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Lowest Price — Easiest Terms
Ever Offered

ERE’s your chance to own that brand new Genu-

ine Model 3 Corona you've wanted — on the

easiest terms ever offered —at LOWEST PRICE ever offered.
Complete in every detail; back spacer, etc., Manufacturer’s Guaran-
tee. Recognized the world over as the finest, strongest, sturdiest
portable built.

ours for 10 DAYS FREE

ry this wonderful portable typewriter =—the same machine that has
satisfied 500,000 users. Experience the joy this personal writing portable typewri.er
can give you! Useit ten days free! See how easy it 1s to run and_the splendidly typed
Jetters it turns out. Ideal for the office desk, home, traveling. Small, compact, light,
convenient. Don’t send out letters, manuscripts, reports, bills in poor handwriting when
Zou can have this Corona at such a low price on such easy terms. Remember these are

rand new machines right out of the Corona tactory.
r--------------------------

» Save Money—Use this Coupon 1

) Smith Typewriter Sales Corp., {Corona Division) :
) 469 E. Ohio St., Chicago, Ill. Dept. A-31

Ship me the Corona, F. O. B Chicago Qo arrival 1’1l deposit $2

Carrying Case Encluded
If You Act Now!

Leatheroid carrying
case, oller, instruc-
tions, free on this
offer. Send nomoney |
—just the coupon. t
Without delayor red
tape we will send you
the Corona. Try it
10 days. If you decide to keep it, send us }
only $2—then $3 a month until our spe-
cial price of $39.90 is paid. Now is the
time to buy. Mail coupon todayl

with expresa agent. 11 I kcep the machine, J')l nend yoo $3 ®
mooth until the $37 90 balance of $39 9U price is paid: tho title to
remain with you until then. 1am to bave 10 dagn to try the type-
writer If Idecide not to heep s, ] wil) repack apd return to ex-
press agent and get my money back. Yoo are to give your stand-
ard guarantev.
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FREE TRIP 1o
Hol(yu)ood and

Given ANYONE 1o
Name This Ve

Body Powder~ m-
This Offer Open to Everyone

We want you to help us select a name for a new Body
Dusting Powder we are putting on the market. We
{eel sure yon have io mind some name either simple
or [ancy . .. or you cao suggest one after a few
momeunls’ thought. It makes no difference who you are or where you live,
you can win this $1000.00 cash and a Free Trip to the famous city of
Hollywood by simply sending us the most suitable name for our new Body
Powdecr at once. This is all you have to do to win. Can you think of an easier way
to make 81000.00 and secnre a Fiee Trip to the land of Movie Siars with all expenses

paid? Not a thing to buy. not a thing to scll 1o win both of these valuable prizes
. $1000.00 cash and a Free Trip to Hollywood.

Any Name May Small Town Barber
Win Wins $1100 Cash

We recently offered $1,000 for a name fur
our tooth paste and $100.00 extra for prompt-
ness. Larry Dounclly. proprictor of o barber
shop in o sniall town lu Penusylrania, sub-
auitted the aume ACID-QFF, lle did not
think much of it, so Imagine Lis swprlse
when uotified that the judges selected this
name as winner, and puld hlm $1100.00
casb. larry's future was not very bright
when be entered our contest, but now, with
the cash in the bank, and the story of his
auccess on the front page of the local news-
papers, he practically became famous over
night. You, too, heve this same opportunity;
the very namo you have in mind now m
bring you this spluldnd prize and glorious
trip, together with the eame famo and for-
tune enjoyed by Larry. Wouldn't it be de-
Iightful to win? Wouldn’t it be u, startling
surpriso to your friendsf Don’t think you
win, for your opportunirty 1s just as
vaod as aenyone's 1f will send in &

For Promptness

Can you think of anything
more pleasant than a trip to
1he famous city of movie stars.
with all expenses paid —to
spend a whole delightful week.
haveaprivatecarand craufteur
at your command, see the show
places of Hollywood, lLos
Angeles, and ocean beaches -
observe a picture in the mak-
ing. and sce the famous stars?
This is your opportunity. Send
a name at once, be the winner,
spend aglorious vacation at our
expense. When it's over, return
with our check for $1,000 in
your pocket. If you are unable
to come we will send the
$1000.00 and give you the cost
of the trip in cash. We bope you
can come, and make this the
greatest event of your life,

We have paid thousands of dol-
lars in prizes, and usually the
person who least expected to win
received the prize. You, too, may
win just by sending a opame. It
costs you nothing to try and your
opportunity to win is just as good
as anyone's, for any name may
win. This body powder is to be
used oo the body just like face
powder is used on the face. Itis
particularly soothing and pleas-

Contest Rules

‘This contest is open to everyone except
members of this firm. its employees

and their relatives.
Bach_contestant may send only one name.
Bending two or more mames will cause all

names submitted by that person fo be
ihrown out. The prize will Le awarded to
the one sending the name we choose from
among these submilted. Contest closes De-

cember 20, 1930. Dupluam prizes will bo
given in case of ties.

To win the n.mnes: prizo of 8 free
trip to 1ollywood, the winuing name
suggested must be malled within threo
days after our announceinent 1w read.
@ H. M. P CO. 1930

HOLLYWOOD MARVEL PRODUCTS CO.
Hollywood, Calif.

Dept. 123 1023 N. Sycamore Ave.,

ant after the bath, and gives the
body an odor as alluring and

fragrant as a fresh morn-
ing breeze from a Holly-

you
. Do 1t right now! The very name ycu
in,

wood Flower Garden. In
choosing a name you may
use a coined word, such as

. Odorsweet, Fairytouch.
Rosekist, etc., or the name of
a flower, tree. bird, or any
other name that comes to
your mind may be submitted

1023

Hollywood Marvel Products Co,,
. Sycamore Ave., Hollywood, Callf,
Dept. 123

Enclosed Is my suggestion for a namo.
Date this announcement was read............
Date my sucgestion 1s malled................
Name. ..
Address.

NOTE— Being prampt for
tree uip as outlined ln this snnouncement.

the

qualifies you

=

In answcering

this adveriigement it

ig desiradle ihat

you mcnlion

{hig manazine.
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Are You Out of a Job

THEN SEND ME YOUR NAME
AND I'LL GIVE YOU AN AMAZING OPPORTUNITY TO

Make $15 a Day

Are you out of work or afraid of
losing your job? Are you wounder-
ing where the money is coming
from to pay your bills? Are you
dissatisfied with being hard pressed
for money every lime there's a slack
season ? o
Then you're the man or woman I'm
looking for. I've got a good opening
for you right now—a wonderful propo-
sition that offers a chance to start right
in making up to $15 a day—full time
or spare time—in pleasant,

earnings of a tew of my Representalives
show the wonderful possibilities. And
right now, 1 am in a position to offer
you a proposition evcz beftcy than the
one I gave these people!

No Capital or Experi-
ence Needed

My offer is simply this. You act as my
Authorized Representative in your lo-
cality—calling on your friends and my

established customers

dignified work. There will be
no slack seasons. With my
proposttion I'll guarantee you
steady work as long as yon
teant i’

FREE!

NOT a contest.
A brand-new car free

—and taking care of their

Neow Ford orders for my fast-selling
Tudor line of Groceries and
Sedan

Household Necessities. All
my customers in your lo-
cality must order from

1 offer

seasons or layoffs. No losing your jcb
when you need mouey most.

Send No Money

I don't want your money. You posi-
tively don't need any capital. All I want
is a chance to lay the facts before you.
It you want his amazing chance to
make g15 a day—with an old, reliable,
million-dollar manufacturing company—
then mail the coupon and see how easy
it is to get started. Don't miss this
chance. It doesn't cost a penny to in-
vestigate. Mail the coupon. Do it to-
day—RIGHT NOW!

AlL HHIS

to producers as an| you because / never sell
$110 a Week | oroducers as an| sou becavse /oxewer sell | yupigy wis, Presito, American Pt tr. i
Just send me your name. | —in addition to their | your own hours and work | 548 Memmeuth Avence, Clac 1
‘Tuat's all 1 ask. I'll show large cash profits as you please. No time- J 1'm tired of short pay and lonz layoﬂs.
you bow Sol. Korenblit, of Muil coupon for par- clock to punch. No slack Tell me about your plan that offers a
N. Y.. took hold of my prop- ticulars. } sure. steady chance to make $156 a day ']
—storting at once. Also explain your
osition and made 1o a L ) FREE Ford Offcr. 1
week. L. Lennon writes,

"After leaving my old job last Thurs- ) 1
day I went out Friday morning and made ] Name....o.oiinniiiin . '
$30.63 in 7% hours "' Mrs. Jewel I1ackett,
of Olio, cleared $33 in = hours—more VeaQareas, o m i .1
than she formerly made in two whole | ]
weeks in a factory. Of course some  l-odNEnmealRllapey> B ]
make more than others. But these big b Q A1 Co. Print or Write I-mmm ¥

In anawering this advertisement (f {s desirable (hat

you mention thisa magazine.
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Pick Your
Own Job!

I'll Help You To Get It

RAILWAY POSTAL CLERK
$1900 to $2700 a year
POST OFFICE CLERK
$1700 to $2100 a year
Special Clerks at $2200 to $2300
CITY MAIL CARRIER
$1700 to $2100 a year
R.F.D. MAIL CARRIER
$1800 to $2300 a year
INTERNAL REVENVE and
CUSTOMS HOUSE POSITIONS
$1140, $1680, to $3000 a year and up
Extra Pay for Overtime
POSTMASTER
$1200 to $2500 a year
DEPARTMENTAL CLERK
$1440 Lo $1620 a yoar and up Lo $:3000 a year

IMPORTANT NOTIC
amination coming.
allowances Is $2759.

—Itallway Postal Clerks’ ex-
Average yearly pay with

Government positions. All you nced is to pass an examina-

NO special experlence required (o get ono of these atiractive
tion: it ls easy if you prepare for it.

And thal’s my

Lus: 5. Kor cizht years 1 wus a Sccretary Examiner. Since
then l hl\c helped thousands Into \M'll paid Government positions,
and 1 can help you get there too. 1 know how to train you to get
highest rating in Civil Scrvice Examinations, which will qualify
you for first positlons open. You get the job you're after within a
year of possing examjuations—or it costs you nothing.

Good Pay, Short Hours, Steady Work

Get rid of the bugaboos of hard times, strikes, lay-offs, job-
hunting that you must always worry about in ordinary Jobs. Don’t
stick in the low-pay jubs that start you off in a rut and keep you
there. Work for Unclo Sam lu a fino position_you can’t lase “for
any religious, Icre’s a wonderful
position you can ea 5
vear to start; where there are no strikes or lockouts, where you
get vacations with pay, retirement penslons, 8-hour day, automatic
vearly salary raises, unlimited opportunities for quick ‘advancement
and many other advantages you can‘t get anywhere elsel

FREE My New Book “How To

Secure a Gov’t Position”

It vou are a citlzen, eighteen or over, you can get the Civil
Scrvice IPosition you want. Write today for my new free book that
tolls all about the Ctvil Service—the johs open, what you must do
to get the job, the pay, the vacation, an 1 the hxg advant-gc-
of Government Positions. Find out just how I
can help vou land a steady good-paving posl-
tion in the Civil Scrvice in Washington, trav-
elling, or near your home. Mail the coupon
or n postal today.

A.R. PATTERSON, Civil Service Expert

PATTERSON SCHOOL

7210 Wisner Bldg., Rochester, N.Y.

PATTERSON SCHOOL,
7210 Wisner Bullding,
Ttochester, New York.

Plense send mo wur blg frea book and tell me how I can secura
a position with the U. 3. Government paying me $1,900 to $3,308
a year, with e\t‘ellenl chance for rapid advancement. This doesn’t
cost me & ponny.

AdAress. ..ooeeineiiiennnn srererasaienes

City..ouiiuseninannnns BTBte. iiiriaiaeninane

Classified Advertising

The Purpose of this Department ia to put the reader
In touch immediately mln the newast nevd!\us for tha
HOME, OFFICE, FARM, to offer, or seek,
an unusual BUSINESS OPl'OETLIVIT‘A or to suggest
a service that may be performed satisfactorily throush
correspondence. It will pay a housewife or business man
equally well to rvad these advertisemcnts carefully.

November 22nd Classified Forms Close Octoher 15th

AGENTS & SALESMEN WANTED

UNUSUAL OPPORTUNITY —$100 WEEKLY BSELLING
BETTER QUALITY, ALL-WOOL, union-made-to-measure suits
and topcoats ut $23.50 and $31.. Bulld big repeat business.
Liberal bonus for producers. ge swatch samples FBEE.
W. Z. GIBSON, INC., 500 Throop, Dept. X-409, Chicago.

HELP AND INSTRUCTION

U. S. GOVERNMENT JOBS. $1260—$2000 year. Men—women,
18—50. Steudy work. Vacation. Common educetion usually sufi-
cient. 25 coached free, Full particulars FREE. Write imme-
dlately l‘R\l\Kl.IN INSTITUTE, Dept. R-1, Rochester, N. Y.

HELP WANTED—MALE

FIREMEN, BRAKEMEN BAGGAGEMEN CBLORED TRAIN
‘OR SLEEP AR PORTERS, $150-$250 MONTHLY. FX-
I’Enlb'\ll‘h ()T NE(EBSARY. 836 BAILWAY INSTBU(‘TI(]N
IIUBEAU LAST ST. LOULS, 1LL.

"SONG POEM OR MELODY WRITERS—OUB of America’s
popular song wrilers with an amazing record of achievements
offers you a “‘real’” proposition. Be convinced now. HIBBELER,
DI lltH Keystone, Chicago.

MICHIGAN FARM LANDSFORSALE

MONEY MADE IN MICHIGAN POTATOES. $10 DOWN
NOW AND EASY TERMS BUYS LAND NEAR MARBKETS,
LAKES, STREAMS. WRITE TODAY. SWIGART & CO.,

M-601, 32 NO. STATE ST. BLDG., CHICAGO.
PHOTOPLAYS

$55 PHOTOPLAY IDEAS FOR BOTH SILENT _AND

TALKING

PICTURES ACCEPTED ANY I'ODLM FOR CRITK-
CISM, COPYRIGHT AND SUDBMISSION TO STUDIOS. Estab.
1217, Booklet freo, UNIVERSAL SCENARIO CO., 238 Western
and Santa Moniva Bldg., Hollywood, Calif.

TOBACCO

SWEAR OFF TOBACCO. NO MATTER JIOW J1ONG YOU
BE A VICTIM, NO MATTER 1IO0W STRONG YOUR
NU, NO MATTER IN WIAT FORM YOU USE TO-
ACCO, TIERL I8 HELP FOR YOU. Just send posteard or
letter for our Free Dook. It explains everything. NEWELL
PHARMACAL CO., Dept. 845, Clayton Statlon, St. Louis, Mo.

PATENT ATTORNEYS

Patents. Booklet Froe. ‘Highest referencea. best results. Prompt-
ness assured. Send ving or mo WATSON E. COLEMAN,
Registered Patent Lwyer. 724 Nln!l.\ St., Washington, D. C.

PATENTS—Write for free guide book, “‘How To Obtain A
Patent’”” and Itecord of Invention Illank. Send model or
sketch and description of mvenuons for Free Opinion whether

comes  within  Patent Offico  Rules. Easy Iayments.
\ILTOB J. EVANS & (.0 762 I\mth Washington, D. C.

INVENTORS—Write For Our Guide Book, ‘“‘How To Get
Your Patent,” and cvidence of invention blauk. Bend model or

sketch for Inspection and Instructions Free. Terms reasonable,
BANDOLPH & CO., Dept. 412, Washington, D. C.

t tb.
l reat
I Coyne —
t complete in § months. Big
outlay of elecmc-l equipment,
Earn $60 to $100 a Week
E

Youdon't need experience, Speciallim=

uedoﬂeﬁrﬂm'nd Aviation Elecmmty Courses included.

urn while you learn. Send fo: e

NE Eleetrical Schoo

800 lmnh Paulina Street cmcngo. (]

for big free catalog. Act nowl
70 - 57
LLINOIS

In answering any advertisement on ithis page

4t (e deairable that you mention this magazine.
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Jungle Justice

V acationing in the Orient, the great criminal lawyer Gillian Hazeltine is requested
to take a strange case — and the Sultan of Senang, absolute
despol, is nol used lo taking *‘no’’ for an answer

By GEORGE F. WORTS

Author of ‘* Murder! Murder! '’ ‘* The Lost Panch,’’ etc.

CHAPTUR 1.
A SULTAN'S COMMAND,

ILLIAN HAZELTINI stood in
the hows of the little coolie ship
as it crept up the tropical river,

and watched the sun dive into the jun-
gles of Indo-China. An hour later he
witched an oriental city grow out of

12§

the approximate =pot where the sun
hid plunged.

The nostrils of the famous criminal
lawver were dilated, as if he could sniff
adventure in the very air. His eves
were sparkling. So this was Saigon,
the madern French city that had been
bhuilv in a territic fight against the
worst jungle north of Malaya! He
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was sailing through the gateway of a
dark and sinister continent where un-
tamed savages shot down enemies with
arrows dipped in poison, where ancient
cities lay strangled in awful vines
which went as deliberately about their
murder as did the pythons writhing
among them.

Gillian was on a vacation. Overwork
had strained his iron nerves. A nerve
specialist had given him the alternative
of stopping work for six months, or in
six months being in a sanitarium with
a nervous breakdown. With only a
little fuming and fretting, Gillian’s
choice had been the six months’ vaca-
tion.

Since he was a small boy he had
longed to visit the I"ar East, to see
for himself the magic that glittered be-
hind such names as Hongkong, Shang-
bhai, Saigon, Singapore, Bangkok, Ran-
goon.

So far, he had been disappointed—
not because of the cities, but because
of the attention given him. There had
been times when he wished he was
traveling under an assumed name. In
Yokohama and Nagasaki, reporters
had harassed him; representatives of
the Imperial Government had formal-
Iy commanded his presence at dinners
of state. What was he doing in the
Far East? Taking a vacation? No one
believed him.

In Shanghai, there had been more
newspaper men. What was his opinion
of the American crime situation, of
the Chicago and New York racketeers?
What was his opinion of the Russo-
Japanese situation? To all of these
questions Gillian had answered :

“T am not talking. This is a sight-
seeing tour.”

The rumor got about that Gillian
had been secretly sent to the Far Fast
by no one less than President Hoover

ARGOSY.

to “ investigate conditions.” ['rom then
on, Gillian's life was made miserable.
In Manila, the reporters all but broke
down the door of his hotel bedroom.
He was shaving. The reporters didn't
mind. They wouldn’t have minded if
he was hanging by his knces {from the
chandelicr!

“Isn't it true that the State Depart-
ment sent you to the Far Fast as a
minister plenipotentiary—without port-
folio?”

“No,” Gillian said peevishly.

“Do you deny that you are repre-
senting the government?”

i [Edoie

“ What is your opinion on the Japa-
nese question?”

“T haven’t any.”

“ Are you interested in the Philip-
pine question?”

“Not in the least.”

“Tsn’t it true that you are here to
investigate America’s management of
the Islands ?”’

“No.”

“ Will you call upon the Governor-
General, officially or unofficially ?"”

“ No—no—no! Clear out of here!”

But Gillian did call. Tt was unavoid-
able. He was the guest of honor at a
luncheon for forty at the Intramura
Palace. A fascinating Manila zociety
leader adroitly plied him with ques-
tions. Gillian hecame as noncom-
mittal as the Sphinx. After luncheon
the Governor-General courteously of-
fered to place a small gunboat at Gil-
lian's disposal for an inspection of the
Islands.

“You should see Luzon, Mr. Hazel-
tine. A visit with the Sultan of Sulu
would be a delightful experience.”

“ My itinerary won’t let me,” said
Gillian. “ My wife is sailing around
the world the other way to meet me
in Singapore. She would not like to be
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kept waiting. She has red hair, Gov-
Cinora

At a banquet given in his honor
that same night at the Army and
Navy Club he was looked upon hy his
compatriots with uneasy suspicion. [t
was ridiculous. Americans of his im-
portance simply did not visit the Far
last for pleasure.

I was glad when Manila wis he-
H hind him. The next stop was

IHongkong. Hongkong was Brit-
ish. Hongkong would not he interested
in an American criminal lawyer. God
save the King!

On the Hongkong landing stage he
was met by a delegation of local bar-
risters, who bore him off in triumph—
giving him only enough time to change
into evening clothes—to a dinner at
Recourse Bav. Gillian had looked for-
ward to prowling alone up dark,
spooky lanes and snooping into {or-
bidden Buddhist temples. Instead, he
solemnly addressed a rapt audience on
his famous court room methods. As
one of the greatest criminal lawyers
in America, he was expected to tell
his Hongkong contemporaries amazing
things.

Gillian did his hest. He told them
of the famous Violet Deering casc, of
the even more famous ° Crime Cir-
cus.” He then answered rude and in-
solent questions. One Iinglish barris-
ter, after gazing at him through his
monocle as if fascinated, drawled:

“TIs it true, Mr. Hazeltine, that vou

are often referred to as the—er—
Silver Fox—Dhecause of vour—er—
methods ?”’

Gillian controlled himself and cour-
teously answered: “ Perhaps T am
called that because—er—my hair is
black and—er—sprinkled with silver.”

He was thankful to escape them at

e STHIGE 727
last. He got into some old clothes and,
until dawn, prowled about the Hong-
kong water front and watched river
coolies, in sampans and junks, smoke
opiun.

In Saigon, however, he was sure he
would not be molested. Saigon was in
the jungle and of the jungle. Saigon
was I'rench. Liberty, Iiquality, I'rater-
nity! God bless the French!

The muddy river swarmed with tiny
exotic craft; sampans and junks; out-
riggers and proas. DBrown-skinned
women naked to the waist and brown-
skinned men in nothing hut vivid
sarongs posed gracefully on the sterns
of funny little hoats loaded to the
water’s edge with vegetables and bright
flowers and gazed at the steamer with
dreamy contempt.

There was a murky oriental flavor
in the sultry air of the Cambodian twi-
light. Tt came over the river on a breath
from the crowding jungle, a breath
heavy with the distilled sweetness of
evening flowers—a sweefness much too
sweet, and the fresh, oppressive odor
of vegetation so fruitful, so swift
growing, so damp that its very breath
was somehow menacing.

Gillian inhaled deep lungfuls and
shivered a little, as if with anticipa-
tion. Beyond Saigon, beyvond Pnom-
Penh, far up the river and to the
north, lay Angkor, vast ruins of a
lost and unknown civilization which
had ruled southeastern Asia a thou-
sand vears before Hannibal threatened
Rome.

Gillian wanted 1o see Angkor, and
the Angkor Wat, greatest of all ancient
temples, excepting Burabadur. But
most of all he wanted to hunt tigers in
the Cambodian jungles; for the tiger
of Cambodia is a fierce and evil beast,
worthy the attention of the mightiest
hunter.
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But Gillian was not to look upon the
Angkor Wat, nor would he sight down
the barrel of his Winchester into the
smoldering yellow eyes of a Cambo-
dian tiger. The tropical evening was
brewing for him an adventure as ori-
ental in its flavor as the taste of spiced
rice wine, as bizarre as a tale by
Scheherazade.

When the gangplank was lowered,
Gillian went ashore and into the midst
of a mob of screaming ricksha coolies.
But there were no reporters, thank
God, and no lawyers.

He enlisted the services of two rick-
shas, one for himself, the other for his
luggage, and was presently seated in
one of those exotic vehicles, dreamily
smoking a cigar and gazing with de-
lighted eyes at the wonders of this
“ Little Marseilles” that the home-
loving French had established in a
niche chopped out of jungle.

Yokohama had depressed him with
its blatant modernity. Shanghai had
amused him with its noisy wickedness.
Hongkong had delighted him with its
semitropical indolence, its curious
mingling of Fast and West. But in
Saigon he sensed the lure that he had
traveled to Asia to find. It was in the
air; a threat and a promise.

room in the Hotel Continental,

copper-screened against the fiend-
ish insects which swarmed at night
from the surrounding jungle, he made
leisurely preparations for dinner. From
one window he looked upon the Mu-
nicipal Theater—a splendid building
erected by the French in their deter-
mination to re-create a corner of
home; from another he gazed down
the Rue Catinat, which ended bluntly
in the thick green oppressiveness of
jungle.

EDGED presently in a large, high
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When he signed the hotel register,
the clerk’s Gallic brows had not arched
in the slightest when he read the name.
Nor, when Gillian went down to din-
ner, did the head waiter pay him any
but the most casual attention. Gillian
gave him a five-piaster note out of
sheer gratitude.

Gillian, delighted with the develop-
ments—or the lack of them—ordered
a dry Martini cocktail. He would later
recall every detail of this evening with
painful vividness.

The cocktail came, and Gillian lifted
it to his lips. Over the rim of the glass
he saw a pair of large liquid brown
eyes fixed upon him with searching
scrutiny. It seemed to Gillian that they
were asking him a question.

She was a slender girl of about
twenty, and she was standing at the
near-by table, a white sun helmet dan-
gling by the strap from one hand. Her
hair was a reckless mop of chestnut
curls. Her lips were parted. He re-
called later that a light from some
source sparkled on her perfect white
teeth, and that as she looked at him
her breast rose as she drew a deep
breath—a breath, it might have been,
of determination.

Only for a moment did those lus-
cious brown eves glow into his. Then
they were hidden by fringes of very
long black lashes.

She was certainly a beauty. French?
American?

Gillian glanced promptly at her com-
panion, and suffered a faint shock of
surprise. He was a thin, round-shoul-
dered man in stiffly starched whites.
He was neither oriental nor occidental;
he fell somewhere in between. His
nose was small. His eves were small
and unmistakably of the East. His
chin was small and receding. He was
almost entirely bald. He looked weak
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and he looked mean. Gillian wondered
about him and guessed his age at
forty.

The couple sat down. Evidently they
were persons of importance, for the
head waiter was making a great to-do
over them. Gillian, sipping his cock-
tail, scrutinized the girl more closely.
Her complexion was tanned. She had
a resolute little chin, a lovely mouth.
Her profile was cameo-clean.

He could see the pulse beating rap-
idly in her throat. Nervous? \What
about? Her hands were playing with
the silverware at her place; arranging
and rearranging knives, forks, spoons.
Those hands made him think of white
moths, the way they fluttered. Certain-
ly, she had a bad case of nerves.

Once she shot a quick glance at him.
For another moment, their eyes met,
and in hers he surprised an expression
of such anguish that he caught his
breath and felt his heart jump.

HE man was leaning forward and

speaking to her in a low voice.

The girl caught her lower lip be-

tween her white teeth and lowered her
head.

Gillian was faintly frowning.
Something about the girl had seemed
reminiscent. Had he seen her in Hong-
kong — Shanghai — Manila? He had
met so damned many people. But he
would have remembered her. One did
not easily forget a girl like this one.

Her lips were moving. They were
not far away, not more than ten feet
away, yet Gillian could hear nothing
but the confused murmur of their low
voices. The Eurasian glanced over at
him once and again.

The impression grew upon Gillian
that he was the subject of their dis-
cussion. Were they wondering about
him as he was wondering about thein?
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Was this sly, weak-looking half-caste
married to this lovely white girl?

Gillian lingered over his dinner.
When his coffee was served, he reached
into his pocket for a cigar and found
that he had none. He arose from his
table and walked to the dining room
door. At the door he turned. At a dis-
tance of perhaps twenty feet he now
faced the girl.

She was staring at him. Her com-
panion, facing her, had to turn his
head to look at Gillian. Ior a mo-
ment a queer twisted smile appeared
at the lips of the Eurasian.

There was a strange pause. Gillian
waited, but nothing happened. He went
on up to his room, still wondering
about that oddly assorted pair. But his
interest in them suddenly vanished.
His Winchester was gone!

Gillian had placed the rifle, which
was a 30-40 take-down model in a
leather-and-canvas case, in the corner
near the head of the hed when he had
disposed of his luggage. Satisfying
himself that the rifle was not in his
room, he went to the dresser and
looked in the top drawer where he had
placed the handsome .38 caliber re-
volver which had been presented to him
by the Force when he had been police
commissioner.

The drawer was empty.

He was completing a search through
the rest of his belongings when some
one knocked at the shuttered half-
doors.

Gillian said sharply: “ Come in!”

The half-caste he had seen dining
with the brown-eyed girl pushed open
the doors and walked in. The same
twisted smile was at his weak mouth.
Gillian observed that the man was car-
rving a black walking stick, and that
the hand clutching it resembled a yel-
low claw. The Eurasian’s eyes were
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like dots of gray fog; there seemed to
he no light in them. Vaguely they en-
countered Gillian’s. A smooth, oily
voice rolled out of the Iurasian’s
mouth.

“ Are you Mr. Gillian Hazeltine?”

Gillian said nothing. This fellow’s
visit, coming so close on the disap-
pearance of his rifle and revolver,
struck Gillian as being odd if not sus-
picious. He had prized that revolver.
And he had treasured the rifle. His
wife had given it to him last Christ-
mas.

The LFurasian continued to smile.

* My name is Chester Chong. I am
the attorney for the Sultan of Senang
The Sultan sends me here with his
compliments. He has ordered me to
retain you as counsel for the defense in
the trial ol a young American whom
the Sultan is holding prisoner on a
charge of first-degree murder.”

CHAPTER IIT.
ORIENTAL WILES.

ILLTAN folded his arms on his
chest and waited. ITis steel-blue
cyes were not encouraging.  To

himself he was saying: “ Did this fel-
low take those guns, or didn’t he? This
is a racket. Perhaps it’s a racket I have
never heard of. Where does that girl
come in?’

“You have come to Indo-China,”
Chester Chong went on in the same
smooth tones, *‘ to see the ancient ruins
of Angkor. Permit me to say that the
Sultan of Senang can show you ori-
ental splendors surpassing any that you
will see in Saigon or Angkor.”

“Where,” Gillian asked, “did the
Sultan of Senang learn that I was com-
ing to Indo-China?”

Chester Chong shrugged. It was not
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much of a shrug. Tt was hardly more
than the ghost of a shrug.

* The Sultan,” he answered quietly,
“ has many sources of information. Ile
is an extremely modern man.  Perhaps
he got the news over his wireless from
an agent in Hongkong. 1 do not know,
Mr. Hazeltine. That is not in my de-
partment. \When the Sultan learned of
vour impending visit to Saigon, he in-
structed me 1o call on vou and retain
vou to defend this murderer. It was,
in fact. the Sultan's order.”

* Fortunately for me,” Gillian said,
“1 don't at present owe allegiance to
the Sultan ol Senang. \Vhile 1 was at
dinner, some one came inio this room,
in spite of the fact that the door was
locked, and made off with my Win-
chester ritle and an ivory-handled
Colt’s revolver.”

Mr. Chong again shrugged. “ There
are so many thieves in Asia,” he said,
and his manner was that of a man
quoting a proverh which covered all of
the sins of mankind.

It struck Gillian that, whatever Mr.
Chong’s racket might Dbe, it would
prove decidedly oriental.

*“ The Sultan wishes to give the mur-
derer every fair opportunity,” the Eu-
rasian was saying. ‘‘ When his maj-
esty learned of your impending visit,
he decided, Mr. Hazeltine, that vou
were the one man to defend this mur-
derer. The Sultanate of Senang is in-
land about two days' travel. I can
assure vou that a visit to Senang, even
1t you do not care to take this case, will
well repay you.”

“1 can’t do i, said Gillian. “ My
time i3 too limited. Two days into
Senang, a few days there and two days
back would make it impossible for me
to keep an urgent engageiment in Sing-
apore. 1 am taking the Messageries
Maritimes steamer Saturday.”
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“Yes,” said the baffling Mr. Chong.
“I know. Mrs. Hazeltine is meeting
you in Singapore. Why not cable her
at the Raffles IHotel, where she has
made reservations, to meet vou at the
Continental here? Or, if you wish. the
Sultan would gladly arrange to have
her brought tc Senang.”

“No,” said Gillian.

Mr. Chong tried another tack.

“T am sure, Mr. Hazeltine, that this
case would rank as one of the most
fascinating you ever undertook. The
trial will take place in a truly oriental
court. The man to be tried is, or was,
a mechanical engineer in the Sultan’s
employ. The man he murdered was a
student of devil worship, another
American. Devil worship has more
strange features than African voodoo-
ism. It will be one of the most fasci-
nating cases you have ever under-
taken.”

Gillian Dbelieved not one word of
what Mr. Chong was saying, but his
curiosity was aroused. What, he want-
ed to know, was Mr. Chong's racket?

“I'm sorry,” said Gillian. “I
haven’t the time, and I came East on
my doctor’s orders to stay out of court
rooms.”

R. CHONG smiled patiently.

“The postman on his day off

sometimes takes a long walk.
Mr. Hazeltine, it would repay you to
come to Senang. I will be quite frank.
As a lawyer, I know all about you. I
have admired your audacity. \When his
majesty learned that vou would visit
Indo-China, he was determined that
vou should be his guest. The Sultan of
Senang is a cultured gentleman. Ie
was educated at Oxford and at Har-
vard. He will pay a high price to see
that brilliant legal mind of yours in
action.”
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Mr. Chong paused. “ Besides, the
Sultan is convinced that this murderer
should be put to death. The Senangese
methods of execution are rather hor-
rible, Mr. Hazeltine. Here is an op-
portunity to save. if you are clever
enough, a fellow countryvman from a
horrible death by torture, and at the
same time to earn perhaps the highest
fee vou have ever received. The Sul-
tan has authorized me to offer you fifty
thousand dollars in American gold for
vour services.”

The smooth, unctuous voice paused
again. The foggy eves seemed to blur
and become clear. \Vhat, Gillian con-
tinued to wonder, was this man’s game,
and where did the beauty of the dining
room come in? Gillian would have
wagered a goodly sum that there was
no Sultan of Senang, and that if there
was, Mr. Chester Chong had no con-
nection with him.

“ Perhaps,” said Mr. Chong slyly, as
if he had read Gillian's thoughts,  you
believe I am not telling you the truth.
Supposing you telephone to the man-
ager of this hotel. He speaks Tinglish
fluently.”

Gillian gave him one more sharp
glance and went to the telephone. IHe
presently was connected with the man-
ager's office. It appeared that the man-
ager’'s name was Monsieur Duval.

“Do vou,” Gillian asked M. Duval,
“know a man named Chester Chong,
who claims to be the legal adviser of
the Sultan of Senang?"

“But ves.” said M. Duval. “He is
a guest at this hotel. monsicur.”

“Who,” Gillian wanted to know, “1s
the Sultan of Senang?”

“The Sultan of Senang,” the man-
ager answered, “is a brilliant young
man with somewhat eccentric habits.
He is the ruler of the smallest vet rich-
est sultanate in Indo-China. It is
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veached in two or three days” travel by
ciephant from Saigon. or about the
same length of time by river boat. 1
would not recommend the river route,
monsicur. 1t is dangerous because of
the hostility of certain native tribes—
aborigines, they really are—who live
along the shores. That route is un-
safe for anything but a river gunboal.
[ have even heard the rumor that the
Sultan {akes pains to make it unsafc.

“The Sultan of Senang, I may sayv,
has presented a difficult problem to the
I'rench authorities.  According to a
compact  with the present Sultan's
grandfather, Senang retained all the
privileges of an independent principal-
ity. That compact has never been vio-
Jated by the Irench, alihough there has
been, from time to time, sulficient
provocation. Do you wish to know
nmore about the Sultan?”

Gillian assured him firmly that he
did.

““T'he present Sultan,” Al Duval
obliged him, “is a headstrong voung
man, with dreams of empire which the
Tfrench often find troublesome. He has
caused a great deal of unrest in neigh-
boring sultanates. \When he returned
from America, he started a small war.
the French nipped it and exacted a
promise from him to hehave. Yet irom
time to time there has been trouble.

“1le¢ is not permitted to enter Sai-
gon. On his last visit here, about three
vears ago. a ricksha coolie uninten-
tionally brushed close to him. Ile or-
dered one of his hodyguard to shoot
the coolie, and the coolie was shot. The
incident was characteristic of the Sul-
tan. He is an overbearing voung man,
who rather fancies himself as an ori-
ental Napoleon. 1 feel it my duty to
warn you that he is an extremely dan-
gerous man with whom o deal in any
way. If you wish further information
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concerning him, 1 shall be glad to se-
cure his dossicr irom the Department
of the Interior, and you can study it
at vour leisure,”

* Maybe in the morning.” said Gil-
lian, and thanked him. He hung up
the receiver and turned back to Chester
Chong.

“Well 27 said the legal adviser to the
Sultan of Senang.

i DUNVAL,” Gillian said, *“ has

M. conlirmed what you have

told me.  Nevertheless T do

not care to entertain the Sultan’s prop-

osition, | came to the I'ar Tast to rest.
I came for amusement.”

“I'here are,” said the =ly Mr.
Chong. * beautiful girls in Senang; far
more beantiful girls than there are in
Saigon.”

Gillian's smile was one ol thinly
worn patience, but Mr. Chong miscon-
strued it.  He said eagerly:

“ You have heard of the Shan girls,
Mr. [Tazeltine?  You do not know ori-
ental beauty until you see the Shans!
Do not think you have seen any kind
of beauty until you have seen our Shan
girls. Their skin is like gold, not brown
like these Tonkinese. T'heir cyes are
deep-blue, sometimes gray. They are
as slim as young trees. They are a
hill tribe, Mr. Hazeltine; they know
nothing but to laugh and play and love.
The loveliest of the lot is vours, Mr.
Hazeltine, for a snap of—"

“I am not interested.” Cillian
wearily interrupted, “in oriental
women.”

Mr. Chong’s foglike eyes secmed to
hore into him.

“ 1 see,” he said. And in a meaning
echo, ‘I see.”

“ You can tell your Sultan,” Gillian
said, ** that I have seriously considered
his proposition, and that it pains me not
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1o avail myself of his gracious invita-
tion.”

“The Shan girls,” said Mr. Chong
in a disappointed tone, “ do not tempt
you, Mr. Hazeltine? 'They are as
graceful, as tender, as young vines.”

“No,” Gillian growled.

Mr. Chong, grasping his black walk-
ing stick, backed to the shuttered doors.

“ Pardon me for a moment,” he
said. “T will return.”

The moment he was gone, Gillian
started for the telephone. He was go-
ing to register a complaint about his
missing rifle and revolver. But as he
lifted the receiver, the doors swung
open again, and the girl stood there,
wide-eyed, as pale as death.

Gillian put back the receiver and
said: “ Come in.” I expected you.”

CHAPTER III.
A GIRL’S APPEAL.

X might have added that he was

expecting some further revela-

tion of Mr. Chong’s or the Sul-
tan’s exceedingly oriental personality.

While he gazed at the girl, she
smiled, and it was the smile of one
frozen with fear. The girl’s eyes dart-
ed about the room, as if she were seek-
ing a way of escape. She smiled and
tossed her head coquettishly, and Gil-
lian was visited by the suspicion that
something was terribly wrong here: a
mystery even more baffling than that
presented by the oily Mr. Chong.
He went to the dresser and selected

a cigar from an almost full box. FHe
struck a match, bit off the end of the
cigar, and when the cigar was going,
carefully deposited the half-burned
match in a blue dish. He puffed leisure-
1Iv and considered the girl through the
coils of pale smoke.
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“ Do you,” he encouraged her,  also
represent the Sultan of Senang—or is
this merely coincidence, like the disap-
pearance of my fArearms and the visit
of Mr. Chester Chong?”

He watched the pulse in her beauti-
ful throat. It was an old habit. Watch-
ing the pulse in the throat of a woman
on the witness stand often well repaid
him. That pulse often confessed a lie
—or the feeling of being in a very tight
corner. The pulse of this girl was go-
ing like mad.

She came toward him, wearing that
smile, and in a husky voice said :

“\What do I care about Sultans or
Chongs? You—you noticed me in the
dining room, didn’t you?”

Smoking the cigar, vaguely nodding,
Gillian wondered what her game might
be. He was certain that this coquetry
would result in something soon.

“T could not help noticing you. You
are a very beautiful young woman—as
you doubtless know.”

Her extraordinary lashes fluttered
down. The liquid brown eyes rolled
upward. She was so close to him now
that Gillian could smell the delicate and
alluring perfume she used. He watched
her sharply, prepared for anything. 1le
would not have been greatly surprised
if she had suddenly reached down and
produced a knife from the top of her
stocking. But she was certainly not
French. That accent of hers had heen
born on the great American prairies.

“If I had been alone,” the soft
husky voice went on, “would you—
have dined with me?”

“If the occasion had presented it-
selt,” Gillian promptly answered, I
would have considered it an honor.”

“T wanted to talk to you.”

“ The desire was mutual, Miss—""

“ Thorne.”

“ Not mademoisellc #”
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* What difference, if any, would that
make?”

Gilhan flicked an ash to the floor.
The girl's lips were parted. Her eyes
were swooning up at him.

“1" she added, * we—appeal 1o
cach other. . .or perhaps 1 do not ap-
peal to vou?”’

“For purposes of the narrative,”
said Gillian dryly, ** let us assume that
vou appeal to me tremendously. ].et
us assunme that I am exerting every
ounce of will power to keep miy hands
off you."

“You must not do that here,” said
Aliss, or Mlle., Thorne.

“Then,” said Gillian gravely, ™ let
us immediately become specific. T.et us
discuss where, when and why.”

“1 camnot begin to tell vou.” said
Miss ‘I'horne, ** how tremendously you
alfected me in the dining room. It was
like a powerful magnet. It was as if
1 had been looking for vou all over the
world-—for all my life. 1 could hardly
keep my eyes away {rom vou. Perhaps
you noticed.”

“ No detail.” said Gillian, “ ever es-
capes me.”

*“Then,” she burst out impulsively,
*you will go to Senang with me?”

Her gleaming eyes, her parted lips,
made of her pale face a mask of wan-
tonness.

the door. lle went into the hall.

Just beside the door on the right
side, Aattened against the wall, was Mr,
Chester Chong.

Mr. Chong relaxed. In a polite voice
he said, *“ You wanted me. Mr. tlazel-
tine?”

Gillian gave him a slow glance,
turned about, entered his room again
and pulled the heavy outer door shut
behind him. Ie turned the key in the

G’ll,l‘[f\.\' slipped aside and went (o
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lock wnd dropped the key into- his
pocket.

“ Now,” he said to the brown-cyed
girl, * come clean.”

She stared at him.

“Niop this acting,” Gillian said im-
padently.  * Sit down in that chair,
compose vourseli, and tell me what this
is all about.  \Would vou like a drink
of water:”

The girl sank down in the chair: her
shoulders sagged. She slumped.

“ Vs she whispered.,

Giallian poured her a drink and gave
it 1o her. She took a sip and handed
the glass hack to him,

“ e made me,” she <aid.

SN Chones?

e

“ Nupposing,” =aid Gillian, I had
gone 1o Senang with vou?”

She looked at him frankly.
are a gentleman.™

“And vou are a lady, Tell me just
why vou are pretending to he some-
thing else.  llow can My, Chong make
Lou

Miss Thorne hung her head. For a
moment Gillian was afraid that she was
about to [aint.  But she lifted her eyes
again.

*1 came from Senang with Mr.
Chong to try to persuade you to go
back with us. I vou do not go to
Senang with us, the Sultan will punish
Mr. Chong—and he will execute Rich-
ard.” .

* Who is Richard

* Richard Fowler, my fiancé.  The
Sultan has imprisoned him on a charge
of murder. Fe wants a formal trial”’

* Richard wants it >

* No, Mr. Hazeltine: the Sultan. ITe
is o very eccentric man, don’t you un-
derstand > ¢ has the power of life and
death over his subjects. All he has to
do is to drop a hibiscus flower hefore

“You

99



JUNGLE JUSTICE.

a man he wants out of his way, and the
man is executed.”

“In that case,” said Gillian, “ why
does this Sultan want a trial >"

Tears sprang into the girl's eves.
““ Only because he is eccentric—maybe
a little mad. Having you come up there
to defend Richard, no matter how much
it cost, appealed to him as a great lark.
He wants to conduct a murder trial,
with himself as presiding justice, yvou
as the counsel for the defense, and Mr.
Chong acting as the prosecuting attor-
ney.”

“ But that is absurd, Miss Thorne.”

“Richard’s being in that cell is not
absurd.”

MPATIENTLY Gillian said: “ Miss
I Thorne, you aren’t telling me the

whole truth. \Why do you bother
coming to me? Richard Fowler, so
Chong himself says, is an American
citizen. There is an American consul
in Saigon. Go to him.”

“ Richard is no longer an American
citizen. In order to work for the Sul-
tan, he was compelled to become a nat-
uralized Senangese. The American
consul is helpless. I went to him, but
he can do absolutely nothing. And if
you do not go to Senang. the Sultan
will have Richard executed. Will you
go?”

“ Miss Thorne, I'll tell you just what
I told Mr. Chong. I think you are both
lying to me. T think this story vou
are telling me about a man being held
for the murder of a devil-worshiper is
preposterous. It doesn’t hold together.
It is neither logical nor sensible. Nor
is this story of a Sultan who wants to
hold a murder trial as a lark anything
but a downright falsehood.”

Miss Thorne quickly stood up. Spots
of high color burned on her cheek-
bones.
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“Mr. Hazeltine, I am not lying to
you. Richard Fowler, the man I'm en-
gaged to, is being held prisoner by the
Sultan of Senang for the murder of an
American named [Ezra Meeker, who
came to Senang last year to study the
devil-worshipers. The Sultan heard
you were coming to Saigon. He wants
to conduct that murder trial with the
greatest criminal lawyer in America
defending Richard. He wants to pre-
tend that Richard is getting a fairl trial.
But he won'’t get a fair trial. Whether
you defend him or not, he won't get a
fair trial.” She stopped. Her voice
had become hysterical.

“ Because—" Gillian prompted her.

“ The Sultan wants him out of fis
way. He wants me!”

“Ah,” said Gillian. “ That story
holds together much better. It has logic
and motive. But if it makes no dif-
ference whether I defend your lover
or not, what can be gained by going up
there ?”

“You have helped men escape from
tighter corners than this!” she blazed.
“You are clever enough to outwit a
conceited, spoiled oriental !”

“I do not underestimate the clever-
ness of the oriental mind,” Gillian an-
swered. “ And the odds against me
would be too great.”

“T have been told you loved a good
fight!” :

“I'm sorry, Miss Thorne, but you
are wasting your arguments. I am
booked to sail on a Messageries Mari-
times boat Saturday for Singapore. My
wife will be waiting for me.”

“You can go overland by way of
Chantaboon and Bangkok, then by rail
through Malaya to Penang and Kuala
Lumpur, and still reach Singapore
ahead of the steamer. Elephants to
Chantaboon, a steamer from Chanta-
boon to Bangkok.”
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* Elephants,” said Gillian wearily,
“don’t like me. Besides, my doctor
ordered me to stay out of court rooms
to avoid a nervous breakdown. I am
very sorry indeed, Miss Thorne. I
can't help you.”

Tears sprang into her eyes. And
they were tears of authentic anguish,
there was no doubt of that. Gillian
was moved, but he did not weaken. He
was sorry for Miss Thorne. 1le was
always sorry for the wives and sisters
and mothers and sweethearts who came
to him with pathetic pleas to save the
lives of men accused of murder—al-
ways wrongly or unfairly accused.

Miss Thorne went to the door and
turned about.

“TIl unlock it,” said Gillian gently.
He did so, but still she did not move.
And he knew that she was pulling her-
self together for a final desperate ap-
peal. It suddenly came.

“ Can vou look at me and refuse to
help save the life of the man I am go-
ing to marry?”

Gillian saved himself the pain of
looking at her. He did not want to
look into those stricken brown eyes
again. Ile had to argue to himself
that this was business. ITe could not
undertake to defend every man accused
of murder.

“ T am sorry, Miss Thorne. I cannot
help you."”

e held the door open for her, and
as she went out, she seemed to stagger.
Gillian was certain that her revised
story had been truthful. He was so cer-
tain that he waited now, with drawn
breath, for the thud of her ralling body
as she fainted. But there was no thud.
Instead, there was a firm rapping on
the inner shuttered doors.

\WVithout waiting for an invitation to
enter, Mr. Chester Chong came in,
wearing his artful smile. He was still
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clutching the black stick in one yellow
claw.
I return, Mr. Hazeltine,” he said.

CHAPTER IV,
A FATEFUL LETTER.

ILLIAN softly expelled a sigh of
utierly exhausted patience. That
quecr thumping which had sent

him to the nerve specialist was begin-
ning in his left temple again.

** Chong,” he said irritably, I wish
vou'd stop bothering me. Call off your
beauties. Don’t waste my time with
vour arguments. I am not going to
Senang. Nothing in the world could
induce me to go to Senang.” :

“ Maskee,” said Mr. Chong.

Gillian looked at him with interest.
“ What does that mean?"

Mr. Chong raised his almost invis-
ible evebrows. He shrugged his ghost-
Iy shrug.

It is the most useful word in the
Orient. Tt means * All right.” It means
‘ Never mind.” It means ‘ \Who cares?’
It has the French meaning of a shrug.
all depending on its delivery. It means
*What of it? It means anything and
everything and nothing. 1t is equiva-
lent to “ Ah. *Oh, ‘ Yes.’ * No.” Like
the Buddhist’'s Nirvana, it is hard to
understand, impossible to explain.”

Gillian smiled. The throbbing had
subsided a little.

“ You orientals,” he said, *“ are good
poker players. I once plaved poker
with three Chinese whom I was defend-
ing for murder. I won every dollar
they possessed. But they were good
sports. This game you've been play-
ing, you've Jost, Mr. Chopg. Shall we
call it quits and—have a drink >

“I do not drink,” said Mr. Chong
coldly.

1A
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* Then will you have a cigar?”

“ I do not smoke cigars.”

* Then,” said Gillian pleasantly,
‘supposing we call this interesting ac-
quaintance at an end. Will you be so
good as (o return my rifle and re-
volver?”

“ Perhaps, by morning,” said Mr.
Chong, *you will have changed your
mind. In the morning, we will talk
again.”

He backed out of the room, but he
did not take with him all of the tan-
talizing essence of his mysterious per-
sonality. It lingered like an invisible
fog: a portent of evil, a threat, of very
sinister eventualities.

Gillian defied his doctor’s orders and
lit still another cigar. His hands were
trembling. He was, frankly, worried.
He had wanted adventure and excite-
ment, and he had stumbled upon both.
Now that the mysterious East had
tossed into his very lap, so to speak, an
opportunity for adventure, bizarre be-
vond his wildest imaginings, he did not
want bizarre adventure. He was sud-
denty homesick for his wife. He want-
ed to tell V'ee about this amazing prop-
osition from an insolent little Sultan;
he wanted to hear once more her sil-
verv laughter, so like the tinkling of
little bells.

Gillian was preparing for bed when
some one knocked on his door. e
groaned. He simply could not go
through another argument with Mr.
Chong or that tragic girl.

But his worries were groundless. Tt
was only a Tonkinese bellboy, almond
eves agleam.  There was a red lacquer
tray in his hand, and upon the tray a
white square envelope.

It bore the official imprint of the
American Customs Service, and it was
addressed in a firm hand to Mr. Gillian
11azeltine, 1Totel Continental.
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Gillian tore it open and extracted a
sheet of notepaper. typed. [le read:

My prar Mr. HazepriNg:

[ have just heard of your arrival in
Saigon, and deeply regret that [ was
not on hand to extend official and in-
formal greetings. As [ desire to secure
your advice on a matter of the utmost
mmportance, will you be so good as to
come to my oftice on the Rue Legran-
di¢re at once? [ will he here until
midnight.

Respecetfully vours,
VincenT HaRrISON,
Consul.

