitiit nteted. S

3
:
3
:
g
:
5
g
B

OMAE nshcangdesldmare |
veairg inwthtregae adsdll_“G m];ne’t&mSegat
ap;gesmal' boa. Hs lips va€®ady, © ISWth B’
nNaaficitanle Han Te ma%/rmd tonad tre ked
lis tae cane a o0y saee, Witha cgdar.

You me ke ey que, Lieuterat.
oy eesdas e twonennet.  Yau hed a bed knddding aaurd yau

Tiny Davd tned to fate wards fram
nauth

E@ gq
g
3
S

:
e
]
S

3
pig

a
dl, tre firggs o hisleft lkeed Wkt chy isthis?””’
i P £ L
na ie . |
Y. [saeso .%{sk&c@dﬁ
B if it will ees2your mird any,
hae benat far

IE
z
§

_g%%

shrad
do
=
CEl
-
£8
=3

:

575

]
3
o]
:
7
d
:

:
:
222
]
a
:

:

ad

e
Gy

:

3

:

:

L
7

:
§=h
i
a
3
8

F283
:

DAVID dired uesdly. Moy
V\EBIHI.II‘II[;%

“Ad Geddm?”’

m:errqmtglsal\gékevwswyobad

,%s”faresll«n/\(kekea’itmmded

I The rnu= adatd o the witbns

=
g
g
g
g
g
q
3

i
3
2%

g

3

5

:

3
3
Q.
=
2
1
2
3
a

£8
7
g
3
:
g

7
g
3
3
&
:




THE WILD MAN OF WOLF HEAD 133

abressd St Qrody, “If yaudadt . “A gartlenan to s Lielart

quoqje_t,)wvxillg)ald“k)'awe r. A |rE|SIErtgarﬂe*ra¥1u Sfe%m:ed

Qensadyesacyy thet youcadd e at a tiry wistwach 'l tdd iime
’ aaud sty just fifteen minues™

II\EPECTO?OE[RICDE\,O\BQ}
Tre ligtsvaee ttnredaavwenTiny | taad tte raom  He was ey diff,
Cavid andaed

\ : ad\ary Bitich
ired bt it waes e Hshed “HHIG Hoookd rddenan”” dled

Bt yau’
conat %BHﬂﬁ’HI’EISN Tiny David gqas0
ds]ea)icj,lm s 36111%@ | l‘%anaal el
hmaout aFgarg towak an M’ nanbyhst N Hddad |
hadalgdm Bl
hinsf caduly antre fo

Bt
te  Theyk ied alittle adrenad of
regEEsgatwe it adgehma ﬁee@mt% hed
E@/ﬂﬁtvg\ag sbares H | “Mytineis umig d cbdaed
O D v ire T v e T
N OdRmogE N \Wen | egared e SLEIa D
LHllo, sneet Al of rrery” T o o i 1o ek
nueigoedhm Seatessd Yo an m | was df wile



134 THE BLUE BOOK MAGAZINE

AHdd Spenracet Diiembed o= trad dtion ad fagd latters o reom
ced Jeldmina axe That wes  nathtion  The vast nadire of whidh

whyyau rianpacairet imantrerced  leves aocog nace di dnot im

“In Motred, ve put e Heggh posside IF tte oves A the,

d amlc:aldes.1I)V\u<at(16}:([33I g wvere anmunicasd with,
hed rests Soatlad e Irouras a fagd asner en

raled tre aechrtids hed used to ater ctrsrgtremgrdfugay ]

tre & rak That yAS e dd'wdl in tre

WS NBer Uk oar aOLs bt ths ws Ggeile ard dfidat

gr_renvxas! I-Ean%ymd%rﬁm |n|ail ranrenmas& Hs conmssan

icss, sodary ydicdhm fdlosed ss a natter of coure _ As oM

“You kovwhet hggoered after thet
aswdlasldh Butteyfaled”
Hedamdat tted.

