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NEW CREME SHAMPOO IIISTIIIIW
IMPARTS LOVELY BLACK COL
T0 HAIR THAT IS . ‘

STREAKED - DUI.I.w GRAY
FADED - GRAYING - AGEING
BURNT - LIFELESS

HIS remarkable new creme shanipoo: ii'i%&vcr}/, TINTZ
Creme SHAMPOO HAIR COLORING, lathers™ ‘and
washes out dirt, grease and grime as it INSTANTLY gives
hair a real smooth, JET BLACK TINT that fairly glows with
life and lustre. Don’t put up with gray, faded, dull, burnt,
streaked, off-color hair a minute longer. TINTZ Creme SHAM-
POO contains genuine PARAPHENYLENE DIAMINE and
is a real INSTANT HAIR COLORING. The first application
leaves your hair completely tinted; black, lovely, easy to man-
age. No waiting for results. Colors so smooth and even, experts
ind it difficult to detect. Won’t hurt permanents. Now being
specially introduced all over America by mail for only $1.00.

!ﬁ-l

JET BLACK/

(ALSO 7 SHADES OF BLACK, BROWN, IIIJAN'A’ND BLONQB}

LOOK YEARS YOUNGER—End your gray hair worries NOW with this remark-
able discovery —TINTZ Creme Shampoo Hair Coloring. One applica-
tion completely tints gray, off-color hair so it will not be detected.
Order today on our guarantee of ‘“‘satisfaction or money back’’ offer.

SEND NOMONEY FOR THIS AMAZING NEW INSTANT HAIR COLORING

Simply Mail The Coupon On Guarantee

Tintz’ chemists have at last perfected an amazing new hair coloring
method. It is a creme shampoo containing genuine PARAPHENYLENE
DIAMINE, the best hair coloring agent known to mankind! Tintz
Creme Shampoo Hair Coloring instantly colors all gray, streaked, faded
hair right in your own home to a natural-like, lasting color that matches
and defies detection. Won’t wash off or run off. Positively will not effect
permanent waves. Leaves hair soft—easy to manage.

SURIEE OF S LVELY SRIDES  _Decowedit yow owa ek

right in your own home. We are
JET BLACK—BLACK—DARK BROWN
MED. WARM BROWN—MED. DRAB BROWN
LIGHT BROWN-AUBURN (TITIAN) -BLONDE

‘We want you to try Tintz Creme
Shampoo Hair Coloring. We want
wou to take advantage of this spe-
cial introductory offer and mail
““e coupon today. Send no money.
arrival of your package, de-

t only $1 plus postage with
nan. Make the test for safety

bed right on the Tintz tube

sure just one trial will convince
anyone who wishes to dye their
own hair that here at last is the
hair coloring of their dreams! But
if for any reason you wish to re-
turn the empty Tintz package,
and you alone are the judge, do so
within 7 days, and we will imme-
diately refund your $1 without
question. This is today’s big offer
to anyone who wishes to IN-
STANTLY color hair! Don’t delay
but mail the coupon now—sure!

Results Must Delight You Or No Cost

SHAMPOOING SPREADS COLOR EVENLY. It is impossible to do a
blotchy job with Tintz Creme Shampoo Hair Coloring. If you can follow
easy directions—results are guaranteed. Tintz contains PARAPHENY-
LENE DIAMINE—the best hair coloring agent known.

MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY SURE

TINTZ CO., Dept. 771, 207 N. Michigan, Chicago, Ill.

CANADIAN BRANCH:—Dept. 771, 22 College St., Toronto. Ont
Send gne full size tube Tintz Creme Shampoo Hair Coloring in shade checked
below. On arrival I will deposit the special introductory offer price of $1.00 plus
postage charges with postman on guarantee I can return the empty tube for any
reason within 7 days, and you will refund my $1. (If $1.00 comes with this
coupofipTintz pays the postage.)

OAuburn (Titian)

OJet Black [ODark Brown [OMed. Drab Brown

OBlack [OMed. Warm Brown [JLight Brown [JBlonde
NGB, . . . icoovssassacsossosssnssresnsssosnvosssansosssssssososcosssonose '
B T T L I I S o R I

CilY. coovoreisrsscsssoscasssansorsacsocnssonc SIBBecottossosiosrsanecns
L e o e e . e o o



W /Sumped My
75

i‘@ '@
~

7750 4

Ty
Weck!

& ?"Ax'..m

i o8 i s
: : H Ve,
F o TR
i S )
P2, e
(’7" /, LR s

/Y
&

!

-

“T had an $18 a week job in 2 shoe factory.”
He’d probably be there ioday if he hadn’t
read about the opportunities in Radio and
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““The training National Radio Institute gave
me was 80 Dractical I was soon ready to
make 35 0 a week in spare time
servicing Radio sets."”

A AND ADD
ON.REQ started training at home for them,
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““When I finished training I accepted a job
as Radio serviceman, In three weeks I was
made gervico manager at $40 to $50 a week,
more than twice my shoe factory pay.”’

‘‘Eight months later N.R.I. Graduate Serv-
ice Department sent me to Station KWCR
where I became Radio Operator. Now I am
Radio Engineer at Station WSUT and con~
nected with Television Station W9XK."

“N.R.I. Training took me out of a low-pay
shoe factory job and put me into Radio at
good pay. Radio has enjoyed a colorful past.
It will enjoy an even greater future.””

If you can’'t see a
future in your pres-
ent job, feel you'll
never make mugltx‘

1. E. SMITH,

President more money,
N“i”“ﬁ’t i:adio you're in a seasonal
nstitute field, subject to lay
Est. 25 Years of¢g TS TIME

NOW to investigate Radio. Trained
Radio Technicians make good money,
and you don’t have to give up your
present job or leave home to learn
Radio. I train you at home nights
in your spare time,

Why Many Radio Technicians
Make $30, 540, $50 a Week

Radio broadcasting stations employ operators,
technicians. Radio manufacturers employ
testers, inspectors, servicemen in good-pay
jobs. Radio jobbers, dealers, employ installa-
tlon and servicemen. Many Radio Technicians
open their own Radio sales and repair busi-
nesses and make §$30, $40, $50 a week. Others
hold their regular jobs and make $5 to $10 a
week fixing Radios in spare time. Automobile,
Police, Aviation, Commercial Radio; Loud-
speaker Systems, Electronic Devices are other
ficlds offering opportunities for which N.R.I,
gives the required knowledge of Radio. Televi-
sion promises to open good jobs soon.

*{how | TrainYou at Home

A RADIO TECHNICIAN

Many Make $5 to $10'a Week Extra
in Spare Time While Learning

The day you enroll, I start sending you
Extra Money Job Sheets—start showing you
how to do Radio repair jobs. Throughout your
Course I send plans and directions which have
helped many make $5 to $10 a week extra in
spare time while learning. I send special
Radlo equipment to eonduct experiments and
build circuits. This 50-50 training method
makes learning at home interesting, fascinat-
ing, practical. YOU ALSO GET A MODERN,
PROFESSIONAL ALL-WAVE, ALL PUR-
POSE SET SERVICING INSTRUMENT to
help you make money fixing Radies while

plainly.)

Name ..
Address .....

J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. OKF,
National Radio Institute, Washington, D. C.
Mail me FREE,
‘“Rich Rewards in Radio.”

learning and equip you for full time work
after you graduate,

Find Out What Radio, Television -
Offer You

Act Today! Mail the coupon for my 64-page
book, ‘‘Rich Rewards in Radio.”’ It points
out Radio’s spare time and full time oppor-
tunities and those coming in Television;
tells about my Course in Radio

than 10
have trained, telling what they
and earning, ad my money back
. MAIL CQUPON in an envelope
or paste on a penny postcard—NOW!
J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. OKF
National Radio Institute, Washington, D. C.

&

without obligation, your 64-page beok, @
(No salesman will call, Write M
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FIVE-NOVELS MONTHLY

F. A. McCHESNEY, Editor
Copyright, 1940, by Dell Publishing Company, Inmc.

Volume 53 OCTOBER, 1940 Number 1
O R SIS

CONTENTS FORECAST

FROM David Allan Ross comes Squadron
of Death, the magnificent story of the

evacuation of Dunkerque, one of the greatest

The Storm Pe(ll'l iy 6 war stories in the world. It's so vivid, so
powerful and moving a novel, you will feel

By C. W. Harbaugh that, along with Bmks, Gil Brent and Sir

Josiah, you were with that peril-ridden, des-
perate expedition of civilians and service men
alike who labored with tireless hearts and
matchless courage to rescue the trapped
37 army of Flanders from the hell of the
French coast under the Nazis’ raging guns.

Death Stalks the Jury .

By Jean Francis Webb Gridiron battle rages in Goal-Line Gambler,
Stewart Sterling’s colorful saga of pro foot-

ball. It’s the story of Ox Kraymer, the big
guy who went from the college grid~to the
faster, tougher, even more bone-and-nerve-
jarring field of the pro game. Ox, regarded
67 as a ten-ton tank, a line crasher, determined

Pennunt Chusers e e to make ’em see that, behind every power

play, his wits were working overtime, figur-
BY Ben Peter Freeman ing the way to victory. A swell sport story.

Peter Brumbaugh! The hated name was

flung into Phil Baltimore’s face again and

I r R 97 again. And then, with grulmbaugh’s murder,

the law tried to get Phil. Because of his

OUt aws OOSt' 7 past, b}e)celluse of The Unforgotten Brand, the
law labeled him “Killer!” Edward S. Wil-

By Frank Carl Young liams’ thrilling novel.

Terrorism swept the range—but only those

who had stripped the B over B of land and

c?tt!e knew fthg terrible nights; the burning

of crops, of buildings, the stampeding of

convoy Guns T M 126 blooded herds. For the B olver B, from its
2 owner down to its grub-slinger, was out

By David Allan Ross to get back its own. A powerful Western—
Philip Ketchum’s Where Vengeance Rides!

Thrilling, chilling, baffling and completely
fascinating is D. L. Ames’ The Man on the

Balcony—the adventures of an American
Adventure COVe. o ey 158 caught in a baffling web of murder, espion-
= age, and deadly peril, spun by the big-shots

Where Readers ane of war. Exceptionally fine adventure!