Gillian fAnished reading and retlect-
ed: ‘I am going to put this matter of
the missing rifle and revolver in lus
hands. These hotel people would only
make gestures. The French always get
so excited.”

L finished redressing, went down

into the lobby, and out, under

the awning, upon the sidewalk.
It was a still, oppressive night, and the
air was full of unfamiliar, disturbing
scents.  What smelled to Gillian like
tuberoses which had stood oo long in
stale water was, in reasity, the [ra-
grance of Maid-o'-the-Night and
Chain-of-Love, flowers as pale as the
high moon, as sickening as the kisses of
a woman one has ceased {o love.

A faint, steady murmur reached his
ears. This sound was unfamiliar and
disturbing, too: for Gillian had never
before heard the night voice of the
jungle.  All he knew was that there
was something ominous. threatening
about it, like the almost unheard vi-
bration of distant war drums.

A half-naked coolie in a ludicrous
Tonkinese hat, his brown legs glisten-
ing as though they had heen shellacked,
came trolting up hetween the polished
Drass shaits of a ricksha.  Gillian
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climbed into it and tried his halting
French:

“Le consulat Americain.”

“Qui, 01i.”

“Sur la Rue Legrandiére.”

“Qui, monsieur.”

“Chop-chop!” That phrase, any-
where in the East, meant ouly omne
thing: Hurry!

The coolie picked up the shafts and
hurried. Down the Rue Catinat—and
past the Rue Legrandi¢re. Had Gil-
lian known, the American Consulate
was just around the corner from his
hotel. But he did not know. And he
was not thinking. He was spellbound
by the night.

Never had he seen a moon so bright.
It flooded the streets of Saigon with a
metal whiter than silver. It made of
shadows black blocks and pyramids
hewn from solid ebony. Date palms
and sago palms were etched against a
sky that seemed composed of pale blue
fire.

He was unprepared when the coolie’s
ludicrous hat vanished in deep dark-
ness. He had swerved sharply from
the street into a very narrow unlighted
lane which smelled, Gillian recalled
later, of cinnamon.

1t was the lawyer’s last clear impres-
sion for some time. The coolie abrupt-
1v halted and lowered the shafts so sud-
denly that Gillian was thrown forward
out of the seat as if he had been cata-
pulted. A great many unseen hands
reached out of the blackness and seized
him by the head and shoulders. A wet
cold palm closed down on his mouth.
A finger and thumb pinched his nose
tight shut, so that he could not cry out
or breathe.

For a space of seconds, Gillian
fought with wildcat fury. Yet he could
not free his mouth and nose of that
stifing paw. He was thrown to the
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ground. \Vhile his hands and legs were
held, rags were stuffed into his mouth.
Then a boot struck him on the side of
the head.

CHAPTER V.
““ GUEST ” OF AN ECCENTRIC SULTAN.

HEN Gillian recovered con-
sciousness, he was lying on a
heap of rags under a crudely-

hammered oil lamp of bronze which
hung suspended by a raffia cord from
an arched thatch ceiling. The lamp
was swinging rhythmically to and fro,
first to the left, then to the right.

His next impression was the sound
of water. It was gurgling close to
him. Turning his head slightly, he
looked out a small oblong opening be-
yond which he saw a tall, half-naked
man swaying from side to side on some
sort of platform. A thick wooden
handle was pressed against his naked
side under one arm. Behind him was
Dlackness. And Gillian realized that
he was on board a small river boat. a
sampan, and that the wooden handle
was the inboard end of a sweep. This
human engine was propelling him
Heaven onlv knew where.

A familiar feminine voice said, “ I
saw him move.”

A man’s smooth syllables answered,
“ He is quite all right.”

Gillian looked around and sat up.
Perhaps ten feet from him sat Miss
Thorne, her liquid brown eyes glowing
in the swinging light of thie dong. She
seemed huddled in a small heap. Some
distance from her squatted Mr. Chester
Chong, and behind him was the shad-
owy brown figure of a native.

Miss Thorne exclaimed: ‘“ Mr. Ha-
zeltine, T want you to know that I had
nothing to do with this.”
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“ It doesn't matter.” said Gillian.

“ Perhaps. then,” said the Lurasian
in his smooth voice, * you will accept
my apologies for the roughness of my
methods. T am, after all, but a soldier
ol the Sultan.”

* Not his legal adviser 27 said Gilhan
quickly.

“ Iis legal adviser, yes, but with a
soldierly habit of doing what L am told.
I am tremendously sorry that it was
necessary to resort to violence.™

And Gillian said devly, @ Maskee”

Mr. Chong's long, weak face lighted
up. T am glad that you take it in that
spirit, Mr. Hazeltine. 1 assure yvou, my
future happiness depended upon my
bringing vou to Senang. 1 realized that
only one form of persuasion was left.
If you resent my tactics, you must be
pleased to know that we will meet in
Senang as enemies. I am known, if
vou will pardon my egotism, as one of
the most brilliant lawyers in the Far
East. 1 consider it my sacred duty to
prove in the Sultan’s court, beyond
reasonable doubt, that Richard Fowler
should be executed for the murder of
Jizra Mecker.”

Gillian said again, “ Maskee.”

Mr. Chong looked at him alertly.
“ Just what do vou mean, Mr. Hazel-
tine?”

“ There is an old saw,” Gillian an-
swered, *“to the effect that while vou
can lead a horse to the trough, you can’t
force him to drink.”

The Furasian smiled thinly.

“ The Sultan of Senang would find
wayvs of making even the most unwill-
ing horse, shall T say, realize his thirst?
Now that it has been made so casy for
you, do vou mean to say that vou are
not interested in the case of Richard
Fowler?”

“Not in the least.”” Gillian said.

* But. Mr. Hazeltine—"
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“Lies, threats, and a kidnaping,”
Gillian interrupted, “ are poor ways to
sell an idea. I haven’t been sold. You
might just as well put me ashore, Mr.
Chong. 1 don't intend to do a damned
thing for you, your Sultan or Richard
IFowler.”

R. CHONG sadly shook his head.
“You are now the Sultan’s
guest. Let me warn you that it

would be useless for you to try to es-
cape.  daigon is behind us.  There is
nothing on either side of us but jungle.
And the jungles of Indo-China are not
healthy, Mr. Hazeltine. They are full
of things that creep and squirm, and
this river is alive with crocodiles.
Please Le patient. Please adjust yvour-
self to the inevitable. You will he
treated with the greatest deference.
Your being kicked unconscious was a
regrettable mistake. 1 instructed the
men who captured you to use no vio-
lence.”

There was a short silence. Miss
Thorne remained huddled in a dejected
heap.  The dong over Gillian’s head
swung rhythmically to and fro.

“We are on our way,” Mr. Chong
continued, ““ to the Sultan’s yacht, the
Lotus. She is anchored behind an
island a few miles farther up the river,
The Lotus is not permitted within the
extra-territorial limits of Saigon, or
this short trip in this sampan would not
have been necessary. lixcept for that
regrettable blow on the head which
knocked you unconscious, 1 assture you
that every precaution has been taken
and will be taken for vour physical and
mental comfort. T left word at the ho-
tel that you are visiting the Sultan. se
that vour absence will surprise or
irighten no one. Your luggage, T may
add, all went on by another sampan to
the Lotus.”
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“ Including my rifle and revolver?”
Gillian dryly asked.

“ Including your rifle ¢nd revolver,
Mr. Hazeltine.”

“How long will I be the Sultan’s
guest

“ Perhaps a week. Perhaps longer,
depending on the time it takes us to
render justice on Richard Fowler."”

“ My wife will want to know where
Tam”

“She will know the moment she
reaches Singapore, Mr. Hazeltine. 1
sent her d cable, taking the liberty to
sign your name, that she was to pro-
ceed by the first steamer to Saigon and
wait for you at the Continental.”

Gillian’s anger left him, in the mo-
ment he realized its utter futility. He
was in an inescapable situation, a stran-
ger in the hands of strange enemies.
What price wrath? Ile had wanted a
glimpse of the oriental point of view,
of the oriental mind, and he was cer-
tainly getting it! Miss Thorne was
watching him with bright, hopeful
eyes.

He made no further comments on
Mr. Chong’s explanation, ®but began
watching the native behind Mr. Chong
with great interest. The T'onkinese had
before him a small round tray of black
lacquer. On the tray were a spirit lamp,
an opium pipe, a long needle, and a
little round red box which, Gillian
guessed, contained opium gum.

The native placed a little lump of
the gum on the end of the ncedle, held
it over the flame until it began to fizzle,
then jammed it into the pipe. He hand-
ed the pipe to Mr. Chong, who deeply
inhaled. Mr. Chong retained the smoke
for a little while, then expelled it in a
dense gray cloud.

He returned the pipe to the Ton-
kinese, who started to prepare another
charge.
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Three pipes the Sultan’s legal ad-
visor disposed of in quick succession,
and when he again turned his attention
to his enforced guest his manner was
calmer, his eyes were brighter, his
smile was actually more human.

i OULD you like to try one,
Mr. Hazeltine?”

Gillian shook his head. Mr.

Chong was beginning to fascinate him.

“ How many pipes of that stuff do
vou smoke a day?”

*“ No more than thirty,” Mr. Chong
said with an air so virtuous that Gil-
lian could hardly repress a laugh.
*“ Some of these Frenchmen put away
as many as forty, fifty, sixty pipes a
day, but it has got them. There is no
harm in opium if you use it in moder-
ation. I find that thirty pipes a day
do very well by me. In a climate as en-
ervating as this, opium is necessary.”

* Does the Sultan smoke?”

“ Lvery one smokes. Opium steadies
the nerves, it is excellent for the intes-
tines, and it is a splendid tonic. The
Sultan is a very conservative smoker.
The gum he uses is made expressly for
him in the Portuguese opium colony at
Macao. I have never seen him smoke
more than fifteen pipes a day.”

Mr. Chong, while he talked, occa-
sionally interrupted himself to inhale
of his “tonic.” Gillian counted six
pipes, then lost count, so great was his
interest in what Mr. Chong was say-
ing. His indignation at Mr. Chong’s
extremely oriental methods was almost
gone, and the more Mr. Chong smoked,
the smoother became his tongue, the
niore animated and fascinating his dis-
course.

“ Opium makes all facts remarkably
clear,” he explained.

“ Does it help to sharpen up only the
facts?”
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It renders all dreams more en-
chanting,” Mr. Chong said. * But I
smoke only for the facts.”

In poetic bursts he told Gillian the
story of his life. He had been born
in Hanoi, the issue of an American sea
captain and a half-Tonkinese mother,
whose own father had heen an Ameri-
can, a trader. He was educated in Sai-
gon, Haiphong, and he studied law in
Berkeley.

1 love Calilornia. My sympathies
are American. I would gladly live in
Awmerica except that the 1%ast, especial-
Iv this part of the I%ast, so litile known,
gels vou. [t has got me. [ hate it, hut
I cannot tear mysell away. T detest and
loathe and dread the jungle, vet it has
its vines about me, as love has its vines
about the heart of Miss ‘T'horne. Oh, T
could tell vou stories of the jungle that
would make vour blood run cold, my
friend.”

And he procecded to do so, but Gil-
lian did not have occasion to wonder
whether or not his bloud ran cold, so
fascinating were Mr. Chong's stories.
He told of elephant lceches which
dropped down from trees upon horses
tethered overnight and sucked the ani-
mals’ blood until, in the morning, noth-
ing remained but lifeless heaps of skin
and bone.

e told ol heetles with horrible claws
like sugar tongs, which would, in the
came manner, attack @ man helpless
from illness or wounds, and would strip
him of fAesh, shred by shred, until only
his gleaming skeleton remained. He
told of wild jungle proples no taller
than a child of six who ran about on
all fours and swung about in the trees
with the agility of apes, and talked no
language but merely gibbered, and who
peered at travelers from their perches
with bright hostile little eves.

* Have any of them been captured

JUSTICE.

741

and brought to civilization?” Gillian
wanted to know.

“ No,” said Mr. Chong. ** But some
of them have been shot. The Sultan
would rather hunt and shoot them than
tigers. He is a great sportsman. These
little people are most dangerous game
because, you see, they use blowguns
and darts dipped in the poison of the
kreit adder. You have only time to feel
the prick of one of these poisoned darts
and then vou are in the convulsions
of death.”

Mr. Chong was looking amiably at
Gillian with eyes no longer like spots
ol fog, but as bright as Chantaboon
sapphires. He hegan talking of his Sul-
tan, and in his enthusiasm Gillian per-
ceived the weak, irresolute man’s ad-
miration for one who was so ruthless.

HE Sultans of Senang, Gillian

learned, traced their ancestry

back to the misty heginning of
human history. The present Sultan
Chaddore Wang Chot Shoddor must
be, it seemed to Gillian, related to
Adam. Most of his ancestors had heen
mighty warriors, leaders of the wild
Cambodian tribes. So splendid was the
court of one early Sultan of Senang
that Marco Polo, the wanderer, had
traveled many miles out ol his way
to visit there on one of his pilgrimages
to the court of Kublai Khan.

Gillian learned that the Sultan of
Senang was a devil worshiper and that
all of his ancestors had heen devil wor-
shipers, and that the Senangese were
related by blood to the wild Burmese
hill tribe, the Moosars, the very foun-
tainhead of nat worship.

His mind was so filled with fantastic
oriental lore, poured forth by the in-
exhaustible Mr. Chong, that he forgot
his surroundings. Perhaps the fumes
of opium, now hecome a pall of aro-
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matic mist, affected Gillian. Under the
spell of Mr. Chong’s oriental imagina-
tion, whipped by the drug, Gillian be-
came enchanted. It required more than
the noisy shouts outside to arouse him.

They were under the stern of the
Lotus. Gillian stepped out on the little
stern platform of the sampan, followed
by Mr. Chong and the American girl.
As the coolie at the sweep maneuvered
the sampan alongside the comipanion
ladder, she suddenly thrust her hand
under Gillian’s elbow. It was a small,
cold hand. Gillian recalled what Mr.
Chong had said about the vines of love
that had crept about her heart. He was
sorry for her.

She said in a low, husky voice:

“You will help him—won't you?”

“ It seems,” said Gillian dryly, “ un-
avoidable, Miss Thorne.”

She released his arm and ran up
the ladder. Brown-faced, slit-eved men
in white drill met them at the top of
the ladder, and as Gillian reached the
wide teak deck his respect for Sultan
Chaddore Wang Chot Shoddor in-
creased.

The Lotus had been backed into a
bayou in an island of mangroves. The
vacht was cunningly hidden. He
learned later that the Sultan had spent
more than a million dollars for this
vacht. She was of shallow draft for
traveling in the rivers. She was pro-
pelled by twin Diesels. No possible
comfort or luxury was lacking.

TONKINLSI steward who spoke
fair English conducted Gillian
to his stateroom, which was

large and luxuriously furnished. It was
so much cooler than the river air out-
side that Gillian wondered. He was to
learn later that the Lotus was equipped
with an elaborate ventilating system.
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Driers, filters and refrigerators cleaned
and cooled the air in the staterooms.
Regardless of high temperatures and
high humidity on the river, the air in
the staterooms would always he cool
and dry.

He was attracted by a nickel-rimmed
mahogany cabinet on one wall. Open-
ing it, he found that it was a tiny unit
of a refrigerating system. It contained
frosted copper coils in one compart-
ment, In another were bottles of
Scotch, rye, ginger ale and charged
water.

In a commodious closet Gillian
found his fuggage. In a corner of the
closet was his Winchester. Obeying an
impulse, Gillian opened the top bureau
drawer—and found his revolver!

Pyjamas and dressing gown were
laid out on the bed. Gillian was explor-
ing the elaborate mysteries of his pri-
vate bathroom when a discreet knock
sounded on his door. He opened it.
The Tonkinese steward stood there.

“Mr. Chong presents his compli-
ments to the biraki, and wishes to know
if the birahi finds everything pukka.”

“You may tell Mr. Chong,” Gillian
said, “that the biralii savs he finds
everything quite pukka.”

The steward bowed and withdrew.
Gillian closed the door, locked it, un-
dressed, and got into his pyjamas. It
was almost four o’clock in the morn-
ing. He climbed into bed, turned out
the lights and stretched out between
silk sheets with a luxurious sigh. He
distantly heard the clang of engine
room bells, then the vibration of the
powerful twin Diesels.

The Lotus was backing out of the
bayou and shaping her course up the
tropical river. And Gillian, against his
wishes, was embarked on what danger-
ous river of experience!

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK.



The parcel suddenly came undone

A Friend

in Greed

W hen an old carnival acquaintance handed Bill and Jim a package, they
knew they were in for trouble—for he never gave anybody
anything except perhaps a bum sleer

By JOHN H.

& ELLO, men! Certainly am

H tickled pmk to sec vou again.

Ilold this package for me a

few minutes, will you?  Stick around

the waiting room here tfor a while; I'll
meet vou later.”

Almost before we had a chance to
realize that it ILd Mc\Whortle
speaking, he had shoved a small pack-
age into Bill's hand and hurriedly lost
himself in the crowd of ~uburbanites
scurrying for their underground holes.

The last time we had seen Ed he had
heen attached to a Federal marshal by
something more material than the
honds of affection, and was boarding a

was

THOMPSON

train for Leavenworth for a sojourn
of five or six ycars. The government
15 only too eager to play host to birds
like [Xd who get the idea that they can
hand out prettier hank notes than the
Bureau of FEngraving and Printing.
We had no use for ILd. Nor would
anyhody else who knew him. \We met
him first when we were traveling with
Beary's Carnival. Ed drifted into the
organization like a strav flv drifting
into a pan of fresh cream. e posed
as a financial expert, and after he had
been with the show for a few weeks
without stealing the tent from over the
heads of the audience, thie boss trans-

4
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ferred him to the cashier’s cage as an
assistant.

Within a week “ Honest John”
Coons, the impeccable cashier who had
been with the show since the days when
constables arrested ladies who showed
their ankles while riding side-saddle,
was so hopelessly snarled up in his ac-
counts that he started keeping his books
in pencil so he could erase the entries
easier from day to day. Honest John
went to smash, and Ed was transferred
to the sideshow.

Shortly thereafter the bearded lady
missed her beard, and everybody else in
the show started losing things. [id
finally landed in jail, where apparently
he met some genius who convinced him
that the best way to get a living was
trying to compete with the Bureau of
Engraving and Printing by passing
phony bank notes. The genius wasn’t
so far wrong, at that, because it wasn't
long before Ed moved to Leavenworth
at government expense.

ILL, being acquainted with these
slices of Ed’s life history, gazed in
dismay at thc package which had

been thrust into his hand. It made no
difference what the contents of the
package were—good luck tokens, or a
time bomb—the fact that it came from
Ed McWhortle was certification that it
came from the headquarters of Old
Dame Trouble herself.

A steely-eyed individual with a
slouch hat and flat feet brushed against
us. He stood on tipetoe, peering above
the heads of those around him. He
was looking for somebody—for some-
body who didn’t want to be looked for.
We didn’t need any town crier to con-
vey the sweet tidings that he was look-
ing for Ed any more than we would
have needed a chromium-plated badge
and a leather-sheathed billy to convey

ARGOSY.

the additional information that the new
arrival in the arena of action was a de-
tective. We knew Ed, and we knew de-
tectives.

*“ Here, Jim, maybe you Dbetter hold
this package; I might drop it,” sug-
gested Bill, thrusting it at me.

“LEd handed it to you to mind for
him, not to me,” I pointed out reprov-
ingly, as I shoved my hands into my
pockets.

Bill groaned. He was fingering the
string nervously. Suddenly the pack-
age came undone, and a stream of
plain green-tinted paper, cut the exact
size of the new bank notes, cascaded
to the floor. My eyes bulged out as I
observed that those green slips seemed
to have the texture of government
notes.

They had fallen almost under one
of the long benches in the waiting room
and a bunch of hurrying commuters
shoved past us and trampled them out
of sight, scattered under the bench.

Bill gazed in dismay at the shell of
brown wrapping paper in his hands,
and was about to craw] under the hench
and retrieve the bills, when he caught
a glimpse of the steely-eyed individual
in the slouch hat, heading our way.
Fortunately the dick seemed to be star-
ing at faces in the crowd, and did not
notice anything odd.

Without further ado we decided that
the other end of the waiting room was
better adapted for waiting. Bill pulled
out his handkerchief and mopped his
brow.

“ Holy mackerel, Jim! Do you know
what those papers looked like?” he de-
manded.

Both Bill and T had been drifting
around enough to be postgraduates in
spotting con games, even though we
were too conscientious ever to practice
them ourselves.
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‘“ Papers for the old money-making
machine gag,” I declared. “ Stick those
blanks in onc end, and grind out twen-
tics at the other—till the sucker huys
the machine. No wonder Iid wanted
to get them out of his hands—with a
Federal penitentiary record behind him
and a steely-eyed detective ahead of
him. The dirty rat didn’t have any
compunctions about trying to foist
them off on a couple of his friends. We
must have looked as welcome to him
as a pair of soup bones in an uncovered
garbage can to a stray mongrel.

“Wait till he finds out you've lost
his stuff.” I concluded, chuckling.
“That hoy’s got a temper like a wild
elephant, and a tongue like a disil-
lusioned bar fly’s wife.”

Bill groaned. He may be a hard-
ened old drifter, but he 1s sensitive. He
eved the empty wrapper reflectively,
and then had an inspiration. He dug
into his inside coat pocket and fished
out a small sheaf of folded automo-
bile maps which we had picked up on
a roadside rubbish heap. Once the
maps were worth a quarter apiece, but
apparently enough motorists didn’t re-
alize that fact, so the entire batch land-
ed among the rubbish, where they had
caught Bill's eve.

“I knew these danged maps would
come in handy,” chuckled Bill. He
started wrapping them in the paper.
“ Ed won’t discover that we've lost his
green stuff until we’re safely out of
his way. These maps are just ahout
the size of the other papers. We—"
He paused as Ed loomed in front of
us.

i HAT the devil you crooks do-
ing with my papers?”’ the
con man demanded, sus-

picioudly.

“ Nothing,” replied Bill meekly.
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“ Yes you were!” snapped Ed in
anger. I might have known I
couldn’t trust a pair of dirty bums like
you and...”

Bill was about to peel off his coat
and sail into action, but I couldn’t see
where the pleasure of swatting an in-
sect like Iid would compensate for six-
ty days in jail, so I held Bill back. Ed
grabbed his package and escaped into
the eddying crowd.

* The miserable skunk!” sputtered
Bill angrily. *“*Crooks’ and ‘dirty
bums,” he called us. I wouldn’t mind
even a horse thief or somebody like
that calling us a pair of crooks or
bums, but when it comes to Ed Mec-
Whortle calling us anything, it’s carry-
ing an insult too far. Remember how
he bragged once about how he worked
a con game on some poor old cripple
who had to go to the poorhouse to die
after Ed got through with him? That's
the kind of low down specimen he is.
He probably is planning to work the
money-making machine gag on some
other poor old cripple. The miserable
crook ought to be in jail. I'd like to do
my bit to help him land there. ‘ Dirty
bums,” he called us. If there’s any
dirtier bum than—"

Bill stopped abruptly. We had pro-
ceeded up the ramp leading to the doors
beyvond which was the clatter and roar
of traffic: and there, at the center door-
way, wis [Ed McWhortle in the
clutches of the steelv-eyed individual.

Bill chuckled appreciatively.

“A patrol wagon will be backing
up to the door in a few minutes,” he
whispered gleefully.  “We'll stick
around and watch ’em load in the
meanest con man on the Atlantic sea-
hoard. This is going to be good.”

The steely-eyed one steered Ed over
into a corner, however, and held him
there while he started unwrapping the
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paper package. TFd looked as inno-
cent as a second-story man caught de-
scending a draipipe with a bag of
family silverware over his shouldcr.

The wrapper fell to the floor. T'he
neat sheaf of automobile maps was ex-
posed. The stecly-eyed individual
gaped in astonishment. 1t was obvious
that he had expected to ind something
else. Fd, too, showed astonishment.
He passed a hand across his face as
though to brush aside an pnbelievable
vision. Like the detective, he had ex-
pected to sec a sheal of phony stuff.
not a batch of innocuous automobile
maps.

“ There's no crime in carryving things
like that, is there?” I&d sneered.

The steely-eved one had recovered
his aplomb.

“TCs  all right  this  time, M-
Whortle," he conceded good-natured-
Ty. * 1 thought you had something else
in that package. You did have when
you came into the station here, but
you've ditched it somewhere.”

We didn’t catch the rest of the con-
versation, but we saw the steely-eved
one depart, leaving Mc\Whortle stand-
ing there, examining the inscriptions on
the cover of the map folders.

“Come on,” growled Bill in disgust.
“There's no other skunk on the face
of the globe that I'd rather push bhe-
hind the bars than I5d Mc\Whortle, and
here 1've gone and helped him slip it
over on the police. Don’t it heat
hlazes?”

Bill angrily kicked the stone balus-
trade and led the way out of the build-
ing.

VIEN the prospect of blowing in
E our capital of twenty cents on two
suppers didn’t cheer him np: and
when the prospect of wrapping himseli
around some iood fails to cheer up
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Bill, it’s a sure sign that his morale has
crawled into the tunnel under the sub-
hasement.

“Let's eat,” T suggested for the
tenth time.

* What's the use of eating »” growled
Bill despondently. ** Just think—I
helped save that miserable specimen of
homus geno, or yenus homo, or what-
ever it 1s, from the penitentiary where
he belongs. Think of it! And vet you
babble out here about eating!”

I almost felt ashamed of myself;
otherwise 1 might have proposed that
Bill surrender his share of the twenty
cents and 1 eat it all.

“And he called us a pair ol dirty
bums,” Bill reiterated. Bill is sensitive.

“\Vell, the police will get him even-
tually unless he reforms.” 1 pointed out
consolingly.

Bill didn’t hear me, however.
thoughts were busy elsewhere.

“I'm going hack in there.” he an-
nounced with determination, nodding
toward the station entrance. “ I'm go-
ing back in there and find out for cer-
tain whether or not that skunk has
cven a shred of decency. Ii he has,
he'll apologize for having called us
dirty bums. [f he hasn't, I'm going to
knock his block off.”

[ remained outside. 1 figured that
if the worst came to the worst 1 could
be more helpful to Bill on the sunny
side of the bars, trying to round up a
hondsman, than in riding beside him in
a patrol wagon. .\ fight in ordinary
surroundings is a fight, hut a fight in
a railroad station is a riot. Anyhow,
the idea of pawing over the spiritual
swill that represented Tid McWhortle's
character didn't appeal to me at all.
Iiven if IEd did possess a shred or two
of decency, the mess of moral dross
was so much greater that it wouldn’t
pay o tap the lode.

His
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No use of arguing with Bill, though.
He strode belligerently into the sta-
tion.

T'wo minutes later he was out again,
unescorted by any minion of the law,
unscathed and with a broad grin on his
face.

“Did you knock him out the first
smash, or was he grateful because you
were instrumental in saving him from
his just deserts?”" I queried.

“ Grateful?” Bill chuckled. “He
hasn’t got nothing to be grateful for.
He's getting his just deserts, all right.”

“Don't forget that you shoved those
maps into his package in place of the
phony money,” I reminded him.

“I know why Dame Justice wears a
blindfold,” interposed Bill irrelevantly.
“It's just so's to prevent cinders from
getting into her eyes. It’s easier and
quicker for her to lift a blindfold once
in a while than to gouge out cinders.”

“ The old dame sure had some cin-
ders in her eves a little while ago when
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she let Iid McWhortle get loose,” I
pointed out.

“\Well, he ain’t loose now,” chuckled
Bill reminiscently. ““ A cop has him in
his clutches in there, waiting for the
patrol wagon to rumble around.”

“Did he swindle some poor cripple
out of his life’s savings, after all?” T
demanded indignantly. :

“The poor cripples will be safe for
a while,” grinned Bill. “Id will get
sixty or ninety days at the very least.”
Ie slapped me gleefully on the back.

“ A guy that insists on passing phony
money is bound to get—"

“ He wasn’t trying to pass any phony
money,” Bill interrupted. “ They've
nabbed him for peddling without a
license—he was trying to sell maps to
people in the station!”

“ Nothing the matter with Dame Jus-
tice’s eves, at that,”” I conceded sol-
emnly.

“Nor with my appetite either,”
chuckled Bill. “ Come on, let’s eat.”

END.
U

U

The World’s Largest Tree

HE largest tree in the world is not one of the huge Californian redwoods

as most Americans believe, nor

the giant chestnut at the foot of Mt.

Etna, but the colossal cypress near the little town of Santa Maria del Tule,
State of Oaxaca, Mexico. The cypress is famous throughout Mexico as
the great tree of Tule, its species heing known by the Mexicans as ahuchuete.
This enormous tree is one hundred and sixty feet in height. Four feet
from the ground the circumference of the trunk is one hundred and sixty-
five feet and the spread of the giant branches is about one hundred and forty
feet. It requires twenty-nine persons with outspread arms to encircle it. Tt
is supposed to be more than two thousand years old. Cortez and his troops
paused to rest beneath its shade some four centuries ago and commented
upon its vastness. Baron von Humboldt, the German naturalist, on his visit
to Mexico in 1803, was so enthusiastic over its Gargantuan proportions that
he placed upon it a bronze tablet inscribed with his name. This now is so
overgrown as to be almost unreadable. Even ancient trees, it seems, do not
stand still in the march of Time. Gerald FitsGerald,



The Latin glared as the young ofiicer
bowed to the girl

Those Navy Ways

A binge ashore, a senorita in red, a Central American dictator’s vicious scheme
—those were the elements that made Lieutenant Ellsworthy’s future in the
Navy as precarious as was his present existence in a seething tropic port

By LIEUT. JOHN HOPPER

Author of ‘“ The Jungle Arena,’’ ‘‘ The Wild Pitch,’’ ete.

Novelette—Complete

CHAPTER I

T SESORITA IN RED.

L''H annoyance Lieutenant
i laek Lllsywvonthy S S5 e
looked up at the black waiter

standing close beside his chair. It was
the third time the fellow had joggled
his elbow.

“\What the devil do vou want?" de-
manded Ellsworthy. “ \What's the idea
of nudging me like that=”

The waiter's thick lips parted in a
wide grin, displaying a double row of
large, gleaming white teeth. When he
spoke, his voice betrayed that cockney
accent common to the Jamaica Negro
servants in the tropics.

* Beggin' your pardon, sir. A leddy
gives me this fer yer. She says fer ter
be careful in the openin’ of it so that
nobody sees yer. Thank yer, sir.”

Below the level of the table. a small,
folded square of paper passed from a
black hand to a white. Ellsworthy kept
watch upon his white-uniformed
hrother officers who sat at the table
with him.  They were too husy having
A good time to notice the small by-play.

“ What the devil!” he breathed to
himseli. Involuntarily, his eyes strayed
across the tiny mirror of a dance floor,
For a moment, they rested upon the
face of the slender, dark-haired girl in
red evening dress. [Tis pulse quick-
ened.  Could it he possible that she had

148
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noticed him, too; that she was inter-
ested? She did not have the look of
one who would pass notes to strange
men in a Central American night club.
Her slender, jeweled fingers were
playing with her glass. Upon her face
was thoughtful concentration. Ells-
worthy detected a trace of anxiety.
Like a child enjoying the anticipa-
tion of eating a piece of candy, which
he is hoarding until the last possible
minute, he kept the note below the
table. As he fingered it, he mused. A
man who followed the vanishing tracks
of the grim, gray dogs of war certain-
Iy saw curious places in the various
nooks and crannies of the world.
Take this place, for instance: *“ Mur-
phy’s Biltmore.” By a slight stretch
of imagination, one might think him-
self in one of those countless little
night clubs just a step off Broadway
—instead of two thousand miles away.
The midget dance floor, the dim lights,
the draped walls and ceiling were the
same. However, instead of the painted
faces of chorines and the flushed ones
of the suckers, here one saw the élite
of a Central American republic. Pro-
prietor Tim Murphy, born Moe Cohen,
was profiting in his tropical venture.
And this night was the biggest of
all. For the first time a unit of the
United States Navy touched at Las
Vegas, capital city of Costa Bella.
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The cruise-weary officers and men,
tired to death of their cramped, smelly
quarters in the holds of submarines,
were ashore gloriously catching up on
the fun they had missed on the high
seas, and storing up additional measure
for the lonely night watches of the
homeward cruise to come.

“ Stand Navy down the field,

Sails set to the sky.

We'll never change our course,
So Army you steer shy-y-y-y . . .

”

Two score lusty, sea-going voices
billowed and crashed the thrilling,
grand old Naval Academy song
through the room. Suave, sleek, dark-
haired, dark-eyed natives gazed in awe-
struck silence upon the little ocean of
white.

Now was the time, thought Ells-
worthy, to read the note. Pushing away
from the table, he squinted his eyes to
read, in the poor light, the pencil
scrawl :

Please ask me to dance. T must speak
to you. It is most important.
Tar Lapy 1N Rep.

“Now,” mused Ellsworthy to him-
self, “just what kind of a game is
this?”

tenant of the submarine S-189,

crumpled the note into a ball, and
carelessly thrust it into his pocket.
Then, he leaned his husky bulk against
the spindly back of the protesting
chair, and lifted his cocktail glass on
high. For an instant he surveyed the
sparkling liquid contained therein.
Then, his eyes flickered across to the
girl in red, shot away and finally came
to rest on his brother officers before
him.

“A toast!” he cried.

JACK ELLSWORTHY, senior lieu-

“ A toast to
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the United States Navy and its ways!
Stand up, you sailor-men! IF it weren’t
for the Navy, we’d all be back on the
farm following the old gray mare.
\What more do you want? Ifere we
are, a million miles from a camel, in
the fairest port of Central \merica,
“where there ain't no ten command-
ments, and a man can raise a thirst.” ”

“Yea!” roared his enthusiastic,
laughing comrades, lilting up their
glasses. ** Those Navy ways!”

“To the cruise that brought wus
here!” continued Lieutenant Jack. © To
those delightful, submersible sausages
with the innards of a machine shop,
and the disposition of an old maid
school-teacher — the submarines, God
—-Dbless ‘em!”

“Yea!” shricked the officers of the
submarine fleet.

* And last, but not least, to the fair
port of Las Vegas, capital city of the
most liberal-minded, indifferent. golly-
woggin’ republic of America, Costa
Bella, and its most charming daugh-
ters, the sciioritas!”

s he finished, amid a burst of hand-
clapping, Ellsworthy bowed over his
olass, while his blue cyes remained level
and  steady, fived on the slightly
flushed face of the girl in red, who sat,
with a number of Costa Bellans, at the
large table opposite.

With a slight gesture of conlusion,
the girl hastily turned her soft, lquid
brown eyes away. The slim, too cle-
gant Tatin gentleman Dy her side hent
inquiringly toward her.  [lis hrown
face, startlingly dark in comparison
with the dazzling whiteness of his col-
lar and shirt hosom, came np with a
frown. Ilis black eyes smoldered as
he stared haughtily at the grinning
licutenant.  One narrow, malogany
hand played with a spiked end of his
black mustache.

ARGOSY.

“ Bull's-eye " murmured the licuten-
ant to himself.

At that moment, the black orchestra
launched into a jazz piece three months
old on Droadway. Couples were be-
ginning to leave the tables, and make
their way to the floor.

Fllsworthy stood up.  Now was the
time. The sooner the better. Espe-
cially since the lady was quite good-
leoking.

Commander LEdward Carson, cap-
tain of the submarine S-18¢, who had
heen sitting beside his lieutenant, leaped
up like @ jumping-jack out of a box.
He placed a restraining hand upon the
junior officer’s shoulder.

" I'm wise to you, Jack, my hoy,”
he grinned. * But leave these local
women alone.  Don’t be foolish. Re-
member, this is the first time the Navy
has stopped at Costa Bella. e don't
know these people, and they don't know
us.  They will surely resent vour
speaking to one of their girls. You
know how these Spanish are about
these things. It might get us iuto a
lot of trouble. Sit down, Jack.”

Ellsworthy jauntily removed the de-
taining hand from his shoulder. He
grinned his disarming smile. which
won [or him the hearts of all men, and
not a few women.

“Tush., tush, commander!" he
chided. ““In case vou don’t know it,
T have a rendezvous with yon vision in
red &

“You'll be having a rendezvous
with sudden death one of these days, if
vou don’t watch out!” grunted the
commander, with disbeliel in his tone.

As he backed away from his superi-
or officer, Jack shook a reproving fin-
ger. “ Those Navy ways, commander!
They all fall for ’em.”

Commander Carson snorted.

“ Those Navy ways are always get-
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ting the Navy, especially the younger
officers, in dutch!”
this dance ?”

l The girl looked up at him. She
tried to check the involuntary gasp.
Her hand fluttered to her breast. Her
table companions stared at Lieutenant
Ellsworthy in astonishment. The man
beside her rose half out of his seat.

Jack sensed that all eyes in the room
were upon him. :\t the crowded tables
near by, swarthy Costa Bellans stared
at him with expressions of mixed won-
der and hostility. Across the floor, his
companions held their breath.

Her departure from the table was
painful. A flowing end of her dress
had caught beneath the chair, and al-
most tripped her. From her nervous
fingers, her evening purse dropped.
Finally they escaped from the area of
black frowns and the hostilely charged
atmosphere.

She drifted into his arms. And, as
she did so, Jack fancied he heard be-
hind him a forceful, if muffled curse.
That, he decided, would be from the
gentleman with the spiked mustache.
Well, he never did like mustaches, es-
pecially waxed ones; and if they were
black, to boot—

Forcing his mind to consider some-
thing besides the wonder in his arms,
he began, ‘“ You wanted to tell me
something ?”’

Her voice, low and musical, but
withal nervous and strained, came to
him from somewhere about the region
of his chest.

“Oh, yes! I hope vou'll forgive me
for the method I took, but I had to do
something soon. I was desperate. Your
being here just at this time, of all times,
looked like the kind hand of Fate to

me.”

BEG your pardon. May I have

Lllsworthy made a funny face into
her, blue-black, perfumed hair. What
the devil!

“Well, I..." he began modestly.

“The Navy, I mean,” she quickly
interrupted, suddenly realizing the in-
terpretation that could have been put
on the other speech.

“ Good Lord,” he groaned inwardly;
“she wants the whole Navy! Some
girl! What a method, what a linc!”
Who and what was she, anyway? This
was not usual among the sciioritas.

“ My father is in very grave trouble
and danger,” she continued. “ You may
think it strange that I appeal to you,
but I shall explain as I go along. That
man you saw at the table beside me is
Dr. Julio Villalohbos. He is vice presi-
dent of Costa Bella. I am going to
marry him unless...”

While she had been talking, a black
curl had escaped from her coiffure, and
was erratically, although sedately,
tickling his square, smooth-shaved
chin. A scent, unbelievably exotic, a
veritable breath of the tropics, had
stolen into his nostrils, and from there
into his blood stream, making his heart
pound wildly. In his arms, she was
thrillingly light, soft, and pliant.

She looked up at him. For the first
time in his life, he was shocked out of
his usual aplomb. From his arms, on a
dance floor, many eyes had looked up
into his. Some had heen coy; some
roguish; some simple and sweet; and
some, just simple. But all had been
flirtatious, whatever the system they
used.

None had prepared him for the
steady gaze he was receiving from
those limpid, brown pools. In them,
he saw a woman as old as Eve in the
knowledge and sufferings of her sex,
and as young as the new-born day in
hope and promise. He caught his
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Lreath. ‘At last he realized why he had
never married,

And she was going to marry that
greased monkey on a stick.

* Unless—unless  what?”  he
manded.

I felt the hand, with its long-
H nailed fingers, digging into his

shoulder.  TTe remembered re-
Necting with surprise that the man must
he strong who could pull him around
itke that.  ‘T'he music shrilled into dis-
cords, and linally stopped altogether.
The dancers crowded back against the
tables o make a large, cleared circle
tor them. Just before lie was spun
around, Jack had a glimpse of the girl
shrinking away from him, her eves
lirge with Tear, one small. white hand
pressed 1o her mouth.

He looked into the anger-sharpened
features of Senor Villalobos, the vice
president of Costa Bella.

“Well..." questioned the white-
clad officer of the black-clad Costa
I3ellan.

*You have insult’ me, vice presee-
dont of Costa Bella!” snarled the man.

de-

* You have insult’ my fiancée!  Amer-
icano—peeg !
In conclusion, there was a loud

smack. emphatically expressing the out-
raged Teelings ol Seflor \illalobos.
With his open hand, he had swung
mightily and accurately, and had struck
the surprized Ellsworthy full in the
mouth.

Ordinarily  Tieutenant Jack  [Ells-
worthy was a good-natured fellow, ex-
ceedingly slow to wrath. But a smart-
ing smack from the palm of the man
who was going to marry fier. particu-
larly as it had happened in full view
of his comrades, was just onc smack
100 many.

Ellsworthy did the nawral thing.

ARGOSY.

Suddenly his fist described a short,
vertical are, and a beautiful uppercut
landed ncatly on the point of the
seilor's chin. Like an elevator, the vice
president rose a couple of fect in (he
air, and then descended in a crimpled
heap.

lt had all occurred so quickly that
no one had time to think of what to
do. But just as the ruffled Ellsworthy
was turning about to reclaim the girl
in the red dress, many people had fin-
ished thinking. He did not sce the
figure rushing at his back with a cham-
pagne bottle lifted high in the air.

* Jack—look out!"” roared Com-
mander Edward Carson. e groaned
in sympathy as the bottle descended.
The cowardly assault infuriated him.

“Tet's go, fellows! Carson yelled.
“ Navy this way! Clear the feld!”

Secretly delighted. two score gentle-
men in white picked up whatever was
at hand, and rushed across the floor to
meet at least as many, if not more, gen-
tlemen in black. They met on the dance
floor.

Back and forth, over the prostrate,
unconscious bodies of the principals,
the battle raged and boiled. Curses,
grunts, groans, victorious war-whoop-
ing Navy vells mingled with the ear-
splitting shrieks and incoherent plead-
ings ol the ladies, who stood on the
sidelines.  Fverv time a white figure
flopped to the botlom of the heap, they
shrieked an octave higher. And every
time a man n evening dress dropped
to the floor to be trampled upon, their
Latin pleadings hecame more voluble
and more incoherent.

Iists, bottles, and chairs were the
weapons of the day. ‘The pilace was
rapidly assuming the look of a very
low-grade junk shop. On top of the
piano, surrounded by the pale, dusky
faces of his orchestra and waiters, was

o A
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Mr. Murphy-Cohen, on his knees,
praying audibly.

As they always do, discipline, co-
ordinated action, and united attack
won the day. A little group, their
white uniforms which were a few min-
utes ago so neatly starched and crecased,
now in tatters, their hair snarled, their
eyes glittering with the lust of battle,
occupied the center of the floor, pug-
naciously challenging all those who had
not had sufficient, to come and get
what they missed the first time. There
were no takers.

Commander Edward Carson, one
eye a lovely carmine, knelt to the floor
and gently lifted the head and shoul-
ders of his unconscious lieutenant to
his knee.

* Come on, Jack, old boy,” he urged.
" Snap out of it.”

Ellsworthy opened one eye, and then,
two. In silent wonder, he took in the
battle-scarred features of his com-
manding officer.

“\What happened, sir?
earthquake ?”

With his good eye, Carson peered
suspiciously down at his lieutenant. He
decided that Ellsworthy’s question was
asked for information, and was inno-
cent of kidding.

“No, blast you!" he growled. ““ Just
demonstrating some more of those
Navy ways to the public. How’s your
lead 2"

Jack thrust a hand upon the bump on
the back of his head.

“ Ouch! How’d that happen?” Sud-
denly, he remembered. “ Say, where's
—where's the girl in red?>”’ He didn't
know her name. * She had something
important to tell me.”

“Oh, vea-ah?” The commander
started to snarl, but he hastily changed
his mind. Snarling didn’t go well with
split lips. “ Well, she’s gone. And if

3 A
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T never see her again, it ’ll be too soon.
Talk about Helen of Troy...”

CHAPTER IL.
REPRIMAND, OLD STYLE.

APTAIN JOHN PAUL JONES
TURNBULL was the epitome of
the old-time, pre-war Navy. He

was as big in soul as he was large of
body. But old-time Navy methods and
tactics were rapidly going into the dis-
card. No longer was it customary for
captains to rule their commands by the
strength and power of the heft of a
good, hairy, right fist.

This was the day of modern ef-
ficiency methods, of the thin, court-
martial manual for discipline, of slim,
immaculate, youthful-looking officers,
whose voices remained always at the
tea room pitch, regardless of the stress
of a situation. As each year went by,
there seemed to be less and less appre-
ciation in the Navy for tough, grizzled,
roaring Captain Turnbull.

This year they had shelved him off
to command a fleet of submarines,
which galled his man-o’-war heart
exceedingly. He was like a duck which
unexpectedly had hatched a school of
fish.

IZarly on this bright, sunshiny, trop-
ical morning he had sunumoned Lieu-
tenant Ellsworthy, senior lieutenant of
the submarine S-189, to appear hefore
him on his flagship, the tubby tender,
the mother ship of the flock of sub-
marines.

With frowning, shaggy, gray eve-
brows, the captain looked over the top
of his desk at the tall, respectful young
man before him.

“ I have a communication here, lieu-
tenant,” he growled, “ from the Costa
Bellan Government.”
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Jack Ellsworthy’s heart skipped a
beat. The Costa Bellan authorities had
not lost much time in making a report
of last night’'s fracas. The burning
question was, what would the “old
man "’ do about it?

“1 have investigated the complaint,”
continued the captain, *“ and from what
T've learned it appears that you were
responsible for the disgraceful affair.”

Turnbull glared at the junior offi-
cer.

Ellsworthy felt his knees getting
weak heneath him.

“Well!"” roared the old captain.
“ What about it? Come clean!”

“Yes, sir,” responded Jack.

“‘Yes, sir'—what?”’

“ That’s all there was to it, sir. Yes,
sir; I was responsible.”

It was not in Ellsworthy's code to
make an explanation that would even
remotely seem like throwing the blame
on a woman’s head.

“That's all you have to say, eh?”
sneered the captain.

“Yes, sir,” replied the lieutenant
quietly.

With a huge fist Captain Turnbull
pounded the top of his desk. Inkwells,
pens, pencils, all danced about crazily.

“You voung jackass!” he shouted.
“ You nincompoop! What do you want
to do, huh? What do you want to do?
Answer me!”

Involuntarily Lieutenant Ellsworthy
flinched from that mad wrath. He
struggled desperately, futilely, to think
up some answer to the captain’s ques-
tions. But, he concluded hopelessly,
how could he answer such questions?

HE captain got up from his desk
T and stalked around to where he
could shake his fist beneath his

lieutenant's nose.
“ 'l break every bone in your body!
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I'll put you in irons! I don’t know what
the Navy is coming to. It's men like
you— Tell me,” the captain broke off,
“was there a woman in the case?”

“Yes, sir,” answered Ellsworthy,
eyes straight to the front. He could not
lie to his superior officer.

Captain John Paul Jones Turnbull
became interested.

“ Was she pretty?”

“Oh, captain!” began Ellsworthy,
his eyes shining.

Captain Turnbull became gruff, dig-
nified.

“ That’s enough! Now "—he point-
ed a condemning, stubby finger at
Jack’s face—*' get the hell out of here!
You've been reprimanded, understand ?
I can’t allow my officers to go around
slugging vice presidents. Good naval
officers are hard to get in these days,
when most of them go around with lace
sewed to their underwear.”

With his heart beating a song of
glad relief, Jack began to back from
the room. What a grand old man was
Captain Turnbull! A gentleman of the
old school when to he in the Navy
meant hell-roaring scrapes and devil
take the hindermost.

“Wait!” ordered the captain.
“There’s a luncheon ashore to-day.
The vice president is giving it in honor
of the officers of the flcet. As this is
an official affair, and there will proba-
bly be no ladies present, I expect, Mr.
Ellsworthy, that you will be on vour
good behavior.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Humph! And, by the way, who
won last night ?”’

“The Navy always wins, sir!”

“ Humph!” growled the old man, as
Jack, mopping the sweat from his fore-
head, closed the door bhehind him.
“It’s a damned good thing for you that
it did!”
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Alone, the captain allowed a grin to
relax the sternness of his face.

“ What the deuce,” he murmured to
himself. “ Not another damfool cap-
tain in the Navy besides myself would
act like this. But what the deuce—a
pretty girl, a foreign port...”

CHA\PTER T
THE TRAP.

HE buzz of conversation, the clat-
ter of silver and tableware, died
away. Cigars and cigarettes were

lit. Chamipagne glasses were refilled.
The vice president, a gorgeous figure
in his uniform of sky blue and dawn
gray, with red trimmings and gold dec-
orations, rose to his feet. He exercised
his jaw a couple of times to see if it
were still in workable condition. When
he had awakened that morning he had
sleepily put his hand to it to remove
the ten-pound weight, but there had
been no weight. He shot a glance of
hate down the table at Lieutenant Ells-
worthy demurely regarding him.

“ Eet ees weeth regret,” he hegan,
*“ that the presidente say he cannot be
here weeth you to-day. He have ask
me . . .” And so on, and so on, with
all the hokum, soft soap, and extrava-
gant compliments customarily handed
out so generously at diplomatic lunch-
eons.

After the first five minutes of it had
passed, Commander Carson nudged
his lieutenant. *‘ Your boy-friend is
quite a spellbinder,” he whispered.
** Maybhe it was a good thing you hung
that one on his jaw, or we might be
here all afternoon.”

Ellsworthy's mind was far away.
His eves were dreamy. He was not
hearing a word from the speaker at the
hicad of the table.
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“You know, commander,” he said
softly, *“I can't get her out of my
mind.”

Carson snorted.

* She was so wonderful,” Jack was
saying. *‘ Like a tender little flower in
the month of May.”

This time Commander Carson snort-
ed so loudly that Captain Turnbull
frowned at him and coughed warning-
ly. With a suspicious glance at his lieu-
tenant, Carson surreptitiously removed
all the champagne glasses within reach.
The lieutenant never noticed. That, de-
cided Carson, was a very bad sign in-
deed.

* She had something to tell me—
something most important. Oh, when
I think that at this very moment she
mey be in danger, and 1 am sitting
here . . . If only I knew her name,
where to find her!”

“Why don’t you ask the bhoy-
friend?” suggested Carson sarcasti-
cally. ““He ought to know. I'm sure
he’ll be tickled to tell you, too.”

“Gosh!” Ellsworthy’s blue eyes
came to rest upon the commander’s
disgusted face. He snapped his fingers,
“1 never thought of that! I will.”

The vice president had finished his
speech of welcome. He sat himself
pompously down amidst polite ap-
plause. Now Captain Turnbull was
clearing his throat preparatory to mak-
ing the reply. As speechmaking was a
thing he detested more than anything
else, he was grimacing horribly.

*“ Hey—come back here!” demanded
Carson fiercely. He made an ineffec-
tual grab at his preoccupied lieutenant,
who was already on the way toward
the head of the table.

The vice president, who had been
deeply immersed in scowling thought,
looked up as the naval officer neared
him. Evidently he mistook the dis-
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arming smile, the outstretched hand
for indications of something other than
peace.

A look of alarm crossed his startled
face. From the silver pail beside him,
he grabbed a large, green bottle. He
struggled to get to his feet, which be-
came a hard job owing to his long
sword endeavoring to act as a third leg.
Before the open-mouthed Costa Bellan
diplomats, and the naval officers, he
gave a wild cry, and waved menacingly
the bottle in the air.

HILE he had been at the Naval

Academy, Ellsworthy had been

a star left end. Now, to avoid

the bottle—they made very efficient

clubs as the lump on his head still

attested—he put into use the principles
he had learned on the football field.