et T E telian georad e radaar
deddon e tobeasmnd terdamlear ranalinredrdain
A 1 o 53 d0e SQ[)7:\/\n wepufn

e natlas Danypm
ngt gk of tre inygde lire betveen the
"DROVAK aohred cyoorted [ Wa&jf?erg&ewm Vl\%?tgg
o by - Pan Feeckd by Qpeirtedat DutEm S
I rovthet, feettoﬁ*emha‘dfa]rgﬂemh
MNYWhIhsammGsm WS a cetedat o the Badk Hre
e B s o Py T e i Sete Folics
hs neesre He caened tre otteesst 0 hetvwpgays adrut

icka df_datig a var betven tte  ningfranathito wesalireaom
: Wt hed

$ gé
b
=
&

;
;
|
:
:
il
:
:
:

foged var-renadh, letters of in Lieuterert Edaard David ard Irgoector



THE WILD MAN OF WOLF HEAD

Concaaosamatdtelire Its
o B e e

A ngta s e ds
<7 @'wgt Trerewss ae
eekintrelire Thet wes ngt a tre
, aditwsstresz tretwoud
fa wo adbiticd

nan

Cyaan

135

“Hess ny soul!” aied the Gredian
ficer. “BHouoh tih an ttar desis o
5|_rka1hem esip Trerewll kerolvig
“NMayte they will resda bit of teld
o Coptan Held acited, O
Tre far nenfdl inosen
et Duem

oy

a syniod. WS
firradsareinw g rdias o
9 lay as rdias @l



By Herbert M cNary

td tre | o tie rdarss wovwaed
treliresanded

With Qradbodk camyirg tre kel an
threeat o for days, the Geensngt
ytefhddintre it sgareddne in
rearly three penack utl ithida cdled
tine ot tre Hl oy her sveard

Aopir?’ Ard Let's
et aetoudtbanbeae
iy themto imana datier.”

A will neenalat far\c”

sAd Qaddhdk letim hsdaxe et an
]fechkfeeum{}g: nan, ngt
retfled< andadirenily alrilliat rd<
mﬁlle'lﬁ%s jans haceed ad ke
a0 A agrap_cfﬁrajpi?%s
%&rg wder aponrg it an r

“‘DritthirkMcentde itoa. He
duldhaedrehsthindrpat aeths

diffaed “Wae ws Mc
aageodak?””

“I'mro tatler, Bill"” Ad Arday
nowed anay. ]

QaddoK laded ater him Frday
adrewaesias VicWathandoldd
haebsn bu lFeledict a beca e
dfhsonc@adesses ronmMiched
leen kadding oar tre traces again Nb
vah ke Fed been df fam

Thewindle pdled tre tired dayars df
tre gass Hhoar huoded wWile tre
dsterad Ithich lire IN teredioLdy.
j?'KBI I mﬁ%‘e

n(@(@

tet lirel”

Tre i bedk It ino
B
aaadinotreliregafde




tt
J=F anover

A lively story
of football—and
that more stren-
uousgame which
is called life.

It bugd
IE!I% paastrl ed to flatten te
ran nan wo d
Crwtxkhdetothen

fcrward
Anslike taiedes aaudh
frcmwaqscl?lé toackad

|I|£r1?’e leaes %%Ww’%?@
inotrear adwaed bothams

?

dunm 1o tre pivee |
viend 'mr"f:i e &
raamwere teles, deiis ad
dven Were Iittered with bods ad
tre mod ared sucht




138 THE BLUE BOOK MAGAZINE

ed te adlee town Ware arge
izationdf treddeded Vicggmssdhm V\iobqsmjege dlings  gaeaEd
tet tre latter wes intrade Assod  tuded ﬁrﬁe(r}g‘[temah te
redizaion asd Bill's jans r%l%arﬁs anat dns,
Mc hed len anrk eyt wen e sgied ae oe hilliat
“For heagris sde, MG— aatrest becaue of a ligt-flgockd
Dot Bll. - hitseae Agl ad wiobns of tre loner fla:
e ety B et on S ISy e d fecee
earth areyou el aot?” ﬁashede/v_rgye’ e ata

roanmat
fachr ad dikensgedhsfird  “You sdeaed I ot
o s e S B,
Fedined iMoo tecarad s anyau”

Jans
faud tre key intte snitch The noiar Oaiﬁilpecmt{:ire inothe
gt as his fox pessed doinantte hoee They stiggoed framabelivay i




THE IRON HORSE OF HANOVER 139

o tre IMHaoom Two nen ad a  “Tre fadt of tre addat wes @t
V\mmstaghafdead\m Qadtbk e Immmnaeasapldt,,tlr?ny

o tre “Qute _tre baokg

ed dtrerevden onida Vaty. Goud
alyaeadtenayidondly. Ths e fee " .