Their Own Stories ON SALE OCTOBER 11TH!

80c a Copy #236485 $3.20 Foreign $2.20 in Canada $2.00 6 Year Domestio

Published monthly by Dell Publishing Co., Inc., 149 Madison Avenue, New York, N. Y. George T. Dela

Jr., President; Helen Meyer, Vice-President; Albert P. Delacorte, Vice-President. Pﬂ‘n‘{‘:d in [e] fs".'fq",
Entered as second-class matter at the post office at New York, N. Y., under the Act of March 3, 1879. Addi-

tional entry at post office at Chicago, Ilinois. Title registered as a trade-mark in U. S. Patent Office. We are

wot responaible for loss of unsolicited manuscripts. Names of characters used in stories and/or humorous and

semi-fictional matier are fotitious. If the name of a living persom is used it is purely a coineidence.
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Costly Work Formerly
“Sent Out” by Business Men
Now Done by Themselves
at a Fraction of the Expense

“I'hisis a call for men everywhere to handle
éxclusive agency for one of the most
unique business inventions of the day.

Forty yeats ago the horse and buggy business was supremee<today
almost extinct, Twenty years nfo the phonograph industry ran into

y a comparatively few
¢ fortuncs ahead in the automobile and the
iIWCpt these men to

many millions—today practical
foresighted men saw
radio. Yet irrcsistible waves of

y a rehic.

from one industry to another,
Now amother ch:fv
and important part of ¢

who
show earmings which in thess times are almost

Not a “Gadget"’—

Not @ “Knick-Knack' =
but & valuadle, proved device which
has been sold successfully by busi-
ness novices o4
weterans.

Make 00 mistake—this i 00 povelcy—no fimsy creaticty
which the inventor hopes no&u; oo the market. You
probably have scen nothing it yet—perhaps pever
dmﬂduhemd:‘chldaifﬁuuhndruey

been by corp
dealers of great

a§  seas

o
i by doc-
L lish
1015, NEW3PADETS, P pitals, erc., etc.,
and by thousands of small busincss men. Youdon't have to
coavince & man that he should use an clectric bulb to lighe
his office instesd of 2 gas lamp, Nor do you have to sell
the same business man the idea that some da hcmagnced

something like shis invention, The need is 7

<ung
by their branch
b e vy

th is usually bei i h
ol e Sl o s o s
part of. this expease is obvious immediasely.
Some of the Savings
You Can Show

You walk foto an office and put down before your
@ letter from a sales organizacion showing that ? i
work ;Mm&snmoﬁu"fgrujgnwhx:;mcdymd have
cost them over 3 supply corpacation pays
oummb;l:hm:hebﬂlmxdd haa be:glforsl’l’,?ool
An sutomobi our rc| racive §15, whereas
thtap:n&mﬂﬁ: g:n ov:}r'?l‘,nm). A department
store has of $88.60, possible cost if dasc outside
the busi i welloverSZ.(!l).Andwnu.W:cwﬁ
not possibly list all cases here. These are just a few
the many aceual cases which we place in your hands to
wotk with, Practically every“line of business and every
ﬁ:{hmmﬁdhﬁ:&ﬂm
w Ammer Across coavincing moacy-saving
tics which bardly oy business map cao Gil w0
Y

A Money-Making
for Men of Character

EXCLUSIVE FRANCHISE FOR
AN INVENTION EXPECTED TO REPLACE
A MULTI-MILLION-DOLLAR INDUSTRY

gublic buyin,
fortune, and sent the buggy and the phonograpl :
ure great successes made by men sble to detect the shift in public favor

is taking place. Ad old established ind
he nation's structure—in which miilions of dollars chag
every year—is in thousands of cases being replaced by a truly astonishin
tion which does the work better—more reliably—AND A’ D
AS ig‘ OF WHAT IS ORDINARILY PAID! It has not required very long for men
sve taken over the rights to this valusble inveation o do s remarkable business,
i asd of for the average man,

.—in other words two thirds of every

O

pportunity |

into the discard. So

inte,
o

, simple inveo-
A COST OgTENPAS Low

EARNINGS

One man in California earned over $1,600 per month for theee
months—close to $5,000 in 90 days' time. Another writes
from Delaware—"Since I have been
less than a month of actual selling) and not the full day at
that, because I have been getting organized 2nd had to spend
at least half the day in the office; counting what I have sold
outright and on trial, I have made just a little in excess of one
thousand dollars profit for one month.”” A man working small
city in N. Y. State made $10,805 in 9 months, Texas man
nets over $300 in less than a week's time, Space does not per=
mit mentioning here more than these few random cases. Howe
ever, they are safficicnt to indicate that the worthwhile future
in this business is coupled with immediate carnings for the
right kind of man. One man with us has already made over
2 thousand sales on which his earnings ran from $$ to $60
Etr sale and more. A great deal of this busincss was

usipess. Yet he had never done anything like this before
coming with us. That is the kind of opportunity this business
offers.” The fact that this business has a
busisess men as former bankers, exccutives of businesses—
men who demand only the highest pportunity
income—gives a fairly good picture of the kind of business this
is. Our door is open, however, to the young man looking for
the right ficld inwhich to make his start and§

operating (just a little

repeat

to it such

of of and

evelophis future.

Profits Typical of
the Young, Growing Industry

Golng into this business fs not like sclling something
offered in every grocery, drug or d eat store. For
instance, when you take a $7.50 order, $5.83 can be your
share. On §1,500 worth of business, your share can be
$1,167.00. The very least you get as your part of every
dollar's worth of business you do is 67 cents—on ten
dollars’ worth $6.70, on a huadred dollars” worch $67.00

order you get is
yours. Not only on the first order—but oo repeat orders
—aod you have the opportuaity of earning a0 cvea larger
percentage.

This Bu;{ne.n Has
Nothing to Do With
House to House Canvassing

Nor do you have to know anything about high-pretsure
selling. I'wSelling" is uanecessary in the ord'uu‘xi; scase of
the word. Iostead of hammering away st the cuscomer
ead trying to “‘force’ a sale, you make a dignified,
business-like call, leave the installatioo—whatever size
the ‘customer says he will accept—at our risk, lct the
customer seil himself after the device is in and working.
“This doez away with the need for pressure on the cus-
tomer—it climinates the handicap of trying to ﬁ;m
money before the customer has really coavinced himself
100%. You simply tell what you offer, showing proof of
success in that customer's particelar line of busincss.
Then leave the inveation without & dollar down. Ic
starts .;oc‘»‘rll?nj nmn 2 few shore days, the installs-
tion actoally uce money 0 pay
for the deal, with ts above the iaveswneat comiog in
&t the same time. You thea call back, collect your money.
Nothing is 5o convincing s our offer to let results speak
for themclves without risk to the customer! While others
fail o hearing, our men are making sales
cion mlu‘a:mb:hemy,dwq)dn
alless busi ¥ i s

mni:;mo:hehmdm&. ’n:cyhmmvdthcma- l

No Money Need Be Risked

{a erying this business out. You can measure the possie
bilitics aod oot be ont a dollar. If yeu are looking for
business that is mor overerdwis usiness that is jus
coming into its own—on the upgrade, instead of the
dowagrade—a business that offers the buyer relief from
ab ut idable expef business that
has s pros peactically in every office, store, or factory
iaro which you can set foot—regardless of size—tbat ir @
ascessity but does not have any price cutting to contesd
with 2s other necessitics do—that because you control
the sales in exclusive territory is your owa
that pays more on some individual sales than many mon make
in & weck and somerimes in a monsh's time—if such s business
looks as if it is worth investigating, ger in rouch with we
@t once for the rights in your territory—don't delsy—
use the chances are that if you do wait, someone clse
will have writtea to us in the meaot: if it curns
out that you were the better man—we'd both be 4
8o for coavenience, xse she coupon below—but sead %
ewsy—or wire if you wish. But do it now.

¥. E. ARMSTRONG, Presidens
Dept.4040-K Mobile, Ale, /

r _—
1 RUSH SeReiiory sg’n‘omsnlou i

} 7. B ARMSTRONG, Pres., Dept. 4040-K bobite, Aln. §
* Without obligation to me, send meé full infore

Please mention DeLL MEN’s Group when answering advertisements

' ; mation on your proposition. '
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The

Storm Pearl
By
C. W. Harbaugh

ART LAMAR did not know he held
B a fortune in his hands. The heat of

a tropic afternoon had left him indis-
posed to continue his work. In the com-
pany of two others, he sat on the after
deck of his pearling schooner Puma as she
nodded to the evening breeze that rippled
the purple lagoon. One of the men with
him was brown, the other a mixture of
brown and white.

The brown man, Maro, was busily open-
ing one after another of the oysters that
lay in a heap on the deck. His fingers
roved through the insides of each pair of
shells, searching hopefully for the pearl
that might be there, then he cut out the
muscle and tossed the shells into a basket.

The third man was Jorge Vendayo, an-
other pearler who had come aboard from
his own schooner to pass the time of day
and smoke one of Bart’s cigars. He was
doing this at the moment, lolling at ease
in a canvas chair.

Bart had been working with Maro, open-
ing the day’s catch of oysters, until
Vendayo arrived. Then he had leaned back
to talk with the pearler, forgetful that he
still held an oyster in one hand, unopened.

“This damn pretty shell, boss,” Maro
remarked, holding up the oyster he had
just opened and inspecting it in the light
of the setting sun.

Bart and Maro had had the good luck
to strike a new bed that day, and the
shell they had taken from it was heavily
coated with black nacre. It would bring
a high price in Papeete, for black shell
was in demand for making buttons and
knife handles in more civilized countries.

Bart glanced idly at the shell in his




That diver was Jane Thompson
—and she had caught the oc-
topus' attentionl

friend’s hands. Bart was an American, tall
and lean from his years of diving for
shell. Although young, he was a master
pearler, owned his own schooner and made
a comfortable Hving from shell and the
occasional pearls he chanced upon. Unlike
most pearlers, he did not hire natives to
do his diving. He did it himself. Maro
was his only companion on his lonely
wanderings among the islands.

“It’s pretty goed,” he said of the shell
Maro showed him, “What sort of stuff
are you getting, Vendayo?”