He had never made a better flying
tackle against the Army. The vice
president’s legs shot out from beneath
him. With flying coat tails, and dec-
orations popping off all over the room,
the vice president, yielding forth a sur-
prised grunt, landed ignominiously on
the floor, Ellsworthy on top.

“ Listen,” said the lieutenant placat-
ingly. “I only wanted to ask you who
she was, and where she lived.”

The vice president said nothing, but
clutched a fistful of Ellsworthy’s face
with his long nails.

Inside the lieutenant was an all-gone
feeling. He had not meant for his
overture to turn out this way. If the
Costa Bellan had only been a little less
quick on the trigger, Ellsworthy had
planned to apologize to him for what
had happened the previous evening.
Then, after friendly relations had been
made, he had intended to try to learn

the name of the girl in red. In a
roundabout way, of course.
But here was disaster! This was an
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event that even Captain Turnbull could
not pass by. A thing such as this, at
a formal, diplomatic luncheon, might
disrupt the relations between the two
countries.

Lieutenant Ellsworthy decided
quickly. Besides, the digging fingers
hurt. As long as he was going to be
hung, it might as well be for something
worth while.

With his knee on the chest of the un-
fortunate vice president, lie tcok both
hands, and twisted the upraised arm
down and around.

“Tell me,” he demanded, “ who is
she?”

The vice president screamed a curse
as the terrible pain shot through his
arm. Ellsworthy only twisted harder.
He had to get the answer in a hurry.
He could hear the chairs being kicked
back.

“Let’s have it—or I'll break your
arm!”

“Sciiorita—seilorita—"

“Yes?”

“ Adela Smith.”

A dozen white-clad arms tore him
from the exhausted vice president.

This time, Captain Turnbull’s wrath
was very real, and very earnest. His
face purpled as he shook his fist in
Ellsworthy’s face.

“By God, sir!” He repeated. For
an instant, he could get out nothing
else. “Enough is enough., but too
much—is too damn much!” he ex-
ploded. “Back to your ship, sir! In
arrest!”

“ Captain,” Ellsworthy took a step
forward, and extended his hand plead-
ingly. “ Give me one hour, sir.” He
had to see her. If he had to desert the
Navy, he was going to do it.

“ No!” thundered the old man.

“ But, sir, this means something to
me! I've just got to have an hour!”
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The captain looked at his watch. As
he did so. he thought that the girl must
be very pretly indeed.

“ It is now two o'clock,” he stated
grimly. ** You will be aboard your
ship. in arrest, at three sharp.”

£ les eIl

ENORITA ADELA SMITIH led
S the puffing lieutenant to a long.

low divan. As they sat down, he
looked at his wrist watch.

“ It is fifteen minutes past two,” he
said. * You have half an hour to tell
me what vou were going to tell last
night when—ah—we were interrupted.
T must be back at my ship at three
o'clock . . . Naval reasons, you know.”

He grinned at her. She. in turn,
gave him a slow smile, which inspired
in him an irresistible desire to press
kisses upon the red lips that made it.
He compromised by taking her warm.
little hand in his own.

** 1t 15 so good of you to come to see
me,” she began. * After last night, [
thought that everything was ruined.
But,” she said, *“ how did you find me?
~—Who I was?—\Where 1 lived?”

*“1I found you perfect.”” he grinned.
leaning back, and gazing deep into her
eves. Mer long lashes flickered over
them. *“ Oh.,” he continued hastily,
“it's just one of those Navy ways,
finding people.”

With her cyes still downcast, she
said, in A low. voice: ¢ ‘Ihose Navy
ways . .. I suppose . . . find many girls
s inevery port

* Never a girl like you.” he replied
earnestly.

At that, she took her hand away
from him. The conversation was get-
ting too dangerously personal for only
the second meeting.

* Time is going.” she reminded him.
* And I've simply got to tell you about

NAVY WAYS.
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it. Oh, I don’t know what to do! TI've
felt that I simply had to tell some onec.
That I would go crazy, if I didn’t. It
is all so terrible, so awful. There
wasn't a person [ could go to here.
You don’t know the feeling when you
realize there isn't a single human being
in the world whom you can trust.
When I saw you men last night, with
United States written all over you. 1
made up my mind. I don't know what
father would say. e has always
fought his battles alone. [ suppose he
would be furious if he found out. But
I am old enough now.” she finished
with spirit. *“ And if he won't ask for
help, [ shall.”

Ellsworthy was mystilied. This girl.
who looked as if she had everything in
the world, wealth. social position,
power—what sort of trouble could she
he in?

* Listen—er—"

* Adela,” she consented.

*“ Listen, Adela; spill it. You came
to the right person. You've got the
whole Navy right with vou.”

* Oh. I know it will sound wild, fan-
tastic, to you! But every bit of it is
true. Too dangerously true.”

She began tracing patterns with her
tapering forefinger on her dress at the
knee.

“ My father is an American.  In his
vounger days, he was what you might
call a soldier of fortne. e was a
iriend and associate of all that famous
crowd—Lee Christmas. Admiral
Walker, and Raise-Hell Freer. With
them he got in and out of more revolu-
tions than there are gang wars in
American cities to-day. 1'hen, he met
my mother, who was the daughter of
a rich and well-known Costa Bellan

family. He took her to the United
States. I was born there.”
“You were born in the United
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States?” questioned Lillsworthy, who
had been following her with increasing
interest.

“Yes. But my mother missed her
liome and her people. Father, too
was feeling the adventurous urge
again, so they decided to return to
Costa Bella. That was when I was a
little girl.

“Well, to make a long story short,
my mother died when I was twelve
years old. Father had done well. With
the influence and backing of mother’s
family, he became wealthy in the im-
porting business. Then, as it was most
natural for him to do. he entered poli-
tics. He couldn’t keep out. It was in
his blood, you see.”

Ellsworthy thoughtfully nodded his
head.
G E succeedea in Costa Bellan poi-
itics,” she said proudly. “ He
finally became Secretary of the
Treasury, which office he now holds.
Then, little by little, troubles began to
come along. First of all, mother’s
family, which was never very numer-
ous, began to leave us.”

“To die, you mean?’ asked Ells-
worthy gently. The girl nodded her
head.

“With their going, all father's
friends here seemed to turn against
him. You see, they had always hated
him. They hated the power of an
American, a foreigner, over them.
While mother’s family were here, they
had influence. They had many friends
whom they kept in support of my
father. DBut, when they were gone—
vou know how it is.”

“I know,” said Jack softly. The
wolf pack turning against the stranger
dog, who had held, for a little time,
power among them.

“ Father had no one to rely upon to
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help him fight. His own kind were
gone, too. Christmas and \Valker were
dead. Freer was an officer in the U. S.
Army somewhere. The cowards would
have swept him under long ago if it
were not for Villalobos.”

“The vice president?” demanded
Ellsworthy, astonished.

Adela slowly nodded her head.

“ Why—why, I thought he—" Then
a great light began to dawn in Ells-
worthy's brain. “ He’s doing it for
you! To make you marry him. But,
I don’t understand!”

“ O, it was easy enough—for him,”
the girl interrupted wearily. “ You see,
all these people wanted was just an
excuse to get father. As much as they
would have liked to do so, they didn’t
dare just put father against a wall and
shoot him without any cause whatso-
ever. Your Latin-American, you know,
is extremely cautious. He’d rather do
his betting on a sure thing.

“Villalobos found the excuse. It's
a good one, too. You remember, I told
you father was Secretary of the Treas-
ury.  Well, according to the account
books in the Treasury Department,
there is half a million dollars missing.
And the penalty for a government of-
ficial embezzling government funds is
—death.”

Ellsworthy exclaimed with horror.
The diabolically clever scheme was very
clear to him. Villalobos had “ fixed ”
the hooks, no doubt getting some com-
patriots of his, underlings in the Treas-
ury Department, to do the work for
him.

“ And s0,” said the lieutenant grim-
Iy, “if you marry Villalobos, every-
thing will be hunky-dory. He'll
straighten out the matter of the miss-
ing funds, and you will all live hap-
pily ever after. Is that it?”

Adela did not need to answer. Jack
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could see her reply in the misery in her
eyes.

“Yea-ah,” he continued. “ And
about a month after the wedding
march, they’ll get your father just the
same, on some other charge. Nice
people! I never did like black mus-
taches anyway! Especially pointed
ones.”

With frowning brows, he pondered.

“You don’t think,” began Adela
earnestly, ‘“that I’'m just telling you
this? That—that my father really is
gl

Ellsworthy’s head shot up, and he
captured her hand again. “ Say—with
a daughter like you?”

She smiled at him through the start-
ing tears.

* It's so hopeless,” she said despair-
ingly. “ It’s like—like being in a room
with no doors or windows. \Ve're
trapped. Helpless.”

“QOh, no, vou're not!" he assured
her heartily.

HERE were a few minutes of si-
lence. Soberly, the girl watched
him think. At last, she could

stand it no longer.

“\Vhat are you thinking?”

He shrugged his shoulders. *Just
going over a few Navy ways to see if
I can find one...” He paused. The
expression on his face was like the sun
breaking through clouds. She stared
at him wonderingly. In spite of her-
self, hope began to flame in her breast.

“ You wouldn't do it! You wouldn’t
dare!” he challenged her.

“\What? \Vhat wouldn’t I do?” she
asked, mystified.

He snatched a hasty glance at his
watch.

“ Two thirty-one! Say ten minutes
to get to the ship; that Jeaves us nine-
teen minutes. You know,” he looked
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at her seriously, “ a lot can happen in
nineteen minutes.”

A doubtful look began to spread
across Adela’s face. Had she picked
the right man for help? She had liked
his intelligent face, his good-humored
eyes, his courageous mouth, but—had
she been mistaken in appearances! In
nineteen minutes! What was he going
to do? \Vhat sensible thing could he
do so soon, and in that short time?

“If I can pick up a couple of the
fellows down town,” he mused, with a
speculative look on his face.

He glanced cautiously around. There
appeared to be no one in the front part
of the house, where they were. Still,
he wasn’t going to take any chances.
He pressed his lips against her hair,
and whispered in her ear.

“Oh, I couldn’t do that!’ she ex-
claimed. *‘ Why—why—it’s the wild-
est thing I ever heard!”

“Tt is not!” he defended. “1t’s the
most sensible, logical, thing in the
world!”

* Just another one of those Navy
ways?” she interrupted him archly.

“ Maybe. But a darned good one,
if I do say so myself. Come on!” he
urged impatiently. ‘‘ Get your hat, or
the old lace mantilla, or whatever you
need in this country. We haven't a
minute to lose!”

“I couldn’t—"

He grabbed her and stood towering
above her. She looked into his blue
eves and—Ilooked some more.

“Listen, you!” He even shook her
to give emphasis to his tumbling words.
* No more shilly-shallying. You asked
for help—and you're going fo get it.
Plenty. First of all, we'll put a spoke
in Villa-whoozis’s wheel—a permanent
one. One he can’t get around, no mat-
ter how hard he tries. That’s the first
step, and the higgest one. After that,
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we'll see about the others. Now, how
about it?”

He gave the breathless, amazed girl
another shake which sent the curls fly-
ing about her head.

“ A-a-all right!” she gasped.

As she went to get her hat, she
turned at the doorway. *° Those Navy
ways!” she flung back at him.

Lieutenant Jack Ellsworthy grinned
at her slim, vanishing form. “ You ain’t
seen nothing yet!” he retorted.

CHAPTER IV.
IN ARREST.

S Jack climbed aboard the narrow
deck of the cigar-like S-189, the
bell of the tender, four subma-

rines away, was just beginning to
sound the notes of three o’clock. He
was smiling to himself. Occasionally
he broke off to whistle the fox trot
that had been popular when the fleet
left New York.

Commander Carson was seated on a
camp stool, with his back against the
conning tower. He was in his shirt
sleeves, for it was terrifically hot in the
harbor. With disapproving gaze, he
watched the second in command of the
S-189 approach him.

“ Cut out the damned whistling!” he
said grumpily. “It’s bad luck.”

“Boy!” Ellsworthy cried inconse-
quently, and without warning. He
clasped his hands together and swung
around in a complete circle.

“Daft!” muttered the commander
to himself. “ Clean daft, and doesn’t
know it. He’s gone tropical for fair.”
Then. to his lieutenant, he said coldly,
“It doesn’t seem to bother you that
you're in arrest, does it ?"”

“What a wonderful girl!” sighed
Ellsworthy.
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“I give up!” cried Commander Car-
son, tossing his hands helplessly in the
air. He got up from his chair, and
made for the iron ladder leading to the
top of the conning tower. As hot and
smelly as it was below, it was better
than listening to his demented lieu-
tenant rave about the folly that had
caused him enough trouble as it was.

“ Wait!” demanded the lieutenant,
catching hold of a shirt sleeve. “ How
would be the best way of going about
starting a war in one of these coun-
tries?”

Carson gave him a look of withering
scorn.

“Huh! You should know! If we
don’t have a war after last night, and
the luncheon this noon, it won’t be the
fault of the vice president of Costa
Bella.” Now that he was on the sub-
ject, Commander Carson felt that it
was time he took his lieutenant seri-
ously to task.

“ Say,” he continued. “ What the
devil's the matter with you? What
have you got against that poor vice
president? I can tell you, Ellsworthy,
you're in a serious jam. There’s heck
to pay. Captain Turnbull is furious.
Do you know that the Costa Bellan
government is threatening to sever
diplomatic relations with us?”

*“ Good!”

“What’s that?”

“I meant—er—I meant that’ll be
too bad, sir.”

For a long time. Commander Carson
looked at his junior officer in silence.

“1 think you're crazy!” he said
finally. Then, he continued. “ There’s
a dance in our honor at the Club Union
to-night. The fleet commander sent
over word by special orderly that you
were positively not to appear. You are
to remain in close arrest aboard this
ship.”
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Ellsworthy grinned,

* Commander, I'd like to see the
captain.”

*“Not a chance! He won't see you.
He’s too danmmed sore. Besides, you
know what his policy is. He very rarely
places an officer in arrest, but when he
does, he refuses to allow the officer to
see him until he’s been in arrest twenty-
four hours. Going on the theory, I
suppose, that it gives the officer a
chance to reflect upon the seriousness
of his crime. He wants to give his offi-
cers every chance possible. He doesn’t
want them going off half-cocked, giv-
ing away secrets damaging to them-
selves until they have had a chance to
calm down, and think things over.”

Carson’s voice became kindly. He
was very fond of his light-hearted,
irresponsible, irrepressible, likable lieu-
tenant. He placed a paternal hand
upon the younger officer’s shoulder.

“ Please snap into it, Jack. Honestly,
vou are in a bad scrape. It is one of
the old man's boasts that he never puts
an officer in arrest without court-
martialing him. And, Jack, I'm afraid
—if you go before a court-martial
board—with the facts as they are,
vou'll lose vour commission. They’ll
have to tie the can to you. For the
sake of diplomacy, if nothing else.”

For once, Ellsworthy’s smile faded.

* And you don'’t think Captain Turn-
bull will see me?” he anxiously asked
again. He had banked heavily on Cap-
tain Turnbull. He had hoped, by tell-
ing the captain the situation, to gain
his sympathy, to be released from
arrest, even to win his help. But it
appeared that Lieutenant Ellsworthy
had been far too optimistic in his
hopes. What he had light-heartedly
taken for granted back in Adela’s
home, now seemed shatteringly impos-
sible.
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“I'm sure he won’t; not to-day, any-
way,” Commander Carson was saying.

After the commander had gone be-
low, Jack Ellsworthy walked soberly to
the rope rail. For the first time in his
life, it looked as if he had bitten off
more than he could chew. And he had
left Adela back there in the city, wait-
ing, hoping with the first real hope she
had had in months.

HE sun was an angry red eye

dropping below the gray-green,

jungle-covered hills in the dis-
tance far across the calm bay, when
Commander Carson, resplendently clad
in the gleaming white and glittering
gold of tropical navy full dress, ap-
peared once more on the deck of the
S-189, white gloves in hand. In spite
of the alleged seriousness of the situa-
tion, he could not repress a slight grin
at the sight of his erstwhile gay licu-
tenant disconsolately slumped on a
camp stool, staring, with unseeing eyes,
at the far-away hills.

“ Cheer up, Jack!” he urged, slap-
ping the other’s back. “ At least you
don’t have to go to this diplomatic
shindig. You know what they are.”

“ Commander, will you do some-
thing for me?” asked Ellsworthy,
jumping to his feet. * When you get to
a telephone, call Adela Smith. Tell her
not to worry; that everything’s all
right. Tell her that I've been unex-
pectedly detained aboard ship, and that
I'll see her very soon.”

Commander Carson shook his head.

“For optimism,” he said, * you've
got 'em all beat! Sure; I'll tell her.
By the way, have you heen wondering
who belonged to that swell looking
vacht out there? Not that I want to
bring up a sore subject. but it belongs
to your old sparring partner, the vice
president. Too bad,” he continued,



762

drawing on his gloves, * that you two
are such bad friends. I hear there’s
going to be a little party aboard her
after the hop to-night. Sort of an in-
formal affair to clear away the cob-
webs of diplomacy. And, boy, T under-
stand the parties that bird throws are
no slouches—wine, women, song, and
all that! Well, so long, Jackie—and
for heaven’s sake, be a good boy until
papa returns! I'm almost afraid to
leave you alone.”

“Don’t worry about me,”
tenant Ellsworthy somberly to
commander’s retreating back.

Soon aiter Carson’s departure, the
shadows of night began to close in
swiftly. A cool hush settled down over
the bay. Riding lights of anchored
craft began to twinkle.

Glumly, Ellsworthy slowly paced the
tiny deck of the submarine. Ever and
anon, he would halt, and stare hxedly
at the dimly lit streets of the city
reaching down to the water’s ecdge.
Somewhere up there, she was waiting.
In her lap, slim hands were fwisting.
Why didn’t he come?

He clenched his fists at the thought
of it. She trusted him so completely.
She had bestowed upon him the great-
est faith a woman can give. .\nd he
was failing her, at the very beginning
of the race. He was a big bluff. Those
Navy ways—

He laughed mirthlessly to himself.
\What a dumb, blind, cocksure fool he
was! He'd be in arrest long after the
fleet left Las Vegas. A hig help he'd
be to her! He was a fool to have made
her do what she had done this after-
noon. It would only precipitate her
troubles, add to them, instead of help-
ing her. After the court-martial, he
could return to help her; but by that
time perhaps it would be too late.

The rope rail sagged under his

said Lieu-
the
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weight as he leaned on it and gazed
across the water at the slim, low-lying,
dim white yacht that helonged to the
vice president. There lay the power.
The vice president was a man. He was
no bluff. He had something to back
Lim up. While Lieutenant John Ells-
worthy was just an officer. a very
junior one {o boot, under a cloud.
his cud of bitter

S he chewed
thought, a curious fact came

slowly to his attention. He was
moving! He shook the brain-clouding
thoughts out of his head, and peered
more sharply across the water. It
was not he who was moving; it was
the yacht! More swiftly now, like a
gaunt ghost. she was backing out of
the harbor.

“That’s funny!” murmured Ells-
worthy to himseli. “T thought Car-
son said there was Uomg to be a party
ahoard her to-night.”

However, the goings and comings of
Seilor Villalobos’s yacht were of no in-
terest to him.  He turned away from
the rail. Two gobs were noisily clam-
bering aboard the submarine.

In the darkness, Ellsworthy smiled
to himself. The American gob was
like a great, big-hearted, joyous child;
yet, withal, best sailor-man and best
fighter on the seven seas.

Judging from their slightly muddled
conversation, this pair had been ashore,
not too long, but too well. They had
been moistening their hones against the
arid season to come back in the United
States.

Tor lack of anything better to do,
Ellsworthy eavesdropped upon their
thick phrases. It was evident that they
were excited about something, and not
a little indignant. As he listened,
Jack’s face, in the darkness, slowly be-
came white; his smile faded.
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“Issha damn shame, thash what I
call it,”” one was saying. * Poor lil gal
like that!”

“'Sall ri’, buddy,” the other con-
doled. “ We sure done our bes.” He
hiccuped, and clutched his comrade for
support. Then he continued grandly.
“\We seen our duty, an’ we done it.
Poor lil gal. 'N'body wif half an eye
could see she didn’ wanna go in their
ol’ boat.

“The way she hollered out 'n’
kicked, 'n’ yelled ‘ Jack! ' He broke
off, swayed to his full height, and
jabbed an emphasizing finger into his
partner’s chest. “ My name’s Jack,”
he stated. “ Thash why I heard her.
She was callin’ me. See?”

“ Poor lil gal!” The first one sadly
shook his head. “ But them for'ners
ain’t sh-shportin’ men a-tall!” He be-
came like a lawyer addressing a listen-
ing jury.

“ Do they fight fair? They do not!
Do they fight man t' man, one atta
time? They do not!”

He then became confidential again.
“*Sall ri’, buddy. We done our bes’,
but they was stoo many for ush. 'N’
thev took the lil gal in the gig, 'n’ off
they went to that schlick vacht.

“T’ll bet, buddy, some rish ole bug
owns that yacht. Thash the way them
fellers get the poor lil gals. They don’
get ’em like you 'n’ me does. No,
siree!”

\With Ellsworthy staring tensely at
them, and gripping the rope rail until
the white bones showed through the
skin, they helped each other across the
deck of the submarine. As they disap-
peared into the conning tower, one last
sentence came floating back to Ells-
worthy's straining ears. It was a maud-
lin threat, but it brightened the situa-
tion most amazingly for the listening
lieutenant,
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“Itf T ever get my hansh on that
feller wif the black mustache, I'll . . .”

CHAPTER V.
INSUBORDINATION.
ACK knew what had happened. It
hadn’t taken a very elaborate

process of reasoning to deduce the
main facts. Somehow Villalobos must
have found out what had occurred that
afternoon between the American naval
officer and Adela Smith.

After that, he had not been slow in
striking. It must be that she was now
a prisoner on his yacht. He was tak-
ing her away, away from her self-ap-
pointed protector until the fleet had
sailed. She would have no chance of
escaping the country with Ellsworthy.
And, after the departure of the Ameri-
can submarines, he would take his own,
time, without fear of crossing or in-
terruption, to settle matters to his
liking.

Ellsworthy thanked the gods of
luck. The lessons in courtesy he had
drummed into the heads of these dumb
sailors had borne fruit. Even while in
their cups, they had shown the manli-
ness of a United States gob. If they
had been indifferent to what was going
on at the water front, if they had not
gone to render assistance, useless
though it had been, to a lady in distress,
Adela would have been gone, and Ells-
worthy would never have known about
it until too late.

Undoubtedly the vice president was
making for one of those little islands
not far from the coast. Jack shud-
dered.

He stared out to sea. Already, the
lights of the yacht were mere pin
points. He whirled toward the mother
ship of the submarines.
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“ Ahoy, Bennington!” he roared.

Back came the answering hail from
the deck watch.

“TIs Captain Turnbull aboard?”

“ No, sir. But Commander Jackson
iz the officer of the watch, sir.”

*“ Never mind.”

“Very well, sir.”

Jack thought rapidly. Rule-sticking,
efficient Jackson would be no help. He
stared out into the black void. By now,
even the pin points had vanished.

He paced the deck in agony. What
could he do? What could he do?

He halted suddenly. At the very
thought that was in his head, he felt
his blood run cold. Yet he was the
senior officer aboard the S-189—in
fact, the only officer aboard.

He didn’t dare! No; he must not
even think of such a thing! It meant
swift and certain court-martial. It
might even mean years in the naval
penitentiary.

The face of Adela came before him;
appealing as she had told him lher
story; laughing at his {unny sayings;
holy, partly frightened, as she stood
with him that afternoon; horror-filled,
pleading, in the arms of Villalobos. He
gritted his teeth. He made bis de-
cision.

He leaped to the conning tower, and
climbed down into the control room.

“Mr. Poates!” he snapped at the
petty officer reading a magazine at the
table. “ Have we enough men on board
to man this old (ub?”

“Yes, sir!” replied Mr. Poates. sur-
prised. * Most of the men came hack
shortly after supper, sir.”

“Very well. Prepare to get under
way immediately !”

Mr. Poates’s jaw dropped. He stared
at Ellsworthy in dumb amazement.

*“ Right away, now, sir?” He spoke
in a whisper.
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" Yes—dammit! Now!”

The petty officer ducked as if the
lieutenant had made a pass at him.

** But, sir; we have no orders! Com-
mander Carson iz not here. And is the
lieutenant forgetting that he is in
arrest>”

HIS time, Ellsworthy grabhbed
Mr. Poates by the collar of his
coat and the slack of his breeches.

He dragged him up off the chair.

* No,” he said grimly and exasper-
atedly to the terrified Mr. Poates, who
was not any too robust, and was stu-
diously inclined anyhow. * No, Mr.
Poates; I am not forgetting that I am
in arrest. But you are forgetting that
[ am the only officer aboard this sub-
marine. Now, do you obey my orders,
or—"

“Yes, sir! Yes, sir! Right away,
sir!l” squealed the petty officer. “ We'll
be ready to go in a few minutes, sir.”
And, tremendously aided by a shove,
he went flying aft.

“ Crazy!” he cried tremblingly to
the men, who had been hanging out of
their hammocks listening to the con-
versation coming from the control
room. “ The lieutenant’s crazy! He
wants us (o get under way at once!”
He sat down and wiped his perspiring
forehead.

Like monkeys from trees, the men
scrambled down from their hammocks,
which were slung close to the curved
steel hull of the submarine.

* Crazy or not,” laughed one, “I'm
all for a ride. There’s going to be a
swell moon to-night!”

After what seemed an eternity of
waiting, the impatient Ellsworthy felt
the submarine vibrate from the huge,
throbbing engines in her bowels.
Shadowy figures raced along the dock,
freeing ropes. Everything was ready.
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Mr. Poates stood at the controls.
Ellsworthy nodded his head, and the
giant mechanical fish, making scarcely
a ripple in the black waters, began to
draw away from the school.

They had hardly cleared the harbor,
when they got the reaction from the
fleet. The wireless itself seemed to
breathe anger, astonishment, dismay,
as it buzzed in Sparks’s phcne. A
grinning gob brought the mersage to
the control tower.

What the hell are you doing? Where
the hell are you going?
TURNBULL.

So Captain Turnbull had returncd
to his ship in time to see one of his fleet
disappear before his eyes!

Now that the deed was done, and
they were actually on the way, a meas-
ure of Lieutenant Ellsworthy’s light-
heartedness returned to him. Action
always affected him that way. He
realized that he was completely done
for anyhow. so he decided that he
might as well take all things as they
came, and take them cheerfully. He
grabbed a pencil, and scribbled on a
sheet of paper.

“Here,” he said to the sailor. *“ Send
this to the Bennington.”

If no word at all, reasoned Jack,
came to the tender from the runaway
submarine, Captain Turnbull might de-
cide that something serious had hap-
pened to the ship, and give chase.

That was something Lieutenant
Ellsworthy emphatically did not want.

So, a minute later, a message went
winging through the tropical night air
to Captain Turnbull striding furiously
up and down his cabin.

Be back in a little

ELLSWORTILY.

Taking a ride.
while.

Captain John Paul Jones Turnbull
collapsed in his chair, the message sheet
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Navy, he had never seen anything like
this happen before.

“ By thunder!” he muttered weakly
to the solicitous commanders grouped
around him. *‘ By thunder!”

CHAPTER VL
ENGINE OF DESTRUCTION.

N the magnificently furnished state-
room Adela knew that the yacht was
no longer in motion. For some

minutes past, now, she had been dimly
conscious that the faint thrust of the
propeller shaft was no longer apparent.
\Where were they?

She sprang oft the silk-covered bed,
upon which she had been lying fully
clad, and stared through the porthole.
Nothing but inky blackness met her
eyes. The stars had disappeared, and
the moon had set. By those signs, she
knew that it must be near dawn.

Red-eved, hair and clothes disar-
ranged, she flung herself back upon the
bed. Dry sobs racked her breast.

\When they had first flung her into
the cabin. she had torn and pulled at
the door, imploring to be freed. Then
the tears had come. She had prayed.
She had prayed for that which she
knew to be hopeless. She had prayed
that Jack would come to her. Yet, she
knew that each thrust of the propeller
was carrying her farther and farther
away from him. He would never know.
Oh. why hadn’t he returned to her as
he had said he would?

Fear clutched her heart the more.
Perhaps they had done something to
him, too—her smiling, confident Jack.
That afternoon the terror which had
been dogging her for months had al-
most disappeared. Jack had scemed so
sure, so capable. But now—
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All through the long night, as the
yacht rose and fell with the sea, the
demons of despair, of fear, of doubt,
gleelully ran riot in her head. XNow,
the coming dawn Dbrought gradually
increasing. icy hopelessness to her
leart.

It was all so sull, that morgue-like
stillness of just hefore dawn. when
human energy. human hopes, are at
their lowest ¢bb. This might be a
horrible nightmare, from which she
would awaken with a scream.  But the
silken coverlet bencath her hands was
not unreal stuff.

Then, terrifyingly loud in the still-
ness, there came a scratching at the
door. A kev was searching for the
keyhole. "She raised herself upon one
arm, and, with eyes big with fear,
stared fascinatedly at the mahogany
door, whose polished surface reflected
the cabin lights, which had burned
steadily on through the night. Her
other hand went to her breast as if to
quiet the tumultuous beating of her
heart.

As the man entered. and shut the
door behind him. she leaped irom the
bed. With black cyes that glittered
wetly., Seror Julio Villalobos. vice
president of the republic oif Costa
Bella, regarded the disarranged condi-
tion of her dress, the lace peeping over
the edge at her breast. e moistened
his dry lips.

“ Adela!
hoarsely.

\With the eyes of an animal trapped,
<he backed before his slow advance. At
last she was against the wall.  There
Was no escape.

“No. no!” she cried, and flung out
her arms to keep him away.

He brushed them aside as if they
were nothing. He had her struggling
in his arms.

Adela!”  The whispered
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“Cara mia,” he whispered, his breath
hot upon her face. * Yo fe amo! 1 love
you! T cannot live without vou! |
must have you!”

* Oh. no, no!” she cried hystericallvy.
With a sudden surge of strength, she
flung him from her. He went back
against a table, where he hesitated,
hands gripping the edge. An angry
light leaped, fully blazing, into his
eves: She would refuse him, him, Dr.
Julio Villalobos, the most powerful
man in Costa Bella, him to whom every
one must vield!

I caught her as she attempted to
fly past him. He held her slender
wrists in a cruel grip. Then his

hands slipped up over her body. In-
exorably, he was bending her back,
forcing her back. She put her hand
out in her struggle to remain upon her
ieet, and felt the silken coverlet!

“You prefer an unknown Ameri-
cano dog to me, eh? Ile is not here
now, is he? You think to fool me,
Julio Villalobos. eh?”

He laughed. Her back was break-
ing. Ilis chest, pressed hard against
her face, was suffocating her.

[le laughed again: wilder.
spoke, his voice was thick.

“We are here alone, cara mia’
\When the day comes, we will be mar-
ried by the padre in the little village on
the island. We will stay here; it will
be our honeymoon, until the Americano
is gone. He will never know. He will
not care. [For vour father, I ¢hall ad-
just that Iittle matter. [ swear it.
Hdlcladsse Velelaine

Iixhausted. she dropped. There was
nothing in her heart but prayer.

All av once, his long-nailed fingers
ripped her dress, tore across her flesh,
lacerating the tender skin—and left her
entirelv. Tt was as if a giant hand had

As he
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reached out and plucked him from her.
Freed from the closeness of his hody.
she gulped in air—and stared.

There was a soul-satisfying thud,
and Sefior Villalobos hurtled across the
rooin, to bring up with a crash against
the opposite wall.

As in a trance, she continued to stare
at the grinning, dripping apparition,
clad in a skin-fitting blue bathing suit,
who stood before her.

“ Adela!” cried Lieutenant Jack
Ellsworthy happily. “ It’s a good thing
I decided to swim over here and have
a look around this pirate tub instead of
waiting until morning.”

SUDDEN movement behind Jack
drew Adela’s eves. The vice
president was not by any means

out of the struggle yet.

“ Look out—Jack!” she screamed.

The naval officer whirled. Villa-
lobos rushed for the table, and Jack
rushed for him. The vice president
reached the table first. He jerked open
the drawer, and Ellsworthy suddenly
found himself staring into the muzzle
of a glittering revolver.

“Back oop, Americano peeg!’
snapped the Costa Bellan. He sneered
as his hand reached backward for the
bell rope. ““ Now we shall see!”

As the two men narrowly watched
each other, Jack mentally kicked him-
self. What a dumb fool he was! But
he had thought he had landed a knock-
out blow.

“I am amaze’,” said Sefior Villa-
lobos, “how you got here! Ees eet
that the Americano Navee has turn pi-
rates and sea robbers that eet ees al-
lowed to their offeecers to come aboard
a private sheep at night. and attack the
captain of the sheep? No matter.” He
shrugged his shoulders. ‘‘ Eet may be
that I do not know how you got here,
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but,” he paused meaningly, I know
how you leave. The penalty for piracy
in Costa Bella ees death! And I am
‘the government!” he cried. and drew
himself to his full height.

Adela sprang before her lover, as
if she would protect him from an at-
tack.

“No, no!” she cried at Villalobos.
“You cannot do that! You can’t! You
can’t, I tell you. I love him. He is
mine. You cannot kill him!”

She whirled, and flung her arms
about Ellsworthy, dripping bathing
suit and all. Jack gently stroked her
silky, curly head. Meanwhile, his
watchful eyes grimly returned the
hate-filled glare of Villalobos.

“I cannot, seiiorita?” queried the
vice president softly. “ Een one mo-
ment, when my good Pedro and Juan
shall come, I shall show vou.”

At that, she turned again to face her
tormentor. Her words tumbled out in
a hysterical flood.

“ All right!” she cried. ““ You want
me—take me! I cannot, I will not
marry you! But I will follow you
wherever you go, do whatever vou ask.
But you must let him go.”

“Adela!” cried Ellsworthy.

At that instant, the door of the cabin
opened silently, and a black. ugly face
peered in. When it had taken cog-
nizance of the situation, it disappeared.

Adela’s words brought a look of cu-
pidity to the face of \illalobos.

“ Eet ees a bargain!”

The door opened again. In glided
two huge Negroes, Pedro and Juan,
personal bodyvguard of Senor Villa-
lobos, vice president of Costa Bella.
Their white eyeballs, in their stupid,
scarred face, rolled toward him for or-

ders. In their fists they clutched the
handles of long-bladed. gleaming
machetes.
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He started to wave them away when
Ellsworthy took a threatening step for-
ward.

“ No, damn your monkey face, it's
no bargain!” He turned to Adela.
*“ Adela, you can’t do that—you can't,
that’s all. But, thank you, dear.”

Now, he turned back to Villalobos.
As he did so, he pointed through the
porthole, where the first jagged splin-
ters of dawn were making a dark gray
light.

“Listen!” he continued. *‘Take a
look through that porthole! See what's
out there? When I took off from that
ship, 1 left an order. That order will
be carried out”’ He glanced at the
clock on the wall. Involuntarily, all
eyes in the room followed. ¢ That
submarine has the order that if T am
not back on hoard her by five thirty,
she is to let loose a torpedo!”

ILLALOBOS visibly paled. He
snatched a hurried glance
through the porthole. About five

hundred yards away, he could just
barely make out a grim, gray, sinister
shape riding low in the water. Through
the gloom, he could see a white letter
and numbers on a squat, thick tower:
“* S5-189." The nose of that undersea
engine of destruction was pointing di-
rectly at the yacht! He licked dry lips.

“You would not dare!” he whis-
pered huskily.

“No? Wait five minutes and see.
I'd rather kill us all than let you have
her.”

With one accord, all faces except
Ellsworthy’s turned to the clock. Five
twenty-five!

“Do you know what a torpedo will
do to this match box?” continued Ells-
worthy inexorably. ‘It will make
kindling wood out of it. And it will
scatter it all over the Caribbean. There
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won't be enough left in one spot to tell
that there ever was a boat. You, all
of us, will go with it. Now comb that
out of your waxed tea-strainer!”

\When Ellsworthy finished speaking,
an atmosphere of tenseness gripped the
room. In the silence, they could hear
the clock ticking off the seconds, last
seconds. They sounded as if they were
made by hustling blacksmiths at anvils.
And with each speeding second, the
dawn became more powerful, overcom-
ing the last shadows of night. Now,
all in the room could see clearly
through the porthole to where the steel
submarine rested. They could see the
little waves breaking where the ex-
posed part of it met the water.

“You would not dare!” breathed
Villalobos for the second time.

The more he thought of it, the surer
he became that the American was do-
ing what all Americans were noted for,
“ throwing the bluff.”

They wouldn’t dare torpedo a ship
of another nation. It would be an
atrocious crime. It would mean war;
not only war with Costa Bella, but with
other nations, more powerful ones, who
would be glad for the excuse to make
war upon the envied, hated United
States. He laughed a little strainedly.

“Tiet ees,” he said, “a veree nice
bluff. But eet does not work weeth
me.” His evebrows came together with
determination. “ Pedro! Juan! Take
thees Americano dog—"

Five thirty.

The girl screamed, and stared
through the porthole with eyes of ter-
ror. She whirled about, and shrank
against Ellsworthy. She closed her eyes
tightly together, and shuddered. Ells-
worthy, firm as a rock, held her. His
face was a grim, serious mask.

Before the fear-bulged, incredulous
eyes of Villalohos and his guards, it

8 A
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In front of the sub-
marine, something seemed to leap
once in the water. Then, straight as
an arrow, it raced at the yacht, leaving
a band of white foam all along behind
it.

“ Santa Maria!” cried the vice presi-
dent in anguished tones. This was no
bluff. Pedro and Juan, whose faces
were as near white as they would ever
get in this life, dropped their machetes,
and fled gibbering through the door.

Now Ellsworthy sprang into action.
He grabbed the hand of the girl, who
seemed frozen to the spot on which she
stood, and yanked her toward the door.

“ Come on!” he velled.

A shot crashed through the room. A
bullet splintered the door jamb. Beside
himself with rage and terror, the vice
president had fired.

“1 weel keel vou!” he shrieked.
“ Before we are blow” up, 1 myself
shall keel you, weeth my own hand!”

With a single, swift motion, Ells-
worthy shoved the girl in iront of him,
and through the door. Then he swung
around.

No chance. Not ten feet away {rom
him was Villalobos. The hand that
pointed the revolver at FEllsworthy’s
heart had steadied itseli. In his last
moment, the vice president had found
courage. His finger tightened slowly
upon the trigger.

Just a second before the explosion of
the gun, a jar shook the vessel. It was
not such a tremendous shock, but just
sufficient to deflect slightly, but enough,
the muzzle of the revolver. As the
bullet sped past him, Ellsworthy leaped.

was happening.

S Adela, from the doorway,
watched the struggling men, she
kept wondering, in the back of

her mind, when the big explosion would
occur. The torpedo had surely struck
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the yacht by now. It must have been
that which caused the momentary jar.
But what had happened to the terrific,
rending concussion, which should have
immediately followed? She was hold-
ing hersell tensed, suspended, waiting
for it. As if, when it did happen, she
would have ever known about it.

Villalobos fought with the strength
and fury of a wild animal trapped. He
was as desperate as a man can be when
he knows that his living moments are
numbered. He scratched, dug, and
gouged with his long-nailed fingers. He
bit with his teeth. He kicked and
squirmed. ‘

Before the frightened gaze of Adela,
the two men rolled and struggled
across the floor. Now the vice presi-
dent would be on top, seeking with his
long fingers a grip on Ellsworthy’s
throat. Then the naval officer, by some
sudden twist, would force the Costa
Bellan to the hottom. Their labored
breathing, coming from tortured lungs,
filled the cabin with loud, harsh gasps.

Suddenly, like an eel, the slender
Villalobos writhed from beneath. At
the same time, Jack’s head went back
violently, and struck the wall. The
resultant resounding crack wrung the
girl’s heart.

She screamed in fear, in appeal.
Ellsworthy appeared to be stunned.
\Vith a maniacal laugh, the vice presi-
dent leaped to his feet. He grasped a
heavy chair, swung it over his shoulder
and started to bring it down.

\With rapidly clearing brain, Jack
saw the descending chair. One foot
lashed out, and caught the Costa Bel-
lan in the midriff. He groaned. The
chair slipped harmlessly out of his mo-
mentarily paralyzed hands.

In a flash, the naval officer was up.
This time it was his fist that lashed out.
His fist, with all he had hehind it. It
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caught the vice president squarely on
the chin. He sank like a bag of ce-
ment dropped from the fourth story.

“Come on,” gasped Ellsworthy to
the girl, “ before the rest of this bunch
gets over their scare. \We got to swim
for it. Can you?”

She nodded her head.

“ But the torpedo?” she got out, as
they hurried to the deck. ‘It didn’t
explode.”

“Nope,” he grinned. “It wasn’t
that kind of a torpedo. I told them to
fire a dummy ; one of those we use for
drill.”  Just before they plunged over
the rail, he grinned again. “ Just an-
other one of those Navy ways.”

CHAPTER NI,
COURT-MARTIAL.

N the wardroom of the U. S. S. Ben-
nington, Captain John Paul Jones
Turnbull sat austerely upon the seat

of authority. To one side of him was
grouped a number of sober-faced naval
officers. On the other side, among his
brown-skinned associates and secre-
taries, sat Seflor Don Julio Villalobos,
malevolently regarding the proceed-
ings. Separated by a little distance
from the Costa Bellans was a very
worried and very nervous Adela. With
her was her father, a white-haired,
rugged, distinguished-looking old man.

Captain Turnbull cleared his throat,
and glared at the young officer stand-
ing erectly before him, eves held
straight to the front.

“Lieutenant Ellsworthy, this is an
investigation of certain serious matters
charged against you.”

“Yes, sir.”

“You are charged with assaulting.
with intent to do great bodily harm,
Dr. Julio Villalobos, vice president of
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the republic of Costa Bella, at a diplo-
matic luncheon on the twelfth instant.
Do you desire to make any state-
ment ?”’

Ellsworthy’s reply came low, but dis-

tinctly.
“No, sir.”
“All right. Commander Carson,

will you please state what you know
of this occurrence?”

Without granting his lieutenant a
single look, Commander Carson
launched into his version of what hap-
pened at the luncheon.

“ Lieutenant Ellsworthy stated to me
that he was going to the vice president
to apologize for a certain episode which
had previously happened. I saw the vice
president get up from his chair to greet
Lieutenant Ellsworthy. T hen it ap-
peared that Dr. Villalobos stumbled
over his sword. He fell to the floor,
and Lieutenant Ellsworthy ran to as-
sist him, and, as he did so, he must
have tripped; and he fell beside the
vice president.”

“ What!” roared Captain Turnbull,
purpling.

“Yes, sir!” snapped Commander
Carson, staring him straight in the
eye.

Captain Turnbull shifted uneasily in
his chair.

“ By thunder!” he fumed.

“Yes, sir.”

“Don’t stand there saying * Yes, sir,’
to me!” roared the captain. He turned
his glare on the other naval officers.
“Were any of you,” he inquired sar-
castically, “ sober enough ‘at that time
to see a different version than this little
love story which Commander Carson
has just related? If so, please step for-
ward.”

Not a man moved.

“ By thunder!” he ejaculated under
his breath. He rattled the papers on
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the table {uriously. *“ That's all, com-
mander,” he said curtly.

Ellsworthy could not help grinning
as the captain glared at him again. It
was mighty good of Carson to testify
that way. Of course, to one who had
not observed the luncheon iracas very
carefully, it might have looked the way
the commander described it, but—

“Q ILENCE!” shouted the exasper-
S ated captain at Ellsworthy’s grin.
“Herce's one you won't get out
of so easily: You are charged with
breaking arrest. You are additionally
charged with mutiny against the
United States for taking, without law-
ful order, or permit to do so, a ship
of the United States Navy, to wit, a
submarine, from its place of anchor.
You are further charged with commit-
ting a piratical act by boarding a pri-
vate vessel helonging to a citizen of a
nation friendly to the United States,
and assaulting said citizen, an official
of said friendly nation, in the privacy
of his own cabin.”

The captain paused. A triumphant
grin crossed his grizzled {features.
“Now, Mr. Ellsworthy,” he contin-
ued, ““ what have you to say?”

After that question a silence f{ell
upon the wardroom. The faces of the
naval officers, more serious than ever,
were turned loward the lieutenant in
the middle of the room. Adela was
leaning forward, her brown eyves glued
to his face. In her lap her hands were
nervously clasping and unclasping.
With a pleased expression on his dark
features, Sefior Villalobos was toying
with the freshly waxed ends of his
mustache.

Ellsworthy's reply came clear and
undaunted.

“1 was doing what I thought was
my duty, sir.”
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“ What!”

“Yes, sir. [ went to the aid of an
merican citizent”’

Captain Turnbull’s voice was sarcas-
tic.

“ Who, may I ask, was the American
citizen?”

“My wife. Adela Smith; who, on
the afternoon of the twelfth instant,
became Mrs. John Ellsworthy.”

“ But—but—" spluttered Captain
Turnbull, * That doesn’t make her an
American citizen. She is a native of
Costa Bella.”

“Mrs. Ellsworthy,” said her hus-
band, “ was born in the United States.
At that time her father was an Ameri=
can citizen.”

“Is this true, young lady?” Cap-
tain Turnbull roared at her.

She even found courage to smile.

“Yes, sir.”

Captain Turnbull dropped back in
his chair. So bewildered he was, that he
thought aloud.

“ Well, by thunder! Bless me, I don’t
know what to do!” He started figuring
on his fingers. “ Her father was an
American citizen, but he isn't now. She
was horn in the United States, but she
is the daughter of the Secretary of the
Treasury of Costa Bella. She married
an American naval officer. What is
she? Damfiknow! Probably Irish!”

TRIM sailor at that moment en-

A tered, and spoke in a low tone

to the captain. Turnbull’s head

shot up in surprise. Finally he nodded

his head. The sailor disappeared. Cap-

tain Turnbull turned and threw a pe-
culiar look at the vice president.

A tramp of feet was heard coming
down the hall. A file of opcra-bouffé
soldiers, led by a popinjay of an officer,
entered the room. They proceeded di-
rectly to the vice president, who sud-
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denly turned pale. While the soldiers
arranged themselves sedately on either
side of Villalohos, the officer extracted
a long sheet of foolscap from his
hlouse and began to rattle off the con-
tents thereof in Spanish.

“ What's he doing?” demanded the
mystified Ellsworthy of Adela.

Her face was a study in astonish-
ment.

“They are arresting him for the
theft of a half million dollars from the
government.”

“What!” cried the lieutenant. “I
thought your father stole that money.”

“ Jack!” she cried indignantly.

“ Excuse me, honey,” he grinned.
“You know what I mean.”

After the forced departure of Villa-
lobos, Captain Turnbull turned to Ells-
worthy and his bride.

“ Humph!” he snorted. But his eves
twinkled. “ You're the luckiest dog
that ever scraped the mud off the bot-
tom with one of those damn’ tin fish!
You didn’t know it, but there was a
reason why the State Department had
this fleet sent to Costa Bella. And,” he
continued, ** judging by what has just
happened, the mission is a success. The
President of Costa Bella prefers to re-
main good friends with the United
States. He was able to solve this em-
barrassing diplomatic situation much
more quickly, and more to the point,
than 1. Politics, in these countries, is
a very funny thing.

“ Lieutenant Ellsworthy!” He be-
came stern again. “ You are released
from arrest and restored to duty—by
reason of lack of evidence. The main
witness appears—ah—to have pressing
business elsewhere. As for vour taking
a submarine without authority, well ”
—he glared around at the captains of
the various submarines—"‘ in my opin-
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ion, I wish somebody would steal the
whole damn’ flock of them!”

DELA turned to her father. “ Do
A vou think,”" she asked,  that the
president knew all along that Vil-
lalobos was going to accuse you of
stealing from the Treasury?”

Her father nodded his head. “I
think so, Adela. They all wanted to
get rid of me—until the fleet came.
Then, it was just as Captain Turnbull
said. The president suddenly decided
that an American-born Secretary of
the Treasury might not be a bad idea
after all. So he simply seized this
opportunity to double cross his part-
ner, Villalobos. Tropical politics, my
dear.”

A determined hand pushed Ellswor-
thy aside.

“ One side, lieutenant, one side!”’
commanded Captain Turnbull testily.
“I haven’t kissed the bride yet.”

Pursing his lips, the captain closed
his eyes and thrust his face forward.

“No, you don’t, sir!” laughed Ells-
worthy, snatching Adela to him. “I
haven’t kissed her myself since you
had me put in irons.”

“ Aw, have a heart, Ellsworthy!”
wheedled John Paul Jones Turnbull.
“T had to put you in irons. If I didn’t,
there’s no knowing what you would
have done next! . .. Phew!” he burst
out, and pretended to mop the perspi-
ration from his forehead. “ Do you al-
ways kiss ’em that way?”

“ Just one of those Navy ways, cap-
tain,” grinned Lieutenant Jack, finally
emerging. ‘‘ Just one of those Navy
ways.”

“ And,” smiled Adela, dutifully of-
fering her red lips to the old sea dog,
who didn’t seem in the least reluctant,
“the Navy way I like best of all!”

END.
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The Nine Red Gods Decide

Jimmie Cordie and his five fellow-adventurers were time-tried soldiers of fortune
in the far places of China— but thal fortune had never before been
such a cruel one for the reckless knights of the machine gun

By W. WIRT
Author of ‘‘ The Death Spell of Nong Chik,’’ *‘ The City of Japheth,'' etc.

LEADING UP TO THIS

DVENTURERS of the far places
Aof the earth are Jimmie Cordie
and his fellow soldiers of for-
tune—big, Irish “Red” Dolan; the
Fighting Yid—Abraham Cohen of
[Tester Street; the Boston Bean, alias
Codfish or the Beaneater—John Cabot
Winthrop of Back DBay, Boston;
George Grigsby, tall, dark Kentuckian;
and big, drawling Arthur Putney from
\"crmont.

Returning from helping Chieh-yu
and his daughter Princess Chi Huan in
Chinese Turkestan, they fall into a trap
set by the War Lord Hsai of the city
of Shun, who has sworn vengeance on
them for slaying his \Var Brother

INSTALLMENT

K’ung. Decoyed to a ruined temple,
Jimmie and Red disappear. The rest,
with Shih-kai and his swordsmen of
the dread secret order of the T’aip’ing,
hurry to attack Hsai’s city in the hope
of rescuing their two comrades.

CHAPTER VL

INTO TIIE DRAGON’S LAIR.

HE house on the outskirts of
T Shun had been used for a sort
of officers’ club, and as the
T’aip’ing came in through the win-

dows, four of Hsai’s officers stood by
the door which was open. Hsai by

This story began in the Argosy for October 4.
m
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chance had selected that very house to
see the battle and had been there with
his staff.

He was brave enough, as brave as
most Chinese, but he saw no reason
why he should stay, being commander-
in-chief, and meet shock troops per-
sonally. As it was, he barely had time
to get out of the building, leaving the
four officers to hold the door long
enough for him to order up men. So
close were the T’aip’ing to him that as
his officers bowed and stepped two to
each side of the door, Shih-kai and
three of his swordsmen were on them.

Hsai’s officers were swordsmen of
ability, but they faced some of the best
swords in China, wielded by men who
thought that their opponents stood be-
tween them and the “ black-cyed, smil-
ing one” on whose rescue they were
quite sure their heads depended.

Shih-kai, his war-scarred young
face now like that of a cold, merciless
devil, engaged the young officer near-
est the door on the right. The swords
met and the officer parried the light-
ninglike cut. But he had no parry for
the blade that started from where the
parry ended in a slash driven by a
moulinet of steel-like wrist, coming in
a half circle from the right, neck high.
The young officer went down, his
head almost severed from his body.