|rf|6dt&uedﬂ must ke tre deais Wil there e ay sias s
Qadhkredizad He ne oeos?’ ]

dsasm dad tre revdeen g “lt iIstooearly to I, sad the doc

gon Idig =S .
T L Sy A Lo
eane A
tendinarg - Y sthared] ard lisiared o Ot a0

2
%
=)
55
5
jaz
a‘%
2et
552
=
3%

fanE
22
: 3y
£
i3
£ 4
o
:
oxe)
i

e
how he droe?’ “!Idi

:
g

5

5

g

%)
e
§§
23

g
:
:
)
5
:

:
|
g
g
3
:
2

;
:
»
£
3
§

3

:

:

g

a'"a-%

g g%

gé

S5es
§

:

;

o8 g
E

=]

8

25

3
.
]
Qf
2!
)
g
&
¢
e
2
%
35
=

§

g

R
538
o
%a
§=



THE BLUE BOOK MAGAZINE

140

Weaving, dodging, Vie pivoted away from clutching hands and raced for a touchdown.

$E528 BS CEOEEEE,OZ B @Y o
s o 18
eafesics PRt < o A
spoceitiecy WpE o mes Aul RS
m SSoCeE; gmmmm@m £5¢ pis
= e mem
mm mmmmm mnm%% mmmm gl
i &.U g8BFs £8EL 3P LEP
mmmv £5- mmmm,mmmmmmmm .@m m_mm m, :
T .@mﬁm L
wmm_-uwm 2 m% o mm@, cHE
W mmmmmmm @mm mwm =5
%mmd %M mM e %Mmmn mmm%



141

THE IRON HORSE OF HANOVER

 FEEEAE 1 nn T oy
g & mmmw%mﬁwm o 5 = 0 e mmm B
£ el - mmmmmmmmmmmm _ mm%
E E mﬂwa, 2 wmmvemmvw 2P £y W.ﬂ mmhmmmm ¥gd £8RE
E it o e mm%me eenf giibeii o m
I = mw £ ammu nmm BT g
m.mmm@mmwwwmwmmww e e wm%mm%w R
SRS R4 & shBTE s B MBnsnugtigs mﬁ
M EES G ﬁmﬁdm R
B mm% i _@m e St M@.ww,mmw
£ .dmmm Udm, mwww £ mm tmnmm . ml.mm i ,,mw W .Bimm Wm MAm m.
e anas i mw e D erng R
S e memmm i mm%wmmwm e
T Jo e e=
gm@m m% Wmmuw.m == mmmmmm o mmmm m%m $iaen



142 THE BLUE BOOK MAGAZINE

2
:

g
7
8
g
PR
a3
:
3

i
3
:
7
]
sas
&

§ g

3

28T

3

g

:

]
&
-§g§
:

2
g
2
Q.
8
33
3
3
cEf
6’6‘%6‘

-
% .

2daa
-
i
5 8
:
8
2
o)

;
§
-
-

i
3
%

#
aq
:
al
g3
%
8
)
:
:

NES m _ Bll addbdk atinsd ol a tre
auizzacdly. . Fenndk hone . He foud a reedy listen
SImGy” desad “Fow db yau e inGyy, bt e hed rosssurane tret
like ne ny nask?’ e aonvirced her by his earrest eqdare:
‘ ” Ie pretty.” E&gaamrgmvmqrgalfa'

N of e Brigtoncfested Haover 7100 Adl
ae P_/E{nﬁemmspierly”&t- Sae Ted traueed Bi Z/ o 13
[idure | donedyau Tre Sate gave Was arly avesk anay,.

“l angdetica a tines. Thet OANLER tried oEpag%y o wn
iswy | lkep homide AL hs team ino_d\ye Claihﬁ
daiaws avas eaifd, wilel ves ™ waledlikeaTrgan At first Qadbodk
i thet Fonler hed e ssoet
| vas atenrdue ok pity onne  desssdat the renod of Qradbdk framn
g}gtecbm Tdl neﬁl‘InNWJ 'Qﬁj!- mgﬁmlreatﬁ%im@m O&b(m
o e YOI T8 could vin with Gtk e

Qradtook sat cbhanfi ] WS anqqg / to Fovwe aald
caed iIf Sevee laghig ahm ke doe without fis dar, But ot

“The teamwill ke et vwak” muohhedbendoretoataeFona’s
e ssured her reauation | Hoveer, ﬁrerewesalg