Vendayo glanced lazily at the American.
His bronzed features, marked on both
cheeks and forehead by poek-pits, showed
a curious mixture of races and colers. Some
said that Jorge Vendayo was half-Chinese
and half-Spanish. Bart thought he was
more probably a halfbreed from Chile, for
the man’s Spanish was tinged with the
idiom of that country.

“No es bueno,” Vendayo replied indo-
lently. “The shell is not good. Yellow, it




8 THE STORM PEARL

is, and dirty. Maybe tomorrow I bring
my divers to your place, eh, Bart? I'd
like to get my hands on some of that black
shell.”

Bart laughed shortly. “You’d better keep
away,” he remarked with good nature.
“You’'ll get in trouble.”

Vendayo laughed loudly.

“That is good!” he said. “Everyone
knows you are no fighting man, Bart.”

Bart flushed, but said nothing. He
glanced across the lagoon at the low-lying
island of Fanahiva.

Fanahiva was the last of a thousand-
mile chain of islands that reached from
midway between the Societies and Mar-
quesas in a southeasterly direction toward
Pitcairn. They were called the Paumotus,
or Low Archipelago, a strange and lonely
group, yet vaster in area than any other
in the South  Seas. Unlike most other
islands, they consisted of mere strands of
sun-bleached sand, none of them elevated
more than twenty feet above the water, A
typical example, Fanahiva was made up
of two small islets surrounded by a circular
barrier reef, within which lapped the quiet
waters of the lagoon and beyond which
lay the vast stretches of the Pacific.

“My word!” Maro exclaimed suddenly.
“It too dark to work more.”

Maro spoke his own brand of English.
Sometimes when he got excited he mixed
in a little French or Marquesan, but in
the main he was very proud of his ability
to speak the language of his boss.

“You're right, Maro,” Bart agreed. He
thrust his oyster knife between the tightly
clamped shells of the oyster in his hand.
“This’ll be the last for tonight.”

His expert fingers pried the shells apart,
cutting the muscle inside. Outwardly, this
oyster looked exactly like all the others
he had opened that afternoon and his
fingers were hurried and careless as they
groped about. But they closed on some-
thing hard buried beneath the surface of
the oyster’s muscle.

“We’re in luck, Maro,” he said. “There’s
a pearl here.” With his knife, he made a
quick incision in the bivalve and plucked
out a black lump.

FOR a moment no one spoke. Then
Vendayo swore in Spanish as his cigar,
which he had dropped, landed on his bare
foot and burned him. Maro rose to his
feet, slowly, his eyes gleaming.

The pearl was a giant. Perfectly round,
it lay in Bart’s cupped hand like a drop
of freshly fallen rain. Or, rather, like a
sphere of ebony, for it was jet black. And
yet as Bart held it up to the faint light
that yet remained in the skies, it gave forth
subtle flashes of a sombre green. Green
and black, the two colors intermixed in
the pearl as they are sometimes partnered
in the ugly, ominous colorings of a storm-
torn sky. It was hard to say, in fact,
whether the pearl was the loveliest thing
imaginable—or the ugliest.

“Madre de Dios!” Vendayo muttered.
“Such a pearl have I never seen before!”

One of his clawlike hands sought his
throat, as if to make his breathing easier.

Maro was delighted after he recovered
from his first surprise.

“Aue!” he said gleefully. “That one big
fella pearl, boss!”

Bart nodded and turned the sea gem
slowly, his eyes shining with deep admira-
tion. “Once in a lifetime,” he murmured
slowly, “once in a hundred lifetimes you
find a pearl like this, And when you do—"
He caught his breath. “Boy, it’s hard to
believe!”

Vendayo bent closer, eager to examine
the monster, but the dusk was now too
thick.

“Let’s go below, Bart,” he begged. “I
must have one look at it.”

In the lamplit cabin, Maro and Vendayo
huddled close to Bart. He found a patch
of white velvet and laid the pearl on it.
They all bent their heads over it,

Lying there, so supremely beautiful, the
pearl robbed them of their desire to
breathe, lest they disturb its serenity and
cause it to vanish as miraculously as it
had come.

They could look deep into it—that is
the test of the true pearl—and study the
whorls of deep green and black in its
heart and the convolutions the two colors
made, darted here and there with flecks



C. W. HARBAUGH -

of gold, as if the pearl had been born in
agony, born in swirling turmoil, and all
that remained of its tragic career was this
placid, beautiful ghost.

ART  straightened suddenly and

stepped back. He glanced about the
Puma’s cabin with amusement. “Here we
are,” he remarked, “at Fanahiva Island,
the jumping off place to nowhere. We've
picked up an oyster from the bettom of
the sea, where it has lain for Lord knows
how many years worrying over a grain
of sand that scratched its tender parts. It
covered the grain with nacre and made
this black pearl. A simple thing, yet when
we get back to civilization it will be worth
a small fortune.”

“A million dollars, Bart!” Vendayo
gasped. His voice had become hoarse. He
could not take his eyes from the black
pearl on the white patch of velvet. “It’s
worth .a million dollars!”

Bart glanced at him sharply. Something
in the Chilean’s tone irritated him. Ven-
dayo was a lazy fellow. Instead of searching
for his own pearling grounds, he poached
from those discovered by other divers.
Right now, as he stared at the pearl,
cupidity and avarice were obvious in his
eyes.

“Hardly that much, Jorge,” Bart re-
plied shortly. “It might bring a hundred
thousand, though, if T strike the market
hot. It’s the largest pearl I've ever seen,
and it seems to be perfect.”

Maro was puzzled.

“Tt look pretty,” he admitted. “Yet, also,
not pretty. I don’t know whether I like it
or not, boss. I see colors like that once
long time past. Big storm come and blow
people off island into sea. When I look
up at sky, I see same colors in storm
as in pearl. Ugly color. Gracious! Damn
ugly!”

Bart laughed. “A ‘storm pearl,’ eh,
Maro? I'm afraid not. This is good luck,
not bad. But we’ll not let it turn our heads.
We’'ll stay on at Fanahiva and get a full
load of shell before we go back to Papeete
and sell the pearl.”

He reached for the pearl, but Vendayo

was ahead of him. The halfbreed took it
between thumb and forefinger and stared
at it. Then he hefted it slightly, as if to
judge its weight.

“One hundred fifty grains,” he estimated.
“Maybe more. It's a big one all right,
Bart.”

Again Bart noticed the gloating ex-
pression in the man’s eyes. It was not
the frank admiration of a fellow pearler,
but a mounting desire to possess it for
himself. For a moment Bart wondered if
Vendayo would try to steal the pearl. He
dismissed the thought immediately, how-
ever, for Vendayo was a poor sort of
creature, without even so much courage
as a thief required in the pursuit of his
trade.

“T’ll take the pearl, Vendayo,” he said
quietly.

Reluctantly, the man handed it over. His
eyes stared hungrily as Bart placed it in a
small tobacco pouch, along with a few
seed pearls and one small pink pearl which,
up to the discovery of the black giant,
had constituted his entire harvest.

Bart tightened the string abeut the neck
of the pouch and swung it inside his shirt
on the end of a lanyard that went around
his neck. Then he turned to the Chilean.

“I'm afraid we’ll have to say good night,
Jorge,” he remarked pleasantly. “Maro and
I have been diving all day. We’re going
to turn in.”

Vendayo went out slowly. Neither Bart
nor Maro said a word until they heard
the splash of the Chilean’s paddle in the
lagoon. Then Bart gave voice to a rousing
cheer and clapped Maro enthusiastically on
the shoulder.

“We’re rich, old boy!” he crowed.

l'N spite of their suddenly acquired

wealth, Bart and Maro rose early the
next morning and set to work as they had
every day since their arrival at Fanahiva
a month before. The bed from which they
had taken the black pearl lay outside the
reef, marked by a red can buoy. They
made for this marker with their two canoes
and diving equipment.

Working leisurely in the cool of the
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morning, they lashed one canoe to another
and set up a small rotary hand pump.
Bart donned the diving suit. It was not
a complete suit, such as are used for
salvage operations in great depths, but a
simpler outfit, consisting of the usual brass
helmet and breast plate, and an open-
bottomed canvas shirt reaching halfway
to the knees.

In this scaphander suit, as it was called,
Bart went down, Maro pumping him air
and tending his life line. It was a sixty-foot
descent to the oyster bed; an easy dive
for Bart, who had spent much of his work-
ing life beneath the sea.

Opening his exhaust valve, he sank to
the bottom. When his feet touched, he
pulled strongly on the life line—once—to
let Maro know he was on the bottom. He
adjusted the exhaust valve so the air pres-
sure kept the water level down just below
his arm-pits. Then he glanced out through
the barred glass window of the helmet.

THE morning sunlight slanted down

through the ocean in long lances, driv-
ing away the sub-sea gloom and replacing
it with a wonderful transluscent green. The
sand on which Bart stood was bone white.
It fell in a long, gradual slope from the
coral reef of Fanahiva westward, sinking
deeper and deeper beneath the lonely, land-
less stretch of ocean that reached unbroken
to New Zealand.

There was more than just sand about
‘him. Castles, spires, branched trees and
great shapeless mounds of coral spotted the
sea floor. He could never look at such for-
mations without experiencing a sense of
wonder that they could be built of the
skeletons of creatures too small to be seen
by the unaided eye.

Around Bart’s neck hung a net of native
weave. It was the container he expected to
fill with oysters. Guarding his air hose and
life line carefully, he set off through the
jungle of coral, He paused once and reach-
ed ‘out to break off an encrusted, brownish
growth about the size of two fists. A
novice might well have passed it without
suspecting that it was a live oyster.

Then he came to the black shell, birth-

place of his big pearl. It was an extensive
bed, situated so the running tides scooped
it hollow and gave the hundreds of oysters
in it refuge from disturbances. It was not
long before Bart’s net was full and he
pulled four times on his life line to signal
Maro he was ready to come up. He closed
the exhaust valve slightly, allowing the air
pressure to build up and drive the water
down through the open bottom of his suit.
Soon he was buoyant enough to rise,

At the surface, he handed Maro the net
of shell and clambered up the Jacob’s lad-
der into the canoe. Maro helped him out
of the helmet and breast plate.