As he fell, the officer on his left
went down as did the one nearest the
door on the other side. The one farther
away on the left side killed the T aip’-
ing that faced him. But his number
was up and the respite was short—a
matter of seconds. The T aip’ing who
stepped up was the War Brother of
Shih-kai. There was a cut, a parry, a
thrust, a parry, a feint that drew the
blade of Hsai’s man out of line, then
a tierce point that went home.

“Get away from the door, Shih-
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kai!” shouted the Bean who had ar-
rived as the last officer went down.
“ That's the boy! Let me speak to the
gentlemen outside.”

The machine gun was in action in
the doorway before the words were
out of the Bean’s mouth—and, like
Hsai’s escape from the house, just in
time. A company of swordsmen were
coming up on the double. But the
street was a narrow caflon between
two- and three-story stone houses,
mostly without windows fronting the
street or having at the best one small
cell-like opening above the door.

The oncoming Chinese filled it from
side to side, and as the Bean opened
up he swept the street from house to
house on either side. The attackers did
not even try to face it. The instant
that first burst came, they started back
to wherever they came from. Most of
those who had been in the front ranks
could not go back but lay still or writh-
ing in the street.

As the Bean quit firing, the Yid and
Grigsby and Putney arrived via the
window. As soon as the Yid had clear-
ance, the muzzle of his Browning slid
out of the window at the rear and like
the Bean he began to “speak to the
gentlemen.”

HE necessity of continued firing

did not last much longer out there

than it had in the street. The
Chinese coming up from the canal bed
and the road had absolutely no cover
at all. They either threw themselves
flat on the ground or turned and ran
for the canal. The Yid might have
stopped a second or so sooner than he
did, but he was trying for a small
bunch way out on the left by the road
who were not running fast enough to
suit him. He stood up with a pleased
grin to find Grigsby looking at him.
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“Oi, George,” the Yid hastened to
explain. 1 thought maybe dot if 1
knocked it some of the staff officers off
de tree, dare vould be less for—"

“What are you explaining to me
for?” Grigsby asked curtly. “ You
know how much ammunition we have
left as well as I do. It seems as if you
always have a certain amount of—"
He stopped as he saw the expression
on the Yid's face, then went on, “It's
all right, Abie, old kid. I'm a little
fussed up about Jimmie and Red, I
reckon."

“ Here come some more callers,” the
Bean put in hastily. “ They’ve got an
old brass cannon.”

Grigsby ran to the window. “We
can’t stay here. Right out and to the
palace. W<¢'ll catch this trap-setting
bird right where he lives. Get out with
that gun, Bean. Go with him, Shih-
kai. Putt, vou and the Yid take the
rear guard. Let’s go! There’s the pal-
ace on that hill. We'll sock this charge
home.”

The Boston Bean laughed, as his
helpers picked up the Browning.
“ That's the boy, George.”

The Chinese in the street wavered
as they saw the lean brown muzzle of
the machine gun appear in the door-
way. Their old brass cannon was
loaded and one of the gunners was
blowing on a brand before applying it
to the touch-hole.

He promptly dropped it and dived
behind the gun-carriage. The Bean fired
two bursts, then his helpers picked up
the gun.

Out of that house into the street
came an outfit that was as deadly and
hard to stop as a wounded grizzly bear.
First the Bean and a machine gun,
then the T’aip’ing, then Grigsby, and
close behind him, the Fighting Yid and
Putney.
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The company that had come in with
the cannon turned and fled. They did
not like the machine guns at all and
when they saw the T'aip’ing swords-
men at close range, they liked them
even less. All of the heads that had
been peeking out of windows and over
roof tops disappeared as if by magic.

“Now you see 'em und now you
don’t,” said the Yid, with a grin.

“You'll see plenty, Mr. Cohen,”
Putney answered laconically, “if you
will look back and up.”

The Yid looked and swiftly Lnelt
behind his gun, saying, “ Oi, de houses
und de roofs is leaking Chinks, ain’t
it? Watch poppa use de mop.”

The Chinese from the canal bed and
the side of the city facing the road,
seeing that the defense had been with-
drawn from the stone house at the
rear, had closed in and were now com-
ing through every opening. But they
faced one of the most expert machine
gunners in the Orient, and an equally
expert rifleman who fired with true
New England economy, getting the
most for his outlay.

Putney and the Yid, ignoring the
bullets that were beginning to hum and
spatter on the walls around them, liter-
ally did what the Yid said, the mops
being steel-jacketed bullets.

Grigsby ran back to them. “ All
right! Close up—we’re going around
the corner and across the square.”

HERE was no resistance offcred
along the rest of the street. But
when they got {o the middle of

the little square that was at the bottom
of the hill on which the palace stood.
there was a fast charge from all four
sides.

Hsai had heen notified of the break
irom the house while he was feasting
with some of his officers in his gardens.
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He had thought that he had the situa-
tion well in hand. The foreign devils
were holed up in a stone house, lie had
plenty of men to send in, and he was
confident that sooner or later the white
men’s ammunition would be exhausted.
Then it would be a case of overwhelm-
ing them in a rush of swordsmen. His
plans for torture had again seemed
feasible and he was smiling when the
messenger arrived. In that moment
he heard the machine guns in action
and sprang to his feet, the gloating
smile gone from his lips.

These men had dared to approach
his city and now, instead of fighting
for their lives behind a stone barricade,
they had further dared to try and shoot
their way into its very heart.

Hsai snarled an order to an officer
beside him to have his crack fighting
troops brought up, withdrawing the
ones he cared nothing about; then,
being no coward personally, he ran to
command them.

The charge was met and stopped by
the guns of the Bean and the Yid be-
fore it had got halfway across the
square. It was stopped—Dbut at the
cost of all ammunition but some
twenty belts for the machine guns and
what 30-30 shells were left in the car-
tridge belts—not many. All four had
almost full belts of .45 cartridges left
for their Colts.

“Up the hill!” Grigsby shouted.
“We couldn’t hold the palace. To that
shrine on the left! Go through the
palace with your men, Shih-kai. We'll
cover you outside. Bring some official
back with you. Get goin’. You shoot
the way through, Codfish. No more
from your gun, Yid; use your Colt.”

Two belts more were used by the
Boston Bean and all foes between them
and the little shrine fell back—or
down. As they made it, they could see
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Shih-kai lead the Taip’ing through the
door of the two-story palace of Hsai.

The shrine was built of wood and
while it offered some little protection
against rifle fire, it gave none at all
against anything heavier. What it did
do was to command absolutely any ap-
proach to the palace on three sides,
being on a higher hill.

“Dig in,” Grigsby commanded.
“ There’s water here and—"

“ Vat mit?” the Yid asked. “ Ve got
it no digging tools. I vish it dot ve
vould find a sandwich or some—”

“Use your nose,” the Bean sug-
gested, grinning at his sidekick and
starting his own trench with the heel
of his boot. “ Don’t worry about any
sandwiches, Mr. Cohen. You won’t
need any climbing the golden stairs,
which you will be doing in a few
minutes.”

“I should vorry about dot, also. I
vish I—vait, I see it some loose boards
dot vill make svell spades. See, George,
over by de—"

“ Here they come trying to make the
palace,” Putney announced. * Show
us later, Yid. Get on that gun.” .

“ Just stop them,” warned Grigsby,
raising his rifle. *‘ Let ’em know they
can’t make it—bul save your ammuni-
tion.”

After the first try, Hsai made no
further attempt to enter the palace
from that side or from any side that
the shrine commanded. He drew com-
pletely out of sight all the troops he
had, and a sudden unnatural-seeming
stillness came over the city.

HIH-KAI came out of the palace
with eight men; the rest had died
inside. With them ran an old

man, dressed in the uniform of a high
official.

“This dog,” Shih-kai said, after
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they arrived, “ tells that none have been
brought into the city as prisoners. He
would know of it, had it been done.”

“ Ask him if he knew of Hsai's
plans,” Grigsby ordered.

Shih-kai spoke in Chinese and the
old man answered, then Shih-kai said:
“He did, yes. He is the ranking offi-
cer of the palace and of the prison. He
tells of Hsai's actions when we arrived
and is sure that something went wrong.
He asks that his life be spared, being
old and not a fighting man. He is sure
that none have entered, as they would
have been brought to him.”

The Yid whispered to the Bean. “ In
again, out again, gone again—ain’t it,
Codfisher?”

“The ‘in again’ is correct,” the
Bean answered, ““ except for the fact
that we have never been here before.
But as far as the ‘ out again’ goes, not
so good.”

Grigsby was talking and the Bean
stopped to listen. “—his life will be
spared. Tell him that he may live if
he will go to Hsai and say that we will
leave the city quietly, if we are un-
molested.”

The old man agreed to that eagerly
and went down the hill in a dog-trot,
so anxious was he to get away from
the gleaming swords of the T’aip’ing
that he had seen at work in the palace.
In the hunt for the “ Black-cyed Smil-
ing One,” the T aip’ing had cut down
all that stood in the way.

A half an hour later. an officer
walked calmly up the hill under a flag
of truce.

“The War Lord Hsai states that
you will never leave his city alive. But
if you surrender, he will make the tor-
ture short.”

Shih-kai translated that curt state-
ment and Grigsby smiled as he an-
swered, “ We will not surrender; and
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we will leave the city as we choose,
after we have rested as long as we
wished. When we do we will hunt
for the War Lord Hsai and send him
to join his ancestors in the cold dark-
ness hefore we go.”

The officer turned on his heel and
walked down the hill and as he did, the
Yid said, “ And dot is dot. Vait till
I dig it de trench a little deeper, Bean-
eater, und den you and me go und hunt
for something to eat, ain’t it?”

“That’s a good idea,” the Bean
agreed gravely. “\Ve can probably
find a restaurant open at this time
somewhere down town.”

“ Bring me back a ham sandwich,”
Putney said. “ \While you are waiting
for the Yid to get his trench deep
enough, count your cartridges, Mr.
Winthrop.”

“ Here it is.” Grigsby said. *“ Jimmie
and Red have disappeared into the blue,
as far as we are concerned. In trying
for them, we’ve got ourselves into a
trap that is going to take some—"

“ Vot kind of a trap?” the Yid de-
manded, straightening up from his
trench. “ Ve valked in—vy can’t ve
valk out de same vay?”’

“We can, if you and the Bean will
stop and get some more machine gun
ammunition on the way back from that
restaurant. How far do you think we
would get on that walk with what we
have, Mr. Ammunition-user ?”

“ Oi, George! For vy pick it on me?
Beany shoot two to my von, all de vay.”

“Which is past history,” drawled
Putney. ‘“ George, the best thing to
do is to wait until night and then go
over that wall at the rear of the palace.
These birds that have us jammed don’t
like night fighting if they are like most
Chinese, and we stand a pretty good
chance of getting in the clear. If we
get out there are plenty of places in the



778

hills we can make a better stand than
here. Hsai can knock us off the Christ-
mas tree at any time, here, i he’s got
any heavy stuff, Jimmie and Red
aren’t here and a running fight in the
hills will make a lot of noise that they
might hear, if they are loose and look-
ing for us.” It was a long speech for
the taciturn Vermonter, and as sound
as his suggestions always were.

“That’'s right,” Grigsby agreed.
“We'll pull just before dawn. These
birds will be holed up against the cold
more or less and those that are on
watch will be full of hop. In the mean-
time I'm going to get some sleep. Shih-
kai, stand guard with your men. Don’t
stay too long at that restaurant, Yid,
you might miss the train.”

“ Dot being de case,” the Yid said,
as he curled up in his trench, “ I don’t
think it I'll go mit, Codfisher. Vake
me early, modder dear, for I'm to be
kveen of de May.”

Shih-kai’s grim face smiled as the
four men promptly went to slecp in the
very heart of a hostile Chinese city,
knowing that torture or death awaited
them if they could not win out of it.

“Truly,” he murmured to his War
Brother, “ the friends of the Black-
eyed Smiling One are men unafraid.”

GH AP TER N
THE UNDERGROUND TRAP,

IMMIE CORDIE and Red had
J climbed over or worked their way

around the ruins for some little
while before Jimmie halted and beck-
oned the Chinaman up who had claimed
to have been Dr. Harris’s topside boy.

“ Show us the exact place she was
standing when she became frightened
and ran,” he commanded.

The man pointed down a narrow
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stone-paved walk and Jimmie and Red
started down it. The two Chinese
walked behind, about ten or {welve feet
in the rear. About a hundred feet
further on, there was a big pile of
fallen stone in the way, forcing Jimmie
and Red over to the left unless they
wanted to climb up and over. The two
or three steps they had to take to clear
the obstruction brought them close to
a standing wall.

“Ye would think now, wouldn’t ye,
Jimmie,” Red said, taking off his hat
to fan himsell. “ That herself would
answer a call in American. Maybe-so
she ran all the way—Ilook out!”

The stone beneath their feet had
dropped away. It had not moved be-
cause overbalanced; they had both feet
on it and were about in the middle
when it went down—not slowly, but as
if 1t were falling through the air.

Red, with his hat in his hand, had
absolutely no chance to draw a weapon.
Jimmie Cordie, as fast always as a
northern wolverine, had his gun half
out before his head disappeared. An-
other stone slid swiftly from the wall
across the hole and in a split second
after the stone dropped, everything on
top was as before except for the fact
that there was no Jimmie Cordie or
Red Dolan in sight. ,

They dropped about eight feet and
lit on a pile of brush that had been put
there to break the fall. Both of them
got to their feet like big cats and as
Red lit, his Colt also was out. It was
absolute black darkness, but as Red
drew, Jimmie Cordie’s flash light went
on and a moment later, Red’s.

* Stand still, Red,” Jimmie said
calmly as he played his light along the
smooth stone walls directly in front of
him. * Threw your light over to the
right.”

Without moving, or speaking an-
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other word they threw their lights
around the four walls. the ceiling and
the floor. Except for the pile of brush
in which they stood, they were in an
absolutely bare stone room, the wails
within ten feet on all sides. There was
nothing to show an entrance or any
kind of an opening.

They could not see, in the beams of
the flash lights, even where the slab of
stone that had slid over to form the
roof joined the walls.

Jimmie laughed. * Back over to the
corner on the left, Red. Something
will slide back in a minute. It won’t
be a corner. Snap your light out.”

Red obeyed instantly and it was not
until their backs were against the wall
in the corner that he spoke.

“What the heck now, Jimmie?”’

“Darned if I know, Mr. Dolan,”
answered Jimmie cheerfully. “ All I
know is that I stepped on a stone and
fell through right after. You take a
guess.”

“I did the same. This damn place
is so dark I could cut it wid me knife.
Why did ye order out the lights,
Jimmie, ye scut?”

“ They lit up the whole works to a
certain extent, you big ape. Enough to
enable any one to take a pot shot at us
through a loophole. Now. if you keep
still we can hear anything that comes
and maybe-so get a shot or two our-
selves before we go ‘on high.’ They’'ll
have to have some light and I'd a darn
sight rather they held it than us. Sabe,
Mr. Dolan?”

Red was silent for a moment then
whispered: “I wonder now did the
Bean and the Yid get dumped like we
did.”

“Maybe-so,” answered Jimmie
softly. ‘““If they did. and as quick,
there isn’t much chance of George and
the rest hearing anything. Shih-kai

779

will come bustin’ in, but it looks as if
whoever framed this was hooked up to
take care of—"
“What are ye stopping for, Jimmie?”’
“Do you smell anything, Red?”

ED sniffed audibly. “I do not—

beyant the damp, gravelike smell.”

He sniffed again. “I do, now.

"Tis like—like—now what the heck do

be the name of that flower that stinks
to—"

Jimmie made no attempt now to
keep his voice down. * Cease search-
ing for the name, old kid Dolan, and
also put your gat up. What you smell
is not a flower by a damn’ sight. It’s
gas.”

“ What kind of gas?”

“Darned if I know. It's some kind
of a narcotic gas. If you stay in it long
enough, it’s curtains. Butif you are in
an atmosphere that’s composed par-
tially of it and not left in it very long,
you’ll go to sleep. First you breathe
hard and your face gets flushed and
your pulse gets feeble and your tongue
swollen and—" :

“Enough,” Red interrupted. “I
see ye know the symptoms, ye shrimp.”

Both of them laughed. In a pitch-
dark, cell-like stone room under a part
ol a ruined temple in China, with gas
seeping in, both laughed as if sitting in
Grigshy's apartment in Hongkong.

“While there is time,” Jimmie said,
“I want to say that all in all, from
the time I saw your red topknot in the
Legion, I've had a good time at your
party, Mr. Terrence Aloysius Dolan of
Dublin.”

“The same to ye,” Red answered
promptly, “and many happy returns
av the day. Will it be all right,
Jimmie, to put the flash on? If we are
to go West, ’tis wan more look I'd like
to have at the homely mug av ye.”
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“ Go as far as you like,” Jimmie an-
swered, a little thickly. ‘It doesn’t
seem to be getting you, Red, as last as
it is me.”

“ It is,” Red answered. 1 feel as
if T had the weight av the world on
me ciiest. Jimmie, alanna, ’tis ye who
have been always to me, like a—like
a—there now, I do not know the words
Twant. Ye know how I feel, [immie.”

“1t’s always been you and me, Red,
in the last analysis,” Jinunie answered
gently. * Take it easy—old kid. We
will—go—"

“ Maybe-so ve think now that I'm
afraid to go. ve half-sized portion av a
shrimp ?”

Jimmic laughed. T know vou are
—you red-headed ape. I can hear
your teeth chatier and—and——no. Red.
vou're not—-""

“The wall! “The wall!” shouted
Red, his flash light steady on the wall
o the left of them. * Jimmie! Come
to! Heads up. Jimmie!” he pleaded.
*“ Here they come! Are ye wid me,
Jimmie > His Colt was out and ready.

Jimmic Cordie. already relaxing
against the wall, raised his head and
with a terrible effort that took all he
had of gameness, shook off the fecling
of suffocation. He pulled himself
straight, a smile on his lips, his Colt .45
in his hand.

“ I'm right beside you, Red.” he said
clearly and distinctly.

Almost half of the stone wall on the
left had slipped noiselessly hack and
now the light was like the gray of
dawn.

Hsai’s man who was in charge ol the
¢as tank had made a mistake. He had
figured the gas that had gone in had
made the men in the room unconscious.
It would have done so with the ordi-
nary man, but both Red Dolan and
Jimmie Cordie were in the pink of con-
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dition, as they were always from clean
hard living in the open.

This man was a European chemist
who aiter the war had taken service
with Hsai's \War Brother, the late un-
lamented K'ung. There is no question
but that he knew gases and how to pro-
duce them, but what he didn't know—
and 1t cost him his life—was the physi-
cal stamina of Red Dolan and Jimmie
Cordie.

He had instructed the men that now
massed in the opening to hold their
breaths while they ran in and got the
two men who by all laws 6f chemistry
should be fully unconscious. As they
waited for the side wall to slide back
the chemist began calmly disengaging
the tubes from the tank of gas in the
corridor outside of the room.

Quite a little of the temple had fallen
in, here and there, heaping loose stene
and timbers. The part that Jimmie
and Red were in was like a series nf
big and small caves.

HE Chinese started in, four of

them, the rest standing in the

opening or just back of it. Before
their eyes could get adjusted to the
darkness enough for them to be sure
they saw the two standing figures, the
room seemed to rock with the detona-
tions of the heavy Colt .435's.

Red fired three times and Jimmie
ence, and the four Chinese pitched for-
ward on their faces. The powder-
smoke mingled with the remains of the
gas, which luckily for Red and Jimmie
was not of an explosive nature. The
men still in the doorway let out a yell
of terror and ran back along the corri-
dor on either side.

“ Quiside, Red!”
staggering forward.

As they reached the opening there
was a swift rush of men from both left

Jimmie panted,
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and right. Hsai had announced that
the foreign devils must be taken unin-
jured and that if hurt, the men respon-
sible for it would be tortured to death;
he had added that if the foreign devils
were caught and then escaped, the same
thing would happen.

It was lighter outside the door and
the Chinese in the party assigned to
aid the chemist could see that Jimmie
was very weak and that the bigger man
with the red hair was also swaying.
Knowing Hsai and knowing also that
the foreigner in charge of them would
report any hanging back, they rushed
in from both sides, bare-handed, rely-
ing on their wrestling skill once they
got to close quarters.

That the deadly guns in the hands of
the two men would no doubt wound or
kill three or four of them, they knew,
but that death was much preferable to
the one that Hsai would hand out.

Red had reloaded as he started for
the door and now, as the rush came he
felt Jimmie Cordie’s back come against
his, as it always did in a tight place and
he yelled a wild Irish yell of the love
of battle. “ Give ’em heck, Jimmie!”

With Jimmie Cordie in full posses-
sion of his mental and physical powers,
the fght would not have lasted nearly
as long. Slighter than Red and not
nearly as heavy, he was like a black
panther of the jungles of Brazil in
quickness and strength.

Red emptied his Colt, holstered it,
unslung his thirty-thirty rifle and be-
gan using it as a club. As he reached
for it, he felt Jimmie's back slowly slip
from his, but at the same time he heard
the pow-pow-porv of Jimmie's Colt.
Slower by far than his but still going.

Red turned and straddled Jimmie,
who was holding his body off the stone
floor with his left hand, firing up at
the sea of faces and bodies that to his
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fading senses seemed like phantoms. If
Red was fighting before from sheer
love of fighting, now he began to fight
like a buffalo cow in defense of its calf.

He charged the Chinese coming in
at Jimmie, and the lighter Chinese
went down under the crashing blows
from the rifle stock like pins in a bowl-
ing alley. Red cleared Jimmie's front
in that onc charge, started after two
or three that ran, stopped, turned and
charged back on those that were left
in his own territory.

They did not wait to receive him.
The torture Hsai had promised was
farther away, in that moment, than
this red-headed devil who was bigger
than any two of them and who had
plainly gone mad. He was very close
and coming closer, so they ran.

As they did, Red whirled around
again and started back toward Jimmie
who was trying to get up using the wall
for support.

“Wait,” Red commanded, “Tll
carry ye.”
ROM around the corner on

Jimniie’s side swiftly stepped the

chemist. In his hand he held a
Luger pistol and as Red spoke, he
calmly raised it and fired point-blank
at Red’s right shoulder. Both Red
and Jimmie, in the split second it took
to see the action, knew that he was
deliberately trying to cripple Red, not
kill him.

As the man shot, Jimmie Cordie
stopped trying to get up, slipping back
to the floor, raised his Colt and put a
.45 caliber bullet squarely between the
eyes of the man who had sneered as he
shot at Red. Hsai’s chemist had paid
in full for his mistake.

As he fell, Jimime said, ““ That’s my
last shell, Red. Load this gat for me.”

“ Wait till T load me own,” Red an-
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swered, dropping the rifle, the stock
of which was shattered. *‘1’ll do the
family fightin® fer the bhoth av us until
ve come out of it.” :

“He got you in the shoulder, you
big ape. Load this gat, then help me
up. Bleeding much, Red?”

** Naw, 'tis nothin’. Gimme the Colt.
Now, can ye walk, Jimmie darlin’?”

“I don’t know. Give me a hand up.
Holy cats, that gas sure made me—
yeah, I can walk. Put your hand un-
der my left arm. 1'm getting better
every minute. We'll go around the
corner where that bird came from.”

Red transferred his Colt to his left
hand and slipped one brawny hand
under Jimmie's left arm,

*“What the heck is it all about. Jim-
mica

““Damned if I know. Some gent
had it in for us and played spider and
fly.”

*“ Has he got the rest, do ye think ?”

“T don’t know that, either. If he
has, you and [ will—I can’t talk much,

Red. \Wait till we get outside. My
gosh, the air feels good.”

Jimmie drew one or two deep
breaths, then straightened up. *“All

right, Red. Let’s go. ['m much better.”

As he said it they came to what at
one time had been a room heside the
one they had been in, backing up to it
from the rear. On the floor close to
the wall was a steel tank, a little pump
at the base and a tube running from
the top of the tank into the wall.

“ That's what he was sending the
gas in from,” Jimime said as he leaned
against the wall for a minute. *\Why
the hell and high water he didn’t put us
clear under is—well, for Pete’s sake!”

Red had seen a row of swords
against the wall, leit there by the
Chinese that had started in after them.

As Jimime spoke Red was over to

ARGOSY.

the swords.
Jimmie.”

*“ Comie and get ve wan,

or full-chested laugh, but a laugh

just the same. Red heard it and
looked up. ** So, ’tis back ye are. That
time I felt the back av ye go away from
mine—2\lary Mother! I thought ye
was gone!”

“Never mind what you thought.
Pick out the one that appeals to you
and let's go. There’s a good-looking
one over in the corner, Red. That
one with the jade hilt.”

“Tis too light,” objected Red. The
fact that they were in some kind of a
series of rooms underground in an old
Chinese temple and without question
surrounded by enemies, and the added
fact that he had a bullet in the shoul-
der, made no difference to Red. Jim-
mie was up on his feet and able to
laugh, and Red had some swords to
choose from; and that was all that
Terrence Aloysius Dolan needed at
any time.

“ Listen, you big red-headed—"

“The same to ye”’—Red interrupt-
ed absently with a sword in each hand,
weighing them and considering the
beauty of the hilts—‘‘ ye shrimp av the
world.”

“ Oh, my sainted Aunt Maria!’ Jim-
mie said, sitting down on a fallen
stone. * You and your darned swords!
Well, make it snappy, Mr. Dolan. The
Yid and the Bean are probably trapped
and the good Lord knows what has
happened to the rest by this time. Pick
vour sword out and let’s go.”

“If ve had the choice av 'em, now,”
Red said, “which wan av these two
would ve take, Jimmie, alanna?”

Jimmie laughed, a real laugh this
time. *‘ You can’t he beat. Red, do
vou realize for John's sake that we are

JI.\IMIE laughed, not a very strong
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liable to get an attack any minute, or
that this darn roof might fall in on
us or what-not? And here you are
picking out swords.”

“And why not, ye pink-gilled
shrimp? \What attack could them scuts
bring that we could not slap outta the
way now that ye are all right. The
bullet in me shoulder is in the muscles
only. ’'Tis sore 1 feel up there and
some stiff, and that’s all. Why should
I not pick me a sword?”

“Go ahead and pick it, old kid,”
Jimmie answered cheerfully. “T’ll
wait. The sight of you jumping over
me on that last charge of yours amply
repays me for a little wasted time now,
Mr. Dolan. Tell you what—cut the
Gordian knot, take 'em both. I’ll pack
one for you.”

“’Tis a fine idea,” Red answered
promptly, “and well worthy av ye,
Jimmie darlin’. Are ye fit to travel ?”

“Tam.”

Red handed Jimmie one of the
swords. ““ You take this wan. Wait,
give me your 30-30 to carry.”

Jimmie took the sword in his left
hand after Red had slung the rifle over
the unwounded left shoulder.

They walked slowly through the
mass of corridors, now more like tun-
nels, and through many rooms, some
big, some small; but nowhere did they
find any opening to the sunlight.

“ What the hell kind av dump is
this?” Red complained finally. “In
and out and in and out, then round
about and up and down.”

“It's a cinch there is some way out,”
Jimmie answered. “ The Chinese came
in and they brought the gas tank in.
Also, Mr. Dolan, there is a certain
amount of light; but of course that
may seep in through the cracks. If we
can find a pick and shovel, vou can
start straight up, Red, and dig us out.”
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“ And if I had a bucket av water in
hell I could get a million dollars a cup
for it,” grunted Red who didn't care
much about being underground or in
any way penned up.

Jimmie laughed. “ Has Ah lived to
see de day dat Misto’ Dolan’s goat am
jumpin’ 'round and ’round?”

“Ye have not,”” Red grinned, “and
well ye know it, Jimmie Cordie. Only
’tis outside I'd rather be, and so would
ye and well ye know it also, ye—"

They were in a fairly big room, into
which [:ey had crawled over a pile of
fallen material that closed the entrance
to within two feet of the top.

Betore Red uttered whatever blas-
phemous pet name he had in mind, a
voice with an English accent called
out, “I say, you chaps, go back
through the doorway and turn to the
left, then climb the stairs and push up
on the rock that covers them. I couldn’t
budge the thing.”

CHAPTER VIIL
A KINDRED SPIRIT.

HE voice seemed to come from the
ceiling. Before the second word
was spoken both Jimmie and Red

had their Colts out and ready. Once
more Red felt Jimmie's back to his
and this time it felt firm.

“Oh, I say!” the voice went on.
“1It's nothing like that, really. I'm in
the same Dbally position myself and T
haven’t a weapon of any kind. you
know. Please hurry, some of K'ung's
men may be along any minute and jolly
well scragg the three of us.”

“What now, Jimmie?’ Red de-
manded.

“Well, we better accept the gentle-
man’s invitation. We can’t do much
else, Red,” answered Jimmie calmly.
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* It may be another trick, but for the
moment, who are we to be choosey ?”

“There is no trick,” the voice as-
sured, “word of honor. 1 say, you
fellows better do what you Yanks call
‘ make it snappy.” The place literally
swarms with K'ung’s men.”

“\Which. of course, you arc not,”
answered Jimmie.  *“ All right, Mr.
Voice, we shall go and push the rock
up for you."”

“ And if ye are foolin’ us,”” Red an-
swered grimly, “and I get the two
hands av me on the neck av ye, I'll
twist it like a—"

“Don’t threaten, Red,” Jimmie
chided, ““unless you are in a position
to do something.”

“T1 said ‘“if,” didn’t 1?7 Do ye want
me to boost ye up, Jimmie?”

“No, T can make it, I'm all right
now. This double-damned sword of
vours is in my way, that’s «l1.”

They climbed back over the pile in
the doorway and after three or four
paces found a flight of stone steps.
They ran up about ten or eleven feet
and seemed (o end at a stone floor.

“ All right,” Jimmie called, as he and
Red got as high as they could, *“ Here
we come! Get that big back of yours
against it, Red, and shove.”

Red obeyed, in spite of the bullet in
his shoulder that was making it sore
and stiffer than he would admit. Jim-
mie, in the small crowded space, man-
aged to get his shoulder under the
stone also and together they shoved up.
1t gave slowly and Red grunted as he
put all his strength into the push up.
As it tilted, a pair of hands appeared
over the edge and in a moment more,
the stone went up and back like a trap-
door,

“Righto,” the voice said cheerfully.
“ Here, give me your hand.”

“Get out av the way,” Red an-
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swered, still breathing deep from the
exertion. ** Jimmie and me have got
up outta worse holes than this widout
help.”

Red came up like a big grizzly bear
coming out of his den and turning,
even before looking to see who had
helped them, took Jimmie Cordie’s out-
stretched hand, Out came Jimmie’s
one hundred and seventy-five. pounds
like a jack-in-the-box.

HE slim, boyish-looking 1nan
dressed in soiled flying clothes
chuckled as Jimmice’s feet hit the

floor.

“1I say,” he remarked to Red, “ you
are strong, what, what? Coming to
grips with you would be like trying to
outhug a polar bear, wouldn’t it?”

Jimmic Cordic looked at the young
man, whose clean-cut face was unmis-
takably English, and grinned. ““ Grant-
ed that Mr. Dolan is the strongest man
in the world, where do we go from
here?”

“ First we’ll put the jolly old stone
back, what

Without a word they all stooped to
the stone and turned it back. As it
went into place Red straightened and
demanded :

“ And now, who the hell are ye, and
what are ye doing here ?”

“ At the minute, the same as you
are, old dear,” the young man replied
with a grin. “ Dodging K'ung’s men. I
say, was it for you that our chemist
friend was turning on the gas?”

“Kung’s men?” answered Red.
“That scut has no men, me bucko
wid the flyin’ panties on. *Tis dead he
is, and a lot av his men wid him.”

“K'ung dead? Since when? Then
who— I say, you chaps are not by
any chance trying to spoof the old man,
are you? There isn’t much time.”

4 A
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Jimmie laughed. ** Let’s sit down for
a moment. There's a cross-fire here.”

* Not here; come to my diggin’s.
We can see in every direction from
there. T say, this is news fo me. Is
Hsai in control now 2"

“We don’t know the gentleman,”
answered Jimmie as thev started.
" K'ung is very, verv dead, though.
He was killed at Meng Wu by machine
gun fire. Who, by the way, is one Ccp-
tain Yao Wur"

“ He 1s one of the oflicers of the
staff of Hsai, K'ung's war brother,”
answered the voung Englishman
promptly. * You know him:”

“Fairly well,” answered Jimmie
with a grin. ** We met him personally
a day or so ago. K'ung we only saw
once or twice at a distance, hut we
heard quite a lot about him, haven’t
we, Red?”

*We have—and none av it good
about the omadhaun, Jimmie darlin’,”
answered Red. “ How long does it take
to get out ayv here?”

“ Not long—from where 1 hole up,”
answered the voung man. He had been
looking first at Red, then at Jimmie as
they walked along, and then said: *“1
say! You're Red Dolan and Jimmie
Cordie!”

“That’s right,” agreed Jimmie.
“Im Jimmie Cordie, and that small
hoy on vour left is Red Dolan.”

“My word! T thought you were,
when you hegan speaking to each
other. 1’ve heard about vou chaps ever
since T landed in the Orient. T wish
that T had—"

“What's the name av ve?” inter-
rupted Red as they climbed some more
steps this time that ended at a landing
above.

“I’'m John Cecil Carewe; and until
I resigned to come and fly for this rot-
ter K'ung, T was flight commander of
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the Lssex squadron. I say, I'm glad to
have met you chaps, and— Here we
are at my chambers—not bad, what?”’

*“Darned good,” answered Jimmie
as he looked around the room they had
enfered.

T was much higher up in the ruins
I than the ground floor, and while the
roof was caved in on one side, it
opened onto the blue sky. In one cor-
ner was a stone bench, and in the mid-
dle was a larger stone that served as a
table. What was obviously more inter-
esting to Red was the fact that the table
was covered with things to eat, such as
roast chicken and rice cakes, and there
were several squatlittle stones or earth-
en jugs that evidently held wine.

“ Where did you get it?” Red asked
as he started for the table.

Carewe smiled. “This is a great
place for the ancient and respectable
worship of ancestors. They leave all
kinds of food. Last week I had roast
young suckling pigs and—"

“ Give Red the bill of fare after we
get out,” Jimmie interrupted. “ We
have friends outside somewhere that
are by now getting darned good and
fussy about our being away so long.”

*“ Friends! Outside? I say, I thought
I heard four shots when I—"

“Ye did?” Red demanded.
on!”

"It may have been the Bean and
the Yid,” Jimmie said. “ We better get
started, Carewe. You can tell us later.”

“1 know vou chaps know that I’'m
not afraid, hut have vou enough men
to stand off any attack in force?”

“Have we?” mumbled Red, his
mouth heing fairly full of roast
chicken. “ We have, young feller me
lad. We have enough, once we are all
together, to stand off all the Chinks
in China, and then some.”

“ Come
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Jimmie grinned. “ Bwv that, Mr.
Dolan means that we have four other
men out there and some swordsmen,
also two Brownings. Let's go.”

“You have enough if the rest of
them are like you chaps,” answered
Carewe. “I say, are they the other
men that you both are usually with?
The one called the Yid, and the Bean
and—what were the other names?”

“Grigsby and Putney,” supplied
Jimmie as they started.  Yes, they are
all there, or ought to be. The Yid and
the Bean started in to do a little search-
ing the same time we did. Red, give
Carewe the rifle. You know how to
work a Winchester, Carewe?”

“Yes; lever action, isn’t it? My
word, it feels good to get something in
my hand again.”

“Here’s the belt that goes with it.
Give Carewe your belt also, Red. He
can take command of the rifle brigade.
Got anything here you want to pack?”

“ Nothing except what I stand in.
I say, could I call you Jimmie and
Red?”

“Ye can,” answered Red, picking up
a whole chicken, much to Jimmie’s
amusement. “ Quit laughin’, ye scut.
I’m takin’ this to Putt. He loves ’em.”

“So does the Yid. Take two of
them, why don’t you?”

“ How can I, wid dis sword and me
Colt? Well, T might, at that”" Both
Jimmie and Carewe roared as Red
tucked two chickens under his left arm.

“ Lead the way—Jonathan,” Jimmie
said gravely to the Englishman. “ The
commissary is all hooked up.”

S Carewe led, Jimmie told him of
K’'ung’s assault on Chieh-yu's
city, of their part in it, of the

trap that had been set there, and how
he and Red at least had fallen into it.
When he finished, Carewe started in.
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“1 came out to fly for K'ung be-
cause the blighter offered more pay for

‘a year than I could draw in six at

home. One day I ran out of petrol and
landed to get some near the city of
Shangtow. I went in and got some,
fussed around for an hour or so, and
then took off. I got home all right, and
told K'ung what caused the delay.
About a week after that there was a
surprise attack that very nearly cap-
tured the city, and who do you think it
was made by "

“ Seeing vou here,” answered Jim-
mie with a grin, *“ my first guess is that
it was made by the War Lord of
Shangtow.”

“C'rect,” answered young Carewe
with a grin. “ And what made it worse,
old dears, was the fact that it came
down through a pass that K'ung
thought only he and his War Brother
Hsai and a few higher officers knew
about.”

“ Including Mr. John Cecil Carewe,
his flyer,” supplied Jimmie.

“ Double c’rect this time,” answered
Carewe cheerfully. ““ Then what hap-
pened, Mr. Fortune Teller?”

“The chief of the flying department
was placed under grave suspicion, and,
hearing about it, took on the well-
known lam?”

“ Crect as far as the first part goes.
What is this lamb thing? I—there was
no lamb connected with it, to my
knowledge.”

“Lamb thing? Oh, I see. In the lan-
guage as she is spoke by Yanks, Jona-
than, l-a-m—not l-a-m-b—means to
run. You take it on the lam—you run,
see? A lamster, a man who runs. The
same as ‘make your elegant. Is that
clear to you?”

“’Tis way back ye are, ye scut,”
Red announced through a mouthful of
chicken.

s
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“Why, I think it is,” Carewe an-
swered. ‘' Quite expressive, what?
Lam, run; clegant, run also. But to
get back 1o our muttons—my word,
there’s a real pun, what? Sce, lam—
tamb—mutton. Not bad, what?”

“Darned good,” answered Jimmic
gravely. “ But to get hack, as you say,
what happened to you?”

“ Why, just as you guessed. The
good War Brother Hsai and I never—
er—took tea together; and when the
attack was repulsed he suggested to
K’ung that T had tipped off the path to
the War Lord of Shangtow. I pointed
out that if I had done so, I would
hardly have come back and told them
of my visit, but K'ung said that was
just what I would do to throw off sus-
picion. Cagey chaps, these Chinese,
what?

“1 went back to iy quarters, leav-
ing K'ung and Hsai to argue it out,
and when I reached there I found one
of the palace officers whom 1 had
chanced to do a favor. He told me that
Hsai had persuaded K'ung to order my
arrest, to be tortured until I confessed.
So, from where I stood, I—took it—
on the lam. Ha! That’s neat, what,
what?”

Both Jimmie and Red Jaughed with
the gay, reckless-eyed young [yer,
whom they had both promptly accepted
after the first look.

“ T made it out of the city after try-
ing for my hus and failing. T holed
up in the woods all day and at night
I traveled toward the river. 1 got as
far as the temple here and was resting
up, having found the food and what
not, Then I saw what I thought were
K'ung’s men coming, so I dug in a
little deeper. When T smelled gas 1
knew that the chemist—whom I didn't
like either—must be around somie-
where, so I started to do a little scout-
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ing. 1 was going to fog up his giddy
game if I could. I heard you chaps
underfoot and pecked down through a
crack. So there yvou are, old beans.”

* Supposin® ye would have ran onto
some av them Chinks wid swords,” de-
manded Red with a grin as he waved
a chicken leg. ** What would ve have
done, me foine banty, widoul a sword
or a guni”

“Tried for one of theirs,” Carcwe
answered  promptly, *“or—what the
deuce was it?>—Oh, ves, or taken it on
the lam. By George! I'm getting fair at
that talk, what *”

“You are,” Jimmie answered as
they suddenly stepped out into the
open air, * This isn’t the side we came
in on.”

*This is the south side. You must
have comec {from the west, the river
side. We can swing around.”

SMALL party, ten or twelve Chi-
nese, burst from the timber, not
more than a hundred vards

away, and charged. They were armed,
this party, and dressed in the nonde-
seript uniforms of the Army of the
North. Four or five stopped for a mo-
ment and blazed away with their army
rifles, but, as usual, the muzzles were
more or less pointing up in the air.

“The nerve av them scuts,” Red
growled as he carelully laid his chick-
ens down and drew his Colt. * If the
chickens get dirty Il be as mad as—"

Pozw-powe-pore-poic-powe!

Carewe raised the 30-30, a happy
smile on his face, and Timmie, as he
saw that expression, smiled also. He
had sensed that the yvoung Englishman
was as game as the breed he came
froni, but he had not scen him in ac-
tion. Carewc calmly unloaded the
magazine, then lowered the rifle to
reload. An expression of sorrow hlend-
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ed with deep disappointment took the
place of the smile as he saw that after
he reloaded there would he no more
bandits to shoot at.

“1 say,” he protested. “ You chaps
shouldn’t try for them all with revolv-
ers, vou know.”

“ And what were ve doin’ wid that
Winchester?” demanded Red sternly.
He had also seen the little smile on
Carewe’s lips. From that minute on,
the young Englishman was counted as
one of Red's friends. “ Plavin' ring-
around-the-rosy wid thew, ye small-
sized portion av nothin’ 7"

“You took a little more than vour
share, Jonathan,” Jimmie added.

Carewe laughed and finished his re-
loading. “ I've heard about what you
chaps could do with a gun,” he said,
“and now I've seen it. My word, what
shootin’!”

“Who was them Chinks?”
Red as they started.

“T don’t know. The woods are full
of disbanded armies and all that.
Probably a bunch that just arrived
from somewhere. They saw us and
thought they would look us over.”

“Well,” said Red grimly as he
tucked his chickens under his arm once
more, “ they did it.”

The three men walked around the
ruins, not slowly, but in no hurry
whatever. If hungry eyves watched
them from the timber, there was no
attack. What had happened to onc
party was more than enough to make
others confine themselves to just
watching.

In about ten minutes they came to
the place where Captain Yao Wu's
body lay almost alongside of Hsai’s
decov who had paid for his mistake
with his head. Jimmy looked at the
body.

“Tour holes—that means that the

asked
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Yid and the Bean got back,” he said
slowly; ““ unless George and Putt fired
twice—and they wouldn’t need to.
They found out that this bird knew
something he wouldn’t tell—or he did
tell and then made a break.”

“Here's the shells,” Red announced
as he picked up four empties. ““ Wan
here and wan there and two close to-
gether.”

“ L“air enough, Red. Well, here it is,
as I dope it. Something happened that
made them suspect Yao Wu. He tried
to get away, or at any rate did some-
thing that made them all crack down
on him at once.”

“’Tis right ve are, ye scut,” an-
swered Red. “ Here is the Colt ye lent
him on the junk.”

“ He started to draw, and they let
him have it. Now turn that bird's head
over, Red.”

Red carefully put the chickens down
and did as ordered. The head of the
Chinaman slain by Shih-kai was hang-
ing to the body by a thread of flesh,
face down. Red lifted it for a moment,
then let it drop.

“’Tis the wan that went down the
path wid us,” he announced.

“That’s right. Well, that simplifies
matters. He made some break, or told,
and Yao Wu tried to—"

“Make his elegant,” interrupted
Carewe, without meaning at all to be
flippant in the presence of death.

“That’s right, John. He tried to
make his elegant,” Jimmie concluded
gravely, knowing in what spirit the
young Lnglish flver meant it. “ The
fact that the bunch has pulled out
means that they have got it in some
way that we are supposedly being taken
to the city. Only thing to do is to catch
up with them as soon as possible.
Counting the time we were in the hole
and all, thev must have three hours
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start on us. We ought to—we ought there was @ spring of clear cold water
—danmm this fog! Why. I can hardly in one corner and more than enough
see a—" stones Iying around to make a roof as

Jimmie swayed and would have fall- well as to fill up the gaping holes in the
en if both Red and Carcwe had not sides.
caught him. Red laid Jinumie gently down on the

“ What is it?” demanded Red as ground and tucked his coat under him
they eased Jimmie to the ground. *“Is for a pillow, then helped Carcwe build
he dead? Jimmie, vc¢ damned scut— the fort. After it was finished, he sat
come to!” in the opening facing the north and

“He’s not dead,” Carewe answered.  east, and Carcwe sat at a peephole that
“ Feel his heart. Overplaved his hand faced south and west.
after the gas. He's pot Lo rest, Red, “Now let 'em come,” Red an-
and have absolute quict. Let’s carry nounced grimly as he lighted a ciga-
him over there where we can make rette after passing them to Carewe,
hole up. I've seen that gas work before. ' You and me will make ’em keep quiet
By morning he’ll he all right, if he lies so that Timmie can rest, if we have to
flat on his back until then.” shoot hell outta all China.”

“He will,” promised Red as he lift- Carewe laughed softly. ** Tell me
ed Jimmie in his arms. © He will, if  about vour outfit, Red,” he requested,
I have to sit on the spridhogue all day as he scttled back comfortably. Not
and all night. You be the army, now, half as big as Red and bred from a dif-
till we get there.” ferent strain, inside they were as much

The place Carewe indicated was one alike as twin peas in a pod—at least in
of the little outbuildings that had fall- (heir reckless daring and contempt for
en in. It made a perfect little fort, as all danger.

TO BE CONCLUDED NEXT WEEK.
v ] o]

The Sacred Tooth of Buddha

HE inhabitants of heathen nauons have long reverenced the teeth of de-

parted ancestors. The owners or worshipers of such teeth believe them
to be protection from encmies or malevolent demons. The kings of Angola—
Portuguese West Africa—tirmly believe in the marvelous power of teeth,
for each monarch is presented with a tooth of his predecessor. These teeth
are kept in a strong box which is crown property, and without which it would
be impossible to exercise regal authority.

Perhaps the most renowned of all these sacred teeth is the celebrated
Tooth of Buddha which is enshrined in a beautiful temple at Kandyv, India,
and is revered by four hundred and fifty millions of people. This sacred tooth
was once sold for many millions to the King of Burma, and it is reported
to have survived miraculously many attempts to destroy it.

Millard A. Adams.



“Where am I?”
he muttered

The Man Who Played God

Barton Thrall, Adirondack landowner and riverman, was clever and
strong — and he needed both traits when he sat in the
Judgment Seat over his neighbor-enemy

By WILLIAM MERRIAM ROUSE

N the total darkness of a corner of
l the big living room Barton Thrall

sat with a mighty patience and
waited for his enemy to deliver him-
self into his hands. Starlight, filter-
ing in, touched with gray the center of
the room, but the corner where Thrall
was alert in a straight chair lay in all-
concealing blackness.

From his position he could see the
faintly outlined squares which were the
windows. He could see the looming
bulk of his high, old-fashioned rose-
wood secretary. Anything that came
in at a window would be a blot against
the dim light outside. and he could
follow its progress to the secretary.
No more than this was needed for the
purpose that was in the heart of Thrall.

He was a big man, but well put to-
gether, and he could move with mar-
velous quickness. It had been neces-
sary, on the river, to have a sure foot
and hand and eye; and the strength of
heart and limb of two or three ordi-
nary men. A good man is needed to
ride a rolling log, and one better than
good to boss a turbulent gang of river
drivers.

Barton Thrall had done these things.
He had made men and logs obey him:
and if he could not command the river
he could at least defeat it.

The ticking of the big wooden clock
that had been old when Thrall was a
boy came evenly across the stillness of
the room. For a long time there was
no other sound. except the occasional
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feeble protest of his chair when he
shifted to ease cramped muscles. Then,
very fainily, a scratching came from
outside. A blob of darkness moved
against one of the small window panes.
Thrall leaned forward. Ansel Gregg
had come. ;

There was some delay and Thrall
guessed what the man outside was
doing; he was glueing a shect of paper
over the glass so it would not fall when
he broke it. The neighborhood knew
that Barton Thrall was his own watch-
dog, and a good one. ITe smiled grimly
to himself in the darkness. .\ muffled
thump came from the window. Now
Gregg would be reaching in for. the
catch. The window slid up with no
more than a whisper of sound. The
square of light was darkened.

The feet of Gregg had made no
noise when they touched the Hoor, but
a board creaked and told Thrall that
he was halfway across the room. The
bulk of the secretary seemed to swell
as Gregg reached it. His breathing
came to Thrall. Now he would be
tugging at the locked drawer wherein
was hidden the bait of this trap. It
was time for the jaws to close.

Of course Ansel Gregg's cars, fear-
sharpened, heard movement in the
room as Thrall sprang for him. But
so swift was the plunge of 1he big man,
and so short the distance, that Gregg
had no more than time to turn half
around before viselike hands closed
upon him. Thrall lifted him into the
air with a hiplock and hurled him to
the floor with a force that jarred even
that well-timbered house.

There was cold metal in the hand
of Gregg when his captor fell upon
him. Even as it was wrenched out of
his grasp a narrow strcam of flame
ran along the darkness and the heavy
report of a pistol filled the room.
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Thrall’s prisoner lay still now. It
was not necessary for Barton to close
the hAngers which were sunk into
Gregg’s throat. Barton Thrall rose
cautiously and made a light.

TI]I{ big nickel lamp illuminated
even the far corners. It was a
pleasant room, and very com-
fortable, although somewhat grim by
reason of the mahogany [urniture up-
holstered in brown rep. It had been
thus for a great many years, and Bar-
ton Thrall himself was like the room,
in a manner; strong, enduring, grim,
but with the deep-set eyes of a dreamer.
Youth still lingered in his rugged [ace.
He looked down upon Ansel Gregg,
sprawling  with slack jaw. Thrall
heaved him up to a chair, and the pris-
oner groaned.

Gregg was well fleshed, but not iat ; e
was one of those muscular men whose
strength is partly concealed by rounded
body and limbs. Life came again to
his bold eyes. He brought his head up
with a jerk and gripped the arms of the
chair. Slowly, as realization of what
had happened came to him, he grew
afraid. Fear was written in the sud-
den shifting of his glance, from win-
dow to doorway to the tall man stand-
ing over him. His mouth worked, but
he did not speak at once.

“I've got you now, Ansel” said
Thrall, after a time. ** \We'll have a
talk pretty soon.”

“You!” Gregg choked; then loosed
a flood of abuse as rage overcame his
discretion.

* I know you hate me,” said Thrall,
when the tirade ended. “ Cuss, if it
makes you feel better. For after 1 get
through with you. Gregg, you won't
have the spirit to cuss! No, nor do
much of anything else, either. I know
the dirty trick you played me to-day.
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After you left here you sold out from
under me that land 1 wanted!”

“ It was mine!” Gregg gasped.

“By law it was! But the money
over there in that secretary wasn't
vours . . . I saw the way you looked
at it this morning!”

Ansel Gregg swallowed. He started
convulsively, and sank back in his
chair.

“ Well—what you going to do

“Listen a minute.” The voice of
Thrall was so low, so repressed that it
sank almost to a whisper. “ We never
liked each other very well, Ansel, but
since I left the river to stay home here
I've treated you all right. But you had
your eye on my south pasture. Always
wanted it, didn’t you?

“We all know the old survevs don’t
stand up very well,” Thrall went on,
without waiting for an answer. “ When
this country was settled they didn’t
care about a few acres more or less.
So you had our line resurveyed and
you sliced off twenty acres of my land!
That's land my gran’ther cleared!”

“TI got a right—" Gregg tried to in-
terrupt, but Thrall stopped him with a
gesture that was warning of a blow.