“Why?’ de asked Hurtly. ) tre redizzian thet a vidary oer
Iy S e vadie Al e

) . WS a

s 55 & m%m%? '
reENe
mizd tregadigttedd oy e wadt troumrg in s h%/ of
Saetboer dads Hroerredte
- Hetddherlovmuchnoe  naend topiggasﬂff pettle; ot tre
lfem;z%?”sw netd attitLok of tre teerwas gdes.
ns. “Hware yau gy 1o fed after e
laded & hm (rrpmalsall oexr? Fennigk sLoten
FoGdfirl. Moo he Ay e D o
must m%ner I “V\'l-%oht)_w
A Ry
rediarg It vas yar

§
4
:
8
:
:
3
é

:
3
£
%
7
3
!

g
g
é

*
a—'
2
o
&l

:
=
=3
5%
Y37

m

g
B

s
3
g
g
5
:
=

-
%
g

7

:



THE IRON HORSE OF HANOVER
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THE IRON HORSE OF

Craddock's  steel-
thewed legs tram-
pled across wiliat
had been the scrim-
mage-line. He wad-
ed through a tangle
of grasping arms.
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him; progress be-
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“Can you meet me in the library after
the game? It is my turn to confess.
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“Some time ago | was called for jury
duty on a murder case,” writes Mr.
Hickey. “When asked if | would con-
vict on circumstantial evidence, 1 stated
that | would not under any circumstances
whatever. The attorney for the defense
asked me afterward for my reason, and
1 told hint the story 1 am sending you.”
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7

jde roice reed as fdlons:
“$500.00 will be paid for the arrest and
conviction of one ‘Lefty’'— Height about
six feet; 185 pounds, age 24 or 25; dark
complexion, heavy brown mustache.
Carries .44 Colt, with holster on left side.
On night of April second, stole from
Clark’s Ranch, on the upper Musselshell,

5SS .
thet rrydajs NcE VB gray horse with blotched brand on
e

left side; one bay horse, unbranded, and
no identifying marks. On night of April
third robbed the Taylor Road Ranch,
north of White Sulphur Springs, of about
$600.00. When last seen by one of Tay-
lor's sheepherders was riding gray horse,
leading bay with bed pack tied on with
squaw hitch. Was heading into the Bad
Lands, south of the Missouri River, evi-
dently making for the Canadian Line.”
Signed, Ben Roberts, Sheriff, Meagher
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In the belief that nearly every
life offers some experience so
exciting as to merit record in
print, we each month offer
prizes for the best stories of
horse-thief.

this sort received. (For details
the story of- what happened

when he was mistaken for a

see page 3). First an old-time
cowboy sends us from ldaho

N. HICKEY
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THE WRONG COWBOY
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A desperate fight with an
alligator on the warpath.
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Interned at Punta Arenas,
this German sailor enjoyed a

curious adventure ashore.
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his heavy jacket, close to his throat, a six-
inch-long centipede was making toward
the warm shelter inside. 1 crawled stiffly
to my feet and made for him, Fritz at the
same time. We were so clumsy though
that we both slipped in the wet ashes and
fell on top of the mate. In falling | man-
aged to brush the centipede away with
my hand, but the mation brought my el-
bow in contact with his nose. He came to
his feet with a wild yell—imagining, as he
said later, that the cougar was on him.
His legs wouldn’t support him though, and
he fell right down again. There he sat,
glaring about him and looking so funny
we couldn't help bursting out laughing.
That made him sore and only after |
showed him that ugly-looking crawler on
the ground and explained about it did he
cool off sorme, though when | told himhow
he had slept with a skunk at his feet he
was ready to admit things could have been
Worse.

We were an unhappy and disheveled
trio of big-game hunters that morning as
we stood there, working the kinks out of
our muscles.

E way back was not hard to find;
we could see broken bushes and tram-
pled moss we had blundered over and
through the day before. We even saw,
after some fast going, the fresh scars on
the trees, made by the cougar's claws.
We made splendid progress. Our stiff-
ness was soon gone, but the dampness
kept our dander up and some salty re-
marks were heard along the trail. We
had divided our last tobacco long ago
and our appetites had become something
fierce. At last we burst into the open.
It was still fine weather outside and the
sun was well up in the sky, which made
things take on a brighter aspect right
away. As if at a command, we turned
toward the spot where we had left the
carcass of the guanaca. We rounded the
ridge again and stood rooted again. There
was nothing there!

Bunches of hair, bloody spots and bro-
ken bushes, showed where it had been
dragged off into the woods about two
hundred yards away.

Fritz looked hopefully at the mate.

“Nothing doing, fellow,” he forestalled
us. “We've had enough of that. Leave
him alone, he’s earned it!”