“Is there more shell, boss?”” he asked.

“Plenty,” Bart replied. “We’ll be here a
month.”

He lolled back in one of the canoes while
Maro emptied the net into the other. Light-
ing a stubby pipe he always carried, Bart
allowed his muscles to slack and the rising
sun to play warmly on his face. Closing
his eyes, he puffed at his pipe, and his
thoughts wandered back over the years
to the town where he was born.

He remembered the little schoolhouse
and the dusty play yard. He remembered
shrill, childish voices shouting “Coward!”
at him when he refused to fight another
boy. The scorn he earned then had plagued
him throughout his boyhood. One night
he ran away, to realize a long-cherished
dream to see the South Seas. San Fran-
cisco and the docks and the dingy tramp
steamer that took him to Tahiti. Then
Maro, and the Puma, and the islands.

Bart’s fingers brushed lightly over the
tobacco sack and paused to press the hard
shape of the pearl within it. He shifted
comfortably. Whatever his past had been,
the great pearl insured his future. When
he and Maro returned to Papeete, they
could sell it and buy a fleet of schooners.
They could send crews of native divers
out to scour the sea bottoms for shell.

“Boss!” Maro called.

Bart’s eyes opened, his daydreams gone.

Maro was staring at the northern hori-
zon, one hand shading his eyes from the
early sun. Bart looked in the same direc-
tion, but saw nothing.
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“What is it, Maro?” he asked.

“I hear motor.” Maro’s features were
screwed up tightly, as if to help his hear-
ing.

“A motor!” Bart echoed, scrambling
to his knees. “The only motors hereabouts
are on the Puma and Vendayo’s schooner.”

“This not ship motor,” Maro explained.
“Bird motor.”

Then Bart saw it—a dark speck low
over the northern horizon.

“An airplane!” he said wonderingly.
“What in heaven’s name is it doing here
at Fanahiva?”

S they watched, the spot grew larger

and took shape as a cabin mono-
plane, painted a brilliant red with silver
pontoons. Both watchers knew instinctive-
ly that something was wrong. The whine
of the motor was nervous and unsteady.
The pilot seemed to be fighting to keep
the plane in the sky.

As it neared the island, the motor splut-
tered and cut out entirely. Immediately
the plane’s nose dropped. Wind shrieked
in the wire stays.

“He come down in lagoon,” Maro said.

Bart nodded, still regarding the sea-
plane with amazement. It was incredible
that it should appear here in a corner of
the world untouched by civilization!

Suddenly Bart realized the plane’s pre-
dicament. It was sinking faster than he
had realized. It would be a tight squeeze
to hop over the barrier reef and land in
the protected waters of the lagoon. The
pilot was stretching his glide and trying
not to lose flying speed at the same time.

Bart was not sure until the plane was
almost down that it could not make it.
It was sure to strike the reef.

“Maro!” he shouted. “Cast off the shell
canoe!”

The brown man sprang into action,
slashing through the thongs that bound
the two canoes together. Bart knifed those
in the stern and picked up a paddle. Both
he and Maro bent to their task, and the
lean craft raced over the ocean toward
the reef.

In desperation, seeing he could not

make the lagoon, the pilot pulled back
on his stick and gave hard right rudder.
He wanted to come around and pancake
on the ocean, but one wing-tip dipped
perilously close to the foaming surf, wav-
ered, then sliced into a tumbling comber.
Already half-stalled, the plane nosed over
and squashed into the sea. It cradled into
the water, both pontoons smashed. The
surf lifted it and dashed it on the face
of the coral reef. It clung there a mo-
ment, then its tail tilted skyward and it
slid out of sight, drawn down by the
receding undertow.

The canoe dashed into the foaming surf
a moment later, driving forward under
the impetus of two strongly manned pad-
dles.

“The pilot’s still in the plane!” Bart
shouted. “Let’s go down!”

As if at a prearranged signal, both men
rose and dived over the side. They fought
through the welter of white, boiling surf
into the quiet depths.

IRACULOUSLY, the seaplane had

not plunged the full distance to the
floor of the sea. Halfway down, in five
fathoms of water, it lodged in a wedge-
shaped crevice of coral, and there it clung.
Bart swam to the cabin door and yanked
on it. There was still air in the cabin,
however, and it acted as a weighty lock,
with the water pressing to get in. Maro
reached his side and attacked the wood
and canvas with his shark knife. Bart
glanced inside and saw the pilot hunched
over the controls.

Shoving Maro away, he gave the door
a mighty pull. It opened and the penned-
up air wobbled surfaceward in a great
bubble. Bart shoved himself inside, Seiz-
ing the inert pilot by the belt, he dragged
him out and shot for the surface, aching
to feed his lungs the air they demanded.
While he treaded water in the surf, Maro
swam after the canoe, which was battering
on the face of the coral. It took both of
them to heave the pilot into the canoe,
for they were exhausted from the under-
sea labor.

Their first worry was to get clear of
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the waves, which urged them to destruc-
tion on the sharp spines of the reef. When
they had pushed out to sea, Bart dropped
his paddle and turned his attention to
the pilot he had rescued. :

The aviator was wearing a leather
jacket and flying helmet. Bart yanked
the helmet off and, to his infinite surprise,
a mass of red-gold hair tumbled about the
pilot’s shoulders.

“Maro!” he cried. “It’s a girl!”

The Marquesan turned, paddle poised
in the air, to stare at the limp figure
in the bettom of the cance. His jaw fell
as Bart turned her gently over on her
back.

“Damn pretty girl, I say!” he replied.

Clothed as she was in wet, masculine
clothes, her hair falling about her cheeks,
she somehow managed to justify Maro’s
description.

His first astonishment abated, Bart bent
over her and was glad to detect a faint
but regular heartbeat.

“We got her up before she swallowed
too much of the Pacific,” he said. “But
we'd better get her on board the Puma
as soon as we can.”

Manning the canoe once more, they
drove across the surf and through the
westerly pass into the quiet lagoon. Swing-
ing up to the schoener, they placed the
girl on deck. Maro went ashere to fetch
the only white resident of the island, the
missionary, Pere LeVaque, a tall, spare
man of infinite kindness.

LeVaque came immediately. Bart
placed the girl on a mattress on the after-
deck, under the shade of a tarpaulin
stretched over the main beom.

“She hasn’t regained consciousness yet,”
Bart said, when the missionary joined
him at her side. “I think this is the
trouble.” He pointed to an ugly, purpled
blotch on the girl’s white forehead.

Pere LeVaque’s gentle fingers touched
the bruise. He shook his head.

“C’est mauvais!” he muttered. “With
such a hurt, she should not be unconscious
still.”

“Do you think she received internal
injuries?” Bart asked, suddenly anxious.

The priest rose, still staring at the girl.

“Non, mon ami. 1 ’ave the fear she
suffers from what you call shock, my
friend, and one can never tell about that.
She ’as come a long way in the airplane
and she is fatigued. Then she crash.” He
shrugged eloquently. “If there is no fever,
she will be all right soon again.”

BART did some quick thinking. The
nearest possible help was on the island
of Mangareva, one hundred and fifty
miles away. Maybe there was a doctor
there—maybe not. If there wasn’t, then
the nearest doctor was one thousand miles
further on, at Tahiti. He shook his head.
Tahiti might as well have been on the
moon!

“We’ll just have to hope she doesn’t
get any fever,” he said grimly.

Pere LeVaque sent ashore for. two na-
tive women from the mission. Bart car-
ried the girl below and laid her in one
of the bunks in the main cabin. There
was nothing else they could do for her.

The women kept constant watch over
her the rest of the day. They bathed her
forehead to take the swelling out of the
bruise. But nothing seemed to allay the
ill effects of what Pere LeVaque had
called “shock.” Gradually, the girl’s
breath became louder and harsher. Late
in the afternoon the missionary took her
temperature,

“Sacre nom!” he gasped. “One hundred
and three degrees!”

Maro’s usually cheerful countenance
sobered. He didn’t know anything about
temperature indications, but he knew sick-
ness when he saw it.

“My word, what shame!” he mourned.
“Poor lady!”

“We'd better dose her up with some
quinine, Father,” Bart said. “Can I send
Maro ashore to get some of yours? I used
the last of mine a month ago and haven’t
replaced it since.”

“Quinine!” LeVaque repeated. “My
friend, I am desolate! I, too, ’ave used
the last of mine. I meant to ask you
to bring me more when you return from
Papeete.”
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Bart and Maro dove deep, away from the canoce. Vendayo shot wildly, trying to
keep them under

“Haven’t you any at all?” Bart de-
manded.

Maro interrupted. “Maybe Vendayo
have some.”
“Good boy, Maro!” Bart said with

relief. “Hop over and borrow some!”
Maro went up the companionway like
a monkey, but he no sooner reached the

deck than a shout came from his lips.
“Vendayo gone, boss!”
Bart glanced at LeVaque in surprise.
“Did you know Vendayo had pulled
out?” he asked.
The missionary shook his head. “He
was still at his moorings this morning. He
must have gone during the day.”



14 THE STORM PEARL

Bart leaped up the companionway. The
lagoon was empty of any ship other than
the Puma. There was not a sail in sight.

“Wonder what got into Vendayo?” he
muttered, half to himself. “He was going
to operate here the rest of the month.”

“Monsieur!” the missionary called from
the cabin. “Come quickly!”

BART returned to LeVaque’s side. The
missienary bent over the bunk on
which the fevered girl lay. No longer
quiet, she twisted and turned beneath the
blanket that covered her. Her eyes wide
open, she stared unseeing at the oarlines
above her,

“She raves!” LeVaque said, casting an
anxious look at the pearler. “I ’ave the
fear she is one very sick girl now.”

“What’s her temperature?”

LeVaque slipped the thermometer under
the girl’s tongue. When he took it out,
he read, “One hundred and five degrees.”

Bart swore to himself. “With quinine,
we could kill that fever,” he said. “She
won't live without it.”

“We ean only pray,” the tall missionary
said, clasping his hands over the tortured
girl.

Bart leaped for the companionway
steps. Over his shoulder, he called back,
“You go ahead and pray, Father. I'm
going after Vendayo.”