“It’s legal!” Thrall growled. “ But
it was like slicing a hunk of meat off
my ribs. Then I figgered if I offered
you ready cash that you could look
at, and a good price, you'd sell my own
land back to me. That's why I had
the money here this morning. You got
an idea that was better than selling to
me, I guess. 1 could see you thinking.
I thought you planned to steal the
money, and keep the land.

“1 didn’t know then that you’d had
an offer for that south pasture; but
before noon I heard in Valeboro that
you'd sold to Abner Gaylord. It was
then I made up my mind to get you,
Ansel. right where I got vou now. I
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bought one of your notes and had ’em
call you to the bank. I wanted to make
sure you'd try to rob me, right away.

“1 spoke to Sim Barnard, the presi-
dent, right in front of you about bring-
ing back the cash I'd drawn to-morrow.
[ let ye smell the bait, Ansel! Paying
up that note made you hurry. You
had to go on with what you’d thought
of this morning. You fool, I'd have
paid twice what I offered, for my
grandfather’s land.”

REGG licked his lips. “Tll buy
that land back, Bart, and let you
have it. For—for nothing!”

“ Not for nothing, Ansel. I wouldn’t
be beholden to you. But you're right
about buying it back. You're going to
get that land and sell it to me!”

“If Gaylord’ll seli—"

“He'll sell, for enough. Tl fur-
nish the money and you'll pay me
back.” A slow, terrible smile appeared
about the mouth of Thrall. His eyes
did not smile. He sat down at the
secretary, half facing Gregg so that
he could watch him, and unlocked a
small drawer. Inside there were some
neat, thin packets of money, just as
they had come from the bank. Thrall
took out a slip of white paper and
looked at it.

“ Here’s a demand note, Ansel,” he
said. ““ for five thousand dollars. It's
made out to me. Come here and sign it.
You’ll be good while I hold this!”

“What? You dirty—"

“Hold on!” thundered Thrall. “I
let you cuss all you wanted to. It’s
time for business now. Come here.”

“I won't!”

“ Got any idea how long you'd stay
in prison for attempted burglary and
assault with a deadly weapon?”

Ansel Gregg had been leaning for-
ward in his chair, as though he were
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ready to spring. Now all the power
went out of him with a rush. His head
dropped to his hands. ‘Thrall had
threatened something which was, to
cither of these mountain men, worse
than death.

“ That’ll clean me out!" Gregg
raised his head. The color had been
stricken from his face.

“TIt would if I ever collected it,”
said Thrall, “but I don’t calculate to
steal anything from you. Come over
here and sign!”

He rose from his chair to give place
to Gregg, but not for a moment did
his watchiulness relax. Ansel Gregg
crossed the room unsteadily and sank
down before the secretary like an old
man. He picked up the pen: and turned
to look up at the silent figure that
towered over him.

“What’ll you do after I sign

“ From now on,” Thrall told him,
slowly, “ you're going to take orders
from me. Every day you're going to
do what I tell you until our account is
squared. [t'll be quite a while before
you get enough together to pay the
price Gaylord is going to ask. I'm boss.
That’s what the note’s for. If you
don’t do as I tell vou, the note goes to
the bank for collection!”

Ansel Gregg sprang to his feet, livid
with rage.

“ Sit down!"” roared Thrall.

Gregg dropped to the chair. He
leaned heavily, reaching for the note
and the pen with trembling fingers.

“So far as you're concerned. An-
sel.” said Thrall, “I'm God Al-
mighty!”

AT}

ARTON THRALL was the master
B of his enemy’s fate; the captain
of his daily life. He ordered the
work on Gregg’s farm, and when he
needed help he brought Ansel over to
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work for him. Thrall had met the
staggering price that Gaylord asked
for the land he wanted. Now Ansel
Gregg was a slave working out that
price.

Thrall was instinctively and funda-
mentally an honest man; he kept strict
account of the services rendered by
Gregg, of every dollar taken in for
farm produce. It was in his mind to
allow Ansel a fair price for the twenty
acres in the final settlement. While he
felt that by some right higher than
man-made law the land belonged to
him as it had to his ancestors who had
cleared it, yet he was willing to yield
to the law of the books and buy back
his own.

Ansel Gregg did not understand all
this. He hated with a bitterness that
grew from day to day and from month
to month. feeding upon itself and wax-
ing great. To no one could he speak
of the thing that had happened to him.
for that would be to confess a humilia-
tion and a defeat which were almost
unbearable even while they remained
secrei. Moreover, it would be to con-
fess a crime.

Thrail understood exactly what was
in the mind of the man who came and
went and did all things at his bidding.
Sometimes, strong though he was, he
shuddered at the fierceness of Ansel
Gregg’s hatred. Tt was a poison; a
miasma. But, he told himself, it
could not harm him. Gregg had been
the undoing of Gregg. Now he was
paying. Let him hate; he would in no
way be released until the debt was
paid.

At frst, all through the summer of
his victory and the autumn following,
Thrall knew a feeling of triumph. Not
only was the land restored to him but
he had won a fight. He was still voung
like Gregg; a man in the very prime of
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life. His days on the river were not
far behind and a battle was a savage
Joy.

It was not until winter, when the
roads were blocked with snow and
movement about the country was dif-
ficult, that the savor left the triumph
of Barton Thrall and he began to wish
that the affair were finished. At times
he wished this and at other times he
took a strange and disturbing pleasure
in walking over to the house of Gregg,
five minutes down the road from his
cwn, and giving orders.

Thrall lived alone, although le could
well have afiorded a housekeeper and
a man,

Before the affair of the twenty
acres he had intended to get help, but
after that he understood that secrets
are best kept where there is no one to
dig them out. Gregg had no money to
buy companionship. His earnings were
a sacrifice upon the altar of the terrible
¢od his greed had created.

Thrall brooded, and as the days of
winter grew more and more irksome
he became the victim of imaginings.
Ie could no longer go out in his car,
and it took time to drive to Valeboro
and back with a horse. There would
be time enough, while he was absent on
that long trip, for Ansel to work out
some devilish scheme. The desire for
revenge was in the man’s face, his eyes,
every time his master looked at him.
Or so that master fancied.

What could Gregg do? If he burned
the house and barns there would be
insurance. Perhaps he knew that. But
did he know also that no money could
replace, for Barton Thrall, that heavily
built old house where three generations
of Thralls had lived and died? Bart
Thrall worried, and the lines seamed
in his face grew decper. They seemed
to reshape themselves until he was not
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sure what man he saw looking back at
him from his shaving mirror,

T was on a day in January, that

month when the northern mountains

have been cold a long time and
there is yet no sign of returning life,
that Thrall went to Anscl Gregg’s doot
with a new purpose. He struck the door
a blow that cracked one of the panels;
he glowcred when Gregg faced him,
snarling, from the other side of the
threshold.

“ Bring your trunk up to my house
for the rest of the winter!” ordered
Thrall. “T can watch you better ihere,
damn ye! T'll be glad when this is
over!”

A light leaped into the eyes of Ansel
Gregg. Thrall realized instantly that
he had shown his first sign of weak-
ness, and he hated Gregg the more for
secing it. But it was something he
could not help. He was a brave man.
Ie wanted the thing he feared face to
Tace with him; not hiding at a distance,
ready to spring. Let Gregg try some-
thing now, if he dared! What? Thrall
did not know. He knew only that he
feared some evil.

Now began a strange and unholy life
for the two men. This command to
move to new living quarters was the
first one that Ansel Gregg had obeyed
with pleasure; it became obvious to
Thrall that the man wanted to get at
him,

How? Gregg was not going to tell.
But there was something in his mind
which gave him a dreadiul joy. It
gleamed in his eyes as he looked across
the table at Thrall during their silent
meals; it shot glances like venomed
darts at times when it appeared that the
master ol the house was not looking.

Through the long evenings Barton
Thrall read, or made a pretense of
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reading, in the living room. Gregg had
refused his curt invitation to sit there.
He stayed in the kitchen until bedtime,
alone, at times twisting his hands over
and over each other while he sat with
elbows on knees before the fire. Thrall
could hear the rasp of the callouses on
the hands of Ansel Gregg. He was
acutely conscious of each movement
when Gregg rose to put wood into the
stove. to fill his pipe.

The winter dragged into March and
it seemed to Thrall that fair weather
would never come again. He allowed
the rare warm days to arouse him to
hope, although he knew better, and suf-
fered bitter disappointment when the
relaxing fingers of the frost tightened
their grip once more. He began to be-
lieve that Nature was malevolent, jeal-
ous of this man who had usurped so
much power. It seemed as though
there was something personal in these
thaws and little blizzards and heavy
rains which tied him to Ansel Gregg
after a long winter of suffering.

It would take Gregg the rest of the
year to pay off his indebtedness. But
Thrall was not so concerned with the
future as he was with the present. Now
was the time for his suffering. Later
he would be able to stay out-of-doors;
to drive, making Gregg go with him if
he liked.

The long stretch of the past winter
and the ever-present fear of what
Gregg had in his mind had come so
near a climax that at times Thrall
thought he could bear the isolation no
longer.

He dared not leave Gregg. Nature
had caged them together there on
the two farms. Barton Thrall was
worn to a bony caricature of himself—
a sunken-eved creature of nerves and
of brooding.

The ice wore out along the river
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banks and lifted perceptibly at the
heaving oi the flood underneath. Dark
water ran in streams on each side of
the ice bridge that had been two feet
thick a short time before and as solid
and firm as tie frost-bound hills thei-
selves.

The surface of the river looked
greenish-gray under the clouded skies.
It was to be expected, as April drew
near, that the ice would break any
warm day and go out in a mighty
thunder of waters.

OW Ansel Gregg spent all his free
time watching the river, and
there was a good deal of that free

time. Work in the woods had ceased
with the break-up of winter, and the
ground was not yet rcady for spring
plowing. Hour after hour Gregg
walked up and down the bank, staring
at the slushy, honeycombed surface of
the river as though he were urging it
to do something. So it seemed to
Thrall.

What did the man want? What was
he waiting for? Was the river to him
a symbol of freedom and did he find &
kind of companionship with it in its
struggle to shake off its bonds? Thrall
wondered. He knew that he would
like to shake off his own chains, but he
was grimly determined to see the thing
through to the end, meting out justice
in the way he had chosen. Not even
the invisible menace which seemed to
press closer and closer could shake this
resolve.

The night when the ice broke up
Ansel Gregg did not go to bed. All
night he sat by the kitchen stove, rising
at intervals to open the kitchen door
and look out into the blackness of &
rain-swept world. The thunder of the
ice blocks boomed continuously. At
times the house, solid as it was,
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trembled a little.  Thrall could not find
at all that sleep which had been so dii-
ficult to court lately.

At last he unlocked his bedroom
door and finished the night smoking in
the living room. He thought the
shoulders of Gregg, when they framed
themselves in the kitchen doorway
against the night, were held straighter
than they had been at anytime since
that night when the man had chosen
this servitude rather than a prison of
stone and bars.

The next day Gregg wandered be-
side the bhrown flood that rose to the
top of its banks. wandered with a pike
pole in his hands, alihough he made no
attempt to strike for the bits of drift-
wood that swept in close o the shore.
Ile let a new plank go past, a good
crate, some slabs which would have
made fine kindling. 1le appeared to
be waiting Tor something.

It was on the second day that Gregg
caught a good saw log: a thirteen-foot
stick of timber which was fully sixteen
inches in diameter. [t had strayed, of
course, Irom some millpond; or it had
heen carried down from a waiting pile
in the lwuber woods. If the drives
had not started already they soon
would.

For that reason Thrall wondered
why Gregg chained his log to an iron
bar driven into the bank. Tt would
surely o down with the first rush of
timber [rom the woods.

The following morning a small de-
tachment of bright-shirted river driv-
ers went past the house, with cant-
hooks clanking over their shoulders.
They meant that a drive was coming
mmediately ; their post would probably
be at Dunder Falls, and the rapids be-
low, to make surc that no jam formed
there.

Ansel Gregg showed that he was
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repressing a vast excitement as the
river drivers disappeared beyond a
hend in the road.

LEFORIL noon of that day the first

of the logs began to come down

the river.  Thrall saw them from
the doorway of the horse barn, where
he was idling away an hour. ‘I'he glis-
tening black timbers shot downstream
on the breast of a racing current. They
drove like great lances, sometimes roll-
ing a little as they were hurled onward.
The first scattering logs were followed
by groups of four and five, a dozen;
soon the river would be black with
them.

It was then that \nsel Gregg came
briskly up from the river bank. He
walked toward the barn. His lace was
lighted strangely and Thrall saw that
the hand with which he pointed toward
the river was trembling a little. The
other hand hung at his side, holding
an iron hale-hook with which it would
appear that he had been working at
his stick of timber.

" You and me could drag out that
log T caught now, if we wanted to,”
he said.  “The water’s come up, so
it won't be much of a lift to get it over
the bank.”

So that was what Ansel had heen
waiting for, thought Thrall.  He had
been stupid enough to read some un-
known evil into a thing like that; the
log would be worth a dollar or two at
the mill.

This was one of the few times in
all that winter Gregg had spoken, ex-
cept when he had heen spoken to.
Thrall was pleased.

“All right,”” he said, and stepped
down from the doorway to go to the
river.

Gregg stood aside. The instant
Thrall passed him he felt danger and
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late. He half turned in time to see a
blow descending. Then the world van-
ished in blackness.

ITH consciousness, pain came
to Barton Thrall. By that he
knew that he must be alive, but

so vast was the suffering which en-
gulfed him that he did not want life.
He wanted oblivion. This mercifully
came and went for a time.

Slowly he learned that the easing of
his pain came when he stirred and
groaned ; then there was a fragrance
about him, a gentle voice spoke, care-
ful hands lifted his head and he swal-
lowed something which sent him again
into the peace of sleep.

There came a day when he looked
straight ahead and saw a cool surface
covered with sprigs of little pictured
pink roses, Somehow they cheered
him.

There was not the least pain except
when he tried to move. His eyes turned.
Flowered curtains whipped ever so
gently in a breeze. The smell of flow-
ers drifted to him. There was a move-
ment in the room and the face of a girl
bent over him.

Her eyes were blue like his own, but
there was no fierceness in the depths
he saw above him. They held a warmth
of pity, and a hint of smiles. He saw
dark bands of hair, like tarnished cop-
per.

Soft fingers touched his wrists, his
forehead. His head was raised and
he drank something that did not put
him to sleep.

“ What’s happened?” he whispered.

The girl drew a chair up beside the
bed and studied him for a long mo-
ment before she replied. She seemed
to be debating his strength. He man-
aged a smile.
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“ My father found you in the river,
tied to a log,” she said. Her voice was
like the ripple of pleasant waters.
“ Your log was inshore, at the edge of
the drive. He pulled it out with a pike
pole.”

“ When?” asked Thrall.

“Three weeks ago.”

“ Where is this?”

She smiled and laid her hand on his
forehead.

“ You must not talk much more. My
father is Palmer Haven. My name is
Elaine. We live on the bend above
Dunder Falls, where the river broadens
out. You're going to be all right soon.
And that’s all for now. You're very
weak !’

Barton Thrall knew how -true this
was. He could feel a dampness on his
face merely from the effort of these
few words.

Haven? He had heard the name, but
he did not know the family. He had
come all of four miles down the river,
whirled and pounded and ground
among the logs.

That he had not been drowned or
completely crushed was little short of

‘a miracle.

The man who had sent him on that
journey had had every reason to expect
that he would be carried over Dunder
Falls and broken to fragments. No
evidence would have come out of the
caldron below the falls, where logs
churned sometimes for hours before
they were flung out to go pounding on
through the rapids.

This was what Ansel Gregg had
done to him. With a new treachery
he had tried again to kill the man
whom he had wronged and who had
given him a chance to stay out of pris-
on.

Thrall did not need the girl to tell
him that he was going to get well,
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He had to live. He could find peace
nowhere in all the reaches of eternity
if he did not go back and balance his
account with Ansel Gregg.

HIS alone would have brought

Barton Thrall back to life, but

there was another reason, almost
from the first monments oi conscious-
ness, why he willed to live. For the
first time in his life he knew a contin-
uing, satisfying happiness. itherto,
his joy had been that of a drink, a
battle won, the getting of something
in money or property. Now he per-
ceived. that these things were in a way
outside of himself, evanescent in their
power, worth only what he thought
they were worth.

The happiness that he met in the
house of Palmer Haven was a condi-
tion of living; it depended on no single
thing.

It was more than anything else like
the air that a man breathed. Even
before he was able to get up out of
bed Thrall was happy, and he had al-
ways thought that a man might as
well be dead as stretched out on his
hack.

There was no discord in this place
to which the river had brought him.
The days and nights went on in a
smooth-flowing stream.

A time came when Thrall was able
to leave his room for the first meal
with the family. The table was laid on
a porch that looked down over a blos-
soming apple orchard to the river, now
reduced nearly to normal and long
since cleared of the spring log drives.
For the first time Thrall realized that
the house was small and old and that
a need for repairs was only partially
hidden by the extreme neatness.

Palmer Haven was a man well on in
years, with a square, strong face and

ARGOSY.

eyes which held the same indefinable
look of peace as the eyes of his daugh-
ter. .

Watching him, Thrall wondered
why a man like that had not got on bet-
ter. ‘I'nere was no meat on the table.
The guest understood now why the
shirt that had been loaned to him was
darned in half a dozen places.

When the meal was finished the
three sat in the long twilight. Thrall
wondered if that calm-faced old man,
that deep-eyed girl, were conscious of
the quiet delight that wrapped him like
a garment. Yes; the same peace was
in their faces. He wondered why it
was here and why it was not up the
river.

So far he had said nothing about
himseli. Perhaps the time had come,
For, after his own affairs had been at-
tended to, he had work to do here. But
he would not speak of gratitude until
he was ready to prove it.

“Tll be able to go soon,” he said
at the end of a long and pleasant si-
lence.

“Not until
Elaine told him.

“T'll see to any business you want
done,” offered Haven. ‘It will take a
little time to get your strength back,
Thrall.”

“I'm the only one who can do the
business I want done,” said Thrall,
grimly. *I know who tied me to that
log. T hope he thinks I'm dead, as he
probably does. It was lucky the doc-
tor didn’t know me, and that you didn’t
tell him I was tied. That keeps the
law out of it.  The chances are that
no one in my neighborhood has heard
of a man being pulled out of the river

you are stronger,”

down here. You don't seem like
people who talk much.”
“No.” Haven smiled. ‘I never

could see much use in talking unless I
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had something to say. And I guess
Elaine takes after me.”

“I'm going up there as soon as I
can,” said Thrall. “ Then I'm coming
back down here to see you... I never

liked a place so well.”

AVEN stared out over the dim-
ming white of the orchard.
“We won't be here much
longer,” he said, “but we'll be glad
see vou, anyhow.”

Abruptly he rose and left the porch.
Thrall turned to the girl. Even in the
thickening dusk he could see that she
was distressed.

“What's the matter, Elaine?”

“ Father's going to lose the place.”
she said, in a low voice.

“ Lose it>" echoed Thrall. ‘“ Why,
that orchard alone ought to pay well!”

“ It does.” She hesitated. “ You
see, he backed a friend who had bad
luck.”

“ Signed another man’s note, I sup-
pose!” exclaimed Thrall. “ They're
pressing him? The bank at Vale-
boro:”

“ Nobody's pressing father,” replied
Elaine. “ It was all between friends.
He didn't sign anything. He just said
he'd be responsible for what his friend
borrowed. It was lost, and the other
man needs it. Do you see? Nobody’s
to blame.”

Thrall was silent for a moment; the
situation bewildered him a little. In-
stinct told him not to come out with
a bald offer of money,

“ It would smash me up to lose my
place,” he said, at last. * They can’t
press him. He didn’t sign anything.”

“T heard my father say that a man
was bigger than an acre of land!”

To that Thrall made no immediate
reply. A man bigger than an acre of
land? Mightier, ves! But she did not

mean exactly that. Barton Thrall knew
that he was stronger than a good many
acres of land. He was able to fight
the world. without quarter asked or
given, for his land.

No more was said about the matter
that evening, but after he had gone to
bed Thrall lay for a long time medi-
tating upon the strangeness of Elaine
Haven and her father.

N another week Thrall was ready to
Igo upon his errand up the river.

\When sirength began to flow back
into him it came with a rush. His
wasted muscles filled out, the rich color
came again to his face, and the sparkle
of well-nigh indestructible health to his
eyes.

One night at supper he announced
that he would go the next day; and
later that evening, when he sat on the
porch with Elaine under the spell of a
world bathed in moonlight, he told her
the story of himself and Ansel Gregg.
He related facts, without comment or
excuse, from the beginning up to the
blow with the bale-hook.

“I am sorry for you,” she said,
slowly, surprisingly, when he had end-
ed the story.

“You needn’t be sorry for me!”
Thrall gave a light laugh, with the ring
of metal in it. “ I know just what I'm
going to do, and I'm able to do it. Be
sorry for Gregg! He needs it!”

“Tam,” she said. very softly.
hard to have an enemy—or
one."”

“I won't have one when [ get
through with Ansel Gregg!”

To that she made no reply, although
Thrall wished she would ask what he
was going to do. With his habit of
silence broken. with the moonlight
softening his grimness, he was willing
to talk.

Sl s
to he
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But she had no more to say about
Ansel Gregg and Thrall was warned
by some subtle process that he had told
her enough. She would know later.

Through many hours of careful con-
sideration Thrall had worked out his
plan for dealing with Gregg. e could
not bring himseli to do the thing
which, as Dbetween mountain men,
would have been the quintessence of
vengeance. He could not send Ansel
Gregg to prison. That would be worse
than killing him, But Thrall did not
find it in his naturc to do either. Ile
had a simple plan which combined
some of the most effective elements of
hoth these methods of revenge.

There was a brief wrench when he
said good-by to the Havens the next
Jday.  But he was so sure that he would
sec them again in a short time, and so
alled with his crrand, that the parting
was not too hard.

Once out of sight of the little house
Thrall swung off with a mighty stride
which did not slacken until he came
into his own neighborhood. There,
where he might be recognized from the
houses or by people whom he met in
the road, he struck for the river. He
traveled upstream until he was on his
own land and almost in sight of his
own house. ‘Then Thrall rested, and
when he went on again it was cau-
tiously, under the shelter of the steep
bank.

All through the past weeks it had
been certain in Thrall’s mind that An-
sel would stay on his place. Ansel
could say that Bart had gone away and
left him in charge, while if he returned
1o his own house there might be an
investigation when Thrall was missed.
Moreover, Gregg would want an op-
portunity to scarch for the note, for
noney.

Thrall believed that he would find
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Gregg in his house when he returned
from the dead, and he was right.

NSEL was standing in the big
doorway of the horse barn when
Thrall peered up over the river

bank; he stood there staring at the
swift waters just as the victim of the
hale-hook had stood. The distance was
too great for the face of Gregg to be
visible in detail, but it secrmed to Thrall
that the man had changed greatly.

e wanted Ansel to cone nearer to
the river. \Vhat he had in mind would
be most elfective if his enemy were
right there on the bank above him.
Thrall waited a long time now, but he
had to be content with something less
than this.

It was all of half an hour before
Ansel left the barn. He crossed the
road slowly and walked down the lawn
toward the rear of the house, which
faced the river. ITe would be going in
at the back door, Thrall thought. An-
other opportunity as good as this might
not come.

Thrall lowered himself quickly into
the river, thrust his head under and
rose up dripping. Then he climbed up
the bhank, with little streams running
down from his plastered hair, and be-
gan to walk with a swift but deliberate
tread toward Ansel Gregg.

The river had given up its dead.
This was the judgment,

Gregg moved backward, fecling with
his hands for something by which to
steady himseli. He flattened against
the house wall and stared at the appa-
rition {rom the water. Yet there was
something lacking in his astonishment;
it was not the gibbering terror Thrall
had expected.

Barton Thrall stopped and consid-
cred the man who had twice tried to
kill him, Gregg’s hair had been long

6 A
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in the spring; it was longer now. It
had been black on that day when he
wielded the bale-hook. Now it was
streaked with gray. IHis eyes were very
tired. IHis hands trembled against the
clapboards of the house.

“1t's come!” he whispered. ** Bart!”

“Go inside!” commanded Thrall
" Go on into the living room!”

The men tramped through a kitchen
long since departed from the neatness
with which ‘Thrall had kept it. The
living room was cleaner, but it had the
air of a forsaken place. There were
the marks of a chisel where the drawer
of the secretary had been forced.

The blinds were half closed against
the summer sunlight and Thrall did not
at first sec that there was some one
sitting in his armchair,  Not until
Elaine Haven stood up. grave-cyed,
unsniiling, did Thrall know that he was
not alone with Ansel Gregg.

Thrall was struck speechless. It
would have surprised him to find any
one herc with Gregg; to see Elaine
Haven rising from his own chair
stunned hini. Ile stood staring at her,
doubting his eyes.

“Mr. Gregg has told me about last
winter,” she said, calmly.  ** 1 wanted
to see you play God.”

Not yet could Thrall speak. He
looked at Gregg; and now he saw that
his enemy was so broken in spirit that
even this remarkable thing which had
happened to-day had little power to
stir him.  Ansel dropped to a chair.
His head drooped forward and he
gazed fixedly at the floor. Fe was
waiting.

TRALL searched the face of
T Elaine Haven, which was as seri-
ous and concerned as if she were
a doctor examining a grave case. At
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last he became capable of coherent
thought. Did she believe that he had
come to kill Gregg?

It was his intention simply to strip
every possession from Ansel Gregg
and leave him penniless except for the
clothes he wore. Then, broken, dis-
credited, poverty-stricken, Gregg
would spend his last years at the poor
farm. This had been written in the
mind of Thrall as the decree he would
isstie.

[laine was waiting, like Ansel. Her
eves turned slowly to Gregg’s bowed
head. They softened; sparkled.

“Look behind you, Barton,” she
said softly. “ There’s a mirror there,
Look at the man who would play
God.”

He turned slowly and stared at the
image that confronted him, The mo-
ment before, he had been looking at
the quiet, grave, pitying face of Elaine.
He shuddered now, and pulled his gaze
away {rom what he saw in the mirror
—hatred, mercilessness, the houndless
self-importance of a man who had
thought to sit in the Judgment Seat
over another man.

In that mirror he saw himself with
the eves of llaine.

There was a long silence. The clock
ticked heavily through it. At last
Thrall dared to look again at the girl
in whose company he had once found
peace.

Now, watching him, she smiled
faintly. The light that he knew had
come bhack to her eyes.

“\Why don’t you play vour role?”’
she asked.

Ie did not answer her directly.

* Ansel,” he said, with an awkward
tongue, “ you can go home if you want
to. Our accounts are settled—every-
thing’s all right.”

END.



“You'll stand for anything 1 choose to put on you,”

Harmon snapped

The Legacy of Peril

David battling Goliath had nothing on the lone wt;lf fight of the inexperienced
Ted Glenn against the ruthless might of Ollie Harmon, czar

of the strongest ‘‘ mob "’

in New York City

By FRED MacISAAC
Aathor of ‘* The Man of Gold,’’ ** The Wrong Kind of Money," etec.

LEADING UP TO THIS

ED GLENN, voung day clerk
T in Tom Mullen’s haberdashery

near Times Square, narrowly
escapes death when two gummen kill
a rival gangster, Armstein, in the
store; and Mullen is killed by acci-
dent. Dying, Mullen urges Ted to work
for the conviction of Ollie Harmon,
boss racketeer who had ordered Arm-
stein’s killing. He gives his executor,
Sanford of the Mammoth National,

This story began in the

INSTALLMENT

orders to pay Ted one hundred and
fifty dollars a week, and to turn over
his fortune of some eighty-five thou-
sand dollars when Harmon is con-
victed.

When Ted is again shot at, pre-
sumably to silence an evewitness, he
resolves to get Harmon if he can. His
first lead comes when a hootlegger,
Mooney. introduces him to Doll Dean,
a girl who jilted Armstein. She gets
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him a (ry-out with Schultz, a confi-
dence man who owes allegiance to
Harmon.

CHAPTER IX.
SIREN OF BROADWAY.

ISS LAURA DEMEREST en-
M tered the lobby of the Blitz at

six o’clock the following eve-
ning and asked the clerk to inform
Mr. Theodore Glenn that she was
waiting for him in the Winter Gar-
den. There is no hotel in New York
which is frequented by as effulgent and
luxurious creatures as the Blitz, but the
appearance of Miss Demerest affected
even the blasé bellboys, and these had
seen her often.

In the first place, she had amazing
red hair. It wasn’t red gold, but it was
the color of lambent flame. And she
had very long eyes of a curious shade,
a sort of yellowish green—emecrald
flecked with topaz, was the way she
liked to describe them.

Her profile was classic, though her
features were large, and her skin was
milk-white with never a touch of rouge
on it. Her lips were vivid vermilion and
her teeth were large but very regular
and very white. Her figure—well, ten
vears before she had burst upon New
York as a show girl. No figure like it
had appeared on the stage before, and
it was so perfect that she was able to
withdraw from the theater in a very
few weeks.

Her taste in clothes was exquisite,
and she glorified any garment which
she donned. She was more than thirty
years old, but she was even more
beautiful than when she first appeared
as a green chorus girl and twenty times
as intelligent. To-night she wore a
green cloth suit trimmed with ermine
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which set off her hair and matched her
cyes and overpowered the loungers in
the Blitz lobby.

Of coursc she was a well-known fig-
ure in New York, and she had a repu-
tation of Dbeing the most cold-blooded
gold-digger who ever ruined a Wall
Street banker. On the fourth finger of
her right hand gleamed a diamond as
big as a pigeon’s egg, which had once
occupied a prominent position in the
crown of the Czar of Russia. The man
who presented it to her, eight years
hefore, committed suicide six months
later.

She wore no other jewelry to-night.
Her manner was absolutely perfect,
her voice beautifully modulated and
refined. It was hard to believe that
any male person would consider this
reincarnation of Venus and Helen of
Troy a pest; but Ollie Harmon was a
very strange man, and Laura had heen
his property for a decade.

Miss Demerest seated herself in the
Winter Garden, oblivious of the de-
lighted astonishment of several per-
sons who were lounging there. She
waited patiently until Ted Glenn ap-
peared in the entrance. He hesitated,
and she rose and walked toward him.
The young man stared at her, petrified,
and she smiled and completed his de-
struction.

“1 am Miss Demerest, Mr. Glenn,”
she said in a low tone. ' Greet me as
though I were an old friend.”

He extended his hand and tried to
smile,

* I—I—" he habbled.

“You expected some frump,” she
said with a silvery laugh. * You ought
to be pleased.”

“1 certainly am,” he exclaimed.
“ My good fortune is incredible.”

“Well, let us go into the dining
room,” she said good-naturedly. * You
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can stare all vou like when we are
scated. I am glad to see you didn’t
dress.”

“T was told not to.”

“ Right. I have to make a call right
after dinner.”

Ted walked beside the goddess,
stealing side glances at her. Nothing
so beautiful had ever entered his life.
For the moment he forgot little Sally
and he never gave a thought to Doll
Dean. That siren was tawdry and
ugly compared to this gorgeous crea-
ture.

The head waiter seated them, by her
request, at a table in the middle of
the room. Observing Ted’s incompe-
tency, she picked up the menu and or-
dered in French a dinner for two.

HE first shock over, Ted was able
to study his companion with more
attention to detail. That she was

indescribably lovely was not to be de-
nied; but there was something about
her that warned him. The green eyes
were cruel, he thought. She was like a
great, sleek, magnificent tigress, a
beautiful creature and a terrible one.
And he knew that she was not a good
woman. She was a confederate of
criminals, for she had been assigned
to dine with him to-night and arrange
for his presentation to Mrs. Potter
Waring, of Butte, Montana.

Laura inspected her wis-d-vis much
more astutely than he studied her, and
what she saw surprised and puzzled
her.

“You perplex me,” she said frank-
ly. “ T am a fairly good judge of char-
acter, and [ should say that vou were
an honest, ingenuous, and perfectly
harmless youth. You are ideal for the
job if you know what you are about.
Do vou?”

“T am to be introduced and to be-
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come friendly with a certain person,”
he replied. “ That's the extent of my
instructions at present.”

*“ How did you happen to fall in with
Schultz and his crowd ?” she asked.

“Why, a friend suggested that I
could make some easy nmoney in a
perfectly safc manner if he took me
on, so L applied for a job and got one.”

“You're not a crook, then.”

He colored. “ Well, I suppose a fel-
low has to make a start.”

Her lips curled. ** I'd like to meet a
man, just once,” she observed. * How-
ever, your appearance belies you. Mrs.
Waring is coming into the dining
room. She will be seated at the next
table. As she is alone, I shall invite
her to join us. When coffee comes I
shall leave to keep my engagement.
It’s up to vou to improve the shining
hour.”

Ted winced a little at the contempt
in her voice and was a trifle resentful.
After all, the woman was a crook and
she had no right to be scornful of a
voung man in the same line of busi-
ness.

He glanced up as the head waiter
scated the mining man’s widow. She
was a slightly plump woman of early
middle age. Her face was long with
high cheek bones, and her skin was
rough and sallow; but she was not a
homelv woman. She was in {ull eve-
ning dress which revealed hroad, solid,
well - tanned shoulders and a figure
which was slightly too abundant. On
her right arm were seven or eight
broad diamond bracelets. Around her
neck was a necklace ol large pearls,
possibly gcnuine. People at near-hy
tables were rude enough to stare, and
she was conscious of it and a bit em-
barrassed.

“Is this table satisfactory, Mrs.
Waring?” asked the head waiter.
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Laura Demerest lifted her head at
the name and turned haliway round in
her chair.

* Surely not Mrs. Potter Waring of
Butte?” she said in apparent astonish-
ment.

Mrs. Waring looked around joyfully
and her really fine brown eyes gleamed
with admiration for the superb crea-
ture who had addressed her. She
smiled, and her smile was frank and
engaging.

“ Why, ves,” she replied eagerly.
“But do I—1 mean—I'm sure I
couldn’t have forgotten vou if I had
ever—"

Laura laughed brightly.

“Oh, you've never met me,” she
stated. ** T happen to have a letter from
Mr, Smythe, an attorney in your town.
1 believe he did some business for you.
He happened to mention that you were
coming to New York and suggested
that 1 call on you. But T didn’t know
that vou had arrived.”

“Why, that is awfully kind, I'm
sure,” said Mrs. Waring heartily.

“1 am Miss Demerest. Are you ex-
pecting some one?”

The woman shook her head. My
iriends all seem to be out of town.”

“1 wonder—wouldn’t vou like to
dine with us? Mr. Glenn will be de-
lighted.”

“ Charmed,”
smiling.

“Well—if I won't be intruding—"

declared Ted Glenn,

AURA beckoned to the head waiter
L and ordered a third plate laid.
Ted rose and stood behind Mrs.
Waring's chair as she got up, and
seated her gallantly at his table while
Laura nodded approval.
“ This is much more pleasant,” said
Mrs. Waring. “Only 1 do feel as
though I were intruding. Do you know
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Mr. Smythe very well, Miss Dem-
erest 2"

" Very slightly. [ met him a few
times when he visited New York last
summer.”

“I only know him in a business way
mysell. [ think it was very thoughtful
of him {o ask you to call on me.”

Ted’s private opinion was that
Smythe was an agent of the New York
criminals and had sent warning of the
approach of a rich prize. Mrs. Waring
was sweet, he thought. A pleasant,
wholesome woman from a smaller city,
who was without guile and had no de-
fense against the wiles of people like
Laura and the man Schultz. Well, he
would be hanged if he would help them
rob her. It came over him in a rush
that he was utterly incapable of work-
ing with criminals.

However, if he pulled out, they
would put another confidence man on
the job and he doubted if Mrs, Waring
was shrewd enough to protect herself
even if warned. Better stall along for
a tew days and let matters take their
course.

Mrs. Waring addressed a common-
place remark to him and he answered
politely. In five minutes she was telling
them the story of her life. She had
been cooped up in one place for twenty
vears save for a few brief trips to Chi-
cago. This was her first visit to New
York. Iler hushand was much older
than she and when he died six months
ago of a lingering illness it was almost
@ relief.  He had left her all his prop-
erty and she had money enough to do
all the things of which she had ever
dreamed.  She did hope she was not
too old to enjoy life.

Ted assured her that she was at the
peak of her youth and beauty and she
was absurdly grateful for the fulsome
compliment,



806

When the coffee was brought Laura
glanced at her wrist watch and uttered
an exclamation of astonishment.

“It's a quarter of nine,”" she de-
clared, “and I'm already ten minutes
late for a bridge date. I'm sure you
people will excuse me if 1 hurry away.
No, please don't rise. Drink your
coftee. I happen to know that Mr.
Glenn has no engagement. Mrs. War-
ing. And I'll drop in on you to-morrow
or next day around tea time. Ted will
pay the check, Mrs. Waring. Oh, yes,
I insist.”

She whisked out of the dining room
and Ted Glenn, confidence man, was
alone with his victim, the woman from
Butte. Mrs. Waring obviously did not
mind being left alone with him. He
was young and good looking.

She began to ask him questions about
himself. She was glad he was a
Princeton man.

“I’'ve always heard Princeton was
more democratic than Harvard or
Yale,” she stated. “ You’re much too
young, though. [ feel as though [
were your mother.”

“ You can’t be thirty.” he declared.

“ \Well,” she granted. permitting the
underestimate of her age to pass un-
corrected, “an elder sister, then. I
wonder if you would let your elder
sister accompany you to a theater this
evening. I'm dying to see a Ziegfeld
show and I hate to go alone.™

“ Now I'm a gigolo,”” multered Ted
under his breath. ““ Why. on condition
that [ pay for the tickets.”

“No. no. You are paving for din-
ner. [ insist.” she said archly.

He shrugged his shoulders. At least
while she was in his company nobody
would make off with her diamond
bracelets. He had an engagement that
night to accompany Sally to a movie
and had had to break it for business
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reasons. Now he was going to a the-
ater with a golden goose. Mrs. War-
ing was going to be an easy victim for
the criminals. If he told her the exact
truth she would Dbe shocked—and
would promptly fall for the next pass-
able looking young man.

CHAPTER X.
DISCOVERY.

HE president of the Mammoth

National had summoned the first

vice president to a conference.

Mr. Scth Brown was the modern type

of banker, a big brisk man whose ideas

were large and whose motto was
“Take a chance.”

Through his daring the Mammoth
had expanded from an institution with
assets of $12,000,000, to an institution
of something like $200,000,000 in less
than ten years; but several times dur-
ing this period it had been touch and
go with Mr. Brown. Once a Federal
penitentiary had yawned, but his great
influence had delayed an impending
visit from a Federal bank examiner
until everything was ready to receive
him.

Nowadays all was well with the
Mammoth and Mr. Brown was several
times a millionaire. He reeked opul-
ence as he lit a dollar cigar and smiled
at I'irst Vice President Sanford.

“ Phil.” he began, “I happened to
hear of a curious will in which we have
an interest. This haberdasher who was
killed by accident when they plugged
Lou Armstein left all his money to «
clerk in his shop, a chap named Glenn.
on condition that he perform an im-
portant service for the city of New
York. On his refusal to tackle the job
or his failure to accomplish anything
the money goes to the King of Eng-
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land. This Muallen must bhave been a
wag, eh 2

“He had a sense of humor.” ad-
mitted Sanford with a cautious smile.

“No doubt about it, Phil. I've got
one myself. You don’t know it, but my
ancestors were Jacobites back in the
eighteenth century. I carry it so far
myself that I should hate to see George
Fifth come in for eighty thousand of
good American money. Rather see the
haberdasher’s clerk get it. \Wouldn't
vou?”

“ Of course,” replied Sanford.

“ Well, let's give him a lift. T under-
stand that Mullen leaves it cntirely to
vou to decide whether the kid has ful-
filled the conditions of the testament.”

“ Right.”

“Well, now, I've got a lot of influ-
ence in this town. Suppose we start a
citizens’ movement for the Abolition of
Noise. Make Glenn the chairman of
the organization, get behind him and
push some more ordinances through
the Board of Aldermen. [I'm telling
vou that one of the greatest benefits
that could be brought about in New
York would be to stop unnecessary
racket. You agree with me?”

Nesi il do

“T think it could be done for thirty
or forty thousand. Glenn would be
delighted to have that amount deducted
from his legacy for the sake of having
it turned over to him in a few months.
Don't you think so?”

“T wouldn’t be surprised.”

* Great. Get hold of him and make
him the proposition. That’s all.”

“ Not quite,” said Sanford quietly.
= It won't do at all, in fact.”

“Th? Why not?”

" Because that kind of public service
i< not what Tom Mullen had in mind.”

** Nonsense, It’s left to vour discre-
tion according to the will.”

1
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* According to the will. It happens
that Mullen left me a letter of instruc-
tions."”

“ Oh, ho! Why didn’t you say so be-
fore? What does he require? We'll fix
1

* It's something that we can’t fix for
Mr. Glenn, I'm alraid.”

“ My bhoy, anything can be fixed in
this town. T know. What has the lad
got to accomplish?”

Sanford shook his ead.
at liberty to say.”

Brown began to get angry. ** Why
not? I'm the president of this bank,
am [ not?”

* Certainly, sir, but this is not a bank
matter. I promised Mullen that no one
would know his instructions except the
clerk and myself.”

* Confound 1t, Sanford, 1 only want
to help the kid. I'm very much against
King George. Big Bill Thompson and
myself are opposed to King George.”

* I appreciaic your good intentions,
sir.  This happens to be something Mr.,
Glenn must manage for himself."”

* Suppose vou should die.
wotild decide about the award?”

“That matter has heen attended to.”

* Can you give me any notion of the
sort of thing required?”

“Against my agreement, Mr.
Brown. And I really cannot under-
stand vour interest in a trifling affair
like 1his.”

“ Curiosity, of course. That King
of Iingland clause. [t secems to me you
could confide in your chief.”

“If it were not for ny promise I
should he delighted to do so.”

“ I am not

Who

“Y OOK here,” said Brown cajolingly,
L “Tl be frank with you. A man
to whom I am under great ob-
ligations, who happened to he largely
instrumental in pulling us through
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when we were in a hole in 1924, hap-
pened to hear of this will. He wants
the details of the instructions and I
should like very much to oblige him.”

Sanford looked Seth Brown squarely
in the eye. ““ You mean the man who
put five million dollars in cash into our
vaults and took off our hands for ten
days eight millions of frozen securi-
ties? Well, Ollie Harmon gets no in-
formation from me. He is the last man
in New York—" Sanford broke off
abruptly and grew very red. Anger
had caused him to commit an indiscre-
tion.

“Yes?” sneered DBrown. “ You be
damned careful how you speak that
name. All right, Sanford. Keep your
silly secret.”

Their eyes met and the president’s
were the first to fall. He forced a
laugh:

“Forget this conversation. I
wouldn’t think of asking you to betray
a confidence.”

The vice president went back to his
office flushed and angry. So Ollie Har-
mon has thrust his gory fingers right
into the president’s office of the great
bank and forced the president to jump
when he prodded him!

Sanford gnawed at his mustache and
tapped the end of a penholder against
his teeth, a habit he had when he was
thoughtful. He had a vivid recollec-
tion of the black days in 1924 to which
Brown had referred. He was fifth
vice president at the time, with super-
vision of loans. The call loan rate was
high, and over his protests President
Brown had persisted in accepting huge
blocks of speculative stocks and loan-
ing on them considerably more than
was safe.

There came a brief smash in the
stock market. prices in many indus-
trials dropped tweunty to thirty points
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and many millions of dollars worth of
securities were selling for less than the
bank had loaned on then.

Brown, through underground chan-
nels, lcarned that the bank examiners
were coming the following day. To
call the loans would do no good for the
owners could not redeem them, and to
sell them and mark the loss down on
the books was an admission of im-
proper and reckless banking.

In the emergency Brown secured a
couple of days delay in the visit of the
cxaminers, appealed to Ollie Harmon
with whom he had dealings, and five
millions in cash were drawn from boot-
leggers’ accounts in other banks and
used to purchase the frozen securities.
Ten days later they were back in the
vaults, the market had recovered and
all was well—except that Harmon had
something on Seth Brown as he had on
many other prominent citizens.

Saniord understood why Brown had
bothered about the estate of Tom Mul-
len, but he could not comprehend why
it interested Ollie Harmon. Of course
the scheme to enable Glenn to perform
a public service was an invention of
Harmon’s for the idea was out of
Brown's line.

It was possible, of course, that the
criminal leader, who overlooked no
form of graft, had observed eighty
thousand dollars lying around loose
and saw no reason why he shouldn’t
pick up fiity per cent of it by railroad-
ing an ordinance through the Board of
Aldermen. Tt was also possible that
Harmon had some suspicion as to the
real motive of the bequest. The hos-
pital nurse might have listened at the
keyhole while Mullen was dictating the
letter which Sanford wrote and Tom
signed.

He didn't think that likely, but one
never knew who was lined up with

\
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Harmon's gang. Why. Brown, the
president of the bank, was in his toils!
In any case he had been exceedingly
indiscreet to flare up and tell Brown
that he particularly did not want Har-
mon to know the terms of the letter ot
instruction.

Well. nothing to be done about it
now. He plunged into hi¢ work and
finished about four thirty. At five he
was in his little apartment—his salary
was only nine thousand a year ard he
had never profited like Brown by deals
in his own bank stock. At seven he
dined alone. attended a picture show
and went to bed at eleven.

I. usually rose at seven, but the
following morning he woke at
eleven and was astonished to

realize that he had overslept four
hours. Phoning the bank that he was
ill, he realized that he had a bad head-
ache and a sickish feeling in his
stomach. Curious, because he usually
woke fresh and in fine fettle.

About eleven forty-five he arrived at
his desk and tackled his mail. He was
still under the weather. After reading
three or four letters he picked up an
envelope bearing the imprint of the
Mammoth Bank, Safe Deposit Dept.

Inside was a slip from the superin-
tendent. It was a copy of an order to
admit bearer to his box in the vaults.
It was stamped 10:03 A.M., time of ad-
mittance, 10:15 A.M., time of exit, that
morning.

With an oath he strode out of his
officc and descended into the vaults.

“Let me see the original of this,”
he demanded harshly of the officer in
charge.

“ Certainly, Mr. Saniord.”

The man produced an order bearing
his signature, a beautiful job but a
forgery. With a thumping heart San-
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ford signed another order, refraining
from a repudiation of the forgery, for
the morent. He passed inside the great
bronze grille. The attendant took his
key, inserted the bank key, and opened
the small box which contained the for-
tune of Philip Sanford.

He entered a booth. lifted the
cover and drew out the contents. There
were about fifteen one thousand dollar
bonds, some twelve thousand dollars
in securities, mortgages worth fourteen
or fifteen thousand dollars. His wealth
was intact—but the letter of instruc-
tions from Tom Mullen was gone.

Sanford understood cverything now.
In some way he had been drugged last
night or early this morning while he
slept, and, secure in the knowledge that
he would not awaken until nearly noon,
a crook had presented a {orged order
and obtained admission to his safe de-
posit box.

The theft had been committed, of
course, as a result of his statement to
Seth Brown. The president had con-
nived at the robbery ol the box in his
own vaults. No doubt he owed it to
Brown that his securitics had not been
taken with the letter—poor Brown,
wriggling on the hook of the master
criminal, had been decent enough to
insist that nothing but the letter be re-
moved.

That the letter went directly into the
hands of Ollie Harmon there was no
doubt, and it meant the certain death
of young Ted Glenn. That was appall-
ing, but it meant something more ter-
rible to Philip Sanford. He had under-
taken to pay the reward to Glenn upon
the conviction for murder of Ollie
Harmon. He and Glenn were in a con-
spiracy to send Harmon to the chair;
and Ollie Harmon would see that he
shared the fate of the young man.

Sanford grew very weak and faint
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and cold drops of perspiration ran
down his brow.

He was an honest man and a capable
bank executive, but he was not a fighter
and he was afraid to die. \What should
he do? \Vhat could he do?

His first impulse was to accuse
3rown of complicity in the robbery of
his lock box. Brown would deny it and
Sanford couldn’t prove it. Besides, it
was of minor consequence. In a few
hours the killers would be upon him.

Well, if it cost him his life he would
warn Glenn; then he would try to es-
cape. How? Where? He didn’t know.

He leaned against the side of the
booth and tried to collect his forces.
Harmon might laugh at the idea of a
green boy getling him convicted for
murder, but he would be rabid against
the mature and substantial bank exec-
utive who stood ready to pay eighty
thousand dollars for his climination.
Sanford knew he was in even greater
danger than Ted Glenu.

Flight! He would put his securities
in his breast pocket, say nothing to the
vault manager, return to his desk, go
on until lunch time as though nothing
had happened, leave the bank and never
return. His life was worth more than
the job of first vice president of the
institution whose president was a
crook.

ULLING himself together, he dis-
posed of the contents ol the box
about his person and returned the

hox 1o the attendant. He waited until
he reccived his key, though he would
never use it again, and then walked
slowly back to his office. On his desk
was a morning paper. :
He found that a steamer sailed for
Cherbourg at two o'clock. That was it.
He would drive up in a taxi at the last
minute, buy a ticket on the dock, and
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be on his way to Europe before the
murderers were on the job. Perhaps he
would have time to phone Glenn from
the pier or else he would send him a
radio from the ship. He could sell his
securities in Europe and realize enough
1o live on his income in some village in
the south of France.

It seemed hours to one o’clock. At
five minutes of one he left the office,
went out the rear door of the bank and
picked up a taxi half a block down the
street. So far so good.

His failure to reappear would mys-
tify the bank cmployees, but’ Brown
would understand and appreciate his
shrewdness. The taxi delivered him at
the French Line pier in a quarter of an
hour. There was the usual throng and
the usual bustle, which rejoiced him,
for he would be unnoticed in the
crowd. At the company’s office he was
informed that he could have a cabin.
It was, fortunately, a light sailing. His
passport was not vised, but that was
the work of a moment.

He paid three hundred dollars cash,
nearly all the money on his person,
and, owning nothing but the clothes he
wore, walked swiftly to the first cabin
gangway,

He showed his ticket to the officer at
the foot of the gangway and began to
ascend,

There were three men coming off
the ship; one of them a tall, very fat
man he recognized as a United States
Senator. Sanford had to back against
the railing to permit the enormous
Scnator to wedge his way past, and
then he looked into the face of the
person who followed the solon. San-
yord turned deadly pale, for he gazed
into the eyes of Ollie Harmon. There
was a second of horror. He had met
Harmon a few times, but years before.
Would the fiend recognize him?
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But Ollie Harmon glanced casually
at the slim, gray-mustached man,
crowded past him and continued down
the gangway to the pier. Breathing a
prayer of thankfulness, Sanford Went
up to the deck, presented his ticket to
a steward, and was conducted to his
cabin.

“Where is your
asked the steward.

“Coming later,” he muttered. As
soon as he was alone he locked the door
and threw himself on the bed. He did
not breathe freely until the ship began
to move.

Thus Philip Sanford escaped from
the menacing city of New York. On
the second day out his conscience
compelled him to write the following
radiogram, which he addressed to Ted
Glenn at the address which Ted had
given him:

et
luggage, sir?

Your intentions are known. Utrge
immediate departure from New York. -
SANFORD.

He was aware that Ted might al-
ready be lying cold and dead and that
the radio would then fall into the
hands of Harmon’s agents, who would
know that he had left New York on
the Paris. There might be a hired as-
sassin lying in wait for him at Cher-
bourg; but that chance his conscience
demanded that he take. Sanford was
not a heroic character, but he was no
arrant coward.

CHAPTER XI.
IN HARMON'S OFFICE.

ED GLENN was awakened, the
morning after his meeting with
Mrs. Potter Waring, by the ring-

ing of his telephone. Mr. R. Z. Schultz
was on the line.
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“Hope I didn’t break into your
beauty sleep,” he said jovially. * Glean,
you're getting on in the world. The big
chief wants to see you.”