The sun warmed us up soon now and
the mate looked after his shotgun. There
was still'hope of escaping the worst of
the Captain’s wrath. And sure enough,
we were less than two miles from the

REAL EXPERIENCES

shore when we neared a small area of
close brush and small rocks.

The mate had almost ed when with
a big flurry and a whistling noise an emu
left shelter and raced away. Fritz’ gun
went up, and the bullet was on its way
before the mate whirled to see what had
hapﬁened behind his back.

The big bird fell fifty yards away in
full stride, turned several somersaults,
kicked once and lay still, the Ion? neck
underneath its body. The mate leaped
toward it, but Fritz and 1 went between
the rocks first. There between two of
the biggest rocks in a Blaln hollow,
SCOQ out of the sand by the bird's
feet, lay six eggs, each as big as a good-
sized coconut. One of them was still
warm, the others were cold—a sure sign
that the bird hadn't begun to set yet,
therefore the eggs were fresh.

I took off my coat, and laid the eggs
carefully in it.  Then we started toward
our hill. The bullet had struck the big
bird squarely in the back below the base
of the neck. It was a beautiful shot and
Fritz was proud of it. We cut out the
giant drumsticks and the breast-meat
with our sheath-knives, and left the rest.

Forgotten now were all our discom-
forts of the night before. The trip had
been successful after all. The third mate
had saved his face; Fritz had got in two
good shots and | had shared In the ex-
citement. Our boat was still in the place
where we had left it, which swept the
last shreds of worry from our minds.

Three hours later we were nearing the
gangway. Everybody on board was lin-
ing the rails. The Captain's face was
like a thundercloud.

“Well! What have you got to say for
yourself, Mr. Janssen?” was his greet-
ing. The mate proceeded to give a true
account of our adventures. \When he
came to the night's part of it we saw
nothing else than broad sardonic smiles.

AFTER the mate had finished his story,
I the Captain couldn’t restrain him-
self from a wise-crack. “And so, Mr.
Janssen,” he said, “you want me to be-
lieve that puma lured gou away into the
woods so he could go back and have his
dinner after all ? Some nerve, Mr. Jans-
sen! —All right, cook, see what you can
makeI out of that chicken and those
eggs!”

gg\nd that was all the scolding that
mate got. But I still believe that we
were deliberately fooled by that wise
puma on our “big-game hunt.”



“THE THIN MAN?” by Dashiell Hammett

SHORT story or a serial by Dashiell

Hammett is an event in any magazine.
But think of reading one of his famous, hard-
boiled shockers of full book-length complete
in one instalment!

Now Dashiell Hammett’s “The Thin Man”
comes to you complete in the December Red-
book— more than 50,000 words long, and
packed with shocks, thrills and excitement.

It’s as thrilling and baffling a murder story
as you’ve ever read. Dashiell Hammett is no

arm-chair expert in crime. For years he was a
Pinkerton detective, actually rubbing shoul-
ders in his daily life with murderers and crim-
inals. I1t’s out of these, his authentic, real-life
experiences, that he wrote such hair-raising
books as “The Maltese Falcon” and “The
Glass Key” and now—newest and finest—
“The Thin Man.” Watch for it and read it
complete in the December Redbook. And re-
member, in addition you get Redbook’s full
measure of stories, serials and timely articles.

REDBOOK

M A G A [Z
Now On Sale At All Newsstands
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« MR. HAGENLOCHER
says, “For successful
billiard play, watch
your nerves! ... I've
smoked Camels for
years.They’re milder.
They never upset my
nervous system.”

*« ABOVE—ERICH HAGENLOCHER, twice 18.2 balk-line billiard
champion of the world. Healthy nerves have carried him through stern
international competition to many titles.

MATCHLESS

Steady Smokers turn to Camels ™

“l know of no sport,” says
Erich Hagenlocher, “that
places a greater strain on
the nerves than tournament
billiards. The slightest inac-
curacy can ruin an impor-
tant run. One simple rule
for success is, ‘Watch your
nerves!” | have smoked
Camels foryears. | like their
taste better and because

they’re milder, they never
upset my nervous system.’’

There is a difference be-
tween Camel’s costlier to-
baccos and the tobaccos used
in other popular cigarettes.
You’ll notice the difference
in taste and in mildness —
and Camels never jangle
your nerves. You can prove
this yourself. Begin today !

IT IS MORE RNTO KNONV

Camels are made from
finer, MORE EXPENSIVE
tobaccos than any other
popular brand .... They
give more pleasure. Your
own tastewill confirm this.