On deck, he found night blacking out
the island in the sudden way of the
tropics,

It spread like quicksilver over the
sea, roughly elbowing the last rays of the
sun over the western horizon.

“Feel like going for a canoe ride,
Maro?” Bart asked.

The brown man’s eyes glittered. “You
mean we follow Vendayo, boss? We don’t
know which way he go.”

“T don’t give a damn!” Bart cried.
“We've got to find him and get that
quinine. He must have headed for Man-
gareva, It's the only way to go from
Fanahiva. There’s not much wind. He
can’t be far.”

“Maybe we see his lights,” Maro agreed
doubtfully.

Without further preparation, they
dropped into the cance. Bart took the
stern paddle and Maro the bow. They
settled themselves for work and started
out. They sped across the star-spattered
lagoon, through the western entrance, and
then the bow of the canoe rose to meet
the sea swells. They swung north. Naviga-
tion was simple, with the heavens glitter-
ing with stars,

For half an hour they paddled silently.
Suddenly Maro stopped and held up a
warning hand. Bart gave way.

“What is it?” he asked.

“I hear one fella ship.”

Bart could hear nothing but the smart
slapping of the sea against the sides of
the canoe. Then he heard something else;
a mysterious, uncertain noise, familiar
only to those who have sailed in wind-
driven ships. It was the soft talking of
ropes and blocks, the gentle straining of
hemp and canvas that speaks of a sailing
ship on her way.

“Where is it?” Bart said. “I can’t see
a thing!”

Maro pointed.

A block of darkness loomed in front
of the stars low over the eastern horizon,
blotting them out. It was a sail, They
swung the lithe canoe about and headed
for the lightless ship. When they were
near abeam, they gave way again.

“It’s Vendayo’s lugger, all right,” Bart
whispered. ke

“Something funny,” Maro muttered.

“Ahoy!” Bart called loudly. “Vendayo!
Are you on beard?”

A startled exclamation that was abrupt-
ly muffled answered their hail. There was
a sound of bare feet scraping on can-
vased decks, and then a lantern blinked
into life,

“Who’s that?” came the answer.

“Me. Bart Lamar. What the hell are
you doing out here without lights?”

They drove the canoe alongside the
schooner and leaped aboard.

Vendayo held the lantern high and
stared into their faces as if e suspected
they might be ghosts rising from Davy
Jones’ locker,
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“Hello, Bart,” he said lamely. “I forgot
to put out runnin’ lights. Ain’t no use to,
anyway. There ain’t any ships on these
seas.”

Bart did not bother with his own sus-
picions.

“Do you have any quinine?” he de-
manded. “We picked up a sick girl. She
crashed in a seaplane this morning and
now she’s down with fever.”

Vendayo hesitated.

“Si!” he said finally. “I get it for you.”

E went below slowly. Bart took the

opportunity to glance about the
schooner. Vendayo’s native crew stood in
a knot around the helm. No one uttered
a word of greeting. A swift glance aloft
showed that the ship was not sailing. For
some reason, she was hove to at sea.

Vendayo returned with the quinine,
wrapped in brown paper and oilskin.

“Here it is,” he said.

“Thanks, Jorge,” Bart said, taking it.
“We’re in a hurry to get back, otherwise
we’'d stop and chin awhile. Lucky thing
we caught you so close to the island.”

Vendayo nodded, and his teeth flashed
in a quick white smile.

“Bart,” he said softly, “do you have
the pearl with you—the big one?”

An alarm bell rang in Bart’s brain. From
the corner of his eye he saw the Kanakas
lounge forward. Maro doubled his fists
apprehensively.

“Why, no, Jorge,” Bart drawled. ‘“Mat-
ter of fact, I left it on the Puma. Want
another look at it?” He hoped the lie
sounded convincing.

Vendayo’s face fell. He looked evil,
with the lantern light shading his pocked
features. He didn’t know whether to be-
lieve Bart or not.

“Yeah,” he hesitated. “Yeah, I want
another look at that pearl.”

“Maybe T’ll see you in Papeete before
I sell it,” Bart said. He stepped toward
the rail. “We have to be going. Hasta la
vista!”

Before anyone could make a move to
stop them, he and Maro leaped into the
canoe:and whipped loose the painter. They

shoved off, paddles ready. Vendayo stood
at the rail, still undecided.

“So long!” Bart called cheerfully.

Vendayo lifted one hand in response.
“You say right, Bart,” he called. “Hasta
la vista! Until we see each other again.
Maybe that is sooner than you think, my
friend!”

Bart and Maro disappeared into the
night as Vendayo concluded his speech.
They said nothing to each other, for both
knew why the Chilean was lying hove to
at sea. He was waiting for Bart to sail
for Papeete with the black pearl. Then,
with his crew and his guns, he could
board the Puma—with no one around to
see what happened.

Back aboard the Puma, Bart promptly
forgot Vendayo. He gave the quinine to
Father LeVaque, who dissolved it in warm
water and administered it to the sick
girl. She drank, gulping like a baby. Bart
winced as he saw her swallow it. He knew
how bitter raw quinine can be.

For a while she continued tossing and
moaning, and they began to fear the
quinine had come too late. But an hour
later, after a second dose had been given
her, she broke into a heavy sweat. The
heat of the quinine had begun to combat
the unhealthy heat of the fever. Joyfully,
the island women bundled her in blankets
and bathed her forehead with lukewarm
water.

Soon she fell asleep. Pere LeVaque
took her temperature. :

“Going down,” he said quietly. ‘“‘She
will live.” i

WO days later, the girl with the red-

gold hair had recovered sufficiently to
be carried ashore and installed in one of
the open-sided, healthy native houses. Bart
and Maro went back to their work outside
the reef. Bart reflected, as he did so, that
in spite of limited facilities, the strange
girl had been cared for as well on Fanahiva
Island as if she had been in a modern
hospital.

That evening Bart donned white drill
trousers and a clean shirt and went ashore
to visit the sick girl. He found her re-
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covered to comparative comfort and able
to carry on conversation,

“Hello,” he smiled, bending over the
mats on which she lay. “I'm Bart Lamar.
Glad to see you perking up.”

She smiled faintly. Now that her eyes
were open, Bart noticed they were blue,
with a haughty look to them.

“T understand you saved my life,” she
remarked matter-of-factly.

Bart grinned uncomfortably. “Pere
LeVaque’s been talking too much. All I
did was dig you out of the sea and dose
you with quinine.”

“Thank you,” she said crisply. “I’ll see
that you’re well rewarded. But please tell
me where the nearest cable office is. I
understand there is none on this island.”

“Cable office? I'll say there isn’t! Why,
miss, you're on Fanahiva Island. There’s
plenty of time to think of cable offices
when you’re well enough to leave for
Papeete.” :

She said quickly, “How can I get there?”

“Well,” Bart mused, “Cap’n Waite
sometimes comes down here in his trading
schooner. Twice a year.”

“Twice a year!” The girl's tone was
indignant, “Oh, but that's impossible! I
must leave immediately. It’s imperative
that I be i1 San Francisco in three weeks.”

In the South Seas, people never are
in a Lurry to do things. Bart smiled tol-
erently, but her angry stare put an end
to his humor.

“Tell you what,” he offered. “I’ll take
- you there in my scheoner, just as soon
as I get a load of shell aboard. That
won’t be more’'n a month, and it’ll take
you all of that to get back on your feet.”

“Nonsense!” she snapped, sitting up.
“I refuse to be babied this way! I insist
that you take me to Papeete tomorrow.”

Bart flushed. “I'm no taxi driver, lady,”
he growled. “Why didn’t you fly to
Papeete in that airplane of yours, instead
of coming way, to heck down here?”

It was her turn to show embarrassment.
“I was going to Tahiti,” she stammered.
“Sort of a stunt. Non-stop Hawaii to
Tahiti. ¥ failed. Must have lost my’
course.”

“You sure did, lady—with a lot to
spare! You were headed in the general
direction of the South Pole when your
motor conked. Lucky thing you fell where
there was somebody to pick you out of
the brine.”

“My compass went haywire,” she said
stiffly.

“Yeah. Sure! It couldn’t be you bit
off more than you could chew,” Bart said,
rising. “By the way, what is your name?”’

“Jane Thompson,” she said. Suddenly
she became eager. “I'll pay you well, if
you take me to Papeete tomorrow.”

Bart laughed. “I'm a pearler, lady. I
make my living from the sea, not carting
lady aviators around.”

“But this is absurd! I can’t wait here
on this forsaken island for months while
you make up your mind to go home!”

“I am home,” Bart said quietly,

E turned on his heel and left the

house. The anger her obstinacy had
churned up within him vanished quickly,
however, and he stopped at the mission
to see LeVaque and drink a glass of white
wine with him before returning to the
Puma.

“’Ave you spoken with the American
girl, Bart?” the old man asked, his eyes
twinkling whimsically.

“Yeah,” Bart growled. “She’s the origi-
nal spoiled brat, isn’t she?”

“You know who she is, of course?”

“She said her name was Jane Thomp-
son.”

The missionary laughed. “Perhaps you
ave been lost among these islands too
long, my friend, to know who is this Jane
Thompson.”

Bart shook his head.

“I will tell you. She is one of the rich-
est girls in America, rich with money
she ’as inherit from her father. Now she
is alone in the world, all she can think
of is trying foelish ways to break her
neck. Always, she flies aeroplanes to im-
possible places, or climbs' peaks never
attempted before.”

“Can’t think of anything better to do
with her money!” Bart sneered.
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The missionary shook his head. “Don’t
be harsh with her, my friend. She is
young, and alone. Everyone she meets
thinks only of her money. She may be
rich, but she is unhappy, believe me.”

“That so?” Bart mused. “I suppose I
ought to run her up to Papeete, before
she dies of boredom here.” He lit his
stubby pipe thoughtfully. “Hell, no!” he
said explosively. “I don’t care what she
is, she needs a lesson in good manners!”

OR a week and a half, Bart was as

good as his word. He went nowhere
near the American girl. Instead, he and
Maro continued their leisurely work off the
reef, stripping black shell from the valuable
bed. Occasionally Bart went ashore in the
cool of the evening to chat with the mis-
sionary and take a glass of wine with
him. On one of those evenings, he showed
the old man the black pearl.