“Who?” he asked sleepily.

“You go up to Number 121 East
Seventy-blank Street and tell the phone
operator you have an appointment at
eleven thirty with Mr. Hertz.”

“What for?” asked Ted. “ Who is
Mr. Hertz?”

“You'll find out. Evidently you did
a good job last night and they have
special instructions for you.”

“All right,” agreed Ted, with a
grimace.

He was heartily ashamed of his part
incozening a foolish middle-aged
woman, and he was about ready to pull
out of a shameful organization. But
the big chief—that might mean Har-
mon. He was going to see the arch vil-
lain, perhaps, though what good that
would do him he did not know.

Shortly before eleven thirty he en-
tered the pretentious lobby of a lofty
apartment hotel and gave his name to
the phone operator.

“You are expected,” the man stated.
“ Fighteenth floor, apartment A.”

He rode up in a rapid elevator, was
told to go down the corridor to the
right and ring at the end door. He
followed instructions and was ushered
into a small but luxuriously furnished
waiting room. A few seconds later a
keen-looking young man came out.

“I am Mr. Hertz, Mr. Harmon’s
secretary,” he said. “ The boss will see
vou right away. Just a minute.”

He tapped the hip pockets of the
young man, touched his side pockets,
and felt under his arms.

“Some of Mr. Harmon’s visitors
aren’t friendly,” he said with a grin.
“You're all right. Follow me.”

He opened a door and led Ted into
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the private office in which Ollie Har-
mon did his work. The big chief was
sitting at his desk, and upon Glenn's
entrance he dropped his pen, leaned
hack in his chair and inspected the nesw-
comer sardonically.

“So you're Ted Glenn,” he re-
marked. “ Not much over twenty-five,
are you?”

*“ Why—not a great deal, My, Har-
mon,” he replied uneasily.

* Sit down, my boy, sit down. You
are working for R. Z. Schultz, aren’t
yvou?”

“ Why, yes, sir."”

“T know him well. Iine chap. You
made the acquaintance of Mrs. Potter
Waring last night. IHow did she im-
press yott?”

Mr. Harmon’s manner was kindly,
and he seemed to be secretly amused.

*“ I thought she was a nice woman,
but rather silly.”

" Very rich. Make a nice wife for a
smart young fellow.”

“ Thank you, but I'm not marrying
a woman ten yvears older than T
am.”

“Well,” said Harmon, ©1 can't
blame you for that. What makes vou
think vou would succeed in a trade that
is rather unethical ?”

“ Why—ecr—I heard there was casy
money to be picked up without working
for it,” he said in some confusion, for
the eye of Ollie Harmon was very pene-
trating.

“ Glenn,” =said  Harmon
“ vou're a damned liar.”

“"Ped colored and his eves llashed, but
he managed to suppress a retort. :

T feel rather friendly toward vou,”
said Harmon with a flash of his yel-
lowish teeth, ““ because you are respon-
sible for the biggest laugh handed me
in vears. You poor boob!”

“TLook here!” Ted said hotly.

sharply,

..'I
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don’t have to stand for that sort of
stuft.”

*“ Oh, ves, vou do,” replied Harmon
sharply. “ You have to stand for any-
thimg I choose to put on you. You have
voluntarily joined one of my organiza-
tions, and 1 permit nobody to resign.
You claim you want to make easy
money. Well, vou can make it, but you
have to work for it.

“ Schultz was crazy to assign you
to that Blitz Hotel job. That takes
diplomacy, finesse. You are a husky,
broad-shouldered sap, probably can put
up a good fight, but vou could never
vamp that old dame into letting you
invest her money for her. I'm going
to send you down to New Jersey this
afternoon and let you ride home on a
truck of hooch. Can you shoot?”

*“ I know how to use a revolver,” re-
plied Ted sullenly.

“ All right. Go back 1o your hotel. A
man named Maguire will call for you
in an hour and go out on the joh with
vou. Right?”

T'ed hesitated. He had no desire for
rum-running, but it was preferable to
taking advantage of a confiding
womarn.

And he was in the Harmon organi-
zation now. Harmon professed to be
friendly toward him; let him accept
this assignnient and he might get oth-
ers close to the chief.

If he refused, he probably would
get short shrift.

Harmon was entirely different from
the low-browed brute Ted had expected
to encounter. The man was smooth and
very clever.

IFor a moment he thought the fellow
had read his purpose in embracing a
life of crime.

“ All right,” he said. * 1 guess you
are right about my not being diplo-
matic.”
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“That's all. Go out through that
door.”
Ted passed into the anteroom.

ARMON threw his head back
and laughed silently. He was still
laughing when there entered

from the drawing-room an exceed-
ingly beautiful woman in a green strect
dress, cloche hat and silver fox fur.

“ Hello, Laura,” he said, still
chuckling. ““ You look pretty good this
morning.”

Her sullen eves lighted and she
smiled. “ Thanks for one of your rare
compliments. You are bhetter natured
than I’ve seen you for some time.”

“I have something very amusing on
at the moment,” he replied. * Tell me,
what did you think of yvoung Glenn last
night?”

She seated herself and lighted for
herself a cigarette. “If that boy is
crooked, he will go far,” she replied.
“ 1 would have said he was as straight
as an arrow. It shows how appearances
will sometimes deceive us.”

“Yeah? Here, read this letter.”

She read with growing astonishment
the missive which he tossed at her.

“ That kid ! she exclaimed. “ He is
to secure vour arrest and conviction
for murder, any murder?”

“Isn't that priceless?” he demanded.

“Then he was on the level, the poor
fool,” she commented bitterly. “ I sup-
pose he will be deftly scragged by your
smoothly functioning organization.”

“ Well, why shouldn’t he be?"”

She frowned. “ No reason, I sup-
pose, but he seemed to be a nice boy.”

“ He's out to get me. Why shouldn’t
I eliminate him?”

She sighed. *“ No doubt you will.”

“ Bah,” he exclaimed. “If he had
undertaken to kill me, I'd have him
filled so full of lead they couldn’t lift
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his coffin, but he undertakes to secure
my conviction. Can you imagine that?”

“ Rather difficult. The boy doesn’t
know what he is up against.”

“ As you know, Laura, I am natural-
ly kind-hearted— Now, can that sneer.
I have to defend myself against my
enemies. There are fifty men in this
town who would shoot me on sight if
I gave them an opportunity. But, if the
police wanted to, they could never se-
cure a scrap of evidence against me on
any sort of charge.”

“Well, what are you going to do
about Glenn?”

He chuckled again. “I thought it
would be fun to get Tom Mullen’s
eighty thousand dollars. I'm going to
find some way to let the kid inherit and
take it away from him.”

“ But it says here that he must se-
cure your conviction for murder.”

“That's a private letter of instruc-
tions that T got out of the safe-deposit
vault of a vice president of a bank, one
Sanford. The will says that this Glenn
must perform some great public serv-
ice. When Sanford found out that I
had possession of this letter he dis-
appeared. Probably gone to FEurope. [
will have him trailed and make him
agree to pay over the cash for Glenn
when I tell him to. In the meantime
the kid iz worth more dead than
alive.”

“ What a schemer you are!” she ex-
claimed. “ Now listen to me. You were
out dancing with Doll Dean last night.
I won’t stand for it.”

Harmon’s face darkened. “How did
vou find that out?” he demanded.

“T have ways. Ollie, I'm not a wom-
an you can use and toss away like an
old dishrag.”

“Who wants to?”

“T am beginning to think that you
do,” she said angrily. “ You don’t come
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to sec me once a week. You have leflt
word downstairs that you were out,
when I knew you were in your apart-
ment. You don’t love me any more.”

* Oh, for the Lord’s sake,” he com-
plained. ** Are you going to start that
alt over again? 've made you a rich
woman, haven’t [? I've been in love
with you for years, haven’t 1? Then
why do vou make a nuisance of vour-
self ?” :

She leaped to her feet and raged.

* Nuisance! So that’s it! Anything
['ve received from you I earned. I've
been a decoy and a stool for you for
vears. No later than last night 1
scraped acquaintance with that Waring
woman and started you on your course
toward millions. Now you remember
this, Ollie Marmon. I won’t be sup-
planted by Doll Dean or any other
light-of-love around this town.”

Harmon lost his temper. He pushed
hack his chair and pointed a long fore-
finger at her.

“You’'ll be anything I want you to
be,” he declared. * You're crazy with
jealousy for no reason. U'll spend as
much time as I like with any woman I
like, and T won't stand for any back-
talk from vou. I let vou come up here
this morning in the friendlicst spirit,
but I'm through. You keep away from
this apartment. When 1 want to see
vou I'll call on you.”

“T won’t he at home,” she declared
furiously.

“You'd hbetter be, he warned.
“ From now on, watch vour step. T
won't interfere with you if vou hehave
yourself, but you know a hell of a lot
about my husiness, and if you try to
pull anything, look out for yoursell.”

“ Do you think I'm afraid of you?”
she screamed.

He glared at her. “ You had better
be. Say, Laura, why can’t you be rea-
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sonable? 1 have a right to play around
a little. I’'m not your husband.”

*“ I warn you to keep away {rom Doll
Dean,” she exclaimed.

Harmon had pressed a button on his
desk which summonced his sccretary.
*“ Miss Demerest is on her way,” he
said. ** iscort her to the elcvator,
please.”

CHAPTER XI1I.
RUM TRUCKS.

IT.FORD, New Jersey, is a hamlet
S south of the famous watering

places of the North Jersey shore.
It possesses a safe cove in which small
hoats may come in from the sea and
tie up at a landing without a battle
with the heavy ocean rollers. ‘T'here
is a chief of police who goes to bed
at ten o’clock and who would refuse
to hear the report of a sixteen-inch
gun after that hour if it boomed in his
ears.

There are several score of husky
male inhabitants who sleep all
day and row boats at night, and there
is a agistrate who makes a weekly
trip to Philadelphia to place in a safe-
deposit vaunlt a sizable wad of green-
backs.

Upoun the night that Ted Glenn left
New York there rolled into Silford,
over various side roads, a number of
empty trucks which were parked mili-
tary fashion in a field within a short
distance of the water’s edge.

There was no moon that night, but
the white ribbon of the State Road
gleamed in the starlight. It was de-
serted. The reason was explained to
Ted Glenn by Mr. Maguire. Half a
mile up the road wooden horses had
been laid across it, red lanterns were
suspended from them, and a hig sign
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“Detour ” turned motorists into a side
road.

The detour returned to the highroad
half a mile below Silford at a point
also blocked off by horses and red lan-
terns. In the bushes at cach detour
sign were stationed several armed men
whose job was to argue with drivers
of cars who did not believe in signs.

Everything had been arranged for
the evening's exercises. At a certain
hour a steamer would appear off the
shore and would show her location by
a certain signal. A fleet of boats and
launches would put out to her, load
up and run into the Silford cove, where
willing hands would transship the
hooch to the waiting trucks.

As it was a Harmon party, arrange-
ments had been made with the Coast
Guard to be elsewhere at the witching
hour of 1 a.am., but one never knew
whether the Coast Guard would behave
properly, and two fast motor boats
armed with machine guns were on
patrol.

There were two men on cvery truck,
some forty men in the boats, and a
dozen others placed as guards at
strategic places. There were twelve
trucks in all, and more than three thou-
sand cases of veritable Scotch to be
delivered at a warehouse in Brooklyn
before dawn. Mr. John Maguire was
commander in chief of the rum-run-
ning expedition.

John Maguire had been in the liquor
business all his life and looked it. In
the good old days, before the World
War, he had been head bartender in a
Fourteenth Street saloon. He was a
solid man with a face like an iron mask,
and in his prime had no equal in a
brawl with or without a bungstarter.

Curiously, he was a teetotaler; even
in the period when liquor was good he
had never touched the stuff. Coming
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down on the truck he told T'ed (ilean

“that he had promised his mother when

he was fifteen years old that he would
never take a drink and he had kept his
word.

It was unfortunate that he had not
promised his mother to refrain from
murder, for he had a string of deaths
to his discredit and a few years before
it took all the influence of Ollie Har-
mon to save him from the electric
chair.

Ted thought he was a ferocious ruf-
fian, but he preferred his company to
that of Mrs. Potter \Waring, who was
inclined to be mushy. Ted rode from
New York to Asbury Park with Ma-
guire in the smoking car, and sotne of
the yarns that the rum-runner told him
were amusing.

LENN was young enough to get

a thrill out of the adventure of

landing and loading liquor under
the nose of the Coast Guard, with its
attendant perils. Ile considered him-
self an unofficial representative of law
and order who, in order to land the big
criminal in the toils, was justilied in
participating in a minor crime.

Of course he wouldn't shoot at
Revenue man, but he hoped that the
thing would not come to actual fight-
ing. Maguire said that his gang was
so large and tough that the prohibition
officers found it convenient to raid in
some other direction when business
was afoot, while they had ways of
keeping off the Coast Guard.

They arrived in Asbury Park late in
the afternoon, loafed a couple of hours
in a speakeasy where Ted was intro-
duced to three or four of his confreres
and forced to partake of several glasses
of the best Scotch which he had en-
countered in his slight experience. It
seemed that this speakeasy was a hang-
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vut of the “boys”™ who supplied the
proprictor with uncut liquor, just as it
came off the boats.

\Maguire professed to take a liking
to Ted.

“Right out of college, are ye?”’ he
demanded. “ Well, if more of these
college kids went into this game it
would be a good thing for all of us
now. Sure I used to be nice and re-
fined mysclf, but associating with the
dirty bums that row the boats and
drive the trucks has sort of roughened
me round the edges.”

These remarks were received with
jeers, but Maguire smiled a crooked
smile and continued :

* You lads play rough games at col-
lege and then you take a job in a bank
for a hundred dollars a month. Boy,
you could make a hundred a day driv-
ing a hooch truck and be a lot safer
than playing foothall. I’'m going to
send you back on a truck with Hog
Jiggins and in no time at all you’ll be
rolling your own big wagon. You just
play the game straight, keep your
mouth shut and leave the rest to Jawn
Maguire.”

Maguire drove a truck down to Sil-
jord in person with Ted Glenn on the
seat heside him. They followed the
shore road. The wind blew from the
sea and the tang of salt was in the
breeze. Ted sniffed it appreciatively.

After all it was a romantic experi-
ence and as for smuggling, one of his
ancestors in Colonial days had been a
smuggler. Schooners came up the New
Jersey coast in that remote period from
the West Indies Jaden with Cuban and
Jamaica rum and Trench brandy, all
contraband, and old Enoch Glenn used
to put out from what is now Spring
Lake and bring in cargoes of stuff in
his small sloop.

Of course it was the unjust customs
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duties of the British government
against which his ancestor was in re-
volt, while these scoundrels were defy-
ing the laws of the United States,
though, to do them justice, many of
them believed the prohibition law to be
grossly unfair.

Oh, Ted made out quite a case for
the repulsive brute who sat beside him,
an unlighted pipe clutched between his
teeth. He almost pictured as crusaders
the unsavory gang who obeyed the or-
ders of Jawn Maguire.

Shortly after eleven the truck rum-
bled into Silford and turned into the
sandy vacant lot close to the shore.

“Stay on the seat,” commanded
Maguire. *“ You go back on this truck.
You tally the cases put aboard of her
when they begin to load and Hog Jig-
gins will be along to drive her when
the joly is done.”

The steamer was already off the
beach. Ted could see a white light
winking less than a mile out at sea and
he wondered, since he could distinguish
it, what might be the matter with the
Revenue men.

Truck after truck arrived at the load-
ing place and its crew dismounted and
wandered down to the wooden pier
which extended into the cove for a dis-
tance of a hundred and fifty feet. Ted
knew there were a number of houses
in the vicinity, for the truck had passed
them as they drove into town, but de-
spite the racket caused by the invasion,
not a light showed anywhere. There
must be some honest people in the
town, he thought, and some of them
would have a telephone. Why not
notify the authorities?

e did not know, of course, how
bootleggers treat informers. Not a
man or woman in Silford would have
dared give the alarm. The townsfolk
knew that they were safe in the houses

6 A
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if they attended to their own business
and remained there.

ED heard the approaching rum

fleet before he discerned it. First

there was the chug-chug of gas
engines in motor craft and then the
creaking of scores of oars. There were
a lot of Silford men in the boats. They
made enough money on nights when
the stuff was landed in their cove to
keep themselves and their families
comfortable for a month—another
reason why mnobody squealed in that
village.

All the other drivers and helpers
were at work unloading the boats and
presently a line of men appeared, each
carrying a couple of oblong boxes
which were plenty heavy. The boats
were returning to the steamer and con-
ing back with fresh loads. Why, the
thing was as tamc as unloading fish
from a mackerel fleet.

No! A ribbon of white swept across
the water. It made a wide arc and
suddenly illumined a short squat
steamer with a high bow and stern and
one narrow funnel, and revealed three
or four rowboats moving away from
her.

The hooch Dbearers turned as onc
man to look out to sea and then Jawn
Maguire was storming and cursing
among them.

“ Go on with your work, you yellow
rats!” he roared. ‘“ Never mind that.
Jones will take care of that damned
rum-chaser. It's all right, I tell you.
Load them trucks.”

The searchlight’s beam disappeared
and for two or three minutes no sound
was heard but the grunting of the men
who loaded the cases on the trucks and
the creaking of rowlocks as the last
hoats pulled vigorously for the shore.
And then:

TA
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Tat-tat-tat-tas!

It was the rattle of a machine gun.
Ted, who had no duties, saw sparks of
fire half a mile out and answering
sparks from some other craft. The
battle continued for several minutes
while the rum-runners proceeded ener-
getically about their business. A man
climbed up on the seat of the truck be-
side Ted.

“T'm Jiggins,” he declared. * You're
a new man.”

Eicon

“ Why the blazes did that so-and-so
Maguire wish you on me? Why ain’t
this truck loaded ?”

*I—I don’t know.”

*“Hey, Jawn,” shouted )iggins,

Maguire arrived on the scene from
nowhere.

“Yeah? \What you want, Hog?”

*“ No stuff on this truck.”

“ That’s all right. You load last and
leave last.”

He was interrupted by a string of
oaths from the driver.

* Why the hell should I go last and
why wish this chicken-livered kid on
e

* Somebody has (o bring up the
rear and you’re it, to-night. Keep
your shirt on, Hog. Glenn’s a fighter.
That was nothing but a little sub-
chaser out there commanded by some
kid that lost his way. IIe betrayed his
position by his searchlight and there
ain't a man alive on his boat by now.
You haven’t got anything to be afraid
o

*“ Who says 1'm scared? I just don't
want anything put over on me,” re-
plied the slightly mollified Hog.

The first truck was loaded and was
already pulling out, and the thud of
cases of whisky upon the bottom of
his own vehicle informed Hog that he
wasn’t heing neglected.
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Ted was petrified by the statement
that the crew of the Coast Guard boat
had met their death in the course of
duty. A tremendous revulsion against
the cold-blooded murderers with whom
he was associated rose up within him.
Fortunately Maguire did not address
him, but went off to expedite the de-
parture of other trucks.

Hog Jiggins sat beside him snarling
under his breath. Glenn stole a look
at him. His nickname was apt, for
his profile was exactly like that of a
fat porker. He had an enormous
stomach and a pair of small, mean
eyes.

‘“ Sends me out last with a dumb kid
on the box,” muttered Jiggins. “ The
dirty bum has it in for me.”

One after another the big trucks
rumbled off. The loading was com-
plete and there was left in the field
only the machine occupied by Jiggins
and Ted. Hog rose and inspected the
tonneau.

“Say,” he shouted to a dark figure
which was moving back toward the
pier, “ we’re only half loaded.”

“ That's all,” shouted the man. ““ We
lost a boat in the muss outside.”
“Damn’ queer,” muttered

“Damn’ queer.”

Hog.

E started his engine and threw

in his gears and the machine

rumbled off with many creaks
and groans.

“ Rotten old wagon, too,” mumbled
Hog. “It’s the worst I ever drove.
About ready to fall to pieces. Say,
feller, do you know your job?"

“What do you want me to do?”
asked Ted anxiously.

“ Keep your eyes peeled ahead. If
anybody steps into the road or you
see somebody by the roadside, pour a
broadside into him.”
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* But it might be some innocent per-
son.”

Hog swore fluently. ““ \What the hell
do we care? Can we take chances?”

They turned onto the concrete road
and the truck ran more smoothly. Ted
saw the tail light of the truck ahead
climbing a hill several hundred yards
in the distance.

“ Getting away from us. I can’t get
any speed out of this damm thing,”
growled Hog. *“ They’ll get away from
us.”

“ Well, docs it make any differ-
ence "

“ Does it make any difference? Why
you poor—say, don’t you know any-
thing ?”

“I told you this was my first ex-
perience of this sort,” replied Ted
meekly.

“Well, listen. A hooch train is
poison, see. It’s dynamite. Two or
three gunmen on every truck and no
interference permitted. You don’t
suppose these Revenue men don’t know
we're moving to-night? You don’t
suppose the police are asleep, do you?
We got to go through some big towns
and we make noise enough to wake
the dead. But those yellow-bellied
cops aren’t going to jump out and try
to stop the head of a caravan. Why?
Because of the trucks coming up from
behind. They don’t want to battle with
fifty good men. So what do they do?
Usually they don’t do nothing, but
sometimes, when they need to make a
showing, they try to cut off the last
truck. Orders are no turning back.
If the cars up front hear shooting be-
hind, it's none of their business. Every
time you read about the capture of a
booze truck, it’s the last car in a cara-
van.”

“I perceive the strategy in that.”

“Sure you do,” declared Jiggins
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whose remarks were making him bet-
wer-natured. © Now see if you can dope
this out. I'm in wrong with Maguire.
I'm given a rotten old truck and told
10 bring up the rear. I get a lot of
holoney about a hoat being sunk and
my truck is only half loaded. And be-
sides that they hand a bum like you to
me for a guard.”

“ You think they want us to be cap-
fured >’ asked Ted, shocked.

“Tt looks damn queer, feller. 1
I wouldn't put it past Maguire to make
a deal to lose one truck for the sake
of getting the others through without
trouble.”

* What can we do about it?”" asked
Ted anxiously.

Jiggins swore again. “ Not a thing,”
he said mournfully. ** If 1 abandoned
this truck, I'd be run down and pelted
with lead, I would. I got to play the
game even if I'm framed. And that
means you, too,” he added fiercely.

“Oh, I'll play the game,” said Ted
dolefully.

A hell of a lot of good you'll be.
Where's your gun?”’

Reluctantly Ted drew from his
pocket the heavy Navy revolver pre-
sented to him by Maguire.

“For Gawd's sake, they didn’t even
give you an automatic,” cried Jiggins.
“Now I know it’s a frame.”

Hog jammed his foot down upon
the gas and the motor thundered and
labored, but the truck did not gain
upon the red light ahead. On the con-
trary, the fail light drew away and
presently it was no longer visible.

[TEY swung around a wide curve
T about ten miles from Silford at
dangerous speed and the driver
spat out a curse as he descried an ob-
the road a couple of
It was a truck

struction across
hundred vards ahead.
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which had been planted sidewise in the
middle of the highway so as to block
it completely.

Hog honked his horn and a man ap-
peared swinging a red lantern.

“ Jobbed,” snarled the driver.
“ Open up on him, you tramp. Give
it to him in the belly.”

Ted sat with the gun in his hand,
but he made no motion to obey the
command. The truck was bearing down
upon the obstruction and Hog had to
apply his brakes. He brought the ma-
chine 1o a stop fifty feet from the car
which blocked the road, tore from a
pocket an automatic and opened fire
upon the man with the lantern.

Immediately from the shrubbery on
either side of the road came loud re-
ports and blinding gun-flashes.

Bullets pinged past T'ed Glenn and
bored through the wooden frame of
the old truck.

“Damn you, youre in on this,”
shouted Hog and swung his gun to-
ward his companion. Ted struck him
savagely on the wrist of the gun arm
and the weapon fell from his grasp.
Hog had no time to take his revenge.
He leaped from the truck and plunged
toward the hushes at the roadside. Just
before he reached the ditch a bullet
got him. I{e spun completely around
and dropped in his tracks.

Ted was still the target for half a
dozen weapons, but the light was dim
and thus far he had not been hit. He
threw his gun into the road and held
up his arms in surrender. Firing im-
mediately ceased and six men came out
of cover and bore down on him. They
were in civilian clothes, but had badges
pinned to their lapels.

“Get down out of there,” com-
manded their leader harshly.

Very pale and in deep distress. Ted
climbed down and stood in the road.
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“ Hold out your hands.
wrists together.”

He obeyed. Cold steel encircled his
wrists. Handcuffs clicked into place.
The leader peered into his face.

“ Never saw this egg before.” he
declared. “ Lucky thing for you, feller,
that you didn’t hit one of my men.”

‘““ That lad never fired a shot,” pro-
claimed an officer who had been posted
near to the spot where the truck came
to a stop. “ And I saw him knock the
gun out of the driver’s hand.”

“Here’s his gun,” said another
revenue man. “1 just stumbled over
it.”

He handed it to the leader, who
broke it.

“ That’s right,” he declared. “ Smart
feller. Knew better than resist an offi-
cer. You'd have got what your pal got
if you had. Is he dead?”

A man who had been examining the
body of Hog Jiggins rose and nodded.

“ Deader than Abraham Lincoln,”
he asserted.

“Well,” said the leader to Ted
Glenn, *““you'll just be charged with
rum running. Probably get off with
a sentence of six months or a year if
you don’t put the Stiate to the expense
of trying you. How many caseson the
truck, boys?”

“Only about a hundred and fifty,”
reported one of the officers.

“Well, that’s better than nothing.
Brown, you drive the truck into As-
bury. I’ll take the prisoner in my car.
Put the dead body in the truck and
turn it over to the police of the ncarest
town. We don’t want to lug it around.”

The prohibition raider and one offi-
cer drove Ted into New Brunswick
which they reached just as dawn was
breaking. They turned him over to
the local police and he was thrust into
a cell after being relieved of all his per-

Put your
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sonal belongings.  He gave a falw
name, of course, but, new to crime, he
had not realized that they would iden-
tify him by the contents of his pocket-
book. He was booked as Theodore
Glenn.

CHAPTER XIIIL
TRAPPED BODY AND SOUL.

LTHOUGH Ted had been without
sleep for twenty-two hours, he
was too much dismayed by his

situation to close his cyes. He sat on
the side of a dirty bunk, head in hands,
and gave himself up to bitter reflec-
tions.

This was the end of his absurd
enterprise. They would convict him
and make a jailbird out of him. Sally
would hear of his disgrace and that
would end a sweet friendship which
was pointing to something even better.
Because Maguire had a grudge against
Hog Jiggins, he had placed him on the
end of the rum caravan and tipped off
the revenuc men to nab him and his
truck,

But why should Maguire, who had
professed a liking for Ted, place him,
on his first night as a bootlegger, upon
a truck which was scheduled to be cap-
tured? The big chief, Harmon, had
personally assigned Glenn to this enter-
prise and sent Maguire to escort him to
Silford.  Surely Maguire would not
have dared to sacrifice a man in whom
Harmon had taken an interest.

Ted uttered a poisonous expletive.
Of course he wouldn’t. Harmon had
sent Ted Glenn upon this expedition
with the intention of having him cap-
tured. He wanted him thrown into
jail. That’s why Maguire had placed
him on the truck with the doomed Jig-
gins.
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Hog had been wrong. There was a
frameup, but Ted, not Jiggins, was in-
tended as chief victim. Maguire had
chosen Hog to share Ted’s fate because
he was down on him. They supposed
that Ted would fight, in which case he
would be killed by the officers or, if
captured, given a long sentence for fir-
ing upon the Federal men. What hap-
pened to Jiggins didn’t interest any-
body.

Ted thought he understood now the
sardonic smile upon the lips of Ollie
Harmon when he transferred him from
the *“ confidence ” end of the criminal
game to the active service. For some
reason he wanted to get rid of the
young recruit. Why? Was it possible
that he had found out the purpose of
Ted Glenn in joining the racketeers
and gangsters? Nobody in the world
save himself and Mr. Sanford knew the
contents of the letter of instructions of
the late Tom Mullen. and Sanford cer-
tainly wouldn’t tell. Was it because
e had been an eyewitness of the shoot-
ing of Lou Armstein? That was much
more like it.

Anyway, Ollie FHlarmon had achieved
his end. The presumptuous youth who
had set out to secure the conviction of
the big criminal would be up before a
Federal judge and go to Atlanta for a
vear or two.

Caught red-handed in the act. No
possibility of escape, unless Sanford
could do something for him. Sanford
was his only hope.

The hours dragged by slowly. His
watch had been taken from him and he
had no way of telling time. By the
brightness of the light which came
through the small high window of the
cell he thought it was somewhere
around noon.

With a clang the door of his cell
opened.
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* Come out. you,” commanded a
policeman.

Ted rose eagerly and followed the
officer into the jail office. There was
a sharp featured man in cits standing
before the desk and a lieutenant gave
him a paper to sign.

“ All O K,” said the police officer.

“Come on, Glenn,” ordered the
stranger.

Ted followed him docilely out into
the fresh air. There was a small car
parked near by. The man motioned
Ted to enter and took the wheel him-
self.

“I'll drive you to Manhattan Trans-
fer and you can go back to New York
on the tube train,” he said tersely.

*“ Aren’t you coming with me?”

“Nope.”

*“ But—but I was under arrest!”

*“ The police turned you over to a
Federal officer—that’s me—and you
made your escape from him.”

“ But that makes me a fugitive.”

The man at the wheel grinned.
“Don’t let that worry you. You're
safe so long as you do as you are told.”

“Say, are you working for Har-
mon ?”’

“None of your damned business,”
replied the man fiercely. ““ I've sprung
you and I'm through with you. You're
on Schultz’s pay roll, ain’t you?”

& Yic-esi

“ Well, report to him in the morn-
ing.”

ED could not believe that he was
actually free until he sat alone in
a Hudson Tube car which rum-
bled rapidly on its way to lower New
York. He had it worked out to his
satisfaction that Harmon had gone to
considerable trouble, even to the ex-
tent of losing a truck with one hun-
dred and fifty cases of Scotch whisky
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upon it. in order to throw him into the
hands of the Federal officials upon a
very serious charge. Harmon had de-
sired to have him buried in a Federal
prison for a year or two uatil all chance
of his identifying the murderers of
Louis Armstein had passed. And now
Harmon inexplicably had reached his
long arm down to New Brunswick,
opened his cell door and set him free.
The motive of the scoundrel was be-
vond his comprehension.

However, before the train reached
Fulton Street a motive presented itself.
Ted was free only so long as he did
exactly as he was told to do by the
crooks. It would be reported that the
prisoner taken in the raid upon the rum
caravan had escaped from a Federal
officer taking him to hecadquarters for
examination. No effort would be made
to pick him up unless Harmon gave the
word, but Ted was now in the power
of the gang. Over his head hung a jail
sentence and when Harmon cracked
the whip he would have to jump.

They rolled into the Fulton Street
station and the passengers crowded out
of the car. Ted brought up the rear.
He glanced at his watch. It was three
fifteen. The Mammoth National was
not far away. In his predicament he
thought of Sanford. The banker
would advise him. Perhaps he would
suggest a way out of the appalling sit-
nation. He might even have influence
enough to have the charge against him
dropped.

He sought the bank. He asked the
young woman who had first conducted
him into the vice president’s office to
send his name in to Mr. Saniord.

“T'm sorry,” she said. ““ Mr. San-
ford is not here. Will another officer
do?” 5

“When do you expect him? To-
morrow 2’

ARGOSY.

She shook her head. ““ He has aken
an extended leave of absence. Mr.
Goring is handling his work. Do you
wish to see Mr. Goring ?”

“ A leave of absence.
town "

* I understand so.”

“May I have his address?”

“He left no address. He wished a
complete change from business,” said
the girl who was merely repeating in-
structions given her by the president,
Mr. Brown.

Ted sighed.
fully.
you.”

There didn’t seem to be anything he
could do except return to the Blitz, col-
lect his belongings and go back to his
old lodgings on West End Avenue, the
rent for which was paid until the end
of the month.

Before morning he must make up
his mind whether he would report to
R. Z. Schultz or sneak out of town. If
he fled, it was probable that Harmon
would set the Federal Government
upoen him, in which case there was no
village in America where he would be
safe. If he remained, he must take his
orders and he could only guess what
horrible things he would be com-
manded to do.

Has he left

“T see,” he said dole-
“Well, I'm much obliged to

E, bought an evening paper on the
subway uptown, glanced at the
headlines carelessly and as he
was about to drop it on the seat beside
him a few paragraphs under a sub-
head at the bottom of the page caught
his eve.
REVENUE MEN MAKE HAUL—-ONE DEAD
Federal officers swooped down upon
bootleggers coming from Siliord in the
small hours of this morning and cap-

tured a truck containing one hundred
and fifty cases of Scotch.
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There was a pitched battle hetween
the officers and the two men on the
truck. The driver, who has heen identi-
fied as * Hog” Jiggins, was killed and
the guard, Theodore Glenn, was cap-
tured and locked up in New Bruns-
wick. Glenn gave his age as twenty-
six. According to papers in his wallet
he belonged in Frechold, New Jerscy.

The capture of Glenn is important,
as he is alleged to be a member of the
gang which sank the small Coast
Guard boat and killed or drowned its
crew of four men off Silford about one
o'clock this morning as was reported
in the morning papers.

With blanched face he read this
arraignment of himself. [xposure,
disgrace, and a yawning prison. The
thing was a hundred times worse than
he had supposed because they could
charge him with complicity in the
massacre of the Coast Guards. Al-
though not a lawyer, he knew that
membership in an organization which
is responsible for a crime makes the
members accessories.

Why, they might jail him for five
or ten years, So this was how the
arch-fiend Harmon bound his follow-
ers to him! He thrust them into the
hands of the law and extricated them,
lut always he held over them the pun-
ishiment which he had only suspended.

e walked from the subway to the
ITotel Blitz, ascended to his quarters
and found upon his desk half a dozen
slips asking him to call Mrs. DPotter
Waring, and one request to call a cer-
tain uptown telephone number. He
did not know this number, hut it was
probably a summons of some sort
irom the gang. Well, he was in their
toils. Might as well get his orders. He
still had the privilege of refusing to
obey them.

He gave the number and a woman’s
voice answered.
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“De vou know my voice, Mr.
Glenn?” she asked. “ Don’t mention
names. Say yes or no.”

“Why, I think so,”” he said slowly.
It was very much like the voice of Miss
Demerest.

“Go out and call me from a drug
store pay station, immediately,” she
commanded and hung up.

He hesitated. She was amazingly
beautiful, but she was one of the gang.
Why should he obey her request? Yet
she sounded agitated and she didn’t
want him to talk over the hotel line
which might be tapped by an agent of
Harmon.

Well, he would find out what the
woman wanted.

He put on his hat and hastened to a
corner drug store where he repeated
the call.

*“ This is Ted Glenn,” he said.

*“Good. You are in a bad predica-
ment and I may be able to help you.
I'm taking a big risk. Suppose you get
in a taxi and ride to — West Eightieth
Street. Ring the bell of Apartment 14.
Come immediately. I have been wait-
ing here for hours and I must leave
soon.”

She hung up again, but now he was
sure it was Miss Demerest. e cer-
tainly needed help and he didn’t care
from what quarter it came. He left
the drug store and hailed a taxi. In
fifteen minutes he descended before —
West Eightieth Street. It was a small
huilding with no lobby or attendants
and with push buttons under the num-
ber of each apartment.

Ted rang the bell of Apartment 14,
the door clicked and he rode up in an
automatic elevator.

As he got off at the top floor a door
opened and Laura Demerest thrust her
head out.

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK.



A Fool for Luck

There really is such a thing as being too lucky ;
and the fatal good luck that dogged
quarterback Champ Crews bade fair

to wreck him and his team

By THOMAS BARCLAY THOMSON

“He would have given anything to get back in

and the two ends, racing down

the field, flung one glance up-
ward to locate its direction. From
then on, they read the message of the
hurtling ball in the safety’s actions.

THE ball shot high into the air,

Champ Crews, Milbury’s safety,
lithe, light-haired, and gray-eyed,
frowned. He had hoped the punt

would be difficult, giving him an ex-
cuse for dropping it. But it was com-
ing right to him; nothing to do but
gather it in. Just a few slips, however,
on his part—where they wouldn’t do
too much harm-—would be a fine thing
for him—and for the team!

Champ planted himself, cupped his
arms, and was reaching out in his first
stride, when the ball landed. He
clutched it tightly to him, quickly
eluded the nearest end, but was unable
to dodge the second one. This end
dove to meet him, caught him about the

went down.
continuing  to

knees, and the two
Champ’s momentum
carry him forward.

At the instant of impact, Champ
allowed the ball to squish from his
arms, and it shot high into the air,
turning over and over, following the
exact direction of its late owner.
Champ came to a stop, twisted over,
and pulled himself to a sitting position,
as if much concerned over the lost ball.

With almost mathematical accuracy,
the pigskin dropped squarely upon
him. Instinctively he wrapped his
arms around it, just an instant beforc
an opponent, who was in frantic pur-
suit, could reach it. Champ grimaced
as he regained his feet. What was foot-
ball coming to—when a fellow couldn’t
even throw the ball away?

On the bench, Coach Oaks glanced
questioningly at his assistant.

“ Did you see any science or skill in

324
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that performance?”’ he asked. quizzi-
cally.

“ Just luck,” Needham agreed. Then
he burst out, excitedly: ““ Look! There
goes Lady Luck’s child—romping to
another unearned touchdown!”

A perfectly executed end run had
broken Champ into the open, and the
opposing safety had obligingly slipped
on a tricky bit of turf and had fallen
flat, allowing Champ to trot, unop-
posed, over the goal line.

“ That’s the first time the interfer-
ence has functioned this entire game!”
Coach Oaks snorted. “ And the first
error for the opposition! Everything
timed just right to make him into a
hero. They call him ‘ Champ’; ‘ Rab-
bit-foot’ would be more appropriate!”

“The team’s getting fed up on it
too,” Needham said. *“ They're en-
vious, claim he'’s drawing a lot of un-
earned praise.”

On the field, the ball was placed two
yards out for the try-for-point. Mil-
bury huddled, waiting for Captain
Holly Eagan to call the play. But
Holly hesitated; their attempts at con-
version this season had been poor.

“Hurry it up!” snapped Tobey
Watterman, left guard. “ Give it to
Four-Leaf Clover! He'll luck through
for a point!”

“ Shut up!” Holly ordered. ** Champ
can try a drop kick. Let’s go!”

HAMP had never before tried a
drop kick in a game, but the score
was 12 to o, and the game almost

over. A failure might take some of
the curse off his luck, as far as the fel-
lows were concerned. Ile caught the
ball, dropped it to the ground. and
kicked—almost with his eves shut, The
ball shot directly toward the goal posts.

For a second, the kick seemed low,
destined to fail; then it struck the cross

FOR LUCK.
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bar, and bounded straight up into the
air. It dropped back—and again
struck the cross bar.  This time it
bounced not nearly so high, and fell
across on the far side for the extra
point.

“There it goes!” Coach Oaks ex-
ploded, relieving himself of a lot of
pent-up emotion. “ Such luck! Hon-
estly, it’s ruining him as -a football
player!”

On the field, players went crazy for
an instant, relieving the strain. They
whooped, pounded each other on the
back, then quieted down again.

“ A little heavy defense work,”” Cap-
tain Holly said, gazing directly at the
fullback, Truck Greening, “and this
game’ll be on ice!”

Truck flushed.
got!”

“Why not let Truck trade places
with Champ?” Rusty Steele, left end,
demanded. “ Champ would never have
to make a tackle! The line, interfer-
ence, and ball carrier would all get
paralysis, the blind staggers, house-
maid’s knee, or some other equally
fatal disease that would stop 'em for
no gain, every time they shot a play
in his direction!”

“Yeah!” Tobey said derisively.
“ Personally, T think he’s hogging all
the luck for the entire team.”

“Lay off, will you?" Champ
laughed, good-humoredly, although a
trifle anxiously. He again detected
venomous note in the bantering of his
teammates, and it worried him. He
rose, stood balancing his one hundred
and sixty pounds of lithe, whip-cord
muscles on one foot, while tracing pat-
terns on the green carpeted turf with
the free toe.

“1 know I’'m getting more than my
share of the breaks.” he said, finally.
“ But what do you want me to do

“I'm givin’ all 've
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about it? If you fellows turn in a per-
fect play and give me a clear ficld to
the goal line, do you expect me to spoil
your work by breaking a leg, or run-
ning the wrong way? My luck can’t
keep on forever. Some of it's bound
to come to the rest of you, or else go
to the other side. Let's take what's
handed to us and figure it for what it
is—breaks in our favor. That's foot-
ball.”

It was a rather Jong speech for such
an occasion, but Champ, a keen student
of the game—and of his fellow players
—felt keenly the resentment which
was slowly crystallizing against him,
and ruining their harmonious team-
play.

His appeal was followed by imme-
diate protestations from the other ten
players, many of which scarcely rang
true.

The game was resumed, only to be
stopped within two minutes by the
timer’s gun.

“He's done it again,”” Needham
said, rising. ' Some day that luck'll
break and leave us flat.”

“T1 almost wish it would break,”
Coach Oaks surprisingly answered.
“Three victories in a row, and all of
them handed to us, unearncd. Right
now we should be learning to fight up-
hill battles to finish in front. Instead,
the entire team is going soft, leaving
the game to chance. Some day—"

He shook his head, leaving the sen-
tence unfinished.

Coach Oaks had every reason to
worry. His team was only mediocre,
and, ahead, looming up with all the im-
portance of tradition plus intense
rivalry, was the annual game with
Harbor Tech, made more serious by
the exploits of Tech’s back-feld star.
This man, Ted Brundage, had run
wild in all of Tech’s games to date. Tt
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would require all of Champ’s luck, if
Alilbury expected to win.

Too, Milbury was playing a rather
ragged brand of football, and getting
into the proper psychological frame of
mind to go all to pieces the first time
the breaks went the wrong way.

URING the next week, Champ
went out of his way to praise his
teammates for their good plays,

urge them on. They were in a much
friendlier attitude when the game
started.

Milbury kicked off, and, two plays
later, on an end run, Champ’s eagle
eyes detected the ball being held in a
dangerous position by the opposing
carrier. Dependable Rusty Steele had
stripped the interference, and it was
evident that Ward Donelly, left half,
would stop the play for no gain; never-
theless, Champ shot forward at top
speed. Something was apt to happen
when \Ward tackled, the way that fel-
low was carrying the ball.

Something did happen. Ward struck
squarely and solidly; the two went
down, and the ball—just as Champ had
expected—rolled out into the open.
Champ was on it in an instant.

** Good boy, Champ,” Truck Green-
ing enthused, giving him a friendly
slap. *“ You saved me the trouble of
picking it up. I was right behind
you!”

*“ Sorry!” Champ’s face fell instant-
ly. “T wish you had beat me to it!”

“ You might as well save your legs,
Truck,” Tobey Watterman said, with
a sour laugh. “ There’s an unwritten
law which gives Champ all the breaks.”

Champ started to reply, but was
shoved toward the huddle by an unseen
teammate, so let the matter drop.

Possession of the ball, so close to the
enemyv goal line, resulted in an early
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score for Milbury. But it was accom-
plished without Champ’s being called
upon to carry the ball. He played the
quarterback position, but directing the
team’s offense was delegated to the
captain. Holly, aware of the resent-
ment of the remainder of the boys—
perhaps slightly miffed himself—gave
Champ a vacation from ball carrying,
even after the ball had started seesaw-
ing up and down the field.

If Champ realized he was being in-
tentionally slighted, he never let on;
just played ahead, running interfer-
ence. But it hurt, being slighted like
that. He played on, taking less and less
interest in his work.

On his own eight yard line he
dropped a punt which had become lost
in the sun. He was after it like a flash,
and regained it—by inches—but the
incident finished doing what his team-
mates’ slights had already begun. It
broke his morale.

His playing became ragged, inef-
fective. Twice in succession he failed
to take out his man, and both times the
unchecked player smashed through to
drag down the Milbury ball carrier.
Just before the end of the half Champ
was withdrawn from the game—
“ jerked.”

He saw the rest of that game from
the bench—saw the little-better-than-
average team go all to pieces and take
a sorry licking from a vastly inferior
outfit.

After that he, or any one else, would
have given little for the team’s chances
against Tecl.

The following week Coach Oaks,
with no explanation to the crestfallen
Champ, alternated Mory Thomas and
Walt Hempstead at quarter in practice,
and it was a question which put on the
worse performance. Finally, in des-
peration, he temporarily returned
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Champ to the line-up. If possible, he
did worse than either of the other two.

HAMP knew he was in a slump,
knew he had no business on the
first string line-up; but that could

not prevent him from wishing, with all
his might, that he could be in, playing
the old game. He loved football, loved
every minute of every game, and his
demotion hurt cruelly. But the thing
which hurt worst of all was to have
the other fellows act as if he was—
well, unwanted. Thinking along this
line didn’t do his playing any good.

Champ knew that he hadn’t blun-
dered into all of the many breaks which
had come to him. Was it to be counted
against him if he noticed that an op-
ponent went into a play carryving the
ball in a careless manner? Or, observ-
ing that a certain opponent seemed un-
able to swerve quickly to the left, say,
that he used that knowledge to run past
that opponent on his bad side, in
broken field running?

Those were things which came to
him by virtue of his close watch on
the game and on every opponent. He
was entitled to profit from those things.
His teammates’ resentment was unjus-
tified, however natural.

The team went from bad to worse.
Two games between them and the Big
Game. They lost one and tied the
other, and were rated not even an out-
side chance to defeat their bitter ene-
my, Tech. The players were discour-
aged, too; careless in their execution
of plays. All that was needed to com-
plete a disastrous season was a thor-
ough licking at the hands of Tech; and
that was just around the corner,

Champ improved slightly—enough
to insure his presence in the starting
line-up—hut he was far from being up
to par. He knew what ailed him, all
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right; knew he was just too thin-
skinned—and he blamed himseli
wholeheartedly for it.

“1f I could only forget that the fel-
lows are down on me!”

Steadily the reports drifted in con-
cerning Tech's man, Brundage. Rumor
had it that he couldn’t be stopped, once
e gained the open field; and Tech’s
staggering total of points scored for
the season—mainly by this one man—
was strong argument that the reports
were true.

Too, according to those rumors,
when Brundage wasn’t running loose
through impotent opponents, romping
to touchdowns, he was standing back,
tossing passes—high, wide, and hand-
some—to teammates for more touch-
downs. So the question had become: to
how few points could Tech be held?
Hopes of winning had died completely.

To no one was this outlook so de-
pressing as to Champ. He lived, ate,
and dreamed foothall. While still in
grammar school he had witnessed every
game within reach. Too, he had organ-
ized the neighborhood boys into teams;
and always he had played—as quarter-
back.

He loved to play quarter; he wished
he, instead of Captain Holly, had the
handling of the team. Now, in college,
he was shunted to one side—almost.
And the game with Harbor Tech, the
Big Game, was upon them. No wonder
he felt blue and discouraged!

S he stood within the shadow of
his own goal posts, awaiting the
kick-off, Champ was a mass of

seething emotion. Would he make a de-
cent showing? Could he break into any
spectacular plays? And if he did, would
his teammates be glad, or would they
be more hostile than ever?

Then, the shrill note of the referee’s
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whistle, the plunk of toe against the
poised Dall, the forward sweep of the
vrange-clad Tech warriors, and Champ
snapped back to the husiness at hand.
The game was on.

He had hoped that the ball would
g0 to one of the other boys on this
first play, but it was not to be. He
took two steps forward, waiting its
arrival. One lightning glance at his
forming interference; then, just the
instant be fore the ball struck, he
launched forward.

But that hasty glance at his team-
mates had been bad. Faces had been
turned in his direction, and his over-
wrought imagination—even in that
brief glance — pictured displeasure,
even hatred, in the looks they cast at
him. He tried to concentrate on the
ball, but it was no use. He was too
busy feeling that the entire team was
disappointed because the opening kick-
off had come to him.

So, when the ball struck him it
bounced away before he could wrap
his arms around it—and rolled far to
one side. It was recovered by Holly
[Lagan on Milbury’s four yard line, and
bare!yv in the nick of time. A bad
break.

No one said a word, but Champ felt
the hostile glances which came his way
as they went into the huddle. Holly
sent Truck into the line from a fake
punt location. Four yards the fullback
gained—and more room to operate!
Champ faked at left end, while Truck
cracked the line again, this time for a
nice seven vard gain.

First down, but they must go back
to straight football—couldn’t use all
their tricks up now. Tech’s line
strength became evident. Two plays
netted almost no gain, and Ward Don-
elly punted. Champ dropped to safety,
much worried. The two ends must turn
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in the highly touted Ted Drundage on
his famous end runs. Could they do it?
Or would the backfield be called upon
immediately to stop this elusive young
man?

Champ felt sure that one more bad
play would separate him from the
game. And if Brundage got under
headway—past end and halfback—he
might never be able to yank him down.

Tech was now within Milbury ter-
ritory, and had earned a reputation
for scoring early in the game. To-day
they had every reason for a try at an
early and convincing touchdown.
Champ edged forward; Tech musn't
score—not if he could prevent it. He
saw the ball snap back to Brundage,
saw the right end smash forward, turn-

ing him in and allowing Captain Holly ,

to dash in and catch him.

Champ licked his lips—they were
terribly dry—and edged closer. Brun-
dage attempted the left end, and Rusty
Steele broke up the play. Again the
Tech star was turned back toward the
line, to be pulled down by Ward, left
half, after gaining slightly.

Another like that, and T'ech would
surely kick, giving the ball back to
Milbury. Brundage would try hard
this time. Probably a trick play. If
used—and successful—there would be
work for the safety. Champ crept
closer; he mustn’t allow that demon
open field runner to get under head-
way. Stop him before he started : that
was the way!

HE ball was snapped, and Brun-
dage was off, again toward his
own right end. Could Rusty tear
up this second play? Champ crept even
closer, saw Rusty smash into the inter-
ference: but Rusty was being fought
off. That would never do. Champ
edged over, keeping in line with the
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play. But Brundage was angling back.
Would he attempt to circle his own in-
terference?

Then it happened; just when the en-
tire Milbury backfield was off guard.
Brundage suddenly turned, facing his
own left side of the field, and rifled a
pass in that direction. Champ whirled
and started back on the dead run. His
own territory was wide open!

He almost groaned. A Tech player
had evidently sneaked around Holly,
and was now squarely in Champ's ter-
ritory, waiting for the ball. He saw
the player cup his arms, ready to take
the pass, while Champ was still many
yards away. The player was almost
upon the goal line; a sure touchdown.

Then the Goddess of Chance smiled
on Milbury. The Tech receiver was
either too confident, or else in too great
a hurry. At any rate, he fumbled the
ball, grounded it, and the danger was
averted. Champ walked weakly to his
position. He vowed, as he mopped
cold perspiration from his brow, not to
be caught like that again.

On the sidelines, reserve players and
coaches sank back to their seats with
sighs of relief.

“His luck's returned,”” Needham
breathed. *‘ Nothing else could have
saved that touchdown.”

““My heart can’t stand any more of
that sort of luck.” Coach Oaks replied
testily.

He beckoned toward the row of
waiting subs, and Mory Thomas hur-
ried to his side. A moment later, Mory
raced on the field—and Champ was
through. He subsided inlo his shelter-
ing blanket, a mighty sick foothall
player.

Soon, however, he partially forgot
his own troubles in watching the game.
It was worth studying. Tech’s star—
a potential scorer at all times—must be
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provided with the proper chances, and
Tech’s entire game was directed to-
ward that one purpose. With wide-eyed
interest, Champ watched it Deing
worked out.

There came an exchange of punts,
and Tech, starting in her own terri-
tory, began a systematic assault upon
Milbury's goal line. Straight end runs,
occasional drives into the line, spinner
plays and fakes. Always fakes, cun-
ningly devised to spring Ted Brun-
dage into the clear.

Milbury’s Dbackfield, remembering
that one unsuccessful pass, consistent-
ly lay back, ready to defend against
another. Again Brundage angled back,
stopped as if to shoot a pass, and Mil-
bury’s defense scurried to position,
every player covering his own terri-
tory. The next moment, the versatile
player had tucked the ball tightly un-
der his arm and was off.

He crossed the scrimmage line,
gained the open, and was under way,
running with speed and deception.
Ward drove forward to drop him, was
badly outguessed, and Mory, in
Champ's position as safety. was the
last defense. Mory gave all he had—
but it wasn’t enough. He snagged the
elusive runner with one hand, and
Brundage promptly spun free and raced
on to a touchdown. The try for point
was successful. Seven points!

ECH kicked off ; there came a few
plays, exchanges of punts, and
again Brundage outsmarted his
opponents and won past the line of
scrimmage. But this time Ward reached
him, sent him into an awkward spin,
and Mory did the rest. The danger
was averted.
“That ’ll never do!” Coach Oaks
groaned. * He's got to he stopped!
Here!”
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He whispered instructions to a sub
and sent him in to replace the left
guard. Another play, and Captain Hol-
ly requested time out. When play was
resumed, Dutch IKenyon, the center,
was back of the line, assisting Truck.
This gave Milbury a six-man scrim-
mage line, with two fullbacks. The
formation worked beaufifully. No
matter which end of the line Brundage
attempted, there was both an end and
a fullback waiting to slap him down—
and his big gains stopped.

On the sideline, Champ nodded ap-
proval. It was funny to think of a
jerked player approving the coach’s
plans, but Champ was a student of the
game, possessing a deep insight into
its complicated angles.

But that formation made him want,
worse than ever, to get back into the
game. It would leave him free to
play the way he liked; lying back,
watching every player, ferreting out
the opposition’s weaknesses. Even on
the bench, he was studying Tech’s
every move, and the things he saw were
indeed enlightening. If oniy Coach
would return him to the game in the
second half!

Tech’s team, just to show its versa-
tility, when blocked from using its star
on end runs, began making serious use
of him for forward passes. Short
passes, longer ones, passes that started
as end runs or drives into the line,
Finally, with Brundage back where he
could ecither punt, pass, or run, and
fully capable of doing all three, the
ball shot to another back, who flipped
a flat pass to a teammate across the
line.

The play was perfect—and good for
about five yards, for both Dutch and
Truck were closing in, even as the ball
was caught. Then, instead of trying
for all the vardage he could gain, the
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rescuer coolly snapped the ball straight
toward the side of the field—a lateral
pass—to Brundage who. unnoticed,
had slipped into position to receive it.
Milbury’s backfield was caught, flat-
footed, and Brundage scored with ease,
although the try for point failed. It
left the score thirteen to nothing.

The game went on, and still Tech
drew play after play from her bag of
tricks. The Milbury team was hope-
lessly lost, never knowing what to ex-
pect. There was too much deception—
and too much speed, much of it exist-
ing in Ted Brundage’s sturdy legs.

The end of the half prevented fur-
ther scoring, but the second half
seemed doomed to be merely a repeti-
tion of the first. One big question ex-
isted: how high could Tech run the
score?

HAMP had a different question,
however. Would Coach let him
back into the game? If so, could
he take advantage of what he’d seen?
For his wide-open gray eyes had seen
plenty ; and he ached to make use of it.

Too, Champ found that the attitude
of the other players had changed. They
were ready, now, to welcome a few of
his “good luck” touchdowns: say
about three—with Tech shut out. They
wanted to win, and no longer cared
who did it—or how. This change
cheered up Champ wonderfully: now
if Coach would only put him back into
the line-up!

But Coach didn't. ‘The team went
on as before, and Champ was in de-
spair. He had never wanted to get
into a game so badly in all his life.

Tech took the ball and immediately
opened up with the same dazzling. de-
ceptive style of play; again they were
on the march to a touchdown. They
seemed unstoppable. A trick play.
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which started as a line plunge, changed
into a possible end run, and ended in
a flat pass for twelve yards, brought
Champ to his feet.

“The darned fools!” he breathed,
as he settled back. “ \Why couldn’t
they see that? It was plain as day!”

Needham watched him for a mo-
ment queerly, and, a moment later,
Champ was summoned to Coach Oaks’s
side.

“You may be only dreaming,” the
coach said, after listening to Champ’s
recital, *“ but the game’s a nightmare
to me, and a headache as well. Go
ahead! Maybe some of your luck will
come back—and pull us out!”

Champ raced out to the referee, re-
porting in—for Truck Greening. He
was taking fullback; an unusual po-
sition for him. But the other players
greeted him joyfully. Three or four
ran to his side, slapped hin on the back,
welcoming him to the game. Champ
was more than pleased at this warm
reception, but he had the sense to keep
his mouth shut.

On the first play, he rushed into a
seemingly vacant bit of enemy ferri-
tory, only to meet Tech’s fullback do-
ing a sneak back of the scrimmage line.
He covered him, messing up the play:
then he called for a conference.

They dropped into a compact hud-
dle, listening for the message from
their coach.

“ All right, old Luck Hound, what’s
the orders?” Holly asked. ““ Anything
important, or did you just come back
to bring your luck into the game?”

But IHolly said it without rancor—
grinning—and Champ felt safe. He
smiled quietly at other remarks of a
like nature. Then he told them; told
them what they were to do: how they
were to play. The whys, what he had
seen, he didn’t mention. That wasn’t

ry
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necessary. 1t was an outside chance
—to save the game; but even a decent
showing now would be appreciated.
and Champ was only human.

“Now, remember,” he said, in
closing, addressing Dutch who was still
playing a roving center's game, “the
first time you sec me go past the line
of scrimmage to make a tackle, follow
me! Chances are, there’ll be a free
ball for you to recover.”

“ Yow're not tackling the ball, are

you?” Holly objected. *“That idea
isn't so hot!”
“ Nothing that crude,” Champ

grinned. *‘ But I think a certain kind
of tackling will ruin that inflated star
of theirs.”

He didn't tell them he had learned
that Brundage always shifted the ball
when there seemed a chance of the
tackler's hitting it. Frequently. he
effected the change carelessly.

HINGS looked pretty black. It
was second down, and Tech only
five yards from a touchdown.

Champ stood erect. watching. not
Brundage, but Tech’s little quarter.
The next moment, he rushed toward
Dutch’s end of the line a split second
ahead of the play. A concerted groan
rose from every spectator. ‘The play
was aiming squarely at his vacated
position,

But he never hesitated: never
glanced back. Straight on he tore, cut
in through the line—and met Brund-
age squarely on a reverse play. Third
—anl six (» go!

On the bench, Coach Oaks scratched
his head. *“ Looks as if he’s right.” he
muttered. « He smelled that one out!”

The next play also started toward
him, and, this time, he drove straight
through to meet it. Dutch, remember-
ing his instructions, followed.
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Chanip had barely crossed the serim-
mage line when he saw Brundage com-
ing. Brundage carried the ball under
his left arm, out of danger. Champ
aimed his tackle deliberately at that
side, and, with a quick motion, Brund-
age shifted the ball to his right arm.
Instantly Champ’s aim changed, and
he struck Brundage hard. A moment
later, Dutch grabbed up the ball which
Tech’s star had fumbled.

“You darned lucky stiff!” Tobey
\Watterman muttered to Champ. *“ No-
body but you could have guessed that
he was going to fumble! How do you
do it?”

Chamyp just grinned—and called for
a punt. e was running the team,
now, and liked it.

Up the field, two plays later, Brund-
age repeated his fumble, and Milbury
was far out of danger—and in posses-
sion of the ball. The rooting section
was up on its toes, now, pulling strong
for some more of Champ’s proverbial
luck. 'T'he team, too, had come to life,
was up and coming.

Champ knew that this was the psy-
chological time to make a substantial
gain. Tle called a pet play—a delayed
buck over center; it went for twelve
yards, and the team was keyed to fight-
ing pitch. Again he called the play,
and again Ward made safe yardage.
Every Milbury man was delirious with
joy now, and rooting frantically for a
touchdown. There wasn’t time for
two, of course, but one would help—
mightily.

A third time Champ sent \Ward
across a ten yard marker on that split
back, and T'ech’s captain was wild with
anger, exhorting his team to watch
that play.

For the fourth time, the play shot
away to the right, and received scant
attention; every Tech man was set for

TA




A FOOL FOR LUCK.

the same old play. Result: the end run
continued. Tech men were brushed
aside with little effort, and Champ
gained the open with {wo interference
men still in front of him. He crossed
the goal line standing up.

Captain ITolly added the extra point
with a place kick—one of his few good
ones for the scason—and things looked
rosier.  But little time was lelt; they
would need breaks to score again.

ECLL received, and again Champ

seemed blessed with mind-read-

ing ability. Only once or twice
did he {fail to go to the ultimate point
of Tech's attempted break-through.
T'wice he deserted his position, with
the play coming directly at him, and
cach time he profited greatly therehy.
Tech was forced to punt.

However, a few new nien in Tech's
line—properly instructed belore com-
ing in—prevented further repetitions
of the previous scoring play. The
game became a seesaw affair. with time
continuing to roll by.

Champ centralized on Brundage
hard. ‘['wice more he made the great
star {fumble, one of the [umbles being
recovered by Dutch. But Milbury
couldn’t get going again. Now, the
game practically over, Tech had the
hall, and seemied determined to keep it.

“T've got to get that ball,” Champ
whispered to himself. “I've got to!”

He sct himself, watching the little
T'ech quarter—the player who, uncon-
sciously, tipped off the play by the way
lie held his hands. There he was again,
leaning forward, with his right elbow
on his thigh. The play was going to the
right! Had it been on his left elbow,
the play would as certainly have gone
to the left. A slight mannerism, and
done wholly unconsciously, but glor-
iously illuminating to Champ.

8 A
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Again he darted 10 his own left,
aiming for the end of the line. e saw
Brundage, carrying the ball. angling
back. \Was he going to pass? The di-
rection the play was taking would indi-
cate as much. The defense backed off,
to cover the expected pass; all but
Champ. 11le watched Brundage closcly,
looking for a certain movement,
Brundage had a habit of taking a quick
glance over his shoulder, locating his
receiver, when he intended (o pass.

But, this time, Brundage kept his
eves to the front, and Champ knew.
Brundage would fake a pass, backing
the opposition away; and sidestepping
any defensive man who reached him
would be casy—due to the players’
efforts to block the pass. It was a dan-
gerous moment.  1f Brundage made
safe vardage on the play, the game
would be over before another series of
four plays could be executed. Clever!

Champ cut in, driving straight for
his opponent. Brundage turned, raised
the ball, faking a pass, and narrowly
watching Champ. This was the mo-
ment when Champ should reach high
in the air with both hands, striving to
block the throw, and making himself a
sucker for Brundage’s shifty side step.

Instead, just when it was too late
for Brundage to do a thing about it,
Champ flashed forward, and brought
him down in a smashing fall. But, as
he fell, Champ loosencd his hold, was
scrambling to his feet. Ile knew that
no teammate had followed him on this
play; and he was gambling that Brund-
age, surprised, and now worried about

his  fumbling, would lose the ball
again.  Champ intended to make the

recovery.,

Tt worked.  AIl the Tech players
were in front of Drundage. The ball
rolled backward, and Chanip let it
roll. It was duc to become his ball
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at the point of recovery, and every fool
was important. He took possession of
it, just an instant ahcad of a desperate
Tech player.

Champ raced back for a swift
huddle. Time for one more play ; pos-
sibly two. But no more. Thanks to
Brundage’s backward run, plus the
ball’s bouncing roll, they were a scant
eleven yards from the Tech goal line.

LL knew the necessity for haste.
Not a word was said by the in-
rushing players, but many a look

of frank admiration was shot in
Champ’s direction. His “luck” was
pulling them through. But he was too
busy to notice; he was deciding on the
coming play. It must be a good one;
their best. What should he do?

He remembered the Tech right
half's weakness, the habit of making a
lightning start for the line when an
end run threatened. All right! He'd
make use of it. Probably, in his ex-
citement, the player would oblige in
this play.

Quickly, he whispered the signal;
some one started to object, but was in-
stantly silenced by another. Champ
repeated the signal in a shrill whisper,
making doubly sure. Then they
jumped to position.

The ball shot back, and the backfield
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got under instant headway, toward
their own left end. All but Champ;
he knifed through the fighting line,
aiming for the defense right half posi-
tion. He could have shrieked with pure
joy and relief as he saw the defense
half, true to expectations, rush desper-
ately toward the threatened end of the
line, leaving his territory undefended.
Nothing like knowing the other fel-
low’s weaknesses!

An instant later Holly, who carried
the ball, whirled, took deliberate aim,
and shot the ball to Champ. He caught
it, noted that he was standing across
the goal line, and deliberately touched
it down for the tying points.

“TLet him drop kick it!” Tobey
Watterman whispered in the huddle.
“ He can make it bounce over some-
how, the lucky stiff! Nobody but
Champ could run into scoring territory
and find it vacated—at a time like this!
Let him do it!” But this time there was
no jealousy in the words.

With joy in his heart, bui no sign
of it in his face, Champ booted a per-
fect drop kick over the cross bar for
the winning point. He never bothered
to inform his teammates of the hours
he had spent secretly practicing for
that kick—after having had the job
unexpectedly assigned to him in that
early game.

END.
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Petrified Oyster Beds

ACH year many tourists view the Petrified Forest in Arizona and wonder
what cataclysmic disturbance caused a mighty forest to be perpetuated

in stone.

The same upheaval or one like it occurred in Carbon County, Wyoming.
At an elevation of sixtv-five hundred feet above sea level, petrified oyster
beds are to be found. Great beds of oysters, as natural as the day they lay
in the bottom of the sea, are now perched on a ridge of the Rocky Mountains.

Rox T. Wilcox.



“ Get her started,” Stevens grunted; “ Pl
stay here and hold ’cm off

Gambler’'s Throw

Treachery adds to the perils that make a seething volcano of the Florida isle
where a racketeer is ** enlertaining ' a maddened, desperate
group of kidnaped millionaires

By EUSTACE L. ADAMS
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LEADING UP TO

N a lonely isle among the Ten
O Thousand Islands of the Gulf

Coast of Florida, the pale, old-
young racketeer Limpy .\shwood, a
British war veteran who has gone into
crime for sport. has imprisoned a
group of kidnaped millionaires. They
are One-shot Lucci, number one gang
leader of Chicago; Hamilton, New
York textile king who keeps from
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madness by playing solitaire; Mallory,
Manhattan stockbroker-sportsman
Williams and Martin, of Chicago.

The others present are Nancy Went-
worth, beantiful young actress; and
three men who came to rescue her—
Jerry Calhoun, young aviator; his rich
friend Emory Battles; and Federal de-
tective Stevens,

The September heat, and monotony,
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are driving them desperate, while Ash-
wood sits back and studies their reac-
tions. He is collecting big sums from
their relatives, and plans 1o sail away
with Nancy after he tires of watching
his prisoners. Ile brings a minister,
Dr. Tillington, to marry Nancy to
him; but Jerry gets to the minister
first, and persuades him to wed Nancy
to him instead. Ashwood seems to
take his temporary defeat in sports-
manlike fashion,

Jerry overhears Omne-shot Lucci
persuade Ashwood’s gangsters to
double cross their chief and support
Lucci. Hamilton goes mad, kills
Williams and a guard; but he is caught
and tied up by Jerry and Stevens, who
fall heir to the guard’s automatic.

b T
CHAPTER XX (Contined),

THE LID BLOWS OFL,

HE living room was still de-
T serted. Jerry and the detective

stepped out on the porch, look-
ing toward the north where, near the
end of the long, narrow island, the
hangar nestled beside the inlet. To the
west the Gulf of Mexico was a mighty
expanse of black, through which cut
the shimmering path of moontight. To
the east, the sheltered water which
separated them from the nearest
islands was as smooth as a lake of
molten pitch.

From the direction of the hangar
came a dark figure, making no effort
at concealment.

The sound of voices could be heard
from the westerly corner of the porch.
The footsteps of two men crunched
through the sawgrass and the sand.
Those would be Ashwood and Emory.
Jerry decided, returning from their
stroll.
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The flyer crouched a little, sensing
an approaching crisis. The three walk-
ing men would reach the porch steps
simultaneously. He felt Stevens’s arm
brush against his side and heard the
faint metallic click of a safety catch.
He could see the cripple’s white hair,
now, almost within reach from the
porch rail. Suddenly the two strollers
stopped. The white head turned to-
ward the oncoming figure.

“Who is that?" Ashwood inquired.

“1It’s me, Lucci.,”

“ Have you forgotten that I told you
to remain in your room at night?”

Stevens, on hands and knees, crept
toward the rail, Jerry close at his side.
Jerry’s pulse pounded. If he could but
warn Emory of the peril that faced
him, there in the dark!

“Ah, to hell with you and your
orders!” snapped the Italian. ‘‘ Stick
‘em up, quick! I'm covering you and
aching to drill you both!”

Jerry, peering through the inter-
stices of the railing, could see the glint
of the moonlight on the blue steel of
the Italian’s automatic. Emory and
Ashwood had seen it too. Their hands
were up.

“You are indiscreet, Lucci,” the
cripple told him coldly. “ Have you
forgotten my guards with their ma-
chine guns?”’

“Not by a damn sight!” retorted
the gangster. *“ They are my guards
now! Since you are fading outa the
picture they are joining my mob, start-
ing now. Listen, Limpy, either you're
hooking up with me, or I'm going to
bump you off, here and now, see?” His
voice was malignant.

Jerry had no doubt that he would
carry out his threat. Although the
moonlight made any target deceptive,
the man was but twenty feet away and
could hardly fail to hit the mark.
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“Drop your gun, One-shot!”
Stevens did not raise his voice, but the
clfeet of his words was almost magi-
cal. Ashwood and Emory jumped in
surprise.

There was a crimson spurt from the
ftalian’s automatic. The bullet spatted
between the two crouching men on the
porch. The gangster, with a curse,
turned and ran at full speed toward the
hangar. zigzagging and dodging be-
hind the slender trunks of the palms as
he continued his  precipitous flight
through the darkness. Ashwood’s gun
flamed once, twice.

© Better cut it, Limpy,” said the de-
tective, " vou'll need your cartridges.
Wish vou could get my old revolver
from the feller who frisked me. These
new-fangled automatics are always
jamming at the wrong time. 1 could
of winged that bird, then.”

Iis voice was mildly regretful as he
fussed with the instrument in his hand.
T'he cripple gazed wonderingly at the
porch.

“And they say there’s no Santa
Claus!" he marveled.

“ Better come up here and let’s talk
it over,” suggested the old man cas-
ually.  ** There’ll be hell popping to-
night, voung man.”

»

HE screen door squeaked on its

hinges. Jerry spun around, his

muscles quivering, tensed for
sudden action. Then he relaxed. It
was Alired the steward. Fe glanced
at the two vigilant men.

“Beg pardon, sir,” he bowed, an
anxious frown on his usually expres-
sionless lorchead. * I was looking for
Alr. Ashwood, sir.”

“Here T am, Alfred.” called the
cripple, limping up the steps. “ What
isit?”

“Sir. I must tell you that the other
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servants have all gone down to the
hangar. I'm afraid there is trouble.
sir. Here is a revolver. You will need
it soon, I think.”

“Good boy, Alfred. Better keep
the gun.  Any more of them around?”

“ No, sir. I had this hidden under
my mattress.”

* So the whole outfit has deserted,

¢h?' The leader’s voice held a tinge
of regret. 1 had thought they were
loval.”

“ They were, sir,” the steward

assured him, “until that Italian told
them they would be arrested as soon
as you left. Since they knew I would
not join them, they did not trust me, I
do not know their plans, but I think
they are going to steal the planes and
{ly aveay

Ashwood turned to the others.

* Alfred was my batman during the

war,” he explained simply. “ We can
count on him.”
There came a series of staccato

snapping noises, as though an ox
driver were flicking his whip about
their cars. The five dived unceremo-
niously for the shelter of the living
room. From the easterly corner of the
house, the knife-like flashes of a ma-
chine gun stabbed the darkness.

“ That’s the guard on the inshore
beach,” said the cripple. “ Seem to be
pretty well surrounded, don’t we?”

The hall leading to the guests’ rooms
resounded with the rush of feet. Jerry
started for the corridor, but was met
by a rush of men—D>Martin, Mallory
and Dr. Tillington. All demanded an
explanation of the gunfire at the same
time, drowning out Jerry's impatient
questions until at last he shouldered
his way through them and ran at full
speed toward Nancy’s room.

Her door was locked. He pounded
on the panel. calling her. There was
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no reply. He hammered with rc-
doubled force, being conscious of a
gnawing fear in his heart.

He took three steps backward, then
hurled himself against the door like a
human battering ram. The center
panel splintered and the door sagged
on its hinges. Ile kicked it into the
room. He stood there, briefly glanc-
ing at the untenanted bed and the
wide open window.

He dashed to the sill, to find the
screen missing. He leaned far oul,
peering about until his eyes became
accustomed to the darkness. A hun-
dred yards to the north, three dark
figures could be seen running toward
the hangar. Jerry placed one hand on
the sill and vaulted out on the grass.

At the same instant, Stevens burst
into the room, just in time to see
Jerry’s hand flash downward out of
sight. With an agility that was amaz-
ing for a man of his years, the detec-
tive slid out of the window to the
ground where, not thirty feet behind
the running pilot, he took up the chase.

HE two gangsters were half-car-
rying, half-pushing the struggling
girl. Their progress impeded by

her efforts to break away, Jerry
was able to close up on them with
every forward stride. Then, far over
to the right, a machine gun stammered
into action.

The pilot heard the whining drone
of the bullets as they whipped through
the palm leaves just over his head.
With despair in his heart. he lung him-
self on his face. Another dozen feet
and he would have been cut in two.

“Guess you flying fellers didn't
learn much about the war,” panted the
detective, crawling up to him on hands
and knees. ¢ You were outlined against
the Gulf as plain as in broad daylight.”
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“We've got to rescue Nancy!” de-
clared Jerry vehemently.

“Sure,” agreed the imperturbable
voice, “but we can’'t do it if we're
dead. Comc on, let's crawl a bit.”

A burst of firing sounded from the
house Dbehind them, echoed from the
east by the chatter of a machine gun.
Their progress was so slow that, time
and time again, only the calm presence
of the detective prevented Jerry from
rising and making a dash in the face
of certain death.

The flyer thought of Einory, back
there in the beleaguered house, and
was torn between the desire to go back
there and fight by his side and the cer-
tainty that his duty lay in rescuing
Nancy from Lucci's gangsters. Well,
he would be back soon, if he lived. Em-
ory and the others would be able to
hold their own for awhile.

The vibrant roar of an airplane en-
gine thundered through the night. Jer-
ry identified it as that of the amphib-
ian. The two men who carried Nancy
had disappeared in the shadow of the
hangar. In a few minutes it would be
too late.

He attempted to rise, but the iron
hand of the detective pushed him
down. At redoubled speed the two
scrambled on hands and knees through
the sand and lacerating sawgrass.

The roof of the hangar could now
be seen at the edge of the inlet which
almost Dbisected the narrow strip of
land. From the open door a wide
white apron of light shone across the
black waters, to be reflected on the sil-
very wing of FEmory’s monoplane.
which stood on the hard sand, thirty or
forty feet to the west of the building.

Sudden hope surged into Jerry's
heart. He hastened his pace, veering
slightly to head toward the plane. The
broad single wing loomed larger and
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larger as the two silent fhgures ap-
proached it. The popping ot the am-
phibian’s motor rose into an ear-split-
ting thunder as she taxied out into the
inlet, Now, if ever, was the time to
run for it. The guards were likely to
be watching their ship rather than
standing fast to their posts.

“Come on,” Jerry whispered.
* Make a dash for our plane.”

The detective grunted inarticulately.
The flyer rose from his crouch like a
sprinter al the starting gun. Half the
distance had been covered when a man
appeared straight in front of him, gun
outstretched, muzzle not six feet from
Jerry's eves. There was a sharp crack
{rom behind the running pilot and the
ominous figure before him crumpled.

Another man blocked his path, a
guard who stood guarding the mono-
plane. But his attention was upon the
flickering flames of the amphibian’s ex-
haust which could be seen drawing a
varicolored line through the darkness.
\With all the momentum of his plung-
ing body, Jerry leaped for the guard.
The two went down in a tangle,
scrambling around beneath the shad-
ow of the great wing as each sought to
free himself of the other’s clutches.

Stevens, arriving almost as they fell,
brought the butt of his gun down with
a hollow thwack upon the gangster's
head and in the next instant jerked
Jerry to his feet and shoved him into
motion.

N another moment, Jerry's flying
I feet had reached the step which led

to the cockpit door. As he fumbled
for the handle he became conscious of
an unbelicvable number of flashes and
spurts of flame which seemed to come
irom all sides. The sharp slap-slap!
of hullets was almost continuous.

He wondered how so many shots
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could possibly miss him. It seemed to
take hours to open the door. Stevens's
voice, calm and matter-of-fact, came
1o his cars through the inferno of
sound.

“ Al right, son.  Get her started.
Ill stay here and hold ’em off.”

He might have been discussing the
heat, for all the strain in his voice,
thought Jerry as he squirmed into the
pilot’s seat and reached for the starter,

Cold perspiration drenched the
flyer’s [ace as it occurred to him that
the guards might have disabled the en-
gine to prevent just such an effort to
capture her. No use worrying about
that now. The next few seconds would
tell. The whirring, churning noise of
the turning motor sounded dead and
cold. Not a kick out of her.

The heavy crash of Stevens's auto-
matic came from almost beneath the
cabin floor. The old man was still
alive, then, probably crouching behind
the right wheel as he held the mob at
bay. Great old fellow. Didn't like
adventure, eh? \Why in hell didn’t the
engine start? Churning, churning—
would she never fire?

Jerry jazzed the throttle desperately,
ducking instinctively as a bullet tore
through the wall of the cabin and
snapped close by his head. A gust of
flame helched crimson from the slowly
revolving motor before his eyes. Ab,
she’d make it! No. Churning, churn-
ing. every second dragged itself into
an infinity of time. Steve’s gun still
barked. Another bullet and another
raked the cabin.

Another hall of flaming gas bal-
looned from the exhaust stack. Then
the engine roared, backfired, missed
and suddenly burst into full-throated,
rhythmic life, causing the plane to vi-
brate in every inch of her fabric.

Steve’s figure appeared in the door-
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way. Over his shoulder, guns stabbed
the night with their vicious points of
scarlet. Jerry, trembling with eager-
ness to push forward on the throttle,
watched the old man hesitate, turn
back and fire a full clip of cartridges.
Then, carefully closing and latching the
cabin door, the detective took his seal.

The great monoplane rolled forward
over the hard-packed shell, slowly, lum-
beringly at first, bumping and careen-
ing prodigiously. A man appeared di-
rectly in front of the glistening, whir-
ring arc of the propeller. He turned to
run. The propeller missed him, but
there was a sudden jar as the ship
rolled faster and faster.

Then she was frec, an earth-borne
monster no longer, a joyous, vibrant,
birdlike thing hurtling with a roar
through the air. Jerry held her bow
down to gain flying speed, then pulled
her back into a screaming zoom. When
she had almost fallen off on her left
wing he snapped her out and leveled
off to look for the amphibian.

Stevens’s steady forefinger pointed
slightly to the left. Jerry banked over
to follow a faint red line of exhaust
fire. As he straightened out again he
glanced down and backward toward
the house. From a row of windows on
the east end of the low building he
could see the tiny pin-points of flame
from the guns of the besieged. I'rom
three sides came answering flashes.

He repressed an impulse to fly over
the attackers, to do something to divert
those dotted lines of machine gun bul-
lets which he knew were cutting
through and through those thin walls
which sheltered his friend. But an in-
stant’s deviation from his course would
allow the swift amphibian to escape
into the night. He pushed against the
throttle to assure himself that it was

wide open.
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* Guess L'll see if they've left us the
Thompson gun.” Stevens’s voics came
clearly through the jnuffled roar of the
engine. The insulated walls of the cabin
had been a wise bit of designing. The
pilot nodded as the old man eased him-
self out of his seat and disappeared in
the blackness to the rear.

HY, exhaust lames of the amphib-
ian were clearly visible now, and
Jerry knew that he was gaining,

slowly but steadily, upon the north-
ward-speeding plane. Below, the shim-
mering, silvery waters were dotted
with hundreds of tiny islands, some of
them mere tufts of mangroves growing
down to the water’s edge, others miles
long, outlined by sandy beaches against
which long parallel rows of phosphor-
escent breakers beat in from the Gulf.

Tven as he glanced below, the pilot
saw the coast of the mainland ap-
proaching from the right, the edge of
thousands of square miles of flat, un-
inhabited desolation.

The amphibian veered to the left,
heading slightly offshore. Jerry gained
during the change of course.

Stevens slid back into his seat, nurs-
ing his beloved sub-machine gun. He
squinted ahead at the fleeing plane.

“ How long?” he inquired tersely.

“Ten or fifteen minutes, rate we're
going now.”

“T'll want to poke this gun out of
the window.”

The pilot showed him a sliding panel
in the non-shatterable glass and warned
him against firing through the arc of
the propeller. Then both lapsed into si-
lence, their eves fixed upon the irregu-
lar blur of black which was slowly re-
solving itself into the’distinguishable
outline of the amphibian. A sudden
stream of spitting fire shot from the
rear of its fuselage.
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Jerry watched it carefully, holding
it steadily to his course. Time enough
to dodge the machine gun when he
could see the tracer bullets. The detec-
tive slid open the glass panel and in-
serted a clip of hullets into the breach
of his gun.

“ Going to be a mite awkward,” he
observed peevishly, “ to stop them
without making them fall. Don’t want
to hit the pilot, or the girl, either.”

Jerry saw a luminous streak of gray
smoke draw a straight line from the
gangster’s flashing gun to a point a
scant six inches from the tnonoplane’s
left wing tip. The gunner was getting
the range. The smoking line veered in-
ward, following the line of the wing,
the bullets disappearing®within the
leading edge of the thick structure and
reappearing from the trailing edge.

That would never do. Jerry pulled
hard back on the stick, and the ship
zoomed vertically for a hundred feet,
leaving the line of death far below. He
straightened out, still watching. Up,
up came the tracers. He swung to the
right, then plunged downward, gain-
ing perceptibly upon the amphibian.

Stevens, his gun ready, paid no at-
tention to the other’s bullets, nor to the
violent motions of the cockpit. He
waited calmly for an opportunity to
shoot without endangering the girl or
causing a fatal crash. Twice he had
pushed the snout of the gun through
the orifice in the windshield, only to
hesitate and pull it back to his lap.

The tracer bullets had been coming
from a point just behind the pilot’s
cockpit in the bow of the other plane.
Nancy was probably confined in the
main cabin within the fabric-covered
fuselage, to the rear of the cockpit.
Jerry could see every detail of the ship.
The tracer bullets were almost con-
stant. He avoided them automatically.
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* What shall I aim at?” inquired the
puzzled detective. ““ No use killing the
girl so’s you can rescue her.”

“Wait,” snapped the pilot as he
pulled back into a zoom. Full two hun-
dred feet above the amphibian he lev-
eled out and held her to her course
above and slightly behind the lower
ship.

“I'm going down,” he declared.
“We'll dive straight across her top
wing. Shoot at her propeller.”

Stevens nodded silently and pushed
the muzzle of his gun through the
panel. Jerry pushed on the stick, and
the plane seemed to drop from under
the two men as she hurtled downward
like a falling projectile. The amphib-
ian appeared to float up to meet them.

watched the enemy ship with half

closed eyes. He must miss that up-
per wing by inches only. The tracer
bullets from below were sweeping the
monoplane from wing tip to wing tip
as the gangster gunner kept his finger
clasped tight on his trigger.

Down, down. Funny, how long such
a short dive could take. The tracer
bullets annoyed him. They seemed to
draw a ruled line between his own
eyes and the other fellow’s gun. He
wondered vaguely why he hadn’t been
riddled with lead.

The luminous dial of the altimeter
suddenly disappeared from the instru-
ment hoard. Something else, too, had
disintegrated as the gangster’s bullets
crashed through the panel. He could
not stop to see what it was. No time
for anything but to dive as close to
that upper wing as he could. Must give
old Steve a good target. Then he be-
came aware of a new sound, a contin-
ued fac-tac-tac as of a steel riveter at
work. Tt was Steve. Attaboy, Steve!

JERRY, leaning forward in his seat,
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The long, broad upper wing seemed
1o leap upward at the bow of the
plunging monoplane. Jerry pulled baclk
desperately, wondering if he had wait-
ed too long. As the nose lifted, he
listened for the crash that would mean
the end of everything.

Steve was straightening up, pulling
his gun barrel out of the panel. Jerry’s
breath whistled between his tight-shut
teeth. They were clear! Missed a col-
lision by fractions of an inch.

“ Get it?”" he demanded.

I dunno. Usually do.”

It was all of a night’s work to the
detective.

The monoplanec was level again.
Jerry banked hard over to return to
the attack. The dark bulk of the other
ship became visible. The pilot slapped
his companion on the back.

“Look!” he shouted. “ They're
gliding!”

The amphibian, her exhaust pipes
streaming flame, was gliding in a long,
thin quarter-turn, her pilot obviously
trying to reach the sandy beach of the
mainland. Jerry measured the distance
with his eye. Yes, they might make it.
He must beat them to it. With his own
engine on full he swung toward shore
in a terrific power-dive, hoping against
hope that he would find the beach suit-
able for a landing.

The gangster had switched off his
motor. Without the drag of the pro-
peller, the five - hundred - horsepower
engine would have speedily raced to
destruction.

Jerry thundered past the siowly
gliding plane. With his own mighty
engine wide open, he was covering two
feet to the gangsters’ one. Down,
down, with the wind shricking through
the struts, the monoplane vibrating in
every square inch of her structure.

There was no time to drag the heach
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to Iind out if the sand was soft or hard.
He'd have to chance it.  He closed the
throttle and pivoted the ship around on
her leit wing tip. ‘Then, kicking the
rudder pedals hard right and left to
kill her flying speed he dropped wheels
and tail-skid on the sand.

The heavy plane lurched sickeningly.
Jerry braced himself, thinking that she
was about to dig in and roll over. She
lurched once more, then rolled heavily
to a full stop.

Stevens was out of the cabin before
the pilot had cut the switch and
snapped open his safety belt. Handi-
capped though he was by the heavy
machine gun, the old man was as agile
as a monkey.

The anwphibian had just landed on
the water, forty or fifty fect from
shore and was now drifting in toward
the beach under the forward momen-
tum of its landing speed. With engine
dead and its crew silent it looked like
a black ghost ship in the night.

b NIZ shot out of that gun,”
Stevens called, ** and 1'll give
vou the works.”

T'here was no reply. The plane, its
forward way almost Jost, was inching
across the last few feet to the shore.

“ Throw your machine gun over-
board.” The detective’s quiet voice
carried far across the still water. 1
want to hear it splash.”

Still that eeric silence hung over
everything. Jerry felt a tingle run
through cvery nerve-end. The air
seemed full of static electricity, like
the moment between a sharp flash of
lightning and the resulting crash of
thunder.

“ Duck. son,” warned the detective,
as his heavy hand bore hard down on
Jerry's shoulder.

A vivid sheet oi Aame from the
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amphibian’s bow split the darkness. It
seemed to be reflected instantdy in a
stabbing fire from close to the pilot’s
side. The whine of bullets filled his
ears. As Jerry fell on his face, spat-
ters of sand filled his eyes, mouth and
ears. The reverberations from the
machine gun fire died away into
silence, utter and absolute, and he
could hear the even, regular breathing
of the quiet man at his side.

There was a heavy splash from the
direction of the amphibian.

“That was the Tommy gun,” came
a strange voice.

“Where is One-shot?”
the detective, tersely.

“On the floor of the cockpit; him
and Sam. You got ’em both.”

“ Another $150,000 shot to hell,”
mourned  Stevens. “ Money  goes
awful quick around here.”

Jerry, scrambling to his feet, raced
down the beach. brushed past the gang-
ster who, his hands in the air, was
wading through the shallow water, and
climbed into the cockpit.

Carefully avoiding two dark,
twisted figures on the floor, he worked
his way through the maze of seats,
control wheels and wires to the cabin
door. Breathless, he clattered down
the three steps into the blackness of
the commodious compartment within
the fuselage.

“Ts that you, ferry?” Nancy's voice
was brave.

“Yes,” he replied briefly, choking
back the rush of words that came to
his lips. In that instant he knew that
he loved her, worshiped her. \What use
to try to keep his thoughts away from
her, to try to ignore her very exist-
ence? He had loved her ever since he
had first looked into those eyes, candid
and level as a boy’s, back there on the
Merrick Road.

demanded
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He clenched his teeth to prevent
himself from telling her, while she
waited so silently for him to find her
there in the inky darkness. His wife!
That spoiled it all, for had he not
promised to have it annulled? How
could he tell her that he loved her now,
when her heart would be warm with
gratitude toward him? And when they
were back in New York, she would be
Nancy Wentworth, not the helpless,
frightened little girl of the tropics, but
the self-reliant, light-hearted musical
comedy star, beloved by all the world.

His groping hands touched hers.
They were icy cold and clutched his
own with remarkable strength.

“ Nancy,” he whispered, “are you
all right?”

“Yes, Jerry,” she replied calmly.
“ Except that my ankles are bound and
I am tied to this seat.”

His skillful hands untied the knots
and unsnapped the safety buckle. He
could feel her breath on his cheek as
he bent over her to help her to her feet.
She would never know the struggle he
was making to keep himself from seiz-
ing her in his arms and smothering
that glorious red mouth with his kisses.
His wife! What a grim joke!

“ What are you laughing at?” she
demanded.

“I’'m not laughing,”
shortly.

he snapped
“Let’s get ashore.”

CHAPTER XXI,
BACKS TO THE WALL,.

e ELL, Ashie, old bean, it won't
be long now!” Emory Bat-
tles’s smoke-begrimed face

broke into a wide-mouthed grin as he

rolled over on his side and looked at
the man who shared the shelter of the
up-ended living room table.
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The cripple ducked behind the heavy
shield just as it vibrated under the
sharp smack of a bullet.  His pale,
lined face was drawn with fatigue, but
the dancing light in the blue eyes was
undimmed as he returned the other’s
smile.

“One would think, my dilettante
[riend, that you looked [orward with
pleasure to dving.” Ashwood’s drawl-
ing voice had lost nothing of its mock-
ing Drilliance. He reached for a cigar-
ette from Limory’s case.

“ From where T lie,” he puffed, “it
looks as though we would be able to
hold them off about thirty more
minutes at the longest, and then only
if we are able to continue keeping them
from passing to the rear of the house
and surrounding us.”

“Tlell, they may all have sunstroke
within the next thirty minutes,” re-
torted Emory, squinting cautiously
over the top for a brief glance toward
the hangar which, in the first faint
pastel tints of the dawn, looked
strangely peaceful in comparison with
the wrecked living room behind him. A
bullet snapped by and he dropped his
head unceremoniously. ‘‘ You picked
out some pretty fair sharpshooters
when you organized your mob, Ashie,”
he declared ruefully.

“As ye sow, so shall ye—" pro-
nounced a resonant voice from the
center of the room.

“ Please, please, Dr. Tillington,”” in-
terrupted the cripple. * Spare us, on
a morning like this, from triteness! If
I hear just one more stch quotation, I
shall froth at the mouth and bite some-
hody!”

“ Give us another then, Reverend,”
Mallory’s voice was malicious. Ile
slipped another clip into his hot auto-
matic and peered out of the broken
window at the other end of the long

’
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room. “* All right then, if you won’t,
how about another little highball?”

‘I'he Rev. Dr. Tillington’s long face
was a study in mixed emotions as he
measured three fingers of rye in each
of several highball glasses, squirted the
siphon and crept on hands and knees to
pass the sparkling drinks to the vigilant
men hehind their improvised. defenses.

* Gor’, that's good!” murmured Al-
fred, the batman, as he sat up behind
the overturned couch and drained his
glass. The steward’s face was ghastly
pale. His left arm, roughly bandaged
in torn sheeting, showed as a great
splotch of crimson against the back-
ground of his white service jacket. A
semicircle of empty clips was mute evi-
dence to the fact that he had been a
bulwark of strength during the long
night's siege.

Martin, as usual, was silent.
Propped on one clbow behind a parapet
of chairs at the northwest corner win-
dow, he drank his highball greedily,
then rolled over on his stomach and
tingered his automatic lovingly.

MORY, sipping his liquor slowly,
gazed across the room at the
strange, silent man with some-

thing like wonder in his eyes. Who
would have thought that that taciturn,
prosaic little real estate promoter would
have his bright moment of cold-blood-
ed, death-defying courage? Three hours
before, limory had watched Martin
vault out of his window, sprint across
fifty feet ol bullet-swept sand, and re-
trieve an automatic dropped by a dead
attacker. [Mardly a chance in a thou-
sand he had had, yet his action had heen
spontaneous and unhesitating.

“ Tired of being shot at without be-
ing able to shoot back!' he had ex-
plained grimly to Emory. who had
raced across the room, leaned out of
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the window and whisked him back into
the relative security of the barricades.

“You tell Yem;® Emory had
whooped. “ Nothing like Chicago ex-
perience during a gang fight!”

Whereupon, the little fellow had
glared at him as though resenting the
reflection cast upon the city in whose
real estate he had dealt.

And Mallory! There was another
study in psychology. He had burst out
of his room, cold sober, and at the first
massed attack upon the house he had
been quietly efficient, firing steadily, ac-
curately, as though shooting at clay
pigcons on a range.

Yet even through the hottest mo-
ments of the fight Mallory had never
ceased digging at Ashwood with his
scarcely veiled insults. Unfortunately
for the stockbroker’s intentions, how-
ever, the cripple cnjoyed his sallies, re-
torting the cleverly pointed barbs that
never failed to penetrate the other’s
thick hide.

Oh, yes, it had been a merry little
night! Perhaps of them ali, Dr. Til-
lington had been the outstanding hero.
A man of peace, unable to have se-
cured one of the all-too-few automat-
ics had he wanted it, the minister had
stood sentry-go over the two corridors
leading to the rear wings to make sure
that none of the gangsters had suc-
ceeded in slipping between the house
and either beach for a flank attack.

The man was frightened; that was
obvious. That very fact made his as-
sumed indifference real heroism. THe
had bandaged Alired’'s arm when the
attackers were almost inside the room.
When that almost-successful charge
had been repulsed, Dr. Tillington had
volunteered to make coffee in the dark
and eerie kitchen.

Now, in the growing light. Emory
could see him wince as an occasional
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bullet buried itself in the scarred wall
opposite a window. Yet he had done
his duty throughout the long night.
even to the extent of preparing, some-
what against his will, alcoholic refresh-
ment for the beleaguered men when
they demanded it.

But most of all, it was the minister’s
tender watch over the unstrung Ham-
ilton which had inspired even the in-
solent Ashwood's grudging admiration.
Still tied with the bonds that Stevens
had wound round him, Hamilton lay in
coma, from which he had emerged into
a few moments of wild delirium when
the fighting had reached a crisis.

Yet through it all, Dr. Tillington had
soothed him with never-lagging pa-
tience, crawling over to him at fre-
quent intervals to see if he still slept
and if the barricade of furniture and
mattress still sheltered him from stray
bullets.

“How much ammunition left?”
called the cripple, sliding his empty
tumbler toward the minister. “ Al-
fred?”

“Only two clips, sir.”

“ Martin ?”

“Four clips.”

“Good. Mallory?”

“ Three.”

“ Battles ?”

“The same.”

“That makes twelve.
myself. Fifteen in all. We'll have to
go easy from now on. Don’t shoot
unless you know you can drop your
man.”

I have three

@ HY in hell doesn’t Stevens
come back?” grumbled Mal-
lory. “ With his machine gun

we could run the blighters off the

island!”
“ Are you asking me a riddle?” re-
torted Emory sarcastically. For the
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past three or Tour hours, he had tor-
menled himself with the same ques-
tion. ~ What could have happened to
the twvo men? [Tad the machine gun-
ner on the amphibian brought them
down? Or had they. perhaps, them-
selves been captured on the beach and
taken away, with the girl, as prisoners?
Or were they somewhere down among
those palms, the first victims of the
gang's treachery?

“ You know, Mallory, just as well
as the rest of us, that Stevens will
come if he can, and so will Jerry. Be
your age, man, and stop asking silly
questions, or I'll come over there and
slap you down till you can’t get up.”

“Tut, tut,” chirrupped Ashwood
delightedly. ““ Keep the home fires
burning and all that! Nothing makes
me fecl as much at home as to hear the
amiable Mallory passing the time of
day with some one. I believe he misses
his sweet-tempered Italian.”

Mallory and Emory subsided, the
former mwttering angrily, the latter
with his good humor restored by the
cripple’s bantering.

Emory, his eyes just over the chipped
cdge of the table, gazed steadily to-
ward the hangar. Out of pistol range,
five men stood in a little group, talk-
ing. As he watched them, curious, he
saw two of them pick up a machine
oun and tripod and walk in a wide
curve toward the easterly side of the
house. Then, just within range, they
mounted the gun on its tripod and lay
down.

The other three separated, two of
them dodging behind one tree after
another until they had worked their
way as close to the house as they dared.
The fifth pulled a handkerchief out of
his pocket and advanced boldly, waving
the white bit of clnth.

“Tar enough, Mueller.” called ‘Ash-
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wood as the gangster reached easy hail-
ing distance.

* Come out on the porch, Limpy,
yelled the lone man. “1 want to talk
to you.”

“ You hardly inspire me with confi-
dence,” retorted the other. “ while you
have a white flag in one hand and a
gun in the other.”

Mueller placed his automatic upon
the ground at his feet. Ashwood limped
out on the porch. Under his straight-
forward gaze, the man with the flag
of truce shifted about uneasily.

* Limpy,” he said at last, “ we don’t
want to bump you off, but we want
two-thirds of all the jack you got in
the house. \Ve'll take your word how
much you got.”

“Aren't you flattering?” mocked
the slender, white-haired man from his
exposed position on the porch. “I've
been giving you all half of it as it came
in, now you want two-thirds of my
hali.  Just a little grasping, aren’t
yvou?”

“ You’'ll have plenty left,”” the other
evaded.

“ Mueller, aren’t you the man who
persuaded the others to join Lucci’s
mob ?”’

“What if T am?”

“ Nothing of importance,” replied
Ashwood evenly, “ except that I'm go-
ing to write your name on a bullet.
You've always made trouble, Mueller,
wherever you have been. You'll find
life very tiresome, so I'm going to do
you a favor and end it for you before
you leave this island.”

“What about the jack? Are you
going to kick in? If vou don’t, we'll
charge the house and take it all.”

“Charge if you like,” retorted the
cripple indifferently. ** I’d advise you,
Mueller. to remain behind a tree.”

A sudden Aush suffused the gang-

’
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ster’s face. So quickly that the eye
could scarcely follow his movements,
he dropped the flag and scooped up the
automatic.

Emory, crouched behind his table,
felt his own gun kick back in his hands.
He saw Mueller stand upright, rigid, a
look of astonishment replacing the
rage on his stolid features. Standing
still as a statue, the man dropped his
gun, coughed and suddenly pitched
forward full length upon the sawgrass.
His outstretched fingers clawed the
sand for a moment; then he lay very
still.

GUST of machine gun bullets rat-
tled against the side of the house
and knocked chips ifrom the

porch rail. Ashwood turned, calm
and unhurried, and strolled back into
the living room, where he took his
place beside Emory.

“ Much obliged, old thing,” he said
quietly. Then, turning toward the
others: *‘ They’ll be coming, now.
Don’t let one of them slip past the
house. We can’t have an artack from
the rear.”

“ How about another drink?” de-
manded Mallory. “TI'm so dry I have
to prime myself to spit.”

“Reverend,” smiled Ashwood, “to
your duty as bartender!”

Emory fingered his trigger impa-
tiently as he watched men scuttle from
the shelter of one palm to the next, al-
ways' working closer to the house. A
tall glass was placed by his hand.

“Happy landings, Ashie!” he
nodded, catching the other’s eve. Ash-
wood's face was transformed. No
longer mocking and cynical, it was
alight with excited anticipation of the
mélée which was to come. Wiped clear
of its hard lines, the cripple seemed to
have lost twenty years of his age.
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“ Cheerio, old top, here’s to the next
war!” Ashwood drank deep.

Emory stared over the Dbarricade.
The attackers were making their way
forward with inhnite caution, taking
advantage of every shelter.

“ Listen, you fighting cock,” said
Emory, hitching himself closer to the
other, *“there’s only one thing that'll
keep me from kicking off with a smile
on my face.”

“And that
quietly.

“I'm so curious about you that I'm
itching all over. Since we’ll all prob-
ably be bumped off during the next
twenty minutes, can’t you tell me what
turned you from a damn’ good partner
on a binge, as you were back there in
London, to a hard-hoiled egg such as
you are now?”

The blue eyes clouded as Ashwood
regarded Emory uncertainly, then
glanced out at the slowly advancing
enemy. He looked thoughtfully at
Mueller's sprawling figure.

“1I owe you something,” he acknowl-
edged slowly, “so I suppose I may as
well tell you. Some time before our
little party together in London, T met
a girl who drove an ambulance for the
Overseas Club. Saw quite a bit of
her. Asked her to marry me. Two
nights after that evening of ours which
ended in the fight with the M. P.’s, she
stole some important military papers
from my tunic pocket and disappeared.
Only saw her once, years later, in
Berlin.

“Some days after she took the
papers, an important attack was
smashed to bits by the Germans. My
fault, you see. They cashiered me.
blaming me also for several things I
hadn’t done. I had no defense. Spent
a year in the Tower of London. Gol
this short leg trying to escape from

is?” invited Ashwood
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hell. Six months after the Armistice.
I was pardoned. My friends had for-
gotten me, they had dropped me from
my clubs.” His face was set grimly as
he went on:

“I sort of drifted around like a
pariah. Needed cxcitement. Had no
respect for justice, consequently none
for the law which administered it.
\War taught me proper value of human
life, which is less than nothing. Played
the ¢ Lone Wolf’ racket for a while.
Then, as an experiment, 1 organized
my mob—who, by the way, are be-
ginning their attack.”

L turned abruptly and fired three
shots as fast as he could pull the
trigger. [Lmory, getting into

action, saw two men stumble and fall.
One pushed himself to his hands and
knees and dragged himself back to-
ward shelter.

Then the battle became general, but
to Emory it was a matter of himself,
alone, against half a dozen. He was
conscious that to right and to left, guns
barked. That was incidental. The
only matter of importance was his own
effort to keep that group of men from
reaching the porch.

The leader charged desperately, zig-
zagging as he galloped ahead of his
comrades. Timory wished to stand up
and shoot it out with him, but from the
shelter of the palms, a machine gun
sprayed his window with leaden hail
and made it very difficult for him even
to raise his head for pot shots.

A dozen more steps and that chap
with the contorted face and staring
cves would be able to duck beneath the
ledge of the porch. Now! Emory’s
cun smacked against the palm of his
hand. The man’s face was suddenly
suffused with a huge crimson smear.
His onward pace did not falter.
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Fmory fired again, aiming at his
body. He knew that he had not missed
vet somchow, meredible as it was, the
fellow came on.  Te crashed {full
against the front of the porch, the
moutentum of his charge carrying him
headlong through the splintering rail-
ings.

e fell sprawled, his head and
shoulders on the porch, his waist and
legs dangling over the edge., He took a
long time in dying.