“Mon Dieu!” exclaimed LeVaque. “You

have had great luck this trip, my friend.
That is superb!”

He studied the pearl carefully before
returning it. When it was back in Bart’s
hands again, he drew a deep breath and
shook his head.

“If I were not a good Christian, Bart,
[ would say the devils had got into your
pearl. That coloring! Never ’ave I seen
its like.”

Bart laughed. “Maro calls it the Storm
Pearl.”

The priest did not join in the laughter.
His face was serious.

“’As anyone seen this pearl?” he asked.

Bart shook his head. “Only you and
Maro, besides myself. Oh, yes—and Jorge
Vendayo.”

“Ah!” the priest cried. “I was afraid
of that! That explains why he left the
island. He thought the temptation to steal
it too great to remain.”

Bart nodded, but he thought Vendayo
had not left for so honorable reason. He
remembered the night he and Maro had
gone after the pock-marked Chilean for
quinine.

“One must be careful,” LeVaque
warned. “When I gazed at your pearl, T felt

strange desires rise within me, I wanted
to possess it for myself, but I am a good
Christian, I put aside the desire. Vendayo,
however, is not a good Christian.”

“Your advice is good, Father,” Bart
said. “Don’t worry. I'll take care of the
pearl.”

It was on this night, returning to the
beach, that Bart saw the American girl
again. He had just come out of the mis-
sion, lighting his everlasting ®ipe, when
she came up to him. At first he took her
for a native woman, for she wore a
flowered pareu, a simple, one-piece gar-
ment that covered her from arm-pits to
knees.

“Bart Lamar!” she called softly

“Who is it?” Bart. demanded. Then
“Oh!” as she stepped out of the shadow
of the palm fronds and he recognized her.
The moon was quartered that night, yet
its light was strong enough to bathe her
luxurious hair “in silver beauty.

“I have something to tell you. Some-
thing important,” she said. Her voice was
low and hurried.

“Yes?”

“Not here,” she parried quickly. “Take
me with you tomorrow, when you go after
shell.”

Bart hesitated, wondering what she was
up to.

“All right,” he agreed.
beach at sunup.”

She nodded.

The sun was just following the dawn
over the horizon when Bart came on deck
and saw the scarlet flash of her paxex
on the white beach. He {ook her with him
in one canoe, while Maro went ahead with
the equipment in the other. When they
reached the red can buoy, they lashed
the canoes together.

“Be on the

BART turned to the girl. In the morn-

ing light she was very beautiful. Now
that the last traces of the fever were
gone, her cheeks were healthily flushed.
He gave her an old shirt to put over her
shoulders so the sun would not burn_them.
The buttons of the shirt were mother-
of-pearl, large and round.
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“I couldn’t talk to you last night be-
cause I thought we might be overheard,”
she explained, as she slipped into the
shirt,

“By whom?”

“Do you know a man named Vendayo?”
she countered.

“Sure. What about him?”

“He wa; on the island two nights ago.
One of the. women told me about him.
It seems he came ashore from his schooner
to see why you hadn’t left for Papeete.”

Bart chewed his lip thoughtfully, “Did
you see him?” he asked.

“Yes. I asked him to take me to
Papeete,” Jane Thompson said, smiling
guiltily. 4 guess I didn’t like the way
you treated me.” *

Bart grinned. “I don’t blame you,” he
remarked. “I was pretty sore. But what
did Vendayo say?”

“I offered him a thousand dollars if
he would take me to Papeete on his
schooner. He refused. I couldn’t under-
stand this, because a man of his sort
doesn’t find a chance to make that much
money every day. Then I heard about your
pearl, One of his men mentioned it to
the islanders. It seems Vendayo is going
to try to take it from you. In fact, he’s
almost insane with the idea. The island
people are shaking their heads over him.
They can’t understand such greed.”

Bart nodded. “Yeah,” he grunted. “I
know about Vendayo. He took it between
the eyes when he saw the Storm Pearl.
I bardly know that I can blame him. To
a’ pearler; this big black baby can take
the place of food and drink.”
~ He rolled the pearl out of the tobacco
sack.

“It’s the colering,” he pointed out.
“You can’t be sure whether it’s beautiful
or the ugliest damn thing you've ever
seen. It mixes you up inside, and if you
aren’t too particular about the things
you do, first-think you know you’re sharp-
ening up a knife to stick in the back of
the fellow who owns it. I've seen just
that happen, too.”

“It’s lovely!” Jane breathed, gazing
at the pearl. “I begin to understand

Vendayo’s madness now. But,” she inter-
rupted herself, “what do you intend doing
about it?”

“Do?” Bart repeated. ‘“Why—nothing.
If Vendayo wants the pearl, let him try
to take it.”

Jane Thompson stared at him as if
she had not heard correctly.

“You mean you’d let him take the pearl
away from you?”

“I didn’t say that,” Bart corrected her.
“But I certainly can’t stop him from
trying.”

She shook her head slowly, eyes wide
with amazement.

“They told me that you—that you were
a strange person,” she said slowly.

Bart’s lips tightened. So tkat was crop-
ping up again!

“You mean they told you I was a
coward?” he said grimly. “A man who
never fights?” :

“Yes—that was what they said.” Her
eyes became suddenly inquiring. ‘‘Are
you?” she asked bluntly.

“T suppose I am,” he said. _

“Well, I never!” Jane gasped. “All my
life I've had a full-fledged contempt for
men. I can fly better, hunt better, swim
faster, run faster, and climb farther than
most men I kmow. But even the worst
of them never admitted he was a coward.”

Bart’s face reddened. He turned and
started. to pull on the scaphander diving
suit.

“It’s not that I’'m a coward,” he re-
torted. “Ever since I was a kid, I’ve hated
to hurt people or see them hurt. I just
don’t believe fighting settles anything.”

“How do you expect to live in a world
where fighting is the only way of sur-
viving?” she demanded. “Haven’t you any
self-respect?”

“T don’t care what people think of me,”
he insisted stubbornly, “¥f you want to
call me a coward, go ahead. I still think
my way of living is best.”

She answered him by withdrawing to
the far end of the canoe, where Maro was
preparing the rotary pump and life line.

Bart leaped angrily over the side and
hung there, his feet on the steps of a
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short Jacob’s ladder, while Maro set the
brass helmet over his head. He tightened
the thumb screws, fiddled experimentally
with the exhaust valve, and sank below
the surface.

OR half an hour he worked in the

oyster bed, stripping hoary shells from
the rock outcroppings and stuffing them
in his net bag. As he walked about, his
thoughts dwelt persistently on what Jane
Thompson had said to him. Many people
had branded him a coward before, because
of his contempt for fighting, but never
before had the word rankled so.

When he had filled his net, he lifted
a hand to the life line to signal for the
ascent. As he did so, he saw, through the
barred glass window of his helmet, some-
thing that caused him to freeze,

Before him, stretching on the white
sand with languorous ease, were several
snakelike tentacles. They led into the dark
recesses of a coral cave. Without thinking
twice, Bart knew they were the tentacles
of an octopus, and a large one at that.

‘He lowered his arm slowly and began
backing away from the coral cliff. Any
sharp, noticeable gesture on his part might
attract the creature’s attention. Bart knew
only too well what would be the result;
driving through the water at incredible
speed with its rocket-like siphon, the oc-
topus would be on him, wrapping him
about like a mummy, using its eight writh-
ing tentacles, each one equipped with a
double row of vacuum suckers.

He had tangled with the baggy, shape-
less things before and had no desire to
repeat the experience. His only thought
was to back far enough away so that he
would not be noticed when he ascended
to the surface.

As he backed, he noticed a moray eel
slide off the coral cliff and stir up a cloud
of sand. Without realizing the nearness
of danger, the eel wriggled over one of
the outstretched tentacles. Instantly it was
caught in a vise-strong grip. It responded
with its sole weapon of defense, an in-
stant and vicious discharge of electricity,
strong enough to stun a horse. The ten-

tacle relaxed its grip and the eel slipped
away. A moment later the octopus came
out of its lair, white eyes glaring about
for the offender whe had all but electro-
cuted him, Spying the eel, he shot down
on it.

Sucker-plated arms wrapped around the
eel’s body, crushing it. Vainly the eel
discharged its electric shock. It seemed too
weak to affect the octopus. In a few
short moments, the eel writhed in its
death struggle as the octopus drew it
under its bulbous bag and ripped it to
shreds with a parrotlike beak.

Bart watched this struggle fearfully,
until he saw the octopus start back to
its cave with the eel. It had not seen
him. In a moment it would be safe to
signal Maro that he wanted to ascend.

Suddenly the octopus stopped. Won-
dering why the beast did not finish its
eel, Bart glanced around. Then he saw
what had caught the creature’s attention.
A misty figure was descending—another
diver!

Bart caught his breath, horror washing
over him. That diver could be none
other than Jane Thompson. Evidently she
had coaxed Maro into letting her use
the spare suit, . . .

HELPLESS and unable to warn the girl,
Bart watched her reach the bottom
and struggle to get her balance. Beneath
the diving suit, her parenx floated about
bare legs.

She could not have come down in a
worse place. The octepus was not ten
feet from her. Bart glanced at the mon-
ster. It had released the shredded eel.
That meant it saw a larger, more succu-
lent prey. >

The girl had evidently not seen the
octopus, for she raised one hand in greet-
ing to Bart and started toward him. He
dared not move even to return the greet-
ing, for fear the monster would charge.
The one chance he had was to get near
enough to her to pull an emergency signal
on her life line. Then Maro could pull
her out of danger.

He edged toward her. He was close
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enough to see the pallor of her face and
the trickle of blood from her nostrils. She
was unused to the pressure, even at this
moderate depth.

The octopus had remained as immo-
bile as granite since releasing the body
of the eel. Now it turned its coloring
a deep, mottled purple that blended per-
fectly with the background. Bart knew
it was about to make a swift charge
on the unsuspecting girl. He prayed that
he might get his hands on her life line
before that happened. In spite of the cold
water around him,. his forehead dripped
with sweat. He saw the octopus arrange
its tentacles behind it, the way a cat
gets into .position to swoop down on a
mouse.

Jane was close now. Desperately, Bart
risked everything by lunging for her. He
caught her life line and yanked four
times.

For just one long, agonizing second
nothing happened. Then Maro began pull-
ing the girl up. Just as her feet swung
past Bart’s head, the sea turned into
a black cloud. The octopus had charged,
spitting out its sepia to veil its actions.
Powerful tentacles wrapped around Bart’s
legs and body. He could feel the suction
of the vacuum cups draw the blood
through his skin.

Bart managed to keep his right arm
free by holding it high. With it, he hacked
fiercely at the tentacles with his shark
knife. Although he could see nothing be-
cause of the sepia, he felt one of the
tentacles relax and knew he had cut it
through.

Once the monster had secured a grip
on him, it struggled no more. Instead,
it exerted all its strength in an effort to
squeeze the life out of Bart. His ribs bent
under the strain, and he knew he would
have to act quickly or be crushed like
the moray eel.

Maro must, by now, have got Jane
to the surface. Bart raised his hand to
the life line to signal for his own as-
cent. The octopus sensed the move and
jerked him violently by the legs, almost
upsetting him, :

When he regained his balance once
more, Bart tried again, this time more
cautiously. He grasped the line and yanked
four times. Maro pulled at once.

But the octopus had fastened as many
tentacles to the sea floor as it had on
Bart and the two were securely anchored.
Maro pulled again, but he could not
break the hold. The octopus tightened
its grip and squeezed convulsively. Bart
groaned with the pain of straining liga-
ments and bones near to cracking.

A slight tidal current set in and washed
away the sepia. Bart found himself star-
ing full into a pair of bloodshot, baleful
eyes. Shuddering at their closeness, he
drove the shark knife deep between them.
The creature jerked violently and clouded
the waters with more sepia. Bart, sick
with the nearness of the disgusting thing,
jerked wildly at his life line, and Maro
pulled again. Jane Thompson was evi-
dently helping him, for the pull was
stronger now.

They pulled in timed jerks, as if count-
ing “one, two, three, four” and yanking
at each count. This was a plan Bart and
Maro had laid long before for just such
an emergency. Timing his move with one
of the powerful jerks, Bart twisted sud-
denly and slashed at the anchoring ten-
tacles with the shark knife.

It worked. Two of the arms were cut
through, and Maro’s heave broke two
others loose from the bedrock. Man and
creature skyrocketed for the surface.

THE octopus lashed wildly as they shot
up, wrapping all its remaining arms
around Bart in an effort to crush him
to a pulp in a final, punishing embrace.
The sharp, parrotlike beak raked deep
into his chest through the stout canvas
diving suit. Pain seared his side like a
branding iron.

They broke surface in a welter of foam.
Bart caught a momentary glimpse of the
canoe and Maro, puzzled, standing in the
stern. When the brown man spied the
octopus he shouted and, catching up a
fishing lance from the bottom of the
canoe, leaped into the sea.
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Coming up under the octopus, he drove
the spear deep into its bag. The monster
released Bart and turned on this new
menace, its eyes brimming with red-veined
malevolence.

Bart slashed again and again into the
bag and tentacles of the creature. The
sharp knife glittered in the sunlight, then
became clouded with murky blood.
Stricken and paralyzed, the octopus sank
below the surface.

Jane Thompson leaned over the side
of the canoe and helped Maro drag Bart
in. They removed the heavy helmet and
awkward diving suit and then turned
their attention to the wound inflicted by
the octopus’ beak.

It was a jagged slash across his chest,
laying two ribs bare to the cruel salt
air. Jane’s face went white.

“Oh!” she gasped. “That’s horrible!”

Bart’s jaws were tightly clamped to-
gether. He managed to open them long
enough to mutter, “Guess I needed a little
ventilation.”

His legs were covered with red splotches
where the vacuum plates had sucked his
blood.

“Take me back to the Puma, Maro,” he
mumbled. “I need a shot of whiskey.”

ANE helped the brown man unlash the

two canoes. Taking one in tow, they
paddled toward the pass through the reef.
Bart lay flat on his back in the bottom of
the narrow craft, his eyes closed. Jane
sat in the stern. Once Bart opened his
eyes and saw her staring at him.

“Thanks for saving my life—the second
time,” she said simply. “I argued Maro
into letting me use the spare suit. I wanted
to see what diving was like. Picked a
fine time to try, didn’t I?”

“That’s all right,” he replied gruffly.

Her eyes did not leave his face. “You're
the bravest coward T ever met,” she said
huskily. *

They got Bart aboard the Puma and
stretched him on the after deck. Pere
LeVaque came out immediately upon
Maro’s summons.

“Thank God!” he exclaimed, when he

heard of the fight with the sea monster.
“You are one lucky chap, Bart.”

He inspected the wound carefully.

“Not too bad,” he decided. “It ’urts
because the flesh was torn, and it will
‘urt more when I clean it.”

“Go ahead,” Bart ordered.

LeVaque poured a generous application
of iodine into the cut, after bathing it
thoroughly. Bart winced as the antiseptic
bit into his flesh. LeVaque stitched the
lips of the gash together with boiled
sail twine from the Puma’s repair Kkit.

“There!” he announced with satisfac-
tion. “Keep on drinking whiskey until the
pain is gone. You'll be all right.”

Bart nodded and helped himself from
the bottle Maro nudged toward him.

“Thanks, Father,” he said. “I’ll be fit
for work in a day or two. I want to finish
cleaning out that bed of black shell.”

“What?” Jane cried. “You can’t go
back there again! That creature may still
be alive!”

“He’s pretty sick, if he is,” Bart re-
torted. “Besides, I want that shell.”

The missionary’s features suddenly con-
tracted in sober lines.

“T think it would be best if you leave
that bed for another time, mon ami,”
he said.

Bart glanced inquiringly at him., Le
Vaque said:

“The natives ashore are talking. They
say Vendayo did not leave the island. He
is waiting to take the black pearl from
you and he is growing impatient.”

Bart’s hand closed over the tobacco
sack and its precious contents.

“This pearl seems to be causing a hell
of a lot of trouble,” he observed drily.

Jane’s eyes, troubled and disturbed,
sought his.

“Is the pearl really valuable?” she
asked.

“Valuable!” Bart said. “I'll tell the
world it is! I guess you don’t know much
about pearls. Just look at it!” He swung
the tobacco sack out of his shirt and
dumped the pearl into her hands. “It’s
the biggest one you’ll ever see. But that
isn’t as important as the fact that it’s



22 THE STORM PEARL

perfect. Its shape is a perfect sphere, and
its coloring is entirely new. Why, you
could go mad looking at that black and
green devill Maro was right when he
called it the Storm Pearl.”

Bart’s voice was rich with enthusiasm
as he pointed out the pearl’s good fea-
tures. But Jane did not look at the
pearl. Instead, she stared unhappily at
Bart.

“I'm—I'm afraid I have something aw-
ful to confess,” she said.

Bart glanced at her sharply, and she
turned her face away.

“I promised Vendayo I would take
the pearl from you and give it to him.”
Her voice was low and trembling.

“What?” Bart cried, leaping to his
feet.

“You wouldn’t take me to Papeete,”
Jane said, her voice almost inaudible.
“Vendayo said he would—if I got the
pearl for him.”

Bart’s face was white with rage. “Why,
you sneaking little snob!” he grated. He
stepped toward her, but Pere LeVaque
intervened.

“One minute, my friend,” the mission-
ary warned. “Let us ’ear what the young
lady ’as to say for herself.”

“Talk fast!” Bart snapped.

ANE faced them eagerly, her twining

and untwining fingers betraying her
anxiety. “If T had known the pearl was
so valuable, T never would have agreed
to the idea,” she said. “I wanted to pay
Vendayo to take me to Papeete. When
he refused, I thought I could give him
the pearl and pay Bart for it.”

“You did, eh!” Bart grated. “I sup-
pose you can afford to pay one hundred
thousand dollars for a jaunt to Papeete!
That’s what the pearl’s worth!”

Her eyes widened. She brushed back
the red-gold lock of hair that had’ fallen
over her eyes.

“One hundred thousand!” she repeated
dumbly. “I thought—I thought perhaps
one thousand dollars would be enough.
Things are so much cheaper here in the
islands.”

Bart snorted. “One thousand dollars
for the Storm Pearl?” he said. “The buyers
in Paris will go mad bidding against
each other when they see it. The final
price might well be five hundred thou-
sand. Robbery’s still robbery, Miss Thomp-
son—even in the islands. You sure must
have been in a hurry to get back to the
States!”

“I am!” she cried. “I'm in a dreadful
hurry. But I know that doesn’t excuse
what I've done. I'm so sorry, Bart—"

“It’s a good thing you didn’t go through
with it,” Bart told her. “Vendayo has
five in his crew, and plenty of guns for
them.”

“Bart!” Jane cried, her eyes wide. “I
forgot! Vendayo’s coming—”

A noise in the forward cabin caused
them all to turn. Vendayo stepped through
the bulkhead, an automatic in one hand.

“You talk too much, sefiorita,” he
growled. “I should have known better
than to trust a woman.”

“Bart!” Jane screamed. “Bart, believe
me, I—"

“Shut up!” Bart interrupted her rough-
ly. “You’re sorry—so what? Vendayo gets
the pearl and you can go with him to
Papeete. That’s what you wanted.”

The Chilean grinned. “That’s right,
Bart. I get the pearl. No hard feelin’s
between you and me, but I get the pearl.
Not the woman, though. I don’t trust
her.”

ART smiled grimly and yanked the

tobacco sack out of his shirt and

held it out to Vendayo. Then he remem-
bered he had given the pearl to Jane.

“She has it,” he growled, waving at the
girl.

“Give her the pouch,” Vendayo com-
manded. “She can put the pearl in it for
safe keeping. I don’t want to lose it, now
that I've got it, do I?”

Bart did not reply. He tossed the sack
to Jane. She caught at it, but missed
and stooped to pick it up. Fumbling, she
put the pearl in and gave it to Vendayo.