LEmory heard Mallory cursing in a
monotone, on and on, endlessly, flatly,
interrupted only by the heavy bark of
his auwtomatic. Ashwood was silent,
his mouth set in a twisted grin, firing
slowly, carefully, wasting not a single
shot.

« Somebody behind Emory shrieked
in agony, hut there was no time to look
around to see who had been hit. Run-
ning nien were falling in the sand,
some to get up and resume the charge,
others to drag themselves away or to
writhe and twist where they lay.

The two machine guns hammered
relentlessly, monotonously. They irri-
tated Emory like two persistent mos-
quitoes on a hot, sleepless night. It
would be, he thought, those two ma-
chine guns that would eventually turn
the tide of battle against the defenders.
Their bullets spattered through the
room, the thin sides of the house form-
ing no resistance to their steel jackets.
Only the heavy barricades stopped
them. :

Emory glanced again at Ashwood.
The cripple grinned, pointed at his
automatic, then to a scattering of
empty shells and held up three fingers.
Three shots left. The pilot had lost
count of his own. He only remembered
that he had used most of his last clip.

AlL at once his ears hecame attuned
to a new note in the battle. He had

8 A
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been hearing it for some time, but it
had not penetrated into his conscious-

ness, That throbbing, vibrant beat—
an airplane engine, of course! Ile
listened again: the monoplane. No

mistaking that uneven, pulsing drone.

“Hey!” he shouted above the din of
battle, *“the planc’s back! Jerry and
Steve!”

He looked back at his window. A
man stood there, framed in the splin-
tered sash, crouched, face distorted
into a mask of frenzy, his automatic
foreshortened into an ugly round hole
as it pointed straight at Emory’s head.

The flyer braced himself for the
shock. Ifis own gun was swinging up-
ward with the speed of light. Still he
knew he would be too late. He could
see the forefinger tighten on the trig-
ger. Then, suddenly, the man pitched
over on top of him, drenching him
with warm, sticky blood.

Emory squirmed from under, glanc-
ing at the cripple. Ashwoed winked.

“We're even!” he called.

“Much obliged, old top,” roared
Emory, but the other seemed not to
hear. He was using his last shot to
stop a man who would have reached
the barricade in another five steps.

BOVE the all-pervading roar of
A the airplane engine, Emory could
hear the steady hammering of its
machine gun. The sound of wind
screaming through wires and struts
came to his ears. Then he saw the
plane, as it dived through his range of
vision.

For an instant he thought that it
was falling, that it would crash head-
long into the clump of palms which
sheltered the nearest enemy machine
gun. But just as the propeller seemed
about to cut a swath. through the leaves,
the nose lifted and the plane zoomed
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clear, up and up until, whirling around
on one wing tip, it dropped again to
the attack. The hidden machine gun
was silent.

The ground in front of the house
seemed magically cleared of running
men. The huddled figures lay where
they had fallen. The wounded twisted
spasmodically where they lay in the di-
rect, hot rays of the sun.

The plane dived at the tree behind
which the second machine gun had been
mounted. Emory saw, now, the muzzle
of Steve’s gun projecting from the
panel in the windshield. He glimpsed
Jerry’s head outlined in the window.
\Was there a third head in that darting,
zooming, wheeling ship? It had zipped
out of sight before he could make sure,

Ashwood rose, slipped his hot auto-
matic into his shoulder holster and
stretched, glancing about the room.
Then the hard lines reappeared in his
face as he glanced toward the far end
ot the room. Lmory, getting on his
feet, saw Alfred, the faithful little
steward, lying motionless in a welter
of blood.

‘I'he minister, his face ashen, was
crossing his hands and drawing a sheet
over his still body. Ashwood limped
across the room, looked down into the
the lifeless face and turned away.

“ Let’s pass out a round of grog,
Ashie,” suggested Emory. “I think
we've earned it.”

CHAPTER XXII.
AFTER THE STORM.

TEVENS pushed his well-scraped
plate aside with a sigh of complete
contentment.

* Now the excitement’s all over and
I've had my breakfast, I think T'll go
and have a little nap. 1t's another hot



850

morning and I'm not as spry as I used
to be. Getting too old for this helling
around all night. You young fellers
better take the speedboat and screw a
spare propeller on that airplane we left
on the beach. Might take a couple of
sandwiches along, too. That baby we
left with the plane might be feeling a
little peckish by now.”

He grinned comfortably at Nancy
who, flushed and triumphant after the
praises which had been lavished upon
her cooking, looked adorable in her
borrowed cook’s costume.

Even the taciturn Martin had been
almost garrulous when a well-heaped
plate of scrambled eggs and Irish bacon
had been placed before him. The min-
ister, after eating prodigiously, de-
clared that a dish of such food would
make a new man out of Hamilton, and
departed for the sick man’s room, car-
rying a well-heaped tray.

The detective wandered to the door
of the wrecked living room and sur-
veyed the scene of desolation. In the
reaction from the battle, it had been
easy to forget the splintered walls and
the ominous pools of blood.

“ Glad I wasn’t here last night,” he
observed judiciously. “Can’t say I
enjoy a ruckus any more. Must have
been pretty good while it lasted, though.
See you later.”

“There,” declared Jerry thought-
fully, “ goes a real man. Did you ever
see a bird shoot so fast in your life?”

“ He’s had more fun the past few
days,” stated Ashwood, smiling, “ than
he’s had for ten years. For all his
moaning about peace and quiet, that
old fellow would rather fight than eat.
And the funny part about it is that he
doesn’t realize it.”

“If you'll excuse me,” said Emory.
rising, “ I'm going to find a desk and
write a letter. Back in 'arf a mo’.”
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“TIl ease out and see if the boys
have cleaned up properly,” decided the
cripple. “ Want to come along, you
two?” He looked at Mallory and Mar-
tin so meaningly that they started,
guiltily, from their chairs and fol-
lowed him precipitately. Then, sud-
denly, Mallory returned.

‘““Here,” he said to Nancy, “give
these to the minister on the considera-
tion that he'll keep his yap shut. If
he thanks us, I'll tear his hide off, inch
by inch.”

As he retreated, she glanced at the
two little slips of paper he had thrust
into her hand. She looked at Jerry in
astonishment.

“ Look at these,” she murmured and
passed them across the table. They
were two checks for twenty-five thou-
sand dollars each, drawn simply to the
order of “Dr. Tillington’s church.”

‘“'The fight last night seems to have
restored Mallory to something like
normal,” observed Jerry. “If it has
done as much for Hamilton, we'll have
a lot to be thankful for.”

“ The minister has finally agreed.”
said Nancy, ““that if Hamilton wakes
up in his right mind, nobody is to tell
him about Williams and the guard.
Their deaths will be explained as part
of the general fight last night.”

dering. In another few hours they

would be on their way back to civi-
lization. In another week, perhaps, this
glorious girl would be back on Broad-
way, charming the hearts of audiences.
forgetting the fact that she had becn,
once, in name, at least, Mrs. Gerald
Calhoun.

He had made his promise and he’d
live up to it. Mrs. Gerald Calhoun!
Well, it was something to have been
able to do her a service. to have known

JERRY fell silent, his thoughts wan-
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her at all. Their eyes met. A slow
flush crept over her lovely cheeks. She
rose hastily.

“ And now, young man, you are go-
ing to help me with the dishes,” she
informed him, her eyes sparkling at his
moody countenance. “ Some of the
men are staying here until Steve sends
a boat down from Fort Meyers, so we
must leave everything spick-and-
span.”

Rather awkwardly he stacked a pile
of dishes and carried them into the
kitchen. She watched him, a soft smile
on her lips.

“How dare you put them into the
water without scraping them! It’s go-
ing to take me some time to train you.
but I'll do it, yet!”

He was halfway back to the dining
room when he suddenly turned around,
marched over to her and grasped her
roughly by both shoulders.

“What did you mean by that?”’ he
demanded. ;

“You men are so awkward,” she
parried, not meeting his eyes. He shook
her, furious.

“Now vou listen! If you think
you're going to taunt me, I'll shake you
till you can’t stand up! Isn’t this whole
business hard enough for me without
your joking about it? Don’t you know
that I have every legal right to take
vou in our plane and carry you away
to a place where you'll never see New
York again? Don’t you know that I'm
trying to be a gentleman and keep my
promises’ You know [ love you, so
why try to plague me with it? You
know that I worship you, your marvel-
ous eyes, your saucy little nose, your
kissable lips—and you laugh at me!”

‘A soft, slender hand crept up to his
mouth and pressed hard against it with
surprising strength.

“ Jerry, you’re so dumb”
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He sputtered and shook his head,
trying to spcak.

“ Are you really,” she asked softly,
her clear eyes meeting his at last, “ go-
ing to cast me off and divorce me?”

He stared incredulously at her, un-
able, not daring, to believe his ears.

“ You're a beast!” Her voice shook
a little.  *“ Married two whole days and
vou haven't kissed me once!”

He reached for her hungrily and if
his hard-muscled arms all but broke
her back, she made no complaint. But,
of course, she couldn’t. Her lips were
sealed.

’

AI‘ length, it may have been five
minutes later or an hour, Nancy

Wentworth Calhoun pushed her
husband away, straightened her hair
and said:

“Now, my husband-who-has-just-
come-to-his-senses, shall we finish our
housework ?”’

*“ One more kiss!”

* Not until you return with another
load of dishes.”

*“ Heartless!” he grumbled,
hastened for the dining room.

Just as he was scooping up an arm-
iful of plates and cups his eye fell upon
a large square envelope. Upon its face
was his own name.

Anxious to return to Nancy, he
grabbed a handful of plates and raced
back to the kitchen. Before she again
forced him back to work, he remem-
bered the envelope which he had
stuffed in his pocket. Thumbing open
the flap, he withdrew the inclosure and
stared, puzzled, at Emory’s familiar
handwriting.  Why should Emory
write?

The first half dozen words riveted
his attention.

“What's the matter, Jerry?” Nan-
¢y was alarmed at his expression.

but
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“Here, you read it to me.” He
thrust the letter into her hand, and she
read:

Dear Orp Tor:

It’s almost time to shove off for
New York, and, eventually, Boston.
But I can’t stick it, old-timer. I'm a
restless bird of passage, a changeling
child in a family to whom therc is no
world beyond Beacon Hill. T crave
new scenes and new doings. It would
never occur to me to fade out of the
picture without you except that I know
what you are too goofy to rcalize—
that you arc going to stay married.

So, old man, after these many years,
we've come to the parting of the ways
which comes inevitably when a girl
makes a trio out of a duo. You and
Nancy—a great pair, old man! You'll
settle down.

Between pals, distance does not
count. We'll drift together, old son,
from time to time. I’ll drop in on you,
put my muddy feet on your mahogany
desk and tell you how I got my tan and
my touch of malaria. And you’ll tell
me how your tailor fusses ahout your
respectable bulge.

You'll be sorry for me and I'll be
sorry for you. And maybe, in all your
conventional happiness, you'll envy me
just a little. You'll smell the smells of
burned oil and exhaust gas and you’ll
feel again the kick-back of a gat
against your palm and youw'll wonder
where I am and what I'm doing. And
that’s the price, you'll pay, old man,
for your happiness. But, as the old
cliché goes, you can’t have cvery-
thing.

Rcmember, Jerry, how we'd roll the
dice when we faced a difficult decision?
Gambler’s throw, one roll? Well, I've
rolled ’em, and I'm joining up with
Ashwood for a bit of a whirl some-
where. Next to you, he's the gamest
little fighting-cock I've cver known.
Unlike you, he has no future—in which
he resembles me. So we're off, Jerry,
on another gambler's throw. Off to
somewhere, God knows where. DBut
we'lt have fun, Jerry, the kind we had

THE
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in the war—the kind we've had these
past few wecks.

You're an ornery cuss, Jerry. You
fight too hard and too often. You look
like an casy-going guy, but you're hell
on skates when you get riled. And it’s
tough to have to shove off without you.

Listen, old top; wec’re swiping the
speedboat, Ashie and I. With a couple
of hours’ leeway, we’ll be off in the am-
phibian and you won’t he able to catch
us in the monoplane. Give us a break
if you can. If not, we'll try to make a
race of it.

I'm helping Ashwood to cscape, thus
sacrificing the $250,000 offered for his
arrest. On the other hand, I relinquish,
gladly, my sharc of the $600,000 you
and Steve will get for rescuing the
others. If you’ll sharpen your pencil,
you'll see you get more out of it the
way it stands. (Who pays the reward
for your wife?)

Slap Steve on the back for me and tell
him that, so far as his conscience is
concerned, he can sleep in his little
house amid the pecan grove with the
assurance that Ashwood won't operate
again in the U. S. A. Elsewhere—who
knows? Maybe we’ll roll the dice
again.

Best regards to yourself, old man.
Sece you again, some time. Until then,

happy landings. Py

P.S.—Kiss Nancy for me. If I hadn’t
lammed away I'd have donc it myself.
“The last part of the letter sounds
interesting,” said a voice from the
doorway. Nancy and Jerry wheeled
around to face Stevens. The girl
passed him the letter. He read it.

“How long thev been gone?” he
asked very quietly.

“Haven't any
Jerry.

“ Better give 'em a couple hours

idea,” confessed

more. No sense in loading the dice on
’em ”
The old man strode to the door.

“After all,” he said, “it’s ‘Gam-
bler’'s Throw!""”
END.



Tim’s attempt to make friends with Pootch was disastrous

Pootch, Lover of Gold

Gold makes trouble, as Jake Schmidi and his little fellow-prospector Tim
Donovan learned in the Australian bush; but they were to have even
more lrouble over their curious black cockatoo mascot

By WYMAN SIDNEY SMITH

bird any one except big Jake

Schmidt would pick for a com-
panion. He was unruly, tempera-
mental, grouchy and mean. ‘Tech-
nically he belonged to the genus
calyptorhynclhus funercus, but in other
words he was just a common red-tailed
black cockatoo of the Australian back
country.

Big Jake had discovered the red-
tailed, glinting-eyed rascal on his last
trek into the ““ never-never ” prospect-
ing for gold in that desolation. Dust
devils chased each other across the
endless monotony of the landscape and
TPootch was the only living thing Jake
had seen for days.

The disgruntled cockatoo had evi-

POOTCII was not the kind of a

dently got into a fight with his flock
or had fallen foul of some blackfel-
low’s boomerang, for Jake found him
with one wing Dbroken and one leg
twisted. Jake set the wing as best he
could and took Pootch along for com-
pany.

“Son of a devil, you get well,” he
informed the bird. And Pootch got
well.  He never used his wings again,
but he skipped and jumped around
camp until he could run as fast as Jake
could walk. \When he didn’t want to
be handled, he could even keep out of
Jake’s clutches.

Jake spent hours trying to make
Pootch talk, but the stubborn old rascal
refused to utter a syllable.

Jake was buying grub for zu,wther

852
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trip into the back country, the land of
the white ant hills, when he met Tim
Donovan in Brigen’s public house.
Where Jake was awkward and huge,
Tim was small and wiry and quick.

“T tell you what,” Jake proposed.
“You come along an’ if we find gold,
I give you one-third."”

Tim laughed. He laughed until
Jake’s eyes began to glitter. “ You do
me favor once,” Jake declared, “ other-
wise you can go to hell and I never
make such a offer.”

Tim calmed down. “ Nix on the
gold,” he said. ‘“ You've never found
it yet and you never will. But I'm
broke. Been waiting for the sugar-
cane cutters’ strike to get over and it
hasn’t. Give me five quid a month and
grub and I’ll hook up with you.”

Jake grinned as he held out his hand.
“ Sure,” he agreed,  twenty-five bucks
a month I pay easy. But I tell you
somedings. Three year ago I have come
here from America to make my for-
tune. This time I am going to find
gold.”

The smaller man smiled skeptically;
and the next day they set off for the
interior with Pootch riding securely on
top of the camel’s pack while Jake and
Tim rode their horses. It was the first
camel Jake had ever owned, but his
money was running low and he was
taking his last long chance. Only a
camel could carry enough food and
water to reach the spots where water
lholes were few and far between.

Once Tim tried to make friends with
Pootch and the cockatoo promptly
grabbed a finger in his beak, which was
hard as a pair of pliers. Tim would
have killed the black rascal then except
for a warning grunt from big Jake.
He nursed a sore finger for days while
thev rode farther and farther into the
never-never.

ARGOSY.

“ Pootch don't make no friends,”
big Jake chuckled and pondered the
idea gleefully. Every night when they
slept, the odd bird would perch over
Jake’s head and waken at the least noise
to let out a squawk of alarm. If Tim
ever tried to run away, Pootch would
be likely to squawk.

W;\TER holes were farther apart.

Big Jake’s horse went lame and

he went on leading the animal.
Little Tim offered to take his turn at
walking, but Jake waved him back.

Tim didn’t insist. As they left
Brigen’s public house farther and
farther behind he began to regret his
bargain. They might die of thirst in
this drought-bitten country.

“ Say, feller,” he demanded at last,
““how long you going on?”

Jake replied: “ I pay you.”

And so Tim whistled. He whistled
and tried to fix landmarks in his mind
so that he could get back. But he
stopped whistling when his horse went
Jame on a stretch of “ gibbers ”—mile
after mile of level plain covered with
liver-brown pebbles that turned under-
foot, that glittered like eyes in the sun.

Jake decided to rest the horses and
the camel for a few days. Hec left Tim
and Pootch in camp while he circled
about, prospecting.

Tim observed the bird with calcu-
lating eyes. Pootch hunched up his
feathers and glowered in return. Hour
after hour they sat there.

Then Tim went to their bag of flour,
mixed up a few pieces of dough and
held them out to Pootch at the end of
a stick. Pootch gobbled the dough
down eagerly, and when big Jake re-
turned to camp a little later, Tim was
scratching the back of Pootch’s head.
Pootch gurgled with delight.

“You fool him, eh?” Jake said.
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After that Pootch began to divide
his attentions between the two. but he
refused to talk, no matter which one
coaxed him.

“ Reckon he must have belonged to
somehody some time,” T'im announced
once. “ He acts smart.”

“ Sure,” Jake replied.
be fifty or sixty years old.
learned plenty.”

Pootch proved his courage—and his
familiarity with men’s ways—when
Jake led his lamed horse off to shoot it.
The cockatoo mnever blinked at the
sound of the shot, but remained as calm
as though he had heard similar noises
dozens of times before.

Tim was more disturbed than the
bird. * How much farther you going?”’
he demanded.

“So far as I like,” Jake retorted.
“The horse was lame. If I let him
stay, he starve—and he was no good
to go along.”

Tim grunted. He was beginning to
realize that life in the never-never is
a grim, bitter struggle for the survival
of the fittest. Ile led his own lame
horse on now without any attempt to
ride occasionally as he had in the past.

They reached the next water hole
late in the evening only to find it dry.
Jake took down the water bags while
Tim watched him shrewdly. “ You
knew there wasn’t any water here,” the
smaller man said slowly.

“ Sometimes is water,” Jake retort-
ed. His black hair and his bearded
face gave him a stolid, immobile as-
pect—his eyes were growing hard as
the glinting gibber pebbles.

IEN they started to go on next
morning, Tim refused to budge.
“ Jake, you don't know if

there's water at the next spot or not.
We'd hetter go back.”

* He is may-
He have
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Jake strode up to him. “1I do not
ask you for advice,” he threatened. *“ I
pay you five quid a month.”

Ttm picked up the lead rein of his
horse and started off through the
grizzly bushes. A drove of kangaroos
made off in the distance; a few emus
strutted across the landscape to watch
curiotsly; brilliant small birds flick-
cred through the air. Once a {lock of
white cockatoos went sailing by.

But they missed the water holes, and
made a dry camp again that night.

“You don’t know where you're go-
ing,” Tim charged the big man.
“ Hell, you'd think a bloke could live
on air the way you go on.”

Jake grinned and played with
Pootch while the fire flickered into the
blackness of the night. Then he lay
down to sleep.

“If that wild dog they call dingo
come along, Pootch will squawk,” Jake
said slowly. *“ Also if any wild blacks
come prowling, Pootch will hear.”

Tim glumly smoked out his pipe and
rolled up in his blanket. The night
was chilly in spite of the day’s heat—
Tim woke next morning after only a
few snatches of sleep.

“ Look here, Jake,” he said as he
saw the other preparing to go on. “ You
don’t know this country. You ain’t
never been here before. And I ain’t
goin’ on no more.”

Jake glared, but Tim stood firm. As
the big man came toward him, Tim
reached for a club. Jake came on
steadily, warded the blow that Tim
aimed at him, and his fingers clutched
at the smaller man’s throat. Tim
swtng the club down over Jake’s shoul-
ders as the hig man shook him like a
bunch of rags.

“Get going,” Jake ordered as he
flung Tim away.

Tim rubbed his throat while the
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other brought out a revolver that he
had kept hidden. He strapped its
holster to his belt.

“No,” Jake said, “I do not know
this country. That is why I come here.
Nobody has come here—maybe that is
why we find gold.”

Tim trembled with horror—their
water would barely last out the day.
If they didn’t find any, it would be
three days’ trek back to water.

But they found water that afternoon
—a small pool in the rocks of a dry
stream bed.

“ See,” Jake joked, ““ you give up too
soon, Tim. You are like other fellows
—they never find gold.”

Tim scowled. “T’ll go daffy if this
keeps on,” he muttered to himself.

But the water restored his good
humor and he decided to get even with
Jake. He set Pootch up on a rock and
proceeded to talk to him: “ Shut up,
you liar—shut up, you liar.,” It was
what Tim felt like saying to Jake

whenever the big prospector com-
mented on his hopes.

Pootch laid hack his crest and
grumbled. Big Jake hooted with de-

rision. ““ See, Tim, even Pootch know
too much for that.”

Tim said nothing. He repeated the
words over and over to the stubborn
cockatoo, but Pootch went sulky.

AY after day dragged on to a

blazing fury of sunset and slow

twilight. Tim listened to the
creak of insects at night while he
watched the Southern Cross in the sky.
Pootch refused to leave his perch over
Jake’s head—and Tim worried. If
anything happened to big Jake now,
he could never find his way back to
crvilization. He was lost—those long
sweeping hills looked all alike to him.

He lost his appetite.
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“ Eat, man,” Jake grinned at him.
* Maybe we have to starve yet.”

Timlived in a daze. Twice they left
water holes three days behind. *‘If
we don’t find water, the camel can take
us back,” Jake informed him.

Tim hadn’t thought of that. He
went on, easier in spirit for a while.
They saw more “ white ant "’ diggings
—high clay piles three or four feet
across at the bottom and six or eight
feet high. Jake searched the clay, look-
ing for the sparkle of gold dust.

“ Go ahead,” Tim told him.
camel will take us back.”

Jake paused to grin again. “ Sure,”
he nodded, ““if the camel don’t go
lame. His feet are sore now.”

‘“ Jake,” the smaller man replied
evenly, “I'm going to kill you some
day.”

The big fellow shrugged his shoul-
ders. “ No,” he said. “ You wouldn’t
do it—you can not find your way out.”

They didn’t speak except when they
had to. Tim kept on repeating to
Pootch the sardonic refrain: ‘ Shut
up, you liar—shut up, you liar.”

They were leaving a cluster of ter-
mite mounds one morning when Tim
noticed a tiny sparkle in the clay of the
ant hill. He scooped up the earth with
trembling fingers as he shouted to Jake.
They found a few more golden flakes
in the ant hill and then scrambled
around to other hills in a wild frenzy.

Pootch let out an excited squawk.
Then he shouted : “ Shut up, you liar—
shut up, you liar.” He added a volley
of oaths and curses such as neither
Jake nor Tim had ever used.

The two men looked at the old bird
in amazement.

“'The

“Sure, singe your hides, we're
sons of guns,” Pootch screamed.
“He knows prospecting.” Jake
grunted
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They searched again, explored onc
ant hill after another and then started
digging in the earth under the spot
where they had discovered the first
specks of gold.

Pootch watched them dig with devil-
ish joy. Now and then he would let
out a squawk to prepare himself for
saying:

“ Shut up, you liar
liar.”

They made camp and waited eagerly
for the next dawn. Tim started dig-
ging a new hole. Jake went off down
a gully twenty yards away. He kicked
into the gravelly sands—and began to
dance and shout. The sand was alive
with gold.

“ We got it,” Tim cried.
it.”

Jake began digging. * That ant was
smart.” he said.

‘ He must have lugged his couple of
flakes all that way,” Tim nodded. He
laughed and laughed with the excite-
ment of gold.

They took out ounce alter ounce of
gold. They carried water to wash out
the gold, they panned and dug and
sometimes blew out the dust when the
wind was strong enough to push the
fine refuse and dirt from the gold.

Pootch observed them soberly. He
stalked about their feet. Jake tossed a
small gold nugget at the bird and the
cockatoo grabbed it in his beak to roll
it around and around with his tongue
as though he were nibbling at it. His
shrewd eyes blinked.

“ Pootch likes gold.” Jake chuckled.

shut up, you

“ We got

HEY stayed on until their grub
began to peter out. * About fifty
pounds,” Tim estimated one noon

as they stopped to have a bite to
eat. He watched the fire curling up
around the billy-can until the water

LOVER

OF GOLD. 857

boiled. Then he poured some tea into
the quart can of hot water and leaned
back contentedly.

“That'll make a couple thousand
quid apiece.” he went on. ‘' It’s a for-
tune.”

Jake looked at him calmly. “ I think
it will make twenty thousand dollars,”
he nodded, “ but nobody said nothing
about splitting.”

Tim jumped. ** Say,” he demanded,
“ you ain’t going to stick to that bar-
gain, are you?”

“TI pay you your wages.” Jake an-
swered. ‘1 am tired of you—day
after day you have make that damn
fool Pootch call me liar.”

Tim grinned awkwardly. *‘ You're
joshing me.” he said.
But Jake shook his head. ** Nope—

the gold is mine. I found you dead
broke at Brigen’s pub. I offered you
to share, but you say you want pay.
you lousy little runt. I find this gold
myself.”

Tim leaned over toward hig Jake.
“You double-heeled snake’” he
shouted. * You can’t put me ofl. If
I hadn’t found the sparkles. we’d never
have stopped here, would we?”

“ Maybe no,” Jake replied. “ But I
find this gold in the gully by myself.”

“I'll get my share,” Tim threatened,
his face growing pale under the heavy
tan.

“Not a pinch.,” Jake snapped. “1I
will give you grub and blueys and you
get out.” He went over to their pile
of tucker and pulled out Tim’s blan-
kets. *“ There is vour blueys,” he said.
“ Now go!”

The bag of gold sat on the ground
between them, but neither moved to-
ward it. Jake took out his revolver
and covered Tim,

“TI kil you some day,” Tim
snarled.  While Jake watched, he tool:
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his share of the tinned beef, flour,
bacon, tea, and sugar, made up a pack
and saddled his horse. Then he rode
away.

“T0 will teach him a lesson,” Jake
muttered stolidly.

His eves popped as lie saw Pootch
start out after the rider, squawking,
screaming and swearing.

“ Come on, Pooich,” Tim called.

“Come back here, Pootch.” Jake
thundered. But Pootch kept on after
the departing Tim. Jake pulled up his
gqun and cent a shot into the dust in
{ront of the scrambling parrot. ** Come
back, you!" hc shouted. Tim had
ducked and whirled at the shot. but
seeing Jake's aim was to head off the
parrot, he laughed grimly and rode on.

Pootch started off in another direc-
tion and Jake shot into the dust again.
This time the black cockatoo braced
himself and slid to a halt. He looked
craftily at Jake and once more started
off at an angle. Jake shot again.

Tim rode off into the bush. Pootch
cyed the retreating figure for a long
time hefore he came slowly back to-
ward camp. Jake chuckled to himself.
T have lick’ that bird this one time.”
he laughed. :

But Pootch was glum and sour. He
climbed on top the bag of gold and sat
there all afternoon without a sound, as
grimly as if he knew these two men
were threatening each other with
death, in their gold-jealousy.

Jake brought up the gold from his
alternoon’s digging, and the hlack ras-
cal only glowered at him. Jake
chuckled again as he reached out a
hand to brush Pootch aside. But with
a flurry of wings Pootch seized Jale’s
tinger and held it in a grip like a
wire-cutter. Jake howled as he tried
to shake the bird loose, but Pootch
clung tighter.
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Jake tried to smash Pootch against
the earth, but the nerves scemed to go
dead in his arm. He began twisting
Pootch’s neck with his free hand.
Pootch dropped to the carth, expertly
dodged Jake’s kick, and slid away into
the bushes,

Jake's finger bled like a cut artery;
the flesh was mashed to the bone. He
didn’t stop to think, in his rage, but
took a club and chased the shadowy
black cockatoo from bush to hush and
rock to rock. Then he pulled his gun
and took a shot at the black fellow.
But when he examined the rock, there
was no sign of Pootch to be found.

Jake thought of the gold and rushed
back to camp. 1t was still there. He
laughed sardonically as he covered his
bloody finger with ashes—a trick the
black fellows had taught him—and
wound up the cut flesh with a strip of
cloth.

** Shut up, you liar!” The cockatoo’s
voice came from the settling darkness
like a jeer.

his quart can of water on to hoil.

He made a little tea, but the pain
in his finger took away his appetite.
Now and then Pootch would scream
out vengcfully from the darkness:

“ Aw-w-w-k! Shut up, vou liar!
Shut up, vou liar!”

Jake sat by the fire trying to think.
He hadn’t expected that Pootch would
go mad. Tim would circle and come
back now to get the gold, and there
was no Pootch to stand guard. His
finger burned like a hot brand. But he
scrambled to his feet and lugged the
heavy bag of gold after him into the
darkness. He dug a hole, set the bag
of gold in i, covered it with earth, and
returned to camp. His head went
dizzy—his finger throbbed—he was

JAKIC cursed as he built a fire and set
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sure he'd need a better hiding place
for the gold.

He didn’t dare to sleep,. because he
feared Tim might sneak up and get
the revolver. His finger throbbed with
pain. The bush grew silent except for
the dismal creaking of insects. A
black bug flew into the fire and ex-
ploded with a bang. Jake jumped. His
nerves were getting on edge. He
cursed Pootch and Tim.

He waited for the night to pass, and
in the morning drank a portion of tea.
Then he went back to his digging.
There was still plenty of gold. Gold!

His finger throbbed as he worked.
The pain crept up his arm into his
shoulder. Perspiration poured from his
skin. He cursed as he unbuckled his
revolver and laid it on the ground be-
side him. Now and then he scanned the
bush for some sign of Tim.

But nothing moved. Pootch had dis-
appeared or was hiding cleverly.

“ To-morrow I go,” Jake decided as
he brought up another handful of
gold. Half hoping for an answer, he
called for Pootch. But there was no
rustle or sound of the cockatoo. Jake's
head buzzed. He took a sip of cold tea.
Then the cup flew from his hands as
he jumped and went off on a run to the
diggings where he had left his gun.

The revolver was gone.

He cursed like a madman as he be-
gan a frantic search of the hushes.
“ Pootch!” he called.  Pootch, come
here, you fox!”

The twilight turned into darkness,
and Jake was still vainly searching for
his gun. Finally he dragged himself
back to camp and built a fire.

“ Pootch,” he called again patient-
ly. This time a black blur of feathers
came out of the shadows and Pootch
stalked sedately up to him. Jake
reached out his hand toward the bird.
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Pootch jumped as he seized a finger
in his jaws and crunched down through
the flesh. He groaned as he reached
for the bird’s neck, but Pootch let go
and shot into the bushes.

Jake looked at his hands silently.
One finger on one hand was bandaged.
One finger on the other hand was cut
and bleeding. He bandaged the fresh
wound and poked up the fire around
the billy can. He drank tea, cup after
cup, so that it would keep him awake.

He jumped at every noise. If he
could stay awake to-night, dig gold
just one more day, then he could move.
Maybe Tim had really gone home. If
he ever found Tim, he would give him
some of the gold. He chuckled—Tim
wouldn’t kill him until he found out
where the gold was hidden.

His fingers throbbed as he sat there;
first one, then the other—sometimes
both together. He began counting the
throbs and grew sleepy. Then he poked
up the fire and drank more tea. Time
after time he stirred himself only to
sink back into a doze.

His head sank on his breast . . .

HEN big Jake woke it was
morning. His wrists and ankles
were bound tight. On his head

he felt a bump where a ctub had land-
ed. He turned his eves, to see Tim
bending over the fire near by.

Jake grunted. ““ Ha, vou have not
find the gold, eh, Tim?"

Tim grinned triumphantly. ** I came
back and watched you bury it that
night. But T wasn’t taking any chances
getting shot, see. I knew vou were a
fool and wouldn’t sleep that night; so
I slept. And last night, as T guessed,
you could not keep awake . . . What
did you do with the gun?”

Jake moistened his lips. ** Pootch
got it,” he said.
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Jake’s eyes lingered on a handaged
finger of Tim’s right hand for several
moments, and a half smile swept his
lips, “ Pootch nab vour finger?” he
asked. Tim grunted.

“You leave me the camel and grub?”
Jake asked.

Tim shook his head. He stecped the
tea, drank it calmly, and eved Jake.
“TI’ll take you along to show me the
way out—then maybe I'l—"

He left the sentence unfinished while
he went toward the bag of gold, which
sat near a clump of bushes. Near-by
was the camel, its pack ready. Tim
reached out to take the bag of gold.
Jake watched the bush with straining
eyes—a single bit of Dblack like a
shadow showed through the leaves.
Next moment there was a black flash
of feathers, and Tim howled. Pootch
disappeared like a streak, leaving Tim
to glare at a bruised and bleeding
thumb.

Big Jake laughed. “Look—he fix
me, too.”

Jake held up his bound hands, and
Tim looked at the two bandaged fin-
gers as if unbelieving. Very slowly he
unwrapped the cloth and looked at the
angry red wounds.

““Pootch likes gold,” Jake said.
“ He’s smart bird. Been prospecting
before. Maybe the partners fought
over the gold, killed each other—that’s
why he ran wild. Maybe he knows
what happens. Pootch, he’s smart.”

Tim looked thoughtful for a mo-
ment. “ He took the gun,” he puzzled.
“Yes. Pootch, he’s smart. Look, Jake
—if I cut you loose, to get the gold,
will you play fair and pay me what
vou promised back at Brigen’s pub?”

Jake grinned as he stretched out
his hands. “Nope. We go fifty-fifty
now.”
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Tim slashed the cords, and gingerly,
hecause of wounded fingers, the pair
shook hands. Then they turned to the
bag of gold. Pootch had come back,
and was perched on it, his fcathers
ruffled, his eves gleaming inscrutably
as he cocked his head at them.

“We'll kill the little fiend!” Tim
cried; but Jake stopped him.

* No,” he said. ““ Pootch is wise old
man. Somebody have train him for
watch-bird. Dlack devil!”

OGIETHER they went off to

search for the missing revolver.

“ Pootch don’t like that gun,”

Jake decided at last. They gave up and

returned to the camp. Jake stood over

Pootch and carefully reached down
one hand. Pootch snapped at it.

* Here,” Tim said. “ Let’s shake
hands again, and then maybe he’ll let
us both hoist him on to the camel, gold
and all.”

They shook hands vigorously while
Pootch watched. Some of the glitter
seemed to leave his eyes. Then they
gingerly reached for the bag of gold,
catching hold at the bottom, and hoist-
ed it, walch-bird and all, onto the
camel. Pootch gurgled, but his beak
remained quiet.

“ See,” Jake chuckled. “ That black
rascal knows when we arc friends
sticking together.”

They tossed Pootch a few seeds and
bits of flour dough, which he ate greed-
ily. Then Tim pulled a small nugget
from his pocket and placed it beside
the bird. Pootch took it up and rolled
it round and round in his beak with his
tonguc.

He was still playing with it, trying
to nibble it and turning it to and fro,
when they finished loading their outfit
and set off together through the bush.

THE END.
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0 write interestingly of an uninteresting sub-
ject is one of the most difficult tasks in the
world. That is why I am having such a

hard time writing this. But anyway, here goes.

Like Ralph R. Perry and Calvin Coolidge, I
was born in Massachusetts—Pittsfield, to be exact
—which makes me a co-Yankee of theirs. It is
surprising that our State, having the reputation
for strictness, morality, etc., that it has, should
produce so many story tellers. And, if you don't
believe that an author is a natural born story
teller, ask his wile.

I was born a little late, November 6, 1903; a
fact which has caused me much sorrow in that
I misscd the big event of the century, the World
War. 1 tried Lo get a ride on the caboose, how-
ever, and was removed by an irate father and a
weeping mother, I often wondered who became
the youngest man in the regiment after I—er—left.

My urge for the life military, however, was un-
quenched. I recall very clearly the day I left the
war-time army. My company commander looked
at my private’s uniform, and roared, “ Why, Hop-
per, you can’t wear those clothes to West Point!”
What he was after, you see, was the uniform. As
I couldn't very well travel several hundred miles
in my B. V. Ds, he had to let me have it.

Five years later, I reported to the United States
Military Academy, facetiously known by its in-
mates as “ Sing-Sing-on-the-Hudson.” For four
long years I studied mathematics, paraded, drilled
—and sweated. And, last, but not least, saw
the Navy get licked twice and tied twice. Finally,
in 1027, I blossomed forth as a spick-and-span,
brand-new shave-tail. Glory was mine, the world
was a hard-boiled egg, and T had a nutcracker in
my hand.

Alas! The sad futility of a young man’s dreams!
1 found our Uncle Samucl far more generous with
his orders, and * thou-shalt-nots,” than with his
dough. The problem of a young officer trying to
keep up a front to match his position and re-
sponsibilities with only a hundred and a quarter a
month to do it with, proved to be the last mathe-
matical straw. Although most authors are con-
sidered to live in a world of imagination, and to
exist on romance and love, I found out that my
stomach was too darned prosaic. It was not satis-
fied with being covered by nice uniforms; it had
to cat also.

So, on Friday, the 13th of June, this present
year, I resigned my commission in the Regular

{

Army—and have been eating three times a day
ever since. Sometimes, however, when I see how
hard-boiled some of these cditors are I almost
yearn for even the stingy hand of Uncle Sam.
When the military longing will seize me again,
I do not know. At the present time I am con-
sidering an offer to join the army of one of our
sister republics in Central America. A colonel’s
commission, no less, am I offered. Think of Lhat,
Uncle Samucl! And pay and allowances accord-
ingly! Now, if I don't have a head-on collision
with the vice-president, who might be like our
friend Dr. Juwlio Vilalobos in *“ Those Navy
Ways,” and wind up all my carcers against a
stone wall, I'll be all right,
Perhaps you will get a better idea of me if T
end this thing with some of my likes and dislikes.
Likes—Adventure (of any sort), accepted
stories, beans, writing, ladics.
Dislikes—Adventure (when I get the worst of
it), unaccepted stories, Limburger cheese, writing,
ladies.
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F. STARZI,, the latest addition to
the ranks of our fantastic story
writers, certainly rang the bell with his

first story. A few readers say:
Benton, Harbor, Mich.

I just received my September 13 copy of Ar-
cosy and glancing over the index therc was a
short story under the title of “ The Red Germ
of Courage.” I was about (o pass it up when
the word “interplanctary ” caught my eye. Im-
mediately I turned to page 169 and—I have just
finished that story and I do not hesitale to say
that R. F. Starzl is on a par with Ray Cum-
mings when it comes to real stories of scientific-
tion and if he comes through with a novel of
that tyvpe and it is just as inleresting as his short
story, he will immediatcly go to Lhe head of
the list, as far as 1 am concerned. 1 am glad to
find an author that has a scientific background
instead of introducing a lot of freak animals for
the bera to battle with.

L. L. McGarry.

Cicero, Il

As an ardent scientific fiction fan, let me cx-
press my satisfaction at finding another of my
favorite authors in Arcosv. “ The Red Germ of
Courage,” by R. F. Starzl, was fully up to that
author's high standard; in fact, I have noticed
that even the best authors seem to do better for
ARGosY than for other magazines,

Let's have morc stories by R. F. Starzl, Murray
Leinster, R. M. Farley and by the author of
*“Voodoo'd.” It's good news to hear that A. Mer-
ritt is back.

Rute BOEHM.

Ft. Lewis, Wash.

This R. F. Starzl—m-mm-m! That “ Red Germ
of Courage” was fine. It was so plausible, you
know. He made me see a stupendous world as
if I had been moved therc and had had about a
month (o get accustomed to it-—-it was new yet,
but not overpowering cnough lo be incomprehen-
sible. And the humans were hwman, too.

Want more Murray Leinster. Like 'im, too,
but thesec two are the only ones you have who
can write half good pseudo-scientific stories—-so
far.

These Russian stories are pretty fair. I liked
them in a lukewarm way, but I don’t know

enough aboul Russia to judge them. [Lairly en-
tertaining, I'd say.

Stories of the ancienls—Rome, Greece, partic-
ularly of old Babylon, Assyria, and the Mayas—
rather scarce, aren’t they? DBut when one comes,
don’t forget to publish it. I enjoycd * Alexander
the Red ™ and that Maya story.

Some didn't like *“ Moving Day.” I did. A
farcical character isn't supposed to have any
sense, is he? It was dragged out a hit, but was
so consistently dumb as to be very cntertaining,
which was what I think its light-hearted author
intended—yes?

If the magazine doesn't get bad pretty soon, I
am going to be compelled to subscribe to it, be-
cause my organization gets it, and I'm leaving
the Army pretty soon. I'm very much afraid
I'm getting to be an Arcosy addict.

Georce D. KNIGHT.

W]—] EFELER-NICHOLSON rings
the bhell with this reader who
likes colorful period tales:

What a glorious tale, *“ The Baldassare Ruby!”
After reading this romantic, swashbuckling treat,
I was afraid to read another story! Fearing that
any other story after that one would take the
taste of ' The Baldassare Ruby ™ out of my
mouth!

Please persuade Malcolm Wheeler-Nicholson to
write more like this one; each wilh a difierent
nation or principality for a locale, especially
Prussia, Austria, Hungary, Kurland, Transylvania,
Normandy, Picardy, Alsace-Lorraine, elc., all rich
in this type of story material.

J. Wasso, Jr.

AN ARGosY convert speaks his piece:

St. Louis, Mo.

I am very fond of reading magazines, but it
seems I have never kept buying one regularly.
It seemed that every magazine I hought had some-
thing wrong with it. I was very hard to please.

A friend of mine took the Arcosy every week,
and suggested that I do the same. But I answered,
* ArGosy gives me a pain, with its old impossible
stories.” Nevertheless, I hought one, just to
try it out.” Well, you know the rest; T thought
ArGosy was just "It

Not long after I met my friend and he said,
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ARGONOTES.

“Say, Harry, why dont you try Arcosy just
once?” I answered that I had and then I said,
“ ARGOSY gives me a thrill, with its old impossible
stories.”

And if you were here on a Wednesday, you
would see me going lo a magazine store and
coming out with the dear old Arcosy. I have
since found another magazine that suits my fancy,
and that is Detective Fiction Weekly. 1 take
them both regularly.

I have no favorite authors. I like them all.
Here's more success to your splendid magazine.

Harry Hirr.

W C. TUTTLE and “ The Trail of
° Deceit ” for this lady:

Golden, Col.
I have been reading the Arcosy for the past
two years and believe me I surely haven’t missed
a copy in all that time. Of them all * The Trail
of Deceit,” by W. C. Tuttle, hits the highest spot
with me. My favorites are Tuttle, Ralph Farley,
Loring Brent, Fred Maclsaac, William Merriam
Rouse, Wheeler-Nicholson and Murray Leinster.
There are several others, but I must not take up
all of the page listing the authors I admire. Let’s
have some more of Tuttle’s stories like “The
Trail of Deceit.”
Long live the Arcosy.
IRENE GIBSON.

ORTS, Gardner, and the “ impos-
sible ” stories for me, says this

reader:
Rochester, N. V.

I have read Arcosy now for over a year and
it is the only magazine on the market that I
thoroughly enjoy.

I have just finished reading * Moving Day,”
by Edgar Franklin, The best stories you publish
are the impossible stories, though all your stories
are very interesting.

The ¢ Whispering Tales,” by Erle Stanley
Gardner and the Gillian Hazeltine stories, by
George F. Worts, are great!

Leave Arcosy as it is; don’t change it.

RoBerT EISELE,

UT here’s one who sees no excuse
for tales of other planets and tells
why, in no uncertain terms:

Springfield, Mo.

At last my fighting blood is up. I have lis-
tened to the impossible story fans until I am
thoroughly sick. Mr. Schuyler Miller surely put
a terrific right over the impossible story knockers'
hearts. Tt seemed to take all the fight out of
them. Well, here’s one comeback that I hope
will classify.
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After all of these stories are boiled down,
what have you? No history quality whatsoever.
A few have color of character, but most of the
authors had rather describe huge ants and brainy
dragons. Some have plenty of action, but you
have to wade through a maze of positively bor-
ing scientific phrases and half-explained theories
to get to ’em. Maybe it does leave you some-
thing to think about; it leaves you with fantastic
dreams half the night and the other half you are
wide awake. You awake nervous as the result
and usually succeed in spilling half of your cup
of coffee on the breakfast table.

The best books and stories are not the im-
possible ones and I want the Arcosy to be chuck
full of the best.

As usual, I must send out a “bran’ new ” chal-
lenge of my own. Show me a “ Book of the
Month ” that is one of your interstellar travel
adventures.

T've seen a lot in “ Argonotes” about so-called
critics, too. The “ Argonotes” are written by
critics, so you have as much right to call us so-
called critics as you would in calling Byrd a so-
called adventurer.

Personally I think the Arcosy is the best maga-
zine on the stands regardless of price, so you
can see why I'm interested in it. I have my
favorite authors and stories as all knockers do.
I think a pearl hunter story makes a marvelous
appetizer. I prefer the Bellow Bill stories. Also
like Peter the Brazen stories, and sincerely hope
that Susan O’Gilvie gets sick of adventure—for
Pete’s sake!

I am sincerely hoping and trusting that you
will give my story a thought.

Kip KNOCKER.

UR “best” authors—five in num-
ber—are chosen by this fan:

San Antonio, Texas.

I have only been reading your magazine for
a short while, but I can tell I will read it until
Niagara Falls. G

My hobby used to be hunting, but I think
now it is reading ARrcosy.

I think your five best authors are: Otis Adel-
bert Kline, Fred Maclsaac, Ralph R. Perry, Erle
Stanley Gardner, and J. Allan Dunn. I don't
hear much about Dunn in “ Argonotes,” but I
think he is one of the best authors that write for
ARGOSY.

Here’s for more impossible, gangster and West-
ern stories.

Louts McCaLL

BEDFORD—JONES and others get
their meed of praise:

Jamaica, N. Y.
Being one of the fifty million strong readers of
Arcosy T thought I'd send in my say. I have
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read many stories by H. Bedford-Jones, finishing ¢~
his latest, “ The Emergency Mate.” Am wonder-
ing if it was Mr. Bedford-Jones who wrote " The YOUR CHOICE COUPON
King's Passport;” it was published in book form
a few years ago. An interesting novel concern- i
ing French Cavaliers during the reign of Louis Edltor, Arcosy,
XIV. An amazing tale to ref'ad. & 280 Broadway, N.Y.C,N.Y.
Some of Lhe top notchers, in my opinion, are
Richard Barry of * Hawaiian Heels,” * Plumed 5 H 2 i
Serpent,” Don Rando yarns. John H. Thompson 2 The stories 1 hk,e best in this
who wrote those stories of humor concerning issue of the magazine are as fol-
Bill and Jim. *“Captain Nemesis” was a rip- lows :
snorting tale of the sea. Sea, action and a good @
detective yarn are my dish. I
I would suggest having two novelettes instead
of the three short stories which are now running.
Of course this is only a suggestion. 1 always 2
read the novelettes first; as a gencral rule they
are excellent. Let’s hope we have more novelettes. 3
I don’t care for the impossible stories such as
“Maza of thc Moon,” *Radio Gun Runners.” 4
“ City of the Blind” wasn’t so good either.
*“ Hard-Boiled Cayhill's Christmas Eve Party,” ¢
by Theodore Roscoe, certainly hit the spot. Still 5
they say you can't pleasc all of the people all
of the time. (one
Let's have some more from Richard Barry, o
Charles Alden Seltzer, R. de S. Horn and last, e8]
but not least, the ever interesting stories of Cit Stat
William Merriam Rouse. i gt
CLAIR PROCTOR. sl o
= Looking Ahead!
e Looking Ahead!
!
e et
N PIRATE DAYS LIVE AGAIN!

DON McGREW

takes us back to the wild roaring days
of the Spanish Main in his latest novel

Tiger Dick’s Doubloons

J. E. GRINSTEAD

picks Lhe little-known but colorful Texas timber country
as the setting for his fast moving complete novelette

Snarling Saws

COMING TO YOU IN THE ARGOSY OF OCTOBER 18th

—AND THE FOLLOWING WEEK
The Snake Mother, the long awaited fanlastic novel from the pen of A. MERRITT
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Ministers 9-Year Old Boy

Runs '3 into
"Fortune’

Former Poor Country Preacher Reveals Small
Son’s Secret That Saved Family Home and
Brought Prosperity and Happiness. A Life
Drama With a New Kind of Happy Ending That
Will Probably Amaze You Because It Shows How
You, Toe, May Find the End of the Rainbow.

As Related By
REV. C. V. McMURPHY
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SPECIAL

INTRODUCTORY OFFER
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| New Medicine Cabinet Bottle

FEEN-A-MINT _
The Chewiny Gum Laxative .o

Value 50¢

DILLARI)’S ASPEBGUM
The Right and Easy Way

o Take Aspirzn ...

SpPeciAL Price ror Born

THE NEW MEDICINE CABINET
SIZE FEEN-A-MINT BOTTLE

ANEW size package for Feen-a-mint, the original chew-
ing gum laxative! Thousands of Feen-a-mint users
have asked for a package that would slip into the most
crowded medicine cabinet, yet contain anample supply of
Feen-a-mint for all the family. And hereitis! Feen-a-mint
is pleasant to take,safe and de-
pendable in action and non-
habit-forming. The chewing in-
sures the thorough distribution
of the laxalive throughout the
system—helps Feen-a-mint work
without the distressing after-ef-
fects 80 common with ordinary
laxatives,

mmﬂdmm wunmmp.fo‘ruuammm '

" your Mw of Dlllnﬂl‘a_.dnm aud the new

Value 258
Total Value 750

418

DILLARD®>S ASPERGUM

HE finest aspirin scientifically combined with deli-

ctous chewing gum. Can be taken any time, any place.
No bitter tablet to swallow, no fuss or bother—simply
chew this deliciously flavored gum. Because you chew it
the aspirin in Dillard’s Aspergum is effective in smaller
doses for relieving every type of pain for which aspirin
is ordinarily used. Dillard’s Aspergum is especially fine
for relieving sore and irritated
throats because while you chew
it the aspirin combines with the
saliva and quickly soothes and
heals 1he irritated throat mem-
branes. Recommended by phy-
sicians and throat specialists as
the safe, effective way lo take
aspirin,

ACT NOW WHILE
STILL IN EFFECT!

Your druggist can offer this remarkable value for a
limited time only so it is important 10 act promptly
to take advantage of this opportunity. If your drug-
gist has not yet obtained his supply of these combi-
nation packages, fill in the coupon with your name
and your druggist’s name and serd it at once with
49¢ in stamps to

NEALTH PRODUCTS CORPORATION
II3NORTH 13th STREET, NEWARK., N. J.

THIS OFFER IS

i
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