Maro and Bart made no move to in-
terfere, but their eyes never left Ven-
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dayo’s gun. They hoped it might waver
slightly, just enough for one of them to
leap on the Chilean. But luck was against
them. Vendayo’s lips curled. He knew
what they were thinking.

“Too late, amigos mies,” he boasted.
“Once the pearl is in my hands, it never
leaves.”

“You are a brutal man, Vendayo,” Pere
LeVaque said quietly. “You are heaping
sins upon your head.”

“Save the sermon for Bart,” Vendayo
snapped. “He will need religion!”

The Chilean stepped past them and
went up the companionway. They heard
him slip the painter from one of the
canoes and paddle away.

Unmindful of his recent wound, Bart
cursed feelingly and went up the com-
panionway two steps at a time. A bullet
sang dangerously near his scalp, but he
ducked low and scrambled aft, where the
second canoe trailed in the breeze. Maro
followed him.

“We’ll have to nab him before he can
get ashore!” Bart shouted.

Jane Thompson hurried after him.
“Wait, Bart!” she cried. “I must tell you
something.”

“You've had your say!” Bart snarled.
“Get below, or you’ll stop a bullet!”

As if to emphasize his remark, a slug
crashed into the deck not two feet from
where she stood. Pere LeVaque dragged
her back into the pretection of the cabin.

Paying no attention to the fusillade
Vendayo loosed at them, Bart and Maro
dropped into the second canoe. Although
the two of them could easily overtake
the single paddler, hampered as he was
by pausing to fire at them, Bart checked
their speed. He had neticed that Vendayo’s
gun was a German Luger and he was
counting the shots, When the eighth one
whined past, he leaned on his paddle.

“Come on, Maro!” he cried. “It’s now
or never! He’ll have to stop paddling to
load again.”

The canoe surged forward, splitting
the tranquil lagoon with the sharp fur-
row of its wake. They could see Vendaye
drop his gun and paddle desperately in

an effort to reach the white strand of
beach first. He soon saw the pursuing
canoe would overtake him long before
he could reach his goal. Frantically, he
laid aside his paddle and started jamming
fresh cartridges into the clip of his auto-
matic.

Bart knew that half seconds counted.
If Vendayo managed to get his gun loaded
first, he could blast them at close range.
He tightened his lips and thrust his
paddle deep into the lagoon, pitting the
strength of his muscles against Vendayo’s
nimble fingers.

They were almost beside Vendayo when
the Chilean gave a triumphant shout and
sprang up, brandishing the reloaded gun.

“You asked for it, Bart!” he’ cried,
aiming at the American’s head.

“Over we go, Maro!” Bart roared, and
gripped the gunwales with both hands.
As if one brain controlled their actions,
both men threw their weight heavily to
one side. The canoe was long and nar-
row and had no outrigger to steady it.
Unbalanced by their weight, it rolled
crazily and capsized, carrying them be-
neath the surface. Vendayo’s shot crashed
into the upturned bottom.

Bart and Maro dove deep, away from
the overturned canoe. Something hurtled
past them through the water, leaving a

slanting trail of bubbles behind. Another

followed. Vendayo was shooting wildly
into the water, trying to keep them under
until they drowned.

BART gripped Maro’s shoulder and
pointed up at the dark shape of
Vendayo’s canoe. They rose silently
through the crystal-clear water until they
were directly beneath it. Ranging them-
selves together on one side, they reached
above the surface and gripped the gunwale.
This canoe, the one they used as the shell
canoe, was equipped with an outrigger
to steady it. They heaved mightily.
The outrigger flashed through the air.
A dark shape plunged into the water,
lashing wildly. Bart flung himself on
Vendayo and ripped the gun out of his
hands. :
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Maro righted the canoe and helped
Bart load Vendayo back into it. The
Chilean was spluttering and coughing,
for he was not at home in the water,
as most pearl divers are.

In the canoe, Bart’s first move was to
search the man’s pockets. In one he found
the tobacco sack. A quick pressure assur-
ing him the giant pearl was still in it,
he slung it about his neck once more.

“So no one could take the pearl from
you, once you had it, eh, Vendayo?” he
taunted.

The Chilean sat up, still gasping for
breath, His face was dark with anger.

“By heaven, Bart Lamar,” he cried,
“I'll get that pearl if I have to cut it
out of your belly!”

“That’s what you think,” Bart retorted.
To Maro he said, “Let’s take him ashore
and dump him on the beach. I don’t like
the smell of him.”

“Me not like it, too,” Maro said, screw-
ing his features into a comical expression
of disgust. “He the baddest smelling fish
I ever catch!”

THEIR race had brought them close to
the beach, and several strokes of their
paddles grounded the canoe. Bart lifted
Vendayo in his arms and dropped him
uncetemoniously on the sand.

“One word of advice, Vendayo,” he
warned. “Don’t come near the Puma again,
We won'’t feel like playing, next time.”

“Boss! Look!” Maro howled.

Bart whirled. A whaleboat had appeared
from behind the second islet enclosed in
the reef of Fanahiva. It was manned by
five Kanakas—Vendayo’s crew.

“Hell!” Bart said.

Vendayo hopped to his feet. “See? You
shot off your mouth too soon, Bart!” he
crowed. “Those boys have rifles!”

Bart sized up the situation. The whale-
boat could intercept him if he tried to
make for the. Puma. They had no guns
with them, for Vendayo’s automatic had
been lost in the struggle.

“We aren’t licked yet,” he cried sud-
denly, “Come on, Vendayo, shake the
lead out of your pants!”

“Where you takin’ me?”

“Into the jungle,” Bart said. “You're
our hostage. If you try anything I don’t
like, I'll do some of that belly-slitting you
were yapping about.”

Vendayo sneered. “That’s fine talk,
Bart, but you’re bluffing. You’re a cow-
ard. You never fight.”

Bart grinned, but there was no humor
in the grin. “I might learn how all of
a sudden,” he retorted.

Driving Vendayo like a cow, Bart and
Maro ran for the cover of broad pan-
danus and palm trees. Behind them, the
Kanakas beached their whaleboat and
plunged into the undergrowth. They were
clever. They fanned out, shouting to each
other constantly to keep together, and be-
gan flanking their quarry.

“Those muchachos are smart,” Vendayo
said. “You can’t lose them.”

“Maybe not,” Bart said shortly. “Mean-
time, you keep moving!”

Finally the shouts of the pursuers came
from all sides. There was no way to go.
Bart turned to Vendayo.

“Tell them to go away!” he ordered.
“If they come any clcser, I'll kill you.”

“You wouldn’t kill anyone,” Vendayo
sneered. “You’re a coward.” :

Bart’s fingers closed around the Chil-
ean’s scrawny throat. Vendayo’s face
turned black and his eyes bulged. He
clawed at Bart’s arms like a drowning
cat. Then Bart released his grip.

“Tell them!” he commanded.

There was no doubt about who was a
coward. Vendayo’s high-pitched voice
screamed out something in Hawaiian.
Answering shouts came from the Kanakas.
Vendayo spoke again, rapidly.

“What did he say, Maro?” Bart asked.

Maro looked puzzled. “I think he tell
them to go to whaleboat and wait. T not
sure, though. Kanaka tongue different
from Marquesan.”

“I told them to go back, all right,”
Vendayo whimpered. “But T'll get you,
Bart, and T'll get that black pearl, too.”

Bart said nothing in reply. He yanked
the Chilean to his feet.

“We’ll head east, to the native village,”
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he said to Maro. “Pere LeVaque’s house-
boy can take us out to the Puma.”

They plunged into the jungle again.
There were no more shouts around them
from pursuing Kanakas. Bart had just
begun to feel that they would make it
safely to the village, when the leaves
about him stirred and he found himself
surrounded by a ring of rifle muzzles.

“What the hell is this?”’ he roared, leap-
ing back.

“No move!” one of the Kanakas warned
him,

Vendayo laughed. “Thought it would
be easy, did you?” He ripped the tobacco
sack from Bart’s neck. “My boys are
really smart!”

“You never told them to go back,”
Bart blazed.

“Sure I did,” Vendayo said. “They
were bright enough to disobey orders.”

Bart and Maro glanced around. The
situation was hopeless. They were out-
numbered badly. Bart bit his lip as he
watched Vendayo pocket the tobacco sack.

“Now that’s how I like to do my
pearlin’,” Vendayo said, winking at his
crew. “No diving. No sweating. Just like
gatherin’ flowers.”

The Kanakas grinned. Maro muttered
under his breath and started to raise his
arms, but the quick alertness of the rifle-
men discouraged him.

“You win this time,” Bart said with-
out emotion.

“Si, sefior,” Vendayo assured him. “And
there won’t be any next time.”

BART turned away, Maro following.
They trudged silently through the
few yards that separated them from the
village. Taking one of the canoes drawn
up on the beach, they returned to the
schooner.

Jane Thompson and LeVaque were
waiting for them. They did not have
to ask the outcome of the fight. Bart’s
tense face told them Vendaye now owned
the pearl.

“I'm sorry, Bart,” Jane said.

“Let’s not talk about it,” he snapped.

“But Bart—"

He whirled suddenly and caught her
around the waist, dragging her over one
knee. In spite of her angry protests, he
brought his flat hand down sharply. She
struggled away from him, her face red
and angry.

“You—you—" she cried.

“Shut up!” Bart said. “I had that
whack at you coming to me. I paid a
pretty high price for it—one hundred
thousand dollars.”

“You shouldn’t have done that, my
friend,” LeVaque said.

“Think not, Father? I disagree. She
had it coming to her. If I ever saw a
spoiled, pampered brat who thought her
money could buy anything, she’s it!”

“But Miss Thompson has something to
tell you.”

“Nothing she could tell me would be
of interest,” Bart said. “Moreover, I don’t
care how or when she gets back to Pa-
peete.”

“If I give you the pearl, will you take
me back?” Jane asked quickly, forgetting
her anger.

Bart’s gaze was disdainful. “I suppose
you’ll steal it from Vendayo,” he jeered.

“T don’t have to,” she said. “Look!”
She held out her hand. In it lay the
black pearl.

Bart stared at it as if bewitched. Then
he took it between his fingers and pressed
it to make sure it was real.

“How?” he muttered stupidly